“It was Friday, and | shall never forget the day.

“She wore a red skirt, very short, which revealed her
white silk stockings, with more than one hole in them,
and tiny shoes of red morocco, tied with flame-colored
ribbons. She threw back her mantilla in order to show
her shoulders better and to display a great bunch of
cassia flowers in the opening of her blouse. Also she
held another cassia flower in between her teeth. She
pranced toward me, her hips swaying like a filly from
the stud of Cordova. In my country a woman in such
garb would have made everyone cross himself. In
Seville everyone paid her some gallant compliment on
her figure; she answered one and all with side
glances, her hands on her hips, as bold as the true
Gypsy she was.

“And, taking the cassia flower from her mouth,
she threw it at me, with a flick of her thumb, and it
struck me between the eyes. It seemed to me,
sefior, that a bullet had hit me...I did not know
what to do. | stood motionless as a board. When
she had entered the factory, | saw the flower,
which had fallen to the ground, between my feet. |
do not know what possessed me, but, unnoticed
by my comrades, | picked it up and put it carefully
in my vest. That was my first folly!

“I remained prostrated for an hour beside her body. Then | remembered that Carmen often told me that she
would like to be buried in a wood. | dug a grave with my knife and placed her in it. For a long time | searched
for the ring and at last found it. | put it in the grave beside her, along with a small cross. Perhaps | was wrong.
Then | mounted my horse and galloped to Cordova, where, at the first guardhouse, | made myself known.

“l confessed to the hermit, a saintly man, that | had killed Carmen, but | did not wish to tell where | had laid the
body. He prayed for her and said a Mass for her soul...”

From a translation
by Walter J. Cobb

For a basic overview of MERIMEE: http:en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Prosper Merimee

For an online, somewhat old-fashioned translation of the Merimée novel (translated by the rather delightfully
named Lady Mary Sophia Loyd...does that sound like a person who should be coping with a gypsy wanton?)
www.gutenberg.org/etext/2465

Prosper Merimée lead a very intriguing life and his interests were wildly varied. The novelist, Julian Barnes, has
written a fascinating article on him centering on Merimée’s career as conservator and restorer of French
architecture. Merimée served as Inspector General of Historical Monuments from 1834 to 1860.
www.guardian.co.uk/books/2007/jul/07/architecture.art
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