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Synopsis: Cynthia & Diego - A
woman’s father sends her off via a matchmaker to a man with a
castle in New Mexico. Diego took reenactments and old Spanish
artifacts to the extreme. He held frequent jousts, with his cowboys
as participants, and had decorated his castle in a medieval style.
One day, a chalice was discovered in an ornate wooden box, buried
in the desert. Then, the miracles started to happen.

 


 


Cynthia and Diego prayed long and hard
for Manuel to stop bleeding. And then, the Grail began to
shine…

 


 


Cynthia Taylor was married to Don Diego
del Cruces on May 13, 1875 in a small town outside Las Lunes, New
Mexico. She had been married off to him by her merchant father who
was seeking to establish his large shipping firm as a major player
it the seafaring trade.

His father had been a dock worker and
this fact drove him close to insane whenever anyone would bring it
up. The Honorable James Taylor had managed to get ennobled by doing
some work for the British government and, although it could not be
passed to any of his children, he did get a title out of it.
Desiring to establish his name in some foreign court he went
searching for a suitable match for his only daughter.

The matchmaker company searched long
and hard and found a rancher of Spanish descent living in New
Mexico, USA. Although the man was an American citizen by birth, he
had steadfastly refused to acknowledge any authority other than
Ferdinand the Second of Aragon. Whenever anyone pointed out to Don
Diego that His Catholic Majesty had been dead hundreds of years, he
would reply that he had not seen the body and must assume he still
reigned.

The Honorable Master Taylor sent his
daughter off to the coast of Texas where she took a train and coach
to meet her new husband on the dusty hills of New Mexico. However,
before he would meet with his new wife, he made certain she was
instructed in the Catholic Christian faith by his family priest,
Father Simon, who had worked for the local bishop.

A month after the church had decided
she was sufficiently educated and had gone through her catechism,
she was baptized by the bishop himself. When he had received notice
from the bishop, Don Diego then sent for his wife from the small
hotel he had put her up in Alamogordo.

 


 


The wedding was an elaborate affair
with neither groom nor bride seeing each other until the bishop had
pronounced them married at the cathedral. It was attended by cattle
merchants from both sides of the border that had ties to his family
for generations. Don Diego actually spoke English better than
Spanish, as his father had been too busy making money to attend
much to his son. His mother had died early leaving the young man to
be raised in the company of private tutors, clerics and the
occasional nursemaid.

Don Diego had been known as “Dan” to
most of the cowboys on the ranch until his father passed away. Upon
inheriting the family fortune, he put it into his real interest:
the study of medieval history. He found proof of descent from a
conquistador of ancient times and took the title and name “Don”
Diego.

He had also been searching for a
suitable match, but for himself. Even with all the documents he
could furnish none of the Hispanic noble families on either side of
the oceans would pay him any attention. He was forced to settle for
marrying into The Honorable Taylor’s family. He had been briefly
married before, but his wife had died in childbirth, leaving him
with a son named Manuel to remember her.

Cynthia thus arrived in the new world
with a new husband, family, and religion.

 


 


It didn’t matter much to her as she was
glad to get out of the wet fogs of Southern England. Cynthia had
always felt her destiny laid over the Atlantic Ocean where the
lands were warmer and the people young. So, when her father
announced he had a suitable match for her, she leapt at the
opportunity. By time he was finalizing the arrangements, she had
her bags packed. She also read everything she could get her hands
upon about New Mexico and the American Southwest. She looked
forward to seeing an armadillo by the time the ship was leaving
port.

 


 


The trip didn’t take long and was
uneventful. By the time it had docked in Galveston, Cynthia was
sick of the food and ready to enjoy what she imagined the west to
be like. However, she soon discovered her idea of the people didn’t
match their reality. The Indians were few, the cowboys sullen, and
the people tired from working in the sun. It was the weather that
really got to her: Various forms of heat, baked all day
long.

So by the time she removed the veil and
kissed her new husband, Cynthia was disillusioned with her
experience in the west. She was ready for a nice quiet home to meet
her new stepson and see the ranch she was expected to manager in
her husband’s absence. She expected a lonely hacienda surrounded by
half-dead fruit trees with a single well. What he found when the
carriage rode up to Ranchero Cruces was a complete
shock.

It was the castle which proved to be
the initial surprise. It wasn’t a huge fortress by European
standards, but Don Diego had managed to import several architects
and have one built to his specifications. The stone had been hauled
in with some foreign laborers as most of the homes built in the
area were made out of adobe. The moat wasn’t filled most of time
and was used primarily to supply water for the cattle. But once
inside the gate, it resembled something from Ivanhoe.

Paintings of the Cid were everywhere as
were statues and icons of Spain’s saints. A small chapel was
positioned in front of the west wing where a priest would come out
every now and then to say a mass for the souls of Spain’s fallen
heroes. Upon entering the castle the visitor would be treated to an
elaborate great hall dominated by a painting of St. John Matamoros.
The kitchen was located beyond it and the parlor beside that. Of
course, it had to have an extensive library where all of Don
Diego’s manuscripts and research material was stored.

Cynthia just stared in fascination at
the castle as they arrived at it. She had expected something out of
the ordinary, but not on this scale. The servants greeted her and
helped with the unpacking of the clothes and objects she had
brought from England. Although her family in England was quite
wealthy, they lived in a manor house, not a relic from the past.
She couldn’t understand why her new husband hadn’t mentioned it to
her.

She was delighted with little Manuel
who was only six years old and addressed her as “Mother Dear” upon
arrival. She patted him on the head and brought the little boy to
her side. Everything was turning into a dream.

Diego showed her to their room, which
had a canopy bed with mosquito netting over it. There had to be
some accommodation to the local climate.

 


 


The first day of after their arrival,
Don Diego held a tournament in her honor.

Cynthia was a little nervous about how
this was going to run and followed her husband out to a reviewing
stand behind the castle. She was informed he had his blacksmith
construct several suits of medieval armor to stage tournaments as
described in the manuscripts he’d purchased from the mother
country. Her husband asked for her leave and left Cynthia alone
with little Manuel.

“How long has your father
been doing these tournaments?” she asked the boy.

“As long as I can remember,”
he told her. “The cowboys tell me he was doing them before
grandfather passed away, but we didn’t have the castle.”

She sat down on the stand which had
blocked the fierce sunlight with a shade. Cynthia wore a plain
cotton dress and a straw hat in the heat and waited. Soon, she
heard a horn in the distance and a man dressed in a tunic from the
fifteenth century walked out in front of her and bowed. He then
took out a scroll and read:

“By the grace of Their Royal
Majesties Ferdinand and Isabella, Don Diego del Cruces will present
a passage of arms in honor of his most beautiful wife, Donna
Cintia.”

There was a clanking of metal and four
men in armor marched out on the field carrying a banner with a
British flag. They were met by four more men in armor who carried a
banner with the Don Diego’s symbol on it.

Cynthia looked at Manuel with
confusion.

“We didn’t have time to come
up with a coat of arms for you, mother dear,” he told her. “Daddy
wasn’t satisfied with the ones he found in the books. So, he
settled for the flag of Britain.”

Both groups of armored men bowed and
introduced themselves. They were all give noble Spanish names with
tabards draped over their armor. Most of them wore the older Norman
helms, but a few sported fancier Milanese plates. Each carried a
large oblong shield painted with colors to match the banners. They
formed into two separate companies to wait for Don
Diego.

Don Diego rode out on a white war house
in the finest armor he could have his blacksmith build. He had
researched the exact year down to the very month each piece had
been constructed. Even the composition of the metal matched
existing pieces and old armor masters formulae he had located. His
armor shone in the sun as it had been freshly polished before he
took to the field.

He dismounted from the horse and had
the herald bring out a goblet to show the other armored
men.

“I have filled this goblet
with silver coins,” he announced. The winner of the tournament will
be given it. And the winner shall be decided by my lovely
lady.”

Both groups went to a large stand on
the side of the roped off list field and took out their weapons.
Cynthia turned to Manuel and asked him the meaning of the weapons,
which appeared to be made out of wood.

“Wood is much safer,” he
said. “This is what daddy had told me. He said they tried using
metal weapons the fight with at the beginning and too many of his
cowboys were getting hurt.”

Each group chose a weapon, a blunt
short sword or longer pole ax made out of wood. They returned to
opposite sides of the field and faced off against their opponents.
Don Diego, as the noble lord who owned the land did not
participate, but officiated. He stood next to the outside of the
roped-off area and raised the pole overhead.

“For the honor of the most
beautiful Lady Cintia!” he shouted, and then dropped the pole to
the ground.

Each group slowly moved into position
and tried to out flank their opponents. It was obvious they had
done this many times before by the signals they gave to one
another. Through a kicked up cloud of dust, the group flying the
flag of England went into action slamming into the ones holding Don
Diego’s banner. One armored man went down and lay still.

“Is he hurt?” Cynthia asked
Manuel.

“Oh, no,” he explained. “He
has fallen and is now out of the battle.”

Just as soon as he had explained, the
man righted himself and slid under the rope to the other side of
the field. He put his wooden pole ax down and waited for the fight
to continue. Don Diego was still concentrating on the outcome of
the battle and watched closely as the other men circled around
back, trying to gain a better position.

One man with the British banner called
a charge and his group hurled itself into their opponents. Another
man, this one behind the banner of Don Diego, fell down and waited
for the fighting over him to move elsewhere. Another man wielding a
wooden sword popped an opponent on the helm and he went
down.

The mock battle raged for another three
minutes until the armored men on the English side surrounded the
remaining men who wore the colors of Don Diego. They asked for
permission to yield to the attackers and gave up the field. Cynthia
and Manuel applauded their courage and honor.

 


 


The next bout involved two more men
wearing armor with pole axes over a wooden barricade. Each wore
elaborate crests on their helms. They fought like tigers until one
of them gained an advantage over the other and struck the crest on
his helm. The crest exploded open and sent silver dollars spraying
across the field. There was a moment of repose while the local
farmers who had gathered to watch ran across the field gathering up
the coins. They were polite to each other and made sure everyone
had an equal number.

“I liked the coins,” Cynthia
said to Manuel. “It was a nice touch.”

“He calls it ‘largesse’,”
Manuel explained. “Giving you others out of your abundance since
they have less.”

 


 


Next was the joust. A rail was set-up
between two tracks in the field and the combatants changed into
elaborate armor with frog helmets which made it difficult to see
the opponent or anything else. Cynthia noticed one of the knights
was her husband and became afraid. She asked Manuel about the
possibility of them hurting each other and he explained the lances
were made of soft wood and the object was to break it on the other
rider’s shield. One broken, the lance was supposed to be tossed
away.

“It still scares me,” she
said.

“Don’t worry,” he calmed
her. “They know what they are doing.”

The combatants were outfitted in heavy
plate, which was buckled and riveted into place. Using a system of
pulleys and cranes, they were elevated into the air and lowered
down on the warhorses. The horses were also armored up like the
knights to protect them from any accidental strike. Each horse was
draped with a cloth bearing the flag of England or Diego’s, a
cactus charged to a rising sun.

Once in place, the knights were bolted
again to their saddles to keep them from falling off. Falling off a
speeding horse was bad enough, but hitting the ground in full armor
could be fatal since the armor was designed to protect the wearer
from a lance strike and not a fall
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