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still further hy tho prosiu'ct of a 7V Dfum sung by torch-

light. Tho old iilthcy cluirch of Saii-Lncar, a marvelous

building erected by the Moor:;, a mor;(iiie of Allah, which for

three eenturies had heard the name of Thrist, could not

hold tlie throng that ])<>un'd in to (^ee the ceremony. Hidal-

gos in tl" i. .<lv( t iiiaiitlfs, with their good swords at tlieir

sides, .-^wariiud like ants, and were so tightly packed in

among the pillars that they liad not room to bend the

knees, which never bent save to (Jod. Charming peasant

girls, in the haicpiina that defines the luxuriant outlines of

their figures, lent an arm to while-haired old men. Young

men, with eyes of fire, walked beside aged crones in holiday

array. Then came couples tremulous with joy, young lovers

led thither by curiosity, newly-wedded folk; children timidly

clasping each other by the Jiand. This throng, so rich in

coloring, in vivid contrasts, laden with flowers, enameled

like a meadow, sent up a soft murnnir through the (piiet

night. Then the great doors of 'he church opened.

Lato comers who remained without saw afar, through the

three great open doorways, a scene of which the theatrical illu-

sions of mo(lern opera can give but a faint idea. The vast

church was lighted up by thousands of candles, offered by

saints and sinners alike eager to win the favor of this new can-

didate for canonization, and these self-commending illumina-

tions turned the great building into an enchanted fairyland.

The black archways, the shafts and capitals, the recessed

chapels with gold and silver gleaming in tlieir depths, the

galleries, the Arab traceries, all the most delicate outlines

of that delicate sculpture, burned in the excess of light like

the fantastic figures ia the red heart of a brazier. At the

further end of the church, above that blazing r^ea, rose the

high altar like a splendid dawn. All the glories of the golden

lamps and silver candlesticks, of banners and tassels, of the

shrines of the saint- and votive offerings, paled before the

gorgeous brightness of the n^li^iuary in which Don Juan lay.

T!ie blasphemer's body sparkled with gems, and flowers, and

crystal, with diamonds and gold, ami plumes white as the

wings of seraphim; they had set it up on the altar, where


