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CHAPTER 1. O

THE MEETING OF THB WARRIORS. LR

Witn the first beams of the moraing sun, the Indiah
warriors of Zemaco, a2 wild and motly armament, pre-
pared to descend from the mountalns into the plain, or
rather valley, in which lay the Spacish settlement of Da-
rien. More then five thousand men, detachments from a
hundred tribes, which acknowledged the sovereigmy of
Ziemaco, were assembled under the lead of this vindictive
chief. They gathered at his summons from the province
of Zobayde, where the golden temple of their worship
stood, end which they esteemed to be the visible dwelling
of their God ; Abibeyba, Zenu, and many other provinces,
the several cassiques of which, though not present with
the quotas which they provided, were yet required by
Zemaco to hold themselves in readiness to defend their
territories from the incursions of the Spaniards. The
hills that rose on three sides of the Spanish settlement
were darkened with savage warriors. Exulting in the
certainty of victory, they brandished their macanas of
palm wood, and shot their arrows upward in defiance,
while they sounded their war conchs for the general ga.
thering. Never, in his whole career of sway and con-
quest, had the proud mountain chief at one time, assem-
bled so vast a host. Their nursbers, their known valour,
the great atrength of their bodies, and the admirable skill
with which they swung aloft the club or sent the arrow
to its mark, filled his bosom with a vain confidence in his

own superlority, which the better taught Caonabo ear-
VOL. 11 1



6 THE DAMSEL OF DARIEN.

nestly endeavoured to qualify and'cairtion. But his coun-
sels fell upon unwilling ears, and it 'was soon apparent to
the latter that the prudence which ‘he commended had the
effect of diminishing his owh c‘euraue in the estimation of
his hearers. Once assuréd'bf ‘this, the mortified Caonabo
sank back to his little “command, patiently resolved to
await events, and,remmfe any doubts on this head, of the
Cassique of Dan.en',.by the actual proofs of his prowess,
which he wds deferiined to display upon the field.

“ When. thi¥. noisy rabble, now so insolent, shall be
flying beforethe dogs of the Spaniards it will be for Cao-
nabo t& Strike.”

The' pride of the fugitive chief, stung as it was, by the
httle regard which had been glven to his counsel, was yet

‘be..;ent with this single expression of mortification. He
“s,-Jed the warriors who were entrusted to his command
apart from the rest, and endeavoured to school them in a
portion of his policy. He taught them in few words a
knowledge of the kind of armour which protected the
Spaniard from his arrow—of the coverings for the breast
and arms made of iron, such as were worn by the cap-
tains, and that inferior substitute, known as the escaupil,
a coat padded with cotton, which constituted the chief
defence of the common men. He counselled them to
shoot at the horse rather than the man who bestrode him
~—disabused their minds of the belief that the steed and
rider were one—and satisfied them of the ease with
which they might despatch the fallen rider with their
clubs, when once they had wounded or slain the steed.
He showed them where the several pieces of armour were
usually joined together, and the parts most easily pene-
trable by their arrows, at which he required them to aim.
The thigh, he counselled them to select as a preferable
mark to that of any other part of the body, as being sel-
dom protected; for< though not a part where a fatal
wound might be often inflicted, yet, to disable a Span-
iard was, perhaps, sufficient, with their far superior num-
-bers, to render hi® death subsequently certain from the
use of the war-club.

Such were some of the counsels which the fugitive
chief gave to the little band which Zemaco had assxgned
him ; and had these counsels, in connection with his ge-
neral plan of conduct, been followed by the chieftain, it is
not probable that the Spaniards would have taken ready
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. foothold in the difficult passes of his country. The ob- -
stinacy and pride of Zemaco, which rejected this whole-
some counsel, was shared among his followers; and it
was not without great difficulty that Caonabo succeeded
in making himself understood among his little band ;—a
difficulty which was greatly increased when he required
their obedience. They beheld their brother warriors
brandishing their weapons and shouting defiance, as they
rushed down the heights in the open face of the enemy;
and they felt as if some dishonour attached to their more .
covert movement along the edges of the hills, down by
the gullies and gorges which mountain storms had fretted
in their sides, and through bush and bog, on hands and
knees, making their approach to the enemy in secret,
which they had hitherto never made without songs of
blood and clamorous threats, as if victory depended no
Jess in alarming the foe DLy their cries and threatenings,
than in beating them down with their blows. Nothing,
indeed, but the express commands of their sovereign, in
deputing the charge of them to Caonabo, could possibly
have reconciled them to a course which was seemingly
full of cowardice and degradation ; and ill-concealed in-
deed were the looks of disquiet and hostility which they
shot from beneath their dark and shaggy eyebrows at the
strange warrior who compelled them to a departure from
their customs, for which they saw no necessity, and which
they obeyed without confidence or spirit, But the fugi-
tive chief, though he beheld, was prudent enough to take
no heed of their discontent. He cheered them with occa-
sional assurances of victory, encouraged them with the
hope of soon appearing before the enemy, and, with a
pains-taking interest that never once grew impatient, he
led them by circuitous paths, and without departing from
the route which he had contemplated the night before, so
that, upon the charge of the Spaniards, he must necessa-
rily find himself upon their flank.

Meanwhile the thousand warriors of, Zemaco, by tens,
by twenties, and by fifties, after the manner of all savage
people, were in motion, rising from behind the heights
where they had so long been watching, and displaying
themselves in all their strength and barbaric pomp, in the
presence of the Spaniards. They rushed down the hill-
sides to the sound of drums and conchs, shouting as
they ran, and brandishing their weapons with the exult-
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ing consciousness of certain victory. They beheld their
foe reduced to a point, a mere speck on the bosom of the
valley, which their numbers could soon environ, and as
they fondly imagined overrun. Some of them made their
forward movement towards the enemy in a sort of festive
dance, in which they kept admirable time, though compelled
to descend the while an unequal and sometimes rapidly pre-
cipitous plane. Their confidence, their numbers, their
long black hair, oily skins, and finely-formed persons, to-
gether with their shouts and howlings, were not without
an effect upon the invaders; but repeated conflicts with
the savages, and a confidence in their leader which was
not unwisely bestowed, kept them from panic, and the In-
dians were not without their own share of surprise when
they beheld the Spaniards awaiting their advance without
a single change in their position. '

‘With the first signs of the morning, Vasco Nunez had
prepared for the attack which he had some reason to an-
ticipate. When he beheld the hills half encircling his en-
trenchments covered with his foes, he drew forth his
men with the view to use his dogs and horses. A portion
of his cannon—a species of falconet, or grasshopper, then
much employed in the wars of the new world~~he had
also drawn out of his fortress and concealed with select
bodies of men, under chosen leaders, each having his es-
pecial instructions. The dogs were leashed and kept in
cages at convenient points, but also covered from sight
and harm until the proper moment of their use. His en-
tire force, consisting of two hundred and fifty men, were
drawn up in three columns, with just space enough be-
tween the array of each to permit of the play of the artil-
lery. His little squadron of horse, but twelve in number,
equally divided, lay with their backs close to the entrench-
ments of the settlement on the two flanks of his little army.
Thus prepared, he saw the approach of the enemy with-
out apprehension. He was himself mounted on an animal
equally remarkable for his strength and fleetness. His
favourite hound, Leonchlco,—his only body-guard,—with
the composure of a veteran, and a knowledge of his place,
which veterans do not always know, kept close beside his
stirrup, ready at the bidding of his master, and not be-
fore, to take part in the approaching conflict. Such had
been his experience in the wars with the Indians, and
such his doclllty, in consequence of the admirable training
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to which he had been subjected, that the leash and cage
which alone secured others from evil, were esteemed un-
necessary for him. The arms of the Spaniards were of a
motley description, and consisted of arquebusses, cross-
bows, swords and targets :—some few carried lances, or
javelins, of palm wood, with which they had provided them
selves from the hands of their Indian enemies. Thus pre-
pared, Vasco Nunez received the shock of the assailant at
the head of his little army. With a long wild shout, a
concerted signal, which found its echo from every hill
around them, the Caribbeans rushed on to the conflict. A
thousand arrows at one instant darkened the air, and rat-
tled among the little host of the Spaniards. Then, following -
up their missiles, without waiting to witness their effects,
the savage tribes darted down upon their foes, with the
avidity of the hawk stooping upon the sparrow. Wielding
- their clubs aloft with practised skill and muscular arms,
they struck at the. heads and knees, making .one move-
ment of the arm suffice for a single stroke at the two ex-
tremes of the person.

“I'he Spaniards meanwhile, were nat idle. Their cross-
bows returned the fire of the Indians, the archer firing at
groups only ;—but when the keen eye of Vasco Nunez saw
that the great body of savages had descended from the
heights and were huddling together in confused bands,
each striving to be foremost in its attack upon the small
and condensed array - which he led, he saw that the
hour for serious strife was at hand. He commanded his
ranks to open. This movement displayed the artillery,
which another movement disposed in such order as to
rake the entire valley. Yet still the signal was withheld.
The Spanish leader lingered until the solid masses
should reach that line along the plain which his artillery
commanded. It was not longere the impatient valour of
the Caribbees brought them to the point, and then the
cannon belched forth its unexpected and appalling thun-
ders. 'The solid mass recoiled but did not fly. Its own
density was against its safety, and prevented escape.
Nor did flight, after the first moment of alarm, seem the
desirs of this fearless people. Checked by their own
numbers from flight at the first essay, they did not think
of renewing it. Encouraged by their chiefs, they an-
swered the artillery with a second flight of arrows, and,

voL. 1. 2
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as before, followed up their missiles by a general rush.
As Vasco Nunez had anticipated, directing their fury
upon a point so narrow as that presented by his front,
their immense numbers were unavailing, and worse than
useless. The savages struggled with each other to reach
the foe, and in this condition could oppose only man to
man in the narrow valley into which they had unwit-
tingly descended. It was now, as they began to exhibit
a consciousness of their difficulties, and swayed to and
fro beneath the raking fire of the artillery, that Vasco
Nunez gave the signal for his little troop of cavalry to
move from the wings towards the centre, and increase,
with a new form of danger and terror, the confusion un-
.der which the assailants struggled. A sudden and full
burst of martial music was the first ear-piercing intima-
tion which the Caribbeans received of an onset, of the
terror of which they could have formed no adequate idea.
Then came the thundering tread of the horse, followed
by his plunging form, his fire-breathing nostril, and the
keen edge of that sword which it was the boast of the
Spanish cavalier, could, with a single stroke of a good
arm, sever the naked savage in twain. The roar of the
cannon was succeeded by the ringing of the clattering
sabre digging deep into the defenceless skulls of the scat-
tered and flying crowd. Vainly the stubborn savages
threw up, with arms practised at defence, the massive war
club for their protection. The keen blade severed it like
a thread, and the same blow most usually struck down
the warrior to whom it yielded no protection. It was a
work of carnage simply and not of fight. Vasco Nunez
looked on with feelings of commiseration new to the
Spanish warrior. Still, the fearless savages continued the
struggle, however vain their opposition. Zemaco himself
cheered them with shouts and stimulated them by the bit-
terest reproaches. Himself wounded, he yet strove where
the fight was thickest, being resolute to die rather than
retreat. He had seen how rapidly the work of death went
on where the horsemen ploughed their way among the
flying, the fighting and the dead; and with a desperate
valour, he turned his arms in the quarter where he
seemed most likely to encounter them. Already he had
advanced among the conflicting fugitives, though with
great difficulty, to a point which was threatened by the
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cavalry. They were near at hand, and but one dense
mass of his people stood between him and certain death.
But this band was moved by no common sentiment of
valour. They beheld the station which had been taken
by their sovereign, and saw his danger. Though stricken
down by their enemies, they clung to the necks and to the
legs of the horses, and baffled, by their crowding bodies;
the advance of the assailant. Shortening their arrows
and spears, they stabbed the animals with their sharp
flint heads, though without often inflicting mortal wounds ;
and these injuries, falling short of the designed effect, had
rather the effect of goading forward the beast, whom the
martial music, and the efforts of his rider, had already
wrought up to a pitch of fury not congenial to the nature
of so timid an animal. The fury of fear, the most intoxi-
cating of any form of madness, caused the steed, when
wounded, to overcome all obstacles; and the opposing
warriors were flung from their hold, and beaten down
beneath their flying hoofs. The devoted band who had
thrown themselves between their monarch and the death
which threatened him, were- mangled and crushed. The
power of resistance was gone, and the seemingly con-
certed scream, with which they warned the cassique to fly,
was the last effort of their expiring loyalty. But the brave
_chieftain was not suffered to meet the foe and sink be-
neath the fate which threatened him. The chosen war-
riors of Zobayda—such as remained—and who claimed
always the personal command of the cassique threw them-
selves between him and the horsemen. While one party
devoted themselves to a like fate with the band which had
perished, another seized with strong hands upon the per-
son of the struggling Zemaco, and bore him upward along
the heights. The flight of the chieftain was a sufficient
sign to his people that the battle was at an end ; and the
fearless savages who would have continued the struggle,
however hopeless, so long as their sovereign remained
upon the field, now availed themselves of the tacit privi-
lege thus given them to fly from the conflict with no less
haste than they had employed in beginning it.

« Shall these rascals escape thus?” demanded the san-
guinary Pizarro, riding up to Vasco Nunez—his eye
glaring with the tiger’s rage, while bis hands were glued
to his sabre hilt by the blood which had dripped down
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from its crimson edge. ¢ Shall we not set the dogs upon
their heels?”

« Ay, let it be done Francisco,”’ was the reply, *though,
in truth, it is a cruel business. Let it be done.” :

At a word, the cage doors were thrown open, and the
leash holders ran with the dogs to the nearest spot where
a blood puddle lay—then cutting the cords which fastened
them, they hallowed them after the fugitives, and the rank
smell of blood, freshly left by the flying enemy, soon
guided them up the hills in rapid pursuit. The horsemen
followed at full speed, and ere the warriors who bore the
still struggling Zemaco had reached the eminence for
which they toiled, the furious Pizarro, followed by Rod-
rigo, Colmenares, and Bartolome Hurtado, was close upon
their footsteps. The danger was imminent, and the fear-
less savage commanded that his people should desist from
flight, which they now considered hopeless, and make a
last, and no less hopeless, effort at resistance. They set
the wounded chieftain on his feet, and once more he grasped
his war-club in readiness, and prepared his javelin. His
face was grave, but not gloomy ; and he rebuked his fol-
lowers for the downcast and dispirited expression of their
looks.

% The Carib had a song of rejoicing in his death, and
what says the priest who tends at the altar of the god, in
the golden temple of Zobayda? Shall there be sorrow at
the birth. of the child, and sorrow too when he dies? Be-
gin thy song of rejoicing and of triumph, Bahechio—and
tell of the deeds of Zemaco. 1t will be good to say when
thou hast done, that he lifted his spear to the face of the
enemy, when death put an end to the battle.”

But the answer of his followers was unanimous.

“ The song of death shall be our song, but not the song
of Zemaco. Zemaco shall live for his people. We will
stand before the Spaniards while Zemaco goes over the
hill.”

The deep bay of the hound, breaking suddenly as it
were from the ground beneath them, seemed to baffle
this precious plan of flight. With a faint smile upon his
lips, the cassique replied—

« Hark ! the barking dog of the Spamard says ‘no.’ We
must fight—we must die.”

The dogs came rushing up the hill at this moment and
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the troopers fast following them. Leonchico led the way,
but ere he approached the little group which environed
the monarch, one of his followers sped a shaft which en-
tered his side. But the wound failed to arrest the onward
motion of the fierce and powerful dog, and the savage
who had thus spent his. last arrow in vain, with a noble
daring, and with a loyalty not often surpassed, flung him-
self forward in the very face of the animal. Leonchico
paused for an instant, thrust his nose to the earth, his eye
all the while keenly fixed on that of the Indian. His ears
were flattened, the skin upon his neck rose into a ridge of
elaborated muscle, while the tawny red hair which cover-
ed it, assumed a comblike appearance, like a crest, that
gradually continued to rise until it almost overhung his
brow. His hind feet were gathered up close behind the
fore, and in this attitude, he advanced two small paces
before he sprung.  Aninstant motion in the air—so instan-
taneous that the victim did not behold the moment of his
rise—and he was upon the shoulders of the savage—his
thick jaws clasped together upon his throat with a spas-
modic energy which defied his struggles and made them
short. The victim fell and writhed along the earth, but
the limbs of the dog seemed to follow all his contortions,
while his jaws relaxed their hold for no single instant
after they had once been fixed upon him. A silent hor-
ror seized upon the limbs of the cassique as he looked on
this dreadful spectacle. Arrow after arrow had been dis-
charged at the inhuman assailant, but though all pene-
trated the skin, and some of them inflicted severe wounds,
he seemed to give them no more regard than if they had
been utterly unfelt. His victim appeared lifeless beneath
him, and the jaws of. the dog relaxed ; but only to close
again with double tenacity as he perceived another motion
of his body, probably the last fleeting indication of life.
In another moment he leapt from the carcass, and snuffed
the air as if for new employment. Meanwhile a portion
of the troops had gained the level on the verge of which
stood the savage chieftain. But here their steps were
arrested. A new enemy seemed to rise from the earth
beneath them ; and an ally sprang to the succour of Ze-
maco, at the moment when hope seemed to be gone for
ever. This was the fugitive Caonabo. His men were
scattered along the table ledge of the hill, and each had
2* .



14 THE DAMSEL OF DARIEN.

his instructions. The .policy of this seeming dispersion
of his followers was instantly obvious ; since the Spaniards,
few in number, were required to face a hundred foes, all
assailing in the same instant at every point of the com-
pass. The commands of Caonabo, closely followed by
the men he led, now docile as they saw the evident supe-
riority of his discipline, and more fresh for the conflict,
left the horsemen unharmed, but delivered their shafts
with united purpose and good aim, solely at the dogs and
horses. The first deed of Caonabo himself was to send
an arrow into the nostril of the famous Leonchico,
just at the moment when freeing his teeth from the
hold taken upon the savage he had slain, he was prepar-
ing to advance upon the group of which Zemaco was the
centre. Unable to rid himself from the shaft, which had
penetrated a part without the free use of which his eflorts
were unavailing, the fierce animal retired from the field
with the quiet instinct of the soldier, who employs his
strength in seeking a cover in the bushes, when Le can
no longer engage in the conflict. A second shaft from
the hands of Caonabo went quivering through the bo.
som of the horse bestrode by the unglutted Pizarro. The
Spaniard fell heavily to the ground half buried beneath
the wounded and struggling steed. The arrows of the
scattered Indians rained upon his armour, and all the
efforts of his companions were drawn to his extrication.
The fight thickened around his body, and this event ef
fected a successful diversion of the pursuit. When Vasco
Nunez advanced to the assistance of his lieutenant, the
cassique had disappeared, and no foe remained in sight but
the fearless Caonabo, sustained by some fifty of the sa-
vages. These, as the re-enforcement came to the relief
of Pizarro, began to retire slowly from the field; but the
blood of Vasco Nunez was inflamed by this unlooked-for
resistance and interruption to his conquest. He was not
willing to suffer the escape of a warrior who had shown
himself so capable.” Giving the command to charge, he
himself led the way against the retiring fugitive, and
vainly did the latter seek to check his advance by a
timely and skilful use of his shaft. Vasco Nunez wore a
complete suit of mail, which defied the adroitness of the
savage. His steed was also protected by a clothing of
mail and palded cotton which protected him in all vital
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parts. He had not escaped without wounds, however, and
his vigour was diminished in consequence of fatigue and
loss of blood: But the rising anger of his rider drove him
forward in the pursuit, and the proud Caonabo beholding
with what tenacious hostility the pursuing Spaniard kept
only upon his track without seeming to heed the assaults
made upon him by his followers, conceived the idea of
giving him the battle which he desired. This was a re-
solution, presumptuous in the last degree, if considered
by the ordinary standard of judgment in reference to the
issue between the savage and the Spaniards. But Cao-
nabo was no common man; and a reasonable conviction
of his own powers, skill, and experience of the sort of foe
with whom he had to deal, would scarce justify a charge
of conceit or presumption against him. Giving instruc-
tions to a few of his warriors who happened to be most
near him in his flight, to annoy the steed of his foe from
behind while he encountered the rider in front, he boldly
turned upon the pursuer, and awaited his approach at a
little spot where some strewn and broken rocks promised
to baffle the free movements of the horse,

Behind these he entrenched himself, with the hope that
in any effort of the rider to leap his battlements, the steed
might come to the earth, in which event he calculated
that his foe must nccessarily become the victim of his
rashness. Knowing well the impatient insolence of the
Spaniards in all their encounters with the Indians, in or-
der to provoke his enemy to that degree of rashness
which would make him attempt the rocks in front, he
boldly assailed hiin with words of insult as he approached,
delivered in imperfect Spanish. Surprised at such a salu-
tation and in his own language, but still more enraged at
its audacity, Vasco Nunez, pricking his reluctant steed
with his dagger, drove him forward as Caonabo had ex-
pected. But the anticipations of the $avage were not re-
alized in another and more important respect. The steed
of Vasco Nunez was one of a thousand, and carried him
over the rocks without stumble or impediment.

“ Dog of a savage, from whence come you? Who are
you? Speak, slave, ere [ hew thee to pieces.”

Such was the answer of the cavalier to the address of
the Indian. The answer of the latter as he slowly retired
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backward among the rocks, was fearless and full of de-
fiance.

“ Dog thyself! I am a man—I hate thee, Spaniard, ~1
spit upon thee, and will slay thee.”

« Ha ! say'st thou—if thou art brave as insolent, lt will
be some pleasure to cleave thee asunder at a stroke. St.
John of the Wilderness! let not this villain escape my
hands.”

The repeated goadings of the steel drove the beast for-
ward with such speed, that Caonabo was only able to
evade the onset of the cavalier by submitting his war-club
to the severing stroke which was intended for his own
head. Thrown upward in defence, the macana was cut in
twain at the blow; and flinging from him the worthless
fragment which filled his hands, Caonabo nimbly leaped
aside from the path of the Spaniard, and throwing himself
upon the ground at the edge of a steep declivity, he rolled
headlong down the descent through a gorge which had
been made by the continual passage of the mountain tor-
rents, Before Vasco Nunez could extricate himself from
among the rocks, the fugitive ehief had disappeared from
sight, probably not without severe hurt, but through pas-
sages where no horseman might pursue. His enemy, sa-
tisfied that farther pursuit was idle, yet vexed with the
escape of one whose insolent lJanguage was no less strange
than offensive, gave over the search, and returned slowly
to his entrenchments, to count over the slain, attend the
wounded, and gather the spoils of the field, which pro-
mised—because of the gold plates and pearls with which
the savages with barbarous pomp had bedecked their
persons,—to be no less profitable than it had been bloody.
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CHAPTER 1L
CARETA.

Tne Indians disappeared from the surrounding heights
with the events of that bloody day, and the path of disco-
very, for a brief distance, lay open to Vasco Nunez. But
as yet the brave cavalier could undertake no conquest or
enterprise of moment, from the limited character of his
resources, and the small number of soldiers which he
commanded. Some of these were slain, and more wound-
ed in the baftle, and many more were sick in consequence
of great fatigue, inadequate food, and diseases peculiar to
the climate. The provisions which they had obtained
from Hispaniola had long since given out, and their only
food was found in such scanty supplies, as they gleaned
from the savages by the terrors of their arms. Impatient
to proceed on his peth of conquest and renown, Vasco
Nunez was yet too wise and thoughtful to push an enter-
prise which called for adequate preparation. A premature
attempt he well knew would only result in disappointment,
and would, most probably, impair his own reputation to
$0 great a degree, as to lose him the confidence and com-
mand of his followers. Thus straightened, he reconciled
himself, as well as he might, to the necessities of his situ-
ation. He strepgthened his colony by additional en-
trenchments, built houses for his people, and Jald ont
gardens for the cultivation of grain and vegetables, A
portion of his men, the feeble and unenterprising, were
employed in these necessary labours; whille the rest were
despatched on various missions, either of conquoest or dis-
covery, along the neighbouring coast and throughout the
country. He himsell seldom Jeft the colony, reserving
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himself for those larger perils only, which, as they in-
volved the greater objects, necessarily implied the greatest
dangers. Between the mountains before him and the seas
behind him, the glance of his eyes and the expectations of
his heart were equally divided. The one rose between
him and those meditated conquests, which he might not
hope to obtain without that succour which he knew could
only reach him by the other; and anxiously, indeed, did
he pray for the success of his messenger in Spain, who
was to defend his conduct before his sovereign, and pro-
vide him with those supplies which he fondly hoped were
to acknowledge his past, and facilitate his prosecution of
new, achievements. His men saw nothing in the counte-
nance and conduct of their leader, but the firm enthusias-
tic courage and confidence of a spirit born for success,
and pursuing the only paths by which he might command
it; but pacing the melancholy shore, looking wistfully
over its chafing waters, a gloom, like that which broods
over their solemn waste, gathered new strength in his
hosom with every added moment of his watch. There,
or along the mountain paths, over which he sometimes
clambered to muse in secret upon his more than mountain
projects, dark clouds gathered upon his brow, the certain
token of those doubts which for ever haunt the path of
human ambition, and gather above the summits of its Jof-
tiest hopes. It was in vain that the astrologer renewed
his glowing promises, and dwelt upon the favouring as-
pects of his star. It was in vain that he reminded him
of what had been already achieved, seemingly in his own
despite, and certainly against his own hope. to give him
the elevation he desired. He who has lofty purposes and
hopgs, has fears and doubts of corresponding depression,
and it is no disparagement of genius to say, that a certain
humility—the result of a due conviction of its own human
incapacity—must sometimes make it tremble for the suc-
cess of those designs, which a godiike imagination con-
ceives, in aid of the more slow and creeping experience.
Meanwhile, the Cassique Zemaco was not idle, though
dispirited by his late defeat. The result of the action
with the Spaniards had tended in no small degree to ele-
vate the judgment of Caonabo in his mind. He felt the
force now of all those arguments which his vanity had
before rejected ; and the policy, while avoiding all gene- ’
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ral engagementis, of harrnssing his encmy by I1n||.|:'lng i
ks path, pacing ambuseades for his merch, laving waste
the coaniry, and colling off his detechments; be defer-
mined lo adopt alter the counsel of the Tugtlve, Hples
were placed upon all the movements of the Spanian!s—
emissaries sent (0 all the minor chicfz of tho country ; and
thelr canoes, fornied to ply the rivers and along the bays
and indentations of the coasl, stole aleng by night, oven
among the brigantines of the invaders, and ascertained
thedr condition and reporfed their objects.  This espion-
nge, which the great numbers of his followers enabled
demnco o make singalarly effective, had the maost impor-
tant and paralyzing effeet upon the fortunes of the Bpan.
kards. Few of the enterprises which they underiook,
though under such captains as Plzarro, Colimenares, and
Valdivia, were entirely suceesslul, and some of them were
defeated with loss and diseredil.  Such reaulls as those
aroused Vaseo Numez to the neceasily of undertaking the
minor adventures himsell; and some informotion which
e obtalned from two of the men whom Nicuesa had felt
at Nombre de Dios, determined him wpon a journey of
greater perll and extent than any that had been made
before. These méen, o0 escape some punishment, had
flod from Nicoesa wpen hls first arrival in the coantry,
had wandered off into the foresis, and finally fGilen
into the hands of the Casslgue of Coyba.  Though priso-
ners, they had been treated kindly, and had remained
with him In & sort of honourable eaptivity lng encugh to
e Into the eondition of the land.  Of its wealth i gold
they pave n ghowing account t6 Vasco Nuanez, and spoko
of lmasense aml seeret stores of provisions to which they
could guide him without dificulty, |iﬂlg1|:|g thedr lives for
the saccezs of any enterprise ogalnst his dominions
This offer, and the intelligence which they conveyed to
him, determined Vaseo Nupez upon his course.  Choos-
ing a hsndred and thirty men, from the most resolute of
hilz command, he at onews set off for the province of Coyha,
But the wary and wily enemy who had so long watched
his movements, hung mround them still, and though
he guffered hie march to remain vamolesied, he noted
every siep in his progress, and the Cassique of Coybn wase
duly informed of the approaching foe. He was enobied
to conceal his treasares of gold amd grain, and to prepare

nerosors GOOGlE
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with all his force for battle. But the impetuous Span-
iards entered the town where he had entrenched himself,
by storm and in the night. A desperate fight ensued in
the darkness. The Cassique fought bravely against a foe
of whose savage cruglties he had heard an account no
less appalling than had been told him, with more truth, of
his overwhelming powers; and with the high-souled
desperation of a prince, willing to sacrifice himself for his
people, he sought out the leader of the Spaniards, by the
blazing light of his habitation, which his own hands had
set on fire, But all the accounts which had been brought
him of the superior prowess of the invaders fell short of
the truth as he realized it in the encounter which he
sought himself. A single moment sufficed Vasco Nunez
to destroy the hope of the cassique, His spear, severed
at the first stroke of the Spanish sword, left his head un-
guarded for the second, while his prostrate form lay be-
neath the feet of the cavalier. Angry with the strife, and
roused to all that minor sort of madness, without the
blinding inflnence of which man would probably seldom
strike -his fellow-man, Vasco Nunez prepared to repeat
the blow which must have severed the head from the
shoulders of his opponent; when, as they beheld the dan-
ger of their chief, the Indians, to a man, threw down their
weapons, and sunk with an appalling shriek of terror to
the ground. At the same moment, while the yet uplifted
sword of the cavalier hung threatening above the head of
the prostrate warrior, & girl, scarcely more than fifteen,
darted between the combsgtants, and throwing herself
upon the body of the cassique, clung to his neck with the
fondest devotion, seeking with her own slender and
sylphlike form to cover and shield it from the impending
weapon, Vasco Nunez was charmed by this unexpected
apparition. Never had so bright and ethereal a creature
descended before his eyes. Matchless in grace, as she
lay before him, one arm around the cassique, one lifted
imploringly to the conqueror, while her tearful eyes
pleaded with the more eloquence that her lips were silent,
he thought her one of those heavenly visions which some-
times hallow and delight even the dreams of the unre-
lenting soldier, and move him to momentary feelings of
gentleness and love. Her face was girlish, almost child-
ish, as, indeed, belonged to her years; but there was the
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expanded soul of the woman in her eye, and in her con.
duct the affectlons which belong to all ages, and Jift any
into nobleness and benuty. Fairer than her people, her
cheek bloomed with an olive lustre such as the Spaniards
loved to applaud in the beauties of their own nation, Her
forehead was high and narrow—her mouth small; and
while it quivered with the nameless terrors which were
struggling in her heart, the tips of the white teeth gleamed
at intervals through the parted lips, from which the natu-
ral red had taken flight, though to return again, the mo-
ment after, with accumulated richness. Voluminous and
of a glossy black like that of the wing of the raven, her
hair covered not -only her own shoulders but the bosom
of ber father—for such was the cassique whom she strove
to shield from the rage of his conqueror. But the rage
of the conqueror was alveady subdued. He looked on her
pleading and tearful eyes, and his heart melted within him.
He commanded his followers to stay the sword ; and lifting
the damsel herself from the form of him whom she had
s0 opportunely rescued from the fatal stroke, he bade the
cassique, in tones of mercy and forbearance, arise from
the earth,

« What have I done to thee,” sdid the cassique, ag he
stood in the presence of his conqueror—* For what ¢crime
Is it that thou hast served me in this crue] wizse. 1 have
fed thy people when they were bungry, 1 have helped
them when they were weary and-athirst. 1 have ever
treated the stranger with.loving-kindness. Hadst thou
aought me for food, 1 had given it—my people should
have brought thee grain—my women should have
strengthened thee with a pleasant beverage. 1 wouid
rather meet the stranger with fruits than with a javelin ;
but thou hast yielded me no choice. Thy coming was
in wrath and thunder. Thou hast stricken my people,
and. brought ruin to our dwellings. Wherefore hast thou
cgme in war, when thou shouldst have come in friend-
5 tp."

Vasco Nunez, if & common rude soldier, might have
found some difficulty in replying to so pathetic and well.
grounded a rebuke. But it is recorded ae another re-

. markable accomplishment in the cavalier, that he had &
wondeérful skil! in winning the affections of thg savages.
He was touched with the sppeal of the cassique, and

¥OL. I 3
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replied to him, by expressing his good-will to the Indians.
He ascribed his assault entirely to the necessities of the
Spaniards—their absolute want of food which could not
well be procured for present consumption in any other
manner. With arguments like these, and by a grace of
manner, which, in a being confessedly so superior, was
beyond any argument beside, Vasco Nunez soon conci-
liated the favour and removed the anger of his savage
host.

« There should not be strife between us,” replied the
cassique—*“and it were madness in me to hope to con-
tend with a warrior who wears such a weapon as this,”
touching the sword as he spoke—¢ and can cleave a man
in twain at a single stroke. I would have thee as a
friend-—thee and thy people.”’

“ I do not seek to harm thee,” replied Vasco Nunez, * it
gives me’'no pleasure to destroy and slay, nor, indeed,
should I have descended upon thee in anger as 1 have
done, but that I know thou hast taken counsel from the
Cassique of Darien, to withstand me with thy warriors.
What pledge wilt thou give me that thou wilt give no
farther heed to the words of Zemaco 1"

« My warriors shall follow thee,” replied the cassique,
“thou hast demanded of me the knowledge of the land—
my people shall show thee their riches. I will provide
thee with food, and that thou mayst the better believe the
sincerity of my heart, lo! here is my daughter—~my best
beloved Careta ; thou shalt take her to thy bosom as thy
wife. She is good, and thou seest that she is both young
and beautiful. She shall be a bond betwixt thee and me,
a pledge of the fidelity of her father and her people.”

The eye of Vasco Nunez turned anxiously and sadly
upon the downcast features of the shrinking damsel, who
clung to her father’'s arm as if dreading her instant re-
moval. For a moment the lips of the cavalier were
closed, compressed, as if to quell and silence certain un-
bidden feelings in his soul. Then, calmly approaching,
he Jaid his hand gently upon the arm of the maiden, while

_he asked—

“ Wilt thou go with the strange warrior, Careta—wilt
thou leave thy father and live with me 1"

She shrunk back, and trembled with an undefinable
struggle, But though she shrunk, she looked up, as the
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gentle words of the cavalier encouraged her, and her

dewy eyes encountered the keen, earnest glance of his.

_ In an instant they were cast down, while her face was
suffused with blushes.

* Enough! thou shalt go w1th me, Careta—thou shalt
be the wife of Vasco Nunez” -

A piercing shriek escaped her -at these words, and
throwing herself upon her knees, she grasped those of the
cassique; and wildly addressed herself to him.

“ Wilt thou say it, my father,—wilt thou send thy
child, thy Careta, from thee, to the far home of the pale
warrior? Ah, my father—no!”

« The pale warrior will be the friend of thy father,
when Careta sleeps upon his bosom. He will help thy
father to strike his enemies—he will protect him with his
mighty men from Ponca and Comagre. Will Careta
make the pale warriors angry with her people ¥

The girl rose meekly, and crossing over to where
Vasco Nunez stood, put her hand in his with all the con-
fiding trust of the innocent and hopeful child.

«Careta will go with the pale warrior. She will bring
him drink when he is weary, and watch over him when
he sleeps. Let the pale warrior be good to her people.”

‘With emotions, strange and insuppressible, Vasco Nu-
nez took the girl ih his arms and folded her to his mail
clad bosom. The hand of the astrologer was-laid upon
his shoulder.

« Nay, Micer Codro, I know what thou wouldst say,
but it availeth nothing. I tell thee, my friend, that the
pure heart of this heathen maiden is at this moment
dearer in the eyes of Vasco Nunez than all the gifts of
glory ever promised by the stars.”

¢ Ah, Vasco, my son, couldst thou see with eyes like
mine; already art thou far advanced on the path of thy
greatness, and the danger that awaits thee is still the
danger from a woman.”

«It cannot be, Micer Codro, that this heathen damsel
should be the woman of whom thou speakest. Is there
not one—one that thou knowest —are there not other
women? The stars themselves could not make of this
pure-hearted and trusting damsel an enemy of Vasco
Nunez.”

And he again clasped the maiden to his bosom at these

-



24 THE DAMSAEL OF DARIEN.

words, with a tenderness which surprised the savages,
who had beheid in him only the stern warrior before.

“ Shall I have no life but that of glory, Micer Codro?”
continued the cavalier, #1 tell thee, my father, even that
life {s not perfect if love hallow not its achievements.”

« Love " replied the other, ** didst thou not love Teresa
Davilat”

" The cavalier turned as if & viper had suddenly stung
his heel; lie pushed the wondering girl from his arms,
then as suddenly reclasped them around her, while he
replied sternly to the aged man In accents of quick re-
proach,

“ Speak not of her, Micer Codro! why shouldst thon
seek to lorture me with these cruel memoriea? Enough!
when | knew Teresa, [ ceased to love her. Shall the lip
that has tasted a fruit which is bitter be denied to thmk
that another may be sweet 1"

# Alas! my son ! Even the aweet may have its sorrow
with the bitter. But 1 would not vex thee. Enough, that
whether the damsel be thy enemy or not, thou hast none
other than a friend in Micer Codro.”

1 know it, father,” cried Vasco Nunez promptly
giving him bis hand, * and thou shoulkdst know that [
feel it even when in my impatience of rebuke 1 should
seem to forget. But no more of this—there are other
matters.”

Then turning to the cassigne he said—

» Coyba, our interests are one. Thy dauvghter shail
be a tie between us, which shall bind us in strength and
amity together. Bid thy warriors refresh themselves with
sleep, for with the dawn of light to-morrow, it is my pur-
pose to advance upon Ponca thy enemy. Micer Codro,

it will not be many days ere we gel tidings of that
southern sea,
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CHAPTER IIL

TIDINGS OF THE S80UTHERN SEA——AN ENEMY IN DIAGUIBK.

Wrrn the morning, Vasco Nunez set forth with his
wearriors, and attended by the Cassique of Coyba with a
large body of the natives, he advanced wpon the neigh-
houring territories of Ponca, the enemy of his ally. But
Ponca had been well apprised of the approach of his pow-
erful foe, and had received the instructions of Zemaceo to
fly from before him. He took refuge in the passes of the
mountains, where he busied himself in collecting bis men,
and uniting himself with other minor chiefs prepared to
make B stand in sitvations where it would be impossible
for the Spanish horse to operate. But having left behind
him his chief treasures In his flight, Vasco Nunez did not
care to pursue him. Another and more powerlul cassigue
named Comagre, next attracted the attention of the inva-
der. The Cassique of Coyba was not unwilling to dis-
play to his neizhbours the great superiority of his ally,
and persiaded Vasco Nunez accordingly to advance upon
his territovies also. The approach of the Spaniards was
soon made known to Comagre, who disarined their hos-
tility by a timely conciliation. He sent forih a deputation
of his chiel men who conducted them to his palace,—a
hage building of wood, described by the historians of that
time as bejng no less than one hundred and fifty yards in
length, and eighty in breadth, surrounded by a wali of
stone, and, after the manner of that people, admirably
furnished within. There they were welcomed with an
hospitality which considered nothing but their wants and
wishes. Their trestment was, indeed, worthy of a higher
condition of elvilization and refinement than was supposed

3'
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to belong to the Indians. Meats and dainties were spread
before them, with various beverages of different flavour
and various degrees of strength, which the Spaniards pro-
nounced to be nothing inferior to wine. Dancing girls
displayed their agility and charms while they feasted,
and a plentiful supply of provisions for the colony was
placed at their disposal. Nor did the courtesy and libe-
rality of Comagre rest here. His ecldest son, at a signal
given by his father, disappeared from the hall of recep-
tion, but soon returned followed by a train of seventy
slaves. Each of these slaves bore a vessel of gold, and
while the Spaniards looked on, wondering at the profu-
sion of wealth so suddenly spread before them, the slaves
at another signal of Comagre, advanced each, and laid his
burden at the feet of Vasco Nunez.

“ These are for the chief warrior of the king of Spain,”
said Comagre—* Let himn be a friend to Comagre hence-
forward. The slaves are for the Spaniard and the gold.”

Then, after gratefully thanking the cassique for his gift,
Vasco Nunez bade the treasurer advance and separate
one-fifth of the gold to be set apart for the sovereign.
The rest he gave to his soldiers to be divided among
themselves. This donation, however, was productive of
strife. The soldiers soon quarrelled about the division,
most of them dissatisfied with the share allotted, and
complaining that the best picces had been partially be-
stowed by the treasurer. Vasco Nunez was compelled
to interfere in the language of authority, but his com-
mands, though productive of instant obedience, would
scarcely have served to soothe and satisfy the discontented,
but for the sudden and strange action of the son of Co-
magre. This youth, when he beheld the strife among the
soldiers, with a blow of his fist, struck the scale, full of the
precious metal, from the hands of the treasurer, exclaim-
ing as he did so:

“ Now wherefore should the Christians quarrel for this
yellow stuff? If it is for this that they leave their own
land which they tell us is beyond such a weary waste of
water, let them follow me, and I will guide them to a
country where it grows—where the meanest vessels of
the people are made of it, and the water from the moun-
tains carries it in masses to the sea.”

“ What sea? what sea 1’ exclaimed Vasco Nunez, with
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impatience, proposing an inquiry which his followers con-
ceived to be strangely at variance with the true question
which he should have made.

The Indian pbinted to the south.

“Ha! said I not!” exclaimed Vasco Nunez, grasping
the arm of the astrologer, with an action that seemed
stratige to his followera no less than to the Indfans.

“ Yeara agone, when | came with Bastides to the shores
of Darien, a withered Indian assured me of that sea; and
vainly did I seek to persuadeRodrigo to enter upon the
adventure. Years agone !—and in that time how many
have heard my thoughts and counsels. Yet none have
found-—none have sought to find. The conquest is re
served for met”

The young savage smiled when he saw the exultation
which gleamed from the eyes of the cavaller—an exulta-
tion which well informed bim of the growing purpose in
his mind. : .

“ Why dost thou smile 1" demanded Vasco Nunez.

“ Doat thou think to conguer the country of which I
tell thee1” was the reply of the youth. :

“ By the smiles of the Blessed Virgin, under the favour
of the Holy St. John of the wilderness, that will I, if life
and strength be not withheld me.”

“The cassique of that eountry would lasugh at thy war-
riors. Thou wilt need a thousand such as thou hast.
He Is the ally of Zemaco, and hath a power greater than -
. Zemaco. His people are like the leaves on the tree, and

they are trained to battle from their boyhood. They
wield the macana, which is hardened by fire, which our
people have not strength to lift, and their yoang men use
bows and slings, and they have strength enough to send
their arrows through a man so that no part of it shall
remaln in. . With their slinge they can hurl a rock which
shall cleave the head of the bravest warrlor.”

* Thou art yet to know the Spaniard,” replied Vasco
Nunez. “Look ! and as he spake theso words, he gave
orders for the discharge of one of his pieoes, the effect of
which be well knew would be more convineing than any
boast which he could make of the powers of his men.
When the terror and wonder of the Indians had subsided,
Vasco Nunez, by a series of questions, drew from Comd-
gre ail that he desired to know of the people and the
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mountains lying between him and the object of his desire.
His heart was burning and leaping within him to over-
pass these narrow boundaries, and overcome the obstruc-
tions that gathered in his path of greatness. But when
he looked round upon his little band, half of them already
rendered incapable of fatigue or fight by reason of the toils
and exposure they had already undergone, he was com-
pelled with a sigh to defer the period of his full and final
triumph. But in order the sooner to effect it, he found it
necessary to return instantly to his little government of
Darien. A rash man-——one filled with his own unregu-
lated enthusiasm,—would have marched onward, regard-
ing nofhing but his own desires; but with a daring that
fell nothing short of the most adventurous, Vasco Nunez.
possessed an overruling sense, and a judgment of calm,
deliberative, and compi'ehensive character, which was stu-
dious always to adapt his means to his ends, and to avoid
the injudicious exposure of his little armament, however
great might’ be the inducement, and however insignificant
the danger. But the danger in the present instance, he
well knew could not be insignificant. He had to over-
come a range of high, untravelled mountains, cutting his
way all the while through-the hitherto unbroken forests,
and fighting, as he went, with successive bands of sava-
ges, the subjects of cassiques, most of whom were either
in alliance with, or subject to the control of his implacable
euemy,—Zemaco. Under the most favouring aspects he
was well assured that the little- army with him was ut-
terly inadequate, and the force at Darien was not suffi-
cient to change materially the aspect of his difficulties.
The world of beauty and delightful promise lay before
his eyes ; but a gulf was at his feet; and though passable
by a single plank, the power was beyond him to procure
that plank. His hope lay in supplies beyond the water,
either from old Spain or Espanola, to both of which places
his emissaries had already been despatched. Anxious,
therefore, to hear from these regions, he hastened his re-
turn to the colony. His arrival at Darien was simultaneous
with that of his messenger Valdivia from Hispaniola, who
brought him some small supplies of provisions and am-
munition, and a more important addition, a few soldiers.
Among these soldiers was one, seemingly a mere boy,

who had not yet numbered more than twenty years of hu-
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man life. He was so small, &and seemingly efleminate of
person, that when Vasco Nunez came to examine the sols
diers brought by Vaidivia, he wondered much that he
should have accepted so inadequate a person. But Val.
diviz excused himsell by saying that be did reject the
application of the youth, but that he persisted so streno-
ously in his desire to come, and expressed so great an
admiration for his commander, that he found all his réluc.
tance overcome, and he &t length consented-—the youth
being resolute, he said, if Valdivia did not take bim, to
find other means for effecting his porpose. When Vasco
Nunez lieard this account of the young wan, he ealted
him out from the rest, and guestioned him after the fol
lowing manner,

“ Your name is Pedro de Ulioa 1"

“Of Valencia, sedior, wae the prompt reply of the
youth.

“ You are yet very young to ba a soldier-—and 1 think
not sirong. Are you used to the weapon 1"

* T'o none other than the dagger, sefor.”

*“It i3 not the weapon for the Indian, and an arm =o
slemder as yours may scarcely carry one more effect
fve. Your whole frame is feeble. I doubt whether you
have chosen the right profession, Pedro.”

“ My heart is resolute in its purpose, sefior; if my arm
be weak, and though I may not carry weighty weapow,
or do much harm to an enemy in arms, 1 am ene to serve
a captaln. [ am swift of foot—I can write a clear hand—
1 can bear despatches, and keep counsel.’

“These are ail excellent qualities, Pedro,” returned the
cavalier, “ but in these heathen Jands, it 1s needful aiways
that the scribe and the messenger, nay, the priest of God
himself, be ready to lift spear, and nse it freely, against
sudden necessity, Wert thou my messenger aver these
hills of Darien, and the warriors of Zemaco should envi-
ron thee, thy arm would do littie for thy extrication.”

It would do ail that it could, senor; bat with keen
eye, and quick foot, and quicker thought, it weuld not be
so easy for the savages to environ me. If they did, senor,
their tortures ahould only make me swallow my secret,~—
not yield it up.”

“'Thou hast the proper apirit; were the strength in thy
arms—but, be it as thow wilt—I will keep thee nesr my
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person,—thou couldst do but little service along with
those iron'men. They would destroy thee soon, if they
could provoke thee to follow where they led. Thy face
does not seem strange to mine eyes, Pedro,—have I not
looked on thee before 1"

« Never, senor—I am but a month from Spain. I had
a brother senor—a brother that thou might'st have seen
in Santo Domingo, in times past, and to whom it was
said I bore some likeness. It may be thou hast looked on
him.” :

The eyes of the youth were fixed on the ground as he
uttered this reply, and a suspicious eye might have re-
marked a slight emotion in his frame, as if a tremor
shook it. But Vasco Nunez beheld nothing, while he re-
plied:

« And where is he, Pedro '—if he hath a spirit such as
thine, I were glad to have him in my command. Is he yet
in Hispaniola =—Valdivia will soon return, and shall seek
him.”

« He lives not, senor,” was the quick reply, while a bit-
ter smile passed over the lips of the speaker, “he lives
not ; though, did he, he were scarce the man to serve
thee. He had not the right spirit, else, perchance, he had
been here in place of me, and had been to this day a living
man. If it please thee, senor, we will speak of him no
more. He sleeps in a bloody grave.”

“ Was he slain in battle, Pedro? perchance—"

“No! senor!™ almost fiercely interrupting his superior
—*that had been a fit finish for a noble life. He fell by
the hand of the midnight assassin; and, shame to me that
I say it, his murderer yet lives, and—"

He paused, his lips quivered and became almost livid,
while his eyes looked a venomous anger, even upon those
of Vasco Nunez, and he clutched the dagger at his gir-
dle with an almost spasmodic grasp.

“ There is no shame to thee, Pedro, in this. Thou art -
but a boy ; thou art too feeble for strife, and cannot hope -
to be the avenger of blood.”

“ Ha! think’st thou, senor? Thou art wrong. The
. Injured hath a strength beyond the vain-glorious imagin-
ings of the tyrant, though his arm be feeble, and his con-
dition mean. The day may be far, but it will yet come;
and [ despair not of my hour. The God who suffers no
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wrong to go unpunished, will help me to the redress of
mine. Thou wilt see, senor—by the blessed shrine of
Compostella, thou wilt see.”

“ Well, Heaven grant it for thy sake, Pedro,” replied
the cavalier—* the assassin who slew thy brother at mid-
night should fitly perish at thy hands. But thou look’st
at me as if I had wronged thee—thine eyes flash with rage
as they meet mine own, and why shouldst thy hand grap-
ple with thy steel at a time when thy enemy stands not-
before thee 1" :

“ Forgive me, senor,” replied the boy—his voice filling
as he spoke, and his eyes sinking to the earth, while his
manner, on the instant, became that of a courteous humi-
lity— forgive me, but, in the madness of my humour,
methought he did. I pray thee, senor, that thou wilt no
more move nie to speak upon this matter. My heart
kindles with a flame like that of a furnace, and the blood
leaps into my brain, when I am minded that mine only
brother—the stay and support of our aged mother in Spain
—was cruelly murdered, and the murderer, not beyond
my reach, I trust, lives yet to glory in his crimes.”"

“ But thou canst tell me the name of his assassin. Is
he of Spain ?’

* Spare me, senor—I can only declare his name in the
hour that lays him at my feet.”

Vasco Nunez surveyed the face of the speaker with a
look of inquiry, that truly indicated the feeling of doubt in -
his mind. -

It seems to me as though I must have known thee
before, Pedro—yet it is now many years since I left
Spain, and thou wert then too young to have been much
regarded. But it matters little—I take thee into my ser-
vice, since thou art resolute, and will find thee employ-
ment this very day. Thou shalt assist me to prepare my
despatches for our sovereign, and for Don Diego Colon,
who is restored, I see, to the command of Espanola—an
act of justice which doth honour to the king and his royal
council. It will be an hour before I need thee,—meanwhile
take thy pleasure where thou mayst, but beware thou
goest not beyond the barrier. The infidel is lurking about
us, night and day, and whoso ventures single-handed be-
yond our defences, must needs have a keen eye to watch
his coming, and a swift foot, such as thou boasteth, to es-
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cape his snares. Thou art now at liberty—in one hovr I
will iook to mee thee again,”

With these words, Vasco Nunez left him to proceed to
other duties. The keen eye of the boy watched him
closely 88 he departed, and words, brief and vindictive,
fell from his muttering lips.

# Ay, indeed, my arm Iz feeble, sayst thov——would it
were not ! But though feeble, thanks to the avenger, there
are other modes to strihe the foe, to crush the tyrant,
and redress the wrong, than by mere brute power. The
wit that sharpened the dagger at the forge, hath a thou-
sand modea of vengeance, and mighty though thou art,
with gigantic limbs, and a akill that man can seidom
roatch, there is yet-——thou shelt ind—an art beyond thine
own, which shall bring thee, with rll thy might and mus-
¢le, to the earth, Thou prayest heaven that I may win the
vepgeance | intend. Fool ! Little dost thou imagine that
thou thyself art the victim of thy prayer!”

Having thus spoken, the boy, concealing his bitter
mood under & face of smiling and conciliation, passed
from the apartment where his conference had taken place
with ¥asco Nunez, and, leaving the ordinary thorough-
fare, took his way towards the sea.shore, where, in
wandering and melancholy. fancies, he consumed the brief
pericd of time. which had heen allotted him. He then re-
turned to the dwelling in which he had been Instructed to
await the commands of his superior.



THE DAMSEL OF DARIEN, a3

CHAPTER 1V.

HOPES AND ACTION IR ABEYANCE—-HATE AND LOVE ALONE BUNE.

Whrites Pedro waited without, a slave brooght him
word that Vasco Nunez desired his presence in an inner
room, to which he conducted him. This was an apart-
ment which was sacred to the commander and his most
trusty friends, Here, he found Vasco Nunez, attended
by Valdivia, te whom he was giving his parting instruc-
tions for his return to Hispaniola. The two warriors
were employed at a table, which was covered with pa-
pers, rude charts, and Spanish books chiefly on subjects
of war and adventure. At the feet of Vasco Nunez, lay
the favourite Leonchice, who raised his head at the ene
trance of the hoy, and surveyed him with a keen watch-
fulness that betpkened some jealousy, if not distrust;—
while, sitting upon a sort of ottomaan, rudely construct-
ed from the severed shaft of a pine, and covered with
padded cotton, such as the natives wete wonli to use
commeonly in the decorgtion of their furniture and houses,
sat the Indian damsel, Careta, busily intent in working,
after the fashion of her people, a tippet of dyed cotton,
over which she was distributing, with the natural and
felicitous taste of the woman, a habdful of seedy pearl,
which, under the rapid movements of her fingers, soon
- began to azsume, upon the garment, all the several shapes
of leaf, bird, and flower. She gave but a single look to
the stranger, and her eyes thenceforward were divided
solely between her girlish labours, and the mighty chief
upon whom her father had bestowed ber. She had found
it no difficult task to love one who so completely filled
her own and the jmaginations of her people——who was
endued with such wondrous powers, allke, of conquest

voL. I, 4
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and persuasion ; and possessed a charm of winning affec-
tions with no less facility than of winning countries. His
full, clear, open countenance, beaming with conscious
nobility of soul—his high and towering forehead denoting
manly intellect—his mild, but expressive eye of blue,
and the small mouth, the sweetness of which was not
lost even when it wore the stern aspect of battle—these
realized that ideal of a god, which rendered it a thing no
less strange than grateful to her mind, when she reflected
that she was beloved by such a being—that she held the
dearest secret of his soul, and even slept with an ear,
Jistening through the long .night to every beating of his
heart. ‘

But the boy was not suffered much time to survey the
scene. His services were instantly commanded by his
superior, who, bidding bim to the table, proceeded to in-
struct him in the labours he was required to perform.

«You are a scribe, Pedro—you have had the blessings
of the schoolg 1 : '

#1 was favoured by the wholesome instruction of the
royal school at Merida, sefior—the Holy Father, Gomez
Gutierrez was my teacher in God and man, from my
tenth year to my sixteenth.”

« You should have grown as learned as the Holy Fa-
ther himself, Pedro, in that Jong stretch of time. I trast
thou hast enough of thy school knowledge to prove a
worthy scribe for thy present duty. Thy writings shall
have no less worthy eyes to read them, than those of the
Bishop of Burgos ; and it may be, by reason of their con-
tents, our royal master himself will be pleased to behold
them with his own. Do thy best therefore in transcrib-
ing on clear parchment, the rough advices which I have
here drawn out before thee. Let thy copy be true, for I
am jealous of the words which I here employ. AsI use
none that may be rejected, it follows that each hath its
own force and meaning, and may not be so well ex--
pressed by any other. To thy task, therefore, with all
speed, and the better to encourage thy labour, thou wilt
learn from me, that the record which thou readest is a
true history of this province of Darien, and of the means
whereby I came into power, having no power in the co-
lony at first. Thy knowledge of all these matters, will
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the better prepare thy mind against what may chance in
future.” . - o

With these words, Vasco Nunez left the boy to his
task, and, turning to Valdivia, he resumed the tenor of
those instructions, touching his business in Hispaniola,
which rendered his instant departure necessary. These
were long and various, nor were they uttered with any
restraint or reservation. The boy heard equally with the
warrior. Vasco Nunez was a man proverbially frank
and fearless, and he recounted to Valdivia, not only the
facts which had transpired in Darien while under his
command, but even the hopes that grew out of his own
calculations, and the plans which he had formed, the
better to realize the resources which he knew to be in
the country.

«1 lack but a thousand men, Valdivia, and this sea of
the south shall be reached. Beyond it there are lands, I
well know, richer far than any yet known to the Spa-
niards; lands where the sun, with a more fervid power,
turns whatever mineral he smites with his glance, into
the pure and precious metal.”

A shadow darkened the entrance at this moment.

“Ho! who is there?! Francisco! enter, man—stand
not there. We await you.”

The individual who made his appearance at this mo-
ment, was the afterwards world-renowned Francisco Pi-
zarro—a man utterly illiterate, but daring and adven-
turous ; stout of limb and fearless, as became a soldier of
. fortune, but quick in hostility and implacable in his
anger. When he entered and was seated, Vasco Nunez
continued his enthusiastic and but half imagined pictures
of the new world, yet in waiting for the tread of the con-
queror; and from his glowing narratives and vigorous
plans, the bold and savage soldier gathered that know-
ledge of the regions to which the eyes of the cavalier
were turned, which enabled the former, in after days, to
achieve the conquest of the empire of the Incas. Pizarro
hearkened with greedy ears to the rich visions which
Vasco Nunez déscribed as truths, and which proved so to
his hearer if not to himself. He summed up the various
scraps of information afforded by individuals of different
Indian tribes, all tending to confirm his grand theory of
the southern sea, and the mighty continent which its
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waters laved, and which yielded, from its sands and
mountatns, an unfailing tribute of the virgin gold.

« These waters and this world, it may be said, are
now at our feet awaiting us. A few days' marcl, and we
enter upon A new ocean and a new emplre, 1 care not
to live beyond that hour—the hope of my heart is an-
swered. And you, Valdivia, will luxuriate in golden
vessels, quaffing your wine from cups which our king:
may scarce equal, and must envy, while youo, Francisco,
will prefer, perchance, the spearing of a thousand tawny
enemnfes, before you can sufficiently quiet your feverish
blood, to ait down to supper with your companions.”

# By the Holy Cross, it were a bleising to be prayed
for, seiior,” answered Pizarro with a reckless laugh; “ and
Valdivia cannot tdo soon return with the forces which
are to help vs to this empire, My blood even now is in
the mood for active service among the heathen; bot it
hath little encouragement from the numbers at this mo-
ment fit for service in our army.”

« Hast thou finished thy count, Francisco 1

] have, sefior—of the arquebusses, there are seventy-
one men; of .the crosshows, one hundred and fifteen; of
the swords and targets, one hundred and twenty-three;
these, however, include not the men brought by Valdivia,
of whom I took no count, seeing that he himself was st
hand to speak more clearly to that matter.”

# Seventy-one—one hundred and fifteen—one hundred
and twenty-three ! and thine, Valdivia?”

« Bixty-seven, sefor—twenty-one arquebusses, thirty-
three croasbows, and twenty-three swords and Iancers.”

-# But three hundred and seventy in all,” mused Vasco
Nunez, “ and of these not two hundred In condition for
service. We can do nothing with these, Francisco-—
it were madness, madness! The savages in these moun-
teins of Darien are no such timid creatures as the Hay-
tian; and were they but wise enough to fight in the close
wood or among the rugged passes of the hills only, we
should find the warfare not 50 umequal between us.
They will learn this secret from our successes, and then
we shall lose the power. Haste with thy writing, boy—
we have need of haste. The wind favours thee now,
Valdivia, and all depends on thy skill and fleetness,
Diego Colon thou think'st friendly ; he is a noble gentle.
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man-—seek him frst—thou shalt have a special letter for
himself. The gold for the king's treasury, thou wilt de
liver only to Miguel de Passemonte~—fifteen thousand
crowns—which must be kept apart from other sums
which are sent upon private account to certain creditors
in Hispaniola, who still cry, itke the daughter of the horse.
leech, * give, give." On his own account and mine, Micer
Codro will provide thee with a treasure for the payment
of & bond which s held against our mutual names by
Davila. Thou wilt he heedful, ere thou deliverest the
money to see him yield the parchment, and rend it with
thine own hand. There are good reasons why it should
be my prayer to have no claim against my person in the
hands of such as he. Hast thou finished thy writing,
Pedro, that thou givest freedom to thy pen

« The papers are finished, seiior,” repiied the boy rising
and placing them before bis superior. While Vasco
Nunez prepared to peruse one of the despatches, Pizarro
took another into his hands, and looked with a degree of
interest and cauriosity over the document, which, thongh
perceptible to Vasco Nunez, he yet regarded without
seeming conscipusness. Valdivia turned away from the
table, concealing the smile which irresistibly rose to his
lips; while the boy, ignorant of the iltiteratenes} of the sol-
dier, and seeing conly that he surveyed the instrument
reversed from top to bottom, in few, respectful words,
endeavoured to set him right. The sallow cheeks of Pi-
zarro grew to crimson on the instant, while he replied in
tones the harshness of which he scarcely could subdue—

» Well—thinkest thou [ know not, boy T

A single glance of the eye of Vasco Nunez taught Pe.
dro his error, but the evil was already done, and from
that moment the hoy knew Francisco Pizarro for his mor-
tal enemy. A similar offence against the same individual
in after days. cost the Inca of Peru his life. 'When the
business of the morning was over, Valdivia despatched,
and of the council the boy alone remained with Vasco
Nunez, that cavalier spoke to him thus: _

* Pedro, thou hast unwittingly mede a foe of Francisco
Pizarre. He is a man proud of the favouring opinion of
mankind, and ambitious of that greatness which he may
yet earn in these wild countries. But he hath the mis-
fortune to Le of lowly birth, and the blessings of that

42
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learning of the schools which is thy becoming boast, hath
been denied to him. Hadst thon been wiser, and less
prompt, thou wouldst have suffered him to read thy
wrlting after hls own fiashion, satisfied that, beginning at
the end, he would soon have finished. As the matter
stands, be wary not to vex or offend him—give him no
power over thee by a perversity of speech, or chafing and
offenstve look. [ have marked that thine eye hath =
spirit and fire which speak thy feelinge promptly, and
with something too much of defiance in them, It will be
" well to throw none of these glances on Francisco, It
will seem as if thou rememberest his error—which thon
canat not too soon forget—and gavest him thy scorn in
consequence. He would soconer forgive thee a stab at
his throat than a flout upon his understanding, as indeed,
would most men, those in especial who have the ambi-
tion of greathess without its soul, and better love the at-
tributes which follow achievement, than the difficult paths
and chastening circumstances which attend it. Enough:
be wary, Pedro—I caution thee, not to rebuke thy youth,
but thet, through its rashness, thou mayst not come to
harm, The rest of the day is thine.”

The thought insensibly rose into the mind of the hoy
as he departed from the presence of Vasco Nunez:—

# Burely, thls is one of the great men of Spain. He
hath a wisdom that governs souls not less than soidiers;
and, how strange to the time, the nobleness which strives
not to gecore for himsel{ the treasures to which he guides
the footsteps of all the rest. Yet, i3 he not the murderous
wretch by whom my brother fell, end am I hot sworn to
avenge him? What is his greatness to me? wherefore,
should I care whether he have nobie or base purposes?
If he be noble, the better, since the blowd which I shed
will not dishonour the steel of the avenger,”

«Theua art happy, Careta ' said Vasco Nunez to the
damsel when they were alone.

» Doth not my lord know,” replied the girl, with eyes
radiant with smiles and tears, as, throwing herself upon
the rush-covered floor of the apartment, she placed her
hands upon his knees, and locked up into his face. Her
words, a sort of brojen Spanish, in which Ianguage he
himself strove to be her tutor, were sweeter to his ears
from the lisp which aoccompanied and added to their im-
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perfectness. He gazed upon her aweet and gitlish fea-
tures with & degree of tenderness that Jost none of its
character, because it was mingled with something of sor-
row if not of regret. ¥e spoke, but his words, only in
part understood by the damsel, seemed the escaping ex-
pression of his own moved feelings, rather than as a
speech intended for her ears.

“Thou should'st be happy, Careta, and T that have
brought thee away from thy people, from thy wild forest-
home, to share with me the cares of strife and the gvil
fortunes which may befal my ambitious strivings—I
should make thee happy if I may-——and if I may, by the
giniles of the Benignant Mether, I will. But, an hour, my
poor girl, may hurl me from the high place, the possession
of which alone enables me to make thee happy and se-
cure. The breeze that comes in fairly from the sea,
though Ilook for it with prayers, T await its fruits with
apprehensions. If it brings me the anger instead of the
smiles of my sovereign—-ifit brings me manacles, rather
than honours-—what then will become of thee! At whose
mercy shall [ leave thee, far from thy father's home, and
destitute among those who will scorn thee because of the
very tie which thou hast had with me? Better, indeed,
that I should slay thee with my own hand, than leave
thee to the stripes and blows, such as the brutal Spa.
niard too freely bestows upon the weak or the vnwilling
victim of his prowess, He will punish thy weakness, as
if it were unwillingness, and thy unwillingness, as il it
were crime—until-."

The apeaker paused, as if made conscious for the first
tire, that the damsel listened to his words, That she
comprehended something of the feeling and the subject of
which he spoke, if not the language, was evident from
the increasing and tearful interest with which she watch-
ed every movement of his lips.

*1s my lord sorry that he took the peor damsel of Da-
rien to sleep In his bosom 1" she demanded with trem-
bling tones and a broken dialect that seemed to go more
deeply into the hearl of Vasco Nunez, as it reminded him
of her entite dependence upon him, than if it had been
uttered by the polished lips of the noble Spanish maiden,
and in the sweetly sonorous Janguage of Castile.

“ Let not my lord be sorry. Let him send Careta back
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to her people. Wherefore should he have trouble be.
cause of the poor Indian girl? She can go to the woods,
and hide herself in the mouth of the rock, and when my
lord asks at Coyba, ¢ where is Careta? they will tell him
she died in the mouth of the rock, because she would
not that my lord should be sorry. Careta will go back
to Coyba, that my lord should not be sorry.”

“ Thou shall stay with me, Careta—why shouldst thou
think that I am sorry to have thee in my arms. Alas!
niy poor girl, my sorrow is that I may not be able to
keep thee in them.”

« And who shall take Careta from my lord ? Is not my
Jord strong?! who can stand before a weapon like this,
that can cleave down the warrior of Darien at a single
blow ? Is not my lord the lord at Darien? Doth not the
cassique Zemaco fly from before him ! Hath he not dri-
ven the cruel Ponca to the mountains? Did not Comagre
do him honour —and when he speaks, do not his own
bearded warriors come and go, even as he bids them?
Ah, my Jord, they cannot take Careta from thee, if thou
be not sorry to behold her.”

“ Thou forgettest, Careta. Have I not told thee that 1
too, though I scem greater to thee here than all—I, too,
serve a cassique in Spain, to whom my own power is that
of the infant when he would strive against the grown
warrior? Should the cassique of Spain be angry with
nme—"

“No! no! my lord said that his cassique was wise—
would Zemaco be angry with his best warrior, that slays
his enemies, and brings him their treasure? No! no!
my lord is beloved of the great cassique—my lord that
loves Careta must not fear. Let him not look sorrowful
any more.”

« 1 will not, for thy sake, Careta,—and, indeed, it would
. be unbecoming for my own. The brave inan should have
no fear when he is without the feeling of wrong. Let me
now teach Careta of my God—of the God of the Chris-
tians,—he who died upon the Cross, that thou shouldst
be saved in life for ever.”

“ How !—died for Careta, didst thou say. my lord?
Can it be? Where did he see—how did he know Ca-
reta 1

“ He knows thee now, and has known thee from the
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beginning—he sees thee ever, and even now his eyes are
looking upon thee.”

« Ah! dost thou say, my lord ? cried the startled dam-
sel, springing to her feet, and looking around with the
timid expression of the fawn, suddenly aroused in the co-.
vert by the footstep of the hunter. Then, suddenly turning
to her companion—** I see him not—I see him not. Ah!
my lord, can it be that thou art he ?”

«God forbid !” exclaimed the cavalier, with something
of a holy horror in his countenance, ¥ God forbid that
such impious thought should have birth within thy mind,
Careta. The God of whom I tell thee looks on thee, even
though thou mayst not look on him. He sees thee in the
darkness the same as in the daylight. Thou canst not
hide from him—thou canst do nothing which he may not
see—~thou canst say nothing which he may not hear; and,
therefore, it is wisdom for thee to do nothing and say no-
thing which may give him displeasure. But sit thee, Ca-
reta, while I teach thee of these things in order. First of
God the Father, then of God the Son, the Holy Ghost,
and the thrice-blessed Mother of God, who will, through
great love, intercede for thee, so that thy sins may be for-
given thee. Look on this picture—this is an image of
Mary, the Mother of God.”

« Oh, sweet! oh, sweet! She is looking on me, my
lord,—she is going to speak to me. Speak to me, sweet
- mother,—speak to the poor girl of Darien, and teach her
the good things—teach her all the good things that she
longs to hear i—Ah, my lord, she says nothing.”

And an expression of disappointment passed over the
face of the damsel, as she turned her eyes from the por-
trait to meet the watchful and fond glance of Vasco
Nunez. )

“ She cannot speak from this. 1t is but an image, Ca-
reta, and has no life. 1 give it thee only that it may re-
mind thee of one whom thou wilt soon learn to know,
never to forget. But I will speak for her. I will teach
thee her story, and the story of her Son, and the Son of
God, who came down for thy safety and salvation, Ca-
reta, not less than mine. Hearken to me then, while 1
speak to thee of a people older far than thine own, and
of lands, the names of which thy ears never heard before.
The Blessed Mother of God help me to enlighten thy un-
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derstanding as I proceed, and make thee quick fo know
the words that I utter.”

Sitting upon the rushes of the floor, with her hand resting
upon his knees, while her eyes were riveted, with equal ad-
miration and curiosity, upon the face of the cavalier, the
maiden disposed herself in silence. The speaker, mean-
while, as if duly elevated with the noble but unwonted
task which he had undertaken, wore an expression upon
his fine features which almost sublimed them; as if the
Deity had lent something of his divine countenance to the
spirit which impelled the performance of this new duty in
the warrior. 1t is not our purpose to go through that
process which the cavalier found it necessary to observe,
in simplifying, to the rude understanding of the Indian
damsel, the sacred history which he laboured to impress
upon her. This must be left to the imagination of the
reader, who will hardly fail to conceive the course, more
readily than it can be compassed in unnecessary descrip-
tion. It will be enough to say, that the lesson which is
taught by love, is one seldom found difficult of acquisi-
tion; and the history of immortal love, descending for the
universal happiness, is one, of itself, too satisfactory and
grateful, not to lessen the few difficulties which remain in
the way of such a teacher, Ah! how much more auspi-
cious to the reign of Christ on earth,and how much more
blessing and beneficial to man, if, instead of cold constraint,
austere dogmatism, and selfish intolerance, love alone
could always be found or chosen to represent the religion
of love. How many thousands more would gather before
the altars. from which they are now driven by vain-glo-
rious pride, and join in that glorious procession that pro-
claims where jt goes, * Peace on earth, and good-will to
all men,”
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CHAPTER V.

HOW RESOLUTION DEFIES DANGER, AND GENIUR FINDS ARMOUR
AGAINST NECESSITY.

Weeks went by after this manner, and Vasco Nunez
remained in Darien. Not that he remained either idle or
inactive. The pleasant employments of his domestic life,
such as we have faintly sketched them in our last chap-
ter, were not suffered to interfere with his duties to the
colony, nor to produce that Juxurious desire of ease which
has overthrown so many of the world’s most boasted con-
querors. With the ambition of Alexander, and the tena-
cious closeness of purpose, such as marked the career of
the wondrous Carthaginian, he was yet too emphatically
a man of thought and high moral purpose, to be enfeebled
by the oriental delights of an Ecbatana, or to succumb to
the more gross enticements of Capuan sensuality. His
dress, habits and indulgences, were alike simple and
manly. He drank no wine, pursued no sports, and with
a sort of Roman self-denial, such as marked that people
in the earlier periods of the republic, he countenanced no
exercises but such as ternded remotely or directly to the
activity and improvement of mind or body. Mere amuse-
ments he refused, on his own part, though he denied them
not to his people. He well knew that the inferior mind,
having no such resources of thought and imagination as
belong to the better taught and more endowed, always
prefers those indulgences which do not task the under-
standing in their prosecution, nor require a reason for
their sanction and justification. Such minds, like those
of children, desire little more than the unrestraint which
follows the absence of the governor and the lash; and
though our hero refrained from the relaxing enjoyments
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which his men had no such occasion to forego, he neither
denied them their indulgence, nor frowned upon them
while thus engaged. His employments were his sufficient
pleasures, as they always prove to the better-minded of
mankind. His cares for the colony absorbed all his time,
and what with building dwellings, repairing vessels, and
laying out lands for cultivation, not an hour was suffered
to be lost which could be made available towards the
grand object which he had in contemplation. His sol-
diers, though sufficiently indulged as we have shown,
were yet kept well drilled, exercised in the use of their
weapons, and employed in occasional adventure. His
favourite captains, Pizarro and Colmenares, were sent out
on expeditions,—at once seeking conquest and supplies.
The rivers adjacent, the islands, and the shores of the sea,
so far as it would have been justified of prudence for him
to explore them, were traced out with an earnestness,
truth, and ﬁdelity, which have not been surpassed, nor
even equalled, in latter days. Indeed, it is no less true
than discreditable to us who admit the truth, that the
Spanish maps of America are, to this day, in many in-
stances the very best that we have, Nor were these the
only toils and objects which gave our hero emiployment
in the intervals of his leading actions. Were it our ob.
ject to relate the history of his colony, rather than his
own, we could recount a series of struggles with the In-
dians of an hundred petty principalities, attended with
various fortune, in most of which, following the com-
mands of their superior, the course of the Spaniards was
marked by success and good fortune, Domestic troubles
were at hand also for his annoyance,—even insurrection
—in all of which, displaying the wisdom of a master mind,
and the energies of a master spirit, the star of Vasco Nu-
nez still continued to rise, soaring and spreading as it
grew, until its bright glances glistened with unqualified
lustre over the secret waters of the Pacific ocean. But
we anticipate.

There were trials yet to be overcome-—~doubts yet to
be dismissed, and dangers passed, before that happy con-
summation could be reached. 1t was while Vasco Nunez
turned his eager but divided glance, at the same moment,
to the seas which led to Europe, and to those frowning
mounteins that stcod up between him and the mighty
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prize for which he was contending—as if resolute to bar
his progress—that the ungenerous fortune, which ever
seems resolute to baffle those who rely rather upon their.
own resources of strength and genius, and scorn to pay
blind allegiance to a deity, herself blind—with a malice no
less mean than unreasonable—operated against him in the
court of his sovereign, to the confirmation of all those
fears which for so long a time had vexed his thoughts by
day, and haunted his sleep by night with distressing vi-
sions. By the arrival of a vessel from Hispaniola, he
received private advices from his messenger Zamudio,
whom he had sent to Spain along with his enemy, the
Bachelor Enciso, that the latter by a series of ingenious
misrepresentations, had succeeded in arousing the indigna-
tion of the king against him, and had obtained from the
royal court a sentence in his own favour, involving the
original cost of his expedition, and all the damages which
he estimated to have accrued from the defeat of his plans,
and the usurpation of his government. Not satisfied with
so much gained to himself, the vindictive Enciso had ad-
vanced against him a long list of criminal charges, such
as having tampered  with the fidelity of the soldiers,
against the unfortunate cavalier Nicuesa,~—the harsh
treatment. of the latter which ensued at their hands, and
his subsequent melancholy death. To defend himself
against these latter accusations, Zamudio informed Vasco
Nunez, that he would soon be summoned to repair to
Spain to answer in proper person to his sovereign.

This stunning intelligence, which was, however, unoffi-
cial, and consequéntly unknown to any in the colony but
himself and such confidential persons as he thought wor-
thy to be entrusted with the secret, for a time overcame
his spirit and cast him down in strength and heart, leav-
ing him incapable of thought and action. Bitterly in the
recesses of his chamber, with no eye but that of the In-
dian damse} upon him, did he curse his confiding simplicity
that felt shame at the bare idea of having any fear of such
a creature as Enciso.

« He was in my power—my hand could have sealed
his lips for ever, and defied ali investigation, had investi-
gation been a matter of which I had felt afraid. But do I
fear investigation now? No! Would it could be had—
would it were that the royal Ferdinand himself could have

vOL. 1L b
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beheld, with his most jealous eyes, the course which I have
taken—the deeds which 1 have done, and every thought
and feeling of my mind in all this business. It is not too
late. He shall hear me now. He shall know—" ]

He paused, and a withering smile passed over his
noble but inflamed features.

¢ What a child am I become! I dream of justice and
truth among men, and among courtiers in particular, as if
the first days of the earth were restored, and man, that
walked with God and with the angels, was still scarcely
Jess than an angel himself. What justice can I hope now
from Spanish judgment, or in Spain? 1f I bad not done
so much in Darien—if the worst were not already over-
come—it might be that I should have it—that I should be
suffered to pursue my carcer of conquest, until the future
became sufficiently easy for some sleek favourite of pow-
er to thrust me from the seat, and consign me to a dun-
geon. Jesu! can it be that 1 am reserved for such a fate
as this! and thou—""

With a stealthy tread and closed lips, the Indian dam-
sel had stolen to his side—where he now stood looking
through the window upon the chafing waters of the bay
—and sinking with the same unebtrusive stealthiness of -
movement upon her knees, took one of his extended
hands in her own and carried it to her lips.

s« And thou'!—ah! my poor Careta, what thien would
become of thee ¥”

“« My lord has heard evil from his own country. Has
death gone into the habitation of my lord's mother? Oh,
my Jord, tell the poor Careta, that she may have sorrow
too.” .

“ Thou wilt soon enough have it, my poor girl,” was
the mournfu) reply,~* when the manacles are on the
wrists of thy protector, and they bear him from thee, per-
chance, for ever.”

With some difficulty the untutored Indian was made to
understand the danger to her protector, which his words
expressed. When she did comprehend it, she started to
her feet—as she replied in language still more imperfect
from the impetuosity with which she spoke—

«“ But who shall take my lord from Careta?! Careta
will go with my lord. She will not fear the big waters
when she is in the great canoe—she will not fear any -
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thing when she goes with my lord. If they are strong to
take my lord away from Darien, they will be strong to
take the poor Indian girl, that loves him very much—she
will turn her back upon Coyba—she will go every where
with my lord.”

Unbidden tears which he strove vainly to restrain and
hide, gathered in the chieftain’s eyes at a proof of affec-
tion such as his fortune had not made familiar to his
heart. The memory of Teresa Davila—a memory which
he vainly endeavoured to repel—arose to his mind at this
reflection. How different had been the regard of that
maiden, so long, so tenderly enforced—and we may add,
so ably served in moments of greatest danger—by one
whom she could invite and beguile, only to trinmph over
and reject. Still, though Vasco Nunez felt all this, there
was mingled with his indignation a degree of regard and
love, which he could not overcome; and he sighed, with
a strange contradiction of thought, with the vain wish that
the same accents of devotion which had been uttered by
the poor Indian damsel, could have fallen from the lips of
the proud Spanish beauty. How much dearer still, he
fancied, would they have been to his ears, spoken by Te-
resa. Still, though thus labouring under the workings of
a divided heart, Vasco Nunez was not the person to do
injustice to the true, through a still lingering attachment
for the false, woman. The very doubt which he felt that-
in thipking thus of Teresa, he was wronging the fidelity
of Careta, led him to a still deeper sentiment of gratitude
to the latter ; and lifting her from the floor at his feet, he
pressed his lips upon her forehead; then, placing her by
his side, while he seated himself upon a rude bench in the
apartment, he began more clearly to convey to her under-
standing the general tenor of those tidings which had
just reached his ears, and had so painfully wrought
upon his feelings. But while the damsel listened in pro-
found silence to the narrative, which she could only slowly
comprehend, the humility of her devotion was such that
she could not maintain the position in which he had
placed her. Sinking down with a movement so effortless
that her companion, in his excited mood, failed utterly to
perceive it, she was again in a few moments at his feet, and
looking up with eyes in which consciousness was fast
gathering in the shape of tears and a cloudy apprehension.
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She heard -the narrative of his past career in Darien, his
rise over the colony, and the overthrow and $robable pu-
nishments which awaited him. When, at length, the fear-
ful truth burst upon her, and she learned from him that
the danger even threatened his life, her agitation assumed
a strength and character which her timid and shrinking
deportment hitherto had not seemed to warrant. With
the presence of the necessity, alone, the energies of the
noble soul spring up to contend with it.

“ But my lord has warriors. He is strong. Will he
put the chains on lis own hand, and go to the King of
Spain, and say ‘I am come.’ Will he not do battle for
his life 1” .

In broken language, such as we have striven to amend,
it was thus that the Indian damsel expostulatdd with her
protector against what she inferred to be his resolution.

« Ah, Careta,” replied the chieftain, “ to what would you
counsel me? Would you have me dely my sovereign, and
become a traitor to my country? What, if your father,
the cassique of Coyba, summoned one of his warriors to
come to him at Coyba, and answer for his conduct :—
would he not slay him if he refused to come 1"

The damsel was not readily confounded, but, after the
pause of an instant, replied thus, in her own imnperfect
manner :—

“« The cassique of Coyba should not do wrong to his
warrior. If my father designed injustice to his tall men,
it would be foolish in them to come to him when he sum-
moned them. Wherefore should my lord go to his king,
when he has strong men around him, with weapons that
carry lightning in their mouths, and make the big hills
shake with their thunder. Let him go to my father at
Coyba, and put his feet among the mountains, and bid
his warriorslie in readiness, and say to the king of Spain,
I am here and I will not come to you.”

“ Alas! my poor Careta—thou little knowest. For
every warrior of mine, the king of Spain has his thou-
sands, and even these warriors are not mine but his. Let
him say to them, bring me the head of your chief, and
they will do it.”

“ Ah! but they shall carry the head of the poor Careta
too, when they do such things. Buf my lord speaks thus
only to frighten the poor girl of Darien. The king of
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Spain cannot do this-—-he has no such power. It cannot
be that there is a greater warrior than thou. Hast thou
not driven Zemaco from the hills, and Ponca-<no! no!
my father says there is no warrior like to thee.”

A noise at the entrance, and the approach of Micer
Codro, interrupted the farther dialogue between the two.
"The astrologer was followed by the youth, Pedro, whom
Vasco Nunez had tacitly adopted as his secretary. As
yet, the unofficial intelligence brought to the cavalier in
his private letter from Zamudio, had been withheld from
the colony; and Micer Codro himself, up to this moment,
was unapprised of the threatening tidings which it con-
tained. It was not the intention, however, of Vasco
Nunez, to keep the matter from one 8o entirely his friend,
and at his entrance the communication was put into his
hand. When he read it, the paper fell from his grasp—
his cheeks were suddenly blanched, and tears—big, unre-
strainable tears—such as spring from the heart which
hope has deserted in the moment of its greatest seeming
triumph—burst unbidden from his eyes, while a groan
which seemed to come from the very soul, but no word,
broke from his lips. Perhaps the manner in which the
astrologer received this intelligence, conveyed to the In-
dian girl more forcibly than the explanation of her lover,
the true extent of the evil predicament in which he stood.
She clasped her hands, and her cheeks grew to a kindred
paleness with those of the aged man, while, with a vague
absence of purpose, she advanced a few paces towards
him and remained in this posture, stationary in the apart.
ment. The youth Pedro, alone, to whom the meaning of
all this was a mystery, looked to one and another of the
several persons around him with an air of wonder which
he found it as impossible to conceal, as the rest of the
company the emotions which affected them; and the
face of Vasco Nunez, which, if sad, was. firm, con-.
veyed no explanation to his mind of the engrossing
trouble which distressed them. His humble position, no
less than the imposing solemnity of their aspects, pre-

vented his making any inquiry into the mystery which
yet filled him with the keenest curiosity. He was not
destined, however, to remain long in ignerance. With a
smile of bitter sadness, Vascd Nunez advanced to the
astrologer.



50 THE DAMSEL OF DARIEN.

« Ay, Micer Codro, thou may’st well groan. Thou
shouldst groan as well over thy vain judgments as over
my fortunes. Where now are thy predictions, thy pro-
mises, my hopes! What say the stars to thee now?
These,” crumbling the despatches within his handas, and
hurling them behind him as he spoke—*these speak
another language than thy oracles; ay, Micer Codro,
and a far less questionable language. Which are we to
believe? which”—here his tones were subdued almost to
a whisper— which will my soldiers believe, think you?
Summon thy wisdom to thy aid, and thy lucent spirits,
for, by the blessed Saint John, it will be marvellous
indeed, if thou wilt not need all their aid ere thou findest
an answer which shall save thy golden prophecies and
solemn jndgments from the laughter and vexing scorn of
all who have heard and hearkened to them. Not that the
scorn will fall only upon thy head—no! no! They will
have their laugh also at the ambitious and vain fool, who
hath had a faith in them that hath ruined him.”

« Indeed, my son, but these are sad tidings in truth;
and well mayst thou be shaken with sorrow and vexation
while thou readest them, Yet I know not that thou dost
rightly to fling such reproach upon my head; for whether
the stars be true or false, they had little to do with thy
seduction. Ere my lips opened to counsel thee, thou
wert a voyager with Rodrigo de Bastides, seeking ad-
ventures in strange worlds, and filled with fancies, deemed
no less strange by thy companions than have been the
predictions of Micer Codro. I did but confirm to thee,
by the promises of thy natal star, what the ambition of
thy own heart had promised thee long before.”

Ay, ay—mine own heart and my own ambition.
Thou say’st well and rightly, Micer Codro, for, of a truth,
had not my own heart too ably counselled, and my own
ambition too fondly urged, be sure thy predictions had
never moved Vasco Nunez de Balboa, to lift foot or
finger on this daring progress. But think not, old man
and old friend, that I reproach thee for thy promises—
think not even that I repent me of this daring, which has
brought me to the verge of a great empire; and which,
whether 1 win the sight of the great sea of the south or
not, has enabled me to pbint the pathway to its borders
to the monarch who denies that I shall behold itwe—"
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The flowing and free speech of the cavalier was inter-
tupted by the astrologer, who, pointing significantly to
the youth, Pedro, spoke in accents of warning :—

“ Thou art not alone, my son. Is It wise to give forth
these tidings yet? -

Vasco Nunez looked upon the countenance of the
youth for a brief instant, then exclaimed—

« Nay, let him remain ; he hath the soul of 2 man, if he
be not one, and I fear not to trust him. I would that
1 had a thousand followers such as he. 1shouid not then
fear that the injustice of a king should prevent the glory,
or dishonour with his judgments the name of his sub-
ject. Ere long, they will all know what we might con.
ceal but for a brief season; and I am now in the desperate
mood of the gambler who cares not what eye beholdsy
that he hath flung his last counter on the board. Hast
thou any counsel, Micer Codro, in this difficnlty? T would
have thee speak—I would have thee exhaust thy wisdom
and pour forth thy full phophecy, that I may confound
thee for ever after, by showing thee that I can do without
the star, nay, in spite of it. When thou hast shown at fuli
thy counsel and thy hope, then wilt I deliver mine. Mean-
while, 1 hear thee—I wait thee.”

With features, the conatant working of which showed
the perpetually changing and active mood of the mind
within, Vasco Nunez paced to and fro through the apart-
ment, his eyes cast upon the ground, and his lips, though
quick with life and frequently in motion, yet giving forth
no sound or accent. ‘There was a fascinating something
in the whole air of the superior, In the tones of hia voice,
in his bitter smile, and burried but firm gesture, that
fixed the eyes ol the secretary Pedrn, even more than
they did those of the wondering damsel, whose limbs
seemed &ozen to the spot to which she had advanced
on witnessing the sudden and confounding effect of
the despatches upon the astrologer. The youth could
readily conceive, from what had been suffered to escape
from Vasco Nunez and Micer Codro, the dangers and
difficulties that hung about the fortunes of the former.
None could know better than himself, the evils to be
feared from a collision in that ‘day between the subject
and his sovereign, particularly when the mind and valoor
of the first had opened the pathway to treasures of which
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the last desired to avail himself, without being liable to
any of the concessions which justice might esteem the
due of gratitude. He had already been apprised of the
relation in which Vasco Nunez stood to the Bachelor
Enciso—the memorial which he had copied but a short
time before, had sufficiently apprised him on that head.
Besides, he well knew from facts notorious to the colony,
that the Bachelor was urging his specious charges against
his rival, in the royal presence. A With the first conviction
that the man against whose life he had so solemnly
sworn, was about to be convicted as a rebel to his sove-
reign, and was likely to suffer doom as such, his blood
rose in tumultuous exultation, and his heart triumphed.
But while he gazed and listened—while he looked upon
the proud unbending attitude, the noble grace of move-
ment, the keen, quick, sparkling eye, and the eloquent
gesture—~when, above all, he hearkened to those noble
sentiments and fearless thoughts which gushed forth in
free language from the threatened victim—the victim of
jealous hate and mean rivalry alone—his hostile thoughts
departed. He forgot his feelings of hate and exultation,
and admiration succeeded with a most natural transition,
to the more ungenerous feelings which had possessed
him. The fearless resolution which made Vasco Nunez
himself rise higher and stand more erect, and endowed
his words and voice with a nobler energy, when the vene-
rable counsellor who stood in no such danger, was cast
down and trembled, had a charm in the mind of the
youth which fascinated his attention, and made him
breathless as he listened to a dialogue, which, as it
involved the future progress-of the cavalier, necessarily
involved his fate. Slowly indeed came forth the accents
of the astrologer, in reply to the demand of Vasco Nunez,
and how wanting to the necessity—how vain.a#d unsa-
tisfactory did they appear! They offered no remedy—
they led to none; nor, did it seem, that the speaker had
striven at any suggestion which should do more than
encourage” the cavalier to hope. Hope, without action
or effort of his own, to the proud, fearless, energetic
mind, always resolute upon its own performances, is a
mere mockery ; and bitter, almost contemptuous, was the
smile which overeast the face of Vasco Nunez, as the
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astrologer spoke to him in some such language aa the
following :

“In truth, my son,—I know not what to say, or how
to counsel you, These tidings are most unlooked for.
Surely Zamudio hath done but little, and how could En-
ciso make such strange matters appear to cur sovereign,
as those of which these despatches tell us? 1t is troly be.
yond my thought and judgment. [ know not how to
speak ; though, in truth, I do not yet despond-—there may
be something yet. to come, which shall alter this judg-
ment of the king, and I trust yet in the promise of the
stars which have befriended us so Jlong. Thou shouldst
not be cast down—thou must still hope, my son. Ewven
now-—"

The impatient cavalier interrupted him.

# Cast down !—dost thou see it in my thoughts—in my
looks—in my actions? Have I not told thee, Micer Codro,
that when thy predictions fail thee, and thy words lack
counsel, thou shalt hear then, that in myself, in my own
heart and resotution, I need them not—nay, will triumph
in their despite? And this is all that thon canst tell me,
Micer Codro—Be not cast down—take heart~-hope for
the sunshine, which will come to-morrow?! Hast thon
nathing better than this to offer to thy friend in the hour of
his tribulation, when the stars fight against him in their
courses even as they fought against Sisera?”

« But they do not fight against thee, my son—even
now they work in thy behalf with a greater lustre, which
makes it the more wonderful to me those tidings which
have reached thee.”

» Oh, Micer Codro, wherefore wilt thov dream thus,
and speak stili of these old-time vanities? It was thus
thon spokest to me even at the moment when the horri-
cane swef away to the bottomless ocean, the goodly ves-
sel in which our joint fortunes had been treasured up.
Hear me now—now that thy connsel falls thee as thy
prophecies have failed me——now that, in thy silence. thon
admittest that thy wisdom and thy stars, alike, avail thee
nothing—kunow that I have resolved in spite of them and
of these threatening tidings. By te-morrow's sun [ set
off for Coyba, and for the mountains end the seas be. -
yond !"

« Surely, thou dost jest, my son. It cannot be that with
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such force as thou hast in Darien, thou wilt dream of this
perilous adventure. Thou hast scarce three hundred men-
at-arms,” replied the astrologer, in astonishment.

«[ know it; but if I wait for more I shall have none.
It may be that a week will bring me the comrmands of our
sovereign which 1 dare not disobey; and take from me
all power in Darien, Shall I linger for these tidings?
No ! I can but perish in my search after the life which is
eternal, and if I remain till these summons find me, I
shall not merely lose power, perchance, but life with it.
Not that I dread death. No! By the blessed Jesu that
died for all, I fear not the pang and the parting. But I
would not lose the exceeding fame and the undying glory
that is the first passion and desire of my mind. For that
I would shrink from death. For that 1 would fly from
these coming tidings, and await them, when they do ap-
proach, on the shores of that new world—that mighty
ocean, which, if I once win, will take the sting from death,
as it will Jeave to life no greater conquest or desire. But,
that conquest made,—and even Ferdinand would scarce
dare destroy the conqueror. Nay, he could .not but con-
firm me in the conquest. And with such hope as this be-
fore me—and such a certainty of overthrow, if I seek it
not—shall I linger here in apathy, awaiting the coming of
the summons and the executioner * No! what matters it,
though ten thousand savages beset the path—there is
more glory to the few who yet dare to pursue it and
reach the gnal in safety. If the danger has a larger divi-
sion among the few, the share of the treasure shall he
great also among them ; and this argument to the Spanish
soldier, will give him tenfold strength, and a courage that
will confront danger with a hardy love, so that he will
seek her out even in the forest den where s&e is am-
bushed.”

“ They will not go with thee, my son, on this wild en-
terprise,” said Micer Codro, absolutely confounded at the
audacity of the design. * They will shrink back in terror,
as they may well do, and with no shame, remembering
their strife with Zemaco and Coyba.”

“ What, when I tell them that I ask them not to ad-
vance, but to follow! When I tell them that 1 myself will
lead them at every step! Ha! ha! thou knowest them
not, my father, and thou knowest not me. I tell thee,
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these men shall serve me with more fidelity and success
than the stars, which I shall flout with defiance. IfI may
not persuade the capricious and cajoling fortune,~—by the
Holy Mother, I will force her to my embraces. If thou
canst not wed us fairly, Micer Codro, as her acknow-
ledged priest, I will compel thee to behold her frailty in
a new light, and thou shalt wink at the concessions,
which she will be no longer in condition to refuse.”

The astrologer was confounded. There was a savage
delight in the eye of the speaker, indicating a drunkenness
of heart, and the phrensies of a mood made desperate by
long denial and the utter hopelessness of ordinary femedy.
While he spoke, his face lighted up with the exhilaration
of certain triumph; and that triumph sweetened too, to
the anticipative mind, by the consciousness that it was to
be wrested from the fates in their own despite, and
against all the ordinary barriers of circumstance. It is
in moments such as these, that genius makes itself obvi-
ous and feared. The common man would have sunk
under the prospect before him. The accustomed hopes
of such men were all withheld from Vasco Nunez.. The
probabilities were all in array against him——even the sup-
ports of friendship, and the encouragements of sympathy
were unoffered or denied, in the general stupor which
they felt under the unfavourable aspect of his fortune;
.and it is from the very incapability of all ordinary help
and counsel, that the strong man, forced back upon his
own soul, then asserts that native superiority and strength
that can never be entirely known even to himself, till
goaded into activity by the stirring and potential neces-
sity. The cavalier laughed cheerfully, and as with a
light heart, as he looked at the consternatian of the astro-
loger.

« Be not afraid, Micer Codro—didst thou not say that
the stars were looking down upon me with favouring
eyes?! What then? Shall they be clouded with these
tidings from Spain, which they must have known; and
shail they not brighten when they hear of my resolve, of
which they know nothing? Go forth, my friend—let the
soldiers know that the hour is come, according to thy
nightly observation, when it is decreed that Vasco Nunez
shall achieve his greatest triumph. I will take mare care
than the stars seem to have done, that thy predictions be
not belied. Away, my friend, If you love me, and warm

.
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their hearts with the glorious fancies which, for so long a
geason, have made green and fruitful thine own.”

Wondering still, and only half reconciled to a scheme
which seemed far too daring for success, the astrologer
yet saw that farther expostulation would be altogether
vain; the mood of resolution being so unqualified and de-
cided in the bosom of the cavalier. Perhaps, too, a little
reflection served to convince him, that this seeming des-
peration of his friend was, in fact, the coolest and most
manly policy. He knew how little there was to hope
from the ungenerous judgments of Spain; when once the
royal court of justice had taken consideration of the con-
querors and their conquests. He went forth as he was
bidden accordingly, to confirm among the soldiers that
faith in the fortunes of their leader, which they had long
since yielded to his wisdom and valour. Meanwhile,
Vasco Nunez turned to the youth, Pedro, who still re-
mained in his apartment.

“ Thou hast heard, Pedro,” he began after a brief pause,
in which the ferment of his blood seemed somewhat to
subsie—* Thou hast heard something of this business,
and may readily guess the rest. I have toiled here in
Darien against open and secret foes,—I have saved this
colony from utter ruin—I have won treasures that have
greatly helped to fill the treasury of Spain, having reserv-
ed none thereof, such portions alone excepted, as were
despatched to Espaiiola, to answer the demands of a few
griping creditors ;—and now that my world opens upon
me—now that I have brought my sword to bear upon
new empires, the treasures of which are perchance hound-
less—new seas, over which the fleets of Spain shall glide
without rival—behold, I am summoned to surrender them
all to some sleek favourite of the. throne or the bishop,
who will enrich himself by my labours, and grow great
and insolent in the prosecution of my designs and
thoughts. Ferdinand will gladly hearken to the base sug-
gestions of Enciso, as they will yield him a pretence for
seizing upon my achievements, which will yield him new
powers of patronage; and the better to countenance this
wrong, they will doom me, as a traitor, to the sharp and
sudden death, that being the shortest way to avoid the
reproach of innocence, or the vengeance which valour
should be for ever prompt to take. But they shall not de-
prive me of my triumph. They may take fr?m me my
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treasure and my life; but, by the Blessed Saint crying in
the Wilderness, I will win that sea of the south. I wili stand
" within its waters, and launch my bark upon its bosom,
and my sword shall point your eyes to the green islands
of other empires,.ere they do their will upon me. Thou
hast the soul, Pedro, for such a triumph as this I promise
thee? Thou wilt not shrink to follow me in this march of
danger and of glory
Surprised into corresponding enthusiasm with the
speaker, the boy rapidly promised to attend his superior,
and the latter continued—

% Ay, boy, thou hast the soul and the spirit which shall
achieve and shall make achievement glorious; but ambi-
tion is an eating fever, and produces its own pains and
sorrows that come surely with all its tumulis and suc-
cesses. It will make thee enemies who fear and hate
where they cannot rival—men who, as they lack the
greatness to do greatly, will mock at the soaring of the
nobler wing, which their eyes follow always, but their
souls never. They will aim the shaft, which will strike
a mark to which wings of their own can never rise. Yhey
will content themselves, though pulling down the lofty, to
remain for ever Jow. But why should 1 discourage thy
young mind with such doubts as these? Thou wilt run
the race like all others, and wilt not believe, until the
truth is proven in thy own experience, that such can be
the truth. It is the fate of all who aim highlg, and will
perhaps console thee in the end, as it will soon be my only
consolation, that greater and wiser and better men have
had no other fortune. And this may be enough. The
smooth way never leads to the eminence ;—the good sea-
man learns not his craft when the seas are level, and the
winds soft and favouring. So, to my mind, the glory were
not of my getting and but little to my gain, if good fortune
bore me ever forward with a friendly gale, and a bright
star, such as the venerable man who left us but now,
speaks of, hung over the path, to guide me where the
spoils of glory are. Let my own eyes seek out the path,
and I will care not that my feet should stumble, so that
my spirit rose with every fall, even as my body rises after it.
The toils which thou wilt begin to-morrow, Pedro, will be
a service to thee when I am sleeping. Away, boy, and
get thyself in readiness.”

VOL. II. 6
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CHAPTER VL

WINGS AMONG TRE MOUNTAINA—THE BTRIFE OF BAGLES,

The next day opened in the town of Darien,—which,
by the way, had been called Sante Maria by the devout
Spaniards-—with the clangour of trumpet and drum. Vasco
Nunez proceeded to review his troops; snd with an in-
creased audacity which added still more to the astonish-
ment of the astrologer, contented himsell with little more
than one half of his real force in the prosecution of his
meditated enterprise. :

' Were you new men,” he said to his followers— men
of cloth and buckram, just from Seville, I should need a
thousand of you to pass from Coyba to the great southern
sca. But being what you are, I will Jead two hundred
of you with greater pleasure, and more profit to all of us.:
Nor let those complain whom [ leave behind, They shall
share the spoils which we win, equally with those who
undertake the peril; since, well | know, with Zemaco
watching them ever from the surrounding hills, they will
have duties of as much toil and danger in Santa Marig,
as we shall encounter in our mareh beyond the moun-
tains. Know ye then that | need two hundred volunteers,
Let the men who came with me to Darien from San Se.
bastian advance first—then, of those who foilowed the
Sefior Diego de Nicuesa, and came with Colmenares,—
and lastly, of those who came from Nombre de Dios.
The new soldiers brought by Valdivia will remain at
Santa Maria, unless it be that 1 find not before me ready
to embark on this new enterprise,—one, as I warn ye now,
of the greatest peril,—a sufficient number of the scarred
veierang who have followed mesolong. | tell ye nothing,
men, of the great glory, and the vast weaith, the gold and
the pearls which ye may, perchance, gather in this expe.



THE DAMSEL OF DARIEN. 59

dition. If ye know me not, it will be well that ye should
ask, wherefore should we take this toil and danger upon
us? If you know me, it will be enough that I tell ye that
1, Vasco Nunez de Balboa, will march at your head, will -
guide ye in your true path, and lead the charge in every
conflict. Sound, trumpets, and let the true hearts of Santa
Maria show themselves wnh the golden burst of your
music.”

Seating himself upon a rock, the cavalier calmly await-
ed the result of a speech that was no less artful than
simple, and seemingly unstudied. The proud Spaniards
who bhad been with him from the first, and claimed pre-
cedence over the new-comers in all times of danger and
all matters of new adventure, were greatly flattered by -
the especial preference which had been given them;
while the others beheld nothing in the distinctions made
by the commander, but a proper division of force, accord-
ing to the natural pre-eminence and seniority. The
shouts of all were mingled in the air, and rushing forward,
as if fearing to be suspected of lukewarmness, the vete-
rans surrounded the stone where the chieftain sat, and
laid their long lances at his feet. When he had counted
their numbers, and accepted their services, they ran
about the encampment in a paroxysm of serious joy,
which vented itself in clamorous invocations to the patron
saint, concluding, as by common consent, with the praises
of their leader. With a more decorous movement, but
with no less real enthusiasm, the second and third classes
which Vasco Nunez had designated, approached him in
like number, and he soon found that to accept all who
offered would far exceed his limitation. It was not easy
to soothe those whom he was compelled to reject; but, as
we have already said, and the various chronicles confirm,
the persuasive powers of Vasco Nunez were scarcely less
remarkable than his genius and valour. The discontents
were made to conceive corresponding advantages result-
ing to themselves, no less than to the community, from
their stay at Santa Maria; and to disregard the commi-
serating looks and speeches of the more fortunate of their
number who had been chosen for the expedition. But
many an invalid veteran wept bitter tears at the bondage
in which fever, or the wounds of previous battle confined
him, and it tasked all the leader's powers of soothing to
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reconcile him to a condition which was the more irk-
some as it was inevitable. The enthusiasm of all parties
filled the heart of Vasco Nunez with a grateful triumph.

“ What creature courtier of Fonseca, think you, good
Micer Codro, could win such followers to such free-will ?
Only two hundred say you; and your heart still beats
with apprehension; but I tell you these two hundred
Spaniards under my conduct are more to me than one
thousand men had been to Ojeda ; and, by the holy Saint
John, I will work with thenr greater things in this wilder-
ness of Darien than in thy own imagining, even thou,
watcher as thou art of the visionary stars, could ever
have dreamed of. Lo! you—their looks, their voices,~—
the madness of their souls, as they fling up their lances
in delight, and leap among the hills.” Sawest thou the
grave sullen Spaniard ever in such mood before? If it
were now the time to meet with Zemaco——they would go
like the rage of the red lightning through his naked thou-
sands. Such a temper would make their battle irresis-
tible, though it would be fatal on a weary march. I will
school this temper. It is not the wild horse which I need
along the rigorous mountains, but the patient mule, steady
and sure-footed; and thou shalt soon see these wild war-
riors become as such. Ho! Francisco”—addressing Pi-
zarro—*1 assign thee twenty crossbows, and ten fire-
locks—with twenty swords and lances. To Colmenares
a like force—ye shall try the favour of these men so that
ye may each have the warriors that most affect you. Let
there be no loss of time—the brigantine is already wait-
ing us.” :

« Now could I spoil this triumph at a word,” was the
unexpressed thought of the youth Pedro, as he gazed upon
the glowing face of Vasco Nunez, and beheld the enthu-
siastic devotion of the soldiers. It needs but to say to
these capricious knaves, or to this envious and ambitious
warrior in whom he so much confides, Francisco Pizarro
—* know ye that this man is a traitor to his sovereign,
under doom as such—that even now the ministers of jus-
tice and of vengeance are on their way to place him in
bonds for judgment ;"—and the smooth lips that now ho-
nour, would be roughened with the sharp bitter shouts of
vulgar hostility. And shall I suffer him to triumph thus?
Shall it be that & murderer,—~one whom I am sworn to
slay—shall go on from triumph to triumph—shall win



THE DAMSEL OF DARIEN. 61

fume at every footstep, in my own sight, in my own de-
spite,~—~having the blood of my brother yet.reeking upon
his hands, when a breath of mine can bring him to the
dust ? A single word to Pizarro, and Vasco Nunez is cut
down—cast down, like the Philistian Dagon, his head
-rolling from his shoulders. Pizarro hath the envy which
would make him glad to overthrow the superior—he
hath the cunning which would move him to its perfor-
mance with success. He shall know all. He shall be
counselled to keep him in custody but a few weeks, and
then deliver him in the same moment to the king's minis-
ter and to death. [ will speak to him even now—there is
no more fitting moment.” '

The youth, as if doubting his own resolution, hurried
towards the spot where Pizarro was choosing his indivi-
dual command. As he approached, however, his mind
was busied with the train of thought which this subject
and his design had opened upon him; and though he
strove to continue in the same resolve, he found scru-
ples gradually rising against it in his reflections, which
cooled his temper if they did not qualify his hostility;
and when, as he drew nigh to the man he sought, he
encountered from him a bitter scow], the fruit of his un-
wary detection of the fierce soldier’s want of letters, his
malicious purpose relented. His eye involuntarily put on
a glance of corresponding hostility with that of the savage
captain, and his brow assumed a scowling aspect, scarcely
Jess stern and fearful than that of Pizarro. He no longer
felt the resolution to destroy Vasco Nunez by such an

agent.
" wNo! he muttered to himself as he turned away
slowly and proceeded to retrace his steps—+that the
lion should rend the lion, or the eagle strive with the
eagle unto the death of both, were not ungrateful in the
eyes of valour and true greatness, but that I should arm
the snake against either, were something full of shame.
Besides, have I not sworn that my deed alone shall be
my avenger, and shall I avail myself of go foul an ally as
this? Neither have I sworn against the fame but only
against the life of Vasco Nunez. Let him triumph—Ilet
him win these southern waters which are his dream, and
these new empires which he fancies will reward his
dream—am I not with him—can I not slay him-at any
6!
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moment when this triumph is obtained? It shall be so.
In that moment when his conquest is secure I will strike
for vengeance. I will then destroy him.”

The person of whom he spoke, at this moment called
him to his side.

“1 bade thee prepare to go with me, Pedro, on this ex-
pedition. I thought not on the feebleness of thy frame,
and thy lack of skill and practice in fields of peril. It
would be thy death to enter upon the weary march [
purpose, and however great may be thy thirst for glory
it were not fitting that I should suffer thee to risk thyseif
so much against thy ability. Thou shalt remain behind
at Darien.”

« Nay, sefior, but thou wilt do me great injustice if
such be in truth thy purpose ;” replied the youth earnest-
ly, and with an expression of sorrow in his face which
was truly felt in his heart, and which he could not hide.
« For what have I come to Darien but for the very perils
of which you tell me. These are perils for which my
soul pants, and the life passed without their pursuit were
unworthy a care. It was thy promise, Sefior Vasco, that
I should go with thee ever; it was thy further promise
that I should go with thee on this adventure. If thou
dost not seek to put my forehead in the dust, I pray thee
depart not from thy words, on the faith of which I came
into thy service.”

« Be not rash, Pedro,” replied the other, of a truth, I
would choose to have thee with me ever, even as I have
promised thee; but to take thee with me on a perilous
adventure, such as that before me, were to mislead thy
youth, and do wrong to the very faith which thou hast
put in me; look you, boy”—here he lowered his voice to
a whisper, and led the youth away, as he replied, from
the hearing of all others—‘know you not that the
chances are thick against us in the perils which we go
forth to encounter? Hast thou not heard the wisdom
of the venerable man, Micer Codro, warmly awakened
against my project which he pronounces a temerity
savouring of madness? And wilt thou not believe me
when I say to thee, that, even with my own hopes of
final success, which I confess {o thee are strong, I yet
greatly fear that one half of the hardy men who go with
me, will perish from over-toilsome marches, or the keen
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and vengeful arrow of the lurking savage? Be wise, my
son ; let thy thirst for glory keep pace with thy strength
and experience, both of which thou yet lackest too
greatly for so great a danger as surrounds this enter-
prise.”

Vasco Nunez pleaded earnestly with the boy, but the
latter remained unmoved.

«If,” said he, I have hearkened to the words of wig-
dom from the lips of Micer Codro, I have yet also listened
to the more grateful answer of wisdom and valour which
fell from thy lips in reply. 1 have not forgotten the speech
of either, and my resolve is no less the growth of my
thoughts on this subject than a desire of my heart. I
know all the peril; but as there is no glory without peril,
it should be the care of him who seeks the one to be
always foremost in the encounter with the other. Sefior,
I have thy promise—shall it be said against thy own well-
earned glory, that thou hast failed to keep thy faith "

These words, and the tacit reproach with which the
JYouth concluded his reply, were conclusive with Vasco
Nunez.

“Thou hast the true spirit for fame, Pedro; 1 would
that thy father had endowed thee with a manhood of body
such as God hath given to thy soul. Thou shalt go with
me—it shall not be from thy lips that Vasco Nunez shall
hear rebuke for broken faith. Get thyself in readiness—
thou shalt have the glory which thou covetest.”.

It was on the first of September, says the historian, that
this daring cavalier embarked with his followers in a bri-
gantine and several large piraguas for the dominions of
the cassique of Coyba ; his daughter, Careta, who had ac-
quired no small influence over Vasco Nunez, accompanied
him in this expedition. Standing to the northwestward,
he reached Coyba without accident in a few days, and
was received with open arms by the cassique of the pro-
vince. Here he made his final preparations for the pain-
ful and dangerous journey he was about to take; he
offered up prayers to the Deity, and caused mass to be
performed, with a degree of solemnity which, while it im-
pressed his own people no less than the savages, with a
feeling of religious enthusiasm, mingled with some little
‘awe at the perils rising before their. path, attested the
soaring and serious resolution of their leader’s mind,
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making him appear, at the time, something more than
the mere commander; and giving him the attitude
and aspect of one of those stern leaders of the people,
under God, commissioned to achieve miraculous con-
quests, and assured of the confirming smile of the
Deity in every effort and adventure. It was, perhaps, no
small help to Vasco Nunez, that such became the persua-
ston of his followers on this occasion. Nor was it simply
as a stroke of human policy, that our hero imparted this
reverential aspect to his proceedings. His own mind had
been in trutlr elevated by the lonely and constant con-
templation, amid all the changes of his fortune, of the one
single object. He had gradually discarded from his de-
sires the accursed thirst for gold, which was converting
his own people rapidly into a more cruel set of savages
than any that they came to conquer. The baser aims of
humanity had all been purged out of his bosom, by the
high, unselfish desire of opening the sealéd barriers that
led to another world; and the intentness with which he
contemplated the legitimate purpose of a noble mind, had
produced its natural effect, in bringing him nearer to the
hature, and, consequently, to the knowledge of God him-
self. All his movements partook of this influence. All his
words and thoughts were now marked by this triumphant
and rising spirit; and while his mental pride was forgot-
ten, and a just humility that knows its own make and
measure, and trespasses never beyond the claims and
against the spirit of its fellow, was growing hourly strong-
er in his heart, it was evident to all that there was a holy
erectness in his deeds, his air, his manner, and his lan-
guage, which insensibly subdued the spirits of those who
beheld him. He showed none of the petty cares and jea- -
lousies that so often impair the grandeur of human great-
ness, and embitter its sweetest successes; but, as if the
contemplation of a performance so far above the aims of
his contemporaries, had also uplifted him beyond their or-
dinary strifes and enmities, his mood ceased to exhibit
anger or passion, and a gentle and indulgent spirit distin-
guished his government, both of Spaniards and Indians,
which formed a feature entirely new in the moral history
of all the parties. It may be added that the boy, Pedro,
was not the last to acknowledge this influence over his
mind, which the high-souled superiority of Vasco Nunez
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seemed to assert, with little qualification, over the minds
of all. :

Six days after the departure of the cavalier from Da-
rien, he struck off for the mountains on his bold and pe-
rilous adventure. The Cassique of Coyba provided him
with guides and a number of Indian warriors, who were
used in carrying provisions, and in scouting along their
intricate and toilsome path. Of his own warriors, brought
with him from Santa Maria, he took but one half, the rest
being left at Coyba in charge of the brigantine. But
these were his tried men, chiefly armed with arquebusses,
and they were attended by a large number of blood-
hounds-—a foe no less formidable to the Indians than their
masters. On the eighth of September they reached the
dominions of Ponca, the ancient enemy of Careta. He
fled before their coming, as he had been commanded by
Zemaco. But his retreat was discovered, and he sent in _
his submission to the invaders, and came, though with
fear and trembling, into the presence of Vasco Nunez.
His terrors gave place to a more subdued, though yet
‘stronger feeling of reverence for the heroic Spaniard;
and beholding in him a superior, as much distinguished
by benevolence as might, he was soon converted from a
distrustful foe into an obedient and devoted friend. Ponca
revealed to him all the secrets of his native mountains.
He pointed to the wealthiest valleys and waters—informed
him of their grateful fruits, and freely brought him of his
gold and treasures. But when he confirined to him the
proximity of the great pechry—the wondrous sea of the
south, which lay beyond the mountains; and taking him
to a little eminence, pointed out to his eyes a dim and
distant peak which rose like a thin gray cloud almost
into the heavens,—telling him, from that pinnacle he
should behold the sea for which he searched,—the heart
of the conqueror melted within him with an enfeebling
joy, and once more sinking on his knees, he implored the
Divine Power to strengthen and protect him. on the toil-
some ascent which was to yield that blessed prospect to
his sight. Animated by the tidings of Ponca, and strength-
ened by prayer, he prepared to ascend the barrier moun-
tains, under the conduct of fresh guides, which he pro-
cured from the cassique. ,

The implacable chief, however, who swayed all that
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country—the proud and warlike Zemaco-—did not view
the departure of the Spaniards from Darien, and their ap-
pearance at Coyba, with indifference or unconcern. With
spies at every point, it was not long before he became
possessed of a knowledge of all the movements of the in-
vaders. The virtual rebellion of Coyba, in forming an al-
liance with his foe, was already known to him, and the
defection of Ponca he was apprised of almost as soon as
the latter had made his appearance before Vasco Nunez.
These events embittered his mind and impaired his judg-
ment. He ascribed them to the very counsel which, per-
haps, had preserved him so long in safety.

« See you not,” he said to the fugitive Caonabo, * see
you not that while we watch like silent dogs along the
hills, the pale faces send their thunders into the valleys.
Why have you counselled me to this forbearance? Shall
it be that they shall go where they please, succouring my
enemies, destroying my friends, and making slaves and
women of my people, while my warriors groan that they
may not fight, and call me a woman like the Haytian 1"

« Zemaco hath not been idle, though he hath not gone
down to do battle with the Spanjard. The wisdom of
my counsel hath been shown already. The cassique of
the Spaniard hath also remained in his bohio, and when
he sent out his young warriors were they not met by the
young warriors of Zemaco? Did they not fly before the
keen arrows of thy braves, and were they not despoiled
of their canoes, and the yellow dirt that they worship?
Twice, thrice did the young warriors of Zemaco drive
the pale faces from their path, when they came out in
small numbers to gather gold and provisions.”

« And is it not well, that my warriors should drive
them again from the path? If they beat the Spaniards
being but few, then shall they again beat them when
there are many. Is it not wisdom in the warrior to try

# The warriors of Zemaco have never heaten the
cassique of the Spaniard. They have only driven his
foolish young men from the path, when they scattered
themselves without wisdom in the thick woods. Let
Zemaco hear Caonabo, who hath looked down from the
hills of Xaragua on the deeds of this pa'e warrior. Ze-
maco hath been successful when the small bands of the
gpaniards were far asunder. Even now they are far
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asunder. But a few remain among the bohios of Darien
—a few are left with the great canoe, and dwell with the
traitor Cassique of Coyba; the rest follow their chief
warrior among the mountains, under the guidance of
Ponca »

« Another traitor ! It is because of thy counsel, Cao-
nabo, that the hearts of my people are turned away from
Zemaco. They would have me go down and do battle
with the Spaniard.”

“You have fought,” replied Caonabo gloomlly—“ twice
have you fought with the Spaniard, and your arrow has

. failed to reach his heart, and your war-club has failed to
crush his head.”

« Does the warrior lose heart for ever if he be beaten
by the strange foe, whose weapons he knows not? The
warriors of Zemaco, fail not always. They cry aloud for
the battle—it grieves them to look down upon the Spa-
niards while they march over the land. They shali go to
battle when the pale faces gather in the paths of the
mountains.”

«It is well,” replied the other. *Caonabo will ﬁght for
Zemaco as if he fought for himself, But the cassique of
the Spaniards is a great warrior. You may not drive
him when you look him in the face. The arrow of Ze-
maco may not penetrate the thick armour which covers

- his heart.”

“You tell me that I am a woman,” cried the chieftain
angrily. * Thou wouldst have me fly from Darien and
give up my country to the pale faces. Lo! you, Caonabo,
if I show this counsel to my people, they will tear thee in
pieces.” ,

« It is not the counsel of Caonabo,” said the other
coldly but calmly, “I know that the people are angry
with a warrior who has counselled- them to safety, when
they would have gone to death without doing service to
Zemaco. They have grown blind because of misfortune,
and sorrow hath made them unjust. They will think
more wisely when the Spaniard hath his foot upon the
neck of Zemaco.” .

“Ha! thou sayst ! replied the other, lifting his ma-
cana in sudden wrath above the head of the fugitive.
“ What if I strike thee dead for thy insolence!”
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“ Caonabo will lose life—a little loss to a brave man—
and Zemaco will lose more than life.”

« How ! what eanest thou shall be the loss of Ze-
maco?”

“ Wisdom, and a friend! I tell thee, Zemaco, if thou
send’st thy warriors forth against the Spaniard, they will
perish unless they can slay the cassique who leads them.
If thou canst slay him, thy conquest of the rest is easy.
He is their life as thou art the life of thy people. It is him
thou shouldst seek to slay.”

“Caonabo is wise indeed!” replied the other with a
bitter sneer, “ but can warriors be slain save by war-
riors? Have I not said, the warriors of Zemaco shall go
forth against the Spaniard? Quarequa shall lead them
against the Spaniard.”

“ Quarequa is a brave warrior,” replied the other, * but
he cannot fight against the cassique of the Spaniard. Hear
me!” he said, as Zemaco was about to interrupt him, im-
patiently, “ hear me, Zemaco. 1 will counsel thee to better
things. Thou shalt gather thy men in three places, a
thousand in each, and each under & trusty warrior. One
to these shall descend upon the bohijos of the Spaniard at
Darien—a second shall fall upon him in the night time
when he sleeps in the dwelling of Coyba—and the third
shall lie in watch along the paths, when the cassique of
the Spaniard ascends wearily the mountains. Yet I
counsel thee not to face him even then in battle. ‘There
are ways to slay the Spaniard and yet not stand before
his thunders. Thou shalt send him messengers of peace
—thou shalt give him help to ascend the mountains of
Darien. Thou shalt tell him Zemaco fears thee as an
enemy, and would have thee as a friend. Lo! he sends
thee tribute of gold and pearls, and here are fifty war-
riors to serve at thy bidding. Thou shalt do this,
Zemaco.” A

“Ha! wouldst thou have me sell my people to the
Spaniard? Am I to bend my back to his burden? Shall
the woman of Zemaco plant maize for him in the fields,
and bear his stripes when she faints beside the task? and
shall the Cassique of Darien go to the pale face with a lie
on his tongue, and say he fears him? Go! thou hast
counselled dishonour to Zemaco, and wert thou one of
my people thou shouldst die,”
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Nothing daunted, the other replied to him calmly—

¢ Thou art quick, Zemaco-—thy bosom is filled with
doubt and bitterness, so that thy ear catches not the true
meaning of my speech. I counsel thee to speak thy fears
to the Spaniard, but I counsel thee not to fear him. I bid
thee send him thy warriors, but I bid them not serve him;
and if thou giv'st him thy treasure, it is rather that he
may have faith in what thou tellest him, than that thou
shouldst give him thy faith. If thou help'st him to ascend
thy mountains, it is only that thou mayst destroy him
when thou hast him there—if thy warriors go from thee
to the Spaniard, it is that they may be the better-able to
surround his footstep, and strike at him, and him only, in
battle. Thou hast many braves who would die at thy
bidding. Say to them—* Are there fifty of ye who are
ready to die, that the enemies of Zemaco may perish ?
They will answer thee—*Yea, we stand hefore thee.’
Let them go down to the Spaniard, and say to him, ¢ We
come from Zemaco. He sends you gold—he sends you
the seedy pear] that is gathered from the sea. He sends
you food and drink for your warriors that are famished,
and he bids us guide you along the mountain paths where
they are easiest. He would be your friend ;—he will
come to you when you gather on the mountain.” See
you not, Zemaco? Your warriors will bring the cassique
of the Spaniards into the narrow valleys, and there you
will meet him with all your strength. Your arrows shall
then speak for your friendship, and the rocks that sleep
along the hill-tops shall go down in answering thunders
to the thunder of the Spaniard. This is the counsel of
Caonabo—his last counsel, for well 1 know, Zemaco,
though you have told me nothing, that the young war-
riors of Darien clamour for the life of Caonabo, and will
not sleep till they have drunk the blood from his heart.
They would make him answer for the valour of the
Spaniards,—and would sacrifice him to the war-demon,
that they themselves should become wise and brave.
Caonabo fears not death, but he would have vengeance
on the Spaniard before the day is hidden from hls eyes.
See you then to the words he hath spoken, for I tell you.
Zemaco, as one who sees the wing and shadow of death
above him, that the cassique of the Spaniard, whom they
call Vasco Nunez, is one to conquer all lands and all peo-
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ple—before whose path your warriors will melt as the
thick mists that gather in the evening shadows melt and
vanish before the bright eyes of the morning sun. If he
be slain, there are none to take his place, and lead his
people over the mountains. His wisdom is a greater foe
to the power of Zemaco, than all .the thunder of his war-
riors.”

Zemaco was impressed with the sagacity of the fugi-
tive, and not less with the calm and dignified manner in
which he declared his knowledge of a conspiracy against
his life, to which, however friendly, even Zemaco dared
not entirely oppose himself.

« Caonabo hath spoken truly. The young warriors of
Zemaco hold him an evil counsellor, whose words have
gone more deeply into the heart of his people, than the
Spanish lightning. Even now they seek him that Cao-
nabo may be given to the war demon as a sacrifice. But
they shall hear what he hath counselled. Zemaco will
declare the wisdom of Caonabo. Let the Haytien war-
rior go aside from the path of counsel, while the strong
men gather to Zemaco.”

The fugitive did as he was bidden, and retiring from
the encampment, which now lay contiguous to the moun-
tain paths over which Vasco Nunez prepared to lead his
little command, he wandered among the rocks, gloomily,
but in calm, brooding over the defeat of his plans, and the
threatening aspect of his fortunes. He was joined by his
wife, the devoted, true-hearted woman, Buru.

« Father, chief, Caonabo,” she exclaimed, as she ap-
proached him—* know you that the chief who leads the
Spaniard is he who would have saved the boy from the
sharp sword of Garabito ! I have seen him. It is he—he
would have struck for the poor Zemi,”

“ The sharp sword of Garabito was a friend to Zemi—
the cassique of the Spaniard is the foe to Caonabo. He
must die !” was the stern answer of the fugitive.

# Alas ! father—Caonabo! let not thy hand touch the
life of the good Spaniard. Spare him! spare him !—Spare
him for the sake of the poor Zemi—spare him for the
sake of the poor Buru. Turn thy arrow from his breast
to the breast of another Spaniard. Slay not him—not
him :

« Zemaco will slay all--he should spare none, if he
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would be himself safe; and least of all, the cassique who
governs the Spaniards. 'What matter, whose arrow goes
into the heart of the Spanish chief! Will he feel more
pain if the arrow come from the bow of Caonabo or of the
basest warrior of Darien! Go, go! you are a woman—
these things are for the warrior. The Spanish chief must
die, but he will not die by the hand of Caonabo. Zemaco
will send him warriors with good words, and when he
inclines to them his ear, then will they set upon and slay
him. Hear you—Caonabo will go into battle with the
Spaniard, but he will raise no hand against the chief.”

“ Ha ! but the warriors who go with a lying word to
the chief?” exclaimed the woman.

“ They will set upon and slay him when he thinks not.
Caonabo will be among the hills. He will not strike the
chief.” '

« Alas ! alas!” were the only words of the woman in
reply, as she comprehended the meditated treachery,
while with her hands she covered her eyes, from which
the tears were streaming .in profusion—the tears of the
gentle-hearted Haytien to whom even the destruction of
an enemy was productive of a sorrow scarcely less great
than would have been the sudden bereavement of a
friend.

“ It is well that the keen sword of Garabito slew the

“boy,” said her lord with more gentle tones than the words
seemed to require—* thou hadst else made a woman of
him like thyself, Buru. But the -messenger cometh from
Zemaco. Leave me, woman—] would encounter him
alone.” :

When she had gone, he exclaimed—

« He cannot bring life to Caonabo—he may bring death.
If I may no more serve my people, nor harm my foe, it is
well that death should come. I will go forward and meet
the messenger.” .

, The latter simply brought him a summons to attend
the cassique. When he reached the little hollow of the
hill, where the council had convened around their sove-
reign, he met several of the warriors leaving his presence.
From these Caonabo encountered nothing but looks of
suspicion and ill-will. These he did not seem to regard
with any other than a sentiment of pity. Conscious of
having done for them what they never could have done

)
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for themselves—batlled for months an invader whom they
* could not otherwise oppose—~he gave himself listie concern
as to the estimate which they pot upon his condnet. With
that forbearance of soul, which is perhaps one of the high-
est proofe of its superiority, his ehiel, nay, his only feeling
was one of regre!, tha!, through their own ignorance and
venity, his genius had been alf the while lIsbouring for them
in vain. In all probability, the reshness of an hour would
defeat all the toils and the successes of the past.  Without a
word or look, either of scorn or hostility, in requital of those
so freely bestowed upon him, he entered the presence of
Zemaco, who received him with o more indulgant aspect
than that which he had shown him before the conference.
He had asucceeded in pacifying the hostility of his warriors
for a weason, and this little triumph enabled him to besiow
the favour—so he considered ii—ol prolonged life, upon
one who had freely risked his life in behalf of the warriors
by whom it had been so begrudgingly prolonged. |

* Zemaso hath shown the counsel of Caonnbe 10 his
warriors. ‘They love not Caonabo-—they believe not in
his wisdom—but they have hearkened to the wishes of
Zemaco. Fifty watriors will go down to the cassiquo of
the Spaniard with the words of peace, which Zemsco will
put into their mouths ; and when they rise among the bro-
ken rocks Quarequa shall lie for them in waiting, and shall
set upon god destroy them. s this good t—is it spoken
as Caonebo would have spoken I

« 14 is good,” was the reply of the fugilive, whose [ea-
tores did not change, nor pul on the appearance of plea
sure which the cassique expecied theni to assume. He
rather continved with a eounienance and manner which
insensibly put on the extreme gravity which marked the
demeanour of the other.

 Zemaceo hath declared 10 them that Caonzbo will fight
pnder Quarequa.  Is it good 1"

“1t i good " was the almost indifferent response.
** Has Zemaco no . other word for the ears of Caonabo 1™
was the inquiry of the latter, 28 he belield an cxpression
of anxiety in the face of the cassique, and observed that he
hesitated snd faltered in his speech., With something like
an effort, 88 if he felt some of the pain he expecied 1o in-
flict, the cassique shus called upon, responded 1o the ques-
tioner aw follows :—
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“There is more, Caonaba, 'The warriors of Zemaco
will follow ihe conusel of Caonabu, even as they have
follawed it before ; but they say—upon his head be it if
we conquer not the Spaniard. He ehall die vpon the
rack of sacrifice, even upon the altar of the war-demon of
Darien.” .

He paused, and his eye sank from before the intent and
earnest but cold paze of the fugitive. A brief pause en-
tued ere the latter replied,

This tno is good, Zemaco. Now let the warriors go
down to the Spaniard, while I join myself to the men of
Quarequa. Caonaba is ready for the Spaniard or for the war-
demon.  But, thov, Zemaco }—think'st thou that one war.
rior like Cannabo will appease the rage of the war-demon?
No! his tongne shall lap blood, when I perish, from a
t:lousn'nd necks in Darien, and thine too shall be among
them." :

riid
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CHAPTER VIL
THE HAYTIER MOTHER —THE WINTER BIRD CAGED FOR BUMMER.

TaE wartiors of Darien were convoked in 4 grand and
general assemblage, The presence of the priesiz and
women, in all the pomp and pageaniry which are almost
equally, in all barbarous countries, affected by both, served
1o render the scene oné of imposing and gorgeous display;
and the place cliosen for the convocation was on conse-
crated ground. A rock of sacrifice rose in the centre of
the plain, which was immedialely surrounded by the ma-
gicians—the uninitiated crowd covered the hundred hills
which looked down upon the spot. Between the great
multilude and the officiating priesthood, oceupying a livle
space to themselves, stood fifty of the bravest warriors of
the people of Zemaco. 'These had offered themselves o
the war-demon, and were to be present at the barbarous
rites performed in their behalf, and for the betler propitis-
tion of the eppetilte of the cruel power to whom they
dedicated themselves, and whose favour they iuvoked.
They had sworn to sacrifice the cassique of the Spaniard 0
his anger, or to yield themselves up to deah in the prose-
cution of their objeet, 1L needs not that we should dwell
on the horrible details which distinguished the barbarous
rites by which thie pledge was to be consummated and
rendered binding on the parties, It is enough to know
that 3 wretched prisoner was pacrificed—a subject of the
cassique of Coyba, and the bloed of the viclim sbsolutely
lapped by ilie devoted warriors. A consecrated knife was
put into the hands of each, with which, before he delivered
i to its fulure possessor, the magician gashed his breast,
thighs, and shoulders, with seemingly unmeasured and
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sometimes dangeroua sirokes. 'T'he rites finished, the
warriors departed on their miesion of treachery and hate.
Among the spectators on thia occasion was the wile of
Caonsbo, the unhappy woman of Hayti. The tender
heart of the islander revolied at the horrible display she
witnessed, so utierly foreign to the habits of her own peo-
ple; and when she thoughi upen the eruel object for
which the dreadful ceremony bad been performed, an in-
“tense anxiety arose in her bosom which rendered her
feelings—harrowed and torn as they had been by the
savage orgies of the priesthood—scarcely resirainable,
It has been seen that she now knew what Spaniard led the
invaders. 'This knowledge hiad prompied her 10 the ap-
peal made 10 Caonabo in his behall. Waiching along the
hitty the toilsome advance of the fue, her keen eyes had
distinguished the majestic and graceful form of that war-
rior, who, once seen, it was not essy to forgel; 088
features and carriage, impressed on her Jiie
mont keenly observant and snxiously inte
li(e, had become, a8 jt were, 8 very part of her! .
Never could she forget the prompt, though unavediteg foter-
ference which he offered, when the aword of the murder-
ous Gharabito was lifled against her child—nor the no less
prompt valour by which he would have avenged the bar-
barous deed by which she had loet the boy for ever. With
her heart beating and burning with 1he gratitude which she
felt for the good and gallant Spaniard, could she calmly
behold the preparations intended for hie murder? Couid
she hear patienuly the dreadful imprecations of the savage
priesthood of the Charaibee,—the profession of a religion
the most savege of any known 10 the new world—and
hear the promises of the young warriora to their cassique,
to wreak vengeance by treachery, in the unguarded mo-
ment to which their falsehood shouvld beguile him, wpon
the brave and noble gentleman to whom her maternal
heart acknowledged so warm a debt of graiwde? Her
eyes grew blind with their tears, when all others around
ber gleamed with triumph. 'I'hp shouta in her ears, the
fierce eries and savage exultation, which lified all other
hearis 1o furious satisfaction, went like the chilling atroke
of death into hers ; and while a singolar, and, we may add,
a palriolic sentiment of hope and rejoicing Glled the im-
mense multitude around her with the conviction thal 2
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naliona] enemy was about 1o perish, she had but the one
feeling and the one [fear, that slie was sbout to lose no
other than a friend. Az yet the guickening resolution in
her mind was still snformed ; but she fel, when whe re-
tired frem the sssemblage, that she eould not suffer the
brave Spaniard to fall by this wily treachery. It was only
after hours of eonfused thought that the eourse of conduet
which her duty presented :o%:er. rushed wilh the speed of
fire 1o her mind; and she rescived at all hazards to fore-
warn the Spaniard against confiding in the professions of
the devnted warriors who had undertaken the work of
treachery. It must be understood that she liule knew or
linle dreamed of the danger which threatened Caonabo.
He had, with 2 tenderness rather due to his Haytien eon-
nexions than to his Charribean birth, withheld from her the
peinful deom which awailed him as the penalty foilowing
inevitably the fallure of his plans ; and with the fond con-
vietion that while she saved the noble Spaniard she harmed
" mone, and least of all, the lord of her own life and affec-

... ions, she resolved that very night to descend into the

plain—availing herself of the azbsence.of Caonzbo, who
was rbout to set forth with the army of his jealous enemy,
Quurequa—and apprise Vasco Nunez of the purpose of
those who would seek him with proffers of service, and
bringing with them those treasures of gold and peasls,
which, she well knew, would tempt the Spantard 10 sny
degree of confidence, as they tempted also 10 any measure
of rashness. Waomen are not apt to be good politicians in
any couvatry, and the good Buru litle thought that her
trath 10 the rassique of the Spaniard was only so much
wreachery to the protector of herself and husband, the eas-
sique of Darien.

Circumstances fevoured her design. 1t was considersd
advivable that the Iadian deputation bearing the presents of
Zemaeo and his friendly protestations, should * fetch a
compass’’ of some exient, in order to deceive the Spaniard
as {o the precioe spot where the Indian srmy lay, The
necessity of gathering the weasyre from varioue guarters,
was also a cause of delay, which contributed o the pro-

. secution of the plen of the woman; snd when slie de.
scended from the hills, and, on the ensuing night, entered
the camp of the Spanisrds, she was several hours in od-
vance of the warriors whose purpose she was about o foil.
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At midnight the sentinels brought the strange woman to
the presence of the chief she sought. When she saw
him she fell upon her face. She was reminded by his
noble presence of the fearful event in which her heart was
so deeply wounded—the murder of her son—and her sobs
silenced her own speech, while they commanded the won-
der of all around. Vasco Nunez raised her from the earth,
and gazed steadfastly on her agonized features ; but the
rapid passage of events, and the continual change of faces
passing before him, had almost obliterated her mild and
humble, but truly beautiful, features from his memory,
until, seeing the abstracted and inquiring expression of his
glance, she exclaimed in accents still broken and impaired
by sobs— ' ; )

* Buru, master—Buru. The poor Buru,—the woman
that danced for the Spaniard, when the boy—"’

“Ah!” said Vasco Nunez, with a feeling of astonish-
ment prevailing over all others,—* Can it be? You here,
Buru? How came you here—in whose vessel 7”

With more art than she commonly employed, she evaded
this inquiry, and proceeded with as little delay 2s possible
1o declare her object, and apprise him of the dangers which
awaited him from the approaching deputation. 'The eye
of the warrior searched keenly her countenance, as she
unfolded the details of a design which denoted a higher
degree of artifice than was common to the Indian, and be-
trayed a kind of tactics which, if persevered in, promised to
be more dangerous to his successes than any he had yet
entountered in the new world ;—he would have preferred
to doubt her intelligence,—her faith—but the plain and
direct narration which she gave, and the simple and sincere
expression of her face, at once forced upon him a convic-
tion which he would not willingly have entertained.

* The star is working for us,” said he to the astrologer,
when the narration was over, **and truly the events are
wonderful which belongs to this, How came this poor wo-
man here, whom we left at Santo Domingo? Can it be
that she has come with other of her people in vessels of
their own? How is it, Buru, will you not tell me?”

* Let my lord suffer the poor woman 10 go to the hills,”
she replied, evasively, in imperfect Spanish. ¢« Have I

not spoken all for my lord’s safety I Would my lord have
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ti;e Tpoar woman say what shall bring sorrow lo her peo-
e L]
P #T1 were base for me to think this thing, Baru,” replied
the cavalier. **The Bleseed Mother of Gnd forbid thas I
should desire thy lipe to declare any of tlie secrets of 1hy
penple, which ghall bring them 10 harm. But why wonld®at
thou rewirn to the hills? Know'st thou nm 1 am thy
friend? I will not harm thee if thou keep’st with my
warriors, but danger awaits thee among the hills, when [
g0 up to baile with Quarequa. It is Quarequa who leads
the warrinrs of Zemaco npon the hills, thou say'st 2

* Quaregua, snd another chief—a great chief,” replied
the woman.

 And what name has the other chief, Buru 1" demand-
ed Vasco Nunez.

* Let not my lord ask the woman what ehe is forbidden
to speak ; but let her depart upon her way, up the narrow
path upon the mountain. It were not well that the young

. “warriors of Zemaco should behold her in the tents of the

Spaniard.™

“ Shrewdly spoken, Burs—thou may’st depari; but
thou shalt wear this for my szke sround thy neck, so that
when the Spaniard shall meet thee, he will say, this is one
whom Vasco Nunez loves, and will teave thee unharmed,
Nay, fear not—it ia the image of the Spaniard’s God whom
thon beholdest—one who Jied a ¢rue] desth, Bury, that 1
might save thby child if I could, and be kind 1o his o~
ther.”

* Ab, master "’ was the only exclamation of the woman,
as he flung around her neck a liule cracifix of ailver, with
the image of the dying Jesus atiached. The tears trickied
down her cheeks the while, snd her thick rising sobs stifled
all her farther efforts at speech. Vasco Nunez himself
conducied het beyond the limits of the camp, and deported
himself the while, without forgetiing the air of the supe-
rior, with all the respeciful deference of one who fecls
how much that is venerable is aesociated with the ides nnd
the person of 3 mother,

 Micer Codro,” he esid 1o the asirologer, at returning,
** our star serves us wel] st apaseny, but [ cannot help the
thought which tells me thou hast not yet learned truly to
decipher is language. From thy lips, whatever thou
speakest of my foriune, thy language ie aver one of omen



THE DAMAEL OF DARIEN. 78

and warning when thy subject is woman. She that has
ever been my hope and joy, is ever thy distilie and dread.
What wilt thou say touching the humble and true-hearted
woman of Hayti? Shall [ doubt her story ! Shali 1 hold
her an enemy seeking to beguile me into danger—io lull
me 1o sleep, or blind me against the trath, until 1 am shorn
of my strength and fall into the hands of my enemies,
Thou wouldst have me, I nothing douln, reject her siery,
and give ear o these cunning savages, who would lure me
with rich gifts and friendly speech, unti} they find fitting
moment tc dealroy me.”

1 warn thee, my son,” replied the other, * against
woman,—since | sm shown that it is by woman thou wils
B4} at last ;—but I teil thee not that ali women will o thea
harm, and I oy not that some wurnen may not serve thee,
*The stars work for man sometimes through hostile aspects,
cven as Satan works in the eanse of Heuven, even when
he would seem most busy in his own.”

“Then it is still 2 power beyond their own which brings
gnodness to woman, and prompts her to becoming worka.
Ab, Codro—I fear nie it is in thy memoriea of yeuth, and
in the grent experience of thy heart in long past years, ra.
ther than in the atars of lieaven, that thou seest this ill-fa-
vour in the nature of the woman. But, to the present need
—shal | give ear to these tidings of Burn, and hold these
savages that are to seek me with friendly speech, 2s I
should hold lying enemiea? What aspect shall I put on
belore these messengers of the cunning Zemaco

“1 would not have thee treat them as {riends, nor yet
as foes—f{or the woman may have mistaken ihe words of
Zemaco, or she may have spoken falsely—"

“Not ne!” eried Vasco Nunez hastily, interropiing
the oid man—+ No, Mizer Codre, I should 25 saon jook to
thee for fulsehood 28 10 that meek woman of Hayti. But
thy counsel nevertheiess is good. 1 will not treat the se-
vages as foes,—but I will goard them as if they might be
20, Were I sure that they came on purpose of ireachery,
1 shouid give them 1o the dogs for punishment. Ho
there! Colmenares 1"

‘The lieutenant made his appearance.

* Get sthee thy men in readiness—gee that their maiches
be lighted, end all things prepared for hidden strife.  Dou-
ble your guards, and let your swords be out, fur we may
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have close conflict. 1 will put these savages in chains—
all but one~~wheo shall bear the tidings back to his masier,
of 1lie bad success of this most cunning scheme, He shall
sce that his treacherous practice speeds with no better
forwne than his daring. Away—be ready.”

Before the dawn of day, the fifty messengers of Zemaco
appesred in the camp of Vasco Nunez, and so far cob-
firmed the 1ruth of the tidings brought by Buru. They
were received by the Spaniell cavalier with a cold indiffer-
ance ol manner which effectually concealed (rom them his
diseovery, ‘The preparedness in which the Spaniards
stood for haile, did not alarm them, since, under tho com-
mand of Vasco Nunez, the Indians had never found them
otherwise. They delivered up the rich presents which
they brought, and le beheld them placed at his feet with a
enuntenance that underwent no change. He heard with a
like inflexibility, the glowing prowesiations of the orator,
" who headed the depuiation, and described for Zemaco, the
fond and friendly interest which his master enteriained in
the fortunes of the Spaniard, in language, the warmth and
exuberance of which, fitly corresponded with its ingince-
rity. When he had Bnished, the cavslier regarded his
unsinking, unabashed countenance with a piercing gaze,
that might have made less rigid muscles than those of the
Indian, quiver with shame and spprehension. Buat the .
orator met the glance with a stare of utter immobility.

“ What name do they give thee among thy people 1"
said Vasco Nunez to the speaker, after a brief panse.

“1 am Bachece,” said the orator, * but my people call
me Canamee-calichee, or the bird that sings in winter.”

“Indeed I replied the Spaniard with a smile—« 1 will
cage thee, Bacheco, that I may hear thy voice in sumamer
also. It sheuld be good at all seasona.” :

Then giving a signal to Colmenares and Pizarro, which
had been previously resolved upon, the Indians were in an
instant surrounded by the soldiers, and 20 sudden and com-
plete was the surprise that they were disarmed of the con-
secraled knives which had been conferred upen each,
before they could think to vae them,

“Thou,” said Vasco Nunez to one of the prisoners,
whom he commsnded to be released, * thou shalt go back
to Zemeco; tell him that the Spaniard sees into his heart
and koows gll its fzlsehood—that he hath epoken 1o me
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with a lying tongue, and T will put his warriors to death if
he will not come to me in person. Away! I will be upon
thy steps with the sun of another day.” '

The Indian thus released, lonked at the Spanish chief
though without obeying him, untit a glance from the eye
of the chief of the deputation, Bacheco, the orator for the
occasion, seemed 1o authorize his departure.  Then, bend-
ing almost 1o the earth, with an air of the profoundest
deference, at the feet of Vaseo Nunez, he tarned gracefuily
from the presence and was soon hidden from sight in the
crowd of gathering shadowa that thicken at the coming of
the dawn. ’

¥OL, 1L ' 8
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CHAPBTER VHL

LOVE REMAINS, THOUGH BOPE FLIES, IN TRE CONSTANCY OF MIS-
FORTUNE

«* Ha, Burut Wherefore hast thou followed me from the
hiils where Zemaco keeps, and where is safery T Knowest
thou not that the warriors of Quarequa lie in wait for the
coming of the Spaniard 1 Knowest thou not that the path
of the Spaniard is upon these hills? Thou hast come where
the storm threalens, Buru—J would thou hadst kept with
Zemaco.”

Such was the salutation of Caonubo when the woman of
Hayti stood before him on the evening of the day which
followed that night when she sought the tents of the Bpa-
niard. The genilg tones of the cassique’s voice, and he
earnust solicitade which he expressed for her safely, smote
her heart sorely, {ur, after leaving the Spaniard, she grew
haif conscious that she had played the traitor to her hus-
band no fess than to Zemaco. It pardy reconciled her 1o
her breach of trust, when she felt that she could declare
with an spproving conscience that she preferred 1o share
the dunger with him 1o the safety which lie did nos share.

“1f the storm is for Caonabo, the alorm is siso for

" Buru. 1 she feared not the black waters of the sea when
Caonzbo was in the cange, she fears not the black winge
upon the mountain if' he be lying beside her. Buru sees
not the danger when she Jooks on Caounabo.”

“Iuis well,” replied the Fugitive, in melancholy accents,
which 2s they were unusoal to him, went more piercingly
into her heart than any words which he might have spoken
in anger. * It is 1ime that thou shouldst cease to behold
the slorm—ite black wing has been sbove our eyes since
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the Spaniard firat found Lis accaraed yellow god in Hayti.
‘T'he siorm is on all the hills, and thou hadst found it with
Zemaco zs thou wilt fiod it with Quarequa. What wa
musl see, that we need see not. It ie there—let us not
took. If {1 destroys,~—well. If it spares,—well. If it
threatens,—wherefnre should we tremble, when it makes
us not o remble even when it slaya? I have gone {rom
hill to hill that the storm might not tcuch me j—and lo!
the very sunshine that I saw afer, had o black storm hid-
den in i1s bosom. 1 am weary of flight. I will ly no
more. I would have left thee in safety with Zemaco,
Bury, but it is better that thou shouldst be here. When
the keen sword smote the neck of the boy Zemi, dast thou
think he fels pain, Buru? Look! I would wke this litile
javelin, Bury, and I would make in thy heart a small mark,
no bigger than its point—why dost thou tremble and
shrink *—I will only do se at thy prayer:—and thou
shouldst never see the cloud, nor fear the storm sny
more."”

‘« Ah, father, chief l-—thy words are strangs and terrible
to the peor; wezk woman of Hayti. Oh, speuk not thus—
38 if thy heart had forsaken thee. Be angry with the
foolish woman—Iift thy hand and strike her with thy an-
ger i—but let not this heavy spirit be in thy speech.
Wherefore shouldst shou lose thy heart, now, when thea
hast watriors at thy bidding, and 1he greal cassique Zemaco
calls thee even {o his secret counsels 1’ .

“Hal ha!” exclaimed the fugitive, with a langh of bit-
ter derision—* thou arl but & woman, Buru—thou knowest
as lille of the hearts of men as of their counsels, Let us
say nothing of the warriors which are led by Caonabo, or
of the counsels that he gives to Zemaco. When the Spa-
niarda come up the mountain, thou will ask sfier these war-
rinrs, but 1 know not that they wiil answer—and if Zemaco
takes counsel from Caonabe, and the counse! be unwise
and unsuceessful, it may be thou wilt then ask, and have
no answer, when thy question is of Caonabe. But thou
hast not said the thing 1 asked of thee, The sharp sudden
siroke of the Spaniord when #t emote the neck of Zemi,
1he boy—dost thou think it brought him more pain than
when they pus the lash on his baek 3t the Encomienda of
Ribiero 1" _

#* Oh, no! no!™ was the prompt reply.
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“ Thou hast a quick and true thought of it, Baru. The
pain of death iz a pain here and here”’—itouching his head
and heart as he spoke—t* and if these care not to live,
there' is no pain. If 1 put this sharp flint into thy bo-
som-—" ‘

“ Oh, father, chief, Caonabo, what wonldat thon—
;\rouldst thou slay the woman of Hayti-—the mother of the

oy ?“

She shrank back impuolsively from his grasp, as, hall
baring the swelling basom which was sill beantiful, as she
was still young, he rested the edge of the keen javelin upon
her heart,

“ I thou bidtlesl me,—yes ! was the calm reply—-still
terrible, though nothing could exceed the mournful tender-
ness of his toves. ¢ 1 would not slay thee, Buru—No !
Bat thinkest thou to live when the sirile rages—when the
Spaniard has put his foot on the neck of Caonabo?”’

Her shriek silenced him, and falling on her knees before
him, slie implored him 1o forbear.

“ Ha! whatis this, woman 1" he eried in fierce accents,
a8, falling [rom the bosom where she had coneealed it, the
silver cross given her by Vaseo Nunez became revealed
to his sight.—* Speak 1--say, before 1 slay thee—why is
it that I find upon thy neck the image that the Spaniard
worships 1 -

He seized the sacred emblem as he spoke, and tearing it
from her neck, while she vainly endeavoured 1o arvest his
arm, flung it aver inle one of the wild abysses of the moun-
tains where they lay. His fierce demand which received
ko answer, was again repeated, and, still incapable of speech,
she sank prostrate upon her face before him, while his
wratl, rising into almost ungovernable violence as he sur-
;ey"d her, prompted him 1w spurn her with his lified
oot,

“ Thou hast fled the gods of the Charaibee and 1he Hay-
tien 10 which thou wast sworn.  T'hou hast sold thyselfl and
them-to the gods of the Spaniard. It is because of this
that they aid us not—ii is becauvse of this that the Spaniard
drives ns to the hills and slays ovr warriors, What
black spirit has possessed thee, woman, 1o deliver up thy
people 10 the foes wha have slain thy own child? Speak,
that I may he moved with fury to slay—it i3 because I
look on thee with horror that I cannot strike.”
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The moaning, inarticulate prayer  for mercy alone
reached his ears; and her eyes were not once uplified
from the ground. Suddenly the air resounded wilh the
clamouss of an hundred war conchs, a teken 1that the
army of Quarequa was rising into aciivity, and a summnns
that demanded the presence of Caonabo for other daties.
Hie tone and whole manner suddenly changed. His words
aid accents were alike mournful,

+ Oh, Butu—woman that has been the mother of the
Charaibean son, and hae slept on the bosom of Caonabe,
wasa there not enough of sorrow for the chief that thou hast
done thia thing? Was the grief slow 10 hunt him that thon
hast invoked a false god to be my enemy ! Did 1 speak 10
thee even in anger—did I beat thee with cruel blowamlid
I gash thee with flints—did I drive thee forith beneath the
tempest in winter! Why hast thou taken the dead god of
tlie Spaniards 10 thy bosom and east from thee the living
god of the Charaibee 1 It is well for thee that Caonabo has
no anger le(t him now—it is well that he feels 8o base that
he can no longer etrike any but the Spaniard, He hath
heard 1l:e threat of Zemaco in his ear, and he lrath apoke
no defiance. He hath beheld the scornful glance of Qua-
requa, end fie hath lifled no hand to elay. If he spares
Zemaco and Quarequa. shall he not spare the woman?
and yet, Burn, L1ell thee that if thou hast taken the god of
the Spaniards 1o thy heart, thov hast done more harm to
Caonabo than the threat of Zemaco and the scorn of Qua-
requa.”

ql'le left her prostrate where she lay snd went forth to
where the warriors were assembling. There, in the pre-
secce of the host, Quarequa.informed him of the messenger
from the Spanish chief and of the fortune which had be-
fallen the fifty warriors.

“ And thus saith Zemaco,” continned the jealous and
malignant savage, with an exuliation which gleamed from
his eyes and which he did not seek to hide, “if the
cassique of the Spaniards fall not in he sirife to-day, it is
because of thy counsel; and thon shalt alone, ou the stone
af sacrifice, to the war-demon of Darien, for the warriors
that have perished."

Caouvabo gave no anewer, and the smile of pity which
overspread his countenance as he witnessed the hosile air
_of his enemy, was quickly succeeded by a look of wo,

gs
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which, however, tookt ita rise from a far different souree
than eny solicitude for his own fte. The war-eonchs
sounded, and the command of Quarequa compelied his
altention to the band of warriore which he was required 10
lead. But a moment was left him for speech with the
poor woman, his wife, who liad followed, with =il 1he ad-
hesive attachinent of the dog, the steps of the master who
had puaished.

“ Woman, [ now know thy secret. Thou hast heen down
the hills and hast spoken with the Spaniard. ‘Thon liule
knowest the evil thou hast dene. Thou hast saved him,
but thou hast slain thy husband. 1t is well, 1 reproach
thee not for this, for T tell thee [ am weary of iife. But
thou hast given me !0 a crvel death, and thou hast betrayed
thy people to & more cruel enemy. Lol [ am merciful.
Get thee in readiness to die when the banle is over, for as
sure as the god of the Charaibee is a god of strength and
terror, so surely will I sacrifice thee 1o his wrath when the
strife is ended with the Spaniard.”

Slowly ehe followed altef his footsteps, as he went to
the spot where his warriors awaited him, but he spoke {o
her no other word; and many and mixed, indeed, were
the thoughts of dread and danger in her mind, and of
sorrgw in her heari, as she heard the far music of the
Spanish trumpet coming uvp 1o the combat on the moun-
tains.

But of the danger to hersel{ she had the most childish
unconsciousness. Though he had spurned and threatened
her, ehe thoughi only of his danger, and of that strange
and sad hopelessness of heart with which he had spoken
in their late interview. With an eye thal never lost sight
of his person, she followed alt his movements; and when
the Spanish files began to appear in sight, winding slowly
on their way up the uneven hills, she sat down vupon a
rack which overiooked the ambush ol the Indians, resolved
to watch over the fugitive Caonabo, g5 if her mere waich
could suffice 10 disarm some of the danger, or defest
some of the foes which might lurk zround his path. Tt
wag the watch of love still lingeriag, even after the flight of
hope, and no less consiuntin its devotion than that envi-
ous foriune which had driven from the side of the warrior
all his other and abler [riends.
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CHAPTER IX.

THE LAST FIGHT OF THE OHARAIBE‘E--:THE WAR-DEMON HAS H1®
VICTIM.

Tre justly-minded reader will seldom find much plea-
sure in the perusal of narratives which dweil largely upon
the confiicts between the accomplished cavaliers of Europe,
and the simpte, halfnaked warriors of the new world. 'The
ineqnality of the combatants revolts the mind at 2ll soli- |
citous of justice, ‘The war between these adversaries was
most generally all on one side,~—~and the poor Indizns ob-
tained their occasional successes—wilh some few excep-
tions, among which may be named the long contest of the
Spanierde with the Araucanians—simply through the con:
temptuous negligence of their adversaries. Their battles,
so calied, were usually litile else than massacres, in which
each butcher slew his thousand vietims. Mere nuinbers
on the part of the Indians, so far from increasing the diffi-
cuity and the merit of coaquest to the Europeans, in
reality facilitated greatly the dreadlai business of arquebus
and sword; since, as the Gav! said to the Romans, ** thick
grass is always easier cut than thin The policy of
Cuonabo had been to reconcile this inequality between the
pariies, by 2 resort tn that only ally which couid possibly
effect the object; but which, strange to say, our European
easvisis have always found particolarly detestable when
employed by any other than Lheir own people,—namely,
treachery.  As if she injured and inferior people were not
~—not merely anthorized, but—hound to resort 10 any and
every practice in order to repel and destroy the invader, who,
without pretext or right, descends upon foreign and peaceful
lands, and relying on the superiority of his arts and arms
makes unequal war [or the destruction of the uneffending.
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Zemaco had no other idea of war than that taughl him by
the hardy wvalour of his people, in which personal agility
and strength furnished the chiel sources of power, and no
arts were practised hut those whirh enabled them to fing
the javelin to its mark unerringly, and in the clnse sirite
to wicld the heaviest elub with e lightest effon, and
grapple the most formidable foe with leart and mvscie
equaily inflexible and onrelaxing. The emall, and seem-
ingly effeminate Spaniards, were, until the influence of
theit strange and godlike weapons were made known, re-
garded with scorn by the gigantic warriors of Darien, who,
rushing vpon them without fear, thought to annihilate
them withoat effort. ‘The tesult nf the combats of Zemaco
with his new enemies is already known to the reader; and
a demonatration to the mountain warriors of the uiter in-
adequacy of the arma and practice 10 which they had been
areuslomed for successive generations, 1o oppose assailants
who earried thonderbolts always lighted in their hands,
left them for a brief period in a state of hopelessness which
was truly pitiable. The counsels of Caonubo had pro-
duced a beneficial effect upon 1lieir apirits no less than for-
tunes ; as they taught them to oppose cantion and cunning
to superiority, and to avaid the enemy with whont they did
not openly dare 10 contend. They fled from well-drilled
and well-commanded bodies of the 3paniards, but still
hovering along their path, they descended upon them in
their hours of indizcretion or repose; amd by this parti-
man policy, gut off stragglers, foragers and explorers ; gra-
dually shinning the nuinbers, always few, of the power
that was destined never 10 prove itsell more formidable 10
the poor Indians than when it seemed least numerous and
mosi feehle.  What effect this policy of the fugitive cas-
sique might have had upon the progress and the fortunes
of Vaseo Nunez, if continued, may not be so readily al-
firmed ; but the inference is fair, from what is already
kuown, that, with the slender forces of the Spanish con-
queror, his insecore position in the regard of his sove-
reign, and the restless, reckless and impatient character of
the men whom he commanded, he must have been bafled
sufficienly long in his march across the peninsuj, to have
made him so unpopular with both sovereign and people,
as to have led to liis deposition; and this event, by placing
the Spaniards under the command of inedequate leaders,
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would, more certainly than any other, have produced that
equalily between the parties which was the chief object in
all the labours of Caonabo, But the favour which the
fugitive had found in the sight of the cassique of Darien,
led, naturaily enough, to a jealous hostility on the part of
those nalive wartiors, who, hitherio, had been the exclu-
sive agents, and, perhaps, direciors of his power, 'The
fierce chieftain 10 whom was assigned the tagk of opposing
the progress of the Spaniard over the mountains, first
kindled the spirit of discontent among the people of
Daurien at the honours bestowed upon the stranger, A
faction had sprung into existence, of which Quarequa was
the head, the power and claims of which Zemace found
himself unable to withstand. But the cassigue did not
yield without an effort 10 save the fugitive, and 10 his rte-
solute defence of Caonabo may be referred the indulgence
wliich had been given him, by which his life was made 10
depend upan the success of his own plans. The failure of one
imporlant item in these plans——the atiempt upon the life
of 1the Spanish captain—was, Caonabo well knew, equiva-
lent to the failure of his last hope, and a sure forerunner
of his own doom j~—and it would not be easy to deseribe
the pang which the doomed warrior fell, when, in the last
monient of his interview with ihe wife of his bosem, he
was driven by the force of circumstances 1o the conviction
that 10 her treachery the fzilure was attributable wholly.
Suffering as she did, the pang would have been far greater
at her heart than any at work in his. could she have known
the dreadful consequences, following, to the chief whom
she did not less reverence than love, from an act which
geemed to her one of unmixed benevolence and good. It
was, perhaps, the noblest proof of his love for the unhappy
woman, thay, in the moment of his own conviction of the
trulh, he yet witkheld it from her knowledge. Had he
but spoken out what he knew—had he but declared the
true meaning of that vague charge which he made ber at
parting, then the death with which he threstened her had
been the very Kindest boon ever offered by his hands.

But ihough indifferent to life, Caonabo did not go inle
baule a3 one without hope. He did not suffer his private
wrongs, 2nd the hostility of Quarequa, 1o blind him to the
remembrance that the Spaniards were their national ene-
mies. He prepared to exert all his capacities against

[
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ther, 3¢ much so as if the country which he toiled for was
his own, and he possessed the warmest confidence and
affections of the people. With this aim he sought eut
Quaregua, while there was yet sufficient time left 10 suffer
them to efude the arms of the enemy and even to escape
liis sight. He declared himsell averse 10 batie, advised
that the warriors of Darien should harase the Spaniards
froan the heights, and 91l retrest at their approach. It
will be easy,” he said in brief, “ 10 desiroy the dogs with
our arrows when unsapported by the warriors, and by their
death we deprive the Spaniards of one of their most
powerful agents of destruction, Their thunder we can
oursefves escape behind the hills, to the tops of which we
only rise for an instant to aim 2 shaft or a javelin, and by
itmely flight from bill 1o hill, baffle equally pursuit and
aim of the enemy, who, covered with heavy armour and
. without horse, cannot hope to follow ve. ‘The ambuscade
you have set for them now, will surpriee but not destroy
them ; and failing 10 do this, when you have once mes
them, you cannot then aveid a general conflies,”

Such was the zmount of the last advice which the fugi-
tive offered 1o his uncompromising enemy. It was answered
in the language of insolence and taunt

“ Let the women of Hayli fear the Spaniard. There are
men in Darien. Caonabo can go back among the moun-
1sing, if he loves not 1o beliold the sirife—let him hide be-
hind the hille, and shoot his arrows down into the plain by
stealth, even as he counsels; but he csnnot fly death al-
ways. Halh he not heard the words of Zemacoe? If we
cunquer nol the Spaniards this dav, it ia beeause the war-
demon of Darien is hungering for his victim. Caonabo will
do well 10 prepare himself for the Spaniard, if he loves not
the rock of sacrifice.”

Far a momest the naturz! indignation of the man got the
better of the caim, forbearing apuit of the patriot, and the
fugitive chief replied io the insulting warsior in tones and
Jlanguage which were not unfelt even by the savage enemy
whom he addressed.

“ Were it not that there is an enemy before us, Quar_e-
qua, | would ear thy dog tongue from thy throat. It will
be well for thee if the thunder of the Spaniard strikes thee
down (his day, for, as surely a¢ the war-demen of Darien
elamours for one victim, I will give him, if 1 survive this
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batile, another ; and thou shalt go to his altars tongueless,
that thou mayst neither 1aunt the brave warrior with thy
foul speech, nor brag of thy own worthless deeds. See
that thon make th:self worthy of death by my hand in the
duoings thou shalt this day show." _
Nothing but the prompt interposition of the surronnding
warriors, and the rapid approach of the Spanisrds, prevent-
ed the mortal issue which the chiefs equailly desired, and
the wards of Caonabo had invited. They separated with
eyes breathing fire, and hearts in which the fame of mutoal
hostility was barning almost as keenly as that which they
individually felt towards their invader. Though maddened
to momentary forgetfulness, the fugitive chief did not suffer
himself 10 [ose sight of the carea which. gathered before
him in the approaching conflict; nor did he spare any of
his efforts of mind or body to make he battle, so unwisely
risked, mare hopeful on the part of the Indians. Ha seat-
terred his men along the most broken ledges of the heights
eommanding the advance of the Spaniards, and lessening
the distance in an air line between themaselves and the fue,
in reality lessened the danger. Many of these, in'addition
to their ordinary weapons, he provided with heavy rocks,
which had been previonsly heaped convenienily togeiher,
and [ay in little piles on the verge of avery declivity. He
commanded his men 1o sfing their clubs to their necka
by the thong with which they were usuvally tied for thia
very purpose ; and by a command so very unusual among
the savages of Darier, on the approach of batile, he fur-
nished a check to that impetuosity of disposition, which
most generally led them 10 rush forward 1o the combat
hand to hand, in stler despite of the superior arms borne
by the Spanizrds. Another result of this arrangement was
to compel them at first to the free and exclusive employ-
ment of the weapons left them,—namelv, the missiles pro-
vidled an the hills, and the arrow and javelin, in the use
of which no peaple could be more expert. ‘Theae wers
the weapons which were chiefly feared by the Europeans,
since a well-aimed lance ar arrow inthe hands of an Indian,
was most frequenily quite a8 faial as the rude firelock of
that early periad, and perhaps, in a closely-wooded coun-
try, not muach inferior to the more deadly vrifle of pur own
day. 'Their value as a weapon of war against sn invader,
one chiel part of whiose sirength lay in bloodhounds, wes
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incomputable ; since a deliberate warrior, having an elevaled
position, might very well disable every such assailant, if
his spproach eould be seasonably distinguished ; snd the
heavy rocks which garnished the heights were no less good
against the slow, uptoiling seldier, T'hus prepared, Caonabo
waited with impatience the progress of the foe, and his
l‘:irar]-(‘,l:u'!cll was the first o open with the signal music of
autle.

Vasco Nunez was a wary captain. He saw no foes
wlile ascending the ambushed pasa, but his quick military
eye readily conceived 1he excellence of such a position for
the purpose to which Cacnabo had preferred it. He com-
manded a halt, and resolved to devote some time to o sur-
vey of the ground in order vo the choice of a Jess perilous
pathway. But, fortunately for his linle army, the rash
charscter of the cassique who led the main body of the In-
dians, now doobly stimulated 10 temerity by the exciting
controversy which had 1aken place beiween himself and
the fugitive chief, and no less encouraged, perhaps, by the
unexpected show of caution on the part of the Spaniards,
hastily emerged into sight from the cover which concealed
him, and rushing forward with all his force, himsell enter-
ed upon the passage, the heights overlooking which were
lined with the sull hidden warriors of Caonabe. Exulting
in the feeble vanity of his heart, at an exhibition of courage
which he thought every way bevond his aniagonisi, Le
shouted aloud to the fugitive, whom he passed in his rapid
onset, o do likewise if he was a man.

“Fool ! fool I" was the bitter exclamation of Caonabo
in reply-—f he hsth ruined all. He hath given me, and
himself, and his country, 10 the barking dogs of the Spa-
niard.”

The prediction was accomplished almost in the instant
afier its utterance. The onset of Quarequa relieved Vascp
Nunez from any apprehension of danger {rom the heights,
and, ponring in a dreadful volley lrom his arqoebusses, he
rushed forward 1o the melée, leading the way himsel for his
no less resolute followers.  Quurequa paid for his temerity
in the fisst joining of the batile, A shot strack bim in the
brain, and he fell without a groan, his own headlang fol-
lowers rushing, unconsciously fur a while, over his pros-
tate body. The Spaniards bearing bucklers at once closed
with the more forward Indians, and the tevrific thunder of
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their first-used weapons was scarcely more imposing in
its effect than the short keen cut-and-thrust, which was
the common weapon of the time. Still the Indians fought
manfully. Indeed, they had no choice but fight. Their
own immense numbers, crowded and still crowding into the
narrow passage into which their leader had so rashly de-
scended, not only defeated their own capacity to fight with
profit, but utterly prevented those from flight who bore the
‘whole brunt of the unequal battle, Meanwhile, Caonabo
looked down from his heights in an anguish that cannot be
spoken. Not an arrow could he send, not a javelin could
he fling, without danger to his own people. The Spaniards
were effectually incorporated with the confused and blinded
crowd, and the bloodhounds, now loosed, were pulling
down victim after vietim without the pause of an instant,
and almost without injury in the conflict. The brave Carib
felt that he could no longer maintain his position—that he
must descend also to the hopeless strife—giving himself up
to share the dangers of the miserable victims, led like sheep
to the slaughter by the improvident and insolent rashness
of the incompetent fool who had them in command.

¢ Yet, were it not well,” he demanded, looking round
npon his men, ** if we slay the Spaniards with our rocks,
not seeing that there are people of our own below ? Let
us fling down these mighty masses which shall crush them
all, and give us freedom for ever. Zemaco will lose many
warriors, but oh ! my brethren, the Spaniards will all pe-
rish—all ! all 1 ’

The terrible proposition was received in profound si-
lence. 'There was no answering word or action. The war-
riors commanded by Caonabo had imbibed no small share
of that jealousy of his power which had led the native
chiefs to a factious rashness; and though they had seen
how easy it would have been for them 1o have absolutely
annihilated the power of the Spaniards, under the sole
guidance of the fugitive chief, yet the daring and the death
of Quarequa had redeemed his rashness and foily in their
eyes. The appeal of Caonabo fell upon unheeding ears
—none responded to his suggestion, and a sullen reply
from more than one proposed to descend to close combat
in the already crowded gorge. With a sigh from the bot-
tom of his heart—a sigh which denoted the loss of the last
hope—ihe chief bade them get their war-clubs ready, and

VoL, 1IN 9
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leading the way, he brought them into conflict at the some-
what auspicious moment when the Spaniards, driving the
fugitives before them, were ubout 1o ascend the table-land
of the mountzin. His war-conch sounded cheerily and
encouraged the flying party, as much as it stariled the sue-
cesaful, by znnouncing the coming into combat of a fresh
band of warriors, The voice of Caonabo rang through the
field, clear as a Spanish trumpet, in encouragement 1o his
men. He epoke in the native dialect of Darien. He used,
in brief, every argument and phrase of bitler import which
;:lould make them more reckless and ferocions in the con-

iet. -
* The war-demon looks down upon yov,” he cried—
* e claims, he clamours for ye all. Ye will ali perish,
whether ye fight or fly, then why should ye fear this burst-
ing thunder of the Spaniard, or why should ye ehrink from
his biting sword T Will ye not bite again with a keen looth
~—will ye not grapple him with a hearty hate? Lo! men .
of Darien—I 2 stranger——a man of Haytli, where ye hold
the men as women—I will show ye how Lo grasp the Spa-
niard—Y will lead ye 10 the sort of strife ye love !  Look,
wlere [ go, ye who now tremble—let al] follow, and take
ye hold, esch, on some such enemy as him I seek ; (hen,
if ye die, Zemaco will have no more need of warriors,
since he will have no more enemies. Lo, ye! Follow!
fallow ¢ *Tis 3 woman of Hayti shall show 1the wartiors of
Darien how to seek their foes.”

Withaut heeding the effect of this faunting speech, and
seemingly only solicitous 10 gaid the thick of the combat,
the fearless fugitive ruslied forward, and it was not long
ere he autained what seemed his object. Oance more he
confronted the Spanish captain, and opposed his war-club
of palm, to the keen edge'of the Spanish sword, Vasco
Nunez recognized his opponeut at a glance.

“Ha!t thou art a bold knave to face me again, but thou
shalt not escape me now, Yet, before I sirike with thee,
let thy people throw down their arma and receive mercy.
Thou seemesi 1o be their leader—command thero, that I
may spare theit lives.” _

* They want no life from thee, Spaniard-—~ihey seek
thy life, as I do——they will give their own lives to win i

+* Have at thee then, for a bold savage—thou deservest
the blows of one.”
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Once more the well-tempered steé] of the Spaniard se-
vered the macana of the Indian, but the sword few in twain
slso with the stroke. Some secret fraciure in the blade, or
the uncommon hardness of the opposing wood, rendered
it unequal to the collision ; and the Spanish chieftain,
still confronted by the Charaibee, bore no weapon but the
fragment of the blade, scarcely a poniard’s lengih, and with-
out the point of the poniard, to make it ueeful us such. The
Indian meanwhile threw aside his equally ineffecual club,
snd grasping Vasco Nunez around the body with one arm,
heedlesa of the repeated strokes which 1he Jatter bestowed
with his broken weapon upon his head, he raised a dagger
with the other hand, the siroke of which was only baffled
by the keen eye and quick movement of the Spaniard,
Practised in every sleight in the use of his weapon—pro~
verbially * egregius digladiator,”Vaste Nunez caught
the uplified arm of his tenacions foe, and flinging away his
own broken weapon in the same instant, with a etrengih
which awakened the Indian’s wonder, and which he vainly
endeavoured 10 resist, he wrested the dsgger from his hold,
and ere he could recede a pace, he drove it, with unrelazing
arm, deep into the eye of his enemy, the sharp point of
the ateel meeting ita firat resistance only from the skull be-
hind. 'Fhe hard etruggle—one of the hardest to which fn
a life of watlike enterprise the Spanish cavalier had ever
breen subjected—was over; and he threw from him the
expiring body of a hero, who, in his ewn savage empire,
and during his exile in the empire of other savages, be.
irayed virtues of patriotiam and courage which had done ho-
nour to the histories of a people far more advanced in those
- oris which secure the awards of glory and posterity. With
the fall of Caonabe, the baule, though not over, will need
al our hands no farther developement, Enough, that the
Indians fighting valiantly sill, lought againet hope and in
the very mockery of valour. A carnage followed, which
Vusco Nunez vainly endeavoured to restrain; and it was
with a rebuking and gloomy spirit that be walked over the
bloody field, and surveyed the grim, fearless faces of Lhe
thousand savage warriors whom he had slain, and who
seemed siill, even in death, 10 gaze upoh him with a stern
defiance. But when he came to the spot distinguished by
his own desperate confliet with the fugitive cassique, he
was slartled 10 hear & {sint moauing arising from the place,

‘ " .
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and to behold & woman outstrewched beside the corpse of
the unconscious warrior, A second glance revealed to
him the Haytian mother—the now utierly desolate and
miserable Buru.

*Buru!" he exclaimed, stooping to the ground and striv-
ing o raise her from it as he spoke, **is 11 thou, my good
Bura ! What dost thon here, and who is he, the warrior
beside 1hee 1’ : :

She resisted his efforts to lift her, and clung with some-
thing of violence 1o the corpse.

“ Let Buru die with the chiel ! she exelaimed, ** Buru
would not have help (rom the Spaniard—she would die—
ebe would die.”

** But thou forgettest, Burn, I am thy friend—I would
help and save thee. Thou shalt go with me and be in
safety among the tents of the Spaniard.” '

“No! no! not with the Spaniard,” she replied with a
passionato shriek and gesture, ** not wilth the Spaniard.
He hated the Spaniard—the Speniard was the énemy of
the cliief. He will be augry with Buru i she goes to the
Spaniard.”

** And who was he—what was he of whom you speak,
Buru! What chief is it that you lament—can 1his be Ze-
maco? Tt is no Haytien, it is a Carib I’

‘¢ Zemaco! no! Zemaco sleeps in safety on his hills
towards Darien. He !"—and she #poke in lower and
reverential tones while she pointed 1o the body——*was he
not vhe great chief of the Carib—was he not Caonabo, the
father of Zemi-—and was not Burz the mother of the
boy 1"

A passionate flood of grief followed this revelation ; the
soba of the woman who siill clung 10 the corpse of the
warrior, utterly preventing all farther speech at the mo-
ment.

*‘This, then, was the mountain warrior that buffled our
best warriora 8o long—this was Caonabo.”

The half spoken eulogy which fell unconseionsly from
Vasco Nunez, renewed the provocation to sorrow in the
mind of the hearer.

“Alas ! for the woman-—alas for the poor Buru. Iiis
Caonabo no more. The chief is silent like the rock, and
cold—cold. Caonabo! father! chief! He will not hear
me, or I went down to the Spaniard, and told him of the
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young warriors ! He is angry with the woman. and she
must die. He hath sworn when his sleep is over, to give
me in sacrifice to the angry god of the Charaibee. Buru®
must die !”

The words of Vasco Nunez tended in no way to settle
the grief of the woman. She was possessed of an idea—
one, most probably, common to her people—that, as he
had doomed her to death, the doom would inevitably be
fulfilled by some agency under the instigation of the
cruel demon which the Charaibee worshipped ; and all her
words and actions tended, afier this, to reveal the strong
hold which this faith had upon her mind. She suffered
them to remove the corpse and to bury it—a degree of
respect especially shown to the unhappy widow, and of
_which she seemed acutely conscious, as she closely re-
garded every movement of the warriors to whom this duty
was assigned. But this done, she proceeded to offices
which truly indicated the insane direction of her mind;
and in the tent to which Vasco Nunez had her conducted,
and in which she was carefully watched and tended, she
busily employed herself in those preliminary rites wiih
which the doomed victim prepares herself for death. She
cut away her hair and consumed it by fire. Fearing that
she might empluy the same instrument upon herself, Vasco
Nunez had it removed from her possession and control.
But this seemed 1o give her no concern. She carefully
performed her ablutions, arranged her garments, and seat-
ing herself at the entrance of the tent, appesred like one in
waiting for a messenger. ‘The tears were dried upon her
cheek, and she uttered no farther complaint. But the eyes
lacked all lustre, and looked out with a stare quite as full
of unconsciousness as indifference, though the busy move-
ments of the warriors returning from pursuit of the fugi-
tives, and gathering spoils and repairing armour, were all
going on before her. Vasco Nunez encamped that night
on the field of battle; his sentinels were placed and his
preparations made, as if he had not been the victor, and as
if the forces of his foe were still lurking along the hills
around him. Silence rested upon the encampment; so
deep that the very footfall of the waichful and walking sol-
dier disturbed the drowsy echoes, and wakened them to
startle for a moment the hungering beasts that had descended
for prey to the field of carnage. Sound, indeed, was the

9* -
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gleep of that weary band, with few exceptions, which had
toiled and fought so freely and with such success. Butno
«ar was s0 dull with sleep, but would have been pierced
by the terrible and strange shriek which rang at midnight
throughout the host. It came from the tens, the only one
in the encampment, which Vasco Nunez had assigned, with
a considerats humauity, to 1the widow of the cassique.
Once, twice, thrice, was thai shriek repeated, and every
heart trembled inta instant censviousness and apprehen-
sion, 3s the shrill sounds came back in prolonged reverbe-
rations from the hills. Vasco Nunez was one of the frst
to leap from his place of rest, and, snatching up his arms as
he heard the ery, to rush to the spot whence it proceeded.
One of the sentinels was already at the tent which he had
not yet entered, bui from which he averred himself 10 have
seen a tall and shadowy figure depart, the moment afier he
had been stariled by the screams. The cavalier called to
the woman within, but received no anawer. All was
ominous silence. He entered, and his fitst step was
arrested by something which seemcd like a human body
al his feet. .

“ Bring torches——torches 1™ he cried aloud, as his own
anxtely grew almoss intolerable.  Fearing to harm the per-
son at his foot by any forward movement, he was about to
recede, when he felt, with a namcless horror, his sandals
almost fasiened 10 the earth by some clammy subsiance,
the natare of which he too readily divined. Lights were
brougtit, and he found the unhappy woman on the ground
in the person before him, She was already insensible,
The blood, streaming from mouth and nosateil had sluiced
ihe earth around her, and had exhaunsted the precious foun-
tain at her lbeart. There was no wound, no sign of vio-
lence upon ber person, ‘The conflicting emotions of her
hearl had been her executioner, and the sanguinary god of
the Charaibee had despaiched an avenger, as silent and cer-
tain a8 he had been noiseless and pathless, 'The poor
woman had expiaied her involuntary treason to her lord;
and it may be permitied to fzney, to believe that, resipred
to his favour, she still alltends him, and the child she loved,
amouog those blue hills and green sloping valieys which
make ihe heaven of the huwmble-hoping eavage.

e
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CHAPTER X.

THE CROWNING EMINENCE-—VASCO NUNERZ SURVEYS THE PACIPIO
OCEBAN PROM THE PRAKA OF DARIEN.

Tae vicwry gained over Quarequa removed from the
path of Vaaco Nunez all farther obstractions from that savage
io his passage onward. ‘That warrior with six bundred of
his followers lay on tlie field of bauwle, having paid, in ibis
manner, the penally of his impatient valour, and of the
mean and faal jealousy with which he regarded the pro-
greas of the fugitive cassique in the confidence of his supe-
rior. ‘The pext day his congueror resched the flourishing
village in which Quarequa dwelt, where he found abundance
of hose spoile of gold and jewels, which had been sufb-
cient reward for mosi Spanish conquerors, and amply com-
pensated his followers for all their woundy, 10ils and perila,
T'o him, however, whose heart was set on schemes of for
higher object, and whose spirit yearned with that audacious
ambition which seeks life beyond man’a ordinary limits
seeks life among men even when the grave has covered
over the feelings, the fears, and the fortunes of his peity
hour aud mortal part—ihe delights shown by his followers at
these acquisitions seemed no less ridiculous than base.
He wrned from the glitiering heaps ss they uuderwent di-
vision among his soldiers, and his eye watched with anxi~
aty inexpressible, the only mountain sill towering in his
path, which remsined for him to overcome. From ihe
peak of that mountain—s0 his guide assured him,—might
be seen the placid waters of that secret sea, the sight of
whose waters waz 10 reward him for years of apprehen-
sion, months of toil and peril, conatant strifes, and the eating
cares of that ofien-defeated hope, which had grown sick
under a thousand dissppointments, and only revived in the
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compelling fervour of that resolving genius which had sue-
tained him and it alike, and forced the very stars of destiny
in the direction of its ‘desires. 'That eingle mountain, at
the foot of which he stood, lay between him and the ob-
ject of his quest. His heart boonded within his bosom
—his spirit, carcely restrainable, impelled him forward ;—
but when he looked round upon his weary and diminished
band, only eixty of whom remained for this last effort, he
felt that the toil was too much to be undertaken, in the ex-
haustion of the day, no less than of hia soldiers. And still,
—al least for one night longer—his hope was to be baffled.
And what might be the events,—the defeats, the disasters
of that one night! Eren now, with the empire within his
grasp which was to crown and render glorious all the pre-
vious toils of his life, H might be plucked from his pos-
teasion, and he himself hurled down to that obscurity,
worse than death, which was the antipathy of the fervent
snd leading passion of his sou]. Such were the thonghts
that kept him wakeful that long and weary night; and ep-
prehensions which put on the shape of fear that his soul had
never known before, now made him tremble with a weak-
ness, the result of that superior heighiof aim and position,
which o ofien leads to dizziness in the triumphant aspirant.
« Even now,” thought he, + the messenger of Ferdinand
may be on his way, pursuing me, even into these pathless
solitudes. His fooistep may sound in my ears ere 1his
night be aver; and il he be of the temper of the base En-
cigo, as of oo many of thuse who represent our sovereign
in the new world, then may he, in the insvlence of his
mood, deny me even to look upon the wondrous empire
which I have sought out at so”much peril.”

This reflection hrought with it a new resolve. Quce
more his eyes gazed upon the mountain. The stars were
sleeping over head. The winds genily swept down the
precipitons sides of that borrier, which, reduced in the im-
perfect starlight to his eyes, seemed easy of ascent, and
almost stooping 10 his feel.  His ear funcied thet the mur-
mur which he heard—that of the breeze at daliiance with
the lofty firs along the: stcep—was the solemn murmur of
the contiguous ocean. .

4] will ascend it while they all sleep, It cannot be
many houra ere I reach the top—ere dawn I must; sod
none then may deprive me of the sight. Why should |
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pause ! It is not for me now-to slazp. I feel no weariness,
but that of this delay; and have.id.fears. St. John, of the
Wilderness, be my strength and gaide I* Help me, thou that
hast so long given me thy help, so that this goodly work
of mine, which thou hast greatly favourgd, may be made
secure at last ! Let me behold the glowing-2mpire which
shall make me forget the scorn of women and the persecu-
tions of men—which shall enable me to triumph, 50 that I
may look on thé messenger of fate with a smilé,and -as
least give 1o Spain the empire which she will not lev me"

keep! I will go forward—this night, at least, is m‘y’\‘w‘.‘

own.”

ear, and arrested the soliloquy of the speaker. He turned
and beheld the youth Pedro, his secretary.

“Hal boy ! Is it thou? thou shouldst be at rest. Art
thou not weary ? thou shouldst be! I have seen thee do
better service this day than it seemed to me possible for
thy slender arm to accomplish ; and it was my resolution
to rebuke thee for a forwardness against which thou hadst
my counsel in the morning. Why didst thou adventure
thyself so rashly

I but followed thee, Sefior Vasco. Thy example was
of more authority than thy precept, when the blood was in
fever, and the arrows of the Indians were goading the most
timid forward. Could I have thought at such moment of
thy morning counsel 1 had not so erred; but, in truth, the
hour of thought had gone by, and 1 found myself in action,
and the action over, ere 1 thought again. 1 trust, as my
offence was involuntary, that it will be forgiven me.”

Courage is any thing but a fault in the eye of the cou-
rageous, and the answer of the chief was approving.

“ But thou shouldst be weary now, Pedro—why dost
thou not seek thy rest ?”

s It is, sefior, because I have something of thy yearning
to-night which keeps me wakeful. 1 heard from the guide
given us by Ponca, that yonder summit would give us
glimpses of that great southern sea, and though 1 deemed
not we should gaze upon it this night, I yet desired to
place my feet upon the mountain which stood in our path-
way.”’

“ And how knowest thou, boy, that we shall behold it?”

The tread of a light footstep behind him, touched his =
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replied the chief sharply, “.didet thou hesr my words ere 1
saw thee—didat thon hearken to my secret speech 1"

The answer of Uje joitth was prompt and rather rapidly
spoken. ‘Therg ‘wae something it the 1ones of his voice,
which seemed- fa denote vexation at the suspicion which
his coming had incurred. '

1 heard ‘thee, sefior, bus with no intent to hear. 1
knaw nof-that thou wast near me, till I heard the sound of
ihy.«cice, and [ then drew nigh that thou shouldst see me.
“Lhigdrd nothing but thy expressed determination to ascend
*-. the mountain this night, and thought to pray of thee permis-

", sion 10 go up with thee.”

‘I'he entreaty of the boy i0 sccompany him in his pro-
posed adventure, at once opened she eyes of Vasco Nunez
10 the {ull extent of the wild undertaking which he had
eontemplated.

« What!" he said, * thou haet heard then that mad reso- -
lution. 1 were 3 boy, Pedro, like thyseil, of Lintle wit,
were | 10 go on this sdveniure or suffer thee 10 do 0. The
impatient, yearning spirit got the better of the sober reason ;
and, perchance, hads: thou not come 10 awaken oy wiser
thoughts, I had in truth, ses forth on a journey over ways
unknown, perchance thickly spread with sbysees and
tavernous descents, the wild liger at my head and the
brown serpent with his deadly venom at my foot. Now
that thou cravest the advenwre, [ see 2l its danger. We
had fallen in the dim light smong pitfsils 0 which day
never comes—among dens of savage beasis, and nests of
coiling reptiles—and thin danger, for no sort of necessity
or uee, since the dawn of another day will bring with it the
weivmph and the prospect which we cannot now lose, and
which we ehould but imperfecily behold al night. I in tha
boyish impatience of my blood which would have led me
to a folly such ae might be becoming in thee, but woald be
inex cusable to one having my experience, and the charga
of all these brave soldiers on my hands. Let us 1o our
rest, boy, subduing our yearning passions for this long
night as best we may.”

A the cool and bracing hour of daybreak, the little army
of Vasco Nunez was in motion. ‘T'he steeps before their
eyes which the chief, in the heated mond of his spirit,
would have underiaken without guide or companion in the
past night, frowned rudely and discouragingly upon them;
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and #he 1oil, for men already ao much wayworn, promised
10 be neither light in burden nor limited in extent. The
gloomy foreats which, in the starlight of ihe previous
evening seemed small, il not softened, now opposed a
comtinnal succession of Jifliculties to their forward pro-
grese. But warmed by the encouraging hopes sel belore
them in the glowing langusge of their ieader, \hey perse-
vered amid their difficulties, and about ten o’clock in the
day, they emerged from the close and difficult foreats, and
found themselves upon a level and lolty region of the
mountain. Here the guides pointed out an eminence be-
yond them, from which they declared the Great Sea to be
visible. ** Upon this,’ in the language of the historian,
“ Vaseco Nunez commanded his followers 10 hall, and 1hat
nd man should stir from his place, "Then, with a palpi-
taling heart, he ascended above the bare muumiain 1op.
Oun reaching the summit, the long desired prospect burst
upon his view. It wan as if a new world were unfolded
to him, separated from all hiitherto konown by this mighty
barrier of imountains. Below him extended a vast chaos
of rock and forest, and green aavannahs and wandering
sireams, while, at a distance, the waters of the promised
ocean glitiered in the morning sun.”

The heart of Vasco Nunez was in the same instant
lifled ond humbled within him. Lifted, as he felt his
triumph, #1 least secure, and the dream of his soaring ge-
nius realized at last, Humbled, as he surveyed the mighty
and msgnificent maze before his eyes—ihe tangled and
unbroken forest—the boundless and waveless ocean, given
a8 it were by an indulgent Providenee, in compliance with
the prayers of a mortal—one still governed by earthly de-
sires, and those vain and vexing passions which seem so
utterly unbecoming o the heart whose ambition greaps wt
the golden honours of immortality.

“God! 1 thank thee 1" he exclaimed chokingly, as he
sank upon his knees and pressed his lips 1o the now conse-
crated earth. *1 thank thee that thon hast honoured me
thus, in giving 10 my eyes the first look at a realm of wild
and ocean, never before vouchsafed to European. Merci-
(¢l and mighty Father, thou hast favoured and blessed me
witlh a wondrous [avour, and most base and wretched were
my epirit should it henceforward torn away from thy paths
and be traitor 10 the sacred trusts which thou hast confided
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to my care. Here, I pray thee, Father of the heavens
and of the earth—of the new oceans and lands, no less
than of those long known to thy working people—I pray
thee so to strengthen me in thy grace, that I may faith-
fully perform my trusts, and deliver them up without hurt
or blemish, whenever it may please thee to require them
at my hands. Here, alone, in thy presence, with my peo-
ple afar, 1 pray thy forgiveness for all and sundry the
errors of my thoughts and heart; those errors wherein I
have suffered, nay, counselled them, to follow me, when
perchance, it was my better part, as in duty bound to my
earthly sovereign, to have awaited his messenger in Darien
and forborne this labour of greatest peril but still greater
triumph. Let it be, I pray thee, Father above all, still a
trust given to my hands, to perfect this mighty conquesf;
toiling still in that spirit which shall tend the more per-
fectly to thy honour, to the majesty and greatness of my
country, and to the human improvement of the miserable
heathen who runs savage through this land.”

Such are some of the sentiments, expressed in more spe-
cific langnage, which were preferred to the throne of grace
from that wild mountain peak of Darien. Never was the
true religion of peace and goodwill to men, and humble
allegiance to the only true sovereign, more completely felt,
and more devoutly and earnestly expressed, than by that
single-hearted conqueror, in that solemn presence—stand-
ing above the waters of that strange ocean—an ocean
whose slumbers the eye of the European had never before
seen, nor his footsteps broken—which had striven for ages
with the tempest, or given back unnoted melodies to the
lingering zephyr, without a single murmor of its waves
falling upon the ears of those whose busy prows pene-
trated to all other waters, and whose angry thunders
affrighted the slumbering echoes of every other land. Hav-
ing prayed, Vasco Nunez turned once more to his people
and summoned them to approach him from below.

« Behold, my friends,” said he, *that glorious sight
which we have sought so long, and with such great toil.
~ Let us give thanks to God, that he hath vouchsafed this

- great honour and advantage to us. Let us implore that he
will still guide us in our path of conquest—that he will
give to our arms the sea and land which lie before us, and
in which Christian has never yet set foot to preach the
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Evangelist. For yourselves, be you, as you have hitherto
been, faithful and true, and, by Christ’s favour, ye shall be-
come the most fortunate Spaniards that have yet beheld the
Indies—ye shall have the advantage and eternal glory of
all that is here discovered, conquered, and made convert
to the holy Catholic faith.”

Solemnly the Spaniards promised 10 follow their gallant
leader to death. The priest lifted up his voice, the people
knelt as by an unanimous impulse, and with one voice
chanted aloud the usual hymn of Spanish discovery—7%e
Deum Lhudamus. A cross, hewn from a gigantic tree,
was raised upon the spot whence the ocean was first be-
held, and in the uame, and for the promotion, of the holy
religion he professed, Vasco Nunez took possession of the
lands he stood on and the seas which he surveyed, as part
of the dominions of the sovereigns of Castile, to whom he
renewed his oath of allegiance in presence of all his men.
All the usual forms praciised by Europeans in making
great and unwonted discoveries, were rigidly performed on
this occasion, by which the authority of Spain was sup-
posed to be rendered legitimate in the regard of other nations.
A mound of stone was raised, inscriptions set up against
the venerable trees of the mountain, and a record made of
the solemn event, and signed by all present. This great
discovery took place on the 26th day of September, 1513,
and was the most memorable event that had yet oceurred
in the history of the new world. ¢ The imagination,”
says Irving, with a pencil that appropriately adorns what-
ever it touches, and of the guiding lines of which we have
freely availed ourselves in the progress of this illustrative
romance—* The imagination delights to picture forth the
splendid confusion of their thoughts, as this boundless field
of conjecture opened before the wondering Spaniards.
Was this the great Indian' Ocean, studded with precious
islands, abounding in gold, in gems, and spices, and bor-
dered by the gorgeous cities and wealthy marts of the East?
or was it some lonely sea, locked up in the embraces of
savage uncultivated continents, and never traversed by a
bark, except the light pirogue of the Indian?”” Time has
solved this inquiry, but imagination has a wing more fleet
and vigorous, more daring and more upward, which ever
advances before the slow but certain progress of time; and

VOL. II. 10 -
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worlds beyond, and empires of s civilization no less per-
fect, but unlike that of the European, grew up before the
eyesa of the Spaniards who surveyed that glorious ocean,
bordering its tribuiary waves, and sending abroad their
fleeis of wealth, their slores ol treasure, gems of a stiranga
brighiness, jewels of unnamed characier and richness, bar-
tertng with rival nations in trade, or striving with them for
supremacy. ‘T'lhe no less excursive but better taught vision
of Vasco Nunez, saw much more of the truth, and through
a medium no less glorious and inviting. Already-—the waters
of thet new sea scarce beheld—his during spirit mediined
10 embark upon them. Already the reaims of Aiabalipa
- were unveiling their eplendours to his piercing gaze,—and
Imagination, the great surveyor and architeet of man, pass-
ing the broad realins of ocean that lay beiween, and throw-
ing open the golden mansions of the sun, had taken her
sest upon the lofiy throne of the Incas,

“ Nationa! nations! sirange nalions, and a wondrous
people; not savages—not slaves,—yet both, How they
pass,—how they rise before me. Wings now,—wings
now, Francisco,—these are ali,—all that we want~—to win
empires more wondetful than all thar Colon ever gave 10
Casiile.”

The hand of the conquerar was outstretched, as ho 2poke,
towards the gnlden regions of Peru. With gloating eves
the savage soldier Pizarro, who stood beside him the while,
followed the direction of his finger, and listened to the en-
thusiastic outpourings of a thought, which he remembered
in long days after, both 10 his glory and his shame.

“Yes,”" continued the ehiel, speaking to the astrologer,
“could we now fly, Micer Codro,—could we but follow
thie swill thought and the dellghted fancy, what wonders
ghould we win—the spoils of time, locked up in the snli-
tude—the wonders of ages, unnoted in the waste. But,
even though it be not given to us 1o win these worlds, this
ocean is ours, 'Vhis, at least, is mine. It cannot be de-
nied me this crowning glory, and whether 1 ssand or fall,
whether L live or die, whether my enemies overcome me or
I baffle them, the royal Ferdinand himself, misied by the
malice of Fonseca, cannol wrert this pnssession [rm my
graep. The nsme of Vusco Nunez belongs as firmly to,
this mighty rock oo which we stand, as the rock to the *
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mighiier sea, ibat gleeps like o ginoi st its fool, My heary
i light, my friends——very lght,—Ffar the tromph n-l"1r|.1l,l
tnuluh sure | Give me j‘ﬂlrilﬂﬂlh. Micer Codes, Franris-
eny Culmenares==and you oo, boy—give me your hwnd
ton, Pedro, Porget yon the last night, boy, sod yourp
dreanaing folly, sod mine T Lev ahay be secret, Pedea,
Men would lsugh in ml:ruh-r:r did they know what ehil-
dren we had bBeen, thosgh lor 3 moment only. Give ma
our hands, my friends. 'We shall all sleep soundly and
ppily lo-nighe™

nerosor GOOGlE
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CHAPTER X1

NEW AVGURIES~—THE MALIGN ASPCCT.

Bur the conqueror did not sleep that night. How could
he sleep? The creature of hie sleep,—the vision which
had haunted him eo long, and kept him wakeful when he
would have slept—the vague but unvarying hope~~the rich
expectancy of fancy—the dream, the shadow-—the ambi-
tion of a long life—were ail reslized at last, He could
now trismph over the scornful and the hostile. He coold
now retort the sneer and despise the assailant; and oh!
who can deseribe the prowd feeling in the heart of him
whaose wholesome hope and vast design, have brought
upon him the epithet of the visionary and the dreamer,
when, by the resolute endeavour, and the calm, immovable,
yet active thought, he has made his fancy a form, and
given to the image in his mind the substantial auributes of*
a thing in theirs. Much had his proud, yet sensitive heart,
suffered from the unfeeling matice of the vain and igno-
rant.  He had, though not alwave, borne paviemly the
gneer and the sarcasm, in which the widess commonly seek
10 revenge themselves upon the great for the consciousness
of inferiority. His plens were not canvassed ere they had
been denounced, ancﬁ if canvassed, his judges had been pert
pretension, and flippant, undiscriminating conceit, Even
the worthy had been blinded te his merits, by lhe judg-
ments of the vain ; and with 1he inevitable fortupe which
allends true penivs every where, be had succeeded rather
against the spite of man, than by his support or counte-
nance. He stood no fonger in need of either for the sup-
port of that judgment—that genivs—which had been Lhe
mockery of all. He could forgive, in his crowning triumph,
the hosiility which had denounced a1 first, and baffled his




THE DAMBEL OF DARIEK. 109

hope 80 long. He could forget, as the noble mind for ever
sirives 10 forget, the petly malice, and the witless sncer inthe
consciousness that his mind and i sims were no lusger
auhject 10 the centrol of theirs—in the proud convicion
ihat it was pow in charge of that highest human court
known to men and nations—posierity,

#] have written iny deeds upon this rock-——my name
must live so long ze these waters roll.”

How easy for @ man wilh such proud fancies to forget
all the 1oils, all the triuls, the small troubles, though vex-
ing, and the jealous strifes and unfriendly wrongs which
formed 80 great & portion of all his previous endeavour.
He who is conscious thal posierity has his deeds in keep-
ing may well smile at his own feeble generstion—muy well
forgive 1he livle enmitics of the vanishing erowds around
hin. Vasco Nunez had forgiven all. He was not con-
scioug of one feeling in his bosom which did not declare
peace and good will to all mankind, Bul this benign con-
sciousness of soul did not make it the less sleepless.  Vir-
tue itsell may sometimes keep awake in the sweel con-
sciougness of & new eonguest; snd that ambition, which,
siruggling for the good of man, is also virtee, kept our
hero wakeful, He went losth, when all slept, or seemed 10
sleep, in that solemn starlight.  Once more he ascended 1o
the eminence from which, st midday, the mighiy ocesn had
first met his eye, ‘There it lay, gliminering in the imper-
fect light, murmuring along smung the tracis of reedy
forest upon e margin, and mzking a filing midnigit cho-
rus with the coniinual voice of the restiess wind sinong the
distant woods. Never had the skies appeared to Vasco
Nunez so bright with stars, No cloud obscured the pros-
pect whether upon land or sea; but thin, gray mists, that
seemed transparent as the gleam of infant siars, rose from
the distant mountaing, and floating away in spiral wreaths,
hung at last, like a pale white wmanle above the ocean,
where, mingling ae it wers with immensity, it rolled on
far beyond \he piercing gaze of the congueror.  There was
an awe-ingpiring presence in th: massive silence around
him; and the feelings in his soul amply correrponded with
the gentle melancholy of the scene, making it holy. Along,
elanding wpon the shores of that new-found sca, vainly con-
jecturing of Uie thousand empires and nasiens beyond —then,
with as rapid a flight of thought, winging his way to that

10°
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old world from which his humen destiny was to come—hse
stood 3s it were in the presence of iwo worlds—of the past
and the future—-his own being reduced 10 a point, but that
poiul a pinnacle, surveyed equally from the gigantic sister
seas, now for the first time revealed 1o the knowledge of
each other. The leeling of his own great eminence, des-
tined so soon 1v be as conspicuous to the world as it was
now 1o himself, possessed his hearl with z sense of awe
and humility, and he was ready 1o exclaim with snmelhinlg
of the inspiration of the ancient prophet—* What am I,
Lord, that thou hast chosen me for this mighty worke
wherein am | worthy of this, thy erowning confidence ?
Why hast thou saved me, over ail othere, for this great
service " Who shail describe his esensations at such a
memem ! A change of epirit—which years never could
frave wrought nor the counsels of man, nor the fears of
enemies, nor the ques! of wealth—suddenly came over him;
and, lrom the mere soldier, in 1he inslant of hie wonderful
discavery, he became 1he sage. He was no longer the crea-
ture he had been, when, in his boyish mood, all things had
been 1liings of promise, and every promise bronght with it
delight~—when, amid the throng at evening, his happiest
employment had been to hearken to the sweet melan-
choly of the young maiden’s rong, or join wiil her in
the lively dance;-—onr, as the years foilowed in the un-
relaxing progress of the hours, which brought him the
strifes of manhood-—tu seelt more fell employinenis in ihe
field of battle, ever rashly adventwrons, grappling first with
the tawny Moor, then with the forest savage, a kingdom,
in either case, not unfrequenuy depending on his arm.
The lighthearied and the ruthless mood, so foreiyn to
each other, yel so nearly allied 1o the sanguine and sleep-
less temper, had all departed from the warrior in the re-
elization of his great conquest; and in their stead came 2
higher thought to his mind, a holier hape to his bosom,
which inade him happy even wilk the sleeplessness which
they occasion. His adventarous spirit felt its own wing at
lusl, and knéw ita strengih, and was prepared to soar into
the heavens, Eagle-like, brooding upon the verge of that
skiey pinnacle, he meditated with the first bluah of morn-
ing, to dart ing 1he void—to descend into the region of
eonjecturs and fapther conquest—ito launel npon the sirange
waters, glenming and flashing in the dim distance ai his
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feet, and wing his flight,—he knew not whither—but
surely to empires which the sun, lingering last upon, must
love the longest, and endow with the richest treasures of
his smiles. ‘The waking dreams of Vasco Nunez were not
yet over, and with thonghts and feelings, beneath the awful
majesty of which, his frame trembled, he esat down npon
the peak of the mountain, and drew unmeaning strokes
with his sword-point upon the ground. Micer Cudro eame
to his side unheard, while he was busied in this employ-
ment. The hero became conscious of his presence only
wilh the sound of his voice.

“Thou here, my father 1"’ said he, 10 the old man—+but

I should have known it was net for thee to eleep at this hoar
any mote than myself. Thou hast too deep a fesling with
me of the wondrons fortune which has erowned our enter-
prise, not o grow watchful in iis contemplation. Sirange
and beactiful, indeed, is the scene before us,—so strange
that, ere thou camest, [ had begun 10 quesiion its reality,
and 10 persuade myself with fear and trembling that T was
defuded by a vision of sleep.  Yet, thon art beside me,—1}
hear thy voice, I see thy form—and there, below us, ofur
—i[ it be not a delusion of water, such as wins and vexes
the wayfarer in the desert of the Arab,—there lies 2 mighty
ocean,—glimmering elearly heneath the starlighi, and send-
ing up a voice which reemeth 1o reach me here. O a1ruth,
Micer Codro, my soul is appressed with ite own convic-
lions—there is a pain that thrills my heart, in the very joy
of my spirin.”
- It is thine—it is thy triumph, my snn—snd glnrmus
indeed ahali be the renown of thy name in this and al suc-
ceeding ages. 'T'hon hast wronght even beyond my own
faith in thee—thou hast won thy forune in despite of shy
enemies, and even aganst 1he fears of thy friends. I am
proud to -look on thee, my son, and to think of thy past
striles and sufferings 1"

“Jesu! but they should now be over, Micer Codro, it
would scarce be in the power of Fonseca to harm me now.
Spain would cry aloud against the wrong—Europe herself
would speak with a single voice—and the whole world of
Christian man would upbraid, if Ferdinand suffered the
malice of a priest, or the hatred of a rival, to do harm 1o
the watrior who hath vielded him a new emipire of the sea.
and land, henceforward to be the care of Christ, snd of his
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missionaries on earth, Methinks, I should now dismiss
the donbts which have vexed me in this matier.”

The asirologer answered with a sigh ¢

« 8o should it be, Vasco Nunez, and such might be the
eonfident hope in our hesrts, were il not that we know the
blindness of royal fuvourres, and the madness of royalty,
which so ofien wounds iself through the bosem of i1e most
deserving subjects. There is danger to thee, my son—I
read it \bis very hour in the siars—ihere is danger to thee,
thongh it may not come from thy sovereign.

The cavalier smiled as he replied in gentle tanguage :

“ Vex not, Micer Codra, if my faith in the stars hath
found some diminution. It is strange to me that hou art
sl so firm in thy confidence, Shoald not my forlune, a8
a8 it hath already gone against thy frequent prediclions—
shiouid it not teach 1hee o doubt 2is0 I

s Bometimes | have doubted, my sen,” replied the other
with humility, * There have been signs which seemed 10
eontradict themselves, and the doings of men on earth and
their fortunes have been atseasons far other than they have
seemed 10 me in the heavens——"'

* As in the wreck of the Maragnon,—as in iny weary
tondage in the cave of the iron mountaine, hidden from the
pursuit of Obando, and threatened with death for a erime of
which 1 was no less innocent ihan the unborn babe,” re-
plied thre other, interrupting the speaker. '

« Yet never, perhaps, my son, apoke the stars more truly
than at those moments.”

“Ha ! bat thou apeskest strangely.”

* Nay, let us reason upon their fanguage, and thou wilt
find that the misjudgment lay in our minds, and oot in
iheir voices, ‘They said that the duy of thy glory and thy
greainess was approzching—it was oor wesk imagininys
that declared the means of thy greatness to lie in the ehip
that the seas swullowed. They promised shee the triumph
upna which thy soul was set, and which thy mind so nobly
counselied.  But they said not that thou wert not 1o have
sortows, and sirifes, and many losses. They deciured thy
approaching glory, bus they said not that it should be ihis
day or the nexi; and that they have spoken truly, thou
secsl, since here thou srl, on ihe desired eminence, with
_the mighty ocean before thee. in search of which thou hast
toiled so long. It was in our narrow judgment lhat we
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found defeat of foriune, in the lose of the little. gonds which
man too much regards as fortune. What matiered i1 1o
thee hadst thou Jost len thousand ships, yet siill aitained the
triurnph for which thy ships were built, thy =1ores bought,
thy soldiers and mariners provided ! Here, in truth, has
thy fortune been made ready to thy hands. Hadst thou
been left to thyself, had the Maragnon e1ill survived the
hurricane, perchance, at this very hour, instead nf stending
whera thou dost, with thy great conquest at thy feet, thou
hadst been striving at dagger-point with the wrong-headed
Alonzo de Ojeda, or the vain bet courtly Nicuesa. The
stars have driven them from thy path, fighting in thy behalf
and againat them, even as thev fought against Sisera, and
in behalf of God'a chosen. Thou hast been God’s chnsen
in this great work. . 1 have seen the golden writing from
the firat, written with his eternal finger, where | now see
it, on the eternal walls of Heaven. Look up, my son.
Verily, there is that which deeply affects thee in those sad
but lovely charactera which glitier overhead.”

* What dost thou see " demanded Vaseo Nunez, look-
ing up as he was bidden, and not unimpressed by the rea-
eoning which he had heard, and jhe solemn manner of the
speaker. ‘I'he- other paused for a briel space. and when
he again spoke, his vnice had grown very tremulous with
is inereaging soflemnity.

* My son,” he continued, ¢ when we Jast were at Mo-.
guer, thou wilt remember how fondly thy old mother
sought of me to~know thy forrunes. ‘Thou wert already
known 1o fame, and she delighted to speak of thee in the
language of all sround her. Full of the great succesees,
which her heart, governed only by its hopes, assured her
sheuld be thine. she prayed that from my art 1 shouid
confirm her fond predictions. This I could do safely ; and
satisfied that thou wouldst grow even more famous \hao
her own warmest fancies had promised, she pressed me
nothing farther. 1 1ald her not of the evils, the sorrows,
and the dangers, which were before thee. 1 had been of
lite use and most unkind to do so; but even then, 1
beheld a sign which led me 1o tremble for thy salely, and
moved me to long and painful study of thy scheme of na-

“tivity. On thy voyage out, when thy covrse was shaped
to Salvatierra, I traced thy fortunes more closely, and
gathered, amidst many conflicting mazes and doubls,
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much of the truth as thou has! since found it. Every step
which thou hast since laken, whether in peace ot war,
wheiher in conrl or camp, in peril or in ease, grew visible,
if not clear, befure mine eyes. 1 eaw thee trace thy jour-
ney through 1the wilderness, though it was beyond my art
to speak of means and appliances, and those minor agents
of furtune, which help men o the consummation of heir
ends. But the ends I saw, in thy final, full success, up to
thie vety moment, when 1he incessant walers at our feet
are given 10 thy eway, and murmur with a voire for the
firas time audible 1o Europe, the glory of Vasco Nunez de
Balbos : giving thee the praise of that genius, whose piers-
ing eye sees the hidden ore in the rock, the fine apirit 1n the
cloud, the pure, pale blue jewel in the desp. Here then,
sre we both now, snd thy fortune, even as it has been
read nightly by these aged oyes, is all confirmed in this
thy wondrous conquest.”

*“And now, now! What dost thou read now 1" ex-
claimed the warrior impatiently.  Let me know all, Micer
Codro,  1f 1 hold not thy ari so certzin as thyself, I do
yet esteem it. Let me hear then wliat thou hast to show
me. Fear not to spesk—speak boldly—and think not
that thy werds shall meke my heart ehake or my knees
tremble. There ia no fale now—ithis secure—which I
cannot batlle with a smile, and with a spirit long accus-
tomed 1o the conflict with wild seas and wiider men. Give
thy thought words, old man, and Jet the future stand before
me, though it wear only frowns upon its Face and carry
nothing but a threatening terror in ite hands.”

The reply of the magician was prompt in compliance
with the demand.

“ When | read thy fats in the gathered siars, there was
one hostile aspeci—one remote and solitary light—which
gleamed ever upon thy planet with a malignant eye. Of
his I have ever warned ihee, though I read, ihat, while it
kept stativn afar from the wesiern heavens, it had no
power of harm upon thee. Dot when, with daring flight
it made ils way to the gray circle, from which evening sus- -
pends the golden lamp that hangs above the chambers of
night, then the hour should become dark to thee with a
bioody peril—oay, death isell was befure thee with an
awful sign of the axe and neaffold.”

“ Ha! says thou l—the axe! the seaffold ! Well.”
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#The axe and scaffold. Ones, twice, already, have I
seen this malign planet posting on with hoatile spirit to the
weatern imansion, Ones, the night when Garabito fell by
_ strange hands, did 1 see it shake a hand of bloody avgury
above thy breast—the sign of a dagger in 1 grasp. ‘T'hy
fortune triumphed and the baleful aspect fled back 10 ity
foreign siativn. There it has hung, threateping, but mo-
tioniess yntil the day when thou met'st with Quarequa. In
the morning watch of 1he night before that battle, it rushed,
speeding onward to the weat, and my soul wrembled when
I saw it glaring upon thy star with all the malevolence of
hate, exulting in the hope that the hour of his blow had
come. The fight was won, and again was the evil eye
baflled—and again, though for a brie! space only, did it re-
cede from thy path. It threatens thee once more—it is even
now wilkin the rim of that halo which circles the star of
thy nativity ; and thengh thy betier forione may once more
baffle its hostile rage, as it has baflled it alecady, it suill
threatena thee with a danger which should task all thy
calm strength, and thy thoughtful, deliberate courage.”

“ Let me look upon ihat haostile aspect,” said Vasco
Nunez, *1 have never shrunk from the face of moral
engmy, and shall gaze with spirit unawed upon this inhu-
man ove. Guide mine eyes, Micer Codro, to this evil
planet.” _

* Lock forth into the west,” said the astrologer, while,
with his finger, he sirove to direct the eve of the cavalier
to the region, where, mingled with myriads of shining
dots, hung 1he sipali red orb thet teemed with such malig-
nant fires.  * Dust thou not see one light, keeping a place -
ag it were apart from all others, though iinmediately smong
them ! It seems single, as it gleams with hues which the
pure orbs of lLieaven never pariake. FThoy wilt know it
from the redness of ite rays, and the subtle yellow fluid
that aeems to environ it like a halo. Such it ever wears
when it seems most migh to the destruction of its victini.”

s 1 gee i1," said Vaseo Nunez, ** but I have no instinct
that tells me it is fesrful, I lock on it without apprehen-
sion. I see nothiug to warn me of an enemy. Surely,
Micer Codro, this is but 2 eommoen slar, one of the thou-
sand, ol seemingly shke, which crowd together, us if
seeking communion when the night is dark.”

« [t is more, vet [ess, than & star, my son. To thy
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eye and that of most wen, it may seem no other. But it
is no less than an evil spirit. Thousands float nightly
through the firmament, shining in places, not fixed, but
moving sccording to their hostile moods; sometimes
gliding vpwards, audaciously, even into the highest man-
sions ; sometinies descending. to rest upon pinnacles of
earth, misguiding the wayfaring mortal whom they hate,
till he falls among evil places, and miserably dies. Such
is this that thou lookest on now. They are not of the
class in the midst of which they yet shine—their lights
are unlike those among which they burn, nor have they
the same blessed and benign influeuce over the things of
earth, as it is appointed that such shall always have which
God hath made stationary in man’s bebalf. Yet hold
they a power scarcely less great, though for evil only, over
earthly things, over man and the creatures that follow and
obey him. Being ever at war with God, they seek for the
annoyanee of his creatures—impede their fortunes, or en-
courage them awhile, as this may have done with thee—so
that when they hurl them down to the abyss at lasi, they
may fall from a height most perilous. The gentler lights
of heavenly providence, shrink from them as from a most
foul contagion, so that they stand separate from all the rest.
Over some a power is given them—we know not where-
fore,—but we behold them, almost nightly, flung from their
high spheres by theke malignant spirits ; their pure lights
parting from them as they fall; losing themselves at last in
abysses of the deep, more fitting to their diminished lustre
than the pale brightness of the tnansions they have lost.
In like manner, a power over men have these evil aspects,
as they, like the erring stars, shoot out from their destined
places. Over thee, my son, this malignant spirit now hangs
with a threatening brow, and hath marked thee for its vic-
tim. Jesu be thy friend, my son, and keep thee still, as he
has kept thee ever, secure from the fearful presence.”

« Amen !” exclaimed Vasco Nunez, rising from the
spot, and speaking with a manner which, though solemn,
was any thing but apprehensive. *1 have heard thee,
Micer Codro, and believe that there may be truth in what
thou hast said. But thou tell’st me of nothing worse than
death—a bloody death—and that I .have confronted boldly
with the Moor of Grenada, and with the more tawny and
savage Carib of the west. It is no new terror which thou
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portrayest to my thought ; and dealh ie nothing, surely, to
him who has 1aken bond from fawe, for 2 life which is eter-
nal, sealed an these impenetrable rocks, and witnessed by
yonder unfathomabie and rising waters.  Siill,” he econ-
linued, after a briel pause, *I confess to thee, Micer
Codra, though T fear not death, T yel love life, 1 would
not die—nol yet—not, at least, til 1 have launched my
bark on yonder ocean, and sought the wondrous shores
. which my prophetic spirit assures me lie beyond it.  To-
morrow will 1 descend to those waters, and assure myseif
by feciing, no jess than sight, that they are real—that they
dive and move—have breath and being, and, with each rising
and ainking of their billows, lave far<distant and rivaj con-
tinents, ‘That done, what matters it whether desth ap-
proachea me in the genle guise of slumber, or with the '
harsh visage and sharp stroke of 1he royal headsman?
De{;uh musl needs be welcome when the great work of lifa
is done.”

¥OL. 11, 11 '
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CHAPTER XIIL
LIGHTS AND SHADOWS—THE MINGLED DRAVGHT,

Wit the dawn of day, Vasco Nunez prepared to de-
scend the mounisins, and accordingly divided his lile
band into three several bodies for ihe discovery of the
easier routes 1o the sea. The whole country lay in the
tangled intricacy of the original forest, undefited by the
axe, and totally uncleared for the fooleteps of the wayfarer.
Tlie task was still no easy ome 1o reach the ocean, which
lay yet in sigh.  But these difficalties were snon sur-
* mounted by the enthusiasmn of the chief and ihe bunvant
spitits and hardy frames of his followers. The marvellous
discovery was held to be complete when Vasco Nunez,
marching waist-deep intn the waves of the ocean, claimed
ite possession and dominion in beha!f of the sovereiyns of
Caai¥e, Leon, and Arragon, Don Ferdinand end Donna
Juanna. It is not our present design 1o trace his fariher
progress among the wild lands and wilder nations of
eaveges, which he deemed it necessary to overrun and
subdue, in order to the better confirmation of his con-
quesis. ‘These evenie belong rather 10 history—10 the
history of the times, and of the Spavish natien,—shan 10
the greal man by whom the expedition was led; and in
whal we have writlen, our object has not been so moch
the illusiration of known events, as of the peculiar for-
tunes of she person by whom they were achieved. It
will be sufficient for our porpnee 1o state in briel that
Vasco Nunez retworned to Coyba. sick but in safery;
having survived a thousand disasiers, laving baffled as
many dangers—overcoming all the savage tribes which
opposed him, and winning grlden spoils a1 every step in
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his progress. Here he found the eimple devoted Indian
damsel awahing him with an anxiety -fitly proportioned 1o
the extent of her fears at the perils he had underiaken, and
in which, greally againgi her deaire, his 1ender regard would
not suffer her w share.  Her love, sabdued by the superior
awe which she feh in the presence of his greatness, wouid
not permit her 10 return the fond embrace which he gave
her, but she saunk down at his feel and clasped his knees
in her arms, and kissed. sabbing all the while, the warlike
hand of whiclh she had passessed hersell. Having rested
for a few days at Coyba, he re-embarked for B8ania Maria,
and reached the river of Darien on the following day.
Great was the delight of the inhabilanie a1 his return—a
delight not a little increased when they beheld the profu-
sion of wealth which he broughi, and which they were
allowed 10 share equally with 1he sdventurers whose valour
had procured it. 1t consisted of gold and pearls, maniles,
hammocks, and many varieties of wrought eouon, chiefly
intended for garments, and many caplives of both sexes,
with wham Lhe canqueror contemplated the prosecution of
certain plans of colonization which were 10 disarm them,
by weans of appropriate Jabour, of their more rude, savage,
and, not uncommonly, cannibal propensities. A fifih of the
spoil was set apart for the royal ireasury, and the reat
shared equally among the adventurers,

Thus, says he historian, ended an cxpedition which
may be considered one of the most remarkable ever
underiaken by the early discoverers. With a handful of
mes, il hero had penetrated far into a wild and mountain-
ous country, filled by tribes, all pumerous and warlike, snd
tenacious to the last of their savage independence. His
‘skill in their consiant defeat, no less than in the manage-
ment of his own followers—stimulating 1heir valonr when
it flagged under fatigues and privations that seemed 1o jue-
tify discontent; soathing or compelling their chedience,
when suffering moved them ty insubnrdination ; and siill,
under all ciccumstances, auaching their affections 10 him-
sell as their friend and fellow, no less han their com-
mander ;—amply ailesied the surpassing meris of his gene-
ralship,  Add w0 1his, that his personal couvrage and
resolution were no less conspicuoua et all moments, For
ever first in danger, he was still ihe last 10 leave 1he feld.
He ¢hrank from no toil, avoided no difficuliy, feared no
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peril--waiching, 6ghting, fasting, and labenring, equally
with the meaneat of his men, he secured 3 place in their
sffections no less firm than that which he held in their es-
tcem. Frenk affability, the invariahle companion of trug
greatness in every character, marked his deporiment to all
around hi, without disparaging his dignily or impairing
in any respect the energy of his resolves. He forgot no
follower whom he had ever known, but consoled him in
misforune, visired him in sickness, and socthed him by
gifts and friendly offices, which win the heart more than
any gifis. Nor, though in batile, realizing all the terrors
of the warlike mood 28 described by Shakspeare, can the
sin of unnecessary bloodshed be laid at his door, if we
consider the characler of the age in which he lived, the
peculiar barbarism of many of the foes with whom he
foughy, and the perile of his condition, which seemed lo
cell for and to justify it. 'That the savages themselves ac--
quitted him of the stain of cruelty, may be fairly presumed
from the singular and unbounded confidence which they
reposed in him, by the firmness of their friendship, and
the effeclionate homage which they offered him, onca
known 1o them, wherever he came. Nor is he o be con.
sidered 1he merely skilful and successful soldier of foriune.
Juatly considered, there was a nobleness in his aim, a
grandeur in his genius—in his persevering pursuit of the
ane great objeci—in ts rst canception, and in the elustie
resolution which never suffered him to waver in moments
when atf other men had been lost.

When Vasco Nunez surveyed the piles of tressure
which had been set aside from his epoils for the royal
coffers, he fattered himself that whaltever might have been
the previous judgment of the avaricious monarch againsy
him, his decision would be altered a1 & sight of such unu-
sual magnificence, and 81 tidings of s6 much greater im-
portance which he was prepared to send him,

4 Have [ net,” said he, speaking 1o the asirologer on
this snbject, ** have I not given a new ocean 10 his crown?
~~Cristovsllo Colon gave new lands only }—and how
many tributary shores and empires lie within tha gift 7 1
have gutspread the Spanish flag 1o the embraces of a foreign
breeze, that comes, blossoming in i8 odour, from gardens
of the orienl—sepicy realms, that give 1oken of their being,
though s thousand leagues of sea yet lie between us and
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their sight. It cannot be, Micer Codro, when they hear
of these tidings in Spain, that Ferdinand shall mete out
harsh judgment agsinst me. It were againsl reason to be-
lieve it. No! no! I have nothing now to fear.”™

That day he prepared his despatches, in which he gave
a full detail of hie expedition—sewting forth all that he had
seen or heard of the great southern sea, and of the rich
countries that lay upon its borders. In addition to e
royal fifik, he prepared from his own share a present for
his sovereign, consisiing of the most precious pearls which
had been cullecied. These he sent by Pedro de Arbolancha,
an intelligent fellower and tried feiend; and having thus, as
he thought, presented 1o his monarch a elaim o his favour-
ing consideration, which eould not be set aside, he resolved
to disniies from his mind all anxiely about the event. The
emissaty, sfier 4 delay protracted to a length most injurious
1o the forwnes of his soperior, appeared at Jengih in the
royal presence, and announcing the successes of Vasco
Nunez, laid before him the rich treasures which he had
broughit, the gold and the pearls, which atiested alike the
valve and the truth of his discaveries. «* King Ferdinand,”
enys the hisworian, **listened with charmed atiention to this
tale of unknown seas and wealthy realms added to his em-
pire. It filled, in fact, the imuginations of the mosi sage
and learned with golden dreams, and anticipationa of un-
bounded riches.” Old Peter Marlyr, who recvived leters
from his friends in Darien, and communicated by word of
mouth with those who came from thence, wriies 10 Leo X.
in exulting terms of this event. ¢ Spain," says he, ** will
hereafter be able 10 satisfy with pearls the greedy appetite
of such as in wantan pleasures are like unto Cleopaira and
Asopus; so that henceforth we shall neither envy nor
reverence the nice fruitfulness of Trapoban or the Red Sea.
I'tie Spaniards will not need herealier to mine and dig far
into, the earth, nor 10 cut asunder mountains in quest of
gold, bt will find it pleniifully, in a manner, on the upper
crust of the earth, or in the sands of rivers dried vp by the
heats of summer, Cerinly, the reverend antignity ob-
tained not 8o great a benefit of nature, nor even aspired 10
the knowledge thereol, since never man before, from the
known waild, penetrsted to those unknown regions.”  All
Spain rang with the name and glory of Vasco Nunez, and
he, who but a few monthe hel"ore had been adjudged u Jaw-

11
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less adventurer, was now lified 10 the same eminence with
Columbus, ‘and lauded as his most worthy successur.
Ferdinand repented of his hasty judgment. and command-
ed Faonseca o find a mode for rewarding his transcendant
services; but while these hanours were preparing for him
in Europe, Don Pedrarias Davila, whom, a\ the instigation
of Fonseca, the Lking bad appointed governor of Darien,
was epeeding far and fast’over the ocean, and rapidly near-
ing the province which had beer 1hue prematurely assigned
him. With a fieet of fifieen sail, and a splendid and well-
equipped army, consisting chiefiy of 1he aceomsplished and
gratelul young cavaliers of Spain, the new governor, who
was a man of a proud, ostematious temper, contemplated the
overthrow al onee of every thing hke opposition on tre
part of the hardy warrior he was sent to supersede. He
was accompsnied by his wife, a noble lady, who would
not be left behind in Spain, and who was probably moved
to the journey by ihe contiguousness of her davghier
Teresa, whom the reader will remember 10 have lefl at
Ban Damingo, and whom shie had not seen lor years. h
may be that Pedrarias was presented to the mind of Fonseca
as gavernor of [larien, as well because of his connexion
with the new world, as because of the partial favour in
which he was regarded at the conrt,

Meanwhile, equally unconscious of the honours pre-
paring for him in Spain, and of the approach of that arme-
ment which had been commissioned to consign him to
punishment or obscurity, Vasco Nunez, throwing aside
the habits of the goldier, devoted himsell, with paternal
soliciiude, to the culiivation and improvement of Darien.
Already, under his master-mind, the town contained moro
than two handred houses, with a population of five hun
dred’ Europeans and fifteen hundred Indians. Orcharda
and gardens had been laid out and filled with froits and
vegetsbles, nstive and European. One leading object of
the chief wae to render the settlement independent of Eu-
rope for supplies. Spaniards and Indians worked equally
in the fields and upon the dwellings, and the toila of the
labourer were relieved by the sports of the ecavalier and
goldier. He devised various means 10 enliven the tedious-
nesg of a life, no longer passed in exciting and hourly ad-
ventore. The national pasiimes were accorded them on
frequent holidays; and tiliing-tnatches, of which the valiant
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Spaniards of those days were extravaganily fond, wera
studiously encouraged. A pgeneral communion was opened
with most of the [ndian neighbours, and so successful had
he been in securing the friendship of the savages, that the
roving Spaniard was no longer solicifous of his weapons
when he wandered away into the forests. Zemaco, baffled,
beaten, murd dispirited, had buried his shame in the sulien
fusinesses of his distanl monntains.

Vasco Nunez was thus employed when, in the momh of
June, the fleet of Don Pedrarias Duvila appesred in the
Gulf of Uraba. The heart of the conqueror sweiled within
bim, st the sight of this armament, with conflicling emo-
tions. Was it the messenger of reward or punishment?
Was this powerful areay sent in compliance with his en-
treaties, or in opposition to his rule? He was not suflered
1o remain long in doubt and anxiety. The Spanish cava.
liers who came with Davila were eager to land and see the
wonders of the place, but the governor, whao had been
warned of ihe resolute character of Vasco Nupez, and
enuld readily understand the difference beiween his own
silken followers, and the *iron men’ who had followed
the lortunes, and shared in sl] the miseries which had be-
fallen QOjeda, Nicuess, and Vasco Nunez, wss cautious
encugh 1c restrain their desires, and instead of approach-
ing, in compliance with their clamours, he anchored .his
fleet m1 some distance from the setdement. He then de-
spatched a messenger Lo announce to Vasco Nunez hia
arrival and authority. At the first intimalion of (he truth,
hia {riends gathered about the chiel, and the veleran war.
riors who had followed hima so long, seizing their weapons,
surrounded his dweiling, and swore to muintain his czuse
in defiance of sny numbers. They prayed him 10 resist
the summons of Pedrarias, and, in their clamours againss
the injusitee which he suffered, did not spare their sove-
reign. Their officers goaded them by their exhortntions,
and Francisco Pizarro was the firat to propose that they
should display themselves at once, and resst the landing
of the enemy. ‘The astrologer looked on with a moody si-
lence, while the youh, Pedro, grasping suddenly the hand
of the chief, while his eyes flashed fire, snd hig cheeke
were kindled up with enthusiasm, exclaimed—

# Oh, seiior, you will not surely give up to this insolent
demand ! You will resist,—you will send back defianee ;
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and there is not a man in Darien that will not maintain
your bastle. Shall it be that you have taken these toils ond
pertls, only 10 reward the idle creatures of the conrt? It
must not be. It were shame and sortaw 10 think so.™

* Nay, Pedro, you mistake,” replied Vasco Nunez—o 1
have nat taken this wil snd perd for others. They may
take from me the government of Darien, but know, bay,
that ao injustice—no tyranny can take from a man the re-
putation of his great deeds. These are ming, that Pedrartas
eantot 1oke—these are mine, that 1 cannot lose, though [
lose ail other possessinns."”

But 3 strange struggle took plare in the warrier’s feel-
inga aa he epproached the veterans who surrounded his
dweliing, and strove to rompose himaelf while he speke 10
them. Their arms sank down as he stond {orward—their
clasnours were suddenly stilled ; as suddenly as ihe eries
of inferior forest wihes, when the lion, rising from hise lair,
suddenly walks forth from the jungle. Vasco Nunez had
already come to his resolution, but there was a strong hao-
man impuise which he found it difficult to subdue, and
whielt still 2ontinued to war against it, He did not the Iess
{eel the injusiice for which his followers, with less discre-
tion, would have had him become 2 rebel 1o his sovereign,
though he had determined patiently to submit to it, leaving
it 1o time, that colm reviser of man’s judgment and injustice,
to do him right, though it might be afier the delay of many
days, There is 2 majesty in patience which is superior to
the greatest displav of passinn; and Vasco Nunez lost
nothing of his dignity, in the regards of his people, when
he decisred his intention to submit to the suthority set
over him.

“Go back,” he ssid to the messenger of Pedrarias, who
stnod trembling at his side, the witness of & fury an the
pari of ihe enruged soldiery, which, at one moment,. tfireat.
ened lo desiroy him—* go back 10 Don Pedrarias Davila
—1gll him that Vasco Nouez, for himsell and his foliow-
ers, assures him of their'welcome and his own.  Say that
I congratulate Lim on his safe arrivel at anen, and am
ready, with al} here, la obey his orders.”

A deep groan burst from the crowd as they heard this

- message.
¢ ¥ Wherefore doth this resolve displease ye, my friends?”
demanded Vzeco Nunez, while the big drop gathered in
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his eye, as he beheld it in the eyes of many around him.
*Is it so uncommon a thing for the soldier to suffer injus-
tice from the sovereign he has served, that ye should be-
hold my wrong beyond all others, and hold it so very griev-
ous? Let it not be thus, I pray ye.  King Ferdinand hath
surely right to choose his own governor and the governor
of his people, and neither ye nor'I should complain of this,
In submiting to Pedrarias, you submit only to our sove-
reign; and the love I have borne ye, and the toils through
which I have led ye in safety and good fortune, give us
no right to defy the authority of our king, and him whom
he sends to command in his place. Let it be our prayer
that he shall command ye, a3 it has been my desire to do,
to the prosperity and the glory of all. So shall ye always
triumph, in all times and in every country. Be not angry
with me, my friends, in the moment when the tie is sever-
ed that hath bound us so long together. It may be that,
when the royal Ferdinand shall hear of our doings, and
shall know the trutli, he will again suffer me to lead you
to other no less wondrous discoveries that crowd upon
my thought even now. Freely do I give ye up to an-
other, but not with joy. My heart is even more sad than
yours.”

It is done!” were the words of Vasco Nunez, as he
retired to his apartments, secluded from all but the devoted
Indian damsel, who watched with trembling emotion, but
without speech, the varying shadows of his countenance.
His eye was suddenly fixed upon her anxious features, and
a keen, painful memory of Teresa Davila, forced itself upon
his mind.

 Truly,” he murmured, *there may be something of
truth in those words of Micer Codro, and the evil genius
of Vasco Nunez may yet prove a woman. Should this
haughty knight, Pedrarias, of whose pride they speak such
things, look on me with ill favour, it were fuel to his wrath
to know that I have striven for his daughter. Careta!” he
exclaimed, afier a brief interval, ** come hither! I had for-
gotten thy lessons in the troubles of other things. My heart
feels weary and sad—it will turn me from heavy thoughts
to give ear to thy childish pratile.”

“ My lord is sad—let him not give himself care of the
poor girl of Darien. Let him lie down in the hammock,
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and she will put the fever balm uvpon his forehead, and
sing him a eong of Coyba, which shall make him eteep.”

« Sleep! sleep! would I could sleep for a while; but
no! 1 must go forth and meet this man who beara with
him my destiny. Carela, my child, should any harm
happen to me in Darien, thou shalt make thy way back 10
thy father in Coyba. T'he old man, Micer Codro, whom
;lhm' seeal with me 80 ofien, will help thee 1w a means of
igh.”

g“Harm to thee—harm to my lord !" exclaimed the
damsel in language more broken than usual from the rapi-
dity of her present utterance, ** what means my lord, by
harm

“ Should my enemies make me captive and send me to
8pain, Careta,”

“1 will go with my lord—yes ! yes ! Careta will go
with my lord wherever they send him.”

* Should they hate me—should they kill

#Ah, not no! no! they will not—they cannot, My
lord has sirong warriors—he numbered 1hem at sunset—
they were many. They will do baule for my lord.”

“ But, should mine enemies prevail, Careta~—should
they put chams on my hands and put me into the dun-
eon
: +Carete will hold up the heavy chains, and sing to my
lord in the dungeon.”

» But if they doom him, Careta—if he dies.”

“ Careta will die too,”

¢ Truly, there is mercy even in the wrath of God, and
sweeiness amid all the bitter of evil. Wherefore should 1
be cast down because of the loss of this earthly power,
when | have a power over men's hearts—when not even
the decree of a monarch can take from me 1he affections of
these wild warriore, and the love of this simpls savage.
Come 10 me, Careta I"-—he stooped and pressed his lips
upen her forehead,—**[ irust we shall escape both the
prison and the death. I trust 1o live so Jong as theu shalt
love me.”

Her eyes brigchtened up as she threw hersell into his
arms, exclaiiming—

“I will love my lord for ever and ever.” .
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CHAPTER XIN.

THE CORQUEROR IN CHAINS-—TRUTH OF ENEMIEA-——TREACHERY OF
FRIENDA.

T'ug veterans of ¥asco Nunez, ** the old soldiers of Da-
rien, hardened,” in the language of Peter Mariyr, “ 1o abide
all sorraws,” looked an the approach and splendid array of
Don Pedrariag with faces which did not conceal their vex-
ation. But whalever mav have been the emolions of the
eonqueror, they were ail suppressed. and he me1 his suc-
vessor with profound reverence, without the least ehow of
disappointment or disquiet, and prosised him implicit
obedience, His habitation, thatched with straw, was given
up Lo his guests, and a banquet of the simple fruits and
vegetablea which the country produced was spread belora
them. The madesty of kis carriage surprised Don Pedras
riag, who looked for nothing less than violent resisiance
and brutal haté, from 2 man whao had been represented by
his enemies in Spain as an outiaw and desperado ; and a
long conference which the two had 1ogether, seemed eals
culated 1o produee a more respeciful and better feeling of
regard in the minds of each for hia opponent, DBut the
frank end confiding nature of Vasco Nunez was ill re-
quited by his successor, who began the conference by a
falsehiood. He assured ihe conqueror, that he was in-
structed by the king to treat him with all favour and
distinciion, to consult him on all measures concerning the
elony, and seek from him, in preference 1o all others, the
desired informatinn velative 10 the surrounding connwy.
Sugpecting no guile, the conqueror threw aside all that
reserve which had been the nawral tesnll of his position
and of the injustice done him, revealed all thai he kaew,
and at the expressed desire of Pedrarias, poi in writing
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not only the circumstances of the colony, its resources,
strength, alfiances and wsnts, but his own conjectures of
the neighbouring provinces, sess, and rivers, and the de-
tailed plane which he had formed for exaploring and pos-
sessing them. Among the particulars given, he described
the rouie by which he had traversed the mountains ; the
discoveries made upon the coast of the south ses and the
gulf; the situation and reporied wealth of the island from
which had been {zken those rich pearls which had dazzled
and charmed the eyes of the Spanish monarch, the rivers
and ravines most productive of gold, and the names, dis-
postlion and sirengih of the numerous csssiques with whomn
he had formed intimacies or tresties. Having, after re-
pealed examingtions, in all of which he preserved the
moesl {riendly countenance, beguiled from the unsuspecting
warrior all thai he deemed necessary Lo the prosecution
of his conquest, the perfidious Pedrarius dropped the mank,
aud 1 the astonishmens and indignation of all, proclaimed
s judicial eeruliny into his conduet. ** Sefior Vasco,” he
eaid, giving 2 signal to his guards st the same moment,
*“you have done well and have served worthily, if your
own statersents were only and allogether to be relied upon.
But know you that there are serious offences of 1yranny
and sbuse of power charged egainst you, for which you
sre held to znswer. Meanwhile, I must sec that you be
kept in security. Juan de Ayora, do your duty.”

Thougli wounded ioc keenly by this conduet not 10
speak his indignation, the proud spirit of the conqueror did
not utter aught that might have tended 10 sofien the severity
of his enemy. With a nawral burst of indignation, start
ing 1o his feel as he beheld the officer approaching, he
exclaimed :—

“ And wherefore, Don Pedrarias, have you spoken
swoothly with me until now? Why, if you held me iraitor
to my sovereign, have you foreborne hie justice until this
momeni? Know, seflor, if it was for the poor knowledge
which 1 possessed, for which you have so far forguiten the
dignity of truth, I could have spared you this degradaiion,
and the unworthy toil of decepsion. Were the block belore
we, and the sword uplified, I had declared this knowledge
which you deem needful to the inerest of my sovereign,
unmoved by the injustice of his minister, as freely as 1
declared it but a motment gone.”
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 Away with him, and eee that he be kept safely, till
the alealde mayor shall decide upon his cause,”” was the
angry command of Pedrarias, who'gave no other heed 1o
ihe biter speech of his vielim,

“ 8o !"” exclaimed the secretary as he beheld his em-
ployer hurried away to prison—*the stroke falla a1 last,
and by another hand than mine. I could have slain him
many times—by day, by night—at nighl when he would
have climbed alone the high mountain looking on the sea;
and when, the mountain gained, he went forth a1 midnight
to fili himself with the sight of his conquests. Linle did
he think-—he and the old astrologer—that 2 {ee steod waich-
ing behind them, with a sharpened dagger, of whom the stars
said nothing. Why then did I forbear 1o sirike ! His ar-
mour was thrown aside—the iron escaupil no longer
covered his defenceless body; and one bound, and one
blow, would have sealed his conquests in blood—ay, and
spared him this degradaiion. Why did I siay the blow ?
why did I spare the victim I had sworti 10 slay T In truily,
my oath has been 1oo easily forgotien. . T heard his sweer
deep voice,~I hearkened 1o his proud, and eagie-lified
thoughts—and my cheeks crimsoned with a sealding heat
—I could net strike the heart that seemed se little human
in its greatness, It matlers nothing now, The doom
which Micer Codro read for him in the stars, awaits him—
the headsman and the scaffold, 1 read it in the eyes of
this new governor, whose cunning slone equals his vindic-
tive malice, Well! i1is a blow spared me and a peri],
He 1akes the labour from my hand, and the blow is no less
ceriain. And yet !~—would he had not slain my brother !—
the elder born—he whom my young heart yearned so 1o
follow through the world, fe has made me desolate-—
wherefore should I grieve that he is destined to the igno-
minious death !

* Pedro—boy 1

The harsh tones of Pizarro’s voice reached the ears of
the youth. He turaed, and the other stood beside bim,
Hitherto, the unwitting wound which had been given Lo
his vanity by the unconscious secretary, had rankled in his
bosom, leaving its traces in his features visible enocugh
whenever they had encountered—bul now the lips were
smiling—the features soothed into hypoeritical sweeiness,

voL. II. 12 :
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and the eyes full of kindness, as the desperate soldier ad-
dresaed him,

“ Well, Pedro,—these are rare doings. The Scfor
Vasco stands in pertl of 2 sudden dismissal 10 Saint Peter;
—and you are in office no longer. ‘These bright, shining
cavaliers from Spain put us old soldiers of Darien out of
countenance. ‘Think you thal they will wear their enlours
20 gayly in the face of the wild warriors of Zemaco? |
trow not, What think you?”

The bay, wondering at the unusual condescension of one
who had never been careful 10 conceal his hostility before,
was not less disgusted at the levity with which he spoke
of the probable furtunes of the chiiefl whe had ever bestow-
ed upon the speaker s large shore of his confidence and
kindness, . .

*This man,” he thonght to himsell, ** is no less base
than matignant. Even I, the sworn enemiy of Vasca Nu-
nez, leel no trinmph and no joy at his doom—-siil] less ean
I fee! indifference. And he, who has found but friendship
and favour from his eapuin, speaks withont feeling of hie
wrong, when his sword shonld be among the first 1o leap
from the scabhard to avenge it.”

Tuo these thoughts, however, he gave no expreesion,
Concealing his diagnst as he best could, he replied eva-
sively, sfieeting 2 dulizess on the snbject of his patron's po-
sition, which Pizarro well knew did not comport with the
usnal intelligence and apiness of the youth,

# Hark ye, boy—there’s some business for you which
may give you betler pay than the secrewaryship, which you
may Inok upon as an office lust for ever, I can help yon
to favour in the sight of Don Pedvarias—nny. get you the
quace in his employ which you bat lately held with Seiior

asco ; but there is service 10 be done fur this, Pedrarins
is not the person 10 bgstow his favour without considera-
tion. Come, what say you?”

+ Will the Sefior Francisco speak out what he would
have I

«* Ay, that | will, Pedro,when I nnce know how you stand.
I trust you are not one of thase fools who let idle ferlings
of regard for 3 falling man prevent them from making fa-
vour with him who hurle him down. We gnldiers were
Lmnr knaves indeed, to follow foriunes which no longer

eep the sun. [t is your policy now to look to Pedratise.
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If your eyes seek the Sefior Vaaco, lo I—they rest upon
a gloomy prison.”

« "That is troue, Sefior Franeisco,” replied the youth, “ but
eon it be that yen have thus soon found the sunny side of
Don Pedrarias 17

* Ha ! would you dive, boy " replied the other with 2
laugh, though colouring the moment afier j—*let that
give you no concern. Enongh, that I can help you in his
favour whether I myseif enjoy it or not.  Are you willing
to be in the sunlight, Pedro 1"

“It is the soidier's palicy, Sefior Francisco, ae thou
seyesl, and there is wisdom in it. I see rRot how it can
do me harm, or Sefior Vasco harm, o have the smiles of his
enemy.”

“Hum ! there may be some dnub: about 1hst Pedro.
but—what need to beat abous the bush T What I unfold 10
thee, boy, must be secret. Do | have thy promise I”

Afier a moment's hesitation the hoy gave it,

* Nay, ihat s not ennugh * saiif 1he other,  thou shalt

gwear upnn the holy cross,” presenting the hilt of his dag-

ger as he spoke—'* annd on the same cross I awesr to thee,
Pedro, shouldst thou betray what I now reveal to thee,
thon shalt taste tisree inches of i1s bisde in the choicest
places of thy bosem, ‘Fhou knowest me~-1 um rot the
man 1o fzil rom my oah.”

* Nor I one to depart from mine. I will Reep secret
what theu twil’st me,” replied the boy, with & calm dignity
whiclh surprised the rough soldier, and reminded him of
his former capain,

* By the holy shrine of Santa Maria, Pedro, bul thou
hast dwell 80 long in the presence of the Sefor Vaseo,
thou hiast cauglt some little of his fsvour in ihy counte-
nsnee.  But come with me asside—there be too many
loungers in the Plaza to-day.” :

The yauth followed the soldier, until, reaching & elump
of woods which lay on the edge of the town and secured
them from sight, the latter begun his revelations.

* Than kuowes,” said he, * or should know. that the
Sefior Vasco is shul up on charges which go 1o -affect his

life.  Pedrurias holds him guilly of vsurpaiion, tyrannical
abuse of power, and disaflection o the suvereigns of Cas-
tile. The licentiate, Guspar de Espinosa, has i} in com-
mission, as sicakle mayer, lo convict hiim of these things—

-
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and he will do %0 if he can prove them. Now, when I
tell thee it is the wish of Don Pedrarias that such proof
s}ilmuld be found, thou wilt guess what 1 would have of
thee,™

"The soldier paused, but the youth would net conrprehend
the unexplicis suggestion, and he was forced to resume.

“Thou arl less apt than | thought thee, Pedro. Know
then, that it is looked 1o thee to establish many, if not most,
of these facts against him."

. % Me ! exclaimed Pedro, with an astonishment which
was quite 2s unmeasured as it was unaffected.

* Ay—you 1" replied the other coolly. * What's the
wonder in that1”

# But, Sefior Francisco, how can I establish facts of
which I know nothing I

*¢ Pshaw, boy, thou art fighting 2gainst good foriune and
eommon sense. Thou knowest enough to prove all these
matters, Thou canst prove thar Vasco Nunez instigated
the colony against the Bachelor Enciso and the Seiior
Diego. It wili go near making the Sefior Vasco answer-
able for his death if this be shown."”

** But these things happened, Sefior Francisco, long ere
I came to Darien, If these charges be true, there zre
many soidiers in Darien who will be better zbie to speak
from their own kuowledge.”

“ Ay, ay-—thou art keen as s nolary, Pedro; but
thou shouldst know that these oid soldiers of Darien
sre the iast persons in the world to say what shall harm
Vasco Nunez.” .

“ But thou thysell art one of them,”

 Yes,” replied the other, ** bul thers are ressons good
why { should not appear in this business. The Sefior
Vasco has been my friend.”

“ And mine!" repeated the youth gloomily.

* Ay, Pedro, but thou holdest no such place in the re-
gards of men a8 1. 1t would lose thee no esteem among
the oid soldiers of Darien to speak what thou knowest of
Vasco Nunez-—it wouid take from me, whom they follow,
afl respecy and consideration.”

“And what I know of the Sefior Vasco, if spoken ao
loudiy that the royal Ferdinand himself should hear, would
do him far less hurt than honour.”

“ Dull, foolish boy !"* exsisimed the other passionately.
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 Dast thou think I ask of thes to speak only whst thou
knowest 2 -

“ And what elae ghould I speak, Sefior Francisco 1

“ That wihiteh will prove these charges of Doy Pedrariag,
~«which will coanviet him of treason 10 his sovereign,
tyranny to the suhject, wrong 10 his better, fraud, pecula-
tion, and 8 thousand other offences, the least of which will
bring him to the block.”

“ And Pedrarias is resolved on this 1 inguired the
youth in accents of increasing gravily, as he listened 10
thia bold avowal of villany.

“ Ay, ixed ag the hills of Darien.”

The youth was silent—a crowd of thoughts were sirng-
gling in his mind, and one rose pre-eminent over all the
rest. * Teuly,” thought he, «[a1e delivers my viclim
unto me. But a few moments past, and it was my re-
prozch that T had snffered my vengeance to be 1aken by
another, ‘This desire of Pedrarias puis the dugger into
mine own hands. My lips may yet deciare his doom.” A
fierce but brief struggle fullowed in ke mind of the bay,
but the noble spirit rivmphed. ** No1™ he said inly—
**let this cald-heacted, malignant, base-minded and bratal
sollier, stab by a lie—I will nov.  If they have thus re-
golved 10 destroy Vasco Nunez, it will be easy for them 10
find many in Darien to swear lalsely against him. B,
thaugh he never perish, I will not join with these.”

* Sefior Francisco,” he said aloud, * I am not the per:
gon you think me. I cannot do you this service, T have
eaten of the bread of Vasco Nuoez, and bave hearkened
10 his confidence, I am not the man 10 betny it,”

* Hark ye, boy, apeak not o quirkly.  Be eounselled,
Y ou have none 10 shield yon now in Darien from the anger
of Dan Pedrarias—nay, humble though he be, from 1he
hate of Francisco Pizarro. Vosco Nunez can serve you
no longer—~you have nothing now 10 hope at his hands.
Wherefure should you refuse this service 10 Don Pedrarias,
seeing thiat it helps you 10 fortune and proteciion, buth of
which yon need. Take a wiser thought to your mind, and
speak as [ enunsel you.” :

“ Never, Sefior Francisco—never] [ will not spesk
fulsely cven of wine enemy.”

“ You are not resolved on thie t—there in yet 1me,

13+
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Pedro. Bethink you. Don Pedrariaa will a1 once izke
you into hia eervice." :

[ thaok him, Sefior Frenciaco, and thank you; bui my
reenlve is already spoken.”

"The keen, ficrco, fiery eyes of the soldier were fixed
steadily upon those of the youih, but they turned away
bafffed after a protracvted mtare, in which hostility and in-
quiry were mingled equally, They saw no fear, no falier
ing. no uncertainty in the glance of the boy. Hoareely he
spoke zfter this brief examination was over, and while he
wurned from him in angry disappoiniment-—

'“You are resolute on ruin. Beware!” He shook the
unsheathed degger as he went, and the last word which
eame 10 the ears of the boy was, * Beware!"

A bursi of uncontrollable anguish issued from the lips of
Pedro, wien the other had retired, and showed the hu-
tnitiating and chafing fecling ever present in hia aoul, and
thg prompter of many of his wayward moods.

* Why, oh! why,” lhe exclaimed, *are my limbs
feeble! Why, with a epirit proud end impatient as ia
mine, are my srms sinewless, und the muscles more soft
and yielding than the womsan'a? Could I wield sword or
dagger with hope, wouid this brute soldier have dared ae-
sail mine ears willh his base offer and his threatening inso-
lence? Would it were !—Bui noi—let me not, by vain
regrety, proclaim the weakness of my soul 10 be no lees
great than that of my body. 1 must bear with thess
shames 23 [ may. How mach grester are those of this
great man, whom I must hold an enemy, but whom [ can-
not hate :—taken in the toils when his discovery had in-
sured him honours, and betrayed by his most trusted fol-
lowers at 2 moment when even the sworn foe of his life
feels sorrow ul his misfortunes. Would it weie that [
could wish that he migiit live !’
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CHAPTER XiV.

THE HEART BICK WITH HOPE DEFERRED—THE EAGLE PINEE 1IN
HIS PRISON.

~ Bor Vasco Nupez was not altogether deserted by hia

friends, in the gloom of his evil and overshadowing for-
tines, With the fizst inlelligence of his giwation, the faith-
ful astrofoger sought, but was denied, access 10 his dungeon.
The harsh mandate of Pedrarias had consigned him 10 atler
soliwde, no less than imprisonment. Indignation filled 1he
.8oul of the venerable old man, but reflection as to the
modes of redress and relief only taught him his own help-
lessness, 'There was bnt 2 single resort lefl him, and that
lay in an appeal to Quevedo, the chiel church dignitary in
Santa Maris, who harl been sent from Spain as Bishop of
Darien. Some conferences had taken place between them
already, and a sort of intimacy established, which led the
astrologer to hope for some favour at hia hands, and that
he might move the interference of the prelate in behalf of
his friend, Nor was hie hope unfounded. His efoguent
yet unvarnished narrative of the great deeds of Vasco Nu-
nez, his perspicuous array of the noble virtues of his mind,
and the great courage and hardy energies of his body,
awakened the admiration of the bishop, and sroused all his
sympathies. He-took lhe matier in hand, went instamly
to the peuy tyrant, who had elready shown #o much hypo-
crisy and injustice in his brief career of authority, 2nd de-
manded, as a right, those indulgences for the prisoner,
which could not be withheld, without wanton cryelty, from
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even the convicted felon, and which placed on the same
level with him, one who, according to his showing, was not
only not likely 1o be unconvicted, but actally deserving
the highest rewards in the gift of the Spanish monarch.

« Bewate what you do in this business, Don Pedrarias,”
said the bishop, continuing his exhoriation, * if this which
T tell you be true, you caunot wrong this gentleman, or
wrong him with impunity. You caonot keep him in
bonds-—you must liberate him,~~nay, more—it may be-
came needlul that yon ghould do him Lonour”

The governor was troubled by whai he heard, but his
pride would not suffer him 10 make such a concession, He
made that ane, however, which was demanded of himn, and
granted permission_that the friends of Vasco Nunez should
visit him in his confinement, The gond prelate did not
atop bere. He carried his friendly offices atill farther, and
having considerable influence over the Licentiate Espinosa,
to whom, as alcalde mayor, the investigation was confided,
the esamination of the case was commenced in a manner
mast auspicions 1o the hero.  The judge went largely into
ihe subject; reviewed all his discoveries, and put on record
# true representation of the nature and exient of hie great
services, ‘The good bishop was delighted at she confirma-
ton of his statement, and declared his exuliatinn to the
governat, W whom the fucts brought nothing but vexmion
and alarm, o

« This examination,” said he, * proves hourly more anl
mare fuvaurable to the Sefior Vasco, Truly, it is my wonder
that mortal man eould have done so much, under the most
favouring circumetances : und be hath Jove it against the
most adverse,  You will do well, Don Pedrarias, 10 dis-
charge the Seifior Vasco from eustody, for, 1 telf you, this
investigation witl lift him beyond reach in the admiration
of the king, who will regard with corresponding itl-favour,
the man who hath treated him eo hardly.”

* Never "' exclaimed Pedraring, almost furicus with rage
st Thou apt decerved in this man, Quevedo. He is a hase,
black-hearied, malignant -wraitor, whom 1 will enafound,
Thou hust heard but hall the sory—but one sule of it
Thine eyes shall be opened ere many days, when thou wilt
regatd him as [ do~~as one deserving of the axe, which he
shall surely feel.”

“ Don Pedrarias,” replied the bishop, milily, but with
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solemnity—* thon speakest in the language of passion and
haie, rather than of justice. Be warned; all this I wiil be
required to repeat of thee in Spain, if wrong be done 10
this birave man,” -

The warning, though it prompted the governor to more
reserve in his anger, did not lead to sny abatement of it
Alarmed 2t the course which the inquiry was taking,
and fearing, as the prelate assured him, that, when made
known in Spain, it would only redound to the slevation
and honour of the man he had resolved 10 ruin, hie atimg-
ated with increased earnestness that dishonovrable course
of conduet, of which a sample has been given. in the brief
interview recorded between Pizarro and the secretary.
Thraugh the means of this and other agenis, he suborned
certain base followers of Ojeds and Nicuesa o give teati-
mony against their late commander, of the kind required.
But this tesiimony failed entirely, being triumphantly an-
swered and rebuited by the unsolicited evidence of a hun-
dred others. ‘The dishonest testimony was spurned by 1he
alcaide and the bishop, and the active course pursned by
the gavernor, in his interfererice with the designs of justice,
brought down upon him the rebuke of the bishop and the
solemn protest of the alcalde. They acquitted Vasco Nu-
nez of ali the crimes which had been lzid to his charge.
The fury of Pedrarias at this acquittal knew no bounds.
Haughty and insolent by nature und education, and pre-re-
solved against the noble gentleman whom he succeeded,
the opposition of the court which tried the prisoner to the
evident will and wish of his oppressor, aroused aif his an-
ger, which did not keep within boundseven in the presence
of the reverend prelate. _

“ You have decided that this man is innoceni, when I
have shown you by goud proofs that he is guilty. Think
you [ will sonfirm your decision? Noil 1 will keep the
beggar, where he should be, in chains, until the brigantine
gails for Spain, when I will send him thither 10 receive the
reward of Lis ¢rimes.”

“[Jo so, and you destroy yoursell, Pedrariss,” replied
the bishop, mildly ;—« send him 10 Spain, you send him -
to triumph—put chains on his limbs, and Ferdinand him-
sell takes them off, and may pns them on the limbs of him
who dared to do soc monsirous an oflence, no jess to grests
ness then to humanity. The clamour of the salion, cnce
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possessed of the facts which may be given them by the
ficentiate, or myself, or an hundred others, will compel the
king, if he would have it vtherwise himsell, 1o restore
Vaseo Nunez 1o the government of Darien, and giee him
higher honours than you could poseibly deprive him of
Do thus madly o thou wilt, and thou eommiilest a svicide
of thy own sway, snd destrovest thysell for ever.”

The angry governor was stariled by this new aspect of
the sauer, which he could not deny was a reasonsble one ;
and an unlooked-lor ally came to the assiziance of the
Bishap in his prosecution of the claims of the hero. ‘This
was no less a person than Doiia Isabel, the wife of' Pedra.
rius and mother of 1he capricions coquette of Sanio Do-
mingo, the lovely bl heartless Befiora Teresa, Duiia
Isabel, who had received from the Bishop s tiue version
of the deeds of Vzsco Nunez, and had lisiened with more
fsith and chority than lier lord, felt nothing but respeet
snid sympathy for the discoverer. She joined her pravers
and pleadings 1o those of the Bishop, and, though unsuc-
cesslul in effeciing his release, her interposition had snme
effect in mitigating the probable severities of the governor.
Unwilling t set him free, and equally afeaid of the conse-
quences of punishing him or sending him to Spsin, in ap-
position to the decree of the court which had acguitted him,
ihe perplexities of Pedrarias ended in leaving him where he
was—in prison-—until other events forced upon him a dif-
fetant policy, in which it will be difficult 10 say whether the
gool or evil star of the conquerar prevailed.

Meanwhile, however, secure in what had already been
obtiaed from forlune, the soul of Vasco Nunez remained
screne, and thaugh sad, it may be, av the denial and re-
straint pul upnn its energies, it was at least as uniroubled
by fear a8 it wad utterly uneonscious of any gmlt, such as
had been charged againet him. When the result of the
trial, and the resoluiion of Pedrarias, by which le sought
0 bafle s acquitial, were made known 10 Liim by the
astrologer, the communication scarcely awakened »ny emo-
tion—uone at leasl, was visible,

*The malignant eign is in the ascendani, Micer Codra,”
he answered with a emule—then, with featnres insiantly
changing to an expression of intense gravity, he concluded
by asking for Careta. :

+ 8he only awails my permission o come to thes,”



THE DAMMEL OF DARIEN. 138

“How ! thou hast not refused her, Micer Codra 1"

# Nao t—I have but restrained her, Thou knowest we
were all re(used by Pedrariss, and bat for Quevedo we had
nnl hud permission now. Bt for him, indeed, thou hadst
bedn condemned. The alealde is » youth of feeble apirit
and vain temper, and fickle as the wind, He had gone
against thee but for the authority of the bishop.”

*Ay. ay! it matiers not—but wherefore keep Careta
from me? Thou knowest, Micer Codro, that she hath
none to help her in Darien but Vasco Nunez; and the
poot Indian waould find but small kindness from Pedrarias
. and the brawling cavaliers sbout him, if they but knew how
close ia the tie which I hold with her.”

* 1t wan this thought which moved me to restrain her.
Wouldst thou have bad her go to Pedraries for permission
to share with thee thy prison as thy wife! however
wanting the decree of the chureh, aill, my son, in the
eyex of Gad aud of thy own heartethy wife."

* Nuw God forbid that she should deelare 1his thing to
Pedrariss,” was the devoul exclamation of the cavalier,
The astrologer misunderatnod the elsracter of iie exclama-
tion and the feur from which it arose,

“ Ay, he had spurned her with his foot,” said the old
man. Bui, at tha! moment, the only thought of Vasco
Nunez, by a strange and mysterious will of iris nature,
tha! roge in uiter defiance of 1he diciates of his reazon, was
of Teresa Duvila. I3 was from Pedrarine, 28 the futher of
the proud besuty, and not as the ivrannical governnr of
Darien, that he would have withheld the knowledge of his
commerce with tha Indiun dumsel; and, if this secrel could
not be kept, at least, the avoidance of any vbtrusion of it
upon his notice, : -

*8he followed thee 10 the prison door when she first
hear:d of thy arress, but Ayora drove her from the enirance,
She wauld have gone thence to Pedrarias but thet | stayed
her on the way. Truly, my son, she hath been as one of
the most wreiched among the wreiched, unsil | bade her
await my return this morning, and then I would bring her
to thy dungeon.”

* Paor Careta! Jt were an evil hour for thee, that which
behulds me on the scuffokd,  Micer Codro hast thou seen
augit of the hoy Pedra 3

* Liwle. He haih been wanderiog emong the hills. He
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loves not the crowd—these gay faunting cavaliers from
Spain have their sporls and 1ilis daily, yet the boy looks
rot on them. He is ever in the solitude of the rocks and
{oreata.”

¢ He is another who would lose were I 10 perish. ®nd
thou 100, Micer Codro ” .

“ Bpeak no more of sorrows, my son,” replied the old
man, ‘thy heart grows sad with their contemplalion, and
thou should'st hope, as thy friends sirive always, for the
beiter days of foriune. In thy death I zhould feel my owp
as desirable if not nigh. In thy loss I lose the chosen ob-
ject of my old and lenely afiectiona—ithe one companion
to whom my heeart has clung, only, for many years. Then
should the doom be a welcome one, shadowed out by the
living stars, many years agone ; and mine eyes should turn
down the path whence the grim specire of death should
come, with a painlul solicitude that lie might eome quick.
ly and bring me to the final placs of rest.”

»Thou ﬁasl seen thy own death in the atars, Micer
Codra 1"

“ Ay, my son, as clearly written as il the hand was
even now upon the wall beside thee. Many times have |
beheld the scene which mine eyes are to survey ere they
cluse upon the things of earth for ever. A green and
lovely isiet shall yield me rest in my dying moment. 'The
sea shall roll around me with a falling chime and a murmur
that ghall soothe me into the sacred slumber, even as the
low song of the mother calms the feverish mood of the
infant, Under the shade of the palm-tree will my form
repose, and the wing of a bird shall pags belore mine eyes,
wheeling around me at a greatdistance in the heavens. It
iz my fancy, my son, that theu, and the image of this noble
bird, shall be the same; for now do 1 know, that thou
:lha]t go before me into the dim werld of giganlic sha-

owa.”

“ Ha! thou knowest this then I” exclaimed the hero,
in tones sofiened almost 1o a whisper, while his lend
rezled gently upon the arm of the astrologer.

“ Ay, Yasco—it is written—I know that thow wili die
many days before me.”

The astrologer was conscious only of an increasing
pressure of (he Gngers which rested on his wrist, bul the
subject of this destiny neitber staried nor beirayed emotion,
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His eyes were fixed with a calm atiention upon the white
venernble hesrd of the astrologer, and the natural thought
in his mind waa one of wonitler that a msn of his greal sge
should apeak with so much confidence of surviving a
youth and vigour such as he fell alike in soul and person,

“It may be as thou sayesl, my father. Indeed, my
Ereuent pusition would scem to confirm thy prediction. He

as littte seeurity for life from hour o hour, under the
sway of one who is as liule moved by jusiice as by fear
and affection. But fie is alwaya secure againet the sing of
tyrauny who is above the fear of death, Enough—my
ather, wilt thou suffer this poor girl to come 1o me now !
My heart chides me with her apprehensions—my own
troubles have led me 10 give but little heed 10 hera; and,
by the Blessed Mouler, the girl hath but 100 much need of
cara, slie a Pagan, among those who treat a Chriaiian ae il
he were one. She were better ai Coyba, and, with tiie firss
show of a beuer foriune, thither shall she go. Micer
Codra, [ would see 1hee at evening. ‘I'here are thoughts
working in my mind of mighty import, and of these I
would speak 10 thee. If Pedrariag suifers me to live, ha
cannot long keep ane in bondage. He will need me ore
long. He ie no commander for thie people, and he brings
none who can hope to be successful. My deliverance is
sure [rom this dungeon ere very long, whether my chains
be removed by the friend or the executioner ; and if by the
friend, then will it be [ess ensy for Pedrariae 10 keep we
from conquest than 1o keep me from freedom. Of thie,
to-night. It is a marvel Pedro seeks me not :—the young
love not ilf fortune :—yet, suffer Carela to come to me,
She is true—ay, and innecent, and should not be for-
bidden.”

The tumult of joy with which the poor Indian girl
bounded into the presence of the conqueror touched his
heart o the cenire.

“My poor Careta, how they have rmade thes suffer.
Hast thou feared for me? Didet thon think they hud
taken me from thee for ever? What didst thou fear ¥

"The inquiry of the conqueror brought her back 10 all her
terrors and griefs.

« Oh, my lord,” she exclaimed, looking around her, as
if she dreaded tha presence of an enemy at every turm
4 they will not do thee harm now. 'The wise man, who

¥OL. IL. 13
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looks by night from the hill-top at the stars—he loves thee
too—he says they will do thee no more harm. He tells
me, they will bid thee go out of the dungeon very soon.
And then, my lord—" .

She paused, and again looked around her with an air of
apprehensive caution. Her words, spoken in whispers,
were renewed :—

“And then, my lord, we will steal away by night time,
and go 1o Coyba. We will hide where the Spaniards do
not come. There are hollows among the hills at Coyba,
and high places, where the water tumbles. There the
woods are thick. The tangled briar is around it—the wild
grape is knotted every where among the small shrub trees,
and the soldier cannot see between the leaves of the thick-
et, and thou wilt lie in the shade, and pluck the blue sweet
berries that cluster over thy head. .When they come to
seek thee in anger, thou shalt hide in those places, and I
will bring thee cassava, and the oily nuts, and teil thee
when thy people are gone. Oh, my lord, it will be a sweet
place when we are there, for thou wilt be safe, and the
poor Careta will be with thee to watch thee all the while,
and to be happy in thy love.”

The plan of the Indian girl, expressed in her'imperfect
Spanish, at once touched the heart and amused the mind
of Vasco Nunez. :

“I think thou lov’st me, Careta.”

“Oh, do I net, my lord—do I not? Oh, I was so fool-
ish, like some idle bird that had nothing to do, but to sing
in foolish song, until I loved thee; and now-—and now,
my lord, it is so sweet even to weep, and I care not to sing
now any more ; and my heart,is happy only when I can
think of my lord, and be sorry when he is sorry, and
be ready 1o die when the bad men are angry against him.
But when they set thee free, we will not fear the bad men,
We will fly from them to Coyba, and my people shall be
thy people, and they will serve thee better than thy own.”

Fondly the chief caressed her, while he replied, in
mournful language: . :

** Nay, Careta, thou shalt fly to Coyba, and I will come
thither to see thee at seasons. But I must not leave my
people for thine. 1 must live with the Spaniard, even
though he hates and may seek to destroy me.”

**Ah!” replied the girl, with a tender reproachfulness
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of voice and manner,—¢* did not Careta leave her people
for the people of my lord? Coareta loves iny lord more
than all the people of Coyba. She will not leave him.
When my lord would send away the poor Indian girl that
loves him, let him bid the soldier smite her with the sharp
sword, It will be then good for her to die.”

“ Thou shalt stay with me to the last "’ was the reply.
¢ Victim or conqueror, chained or free, thou shalt stay
with me, Careta, while it shall please thee to do so. Thou,
at least, art true. If thou art so willing to die for me, it will
be the kinder fate to suffer thee to die with me.”

“ But we will not die—thou wilt not die ;—the old man
who looks upon the stars,—he tells me thou shalt very
soon be free.”

* Death is freedom !"” was the reflection at that moment
of the gloomy chief, but he suffered it not to be heard from
his lips. The hopefulness of heart which the astrologer
had encouraged in the simple Indian, seemed to make her
g0 happy, that Vasco Nunez felt that it would be cruel
to impair the impressions which she had received on
this subject: and his words were uttered 1o strengthen
her hope, though, wearied by his own mental excitements,
and that restraint which is the most humiliating of all influ-
ences to the restless and impetuous nature, and made some-
what gloomy by the predictions of the astrologer to him-
self, hie bad little faith in any of his own promises. Suill,
she lacked the art of seeing into his. Her own heart, like
the rivulet that runs along the wayside, revealed all its
depths at a single glance to every eye—was it strange that
she should be satisfied with the surface of all other hearts ?
We smile at the guileless and unsuspecting nature, and yet
it has always the best chance of happiness, since the en-
during jealousies of a distrusting heart are always a greater
evil, than the disappointment and sorrow springing up in
the betrayed one. Sorrow may be subdued by time, and
circumstances may soften even grief into sweetness ; but
distrust hardens with years, and the heart becomes a mass
of petrifaction, ere the body falls into that corruption which
the melting tendernesses of the affections could alone make
endurable to life. With the inconsiderateness of a child,
the Indian girl forgot all fears for him, and all her own
griefs, not to say all concern of the future, while she hung
upon his neck in the dungeon. Vasco Nunez was not
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insansible to her caresses ; but though he looked fondly in
het face, and apoke in a tone of mourniu! sweetness 10 her
ears, yet his eyes watched, with an inevilable constancy,
the iron bare of the windows ; and his ears detected, for
ever mare mingling with the accents of her Jove, the heavy
tread of the soldier in tha court of the prison, and the ocs
casional ring of his arguebus on 1he rocky earth. The eagle
may not heed the scream of hie mate, as she proclaims her
freedom among the hills without, while he is vainly dash-
ing his wings againat the bars of his cage.
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CHAPTER XV.

THE FREED EAGLE—HOFES REVIYER AND BAYFLED.

Owne of the prediciions of Vasco Nunez was soon verified.
The colony socon found oceasion for his services. In the
absence of i genius is fortunes sunk, it9 enterprises mis-
carried, and a pesitlence which feil upon the pecple during
the oppressive heats of summer, contributed to fill the mea-
sure of Hs misforlunes to the brim. Pedrarias Jacked
nearly all the necessary quslities for a greai commander.
‘Though treating the conqueror with such severity, he yel
availed himsell of many of the plans which his wily hypo-
crisy had extracied a1 his first coming from the simple and
unsuspecting confidence of the other ; but he adopled them
only 10 mar them; and many of them were left unattempt-
ed through the pressure of calamities whicl contributed
among viher apparent evils 10 humble in some linle Jdegree
the vain insolence and pride of heart, which made the go-
vernor so utterly regardless of truth and justice. The mala-
ria of Darien prevailing in the heat of summer, carried off,
in the brief period of ove month, no less than seven hun-
dred of the gay and ynuthiul cavaliers that composed his
army-—many of them fled 1o Cubz and 8pain; sad Pedra-
rias,—himself sick, and thus deserted—woe reduced to the
humbling necessity—after vainly attempling to lead his
troops in his own person in several expeditions which
ptoved fruitless—io reloase Vasco Nunez from his chaive,
and yield.those enterprises Lo his hands which had suffered
nothing but miscarrizge in the hands of others, His ge-
nerals had traversed the country explored by Vasco Nunez,
2nd in the wantonness of their power had praciised & thou-
sand excesses, which soon converted all the friendships

13+
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which he had formed with the natives into bilterness and
hate. Their wivea and daughters were seized upan, and
subjecied to the most brutal abuses, while their prisoners
of every sex and age were equally subjected 1o the most
eruel tortures in order ihat they might revesl the seeret
placen of their fancied or reported treasures. Among thess
victima were many of those Indians whom the humane
policy of Vasco Munez had aliered from savage foes into
faithful allies ; but who now, goaded to desperation, rose
in unanimous warfare on every hand, and baffled at every
point the ruthless invaders whom they did not always [ail
to deatroy. ‘The old scarred noldiers of Darien now spoke
out with boldness on the subject of the wrongs of their
late commander, They poinied lo the invariable defeat
of all \hase who had followed him over the ground on
which he had been as invariably successful. "Their re-
proaches and sarcasms had probably much more effect
opon the irritable Pedrarias then even the necessities of
his condition; and he resolved 10 employ the men who
wag e0 much the idol of the people, in such a manner as
should do more to lessen his popularity than to ensure the
success of his services. A perilous expedition—one which,
tried before, had already more than once resulied in the
defeat of the Spanish arms,-—was proposed 1o the dis-
coverer, who was only too happy to obiain his release
from a prison in which his soul eickened, to make any
scrivus nbjection to the terms. The rich mines of Do-
bayda—ihe golden temple of that Indian province—had
long been a subject of fruitful anmicipaiion among the Spa-
nish cavaliers, and the discovery had been once stiempied
by Vasco Nunez himself without snccees. The enterprise
was invested in the imagination of the time with more than
ordinary dangers. Tlie savages who beld the couniry
were as adroit as valiant—well practised in the arts of
stratagem, and fought quite as well on water as on land.
Their couniry was particularly faveursble 10 their ambus.
cades and various modes of warfare. 1t was intersected
with hays and rivers, dreary fens and morasses, which
were also infested by every speciex of reptile. The vem-
pire bat lurked around the soldier while he slept—ihe cay-
man plunged through the water, and assailed men and
hotse with equal audacity : clouds of gnais 2nd musquitoes
were ever on the wing, and every where; while, rendered
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obtage to their attacks and invulnerable by custom, the sa-
vage lurked in the same abodes with these tiatural enemies of
the European, forming ambuscades with his fieet canoes at
the mouths of lagunes and rivers, lrom whence he launched
the sudden death on the flinty tongue of his vennmed ar.
row. Nor, as if these terrora were not enongh for the
discouragement of all ordinary adventure, did fuhle with-
hold ita marvels and monsters. The drogon and the harpy
were also the supposed tenants of Dobayda, and the guar-
dians of those golden treasures in search of which Spanish
cupidity and courage proved in the end more than equal 10
alt the perila involved in the adveniure.

Vasco Nunez only smiled when his friends strove 1o dis-
suade him from the command, which, it was well under-
stond, had been proposed to him by Pedrarias rab¥r in hate
than affection. He was too anxious 1o escape from the
pining solitude of his prison, and the cankering cares of in-
sclivily, to regard the presence of dangers to which he had
been long familiar; snd with the nawral confidence of wrue
genius; he was too well assured of his own powera to ap-
prehiend other than the most favourable results 10 an enter-
prise of which he had the entire conduet.  But, it was his
misforiune not to have the entire conduet of the adventure,
The jealous Pedrarias, when he discovered the readiness
of Vasco Nunez 1o undertake the enterprise, assaciated
with him in the command one Lwouis Carillo, a creature of
his own, who, in additiosr to his utter want of character,
laboured under an equal deficiency of ability, and served
anly, as doubiless Pedrarias calculated, to embarrass the
purposes, and finally defeat the enterprise of his associale.
When this afler-resolve of the governor was made known
to Vasco Nunez, his ardour was chilled, and but that he
had passed his word, he wonld freely have withdrawn
from the command. His honour, however, was now con-
cerned in the successful prosecation of the enterprise, and
he resolved to go through it with his accustomed clieerful-
ness and spirit.  Bul beflore departing he had a conference
with the youth Pedro of whom he had seen but little while
in his dungeon.

“Thou hast almost fled me, Pedro-—~thou lovest not the
air of a prison. ‘f'hou art wise, but thou shouldst oot
desert thy friends.”
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«T do not, sefior—it may be that I have served thee with-
aut betier than if I bad eought thee within,”

« Perhaps so—it ts no unlikely. It had been of little
help to thee or me in the eye of Pedrarias, 10 have made
thyself_familiar in my prison. I doubt not thy [riendship,
Pedro, and would try it farther. Wilt thou be faithful I*

“Ifit be with me, sefior, thou wilt ind me in the mo-
ment of death the nearest to 1hy side.”

“ Enough—hear me. [ have b little hope from this
expedition now. This Carillo is a fool-—and no less vain
than foolish. His presumption already moves him to con-
found my commands, and this presumption, natural enough
to the man, is strengthered and increased by a knowledge
which he has of the treasured hostility of Pedrarias 1o my
fame and fortooes. He will probably defeat the enterprisc.
Against this I would be prepared. T would be free from
Pedrarias. Here then is gold—it is the small remains of
my spoil on the Southern Sea. Thou shalt take this 10
Cuba and procure for me a brigantine, well armed, and
with sevenly resolute men, With these [ will leave
Darien for the South Sea, and explore the country beyond
it without fear of this petly tyrant.”

# I will do it, Seilor Vasco,” replied the youlh.

It was surely unwise,” said the astrologer, afier the
other had deparied, “*10 give so great a trust lo one so
)_oung‘||

" Alas! Micer Codro,” replied the conquerof, *thou
speakest 38 il Vaseo Nunez had his choice of warriors
awong a thousand.  The youth is young indeed, but he je
thoughtful—he is feeble but he is bold ; and far better ia it
ta trusi the thoughful boy than the thoughtless graybeard,
and more sure is the sirength of the heart than the strength
of the body. The swall dog pulls down 10 the earth the
heavy buil, and the lintle bird with a fearless heart speeds
with an arrow’s swifluess upon the big but trembling fowl
that wanders near the dwelling of lis young. This boy
lhath a generous spirit and a good mind. Even wereit
otherwise, as. I have told thee, there had been none but
thou—" :

* 1 had gone for thee, san Vasco.”

“ No, no, Micer Codro—it is not filtling 2t thy years
* that thou shouldst toil for youth, in such iabours as should
ouly fall to the lot of youth. I had thought of Francisco
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Pizarro; but [ have remarked that hé hath been frequently
in eommand under Pedrarias, and his eye looks not inio
mine when we speak together. He hath ever been true 1o

. me I think, yet I like not this. He 100 hath, I fecr, but
little love for iriends in a dungeon.”

“He is a brave, bad man,” said the astrologer, * who
hath ne sueh nature ae thine, and will only be thy friend
when it helps his fortune to be so. Still, he had done
better than the boy.”

“ Nay, I know not that,” replied the other as if willing
to dismiss the subject. I have faith in that youth, and it
needs not valour nor sirength to buy brigantine and hire
soldiers. He will do well I doubt noL"” '

The enterprise of Vasco Nunez failed; he reached the
province and river of Dobayda, but was not destined 10
win the golden temple. His small fleet of ecanoes was
surrounded by thousands of savages in vessels of the same
description, which they were taught to manage with more
skilf than the Spaniards. The fight was long and blondy.
The-savages fought with a degree of desperation as singular
a5 it wae successful. They aseailed the invaders with lances
and arrows, which were sent with a force which impelled
them through buckler, escaupil and body, and only failed
agsinst such Spaniards as had the good fortune to wear
mail coate. While one swarm of warriors carried on the
combat with these wespons, others plunged boldly into
the river, grappling the canoes of the enemy with their
hands, and dragging them beneath the water; stabbing with
their short spesrs the stroggling Spaniards whe vainly
gtrove at the same moment against their implacable oppo-
nents znd their own weighty armovur, One half of the
8paniards were alain ; among them Carillo, 10 whose rash-
ness the surprise was wholly due. Vasco Nunez, himself
wounded, sueceeded in beating off the enemy and retreated
safely 1o Darien, amidst horrors and privations, which fully
confirmed the worst features of the dreadful tales which
they had hesed of this fearful region. Pedrarias and his
prtiisans exuvlted in a resuit which they had alike desired,
and taunted the friends of the here with his defeat. But
they had their sufficient answer, when they meniioned the
name af Carille, to whose blind insolence, the surviving
soldiers of the expedition ascribed jts wnfortunete termina-
tion. Vasco Nunez himself was silent amid all these dis-
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cussions. His spirit seemed depressed and cowed in the
consciousness of evil fortune, and, with hourly increasing
reverence, he nightly looked with Micer Codro at the
aspect of that evil planet which still hung with threatening
augury within the horizon of his own. The expectation
of the vessel from Cuba, and the hope of better tidings from
Spain, alone cheered him up against the oppressions of his
tyrant on earth, and those predictions of evil which seemed
written against his fortune on the dim curtains of heaven.
There was a time when, the summit of his greatness being
won, it seemed 1o him that death would have been a small
evil ; and such was his conviction when he stood upon the
peak of Darien and watched the living waters flowing at
bis feet below. His thought now, like that of all great
minds, was, not of what he had done, but of what yet re-
mained for him to do. The height was gained, it is true,
but the illusive glory lay beyond it still. Other heights
were 10 be reached—other seas crossed—other nations
overcome—-and then, the employments of ambition are yet
to be begun. Weary with watching, sad with many and
conflicting thoughts, he turned from the astrologer—he
turned from the few soldiers, the scarred veterans whose
eyes declared the sympathy which it had been unwise to
speak in more emphatic language—he turned from all
men, and from all the schemes of men, as fruitful only in
affliction, and yielding no other increase than strife ; and
sought his only consolation in the unobtrusive but.watch-
ful devotion of the Indian damsel. The care which wasted
him was also busy at her heart; and his departure from
her presence, and his return, brought her equal anxiety.
She knew enough of his position in the colony, to be now
aware of his dangers, and when her knowledge failed her,
her apprehension underwent due increase. To the ignorant,
the unknown is always full of dangers, and the ignorance
that loves is always the most timid of creatures.

“ Oh, my lord,” she was always ready to exclaim when
she saw him return—and while her fingers played with his
long, brown hair, which intense thought and many cares
were prematurely sprinkling with gray—* shall we not go
to Coyba, and hide among the hills? There is danger to
wy lord in Darien—there is death here. Wiil not my lord
fly with the poor Careta, where safety sits in the bushes
among the hills—where the cruel Spaniard cannot come ?”
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¥ Ay, Carela, there is danger here and death=—but where
are they nott Coyba s not more secare than Darien—
thon hast heard my thander among it hille, and the Bpa-
niard will dwell in Coyba a8 ia Darien. There will be po

of this wild land which ean be secure against his war-

riors,  Bul | woald send thes 1o Coyba, o thy fathes, my

'-}""' Careta, if this were in my power. Il barm comes o
seen Munez—ill desth——"

¢ Mo, no, na! no death far my lond.™

“ Belthink thee, my #rl.-—i[ doath comes io me, what
will become of thes T here wilt thou hide thee? 'What
wilt thau det  Then wilt be at the merey of this Gyrant,
who hah bug oo well shown so me wha are the mercies
af the wicked."

A smile faintly overepresd the lips of the damsel, as she
|hnlJ|.|.|.II comprehended the o of ihe conguernr—bol
she made o olher answer. None ather was necessary Lo
show 2t thet moment the feeling in ber sonl,  The subjest
was ane which sle did st care o examine. It was enough
for her o know that in his desth, her own eares of life
would all be extingaished,

nerosor GOOGlE
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CHAPTER XVI

FIOISAITUDES ! MIGHT AND DAY STILL OONE TOPETHER—A STORM
' BREWING.

Tue filure of Vasco Nunez in his late enterprise, fur-
nished an excuse for his non-employment, of which Pedra-
rize readily availed himsell ; and, though freed, the unfor-
tunate hero laboured under the obloguy and discredit which
paturally enough followed the hostility of the ruling powers.
He saw Pizarro and Morales, his own officers, despziched
on enterprises to the shores of that ocean which his eagle.
wing had expiored ; and he saw them rewurn, baffled and
bealen by the savage tribes whom they provoked by wan-
ton indignity and wrong to desperate hostility. In vain did
the good bishop of Darien, who still eontinued to be warm-
iy his friend, labour to chenge the unaccountable and biiter
kaized of the governor. In vain did he dwell upon the
shame and the dishonour which rested upen him in conse-
quence of his injustice. The sole effect of this interference
was to save the hero from those pesitive indignities, and
that haraher treatment, which the envious apirit of Pedrerias
would not have forborne, but for the »rudent fear which the
resolute expostalation and occasionsl threats of the bishop,
continued to inspire in his mind. Arguments of even more
eolid policy, tending to produce & chenge in his treatment
of the hero, were equally ineffective,

** Look,"” said the bishop, ** at the condition of the colo-
ny, and you will see Lhat this man alone can save it. You
have tried your own and his besi officers, and they have
failed in every adveniure.”

« He himself hath failed,” said Pedrarias,

«Bpezk not of that,” replied the other significantly—+: it
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" L .
had been o blessed and wondrous miracle had he dene
otherwise with such & wretehed creature as Carillo onthia
back. Bnt look at the miserable band hrought back by
Pizarro from his expedition to the Pearl Istands. Sixty
veleran warriors reduced to sixieen; and this terrible mas.
sacre of the force ted by Becerra—one hundred and eighty
men—all slain by the poisoned arrow of the Indizn, and
but one left to tell the slory. The defeat of Ayora by Tu.
banzma, who hath made banners, afier his own fashion, of
the blandy garments of the Spaniards he hath siain, should
be 10 1hee sufficient warning of the fate awaiting vs, unless
theu restore Lo command this espiain, who, with 2 force
infinitely smaller than any which the savages have luiely
destroyed, traversed the same paths of terror in the same
ecuntry, and by arms or arts—which 2re no less worthy of
the warrior thaww arme—made friends where thy Hieutenants
have found but enemies. And now, what is our eondition
in Darien T T'he savages. grown bold by our constant de-
feals, beleaguer-us in our dwellings, QGur people stir not
forth but te see enemies, and rise 21 midaight - meet the
harassing assaplt,  They see foes in the long grass of the
plains, and counuess canoes rise up on every wuve of the
oceant. Ilo as thou wilt, Don Pedrarias, but I hold it my
duty, as in a season of great peril, o cause prayers to be
pui up, and prociaim fasis, 1hat the calamiies hanging over
the people of Gad's chureh, like storm-bringing clouds,
may pess away. Thou wilt be able to s2y to thy sovercign
whether thou hast taken the best Teans for ihe safety of
his penple and dominion.”

But the heart of Pedrarias !mrdenetl within him, and
his neck grew more 91iff amnidst the misforiunes of the colo-
ny. Toyield to the solicitztions of Quevedo in behul{ of
Vasco Nunez, was, in {act, unly to admit in briel the tyran-
ny and groes injustice of his conduet ; and for thie 1he pride
of a small mind was unprepared. But, sbout 1his time,
evenis were in progrese which were culouluted 1 effect a
chasnge, either for gnod or evil, in the fortunes of our hero.
A vessel arrived from Spain, bringing important despaiches
to the governer which stung his vanily, moriified his
pride, snd filled his soul with new rage and an increased
hatred for the rival he had so unworthily treated, In aleuer
from the king, he was instrucled 1o consult Vaseo Nunez
on all public affuirs. To the latier, a letier was slso writlen,

VoL, IL 14
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in which he was constituted governer of the provinces of
Panema and Coyba, with the swelling thle of Adelantado
of the Southern Sea. The base Pedrarias withheld 1the leuer
from his rival, and strove 1o keep the knowledge of s con-
tents, snd the purport of his own despatches, from the pub-
lic. Bus the seamen who ¢ame in the vessel which brought
the tidings, were unrestrained by any such molives as pre.
vailed over the honour of the governor, and the imponant
intelligence soon reached the knowledge of ihe parties most
interested in it. With a sou) burning with honest indigna-
tion, the courageous bishop ascended the pulpit, and de-
nounced the conduet of the governor as an ouitage upon
the sovereign no less than the subject.

This public exposure drove the governor to other mea-
sutes, and he called a council of bis public officers, 1o
whom, making a merit of necessity, he opened his de-
spatches. The bishop at onee demanded that Vasco Nunez
should be invested with the dignities and power which the
king had conferred ; but this proposition was resisied by
the slcslde mayor, who had been brought over to the party
of Pedrarias, aud who, making a pretext of ihe lale inqui.
sition into the condues of Vasco Nunez, which siill remained
unfinished, strenuously insisted that the offices ought in no
wise 10 be given to one, whose public conduer was s1ill in
some sort the subject of official investigation—nos, at least,
until the king had been apprised of the nature and results of
the inquest. The oiher councillors, who were all creatures
of Pedrarias, held the same language, and the bishop stood
glone in his opinion. But, though slone, he neither lost
heart in his cause, nor suffered any diminution of boldness
in his tongue. His vehemence and strong language effected
more than his argurments. '

1 will denounce ye, Don Pedrarias, as disloyal to your
sovereign, inasmuch as you deliberately defeat his desires,
and refuse to obey his commands. He asks ye not to qua-
lify his judgmenis, and to rectify them where they fail—it
is he who shall correct your judgments, and, let me add,
sha!l punish them too, when itshall be that they err as they
do now, from passion and prejudice, and 1he most rank in.
justice. 1 tell ye no more but this—Ferdinand shall know
from me, not merely of your dieobedience, but of the evil
malice from which your disobedience springs. A malice
which, in secking to destiroy s man, hath come near 1o the
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destruction of the whole colony, and hath too cerlainly de-
siroyed a thousand men. Look to i1, sefores—ye are all
the officers of the king—he ahall know from me, if you
amend no your judgments, certainly and soon, what hall
been the character of your loyzhy."”

The resolule indignation of the bishop produced i1z effect,
but did not alingether reach the end it aimed at.  Pedraries
well knew that if the jurisdiction, implied by the titles given
to Vasco Nunez, were once vested in him, it would leave
his own government of Darien but s very insignificant
command. He adopted a middle snd more cunning
policy.

* Let ¥asco Nunez give security that he will not altempt
to enter upon his jurisdiction, until the king hath know-
ledge of the inquest upon him, in the businees of the Sefior
Diego de Nicuesa and of the Bachelor Enciso, and the titles
shall be conferred upon him forthwith. “Thou mistakest
me, Quevedo, if thou think'st § would wrong this man, or
withhold from him any right, however little | may deem
him deserving of it. I have sirives sgainst him only as I -
. beld him worthy rather of punishment than favour.”

Be it #0,” replied the bishop, with a scora he was un-
able entirely 10 conceal. “ The Sefior Vasco can have no
fear in submilting his cause 1o the king. Indeed, he hath
long eince submiued it, and these honours and this power,
which ye are so reluelant to besiow, gre his final judy-
ments upon the cause. But, as thou wilt. I will go forth
and greel the Adelaniado of the-Southern Seas with his new
and deserved dignities.” :

Fhe 1itle was canght up and found a thoosand echoes in
Darien. The old soldiers of Vasco Nunez crowded around
him with applauses and shouts of exultation, which gslied
the angry Pedracias to madness. He looked with & jeal.
ouay, the parent of innumersble fears, to the high place
which his rival maiatained in public opinion, and began to
apprehend 1he presence of an enemy, who was destined to
usurp his power and overthrow Limsell, Tt was while
these [ears and feelings were uppermosi, that Francisco
Pizarro sought him in secret, and furnishied a new source
of disquiet 10 his mind, and 2 new molive for injustice.

“ The adelantado is already busy, Don Pedrarizs,” said
the ambitions soldier, who well knew that his own elevation
was retarded only by that of one so superior ag Vasco
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Nunez—+ Lonk forth, seiior, upon the harbour,—thou wilt
there gee as handsoms a brigantine as ever swam in seait
water. See,—she comes not to the guuy—she rides se-
cnrely at a distance, some six leagnes off.  But ihere are
tidinge slready in Darien whieh speak of her abjeets, and
for whom she comes. A messenger hoth left her for the
shnre, and is even now in close conference with the ade-
lantadn,”

“The adelantade t—demonnios ¢ But speakt out, Sefior
Francisco— what are their objects—what brings she ?”

** Arms and soldiers !

“Hat”

“ As I live,—irue, sefor. There are men and arme on
board,—t know it from the Sefior Vaseo hunself, Look
ty it! He hath many in Darten to foliow his banner, and
if, as T doubt not, the soldiers in the brigamine be nome-
rous, then will he have a force 2t bis bidding 10 which
thou cansi oppose nothing, Look to it—thou hast yet
time to do aii—-—an hour mazy leave thee wihout szrenglh
for any thing.”

The governor grasped the hand of the traitor with 2 cor.
dial pressure,

¢ Pizarro,—I[ thank thee~thou shalt be remembered for
this. Ho! there!”

A servant appeared.

* Away '—to the Sefior Ayora—bid him instantly attend
me. ”

‘Fhe officer elood before him in a little while afier. and
the vindictive governor al once gave him his comnmands.

“#To the dwelling of Vasco Nunez with an hundred
picked men, and rrrest me that bleck-hearted traitor, Do
thy bidding without hearing plea or prayer, and cust him
at once into the dungeon I'mm which I’:a was so lately and
vnworthily sei free. Away.”

The adelantado was cenversing with the youth Pedro,

who had se well executed his commission, when the officer
of Pedrarias with a strong guard entered for his arrest
At the first sight of the soldiers, Caretn, the Inlian damsel
who sat near the entrance, sereamed aloud. Hearing her
voice, Vasen Nunez who sat within the chamber, behind a
curlzin which half covered ibe doorway, and who saw
nothing of the soldiers though he heard their ticad, started
to itie feet, and canght up the sword which lay on a table
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before him, The next moment Ayora entered the apart.
ment followed by a force which rendered vnavailing every
aifer at defence.

** What means this intrusion, Seffor Avora?” demanded
the adelantado,

“ Your arrest, sefior,~I am commanded by Don Pedra-
rias 10 convey you to privon.”

* How !'—Dou Pedrarias—it cannot be 1 On what pre.
tence 2"’

“ Nay,~I know not that, ecfior,~nor is it for soldiers
to ask the why and wherefore of their commanders. I
musi obey only, as, ] trust, wilt thoun.”

“Burely—there muat be some misiske in this, Nay,
Careta, be not foolish—make no plaint,—Don Pedracias
‘will soon find hia error, and I will return to thee direcily.
Pedro.—~thou wilt be careful 10 keep things as I leave
them,"

There was a menning in these parting words of the
chief which Ayora did not see, but which was readily un-
derstond by the person addressed. He fvllowed the parly
to the Plaza near which stood the prison of Darien.

¢ Now,” said he, in hurried enliloguy ae the door cinzed
vpon the chiefe—tt there is no farther charge upon me to
serve Vasco Nunez. The business 1 have 1aken for him
tn hand is done, and he hath declared himsell well coment
with my performance. Surely, I have toiled for him
sharply, and as one who loved him. I forbore 1o slay him
when he was striding on with the pace of a giant 10 the
wondrous triumph which he achieved; a secret blow at
that moment, had been base like the shall of the peasant
who lies in the clefi of the rock and sirikes the mighty bird
when he ig towering over the meuntain,  Wherefore did 1
delay when he had made his riumph secure—wherefors
;lo I delay now, when his good fortune no longer atiends
1im 1"

A well known and hareh voice a1 his side interrnpled his
sohiioquy. ‘The boy started, and shrunk back with a feel-
ing of loathing, which the other inmerpreted into one of
fear. His grim smile betrayed something of triumph in
his mind a1 such a convietion,

“ What! thou hast not forgotien, Pedro—thou ert re-
solved 1o remember old grudges. A truce 1o thy folly,
bay, and hearken 1o sober sense.  Thou seest the fortunes

14*
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of thy ofd master. They will be thine if thou heed not.
He hath gone to the prison—he will go from thence 10 the
seatfold.  Thon etartest, but I tell thee truth 5 and thy ewn
danper i3 to come, Pedrarins kirows nol that thon hass
been the zgent of thia new treason nf Vasco Nunez, He
knows not that it was thou who gottest ship and sohliers
for him in Cuba, that he might overthrow lawful away in
Darien, and rise in rchbellion avainst his sovereign. A
ward from me will give thee 10 the same fate ; ; and 1 will

‘speak that word, unless thou dost my bidding.”

The sallow cheeks of the youth grew red “with mdwna-
tion. His tips quivered and the gleam of his eye was
darkened by an expression of such unnsual ferocity that
even the brutal Pizarro beheld it winh silent surprise.
But the feelings in the atriving lieart of the hoy were
checked with ihe conviction in his mind, that sueh a man
was 10 be encountered by art only ; and stapping the angry
defiance which his first impalse had earried 10 Lis quiver-
ing lips, he changed the 1emper of his reply in an insiant,

“ And what would the Sefior Francisea have me do 17

“"Uhou art willing—it i3 well. Thou shali deriare all
these things to the aicalde when he shall it in judgment
on the ScHor Vasco”

© Whas things dost thou speak of Sefior Pizarro 1"

« What things? Have [ not szid 7 Hast thou not taken
money in h s behalf 1o Cuba, and brought him huher a
vessel filled with armed men that he may overcome Pedra.
rias and possess himsell of the eommand.”

* Nay, Seiior Francisco, thou erresi—ithe adelsniado
hath had no such object; and there are but seventy men
in the brigantine,”

@ Nay,—thou shalt swear there are seven hundred, and
it is needful thou shouldss also swear his object 10 be as
I have declared i1, and a8 thou knowest it 1o have been,
Thy own scfety rests ou thy readiness 1w do this."”

* Let me have time to think of i, Sefiur Franciseo,”
said the youth temporizingly. A new feeling rose in his
mind, and a new resnjution, which, friendly 1o the foriunes
of the oppressed eonguerar, sprang rather lromn his dislike
to the man who strove to suborn hiln 1o perjury zgainst
him, thea [rom any more becoming sentiment of jusiice.
Ha saw that the myrmidons of Pizerro were at hand, and
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& word from their master would have thrown him inwo
fetters alea. .

# Thow shalt have il to.morrow noon,” was the reply—
“meanwhile, know for certain that the Sefior Vasen cannnt
escape the anger of Pedrarias. Even shouldst thow lsil
him, showldst thou do, as it were thy death also 1 do, thers
ia suflicient proof of his wreachery, Beware, boy-——thy fute
hangs, in this mauer, on a slender thread ; anJ thou par-
takest of the crime againet which thoo wilt nnt heldly de-
clure thyself. More than this, thy compliance will bring
titee reward—thou wilt win the favour of im who ran
pratect thee, in fiew of that which thou losest, and which
is of titte worth 10 any now,” :

“ And if such be thy base poliey,” murmured the youth
as he sped from the presence of the malicious truitor,
“such is not mine. No! If thon that hast fullowed him
in the day of his prospesity with she smiling eycophancy
of the selfislf stave, wrn’st upon him in his misfortune like
the base car that yelps a1 the heels of 1he wretched, iL-is
reason enough fur one who did vot sisike hie enemy in his
hour of pride, 10 avaidd and vuterly reject the counsel of
which thow givest him so fining an examiple. I will not
lift my vnice against him when all others shrink from his
side, and sueh e thon art every where Lis [oes.””

But all kiad not ehronk from 1he side of Vasco Nuneg,
and every voice wee not lifted against him in the day of
his evil forwne. While the youth sped along the tho-
roughfare, and whenever the voices of a group reached his
ears, e heard nathing but murmurs againat \he new act of
igrauny which the governur bad commisted. Angry cen-
sures were epoken out with lile camion, and the pro-
fessed followers of the adelamado did not forbear to
mingle thresla with their execrations. ~That sympathy
with greatness which had hitheno operated w0 discoumge
the youth from putting into execution his vow nf ven-
geance, even when the opportunity was frequent, and had
made fimn labour fuithfully in behall of his destined vietim,
now served 1o move him to yet furiher performanres, of
greater peril to himsell, and of like generous tendency. A
sudden impuise, a thought rapid as the lighining, rushed
through his brain, and he stopped short among the
speskers. ’

*The secretary of the adelantado !-~So, Safior Pedro,
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what news is this of the Sefioy Vasco and of Don Pedra
rias T Shall the old soldiers of Darien be aiways marle footr
‘slools of these new~comers with their fine coats 7 What sre
we to have next 1"’ . :

*» What you plesse 1" replied the youth. * Ye sre men—
strong men—and as ye know vour own wants and wishes,
eo also should ye, by thie time, know how 10 oblain them.
Lo, you ! Have you not arms, and fear you these silk-
shodden gentry? You are scarce lers numerous, and, &
word in your ears ; see You yonder vessel-—a signal brings
her in two hours 1o the shore, and ancther signal adde an
hundred stous scldiers to your ranks. Pul youorselves in
readiness—say nothing—zarm secretly and gather behind
the pillara of Santa Maria del Amigoa twe hiours hence.
So shalt thou know what esn be done for the adeizntado.
Arguello will meet you there and be your leader.”

s [a, Sefior Pedro, dost thou awear this—how shall
we believe you." _

« By the pillar and the cross, | swear. 1 go now to
Argeello—and 10 meke signsl to the brigandne. Keep
your counsel——trust nene 1hat ye know not—keep your
lips shut and your hearts firm, and meet me where |
tetl you, in iwo hours, with lighted matehes.”

From group 1o gronp the enUiusiastic youth sped with
all the haste of one warmed with a new and agreeable em-
pleyment. A single word to one, a sentiment 1o 2nather, a
judicious hope held out to » third, snd a flattering speech
to a fourth, sufficed 1o give vigour and concentration to
those Boating feelings of indignation, which the renewed jli-
trestment of their fsvourite commander had inspired among
the greater number of the old soldiers of Darien. There
were olhers of 2 higher order of intelleet, if not of {eeling,
to secure whotn Pedro was not less mindful. Cneof these,
whose interesta he well knew to depend very much wpon
the releaze, &8s well an the favour of Vasco Nunez—one
Hernando de Arguello—he sought oul with arguments
equelly convincing and provoeative. ‘This man, though
no soldier, and 8 notary merely, was yei popular in the
celony, and was possessed of a considerable private forlune.
Much of this was invesled in certain agricullural schemes
ol Vasco Nunez, and in tlie erection of a new 1own called
Acla, which the Isster had founded at a port 1o the west of
Darien, which, in compliment to the Indisn damsel, had
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heent called Careta. To alarm him on the subject of thess
intereats, the yonth well knew, was the most easy way to
bring Arguelln into the fehl,

** Let Pedrarias eonviet Vagen Nunez ol'1reasnn. and all
his property is confiscated.  Your imerests are so bidden
among s, that they go together in Joss, equally as in gnod
furtune. Wha knows, hesides myself and ye two, that yon
are eqiral owner with the Sefior Vasco of all the fields nf
&anta Maria ?—who kpows that your wealth hag raised
from the base more 1than two-thirds of the houses a1 Acla?”"

“ Bat you can prove these things, Pedro, before ihe al-
calde,'” replied the other in alarm.

“Iprove! Ay, and what would be the value of my
proof in the ears of Pedratias, when it is his desire to get
this property into his possession ? 1t were as much as my
head were worth to give such testimony. I should lonk 10
be found guilty of the same honourable erime with the ade-
lantado, and be despatched aller him, as 3 secretary that
knnws guite too much for the good of better people. No!
no! Sefior Hernando,—your hape is 10 gave the adelantado
feom 1he jaws of the depouncing governor—in his salety
¥ou are safe, and I 1ell thee if Vasco Nunez dies as a trai-
tor 10 King Ferdinand, then, the bare suspicion that <hon
hast z eluim upon property held as his, will go far 10 bring-
ing you guitty of the same erime, and wiil ensure you the
benefits of a like sharp judgment.”

** But 10 1zke command of these soldiers for his rescue is
treason,"”

. **Ay, but strong treneon is always respectable, 2nd makes

its own terms.  Weak treason is a cur thay barks without
teeth,  Already they regard you as such a cur, and the
Sefior Vasco is himeelf not without the impulalinn. If,
indeed, he had been less loyal, Pedrariss harl not suspecied
him of treason.  Had he but shown lLis teeth a1 the first
indignity of this governor,—1 1cll thee he hud thia day been
sole master in Darien. Tt took from my admiration of the
Sefior Vasco, that he was go patient, and eo loyal, vuder all
liis injuries. 1t is for him.and lis friends, now—il is not 100
late—10 show that 1hev have teeth, and will no1 wait for
too much prnvoc-mml

*Thou art wise heyond thy years, Pedro—thou shoulst
have been a soldier,”
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The boy looked down at his own shrivelled limbs, and s
bitter smile passed over his features.

“ Ay, ay,~—but 1 am not, and what is worse, can never
be—but, Seiior Hernando, 1 have teeth, and can show
them too when there is need. There is need for thee 10
show thine now.’

] do not fear, Pedro; as thou knowest; but, in truth
I ap as liule soldier as thou. 1 cannot array men for
battle—

It shall be done to thy hands, seior: 1 will be at
thy side and will prompt thee. Fear not that I lack. I
tell thee—and 1 tell thee with sorrow rather than with
pride,—I have looked on war and battle with a strange
pleasure,—a pleasure that was ever dashed in the next mo-
ment with a bitter grief, that I could only be a looker-on.
But enough of this, We are bound for speed. The men
gather at the Pillar of Santa Maria, and the signal is
thrice made for the soldiers of the brigantine. Get thee
thy weapon, seilor,—and be surely at the Pillar within a
proper time. Thou art a lawyer, too—it were not amiss
if thou conned’st some flattering speech for the soldiers.
Thou canst tell them of the gold and the glory, of which
thou well know’st how gmall 13 the share which they ever
get. But this latter is a truth scarcely wholesome to be
said by those who need their succour. They will take
thy promises on trust, and ask for no proof such as would
trouble thee 1o procure, satisfactory to them as well as to
Pedrarias. Seifior, thy fortune rests on thy speed, and by
our Lady of the Pillar, I tell thee, as in ttuth 1 believe, thy
head hangs on thy shoulders, when that of the Sefior Vas-
co is off, only by thy inodest forbearance to claim any inte-
rest in his forfeited possessions.”

1 will be there, Pedro—I1 fear not Pedrarias. Thou
art sure of the temper of the men 1

“ Would thou wert as sure of thine arm, sefior.”

¢t Nay, mistrust me not. 'This Pedrarias shall feel me.
He hath dealt foully with the Sefior Vasco,—nay, 1 know
he strives only at his possessions; but there shall be blows
in that bargain. ‘Thou hast said nothing to Pizarro?”

« Pizarro! No! Beware of him,—he is a thrice black
traitor to the Sefior Vasco, who hath kissed his lips when
lie carried poison on his own. 1 tell thee, if any hath
counselled Pedrarias to these doings, other than his own
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vexing spirit, that other hath been Francisco Pizarro, Keep
thou from his sight, sefior, until thou tak’st the lead of 1hy
men, then if he approach thee, 28 it will be bul seemly in
him to do, with a traitorous speech of friendship 10 thee
and o Vasco Nunez, give him thy dagger in hia mouth for
an answer, and let a short cord lift him to a high tree.
- T'here is not a blacker heart in all Spain, than works in the
bosam of Francisco Pizarro.”

““Thy phrase is that of an old soldier, Pedro. Thou
wilt be a capain yet—nay, I will make thee my lieutenant
now. See that thou fail me not at the Pillar,—I shall have
litile wisdom to command without thy help.”

« Be thou there, sefior. I will no more fail thee, than 1
will [ail the Sefior Vasco in the last moment.”
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CHAPTER XVilL.
BTORM BUBSIDING—GLEAMS OF SUNNBINE.

Twe first intelligence of the second arrest of Vasco Nu-
nez brought the asirologer to the dwelling of the bishop of
Darien, and the latter, immediately after, 1 the presence of
Pedrurias, 'The good bishop was not less astonished than
vexed by this new indignity—one that seemed as vierly
unarcountghle as shacking. He resolved to keep no terms
with the governor, but 1o denounce his conduct 10 his
sovereign with all thg harshness which he thoughi due to ofs
fences that e now could only aseribe 1o 2 mean and reckiess
jealousy of the superior taleata and popwarity of his rival.
He found the governer in a {ury of wrath, which savoured
much more of madness than of even exiraordinary indigna-
tion. Before he would hear the bishop, his lips broke furth
into elameurs which for & while prevented any conlerence,

*“Thou hast pleaded for 1his arch-trabtor—thou hast
stepped belween him end the just punishment to which,
bul far thee, { had donmed him long ago—and now see what
liag come of st.  "This viroua man, this loyal eaprain, this
great hero and wondrous. gentus—itlbis lamb whom the wolf
was seeking 10 destroy—he whom, in the warmth of thy
benevolence, thou hasy styled thy son—ihy noble son 1—
ho! what canet thou eay for bim oow 3 what is 1hy new
pleal what thy pretence? Methinks thou ehouidst now
be silenl, Quevedo, znd forbear all thy opposition 10 the
course of justice. Thou wilt surely now give me way to
do with this seaiter what I please.”

«Of 2 cerainty | will do no such thing, Don Pedrariae.
Even were it not hostile 10 the general purport of justice,
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that thou or any man should do ss it pleaseth him in
his evil mood 10 the prisoner in his bonds, ar the sub.
ject within his sway, thy ungovernable temper 81 this mo-
mens$ woold be sofficien: ceuse to move me 1o resisiance fo
thy will. With such a mood upon thee, it were impossible
for thee to do juslice-—nay, it were not possible for thee to
do aught, with this epirit, which would not be the most
razk injustice. YWhat is it now that thou hasi, in the
fever of thy hate, brought against this persecuted man 1"

-+ It is even as | thought, il thou thwartest me—mill
thou givest help and countensoce to the traitor. What
will convince thee, my Lord Bishop of Darien? What
evildence wouldst thos need for 1lie conviclion of Vasco
Nunez? W:lt thou have the blessed angels from heaven !
Will Michael and Gabriel and Raphael auffice ? Perchance
the Bicssed Virgin might answer thee—bat, surelv. nothing
short of miracle will avail against thy forejudging fuvour in
this disloys! man's behalf."”

 Beware, Don  Pedrarias, that thy madness leads thee
not to blasphemy. 1t may be that I shall be compelled 10
show thee a commission which gives me, as a brother of
the holy office, power even above that of the Governor of
Darien.”

** Dast thou threaten me too, Quevedo, in behslf of thy
favouarite 1"’ '

# ] warn thee, Pedrarizse—I warn thee against tliy own
_passions, which lead thee 1o wrong me no lese than this
man. He is no favourite, only so far as he deserves
my favour. Show me that he merits punishment a3 thy
hands, and 1 wiil spesk no more in hie behalf, Uniil
this be done, the passion which thou showest in speak-
ing against him, is & proof of thy hate and not of his
erime. ‘Fhe juilge who pronounces sentence against the
prisoner, having a burning wrath in his heart such as now
works in thine, is the devil's officer and does the weork
of hell only. ‘Thou darest not sit in judgment on Vasco
Nunez, hattag him as thou doet.”

The energeiic language of the bishop at once awed and
irriated the governor snew,

** By the blessed cross, my lord bishop. thou wouldst
have this man change places with me. Thon wouldst
make me criminal bke him. What! Coan it be that we

voL 1t ! 15
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may not hate the offender beesuse of hia offence? If 1
loathe-this Vaseo Nunez, it is becavse of his deeds.”

1 fear me, because of his good and great deeds, Don
Pedrarias, since I have seen no other of his performance,
and thou tell'st me of none. Wherefore hast thou again
thrust him into prison 7 :

“ For a newly-diacovered treason—one greater than all
the rest. What if [ tell thee that he hath secretly de-
spatched his secretary to Cuba—ihat he hath brought an
armed vessel into pori, and, but that I had timely warning
of his designs, had ere now, perchance, raised the banner
of apen treason in Darien, and seized upon the provinee I”

“ A province which thou, in thy sovereign’e despite,
witi:held’st from his command. But who gave thee this
timely warning "' .

“ Nay,—this matters nothing, Enough that the proof
is to be found in the fact itsell. The vessel is slready in
the river of Darien, filled with arme and men, who wanted
only the lead of the trailor to seize upon the government.
But his hesd or mine before that houe,”

“ Thou hast moved rashly, Don Pedrarias, and greatly
do I fear that these doings of thine cannotsoon be amended,
Some evil counsellor, who lLiates ¥asco Nunez, and thou
no less, is busy to use thee for hie destruction. Hasi thou
seen this brigantine—hast thou numbered the men she
brings! 'Thou dost not deny to the adelantado the right
1o bring a brigantine into Darien, having proper objects 1"

** Ay,—there it is,—bul the objects, as I have shown
thee, are not proper. Have I not told thee that he pur-
poses 1o seize upon the government?”

* ‘Fhou hast said this thing, but this I believe not. Thou
hast been misied, and but thal thou fearest this chief, thoy
hadet not so readily hearkened to o story whiceh the facls
tiremselves disprove. 'This brigantine is a litde bark
scarce iarge enough to bear an hundred men, znd what
would such a force do_with thy cummand in Darien,
Truly, Don Pedrarias, such fear as this shows unseemly in
a commander of such repute in vaiiancy ss thou.”

The swarthy cheeks of the governor grew fery red as
he replied—

» Dost thou think I fear this man, Quevedo, or is it fit-
ting that the teacher of pesce should taunt the warrior with
words of such scorn es thine? 1 tell tliee, Quevedo, that
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but for the duty which I owe my sovereign, which forbids
that T should expose his subjects to unnecessary risk of life,
it were my pleastire 0 set this trsitor free, 1o bl him
* bring on his hireling soldiers, and, fool to foot and lace
1o frce, challenge him to make good against me in mortal
strife, the skill and prowess which it is the boast of hia
followers are so much beyond the possession of all other
Spanish cavaliers.”

“1 were loth, Don Pedrarias, for thy own sake, that
thou shouldst make so wild 2 vemure™

“1 telt thee,” cried the other, angrily, * theu knawest
me not,—and whatever may be thy fears, 1 have none.
This moment conid it be—hat what sounds are those,
Quevedo '=—Doth it not seem like the tread of martial
men '—And those noises !—they seem like the shouts of
soldicra.”

A rushing sonnd, like that of a sawollen and upward-
heaving sea, came to their ears at this noment, 2nd a
few minutes sufficed to answer the inquiry of the governor.
The cries and clamours below increased, and rushing inlo
the presence with their drawn swords his affrighted goards
annnunced the first outhbreak of that movement in behaif of
the iimprisoned hern, the first preparatory steps for which
we have zlready fullowed. Hasiily putting on his armour,
Don Pedrarias, who lacked any virtue butl courage, pus
himsell instantly forward, and commanding his officers 10
their several pluces, prepared, as well zs the sudden neces-
sity would admit, to meet the attack of the antagonisis.

* Thou reest now ! he cried to the archbishop, with &
scowl of bitter reproach. * Wouldst thov have more proof
of thie man's ureason than those shouts contain? Dost
thon f,:'ear the cries—tiie insolent threats of these scum
—hat

But the bishop was not withomt his snswer.

* Nay, I see no treason of Vasco Nunez in this—I see
nothing but the indignation of his eoldiers, driven to fury
st the injustice and the eruelty with which thou hast treat-
ed a popuiar favourite, [t is my wonder that thou hast
not seen this spirit before-=1 warned 1hee of i pre-
zence.”” '

*Thou wilt believe nothing " furiously exclaimed the
governor as he rushed below.

Pedrarias fearlessly put himself at the head of the troops
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which had been hasiily gathered to his help: =nd though
hie beheld his dwelling envirnned on every hand, he had
no other thought than ove of fight and deftance. 'The 1wo
parties were nearly equal in strength. The insurgents
were less numerous, hut they were men—ald snldiers, who
delighted in the prospect not merely of releasing their
leader, but of obining a wriamph over the mare gay and
gallantly-equipped soldiers of Pedrarias. Thus stomd the
pariies, bnth ready for blows,—swords drawn and matches
lighted, and the flame of civil war about to blaze up in a
colony, upon which the vengeful Indian looked down from
the surrounding heighis, with the eager solicide of the
vulture in waiung for his prey. The wisdom of the arch-
bishap, at this moment, interposed to appease the wmult
and dissipate the siorm, He advanced boldly between (he
iwn parties, and implored, with hands uplified, a brief
pause, in which he proffered himsell as a mediator between
them. This was granted, and he drew the atill angry but
bewildered guvernor aside. He pointed out to him, not
merely the injustice of his proceedings—which the other
would not admit—but the evil to the colony of sirife
among its ¢ilizens—a sirife which, sooner or later, would
place both pacties at the mercy of the watchful and impla-
cable savages.

% There is but one remedy for all this—ser Yasco Nu-
nez free.'

“ Never !—His head or mine,”

“ Madness, Pedrarfas——1hia is the very insanity of hate,
Hear me. Why persistin driving a man 10 become your
deadliest enemy, when it is in your power to biod him lo
your side as your firmest [riend.”

#Impossible, Quevedo! This man hates me, and haw
ever hated me from the first, und will always hate me aa
one who liath superseded him in office and driven him [roin

ower.”

P “This is thy jealousy, not his, It was my wonder that,
at thy first coming, he offered thee no resisiance, which he
might well have done and safely, since, as i1 apprars afler-
wards, nur sovereign approved ol his authority. ‘This was
thy wonder also. - But there are zome facis lately come lo
my knowledge frow the lips of the venerable man, Codro,
the astrologer—""

#¢ A traitor no less than him he eorves.”
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* Nay, hear me through. This Micer Codro, whom 1
bold w0 be = good though visionary man, hath advised mae
of certain facts in the histary of Vasco Nunez that fully
a;count 1o my mind for his singular forbearance towards
thee.”

“ What facts 1" .

“Kaow you that he hath once sought your daughter
Teresa in marriage 1

“ Hat! Well! Thou know'st this?"

* Ay. ere Ojeda went on his last voyage—lie sought her
in Bspafiola ; and, 29 it is said to me by ihis man, Codro,
he sought her with a passionate admiration having no
bounds, heedless of all interest white in the pursuit, and
sacrificing feme and fertone, and leaving them at waste and
riot, in the sole solicitude of that love which he held for
your daughter.”

“ Can this be true 1

“ I nothing quesiion of the truth, since it so well ze-
counts for the wondrous forbearance toward thee amid re-
peated wrongs and indignities, of a man known to be no
less daring aud valiant than conl, ready, and determined.
Besides, i1 is the assurance of Codre”

“ And what is thy hope from all 1his 1"

“Thou hast sen thy commands 10 thy davghier 1o meet
thee here in Darien. Ere this she is on her way hither.
Give hey in marriage 1o this man whom thou counlest thy
enemy, and thus bind himn to thy intorest 2nd side, thy
friend for ever. You will then,” continued the bishop,
* have a son-in-law of great merit and popularity, an hidal-
go born, and a fuvonrile of the king. You are old, he is
ir youth and vigour. While you reposa from the wils of
the command which you. yet enjoy, he will carry on the
-enterprises of the evlony, and your family and name must
necessarily share in all the successes and the glory of his
arms. 'Thoo hast no wiser course, Pedrarias, thayn o give
bim ‘Teresz Davila,”

« Can this be done? She hath rejected him, thou sayset.
Haolds he his favour, think you, for one who'hath scorned
him?  Methinks, Quevedo, if rightly 1 comprehend thy
thought, thow wouldst have me, the father of Teresa Da-
vila. proffer her maiden bund 10 one, who will only tejuice
to fling it back from bim with disgrace,”

# Thou knowest neither ibe lover nor the man. Vaseo

15 '
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Nunez is a being too noble to regard woman with other
than nohle homage ; and he who hath ever lover, as it iw
assured me this man hath loved thy daughter, will gladly
forge1 the rejection and the seorn in the compliance which at
last yields the prize that he hath sought. Be thou not afraid
of this.  Sufler me to direct 1his malter, and peace shell be
restored to thy people, and thou, Pedrarias Davila, shull be
bound in {riendaliip and affection with one, worthy of the
best aflection, whom hitherte thou hast treated mnst un«
worthily as well for him as for shyself. Am I free 10 speak
in this busineas 1"

The stubborn [ather at last coneented, since the plan
opened to him new viewa of safely (rom one, whom ihe
open admiration of the soldiers in Durien, evinved in their
prezent rebellious attilde, invested with powers too dan-
gerous in a rival, and too valuable in a friend and ally.
The wards of the archbishop, whom they knew 1o be well
dirposed to aur hero, quelled his angry followere. He as-
gured them that he went to set Vasco Nunez {ree, having
the full coneent, nor merely the consent, but the approving
favour and cordial kindness, of the guvernor, in his behalf.
The insurgents received this news with rejoicing, but when
the bishop called upon them to disband, the yooth Pedro
whispered in the ears of Arguello, who was their leader,
not o comply until ¥asco Nunez were released and present
o command them ; and, resolutely maintaining their ground
end weapons, they paiently resolved to await the result of
the bishop’s visit to the prison.

The biskiop had done much towards pacification, but
there were some difficulties in the way of his object, about
which, like 8 wise man, he did not seek to Jeceive him-
self.  He had beea truly advised by the amirologer, of the
naure of the intercourse beiween Vaaco Nunez and
Teresa Davila, and of the intense admiration with which
that cavalier regarded her. Her rejection of his suit was
not shown 10 the bishop, without being accompanied by a
farther showing which fully revealed 10 him ler cold, ca-
pricious heartlessiiess of character, and her utier deficiency,
in all 1hose respects, in which a man, devoted and earneat
like Wasco Nunez, would chiefly desire that his wife
might be complete, The immorality of coupling ingether
two such persuns, did not, Lhowever, appear so objectivnsble
to the bishop, when the policy of the proceeding, in 2 pub-

.
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lic point of view, was the subject of consideration; 2nd the
chief diffculty to hia mind, in overcoming the objectiona
of Vasco Nunez, seemed only such as might arise from
the mortified pride and wounded vanity of the later, who
might no1 be s ready to forget his previcus rejection.
Tu smootl: his difficuliies in thia respect, the good bishap
tock Micer Codre with him to the prison, though, as they
wenl, the venerable astrologer listened to ihe scheme of
his companien with a hearifelt sorrow which his lips did
not fail 1o declare, ‘Their dizlogue, 28 it unfoided the ar-
guments for and against the measure—regarded only as 2
question of policy on sl hands—may be briefly siated a5
follows :

* This woman hath no affection for Vasco Nunez,” said
the astrologer—* she hath scorned hia prayer in the hour
of his adversity, and is ntierly unworthy to be his wife.
What trust can be pat in her hands that she would main-
trin. 8he would betray him to his enemies, and be hos-
tile to his friends, Truly, Quevede, 1 fear e, that it is a
" firebrand thou wounldst bring for soothing.”

* Nay, Codro, thou speakest of the follies of a giddy
girl with 100 much solemnity. Al her age no wonan
knows her own mind, and the thing which is her utter hute
to-day, is her cordial love to-morrow., Woman is a thing
of change, proverbially fickle as the moon, If Teresa re-
fused Vasco Nunez when he was in adversity in Espeifola,
fo! you, she accepis him now when he is in no less ad-
versity in Darien”

“ Ay, but there is & policy in it here which had nat go-
verned her action there. 1t is Don Pedrarias that accepis
Vasco Nunez, not his daughter,”

++ Well, let me tell you, Micer Codro, the damset who
heeds her father will be very apt to heed her hushand also.
The woman is a gnod woman enough—a foclish jade, no
doubt—but young enough to grow wiser, and sensible
enough to graw beiter. Besides, what avails this discus-
sion I 1 ses nothing betier for our friend, and if he has
ever loved the damsel he will be satisfied surely. Lf 1his
pien of mine be no iaken, what follows? tle lies in
prison under suspicion of treason, which, thy awn sense
will perceive, is sirongly grounded. Lo his men in xrms
—headed by his copeniner in schemee of fortune, and
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counselled by his secretary. A vessel suddenly, and at
the very moment of the outbreak here, comes into port
filled with soldiers, acknowledging no suthority but
that of Vasco Nunez, lying off from shore as fearing or
intending harm, and, ss il counselled by himself, her
troaps secretly land, join their arms Lo the insurgents, and -
even now clamour in epen rebellion around the dwelling
of 1the lawful governor. 1 tell thee but for this, Micer
Codra, we had defied Pedrarias. His hate snd suspicions
have now some reasonable grounds, and were he now 1o
senid Vasco Nunez 1o the bloek, these evenis wonld ba
smple jusiifieation for the deed before the royal eouncil.
Thou will say, there must be blows struck ere it come to
this—these old soldiers will not tamely snfler their leader
to.perish. Be it so—and what then? Wil i give thee
or me plessure 10 see these miserable people culting each
other's throats. The troops of Vasen Nunez may do harm
to those of Pedrarias, but they cannot serve their chief,
One signal from the governor, and bis guards will fiing the
head of that brave mun inte the ranke of those who now
sirive for his rescue.”™

There was 100 much staggering truth in this representa-
tion to be whilstoold by 1he astrologer. -

+ Yel,” he spoke musingly, ** have I read it in the stars
that his chief danger emne from a woman,”

The bisliop put his hand upon the'arm of the old man
while, smiling, he replied—

* It needs not the stars, Micer Codro, 1o reveal 1his
truth to any son of Eve. ‘Thy prediciion is history, and
may be read for every man that ever walked beneath e
alars. But if there he reason for thy feur in partieular, how
shouldst thou know that Teresa Davilz is the woman sig.
nified. At present she is the star of his safety, not of his
destruciion, and hou wilt do well o second me in the
goodly work of making peace through Ler medium between
these two leaders, witheut which there ean be nothing but
war and bloodshed in the land.  Thou dost not sutely pre-
fer that these soldiers should etrive with each other in
deadly combat, that the murderous ambition of tlheir chiefs
should he gratified with an elevation oblained through bload,
and which, if war be chasen, ean only end io the death of
ong or both.  Thou wilt see how greaty the chances sre
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against him who is already in chains, and whose life hangs
upon the merest whiaper of his enemy.” )

The astraloger sighed, but wade no other answer, us
they went forward to the prison. Long and arduouy was
the confliet in the mind of Vasco Nunez, ere he could
be brought 10 yield counsent to B measure fur which, at
the same timie~—strange weakness of the sirong man'a
heart,-—every pulse and feeling in hia Llosom yearned.
The indignation which the levity of Teresa had aroused
within him, the pang {dllowing the rejection of & suit
which she had seemed to encourage, were all forgotien in
the strength of that passion with which he had contem-
plated her from the first, The sure suggesiions of the
bishop—ithe annunciation by him of the arrangement
made wilh Pedrariss, by which "Teresgwthe long-wor.
shipped object of hia affections—~was finally offered 1o his
accepiance, and al his dilrosal,—at a moment, ton, when
in prison, at the mercy of his bitter rival, he felt hope-
less even of life-—produced a tremulousness of heart and
nerve which left him for a time speechless. Buoy if the
scorn and levity of Teresa ceased to be remembered in
the renewing gush of his early love—if the worihlessness
of the object was forgotten—there was yet an obsiacle
in the path of the conqueror that he dared not eoniem-
plate. The tought of the poor, devoted Indian dameel
rose in his mind—ler form stood before him-——under the
inatant touch and prompt arrest of his conscience, he
saw the upbraiding sorrow in her eyes, and felt the keen
justice of those reproaches which he fancied were rising
to her lips, but which yet they did not wuer. Long and
weary waa the struggle-—vainly protracted—since the
man was overthrown. Passion wiumphed. Life, death!
were before him, and the alternsiive so presented 1o his
mind, his heart, his ambition, alike, that he yielded to that
which seemed his fate. ‘To have refused the \erms offered
him of freedom, to reject the hand of the woman whom
stilt he loved with an ungovernable paseion, was, in fact,
to invite the stroke of the execotioner. 'To accepl, was
8t once 1o apring (0 freedom, 0 power, 1o those congueals
for which his soul pined.

“ Do with me a9 you please,” he eried to them, ** do
with me as you pleass, 1 need scarcely declaro a will,
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since 1 am moved about by fate—its miserable prppel—
wholly insecure, at any moment, of the possessious of the
aﬁ‘.“

? The ecangneror was freed, but when his eye met that of
the Indian damsel—when, ignorant of the conditions of
his {reedom, her eye encountered him with a rapturous
expresaion of delight, which the screaming joy of her lips
equally atiested—hia eye sank before her glance—lin lips
were glued together, and the high-soaring Christian cou-
queror quailed with a conviction of shame in the presence
of the almost sdoring, and unsuspecting navage.
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CHAPTER XVIIL

THE AVENGER STRENGTHENED FOR THE STROKR

Tue marriage-contract between Pedrarias on the one
hand, for his daughter, and Vasco Nunez on the other,
was formally drawn up and signed in presence of the
good bishop, who having, as he flattered himself, com-
pleted the work of peace between the parties, set sail
shortly afterwards for Spain, leaving the colony in a con-
dition of quiet and hopeful promise, which it had not
known for many months before. ¢« Behold now,” says
the worthy chronicler, Fray Agapida, * behold Vasco Nu-
nez once more in the high career of prosperity. His
most implacable enemy had suddenly been converted into
his dearest friend ; for Pedrarias, now that he looked upon
him as his son-in-law, loaded him with favours.” The
tavours of highest satisfaction to such a mind as Vasco
Nunez were, however, those only which gave it employ-
ment. To carry on the conquest which he had begun,
to explore those waters from which he had taken off the
seal of ages, and, with that insatiate appetite which dis-
tinguishes the soul of genius, to leave nothing to the un-
known which man might know, were now the grand de-
sires of his heart : and in their prosecution we find him—
the msment that he was freed from the tyranny of Pe-
drarias, and secure, as his future son-in-law, in his confi-
dence—preparing to build, at vast pains and labour, an
armament for the navigation of the great southern sea.
The gpot chosen for this labour was the port of Careta,
already known to the reader, and named after the Indian
damsel. A town had been founded at this port called



176 - THE DANSEL OF DARIEN.

Acla—houses were built, a fortress raised, and the civil
interests of a flourishing community, already active in all
respects, under the justly governing influence of our hero.
Two hundred men, under his sole command, enabled him
in a short time to do that which Pedrarias, with a thousand,
had failed to do in the weary space of protracted months;
and the labours of Vasco Nunez were carried on with a
degree of industry that derived no little impulse from
another cause than that of his ambition. There was a
gnawing and reproachful thought in his mind which he
vainly strove to banish. The consciousness of wrong
haunted him and kept him sleepless. Every glance at the
Indian maiden, whose humble but devoted affections he
.had betrayed.—however necessary to his safety seemed
the wrong—stung him with a sorrow that drove him to
Jabour as to relief, and prompted him even in search of
danger, that he might escape the worse goadings of his
conscience. Meanwhile, the poor ‘girl herself, was the
most happy of the happy. She knew nothing of the
terms by which Vasco Nunez had been released—she
did not dream that she herself was the sacrifice—but she
knew that he was no longer in danger from a power
which had harassed him from the first with every sort
of oppression ; and in this conviction she was satisfied.
‘With the privilege of one who loves entirely, she chided
his downcast looks, his reluctant eyes, and the lethargy
which stified the free tones of his voice and the graceful
life which had once distinguished every movement of his
Jimbs. :

“ When my lord was in the prison,” ghe said, « it was
a time for him to be sad. But wherefore is his sadness
now? Is he not free—hath he not warriors to do his bid-
ding '—and the governor, who was once his enemy, is he
not now his friend. Let not my lord look sorrowful—the
heart of Careta trembles with fear when my lord looks
not upon her with fove.”

“ Be not afraid, Careta-—why should you be afraid 1"
But the mind of the speaker was evidently wandering as
he made this answer; and the coldness of the tones, and
the Jack of all expression in his eyes, as he looked upon
her, conveyed far more fear to her heart than his language
brought consolation. He noted this effect, and making a
commanding effort, thus endeavoured fo soot he her——
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“Have I not many toils and many cares, Careta?
Behold my labours—thou seest that I rise ere the dawn,
and my toils are not finished with the night. Thou also
knowest that I meditate adventures across the mountains
and the new sea with my vessels,—it is such meditations
as these that look like sadness in my face. Let not
Careta behold them. Let her believe that I think, not
that I grieve.”

«“ Ah 1—did not my Jord think when he first came to
Coyba? Then he had the great mountains to cross that
stood between him and the southern sea—then he had
few warriors, and many enemies among the warriors of
Darien, who are now his friends. My lord had medita-
tions then, but his steps were light, and he smiled ypon
the poor girl of Coyba, and he laughed aloud, and he
looked up to the hill-tops, and not upon the earth at his
foot. Ah! the thoughts that trouble my lord at Acla, are
not the thoughts he had at Coyba, and when he crossed
the great mountains to the southern sea. The heart of
my lord is changed—it is sorrowful within him ;—will e
not tell Careta of his sorrows that she may be sorry too”

“ Be you not sorry, Careta, because I am thoughtful.
These thoughts that trouble-me will pass away, and thou
shalt soon behold me smile, as used to smile when 1 first
came to Coyba. But I have been troubled as thou
knowest. Thou hast seen me stripped of power, and
thrown inte chains, and threatened with death, and these
things have brought gloomy clouds over my face, which
are not yet dispersed.”

*“ But my lord has power more than before—he is free
from chains, and the governor that threateped him with
death, now loves hiin and seeks to do him honour.
Careta thinks it strange that he should love thee of a
sudden, when he once hated tkee so badly, but her heart
is glad that it is so. My Jord, there is one thing—"

She paused, and looked up, with a sad earnestness, into
his face. )

 Speak, Careta,” he replied encouragingly.

“ When my lord was in prison he was not so sad as
now when he is free. When the governor said he shouid
die, he laughed, and said to Careta—‘Fear nothing,
Careta, I shall not die—~he dare not slay me—thou shalt
lie in my bosom many long years yet to come.’ Such

VUL. I, 16
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were the words of my lord, when the chains were on his
hands, to the poor damsel of Darien.”

« No more of this, girl—no more, Careta—thou madd’st
me, I tell thee. Leavé me—leave me. Why shouldst
thou tell me of all this now? The time is past—the
chains are no longer on my hands. Seest thou not that
I am free 1—ay, free! Thou art glad of my freedom art
thou not? Well! Thou knowest nothing of its price,
else, it might be, thou wert not half so glad.”

The girl, stunned by the sudden and vehement lan-
guage of the chief, shrank back in silence, not utterly
unaccompanied by fear. But there was nothing brutal in
the character of Vasco Nunez. He saw that his manner
gave her pain, and in another instant, recollecting himself,
his tones were changed to those of tenderness, as he
spoke again.

« Come hither, my poor Careta.”

The smile upon his lips, but, more than all, the tear
within his eye, which was clearly visible to her, unsealed
the fountains of delighted joy within her heart; she
rushed forward with a scream and threw herself into his
extended arms. He pressed her warmly for an instant
to his bosom, then released her, and rapidly hurried from
her presence.

“ Ay,” he muttered to himself as he moved from the
dwelling where this scene had taken place—* ay, I have
fndeed bought my freedom from chains, and my security
of life, at a grievous price to thee, Careta. Of a truth it
is a damning sin to sell this poor Indian’s hope, as I have
sold hers, that I might look upon the sunlight, and prolong
the miserable hours of a life which has now so little left
for performance. And thou too, Micer Codro, hast coun-
selled me to this! Thou, too, one ever pleading for the
poor Indian—ever hostile to the woman whose charms,
too powerful in my heart, have made me sacrifice one
whose sou] is more true and lofty by far in its forest
ignorance, than is hers for which I yield it up, in all the
glow and glory of her beauty, in all the grace and ma-
jesty of her courtly skill and royal education:—thou hast
moved me to this cruel barter which makes me tremble,
with the consciousness of wrong, even before the simple
heathen of the hills. There is an evil destiny in this. It
is the toil of the stars against the mortal, Vainly have
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I brought to the game, courage and skill, fond and earnest
thought, cunning scheme, and adventure that has taken
counsel from the desperate wing of the eagle, soaring
aloft when the storm was gathering among all his hills—
the cast of the dice has prevailed even against the plans
I have made—the defences I have set up—the skill, the
audacity, the hope; and my enemy hath forced conditions
upon me which, though they leave me life, leave me but
little honour. It is a snare of the foul fiend, and it hath
fastened upon my soul for ever.”

His secretary stood beside him.

“ Despatches from Santa Maria, my lord,” he said,
handing him letters. * There is word of a new governor
coming out from Spain for Darien.”

“Ha! Say'st thou, Pedro—a new governor from
Spain—superseding Don Pedrarias! Strange! How
hearest thou this

* Lope de Olano, who comes as alcalde to Acla, brings
report. He hath sent you these advices, and will soon
report to you in person. It is farther mentioned that the
Sefiora Teresa, the daughter of Don Pedrarias hath just
reached Darien from Espaiiola.”

A rush of weakness went through the heart of Vasco
Nunez at the name, and the papers were shaken in his
hands by the trembling fingers which grasped them
nervously. Teresa was then once more near him—that.
scornful beauty ! He should once more behold her:—
nay, more, she was pledged to him as his. Love was to.
be triumphant at last—and love was to be sacrificed,
The star of the haughty Christian, in love, as well as in
war, prevailed over that of the humble pagan!

“ Poor Careta I’ was the half muttered exclamation of
the adelantado, as Le turned away to peruse the docu-
ments ; and while he read the page his thoughts were
wandering away to the heathen damsel, and all her de-
voted humility ;—the love that hopes much, and fears
much, and suffers much, grew visibly embodied to his
mind’s eye, and rose more and more lovely to his thought,
as he remembered the haughty capriciousness of that
prouder beauty, whom his own heart had still been too
ready to receive as the price of that precious sacrifice
which he was about to make of her worthier, if less
beautiful sister,
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The secretary contemplated the changing features and
sad, spiritless eye of his superior, with something more of
scorn than surprise. From the moment when Vasco
Nunez had accepted his life and freedom at the hands
of Pedrarias, he had sunk rapidly and greatly in the esti-
mation of the youth.

«] had thought this man perfect—the very model of
dominion, and a mighty spirit among men; and with this
thought, my own resolve to slay him was set aside, nay,
almost forgotten, in the contemplation of his greatness.
He hath indeed achieved a wondrous conquest—a vast dis-
covery ; but this baseness to the poor Indian, who deems
herself his assured wife—she who hath clung to him with
a devotion like that which her people pay to their pagan
deities—hath stained the image in my mind—bhath
tarnished the pure lustre of his fame. Wherefore
should he buy himself from the bondage of Pedrarias,
when brave men stood ready to set him free? Where-
fore, to give freedom to his body, sell his soul and its
affections to a woman who hath already spurned him
from her feet? He hath too surely fallen from his great
eminence by this wretched baseness, and in his fall, I
too have become freed. Never was spirit more enslaved
than mine in the contemplation of this man’s greatness.
I sought him with the resolve of one, who beholds in his
enemy a brutal and common stabber; yet, when I looked
upon him, I forgot the purpose in my mind, the dagger in
my hand, and the sweet revenge which I had sworn to
take upon him for a brother’s murder. I forget them no
more. Vasco Nunez, thy weakness hath strengthened
me. I am awake, and henceforward I sleep not again
until thou art laid for thy finul sleep. The oath is re-
newed, though my lips speak it not—here, looking upon
thee—here, with heaven looking into my heart—I bind
myself to the spirit of the dead against thee, as the
unaparing avenger. Hadst thou kept thyself white-~
hadst thou not fallen into shame through a worthless
love of life—~I had not found it in my heart to have aimed
weapon at thine, But that is over,—and now I only wait
my time.”

Such were the reflections rapidly passing through the
mind of the youth as he stood before the adelantado. That
very day the latter set off for Darien, leaving the Indian
damsel behind him at Acla.
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CHAPTER XIX.
VARCO NUNEZ MEETS WITH TERESA DAVILA.

Tue reception of Vasco Nunez by the Lady Teresa,
was such as might gratify any lover. That capricious
beauty had been sufficiently schooled by her father's
will; and the proud eminence to which the hero had at-
tained, whom once she regarded as a wandering visionary,
induced her pow to hold him in another and a more endear-
inglight. She had, with all that art which seems so like in-
stinct in the bosom of the habitual coquette, banished from
her countenance and speech that levity which, even in
the moment of his grestest admiration, had somewhat
impaired, in his judgment, the excellence of her charms.
She appeared to him now the very perfection of modest
and unassuming grace, as she certainly was that of
imposing and commanding beauty. Her dark eye was
lowered beneath his glance—her lips scarcely parted
when they gave utterance to the trembling timid ac-
cents with which she greeted his presence and replied
to his salutation, and none of the most endowed of
those skilled in dramatic personification could have more
ably persuaded the spectator of the absolute truth of
her portraiture, than did Teresa Davila impose upon
the Jove-blinded understanding of one who held among
men the highest station for mental aptness and intelli-
gence. Few were the first words of the hero—many
were his thoughts—strange his sensations-—a mingled
anguish and delight disturbed his spirit, and rendered
uncertain for a while the true feeling which possessed
him. Long he watched her, and douhts warred in his
mind with his own hopes and the assurances which had

16*
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been given him. The words of the astrologer—one of
those vexing speeches which he had been so much ac-
customed to make in San Domingo, when Vasco Nunez
was first a hopeful Jover—seemed to ring in his ears
with solemn emphasis, even while he watched the maiden.

« If you are famous, and achieve the greatness which
is now a dream in the estimation of all Espafiola, then
will the Lady Teresa receive you gladly as her Jord.
Fail in this—be nothing but the wandering cavalier,
seeking service in the ranks of other captains, and she
will regard your homage as indignity, and meet your
adoration with scorn.”

% Can this be 8o 1" was the inward question of Vasco
Nunez. * She hath surely been thus scornful in San
Domingo. Can 1 ever forget that ' night—that night
when Garabito was slain—~when, in my agony of heart
and passion of supplication, she answered me with a
vain song? Ha! Am I to be laughed at thus? Shall
it he? No! S8he shall know me for one neither blind
to the indignity, nor insensible to the shame !{—Teresa 1"

« Sefior.”

« Teresa, it is long, very long since we have met.”

« Yes, sefior—very long.”

“ Dost thou indeed feel it to be so very long, Teresa’

“ Ay, sefior—wherefore dost thou ask 7

“It is no. unseemly question, Teresa—it is no unwise
one.- Dost thou remember that last meeting, Teresa—
that night when I came to thee with a resolution only
wrought within me by utter despair of fortune? The
seas had swallowed up my hope—and, save my own
heart, and mind, and sword, I had nothing reserved from
the overwhelming rage of the hurricane. In that hour
I turned to thee. I said to my secret soul, ‘It matters
little what the tempest sweeps away.’ I looked on thee,
Teresa, at that moment, and I smiled at the loss, as if
nothing had been lost, but all rather had been won. I
had borne thee from the ruins in that hour. My arms
had bound thy waist. Thy cheek lay upon my bosom,
and while thy heart seemed almost to cease its beatings,
mine throbbed with the convulsive pulses that seemhed
only proper to thine. It throbbed with no fear, Teresa,
with no fear for myself, though there might have been
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many for thee. it throbbed with hope and tumultuous
rapture, because thy own was pressed against it.”

 Ah, sefior, I have been too long ungrateful. It is to
thee I owe it that I now live.”

“ Nay, my strife to save thee was a selfish one. 1had:
known no greater pang than to behold thy death. But
I should not speak of this. I have brought back to
thee that fearful hour, to show thee that it was only
in the utter desperation of my fortunes that I dared to
hope. I sought thee—thou know’st the night 1—1I sought
thee with the devoted fervour of a heart that beheld no-
thing but perfection in thine, as in thy form and face
my eye beheld, as did the eyes of all others, a like perfec-
tion. Teresa !—Dost thou remember that' night—dost
thou remember thy answer to my prayer 1

A streak of living crimson passed over the cheek of
the maiden, then, as suddenly receded, leaving it paler
than marble; and the emotion was unaffected with which
she replied, though the reply embodied none of the feeling
which gave birth to that visible glow upon her cheek—

« Ah, sefior, thou shamest me with this recollection. 1
pray thee to forget that hour of my folly. Wilt thou not
forgive the wayward temper of a child—one too vain of
her power to fear its loss, and only reminded of her weak-
ness in the flight and scorn of the person whom she
wronged—only repenting of her folly when her repent.
ance seemed unavailing.”

« Was it so with thee, Teresa?” demanded Vasco Nu-
nez in trembling but earnest accents, approaching her
while he spoke.

« Alas, Sefior Vasco, what shal! I say to thee? Wouldst
thou have me confess to thee every woman weakness in
my heart 1 .

“No! no! no! exclaimed the too soon forgiving and
forgetling hero. * Confess to me but one—but one!
Thou didst love me even then, Teresa—then, when thy
wilful lips drove me from thee in desperation.”

The answer of the maiden was contained in a deep
sigh, which seemed to escape her..bosom unconsciously.
Her head sank still lower on her breast—her eyes were
upon the floor, and her little foot played in sight, as if free
from the watchfulness and control of its mistress. Vasco
Nunez was on his knees beside her in another instant.
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« Teresa,” he said, «I believe thy silence much more
than I had ever believed thy Janguage. Hadst thou spoken,
I had still doubted the lips that, speaking to me now of
love, had once spoken to me only of scorn. . I am too
happy to receive thy sigh, thy look, thy silence, as the
sweet assuring answer, more grateful to my heart than
stronger sounds could have been, of the dear knowledge
which I seek. And yet, let me not forget. Teresa, it is
but fitting I should speak to thee with more resolution of
the man—that I should discard this weakness for awhile
—nay, more, that I should seem to doubt thee still. Thou,
perchance, dost not know the strange events which have
brought me a second time to thy feet; and, theBlessed
Virgin forbid that 1 should avail myself of the necessity
of the father to command the affections of the child. It
may be, thou hast constrained thy heart to favour me,
even when thy affections are elsewhere set, because of
the command or the prayer of Don Pedrarias. Fear not
that I will wrong thee, Teresa. Fear not to speak to me
if this be true; for, I.tell thee here, and now, with the
solemnily of one speaking before God, that, though I
know nothing halif so precious to me as thyself, yet would
I rather lase thee for ever, and lose life—nay, yield mysell
back to the chains of thy father—sooner than that thou
shouldst wrong one true feeling in thy heart. I hold no
power over thee, dear Teresa, from the pledge which has
been made me by thy father in thy name :—1 take no right
by -what thy looks and thy sighs, rather than thy language,
have spoken. Be thou free as air, from this moment, to
love whom thou wilt, if it be that thou canst not, of thy
own free will, yield thyself to my solicitings.”

“ Does the Sefior Vasco desire release—would he be
free 1"— .

The proud, artful beauty paused in her speech, but
never did look or accent mofe clearly denote the depend-
ence of a humble heart—a heart suffering sacrifice and
utter loss, in the very moment when it declares its resig-
nation to its fate,

« Teresa, no! Canst thou believe me thus faithless—
thus fickle. Give thyself to me freely, and I take thee
with a joy inexpressible, as the most precious of all the
gifts of fortune.”

« Ah, Sefior Vasco, I have no will opposed to thine.”
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And she sank in his ready arms, as these words, tremu- _
lously spoken, fell from her tongue, and the kiss which
his glowing lips caught that moment from hers—the seal,
as it were, of the precious bond between them—secmed no
less sweet to his heart, than if it had been taken from the
lip of truth and innocence, in the world’s morning, and
in the happy garden devoted to its yet unsinning parents,
Conscience slept awhile in the sudden, passionate sway
of all-controlling love; and the poor Indian damsel, pining
at Acla, and looking forth with woful anxiety for the hour of
her lord’s return, was utterly forgotten by him in the deep,
stifling sensations of those sweet embraces which he now
shared with the Spanish beauty. The hour of her misery
was yet to come. Neither doubt, nor fear, nor suspicion,
yet approached her heart. She sorrowed for delayed en-
joyment, not for its loss. Strange that love, the being of
a thousand instincts and of a wondrous prescience, should
yet lack all foreknowledge of its own desertion. It wor-
ships and still confides—believes to the last; and only
doubts in the end, when nothing is left it but despair.
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CHAPTER XX.
THE DAGGER AND THE SMILE.

For three days Vasco Nunez gave himself up to all the
delights inspired by his new situation at.Darien, and every
hour of increased converse afforded him new promises
of happiness in the contemplated connexion with Teresa.
That capricious beauty, maintained, in all this time, the
most equable humility of temper ; and whatever doubts
her lover might have entertained before, in regard to the
love she bore him, were all dissipated by the gentle confi-
dence which she now bestowed upon him, and the de-
voted pleasure which she seemed to feel in his society.
But the pressing emergencies of his settlement at Acla,
demanded the attention of the adventurer in that quarter,
and as the marriage was appointed to take place at a re-
moter period, it became necessary that he should forego
the happiness, however great, which he felt in Darien, and
hurry away to the scene of his labours. This he did
with a reluctance easier imagined than described ; and
his regrets at separation were only surpassed by those of
the maiden. Tender, and frequently repeated, were the
assurances which she gave him of lasting fidelity and
warmest love; and whatever may have been his sorrows
at parting with so dear an object, they were all softened
by the fond conviction that she was at length securely
his—that his period of probation would soon be over, and
he, who, long baffled in all respects, had at length
triumphed over fame and fortune, should at length be
followed by no less success in his labours in the field of
love.
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The new feelings of hope and love awakened in his
bosom by meeting with Teresa, could now, separated
from the object of his attachment, be quieted by employ-
ment only ; and his first care on reaching Acla, was to get
in readiness for transportation over the mountains of the
isthmus the materials of the four brigantines which he in-
tended to launch into the great south sea. The timber
was felled and hewn upon the Atlantic seaboard, then,
with the anchors and rigging, carried by human labour
over the land. The only roads were Indian paths, which
meandered through forests almost impervious, across
swollen torrents, through rugged defiles, and along the
sides of dangerous precipices. The labourers were
chiefly Indians and negroes. The Spaniards, .though
more hardy than their employees, of better muscle, and
better capable of bearing fatigue, were yet few in num-
ber. Together, however, with hearty goodwill, they
toiled forward with their massive burdens, ascending
with slow steps the bronze-like mountains, under the
glaring fervour of a tropical sun. Many of them perished
on their way, but the genius and perseverance of Vasco
Nunez triumphed in the end, and after a thousand delays
and disasters, which tasked all his patience to endure, and
all his genius to remedy, he had the proud satisfaction at
last of launching upon the great ocean he had discovered.
Piece by piece had he carried the materials for his ships
over a wild ridge of mountains, occupied by a savage
people that hung in hostility around his footsteps, and
amidst dangers, fatigues and privations, that might well
have daunted a less ardent spirit. The exultation of his
heart may be fancied by the reader, when he found him-
self for the first time upon the bosom of that wondrous
ocean, and in the very pathway, perhaps, to no’less won-
drous lands that lay along its borders. ¢ None but
Spaniards,” says Herrera, with a pardonable boast,
“ could ever have conceived or persisted in such an
undertaking ; and no commander in the new world but
Vasco Nunez could have conducted it to a successful
issue.”

Of the cruise of Vasco Nunez in the southern sea, of
his visit to the Pearl Islands, and his conquests over

- hitherto unknown as well as known Indian tribes that
rose in hostility upon his path, it is not within our pro-
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vince to speak. These matters may be found in history,
and are already recorded by Irving in his very interesting
chronicles. It may be stated, however, that but for a
change of wind, Vasco Nunez would in his very first
voyage upon the Pacific have discovered Peru,—an ad-
venture Teserved for one of his followers—the least wor-
thy, though not the least brave, of any among them.
Providence, however, did not seem willing in his case,
any more than in that of Columbus, to permit him, who
led the way to conquest, to perfect its details. There is
a moral justice, perhaps, in reserving for succeeding
times and genius, those achievements which, by increas-
ing the wonders in one man's performance, might
strengthen too greatly his claims upon the gratitude and
admiration of mankind, insomuch as sometimes to weaken
the hold of the Creator himself upon them. It is enough
for genius to lead the way at first ;—if it did not tend to
the evil result already contemplated, it might at least sub-
tract from the renown of the discoverer, were he to carry
on his labours to the minute developement of all its resuits.
The ice once broken, the petty voyager may make his
way in safety——it is glory enough for Columbus and
Vasco Nunez, that they possessed the eye to see and the
wing to reach, in advance of all, the realms which they re-
spectively gave—not to Castile and Leon, merely, as the
epitaph of the former idly expresses it—but to the world,
Let the humbler adventurer penetrate its rivers, dig its
mountains, and cast nets into its seas for the pale, white*
jewels of the deep.

While Vasco Nunez was thus triumphantly riding the
billows of the southern sea, the youth, Pedro, watched
all his movements with a hostility duly sharpened by
each day's additional experience. When the former,
with that daring spirit which alone seemed to have
effected all his purposes, was pushing his way to con-
quest, as it were, in very spite of fortune, the admiration
of the youth had been superior to his hate. His resolves,
and the influence by which he was wrought upon to sus-
pend the stroke of his meditated vengeance, are already
known to the reader in the progress of this narrative. It
is also known by what circumstance he was prompted to
renew his oath of hostility, and to forget those more
generous sentiments by which he had hitherto been
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governed. An abstract passion for justice, stimulated

into feverish restlessness by the presence of a continually

goading enthusiasm, rendered him fapatical in his angry
mood; and the weaknesses of heart by which Vasco

Nunez had resolved upon an act which would sacrifice

. the Indian girl who had confided in him so entirely, pro-
voked the indignation of the youth anew. He saw no-
thing now but the infidelity and baseness of the man
whom he was sworn to slay for a crime which personaily
wronged him. He now brooded with constant thought
upon his resolution; the difficulties in the way of per-
forming which he never disguised from himself,

“] know that | must perish,” he would mutter to him-
self; “his arm would crush me at a blow; and even my
stroke, however well aimed, his uparmed hand could
parry if he beheld it.  Thas should I lose life, yet fail in
my purposed vengeance. I must do it while he sleeps.
If the blow be just—if the vengeance be due to the crime
—then is the mode most fitting which is most certain and
most secure. There is no dishonour, as fhols faney, in
such a deed. Yet, would it were that | could encounter
with hirm as the strong man loves to encounter with his
fellow. But the wish is idle —it may not be. This power.
less arm !—what could it hope against the muscle and
sinew of Vasco Nunez

He surveyed the small and shrivelled member with a
bitter smile, and his skinny and childlike Bngers relaxed
the hold which they had hitherto kept upon the dagyer as
he uttered these words. The weapon fell upon the ground
at his feet. He stooped, and without lifting, sat down
heside it, znd leaning forward with his elbuw vpon the
long grass, he looked forth upon the broad ocean pur-
pled by the setting sun, and dotted in the far distance
by the white sails of one of the brigantines in which
Vasco Nunez was then coasting. They were then upon
the lavely shores of Isla Rica, in which the adelantado
had fixed his temporary abode. The waters of the
acean were as serene as those of some mountain lake,
locked in by a circlet of protecting hills. The tide, rising,
threw its successive billows upon the bleached sands of
the island with a gentle violence that murmured only and
did not complain. A deep blue sky, almost as transpa-

- rent as the waves which reflected its every aspect, re-

voL. I . 17
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lieved, not impaired, by a few floating islands of white
fleece, hung above him ; soft, bright, and beautiful enough
to declare the heavens behind, which it yet curtained from
his gaze. The scene impressed itself upon the spectator,
but did not alter his mood.

« Even now,” said he, gazing vpon the distant brigan-
tine as if he could behold -upon her deck the person of
whom he spake—* even now he is looking forth upon
these waters, without a thought that they will change.
He beholds them soft, almost smiling—scarcely less beau-
tiful than the folding skies above—to him more beautiful,
as they promise to carry him forward to conguests
greater than any he has yet achieved. His fortune, too,
has at length put on an aspect of peace and promise.
His bitterest enemy has become his best friend—the wo-
man who had scorned, smiles upon him. On all hands
the hostile fates seem to have given up their warfare, and
1o have folded their adverse wings in token of amity.
Grown confident of fortune he has now no fears, and he
would as soon—nay, sooner—look for the hurricane in
yonder thin speck of fleece, as look for an enemy in me,
He'would laugh—ha ! ha!—he would laugh, were he to be
warned against my dagger. He would stretch forth his
arm, and smile as he surveyed it, and dismiss all fear of
mine. Let him not be too sure of his strength and of my
weakness. They must both be tried. This night”—he
resumed the dagger as he spoke—* this night will I seek
him where he sleeps. He hath no guard, and the Indian
girl only sleeps beside him. It were easy to pass among
the Jeaves which shroud them, yet awaken neither sleeper.
One blow, and thou art avenged, my brother. Thou shalt
chide me no longer with this profitless service in behalf
of thy murderer. Thou shalt haunt me no longer with
thy frowns.”

It was night ere the brigantine drew near to land. That
day Vasco Nunez had made many discoveries, which
filled his heart with joy; but it needed not new dis-
coveries to produce this sensation in his bosom, now that
he found himself in possession of the desired power, and
in the path of his desired conquests. .

“Lo! you,” he said to Micer Codro, as in the mild
breath of that lovely evening they sat together by the
sea-shore, and looked upward and around, beholding in
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sky and ocean no aspects but those of beauty and re-
pose—* Lo, you, Micer Codro, if I err not, that evil star
of which thou hast spoken to me so oft, still hangs red
and ominous within the rim of my good planet. Is it
not so ¥’
« It is even so, my son,” replied the other with gravity ;
“ the aspect is even more evil now than on the night when
1 guided thine eye to it at first.”
« Behold then,” continued the adelantado w1th playful
“humour, “the wisdom of those who would suffer such
predictions as thine to baffle them in their labours, and
prevent them in the performance of their most noble
works. Had I put faith in thy predictions, Micer Codro,
I had gone to my prayers rather than to my works, and,
perchance, had suffered the defeats and death which lay
within thy prophecy. Even now what error can be more
clearly shown than this of thine. Looking on that star,
which seems innocent enough to mine eyes, as surely it
hath so far shown itself harmless to my fortunes, thou
wouldst even now declare that I am in'imminent peril of
" my life ;—yet, here am I—within reach of all my wishes,
sound .in health, the favoured of Pedrarias, with four
brigantines and three hundred brave men at my bidding.
Nay, more—the hopes of my heart, which had been so
long baffled and denied, now made secure in the accept-
ance and the avowed love of Teresa Davila.”

“It is in the calin that the storm has its birth, my son,”
replied the astrologer with increasing gravity—¢ death
follows life like a shadow, and he only can fall far who is
uplifted high. I rejoice me that thou hast so far triumphed
over the fate which has lain in-waiting for thee, It is
my prayer that it may yet be baffled, and that thou mayst
pass from triumph to triumph, and from joy to joy, with a
heart and hope growing younger at every step which thou
takest. But when thou thinkest the fate bafled which
has pursued thee, it may be delayed only. All day the
tiger, that ever-hungry beast, pursueth with hot haste the
affrighted traveller, till, as he reacheth him, he croucheth
low, and for the first time stays him in the pursuit—not
that he relenteth-—not that his limbs have grown weary,
or his tooth no longer gnasheth for the feast of bloody
flesh. No! he pauseth but to crouch, and he croucheth
but to spring. Even such is the pursuit of the hounds of
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fate when once they are set upon the footsteps of the vic-
tim she hath chosen. Be not too bold, then, to think—for
that thou no longer hearkenest to their hungry bark——that
she hath relented of her hate, that she hath called them
in to the leash, and hath altered her resolution. If thou
hopest thus, yet be not so confident in thy hope, as to
forget thy caution, thy moderation, thy humility. He
who would be great enduringly must never forget that
he is human. To secure immortality, it is a condition
that we should also feel our state to be some time mortal.
Oh, Vasco Nunez, my son, think not that I speak to dis-
courage thee. Though I warn thee, I would not thou
shouldst ever despond. If I speak to thee of gloomy
things, it is because I look on gloomy sights. Thou hast
grown doubtful of the language of those blessed signs
of heaven, which I reverence, and wouldst hear me with
a scornful smile, and give little heed, were I to tell thee
now that thy hour approacheth—that—ha !1—"

The adelantado would have spoken—he would have
said in the language of deprecation, that he did not scorn
the science which the old man loved;—but the other suf-
fered but a few imperfect words to escape ere he inter-
rupted him with a vehemence,” the result of a sudden
impulse, of which he did not himself seem to be con-
scious—

“Ha! what is it that I see 2—the clouds rise, they part
—a curtain is drawn aside—I hear cries and clamours.
Holy Mother, Blessed Jesu! what may this mean '—
what terror grows before me—what danger waits? I
see it now, as once before, when I stood among the iron
mountains. The bloody signs are again before my sight.
Oh, Vasco Nunez. my son, my son !—thou art again threat-
ened with the smile and the dagger. The axe swings in
air above thee—thy knees bend—thy ueck is bare to the
stroke. Spare him—Father of Mercies !—be nigh to save
him. It is not too late. Let the arm be stayed—let the
cruel judge relent—bid the headsman go down from the
altar-place of death. Jesu! the cloud rolls back—the
curtain falls—I am blind—1I can see no mgre. Dost thou
yet live, Vasco Nunez—do I see thee, do I feel thee yet,
my son? Ha! It may be that the danger has gone by.
Thou mayst yet be spared.”
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_“Nay, Micer Codro, thou dreamest—I am yet beside
thee.”

“Ha! ha! but indeed I saw thee not. That dreadful
sight—that sudden danger—my soul was tossed in ter-
ror—my mind was gone. But I see it no more. It was
a bloody vision.”

Vasco Nunez arose from his recumbent position upon
the grass, as his ear caught the sudden and wild accents
of the excited astrologer. The transition from the grave
and temperate speech with which the old man had be-
gun, to the impetuous torrent of full and frenzied
rhapsody with which he concluded, absolutely stunned
him for the instant. He drew nigh, and would have in-
terrupted him in the midst of it, fearing a sudden
paroxysm of madness; for never before, in all his expe-
rience, had he beheld him in such a mood; but the other
heeded him not, and did not seem even to see him.
His looks were elsewhere,~his soul seemed set on far
other objects. He sank upon his knees—his eyes were
wild, staring and starting, as i the bloody vision which
he described was indeed at that instant passing before
them. His hands were convulsively shot out from his
body, as if in arrest of the threatening blow,—his voice—
raised hoarsely, almost shriekingly, as if dreading to be
unheard—excluded all other sounds but its own. Big
drops rose upon his forehead, and stood out clear to the
sight of his companion in the rich evening starlight. His
limbs shivered while he spoke, as some aged and decay-
ing tree of the forest in the quick, keen blasts of Decem-
ber ; and, at the end, when the scene which his imagina-
tion beheld, seemed shut in from his sight, in the far west-
ern eminence of heaven, he sank and fell forward upon
his face, seemingly without life as he was without motion.
Vasco Nunez lifted him from the ground, and seated him
beside him upon the turf., His eyes were open, but the
expression was wild and vacant; the mouth was wide,
almost spasmodically parted; and the stifiness of all his
limbs was such as to induce an apprehension in the mind
of his companion that they had already become fixed in
the unrelaxing grasp of death. DBut at that instant, with-
out speaking, the old man lifted his hand and pointed
suddenly to the quarter of the heavens In which he had
watched the star of his friend’s nativity, The eye of
17*
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Vasco Nunez instinctively followed the direction. At that
moment, a cloud, which he had no where seen before
in the heavens, passed over the rival stars—the good
and the evil aspect alike—and completely shrouded them
from his gaze. The hand of the astrologer dropped
alniost lifelessly beside him; and the strong man and
fearless warrior, however greatly his experience had
_moved him to question the certainty of the astrologer’s
prediction, was yet moved with a feeling of reverential
awe, which he vainly strove to dispel. He would have
spoken the language of mirth, or indifference, at least,
but his voice failed him—a husky whisper escaped his
lips, and no more. The tongue clove to the roof of the
mouth, and a silence, like that among the stars, hung
over the two for the space of many minutes.

The old man resumed the conversation. :

«] cannot mistake these signs, Vasco Nunez. I tell
thee danger awaits thee. The fate which has so long
hunted thee still hangs upon thy heels :—it is for thee
still, by diligent watch and calm wisdom, under God’s
smile and sanction, to elude it, as thou hast done here-
tofore. Thou hast still to watch and pray, my son:
watch for the foe, and pray for the deliverance. But my
soul is heavy in thy behalf, Vasco. Full fifteen years
have we sped together, and I have loved thee as my own
son. Thou knowest how I have loved thee—with a feel-
ing no less strange to age than to youth. Thou hast
seemed to me from the first, one commissioned to do
wonders, and I have yearned for thy greatness as if it had
been a greatness of my own. Would I had been called
at the blessed hour when we stood together on the peak
of Darien, and beheld for the first time the silver waters
of the strange sea below. I had been spared a constant
apprehension, which leaves me now, as thou seest, faint,
feeble and cast down, as with a nameless affliction. Give
me thy arm, my son. I need thy help even to the shelter
of yon tree, where I watch, rather than sleep, the starry
evening away.”

« Shall I give thee help, sefior?” demanded a voice at
the side of the adelantado, while he assisted the aged man
from the earth.

« Ha ! thou there, Pedro 1"
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The astrologer looked on the youth with a keen, pierc-
Ing glance of his light gray eye, and then remarked—

» Surely 1 have seen that face but now-it has passed
strangely before me to-night.”

“ True, my father,” replied Vasco Nunez, “ it ja Pedro
—thou shouldst know—the secretary.”

Ay, ay! that I know, my son,”” continued the old
man sharply, ¥ but methinks [ have seen him elsewhere
to-night—I have not beheld hirs on the istand.”

A fear touched the mind of Vasce Nunez that the
thoughts of the old man wandered, and saying nothing
1o provoke farther excitement, he essisted him to the
shady paim, vnder which his sylvan couch had been pre-
pared.

“ Basat thou heard this old man’s prophecy to-night,
Pedro 1" demanded Vesco Nunez, when they had left
Micer Codro to his repose.

* No, my lord,” answered the other hesitatingly—and
falsely. 1 drew nigh at the moment when he ciaimed
the help of thy arm. What is the prophecy, sefior I’

“Nay, Pedro, if thou hast not beard, it will be of ijttle
profit to thee now to hear, Away to Francisco Com-
pafion, Pedro, and bid him get the brigantines in readl
ness by dawn. The breeze will favour us al morning,
and the longest life were too short to see all the wonders
of this vast ocean. 1 would make the most of mine.
Away,” .

« Ay ™ exclaimed the youth, as he proceeded on hig
way to the brigantines where Compaiion commanded—
# Thine will be shovter than thou thinkest. Yet, is it
not strange that this old man, Micer Codro, shonld hit
80 rightly upon the danger of Vasco Nunezl True, as
he would say, never scemed fortune more favourable
to man than his at this hour to him. Bhould there be,
indeed, a language in the slars which one might read!?
Yet why should it be thus imperfectly written? Why
should Micer Codro, if be beheld it, go no farther? He
spoke of a scaffold and puoblic execotion, yet of [his
there is truly no danger. There was something of a
smile and dagger—the dagger is surely in my hand,
but, Blessed Mary ! | have pot smiled this geason, nor
do I think I shall ever smile again. But here are the
brigantines.”
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Meanwhile Vasco Nunez proceeded to the pleasant
grove which had been assigned to Careta, and where, with
a fond but usual impatience, she sleeplessly awaited him.
A rude tent formed the sleeping apartment, in the front of
which, the free use of hatchet and axe had robbed the
primitive wood of another chamber, scarcely less com-
pact and close. A narrow entrance through the dense
shrubbery was concealed by a heavy dark Spanish cloak
suspended from the branches, and no eyes but those of
the unsuspicious stars were able to penetrate the thick
enclosure.

* Ah, my lord, thou art slow to seek the poor damsel
of Darien. When the great cannon of the big canoe
made thunder to tell of thy coming from the sea, I looked
for thee, but thou camest not.”

“But [ am come now, Careta.”

“ Ah, yes, my lord, and I should be happy, and should
now forget that thou wert ever gone, but that I fear,
thou lovest not the poor Careta as once thou didst. Thou
art ever in the big canoe, in which I fear to go, and if thou
comest to-me at last, it is to leave me soon again.”

The reproaches of the girl were not wanting in truth,.
and they went to the heart of the hero, who, whatever
might have been the greater warmth of his feeling toward
Teresa Davila, was too gentle in most respects, and too
conscious of the right, even if he did not pursue it, not to
recognise the justice of her complaints.

The conscience that smote him for his treatment of her,
made him sometimes anxious to avoid her ; and to a proud
man the very feeling which sometimes compelled his eye
to sink when it met the sudden glance of hers, was a
source of mortification too humiliating to be felt com-
placently, or incurred without regret and disquiet. He
now sought her chiefly at night, when all his emotions
were concealed from all eyes. Tt was a pang still which
he could not quiet, when he found that there were eyes
in his own soul from which he could conceal nothing.

“ But now that I am come to thee, Careta, thou shouldst
forget all things but that [ am present.”

« Oh, I do, I do, my lord ; even when I tell thee of-thy
delay, I tell thee with a smile upon my lips and a joy
within my heart. But now thou wilt not need to delay
so long. Thy ships are built—thou wilt stay here at Isla
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Rica, or thou wilt go to Coyba—thou wilt go ne more to
Darien, where thy enemies dwell.” '

% Nay, | bave now no enemies, Caretz—ihou need’st
suffer these fears no longer. All now are friends to Vas-
co Nunez, here and in Darien.”

At that moment the youth, Pedro, lifted the cloak at the
entrance, and slowly crawled within, sheltering him-
self among the leaves and branches of the outer apart.
ment. He heard the words and clutched the dagger
firmly, while he was conscicus of a derisive smile that
passed over his features,

“ By the Holy Cross, this Micer Codro hath speech of
the devil. Szid be not the smile and the dagger? Of a
truth they are here together.” And his resoluticn of re.
venge derived strength in his mind from his remembrance
of the astrologer’s prediction.
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CHAPTER XXI

LOVE BAFFLES THE SHARP STROKE OF VENGEANCE.

Tue winds slept, and the waters of the sea broke in
gentle murmurs that night upon the lovely shores of
Isla Rica. The serene clouds lay smiling among the
troops of stars that gathered in watchfulness above the
secret lands which were soon to be revealed to less holy
eyes and less gentle powers than their own. No sounds
but those of the ever-sounding deep broke upon the ear
of the evening. The little island on which the warriors
of Vasco Nunez slept, scarcely felt the motion of those
cradling billows by which it was encircled; and to the
half-opened eye of the dreaming cavalier, some more
curious stars than the rest, as if deceived by the universal
silence on the shore, stooped down from their high places,
and swung in air just above the hammock where he slum-
bered. The deep, sweet, hall-suppressed breathing of the
zephyr came afar across the waves, even from the gar-
dens of the Incas, and dropping odour where it lingered,
added the charm of mystery to the holier spell of silence;
—and strangely sweet, indeed, to those who still kept
wakeful among the Spanish host, were the passingly
serene effusions of that solemn night beside the sea; and
late, indeed, was the deepening hour when they all slept.
A sensation of fond disquiet, that prompting hope of the
future and the doubtful, which is always a discontent
with the ambitious nature, prolonged the musing medita-
tions of all; and, to a certain extent, the vague hopes
and expectations of Vasco Nunez,—the dreams and the
fancies, such as grew up naturally in the tnind of one
who had found so many wonders, and was now pProfess-
edly in search of more—were also those even of the
meanest soldier under his command. The Spaniards of
that day, whatever may have been the avarice and bru-
tal bloodthirstiness of their natures, were yet of a soaring
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and swelling temper. There were few among them
utterly insensible to the desire of making themselves"
famous among their fellow-men ; and there was none so
humble of heart, or so lost to that desire to challenge the
~moral echo which prolongs a favourite name among the
habitations of humanity, as to encourage no favourite
fancy, no chosen idol of his individual worship, some-
times, indeed, even at the expense of the great idol of his
tribe. Each had his own faith in the particular influences
of fortune, and none of them despaired of the realization
of those -dreams which, in another and a soberer hour,
they had themselves smiled at and derided. In a scene
such as that which they then occupied, in a night so sur-
passingly lovely, on an island surrounded by the billows
of that ocean but a little while before discovered, and
upon which they had just then launched for the first
time—their prows pointed to strange lands, to the do-
minions of people of whom wonder already spoke in
winged and fairy accents, while experience stood silent in
no less wonder—sleep might well grow a stranger to
their eyes. It was in vain that theic leader strove to
sleep. The very hopes in his mind and heart—the suc-
cesses which he had achieved, and the wonders which
his imagination yet continued to create for him still to
conquer,—grew painfully exhausting to the spirit which
they suffered not to sleep. Hour after hour had passed
by, and still he watched, with burning and impatient
thoughts, the twinkling lustre of the starlight, as the
dropping silver of its rays fell among the green leaves by
which he was surrounded. The damsel, in the innocence
and confiding fondness of her heart, already long since
had sunk into a pleasant slumber beside him. He gazed
upon her imperfectly-seen but lovely features with a .
painful interest; and his conscience smote him with a
keen pang when he thought of his engagement with
Teresa. She was the more beautiful, but how true had
been the Indian damsel—how faithful and how fond.
How she had clung to him when the danger from Pedra-
rias first threatened him—how she had rushed to him in
prison—how she had declared her willingness to die for
him, as for him only she seemed to care to live. These
thoughts renewed the recollection of his own conduct and
the self-rebuke which was inevitable in a mind habituated
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by education,and strong also in natural instincts, tolovejus-

“tice for its own sake, and to idolize virtue. He shrunk back
from the subject on which his heart did not seek to justify,
and failed utterly to excuse itself. Great as Vasco Nunez
was in the contemplation of the warlike and adventurous
world, he yet lacked that important essence of genuine
and enduring greatness, the rigid resolve, in spite of pas-
sion, of prejudice, human fear or human hope, in all cases
to be just. The seductions of beauty, the clamours of the
crowd, the thirst for continued conquest, all combined to
make him set aside, if he was not utterly unmindful of,
the claims of the poor Indian; and with a guilty weakness
at his heart,—a cowardice of which the shame that he
felt could not relieve him—nhe turned his eyes away from
the placid and sweet features of the confiding woman
whose head lay upon his arm, and strove, with closed
eyes, to shut out, in forgetting sleep, the obtrusive and
exciting thoughts, no less than the reproachful memories
which had kept him so long wakeful. At length he slept.
His deep breathing soon apprised the anxious and re-
vengeful Pedro that the hour was come, and-the victim
at his mercy. He put aside the tangled leaves among
which he had shrouded himself, with a calm and careful
hand. He advanced into the area of the sylvan ante-
chamber, and finally stood at the entrance of that into
which it led, and where Vasco Nunez lay. He stopped
at this spot. His grasp of the dagger, had taken hold,
along with the handle of the weapon, of a part of the long
sleeve of his doublet. He cautiously rolled up the sleeve,
and it was a subject of satisfactory surprise in his mind
that he felt himself so cool and collected. His limbs
seemed ag rigid as if the flesh had been all muscle.
He stept, and felt as if his nerves had on a sudden been
hardened into steel.

«This is as it should be,” he muttered to himself. «If
there be little strength in my limbs, there are, at least, no
tremors in them. If my arm be feeble, there is yet no
feebleness or fear in my heart. A single stroke—but one
~—well given and well placed—will acquit me of ihis
sworn performance. Hold your lights fairly, ye stars,
that I may see where to rest the keen point of my dag-
ger.” )

The same resolution attended him as he advanced into
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the chamber. Not a nerve yielded as he stood beside the
rude forest coueh on which Vasco Nunez and the damsel
slept. The hroad manly bosom of the adelantado, from
which the covering, in the warm summer night of that
bland atmosphere, had been discarded, lay bare to ihe
strocke. He stood above him, and his arm was uplilted.
Deep sleep was upon the warrior. His limbs lay motion-
less. But an ill-directed stroke—a blow to graze the
breast, not reach the heart, would rouse him into instan-
taneous and dangerous life. For the first time, the assas-
sin felt an emotion. It was not fear, but anxiety that
moved him. Not the dread of his enemy, but that failing
to strike fatally, he should be for ever after defeated in
his purpose. He would most probably fall before the
powerful arm of the stricken man ere he could strike a
secopd. His own breathing for the first time became
suspended. It was needful that his blow should be justly
aimed, and he stood between the starlight and his vietim’s
breast. He chunged his position—the {ull, broad chest
ol the warrior, scarred already by many weapons, and
bronzed by frequent exposure to a fierce sun, lay open to
“his sizht and weapon. With an eye as clear, and a spirit
as free from any sentiment of fear or apprehension, as
might be found in the most obdurate of all bosoms, Pedro
prepared himself for the performance of lLis act ol ven-
geance. Yet, perilous as was delay in such a situation,
his nature was one of that contemplative character which
did not seem satisfied merely to strike. It was thought,
however erring, not impulse—neot blind bate, or unreflect-
ing passion—which made him resolve to be an assassin;
and, indeed, but for this thought he had not proceeded sc
coolly ‘to bhis dreadful work.—He, a mere boy, feeble of
limb, unfamiliar with deeds of strife, unskilful with the
very weapon which he wielded !

“ One blow, truly aimed, and this mighty man sleeps
for ever. This man that has eonquered nations and is a
wonder {o his own-—whose giant energies have over-
passed and broken down all barriers—whose courage
has dared ail dangers, and whose genius has el alf other
wings hehind him—lies now at the mercy of the feeblest
follower of his train. What a blow will that be which
slays him. Acla and Darien will hear his last groan.
His fail will khake, not Darien only, but Spain—and I!—

vOL. IL 18
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Will they know me for the assassin,—will they ever hear
that the arm which struck the man of most might in this
strange world, was that of one feeble as a woman? It
matters little to me what they know or hear. It matters
less what they conjecture. Enough that I am sworn.
Jorge, my brother, be nigh me at this moment and ap-
prove! This blow avenges thee on thy murderer! Vasco
Nunez, the smile and the dagger meet above thee—thou
diest 1

The bright steel gleamed suddenly upon the opening
eyes of the damsel. A wild shriek from her lips answered
his half-spoken soliloquy, while her hand, thrown up by
the prompt instinct of affection, caught and arrested the
arm of the assassin, ere the blow could reach the heart at
which it was directed. The dagger’s point hung sus-
pended above it—its course controlled and defeated by
the two opposing hands.

“Ha! my lord! awake ! arise ! Help, help for my lord !”
was the rapid and renewed cry of Careta ; but her words
were spoken in her native language. Forgetting her im-
perfect Spanish in that moment of her terror, she could
articulate none other than her own. And vainly, by its
fervent and frequent repetition, did she strive to arouse
the sleeping warrior. Her terrors increased as she
found that, in spite of all her clamours, and the struggle
going on above him, between herself and the assassin,
she could not break that apathetic sleep which enveloped
his person; and which, so tenacious was it of the hold
taken upon the wearied limbs of the chief, almost led her
to fear that some blow, given by the murderer ere she
awakened, had already taken fatal effect upon his life.
His deep breathing only reassured her at length, and but
once, amidst all her cries and struggles, did it seem to be
suspended. He turned uneasily for an instant—muttered
some indistinct words, and relapsed into a sleep as heavy
as before. Bitter was the exclamation which in her own
language she made, as the conviction reached her mind
that the assassin might escape from her grasp and renew
his assault, before her efforts to arouse the sleeper to his
danger could prove successful. Her prayer was now in
Spanish to that protecting mother whom she had been so
recently taught to invoke. Her own strength was fast
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failing her, and the struggle was continued with renewed
violence on the part of the assassin,

“ Blessed Virgint Holy Mother of God! strengthen
me !—preserve my lord !

A whisper from the assailant reached her ear. The
voice was disguised—the accents came to her with a
hoarseness that tended still farther to terrify her.

“ Pray rather that he may be destroyed—he loves thee
not, Careta.”

“ Who speaks thus to Careta—who art thou 1

* The enemy of Vasco Nunez.”

“Ha! Then I hate thee. Ho! my lord,~my dear lord!
Arouse thee—awaken ! There is an enemy beside thee.
A man who would slay—"

“Fool! Thou takest pains against thyself. He loves
thee not. He loves and is to wed with Teresa, the daugh-
ter of Don Pedrarias, who is now at Darien. Give me
way, that I may avenge both thyself and me!”

But his words tended only to impel the faithful woman
to renewed clamours and greater efforts. The struggle,
long as it may have taken to describe, so far had lasted
but a few moments only. The assassin vainly strove to
induce her silence, by whispering words of startling and
vexing import to her ears, and, failing in this, as he could
not hope that the warrior would possibly sleep on in spite
of the continued shrieks which she uttered, it became ne-
cessary on his part to make an effort, at least, for his own
release. The desperateness of his situation rendered this
effort effectual. He broke from her hold, not without
some difficuity, and then, as he saw that Vasco Nunez
still slept, and unwilling to forego the opportunity in
availing himself of which he had been so far baffled, he
prepared in the next instant to renew his attempt. DBut
the moment of his extrication from the grasp of the
damsel found her erect, between him and his sleeping
victim, and ready to receive in her own bosom the wea-
pon, if she was no longer able to baffle it. But her
clamours, though even then they had failed to waken the
destined victim, yet roused up others in the encampment.
less rigidly bound than himself in the chains of sleep.
Lights waved in the woods and glared among the leaves,
and the sound of approaching voices might be heard in
more than one quarter of the encampment. Cursing his
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weakness of hand or perversity of fortune, the assassin
prepared to depart. A single imprecationn escaped his
lips, as his eye glared with furious animosity upon the
woman who had baffled him, and upon the victim, who
still lay, so far as his own powers of resistance were in-
volved, completely at his mercy. But the moment had
gone by, and he was now compelied to think of his own
escape—not that life might be saved, for of that the
avenger had little care—but that his vengeance might
yet find an opportunity, and use it with better fortune.
Still collected and resolved, he made his way out of the
enclosure with equal certainty and stealth, by the aperture
through which he had entered; and in the uncertainty of
vision produced by the glare of the approaching lights,
.Careta knew not that he was gone until, under the guid-
ance of her now awakened lord, the search made after
him proved utterly unsuccessful. It was no small addi-
tion to her annoyance that Vasco Nunez ascribed her ter-
rors solely to her fancy He laughed at her fears—boldly
declared the assassm to have been the creation of her
dreams—{for—

“ How idle,” he continued, “to suppose that such a
strife should take place over a soldier’s bosom—he quick
to waken at the smallest alarm,—and be prolonged, as
thou sayest, Careta, for such a space of time. Thou hast
dreamed a frightful dream, Careta; such as might have
troubled thee when I lay in prison at Darien. But thou
forgettest] am in Darien no longer—that my enemies there
are now my friends—that—"

The tears filled her eyes, and her accents—for she in-
terrupted him at this moment—were tremulous with pain
and fear. A new recollection filled her mind, and one
of the events of the struggle already related, came
freshly to her recollection for the first time since it oc-
curred.

¢ It may be a dream, my lord ; nay, now that I think
of it, it must have been a dream. I had speech of the
assassin—he spoke of thee, my lord, as his enemy—nay,
more, he said thou wert mine.”

¢ Thine—thy enemy !” exclaimed the chief, with a
laugh; “that is enough to show thee it was a dream that
troubled thee. None had surely told thee so great a folly
with a hope to have bheen believed in his falsehood.”

« I did not believe him, my lord ; but he said thou wert
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to wed with the daughter of Don Pedrarias at Darlen-—
that thou didst not love thy poor Careta.”

“Ha! said he this, Careta 7" demanded the adelantado;
and could she at that moment have beheld his pale and
guilty features, she would have found in them but a me-
lancholy confirmation of what his lips denied.

* Even such were his words, my lord.”

“1t was a dream that troubled thee, Careta,” said the
chief, in slow accents, and after a brief pause. * Let it
trouble thee no more. Get thee to sleep, my girl—get
thee to sleep.” .

But he himself returned not to the couch to which he
despatched the damsel. There was that of guilty re-
proach in his heart, which would not suffer him to sleep.
There was a strange apprehension also. Things, so
far, strangely tallied with the prediction of the astrolo-
ger. The dagger had threatened him-—and the fact
stated by Careta, as having been communicated by the
assassin, convinced him against his own assurances' to
her, that it was no dream. There was an enemy near
him, hostile to his life—base enough to attempt it while
he slept; and, though baffled for the moment, yet no
doubt sufficiently earrest in his resolution to renew his
bloody purpose. The threatening danger aroused his
wonted promptness and decision. He put on his armour,
and went forth into the encampment—com:manding at the
same time the presence of all his little army at the bri-
gantines. His suspicions, if he had any in particular, lay
among his officers. He knew the jealousy and vain am-
bition of that class of Spaniards, and his eye, in the keen-
ness of which he had great confidence, seemed to scarch
their very souls while he looked Into their faces. But
he dismissed them, without discovery, to their several
duties.

¢ With the dawn,” he said to Francisco Compafion, the
captain of one of his brigantines, “ be in readiness for
the cruise among the Pearl Islands. It lacks but little
more than two hours to the time, I shall be upon your
dec’k with the first glimmer of the gray. See that you
be not sleeping.”

Pedro, the secretary, appeared with the rest, with a

- countenance more calm, and nerves less discomposed
than any among that array of hardened men. When
18*
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the rest were dismissed, the two walked together toward
the tree where they had left the astrologer to his repose,
While they went they spoke of the late alarm in the en-
campment.

“1should have thought it but a dream,” said Vasco
Nunez, “even as thou say’st, but for the speech which
Careta tells me the assassin made her.”

He then related the communication touching his pro-
jected marriage with Teresa.

I'“ But why, my lord, may she not have dreamed this
also I”

4 Scarcely, unless she had some previous knowledge of
the fact.” :

» This she may have had."

* Impossible ! I have studiously withheld it from her;
for, to speak to you & truth, Pedro, my heart misgives
me that | do her grievous wrong, I would it were not
80—I would that she had less feeling for me—1 dare not
send her from me; yet, erelong she must know all—and
then—"

A simile of bitterness passed over the secrctary’s lips
as he spoke: * What need the Adelantade of Darien to
heed this matter so greatly? The girl is but an Indian—"

“ Hush, Pedro! 1 like neither the words thou say'st,
nor the tone in which thou speakest them. The girl is
but an Indian—but what an Indian! How true—how
fond—how faithful! True, fond, and faithful to Vasco
Nunez when nearly all other hearts in Darien were false.
No more of this. The matter is strange enough to
make me thoughtful, and threatens enongh to make me
careflul. Henceforward thou shali sleep in my outer.
chamber. I can trust thee, Pedro—thee, perchance, and
none other in all this array, unless it be Micer Cndro.”

“1 am sworn to thee, iny lord !—even in death be sure
I shall not he far distant from thy side,” replied the youth
with a warmth that seemed to confirm the force of his
words, the equivocalness of which was unperceived by
the speaker,

“I thank thee, Pedro; and it is of no small consolation
to me in the strife with so many open foes, and so many
secret traitors, that 1 can turn to one, even though his
arm be feeble like thine, with confidence and trust.”
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“ Thou wilt not mlways deemy my arm feeble, seiflor—
there will come a time—"

“ Nay, Pedro, think not I reproach thee--] deem
thy arm strangely feeble, only when | contemplate the
strepgth of thy spirit. But this should be the tree. What
hot Micer Codro ™

The summons was wnanswered,

“ Methinks,” said Pedro, *I behold the old man walk-
ing upon the beach before us. His white beard gleams
like so much silver.”

“|t is he, Let us join him."”

*My son,” said the astrologer, when they met, * since
thou left'st me 1 have been watching these strange signs.
The dagger threatens thee no more. It is the smile only
which thou hast need to fear.”

“ Nay, I have no fear of either, Micer Codro, though if
all that is said be true, thy prophecy is sadly out; for this
night have | been threatened by the dagger when there
waa too little starlight to behold a smile. But come— get
thyseif in readiness for the brigantine.~get thy scales,
thy glasses, and thy measures. Thisday will { take thee
over all the Pearl Islands, where, | trust, the treasures of
earth which thou shait find, will make thee for awhile for-
get those capricions and deceiving Jights of heaven.”

* Shall I not also attend thee, sefior 1" demanded the
secretary.

“ No, Pedro; thou wilt need this day to finish the de-
spatches for Don Pedrarlas; and I have.a note which thou
shalt copy for Hernande de Arguelio. The Leon brigan-
tine departs for the Balsas this day, should the wind
favour, at nocn; and that hour thy despatches must be in
readiness for Lope de Olano, whose messenger, with
tidings from Darien, will be at the Balsas awaiting her
arrival. There must be no delay in this. In our next
voyage thou shall go with us-—~but now-—there is yet
another reason”—in & whisper— Keep thine eyes about
thee here at 1sla Rica, Thine eyes are keener than most
others. 1 mistrust that some creature of Enciso is smong
us. [None other could have sought my place of rest with
the dagger of the assassin, Seize, if thou suspectest—]
give thee full power to this end.”



208 THE DAMSEL OF DARIEN.

CHAPTER XXII.

THE FLIGHT OF THE AVENGER—LOVE KEEPS THE FIELD.

Ax hour had scarcely passed from the departure of Vasco
Nunezon his course for the Pearl Islands—the brigantine in
which he sailed was hardly out of sight—when the secre-
tary, Pedro, was surprised by the visit of one, thelast person
he expected, as it was, perhaps, the last person he desired
to see. This was no other than the damsel of Darien.
She those a moment for her visit when the secretary was
alone. He started to his feet as he beheld her. There
was some little precipitateness in his manner, but a
solemn deliberateness about hers. He offered her a seat,
but she refused it. He would have urged it upon her
with that respectfulness of attention which he had been
ever accustomed to pay to one so distinguished by his
employer, and who, however equivocal might be her sta-
tion in a social point of view, or however inferior her
birth and connexions in the estimation of a European,
had been always with him a subject of sincere regard.
He knew that, though deceived, she was virtuous; and
though Jovely and possessed of power, she was no less
gentle and complaisant than good ; and at a time when his
Indian wife was a favourite topic of sneer with the meaner
enemies of Vasco Nunez, he was one of the few who
never deemed her undeserving of that high distinction.
Indeed, his own hostility to the adelantado was renewed
as he discovered the injustice of the latter to the damsel,
—as he beheld the weakness and deficiency of a mind
which could sacrifice such profound devotion and so pure
a heart because of its savage origin—giving a preference
to another, simply—as he believed—bccause of her Euro-
pean birth,—or in compliance with a yet baser argument,
for the rescue of a forfeit life. She rejected his courtesy,
and for a few seconds contemplated his features in silence,
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but with such a Jook of deep, serious regret, that his ap-
prehensiona for the first time grew quickened on the subject
of his last night's adventure, and without being able en-
tirely to conceal his impatience, he desired to know of her
the purpose of her visit. He was soon answered.

“« Sefior Pedro, T have discovered the person who would
have slain my lord last night.”

“Ha! can it be, sefiora? Speak, Careta—dost thou
indeed know

Her eyes were riveted upon him with the piercing
keenness of fascination, as she replied—

“ Ay, Sefior Pedro, it is a great sorrow with me that I
do know—the more so, as the criminal is one whom my
Jord greatly trusts. Sefior Pedro, thou art he!”

# [,—hat—Who! Careta, this is a strange jest. Why
should I do this thing 1——why should I seek the death of
the Seiior Vasco 1—he who hath been so good to me ever
—who—bhut it is thy sport, Careta. 1t is thy mood to
sport with me to-day.”

« Alas! for me—it were a great sin if I could think to
sport on so dreadful a matter. 1have no heart for sport,
Seiior Pedro, for next to the sorrow which I have at my
lord’s danger from his enemies, is the great grief at my
heart, Sefior Pedro, that thou shouldst be among them-—
thou whom he has ever trusted among the first, and to
whom, as thou thyself hast said, he hath ever been a
firm friend.” '

“ But I am not among his enemies, Careta; and as for
this strange humour of thine—if thine indeed it be—that
I have lifted weapon against him—some evil person hath
possessed thee against the truth—-"

“ No more, Sefior Pedro,” she interrupted him with
solemn emphasis; * speak no more in denial of thy own
shame. The truth is against thee, and there is proof.”

“Ha! Proof, say’st thou—what proof 1"

Without a word she unclasped one of her hands which
had been hitherto so closed as to conceal its contents,
and revealed to his eyes the fragment of a frill, such as
were commonly worn at the sleeve by the galiants of that
time and nation. His eyes instinctively fell upon the
wrist of his right hand, where the other portions of the
frill, rent and torn, were at that moment visible. Hitherto,
the injury which it had sustained in the scuffle had en-
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tirely escaped his sight. His thoughts had been too busy
elsewhere to suffer his eyes to do their ordinary duties;
and though writing with the fragments continually pre-
senting themselves before him, he had not been in the
slightest degree conscious that they exhibited any other
than their usual appearance. This sudden revelation—
the action, look, manner of the damsel, all announced to
him that in her mind she had arrived at the fullest convic-
tion of his criminality—and the sudden paleness of his
cheeks, and the sinking of his’eyes beneath her glance,
against which he vainly strove, and of which he felt pain-
fully conscious, were enough, he well knew, to confirm
her suspicions, by whatever doubts they may have been
qualified hefore. He stammered out a farther denial of
the accusation, though admitting what he could not deny,
that the frill was his. But his words failed utterly to
affect her convictions. She,answered him calmly and
without hesitation. She forebore all language of hate
and denunciation. The enormity of his offence, indeed,
seemed to deprive her, in the consciousness of her imper-
fect modes of speech, of all power of reproach.

« This, Sefior Pedro, is from your sleeve. I found it in
the tent of my lord, and beside his couch where he slept
last night. It lay in the very spot where I struggled with
the person who came toslay him. Oh, Seilor Pedro, how
you have deceived my lord! How will he hear—how
will he believe that you, whom he so much trusted, have
been the person to seek his life I”

The secretary went to the entrance of the tent, which
he carefully examined before answering; then returning,
he prepared for a conference, the details of which might
have moved a hardier villain, yet were inadequate to dis-
turb to any great degree the fixed and fanatical resolution
of his mind. He saw that the circumstance which had ap-
prised Careta of his guilt was one that, once known, must
be almost equally conclusive to all other persons. Feeling
assured that any attempt at denial would be vain, he re- |
solved upon a bolder, and, perhaps, more manly course.

“ Wherefore should he hear it, Careta—why shouldst
thou tell him of this ?”

“How! Wouldst thou have me take part with his
enemy )

* Ay, If his enemy is your friend. If his €nemy, doing
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himself justice, avenges you at the same moment. Hear
me, Careta,” —seeing she was about to interrupt him with
a very natural expression of indignation— Vasco Nunez
has deceived you. He told you that you were his wife
according to the Christian law, but the Christians re-
gard you not as his wife, nor does he himself give you
such a title, nor have you such a claim. Ere long he will
tell you otherwise—ere long he will give that title to an-
other. Know from me—1 spoke the words in your ear
last night, but you would not hear and would not believe
—he is sworn to wed Teresa Davila, the daughter of
Pedrarias, and his late visit to Darien, when he left thee
behind him at Acla, was to meet with and to see her.”

“I believe thee not—I believe thee not now, no more
than 1 did last night. My lord is ever good and honour-
able. He took me from my father at Coyba as his wife,
according to the lJaw among the Christians, and such I
am, and such he will make me ever. He can make no
other his wife. He hath ever called me such, and if it be
as thou say’st, that he went to Darien to see this lady,
wherefore is it that he hath left her—wherefore is it that I
lie even now within his arms 1"

“ Yet is all true that I tell thee, Careta. The condition
by which Don Pedrarias released him from prison in
Darien, was that he should marry with his daughter.
This he hath sworn to do—and this, Careta, I tell thee,
will he do, utterly regardless of thy affections, and the
promises which he hath made to thee and to thy father.”

s« Sefior Pedro, it were death and shame for me to be-
lieve thee. It were death to me, since it were such
sad shame.-to my lord. I cannot believe thee. My
lord hath been ever true to me and good. He hath ever
kept his promise to the poor Indians, my people—and to
me, that, if there be truth in thy speech, am.the poorest
Indian among them. It is not true, for my lord hath
never spoken to me of this.”

“ Nor will ke, till it may be questioned no longer. Thy
first knowledge, Careta, of the truth from him, will be
heard when the Lady Teresa stands before thee as his
wife, and commands thee as his slave.”

« Slave thyself, and liar as thou art! Leave me—fly, I
tell thee, thou bad man, that speakest of my lord such
‘things as belong only to thy own base thoughts! fly,
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while he is yet absent from this istand. Speed thee away
in this ship that goes to.day to Darien, for, so sure as
my heart ig true to my lord’s nobleness, will my lips
tell him of thy crime.”

Her lips quivered with her gradually increasing smo-
tion, which, swelling against restraint, now burst all
bounds, and poured Hself forth in lanpuage in which
her inadequate Spanish was liberally filled out by the
‘rapid rushing sounds of her nalive tongue. The veins
upon her brow were risen into ridges, and those upnn
her throat seemed cords that gresped and threatened
her with that suffocation which appeared alse to be no
less threatened in her thick and choking utterance, Her
figure, which was naturally small, seemed to rise and
expand with the provacaiion, and her extended hand,
as she bade him fiy, was iifted with a majesty which
might have furnished & lesson of united grace and dig-
nity to the most polished and finely tutored princess of
the royal race of Christendom. The now inflexible eye
of the secretary gazed on her with a mingled expression
of pity and admiration. In bisthoughts, at that moment,
he feit no anger, and nothing but sympathy. Her scorn,
and the keen language from bher lips did not vex him. He
only thought of the moment when the truth should be-.
come known to her, no longer {o be doubted, which she
now denied with such warm confidence and hostile ex-
pressicn.

» Yet, Careta, but awhile. If this should be true that
I teil thee—say that I prove it to be true—that Vasco Nu-
nez is to wed with Teresa Davila—"

« Thou canst not prove it—it is not true,” she replied
impetuously., He patiently repeated the words, and pro-
ceeded —

«If T ¢can prove it to thee by the lips of Micer Cadro?”

* ] should sooner believe that Mirer Codro had grown
false like thyself, than believe this baseness of my lord.
+Let me not hear thee longer, How shouid [ believe thee
—thou that speakest to me evii of my lord, only when
thon hLast been thyself shown guilly of the worst of evil
designs against himn? Thy dazzer has bheen lifted
against his heart, even when'his heart most believed in
the poodness of thine, Sefior Pedro, I would not have
“thee die by & cruel death. Go—leave Isla Rica ere my

- ——————
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lord returneth; for it may not be that I shall keep from
him the truth.”

“ Hear me, Careta—shall I prove to thee by thy lord's
own words that he is bound to wed, by his own promise,
with Teresa Davila?! Look, here is his own letter to
that damsel, new written, and to be sent this day to
Balsas.”

She turned away her head in haste.

«] would not see iteven if it be true, and, as thy falsehood,
I still would look away from it, as dishonouring my lord.
Thou canst not persuade me, Seiior Pedro. I will believe
nothing against my lord which is spoken by his enemy.”’

« Wilt thou not believe me when I swear 1"

*No ! How should I believe thee, when thy daily life is
a lie? Dost thou not walk beside my lord—dost thou not
smile when he speaks--and dost thou not hearken to his
secret thoughts, and counsel him as if thou wert his cer-
tain friend, even when thou wouldst strike him with thy
weapon? Shall 1 believe his words, whose actions are
80 false? No, no! From thy lips I will believe nothing."

The secretary paused a moment. Rapid thoughts
rushed through his mind. It was necessary that he
should resolve quickly. He saw at a glance that there
was no relenting on the part of the Indian damsel; that
no assurance of the faithlessness of Vasco Nunez could
produce a like faithlessness in her, even if he could suc-
ceed in persuading her to credit his own assurances.
Her resolution seemed equally certain—as, indeed, there
could be no reasonable hope on his part that it should be
otherwise—that the return of the adelantado from his
cruise would be the hour of his own exposure, A des-
perate resolve passed through his mind—a horrible idea
—~by which he hoped to escape this danger, and remaln
at the same time in the neighbourhood of his victim.

« Shall I now,” he thought to himself, * be driven by
this woman from the revenge which I have so long
meditated—which i{s an oath written in heaven, and
which the spirit of the injured dead hath been invoked
to witness? No! Driven hence, I lose all present pros-
pect of my vengeance, and the tongue of thls woman
leaves me to the hostile and destructive rage of Vasco
Nunez, who wiil inevitably pursue me to the death. . That
were nothing, could I destroy, also, in the hour of my own

voL. 1. 19
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destruction—but that cannot be. There is yet another
mode. Careta!”

The last word was spoken aloud, and he advanced as
he spoke towards the damsel. Without suffering his eye
to lose its immediate hold upon hers, his hand, unobserved
by her, possessed itself of a dagger, which hung with
other armour against a tree, around which his sylvan
tent had been erected. Grasped firmly in his left hand,
the blade was turned upward and concealed behind his,
arm. He approached her with slow steps, and his ear as
he moved was keenly alive to the stillness of the scene
without. As if unassured, he looked once more to the
entrance of the tent. The very billows seemed sleeping
upon the shore. The hundred details of a cruel scheme
of murder and concealment went through his mind in
regular order in the short minute’s space in which his
eyes were thus employed.

« A single sudden blow,” thus ran the terrible musings
of his mind, * and she is silenced for ever. This wide
waste of waters will bear her beyond sight of the keenest
eye, and there are none near to behold the stroke—to hear
the cry—to see or to speak. Careta!” he exclaimed re-
turning ; “ thou art resolved then to hear nothing—neither
thy lord’s crime against me, nor that which he has medi-
tated against thyself. Of what avail will it be to thee
that thou shouldst tell this to Vasco Nunez, and show
that thou lovest him in spite of all his injustice, when, but
a little month shall pass, and thou wilt be doomed to be-
hold another in his arms 1"

«Thou hast already filled my ears with this, Sefior Pe-
dro. Have I not said to thee that I believe it not?”

« Thou art then resolved to give me up to the vengeance
of thy lord—nothing but my death will appease thee 1"

« Nay, the Holy Virgin forbid that thou shouldst die.
I wish not that. Do I not tell thee to depart ere my lord
cometh? Were it not for the safety of my lord, my lips
should be sealed—he should never hear of thy crime. No,
no! Go where he may not find thee. Go, where thou
mayst turn to be sorry for thy evil thoughts. In the
country far over the waters my lord will never find thee
—nay, I promise thee I will beg that he will never seek
after thee. 1 will beg him to forgive thee, and to forget
thy crime.”
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“ Poor fool!” exclaimed the secretary half aloud; “in
a little time what will thy prayers to him avail thee—and
thy promises to me? Thou little dreamest thy owp dis-
~ carded destiny. Thou little knowest thy own wrongs—
the abiding hopelessness of that heart which is so com-
pletely the slave of another’s that it will believe no evil of
its tyrant.. Thou wilt yet pray for me—for thy avenger!
—I cannot strike her now. It were a blow against the
purest innocence. I am not sworn against virtue but
against evil—not against the weak but the strong—not
against the just and gentle, but the bloody-minded and
unjust. No! There is yet another mode. I will try that.
Careta! I will obey thee. See! I mean thee no evil—
this dagger was but now lifted in my hand to slay thee.
I had sworn against the life of Vasco Nunez—thou wert
in possession of my secret, and when, in thy blind devo-
tion to that man, thou refusedst all ear to my accusation
against him, my first thought was to silence thee, that I
might still be nigh to work out my vow of vengeance.
But I look on thee with too much admiration to strike-—I
pity thee, for what the future will bring thee, too much to
heed the opposition of thy will to mine, and the scorn and
hostility which thon breathest against me. I will leave
Isla Rica,even as thou counsellest—but the hour will come,
Careta, when in thy secret thought thou wilt say, the blow
which was almed by my hand at the breast of Vasco Nu-
nez, and which thy woman hand hath baffled, had been a
blow no less sweet to thy heart than its success had been
to mine.”

“ Never, never! The Holy Virgin strengthen and pre-
serve me from such a sinful thought. It glads me, Sefior
Pedro, that thou goest from Isla Rica. Thy dagger
alone could have kept me from speech to my lord of the
crime which thou hast meditated against him ; and Careta
had been only too happy to have died for him, could it be
that her death had saved his life. Go!—1I forgive thee for
what thou hast thought against me ; but I cannot forgive
thee that which thou hast felt against my lord. Thou
mightst have slain me, Sefior Pedro, but even with the
blood going out of my heart, I had told thee that my faith
in my lord is fast. Thou canst not move me in that, whe-
ther [ live or die.”

«“ Thou art worthy of a better faith, Careta,” replied
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the secretary, gazing on her with pity and admiration,
«and I would that my prayer might find thee a better for-
tune. Alas! for thee, I shall one day see thee more deso-
late than myselfl I leave thee.”

“Go, sefior, and let thy prayer be for thyself and not
for Careta. The Christian God hath been very kind al-
ready to the poor Indian. 1 am bidden to have faith In
him, and from what he hath already shown me of his
favour, I were blind and foolish had I not. May he favour
thee, Sefior Pedro, and make thy heart wise to love only
that which is good.”

% Thou wilt yet curse him and die!” exclaimed the se-
cretary, as he left the tent and moved fowards the sea-
shore.

She made him no answer, but her bands were clasped,
and her eyes lifted up to heaven, with an expression in
which the serene, relying, hope shone out with a tender-
ness of aspect that looked most like love, and yet was
religion. In ancther hour and the brigantine left Isla
Rlca for the river Balsas, bearing in her the secretary of
Vasco Nunez, no less revengeful in his mood than before,
and, perhaps even more resolved upon its executlon, from
that defeat of his design which had ended in his exiie
from the victim.
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CHAPTER XXNI .

THE AVENGER BUSY AT A DISTANCE.

Tre secretary of Vasco Nunez sped with all despatch
from Balsas to Acla, and from Acla to Darien. It was
fortunate for his purposes that just at this time the usual
objects of the exploring expedition required that a large
brigade of soldiers and labourers, still employed in the
transportation of materials and supplies across the moun-

’ tains, should set out on their return journey. As the
confidential secretary of the Adelantado of the South Sea,
bearing his despatches to Pedrarias, the representations
of Pedro were received without question, and his for-
ward progress facilitated without any scruple, by those
officials who might, upon any hint of the truth, have
readily arrested him. But the ill fortune of the con-
queror prevailed, and his enemy reached Darien in safety,
and in a space of time, for those days, and in that difficult
and perilous journey, of unusual shortness. It was then
that he came to the final resolution—a resolution which a
sense of personal pride had baffied long before—of
making others the agents of that vengeance which he
had found himself unable to execute. As soon as his
mind felt itself undivided in the pursuit of this one object,
he dismissed his former scruples. A ready sophistry
reconciled him now to agents and artifices which he had
scorned before; and his first visit in Darien was to one
whom he had sufficient reason to know was the bitter
enemy of Vasco Nunez. This was Francisco Pizarro.
The scornful smile, the sharp, contemptuous question, and
the rude, brutal demeanour of this bloody soldier,-did not
now offend him. ’ :

« Sefior,” said he, ¢ I have now the means to serve you
—to meet your former desires, and please Don Pedrarias.

19*
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I have it now in my power to convict the Sefior Vasco
of treason—to show that he designs to throw off the
government of Darien, and with his brigantines pass to
the provinces bordering on the great South Sea, beyond
the jurisdiction of Pedrarias.”

“ Thou art late with thy pronf,” replied Pizarro. “ How
know we that Pedrarias will believe these things of one
pledged to be his son-in-law? What are thy proofs of
what thou sayest? Whose testimony beside thy own canst
thou offer in support of thy charge ?”

“Proof shall not be wanting,” was the answer; *“and
if thy former desire hold on this subject, Sefior Francisco,
thy question might have been spared. Thou mightst
easily get proof which will maintain the truth of my as-
surances. But this shall not be lacking, as I tell thee;
and when I assure Don Pedrarias, moreover, that it is
scarcely the purpose of Vasco Nunez to become his son-
in-law—that he still clings to the Indian woman—"

“ Couldst thou show this, perhaps

“ It were easy. Pedrarias hath no love for Vasco Nu-
nez. It wasin a moment of fear that this treaty of mar-
riage and reconciliation was patched up, and only by the
means of the Archbishop Quevedo. He is no longer here
to keep his agreement whole, and help his ally through
thick and thin. How many enemies hath Vasco Nunez
made here in Darien, all of whom rage against him. The
Bachelor Corral hates him with an unforgiving hate, which
would destroy wherever he might dare. Alonzo de la
Puente is no less his foe. Thou, thyself, hast found 4
ready confidence, in what thou sayst, in Don Pedrarias ;
and methinks there is a natural bias against the adelan-
tado in his mind, because of the rivalship and better for-
tunes of Vasco Nunez, which will make it easy to persuade
him of the truth of my declaration. Nay, more, I have
papers of the adelantado, under his own hand, which will
greatly help to establish it against him.”

“Let us go to Pedrarias on the instant,” was the an-
swer of Pizarro, < Thou art in the right spirit for good
fortune, Pedro—see that thou shrink not from it. Speak
to Pedrarias as thou hast spoken to me, else it shall be
worse for thee now. I am not to say these things as
from thy authority, from which thou thyself shalt after-
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wards depart. Be thou firm, and mislead me not, if thou
wouldgt not eat my dagger.”

« Thou wilt find me no less firm than thyself,” replied
the youth. “ Nay, I should prove myself so even more if
in thy dagger’s spite, and utterly in scorn of thy threat.
Such have I shown thee already, Sefior Francisco, of a
temper which needs no word from thee to make it reso-
lute, whether it be in defence of a friend, or in prosecu-
tion of just vengeance on a foe.”

“ Thou shouldst have a better strength for thy dagger,
boy—better limbs and more masculine manhood for thy
tongue. Thy spirit were more becoming were it more
modest, for audacity and weakness, when they go to-
gether, make the geese grin—thou shouldst know the
proverb. ButI speak not this to anger thee,” he con-
tinued, as he beheld the ghastly paleness on the youth’s
cheek, and the dark crimson hue which succeeded it—
* since thy boldness angers not me. Be thou as resolute
before Pedrarias, to repeat what thou hast said to me,
and thou wilt find no better friend in Darien than Fran-
cisco Pizarro. I rather like the frankness which becomes
insolent, than the timidity which grows treacherous and
strikes, like a hidden snake, with full venom at the heel.
Yet,”—a brief pause followed at this point, which seemed
sufficiently appropriate after the utterance of a sentiment
sotruly at variance with the real principles of the speaker,
and one which brought something more than a smile upon
the lips of his companion—¢ yet, Pedro,” he continued,
* though in truth, it will nothing help this business for-
ward, yet would 1 know wherefore now thou shouldst be
the enemy of Vasco Nunez, that, but a little space ago,
was his most trusted and serviceable friend. These
changes happen not without a cause; and yet, according
to thy own showing, to the moment when thou leftst Isla
Rica thou wert still hig approved secretary.” )

« ] have served the Sefior Vasco, and served him faith-
fully,” replied the youth gravely, * but I never was his
friend. From the first I have been his sworn but secret
foe. Nay, more, even when I served him—when I de-
clined to serve thee against him—I was sworn to slay
him. Ask me not farther of this matter, Sefior Francisco.
It is enough that | am now resolved to put my oath in
execution. I have been a foolish boy—flattered with
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shows of greatness and dreams of glory, and blinded no
less to the truth than to my duty. That hour is past— .
the scales have fallen from my eyes, and though 1 wield
not the dagger with my own hand for his destruction, it
is not the less effectually my blow, when I arm with it
the hand of another more capable to strike.”

“ That is true, but here is the Plaza,” said the rough
soldier, comprehending in part only the somewhat mysti-

~cal solution which his companion gave him of that moral
perversity in his course, which it required a nicer judg-
ment than his own readily to reconcile. *Now, Pedro,
see that thou keepest to thy story. It will not be hard,
as thou sayst, to make Pedrarias believe. He fears the
successes of Vasco Nunez, and will not be slow to hate
where he fears. 1 will move him to these fears by other
facts of which I have knowledge ; and there is more to
alarm him in this matter touching Vasco Nunez and his
daughter, than thou dreamest of. This damsel, when she
dwelt in Espafiola denied Vasco Nunez, in his prayer for
love; there is nothing strange, but much that is reason-
able in the thought that he means not to wed her now—
that he will fling back her hand into her father’s face,
when he has once laid a clean keel on the waters of the
great South Sea. Let me but show this image to the
mind of Pedrarias, and the jealous old man grows furious.
Boy, thou shalt speed well for this.”

As Pizarro anticipated, it was any thing but dlfﬁcult to
awaken in the mind of Pedrarias all his old suspicions of
Vasco Nunez, and all the hostility accordingly, which had
so persecutingly pursued him before. Many circum-
stances contributed to -swell the torrent of imputation
which was raised against the distant and unconscious
cavalier. A long interval had followed his last departure
from Darien, and he had failed to communicate to the
governor his projects and achievements. The very de-
spatches which he had prepared to send by the brigan-
tine which bore the secretary to Balsas, were in the pos-
session of the latter, and suppressed for his own pur-
poses from delivery. To this it may be added, that there
were in the hands of the secretary some documents which,
in their imperfect and incomplete condition, tended in
some considerable degree to confirm his misrepresenta-
tions. It was shown clearly that Vasco Nunez had not

P
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been without some idea of ridding himself of the gover-
nor’s control, in the event of his being able to launch his
vessel upon the great sea which he had found; and though,
to the unprejudiced and unembittered mind, it would have
appeared equally clear upon inquiry, that these memoran-
da had been made, and these ideas formed, at a period
preceding the late compromise between the parties, yet
the pertinacity of Pizarro, and the positive asseverations
of the secretary, completely blinded the despotic governor
to all consideration of reason or justice on this subject.
He yielded, as had been predicted, to a passion of fury,
which only suffered itself to be quieted at last by the
conviction that his enemy, as he deemed him, was beyond
his power; and believing, as he did, the representations
of the conspirators, his natural fear and inference were,
that, being now fairly in possession of the means equally
.of flight and independence, Vasco Nunez would soon bid
him defiance. It was not the policy, however, of those
who sought the destruction of the latter, to suffer him to
rest in this last conviction; and Pizarro showed many
reasons for his assurance that it was the policy of the
cavalier to maintain an appearance of good faith with his
superior for some little time longer. It was at length the
conclusion of the parties that Vasco Nuneg was a traitor,
and should suffer the punishment of one. But how to
get him into the power of Pedrarias was now the only
difficulty. If his designs were such as had been ascribed
to him, it was scarcely reasonable to suppose that he
would tamely yield himself to punishment—it was equally
improbable that he should not exercise a large degree of
precaution towards the man in relation to whom he medi-
tated so much faithlessness. He had now four brigan-
tines, all well manned and afloat, upon an ocean,
the whole world of which was fairly before him, where to
choose. Three hundred picked men—his own devoted
followers—s« the old soldiers of Darien”—men who had
already shown their love of their commander, by the
readiness with which they had turned out at the sum-
mons of a mere boy, for his rescue from the prison to
which Pedrarias had consigned him—these were at his
bidding, and immediately under his command. They
could not be withdrawn from him on any pretence not
calculated to provoke suspicion, and any open attempt
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even under the seem'ing sanction of the law, openly to ar- .
rest him, would, it was evident enough to every under-
standing, arouse him to instant defiance and insurrec-
..on. The governor was bewildered, uutil the more wily
secretary came to his assistance,

« It seems to me, your excellency,” he said, * that this
matter is not so difficult as you suppose. To summon
Vasco Nunez to Darien, to answer charges against him,
would be, it is true, most likely to defeat your object.
But why do this? The easier course would be to express
no suspicions—to utter no charges—but to write to him,
as before—to invite him, not to Darien, but to Acla, whither
he well knows you have already resolved to go. There
are motives enough which would justify your desire to
meet with him, if it were only to confer on the subject of
the intended expedition ; and the more effectually to dis-
arm his suspicions, should he have them, it were not un-
wice to counsel your daughter to write him, as if of her
own heart, desiring his presence also. Meanwhile, care
should be taken that such of his known friends as are
here in Darien, should be seized and silenced. Hernando
de Arguello, who hath large interest in the fortunes of
Vasco Nunez, should be at once arrested on any plea—
but kept from communication with Acla and the Balsas.
There are others, his officers, one of whom is here and
two at Acla, whom it were no less important to arrest
with all despatch. These are Valdebarrano, Hernan
Muiios, and Botello. I know that these men counsel
Vasco Nunez of all the doings in his absence at Santa
Maria and Acla. This done, silently, and what more?
Nothing—but to await at Acla for the coming of the
traitor, with a force strong enough to secure him. The
Sefior Francisco, I doubt not, can bring together in short
time a strong band to go forth and seize him, while he
comes unsuspectingly with the messenger whom you
despatch for him to Isla Rica.”

Such were the counsels of the secretary, and they
were such as readily commanded the entire ear of Pe-
drarias. They were accordingly adopted, and measures
taken for their prompt execution. Arguello was arrested
that very night, and Gaspar Nino, a man known to be
faithful to Pedrarias, yet one who was equally well known
for his mild and just deportment, was chosen, with three
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others, equally inoffensive, to bear the deceitful despatches
to Vasco Nunez, and to accompany him to Acla. To
this man, though the words of Pedrarias conveyed no
knowledge of his sinister determination, his manner, at
once angry and restrained, conveyed a signification of
the truth, which the arrest of Hernando de Arguello con-
tributed to strengthen. He said nothing, however, but
set forth without scruple in the performance of his duty ;
leaving the conspirators in anxious expectation of the
results of a scheme, of the success of which, forming
their inferences. rather with regard to their own evil ob-
jects than to any just appreciation of the character of
their noble victim, they had as many doubts as expecta-
tions. These doubts were stronger in the mind of the
governor, than in those of his coansellors and agents.
They were more sanguine, from a better knowledge of
the frank, confiding simplicity of Vasco Nunez, of the
success of the expedition; and Pizarro, exulting in his
hopes, was in no wise sparing of the applauses which- he
now bestowed upon his heretofore despised coadjutor by
whom the plan had been devised.

“ That was a shrewd notion of thine, Pedro,” he said,
“to get the letter Ttom Teresa Davila, for of a certainty
Vasco Nuanez loves that woman ; though she hath, if I
may believe the eyes of woman, but little thought of him.
That letter will bring him, be sure, even were all other
artifices to fail. He will put his head into her lap, and
she will call the enemy, even as the worthy Jeronomite-
father tells us was the case with the strong man of old
made captive by the heathen Philistines. It were now
worthy question, if Pedrarias declared the truth to his
daughter ere she wrote the letter.” ’

The curiosity expressed by Pizarro was echoed by the
secretary, and remembered by the latter long after the
former had forgotten the sentiment. The question was
one which, considering the past tenor of our narrative,
may possibly arise in the minds of our readers also; and
. it may not be ill advised briefly to detail the particulars
of the interview between Pedrarias and his daughter
when the former sought her with this object. He sup-
pressed all the knowledge which he had obtained by the
secretary, except the simple fact of his arrival ; and this
circumstance alone, as the latter had brought with him
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no communication from her lover, or, atleast, had de-
livered none to her, was, of itself, enough to occasion
some suspicion or surmise in her mind, that all things
were not as they should be. Still she smoothed her fea-
tures into that simplicity of expression which innocent
confidence ever wears, and cunning sometimes imitates
so well, and listened calmly to the language of her father,
whose success in a like effort to be calm was scarcely so
successful. But Teresa saw not, or affected not to see,
the haifstified disquiet struggling in his features and
rising even in the tones of his voice.

“ Teresa, my love, despatches will leave Darien by to-
morrow’s dawn for the Balsas on the Southern Sea—it
should give thee pleasure to send greeting to the Sefior
Vasco. I would have thee write him a letter filled with
thy fondest follies. He is a brave, noble gentleman, yet
he seems to love these things—be no wise sparing of
them—thou mayst safely requite him; for, of a truth, I
think he loves thee very much.”

“ Yea, my father, so, truly, would it seem. His love
hath taken from him all power of speech—all expression !
There hath come—if the tale be rightly told—there hath
come his secretary, directly from the Sefior Vasco, yet
he brings me no word, no speech, no token. Even were
it a matter of so great speed that time were not suffered
for a letter, yet, methinks, there are pearls of that
Southern Sea not unseemly as a token from its adelantado
for the damsel to whom he hath pledged hand and heart,
and for whom his love is held to be so excessive. When
he hath shown more heed of Teresa Davila, he shall have
like heed from her. It were scarce seemly that I should
pen missives to one who hath shown no such remem-
brance of me.”

“ Pshaw, Teresa, would thy father demand of thee any
thing unseemlyt 'There is nothing in this, believe thee—
nothing to make thee doubtful of the regard of the Seifor
Vasco. He hath had great trouble in launching his
brigantines-—there were matters calling for his eye and
hand, so that time has not been left him for these passing
tokens. But he did not forget thee—there were words to
which, truth, I paid little heed, which the secretary poured
into mine ears, and which were solely meant for thine—
-and now, I remember me, they were words of such custo-
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mary tenderness that I held it scarce needful to give them
very watchful ear. He hath not forgotten thee, Teresa,
be sure.”

“ The secretary shall take like words of tenderness
back,” replied the maiden quietly ; “thou shalt tell him
as from me, my father, what in thy own wisdom would
be seemly for a damsel to say to her betrothed.—
Thou—"

“ Demonios ! 1 will do no such thing. I tell thee, itis my
wish, Teresa, that thou shouldst write !” exclaimed the
other impatiently. “1It is of use—it hath an object be-
yond what thou seest in thy girlish simplicity. Thou
shalt write to the Sefior Vasco—thou shalt speak to him
in that idle language in wlich girl feelings overcome the
better and properer sense, and tell him of thy love and of
thy lack, and of the joy which his presence should bring
thee., Nay, more, thou shalt implore his presence at
Darien, as of a wish in thy own heart, which, I trust me,
he will be scarce able to withstand. Dost thou hear me,
Teresa—dost thou hearken to my words '

“ Truly, my father, these are strange requirements.
‘What is thy meaning—what wouldst thou have of me—
what of the Sefior Vasco 7"

“ Of thee, obédience—of him But why do 1 prate?
Do thus, Teresa, and let it suffice thee, that all things—
thy father’s government—his fortune—nay, perhaps his
life—all rest on the presence of Vasco Nunez here in
Darien. Seek not to inquire farther. Is not this
enough

“ Enough?—Ay! But stiil, wherefore, my father,
wherefore, if the presence of the Sefior Vasco be so
needful in Darien, dost thou not send thy own de-
spatches 7’ .

“ Would he obey them—would he come?” demanded
the other precipitately; then, conscious of having inti-
mated a doubt which he would Yather have suppressed,
he continued, though confusedly, in an awkward endea-
vour to qualify or explain his hasty utterance—* Launch-
ed on that strange sea, and, perchance, on the eve of new
discoveries, it may be, Teresa, he would not so much re-
gard my wishes—but thine—thine! Teresa, write me
as I would have thee. I tell thee again, it is a matter of
great need, and life—thy father’s life—is, perchance, a

YOL. 1I, 20
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thing to depend upon the success of thy despatch in this
matter.”

The daughter keenly eyed the old man’s countenance
as he spoke, and read there that language which he had
been vainly striving to hide. His anxiety on the subject,
and the utter absence of any good reason why he should
not summon Vasco Nunez himself, if he desired his pre-
sence at Darien, and :if he meditated nothing hostile
against him, or had no suspicions of his fidelity—furnish-
ed strong conjectures to her mind, which led her very
nearly to the truth. Had she really loved Vasco Nunez, she
would have obeyed without reflection, since to have the
loved one near her, would have led her instantly to that
obedience to a father’s commands, in the recognition of
which the desires of her own heart were so immediately
consulted. Without such a feeling she was enabled

“to analyse his, and calmly to reflect upon what he said;
and her conviction, the result of her prompt examination
of the matter, apprised her of the truth as clearly as if her
father had confided to her his true motives for the urgent
wish which he declared. Her deliberative silence, while
she thought of these topics, and the growing intelligence
which appeared in her countenance, at length compelled
his deliberation also; and a moment’s cadm survey of her
features, the first, probably, which he had made during
their conference, almost led him to the belief that his
secret was discovered, or, at least, strongly conjectured.
This presented to his jealous,mind a new subject of alarm.
Thinking it not improbable, in spite of her refusal of
Vasco Nunez, that she might now have some attachment
for him, as, indeed, nothing would have seemed more
natural than that she should entertain sonie such feel-
ing for one, who was at that period the admiration of
a whole world, he began to fear that she might not only
refuse to second his wishes, but apprise his enemy of the
danger that threatened him at Darien. His keen, earnest,
and anxious glance, when she perceived it, startled and
offended her ; and a deep crimson suffusion of her cheeks
attested the presence in her mind of another conscious-

- ness which the governor could not so well appreciate. If
she believed  the designs of Pedrarias to be hostile to
Vasco Nunez, she was absolutely conniving against her
betrothed to hearken to the application of her father ; and
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a sense of propriety, even if she lacked all love' for the
destined victim, made her feel her present conduct, if she
was convinced of his danger, criminal in the last degree.
On this head she had no scruples so long as she preserved

- her secret ; but to suffer her father to believe that she
conjectured his designs, was to compel her to declare
against his application. Her momentary fear that he had
made this discovery, produced the accusing blush which
mantled her cheeks for an instant. A happy thought
accounted for the suffusion and her scruples at the same
instant.

«“ My father, you ask too much from your daughter.
Must I seek the Sefior Vasco, who surely hath been little
heedful of my claims? Shall I write to him in the lan-
guage of my heart, when he hath been so chary of the
expressions of his own? It is a hard duty, and my cheek
may well burn me and glow like fire while my thought
dwells upon it. But thou hast said—thy will shall move
me to this, when it would better please my own to say
nothing to one who, perchance, at this very moment, has
no thought of me. But ere I write, I must see and speak
with this messenger. I would hear from him the lan-
guage of the Seifior Vasco, that I may be the better able
to shape my own in reply.”

* Thou shalt—yes, thou shalt see him—though, truth
to speak, it is but a little matter that he will tell thee.
But let not his tidings move thee to speak coldly to the
Seiior Vasco. Let thy words clip and cling to him,
Teresa—be warm—be fond—I will not chide thee, my
child, though thou breathest a fondness which would pour
fire into the cold veind of a Jeronymite, so that thou
bringest him to thy feet—so that thou bringest him to
meet us in Acla.”

There was yet another suffusion on the cheeks of the
maiden.

“It is thy danger, my father—the danger to thy life
only, my father, which should move me to such unseem-
ing fondness as that thou speakest of*

* Wouldst thou have better reason? I tell thee, Teresa,
as the holy friars would tell thee, that holding ever the
good end in view, even the employment of the evil agent
becomes a hallowed necessity before God.”
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CHAPTER XXIV.
THE SCALES CLOSING FAST OVER THE EYES bF THE RAGLE.

Tue secretary of Vasco Nunez received his instructions
from Don Pedrarias before he was despatched to the pre-
sence of his daughter.

« She hath consented—she will write,” were his words,
“and write as we wounld have her, beguiling the lion to
the pit, though she knows nothing of our purpose. She
would, however, first hear from thee those pleasant re-
membrances, so sweet to dreaming boys and half-fledged
maidens, which, to such are natural enough, and which I
have persuaded her the Sefior Vasco entrusted to thy
keeping for her ears. I have given her to believe that but
for pressing toils and urgent necessities, alone, he would
have written those tender matters at large, which he hath
otherwise been compelled to give to thy charge in spoken
words, 1am but ill suited to repeat these toys which
thou wilt manage better than myself. See that thy in-
vention be more fertile than mine—let thy fancy couch
fairly, and spring with a free pinion, for I trow such is
the sort of speech of most lovers, and of the Sefior
Vasco, chief among them. He hath a high and swelling
utterance, as if all Castile was mighty in his throat.
Manage thou thy part rightly, and this swelling spirit
shall be brought as lpw as revenge itself could wish.
Remember, only, she hath no thought of this. I fear me
she loves this traitor—traitor as he is—and would warn
him of the danger, did she fear it, though the warning
sped the arrow of death at the bosom of her own father.
Be ripe, Pedro, in thy caution., Weigh thy words
—Ilet none which are light escape thee. Seest thou not
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how I am beset all around? My own wife deems nobly
of this wily traitor, and hath not spared her censure
when she hath found me hostile. ' Wife, daughter, friend,
captain, all hath his cunning moved to work against my
will. Be thou faithful, and thou shalt grow superior to
them all in the favour of Pedrarias.”

The secretary heard this communication thh ill-con-
cealed scorn.

« This base creature, who would make his own child
the instrument to destroy one whom he deems she loves,
he fancies that in this behalf I toil for him. Would it
were that I did not. That it were not needful, in securing
my own purpose of revenge, I should toil for his also.
I am his tool, his agent, Ha! ha! Have I not sharp-
ened his dull wits and jealous fears, that he should be
mine 1"

Such were the thoughts of the secretary, as he left the
presence of the governor. The commission entrusted to
him now was in no wise disagreeable. A minor senti.
ment made it gratifying. He was curious to note in how
much the maiden might suffer loss by the death of Vasco
Nunez.

«] believe not,”* said he as he went, * this story of her
love for him. The old man, Micer Codro, hath more than
once, in mine own hearing, counselled Vasco Nunez
against too much faith in her words; and from other
tongues than his, I have learned to look upon her as
one selfish, cold, jealous, and malignant as Pedrarias.
We shall see. It is well I destroyed not the letter of
Vasco Nunez. It will help this purpose to yield it to her
hands. But how?! It hath been told her that I brought
none. Stay! There is no trouble in this. The tender
speech of lovers is nothing for public ear. The doves go
apart from the flock in the season of their affections, and
it is easy to say, I was bidden 1o give this letter in secret
to my lady’s own hands. This will do—this will do; and
for the rest, as the skies counsel.”

Teresa Davila was surprised by the presentation of the
letter from her lover—a circumstance that somewhat
added to the difficulty of comprehending the relation in
which her father stood with him. The plausible talk of
the secretary which naturally accounted for the ignorance
of Don Pedrarias on the subject of this communication,

20"
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contributed still more to the conviction that there was
something wrong between them ; and, it followed, in the
perusal of the letter, widch in fact contained nothing more
than those ordinary expressions of attachment which were
to be expected in such a communication, that her prompt
imagination did not fail to detect much that was occult
and mysterious. Single expressions were seized upon
here and there, upon which to build some considerable
structures of suspicious conjecture, and when, from her
conversation with Pedro, she discovered that Vasco Nu-
nez was in fact, if not in law, utterly independent of her
father, and might bid him defiance and prosper, her subtle
mind readily understood the fear which had seized upon
that of the governor, and in which she did not fail with
equal promptness to participate.

« With four brigantines, and nearly four hundred
men, Pedro,” said the lady, ¢ the adelantado must surely
meditate some great exploit. He will not linger at Isla
Rica. He hath launched too holdly forth upon this strange
ocean to pause now, and return. Will he not adventure
upon noble conquests? Meditates lie nothing of this
sort? Methinks thou shouldst know, being his favoured
secretary ; methinks'it were not unfitting that he should
stretch his sails for strange lands, of. which we have not
heard in Darien. It were, perhaps, something against his
orders, but thou knowest the Sefior Vasco is a great fa-
vourite with the king, and such little excess might be suf-
fered in consideration of the wondrous discoveries he
hath already made, and may yet make in his journeys.
It were, I doubt not, easier for my father to forgive his
_wanderings, than for me to forgive his absence.”

The secretary answered the maiden with a degree of
subtlety even greater than her own. He saw which way
her suspicions tended, and encouraged them. He gavea
glowing picture of the passion of adventure—another
name for ambition-—on the part of his master; of whom
he declared himself a devoted admirer ; and with an
enthusiasm which seemed to arise from the simple over-
flowings of his zeal, he cunningly depicted the delights of
that sort of life to which he described Vasco Nunez as
particularly inclining. Isla Rica was declared to be a
paradise—the South Sea a world of wonders, which am-
ply atoned for the absence of all the world beside—and
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fn the seeming fulness of his heart, which seemed to
forget the clalms of the person before whom he stood,
he let fall certain judicious hints of the Indian damsel—of
her beauty, and her invariable attendance upon all those
expeditions which formed the constant business of the
chief.

« Enough, Pedro,” said the maiden, with an air of
hauteur which fully assured the secretary that he had
gained his object ; “enough! ere sunset you will receive
a letter from me for the hands of the Sefior Vasco.”

“ She hath it 1" exclaimed the secretary, exultingly, as
he left the presence. ¢ She hath it, and he will have it
soon. The shaft hath hit the true mark, and the wound
rankles, and will be sore enough till all is over. A proud,
cold creature! Truly doth the Sefior Vasco deserve his
doom, if it were only for the foolish crime of doing wrong
to one so pure, so lovely as Careta, in tribute to one,
Jovely though she be, yet scant of soul, and utterly
heartless, as is this Lady Teresa. She, too, is my instru-
ment—she, and the vain old fool, her father—and the base
and brutal Pizarro—they are all my instruments—my
tools of might, my weapons of vengeance. I am weak
and feeble, am I!” He surveyed his slight frame and
slender arms as he spoke, while a smile of mingled
_ bitterness and triumph overspread his lips. “ Who shall
say that I am weak, when I wield such instruments as
these! The strong man moves the sword, and I move
him. The ambitious and the cunning leap into station
and gain the eminence, and I command all the powers
due to their station. It is a just providence, indeed, that
my superior wit and wisdom reconciles the inequalities of
mere brute capacity. What is the lion’s strength to the
serpent’s fang—the rage of the wild buflto the agile anger
of the mountain eagle?! Neither the strength of the beast,
nor the speed of the bird is in my limbs. Shall it be for-
bidden me that I meet their anger with the wisdom and
the venom of the serpent?”

The letter of Teresa Davila was in readiness at the
time appointed. Shall we add that it fully answered the
contemplated objects of the father—that it answered the
‘fond protestations of her lover, with such protestations
as lovers are wont to love, yet fully kept itse!f within that
nice, yet well-marked boundary of reserve, which seems
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to be an instinct among women, only forgotten or dis-
regarded when they are willing to forego what may
also be designated as a womanly policy. And yet, while
she penned the epistle which was intended to bring to
her feet the person whom she so professed to love, she
felt more than doubtful of the reception which he would
get from her father. She saw that the suspicions of
Don Pedrarias were already in arms, and-all his caution
failed to blind her to the truth, that, if he had not deter-
mined to hate where she was sworn to love, it was not
her love that would keep him from a condition of mind to
which he was rapidly horrying, and which would give
activity to bhate, and arm it with all the weapons of un-
sparing hostility.

Pedrarias had already prepared his despatches for
Vasco Nunez, and these, no less treacherously designed
than the letter of Teresa, were placed in the hands of the
messengers, who set forth for Acla by dawn of the day
following. When a day had elapsed from their departure,
he commanded Francisco Pizarro to put the whole force
of the settlement under arms. These he reviewed, and
from these selecting a strong body of the stoutest vete-
rans, he placed them under the command of the fierce
soldier just named, and sent him forth to meet the return-
ing messengers with their victim. This commission
against his old commander was readily received by the
unscrupulous Pizarro. No less base than bloody, the
ambition of the vulgar and selfish mind by which he was
wholly governed, made him regard with indifference, or,
at least, without shame or compunction, the office of ar-
resting a leader who had always treated him with distin-
guished favour, and shared with him freely of his spoils
and glories. He followed the course of the messengers, pre-
pared with cool resolution to perform a farther part in that
treachery in which his share was already so considerable,

It was not to be supposed that these things could take
place in Darien, and these movements be made without
attracting some attention, and provoking some suspicion
among the people of the real purposes of the governor.
The arrest of Arguello, the special friend, and, indeed,
the partner of Vasco Nunez in several leading enterprises,
was enough to alarm the few persons in Darien who were
favourable to the adelantado. These, however, were too
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few and too timorous to seek or find any opportunities for
apprising him of his danger ; and the emissaries reached
Isla Rica and delivered their despatches to the warrior,
without his having the slightest suspicion of the true ob-
ject of their mission. The letters of Pedrarias were
couched in language of the most friendly confidence and
affection, and that of Teresa Davila, was a spell upon his
understanding, through the medium of his heart, which at
once deprived it of all*acuteness. That she should use
such tender language—that she should declare so earnest -
a desire for his presence, was a charm too potent to be
withstood. And while he pored over the beguiling billet,
he utterly forgot the Indian damsel, whose eye watched
his countenance the while with feelings of that instinct
apprehensiveness which is, perhaps, never utterly absent
from the bosom which truly loves. Long and fondly had
he lingered over the page, whose every accent found so
ready a response from the deepest chambers of his own
heart, ere his eye caught the sad, earnest, but sweet gaze
of the Indian girl, and then his conscience smote him, and
he averted his glance from hers while he said, in tones as
much hurried by delight as by his own rebuking spirit—

« Careta, I must leave thee—~I am summoned to Darien.
Here are despatches from Don Pedrarias, urgently com-
manding my presence. I will leave thee here at Isla
Rica, or thou wilt go with me to Acla; and-—and-—
Careta, wouldst thou not wish to go to thy father in
Coyba for a season?”’

“Does my lord wish that Careta should go from his
sight? Is'my lord sad to look upon the Indian 1* she de-
manded mournfully.

“ Nay, Careta, why shodldst thou speak in thns fashion?
‘Why should I be sorry to look on thee? Thou art lovely
to the sight; and do I not know that thou art good,
Careta, as thou art beautiful? Why, then, should I be
sad to look on thee 1"

“ Wherefore, then, would my lord send me from his
presence? Wherefore should I stay in Isla Rica when he
is away at Darien ?”

« Nay, if thou wishest it, Careta, thou shalt go with me
to Acla. Thou canst remain at Acla in more safety until
I come from Darien; though, it may be, thou wouldst
better prefer to go for a season to thy father in Coyba?”



234 THE DAMSEL OF DARIEN.

« Father and mother and people, did I leave to follow
my lord, Does my lord now say that I shall not follow
him

“ No, Careta, I say not this—but wherefore shouldst
thou suffer the toil of this journey? It would kill thee
to go with me whithersoever I go, among dangers which
thou canst oppose with no strength, and taking upon thee
a fatigue which is needless, full of pain, and without ,
profit.”

1 have no pain—I feel no fatigue—1I fear no danger—
when I can look upon my lord. I will go with thee, my
lord, to Darien, as I have gone with thee every where
before.”

Her pertinacjty, expressed at the same time with so
much fondness and humility, gave him no small uneasi-
ness. A guilty conscience all the while working in his
breast, added to his annoyance, and enfeebled his judg-
ment.

«“ ] must put an end to thls,” was the muttered resolu-
tion of his mind. "« If she goes with me to Darien, it will
be impossible to keep from her this knowledge. She will
see Teresa—she will hear from all around her, what
hitherto I have kept from her ears, and the worst will be
that Teresa will learn that which might be for ever fatal
to my hopes. On each side is vexation—but on that is
something more. Better she should know all at once—
better she should hear the truth at Isla Rica, than at
Darien. But I cannot speak it. Her looks crush me
with a weight of shame. Her sad, tearful eyes, sadder of
late than I have noted them before—her words of imper-
fect speech, full of a mournful tenderness—these go to
my heart, and reproach me with the sorrows she has yet
to feel. I would to God I had never seen her. It were’
less cruel for me to have slain her, after the brutal fashion
of our people, than to have taught her hopes and feelings
on which the cruel necessity makes me trample, as if I
cared for them nothing. It is a pledge to Pedrarias and
Teresa—it was the condition of my life and release. 1
cannot, in honour, fly from this marriage. That is writ-
ten—and she—poor Careta—I dare not meet her eyes.”

His own desires taught Vasco Nunez a sophistry
which, under other circumstances, his judgment would
have scorned. If his honour was pledged to Teresa, it



THE DAMSEL OF DARIEN. 235

was no less bound to the Indian maiden, whose claims,
however inferior they might be felt in some respects, were
at least superior from priority to all others; and the fact
that he obtained his release from prison, and probably his
life by such pledges, was no justification for a man no less
brave than honourable, who had faced death a thousand
times before, and should have faced it upon the scaffold,
sooner than have departed from that sworn faith which
formed the basis of another’s love and life. Nor, indeed,
did Vasco Nunez succeed in justifying himself by such
reasoning. While he strove thus to deceive himself, the
burning blush upon his cheek, and the sinking of his
eyes when he met the glance of the untutored and infe-
rior Indian, were conclusive even to himself of the dis-
honourable and worthless character of the plea. All that
may be said in his behalf, will fail of his defence in this
grand, and, we may add, almost the only leading error of
his conspicuous life ; and it is only to be extenvated by
the fact that he was the victim of oppressive circum-
stances, and of a passion which has been so long found
to be tyrannical, as almost to furnish a justification for
those perjuries of its victims at which Jove himself is
said to laugh. Vasco Nunez could not meet the eyes of
the poor Indian whose deep devotedness and fervent love
made his own infidelity so cruelly unjust. But his de-
termination was made, to apprise her of his engagement
with Teresa, as the only means, short of absolute harsh-
ness, by which to prevent her going with him to Darien.
To do this in person he found to be impossible, and he
sought the friendly aid of the astrologer.

“ Micer Codro, to you in fart ] owe my present posi-
tion. You made it the condition of my release with Pe-
drarias, that I should wed his daughter. The time is at
hand. I return with these messengers to Darien, and if
I may presume upon the contents of the letter from Tere-
sa, we shall then be married. It will not do that Careta
should go with me to Darien; yet she persists in the de-
sire to do so. She must know the truth—she will know
it ere very long; and it were the best policy that she
should know it now, and keep from Darien. I would
have sent her to Coyba, but she is resolved to be with me
—to follow me wheresoever I go—and there is but one
way to check thls resolution—and that is by a full de-
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claration of the truth. But I dare not tell her. Indeed,
I cannot. My voice cleaves to my throat when I approach
the subject, and my strength leaves me. It isto youIturn
to do for me this painful office.”

s Painfu] indeed ! replied the other, « pamfu] and piti-
ful. No Christian spirit was ever more pure—no woman
that ever lived, more fond, more true, more worthy of the
love of man. Vasco Nunez, my son, I share with you
the dishonour and the pang ; and bitterly now do I repent
me of the share I had in this deed, since I feel the diffi-
culty that attends escape, and the faithlessness which, one
way or another, the attempt to escape involves.”

* There is no escape,” replied Vasco Nunez.

* Ay, but there is,” said the other, “and I have thought
painfully and long upon this matter, and not without the
hope that the Blessed Mother would guide my thought
rightly to the just conclusion.”

« What is thy thought, Micer Codro?”

« That thou shouldst not wed Teresa Davila.” .

«“Ha! This is strange! How canst thou counsel -
me thus !—thou, too, from whom came that other counsel
which has led me to this tie.”

“ A sad error of mine, but made in thy necessity—
committed when thy cause was hopeless—when thou
wert threatened with a sharp and sudden death. It
was the conditlon of thy release—I prayed thee to ac-
cept of escape and life, but not this woman. Thou
know'st, at all other times, how I bade thee beware of
her bonds.”

“« Ay, ay! But thy connsel at the last was of easier
performance than all thy other counsels; and thy success
too great to leave thee or me hope of escape now.”

“ Nay, but there is hope. Better thou shouldst break
with Pedrarias—and with Teresa, than do the great
wrong to this poor daughter of the heathen, which will
follow thy marriage with Teresa. She is worthy to be
thy wife—make her so.”

“ And make Pedrarias mine enemy, and break my
plighted falth—my honour—"

“ That is broken if thou wed other than thls Indian
damsel. Thy honour binds thee doubly to her. Hear
me, son Vasco. Thou hast now no reason to fear Pe-
drarias, and as little to love Teresa Davila. They neither
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love thee for thyself—they have no care for thee beyond
thy achievements.”

“1 believe not that,” replied the other hastlly. “ Thou
wrongest Teresa, as thou hast ever wronged her. Hadst
thou read this, Micer Codro,” lifting the letter as he spoke,
* thou hadst held other language.”

“No! no! Hypocrisy speaks sweet words, when love
speaks only the truth., I care not for the letter—I would
not read it. Do thou, my son, do this Indian damsel jus-
tice. Let the Jeronymite friar, Becerra, wed thee after the
custom of the Holy Church.” .

“ Micer Codro, it is too Jate. I am sworn otherwise.
Besides, were I to do this, it were at once to arm Pedra-
rias against me.”

 And what needst thou care for the hate of Pedra-
rias, and wherefore shouldst thou fear his arms? Can
he hurt—can he overtake thee! Hast thou not four
strong, well-manned vessels at thy command. Are not
thy warriors brave and numerous. Movest thou not
upon this great and glorious sea, which has never done
homage to any prow but thine own, and mayst thou
not bid defiance to the hostility of this tyrant, who hath
but too long trampled upon thy rights and upon thy
feelings, with all the insolence of power and all the
malevolence of hate. Thou art free, Vasco Nunez—
free at last—and no will but thine own can again en-
slave thee, The winds are at thy wish. The barriers
of the sea are down-——there is nothing to chain thy
footsteps—nothing to curb thy wing; and thy own
thought has already councelled thee to strive for a richer
dominion than any—ay, any—ever yet given to the
Spaniard. If thou wilt not obey these calls to glory—if
the summons to freedom-—the trumpet summons of the
soul—still sounds unheeded by thy spirit; then take
counsel even of thy fears, and be warned against this
union with Teresa. Nay, more—be warned against obe-
dience to this invitation of Pedrarias to meet with him
at Darien. There are bloody signs in the firmament—
there is death upon thy backward path. The blessed
stars counsel thee to flight—the threatening star striving -
against them with unabated malignity. Oh, my son,
hearken for the last time to thy friend—to one who hath

voL. 1l 4 21
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ever loved thee with a father's love. In wedding Teresa
Davila, thou weddest thy fate—thy death, Take this
Indian glrl to thy heart in the eye of the Holy Church,’
then speed, with the blessing of God upon thy path, from
theé sight of Pedrarias, Speed to those southern lands of
which thy thought is so lively, and thy speech so warm.
Speed from thy foes to thy conquests—to what is more,
and what thou canst never have while thou hast com-
munion with Pedrarias—to thy freedom.”

“ No more! no more! I cannot hear thee, Micer Co-
dro. Iam pledged solemnly to Pedrarias and his daugh-
ter. Truth, justice, honour—all forbid that 1 become a
traitor to my troth.”

“ Truth, honour, justice—all forbid that thou shouldst
marry other than Careta.”

“ Thou thought’st not thus, when thou thyself pledged
me to Pedrarias for his daughter.”

“ The pledge was worthless, made by thee in bonds,
and with the terrors of death before thee.”

“T cannot think so, Micer Codro. I must keep my
faith.” -

“ Alas! my son—it is love which pleads against the
poor Careta—Ilove pleading against love ; and oh! worst
of all, pleading in behalf of hate—of heartlessness t—

“ Be it s0 ! exclaimed the other, interrupting him. “It
is now too late.” _
‘“No! no! Not too late,—there is help—there is

‘flight 1—

“Let me dle first? said Vasco Nunez, resolutely.
“I am resolved, Micer Codro—wilt thou speak with
Careta

«] dare not! Icannot, my son. Looking in her eyes,
~—beholding her sorrows so deep, so undeserved—I should
curse myself for my share in them—I should curse thee
too that can witness them in vain.”

“ Enough! The task must be my own. Bitter as it
may be, I must perform it. I have lived too long, if my
tongue may not utter without fear, the resolution of my
soul!” ,

# Cruel ! cruel resolution! Vasco Nunez, thy words
will kill her. This, from thy lips, will be her death. If
thou art, indeed, thus resolved, I will see her. She shall
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hear the bitter tale from my lips, though, while I speak, I
invoke heaven’s vengeance on my own head and thine,"

The head of Vasco Nunez rested against a palm-tree,
hot and heavy, while a strange sickness of heart and
feebleness of Jimbs seemed to paralyse his facuitles, He
would have called cut to the astrologer as he departed,
but the tongue refused its office—his lips were parched,
and even had they been willing, there was no coherent
thought in his mind to which words could have given
utterance.
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CHAPTER XXV.
BONDS AT ACLA.

Taue old man performed the office which he had under-
taken, painful though it was, with sufficient resolution,
nor did he spare himself in his narrative. He accused
himself of the counsel by which Vasco Nunez had been
led to the engagement which robbed the Indian damsel of
her rights ; and though he did not seek to excuse his
course by the plea of necessity, he yet unfolded the cir-
cumstances by which he had been persuaded that the
adoption of such a course alone, could have rescued his
principal from the iron tyranny of Pedrarias, which, as
the reader will remember, at that time threatened him
with death. Sad and solemn were his accents, and bit-
ter, indeed, the grief which he expressed at the part he
had taken in the business.

“ Thou, my daughter,” he said, * hast been dear to me,
and art dear to me as my own child, and gladly would 1
offer up my life this day, could I save thee from this deep
affliction. But it may not be. The honour of Vasco
Nunez requires this sacrifice of thy own and his affec-
tions. But thou shait be cared far. Henceforward I will
be thy father and thy friend ; and neither pain nor care
shall afflict thee, while it is in the power of Micer Codro
to baffle their approaches.”

Careta heard him in silence. The power of speech
had been taken from her when she listened to the utter-
ance of those first words which declared her isolation.
Her eyes were dry ; and they glared with a vague appre-
hension, rather of mjstrust than fear, upon the counten-
ance of the speaker. ~ The pulsation at her heart seemed
suddenly to stop, and when the astrologer ceased speaking
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she continued to gaze upon him in a silence which he found,
in the activity of his own suggestive conscience, more
full of reproach, than could have been any words from
her lips. Again he spoke, not in palliation either of
himself or of Vasco Nunez, but accusation of hoth.

« ]t might be avoided, Careta—this cruel deed——this
departure from that faith which Vasco Nunez has pledged
to thee and thy father, not less earnestly than to Pedra-
rias and Teresa Davila, and which—"

She broke the silence which had sealed up her -lips so
long.

« It was the truth then that Seiior Pedro spoke!” she
murmured in barely audible accents; *it was all trath.

~I'have heard of this before, my father—from the lips of
Sefior Pedro I heard it, the night when he came to .
slay—""

The choking emotion stifled the accents in her throat
when she came to speak of him ; and the event to which
her memory brought her—the event of that night when,
in the devotedness of her heart, she stood between the
dagger-point of the assassin and that bosom which now
proved itself so utterly regardless of hers—stung her
with a keener pang, when, by a natural reflection, her
sense of justice assured her that such devotion, alone,
should have secured her the lasting love of the man for
whom it had been so strongly shown, and without which
who could not have survived to requite another’s love, or
prove so faithless to hers. The consciousness of utter
abandonment—the feeling that she was now, on a sudden, -
cut away from all the ties which had sustained her—that,
where she had set her soul, she was denied to rest for
hope, for love, for nourishment—was too overwhelming
for farther expression, and slowly she sank from the rude
bench on which she had been sitting, and crouched and
cowered upon the rush-strewn floor of the habitation, ut-
tering neither. word nor moan, and with face bent to the
ground in a seeming stupor, from which, with a mistaken
kindness, the astrologer sought to arouse her. She had
neither swooned nor fainted, nor was she unconscious, as
at first he thought ; and when he renewed his assurances
of his own continued and increased regard and protec-
tion, she answeted in a manner which sufficiently betray- .
ed her entire indifferénce to her future lot.

21+
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« He told me of all this, but I believed him not. Nay,
when the thought sometimes troubled me with a strange
fear, I trembled lest my lord should see it, and dreaded -
lest he should think I doubted him. I told him not of the
dark tale which Pedro poured into mine.ears, and my
cheeks scorched me as if with fire for shame that I should
think of it again. Yet to think now, that it is all true—
that—that—oh, my father, why may I not die at once,
and go down into the cold earth without more feeling ?
‘Why, why should he not stab the poor Indian to the heart,
and let her perish? The keen edge of the dagger wesre
not half so bitter as these bitter words of death, which
wound me even as with an arrow that is poisoned, and
yet do not kill.”

« Nay, my daughter, think not so deeply upon it. Thou
shalt lose no friends—nay, indeed, thou shalt lose even
little or no love. Vasco Nunez loves thee not less be-
cause of this new tie—he will be to thee even—"

“ Tell me not this, my father. Had I not been taught
in other lessons than those which teach my people—had
he not taught me of other gods, and of things more
sacred which forbid such thoughts—I might believe thee,
since the women of Coyba behold daily the heart of the
warrior divided among many. But the faith which he
has given me, since first he took me from my father at
Coyba, is a better faith for the poor woman who has but
one heart, and gives it all to one warrior. Alas! alas!
she must die, if he cares not for the possession.”

*¢ But he cares for it, Careta. ] tell thee, Vasco Nunez
loves thee not less because of his pledge to Teresa Da-
vila—

“ No, my father, no! He never loved the poor girl of
Coyba, or he had not given her up. Say to him that
Careta is very sad—very sick and sorry—but she will
not vex him by her sorrows. Tell him she does not
complain that he leawes her for the Spanish lady. Should
he not love the woman best who comes from among his
own peoplel—and yet, my father, never did Careta see
among her own people, a warrior to love as she loved my
lord. When I am gone tell him this. Let him not ask
for the Indian woman—she will go among the hills, and
in the-thick woods, where none may see her:—and she
will die there very soon.”
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The old man's heart melted within him.

“My poor girl, would it were that I could spare thee -
sucl:n[ pangs as these, 1f my words could save thee and
avail—-"

-*Do not speak themt, my father. If my lord is net
willing that 1 ghould sleep upon his bosom, wilt thou make
him willing? Thou canst not; not, if thou couldst,
would I again place my head upon the heart which beats
only for another. No! no! Let him take the Spanish
lady in place of Careta—Carets will pray to the Blessed
Virgin that she may love my lord &s well as the Indian
woman joved him. Tell my lord | will pray for him
while I live. [ will not be angry-with him, nor chide him,
thotgh my heart feels very strange end very sad.”

“ He deserves not such love, Carets; he deserves not
thy prayer.”

“(Go, my father, and say not this. If he deserves not,
shall I, who love him so well, speak of him so unkindly?
No, no! Go to him, and tell him to wed the Spanish lady,
but not to fling her from his heart when he ig tired, as he
has flung away the poor Careta.”

“RBlind heart! blind heartt excleimed the astrologer
a3 the Indian woman turned away and sought the inner
chamber of her cabin,—* to cast away so sweet a trea-
sure, so dear a gilt from Heaven, to give place to one so
worthless and vain as she for whom his admiration iz a
madness not less ungovernable than blind. But I will be
the father to this forest child ; she shall be my care whlle
I have life. The Christian seed iz in her bosom—a choice
plant in & fitting soil ;—and if mortal Jove be denied her,
Jesu heip the labour that would compensate her heart
with love that is eternal.”

“Thou hast told her all™ exzclaimed Vasco Nunex
when the astrologer joined him.

“ Ay, my son; 1 have endured a pang of hell within
my heart, while beholding with my eyes an image of
heaven. Uod grant there be no other pangs like tiia,
God grant that thou suffer not for this sacrifice—a sacri-
fice no less biind than cruel, and in which thy loss is far
more than that even of this injured woman.”

“ Spoke she bitterly, Micer Codrot”

“ Bitterly 1 Ay. If to pray for him who wronged her be
e bitter prayer, then was her apeech full of bitterness. It
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is not too late, Vasco Nunez! Spare thils woman; take
her to thy arms, reject the alliance with Pedrarias, and
fly from his dominion. I swear to thee, my son, there is
life and happiness at thy bidding, if thou dost this ; if not,
defeat, ignominy, strife and death. ‘Say not thou hast had
no warning ; the stars toil to counsel thee if they cannot
save.”

But the astrologer spoke in vain.

“The fates will have their victim ! he continued, as he
heard the slow but inflexible resolve of his companion.—
« Alas! my son, how would those scales fall from thine
eyes, were thy heart free from the snares of Teresa
Davila. How much wiser and juster wouldst thou be if
thop lov'dst her not. It is thy blind passion which dooms
the poor Careta, not thy sense of what is due to Pedra-
rias. Thou wilt go as the sheep to the shambles—into
the very den of the butcher. Sad to think! Sad to
think ! when an hour's sail upon these broad billows
would bear thee to safety and new renown.”

* Thou wilt take Careta under thy care, Micer Codro.
Provide her a place in the brigantine, where I may not
see her. I will send her to Coyba when we shall have
reached the Balsas.”

- Thou wilt then send from thee thy guardian angel.
Thou hast ever been fortunate since she has slept within
thy arms.”

*“ Goad me not farther, Micer Codro; my sense swims
with strange doubts and fancies. I am not surely myself
within this-hour—nay, not since I have read this letter
and resolved upon this thing. Do not madden me with
thy farther reproaches.”

*Thou art under the bondage of an evil sign,” replied
the other; «“that letter and she who writes it, have
turned thy heart within thee, and made it a fountain of
strange and warring waters, which will vex and madden
thee for ever. Wert thou wise now, the holy man should
quiet this s_trife and soothe those waters, and lay the trou-
bling spirits with a spell, which the good angels would re-
Joice to smile upon. Thou shouldst bind thyself to this
wonian, whom thou lovedst when a pagan, and whom
thou desertest when a Christian. I go to her now, Vasco
Nunez, to bid her be in readiness. Oh! be wise erel
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leave thee, and let me gladden her heart with a single
word from thee.”

The word was unspoken. The passion, .long sup-
pressed, which he had entertained for Teresa Davila from
the first moment when he béheld her, swayed with arbi-
trary power every feeling in his bosom. His whole heart
was subject to her fatal rule; and though he could not
but feel deeply for the wrong done to the Indian woman,
his heart was too weak and too submissive to reject or
resent the dominion which impelled him to such injus-
tice. The fatal letter was still in his hand ; its contents
were in his memory—every word; and while there, and
with such perfect supremacy, he lacked the courage no
Jess than the will to resist their influence. He suffered
the astrologer to depart upon his mission, while he joined
the messengers of Pedrarias, and prepared for his journey
to Darien.

Lone, wretched, but resigned, Careta was conducted
to the vessel by Micer Codro, and the little cabin of the
brigantine given up entirely to her possession. Buta
solitary glimpse of her person, during the brief voyage to
the Balsas, did Vasco Nunez behold, and he shrank away
from the contemplation of those features whose sorrows

were his shame. He shrank away from beholding her,
and his eyes never again wandered to that part of the
vessel which contained her form. . She saw not him, and,
indeed, saw none while the voyage lasted. The astrolo-
ger sought her to console, but his words seemed to be
thrown away upon her. She gave him no heed, or at
least seemed to yield no thought to what he said. If she
answered at all, it was evident that her comprehension af
his objects was imperfect, and the effort painful to re-
spond to them. When they reached the Balsas, and the
messengers for Coyba, to whom Vasco Nunez had given
it in charge to conduct her to her father, were prepared
to commence their journey, she was no where to be
found ; and though she had been seen but a littie while
before the vessel entered the river, the reasons were
strong for supposing she had thrown herself overboard
before it did so. Search was made for her along the
shore wherever it was thought possible for her to secrete
herself, but in vain; and Vasco Nunez was subjected to
the cruel conviction, that his eriminal injustice had
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prompted her to commit selfmurder. He had been
equally fatal to ber happiness and life.

It would be needless to dwell upon his misery as this con-
viction forced itself upon his inind. He now felt, for the first
time, the full force of bis cruel and criminal proceedings; and
could she at that moment have been restored to his arms, it
is certain that in his penitence he would have done her justice
~he would have re-resolved with a better regard 10 the dic-
1ates of honour; and, adopting those counsels of the astrolo-
ger, which he now acknowledged he had been too ready to -
reject, he would have placed it out of his own powerto have
repeated the injustice. 'He would have made her his wife,
as he pledged himself 1o her father 10 do, and bidding de-
fiance to Pedrarias with & more manly and daring temper,
would have spread his adventurous sails for the golden
shores of Peru. Even now would he have done so, had
he entertained any doubts of the faith of Pedrarias. But
this he did not; and with a spirit more oppressed and
-humbled-—more troubled with doubts and misgivings, the
inevitable fruits of a guilty conscience—he proceeded on
his way 10 meet his insidious enemy. Sad and silent, he
crossed again the weary mountains over which he had
toiled with an eagle spirit, how far different from that
which perved him now. Even the remembranée of Te-
resa, and the thought that he was on his way to meet with |
one, who, unhappily, had been ever 100 dear an object in
his regards, failed to soothe and to sustain him under the
heavy weight of his self-reproach, which the disappearance
of Careta cast upon his mind; and, with the look of one
conscious that the unrelenting fates were closing the toils
around him, he went forward, until even the messengers of
Pedrarias began 1o feel a sentiment of regret, and, perhaps,
remorse, when they beheld one, whom they esteemed noble
in every respect, going forward blindly to his doom. This
sentiment became sironger as they approached Acla, and
at length the kinder feelings of Gaspar Nino, the chief of
the messengers, geuting the better of his caution and loyalty,
and touched with the melancholy that weighed upon the
mind of the adelantado, he revealed 10 him the facts so far
as they were known in Darien, the suspicions entertained
by all parties, and the one circumstance, which, to a more
suspicious mind than Vasco Nunez, might have seemed
conclusive, the arrest and imprisonment of his friend Ar-
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guello.  But Vasco Nunez, though aroused and astonished
by this recital, would not believe it.

¢t These are conjectures only,” he said to Gaspar Nino.

¢ Arguello has been guilty of something which may merit
imprisonment, and though Pedrarias might have spoken to
me of the matter, yet I eee not that his omission to do so,
makes any thing in favour of thy suspicion. Besides, I
am conscious of no evil intention, no wrong, no crime, no
injustice, to Pedrarias, for which 1 have any cause of ap-
prehension ; and this letter”—here he spoke to his own
thoughts rather than to Nino, for he refered to the fatal
letter of Teresa,—** this letter is proof against thy story.
No, no! Gaspsr Nino—thou art mistnken—thou art led
away, like all our people, by quick and groundless suspi-
cions. If Pedrarias be troubled by any jealousy of one to0
" whom he hath pledged his daughter in marriage, my readi-
ness to seek him and place myself in his power, will banish
all such notions. Yet, I thank thee, Gaspar Nino—thou
shalt find favour at my hands for thy readiness to show me
favour. I thank thee and thy companions for the good
feeling with which you have all spoken of a danger,
whieh, if well grounded, I had had no claim upon you to
disclose.”
. ¢*Sefior Vasco, be not too certain of thy position with
Don Pedrarias. This same suspiciousness of temper which
thou well say’st iscommon tous all, is, if possible, more active
in the bosom of Pedrarias than that of any man in Darien.
He hath, as thou well knowest, been suddenly jealous of
thee ere this, when there was, perchance, as litile occasion
for jealousy as now. Bewsre! Put thyself in safety—
there is yet time for-thee to escape. We look down upon
Acla, but they see us not. Fly while there is yet season,
and make thyself sure in safety. It were a pity that so
brave a man should fall into evil snares.”

The suggestion was st once seconded by Micer Codro,
who had all along warned his companion against it. Byt
the other was no less rigid in his resolve than before.

« Enough, enough, my friends; but truly though ye
mean well, ye afflict me. Iam weary of this sort of strug-
gle—this siruggle againsi faith and confidence—assurances
made with strung words of solemn import, and truth pledged
in heaven’s sight. If I may no longer confide in man, let
me perish,—there is nothing_left weorth living for.”
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“ hlae ! my som—it is in woman that you confide—nol
in man ™ exclaimed the ssirologer—'bui who are these—
whal may this mean 1"

The words of the astrologer were echoed by the whole
party, nol excepling Vasco Nonezx himeell. ‘They were
surroundad by the srmed soldiers of Pedrariss; and ere
ihey could again speak, Franciseo Pizasro, who summand-
ed for Pedrarias, stood in the presence of his victim, and
;dunu-d resalately, though wih downeast eyes, wo arresi

im.

'-'l:iln'l ia this, Framcisea 1" d-::::d'ldhu adelanteda,
while ke with no less surprise indignation v
the man mdlhu grativnda thiﬂlIllJ I'TH tlpﬂﬁ
oiker iresiment.  * Is this the way, Francisco, vou have
been stcostomed o receive Vasco Nunez 1"

The brotal soldier muliered somelhing, the words
sduty,” “loyaliy,” and “ Doa Pedearisa,” aloss, being
:laud' inulﬁll-iblu i the ears of the prisoner.

“Ensogh ! Encugh, Befior ! Do your daty, sincs it
must be thue,  Micer Codro, the poor Carets is slready

WYEn i

“ Lot loanf lost!™ was all the "Fh]g which the asiro-
'Inunlnr mlﬂ-&, as he followed his frend & l'l'l'hlriH. now in
whie caslody of his own lieoienant, o meet with the enemy
who e, glowering like & hongry thger, in waitiog ot Acls
for his prey.
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CHAPTER XXVIL

AATE AND JEALOUSY PHRESIDE IN JODOMENT—THE DOOM
RECORDED.

Wite a degree of hypocrisy which was surely unne-
cessary, and uncslled-for by any of the sircumstances of
the transaction, Don Pedrarias eoncealed the exultation
which he fels at finding his enemy within his power. He
sought him in prieon, sffected deep concern at being
obliged 1o treat him with such rigour, and uttered the most
earnest wishes that he might estublish his innocence. This
conduct denoted a consciousness of injustice on hie own
pari, which leaves it doubtful whether he ever contem-
plated a sincere union of interests with one against whom,
from she first, he seemed to have adopted all the boatility
of s rival.

“ Be not afflicted, my son,”” he said with ap air of the
tenderest coneern ; “an investigation of these charges will,
I doubt not, serve to acquit you—nay, if is be as I imagine,
they will do you great service, by rendering your loyalty
and zeal lowards your sovereign more than ever cone
spicucus.”

** But who are my sccusers, Don Pedrarias, and what
are the erirmes which they allege sgainst me?”" was iho
demend of the prisoner.

“ Alonzo de la Pueate, the royel treasurer, is one of
them ; Pedro, late your secretary, another—"
~ "“Ha! that youth! ‘Thereis & mystery shout that mat-

ter! Don Pedrarias, this youth sought my life, when 1
slept in my own teny on the shores of Isla Rica, Evidence
from him canpot be regarded under such ecircumstances;

YOL. 1. ' 22
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and he, indeed, for such a crime should be held to answer
for his own life.” ,

“ Make that which you relate appear, and he will be,
my son,” replied the governor; he continued, * there is
ye;‘t an(’)ther witness named Lope Sanchez, a sentinel,
who—'

«But what is it that they charge against me, Don Pe-
drarias—of what crime am I supposed to be guilty, which
can justify the incarceration of a man high in favour with
our sovereign, and in command of his armament”

« None other than treason to him, my son. Itis charged
that you have desigued a treasonable conspiracy to throw
off your allegiance, and assume an independent sway on
the borders of the Southern Sea.”

¢ This is sheer folly, Don Pedrarias—you cannot surely
believe it. Let me be confronted with these accusers—
with that miserable boy, who hath so strangely sought ‘my
life, and seeks it now with such vindictiveness—he whom I
have ever favoured—whom I have taken into my counsels,
into my confidence, and now to play thus falsely with my
honour and safety ! I pray thee, my lord, let this exami-
nation proceed instantly, that I may fling off the sooner
this eruel aspersion.”

« T trust me, my son, that thou canst do so,” replied the
hypoeritical governor.

*Doubt it not, Don Pedrarias, I pray thee—I have
neither doubts nor fears on this subject. My conscience
acquits me of thought or deed which should make me
liable to the anger of my sovereign, and this thou shalt
thyself see when I put mine eyes on these base accusers.
Bat let me not forget other feelings in mine anger. The
Sefiora Teresa—is she not in Acla, my lord ?”’

¢ She is, my son, but it were not well that she should
see thee while this accusation hangs above thee. Nor
should I seek thee here myself, since it would seem to
denote my too great partiality to one accused of such
heinous offence, but that I have no fears that you will not
easily establish your innocence. This shown, my son,
Teresa Davila is yours.” o

*Once more, my lord—a question, a single question
would 1 ask-of you,” said the prisoner, with a trembling
eye and quivering lip, as if he dreaded the answer which
he yet demanded—**this letter,”—showing, us he spoke,
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that of the maiden, which he that moment drew from his
bosom, ¢ this letter, written by Teresa to summon me to
Acla—knew she when she wrote, my lord, of these
charges- against me ?”’

“ Not a word, my son,—to the last, I was bound in duty
to my sovereign, no lese than to you and to herself, to
keep this from her knowledge.”

The prisoner seemed relieved as from a heavy weight
upon his breast. His breathing became freer, and a volun-
tary exclamation of thanks to the Virgin, attested the plea-
sure which he felt in escaping from that crushing doubt
which assailed him, that she, upon whom his every hope
in life was now set, and for whom he hag made such a
painful sacrifice, should have become the willing agent of
that treachery which had beguiled him to a prison. There
was little more than this, that passed between the governor
and his still unconscious victim. The latter simply urged
that his examination might soon be had, and the former,
with the same hypocrisy which had distinguished his con-
duct throughout, left him with loud encouragements, and
the utterance of the most fervent hopes that he might soon
succeed \in cstablishing that innocence of which he pro-
fessed to have not the smallest suspicion.

The trial was aceordingly urged forward with a degree
of haste at once equally satisfactory to the prisoner and
grateful to his enemy. The charges were principally sus-
tained by the evidence of the secretary—the fragments of
papers and notes which he produced of Vasco Nunez;
and by that of a soldier, who stood sentinel one night near
the tent of the adelantado at Isla Rica, and overheard a
conversation between him and certain of his officers,
wherein he declared his resolution to put to sea, in the
event of certain circumstances, on his own account, and to
set the governor at defiance. This testimony, according to
Las Casas, arose from a misconstruction on the part of the
sentinel, who heard but a part of the conversation, which
related to his intention of sailing without orders, in case a
new governor should arrive to supersede Pedrarias—an
event which had been reported to Vasco Nunez as really
about to occur. Upon these charges, vague in some re-
spects, and scarcely concludive in any, the prosecution
rested. The defence of Vasco Nunez was that of indig-
nant innocence. He met his accusers with an eye at
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once fearless and frank, and in turn became the accuser,
when the secretary stood before him with his pars of the
accusation,

4 T'his unhappy youth should not be heard in this pre:
sence,” he exclaimed, as the other was about to give his
evidence. * He is governed by malicicus meotives, so bit-
terly felt and meditated shat he hath even gone so fur a8 to
assail me with his dagger while I slept. Can it be that
you wili listen to the accasation of an assassin 1"

“ Where is the proof of this, Sefior Vasco 1 demanded
the alealde mayor, Espinoss.

4 Alas t this is another part of my sorrow—the deepest,
keeness sorrow of sll. T could bear the ingrasiwde of this
boy, who hath been taken to my bosom,”and who hath
proved a festering serpent even while 1 warmed him—I
could defy the malice of all this acensation—and scorn the
accusers who denounce mo as disloyal to a sovereign who
hath favoured me with his smiles, and crowned tmy deeds

-with his honours—but the conscionsness shas I have been

disloysl 1o another, and that my disioyalty hath been her
destruction, is beyond my sirength to bear. The witness
for whose f{avouring voice you aek, is, slas! no more.
The poor Indian woman who bafled his degger when it
bung sbove my breast—she who could have confounded
him with her look and word—she whom I should have
lived for and died for—who loved me, and has besn ever
a Christian when Christians have shown me the ieeth of
the savage—to her slons have I been disioyal—to her
alone have I broken my plighted faith. She who alone
could justly accase me of ireachery, and who, alone, could
shield me egainst the treachery of that misersble boy, she
sleepe in death, beneath the broad bosom of the southern
seg.”

“ She lives! She lives! She is here, my lord, my
dear lord ! She is here to apesk for my lord, and to 1ell -
the blessed truth in his behalf! Obh, my lord, .my dear
lord ! I shank thee for thosa sweet, kind words, thou hast
spoken for the poor Careta. She is glad now that she
livae, since she can speak for my good lond.”

The intruder at this moment was, indeed, tho poor In.
disn girl. Her beauty, her humbie yet fervent devoledness,
as, rushing forward into tke court, and heedless at first of
the presence of the surrcunding men, she flung herself at
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the feet of the prisoner and caught hie hands in her own—
drew teara to more eyes than those of the one man whom
ehe acught, and for whom her words were spoken j—but the
cheeks of the secrelary grew suddenly white, and those
of the governor exhibited the deep flush of anger, al an
interruption lo the progress of those proceedings which
were destined to destroy their vietim.  Her presence, she
accounted for, alter 1he first ebulfition of her emction had
subsided, in a very simple and characiesistic manner. She
had Urrown hersell into the ses, at first meditating suicide,
but the instinet of life had prompted her to use that art
which alf her people possessed in perfection, and, swimming
to the shore, new thoughts suggesied themselves to her
mind as she lay in concealment among the thick mangroves
glong he bunks. She resolved io follow the man whom
she g0 adored, 10 Darjen ; and 1o behold with her awn eyes
those charms of fier rivel which had been so cruelly pre-
ferred 10 her own, In this plan she had found liule diffi-
cufty. She had never been far behind the party which
-she followed, and practised, like all her people, in the
woods 2nd among the hills, she had neither faltered nor
fainted by the way. Wild roots and berries had been her
only food, and unseen and unsuspecled by the Spaniards,
she had beheid all their movements, nor at any time suffered
them 10 advance go far beyond her, as 10 make it a difficalt
lask 0 overtake them. In the neighbourhood of Acle,
smoug some of the ruined eottages of a former tribe of
natives, liad she concealed hersell, and by oceasionul com-
munion with the Indian slaves of the town, she had gained
that kaowledge of eveuts which liad enabled her to time
her visit to the place of tridl, 8o as to witnesa the whole
proceedings. This she had done in silence and trembling,
creuching in a recess of the court-room, until that momens
when Vasco Nunez spoke of her as sieeping in death beneath
the waters of the sea. She could then contain heyself no
longer.  The tender eulogy which be had uitered upon her
virtues——the fond tones of his voice, so like those which
he was wont to vee in the first days of their communion—
wanned her heart and made her bload, like a founisin es-
ecxping from ihe earth, well up in a sudden gush of impulse,
that defied the restraints of fear and prudence ; and her lips
poured forth the sbundani feeling of her bosom, in am
23
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uiterance which prevailed, for the moment, over all voices
and every will i that presence. '

«Can it be, Carets—dost thoo indeed live—art thon here
1o epesk for me, and to confound that false and perjured
villain, from whose dagger thy fond love preserved me,
and (rom whose sharp perjury thry truth will no less suffice ?
Jesu be praised, thy blood is not upen my soul.”

Such were the words of Vaseco Nunez when he recover- -

ed himeelf sufficiemly from his surprise at her unlooked-for
presence to speak 10 her. He would have raised her from
the floor, and placed her on a seat beside him, bat she
clang to his knees, snd would not be removed. Her long
raven tresses, lovee and flowing, covered her shoulders and
swept the floor, while her eyes, tuming now from bis face
to those of the judges, gradually began to zesume their
wonted timidity of expression, which the enthusiasm of
her first impulse, on rushing forward from her plzce of con-
eealment, had for the momen: banished.

++0Oh, yes, | am here to speak for my dear lord. 1 will
tell Don Pedrarias the truth. Tam so giad I did notlet the
watere po over me, but tried to gain the shore, though i
did not seem 1o me a8 if I cared any thing for life. | did
not think of life. I thought only of my lord, and I felt
that 1 eonld not leave him, though he was willing to leave
me. My dear lord will not leave the poor Careta any
more.”

v« Whst woman is this, Seffior Vaseo ! demanded Pe-
drarias sternly,

“The daughter of the Cassique of Coyba,” was the
reply, *“ whom I look upon with no less joy than shame.
his my joy, sefior, that ghe lives, when it was my fear that
my injustice had destroyed her—my shame, that she lives
a memorial of my disloysity and broken faith to her,
though she can well establish my truth to my sovereign
and to thee, She can prove this youth, Pedro, 1o have
aimed his dagger st my life.”

** Her words avail nothing here,” replied the alcalde,
“ her festimony may only be received against her own
pecple—not against thai of a Spaniard, Hazst thou no
other witness, Sefior Vasco 1"

‘The cloud was increasing—the transient gleam of hope
whichk was produced upon his mind by the unexpecied np-
pearance of Carels, was as suddenly swallowed up in the

—
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decree of the jadge by whom her testimony was rejected ;
and the indifference of despair was in his voice, a3 fie re-
plied 10 the guestion— '

“ None ! none”

*‘Then,” said the governor, throwing aside the mask of
hypoerisy which he had so unnecessarily and ostentatiousiy
worn—* then, Vasco Nunez, do I discard you from my
affection. Hitherto, I have locked upon you as loyal 10
your sovereign, and 10 me, as his representative—I have
‘accordingly treated you as tny son, and it was at one tima
my wish thai you should become so. Now, guilty, as you
clearly are, of meditated rebellion to the crown of Castile,
I cast you from my care, and shail henceforth hold you as
sy enemy, no Jess than the enemy of our king.”

Vasco Nunez rose to his full height as he listened
to this language. Hitherto he had been cowed and
oppressed by circumstances, The conscionsness of his
guilt to Careta—hie belief in her death—the degradation
of the arrest 10 which he had been subjected—all wrought
together to produece in his mind a dowoward tendency of
thought and feeling, which took the fire from his eye, and
the life from his movement, and that proud, eommanding
energy {rom his voice, which, in his days of greatnees and
glory, had been among hie most distinguishing exierior
aitribules. At this instent he seemed to resume them al}
—he presence of Careta, restored to life, had given a new
strength to his heart; and his conscience had somewhat re-
lieved itself, most probably, in the return to hie bosom of
zome of those more generous—just, we should say—emo-
tions, which his wild and maddening passion for Teresa
had for z time banished. He now met the insclen: gaze
of Pedrarias with a glance of defiance. Hie words were
-fearless, and denoted the innouence which they were not
permitted 1o prove,

* Your sentence mskes me not guilty, Don Pedrarias,
not does your readiness to believe me so, sliogether f3il 10
convinece me that it is notl your desire that I should appear
80. To other minds and times, 1 fear not 10 leave this
cherge, for jndgment ; satisfied, as 1 am, that, on the bare
face of the circumstances, no honest judgment will con-
demn me. Had Ibeen conscious of any guili, would I bave
been simple enough to come here at your bare summons,
sud surrender myself into your hands? Had [ meditated
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the rebellion which you place to my charge, what could
have prevenled me from lilting the banner, and pressing on,
with full canvass, over the broad ocean spread out befure
me T Noi all your foree, led, though it inight have beern, by
those whom I have lLified into confidence, and regarded
with a favour for which they have made sueh foul return,
could have stzyed my progress, and baflled my insnrgent
arms. . I had four gallant ships at anchor, three hundred
brave men, to whom my word had been faw, and the very
waving of my sword, 2 summons lo victory. They had
followed my bidding thecugh life, and into the vety jaws
of deaih, What had | to do but to preas forward?  Rish
lands, vast empires, inviiing rivers, that run over golden
beds, wooed me to this course, and furnished arguinents
for independenee, stronger than any that could have fallen
from the iips of counsellors, or ever found an echo in my
own hearl. Homes on every hand implored my presence,
—the eavage, wherever | went, became my friend, and
proffered me his homage—-—-l hsd found a fand, with fitle
toit, sufficient for me and mine, and far beyond any con-
trol of yours, had such been the desire of my heart. But
sieh was not my desire.  You had proffered me a gifi,
which 1 100 readily accepled-—one which promises w he
as fatal 1o my lile, as # was fatal to my independence. In
my confident innoeence, | came at your summons—ihe
summons of the friend and the [ather, raibter than the ruier
aad the chief—and lo! these are my rewards !~—theac chains,
that dishonour you no less than me, have met me at my
coming. Inetead of love and friendship, I have found no-
thing bot slander, indignity, and bonds.™

This speech, fearless and ingenuous, whatever might
have been its effect upon the disinteresied pertion of the
audience, had no power upon the vindictive Pedrarias, and
as litlle upon the plisnt BEspinosa. A verdiet of guihy
wae rendered against the prisoner, coupled with a recom-
mendation to merey, in consideralion of pasl services ;—but
this recommendation was rejected, es soon as made, by the
merciless governer.”

*No I he exclaimed, * If he merits death, he cannot
merit mercy. Let him suffer the doom to which you have
consigned him-—lie keen axe and the solid block. Let
hiin dia.”
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Nowise moved, but stern and eollected to the last, the
voice of Vasco Nunez was heard immediately afler—

“From this bloody and unjust judgmens, Don Pedrarias,
Ihz_sppeal to the kiog. The sovereign of Spain shail hear of
this.™

“Ay ! he shall hear of it, but when he does so, it shall
avail you nothing. So resoluie a treitor shall not be sui-
fered long to hatch new treasons, or complete the cld. Let
it be known in Acla that the rebel Vasco Nunez dies to-
morsow on the bloek.” '

One shriek--one long, piercing shriek, end the hitherto
breathless Careta fell prostrate on the floor~—her hands up-
lifted to the eruel judge, but her lips ineapable of giving
utierance io the agonizing prayer which their aciion was
intended o prefer. Vasco Nunez reised her, with un-
shaken nerves, from the floor, and bitter was the pang of
that self-reproach in his heart, which reminded him that he
had thrown away, not merely life, but the richest jewel
among heaven's gifts of merey, by his improvident rewarn,
under the seductions of that fatal ietter, to chaing and death
at Acla. His eyes me! those of Micer Codro, whose ef-
forts, it may be said here, however ineffectual, had been
made without ceasing in his behslf. His evidence could
disprove nothing, and his misery throughout the trial had
been far greater than that of him whom it most endangered.

* ‘Pake her, Micer Codro—tzke her—remove her from
me now, while she knows nothing. Preserve, protect,
provide for her, my father. I have now no power 1o muke
her other reparation; but I pay too desr a penally for the
one error which did her so much wrong, not to be seeure
of her jest forgiveness, Quickly, quichly—she swakes.”
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CHAPTER XXVIL
THE LABT WILLING SACRIFICE OF LOVE.

Tue apirit of Vasco Nunez, like that of all iruly greet
men, rose more proudly under the pressure of injustice.
He was more surpriged than sorrowful al the precipilste
and wanton judgment which had been passed upon him.
From Pedrarias, indeed, he had no favour to expess. He
had long known his violent, vindietive, and arbitrary cha-
racter; but there was a painful mystery, which vexed and
troubled him, in the conduct of the woman, his fael love
for whom, as the astrologer had jong before assured him
would be the case, had been his undving. ¢ Surely,” he
thought, *she cannot believe me this traitor. Surely she
cannol, without a word, & prayer, sn effort, have given me
up 1o this wanten malice of her sire. Her prayers, her
tears, even if they availed nothing in my behslf with thet
eold-hearted and inflexible old man, must at least have been
poured forth in aupplication at his feet. Thie feith muat
be my consclation to the last. And yei, wherefore is she
nol here ! Why seeks slhe not the prison of one to whom
she liath written such burning words as these? Nay, let
tme not question her affection. How should he sufler her
to seell the presence of one whom he halth declared his
enemy, and hath thus relendessly delivered over to a bitter
death. Even now she acrrows with a pang keener than tny
own ; and it may be that her prison is no less close. Alas!
that I should pray for thie, Teresa. If I thought other-
wise, the pang of my own bondage would be far less sup-
portable, end 1he deaih which swaits me would mosi surely
be tlse only relief”

His musings wete interrupted by the entrance of the
astrologer, whoase lidings broughs him no consojation. The



THE DAMSEL OF DARIEN. 259

old man had vainly striven to interest the most influential
persons in Acla in behalf of the condemned. They were.
all too much in awe of the wanton disposition of the
governor, to take any active part in opposition to his will ;
and the soldiers at Acla were chiefly the new recruits
brought with him from Spain, most of whom regarded
Vasco Nunez with hostility rather than with favour. His
own warriors, the ** old soldiers of Darien,” upon whom he
could have relied to wreat him from the tyrant, or revenge
his death, were all improvidently left behind him at Isla
Rica. Bitterly, indeed, as his mind reverted 1o the coun-
sels of the astrologer, did he denounce his own folly and
blindness, in thus, as it were, depriving himself of all
strength and succour, and rushing, with headlong haste,
into the snares of his enemy.

« But of what avail now,” he exclaimed, ** of what avail
to look back on what might have been done. It is the
fool’s philosophy that rejects the wholesome medicine
which would save if taken in season, yet seeks to swallow
it greedily while death is closing np the channel of his
throat. 1 were doubly a fool now to brood over the old
follies which no after wisdom may repair. Micer Codro,
my friend, my father, thou art old; it will not be many
years ere we meet again; and then it is my trust we shall
not be separated. There will then be no tyranny to crush
our hearts, to baffle our hopes, to deny us our conquests,
and aubject us to the unmerited pangs of a bloody death.
The hope which rises from the grave, Micer Codro, is the
most secure of all the hopes of humanity.”

The sorrows of the old man were inexpressible—they

impeded and even choked his utterance.

"+« Would I could die for thee, my son. Would I could,
in the last pang and agony, for thy sake undergone, bid
thee fly to thy unfinished conquests. Yet thy fame is se-
cure; that blessing have the stars which favoured thee
yielded to our hope. No tyranny can touch thy greatness,
written on the eternal rocks of Darien, and murmured aloud
in every billow that breaks upon its shores. The world,
1o which thou hast given a world no less vast and wondrous
than that of Colon, will preserve thy memory.”

«“It is my hope.”

It is thy only hope—the life immortal when the other
life is denied. My son, thy doom is unchangeably written.
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Thy tyrant is inflexible, and the stars are no less so. The
hour hurriea on—ithe day and night are now at mesling.
Prepare thyself for the siroke and she parting.”’

«Jesu be my strength in the irying hour. 1 do not fear
to die. The pang, Micer Codro,~—the only pang is in the
parting—the loss of sunlight and the day—the loss of the.
bright Freeu wood and the glittering, flowing waters—the
song of birds and the sweet tones of those who love ua j—
these are the pangs which come with death, and make it
terrible. Besides, Micer Codro, there is still so muel left
to be done. Others will follow me, and achieve those
triumphs on which my heart was set, and o which my
eword has pointed out the way. How many glorious la-
bours do § leave unfinished ; and thou wiit smile when
I mingle these together—Teresa.”

“ Would thine eyes had never beheld her! Knowest
thou not what is said jn Acla 1"

* What is eaid in Acla t~What of V'eresa 1”

“Jt is said that Vasco Nunez is not doomed becaude of
his treason to his sovereign, but because of his treachery
to Teresa Davila. One of the crimes of which thou hast
been accused to Pedrarizs and to his danghier, .is thy
fondness fur the poor Careta. Thy secretary, Pedro, hath
aseured them that thou wouldst never wed with Teresa;
but wast bent 10 fly with Careta to new lands beyond the
dominion of Pedrarias, and in utter acorn of thy engage-
ments with his deughier. This, though no. part of the
charge against thee, is that charge which has made Pedra-
rias most wrathful, since, if it were true, and he most cer-
tainfy believen it, then did thy resolution sever the only
sure hald which he had upon thy obedience.”

* Now may the fiends light upon the base villain that
apoke this falsehood.” )

 Call it not a falsehood, my dear lord,” cried the voice
of Careta, as she rushed forward from the entrance of the
prison, and threw herself ai the feet of the prisoner,—* eall
it not a falsehood; let the poor Indian believe it for the
truth. Tt ie so sweet the thought, even though it be now
hopeless, that thou wouldst have left the Spanish lady to
have gone with Careta into the foreste—not the foresis of
Coyba, but forests afar off, behind the bloe hills where the
sun hides himeelf day afier day. It was true, my lord. 1
know it was true. It could not bs that thou wouldst cast
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the poorIndian from thy srms-—wshe that loved thee so dearly
as Careta.”

He clasped her to his bosom in a sudden agony of
self-reproach and morrow, ‘and for a time was speechlesy.—
His worda, when he spoke at last, were the [ruiis of spas-
modic efiort; and his breast heaved as if he were in the
midst of a mortal strife, at the niterance of every syllable.

* My poor Careta, I have done thes cruel wrong.”

“ No, no! How couldet thou do wrong 1o the Indian
woman, when thon hast 1aken her to thy bosom, and
taught Lier thy language and thy faith, and hast pro-
tected her people, and given them wealth, and made them
happy. And thou hast made Careta happy too. Thon
hast been kind to hee always; and thiou hast brought her
to see thy God, and o love him, and made her pray w go

to thy heaven when she dies.” )

" % Yes, yes, | reproach myseli not for these, Careta; but
there are other matiers of which T have great need to re-
proach mysell, no less because of their wickedness and
folly, than because of their grest injusiice to thee. Itis
irue, Careta, that, in an evil hour, under the guidance of a
mad passion for another, whom I had beheid and loved
with a blind admiration long belore 1 l:ad looked npon
thee«—nay, lang before I came to Darien-1I resolved 1o give
thee up, to cast away thy love, which had been so sweet 1o
me and ao dear, and to sacrifice thy poor heart to 1he
prouder dominion of another. 1 do not seck to excuse
mysell now by ielling thee that the eounsel of friends and
the desperate condition of my own life, compelled me 1o
this resoive ; for, of a truth, if my own heart had not de-
sired this maiden, who is Jovely beyond compare, I had not
fallen away from my faith to thee. OF this crime, then, am,
I guilty without excuse or allay. 1 eame from lsla Rica
for this purpuse; and I am but rightly rewarded for my
reachery -to thee, by this doom, which punishes for a
treschery of which my sonl is guililess. ‘T'hou hast heard
nothing now, Careta, but the truth, and—-—canst thou love
me any longer !’

“Oh, yes ! Yes, my lord! Wert thou to slay Careta -
with thy knile, she would love thee the same ae ever. But
this lady, is she then eo beawtiful, my lord? s she so
beautiful now, and will she not beg her father 1o forgive my

voL. il 23
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lord, and let him go free out of prison withoout thesw
chains 1™

« She is even beantiful as T have said, Careta,”

i Then she should be good; and if she loves my lard,
it is like she was angry when she heard that thoo wert fund
of a poor Indian woman of Darien. Let her take my lord
to her arms, and wed him, and and: Ci ! my lord,
if shie will do 1his, let ber father send Carein back 1o
Coyba, but let him spare 1he life of my lord. Careta will
be sorry, but not angry, when my lord loves her me
longer.” .

1 will always fove thee, Careta; nay, I have always
loved thee, even when I sent thee from my side, and set
forth on this sad expeditian 10 wed another. But my heart
was wreiched while I went, and my thoughts were sirange
snd wild, 'Thy purpose to save me will do me linle help.
It is not now in the power of Teresa 10 save me, else do 1
whink 1 were safe. Her father hates me, Careta, and will
not sleep until he hath shed my bload upon the block.”

*Alag! atas!" cried the woman, lifiing up the heavy double
¢haina which encampassed and wearied the arms of the
prisrmer.  Her 1ears iell fasy upon them, snd lier words,
subsiding into occasional moans, left the astrologer and
Vasco Nunez free 1o resume the conversation which her
presence had interrupred. While this conversation pro-
ceeded, her atiention was fizxed by a renewal of the last
topic upon which they had been engaged—namely, the evil
bt undeclared influence which the connexirn of Vasro
Nunez with the Indian woman had maintained over the
ennduct of Pedrarias, prampting that vindictive pursnit of
his vietim, which he had shown throughout the trial, snd
whirh liad evidently overawed the alealde, and compelled
his unwilling eentence of death, While she listened, she
rtarted abruptly 1o her feet, and prepared to depart, Vasco
Nunez would have detained her.

* Wherelore would you leave me, Careta? Heed not
the epeech of Micer Codro and myself. My time in life
is so ehart, that T would not lose you from my side while
we are permitied 10 be together. Nay, you have not yet
told me how gou obiained entrance. Could it be that Pe-
tdrurias suffered this ' He hath been barely willing 1o let
Micer Codro approach me ;:—and thou 1™

] eaw him not, tny Jord,” ahe replied hasiily, and stijl
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seeking to extricate herself froni his grasp, * but I showed
the gold which the Spaniard worships to the soldier at the
doar, and he took his god and suffered me to enter. Let
me now leave thee, my lord—it js needfut—I wili return to
thee again soon,”

VYasca Nunez would still have detained her, but a sign
and word (rom the astrologer, 10 whom a sudden thooght
had suggesied itself, moved him 10 compliance with ber
den;‘a:ld. 8he had scarcely disappeated when the old man
spoke, ' :

* There is yet hops for thee, my son. If she hath
bribed the soldier with gold to obtain emrance, wherelore
slionld we not bribe him wiih ‘more gold 10 obtain thy rev
lease. [ have in my possession a sum which woull buy
most soldiers of Pedrarias, and Jesu forbid that we should .
leave any effurt uniried 1o win thy freedom. I will seek
hin now; there is litle time 1o luse. Do thou pray
that thy sentinel hath a soul sufficiently swormn to avarice
that we may buy him 10 tne performance of a virie to
which he would not atherwise incline.”

With thrse words he lefi his enmpanion, o try the effi-
cacy of gold upan the gaoler, "That hope which dies nnt even
in death, during the brief interval which foliowed his ab-
sence, sprang up anew in the bosom of the prisoner.  His
soul seemed 10 rise on sirong wings to the eminence of
life 1 and the fervonr of fresh blood seemed to be vooch.
saferl 10 tlie heart but a moment before prosirate, if not
tarpid, and looking anly on ihe backward paths of life,
dreading every glance upon the fiture. His hope was of
short duration,  T'he gaoler wss one of the chosen crea-
tures of Pizarre, and, it appeared, rendered hostite 10 Yasco
Nunez in consequence of a punishment 10 which the Iauer
had subjected him months before, as the reward of some
peuy ullence, against order, of which he had been guilty,
He had not refused the gold of the Indian wonan, since
her presence in the prison could bave availed the vielim
nothing in his desire for escape. But the grealer object he
at anee denied, ’

“Vake back your gold. old man,” he answered, = and no
more words, lest 1 report vou to the Sefior Froncisen. As
for the Seftor Vageo, tvhen you have reminded him thas I
am that Gil S8andanha, whom he scourged st Coyba for

litle reason, he will see reason enough why I should ot
1
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let him forth, He hath had his twern,—it is but right that I
should have mine. Besides, a2 word in your ear: when he
dies, as with God's grace he does 10-morrow at noon, then
the Seiior Francisco will succeed 10 his command upon the
Scuth Sea; and under him, and there, [ wrow I should win
more gold then sny in thy pouch to offer. T were a pretiy
fool 10 set the Sefior Vasco free to spoil all this goodly
prospect.”

The astrologer made another trial.

* Your fortune shsll not be spoiled by this measure, [
promise you, on behslf of the Sefior Vasco, a command
under him on the South Sea, and better chances than any
which Pizarro would secure thee.”

“In, in! In or out, old man. It will not answer thee to
argue thas. You cannot move me. Were 1 to set my
prisoner free, there were a thousand chances to one that he
could not escape pursuit. | will not endanger wy swall
certainty for any uncertainty, however large, which it may
please you or him in hia desperation o offer. Men in the
noose are apt 10 be liberal of promise much beyonid iheir
means. Ye blind me not in this fashion. That I have,
that will I secare. In, and no more of this,”

The keen ears of the prisoner had wken in ihe tenor of
this brief dialogue, which, in an instant, overturned the
pleasant hopes which bad sprung up into sudden life about
his heart; and the walle of his prison grew darker in the
deeper gloom which followed the sudden privation of that
momentary light which had illumed them. The aged man
rewrned with weary sateps, and a heart doubly wo-worn,—
and fong was the silence that suceeeded, in that dreary dun-
geon, ihe fruitless effort which he had made in behalfof his
companion.

Far different from theirs was the new feeling in the
bosom of the Indian damsel. A noble, generous resolve,
the natural growth of a nature no less lofty than it was
sweel, pure, and unpretending, led her forward, with im-
patient footsteps that heeded neither fatigue nor danger, to
the rude palace which Pedrarise ocenpied. A hope had
arigen in her hesrt, that by her own sacrifice she might
yet save the man she loved. Fond and frithful, in her
childish simplicity of soul, she fancied that by declaring to
the Spanish fady her own resignation of all claims upon
- Vasco Nunez, she should move the lauter in his favour;
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nothing daubting, that if, as she [ully believed, the report
of his connexion with her, had led, more then any thing
beside, 10 his bitter sentence, her refease, and the solemnn
pledge which she meant to offer, of her Qight from hia
presence, would serve 1o restore him to the favour which
he had lost, and to security from the penal doom which
threatened him. She never once donbted the Inve of Te-
resa for she chief; snd her medilated course parinok of a
stifl more romantic air of generosity, when she reflected 2ll
tke while upon the happiness which she was sbomt to
bestinw npon a vexed and jealous rival.  Alas! she listle
knew how much of celd and selfish lintleness might dwell
in the palace of eivilizution—in 1he heart of woman,—and
under 1he guise of insocence and beauty, Could she hut
have dreamed, that, ameng the (housand phases of leeling
common (o her sex, there could be one ao utterly and per-
vergely a1 variance with the first fresh impulses of hu.
manity, 2s that which heid predominant sway in the bosom
of the vain, capricious womsn whom she scught, it might
have checked her own forward impaise—it migin Lave
broughs to ber mind a precaulionary doubt of the success
of that effort which she propnsed 10 make, and wiich she
fancied, in the exuberance of het own true [eelings, could
not be other than successful,

The lady Teiesa sat in her chamber, or rather reclined,
in 8 Inose undress svited 1o the season, upon a low couch,
the rich magnificence of which wae sirangeiy al varizace
whih the rutle exterior of every thing around her. She was
memployed, and her countenance was expressive of
thought, or at least, contemplation. Her face was giave
rather than sad, and the influence which at that mument
formed her mood, seemed 10 derive its character rather
from her mind than from her feelings. These seemed 10
be litde tonched by the circumstances going on around her,
ant tn which, her recent relation with 1le mighty viclim
destined fur the sacrifice, considered. she niight Le naturally
suppased 10 have a leading and painful interest, even il she
recopiised the perfeet justice of his dnomn. The Senrcher -
of earts, alone, could say, with certainty. what were her
thoughis and feelings ; the awdent of human character
could only eonjecture them.  With him it would be con-
clusive against her, that her auitude was studious'y grace-
ful, her robes disposed with propriety snd & flowipg nesw

’a.
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ness, her long hair adjusted in wandering 1inglets, and her
fentunes, grave e e vier I.hl}' migl.l ki, ipdicative rocher of
disquieting annoyances than of any serious and absorbing
subject of sorrow &t woek within her besom.  Her graviy
amil solitade would, w hm, seem more ke the 1nboe
whioh the sleve of socisl decorom woubl be expecied Lo
pay 1o the expectations of society, than because of the in-
fleence of any innsie and inirinsic feelings ioiling for ibe
same effect.  Ti was proper that the Lady Teresa ahould
be ead ar this sesson in Acls, and the Lady Terces wes sad
necordiaghy. .

Her solitude, and the silence of her chamber, were dis-
tarbed on & sudden by the sound of lighiy-falling leotstaps.
Bhe.looked up withowl any emotion, ssil the Indisn woman
stooid before her. Careta had hurried into the presence of
ihe lodiy lady with a peecipismion that was matoral to such
emotions 88 flled her hearl. Buot o sodden thrll wen
through her veins, sud ber feet wers fastgned 1o the foor in
the instast ihat their eyes encountered. “The poor Indisn
mebiilid mo second "Il.q-:l:ul conceive the ressan of ber nwn
deseriion by her noble lover. The beauty of Terees Da-
vils—ihe haughiy and majegiic chamacter of her ehorms,
even heighlened by the gravity which her features worn—
seemed overpowering 1o her sight; sad the pulsation
ceased for an instant sk her hesrt, snd lier eves wore rivol-
i an the gorgeoas presemce, while her hands were slightly
lified, and extended towards her, as il in the act of soppli-
eation. If 1he glorioos beauty which she bebeld did not
excose the fuithlessness of her lover, the thought was
prompd in the mind of Carets, which tald her it sufficiently
nceounted for it

e W lience hrﬂ:DE“I Who nre yna ™ demanded Tes
resn, a3 hor enlooked-or visiter sull siood gazing with
worshipping or wondering eyes in pesicce silemce upon
her. ‘T'he words of the lady freed the feiered limbs, il not
thn wagoe of the intrader ; and reshing forwand, without o
word, she threw hersail a1 her Teen, and grasping ler hiand,
carrigd it 16 her lipa ; then, suddenly releasing i1, she drew
backwards, s1ill kneeling the while, sud with her eyes and
face neary 1o the Noor, she groaned aloud, ond ihe thick-
coming sabs, wlich rose from the bowom of her hear,
peecloded all reply. Teresa, now sioriled and nrpnud.
raiged hersell from lser reclining 1o an uprghs poatars, and

nerosor GOOGlE
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with rapid accents repested her inquiry. Receiving no
other answer than the continued sobs of the stranger, she
would have risen from the couch and summoned her at-
tendants; but suspecting her resolution, Careta grasped her
hand at this moment, and, with an obvious effort, controlied
?er emotions in part,-and rose at the same instant to her’
eet,

-+ 1 am she, my lady—I am the poor woman of Coyba,
of whom you have heard ! I am she who dared to love my
lord, when he was sworn to love none other than your
ladyship. Forgive me, sweet lady, that I have been so
foolish as to lift my eyes where yours have been placed.
I am but a poor Indian—I am not wise like the Spamard—
I knew not what I did.”

The eyes of Teresa put on a vague mqumng expres-
sion as she replied.

** What may this mean? Of whom,——of what speak
you? There is surely some mistake in this.”

“Thou art the Lady Teresa, the daughter of the
governor, Don Pedrarias 1" said Careta. |

The reply was affirmative.

* Ah! I knew it could be none other. Thou art beau-
tiful, my lady,—most beautiful. It were 2 wonder, indeed,
if there should be a man te behold and not to love thee.”

It was not in the power of Teresa to suppress the plea-
surable expression which mantled her hitherto grave fea-
tures, even as a sofl glimpse of the dawn warms the cold,
gray foliage of the autumn forests. The tones of her voice
became kind and soothing, as, doubtful of the person who
stood before her, she sought to obtain-the desired know-
ledge.

f Thou hast guessed shrewdly, my pretty damsel; I am
she whom they call Teresa,—~I am the daughter of Don
Pedrarias. But thoy speakest of my beauty as if it were
worthy to be seen, when thine oWwn is very great. Thou
hast charms which should win the eyes of men among thy
people more certainly than could I among mine.”

« Alas ! my lady, do not mock me. When thou speak-
est of the beauty of Careta, thou speakest to me of a thing
which is no longer of value in my eyes, even though it
should be deemed worthy in the sight of others. There
was a time—it was not many moons ago—when I loved’
bat too much to look down into the glassy waters that run
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frem the mountains of Darien, and behold the feaures.
whiclt thou hast praised too highly, but net moere highly
thzn my own foolish and vain hears, in those days, had es-
teemed them. Then, it was a hope in my mind, that
they should seem Lo the eyes of othera as they did in my
own : and when my lord jooked upon them—-"

' Who is thy jord? What is he of wlom then hast
thrice spaken " demanded Teresa, with more cnriosity, as
elie heatkened o a form of speech &0 much more rlevated
than any she had been accostomed o hear from ihe lips of
the Indian, and enrveyed, with increasing imterest, the
beauties of o countenunce in which resignation tv a luss of
all that was dear 1o her in life, seemed a prevailing senti-
ment sirnggling at the eame time with a painful soliciivde.

* Ah! have I nntsaid 10 thee ?"" was her reply. ** Alas !
my lady, 1his should have been first spaken—ishe adelan-
tado, the Sefinr Vasco Nunez, is iy lord."”

* Ha 1" wus the sudden exclamation of Teresa, her form
rising a3 she spoke, and a glow passing over her cheek,
whicli indicated her growing cunscivueness as 1o the cha.
racier of the person who now stood before her. The.
Indian woman, who remarked these passing changes, and
to whom every change seemed full of danger tw the one
ehject in her mind, hastened 10 conclude the speech which
the exclamation of Veresa had slighsly interrupled.

* But he foves not the poor Carela, my lady~—he cares
not il she lives ar dies. He hut took her frem Coyba thay
be might teach her in the religion of the Christiana,—snd
now that he hath tavght her, she will go back 10 Coyba,
ond live among her own prople. Oh! believe me, jady,
they thut have told thee that he loved ifice net, spake whas
they kucw not, and have done my lord o grievons wrong.
I know, my lady, that he loves wone bul thee; and when
he left Isla Rica, it was only thal he might behald and
love thee, ‘This he 1nl? me, my lady. [He told me by
the lips of the venerable man who reads the stars—he
whon they call Micer Codta. 1 knew not of thy beauty
then, my lady, and my beart was given to my lon). 1
maddened when ] lLeard this tale. I inaddened, and fung
myseifl 10 the waters ol the oeean sea.  Hut the Biessed
Matlier saved me from death—saved e, dear Jady, shat [
tmight teli thee sli the truth, that thou might'st save my
lord. ‘T'hou wiit save him— know thou wilt—thou Wil
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go to thy father—thou wilt show him how my lord has
been belied, and he shall then be thine, and thine only.
Careta will bless thee and pray for thee in Coyba, and wil
never again look upon my lord. Turn not away from me,
my lady; by the Blessed Mother, 1 tell thee nothing but
the truth.” :

The proud spirit of the Spanish beauty was roused
within her, and her eyes flashed fire upon the Indian
‘woman as her speech proceeded. More than once she
would have stopped the flowing accents of her visiter, but
that Careta, as if fearing to leave something unspoken, the
want of which might prejudice her caose, uttered her
words with a rapidity that the more dignified damsel whom
she addressed would have scorned to emulate under cir-
cumstances even more trying to her feelings than those
which prompted the application of the Indian damsel.

** And think you,” she answered, when the other had
fairly ceased—¢* think you that Teresa Davila will accept
the base leavings of a savage! Look on me woman;—do I
seem like one so desperate in hope and fortune, that I am
to grasp at the refuse of an Indian's intrigue, and take a
doomed traitor to my arms? ‘They have.told thee false-
hood, woman; the man of whom thou speakest is as nothing
to the daughter of Don Pedrarias Davila !’

The Indian woman sank back affrighted,—her lips parted
with an expression almost of horror,—certainly of conster-
nation,—and her hands were uplifted, as if in deprecation of
that haughty anger which she had so unwittingly provoked.
When she recovered breath, however, to continue her ap-
peal, she did so. There was tvo much at stake, to suffer
her to be discouraged by what she heard.

* Forgive me, noble lady—1 have said what has vexed
my lady—I know not the good speech of the Spaniards—
I am a poor Indian woman of Coyba. But was it not true
that my lord was to wed with the Lady Teresa?"

¢ There was some such treaty with my father,” was
the reply, * but that was when the Senor Vasco was an
honourable gentleman—not when he became a traitor to
his sovereign.”

 But my lady loved him then?"

“* Ay—perhaps,” was the hesitating answer.

“ Alas ! can she not love him yet? Oh! my lady, if he
were a traitor to the king, believe me e was ever true to
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thee. Do not thou leave him to his enemiea. They seek

his life. He is doomed 10 die 10-motrow cre the sun goes
down. One word from thee to thy father, and he lives.”

“ Aw, to become once more a trailor—to lake onte more
his Indian beaury to his arms,”

“ Tite blessed mother of God forbid, my lady. No,no!

From that hour which makes him free, my lady, Carela
looks not upon him. He loves not the poor Indian. He
loves thee—only thee, my lady. Jesu be merciful and in-
cline thy heart to him. Go to thy father, noble lady, and
let 1hy tears beg for hia life.”

“ My tears! No, no! It cannot be—1I can do rothing in
his behalf, even if I would.”

“ But thou wouldst—thou wilt!”

The Spanish lady waa eilent; but her silence denoted
sny thing but compliance. Her lips were closed with sn
airdof inflexible determination, ‘The Indian was not satis-
fied.

** Hear the poor woman of Coyha, my lady—hear her
—have pity on her speech, and forgive when she offends
thee. She means not to offend ; but her heart ia full of
fear and sorrow, and she cannot stop to speak. She hath
loved my [ord—she loves him even now—oh 1 how traly,
how [ondly, she feels deep in her heart, though she cannot
show it with her tonguve, wlhich is a poor Indian’s. Yet
she gives him up to thee, because he loves 1hee. Shic will
82y 10 him, *he happy, my lord, with the Spanish lady;'—I
will pray in Covba for his happiness and yours. He shall
be ali thine, my ludy, if thou wilt but save his life. Nay,
il thou learest the poor Indian, let her die.  Let thy fatlier
doam her 10 death in place of my lord.” :

The simple Indian could not persuade herself—indeed,
ghe had no thought—that the colduess and relucrance of
'Terena arose from any indiflerence to the object af her own
sttachment. Her only impression was, that Teresa was
maoved by jealousy 1o assume an sutitude, which she felt
agsured was no less unjust 10 her own feelings than un-
natural in her sex. Not 10 love Vasen Nunez secined as
utterly unlikely, as to suffer a brave man 1o die by a cruel
deatl, when il was in ihe power of a woman’s voice to
interpose and save him. Unlrappily, the words which she
employed were same of lhem the most ungracious which
could have been chosen for the haughty ears of Teresa.
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* Fear thee I'* exclaimed the latter, as with, to her, a
natural transition of mind, she tarned to a polished sieel
mirror (hat hung upon the walls, and belield with feminine
complacenay the prowd beausy which it presenied 10 her
eyes— Fear thee ! Go, my poor woman, go; thy passion
for this traitoe hath terned thy brain, It is pity enough ;
for (hou art comely 1o the eye. Thon hst erred in seting
thine eyes upon one of another race, and siil more in
choosing one so wnworthy of thy love.  Go-wleave me—-I
¢an do nothing for thee—irouble me not again.”

The composed, contemptuons demeanour of the proud
beauty——her tranical tones——1he complacent survey of her
person, which. during her speech, she had taken in the
mirror appasite, conveyed 10 the mind ol her observer,
much more than her words, an idea of her true character, In
that instant, the conviction Aashed for the first ime upon
the Indian woman, of the ulier callousness and heartless-
ness of the persan whom she implored ; and she now felt
aware, however difficult it had been tn arrive al such a
conclusion, that Teresa Davila had aciually suffered her-
sell 1o be beirothed 10 onre, snd sueh an one as Vasco Nu-
nez, withnut laving him. “Fhe poor Indian clasped her -
hands together, a8 these thoughts filied her mind. and het
own tearless eyes were for 2 moment lified to heavea. In
another instant she turned them upon the haughiy laly,
and a pecceptible shiver shook her frame. No exclama.
tion escaped her lips; but, giving a single look—a luok of
horror——at the benuty who stood waving her off with a
emiling scoru playing upon ber lips the while,—she dared
from the hateful presence, and, hopeless now ol all the
world, flel once mare to the prison, which, however
cheerless, conlained all that was dear to her heart. The
scora of Teresa Davila for the object whom she loved,
seemed to have had ane efleet which was no less
steange than pleasing 10 her soul. Tt made him dearer than
ever (0 het, 33 il seened to confirm ler nwn tiile 10 his
laove. * Ile shall find,"”* she murmured 10 hersell us sha
went~* he shall- find the poor Careta suill loves though
she may not save him.”
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CHAPTER XXVIH.
THE FALL OF THE GURTAIN,

Tur efforts to save Vaseo Nunez frorm the croel and nn-
just doom which threatened him, were not confined to the
Indian woman, in whose heart he had so dear an interest,
There were many good citizens at Acla, who heard with
sorrow the judgment passed upoen him, who, at the insti-
gation of Micer Codro, jeined in 3 petition to Pedrarias 1o
pardon the supposed criminal, or, at least, to commute his
eentence 1o banishment snd fine. They presumed, though
trembling at their own asudacity, to suggest doubts of his
criminality, and 1o question the honesty of thoss upon
whose testimany he hed been condemned. They dwelt
upon the wondrous discoveriex he had made, and their
great importance to the crown of Spain ard to the fortunes
of 1he Spanish people ; and though they especially avoided
hinting such a conviction, in their application for merey to
& tyrant who had ever befors shown a temper the most
merciless, their petition was warmed inie enthusiasm as
they felt that, though Vasco Nunez might be guilty of the
alleged crime, there wae even in that a noble daring which
amply suatained all their previous impressions of his esgle
chargeter, and made his so sudden doom a matter not
merely of severity but croeltyy. Micer Codro himasclf ap-
peared before the arbiter of his {riend's fate, and on bended
knes, implored fur a remission of hLis doom as a gift of
merey rather than 2 due of justice—a cnncession, how-
ever, which the proud spirit of Vasco Nunez had espe-
cially eommanded him not to make. But the bloody-
minded Pedrarias was inflexible. He had no reason now -
to keep any terms wish his rival. The power was in liie
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own hands, and his fesr of the man he had so frequently
wronged, and had now so eompletely dishonoured, leflt him
ho aliernative of safety, but in the consummation of the
long list of his wrongs by the last penal act of murder. He
dzred not euflfer him to live; and his passion of jealousy
had now resched that stage of excitation which excluded
every consideration of policy, no less than humanity, from
his mind, . -

“ Not” he exclaimed, as he dismissed the pethioners
from his presence—* 1 would sooner perish on the block
myself than apare him.” .

It was a day of gloom and consternation in Acla which
had been aseigned for the sacrifice of this noble vietim,
Iamentations were heerd in all the streets. The populace,
though, under the dominion of so jealous a tyrant as Pedra-
rias, and surrounded by his soldiers, they did not dare to
complain, were yet every where in teara. Few or none
among them regarded him as guilty, but all estegmed him
as 2 brave and noble gentleman, sacrificed 1o the base en-
mity of 2 cenel and vindictive rival. In- the dungeon of
the prisoner there was, perhaps, more.sunshine. 'The
soui of Vasco Nunez grew niore and more caim and fear-
less as the hour of his fate approached; and his heari, if
more tender znd subdued thsn ever by some of the cir-
exmsolances of his situaiion, was, st the same time, more
free than before from many harassing doubts snd bitter
sell-chidings. He had sought to banish from his mind the
remembrance of Teresa Davila, and the hope being for
ever banished which made him think of her as his wile,
he was the betier able to do justice to the claims of the
devoled woman of Coyba, who was g silent moumer at
his side. When the astrologer returned from the presence
of Pedrarias, and declared to him the rejection of all the
prayers which had been made in his behail, a smile of 1he
most perfect resignation pass¢d over the features of the
condemued, ’ ’

I looked not for other answer, Micer Codro—I warned
you of the hopelessness of your mission. You have bent
your knee in vain—dishonoured yourself without serving
nte. [ trust he depies me not the presence of the holy
man

# No. 'The Jeronimite is in waiting,”

w Let him suend,” said Vasco Nunez, "I will the

VOL. II. 4
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sonner be prepared to die when I have done the last act of
justice,”

T'he friar was summoned, and shortly made his appear-
ance.

v Father,” said Vasco Nunez, “ ere I make my last con-
fession, and receive from your hands the holy saerament,
there is another no less solemn sacrament which I would
have you perform. It Is needful as an aet of expiation, to
heaven no less than earth. I would have you uniie me in

. the bands of wedlock with this woman of Coyba, Arise,
Careta, and give me thy hand.”

She rose passively, and they, whom the sharp stroke of
death was so soon to separate, were unned for ever.

» Careta 1”

“ My lord "

 Leave me now with this holy man. Go with Micer
Codro, he will take carce of thee, and be thy friend and
father, when I shall be sleeping.”

* Alas T my lord, wherefore will thou send me from thy
side? Let me not go. What need that we should sepa-
rate? Has not the holy man made us one by the Chrie-
vian law—and shouold T leave thee now 1o lose thee for
ever? BSend me not hence—les me be with thee until—"

She could not speak the rest; but burying her face in his
bosom, her sobs completed the sentence. Long and fondly
did he clasp her within his manscled arms, and the sorrow
was no less sweet than sacred with which he contemplated
so mucli love. e put her away a1 length,

* For awhile, Careta, uniil the holy father 2nd mysell
have spoken of matters most needful to my soul’s peace.
Go thon with Micer Codro. We shall meet again.”

‘The astrologer was about 1o lead her away, when the
prizuner summoned him 1o his side. In a whisper he
FAlG—

*Keep her close—let her not see me again jl} all is
over ; then—remember 1"

The unfinished sentence coniemplated some previous
iustruciions which he had given the astreloger, about the
remaval of Careta to the dominions of the Cassigue of
Coyba, her father. Another fond look, another embrace,
and Careta was borne from the dreary cell of her lord.

‘An hour afler, and 1lie prisoner was joined by the asiro-
loger.
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“ Hast thou secured her ¥ was the guesiion of the
former. I trust thou hast deceived her as 10 the time of
exccution.”

 All, 2ll, my son-—it is done according to thy wish,"”
was the reply.

“ That pang, at least, is spared me. 1 could wish,
Micer Codro, my friend and my father, thai lhiou teo wert
far from the sight of this bloody act. Were it not well
that thou too shouldst be away 1"

“I will be with thee to the last, my son. For long
years of pride and pleasore, we have dweit, and moved, and
toiled, and suffered, logether. T wili not leave thee now—
when we are (o be torn asunder by these cruel hands. [
will stand by thy side when the sword falls, thot 1 may
feel 2 pang in my heart no less sharp than that which thy

body must undergo.”
© *Ah! Micer Codro, it will add to my pang 1o behold
thee at that instant. 1 would there were no other pang;
but ¥ fear, Micer Codro—it is like a fiery arrow in my
brain, the feaw—that Teresa Davila knew of her fmher's
purpose, when she wrote me that letter from Darien.”

“ ‘Think’st thou so, my son 7"’ :

(areta, when she left us so suddenly Jast night, sought
her out iu her father's dweiling. She has kept from me
all that took place between them, the single fact excepied,
that she saw and pleaded with her, and that her prayers
were without svail. I pressed 10 know from her 1he Lruth,
but the noble creawure refused to speak, and her refusal has
oppressed me with this cruel fear. 1 know that Careln
would not do her wrong—I know that in mercy to me ehe
would forbear any speech which could give e sorrow.
Had "Teresa betrayed a feeling which had been grateful to
her heart, the generous creature would have poured it forsh
into'mine, with the impatience of n spirit that loves all
forms of justice and humanity, A mowraful lock—some-
times a bitter smile~—has answered all my enireaties on this
subject ; and when I have chided her with her reluciance,
she wept bitterly, and, imploring my fergiveness, as reso-
" lutely continuved silent.”

“ Sait she nothing ¥ .

“ Yesg,—her firet words o8 she came to the prison, may,
pechaps, sufficiently declare the meaning of her silence,
1 have seen her, the Spanish lady,” she exclaimed, *1
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have seen her, my lord, I have looked upon her, and my
words have answered hers. Oh! wherefore did my lord
suffer her words 1o bring him from Isla Rica?” 1 asked
uer, striving 10 smile as | did so, * Dost thno not think her
besutiful, Uareta "¢ Beantiful V" she excliimed, covering
her face with her hands, while a shiver went ithrough her
ftame at the instant, rattling the chains which my arms had
panly thrown sround her.”

+‘['here was meaning enough in that, my son. I have
long counselied thee againsL Lhis woman. She hath none
of the sweet juices of hamanity within her beart. It will
wither, my san, long years belore she herself shall perish
~—it will begin to wither in that moment when the axe
shall 3]l upon thy neck.”

“ Nuay, nay ! Curse her not with 2 doom so cruel.”

“Iiis ker own doom. Her heart hath cursed itself.”

sAlas! if it be true!” exelaimed Vaseo Nunez.
“ Never yet was beauty to vie with hers, Ha! the bell !
It tolis ! 1t sirikes my heart with a hollow, vinging sound
like its own. The hour is come, my father, for our part-
ing. Leave me, X pray thee. 1 will look more Gemly upon
ihe crn'wd and the scaffold, if I meet none of the faces that

love”

“1 will leave thee never, my son—never, while you
have life. Jesu forbid, that T should shorten by a single
inatant, the lime lefi us for communion.”

*¢ Be thou firm, falter not, Micer Codro—I shounld prove
feeble wert thou to fail.”

The guards were at the entrance in the next moment;
and with a free aLep, erect carriage, and placid countenance,
Vasco Nunez emerged into the open air, amidst the erowd
af sorcowful and exulting faces which encountered him at
the porials of the prison, ‘Their various aspecia produced
ne change in his. He walked forward with as litle seem-
ing emotion, a8 if he had the least interest of all in the ter-
rible proceedings, until he reached the public square of
Acla, when the whole dreadful array of death met his
gight—the scaffold and the execuijoner, and the grim
guarls already surrounding it and in waiting. A slight
slrudder af his frame might have been visible to a close
eye 88 e approached the scaffold, but it passed away in
another moment, and he ascended the ignominious eminence
with a firm martial tread, and looked with uwnblenching
cheek and fesrless aspect upon the assembly.
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“1s thy weapon keen 1" he asked of the masked heads-
man, whose slender frame seemed to promise but little of
that strength which was reguited for such a duiy as that
before him, ‘T'be man lifted the axe in silence, and pre-
sented the edge (o the destined victim.  Vaseo Nunez, ut-
terly unawed, passed his finger over the blade.

» It will do, if thou strike but firmly. It needs that it
be keen in thy hande, which do nol seem o jusify the task
thou hast chosen.”

*Thou wilt have no reasen {o reproach me again with
feebleness, Seilor Vasco, nor wilt thou have the power,
when | have struck but a single siroke ar hy neck,” was
the reply of the execulioner.

 Surely that voice is not sirange in my ears.” exclaimed
Vasco Nunez as he heard it, ** who art thou !

“ One who promised, long months ago, o stand beside
thee in she lasl moments of thy life,” said ihe other,
partially lifiing his mask so as to show his face only Lo
the victim.

“Ha! Pedro? Unhappy young man, wherefore hast
thou pursued me with such bitler malice? Why hast
thou perjured thy soul 1o hell for ever, that thou mighteat
shed the bluood of one who hath ever bestowed care and
kinduess upon thee 2" _

* Pedro no longer, Sefior Vasco,” replied the other,
* thal name was but assumed, that I might win thy con-
fitlence and secure an oppeortonity for vengeance. Know
me for Andres Garabito—the brother of that Jorge Gara-
bite whom you so basely murdered by night in the town
of Santo Dominga,”

« And for -this have you pursued me to the death, and
for no other cause 1**

“ Ay ! far this—for this cause and no other.”

 ‘Then let it blagt thy hope, and sicken thee [or ever,
unhappy vouth, to know thal Vasco Nuréz is uterly
guiltiess of thy brother's death. Weapon of mine never
tauched his lile—this I swear in the presence of 1he greal
Judge, before whom my soul shall shorly appear,”

1 believe thee not! I cannot-—dare not believe thee,
murderer,” cried the executioner with hoarse and choking
accents. “ Bend thyself to thy dovm, lest my ann trem-
ble with the rage and passion of my soul.”

Vasco Nunez regarded him with a countonance of min-

. 24‘
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gied pily and aversion ; but he turned away as the poblic
crier announced the moment fixed for the faial blow, His
praclamation changed the current of the victim’s thoughts,
and converied alt of his feelings into indignation,

+ Hear, hear, ye people of Acla! This is the punishe
ment inflicled by command of the king snd his lienicnant,
Don Pedrarias Davila, on thia man, Vasco Nunez, as a traitor
to the crown of Cusiile, and a usurper of its territories.” -~

1t ts falae, peaple of Acla 1™ exclaimed Vasco Nunez,
in reply, +1tis false! [ am guililess of this crime, and
here, in the equal sight of (fod and man, 1 declare 8 yo
that I have ever served my sovereign with truth and
layaity, and sought rather to augment than take from his
domininna.”

These words, says the historian, of no avstl in his ex-
tremity, were yet fully believed by the people of Acla,
with the exception of those who weré the crestures of
Pedrarias. Thal iyranl, meanwhile, heard the proud de-
nizl of his vietim, while, with gloating hate, he waiched
in secrel, from beiween the reeds of a house nesr Lhe
scaflold, the progress of the blondy scene. AL this mo-
meni, and while the deep tones and indignant words of
the viciim yet vibrated in (he ears of the populzce, a
wild, piercing shriek—~a woman’s shriek—rong through
the maltitade. The keen, quick eyes of Vasco Nunez
tursed in the direction of the sounds, and his heart quiver-
ed willt 3 new emotion which he vainly strove 10 suppress,
when he beheld Carets, with flowing hair and franiie fuol-
siep, making her desperale way through the crowd.

« Micer Cadro,” he exclaimed, hasiily, ** she hath es-
caped. Deuthsman!"’ he said, turning 10 the executivner,
whose nwn emolions were almosl perceptible—and kneels
ing dewn to the block as he spoke—see that thou sirike
quickly and fairly. Let iL be over ere she comes, Micer
Cotlro—fareweit

@ Bay 1" said the executioner, * burden not thy soul
wiih a lie. Confess—say that thy hand slew my brother.”

«'I'raitor and perjurer—strike ! and damn thy soul with
the coacluding crime. Whatever may be the guill of
Vosco Nunez, his soul is inmocent of that. His arm
touched not the life of Garabite.”

“'Thou liest! 1 will not believe thee! I know thon
liest 1" was the hoarse ery of the deathsmen, as the keen
wespon descended. The bloody head rolied slong the
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scaffold at the moment when Careta rushed up the gory
steps. One wild shriek of horror burst frem her lips, and
she felt—fe!l {ike a stone—upon the body of her lord —
and when Micer Codro lified her up from the corse, life had
departed from heralso. The ligamenis tliat secured her heart
had cracked znd given way in that awful instan{; and the
inmortal spirit of Vasco Nunez had searcely risen from the
spot where his body suffered death, ere it was joined by the
mast devoted soul thai had ever loved and valued it before.
The mask dropped from the face of ilte secretary, while he
gazed upon the mighty man whom he had desiroyed,

“Thou ! exelaimed the astrologer, ** thou hast carried
out thy malica to the last.,”

« He slew Jorge Garabito, my brother 1 eried the se-
crefary § had he not, Micer Codro, I had wershipped
him."”

* He slew him not " replied the astrologer solemnly.

« Were 1)re dead to arise and say so, | should be sworn
against them. | have the prools writtea by the Bachelor
Enciso, and Ortado, the matador, the last of whom beheld
the deed.™

# They have sworn falsely then,” said Franeisco Pizar-
ro, who came forward a1 this moment, with a grin of biver
salisfaction on his featurcs—* here is one who beheld the
death-bed of Orlado, the matador, and heard his iast con-
fession, by which we learn that he was employed by Jorge
Garshito and Enciso to slay Vaseo Nunez as he cane from
the bohio of Teresz Davila, whom he was knawn {0 seek
nighily in San Domingo. Garabito went with the mata-
dor, and stood in wailing behind 8 tree, where he way
slain by one unknown, at the very time when Vasco Nu-
nez was advancing towards him, the said Oriadn, in front.
This he knows, for he beheld Vasco Nunez plainiy. It
was the piurpose of Eunciso to destroy Vasco Nunez, and
hence the assnssinalion was placed to his score. The
Jeronimite will show all this.”

Wild with fear, hoarse with »gitating and conflicting emo-
stons, the perjured eecretary rushed to the friar, who laid
before him the wrilten confession of ithe matador, con-
firming all that Pizarro had said. Long did the miserable
youth strive againay conviction—T{or days did he scek every
associate in Acla, from whose conjectures he might hape to
find any basis for that belief which had prompted him to
the erime which he had commisted. But the dreaded
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treth ross triumphant over the fond artifices of his hope
ann thought; end when he eonid no longer baffie i, the
conviction became fatal to his sanity—madness followed ;
and erying aloud to ali he met, *¢ that heil was already in
his heart,” he disappeared for ever from the scene of his
dreadfol erimes, and bhnd, reckless vengeance. By the
paternal care and fond friendship of Micer Codro, the vie-
tims of his perjury found a homble burial place at Acla.
Of the fate of Micer Codro himself, a briel notice is given
by Irving, taken from the relation of the historian Oviedo,
who happened to be in Derien at the period of these evems.
It appears,” saya thia writer, ¢ that, afier the deah of
Vasco Nunez, he continued for several years rambling
sboat the New World, in the train of the discoverers ; bent
upon studying the secrets of its natural history, rather than
searching after ita treasures. " In the course of his wander-
ings he was once coaming the shores of the Southern
Ogean, in a ship commanded by one Geronimo de Valen-
zuela, from whom he received such oruel treatment asto
cause his death. Finding his end approaching, he ad-
dressed Valenzuela in the most solemn manner. *You
have,” said he, ' caused my death by yovr cruelty; I now
summon you o appear wilh me, within a year, before the
judgment-seat of God." The caplain made z light 2nd
scoffing answer, and treated his summons with contempt,
Thev were then off the coast of Veragaa, near the verdunt
islands of Zebaco, which lie at the entrance of the Gulf of
Paria. The poor astrologer gazed wistfully with his dying
eyes upon the green and shady groves, and entreated the
mate of the caraval to land him vpon one of the islands
that he might die in peace. *Micer Codro,’ said the male,
*these are not islands, but points of land.” *'They are,
indeed, islands,’” replied the astrologer, *good and plessant
snd well-watered, and near to the coast. Land me, [ pray
you, tpon one of these islands, that I ‘may have comfort
in my dying hour,” The pilot was touched by the prayer
and conveyed him to the shore. He lsid him on the herb-
age in the shade, where the poor wanderer sovon expired.
‘The pilot buried him at the fool of & tree, and carved a
eross on the bark to mark the grave, Some time aflerward,
Oviedo was on the island with the same pilot, who showed
him the cross on the tree, and pave his leslimony in
the gnod characier and worthy eonduct of Micer Cudro.
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Oviedo, a8 he regarded the nameless grave, passed the eu-
logium of a scholar wpon the poor astrologer.  * He died,
gaid he, * like Pliny, in the discharge of his duties, travel-
ling about the world t explore the secreis of nature.”  Ae-
cording 1o his aceount, the prediciion of Micer Codro held
goad with respect to Valenzuela, as it had in the case of
Vasco Nunez. The capiain died within the term in which
he had summoned him to appear before the tribunal of
God.”

‘The varions fortunes and fate of Pizarro and Pedrarias
are well known. The history of Teresa Daviia is lesa o,
but a few words will suffice for her. Her heart, even as
the astrologer had emphatically spoken, withered within
her. She lived, like her father and hia brutal ally, unbless-
ing and unblest. Let none accuse the justice of Gnd, be-
cause death does not follow the evil deeds of the criminal.
Ta thnse who have in their hearts no choice apring of hu-
manily, life is but a weary trial and a vexing strife; and
better had it been for these cruel peraons, had they suffered '
the slarp pang of death, like their vietim, a thousand
limes, than endure the continual sappings of hope in their
hearts—the bitierness of that desclation which is the due
reward of a mean and narrow selfishness—ihe absence of
all confidence among men-~ihe constant dread of reachery
—he distrust of friendship—the doubts of love—1he death,
in short, of all those joys of the heart and mind which can
alone make life an object of desire, They lived, indeed,
to triumph zbove the graves of many other victirs, only
less great and lesa noble than Vasco Nunez; bnt they were
wreiched even in their conquests, and though the shame
and dishonour which hang aboul their memories, may not
depict the misery of iheir secret souls, during their bitter
and merciless career of life, it will not be difficult 10 ima-
gine what seeds of bitterness and sorrow must have sprung
in such wretched soil—how they must Liave been haunnted
ever by the shadows of evil deeda, and the goadings of evil
thoughts, and perished st length, looking back withous sais-
fuction to the past, and forward, 1o the future, withouvt
hope. Let us leave them,

THE END.
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