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having recovered from his disappointment, and found that there
was really no booty in the case; now listened dispassionately to the
.oxplanation of the water carrier, which was corroborated by the
testimony of his wife. Being convinced, therefore, of his inno-
cence, he discharged him from arrest ; nay more, he permittcd
him to carry off the Mooi’s legacy, the box of sandal wood and its
contents, as the well-merited reward of his humanity; but he re-
tained his donkey in payment of cost and charges.

Behold the unfortunate little Gallego reduced once more to the
necessity of being his own water carrier, and trudging up to the
well of the Alhambra with a great earthen jar upon his shoulder.

As he toiled up the hill in the heat of a summer noon, his usual
good humour forsook him. “‘Dog of an alcalde!” would he crf;
““to rob a poor man of the means of his subsistence, of the best
friend he had in the world!” - And then, at the remembrance of
the beloved companion of his labours, all the kindness of his naturt
would break forth. *“ Ah, donkey of my heart!” would he ex-
claim, resting his burthen on a stone, and wiping the sweat from
his brow—¢“ah, donkey of iny heart! I warrant me thou thinkest
of thy old master! ‘I warrant me thou missest the water-jars,
poor beast!” . T ' . :

“To add to his afflictions, his wifé received him, "on his retur?
home, with whimperings-and repinings; she had clearly the van-
tage ground of him, having warned him not to commit the egregios
act of hospitality that had brought on him all these misfortunes;
and, like'a knowing woman, she took every occasion to throw her
superior sagacity in his teeth. If ever her children lacked food, O
needed a new garment, she could answer with a sneer—*“Go (0
your father — he is heir to king Chico of the Alhambra; ask him {0
help you out of the Moor’s strong-box.”

Was ever poor mortal so soundly punished for having done 2
good-action?” The unlucky Peregil was grieved in flesh and spirit,
but still he bore meckly with the railings of his spouse. At length,
one evening, when, after a hot day’s toil, she taunted him in the
usual manner, he lost all patience. He did not venture to retort
upon her; but his eye rested upon the box of sandal wood, which
lay on a shelf with lid half open, as if laughing in mockery at his
vexation. Seizing it up, he dashed it with indignation to th_c
floor : — ¢ Unlucky was the day that I ever set eyes on thee,” hc
cried, ¢ or sheltered thy master beneath my roof1” '
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As the box struck the floor, the lid flew wide open, and the
parchment scroll rolled forth. . Peregil sat regarding the scroll for
{ some time in moody silence. At length rallying his ideas— “ Who
| knows,” thought he, *but this writing may be of some importance,
as the Moor seems to have guarded it with such .care?” Picking
it up therefore, he put it in his bosom, and the next morning, as he
Was crying water through the streets, he stopped .at the shop of-a
Moor, a native of Tangiers, who sold trinkels and perfumery in
the Zacatin, and asked him to explain the contents. ,

The Moor read the scroll attentively, then stroked his beard and -

smiled. “ This manuscript,” said he, *“is a form of incantation for
therecovery of hidden treasure, that is under the power of enchant-
Inent. Itis said to have such virtue, that the strongest bolts an
| bars, nay, the adamantine rock itself will yield before it!” :
1 “Bah!” cried the little Gallego, *‘ what is all that to me? Iam
| Moenchanter, and know nothing of buried treasure.” So saying,
| he shouldered his water-jar; left the scroll in the hands of the Moor;,
| 2ud trudged forward on his daily rounds. .

That cvening, however, as he rested himself about twilight at
thewell of the Alhambra, he found a number of gossips assem-
bled at the place; and their conversation, as is not unusual at that
shadowy hour, turned upon old tales and traditions of a supernatu-
| Ml nature. Being all poor as rats, they dwelt with peculiar fond-
| Messupon the popular theme of enchanted riches left by the Moors
Ivarious parts of the Alhambra. Above all, they eoncurred in
{ the belief that there were great treasures buried decp in the carth
| Wnder the Tower of the Seven Floors. o
{ _ These stories made an unusual impression on the mind of honest
tregil, and they sank deeper and deeper into his thoughts as he
Telurned alone down the darkling avenues. *“If, after all, there
_ should be treasure hid beneath that tower ~—and if the scroll I left
{ Vith the Moor should enable me to get atit!” Inthe sudden ecstasy
| O the thought he had well nigh let fall his water-jar. ”
That night he tumbled and tossed, and could scarcely get a win
of sleep for the thoughts that were bewildering his brain. - Bright
andearly, he repaired to the shopof the Moor, and told him all that
Was passing in his mind.  ““ You can read Arabic,” said he; *‘sup-
Pose we go togetliti to the tower, and try the effect of the charm ; if
1t fails we are no worse off than before, but if it succeeds we will
share equally all the treasure we may discover.” - . .
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““ Hold,” replied the Moslem ;  this writing is not sufficient of
itself; it must be read at midnight, by the light of a taper singu-
larly compounded and prepared, the ingredients of which are not
within my reach. Without such taper the scroll is of no avail.”

¢“Say nomore! ” cried thelittle Gallego, I have such a taper al
hand, and will bring it here in a moment.” So saying, he hastened
home, and soon returned with the end of yellow wax taper that he
had found in the box of sandal wood.

The Moor felt it and smelt to it. ‘‘Here are rarc and costly
perfumes,” said he, ‘“ combined with this yellow wax. This is the
kind of taper specified in the scroll. While it burns, the strongest
walls and most secret caverns will remain open. Woe to him,
however, who lingers within until it be extinguished. He will
remain enchanted with the treasure.” ;

It was now agreed between them to try the charm that very
night. At a late hour, therefore, when nothing was stirring but
bats and owls, they ascended the woody hill of the Alhambra, and
approached that awful tower, shrouded by trees and rendered
formidable by so many traditionary tales. By the light of a lan-
tern they groped their way through bushes, and over fallen stones,
tothe door of a vault beneath the tower. With fear and trembling
they descended a flight of steps cut into the rock. Itled to an empty
chamber damp and drear, from which another flight of steps led t0
a deeper vault. In this way they descended four several flights,
leading into as many vaults one below the other, but the floor of the
fourth was solid; and though, according to tradition, there re-
mained three vaults still below, it was said to be impossible to pe-
netrate further, the residue being shut up by strong enchantment-
The air of this vault was damp and chilly, and had an carthy smell;
and the light scarce cast forth any rays. They paused here for @
time in breathless suspense, until they faintly heard the clock of the
walch-tower strike midnight ; upon this they lit the waxen taper,
- which diffused an odour of myrrh and frankincense and storax.

The Moor began to read in a hurried voice.- He-had scarce fi-
nished when there was a noise as of subterraneous thunder. The
earthshook, and the floor yawning open, disclosed a flight of steps-
Trembling with awe they descended, and by the light of thelantern
found themselves in another vault covered with #¥¢abic inscriptions-
In the centre stood a great chest, secured with seven bands of steel;
at each end of which. sat an enchanted Moor. in-armour, but-mo-
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tionless as a statue, being controlled by the power of the incanta-
tion, Before the chest were several jars filled with gold and silver
1 and precious stones. In the largest of these they thrusttheir arms
{ up to the elbow, and at every dip hauled forth handfuls of broad
] yellow pieces of Moorish gold, or bracelets and ornaments of the
| same precious metal, while occasionally a necklace of oriental pearl
| would stick to their fingers. Still they trembled and breathed short
while cramming their pockets with the spoils; and cast many a
| fearful glance at the two enchanted Moors, who sat grim and mo-
{ tionless, glaring upon them with unwinking eyes. Atlength, struck
With a sudden panic at some fancied noise, they both rushed up
{ the staircase, tumbled over one another into the upper apartment,
{ overturned and extinguished the waxen taper, and the pavement
{ 8ain closed with a thundering sound.
Filled with dismay, they did not pause until they had groped their
{ ¥ay out of the tower, and beheld the stars shmmg through thetrees
hen seating themselves upon the grass, they divided the spoit,
determmmg to content themselves for the present with this mere
N skmlmmg of the jars, but to returnon some future night and drain
| them to_the bottom.. To make sure of each other’s good faith,
{450, they divided the talismans between them, one retaining the
SCroll and the other the taper; this done, th(,y set off thh light
Carls and well-lined pockets for Granada.

As they' wended their way down the hill, the shrewd Moor

Whispered a word of counsel in the ear of tho snmplc lntl]c \mler
1 Carriep,
“Friend Peregil,” said he, ““all this aﬂ‘alr must bc kept a pro-
] found secret until we have seeured the treasure and conveyed it out
{ harny’s way.: If a whisper of it gets to the ear of thc alcalde, we
] ﬂre undone! ”

“Certainly,” replicd the Gallego, “nothmg can be more true.”

“Friend Peregil,” said the Moor, ‘‘you are a discreet man, and
Make no doubt can keep-a secret : but you have a wife.”

{ _ “She shall not know a word of 1[ ” replied thc little watcr ¢ar-
| Mer sturdily.

| “Enough,” said-the Moor, ¢ depend upon thy dlSCI‘el]On and
thy promise.” - - .

Never was promise'more positive and sincere; but, alas! what
nan can keep a secret-from his wife? ~ Certainly not such'a one as

¢regil the water carrier; who was one of the most Joving and trac~

: 10




. become of us? we shall all have to beg in the streets! ”’

. 'became a certainty with her. She saw a prison and a galloWS io

from it; and overcome by the horrors con]ured up by her imag
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table of husbands. On his return home, he found his wife moping
inacorner. * Mighty well,” cried she as he entered,“ you ’ve come
at last; after rambling about until this hour of the mght 1 Wonder
you have not brought home another Moor as a house- mate.”
Then bursting into tears, she began to wring her hands and smif¢
her breast : *“ Unhappy woman that I am!” exclaimed she, ¢ what
will becomeofme? My house stripped and plundered by lawyers
and alguazils; and my husband a do-no-good, that no longer bring
home bread for his family, but goes rambling about day and night,
with infidel Moors! O my children! my children! what ¥il

Honest Peregil -was so moved by the distress of his spouse, that
he could not help whimpering also. His heart was as full as his
pocket, and not to be restrained. Thrusting his hand into ¢ g
latter he hauled forth three or four broad gold pieces, and sllpl)e g
them into her bosom. The poor woman stared with astomshment
and could not understand the meaning of this golden showe
Before she could recover her surprise, the little Gallego drew forth
achain of gold and dangled it before her, capering with exultatio
his mouth distended from car to ear.

““Holy Virgin. protect us!” exclaimed the wife. “What hast
thou been doing, Peregil? surely thou hast not becn committiod
murder and robbery!”’

The idea scarce entered the brain of the poor Woman than i

the distance, and a little bandy-legged Gallego hanging pendaﬂl

nation, fell into violent hysterics.

What could the poor man do? He had no other means of pac
fying his wife and dispelling the phantoms of her fancy thanbf
relating the whole story of his good fortune. This, however, e
did not do until he had exacted from her the most solemn promlsL
to keep it a profound secret from every living being.

To describe her joy would be impossible. She flung her ar®
round the neck of her husband, and almost strangled him with he*
caresses. ‘‘Now, wife,” exclauned the litfle man with hone'
exultation, *“ what say you now to the Moor’s legacy? Hencefor!!
never abuse me for helping a fellow -creature in distress.”

The honest Gallego retired to his sheep-skin mat, and slept ¥
soundly as if on a bed of down. Not so his-wife; she emptied ¢
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Whole contents of his pockets upon the mat, and sat all night
counting gold picces of Arabic coin, trying on necklaces and car-
rings, and fancying the figure she should one day make when per-
mitted to enjoy her riches. : ' .

On the following morning the honest Gallego took a broad -
golden coin, and repaired with it to a jeweller’s shop in the Zacatin
offer it for sale, pretending to have found it among the ruins of
the Alhambra. The jeweller saw that it had an Arabic inscription,
and was of the purest gold; he offered, however, but a third of its
value, with which the water carrier was perfectly content. Peregil
Now brought new clothes for his little flock, and all kinds of toys,
logether with ample provisions for a hearty meal, and returning to
his dwelling, set all his children dancing around him, while he ca-
Pered in the midst, the happiest of fathers.

The wife of the water carrier kept her promisc of secrecy with
Surprising strictness. For a whole day and a half she went about
With a look of mystery and a heart swelling almost to bursting, yet
sheheld her peace, though surrounded by her gossips. It is true,
she_could not help giving herself a few airs, apologised for her
Tageed dress; and talked of ordering a new basquifia all trimmed
With'gold lace and bugles, and a new lace mantilla. She threw out
hints of her husband’s intention of leaving off his trade of water
Carrying, ‘as it did not altogether agree with his health. In fact,
she thought (hey should all retire to the country for the summer,
that the children might have the benefit of the mountain air, for
there was no living in the city in this sultry season. '

The neighbours stared at cach other, and thought the poor
Woman had lost her wits ; and her airs and graces and elegant pre-
tensions were the theme of “universal scoffing and merriment
mong her friends, the moment her back was turned. '

If she restrained herself abroad, however, she indemnified herself
Athome, and putting astring of rich oriental pearls round her neck,

Toorish bracelets on her arms, and an aigrette'of diamonds on her

¢ad, sailed backwards and forwards in her slattern rags about
the room, now and then stopping to admire herself in a broken
Mirror.  Nay, in the impulse of her simple vanity, she could not
Tesist, on one occasion, showing herself at the window to enjoy the
elfect of her finery on the passers-by. s

As the fates would have it, Pedrillo Pedrugo, the meddlesome
barber, was at this moment sitling idly in his shop on the opposite
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side of the slrcct when his ever-watchful cye caught the sparlde
of a diamond. Inaninstant he was at his loop-hole reconnoitring
the slattern spouse of the water carrier, decorated with the splen-
dour of an eastern bride. No sooncr had he taken an accuralc
inventory of her ornaments, than he posted off with all speed to
the alcalde. In a little while the hungry alguazil was again on
the scent, and before the day was over the unfortunate Peregil
was again dragged into the presence of the judge.

 ““How is this, villain?” cried the alcalde in a furious voice.
““You told me that the infidel who died in your house left nothing
behind but an empty coffer, and now I hear of your wife flaunting
in her rags decked out with pearls and diamonds. - Wretch that
thou art! prepare to render up the spoils of thy miserable vwhmy
and to swing on the gallows thatis already tired of waiting for thee.”

The terrified water carrier fell on his knees, and made a full
relation of the marvellous manner in which he had gained his
wealth. The alcalde, the alguazil, and the inquisitive barber lis
tencd with greedy cars to this Arabian tale of enchanted treasure.
The alguazil was despatched to bring the Moor who had assisted
in the incantation. The Moslem entered half frightened out of his
wits at finding himself in-the hands of the harpies of  the laW:
When he beheld the water carrier standing with sheepish 1ooks
and downcast countenance, he comprchended the whole matter.
*¢ Miscrable animal,” said he, as he passed near him, ¢ did I nol
warn thee against babbling to thy wife? ”

The story of the Moor coincided exactly with that of his col-
league; but the alcalde affected to be slow of belief, and threw out
menaces of imprisonment and rigorous investigation. :

*“Softly, good Seiior Alcalde,” said the Mussulman, who by this
time had recovered his usual shrewdness and self-possession
““Let us not mar Fortunc’s favours in the scramble for then:
Nobody knows anything of this matter but ourselves—Iet us keef
thesecret.  There is wealth enough in the cave to enrich us all
Promise a fair division, and all shall be produced—ret‘use, and the
cave shall remain for ever closed.”

The alcalde consulted apart with the alguazil. The latter W&
an old fox in his profession. *‘ Promise anything,” said he, “ until
you get possession of the treasure. You may then seize upon the
whole, and if he and his accomplice dare to murmur, threated
them with the faggot and the stake as infidels and sorcerers.”
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The alcalde relished the advice. - Smoothing his brow and turn-
ing to the Moor, *“ This is a strange story,” said he, *‘ and may be
true, but I must have ocular proof of it. This very. night you
must repeat the incantation in my presence. If there be really
such treasure, we will share it amicably between us, and say
nothing further of the matter; if ye have deceived me, expect no
mercy at my hands. - In the mean time you must remain in
custody.” . ; '

The Moor and the water carrier cheerfully agreed to these con-
ditions, satisfied that the event would prove the truth of their
words. . . . '

Towards midnight the alcalde sallied forth secretly, attended by
the alguazil and the meddlesome barber, all strongly armed. They
tonducted the Moor and the water carricr as prisoners, and were
Provided with the stout donkey of the latter to bear off the expect-
ol treasure. 'They arrived at the tower without being observed,
and tying the donkey to a fig tree, descended into the fourth vault
of the tower. .

The scroll was produced, the ycllow waxen taper lighted, and
the Moor read ‘the form of incantation. The carth trembled as
hel'ore, and the pavement opened with a thundering sound, dis-

T tlosing the narrow flight of steps.  The alcalde, the alguazil, and

the barber were struck aghast, and could not summon courage to
lescend, *The Moor and the water carrier enfered the lower vault,

- {28 found "the two Moors scated as before, silent and motionless.

hey removed two of the great jars, filled with golden coin and
Precious stones. The water carrier bore them up one by one
Upon his shoulders, but though a strong-backed lit(le man, and

| Customed to carry burthens, he staggered beneath their weight,

and found, when slung on cach side of his donkey, they were as
Iuch as the animal could bear. '

““Let us be content for the present,” said the Moor; * here is
2 much treasure as we can carry off without being perceived, and
Chough {0 make us all wealthy to our heart’s desire.” .

“Is there more treasure remaining behind?” demanded the
alcalde, »-

“Thegreatest prize of all,” said the Moor ; “ a huge coffer hm’l’nd
With bandsof steel, and filled with pearls and precious stones.”

“Let us have up the coffer by all means,” cricd the grasping
alcalde, . v
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¢ ¥ will descend for no more,” said the Moor doggedly; ¢ cnough
is enough for a reasonable man—more is superfluous.”

¢« And I,” said the water carrier, ‘“ will bring up no further
burthen to break the back of my poor donkey.”

Finding commands, threats, and entreaties equally vain, the
alcalde turned to his two adherents. ¢ Aid me,” said he, “10
bring up the coffer, and its contents shall be divided between us.”
So saying he descended the steps, followed with trembling reluc-
tance by the alguazil and the barber. ‘ '

No sooner did the Moor behold them fairly earthed than he
extinguished the yellow taper: the pavement closed with its usual
crash, and the three worthies remained buried in its womb.

He then hastened up the different flights of steps, nor stopped
until in the open air. The little water carrier followed him &
fast as his short legs would permit. '

“ What hast thou done?” cried Peregil, as soon as he could
recover breath. “The alcalde and the other two are shut up in
the vault.” e : :

““ It is the will of Allah!” said the Moor devoutly.

‘“ And will you not release them?” demanded the Gallego.

““Allah forbid ! ” replied the Moor, smoothing his beard. ¢ Itis
written in the book of fate that they shall remain enchanted until
some future adventurer arrive’ {o break the ‘charm. The will of
Godbedone!” Sosaying, he hurled the end of the waxen tapcr
far among the gloomy thickets of the glen.

There was now no remedy ; so the Moor and the water carrier
proceeded with the richly laden donkey toward the city, nor could
honest Peregil refrain from hugging and kissing his long-eared
fellow labourer, thus restored to him from the clutches of the Iaw;
and, in fact, it is doubtful which gave the simple-hearted little
man most joy at the moment,—the gaining of the treasure, or th¢
recovery of the donkey. :

The two partners in good luck divided their spoil amicably and
fairly, except that the Moor, who had a little taste for trinketry,
made out to get into his heap the most of the pearls and precious
ston®s and other baubles, but then he always gave the water carrier
in lieu magnificent jewels of massy gold, of five times the sizé
with which the latter was heartily content. They took care not
to linger within reach of accidents, but made off to enjoy their
wealth undisturbed in otber countrics. ‘The Moor returncd 10
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' { Africa, to his native city of Tetuan, and the Gallego with his wife,
| his children, and his donkey, made the best of his way to Portu-
gal. Here, under the admonition and tuition of his wife, he be-
tame a personage of some consequence, for she made the worthy
little man array his long body and short legs in doublet and hose,
vith a feather in his hat and a sword by his side, and laying aside
{ his familiar appellation of Peregil, assume the more sonorous title
{of Don Pedro Gil : his progeny grew up a thriving and merry-
1 bearted, though short and bandy-legged gencration, while Sefiora
Gil, befringed, belaced, and betassclled from her head to her heels,
{ Vith glittering rings on every finger, became a model of slattern
| fashion and finery. '
{ Astothe alcalde and his adjuncts, they remained shut up under
- | the great tower of the Seven Floors, and there they remain spell-
{ bound at the present day. Whenever there shall be a lack in Spain
of pimping barbers, sharking alguazils, and corrupt alcaldes, they
may be sought after; but if they have to wait until such time for
their deliverance, there is danger of their enchantment enduring
until doomsday. ' ' '

LEGEND OF THE ROSE OF THE
ALHAMBRA, ETC.

‘, For some time after the surrender of Granada by the Moors, that
2 Uelightfe city wasa frequent and favourite residence of the Spanish
| Sovereigns, until they were frightened away by successive shocks
of earthquakes, which toppled down various houses, and made the
d Moslem towers rock to their foundation, \

; Many, many years then rolled away, during which Granada was
| Tarely honoured by a royal guest. The palaces of the nobility re-
. { Mained sjlent and shut up; and the Alhambra, like a slighted
Cauty, sat in mournful desolation among her neglected gardens.
he tower of the Infantas, once the residence of the three beautiful
| I(.)Ol‘ish princesses, partook of the general desolation, and the
{ *Pider spun her web athwart the gilded vault, and bats and owls
Restled in those chambers that had been graced by the presence of
Zayda’ Zorayda, and Zorahayda. The neglect of this tower may
Partly haye been owing to.some superstitious notions of the neigh-
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bours. It was rumoured that the spirit of the youthful Zorahayda,
who had perished in that tower, was often scen by moonlight seated
beside the fountain in the hall, or moaning about the battlements,
and that the notes of her silver lute would be heard at midnight by
wayfarers passing along the glen.

- At length the city of Granada was once more welcomed by the
royal presence. All the world knows that Philip V. was the first
Rourbon that swayed the Spanish sceptre. All the world knows
that he married, in second nuptials, Elizabetta, or Isabella, (for
they are the same, ) the beautiful princess of Parma; and all the
world knows that by this-chain of contingencics a French prince
and an Italian princess were seated together on the Spanish throne.
Tor the reception of this illustrious pair the Alhambra was repairel
and fitted up with all possible expedition. The arrival of the courl

“changed the whole aspect of the lately deserted palace. The
clangour of drum and trumpet, the tramp of steed about the ave-
nues and oufer court, the glitter of arms and display of banners
about barbican and battlement, recalled the ancient and warlikt
glories of the fortress. A softer spirit however reigned within the
royal palace. 'There was the rustling of robes, and the cautio®
tread and murmuring voice of reverential courtiers about the
antechambers; a loitering of pages and maids of honour about ht
gardens, and the sound, of music stealing from open casements.

Among those who attended- in the train of the monarchs was 3
favourite page of the queen, named Ruyz de Alarcon. To say tha!
he was a favourite page of the queen was at once to speak his el
logium, for every one in the suite of the stately Elizabetta W&
chosen for grace, and beauty, and accomplishments. He was just
turned of eighteen, light and lithe of form, and graceful as a youts
Antinous. To the queen he was all deference and respect, yet I¢
wasat heart a roguish stripling, petted and spoiled by the ladit
about the court, and experienced in the ways of women_far beyond
his years. - , ; v :

"This loitering page was one morning rambling about the groves
of the Gencralife, which overlook the grounds of the Alhambr®
He had taken with him for his amusement a favourite gerfalcon of
the queen. In the course of his rambles seeing a bird rising fro®
a thicket, he unhooded the hawk and let him fly. The falco?
towered high in the air, made a swoop at his quarry, but missit8
it, soared away regardless of the calls of the page, The lattef

g
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followed the truant bird with his eye, in its capricious flight, until
{ he saw it alight upon the battlemerits of a remote and lonely tower,
in the outer wall of the Alhambra, built on the edge of a ravine
thatseparated the royal fortress from the grounds of the Generalife.
It was in fact the *Tower of the Princesses.” v
{ The page descended into the ravine and approached the tower,
but it had no entrance from the glen, and its lofty height rendered
any attempt to scale it fruitless. Secking one of the gates of the
fortress, therefore, he made a wide circuit to that sideof the tower
{ facing within the walls. C o
A small garden, enclosed by a trellis-work of reeds overhung
. { Vith myrile, lay before the tower. Opening a wicket the page
- | Passed between beds of flowers and thickets of roses to the door. It
Wasclosed and bolted. A crevice in the door gave him a peep into
| Yeinterior. There was a small Moorish hall with fretted walls,
‘ light marble columns, and an alabaster fountain surrounded with
flowers. In the centre hung a gilt cage containing a singing bird ;
hengath it, on a chair, lay a tortoiseshell cat among reels of silk
- 120d other articles of female labour, and a guitar decorated with ri-
| bands Teaned against the fountain. I :
Ruyz de Alarcon was struck with these traces of female taste and
{tlegance in a lonely, and, as he had supposed, deserted tower.
They reminded him of the tales of enchanted halls current in the
lhambra; and the tortoiseshell cat might be some spell-bound
- A Princess, : S
1 Heknocked gently at the door. A beautiful face peeped out
| from a Jittle window above, but was instantly withdrawn. He
] Maited, expecting that the door would be opened, but he waited
| ! vain ; no footstep was to be heard within—all was silent. Had
{ his senses deceived him, or was this beautiful apparition the fairy
| fthe tower? He knocked again, and moreloudly. - After alittle
| ¥hile the beaming face once more peeped forth; it was that of a
{ Yooming damsel of fifteen. Cee L :
{ . The page immediately doffed his plumed bonnet, and entreated,
“{ ™ the most courteous accents, to be permitted to ascend the tower
1 ™0 pursuit of his falcon. B ,
-{ . “Idarenot open the door, Seiior,” replied the little damsel,
blllshing, ‘“my aunt has forbidden it.”
| “Ydobescech you, fair maid—it is the favourite falcon of the
ueen : T dare not return to the palace without if.”
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¢ Are you then one of the cavaliers of the court?”

1 am, fair maid; but X shall lose the queen’s favour and my
place, if I lose this hawk.” o :

- ¢ Santa Maria! It is against you cavaliers of the court my aunt
has charged me especially to bar the door.”

- $¢ Against wicked cavalicrs, doubtless, but I am none of these,
buta simple harmless page, who will be ruined and undone if you
deny me this small request.”

The heart of the little damsel was touched by the distress of the
page. It was a thousand pities he should be ruined for the want of
so trifling a boon. Surely, too, he could not be one of those dar-
gerous beings whom her aunt had described as a species of cannibal,
ever on the prowl to make prey of thoughtless damsels; he wa
gentle and modest, and stood so entreatingly with capin hand, and
looked so charming.

The sly pagesaw that the garrison began to waver, and redoubled
his entreaties in such moving terms that it was not in the natared
mortal maiden to deny him; so the blushing little warden of the
tower descended and opened the door with a trembling hand, and
if the page had been charmed by a mere glimpse of her "counté-
nance from the window, he was ravished by the full-length portrai
now revealed to him. :

Her Andalusian bodice and trim basquiia set off the round but
delicate symmetry of her form, which was as yet scarcé verging int?
womanhood. Her glossy hair was parted on her forchead wild
scrupulous exactness, and decorated with a fresh plucked rost
according to the universal custom of the country. It is true hef
complexion was tinged by the ardour of a southern sun, but i
- served to give richness to the mantling bloom of her cheek, and
heighten the lustre of her melting eyes. }

Ruyz de Alarcon beheld all this with a single glance, for it be-
came him not to tarry; he merely murmured his acknowledgments,
and then bounded lightly up the spiral staircase in quest of his
falcon. : e

He soon returned with the truant bird upon his fist. The dam-
sel, in the mean time, had seated herself by the fountain in th
hall, and was winding silk; but in her agitation she let fall thereel
upon the pavement. The page sprang and picked it up, thet
dropping gracefully on one knee, presented it to her ; but, seizib$
the hand extended to receive it, imprinted on it akiss more fervent
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and devout than he had ever imprinted on the fair hand of his so-
vereign. ' : : )

With confusionand surprise, for never before had she received such
i salutation. '
The modest page madea thousand apologies, assuring her it was
- ithe way, at court, of expressing the most profound homage and
: J'respcct. : -
Her anger, if anger she felt, was easily pacified, but her agita-
ion and embarrassment continued, and she sat blushing deeper
. [nd deeper, with her eyes cast down upon her work, entangling
 Jhesilk which sheaitempted to wind. A
- | The cunning page saw the confusion in the opposite camp, and
Vould fain have profited by it, but the fine speeches he would have
-~ ftered died upon his lips, his attempts at gallan(ry wereawkward
Wineffectual, and to his surprisc, theadroit page, who had figured

ienced ladies of the court, found himself awed and abashed in the
fsenceof a simple damsel of fifteen. o

{In fact, the artless maiden, in her own modesty and innocence,
. /{d guardians more effectual than the bolts and bars prescribed by
e vigilant aunt. Still, where is the female bosom proof against
- he fiest whisperings of love? The little damsel, with all her
] rll‘Essness, instinctively .comprehended all that the fallering
- {ngue of the page failed to‘express, and her heart was fluttered

~ {beholding, for the first time, a lover at her feet—and such a
- {over .

®Was recovering his usual ease and confidence, when a shrill voic

- " heard at a distance. _ :

| “My aunt is returning from mass!” cricd the damsel in affright :
I pray you, Seiior, depart.”

“Not until you grant me that rose from your hair as a re-
- {Rembrance.” - : .

1 She hastily untwisted the rose from her raven locks. ¢ Take
% eried she, agitated and blushing, * but pray begone.” .
The page took the rose, and at the same time covered with kisses
¢ fair hand that gave it. Then, placing the flower in his bonnet,
™ taking the falcon upon his fist, he bounded off through the

o (13

| “Ave Maria, Seiior! ” exclaimed the damsel, blushing still deeper -

7

.~ JVithsuch grace and effrontery among the most knowing and expe-

{ The diffidence of the page, though genuine, was short-lived, and
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garden, bearing away with him the heart of the gentle Jacinta,
- When the vigilant aunt arrived at the tower, she remarked the
agitation of her nicce, and an air of confusion in the hall; buta
word of explanation sufficed. ‘A gerfalcon had pursued his prey
into the hall.”

¢ Mercy on us! (o think of a falcon flying into the tower. Dil
ever one hear of so saucy a hawk? Why, the very bird in the
cage is not safe!”’ ’

The vigilant Fredegonda was one of the most wary of ancient
spinsters. She had a becoming terror and distrust of what sbe
denominated ‘¢ the opposite sex,” which had gradually increased
through a long life of celibacy. Not that the good lady had evf
suffered from their wiles, nature having set up a safeguard in hef
face that forbade all trespass upon her premises; but ladies Wl
have least cause to fear for themsclves, are most ready to kecp?
watch over their more tempting neighbours.

The nicce was the orphan of an officer who had fallen in {i¢
wars. She had been educated in a convent, and had recent
been fransferred from her sacred asylum to the immediate gua™
dianship of her aunt, under whose overshadowing care she ¥
getated in obscurity, like an opening rose blooming beneath ?
briar. Nor indeed is this comparison entirely accidental; for, ?
tell the truth, her fresh and dawning beauty had caught the publ¢
cye, evenin her seclusion, and, with that poetical turn common®
the people of Andalusia, the peasantry of the neighbourhood ot
given her the appellation of *‘ the Rose of the Alhambra.”

The wary aunt continued to keep a faithful watch over i
tempting little nicce as long as the court continued at Granadh
and flattered herself that her vigilance had been successful. It#
true, the good lady was now and then discomposed by the tinkli%
of guitars and chanting of love ditties from the moonlit groves ber
neath the tower; but she would exhort her niece to shut her €
against such idle minstrelsy, assuring her that it was one of fhe
arts of the opposile sex, by which simple maids were often 1uf
to their undoing. Alas! what chance with a simple maid hasa dry
lecture against a moonlight serenade? - ,

At length King Philip cut short his sojourn at Granada, and
suddenly departed with all his train, The vigilant Frcdcgof‘dfl
. watched the royal pageant asit issued forth from the Gate of Justic®
and descended the great avenue leading o the city. When




last banner disappeared from her sight, she returned cxulting to
her tower, for all her cares were over. To her surprise, a light
Arabian steed pawed the ground at the ‘wicket-gate of the garden :

- {lo her horror, she saw through the thickets of roses a youth, in
|Baily embroidered dress, at the feet of her nicce. ‘At the sound of

her footsteps he gave a tender adieu, bounded lightly over the
barrier of reeds and myrtles, sprang upon his horse, and was out
of sight in an instant. v » o
The tender Jacinta, in the agony of her grief, lost all thought of
her aunt’s displeasure. Throwing herself into her arms, she broke
forth into sobs and tears. ‘

‘; J “Ay de mi!” cried she; ‘‘he’s gone!—he’s gone! he’s gone!

ad I shall never see him more!”
“Gone | —who is gone?— what youth is that I saw at your

- [feot>”

“A queen’s page, aunt, who came to bid me farewell.” v
“A queen’s page, child!” echoed the vigilant Fredegonda
hintly ; < and when did you become acquainted with a queen’s

' [hge2”

“The morning that. the gerfalcon came into the tower. It was
C queen’s gerfalcon, and he came in pursuit of it.”” (

“Ah, silly, silly girl! know that there arc no gerfalcons half
%0 dangerous as these young prankling pages, and it is precisely

{%ch simple birds as thee that they pounce upon.”

he aunt was at first indignant at learning that, in despite of her

- |"%sted vigilance, a tender intercourse had been carried on by the
_{Youthful lovers, almost beneath her eye; but when she found that

'’r simple-hearted niece, though thus exposed, without the pro-
ection of holt or bar, to.all the machinations of the opposite sex,

{"ad come forth unsinged from the fiery ordeal, she consoled her-
- 1% With the persuasion that it was owing to the chaste and cautious

;{Jaxims in which she had, as it were, steeped her to the very
¢ |ps. ‘ . X B 2

While the aunt Iaid this soothing unction to her pride, the niece

treagureq up the oft repeated vows of fidelity of the page. But

Vhat js the love of restless, Toving man? A vagrant stream, that
Allies for a time with cach flower upon ifs bank, then passes on,

| d Jeaves them all in tears.

Days, weeks, months elapsed, and nothing more was l'neard .Of
€ page. The pomegranate ripened, the vine yielded up its fruit,

\
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“boiled up and was tossed about, until a female figure, richly d“
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the autumnal rains descended in torrents from the mountains; the
Sierra Nevada became covered with a snowy mantle; and wintry
blasts howled through the halls of the Alhambra—still he came ot
The winter passed away. Again the genial spring burst forth
with song and ‘blossom and balmy zephyr ; the snows melted frop
the mountains, until none remained but on the lofty summit o
Nevada, glistening through the sultry summer air. Still nothirs
was heard of the forgetful page.

In the mean time, the poor little Jacinta grew pale and thought
fol. Her former occupations and amusements were abandoned,
her silk lay entangled, her guitar unstrung, her flowers wer
neglected, the notes of her bird unheeded, and her eyes, onct¥
bright, were dimmed with secret weeping. If any solitude coul
be devised to foster the passion of alove-lorn damsel, it would®
such a place as the Alhambra, where cvery thing seems disposed?
produce tender and romantic reveries. -It is a very paradisc ¥
lovers : how hard then to be alone in such a paradisc—and 1
merely alone, but forsaken !

¢¢ Alas, silly child!” would the staid and immaculate Fredegond
say, when she found her mnicce in one of her desponding moods’,
¢¢ did I not warn thee against the wiles and deceptions of these 1"
What couldst thou expect, 00, from one of a haughty and aspiri®
family—{hou an orphan, the descendant of a fallen and impo™®
ished line? Be assured, if the youth were true, his father, Who*
one of the proudest nobles about the court, would prohibit *
union with one so humble and portionless as thou. Pluck up?!
resolution, therefore, and drive these idle notions from thy mind
- The words of the immaculate Fredegonda only served to ineré
the melancholy of her niece, but she sought to indulge it in P™
vate: At alate hour onc midsummer night, after her aunt I
retired to rest, she remained alone in the hall of the tower, sci®
beside the alabaster fountain. It was here that the faithless P
had first knelt and kissed her hand ; it was here that he had ofl?
vowed cternal fidelity. The poor little damsel’s heart was over
laden with sad and tender recollections, her tears began to ﬂ0“1
and slowly fell drop by drop into the fountain. By degrees !
cryslal water became agitated, and—bubble—bubble—bubble”

in Moorish robes, slowly rese to view, - - - ...~ . - ’
Jacinta was so frightencd that she fled from the hall, and &
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| ot venture to return. The next morning she related what she
had seen to her aunt, but the good lady treated it as a fantasy of
{ her troubled mind, or supposed she had fallen asleep and dreamt
| beside the fountain. ¢ Thou hast been thinking of the story of the
{ three Moorish Princesses that once inhabited this tower,” continued
| she, ““and it has entered into thy dreams.”
“What story, aunt?. Iknow nothing of it.”
“Thou hast certainly heard of the three princesses, Zayda,
Zorayda, and Zorahayda, who were confined in this tower by the
- { king their father, and agreed to fly with three Christian cavaliers.
| The two first accomplished their escape, but the third failed in her
resolution, and, it is said, died in this tower.” :
“Inow recollect to haveheard of it,” said Jacinta, ¢‘ and to have
Wept over the fate of the gentle Zorahayda.”
“Thou mayest well weep over her fate,” continued the aunt,
- { for the Iover of Zorahayda was thy ancestor; He long bemoaned
| his Moorish love, but time cured him of his grief, and he married
4 2Spanish lady, from whom thou art descended.” Jacinta ruminated
- 1 'Pon these words. ¢‘That what I have seen is no fantasy of the
- § brain ” said she to herself, ‘I am confident. If indecd it be the
» /{ SPiit of the gentle. Zorahayda, which I have heard lingers about
- 4 this tower, of what should I be afraid? - I’ll watch by the fountain
| "vight—perhaps the visit will be repeated.” ‘
4 Towards midnight, when every thing was quiet, she again took
her seat in the hall. As the bell in the distant watch-tower of the
hambra struck the midnight hour, the fountain was again agi-
§ @ted; and bubble—bubble—bubble—it tossed about the waters
4 til the Moorish female again rose to view. She was young and
’ beautiful; her dress was rich with jewels, and in her hand she held
dsilver Jute.  Jacinta trembled and was faint, but was re-assured
1 "the soft and plaintive voice of the apparition, and the sweet ex-
- { Pression of her pale melancholy countenance.
“Daughter of mortality,” said she, ““what aileth thee? Why do
Y tears trouble my fountain, and thy sighs and plaints disturb
® quiet watches of the night?” L2
' ‘.‘I Weep because of the faithlessness of man, and I bemoan my
{ *olitary and forsaken state.” " ' .
| “Take comfort; thy sorrows may yet have an end. Thou behold-
| ®taMoorish princess, who, like thee, was unhappy in her love.
A Christian knight, thy ancestor, won my heart, and would have
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borne me to his native land and to the bosom of his church. T was
a convert in my heart, but I lacked courage equal to my faith,
and lingered till too late. For this the evil genii are permitted o
have power. over me, and I remain enchanted in this tower unti
some pure Christian will deign to break the magic spell, Wilt thou
undertake the task? ” ‘ ‘

T will,” replied the damsel trembling. :

¢ Come hither, then, and fear not; dip thy hand in the fountain
sprinkle the water over me, and baptize me after the manner of
thy faith; so shall the enchantment be dispelled, and my troublel
spirit have repose.” ’ ' '

The damsel advanced with faltering steps, dipped her handit
the fountain, collected water in the palm, and sprinkled it o7
the pale face of the phantom. '

‘The latter smiled with ineffable benignity. She dropped b
silver lute at the feet of Jacinta, crossed her white arms upon b
bosom and mclted from sight, so that it seemed merely as ifs
shower of dew-drops had fallen into the fountain.

" Jacinta retired from the hall filled with awe and wonder. SI*
scarcely closed her eyes that night, but when she awoke at df
break out of a troubled slumber, the whole appeared to her lik¢?
distempered drcam. On descending into the hall, however, the
truth of the vision was established; for, beside the fountain, she
beheld the silver lute glittering in the morning sunshine.

She hastened to her aunt, to relate all that had befallen her, 3
called her to beliold the lute as a testimonial of the reality of I
story. If the good lady had any lingering doubts, they were I
moved when Jacinta touched the instrument, for she drew forl
such ravishing tones as to thaw even the frigid bosom of the i
maculate Fredegonda, that region of eternal winter, into a gev
flow. Nothing but supernatural melody could have produced st
an effect. The extraordinary power of the lute became every daf
more and more apparent. The wayfarer passing by the tove
was detained, and, as it were, spell bound, in breathless ecst
The very birds gathered in the neighbouring {rees, and, hushi®
their own strains, listened in charmed silence. .

Rumour soon spread the news abroad. The inhabitants.‘)[
Granada thronged to the Alhambra to catch a few notes of !°
transcendent music that floated about the tower of Las Infantas:

The lovely little minstrel was at length drawn forth from b
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|retrcat. The rich and powerfulof the land contended who should

{entertain and do honour to her; or rather, who should secure the
{charms of her lute to draw fashionable throngs to their saloons.
{Wherever she went her vigilant aunt kept a dragon walch at her
elbow, awing the throngs of impassioned admirers, who hung in
raptures on her strains. The report of her wonderful powers
{Spread from city to city. Malaga, Seville, Cordova, all became
{successively mad on the theme ; nothing was talked of throughout

- |Andalusia but the beautiful minstrel of the Alhambra. How could
- {itbe otherwise among a people so musical and gallant as the An-
 |lalusians, when the lute was magical in its powers, and the
 {minstrel inspired by love ? ' ' ' .

While all Andalusia was thus music mad, a different mood pre-
vailed at the court of Spain. Philip V., as is well known, was a

- {miserable hypochondriac, and subject to all kinds of fancies. Some-
~ |limes he. would keep to his bed for weeks together, groaning
-~ {Under imaginary complaints. At other times he would insist upon
' “abdicating his throne, to the great annoyance of his royal spouse,
. {"ho had a sirong relish for the splendours of a court, and the glo-

"' ofa crown, and guided the sceptre of her imbecile lord with an -

- {Xpertand steady hand.

?‘Tmhing' was found to be so efficacious in dispelling the royal me-

- £Ims as the powers of music; the queen took care, therefore, to
_{'0¢ the best performers, both vocal and instrumental, at hand,
- {"d'retained the famous Italian singer, Farinelli, about the court
- .J akind of royal physician. ’

Lthe moment we treat of, however, a freak had come over the
@ of this sapient and illustrious Bourbon that surpassed all

-~ {rmer vagaries. After a long spell of imaginary illness, which set
- the

{¥eup the ghost, and considercd himself absolutely dead.

the strains of Farinelli, and the consultations of a whole or-
Stra of court fiddlers, at defiance, the monarch fairly, in idea,

15 Would have been harmless enough, and even convenient

: 0lh to his queen and courtiers, had he been content to remain in

{.° quictude befitting a dead man; but to their annoyance he in-

‘S(tled upon having the funeral ceremonies performed over him,
1 to their inexpressible perplexity, began to grow impatient,

1:1 h‘O revile bitterly at them for negligence and disrespect, in leav-

{ 8 him unburied. What was to be done? To disobey the king’s

] “ilive commands was monstrous in the eyes of the obsequious

1
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courticrs of a punctilious court—but to obey him and bury hin
alive would be downright regicide !

In the midst of this fearful dilemma a rumour recached the cour;
of the female minstrel who was turning the brains of all Andalusia
The queen despatched missions in all haste to summon her to St
Ildefonso, where the court at that fime resided.

Within a few days, as the queen with her maids of honour W&
walking in those stately gardens intended, with their avenues and
terraces and fountains, to eclipse the glories of Versailles, the far-
famed minstrel was conducted into her presence. The imperial
Elizabetta gazed with surprise at the youthful and unpretending
appearance of the little being that had set the world madding. St
was in her picturesque Andalusian dress, her silver lute was inht
hand, and she stood with modest and downcast eyes, but with?
simplicity and freshness of beauty that still bespoke her ¢ the Rost
of the Alhambra.”

As usual she was accompanied by the ever vigilant Fredegonds
who gave the whole history of her parentage and descent to 1
inquiring queen. If the stately Elizabetta had been interested ¥
the appearance of Jacinta, she was still more pleased when sht
learnt that she was of a meritorious though impoverished line, and
that ‘her father had bravely fallen in the service of the crov"
““If thy powers equal  their renown,” said she, ‘“ and thou caps
cast forth this evil spirit that possesses thy sovereign, thy fortu®

' 7 shall henceforth be my care, and honours and wealth attend thee

Impatient to make trial of her skill, she led the way at once!
the apartment of the moody monarch.

Jacinta followed with downcast eyes through files of guards ﬂ“d
crowds of courtiers. They arrived at length at a great chamb”
hung with black. The windows were closed to exclude the Jig"
of day : a number of yellow wax tapers in silver sconces diffus®
a lugubrious light, and dimly revealed the figures of mutes "
mourning dresses, and courtiers who glided about with noisel
step and woe-begone visage. On the midst of a funeral bed
bier, his hands folded on his breast, and the tip of his nose %
visible, lay extended this would-be-buried monarch. -

The quecn cntered the chamber in silence, and pointing w,a
footstool in an obscure corner, beckoned to Jacinta to sit 4OV
andcommence. e . . L

At first she touched her Iute with afaltering hand, but gatheri's
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{ confidence and animation as she proceeded, drew forth such soft
adrial harmony, that all present could scarce believe it mortal.
- | As to the monarch, who had already considered himself in the
1 World of spirits, he setit down for some angelic melody or the mu-
 sicof the spheres. By degrees the theme was varied, and the voice
{ of the minstrel accompanicd the instrument. She poured forth
- { oncof the legendary ballads treating of the ancient glorics of the
- { Alhambra and the achievements of the Moors. Her whole soul \
{ entered into the theme, for with the recollections of the Alhambra

{ Was associated the story of her love. The funcral chamber re-
~ | Sounded with the animating strain. It .cnteredinto the gloomy
heart of the monarch. e raised his head and gazed around : he
. { %t up on his couch, his eye began to kindle—at length, leaping
: {1 Upon the floor, he called for sword and buckler.

{ The triumph of music, or rather of the enchanted lute, was com-
4 Plete; the demon of melancholy was cast forth; and, as it were, a
- | dead man brought to life. The windows of the apartment were
thrown open ; the glorious effulgence of Spanish sunshine burst
mto the Jate lugubrious chamber; all eyes sought the lovely en-
‘ dlﬂﬂtress,—but the Iute had fallen from her hand, she had sunk
- }/"pon the carth, and the next moment was clasped to the bosom of
Ruyz de Alareon. :
‘ The nuptials of the happy couple 'were shortly after cclcbratgd
- 1 Vith great splendour ;—but hold—I hear the reader ask, how did
Uyz de Alarcon ‘account for his long neglect? O that was all

. 1 Oving to the opposition of a proud pragmatical old father : besides,

1 Young people, who really like one another, soon come to an ami-
cable understanding, and bury all past gricvances when once they
Inget,

But how was the proud pragmatical old father reconciled to the
Match?
O his seruples were casily overcome by a word or two from the
ueen, especially as dignities and rewards were showered upon
the blooming favourite of royalty. Besides the lute of Jacinta, you
TOW, possessed a magicpower, and could control the moststubborn
¢ad and hardest breast.

And what came of the enchanted Jute? :

O thatis the most curious matter of all, and plainly proves the
ruth of 411 this story. - That lute remained for some time in the
Amily, but was purloincd and carried off, as was supposed, by the
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great'singcr, Farinelli; in pure jealousy. At his death it passel
into other hands in Italy, who were ignorant of its mystic powers,
and melting down the silver, transferred the strings to an old Gre
‘mona fiddle. The strings still retain something of their magt
virtues. A word in the reader’s ear, but let it go no further=
that fiddle is now bewitching the whole world—it is the fiddle o
Paganini! : .

THE VETERAN.

Among the curious acquaintances I have made in my rambles
about the fortress, is a brave and battered old colonel of invalids
who is nestled like a hawk in one of the Moorish towers. His his
tory, which he is fond of telling, is a tissue of those adventure,
mishaps, and vicissitudes that render the life of almost every Sp
niard of note as varied and whimsical as the pages of Gil Blas.

He was in America at twelve years of age, and reckons amor
the most signal and fortunate events of his life, his having seen G¢
neral Washington. Since then he has taken a part in all the wa
of his country ; he can speak experimentally of most of the priso¥
and dungeons of the Peninsula ; has been lamed of oncleg, crippled
in his hands, and so cut up and carbonadoed that he is a kind of
walking monument of the troubles of Spain, on which there i5?
scar for every battle andbroil, as every year of captivity was notchel
upon the tree of Robinson Crusoe. The greatest misfortune of (¢
brave old cavalier, however, appears to have been his having coo
manded at Malaga during a time of peril and confusion, and be®
made a general by the inhabitants, to protect them from the inv
sion of the French. Thishas entailed upon him a number of ju’:‘
claims upon government, that I fear will employ him until b¥
dying day in writing and printing petitions and memorials, to (i
great disquiet of his mind, exbaustion of his purse, and penance of
his friends ; notone of whom can visit him without having to list®®
to a mortal documentof half an hour in length, and to carry awd/
half a dozen pamphlets in his pocket. This, however, is the ¢
throughout Spain; every where you meet with some worthy wight
brooding in a corner, and nursing up some pet grievance 2
cherished wrong.  Beside, a Spaniard who has a lawsuit, or a clai®
upon government, may be considered as furnished with employlll'v‘ut

" for the remainder of his life. . ‘
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I visited the veteran in his quarters in the upper part of the

| Torre del Vino, or Wine Tower. His room was small but snig,
{| and commanded a beautiful view of the Vega. It was arranged
{ With a soldier’s precision. Three muskets and a brace of pistols,

al bright and shining, were suspended against the wall with a

sabre and a cane, hanging side by side, and above them, two cocked.

hats, one for parade, and one for ordinary use. A small shelf con-
laining some half dozen books, formed his library, one of which,
a litde old mouldy volume of philosophical maxims, was his
favourite reading. This he thumbed and pondered over day by
day; applying every maxim to his own particular case, provided it
had a1 itle tinge of wholesome bitlerness, and treated of the injus-
lice of the world. ‘

Yet heis social and kind-hearted, and, provided hecan be diverled

from his wrongs and his philosophy, is an entertaining companion.

I like these old weather-beaten sons of fortune, and enjoy their
Tough campaigning anecdotes. In the course of my visit to the

-4 "¢ in question, I learnt some curious facts about an old military
| ““mmander of the fortress, who seems to have resembled him in

Some respects, and to have had similar fortunes in the wars. These
Particulars have been augmented by inquiries among some of the
old inhabitants of the place, particularly the father of Matco Xime-
tes, of whose traditional stories the worthy I amabout to introduce
o the reader is a favourite hero. :

THE GOVERNOR AND THE NOTARY.

In former times there ruled, as governor of the Alhambra, a
dﬂﬂghty old cavalier, who, from having lost one arm in the wars,
Was commonly known by the name of el Gobernador Manco, or
“ the onc-armed governor.” He, in fact, prided himself upon

eing an old soldier, wore his mustachios curled up to his eyes, a
Pair of campaigning boots, and a toledo as long as a spit, with his

{ Pocket handkerchief in the basket hilt.

He was, moreover, exccedingly proud and punctilious, and te-

{ Dacious of all his privileges and dignities. Under his sway the
‘lfll_nunitiesof the Alhambra, as aroyal residence and domain, Were
| Migidly exacted. No one was permitted to enter the fortress With

Te-arms, or even with a sword or staff, unless he were of acer-
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* tain rank; and every horseman was obliged fo dismount at the gat

-~ irksome to the captain  general, who commands the province, b

~‘reconnoitring his quarry from his nest in a dry tree.

-One of the most fruitful sources of dispute between these ¥
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and lead his horse by the bridle. Now as the hill of the Alhan-
bra rises from the very midst of the city of Granada, being, asi
were, an excrescence of the capital, itmust at all times be somevwh

have thus an imperium in imperio, a petty independent post in ﬂ_le
very centre of his domains. Itwas rendered the more galling, I
the present instance, from the irritable jealousy of the old gove" i
nor, thattook fire on the least question of authority and jurisdiction :
and from the loose vagrant character of the people that had g j§
dually nestled themselves within the fortress, as in a sanctuary, anl ,
from thence carried on a system of roguery and depredation at e
expense of the honest inhabitants of the city.

Thus there was a perpetual feud and heart-burning between the
captain general and the governor, the more virulent on the pol
of the latter, inasmuch as the smallest of two neighbouring pol¢"
tates is always the most captious about his dignity. The statef
palace of the caplain general stood in the Plaza Nucva, int®
diatelyat the foot of the hill of the Alhambra, and here was alvi’ &
a bustle and parade of guards and domestics, and city functionan®
A bectling bastion of the fortress overlooked the palace and pﬂh]“'
square in front of it; and on this bastion the old governor W0
occasionally strut backwards and-forwards, with his toledo gifd‘
by his side, keeping a wary cye down upon his rival, like a havt

Whenever he descended into the city it was in grand parade;” I
horseback, surrounded by his guards, or in his state coach,®
ancient and unwieldy Spanish edifice of carved timber and gl :
leather, drawn by eight mules, with running footmen, outride™ &
and lackeys, on which occasions he flattered himself he impl‘e,Sse _
every beholder with awe and admiration as vicegerent of the kiog: ,
though the wits of Granada, particularly those who loitered apov
the palace of the captain general, were apt to sneer at his Pe‘.
parade, and in allusion to the vagrant character of his subjec; [
to greet him with the appellation of ¢ the king of the begga™

doughty rivals was the right claimed by the governor to have®
things passed free of duty through the city, that were intended for g
the use of himself or his garrison. By degrees this privilege
givenrise to extensive smuggling. A nest of contrabandistas 00
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{up their abode in thehovels of the fortress, and the numerous caves

~ {inits vicinity, and drove a thriving business under the connivance

1of the soldiers of the garrison.

‘ The vigilance of the captain general was aroused. He consulted
his legal adviser and factotum, a shrewd meddlesome escribano,

{or notary, who rejoiced in an opportunity of perplexing the old
{Potentate of the Alhambra, and involving him in a maze of legal
|subtilties. He advised the captain general to insist upon the right
2 of cxamining every convoy passing through the gates of his city,

and he penned a long letter for him in vindication of the right.

4Governor Manco was a straightforward cut and thrust old soldier,

- {Vhohated an escribano worse than the devil, and this one in par-
{licular worse than all other escribanos.

“What ! ” said he, curling up his mustachios fiercely, ** does the

- {®@ptain general set his man of the pen to practise confusions upon
1¢? T’ let him see that an old soldier is not to be baffled by |

Schooleraft.”
He seized his pen, and scrawled a short letter, in a crabbed

h_and, in which, without deigning to enter into argument, he in-
15isted on_the right of transit free of search, and denounced ven-

- 4%eance on any custom-house officer who should lay his unhallowed

P

4hand on any convoy protected by the flag of the Alhambra. While

ghis question was agitated between the two pragmatical potentates,

] 't $0-happened; that a mule, laden with supplies for the fortress,
: irived one day at the gate of Xenil, by which it was to traverse a
1 Suburb of the city on its way to the Alhambra. The eonvoy was

headeq by a testy old corporal, who had long served under the

5 gOVernor, and was a man affer his own heart ; as rusty and staunch
{®anold toledo blade. As they approached the gate of the city

€ corporal placed the banner of the Alhambra on the packsaddle

1 % the mule, and, drawing himself up toa perfect perpendicular,

:i Vanced with his head dressed to the front, but with the wary

de glance of a cur passing through hostile ground, and ready for
i!g‘r:ap anda snarl.
N th goes there?” said thesentinel at thegate. -
N hSOhdler of the Alhambra,” said the corporal; without turning

cad, v . ‘
«Vhat have you in charge?”

Provisions for the garrison.”
Toceed.”
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‘The corporal marched straight forward, followed by the convoy,
but had not advanced many paces before a posse of custom-house
officers rushed out of a small toll-house. ;
£%.¢ Hallo, there !” cried the leader. “Muleteer, halt, and open
those packages.”

The corporal whecled round, and drew himself up in battle
array. “‘Respect the flag of the Alhambra,” said he; ‘“these things
are for the governor.” ;

A figo for the governor, and a figo for his flag. Muletecr,
halt, I say.”

“Stop the convoy at your peril!” cried the corporal, cocking
his musket : *‘Muleteer, proceed.” ,

The muleteer gave his beast a hearty thwack; the custom-house
officer sprang forward and scized the halter ; whercupon the cor-
poral levelled his piece and shot him dead.

The street was immediately in an uproar. The old corporal was
seized, and after undergoing sundry kicks, and cuffs, and cudgel-
lings, whichare generally given impromptu by the mob in Spain,
as a foretaste of the after penalties of the law, he was loaded with
irons, and conducted to the city prison; while his comrades werc
permitted to proceed with the convoy, after it had been well rum-
maged, to the Alhambra. "

fl‘-h.e old governor was in a towering passion when he heard of
this insult to his flag and capture of his corperal, For a time he
stormed ahout the Moorish halls, and vapoured about the bastions,
and looked down fire and sword upon the palace of the captain
gencral.  Having vented the first-cbullition of his wrath, he des-.
patched a message, demanding the surrender of the corporal, as (0
him alone belonged the right of sitting in judgment on the offences
of those under his command. The captain gencral, aided by the
pen of the delighied escribano, replied at great length, arguing that
as t}w oifence had been committed within the walls of his city, and
against one of his civil officers, it was clearly within his proper
jurisdiction. Thegovernor rejoined by a repetition of his demand g
the captain general gave a surrejoinder of still greater length and
legal acumen ; the governor became hotter and more peret;nplory
in his demands, and the captain general cooler and more copious
in his replies; until the old lion-hearted soldier absolutely roared

with fury at being thus entangled in the meshes of legal confto-
versy. ’ ‘
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While the subtile escribano was thus amusing himself at the
expense of the governor, he was conducting the trial of the cor-
poral, who, mewed up in a parrow dungcon of the prison, had
merely a small grated window at which to show his iron-bound vi-
sage, and receive the consolations of his friends.

A mountain of written testimony ‘was diligently heaped up, ac- \
cording to Spanish form, by the indefatigable escribano; the cor-
poral was completely overwhelmed by it. He was convicted of
murder, and sentenced to be hanged.

It was in vain the governor sent down remonstrance and menace
from the Alhambra. The fatal day was at hand, and the corporal
‘Was put in capilla, that is to say, in the chapel of the prison, as is
always done with culprits the day before execution, that they may
Meditate on their approaching end, and repent them of their
sins, v

Secing things drawing to an extremity, the old governor deter-
Mined to attend to the affair in person. For this purpose he ordered
Out his carriage of state, and, surrounded by his guards, rumbled
down the avenue of the Alhambra into the city. Driving to the
house of the escribano, he summoned him to the portal.

The eye of theold governor gleamed like a coal at beholding the
Smirking man of {he law advancing with an ‘air of exultation.

““What is this I hear,” cried he, *‘that you are about to put ‘to
death one of my soldiers? ”

‘“All according to law—all in strict form of justice,” said the
self-sufficient escribano, chuckling, and rubbing his hands. ‘I -
an show your excellency the written testimony in the case.”

“Fetch it hither,” said the governor. The escribano bustled
into his office, delighted with having another opportunity of dis-
Playing his ingenuity at the expense of the hard-headed veteran.

He returned with a satchel full of papers, and began to read a
long deposition with professional volubility. By this time a crowd
had collected, listening with out-stretched necks and gaping
Mouths, ' '

“““Prythee; man, get into the carriage, out of this pestilent throng,
that Tmay the better hear thee,” said the governor.

The escribano entered the carriage, when, in a twinkling, the
door was closed, the coachman smacked his whip—inules, car-
Tiage, guards, and all dashed off at a thundering rate, leaving
the crowd in gaping wonderment; nor did the governor pause
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untilhehadlodged his prey in one of the strongest dungeons of the
Alhambra.

He then sent down a flag of truce in military style, proposing a
cartel or exchange of prisoners—the corporal for the notary.
The pride of the captain general was piqued ; he returned a con-
temptuous refusal, and forthwith caused a gallows, tall and strong,
to be erected in the centre of the Plaza Nucva for the exccution of
the corporal

““Oho! is that the game?” said Governor Manco. He gave
orders, and immediately a gibbet was reared on the verge of the
great bectling bastion that overlooked the Plaza. ¢“ Now,” saidhe
in a message to the captain general, ‘‘ hang my soldicr when_you
please ; ‘but at the same time that he is swung off in the square,
look up 1o see your escribano dangling against the sky.”

The captain general was inflexible ; troops were paraded in the
square; the drums beat, the bell tolled An immense multitude
of amateurs gathered to«ether to behold the execution. On the
other hand, the governor paraded his garrison on the bastion; and
tolled the funeral dirge of the notary from the Torre de la Campana,
or. Tower of the Bell.

‘The notary’s wife pressed through the crowd Wlth a whole pro-

geny of little embryo escribanos at her heels, and throwing her:
self at the fect'of the captain general, implored him not to sacrifice
thelife of her husband, and the welfare of herself and her nume
rous little ones, toa pomt of pride; ‘“for you know the old gover
nor top well,” said she, *“to doubt that he will put his threat it
- exccution, if you hang the soldier.”
* The captain general was overpowered hy her tears and lamen-
tations, and the clamours of her callow brood. The corporal Was
sent up to the Alhambra, under a guard, in his gallows’ garb, like
a hooded frmr, but with head erect and a face of iron. The escri-
bano was demanded in exchange, according to the cartel. Theonc?
bustlmﬂ' and self-sufficient man of the law was drawn forth from
his dunveon more dead than alive. Allhis flippancy and conceil
had evaporated ; his hair, it is said, had nearly turned grey with
afright, and he had a downcast, do"ged look, as if he still felt the
halter round his neck.

The old gavernor stuck his one arm a-kimbo, and for 2 moment
surveyed him with an iron smile. ¢ Henceforth my friend,” said
e, ““maderate your zeal in hurrying others to the gallows; he’ not

.....
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t00 certain of your safety, even though you should have the lavw
on your side ; and above all, take carc how you play off your school-
craft another time upon an old soldier.”

'GOVERNOR MANCO AND THE SOLDIER.

When Governor Manco, or ‘‘the one-armed,” kept up a show.
of military state in the Alhambra, he became nettled at the re-
proaches continually cast upon his fortress, of being a nestling.
place of rogues and contrabandistas. On a sudden, the old poten-

tate determined on reform, and setting vigorously to work, ejected

whole nests of vagabonds out of the fortress and the gipsy caves,
With which the surrounding hills are honeycombed. He sent out
soldiers also, to patrol the avenues and footpaths, with order to take
up all suspicious persons. .

One bright summer morning, a patrol, consxsting of the testy old
corporal who had distinguished himself in the affair of the notary,
a trumpeter and two privates, was seated under the garden wall of
the Generalife, beside the road which leads down from the moun=~
tain of the sun, when they heard the tramp of a horse, and a male
Voice singing in rough, though not unmusical tones, an old Cas-
lilian campaigning song.

Presently they beheld a sturdy sun-burnt fellow, clad in the
Tagged garb of a foot soldier, leading a powerful Arabian horse,
CapariSOned in the ancient Moresco fashion.

Astonished at the sight of a strange soldicr descending, steed in
hand, from that solitary mountain, the corporal stepped forth and
Challenfr(,d him.

““Who gocs there?”

‘A friend.”

““Who and what are you? ”

*“ A poor soldier just from the wars, with a cracked crown and
Cmpty purse for a reward.” .

By this time they were enabled to view him more narrowly.
He had a black patch across his forehead, which, with a grizzled

card, added to a certain dare-devil cast of countenance, while a
SIl"ht squint threw into the whole an occasional gleam of roguish
§ood-humour.

- Having answered the questions- of the patrol the soldier seemed

4
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1o consider himself entitled tomake others in return. ¢ May Task,”
said he, ‘“what city is that which I see at the foot of the hill?”

““What city!” cried the trumpeter; ‘‘come, that’s too bad.
Here’s a fellow lurking about the mountain of the sun, and demands
the name of the great city of Granada!”

¢ Granada! Madre de Dios! can it be possible?” .

““Perhapsnot ! ” rejoined the trumpeter; ““ and perhaps you ha\ (
no idea that yonder are the towers of the Alhambra.”

- ¢Son of a trumpet,” replied the stranger, *“do not trifle with
me; if this be indeed the Alhambra, 1 havc some strange matters (o
reveal {o the governor.”

““You will have an opportunity,” said the corporal, “for we '
mean to take you before him.” By this time the trumpeter had
seized the bridle of the steed, the two privates had each secured an
arm of the soldier, the corporal put himself in front, gave the word,
‘‘ Forward—march! ” and away they marched for the Alhambra.

The sight of a ragged foot soldier and a finc Arabian horse,.

brought in caplive by the patrol, attracted the attention of all the
idlers of the fortress, and of those gossip groups that generally
assemble about wells and fountains at early dawn: The wheel of
‘the cistern paused in ifs rotations, and- the slipshod servant-maid
stood gaping, with pitcher in hand, as the corporal passed by with
his prize. A motley train gradually gathered in the rear of the
. escort,

Knowing nods and winks and conjectures passed from one {0
another. “Itisa deserter,” said one; ‘A contrabandista,” said
another; ““A bandolero,” said a third; —until it was affirmed
‘that a captain of a desperate band of robbers had been captured by
the prowess of the corporal and his patrol. * Well, well,” said the
old crones, onc o another, *‘captain or not, let him get out of the
grasp of old Governor Manco if he can, thoufvh he is but one-
handed.”

Governor Manco was scated in one of the inner halls of th
Alhambra, taking his morning’s cup of chocolate in company with
his confessor, a fat Franciscan friar, from the neighbouring cor-
vent. A demure, dark-eyed damsel of Malaga, the daughter of bis
housekeeper, was attending upon him. The - world hmted that the
damsel, who, with all her demureness, was a sly buxom baggagé:
had found out a soft spot in the iron heart of the old governor, and
’held complete control over him. But let that pass—the domeS“
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affairs of these mighty potentates of the earth should not be too
narrowly scrutinised. S

When word was brought that a suspicious stranger had been
taken lurking about the fortress, and was actually in the outer
court, in durance of the corporal, waiting the pleasure of his
excellency, the pride and stateliness of office swelled the bosom of
the governor. Giving back his chocolate cup into the hands of the
demure damsel, he called for his basket-hilted sword, girded it to
his side, twirled up- his mustachios, took his seat in a large high-
backed chair, assumed a bitter and forbidding aspect, and ordered
the prisoner into his presence. The soldier was brought in, still
| closely pinioned by his captors, and guarded by the corporal. He
¢ { maintained, however, a resolute self-confident air, and returned
the sharp, scrutinising look of the governor with an casy squint,
{ Which by no means pleascd the punctilious old potentate.
{ ‘“Well,culprit,” said the governor, after he had regarded him for
4 2moment in silence, ** what have you to say for yourself — who
-4 are you?” . . )

*“ A soldier, just from the wars, who has brought away nothing
but'scars and braises. ” _
{ ‘“‘A'soldier—humph—a foot soldier by your garb. I under-
{ stand you have a fine Arabian horse. I presume you brought him
1 00 from the wars, beside your scars and bruises.
“May it please your excellency, I have something strange to
-] Ultabout that horse. ' Indeed I have one of the most wonderful
4 things o relate. Something too that concerns the security of this
: f()l‘tl'ess, indeed of all Granada. But it is a matter to be imparted
{ °uly to your private ear, or in presence of such only as arc in your
4 “Onfidence, . A .
The governor considered for a moment, and then directed the

f | “rporal and his men to.withdraw, but to post themsclves outside

t | “lthe door, and be ready at a call. ““This holy friar,” said he, *“is
Ty confessor, you may say any thing in his presence —and this
Gampggy, nodding towards the handmaid, who had loitered with
a air of great curiosily, ““this damsel -is of great secrecy and dis-
{ (Mlion, and to be trusted with any thing.” - ‘

5 he soldier gave a glance between a squint and a leer at the de-
1 Mure handmaid. ““T am perfectly willing,” said he, ““that the
Gamse] should remain. ” : : B
When all ‘the rest had withdrawn, the soldier commenced his
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story. He was a fluent, smooth-tongued varlet, and had a com-
mand of language above his apparent rank.

“May it please your excellency,” said he, ““I am, as I beforc
observed, a soldier, and have seen some hard service, but my term
of enlistment being expired, I was discharged, not long since, from
the army of Valladolid, and set out on foot for my native village in
Andalusia. Yesterday cvening the sun went down as I was {ra-
versing a great dry plain of Old Castile.

‘“Hold,” .cried the governor, *‘ what is this you say? Old Castile
is some two or three hundred miles from this.”

¢“Even so,” replied the soldier coolly. ‘I told your excellency
I'had strange things to relate; but not more strange than true; a
your excellency will find, if you will deign me a patient hearing.”

‘¢ Proceed, culprit,” said the governor, twirling up his mus-
tachios.

¢‘As the sun went down,” contmued the soldier, **I cast my
eyes about in search of some quarters for the night; but, far
my sight could reach, there were no signs of habitation, I sa¥
that I should have to make my bed on the naked plain, with my
knapsack for a pillow ; but your excellency is an old soldier, and
knows that to one who has been in the wars sucha m"ht’s lodging
is no great hardship.”

The governor nodded assent, as he drew his pocket handkerchie!
out of the basket hilt, to drive away a fly that buzzcd about his

‘nose, :

:“Well, to make a long story short,” coutmued the soldier, *!
trudged forward for several miles until I came to a bridge over
deep ravine, through which ran a little thread of water, almost
dried up by the summer heat. At onc end of the bridge was?
Moorish tower, the upper end all in rains, but a vault in the foul
dation quite entire. Here, thinks I, is a good place to make ahalti
so I went down to the stream, took a hearty drink, for the watef
was pure and sweet, and I was parched with thirst; then openi®
my wallet, I took out an onion and a few crusts, which were all
provisions, and scating myself on-a stone on the margin of th¢
stream, began tomake my supper ; intending afterwards to quar“-“'
myself for the night in the vault of the tower ; and capital quartcl‘-"
they would have been for a campaigner just from the wars, as you
excellency, who is an old soldier, may suppose.”’

- “1 have put up gladly wilth worse in my time,” said (he 8
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vernor, returning his pocket handkerchief into the hilt of his
sword.

““ While I was quietly crunching my crust,” pursued the soldlcr,
I heard something stit within the vault; I listened — it was. the
tramp of a horse. By and bye, a man came forth from a doot in
the foundation of the tower, close by the water’s edge, leading a
powerful horse by the brldle I could not well make out what he
Was by the starlight. It had a suspicious look to be lurking among
the ruins of a tower, in that wild solitary place. He mightbe a
ere wayfarer, like myself; he might be a contrabandista;. he
might be a bandolero; what of that? thank heaven and my poverty,
I'had nothing to lose; 50 I sat still and crunched my crusts. .

‘““He led his horse to the water, close by where I was sitting,
$0 that, I had a fair opportunity of reconnoitring him. To my
Surprise he was dressed in a Moorish garb, with a cuirass of stecl,
and a polished skull-cap that I distinguished by the reflection of
the stars upon it. His horse, 100, was harnessed in the Moresco
fashion, with great shovel stirrups. He led him, as I said, to the
side of the stream, into which the animal plunged his head almost
to the eyes, and drank until I thought he would have burst.

‘¢ Comrade,” said I, °your steed drinks well; it’s a good sign
When a horse phm"es hlS muzzle bravely into the water.’

““‘He may well drink,’ said ‘the stranger, speaking with a
Moorish accent, ‘it is agood year since he had his last draught.’

‘¢ By Sanhago, said I, ¢ that beats even the camels that I have
Stenin Africa. But come, you seem to be something of a soldier;
Will you sit down and take part of a soldier’s fare?’ In fact I felt
the want of a companion in this lonely place, and was willing to
Put up with an infidel. Besides, as your excellency well. knows,
A soldier is never very particular about the faith of his company,
and soldiers of all countries are comrades on peaceable ground 5

The governor again nodded assent. : :
- ““Well, as I was saying, I invited hitm to share my supper, such
3 it was, for I could not do less in common hospitality. I have
10 time to pause for meat or drink,’ said he, ‘I have along journey
10 make before morning.’ : , '

‘“‘In which dlrecllon?’ said I

‘¢ Andalusia,” said he.

‘¢ Exactly my route,’ said1; ¢ $0, as you won’t stop and cat
With me, perhaps you will let me mount and ride. with you. 1
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sée your horse is of a powerful frame, I’Il warrant he Il carry
double.’ _ Co
~ «¢Agreed,” said the trooper ; and it would not have been civil and
soldier-like to refuse, especially as I had offered to share my supper
with him. . So up he mounted, and up I mounted behind him.
¢ ¢ Hold fast,” said he, ‘my steed gocs like the wind.”
¢¢¢ Never fear me,’ said I, and so off we set. -
. ““From a walk the horse soon passed to a trot, from a trot 10
agallop, and from a gallop toa harum scarum scamper. It seemed

as if rocks, trees, houses, every thing, flew hurry scurry behind us.
' ¢ ¢ 'What'town is this?’ said I.

¢ ¢ Segovia,” said he; and before the word was out of his mouth,
the towersof Segovia were out of sight. We sweptup the Gux
darama mountains, and down by the Escurial; and we skirted the
walls of Madrid, and we scoured away across the plains of La Man-
cha. In this way we went up hill and down dale, by towers and
cities, all buried in decp sleep, and across mountains, and plains,
and rivers, just glimmering in the starlight. ' '

““To make a long story short, and not to fatigue your excel-
lency, the trooper suddenly pulled up on the side of a mountain:
¢ Here we are,’ said he, ‘at the end of our journey.’ I looked
about, but could sec no signs of habitation ; nothing but the mouth
of a cavern: ' While I Jooked I saw multitudes of people in Moorish
dresses, some on horseback, some on foot, arriving as if borne by
the wind from all points of the compass, and hurrying into.{h¢
mouth of the cavern, like bees into a hive. - Before.I could ask
question, the trooper struck his long Moorish spurs into the horsc
flanks and dashed in with the throng. We passed along a stecP
winding.way, that descended into the very bowels of the mountait-
As we pushed on, a light began to glimmer up by little and 1ittl¢,
like the first glimmerings of day, but what caused it I could not
discern. It grew stronger and stronger, and cnabled me to st
every thing around. I now noticed, as we passed along, great
caverns, opening to the right and left, likehalls in anarsenal. It
some there were shields, and helmets, and cuirasses, and lanccs
and scimitars, hanging against the walls; in others there wert
great heaps of warlike munitions, and camp equipage lying upo®
the ground. : '

. ¢ It-would have done your excellency’s heart good, being an old
soldier, to have seen such grand provision for war. Then, in othclf,
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caverns, there were long rows of horsemen armed to the teeth,
With lances raised and banners unfurled all ready for the field; but
they all sat motionless in their saddles like so many statues. In

other halls were warriors sleeping on the groundbeside their horses,

and foot-soldiers in groups ready to fall into the ranks. = All were
in old-fashioned Moorish dresses and armour.

* Well, your excellency, to cut a long story short, we atlength
entered an immense cavern, or I may say palace, of grotto work,
the walls of which seemed to be veined with gold and silver, and
o sparkle with diamonds and sapphires and all kinds of precious
Slones. At the upper end sat a Moorish king on a golden throne,
With his nobles on each side, and a guard of African blacks with
drawn scimitars. All the crowd that continued to flock in, and
amounted to thousands and thousands, passed one by one before his
throne, each paying homage as he passed. Some of the multitude
Were dressed in magnificent robes, without stain or blemish, and

Sparkling with jewels; others in burnished and enamelled armour;

While others were in moulderéd and mildewed garments, and in
armour all battered and dented and covered with rust.

““I had hitherto held my tongue, for ‘your excellency well
knOWS, it is not for a soldier, to ask, many questions when on duty,
but I could keep silent no longer., ’ HiA
(h.“‘ Prythee, comrade,” ‘said ‘T, “'what is the meaning of all

15?° : :

*“¢This,” said the trooper, ‘is a great and fearful mystery. Know,
O Christian, that you see before you thié court and army of Boabdil
thelast king of Granada. I '

““What is this you tell me?’ cried I. ¢ Boabdil and his court
Xi‘f!:e exiled from the land hundreds of years agone, and all died in

rica,’ v .

. ‘¢ Soit is recorded in your lying chronicles,’ replied the Moor :

butknow that Boabdil and the warriors who made the last struggle
Or Granada were all shut upin the mountain by powerful enchant-
Ment.  As for theking and army that marched forth from Granada
A the time of the surrender, they were a mere phantom train, of
SPirits and demons permitted to assume those shapes to deceive the

bristian sovereigns. And furthermore let me tell you, friend, that
Al Spain js country under the power of enchantment. There is
10t a mountain cave, not a lonely walch-tower in the plains, nor

Tlined castle on the hills, but has somespell-bound warriors sleeping
12
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" fromage to age withinits vaults, until the sins are expiated for which
Allah permitted the dominion to pass for a time out of the hands of
the faithful. Once every ycar, on the eve of St. John, they are re-
lcased from enchantment, from sunset {o sunrise, and permitted to
repair here topay homage to their sovereign : and the crowds which
you beheld swarming into the cavern arc Moslem warriors from
their haunts in all parts of Spain. For my own part, you saw the
ruined tower of the bridge in Old Castile, where I have now
‘wintered and summered for many hundred years, and where I must
be back again by daybreak. As to the battalions of horse and foot
which you beheld draw up in array in the neighbouring caverns,
they are the spell-hound warriors of Granada. It is written in the
book of fate, that when the enchantment is broken, Boabdil will
descend from the mountain at the head of this army, resume his
throne in the Alhambra and his sway of Granada, and gathering to-
gether the enchanted warriors from all parts of Spain, will recos-
quer the peninsula and restore it to Moslem rule.’

. ¢ ¢ And when shall this happen ?” said I.

¢¢ ¢ Allah alone knows : we had hoped the day of deliverance was
at hand ; but there reigns at present a vigilant governor in the
Alhambra, a stanchold soldier, well known as Governor Manco.
While such a warrior holds command of the very outpost, and
stands ready to’ check the first irruption from the mountain, ]
. fear Boabdil and his soldiery must be conlent to rest upon their
arms.”” : :

) Here the governor raised himself somewhat perpendicularly, ad-
Justed his sword, and twirled up his mustachios.

¢“To makea longstory short, and not to fatigue your excellency,
ﬂ:e (terOper, having given me this account, dismounted from his
sleed. ;

“¢ Tarry here,’ said he,  and guard my steed while I go and
bow the knee to Boabdil.” So saying; he strode away among the
throng that pressed forward to the throne. '

““What’s to be donc?’ thought I, when thus left to myself;
¢ shall T wait here until this infidel returns to whisk me off on his
goblin steed, the Lord knows where ; or shall I make the most of
my time and beat a vetreat from this hobgoblin community?
soldier’s mind is soon made up, as your excellency well knows:
As to the horse, he belonged toan avowed enemy of the faith and
the realm, and was a fair prize according to the rules of war. 50
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hoisting myself from the crupper into the saddle, I turned the reins,
struck the Moorish stirrups into the sides of the steed, and put him
tomake the best of his way out of the passage by which he had en-
tered. Aswe scoured by the halls where the Moslem horsemen
sat in motionless battalions, I thought I heard the clang of armour
and a hollow murmur of voices. I gave the steed another taste of
the stirrups and doubled my speed. There was now a sound be-
hind me like a rushing blast ; I heard the clatter of a thousand
hoofs : a countless throng overtook me. I was borne along in the
press, and hurled forth from the mouth of the cavern, while thou-
sands of shadowy forms were swept off in every direction by the
four winds of heaven. : A s . :

*“ In the whirl and confusion of the scene I was thrown senscless
to the earth. When I came tomyself I was lying on the brow of
ahill with the Arabiansteed standing beside me; for, in falling, my
arm had slipt within the bridle, which, I presume, prevented his
Whisking off to Old Castile.

““Your excellency may easily judge of my surprise on looking
round, to behold hedges of aloes and Indian figs and other proofs
ofa southern climate, and to seea great city below me with towers,
and palaces, and a grand cathedral. o

‘“I descended the hill cautiously, leading my steed, for T was
draid to mount him again, -lest he should play me some slippery
trick. _ As I descended I met with your patrol, who let me into
the secret that it was Granada that lay before me; and that T was
Actually under the walls of the Alhambra, the fortress of the re-
loubted Governor Manco, the terror of all enchanted Moslems.
When I heard this, I determined at once to seek your excellency,
0 inform you of all that I had scen, and to warn you of the perils
t!lat surround and undermine you, that you may take measures in
time to guard your fortress, and the kingdom itself, from this in-
testine army that lurks in the veryhowels of the land.”

“ And pr'ythee, friend, you who are a veteran campaigner, and

Ave seen so much service,” said the governor, *‘ how would you
dvise me to proceed, in order to prevent this evil?” -

“It is not for ahumble private of the ranks,” said the soldier
Modestly, ¢¢ to pretend to instruct acommander of your excellency’s
$agacity, but it appears to me that your excellency might cause all
the cayes and entrances in the mopntain to be walled up with solid
Mason work, so that Boabdil aund his army might be completely
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‘ corked up in their sub(crranean habitation. If the good father

too,” added the soldier reverently bowing to the friar, and de-
voutedly crossing “himself, ‘‘ would consecrate the barricadocs
with his blessing, and put up a few crosses and reliques and images
of saints, I think they might withstand all the power of infidelcn-
chantments.”

¢¢ They doubtless would be of great 'lvml ” said the friar.

The governor now placed his arm a-knnbo with his hand resting |
on the hilt of his toledo, fixed his ¢ye upon the soldier, and gently

‘wagging his head from one side to the other;

““So, friend,” said he, “‘then you really suppose X am to be
gulled with this cock-and-bull story about enchanted mountains
and enchanted Moors? Hark ye, culprit!—= not another word.
‘An old soldier you may be, but you ’ll find you have an older so- §
dicr (o deal with, and one not easily oulgencralled. Ho! guards F
there! put {his fellow in irons.’ Z

The demure handmaid would have put in a word in favour o B
the prisoner, but the governor silenced her with a look.

As they were pinioning the soldier, one of the guards felt some-
thing. of bulk in his pocket, and drawmfr it forth, found a lon; g
lcathern purse that appeared to be/well filled. Holding it by on &
corner, he turned out the contents upon the table before the g0 K
vernor, and never did freebooter’s bag make more gorgeous dCh
very.  Out tumbled rings, and jewels, and rosaries of pearls, and
sparkling diamond crosses, and a profusion of ancient golden coit,
some of which fell ]mglmg to the floor, and rolled away to the
uttermost parts of thie chamber.

For a time the functions of justice were suspended there W& |
an universal scramble after the glittering fugitives. The governC® £
alone, who was imbued with true Spanish prxdc maintained b
statcly decorum, though his eye betrayed a little anxxely until the 8
last coin and JGWCI were restored to the sack. .

The friar ‘was not so calm; his whole face glowed lnke afl urnﬂCf*
and his eyes twinkled and ﬂashcd at sight of the rosaries and
Crosses. :

¢ Sacrilegious wretch that thou art!” etclmmed he; ¢ what
church or sanctuary hast thou been plundermg of these sacre
relics ?”’

““ Neither one nor the other, holy father H) they be sacrilegio®-
spoils, they must have been mlwn in times long past, by the inl del
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troopér I have mentioned. T was just going to tell his excellency
When he interrupted me, that, on taking possession of the trooper’s
hoxse, T unhooked a leathcrn sack which hung at the saddle-bow,
and which I presume contained the plunder of his campaignings
in“days of old, when the Moors overran the country.”

‘ Mighty we]l at present you will make up your mind to take
up your quarters in a chamber of the Vermilion Tower, which,
though not under a magic spell, wxll hold you as safe as any cave
ot your enchanted Moors.” '

’“Your excellency will do as you thmk proper, saxd the prx-
sner cooll y. “Ishall be thankful to your excellency for any ac-
commodation in the fortress. A soldier who has been in the wars,
3 your excellency well knows, is not particular about his lodgings
i] Provided I have a snug dungeon and regular rations, I shall ma-
Eq Mage to make myself comfortable. I wouldonly entreat that while
L] Your excellency is so careful about me, you would have an eye to
4 Your fortress, and think on the hint I dropped about stopping up
the entrances to the mountain.” ;

Here ended the scene. - The prisoner was conducted to a strong
dungeon in the Vermilion Tower, the Arabian steed was led to his
excellency’s stable, and the trooper’s sack was deposited in his ex-
cellency’s strong box.. To the latter, it'is true, the friar made some
demyr , questioning w hc ther the sacrcd relics, whlch were evidently
Sacrlle«nous spoils, should not be placed in custody of the church;
but as the governor was peremptory on the subject, and was ab-
j | Slute lord in the Alhambra, the friar discreetly dropped the dis-
tussion, but determined to convey mtelhgencc of the fact to the
chlll’(:h dignitaries in Granada.

To explain these” prompt and rigid measures on the part of old
Governor Manco, it is proper to observe, that about this time the
Alpuxarra mountains in the. neighbourhood of Granada were ter-
ribly infested by a gang of robbers, under the command of a daring
thief, named Manuel Borasco,‘who wereaccustomed to prowl about
the country, and even to enter the city in various disguises, to gain
] lntelllgenceof the departure of convoys of merchandise, or travellers
Vith well-lined purses, whom they took care to waylay in distant
and solitary ‘passes of their road. These repeated and daring ou-

frages had awakened the attention of government, and the com-
Manders of the various posts had received instructions to be on the
. dlert, and 1o take up a]l susplcxous slra"glcrs. Governor Manco
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was parhcularly zealous in consequence of the various shgmas that
had been cast upon his fortress, and he now doubted not that he
had entrapped some formidable desperado of this gang.

In the mean time the story took wind, and became the talk, not
merely of the fortress, but of the whole city of Granada. It was
said that the noted robber Manuel Borasco, the terror of the Al-
puxarras, had fallen into the clutches of old Governor Manco,
- and been cooped up by him in a dungeon of the Vermilion Tower;
and every one who had been robbed by him flocked to recognise
the marauder. The Vermilion Towers, as is well known, stand
apart from the Alhambra on a sister hill, separated from the main
fortress by the ravine down which passes the main avenue. There
were no outer walls, but a sentinel patrolled before the tower. The
window of the chamber. in which the soldier was confined was
strongly grated, and looked upon a small esplanade. Here the
good folks of Granada repaired to gaze at him, as they would ata §
laughing hyena, grinning through the cage of a menageric. No-
body, however, recognised him for Manuel Borasco ; for that ter- F
rible robber was noted for a ferocious physiognomy, and had by [
no means the good-humoured squint of the prisoner. Visitors
came not mercly from the city, but from all parts of the country;
but nobody knew him, and there began to be doubts in the minds §
of the common pcople whether there might not be some truthin B
hisstory. That Boabdil and his army were shut up in the mountain, :
was an old tradition which many of the ancient inhabitants had
heard from their fathers. Numbers went up to the mouritain of
the sun, or rather of St. Elena, in search of the cave mentioned
by the soldier ; and saw and peeped into the deep dark pit, descend:
ing, no one knows how far, into the mountain, and which remains §
there to this day—the fabled entrance to the suhterranean abodeof
Boabdil.

By degirees the soldier became popular wuth the common people:
A freebooter of the mountains is by no means the opprobrious cha
racter in Spain that a robber is in any other country : on the con-
trary, he is a kind of chivalrous personage in the eyes of the low er §
classes. Thereis always a disposition, also, to cavil at the conduct |
of those in command ; and mariy began tomurmur at the high-handed
measures of old Governor Manco, and to look upon the prlsoner
in the light of amartyr.

The soldxer, moreover, was amerry, waggish fellow, that had a
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joke for évery one who came near his window, and a soft speech
for every female. He had procured an old guitar also, and would
sit by his window and sing ballads and love ditties, to the delight of
the women of the neighbourhood, who would assemble on the espla-
nade in the evenings and dance boleros to his music. Having
trimmed off his rough beard, his sunburnt face found favour in the
eyes of the fair; and the demure handmaid of the governor de-
clared that his squint was perfectly irresistible. This kind-hearted
damsel had, from the first, evinced a deep sympathy in his fortunes;
and having in vain tried to mollify the governor, had set to work
_Privately to mitigate the rigour of his dispensations. Every day she
brought the prisoner some crumbs of comfort which had fallen
from the governor’s table, or been abstracted from his larder, to-
gether with, now and then, a consoling bottle of choice Val de
Pefias, or rich Malaga. , .

While this petty treason was going on, in the very centre of the
old governor’s citadel, a storm of open war was brewing up among
his externial foes. The circumstance of a bag of gold and jewels
having been. found upon the person of the supposed robber had
been reported, with many exaggerations, in Granada. A question
of territorial jurisdiction was immediately started by the governor’s
inveterate rival, the captain general. He insisted that the prisoner
had been captured without the precincts of the ‘Alhambra, and
Vithin the rules of his authority. He demanded his body therefore,
and the spolia opima taken with him. Ducinformation having been
Carried likewise by the friar to the grand Inquisitor of the crosses
and rosaries, and other reliques contained in the bag, he claimed
the culprit as having been guilty of sacrilege, and insisted that his

Plunder was due to the church, and his body to the next auto da
| fe The feuds ran high, the governor was furious, and swore, ra-
| ther than surrender his captive, he would hang him up within the
Alhambra, as a spy caught within the purlicus of the fortress.

The captain general threatened to send a body of soldiers to
transfer the prisoner from the Vermilion Tower to the city. The
Srand Inquisitor was equally bent upon despatching a numbe'l‘ of
the familiars of the Holy Office. Word was brought late at night
10 the governor of these machinations. ¢‘Let them cofne,’ ?‘“d
he, ““(hey /Il find me beforchand with them; he must rise b‘rlght
and carly who would take in an old soldier.” He accordingly
issued orders to have the prisoner removed at daybreak, to the



- .child,” said he to his demure handmaid, ‘“tap at my door, and

-dungeon is'empty, but the door locked, —no one knows how. he
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donjon keep within the walls of the Athambra. *‘ And &’ye hear,

wake me before cock-crowing, that I may see to the matter my-
self.” - .

- The day dawned the cock crowed, but nobody tapped at the
door of the governor. The sunrose high above the mountain tops,
and-glittered in at his casement, ere the governor was wakened
from his morning dreams by his veteran corporal, who stood be-
fore him with terror stamped upon his iron visage.

:““He’s off! he’s gone!” cried the corporal gasping for breath
*“Who’s off — who’s gone ?”

““The soldicr—the robber—the devil, for aught I know; his

has escaped out of it.”

¢ Who saw him last?”

¢ Your handmaid, she brought him his supper.”

‘¢ Let her be called instantly.”

‘Here was new matter of confusion. The chamber of the demure
damsel was likewise empty, her bed had not been slept in ; she had
doubtless gone off with the culprit, as she had appeared, for some
days past, to have frequent conversations with him.

This was wounding the old governor in a tender part; but he:
had scarce time to wince at it, when new misfortunes broke upo?
his view. On going into his cabmet he found his strong box open
the leather purse of the trooper abstracted, and wi ith it, a couple of
corpulent bags of doubloons. -

But how, and which way, had the fu"mves escaped? An old
peasant who lived in a cottage by the road-side, leading up into the
-Sierra, declared that he had heard the tramp of a powerful steed
just before daybreak, passing up into the mountains. He had looked
out at his casement, and could just distinguish a horscman, with
female scated before him.

¢ Search the stables!” cried Governor Manco " The stablés
were searched ; all the horses were in their stalls, excepting th®
‘Arabian steed. In his place was a stout cudgel tied to the manger
and on it a label bearing these words, ¢“A glft to Governor ManC°7
from an Old Soldier.”
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LEGEND OF THE TWO DISCREET
| STATUES.

There lived once in a waste apartment of the Alhambra a merry
little fellow, named Lope Sanchez, who worked in the gardens,
and was as brisk and blithe as a grasshopper, singing all day long.
He was the life and soul-of the fortress; when his work was over,
he would sit on one of the stone benches of the esplanade, and
strum his guitar, and sing long ditties about the Cid, and Bernardo
del Carpio, and Fernando del Pulgar, and other Spanish heroes,
for the amusement of the old soldiers of the fortress, or would
strike up a merrier tune, and set the girls dancing boleros and
fandangos. '

Like most little men, Lope Sanchez had a strapping buxom dame
for a wife, who could almost have put him in her pocket; but he
lacked the usual poor man’s lot—instead of ten children he had
but one. 'This was a little black-eyed girl about twelve years of
age, named Sanchica, who was as merry as himself, and the delight

Of his heart. She played about him as he worked in the gardens,

danced to his guitar as he sat in_the shade, and ran as_wild as
a young fawn about the groves and alleys and ruined halls of the
Alhambra. 7 o

It was now the eve of the blessed St. John, and the holiday-loving
gossips of the Alhambra, men, women, and children, went up at
night to the mountain of the sun, which rises above the Generalife,
to keep their midsummer vigil on its level summit. Itwas a bright
moonlight night, and all the mountains were grey and silvery, and
the city, with its domes and spires, lay in shadows below, and the
Vega was like a fairy land, with haunted streams gleaniing among
its dusky groves. On the highest part of the mountain they lit up
abonfire, according to an old custom of the country handed down
from the Moors. The inhabitants of the surrounding country were
keeping a similar vigil, and bonfires, here and there in the Vega,
and' along the folds of the mountains, blazed up palely in the
moonlight.

- - The evening was gaily passed in dancing to the guitar of Lope

Sanchez, who was never so joyous as when on a holiday revel of
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the kind. 'While the dance was going on, the little Sanchica with
some of her playmates sported among the ruins of an old Moorish
fort that crowns the mountain, when, in gathering pebbles in the
fosse, she found a small hand curiously carved of jet, the fingers
closed, and the thumb firmly clasped upon them. Overjoyed with
her good fortune, she ran to her mother with her prize. It im-
mediately became a subject of sage speculation, and was eyed by
some with superstitious distrust. ‘¢ Throw it away,” said one;
¢¢it’s Moorish—depend upon it there’s mischief and witchcraft in
it.”” ““By no means,” said another ; ‘“you may sell it for something
to the jewellers of the Zacatin.” In the midst of this discussion an
old tawny soldier drew near, who had served in Africa, and was
as swarthy as a Moor. He examined the hand with a knowing
look. ‘I have seen things of this kind,” said he, ‘‘among the
Moors of Barbary. It is a great virtue toguard against the evil eye,
and all kinds of spells and enchantments. I give you joy, friend
Lope; this bodes good luck to your child.”

Upon hearing this, the wife of Lope Sanchez tied the little hand

of jet to a riband, and hung it round the neck of her daughter. .

“The sight of this talisman called up all the favourite superstitions
about the Moors. The dance was neglected, and they sat in groups
on the ground, telling old legendary tales, handed down from! their
ancestors. Some of their stories turned upon the wonders of the
very mountain upon which they were seated, which is a famous
hobgoblin region. One ancient crone gave a long account of the
subterrancan palace in the bowels of that mountain where Boabdil
and all his Moslem court are said to remain enchanted. *‘Among
yonder ruins,” said she, pointing to some crumbling walls and
mounds of carth on a distant part of the mountain, ¢ there is
decp black pit that goes down, down into the very heart of the
mountain. For all the money in Granada I would not look down
intoit. Once upon a time a poor man of the Alhambra, who
tended goats upon thismountain, scrambled down into that pit after
a kid that had fallen in. He came out again all wild and staring,
and toldsuch things of What he had seen, that every one thought his
brain was turned. He raved for a day or two about the hobgoblit
Moors that had pursued him in the cavern, and could hardly be
persuaded to drive his goats up again to the mountain. He did 0
at last, but, poor man, he never came down again. The nc_igh:
bours found his goats browsing about the Moorish ruins, and bis
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hat and mantle lying near the mouth of the pit, but he was never
more heard of.” . : Co

The little Sanchica listened with breathless attention to this
story. She was of a curious nature, and felt immediately a great
hankering to pecp into this dangerous pit. Stealing away from
her companions, she sought the distant ruins, and after groping for
some time among them came to a small hollow, or basin, near the
brow of the mountain, where it swept steeply down into the valley
of the Darro. In the centre of this basin yawned the mouth of
the pit. Sanchica ventured to the verge, and peeped in. All was
black as pitch, and gavean idea of immeasurable depth.” Her blood
ran cold ; she drew back; then peeped again, then would have run
away, then took another peep—the very horror of the thing was
delightful to her.  Atlength she rolled a large stone, and pushed it
over the brink. For some time it fell in silence ; then struck some
rocky projection with a violent crash, then rebounded fromside to
side, rambling and tumbling, with anoise like thunder, then made
a final splash into water, far, far below—and all was again
silent, '
The silence, however, did not long continue. It seemed as if
something had been awakened within this dreary abyss. A mur-
muring sound gradually rose out of the pit like the hum and buzz
of abechive. It grew louder and louder; there was the confusion
of voices as of a distant multitude, together with the faint din of
arms, clash of cymbals, and clangour of trumpets, as if some army
Were marshalling for battle in the very bowels of the mountain.
The child drew off with silent awe, and hastened back to the
Place where she had left her parents and their companions. Al
Were gone. ‘The bonfire was expiring, and its last wreath of
Smoke curling up in the moonshine. The distant fires that had
blazeq along the mountains and in the Vega were all extinguished,
and every thing scemed to have sunk to repose. Sanchica called
her parents and some of her companions by name, but received né
teply.  She ran down the side of the mountain, and by the gar-
“dens of the Generalife, until she arrived in the alley of trees lead-
ing to the Alhambra, when she seated herselfon abench of a woody
Tecess {0 recover breath. The bell from the watch-tower of the
Alhambia tolled midnight. There was a deep tranquillity, as if all
Rature slept ; excepting the low tinkling sound of an unseen stream
that ran under thé covert of the bushes. The breathing sweetness

.
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of the atmosphere was lulling her to sleep, when her eye was
caught by something glittering at a distance ; and to her surprisc
she beheld a long cavalcade of Moorish warriors pouring down the
mountain side, and along the leafy avenues. Some were armed
with lances and shields ; others with scimitars and battle-axes, and
with polished cuirasses that flashed in the moonbeams. Their
horses pranced proudly, and champed upon their bits, but their
tramp caused no more sound than if they had been shod with felt ;
and the riders were all as pale as death. Among them rode a
beautiful lady with a crowned head and long golden locks entwined
with pearls. The housings of her palfry were of crimson velvet,
cmbroidered with gold, and swept the earth; but she rode all dis-
consolate, with eyes ever fixed upon the ground :

Then succeeded a train of courtiers, magnificently armycd in
robes and turbans of divers colours, and amidst them, on a cream-
coloured charger, rode King Boabdil el Chico, in a royal mantle,
covered with jewels, and a crown sparkling with diamonds. . “The
little Sanchica knew him by his yellow beard, and his resemblance
to his portrait, which she had often seen in the picture gallery of
the Generalife.  She gazed in wonder and admiration at this royal
pageant, as it passed glistening among the trees; but though she
knew these monarchs, and courtiers, and warriors; so pale and
silent, were out of the common, course of nature, and things of
magic and enchantment, yet she looked on with a bold heart,-such
courage did she derive from the mystic talisman of the hand, Wthh
was suspended about her neck.

The cavalcade having passed by, she rose and followed. It con-
tinued on to the great Gate of Justice, which stood wide open; the
old invalid sentinels on duty lay on the stone benches of the barbi-
can, buried in profound and apparently charmed sleep, and the
phantom pageant swept noisclessly by them with flaunting banner
and triumphant state. Sanchica would have followed ; but to her
surprise she beheld an opening in the earth, within the barbican,
leading down bencath the foundations of the tower. She entered
fora little distance, and was encouraged to proceed by finding steps
rudely hewn in the rock, and a vaulted passage here and there lit
up by asilver lamp, “hxch while it gave light, diffased likewise @
grateful fragrance. 'V enlurmnr on, she cameat last to a great hall,
wrought out of the heart of the mountain, magnificently furnished
in the Moorish style, and lighted up by sxlver and crystal Jamps:
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Here, on an ottoman, sat an'old man in Moorish dress, with a long
white beard, nodding and dozing, with a staffin his hand, Wwhich e
seemed ever to be slipping from his grasp ; whileat a little distance '
sat a beautiful lady,.in ancient Spanish dress, with a coronet all
sparkling with diamonds, and her hair entwined with pearls, who
was softly playing on a silver Iyre. The little Sanchica now re-
collected a story she had heard among the old people of the Alham-
bra, concerning a Gothic princess confined in the centre of the
mountain by an old Arabian magician, whom she kept bound up
in magic sleep by the power of music. . -

The lady paused with surprise at seeing a mortal in that en-
chanted hall. ““Isit the eve of the blessed St. John? ” said she.

““Itis,” replied Sanchica. _ '

‘“Then for. one night the magic charm is suspended.” Come
hither, child, and fear not. I am a Christian like thyself, though
bound here by enchantment. Touch my fetters with the talisman
that hangs about thy neck, and for this night I shall be free.”

So saying, she opened her robes and displayed a broad *golden
band round her waist, and a golden chain that fastened her to the
ground. The child hesitated not to apply the little hand of jet to
the golden band, and immediately the chain fell to the earth, At
the sound the old man woke and began to. rub his eyes; but the
lady ran her fingers over the chords of the Iyre, and again he fell
into a slumber; and began to nod, and his staff to falter in his hand.
“Now,” said the lady, *touch his staff with the talismanic hand
of jet.”  The child did so, and it fell from his grasp, and he sunk
in a deepsleep on the ottoman. The lady gentlylaid the silver lyre
on the ottoman, leaning it against the head .of the sleeping magi-
Cian; then touching the chords until they vibrated in his ear—
“ O potent spirit of harmony,” said she, ¢ continue thus to hold his
senses in thraldom till the return of day. Now follow me, my
child,” continued she, * and thou shalt behold the Albambra as it
Was in the days of its glory, for thou hast a magic talisman that
reveals all enchantments.” Sanchica followed the lady in silenc?.
They passed up through the entrance of the cavern into th(f barbi-
can of the Gate of Justice, and thence to the Plaza delos Algibes, or
esplanade within the fortress. This was all filled with Moorish
soldiery, horse and foot, marshalled in. squadrons, With banners
displayed. "There were royal guards also at the portal, and rows
of African blacks with drawn scimitars. No onespakea word, and
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Sanchica passed. on fearlessly after: her conductor. Her astonish-
ment increased on entering the royal palace, in which she had been
reared. The hroad moonshinelit up all the halls, and courts, and
gardens, almost as brightly as if it were day, butrevealed a far dif-
ferent scenc from that to which she was accustomed. The walls of

the apartments were no longer stained and rent by time. Instead

of cobwebs, they were now hung with rich silks of Damascus, and
the gildings and arabesque paintings were restored to their original
brilliancy and freshness. The halls, instead of being naked and un-
furnished, were set out with divans and ottomans of the rarest
stuffs, embroidered with pearls, and studded with precious ges;
and all the fountains in the courts and gardens were playing.
Thekitchens were again in full operation; cooks were busy pre-
paring shadowy dishes, and roasting’ and boiling the phantoms of
pulletsand partridges ; servants were hurrying to and fro with silver
dishes heaped up with daintics, and arranging a delicious banquet.
The Court of Lions was thronged with guards, and courtiers, and
alfaquis, as in the old times of the Moors ; and at the upper end, in
the saloon of judgment, sat Boabdil on his throne, surrounded by his
court, and swaying a shadowy sceptre for the night. Notwithstand-
ing allthis throng and seeming bustle, not a voice nor a footstep was
to be heard; nothing interrupted the midnight silence but the splash:
ing of the fountains. - The little Sanchica followed her conduc(ress
in mute amazement about the palace, until they came to a portal
opening to the vaulted passages bencath the greattower of Comares.
On cach side of the portal sat the figure of a nymph, wr(‘)ught outof
alabaster. Their heads were turned aside, and their regards fixed
upon the same spot within the vault. The enchanted lady paused,
and beckoned the child to her. “‘llere,” said she, *‘isa greatse-
cret, which I will reveal (o thee in reward for thy faith and courage.
These discreet statucs watch over a treasure hidden in old times by
a Moorish king. Tell thy father to search the spot on which. their
eyes are fixed, and he will find what will make him richer than any
man in Granada. Thy innocent hands alone, however, gifted 3
thou art also with the talisman, can remove the treasure. Bid thy
father use it discreetly, and devote a part of it to the performance
of -daily masses for my deliverance from this unholy enchant-
ment. ” ' :
When thelady had spoken these words, she Ied the child onward
to thelittle garden of Lindaraxa, which is hard by the vaultof the
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statues.. The moon trembled upon the waters of the solitary foun-
tain in the centre of the garden, and shed a tender light upon the
orange and citron trées. The beautiful lady plucked a branch of
myrtle, and wreathed it round the head of the child. ¢ Let this
be a memento,” said she, ¢“ of what I have revealed to thee, apd a
testimonial of its truth. My hour is come—I must return to the
enchanted hall; follow me not, lest evil befal thee—farewell. Re-
member what I have said, and have masses performed for my deli-
verance.”  So saying, the lady entered a dark passage leading
bencath the tower of Comares, and was no longer seen.

The faint crowing of a cock was now heard from the cottages
below the Alhambra, in the valley of the Darro, and a pale streak
4 of light began to appear above the eastern mountains. A slight
wind arose, there was asound like the rustling of dryleaves through
the courts and corridors, and door after door shut to with a jarring
Sound. : ;
Sanchica returned to the scenes she had so lately beheld thronged
With the shadowy multitude, but Boabdil and his phantom court
1 Were gone.” The moonshoneinto empty halls and galleries stripped
{ of their transient splendour, stained and dilapidated by time, and

And the frog croaked from the fish-pond. .

Sanchica now made the best of her way lo-a remole staircase
{ that led up to the humble apartment occupied by her family. The
1 door as usual was open, for Lope Sanchez was too poor to need
y bolt or bar ; she crept quietly to her pallet, and, putting the myrtle
{ Wreath beneath her pillow, soon fell aslecp. '

{ In the morning sherelated all that had befallen her toher father.
{ Lope Sanchez, however, treated the whole as a mere dream, and
| laughed at the child for her credali ty. He went forth tohis custo-
{ Mary labours in the garden, but had not been there long when his
3 little daughter came running to him almost breathless. ‘¢ Father!
father1” cried she, ¢“ behold the myrtle wreath which the Moorish
dy bound round my head.” '

| Lope Sanchez gazed with astonishment, for the stalk of the
{ Myrtlewas of pure gold, and-cvery leaf was a sparkling emerald!

1 the real value of the wreath, but he saw enough to convince him
hat it was something more substantial than fhe stuff that dreams
re generally made of, and that at any rate the child had dreamt (o

hung with cobwebs. The bat flitted about in the uncertain light, .

ting not much accustomed to precious stones, he was ignorant of .



