
THE SPAinSH GYP8T.

The Turk converted, and the Holy Church,
Like the mild Virgin with the outspread robe,

Shall fold all tongues and nations lovingly.

But since God works by armies, who shall be
The modern Cyrus? Is it France most Christian,
Who with his lilies and brocaded knights,
French oaths, French vices, and the newest style
Of out-puffed sleeve, shall pass from west to east,
A winnowing fan to purify the seed
For fair millennial harvests soon to come?
Or is not Spain the land of 'hosen warriors?
Crusaders consecrated from the womb,
Carrying the sword-cross staiuped upon thei; ouls
By the long yearnings of a nation's life,

Through all the seven patient centuries
Since first Peiayo and his resolute band
Trusted the God within their Gothic hearts
At Covadunga, and defied Mahound;
Beginning so tlie Holy War of Spain
That now is panting with the eagerness
Of labor near its evd The silver cross
Glitters o'er Malaga and streams dread light
On Moslem falleys, turning all their stores
From threats to gifts. Whet Spanish knight is he
Who, living now, holds it not shame to live
Apart from tiiat hereditary battle

Which needs Lis sword? Castilian gentlemen
Choose not their task—they choose to do it well.

The time is great, and greater no man's trust
That his who keeps the fortress for his king,
Weai-ing great honors as some del cate robe
Brocaded o'er with names 'twerf, sin to tarnish.
Born de la Cerda, Calatravan knight,
Count of Segura, fourth Duke of Bedmar,
Offshoot from that high stock of old Castile
Whose topmost branch is proud Medina Celi—
Such titles with their blazonry ate his
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