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CHAPTER 1
prar

Her country, parents, nativity, education,

ﬂight, and travels in various parts of Spain.

I, dosia Catalina de Erauso, was born in the town of San
Sebastian in Guiptizcoa province, in the year 1585. My par-
ents, Captain don Miguel de Erauso and dofia Marfa Pérez de
Galarraga y Arce, were native-born residents of the town,
and they raised me at home with my brothers and sisters until
I was four. In 1589, they placed me in a convent of Dominican
nuns there in town, San Sebastian the Elder, with my aunt
dofia Ursula Unza y Sarasti, who was my mother's older sister
and the prioress of the convent. There I lived until the age of
fifteen, in training for the day when I would profess myself a
nun.

In the year of my novitiate, toward the end of it, when I
was about to make my final vows, I got in a quarrel with one
of the sisters, dona Catalina de Aliri, who had entered the
convent and taken the veil after the death of her husband.
She was a big, robust woman, I was but a girl—and when she
beat me, I felt it. It was on Saint Joseph’s eve, March 18,
1600, when the entire convent rose at midnight to perform
matins, that I went into the choir and found my aunt on her
knees. She called me over, handed me the key to her cell and
asked me to fetch her breviary. I went after it, unlocked her
cell door and grabbed up the breviary, and seeing the keys to
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the convent dangling from a nail on the wall, I left the cell
open and returned the key and the breviary to my aunt.

The nuns were singing the psalms in a mournful tone, and
when they got to the first lesson I went to my aunt and asked
to be excused, telling her I was sick. She touched her hand to
my forehead and said, “Go on, go to bed.” I left the choir, took
up a lamp and returned to my aunt’s cell. I took a pair of scis-
sors and a needle and thread, I took some of the pieces of eight
that were lying there, and the keys to the convent, and I left.
I went opening doors and closing them carefully behind me,
and when I came to the last one I shook off my veil and went
out into a street | had never seen, without any idea which way
to turn, or where I might be going. I struck out, in whatdirec-
tion 1 cannot say, and came upon a chesnut grove just beyond
the walls, on the outskirts of the convent grounds. There, I
holed up for three days, planning and re-planning and cutting
myself out a suit of clothes. With the blue woollen bodice I
had I made a pair of breeches, and with the green petticoat I
wore underneath, a doublet and hose—my nun’s habit was
useless and I threw it away, I cut my hair and threw it away,
and on the third night, wanting to get as far from that place as
I possibly could, I set off without knowing where I was going,
threading my way down roads and passing villages, unti] I
came to the town of Vitoria, some twenty leagues from San
Sebastian, on foot, tired, and having eaten nothing more than
the herbs I had found growing by the roadside.

I entered Vitoria without the least idea where to put up,
but it wasn't more than a few days before I met a certain doc-

tor of theology, don Francisco de Cerralta, who took me in
without any fuss, despite the fact that he didn’t know me, and
even gave me some new clothes. He was married, as I soon
discovered, to yet another of my mother's sisters, but I didn’t
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let on as to who I was. I stayed there what must have been
three months, and the doctor, seeing that I read Latin well,
took a fancy to me and got the idea in his head I should con-
tinue my training as his student. When I let him know I
wasn't interested, he pleaded and insisted and finally went so
far as to lay his hands on me.

With this, I decided to leave—and that is exactly what I
did. I relieved him of some few cuartos I found lying about the
place, and when I found a driver headed for Valladolid, I
struck a deal for twelve reales and set out with him for that
city, which is about forty-five leagues away.

The Court was in Valladolid at the time, and it wasn’t long
before I found work as a page with the king's secretary, don
Juan de Ididquez, who immediately dressed me up in a fine
new set of clothes. There I went by the name of Francisco
Loyola, and for seven months I did very well for myself. But at
the end of that time, one evening when 1 was standing in the
gate with one of the other pages, who should arrive but my fa-
ther, asking whether Sefior don Juan was at home. My friend
responded yes, the don was at home, and my father told him
to tell the don he was there. The other page went inside and I
was left there with my father. The two of us didn't speak a
word to each other, nor did he recognize me, and when my
friend returned to say he might go in, my father started up the
stairs, with me following along behind him.

Don Juan met him at the top of the stairs, embraced him
warmly, and exclaimed, “Sefior Captain, how good of you to
visit!” From the way my father answered, the don could tell
there was some trouble, and dismissing the person he had
been seeing he came back and sat down with my father and
asked him what the story was. My father explained how
his daughter had run away from the convent, how he had




Catalina de Erauso

searched high and low for her, and how it was this very thing
that brought him to Valladolid. Don Juan showed his deep
concern on account of the grief it caused my father, and his
own fondness for me as well—and there were other things
too, the matter of the convent, which his ancestors had
founded and of which he was now a patron, and the town it-
self, of which he was also a native.

1 had listened in on the conversation, and when I heard the
anguish in my father's voice, I backed off slowly and slipped
away to my room. I got my clothes and some eight doubloons I
had squirreled away and made my way to aninn, where I slept
that night, and caught wind of a driver leaving the next morn-
ing for Bilbao. I settled on a price with the man and left the
next day, with no better idea of where to go, or what to do,
than let myself be carried off like a feather in the wind.

It was a long road to Bilbao, some forty leagues I imagine,
and at the end of it I could find neither inn nor private lodg-
ing, and was at my wit's end. Before long, I managed to attract
the attention of some of the town’s youths, who encircled me,
edging up closer and closer, until finally I had had enough and
picked up some stones and let one of them have it—where 1
cannot say, because I didn’t see. I was arrested and thrown in
jail, and there I remained for one long month, until the boy
I had hit got better and I was set free, my pockets several
cuartos lighter for the cost of my stay.

From Bilbao, just as soon as I was let go, I headed for Es-
tella in the province of Navarre, which must be about twenty
leagues off. I found work there as page to don Carlos de Are-
llano, a native of Santiago, and remained in his house and em-
ployment for two years, well-fed and well-clothed. But at the
end of that time, with no more reason than that it suited me,
I quit the comfort of this situation and returned to my home-
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town of San Sebastian, ten leagues away, where I remained
completely unrecognized, a well-dressed young bachelor.

One day, I went to hear mass at my old convent, the same
mass my mother attended, and I saw that when she looked at
me she did not recognize me, and when the mass was over and
some of the nuns beckoned me into the choir, I made like I
didn’t understand, and with a bow here and a fine word there
slipped out the door. This would have been at the beginning
of the year 1603.

From San Sebastian I traveled to the port of Pasajes, a
league away, and there stumbled upon one Captain Miguel de
Berroiz, who was about to embark for Seville. I asked the man
to take me with him, we settled on a price of forty reales, 1
went on board, we set sail, and before long arrived in Sanld-
car. I disembarked and went off to see Seville, and though I
liked the place and thought about staying on for a while, in the
end I was only there for two days, and then returned to Sanli-
car. There I met up with a Captain Miguel de Echarreta, a
native of my own province. His ship was escorting the galle-
ons of General don Luis Ferndndez de Cérdoba, part of the
Royal Armada which set sail for Puntade Arayain 1603 under
the command of don Luis Fajardo, and I found work
as ship's boy on the galleon of my uncle, Captain Esteban
Eguifo, a first cousin to my mother who now lives in San
Sebastian.

I went on board, and we set sail from Sanltcar on Holy
Monday in the year 1603.



CHAPTER 2
prara

The departure from Sanlucar for Punta de Araya,

Cartagena, Nombre de Dios, and Panama.

P]:;ze work was new to me and I had a hard time of it at
first. My uncle, with no idea who I was, grew fond of me and
took me under his wing, especially when he heard where I
was from and the names of my parents, which I concocted for
him. When we reached Punta de Araya, we encountered a
flotilla of enemy ships holding the coast, and our fleet drove
them off. Finally, we arrived in Cartagena of the Indies, and
there we remained for eight days. I signed off as ship’s boy and
became my uncle Captain Eguifio’s cabinboy. From Carta-
gena we sailed on to Nombre de Dios and remained there for
nine days, and during that time many of our men died, which
put us in a great hurry to be on our way again.

Once the silver had been loaded on the ship and everything
made ready for the return voyage to Spain, I dealt my uncle a
heavy blow, helping myself to five hundred of his pesos. That
night at about ten, while my uncle was sleeping, I left the
cabin and told the guards the captain was sending me ashore
on business. Seeing as how they knew me, they easily let me
pass, I leapt ashore, and that was the last they ever saw of me.
An hour later, the ship had weighed anchor and set sail.

Once the rest of the fleet had departed, I found work with
a certain Captain Juan de Ibarra, the treasury agent for Pan-
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ama, who is still alive, and five or six days later we departed
for Panama, where he was living at the time, and I stayed on
with him there for some three months. He wasn't a particu-
larly generous man and the little he gave me was soon gone, as
well as whatever I had pilfered from my uncle, all spent, so
that now I was penniless, and I set off to look for a living
elsewhere.

After much asking around, I heard of a Trujillan mer-
chant, one Juan de Urquiza, and I signed on with him and did

very well for myself the three months we were together in
Panama.




CHAPTER 3
praa

From Panama she travels with her new master,
Urquiza, the Trujillan merchant, to the port
of Paita and the village of Sada.

I left Panama with my new master, Juan de Urquiza,
aboard a frigate bound for the port of Paita, where he was ex-
pecting a large shipment. But as we neared the port of Manta,
we were overtaken by such foul weather that the ship cap-
sized in a squall, and those who could swim—myself, my
master, and some others—made it to shore. All the rest
drowned. In Manta, we managed to find passage on one of the
king’s galleons, for a princely sum, and we headed for the port
of Paita, where my master found his shipment as expected in
a vessel belonging to a Captain Alonso Cerrato. He then
charged me with the task of sending on the shipment in nu-
merical order, and went on ahead.

I set myself to the task I had been given, unloading the
goods and sending them on in the proper order. All the while
my master was receiving the stuffin Safia, some sixty leagues
away, and when I had finished unloading everything, I set out
from Paita with the last few items to rejoin him.

When I arrived in Safia, my master gave me a warm wel-
come, delighted with the work I had done and with the deal
itself, and straightaway he gave me two new outfits, one black
and the other brightly colored. He set me up in one of his
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shops, placing in my care a great deal of property in the form
of both goods and cash, all in all more than one hundred and
thirty thousand pesos worth, and then he wrote down in a
book the various prices of the items and how I was to sell
them. He left two slaves to assist me, and a black woman who
was to cook for me, and indicated I was to spend three pesos
on daily expenses, and having done this, he loaded up the rest
of the goods and took them on to Trujillo, some thirty-two
leagues away.

Now, in this book I've just mentioned, my master also left
the names of the people I could trust to take goods on credit,
provided I did so carefully, with my wits about me, and made
anote of each sale in the book. In particular, he wanted me to
know that this applied to my lady dona Beatriz de Cardenas,
whom he held in perfect confidence and high regard. My mas-
ter then left for Trujillo, and I remained behind in the shop in
Sanfa, selling the goods according to the guidelines he had
given me, collecting the money, and making notes in the book
as to the day, month, and year of the sale, the item, the quan-
tity, the name of the customer, and the prices—and doing the
same with all of the purchases on credit.

Immediately, my lady doia Beatriz de Cardenas began tak-
ing goods, and went on taking so much, and for so long, that I
began to have my doubts—and without letting her know what
[ was up to, I wrote my master in Trujillo telling him in detail
about the whole affair. He wrote back that that was perfectly
all right, and that, so far as the lady’s penchant was con-
cerned, even if she asked me for the entire shop, I should give
it to her. So I put the letter safely away, and carried on with
business as usual.

Who would have guessed those tranquil days were num-
bered, or that trouble lay just around the next corner! One
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Sunday, when I had gone to the theater and pulled up a chair
to enjoy the show, a certain Reyes showed up, and placed his
chair squarely in front of mine, and so close up [ couldn’t see
a thing—I asked him if he wouldn't mind moving a bt to the
side, he responded in a nasty tone, and I gave him back a little
of the same. Then he told me I'd best disappear, or he'd be
forced to cut my face wide open. Seeing as how I was weapon-
less, except for a short dagger, I made my exit, more than a
little enraged, and with a couple of friends at my side who fol-
lowed along trying to calm me down.

The next morning, a Monday, I was in the shop doing busi-
ness as usual when I saw Reyes walk past the door, first one
way and then the other. I closed the shop, grabbed upa knife,
and went looking for a barber to grind the blade to a saw-
toothed edge, and then, throwing on my sword—it was the
first I ever wore—I went looking for Reyes and found him
where he was strolling by the church with a friend.

I approached him from behind and said, “Ah, sefior Reyes!”

He turned and asked, “What do you want?”

I said, “This is the face you were thinking of cutting up,”
and gave him a slash worth ten stitches.

He clutched at the wound with both hands, his friend
drew his sword and came at me, and I went at him with my
own. We met, I thrust the blade through his left side, and
down he went.

I ran straight into the church, followed just as quickly by
the sheriff, don Mendo de Quifiones, a knight of Alcantara,
who dragged me out and carted me off to jail—the first I was
ever in—and clapped me in irons and threw me in a cell. I got
word to my master, thirty-two leagues off in Trujillo, and he
came at once and spoke to the sheriff and, by dint of one thing
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or another, managed to get the irons removed. He continued
to plead my case and I was returned to the church, and three
months later, after numerous appeals and maneuvers on the
part of the head bishop, I was free to go.

At this point, my master told me he had figured out a way
for me to get out of this mess without the law banishing me,
or Reyes or one of his friends killing me, and it was this—I
should marry dofia Beatriz de Cardenas, whose niece was
married to that no-good Reyes himself, whose face I had cut
up. Do this, he said, and everything would calm down.

Now, it should be noted that dofia Beatriz de Cardenas was
my master’s mistress, and that what he had in mind was to
hold on to the both of us—me for business and her for plea-
sure. And they must have worked the whole thing out be-
tween them, because after I had been taken back to the
church I used to sneak out at night to the lady’s house, and
there she would caress me, and implore me, supposedly for
fear of the law, not to go back to the church but to stay with
her. Finally one night, she locked me in and declared that
come hell or high water I was going to sleep with her—push-
ing and pleading so much that I had to smack her one and slip
out of there.

I lost no time in telling my master this marriage just wasn't
going to happen, that there wasn’t any way in the world [ was
going to have a thing to do with it. He begged and pleaded and
promised me mountains of gold, reminding me of the lady’s
beauty and talents, and how this would put an end to all that
business with Reyes, and he mentioned other things too—
still, I held my ground.

Once he saw this was the case, he said I should go to Truji-
llo and set up shop there—and that is exactly what I did.




CHAPTER 4
pr==a

She leaves Safa for Trujillo

an& there murders a man.

I moved on to the city of Trujillo, which is under the au-
thority of the bishop of Lima, where my master had set up a
shop for me. I started to work, conducting business just as I
had in Safa, with another book like the one I had used there,
containing information about the stock, the prices, and the
accounts on credit.

It must have been about two months later, one morning
around eight, as I was cashing one of my master’s notes for
some twenty-four thousand pesos, a Negro came in and told
me there were some men at the door who appeared to be
armed. This put me on guard. I woke the accountant, got my
receipt, and sent word for Francisco Zerain, who came di-
rectly and as he entered the shop recognized the three men as
Reyes, the friend of his I had run through in Safia, and an-
other man.

I told the Negro to close the door, Zerain and I went out-
side, and at once they threw themselves upon us. We met
them fighting, and it wasn't long before, as my bad luck would
have it, I ran my sword point through Reyes' friend—where,
I cannot say—and down he went. And so with blood drawn on
both sides, we went on fighting, two on two.

At this moment the sheriff don Ordofio de Aguirre arrived,
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together with two of his deputies, and they grabbed hold of
me. Francisco Zerain took to his heels and managed to escape.
The sheriff took personal charge of me, leaving his deputies
to take care of the others, and as we were walking toward the
jail he asked me who I was and where I was from, and when I
told him I was a Basquero, he said to me in Basque that when
we came to the cathedral I might consider loosening the belt
he was holding me by. I took the hint, did exactly as he said,
and darted into the cathedral while he stood outside bel-
lowing for help.

Once inside, I sent word to my master in Safa. He arrived
shortly thereafter and tried to settle the matter, but he made
no headway because in addition to murder they had charged
me with God knows what else, and the only way out of the
whole mess, it seemed, was for me to slip off to Lima.

I turned in my books, my master furnished me with two
suits of clothing, two thousand six hundred pesos, a letter of
introduction—and off I went.




CHAPTER 5
pr=a

From Truiillo to Lima.

Wh Trujillo behind me, and having traveled more than
eighty leagues, I came to the city of Lima, capital of the opu-
lent kingdom of Peru, which includes a hundred and two
Spanish cities, not to mention many towns and villages,
twenty-eight bishophrics and archbishophrics, a hundred
and thirty-six sheriffs, and the Royal Courts of Valladolid,
Granada, Charcas, Quito, Chile, and La Paz. The city of
Lima has an archbishop and a cathedral, much like the one in
Seville (though not as large), five benefices, ten canons, six
whole and six half prebends, four priests, seven parishes,
twelve convents of friars and nuns, eight hospitals, a hermit-
age (of the Inquisition—the other is in Cartagena), a univer-
sity. . . . It also has the viceroy and the Royal Court which
govern the rest of Peru, and many other splendors.

At my master's bidding, I presented the letter to Diego de
Solarte, a wealthy merchant who today is the chief consul in
Lima. He received me in his house in amost kind and gracious
manner, and a couple of days later put me in charge of his
shop, with a yearly salary of six hundred pesos, and there I
worked, much to his satisfaction and content.

But at the end of nine months, he told me I should think
about making my living elsewhere, the reason being that
there were two young ladies in the house, his wife's sisters,
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and I had become accustomed to frolicking with them and
teasing them—one, in particular, who had taken a fancy to
me. And one day, when she and [ were in the front parlor, and
I had my head in the folds of her skirt and she was combing
my hair while I ran my hand up and down between her legs,
Diego de Solarte happened to pass by the window, and spied
us through the grate, just as she was telling me I should go to
Potosi and seek my fortune, so that the two of us could be mar-
ried. Solarte went to his office, called for me a little while
later, asked for the books, took them, fired me, and I left.

I found myself in a sticky spot, with no work and no
friends. At that time in Lima, they were raising six companies
to fight in Chile, and I joined one, signing on as a soldier, and
immediately received the allotted salary of two hundred and
eighty pesos. When my master found out, he took it very hard.
Apparently, this was not exactly what he had in mind. He of-
fered to speak to the company officers and get my enlistment
annulled and to repay the money they had given me—but I
wasn't interested and I told him so, I had a mind to travel and
see a bit of the world.

And so, assigned to the company of Captain Gonzalo
Rodriguez, I left Lima in a troop of one thousand six hundred
men under the command of the fieldmaster Bravo de Sarabia,
on the way to the city of Concepcién, some five hundred and
forty leagues off.




CHAPTER 6
prar

She arrives in Concepcién in Chile and there
encounters her brother. She moves on to
Paicabi, where she takes part in the battle
of Valdivia, rescuing the company colors.
She returns to Concepcién, kills two men

an(]. her own Lrotl'ler.

After twenty days at sea, we came to the port of Con-
cepci6n, a decent-sized town that goes by the nickname the
noble and the loyal, and has its own bishop. Troops were scarce
in Chile at the time and our arrival was welcome, and we re-
ceived immediate orders to disembark. They came from the
governor, Alonso de Ribera, conveyed by his secretary, Cap-
tain Miguel de Erauso. As soon as I heard the name [ was
overjoyed, and I knew it was my brother, because while I
didn’t know him—indeed, had never laid eyes on him because
he left San Sebastian when I was only two—I had had news
of him even if I didn’t know his exact whereabouts. He took
the roll book and went walking up and down the line, asking
each of us our names and where we were from, and when he
came to me and heard my name and my country, he dropped
his pen, threw his arms around me, and asked for news of his
father and mother, his brothers and sisters, and his beloved
Catalina, the nun. I responded as best I could without giving
myself away or rousing his suspicions.

18

19

And so he went on with the roll call, and when he had fin-
ished he invited me to have supper at his house and we sat
down to eat. He told me that the garrison we were assigned to
at Paicabi was a soldier’s worst nightmare, and that he would
talk to the governor to see if he couldn’t get me a new post.
And at one point during the meal, he went up to see the gover-
nor, taking me with him, reported to him the arrival of the
new recruits, and begged him as a favor to reassign to his com-
pany a certain young greenhorn from his own province, saying
he hadn’t seen any of his own countrymen since leaving
home. The governor had me brought in, and when he saw
me—1] cannot say why—he said there was nothing he could
do. My brother was crushed and left the room, but then a lit-
tle while later the governor called him back and told him it
should be as he requested.

So that, when the companies marched out, I stayed behind
as my brother’s soldier, and dined at his table for three years,
all the while never letting on to my secret. On occasion, I
went with him to the house of the mistress he kept in town,
and on other occasions I went there without him. It wasn't
long before he found out and, imagining the worst, he told me
that he’d better not catch me at it again. But he spied on
me, and when he caught me there the next time he waited
outside, and when I came out he lit into me with his belt,
wounding me in the hand.

I was forced to defend myself, and the sound of our brawl-
ing brought the Captain Francisco de Aillén, and he made
peace between us. Still, for fear of the governor, who was a
stickler for rules, I had to take refuge in the church of San
Francisco, and there I remained, even though my brother in-
terceded on my behalf, until the day he came to tell me I had
been banished to Paicabi. There was nothing to be done, I
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was forced to leave for Paicabi, where I remained for three
years.

So there I was, in Paicabi, for three years of misery, and af-
ter having always led the good life. What with the swarms of
Indians in those parts, we ate, drank, and slept in our armor,
until finally the governor, Alonso de Sarabia, arrived with the
rest of the armies of Chile. We joined up with them and were
quartered in the plains of Valdivia, on open ground, five thou-
sand men, with everything but discomfort in short supply.
The Indians sacked Valdivia and took the field. Three or four
times before, we had marched out to meet them and engaged
them on the field, always gaining the upper hand and butch-
ering them—but in the last battle reinforcements arrived and
it went badly for us, and they killed many of our men, cap-
tains, my own lieutenant, and rode off with the company flag.

When I saw the flag being carried off I rode after it, with
two horsemen at my side, through the midst of a great multi-
tude of Indians, trampling and slashing away and taking some
wounds in return. Before long, one of the three of us fell
dead, and the two that remained pressed on until we overtook
the flag. But then my other companion went down, spitted on
alance. I had taken a bad blow to the leg, but I killed the chief
who was carrying the flag, pulled it from his body and spurred
my horse on, trampling and killing and slaughtering more
men than there are numbers—but badly wounded, with
three arrows in me and a gash from a lance in my left shoulder
which had me in great pain—until at Jast I reached our own
lines and fell from my horse. A few men came to my side,
among them my brother, whom I hadn't seen in a while, and
this was a great comfort to me. My wounds were tended to,
and we stayed quartered there for nine months. At the end of
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that time, my brother brought me the flag I had rescued, a
present from the governor, and I became the lieutenant of
Alonso Moreno'’s company, which soon came under the com-
mand of Captain Gonzalo Rodriguez—the first captain I had
ever served under—and all in all, I prospered and was well
taken care of.

I served as a lieutenant for five years. I was there at the bat-
tle of Puren where my captain fell, leaving me in command
of the company for some six months, and during that time I
had a number of encounters with the enemy and took a few
arrows. In one battle, ] came up against one of the Indian cap-
tains, Francisco Quispiguaucha, a newly made Christian and
a rich one too, whose devilish raids gave us plenty of trouble.
I met him on the field, threw him from his horse, and he sur-
rendered tome. ] immediately strung him up from the nearest
tree, and this made the governor furious, for as it turned out
he had wanted the man taken alive, and they say it was for
this reason he didn’t give me the company, but gave it to Cap-
tain Casadevante instead, and put me on half-pay with some
promising noises about next time.

The armies withdrew, each company back to its own garri-
son, and I wenton to Nacimiento, which despite its fine name
is nothing more than a shortcut to the grave—and there again
I all but ate, drank, and slept in my armor. But I'd only been
there a few days when fieldmaster Alvaro Nufiez de Pineda
arrived with orders from the governor to form a detachment
for the Valley of Puren, some eight hundred cavalry from our

garrison and others, and I was numbered among them, along
with other officers and captains. We headed out for the Valley
of Puren, and were on the rampage there for six months or so,
slashing and burning Indian croplands. Later, the Governor
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Alonso de Ribera gave me permission to go back to Concep-
cién, and I returned to my post in the company of Francisco
Navarette, and there I remained.

But Chance toyed with me, turning my every scrap of luck
intodisaster. I had been leading a quiet life in Concepcién un-
til, one day, when I was in the guard camp, I went into a
nearby gambling house with a fellow licutenant. We began to
play and the game was going along smoothly, when a small
misunderstanding came up and my companion, with plenty of
people around to hear it, told me I lied like a cuckold. I drew
out my dagger and ran it into his chest. So many people
jumped on me—those at the table, and those that came run-
ning at the sound of the brawl—that I couldn’t budge. One of
the attachés held me fast until the local judge, Francisco de
Pérraga, came in, and he grabbed me tight as well and shook
me this way and that, firing I don’'t know what questions at
me. I told him that 1 would make my statement before the
governor.

At this point, my brother came in and told me, in Basque,
to run for my life. The judge grabbed me by my jacket collar
and, dagger in hand, 1 told him to turn me loose—but the man
shook me again, and I let him have it, slicing him across both
cheeks—and still he held fast, so that I gave him another one,
and he let go. I drew my sword as the whole room charged at
me, backed toward the door, leveling whatever got in my way,
and made my escape into a nearby Franciscan church, where
I learned that both the lieutenant and the judge were dead.

This brought out the governor, Alonso Garcia Remén, who
had the church surrounded with soldiers and kept it that way
for six months. He issued a proclamation, offering a reward
to the man who took me alive, and forbidding my embarkation
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at any port. He alerted the various garrisons and market-
places—and took other precautions as well—until time,
which cures all things, also cured his vigilance. Petitions on
my behalf began to pile up, the guards surrounding the
church were removed, the general air of alarm seemed to lift,
and as I began to feel more at ease and even receive visits from
friends, people began to talk about how provoked I had been
in the first place, and what a tight spot I had been in.

One of the friends who came to see me during this time was
don Juan de Silva, a full lieutenant, who told me he’d had
some words with a certain don Francisco de Rojas, a knight of
Santiago, and that he had challenged him to a duel for eleven
that night. Each man was to bring a second, he said, and he
had no one to turn to but myself.

I didn't answer at first, thinking it was some sort of trap.
Juan de Silva guessed what was on my mind, and said, “If
you're not with me, so be it, I will go alone. There is no other
man [ trust at my side.” I said to myself, “What can you be
thinking?” and accepted.

As the bells were ringing out for evening prayer, 1 left the
church and went to his house. We dined and chatted about
one thing or another until ten o'clock, when we heard the
bells strike the hour and gathered up our swords and cloaks
and set out for the spot. The darkness was so thick, you
couldn’t see your hand in front of your face—and noting this,
I suggested we should tie our handkerchiefs around our arms
so that, whatever might happen in the next couple of hours,
we would not mistake one another.

The two men arrived, and one of them said, “Don Juan de
Silva?” and I could tell by the voice it was don Francisco de
Rojas.
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Don Juan answered, “Here I am!” and they each laid hand
to sword and went at each other, while the other man and I
stood by.

They went on dueling, and after a while I could tell my
friend had taken a hit and that he wasn't any the better for it.
I jumped to his side and the other man took the side of don
Francisco, we parried two on two, and before long don Fran-
cisco and don Juan fell to the ground. My opponent and I kept
fighting, and my point went home below his left nipple, as I
later learned, through what felt like a double thickness of
leather, and he fell to the ground.

“Ah, traitor,” he said, “you have killed me!” I thought I rec-
ognized this stranger’s voice.

“Who are you?” I asked, and he answered, “Captain Mi-
guel de Erauso.”

I was stunned. My brother begged for a priest, as did the
other two, and I went running to the Franciscan church and
dispatched two friars to take their confessions. The other two
died on the spot—and my brother was carried to the house of
the governor, whom he had served as secretary of war. A doc-
tor and a surgeon were summoned to tend to his wounds, and
they did what they could. Then a statement was taken and
they asked him the name of his murderer, and when my
brother begged for a mouthful of wine, the doctor, whose
name was Robledo, said no, it would not be advisable, and he
begged again, and again the doctor refused, and my brother
said, “Why, Sir, you are crueler to me than Lieutenant Diaz
was!"—and after a few minutes, he passed away.

At this point, the governor had the church surrounded and
tried to force his way in with his personal guard. The friars
resisted, along with their superior, a certain brother Fran-

cisco de Otaloza who today lives in Lima, and a hot argument
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ensued, until a couple of the brothers plucked up their cour-
age and told the governor to think it over carefully, because if
he came in he could forget about leaving, and with that the
governor cooled down and withdrew, leaving some guards
behind.

Captain Miguel de Erauso was dead, they buried him in
the Franciscan monastery, and I watched from the choir—
God knows in what misery! I stayed there for eight months
while they prosecuted me on a charge of rebellion—a charge
I was given no opportunity to defend myself against.

When don Juan Ponce de Ledn offered me his protection,
I saw my chance. He gave me a horse and weapons and wished
me godspeed out of Concepcién, on to Valdivia and Tucuman.




CHAPTER 7
pr=a

She leaves Concepcién for Tucuman.

I set out along the coast, suffering a good deal, espe-
cially from thirst, for there was no fresh water to be had for
miles around. Along the way, I fell in with two other sol-
diers, deserters both, and we continued on our way together,
determined to die rather than let ourselves be arrested. We
had our horses, our swords, our firearms, and the guidance
of God on high. We ascended into the mountains, climbing
for more than thirty leagues, and in all of them and the three
hundred more we traveled, we didn’t meet up with a single
mouthful of bread, and only rarely some water or a clump of
rough herbs, or some small animals, and now and then a
gnarled root to keep us alive, and now and then an Indian
who fled before us. We were forced to kill one of the horses
and dry its meat, but we found that it was little more than
skin and bones—and as we pressed onward, step by step,
mile after mile, the others met the same fate, until we were
Jeft with only our feet to carry us and barely enough strength
to stand.

The land grew cold—so cold we were half-frozen. One day
from a distance we saw two men leaning against a rock and
this gave us heart. We pushed on towards them, callingout as
we came, asking what they were doing there, but they never
answered. When we came to the spot, we saw they were
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dead—frozen through, their mouths hanging open as if they
were laughing, and this filled us with terror.

We pressed on and three nights later, as we rested against
arock, one of the others gave out and died. The two of us went
on and the next day, at about four in the afternoon, my com-
panion dropped to the ground sobbing, unable to go another
step, and he died. I found eight pesos in his pocket and pressed
on blindly, clutching my rifle and the last scrap of dried meat,
expecting any moment to share my companions’ fate. You can
imagine my wretched state, dead tired, barefoot, my feet in
shreds. I propped myself against a tree and wept—for what I
think was the first time in my life—1I recited the rosary, com-
mending myself to the Most Holy Virgin and to her husband,
glorious Saint Joseph. I rested a little, got back on my feet,
and began to walk again, and judging by the climate I must
have walked clear out of the kingdom of Chile and into
Tucumin.

I kept on going and the next morning, as I lay stretched out
on the ground, overcome by fatigue and hunger, I caught sight
of two men approaching on horseback. And I didn’t know
whether to rejoice or tremble—were they cannibals or Chris-
tians? I couldn’t tell—and without even the strength to take
aim, I loaded my rifle.

They rode up and asked me what I was doing in that god-
forsaken place, and I could see they were Christians, and the
heavens seemed to open before me. I told them I was lost, that
I didn’t know where I was, that 1 was wracked with fatigue,
dead with hunger, too weak to even stand. It pained them to
see me like that and, dismounting, they gave me what food
they had, loaded me up on one of the horses, and carried me to
what they said was their mistress's ranch, some three leagues
away, and we arrived there around five in the afternoon.
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The lady was a half-breed, the daughter of a Spaniard and
an Indian woman, a widow and a good woman. When she saw
how broken and friendless I was, she took pity on me, gave me
a decent bed to sleep in, a good meal, and told me to rest—
after which, I felt much better. The next morning, she fed
me well, and seeing as I was so entirely destitute she gave me
a decent cloth suit, and went on treating me handsomely,
making me small gifts of this and that. The lady was well-off,
with a good deal of livestock and cattle, and it seems that,
since Spaniards were scarce in those parts, she began to fancy
me as a husband for her daughter.

After I'd been there for eight days, the good woman said
she wanted me to stay on and manage the place. I let her know
how grateful I was, seeing how I was penniless, and told her
1 would serve her to the best of my abilities. And a couple of
days later, she let me know it would be fine by her if I married
her daughter—a girl as black and ugly as the devil himself,
quite the opposite of my taste, which has always run to pretty
faces. Still, I pretended to be overcome with happiness—so
much good fortune, and for one so undeserving!—and I
threw myself at her feet, telling her I was hers todispose of as
she pleased, as one she had snatched from the jaws of ruin,
and [ went on serving her as well as | knew how.

The woman tricked me out like a dandy and gave me full
run of the house and the lands. After two months, we went
into Tucuman for the wedding, and there I remained for an-
other two months, delaying the thing on one pretext or an-
other until, finally, I couldn’t take it anymore and I stole a
mule and cleared out—and that was the last they ever saw of

me.
It was during this time in Tucumén that I had another ad-
venture of the same sort. In the two months while I was put-
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ting off the Indian woman, I struck up a casual friendship
with the bishop's secretary, who made quite a fuss over me and
more than once invited me to his house, where we played
cards and where I met a certain churchman, don Antonio de
Cervantes, the bishop's vicar-general. This gentleman also
took a fancy to me, and gave me gifts and wined me and dined
me at his house until, finally, he came to the point, and told
me that he had a niece living with him who was just about my
age, a girl of many charms, not to mention a fine dowry, and
that he had a mind to see the two of us married—and so did
she.

I pretended to be quite humbled by his flattering inten-
tions. I met the girl, and she seemed good enough. She sent
me a suit of good velvet, twelve shirts, six pairs of Rouen
breeches, a collar of fine Dutch linen, adozen handkerchiefs,
and two hundred pesos in a silver dish—all of this a gift, sent
simply as a compliment, and having nothing to do with the
dowry itself.

Well, I received it all gratefully and composed the best
thank-you I knew how, saying I was on fire for the moment
when [ would kiss her hand and throw myself at her feet. I hid
as much of the stuff as I could from the Indian woman, and as
for the rest I led her to believe it was a gift from don Antonio,
something on the occasion of my marriage to her daughter,
whom that gentleman had heard of and thought the world
of —especially considering I was so crazy about her myself.

This is how things stood when I saddled up and vanished.
And I have never heard exactly what became of the black girl
or the little vicaress.




CHAPTER 8
prara

From Tucuman to Potosi.

I left Tucumdn, as I have said, and made my way to Po-
tosf, some five hundred and fifty leagues away. It took me
more than three months to cover the distance, crossing terri-
tory that was bitter cold and all but uninhabited.

A little ways out I fell in with a soldier going in the same
direction, and I was glad for the company, and we continued
together. A little further on and three men in caps, carrying
shotguns, pounced upon us from behind some watering
troughs along the side of the road and ordered us to hand over
everything we had. There was no way to deter them from
their enterprise, or convince them we didn't have a thing
worth giving them—and so we were obliged to dismount and
face them, with us shooting at them and they at us. They
missed, and two of them fell dead—the third took off run-
ning—and we got back on our horses and continued on our
way.

Finally, after three months of hard travel and several bad
scrapes, we came to Potosi. Neither one of us knew a soul
there and we parted ways, each to his own devices. I met up
with Juan Lépez de Arguijo, an alderman of the city of La
Plata, in Charcas province, and found work with him as his
camarero (or steward) at a fixed salary of nine hundred pesos
a year. He put me in charge of twelve thousand head of llama
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and eighty Indians, and I left with them for Charcas, where
my master was also bound. But shortly after we arrived, my
master got himself mixed up in an unpleasant business with
some men there in town, and the whole thing led to quarrels
and hostages and the confiscation of property—at which
point I decided to take my leave and retrace my steps to Potosi.

It wasn't very long after that the Alonso Ibafiez uprising oc-
curred. The sheriff at the time was Rafael Ortiz, a knight of
Santiago, and he raised more than a hundred men, myself in-
cluded, to go up against the rebels. We went out to meet them
one night in Santo Domingo street, and the sheriff shouted,
“Who goes there?” at the top of his lungs. The rebels backed
up without saying a word, and again he shouted, “Who goes
there?”

“Liberty!” some of them shouted back.

Then the sheriff bellowed out, “Long live the King!” with
many of the men echoing his words, and he charged toward
them, with the rest of us right behind, stabbing and shooting.
At that same instant, the rebels prepared to defend them-
selves, but we backed them into an alley and then came at
them from behind around the other end, lashing away at them
until they were forced to surrender.

Some had escaped but we arrested thirty-six, among them
Ibanez. We found seven of their men dead, and two of our
own, with a pile of wounded on both sides. Some of those ar-
rested were tortured and confessed that an uprising had been
planned for that night. Three companies of Basqueros and
men from up in the mountains were raised to defend the city,
and after fifteen days all of the rebels had been hanged, and
the city was quiet again.

At this time, because of some role I might have played in
the uprising, or perhaps because of something I had done ear-
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lier, I was given the position of attaché to the sergeant major,
apost I held for two years. While I was serving in Potosi, Gov-
ernor Pedro de Legui of Santiago issued an order to raise sol-
diers for Chuncos and El Dorado, a region of hostile Indians
some five hundred leagues from Potosi—and a land rich in
gold and precious stones. Fieldmaster Bartolomé de Alba out-
fitted the expedition and plotted its route, and twenty days
later, when everything was in order, we were marching out
of Potosi.

CHAPTER 9
praa

She leaves Potosi for Chuncos.

On the road from Potosi to Chuncos, we came upon a
village of peaceful Indians called Arzaga, where we stayed for
eight days. Here we took on guides for the journey, but we lost
the way just the same, along with twelve men and fifty mules
packed with supplies and ammunition, when we snarled up
on some high rocks and they went over a cliff.

As we traveled inland, we discovered lush plains teeming
with countless almond trees, like those in Spain, along with
olive trees and other fruit. The governor got it in his head that
we should plant crops here, in order to make up for what we
had lost, but the infantry wouldn't go along with it, saying we
didn't come out here to be farmers but to conquer and take
gold, and as for food we would make do along the way.

We pressed on, and on the third day we came to an Indian
village whose inhabitants immediately laid hold of their
weapons, and as we drew nearer scattered at the sound of our
guns, leaving behind some dead. Without an Indian guide
who knew the territory, we went ahead and entered the town,
and as we were leaving the fieldmaster Bartolomé de Alba,
who was worn out from the siege, took off his helmet to mop
his brow, and a devil of a boy about twelve years old fired an
arrow at him from where he was perched in a tree beside the
road, where it led out of the encampment. The arrow lodged
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in the fieldmaster’s eye and he went right over, so badly
wounded that he died three days later. We carved the boy into
ten thousand pieces.

Meanwhile, the Indians had returned to the village more
than ten thousand strong. We fell at them again with such
spirit, and butchered so many of them, that blood ran like a
river across the plaza, and we chased them to the Dorado
River, and beyond, slaughtering all the way.

At this point, the governor ordered us to draw back, which
we did, but with little relish for it, seeing how the men had
found more than sixty thousand pesos worth of gold dust in
the huts of the village, and an infinity more of it along the
banks of the river, and they filled their helmets with it. Later,
we learned that when the river fell there was gold for the
taking, three inches deep, along the banks—on account of
which, many of the men begged the governor’s leave to subdue
the region, but for reasons of his own, he said no.

And that is why many of us, including myself, deserted in
the night, and when we had come to a Christian town, went
each of us our separate ways. I headed for Centiago and from
there to Las Charcas province, my small store of coins dwin-
dling little by little until, before long, I had lost it all.

CHAPTER 10
pr=r

She goes to the city of La Plata.

I moved on to La Plata and found work with Captain
Francisco de Aganumen, a rich Basque mine owner. I was
with him for a few days, until some unpleasantness broke out
between me and another Basquero, one of my new master’s
friends. While trying to get set up again, I put up in the house
of a widow, dofa Catalina de Chaves, who was, from what
people said, the highest born, most important lady in those
parts. I'd struck up a friendship with one of her servants, and
it was thanks to him she promised to take me in for a while.

It fell out that, on Holy Thursday, while this lady was going
through the stations of the Cross, she collided with dona
Francisca Marmolejo, the wife of don Pedro de Andrade, who
was the count of Lemoss nephew, and they had some words
about who should have first pew in the church. In the end,
dofia Francisca let dofia Catalina have it with one of her clogs,
at which point there was a great uproar and people began
crowding around.

Doiia Catalina went back to her house, followed by a flock
of friends and relatives, and there the matter was hotly de-
bated. The other lady remained in the church with a flock of
her own backers, not daring to leave until nightfall, when her
husband don Pedro arrived with the usual crowd of ministers
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and deputies, along with the sheriff, don Rafael Ortiz of Soto-
mayor, a knight of Malta and now the sheriff of Madrid—all
trooping in with their torches lighted to escort her home.

As they made their way down the street that runs from San
Francisco to the main square, the noise of swords broke out,
and the sheriff, along with the ministers and deputies,
headed off, leaving the lady and her husband standing there
in the street. At this instant, an Indian ran by, going in the
direction of the noise, and as he passed the lady dofia Fran-
cisca Marmolejo he slashed her face from side to side with a
knife or a razor, and kept on running—all of which happened
so quickly that the husband, don Pedro, didn’t notice at first.
But once he realized what had happened, there was a colossal
uproar—confusion, noise, the gaggle of onlookers, again the
sound of swordplay, prisoners taken—and really, no one had
the slightest idea what was going on.

In the meantime the Indian had gone to dofia Catalina’s
house, and as he came in he said to her ladyship, “The deed is
done.” The mayhem continued, with everyone expecting the
worst to happen at any moment—something had to come out
of the investigation, and so three days later, the sheriff en-
tered the house of dofia Catalina and found her seated in the
front parlor.

He made the woman take a solemn oath, and then he asked
her if she knew who had cut dofia Francisca Marmolejo’s face,
and she responded, “Si!” He asked her who—and she an-
swered, “A razor, and this hand.” And with that the sheriff
left, placing some guards around the house.

The questioning of the household began, and when the
sheriff got to this one Indian, he scared the pants off him with
his threats of the rack, and the lying coward swore up and
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down that he'd seen me leave the house dressed in Indian
clothes and wearing a wig, all of which his mistress had given
me, and that it was a Basque barber Francisco Ciguren who
had furnished the razor, and that he'd seen me return and
heard me say, “The deed is done.”

The sheriff arrested the barber and myself, loading us up
with chains and keeping us far apart from each other, and
from everyone else, too. This went on for a few days, until one
night a justice of the high court who had taken up the case and
arrested some of the town officials—why, I have no idea—
came to the jail and tortured the barber, and before long the
barber admitted that he and one other person were guilty.
Then the justice came for my confession. I told him I didn’t
know the first thing about it—he ordered me to be stripped
and tied to the rack. A lawyer stuck his head in and pointed
out that I was a Basquero, and therefore exempt from torture
by the privilege of nobility. The justice didn't pay him any
mind, and went on with the proceedings. They gave the
screws a turn and I held fast, steady as an oak.

The questions were still coming and the screws still turn-
ing when a note arrived, from dofia Catalina de Chaves as I
later learned, and the justice opened it and read it and then
just stood there a while, looking at me. At last he said, “Take
the lad down.” They got me off the rack and back to my cell,
and the justice went home to his house.

The whole thing dragged on somehow, and in the end [ was
sentenced to ten years in Chile without pay. The barber got
two hundred lashes and six years in the galleys. We appealed
through our fellow Basqueros, and again the matter dragged
on somehow, until one day a ruling came down from the Royal
Court saying that I was free to go, that the barber was also
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free to go, and that dofia Francisca was responsible for the
court costs.

It just goes to show that persistence and hard work can per-
form miracles, and it happens regularly—especially in the
Indies!

CHAPTER 11
pr=ra

She goes to Chaxcas.

W;h this scrape behind me, 1 had no choice but to leave
La Plata, and I headed for Charcas some sixteen leagues off.
There I met up again with Juan Lépez de Arguijo, the alder-
man—and he gave me another ten thousand head of llama to
drive and a hundred-some-odd Indians. He also gave me a
great deal of money to buy wheat in the Cochabamba plains.
My job was to grind it and get it to Potosi, where the scarcity
of wheat made for high prices. I went and bought eight thou-
sand bushels at four pesos a bushel, hauled them by llama to
the mills at Guilcomayo, had thirty-five hundred ground into
flour and took them to Potosi. I then sold them all at fifteen
and a half pesos a bushel, went back to the mills, where some
of the rest had already been ground, found buyers for it at ten
pesos a bushel, and brought the cash back to my master in
Charcas, who liked the deal so well he sent me back to Cocha-
bamba on the same errand.

One Sunday during this time, in Charcas, when I had
nothing better to do, I went to play cards at the house of don
Antonio Calderén, the bishop’s nephew. The company in-
cluded the vicar-general, the archdeacon, and a Sevillean
merchant who lived with his wife there in town. I sat down
to play with the merchant, and the game was going along
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smoothly until, on one particular hand, the merchant, who
was already smarting from his losses, said, "I raise you.”

I said. “How much do you raise?" and he said again, "I
raise you.”

Again I asked, “How much?”

He slammed down a doubloon and said, “I raise you a cuck-
old’s horn!”

“Fine,” [ said, “T'll see you that horn and raise you the one
that’s still on your head!”

He swept the cards from the table and drew his dagger. |
drew my own, the others at the table grabbed us and pulled us
apart, and then we went on playing, with everyone sidestep‘-
ping the issue, well into the night. 1 left for home, but hadn't
gone far when I turned a corner and who should I meet up
with but this same merchant, who draws his sword and comes
at me. ] pulled out my own blade and we fell to fighting—we
parried, but before long 1 ran him through, and down he
went.

The fracas raised a crowd of people, including the police,
and they tried to arrest me. I fought them back, taking two
wounds in the process, and retreated to the safety of the ca-
thedral. Here I held up for a few days on my master’s advice,
until, one evening, when the hour seemed ripe, the byways
clear, 1 slipped off to Piscobamba.

CHAPTER 12
prara

She leaves Charcas for Piscobamba.

In Piscobamba, 1 put up for a few days at the house of a
friend, Juan Torrico de Zaragoza. One night during supper a
card game was mustered with some friends who had dropped
by. I paired off with a Portuguese fellow, Fernando de Acosta,
a high roller who led off by betting fourteen pesos a point. I in
turn threw down sixteen points against him, and when he
saw my cards he slapped his face and said, “Why, ifitisn't the
devil himself!”

“How much,” I asked him, “have you lost up until now, on
the way to becoming such a fool?”

He stretched his hands out, one on either side of my head,
and said, “I've lost my father’s horns.”

With that, I threw my cards down and drew my sword.
The Portuguese drew his, and the other players grabbed hold
of us and kept us apart, and with their jokes and quips about
the hazards of the game they managed to calm us down. Fer-
nando de Acosta paid up and left, apparently in good humor.

Three nights later, about eleven o'clock, I was on my way
home when I spotted a man loitering at the corner up ahead.
I flipped my cape over my shoulder, pulled my sword from its
sheath, and continued toward him. As I came near, he hurled
himself on me, jabbing and shouting, “You horned rogue!” I
recognized him by his voice and we went at it, I ran him
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through, and down he went, dead. For a moment, I stood
there thinking what to do—1I looked around and didn’t spot
anyone who might have seen us fighting. So I went on to my
friend Zaragoza’s house, kept my mouth shut, and went to
bed.

The next morning, good and early, the sheriff don Pedrode
Meneses came and woke me up and took me off with him. As
soon as [ was in the jailhouse they threw me in legirons, and
about an hour later the sheriff came back with a court clerk
to take my statement. I told them I didn’t know anything
about it—they tried to torture me into talking, but I denied
everything. Then they indicted me, evidence came in, I gave
my story, and when the case came to trial I found myself face
to face with witnesses I'd never laid eyes on before. They sen-
tenced me to death—I appealed, and they ordered that the ex-
ecution be carried out anyway. Now I was getting worried.

A priest arrived to confess me, and I refused—he insisted,
and I held my ground. After this, it rained priests, 1 was
drowning in them—me, a self-professed Lutheran! They
dressed me up in a taffeta frock and put me on a horse. The
priests cried and pleaded but the sheriff had a mind to hang
me, and he told them if I wanted to go to hell, that was my
business, he didn’t give a damn. They rode me out of the jail
and down a series of unfamiliar back streets, all the while try-
ing to keep clear of the priests—and I arrived at the gallows,
half out of my mind with the priests shrieking and flailing,
and they started pushing me up the four, rough stairs. The
one who was really driving me crazy was a Dominican,
brother Andres de San Pablo (I had a nice chat with him,

about a year ago, at the college of Atocha in Madrid). 1 had to
stand on tiptoe while they gave me the volatin, which is the
thin rope they hang you with, but the executioner was still
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having trouble getting it around my neck, so I said to him,
“You drunk! Put it on right, or don't put it on at all—I've got
my hands full with these priests!”

In the middle of all of this a messenger rode up from La

Plata, dispatched by the secretary under orders from the pres-
ident, don Diego de Portugal, and at the urging of Martin de
Mendiola—a Basquero who had heard about the squeeze |
was in. With the town clerk looking on, he handed the sheriff
a court order postponing the execution and shifting both pris-
oner and trial to the Royal Court, some twelve leagues away.
Now, the story behind this is a strange one, and it demon-
strates the mercy of Almighty God. It seems that the fellows
who had testified against me as eyewitnesses in the murder of
the Portuguese had run afoul of the law in La Plata—for I
don’t know what crimes—and they were sentenced to the
rope, and when they were at the foot of the gallows, with no
inkling of the fix I was in, they admitted they had been bribed
to testify against some unknown person in the Piscobamba
murder—and so the court got busy, spurred on by Martin de
Mendiola, and came up with a stay of execution.

It arrived not a moment too soon, which was wildly to the
satisfaction of the sympathetic townsfolk. The sheriff had me
taken down from the gallows and sent back to jail, and from
there he had me sent under guard to La Plata. I was retried
and, thanks to those poor devils who were about to be hanged,
acquitted. Their evidence against me was now worthless, and
nobody else came forward with anything, and so twenty-four

days later they let me go, and I stayed around for a few days
after that.




CHAPTER 13
prara

She goes to Cochabamba and returns to La Plata.

Eom La Plata, 1 headed for the city of Cochabamba to
settle some business between my master, Juan Lépez de Ar-
guijo, and one Pedro de Chavarrfa, a Navarre native living in
Cochabamba with his wife, dofia Maria Dévalos, the daugh-
ter of the late Captain Juan Dévalos and dofia Marfa de Ulloa,
who had taken the veil, and was now living in La Plata in a
convent she had founded. We settled the accounts, which
showed a balance of something like a thousand pesos in favor
of my master Arguijo. Chavarria handed over the money in a
cheerful, businesslike manner, asked me to his house for din-
ner, and put me up for a few days. I paid my respects and left,
after promising Chavarrfa’s wife to visit her mother, the La
Plata nun, and deliver messages on her behalf.

Some trifling business with friends kept me in town until
the early afternoon. Finally I got started, and my way out took
me once again by Chavarria’s place. There in the entryway I
saw a crowd of people, and I heard squabbling coming from
inside. I stopped to see what the story was, and at this very
moment dofia Maria Davalos stuck her head out of the win-
dow and cried, “Take me with you, Sefor Capitdn—my hus-
band is trying to kill me!” And with this, she jumped out the
window. i

Two friars hurried up at this point and said to me, “You bet-

44

45

ter take her with you. Her husband caught her with don An-
tonio Calderdn, the bishop’s nephew, and he killed him—now
he has dofia Maria locked up, and has a mind to kill her too.”
And with that, they hoisted her up on the mule’s behind, and
off we went.

I didn’t stop until eleven that night when I reached the La
Plata River. Along the way I passed one of Chavarrfa’s ser-
vants coming from La Plata. I tried to keep my distance, hid-
ing our faces beneath my cloak, but as it turned out he must
have recognized us and gone on ahead and told his master.

The sight of that river set me shaking—the water was high
and I couldn’t tell how we were going to get across.

“Let’s go,” the sefiora said, “we have no choice, God help
us!’

I dismounted and looked around for a place to cross. Deter-
mined to brave it, I climbed back up and with my lady in dis-
tress on the mule’s behind I plunged into the water, and kept
on going, until, with the help of God, we came to the other
side. I rode up to an inn just a little ways further on and woke
up the innkeeper, who was startled to see someone at that late
hour and to find we had crossed the river. I foddered my mule
and gave it a rest, the innkeeper gave us some eggs and bread
and fruit, we wrung out our clothes as best we could and sad-
dled up again and set off, and there in the first light at dawn,
some five leagues down the road, we saw the city of La Plata
in the distance.

We continued toward La Plata, somewhat cheered by the
sight, but suddenly dofia Marfa tightened her arms around
me and cried, “Oh, sefior—my husband!”

I turned, and there he was, coming up behind us on a horse
that looked half-dead from the road. His being there was a
wonder all right—1I'd left Cochabamba way ahead of him,
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while he was still in his house, and made straight for the river
without stopping once, crossed it, put up at the inn for an
hour at best, and then set out again—and that wasn't the half
ofit. The servant I met in the road must have warned him—
but still, he needed time to get back to Cochabamba, and Cha-
varria himself needed time to saddle up and leave. So what
was he doing here? I couldn'’t figure it out—unless, in my ig-
norance of the roads, I had taken a more roundabout way.

Anyway, there he was about thirty yards off, and he took a
shot at us with a rifle and missed, the bullet whizzing by so

close to our ears we could hear it sing. I spurred my mule on
and plunged down a brambly hill and didn't see Chavarria
again, which makes me think his horse must have given out.

After four long leagues, going breakneck the whole way, I
got to La Plata in a pitiful state, knocked at the door of the Au-
gustine convent, and handed dofia Marfa Dévalos over to her
mother. As I turned to get back on my mule, I collided with
Pedro de Chavarria, who came at me sword in hand without
bothering to wait for an explanation.

He gave me a turn, appearing like that out of nowhere,
with me bone tired and him, the poor man, still thinking I had
done him wrong. Still, [ drew my weapon and took my stand.
We clashed swords all the way into the church, and he must
have been good, because he poked me twice in the breast be-
fore I could get in a single hit. That woke me up, and I went
at him, backing him up against the altar. He took a huge swipe
at my head, I fended it off with my dagger and drove my blade
a span’s length between his ribs.

By now, such a crowd had gathered we couldn't goon. The
police showed up and tried to drag us out of the church, and
with that two Franciscans from across the way slipped me into
their monastery, under the conniving eye of the constable don
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Pedro Beltran, my master Juan Lopez de Arguijo’s brother-in-
law. The friars kindly took me in and looked to my wounds
and I held up in the monastery, convalescing, for five months.,

Chavarrfa was also a long time mending—all the while

clamoring for them to hand over his wife. Statements were
taken, efforts were made, and she resisted, claiming her life
was plainly in danger. Finally the bishop and the president
and some other dignitaries got into it and arranged for them
both to take holy vows—she right where she was, and he
wherever he liked. ,

Still, there was the matter of my own case. My master Juan
Ldpez de Arguijo came forward and told the archibishop, don
Alonso de Peralta, and the president and the other dignit;ries
how I had become involved in the affair, innocently, alto-
gether by chance, and without malice, despite what the’ other
gentleman said, and how I had no choice but to help the
woman in question, who had thrown herself at me fleeing
bloody murder, and how I had delivered her up to her mother
as she had begged me to do. When all of this was attested to
and confirmed, they were satisfied, the case ended, and Pedro
de Chavarria and his wife went off to their monasteries.

I came out of hiding, settled my affairs, and went quite
often to visit my little nun and her mother, and some of the
other ladies there, all of whom were invariably pleased by my

C}(l)mpany and made me many gifts of this, that, and the other
thing.




CHAPTER 14
pr=a

S}le travels from La Plata to Piscol)aml')a,
and from there to Mizque.

I needed to make a living somehow. The lady dofia Maria
de Ulloa, who was grateful for my services, persuaded the
president and the Court to send me on commission to P]S?O—
bamba and the plains of Mizque, to investigate and punish
certain crimes that had been reported in the area. They set
me up with a court clerk and a constable, and we set off
together.

When I came to Piscobamba, I indicted and arrested a cer-
tain Lieutenant Francisco de Escobar, who lived there with
his wife, on charges that he had robbed two Indians, mur-
dered them in a most cowardly fashion, and buried them un-
der his house, which was situated in a quarry. We dug around
and found the bodies. I tracked down every last detail of the
case, and when I was through I called the parties before me
and sentenced the defendant to death. He appealed, I granted
him his appeal, and the case shifted to the Court in La Plata
along with the accused. But in La Plata, the sentence was up-
held and Escobar was hanged. 1 headed on to the plains. of
Mizque and took care of my business there and, reporting
back to La Plata, I handed over the Mizque documents and
stayed on for a few days.
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CHAPTER 15
prara

S}le travels to La Paz an(]. murclers a man.

I moved on to La Paz, where I rested for a little while
without event, until one day, without a care in the world, 1
stopped by the sheriff don Antonio Barraza’s to chat with one
of his servants. And I tell you, the devil must have been stir-
ring the coals, because it ended with the fellow calling me
a liar and slapping me across the face with his cap. | un-
sheathed my dagger and down he went. A crowd of people
pounced on me all at once, so that I was wounded, arrested,
hauled off tojail, and they tended my wounds at the same time
they tried me for murder. When the charges were upheld,
along with a heap of others, the sheriff sentenced me to
death. T appealed, but the man ordered me to be hanged
anyway.

I spent two full days confessing. On the third, mass was
held in the jail, and when the priest had taken communion he
gave it tome and turned back to the altar, and I instantly spat
the wafer out into my right hand, shouting madly, “I caLr on
THE CHURCH! | CALL ON THE cHURCH!”

Complete bedlam ensued. The brothers were scandalized
and kept shouting, “Heretic! Heretic!” and at the sound of the
uproar the priest turned around and told everyone to keep
clear of me. Then he finished the mass, and at this point the
head bishop, a Dominican brother, Domingo de Valderrama,
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walked in along with the governor. The priests circled round
me, along with a great number of townspeople—they lighted
candles, unfurled a canopy over my head and carried me in
procession into the sacristy, where everyone got down on their
knees and a priest pried the wafer from my hand and placed it
in the tabernacle—exactly where I don’t know, because I
didn’t see. They scraped at my hand, washing it again and
again, and dried it off—then everyone disappeared, leaving
me there alone. This was a scheme I had come up with thanks
to a pious Franciscan, who gave me some words of wisdom
when I was in jail, and took my last confession.

The governor kept the church surrounded, with me under
lock and key, for a month or so, and then the guard was re-
moved. One of the local priests reconnoitered the roads and
outlying hills, gave me a mule and a little cash—on orders
from the head bishop, I can only guess—and I slipped away
down the road to Cuzco.

CHAPTER 16
pr=ri

She leaves for the city of Cuzco.

I came to Cuzco, a city just as grand as Lima in both
riches and people. As the bishop's seat, it boasts a cathedral
dedicated to the Ascension of Our Lady, which is served by
five prebendaries, eight canons, eight parishes, and four
monasteries (of Franciscans, Dominicans, Augustines, and
Mercedarians), along with four schools, two nunneries, and
three hospitals.

I'd only been there a few days when I got myself into an-
other serious mess, undeserved to tell the truth, because this
time around I was entirely blameless—whatever you may
have heard. What happened was that one night out of the
blue a man was murdered, one don Luis de Godoy, who was
the sheriff of Cuzco, a talented caballero and the highest-
born man in those parts. Later, it came out he was murdered
by a fellow named Carranza over a list of grievances too long
to go into, but no one knew this at the time and they lit upon
me instead. The sheriff Fernando de Guzman had me ar-
rested and for five months he kept me miserable and uncom-
fortable, until Almighty God saw to it that the truth came out,
and along with it my total innocence in the matter—and with
that, they let me go, and I cleared out of Cuzco.




CHAPTER 17
prara

She moves on to Lima, joins the sea battle
against the Dutch, is cast overboard, and is
rescued ])y the Dutch ﬂeet, which leaves her on

the coast of Paita, whence she returns to Lima.

I arrived in Lima in the days when don Juan de Mendoza
y Luna, the marquis of Montes Claros, was the viceroy of
Peru.

The Dutch were laying siege to Lima with eight warships
that had been stationed off the coast, and the city was armed
to the teeth. We went out to meet them from the port of
Callao in five ships, and for a long time it went well for us, but
then the Dutch began hammering away at our flagship and in
the end she heaved over and only three of us managed to
escape—me, a barefoot Franciscan friar, and a soldier—pad-
dling around until an enemy ship took us up. The Dutch
treated us like dirt, jeering and scoffing. All the others who
had been on the flagship had drowned. Four ships remained
under General don Rodrigo de Mendoza, and when they got
back to Callao the next morning at least nine hundred men
were reckoned as missing, myself included, because I'd been
on the flagship.

For twenty-six days I was in enemy hands, thinking they
meant to deal with me by carting me off to Holland. But in the
end they flung me and my two companions out on the Paita
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coast, a good hundred leagues from Lima, and after several
days and no end of trouble a good man took pity on our naked
state, gave us some clothes and gear and pointed us in the di-
rection of Lima, and we finally made it back.

I stayed in Lima some seven months, getting by as best I
could. I bought a cheap horse that suited me fine and I made
the rounds on it for a couple of days, all the while turning over
and over in my head whether I should head back to Cuzco.
One day, when I'd just about made up my mind, I was passing
through the plaza when a constable approached and told me
that the mayor, don Juan de Espinosa, a knight of Santiago,
wanted to see me. When I got to his honor’s house there were
two soldiers waiting there, and no sooner had I entered than
one of them said, “This is the one, sefior. This is the missing
horse, and we can prove it.”

The deputies surrounded me and the mayor said, “Well,
what do we have here?” The whole thing was so sudden that
I didn’t know what to say, and there I stood, confounded and
stammering, the very picture of guilt, when it suddenly oc-
curred to me to take off my cloak and throw it over the
horse’s head.

“Senor,” I said, “I implore your honor, ask these gentlemen
which is the eye this horse is blind in—the right or the left.
It’s entirely possible that this is another animal, and these
gentlemen are mistaken.”

“Good idea,” the mayor said. “You two, answer together,
which eye is this horse blind in?” The two of them were con-
fused now, and the mayor repeated, “Together now, at the
same time.”

“In the left eye,” one said, and the other said, “In the
right—the left, I mean!” and the mayor said, “A fine story, you
can't even get it straight!” and they came back at him, the two
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of them in unison now, “No, it’s the left, the left, we both say
so—no mistaking it.”

I said, “Sefor, this is no proof. One says one thing and the
other says something else.”

“No, we both agree,” one of them said, “the horse is blind
inits left eye. I was going to say left, but I accidentally made a
mistake—but then I corrected myself. It’s the left, I tell you.”

The mayor paused for a moment and I asked, “Sefior, what
is your honor’s decision?”

He replied, “I say that if this is all the proof they have,
adiés, you can go on your way.”

With that, I swept off the cloak. “Look, your honor,” 1
said, “they’re both lying. This horse isn't blind at all!" The
mayor got up and came over to the horse, and looked at it, and
said, “Take your horse, vaya con Dios,” and then he turned to
the others and had them arrested.

I saddled up and left at that point and I never learned how
it ended, because I was already on my way to Cuzco.

CHAPTER 18
pr=sa

In Cuzco, she kills the New Cid
and is herself wounded.

And so once again | found myself in Cuzco. I put up at
the treasurer Lope de Alcedo’s house and stayed there for
some time. One day, I went to a friend’s house to gamble, the
two of us sat down to a friendly game of cards, and everything
was going along fine until a dark, hairy giant of a man sat
down next to me, a menacing fellow everyone called The Cid.
I went on with my game and won the hand I was playing, but
then The Cid stuck his paw in my winnings, palmed some of
my gold, and walked out.

Before long he was back, helping himself to another fistful
and loitering around behind my back. I slipped out my dagger
and went on with the game, and the next time he stuck his
paw out I saw it coming, and skewered his hand to the table
with my blade. I jumped up and drew my sword, the others
took out theirs, and then The Cid’s partners joined in and got
me so penned up I took three hits—I slipped out into the
street, which was a piece of luck, seeing as how they were
about to chop me into pieces.

The Cid was the first to come after me. I took a swipe at
him, only to discover he was trussed up in armor like a brass
watch. The others tumbled out and fell upon me. Just in that
instant, two Basqueros happened to be walking by, and when
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they heard the commotion they stopped, and seeing as how I
was one against five they took up alongside of me—and still,
the three of us got the worst of it, with The Cid and his men
backing us all the way down the street to where it opened into
the square. And as we drew near the church of San Francisco,
The Cid gave me such a stab from behind with his dagger that
the blade ran clean through my left shoulder—and one of the
others plunged his sword a hand’s width into my left side, and
I fell to the ground in a sea of my own blood.

With that, everyone turned tail and ran. I pulled myself to
my feet, the taste of death in my mouth, and saw The Cid
standing by the church door. I staggered toward him and he
came at me, saying, “You dog—still alive?” and thrust at me
with his blade. I forced the blow off to the side with my dag-
ger, and with a bit of luck managed to find the unprotected
soft of his belly with my blade, pushed it clear through him,
and he fell to the ground, begging for a priest. I went down as
well, and the ruckus brought a flock of people, including two
friars and the sheriff don Pedro de Cérdoba, a knight of San-
tiago. When he saw his deputies preparing to arrest me, he
said, “What are you thinking? All that remains to be done is
their last confessions.”

The Cid died right there on the spot. Some goodhearted
people took me to the treasurer’s house, where I was staying,
and they put me to bed, but they wouldn't allow the surgeon
to start in on me until I had made my confession—they were
so scared I was going to die right there, from one moment to
the next. Brother Luis Ferrer de Valencia, whois a great man,

arrived and took my confession—and seeing as how I was
about to die, I told him the truth about myself. He was aston-
ished, and he absolved me of my sins, and encouraged me to
take heart and tried to comfort me. Then they brought me the
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last sacrament and I took it, and from that moment on I
seemed to feel my strength returning.

The surgery began and I felt every cut, and what with the
pain and loss of blood I finally passed out. I was unconscious
for fourteen hours, and the whole time that saint, brother
Luis Ferrer, never left my side—may God reward him! I came
to crying out for Saint Joseph—and the whole way through I
had some divine assistance, which God will grant us in our
hour of greatest need. The third day arrived, and then the
fifth, at which point I allowed myself to hope a little.

Outof fear of the law they moved me one night to the Fran-
ciscan monastery, and put me in the cell of brother Martin de
Aréstegui, one of my friend Alcedo’s kinsmen, and I stayed
there for four months, convalescing. When the sheriff heard
of my whereabouts, he blustered about and put guards in the
neighborhood and blocked all the roads. By this time, 1 was
on the mend and could see that my days in Cuzco were num-
bered, and I also figured the dead man’s friends were bent on
killing me, and taking all of this into account, with the help
and advice of some friends of my own, I decided on a change
of scene.

Captain Gaspar de Carranza gave me a thousand pesos,
Lope de Alcedo, the treasurer I mentioned earlier, gave me
three mules and some weapons, and don Francisco de Arzaga
gave me three slaves—and so, in the company of two trusty
Basqueros, I left Cuzco one night, headed for Guamanga.




CHAPTER 19
pr=aa

Sl’le leaves Cuzco for Guamanga,
crossing the bridge near Andahuailas,
and passing tllrougll Guancavélica.

I left Cuzco, as I said, and had gotten as far as the Apuri-
mac Bridge when I ran into the law, along with some friends
of The Cid, all waiting there for me. “You're under arrest,”
the constable said, and tried to take me into custody with the
help of eight other fellows. The five of us spread out and the
fighting began, sometimes squaring off one man against an-
other, sometimes in groups. One of my black slaves went
down almost immediately, I heard one of theirs cry out in
pain, and then another—and then my other slave went down.
I leveled the constable with a shot from my pistol, and when
his troop heard the sound of gunfire they took off, leaving
three of theirs stretched out on the ground.

Now, the jurisdiction of Cuzco goes up to the bridge I've
just mentioned, and no further, so that my comrades accom-
panied me to that point and then turned back, leaving me to
continue on my way alone. I continued on to Andahuailas,
and when I got there I immediately bumped into the sheriff,
who was very friendly, all manners, and even offered to put
me up in his house and asked me to join him for supper, but I
declined his hospitality, thinking perhaps the man was a little
too courteous—and off I went.
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I made it to the city of Guancavélica, pulled up at an inn,
and remained there a couple of days, scouting the place out.
And one day, when I was in the little square just at the foot of
Mercury Hill, I spotted Doctor Solarzano, the justice of the
court of Lima, who was there as an official guest of the gover-
nor, don Pedro Osario. I saw a constable approach him (this
constable, I later discovered, goes by the name of Pedro
Xudrez), and the judge turned his head and looked at me,
then took out a piece of paper, looked at it, looked back at me,
and 1 saw the constable and a Negro start quickly in my
direction.

I strolled on as if I didn’t have a care in the world, while in
truth my cares were piling up like flies on meat—a couple
more steps, and suddenly there’s the constable, standing in
front of me, and he pulls my hat from my head, I pull his hat
off, and the Negro comes up from behind and tries to twist me
up in my cloak. So I slip out of the cloak, draw my sword with
one hand and my pistol with the other, and the two of them
come at me with their swords. I unload my pistol and the con-
stable goes down—I lunge at the Negro and before long he
falls with a knife wound. I take off running and come across
an Indian leading a horse down the road (I found out later the
horse belonged to the mayor), I relieve him of it, jumpinto the
saddle and ride off for Guamanga, some fourteen leagues off.

Once I had the Balsas River behind me, I stopped to rest
my horse, and as I stood there what should I see but three
men on horseback gallop up to the river and then wade half-
way across. My heart was in my mouth and I could barely say
the words, “Caballeros, what brings you here?”

One of them answered, “Your own arrest, Sefor.”

I drew my weapons, loaded two pistols, and replied, “If
you've gotten it in your heads to take me alive . . . that cannot
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be. First, you will have to kill me, and then you can arrest
me,” and I moved closer to the riverbank.

“Capitan,” one of the others said, “we’re under orders, and
we had to come. The truth is we would like nothing better
than to serve you, Sefior, not kill you”—and all of this with
the three of them standing there in the middle of the river.

I told them their kind words were much appreciated,
placed three doubloons on a nearby stone, mounted up and,
after paying them my respects, took off again on the road to
Guamanga.

CHAPTER 20
perzar 3

Her entrance into Guamanga, and what
llappens to her there up until she reveals
herself to the senior Lishop.

I entered the city of Guamanga and went to aninn. There
I met a soldier who was just passing through, and he took a
fancy to the horse, which I sold him for two hundred pesos. 1
then went out to see the city, and it struck me as a fine one,
full of beautiful buildings—the most handsome I'd seen in all
of Peru.

I counted three monasteries (of Franciscans, Dominicans,
and Mercedarians), a nunnery, and a hospital. There are a
great many Indians living there, and many Spaniards, too—
and the soil is good, because the city is situated on a great
plain that is neither too cold nor too warm, and there are fields
upon fields of wheat, and grapes for wine-making, and other
fruits and grains. The cathedral is a grand one, with three
prebendaries, two canons, and a good bishop, the Augustine
friar don Agustin de Carvajal, who was of great service to me
until his sudden death in the year 1620—they say he had
served as bishop there since the year 1612.

[ was in town for several days, and my miserable luck saw to
it that I ended up on a number of occasions in a local gambling
house, and on one such occasion the sheriff don Baltasar de
Quinones came in, looked me over and, not recognizing me,
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asked where I was from. I told him I came from the Basque
country.

“And where do you come from now?" he asked.

“From Cuzco,” I replied.

He paused a moment, looking at me, and said, “You're un-
der arrest.”

I replied, “It will be my pleasure,” and drew my sword as
backed toward the door.

The sheriff cried out for help in the name of the king, and
I met with such resistance when I came to the doorway that
I couldn’t get through. Pulling out a three-barreled pistol,
managed to get out, and disappeared into the house of an ac-
quaintance I had made there. The sheriff went off and pro-
ceeded to confiscate my mule and the few smail possessions I
had with me at the inn.

When 1 learned that my new acquaintance was a Bas-
quero, I put up at his house for a number of days. And all the
while, there was no word of the case, no sign that the law was
pursuing the matter, but still, it seemed like a good idea for
me to move on—after all, why should the law be any different
here than in some other town? And so, determined to slip
away the first chance I got, I set off one afternoon just as night
was falling, and I hadn’t gone more than a few steps when, as
my miserable luck would have it, I came face to face with
two constables.

“Who goes there?” they ask me.

“Friends,” 1 say.

And then they ask for my name and I say (what I shouldn’t
have said), “The devil,” and the two of them step up, trying to
grab me, and 1 draw my sword, and this causes a great

commotion.
“In the name of the Jaw!" they begin to shout, and people
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come running. The sheriff had been in the bishop’s house,
and now he steps out into the street—other officers circle
around me, I can see I'm in a real fix now, and I fire one of my
pistols and someone goes down. The situation is becoming
more and more desperate with every second, and I turn to dis-
cover the Basque friend at my side and some other Basqueros
along with him. The sheriff has been shouting for someone to
kill me—and shots ring out on both sides.

At this point, the bishop stepped out of his palace with four
torchbearers at his side, and walked right into the middle of
the whole thing, guided in my direction by his secretary, Juan
Bautista de Arteaga. He reached me and said, “Sefior Lieu-
tenant, give me your weapons.”

I told him, “Sefior, there are a great many men who would
like nothing better than to catch me without them.”

“Give them to me," he said. “You are safe with me, and I
give you my word I will take you from here unharmed—even
if it should cost me my life.”

“Esteemed sefor,” I said, “when we are safely in the
church, I will kiss Your Holiness's feet.” And then four of the
sheriff’s slaves come at me, pushing me back—and they at-
tacked so ferociously, and with so little regard for the bishop's
presence, that [ was forced to get into the hand and knock one
of them clear off his feet. The bishop’s secretary put himself
at my side with his sword and shield, while the other men in
his retinue cried out, condemning the disrespect to His Emi-
nence, and with that the struggle eased a little. His Holiness
held me fast by the arm, relieved me of my weapons and, plac-
ing himself at my side, he took me with him into his house.

He immediately saw to it that a small wound I had taken
was dressed and ordered that I be given supper and a place to
rest, and then he locked me in the room and took the key with
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him. Soon afterward the sheriff arrived, and His Holiness
had a long discussion with the man, and they argued bitterly
over the whole matter, as I later learned.

The next morning at about ten o'clock, His Eminence had
me brought before him and asked me who I was, where I was
from, who my parents were, and the whole course of my
life—the various events and byroads that had brought me
there. I gave it to him piecemeal, mixing in bits of good advice
and wise words as to the hazards of life, the terrors of death,
the various contingencies that might bring one to that unfor-
tunate state—and the fear a man has of passing on to the next
world without having prepared himself—and all the while I
was speaking, I felt a calm sweeping over me, I felt asif I were
humbled before God, that things were simpler than they had
seemed before, and that I was very small and insignificant.
And seeing that he was such a saintly man, and feeling as if I
might already be in the presence of God, I revealed myself to
the bishop and told him, “Sefior, all of this that I have told you

. .intruth, itis not so. The truth is this: that I am a woman,
that I was born in such and such a place, the daughter of this
man and this woman, that at a certain age I was placed in a
certain convent with a certain aunt, that I was raised there
and took the veil and became a novice, and that when I was
about to profess my final vows, I left the convent for such and
such a reason, went to such and such a place, undressed my-
self and dressed myself up again, cut my hair, traveled here
and there, embarked, disembarked, hustled, killed, maimed,
wreaked havoc, and roamed about, until coming to a stop in
this very instant, at the feet of Your Eminence.”

My tale lasted until one in the morning, and all the while
that saintly gentleman sat there motionless, without speaking
or even batting an eyelid, listening to my story, and when I
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had finished he didn’t say a word but remained there mo-
tionless, his face bright with tears. Afterward, he sent me to
rest and eat. Then he rang for the chaplain and had me
brought to an old chapel, where I was given a table and a mat-
tress—then they locked the door behind me and I lay down
and fell asleep.

That afternoon around four, the bishop called for me again
and spoke to me with a great kindness, urging me to thank
God for His mercy in showing me that T had been traveling the
road of the lost, the road that leads straight to eternal punish-
ment. He told me to think about my life and to make a true
confession, which shouldn’t be too hard, since I had already
confessed, more or less—and afterward, God would help us
to see what must be done. With this, and other such wisdom,
the afternoon drew to a close. I returned to my room, was
given a good meal, and went to bed.

The next morning the bishop said mass, which I heard,
and then gave thanks. He invited me to have breakfast with
him, and continued his lecture, letting me know in the end
that mine was the most astonishing case of its kind he had
heard in all his life.

“So. . .,” he concluded, “is it true?”

“Yes, sefior,” I answered.

“I'm sure you will understand if I tell you that your strange
tale raises some doubts.”

“Sefior—" I said, “it is the truth, and if it will remove your
doubts, let other women examine me—1I will submit to such
a test.”

“] am glad to hear you say this,” he replied. “I will arrange
it.”

I then left, as it was his hour to receive visitors. At midday
I ate and rested a little, and toward four in the afternoon two
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old women came in and looked me over and satisfied them-
selves, declaring afterward before the bishop that they had
examined me and found me to be a woman, and were ready to
swear to it under oath, if necessary—and that what’s more
they had found me to be an intact virgin, as on the day I came
into the world. This piece of news touched His Eminence. He
dismissed the women and sent for me, along with the chap-
lain, and in his presence he lovingly embraced me.

“Daughter,” he said, “my doubt is gone. I believe you now,
and I shall believe from this day on whatever you may choose
to tell me—1I esteem you as one of the more remarkable people
in this world, and promise to help you in whatever you do, and
to aid you in your new life in service to God.”

He ordered that I be placed in decent quarters, and there
in comfort I prepared my confession, which I made to the best
of my ability, and afterward His Eminence gave me commu-
nion. It seems that word of my case had gotten out, drawing
a large crowd of people to the palace, and those of name and
position had to be let in, no matter how much it displeased
me—or the bishop, for that matter.

Six days later, when all was said and done, His Eminence
arranged for my entrance into the nunnery of Santa Clara,
which at the time was Guamanga’s only order of religious
women, and once again I donned the veil. His Eminence left
the palace with me at his side, and we made our way slowly
through a crowd so huge, it was hard to believe there was any-
one left at home, or that we would ever get to the church. Fi-
nally, we came around to the convent gate, for it was impossi-
ble to enter at the main doors, as His Eminence had planned.

All the nuns were there, bearing lighted candles, and a
written promise was given by the abbess and the senior nuns,

stating that the convent would release me into the keeping of
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His Eminence, or his successor, whenever they should ask for
me. The bishop embraced me and gave me his blessing and 1
went inside. I was carried in procession to the choir, where
I said a prayer. I kissed the abbess’s hand, embraced and was
embraced in turn by each of the nuns, and then made my way
to the visiting room, where the bishop was waiting for me. He
offered me good counsel, exhorting me to be a good Christian
and give thanks to the Lord. He bade me take the sacraments,
offering to come as often as I wished him to for this purpose,
and indeed, he did so on many occasions.

News of this event had spread far and wide, and it was a
source of amazement to the people who had known me before,
and to those who had only heard of my exploits in the Indies,
and to those who were hearing of them now for the first time.

Within five months from that time, in the year 1620, my
saintly bishop had suddenly died, a grave loss to me.




CHAPTER 21
prara

She leaves Guamanga for Lima, at the
archbishop’s command, dressed as a nun
and enters a Trinity convent. Leaving there,
she returns to Guamanga and continues on

toward Santa Fe de Bogota and Tenerife.

Shortly after the bishop died, I was sent for by the arch-
bishop of Lima, His Eminence Sefior don Bartolomé Lobo
Guerrero, who became archbishop in 1607 and died on the
twelfth of January in 1622. The nuns were beside themselves
when they took their leave of me, and I was carried off in
a litter with a retinue of six priests, four friars, and six
swordsmen.

It was already dark when we entered Lima, but there were
more people waiting than we knew what to do with, all come
out of curiosity, hoping to catch a glimpse of the Lieutenant
Nun. As for me, I was anxious to get inside the archbishop’s
palace, and they lowered me down at the gate.

I kissed His Eminence’s hand and he welcomed me warmly
and gave me shelter for the night. The next morning I was
taken to the palace of viceroy don Francisco de Borja, count of
Mayalde and prince of Esquilache, who served in Lima from

1615 to 1622. I dined with him that day and returned in the
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evening to the archbishop’s, where I found a good supper and
comfortable quarters.

On the following day, His Eminence told me I should
choose the convent in which I would like to remain. I asked
leave to visit them all, which he granted, and I looked at every
one, staying in each of them for four or five days. Finally, I set-
tled on the convent of The Most Holy Trinity, of the order of
Saint Bernard—a grand convent housing one hundred nuns
of the black veil, fifty nuns of the white veil, ten novitiates,
ten patronesses, and sixteen servants.

I remained there in all for two years and five months, until
word arrived from Spain that I wasn’t, nor had I ever been, a
professed nun, and with that I was assured I might leave, the
sisters bade me a sad farewell, and I set out on my way back
to Spain.

I left at once for Guamanga to say my good-byes to the la-
dies of the convent of Santa Clara, and they held me up there
for eight days, during which we enjoyed each other’s company
and exchanged many gifts and finally, when it was time for me
to go, many tears.

I continued on my way to Santa Fe de Bogot4 in the king-
dom of New Granada, and there I saw the archbishop, Juli4n
de Cortazar, who kept prodding me to stay and take up resi-
dence in a convent of my order. I told the man that I had no
order, and no religion, and that I was simply trying to get back
to my country, where I would do from one day to the next
whatever it was that my salvation required. And so, with this,
and a fine gift Cortézar gave me, I took my leave.

I went on to Zaragoza, by way of the upper waters of the
Magdalena River. There I fell sick, and the place struck me
as rife with pestilence, no place for a Spaniard, and I became
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sicker and sicker each day until I was all but knocking at
death's door. After convalescing for some while, but still with-
out even the strength to stand on my feet, a doctor persuaded
me to leave, and I set off down the river for the city of Tene-
rife, and I wasn'’t there but a few short days when already 1
had recovered completely.

CHAPTER 22
prara

She embarks in Tenerife and sails to Cartagena,
and from there leaves with the fleet for Spain.

In Tenerife, 1 learned that the armada of General Tomads
de Larraspuru was about to set sail for Spain. I embarked in
the captain’s ship in the year 1624, and was well received by
the general, regaled, invited to dine at his table, and things
went on like this for more than two hundred leagues, well
past the Straits of Bahama. But then one day a quarrel arose
over a game of cards, and I was forced to cut another man'’s
face with a little knife I had on me, and the event caused
a great deal of disquiet. The general found himself obliged to
remove me and planned to transfer me to the flagship, where
there were other Basqueros. I couldn’'t have been more
pleased, but I asked to be transferred to the tendership, the
San Telmo, whose captain don Andrés de Ot6n was carrying
military dispatches, and this was granted. But in the end it
was more trouble than it was worth, because the little boat
was taking on water and we were constantly in danger of go-
ing under.

Thanks to God, we made it to Cadiz on the first of Novem-
ber, 1624. We disembarked and I remained for eight days,
enjoying the hospitality of Senor don Fadrique de Toledo,
who was general of the armada. As it turned out, two of my
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brothers were in his command and I became acquainted with
them, and as an honor to me, a great honor, the general took
one of them into his personal service and gave the other a
promotion.

CHAPTER 23
pr=a

She departs Cadiz for Seville, and Seville
for Madrid and Pamplona, on her way to Rome,
but llaving‘ been robbed in the Piedmont,

she returns to Spain.

I left Cddiz for Seville, where I spent fifteen days, lying
low as much as possible and fleeing from the swarms of people
that turned up everywhere, trying to catch a glimpse of me in
men’s clothing. From there [ went on to Madrid, where I man-
aged to go unnoticed for some twenty days. In Madrid, I was
arrested on orders from the vicar—I have no idea why—and
later set free by Count Olivares. I found work with Count Ja-
vier, who was bound for Pamplona, and I went there with him
and remained in his service for what must have been about
two months.

It was the holy year of the great Jubilee, and so I quit the
count’s service and left Pamplona for Rome. I set off through
France, putting up with a great deal of trouble along the way,
for while I was traveling through the Piedmont, in the city of
Turin, I was accused of being a Spanish spy and arrested, and
they pilfered what little money I had, along with the clothes
off my back, and kept me in jail for five days. At the end of that
time, I was set free, I can only guess because they had made
their investigation and come up with nothing against me—
but still, they ordered me to turn back, under penalty of the
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rope if I refused. Soback I went, penniless, barefoot, reduced
to begging door to door. In Toulouse, I presented myself be-
fore the count of Agramonte, viceroy of Pau and governor of
Bayon, to whom I had already delivered letters from Spain.
The good man was sorry to see me in such a state, and ordered
that I be clothed and fed, and when I left, he gave me one hun-
dred crowns for my journey and a horse—and I went on my
way.

I came to Madrid and presented myself before the king,
and begged him to reward my many services, which L outlined
in a memoir that I placed in the royal hand. The king referred
me to the Council on the Indies, and there I went to present
what few papers I had managed to snatch from the wreck of
my life. They received me and ruled in my favor, granting me,
at the king’s suggestion, a pension of eight hundred crowns a
year, which is a little less than the sum [ had asked for. These
events occurred in the month of August, in the year 1625. A
few other things happened to me while at the Court, but since
they don’t add up to much, I omit them from these pages.

The king left soon after for the Court of Aragon, arriving
in Zaragoza in the early days of January, 1626.

CHAPTER 24
pr=r

She leaves Madrid for Barcelona.

I set out for Barcelona with three companions who were
headed for that city. We got as far as Lérida, rested alittle, and
resumed our journey on Holy Thursday, sometime during the
afternoon. As we drew near Velpuche, at what must have
been about four in the afternoon, we were ambling along in
fine spirits and with little thought of danger, when we
rounded a turn and from out of the brush on the left side of
the road nine men suddenly sprang at us, with their guns
raised and cocked. They circled round us and ordered us to
dismount. We had little choice in the matter—truth to tell,
we were Jucky to get off our horses alive. And so as we stood
there, they took our weapons and horses, the clothes we wore
and whatever else we had, and left us with nothing more than
our papers—which we had to beg for, and which they looked
over and handed back—but other than that, they left us with
nothing, not even the lint in our pockets.

We continued down the road, embarrassed and naked, en-
tering Barcelona after nightfall on Easter Sunday, 1626, and
without the slightest idea, myself at least, what to do. My
companions went off this way and that in search of help—I
went from house to house crying out that I had been robbed,
and in this way I managed to collect a few poor threads, along
with a shoddy cloak that I pulled around my shoulders. The
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night grew darker and I took shelter in a gateway where some
other wretches were already stretched out. It was there I
learned that the king was in town, attended by the marquis of
Montes Claros, a fine gentleman and a philanthropist, with
whom I had spoken in Madrid. I went to him the next morn-
ing to tell him of the disastrous turn my fortunes had taken—
he wept to see me like that, and immediately ordered that I be
clothed and, good man that he was, arranged to present me to
the king.

I came before His Majesty, and told him the sorry tale of
my travels. He listened, and then he asked, “Well, how is it
that you allowed yourself to be robbed?”

“Sefior,” I responded, “I had no choice in the matter.”

“How many were there?”

“Nine,” I said, “with shotguns, already cocked, and they
took us all of a sudden as we were passing through bush coun-
try.” He indicated with a gesture of his hand that I should ap-
proach and hand him my memoir. I kissed his hand, placed my
papers in it, and the king said, “I will have alook at it.” In the
meantime, he had gotten to his feet, and he left the room. I
went on my way, and it wasn't long before I was told that the
king had granted me four times the allowance of a part-time
lieutenant, along with thirty ducats for expenses and the
hardship I had suffered.

With that, I said good-bye to the marquis of Montes Cla-
ros, to whom I owe so much, and shipped out on the San Mar-
tin, a Sicilian galley bound for Genoa.

CHAPTER 25
pr=ra

Sl’le leaves Barcelona for Genoa,

going on from there to Rome.

Wset sail from Barcelona and came to Genoa before
long, where I remained for fifteen days. During that time, I
had an opportunity to pay a visit to Pedro de Chavarria, who
was now the inspector general of the Order of Santiago, and
one morning I went to his house.

Perhaps it was too early, however, for I was not admitted,
and I wandered around for a while killing time. I sat down on
arock by the palace gate where Prince Doria lives, and while
I was sitting there a man came up and sat down. He was well
dressed in a soldier’s uniform, all press and polish, with a fine
head of hair, and I recognized him by his speech to be an Ital-
ian. We greeted each other and began to talk.

“You, sir, are a Spaniard,” he said. I told him yes, I was.

“Most likely then, you are arrogant—that is the way with
the Spanish—arrogant and pompous, though I tell you I
never saw much there that was worth bragging about.”

“I know many,” I answered, “who are true men, and quite
capable of handling whatever life sends their way.”

“I know many as well,” he said, “and it's been my experi-
ence they are about as handy as a turd.”

“Sir, do not say such things,” I said, rising to my feet. “It
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has been my experience that the sorriest Spaniard is many
times better than the best Italian.”

“Do you have some metal to back up that mouth of yours?”
he said.

“But, of course.”

“Now’s as good a time as any,” he said.

“Yes . . . as good a time as any!”

And the two of us stepped behind some water cisterns that
were there nearby, and we drew our swords and began to spar,
and in that instant I spot another fellow who takes up the Ital-
ian’s side. Knifeplay—that was their game—swordplay was
mine, and I lunged, running the Italian through, and down
he went. I still had the other one to finish off, and I was driv-
ing him back when a sprightly cripple—his friend, I guness—
takes the man’s side and begins to drive me back the other di-
rection. Then, a passing acquaintance of mine appeared and,
seeing as how I was fighting alone, he took my side. After
that, so many joined in that the whole thing was confusion,
which was a bit of luck, because that way I was able to clear
out without anyone noticing, and make for the galley, and I
never did find out what became of all those fellows fighting
like that in the street. Once I got on board, I tended to a small
wound in my hand. This would have been during the time
that the marquis of Santa Cruz was in Genoa.

I left Genoa for Rome. I kissed the feet of the Blessed Pope
Urban the Eighth, and told him in brief and as well as I could
the story of my life and travels, the fact that I was a woman,
and that I had kept my virginity. His Holiness seemed amazed
to hear such things, and graciously gave me leave to pursue my
life in men’s clothing, all the while reminding me it was my
duty to lead an honest existence from that day forward, that I

must refrain from harming my fellow creatures, and that His
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commandment, Thou Shalt Not Kill, carried with it the ven-
geance of God for those who transgressed. My fame had
spread abroad, and it was remarkable to see the throng that
followed me about—famous people, princes, bishops,
cardinals. Indeed, wherever I went, people’s doors were
open, and in the six weeks I spent in Rome, scarcely a day
went by when I did not dine with princes. On one Friday, I
was invited by some gentlemen to supper, and they made me
various gifts of this and that, and then, on special orders from
the Roman Senate, wrote my name in a book as an honorary
Roman citizen. On Saint Peter’s day, the 29th of June, 1626,
I was taken to the chapel at Saint Peter’s, and there I saw all
of the cardinals and attended the ceremonies of the day. All of
them—or most of them—seemed remarkably pleased, even
moved, to share my company, and they spoke to me a great
deal. Atone point, during the afternoon, I found myself chat-
ting with three cardinals, one of whom, Cardinal Magalén,
told me that my only fault was that I was a Spaniard.

To this, I replied, “With all due respect, your Holiness,
that is my only virtue.”




CHAPTER 26
pr=ra

From Rome she goes to Naples.

After a month and a half in Rome, I left for Naples on
the fifth of July, 1626. We set sail from Ripa.

And one day in Naples, as I was strolling about the
wharves, I was struck by the tittering laughter of two ladies,
who leaned against a wall making conversation with two
young bucks. They looked at me, and I looked at them, and
one said, “Sefiora Catalina, where are you going, all by your
lonesome?”

“My dear harlots,” I replied, “I have come to deliver one
hundred strokes to your pretty little necks, and a hundred
gashes with this blade to the fool who would defend your
honor.”

The women fell dead silent, and then they hurried off.
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