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i Lands of the false followers of the Prophet
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- approach of a body of mailed warriors.
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FROM THE LADY’S BOOK. e
THE KNIGHTS OF CALATRAYA.

«What tidings from the host,” demand-
) the King of Arragon, as he thought-

chamber, of his palace of Toledo; “have
oitr brave knichts been enabled to main-
t1in the fortress, or must it fall into the

of Mecca?” :

“There are rumours, my Lerd,” was-
the respectiul angwer of the page, to whom |
these questions were addressed, “of loss |
sand defeat to its defenders, but no messen-

Aain ivtelligence.” ,

“] frar me much,” said the monarch in
:zn under tone, “that this bright jewel will
*he torn from my diadem,” and he relaps-
ed into a moody shience. 5

The youthful attendant, too datiful to
mterrupt his meditations; retired to the
revess of a tichly caried gothic window,
anil in a standing” position surveyed the
extonded landscape. - He had not remain-
¢d leng in this-simation, when the bright
«leam of spear and “cuirass; denoted the

Thesudden and indistinet expression of
surprise occasioned by this circumstance,
drew-aupon the page the attention of the
wonarch.’ .

“What sec'st thou, Ferdinand?”’ he ex-|
¢laimed, “that thon evincest such agita-
won: are the Moors upon 4s¥? _

“No. by my faui!” was the energetic
fenly, “a good'v array, bearing the ban-
ner of the Temple, is advancing towards
Toledo”

even above the pealing tecbir, and thou-
sands of the misbelievers have met their
fate, by the lances of the soldiers of the
cross. But all their efforts are vain and
useless. The best and bravest of our
band lie before the walls and in the
treqches of Calatrava, while hosts of bar-
barians from Afri¢a supply the places of
their slain comrades, and swell the num-
ber of the false followers of the Prophet.
The last stand made, two days since, to
stem the torrent, though we shed our
blood like water, and remained masters
of the fleld, served but little else than to
show our desperate and unavailing resist-
ance. Our task is done, and 1 resign
unto the Lord King Don Sancho, the
charter which gave our order the posses-
sion of-the fortress of Calatrava.” As he
thus spoke he handed ‘the parchment to
the king, who received it with a slight

acknowledgment of acquiescence, and the |

champion of the Cross proceeded; “Fresh
bodies of infidels, @ I have even now
mentioned, are daily joining the ranks of
their countrymen, eager for the assault of
the doomed fortress, and it were pity to
subject the slender/garrison to the calam-
ity that threatens to overwhelm them.—
To withdraw the brave soldiers ere it be
too late would be awise policy!”’

“By St. Jago! Sir Knight,” exclaimed
the King, “we can dispense with your
advice, since you are so sparing of your
services. There 15 no lack,” he added,
“of knights and gentlemen in Spain, to
peril their lives and honor in the sacred
cause of God and freedom; while the chi-
valry of the templesvithdraw from the con-
test and devote themselves to ease and in-
glorious inaction,’}}

“Our warfare ceases only in the grave,”
was the calm. reply of de Longueville
to the taunt, “we go hence to defend the
holy sepulchre from pollution, since our
services here are of no avail, and in obe-
dience to the behests of our superior. The
war-cry of the Temple,” he added, “shall
re-echo, amid the onee fertile, but now de-
solate plains of Palestine, and the sands

“Calatrava is safe,” joyfally exclaimed
the king; “the brave soidiers would else |
have perished in its defence. Let our
court,” he added, “be assembled that d
court,” he added, “be assemoled that que
horor and respect wmay_await those, whose
skill and heroism proclaim them the chief
bulwark of our throne.” -

of the desert shall witness the triumph, or
drink the blood of! the sworn soldier of
the Cross.” ’

“Forgive me, de Longueville,”” was the
frank observation 'of Don Sancho, “my
hasty speech: we must.-not part'in anger
with those, whose yalor has bee¢n the bul-

- But the nearer approach of the chosen
troops disclosed not the tokens of triumph-!
ant exultation, which the ardentimagina-
tion of the monarch had anticipated; and

a company of pilgrims, than a chivalric

array, retarning frem the won battle field. |,

N joyous sheut burst from the stately
-ranl-a—the tfumpet’s voice'was hushed—
a1l fiie torn and soited banner hung droop-
‘inx [rom the dented staff.  On the coun-

sees of many of the knights compos-
L.z the martial throng, the stern expres-
sion of pain, firmly énduared, arising from
the hasuly dressed wound, could be ob-
served; while the features of others  dis-|
closed the existence of some ideep and |
absorbing reflection.  Oceasionally, the
ciances from their eyes were fierce,
hauchty and confident, their lances would
he-orasped more firmly, and the bearing
of the steel clad soldiers indicated the!
high spirit of chivalry, that could not, un-
der the most adverse circumstances, be
repressed or subdued. At length, the
principal object of the march was attained, |
and leaving the rest of the body to the|

]

profiered accornmodations of the palace, |

“their leader and ghief commanders were |
nshered into the presence of the king and |
his assembled court.  The Knights of the |
Cross regarded not the admiring glances
of the glittering throng of lords and la-
dies, that erowded the royal apartment,

bat slowly proceeded'to the foot of tbe[
throne, and awaited in respectful silence, |
c{:s' | Arragon, that I, the King, will confer the
was’,

1 ..._' L] : . r , .- - 1 1 > o
the kingly salutation, “and we are indeht , upon such Barons, Knights, or Gentle-

the address of the monarch. “The
-valry of the temple are welcome,”

@l to the zeal which urges them to com-
municate, though at the expense of much
labor, the intelligence of their success:
alatravg has been bravely defended.”

“The glorious standard of Arragon,”
vwas the calm and somewhat:saddened re-
Py af the t"?mmander. Bertrand de Lon-
: “still floats ever the fortress; but |
it was no vain desire of display that|
brought us hither; the banner ol"

the Tem- |

wark ofour faith, and supportofourthrone.
Accept this,” he added, as he took a chain
of gold, to which a'jewelled cross was at-
tached, from his person, “as a token of
regard and respect, for your worth and
services.” / :

The Templar accepted the rich gift,
with an indifference which expressed a
sense of his own deserts, and suspending
it over the red badge of his order, toolk
his leave, and with his assnciates with-
drew from the royal presence

A deep silence pervaded the apartment
during this interesting interview, and ga-
thering emotions of gloom and sadness
filled the bosoms of the courtiers as the
knights departed, and their heavy tread
was heard descending the lofty stairway.
They inwardly shuddered as they thought
upon the tide of Mpslem conquest, swell-
mg with devastating fury, now that the
last barrier to its progress was removed,
and instinctively turned towards theking
to.elicit from his countenance, some hope
or mitigation of of the expected calamity.
Biit the monarch had thrown himselfback
in his chair of State, the moment De
Longaueville departed, and with his face
shaded by his hand, sat abhsorbed in deep
meditation. The (trump. of the warrior
band, as it told the signal for its march,
succeeded by a bursting shout, “fer the

!, Temple!” dispelled thetrance-like silence

of the presence chamber.
“Let my heralds,” said Don Sancho,
rising with dignity, “proclaim throughout

possession of the Fortress of Calatrava

' men, who, in its hour of danger and dis-

| tress, will undertake to defend it from the
misbelievers;” and waving his 'hand dis-

,, | missed the court. |

L L - I - ~ -

The brethren of the Convent of St. Ma-
1y, -had received the benediction at the
close of the .eveﬁilhg service, and were
retiring silently through the dim aisles

' threatened calamity.

ple has waved, and our war cry has been | of the chapel to their reSpt-c'Five places of

-heard in battle, for the las. time in Spain.” | ‘
A shudder of horror and amazement among the cowled assembly,
‘pervaded the listening group at this de- |

claration, while the monarch, almost

| starting from his seat, exclaimed in a har-

ried tone, E
“Do the Knights Templars, to whom
was entrusted the defence of the important
fortress, express their determination to a-
bandon their high charge, even at the
time of its greatest peril? I may not,”
“he added, “impeach your valour, but such
a reselution is fraught with shame, and
loss, and disaster, 10 the holy cause in
which we are at present engaged.”
“Some eight years since,” was the reply

of De Longueville, “your gracious ances-

tor, King Don Alfonso, entrusted the ex-
tensive fortress of Calatrava to the keep-
ing of the Knights of the Temple; and,
,t!w“gh I myself say it, right weﬂ and va-
‘Lahtly has the duty been performed. By
might and by day” he proceeded, with
Jhore animation, “in storm and in sun-

rest and meditation. But there was one
_ upon whom
the pealing anthem, the saered hemily, or
pealing anthem, the

the intensity of his own thoughts, seemed
to have made a deep impression. He
heeded not the departure olp those around
him, but retained the same station he had
occupied during the perforﬁm of the
lrehgious exercises, and stood leaning his

n his arm, which rested against

head u
| a fretted column. | |
“Thou seemest disquieted, brother Am-
' brese,” for by that name he was known
| in the convent, said the abbet, addressing
' him, “and { would fain, if in my power,
| relieve thy uneasipess. The strict rules
-of our order, may press too heavily upon
| thy weakened body, or sickness may have
caused this unusual dejection. ; Andyet,”
he added, “I know not if I am right m so
terming thy abstraction, for even during
the solemn service, I observed thine eye

'to brighten with a lustre more dazzling:

than the rays from the jewelled cross, the

5 h."_’lﬁ- have gur batile shouts been heard

gi&t of the royal Alfonse. How am Ito

7 L
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understand the exhibition of such opposite
emotions?” &

“I have becn too long accustomed,” re-
plied the monk, “to the rigid severity of
the convent, to feel aught of the hardships
1t may impose, nor does sickness or in-
disposition press its debilitating hand vp-
on me. When, buta short period since,
the thrilling anthem pealed loudest. sound-
ing the triumphs of Jehoyah over the hea-
then, and the discours#explaining the
character and beauti of our pure faith, fill-
ed my bosom with holy awe and admira-
tion, the. sound of the Moorish atabal
seemed to ring in my ears, and the voice
of the Imaun, extolhing the camel-driver
of Mecca, above the saviour of the world,
to proceed from yon altar. It might be,
that indignation at the proud confidence
of the misbelievers, as if their boasted
crescent had never been trampled in the
dust, mingled with my meditation, on the
y. Thou well know-
est,”” he continued, “that the chivalry of
the Temple have abandoned in despair,
the fortress of Calatrava, the chief barrier
against Moslem conquest, and the royal
city of Toledo, the convent of St. Mary,
and this fair portion of Spain, will soon,
unless aid is received, be involved in one
common ruin.” : ' '

“Thou mayest well lament, my son,”
was the sorrowful response of his supe-
rior, “the distress and desolation about to
be brought upon us, Ly the ruthless
. hordeso?misbt*]ieving Africans.  All that
we could do has been done, to avert the
terrible catastrophe. Day and night have
our prayers and petitions for deliverance
ascended to Heaven. Our vigils and pe-
nances have been redoubled. and, like the
Lroyal psalmist have I watercd my couch
with my tears.—Ere long.” proceeded the
Abbot, “we must leave these peaceful and
holy walls, and seek some remote pro-
vince, where, undisturbed and unmocked,
we can perform our devotions to the most
High. To His will we must submit.”

The monk, Ambrose, kad hitherto re-
mained in the same position, and exhibit-
ed the same tokens of thought(ul dejection,
as when first addressed by the Abbot.—
But the words of the father were scarce
uttered, when he threw himself from the
supporting pillar, and standing erect, ex
claimed  in a voice, that was loudly re-e-
choed from vaulted ceiling and sculptured

wall—*We must never abandon the
House of God to defilement, Lut rather
die fighting bravely in its defence.  The

turbaned infidel shall boast neither of our
flight nor of our submission. We will
acccept the offer of the King of Arragon,
and with God’s blessing, prescrve the for-
tress from their impious han:ds, and the
slaves of the Caliph shall long have ocea-
sion to remember the faith and valour of
the cloistered Knights of Calatrava.”
Some moments elapsed. ere the Abbot
could, in his surprise at the sudden con-
version of one of the most guict and sub-
missive members of the community, into

the resolute and daring soldier, find utter-
ance for a reply.
“Thy enthusiasm is commendable,”

he at length exclaimed, “Lut 1 am fearful
it will avail but little in our hour of need.
The crown of the martyr, and not the
wreath of the warrior, must be the ob-
ject of eur ambitien. Thon saidst even
now, that the' well-trained chivalry of the
Temple have retired froin the unavailing
contest.”

“The Red Cross Knights,” was the
more calm reply of the monk, “are cal-
led by duty to Palestine, to aid their bre-
thren in defending the holy sepulchre,
which is threatened by the Saracens.—
They are, besides, strangers and foreign-
ers in the land, and the Spanish blood
courses in the veins of but few of their
number. But time presses; with your
leave, we will assemble the whole frater-
nity in the hall of the convent, and I will
lay my proposition before them.”

His superior assented, and their de-
parting footsteps were re-echoed with a
hollow sound from the stony pavement,
and deseried galleries.

Our story must now revert to the pal-
ace of the king of Arragon. In a small
apartment, ‘opening into one of larger
dimensions, sat its princely owner, who,
absorbed in painful and dispiriting medi-
tatign, heeded mot the gathering gloom,
for 1t was eventide, that enveloped the ob-
jects it contained, in a shadowy indistinct-
ness. .And well might the manarch of
Arragon, indulge in sad and dark fore-
bodings. At this ‘period, the turbaned
followers of the. Prophet of Mecca, were
engaged in a desperate effort to recover
their lost provinces, and their immense
superiority of numbers gave the haughty
warriors an assurance of complete suc-
cess. The knights and nobles, the chiv-
alry of Spain, worn down by incessant.
and strenubus exertion, had generally re-
tired to their fortresses,has well for the

rposeof gaining a short respite, as to
s e them in such a state of defence, as
might defy the fierce impetuosity of the
ruthless African. The hardy soldier of
the Temple, had, as we have seen, aban-
doned, as vain, the further defence of Cala-
trava, and no voice responded to the call
of the king, accepting the, important
‘charge. ‘Toledo, .the royal metropolis,
won from the ¥ by the ‘valour of his
ancestors, almost destitute of TS,
could oppose but a feeble resistance to.the

furious torrent, and the ;ma_,ttinl labour of

-

years, seemed about to be destroyea in
the lapse of a few weeks. The wild
thoughts elicited by a review of these un-
toward circumstances, tormented the im-|
aginafion of the king of Arragon, and'
restedy sullenly upon one anbroken pic-
ture f.idafeat, desolation, and despair.—
Thesé painful reflections were Interrup-
ted by.the entrance of the page, Ferdin-
and, with the intelligence that the monk,
Ambrose, and eleven brethren of the con-
vent of St. Mary, earnestly entreated
speech of the king. e e

"Wpte it not,” muttered Don Sancho,
“for thesc adverse times’’ as he gavea
some reluctant consent, *I should'

the society, or some additional privilege;
but now it is penance to the king for his|
transgtessions, ere he can expect deliver- |
ance. By the saint!l I have endured more
suffering for the last three weeks, than
was ever imposed by the most rigid head
of a'monastery upon his erring brethren.
But they shaﬂ not, he added, with a feel-
ing of kingly pride, as he advanced to the
larger apartment, and seated himself in a-
chair of . state, *“observe the misery and
wretchedness that oppress me.”

Yet it is no easy matter, even for a
monatrch, to assume a placid brow, while
the heart is rent with internal anxiety;
and he had scarce atquired the requisite |
calmness, when his cowled visitors were
introduced.

“Ye are welcome, brethren of St. Ma-
ry, to Toledo,””, was Don Sancho’s salu-|
tation, as he slightly acknowledged their
respectful homage, upon entering the a-
partment, “and I would fain know, for
time at the present conjuncture is pre-
cious, to what I am indebted for the fa-
vour of this visit?” !

“Some three weeks since,”’ was the an-
swer of the monk, Ambrose, “it fwas pro-
claimed throughout Arragon, that the
king, Don Sancho, would confer the for-
tress of Calatrava, and its possessions, up- |
on those who would undertakento keep
it safe and harmless from the assaults of|
the misbelieving Moors, and we come
authorized by the different convents and
stations of the holy order of St. Mary, to
accept ‘in their behaif, the arduous but
honourable trust. .:

“To your books, and your beads, Sir
Prigsts,” exclaimed the monarch in a
passionate tone, the moment he under-
stood the purpose of their mission; *this
is no period for mockery or jest: but if
vour proposal be made seriously, by my
faith, I would rather place lance and blade
in the hands of the women of Toledo, and
rely on their aid,” and he laughed in ve-
ry scorn and bitterness. I

“The propesition,” answered Ambrose
calmly, “has not been made lightly, nor
without consideration, and we would urge |
it upon your deliberate and unprejudiced |
attentren.” !
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mand 8" broader valley for the flocks of |

“And was the danger, the difficulty, |

ference,” he thought, “between enduring
privations and sufferings; with a fortitude
induced by habit and a. gense of religion,
and to dash bgldly and fearlessly, amid |
the frowning ranks of fierce and fanatic '
enemies. They are glll but monks and
priests.” £

' *Wha is there,”*edananded, in a tone
and manuner in whigh decision was blen- |
ded with a spirit of.anxious inquiry, :'to
léad these brethren of the convent to bat- |
tle, and emulate the deeds of the brave De |
Longueville?”’ '

. *Omne,” replied the monk, “whase blade
is as keen as that renowned warrior’s, and |
whose-warshout has as lamily mingled

supposé they came to ask, or rather de-| with the discorddnt tecbir—Diego Valas- |,
quez; and the same duty which led him |
within the walls of a claister, now urges |

him to the battle-field.”” As he said this, |
he removed the hood that had partially con-
cealed his face, and displayed to the king |
his well-known features. '

“I had long supposed thee dead,” ex-
claimed Don Sancho, warmly grasping
his hand; “and well remember the gloom
that overspread Toledo upon the disap-
pearance of one of the best knights of Ar-
ragon. My prayers to Heaven,” he ad-
ded, “for aid and ‘deliverance, have been
anawered even when I had despaired of

its favour. Thy proffer is most willingly

accepted, and [ entrust the fortress of
Calatrava to thyselfand associates, in the
full confidence, that it will yet be preser-
ved from the false misbeﬁevers. The
charter of possession shall be delivered
tomorrow.”

“We will do our best” said Diego
Velasquez, as he took his desparture with
his companions, *but from God alone
cometh the victory.”

* - - L] L

It was almost midnight, yet the Moor--
ish camp which held in leaguer the for-
tress of Calatrava, exhibited little of the
silence and . loneliness peculiar to that
hour. - Groups of chieftains and éfficers
were to be seen reclining on the grass, or
sauntering listlessly along thebanks of the
Guadiana, while those of ;eaner rank,
unchecked by any Severity of discipline,
were holding discourse with the sentinels,
or listening to the animated strains of the
wandering story-teller. Bursts of harsh
music from the horn, or atabal, would oc-
casionally rise above the hum of the mul-
titude, conveving to the warrior's bosom
the thrilling recollection of some glorious
battle-field; and at times, too, the peaceful

L

harp or lute, more in accordance with the |

mild spirit of the scene, breathed forth
the tender lay of love, or sang the beau-
ties of the shady groves and verdant pas-
tures of the happy Arabia. A moon of
unrivalled brilliancy shed a rich lustre o-
ver the landscape, lending a snowy white-
ness to the graceful drapery of the tent,
and causing the surface of the river to
glow like a mirror of silver. The stan-
dard of the Prophet, firmly planted amid
the luxuriant grass, hung sullenly around

the impossibility of the enterprize,” de-| its massy staff, as if scorning the tranquil
manded the king “placed before your | scene, and sighing for the tempestuous
sage council? Even the daring apd well-| atmosphere of battle. In the distance, the
trained chivalry of the Temple,” he went| renowned'fortress, iits frowning front un-
on, “have quailed before the barbarian j]lumed bi 1lle-obliquc rays of the moon,
bost, and I am asked to emtrust the for-' rose like a huge mountain from the plain,

ace, and - have heard even now, a sound
softer than the murmur of the sparkling
ripples of the Guadiana!”? o

“To what next am [ to be compared?"
said Zara, playfully, in answer ta the com.
pliment; “the descendants of the Prophet

are celebrated for fervour of imagination, |
i . = . 1
and the romantic scepery of Spain is well

adagted. to give it scape and exercise.—-
And yet,” she added, “it would afford me
much gratification to behold the royal
palace of Toledo, either in the pale moon-
light, or by the gorgeous blaze of ‘the.
noontide sun. When [ was at Cordoba.
I heard much of the grandeur andsiprn
magnificence of the ancient metropohs”

“The Lady Zara will- seon cnjoy ihat
pleasure,” observed the chicftmin Chebar:
“ere many days, the crescent of the Pro
phet shalf wave in proud defiance over
the boasted city of the misbélievers.”

“The knights of the Temple,". said Za-
ra archly, “have retired from the contest,
and your march will be probably unagp-
posed.” -

“By the turban of Mahomet,” exclaim-
ed the Prince of Cordoba, “it matters but
little whether the dogs of the Temple ara
in the field or not. But they have 1cied
wisely in not daring longer, 1@ oppose our
invincible host.” . _

“When we raga:n possession,’” remnark-
ed another chieftain, playing with the
gemmed hilt of his scymetar, “of thie me-
tropolis, formerly won by moorish valor,
the united force of all the mishelieveis in.
Spain, thoueh commanded by a sccond
Pelago, shall not be able to-expel us ”

“By the might of Alla!" said the lead-
er of the expedition,” taking part in “the
conversatjon, “not only Toledo, but the
remotest province shall be added to the
dominions of the Caliph, and the wnorth
as well as the south resound with invoca-
tions to the Prophet of God. The hour
i8 already at hand, when the surrendey of *
Caiatrava will usher in the commence-
ment of a glorious series of suceccssful a-
chievements. Let the fleétest steed, Se.
lim,” he added, addressing one of the
company, “be prepared to convey i the
faithful at Cordoba, the earliest tidings of
the fall of the fortress of the infidel™

“Fhou seemest sad, Almanzor,” ob-
served the lady Zara, upon the departure
of the officer, 10 a young chieftain who

richly apparelled; “does the splendor of
the moonlit scenery, or the anticirution
of conquest to the Moslem arms, which
swells with triumph every bosom, fill thine
with dejection?’# .

“I have this evening,” readiy answer-
ed the chieftain, “been pondering o twg
circumstances, which, though hLappering
at distant intervals, have reference t the
same event. But it is useless to tronble
the daughter of Abdallah and this com
pany, with the recital.”

“Nay,” exclaimed the, ILady Zara, “p
story would add much to'the enjoymern!
of this delightful hoyr, and it wonld nor
be the less acceptable if it'be tinged wigh
the hue of romance or melantholy.”

“As we were lazily crossing the dc
sert,”” said the d_csr'vnjant of the Prophet
commencing his narrative, *an old maw. -
who called himself a Syrian soothsaver,

tress their daring valour eould not pro-! or the grim evening-cloud, when the orb
tect, to the hands of the unwarlike and | of day sinks angrily into the bosom of |
peadeful inmates of a convent. | By St. ocean. But it was not alone the attrac-|
Jago! it passes belief'and patience, and 1t | ive splendour of the balmy summer night
is well the communication was made ,in! that beguiled the hardy soldiers of their
private, rather than before my assembled | repose, The few remaining defenders of
court.” : Calatrava, despairing of a successful de-
“The knights of the holy Temple,” | fence, especially since the departurg of
was the modest remark of the monk, “are| the Temple knights, had ¥ptered into a
nos always i the red battle-field: they| convention for its surrender, unless pre-
too are governed by monastic rules, and| viously relieved, at the expiration of a
when the strife 1s over,'assuming thel veek from the date of the capitulation.—
cowl for the helmet, they retire to their | The extreme reluctance ofthe Christains to
lonely cells, for pra%'er. and "meditation.” | yield up the important post, induced them
“Now, by my faith” exclaimed the| (o insist on the latest period for its execu-
king, in derision, “it is a pleasant matter  tion, and the midnight of the seventh day
to hear these sluggards of St. Mary, com-! was designated asthe time for the fulfil-
re themselves with the most approved, ment of the treaty. This term had now
soldiers in the world.” ? | almost expired. and as the hour when the
“And why should they not?” said the crescent should displace the standard of
speaker, Ambrose, in a firm, manly voice, | Arragon from the lofty towers drew near,
no longer concealing his intense emo-!the wakefulnéss and stir among the Mos-
tions; “why should'not the monks of St ' lems, denoted their intention of availing
Mary be named at the same time with| themselves of their good fortune, without
the soldier-priests of the Temple? Do| ypnecessary delay. . .
the warridrs of the cross endure “‘,ilhi Amid a ﬁ]xurian[ orange grove that a-
tience hunger and cold, fatigue, and | dorned the verdant margin of the Guadi-
watchfulness?—our fasts and vigils have  ana,the Lady Zara, the daughter of the 1
prepnréd our bodies for a similar display | Moorish leader Abdaliab, and her prin-

of fortitude. Can the
sigh or groan, pain and torture?—evenin
the midst of the blazing faggots, the brow
of the most youthful of my associates,
would be as tranquil as the sleeping lake
at noon-day. A thousand brethren of the
several convents of our order awajt bat
your assent, to take steed and lance, apd-
rescue the devoted fortress frem | the in-

fidel, or perish before its walls.” |

During the delivery of this spirited ap-
peal, the surprise of the monasch was ex-
treme, and his gaze rested earnestly on
the group before him, as if seeking to de-
tect some deception in the assumed char-
acter of those composing it. A pause of
some duration ensued—the delegates of
St. Mary awaiting respectfully the decis-
ion of the'king. But'it was not given at
once. His first impulse was to accept

their proffered services, as = desperate;
remedy for the evils Msnmmd; him,
doubt and uncertainty re-|

but feelings of dq :
sumed their sway, and restrained its im-

| mediate expression. “There is ﬁme dif

embroidered cushions, while a crowd of i
princes and captains, formed an admiring
circle round the object of attraction.

“How beautiful,” was the observation
of the Lady Zara, as she directed her ani-
mated glance towards the river, “are the
moonbeams playing on the calm surface
of the Guadiana, and how =oothing the
murmur of thecrystal ripples as they
leave the flowery shorel” .

“The scene is fair,” said the veterap
Chebar, looking for a moment upon the
objeet of her admiration, “but the rays of
the full moon, streaming uponthe mar-
ble palace of the Spanjsh king, at Toledo,
and the crescent waving in triumph over
the city, would to me be a far more splen-
did spectacle.” |

_“T hgve seen,” observed the young
Prince of Cordoba, gazing for an instan
on the lovely features of the daughter
Abdallab, but partially concealed by
Ahe transparent; veil, “a sight far more

joined our train. His dress and genera!
appearance were strange; and uyon his
offering to read e a page from the Lok
oi futurity, I ordered the caravan to halt, -
and atentto be pitched.  When we were
alone, after many curious ceremoui-s and
long pauses, he told me I should dig; in
Spain near the Castle of Calatrava . |
received the intelligence with indiffer-

enceg and have seldom thonght upon such .

a common adventure; but last night. I'hag
a dream or vision, which farcibly recuile
1o my remembrance the prediction c¢i the

soothsayer, uttered long since. It reem- o
ed such a night as this, yhen the mooy *

gave distinctness to surrounding
that oyur camp was suddenly assailed
the bands: of the misbelievers.
searcely mounted my steed, when a wat-
rior having a white cross on his breast,
attacked me and in spite of my- resistance,
transfixed sme with his lance.

“What should a soldier deeam of hut
the battle-field?’ exclaimed Abdallah, in-

ohjects,

by

terrupting the narration; “I have, myself, -

a
fierce conflict; nor, by the Prophet! does
it hecome a poldier of the crescent, 1o be

annoyed or disturbed by the idle caprices-
suffer, without! cipal female attendants, were seated on | of the imagination.” e
in | “It moves e not,” was the reply, “nei- :

ther does it disturb me; but the vividness
of the scener compels me to regard the
.oecurrence as of singular chargeter —
The fortress of CalntFava, with its dark’
‘battlements and towers, appeared as now

with a gentle m

unimated appearance as at present, and I
can readily
I was overthrown and slain by my fierce

“We are governed by Destiny,” obser-
ved the chiefiain, Abdallah, “nor can all
the soothsayers or astrologers in the
world anticipate, or retayd, its unerring
decrees,” . ;

The pause which succeeded the re-
mark of the Moorish commander was in-’
terrupted by a note of distant music, borne
on the awakening midnight breeze, that
mingled

‘antagonist.”

ibeautiful than moonlight stream or pal-

| Continuanl on last poge.)

"

wore a green tyrban, and was otherwisn " .

I had

and times, seen-in uny sleep the

in the distance—the Gaudiana relled
_ rmur its bright- ripPles b
—the camp exhibited the same stirring, .

intto the very spot whero °

with, without overpowering the -
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