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MY LOVE.

My lova ix like the red ved rose,
I'hat breathes the sweot pevfume;
For in my love all charms ropose,
Aund 1, those charms consume,

My love ir no oxpensive wife,
Tho' vory dear she bo;

Three pence a day, upon nmy lifo,
1s all she costoth mo,

Of flowers and jowe's, bonnets and lace,
Sho nevor feols the 10ed ;

No flowoers at hor command T place,
Save, only one poor weed.

And yet not o'en the fairest girls
Can with my lovo compure:
Alth. ' sho boasts no glossy curls,
Not ¢'en one serap of hair,

Thrice daily after every meal,

1 press her o my lips

And then as sweop. & kiss [ steal,
As bee from lily fips.

May (all other earthiy loves

From-my rememhbrance wipe:

While luving one ponr picce of clav,

My beautiful my—pipo. c. D,
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[ Witten for Saturday Night.]
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Huoshad fozetine 1 sty and ome wis lost
'
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Tho sun shone fiercely down on the long
yellow strotch of burningsand in tha Arizone
dosort : tho air was heavy with heat as I gmided
my horzo slowly along, picking my way hora
and thero nmong the tail green cactitoavoil the
chollas, large bulls of thorns that faston them
selves into tho horac's hoofs and seem  to wound
them; tho ground seemod covered with tnom,
gomo too small ‘o be seen at a distance, The
Mexicans have 2 superatition that the horso is o
magnet and attracts the chollas; it secmed <o to
me when suddenly Charhio reared, noarly throw-
ing me, then stood still, trembling, T jampod
down, and in his poor foot was a groat prickly
ball. Ho kept quite still while I drew it out, the
blocd staining the sand around him, but when |
tried to start him again he was quite lame.
What was I to do, out on the desert alone ; in a
few hours it would be dark. If I tried to walk
I'd bo lost in tho dark. I who had always
wished for adventures had found ono at last; it
was not as ploasant ae I had thought.  Poor ald
Charlio rubbed his nose against mo, as it bogging
pardon for his lamoness ; how loncsomo it began
1o feo) as the sun sol. I scemed to be alono in 2
groat whito world of sand tho cacti lonked dark
in the gloom, nnd seomod to bo guarding the
descrt with their branches strotched ont, like
giant's arms ; now and then a lizard would «lido
past me, or 2 gopher would look at mo with his
bright little oyes, shakoe his head with a mock-
ing look, then disapncar in tho gloown. It felt as
if I had been there hours when I heard the dis-
tant sound of horao’s feet O how glad I wass!
but what if it should be woing another way., 1
listonod and nearer they camu,  An old Moxican
with whito hair and a sun.burned, weather-
boaten face, riding a littlo burro, his long legs
nearly dragging oo tho ground. As tho donkoy
cropt along he started as I camo in front of him,
and, in & mixtu:~ ot Eoglish and Moxican, 1
made him undorstand, *Si, Si.” he said with a
grin as I showed him Charlie’s foot, ** Mucha

cholla woted, none sat " which moeant 1did not
know theroe wore so many chollag; then ho told
me it was very lucky for mo he had just past,
as there was going to be a sand storm. The sky

had turned a yellowish red and the clouds
reomed nearly touching us, but the Moxican told
mo wo would reach the town in time, aad after
taking fivo or six more thorns from Charlio's
hoot we started, old Esrobasa, as ho told me was
his name, watching the clouds with anxious
eyes. Wo had beon riding some timo whon he
said, “This rominds mo of a4 night some yoars
ago; & vory sad thing happened, and you might
havo shared the sume fato.” I wusked him to toll
meabont it. It is a long story,” ho said, * but
if you like I'll tell it.”

Once, 2 good muny yoars ago when I lived in
Moxican Town, in the house noxt to mine lived
tho tolle of the Mexicans, a protty girl with big
derk eyes, fair ekin, not dark as most of our girls;
se.tmo aaid hor fithor was an Englishman, but wo
nevor saw him, as sho lived with her aunt; she
was a great favorite with overyone, even tho
doss vead to follow heras she went through tho
1own, and when she passed by China Town, the
Chinamen sitting smoking with their opmm pipes
in front of them, their heavy littlo exes twnkled
and  they often offered her Joss sticks or opium
as 2 sign she pleased them. she would take them
from them always with asmilo. 1 often watched
hor when she theught herself alone, from my
window; I ¢could seo the garden where she lay in
hor hammock eating tho jiicy pomegranates or
picking grapes in the arber  "They had the pret-
tiest garden in Moxican 1. wn overyono said ;
down near tho gate 2 stream tlowed under 2 little
bridge, great piecor of prariv  grass waved
like white feathers, tho pomegranite trees wero
loadad with the ripe f-uits, showing the blocd-red
frait incide whore they had buest cpen. There
Carmelits, “Carma” they callzd hoer sp:nt most
of her time: the amusements of the othor Moxican
#irls never seomed w please her; sho nover played
the concerting or joined their dances, but overy
evening sho wus sure tobe seon in the little
church where tho lower class of Mexican women
always appeared with heavy shawls on their
haads, looking like n erowd of nung, with
two or three dogs« following oven into tho chureh;
hairless dogs maost of them, the color of a Maltese
cat.

Carma nover missed mass, and her aduirers
waited at the - dour for the pleasuro of walking
home with her; it nover scemed 1o matior to her
whieh it was, sho was a4 nice to one as tu tho
other; some complained that sho did wt seom to
care at all for her awa people, and blumed hor
father's being English, ®nd iv was traesho scem-
ed happier whon away from tho Mexicans ; sho
had como to Mexican Town a fow years beforo
with hor aunt, from Los Angelos, where she had
been to an English school; most of her frionds
shook their heads wisely and said it was a2 great
mistuks as she might despise hor own people
later, but if sho despised them she never showed
it. Somo times sho wonld have mo to clean up
the garden in the antumn, take away tho falien
fruit, and sho always gavo me a largo basket of
fruit she picked instead of those from the ground.

Carma would ofteu saddle her pony and rido
out alone, sometimes stayin;: away for hours.
Onecday when sho had been longor than-usual I
heard that hor pony had taken fright and sho had
boen saved by ayoung cowboy who caught hor
from hor horsoas sho fell. Aftor thatl often saw
the cowboy in hor garden or riding ~with her. 1
hoird ho was a colloze man who had como out to
bo & cowboy for tho fun and adventures. Ile
waus not strong looking at all, tall, fair, with sun-
burned skin and bluo oyos, just tho opposito to
Carmolita. As tho days wont on they, seemod to
booomo groater friends, ho always at hoer sido. I
wondored how it would end, as ho had to go back
East soon, 1 heard him say, I noticed * Curma™
on Sunday in the little church, her expreseion

scomed so puzzlod and sad, as sho bont hor
head now and then over her book, One afternvon
1 was sitting noar my window dozing whon 1
heard voices in the garden, 1 listened, one sound-
ed angry, the other sad. [ lvoked up and saw
Carma and the cowboy. I under:toad English
woll and I kunow he was voxed. she trying to
pacify him ; then they went into tho houso and
[ nover saw tbom togother again

About gix o'cinck hor nunt came traning in to
me, to sav Carma was out riding and a sand
slorm v coming up. I camo to the door. Tho
sky was boavy and yellow, tho air hot; every-
thing was still, not & sound ; wo goomed to be
waiting for something awful to huppon; 2 lonf
in tho streos. stirred, thon another, then 2 pieco
of papor flew past; wo hoard a sound liks some-
thing tearing and a groat wall of yellow dust
came rolling up the deserted streot, I pulled
Carmalita’s aunc in, and shut theldoor, just ax the
storm burst; from the window the town looked
one groat mass of smoke as tho dust whirled hero
and there, drageing overything along with it,
thon the lightning fiashed, the thunder sounded
like pistol shots from a gigantic pistol, even tho
house shook. My neighbor sat in & corner shak-
ing with foar for her niece. ** Carma,” she moan-
od to herself. Jti was not very long hefore the
storm blew over as suddenly as it camo, but no
Carma, the stars showe out brightly, the air felt
frosh, the leaves of tho cotton treos looked green
wgzain, ax the rain had washed tho dust from them,
Wo waited and waited, till & passor by told us he
had seen Carma riding down noar tho station, but
porhaps in the dark of thestorm she had lost her
way and gone out on to the desort. I and some
others with onr horses ana torches rod-~ out to
find her. As wo went along wo set tho largo
cacti on firo till tho dosort was a blaze of light,
and Carma could have seen us atagreatdistance,
After riding a Jittle while we saw a darlk spot be-
hind the mosuito bushes, and on coming nearer it
proved to beCarma's pony lving stiffand dead,near
nim was his mistress, hor face turuved up to the
stars, one hand beneath her head. She must have
died at onco, as her face was as peacoful as I ro-
nembor her in the little church at hor pravors,
but on her templo was a great dark spot whore
her pony in bis struggle must have kicked her,
We ecarried her home in 2 sad procession, our
dark fizures moving slowly along tho grey sand
the red light from the burning cacti shining ox
us, and as the light flickered on herdead facerle
seemed to lanan,  Woll we buried her o fow du s
after in the hittlo cometory out of town. Rvery
one in Mexican torn followed, all the girl in
whito wulking behind the coffin in a line.  When
we raached the graveyard many wore we ping
as they remembered her, and as it i<tho Me zican
cusiwom to open tho coffin before it is lowor tinto
the carth, the 1l was put back, and we loeed on
lier faco for tho last timo, whon ] heard u cry,
and right across the coflin foli her friond ‘no cow
boy ; no ono had scon him come. We lif‘ed him
tenddriy, forhe had fainted, and carried .im into
town, 1 nover saw him again, but next year, on
the very day Carma died, thoy found himon the
desert, in tho placo whero she had fswjen, dead,
his face buried in tho sand, Hohad lal-1 thoere till
ho smothored. Somo said ho blamed himself for
her death at coming to mect him at t'io atationat
tho last, sho had wandered into the desort and
died ; wo nover know, but we nover forgot Carma
and hor bluecyod cow boy, finished the Mexican
with a sigh, as ho rubbod one Tough hand against
hia oyos.

While ho had been talking the clouds had
cloared and tho stars shono out as brightly as on
tho night of Curma’s doath, and as I rode homo
through Moxican town past the little adobo
church, groy in tho moonlight, by tho small
house, whora I could sec tho men gathered around
tables gambling, a favorito Moxican amnsement,
and women in highly colored dress dancingto tho
concortina, I wondered if any of them romem-
bered Carmalita,
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