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and imperative duty. Aben Alhamar, however, know the un«
stoadiiicss of liastily levied militia, and orj^anizcd :i st!in(liii<r

force to garrison his forts and cities, the expense of wliich he

defrayed from his own revenues. The INIoslcm warriors from
nil parts now rallied under his standard, and lifty tliousnud

Moors, abandoning Valencia on the conquest of that coinitry

by the king of Aragon, hastened to put themselves under the

dominion of Aben Alhamar.
Don Alvar Perez, on returning to his post, had intoUigonoc

of all these circumstances, and perceived that he had not stilli-

cient force to make head against such a rorniidable nciglihor,

and that in fact the whole frontier, so recently wrested from
the Moors, was in danger of being reconquered. With his old

maxim, therefore, " There is more life in one word from tho

mouth than in a thousand words from the pen," he deter-

mined to have another interview with King Fernando, and
acquaint him with the imminent dangers impending over the

frontier.

He accordingly took his departure with great secrecy, leav-

ing his countess and her women and donzellas in his castle of

the rock of Martos, guarded l)y his nephew Don 'i ello and forty

chosen men.
The departure of Don Alvar Perez was not so secret, how-

ever, but that Aben Alhamar had notice of it by his spies, and

he resolved to make an attempt to surprise the castle of Martos,

which, as has been said, was the key to all this fn^ntier.

Don Tcllo, who had been left in command of the fortress,

was a young galliard, full of the fire of youth, and he had sev-

eral hardy and adventurous cavaliers with him, among wlioin

was Diego Perez de Vargas, surnamed Machaelia, or tlie

Smasher, for his exploits at the battle of Xerez in sniasliiii^

the heads of the Moors with the limb of an olive-tree. These
hot-blooded cavaliers, looking out like hawks from their

mountain hold, were seized with an irresistible inclination to

make a for.ay into the lands of their Moorish neighbors. (.)n a

bright morning they accordingly set forth, promising the don-

zellas of the castle to bring them jewels and ricii silks, the

spoils of Moorish women.
The cavaliers had not been long gone when the castle was

alarnHMl l)y the sound of trumpets, and the watehinan fiinii

the tower gave notice of a cloud of dust, witli Moorish liaiiiicis

and armor gleaming through it. It was, in fact, the Moorish

king, Aben Alhamar, who pitched his tents before the easth-.

Great was the coDsVeruatiuu that reigued within the wallb,


