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lance adroitly crosswise to bar tbe street, so that my comirades wvere, for the
moment, stopped in their pursuit. Then I also ran, and they after nme; bui
to catch bier! There was no danger of doing so, with ouir spurs, sabres, and
the lances with wbîcb Spanish cavalry is also armed. Besides, ail the gossips
of tbe quarter favoured lier fligbt, and lauighed at us ivhile putting us on thc
wrong track.

IlAfter various marches and couinter-niarches, we ivere obliged to return
to the guard-bouse without a receipt from the governor ot' the prison. My
mnen, to escape punisbmnit, made known that Carmen biad talked Basque with
me, and it apl)eared by no means natural, to tell the truth, that a blow frorn
tbe fist of so small a girl sbould bave overthrown a young fellow of my strength.
It was all too equivocal, or rather too clear, On coming off duty I w% as degraded
from my rank, and sent for a montb to prison. It was my first punisbnîent
since entering tbe service. Adieu to, the quartermaster's gold lace, of ivhicb I
had thougbt myself already the possessor!

" The first days in prison were passed very sadly. lu becoming a soldier
I faîîcied that I sbould at least be an officer. Longa, Mina, my compatriots,
are captains-general; Chapalangarra, wbo is a negro, like Mina, and also like
him a refugee in your country, is a colonel, and I have played tennis twenty
times witb bis brother, wbo ivas a poor felloiv like myseîf. And now, ail the
timne tbat I bad served, without even a reprimand, was merely time lost. .Here
was I, fallen into discredit, and to reinstate myself in the opinion of my
superiors 1 sbould be obliged to work ten times barder than wben I arrived as
a conscript ! And why bad 1 incuirred this punisbment ? For a jade of a
gypsy who was makiug sport of me, and who, witbout doubt, was at that
moment tbieving in some corner of the city. Nevertheless, I could not prevent
myseif fromn thinking of bier. Would you believe it, Monsieur? But bier silk
stockings full of boles, that slue so fully revealed in bier fligbt, ivere still before
mny eyes. I looked into the street througb tbe prison bars, and among ail the
wýomen wbo passed by, I did uiot sc one ivbo conmpared witli this devil of a
girl. And then, in spite of myseîf, 1 smelled the cassia flower that she lîad
thrown to me, and wbich, dry and faded, still retained its fragrance. If there
are sorceresses, that girl was one! One day the jailer entered and gave nie a
a loaf of bread from Alcalà.* «'Here,' be said, ' sec ivbat your cousin sends
you.' 1 took the bread, greatly astonished, as 1 bad rio cousin at Seville.
' Perbaps it is is a mistake,' I thought, but tbe loaf was so appetizing, it srnelled
sa good, tlîat ivithout troubling myseîf to know whence it carne or for wborn
intended, I resolved to eat it. In cuitting it, niy knife encountered sometbing
bard. I examined it, and found a small Englisb file that bad been slipped into
tbe paste before it was baked. In the loaf tbere was also a gold piece and
two piastres. No niore doubt, then; it was a gift from Carmen. To people
of bier race, liberty is the ail in al], and they would set fire to a city to save
tbemselves one day in prison. Sbe was a sbrewd woman, and witb this loaf
one scoffed at jailers. In' an bour the tbickest bar yielded to the little file, and
with tbe two piastres, at tbe shop of an old clothes dealer, 1 excbanged my
uniform for the coat of a civilian. You nmty well believe tbat a man who bad
often taken the caglets frorn. tbeir nests arnorkg our rocks, could find little difficulty
in descending to, the street from a window less tban tbirty feet bigb; but 1 did
not wisb to escape. My bonor as a soldier stili remained, and to desert seelrned
to me a great crime ; yet I was toucbed by this mark of remembrance, for when
in prison it gladdens us to think that beyond the walls there is a friend interested
in us. Tbe gold piece mnortified me. I sbould bave liked to return it, but wbere
to find tbe creditor ? That seemed to me not very easy.

"lAfter the cereinony of being degraded fromn my rank I believed that I
should. have notbing more to, suffer, but still another humiliation was in reserve
for. me; tbis was, that on leaving prison, and being ordered on duty, 1 was posted
as a sentînel like a common soldier. You cannot imagine wbat a man of
spirit and sensibility experiences on sucb an occasion. I arn sure that I shouild
bave preferred to be shot; then, at least, a man walks alone in front of lus
platoon, lie felîs bimself to be of importance, and bis figure fills every eye.

II ivas posted as a sentinel at tbe colonel's door. He was a good felloiv,
a rich young man wbo liked to amuse himself, and bis bouse was filled îvitl ail
the young officers, maany citizens and woînen-actresscs also, it was said. As
to myseif, it seemed to me that the whole city bad made this door a rendezvous
for the purpose of looking at me. The colonel's carniage drove up, witb bis
valet on the seat. But wbat do I sec? Who is it tbat aligbts ?-the gitanilla.
This time she was adorned like a shrine; bedizened, aIl gold and ribbons, a
spangled dress, blue satin sboes, also spangled, flowers and gold lace in abtund-
ance. In ber band was a tambourine. Accompanying bier were a young and
old gypsy woman-tbere is always an old one as leader; tben an old man, also
a gypsy, witb a guitar, ivhich bie was to play for tbem to dance. You know
that society often amuses itself by summoning gypsy women to, dance tbe
romalis, peculiar to their people. Carmen recognîzed me, and we excbanged
glances. At this moment I wisbed myself a hundred feet below the eartb.
'1gur Zagena ' (good-day, comrade), she said. ' My officer, you are mounting
guard like a conscript !' and before I could find a word in reply she was in tbe
house. All the guests were in tbe Êatio,t and notwithstanding tbe crowd I
could sec tbrougb the grating neariy ail that occurred. 1 licard the castanets,
the tambourine, lauighter and bravas,- at times I perceived Carmen's bead,
wben slie ieaped witb lier tambourine. Then again I lîcard the officers make
remarks to bier that suffused my face witb crimson, but of ber replies I beard
notling. From that day I believe I began to love bier in earnest, for several
times the impulse seized me to rush into tbe patio and sabre all tbese coxcombs
ivith tbeir gallant speeches. My torment lasted a full hour,; tiien the gypsies
came out and the carniage carried tbem away. Carmen, in passing, again
iookcd at me with those eyes that you know, and said in a very low tone :
' Countryman, wben one likes good fried fish bie goes to Triana to eat it at
'the bouse of Lillas Pastia.' Ligbt as a kid sbe sprang into the carniage, the

*Alcalà de los Panderos, a market town two leagues from Seville, where they make
cielicious rolîs. They are said to owe tlieir excellence to the water of Alcalà, and are brought
e'eery day in great quantities to Seville.

tT'he greater part of the Sevilît- houses have an intenior court surrourded by F orticos, in
summer the Place of assemlil.ng. This co~urt s covercd hy a linen awning which hs kept wet
durin<' the dai' and rernoved It iîk'ht.

coachman whipped up bis mules, and the joyous band went off 1 know not
twhere.

IlYou cati ivell imagine that on coming off duty I went to Triana but first
1 was shaved and brushed as if for parade day. I found bier at the bouse of
Lillas Pastia, a gypsy, black as a Moor, wbere many citizens went to eat fried
fish, especially since Carmen had there taken up lier quarters.

To "' Lillas,' she said, as soon as sbe saiv me, 'I1 sball do nothing more to-day.
Tomorrow it will be day.* Corne, my countryman, let us take a walk.' She

drew ber mantilla before lier nose, and we were soon in the street.
"''Mademoiselle, 1 beliex'e that it is you îvhorn I must thank for a preserit

sent to me wben 1 ivas in prison. The bread 1 bave eaten, the file will serve
to, sharpen my lance, and I keep it in memory of you; but the money there
it is.'

"'iess nie !hle has kept the rnoney,' shie exclaimed, bursting into a 1augh.
Howvever, so much the better, for I arn hardly in funds ; but wbat matters ît?

l'le dog that travels on does not die of butnger.t Corne, let us eat of every-
thing. It is your féast.'

(7o he c'onfinued.)

SPEAK SOFTLY.

Speak softly, gently ever
Tbere Ils no miser part;

For harsb wvords pierce like steel
The yearning, loving beart.

As gerns reflect in brightness
Every fitting beam,

Let words reflect in kindness
Love's sunny, love-lit glcamn.

Speak softly, gently ever,
Tbere is no better plan-

For angry words can neyer
Effect wbat kind ones cani.

For, oh!1 a soft word spoken
May move the stubborn soul,

That still would prove defiant
Should words of thunder roll.

Speak softly, gently ever!
Words breathing naught save love!

And soon our blighted Eden
WVi]l bloom as realins above!

For faith and fond affection
In true love-knot entwined,

With firmer cords than temper'd steel
Eacb bappy beart can bind.

A POEM WITH A POINT.'

Only a pin;ý yet it caimly lay,
On the tufted floor, in the light of day;
And it shone serenely fair and brigbt,
Reflecting back the noonday liglit.

Only a boy; yet hie saw that pin,
And bis face assumed a fiendisb grin;
He stopped for a wvbile, withi a look intent,
Till hie and tbe pin alike were bent.

Only a chair; but upon its seat.
A wel'bent pin found safe reircat;
Nor had the keenest eye discerned,
That beavenward its point wvas turned.

Only a man; but hie chanced to drop
Upon that chair, flzz! bang! pop!
He leaped like a cork frorn out a bottie,
And opencd wide bis valve de throttle.

Only a yell; thougli an honest one,
It iacked tbe element of fun ;
And boy and mani, and pin and chair,
In wild confusion mingled tbere.

WVE have received from Warwick & Son, of Toronto, the following pub lications:
Sunday ai Honte, Tkz' Leisure Hour, The Boys' 0wh Pa!er, 7he Girls' (>w, Paper.
These are published at the low rate of $1.50 a year for each periodical and are replete with
interest. M/e St4ndav ai hone and T/te Le/sure Ilour are SO well known and appreciated as
to require no commendation from us. Thze Boys' O-zin I'aÊer and nke Girl?' Own Pa.er are
comparatively new and of high ment, and wvill doubtless do much to stop the sale of hurtful
literature. They are recommended by the wel'known writer, George Augustus Sala.

* Matana serà otro dia-Spanish proverb.
t1 C/su qnc., sospsi,-e' , cocci / D;-I*Jog tbattraývels findslbonos.-Gypsy Proverb.
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