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Preface

Waswgn by the blue Mediterranean and
kissed by the warm southern sun, the Iberian
Peninsula lies at the southwestern corner of
Eurape. To this sunny land of Spain we owe
much, for, from its hospitable shores, aided
by her genercus queen, Columbus sailed to
discover that New World which 1s te-day our
heme. We should therefore be very friendly
to the country which helped him, and Ameri-

can boys and girls should welcome the coming
of Our Lictle Spanish Cousin.
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FERNANDO

Our Little Spanish Cousin

CHAPTER .
THE CHRISTENING

One of the first things which Fernando
remembered was the christening of his httle
sister. He was five years old and had no
other brother or sister to play with, for Pablo,
his wonderful big brother, was away at the
MNaval School, and his older sister, Augustia,
wag at achool in the convent.

When Fernando's nurse told him that he
had a little sister he was delighted, and bepged
to see her: and when all his relatives on both
sides of the house came to see the baby

christened, he was sdall more pleased.
1
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Fernando was a little Spamsh boy, and in
his country a great deal 1s thought of kinsfollk,
tfor the Spanish are very warm-hearted and
affectionate.  So Fernando was glad to see all
hiz aunts and uncles and cousins and all the
friends who happened to be visiting them
at the time,

Fernando's father, the Sefior Don Juan de
Guzman, was a courtly gentleman, and he
bowed low owver the ladies’ hands, and said,
“The house iz vours, sefiora!” to each one;
so, a3 boys generally copy their fathers, Fer-
nando assured his little cousins that he * placed
himself at their feet,” and welcomed them just
as politely as his father had the older folk.

What a wonderful time he had that day!
First came the christening in the great Cathe-
dral which towers above Granada, and in
which lie buticd the king and queen, Ferdi-
nand and Isabella, in whose reign Columbus

salled away from Spain to discover America
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The Cathedral was so grand that it always
made Fernando feel very strange and quiet,
and he thought 1t was shocking that the baby
ericd when the priest pourcd water on her
and baptized her, Maria Dolores Conecpeion
Isabel Inez Juanita. This scems a long name
for such a tiny little mite, but there was a
rcason for every single name, and net one
could he left out.  Nearly all Spanish children
are named Maria, whether boys or girls, be-
cauge the Spaniards are devoted to the Virgin
Mary, and as the baby was born on the Ieast
of the Tmmaculite Conception, she was calld
Concepcion, [sabel was for her aunt, and
Inez was for her godmother, and Juanira
tor her father, Yler name did not scem at
all long to Fernande, for his pame was Fer-
nando Antonio Maria Allegria Francisco Ruy
Guzman y Ximenez. FEvery une czlled him
Fernande or Nando, and hs long name had

troubled him bat once in all his gay little life,
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That time he had been naughty and had
run away from his @re, the nurse who always
watches little Spanish children like 2 faithful
dog, and he had fallen into the deep ditch
beside the great zloe hedge.

The aloes are stalwart plants with long
leaves, wide-extending and saw-toothed, and
they are often planted close together so as
to make hedgerows through which cattle can-
not pass, The leaves of the aloe are sometimes
a yard lonp, and they are very useful. From
them are made strong cords, and also the
afparpatas, or sandals, which the peasants wear;
and the fibres of the leaf are separated from
the palp and made inta many things to wear.
The central stem of the aloe grows sometimes
twenty feet high, and it has a number of stems
on the ends of which grow yellow flowers.
The leaves are a hluish-green in colour, and
lock like long blue swords. The long hedge-
rows look very beautiful against the soft hlue
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of the Spanish sky, but little Fernando did not
see anything pretty in them as he lay at the
bottom of the ditch, roaring lustily.

“Whe's there!™ demanded an American
gentleman, who was travelling in Spain, as he
came along on the other side of the hedge,
and Fernando replied, © Fernando Antonio
Maria Allegria Francisco Ruy Guazman y
Ximenez ! "

“If there’s so many of you I should think
you could help each other out” said the
American, and when he finally extricated one
small boy he laughed heartily, and sald, as
he toock Fernando home:

“[ should think a name like that would
topple you over.” After that Fernando always
called Americans “the people who laugh,”

After the baby was chrstened, they went
home through the natrow streets of the quaint
old town, All the horses wore bells, and, as

they trotted along, the tinkle, tinkle sounded
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nke sleighing-tume in America.  The reason
for this is that in many places the streets are
too narrow for two carriages to pass, and the
bells gmve warning that a vehicle is coming,
so that the one coming from the opposite
direction may find & wide spot in the road,
and thete wait till the other carriage has
passed.

As the christening party went toward the
home of Fernando, it passed a man dnving
twa or three goats, and he stopped in front of
2 house, from a window of which was let down
a string and a pail. Into this the man looked,
and taking out a piece of money which lay
in the bottom, he milked the pail {ull from one
of the goats, and the owner pulled it up to her
window again. It seems a strange way to get
your morning's milk, but tt1s sare to be fresh
and sweet, right from the poat, and there is
no chance to put water in 1t, as milkmen

sometimes do In America,
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The houses Fernando passed were all painted
in many soft colours, and they had charming
little iron halconies, ta some of which palm
branches were fastened, blessed palms from
the church at Holy Week, which the Span-
lards believe will keep lightning from striking
the honse,

Fernando's house was much larger than the
rest, for his father was a noble of one of the
aldest familtes in Spain, whose ancestors had
done many splendid things for the sete in
the olden times. The house had several
balconies, from which hung down long sprays
of blossoms, for every balcony railing was
filled with flower-pots. There grew vines
and flowers, nasturtiums, hyacinths, wallflow-
ets, pinks and violets, their sweet scents filling
the air.

When the christening party entered the
house, the baby was borne off to the nursery,

and Fernando, no longer a baby, but a big
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boy with a baby sister, was allowed to go with
the rest to the paiie, whore breakfast was
served.,

The patio is one of the most charming things
about the real Spanish houses. It is a court
in the centre of the house, larper than an ordi-
nary room, with a marble floor and a huge
awning which protects from the sun, yet leaves
the patin open to the fresh air and sweet seents
of the sunny out-of-doors, All the family
pather in the patis, and it is the favourite
lounging-place for old and young. In the
patio of the Sefior Guzman’s house were orange-
rrees and jasmine, and all colours of violets
bloomed around the marble nm of the foun-
tain, which was in the centre.

What a wonderful thing that christening
feast was to IFernando ! There was much laugh-
ing and talking, and such good things to eat!

When all were through eating, [ittle Tua-

nita’s health was drunk, and her godfather pro-
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poscd her health, and recited 2 poem he had

composed in her honour.

# Queridita Ahiiada
Plegoe al ciela goe e vida
Sea felizm y placentera
Cual arroyn cristaling
Chue arravieza [a praders
Se Padrine, Francesco.”* =

This very much delighted every one, and so
with lauphter and merriment the christening
feast was over.

b Ploase God, my little gocdchild,
That your life as pure may be
As the lawghing Lrook which threugh the valley,
Faunneth ever Timpidly.
Your Codfather Francesoo
Wishoe fervontly.



CHAPTER 1II.
SCHOOL ~ DAYS

Warn Fernando was seven years old he
bepan to go to school. Little Juanita cried
bicterly, for she was deveted to the ng brother
who played such lovely games with her, and
she did not like to think of his being away
from her nearly all day. However, she was
told that Fernande was a g boy now, and
that before long she would be having z gov-
erness to texch her to read and embroider,
so she stopped erying very gquickly, for she
was a sunny littde child, and went to picking
Aowers in the garden guite contentedly.

How grown up Fernande felt! To be a
real schoolboy ! His school-days were all

alike. He arose at half-past seven, when the
b1~
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church-bells were rinping for the daily service;
he had a bath, said his prayers, and dressed
himself very neatly, for he had first to he
looked over by his gays, and then inspected by
his mamma, to see if he could pass muster,
and was clean and neat as a little Spanish
gentleman should be.  Mamma being satisfied
with his appcarance, he gave her his morning
kiss, and greeted the rest of the family.  Then
followed breakfast,— a simple, wholesome incal
of semola, or gruel and warm milk, with bread
and honey and eggs.

After a tun in the garden, the ays, or pre-
ceptor, called to take him to school. Fer-
nando skipped happily away to smady unl
twelve o’clock, when dinner was served to the
day boarders, a dinner of soup, vegetables,
and dessert, with a little playtime afterward.
Spanish boys do not take tea or coffee until
they are grown up. At halfpase four the

boys are turned out of school, and then comes
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the delight of the day to Fernando. His ayo
has disappeared, and in his stead has come
Manuel, his own man, who tells such delight-
ful stories of knights and warrlors and the
glones of Spain, and who thinks that all his
little master does is perfect.  Manuel knows
all about the ciry, and he is willing to take Fer-
nando any place he wishes o go, provnided
it is a fit place for a boy of rank. He knows
just where the marionettes are playing, and
if there is a gay crowd on the square, a trained
bear or a funny little wmonkey, he will be sure
to have heard abont it, and take Fernando
to see it. If chere iz no special excitement,
MManuel takes lum to the pases, where all the
boys of the town gather. Here they play
in minuc battles and bull-fights, and Fernando
enters into cverything with delight, until Man-
uel thinks it is time for the sefiora, his mother,
to pass by in the carriage. How delighted
the little boy is to see her, and how his tengue
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rattles as he tells her all the events of the day,
as he rides home with her through the long
soft twilight of the soft Spanish night! How
good his supper tastes, a simple little supper
of chocolate, rich and dark, white bread and
golden honey, with some little jced cakes,
which dear old 1}olores, the cook, has made
for the little master. All the servants love
Fernande dearly, for though he has a hot
temper, and sometimes is very wilful, he is
50 loving that they do not mind his sauphti-
ness.  After supper Fernando says the rosary
with his ays, goes over his lessons a littde,
and then tumbles into bed in a happy slum-
ber.

All his days are very much ahke, for Span-
ish children are brought up very simply, and
have little excitement, though they have many
pleasures. There are little visits paid to aunts
and cousins, visits remembered not too pleas-

antly by the pet dog and parrot of his aunt
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The parrot was brought from Cuba by Uncle
Enrieo, the priest, The hird knows Fernando
well, and scolds terribly in most unchurchly
language every tme he approaches the cage.
The French poodle, teo, does aot greatly care
for a visit from Fernando, fur the boy cannot
help teasing, and the fat, stupid dog, his Aunt
Isabel's darling, does nothing but lie arpund
on silken cushions and eat comfits. Fernando
likes amimals, and would never really hurt one,
but there is something in the calm self-satis-
faction of Beppino which stirs up all the mis-
chief in him, and Aunt Isabel has been heard
to exclaim: * Fernando will be my death!
He is a dear boy, and 1f it came to choosing
between him and Beppo, T am quite sure chat
I would take my nephew, bue, thank Heaven,
[ have not to choose ! "™

Fernando’s own dog was different. He
found him one day close by the garden railing,
a poor, ragged fellow, lean and hungry, with a
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lame foot, but a pair of pleading and wistful
brown eyes, which, with all their misery, had
vet a look of good-fellowship within them
which appealed to Fernando's gay nature, as
the pitiful plight of the little fellow appealed
to his tender heart. The dog put a pink
tongue through the railing and licked Fernan-
do's hand, and that clinched the bargain.
Henceforth the two were friends. Fernando
persuaded Manuel to bathe and tie up the
wounded foot, and feed the puppy. That
was all the boy dared at first, but the next day
he found the dog in the same place and fed
him again. Every day after that the little
teamp followed him to school, and when achoo]
wag over his yellow-haired dogship awaited his
benefactor. Manuel winked at the friendship,
and allowed Mazo, as Fernando called him, to
have many a good meal at the garden pate.
Manuel swaz a great stickler for the proprieties,

but he had heen a boy once, and there were
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some things that Fernando's lady mether would
not at all huve comprehended, that good old
Manuel understocd  perfectly,  Mazo  was
far more interesting to Fetnando than the
thorcuphbred, Iadylike pets of his mother, und
it was a sore subject with him that Mazo, who
was so clever, who could whip the tramp dogs
of any of his schoo! friends, shouwld be kept
outside the house. Llis mother id not seem
to realize that Mazo's fighting qualities were
what tmade him valuable.  One fatal day, when
she had driven to the pases a little earlier than
usual, and had geen a fight hetween MMazo and
another little dog, equally disreputable, she
had cried out:

“ Fernando, come away from that ferocious
heast! He must be mad!™ and she had
seemed anvthing but reassured when I'ernando
had tried to calm her by saying:

* But, mamma, he is not mad; I know him

well ; ke is the gentlest of heings, and he can
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whip any dog in the peses,” the pride of pos-
session getting the better of prudence.
Thereafter Manuel was most careful of
Mazo's appearance. lle captured him and
washed him, and let him sleep in a shed at
night, and by degrees the little fellow lost his
tramnpish appearance, and became a semi-re-
spectable member of saciety, though still ready
to follow Fernando like a shadow, to fight at
his will, and to share with him an excursion
into forbidden lands. It was really desll to
see the different airs which Mazo could assume,
He had ever an eye upon his audience, having
early learned in the hard school of misfartune
that his comfort depended not at all vpon him-
self, but wpon the humour uf those about him.
With the outside world his ook was wary.
With the family of his mastur he was apolo-
getic, His brown eye scemed to say: «]
place myself at your feet, most noble sefiors;

I pmy you excuse me for living,” DBut with
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Fernanda, while it was tempered with respect,
his air was one of good- fellowship alone.
Even the sefiora herself, the head of the house
and authority in chief, as 15 the case in ali
Spanish househaolds, came to regard Fernan-
do’s dog with a degree of friendliness, and
finding this out, the servants treated him
kindly, and Mazo decided that his lines had
fallen in pleasant places.  Upon this, however,
he never presumed. He knew not how long
it would last, but felt that he was epon good
behaviour. He restrained his desire to chase
Juanita’s pet cat, and to bark when the parrot
imitated his barking, though the restraint put
upon himself must have been severe, for he
made up for it when out with Manuael and Fer-
nando. Then he was himself again, Mazo the

tramp.



CHAPTER IIL
A VISIT TG A HACIENDA

Ore day i October, when the sun was
shining in polden beauty, the sefiora said to
her husband :

“ I should like to go to the haciends to-mor-
row, and take the children with me, for fz »i%a
kas never seen the picking, and Fernando did
not go last year ar the year before.”

“ It will give me pleasure to escort you,”
said the Sefior de Guzman, m the courtly
manner which Spanish gentlemen use toward
theit wives, © At what hour will it please you
to start?”

“ As early as youn can,” she answered. “So
that we may arrive there in plenty of time to

see the picking before luncheon, and after a
I3
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siesta, drive back in the pleasant part of the
afternoon.”

“We shall start at nine, then,” said her
husband, “and should arrive there by ten or
a litdle after,”

When Fernando returned from school and
heard that he was to accompany his mother
next day, he was nearly beside himself with
joy.

“ Juanita,”" he eried, * you have no idea how
delightful it is at the fruit farm! [ have
not been there for two years, but I remember
it well. All the oranges one can eat, and
such raisins! You will much enjoy i, [ am
sure."”

He waz up bright and early next day, and
impatient to start long before bis mother was
ready, and even his father was waiting before
the sefiora made her appearance, She was a
large woman, and very slow and graceful in

her movements, No one had ever seen her
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hurried, and every one expected to wait for
her, so that it was nearly half-past nine when
they starred. The coachman whipped up the
horses, and away they went skimming over
the rough stones. Fernando sat with Diego
and Manuel on the front seat of the carriage,
while Dolores sat beside the sefior, holding
Juanita on her lap. The sefior rode upon his
high-stepping Andalusian horse beside the
carriage, and pointed out places of interest to
the children as they drove along.

A pay young officer passed by them, young
and slim, riding a handseme horse, and some
soldiers were maneuvring on the Plaza. One
poor fellow, once a pay soldler, but now with
ar empty sleeve, dressed n a faded army
hlonse and wearing a merit medal, was heg-
ging in the street, and the scfior stopped to
give him a piece of silver, for Spaniards are
always generoug and pitiful, and cannot resist

a begpar,  “ He had served in Cuba,” said the
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sefior to his wife, and she sighed as she thought
of the many lost to Spain and their dear ones
in that uscless war.

Fruit-venders passed alopg the stwreet, and
donkeys so laden with fruit and Howers that
almost nothing could be seen of chem bur
their shm little legs and their great waving
ears. Water-carners were there, carrying huge
jars which looked like those used by the old
Moors; and a travelling merchant, 10 gray
garments, but with brightly dressed muales,
It was not so hright a party that they passed
later, for a peasant funeral passed by on its
way to the cemetery. Four young tmen car-
tied the bier, upon which was the body of
a child, covered all but ies face, which lay
exposed to the sun,

“Take off your hat, son,” said the sefiora,
“ Always do so to a passing funeral, for maybe
vours will be the last salute the dead will

receive oh earth,”
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No sooner was the funeral passed than there
came a straw and charcoa] merchant, crying,
“Pajat Carden! Cabriiv!” 3o many peo-
ple 1n Granada have no way to warm them-
selves except by the drasers, 1n which char-
coal is burnt, that there is great need for
the charconl man, and he drves a bnsk
trade.

Next they saw a priest on a sick call, for he
bore the Blessed Sacrament. A crowd of
ragged urchins stopped in their play to kneel
as he passed, and Fernande and his father
raigsed] their hats,

By this time, the carmage had reached the
outskirts of the city, and the road wound
alongy the banks of the Darro, a rushing
streamn which gushes out of a deep mountain
gorge, and passes through the town. Its
banks are lined with quaint old houses, lean-
ing far over the river, and Fernando saw

women there, washing their linen in the
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water, and spreading their clothes on the
stones to dry.

Outside of the town therr way lay along
the beautiful Vega, which stretches beyond
Granada, in green and fertle loveliness, to the
far-away hills. Crossed by two rivers, the
Darro and Genil, the plain 15 dotted with
whitewashed villas, nestling like birds in the
soft green of the olive and orange trees.
Sloping gradually ta the mountaing above,
the Yepa is preen as emerald, and truly a
fair sight beneath the turquoise sky, and
the mother-of-pear]l of the snowy moun-
tains.

Fernando’s father owned large estates upon
the hillsides, and raised oranges and grapes.
The last were used for ralsins, the grapes from
which the finest wine 15 made, the .fwon-
tiflads, for which Spain 75 so famous, not
reaching their greatest perfection in this part
of the land.
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In an hour they reached the farm and drove
down the long lane which led to the house.
The Hacienda of Santa Eulaha wasa large, low
building, with a broad porch and 2 tangle
of vines and roses chmbinp over it. Huge
trees spread their arms over the roof, and from
the balcony one could see groves of cypress-
trees, pines, oaks, and poplars, heyond the
fruit-trees, and, above all, the rose-colotred
peaks of the Sierras.  Upon the slope of the
hill, as 1t fell away toward Granada, were the
orape-vines, with huge clusters of grapes, pur-
ple, white, and red, weighing down the vines.
There were, too, terraces where the raisins
dried ; and nearer the house were the drying-
sheds, where an army of packers pressed
the raigins under boards, and carefully sorted
them before packing. The vineyards were
beautiful, but even more so were the oranpe
groves, and one who hag seen a grove in full

fruit never forgets the beautiful sipht, The
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trees are deep green in colour, and full of
leaves, many of them bearing at the same
time flowers and green and ripe fruit.

The children were wild with delight, and
ran about eager to see the picking and sordng
of the fine fruit, for the oranges of Santa
Fulalia were famous for sive and quality.
The trees grew rather low to the ground,
and were covered with fruit which the pickers
were gathering, Ladders were put up to the
lower branches, and each picker carried a
bagket swung to his neck by a cord. He
carefilly picked the oranges, one at a time,
and dropped them in his basket, and so expert
were many of them that it seemed as 1if they
had scarcely mounted the ladder before the
basket was full.  Many young girls were em-
ployed as pickers, and they were particularly
skilful, vying with the men in their swiftness.
Very gay were their voices, and merry jest

and song enlivened the work, until it seemed
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as if it were not work but play. Fernando
and Juanita hopped about like lictle rabbits,
eating the fruit which rolled to the ground,
for often the polden globes fell from the trees,
as they were shaken by the picking.

When the baskets were filled, the oranges
were carried to the sheds and left overnight o
harden the skins a little, when each ornge
was wrapped 1n soft tissue-paper. For this
are employed young boys and girls, and very
expert they grow in the wrapping of the
oranges, each one being properly wrapped with
but a twist of the hand. The next thing is
the packing, and the oranges are stored away
in wooden hoxes, and are ready to be shipped
to market.

The children ate so many oranges that they
scarcely wanted any of the luncheon prepared
for them at the pacienda. There was an otne-
let with green peppers, a delicious safad,

some fowl, and tiny round potato balls, all



28 Qur Little Spanish Cousin

sprinkled over with chopped parsley, with
a huge dish of oringes and grapes for
dessert.

The sefiora insisted upon a little siesta
after luncheon, but Fernande's eyes were so
wide open that he could not close them as
he swung to and fro in the great hammock
between two orange-trees in front of the house,
He was delighted when his father sat down
beside him, in ene of the big easy chairs,
and said:

“You look to me like a boy who would like
to hear a story.”

“Indeed 1 would; please tell me one,”
sald Fernando.

“Have you ever heard about the judges
of Pedra the Cruel 2 7.

“No, papa,” said Fernande, all interest,

“A long time ago, there ruled over Anda-
lusia 2 king named Pedro, and he was so
disliked by his subjects, and did so many
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wicked things, that he was called Pedro the
Cruel, He lived in the city of -Sevilla., and
though he was cruel, and often heartless, still
he had a strong sense of justice, which would
not allow the common people to he badly
treated. He found cut one day that four
of his judges had been cheating the people
and taking bribes, and he determined to teach
them a lesson. He went to his favourite
gardens, those of the Alcazar, and sent for
the judges to come to him there. It is a
wonderful place even to-day, and then it must
have been very beautiful. Iuge banana-trces
waved their rough green leaves above the
tangled beauty of the flower-beds, where jas-
mine and violets and roges grew in profusion.
In the midst was a fountain, and Dlon Pedro
knelt beside it, smiling wickedly as he placed
upon the perfumed waters, five oranges cut
in halves, and placed flat-side down, The

reflection was so perfect that any one would be
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decrived, and think they were whole oranges
floating upen the water.

“*How many oranges are there hers?’
asked the king, smiling genially, and the
judges replied:

0t Ten, may it please your Gracious Majesty.’

‘¢ Nay, but it does not please my Grzcious
Majesty to have four fools for judges,” he said.
¢Liars! Can you not see that there are but
five !’ and he ralsed two of the halves and held
them together. ‘ Know, oh, unjust judges,”
he said, sternly, ‘that the king's servaass
mwist sec more than the surface of things if
they are tw toncuet that portdon of the realm
which it is their business to atrend to, and sinee
vou cannot tell a half from a whole, perchance
that is the reason of the tales I hear of vour
ill-dealings with the property of some of my
subjects !

“He ordered them to be beheaded and

their places filled with better men, and the
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poor people whom they had defrauded had
their property restored to them, “Lhere are
many other stories of King Pedro which are
not pleasant to tell, and it is good to remember
that he sometimes did kind things.”

“LThank you,” said Fernando. * What is
the Alcazar where the gardens were? ”

““It is a very remarkable place, and when
you go ta Sevills you will see it At first,
hundreds of years age, when the Romans
were 1n Spain, 1t was the house of Cgsar;
afterward the Moors turned it inte a fortress,
and 1t 1s a perfect example of Moarish
work. Don Pedro rebuilt it, and spent
a great deal of money upon it, making it
the most beautiful palace in all Spain. All
manner of things happened there, among
them the murder of Don Pedra’s half-brother,
Don Fadrique, who he was afrald would lay
claim to the throne,

“But here come your mother and Juanita,
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and [ think your rest time is about over.  Go
and play, and tell Mannel we return at four
a'clock, 20 you must be on time.”

So Fernando spent a deliphtful afrernoon
in the orange grove, and drove howe through
the cool twilight, passing thc peses just as
the band was playing the Marchs Real, the
nztiona! song, which he hummed undl he

went to bed.
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CHAPTER IV,

AT THE ALHAMERA

 Mi madre,” cried Fernando, rushing into
the house one day in October, © to-day is the
feast-day of the head master, and we have
a holiday. May [ have permission to go to
the Lill to see Antonio? "

“Not by yourself, my son,” replied his
mather, and Fernandeo said, hastly, © Oh, no,
madre mia, Manuel says that he will take me
if vou will permit me, and, i Juanita’s nurse
could he sparcd, we could take the wifa, as
she bus mever boen there, and that would give
her pleasure.”

“ Let me see,” his mother pavsed a moment,
“ the day is fine, 'This morning | am busy,

but after lunchean T will drive thither with the
Fx)
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little one, and leave you for an hour while
1 go on to the villa of the Sefiora Sanchez ; but
you must be a good boy, and mind Manuel.”

“Yes, mother, and vou will see Antenio,
whom I like best of all the boys at school,”
gaid Fernando, and he hastened away to make
ready for the great treat. A drive with his
mother i school hours was a pleasure seldom
indulged in, and a visit to the great hill which
crowns Granada was treat enough, but to take
Juanita, — these were things so pleasant that
he said to himself, 1 think my guardian
angel must have whispered in my mother’s
ear to give me all this pleasure.”

It was about two o’clock as they drowve
through the narrow streets of the city up
the steep and hilly way which led to the out-
skirts of the town,

“You are goinp to see the nicest boy in
Granada, and the most wonderful castle in

Spain, #i%a," sald Fernando to Juanita, and
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the two children chattered merrily as the car-
riage went slowly up the hill.
“Here is a nddle [ heard at school, wifa,

see if you can guesg ir, —
¢ Guarded in a prison straic,
Tiory gaalers round her wradr,

Venomons snake of sangeine hue,
Mather of all the les thar brew 1" ™

“] do not know,” said hiz little sister,
wonderingly. She thought all that Fernando
sald and did was perfection, < What is it,
Nando ™

“Why, the tongue, of course,” he said,
pleased to have given a riddle which she conld
not puess; and his mother said :

“That is a very good riddle, and 1 hope
you will remember it, for it is the tongue
which makes much tischief in this world.
Remember that ‘a stone and a word flong
do not return.””

“ There is Mazo following us,” smd Juanita,

and her mother said, laughingly, “ Really,
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Fernando, T don’t see why you like that dog
so much!  He is uglier than Picio,”*

“ He 1snt handsome, but you have told me
that handsome is as handsome does!™ said
her san, and his mother Jaughed again.

“{h, what iz that?” ctied Juanita, as the
carnage made a turn, and some splendid great
towers came into view.

“That is the Alhambra,” sa2id Fernande.
“It iz the most wonderful castle in Spain,
Manuel said 1t was bepun in 1238, in the
reign of the Moorish king, Ibn-l-Ahmar, and
it was years and years Tn bwlding, e says
the Moats used to have the castle and the oty
of Granada, and I read in my history of how
the Catholic king, Ferdinand, came bere to
conquer it. He fought and fought, but the
Moors wouldn't give it up. [ think they were
a brave people, 1f they were heaten, don’t you £

' Picde was & man sa wely that hiz name has passed inlo 2
proverh in Spain.
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“Yes, my son, they were very brave, but
they did such cruel things to the captives
they took, that it is not surprising that the
Spaniards wanted to conquer them:,” said his
mother,

“They captured Christian girls, and forced
them to become their wives, though what they
wanted with them T cannot see, for they already
had many wives, and I should think one was
enough for any man. Where shall we find
your friend, Fernando? If you wish I will
leave you with him for an hour, and continue
my drive.”

¢ O, thank you, mother, I knew you would
let me stay!” cried Fernando; and Juanita
said, *° Please leave me, too, mother, that 1
may see Antonio and the great palace,”

* Antonio lives within the palace, mamma,”
said Fernando. * He was Dorn there, and he
and his sister, I"epita, have never been away.

Fe is to go to the English schoal at Gibraltar,
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but not until he 1s bigger. May we ask some
on¢ where he 1s#”

“Certainly. Ile must be a nice boy to
have lived always 1n such a place, and to have
you so devoted to him. There is a guard;
ask him where the apartinents of the bey's
father are,” she satd to Manuel, who sat
upon the box with the coachman, Further
inquiry, however, was not necessary, for, as the
carriage made its way up the broad drive
shaded with magmficent elm-trees, which the
Duke of Wellngton planted, a boy came
bounding toward them.

“ There he is,” ¢ricd Fernando. * Antonio,
come here, we have come to see you.™

The carriage stopped, and Fernando hopped
out as lightly as a squirrel, giving Antonio
a good hung, for Spamsh boys are never
ashamed of showing that they like their friends.
Antonio’s cap was off n a trice and he smiled

and howed as Furnando presented him to his
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mother and little sister. Antonio was a hand-
some boy, with eyes as dark and blue as the
sapphire of the Spanish skies, and fair hair
tossed back from an open brow. All Span-
jards are not dark, and, in Andalusia, the
province in which Granada lies, there are
many blonds,

“ [ will leave Fernando and Juanita with you
for 4 visit,” said the seflora, graciously.  ** Will
you hrng them here in an hour? "

“ 84, sefiora,” said Antonio. “ But if you
would so honour us, the seflora, my mother has
prepared a little luncheon in the Garden of
Lindaraya at four o’clock, and she would be
most happy if vou wounld partake of it with us,”

“Thank you, then I shall allow the children
to remain with you until that time and I shali
myself prolong my visit with my friends at
the wvilla,” she replied. *When I return [
shall do myself the pleasure of meeting your

mother.”
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ful hecause she had been born in a palace, and
her father was custodian of the wonderful
place, but it was Antonio who claimed her
greatest admiration. He was even more mar-
vellous than IFernando, she almost thooght,
hecause he was gger, and his eyes had such a
kind and merry lock, and ke always carried
her over the rough places in his strong young
arms, and [ifted her over the walls as they
strolled through the gardens.

She had never seen such gardens as these of
the Albambra. They were full of the most
beantiful flowers, and there was the most deli-
clous gcent in the air.

Antonio told her it was from the wallflowers,
which grew here in great profusion, and were
twice as large as they were in other places, But
besides them there were great trees of purple
heliotrope, the bleoms as large around as
Juanita’s big hat; and geramum-trees, taller

than a maun, with orange-trees in biocom, late
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though it was, and with the ripe fruit upon
their branches alsc.

Then the children had a charming luncheon
an the grass, for Anteniv's mother set forth for
them all manner of good things,—a dainty
salad with some cold meat, thick chocolate in
tiny eups, and cakes in the daintiest of shapes.
What a merry picnic it was beneath the shade
of the preat orange-tree which Antonio told
them had been there for over a hundred years,
and from which the preat American, Washing-
ton Irving, had picked fruit when he lived at
the Albambra! Then when the party was
over, and his mother had not come, Fernando
said :

“ Antotno, tell us a story. You know some
about the castle, T am sure.” And little
Juanita bepped, * Do please tefl ug one, An-
tonie,” and as nobody could ever resist the
#tfa's wistful, brown eyes, Antonic smilingly

began the story of © The Three Sisters.”



CHAPTFER V.

ANTONIG'S STORY

“Owce upon a time,” Antonio began,
“there were 1n the palace of the Alhambra
three princesses whose names were Zayde,
Zorayde and Zorahayda. They were dangh-
ters of the Sultan, for it was in the days when
the Moors reigned in Granada, and there were
no Chrstians here but captive Spantards. The
princesses were kept in a tower called the
Tower of the Infantas, one of the most beauti-
ful towers of the Alhambra. It was fitted up
in & manner hefitting the home of the king's
daughters. The walls of the room were hung
with tapestries in cloth of gold and royal blue;
the divans were heaped high with pillows, the

pillars and arches which held up the roof itself,
43
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were in filipree of softest hues, — blue, terra-
cotta, and gold, ‘The Pnncess Zayde's cham-
ber was the nchest, all in cloth of gold, since
she was the eldest Infanta; thar of Zorayde
was hung with steel mirrors, burnished brght,
for she was most fair to look upon and loved
to look upon herself; while that of the voung-
est, litle brown-eyed Princess Zorahayda, was
delicate in tone, as if some rare jewe! lay in
a dainty casket. Upon the princesses waited
the discreet Kadiga, an elderly duenna who
never let them from her sight for a moment.
She watched them as a cat does 2 mouse, but
there was one thing she could not control, and
that was the eves of the princesses. They
would look forth from the windows, and, in-
decd, this Kadiga never forbade, for it seemed
to her a picy that three such fair mandens
should have so little amusement, and she
thought it could not possibly hurt them to

gaze into the gardens below.
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“ne day, while the princesses were looking
out the narrow windows, they saw something
which made them lock and look again.  Yes, it
was true, —could it be? it was /' They were
the very same —the three Christian princes
whom they had seen av Salobrena; but here
they were labounng as captives. At the tour-
ney to which the princesses had been taken,
they had seen these noble knights, and had
fallen in love with them,and it was for this that
their father had shur them up in a tower, for he
had said no daughter of his should marry a
Chnstian.

“ But the knights thought differently, and
they had come to Granada in the hope of find-
ing their princesses, and had been taken cap-
tive and were compelled to hard labour.

“cJt is he!’ cried Zayde. *The knight
with the scarlet tunic is the one T saw !’

“¢Yes, but the one in blue, he is minc!’
cried Zorayde.
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“ Lattle Zorzhayda said nothing, but she
looked with all her eyes at the third knight,
And this was not the last time she saw him,
for the knights had come thither, bent on
rescuing the maidens, and had bribed their
jailer to help them to escape. So ane moon-
light night, when the moon was turmag 1ote
silver beauty the orange-trees of the garden,
and sghining n fullest hight into the deep
ravine below the Tower of the Infantas, the
knights awaited their lady-loves in the valley
below, and Kadiga let them down by a rope-
ladder.

“ All escaped in safery but little Zorahayda,
and she feared to go.

“¢ Leave me,” she ated. 1 thust not
leave my father[" and at last, since they could
not persnade her to go, they rode sadly away
without her, and her httle white hand waved o
sud farewell to them from the window. There

she still 1s, su say the legends, and there are
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those who, walking in these gardens ar ond-
night, tell that they have seen a white hand
wave from the tower window, and a volce
whisper through the murmur of the fountains,
Ay de i Zovahayda £

“ Oh, Antonio! hast thou seen het?"” eried
Juanita, and her brother laughed, and said :

“Little foolish one, it 1s but 2 story !  But
Antonio, tell us a tale of battle, for this 15 bat
a woman’s story, and there have been splendid
deeds done in this old castle.”

“Splendid ones, and sorry ones as well,”
said Antonio, who was old for his twelve
years, and had lived so long in the atmosphere
of romance that he scemed a part of it, tn
speech and manners. “ Shali I tell you of the
taking of the Alhambra from the Moors? It
was a glorious fight, and both sides were brave
men.”

Then he told them of the conquest of
Granada, when Chnstian knight and Moor
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fought valiantly for the possession of the
splendid eity, with its geny, the Alhambra.  He
told of how the noble knight, Joan de Vepa,
was sent to demand wibute from Muley ben
Hassan, King of Granada, and that fierce old
monarch said :

“Retern to your sovercigns, O Spaniard,
and tell them that the kings of Granada whe
paid tnbute are all dead, My mint coins only
swords ! Brave words, bot it was his son,
Boabdil the Unlucky, who was forced to sur-
render the castle to the victorious enemy, and
who handed the keys to the Spaniards, as he
rode throupgh the pate of the Siete Suelos,
saying : “ Go, possess these fortresses which
Allah has taken from me, but grant me tlus
one boon, that nune other shall pass under
this gateway from which I have come out”
And Ferdinand granted his request and walled
up the gate, so that, from that qay to this, no

onc has passed through thar entrance.
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These and other tales Antonio teld therm,
and the afternoon passed so quickly that the
children were surprised when their mother's
voice warned them that it was ome to go
home.

“Oh, mamma,” they cried, “ must we ga? ™
and the sefigra smilingly waited a little, chatting
with Antonlo’s mother, while he picked a
huge bunch of flowers for the children to
carry away with them. ‘I'ken the good-byes
were said, and they drove away crying:

“Come soon to see us, Antonio.” To
which he replied, in pleasant Spanish fashion:

“Thank you well, and very much for your
visig !

“Isn't he a nice boy? " smd Juanita.

“Chuite a little Dan,” her mother anawered,
smiling. “ Fernando, T am glad to see that
you have the sense to choose your friends so
well,” and Fernando grinned, boylike, well

pleased.



50 Our Little Spanish Cousin

“0h, who 13 that?" Juanita asked, as a
fantastic fignre approached.

“That is the gipsy king,” said her mother,
“You know the gipsies live all huddled to-
gether there, below the Albambra, and they
have a chief whom they call king. They are
a lazy set, doing little bue thieving and telling
fortunes. They live in little burrows, like
rabbits, set into the hillsides, and there are pigs,
goats, and dogs all living together with the
people.”

“T'hat girl with the king 1s very pretty,”
said [ernande, “ with her black hair and eyes,
and her bright skirts, and the pomegranate
Hower behind her car,”

“The pomegranate is the flower of Gra-
nada, vou kpow,” siid his mother, *and
it does luck pretty in her dark har. Hear
her call her dogs! Gipsy dogs are all named
Melampo, Cubilon, or Lubina, after the shep-
herd dops who followed the shepherds, and
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saw our Lord at Bethlehem. Ah, Juanita,
CFesus, Marig ¥ Fore!' You must not
sneeze | Drive faster, Dicgo, and Dolores,
wrap the baby tn that Palencian bianket, so
soft and warm. The nights grow cool quickly
at this e of year.”

“Why do we always say © Jeswr, Aaria y
Fase!l" when people sneeze?” asked Fernando.

“It has been the custom so long that peo-
pie have almost forpotten why it s done,” re-
plied his mother; “but I remember my grand-
mother saying once that her mother tald her
the reason. Years and vyears agoe, in 1580,
there was in all Andalusia a temible plaguc
called the mesquifls,  [eople sneezed once, and
la! they had the plague, and little could save
them, though some few recovered. So 1t
grew to be the custom, when one sneezed, for
those who heard him w Took pityingly upon
him and say, « Dios /e ayude,” * or call upon the

L4 God help him."?
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holy names to help him, saying, © Fesws, Maria

F FoseM

“See that ragged beppar, mamma,” sald
Juanita. * May we not give him some-
thing? ™ as a little boy came hopping along
beside the camage, crying, lustily :

“Ung limosna por of amor de Dies,* sefigra!”

“1 have no cemfimes,”* said the sefiora,
““and it is not wise to give more to 2 begpar,
but you can always give politeness, #iFe, and
when yvou have ne monev say, ‘Perdoneme,
wited,' 4 or, © Por ol amar de Dios)’ ? and thus you

will not give offence to God's poor.”

1+ Jesng, Mary, and [nseph.™
20 A0 alms for the fove of Gl * Cappears.
t- pardon mo, your Grace.” ¥ ¢ For the love of God.™*



CHAPTER VI
THE HOLIDAYS

Frrranpo had been three months in school
and was beginning to grow tired, when it came
time for the feast of Chrisunas, and he was very
happy in the thought of all he was te do and
sce during his holiday. He and Juanita were
very much excited in preparing their nacimisnta,
which nearly every Spanish child has at Chnst-
mas time, This 13 a plaster representation of
the birth of Christ. There are In it many fig-
ures, a manger surrcunded with greens, the
Baby Our Lord, St. Juseph, and the Blessed
Virpin, the Wise Men worshipping the Hely
Child, and angels hovering near, as well as the
patient ox and uss who weve his first worship-

pers. Juanita was wild with excitement as
53
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these were all grouped and set in place.  She
was only four and did not well remember the
Christmas before, so that it was all new to
her.

Christtnas Ewe there was a grand family
party, all the rclatives coming to the home of
Fernando and partaking of a supper of swect-
meats and wing.  In the morning there was, of
course, early Mags in the great ecathedral,
where the choir sang divinely. It started way
up in the loft to sing the Adeste Fideles, the
Church’s Christmas hymn for centunies, slowly
coming nearer and nearer; and Juamta thounght
it was an angel choir until she saw it come into
sight and the glorious voices rolled forth in a
volume of song,

Then the children had breakiast and they
made their agaivalde, for every servant on the
place expected a present as surely as did the
old darkies of Southern days. The postman,

the errand boy, the porter, the serene who walks
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the street all night with his lantern, trying
your door to see if it 1z locked properly, and
assuring you that all is well as the hoars
strike, — all must be remembered. Then the
sefiora  took the cardage, and the children
accompanied her, as she filled it with sweet-
meats for the poor children and such of het
special protégés as could not come to the
house for their aruinalds,

It was a cold day, for Granada grows celd in
the winter time, and is not like other Spanish
cities, which have summer all the year. The
wind sweeps down from the Sierras and brngs
with it a blustering hint of mountain snows;
and as the houses have no furnaces and seldom
good stoves to heat them, even the rich can
suffer, and the poor do suffer bitterly.

While the sun shines it matters not, for the
sun of Andalusia iz so warm and bright char it
blesses all who lie beneath ir; but when the

dark days come or evening’s mantle falls upon
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the town, people hover close about the érazers
and long for summer.

With Fernando it mattered little, for he was
seldom still enouph to be cold, and he spent a
merry Christinas, falling asleep to dream of
delightful things, and waking to the happy
thought that it would soon be the feast of the
Circumcision. This is New Year's Day, and
15 celebrated with much festivity in Spain. The
evening before there 1s a grand party for the
grown-ups, and slips of paper are passed
around, on¢ being drawn by cach persom.
They arc in pairs, so that the one who draws
numher one must go te supper with number
one, and great merriment is made over the pair-
ing off of the guests. The gentleman has to
send a bunch of flowers or swects to the lady
whose number he draws, and not a few matches
have been made in Spain by this merry cus-
TGl

Fernando and Juanita, however, were guite
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otherwise engaged. They were sent early to
bed and were dreaming of the sugar-plums of
the morrow, wondering whom they would first
meet, for they think in Spain that what hap-
pens to you on New Year's Day will determine
the course of the whole year. If you meet a
pauper you will have bad luck, bat if yon see
a man with gold in his pocket, you will have
money all the vear.

Merrier still was the feast of the Three
Kings, which iz the day upon which little
Spanish children have mfts made them as
American children do at Christmas. T'his 1s
in hongur of the Wise Men having brought
presents to Our Lord on that day, so that on
the eve of January sixth, the feast of the
Epiphany, Fernando and Juanita set their little
shoes on their balcony with a wisp of straw to
feed the Magr's horses, and with many sur-
mises as to what they would find in them on

the morrew, What wonderful thingsz there
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were !  Fernando had all the things that boys
love, — tops, marbles, balls, and a fine kaife;
while Juanita had a weonderful dolly and all
manner of dainty things for her rto wear.
“ The Three Kings never make one feel like
the governor of Cartagena,’” said Fernando, as
he rossed his new ball and lovingly fingered his -
knife.

“ But there is still another gift for thee and
thy sister,” said his father, and he led them
to the door, There stood a wonderful little
donkey, his bridle decorated with streaming
ribbons and bells, his kind eyes blinking as he
turned his head and seemed to say, “ Hello,
Little Master, are you and I going to be great
friends? "

“(h, papa, is that for us?” cned Fernande,
while Juanita clapped her tiny hands with de-
light. It took Fernando but a moment to
spring on the donkey’s back, but his mother

cried, warningly
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“ Be eareful, son! Remember how the little
Prince of Granada rode too fast through the
streets, and fell from his pony and was killed,”

“ Have no fear,” her hnsband said, smiling,
“the donkey will not go fast ¢nough to hurt
him; that is why I selected him.” And
he placed Juanita up behind her brother, bid-
ding Manuel walk beside them, while Mazo,
unbidden, jumped around.

Everything else that Fernando had sank
into insignificance when compared to the lirtle
donkey, which he named Babieca, and which he
and Juanita rode whenever they had a chance.
Babicea was a kind Gttle beast, though some-
thing of a rogue. He seemed to know that he
must play no tricks when Joanita rode him, and
he behaved himself well ; but when Ternande
rode, it was gquite another matter. Balneca
would prick up his long ears and go along
quictly, then stop suddenly without saying “ by

your leave,” and, of course, Fernando would
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oo over his head. He would not hurt himself
at all, and the naughty little mule would look
at him wonderingly as if to say: “ Now what
on earth are you doing down there!"” Fer-
nando soon grew to expect such antics and was
on the lockout for them,

When 3t. Anthony’s Day came, of course
Babieca had to go with the other four-footed
friends of the saint, to be blessed and insured
from all harm through the year. The seven-
teenth of January is che day of St. Anthony, pa-
tron of mules, horses, and donkeys, and 2 grand
parade took place. All the peuple of the town
who had such animals drove them down to the
church to be blessed and to pet a barley wafer,
Many of the animals were gaily decorated with
streamers and ribbons, and some with flowers ;
and all along the streets small booths were set
up containing little imapes of St. Anthony and
barley cakes. Bahbieca behaved very well at his
blessing, though his refractory tongue did try
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to nibble the priest’s stole; but some of the
horses kicked and neighed, and, with the bray-
ing of the many donkeys and mules, there
was a din not often heard in staid Granada.
There were no more fetes for the time being,

and Fernando, a trifle spoiled by all the palety,
had to return to his studies again. It was a
long month before carnival time, but his
thoughts went forward to that delightful sea-
son, and it seemed to the little boy as if it
would never come. However, as “all things
come to him who will but wait,” the great day
arnived at last, and Fernando was wild with joy.
Carnival time Is just before the beginning of
Lent, and is a season of great merriment.
Under a turguoise sky, with no clouds te mar
its fairness, there is a pageant almost like those
of the days of chivalry, and Fernande and
Juanita, attended by their faithful Manuel and
Diclores, saw it all. Fernando dressed as a

page, and his sister as a court lady of the days
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of Isabella the Catholie, and they were masked,
ag are all the people who throng the streets on
these pay days.

Sunday, Monday, and Tuesday the carnival
continues, each year, and the children are asked
to little dances at the houses of friends, and
also to hear student choirs sing and to see
plays, But what they most enjoy is mingling
in the crowds upon the pares, throwing con-
Sfeiti ar those who throw at them, seeing the
flower-decked carrages, the wonderful cos-
tumes ; monks, nuns, generals, court ladies,
fowers, animals, all are represented, — all are
laughing and throwing confedsi vight and left.
Children are selling conferss, crying shiilly,
© Conferts, five cemtimp; a packet.  Showers
of a million colours! Only a perre Chiga '
Ah, how gay and delighcful it allis!  Juanitz

saw much, and Dolores lay down at night

v Perre Ohfre, Litle dog, name given to a fivecomiime piece
because of the little lon upon ik
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thanking the saints that carnival lasted but
three days! DBut Fernando saw everything,
and poor Danuel’s legs were weary as he kept
pace with his little master, now here, now
there, now everywhere, laughing and jesting,
the merriest lad in all the carmival.

Alas, 1t was all over! Ash Wednesday
dawned, dull and heavy, the weather as sad
and sorry as the day. Fernando dragged him-
self to church, where his brow was marked
with ashes according to custom, and pazed
longingly at the Euticrro de la sardina, a bit
of pork the size and shape of a sardine, bured
to show that the fast had begun, for no cne
in Span eats meat on Ash Wednesday, and
very little of it in Lent.

Fernando looked so depressed at supper
that his mother asked him:

““ What is the trouble, little son, are you ill "

* No, mamima,” he said.  * But 1t is so long
till Easter,"
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“Not if you do not think about it,” said
his mother with a smile, “Do your work
with a will, and the days will pass quickly.
If you are a good boy, you shall have a treat
at Easter,”

“Oh, what will that be” he asked, and
Juanita cried, eagerly, *Shall I have it, too 37

“ Both of vou,” the mother sasd. “ Your
father i3 going to take us to Sevilla, to see the
grand Daster festival, and we shall see your
brother and sister as well, and your cousing
and vour Aunt Isabella, so you must bhe
good children.”

“Indeed we will," eried both, joyously, at

the thought of so much pleasure,



CHAPTER VIL
EASTER IN SEVILLA

EasTer in Sevilla! What a pay and
charming time 1t is! TFlowers are everywhere,
blooming in beauty, and all the people seem
Joyous tn the thought that the long season
of fasting 1s over.

Fernando and Juanita had arrived in the
city an the Saturday before Palm Sunday, and
were wild with delight at seeing their cousins,
Manquita, Pepita, and Angel, and in looking
forward to the delights of the week’s holiday
with 1ts processtons and fetes.  Beginning with
the beautiful Processinn of the TPalms, on
Palm Sunday, all through Hely Week are
processions and celebrations, and the little folk

thoroughly enjoy them.
f5
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Their clder brother and sister were there,
also, and full of wonderful tales of what they
had dene at school.  Fernando thought Pablo
was a wonderful being, and that everything he
did was perfect. He could hardly wait until
he himself would be hig enough to go away
to college; and little Juanita felt quite the
same way about Augustia, who had learned
many things in the convent.

“ Indeed, mife,” she sald, “it is pleasant
at school with rthe pirls, but thae Mother Jus-
tina makes one work so hard, and that the
play-hours are few. 1 have embroidery to
make, and lessons to say, and my class learns
French as well as Castilian. But the other
girls are charming. Most of all I like Paquita
de Guiteras, an fwericana, ac least she comes
from the Island of Cuba, and the gitls say
that she is an Indian, and that her mether was
an Indian princess marted to her father, a
noble Spamard. Of this I cannot say, and
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she herself does not relate, but she says that
in Cuba the Spaniards have often married the
Indians and have been kind to them, and have
not destroyed them as have the Americanss
in the Estadss Uwidss. Well, nifia, Paquita
1s the merriest of girls ! She has always some
prank to play upon some one, and, indeed,
she cares not if it 15 the Mother Superior
herself, so she can have her joke. Her aunt,
pood Sister Mercedes, is always fretting for
fear lest Paguits should be in disgrace, but it
waorrics Paquita not at all. One night she did
the funniest thing. There is onc gitl wha
is very mean to the httle ones, always teasing
them, and they dare say nothing, s she is
the nicce of the Mother Superior, and she
believes nothing against her.  This Teresa
Alcantara once found a lietle girl, and teased
her until Paguita could stand it ne longer, and
flew at 1'eresa and bit her hand. Sister turned

at that moment and saw the bite, but she had
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not seen what had gone before, and would not
listen to what I tried to tell her, and Paquira
is always too proud to try to make excuses,
and just looked at Sister so flercely from
her great black eyes that the Sister was still
more digpleased.

“¢Thou art but a savage wildcat,” she zaid,
and took her to Mother Superior for punigh-
ment. She could not have any playtime for
2 whole weelk, and she would have to apolo-
gize to Teresa, too, and 1 think she hated that
the worst of anything. But she got even with
her, as you shall hear. She found out that
Teresa was terrihly afrald of cats, and one
night, when we were all safely tucked away
in our little beds, there came fram behind
Teresa’s curtains a terrible scream, and she
jumped out of bed and rushed up and down
the dormitory. Such a hbreach of decorum
was never seen hefore, and the nuns were

shocked to a depree. Teresa kept shricking,
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¢ A wild beast 1s in my bed! a wald beast 1s 1n
my bed!’ and after calming her down they
went to investigate. What do you think they
found? A feather duster! It was tucked
under the sheets, and who could have pur it
there? No one knew, but every one felt that
Paquita was the only ane who could have
thought of such mischief. But cthe sisters
did not try to find out, for one of them had
seen Leresa teasing the little gitl, und knew
why Paquita dishiked her so much ; and aftcr
that the big bully let us littic ones ulone”

“ Oh, it must be so niee,” sighed Juvanita,
but Pablo laughed, and said that thuse were
oirl’s stories, and that far more exciting things
happened at the naval college, especially when
they all went on a crutse.

On Easter Sunday morming the children
went to the cathedral to see the wonderful
dances which take place bur three times a

year. Fernando and Juanita were struck
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dumb with the beautiful cathedral, so unlike
the Gothic ane of Granada; for this one at
Sevilla iz a Saracenic church, buile hundreds
of years ago, bepun by the Mborish Sultan,
Yakub al Mansour, In 1:84.

Heow strange it seemed to see danang in
church! Hermando and Juanita sat beside
their mother, on their Dittle camp-stools, for
there are no pews in Spanish churches.  The
whole centre of the church is empry, and peo-
ple kneel there during the mass, or if they are
taa tired or tan little to stand, they rent camp-
stools for half a cent, and an old woman whe
has them in charge hobbles along with a stool,
which they may keep while the service lasts,

The men generally stand, and it s interest-
ing tc see them settle themselves in a com-
fortable position when the sermon begins, and
stand there almost without moving while the
preacher speaks, sometimes a half-hour, some-

times a whole hour. But the hearers do not
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seem to mind, for these Spanish monks are
very fine preachers.

As the children gazed at the beautiful altar
covered with flowers, there came the sound
of music, — violins, flutes, flageclets, and haunt-
boys all making a quaint harmony,— and with
the music was mingled the sound of youthful
voices, fresh and sweet, and a band of boys
entered the chancel, and pliding down the
altar steps danced quietly, singing as they
danced. Their bhodies swayed to and fre n
time to the music, at first slowly, then, as
the time quickened, castanets click-clicked with
the other sounds, and the boys moved faster
and faster, still in perfect time, yet not with
wild abandon, but rather with dignified respect
for the place. They were quaintly dressed
in the court costumes of the Middle Ages; on
their heads were bhig Spanish hats, turned up
at one side with a sweeping blue feather, a

mantle of light blue was over one shoulder,



72  Our Little Spanish Cousin

their vests were of white satin, their hose
and shoes of white, The boys dunced on
until the great bells of the Giralda rang out,
and then they vanished, the muasic grow-
ing softer and softer, undl its last strains
sounded far away, like a floating wave of
heavenly harmony.

ar

“ How pretty the dance was,” said little
Juanita, as they walked honie from the service.
«Why do they dance in church?”

“The Holy Seriptures say that David danced
before the Lord,” her mother answered, “so
perhaps . that 15 the reason the Sewillians think
this is a farm of wortship, but you must ask
your cousing to tell you haw it was first done.”

Do tell me, Mariquita,” said the lietle girl,
and her cousin said, * I do not know how it
happened at first, but it has been done ever
since the Boors were here in Sevilla,  OChnly
once in hundreds of yvears has it hecn stopped,

and then an archbishop said it was not ripht ro
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have dancing in church. He made cvery one
very angry, for the people sald, * What our
fathers did is good ¢nough for us!' So they
went to the Pope, and he said that he could
not tell unless he saw the dance. So the boys
and the musicians were taken to Rome, and
there danced before the Holy Father, who
said, * [ see no harm in this, any more than in
the children’s hosannas before Qur Lord when
He entered Jerusalem, Let them have their
dance so long as the clothes which they wear
may lagt,” Then they came back and so de-
termined were they to continue it for ever, that
they never let the clothes wear out to thns day.
If one piece of a swit shall be worn it is so
quickly mended or repaired that no suit has
ever worn out all at once, so that these are the
same suits as those worn long ago.”

“1 am so glad they atill have it,” sald Fer-
nando, “for I wouldn’t have mussed seeing it

to-day for anything.”



CHAPTLER VEII,
RATNY DAYS

“ Mayma, would you allow me to go to the
bull-fight with father and Pablo? ™ asked Fer-
nando next day.

“No, indeed, my son, a bullfight is no
place for women and children,” his mother
replied.  © I have never been to one in all my
life, and Juanita shall never attend. I wish
Pablo did not care to go, either, but he must
do as he wishes now that he is grown. A boy
cannet always be at his mother’s girdle, bat you
must be much Ingger than now hefore you will
see such a sight.”

Fernando sighed, but he knew that there
was no use sayving more, for the word of %

madre was law.  He was very anxious to see a
4
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bull-fight, for every boy in Spain desires that
above all things. The fights are held on all
holidays, but the finest one of all is at Haster,
The immense amphitheatre of Sevilla holds
thousands of spectators, men wild with excite-
ment over the sport, and even women, theugh
the most refined ladies do not frequent the
corridas, LThe bull is turned loose in the
centre of the huge ring and tormented untl
he i3 ready to fight, Men with sharp-pointed
darts, called dawderiffzs, tease him Ly throwing
their barbs at lhum, and pricking his skin until
he is nearly crazy, Then men mounted on
horseback, the picadores, wave scarlet cloths
before his cyes, exciting him still more, for
a bull hates red worse than anything in the
world. He dashes at the cruel clath, and
sometimes 15 too quick for the man who
carries it, tossing him on his harns, but pen-
erally it iz the poor horge wha is killed, and

the man jumps away to safety. The marader



w6 QCur Little Spanish Cousin

is the one who slays the bull, and he is some-
times killed himself. It iz a terribly crel
affair, thongh Spaniards say it 15 not so cruel
as our prize-fighting,

[t was late that eveming when Fernando
went ta bed, and ere he did so there was guite
an excitement, They were all seated upon
the piazza of the house, he and Juanita, his
cousing and their elders, when there was a
great cry from the street, *“The toro! The
toro!™ and a clatter of horses’ hoofs. All
screanied loudly, for to have a bull escape from
the pens 1s a frequent occurrence, and not a
very pleasant one. ‘The cries became louder,
the horses’ hoofs beat nearer and nearer, and
as in the dusk a figure dashed down the street,
the sefiora, screaming loudly, canght Juanita
to her and tried to climb the pillar at her side,
she was very stout, and the pillar was very
slippery, and she could not climb with one

arm, so she slid down as fast as she chmbed
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up, squealing all the time, &/ tors, Madre
de Dips I el toral”

Fernando was irightened, too, but he was
a brave hoy, and he tried his best to push
his mother up out af danger, boosting her as
she slipped down, but not helping very much,
as you might suppese. [t seemed to him an
hour, but it was only 2 minute before servants
came from the house, and as they did so a
horse dashed up before the pillars, and, stopped
too hastily hy hiz rider, slid along the stones
ot his hind feet. On his back was Pablo,
waving his sembrere, and crving, * What a
corrida I Tt was glorious! Six bulls to die,
and Rosita never in such form [ But, wadre
mis, what is the matter ?77 as he sprang from
his harse and assisted his mother to a seat.

The sefiora could not speak, but Fernando
said, © We thought the noise was 2 bull es-
caped, and I was assising my mother to a

height of safety.”
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Pablo loocked at the hile figure speaking
su gravely, then threw back his head and
shouted with laughter, but seeing Fernando's
hurt expression, siopped quickly, and said ¢

“Brave, hOttle Lrother, thou art a good
knight to care for thy mother and sister!”

“ Better than thou!™ His mother had re-
gained her voice by this timc.

“ Thou art still the same able, and will yet
L the death of thy poar mother,” buc Pablo
kissed her hand so pallandy, and begped her
pardon so amiably, that she quite forpave him.

Next day, alas ] it was raining, and it rained
50 hard all that day, and nearly all of the next,
that the children were Dike [ittle brars in a cage.
They playced with evervthing they could think
of, but after awhile they grew restess amd
quarrelled so that the grown-up folk grew
nervous, Loo.

At last, Mariquita’s father, gay and charm-

ing Uncle Ruy, came to the rescue.
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“Who wants to take a trip into the country
with me? " he asked, and as each one squealad
“J17 he zaid:

“Of course we can’t go, really, but we can
malke believe, and [ shall take vou to a bacienda
outside the old wall of Sevilla.

“ It lics amidst arange and olive groves, and
all kinds of flowers, and many of the things
we eat come from that very place. Who
knows how they pickle olives?”

“ Are olives pickled? ™ asked Jwanita, and
Mariguita smd :

“ How queer it seems that all the things we
eat have to po through so much before they
can be eaten. [ did net know that olives had
to be pickled.”

“Yes, mi nifia, and we will play that we are
visiting an olive grove, and we can see the
way the olives are picked and made ready for
food.  Ser, here are the trees, and the froit is

picked from thems and placed in baskets,
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There are two kinds of olives used, green and
ripe, the green ones are picked just before they
begin to tren soft. These are separated from
the others, and the bitter caste iz removed
by zoaking in fresh water for a long time, or
some picklers souk them for a shorter time
in a solution of potash lye. This softens the
skin and extracts all bitterness, but the olives
must be soaked in c¢lear water, which 15 fre-
guently changed to get all the potash off.
Then they are placed 11 weak brine, and after-
ward in stronger, until they have the salty
taste which we like so much, Then they are
put in small barrels and taken to the bottling
rooms, where they are buttled and labelled
for the market.”

* How Iz the oll made!™ asked Fernando.

“That 15 harder te do, but it iz very
interesting to watch. The fresh olives are
carefully picked, dried a little, and then crushed.

Old-fashioned stene mills are used to crush the
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fruit, and the mass is pressed to extract the
liquid which contains all the watery juice as
well as the oil and pulp.”

“What do they do after it is pressed ™
asked Fernando.

“'They let it stand for a month and the
refuse goes to the bottom. Then the oil is
poured off and allowed to stand ancther month,
when the process 15 repeated.  After the third
time the o1l 1s ready for use. The best oil is
made In ths way, as it keeps its colour and
flavour better by the setting process than when
it is filtered.

“ In some places the olives are placed on a
plattorm and the millstone is placed over them,
This 15 turned round and round by means of 2
pole to which a donkey ts hicched, and the mass
which is tarned out is placed in resh baskets,
which are put under a press which iz screwed
down by five or six men, so that the oil is

squeezed out, but that is a very old-fashioned
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way of making oil, and there are hetter ways
now. Uhey still use this, however, when there
15 2 g crap, and they want to get the frut
made into oil as rapidly as possible. Great
care tust be taken that everything is clean and
that the oil does not become rancid, or it will
all be spoiled.”

“JTg everything we eat so Interestang !”
asked Juanita.

“The things we eat and wear, too,” her
uncle answered, “and nothing 1 all Sewilla
is more mteresting than the way of making
silk.”

“How 1s that done ™ asked Fernando.

“T am afraid T could not make you under-
stand it all, unless you canld go ro the silk
manufactory, and even then it would be hard
for you., But T can tell you about the cocoons,
and that is the strangest thing ahout i, The
silkworm was fiest brought to Lurope from

[nda in g30, when monks brought it to the
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Emperer Justintan, T'he silkworm 1s a kind
of a caterpillar which feeds on the leaves of the
white mulberry-tree, and lays his egps in a
kind of gummy substance on the leaves in the
end of June to be hatched out in the following
April.  The caterpillar is small at first, about
a quarter of an inch long, but grows to be three
iehes 1n length, By means of a substance 1n
their mouths the silkworms spin out silky
strands which form cocoons, each fibre being
about eipht hundred yards long. “When ready
for weaving, the cocoons are placed in an oven
at a gentle heat which kills the chrysalis so
that the silk fibres can be removed and
wound.”

“How do they get the silk wound?
Doesn't it hreak? " asked Fermando.

“Tt 13 rather hard to de,” his uncle an-
swered,  but they learn to he very carcful, and
the cocoon is souked in warm water which

logzens the little filaments.  When the cocoons
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are reeled the first step hag been taken, and the
reeled silk s called raw silk, fram which all silk
products are made.”

“1 wish we could see it all, but perhaps we
can sometime when we are here agan,” said
Fernando,  “ Oh, it has stopped raiming!”

“Yes, indeed, and the Guadalquiver has
overflowed its banks,” said Pable, coming in at
that moment. * There has not been such a
freshet for years. Comealong with me, Nando,
and we will go boating in the streets, I
¢imbed to the tup of the Giralda, and the
whole country looks like a great sea.”

“Oh, may I go with Pablo and see? ™ cried
FFernando, and his mother, with many injunc-
tions to Pablo to take care of him, said ** Yes."”

They went to the Alcazar gardens, those most
wonderful pardens of Spain, and as it was early
spring the flowers and insects were making
merry in the sunshine, which had come back

with renewed foree, after its vacation. Scarcely
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tumbled hy the rain, lovely banksia roses were
climbing over the walls, the rosy, blossoming
judas-trees, tinted acacias, and pink almonds
were in bloom, and orange-trees were hursting
mto fragrant beaoty, Violets and tulips, yel-
low owxalis, wild hyacinths, and the scarlet
dragon-flower carpeted the ground, while tall
white hlies, ike fuir maidens, and stately ins
with sword-like leaves, reminding one of the
knights of chivalry who ouoce walked these
paths, stood sentinel adown the walks. Fer-
nande saw, too, the insects which flitted among
the branches, beetles with bright green coats
like emeralds, white and gold butterflies, hirds
with brilliant wings and sweet voices. But
Pablo was thinking more of sport than of
nature, and he hurried along until they found
a man and a boat to row them, and what a pay
sall they had ripht down the main streets of
the town! Past the cathedral steps and the
Golden Tower where Columbus piled up gold
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brought from the New World, Sevillians say,
and all the other interesting sights of the aty,
56 that Fernando came home tired and happy,
to tell Juanita of the wonderful things he had
seetl,

“I de not wonder that they say, * He whom
God loves has o house in Sevilla,”” he said,
It is s beautiful a city.”

“ Truly, —

i mizn nn ha visto Sevilla
M L visro una maravillat !
said DMariquita boastingly, bwt little Juanita
prattled in reply the Grenadineg’s favourite rew

spunge —

s+ {Inicn no ha vistn Grenads
N ha visio pads”*" ®

1 ITe whe has aoc visiced Sovilla
Has nrt 32cn @ marrel,

* Who has net scen Grabadz
Has seen ooshing.



CHAPTER IX,

Ty THE LOLNTRY

Home again! At first 1t seemed ro Fer-
nando as if he could never po back to school,
for atter his week of fétes and processtons and
fun, lessons were dull things, but he soon
fell into the old ways, and there were so many
pleasant things at home that he did not pine
for Sewilla ar all,

He had a pet lamb — what boy has not in
spring-time in Spmin?—and he was devoted
to 1t for awhile, trying to feed it all manner
of things.

“ Manuel,”” he said one day, “I do not
know what 15 wrong with my pet tamb. Tt
will not eat the things I give it. 1 have never

seen so stubborn a thing. Mazo is far diffes-
fi7
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ent. It will eat anything at ail, but the lamb
stands and stares at me, and shuts its mouth,
po ratter what I offer him.”

“ Lamls are always stubborn,” said Manucl,
“They do not eat much but mik when they
are so voung. bBut here, 1 have a new kite;
will vou fly 1t2"

“ Indeed I will,” cried the boy, and m an
instant the lamb was forgotten, and he was
skipping down the street, his kite skimming
the air like a gatly coloured brrd.

It was a beaudful spring In Granada, and
Ferrando spent every minute out of doors
unfess actwally compelled to be in schoal or in
bed, The family ate 1n the lovely pasin where
the flowers were beginning to blossom, and
the sun was not too warm to do without the
awning, which in summer steetched overhead,
If it was not kites in which he was interested,
it was marbles and ball, or even a play bull-

fight ; and Fernando was very proud when he
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was chosen to he “tore,” and put his head in
a basketwork affair with points like horns, and
the boys chased him with sticks, ranning, jump-
ing, and dodging when he turned and charged
them a3 he had heard that che tulls did ae
the real corridas,

Best of all, it was time to have his head
shaved, and of all things that was what he
liked., His mother mourned, for the boy’s
hair was naturzlly curly, and in winter was
as soft and pretty as black velver. But all
Spanish boys have their heads shaved in sum-
mer, and Fernanda must be like the vesr. It
was cut so cloge thae it made him look very
funny, and his great black eyes shone like
beads mn his lexn brown face, with no soft hair
to soften its harsh outlines.

Fernando and Antonio were still devoted
friends. They plaved together after school
and on the holidays, and many delightful

times did the two boys bave, cither in the
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Alhambra or at Fernando’s home, where there
were many city sights as Interesting to An-
tono as the delights of the old palace were
to Fernando,

So devoted had they become that Fernando
felt very sorry to leave his friend when the
time came for him to accompany his mother
and sister to their country home. Generally
he had heen delischted to go to the Aacienda,
and enjoyed the country school even more
than the one he attended in the city, but this
year he felt so hadly overit that his father said:

“ Never mind, my son. I shall bring An-
tonio out to visit you when school is ower,
and you may have a fine time together at the
hacienda,”  This made Fernando more con-
tented, and he went away with his parents
quite happily.

As they started for the country on a bright
May day, Tuanita sald, * Oh, mamma, see that

strange cow ! Tt s all dressed with flower-
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wreaths, and has bells arcund its neck and
flowers on its horns. WWhy does that young
pirl lead it, and that old blind man walk be-
hind, and blow that horn and beat the drum ¥

“ That is 2 cow to be won in a lottery,” said
the sefiora.  * Manuel, stop ; I wish to buy a
ticket. How we Spanards do love 2 pame
of chance ! See, T shall buy a ticket for each
one of you, and maybe your pumber wall
win the prize.”

* Oh, thank you, mamma'” both children
cried, for neither had ever had a lottery
ticket hefore,

“Now I wish you to stop at a cigar-store,
and buy a stamp ' for my letezr to your Aunt
Tsabella, and then we will drive on.”

As thry turned inte the main street leading
to the Alameda, Juanita asked, < Oh, mi madre,
what are thuse people sitting in the streets
making ?

' In Spain stampg are 5010 in cigar-stores, not ak the postofice,
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“ Haven’t you seen the ice-cream makers

T

before § ™ said the sefiora. *“No, I think you
cannot remember last summer, can you? The
gipsies go up to the Sierras in the very early
morning, and get donkey-ioads of snow, and
the people make 1ce-eream in those pails with
the snow in it. They sit right at their doors
on the sidewalk and make the fresh cream,
and any one can buy a glass of 1t.”

“ Do let us have some,” cried the children,
and their indulgent mother ordered the horses
stopped while they ate some of the delicious
fresh cream.

As the carriage rolled on down the steep
strect, so natrow that as Manuel said “ one
can hardly pass another after a full dinner,”
the swineherd was just coming out for the day,
and Juanita ered :

“Qh, madre!  See that man with the pipe

in his mouth ; what queer music he plays!
What is hel ”
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“« He is the swineherd, #ifs. See, he comes
from iis alley, staff in hand,” the senora said.
“ Watch him blow his pipe without turning
his head, and the pigs come after him, as if he
had charmed them, Little and big, dark and
light, far and scrawny, there they come follow-
ing him to pasture. Livery alley we pass adds
some curly tall to the procession. Now he
15 ready to turn out of the town into that
grove, and see what an army of pigpies follows
him! He never looks for any of them, but
they hear the music of his pipe and start
because they learned long ago that it leads
them to good pastures.’”

“T think they are too funny for anything,”
said the little giel,  “ Does he bring them back
at night? ™

“Yes, and every little piggy knows his own
alley, and goes tight home with a liede frisk

b

of hiz curly il to say ‘good night,”” said

her mather, smiling.
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“See those oxen; are they not splendid
fellows 7 T love to sec them draw their loads
so rasily, Beautiful creamy creatures, with
their dark points and their great, soft eves.”

“What iz that wooden thing over their
heads?” asked juanita.

“I'hat 12 the yoke to couple them together.
They are the gentlest amimals 1o the world,
these great, hornéd heasts, and the driver
walks in front of them with a stick over his
shoulder, which he seldom thinks of asing.”

“(Oh, what a cunning little donkey ! crled
the little girl, as they passed a tiny donkey
laden with panniers filled with flowers, finuit,
vegetables, bread, fowls, and even a water-jar.
“ How prettily he is clipped, all in a pattern.”

“Mamma,” sald Fernando, “some of the
donkeys that the gipsies have clipped have
mottoes and pictures on them. [ know a hoy
whose donkey has ¢ Pévg mi Ame’" on his side.

' Long lise ooy maater.
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I don’t like that, for if the donkey doesnt
love his master, it is telling a story.”

His mother ianghed. “We will hope he
hag a good little master, and then the donkey
will care for him and not be telling a falsehood
with his fur,

“ But here we are almost to the Aacienda,
and how short the nde has seemed. Now if
two children T know are good, we shall have
a delightful summer, and although you are
to be in the country, and thou, Fernando, will
go to a country school, remember the saying

of thy fathers:

«¢ + Cnando fueres por despablads
Mo hagns desquicfiedo
Porque enandn fueres por poblado
[raz a lo vezado**" 7

! When yoo are in the wilderness do not act idl, o when you
are amang peaple yon widl do likewise.



CHATPTER X,
CAMEE AND SPORTS

THE Aacienda was more beautiful than it had
been in the fall, and Fermando was suon busy
‘as a bee. He had of course to attend schoal,
but it was a country school, not so strict nor
so large as the city one, and he enjoyed show-
ing off his superior accomplishments to the
other hoys. This the others did not telish,
and thete was a grand fight to see which was
the strongest, and when Fernando had whipped
all the boys of his own size, he was happy and
felt that he had not disgraced the name of
Guzman., Manuel did not attend him in the
conntry, and Fernande much enjoyed doing as
he liked, roaming about, taking his own time
to come home, tramping about the oranpge

groves, or sailing boats in the brook,
113
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When school was over and Antunic came
for the promised wvisit, what merry tunes
theve were! 'U'he bovs went swimming at all
hours. 'They ran bareheaded all over the
place, Mazo after them, their constant com-
panion. Fernando had a few lessons to do
each morning, a master to teach Jum his
French, music, and drawing, — for boys of his
class in Spain are accomplished as well as edu-
cated, — but these wore soon over, and then,
stung by the bees, burnt by the sun, wet by
the rain, eating green oranges, doing in fact
what American boys, or boys all over the
world will do 1f let alone, this was the way in
which the two Spanish boys spent their vacation.

luanita, meantime, was having a very happy
time. She, too, had a few Jessons, and her ava
was giving place to a poverness, but she was
still too young to learn much, and the beauti-
tul out-of-doors was a great lesson-book to her,

Riding Babieca, tagoing after the boys, sun-
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tanned and rosy, she grew strong and hearty,
and was never se happy as when zllowed to go
with her brother and Antonlo.  Generally they
took very good care of her, and her mother felt
that she was safe with the two hoys. Fernando
teased her a pood deal, but Antonio was of a
calmer mood, and was always her gentle kmghre,
All manner of games were played by these
happy children, who, with their little neighbours
of the newrest Aacienda, made a merry group.
They were simple-hearted little folk, and the
bovs had not reached the state desetibed in the
old Spanish rhyme of the boys of Madrid:

¢ They should be romping with us,
For they are ouly children ver ;
But chey will not plar at anything
Facepe a cigarsus,
Ma plays will cheer the Prudo
In futare times, 7 then
The litdle hays of scven

Wil all be merried men, ™
Fernandu, and even the graver Antonio,

entered into all the childish sports with the
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rest, and an especia. favoutite was o play very
much like our “ Londen Bridge is Falling
Down,” called the ©Gate of Aleala” Fwo
children are choyen to head the lines, and
called Rose and DPink, They form an arch
with their arms held wp and their fingers
locked, and nnder this the other children pass
headed by the mother. ‘They sing gaily a
litcle dialogue:

Rore and Hinde. 4'Ua the viper of love thut hides in the

Hiorvers
The anly wuy Has here.*
Motksr. ¢ Then here I puss and leave hehind

Cne fitlle daogheer dear.”’

Rore gugd Finf. ¢c Shall the frst nne ar the last
Be captive of our chain F %
Matker, <4 U, the firsc ane ouns 5o Hghily,
The last ome shpil remain, ™
" Cforwi. < Pass on, gha, pass on, ahg !

By the Grate of Alcala”

The lust child, with squeals of delizht, is
caught in the falling arms, and chooses whether

she shall follow Rose or Pink, taking her
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place behind the one of her choice. When
ail have been choscn, there is a grand tug of

war, the meery party singing, meantime.

Rure qnd FPind. * Let the voung mind make it choice,
Mz young minds chance to think ;
MNow i3 Rase your leader,
Or po vou with the Pink?
Let the young mind make its chaice
By lews the voung heart knows,
Now i Pink vour leader
O o you with the Rose 2™

Charas,  *° Pass on, oho, pass on, ahs,

By the (Gules of Aleals””’

The boys enjoyed playing soldier, and
would whittle toy swords out of sticks, and

form in line, marching and singing :

7 The Curalans zre coming,
Mlurching two by two g
All who hear 1heir drumming,
Tiproe for a view,
Ave, ave, tiptos for & view |
Red and vellow banners,
Pennies very few.

Ave, aye, peanies very few,
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t Red and vellow banners
The momn comes ool o see H
If muons had beller smanners
She'd eake mie on her koee,
Ave, aye, she’d take toe an her knee,
She peeps through perple shutters ;
Would T were all as she,
Ave, ave, would [ were rall as she,

+< Baldiers need not learn lerters
Mar any schooly ching ;
Bur, unless they mind cheir betrers,
In golden chains chey swing.
Ave, ave, in golden chaine chey’ll swing.
Or sit in silver Farters,
Presents from the Ling.
Ave, aye, presents fram the king."

The prettiest of all the games is that of the
“ Little White Pigeons,” which all Andalusian
children love to play. The little companions
form in two rows, and, facing cach other,
dance forward and slip beneath the upraised
arms of the oppusite side. Thus they pass
under the “Siltver Arches” to Sevilla and

Granada :
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#1 Liztle whire pigeoes are dremming of Sevills,
Sun In the palm-trees, rose and revel.
Lift up the arches, gold as the weather,
Lirtle white pigzons come Ayieg rogether.

sr Fittle white pigeons, dream of Granada,
Glistening snows an Sierra Nevada.
Lift up the arches, silver as fountains,
Lirtle white pigeons fy ro the mounrains. *?*

Qur little Spamish cousins play nearly all
the same games that Amcrcan children play,
only their “Blind Man’s Buff™ is called  Blind
Hen,” and * Pussy Wanes 2 Corner,” is called
“Cottage to Rent;”" and played with the rhyme:

s Cotrage to rent, try che other side,
You sce this one iz accupied.”’

Their game of tag is called the * Moon and
the Morning Stars,” and s played by one
child berag chosen as the Moon and forced
to keep within the shadow. The rest of the
children, being Mormng Stars, are safe only
where it is light. If the Moon can catch a

Star 1n the shadow, the Star must become
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a Moon, and as the Stars scamper 1 and out
of the shadow, all sing:
¢ O the Moon and ehe Marning Sears,
O the hoon and the Morning Sters,

Wha dares to tread —ch
Within the shadow.**

“ Hide and Seek™ the children played, and
“ Forfeits,” and all manner of other games,
and as the sun nearly always shines in Anda-
lusia, the summer was one long merry round

of out-of-door fn.



CHAPTER XI.
A TERTULIA

Serremeer found the children at home
again, and Fernando back at scheol, while
Juamta had a governess for a pare of each day,
though she was not expected to learn a great
deat; fur the Spaniards think if their gitls are
sweet and gentle they need not be very learned,
[t a Spamish girl of sixteen knows how to read
and write, simple arithmetic, a little history,
and can dance and embraider well, she is quite
accornplished enough to marry, which is what
most of them intend to do.

Things were poing very quietly, when there
came an exclitement so great for the children
that they were almost wild. This was the

home-coming, in the latter part of September,
1%
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of Pablo, just in from his Tong summer cruise,
with a fortnight's leave of absence. He came
home to celebrate his coming of age, and
there was to be a sertufia in his honour. The
children were to stay up to the party, and as
it was the first time that they had been per-
mitted to stay up after eight o’clock, they
were delighted. To them it was the greatest
event ia their lives, and they were almost afraid
to breathe all day, for fear the trear would
be cut off. Juanita even stood quite still to
have her curls made, which was generally a
performance artended with agony, and before
the end of which her ays was sure to say,
“ Hush, Mambru will certainly get yom!”
Mambru is to a lirtle Spanish girl what a bogey
is to an American child, and she will be very
aood for fear of Mambru, But the day passed
off pleasantly, and the children were dressed
angd sent down to the pasis to await the arrival

of the puests.
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The pleasant thing about a Spanish party
is that there is no fuss made, and therefore
everybody enjoys themselves. The hostess
never tires herself out preparing for her puests
so that she cannot be cheerful and apreeable
when they arrive. The hospitality of Spain
is perfect. A Spaniard gives his friends just
what is good enough for himself, and never
thinks of domng more. So there was not a
great brewing and baking on the day of the
party, and flushed, heated faces; but there
were a few simple refreshments, much pleas-
ant talk and hearty laughter among old and
young, There were about thirty friends of
the family who came in to talk and chat, The
parents came with their daughters, for girls
never go to parties alone in Spain, and cld and
young spent the evening together. Some one
played on the piano and the young people
danced, lovely Trinidad del Apuistanade danc-
ing with Pable, This Juanita watched with
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delight. Trinidad was the loveliest of all the
girls, and she thought, of course, Pablo should
have the prettiest maiden in all the world.
She was as sweet as she was pretry, and said
to the lietle gitl ;

“What 15 thy name, a%a?” and when
Juanita answered, sweetly:

“ Juanita, to serve God and vou,” as all
Spanish children are taught to answer, T'rinidad
kissed her on buth cheeks, and gave her a rose
from her grdle. At this Juanita was delighted,
and Pablo sighed prodigiously. The older
people, too, scemed well pleased with Pablo’s
choice, for the girf's family was as good
as theirs, and the two had been friends for
many years.

 Juanita,” said Fernando in a whisper, ©1
believe that Pablo will bite the iren' of the
Sefiorita Trinwdad, Will it not be strange to

tGpanish lovers stand beneath the windows of thoir swects
hieavts, to serenade them every night, and, as the windows are
graled with irom, thia i= called ¥ Datigg the iren.™
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think of him beneath her window, singing
of love to his guitari™

It will be beautiful,” sighed the little girl,
for Spanish children are always interested in
the love affairs of their older brothers and
aigters, and even little girls talk about them.
“How handsome Pablo looks as he talks
with her”

“ They are as fair as the lovers of Teruel,”
sald old Dolores, who was at the party to take
care of her little charges.

“Tell us about them,” said Juanira, eagerly,
for she dearly loved Dolores’s quaint stories ;
and the gve hegan:

“In the town of Teruel there lived, many
years agu, a Spanish koight, Don Juan Diego
bMartinez de Mdaralla, and he loved with all
his heart Dofia Isabel de Scgura.  Alas, un-
happily ! for the fathers of the two lovers
were enemies, and would not listen to love

between them.
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“¢Thou art but a second son,” said Don
Pedro de Segura, the father of Dofia [sabel.
* Moreover, thou hast not a fortune equal to
that of my daughter, who possesses thirty
thousand sweldor in good gold, and 18 my
sule heiress)

“¢ Full well T know that I am in no wise
worthy of thy fair daughter,' said Don Juan,
“and upon her grace have [ no clam save that
she loves my unworthy self. But since this is
God’s truth, | pray you pive me the chance
to prove my devotion, and [ will furnish suffi-
clent fortune to equal hers. I go to the wars
with my lord, King Sanche of Navarre.
Grant me five years in which to gain this
fortune, and give me your promise that for
that length of wme you wall not force Dofia
Isabel to marry another.’

“Dofia Isabel was very young, and her
father very fond, and by this he could keep

her with him five long years, and, moreover,
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marry her to whom he pleased, for he said to
himself, “In that time both of them will forget,’
and so he smilingly said :

“*Your words have some reason.  Go with
God, and if you return, well and good. My
daughter shall not marry against her will for
five years to thizs day, but mark me, rash
youth, not one day more shall she wait,’

“ Then the lovers bade each other farewell,
and Don Juan rode to the wars. These were
wiged against the wicked Moors, and with
knights and squires, the armies of Don Al-
phonso of Castile, Don Pedro of Arapon, and
Don Sancho of Navarre fought long and
fiercely until, at the great battle of Las Navas
de Tolosa, the Moor was crushed. Dlany a
valiant deed was done, and Don Juan was
bravest of them all. He broke through the
chain which guarded the tent of the Noorish
king, and therehy gained preat glory and won

for himself the right to wear a chain around
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the margin of his shield in honour of the day,
He gained great renown and fortune, but, alas,
he was sorely wounded, and it was more than
five years before he could return to his beloved.
Fle arrived in Teruel bur one short day after
the time was up, and found Dofia Isabel
marted to another, Don Pedro Fernandes de
Azagra, Despainng, he desired to see his
beloved wnee mote, and ¢limbed to het window
on her wedding-night. Finding her alone and
her husband sleeping, he implored her ro give
him one last kiss. 5he refused, and said,
weeping, ¢ Alas! you came not and I thoughe
myself forgotten. I am wedded to this
good man, and to him alone belong my
caresses.”

¢« At thig his heart broke, and crying, € Fare-
well, beloved !” he dropped dead at her feet.

® At that moment her husband awoke, and
ghe told him straightway the truth, at which

he said, * Thou hast been cruel and unkind to
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this good man, but to me faithful and toe, and
I shall but love thee the more!” and he took
the body of the near Den Juan and hore it
secretly to his facher's step and laid it down
and fled away.

“When the body of the knight was found,
there was great mourning, and he was given
a grand funeral at the cathedral, to which all
Teruel came to do him honour. There also
catne the unhappy Dona Tsabel, disguised so
that none might know her, and, deternuned to
give her lover in death the kiss which she had
denied him in life, she stooped to kiss his lips,
.o} the eyes unclosed, he smiled at her, and
they closed aguin, and she fell beside him
dead! All were struck dumb with horror, but
Don Azagra came forward and told the mourn-
fal story, whereupon the two bodies were
buried in the same grave,

¢ Beparated in life, tn death they shall be

topether,” sald the generous knight who had
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been her husband but not her beloved ; and this
is the sad, sad story of the lovers of Teruel.”

© Oh, thank you, Dolores, 1t 15 a heantiful
story,” cried Juanita, and the young people
who had gathered arcund te hear clapped
their hands, and thanked her, too.

“ What think you, Sefiorita “I'rinidad, would
you have kissed your lover had you been Dofa
Isabel 77 asked Pablo of the young pirl.

“ I should not have marrned the other man,
sefior,” she satd, flushing prettily.

“Come, Trinidad, you must sing for us,”
cried one of her ficnds,  “ Sing the song of
Santa Rita,” and Trimidad, with a merry little
glance at Pablo, sang the gay little song which
Spanish pirls sing in Jjest, asking Santa Rita to

procure them a good husband.

i Sanea Rite, Santa Rita,
Cada una Je nosorrod necesrs,
Parz uzo de diario
Un marido millonara,
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Apngue #44 un animal
Siral, st tal, 6 oil, sl oral,
Un toaridie twillowaria,

Aunqgne eca un andmal,’ ?*!

Everybody applauded loudly, and Trintdad,
laughing and blushing, sang again, The older
people sat about serenely, some talking, others
playing cards or dominoes, The younger
anes played spnghtly games and talked like
magpies, and the children listened spell-
bound.

“Who art thou, Pablo? " laughed one, and

Pablo answered, merrily :

«r 3z Salrero, sin vanidad,

Sov muy bonirs, sof mayv saladel ™ ?

Latanta Ric, Faota Blu, send us oow,
We pray thee ferventiy,
A millionaire for a husband,
E'en a blockhcad tacngh he Le,
FElen a0, 2'et so, gflan zo,
A millicmaira far a hushand,
A hlockheed theogh he be®

v Hispor Salt=re, withoot vanity,
Iem lovely, T am saiado,”

salada meaning charming, ®itty, gracioas.
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And every one laughed, and Trinidad gave him
a charming plance from under her black laghes,
Refreshments  were passed around, wvery
simple ones, There were trays of water, and
by cuch glass round lumps of sugar, which
the guests dipped in the water and ate, hard
little cakes, cups of thick chocolate inta which
finger cakes were dipped and eaten, and some
charming little bonbons. 'T'here was no wine,
for although the finest wine in rhe world is
tnade in Spain, the Spaniards are prear water
drinkers, and seldom have wine except at din-
ners. The men all smoked, but not the ladies,
forwhile the Mexican wonien sometimes smoke
a duinty cparrills, Spanish women do not.
later on, Pablo’s health was drunk in tiny
glasses of sherry, as this was a special occasion,
and pleasant speeches were made to him,
wisting him all success in his career.
“Thou art now a man, my son,” sad his

father, proudly and  affectionacely.  “ Re-
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member that since the time of the Emperor
Charles V., thy fathers have had the right
to wear the Golden Key * upon their hip, and
do nothing to disgrace thy name. On the
sword of my grandfather was engraved the
motto, * Do not draw me without reason nor
sheathe me without honour!’ Let his motto
be thine own, and remember that to a Spamard
honour comes first.”

Then the party broke up, and Fernando
and Juamta were trotted off to bed, and sleep-
ily murmured their evening prayer

¢ Tegus, Joseph, Ddaey,
Yaor linde servane keep,
And with yoor kind permission,
I’ lay me dewn to sleep 177

and they heard through the soft moonlight the
tinkle of Pablo’s guitar, as he strolled along
to bite the iron beneath the grating of the
dainty Sefiorita Trinidad.

*The noblest of the Spanish srandoes wear a polden key
wpct Lhe hip to indicate thal ihey have the Dalit o enter the
king’s dooes at any time.



CHAPTER XII,
viva EL REY!

Avy Granada was in a flueter ! It was the
brightest of Qctober davs, and the sun secmed
to be trying to be as bright 25 the people,
ar the people to be as gay as the sunshine,
Fernando and Juanita hopped out of bed and
ran to the window the fiest minute they were
awake, and squealed with delight when they
saw that the day was fair.

“h, mammal” cried Fernando. *Is it
nat glorious? The féte will be a success!l”
and Juanita echoed her brother, ©“Is 1t not
wonderfully fair !

“ Come and have your chocolate quickly,

like good children,” returned their mother,

“for you tust be ready early”
Iy
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As soon as the children were hireakfasted,
they were dressed in their best clothes, Juanita
all in white, with 2 gay sash, and Fernando in
a sailor swit of blue, and they waited Impa-
tiently for their parents to be ready to start
fur the fete,

It was a great day for Granada, for the
king was coming to visit the city, and it had .
been many vears since royvalty had bhonowred
the Andalustan town. Spaniards are nearly
tlways devoted to their king, and in Andalusia
there are very few who are not fond and
proud of the young King Alphonso.

In Northern Spain there are many who are
called Carlists, and who believe that the de-
scendants of Don Carlos are the lawful kings
of Spain, and these have often gotten np revo-
lutians and tried to set their own favourites up
as kings.

In Barcelona and some of the eastern

provinces there are many who like neither
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King Alphonsa nor Don Carlos, and these are
anarchists ; but Granada was heart and soul
for the king, and all the peuple were overjoyed
at his coming.

Every balcony in the eity was covered with
flowers ; flagz and banners floated everywhere.
The Alamedz was ablaze with decorations, and
every fuce wore a smile of welcome. The pro-
gramme for the day was a simple one. The
king was to be met at the staton by a delega-
tion, a band, and a mounted escort, witness
a2 military review on the Alameda, and depart
by an afternoon train. All Granada must see
him, and Fernando and Juanita with 1t.

It had been decided that the best time for
the children to have a pood look at the
king was when he drove to the Alhambra,
and Manuel and Dolores started early to take
themn to meet Antonio, who had promised to
provide places within the Alhambra grounds,

where the genemal mulditude would be less
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likely to go, and where the children would
have a finer view. Pablo went with them, for
he was still at home, and he walked heside
Babieca to sce that Juanita did not fall off, on
her Tong ride up-hill.

“ Bee there, little sister,” he said. “Is
not that an easy way to get milk for the
day®”

The goatherd was passing at the head of his
procession of goats, looking nuther to the
right nor to the left, expecting his herd to
fullow him as pravely as he walked; bur a
peasant woman swle out of her door, and
quietly milked one of the Dirtle beasts, who
seemed not to ohbject in the least, and took
it so calmly that Pablo added, “That 1s not the
first time there has been stolen milk for break-
fast, T'm sure,”

“3ee the poor beggar; do give him some-
thing, Pablo,” said Juanita, touched by a

wretched speamen of humamty who sat with
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blind eyes peering up at them as they passed.
Pablo threw a parre ehico into the beggar's
outstretched hand, but he said :
“You must not be too sad far afl the
begpars, #ifz; there is an ald rhyme:
+¢ ¢ The armless man has wricken 7 [ctter,
The blind man finds the writing clear ;

The mute 3 reading i alownd,
And the dezf man rans to hoar

They ave not all so sad as they look, but
one must pive for fear one may slight the
really needy.”

“0h, Pable, may we have some Aorchata? ™
cried Fernando, and his brother stopped te
putchase some of the snowy, chilly, puckery
stuff, and they enjoyed it greatly. Fernando
ate too hastily, and lus brother said :

“Buita, gquita! You must not act sol
You are as bad as the king when he was a
baby and put his keife in his mouth. His

governess said to him, ‘Kings do not eat
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with their knives,’ and he haughtily rephed,
*This king does!” ™

“ Indesd,” said Fernando, pertly, < the king
1s my coustn, o it says in my history book
that all Spamiards may say."”

“ He is your cousin, that is, you must love
him as your own bloed ; but say, rather, © All
equal below the king,” and put him ever first.
Remember that your fathers have died for the
Kings of Spain, and we may have a chance
to show our loyalty yet,” and Pablo's bright
face clouded a moment.

“ Listen to the music; there goes the military
salute! The king has come, and by the time
we reach the Alhambra he will be on his way
hither. Get up, Babieca,” and he burried the
little donkey along until they reached the top
of the hill and found Anftonic walting for
them, his face flushed and eager.

“ He will pass here,” he cried,  beneath the
Gate of Justice, and my father says we may
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stand just behind the guard upon the wall;
there could not be a better place.”

“ [How nice that will be!™ cried Juamra.
“ And where 15 Tepita ? ™

*There, awaiting you,” Antonio answered.
“ 1 will take care of Babieca and return,” and
he led the donkey away, coming back In
a few moments, and they all waited impa-
tiently.

Spamards all love 4 spectacle, and the young
folk could hardly restrain themselves as they
heard the straing of music coming nearer and
nearer. At last the cavaleade came in sight,—
first a troop of soldiers, then a band playing
the Afarcha Keal, then a mounted guard keep-
ing close to His Majesty’s carmage.  There he
sat, the young king, a tall, slight youth, with a
pale, proud face and great black eyes, sad, yet
merry and tender; a patncian face 1n every
feature, yet a lovable one, and one to arouse

all of love and loyalty in his subjects, as the
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character of Alphonso XIII arouses their
respect and affection,

As the carriage paused at the entrance gate,
the king looked up at the eager little group
upon the wall and smiled. Juanita and Pepita
flung into his carriage their huge bougquets
of flowers and to the girls he threw a kiss; but
Fernando and Antonio stood up very straight
~and saluted gravely, and with a smile in his
eyes, but with prave lips, the young king raised
his hand to kis hat and gave them in return
the military salute. Then lis carriage passed
on, and bore him out of sight, but a shout
went up from every voice, © Piva of rey 17

“When [ grow up I shall be a nun and
pray all the time for the king ™ said Pepita.

“1 shall be a soldier and fight for him,”
sald Fernando, proudly.

“And 1" said Joanita, “shall marry and
have many children to fight and pray for him

and for Spain [”
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“ Indeed, Nittle sister, perhaps thou hast
chosen the better part,” said Pablo, laugh-
tng heartily.

“3eel” ened Antonio, “ there goes the car-
riage again, and hear how the people shout!"”
and as the bravas rent the air, the children
shouted, too :

“ Fiva Espafia! Fiva el rey! Dios guarde a

uffed 770

Vet ong live Spainl  Ioung livo the king | God guard yen:
Grace |

THE END.
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