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magnificent ebon hair, were a little too ready with
a wink. There is a tradition that they smoke, not
dainty cigarettes, but full-flavoured cigars; in any
case, they are carefully searched before leaving to
see that they do not smuggle out any trabucos for
personal consumption or as gifts to their favoured
swains. They were dressed invariably in lively
cotton prints, with short shawls of red, or crimson,
or saffron, or other hue outvying the tulip in
garishness. To be shockingly frank, not one of
them was conspicuously pretty ; they had brilliant
eyes and teeth, but all had an ill-fed, dried-up
appearance, even those who were inclined to flesh.
The Spanish woman, after a certain age, has a
tendency to get fat without passing through the
buxom stage; connoisseurs pretend that this is the
combined effect of rancid oil and sweetstuff. But
it is not gallant to dive into the secrets of female
nature. Very assiduously these “lazy Andalusi-
ennes” bent to their tasks, picked and sorted the
leaves, rolled the cigars into shape, clipped them,
gummed the ends, and packed them into bundles
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tied with smart ribands of silk ; for they are paid
by the piece, and the bull-fighting season is near,
and they must save the price of a seat at the
corrida on Easter Sunday, come what will. The
cigars are assorted in boxes according to their
shape and size, their brand and their strength, the
latter being indicated by the words “ claro,” « claro
colorado,” “colorado” (which is the medium flavour),
“colorado maduro” and “maduro” as they advance
in five gradations from mild to strong. Leaving
the cigar-hall, I was shown into the cigarette-hall,
where a number of quieter girls, with shallow boxes
of tobacco-dust almost as fine as snuff before them,
were rolling the paper cylinders exactly as it is
done by smokers, but with fingers surer and
nimbler. In another hall the cartuchos, or pack-
ages to hold cigarettes and tobacco, were made.
They were ready printed and cut, waiting to be put
on a wooden frame, turned over, and pasted. One
child of ten was pointed out to me as the quickest
in the lot. Her small hands flew over her work
with a rapidity that dazzled. She had need to be
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expeditious, poor wean, for she received just one
farthing for every hundred packages she made !
There are others besides the tantalizing tile-
makers and the saucy cigarreras who are rebellious
to the drowsy influences of clime, and profanely
work—the gipsies and the beggars. There are some
of the former here, though not so many as in the
pages of Murray. The excessively dirty and ex-
tremely picturesque race, with parchment skins
and high cheek-bones, is dying out. A few stray
members of the’ tribe remain in the remotest and
raggedest part of the transpontine suburb, and
shear mules, cope horses, and do tinkering jobs
generally, filling in their spare time with petty
larceny. Their women shuffle cards and tell for-
tunes. A splendid people they are, those gipsies
—in Borrow’s book and on canvas. In private life
their society is not to be courted. If you do not
want to see them, they are sure to turn up; if you
do, as I did, you must look for them, and not
always with success. I came across but one during
my stay in Spain—a yellow girl who was eager to
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exhibit her palmistry at my expense in the im-
mense coffee-house under the Fonda de Paris at
Madrid—and she left a strong impression on my
mind of having been own sister to a persuasive
prophetess who once cozened me of half-a-crown
on the towing-path at Putney at the *Varsity boat-
race on the Thames. Your hopes of assisting at
a gipsy dance at Seville will be disappointed. If
you give a courier two pounds sterling, he may be
able to improvise you one; a pack of filthy, bony
men and women will execute epileptic saltatory
movements before you—not the Esmeralda dance,
but lewd swaying of the body from the hips, and
vehement contortions ; and finally one creature will
throw her handkerchief at your feet. A well-bred
caballero will fill the handkerchief with shining
dollars, and hand it back to her with a bow. This
dance is work, downright hard work; but it is a
dance for money. Mammon, not Terpsichore, is
the genius to whom worship is paid. The mendi-
cants toil as hard at their trade as those dancing

gipsies. I counted fifty-seven in a short morning
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walk—some robust and some well-dressed, with
the well-acted meekness of genteel poverty. The
cripples, the deformed, the adults with baby arms
and the jumping Billy-the-Bowls could not be
paralleled out of South Italy. From the assortment
could be furnished Burns’s “Holy Fair” and the
Pattern in “Peep o’ Day” twice over, with some-
thing to leave. They are all past-masters and
mistresses in the art of petitioning ; they are pro-
fessors of physiognomy like Lavater, and can tell
at a glance a face which ought to belong to a
charitable mortal ; and then, what a command they
have of the gamut of lungs, from the whine, the
wheedle, and the snuffle, to the unctuous, droning
prayer or the fierce malediction !

Still—beggars, gipsies, heat, and laziness to the
contrary notwithstanding—Seville is delectable, and
a marvel in its gardens and groves, its flowers and
fruit, its fountains and fish-pools, its soft climate
and soft people, its languorous repose and silvery
tinkles to prayer. Seville is romance. Shall it

ever be mine again to lie beneath the shade of its
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secular orange-trees, and blink at clustering shafts
of marble tipped with silver sun-rays, and dream
dreams ? As I write, methinks to my ear rises the
cry of the guardian of the night, the last I heard
as I left, half warning, half supplication:  Ave
Maria Purissima, las diez han dado.”
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