
102 MOOIilSH CHRONICLES.

tois (luM'o were several sleek cows grazing, which they had
curried off from the Moors When the Aznles snw these, tlioy

tliouiilit to make a good prize, and to bear off tlie prior's cattle

r*3 a trophy. Careering lightly round, therefore, l)('tween the

cattle and the camp, they began to drive them toward the city.

The alarm was given in tin camp, and six sturdy friars sallied

forth, on foot, with two cavaliers, in pursuit of the marauders.
Tlie prior himself was roused by the noise ; when he heard that

the beeves of the Church were in danger his ire was kindled
;

and buckling on his armor, he mounted his steed and galloped

furiously to tlie aid of his valiant friars, and the rescue of hib

cattle. The Moors attempted to urge on the lagging and full-

fed kine, but linding tlie enemy close upon them, they were
obliged to abandon their spoil among t!ie olive-trees, and to re-

treat. The prior then gave the cattle in charge to a squire, to

drive them back to the camp. He would have returned himself,

but his friars had continued on for some distance. The stout

prior, therefore, gave spurs to his horse and galloped bej'ond

them, to turn them back. Suddenly great shouts and cries arose

before and behind him, and an ambuscade of Moors, both horse

and foot, came rushing out of a ravine. T e stout Prior of San
Juan saw that tliere was no retreat ; and he disdained to render

himself a prison(!r. Commending himself to his patron saint,

and bracing his sliield, he charged bravely among the Moors,
and began to lay about him with a holy zeal of spirit and a

vigorous arm of flesh. Every l)low that he gave was in the

name of San Juan, and every blow laid .-^m infidel in the dust.

His friars, seeing the peril of their leader, came running to his

aid, accompanied by a numl)er of cavaliers. They rushed

into the fight, shouting, '' San Juan ! San Juan !
" and began to

deal such sturdy blows as savored more of the camp than of

the cloister. Great and Perce was this struggle between cowl

and turban. The ground was strewn with bodies of the in-

fidels ; but the Ciu'istians were a mere handful among a nmlti-

tude. A burly friar, commander of SietefiUa, was struck to

the earth, and his sliaven head cleft by a blow of a cimeter;

several squires and cavaliers, to the number of twenty, fell

covered with wounds ; yet still the stout prior and his brethren

continued fighting with desperate fury, shouting incessantly,
" San Juan ! San Juan !

" and dealing their blows with as good
heart as they had ever dealt I)enedietions on tlieir followers.

The noise of this skirmish, and holy shouts of the fighting

friars, resounded through the camp. The alarm was given,
" The Prior of Sau Juau is surrounded by the euemy ! To tho


