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well our revolvers, oil the
cylinders, and see that the
barrel is open, free from rust
and well capped. We will dress
as we please, only it must be
expensively fine. We must wear a
red vicufia hat with a broad brim
and a sugarloaf crown, a gold
cord wound twice around and
heavy tassels. We can either
wear a blue clawhammer with gilt
buttons, or a black frock, or an
elegantly fitting blue jacket,
with a little gold embroidery, a
red Mexican sash, sky blue pants
and a gold bullion stripe down
the side will make up the outre
fashionable fandango costume
except for the essential shining
patent leather scabbard with
silver mountings for the
revolvers.

To omit the vicufia hat with
gold tassels and cord, we might
be regarded as gringos, and then
would fail to enjoy ourselves,
and if we dance it will be with
some old woman whose jealous Don
might give us a dig in the ribs
with his pufial as we elbow our
way through the dense crowd. A
gringo stood no sort of a show
at fandangos.

We are now in front of  the
fandango house, where we elbow
our way through a crowd of
Indians, peons and peladas, the
riff-raff of the population, and
amid jibe and jeer we gain the
corridor or veranda, where we
find rancheros on foot or
horseback, all drinking, those
dismounted, however, maintaining
careful hold of the hair ropes
of their horses, never daring to
tie them up, or the peons or
peladas in the rear will run
them off and trade them for
aguardiente. After an infinite
amount of crowding and
squeezing, we gain the door,
inside of which we find a dozen
or more dismountedrancheros

holding their hair ropes with
their horses heads in near
proximity. As soon as discovered
by the dismounted rancheros they

at once open the way with the
police salutation of "Pasan Vds.
cakballeros, " (pass in,
gentlemen); for the California
ranchero was never rude. Even if
he choked one with his lasso he
would be polite about it. Now we
are in the grand fandango room,
and what do we see and hear?

The fandango is in full
blast. The musicians seated in
one corner of the room on the
harp, guitar, violin and
flageolet, and make very good
music for the initiated; but to
the gringo, somewhat discordant,
especially when broken up with
the horrible eassay at vocalism.
The room is packed to its utmost
capacity, a waltz is going on,
gaudily dressed rancheros,
fashionable and unfashionable
gamblers, store clerks, county
officials, and well to-do
merchants, with representatives
from all lands under the sun,
except China.The Chinese were
never much on the dance, foot




