
1'J(U THE ALHAMBRA.

I lie wrealh under his mantle, departed vrith saintly

Blefis towards his convent.

When Lope Sanchez came home, his wife told

him what had passed. He was excessively provoked,

for he lacked his wife's devotion, and had for some
time groaned in secret at the domestic visitations of

the friar. ''Woman/' said he, ''what hast thou

done ? tliou hast put every thing at hazard by thy

tattling."

"What!" cried the good woman, "would you
forbid my disburthening my conscience to my con-

fessor ?

"

" No, wife ! confess as many of your own sins as

you please; but as to this money-digging, it is a sin

of my own, and my conscience is very easy under

the weight of it."

There was no use, however, in complaining; the

secret was told, and, like water spilled on the sand,

was not again to be gathered. Their only chance

was, that the friar would be discreet.

The next day, while Lcpe Sanchez was abroad,

there was a humble knocking at the door, and Fray

Simon entered wilh meek and demure countenance.

"Daughter," said he, "I have prayed earnestly

to San Francisco, and he has heard my prayer. In

the dead of the night the saint appeared to me in a

dream, but with a frowmng as|iect. 'Why,' said

he, ' dost thou pray to me to dispense with this trea-

sure of (he Gentiles, when (hou seest Ihe poverty of

my chapel ? Go to Ihe house of Lope Sanchez, crave

in my name a portion of the Moorish gold, to furnish

two candlesticks for (he main altar, and let him pos-

sess the residue in peace."

When the good woman heard of this vision, she

crossed herself wilh awe, and going (o the secret

place where Lope had hid the treasure, she lilled a

great leathern purse with pieces of Moorish gold,

and gave it to (he friar. The pious monk bes(owed

upon her, in return, benedictions enough, it paid by

Heaven, to enrich her race to the latest posterity

;

then slipping (he purse into the sleeve of his habit,

he folded his hands upon his breast, and departed

with an air of humble thankfulness.

When Lope Sanchez heard of this second donation

to the church, he had well nigh lost his senses.

" Unfortunate man," cried he, "what will become

of me ? I shall be robbed by piecemeal ; I shall be

ruined and brought to beggary
!

"

It was wi(h the utmost difficully that his wife

could pacify him, by reminding him of the countless

wealth that yet remained, and how considerate it

was for San Francisco to rest contented with so very

small a portion.

Unluckily, Fray Simon had a number of poor rela-

tions to be provided for, not to mention some half-

dozen sturdy bullet-headed orphan children, ar.u

destitute foundlings that he had taken under his care.

lie repeated his visits, therefore, from day to day,

with solicitations on behalf of Saint Dominick, Saint

Andrew, Saint James, until poor Lope was driven to

despair, and foimd that, unless he got out of tliereudi

of this holy friar, he should have to make peace-oF-

ferings to every saint in the kalendar. He determin-

ed, therefore, to pack up his remaining wealth, beat

a secret retreat in the night, and make off to another

part of the ki'igdoui.

Full of his project, he bought a stout mule for tlie

purpose, and tethered it in a gloomy vault underneiih

the Tower of the Seven Floors ; the very place trm

whence the lielludo, or goblin horse without a head,

is said to issue fortli at midnight, and to scour (lie

streets of Granada, pursued by a pack of hell-hounds.

|

Lope Sanchez had little faith in the story, but availnjl

himself of the dread occasioned by it, knowing tiiail

no one would be likely to pry into the subterraneaol

stable of the phantom steeil. lie sent off his faniil;!

in the course of the davi. with orders to wait for iijal

at a distant village of ute Vega. As the night adJ

vanccd, he conveyed his treasure to the vault underl

the tower, and having loaded his mule, he led j||

forth, and cautiously descended the dusky avenue.

Honest Lope had taken his measures with the ut-l

most secrecy, imparting them to no one but the raitli-[

ful wife of his bosom. By some miraculous reveii-|

tion, however, they became known to Fray iJiinon|

The zealous friar beheld these infidel treasures onl

the point of slipping for ever out of his grasp, andde-|

terniined to have one more dash at them for the be-f

nefit of the church and San Francisco. Accor(liii<>|)|

when the liells had rung for animas, and all llieAI-|

hambra was quiet, he stole out of his convent, andJ

descendingthrough the Gate of Justice, concealed biuHl

selfamong the thickets of roses and laurels that Loniei

the great avenue. Here he remained, coun(in» Dm

quarters of hours as they were sounded on the belli

of the watch tower, and listening to the dreary liuol]

ings of owls and tlie distant barking of dogs from I

gipsy caverns.

At length he heard the tramp of hoofs, and, lliroug

the gloom of the overshadowing trees, iniperfeclijl

beheld a steed descending the avenue. The slunlij

friar chuckled at the idea of the knowing turnhevfi

about to serve honest Lope.

Tucking up the skirts of his habit, and wrigglii^

like a cat watching a mouse, he waited until hiii
|

was directly before him, when darting forth from!

leafy covert, and putting one hand on tiie should

and the other on the crupper, he made a vuull lb

would not have disgraced the most experienced ou

ter 01 equitation, and alighted well-forked asti

the steed. " Aha !

" said the sturdy friar, " wei

now see who best understands the game." Uelu

scarce uttered the words when the mule begaui

kick, and rear, and plunge, and then set off full!

down the hill. The. ''riar attempted to check

but in vau). He L ded from rock to rock,

bush to bush ; the fri , i habit was torn to ribbons!

fluttered in tlie wiiu nis shaven poll received m
a hard knock from the branches of (he trees,

many a scratch from the brambles. To add to!
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