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Behind her scurry several small chickens,
with many gold and silver stars pasted on
their fluffy wings; ribbon bows adorn their
clumsy, tottering legs, and tiny peaked caps
their heads. Just behind these, in their
turn, come a batch of fighting-cocks, most of
them dressed in

little suits of —ru
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in his cage until he feels the first touch of
holy water, but then he gives vent to a
deafening torrent of yells and naughty Indian
words. As this evil behaviour has no effect
on the padre, who goes steadily on with his
blessing, this unregenerate parrot proceeds to
perform all sorts
of acrobatic tricks,

clothes, so cut as
to leave the wings
free. Around their
necks the poor
birds wear tall,
stiff paper collars,
and high hats or
gay sombreros put
the finishing touch
to a bird-costume
that is certainly
about as odd and
truly ridiculous as
one may expect
to see.

There are still
many queerly cos-
tumed birds about
which we could
tell funny things:
the geese, wadd-
ling along in their
paper trimmings
and large caps ;
the ducks, quack-
ing loudly and
angrily in their
unwonted decora-

swinging himself
upside down in
his cage, balancing
on his yellow head,
and then on first
one leg and the
other, amid de-
lighted roars of
laughter from the
audience! So that
Padre Tomds,
unable to hear
himself speak, cuts
short the blessing
and has the wicked
bird taken away.
It is late in the
afternoon—long
after four o’clock
—-before the last
bird or beast is
- blessed, but we
watch to the very
last, and the big
cathedral yard is
entirely deserted
when we climb
down from our

tions; guinea-
fowls, frightened
almost into fits and shrieking discordantly ;
while from their cages and perches green
and yellow parrots chatter and shriek, and
make, upon occasions, loud and impolite—
not to say profane—remarks.

Very nearly every Mexican or peon owns
a parrot, not to mention one or more mock-
ing birds, and little green scolding “love birds.”
All of them have been brought for a blessing
to-day, though we think that, for politeness’
sake, the parrots should have been left at
home, and forced to go without blessings !
For, while prettily decorated, and their cages
gilded and flower-adorned, these wicked birds
cannot be made to appreciate the nature of
blessings or holy water, and behave most
disgracefully even while under the watchful
eye of Padre Tomds and his assistant priests.

One big handsome “Loro” nods sleepily

‘‘ A DISTRESSED MOTHER HEN.”

perch on the wall.
As we go wearily
and hungrily hotel-ward we see many painted
and decorated “animalitos” frisking about
the streets, and Felipe’s white puppy, with
his rejoicing mamma, meets us in the hotel
patio. He (the puppy) no longer wears his
ribbons and bell collar,. but his mother is
trying hard to lick him clear of his various
stripes and streaks, and has partially suc-
ceeded, with the result that he is as non-
descriptly coloured and odd a little object as
one can imagine !

For a long time, too, you must be recon-
ciled to seeing purple and pink cats about,
red and green dogs, and even vari-coloured
pigs, burros, sheep, and goats! Because all
this paint and decoration goes with the bless-
ing of St. Anthony, which is bestowed only
once a year in Mexico—in other countries
not at all, which cannot but seem a pity !




