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-grandeur and glory of continental history, in presence of its hoary
monuments,-amidst scencs that conjured up thriffin- memories of
Charles 1. at Whiteliail, of Louis XVI. at Versaillesand the Tulieries,
and of Charles V. in the liails of the Escurial 1

It %vas certainly a trip conducive both of pleasureand study. Mr.
Masson took copious notes %vlierever lie %vent. The few fragmentary
passages taken from the narrative of his travels as published in the
Revue Canadienne for iS68, malze us regret that Nii. Masson has

chosen to withliold frorn publication his observations in full. The
reader, no doubt, will share in our disappointnient, %viien lie peruses

the folloving spicy accoutit of a bull figlit at NI.idrid,-tile rirst time
such a scenc Nvas depicted by the pen of a French Canadian

Il The arena %vhere those exhibitions are lield presents nothing
remarkable to the eye. It is a vast rotunda, with scats fashioned

in a circle and rising tier above tier, in the style of the ancient am.
phitlicatres, and calcu lated to accommodate about ri.ooo spec-
mors.

Il Within this enclosure takre place those famous buil figlits, relics
of barbarism, introduced into Spain by the carly Romans and called
by the old chroniclers Il Pancin. et Circences." This passtinie is

more than a, passion,-it is second nature. It has attractions for
ali,-for the Queen on lier thronc, and the mendicant in his hut
for the savage and truculent nature, as %vell as for the delicate

senora fresh from lier convent home. Far from recoiling from the
brutal spectacle with, just terror and indignation, they liail it witil

dishoutsofjoyandapproval. Higil-borjid.Lmes«tretliefirsttogive

the signal for applause by waving aloft their scented liand-erchiefs,
a movement whicli always evo-es thunders of vivas prolonged and
repeated.

d'The doors arc flung open at last and the impatient, surging
mob, rush forward, crushing and trampling each, other dovn in

tlicir mad haste to secure those scats tliat coniniand the best viev
of the box where the signal is given for the combat to begin. The
crowd is not kept long waiting. A dainty little gloved and per-
fumcd hand gives the sign for the bloody struggle to commence.

On the instant, through a small opening into the ring, dashes a
furious bull, with short, but stout and pointed horns. The sudden
glare of light and the deaféning noises seern to discompose the


