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Francis the First(7) this very day prisoner in our Madrid ? It was
the will of God.”” He then took off his hat, made a large sign of
the cross, and beat his mules. Aben Hamet, in his turn, urging
his own forward, said, ¢ 1t was written,” and they descended to-
wards Grenada.

They passed by a great ash-tree, famous for the duel between
Muca and the Grand Master of Calatrava, in the reign of the last
King of Grenada. They went round the promenade Almaid, and
entered the city by the gate of Evira. They reascended the Ram-
bla, and soon arrived in a square surrounded on all sides by houses
of Moorish architecture. Here' there was a kan opened for the
Moors of Africa, who were attracted in crowds to Grenada, by the
commerce of the silks of the Véga. To this place did the guide
conduct Aben Hamet.

The Abencerage was too much agitated to enjoy any repose in
bis new lodging. The idea of his country tormented him ; not
able to resist the sentiments which troubled his heart, he went out
in the middle of the night to wander about the streets of Grenada.
He tried to recognize with his hands or his eyes some of the monu-
ments which the old men had so often described to him. Perhaps
+his bigh edifice, whose walls he faintly distinguished through the
darkness, was the ancient mansion of the Abencerages! FPerhaps
on this solitary spot those fétes were given which raised the glory
of Grenada to the skies! There passed the troops of horse su-
perbly attired in brocade ; there advanced the galleys laden with
flowers and arms; the dragons which vomited forth flames, and
which concealed within them illustricous warriors—ingenious inven-
tions of pleasure and gallantry;

But, alas! instead of the sound of merriment—instead of the voice
of trumpets and songs of love, a profound silence reigned around
Aben Hamet. This mute city had changed its inhabitants, and the
conquerors were now reposing on the couches of the vanquished.
¢ These haughty Spaniards sleep,” then cried the young Moor in
indignation, ** under those roofs from which they have exiled my
ancestors, while I, an Abencerage, watch unknown, solitary, and
fatigued, at the gate of the palace of my fathers.”

Aben Hamet then reflected upon the destinies of mankind, upon
the vicissitudes of fortune, upon the fall of empires, particularly
upon this Grenada, surprised by its enemies in the midst of plea-
sures, and suddenly changing its garlands of flowers for chains; he
pictured to himself its citizens abandoning their hearths in festive
dresses, like guests who, in the disorder of their attire, are suddenly
chased from the banquet-hall by fire. -

All these images—all these thoughts passed on the heart of Aben
Hamet ; full of regret, he was turning over in his mind the execu-
tion of the project which had brought him to Grenada—dawn sur-
prised him. The Abencerage had strayed ; he found himself far
from the kan, in a distant suberb of the city. All was asleep, no noise
broke on the silence of the streets ; the doors and windows of the
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houses were closed. The voice of the cock alone was proclaiming
in the habitations of the poor the return of pain and toil.

After having wandered a long time without beiug able to dis-
cover his way, Aben Hamet heard a door open; he perceived a
young lady go out of it, dressed nearly as those Gothic queens
earved on the monuments of our ancient abbeys. A black bodice
ornamented with sparkling jet, embraced her elegant figure. Her
petticoat, short, tight, and without plaits, discovered a finely-turned
leg and a charming foot. Over her head was thrown a mantle,
also black, which she held in her left hand, crossed and closed like
a wimple under her chin ; so that, of all her countenance, one could
only see her large blue eyes and rosy mouth. A duenna accom-
panied her steps, and a page carried before her a book for church.
Two valets, dressed in her livery, followed at some distance the
beautiful unknown. She was going to matin-prayer, which the
ringing of a bell announced in a monastery hard by.+

Aben Hamet thought he saw the angel Israfil, or the most
beautiful ot the houries. The Spanish lady, with not less surprise,
regarded the Abencerage, whose turban, robe, and arms, embellished
still more his noble figure. Having recovered from her first sur-
prise, she beckoned to the stranger to approach, with a grace and
freedom peculiar to women of this country. “ Sir Moor,” said she,
“ you appear lately arrived in Grenada; perhaps you have lost
your way "

« Sultana of flowers,” answered Aben Hamet, ‘¢ delight of the
eyes of men; O Christian slave, more beautiful than the virgins of
Georgia, thou has rightly divined. I am a stranger in this city,
lost in the midst of its palaces; I have been unable to find again
the kan of the Moors. May Mahomet touch thy heart and recom-
pense thy hospitality.”

« The Moors are renowned for their gallantry,” replied the
Spanish lady with the sweetest smile, * but 1 am not sultana of
flowers, nor a slave, neither do I wish to be commended to Mahomed.
Follow me, Sir Knight, I will conduet you to the kan of the Moors.”

She walked lightly before the Abencerage, led him to the door of
the kan, pointed it out to him with her hand, glided behind a palace,
and disappeared.

On what, then, depends the tranquility of life? The idea of ihe
country no longer solely and entirely occupies the soul of Aben
Hamet; Grenada ceased to be.to him deserted, abandoned, widowed,
solitary—it is dearer than ever to his heart ; but it is a new illusion
which embellishes its ruins—with the recollection of his ancestors,
now is mingled another charm. Aben Hamet has discoveread the
cemetery where the ashes of the-Abencerages repose. But while
be prays, while he sheds filial tears, he dreams that the young lady
has sometimes passed over these tombs, and he no longer thinks his
ancestors so unfortunate,

It is in vain that he wishes to occupy himself only with his pil-

~ grimage to the land of his fathers ; in vain that he wanders over th~
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hills of the Douro and the Xemil, there to cull plants at the dawn of
the morning ; the flower that he seeks now is the beautiful Christian.
How many useless efforts has he made to find the palace of his en-
chantress ; how often has he tried to pass once more the same way
his divine guide conducted him ; how often did he think he recog-
nised the sound of the bell, or the crowing of the cock, which he
Leard near the dwelling of the Spanish lady, Deceived by similar
sounds, he immediately runs to the place from which they proceed,
but the magic palace does not present itself to his eyes. Often, too,
did the uniform dress of the women in Grenada give him a moment
of hope ; at a distance, all the Christian ladies resembled the mis-
tress of his heart, butmot one had her beauty or grace. Aben
Hamet had at last gone through churches to discover the unknown 3
be had penetrated as far as the tomb of Ferdinand and Isabella, and
this was the greatest sacrifice he had hitherto made to love.

(To be continued.)

= NOTES.

(1) Abencerage. In Spanish romance thisis a name given to a most
illustrious family in Grenada. I%is probably a corruption of Zeragh ; for
in the early part of the fifteenth century, we find Jusef Aben Zeragh, who
signally distinguished himself.

(2) Boabdil. This name also belongs to romance only. The last king
of Grenada was Aben Abdallah; and the little that is here related of
him is tolerably correct. The Spanish monarch had offered him a part of
his former kingdom, but he had taken a grant of money in preference.

(3) Grenada. In history called Granada.

(4) Ferdinand and Isabelle. King of Aragon and Queen of Castile. The
conquest of Grenada, the only portion of Spain not already governed by
these sovereigns, united under them all Spain, which has since become
one kingdom. The Spaniards took possession of Grenada in Jan-
uary, 1492.

(5) Weep now, &c. This remark was actually made to Aben Abdallah 1
by his mother. Her real name was Zoraya. i

(6) Alfaima. The story of the infidelity of a Sultana of Grenada, ap-
pears purely romantic. Her husband is said to have put to death many
of the family of the Abencerages; one of whom is represented as having
led her astray. The fable, may perhaps, take rise from a king of Gre-
nada, nearly a century previous to the date at which this tale commences,

aving, for political reasons, procured the assassination of a greater part
of the family of Zeragh; about forty of which only escapad.

(7) Francis the First, King of France, was defeated, and taken prisoner
at the battle of Pavia by Charles the Fifth ; he was a prisoner at Madrid
from the early part of 1525, to Mareh, 1526. Within this period, we may,
therefore, fix the date of the commencement of Aben Hamet’s adventures
In Spain. We may observe that the author of the romance has shown the
usual looseness of his brethren with regard to date ; for he speaks of this
period as twenty-four years after the conquest of Grenada. In truth, it
was fully thirty-two or thirty-three years.
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A SKETCH OF OUR LITTLE ST. STEPHENS.

LET us imagine the stranger in the gallery at a few minutes before
twelve o’clock ; in the room below is a table covered with books
and papers, having around it eight chairs, that at the top, for His
Excellency, slightly raised ; at a side desk is Captain O’Halloran,
the Clerk of the Council, preparing for the business of the day; at
the opposite end is a blazing log fire, flanked by two doors, leading
respectively to the Governor’s private room and to the lobby.

He will ‘scarcely have noticed these arrangements before one or
two of the honourable members make their appearance—pro‘bably
first Mr Mundy (the Colonial Secretary), and perhaps Mr Morphett
and Mr Hagen; the Acting Registrar-General (Mr Macdonald),
will follow ; the group being soon joined by Major O’Halloran and
Captain Bagot; the Advocate-General (Mr Smillie) will most
likely arrive after the commencement of busiaess.

Ten minutes or a quarter-of-an-hour may pass in conversation.
One or two, intent on some measure to be supported or opposed,
are sitting apart at the table, eagerly occupied ; while ever and anon,
the Clerk of the Council is passing through the Governor’s private
entrance, and occasionally calling out a member with whom His
Excellency may have desired to speak.
~ Presently, the door is thrown open, and the Governor aprpears.
Unless on the first day of the session, when he wears his full uniform,
he is in ordinary attire. All rise and bow to him ; he returns the
salute, takes his chair, and the members immediately fall into their
places, the Government officers towards the top of the table, and
the non-officials towards the lower end. Those facing the gallery
are Messrs Mundy, Macdonald, Morphett, snd Hagen.

The Clerk of the Council rises and reads the minutes of the Jast
meeting, which are confirmed by the signatures of the Governor and
himself. His Excellency then asks—¢¢ Have honourable members
any petitions to present ?” These being disposed of, he announces
that Mr So and So is in possession of the Chair, and so throughout
till the orders of the day are gone through. The next question is
—¢ Have honourable members any notices of motion ?”’ and the
whole is wound up by the sometimes welcome announcement—
* The Council stands adjourned till twelve o’clock to morrow.”

The persons and opinions of the members are knowar to most
who are likely to peruse these pages, but a running comment on
their bearing in Council and their style of speaking may amuse a
few spare minutes. The room, indeed, is small, and the Council-
lors are few, but so, at present, are the interests and the population
cf the Colony. In this little room, and by these few Councillors,
the little interests of the few colonists are considered. True, it is
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not 2 House of Commons or a Chamber of Deputies, but who shall
say the time may not arrive when it may equal those matured
assemblies; ‘and rule the destinies of a people as wealthy and intel-
ligent as is governed by either.

A glance at the newspaper reports will show that the Governor
is au fait at every thing which comes before the Council, but to
those who are present the fact is still more striking. He is never
at a loss ; nothing disturbs his equilibrium. When a new sugges-
tion falls from 2 member, especially if it involve a question of diffi-
culty, he may been seen for a few minutes in deep thought, But the
result is usually an argumentative explanation of the grounds on
which he has formed a pretty strong opinion ; or where he has not
arrived at an instant decision, no word of hesitation or uncer-
tainty escapes him, but he candidly reserves the point for further
consideration.

The Governor can scarcely be called a fluent speaker, but what
he says is exceedingly clear and convincing., His style is somewhat
too parenthetical, too much encumbered with explanation and re-
currence, arising apparently, from an anxious desire to make him-
gelf fully understood. As he speaks he generally looks down, and
did not his words bear the extemporaneous impress, he would almost
appear to be reading. He has occasionally a touch of dry humour
which imparts to his countenance and eyes a transitory brilliancy.
His wit is of the most quiet kind, always good natured, and usually
effective.

The Colonial Seoretary has not the least pretension to rank as
an orator ; his style is confused, and his manner embarrassed ; he
appears generally to speak very hastily, and without having given
the subject the least consideration ; in fact, it must immediately
strike the most cursory observer that the Governor takes on himself
the weight of every measure introduced into Council, the official
members of which, as soon as they know his opinion on a disputed
point, seem to throw in a word or two, more for the sake of ap-
pearing to support him, than for any interest they feel in the
discussion.

The Acting Registrar-General is known to be a man of no ordi-
nary talent, but in Council he seldom speaks, unless in desultory
conversations, and then in so hasty and indistinct a manner that half
of what he says is lost. This is the more to be regretted, as the
little which can be heard is so forecible and full of wit that the Ioss
of the remainder is vexatious.

The Advocate-General seldom takes part in other discussions
than those on legal bills, and has generally to fight on the defensive, 3
being unmercifully attacked on every side about little informalities 3
and irregularities. It is not easy to judge of the force of his re- :
marks, which are in too many instances inaudible,

Major O’Halloran says less than any other member. He never |

" atterapts a speech, but his short sentences are uttered with emphatic :
and military clearness. They are few, but to the purpose, and his i
: 0

3
3
<
»
E
4




Voll, no.1 (Jul..1843) - Vol2. no.9 (Nov.1845), incl. Vol2 supplement



