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TO

DAVID WILKIE, ESQ. R.A.

My bEAR Sin,

You may remember, that in the rambles we once took
together about some of the old citics of Spain, particularly
Toledo and Seville, wo remarked a strong mixture of the
Saracenic with the Gothie, remaining from the time of the
Moors ; and were more than once struck with scenes and
ineidents in the streets, which reminded us of passages in the
« Arabian Nights”  You then wrged me to write something
that should, illustrate those peculiarities, “something in the
Haroun Alrasched style,” that should have a dash of that
Arabian spice which ,pervades everything in Spain, T eall
this to your mind to show you that you are, in some degreo,
responsible for the present work, in which T have given a
few « Arabesque” " ketehds from the life, and tales founded
on popular fraditions; which were ehiefly struck-ofl’ during
a residence in one of the most Momoo—b]nmhh places in
the Peninsula. -

T inseribe thcsc p:lf_i(cs to you as o mewmorial of the
pleasant scenes we have witnessed together in that land
of adventure, and as’a testimonial of an esteem for your
worth which is only execeded by admiration of your talents,

Your ‘ﬁ'icl‘ld and fellow-traveller,

TIE AUTHOR,
May, 1832.
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THE JOURNEY.

IN the Spring of 1829, the Author of this Work, whom
curiosity had brought into Spain, made a rambling cxpedition
from Seville to Granada in company with a friend, a member
of the Russian Kmbassy at Madeil.  Accident had thrown us
together from distant regions of the globe, and a similarity of
taste led us to wander together among the romantic moun-
tains of Andulusia, Should these pages meet his eye, wherever
thrown by the dutics of his station, whether mingling in the
pageantry of courts, or meditating on the truer glories of
Nature, may they recall the scenes of our adventurous con-
panionship, and with them the remembrance of one, in whom
neither time nor distance will obliterate the remembranco of
his gentleness and worth.

And here, before setting forth, let me indulge in o few
previous remarks on Spanish scenery and Spanish travel-
ling.  Many are apt to picture Spain to their imaginations as
a soft southern region, decked out with all the luxuriant charms
of voluptuous Italy. On the contrary, though there are
exceptions in some of the maritime provinees, yet, for the
greater part, it is a stern, melancholy country, with rugged
mountains, and long sweepiug plains, destitule of trees, and
indescribably silent and lonesome, partaking of the savage and
solitary character of Aftica.  What adds to this silence and
loneliness, is the absence of singing-birds, a natural conse-
quence of tho want of groves and hedges,  The vulture and
the eagle are scen wheeling about the monntain-cliffs, and
soaring over the plaius, and groups of shy bustards stalk about
the heaths ; but the myriads of smaller birds, which animate
the whole face of other countries, aro met with in but few
provinces in Spain, and in those chiefly among the orchards
and gardens which surround the habitations of man.

In the interior provinces the traveller occasionally traverses
great tracts cultivated with grain as far as the cye can reach,
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9 THE JOURNEY.

waving at times with verdure, ot other times naked and
sunburnt ; but he Jooks round in vain for the hand that has
tilled the soil. At length, he perccives some village on a
a steep ill, or rugged crag, with mouldering battlements and
ruined watch-tower ; a strong-hold, in old times, against civil
war, or Moorish inroad ; for the custom among the peasantry
of congregating together for mutual protection, iy still kept up
in most parts of Spain, in consequence of the maraudings of
roving frechooters.

But, though a great part of Spain is deficient in the garni-
ture of groves and forests, and the softer charms of ornamental
cultivation, yet its scenery has something of a high and lofty
character to compensate the want, Tt partakes something of
the attributes of its people ; ind T think that 1 betier under-
stand the proud, hardy, frugal, and abstemious Spaniard, his
manly defiance of hirdships, and contempt of cffeminate
indulgences, since T have seen the country he inhabits.

There is something, too, in the sternly simple features of
the Spanish landscape, that impresses on the soul a fecling of
sublimity.  The immense plains of the Castiles and of La
Mancha, extending as far as the eye can reach, derive an
interest, from their very nukeduess and immensity, and have
something of the solenm grandeurof the ocean.  In ranging
over these boundless wastes, the eye catches sight here and
there of a stragling herd of eattle attended by o lonely herds-
man, motionless as w statue, with his long slender pike
tapering up like a lance into the air; or, heholds a long train
of mules slowly moving along the waste like o train of eamels
in the desert ; or, a single herdsman, armed with blunderbuss
aud stiletto, and prowling over the plin.  Thus the country,
the habits, the very looks of the people, have something of the
Avabian character. The general inseewrity of the country is
evineed in the universal use of weapons, The herdsman in the
ficld, the shepherd in the plain, hus his usket and his knife.
The wealthy villager rarely ventures to the market-town with-
out his trbuco, and, perhaps, a servant on foot with a
blunderbuss on his shoulder ; ind the most petty journey is
undertaken with the preparation of a warlike enterprise.

The dangers of the road produce also 2 mode of travelling,
resembling, on o diminutive sede, the cuavans of the east.
The wrivros, or carricrs, congregrate in conveys, and sct off



THE JQURNEY. 3

in large and well-armed trains on appointed days ; while addi-
tional travellers swell their number, and contribute to their
strength. In this primitive way is the commeree of the country
carricd on. The muleteer is the general medium of traffic, and
the logitimate traverser of the land, crossing the peninsula frorn
the Pyrenees and the Asturias to the Alpuxarras, the Serrania
de Ronda, and even to the gates of Gibraltar. He lives
frugally and hardily : his alforjus of coarse cloth hold his
scanty stock of provisions ; a leathern bottle hanging at his
saddle-bow, contains wine or water, for a supply across barren
mountains and thirsty plains, A mule-cloth spread upon the
ground, is his bed at night, and his pack-saddle s his pillow.
His low, but clean-limbed and sinewy form betokens strength ;
his complexion is dark and sunburnt ; his eye resolute, but
quiet in its expression, except when kindled by sudden emo-
tion ; his demeanour is frank, manly, and courteous, and he
never passes you without a grave salutation : “ Dios guarde 3
usted I« Va usted con Dios, Caballero " «God guard you!
God be with you, Cavalicr !”

As theso men have otten theirwholefortaneat stake upon the
burthen of their mulcs, they have their weapons at hand, slung
to their saddles, and ready to be snatched ont for desperate
defence.  But their united numbers render them seeure against
petty bands of marauders, and the solitary handolero, armed
to the tecth, and mounted on his Andalusian steed, hovers
about them, like a pirate about a merchant convoy, without
daring to make an assault,

The Spanish muleteer hag an inexhaustible stock of songs
and ballads, with which to begnile his incessmt wayfaring.
The airs are rude and simple, consisting of but few inflections.
These he chaunts forth with a loud voice, and long, drawling
cadence, seated sideways on his mule, who scems to listen with
infinite gravity, and to keep time, with Lis paces, to the tune.
The couplets thus chanted, are often old traditional romances
about the Moors, or some legend of a saint, or some love-ditty ;
or what is still more frequent, some ballad ahout a hold con-
trabandistn, or hardy bandolero, for the smuualer and the
robber are poctical heroes among the common people of Spain,
Often, the song of the muleteer is composed at the instant, and
relates to some local scene, or some fueident of the jowrney.
This talent of singing and inq:)mvisiug is frequent in Spain,
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4 THE JOURNEY.

and is said to have been inherited from the Moors, There is
something wildly pleasing in listening to these dittiesamong the .
rude and lonely scenes that they illustrate ; accompanied, as
they are, by the occasional jingle of the mule-bell

It has o most picturesque effect also to meet a train of
muleteers in some mountain-pass. First you hear the bells of
the leading mules, breaking with their simple melody the
stillness of the airy height ; or, perhaps, the voice of the mule-
teer admonishing some tardy or wandering animal, or chant-"
ing, at the full streteh of his lungs, some traditionary ballad.
At length you sce the mules slowly winding along the eragged
defile, sometimes descending precipitous cliffy, so as to present
themselves in full relief against the sky; sometimes toiling up
tho deep arid chasms below you.  As they approach, you
desery their pay decorations of worsted tufts, tassels, and
saddle-cloths, while, as they pass by, the ever-ready trabuco
slung hehind the packs and saddles, gives a hiut of the inse-
curity of the road.

The ancient kingdom of Granada, into which we are about
to penctrate, is one of the most mountainous regions of Spain,
Vast sicrras, or chains of mountains, destitute of sheub or tree,
and mottled with variegated marbles and granites, elevate
their sun-burnt summits against a deep-blue sky ; yet in their
rugged bosoms lie engulphed the most verdant and fertile
valley, where the desert and the garden strain for mastery,
aud the very rock ix, as it were, compelled to yield the fig,
the orange, and the citron, and to blossom with the myrtle and
the rose.

In the wild passes of these mountaing the sight of walled
towny and villages, built like cagles'nests among the cliffs, and
surrounded by Moorish battlements, or of ruined watch-towers
perched on lofty peaks, carries the mind back to the chivalrie
duys of Christian and Moslem warfare, and to the romantic
struggle for the conquest of Granada, In traversing theso
lofty sierras the traveller is often obliged to alight and lead
his horse up and down the steep and jagged ascents and
deseents, resembliug the broken steps of a staircase.  Some-
times the road winds along dizsy precipices, without parapet
to guard him from the gulfy below, and then will plunge down
steep, and dark, and dangerous declivities.  Svmetimes it
straggles through rugged barrancos, or ravines, worn by win-
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tor torrents, the obscure path of the contrabandista ; While,
ever and anon, the ominous cross, the monument of robbery
and murder, crected ona mound of stones at some lonely part
of the road, admonishes the traveller that he is among the
haunts of banditti, perhaps at that very moment under the
cye of gome lurking bandolero. ~ Sometimes, in winding
through the narrow valleys, he is startled by a hoarse bellowing,
and beholds above him on some green fold of the mountain
side a herd of fierce Andalusian bulls, destined for the combat
of the arena, There is something awful in the contemplation
of these terrific animals, clothed with tremendous strength,
and ranging their native pastures in untamed wildness,
strangers almost to the face of man : they know no one but
the solitary herdsman who attends upon thei, and cven he
at times dares not venture to approach them.  The low bel-
lowing of these bulls, and their menacing aspect as they look
down from their rocky height, give additional wildness to the
gavage scenery avound.

I have heen betrayed uneonsciously into a longer disquisi-
tion than I had intended on the general features of Spanish
travelling ; but there is a romance about all the recollections
of the Peninsula that is dear to the imagination,

It was on the first of May that my companion and myself
set forth from Seville on owr routs to Granada.  We had
made all due preparations for the nature of our journey, which
lay through mountainoug regions, where the roads are little bet-
ter than mere mule-paths, and too frequently beset by robbers,
The most valuable part of our luggage had been forwarded by
the arrieros ; we retained merely clothing and necessaries for
the journey, and money for the expenses of the road, with a
sufficient surplus of the latter to satis(y the cexpectations of
robbers should we be assailed, and to save owselves frow the
rough treatment that awaits the too-wary and empty-handed
traveller. A couple of stout hired steeds were provided for
ourselves, and a thivd for our scanty lugeage, and for the con-
veyanee of a sturdy Biscayan lad of about twenty years of
age, who was to guide us through the perplexed mazes of the
mountain roads, to take care of the horses, to act occasionally
ag our valet, and at all timey as our guard ; for he had a for-
midable trabuco or carbine, to defend us from ratevos, or
solitary footpads, about which weapon he made much vain-
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glorious houst, though, to the discredit of his generalship, I
must say that it generally hung unloaded behind his saddle,
He was, however, a faithful, cheery, kind-hearted creature, full
of saws and proverbs as that miracle of squircs the renowned
Sancho himself, whose name we bestowed upon him ; and like
atrue Spaniard, though treated by us with companionable
familiarity, he never for a moment, in his utmost hilarity,
overstepped the bounds of respectful decorum.

Thus cquipped and attended, we sct out on our journey,
with a genuine disposition to be pleased.  With such a dispo-
sition, what a country is Spain for a traveller, where the most
miserable i is as full of adventure as an enchanted castle,
and every meal 3 in itsclf an achievement | Let others repine
at the lack of turnpike roads and sumptuous hotels, and all
the claborate comforts of & country cultivated into tameness
and common-place ; but give me the rude mountain scramble,
the roving, hap-hazard wayfaring, the - frank, hospitable,
though half-wild manners, that give such a true game flavour
to romantic Spain !

Our first evening’s entertainment had a relish of the kind.
We arrived after sunsct at o little town, among the hills, after
a fatiguing journcy over « wide houscless plain, where we had
been repeatedly drenched with showers.  In the inn were a
party of Miqueletes, who were patrolling the country in pur-
suit of robhers. The appearance of forcigners like ourselves,
was unusual in this remote town ; mine host, with two or
three old gossiping comrades in brown cloaks, studied our
passports in a corner of the posada, while an Alguazil took
notes by the dim light of a lamp.  The passports were in
foreign langnages and perplexed them, but our Squire Sancho
assisted them in their studics, and magnified our importance
with the grandiloquence of a Spaniard.  In the mean time
the magnificent distribution of o few cigars had won the hearts
of all around us; in a little while the whole community
seemed put in agitation to make us welcome.  The corregidor
himself waited upon us, and a great rush-bottomed arm-chair
was ostentatiously bolstered into our room by our landlady,
for the accommodation of that important personage. The
commander of the patrol took supper with us; a lively, talking,
laughing Andaluz, who had made a campaign in South Ame-
rica, and recounted his exploits in love and war with much
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pomp of phrase, vehemence of gesticulation, and mysterious
rolling of theeye. He told us that he had alist of all the
robbers in the country, and meant to ferret out every mother’s
son of them ; ho offered us at the same time some of his sol-
diers as an escort. ¢ One is cnough to protect you, Sefiors ;
the robbers know me and know my men ; the sight of one is
onough to spread terror through a whole sierra.” We thanked
him for his offer, but assured him in his own strain, that
with the protection of our redoubtable Squire, Sancho, we
were not afraid of all the Jadrones of Andalusia.

While we were supping with our Draweansir friend, we
heard the notos of a guitar, and the click of castafiets, and
presently a chorus of voices singing a popular air.  In fact
mine host had gathered together the amateur singers and mu-
sicians, and the rustic Lelles of the ncighbourhood, and on
going forth, tho cowrt-yard of the iun presented a scene of
true Spanish fostivity. We took our scats with mine host and
hostess and the commander of the patrol, under the archway
of the court ; the guitar passed from hand to hand, but a jovial
shoemaker was the Orpheus of the place. e was a pleasant-
looking fellow, with huge black whiskers ; his sleeves were rolled
up to his elbows, he touched the guitar with masterly skill, and
sang little amorous ditties with an cxpressive leer at the wo-
men, with whom he was evidently a favourite. e afterwards
danced a fandango with & buxom Andalusian damsel, to the
great delight of the spectators. But none of the females present
could compare with mine host’s pretty daughter, Pepita, who
had slipped away and made her toilette for the occasion, and
had covered her head with roses ; and who distinguished herself
in a bolera with a handsome young dragoon. We had ordered
our host to let wine and refreshment circulate frecly among
the company, yet, though there was a motley assembly of sol-
diers, muleteers, and villagers, no one exceeded the bounds of
sober enjoyment. The scenc was a study for a painter : the
picturesque group of dancers, the troopers in their half-military
dresses, the peasantry wrapped in their brown cloaks ; nor must
I omit to mention the old meagre Alguail, in a short black
cloak, who took no notice of anything going on, but sat in a
corner diligently writing by the dim light of a huge copper
lamp, that might have figured in the days of Don Quixote.

T am not writing a regular narrative, and do not pretend to
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give the varied events of scveral days’ rambling, over hill and
dale, and moor and mountain, We travelled in true contra-
bandista style, taking everything rough and smooth, as we
found it, and mingling with all classes and conditions in a kind
of vagabond companionship. It is the true way to travel in
Spain.  Knowing the scanty larders of the inus, and the
naked tracts of country which the traveller has often to
traverse, we had taken care, on starting, to have the alforjas,
or saddle-bags, of our Squire well stocked with cold provisions,
and his bota, or leathern bottle, which was of portly dimen-
sions, filled to the neck with choice Valdepefias wine.  As
15y was a munition for our campaign more important than
cven his trabuco, we exhorted him to have an eye to it ; and [
will do him the justice to say that his namesake, the trencher-
loving Sancho himself, could not cxcel him as a provident
purveyor.  Though the alforjas and bota were repeatedly and
vigorously assailed throughout the journey, they appeared to
have a miraculous property of being never empty ; for our
vigilimt Squire took care to sack every thing that remained
from our evening repasts at the inns, to supply our next day’s
Tuncheons,

What lusurious noontide repasts have we made, on the
green sward by the side of a brook or fountain, under a shady
treo ! and then what delicious siestas on our cloaks, spread out
on the herbage !

We paused one day at noon, for a repast of the kind. It
was in a pleasant little green meadow swrrounded by hills
covered with olive-trees.  OQur cloaks were spread on the
grass under an elm tree, by the side of a bubbling rivalet ;
“ir horses were tethered where they might erop the herbage ;
wnd Sancho produced his alforjus with an air of triumph.
+hey contained the coutributions of four days’ journeying, but
nad heen signally enriched by the foraging of the previous
cvening in a plentcous inn at Antequera. Our Squire drew
forth the heterogencous contents, one by one, and these scemed
to have no end.  Iirst came forth a shoulder of roasted kid,
very little the worse for wear ; then an entire partridge ; then
a great morsel of salted codfish wrapped in paper ; then the
residue of & ham ; then the half of a pullet, together with
severul rolls of bread, and a rabble rout of oranges, figs, raisius,
and walnuts.  Uis bota had also been recruited with some
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excellent wine of Malaga. At every fresh apparition from his
larder, he would enjoy our ludicrous surprise, throwing him-
self back on the grass, and shouting with laughter. Nothing
pleased the simple-hearted varlet more than to o compared,
for his devotion to the trencher, to the renowned Squire of
Don Quisote. He was well versed in the history of the Don,
and, like most of the common people of Spain, he firmly
believed it to be a true history.

“ All that, however, happened a long time ago, sefior?”
said he to me one day, with an inquiring look.

“ A very long time,” was the reply.

“T dare say more than a thousand years?” still Jooking
dubiously.

“ T dare say, not less.”

The Squire was satisfied.

As wo were making a repast, above deseribed, and diverting
oursclves with the simple drollery of our Squire, a solitary
beggar approached us, who had almost the look of a pilgrim.
Ho was evidently very old, with a grey beard, and supported
himself on a staff, yot age had not bowed him down ; ho was
tall and ercet, and had the wreek of a fine form.  He wore o
round Andalusian hat, a sheep-skin jacket, and leathern
breeches, gaiters, and sandals, Ilis dress, though old and
patched, was decent, his demeanour manly, and he addressed
us with that grave courtesy that is to be remarked in the
lowest Spaniard.  We were in a favourable mood for such a
visitor ; and in a freak of capricious charity, gave him some
silver, a loaf of fine wheaten bread, and a goblet of our ehoice
wing of Malagn.  He received them thankfully, but without
any grovelling tribute of gratitude. Tasting the wine, ho held
it up to the light, with u slight beam of ‘surprise in Lis eyc,
then quaffing it off at o draught ; « It is many years,” said
he, « since T have tasted such wine. It is a cordial to an old
man’s heart.” Then, looking ut the beautiful wheaten loaf,
“ Bendito sea tal pan!” “ Blessed e such bread " So saying,
he put it in his wallet. We wged him to cat it on the spot.
“ No, sefiors,” replicd he, « the wine I had to drink or leave ;
but the bread T must take home to share with my fumnily.”

Ourman Sancho songhtonr eye,and reading permission there,
gave the old man some of the ample fragments of our repast, on
condition, however, that he should sit down and make a meal
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He accordingly took his seat at some little distance from
us, and began to eat slowly and with a sobriety and decorum
that would have become o hidalgo. There was altogether a
measured manner and a quict self-possession about the old
man, that made me think he had seen better days: his lan-
guage, too, though simple, had occasionally something pic-
turesque and almost poctical in the phrascology. I set him
down for some broken-down cavalier. 1 was mistaken ; it
was nothing but the innate courtesy of a Spaniard, and the
poetical turn of thought and language often to be found in
the lowest classes of this clear-witted people.  For fifty years,
he told us, he had been a shepherd, but now he was out of
employ, and destitute. “ When T was a young man,” said he,
“nothing could haurm or trouble me; I was always well,
always gy ; but now I.am seventy-nine years of age, and a
beggar, and my heart begins to fail me.”

Still he was not a vegular mendicant : it was not until
recently that want had driven him to this degradation ; and
ho gave a touching picturc of the struggle between hunger
and pride, when abject destitution first came upon him.  He
was returning from Malagar without money ; he had not
tasted food for some time, and was crossing one of the great
plains of Spain, where there were but few habitations,  When
almost dead with hunger, he applied at the door of a venta or
country inn.  “ Perdon usted por Dios hermano " (Excuse
us, brother, for God’s sake !) was the reply—tho usual mode
in Spain of refusing o beggar. “T twmed away,” said he,
“ with shame greater than my hunger, for my heart was yet
too proud. 1 came to a river with high banks and deep
rapid current, and felt tempted to throw wmyself in :  What
should such an old, worthless, wretched man as I live for '
But when I was on the brink of the current, I thought on the
Blessed Virgin, and turned away. 1 travelled on until I saw
a country-scat at a little distance from the road, and entered
the outer gate of the court-yard. The door was shut, but
there were two young sefioras at a window. T approached and
begged :—* Perdon usted por Dios hermano!’ (Fxcuse us,
brother, for God’s sake!) and the window closed. I crept out
of the court-yard, but hunger overcame me, and my heart
gave way : I thought my hour at hand, so 1 laid myself down
at the gute, commended mysclf to the Holy Virgin, and
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covered my head to dic. In a little while afterwards the
master of the house came home : seeing me lying at his gate,
he uncovered my head, had pity on my grey hairs, took me
into his house, and gavo me food. So, sehurs, you see that
one should always put confidence in the protection of the
Virgin.”

The old man was on his way to his native place, Archidona,
which was close by, on the summit of a steop and rugged moun-
tain,  Le pointed to the ruins of its old Moorish castle : “ That
castle,” he said, “ was inhabited by a Moorish king at the time of
the wars of Granada. Queen Isabella invaded it with a great
army ; but the king looked down from his castle among the
clouds, and laughed her to scorn! Upon this the Virgin
appeared to the queen, and guided her and her army up a
mysterious path in the mountains, which had never before
been known. When the Moor saw her coming, he was asto-
nished, and springing with his horse from a precipice, was
dashed to pieces | The marks of his horses hoofs,” said the
old man, “are to be scen in the margin of the rock to this day.
And see, sefiors, yonder is the road by which the queen and
her army mounted : you see it like a riland up the mountain
side ; but the miracle is, that, though it can be scen at a dis-
tance, when you come near, it disappears |”

The ideal road to which he pointed was undoubtedly a sandy
ravine of the mountain, which looked narrow and defined at a
distance, but becamne broad and indistinet on an approach.

As the old man’s heart warmed with wine and wassail, he
went on to tell ug a story of the buried treasure left under the
castle by the Moorish king.  His own house was next to the
foundations of the castle. The curate and notary dreamed
three times of the treasure, and went to work at the place
pointed out in their drcams. is own son-in-law heard the
sound of their pickaxes and spades at night. What they
found nobody knows ; they became suddenly rich, but kept
their own secret. Thus the old man had once been next door
to fortune, but was doomed never to get under the same roof,

T have remarked that the storles of trcasure buried by the
Moors, which prevail throughout Spain, arc most current
among the poorest people. It is thus kind Nature consoles
with shadows for tho lack of substantials. The thirsty man
dreams of fountains and running streams ; the hungry man of
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ideal banquets ; and the poor man of heaps of hidden gola
nothing certainly is more magnificent than the imagination of
a beggar. ‘

The last travelling sketch T shall give, is an evening scene
at tho little city of Loxa. This was a famous belligerent
fronticr post in the time of the Moors, and repulsed Ferdinand
from its walls, It was the stronghold of old Aliatac, the
father-in-law of Boabdil ; when that ficry veteran sallied forth
with his son-in-law on their disastrous inroad, that ended in
the death of the chieftain and the capture of the monarch.
Loxa is wildly situated in asbroken mountain-pass, on the
banks of the Genil, among rocks and groves, and meadows and
gardens. The people seem still to retain the bold fiery spirit
of the olden time.  Our inn was suited to the place. It was
kept by a young and handsome Andalusian widow, whose trim
basquitia of black silk, fringed with bugles, st off the play of
a graceful form and round pliant limbs.  Her step was firm
and elastic ; her dark eye was full of fire, and the coquetry of
her air, and varied ornaments of her person, showed that she
was accustomed to he admired.

She was well matehed by a brother, nearly about her own
age ; they were perfect models of the Andalusian Majo and
Maja. e wag tall, vigorous, and well formed, with a clear
olive-complexion, a dark beaming eye, and ewrling chestiut
whiskers that met under is chin.  Ie was gallantly dressed
in a short green velvel jacket, fitted to his shape, profusely
decorated with silver Luttons, with a white handkerchief in
ceach pocket. 1le had Dreeches of the same, with rows of
buttons from the hips to the knees ; a pink silk handkerchicf
round his neck, gathered through a ring, on the hoson of a
neatly-plaited shivt ; a sash round the waist to mateh ; bot-
tinas, or spatterdashes, of the finest russet-leather, clegantly
worked, and open at the calf to show his stocking ; and russct
shoes, setting off o well-shaped foot.

As he was standing at, the door, a horseman rode up and
entered into low and carnest conversation with him. 1 was
dressed in similar style, and almost with equal finery ; a man
about thirty, square-built, with strong Roman features, hand.
some, though slightly pitted with the small-pox ; with a free,
bold, and somewhat daring air.  His powerful black horse
was decorated with tassels and fanciful trappings, and a couple
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of broad-mouthed blunderbusses hung behind the saddle. He
had the air of onc of those contrabandistas that I have seen in
the mountains of La Ronda, and evidently had a good under-
standing with the brother of mine hostess ; nay, if I mistake
not, he was a favoured adwmirer of the widow. In fact, the
whole inn and its inmates had something of a contrubandista
rspect, and the blunderbuss stood in & corner beside the guitar,
The horseman I have mentioned passed his evening in the
posada, and sang several bold mountain romances with great
spirit.  As we werc at supper, two poor Asturians put-in in
distress, begying food and a night's lodging. They had been
waylaid by robbers as they came from a fair among the moun-
tains, robbed of a horse, which carried all their stock in trade,
stripped of their money and most of their apparel, beaten'for
naving offercd resistance, and left almost naked in thoe road.
My companion, with a prompt generosity, natural to him,
ordered them a supper and a bed, and gave them a sum of
noney to help them forward towards their home,

As the cvening advanced, the dramatis persona thickened.
A largo man, about sixty yeurs of age, of powerful frame, came
strolling in, to gossip with mine hostess. e was dressed in
’he ordinary Andalusian costume, but had o huge sabre tucked
mder his arm ; wore large moustaches, and had something of
v lofty, swaggering air.  Every one scemed to regard him with
mreat deference.

Our man Sancho whispered to us that he was Don Ventura
Rodrigucz, the hero and champion of Loxa, famous for his
rowess and the strength of his arm.  In the time of the
french invasion he surprised six troopers who were asleep : ho
irst secured their horses, then attacked them with his sabre,
dlled some, and took the rest prisoners.  For this exploit the
dng allows him a pescta (the fitth of a duro, or dollar)) per
lay, and has dignified Lim with the title of Don.

T was amused to notice his swelling language and demeanour.
To was cvidently & thorough Andalusian, boastful as he was
rave, His sabre was always in his hand or under bis arm,
Te carrics it always about with him as a child docs her dotl,
alls it his Santa Teresa, and says that when he draws it,
‘tembla la ticrra I"—the earth trembles !

T sat until a late hour listening to the varied themes of this
notley group, who mingled together with the unreserve of a
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Spanish posada.  We had contrabandista songs, stories of
robbers, guerilla exploits, and Moorish legends. The last were
from our handsome landlady, who gave a poctical account of
the Inficrnos, or infernal regions of Loxa—dark caverns, in
which subterrancan streams and waterfalls make a mys-
terious sound.  The common people say that thove we
money-coiners shut up there from the time of the Moors ;
and that the Moorish kings kept their treasures in those
caverns,

Were it vae purport of this work, I could fill its pages with
the incidents and scenes of our rambling expedition ; but other
themes invite me.  Journcying in this manner, we at length
emerged from the mountains, and cutered upon the beautiful
Vega of Granada. Here we took our last mid-day’s repast
under a grove of olive-trees, on the borders of a rivulet, with
the old Moorish capital in the distance, and animated by the
ruddy towers of the Alhambra ; while, far above it, the snowy
surmnits of the Sicrra Nevada shone Tike silver. The day was
without a cloud, and the heat of the sun tempered by cool
breczes from the monntains ; after our repast, we spread our
cloaks and took our lust siesta, lulled by the humming of bees
among the flowers, and the notes of ring-doves from the
neighbowring olive-trees.  When the sultry hours were past,
we resumed our jowrney ; and after passing between hedges of
aloes and Indian figs, and through a ilderness of gordens,
arrived about suusct at the gates of Granada,

To the traveller imbued with a fecling for the historical and
poetical, the Alhambra of Granada is as much an object of
veneration, as is the Kaaba, or sacred house of Meeca, to all
true Moslem pilgrims.  How many legends and traditions,
true and fabulous ; how many songs and romances, Spanish
and Arabian, of love, and war, and chivalry, are associated
with this romautic pile! The reader may judge, therefore,
of our dalight, when, shortly after our arrival in Granada, the
Governor of the Alhambra gave us his permission to occupy
his vacant apartmentsin the Moorish palace. My companion
wag soon summoned away by the dutics of his station ; but I
remained for several months, spell-bound i the old enchanted
pile.  The following papers are the result of my reveries and

" researches during that delicious thraldom. If they have the
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power of imparting any of the witching charms of the place to
the imagination of the reader, he will not repine at lingering
with me for a scason in the legendary halls of the Alhambra.

GOVERNMENT OF THE ALHAMBRA,

Tin Alhambra is an ancient fortress or castellated palace of
the Moorish kings of Granada, where they held dominion
over this their boasted terrestrial paradise, and made their last
stand for empire in Spain.  The palace occupics but a portion
of the fortress, the walls of which, studded with towers, stretch
irregulurly round the whole crest of a lofty hill that overlooks
the city, and forms a spur of the Sierra Nevada, or snowy
mountain,

Inthe time of the Moors, the fortress was capable of con-
taining an army of forty thousand men within its precinets,
and served occasionally as o stronghold of the sovereigny
against their rebellious subjects.  After the kingdom had
passed into the hands of the Christians, the Alhambra con-
tinued a royal demesne, and was occasionally inhabited by the
Castilian monarchs. The Emperor Charles V. began o sump-
tuous palace within its walls, but was deterred from completing
it by repeated shocks of earthquakes. The last royal residents
wero Philip V. and his beautiful queen Elizabetta of Parma,
carly in the cightcenth century. Great preparations were
mado for theiv reception. The palace and gardens were
placed in a state of repair, and a new suite of apartments
erected, and decorated by artists brought from Italy, The
sojourn of the sovercigns was transient, and after their depar-
ture the palace once more became desolate. Still the place was
maintained with some military state. The governor held it im-
mediately from the crown, its jurisdiction extended down into
the suburbs of the city, and was independent of the Captain
General of Granada. A considerable gurrison was kept up, the
governor had his apartments in the front of the old Moorish
palace, and never descended into Granada without some mili-
tary parade. The fortress in fact was a little town of itself
having several streets of houses within its walls, together with
a Franciscan couvent and a parochial church,
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The desertion of the court, however, was a fatal blow to the
Alhambra, Its beautiful halls became desolate, and some of
them fell to ruin; the gardens were destroyed, and the foun-
taing ceased to play. By degrees the dwellings became filled
up with a loose and Jawless population ; contrabandistas, who
availed themselves of its independent jurisdiction to carry on
a wide and daring course of smuggling, and thieves and rogues
of all sorts, who made this their place of refuge from whence
they might depredate upon Granada aud its vieinity. The
strong arm of government at Jength interfered : the whole
community was thoroughly sifted ; none were suffered to
remain but such as were of honest character, and had legitimate
right to a residence ; the greater part of the houses were
demolished, and a mere hamlet left, with the parochial church
and the Franciscan convent.  During the recent troubles m
Spain, when Granada was in the hands of the French, the
Alhambra was garvisoned by their troops, and the palace was
occasionally inhabited by the French commander. With that
enlightened taste which has ever distingnished the French na-
tion in their conquests, this morument of Moorish clegance and
grandeur was reseucd from the absolute ruin and desolation
that were overwhelming it. The roofs were repaired, the
saloons and galleries protected from the weather, the gardens
cultivated, the watercourses restored, the fountains once more
made to throw up their sparkling showers ; and Spain may
thank her invaders for having preserved to her the most beau-
tiful and interesting of her historical monuments,

On the departure of the French they blew up several towers
of the outer wall, and Ieft the fortificationy scarcely tenable.
Since that time the military importance of the post is at an
end. The garrison is a handful of invalid soldicrs, whose prin-
cipal duty is to guard some of the outer towers, which serve
occasionally as a prison of state ; and the governor, abandoning
the lofty hill of the Alhambra, resides in the centre of Granada,
for the more convenient despateh of his official duties. T ecan-
not conciude this brief notice of the state of the fortress
without bearing testimony to the honourable exertions of its
present commander, Don Francisco de Serna, who is tasking
all the limited resources at his command to put the palace in
a state of repair, and, by Lis judicious precautions, has for some
time arrested its too certain decay. Had his predecessors dis-
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charged the dutics of their station with equal fidelity, tho
Alhambra might yet have remained in almost its pristine
beauty : were goverument to second him with means equal to
his zeal, this edifice might still be prescrved to adorn the land,
and to attract the curious and enlightened of every elime for
many generations,

INTERIOR OF THE ALHAMBRA.

Tae Alhambra has been so often and so minutely deseribed
by travellers, that & mere sketeh will, probably, be sufficient
for the reader to refresh his recollection ; T will give, therefore,
a brief account of our visit to it the morning after our arrival
in Granada.

Leaving our posada of Lin Espada, we traversed the renowned
square of the Vivarrambla, once the scene of Moorish jousts
and tournaments, now a crowded market-place.  From thenee
wo proceeded along the Zacatin, the main street of what, in the
time of the Moors, was the Great Bazaar, where the small
shops aud narrow alleys still retain the Oriental character,
Crossing an open place in front of the Palace of the Captain-
General, we ascended & confined and winding street, the name
of which reminded us of the chivalric days of Granada. 1t is
called the Calle, or street of the Gomeres, from a Moorish
family famous in chronicle and song.  This street led up to a
massive gateway of Greeiun architecture, huilt by Charles V.
forming the entrance to the domaing of the Alhambra,

At the gate were two or three ragged and superannuated
soldiers, dozing on a stone bench, the successors of the Zegris
and the Abencerrages ; while a tall meagre varlet, whose rusty-
brown cloak was evidently intended to conceal the rageed
state of his nether garments, was lounging in the sunshine and
gossiping with an ancient sentinel onduty. e joined us aswe
entered the gate, and offered his services to show us the fortress,

T have a traveller’s dislike to offizions ciceroni, and did not
altogother like the garb of the applicant,

“You are well acquainted with the place, T presame $”

“ Ninguno mas ; pues Sefior, soy hijo de lv Alhambra.”—
(Nobody better ; in fact, Sir, T am a son of the Alhambra !)
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The common Spaniards have certainly a most poetical way
of cxpressing themselves. A son of the Alhambra!” the
appellation caught me at once ; the very tattered garb of my
new acquaintance assumed a dignity in my eyes. It was
emblematic of the fortunes of the place, and befitted the
progeny of a ruin,

1 put somo farther questions to him, and found that his
title was legitimate. 1is family had lived in the fortress from
gencration to generation ever since the time of the conquest.
His name was Mateo Ximencs. “Then, perhaps,” said I,
“you may be a descendant from the great Cardinal Ximenes 1”
—“Dios Sabe! God knows, sciior! It may be so. We
are the oldest fumily in the Alhambra,—Christianos Vigos,
old Christians, without any taint of Moor or Jew. 1 know
we belong to some great family or other, but I forget whom,
My futher knows all ubout it : he has the coat-of-arms hang-
ing up in his cottage, up in the fortress.”—There is not any
Spaniard, however poor, but has some claim to high pedigree
The first title of this ragged worthy, however, had completely
captivated me, so [ gladly accepted the services of the “son
of the Alhambra.”

We now found ourselves in a decp narrow ravine, filled
with beautiful groves, with o steep avenue, and various foot-
paths winding through it, bordered with stonc scats, and
ornamented  with fountains.  To our left, we beheld the
towers of the Alhambra beetling above us ; to our right, on
the opposite side of the raviue, we were equally dominated by
rival towers on o rocky cminence.  These, we were told, were
the Torres Vermejos, or vermilion towers, so called from their
ruddy hue.  No one knows’ their origin. - They are of a date
much anterior to the Alhambra: some suppose them to have
been built by the Romavs ; others, by some wandering colony
of Phanicians.  Ascending the steep and shady avenue, we
arrived at the foot of a huge square Moorish tower, forming a
kind of barbican, through which passed the main entrance to
the fortress.  Within the barbican was another growp of
veteran invalids, one mounting guard at the portal, while the
rest, wrapped in their tattered gloaks, slept on the stone
benches.  This portal iy called the Gate of Justice, from the
tribunal held within its poreh during the Moslem domination,
for the immediate trial of petty causes : a custom common to
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the Oriental nations, and occasionally alluded to in the Sacred
Seriptures.

The great vestibule, or porch of the gate, is formed Dy af
immense Arabian arch, of the horsc-shoe form, which sprmgs
to half the height of the tower. On the key-stone of this
arch is cngraven a gigantic hand, Within the vestibule, on
the key-stone of the portal, is sculptured, in like manner, a
gigantic key. Those who pretend to some knowledge of Ma-
hometan symbols, affirm that the hand is the cmblem of
doctrine, and the key of faith ; the Jatter, they add, was em-
blazoned on the standard of the Moslems when they subdued
Andalusia, in opposition to the Christian cmblem of the
Cross, A different explanation, however, was given by the
legitimate sou of the Alhambra, and one more in unison with
the notions of the common people, who attach something of
mystery and magic to everything Moorish, and have all kind
of superstitions connected with this old Moslem fortress.

According to Mateo, it was a traudition handed down from
the oldest iu]mbit:ults, and which he bad from his father and
grandfather, that the hand and key were magical deviees on
which the fate of the Alhambra depended. The Moorish
king who built it was a great magician, or, as some believed,
had sold himself to the devil, and had laid the whole fortress
under a magic spell. By this meany it had remained standing
for several hundred years, in defiance of storms and earth-
quakes, while almost all other buildings of the Moors had
fallen to ruin, and disappeared. This spell, the tradition went
on to say, would last until the hand on the outer arch should
reach down and grasp the key, when the whole pile would
tumble to picees, and all the treasurcs buried beneath it by
the Moors would be revealed,

Notwithstanding this ominous prediction, we ventured to
pass through the spell-bound gateway, fecling some little
assurance against magic art in the protection of the Virgin, a
statuo of whom we observed above the portal.

After passing through the barbican, wo ascended a narrow
lane, winding between walls, and came on an open csplanade
within the fortlws, called the Plaza de los Algibes, or Place of
the Cisterns, from great reservoirs which undermine it, cut in
the living rock Ly the Moors fur the supply of the fortress,
Here, also, is a well of immense depth, furnishing the purest

cl
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and coldest of water ; another monument of the delicate
tasto of the Moors, who were indefatigable in their cxertions
%0 obtain that element in its crystal purity.

In front of this esplanade is the splendid pile commenced
by Charles V., intended, it is said, to eclipse the residence of
the Moslem kings. With all its grandeur and architectural
merit, it appeared to us like an arrogant intrusion, and, pass-
ing Dy it, we entered a simple, unostentatious portal, opening
into the interior of the Moorish palace.

The transition was almost magical : it scemed as if we were
at once transported into other times and another realm, and
were treading the seencs of Arabian story.  We found our-
selves in a great court, paved with white marble, and deco-
rated at cach end with Tight Moorish pevistyles : it is called
the Court of the Alberea. In the centre was an immenso
basin or fish-pond, a lundred and thirty fect in length by
thirty in breadth, stocked with gold-fish, and bordered by
hedges of roses. At the upper cud’ of this court rose the
great Tower of Comares,

From the lower end we passed throngh a Moorish archway
into the renowned Cowrt of Lions. There is no part of the
edifice that gives us & more complete iden of its original
beauty and magnificence than ihis, for none has suffered so
little from the ravages of time. In the centre stands the
fountain funous in song and story. The alabaster basing still
shed {heir diamond drops ; and the twelve lions, which sup-
port them, cast forth their erystal stremns as in the days of
Boabdil.  The court is Jaid out in flower-beds, and surrounded
by light Arabian aveades of open filagrec-work, supported by
slender pillars of white marble.  The aechitecture, like that of
all the other parts of the palace, is characterised by eleganee
rather han grandenr 5 bespeaking o delieate and graceful
taste, and a disposition to indolent enjoyment.  When one
looks upon the fuiry tracery of the peristyles, and the appa-
vently fragile fretwork of the walls, it s difficult to believe
that so much has survived the wear and tear of centuries, the
shocks of eurthynakes, the violence of war, aud tho quiet,
though 1o less bhancful, pilferings of the tasteful traveller : it
is almost sufficiont to excuse the popular tradition, that the
whole is protected by a magic charm,

On one side of the cowt, a portal, richly adorned, opens
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into a lofty hall, paved with white marble, and called the
Hall of the Two Sisters. A cupola, or lantern, admits a
tempered light from above, and a frco circulation of air. The
lower part of the walls is cnerusted with beautiful Moorish
tiles, on some of which are emblazoned the cscutcheons of the
Moorish monarchs : the upper part is faced with the fine
stucco-work iuvented at Damascus, consisting of largo plates,
cast in moulds, and artfully joined, so as to have the appear-
ance of having been laboriously sculptured by the hand into
light relievos and fanciful arabesques, intermingled with texts
of the Koran, and poetical inseriptions in Arabian and Cufie
chiaracters.  These decorations of the walls and cupolay are
richly gilded, and the iuterstices pencilled with Japis-lazuli,
and other brilliant and enduring colours.  On cach sido of the
hall are recesses for ottomans and couches.  Above an jnner
porch is a balcony, which communicated with the women’s
apartment. The Ilatticed  “jalousies” still remain; from
whenee the dark-cyed beauties of the harem might gaze
unscen upon the entertainments of the liall below.

It is impossible to contemplate this once favowrite abode of
Oriental wenmers, without fecling the early associations of
Arabian ronemee, and almost expeeting to see the white arm
of some mysterious princess beckoning from the baleony, or
some dark eye sparkling throngh the Tuttice.  The abode of
beauty is here, as if it had been inbabited but yesterday ; but
whero are the Zoraydas and Lindarasas !

On the opposite side of the Cowt of Lions, is the Hall of
the Abeneerrages ; so called from the gallant cavaliers of that
illustrious line who were here perfidiously massacred.  There
are somo who doubt the whole truth of this story ; but our
humble attendant Mateo pointed out the very wicket of the
portal through which they are said to have been introduced,
one by one, and the white marble fountain in the centre of
the hall, where they werc beheaded. He showed us also
certain broad ruddy stains in the pavement, traces of their
blood, which, according to popular belief, can never be cfficed.
Finding we listened to himn with casy faith, he added, that
there was often heard at night, in the Court of Lions, a low,
confused sound, resembling the murmwring of a multitude ;
with now and then a faint tinkling, like the distant clk of

chains, ,These nojses are probubly-groduced by the bubbling
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currents and tinkling falls of water, conducted under the
pavement, through pipes and chanucls, to supply the foun-
tains ; but, according to the legend of the son of the Alham-
bra, they are made by the spivits of the murdered Aben-
cerrages, who nightly haunt the scene of their suffering, and
invoke the vengeauce of Heaven on their destroyer.

From the Court of Lions we retraced our steps through the
court of the Alberca, or Great Fishpool ; crossing which, we
-proceeded to the Tower of Comarcs, so called from the name
of the Arabian architect. It is of massive strength and lofty
height, dominecring over the rest of the cdifice, and overhang-
ing the steep hill-side, which descends abruptly to the banks
of the Darro. A Moorish archway admitted us into a vast
and lofty hall, which occupics the iuterior of the tower, and was
the grand audience-chamber of the Moslem monarchs, thenee
called the Hall of Ambassadors. It still bears the traces of
past maguificence, The walls are richly stuecoed and deco-
rated with arabesques ; the vaulted ceiling of cedar-wood,
almost lost in obscurity, from its height, still gleams with rich
gilding, and the brilliant tints of the Arabian pencil.  On
three sides of the saloon are deep windows, cut through the
immense thickness of the walls, the balconies of which look
down upon the verdant valley of the Darro, the streets and
convents of the Albaycin, and command a prospect of the
distant Vega.

I might go on to describe minutely the other delightful
apartments of this side of the palace ; the Tocador, or toilet
of the queen, an open belvidere, on the summit of & tower,
where the Moorish sultanas enjoyed the pure breezes from the
mountain, and the prospect of the surrounding paradisc ; the
secluded little patio, or garden of Lindaraxa, with its alabaster
fountain, its thickets of roses and myrtles, of citrons and
oranges ; the cool halls and grottoes of the baths, whero the
glarc and heat of day are tempered into a soft mysterious light
and a pervading freshness.  But [ forbear to dwell minutely
on thoso scenes ; my object is mercly to give the reader a
general introduction into an abode, where, if so disposed, he
may linger and loiter with me through the remainder of this
work, gradually becoming familiar with all its localities,

An abundant supply of water, brought from the mountains
byold Moorish aqueducts, circulates througho:at the palace, sup-
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plying its baths and fishpools, sparkling in jets within its halls,
or murmuring in chaunels along the marble pavements. When
it has paid its tribute to the royal pile, and visited its gardens
and pastures, it flows down the long avenue leading to the
city, tinkling in rills, gushing in fountains, and inaintaining a
perpetual verdure in those groves that embower and beautify
the whole hill of the Alhambra,

"Those only who have sojourned in the ardent climates of the
South, can appreciate the delights of an abode combining the
breezy coolness of the mountain with the freshness and verdure
of the valley.

While the city below pants with the noontide heat, and the
parched vega trembles to the cye, the delicate airs from the
Sierra Nevada play through these lofty halls, bringing with
them the swoetness of the surrounding gardens.  Nverything
invites to that indolent repose, the bliss of southern climes ;
and while the half-shut eye looks out from shaded balconies
upon the glittering landscape, the car is lulled by the rustling
of groves and the murmur of running streams,

THE TOWER OF COMARES.

Tur reader has had a sketeh of the interior of the Alhambra,
and may be desirous of a general idea of 1its vieinity, 'The
morning is serenc and lovely ; the sun has not gained sufficient
power to destroy the freshness of the night ; we will monnt to
the summit of the Tower of Comares, and take a bird's-cye
view of Granada and its environs.

Come then, worthy reader and cemrade, follow my steps
into this vestibule, ornamented with rich tracery, which opens
to the Hall of Ambassadors.  We will not enter the hall, how-
ever, but turn to the left, to this small door, opening in the
wall. Have a carc ! here are steep winding steps, and but
scanty light ; yet up this narrow, obscure, and winding stair-
case, the proud monarchs of Granada and their queens have
often ascended to the battlements of the tower, to watch the
approach of Christian armics, or to gaze on the battles in the
Vega. At length we arc on the terraced roof, and may take
breath for a moment, while we cast a general cyc over the
splendid panorama of city and country ; of rocky mountain,
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verdant valley, and fertile plain ; of castle, cathedral, Moorish
towers, and Gothic domes, crumbling ruins, and blooming
groves, .

Let us approach the battlements, and cast our cycs imme-
diately below. Scc, on this side we have the whole plan of
the Alhambra laid open to us, and can look down into its
courts and gardens. At the foot of the tower is the Court of
the Alberca, with its great tank or fish-pool, bordered with
flowers ; and yonder is the Court of Lions, with its fumous
fountains, and its light Moorish arcades ; and in the ceutre of
the pile is the little garden of Lindaraxa, buried in the heart
of the building, with its roses and citrons, and shrullery of
cmerald green.

"That helt of battlements, studded with square towers, strag-
gling round the whole brow of the hill, is the outer houndary
of the fortress.  Some of the towers, you may perceive, are in
ruins, and their massive fragments are Inied among vines,
fig-trees, and aloes,

Lt us look on this northern side of the tower. Tt is a
giddy height ; the very foundations of the tower vise above
the groves of the steep hill-side.  And see ! a long fissure in
the massive walls, shows that the tower has been rent by somo
of the earthquakes, which from time to time have thrown
Granada into consternation ; and whiel, sooner or later, must
reduce this crambling pile to a mere mass of ruin. The deep,
narrow glen Lelow us, which gradnally widens as it opens from
tho mountains, is the valley of the Darro 5 you sco the little
river winding its way wnder embowered terraces, and among
orchards and flower-gardens, Tt is a stream famous in old
times for yiclding gold, and its sands are still sifted occasion-
ally, iu scarch of the precious ore.  Some of those white pa-
vilious, which here and there gleam from among groves and
vineyards, were rustic vetreals of the Moors, to aujoy the
refreshment of their gardens,

The airy palace, with its tall white towers and long arcades,
which breasts yon mountain, among pompous groves and
hanging gardens, is the Generalife, a summer palace of tho
Moorish kings, to which they resorted during the sultry
months, to enjoy a still more breczy region than that of the
Alhambra. - Tho naked summit of the height above it, where
you behold some shapeless ruins, is the Silla, del Moro, or seat
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of the Moor ; 50 called, from having been a retreat of the unfor-
tunate Boabdil, during the time of an insurrection, where he
seated Limsclf, and looked down mournfully upon his rebellious
city.

ZA murmuring sound of wWater now and then rises from the
valley. It is from the aqueduct of yon Moorish mill, nearly
at the foot of the hill.  The avenue of trees beyond is the
Alamedy, along the bank of the Darro, a favourite resort in
evenings, and a rendezvous of lovers in the swmmer nights,
when the guitar may be heard at a late hour from the benches
along its walks, At present, there are but a fow loitering
monks to he seen there, and a group of water-carriers from
the fountain of Avellanos.

You start ! ’tis nothing but & hawk that we have frightened
from his nest.  This old tower is a completo breeding-place
for vagrant birds ; the swallow and martlet abound in every
chink and eranuy, and circle about it the whole day long ;
while at night, when all other birds have gone to rest, the
moping owl comes out of its lurking-place, and utters its
boding cry from the battlements. Sec how the hawk we have
dislodged sweeps away below us, skimming over the tops of
the trees, and sailing up to the ruing above the Generulife !

Let us leave this side of the tower, and turn our eyes to the
wost. 1lere you behold in the distance, a range of mountains
bounding the Vega, the ancient barricr between Moslem
Granada and the land of the Christians, Among their heights
you may still discern warrior towns, whose grey walls and
battlements scem of a piceo with the rocks on which they are
built ; while here and thero is a solitary Atalaya, or watch
tower, mouuted on some lofty point, and looking down, as it
were, from the sky, into the valleys on cither side. It was
down the defiles of these mountains, by the pass of Lope, that
the Christian armics descended into the Vega, 1t was round:
the ase of yon grey and lofty mountain, almost insulated from
the rest, and stretehing its bold rocky promontory into the
bosom of tho plain, that the invading squadrons would come
bursting into view, with flaunting banners, and the clangour
of drums and trampets. How changed is the scene ! Instead
of the glittering line of mailed warriors, we behold the patient
train of the toiltul mulcteer, slowly moving along the skirts of
the mountain. Behind that promontory. is the eventful bridge
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of Pinos, renowned for many a bloody strife between Moors
and Christians ; but still more renowned as being the place
where Columbus was overtaken and called back by the mes-
senger of Queen Isabella, just as he was departing in despair,
to carry his project of discovery to the court of France.

Behold another place famous in the history of the discoverer
Yon line of walls and towers, gleaming in the morning sun, in
the very centre of the Vega, is the city of Santa-Fe, built by
the Catholic sovercigns during the siege of Granada, after a
conflagration had destroyed their camp. It was to these walls®
that Columbus was called back by the heroic queen ; and within
them the treaty was coneluded, that led to the discovery of the
western world.

Here, towards the south, the cye revels on the luxuriant
beauties of the Vega ; a blooming wilderness of grove and
garden, and teeming orchard, with the Xenil winding through
it in silver links, and feeding inuumerablo rills, conducted
through ancient Moorish channels, which maintain the land-
scape in perpetual verdure, Here are the beloved bowers and
gardens and rural vetreats, for which the Moors fought with
such desperate valonr. The very furm-houses and hovels
which are now inhabited by the boors, retain traces of ara-
besques and other tasteful decorations, which show them to
have been clegant residences in the days of the Moslems,

Beyond the embowered region of the Vega, you behold to
the south a line of arid hills, down which a long train of mules
is slowly moving. It was from the summit of one of those
hills that the unfortunate Boabdil east back liis Jast look upon
Granada, and gave vent to the agony of his soul. It i3 the
spot famous in song aud story, “ The last sigh of the Moor.”

Now raise your cyes to the snowy summit of yon pile of
mountains, shining like a white summer cloud in the blue sky.
1t is the Sierra Nevada, the pride and delight of Granada ; the
source of her cooling breezes and perpetual verdure, of her
gushing fountains and perennial streams. It is this glorious
pile of mountains that gives to Granada that combination of
delights o rare in & southern city ; tho fresh vegetation and
tho temperate airs of a northern climate, with the vivifying
ardour of a tropical sun, and the cloudless azure of a southern
sky. It is this aérial treasury of snow, which, melting in pro-
portion to the increase of the summer heat, sends down rivulets
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and streams through every glen and gorge of the Alpuxarras,
diffusing emerald verdure and fertility throughout a chain of
happy and sequestered valleys.

Those mountains may well be called the glory of Granada.
They dominate the whole extent of Andalusia, and may be scen
from its most distant parts. The muleteer hails them, as ho
views their frosty peaks from the sultry level of the plain ; and
the Spanish mariner on the deck of his bark, far, fur off on tho
bosom of the blue Meditcrranean, watches them with a pensive
cye, thinks of delightful Granada, and chants, in Jow voice,
some old romance about the Moors.

But enough-—the sun is high above the mountains, and is
pouring his full fervour upon our heads. Already the terraced
roof of the tower is hot beneath our feet : et us abandon it, and
descend and refresh oursclves under the arcades by the foun-
tain of the Lions,

REFLECTIONS ON TIIE MOSLEM DOMINATION
IN SPAIN.

Oxn of my favourite resorts is the balcony of the central
window of the Hall of Ambassadors, in the lofty tower of
Comarcs, Thave just been seated there, enjoying the close of
a long brilliant day. The sun, as ho sank hehind tho purple
mountaing of Alhama, sent a strcam of cffulgence up the
valley of the Darro, that spread a melancholy powp over the
ruddy towers of the Alhambra ; while the Vega, covered with
a slight sultry vapour that caught the setting ray, scemed
spread out in the distance like a golden sea.  Not a breath of
air disturbed the stillness of the hour, and though the faint
sound of music and merriment now and then arose from the
gardens of the Darro, it but rendered more impressive the monu-
mental silence of the pile which overshadowed me. Tt was one
of those hours and scenes in which memory asserts an almost
magical power ; and like the evening sun beaming on these
mouldering towers, sends back her retrospective rays to light
up the glories of the past.

As T sat watching the cffect ‘of the declining day-light upon
this Moorish pile, I was led into a consideration of the light,
elegant, and voluptuous character, prevalent throughout its
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internal architecture ; and to contrast it with the grand but
gloomy solemnity of the Gothic edifices, reared by the Spanish
conquerors. The very architcetuze thus hespeaks the opposite
and irrcconcilable natures of the two warlike people who so
loug battled here for the mastery of the peninsula. By degrees,
I fell into & course of musing upon the singular fortuncs of the
Arabian or Moresco-Spaniards, whose whole existence is as a tale
that is told, and certainly forms one of the most anomalous,
yet splendid episodes in history. Potent and durable as was
their dominton, we scarcely know how to call them. They
arc a nation, as it were, withont a legitimate country or a
name. A remote wave of the great Arabian inundation, cast
upon the shores of Europe, they scemed to have all the impetus
of thefirst rush of the torrent.  Their carcer of conquest, from
the rock of Gibraltar to the cliffy of the Pyrences, was as rapid
and brilliant as the Moslem victorics of Syria and Egypt. Nay,
had they not been checked on the plaing of Tours, all France,
all Europe, might have heen overrun with the same facility ag
the empires of the Fast, and the cresent might at this day
have glittered on the fanes of Paris and of London.

Repelled within the Timits of the Pyrences, the mixed
hordes of Asia and Afvica, that formed this great eruption,
gave up the Moslem principle of conquest, and sought to
establish in Spain o peaceful and permanent dominion.  As
conquerors, their heroism was only equalled by their modera-
tion ; and in both, for a time, they excelled the nations with
whom they contended. Severed from their native homes, they
loved the Jand given them as they supposed by Allah, and
strove to embellish it with everything that could administer to
the happiness of man,  Laying the foundations of their power
ina system of wise and equitable laws, diligently cultivating
the arts and sciences, and promoting agriculture, manufactures,
and commerce ; they gradually formed an empire unrivalled
for its prosperity by any of the empires of Christendom ; and
diligently drawing rofind them the graces and refinements
that marked the Arabian empire in the Fast, at the time of its
greatist civilization, they diffused the light of Oriental know-
ledge through the Western regions of benighted Europe.

The cities of Arabian Spain became the resort of Christian
artisans, to instruct thewselves in the useful arts, The Univer-
sities of Toledo, Cordova Seville, and Granada, were sought
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by tho pale student from other lands, to acquaint himself
with the sciences of the Arabs, and the treasured lore of anti~
quity ; the lovers of the gay sciences resorted to Cordova and
Granada, to imbibe the poetry and music of the Kast ; and the
steel-clad warriors of the North hastened thither to accom-
plish themselves in the graceful exercises and courteous usages
of chivalry.

If the Moslem monuments in Spain, if the mosque of
Cordova, the aleazar of Seville, and the Alhambra of Granada,
still bear inscriptions fondly boasting of the power and per-
maneney of their dominion ; can the hoast be derided as
arrogant and vain?  Generation after generation, eentury
after century, had passed away, and still they naintained
possession of the land. A peviod had clapsed longer than
that which has passed since Kngland was subjugated by the
Norman Conqueror, and the descendants of Musa and Tarie
might ag little anticipate heing driven into exile across the
same straits, traversed by their trimuphant ancestors, as the
descendants of Rollo and William, and their veferan peers,
may dream of being driven back to the shores of Normandy.

With all this, however, the Moslem cmpize in Spain wag
but a brilliant exotic, that took no permancut root in the soil
it embellished.  Severed from all their neighbours i the
West, Dy impassable barriers of faith and mauners, and sepa-
rated by seas and deserts from their kindred of the East, they
were an isoluted people. Their whole existence was a pro-
longed, though gallant and chivalric struggle, for a foothold
in a wsurped knd.

They were the outposts and frontiers of Islunism. Tho
peninsula was the great battle-ground where the Gothic con-
querors of the North and the Moslem conguerors of the Bast,
met and strove for mastery ; and the fiery courage of the
Arab was at length subducd by the obstinate and persevering
valour of the Goth.

Never was the annihilation of a people more complete than
that of the Moresco-Spaniards.  Where are they ¢ Ask the
shores of Bubary and ity desert places.  The exiled remnang
of their ouce powerful ewpire disappeared among the bar-
barians of Africa, and ceased to bo a nation.  They have not
even left a distinet nune behind them, though for nearly
eight centwies they were a distinct people. The home of
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their adoption and of their occupation for ages, refuses &
acknowledge them, except as invaders and usurpers. A fow
broken monuments are all that remain to bear witness tc
their power and dominion, as solitary rocks left far in the
interior, bear testimony to the extent of some vast inundation
Such is the Alhambra. A Moslem pile, in the midst of ¢
Christian Jand ; an Oriental palace amidst the Gothic edifice:
of the West ; an clegant memento of a brave, intelligent, an
graceful people, who conquered, ruled, and passed away.

12333,

THE HOUSEHOLD.

Tt is time that T give some idea of my domestic arrange
ments in this singular residence. The Royal Palaco of the
Alhambra iy entrusted to the care of a good old maiden dame
called Dofia Antonia Molina ; but who, according to Spanish
custom, gocs by the more ncighbowly appellation of Tit
Antonia (Aunt Antonia). She maintaing tho Moorish halk
and gardens in order, and shows them to strangers; in con
sideration of which she is allowed all the perquisites receivec
from visitors, and all the produce of the gardens, excepting
that she is expected to pay an oceasional tribute of fruits anc
flowers to the Governor.  Her residence is in a corner of the
palace ; and her family consists of a nephew and nicce, the
children of two different brothers. The nephew, Manue
Moling, is & young man of sterling worth, and Spanish gravity
He has served in the armics both in Spain and the Wes
Indies ; but is now studying medieine, in hopes of one day o
other becoming physician to the fortress, a post worth at leas
a bundred and forty dollars a-year. As to the nicce, she is ¢
plump little black-cyed Andalusian damsel, named Dolores
but who, from her bright looks and cheerful disposition
merits a merrier name. She is the declared leiress of al
her aunt’s posscssions, consisting of certain ruinous tenement:
in the fortress, yiclding a revenue of about one hundred anc
fitty dollars, T had not been long in the Alhambra, befor
1 discovered that o quict courtship was going on between the
diserect Manuel and his bright-cyed cousin, and that nothing
was wanting to cnable them to join their hands and expecta
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tions, but that he should receive his doctor’s diploma, and
purchase a dispensation from tho Pope, on account of their
consanguinity.

With the good dame Antonin I have made a treaty,
according to which, she furnishes mo with board and lodging ,
while the merry-hearted little Dolores keeps my apartment in
order, and officiates as handmaid at meal-times. I have also
at my command a tall, stuttering, yellow-haired lad, named
Pépe, who works in the gardens, and would fain have acted as
valet ; but, in this, he was forestalled by Mateo Ximenes,
“the son of the Alhambra!” This alert and officious wight
has managed, somchow or other, to stick by me ever since
I first encountered him at the outer gate of tho fortress, and
to weave himself into all my plans, until le has fairly ap-
pointed and installed himself my valet, cicerone, guide, guard,
and historiographic squire ; and T have been obliged to ime
prove the state of his wardrobe, that he may not disgrace his
various functions ; so that he has cast his old brown mantle,
as a snake does his skin, and now appears about the fortress
with a smart Andalusian hat and jacket, to his infinite satis-
faction, and the great astonishment of his comrades. The
shief fault of honest Mateo is an over anxiety to be useful.
Conscious of having foisted himsclf into my employ, and that
my simple and quiet habits render his sitaation a sincoure, he
is at his wit’s ends to devise modes of making himself im-
portant to my welfare. T am, in a manner, the victim of his
officiousness ; I eannot put my foot over the threshold of the
palace, to stroll about the fortress, but he is at my clbow, to
explain everything T seo ; and if I venture to ramble among
the surrounding hills, he insists upon attending me as a guard,
though T vehemently suspect he would be more apt to trust
to the length of his legs than the strength of his arms, in
case of attack. After all, however, the poor fellow is at times
an amusing companion ; he is simple-minded, und of infinite
good humour, with the loquacity and gossip of a village
barber, and knows all the smalltalk of the placo and its
environs ; hut what he chiefly values himself on, is his stock
of local information, having the most marvellous stories to
relate of every tower, and vault, and gateway of the fortress,
in all of which he places the mnost implicit faith,

Most of these he has derived, according to his own account,
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from his grandfather, a little legendary tailor, who lived to the
age of nearly o hundred years, during which he made but
two migrations beyond the preeinets of the fortress. His shop,
for the greater part of a century, was the resort of o knot of
venerable gossips, where they would pass half the night talk-
ing about old times, and the wonderful events and hidden
secrets of the place. The whole living, moving, thinking, and
acting, of this historical little tailor, had thus been bounded
by the walls of tho Alhambra ; within them he had been
born, within themn he lived, breathed, and had his being ;
within them he died, and was buried.  Fortunately for pos-
terity, his traditionary lore died not with him. The authentic
Mateo, when an urchin, used to he an attentive listener to the
narrtives of his crandfather, and of the gossip group assembled
round the shop-hoard; and is thus possessed of w stock of
valuable knowledge concerning the Alhambra, not to be found
in the books, and well worthy the attention of cvery curious
traveller.

Such are the personages that contribute to my domestie
comforts in the Alhambra; and T question whether any of
the potentates, Moslem or Christian, who lave preceded me
in the paluce, have been waited upon with greater fidelity, or
enjoyed a serener sway,

When 1 rise in the morning, Pépe, the stuttering Jad from
the gardens, briugs me a tribute of {resh-culled flowers, which
are afterwards arranged in vases, by the skilful hand of Do-
Tores, who takes a fomale pride in the deeorations of my
chamber. My meals are made wherever caprice dictates ;
sometimes in one of the Moorish halls, sometimes under the
arcades of the Court of Lions, surronnded by fluwers and
fountains : and when I walk out, 1 am conducted by the
assiduous Mateo, to the most romantic retreats of the moun-
tains, and delicious haunts of the adjacent valleys, not one of
which but is the seene of some wonderful tale,

Though fond of passiug the greater part of my day alone,
yet 1 oceasionally repair in the evenings to the little domestic
circle of Doia Antonia. This is gencrally held in an old
Moorish chamber, that serves for kitchen as well as hall, a
rude fire-place having been made in one corner, the smoke
from which has discolowred the walls, and almost obliterated
the ancient arabesques. A window, with a Lalcony over-
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hanging the valloy of the Dairo, lets in the cool evening
breeze ; and hero I take my frugal supper of fruit and milk.
and mingle with the conversation of the fumily. Thereisa
natural talent, or mother wit, as it is called, about the Span-
iards, which renders them intellectual and agrecable com-
panions, whatever may be their condition in life, or however
imperfect may have been their education : add to this, they
are never vulgar ; nature has endowed them with an inherent
dignity of spirit. The good Tia Antonia is a woman of strong
and intelligent, though uncultivated mind ; and the bright-
eyed Dolores, though she has read but three or four hooks in
the whole course of her life, has an engaging mixture of naiveté
and good sense, and often surprises moe by the pungency of her
artless sallies. Somectimes the nephew entertains us by read-
ing some old comedy of Calderon or Lope de Vega, to which
he is evidently prompted by a desive to improve, ag well as
amuse his cousin Dolores ; though, to his great mortification,
the little damscl generally fally asleep beforo the first act is
completed. Sometimes Tia Antonia has a little levee of humble
friends and dependents, the inhabitants of the adjacent hamlet,
or the wivesof the invalid soldiers. These lovk up to her with
great deference, as the custodian of the palace, and pay their
court to her by bringing the news of the place, or the rumours
that may have straggled up from Granada.  In listening to
these ovening gossipings I have picked up many curious facts,
illustrative of the manncrs of the people and the peculiarities
of the neighbourhood, These are sunple details of simple
pleasures ; it is the nature of the place alone that gives them
interest and importance. I tread hawnted ground, and am
surrounded by romantic associations, From earlicst boyhood,
when, on the banks of the Hudson, I first pored over the pagesof
an old Spanish story about the wars of Granada, that city has
over been a subject of my waking dreams ; and often have 1
trod in fancy the romantic halls of the Allwnbra. Bcehold,
for once, a day-dream realized ; yet I can scarce credit my
senses, or believe that I do, indeed, inhabit the palace of Boah-
dil, and look down from its balconics upon chivalric Granada.
As T loiter through theso oriental chambers, and hear the
murmur of fountains and the song of the nightingale ; as T in-
halo the odour of the rose, and feel the influence of the balmy
climate, T am almost tempted to fancy myself in the paradise
D
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of Mahomet, and that the plump little Dolores is one of the
bright-eyed houris, destined to administer to the happiness of
true belicvers.

THE TRUANT.

SINcE noting the foregoing pages, we have had a scene of
petty tribulation in the Alhambra, which has thrown a cloud
over the sunny countenance of Dolores. This little damsel
hasa femalo passion for pets of all kinds, and from the super-
abundant kinduess of her disposition, one of the ruined courts
of the Albambra is thronged with her favourites. A stately
peacock and Iiis hen seem to hold regal sway here, over pom-
pous turkeys, quernlous guinca-fowls, and a rabble rout of
common cocks and hens.  The greatdelight of Dolores, however,
has for some time past been centred in a youthful pair of
pigeons, who have lately entered into the holy state of wedlock,
and who have even supplanted a tortoise-shell cat and kittens
in her aflections.

As a tenement for them wherein to commence housekeeping,
she had fitted up a small chamber adjacent to the kitchen, the
window of which looked into one of the quiet Moorish courts.
Here they lived in happy ignorance of any world beyond the
court and ity sunny roofs. Never had they aspired to soar
above the battlements, or to mount to the summit of the
towers.  Their virtuous union was at length erowned by two
spotless and milk-white eggs, to the great joy of their cherish-
ing little mistress. Nothing could be more praiseworthy than
the conduct of the young married folks on this interesting oc-
casion.  They took turns to sit upon the nest until the cggs
were hatched, and while their callow progeny required warmth
and shelter ; while one thus stayed at home, the other foraged
abroad for food, and brought home abundant supplies.

This sccne of conjugal felicity has suddenly met with a
roverse.  Larly this morning, as Dolores was feeding the male
pigeon, she took a fancy to give him a peep at the great world.
Opening a window, therefore, which looks down upon the valley
of the Darro, she Jaunched him at onee beyond the walls of
the Alhambra.  For the first time in bis life the astonished
bird bad to try the full vigour of his wings. He swept down
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into the valley, and then rising upwards with a surge, soared
almost to the clouds, Never beforo had he risen to such a
height, or experienced such delight in flying ; and, like a young
spendthrift just come to his estate, he seemed giddy with
excess of liberty, and with the boundless ficld of action sud-
denly opened to him, For the whole day he has been circling
about in capricious flights from tower to tower, and tree to
trco. Every attempt has been vain to lure him back, by
scattering grain upon the roofs ; he scems to have lost all
thoughts of home, of his tender helpmate, and his callow young.
To add to the anxiety of Dolores, he has been joined by two
palomas ladrones, or robber pigeons, whoso instinet it is to
entice wandering pigeons to their own dovecotes. The fugi-
tive, like many other thoughtless youths on their first launch-
ing upon the world, scems quite fascinated with these knowing
but graceless companions, who havo undertaken to show him
lifo and introduce him to society. Heo has been soaring with
them over all the roofs and steeples of Granada. A thunder-
storm has passed over the city, but he has not sought hig
home ; night has closed in, but still he comes not.  T'o decpen
the pathos of the affair, the female pigeon, after remaining seve-
ral hours on the nest, without being relieved, at length went
forth to sk her recrcant mate ; but stayed away so long that
the young ones perished for want of the warmth and shelter
of the parent bosom. At a late hour in the evening, word was
Dbrought to Dolores, that the trnant bird had been seen upon
the towers of the Generalife.  Now it happens that the Ad-
ministrador of that ancient palace has likewise o doveeote,
among the inmates of which are said to be two or three of
‘these inveigling birds, the terror of all neighbouring pigeon-
fanciers.  Dolores immediately concluded, that the two fea-
thered sharpers who had been seen with her fugitive were these
bloods of the Gencralife. A council of war was forthwith held
in the chamber of Tia Antonia. The Generalife is a distinet
Jjurisdiction from the Alhambra, and of course some punctilio,
if not jealousy, cxists hetween their custodiang, It was deter-
mined, therefore, to send Pépe, the stuttering lad of the gar-
dens, as ambassador to the Administrador, requesting, that it
such fugitive should be found in his dominions, he might be
given up as a subject of the Alhambra. Pépe departed ac-
cordingly, on hig-diplomatic expedition, through the moonlight
D2
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groves and avenues, but returned in an hour with the afflicting
intelligence that no such bird was to be found in the dovecote
of the Generalife. The Administrador, however, pledged his
sovereign word that if such vagrant should appear there, even
at midnight, ho should instantly be arrested, and sent back
prisoner to his little black-eyed mistross,

Thus stands the melancholy affair, which has occasioned
much distress throughout the palace, and has sent the incon-
solable Dolores to a sleepless pillow.

“Sorrow endurcth for 2 night,” says the proverb, “but joy
cometh in the morning.” The first object that met my eyes,
on leaving my room this morning, was Dolores, with the
truant pigeon in her hands, and her cyes sparkling with joy.
Ho had appeared at an carly hour on the battlements, hover-
ing shyly about from roof to roof, but at length entercd the
window, and surrendered himself prisoner.  He gained little
credit, however, by his return ; for the ravenous manner in
which he devoured the food sct before him, showed that, like
the prodigal son, he had been driven home by sheer famine.
Dolores upbraided him for his faithless conduct, calling him
all manner of vagrant names (though, woman like, she fondled
him at the same time to her bosom, and covered him with
Kisss). I observed, however, that she had taken care to clip
his wings to prevent all future soarings ; a precaution, which
I mention, for the benefit of all those who have truant lovers
or wandering husbands. More than one valuable moral might
be drawn from the story of Dolores and her pigeon. '

THE AUTHOR'S CHAMBER.

Oy taking up my abode in the Albambra, one end of a
suite of empty chambers of modern architecture, intended
for the residence of the Governor, was fitted up for my recep-
tion, It was in front of the palace, looking forth upon the
esplanade ; the further end communicated with a cluster of
little chambers, partly Moorish, partly modern, inhabited by
Tia Antonia and her family; these terminated in a large
room, which serves the good old dame for parlour, Kitchen,
end hall of audience. It had boasted of some splendour in
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the time of the Moors, but a fire-place had been built in one
corner, the smoko from which had discolourcd the walls,
nearly obliterated the ornaments, and spread a sombre tint on
the whole, From these gloomy apartments, a narrow blind corri-
dor and a dark winding staircase, led down an angle of the
tower of Comares, groping along which, and opening a small
door at tho bottom, you were suddenly daszled by emerging
into the brilliant antechamber of the Ilall of Ambassadors,
with tho fountain of the court of the Alberes sparkling
before you.

T was dissatisfied with being lodged in a modern and fron-
tier apartment of the pulace, and longed to ensconce myself in
tho very heart of the building. As I was rambling one day
about the Moorish halls, I found in a remote gallery, 2 door
which I had not before noticed, communicating apparently
with an cxtensive apartment, locked up from the public. Here
then was a mystery ; here was the haunted wing of the castle.
I procured the key, however, without difficulty ; the door
opened to a range of vacant chambers of European architec-
ture, though built over & Moorish arcade, along the little
garden of Lindaraxa. There were two lofty roows, the ceil-
ings of which were of deep panel work of cedar, richly and
skilfully carved with fruits and flowers, intermingled with
grotesque masks or faces, but broken in many places. The
walls had evidently, in ancicnt times, been hung with damask,
but were now naked, and scrawled over with the insignificant
names of aspiring travellers ; the windows, which were dig-
mantled, and open to wind and weather, Jooked into the
garden of Lindaraxa, and the orange and citron-trees flung
their branches into the chamber.  Beyond these rooms were
two saloons, less lofty, looking also into the garden. Tn the
compartments of the panelled ceilings, were baskets of fruit
and garlands of flowers, paiuted by no mean hand, and in
tolerable prescrvation, The walls had also been painted in
fresco in the Italian style, but tho paintings were nearly
obliterated ; the windows were in the same shattered state as
in the other chambers. This fanciful suite of rooms termi-
nated in an open gallery with Dalustrades, which ran at right
angles along another side of the garden. The whole apart-
ment had a delicacy and clegance in its decorations, and there
was something so choice and scquestered in its situation, along



38 THE AUTHOR'S CHAMBER.

this retired little garden, that it awakened an interest in its
history. I found on inquiry, that it was an apartment fitted
up by Italian artists in the early part of the last contury, at
the timo when Philip V. and the beautiful Elizabeth of Parma
were expected at the Alhambra; and was destined for the
Queen and the Jadies of her train.  One of the loftiest cham-
bers had been her sleeping-room ; and a narrow staircaso
leading from it, though now walled up, opened to the delight-
ful belviderc, originally & mirador of the Moorish Sultanas,
but fitted up as a boudoir for the fair Elizabeth, and which
still retains the name of the tocador, or toilette, of the Queen.
The sleeping-room I have mentioned, commanded from one
window & prospect of the Generalife and its embowered ter-
races : under another window played the alabaster fountain of
the garden of Lindaraxa. 'That garden carricd my thoughts
still further back to the period of another reign of beauty ; to
the days of the Moorish Sultanas.

“How beauteous is this garden!” says an Avabic inserip-
tion, “where the flowers of the carth vie with the stars of
heaven!  What can compare with the vase of yon alabas-
ter fountain, filled with erystal water ¢ Nothing but the moon
in her fulness, shining in the midst of an nnclouded sky !”

Centurics had elapsed, yet how much of this scene of appa-
rently fragile beauty remained ! The garden of Lindaraxa was
still adorned with flowers ; the fountain still presented its
crystal mirror ; it is true, the alabaster had lost its whiteness,
and the hasin beneath, overrun with weeds, had become the
nestling-place of the lizard ; but there was something in the
very decay, that enhanced the interest of the scene, speaking,
a3 it did, of that mutability which is the irrevocable lot of
man and all his works.  The desolation, 1oo, of these chambers,
once the abode of the proud and elegant Klizabetta, had a
more touching charm for me, than if' [ had beheld them in
their pristine splendour, glittering with the pageantry of a
court. I determined at once to tako up my quarters i this
apartment.

My determination excited great surprise in the family, who
could not imagine any rational inducement for the choice of so
solitary, remote, and forlorn apartment. The good Tia Anto-
nia_considered it highly dangerous ; the neighbourhood, she
said, was infested by vagrants; the caverns of thé adjacent
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Lills swarmed with gipsies ; the palace was ruinous, and easy
to be entered in many parts; and the rumour of a stranger
quartered alone in one of the ruined apartments, out of the
hearing of the rest of the inhabitants, might tempt unwel-
come visitors in the night, especially as forcigners are always
supposed to be well stocked with money. Dolores represented
the frightful loneliness of the place, nothing but bats and owls
flitting ubout ; then there wero a fox and a wild cat, that kept
about the vaults and roamed about at night.

T was not to be diverted from ny humour ; so calling in the
assistance of a carpenter, and the cever officious Mateo Ximencs,
the doors and windows were soon placed in o state of tolerable
scerity.  With all these precautions, 1 must confess, the first
night T passed in these quarters way inexpressibly dreary. I
was cscorted by the whole family to my chamber, and their
taking leave of me, and returning along the waste ante-
chambers and echoing gallerics, reminded me of those hob-
goblin stories, where the hero is left to accomplish the adventure
of an enchanted house.

Evon the thoughts of the fair Klizabetta, and the heautics
of her court, who had onee graced these chambers, now, by a
perversion of fancy, added to the gloom.  Here was the scene
of their transient gaiety aud loveliness ; here were the very
traces of their clegance and enjoyment ; but what and where
were they T—Dust and ashes | tenants of the tomb ! phantoms
of the memory ! )

A vague and indeseribable awe wag creeping over me I
wonld fain have ascribed it to the thoughts of robbers awakened
by the evening’s conversation, but I felt that it was something
more unreal and absurd.  1n a word, the long-buried impres-
sions of the nursery were reviving, and assorting their power
over my imagination. Kverything began to e affected by the
working of my mind. 'The whispering of the wind among the
citron-trees, beneath my window, had something sinister. 1
cast my eyes into the garden of Lindaraxa; the groves pre-
sented a gulf of shadows ; the thickets, indistinet and ghastly
shapes. I was glad to close the window, but my chamber
itself becpme infected A Dat had found its way in, and
flitted about my head and athwart my solitary lamp ; the
grotesque faces carved in the cedar ceiling secmed to mope
and mow at me.
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Rousing myself, and half-smiling at this temporary weakness,
1 resolved to brave it, and, taking lamp in hand, sallied forth
to mako a tour of the ancient palace. Nothwithstanding every
mental cxertion, the task was a severe onc.  The rays of my
lamp extended to but a limited distance around me ; I walked
asit were in a mere halo of light, and all beyond was thick
darkness. The vaulted corridors were as caverns ; the vaults
of the halls were lost in gloom ; what unscen foe might not bo
lurking beforo or behind me ! my own shadow playing about
the walls and the echoes of my own footsteps disturbed me.

In this excited state, as T was traversing the great Hall of
Ambassadors there were added real sounds to these conjectural
fancies. Low moans, and indistinet cjaculations scemed to
rise as it were beneath nuy feet ; I paused and listened.  They
then appeared to resound from without the tower. Some-
times they resembled the howlings of an animal, at others
they were stifled shricks, mingled with articulate ravings.  The
thrilling effect of these sonnds in that still hour and singular
place, destroyed all inclination to continue my lonely perambu-
lation, T returned to my chiumber with more alacrity than I
had sallied forth, and drew my lreath more freely when once
more within its walls and the door bolted behind me. When I
awoke in the morning, with the sun shiuing in at my window
and Jighting up every part of the building with his cheerful
and truth-telling beams, T could scarcely recall the shadows
and fancies conjured up by the gloom of the preceding night ;
or helicve that the seenes around me, so naked and apparent,
could have been clothed with such imaginary horrovs,

Still, the dismal howlings and cjaculations T had heard,
were not ideal ; but they were soon accounted for by my hand-
maid Dolores ; heing the ravings of a poor maniac, & brother of
her aunt, who was subject to violent paroxysms, during which
he was confined in a vaulted room beneath the Hall of
Ambassadors.

THE ALITAMBRA BY MOONLIGIIT.
I HAVE given a picture of my apartment on my first taking
possession of it ; a few evenings have produced a thorough change
in the scene and in my feclings. The moon, which then was in-
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visible, has gradually gained upon the night, and nowrolls infall
splendour above the towers, pouring a flood of tempered light
into every court and hall. The garden bencath my window is
gontly lightedup ; the orange and citron-trees are tipped with
silver ; the fountains sparkle in the moonbeams, and even the
Dlush of the rose is faintly visiblo.

I havo sat for hours at my window, inhaling the sweetness
of the garden, and wmusing on the chequered fortunes of those
whose history is dimly shadowed out in the clegant memorials
around.  Sometimes I have issued forth at midnight, when
everything was quict, and have wandered over the whole build-
ing.  Who can do justice to a moonlight night in such
a climate and in such a placo! The temperature of an Anda-
lusian midnight in summer is perfectly ethereal. We scem
lifted up into a purer atmosphere ; there is a serenity of soul,
a buoyancy of spirits, an clasticity of frame, that renders mere
cxistence enjoyment. The cfleet of moonlight too, on the
Alhambra, has something like enchantment.  Kvery rent
and chasm of time, every mouldering tint and weather-stain
disappears ; the marble resumes its original whitencss; the
long colonnades brighten in the moonbeams ; the halls aro
illuminated with a softened radianco until the whole cdifice
reminds one of the enchanted palace of an Arabian tale,

At sucha time I have ascended to the little pavition called
the Queen's Tuilctte, to enjoy its varied and extensive prospect.
To the right, the snowy summits of the Sierra Nevada would
gleam like silver clouds against the darker firmament, and all
the outlines of the mountain would be softencd, yet delicately
defined. My delight, however, would be to lean over the
parapet of the tocador, and gaze down upon Granads, spread
out like & map below me ; all buried in deep repose, and its
white palaces and convents slecping, as it were, in the
moonshine.

Sometimes I would hear the faint sounds of castaficts from
some party of dancers lingering in the Alameda, at other times
T have heard the dubious tones of a guitar, and the notes of &
single voice rising from some solitary street, and have pictured
to myself some youthful cavalicr serenading his lady’s window ;
a gallant custom of former days, but now sadly on the decline,
except in the remote towns and villages of Spain. Such were
tho seenes that have detained me for many an hour loitering
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about the courts and balconies of the castle, enjoying that mix-
ture of reverie and sensation which steal away existence in a
southern climate ; and it has been almost morning before I have
retired to my bed, and been lulled to sleep by the falling
waters of the fountain of Lindaraxa.

INHABITANTS OF THE ALHAMBRA.

T HAVE often observed that the more proudly a mansion has
been tenanted in the days of its prosperity, the humbler are its
inhabitants in the day of its decline, and that the palace of the
king, commonly ends in being the nestling-place of the beggar.

The Alhambra is in & rapid state of similar transition,
Whenever a tower falls to decay, it is scized upon by some
tatterdemalion family, who become joint tenants, with the bats
and owls, of its gilded halls; and hang their rags, those stand-
ards of poverty, out of its windows and loopholes.

Thave amused myself with remarking some of the motley
¢haractors that have thus wsurped the ancient abode of Royalty,
and who seem as if placed here to give a furcical termination to
the drama of human pride. One of these even heus tho
mockery of aregal title. It isa little old woman named Maria
Antonia Sabones, but who goes by the appellation of In Reyna
Coquina, or the Cockle-queen.  She is small enough to be a
fairy, and o fairy she may be for aught I can find out, for no
ong seems to know her origin.  Ier habitation is in a kind of
closet under the outer staircase of the palace, and she sits in
the cool stone corridor, plying her needle and singing from
morning till night, with a ready joke for every one that passes ;
for though one of the poorest, she is one of the merriest littlo
women breathing,  Her great merit is a gift for story-telling,
bhaving, I verily bclmve, as many stories at her command, as
the inexhaustible Scheherezade of the thousand and one
nights, Some of these I have heard her relate in the evening
tertulias of Dame Antonia, at which she is occasivnally a
humble attendant.

That there must e some fairy gift about this mysterious
Littlo old woman, would appear from her extraordinary luck,
since, notwithstanding her being very little, very ugly, and
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very poor, she has had, according to her own account, five hus-
bands and a half, reckoning as a half one, a young dragoon who
dicd during courtship. A rival personage to this little fairy
queen, is a portly old fellow with a bottlo nose, who goes about
in arusty garb with a cocked hat of oil-skin and a red cockade.
He is one of the legitimate sons of the Alhambra, and has lived
here all his life, filling various offices, sueh as deputy Alguazil,
sexton of the parochial church, and marker of a fives' court
cstablished at the foot of one of the towers. He is as poor
as o rat, but as proud as he is ragged, boasting of his descent
from the illustrious house of Aguilar, from which sprang
Gonsalvo of Cordova, the grand captain.  Nay, he actually
bears the name of Alonza de Aguilar, so renowned in the history
of the conquest ; thongh the graccless wags of the fortress
have given him the title of ¢l padre sunto, or the holy father, the
usual appellation of the Pope, which I had thought too sacred in
the eyes of true catholics to be thus Iudicrously applied. Tt
is a whimsieal caprice of fortune to present, in the grotesque
person of this tatterdemalion, o namesake and descendant
of the proud Alonza de Aguilar, the mirror of Andalusian
chivalry, leading an almost mendicant existence about this once
haughty fortress, which his ancestor aided to reduce ; yct
such might have been the lot of the descendants of Agamem-
non and Achilles, had they lingered abont the ruing of Troy !
Of this motley community, I find the family of my gos-
siping *squire, Mateo Ximencs, to form, from their numbers
at least, a very important part. His boast of being a son
of the Alhambra, is not unfounded.  His funily has inhabited
the fortress ever since the time of the Conquest, handing down
& hereditary poverty from father to son ; not one of them
having ever been known to be wortha maravedi.  His father,
by trade a riband weaver, and who suceeeded the historieal
tailor as the head of the family, is now near seventy years of
age, and lives in a hovel of recds and plaster, built by his
own hands just above the iron gate. The furniture consists of
u crazy bed, a table, and two or three chairs ; a woorden chest,
containing his clothes and the archives of his funily ; thatis
to say, a few papers concerning old law-suits, which he cannot
read ; but the pride of his hovel is a blazon of the arms of tho
family, brilliantly coloured, and suspended in a frame aguinst
the wall ; clearly denoting Ly its quarterings, the various
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noble houses with which this poverty-stricken brood claim
affinity.

Asto Mateo himself, he has done his utmost to perpetuate
his line, having a wife and o numerous progeny, who inhabit
an almost dismantled hovel in the hamlet. How they manage
to subsist, he only who sces into all mysteries can tell ; the
subsistence of & Spanish family of the kind, isalways a riddle
to me ; yet they do subsist, and what is more, appear to enjoy
their existence.  The wife takes her holiday stroll in the Paseo
of Granada, with a child in her armsand half o dozen at her
heels ; and tho cldest daughter, now verging into womanhood,
dresses her hair with flowers, and dances gaily to the castafiets.

Here are two classes of people, to whom life scerns one long
holiday, the very rich, and the very poor; one because
they need do nothing, the other because they have nothing
to do ; but there are none who understand the art of doing
nothing and living upon nothing, better than the poor classes
in Spain.  Climate does onc half, and temperament the rest,
Give a Spaniard the shade in summer, and the sun in winter ;
a little bread, garlic, oil, and garbances, an old brown cloak
anda guitar, and let the world roll on as it pleascs, Talk of
poverty! with him it has no disgrace. It sits upon him
with a grandiose style, like his ragged cloak, He isa hidalgo,
even when in rags,

The “sons of the Alhambra” arc an cminent illustration of
this practical philosophy. As the Moors imagined that the
celestial paradise mng over this favoured spot, so I am inclined
at times to fancy, thata gleamn of the golden age still lingers
about the rageed community. They possess nothing, they
do nothing, they care for nothing. Yet, though apparently
idleall the week, they are as observant of all holy duys and
saints’ days as the most laborious artizan.  They attend all
fétes and dancings in Granada and its vieinity, light bonfires
on the hills on St. John's eve, and have lately danced away the
mooulight nights on the harvest home of a small ficld within
the precinets of the fortress, which yiclded a fow bushels of
wheat.

Before concluding theso remarks, T must mention one of
tho amusements of the place which has particularly struck
me. I had repeatedly obscrved a long lean fellow perched on
the top of one of the towers, maneuvring two or three fish-
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ing-rods, as though he was angling for the stars, Iwas for
some time perplexed by the evelutions of this agrial fisherman,
and my perplexity increased on observing others employed in
like manner on different parts of the battlements and bas-
tions ; it was not until I consulted Mateo Ximenes, that I
solved the mystery.

It seems that the purc and airy situation of this fortress has
rendered it, like the castle of Macbeth, a prolific breeding-
place for swallows and martlets, who sport about its towers in
myriads, with the holiday glee of nrching just let looso from
school.  To cntrap these birds in their giddy circlings, with
hooks baited with flies, is one of the favourite amusements of
the ragged “sons of the Alhambra,” who, with the good-for-
nothing ingenuity of arrant idlers, have thus invented the
art of angling in the sky !

THE COURT OF LIONS.

Tie peculiar charm of this old dreamy palace, is its power
of calling up vague reveries and picturings of the past, and
thus clothing naked realitics with the illusions of the memory
and the imagination.  As I delight to walk in these ¢ vain
shadows,” T am prone to scck those parts of the Alhambra
which are most favourable to this phantasmagoria of the mind ;
and none are more so than the Cowrt of Lions, and its sur-
rounding halls. Here the hand of time has fallen the lightest,
and the traces of Moorish elegance and splendour exist in almost
their original brilliancy. Farthquakes have shaken the foun-
dations of this pilo, and rent its rudest towers ; yet sce, not
one of those slender columns has been displaced, not an arch
of that light and fragile colonnade has given way, and all the
fairy fret-work of these domes, apparcntly as unsubstantial as
thecrystal fabrics of a morning’s frost, yet exist after the
lapse of centuries, almost as fresh as if from the hand of the
Moslem artist. I write in the midst of these mementos of the
past, in the fresh hour of early morning, in the fated hall of
the Ahcncerrages.  The blood-stained fountain, tho legen-
dary monument of their massacro, is before me; the lofty
jet almost casts its dew upon my paper. How difficult to
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reconcilo the ancient tale of violence and blood with the gentls
and peaceful scenc around ! Everything here appears caleu-
lated to inspire kind and happy feclings, for everything is
delicate and beautiful. The very light falls tenderly from
above, through the lantern of a dome tinted and wrought as if
by fairy hands.  Through the ample and fretted arch of the
portal T behold the Court of Lions, with brilliant sunshine
gleaming along its colonnades, and sparkling in its fountains.
The lively swallow dives into the Court, and then surging
upwards, darts away twittering over the roofs ; the busy bee
toils humming among the flower beds, and painted butter-
flies hover from plant to plant, and flutter up and sport with
each other in the sunny air. 1t needs but a slight exertion of
the fancy to picture some pensive beauty of the harem, loiter-
ing in these secluded haunts of Oriental luxury.

IIe, however, who would behold this scene under an aspeet
more in unison with its fortunes, Jot him come when the
shadows of evening temper the brightness of the Court, and
throw a gloom into the surrounding halls.  Then nothing can
be more serenely melancholy, or more in harmony with the
tale of departed grandeur.

At such times I am apt to seck the Hall of Justice, whose
deep shadowy arcades extend across the upper end of the
Court, Here was performed, in presence of Ferdinand and
Tsabella, and their triumpliant Cowrt, the pompous ceremo-
nial of high mass, on taking possession of the Alhambra.  The
very cross is still to be scen upon the wall, where the altar
was erected, and where officiated the Grand Cardinal of Spain,
and others of the highest religions dignitaries of the land, 1
picture to mysclf the scenc when this place was filled with
the conquering host, that mixture of witred prelate and
shaven monk, and steel-clad knight and silken courtier ; when
crosses and crosiers, and religious standards, were mingled with
proud armorial ensigns and the hammers of the haughty chiefs
of Spain, and flaunted in triumph through these Moslem halls,
I picture to niysclf Columbus, the future discoverer of a world,
taking his modest stand in a remote corner, the humble and
neglected spectator of the pageant. I sec in imagination the
Catholic sovereigns prostrating themselves before the altar,
and pouring forth thauks for their victory ; while the vaults
resounded with sacred minstrelsy, and thedeep-toned Te Deum.
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The transient illusion is over—tho pageant melts from the
fancy—monarch, priest, and warrior, return into oblivion,
with the poor Moslems over whom they exulted. The hall
of their triumph is waste and desolate. The bat flits about
its twilight vault, and the owl hoots from the neighbouring
tower of Comares,

On entering the Court of the Lions, a few evenings since, T
was startled at beholding a turbaned Moor quictly scated
near the fountain, It seemed, for & moment, as if one of the
superstitions of tho place were realized, and sume ancient
inhabitant of the Alhambra had broken the spell of centuries,
and become visible.  He proved, however, to be a mere ordi-
nary mortal ;  native of Tetuan in Barbary, who had a shop
in the Zacatin of Granada, where he sold rhubarb, trinkets,
and perfumes. As he spoke Spanish fluently, I was enabled
to hold conversation with him, and found him shrewd and
intelligent. He told me that ho came up the hill occasionally,
in tho summer, to pass a part of the day in the Alhambry,
which reminded him of the old palaces in Barbary, which
were built and adorned in similar style, though with less
magnificence.

As we walked about the palace, ho pointed out several of
the Arabic inscriptions, as possessing much poetic beauty.

Ab, sefior, said he, when the Moors held Granada, they
wore a gayer people than they are now-a-days. They thought
only of love, of music, and poctry. They made stanzas upon
every oceasion, and set them all to music.  He who could make
the best verses, and she who had tho most tuneful voice, might
besurcof favourand preferment. Inthosedays, ifany one asked
for bread, the reply was, Make me a couplet ; and ihe poovest
beggar, if he begged in rhyme, would often bo rewarded with a
piece of gold.

“ And is the popular feeling for poetry,” said I, “ entirely
lost among you ¥”

“ By no means, scfior, the peoplo of Barbary, cven those of
the lower classes, still make couplets, and good ones too, as in
the olden time ; but talent is not rewarded as it was then: the
rich prefor the jingle of their gold to the sound of poctry or
music.”

As he was talking, his eye caught one of the inseriptions
that foretold perpetuity to the power and glory of the Moslem
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monarchs, the masters of this pile. He shook his head and
shrugged his shoulders, a3 he interpreted it. Such might
have been the case,” said he, “the Moslems might still have
been reigning in the Alhambra, had not Boabdil been a
traitor, and given up his capital to the Christians. The Spanish
monarchs would never have been able to conquer it by open
force.” .

I cndeavoured to vindicate the memory of the unlucky
Boabdil from this aspersion, and to show that the dissensions
which led to the downfall of the Moorish throne, originated in
the cruelty of his tiger-hearted father ; but the Moor would
admit of no palliation.

“ Mulcy Hassan,” said he, “ might have been cruel ; but he
wag brave, vigilant, and patriotic. ITad le been properly
seconded, Granada would still have been ours; but his son
Boabdil thwarted his plans, erippled his power, sowed treason
in his palace, and dissension“in his camp. May the curse of
God light upon him for his treachery !” With these words
the Moor lett the Alhambra.

The indignation of my turbaned companion agrees with an
ancedote related by a friend, who in the course of a tour in
Barbary, had an interview with the I'acha of Tetuan, The
Moorish governor was particnlar in his inquiries about the
soil, and especially concerning the favoured regions of Anda-
lusia, the delights of Granada, and the remains of its royal
palace.  The replies awakencd all those fond reeollections, so
decply cherished by the Moors, of the power and splendour of
their ancient empire in Spain, Turning to his Moslem attend-
ants, the DPacha stroked his beard, and broke forth in
passionate lamentations, that such a sceptre should have fallen
from the sway of true beliovers. He consoled himself, how-
ever, with the persuasion, that the power and prosperity of the
Spanish nation were on tho decline ; that a time would come
when the Moors would conquer their rightful domains ; and
that the day was perhaps not far distant, when Mahommedan
worship would again be offered up in the Mosque of Cordova,
and a.Mahommedan prince sit on his throne inthe Alhambra,

Such is the general aspiration and belief among the Moors
of Barbary ; who consider Spain, and cspecially Andalusia,
their rightful heritage, of which they have been despoiled by
treachery and violence. These ideas arc fostered and perpe-
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tuated by the descendants of the exiled Moors of Granada,
scattered among the oities of Barbary. Several of these reside in
Tetuan, preserving their ancient names, such as Pacz, and Me-
dina, and refraining from intermarriage with any families who
cannot claim the same high origin. Their vaunted lincage is
rogarded with a degree of popular deference, rarcly shown in
Mahommedan countries to any hereditary distinetion, except
in the royal line.

These families, it is said, continue to sigh after the terres-
trial paradiso of their ancestors, and to put up prayers in
their mosques on Fridays, imploring Allah to hasten the time
when Granada shall be restored to the faithful : an event to
which they look forward as fondly and confidently as did the
Christian crusaders to the recovery of the Holy Sepulchre.
Nay, it is added, that some of them retain the ancient maps
and deeds of the estates and gardens of their ancestors at
Granada, and even the keys of the houses ; holding them as
evidences of their hereditary claims, to be produced at the
antieipated day of restoration,

The Court of the Lions has also its share of supcrnatm l
legends. T have already mentioned the helief in the murmur-
ing of voices and clanking of chains, made at night by the
spirits of the murdered Abencerrages.  Mateo Ximenes, a fow
evenings since, at one of the gatherings in Dame Antonia’s
apartment, related a fact which happened within the know-
ledge of his grandfather, the legendary tailor.

There was an invalid soldier, who had charge of the ATham-
bra, to show it to strangers. As he was one evening, ahout
twilight, passing through the Court of Lions, he heard foot-
steps in the hall of the Abencerrages. Supposing some visitors
to be lingering there, he advanced to attend upon them, when
to his astonishment he beheld four Moors richly dressed, with
gilded cuirasses and seymetars, and poniards glittering with
precious stones. They were walking to and fro, with solemn
pace; but paused and beckoned to him. The old soldier,
however, took to flight, and could never afterwards be pre-
vailed upon to enter the Alhambra. Thus it is that men
sometimes turn their backs upon fortunc ; for it is the firm
opinion of Matco, that the Moors intended o roveal the place
where their treasures lay buried. A successor to the invalid
soldior was 1nore knowing, he came to the Alhambra poor

E
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but at the end of a year went off to Malags, bought houses, set
up a carriage, and still lives there one of the richest as well a3
oldest men of the place; all which, Mateo sagely surmises, was
in consequence of his finding out the golden secret of these
phantom Moors,

BOABDIL EL CHICO.

My conversation with tho manin the Court of Lions, set
me to musing on the singular fate of Boahdil. Never was
surnamo more applicable than that bestowed upon him by his
subjects, of “ el Zogoybi,” or “ the unlucky.” His misfortunes
began almost in his cradle.  In his tender youth, he was im-
prisoned and menaced with death by an inhuman father, and
only escaped through a mother’s stratagem ; in after years hig
life was embittered and repeatedly endangered, by the hostili-
tics of a usurping uncle ; his reign was distracted by external
invasions and internal feuds ; he was alternately the foe, the
prisoner, the friend, and always the dupe of ¥erdinand, until
conquered and dethroned by the mingled craft and force of
that perfidious monarch. An exile from his native land, he
took refuge with one of the princes of Africa, and fell obscurely
in battle, fighting in the cause of a stranger. His misfor-
tunes ceased mot with his death, If Boabdil cherished a
desire to leave an honourable name on the historic page, how
cruelly has he been defrauded of his hopes ! Who is there that
has turned the least attention to the romantic history of the
Moorish domination in Spain, without kindling with indigna-
tion at the alleged atrocities of Boabdil? Who has not been
touched with the woos of his lovely and gentle queen, subjected
by him to a trial of life and death, on a falso charge of infi-
delity #  Who has not been shocked by his alleged murder of
his sister and her two children, in a transport of passion?
Who has not felt his blood boil, at the inhuman massacre of
the gallant Abencerrages, thirty-six of whom, it is affirmed, ho
ordered to be beheaded in the Court of Lions? All these
charges have been reiterated in various forms; they bhave
passed into ballads, dramas, and romances, until they have
taken too thorough possession of the public mind to be eradi-
cated. Thero is not a foreigner of cducation that visits the
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Alhambra, but asks for the fountain where the Abencerrages
were beheaded ; and gazes with horror at the grated gallery
where the Queen is said to have been confined ; not a peasant
of the Vega or the Sierra, but sings the story in rude couplets,
to the accompaniment of his guitar, whilo his hearers learn to
execrate the very name of Boabdil. ‘

Never, however, was name more foully and unjustly slan-
dered. I haye examined all the authentic chronicles and
letters written by Spanish authors, contemporary with Boab-
dil ; somo of whom were in the confidence of the catholic
sovereigns, and actually present in the camp throughout the
war. Ihave cxamined all the Arabian authorities I could get
access to, through the medium of translation, and can find
nothing to justify these dark and hatcful accusations. The
whole of these tales may be traced to a work commonly called
« The Civil Wars of Granada,” containing a pretended history
of the feuds of the Zegrics and Abencerrages, during the last
struggle of the Moorish empire. This work appeared originally
in Spanish, and professed to be translated from the Arabic by
one Gines Percs de Hila, an inhabitant of Murcia. It has
since passed into various languages, and Florian has taken
from it much of the fable of his Gonsalvo of Cordova ; it has
since, in a great measure, usurped the authority of real history,
and is currently believed by the people, and cspecially the
peasantry of Granada. The whole of it, however, is a mass of
fiction, mingled with a few disfigured truths, which give it an
air of veracity. Tt bears internal cvidence of its falsity ; the
manners and customs of the Moors being cxtravagantly mis-
represented in it, and scenes depicted, totally incompatible
with their habits and their faith, and which never could have
been recorded by a Mahommedan writer.

I confess there scems to me something almost criminal in
the wilful perversions of this work : great latitude is un-
doubtedly to be allowed to romantic fiction ; but there arc
limits which it must not pass, and tho names of the distin-
guished dead, which belong to history, are no more to be
calumniated than those of the illustrious living. One would
have thought too, that the unfortunate Boabdil had suffered
enough for his justifiable hostility to the Spaniards, by being
stripped of his kingdom, without having his name thus
wantonly traduced, and rendered a bye-word and a theme of

E2 .
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infamy in his nativo land, and in the very mansion of his
fathers |

Tt is not intended horeby to affirm that the transactions
imputed to Boabdil are totally without historic foundation ;
but as far as they can be traced, they appear to have been the
acts of his father, Aben Hassan, who is represented by both
Christian and Arabian chroniclers, as being of a cruel and
ferocious nature, It was he who put to death the cavaliers of
the illustrious line of the Abencerrages, upon suspicion of their
being engaged in a conspiracy to disposscss him of his throne,

The story of the accusation of the Queen of Boabdil, and of
her confinement in one of the towers, may also be traced to an
incident in the life of his tiger-hearted father. Aben Hassan,
in his advanced age, married a beautiful Christian captive of
noblo descent, who took the Moorish appellation of Zorayda,
by whom he had two sons. She was of an ambitious spirit,
and anxious that her children should suceeed to the crown.
For this purpose she worked wpon the suspicious temper of
tho king ; inflaming him with jealousies of his children by his
other wives and conculines, whom she accused of plotting
against his throne and life. Some of them were slain by the
forocious father.  Ayxa la Horra, the virtuous mother of
Boabdil, who had once been his cherished favourite, became
likewise the object of his suspicion. 1le confined her and her
son in tho tower of Comares, and would havo sacrificed Boab-
dil to his fury, but that this tender mother lowered him from
the tower, in the night, by means of the scarfs of herself and
her attendants, and thus enabled him to escape to Guadix,

Such is the only shadow of a foundation that I can find for
the story of the accused and captive queen ; and in this it
appears that Boabdil was the perseeuted, instead of tho perse-
cutor,

Throughout the whole of his bricf, turbulent, and disastrous
reign, Boabdil gives evidence of a mild and amiable character.
He, in the first instance, won the hearts of the people by his
affable and gracious manners ; lie was always peaceable, and
never inflicted any severity of punishment upon those who
occasionally robelled against him. He was personally brave,
but he wanted moral courage ; and, in times of difficulty and
perplexity, was wavering and irvesolute. This fooblenesy of
spirit hastened his downfall, while it deprived him of that



MEMENTOS OF BOABDIL, 53

heroic grace which would have given & grandeur and dignity
to his fate, and rendered him worthy of closing the splendid
drama of the Moslem domination in Spain.

MEMENTOS OF BOABDIL.

WuiLe my mind was still warm with the subjoct of the
unfortunate Boabdil, T sct forth to trace the mementos con-
nected with his story, which yet cxist in this scene of his sove-
reignty and his misfortunes, In the picture-gallery of the
Palace of the Generalife hangs his portrait. The faco is mild,
handsome, and somewhat melancholy, with a fair complexion
and yellow hair ; if it be a true representation of the man, he
may have been wavering and uncertain, but there is nothing
of cruclty or unkindness in his aspect.

I next visited the dungeon where ho was confined in his
youthful days, when his cruel father meditated his destruction.
It is a vaulted room in the tower of Comares, under the Hall
of Ambassadors; a similar voom, separated by a narrow
passage, was the prison of his mother, the virtuous Ayxa la
Horra.  The walls are of prodigious thickness, and the small
windows secured by iron bars. A narrow stone gallery, with
o low parapet, extends round three sides of the tower, just
below tho windows, but at a considerable height from the
‘ground. Trom this gallery, it is presumed, the queen lowered
her son with the scarfs of herself and her female attendants,
during the darkness of night, to the hill-side, at the foot of
which waited a domestic with a fleet steed to bear the prince
to the mountains,

As T paced this gallery, my imagination pictured the anxious
queen leaning over the parapet, and listening, with the throb-
bings of a mother’s heart, to the last echoes of the horse’s hoof,
a8 her son scourcd along the narrow valley of the Darro,

My next scarch was for the gate by which Boabdil departed
from the Alhambra, when about to surrender his capital.
With the melancholy caprice of a broken spirit, he requested
of the Catholic monarchs, that no one afterwards might be
permitted to pass through this gate. His prayer, according
toancient chronicles, was complied with, through the sympathy
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of Isabella,and the gate walled up. For some time I inquired in
vain for such o portal ; at length, my humble attendant, Mateo,
learned among the old residents of the fortress, that a ruinous
gateway still existed, by which, according to tradition, the
Moorish king had left the fortress, but which had never been
open within the memory of the oldest inhabitant,

He conducted me to the spot. The gateway is in the centre
of what was once an immense tower, called la ZLorre do los
Stcte Suelos, or, the Tower of Seven Floors. It is a place
famous in the superstitious storics of the neighbourhood, for
being the scene of strange apparitions and Moorish enchant-
ments.

This once redoubtable tower is now a mere wreck, having
been blown up with gunpowder by the French, when they
abandoned tho fortress. Great masses of the wall lie scattered
about, buried in the luxuriant herbage, or overshadowed by
vines and fig-trees. The arch of the gateway, though rent by
the shock, still remains ; but the last wish of poor Boabdil has
again, though unintentionally, been fulfilled, for the portal
has been closed up by loose stones gathered from the ruins,
and remains impassable.

Following up the route of the Moslem monarch, as it re-
mains on record, I crossed on horscback the hill of Los Mar-
tyros, keeping along the garden of the convent of the same
name, and thence down a rugged ravine, beset by thickets of
alocs and Indian figs, and lined by caves and hovels swarming
with gypsies. It was the road taken by Boabdil, to avoid
passing through the city, The descent was so steep and broken
that I was obliged to dismount and lead my horse.

Emerging from the ravine, and passing by the Puerta de
los Molinos, (the Gate of the Mills,) I issued forth upon the
public promenade, called the Prado, and pursuing the courso
of the Xenil, arrived at a small Moorish mosque, now con-
verted into the chapel or hermitage of San Sebastian. A tablet
on the wall rclates that on this spot Boabdil surrendered the
keys of Granada to the Castilian sovercigns. From thence I
rode slowly across the Vega to a village where the family and
houschold of the unhappy king awaited him, for he had sent
them forward on the preceding night from the Alhambra, that
his mother and wife might not participate in his personal
humiliation, or be exposed to the gaze of the conguerors.
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TFollowing on in the route of the melancholy band of royal
exiles, I arrived at the foot of a chain of barren and dreary
heights, forming the skirt of the Alpuxarra mountains. From
the summit of one of these the unfortunate Boabdil took his
last Jook at Granada ; it bears a name expressive of his sorrows,
la Cuesta de las Lagrimas, (the Hill of Tears.) Beyond it, a
sandy road winds across a rugged, cheerless waste, doubly
dismal to the unhappy monarch, as it led to exile.

I spurred my horse to the summit of a rock, where Boabdil
uttered his last sorrowful cxclamation, as he turned his eyes

« from taking their farewcll gaze : it is still denominated el ufti-
mo suspiro del Moro, (the last sigh of the Moor.) Who can
wonder at his anguish at being expelled from such a kingdom
and such an abode? With the Alhambra he scemed to be
yielding up all the honours of his line, and all the glories and
delights of life,

Tt was here, too, that his affliction was cmbittered by the
reproach of his mother, Ayxa, who had so often assisted him
in times of peril, and had vainly sought to instil into him her
own resolute spirit. “ You do well,” said sho, «to weep as a
woman over what you could not defend as a man,"—a speech
that savours more of the pride of the princess than the tender-
ness of the mother.

When this anccdote was related to Charles V. by Bishop
Guevara, the emperor joined in the expression of scorn at the
weakness of the wavering Boabdil. « Had I been he, or he
been I,” said the hanghty potentate, “I would rather have
made this Alhambra my sepulchre than have lived without a
kingdom in the Alpuxarra.”

How casy it is for those in power and prosperity to preach
heroism to the vanquished ! how little can they understand
that life itself may riso in value with the unfortunate, when
nought but lifo remains !

THE BALCONY.

In the Hall of Ambassadors, at the central window,
there is a balcony, of which I have already made mention ; it
projects like a cage from the face of the tower, high in mid-air
above the tops of the trees that grow on the steep hill-side. It
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serves mo as a kind of ovservatory, where I often take my
seat to consider, not merely the heaven above, but the earth
beneath. Besides the magnificent prospeet which it com-
mands of mountain, valley, and vega, there is a busy little
scene of human lifc laid open to inspection immediately below.
At the foot of the hill is an alameda, or public walk, which,
though not so fashionable as the more modern and splendid
paseo of the Xenil, still boasts a varied and picturesque con-
course. Hither resort tho small gentry of the suburbs, to-
gother with priests and friars, who walk for appetite and
digostion, majos and majas, the beaux and belles of the lower ,
classes, in their Andalusian dresses, swaggering contraban-
distas, and sometimes half-muffled and mysterious loungers of
the higher ranks, on some seerct assignation.

It is a moving and motley picturo of Spanish life and cha-
racter, which I dclight to study ; and, as tho naturalist has his
microscope to aid him in his investigations, so I have a small
pocket telescope which brings the conntenances of the motley
groups so close as almost, at times, to make me think I can
divine their conversation by the play and expression of their
features. T am thus, in a manner, an invisible observer, and,
without quitting my solitude, can throw mysclf in an instant
into the midst of society,—a rarc advantage to one of some-
what shy and quict habits, and who, like myself, is fond of
obscrving the drama of life without becoming an actor in the
scene.

There is a considerable suburb lying below the Alhambra,
filling the narrow gorge of the valley, and extending up the
opposite hill of the Albaycia. Many of the houses are built
in the Moorish style, round patios, or courts, cooled by foun-
taing, and open to the sky ; and as the inhabitants pass much
of their time in these courts, and on the terraced roofs during
the summer season, it follows that many a glance at their
domestic life may be obtained by an agrial spectator like my-
self who can look down on them from the clouds.

T cnjoy in some degree, the advantages of the student in
the famous old Spanish story, who beheld all Madrid unroofed
for his inspection ; and my gossiping Squire Mateo Ximenes,
ofticiates occasionally as my Asmodeus, to give me anecdotes
of the different mansions and their inhabitants,

1 prefer, however, to form conjectural histories for myself,



THE BALCONY. 57

and thus can sit for howrs weaving from casual incidents and
indications that pass under my eye, the whole tissue of schemes,
intrigues, and occupations of certain of the busy mortals
below. There is scarce a pretty face, or a striking figure
that I daily sce, about which I have not thus gradually framed
a dramatic story, though some of my characters will ocea-
sionally act in direct opposition to the part assigned them, and
disconcert my whole drama. A fow days since, as I was
reconnoitring with my glass the strects of the Albaycia, I
beheld the procession of a Novice about to take the veil ; and
remarked several circamstances that cxcited the strongest
sympathy in the fate of tho youthful being thus about to be
consigned to a living tomb. T ascertained to my satisfac-
tion that she was beautiful ; and, by the palencss of her cheek,
that she was o victim rather than a votary.  She was arrayed
in bridal garments, and decked witha chaplet of white flowers,
but her heart evidently revolted at this mockery of a spiritual
union, and yearned after its earthly loves. A tall stern-looking
man walked near her in the procession ; it was evidently tho
tyrannical father, who, from some bigoted or sordid motive, had
compelled this sacrifice. Amidst the erowd was a dark hand-
some youth, in Andalusian garb, who seemed to fix on her an
cye of agony. It was doubtless the secret lover from whom she
was for ever to be separated. My indignation rose as I noted ,
_the malignant expression painted on the countenances of tho
attendant monks and friars. The procession arvived at the
chapel of the Convent ; tho sun gleamed for tho last time upon
the chaplet of the poor Novice, as she crossed tho fatal thres-
hold, and disappeared within the building. The throng
poured in with cowl, and cross, and minstrelsy ; the lover
paused for a moment at tho door. T could divine the tumult
of his feelings ; but he mastered them and entered. There
was a long interval—I pictured to myself the scene passing
within ; the poor Novice despoiled of her transient finery,
clothed in the conventual garb, her bridal chaplet taken from
lier brow, her beautiful head shorn of its long silken tresses—
Lheard her murmur the irrevocable vow. I saw her extended
on the bier ; the death-pall spread over her ; the funeral service
was performed ; I heard the deep tones of the organ, and the
plaintive requiem chanted by the nuns ; the father looked on -
with a hard unfecling countenance. The lover—but no, my
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imagination refused to paint the lover; there the picture
remained a blank.

Aftera time the throng again poured forth, and dispersed
various ways, to enjoy the ] hght of the sun and mingle with the
stirring scenes of life ; the victim, however, remained behind.
Almost the last that came forth were the father and the lover;
they were in carnest conversation, The latter was vehement
in his gesticulations ; I expected some violent termination to
my drama ; but an angle of a building interfered and elosed
the scene. My cye has sinco frequently been turned to that
convent with paintul interest. I remarked late at night a light
burning in u remote window of one of its towers. ¢« There,”
said T, « the unhappy nun sits weeping in her cell, while per-
haps her lover paces the strect below in unavailing anguish.”

The officious Mateo interrupted my meditations and de-
stroyed in an instant the cobweb tissue of my fancy. With
his usual zeal he had gathered facts concerning the scene, that
put my fictions all to flight. The heroine of my romance was
neither young nor handsome; she had no lover—she had
entered tho convent of her own freo will, as a respectablo
asylum, and was one of the most cheerful residents within its
walls.

It was some little while before I could forgive the wrong.
.done me by the nun in being thus happy in her cell, in con-
tradiction to all tho rules of romance ; I diverted my spleen,
however, by watching, for a day or two, the pretty coquetries’
of a dark-cyed brunctte, who, from tho covert of a balecony
shrouded with flowering shrubs and a silken awning, was
carrying on a mysterious correspondence with a handsome,
dark, well-whiskered cavalier, who was frequently in the street
beneath her window. Sometimes T saw him at an early hour,
stealing forth wrapped to the eyes in a mantle. Sometimes he
loitered at a corner, in various disguises, apparently waiting for
a private signal to slip into the house. Then there was the
tinkling of a guitar at night, and a lantern shifted from place
to place in the balcony. I imagined another intrigue like that
of Almaviva, but was again disconcerted in all my suppositions,
by being informed that the supposed lover was the husband
of the lady, and a noted contrabandista ; and that all his
mysterious signs and movements had doubtless some smug-
gling scheme in view.
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T occasionally amused myself with noting from this balecony
the gradual changes that came over the scenes below, according
to the different stages of the day.

Scarce has the grey dawn streaked the sky, and the earliest
cock crowed from the cottages of the hill-side, when the
suburbs give sign of reviving animation ; for the fresh hours of
dawning are preciousin the summer season in a sultry climate.
All are anxious to get the start of the sun, in the businoss of
the day. The muleteer drives forth his loaded train for the
journey ; tho traveller slings his carbine behind his saddle, and
mounts his steed at the gate of the hostel ; the brown peasant
urges his loitering beasts, laden with panniers of sunny fruit
and fresh dewy vegetables ; for already the thrifty housewives
are hastening to the market.

'The sun is up and sparkles along the valley, tipping the
transparent foliago of the groves, The matin bells resound
melodiously through the pure bright air, announcing the hour
of devotion. The muleteer halts his burthened animals before
the chapel, thrusts his staff through his belt behind, and enters
with hat in hand, smoothing his coal-black hair, to hear a mass,
and put up a prayer for a prosperous wayfaring across the
sierra.  And now steals forth on fairy foot the gentle Sefiora,
in trim baspuiiia, with restless fan in hand, and dark eye flash-
ing from bencath the gracefully folded mantilla: sho seeks
some well-frequented church to offer up her morning orisons ;
but the nicely adjusted dress, the dainty shoe, and cobweb
stocking, the raven tresses exquisitely braided, tho fresh
plucked rose, that gleams among them like a gem, show that
earth divides with Heaven the empire of her thoughts. Keep
an eye upon her, carefal mother, or virgin aunt, or vigilant
ducnna, whichever you be, that walk behind.

As the morning advances, the din of labour augments on
every side ; the streets are thronged with man, and steed, and
beast of burthen, and there is a hum and murmur, like the
surges of the occan. As the sun asconds to his meridian, the
hum and bustle gradually decline ; at the height of noon there
is a pause. The panting city sinks into lassitude, and for seve-
ral hours there is & general repose.  The windows aro closed ;
the curtains drawn, the inhabitants retired into the coolest
recesses of their mansions ; the full-fed monk snores in his
dormitory ; the brawny porter lies stretched on the pave-
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ment beside his burthen ; the peasant and the labourcr sleep
benenth the trees of the Alameda, lulled by the sultry chirping
of the locust. The streets are deserted, except by the water-
carrier, Who refreshes the ear by proclaiming the merits of his
sparkling beverago, « colder than the mountain snow.”

As the sun declines, there is again a gradual reviving, and
when the vesper bell rings out his sinking knell, all nature
seems to rejoice that the tyrant of the day has fallen.  Now
begins the bustle of enjoyment, when the citizens pour forth
to breathe the evening air, and revel away the brief twilight in
the walks and gardens of the Darro and the Xenil,

As night closes, the capricious scene assumes new features,
Light after light gradually twinkles forth ; here a taper from
a balconied window ; there a votive lamp before the image of
a Saint.  Thus by degrees, the city emerges from the pervad-
ing gloom, and sparkles with scattered Jights, like the starry
firmament. Now break forth from court and garden, and street,
and lane, the tinkling of innumerable guitars, and the clicking
of castailets ; blending at this lofty height, in a faint but gene-
ral concert.  Knjoy the moment, is the creed of the gay and
amorous Andalusian, and at no time does he practise it more
zealously than in the balmy nights of summer, wooing his
mistress with the dance, the love ditty, and the passionato
serenade.

T was one evening seated in the balcony, enjoying the light
breeze that came rustling along the side of the hill, among the
trec-tops, when my humble historiographer Mateo, who was at
my elbow, pointed out a spacious house, in an obseure strect
of the Albaycia, about which he rclated, as nearly as I can
recollect, the following ancedote,

THE ADVENTURE OF THE MASON.

“ THERE Was once pon & time a poor mason, or bricklayer,
in Granada, who kept all the saints’ days and holidays, and
Saint Monday into the bargain, and yet, with all his devotion,
he grew poorer and poorer, and could scarcely earn bread for
his numerous family.  One night he was roused from his first
sleep by a knocking at his door. He opened it, and beheld
before him a tall, meagre, cadaverous-looking priest.
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“ ¢« Hark ye, honest friend !” said the stranger ; ¢ I have ob-
served that you are a good Christian, and one to be trusted ;
will you undertake a job this very night ¥

¢ With all my heart, Sefior Padre, on condition that I am
paid aceordingly.’

“¢ That you shall be; but you must suffer yourself to be
blindfolded.’ :

“To this the mason made no objection ; so, being hood-
winked, he was led by the priest through various rough lanes
and winding passages, until they stopped before the portal of
a house. The pricst then applied a key, turned a creaking
lock, and opened what sounded like a ponderous door. They
entered, the door was closed and bolted, and the mason was
conducted through an echoing corridor, and a spacious hall, to
an interior part of the building. Here the bandage was re-
moved from his eyes, and he found himself in a patio, or court,
dimly lighted by a single lamp. In the centre was the dry
basin of an old Moorish fountain, under which tho priest
requested him to form a small vault, bricks and mortar being
at hand for the purpose. He accordingly worked all night,
but without finishing tho job. Just before day-break, the
priest put a picce of gold into his hand, and having again
blindfolded him, conducted him back to his dwelling,

“ ¢ Are you willing,’ said he, ¢ to return and complete your
work ¥

« ¢ Gladly, Sciior Padre, provided I am so well paid.’

“ ¢ Well, then, to-morrow at midnight I will call again.’

« He did so, and the vault was completed.

¢ Now, said the priest, ¢ you must help me to bring forth
the bodies that are to bo buried in this vault.’

“ The poor mason’s hair rose on his head at these words:
he followed the priest, with trembling steps, into a retired
chamber of the mansion, expecting to behold some ghastly
spectacle of dgath, but was relieved on perceiving three or four
portly jars standing in one corner.  They were evidently full
of money, and it was with great labour that he and the priest
carricd them forth and consigned them to their tomb. The
vault was then closed, the pavement replaced, and all traces of
the work obliterated. The mason was again hoodwinked and
led forth by a route different from that by which he hud come,
After they had wandered for a long time through a perplexed
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maze of lanes and alleys, they halted. The priest then put two
pieces of gol