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Alahor came to the foot of the winding stair.

" Is the l)oy safe?" cLxl lie.

"He is sai'e/ replied Yuza; "come and beliold the truth
with thine '>"''( eyes."

The t'lnir ascended tiie tower and looked over the battle-

iiK-nts, and beheld the luxly of the child, a shapeless mass, on
t',1..! rucks f:ir below, and tlie se;i-^ulls hovering about it ; ami
';i( gave orders that it shoulil bo tlirown into the sea, which way
done.

On the following morning, the countess was led forth from
iier (bingeoii into tlie public square. She knew of the death of

her chikl, and that her own death was at hand, but she neither

wept nor supplicated. Her hair was dishevelled, her eyes were
hiiggard with watching, and her cheek was as the monumental
stone, but there were the remains of commanding beauty in her
countenance, and the majesty of her presence awed even the

rabble into respect.

A multitude of Christian prisoners were then brought forth

;

and Alahor cried out— " Behold the wife of Count Julian; be-

hold one of that traitorous family which has brought ruiu upon
yourselves and upon your country." And he ordered that they

should stone her to death. But the Christians drew back with

horror from the deed, and said— " In the hand of God is ven-

geance ; let not her blood be upon our heads." Upon this the

emir swore with liorrid imprecations that whoever of the cap-

tives refused should himself be stoned to death. So the cruel

order was executed, and the Countess Frandina perished by the

hands of her countrymen. Having thus accomplished his bar-

barous errand, the emir embarked for Spain, and ordered the

citadel of Ceuta to be set on fire, and crossed the straits at

night by the light of its towering flames.

The death of Count Julian, which took place not long after,

closed the tragic story of his family. How he died remains in-

volved in doubt. Some assert that the cruel Alahor pursued

him to bis retreat among the mountains, and, having taken him
prisoner, beheaded h'un ; others that the Moors confined him iu

a dungeon, and put an end to his life with lingering torments;

while others allirm that the tower of the castle of Marcuello,

near liueseii, iu Aragou, iu which he took refuge, fell on him
and crushed him to pieces. All agree that his latter end was
iniserrdile in tlie extreme, and his death violent. The curse of

heaven, which had thus pursued him to the grave, was extended

to the very place which had given him shelter ; for we are told

that the cuiitlu in uo longc/' inhabited on account of the slrauga


