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Blanca and Aben Hamet, thus fized iz their resolution, only
waited for the moment to discover to each other their sentiments.
They were then in the most bexutiful season of the year. * You
have not yet seen the Alhambra,” said the daughter of the Duke of
Santa Fé to the Abencerage. “To judge from some words which
have escaped you, your family is originally of Grenada; perhaps
you will be glad to see the palace of your ancient kings. 1 will,
myself, this evening be your guide.”

Aben Hamet swore by the Prophet that never excursion wouid
be more agreeable to him.

The hour fixed for the excursion to the Alhambra arrived; the
daughter of Don Rodrigo mounted a white palfrey accustomed to
climb the rocks like a roebuck ; Aben Hamet accompanied the
beautiful stranger on an Andalusian steed, equipped in the Turkish
manner. In the rapid course of the young Moor his purple robe
was blown behiad him; his cimetar sounded against the saddle
bow, and the wind shook the aigrette which surmounted his turban.
The people, pleased with’his graceful sppearance, said as they saw
him pass, It is an Infidel Prince whom Donna Blanca is going to
convert. %

N hey followed at first a long street which still bore the name of
an ancient Moorish family. It ended at the exterior enclosure
of the Alhambra; they then crossed a wood, arrived at a foun-
tain, and soon found themselves before the interior enclosure of
the palace of Boabdil. In a wall flanked with towers and sur-
mounted by battlements there was a gate called the Gate of Judg-
ment, Having passed this first door, they advanced by a narrow
path which wound between high walls and half-ruined remains. This
path led them to the square of the Algibes, near which Charles V.
was then erecting a palace. Thence they turned towards the north ;
they stopped in a deserted court at the foot of a wall without orna-
ment and much disfigured by time. Aben Hamet lightly leapt to
the ground, and offered his hand to Blanca to dismount. The ser-
vante knocked at a deserted door, the threshold of which was con-
cealed by weeds. It opened, ard suddenly disclosed the secret
retreats of the Alhambra. All the charms, all the regrets of his
country, mingled with the illusions of love, seized the heart of
Aben Hamet. Motionless and mute, he darted locks of astonish-
ment into this habitation of the Genii. He thought himself trans-
ported to the entrance of one of those palaces the deseription of
which we read in the Arabian Tales; light galleries, canals of white
marble bordered by citron and orange trees, porticoes, solitary
courts, presented themselves on every side to the view of Aben
Hamet, and through prolonged vistas he perceives other labyrinths
and new enchantments. The azure of a beautifal sky displayed
itgelf between columns which supported a chain of Gothic arches. :
The walls, covered with arabesques, resembled those Eastern stuffs ‘
which the caprice of a female slave embroiders in the ennui of the
harem. Scmething voluptuous, religious, and warlike scemed to
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breathe in this magic edifice—a kind of cloister for Jove, in which
the Kings of the Moors enjoyed all the pleasures and forgot all the
duties of life.

After some moments of surprise and silence, the two lovers en-
zered tkis residence of vanished power and past happiness. They
first went round the saloon of the Messuears in the midst of the
perfume of flowers and the frestness of waters. They then entered
the court of Lions. The emotions of the Abencerage increased at
each step. *“If thou didst net fill my soul with delight (said he to
Blanca), with what sorrow should I feel myself obliged to demand

" of thee—thee, a Spaniard —the history of these ruins. Ah, these
places were made for happiness, and 1 .»  The name of
Boabdil, enchased in mosaic, caught the eye of Aben Hamet.
¢ Oh, my King, what has become of thee? Where shall I find
thee in thy deserted Alhambra?’ And the tears of fidelity, loyalty,
and honour, gushed from the eyes of the young Moor. *¢ Your
former masters,’”’ said Blanca, ¢ or rather, the kings of your fathers,
were ungrateful.” ¢ What signifies that?” said the Abencerage,
** They were unfortunate,” . ¥

“ As he pronounced these words, Blanca ‘led him into a cabinet
which seemed to be the very sanctuary of love. Nothing could
equal the elegance of this asylum. The vault, painted blue and
gold, and composed of arabesques pierced qaite through, let the
light pass as it were through a tissue ot flowers ; a fountain spouted
up in the midst of the edifice, and its waters, falling back, were
collected in a conch of alabaster. ‘ Aben Hamet,” said the daughter
of the Duke of Santa Fé&, * mark well this fountain; it received the
disfigured heads of the Abencerages. You still see on the marble
the stain of the victim whom Boabdil sacrificed to his suspicions.
It is thus that they trsat in your country those who seduce credu-
lous woman.”

Aben Hamet listened no more to Blanca. He had prostrated
himself, and was kissing the trace of the blood of his ancestors. He
rises up and cries, * O, Blanca, I swear—by the blood of these
knights I swear—to love thee with the constancy, the fidelity, and
the ardour of an Abencerage.”

“You love me, then!’’ cried Blanca, joining her two beautiful
hands, and raising her eyes to heaven, “but do you reflect that you
are an Infidel, a Moor, an enemy, and I am a Christian and a
Spaniard ?”’

¢ Oh, sacred Prophet, be witness to my oaths.”

¢ What,” says Blanca interrupting him, °“ What faith do you wish
me to place in the oaths of a persecutor of my God? Are you cer-
tain that I love you? What has given you the assurance to hold
such conversation with me ?”

~ Aben Hamet abashed, answered, ‘ It is true I am only thy slave,
thou hast not chosen me for thy knight.”

“ Moor,” sail Blanea, ‘¢ lay aside dissimulation, theu hast seen
from ray looks that I love thce ; my passion for thee exceeds all
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bounds. Be a Christian, and nothing shall hinder me from being
thine. But if the daughter of the Duke of Santa Fé dares to speak
to thee with this frankness, thou canst judge even by that, that she
will know how to conquer herself, and that an enemy of the
Christians shall never have any right over her.”

Aben Hamet in a transport of passion, seized the hands of Blanea,
placed them on his turban then on his heart. ‘¢ Allah is powerful,”
said he ““and Aben Hamet is happy. Oh, Mahomet, let this
Christian recognise thy law and nothing shall »?

““Thou blasphemest,” said Blanca, ¢‘ Let me go hence.” She
leant on the arm of the Moor and approached the fountain of the
** Twelve Lions,” which gives its name to one of the Courts of the
Alhambra. * Stranger,” said the artless Spaniard, ° when 1 look at
thy robe, thy turban, thy arms, and when I think on our love, I
fancy I see the shade of the beautiful Abencerage walking in this
deserted retreat with the unfortunate Afaima. Explain to me the
Arabic inscription engraved on the marble of this fountain.”

Aben Hamet read these words—

‘ The beautiful Pringgss who, covered with pearls, walks in her garden
so prodigiously increases its beauty ”

‘¢ It is for thee this inscription was made,” said Aben Hamet.
‘ Beloved Sultana, these palaces have never been so beautiful in
their youth as they are this day in their ruins. Listen to the noise
of the fountain whose waters areturned aside by moss, Look at the
gardens which display themselves across half-fallen arches. Con-
template the day-star which is setting behind all those porticos.
Thy words embalm these retreats like the roses of Hymen. With
what charm do I recognise in thy language some of the accents of the
tongue of my fathers. The mere rustling of thy robe against
these marbles makes me start. The air is only perfumed because it
touches thy hair. Thou art beautiful as the genius of my country in
the midst of these ruins. But Aben Hamet, can he hope to fix thy
heart ; what is he at thy side? He has wandered over mountains
with his fathers, he knows plants of the desert.—Alas! there is not
one that can heal the wound that thou hast made. He carries arms,
but he is not a knight. I once said to myself, the water of the sea
which sleeps sheltered in the hollow of the rock is tranquil and
mute, whilst all that is in the great ocean is agitated and noisy.
Aben Hamet, so will thy life be, silent, unknown, in a quiet corner {
of the earth, while the court of the Sultan is confused by storms. 1
Thus did I say to myself. Ob, young Christian, thou hast proved
to me that the tempest can also trouble the drop of water in the
hollow of the rock.”

Blanca listened with ‘rapture to this language so new to her, and
the oriental style of which seemed so well adapted to the dwelling
of the Fdes. Love penetrated her heart on all sides. She felt her
kness tremble beneath her; she was obliged to lean with more
force on the arm of her guide. Aben Hamet sustained the sweet

burden, and repeated as they went, “ Oh! why am I not a brilliant
Abencerage.”
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¢ You would please me less,” said Blanca, ¢ for I should be more
anxious. Remain obscure and wait for me ; often a celebrated knight
will forget love for renown.”

¢ Thou shouldst not have that dabger to fear,” replied Aben
Hamet, quickly.

¢ How then would you love me if you were an Abencerage ?”
said the descendant of Chimené.

¢ T would love thee,” answered Aben Hamet, ¢ more than glory
and less than honour.”

The sus had gone down below the horizon during the walk of

“the two lovers. They had traversed all the Alhambra. What re-
collections offered to the imagination of Aben Hamet! Here the
Sultana received from admirers the vapours of the perfumes they
were burning beneath her. There, in a distant retreat, she used to
appear in every costume of the East, And it was Blanca—it was
an adored lady who told these details to the beautiful young man
man whom she idolized.

The moon as it rose, shed its dubious light over the abandoned
sanctuaries and deserted porticos of the Albambra. Its white rays
delineated upon the green turf and on the Walls of the saloon the
tracery of an airy architecture—the arches of cloisters, the moving
shadoiws of bubbling fountains, and of shrubs poised by the zephyrs.
The nightingale warbled forth her song on a cypress tree, which
pierced the domes of a mosque in ruins, and the echoes repeated its
plaintive notes. Aben Hamet wrote, by the light of the- moon, the
name of Blanea, he traced this name in Arabic that the traveller
might have one more mystery to divine in this palace of mysteries,

¢ Moor, this trifling is cruel,” said Blanca, ¢ my determination is
fixed. Remember these words—Mussulman, I am thy hopeless
lover ; Christian, I am thy fortunate wife.”’

Aben Hamet replied, ¢ Cbristian, 1 am thy disconsolate slave:
Mussulmap, thy glorious husband.”

And the noble lovers quit this dangerous palace.

Blanca’s passion increased from day to day, and that of Aben
Hamet grew on him with equal violence. He was so enchanted at
being loved for himself alone, at not owing to any strange cause the
sentiments which he inspired, thathe did not reveal the secret of his
birth to the daughter of Santa Fé. He was treasuring up for him-
seif the delightful pleasure of telling her the noble name he bore on
the same day on which she should consent to give him her hand.
But he was suddenly recalled to Tunis ; his mother, sick of an in-
curable disease, wished to embrace her son and bless him before she
quitted this life. Aben Hamet repairs to the palace of Blanca.
“ Sulianz,” he said to her, ‘“ my mother is about to die, she asks me
t5 close her eyes, wilt thou continue thy love to me ?"

“ You are going to leave me,” answered Blanca, ¢ shall I never
see you again ¢’

«Come,” said Aben Hamet, T wish to exact from thee an oath,
and to make thee one which death alone shall break.”
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They went out and came to a cemetery, which was formerly a
Moorish burial-place. Here and there were still seen funeral
columns, on which 2 turban had been placed by the sculptor; but
the Christian had sincez replaced this turban by a crcss. Aben
Hamet conducted Blanca to the foot of one of these columns.
‘ Blanca, my ancestors repose here, I swear by these ashes to love
thee till the day on which the Angel of Judgment shall call me to
the tribunal of Allah. I promise thee never to engage my heart to
another woman, and to take thce for my wife immediately that thou

- shalt recognise the sacred light of the prophet. Each year at this
time will I return to Grenada, to see whether thou hast kept thy
faith, and if thou art willing to renounce thy errors.”

‘“ And 1,” said Blanca, as the tears ran down her pale cheeks, T
will expect thee each year, I will keep—even to my last sigh—the
faith which 1 have plighted, and will receive you for my husband,
when the God of Christians, more poweful than thy lover, shall have
touched thy heart.”

Aben Hamet departs, the winds carry him to the shores of Africa.
His mother had just expired, he weeps over her, he embraces the
coffin. The months pass slowly on, while sometimes wandering
over the ruins of Carthage, sometimes seated on the tomb of St.
Lewis, Aben Hamet longs for the day on which he is to return to
Grenada. The day at length arrives. Aben Hamet takes a vessel
and steers towards Malaga. With what raptures, with what joy
mingled with fears, did he perceive the first promontories of Spain.
Blanca, does she await him on those shores ? Does she remember a
poor Arabian who ceased not to adore her under the palm-tree of the
desert ?

The daughter of the Duke of Santa Fé wzs not untrue to her
oath., She had entreated her father to take her to Malaga.. . From
the height of the mountains which bordered the uninhabited coast,
she followed with her eyes distant vessels and fugitive sails ; during
the storm she would contemplate with terror the sea heightened by
the winds. It wag then her delicht to lose herself in mists, to ex~
pose herself in dangerous passes, to feel herself washed by the same
wave, and hurried away by the same whirlwind, which menaced the

- days of Aben Hamet. When she saw tke wary gull graze the
water with its large crooked wings, she wonld load it with all those
speeches of love, all those infatuated sayings which come from a
heart eaten up by passion.

One day as she was wandering over the sandy shore, she per-
ceived a long bark, whose elevated prow, raking masts, and lateen
sail, announced the elegant genius of the Moors. Blanca hurries to
the harbour,she sees the foreign vessel enter, making the wave foam
under the rapidity of its course. A Moor in superb attire stcod on
the prow ; behind him were two black slaves, holding by a bridle
an Arabian horse, whose foaming nostrils and shaggy hair announ-
ced at once its fiery disposition and the fright which the rising
waves had inspired in him. The bark arrives; itssails are furled ;
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