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CHAPTER XX.—(Continued.)

“Then,” answered Wulf, turning pale,
“since we cannot, let us pray that some
angel may deliver her.”

“Aye,” said Godwin, and as they rode
through the desert sands beneath the

- silent stars, they prayed to the Blessed

Mother, and to their saints, St. Peter and
St. Chad—prayed with all their strength.
Yet the prayer availed not. Sharper and
sharper grew Godwins’ agony, till, as the
slow hours went by, his very soul reeled
beneath this spiritual pain, and the death
which he had escaped seemed a thing de-
sirable. :

The dawn was breaking, and at its first
sign the escort of Saladin’s soldiers had
turned and left them, saying that now
they were safe in their own country. All
night they had ridden fast and far. The

_plain was behind them, and their road

ran among hills. Suddenly it turned,
and in the flaming lights of the new-born
day showed them a sight so beautiful that
for a moment all that little company
drew rein to gaze at it. For yonder be-
fore them, though far away as yet,
throned upcn her hills, stood the holy
city of Jerusalem. There were her walls
and towers, and there stained red as
egugh with the blood of its worshippers,
s‘ed the great cross upon the mosque
of Y Omar—that cross which was so soon
to fall.

Yes, yonder swas the city for which
men had died by -tens and hundreds of
thousands, and still must die until the
doom was done. Saladin had offered to
spare her citizens if they consented to
surrender, but they would not. This em-
bassy had told him that they had sworn
to perish with the holy places, and now,
looking at.it in its splendor, they knew
that tlie hour was near, and groaned
aloud.

Godwin groaned also, but not for Jeru-
Oh! now the last terror was upon
him. Blackness surged round him, and
in the hlackness swords, and a sound as
of a woman's voice murmuring his name.
Clutching the pommel of his saddle, he
swayed to and fro, till suddenly the
anguish passed. A strange wind seemed
to blow about him and lift his ha,ir;' a
deep, unearthly peace sank into his spirit;
the world seemed far away and heaven
very near.

“It is over.” he said to Wulf. “I fear
that Rosamund is dead.”

“If so, we must make haste to follow
her,” answered Wulf with a sob.

CHAPTER XXI
What Befell Godwin.

At the village’ of Bittir, some seven
miles from Jerusalem, the embassy dis-
mounted to rest, then again they pressed
forward down the valley in the hope of
reaching the Zion Gate before the mid-
day heat was upon them. At the end of
this valley swelled the shoulder of a hill
whence the eye could command its length,
and on the crest of that shoulder appear-
ed suddenly a man and a woman, seated
on beautiful horses. The company halted,
fearing lest these might herald some at-
tack and that the woman was a man dis-
guised to deceive them. While they wait-
ed thus irresolute, the pair upon the hill
turned their horses’ heads, and notwith-
standing its steepness, began to gallop
towards them very swiftly. Wulf looked
at them curiously and said to Godwin:—

“Now I am put in mind of a certain

' ride which once we took outeide the walls

of Beriut. Almost could I think that
yonder Arab was he who ‘sat behind my
saddle, and vonder woman she who rode
with you, and that those two horses were
¥lame and Smoke veboth. Note sheir
whirlwind pace, and strength, and stride.”

Almost as he finished speaking the

‘strangers pulled up their steeds in front

of the company, to whom the man bowed
his salutations. Then Godwin saw his

‘ face, and knew him at once as  the old

Arab called Son of the Sand, who had
given them the horses Flame and Smoke.

“Sir,” said the Arab to the leader of
the embassy, “I have come to ask a favor
of yonder knights who ride with you,
which T think that they, who have ridden
my horses, will not refuse me. This
woman,”’ and he pointed to the closely-
veiled shape of his companion, “is a rela-
tive of mine whom I desire to deliver to
{riends'in Jerusalem, but dare not do so
myself because of the hill-dwellers be-
tween here and there are hostile to my
tribe. She is of the Christian faith and
no spy, but cannot speak your language.
Within the south gate ehe will be met
by her relatives. I have spoken.”

“Let the knights settle it,” said the
commander, shrugging his shoulders im-
patiently and spurring his horse.

“Surely we will take her,” said God-
win, “though what we shall do with her
if her friends are wanting T do not know.
Come, lady, ride between us.”

She turned her head to the Arab as
though in question, and he translated the
words, where on she’ fell into the place
that was shown to her between and a
little behind the brethren.

“Perhaps,” went on the Arab to God-
win, “vou have learned more of our
tongue than you knew when we met in
post days at Beriut, and rode the moun-
t:+ ‘de on the good horses Flame and
Soo.eo Still, if so, I pray you of your
knightly courtesy disturb not this woman
with your words, nor ask her to unveil
her face, since such i8 not the custom of
her people. It is but an hour’s journey
to the city gate during which you will be
troubled with her. This is the payment
that I ask of you for the two good horses
which, I am told, bore you none so ill
upon the Narrow Way and across plain
and mountain when you fled from Sinan,
and on the evil day of Hattin when you
unhorsed Salah-ed-din and slew Hassan.”

“It shall be as you wish,” said Godwin;
“and, Son of the Sand, we thank you, for
those horses.”

“(+ood. " When you want more, let it be
known in the market places that you seek
me,” and he began to trurn his horse’s
head.

“Stay,” said Godwin.
thing \‘(f Masouda, your niece?
with you?"”

“Nay,” answered the Arab in a low
voice, “but she bade me be in a certain
garden of which you wot, near Ascalon,
at an appointed hour, to take her away,
as she was leaving the camp of Salah-ed-
din. So thither I go. Farewell.” Then
with a reverence to the veiled lady, he
took his reins and departed like an arrow
by the road along which they had come.

Godwin gave a sigh of relief. If Ma-
sruda had appointed to meet her uncle
tlie Arab, at least she must be safe. So
it was no voice of hers which seemed to
whisper his name in the darkness of the
night when terror had a hold of him—
terror, born perhaps &f all that he had en-
dured and the shadow of death through
which he had so lately passed. Then he

“Know you any-
Is she

1
i

looked up, to tind Wulf staring back at
the wonian behind him, and reproved him
saying that he must keep to the spirit of
the bargain as well as to the letter, and
that if he might not speak he must not
look either.

“That is a pity,” answered Wulf, “for
though she is so tied up, she must be a
tall and noble lady from the way she sits
her horse. The horse, too, is noble, own
cousin or brother to Smoke, I think. Per-
haps she will sell it when we reach Jeru-
salem.” :

Then they rode on, and because they
thought their honor in it, neither spoke
nor looked more at the companion of this
adventure, though, had they known it,
she looked hard enough at them.

At length, they reached the gate of
Jerusalem, which was crowded with folk
awaiting the return of their ambassadors.
They all passed through, and the embassy
was escorted thence by the chief people,
most of the multitude following them to
know if they brought peace or war. Now
Godwin and Wulf stared at each other,
wondering whither they were to go and
where to find the relatives of their veiled
companic~, ¢f whom  they saw nothing.
Out of the ~: = «pened an archway, and
beyond this a:¢! vay was a garden, which
seemed to be deserte! They rode into
it to take counsel, a:d their companion
followed, but, as always, a little behind
them. '

“Jerusalem is reached. »n1 -vo must
speak of her now,"” said Wulf, “if only to
ask -her whither she wishes to be taken.”

Godwin nodded, and they wheeled their
horses round.

“Lady,” he said in Arabic, “we have ful-
filled our charge. Be pleased to tell us

where are those relatives to whom we]

must lead you.”

“Here,” answered a soft voice.

They stared about the deserted garden
in which stones and sacks of earth had
been stored ready for a eiege, and finding
on one, said:

“We see them not.”

Then the lady let slip her cloak, though
not her veil, revealing the robe beneath.

“By St. Peter!” said Godwin. “I know
the broidery on that dress. Masouda! Say,
is ‘it you, Masouda?”’

Ae he spoke-the veil fell also, and lo!
before them was a woman like to Mosouda
and yet not Masouda. The hair was dress-
ed like hers; the ornaments and the neck-
lace made of the claws of the lion which
Godwin killed were hers, the ekin was of
the same rich hue; there even was the
tiny mole upon her cheek, but as the head
was bent they could not see her eyes. Sud-
denly, with a little moan she lifted it, and
looked at them.

“Rosamund! It is Rosamund herself!”
gasped Wulf. “Rosamund disguised as
Masouda!” And he fell rather than leapt
from his saddle and ran to her, murmur-
ing, ‘“God! I thank Thee!”

Now she seemed to faint and elid from
her horse into his arms, and lay there a
moment while Godwin turned aside his
head.

“Yes,” she said; freeing herself, “it is
I and no other, yet I rode with you all
this way and neither of you knew me.”

“Have we_ eyes that can pierce veils
and woolen garmente?”’ asked Wulf indig-
nantly; but Godwin said in a strange,
6trained voice:

“You are Rosamund disguised as Ma-
souda. Who, then, was the woman to
whom I bade farewell before Saladin
while the headsman awaited me; a veiled
woman who wore the robes and gems of
Rosamund ?” .

“I know mot, Godwin,” she answered,
“unless it weré Maeouda clad in my gar-
mente as T left her. Nor do I know any-
thing of this story of the headsman who
awaited you. I thought—I thought it was
for Wulf that he waited—oh! Heaven, I
thought that.”

“Tell Us your tale,” said Godwin hoarse-

y.

“It is short,” she answered. ‘“After the
casting of the lot, of which I ehall dream
till my death-day, I fainted.

When I found my eenses again I thought
that I must be mad, for there before me
etood a woman dressed in my garments,
whose face seemed like my face, yet mot
the same.

“‘Have no fear,” she said; ‘I am Ma-
souda who have learned how to play a
part. Listen there is mo time to lose. I
have been ordered to leave the camp;
even now- my uncle the Arab waits with-
out, with two ewift horses. You, lady,
will leave in my place. Look, you wear
my robes and my face—almost; and are of
my height, and the man who guides you
will know no difference. I have seen to
that, for although a eoldier of Salah-ed-
din, he is of my tribe. I will go with
you to the door and there bid you farewell
before the eunuchs and the guards with
weeping, and who will guess that Ma-
souda is the princess of Baalbec and that
the princess of Baalbec is Masouda?

“ ‘And whither shall I go?’ T asked.

“ “My uncle, Son of the Sand, will give
you over to the embassy that rides to
Jerusalem, or failing that, will take you to
the city, or failing that will hide you in
the mountains among his own people. See,
here is a lctter that he must read; I place
it in your breast.

““‘And what of you, Masouda? I asked
again,

“‘Of me? Oh! it is all planned, a plan
that cannot fail,” she answered. ‘Fear
not; I escape tonight—I have mo time to
tell you how—and will join you in a day
or two. Also, T think that you will find
Sir Godwin, who will bring yop home to
England.”

“‘But Wulf? What of Wulf? T asked
again. ‘He is doomed to die, and I will
not leave him.,

* “The living and the dead can keep no
company,’ she answered. ‘Moreover, I
have seen him, and all this is done 'by his
most urgent order. If you love®him, he
bids that you will obey.””

“I never saw Masouda! I never epoke
such words! 1 knew nothing of this
plot!” exclaimed Wulf, and the bréthren
looked at each other with white faces.

“Speak on,” said Godwin; “afterwards
we can debate.” .

“Moreover,” continued Rosamund, bow-
ing her head, “she added these words, 1
think that Sir Wulf will escape his doom.
If you would see him again, obey his word.
Go, before we are both-discovered, which
would mean your death and mine, who, if
you go, am safe,” ”’

the sun, of which all folk were afraid,
thinking that it portended evil, either to
Saladin or Ascalon.* In the gloom we
came to a place, where was an old Arab
among the trees, and with him two led
horses. The soldier spoke to the Arab,
and I gave him Masouda’s letter, which he
read. Then he put me on one of the led
horees and the eoldier mounted the other,
and we departed at a gallop. All that
evening and last night we rode hard, but,
in the darkness the soldier left us, and
I do not know whither he went. At
length we came to that mountain ehoulder
and waited there, resting the horses and
eating food which the Arab had with him,
till we saw the embassy, and among them
two tall knighte.

““ ‘See,’” said the old Arab, ‘yonider come
the brethern whom you seek. See and
give thanks to Allah and to Masouda,
who has not lied to you, and to whom I
must now return.’

“Oh! my heart beat as though it would
burst, and I wept in my joy—wept ~nd
blessed God and Masouda. But he told
me that T must be silent and keep myself
close veiled and disguised until we reach-
ed Jerusalem, lest perhaps if they knew
me the embassy might refuse escort to
the princess of Baalbec and niece of Sala-
din, or even give me up to him.

“Then I promissed and asked. ‘What
of Masouda? He said that he rode back
at speed to save her also, as had been
arranged, and that was why he did not
take me to Jerusalem himseli. But how
that was to be done he was not sure as
yet; only he was sure that she was hid-
den away safely, and would find a way
of escape when she wished it. And—and
—you know the rest and here, by the
grace of God, we three - are together
again.”

“’Yes,” said Godwin, “but where is Ma-
souda, and what will happen to her who
has dared to venture such a plot as this?
Oh! you know you what this woman did?
I was condemned to die in place of Wulf
—how, it matters not; you will learn it
afterwards—and the princess of Baalbec
was brought to say me farewelk There,
under the very eyes of Saladin, Masouda
played her part and mimicked you =o
well that the Sultan was deceived, and
I. even I, was deceived. Yes, when for
the first and last time I embraced her, I
was deceived, a'though, it is true, I won-
dered. Also since then a great fear has
been with me, although here @vain I was
deceived, for I thought I feared—for you.
Now, hark you, Wulf; take Rosamund
and lodge her with some lady in this
city, or, better still, place her in sanctu-
ary with the nuns of the Holy Cross,
whence none will dare to drag her, and
let her don their habit. The abbess may
remember you, for we have met her, and
at least she will not refuse Rosamund a
refuge.”

“Yes, yes; I mind me she asked us
news of folk in England. But you?
Where do you go, Godwin?” said his
brother.

“I? I.ride back to Ascalon to find
Mas=ouda.”

“Why?” askex Wulf.  “Carnot Masouda
save herself, as she told her uncle, the
Arab, she would do? And has he not
returned thither to take her away?”

“I do not_ know,” answered Godwin;
“but this I do know, that for the sake of
Rosamund, and perhaps for my sake also,
Masouda has run a fearful risk. . Betnink
you, what will be the mood of Saladin
when at length he finds that she upon
whom he had built such hopes has gone,
leaving a waiting woman decked out in
her attire.”

“Oh!” broke in Rosamund. “I feared
it, but I awoke to find myself disguised,
and she persuaded me that all was well;
also that this was done by the will of
Whulf, whom she thought would escape.’

“That is the worst of it,” said Godwin.
“To carry out her ‘plan she held it neces-
sary to lie, as 1 think she lied when she
said that she believed we should both
escape, though it-is true that so it came
about. 1 will tell you why she lied. It
was that she might give her life to set
you free to join me in Jerusalem.”

Now Rosamund, who knew the secret
of Masouda’s heart, looked at him
strangely, wondering within herself how
it came about that, thinking Wulf dead
or about to die, she should sacrifice her-
self that she, Rosamund, might be sent
to the care of Godwin. Surely it could
not be for love of her, although they
loved each other well. From love of God-
win then? How strange a way to show
it! Yet now she began to understand.
So true and high was this great love of
Masouda’s that for Godwin's  sake she
was ready to hide herself in death, leav-
him—now that, as she thought, his rival
was removed—to live on with the woman
whom he loved; aye, and at the price
of her own life giving that woman to his
arms. Oh! how noble must she be who
could thus plan and act, and, whatever
the past had been, how pure and high of
soul! Surely, if she lived, earth had no
grander woman; and if she were dead,
heaven had won a saint indeed.

Rosamun@ $soked at Godwin, and God-
win looked ®§ Rosamund, and there was
understanding in their eyes, for now both
of them saw the truth in all its glory
and all its horror.

“I think that I should go back also,”
said Rosamund.

“That- ghall not be,” ansywered Wulf.
“Saladin would kill you for this flight,
as he has sworn.”

“That cannot be,” added Godwin. “Shall

the sacrifice be offered in vain? Move-
over it is our duty to prevent you.”
Rosamund looked at him again and

stammered:~

chanced; [ go to see.
may chance; I go to meet it.
life, through death, and if there be need,
through all the fires of hell, I ride on

homage——""

“And in love,” exclaimed Rosamund, as
though the words broke from her lips
against her will.

“Mayhap,” Godwin answerel,
more to himself than to her.

Then secing the look upon his face, the
set mouth and the flashing eves, neither
of them sought to stay him further.

“Farewell, my liege—lady and ecousin
{ Rosamund,” he said; “my- part is played.

’

sp:aking

“If—if—that dreadful thing has happen- |

ed, Godwin—if the sacrifice—oh! what|
will it serve?”
“Rosamund I know mnot what has

I care not what
Through !

till I find Masouda, and kneel to her in!

eternity beyond.”

“Oh! Godwin, speak not thus,’
Whulf, “for in truth it breaks my heart
to hear such fateful words. Moreover,
we do not part thus easily. Our lady
here will be safe enough among ‘the nuns
—~more safe tnan I can keep her. Give
me an hour, and T will set her there and
join you. Both of us owe a debt to Ma-
souda, and it is not right that it should
be paid by you alone.”

“Nay,” answered Godwin; “look upon

Rosamund, and think what is about to
befall this city. Can you leave her at
such a time?”
. Then Wulf dropped his head, and trust-
ing himself to speak no more words, God-
win mounted his horse, and, without so
much as looking back, rode into the nar-
row street and out vhrougn the gateway,
till presently he was iost in the distance
and the desert.

_Wulf and Rosamund waiched him go in
silence, for they were choked with tears.

“Little did P look to part with my
brother thus,” said Wulf ai Jength. *“By
God’s Wounds! I had more gladly died
at his side in battle than leave him to
meet his doom alone.”

“And leave me to meet my doom alone,”
murmured Rosamund; then added, “Oh!
I would that I were dead who have lived
to bring all this woe upon you both, and
upon that brave heart, Masouda. I say,
Whulf, I would that I were dead.”

“Like enough the wish will be fulfilled
before all is done,” answered Wulf wear-
ily, “only then I pray that I may be dead
with you, for now, Rosamund, Godwin has
gone, for ever as I fear, and you alone
are left to me.” Come; let us cease com-
plaining, since to dwell upon these griefs
cannot help us, and be thankful that for
a while, at least, we are free. Follow me,
Rosamund, and wet wili ride to this nun-
nery to find you shelter, if we may.”

So they rode on through the narrow
streets that were crowded with scared
people, for now the news was spread that
the embassy had rejected the terms of
Saladin. He had offered to give the city
food and to suffer its inhabitants to for-
tify its walls, and to hold them till the
following Whitsuntide, if, should no help
reach them, they would swear to surren-
der then. But they had answered that
while they had life they would never
abandon the place where their God had
died.

So now war was before them—war to
the end; and who were they that must
bear its blunt? Their leaders were slain
or captive, their king a prisoner, their
soldiers skeletons on the field of Hattin.
Only the women and children, the sick,
the old, and the wounded remained—per-
haps eighty thousand souls in all—but few
of whom could bear arms. Yet these few
must defend Jerusalem against the might
of the victorious Saracen. Little wonder
that they wailed in the streets till the
cry of their despair went up to heaven,
for in their hearts all of them knew that
the holy placed was doomed and their
lives were forfeited.

Pushing their path . through this sad
multitude, who took little not of them, at
length they came to the nunmery on the
sacred Via Dolorosa, which Wulf had seen
when Godwin and he were in Jerusalem
after they had been dismissed by Saladin
from Damascus. ~ Tts door stood in the
shadow of that arch where the Roman
Pilate had uttered to all generations the
words “Behold the man!” Here the por-
ter told him that the nuns were at prayer
in their chapel. Wulf replied that he
must see the lady abbess upon a matter
that would not - delay, and they were
shown into a cool and lofty room. Pres-
ently the door opened, and through it
came the abbess in her white robes—a tall
and stately Englishwoman, of middle age,
who looked at thém curiously.

“TLady Abbess,” said Wulf, bowing low,
“my name is Wulf D’Arcy. Do you re-
member me?”’ -

“Yes. We met in Jerusalem—before the
battle of Hattin,” she answered.
know something of your story in this land
—a very strange one.”

“This lady,” went on Wulf, “is the
daughter and heiress of Sir Andrew
D’Arcy, my dead uncle, and in Syria the
princess of Baalbec and the niece of Bala-
din.”

The abbess started, and asked:—

“Is she, then, of their accursed faith,
as her garb would seem to show?”

“Nay, mother,” said Rosamund, “I am
a Christian, if a sinful one, and I come
here to seek sanctuary, lest when they
know who I am and he clamors at their
gates, my fellow Christians may (gurrender
me tb my uncle, the Sultan.”

“Tell me the story,” said the abbess;
and they told her briefly, while she listen-
ed amazed. When they had finished, she
said:— . i

“Alas! my daughter, how can we save
you whose own lives are at stake? That
belongs to God alone. Still, what we can
we will do gladly, and here, at least, you
may rest for some short while. At the
most holy altar of our chapel you shall be
given sanctuary, after which no Christian
man dare lay a hand upon you, since to do
so is a sacrilege that would cost him his
soul. Moreover, I counsel that you be en-
rolled upon our books as a novice, and
don our garb. Nay,” she added with a
smile, noting the look of alarm on the
face of Waulf, “the lady Rosamund need
not wear it always, unless such should be
her wish. Not every novice proceeds to
the final vows.”

“Long have I been decked in gold-em-
broidered silks and priceless gems,” an-
swered Rosamund, “and now I seem to de-
sire that white robe of yours more than
{ anything on earth.”

So they led Rosamund to the chapel, and
i in sight of all their order and of priests

»

!who had been summoned, at the altar
| there, upon that holy spot where they said
that once Christ had answered Pilate, they
| placed her hand and gave her sanctuary,
{and threw over her tired head the white
i veil of a novice. There, too, Waulf left
| her, and riding away, reported himself to
Lllalian of Iberlin, the elected commander
of the city, who was glad enough to wel-
a knight where knights

|
| come so stout

| were few.

! Oh! weary, weary was that ride of God-
. win's beneath the sun, beneath the stars.
i Behind him, the brother who had been
| his companion and closest friend, and the
! woman whom he had loved in vain; and in
| front, he knew not what. What went he

| forth to seek? Another woman, who had

“How knew she that I should escape?”’ ™Now I leave you in the keeping of God! o4 her life for them all because she

asked Wulf,

“She did not know it then.
#aid she knew to force Rosamund aw_ay,”
anewered (Godwin in the same strained
voice, “And then?” X

“And then—oh! having Wulf's express
commands, then I went like one in a
dream. 1 remember little of it. At the
door we kissed and parted weeping, and
while the guard bowed before her, she
blessed me beneath her breath. A soldier
stepped forward and said, ‘Follow me,
daughter of Sinan,” and I followed him,
none taking any note, for at that hour, al-
though perhaps you did not see it in your
prisons, a etrange shadow paesed across

{in heaven and of Wulf on earth. Shoul

She only! we meet no more, my counsel is that! iy,

i you two wed here in Jerusalem and travel
i back to Steeple, there to live in peace,
1if' it may be so. Brether Wulf, fare you
iwell also. We part today for the first
?timo. who from our birth have lived to-
{ gether and loved together and done many
{ a deed together, some of which we can
| look back upon without shame. Go on
i your course rejoicing, taking the gladness
1Ihat God has given you and living a

*The eclipse which overshadowed Palestine
and caused much terror at Jerusalem on
4th September, 1187, the day of the surren-
der of Ascalon.—Author.

|loved him. And if he found her, what
Must he wed her, and did he wish
this? Nay, he desired no woman on the
earth; vet what was right that he would
do. And if he found her not, what then?
Well, at least he would give himself up
! 10 Saladin, who must think ill of them by
j whom he had dealt well, and tell him that
| of this plot they had no knowledge. In-
deed, to him he would go first, if it were
but to beg forgiveness for Masouda should
she still be in his hands. Then—for he4
could not hope to be believed or pardoned
a second time—then let. death come, and
he would welcome it, who greatly longed

gno'(l .and Christian knight, mindful of
the end which draws on apace, and of | stumbled slowly through the great camp
| of the Saracens without the walls of fallen

said |

“Also 1)

for peace.

1t was evening, and Godwin’s tired horse

Ascalon. None hindered him, for having
been so long a prisoner he was known by
many, while others thought that he was
but. one of the surrendered Christian

.knights. So he came to the great house

where Saladin lodged, and bade the guard
take his name to the Sultan, saying that
he craved an audience of him, Presently
he was admitted, and found Saladin seabed
in council among his ministers,

Sir Godwin,” he said sternly, “seeihg
how you have dealt by me, what btings
you back into my camp? I gave you
brthren your lives, and you have robbed
me of one whom I would not lose.”

“We did not rob you, sire,” answered
Goodwin, “who knew nothing of the plot.
Nevertheless, as I was eure that you
would think thus, I am come from Jer-
usalem, leaving the  princess and my
brother there, to tell the truth and to sur-
render myself to you, that I may bear in
her place any punishment which you
think fit to inflict upon the woman Mas-
ouda.”

“Why should you bear it?” asked Sal-
adin, i

“Because, Sultan,” answered Godwin
sadly, and with bent head, “whatever she
did, she did for love of me, though with-
out my knowledge. Tell me, is she still
here, or has she fled?”

“She is still here;” answered Saladin
shortly. “Would you wish to see her?”

Godwin breathed a eigh of relief. At
least, Masouda still lived, and the terror
that had struck him in the night was but
an evil dream born of his own fears and
sufferings. i

“T do,” he answered, ‘“once, if no more.
I have words to say to her.”

“Doubtless she will be glad to learn
how her plot prospered,” said Saladin,
with a grim emile. “In truth it was well
laid and boldly executed.”

Calling to one of his council, that same
old imaum who had planned the casting
of the lots, the Sultan spoke with him
aside. Then he said,

“Let this knight be led to the woman
Masouda. Tomorrow we will judge him.”

Taking a silver lamp from the wall, the
imaum beckoned to Godwin, who bowed
to the Sultan and followed. As he passed
wearily through the throng in the audi-
ence room, it seemed to Godwin that the
emirs and captains gathered there looked
at him with pity in their eyes. So strong
was this feeling in him that he halted in
his walk, and asked:

“Tell me, lord, do I go to my death?”

“All of us go thither,” answered Sala-
din in the silence, “but Allah has not
written that death is yours tomight.”

They passed down long passages; they
came to a door which the imaum, who
hobbled in front, unlocked.

“She is under ward then?” said God-
win,

‘“Aye,” was the answer, “under ward.
Enter,” and he handed him the lamp. “I
remain without.” '

‘““Perchance she sleeps, and I shall dis-
turb her,” said Godwin, as he hesitated
upon the threshold.

“Did you not say she loved you? Then
dohbtless, even if she sleeps, she, who has
dwelt at Masyaf, will not take your visit
ill, who have ridden so far to find her,”
said the imaum with a sneering laugh.
“Enter, I say.”

So Godwin took the lamp and went in,
and the door was shut behind him. Sure-
ly the place was familiar to him? He
knew that arched roof and these rough,
stone walls. Why, it was here that he
had been brought to die, and through
that very door the false Rosamund had
come to bid him farewell, who now re-
turned to greet her in this same darksome
den. Well, it was empty—doubtless she
would soon come, and he waited, looking
at the door,

It did not stir; he heard no footsteps;
nothing broke that utter silence. He turn-
ed again and stared about him. Something
glinted on the ground yonder, towards
the end of the valut, just where he had
knelt before the executioner. A shape lay
there, doubtless it was Masouda,imprison-
ed and asleep.

“Masouda,” he said, and the sounding
echoes from the arched walls answered
back, ‘“Masouda.”

He must awaken her; there was no
choice. Yes, it was she, asleep, and she
still wore the royal robes of Rosamund,
and a clasp of Rosamund’s still glittered
on her breast.

How sound Masouda slept! Would she
never wake? He knelt down beside her
and put out his hand to lift the long
hair that hid her face. Now it touched
her, and lo! the head fell over.

Then, with horror in his heart, Godwin
held down the lamp and looked. Oh! those
robes were red, and those lips were
ashen. It was Masouda, whose spirit had
passed him in the desert; Masouda slain
by the headsman’s sword! This was the
evil jest that had been played upon him,
and thus they met again.

Godwin rose to his feet and stood over
her still shape as a man stands in a dream
while words broke from his lips and a
fountain in his heart was unsealed.

“Masouda,” he whispered, “I know now
that I love you, O woman with a royal
heart. Wait for me, Masouda, wherever
you may dwell.”

While the whispered words left his
lips, it seemed to (Godwin that once more,
as when he rode with Wulf from Ascalon,
the strange wind blew about his brow,
bringing with it the presence of Masouda,
and that once more the unearthly peace
sank into his soul.

Then all was past and over, and he
turned to see the old imaum standing at
his side.

“Did T not tell you that you would
find her sleeping?” he said, with his bit-
ter, chuckling laugh. “Call on her, Sir
Knight; call on her! Love, they say, can
bridge great gulfs—even that between
severed neck and bosom.”

With the silver lamp in his hand God-
win smote, and the man went down like
a felled ox, leaving him once more in
silence and in darkness.

For a moment (Godwin stood thus, till
his brain was filled with fire, and he too
fell—fell across the corpse of Masouda,
and there lay still,

CHAPTER XXII.
At Jerusalem.

Godwin knew that he lay sick, but he
knew no more, for all the past had gone
from him, save that Masouda seemed to
tend him in his sickners. There she was
always, clad in a white robe, and looking
at him with eyes full of ineffable calin
and love, and he noted that round her
neck ran a thin, red line, and wondered
how it came there.

He knew that he travelled while he
was ill, for at dawn he would hear the
camp break up with a mighty noise, and
feel his.litter lifted by slaves who bore
him along for hours across the burning
sand, till at length the evening came, and
with a humming sound, like the sound of

)

{ vonder dead woman had outwitted me and

hiving' b.es, the great army ket

its | mund is in Jerusalem.

~he has been led

bivouas. Then came the night and the pale| to Jerusalem that you may spare it for

moon floating like a boat upon the azure !
sea above and everywhere the bright etern-!
al stams,to which went up the constant cry
of “Allahu Akbar! Allahu Akbar! God is
the gPeatest, there is none but he.”

“It is a false god,” he would say. “Tell

them to cry upon the Saviour of the|
World.”

Then the voice of Masouda would seem
ta answer:— .

“Judge not. No god whom men wor-
ship with a pure and single heart is whol-
ly false. Many be the ladders that lead to
heaven. Judge not, you Christian knight.”

At length that journey was done, and
there arose new moises as of the roar of
battle. Orders were given and men
marched out in thousands; then rose that
roar, and they marched back again, mourn-
ing their dead.

At last came a day when, ovening his
eyes, Godwin turned to rest them on
Masouda, and lo! she was gone, and in
her accustomed place there sat a man
whom he knew well—Egbert, once Bishop
of Nazareth, who gave him to drink of
sherbet cooled with snow.

“Where am 1?” he asked.

“Outside the walls of Jerusalem, my son,
a prisoner in the camp of Saladin,” was
the answer.

“And where is Masouda, who has 'sat
by me all these days?’

“In heaven, as I trust,” came the gentle
answer, ‘‘“for she was a brave woman. It
was’ Iswho have sat by you.”

“Nay,” said Godwin obstinately, “it was
Masouda.”

“If s0,” answered the bishop again, “it
was her spirit, for I have prayed over her
open grave—her spirit, which came to
visit you from heaven, and has gone back
to heaven now that you are of the earth
again.”

Then Godwin remembered the truth, and
groaning, fell asleep. Afterwards, as he
grew stronger, Kgbert told him all the
story. He learned that when he was
found lying senseless over the body of
Masouda the emirs wished Saladin to kill
him, if for no other reason because he had
dashed out the eye of the holy imaum
with the Jamp. But the Sultan, who had
discovered the truth, would not, for he
said that it was unworthy of the imaum
to have mecked his grief, and that Sir
Godwin had dealt with him as he deserv-
ed. Also that this Frank was ome of the
bravest of knights, who had returned to
bear the punishment of a sin which he
did not commit, and that, although he
was a Christian, he loved him as a friend.

So the imaum lost both his eye and.his
vengeance.

Thus it came about that the Bishop Eg-
bert was ordered to nurse him, and - if
possible to save his life; and when at last
they marched upon Jerusalem, soldiers
were told off to bear his litter, and a good
tent was set apart to cover him. Now
the siege of the holy city had begun, and
there was much slaughter on both sides.

“Will it fall?” asked Godwin.

“I fear so, unless the saints help them,”
answered Egbert. ‘“Alas! I fear so.”

“Will not Saladin be merciful?” he ask-
ed again.

“Why should he be merciful, my son,
since they have refused his terms and de-
fied him? Nay, he has sworn that as
Godfrey took the place nigh upon a hun-
dred years ago and slaughtered the Mus-
sulmen who dwelt there by thousands,
mien, women and children together, so
will he do to the Christians. Oh! why
should he spare them? They must die!
They must die!” and wringing his hands
Egbert left the tent.

Godwin lay still, wondering what the
answer to this riddle might be. He could
think of ome, and one only. In Jerusalem
was Rosamund, the Sultan’s niece, whom
he must desire to recapture, above all
things, not only because she was of his
blood, but since he feared that if he did
not do so his vision concerning her would
come to nothing. What was the vision?
That through Rosamund much slaughter
should be spared. Well, if Jerusalem were
saved, would not tens of thousands of
Moslem and Christian lives be saved also?
Oh! surely here was the answer, and some
angel had put it into his heart, and now
he prayed for strength to plant it in the
heart of Saladin, for strength and oppor-
tunity.

This very day Gadwin found the oppor-
tunity. As he lay dozing in his tent that
evening, being still too weak to rise, a
shadow fell upon him, and opening his
eyes he saw the Sultan himself standing
alone by his bedside. Now he strove to
rise and salute him, but in a kind voice
Saladin bade him lie still, and seating him-
self began to talk. .

“Sir Godwin,” he said, “I am come to
ask your pardon. When I sent you to
visit that dead woman, who had suffered
justly for her crime, I did an act un-
worthy of a king. But my heart was bit-
ter against her and you, and the imaum,
he whom you smote, put into my mind
the trick that cost him his eye and almost
a worn-out and sorrowful man his life. I
have spoken.”

“I thank you, sire, who were always
noble,” answered Godwin.

“You say so. Yet I have done things
to you and yours that you can scarcely
hold as noble,” said Saladin. *“I siole
your cousin from her home, as her moth-
er had been stolen from mine, paying
back ill with ill, which is against the law,|
and in his own hall my servants slew her|
father and your uncle, who was once my |
friend. Well, these things I did because
a fate drove me on—the fate of a dream.

her sake, and thus make an end of blood-

i shed and save the lives of folk uncount<

i ;
“Never!” said Saladin, springing up.

| “They have rejected my mercy, and I have
i sworn to sweep them away, man, woman,

and child, and be avenged upon all their
unclean and faithless race.”

“Is Rosamund unclean that you would
be avenged upon her? Will her dead
body bring you peace? If Jerusalem is
put to the sword, she must perish also.”

“I will give orders that she is to be
saved—that she may be judged for her
crime by me,” he added grimly.

‘““‘How can she be saved when the storm-
ers are drunk with slaughter, and she
but one disguised woman among ten
thousand others?”’

“Then,” he answered, stamping his
foot, “she shall be brought or dragged
out. of Jerusalem before the slaughter
begins.”

“That, I think, will not happen while
Whulf is there to protect her,” said God-
win quietly.

“Yet I say that it must be so—it shall
be so0.”

Then, without more words, Saladin left
the tent with a troubled brow.

Within Jerusalem all was misery, all
was despair. There were crowded thou-
sands and tens of thousands of fugitives,
women and children, many of them, whose
husbands and fathers had been slain at
Hattin or elsewhere. The fighting men
who were left had few commanders, and
thus it came ahout that Wulf found him-
self the captain of very many of them.

First, Saladin attacked from west be-
tween the gates of St. Stephen and of
David, but here stood strong fortresses
called the Castle of the Pisans and the
Tower of Tancred, whence the defenders
made sallies upon him, driving back his
stormers. So he determined to change
his ground, and moved his army to the
east, camping it near the valley of the
Kedron. When they saw the tents be-
ing struck the Christians thought that he
was abandoning the siege, and gave thanks
to God-in all their churches; but lo! next
morning the white array of these appear-
ed again on the east, and they knew that
their doom was sealed.

There were in the city many who desir-
ed to surrender to the Sultan, and fierce
grew the debates between them and those
who swore that they would rather die.
At length it was agreed that an embassy
should be sent. So it came under safe
conduct, and was received by Saladin in
presence of his emirs and counsellors. He
asked them what was their wish, and
they replied that they had come to dis-
cuss terms. Then he answered thus:

“In Jerusalem is a certain lady, my
niece known among us as the princess of
Baalbec, and among the Christians as
Rosamund D’Arcy, who escaped thither
a while ago in the company of the
knight, Sir Wulf D’Arcy, whom I have
seen fighting bravely among your warriors.
Let her be surrendered to me that I may
deal with her as she deserves, and we
will talk again. Till then I have no more
to say.”

Now most of the embassy knew noth-
ing of this lady, but one or two said t..cy
thought that they had heard of her, but
had no knowledge “of where she was hid-
den.

“Then return and search her out,” said
Saladin, and so dismissed them.

Back came the envoys to the council
and told what Saladin had said.

“At least,” exclaimed Heraclius - the
Patriarch, “in this matter it is easy to
satisfy the Sultan. Let his niece be found
and delivered to him. Where is she?”

Now one declared that was known by
the knight, Sir Wulf D’Arcy, with whom
she had entered the city. So he was sent
for, and came with armour rent and red
sword in hand, for he had just beaten
back an attack upon the barbican, and
asked what was their pleasure.

“We desire to know, Sir Wulf, said the
patriatch, ‘“where you have hidden away
the lady known as the princess of Baal-
bee, whom you stole from the Sultan?”

“What is that to your Holiness?”’ ask-.
ed Wulf shortly.

“A great deal, to me and to all, seeing
that Saladin will not even treat with us
until she is delivered to him.”

“Does this council, then, propose to
hand over a Christian lady to the Sara-
cens against her will?” asked Wulf
Sternly. ;

“We must,” answered Heraclius. “More-
over, she belongs to them.”

“She does not belong,” answreed Wulf.
“She was kidnapped by Saladin in Eng-
land, and ever since has striven to escape
from him.”

“Waste not our time,” exclaimed the
patriarch impatiently. “We understand
that you are this woman’s lover, but how-
ever that may be, Saladin demands her,
and to Saladin she must go. So tell us
where she is without more ado, Sir
Wulf.”

“Discover that for yourself, Sir Patri-
arch,” replied Wulf in fury. “Or, if you
cannot, send one of your own women in
her place,”

Now there was a murmur in-the coun-
cil, but of wonder at his boldness rather
than of indignation, for this patriarch
was a very evil liver.

“I care not if I speak the truth,” went
on Wulf, “for it is known to all. More-

Say, Sir Godwin, is that story which they
tell in the camps true, that a vision came|
to you before the battle of Hattin, .'-md;'
that you warned the leader of the Yranks|
not to advance against me?” ; |
“Yes. it is true,” answered Godwin,!
and he told the vision, and of how he had|
sworn to it on the Rood.
“And what did they say to you?”
“They laughed at me, and hinted that I
was a sorcerer, or a traitor, or both.”
“Blind fools, who would not hear the|
truth when it was sent to them by the
pure mouth of a prophet,” muttered Sala-
din. *Well, they paid the price, and I
and my faith are the gainers. Do you
wonder, then, Nir Godwin, that 1 nlsol
believe my vision which came to me thrice |
in the night season, bringing with it thq
picture of the very face of my niece, the|
princess of Baalbee?” |

“I do not wonder,” arswered Godwin. |

“Do vou wonder also that T was mad| P

with rage when [ learned that at last|
all my spies und gnards, and this after 1]
had spared your lives? Do you wonder |
that 1 am still so wroth, believing as 1
do that a great occasion has been taken
frem me?”’

“I do not wonder. But, Saladin, T who |
have seen a vision speak to you who also,
have scen’a vision—a prophet to a prophet.
And [ tell you that the occasion has not
been taken-—it has been brought, ves, to
vour very door, and that all these things
have happened that it might thus be‘
brought.” .

““Say on,” said Saladin, gazing at him
earnestly.

“See now, O $aladin, the lady Rosa-

| this lady, I like not the business

over, I tell this man that it is well for
him that he is a priest, however shame-
ful, for otherwise T would cleave his head
in two who has dared to call the lady
Rosamund my lover.” Then, still shak-
ing with wrath, the great knight turned
and stalked from the council chamber.
“A dangerous man,” said Heraclius,
who was white to the lips; “a very dan-
gerous man. I propose that he should be

| imprisoned.”

“Aye,” answered the lord Balian of
Ibelin, who was in supreme command of
the city, “a very dangerous man—to his
foes, as I can testify. I saw him and his
brother charge through the hosts of the
Saracens at the battle of Hattin, and T
have seen him in the breach upon the
wall. Would that we had more such
dangerous men just now!”

“But he has insulted me,” shouted the
atviarch, “me and my holy oftice.”

“The +truth should be no insult,” an-
swered Balian with meaning. ‘“At least,

it is a private matter between wyou and

him on account of which we cannot spare

one of our few captains. Now as regards
2

As he spoke a messenger entered the
room and said that the hiding-place of
Rosamund had been discovered. She had
been, admitted a novice into the com-

| munity of the Virgins of the Holy Cross,

who had their house by the arch on the
Via Dolorosa. ®

“Now 1 like it still less,” Balian went
on, ‘““for to touch her would be sacrilege.”

“His Holiness, Heraclius, will give us
absolution,” said a mocking voice,

(To be continued.)
\
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