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PREFACE.

ENCOURAGED by the advice of a few literary friends,
aud not less by the favourable reception which sone
of the chief orgaus of the Loudon press kindly gave
to onr novel “ Palmitos” in the beginning of 1874,
we submit the presept attempt with less hesitation
than we should otherwise have done. The,story of
“Elva” is founded npon a tradition which attributes
the first establishment of an lhereditary lordship in
Biscay to a certain Ihince Frou, related to the Saxon
Kings of England; and we have also made nse of a
legend conuected with Prince Fror's descendants.
An Lnglish version of the original text, both of the
tradition and the legend, will be found in the Notes

at the end of this volume.



viii PREFACE

The action of the first three Cantos takes place in
the year A.D. go8; the last two, which occupy the
space of about twenty-four honrs, refer to 2 period
ten years later.

The different localities conneeted with the scenes
of the story will be familiar to the reader who may
have closely followed the newspaper reports of the
late Carlist war; and where oceasion required, espe-
cially in Cantos Sccond and Third, we have kept in
view the customs and conditions of the time and
country we are dealing with, of which further par-
ticulars may be seen in the Notes at the end of the

volnme,*

Loxpox, February 1878,
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Tante First
CASTLE ROCIAS.

L
IN days when Zimimar was King
Of all the demous north
When Gorson’s sultry voice eould bring
The sonthern dragons forth ;
When Goap on wicked errands sent
His imps throughout the west;
And the dark fiends of Orient
Obeyed Amaimon’s hest;
When elves and fairies trod the green,
lu shimm’ring moonbeams’ silver sheen ;
When dwarfs and devils, goblius too,
And others of the phantom-erew,
Might roam and romp about the earth,
For Tleaven’s eare, and Satan’s mirth,
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TLong ere Man's tutored mind had hnrled
Grim spectre-shapes from nether world—
Far in the northern monnts of Spain,
Gotl's refuge from the Moor’s domain,
A magnate dwelt of warlike fame,

Count of Laredo was his name,

11,

He was no fendatory lord,

Whose lands were tenure by the sword ;
For feudal code was thing unknown,

Tn Spain, to vassal and to throne.

The Count lie ruled o’er hill and lea

"wixt Cares’ stream and Liscay free;
Tetween the ocean’s boist'rons tide,

Which bathes the rock-hound northern side,
And Brismantara’s steepy ehain

'To Lidhana’s, both which constrain,

On south, Laredo’s wild domain.!

III.

Some way beneath where eagles rest
On high Rocias’ rocky crest,?
A castle stood on beetling clongh,

With seanty sigus of flow’r or bougls,
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Just o’er Aasavo’s pass ;
While down below, Rnesga’s dale,
Which wooded hills around impale,
Showed brightly ‘neath its verdant veil,

Its orchards, crops, and grass,

IV,

“I'was in Rocias’ high-perched castle

The Count made his abode,
With wany a fellow-royal vassal,

Who round his banner rode.
A widower was he forlorn,

Long dead his Conntess fair ;
But lim a daughter first had born,
Lovely and {resh as early morn,
And of his hearth the chief adorn,

Elva, his only heir.
The Count was brave, and strong of arin,
His war-ery always spread alamn,
Whene'er it reached the paynin’s ear,
For he a stranger was to fear;
Yea, seemed to bear a charingd life:
Full often in unequal strife,
Encompnssed by a score or 50
Of turbaned Moors, his sword would mnow
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Them down, as farmer’s scythe the grass,
And through the gap unseathed he'd pass.
But if the Count was famed in war,
No less in Nimrod's art ;
He loved to spear the tusky boear,
Or pierce the stag with dart,
And Dona Elva blithe and yare—
Whene'er it was her list—
Would ride abroad the sport to share,
With marlyon on her fist.

V.

One day the Connt went to the chase,
With gay and num’rous band ;

But there you saw no damsel’s face,
Nor hoeded hawk on hand,

The varlets walked, and led the hounds
In leashes, two and two;

The nobles rode to bugle-sounds,
Burning to cry “halloo!”

Laredo mounted on his grey,
Whose restive step could ill be stayed,
A large, but shapely form displayed,

Attired in hunter’s light airay.

* Fist was the technical word in falconty.
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Some twoscore years his looks attest ;

Tong locks upon his shonlders rest;

Long beard does partly veil his chest;
And though gay mood he knew,

His lofty and imperious brow

Not only would the lowly cow—
Withstood its scowl but few:

It clearly argned long command,

One used to grasp the mler's wand.

VI

Along Rocias’ craggy side
The troop go winding down
Through Famalosa then they ride,
Where the mean tillage-serfs abide,
Who cow’r at warrior's frown,
They’re in Ruesga's valley broad,
Where herids are grazing on the sward,
Where, for some miles from west to cast,
On verdure rich the eyes may fcast.

(Tpon the road which stretehed across,
A crippte Lobhled Torth to plead:

1 — «For Jesus wha dicd on the Cross,
Sir Gonnt, a piltance, iu my need i
— «tut of the way, thou wreteh, heware s
«=« The =mallest eoin will heing vou luck. - !
—« To llell, then! we've no tme'te spare.»
The beggar o the ground was struck,
And writhed Leneath the horses fread.
A ctuse, which dyving groans conyey,
Parsues the liuntsmen on their way,
E'en till Massayo's pass they thread,
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O’ergrown with plane, white-oak, and beech—

Whose bark doth oft love’s secrets teach.

Round these woodbine and ivy twine,

And eke the knotty, teeming vine,

Whose shoots impleached with lealy branch,

Festoons by thousands downward launch,

Forming wild, tangled bowers dense,

Where lmuted game find sure defence,

And their pursuers matied fence.

An honr these shady hannts they tread,
When, down, before their sight,

Tidrra de Sobe lies wide spread :

Here naked rocks; further ahead,

Thick woods, which darksome gloom might shed

Fen through a starless night.

¥IL

And now a quicker course they steer,

Full many a crag and glen they clear;

But see ne bear, nor Lioar, nor decr.

At Jength some hunters turn a hill,

‘When boisterous shouts the open fill,

Sending through cv’ry heart a thrill:

Ol joy! they spy, near neighbouring brake,
A wild bull and its cow;
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And both were white as snowy flake
Which falls on lealless bongh.
The horns are blown ; the honnds are freed,
Nor need the cheering whoop; -
Bach huntsman lends $he spur to steed,
OfT start the eager troop !
At first the startled creatnres stand,
And gaze upon the foe’s advance;
The heifer lowed with resonance,
Like waters on the distant strand :
1t was a diemal, hollow sonnd,
Which seemed to come from underground.
The bull he roared, withont alarm ;
“I'was londer than far thunder's rumbling,
1t smote the air like mountain crumbling,
In fragments rent by Vulcan's ar.
Snch monstrous, snch unearthly roar,
1Iad ne’er been heard from brute before:
Aghast stand all the train §
The whimp'ring hounds crouch down for fear;
The horses stop in mid-career,
Prick up their ears, snort, plunge and rear,

Unheeding voice or rein.
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VIIL

“Qn, gentle feres! Strike deep yonr spurs ! ”
Thus, chafed, Laredo spoke.
“Ho, varlets ! rouse those coward curs!

Ply well the thong! No more dewnurs ¢
Up ! ap! nor spare the stroke ! ”

The Count, all wroth, then onward dashed,
The rest pressed om his track,

The menials coaxed, now swore, now lashed,
Until they stirred the pack.

The quarry, setzed with sudden fear,

Fly toward the wood, ther disappear,

And lo! when they were ont of sight,

The steeds recovered from their fright ;

The hounds ran on with swifter speed,

And fairly onee more took the lead.

Al reached the brake ; whieh by deyrcos,

From brambles, saplings, scattered trees,

Grew to a forest dense and dark

As Natnre’s wild, primeval park,

Hereynia, which, searce pierced by bean,

Once shaded Donau’s yellow strearm.

They through the tangled nazes sweep ;

They pass the currents at a leap,
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Their nimble steeds, with ready bound,

Clear trunks and roeks that strew the ground,
Nor stays their eourse the chasin profound.
Dispersed, they’re soon shut in by trees;
None any of his fellows sees;

But bugle’s blast and bloodhounds’ bay

Denote for all one common way.

IX.
As thus the Count rushed on alone
Through mazy thoroughfare,
dreathed in a sweet, hannonious tone,
He heard the word BEWARE !
The voice eane from his right, close by,
He turned, but could no form espy.
And eft broke on his ear
A laugh of mingled secorn and hate,
Defying as the word of Fate;
Fromn the left, not so near.
Thrice was the warning iterated,
Which some dire evil intimated ;
As often did the langh resound,
Shaking the forest-trees around.
The Count Laredo’s eheck grew pale;
But nought his valiant heart eould quail.
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1is awe was mnastered by his pride,
Nor recked he then what might betide,
With a loud curse, abjuring fear,

He onward flew in wild career,

As reckless as the raging host,

That erst obeyed dark Wodin’s ghost.

X.

The bark and yelp with shriller elang,

All at onee through the forest rang,

[aredo reached an ample glade,

Wlere sunbeams chased the flitting shade;
And saw beyond, some little way,

The spotless quarry brought to bay.

He goaded on his foaming steed,

Scurring along with lightning speed.

The bloodhounds close now with the male:
But one by one are tossed on higl;
Writhing, alt gored, they fall and die;

A few remain, but whimp’ring fly,

Nor dare the heast assail.

Just then, alone, Laredo came,

The first of all the troop;

He reined Lis steed and took quick aim,

As falcon ere its stoop:
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’Way went the spear! piercing in full
The vitals of the maddened bull,
Which though not large, nay, somewhat small,
Made ground and woods shake in his fall.
As he lay full length on his side,
He gave but one deep groan,
Then one eonvulsive spasin, and died.
The cow did strangely moan;
She cast about a look of hate;
Then moved around her fallen mate,
And mad, blew up, or snuffed the dust,
As she the truth would fain mistrust.
But soon the hounds, now void of dread,
Soughs tleir revenge, and laid her dead.
The coats of both was marv’llous sight,
They were of such a milky white,
That iu the gronp was not the eye
Which could a darker hair descry

To mar the uniformity,

XL

Péna Roeias” castle proud
Was mantled in its nightly shroud:

The ev’ning eal had long been o'er;
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The weary serf, the painpered guest,
Had quitted work or cheer for rest;
The Count still paced hig chamber floor,

What thoughts his haughty inind oppressed?
Why fell his chin upon his breast ?
And why that pensive brow ?
Misgivings fret and chafe him sore,
Terrors unknown to him before,
Tarnish the knightly fame he bore,
But them he scorns t' avow.
A sudden stream of lightning flashed,
And dazed the mountaineer,
A deaf’ning peal of thunder clashed
Upon lis startled ear.
Ie bonnded toward the casement higl:,
To note the aspect of the sky—
The welkin was serene !
No clouds he saw which sionn foretold,
But azwre vault with dots of gold,
Paled by the moon, which brightly rolled,
And clothed the turrets high and bold
In dress of silv’ry sheen.
The Count was yet all in a1naze,
When in the room shot fiery blaze ;

An awful din rung throngh the halls
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Of slamming doors and shaking walls,
Whose fearful rocking to and fro
Threatened the pile to overthrow:
Kach plinth its pillar tottering felt ;
The solder all did seethe and melt;
And every beam and trave did groan,
Like ship on billows tossed and throwi.
Then sudden crash and mighty jar,
And all was tranquil near and far.

XII,

The walls their firnness had regained,

Once more deep midnight silence reigned ;
But all is in a glow.

Thick lurid mists the room pervade,

Of every bastard tint and shade:
There's pink, there’s indigo;

Yellow is there; the royal blue;

The em'rald green; the crimson hue,

And Melibeza’s purple too.

But each had lost its brilliant dye
By mixture with the rest;

The a1t which gilds the dappled sky
Here saw its laws transgressed :
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No heav'nty hand liad deigned give birth
To compound so confnsed,
Nor wonld an artist treading earth

Tave such proportions nsed.

X111,

But "twas 1ot this that most appalled
The brave Asturian pecr:
A monster liis atteution ealled,
Which he saw standing near,
[ts arms were webbed like wings of bat,
1ts legs were bent like those of cat,
With spring as tensile and as light.
Mcasure an ape, you'll have its height.
The face was that of whiskered owl,
And fiendish grin was blent with scowl,
Which nought but mischief dire forbode.
Body it had of loathsome toad,
Of dingy eclour, flecked with woad,

Tts paunch was creased like moistened bladder;

For tail it had a wriggling addenr.

And in its elaw 1t held a scroll,
Which now and then it shook,

Or rubbed against its feathered jole
With knowing, wicked look.
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The Count stood gazing quite aghast,
And trembled sore at first ;
But when instinctive dread was past,
In violent rage he burst.
XI¥,
¥e Jost no time in words, but drew,
And straightway at the creature flew—
Which dit not bndge, but winked and grinned—
He gave a thrust, and thought he'd pinned
The hideous monster to the board ;
But lo! as he withdrew his sword,
The fiend stood on its point!
Then down it sprang along the blade,
And sundry junps and gammbols made,
As squirrel sendding palisade
With never-wearied joint.
Laredo strove, his best did he,
The weapon from the hinp to free;
He shook and swung it to and fro
Till the lithe blade bent like a bow—
But all was tried in vain !
And when he thus the pow’r did feel
Of him with whom he had fo deal,
He flung away the taden steel
With wrathful oath profane.
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Up bounced the nimble creature queer,
Flapping its wings like chanticleer,
And bobbed aud bowed with saucy fleer

As it came drawing near.

XY,

“ Thou marvel of deformity !
Thou toad, or owl, or ape;

Or—what ? for "twere hard to desery
What may be thy time shape,

Why com’st thou here, this time o’ night,
Wrapt in such dusky glow ?

Dost think thy form can eause me fright,

Or that Fli quake before thy might —
Such fears are for the low!

Now use thy tongue, thon thing of hell!
If one twangs in thy beak,

What art thou? say! Thy purpese tell;
Speak out! I bid thee speak !”

XYL

The creature chirckled, till all shook,
While malice sparkled in its look,
Then oped its erooked bill, and spoke
In a deep, husky, frog-like eroak :
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“ My name 18 Topel; I was born
Two hundred years ago,
What time "twas neither night nor morn,
And ’twixt the ebb and flow,
My mother was a Moorish hag,
My father was a Jew.
And many a night, with spike and bag,
A goat bestriding, black and shag,
She throngh the welkin flew.
Her mbs besmeared with infant’s fat,
Jare-legged, withouten shoes or hat,
Thns reached she moor or monnd,
To seek, and grub the groaning mandrake, -
Raising a storm, with fire and carthquake,
Ere cock shonld crow annommeing daybreak,
For that was fearful sound.
Or else she robbed tbe gallows-trees,
When corpses dangled in the breeze;
Or searched the charnel-house for bones
Or danced npon the heath with crones—
Then many a charm and spelt she knew,
Which ‘twere too tedions to review.
I said my father was a Jew—
His name is in Leviticus—
But he was then an incubus,
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When he my mother knew,
They met, and married near 2 bog,
Where hissed the snake and croaked the frog.
An owlet black performed the rite,
While tempest howling chilled the night.
The nuptials graced an ape and bat ;
There came a toad, a swarthy cat;
There squatted too the frog hard by,

Safe in its back the bone;
There coiled the adder, and its eye

The carbuncle outshone;
And none feared then for limb or life,
Though wont to dread my mother’s knife.
And, lo! when I came forth to light,

On bed of heubane wet with dew,

I had a spice of all this crew,
As thou mayst clearly see to-night.
T'in mighty Goap’s most favoured sprite,
E’en his right arm, my looks despite.

On carth he lets me dwell:
I'm fed by ants from tiny knoll,
T living with my frieud the mole,
"Way dowu, deep in his burrowed hole,

And seldom visit hell,
Aud now, my lord, thou know’st my state,
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My mission I'll communicate:

My master bade me hither speed,

And ‘fore his dread tribunal lead
Thee, ¢'en this very hour,

This morn didst reach a baleful goal,

‘Whereby dost forfeit flesh and soul;

But if with blood thou sign this scroll,
Art free from master’s pewer,”

XVIL
“ Begone ! my soul is past his reacl,

Ag T shall soon thy master teacl
Defend thy servant, Mary blest !

T}J

Pray rid Iim of this evil guest
With that, the sign the good revere,

And which makes demons speed for fear,

Once and again he made.
Despair! the fiend moved not an ace!
Defying might glared in its face,
Terror stols o’er the Count apace,
While witchi-born Topel said :
“The cattle were not raised on earth
Which thou didst scorn to spare;
But parent-stock, that had giv’n birth

To breed unknown and rare,

19
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Thou shouldst have guessed as 1nnch, I trow!
‘Was warning not received ?

Did not the brutes their birthplace gshow ?

Did not the voice 8o near and low,

The distant laughter, let thee know
Some Pow’r would be aggrieved ?

Its might thou needst no farther test,
For in thy vain attempt

Thou hast been foiled; thy last request
Has met with sheer contempt.

Yet is all hope not lost for thee,

If on one point we can agree:
Consent this deed to sign,

Whereby thou giv’st thy solemn pliglit,

That ere five ycars be over quite,

A bull and cow of spetless white
Thou wilt to us assign.

And more, that if, despite goodwill,
Within the space just named,

The compact thou shouldst not fulfil,
Thy soul will not be claimed,

But Dona Elva shall belong
To him for whom I act.

That the agreement may be strong,
She too must sign the pact.”
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XVIL
* My Elva dear, my own sweet ¢hild,
A wicked demon’s tool!
‘What, angel pure to be defiled
In fallen-angel’s school !
By heav'n{ Il ne’er my child betray,
Whatever be my fate!
Her beauteons face can well portray
The early blush of lovely day,
But ne’er damned spirit’s hate !
Her glossy hair, so soft and fine,
Kyes which decorum shades—
Swimming in lymph more erystalline
Than dew on guiv'ring blades—
Her lair to Fury’s serpents grow ?
Her eyen swim in hellish glow?
Nay, *tis more like her share
To tread amid the eglantine;
As virtuous maid and wife to shine;
To kneel at sainted Mary’s shrine,
And then to heav'n repair.
Thy prince, who could so much reveal,
Shonld know a motal’s licart;
That ere T'll nsk my Elva’s weal,
With my best hope I'll part.
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Yet I'll repair that act so wild,
Or forfeit my own soul :

Erase all that concerns my child,
And 7T will sign the seroll”

XIX,

The fiend he laughs and giggles so,
That wrinkles e'en his feathers show
And the sound smacks of jackal’s cry
On lone sea-beach when wreek is by.
“ Ho-ho, ho-ho, ho-ho, what wit!

"Tis easy thus a debt to qnit!

Hast knight beneath thry knee:
Iis life, or ransom, dost demand ;
Quoth he: * Once more let’s try the hrand,
If thine again the vietor-hand,

My life shall be at thy eommand '-—

Wouldst thou to this agree ?

Nay—I'm no sot |
‘We bargain not
For what we've got,
But what we've net,
Bethink thee well ere’t be too late ;

For at the hour of one

For ever settled be thy fate,
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Shouldst thou the contract shun.
But, sooth, why dread for Elva’s sake ?
Is't task so hard to undertake

To find a milk-white pair ?
>Mongst all the herds of northern Spain,
"Tis odds but thou’lt 1ot seek i vain;
And in five years the world’s domain

Could be roamed o'er, I swear!
Why ncedst thou pause then to decide

Whieh read nay be the best?

One leads t' abyss all gaping wide,
TWouldst o’er the other safely stride,
Nor evil can thy ehild betide,

. If active be thy quest.”

XX
The words no instant answer brought;
The Count scemed buried deep in thought.
The artful speceh his mind revolved,
Debating issnes grave involved.
In truth, the reasons just adduced,
On him no slight effect produeed ;
For be was fully confident,
That long before the time were spent,
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The fiend he would propitiate ;

Nor scemed the case so desperate.
What famished dog but robs the bone,
Braving the wrath of kitchen-¢rone ?
Who will not trust a whit to chanee,
When rigk is small, one’s weal t’ advance ?
Nathless the Count did hesitate,

For well he felt "twas not Ais fate

That luck or failure wonld confirm.—
What if were giv'n & longer term ?

Oh, then the risk would be as nought !
At least *twas so Laredo thought:

Yea, TIMEs the source of buoyant hope,
Thongh often baffliing mortal’s scope.
"Tis nged to bear poor wights in hand,
As looming Inres on Egypt’s sand,

And does in wanton sport contrive,
While robbing life, us to revive.

Too deep its current swift, to sound!
Too thick, to see where shoals abound !
Tts ever-quickencd womb, which fashions
Th effect of human acts and passions,
Doth ne’er reveal its pregnant state,
Doth ne’er bring forth too soon, or late,
Spite wizard’s spell and pantomime,
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Or gipsy, midwife-quack of Time.
To dally, else, we'd be less prone;
Or hide as well philos'pher’s stone,

XXI

“Well, be 1t so0 !” Laredo eried,

When he some space had mused aside ;
“Thy counsel shall prevail,

If thou, with a stroke of the pen,

"Stead of five years, wilt grant me ten:
Why not? thou hast good bail”

Like one who ponders Topel stood,

Though he had but assnmed the mood.

For, pray, to spirits what is time,

Be they infernal, or sublime ?

Jut, in duplicity’s deep art

Adept, the imp played well his part -—

He, to be dumb, knew when *twas meet,

When to be frank; or when to cheat.

Molehill he raised to monntain height;

Of weighty matter he made light;

One cheek if pale, and wet with tear,

Creased wink and smile the other leer;

And tongue and eye so aptly scliooled,

That he both foe and friend befooled.
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At length, in tone which might imply
Twas grave responsibility,
He said he'd with the wish comply ;
And eft nnrolled the parchment deed,
Whose text did shine like glowing gleed ;
Each word seemed writ in living fire,
An earnest of its source so dire.
Dark vapour of & sulph’rous smell
From Topel's nostril shot,
Which on the fire-traced parchment fell,
Leaving a vacant spot.
Lftsoons from out his mouth there started
A flash, with hissing strain,
And when upon the blank it darted,
Tex glistened there quite plain.
The bond before the Count he placed,
With quill which raven’s wing hed graced.
Laredo oped a petty vein,
And signed the covenant of hane.

XXII,

Not far lies Elva softly sleeping ;
Aromas fill the air—

For sweet her breath—and siniles are creeping

Across ler face so fair.
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Her sleep is light; her visions hright
Are such as angels see :
Whose ways are right, their dreams at night
Must void of terrors be.
Did she her mother’s form behold
(Thongh one she scarce had known),
With sapphire-wings eked ont with gold,
And now around her thrown?
Did she of splendid gardens dream,

Such as—she heard men say
Made Guadalquivirs sunny stream
On either bank with flowers teem,
Which scent the air around, and seem
Lost Eden to portray ?
Or did the dormant maid her thought
On comely knight bestow,
With whom she willingly had wrought
Her fortunes here helow ?
Whate’er her dreams, sure they were fair;
Ag balmy a¢ night-suinmer air,
As innocent as holy prayer.

XXIIL

The sleeper starts, and opes her eyes;
A cold, moist hand upon her lies!
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The nascent scream dies on her tongue—

It was her father o’er her hung,
With face of pale distress,

His frame convulsed, as touched by chill,
His brow and temples drops distil ;

The fatal seroll, the raven-quill,

His icy fingers press.

And now in hurried, trembling tone,
‘Which scarce a bosom friend had known,
He did in Elva's ear recite
His tale so weird, his lorrid plight.
While she—like frail, morn-loving flower,
Which full distends, with blooming power,
WWhen sunbeams play on garden bower ;
Tiut shrinks, contracts, for sudden fright,
1f slightest mist should mantle light,
Drooping at earlicst shade of night—
As Count Laredo’s tale proceeds,
She gathers up her form, recedes,

lecoils, and shudders zall appalled—
The while on many a saint she called—
And ere the whole dire case is told,

Her cyelids close, her limbs grow eold,
Her hands gre joined on hosom numb—
"TI'is marble image on its tomb !
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Bave that her moving lips declare
The fervour of her silent prayer.

XXIV.

“ By holy rood! by Christian’s creed!

Thou shalt not sign this hateful deed !

Ten thonsand demons drag me lience

Ere thou, sweet girl, experience
What might thy peace dissolve !”

And striding quick across the floor,

The Count made toward the oaken door,
With firm and fixed resolve.

“( father! father!” shrieked the maid,

And ’twas but half the truth she said,

“ Forbear! retorn! thou wert misled;

’Tis not for me, but thee I dread,

The pen ! the pen! to liberate

Laredo’s lord from such a fate.”

But now the Count’s assurance failing,
Misgivings on him seized ;

Till Elva’s suasive speech prevailing
At length his doubts appeased.

Her finger then she pricks with pin,

And blood-drops tinge its satin skin:

Bl
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In bubbling ink the quill she thrusts,

And weal or woe to hazard trusts—
The fatal act was done!

All courage now forsook her breast ;

She felt like one foredoomed, unblest,

And sinking back, the pillow pressed,
Her peace for ever gone!

XXV,

Back to his room Taredo strides,

Where him the hybrid fiend abides,
To whom the paet he hands.

So gripes it Goap’s ambassador,

As miser grasps the coined ore,

And flash on flash his eyes outpour,
And joy his face expands.

Then buist forth loud exnlting cheer,

Mingled with curses, langhs, and jeer,

A dissonant ehorus fell and drear
From deepest depths of hell.

F’en could you to the tnmult hark

Of the live freight in Noal's ark—

The medley sound of bray and bark,
Hiss, howl, grunt, roar, and yell—
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You wonld not fully realise

The discord of those Stygian eries,

In quick succession thrice they rise;

Then every sound subsides, and’ dies.

Well might th’ infernal hue and ery
Have made the Count ingsane ;

But flashes from the demon's eye
Quickened his shattered brain:

A horrid thought did through it flit—
Awakened by that glare—

Which had till thenr escapod hig wit,

And now bronght on a sudden fit
Of hopcless, grim despair.

“Hold! If within the term T die ?”
Exclaimed the frantic peer;

But mongrel Topel’s sole reply,
Sardonic smile and leer.

“ My life then for ten years ensure!”

But vainly did the Count conjure
That scoffing thing impure.

XXVL
“ Thou shouldst, Sir Count, iave bent thy mind
Ere putting seal to this;
'Tis none o' my part to help the blind,
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Or prompt for the remiss,
Wlo dares to split a lanee with sprite,
The dust he must expect to bite.
Now, ‘mong my peers “tis saying trite,
There ne’er has heen, nor ean
A treaty, law, or bond be made,
By vain, benighted man,
But that some clause you may evade;
Whence comes that warrior’s gory Dlade,
The crafty lawyer's wrangling trade
Will ne’er be under ban,
This, too, may comfort thee a bit,
T've never met the mortal fit
A cunning devil to outwit,
Iowbeit "tis time for me to go,
'l tell thee something more—
Thy sex are under par below,
Of them there’s ample store ;
Your women, specially the fair,
Are in demand inneh greater there—
We'd give tenr men for each—
They're shrived too oft; hear daily masses;
Take rede from priests—poor simple asses }—
So many a fair one ‘mong them passes
Away from demon’s reach ;
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But when we do make shift to get "ein,
We are most, chary not to fret ’cin,
Yea, always try to please and pet em—
They’re winning bait, the dears!
Good-night, fair sir, I must away ;
T wish you luck, and hope yon may
Soon come aeross the steers!”
Again the lig'htning flashes fast
Again the thunder sends its blast;
Again the heaving carthquake’s shock
Doth make the castle reel and rock;
As Topel, langhing, disappears,
Kseorted by trimnphant cheers.

Now came a chilly streain of air,

33

When lo ! the cripple’s S8hade stood there :

Speechless it gazed, with soulless eye —

As thongh 't had naught to signify,
Or e'en the cursk might fain deny, —

And reached its begging hand once more. ..,

The Connt fell senseless on the floor,
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TCanto  Second,
THE HERMIT OF MECAUR.

I

Fair ELva sat within her bower,
Located in the southern tower;
And from her side not far away
Wasg seated one in monk’s array,
Veila, the abbot, good and bland,
Of San Vicenté’s cloistered band.
Her stature was of comely height ;
Her velvet skin was lily white;
Her sable hair in ringlets fell,

And jet-black was her eye:
Love's warm, mnte speeeh did there excel ;
There found you tender pity’s well ;
But also fire it conld expel

When roused her spirit high—
Thongh in sueh mood but seldom seen,
For few would give her cause, T ween:
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That rare and blooming maiden face,
That pliant form, that cygret grace,
Those tap'ring hands, that slender waist,
That ev'ry Jook so soft and chaste,
Nestling bencath long lashes deep,
As violets from their foliage peep,

All gentleness invite :
Thus humbird treats the flow’r of spring,
And sipping honey, rests on wing,
Nor dares its puny weight to fling

Where texture is so slight. y

11,

"Iwere necdless task here to relate
How Llva’s time was spent,

E'er since tle night Goap’s delegate
Her father’s pride had bent.

Once gay and happy as the lark—

Save that of late disquict’s mark

Had giv'n her looks a cast more dark ;

For he to whom her troth was pledged,

Wlhile with the Moors the battle raged,
Was ta’en in his despite.

Though sore distressed she knew right well,
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For ransom, that the infidel
Would free the captive kuight ;
And sueh sure hope did oft dispel
This, then, her ouly care—
But now, alas, low changed her mood !
She o’er the pact wonld ever brood,
’ass sleepless nights, yea, shrink from food,
And sit with lifeless stare.
Her playful setter moping grew ;
Her faleons pined, perchied in the mew
Her palfrey claimed in vain its due,
Her gentle weight to bear.
Nor festal cheer, nor scenting flower,
Nor snmmer breeze, nor sunsct hour,
Brouglit Elva from her lonely bower,
Or waked lier from despair.

IIL

As plotter guards with anxious eye,
That none into his seheme may pry,
Laredo did his secret keep

Within his tortured bosom deep.

To one alone wonld he confess

The whole extent of his distress:
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He hied to the monks in the vale,
And songht, within the cloister’s pale,
The holy abbot’s aid.
Coneeive good Veila's consternation !
is pious wrath and indignation,
That he his danghter’s soul’s salvation
With Satan should have played!
Then did toward heav'n his arins npthrow ;
Then erossed his mouth, his heart and brow,
And kissed the floor his locks of snow,.
As he devoutly prayed.
He 1ose; and said for safety’s sake
"Twas well all diligenee to make,
To cross the demon’s end ;
Bnt did most foreibly declare,
The devil’s might would melt to air,
I Eiva, to escape the snare,
Her mind to heav'n would bend.

V.

And Veila, ever since that day,

Oft to the castle beut his way.

He bade that she dismiss all fear,

And turn her thoughts to angels’ sphere,
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Implore the saints, tell o’cr rer heads,
And tlink of charitable deeds;

She might with this, and penitence,

Defy lell’s pow'’r with confidence.

Nor failed his rede her hopes to prop,
Nor balsai on her wonnds to drop;

Bt ‘twas like salve that heals the skin,
Letting the canker lapse within.

As phantoms—which the Jone child sees,
When, darkling, treading galleries 3—
Tast vanish from its heated cye,

If, humming, nurse should chance come by ;
So life wonld flow in Elva’s cheek,

When Veila came, of hope to speak ;

Dnt was he gone, his accents hushed 2
Then all her terrors back they rmshed ;
And when the monk the morrow brought,
He found her doleful or distraught.

V.

Veila the monk was come that morn,
To see the noble maid forlorn;

And on the way he tried to find

New words to soothe her haunted mind,
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But great, I ween, was his surprise

To see joy beam from her bright eyes,
Onee more her greeting voice to hear,
So silver-toned, so fresh and clear,
When he but looked for bursting sigh,
Or vacant stare of tearless eye.

Nor was it long ere Veila knew

The cause that could her smiles renew ;
She told him 2ll in phrases few,
“Wlien Furtan come,” then added she—
“ And come Le will, now he is free—
With Dlither smile and heart more light

T'll weleome my long-absent knight.”

VI,
Now while their words in converse flow,
A stir awakes the court below:
The clatter of the charger’s hecl
Comes mingling with the clank of steel,
Though not as when axe falls on shield,
Or blade meets blade that foemen wield,

But sound which seabbards dangling yield.

And hum of voices upward pressed,
As greeting some a welcome guest.

39
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Surprise o'er Elva’s features spread,
‘While she to her companion said ;
“Fo-morrow hopes the Count to see
Full many a goodly eompany ;
But none I wot of near enow,
Could reaech so soon Ttocias’ hrow—
It passes all my skillt
F'en now the sninmons went abroad
That all might seize axe, spear, or sword,
And join at once Laredo’s lord
Near San Vicentd’s hillt”
She did not tong lier doubts pursue,
For soon was heavd, and nearer drew,
The cliuk of warrior's iron shoe
Through passage paved with tiles:
Then opes the door, and Elva spies
The Connt, joy glist’ning in his eyes;
A mail-clad kniglit behind him hies—

Tlon Furtan on her sniles!

VIL

I shall not paint the deep’ning dye
That mantled in her cheek ;

Nor how scintilliant daneed her eye,
Late beaming rays so weak;
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Nor the half-stifled ftutt’ring strain
‘Which parted from her lips:

How springs the knight her side to zain,

Or how his arms her form retain,

How mutual questions fly amain,
And love their glanees tips,

As well conld limner’s bmsh portray

The ehanging hne, the colonrs’ play,

When mixtures ehemist does essay,
Or testing-paper dips.

A noble Jnfunzon was he?

Of ancient stoek and pedigree;

And e’en as if a lance to trail,

He eame prepared, all eased in mail;
His head alone was bare,

The bright, elose-fitting, pliant steel,

His seemly frame did full 1eveal,
Tall, springy, strong, thongh spare.

Albeit he looked eareworn and pale,
Of durance long the trace,

It marred in nonght the beauty male
Impressed upon his face,

His forehead high, well-arched and clear,
No vestige wears of frown;

His air i1s open, all singere;
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In gracefnl curves his lips appear,
But scantly edged with down.

Long raven locks adorn his back—

Proud sign of birth no Goth would lack,
For hind must erop his hair—

Exalted soul his durk eyes show,

Deep-sct, and large, their motion slow

Speaks depth of thought ; but when they glow-
If love, tis rare; if ire, beware!

<

YIIL.

Don Furtan soon some hints did fling
That Elva name a day

When he might give the nuptial ring,
She don the bride’s array;

For she was his affianced bride,

Tre he had joined his monarch’s side
To meet the Moors i fight.

“Nay,” Elva said, with mournful smile,

«1 can’t my conscience reconcile—

Nay, till I’m freed from contract vile,
I shun the marriage rite.”

“What means this speech, these looks, goud

Heaven ¢”
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Cried Furtan, “is thy plight not given ?”"—
He turned a wond'ring gaze, half-wild,
From ehild to sire, from sire to ehild—
“What hast thou on thy conseience now
May prove more binding than thy vow ?
What eontraet vile eompels thee ? say!
What new claiin can my elaim outweigh 7”
“T1I tell thee, Furtan; ope thine ear,”

The Count replied, “ and thou shalt ligar

A wondrous tale, whicl, sure, wilt deern—
Though true—more fit for minstrel’s themne,
Or fruit of some mad poet's dream.”

He then proeeeded to recite

The strange events of that dread night,
Which nipped their joys with sudden blight ;
While Furtan, now a look of frost,

E'en ire, wonld cast npon his host;

Now seize the hands of Elva fair,

And, wild, the demon’s power darc;

Then with pale cheek, his awe revealed,

To holy ‘Veila he appealed.

But they all bade him list and wait,

The sequel would his fears abate.

So with more tranquil mind lie heard
What after Topel's flight oecurred :

43
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IX.

“Distracted with the oversight
Committed on that fatal night;
Spurred by that thought of woe supreme,
Aly days might fail ere I redeem
This dear and precious pledge,
Withouten loss of time I bade
Ay people through Laredo speed,
Yea, farther still, den to—if need—
Asturias’ western edge,
To scek that which my fcars might tane,
And meet the cuuning demon’s elaim.
Many returned bnt to declare
They had not fonnd a spotless pair.
Back others came, and homeward drove
What they supposed 1 would approve ;
But each some gloomy sign bewrayed,
When by my anxious cye surveyed;
And ere a full return was made,
My hopes and patience ‘gan to fade.
I then bethought me of a plan,
Which did my drooping spirits fan—
Nor, while to this my carc I lend,

Need T o wider search suspend.
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X
“So to Ovi(;do I depnte
A trasty envoy, to salute
Aly liege the King, and him request
The needful pow’r in me to vest,
The long-disloyal Basques to bring
To their allegiance due:
For it would prove an easy thing
Upon them unawares to spring,
And from those boasling rebels wring
The oath of {ealty true.
Thou know’st right well, that since the day
Tlou Rod’rick’s seeptre broken lay
On gory Chryssus’ sward,
The proud Vascones have ¢’er upheld
Their independence, and repelled
Asturias’ king as lord.
And, surve, ere this thou hast coneeived
How well my motion was reecived :
To me Alfouso gave full sway ;9
Nor aet of mine swould e gainsay:
I ¢ould upon the econquered foes,
Conditious harsh or mild impose,
As my best judgment might propose,

45
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X,

< As—when the sultry breezes sleep—
Abrupt tornado’s whirling sweep
Comes raging over land or wave,
While wrecek, its way, and havoe pave,
As sudden I, with knaightly suit,
Did through pass Fenestrosa shoot; ¢
Rushed o’er Carrancio, mountain-hemmed ;7
Scant Arcentales’ eurrents stemmed,
Athwart Sopuerta wightly pressed,
Till natives armed tried to arrest

Our tempest-winged career.
Passed the Carral, they blocked onr way; ®
We closed with them in deadly fray,
id many of their phalanx stay—

The rest proved fleet as deer.
I northward then my squadrons led,
And through Sopnerta’s passes sped.
We kept aside Galddnés’ hills,
And scoured its leas and erossed its rills.
Then gained we Somordstro’s heart,
Fen mount Tridno, caved by art

Of miner toiling for the ore.?
There did the Irollowed earth disgorge
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Such din as rose from Vulean’s forge,
Or when Barautes’ lavas pour.!®

But with the sound were tones yblent,

Whose echoes deep might represent

The midnight wailings of the dead

Through battle-sed, on which they bled,
"Neath which they now recline.

That iron-pregnant mount we seize,

With swarthy tenants, thick as bees;
"Twas part of my design:

If kept the prize by strength of blade,

The conqucred Basques wonld be too glad
My lenient terns to sign.

XII.

“ And on they came, a countless horde,
Ten times our number told;
But mass confused, without g lord
To temper spirits bold ;
For though each clan a chief conld boast,
No captain’s voiec controlled the host.
With heady rush, and savage yell,
In constant stream on ns they fell,
As rows on rows of foaming surge
The oaken side of vessel sconrge;

47
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Tut as the ship hurls back the spray,
We drove the van, in disarray,
Back on the heaving rear.
Undaunted still they forward pressed,
With eager tread, with force infest ;
When foremost fell, did bare his chest
His following compeer.
Now swells the strife with boiling zeal,
And war-cry whets the edge of steel,
While lills send baek the mingled peal,
And crows come floeking near.
Bat throng untrained could ill withstand
The discipline of vet'ran band
Long drilled in rough fossado’s fray—
When year Ly year in war’s array
We quit onr hills, shend Spania’s plains
With fire and blood, then bring in chains
The Moorish slave, Mosaral serf,
To tend onr herds, or turn our turf1l—
Nor men afoot could long contest
The ground against barbed charger’s breast,
Or shoek of harnessed kni'ght.
Sure was our serried ranks’ advance,
AMore due to skill than battle’s chance ;
And pressed by Goth’s long ashen lance,
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The Basques dispersed in flight.
Thus worsted on that bloody field,
They to my terms were forced to yield :
To King Alfonso fealty swear,

And, as subjection’s sign,

This annual tribute they must bear—
White bull and cow of spotless liair,
And snowy courser, fleet and fair;

Nought clse they need resign.

XIII.

“I may not elaim the first year's due,
Two months are wanting still, "tis trne
But tidings ¢’en this morn I had,

The which, while vexing me, are glad:
It seems, so says my trusty scout,

The Basques have found, without a donbt,

A bull and cow of beauty rare,

Whose snowy white nought doth impair;

The steed they have, too, ready there—
Though as to steed I little care.

But now—beshrew their traitor heads i—

"Tis said a pow’rful party spreads
Rebellion’s seed amain.

49
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The tribute’s pay they would prevent;
And though the loyal few dissent,
"Tis feared, unless support is lent,
Remonstrance will prove vain.
So summonsg I thig day did send,
That me Laredd’s sous attend
Near Mount St. Vincent’s edge;
And ere four suns have set I'll gnide
My forces o’er Durango's tide,1®
And I in Biscay shall abide
Till paid the first year's pledge.”
“ Wherefore, my lord ?” good Veila said;
“ Why such ado ? more blood why shed ?
An but the cattle be thy care,
Them canst thou reach through purchase fair;
"Twere best of fealty Basques t' assoil,
To keep them firn:, ungrateful toil I”
With look which seemed the monk to chide,
The Count with energy replied:
« Nay, rev'rend sir and trusty friend,
Honour and duty will
That I those faithless spirits bend
Who dare against their lord contend—
This claims my sov'reign i—God forfend
I ¢er used trust so ilt]”
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“Well spoken, Count!” Don Furtan eried,
“ Good faith, true Rico-hembré's pride;
He ne’er betrays his liege.
Albe no summons came to me,
Thy fere in this campaign I'll be
Through battle-field or sicge !”

Xiv.

We'll elsewliere now.—Mundaea’s shores,
Where lofty Cosnoaga soars,
E’en where Guernica later rose
(¥or then no town did there repose),
A lively spectacle disclose.
As far as eye can reach around,
As far as ear ean catch the sound,
In groups, or singly, men appear,
Is heard the voice of mountaineer
In song, discouré.e, ot joke.
Some mount, descend, or cross the tide,
Seme through the plain or valley stride,
Somc step, now leap, down mountain-side,
All toward Guernica’s oak.
From townless Biseay’s various quarters
They céme, prized Freedom’s stanch supporters,
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Aceited to the Ustaritz 13—
By word of mouth, inknown were writs—
From Valmaseda, Avcentdles,
Trucios, Gueiies, and Galddmés,
Sopuerta, Somorréstro, Zlla,
Uribe, Zollo, Gordejuéla;
And from Onddrroa coast along
T' Ibdy Cabdl come many a throng.
The sierras Dima, steep Lecdnde,
Altnb, Gorbea, and Ochande
Send forth their hardy denizens,
Who meet, near Oca's hase,
With those whom claim Durango’s glens,
And mingling there in scores or tens,
A common way they trace:
While some in wherries forward urge,
The rest walk by Mundaca's verge.!*

XV.

Not far from Cosnoaga’s side—
Which greets Astreens’ roral bride—
In midst of fertile plain,
Whose length does north and southward lie,

Begirt by many 2 mountain high,
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A hnge, far-spreading oak stands nigh
An old, all-hallowed fane.

Of small dimensions is the pile,

Severe and primitive its style.

The early Christian’s art, yet erude,

Had raised that simple strueture rude.

X¥T,

Beside that chureh, beneath that tree—
Revered by Basque o'er erag and dell,
As emblem old of liberty,
So old that none its age could tell;
For 'neath its leafy eanopy,
Yreedom to ward or guaranty,
The elders of that sturdy nation
Had sat for many a generation.
Or there in yearly couneil met,
Their simple laws they framed,
Or as high court, where eaeh might get
The justiee that he claimed *—

Now, 'neath that gnarled and hallowed tree,

You men of eld assembled see,
AN seated on the clover-ground,
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While throngs on throngs are pressing round.
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But ‘mong those men of aspect grave—

Of flowing heards and locks that wave,

Whose garb 1s skin of goat or Dear,

Whose arms and legs no clothing wear—

Is one who scems there to preside;

A knight in mail sits Ly his side,

Whom all with searching gazes sean,

For stranger he to ev'ry clan,

He scarcely looks ten lustres old,

His earriage prond, unyielding, bold,

Bespeak that port, that fearless glance,
Those scars on brow and face,

Long use in wielding axe or lance,

And leadership in prompt advance
Through many a battle’s race.

The ruddy glow, complexion fair,

The sky-Dlue eye and fiery hair,

The son of boreal clime declare.

X¥IL

Long woollen robe, coarse-spun and grey,
With knotted rope the waist around,
And naked feet in sandals bound,

Made up, of him, the sole array,
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Who there received the senior’s due,
And whom all did with revrenee view.
His head and ehin, with silvern hair,
Showed many a bleaching winter’s care;
But his small eyes, whose glance is dark
As ‘neath their shaggy brows they roll,
At times emit the ﬁlery spark,
Whiech speaks the heat of youthful sonl.
He hived in cell, apart from men,
Down in & deep and lonely glen,
In wild Viscargmi’s hilly row,
"I'wixt mountains two, whose peaks of snow—
As keep and tow’r o’er turrets rise—
(Yerlook the rest ‘mid vap'ry skies!®

XVIIL

Bakhdrra, hermit of Mecaur,
Held o’er the Basques that secret power
Whiel, thongh unsought, oft rests secure
Where wisdom moulds devotion pure,

And fame thereof is spread.
“Tywas said Dalharra, eke, of yore,
Had trodden many a distant shore,

Scen many a monarch dread:
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Great Alfred, who swayed England’s realm,

And treach’rous Karl, whose was the helm
Of Germany and France 17

He had Doge Orso seen, in pride,

Espouse blue Adriatic’s tide,

Cast the ring to his surging bride
With lordly word and glance.!s

And Rome, whiloa the heathens’ world,
ITad had him "mong her guests,

Where Pontiffs now their Bulls unfurled ;

But wherce as yet they seldom hurled
Their bolts at kingly crests.

¥’en to lmnperial Basil’s court 19

Bakhdrra did awhile resort ;

And from those eastern parts he drew

Snch knowledge then as giv’n to few.

XIX.

Now rose the hermit to his feet,

The while cach Ancient kept his seat,

And, as his head he slowly howed,

With solemn look surveyed the crowd—
Straight hushed was ev'ry sound.

His op’ning words I leave untold ;
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Soon his harangue waxed warm and hold ;
His accents louder, deeper rolled,

And fired 21l those around ;
Though parts there were, searce likely food
For brain of men untaught and rude:

XX,

“ Rank rebels you, my sons, they call

Who King Alfonso serve;
Allegiance clains le of us all,

And threatens should we swerve,
ReprLs forsooth! Where thraldom’s wight
Low bends his neck to Tyrant’s might,
There, only there, that master's word
Should e’er addressed to man be heard §
For there alone its sense is plain,
Where maddened slaves break yoke in twain.
The word was coined, certes, in the East,
Where all are slaves, save king and priest.
No serf e’er breathed on Biscay’s hills!
This bracing air mean bondage kills;
And steadfast though our rocky land,
As eastle’s base twere moving sand :
Ne feudal walls their turrcts rear,
Nor lord, nor vassal know we here !
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Belold! above Navarnis’ height,

Yon eagle hov'ring in its flight !

Wher from its seres it drop the prey,
And to its kind shall bow

When eagles own tle eagle’s sway,
Then, too, shall 1 allow

That we, as rebels, cast aside

Allegiance due to regal pride!

AXI
“ But grant that till this very hour
We had cringed to Asturias’ power;
That our forefathers willingly,
Their hands resigned, on hended knee,
Had homage paid—or tribute base—
To gll Pelayo’s royal race;
What then? Shall those that pass away,
Whose souls have parted from their clay,
For evermore their issue bind,
Weak spirit worn, cramp healthy mind 7
Ior peaple’s weal, too often so !
Too oft from Nature’s laws we go!
The beasts that crowd sea, air, and woods,
And those for us that toil ;
Trees which with warmth don verdant hoods,
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All plants that pierce the soil,
Are made, according to their source,
To follow one unbending eourse.
But constant change, for weal or wee,
Js lot that man must ever know.
Why else to us alone was given
Immortal soul by sapient Heaven ?
Why should ethereal spark unchatn
The stinted vision of the brain,
If from its use we must refrain ?
As well svere we like brutes soul-lorn,
IT Past must fix the FUTURE'S hourn !

RXIL

“No law indissolubly binds

Those bodies formed of diverse kinds:
By Art (wise Nature's true ally,
Whieh should with i6 pull evenly,
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Which God, whose works none may traduce

Grave Man for use, but not abuse)
They all may be asunder brought,
And oft to better purpose wrought.
The gold, so faded in the ore,

The copper hid in malaehite,
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Their atoms join, and quick withdraw
From alien mass, when moved by heat.

So race o’erwhelmed by foreign brands,

Though plentier these than desert sands,

An it have pith, adkere as one,

With lawless liege "twill soon have done!

Nor heed the oath wrung out by might—

No cath annuls inherent right!

XXIIT,

“Than happiness what greater gift ?
But ol ! what manly soul

Can smiling face to heaven lift
"Neath Despot’s loathed control ?

The 1nore to prop the Tyrant's state,

More eacl supporter feels its weight,

My sons, would you charm Liberty ?

Be ever small community.

When waters'thick and many flow,
All tints are merged in one

The coral reefs in depths below,

No ruddy tinge can upward throw—
There never strikes the sun.

jut shallow stream or limpid fount
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Reveals 1ts sandy bed ;
There priers can the pebbles count,
Toward them the varied eclours mount,
Or yellow, blue, or red.
Coy INDIVIDUALITY
Brooks not unwieldy crowd ;
And ali! when it needs silent be,
Shy FrernoM dons her shroud !
But where we all are known by name,
Each voiee hath weight, can strike a flamne,
There rtlers fear to inerit blamne
Of fellow-freemen proud.
Nor, there, despotie erowd ean sway,
Whose brainless whims e’en heavier weigh
Than single will which all obey.

XXIV.

“ While they were small, the states of Grecee
Preserved their rights in war and peace;

But some with eager, grasping hands

Seized on their weaker neighbours’ lands,
Then grew their numbers, swelled their pride,
Their landmarks stretching wide and wide.

As number’s vulgar strength increased

The vigour of their minds decreased,
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For pers'nal virtne’s credit ceased.

No more might Frecdom there abide ;

She slow withdrew, and going, sighed
To think her work o’erthrown,

Awhile she hovered something nigh,

For she no home had "neath the sky,
Then flew to parts unknown,

Lo! men ambitious, cunning, deep,

Their fellows drove, as pastors sheep,

Till Philip’s son, o’er 'Glory’s waves

Led on the Greeks, but made them slaves !

XXV,

“To arms! to arms ! ye Basques, arise!
Alert] beware of craft’s disgnise !

If you the first sad step would stay
Toward bondage, bar the tribute’s pay.
And when the vass'lage-pledge is claimed,
Thonugh promised, prove you can’t be tamed
And let the shade of frowning night

Upon yonr rigid brows alight ;

And time yonr voices to the strain

Which pours adown Viseargui’s chain ;
And let your step o’er granite floor
tesound like mountain-torrent’s roar,
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Unwav'ring, constant, heard afar
In dire concent, so regular,
Beware, though, but one voice obey !
Choose a Jadn whom none gainsay.®
Remember how Alava’s lands,
For want of leader skilled,
Groaned meath the tramp of Fruela’s bands,
And blazed beneath flame-sweeping brands;
Tair maids dragged off by wanton hands,
Whole legions routed, killed |22
Remember why Laredo, mailed,
With knights so featly trained,
Our virgin walls of freedom sealed,
G’er chiefless numbers quick prevailed,
And Biscay’s sentcheon stained 1”
But liere the hermit’s voice was lost
Midst clamnours of the listning host,
Whicly, as aroused by sudden shock,
Like sea enridged did heave and roek ;
“Jagn we'll have!” such words they vent,
“ Judn we'll have! we are content !
To arms! to arms! rise evry wman !
I'rom aspe, uska, and aran /7%
And many an arm did heav'nward start,
Vibrating curtle-axe or dart,

63



64

ELVA.

Or wildly whirling whizzing sling,

Or high the poignard brandishing.

And kindled so those hairy cheeks,
You saw the glow of fire

Pierce matted beards in crimson streaks,
Strong sign of shame and ire.

XXVL
Now seized Bakharra by the hand
The friendly knight from foreign land,
And made him up beside him stand ;
Then silenee asked by gentle nod,

Which gained, thus spoke the man of God :

“Behold (if him you will eleet
As your Jadn supreme),
Oue whe onr elans could well direet,
Whose skill would sure the foe eject,
And Biseay's name redeem.
Here stands Sir Fron, & Saxon prinee,
Whom I first met some winters since,
Wlien to Britannia’s isles T strayed,
Where then heroie Alfred swayed. .
Bound to the king by kindred's chain,
He ofttimes led the lhost;
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O’ercame on many a bloody plain,
And helped to beat the roving Dane
Away fron England’s coast.
But now, alas for human gnile!
We fiiid Lhim here 2 poor exile.
Obliged, throngh plotters’ eraven play,
Iis native soil to flee,
He launched lim on the ocean-spray,
And reached of late Lequeytio’s bay,
Starting in quest of me.
Him I to yon propose as chief;
With him yow’ll prove this land no fief,
The elders herc Lave giv'n their voice,
The whole Bilzaur approve my choice,?
Will yon not, in your present nced,
My friendly counsel also lieed,
Tlect as chief the prince Sir Fron
Beneath old Irecdom’s tree ?
What, stranger choose for our Jugn /
Why not, if he can lead us on
To certain victory 2~
Ten thousand voices rend the air,
Whose thunder-tones one will declare:
“ Let the arofz onr chieftain be 12
In war we bow to Fron's decree ”



( 66 )

Canto  Third,
THE AROTZ-FAON.

i

THE shadows falling long and blaek,
‘Were far upon their eastern track;
So soft the beams on mountain-crest,
Their heat scarce reached the eagle’s nest;
"Twas then, a space cre falls the dew,
A mmm’rons host was wending through
The longsome vale which opes between
Tejeda’s wall-like side,
And where Saldojag’” mounts are seen,
¥nding where Nerva’s flowing sheen
Receives Durango’s tide.
The base of Pagazsarra’s hill
The noble-van had won;
The villain-rear was fording still
The river Salcedon.
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Perched on some lofty neighb’ring height,
'T had been a rare and splendid sight
To see that mass move on,

II,

Below in deep and broad defile,

On either side, for many a mile,

Impaled by chains unbroken, stiff,

Of woodland monnt or barren cliff,

The undulating, marshalled throng,

Wave after wave advanced along.

Their tramp, the beat of spirit-crowds,

When stalking o’er the thunder-clouds;

So measured eke it smote the ground,

It pierced deep voices’ rolling sound.

The vele with groves of lances teems,

Whieh, moving, blaze as spiked with beams;

And glinted baek from shield and blade
The rays in golden showers;

While nodding plumes of ev'ry shade,

And bauners, with the zephyrs played,
And mateled the gayest flowers,

‘Wlo led the force, you sure have gnessed,

His vizor raised, the Count confessed,
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All armed at point in burnished mail,
He speechless rode along ;
Hig look was sombre, griin, and pale,
Nor heeded he the throng:
His brow contracted seemed to say
Doubts on his mind perplexing lay.
Yet now and then he strove to smile,
Relaxed the frown, and spoke awhile,
Don Furban too, ag trusty knight,
Was there according to his plight.
At times he fell in anxious thonght,
Albeit his rev’ries were but short;
For absent mood he scarce allowed,
Soon ushing gloow away;
Which sped as April’s shower-cloud,
Wheu, turning to the noble erowd,
That round hin joked and laughed alond,
I1e seemed as blithe as they.

1.

Now first cawne those of high degrec:
Some princes of the realm there be,
Some known as Procers, Pofestatés,

Or Muynates, Mayors, and cke Primatés ;
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They all were peers and men of night,

Aud also Rico-hombres hight.

These round the Throue their funetions called,

Save wlen in shires as lords installed,
Or war was set abroael.

Then followed Infansonés proud,

Whose ranks displayed a larger crowd;

These with no oflice were endowed,
Nor Couneil might approach ;

Yet were they Goths of noble fount,

Of lineage pure as Mayor or Count.

Both first and last rode lLiorses small,
Which though below the mark,

"Mid highland roeks, so trackless, tall,

‘Were worth the fairest barh in stall,

For sure their hold ‘gainst slip and fall,
And fleet were they, and stark.2

Thus horsed, eaeh noble monntaineer

Did in full snit of mail appear;

His shield no sign or motto bore;

Ou side a pondrous sword Le wore

And battle-axe, for stubborn foe,

ITung ready ab the saddle-bow.

ut that which shared his highest trust,

Whose solid. pole backed deadly thrust,
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Was lance of mountain-ash,
So prized and envied by the Maoor,
Whose beechen spear could ne'er endure
So well the foeman’s dash.

IV,

Of such as formed the bands behind,

To few was lance or horse assigned.
Though none might boast a gentle birth,
They all were born on Freedom’s hearth.
Their arms and armour lighter weighed
Than what decked men of noble grade.
Bul 'mid them rode the villain-knight,
And he bore lance by money’s right.*
Some wiclded mace as 'twere but rod,
Or used a club with iron shod ;

And many a hand was armed with sling,
Or with the jav’lin, made to fling;

A number carried shafts and hows,

Bost all had knives to close with foes,
The garb, and olive cheeks of seme

Said they from southern climes had come;
None maybe was of Moorish breed;
"T'is sure all cherished Christian’s creed :
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Thongh born and bred where Emirs swayed,
They claim to Gothic lineage laid.*

V.

That day, from San Vicent&'s hill,
While sun was misting morning eliill,
The Count had led his mustered host,
Whose ranks eould larger numbers boast
Thar he had hoped to bring;
Tor him had joined full many a Jord,
With suite such as each could afford,
Thus bidden by the King,
Some hours the force with tardy gait
Had marched athwart the Basques’ estate;
But their advance by none was stayed,
Nor started lurking foe with blade
From hidden pass or cleft.
Across the dales shot frightened stags,
And eagles watehed on frowning crags,
The only warders left.
Upon the brake the wild ass brayed ;
Growled bears and wolves in forest shade;
But nought about the dwellings stirred,
Tlie ban-dog’s how] alone was lieard.
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The stubble-field was harvest’s sign,
And pasture gave to sheep and kine;,
But vales which erst with people swarmed,
Were now to solitude trausformed.
Thongh 'mid the rocks, in many & nook,
Were browsing nimble goats,
Tl invaders spied no shepherd’s crook,
Nor canght his plaintive notes.
Fer since the border they had cleared,
Not onee liad face of man appeared ;
Nor reached them floating echoes shrill
Of boyish laugh or lassie’s trill:
No hnman sound where tillage smiled,
Save army’s chorns deep and wikd [—
A cheerless, omnons feeling stole

O’er many a stalworth warrior’s soul.

YL

Bnt when Sopuerte they had passed,
Throngh Zalla marching on,

Were seen a couple, coming fast
Straight from the Salcedon.

Ere long 'twas found they heralds were,
Who had been forward sent,

A message from the Count to bear
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To those who might the power share
O'er Basques so turbulent,
With failing breath, bnt lightning pace,
Rare tidings kindling cye and face,
They drew them near Larede’s side,
When one their ease thus certified:
“3We news unleoked for hither bear,
And which, my lord, may well breed carc.
We long had walked without a goal—
For met we ne'er a living soul
To tell us whither we might scek
These same with whom you charged us speak—
When lo! treading with weary pace
Around monnt Pagazsarra’s hase,
Surprised were we anon:
The Basques were hastily passing o'er
Ibdy Cabdl t Uribé’s shore
Tn skiffs, which eounted many a score,
Qr crowiled rafts npen,
While on the other beaeh, amassed,
Were countless bands, assemblage vast,
Which seemed in order prime to bide
Their turn to cross the swollen tide;
Whese besom hore the swimniers too,

Nor were these last in nunber few,
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VII

“Bnt, to be brief, we sought to know,
From those this side, in plain below,
Where we might find the men of eld,
Who o'er them primal power held.
When they learnt what our eoming meant,
Across the river were we sent,

And te’en before a warrior tall,

Whom they Adrofz-Jadn did eall,

To himn, as bade, T gave your eharge:

“ Albe yon cane with army large,

The war-bird crowed not in the van,
Save loyal Basques were under ban:
If they would see yon homeward turn,
And make the shorter our sojoum,
They might at once the tribute pay,
Nor hold aback till eame the day.’
When this my fere an essay made

T" interpret that whieh T had said,

The ehief, with strange, sarcastic smile,
Barred him the word, and spoke the while
In our Latino-Gothic tongue,

Which pure as native accents rung—
Nor skilled was he in Bask the less,
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For glib to Basques was liis address;
He is ne Goth nor Basque, I swear,
Thongh not his speech, his looks declare.

VIII.

“ Thus answered he, while flashed his eye:
¢ Asturias’ king I here defy!
He deems us bound by oath ?
As strong a bond one single hair!
That oatl: was substile, shapeless air,
Consigned to mocking echo’s care,
‘Who snatched it, nothing loath.
The tribute pledged shall ae'er be paid,
It must be {e’en by might of blade.
But tell the Count, in yonder mead
Are grazing bull and cow and steed
As white as coffined prince’s shroud,
As spotless as the silver cloud’
(And sooth hard by we saw all three
Beneath a giant chestnnt-tree) ;
¢ So rare are they, they're rated thrice
The proudest king’s redemption-price.
And pray, sir herald, have a care
To add this more from me:
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If he had danghter pnre and fair,

Whom fancied demon of the air,

The sprite would mortal love forswear
An he the kine shonld see.

To whom the prize, the warmior’s art

Alone shall settle—now depart!’”

Ix.
Recoiled the Count, in his despite,
With awe-fixed eye and visage white,
As he had spectre seen.
it quick as racking eloud it passed ;
He lasty look on Furtan cast,
Whose gaze on him was settled fast,
Amazement in his mien.
But neitlier nsed nor needed speech,
That one the other’s thought might reach;
And eft the Connt, his qualn repressed,
Thus foreibly his peers addressed :
*“ By Covadonga's holy shrine!
Soon shall those boasters lie supine,
TFull tamed by Gothic steel.
Aethought not they were banded so,
Prepared the first to string the bow,
And thus to arms appeal.
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But this is well ! belike our task
Will lighter prove, once thrown the mask.
We il could mnster time this day
To elose with Basques in battle’s fray ;
lut on! fair knights, speed we amain,
Mount Pagazsaira, first to gain,
The vantage-ground deny ;
Then lide, along its eastern slope,
The merning’s haze, the trinmph’s hope,
And shame the raven’s cye.”

X
But to resmne—rthe van was now
Beneath mount Pagazsarra’s brow,
The villain-bands, whicl: closed the rear,
Fording the river scant and clear.
Dividing there in sep’rate file,
They circled round the mountain-pile;
The one throngh northern op'ning wide,
The other round its southern side,
Through narrow, deeper pass.
Once more, npon its eastern flank,
They met, and mingled rank by rank,
While vocal din and metal’s clank
sSwelled with the gathring mass.
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The Basques afar beheld the sight,
And raised a shout of fierce delight;
Thongh went forth challenge in the cry,

They made no show of drawing nigh,

XI.

The Count did off his charger leap,

And bade Don Yurtan near him keep ;

Then started both the height to gain,

Whence they might better view the plain,

More than his wont, the Count was stern,
As heretofore expressed ;

"Twas since the heralds’ late return,

His pensive brow and aspect dern,

Had spoke soms doubt or deep coneern,
Which none but Furtan guessed.

When past the span of stranger’s ear,

Laredo said to his compeer:

“ Now we're alone, my ¥nrtan, pray,
How reads it to thy mind,

That marv’llous message sent to-day
By Dlust’ring rebel-lind ?

Why passed the shaft so near the mark,
By merest hazard sped ?

Or lurks there meaning deeply dark,
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Might well awaken care and cark
In anxious parent’s Lead ?—
Nor Nature’s throes, nor human shock,
Could erst my nerves unstring ;
T'd even pulse and heart of rock
To evry trial bring.
I've secn a score of weapons pressed,
All driving at this single breast,
Yet coolness swayed my arm,
I've darkling trod war’s field alone,
And heard the dying paynim’s groan,
What time the gliding spectres 1mmoan,
Nor quaked I with alarm.

T've braved, unmoved, the mountain-tlasts

Along deep torrent’s brink,

And seen huge, reeling forest-masts
Adown abysses sink—

But aye, I know the craven’s care,
Since spirit foul and sly

Uypon thy bride, my daughter fair,
Hath cast malignant eye.”

XIL
The cause which racked Laredo’s brain
Had eke set Furtan in a train
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Of dark, perplexing donbt,
lesolved those whisp'rings vagne to quell,
Which inly thrilled like boding knell,
He made this answer stout:
“Now good St. Withold be thy speed,
And from thy nind vain terrors weed !
A murratu on that braggart ehief!
Be his career ill-fated, brief!
Ilow can he know that dewon’s snare
Is set to trap thy danghter fair?
Nay, for the nence, though strange the dress
In which the message eame,
T swear ‘twas but a flighty stress
To raise the eattle’s claim,
Tush! rebel-boasts are wild and loud;
We know the boorish Basques are proud,
And scoru to bend the kuee.
Now, mangre doubts on other score,
This mueh we know, nor eare for more,
Tle ransom there, on yonder shore,
Will straight onr Elva free.
By all the saints above, I swear,
To-morrow we possess the pair!
But thou, Laredo, harbour well

T’ advice already given;
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Thy death would sonnd thy daughter’s knell,
Might bar her soul from heaven.

So, pray, thy warlike ardour rein,
Of it enough hast given proof;

Ay, from the morrow’s battle-plain,
I pray thee, keep aloof.”

XIIT.

This il could brook the haughty peer,

It grated harshly on his ear;

His lips could mutter no assent,

Yet ventured not o speak dissent:

He scarce knew which he loved the best,
His hononr fair, or Elva’s rest,

But converse changed its channel now,
For they had reached the mountain-brow,
Whence spread a scene might gratify
The martial or romantic eye,

XIV.
Where Gordejuely’s border-line
Doth with Uribé's edge combine,
There, in the valley all alone,
Heaves steepy Pagazsarra’s cone,
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Whence locking far—or toward the west,

Or there where I’liebus springs from rest—

For many a mile nought stays the eye,

The viles below full open lie;

Whilst north and south are rocky chains,

Edging both sides the valley-plains.

And turning toward the icy home,
Where hoary Boreas dwells,

Your cyes o’er boundless sea may roam,

Or watch its wild, tempestuous foam
Bleaching the headland-fells.

iV,

Still, baliny, cool had been the day,

For 'twas the time when Scorpio’s sway
Makes Nature all serenc.

And now, no longer riding high,

The sun was painting earth and sky,
Behind a cloudy screen.

The grand illuminator’s brush

Enriched Lis own departing blush

With floating, glowing scenes so rare,

That lethal hand, in sheer despair,
Both pen and pencil drops.
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Here saw you rippled, fiery lake;
There flaming hills ; here verdant brake;
There livid tracts yet nonght bespake;
Here fields with golden crops;
While higher, slowly skimming by,
Some shifting monster took your eye.
Tejeda, which the welkin mocks,
A giant ‘mid surrounding rocks,
Seamned set by fiends in ruby frame,
All dented round with fire and flame.
Ordiinte’s heights, Salddjas’ ridge, 52
For castles might be ta'en,
Piled up to guard the Stygian bridge,
Which leads to dread domain :
Gigantic walls as blaek as coal;
Shed fire the gates and each shot-hole;
Round bristling tow'rs and turrets roll
A lurid blaze, which o’er the whole
Leaves each embrasure plain.
Vengdchia, though, by Nerva's tide,
Gamisio and Maribi’s side s
Displayed more chastened scene :
Fresh tints, now bright as satin-gloss,
Now soft as licht on dewy moss,
Fell full their sloping groves across,
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In blended shade and sheen ;
Here purply tinge relieved the sight,
Taming the glare of saflron bright;
Shiminered in belts the temp’ring light
Of azure, pink, and green.

XYL

But chieftain’s eye, on battle’s eve,

Can it fair Nature’s dress perceive,
Wher ’fore him camyps the foe ?

Nay, both the Goths, in other vein,

Now seanned the mountain-girdled plain,
Which eastward stretched below.

This side Ibdy Cabdl—whose wave

To steel its hardened temper gave 3—

Nor from its margin far away,

Were seen the Basques in war’s array.

Their squadrons reached across the plain,

Flauked either end by mountain-chain;

And though large numbers they could boast

teigned perfect order through the host.

E

Laredo’s eye shot triwinph’s light,
And gloom sped from his face,

As he surveyed, down from the height,
The features of the place:
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“By Satan’s scalp! he poorly shows
For skill, this captain stout!

Sce! pent each side by craggy rows,

With stream behind, retreat to close,

How can the rebels ’scape their foes,
An they are put to rout ?

This likes me well ¢ the morrow’s field

Must see for ever treason healed,”

“ Nay,” Furtan said, “’tis not so snre
These signs a fool Lespeak ;

Retreat eut off dotl: oft ensnre

Snch desp’rate uerve as proves a cure
For numbers few and weak.

The case the greater care deinands

That they outnumber alt our bands;

"Tis true they are of armour shorn—

but look ! that’s not a foe to scorn,”

XVIL
Thongh ev’ning dimmed thie lnman ken,
Could ne'ertheless be seen
The brawny figures of the men,
As well their savage mien,
On them no cov’ring might you note



86

ELVA

Save shagey skin of bear or goat,
And mail-wrought helmet round of shape,
Tied on the neek with leathern tape.
Their long, dishevelled, floating hair,
Their seabrous beards, the dress they wear,
Might liken them, in distanee dim,
To bipeds luge, ferceious, grim,
Which Afiric’s wilds contain.
That space-devouring ereature fair,
Which toil and war with man 1nust share,
You looked for there in vain.
Of various make the arns they wield:
The sickle, used to reap in field ;
Some, choice of curtle-axe had made,
Or wide Cantabrian poignard-blade;
Sone whirled the sling with marv'llous art;
Some poised the short Iherian dart;
While nur’rons bands nor fling, nor sirike,
But thrust with four-foot creseent-pike.®
Thus rustie weapons, coats of Lide,
On such those freemen stanch relied.
Against the Sword and foreefunl lance,
The metal suit and charger’s prance,
They cast within the scale
Breasts steeled iu Freedom's temp’ring blast,
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United will t’ atone the past,
Or die; bnt nc'er to quail

XVIIT,

Long did the Count and Infanzon
Look dewn the swarming plain upon;
And many a word passed ‘twixt the two,
And many a well-thonght plan they drew;
Till darkness let her curtain drop,
Bidding them leave the mountain-top.
While fast the welkin-tapers gain
Full mast’ry through Day’s late domain,
They turnied them to depart—
When sndden, piereing tempest-blast,
Came wildly howling, rushing past,
And through their frames such chillness east
As numbed them to the heart.
"Twas shortlived as the arrow’s flight,
And shot from clond as black as night,
Whieh rising from the distant main,
Came sweeping over hill and plain,
Fast toward them drawing near.
The warriors straight foresaw a storm,
When lot it took such monster-form
As filled them both witl: fear.

8y
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Two giant-arms grew ont, inereased,

One toward the west, one toward the east;

And elaws like harpy’s, bent and long,
Convulsive, clutched the stellar throng.
*Twixt these, above, from out the ¢lond,
Which veiled the form in sable shroud,
Appeared & female neck and head,
With lambent tresses Dlue and red.
Two eyes of fire which glewed apace,
Illnmined full the spectre’s face;
It pietured rage, the baleful look,
And evry line with terror shock,
And hate, revenge were mingled there,
Whicl: all eame in for hell’s despair.
Those lurid eyes a moment glared
Upon the two, who pallid stared
With wonder on the low’ring sprite,
Whielk througl: the ether ploughed ;
Then did those imonster-hands unite,
When, leaving darker darksome night,
All sunk behind the eloud.

XIX.

The 1nass erenated edges rolled,
And eft assumed a smaller mould ;
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The while its pitehy darkness sped,
And sapph'rine silver through it spread;
Then so-diaph’nous was its sheen,
That twinkling stars athwart were seen.
Sueh vapry stool had lightly pressed
Kind Mary's feet, I trow,
When she, 'mid cherubim, angels blest,
Gave frown on high some holy hest,
Or Ler esteem in smniles expressed,
To rapted saint below.
The crystal elond came drawing nigh,
The while descending from the sky.
Thus gently floating on aloft,
There poured adown sweet aceents soft ;
_And as through ev’ning-dew they sank,
Some falling drops they surely drank,
So mellow, fresh tleir chime.
Where startted sore, the nobles both;
They knew the voiee, yet were they loath
To let their fancy climb.
But with the tones came words along,
Came from the clond this warning song:

1
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“ Storm-beaten oak, yet sound and hale,
Al shaking laughs at snmmer-gale,
Nor heeds the clond, that slipp’ry jail
Of lightning-flash;
Till struck, it rends—ere thunder’s wail—
With awful crash!

2,

“ Right stoutly Dattles ship with wave;
So strong, she sure her freight will save,
And sports, as round her billows rave—

She sees no rock!
But there awaits her yawning grave,
When comes the shock.

3.
“The hear espies the huntsman near;
Can monster huge a pigmy fear ?
I1e springs to seize the sav'ry cheer,
But never knows
He hath to meet death-speeding spear,
Which huntsmen throws.
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4.

« Dark, latent craft hath victims made;
Dull weapons kill through venom’s aid;
And there e those by demon swayed,

Yet know it not:
While life wards soul, draw not the blade!
Beware the plot!”

XX

By this, on Pagazsarra’s top,
The sinking eloud had found a prop;
When flexuous, light as wreathing smoke,
In graceful outline soft it broke—
And Erva’s shape retraced.
Her right lield oleander gay,
Her left a verdant lanrel spray,
Circling her brows a chaplet lay,
With bindweed interlaced.®
Around lier flushed a hazy liue
Of faintest rose, light-tinged with blue.
As gossamer so airy wafts,
Tmpelled by lightest summer-draughts,
So glided she the warriors by,
Nor seemed her dowuy step to ply;
Nor did hLer robe, eked out with fur,
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In changing folds appear to stir.

As thus she smoothly, slowly passed,

A monrnful ook on both she cast,
Speech to her tongue forbid.

Her eye spoke hope, and faith sincere;

Far more withal of doubt and fear,

And yon might swear the melting tear
‘Was swelling ‘neath the lid.

Ne spoke nor breathed the elder peer,

His impulse checked by mystic fear;

With arms outstretehed he stood agazed,

As bound by spell, more than amazed.

“My bride!” cried Furtan with a gasp,
Whom thrilled the vision bright;

He forward rushed with open grasp,

But lo! the form he thonght to clasp
Had melted in the night.

They saw the vapry mass on high,

Skimming again athwart the sky—

Then once 1noze through the heavens spread

That dark and massive cloud ;
And fell hnge drops, heavy as lead,
And forked the fiery lightning red,

And pesaled the thunder loud.
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XX

As night was gatl'ring back its shade,
And all the castern sky displayed

A slow suffusing, hazy grey,

Pale, beamless harbinger of day ;

Ere stars ceased twinkling in the cope,
Or larks their rested eyes did ope—
In either camp was bustle rife,

Tach foe preparing for the strife;

And with the rosy morning glow,

1Tot passion’s bleod began Lo flow.

XXII.

Long raged the battle on the plain,
Shifting as gusts that sweep the main:
Now hovered wrack o’er Frecdom’s cause,
The Basque must bow to Gothic laws;
Now fickle Yortune's favours veer,

When, in their turn, quick toward the rear,
Asturias’ knights go falling back

Before the rallied foe’s attack,

Laredo and a chosen band,

Upon the mount, observing, stand ;
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None yet had shared the bloody fray
Though many blamed their chief’s delay.
The bull impenned (that sees the crowd
Convulsed with joy vocif'rous, lond,

And hears, without, its fellow’s rear,
When foiled by wily torreador),

With nostrils venting heated air,

And eyeballs shooting crimson glare,
Mad, raving, paws th’ enclosure’s soil,
All wild to share the cireus’ broil;
So—as he watched each ebb and flow,
Which marked the hattle’s tide below,
Cursing the fate that chained him there,
Aud Lade him arms that day forswear—
Laredo’s eyes would roll in fire,

His chest wonld swell beneath its ire;
He now would pace, or restless stand,
Or half unsheathe his heavy brand;
Now raise a shout, a joyous cheer,

When staggered foe seemed struck with fear;
Now broken words he strung with enrse,
Or, watched, his temper tried to mmnse,
And crossed lis arms, and reared him high,
With ghastly smile and stifled sigh.

At times, though, wheu his gallant troops
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Were sorely pressed by Biscay’s groups,
Ile sprang adown with naked blade,
As bonnd to give his warriors aid,
When, sndden, chimed upon his car
That cloud-born song of omen drear,
Impressed his now awakened mind
Those phantom-shapes, so ill combined :
Thus summoned up his orphan ehild,

It always eurbed his impnlse wild,

XXIII,

But what two forms are those Lelow,
On chargers mounted high;
Who, with bright arms, so bravely show,
And, thas conspienons midst the foe,
Rivet Laredo’s eye?
Their hieads were sheathed in visored easques,
But clear it was they led the Basques.
The one bestrode a glossy bay,
And crowned his helin a feather gay
Of brightest scarlet hue.
So red the silken shirt which dressed,
O’er coat of mail, his back and chest,
"Twas dazzling to the view.
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And all combustion seemed the kuight:

Wherever hottest raged the fight,

As revelled he in battle’s storm,

Moved in its midst his supple form.

Full many a warrior bit the dust,

So sure his lance’s forceful thrust.

And when on serried van or flanks
Embattled bands he led,

As wedge that rends the toughest planks,
They pierced and clove the Gothic ranks,
And strewed the gronnd with dead.

Though often forced to ward the blows
Dealt at one time by many foes,
Unpunished yet he seemed by steel,
His armour sound from head to heel.

XXIV.

But strangely dark that other knight,
And dark the thoughts bred by his sight:
A flaunting plume of sable hne,
Iigh from his furbished hehnet grew.
As sunbeams on his armour shot,

Their tustre back was thrown;
But from his shield they ghinted not,

"Twas black as Kaaba's stone,
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And black his steed, without a spot,

Nor speck of froth its month begot,
Thongh high its mettle shone.

Laredo mnarked, mstrusting sight,

How, armed with lance, the sable knight,

With lghtning speed would conrse the field,

His nedding plume, his boding shield,
An ever-shifiing shade.

is glant form high downineers

The wmoving hordes of 1ncuntaineers,

As throngh their ranks he wightly steers,
To cheer them, or upbraid.

And once or twice, o'er battle’s roar,

Up to the Comt the echoes hore

A voice like cavern's deep reply

To little truant’s feeble ery.

Jut strange to say, that lance’s head

Had not a single wanior bled ;

Nor had the kmght received a blow,

Or once been grazed by blade of foe.

Yet slunned he neither villain-bands,

Nor dodged at strokes from noble hands,
But went his ¥ unchecked,

Through square or colnmn, file or rank,

Where'er he sped, he left a blank ;
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Before his lance all foemen sank,

All in his wake hewrecked.
More wondrous still, scarce had he passed,
The fallen rose, where they wero last,
Again prepared in dne array,
For shock and brunt of battle’s fray.

XXV,
The strife had lasted many an hour,
When, urged by Biscay’s teeming power,
Asturias’ bands Degin to reel,
Disorder aim the blows they deal.
Throngl the Bask ranks then went a change
Unlooked for, sudden, rapid, strange.
When myriads of the feathered breed,
Migrating, through the heavens speed,
What sudden moves to shift array !
How apt, combined their pinions’ play !
Now elosely packed in gapless crowd,
They shade the fields, the sky becloud ;
Now, prompt, its rows the fiock expands,
Or, parting, flies in sep’rate bands;
Now fast as bnilds enchanter’s art,
The first more swiftly onward dart,
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The last on wing 2 moment halt,

Then all in file wave through the vault.
Thns qnick, the Basques two bodies massed,
A creseent forming deep and vast,

One by the sable chieftain Ied,

The other by the warrior red,

They fold around, by van and flanks,

The decimnated Gothie ranks,

Which struggling hard, and loath to yield,
Contesting ev'ry foot of ficld,

Must needs retreat through slouglhs of blood

¥

Before that whelming human flood.

XXV,

Just then a Gothic warrior brave,
With dash and force of surging wave,
Through his eompeers a passage made,
And rushing on with brandished blade,
Attacked the red-plumed kuight.
The Connt at once the champion knew ;
"Twas Furtan thus who forward flew
To die, or eheek the flight.
The crimson chief perceives his foe,
With ready shield he wards the blow,
Then all his ire released.



100 FLVA.

Forthwith a furious combat raged,

And while the two were thns engaged,
All fightiug near surceased.

Now side by side and shield to shield,

Braying the dead whieh strew the field—

Their chargers tossing neck and mane,
With fury ehamping lathered bit,
Their hinder sinews finnly knit,

Their fore-paws beating battle-strain—

Lach knight lLis falchion’s pond’rous weight

Plies on his focinan’s helmet-plate,

Or, naddened, drives its thirsting point

To sate itsclf at armont’s joint;

And as the blades shake in the sun,

On these in sheets the flashes mn.

Now round each other whirl the twain,

Now start they back to meet again,

Now, stunued beneath some mighty blow,

One bends his head to saddlebow ;

Now sorc on side Lhe other pressed,

Or stormed his beavered throat, or chest,
Maugre the buckler bossed,

e leans aside, as vessel heels,

Or for a woment backward reels,

To 1ise at foeman’s cost.
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Their morions soon no feathers bear,
The weightless fragments sail the air;
The plaited steel, life’s trusted pledge,
Admits the falchion's hardened edge ;
The erimson tide in earncst flows,
But nothing weaker fall their blows,

XXV,
AMeantime, while pends this contest eruel,
Another hope-inspiring duel
Iyivides Laredo’s sight.
As Furtan rushed npon the scene,
A champion of majestic mien
Had charged the sable knight.
His plmne and targe were white as milk,
And o’er his arins he wore
A mantelet short of argent silk, ‘
With crosses studded o'er. *
Snow-white the charger he hestrode,
Of fleet and mettled breed ;
Its fellow felt Santiago’s goad,
When, armed, he 1mshed down cloud-paved road,
His vot'ry’s eanse to speed ™
None saw from whence or how he eame,
None recognised that godlike frame,
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Or knew that gold-tagged spear.
He neared his foe with speedy force
The black knight must lrave marked his conxse,
For, feut’ring spear, he spurred his horse—
They met in mnid-eareer.
The lanees straight in shivers split,
As each the foeman’s buckler hit ;
The coursers barbed dashed breast on lireast,
And reeled beneath this vigour-test ;
But both the knights, as rooted roek,
Umnoved and firm, withstood the shoek ;
And seizing each his batile-axe,
Hard thumps exehanged without relax,
"Twere muceh to tell who might prevail,
For vantage neither showed;
Each blow conveyed impending bale;
In many a place though rent their mail,
No llood from either fiowed.
Now fast recoiled the warrior white,
Now Dback was driv'n the sable knight;
Now one must life alone defend,
Now was the other forced to bhend—
For their recuperative power
So equal seemed to rank,
That like the balaneed plank,
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As soon as one was seen to tower,
Adown the other sank.

Stood both the armies, Goth and Basque,

On them agazed, deferred their task,

As thongh these mighty champions four

Were left to settle ev’ry score.

XXVIII

Soon from the Gothic right arose

Peals deep as atmospheric throes—
"Twas triumph’s wild delight.

Don Furtan sat his charger high,

‘While on the ground did sprawling lie
The red-accoutred knight,

Aund eft the clamonr up was ta’en

Yy all the Goths across the plain;

For on the left the stranger white

At mercy had the sable knight,

Who (falf’n his steed on haunch and knee)

Struggling in vam his legs to free,
Essayed with laboured blow

The tow’ring warrior back to beat,

Who bending downward from his seaft,

To mighty strokes did ruthless treat
His now defenceless foe.
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The battle’s meed was surel‘}r won,

The prize sceured ere set of sm!

Tlms thought the Connt with beaming cye,

Whilst cheered the nobles standing nigh.

When lo! a threat'ning murmur loud

*assed up drom Discay’s warlike crowd.

Their brandished arms all bristling rise,

Thesc war-whoops echoing throigh the skies:

“Save Fron, onr chief! Ho! pike and knife!
On to the resene hie!”

“ Baklrdrra, ho i we'll gnard his life ]
Thongh a thonsand {reemen die !”

Then hasten those who nearest stand

To save their chiefs from focman’s brand.

Success their efforts seems to crown,

Where Furtan just had won renown;

But pow’r their strenuous fellows lack

To reach their fullen chieftain black :

Albeit the white knight none did slay,

He kept with ease the Basques at bay.

XXIX,

That sndden lapse from hope to gloom
Doth oft the juduirent’s clearness doom:
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When weal or woe hang on a thread,

Or poise the scales of crisis dread,

Blind impulse doth thought captivate—

We prop the load or add the weight.

Laredo saw impending flight,

The pressure on Asturias’ right,

And Furtan, late a victor proud,

Now battling ‘mid a savage crowd—

He saw ne more, nor this could bear,

Forgot all else, e'en Elva fair.

With fever’s eye, and blade in hand,

He, forward springing, speke his band :

“Ho! to the rescouse, comrades, all!

To horse! to horse!” They mind the call,

Quick rush below, their chargers mount,

And sweep the field led by the Couat.

Concurred with this a strange event,

Was it design or accident ?

Scarce had Laredo left the Leight,

When disappeared the warrior white.

He vanished with such mystery,

It balled keenest sexutiny ;

And ere the Cioths missed froun the plain
His lofty, radiant form,

They saw the black ehief 1ip again,
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Idense masses rushing on amain
‘With force of wrackful storm.

XXX

Were flecing fast across the plain,

(’er bloody heaps of mangled slain,
Asturiag’ vanquished bands;

The haughty peer and lowly swain
Now levelled on its sends.

And banners grimed, in tatters shred,

Some, as for shame, all blushing red,
Lay t*mmplud on the ficld;

And morions, basnets many a score,

And tagless lances smeared with gore,
And many a sword and shield.

In tnrmoil wild and hopeless rout,

The Goths zo flying all about;

The foe, close pressing on their heels,

Nor guarter give, nor heed appeals.

Their darts the nimble courser cateh ;

Their knives the pleading Goth despatch;

Nor ruth to wounded wretch they show,

Thiongh ceasc his groans as falls the blow.

But all had not the fight forsaken,

Some knights hold out with nerve nnshaken:
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Don Furtan’s figure high appears,

"Mid scanty group of valiaut feres,

Beset by jostling, shagpy forms,

As thick as maddened lLioney-swarms,

When plying buzzing voice, and sting,
Aronnd their menaced hive;

And black the show'rs of darts they fling,

And loud their yells through heaven ring,
While bands on bauds arrive.

XIXXL

Laredo came—it was too late!

The yonth had et foiled valom’s fate.

With arms outstretelied, he backward fell,

And o’er him closed the hollow swell
Of restless, rocking heads

Thus falls o’ertopping forest-tree,

And sinks immerged in foliage-sea,
Which far its verdure spreads ;

Or fades from view the falling stone,
Intombed in monntain-snows.

The Count he bawled in tempest-tone:

“ No stain bedim Peclayo’s throne!

The day we'll yet trimmphant own—
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Aim well your blows! Count not your foes!*
They dashed amidst the seething throng,
And such momentum bore along,
That Biseay’s staggered ranks gave way,

All falling baek in disarray.

AXAIL

Despite his wonunds, the hermit ran
And tried to mass his seattered van,
His silk pelisse, now torn in shreds,
Before the Count its scarlet sheds:
Lond ealls on him his bntehered friend,
Keen vengeance tags lis lance’s end.
But as the hated foec he nears,
Mid-way a sable targe appears:
‘Twixt him and vengeance now is seen
The knight of atramentous mien,

Iis flonrished blade on high.
“ Ha, rebel ! wast thon not laid low ?
ITowheit didst worst that mighty foe,

‘Tis not from thee I’ fly ¢
Thns eried the Count, and winged his course
Aaainst that fornn of boding foree,
Withouten sound was struek the shield,
And splinters, blackened, strewed the field.
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Down eame the awful ehampion’s sword,
Which barely smole Laredo’s Tord,
When off he tnmbled fromn his sieed,
Unwounded, on the Llocdy mead.

Jut such a shoek went throngh his frame
As drives the clond’s cleciric flame:
Seemed ¢v'ry nerve and sinew strained,
And all his bones of marrow drained ;
Sore dislocated all his joints,

Alive his flesh with needle-points
Sparks erackled through Lis ev’ry vein,
And wild confusion numbed his lrain.
"I'was as he fell this through him ran,
Aud lasted but a seeond’s spanw.
Then as he wakened frown the stun,
Bent o’er him stood the warrior dun,
His visor raised, his featnres bare,
And grip, exnlting was the stare.
"Twas Fron, the priuce of Saxon r1ace!
DBut thongh the Count knew not that face,
A light comrsed throngh his brain—
His agouised and piercing ery
Shot thirongh the Lattle-din on high—
For lived a demon in that eyo—
"Twas TorrL's flash again !

109



Ilo

FELVA

“0 Ll—!” But blades gleam in the air,
Cut short the phrase, reselve despair.

A hundred wounds on breast and side
Let forth in streams the purple tide;

A hundred Basques in cirele stand,

With poignards reeking Ligh in hand;

A corpse lies welt'ring in its gore,
Laredo’s lord shall rise no more !



( 11 )

Canto Fourtlhy,
THE CLOVEN-FOOT.

1.

‘ ANOTIIER missive come to hand

From him who pines in Moslems’ land !

"Tis time, my Egas, amnple time—

Nay else, beshrew me ! ’twere a crime—

My father from the Moors to wrest,

Sinee gold is scarce, by force of bicast.

The Basques—at the clowns with a curse!

Are stubborn; nay, ‘tis growing worse.

The last Bilzaar were dry and terse:

*’Tis ransom large, too much to pay;

Why did he go ?—We begged him stay.
The gold we can’t afford !’

Tut! In truth, they scarce own the sway
Of him they call their lord,

“La! let him rot !’—~thus whisper they—
‘Among the unbelieving horde
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Who turn to Meeca when they pray,

"Tis only when we wizgld the sword
A chief we need or shall obey !*”
Stripling or man, you scarce conld tell,
Was he from whom those phrases fell.
His height bespoke about sixteen,
But greater age might cleim his mien.
IHs was a figure, his a suile,
To fix a maiden’s glance awhile,
His beardless face did strangely elash
With the bold look and manly dash.
There lived a mneaning in his eye
Which spoke of thoughts and purpose high ;
But there were times it shot a spark
Which cast aronnd a shade of dark,
And when lis brow gathered a frown,
Such wonld be found 'neath Satan’s ¢rown.
He held a letter in his hand,
With pendent seal and woollen band ;
And as he paced Vusturio’s hall,

His voice and steps rang on the wall.

11,

Anear the monster chimney-place-—
Thonugh summer breezes blew—
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Sat one whose stoop and wrinkled face
Showed that he had near run the race
All mortals must go through,
He major-dome long had been
Of dark Vustorio’s wide demesne;
Than Egas, more no man had won
The favour both of lord and son.
“8ir Lopo, if on Basques alone
Thy sire’s rcle_asc depends,
Art right—tlie dog will yicld his bone,
The field the secd the serf has sown,
Sooner than Basque will prop the throne
Which Basque but ill befriends—
Alas! to thiuk that Biscay’s lord
Is even now a slave!
Must carry loads or turn the sward,
The hand so used to brandish sword !
That voice submit to crave—
At sting of miscreant’s fell whip—
Which erst was wont to kiss the lp
Whose curl could daunt the brave!”

I1I.

“ By Satan’s hoof, and my good sooth !

I'll to the King,” exclaimed the yontli—
H
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« Although no friend of ours—
And promise hiin the vass'lage-pay
(Twixt thee and me, when come the day,
His envoy’s leels shall dangle gay
From topmost of these towers j—
Thus he will raise his coffer’s lid—
I trust—Dbut if his wants forbid,
I then shall clahn a chosen baund
To sconr Toledo’s cursed land,
If Jrartan lives and I don’t fall,
T swear he sits within this hall
Ere autumn days be o’er!”
«Ilat oatl is rash, too fraught with pride,
On treach’ry based, what’s more.”
He seemed the youth by look to chide,
‘That trusty servitor.

v,

« Jut there is one who, in onr need,

Conld help us if she chose;
She hath the pow'r—'tis vast indeed—
Which time nor distance cau impede,

Nor mortal might oppose "—
“Whom wonldst thou name? T fain might

know.”
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“ Tre Lapy,” whispered Egas low,
And crossed his forehead, mouth, and chin,
As if that name involved a sin,
Then locked he round the hall with fear,
And beckoned that the youth draw near:
“Bince my Lord Furtan went his way,
A gladsome voice, at close of day,
Some men have heard at times in song,
As they from work did homeward fock,
I’en as they trod the path along
Which passes near the Laby’s Rock,
Sinee the dread hour she took her flight,
From, of this hall, within the span,
As ev'ning ushered in the niglt,
She never has been seen by man.
That was her voice—re all agrec;
The Lady sure wonld welcome thee.”

s
“Thou nc’er, till now, didst tell as much !
Thon always hast—my father too——
Upon this theme refused to touch,
Whenever I have questioned you.
"Tis time, methinks, to tell the tale
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Of which I've guessed, in your despite,
The darkest part—why tnrn so pale —
I know this much—I') HALF A SPRITE!”
01d Egas’ face fell *twixt his knees;
And, as if chilted by wintry breeze,
He shook from crown to heel. c
Then, falt'ring, slowly raised his head,
His cheeks as white as wheaten bread,
And in a smothered voice he said,
With fervent faith and zeal:
“Tg sueh dread fancies give no heed!
If darksome spell hang o’er thy birth,
Is not the cirse on Adam’s seed
Washed ont by pledge of Cluistian’s creed ?
Does then a parent’s sinful deed
Condemn the son she left on earth ?
The Lady's aid is wanted now;
T1 tell thee all, nor break my vow,
The time is come.”—Down sat the youth;
Here is the tale he heard uncouth.

VL
“Oft hast thou heard Lord Furtan say
How he right badly wonnded lay
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On blood-stained field hard by—

Vusturio’s battle either hight,
Or Arrigorriaga’s fight—
Where Gothic ranks were put to flight,

Won Basques the vietory ;

How, when s foeman’s pointed knife

Was nearly buried in his heart,

A knight rode up and saved his life,

Had lis wounds dressed with care and art,
That knight was Fron, whom, on the field,
The grateful Basques raised on a shield,
Proclaiming him their rightful lord,

As well in peaee as bearing sword,
Opposed none but a hermit old—

And eke was he a captain bold—
Balkhgrra was his name; and then
With him opined a few old men.

¢ 1f chief they had in time of peaee,
Their freedom soon,” they said, ¢ wonld cease.’
But numbers’ will was not nndone,
For Frou their faith and love had won,
Bakhirra, he and all his feres,

Retired with enrses, threats, and tears.
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VIL
“The love they hore Lord Fron increased—
But was it love? 'Twas fecling strange,
For seare within the hmnan range
Was what he did with man and beast.
He climbed the peaks, where till that day
No human foot had found a way;
But what was more, he went well horsed,
In saddle sat without a girth,
Leaped o’er the rivers, scud the carth,
Defied the clhasms, the slippry frost,
The seething floods, the tow’ring flanks
Which none but eagle hraves;
And those that followed kept their ranks,
Nor safer for them hbridge of planks,
QOr stream which garden laves.
"I'was thus he went with trusty Basques,
As straight as pigeon’s fhght,
Clean o'er the hills, to chain which masks
Laredo’s horder white.
Then down they poured like raving herd
Of wounded tusky boars;
Laid waste the land where they appeared,
And many a town of tenants cleared,
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And made themw ample stores.
Thence on they swept, ¢en farther west,
Toward fair Ovicdo’s royal nest.
And when the King, ta’en nnaware,
Reccived the news, a message fair
He sent, to know what tenns they ask.
Lord Fron vowed he wonld still advance
Unless Laredo's whole expanse
FYorthwith were ceded to the Basque.
The King, though Lrave, was forced to yield,
So unprepared to take the field.
Their rapid course the mind disinays;
The whole cainpaign took three short days.

VIiL

“They loved Lord Fron; he knew their tongne,
So kindly talked to old and young.

He, ficree in war, was mild in peace;

Knew each wan’s name, and ev'ry face.

His was & way which curbed them all;

The boldest knave obeyed his call—

And yet no man alive, they swore,

Took to their ways and customs more.

Gave he command, or made request,

It scemed to sult each mau’s behest.
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There ne’er was such a happy land ;

For no one felt the master’s hand.

Yet oft they toiled like slaves, in crowds—
This castle, perched so near the clonds,
The first e’er raised on Biscay’s hills,
Attests how he coutrolled tleir wills,

IX,

“ Lord Fron had ta’en in strange regard
His youthful captured foc;

Of ransom’s right though him debarred,

And placed him nnder strictest guard,
And would not let him go.

When chosen lord, his earliest thought—
To keep Ins ward secure;

His people then to work he bronght,

To build this eastle high and haught,
Where him he might immure.

They, willing, undertake the task,

And gaily toils the freecborn Basque.

Some cleave the rock which chisel shapes,

Some bear the loads npon their napes;

Some on the mountain’s airy head

Dispose the blocks, nor mortar spread—
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Stonecutter’s work so neat is sent,
The blocks adhere withont cement.
The mountain-side scems all alive :
Like bees which swarm about their hive,
Or ants which plod in single file,
The Basques elimb toward the rising pile,
And bear their loads with ease the while;
They wind arcund from base to top,
Nor once to eatch a breath they stop.
re eviuing falls huge walls arise,
And feudal towers flout the skies ;
Then, as the morning lioarfrost steams,
On conntless turrets shoot the beams ;
And eft did gauntly npward ereep
The sombre giant donjon-keep.
Lot as the third morn shed its light,
The eastle stood eompleted quite
And o’er the vale which sinketh west,
Far up the slope, then damp with dew,
Vusturio's flanks and grafted erest
A longer, darker shadow threw.

X,

“"Twas made thy father’s foreed abode,
Wlen Fron and Basques so swiftly rode
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Laredo’s county through.
He had the range of court and hall,
Might wander o’er the castle all,
But durst not pass the outer wall,
For guards were sure and true.
But now when, after ahsence short,
Lord Fron returned he home,
This place he chose to he his court,
Then Furtau called to board and sport,
Would to the woods with him resort,
With him in state affairs consort;
Alone lie might now roam.
Frou seemned to love him like a son,
And Yurtan's faney he had won—
"T'was passing strange, 1'll add aside,
For Furtan had a lovely bride,
Whom lie, it seems, had quite forgof,
Tudeed his past seemed all a blot,
e revelled now in joy and 1nirth,
And thought of nothing else on earth.
Lord ¥ron adopted him as leir,
Convoked the Basques, and made them swear,
That when he died I;hey. would cbey
This gallant Infanzon, so gay.
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XL

“ Long years rolled on . . . or days perhaps ?
I take no oath how long the lapse—
My service here had not begun,
And folks about arc not at one;
Then time is measured by the sun,
And if you sleep, your reck’ning 1nust,
For sure, I ween, be ta’en on trust—
When, on a sudden, came a change
Trull starthng, unexpected, strange.
Lord Ifven fell ill, and kept abed,

And 'twixt the night and morn
His lengthy locks, all fiery red,
Were turned so white, you might have saxd
Ile’d wound a turban round his head,

And by the Koran sworn !
His full and flerid checks had sunk,
His bulk was gone, his muscles shrunk;
Iis fingers pawed like spider’s claws,
Grinned like a skull his parted jaws;
His ashy, corrugated skin,
His slanting, pointed, grisly chin,
His achromatie, glassy eye,
Foretold that 1eath was passing ly.
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XIT.

“Qf changes all, the oddest one,
His way toward his adopted sou:
“ And who art thou? T know theo not!
Thon smooth-tongued knave, wert iu the plot!
Have at him now! Aroint thee, fiend!
He kept me in the nimbus screened.
For lengthy span my soul was there,
Beneath the zones of angel-air,
Whilst here this flesh, of spirit rid,
The Devil, not I, knows what it did!
Yea, while my disembodied soul

Was in the foggy ether swung,
I neither saw the Spirits’ goal,

Nor deeds from earthly passions sprung.
It was a long and eundless night,
IVithout taste, scent, ear, feeling, sight.
But primal elements of thought—
Which from a single point are wrought,
Wherein the germs, though latent, lie,
Of all the world's vastidity—

Revolved within the shapeless ME;
Of ev’rything I found the key.

Existence, thongh, not anywhere
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Except within my snbstance rare ;

Being converged in me alone—

"Twas dreary Oneness on its throne
Nay, pure Idea, lifeless, still,

For Motion none, not even Will—

Had YILL emerged, that termless liour
Had seen e crowned Almighty-power !
Though wanting that, unbodied Thought,
I scarce, methinks, was else than nought.—
But, by the mass! what’s that to you?
When I to middle spheres withdrew,

I left a body strong and young,

Now in a carcass am I flungi—

(o with a wanion! Iiend, be off!’
With that Lord Fron began to cough,

A vacant stare around him cast,

Then, sinking back, he breathed his last.

XIIL

“Anon, Sir Purtan aired his mind,
Began to rub his eyes;

A vague suspicion he was blind,

Had lefi another life Lehind,

Dim mein’ries in his heart enshrined,
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id of a sudden rise.
Laredo’s ghost now haunted him,

And Elva, his fair bride;
The former’s look was dark and grim,
Was she the toy of dragon’s whim ?
Gall filled his cup e’en to the brim—

He fo the stables hied ;
Then singled out the swiftest horse,
And down the mountain winged his course.
Eneompassed soon by motley erowd,
The air was voiced in ehoras loud,
Saluting him as Biseay’s liege,
Laredo’s too, by foree of siege
{(Althongh Laredo, Fron deeeased,
From Biseay’s yoke was soon released).
Bright hopes possessed him in that hour:
Lord Furtan thought that with such power,
He might find means to pay the debt
Would Elva free from demon’s net,
But first he must seenre the gem,
Which he prized more than diadem.
A ehosen band he there enrolled,
And pushed on for Roeias’ hold.
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ALV,
“Tord Furtan sat beneath 2 tree ;
Some distance off his people lay,
They fast asleep, but slept not he—
Nay, fretful seemed at the delay.

Tt was the soft Liour when kind Nature doth throw
Her siesta-robes over all bodies that grow;

When, panting, the flowers, low bending their heads,
Inhale the rare moisture retained in their beds;
When tame browsing cattle er wild roving stags
Scek shelter round frees, or in caves ‘mid the crags;
When all meving creatures, save only the snake,
lepose in the covert, aslecp or awake,

Thoe forest was dormant, and not a leaf stirred,

Nor caught ye the sound of a frog or a bird—

Ay, nought bub the pouring, scarce causing a shock,
Of a streamlet which flowed from & rend in the rock,
Whese summit, prejecting, was not to be secn,

For dense was the foliage wide spreading between.

Now accents woke, in dulcet song,
Which rose and ebbed and waved along
O’er tops of trees, tho branches through,
Lighter than sunbeams’ dust, or dew.
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Their magic pow'r did surely change

The measure of the fountain’s range,
Which took the base, full, deep, and soft;
The treble notes fell from aloft,

Lord Furtan, enraptured—his soul and his brain,—

All round the air harping the gentle refrain,

Through the tips of the leaves, off the face of the
rock,

Of barmony’s fluid received he the shock.

XV,

“ How long this lasts, not conscious he;
When lo! anon, just o’er the tree,
A well-known voice broke forth amain,
In soft, withal & wilder strain : —
< Furtau, 'tis one day too late!

For nine long years she mourned thee dead;
E'en yesternight was sealed her fate;

Thou, Biscay’s lord, mayst backward tread.
Locias’ hold is desert now—

*Tis not her fault she broke her vow,

teturn, oh return! for thy journcy is vain;
She must sail on the wind in the sun or tbe rain,
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She must roost on the eaves with the long-beakéd
crane,
Or must, darkling, go flapping her wings in the lane

With the owlet and bat, when the moon’s on the

wane,’

XVIL

“The young—alas! was he still young 2—
Lord Furtan to his feet he sprung
With flutt'ring heart, and head agog.
But nought he saw ; *twas like a fog,
So dense the foliage in the grove,
Then through the thicket on he drove
To the foot of the fell.
He clambers up with hieyday-ease,
O’erlooks the crests of lofty trees,
And, as lie livez! hefore lvim sees
The form le loves so well!
*Tis the same face, as fresh and fair,
Bnt round her falls her raven hair;
Her anns are bare, her garinents light,
Girts waist so spare, black girdle slight;
Bt else her drap’ry all is white,
Slhe sits aloft on summit hare,
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Torning a wisp of aconite,
Which, as a coif, alone grew there.

XVIIL

« < What awful doubts invade my breast!
O Elva—no!—A wanton jest
Of some dark pow’r —a dreamn i—a spell,
O God '—° Ol spare me! stay!’ she cried—
A shadow o’er her features fell—
‘ Behold, alas, thy former bride!
Yet calin thy fears, I'm living still;
But barred of home, and on thig hill
Condemned to make my dwelling, till
The day I be enslaved—
Or find a mate to risk his weal.
But I to Aim dare not appeal
By whom I might be saved.
1f nearly lost, not so my heart—
T love thee still—Let hope depart,
But on the road shalt never start,
By dread and sorrow paved.’
*Dread ! sorrow !’ aud he laughed in scorn.
« What else remains ?—"Tis rankling thorn
To think thee thus depraved !
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Oh tell me how, and when, and where,
I may thy precious being tear
From ont the meshes of this snare—
Though even lell be braved !’
‘How canst thon wed me in such guise ?’
“’Tis all T crave!” Lord Furtan cries,
And fires of love dart from his eyes.
‘Go to! When dove will feed the snake,
Dace brave the pike which rules the lake;
When reindeer, snuffing winter’s cold,
Outlives the leech-like glutton’s Lold ;
When friends the cabbage and the rue,
Then thou withouten risk mayst sue
To have me for thy wife.’
*Where then the risk 2’— Wilt thou eschew
Tle sign of Christian life ?
Confession ? prayer? the temple’s door ?
Till the appointed time be o'er,

" Nine summers henee and sev'n weeks more ?

If strong thy will, the risk were nought,
And Elva freed of ev'ry score;

But onee forgot, in deed or thonght,
Then she were lost ; ‘and as for you,
Would needs, for life, stern penance do,
Or be for ever blasted too!’
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XVTIL

“Lord Furtan shuddered, pale with awe;
He thought he felt a demon’s claw
1With fastened gripe on him.
Ilow could lie how to such a law,
To such conditions grim ?
He was not given much to prayer,
More used to huut the strong-limbed bear,
Than kncel beside confessor’s chair,
Or join the Sanctus hymn,
Dut then we always rue & loss,
Eft prize what onee we took for dross ;
And to mnake the sign of the cross
Was habit grewn with time.
Yea, but he loves his Elva so!
She shows so soft and fair;
E’en now when she must bend so low
To dragons of the air.
She is not theirs beyond recall,
And he alone can stay the fall,
And snatch ler from despair.
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XIX,

““Tis done! Thy law shall shape my lot!

I'll rub my tongue with lotus-flower;
Shalt tie this hand by magic-knot ;

Thus speech aud freedom be thy dower—
Thou inust he mine—mine shals thou be,
Though Satan have my soul for thee !’

He gloats npon the smiling maid ;
Then up he speeds to lend her aid,

Aud help lier from her seat.

She takes his hand and leaps adown ;
The motion waves her airy gown,

And bares her naked fect.

The lover starts with liorror’s frown—

Onc cLOVEX FOOT he saw |
¢ Think nought of this,” she whispers low,
Whilst in her checks the blnshes glow;
“’Tis but contingent sign of woe,

And to thy love I'll thankful owe

Redemption from this flaw.’

XX,

“’Twas here he brought the bride he won;
Their honeymoon, "twas here they spun ;

£33
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For years love brightened this abode,

Nor Diseord once lier visage showed.

Lord Turtan kept his plighted word,

Nor prayers he said, nor masses heard,
Nor saintly name le uttered now,

Nor signed the cross npon his brow.
Adays he hunled wolves and bears,

Nor looked he mueh to state affairs—

The more as Basques, since Fron’s demise,
Had changed their ways and oped their eyes ;—
At eventide—his Lilva there—

She then lis only thought and care,

And she was blithe and ever kind,
Beloved by all, both lord and hind,

Yet mingled with a spark of awe,

More roused by doubts than what we saw,

XXL
«’Twas whispered that, "twixt twelve and two—
But this her husband never knew—
She had anight been near the moat,
In parley with a black He-goat;
Then once it was 2 Raven came,
And onee a Wolf, in voice the same.
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Some swore that she, ¢'en ¢’er this hearth,

One night sat with a Cat all swarth;

He purred, then mewed, deep sighs she drew,

And sev'n times at her face he flew,
These may be lies ; but scoth! one morn,
I saw her cheeks all seratched and torn.
She ne’er was found when gale swept by,
But eries fell from the cloudy sky.

When first she crossed the eastle’s diteh,
There cane with her a jet-black bitcl,
No larger than a small-sized hare;

Afar, as seared, it tracked the mare,
Eftsoons *twas Lady Elva’s pet,

And when away from her, would fret.

Now people there were who said she had been seen,

In river close by, onc cloudless night serenc,

To plunge the black biteh, where full the ewrrent

flows,

Whent lo! from the stream a handsome youth arcse;
Aund locked arm in grm they strode along the shere,
Till elouds veiled the moon, and then were seen no

more.

What with these rumours best did square—~

To which aloue, as truth, T'll swear—
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Was that she made 2 woman whole,

And rid her of a tumid mole,

Which she touched with the severed head
Of infant child but lately dead,

Holding it there till the head grew warm,
Beneath the throes of a thunder-storm.

XXIL

“’Tis just nine years ago,
Less sev’'n months, thiree weeks, and a day,
That thou wert born in twilight grey.
When scen thy feet, was Furtan gay—

No cloven foot, no “sign of woe’!
And ere that sun unveiled the morn,
Thy sister Alda she was born,

Nor cloven foot did Alda show.
Thy father now grew hopeful, sure—

A few years more and Elva too
Would cast her hoof, that sign inpure,

And heav'nly grace obtain anew,

XXTIiI

“One eve—thon wert then barely five,
Nor larger than most boys that thrive,—
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At snpper you were seated all—
It was here in this very hall,—
Ilva and Alda side by side,
Faeing my lord and thee, his pride—
Such was the custom licre,
At Furtan’s feet a mastiif lay,
His faithful friend by night and day ;
The bitch, on the board, in a cushioned tray,
Sat snuffing the fumes of a smoking deer;
‘Whilst next to the window upou the floor,
The body lay stretched of a monster boar,
Which had fall'n that day by thy father’s spear.
The lady was blithe, and gay was her lord,
So laughter and smiles enhivened their board.

XXIV,

“Now, to his hound, in fondling tone,
Jord Furtan flung a well-fleshicd Lone.
"Twas scarcely "twixt the astiff’s paws,
Dowu pounced the biteh with open jaws,
And, snapping, closed them on the prey.
Then rose a fight the twain between,
Without a growl, but fierce and keen,
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And strangely short—Dut whose the day ?
The noble hound maintained his right,
Albeit disdained to hurt the mite

‘Whieh thus had dared provoke the fray.
At Jength he seized the bone onee more,
And turned to where he lay before.

His tiny foe then coming round,

Him by the weasand held,

And brought his muzzle to the ground—
And rolled aside the mighty hound

As if by giant felled.

He gave one long and mournfel cry,
And on his master cast his eye,

As blood from his throat welled.

A spasm, a moan—and hfe was flown !

XXV,

“Was like e’er seen, O Mary blest!’

In wonder lost, Lord Furtan cried;
And signed the cross from brow to breast,

Forgot the promise to his bride.
Then rings amain an awful howl—
The lady’s face assumes a scowl,
Grows dark, distorted, rough with hair,
As up she rises from her chair.
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She reached across the table wide,

To drag thec from thy father’s side,
Whilst he in terror drew thee back.

Her anm waxed longer, hairy, blaek,

To liorny elaws her fingers sprouted,
And panie-struek yon bawled and shouted,
As her arm longer, longer grevw,

Came stretehing nearer, nearer you.

My lord, shielding his cherished heir,
With crosses wildly eut the air.
‘Depart!’” he eried, ‘aroint thee, witch!
Back to thy lair, e’en with the bitch !’
Her arm eontraets, the elaws retreat,

She snatehes Alda from lier seat—

The walls shook as, with savage ery,

She flew ont through yon casement high;
The bitch sailed in her wake elose by.

A wolvisl: howl, a raven’s note,

The volees of o cab and goat,

Were heard in ehorus from the eloud,

As tempest through the heaveus ploughed.

XXVL
“JFrom that dark hour Lord Furtan’s sonl
‘Was lasting prey to dread and dole.
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He turned him to a life devout,

Of nought but penance thought about.
Just then alroach was holy war;

He joined crusade against the Moor,
Aecoutred as a stmple knight,
Compelled, by forec of solemn plight,
His name and rank to keep nuknown—
For else in chaing he hiad been thrown
E’en by the kindred Christian hand,
As haughty liege of rebel land.

He deeply mowrmned the Tady’s fate,
His grief for Alda, too, was great;

But thou didst many a doubt recall,
Thongh he had saved thee from their fall,
Yea, since that day of bitter woe,

Sir Lopo, thou began’st to grow
Beyond God’s wonted law to men,

And e'en far quicker grew thy ken.
This marvel made thy father dread
That spirits foul loured o'er thy head ;
But he would blast their efforts grim—
Shouldst go to holy war with lim,

As soon as thou wert strong enough

To bear the brunt of battle rongl.
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Art now as strong as man, and brave;
Go forth, thy father then to seve,
And he will put thee on the road
Where deon dare not ply his goad.”
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Canto FFifth,
THE GOBLIN-AMARE.

I

S0 after morning meal next day,

Alone, Siv Lopo rode away

To seek his mother in the grove,

Or rather, on the rock above,

Tlllough stoud his heart—Dbeyond his age-—
This was to him a novel stage;

Nor ev’nly flowed his youthful blood,
Now on the ebb, now on the flood.

At first he made his courser fly,

Urged on by curiosity;

Then checked its speed—to let it rest,

He thought—but awe weighed on his breast,
By Egas’ story weird impressed.

That grisly ann, its baftled grasp

Might close him now within its clasp !
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What if that face so-rough with hair,
Were pleased to kiss its son and heir 7—
Young Lopo shuddered at the thonght—
The kiss l—the rights with which "twas fraught |
If he go now to seek her aid,

Will she not claim to be obeyed ?
Without a price, do demouns give ?

Is not the bargain like a sieve

Wherein the dross remains for you,

And what is precious falleth through ?
But what son fears a mother’s snare,
Tread she the earth, or sail the air?

IL

"Twas nearly noon when Lopo neared
Th’ enchanted spot he inly feared;
Then slow and slower grew his pace,
And less his wish to meet that face.
He wanted time to nerve his breast,
To wipe the drops from brow and cheek,
To give his trembling limbs soine rest,
BeYore he climbed the rocky peak,
And braved the object of his quest,
Or brought his backward tongue to speak.
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He fiung himself npon the gronnd,

And listened to the only sound
Which there the silence broke—

The water gushing from the rock,

So measnred that it seemed to mock
His heart’s disordered stroke.

The nervous qnalm got nnder rule,

His fancies soon began to cool;

And then he thought "twere hnt a fool
Would terrors thus cvoke,

IIL.

“Come hither, my son;
Thy nother ne’er fear;
She bore thee in pain;
Thy swathing she spun;
To mother art dear,
Shalt love her again.
Hast kissed her of yore,
She'll kiss thee once more.
Tl down to my son,
'Tis speedier done.”
The voice was soft—no screech of hag;
It came adown from shaded crag—
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Then followed a rustling of leaves,
And, descending ‘mid trees,
Rir Lopo he sees
The fairest, most witching of Eves.
His mem’ry bove 1o trace
Of his lost motlier’s face—
He stood transfixed, amazed, agape—
Was this the dreaded monster-shape !
“Wilt thon shun iy embraee ?
Dost refuse me a kisg?”
In each step there was grace,
In her smiles there was bliss,
Sir Lopo knelt before those channs;

Then threw him in his mother’s arms,

IV,
“Thy father shall be resened, aye,
Nor ransom need, nor war’s array.
1le traitor turned lefore the time—
To break one’s promise ’tis a erime.
I might reply—no aid from me!
But Le is pardoned, shall be free.
At twelve to-night, till then the term

145

His wedding-pledge shonld have beeu fivm.

K
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It falleth well ; for ere this day,

I mnst have told thee, Lopo, nay "—
“Why hadst refused, sweet mother, say ?”
“T’ll teach thee many things, my son;

But there are questious 1 mnst shun.—

Thou shalt slay by the sword, by the heart shalt
thon kill;

None shall harm thee with blade, or refuse, shouldst
thou will,

I will teach thee the virtues of laurel and night-
shade,

Of elder, the olive, the hazel, and fern’s blade,

Of moonwort and betony, henbane and hemlock,

And certain rare lerbage which grow round this
weird rock;

And the use of ehoice plnckings from nan, child, and
brute ;

How to silence by spells; how give speech to the
mne ;

How, spite poppy and jasmine, shalt turn aside fate,

Though the smoke, from the seed, should ascend
light and straight.®

And in tine that will come, thon shalt wisit the

living,
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Do thy will where theu list, leave thy mark, or for-
giving
Thy suecessors, for ages, o’'er Basques holding sway,
Thy good favour to win, here their of’rings shall
lay.” 90
Y.

The Lady—for chaste Elva's name

I dare not give to such a dame;

"Twas Egas did so, sure net I,

And where the tale without a lie 2—

Now led her near bewildered son

Straight up the mountain, where begnm

More open view of crag and creck,

And noorntide gilding many a peak ;

A wide expanse of cliff and dell,

Where lonely lLiermit’s fenceless cell

From man secure might rest ;
Where only prowling creatures dwell,
And echoes wakened by their yell
Neeil scarce his thonghts molest.

VI,
i

“ Pardalla, come hither!” cried she;
Shrill was the toue, high pitched the key,
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And fliuty sides of hills aronnd
tepeated wide and far the sound.
A filly cft of wondrous flight

Came scudding rock and leaping cleft,
And Lopo scarce had it in sight,

When, standing still, ‘twas on his left.
Of graceful mould, its limbs are fine,
Well marked yon sce each sinuous line;
Of purest breed 't has ev’ry sign—
Sharp overlapping npper lip;

Thin veiny ears, withouten dip;
Depressions o'er the brows but slight ;
Wide forehead, lengthy forelock bright,
And namow jaws, but wide beneath ;
Of faultless whitc its shapely teetl;

Of puissant breadth its noble chest,
Which, salient, doth good lungs atiest.
Tts maue and tail so silky tloat,

And spotless black its glossy coat.

As glazed, its hoofs unshod are shining;
Is flamning-red large nostrils’ lining;
And, oh, the fire that shoots awry,

As, specch-fraught, moves its wistful eye !
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11
With studded bridle, polished blaek,

The mare the Lady dressed;

Then placed a saddle on its back,

And said, as she its neck caressed :
“My warning, Lopo, heed thon well-—
Pardalla’s speed seek not to quell;
Unbridle her for nought on eartl,

Nor loosen thon her saddle-girth ;

She must 1ot laste of corn er oats,

Or bay, or onght that sinks or floats

She nust not drink, though gath’ring frotly,
While going soutl:, or eoming north;

Nor must her virgin hoofs be shod ;

Beware thy spurs: drop down thy rod !
She’ll stop at Furtan’s prison door;

'lace him in front, on saddlebow—
Vustirio’s moat yon shall be o'er

At twelve to-night, Lefore eock’s-erow.

VIII.

Sir Lopo took the reins, and put,
Deep in the stirrup-shoe, his foot—
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When sudden round he wheeled:
“ Bnt, mother, where is Alda, tell "——
His spéech was broken, as he fell,

Or, rather, backward recled.
Pardalla plunges, kicks, and rears,
And snorts, and neighs, and prieks her ears,
And flings her graceful body round,
Whilst, champing bit, she stanps the ground ;
The while the Lady holds the rein,
And strokes her neek and daneing mnane:
«Up, Lopo! make no longer stay !
Pardalla winees at delay.
Ho-a! ho-a! away! away!”

IX.,

Secarce falls he on the saddle’s seat,
The filly bolis; her tread so fleet,
He gasps for want of breath,
She southward peints outstretched her neck,
Goes straight ahead—nor snffers check—
As lmshed as wnoving death.
She sends the plain, scours up the hill;
She skims the marsh, behind all still;
O’er river leaps; whisks down the cliff;
Sweeps throngh defile like sudden whiff;
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Clears rocks, the wall, the hedge, by jump,
Nor feels lier rider jerk or thump;

Nor land untrod, nor water deep, '
I’ardalla from her Learings keep;

Save that she fain the woods will skirt

To keep her trusted charge from hurt,

He casy sits, nor feels a jolt,

Despite her rush of thunderbolt.

X
Bleak Biscay’s hills behind arc lost;
Alava’s western cdge is crossed ;
Throngh wide Castile away they speed,
Not wrung yet from Almoravide #—
Yea part; for yonder, on their right,
Of Bureos’ tow’rs they catch a sight,
(Fer which Lhe breezes ne’er shall wave
The Crescent, flonting Christian’s grave.
Not yet within her new-built walls,
That splendid pile, whicl: now recalls
The time when Faith did reign supreme,
Unblent with bigot’s block or flame,
Not yet arose those tow'ring shafts,

Caressed by Zephyr's gentle draughts,
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Or lashed by Tempest’s mighty blast,
Unshaken now as in the past,
Thongh Spirit from its throne is lmrled,

And Matter's demon rules the world.—
But when the bloated fiend keeps his last night,
That throne will shed again its hallow’d light.42

XL
Away, the mare! o'cr turf and sand,
Athwart the tmrhaned Moslem’s land,
O’er beaten road, or village street,
No clatter raise her pinioned feet,
Nor dnst; the Moor, in wonder lost,—
When seen how she the Dnero crossed,
Where now Aranda lieg,
Quite snre some elf is on his Lent
I'rom northern parts, by Christian sent,—
Toward Meeea easts his eyes.
Now Guadarrama, capped with snow,
Is erossed while sun is falling low.
The startled wild-goat, wolf, or hind
Rnn on-—at once are left hehind,
The eagle thinks he spies a hare,
His rapid stoop he makes;
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But, far away that goblin-mare,

Iire fall his talons breaks.
And soon she springs the current o’er,
Which washes Manzanares’ shore,
Seme distanee west that arid spot,
Madrid, in later times, shall det.®

AIL

The wide, wide field! where men and boys

Are plying sheaves, ’en harvest’s toys,

Whiceh to the cart fly from the forks,

Like battledoor’s light feathered corks,
But ne'er fly back again.

Hew merrier now the sorest toil,

Than when they, doubting, fed the soil—
For one, now many a grain!

They see a something leap the wall—

A fox ?—a deer 2—a horse 2—They eall—

Whiz! driz { ’tis in their widst. Aghast

They seatter, or they fall. ’Tis past!

A mile away. The hedge is cleared—

Ere Feho ceased, ’t had disappeared.

And now, soon after snn went down,

Pardalla reached Toledo’s town,

153
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And throngh the crowded streets she sped,
Ag shadows move, with soundless tread.

RIIL

"Twas in Toledo’s strongest hold,

By 1oat begirt, by guards nntold

Secnred against access, two years,

And more, had lived, 'mid sighs and tears,
Lord Yurtan; and, heside his cell,

A narrow conrt, by sentinel
Unguarded,—for the wall was high,—

He oft would pace; thence gaze the sky,
And wateh the stars, now bright, now wan,
Which slowly crossed the niggard span
Above—too fast, alas, for hin !

Yea, oft, ¢’en till bis sight grew dim,
With eager eye Lie’d mark, observe

Some chosen orl of light, nor swerve

Till, shooting Lim a soft farewell,

Behind the dingy wall it fell.

Then his emancipated gaze

Would seek another, ‘mid the maze

Of gigus which say, in language terse,

Our world is not the Universe,
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And thus to know the chart, he came,
Of his own sky, and call by name—
Though new to wizards—nany a star,
I not all friendly, some there are,

XIV,

Ay, some there are, he thinks—and one

Is brighter to him than the sun,

Thongh not the brightest 'mong those orbs;
But when ‘tis passing, it absorbs

His faculties of mind and heart.

"Tis sinall; its light is pale; apart,

A lonely cheerless course it steers,

Nor sparkles like the other spheres.

He twice had lost it from his viesw,

¥or wnonths; for the third time, anew

It cane with weal hnt limpid beams—

As Dbeacon in the distance gleains,

Held by the tremulons hand of love—

T'o call him forth to cast above

His sleepless eye, and murmur low—

By watch unheard—his tale of woe,

A prayer, or pour forth his repentance;
But oft—as doomed by some dread sentence
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TImmutable—a still despair

Alone shoots from his hopeless stare
To the lone star he doth adore—
And ELva was the name it hore.

XV

Ay, Elva was the name it bore,

Not she whose marriage-yoke he wore,
While bound to infamy and shame,
Tue CroveEx-FooT was now Aer name—
He had placed her, too, in the sky,

For some nights seen her o’er him fly
With lurid face and shaggy tail,

A dread portent of coming bale,
Invader wild, unknown of seope,

An ontlaw in the starry eope;—
But she wlo was betrayed by fate,
Like bird unfledged which deth await.
Its parent, when by serpent’s breath

Its hunger is appeased by death—

Jut no! grim death, or what was worse,
Had not pronounced the blasting curse !
"Twas this that made him mad, and rave
To think there yet was time to save
Her from that doom-—and le a slave!
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Like haltered brute to inanger tied,
He conld but live -—O0N, had he died,
Yea, ¢’en in sin, his fatnre sealed,
Befare such truth had Leen revealed !

XV

Ay, the dark trnth had been revealed.
At first his heart in hope he steeled,

That soon this durance vile wonld end,
And give him ample scope to mend

The shoeking fanlt which bleached his brow—
All be asked for was {reedomn now.

nt this came not—days, 1nonths, a year
Rolted on, Lim nearer brought, too near,
The dreaded day, he once thought past,
Which now was drawing on too fast.

Then each new sun whieh warmed his cell,
Chilled him, as doth the fuimeral kuell
Heard by condeinmed.  As nearer drew
The term, still colder, colder grew
The fastened gripe of fell despair.
At length it eame—the last day’s glare!
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XVIL

The sun is down.—Comes sndden blast—
The face of heav'n is overeast—
The lightning licks the prison wall,
The thunder heaves a mighty eall,
In torrents ponrs the clattring rain,
And the wind blows a hurricane,
The eaptive ou his knees, within,
Was scarecly startled by the din,

8o full was he of prayer;
When now abruptly opes the door,
And Lopo strides across the floor,

And mects his father’s stare
Of maze—the youth so tall had grown,
So changed his mien, his manly tone.
When all was heard, he pallid grexw,
And toward his brow his hand he drew,
Which Lopo seized: “I'ray have a ecare,
Your dungeon, else, I needs mnust share—

The mare! the mare!” . . .
A sindden shock roused Furtans frame
His sunken eye shot forth a flame.
“Let ns away |” ‘twas all he said,
And straightway to the court they sped.
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They monnt the mare; he by the mane;

The son, behind, kecps hand on rein.

The wall is cleared. Through tempest’s blast,
The courts, bnlwarks, and moat are passed.
Toledo left soon in the rear,

They northward go in full carcer.

And now the stonn is spent, aud dies;

"The stars shine through the azure skies;

The fireflies shoot their fitful light,

And dot the mantle of the night.

XV
Alava’s border-line wag neared,
And straight the conrse Iardalla steered—
* Let go the reing! hold fast to me!”
Cried Furtan in a Stentor-key.,
“ Roecias, thither lies my way,
Straight as an arrow! quick! obey!”
Pardalla kicked and snorted too,
Changed not her conrse, nor quicker flew,

Knew not the rein—'twas tuggred in vain.
on

“ By the curse that lies on e,
By the spell that forces thee,
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By the rebel power which

Has so changed thy form of hifch,
As T licld thee by the bit,

To iy bidding shalt submit!”

Pardalla stopped, reared, plunged around,
To throw lLer riders on the ground.

“Ah! So? Alasi—Oh, nature’s call!

T must compel her though withal”

Thus he aside; then londer cried:

“ By the knot that houud us hoth,

Whkich still inakes her mine, though loath
3y the blood that gave fiee birth,

And thus malkes thee mine on earth,

I enforce thee to my will!

Thou art subject to me still,

As before ler fiendfnl claw

Did remove thee from my law.”

SEIER,
Pardalla shivered, trembled sore,
And held aback a moment more,
Then veering, went, north-west by nortl,
With fleeter step than ever, forth.
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scarce had she stirred, 2 voice was heard :
“ Back, like a quiver!
Back, the right road !
Or the rest of thy liver
Shall be erannelied by the toad.”
V¥ith purpose stout did Furtan shout:
“The Cloven-Yoot’s own howl !
Aroint thec, goblin fonl1”

The 1nare, bewildered, spite the spur,
Stood shaking like a half-drowned cur.
“By the breast which distils

The dark venom that kills:

But did life in thee drip,

And was sucked by thy lip,

Get thee back o’cr the heath!

Mind the black biteh’s teeth 1
Thus spoke that haguish voice again ;
But Furtan said, while tight'ning rein ;
“ Pardalla is mine, this side the grave.
Thou, Cloven-Yoot, art, too, my slave;
Depart! nor dare me further brave”
A lissing, rolling wail replied,
Like shore-wave of the foaming tide.
Aguin the voice, but not that side:
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XX

“By the snake, for his fangs, which I slew in the
night;
By the cagle I blinded to give thee his sight;
By the owl's head I scooped te bedeck thee with
ears
By the bride whom I smothered, to cut off with
shears,
Un the night of her wedding, the hair for thy tail;
ly the cobwebs I raked, for thy mane, from the
gale;
By the gull which I lnred, flying in from a storm,
its bill, as I wanted, thy forelock to form;
By the fing, for thy hoofs, which I slashed from the
shark,
As I gave it the limbs of a forfeited clerk;
By the sweven I channed, while extraeting thy teeth
From liyena that shadowed the witch of the heath ;*
}y the dying hound’s scent which I bagged for thy
sake;
By the murd'rer’s last gasp I inhaled at the stake,
To strengthen thy lungs so thy speed shouldn’t
break s
by the infant asleep, for its fat, that I smote,
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Which, with charnel-louse marow, gives gloss to
thy coat;

By the truss of live adders I used as # eane,

When I broke thee to liarness, to bit, and to rein—

I bid thee, Pardalla (my power dost know),

To repair 1o the hills, but thy riders to throw.”

XXL

Pardalla plunged, reared, beat the air.
“ Zounds! father nire, give me the reins,”
Quoth Lopo, *“ I'l] soon tame this mare,
Romps demon’s blood not tlrough my veins 2”
“That gives thee not what 1 command ;
The rein alone were goss'mer-band,”
Thus Furtan spoke, then forth hie broke :
“ Thy wanton lie once kept me back ;
Fair mask assumed thy features black ;
Didst give thyself to me on oath;
Thy loins did bear wmy children both
(And both, this honr, are in my power),
Revealed the spell thy wmaster cass
On me—the while nine days did last,
To twelvemonth spread each daily round—
Thy missive pow’r falls to the ground.
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"Tis thr.ough thy oatly, wask, lie, and twins,
I can compel thee, spite my sins,

Not twice iy journey shalt thou break !
Avaunt, fiend ! by this sign I make!”
Aud in the dark he traced a cross,

Which glowed, a space, like golden floss.

XXIL

On haunch and knee Pardalia dropped,
Quiv’ring as though her limbs were lopped;
While frautic yells the night awoke,
And moans and serpent-hisses broke
On cv'ry side around.
The lightning forked athwart the clouds,
Swept monster-shapes the sky in crowds,
Long bony arms tore back their shrouds,
Grim, larid faces frowned.
The forest trees swung to and fro,
As frightened at such ghastly show;
And crash on crash rose far and wide,
Like bounding rocks down mountain-side.
Twas but a spasm—those spectre-forms
Dispersed like vapours afler storms;



THE GOBLIN-MARE,

Soon nought remained but fitful glow,
Retreating tempests backward throw.,

XXIIL

Witl forelegs stretched Pardalla lay,
Her belly resting on the clay;
Her head was down ; she shook with pain,
Lord Furtan’s hand still held the rein,
“Up with thee, now!” he cried; “the feud
Is over, thou art tamed, subdued.
We are upen the midnight hour;
Ere then, reach thou Rocias’ tower!”
Up starts the mare; like thnnderbelt
She forward shoots, without revolt.
Before the half-honr passes by
Roctas’ keep is seen on high.
Now, strange the sight that mects the cye.
The way is crossed by meand’ring stream,
Not broad or deep, but strong the tide;
Way off the castle-turrets gleam,
As waning meon deth upward glide.
But right across, down in the vale,
Where verdant maze nor flowers fail,
Stands Benedictine convent old,
St. Anne de Cava's sisters’ fold.

163
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"Tis wrapt in blazing glow of light,
_ Like sudden break of day on night.
¥rom ev’ry window, ev'ry eell,
The rays of bnrning tapers fell,
And so illumed the groves and park,
That sure was ronsed, deceived the lark.
The ehurch resplendent stood beside
Tts western door was open wide.
Lord Furtan guessed what all this meant;

His glist’ning eye evineed content,

XXV,

A sudden halt Pardalla made

In middle-stream ; and like a blade
Struck by the wind, she quiv'ring stood,
Nor take another step she would,

« Alight, my son; our course i3 o’er,
Wade throngh, and wait thou on the shore.”
Lord Furtan, too, gob off the mare,

But held Ler by the rein; and there,
Up in her face he water threw:

“ Resume thy shape and features trae,
My Alda, thou art henceforth free;
Shalt goblin'’s slave no longer be!”
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Pardalla dropped, as strnek by Dblast.
Two strnggling arns were npward cast,
Which Fnrtan seized, and Lo the shore
Axn alinost lifeless form he bore—

A child who looked nine smnmers old,
Now dripping, fainting, shiv'ring, eold.
Her eyes were closed, convalsed lier face,
And life scemed ebbing there apace,
Siraight to the convent is she ta'en;

An easy entrance there ihey gain.

XXV,

What form is that kneels in the choir,
With nnms around in sable dressed,
While scores of waxen tapers blesi,

Ihisperse, throngh nave and aisles, their fire ?

What form is that whiel bends so low
Beneatlh the altar’s erueifix,

Where blesstd image seems to fix

Its look upen his locks of suow ?

"Tiz donbtless Abbol Veila's nien,

Though stooping more than when last scen.

Tl one who nong the sisters kneels,

Sure Elva’s form and face reveals;

107
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But gone ;he smile, the youthful bloom;
A shadowy figure, weak and frail ;
The same soft look, but cast in gloom ;
O’er thin white hands bend features pale.
Of mourning deep the robes she wears,
But not the eonvent-habit shares.

XKV,
‘What need to tell that since the day
The tidings came that both, they lay—
Yea, both her dearest ones—
Upon the field as ravens’ prey,
Woe’s bleeding hand did point the way
To Anne de Cava’s nuns ?
She durst not ask, nor they eonsent
She take the veil; though penitent,
She still was under bond with one,
All, earing for their souls, must shun.
But there she dwelt in prayer and fast,
And long and sleepless nights she passed ;
Or when she slept her rest was broken
By ghastly dreams; and fiends ontspread
A monster seroll, grim words were spoken,

Long finger-nails, two crosses red
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There pointed at. No rest abed!

From 'neath her pillow spectres crept.
Nor ¢’en by day !—her prayer’s “amen”
Was oft a swoon, or loud shriek, when

Unearthly whisprings by her swept.

Her steps were balked by phantoms dark,

When walking cloister throngh, or park,

What wonder, then, lierself she grew

To be & living shadow too ?

XXYIL

The dreaded night was now at hand—
United all the cloister’s band

At midnight mass, backed by display

Of sacred pomp, to drive away

The Spirit shonld it dare exact

The dne fulfihnent of the pact.

With trembling voices, as they sat,

In chorus the MAGNIFICAT

They sang; and swelled the concord deep,

Which floated high the soul exalting,

169

While smoking ineense toward the vanlting

In spiral wreaths did spread and sweep.
esonnded then the sacring bell,
And all npen their knees they fell,
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Save him who Leld the Host on high;
Now downward bent was ev’ry eye,
So hushed and silent all aronnd,

You might have heard a footfall’s scund.

XXVIIL

The “ Ite, missa est,” Veila said,
And signing eross, lohn’s Gospel read—
When “Come ! ’tis time !” reached Elva’s ear,
She thonglit, in accent deep and drear.

She looked, but did not stir—
She saw a tall form at the door,
tts faee hy helm was eovered oer,
A suit of armour dark it wore,
And in its hand a something bore,

With which it beckoned her.
She rose up from her aeling knee:

“Q sisters, nought availeth now ;

T'm ealled—the flame hath singed my brow.
Yet, when I'm gone, oh pray for me{”
Her feeble voice no terror shook ;
She farewell gave with lifeless look,
Then slowly moved adown the nave,
Not like a spirit dainned to rave,

Sut weary soul that seeks the grave.
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And these who saw, and heard her speak,
Thenght surely her poor brain was weak;
They stayed her not, nor followed, fore

She had passed through the western door,

XXIX,

In armonr eased a knight stood there,
But she of this scemed unaware;
With steady gaze she forward went—
“0 Ehat Elval whither bent?”
8he started, then these words did vent:
“Why hast thon risen fromn the tomb?
To mock me, when so near my doom ?

Or comest thon here in my defence ?
Then save me !—yonder—in the gloom—

Its arm—oh help |—it drags e lience.”
She ran, by frenzy wild impelled,

And Furtan saw she was insane;
1is hand her flowing garmnents held,

And tried to keep her back in vain.
He eanght her in his erms at last—

She fell back in a swoon;
When lo! a shadow black and vast
Arose and gathered round them fast,

An open sercll did overeast,
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Like clond, the rising moon,
“Ah!” Fortan eried, “is this the game ¢
Fool! hop'st thou thns to reach thy aim ?
From thy gripe she, thou knowest, is free,
Till ske betake herself to thee,
As martin, nrged by frenzy’s laws,
Springs in the great toad’s poisoned jaws,
That ne'er shall be, while I am nigh ;
Thy claws npon her ne'er shall fall.
Begone ! roll up yon empty scrawl—
Thy might and malice I defy!”

XXX,

Near thicket's edge, npon the green,

A ghost-like battle rages fierce,
Round whicl: revolves a misty screen

That moonbeams tinge, but scarcely picrec;
Within its midst huge champions two,
Their nodding forms confused to view
Like faccless shadows on the wall,
Recede, now on cach other fall.
But phanton-blows not those they dealt;
S0 lond they clanged sure they were felt,
Of one the left arm seemed t’ enfold
A lifeless shape of human monld.
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The other’s left hand something pressed,
Which truncheon might, or scroll, suggest.
Tu the attack the aim of each—
As scemed—Nis foeman’s charge to reach ;
And when they deftly ward the blow,
"I'is what they keep unseathed by foe.
And long they fought behind the mist;
"Twere hard to tell where vantage lay ;
So equal seemed, untired, each wrist,
They might have fought till judginent-day.

AXXL

A solemn strophe now floats ou high,
And thrills the midnight moonlit sky ;
And o’er the sward a picus throng
In slow proeession wave along,

By Abbot Veila led.
The mitre on his brow did rest;
One near him bore the water blest;
As ceuser-bearer walked abreast,

The burning coals he fed.
They toward the nebulous lists advance,
On which the silvry mooubeams glance.
« Ah, eraven fiend! dost trip #—Axt felled 2
Sueh words were from the mist expelled ;
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“ Then, that thou ne’er again arise,
Nor visit Earth in any gnise,
This stake I throngh thy body drive;
Therefrom thon never canst revive.” 4
They saw a prostrate shadow writhe;
Another high, trivmphant, blithe
(ood Veila took the sprinkling-stiek,
Then holy water threw in showers
Upon the mist, and evil powers

Conjured in church-like rhetoric.

XXXIL

The yielding mist arose, dispread—
There Elva lay, as if quite dead,

Aeross Lord Turtan’s lower ann,

The while, with fevered passion’s charm,
His right—its hold loath to forsake—
Pressed down a deeply buried stake,
Butb as the meltiug haze did rise,

He started baek in high snrprise—

No form did there or writhe or roll.
But hold !'—What Llots the grassy fioor ?
The stake from out the gronnd he tore;
A something near its point it bore—
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It was an open parclnnent seroll,
Black as a ciuder, charred all oer;
The text was gone, but, moist with mud,
Two signs appeared still, writ in blood,
le grasped it fast, while danced his eye,
And, flushed, he waved it ronnd on high';
“1lere, Elva, is the snrest token,
The pact is void, the spell is broken—
Hell ghrinks when Holy Chiuveh hath spoken
ut she nor heard, nor gave reply—
Had she eseaped, then, but to dic ?

XNXIL

She Iad not yielded her last breath ;
Bt wavered long ’twixt life and death.
Recov’ring slowly, she at length

Regained her niind, her body’s strength.

Soon told the rest [ have to say:

Though strong their love, without allay,

A monk Lord enrtan now beeame;
"Neath Veila’s rmle he dwelt.

At Cava, she did mueh the same—

She took the veil and changed her name—
A pang she must have felt.
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But then what man wlo, having been,
Tor years, in more than deadly sin—
The living spouse of inborn fiend,
Thoueh by angelic beanty screened

(A strange plicnomenon—poor nicn —
Which still may happen uow and then),
Nay worse perhaps, of her begot

A brace—'twere hard to tell of what i —
Darc offer his half satyr-paw

To angel frec from sin or flaw —
Thongl, there is veuture in the query,
Tor it might make some people merry ;
But he was no such bold adept.—
Amd him what angel wonld accept 2
None living now, I freely swear;

Yet, on the score of Llva fair,

I would not be too close a prier—

But Furtan did not chose to try lier.
He full of years, an abbot died ;

As abbess she from life did glide.

As to the ehild, Alda yclept,

I hope her human shape she kept ;
Whether she died or lived, and how,
The monldy records don’t avow,

The eloven-footed lady’s son,
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As Biseay’s lord much glory won—

Provided glory live in fame,

No matter whenee or how it came,

If yon but have a noisy name.

"Tis said, in life, he was the deuce—
Thongh, half a devil he by Dbirth,

The Fates shonld plead in his exense,—
And that his spectre visits earth,

And plays a prank I dare not name,

Nor safe for mortals were the game.*

.

M






NOTES.

—

“In days when Zimhmar was King

Obeyed Amaimon's hest.”—DPage 1.

The division of demon-world into four great monarchies—
governed hy Amaimon, King of the East; Gorson, King of the
South : Zimimar, King of the North ; and Goap, King and Prince
of the West—is on the anthority of Reginald Scot’s * Discovery of
Witcheraft.” See book xv. chap, iii,, edition of 1583, very searce;
or chap. xii,, same book, {u the edition of 166,

Amaimon scems to have been the most famous of the fonr
Kings, Ile is mentioned twice by Shakespeare (King Henry
1V., Part L. act. ii. scene 21 % Fal. That same mad fellow of the
North, Percy ; aud he of Wales, that gave Amaimon the basti-
nado, and made Lucifer a cuckold ; and again, in Merry
Wives” act {i. scene 2: * Ford, Terms! nanes! Amaimon
sounds well ; Tateifer, well ; Barbason, well ; yet they are devils®
additions, the names of fiends”). Amaimon is also the ouly one
of the four kings to whown allusion is made in R. Scot’s list of
sixty-nine out of the seventy-mine jmincipal devils (book xv.
chap. ii.}, unless Gaap, «lias Tap, one of the most powerfnl
among the latter, be the same as Goap, the King of the West,
which seems likely enongh, because Lie says, “Gaap, alias Tap,
a great Dresident and a Prince, he appeareth in the wmeridiall
sign, and when he faketh human shape, lie is the guide of the
four principal kings, as mighty as Bileth.” Among other attri-
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Imtes of the said Gaap or Tap was to make *‘consecration of
those things that sre belonging unto the domimation of Amay-
mon,” and of * transferring men most specdily into ether nations ;
he ruleth sisty-six legions [of dlevils] and was of the order of
Potestater™  Iic it known to the gentle reader that caeh legion
was composed of 6666 devils, so that Gaap had an army of
439,036 rank and file—nothing to boast of, certes, in view of our
maodern armies! But that seemed to be the lighest immber
allowed ; for the forces of each chief demon are stated, ranging
from forty to sixty-six legiona, Among the dark pewers hnvo-
cated by necromancers, one of the principal was Gerson, & spritc
of the air; but whether the same as Gorson, King of the South,
we do not krow.

(1) “. ... Laredo’s wild domain.”—Pags 2.

Corresponding to the modern provines of Santallacr, bounded
on the west by Asturias, aud ou the east by Biseay. Ruesza and
Sola, mentioned further on, were territorial divisions of Laredo.

(2.} % On high Rocias’ rocky crest.”—Duge 2.

Pefia de¢ Foetas is the most westerly of fonr monntains which
stand some listance apars, ymnming from west to cast, and on
the border-line which scparates Rnesga from Soba. The most
casterly of these four monntaius is called the Fico de San
I'icenté, being the highest of them all. They arc scparated
by three wide passes, named respectively, beginning from the
west, Masayo, Salgoso, and Ancillo.

(3.} * As phantoms—which the lone child secs,
When, darkling, treading galleries.”— Page 38.

Nam veluii pueri {repidant, alque omnia ewecis
£ tenebris mefwunt, )
Lucrer., De Jle Nat., L. i L. 54
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{4.) “ A noble Infanzon was le.”"—Page 41.

The Infenzonés composed the woble class; their nferiority
to the Connts, Rico-hombres, Magnates, &c., was, as it were,
only official, inasmuch as the latter were ex officio distinetions,
reserved to such as filled high posts at Conrt, or in the admini-
stration of provinees.

{5) ““To me Alfonso gave full sway.”"—Page 45.

Alfonso IIL., surnamed “the Great,” who reigned in Asturias
from 866 to 910,

{6.) “Did through pass Fenestrosa shoot.”— Page 46.

Fenestrosa 18 the ancient name for Lo Nestose, where, through
a wide pass, access is gained iuto Carranza from Sobe.

(7.} “Rtushed o’er Carrancio, mountain-hemmed.”—Prge 46.

Carrancto, or, as it 8 now called, Carranse, is a territorial
division of Biseay, and the most westerly of all, adjoining the
provinee of Larcdo or Santander. Whilst its centre consists of
hills and dales, its western, southern, and part of ifs castern
borders are ledged with ligh mountains. Arcentales (the smallest
of all, and watered by many small streams}, Sopuerta, Guldamds,
and Somorrdstre, mentioned subsequently, are likewise divikions
—or encariaciones as they are termed—of Biseay. This district
was the seat of the late Carlist war,

-

{8) ““Passed the Carral, they blocked our way.”-—Iage 46,

The Carral is a swall stream in the vale of Sopuerie
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(9.) “ E'en monut Tridno, eaved by art
Of miner toiling for the ore.”— Page 46,

The iron mines of monnt T'ridne, in Semorrésiro, thongh of
great antiquity, are still famons for their richness, the ore yield-
ing over a third of pure metal,

——

(10.) “Or when Sarantds’ lavas pour.”— Page 47.

Mount Sarantds, in Semorrdstro, thongh no longer a voleano,
has been pronounced by men of scienee as having formerly had a
crater,

——

1.} “ Long drilled in rough fossade's fray,” &e.— Page 48.
g ¥ fi

The annnal incursion made in the spring of the year by the
Astmians into the Moorish territory, went nnder the name of
Jossado,  *“Spanian” was the term employed by the Christians
when intending to designate that part of the Peninsnla in pos-
session of the Mahowetans. In the sndden inmptions just atinded
to, the Christians were in the wont of slaying all the Moors fonnd
in arms, when eaptired.  The unarmed Moors and the Mosarals
(Christians living among, and subjeet to, the Moors) were driven
north—the Moors became slaves, the Mosarabs serfs of the soil,

(12.) “ .. .. O%r Durange’s tide.”—Page to.

The Durange is one of the largest vivers of Biseny ; its course
Is from east to west, but irregular. It empties into the Nerve,
Nervion, or Ihdy Cabdt, in about the centre of Biscay.

(13.)  Accited to the Uslaritz”—DPage 32.

Ustaritz signifies the * Conneil-oak,” formed from the Bask
words wste, conneil, and writz, oak, It was under the oak of Guer-
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nica that the Bilzaar, or ¥ Conmcil of the Ancients,” held their
508510118,

{14.) 9 The rest walk by Mundaeca's verge."—2age 52.

The rviver Mundaea rises at monnt Gece, jnust on the northern
border of the merindad of Duranyo, about three leagues sonth of
Guerniea, which is situated on the Mnndaca’s left bank. Durango,
through which the river of the same name flows, is the soutl-
castern divisten of Biseay. 'The chains of monntains mentionel
are to the west of Durango, some of them forming part of Biseay's
sonthern boundary.

{15-) “ Beside that chureh, beneath that tree,” &e.—Page 53.

As to the ehnreh—called Nuestra Sefiora la Anfigua, whose
first fonmdation is supposed to date as far Dack as the thind
centnry, when Chiistianity was introdueed among the Vascoues—
it no longer exists in its original state, having been re-edified in
the Ofteenth cemtnry by the celebrated Dr. Gonzale Moro, fivst
Corregedor of Biscay. Again, in 1826, were laid the fommlations
of a new structure on a wneh larger seale; but the works were
snspended, owing to eivil war, and, I believe, the edifice still
remains nfinished.

The famons oak of Gnerniea was of the remotest antiquity ;
and beneath its shade the Estates of Biscay had inet, from time
immemorial, to transact the business of the Repnblic. Rinee the
fifteenth centnry, however, the debates take place inside the
clmreh,  The original tree, so long leld in reverence Ty the

lasques (muler which, at a later period, the lords and governors
of Biseay, and even some of the Spanish monarchs, took the oath
to respeet the furres of the people), was destroyed ot the com-
mencement of the present century, during the French invasion.
It has since been replaced by another.
The town of Gnerniea was only founded in 1366 ; and althongh
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it is within its limits that the junte of Biscay meets, and the
general elections take place, it does not contaiu more thau sbout
a Imndred honses, nor does its popmlation exceed 1000 souls.

(16.) “ Oferlook the rest ‘mid vap’ry skies,”—Puge 55,

Tie Sterra Santa Crux Horge de |scargui commences some-
thing more than a leagne sonth-west of Guerniea ; its direction
is due west.

{17.} * And treach’rous Karl, whose was the helm, &e.”
Luge 30,
Earl or Charles IL, surnamed ©the Bald ;¥ he monuted the
throne of Fraunce in 840, became Emperor of the West in 875,
dying in 877.

.

£18.) “1IIe hal Doge Orso seen, in pride,” &e.—ZLage 36,

Drso Particiace I, Doge of Venice from 864 till 881. The
allnsion to the doge's esponsals with the Adrintic—of wlicl
Ioffinan, in his “ Doge nmd Dogaresse, lhas given sneh an
entertaining deseription—is o Iiceuce the author has permitted
himself : that pride-swollen, but romantie, albeit extravagaut
verswony, pecnliar to that wost peculiar of States, was only
established in after-times.

{19.) “ E'en to inperial Basil's conrt.”—age 56,
Basil L, Emperor of the East from 867 till 886,

{zo) “Delold ! above Navarnis’ height.’— Page 38,

Mouut Nevarnis is abont half a leagne east of Guernica,
acrss the Mnndaea,
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(21.) * Clioosc a Jagn whom none gainsay.”—Page 63,

The Bask word jagn means “ elected chief”

{22.) * Groaned 'neath the tramp of Frucla’s bands,” &e
Page 63,

Truela I reigned over Asturias from 757 to 768. e made a
snecessful incursion into Alava, the nrost southerly of the three
Bask provinces, and among his, fomale captives was Duna
Munia, whom he afterwards made his queen.

(23) *“From aspa, aska, and gran.”—DLage 63,

Bask words signifying, viz., forest (aspa), erag (aska}, valley
{aran),

(z4.} * And reached of late Lequeytio’s bay,"—Page 65.

Lequeytio is at the mouth of the river of the same name, where
the latter empties into a small gulf, which opens into the Bay of
Piseay ; it is abont three leagues and a half from Guerniea, to the
north-enst. Lequeytie was for some time (in 1874) the head-
guarters of Don Carlos.

(25.) “ The whole Dilzaar approve my choice.”—Page 63.

Bilzaar signifies © Council of the Ancients.”

(26.) * Let the arofz our chieftain be !"—Page 63.

The Bask word arefz means * stranger,”
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{27.) “ The longsome vale which opes between,” &e.—Page 66,

The “longsome vale” is in reality nothing more than a stie-
cessiott of valleys, each taking the rane of the encariacion throngh
which it passes. The Sulddjes are to the south, and mount
Fejeda to the north, of the vale of Arcentalés, and from thenee
eastward to the Nerve is abont fonr and a half leagues ; to mount
Lagazsarre three and a half; and to the river Salcedon, or
Cadague, as it is also called, two azd a half. The Merea bears
also the nante of Nervion, after its junction with the latter above
Miravalies; the Bask name for it is Fhdy Cubd, or “ broad
river,” Ze., thdy, viver; cabdl, broad. It empties into the Bay
of Biscay, and has Hilbao on its right margin, some two leagues
from its month. The waters of Iidy (ubdl were celebrated for
the fine temper they gave to steel: the ancient Cantabrians
would nse no arms that had not been tempered in the Chalybs,
as they called this viver.

(28.) “Some prinees of the readm there be,” &e.—Page 68.

See note 4. The nobles who held liigh offices of state, or
whose functions retained them wear the king's person, me
generieally designate in the old doenments as Prineipes Regni;
Lrimates ; Potestates ; Ordo Consdaris; Proceres; Nebiles or
Magnates, ov Maiores Palutii, ‘These terms are used synony-
ously.

L
(29.) © Were worth the fairest barb in stall,” &e.~Page 69

These horses were so thoronghly trained as to come up at their
ntaster's call if within heartug. When the rider came aeross
Places the passage of which was unsafe exeept on foot, and such
were numerons in the Asturian fastnesses, he would dismount and
let liis horse take care of itself.

{30.) “ And lte bore lance by mouey’s right.”—Page 70.
* The larger proprietors, who could afford to hare a horse (then
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valned at very high prices in respeet of other commodities), were
honnd to do military serviee om homschback anmed as knights.
This was one of the chief conditions npon which they held the
land granted to them, or to their ancestors. The free plebeians
may be divided into two elasses: those who held land in their own
right, called jiresures or Aeredituri?; and snch as were mere
tenants, colled Funiores. The late Alexandre llerculano, in his
“ [Tistoria de Portngal,” has thrown much new light npon the
intrieate subject of the inferior classes, both free and servile, of
the Neo-Gothic kingdom.

{31.) * Though born and bred where Emirs swaved,” &e.
Lage 71,

These were Mosarabs. Snch as emigrated voluntarily from
among the Moors were allowed their freedom, and, for the most
part, received waste lands to settle on; some bronght their slaves
with tbem, whom they retained, althongh not as slaves, It as
sexfs of the soil.  Most of the presures, mentioned in the preced-
ing note, were Mosarabs, or descended from Mosarab emigrants.
During their residence among the Moors matrimonial alliances
between these and the Mosarabs were frequent. Hence many
of those that removed north had Arabbloed in their veins, Com-
pare with note 11

(32.) “ Tejeda, whicll‘ the welkin mocks,” &e.—Puse 83.

Alonnt Tgede and the ridges Salddjas and Ordéinté are some
three and a half leagues to the west of monnt Pagarsarra, The
two former have been mentioned innote 27 ; the Ordinté monn-
tains separate the sonth-east corner of Carranza from Val de
Mena,

(33} “ Venghchia, thongh, by Nerva’s tide,” &e.—DPdge 83.

Mount Tengdchiz is half a leagve east of the IbAy Cabil
(from whose margin Monnt Pagazsama stands abont one Ieazue
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off, westward) ; Gamiisio and Murthi, which are very lofty, espe-
clally the latter, stand, near one another, & league and a half
beyoud Mount Vengdehia, in the same easterly direction.

(34.) “ To steel its hardened temper gave."—Page §4.
See note 27, ad jin,

(35-) “ Put thrust with four-foot erescent-pike.”— Page 86.

This kind of pike had in fact three prongs or spear-heads ; the
middle oue was straight, the other two, one on each side, being
curved so as to form together a crescent. It measured four feet
inlengtl.  The Iberian dart was three feet long,

(36.) ‘“ Her right held oleander gay,” &e—JPage g1.

In the language of flowers, oleander signifies “beware,” laurel
regreseuts ** perfidy,” aud Lindweed “ donbt,”

(37.) “Tts fellow felt Santiago’s gond,” &e.—Jlage 101.

At the battle of Clastjo, according to historico-legendary ac-
cotnte, Santingo is said to have appeared clobhied in white,
bearing a white bauuer, and mounted ‘on a charger of the same
colour, giving the victory to Ramiro, King of Leeu, against the
Moors.

(38.) ‘“ Laredo’s lord shall rise no more,”—Page 110,

The battle was fought near a village ealled Vusturio (or “Nus.
turio,” according to a fine MS. we possess of the  Nobiliario,”
copded in the sixteenth century), Near where stood this village
there now exists a swall town ealied Arrigorriaga, which, in Bask,
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means “among red stone®—i.e, arri, stone; gorri, red ; agda,
among.  This tallies with swhat is said in the Nobiliario,” which
gives an account of the tradition, and was written by several
unknown pens, thongh aseribed chiefly to Dont Pedro, Connt of
Barcellos, natnral son of King I¥inis of Portugal, who reigned A.p.
12701323, We snbjoin 3 trmslation of the text of the * Nobi-
liario” (titnlo ix. 15t 1nbrie) relating @ the tradition npon
which we have partly based onr story i—

“ Biscay at first had no lord. A conni named Dom Monine
was then living in Asturias, who was wont to harass the Basqnes.
1le finally compelled them to pay a tribute, consisting of o white
cow, a white bnll, and a white horse; and therenpon he eensed
his imoads.  Shortly afterwards there eame a ship having on
board a man of high degree, named Frow, brother to the King of
England, and he bronght with him a son mmed Fnrtan Froes,
and the king had banished them. On arriving among the
Basques, and lesrning what had ocenrred, he told them who he
was, and that if they wonld take him as lord, he wonld defend
them against Monifio.  To this they consented.  When the
count sent to claim the trilmte, it was refused by From.  Moniio
collected his forces and invaded Biseay. From bronght his
people together, and went to meet him, and the Dbattle was
fonght near a village ealled Vusturio; and From and hiz Basqnes
were victorious, and killed Connt Monifio on the field, and so
many of his people, that the field was delnged in blood, so that
alt the stones and the gromd about were red, wherefore that
field was called Arrigorriaga, which in Bask language means red
stones. And after s time From died, and his son, Fnrtan
Froes, hecame Lord of Liseay, and married Llvirn Vermmiz,
danghter of Yermny laindez, and granddanghter of Alim Calvo,
and he begot of her Lope Ortiz, who became Lord of Biscay.
This Lopo Ovtiz was the same who was with Connt Fernan
Gongalvez in the battle of Almanzor; and he [Lopo Ortiz] begot
a son nanted Diego Lopez.” (Vide Portngalie Monnmenta Ilis-
torien; Scriptores, vol. i p. 2358, published by the Royal
Academy of Sciences of Lisbon,) This hattle of Almanzor,”
in which Lope, the third Lord of Biscay, took part, was no doubt
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the encounter between the Count of Castile, Fernan Gengalvez,
and Almanzor, mentioned by the historian Condd, nnder the year
of the Ilegira 370, corresponding to A.p. g80. (Tde Hist. de
la Dominacion de los Arabes en Kspaiia, P, I, eap. 12.) It will
readily be seen that this Count Monifio is no other than cur
Cannt of Taredo.

{39:) “Thongh the smoke, from the seed, should aseend Jight and
straight."—Puge 146,

When this ocenrred it was considercd, according to magie, an
unfavonrable sign; but a good one, wheu the smoke was thick
and scattering.

(40.) * Thy good favour to win, here their offrings shall lay.”
LPage 147.

The allusion will be nnderstood by referring to the latter part
of the legend given in the last note hereafter.

{41.) “Not wrung yet from Almoravide.”—Page 151,

Almoravide is nsed here generieally for Moslem, The domina-
ticn of the particular tribe ealled Almoravides only commenced
In Spain at the end of the eleventh centnry.

{42.) *“XNot yet arose those tow'ring shafts” &e.-~Page 151,

Allusion to the splendid Cathedral of Burgos, and its two fine
towers with their belfries. The town of Rurgoes had ot leen in
existence more than thirty years; its foundations were laid abont
4D, 882, The famous eathedral, to which allusion is 1nade, was
ouly bnilt in the fourteenth century.
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{43.) ¥ Madrid, in Jater times, shall dot.”— Page 153.

The first known mention of Madrid in documents or chronicles
{s in the twelfth century, and then only as a small insignificant
place.

(44.) © From hyena that shadowed the witch of the heath.”
Duge 162. '

“ [Iymnn de muliere mala, snbsannatrice, venefiea, magicam
exercente, intelligitur.”  17%de Apomasaris Apotelesmata.—De-
promp. ex Io. Sambmei, page 376 ; being the interpretation of
dreams according to the Indian, Persian, and Egyptian docbrines:
published at Frankfort in 1577.

{43.) “Tlis stake I throngh thy body drive,” &e—Lage 174.

This was & tenet in Scandinavian demonology, in eases where
the fiend ocenpied the body of a particular person already de-
ceased ; when pinned to the ground by a stake, he conld not
again distarb that body from its grave. (See the story of Asmund
and Assuelt in Sir Walter Scott’s “ Letters on Demonclogy and
Witcheraft,” Letter Third.} 1f not gniteapplicable in the present
case, it agrees sufficiently with the opinion that a foiled dewil,
like sur Topel, or Ben Jonson's Pug, was not likely bo be again
employed by his master on a mission to carth.

As to the appropriation of dead bodies by sprites, and their
doings pending this nneonth nssociation, the treatise by King
James [. may be also consulted, entitled “Dwemonologie,” Lon-
don, 1603 ; seo book iii. chap. ili.

(46.y—Lage 177.
As one or tswo fricuds who saw “ Elva” in manuseript opined
that we shonld have brought abont a happier termiuation regard-
g the fates of I'wrtan and his bride, which indeed there was
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uothing per s¢ to prevent; and as some of onr readers may
possibly feel disappeinted, and be of the same opinion, we may
perhaps be permitted to remark that, besides the reasons of gooil
taste hinted at in the text for not ending the story by a mar-
riage, we think it can hardly be said the issne is not a happy
one, since we have brought our hero and heroine back safely from
impending perdition to a life of sanctity and promised Dbliss,

For the benefit of the curions reader we snbjoin a translation,
as literal as possible, of the legend which served as the ground-
work of Cantos Fonvth and Fifth, It is taken from the “ Nobi-
liarvio do Cowdd Dom Pedro,” and ‘follows immediately after the
passage gnoted wnder onr note 38, forming the 2d rubric of
the titnloix. pp. 258 and 259 of the Academy’s cdition, which we
there mention, It will be rewenibered that Diego Lopez was son of
Lopo Ortiz, third Lord of Biscay, Diego succeeding as fourth lord.

“And this Lyom Diego Lopez was a good hnntsman, and being
one day on the watch waiting for the wild boar to pass by, e
heard a woman singing in a high-pitched tone, from the top of a
eliff ; and hc approached ler, and saw she was very beantifnl
and well dressed, and he at once fell in love with her and asked
her who she was ; and she replied that she was & woman of very
high pedigree 3 aud he said that since she was so high-born he
wonld marry her if she liked, for he was the lord of all the
country abont ; and she answered that she would do so if he
promised never to make the gign of the eross, and he consented,
and she went away with bhim,  And this lady was very bandsome,
and well shaped in all lier person, except that she had a cloven-
foot, like the foot of a goat. And they lived [fogether] a long
time, and lad two children, and one was named Enhegnez
Guerra, and the other was a female, and named Dona* .. . .
And when Dom Irego Lopez and his wife took their meals, he
nsed to place lis son beside him, and she her danghter leside her,
opposite.  And oue day hic went to the chase and killed a wild
hoar of large size and brought it hewe, and placed it by him

* The name ia in blank in the printed editlon ss well as in our
M3, aud all known M3S,
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while he was cating with his wife and children. And they threw
down & bone, wiieh caused a fight between a mastiff and a setting
bitch { podenya), so fierce that the bitch canght the mastifl by the
throat and killed him. And when Dom Dicge Lopez saw what
had happened, he thonght it was a miracle, and crossed himself
‘and said, ¢1Toly Mary, help ns, whoever saw the like ) And
when his wife saw him sign himself, she canght hold of her
danghter and her son, and Dom Diege Lopez seized his son and
would not let her take hin: ; and she went off with her daughter
threngh a easement of the palace, and wenf to the mountains, so
that she was never inore seen nor her danghter,

¥ Later, after awhile, this Doin Diege Topez went to do hurt
to the Moors, and he was taken and removed as prizoner to
Toledo. And his son Enhegnez Guerra grieved much at his being
in prison, and came to speak with the people of the land (Z.e., of
Biseay), to know how he eould get him ont of prison. And they
told him they did not know how he conld reach him unless he
went to the mountains in search of his wother, and she wonld
tell him how to do it. And he went there alonc on horseback,
and found her on a cliff, and she said, ‘ Son Enheguez Guerra,
come hither, for T well know wlerefore thou comest ;? and he
approached her, and she said, ‘ Thon comest to ask how to free
thy father from prison’ Then she ealled a horse which was going
about loose among the hills, named I’ardallo, and she called it by
its name ; and she put a hridle, which she had, on the horse, and
told him (Z.e., her son) not to try to unsaddle it, nor to unbridle
it, nor to give it food or drink, nor to shee it ; and she told him
this horse wonld last him Ins lifetune, and that he wonld never
enter battle withont gaining it throngh it (i.e., the horse}). And
she told him to ride the horse, which would bring him te Teledo,
Leforc his father's prison door, that very day, and that before the
door whither the horse would take him he shonkd dismonunt, and
wonld find hie father in a yard, that he nust then take him by
the hand, and do as if he wished to speak to him, and draw him
towards the door where the horse was, and as soon as he was
there to mounf, and pnt his father in frout of hum, and that
hefore nightfalt Lie wonld be home with his father ; and so it hap-

X



194 NOTPES.

pened. And safter awhile Dom Diego Lopez died, and left the
land to his son Enhegnez Gnerra. And there are people in
Biscay who said, and still say, that this mother of Lnheguez
Guerra is the “old wowman’® {¢oouro, 7., literally “hide’) of
Biscay. And whoever may be Lord of Biseay, in a village called
Yustnrio, he abways has the refuse of the cows which are kitled
for his household pnt in a heap on a cliff outside the village,
and the next moming nothing is found; and they say that if he
did not do so he wonld suffer some evil during that day or that
night in the person of somne squire of his hensehold, or in some-
thing that would grieve him much, And all the Lords of Biscay
were subject to this till the death of Johm the Crooked {Torto} ;
and some wished to try the effect of not doing so, and evil befelt
them. And it is further said that nowadays that he (7.e., Enheguez
Gnerra—we give the rest in the original} ‘jaz com alguumas
molheres hi nas aldeas aimda que nom gneyram, ¢ vem a ellas e
fisnma de escudeiro, e todas agnellas com qne jaz se tomam escoor-
adas’?  The text adds that this Enheguez Guerra, fifth Lord of
Biscay, left an only danghter, Dona Muiiz Ennheguez, who was
married to Don Fernando, bastard son of the King of Navarre.

This quotation ¢n erfenso dispenses ws from making any
remarks abont the nse we have pnt the legend to for the ypnr-
poses of our story ; and we shall merely add that it was also
made use of by the late lamented Alexandre Herculano in a
story he wrote in Portuguese prose, entitled “ A Dama Pé-de-
Cabra,” and which we read many years ago, bt of which we have
no copy now at hand. His treatment of the Iegend is quite
different from ours, and the only thing we are conscions of having
borrowed from him is the growing of the hair on the Cloven-
Foot's face, the lengthening of her arms, and sprouting of her
fingers when she took her departure from the castle, as detailed
in Canto Fourth, stanza xxv.; and also the idea of making a
stonn coincide with the rescuers’ arrival at Toledo in Canto Fifth,
stanza xvil.
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