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ADAPJTED PROM TIf E SPA NISI.

IN an empire whose name
3 - history bas failed to

record, there lived in
a miserable stable a

t9poor laborer and his
wife. Juan and Ramona Nwere their names,
though Juan ivas better knowri b)- the
nickname "lUnder prescrit circumstarices,"
which they gave him because in seasori or
out of season that phrase ivas contiriually
dropping frorn bis lips. "Il e are badly
enoughi off in a stable," said Juan, Ilbut
we ought to co-ifornm ourselves with our
lot, sirice urider prescrit circumstances
God, though bhe was God, Iived in a
stable when he became mari."

" You are right," replied Ramona.
One ddy Juan was working in a kitcheri

garden near the road, when tar away he
sav the carrage of the emiperor coming at
a rate alm-ost equal to, that of a soul that
the dcvii w-s tryirig to carry off.

l'lIl bet you," said Juan, Ilthat the
horses have escaped fromà bis majesty, and
sonie misfortunc is goin.g to happen!1"

Juan was riot mistakeri. The emperor's
borses had escaped, anid the emperor wvas
shoutirîg:

" God take pity on me!1 I'm goirig to
break my neck over one of those
precipices 1 To whocver throws himself
at the hcad of these confounded horses,
l'Il givc whatever bie asks."

But no one dared to, throiv bimself at
tbe borses' bcadz3,; Juan, eriragcd at the
cther workmeri, thrcw biniself at the
borses' hcads and succeedcd in stopping
the coachi.

" Ask whatcver you like," said the
emperor to him, "lfor nothirig appears to
me small as a recomperise to the mani

who has reridered me so sigrial a service.">
"lSire !" said Juan to bim," '- 1, under

prescrit circuristarices, am a poor laborer,
and the day that I don't gain a couple of
pesetas, my ivife arid I have to fast. So if
your majesty will only assure nie my day's
labor whetber it rains or whethcr it is fine
weatber, my wvife and I will sirig our lives
away in bappiness, for wc arc people con-
tent with ver>' littie."

IlThat's pretty clear. Wcll, go along,
it's granted. The day that you have notb-
ing to do anywherc else, go to one of my
palaces, whichever you like, and occupy
yoursclf there in whatevcr iva> you
pîcase."

IlThank you sire »"
The emperor verit ori his road happy

enough, and Juan went on bis, thiriking
of the great joy hie ivas aboat ta give bis
wvifc whcr ihe returned home at night, and
told bier that bie had bis day's work
secured for the rest of bis life whether it
raincd or wvas fine Nvcather.

.4" Do you kriow îvhat 1 have becri
tbiriking of the wvbole nigbt long, Juan ?"
said Ramona, the followirig mornirig.

"That yestcrday you werc a fool to ask
s0 little of the emperor."

"Lndeed! What more had I to ask?"
"That lie would give us a littie bouse

to live in, somethirig more suitable and
deccrit than this wretched stable."

. lYou are right, -,oman ; but now there
is no help for it."

"Pcrhaps tberc May be,"
How ?"'
Look bere; go and sec thie emperor

and ask him."
Juan setc out for tbe palace of' the

cm peror.
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