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Until 1 have reason to behieve that the plot of Divine Providence is fully played t]

out; until I amn convinced that wc have foiind the whiole of ti-Lth frorn thîe

centre to tbe circumference thereof-that thiere is no more light ta break from

God's most blesscd word that there are îio more doubts to torment any mind,

and no more visions to bewilder-until I arn sure that science bias made its last t

discovery, and God's final word lias been spoken, I shah lîold auîd teach that a

men ouglît to eniquire, if baply thîey rnay find fresli rcvelatioîis of truth and1 , s
juster conceptions of God. And I bold that the preacher siîould be youir truestr
friend and your best lielper in this matter. He should not bc the lord of

your conscience, nor the tyrant cf your intelect, but a teacher and a guide-you

should look confidently to hirn for ripe thouglîts and rich experieuce-be should

take you swiftlv over ways wlîicli hoe lias tra velled xvith labour and care-he

should subrnit groups of conclusions to your reason, and hiarmnies to your

judgment. While in noxvise yielding to ini your nianliood's noblest rights to

think and forrn opinions for yourseif you shio,,ld be able ta find in hlmn a man

xvith strong tbought, and strong speech and strong, hehpful life xvithîal.

But ta get thiat you must have a profound.respect for the teacher-y<)u

mutst regard him as a /eazc/er, and not merely the strntirnentaiist, or dogrnatist.

Von must bave respect, not oniy for bis character as a sincere mni, bînt for the

soundness and freedoni of his reasoning--for thc boidness of his mind; you

mnust be sure thiat bie cares more for trutb thian for dognias and institutions-

yau must see that his ideas are not stercotyped, and bis thoughit not fettered-

yon must see that hie bias comimon sense as ivehi as a sense of the supernatural.

When that is sa you xviii go with gladness ta the seýrvice, and ail of it will help

yau. Vour prayer and praise xviii risc utp as chouds of incense to God ;ta

break and fail back upani your head again iii showcrs of beavenliest bhessing;

the sermon xvili not bc a signal for sleeping, or ivihd %vanderings of tbe mindi

but for thîougbtfulness as the rnan speaks froin bis mind into yours, and for

ricb experience and inspiration as hoe speaks fron ibis hife .înd hiope ta your

heart; bis ivords wili be strong xith reasahi and tender with love-and you will

take thern home with you, and your farnily xviii be doubhy impressed, and learn

ta love Religion and Gad as thîey learnt ta love you becauise they saw you

treated with respect and hîeard you praised s0 rnucb-and you xviii take the

thauglits and feelings of Sunday out into thie xveek day world of toil and care

and pain-and you will flnd inspiration for duty and great worl: for others-

you iit have faitb in God and Christ phanted iii yotu, the power of God unto

salvation-you wilh bc uphelci by grace and led an by hope. But-vben

that is niot sa--xvhen you are ont of liairnony xvitb the intehlectulal teachings of

the man ta ivborn you hend unwilling cars on Sunday-wlîosc reasoning

faculties yau cannot respect-whosc sincerity you cail fanaticism-whose
dagmas have nothing ta commend tbern but their age, it means an outrage

upon your iîîtelligence--it means moral disiionesty-it means weakness and

coxvardice, and thie sacrifice of the truc and reai intercsts of those you ought ta

gtuide ta a transient and deadly ease. I cail upon youi ta put axvay this cvii.

1 arn not advocating thie clainîs of this cburch or any other church-but the

dlaims of bonesty and truth upon yoti. The churches are not ail alike-make

an intelligen t choice-not for the social connectian-not for business advantage

-not ta secure a fictitions quiet, but vhiere yon can flnd food for the mind-

great swelling sentiments for the beart-quickening for the conscience-

inspiration for ail the ife-the kingdom of beaven ever nigli.

CARMEN: A SPANISH STORY.

(Transiaied fronet he F»enick of PROsPER MÉRIMÉE, of file /&eui Academv11.)

CHAPTER III.-( Conclutded.)

Wle bad a furiaus quarrel an the subject, and 1 struck lier. Slie turned

pale and wept. It ivas the flrst tirne that I had ever seen lier weep, and it
prodluced a terrible effect on me. I begged bier pardon, but she xvas sulky an
entire day, and when I set ont for Montilla she xvould nat kiss nie. For three
days 1 bad a heavy heart, then she snddenly reappeared with a srniling face and
as gay as a lark. Ahl was fargotten, and for a whiie we xvere like loyers. At
the moment of parting she said ta me : ' There is a fête at Cordova. 1 arn
going to see it: I shall find ont the people xvha xvii be there xvith maney, and
will make it known to yau.' I allowed lier ta go; but when alane I began ta
think of this fête and of Carrnen's change of humar. She rnust already have
found lier revenge, I reasoned, since she was the flrst ta seek recancihiation.
A peasant tahd me that bull flghts were taking place at Cordova. My bload
began ta boil, and hike a mnadman I rushed there and ivent ta the plaza.
Escarnillo xvas pointed ont ta me, and seated on the bench against the barrier
I recognized Carmen. It was sufficient ta sec lier onhy one minute ta be certain
of the tmuth. With the first bull Escamihlo displayed bis meule, as I had fore-
seen. He snatched the cacade* from the bull and carried it ta Carmen, who
immediatehy fastened it in bier hair. The bull played the part of my
avenger. Escamnila was thraxvn hîeadlong ta tbe earth,' hls horse falling acrass
bis breast and the bull upon tbcrn bath. 1 looked for Carmen ; she was no
langer in bier place. It was impassible for me ta make mny way out fromn the
crowd where I stood, and 1 wvas cornpehled ta await the end of the spectacle;
then I went ta the house of %vhich yan know, and thiere I remained quiethy ail

*La divisa, a knot of ribbons, the colour of which indicates the pasture land whence

the bifit corne. The knot is fastened ta the animal. by a littie hook, and it is the height of

galiantry ta piuck jt froni the infuriated bull and offer it ta a xvornan,

lie evrnng and a part of the night. Towards two o'clock iii the morning
~armen returned, and was a littie surprised to see me.

"Corne witb me,' I said to lier.
'Very iveli!1 Let us go,' she replied.
1I brought my borse, placed lier on the saddle behind me, and we rode

lie rest of the night xithout speaking a single word . At day-dawn we stopped
t a lonely littie lodging, quite near a srnall liermitage. There 1 said to Carmen:

IListen!i I forget everything, I will reproachi you with nothing ; but
%vear to me one thîng : that you will follow mie to America, and there quietly
est uxider mny care.'

Il1No,' slhe said, in a sulky tone, ' I do flot wish to go to America. 1
find myseif very well content here.'

Il, Is it because you are near Escarnillo? But rernember, should lie recover
ie will not live to have old bonies. However, wby should I cast the blame on
irn? I arn tired of killing ail your loyers: it is you whomn I xvili kili !

"She gazed steadfastly at nie with hier untarned look and said:
"'I have alwvays tliouclit thiat you would kili me. Trhe flrst tirne I saw

you, I had just met a priest at the door of my house ; and to-niglit, on leaving
Cordova, did you see notliing ? A hare crossed the road betwecn the legs of
your liorse : it is written !

"'Carmencita, do you no longer love me?'
"She made no reply. She was seated on a rush mat with hier legs crossed,

tracing lines on the ground xvith lier finger.
Il1Let us change our way of life, Carmen,' I sajd in a beseeclinig tone.

Let us livc in some place where we shall neyer be separated. Von know that
flot far ftonî here we have a hundred and twenty gold ounces biuried under an
oak; then we also have money in thie Jew Ben-Josepli's care.'

"She began to srnihe, and answered:
1 first, you afterwards !I well know that so it is to happen.'

'Once more reflect,' I resumed. 'I1 arn at the end of my patience and
nîy faith. Make up your mind, or I shall make up my owvn.'

I left hier, and ivent towards the hermitage, where I found the hermit
prayîng. I walked up and down until bis prayer was ended, and should have
been glad to pray mnyseif, but I could not. When hie rose from bis knees I
ivent to hirn, and said:

Father will you pray for sorne one who is in deadly peril?'
I pray for aIl the afflicted, my son.'

"Will you say a mass for a soul that is perhaps soon to appear before its
Creator?'

Il'1 es,' lie repNIed, looking flxedly at me ; and as there xvas sornething
strange in my manner, hie xished to make me talk. ' It seems to me that I
have seen you.'

"Wben will you say the mass ?' I asked, placing a piastre on a bench.
"'n baîf an hour. The son of the tavern-keeper below there is coming

ta assist. Tell me, young man: have you flot sornething on your conscience
that distresses you ? WViIl you listen to the counsels of a Christian ?'

I felt ready to weep. I told him that I wouid return, and hastened
away. I lay down on the grass until I heard the bell ring for mnass, then I
drew near; but I remained outside of the chapel. When the mass ivas over,
I returned to the inn. I almoàt hoped that Carmen had led. She could
easiiy have taken my horse and escaped ; but there I still found lier. She was
not willing to have it said that I could frigliten hier. During my absence she
hiad u,îstitched the hem of bier dress, from wbich she took out the lead, and was
Iîow seated before a table, hooking intently at the lead that she had rnelted and
tbrown into an earthen bowl fuhi of water. She was sa absorbed in hier sorcery
as flot to bc aware at first of my return. Sornetimes she took up a bit of the
lead, and turned it on every side with a sad air: sometimes with intense accent
she sang one of those magic songs in which Maria Padilla is invoked-the
mistress of Don Pedro--wlîo was said to be the Bari Crallisa, or the great
queen of the gypsies.*

"'Carmen,' 1 once more said, ' will you corne with me?'
"She rose, dashed the bowl to the ground, and placed hier mantilla over

head as if ready to go. My horse was brought, she rnounted behind and we
rode off. After going some littie distance I said: IYou are now willing to follow
me, are you not?' '1 arn yours until death, yes ; but I will live with you no
longer,' she replied. We were in a solitary ravine; I stoppedmry horse. 'Is
it here ?' she said, anid at a bound she was on the ground. She took off her
mnantilla, threw it at her feet, and stood rnotionless with one closed hand on ber
bip, looking steadily in my face.

IllYou intend ta kihl me,' she said, qnietly, ' I sec it clearly; it is written,
but you cannot make me yield.'

Il I implore you, Carmen, be reasoxiable. Listen to me! Ail the past is
forgotten. Nevertheless, and you know it, it is you who have brought me ta
muin : it is for you that I have becorne a robber and a murderer. Carmen !my
Carmen! Let me save you, and with you save myseif!1'

Il'Jose, what yau ask me is flot possible. 1 no longer love you, but you
still love me, and for this you wish to kili me. I could easily tell you a false-
bood, but I will nat take the trouble. Ail is over between us. As my rom,
yon have the riglit to kill your romi; but Carmen must always be free. Ca//i
she ivas born, ca//i she xviii die.'

"'on love Escamillo, then?'
" 'es, I loved him as I did yourself, for a moment; less perhaps thian I

loved you. Now, I no longer love anything, and I hate myseif for having ever
loved yon.'

IlI flung myseif at lier feet, I seized hier hands and bathed tbem with tears.
1 recalhed to lier ail the moments of biappiness that we had passed together :
I affered to remain a brigand ta please lier. Ail, Monsieur, ail! I offered bier
everything pravided that she wonld love me still!

"'José, to love you still is impossible; live witlh you I will uiot.'
"Iwas roused to madness; I dre»w my knife, and could have xvished that

*Maria Padilia was accused of having bewitched the King Don Prdro. A popular

tradition relates that she presented Queen Bîanche of Bourbon with a golden girdle, that, ta

the king's eyes, bore the semablance of a living serpent. Thence camne the aversion that h.
always nianifested for the uinfortunate princess.


