
 

 

 

 
 
 

 

 

 

Spain: Bedmar 

The Plaza Santiago 

George Eliot (1819–1880) 

  

(From The Spanish Gypsy) 

 

’T IS daylight still, but now the golden cross 

 

Uplifted by the angel on the dome  

Stands rayless in calm color clear-defined  

Against the northern blue; from turrets high  

The flitting splendor sinks with folded wing         5 

Dark-hid till morning, and the battlements  

Wear soft relenting whiteness mellowed o’er  

By summers generous and winters bland.  

Now in the east the distance casts its veil,  

And gazes with a deepening earnestness.         10 

The old rain-fretted mountains in their robes  

Of shadow-broken gray; the rounded hills  

Reddened with blood of Titans, whose huge limbs  

Entombed within, feed full the hardy flesh  

 

 


