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LEGEND OF COUNT JULIAN AND HIS FAMILY. 120

presents a gloomy piclni-e of the countess in the stern fortress

to which she had fled for refuge; a picture heightened by
supernatural horrors. These latter, the sagacious reader will

admit or reject according to the measme of his faith and
judgment; always remembering that in dark and eventful
times, like those in question, involving the destinies of nations,
•he downfall of kingdoms, and the crimes of rulers and migiity
mtu, the hand of fate is sometimes strangely visible, and con-
founds the wisdom of the worldly wise, by intimations and
portents above the ordinary course of things. With this pro-
viso, we make no scruple to follow the venerable chronicler in

his narration.

Now so it happened, that the Countess Frandina was seated

late at night in her chamber in the citadel of Ceuta, which
stands on a lofty rock, overlooking the sea. She was revolv-

ing in gloomy thought the late disasters of her family, when
she heard a mournful noise like that of the sea breeze moan-
ing about the castle wails. Raising her eyes, she beheld her

brother, the Bishop Oppas, at the entrance of the chamber.
She advanced to embrace him, but he forbade her with a
motion of his hand, and she observed that he was ghastly pale,

and that his eyes glared as with lambent flames.

*' Touch me not, sister," said he, with a mournful voice, "lest
thou be consumed by the fire which rages within me. Guard
well thy son, for blood-hounds are upon his track. His inno-

cence might have secured him the protection of Heaven, but
our crimes have involved him in our common ruin." He
ceased to speak and was no longer to be seen. His coming
and going were alike without noise, and the door of the cham-
ber remained fast bolted.

On the following morning a messenger arrived with tidings

that the Bishop Oppas had been made prisoner in battle by the

insurgent Christians of the Austurias, and hai. died in fetters in

a tower of Uie mountains. The same messenger brougiit word
that the VAw'ir Alahor had put to death several of the friends of

Count Julian ; had obliged him to fly for his life to a castle in

Aragon, and was embarking with a formidable force for Ceuta.

The Countess Frandina, as has already been shown, wtis of

courageous heart, and danger made her desperate. There w'ore

fifty Moorish soldii'rs in the garrison ; she feared that they

would prove treacherous, and tak(^ part with tiieir country-

men. Sun)moning her ollicers, therefore, she infornuvl them
(if their danger, and commanded them to put those Moors ti>

death. The guards sallietl fortii to oi;ey her orders. Thirty-


