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THE GUERILLA.

BY SHERIDAN ENOWLES.
Author of ¥ Taz Heseasaer," &e.

O came the erowd, shouling, * The Guerilla! The
Guerilla!" ferocious exaltation in the sound of their
voices and in their looks. On they came right to the
place of execution, gathesing new accessions at every
yard.  Arrived at the fatal spot, they stopped; and,
ilrawing back on on every side, formed a little ring,
densely beunded; in the centre of which stood a Gue-
rilla, with a boy abcrut fifteen or sixteen yearsold, ap-
parently his son; and along with them a Spaniard of
superior rank, one or two public functionaries of a
subordinate class, and the execotioner.

- Beveral murders had been recently committed in the

mountains;among the rest one upon the son of the Spa-
niard who was extremely popular in Burgos; and
against the Guerillas the retaliation of summary jus-
tice was proclaimed by the edict of the people; of
which act of popular despotism the man and the boy,
who had been taken at a lew leagues” distance from
the city, were now about to become the victims,

Nothing could be more striking than the contrast
between the two. The man, of swarthy complexion
and stalworth form, with lank black hair, and just
sufticient of intelligence in hiz countenance to give
direction to a bold and reckless nature; defiance, not
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6 THE GUERILLA.

deprecation, in his eye—the boy, with askin of bright
and transparent olive; a frame, slender, though oot
spare; dark—jet-dark hair hanging almost o the
waist in clusters of curley and & countenance shining
with sensibility and intellect; his eye, with an ex-
pression of intense terror, cast here and there upon
the crowd; with one hand clasped in that of his robust
companion, and with the other grasping his arm, to
which he shrinkingly clung. There was something”
so irresistibly subduing in the group—now that their
tormentors had halfed, and had leisore to look on—
that clamour subsided into perfect silence, which lasted
for several minutes. At length the Guerilla, with a
smile, stretched forth his hand—

i Fellow-Clyristiana !** he exclaimed—but his veice
was instantly drowned with cries of execration.

“ Pinion him! Strangle him ! was vociferated from
a thousaml months,

Finding it impossible to obtain a hearing, he now
had recourse to gesture, and his extended hands were
gradvally lowered in the direclion of the boy; then
moving his eyes from right to left, backwards and
forwards, as far as he could torn his hesd—occasion-
ally glancing at the boy—while the smile never once
quitted his face, he plainly told what he would say.
The promiscucus mass was touched again, and cla-
mour once more was superseded by silence.

¢ Pinion me!” exclaimed the Guerilla. * Pinion
me, and execute me if you please. Iam n fair ub-
ject for your vengeance, and you shall see that I will-
prove mysell worthy of it; but why wreak it upon a
child?—a boy who has done nothing te you? Heis
not & Guerilla, nor the son of a Guerilla. Heisoneof
yourselves. Burgos was the place of his birth.”

Hesitation, doubt, pity, dissatisfaction, revenge,
were varioasly painted in the faces of the crowd., At




. THE GUERILLA. ’ 7
length one—who seemed to be a sort of leader—by a
single word recalled the passion which had originally
predominated. .

* Antonio!™ was all he said, but in & voice in which
there was doom, without refuge or mitigation. He
was echoed by a thousand throats. The air resounded
with * Anfonio”"—It was the name of the Senor'a
son-~the young man that had been murdered. Cries
of * Pivion them!" * Btrangle them!” succeeded.
The execntioner looked tewards the Senor.—The Se-
nor nodded; and the former instantly proceeded to
pinion the boy. The boy, submitling without a strug-
gle, looked up in the Guerilla’s face. The Guerilla
tooked down at the boy—and still with a smile! -

The process was nearly completed, when the Gue-
rillain a voice of thunder and command cried, * Stop!™
The executioner, mechanically desisting, gaped at
the Guerilla, as did also the Senor and the crowd—
all seemed electrified by the fone in which the Gue-
rilla uttered that single word. ;

¢ s there a man in Burgos—" in the same fone
procecded the Guerilla, ** Is there a man in Burgos
who lost about sixteen years ago a daughter two years
old "

The Senor started, and now bent vpon the Guoeril-
Ia a look of the most intense interest and eager in-
quiry, : ;

# What mean you?” said the SBenor.

 What I say!” replied the Guerilla, and repeated
the question.

“Yes, I am that man!* said the Senor: I lost a
daughter sizteen years ago at the age of two years
ald! Enowest thou aught of that girls™

* You see [ do!"

* And what?”
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“ Unbind the boy !” said the Guerilla, calmly fold-
ing his arms,

“ Does she live!” impetuously inquired the Se-
nor.

*+ Unbind the boy!*

“ Knowest thou where she isi’ asked the Senor
with inereasing impatience.

“ Unbind the boy !*

“ Wretch!" furiogsly vociferated the Senor, ¢ you
shall be put to the torture!™

A loud hoarse langh was the reply of the Guerilla,
and ** Unbind the boy!” was again calmly repeated.
The indignation—the impatience, of the Senor all at
once sabsided. The expression of his eye changed
to something like respect and deference as he kept it
still fised upon the Guerilla, upon whom the crowd
now gazed with a feeling rather of admiration than
hostility. The boy never moved his eyes from his
companion, whose smile seemed as permanent as the
hue of his cheek while he stood like a figure hewn
out of rock, " There was 3 dead silence of several
minutes,

« Unbind the boy!* at IengL‘u said the Senor. He
was obeyed. * Now?"” said be, addressing the Gue-
rilla,

* Remove us hence!® l:l]ﬂllj’ rejoined ﬂm latter,

“+ Do you sport with me# with renewed impatience,
inguired the Senor. -

* Nol”—coolly replied the Guerilla, * You know
I den’t. You know that a child—a girl of two years
old—was stolen from Burgos sixteen years ago, and
that you are the father of that girl. You may well
believe, Benor, that what I know a part of, and %0
well, 1 can reveal wholly—thoroughly! I will do so;
bot not here. Take me to your own house. There,
but there alone, will I distlose to you what it will be




