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CHAPTER I  

SPAINðFROM THE BEGINNING TO THE 

ROMAN CONQUEST 

500 B.C. ï 50 A.D. 

Away down in the south-western corner of Europe, cut 

off from the rest of the continent by a range of mountains six 

to twelve thousand feet high, is the beautiful country of Spain. 

It is a country of lofty and rugged mountain chains and long 

level plains. Some of the latter lie low, and are watered by 

flowing rivers; here the climate is genial and the rainfall 

copious, so that the fields are fat and rich; others, in the centre 

of the country, stand higher above the level of the sea; these 

have a scanty rainfall, excessive beat in summer, and extreme 

cold in winter, and are sometimes baked and sometimes 

frozen, but always dry and poor. In the north the Basque 

peasant in his long ragged black cloak cowers from the bleak 

winds from the Atlantic and the biting gales from the snow-

clad ridge of the Pyrenees and the Cantabrians; in the south, 

the gay Andalusian is warmed by balmy breezes from the 

Mediterranean, and sleeps his noonday sleep under groves of 

gently waving palms or orange-trees, or beneath broad vine-

leaves, or in orchards laden with fragrant fruit, or in snug 

corners of fields yellow with golden wheat. Thus Spain is 

divided into a paradise and a wilderness.  

Long, long ago, before history began to be written, 

Spain was probably part of Africa. On the Cape of Gibraltar 

live thirty or forty monkeys of the African breed; an old 

Spanish legend says that they still visit their old home, from 

time to time, by a submarine tunnel under the Mediterranean. 

In old prehistoric times the country was overrun with 

mammoths and other enormous preadamite monsters, whose 

bones are still found in great heaps in the mountains. After 

their day came volcanic convulsions which altered the shape 

of the country, uptwisted mountain ranges, burst yawning 

chasms, tilted great layers of rock on edge, cut channels for 

rivers, and perhaps opened a way for the waters of the 

Mediterranean to empty into the Atlantic through the Straits of 

Gibraltar.  

We first bear of Spain four or five hundred years 

before Christ, when the Phoenicians of Tyre planted a colony 

near the present seaport of Cadiz. Two or three hundred years 

later we again bear of it, when the mighty trading city of 

Carthage founded the town which is now called Carthagena, 

and sent a general with an army of fifty thousand men and two 

hundred elephants to conquer the coasts of Spain.  

At that time the peninsula was inhabited by two races, 

who were know as Iberians and Celts, and who afterwards 

blended and were then called Celtiberians. The Iberians came 

from Africa, and were short, dark-skinned men, though not 

negroes; the Celts came from the North, were tall and white, 

wore their hair in long braids, and dressed in leathern coats, 

over which they threw long black cloaks. They spent their time 

in war or at the chase, while their women tilled the fields. 

Their weapons were swords and spears of iron, and they were 

skilled horsemen. They lived chiefly on vegetables, fruits, 

acorns, and chestnuts, and were not acquainted with strong 

liquor. In some respects they may remind you of some of our 

Indian tribes.  

These races were intermarrying, or living peaceably 

side by side, and growing in numbers, when the Carthaginians 

invaded Spain. The latter were a very superior people to the 

Celtiberians; highly educated, far-seeing, good soldiers, good 

sailors, and, above all, good merchants. They taught the 

natives how to work their mines of silver and gold and lead 

and iron; they bought the produce of the mines and the fields 

and the orchards, and gave in exchange the goods of Carthage 
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and of Tyre; they kept order with their armies, and when 

Greek marauders landed they drove them off with their well-

drilled regiments and their elephants; they treated the 

Celtiberians so fairly that the two races became friends, and 

when the Carthaginian general proposed that Spain should 

become a province of Carthage the Celtiberians agreed. Thus, 

for the first though not for the last time in history, Spain came 

to be ruled by men of the Arab race from Africa.  

It did not all become Carthaginian, however. There 

were a few Greek settlements here and there along the coast, 

and as Greece went down and Rome rose up, some of these 

became more Roman than Greek. Such a place was Saguntum. 

On the place where it stood there is now a small Spanish town 

called Murviedro, or Old Walls; something over twenty-one 

hundred years ago it was a rich and powerful city, with high 

stone-walls, an amphitheatre, an aqueduct, temples, and other 

fine buildings. It was full of brave people, who were stanch 

friends of Rome. Now it befell at this time that Rome and 

Carthage were foes. They had waged one war which had lasted 

twenty-three years, and had ended in the defeat of Carthage. A 

young Carthaginian general, named Hannibal, who was then in 

Spain, resolved to reopen the fight, and to begin by attacking 

Saguntum.  

For the work he mustered one hundred and fifty 

thousand troops, most of whom were Spaniards. A Spanish 

poet, writing many centuries afterwards, sang:  

"Lord Hannibal upon the town 

His hirelings brings from far;  

The men of Ocana come down 

To serve him in the war. 

With all that Andalusia yields 

Her trooping soldiers come;  

From rich Granada's fertile fields, 

From Cadiz washed with foam, 

With guards and spears and helms and shields 

They march to fight with Rome." 

Hannibal attacked the place with high towers which 

overtopped the walls, and from which huge stones, thrown by 

machinery upon the parapet, cleared it of defenders; while an 

immense battering-ram with a steel head, and driven by two-

score men, working day and night, at length made a breach in 

the wall. Then the leading Saguntines kindled a great fire in 

the public square, and after throwing their gold and silver into 

it, leaped into the flames themselves. The victorious army 

swarmed into the city and showed no mercy. Saguntum was 

burned, and though the Romans long afterwards undertook to 

rebuild it, it never regained its former state.  

This was the beginning of the second war between 

Rome and Carthage. It opened with splendid victories by 

young Hannibal, who overran Italy and defeated army after 

army. But the dogged tenacity of the Romans won at last; 

Carthage received her death-blow, and Hannibal himself 

committed suicide in exile. You will find a trace of his service 

in Spain in the town of Barcelona, which was named after his 

familyðBarca.  

While Hannibal was winning victories in Italy, the 

Romans resolved to carry the war into Spain. They sent an 

army there under Publius Scipio, and he was defeated and 

killed; then another army, under his brother Cneius Scipio, and 

he was defeated and killed; then a third, under Publius 

Cornelius Scipio, who was afterwards known as the African, 

and be conquered the country, though be was only twenty-four 

years old. When he landed, with eleven thousand men, 

somewhere near Barcelona, nine-tenths of Spain was 

Carthaginian; in seven or eight years all Spain, except a town 

or two here and there, was Roman. This he accomplished not 

so much by fighting as by policy and kindness. Then, as now, 

the Spaniards were a hot-headed, impulsive people; they had 

never warmed to the Carthaginians, who were harsh and cruel. 

Scipio was gentle and generous.  

When the Carthaginians won a victory they held the 

finest youths among their vanquished foes as hostages for the 
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good behavior of their tribe. Scipio asked for no hostages. 

Among the Carthaginians beautiful maidens were always spoil 

of war. After a battle, when a lovely Spanish girl was brought 

to Scipio as his prize, he restored her to her lover, and gave her 

a dowry. He was always just and kind; and this was so 

surprising to the simple Spaniards, accustomed to the rough 

ways of a brutal age, that they regarded Scipio as more than a 

man, and offered to make him king. He refused the title, 

saying:  

"No Roman can endure the name of king. If you think 

that the royal spirit is the noblest spirit of man, I shall be glad 

if you think that such a spirit is mine. But you must never call 

me king."  

So completely did he win their hearts that for his sake 

they became firm friends of Rome. And you will find, as you 

read this history, that of all people the Spaniards are the most 

faithful. They have often given their lives rather than break 

their troth. They were, moreover, at this time a rich people. 

When Scipio took the city which is now known as Carthagena, 

he received as part of the government's share of the plunder 

two hundred and seventy-six golden bowls, each weighing 

about a pound, nine tons of wrought and coined silver, and one 

hundred and thirteen merchant vessels.  

Before he died he saw Roman authority firmly planted 

over Eastern and Southern Spain. In the North and West some 

native tribes were still independent. They were generally a 

people of herdsmen and shepherdsðpoor, with no great city 

and no treasure that was worth stealing. They were, moreover, 

brave and skilful fighters, and by going to war with them the 

Romans stood to win more hard-knocks than plunder. 

Therefore the Roman legions kept away from the bulk of the 

regions which are now known as Portugal, Estremadura, the 

Asturias, Galicia, Leon, Castile, and the windy plateau on 

which Madrid stands, and clung to the sunny slopes which 

lean to the Mediterranean.  

 

 
 

KING RAMIREZ  

On those purple hills which look into the Southern Sea, 

and in the leafy valleys between them, where summer is long 

and life is sweet, and fragrant odors and the buzz of many 

insects lull the idler to sleep, the Roman soldier, weary of war, 

took to his broad breast a blushing Spanish maiden, who in his 

arms became a Roman matron, as he in hers became a Spanish 

citizen. Thus Spain became Roman, and for four or five 

hundred years, when Rome itself was ravaged spring and fall 

by barbarian invaders, it was a home of Roman civilization, a 

refuge of Roman letters, a centre of Roman spirit.  

Some of the wisest statesmen, several of the most 

skillful generals, a few of the most brilliant writers of the later 

ages of Rome, were born in Spain. The Emperors Trajan and 

Hadrian were both born near Seville; Marcus Aurelius was 

born at Rome of Spanish parents; the Senecas and the poet 

Lucan at Cordova; the poet Martial in Aragon; Quintilian, the 

grammarian, in Navarre. These great men generally spent their 

lives at Rome; but some of them, as death approached, 

returned to lay their bones in the country of their birth, by the 

side of the flowing rivers they loved, and under the kindly 

skies they had gazed at in their boyhood. During the first 

centuries of the Christian era Spain was a more peaceful and 

happier country to live in than Italy.  
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CHAPTER II  

THE GOTHS IN SPAIN  

A.D. 200ð700 

For over five hundred years after the Roman conquest 

Spain was tranquil. The only interruption to peace was an 

uprising by a proconsul named Sertorius, who for a time 

established an independent government in the North. He 

defied the utmost power of Rome for ten years, and alight 

have founded an empire, for he was brave, wise, and honest, 

had he not, in a moment of forgetfulness, accepted a bidding to 

a banquet given by some refugees from Rome, who murdered 

him as he sat at table.  

He was adored by his people. There is a legend that 

one of the secrets of his power was his ownership of a white 

fawn, which he had tamed, and which came at his call and ate 

out of his hand. He persuaded the ignorant Spaniards that this 

creature came to him from Heaven, held converse with the 

gods, and advised him in moments of trouble. The Spaniards, 

like most dwellers in mountainous, volcanic regions, have 

always been a superstitious people, prone to believe things 

incredible. It would have been well for them if they had never 

cherished wilder delusions than the one about the white fawn.  

During the first centuries of the Christian era unending 

conflict raged between the Roman Empire and wild tribes of 

Northern Europe, who bore various names, among others 

Vandals, Sueves, Franks, Alemans, Saxons, Burgundians, and 

especially Goths. These last came from the shore of the Baltic, 

and were sometimes distinguished as Visigoths and 

Ostrogoths. They and rough races like them ravaged the 

Roman country, from the turbulent Bay of Biscay to the 

Danube, and plundered in turn the regions which we now call 

France, Germany, Italy, and Austria. For a long time the lofty 

wall of the Pyrenees kept them out of Spain; but an hour came 

when the barbarous tribes, thirsting for new towns to sack, 

scaled the mountain wall and poured into the valley of the 

Ebro. They were terrible visitors; often giants in size and 

strength, with blue eyes, long yellow hair, and coats of 

sheepskin or fur on their backs. They could neither read nor 

write, but they could fight from the dawn of day to the setting 

of the sun.  

The first tribes which settled in Spain were Sueves and 

Vandals. They roamed through the North, robbing cities and 

carrying off flocks and herds. The Spaniards called upon 

Rome for help; but Rome could not even defend herself. She 

was glad when a Gothic chief, Ataulph, or Adolphus, a brother 

of Alaric the Goth, offered to drive the Vandals and Sueves 

out of Southern France and Spain, on the condition that Rome 

should give them to him, and with them the Emperor's sister, 

Honoria, a lady of remarkable beauty, to be his wife. The 

bargain was closed on these terms. At the head of an army of 

Goths Ataulph scattered the other barbarians; not, however, 

until the Vandals had given their name to the most lovely 

portion of the country, which to this day is known as 

Andalusia.  

Then Ataulph founded a Gothic empire in Spain, and 

chose for his capital the beautiful city of Barcelona, on the 

Mediterranean. His Goths mingled and intermarried with the 

Spaniards, and in course of time it was difficult to distinguish 

one people from the other. The Goths had conquered the 

Spaniards on the battle-field, but the Spaniards had civilized 

their conquerors, and forced upon them the manners and 

customs and language of Rome.  

During several hundred years many kings succeeded 

each other on the Gothic throne. Ataulph did not reign long. 

As he was reviewing his troops a dwarf crept up behind him 

and stabbed him in the back. His successor, Sigeric, thought to 

make himself secure on his throne by causing the six little 
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children of Ataulph to be put to death; but the people said this 

was going too far, and they killed the murderer. A good 

riddance! Then there came a king named Wallia, who waged 

successful war upon the remnant of the Vandals and Sneves, 

and penned then up in corners of Spain; and after him came 

Theodoric, also a valiant fighter, who helped defeat Attila, 

King of the Huns, the Scourge of God, on the battle-field at 

Chalons. Both Attila and Theodoric died of wounds received 

in this battle. The next Gothic king, Evaric, was the most 

powerful and the wisest of the Gothic monarchs. All nations 

sent embassies to make treaties with him. He drew the Gothic 

code of laws, which was in force for many centuries, and is the 

basis of the system of laws which is in force in Spain to-day.  

We are told there were thirty-two Gothic kings in all, 

and that of these eight were usurpers, four were dethroned, and 

eight were murdered. As they did little except to quarrel and 

make war on their neighbors, I do not think you would care to 

hear much about them. There was a king named Leovigild, 

who, like Evaric, became a monarch of repute. He held his 

court at Toledo, dressed in purple, and sat on a throne. He 

levied heavy taxes on his people, and seized the estates of 

traitors, by which means he was enabled to gather a vast sum 

of money into his treasury. It was in his reign that the dispute 

became hot between two sects into which the Christians were 

dividedðArians and Catholics. The king was an Arian, his 

people Catholics. While he reigned the Arians were in the 

ascendant. After he died, A.D. 586, the Catholics got the upper 

hand and did not delay to crush out Arianism, though it was 

the ancient faith of the Goths.  

He had a wife whose name was Goswinda, and whose 

temper was hot. She was an Arian. Her son married a French 

princess named Ingunda, who was a Catholic. Goswinda 

ordered her daughter-in-law to become an Arian; Ingunda, 

who was only seventeen, respectfully declined to do anything 

of the kind. Thereupon the mother-in-law seized her by the 

hair of her head, threw her down, trampled on her, and held 

her in the water while she was baptized by an Arian priest. The 

young lady appealed to her husband and father-in-law for 

redress, but got none. In those days such pleasantnesses were 

not unusual at courts.  

 

 
 

THE BAY  OF BISCAY.  

It was a son of Leovigild, Ricared by name, who 

declared Catholicism to be the religion of Spain. He had been 

an Arian, but renounced his faith. He was so fortunate as to be 

able to effect the religious union of his people without war. He 

died A.D. 601, having built a cathedral at Toledo, which was 

consecrated to the Virgin Mary. According to the legend, the 

Virgin herself came down from heaven to inspect it when it 

was finished, and if you go to see it, you will be shown the 

footprint of her step on the stair.  

Seventy-one years after Ricared, in the year A.D. 672, 

the Gothic lords elected a farmer named Wamba to be king. 

The story goes that their messengers found Wamba ploughing 

his field; that when they told him their errand he laughed, 

saying that he would be king when leaves grew on his staff. 

With which words he smote the earth with the staff, and green 

leaves forthwith sprouted from it.  
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Whatever you may think of this story, you will have to 

admit that the old ploughman was a valiant and gallant soldier. 

He carried on many wars, and was always victorious. A 

rebellion breaking out at Nismes, which then formed part of 

the Spanish dominion, Wamba marched swiftly to the city and 

stormed it. Numbers of the defenders were killed in the attack; 

their leader was brought before Wamba in chains.  

"Thy life," said the king, "will I spare, though the 

mercy is ill deserved."  

He ordered the prisoners' heads to be shaved and their 

beards to be cut offðit was esteemed a disgrace to wear a bare 

chinðand when he returned to Toledo he required them to 

march in front of the army with bare feet and clothed in hair. 

The leader wore a leather crown, which I suppose 

corresponded to the leather medal of our day.  

I wish Wamba had been as merciful to the Jews as he 

was to the rebels. But he hated them with a hatred which 

nothing could appease, and, as was the custom of that day, he 

persecuted them cruelly. Toledo was said to have been an 

ancient Jewish city, founded before Christ. How the Jews got 

there, in the very heart of Spain, we are not told. But in the 

time of Wamba they were numerous at Toledo, and, as is their 

custom, they had grown rich. The king robbed them of their 

wealth, and gave them the choice of turning Christians or 

going into exile. Thus Toledo lost many of its most useful and 

enterprising citizens.  

One day King Wamba fell ill. His disease deprived him 

of consciousness; he could neither see what was going on 

round him, nor hear what was said. Now there was a curious 

custom in Spain that when a person became unconscious on 

his death-bed his friends could shave his head, and the priests 

could ordain him, unconscious as he was, as a monk of the 

church; the object being to secure him easy entrance into 

heaven, whose door always stood wide open for the 

priesthood. King Wamba's courtiers, being sure that he was 

going to die, shaved his head, and the Archbishop of Toledo 

received him into the Church as a monk, and ordained him 

with the usual ceremonies.  

Fancy their surprise next day when the king got better! 

His majesty was a good deal nonplussed when he passed his 

hand over his head and found his hair gone; likewise when he 

observed that he was dressed in the costume of a monk. A 

council of bishops and lawyers was summoned to consider the 

case, and they decided that the ruleðonce a priest, always a 

priestðmust apply. So King Wamba was told that his reign 

was over, and that there was nothing for him to do but to retire 

to a monastery at Burgos, which he did.  
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CHAPTER III  

THE MOORISH CONQUEST 

A.D. 710-711 

When the Goths first became masters of Spain they 

were a rude tribe of savages, without learning or culture. After 

they had mixed with the natives for a century or so they 

became a refined and polished people, speaking Latin, and 

trained in letters, law, and religion; and they still remained 

warlike and manly. But after they had been two or three 

centuries in possession of the rich valleys of Spain they 

acquired idle and luxurious habits, spent their lives in drinking 

and feasting and dancing, and thus became as weak and 

helpless as the people of Italy.  

It was the old story. Powerful chiefs, with men-at-arms 

under their command, seized the richest lands, and made the 

common people till then for their food and clothes. The man 

who drove the plough was cowed, houseless, hungry, ragged, 

unkempt, filthy, and ignorant. The man who owned the land 

lived in a splendid castle, with soldiers guarding the gate. He 

wore clothes of silk and rich stuffs, ate choice food, drank fine 

wines, took his siesta in the shade of olive groves, where 

fragrant flowers perfumed the air, listened to the sweet music 

of lutes, or lazily watched lovely girls dancing on Persian 

carpets for his delight. You know that there was too much 

contrast here for such a society to last. When the pillars of the 

arch are so very far apart the corner-stone is apt to fall in.  

At the close of the Gothic period in Spain a good deal 

of fable is mixed with the history. The Gothic king was named 

Roderick; of that there can be no doubt. He is said to have 

been brutal, reckless, headstrong, and incapable; of that there 

is no certainty at all.  

The legend says that at Toledo there was a house 

which had been built by Hercules, the strong man of Greece, 

and which was called "The House of God." It was the law that 

no one should enter that house; and for the better assurance of 

this, every king set his seal upon the door. Roderick had set his 

seal with the others. But afterwards, consumed with curiosity 

to know what was in the house, he broke his own and the other 

kingly seals and forced his way in. First he saw the statue of a 

man of prodigious size lying in bed, and he knew that this was 

Hercules. Then be went on, and he came to a room of which 

one wall was dazzling white, another pitch-black, the third an 

emerald-green, and the fourth blood-red. In this room stood a 

tall pillar; in the pillar a niche; in the niche a casket of gold, 

studded with precious stones and closed with a lock of mother-

of-pearl; and in the casket a white cloth, on which were drawn 

pictures of strange men with turbans on their heads, banners in 

their hands, swords hanging from their necks, bows tied to 

their saddles, and a scroll underneath, saying: "Whosoever 

shall see this cloth shall also see men like these conquer Spain 

and become the lords thereof."  

You do not need to be told that there was no house of 

Hercules, no colored walls, no pillar, no casket, no pictures on 

cloth, and no scroll, but that all these were invented long 

afterwards by the rich Moorish fancy. I cannot be as sure that 

another story of the same time was also a fable, but I suspect it 

was.  

Over against Spain, on the northern coast of Africa, 

dwelt tribes of Moors who constantly threatened to invade 

Europe. To hold them in check, Roderick built forts in Africa, 

and filled them with fighting men under a captain named 

Julian. Now this Julian had a lovely young daughter, named 

Clorinda, whom he sent to Toledo to be educated, and placed 

under the guardianship of the king.  

Forgetting his duty, Roderick fell in love with her, and, 

though he had a wife already, carried her off from her 

boarding-school. Her relations flew to arms to rescue her, but 
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when they broke into the place where she was shut up she 

refused to leave, and said she would cast her lot with the king. 

At this her kinsmen left her with curses, and from that time to 

this the Spaniards have never christened a girl-baby by the 

name of Clorinda, but have taken pleasure in giving the name 

to dogs.  

I suspect myself that this story was made up long 

afterwards to excuse the treachery of Julian; for, according to 

the story, just at this time that officer sent word to the Moorish 

chief that he would surrender his forts if the Moors would 

despatch a force into Spain to overthrow Roderick. The chief's 

name was Mousa or Musa. He delayed till he could consult the 

Caliph; then, receiving a favorable reply, he sent into Spain an 

officer named Tarif with five hundred men, and on his report 

despatched another army of seven thousand under another 

officer named Tarik.  

These invaders are called Moors, because they 

embarked for Spain from Mauritania, which we call Morocco. 

They were a mixed race, part Arab and part African, of whom 

I will tell you more in the next chapter. Swarthy but not black, 

fierce, warlike, unruly; tireless on the march, and fearless in 

battle; living for a day on a handful of fruit, with a mouthful of 

water; devoted heart and soul to the Moslem faith, which they 

believed it to be their duty to spread through the world by fire 

and sword, they may perhaps remind you of the Carthaginians, 

who sprang from the same stock and lived also in Northern 

Africa. They were indeed terrible foes for the weakened 

Spanish Goths to encounter.  

When Roderick heard of their landing he mastered all 

the troops he could gather, and marched down to Xeres, near 

Cadiz, with ninety thousand men. It is said that he went into 

battle in an ivory chariot drawn by two milk-white mules, but 

this is not certain. What is certain is that, though his force far 

outnumbered that of the Moors, even after the latter had been 

reinforced with five thousand fresh troops, he was beaten, after 

a desperate fight which lasted eight days.  

There is an old Spanish ballad which tells the story of 

the end of the battle, and describes the despair of Roderick:  

"He climbed into a hill-top,  

The highest he could see, 

Thence all about of that wide rout 

His last long look took lie;  

He saw his royal banners, 

Where they lay drenched and torn, 

He heard the cry of victory,  

The Arabs' shout of scorn. 

'Last night I was the King of Spain: 

To-day no king am I. 

Last night fair castles held my train: 

To-night where shall I lie?  

Last night a hundred pages  

Did serve me on the knee;  

To-night not one I call my own,  

Not one pertains to me. 

Oh! Death, why now so slow art thou, 

Why fearest thou to smite?" 

The story goes that the king was drowned in the 

Guadalquivir in trying to escape. His body was never found, 

hut his crown and his royal robe fell into the hands of the 

Moors.  

His army scattered; neither officers nor men were true 

to Roderick. He had taught them to hate him by his cruelties 

and his folly. The Jews, especially, whom he had oppressed, 

openly took sides with the Moors, in order to he revenged on 

their Christian oppressors.  

Musa, the chief general of the Moors in Africa, had 

ordered his lieutenant Tarik, when he left Africa, to give one 

battle, if he thought it safe, but not to follow up his victory, if 

he won. Musa wanted the glory of conquest for himself. Tarik, 

looking out for his own glory, chose to disobey. Without an 

hour's delay, after the battle of Xeres, be marched north, and 

took city after city. The Spanish spirit had been broken.  
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THE EVENING PRAYER.  

But Musa had no idea of letting Tarik play the part of 

conqueror. He placed himself at the head of an army, crossed 

into Spain, marched on the trail of his lieutenant, took Seville 

and Merida, and came up with Tarik outside the walls of 

Toledo.  

The Moorish chief, seated on a prancing charger, met 

his lieutenant with a black frown on his brow and bitter words 

on his tongue. He charged Tarik with having secreted plunder 

for himself. When this was disproved, Musa accused him of 

having aimed at making himself ruler of Spain. When this was 

also denied, Musa slashed him across the face with his whip 

and ordered him into prison.  

While the Moorish conquerors were quarrelling among 

themselves the Spaniards submitted quietly to be conquered. 

They were tired of the Goths and of their government, which 

latterly had neither preserved the peace nor protected the 

peasant. All they asked of the Moors was to be allowed to 

keep their old laws and their lands on the old terms; these 

conditions the conquerors granted. As to their religion, the 

Moors promised that it should not be interfered with, but so 

long as a Spaniard remained a Christian he must pay head-

money. This was not so bard to bear as some of the 

oppressions they had endured when the Gothic chiefs had been 

warring against each other.  

As you read Spanish history you will find no trait in 

the Spanish character more clearly marked than an 

unconquerable hatred of foreign control. That trait had not 

developed when the Moors overran Spain in the year of our 

Lord seven hundred and eleven.  
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CHAPTER IV  

WHO WERE THE MOORS? 

A.D. 630-711 

In order that you shall understand something of the 

people who conquered Spain nearly twelve hundred years ago, 

and who held the best part of it for over seven hundred years, I 

must tell you something of their origin.  

In the deserts of Arabia, where a tropical sun scorches 

vast stretches of sand, divided from each other by bare 

mountain ranges, and grass and trees only grow round a well 

or spring, to which the traveller, choked with dust or sickened 

by breathing air which is full of sulphur and salt, staggers at 

the close of a sultry day's march, in order to camp for the 

night. In these deserts wandering tribes of dark-faced men, 

with their wives, their children, their servants, their horses, 

their camels, and their flocks and herds, lived as long ago as 

history remembers. They were Arabs of the Desert. They 

rarely ventured out of their country, and strangers seldom 

visited them. They were not barbarians. In their lonely life 

they had studied many things, among others astronomy, 

mathematics, and poetry. They lived so close to Nature that 

their minds inclined to thoughts of God. They were brave and 

warlike, hardened to fatigue, and, like all natives of barren 

regions, they could live on a few dates, or a frijole, on which 

others would have starved.  

Among these Arabs there appeared, in the first quarter 

of the seventh century, a teacher whose name was Mahomet, 

or Mohammed. He proclaimed to the Arabs a new religion, 

which was based on the Old Testament. It differed from 

Christianity in that it did not admit the divinity of Christ, but it 

resembled Christianity in that it declared there was but one 

God. It also declared that Mahomet was his prophet. The 

general rules of life which this new religion proclaimed were 

much like the rules of Christ, though it did not forbid the 

Eastern practice of marrying more than one wife, and did 

forbid the use of wine. It enjoined three chief duties: the duty 

of prayer, the duty of self-denial, and the duty of charity.  

 

 
 

A MOORISH FORT.  

Such a religion was a vast improvement upon the 

religions which the Eastern nations had professed. After a few 

years' consideration the Arabs embraced it; and having 

embraced it, they resolved to spread it through the world by 

force of arms. In this enterprise they were surprisingly 

successful. In a few years they overran Syria, Persia, Egypt, 

and the whole of Northern Africa, and made the people adopt 

their faith. It looked at one time as though Mahometanism, or 

Moslemism, was going to supersede Christianity.  

The chief holy city of the Moslem Church was Mecca, 

in Arabia; but when the Moslems began to conquer territory, 

their chief ruler resided at Damascus, in Syria. He was called a 

caliph, which means a successor, and he was so called to 

indicate that he was a successor of Mahomet. He was, in fact, 

a Moslem Pope, with temporal as well as spiritual power. He 
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gave orders to the Moslem armies wherever they were; his 

authority extended from the Indus to the Atlantic Ocean. After 

a time the caliphs removed from Damascus to Bagdad. I dare 

say you have read in story-books accounts of one of the 

caliphs of Bagdad who used to go round in disguise to see how 

his officers performed their duties, and to hear what people 

said of him.  

These Arabs had long led contented lives in their 

barren country, surrounded by their children, their fleet horses, 

and their tireless camels. There was no distinction of rank 

among them. All dressed alike, ate the same food, bore the 

same privations with the same fortitude. They were hospitable 

to the stranger, and merciful to the prisoner. In speech they 

were courteous. They loved poetry, and well knew the books 

of the Old Testament. When Mahomet roused them to 

undertake the spread of their religion by the invasion of other 

countries, and they enlarged their minds by mixing with 

foreigners, the Moslem Arabs became admirable soldiers, 

capable of long marches on short rations, unconscious of fear, 

and submissive to discipline. Their swift horsemen were the 

terror of an enemy. In peace they were patient, intelligent 

workers. They farmed their lands with skill, and toiled with 

unceasing industry. They made fine cloths of silk and wool 

and linen. They forged steel swords which have not been 

surpassed in temper by the best weapons of our day. They 

knew much, for the times in which they lived, of various 

sciences. It is from the language they used that we borrowed 

such words as alphabet, algebra, and alchemy; and with the 

names we borrowed the first rudiments of the things. They 

invented the numerals we use. You will see, as we go on with 

this Child's History, that they were at one time the most 

learned people in the world.  

The Moors who invaded Spain in the year 711 were a 

branch of these Moslem Arabs. They were called Moors by the 

Christians, because they embarked for the enterprise from 

ports in Morocco, and also because a considerable number of 

them were natives of that country. Musa and Tarik were 

Arabs, born in Asia; but many of their regiments consisted of 

Berbers, who were men of the Arab race, born and bred in 

Northern Africa.  

 

 
 

MOSQUE OF MEDINA, CONTAINING THE PROPHET'S TOMB.  

You have already learned what manner of people they 

found in Spain. At this time the Goths and the native races had 

completely blended into one raceðSpaniards. Four or five 

hundred years before the Moors came Spain was a centre of 

elegant Roman civilization. Learning was general, manners 

were polished, letters were cultivated, fine cities had been built 

with splendid adornments, and rich people lived in luxurious 

villas, in which life was a dream of pleasure. At that time, too, 

the poor were not to be pitied, for everybody had or could 
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have a farm; nor were the Spanish soldiers to be despised, for 

they could hold their own against any foe.  

But by the beginning of the eighth century vast 

changes had taken place. Luxury had ruined the rich, and 

brought the poor to the verge of starvation. The earnings of the 

farmer were taken by nobles, to be spent in riotous living. 

Feuds between family and family constantly turned whole 

sections of the country into a wilderness. No Spaniard could 

tell when he might be called out to fight in a quarrel which 

was not his own. No one could go to bed sure that his vineyard 

and his wheat-field would not be ravaged in the night-time by 

an enemy. No father of a family could feel certain he would 

not be stabbed in the back as he filled his water-pail, or that a 

band of marauders would not carry off his daughters.  

 

 
 

THE ENTRANCE TO TOLEDO.  

Of course, when such confusion prevailed, farming 

was difficult, industry slow, and education impossible. The 

Spaniards forgot how to read. The science of war was lost 

when there were no armies, and everybody was skirmishing on 

his own account. Courage died out when people fell into the 

way of stabbing each other from behind. Even the national 

spirit, exhausted by never-ending misery, faded out of 

existence, and the old Spanish love of country, which had 

taught the men of Saguntum to die rather than to surrender to 

Hannibal, had become a dim tradition.  

You must remember these contrasts if you wish to 

understand the remaining chapters of this book.  



Original Copyright 1894 by John Bonner.    Distributed by Heritage History 2010 16 

CHAPTER V 

THE CONQUEST 

A.D. 711-717 

You read in the chapter before the last that, after the 

battle in which King Roderick lost his life, Tarik swiftly 

moved forward and captured city after city. Malaga made no 

resistance, Granada was stormed; against Cordova Tarik sent 

seven hundred cavalry, who found a breach in the walls, and 

broke into the place. The Jews, who were numerous, sided 

with the Moors, and the Christians made but a feeble 

resistance. So the city fell, the governor and bishop fled for 

refuge to a convent, where they stood a three months' siege, 

and the Jewish rabbi was set in their place.  

At only one town was any semblance of resistance. 

This was Orihuela. The Christian commander was one 

Theodemir. He sallied forth, gave battle to the Moors, and lost 

his whole army. Returning to the town with a single page, he 

closed the gates and bade every woman in the place dress in 

the attire of a man. He placed sticks in their hands to resemble 

lances, and had each draw her long hair under her chin so that 

as the Moors approached in the dusk of the evening it 

resembled a beard. Then he paraded his female army in a long 

line on the parapet. Surprised at the appearance of troops they 

had not expected, the Moors halted and camped for the night.  

Before they slept Theodemir entered the camp under a 

flag of truce. Stating that he came on behalf of the commander 

of the city, he offered to evacuate it next morning, provided 

the army and the inhabitants were allowed to go out with all 

their property. If this were denied, they would fight till the last 

man fell. The Moors accepted the offer.  

 

Next morning they were surprised to observe 

Theodemir, followed by a single page and a crowd of women, 

emerge from the gate. They asked him where was his army 

that was going to fight to the death.  

"There," replied Theodemir, patting his page on the 

head, "is my army."  

The Moors admired his stratagem so much that they 

made him Moorish Governor of Murcia.  

On from Orihuela the Moors pushed to Toledo, the 

Gothic capital. There they expected resistance. But the Jews, 

who had been so cruelly persecuted there, took up arms and 

opened the gates; the Christian nobles and churchmen fled to 

the mountains, and Tarik found himself in possession of the 

most splendid and the strongest city of Spain without striking 

a blow. It was there that Musa, who bad stopped on his way to 

capture Seville, rejoined his disobedient lieutenant and 

disgraced him, as you read in the third chapter of this Child's 

History.  

From that time all Southern Spain, from the 

Guadarrama Mountains to the Cape of Gibraltar, fell under 

Moorish control. Here and there a band of Christians, under a 

dar¬ing leader, would rise against the invaders, but after a few 

skirmishes the uprising would be quelled. The Moors held all 

of Andalusia, with the fertile valleys of the Guadalquivir and 

the Guadiana, and the fine cities of Cadiz, Malaga, Granada, 

Seville, and Cordova; all the country afterwards known as 

New Castile, with the valley of the Tagus and the cities of 

Toledo and Madrid; all of Murcia, Aragon, and Catalonia, 

with the valley of the Ebro, and the towns of Carthagena, 

Valencia, and Barcelona. The Christians were driven back into 

the northern provinces of Galicia, the Asturias, Leon, Old 

Castile, and Navarreða region which was cold, bleak, and 

broken. All of Spain that was worth having belonged to the 

Moors.  
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I must say that in the beginning they governed it well. 

They laid a poll-tax on Christians and Jews, but afterwards 

both were placed on the same footing as Moslems. The 

Christians had their own churches. Their priests and their 

bishops, their magistrates and their judges were of their own 

choosing. The land-tax was the same for Moslem, Christian, 

and Jew. Every man, whatever his religion, could own his land 

and sell it. Under the Gothic rule the Christians had owned 

large numbers of slaves, some of whom were sold with the 

farms on which they worked, and could not be separated from 

them. The Moslem faith did not approve of slavery. Any 

Spanish slave could obtain his freedom by going before a 

magistrate and saying, with his right hand uplifted,  

"There is no God but God, and Mahomet is his 

prophet."  

I am not surprised to learn that conversions among the 

slaves were frequent.  

But the splendid victory of the Moors did not benefit 

those who had planned it and carried it out. Tarik, with the 

sting of Musa's whip still tingling on his cheek, sent trusty 

messengers to the Caliph at Damascus to complain of tithe 

treatment he had endured. The Caliph ordered Musa to repair 

to Damascus forthwith, to justify himself, if he could. He 

went, laden with treasures. Scores of wagons, filled with gold 

and silver ornaments; four hundred Gothic nobles forming his 

body guard, and several thousand male and female slaves of 

matchless beauty followed him to the city of the Caliph. He 

fancied that he could buy his grace; but the Caliph saw in the 

conqueror of Spain a dangerous rival.  

Musa was heard, and bidden to await his sentence. 

Meanwhile trusty officers were sent to Spain with a message 

for Musa's son, Abdelaziz. They found him at the palace at 

Cordova, struck him down, cut off his head, embalmed it, and 

bore it to Damascus. Next day Musa was sent for, and shown 

his son's head.  

"Dost thou recognize him?"  

"I do," said the father. "He was innocent, and I invoke 

God's curse on his assassin."  

He was an old man. His head, which was snow-white, 

he dyed, after the fashion of his times, with a red powder. In 

battle he was as fierce and valiant as he had been in his youth. 

But at the sight of the head of his dearly loved son he broke 

down and buried his face in his robe. The Caliph was not 

moved by his grief. He sentenced him to pay a fine which took 

everything he had. Then he ordered him to go in exile to 

Mecca. There he died of a broken heart.  

Nor did his enemy Tarik meet a much better fate. He, 

too, was ordered to Damascus to give an account of Iris doings 

in Spain. He was acquitted of wrong, and as a mark of favor 

was allowed to become one of the Caliph's slaves in the 

palace.  

After Musa several Moorish governors, some 

appointed by the Caliph, others selected by their tribes, ruled 

over Spain. The news of the wealth of the new Moslem 

province drew to it Moslems from far and wide. Bodies of 

fighting men from Syria, from Egypt, from Damascus, from 

North Africa poured into Spain and fought with each other for 

the rich valleys. In their fights governor after governor was 

killed. None of them claimed to rule the whole country; the 

authority of many did not extend beyond a bowshot from the 

castle where they lived.  

About the only one who deserves your attention was 

named Abderrahman. He led an army of Moors into France in 

730, and captured cities and spoil. He had planned the 

conquest of the country to the shore of the Baltic, and resolved 

that he would not rest till there was not a Chris¬tian left in 

Western or Southern Europe. Unluckily for him, when he got 

as far as the valley of the Loire, in France, in 732, he ran 

against an army of Franks and Gauls, under the command of 

Charles Martel or Charles the Hammer. Where the two armies 
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met is not now exactly known. It was somewhere near Tours. 

But wherever it was, Charles the Hammer hammered the 

Moors with such tremendous blows, and so many other 

stalwart Franks and Gauls hammered after him, that when the 

sun went down the followers of Mahomet were flying in all 

directions, and when the sun rose again nothing was to be seen 

of them anywhere. Abderrahman was killed in the battle, and 

his Moors made the best of their way back again to Spain, 

having concluded to postpone the destruction of Christianity 

till a more convenient season.  

Forty-five years afterwards the grandson of Charles the 

Hammer, who is known in history as Charlemagne, undertook 

to avenge the Moorish invasion of France by a Frank invasion 

of Spain. He crossed the Pyrenees in 777, there expecting to 

find allies among the Moors who were fighting among 

themselves. But bitterly as the Moorish chiefs bated each 

other, they bated the Christian Franks more bitterly, and 

Charlemagne was disappointed in their aid. He did not stop to 

give battle but faced north and recrossed the mountains; there, 

in the pass of Roncesvalles, his rear guard fell into an 

ambuscade, and was cut off to a man. It is, said that thirty 

thousand were destroyed by rocks and darts and arrows, which 

the Spaniards poured upon them from the mountain heights as 

they wound through the defile beneath.  

The Spaniards who planned this ambuscade and 

destroyed the Franks were largely from the province of Leon, 

and were probably not Moors. They fought simply for their 

country. They have an old legend which says:  

"With three thousand men of Leon, 

From the city Bernard goes, 

To protect the Spanish soil 

From the spear of Frankish foes; 

From the city which is planted 

In the midst between the seas, 

To preserve the name and glory 

Of old Pelayo's victories. 

At least King Charles, if God decrees 

He must be lord of Spain, 

Shall witness that the Leonese 

Were not aroused in vain; 

He shall bear witness that we died 

As lived our sires of old 

Not only of Numantian pride 

Shall minstrel tale be told." 

You will not read of another invasion of Spain by the 

French till near the close of this history.  

 

 
 

AT THE FOUNTAIN, CORDOVA.  
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CHAPTER VI  

ABDERRAHMAN THE FIRST 

A.D. 750-788 

In the year 750 the Caliph of Damascus was 

overthrown and killed by a rival who was called the Butcher, 

and who proved his right to the title by murdering every 

member of the Caliph's family except two. Of these two one 

was a young man named Abderrahman, who saved himself by 

running away to the desert, where he took refuge with an Arab 

family. Hunted by the Butcher, he ran away again, and this 

time he did not stop till he reached Africa, where he found a 

home with some kindly Berbers.  

The Governor of the Berber country, who was a friend 

of the Butcher, heard of him, and sent a party of soldiers to 

seize him. But the Berbers gave him warning; he escaped 

again, and this time he did not rest till he reached the sea-coast 

of Mauritania. While he was there certain of the Moors in 

Spain, who had been loyal to the murdered caliph and hostile 

to his assassin, heard of Abderraham and sent him word to 

come to Spain. The Moors had ruled Spain for forty-four 

years, and in those forty-four years they had no less than 

twenty governors or emirs, most of whom had died violent 

deaths. Warlike as the Moors were, they sighed for peace.  

Abderrahman landed in Andalusia in September, 755. 

He was only twenty years old, was blind of one eye, and 

devoid of the sense of smell. But he was tall, stout, strong, and 

brave. His judgment was sound, and his energy prodigious. I 

am sorry to say that with these good qualities he coupled want 

of principle and cruelty. His word was not to be trusted, and 

no man's life was safe in his hands. He was not a good type of 

the Moorish chief.  

He took with him seven hundred and fifty horsemen, 

and the blessing of the old Berber chief, whose last words to 

him were:  

"'Tis the finger of Heaven which beckons you. Your 

cimeter shall restore the honor of your family."  

Great numbers of Moors in Andalusia flocked to his 

standard, Seville opened her gates to him, and next spring, 

when he had got his army in shape, he marched on Cordova. 

Governor Yusuf, who had been appointed over Spain by the 

Butcher, came forth to meet him. The two armies were 

separated by the river Guadalquivir, swollen by the spring 

rains. As they gazed at each other across the rolling flood 

Abderrahman offered to treat for peace if Yusuf let him cross 

without resistance; the offer was accepted, and when 

Abderrahman's troops got across they fell upon Yusuf's army 

and cut it in pieces. This treachery gave him possession of 

Cordova.  

Most of Spain submitted with little hesitation. Nearly 

fifty years of war had inclined the Moors to peace. They 

secretly respected the vigor with which Abderraham put down 

rebellions against his authority; they said to each other that 

such a man knew how to rule. One party of Moors, who were 

friends of the Butcher, beset him at Carmona. He attacked 

them and defeated them. Then cutting off the heads of the 

officers, he labelled them and sent them in sacks to the 

Butcher. The latter inspected them with a grim face, and said:  

"Thank God, there is a sea between that man and me!"  

Toledo was one of the last cities to yield. It opened its 

gates at last on promise of fair treatment by the conqueror. But 

he no sooner entered the city than he seized the chief citizens 

and crucified them.  

He chose as his capital the city of Cordova, and when 

you visit that grand old city you will see many traces of his 

work, and of the work of his successors. He built dikes along 

the Guadalquivir, and planted on its banks gardens in which 
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Eastern trees and plants grew. It is said that he was the first to 

plant the palm-tree in Spain. It reminded him of his Arabian 

home, though, as he said, the palm and the Euphrates had 

forgotten his early griefs.  

He loved poetry, and wrote verse which is not without 

merit. To the palm he wrote:  

"Like me, thou art a stranger, 

Far from thy friends: 

Thou host grown up in a foreign soil 

Far from the land of thy birth." 

But his poetic instincts did not stand in the way of his 

prosaic care of himself and his throne. He kept power in his 

own hands, and required all officers in Spain to take their 

orders from him, and to obey him without debate. To execute 

his will he had forty thousand Berbers from Africa enrolled as 

a body-guard, and commanded by devoted officers. They did 

not speak the language of the Spaniards, and hated them. It 

was to them a joy to fall upon Spanish rebels with sword and 

lance, and to strew the field with their corpses.  

Abderrahman himself was the hardest worker in his 

empire. He seemed to require neither rest nor sleep. He would 

work all night over the reports of his officers in the provinces, 

and at daybreak he would be found on his horse, reviewing his 

troops or leading them to battle.  

When he first made himself master of Spain he 

required the country to pay, him ten thousand ounces of gold, 

ten thousand pounds of silver, ten thousand horses, ten 

thousand mules, and one thousand cuirasses. Before him the 

governors of Spain had been called emirs, and had held their 

authority from the Caliph at Damascus. He now declared that 

he was the true Caliph, and the head of the Moslem Church, 

having the blood of Mahomet in his veins. And the Asiatic 

Caliph, who was in power at this time, removed from 

Damascus to Bagdad, and did not undertake to dispute his 

assumption with arms.  

 

 
 

STREET SCENE WITH GOATS, TOLEDO.  

But if the successor of the Butcher let Abderrahman 

alone, his subjects in Spain were not disposed to be so 

submissive. They were perpetually plotting against him, and 

the plots did not cease, though the Caliph had a way of 

crucifying the plotters when he found them out. In the first 

years of his stay at Cordova he used to walk the streets alone 

and converse in a friendly way with any one he met. In his 

later years he never appeared without a powerful body-guard, 

armed to the teeth. He had several thousand soldiers to guard 

his palace and his person, and not one of them was a Spaniard. 
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Woe befell any one whom he thought he had reason to 

suspect.  

 

 
 

A PATIO IN TOLEDO.  

In his way he was pious. He would offer prayers over 

the bodies of the dead, and on Fridays he would get into the 

pulpit of the mosque and preach sermons. Having left the 

mosque, he would give orders for the execution of prisoners 

who were accused of disloyalty.  

Abderrahman lived to be fifty-three, but his later years 

were years of misery. A tyrant may enforce submission, but he 

cannot command friendship. Everybodyðrelations, friends, 

comrades-in-arms, and even servantsðdeserted him, except at 

the hours when duty required them to attend his presence. 

They stood before him in silence, with bowed heads. He could 

not order them to execution because they would not talk to 

him, and yet it was galling to live a life of silence. Not one 

single person loved him. Every one looked forward eagerly to 

his death, and he knew it. Of the women who had laid their 

beautiful heads on his breast in his youth not one remained; 

they had died, I supposeðperhaps of broken hearts, for there 

was not a ray of tenderness in him. His son, who was an 

admirable young man, rarely saw his father, and could not 

have respected him. Not even one of those whom he had 

raised to high command was hypocrite enough to feign to like 

him.  

This desolate old man, however, founded a dynasty 

which lasted three hundred, and an empire which lasted over 

seven hundred years. The race of which he was the leader 

ruled Spain for a period equal in length to that which separates 

us from the Crusades. They left a mark on that country which 

ignorance, intolerance, and bigotry have been unable to efface; 

and, by a strange fatality, the epoch of their expulsion 

coincides very nearly with the decline and fall of Spanish 

power and prosperity.  
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CHAPTER VII  

ABDERRAHMAN 'S SUCCESSORS 

A.D. 788-862 

Arderrahman the First was succeeded by his son 

Hisham, who reigned eight years, and he by his son Hacam, 

who reigned twenty-six years.  

The first was an excellent young man, who ruled his 

people justly and established schools all over the country. It 

had been foretold of him by an astrologer that he would reign 

eight years, and no more; and sure enough, in the eighth year 

of his reign he died. The people mourned him, for they had 

loved him as much as they had hated his father. He was 

famous for kind deeds; constantly visited the sick, sent food to 

the needy, and prayed with the devout who were confined to 

their houses by inclement weather or illness.  

His son Hacam was a very different person. He loved 

nothing so much as pleasureðhunting, wine-drinking, gayety, 

and frolic. He counted some of the most beautiful women in 

Spain among his wives. When he died he left forty sons. His 

way of life gave offence to truly religious Moslemsðthe 

students of the college at Cordova, who were extremely 

devout, having been converted from Christianity, were 

especially incensed at the loose behavior of the head of the 

Church. It may give you some idea of the singular manners of 

the time to hear that these students followed the Caliph in the 

streets, jeering him and throwing stones at him.  

Hacam only laughed at them; but when they concocted 

a plot for his overthrow, he showed that he was of the blood of 

Abderrahman. He swooped down upon the plotters at the head 

of his Mamelukes, caught the leaders, and crucified them. 

Three or four years afterwards, in 806, they formed another 

plot, and the plotters met the same fate. Then, after a time, the 

nobles of Toledo broke out in revolt, and declared that they 

would make an end of Hacam, as they had made an end of so 

many emirs before Abderrahman. They raised quite an army, 

and prepared to take the field against an unworthy follower of 

Mahomet.  

Hacam sent his young son, whose name was 

Abderrahman, like his grandfather, and who was only fifteen 

years old, to deal with the rebels, giving him private 

instructions how to act. The boy got into the castle of 

Toledoðyou can still see the ruins of its wallsðand invited 

the nobles and chief people of the place, to the number of a 

thousand or more, to a banquet, at which he proposed to 

discuss with them the causes of their discontent. They came, 

and were directed to walk through the castle ditch round the 

main tower of the banquet hall. They were so numerous and 

made such a fine show that a crowd collected to see them enter 

the castle.  

After a time the on-lookers were surprised that the 

banqueters did not come out of the castle. Some one said that 

they had doubtless gone out by the back door.  

"Not so," said a physician, who was watching; "I have 

been at the back door for some time, and no one has gone out 

that way."  

Next day it was discovered that the guests, as they 

walked through the ditch in narrow file, had been struck down 

by Mamelukes and their bodies thrown into a pit. The date of 

the massacre was long remembered in Toledo by the name of 

the Day of the Foss. It kept the Toledans quiet for many a long 

year.  

Hacam's last years were spent in private. You will read 

in the histories that he was as melancholy and as wretched as 

his grandfather. But I notice that he wrote poetry, and was 

passionately fond of music, which seems to imply that he was 

not always sad. There are legends that he gloried in putting 



Original Copyright 1894 by John Bonner.    Distributed by Heritage History 2010 23 

people to death in order to exult over their dying agonies. But 

this and other stories were probably started by fanatic 

Moslems, who hated him because he was not as bigoted as 

they. At the time of his death the Moors of Spain had got over 

the liberal toleration with which they began their empire. They 

had got the taste of persecution into their mouths.  

 

 
 

THE MOORISH GATE, SEVILLE .  

The students of the college, who were crazy enthusiasts 

on religion, would have liked to crucify him. Once they roused 

the mob and attacked the palace with fury. Hacam, aroused by 

the noise, bade his page perfume his hair and beard with civet. 

When the page hesitated, in a moment of such peril, the Caliph 

cried:  

"Proceed, fellow! How shall the rebels identify my 

head among the rest except by its sweet odor?"  

Then swiftly sending a force of cavalry by a round-

about way to the quarter from which the mob had come, he 

ordered the houses set on fire. The rioters turning to rescue 

their belongings from the flames, the palace gates were opened 

and a swarm of Mamelukes poured forth, while the cavalry 

charged them under cover of the smoke. Thus caught between 

two foes the mob was crushed with frightful slaughter, and, by 

way of a lesson, Hacam burned down that part of the city in 

which they lived, and exiled the survivors to Africa. The 

students he spared. One of them, who was brought before him, 

was asked why he had rebelled against his sovereign.  

"Because it was the will of God," said the fanatic.  

"He who commands thee to hate me," said Hacam, 

"commands me to pardon thee. Go and live."  

Hacam was succeeded by one of his forty sons, 

Abderrahman the Second. He came to the throne in 822, and 

reigned till 852. Throughout the thirty years religious feuds 

glowed and grew hotter and hotter. I will tell you of them in 

the next chapter. The king did not take much interest in them, 

and after the severe lesson his father Hacam had given the 

fanatics, they did not fly to arms as quickly as formerly.  

Abderrahman spent his time in works of art and 

beauty. He built mosques and palaces and bridges; he laid out 

fine gardens, and watered them by means of aqueducts leading 

from mountain springs. His court was splendid. He gave 

handsome rewards to poets and musicians, and gathered the 

brightest of them round him. His wife Tarub is the first 

Moorish queen who figures in history. She seems to have been 

a woman of mind, though she did love necklaces and bags of 

silver, and was not particular how she got them.  
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Church affairs Abderrahman left to a bigoted priest 

named Tahya, who ruled the Moslems with a rod of iron, and 

punished neglect of religious duty severely. He does not seem 

to have troubled the Christians much unless they made 

themselves offensive; but whenever a Moslem omitted his 

daily prayers Tahya made an example of him.  

Abderrahman's best friend and chief associate was a 

Persian named Ziriab, who was a musician and a singer. It was 

said that he knew a thousand songs by heart, and the king was 

so fond of hearing him sing them that he would spend all day 

by Ziriab's side, would share his meals with him, and was 

never tired of giving him houses and pensions and presents of 

value.  

Ziriab was more than a musician; he was a wit and a 

wise observer of mankind. He gave his master advice which 

generally proved to be sound. He was also a man of taste, and 

he undertook to reform the manners of the Moors. He set new 

fashions in dress, and taught the Moorish nobles to cut their 

hair. He persuaded the court to cease drinking out of metal 

cups, and to use glasses instead. He abolished linen table-

cloths, and covered dinner tables with leather clothsðwhich 

does not give me a high opinion of his notions of cleanliness. 

Linen sheets he declared to be an abomination, and advised 

people to sleep on leather instead. He invented fricassees and 

forcemeat; lie introduced asparagus into Spain. He did not rest 

till he had changed the fashions of the Moors in almost all 

their ways of living. And for these services the people admired 

him almost as much as the king did. Though he was the 

favorite, he did not inspire envy in his lifetime, and I think you 

can remember him with pleasure.  

Abderrahman's thirty years' reign was a period of peace 

and comfort for the Spaniards. Taught by the king's example, 

the nobles in many places irrigated their land by bringing 

water to it in leaden pipes from great distances, and the 

consequence was improved harvests. They were stimulated to 

pursue this work by a drought which occurred in 846, and 

which of course was followed by famine and pestilence; those 

who had neglected their water supply starved in great 

numbers, while those who had aqueducts reaped the usual 

harvest.  

In the year 852ðthe memorable year when the Danish 

or Norman sea rovers ravaged the coasts of England, France, 

and Germany, and captured the cities they could reach, 

including the City of LondonðKing Abderrahman the Second 

ascended to the terrace of his palace to breathe the evening air. 

His eye was offended by a row of Christian corpses, mutilated, 

and swinging by the neck to a gibbet. He ordered them cut 

down and decently buried, and his cheek flushed as he thought 

of the bigotry of his fellow-believers. The flush rose and 

deepened till his whole face turned purple. He staggered and 

fell, and when the physicians came they declared that the king 

had died of apoplexy.  
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CHAPTER VIII  

FLORA AND MARY  

A.D. 840-859 

While Abderrahman the Second was Moorish King or 

Sultanðas the king was sometimes calledðof Spain, there 

was born to an honest Moorish mechanic a daughter, whom he 

named Flora. Though her father was a Moslem, her mother 

was a Christian. Now the Moorish law was that children of 

Moors must be brought up in the Moorish faith; but in secret 

Flora's mother brought her up to be a Christian.  

At that time Moors and Christians were living 

peaceably side by side. Moslemism was the religion of the 

country, but the Christians were not persecuted; they had their 

churches, their bishops, and their priests; nobody troubled 

them about their religion as long as they were decently 

respectful to the Moslem faith; but it chanced at that particular 

time that a wave of religious enthusiasm swept over Spain. In 

the gloom of their cloisters, monks let their minds dwell upon 

the history of the early martyrs until their beads were turned, 

and they could think of nothing but the joy of giving up one's 

life for religion's sake. They recalled the past glories of their 

Church, and they groaned in spirit when they remembered that 

it had been overthrown by infidels.  

Such a one was Eulogius, who had spent years in 

fasting and prayer, till he had destroyed his constitution and 

upset his mind. Such another was Perfectus, who had worked 

himself up to such a pitch of frenzy that he went through the 

streets cursing Mahomet, and was duly arrested and executed 

for blasphemy, according to the Moorish law. Another such 

was a monk named Isaac, who went into court, reviled 

Mahomet in the presence of the cadi, or judge, was taken out 

and beheaded; whereupon the Christian Church enrolled him 

in the list of saints, together with others who proved their 

saintliness by insulting the faith of their fellow-countrymen.  

Flora, who was a fanciful, high-strung girl, caught the 

exaltation of the priests and fled from her home, saying that 

she was a Christian. Her brother was a quiet Moslem; he was 

hurt at her conduct, brought her back, and reasoned with her; 

but as she would listen to nothing, he took her before the 

judge. According to the Moorish law she had forfeited her life 

by abandoning the faith of her father; but the judge shrank 

from sentencing one so young and so beautiful; he ordered that 

she be whipped, and he enjoined her brother to take better care 

of her thereafter. His back was no sooner turned than she ran 

away again, and this time hid herself with a Christian family, 

where she met Eulogius, the man who had prayed and fasted 

so long. He fell in love with her, and her Christian friends had 

to hide her from him as well as from the Moors.  

By this time the religious enthusiasm had become a 

craze. Eulogius made a convert of one of the sultan's guards, 

who, to show his zeal, reviled Mahomet before his regiment. 

When he was taken out and beheaded six monks rushed to the 

court where the judge was sitting and roared at him:  

"The guardsman was right! Now avenge your accursed 

prophet! Here we are, ready to die!"  

They were promptly accommodated; and three more 

monks, who insisted on being beheaded, shared their fate. It 

looked as though the Christians had gone mad. I do not know 

what would have happened if the bishops had not called a halt, 

and proclaimed that suicide was not the road to heaven. Each 

bishop in his diocese preached against the folly and 

wickedness of the enthusiasts, and for a time the mania was 

checked.  

But the mad priest Eulogius raved more loudly than 

ever, and confounded the bishops with extracts from the lives 

of the saints. He bawled and bellowed so furiously that the 
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Moorish judge, not wishing to execute him if it could be 

avoided, locked him up in jail to stop his tongue. There he met 

Flora again, and with her another young and beautiful girl 

named Mary. Both of them had been imprisoned by the judge, 

who wanted to evade the duty of putting them to death. In the 

solitude of her cell Flora had had time to think, and she had 

seen the folly of insulting the faith which her father had 

professed and to which her brother belonged. She was ready, 

when her release came, to behave quietly, as became a young 

girl, and to keep her religious opinions to herself.  

When the wild fanatic Eulogius met her, her good 

resolutions were quickly scattered to the winds. He 

overwhelmed her with his frantic fury. He besought her by the 

love he bore her not to let the opportunity of martyrdom 

escape. He entreated of her to show her true Christian spirit by 

reviling the Moors and their prophet. And the weak girl, 

probably loving him as he loved her, and believing him to be 

her best friend and adviser, did as he bade her. She and Mary 

went before the cadi and cursed Mahomet; whereupon the 

judge, whose patience was worn out, ordered them to 

execution; and their heads were severed from their bodies on 

November 34th, 851.  

When she told Eulogius that he had convinced her, and 

that she was ready for martyrdom, he exulted and said:  

"I sought to confirm her in her resolution by showing 

her the crown of glory. I worshipped her; I fell down before 

this angel, and besought her to remember me; then I returned 

less sad to my sombre cell."  

When the Moors turned this maniac priest out of his 

sombre cell, the Christians of Toledo chose him to be their 

bishop. He had not been long preaching when another 

beautiful girl was missing. She also was traced to Eulogies 

who was training her for the glory of martyrdom. They were 

both arrested and taken before the judge. Eulogies, who had 

quite lost his head, burst forth with a storm of curses against 

Mahomet. Whereupon the judge sentenced him to die, as the 

law required; but before his execution a friend of the Sultan 

tried to save him, offering to get him a pardon if he would 

withdraw what he had said before the cadi. He stoutly refused, 

declaring that he had nothing to recant. Whereupon his bead 

was struck off, eight years after Flora, by his persuasion, had 

voluntarily given up her life.  

I have no doubt that Eulogius was honest. But it is not 

enough to be honest, if the honesty be displayed in a way that 

will injure others. A blind teacher cannot escape blame for his 

teaching on the ground that his motives were pure. In the 

coming chapters of this history you will often be shocked by 

tales of religious persecution; I suspect that the fashion was set 

by the yearnings of Eulogius and his brethren for martyrdom.  



Original Copyright 1894 by John Bonner.    Distributed by Heritage History 2010 27 

CHAPTER IX  

ABDERRAHMAN THE THIRD  

A.D. 850-961 

The second Abderrahman died before Eulogius, 

leaving Spain in disorder, through his weakness as a ruler. He 

was followed by his son Mohammed; he by his son Mundhir, 

who was assassinated; and he by his brother Abdallah, who 

reigned twenty-four years, and died in 912.  

During all these reigns the power of the Caliph was 

gradually dissolving. Almost all Andalusia had risen in revolt 

and driven out the Caliph's officers. Seville declared its 

independence. Saragossa defied the Caliph. Jaen was in the 

bands of the Berbers. Granada was seized by Christians, who 

challenged the Moors to attack them. Toledo was up in arms 

again. All Marcia, Estremadura, Algarve, had thrown off the 

Moorish yoke. In the whole of the empire which had been 

ruled from Cordova, that city alone obeyed the orders of the 

Caliph, and there poverty reigned by his side. There was no 

money to pay troops, and the people had none to buy bread. 

Meanwhile the new chiefs of cities and provinces made 

incessant war on each other, and quite often raided the suburbs 

of Cordova. Matters were in this shocking condition when 

Abdallah died, and his throne fell to his grandson, 

Abderrahman the Third, a boy of twenty-one.  

Young as he was, he was full of vigor. He called upon 

the rebels against his authority to lay down their arms, 

marched against those who hesitated, and beat them in the 

field. Town after town, district after district submitted. They 

had tried rebellion for fifty years, and as its chief result had 

been to hand over their vineyards and orchards and wheat-

fields to bands of robbers, who destroyed more than they 

consumed, they concluded it did not pay. Even the Christians 

of Granada felt that no caliph could be as bad as the bandit 

chiefs, who, whenever their purses or their larders were empty, 

raided the nearest town for fresh supplies. The last place to 

submit was Toledo, which the young caliph beleaguered and 

starved into surrender.  

Then Abderrahman returned to Cordova, prepared to 

reign in peace. It had taken him eighteen years to put the 

rebels down.  

But he had other enemies on his hands whom he could 

not put down; these were the Christians of the North. Portions 

of the slopes of the Cantabrians, in Galicia, the Asturias, Leon, 

Old Castile, and Navarre had never been conquered outright 

by the Moors; here and there bands of Christians, feeding 

flocks in the mountains, had never surrendered their 

independence, and fought the Moors whenever they could get 

at them. They were rude and rough; they could neither read 

nor write; they gave no quarter in battle; but their courage was 

dauntless, and their perseverance inexhaustible.  

One of these barbarians, whose name was Pelayo, shut 

himself up in the cleft of a steep mountain in the Asturias, and 

defied the Moors to take him. He had thirty men and ten 

women all told; they lived in a cave in the cleft, which could 

only be reached by a ladder of ninety steps. A Moorish general 

said:  

"What are thirty barbarians perched on a rock? They 

must inevitably die."  

They did die, of course, as all men must; but before 

they died they gathered round them armies of Christians from 

the rocky steeps of Northern Spain, poured down under old 

Pelayo into the valleys of Castile, and when they met the 

Moors in battle the Crescent was often routed and the Cross 

victorious. The war began before Abderrahman had been two 

years on his throne. It lasted, with some intervals of peace, till 

a few years before his death. It was a shocking and a cruel 
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war. After some years of fightingðneither side asked nor gave 

quarterðand after each battle women and children were sold 

into slavery, simply on the ground of their religion. The 

generals who began the fifty years' fighting on both sides died 

in the course of nature; but other generals took their place, and 

the war went on. The net result was that before Abderrahman's 

death the Christians were masters of all Northern Spain, and 

had pushed the Moors south of the Guadarrama Mountains. 

The valleys of the Douro and of the upper Ebro, as well as the 

cities of Zamorra, Salamanca, Segovia, Tarazona, and Tudela 

were in their hands, and the great work of the expulsion of the 

Moors had begun.  

I must now tell you something of the city of Cordova 

in the time of Abderrahman the Third. It was a fine city under 

Abderrahman the First. But it was the third caliph of the name 

who made it one of the wonders of the world. According to the 

ancient historians, it stretched ten miles along the river 

Guadalquiver, and for this distance the banks were lined with 

houses of white marble, mosques, and gardens, in which 

Eastern trees and plants grew luxuriantly, watered by irrigating 

ditches.  

It is now a dead town, with about fifty thousand people 

in it, most of whom are poor and ignorant; it is the chief city of 

a miserable district. Then it was surrounded by a strong wall, 

on which square or octagonal towers rose at intervals; parts of 

the wall still endure, and you can overlook the country from 

the turf on their top. A thousand years ago, we are told, from 

the summit of these towers twelve thousand towns or villages 

could be counted in the valley of the Guadalquivir.  

At that time the Arab writers say that Cordova 

contained a million people, two hundred thousand houses, six 

hundred mosques, nine hundred public baths, many thousand 

palaces of the nobility, and a number of royal palaces with 

poetic names, such as the Palace of Flowers, the Palace of 

Lovers, the Palace of Contentment. These palaces opened on 

gardens in front, and on the river in the rear; carpeted passages 

hung with jewelled lamps connected them with mosques, in 

which the Sultan and his family paid their devotions to God. 

The ceilings were supported by pillars of many-colored marble 

and porphyry, and the floors were mosaic.  

 

 
 

RESTORATION OF THE MOSQUE AT CORDOVA.  

The great mosque of Cordova, which devout Moslems 

from all parts of Asia and Africa came to pray in, was 

probably the grandest religious temple in the world. Its roof 

was light and elegant, and was supported by a forest of pillars 

of different colors. There were over twelve hundred of them, 

each with silver lamps kept constantly burning, and some with 
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jewelled cornices. When the Catholics took possession of 

Cordova they pulled down many of the pillars and stripped the 

others of their lamps and ornaments. But enough remains to 

show what it was.  

The finest of the palaces was built in honor of the 

Ca¬liph's pet wife, Ez-Zabra. The Arab writers say that 

Abderrahman kept ten thousand men and four thousand horses 

working on the building for twenty-five years. It contained 

fifteen thousand doors of brass or iron. In the centre of the 

Caliph's Hall was a lake of quicksilver, which was set in 

motion by a spring. When it moved it flashed rays of light like 

lightning, and dazzled the eye. To wait upon the queen in this 

palace we are told that there were thirteen thousand male 

servants and six thousand females. The terraces and balls and 

pavilions and flower-gardens were past numbering. Into one 

fish-pond it is said that twelve thousand loaves of bread were 

flung daily to feed the fish. In the main court-room stood a 

throne glittering with gold and gems. On the mosaic floors 

were Persian rugs, and silken portieres veiled the bronze 

doors. I am not sure that you can believe all these stories; but 

however this may be, you may feel sure that Cordova was the 

centre of art, science, and industry. It contained doctors who 

understood anatomy and medical science, astronomers who 

knew all that was known of the skies before Galileo and 

Kepler, learned botanists, profound philosophers, exquisite 

poets. Some of the poetry of the Cordova bards is delightful. 

In architecture and bronze work the Cordovans of the tenth 

century have not been surpassed to this day.  

The working-men of Cordova were expert silk-weavers 

and skilled potters. They carved admirably on silver and 

bronze. They made a steel which was not surpassed at Toledo. 

In some of the museums in Europe you will see marvellous 

sword-hilts made at Cordova at a time when our ancestors 

fought with stone hatchets.  

These various attractions drew travellers to Cordova 

from every part of the world. We hear of an ambassador who 

was taken by the Caliph to see the Ez-Zabra palace, and who 

fainted at the sight of such an accumulation of splendors. The 

great college was thronged with students from every country 

in Europe; they found professors there who could address each 

of them in his own language. It was indeed the only place in 

Europe w here a seeker after knowledge could obtain a good 

education.  

Its glories did not last long. Fifty years after the death 

of Abderrahman the Third an army of Castilians and Berbers 

stormed Cordova, and pillaged it for several days. Thousands 

of magnificent buildings were burned, among others the palace 

of Ez-Zabra, which was thoroughly robbed before it was fired. 

Nothing was destroyed by the flames except that which could 

not be carried away. So one generation undid the work of a 

preceding generation, and after a century or more knowledge 

and civilization found themselves just where they had been at 

the beginning.  

If you wonder, as perhaps you may, at a nation which 

had made such progress in art and science being as bigoted in 

matters of religion as both Moors and Christians were in the 

time of Abderrahman the Third, you must remember that, in 

the country of your forefathers, in the very year that the Caliph 

was putting Christians to death in Northern Spain, an English 

priest dragged a young king from the altar at which he was 

being married to the lady of his love, and that this same lady, 

who was virtuous and beautiful, was shortly afterwards 

murdered by the order of an archbishop. The bigotry, you see, 

was not in the race, but in the times.  
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CHAPTER X 

THE GREAT VIZIER  

A.D. 961-1002 

Abderrahman the third was succeeded as Caliph by his 

son Hacam, who was a scholar. He reigned fifteen years, but 

these years he devoted to study to the neglect of his empire; 

thus, though he collected a library of four, or, as some say, six 

hundred thousand manuscripts, at a time when other libraries 

were thought rich with five hundred; and though he 

established schools everywhere, so that every Andalusian 

could read and write, he was not a successful ruler. At his 

death his son, Hisham the Second, a boy of twelve, became 

caliph; and the real power passed into the hands of his mother, 

Aurora, and an exceedingly able minister of hers, who is 

known in history as Almanzor.  

This was the son of a Cordova lawyer. He had studied 

at the college, and on graduating became a letter-writer for the 

court. Sultana Aurora took a fancy to him, and through her 

favor and his own address he rose from post to post until, at 

the age of thirty two or three, he was prefect of Cordova and 

general in the army. He had had no training in arms, but luck 

favored him, and he conducted two successful campaigns 

against the Christians of the North. On his return he was so 

strict in enforcing the law as prefect that when his own son 

committed a crime the stern father had him beaten to death 

with rods. It did not take him long to convince the Caliph that 

he would be far happier among the ladies of the harem than at 

the Council Board; and then Almanzor became ruler of Spain.  

He was the most vigorous and unscrupulous ruler that 

country had had for many, many years. Those who stood in his 

way mysteriously died. He made himself friends with the 

high-church party by burning books which in the smallest 

degree questioned the Moslem faith. He kept the working-

class quiet by giving them employment on new buildings. He 

endeared himself to the army by giving then full license to 

plunder the enemy; thus he always had full ranks, and many 

Christians served under his flag. He became popular with the 

people by winning victories and extending the empire. He 

conquered a large piece of Northern Africa, and during his 

time the Christians of Northern Spain were pushed back again 

towards the Cantabrians and the Bay of Biscay.  

 

 
 

THE ARCHWAY OF ST. MARY AT BURGOS.  






























































































































































































































































