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tears. It is best thus, and you know that 
it is best. Wulf you love as he loves you, 
and I believe that in time you will be 
brought together. (Me you do not love, 
save as a friend, and never have. More
over, I tell you this that it may ease your 
pain and my consicience; I no longer seek 
you as my wife, whose bride is death. I 
pray you, give to Wulf my love and bless
ing, and to the lady Ma souda say, or 
write, that I offer her the homage of my 
heart; that I thought of her in my last 
moments, and that my prayer is we may 
meet again where all crooked patns are 
straightened. Rosamund, farewell; peace 
and joy go with you through many years, 
aye and with your children’s children. Of 
Godwin I only ask you to remember this, 
that he lived serving you, and so died.”

She heard and stretched out her arms, 
and ,none forbidding him, Godwin walked 
to where she stood. Without lifting her 
veil she bent forward and kissed him, 
first upon the brow and next upon the 
lips; then with a low, moaning cry, she 
turned and fled from that gloomy place, 
nor did Saladin seek to stay her. Only to 
himself the Sultan wondered how it came 
about that if it was Wulf she loved, she 
still kissed Godwin thus upon the lips.

As he walked back to the death-place 
Godwin wondered also, first that Rosa
mund should have spoken no single word, 
and secondly because she had kissed him 
thus, even in that hour. Why or where
fore he did not know, but there rose in 
his mind a memory of that wild ride down 
the mountain side at Beirut, and of lips 
which then had touched his cheek, and of 
the odor of hair that then was blown 
about his breast. With a sigh he thursfc 
the thought aside, blushing to think that 
such memories should come to him who 
had done with earth and its delights, 
knelt down before the headsman, and, 
turning to the bishop, said: w

“Bless me, aftfeer, and bid them strike.
Then it was that he heard a well-known 

footstep, and looked up to 
staring at him.

“What do you here?” he asked. Has 
yonder fox snared both of us?” And he 
codded at Saladin.

“Let the fox speak,” said the Sultan 
with a smile. “Know, Sir Wulf, that 
your brother was about to die in your 
place, and of his own wish. But I refuse 
such sacrifice who yet have made use of 
it to teach my niece the princess that 
should she continue in her plottings to 
escape, or allow you to continue in them, 
certainly it will bring you ito your deaths, 
and, if needs be, her also. Knights you 

brave men whom I prefer to kill in. 
Good horses stand without take

know well that, whatever chances, we 
blame you not at all. It is God Who acts 
through you, and you are innocent of the 
death of either of us as of that plot where
of we stand accused.”

ment there was a silence, then Baladin 
bade a secretary read the charge, which 
was brief. It was that they had conspired 
to steal away the princess of Baalbec.

“Where is the evidence against us?” ask- 
Godwin boldly. “The Sultan is just, and 
convicts no man save on testimony.”

Again Saladin motioned to the secre
tary, who read the words that had been 
taken down from the lips of the captain 
Abdullah. They demanded to be allowed 
to examine the captain Abdullah and 
learned that he was already dead. Then 
the eunuch Mesrour was carried forward, 
for walk he could not, owing to the 
wound that Abdullah had given him, and 
told all his tale, how he had suspected 
Abdullah, and, following him, had heard 
him and one of the brethren speaking in 
the tent, and the words that passed, and 
afterwards seen Abdullah with the jewel 
in his hand.

When he had finished Godwin asked 
whioh of them he had heard speaking with 
Abdullah, and he answered that he could 
not say, as their voices were so alike, but 
one voice only had spoken.

Then Rosamund was ordered to give 
her tstimony, and said, truly enough, that 
she knew nothing of the plot and had not 
thought of this flight. Masouda also swore 
that she now heard of it for the first time. 
After this the secretary announced that 
there was no more evidence, and prayed 
of the Sultan to give judgment in the mat
ter.

souda pressed it- convulsively against her 
breast, till the red juice ran from the 
crushed flower and stained her like a 
wound. Then she glided a way,and was lost 
in the storm and the darkness.

followed by the sound of Masouda’a mock
ing laughter, they left the ^tent.

The Sultan’s messenger led them for-x 
ward, across ground strewn with the 
bodies of the murdered Templars and Hos
pitallers, lying as Godwin had seen them 
in his dream on the mountain top near 
Nazareth. Over one of these corpses God
win stumbled in the gloom, so heavily, 
that he fell to his knees. He searched the 
face in the starlight, to find it was that 
of a knight of the Hospitallers of whom 
he h$d made a frjend at Jerusalem—a very 
good and gentle Frenchman, who had 
abandoned high station and large lands to 
join the order for the love of Christ and 
charity. Such was his reward on earth— 
to be struck down in cold blood, like an 
ox by its butcher. Then muttering a 
prayer for the repose of this knight’s soul, 
Godwin rose and, filled with horror, fol
lowed on to the royal pavilion, wondering 
why such things were.

Of all the strange feasts that they ever 
ate the brethren found this the strangest 
and the most sad. Saladin was seated at 
the head of the table with guards and offi
cers standing behind him, and as each 
dish was brought he tasted it and no 
more, to show that it was not poisoned. 
Not far from him sat the king of Jeru
salem and his brother and all down the 
board great captive nobles, to the num
ber of fifty or more.

Sorry spectacles were these gallant 
knights in their hewn and blood-stained

coast and board a Christian ship. Does 
it please you?”

“Very well ; but what is Abdullah’s 
price?’*

“One only—the enchanted star, the Luck 
of the house of Hassan; for nothing else 
will he take such risks. Will Sir Wulf

CHAPTER XDL~-(Continued.)

“These also are fcith-breakere,” he 
shouted, “and of their unclean tribes will 
I rid the world. Ho! my emirs and doc
tors of the law,” and he turned to the 
great crowd of his captains about him,
“take each of you one of them and kill 
him.”

Now the emirs hung back, for though 
fanatics they were brave, and loved not 
this slaughter of defenseless men, and even 
the Mamelukes murmured aloud.

But Saladin cried again:
“They are worthy of death, and he who 

disobeys my command shall hiitiself be 
slain.” #

“Sultan,” said Godwin, “ 
ness such a crime; we ask that we may 
die with them.”

“Nay,” he answered; “you have eaten 
of my salt, and to kill you would be mur
der. Get you to the tent of the princess 
of Baalbec yonder, for there you will see 
nothing of the death of these Franks,your 
f allow-womhi ppcre.”

So the brethren turned, and led by a 
Mameluke, fled aghast for the first time 
in their lives, past the long line of Temp
lars and Hospitallers, who in the last red 
light of the dying day knelt upon the 
sand and prayed, while the emirs came up 
to kill them.

They entered the tent, none forbidding
them, and at the end of it saw two wo-1 armour, pale-faced, too, with eyes set wide 
men crouched together on some cushions, in horror at the dread deeds they had 
who rose, clinging to each other. Then just seen done. Yet they ate, and ate 
the women sprang forward with a cry of ravenously, for now that their thirst was 
joy saying : satisfied, they were mad with hunger.

“So you live_you live!” Thirty thousand Christians lay dead on
“Aye, Rosamund, answered Godwin, “to the Horn and plain of Hattin; the king- 

see this shame—would God that we did dom of Jerusalem was destroyed, and its 
not—whilst others die.. They murder the king a prisoner. The holy Rood was 
knights of the holy Orders. To your knees taken as a trophy. Two hundred knights 
and pray for" their passing, souls.” of the sacred Orders lay within a score

So they knelt down and prayed till the of yards of them, butchered cruelly by 
tumult died away, and they knew that all those very emirs and doctors of the law
was done. ’ who stood grave and silent behind their

“Oh my cousins,” said Rosamund, as master’s seat, at the express command of
she staggered to her feet at length, “what j that merciless master. Defeated, shamed, 
a hell of wickedness and bloodshed in bereaved—yet they ate, and, being human, 
which we dwell! Save me from it if you could take comfort from the thought that 
love me—I beseech you save me!” having eaten, by the law of the Arabs,

“We will do our best,” they answered ; j at least their lives were ebSe.
“but let us talk no more of these things j Saladin called Godwin and Wulf to him 
which are the decree of God—lest we I that they might interpret for him, and
should go mad. Tell us your story.” ! gave them food, and they also ate who

But Rosamund had little to tell, except j were compelled to it by hunger, 
that she had been well treated, and al- “Have you seen your cousin, the prm- 
ways kept by the person of the Sultan, cess?” he asked; “and how found you 
marching to and fro with his army, for her?” he asked present#. 
he awaited the fulfilment of his dream Then, remembering over what he had 
concerning her. Then they told her all j fallen outside her tent, and looking at 
that had chanced to them; also of the those miserable feasters, anger took hold 
vision of Godwin and its dreadful accom- of Godwin, and he answered boldly: 
plishment and of the death of Hassan be- ‘We, we found her sick wtith the sights 
neath the sword of Wulf. At that story and sounds of war and shamed to know 
Rosamund wept and shrank from him a that her uncle, the conquering sovereign 
little for though it was this princess who of the East, had slaughtered two hundred 
had stolen her from her home, she loved unarmed men.”
Hassan. Yet when Wulf said humbly: Wulf trembled at his words, but Baladin

“The fault is not mine; it wias so fated. listened and showéd no anger.
Would that I had died instead of this “Doubtless,” he answered, “she thinks 
Saracen’” she answered: “No, no; I am me cruel, and you also think me cruel—a 
proud that you should have conquered.” despot who delights in the death of his

But Wulf shook his head and said: enemies. Yet it is not so, for I desire
“I am not proud. Although weary with peace and to save life, not to destroy it. 

that awful battle, I am still the younger It is you Christians who for hard upon 
and stronger man, though at first he well- a hundred years have drenched these sands 
nigh mastered me by his skill and quick- with blood, because you say that you wish 
ness. At least we parted friends. Look, to possess the land where your prophet 
he gave me this.” and he showed her the lived and died more than eleven centuries 
great emerald badge which the dying ago. How many Saracens have you slam, 
prince had given him. Hundreds of thousands of them. More-

Masouda who all this while had sat very over, with you peace is no pea.ee those
quiet came forward and looked at it. Orders that I destroyed tonight have

“Do you know,” she asked, “that this broken it a score of times. Well, I will
jewel is very famous, not only.for its bear no more. Allah has given me and 
value but because it is said to have be- my army the victory, and I will take your 
longed to one of . the children of the cities and drive the Franks back into the 
prophet, and to bring good fortune to its sea. Let them seek their owii.lands and 
owner’” worship Allah there after their own la&n

Wulf smiled ion, and leave the East in quiet.
“It brought little to poor Hassan bu» “Now, Sir Godwin, teU these captives 

now when my grandslre's sword shore the for me that tomorrow I send those of 
Damascus steeTas though it were wet them who are unwounded to Da.ma«u6 

, , „ N there to await ransom whilst 1 besiege
C '•:'\nd sent him swift to Paradise, where Jerusalem and the other Christian «ties- 
he tould be a” Te hands of a gallant Let them have no fear; I have emptied* 
foe” answered Masouda. “Nay, all his the cup of my anger; no more of them 
]..... rhjfi emir was hSippy and beloved, by shall die, and a priest of their faith, the 

. sovereign his wives, his feUows, and Bishop of Vazareth, shall stay with their 
j,:„ servants, nor do I think that he would sick in my army to minister to them 
have domed another end whose wish was after their own rites
to die in battle with the Franks. At bo Godwin rose and told them and they 
least there is scarce a soldier in the Sul- answered not a word, who had lost all 
tan’s army who would not give all he has 
for yonder trinket, which _ is known 
throughout the land as the Star of Has
san. So beware. Sir Wulf, lest you be 
robbed or murdered, tilt-hough, you have 
eaten the salt of Sa.lah-ed-din.

•’I remember the captain Abdullah look
ing at it gt^edilv and lamenting that the 
Buck of the House of Hassan would pa«? 
to an unbeliever," said Wulf. ''Well, 
enough of this trinket and its dangers,^ 1 
think that Godwin has words to say.

“We are here in

?

Then he began to unknot the silk that 
was bound about hie box. Wulf, knowing 
that it would tell all the tale, did not 
trouble himself as yet, but looked around 
the room, thinking that, whether he lived 
or died, never would he see a stranger 
right. Every eye in it was fixed upon the 
box in Godwin's hand; even Baladin stared 
as though it held his own destiny. No; 
not every one, for those of the old imaum 
were fixed upon the face of Rosamund, 
which was piteous to see, for all its 
beauty had left it, and even her parted 
lips were ashy. Masouda alone still stood 
upright and unmoved, as though she 
watched some play, but he noted that her 
rich-hued cheek grew pale and that be
neath her robe her hand was pressed up
on her heart. The silence also was intense, 
and broken only by the little grating 
of Godwin’s fingers, as, having no 
to cut it, he patiently untied the silk.

“Trouble enough about one man’s life 
in a land where lives are cheap!” exclaim
ed Wulf, thinking aloud, and at the sound 
of his voice all men started, as though 
itf had thundered suddenly in a summer 
sky. Then with a laugh he tore the silk 
about his box asunder with his strong 
fingers, and breaking the seal, shook out 
its contents. Lo! there on the floor be
fore him, gleaming green and white with 
emereld and diamond, lay the enchanted 
Star of Hassan.

CHAPTER XX.

The Luck of the Star of Hassan.give it?”
“Surely,” answered Godwin with a 

laugh.
“Good. Then it must be done tonight. 

When I return I will send Abdullah to 
your tent. Fear not; if he takes the jew
els he will give the price, since otherwise 
he thinks it will bring him ill fortune.”

“Docs the lady Rosamund know?” asked 
Godwin again. -

She shook her head.
“Nay, she is mad to escape ; she thinks 

of little else all day long. But What is 
the use of telling her till the time comes ? 
The fewer in such a plot the better, and 
if anything goes wrong, it is well that 
she should be innocent, for then—

“Then death, and farewell to all things,” 
said Godwin; “nor indeed should I grieve 
to say them good-bye. But Masouda, you 
run great peril. Tell me now, honestly, 
why do you do this?”

As he spoke the lightning flashed and 
showed her face as she stood there against 
a background of green leaves and red lily 
flowers. There was a strange look upon 
it—a look that made Godwin feel afraid,

An hour later the captain Abdullah might 
have been seen walking carelessly toward 
the tent where the brethren slept. Also,had 
there been any who cared to watch, some
thing else might have been seen in that 
low moonlight, for now the storm and the 
heavy rain which followed it had passed.
Namely, the fat shape of the eunuch Mes- 
rour, slipping after him wrapped in a dark 
caimel-hair cloak, such as was commonly 
worn by camp followers, and taking shel
ter cunningly behind every rock and 
shrub and rise of the ground. Hidden 
among some picketed dromedaries, he saw 
Abdullah enter the tent of the brethren, 
then, waiting till a cloud crossed the 
moon, Mesrour ran to it unseen, and 
throwing himself down on its shadowed 
side, lay there like a drunken man, and 
listened with all his ears. But the thick 
canvas was heavy with wet, nor would the 
ropes and the trench that was dug around 
permit him, who did not love to lie in the 
water, to place his head against it. Also 
those within spoke lowland he could only 
hear single words, such as “garden,” “the 
star,” “princess.”

So important did These seem to him, 
however, that at length Mesrour crept un
der the cords, and although he shuddered 
at rte cold, drew his body into the trench 
of water, and with the sharp point of his 
knife cut a little slit in the taut canvas.
To this he set his eye, only to find that it 
served him nothing, for there was no light 
in the tent. Still, men were there who 
talked in the darkness.

“Good,” said a voice—it was that of one 
of the brethren, but which he could not 
tell, for even to those who knew them 
best they seemed to be the same. “Good; 
then it is settled. Tomorrow, at the hour 
arranged, you bring the princess to the 
place agreed upon, disguised as you have 
said. In payment for this service I hand 
you the Luck of Hassan which you covet.
Take it; here it is, and swear to do your 
part, since otherwise it will bring no luck 
to you, for I will kill you the first time 
we meet—yes, and the other also.”

“I swear it by Allah and his Prophet,” 
answered Abdullah, in a hoarse trembling 
voice.

“It is enough ; see that you keep the 
oath. And now away, it is not safe t(iat 
you should tarry here.”

Then came the sound of a man leaving 
the tent. Passing round it cautiously, he 
halted, and opening his hand, looked at 
its contents to make sure that no trick 
had been played upon him in the dark
ness. Mesrour screwed his head round to 
look also, and saw the light gleam faintly 
on the surface of the splendid jewel, which 
he too desired so eagerly. In so doing 
his foot struck a stone, and instantly Ab
dullah glanced down to see a dead or 
drunken man lying almost at his feet.
With a swift movement he hid the jewel 
and started to walk away. Then bethink
ing him that it would be well to make 
sure that his fellow, was dead or sleeping, 
he turned and kicked the prostrate Mer- 
rour upon the .back and with all his 
strength. Indeed, he did «this thrice, put
ting the eunnch to the greatest agony.

“I thought I saw him move,” Adullah 
muttered after the third kick, “it is best 
to make sure,” and he drew his knife.

Now, had not terror paralyzed him,
Mesrour would have cried out, but furtu- 
nately for himself, before he found his 
voice, Abdullah had buried the knife three 
inches deep in his fat thigh, 
effort he bore this also, knowing that if 
he showed signs of life the next stroke 
would be in his heart. Then, satisfied 
that this fellow, whoever he might be, 
was either a corpse or insensible, Abdul
lah drew out the knife, wiped it on his 
victim’s robe, and departed.

Not long afterwards Mesrour departed 
also, towards Sultan’s house, bellowing 
with rage and pain and vowing vengeance.

It was not long delayed.
That very night, Abdullah was seized 

and put to the question. In his suffering 
he confessed that he had* been to the tent 
of the brethren and received from one of 
them the jewel which was found upon 
him, as a bribe to bring the princess to a 
certain garden outside the camp. But he 
named the wrong garden. Further, when 
they asked which of the brethren it was 
who bribed him, he said he did uot know, 
as their voices were alike, and their tent 
was in darkness ; moreover, that he believ
ed there was only one man in it—at least 
he heard or saw no other, 
that he was summoned to the tent by an 
Arab man whom he had never seen before, 
but who told him that if he wished for 
xtfhat he most desired and good fortune, 
he wâd to be there at a certain hour after 
sunset. Then he fainted, and was put 
back in prison till the morning by the 
command of Saladin.

When the morning came Abdullah was 
dead, who desired no more torments with 
doom at the' end of them, having made 
shift to strangle himself with his robe.
But first he had scrawled upon the wall 
with a piece of charcoal:

“May that accursed Star of Hassan 
which tempted me bring better luck to 
others, and may hell receive the soul of 
Mesrour.”

Thus died Abdullah, as faithful as he 
could be in such sore straits, since he had 
betrayed neither Masouda nor his son, 
both of whom were in the plot, and said 
that only one of the brethren was present 
in the tent, whereas he knew well that 
the two of them were there and which ot 
these spoke and gave him the jewel.

Very early that morning the brethren, 
who were lying wakeful, heard sounds 
without their tent, and looking out saw 
that it was surrounded by Mamelukes.

“The plot is discovered,” said Godwin 
to Wulf quietly, but with despair in his 
face. “Now, my brother, admit nothing, 
even under torture, lest others perish
with us,” , ... .. ... sure you desire to escape, and plots are

“Shall we fight?” asked V ur as > nia^e f0 take you from me, though of 
threw on their mail. these plots you say that you aud your

But Godwin answered : ^ woman”—and he looked darkly at Ma-
“Xay, it would serve us nothing. souda—“know nothing. But three men
Then an officer entered the en , an j_nmv an(^ p right that you. for whose 

commanded them to give up their swoi s ^aj_e •£ not by whose command the thing 
and to follow him. to Baladin to an>\\ei way ^one. should mete out its reward, and 
a charge that bad been laid against L cm the blood of him whom you appoint,
both,! ou»1 wovht he say any more. So ^ fipjlt for you. should be on your
they went, as prVoA«ri, and after waiting am| nf> 0f)ier head. Now do my bidding, 
awhile, were ushered into a large room o . yor a moment Rosamund stared at the 

house where Saladin lodged, " r»oxes, then suddenly she closed her eyes, 
was arrayed as a court with a dias at one j taking them up at hazard, stretched 
end. Before this they were stood, till ou^ }1PP arms, leaning forward over the 
presently the Sultan entered through the efjge ot- t},P ,ia,j6 Thereon, calmly enough 
further door, and with him certain of his t^e brethren took, each of them, the box 
emirs and secretaries. Also Rosamund, that was nearest, to him, that in Rosa- 
who looked very pale, was brought there, mund’s lei’t hand falling to Godwin, and 
and in attendance on her Masouda, calm- that in her right_to Wulf. Then she open

ed her eyes again, stood still, and wateh-

cannot wit-we

knife

“Against which of us,” asked Godwin, 
“seeing that both the dead and the living 
witnesses declared they heard but one 
voice, and whose that voice was they did 
not know? According to your own law, 
you cannot condemn a man against whom 
there is no good testimony.”

“There is testimong against one of you,7’ 
answered Saladin sternly, "that of two 
witnesses, as is required, and, as I have 
warned you long ago, that man shall die, 
indeed both of you should die, for I am 
sure that both are guilty. S'till, you have

to the

he knew not of what.
“Why did I take you into my inn yon

der in Beirut when you were the pilgrims 
Peter and John? Why did I find you the 
best horses in Syria and guide you to the 
Al-je-bal? Why did I often dare death by 
torment for you there ? Why did I save 
the three of you? And, why for this 
weary while, have I—who, after_all, am 
nobly born—become the mock of soldiers 
and the tire-woman of the princess of 
Baalbec?”

“Shall I answer?” she went on, laugh- 
“Doubtless in the beginning because

Masouda saw, and the color crept back 
to her cheek. Rosamund saw also, and 
nature was too strong for her, and in 
bitter cry the truth broke from her lips

“Not" Wulf! Not Wulf!” she wailed, 
sank back senseless into Masouda’s

one

and
amis.

“Now, sire,” said the old imaum with 
a chuckle, “you know which of those two 
the lady loves. Being a woman, as usual 
she chooses badly, for the other has the 
finer spirit.”

“Yes, I know now,” said Saladin, “and 
I am glad to know, for the matter has 
vexed me much.”

But Wulf, who had paled for a moment, 
flushed with joy as the truth came home 
to him, and he understood the end of all 
their doubts.

“The Star is well named “The Luck’ ” he 
said, as bending down he took it from 
the floor and fastened it to his cloak above 
his heart, “nor do I hold it dearly earn
ed.” Then he turned to his brother, who 
stood by him white and still, saying,

“Forgive me, Godwin, but such is the 
fortune of love and war. Grudge it not to 
me, for when I am sped tonight the Luck 
—and all that hangs to it—will be yours.”

So that strange scene ended.
The afternoon drew towards evening, 

and Godwin stood before Baladin in his 
private chamber.

“What seek you now?” said the Sultan 
sternly.

“A boon,” answered Godwin. “My 
brother is doomed to die before nightfall. 
I ask to die instead of him.”

“Why, Sir Godwin?”
“For two reasons, sire. As you learned 

today, at length, the riddle is answered. 
It is Wulf who is beloved of the lady 
Rosamund, and therefore to kill him 
would be a crime. Further, it is I and 
not he whom the eunuch heard bargaining 
with the captain Abdullah in the tent—I 
swear it. Take your veneance upon me, 
and let him go to fulfil his fate.”

Saladin pulled at his beard, then an
swered:

Wulfsee

been put upon your trial according 
law, and as a just judge I will not strain 
the law against you. Let the guilty one 
die by beheading at sundown, the nour at 
which he planned to commit his crime. 
The other may go free with the citizens 
of Jerusalem who depart tonight, bearing 

to the Frankish leaders in

ing.
I was the agent of Si nan, charged to be
tray such knights as you are into his 
hands, and afterwards because my heart 
was filled with pity and love for—the lady 
Rosamund?”

Again the lightning flashed, and this 
time that strange look had spread from 
Masouda’s face to the face of Godwin.

“Masouda,” he said in a whisper, 
think me no vain fool, but since it is best 
perhaps that both should know full surely, 
tell me, is it as I have sometimes—”

“Feared,” broke in Masouda with. her 
little mocking laugh. “Sir Godwin, it is 

What does your faith teach—the faith 
in which I was bred, and lost but that 

is mine again because it is yours?

my message 
that holy town.”

“Which of us, then, is to die, and which 
free?” asked Godwin. “Tell us,“oh! to go

that he who is doomed may prepare nis 
soul.”

“Say you, who know the truth,” an
swered Saladin.

“We admit nothing,” said Godwin; 
“yet, if one of us must die, I as the elder 
claim that right.”

“And I claim it as the younger. The 
jewel was Hassan’s gift to me; who eLe 
could give it to Abdullah ?” said Wulf, 
speaking for the first time, whereat all 
the Saracens there assembled, brave 
who loved a knightly deed, murmured in 
admiration, and even Saladin said:
. “Well spoken, both of you. So it seems 
that both must die.”

Then Rosamund stepped forward and 
threw herself upon her knees before him, 
exclaiming:

“Sire, my uncle, such is not your justice, 
that two should be slain for the offence 
of one, if offence there be. If you know 
not which is guilty, spare them both, I 
beseech you.”

He stretched out his hand and raised 
her from her knees; then thought awhile 
and said:

“Nay, plead not with me, for however 
much you love him the guilty man must 
die, as he deserves. But of this matter 
Allah alone knows the truth, therefore 
let it be decided by Allah,” and he rest
ed his head upon his hand looking at Wulf 
and Godwin, as though to read their souls.

Now behind Saladin stood that old and 
famous imaum who had been with him 
and Hassan when he commanded the 
brethren to depart from Damascus, who 
all this while had listened to everything 
that had passed with a sour smile. Leaning 
forward, he whispered in his master's ear, 
who considered a moment, then answered 
him:

“It is good. Do so.”
So the inainn left the court, and return

ed presently carrying two small boxes of 
sandalwood tied with silk and sealed, so 
like eath other that none could tell them 
apart, which boxes he passed continually 
from his right hand to his left and from 
his left hand to his right, then gave them 
to Saladin.

“In one of these,” said the Sultan, “is 
that jewel known as the enchanted Star 
and the Luck of the House of Hassan, 
which the prince presented to his con
queror on the day of Hattin, and for the 
desire of which my ca.ptain Abdullah be- 

traitor and was brought to death.

war.
them as my gift, and ride with these fool- 
iah citizens of Jerusalem. We may meet 
again within its streets. Nay, thank me 
not. I thank you who have taught -Salah- 
ed-din how perfect a thing can be the love 
of brothers.”

The brethren stood awhile bewildered, 
for it is a strange thing thus to come back 
from death to life. Each of them had 
made sure that he must die within some 
few minutes, and pass through the black- 

which walls man in, to find he knew 
not what. And now, behold! the road 
that led to that blackness turned again 
at its very edge, and ran forward through 
familiar things of earth to some end un
known. They were brave, both of them, 
and accustomed to face death daily, aa 
in such a place and time all men must 
be; moreover, they had been shriven, and 
looked to see the gates of Paradise open 

their new-born sight.
Yet, since no man loves that journey, 

sweet to know it done with

Ml.

now
That men and women are free, or so some 
read it. Well, it or -they are wrong. We 

not free. Was I free when first I 
your eyes in Beniut, the eyes for which 
I had been watching all my life, and some
thing came from you to me, and I—the 
cast off plaything of Sinan—loved you, 
loved you, loved you—to my own doom? 
Yes, and rejoiced that it was so, and re
joice that it is so, and would choose no 
other fate, because in that love 1 learned 
that there is a meaning in this life, and 
that there is an answer to it, otherwhere 
if not here. Nay, speak not. I know 
your oath, nor would I tempt you to its 
breaking. But Sir Godwin, a woman 
such as the lady Rosamund cannot k>ve 
two men,” and as she spoke Masouda 
strove to search his face while the shaft

saware

on
went home.

But Godwin showed neither surprise nor 
pain.

“So you know what I have known for 
long,” he said, “so long that my sorrow 
is lost in tHe hope of my brother’s joy. 
Moreover, it is well that she should have 
chosen the better knight.”

“Sometimes,” said Masouda reflectively, 
“sometimes I have watched the lady Ro
samund, and said to myself, ‘What <jo you 
lack? You are beautiful, you are high
born, you are learned, you are brave, and 
you are good.’ Then 1 have answered, 
‘You lack wisdom and true sight, else you 
would not have chosen Wulf when you 
might have taken Godwin. Or'perchance 
your eyes axe blinded also.”

“Speak not thus of one who is my bet
ter in all things, I pray you,” said God
win in a vexed voice.

“By which you mean, whose arm is per
haps a little stronger, and who at a pinch 
could cut down a few more Saracens. Well, 
it .takes more than strength to make a 
man—you must add spirit.”

“Masouda,” went on Godwin, taking no 
note of her Words, “although we may guess 
her mind, our lady has said nothing yeti 
Also Wulf may fall, and then I fill his 
place as best I can. I am no free man, 
Masouda.”

“The love-sick are never free,” she an
swered.

“I have no right to love the woman 
who loves my brother; to her are due 
my friendship and my reverence—no 
more.”

“She has not declared that she loves 
your brother; we may guess wrongly in 
'this matter. They are your words—not 
mine."|

“And we may guess 
then?”

“Then,” answered Masouda, “there are 
many knightly Orders, or monasteries, for 
those who desire such places—as you do 
in your heart. Nay. talk no more of all 
these things that may or may not be. 
Back to your tent, Sir Godwin, where 1 
will send Abdullah to you to receive the 
jewel. So, farewell, farewell.”

He took her* outstretched hand, hesita
ted a moment, then lifted it to his lips, 
and went. It was cold as that of a corpse, 
and fell again like the hand of a corpse. 
Masouda shrank back among the flowers 
of the garden as though to hide herself 
from him and all the world. When he 
had gone a few paces, eight or ten per
haps, Godwin turned and glanced behind 
him, and at that, moment there came a 
great blaze of lightning. In its fierce and 
fiery glare he saw Masouda standing with 
outstretched arms, pale, upturned face, 
closed eyes, and parted lips. Illuminated 
by the ghastly sheen of the levin the face 
looked like that of one new dead, and the 
tall rod lilies which climbed up her dark, 
pall-like robe to her throat, yes—they 
looked like streams of fresh-shed blood.

Godwin shuddered a little and went his 
way, but as she slid thence into the black, 
embracing night, Masouda, said to herself :

“Had I played a little more upon his 
gentlene?» and pity. 1 think that he would 
have offered me his heart—after Rosa
mund had do-ne with it and in payment 
for my services. Nay, not. his heart, for 
he has none on earth, but his hand and 
loyalty. And. being honorable, lie would 
have kept his promise, and I, who have 
passed through the harem of Al-je-bal, 
might have become, the lady D’Arcy. and 
so lived out my any life and nursed his 
babes. Nay, Sir Godwin; when you love 

ou will never love

it was very
for a while, and that they still might 
hope to dwell upon this earth for many 

Little wonder, then, that their 
brains swam, and their eyes grew dim, as 
they passed from the shadow to the light 
again. It was Wulf who spoke the first.

“A noble deed, Godwin, yet for one 
which I should not have thanked you 
had it been accomplished, who then must 
have lived on by grace of your sacrifice. 
Sultan, we are grateful for your boon of 
life, though had you shed this innocent 
blood surely it muet have stained your 
soul. May we bid farewell to our cousin 
Rosamund before we ride?”

“Nay,” answered Saladin; “Sir Godwin 
has done that already—let it sene for 
both. Tomorrow she shall learn the truth 
of the story. Now go ,and return no 
more.”

“That must be as fate wills,” answered 
Godwin, and they bowed and went.

Outside that gloomy place of death their 
swords were given them, and two good 
horses, which they mounted. Hence 
guides led them to the embassy from 
Jerusalem that was already in the saddle, 
who were very glad to welcome two such 
knights to their company. Then, having 
bid farewell to the bishop Egbert, who 
wept for joy at their escape, escorted for 
awhile by Saladin’s soldiers, they rode 
away from Ascalon art. the fall of night.

Soon they had told each other all there 
was to tell. When he heard of the woe 
of Rosamund, Wulf well-night shed tears.

“We have our lives.” he said, “but how 
shall we save her? While Masouda stayed 
with her there was some hope, but now 
I can see none.”

“There is none, except in God,” answer
ed Godwin, “Who can do all things—even 
free Rosamund and make her your wife. 
Also, if Masouda i* at liberty, we .shall 
hear from her ere long; so let us keep a 
good heart.”

But though he spoke thus, the soul of 
Godwin was oppressed with a fear which

v “If this is to be so, time is short, Sir 
Godwin. What farewells have you to make? 
You would speak with my niece Rosa
mund ? Nay, the princess you shall not 
see, and indeed cannot, for she lies 
swooning in her chamber. Do you desire 
to meet your brother for the last time?”

“No sire, for then he might learn the 
truth and -----”

“Refuse 'this sacrifice, Sir Godwin, which 
perchance will be scarcely to his liking.”

“I wish to say farewell to Masouda, she 
who is waiting-woman to the Princess.”

“That you cannot do,for,know, Ï mistrust 
this Masouda, and believe that she Avas at 
the bottom of your plot. I have dismissed 
her from the person of the princess and 
from my camp, which she leaves—if she 
has not already left—with some Arabs 
who are her kin. Had it not been for her 
services in the land of the Assassins and 
afterwards, I should haxTe put her to

“Then,” said Godwin with a sigh, “1 
desire only to see Egbett the bishop, that 
he may shrive me according to our faith 
and make note of ray last Avishes.”

“Good; he shall be sent to you. I accept 
statement that, you are the guilty 

and not Sir Wulf, and take your life

year*.

With an

hope and courage.
Afterwards he asked whether he and has 

brother were also to be sent to Damascus.
Baladin replied, “No;' he would keep 

them for awhile to interpret, then they 
might go their Avnys Avitliout ransom.

On the morrow, accordingly, the captives 
were sent to Damascus, and that day 
Baladin took the castle of Tiberias, set
ting at liberty Eschiva, the wife of Ray
mond; and her children. Then he moved 
on to Acre, which he took, relieving four 
thousand Moslem captives, and so on to 
other toAvns, "all of which fell before him, 
till at length he came to Ascalon, whioh 
he besieged in form, setting up his man
gonels against its walls.

The night was dark outside of Ascalon, 
when the flashes of lightning in the

yourcame a
In the other is a stone of the same 
weight. Come, my niece, take you these 
boxes and give them to your kinsmen, to 
each the box you will. The jewel that is 
called the Stair of Hassan is magical, and 
has virtue, so they say. Let it choose, 
therefore, which of these knights is ripe 
for death, and let him perish in whose 
box the Star is found.”

“Now,” muttered the imaum in the ear 
ster, “now at length we shall 

learn which it is of these two men that

He added man
for his. Leave me now, who have greater 

my mind. The guard will seek 
you at the appointed time.”
matters on

“Yes,” said Godwin. . ,.
vour tent through the kindness of Baladin, 
who did not wish us to witness the death 
of our comrades, but tomorrow avc shall 
be separated again. Now if you are to
escape-----” . '

“I will escape! I must escape, even it 
I am recaptured and die for it, broke in 
Rosamund passionately.

“Speak low,” said Masouda. I saAV 
the eunuch Mesrour pass the door of the 
tent, and he is a spy-they all are spies.

•*lf you are- to escape,” repeated God
win in a whisper, "it must be within the 
next few Aveeks Avhile the army is on the 
march. The risk is great to all of us— 
even to you, and Ave have no plan. But, 
Masouda, you are clever; make one, and 
tell it to us.”

She lifted her head to speak Avhen sud
denly a shadow fell upon them.’ It Avas 
that of the head eunuch, Mesrour, a fat, 
cunning-faced man, Avith a cringing air. 
Loav he bowed before them, saying: 

“Your pardon, O Princess.
from Salab-ed-din demanding

Godwin boAved and walked away with 
a ready step, while Saladin, looking after 
him. muttered:

“The world could ill spare so brave and 
good a man.”

Two hours later guards summoned God
win from the place where he was prison
ed, and, accompanied by the old bishop 
who had shriven him, he passed its door 
with a happy countenance, such as a 
bridegroom might have worn. In a fash
ion, indeed, he Avas happy Avhose troubles 
were done Avith, Avho had few sins to 
mourn, Avhose faith was the faith of a 
child, and Avho laid down his life for his be could not- understand. It seemed aa

though some great terror Avas very close 
to him, or to one avIio Avas near and dear. 
Deeper and deeper he sank into that pit" 
of dread of he knew not- Avhat, until at 

he could have Cried aloud, and his

storm that rolled down from the moun
tains to tlic sea, lit it up, showing the 
thousands of white tents set round the 
city, the walls and the sentries Avho watch
ed upon them, the feathery palms that 
stood against the sky, the mighty, snow- 
crowned range of Lebanon, and encircling 
all the black breast of the troubled ocean. 
In a little open space of the garden of an 

pty house that stood Avitbout the Avails, 
and a woman were talking, both 

of them Avrapped in dark cloaks. They 
Godwin and Masouda.

“Well,” said Godwin eagerly, “is all 
ready?”

She nodded and answered:
“At length, all. TomorroAV afternoon an 

assault will be made upon Ascalon, but 
if it is taken the camp will not be 

moved that night. There will be great, 
confusion, and Abdullah, Avho is someAvhat 
sick, will be the captain of the guard 
the princess’ tent. He will allow the sol
diers to slip away to assist in the sack of 
the city, nor will they betray him. At 

eunuch will be on watch 
—Mesrour; and 1 A\iill find means to put 
him to sleep. Abdullah \A-ill bring the 
princess to this garden disguised as his 

and there you txvo'and I shall

right#. What
the lady lovjes.”

“That it ' what I seek to know,” 
SAvered Saladin in the same low voice.

As he heard this decree Rosamund look
ed round wildly and pleaded:

“Oh! be not so cruel. I beseech you 
this task. Let it be another

an-

spare me
hand that is qhosen to deal death to one 
of those of my own blood with whom I 
have dAvelt since childhood. Let me not 
be the blind sword of fate that frees his 
spirit, lest it should haunt my dreams and 
turn all my world to woe. Spare me, I 
beseech you.”

But Saladin looked at her very sternly 
and a nexvered :

“Princess, you know why I have brought 
you to the East and raised you to grçat 
honor here, why also I have made you in y 
companion in these Avars. It is for my 
dream’s sake, the dream Avhich told me 
that by some noble net of yours you should 

the lives : of thojsands. Yet 1 am

friend and brother. They took him to a 
valut of the great house xvhere Saladin 
was lodged—a large, rough place, lit 
with torches, in Avhich waited the heads
man and his assistants. Presently Saladin 
entered, and, looking at him curiously, 
said :

lengt h
brow a vas bathed with a. sweat of anguish. 
Wulf saxv hiis face in the moonlight, and

“What ails you. Godwin? Have you 
some secret, wound?”

“Aye, brother.” he ansxvered, “a wound 
Ill fortune threatens un—

“Are you still of the same mind, Sir 
Godwin?”

"I am.”
“Good. Yet I have changed mine. You 

shall say farewell to your cousin, as you 
desired to do. Let the princess of Baalbec 
be brought hi ht her, sick or Avell, that she 
may see her xvork. Let. her come alone.”

"Sjfe.” pleaded GodAvin, “spare her 
such a sight.”

But he pleaded in vain, for Saladin 
answered only, “J have said.”

A while passed, and Goodwin, hearing 
the sAveep of robes, looked up, and and 
saxv the tall shape of a A’eiled Avoman 
standing in the corner of the vault xvhere 
the shadow was so deep that the torch
light only glimmered faintly upon her 
royal ornaments.

A messen
ger has come 
the presence of these knightd at the ban- 
quet that he has made ready for his noble 
prisoner*».”

“We obey,” said Godwin, and rising 
-they bowed to Rosamund and to Ma
souda, then turned to go, leaving the *tar 
jewel where they had been seated.

Very skilfully Mesrour covered it with 
a fold of his robe, and under shelter of 
the fold slipped down his hand and grasp
ed it, not knowing that although she 
seemed to be turned away, Masouda was 
watching him out of the corner of her eye. 
Waiting till the brethren reached the 
tent door, she called out:

“Sir Wulf, are you already -weary of the 
enchanted Star of Fortune, or xvould you 
bequeath it to us?”

Now Wulf came back, saying heavily:
"I forgot the thing—who would not at 

such a time Where is it? I left it on 
the cushitin.'*

“Try the hand of Mesrour, said -Ma* 
gouda, Avherèat with a very crooked smile 
the eunuch produced it, and said:

“j wished to show you. Sir Knight, that 
must be careful with such gems as

in my spirit, 
great ill fortune.”

“That is no new thing,” said Wulf, “in 
this land of Wood and sorrow. Let us 
meet iit as we have met the rest.”

“Alas! brother.” exclaimed God\x*in, “I 
fear that Rosamund is in sore danger— 
Rosamund or another.”

(To be continued.)

butsunset

young son, 
meet them.”

"What then?” asked Godwin.
“Do you remember the old Arab aa'Iio 

brought you the horses Flame and Smoke, 
and took no payment for them, he xvho 

named Son ot the Sand ? Well, as 
know, he is my uncle, and he has 

horses of that breed. I have seen

STARTED FIRE WHICH
CAUSED HIM BIG LOSS

Truro, N. S., Aug. 31.—(Special)—As 
the result of carelessness W. Kenxvay is 
homeless tonight. This afternoon he start
ed a fire at Clifton to burn rubbish. The 
wind Avas blowing strong and his barn 
avus ignited, the fire catching the house 
and a.ll excepting a little furniture was 
burned. The barn contained the season’s 
hay and grain, farm machinery and a cow, 
all of which relished. The buildings were 

ing in French, "1 beseech you, be silent I worth less than $2,000 and as far at, is 
and do not -unman me with word*» or I learned tkertij- was no insurance.

more
him, and he is xvell pleased at the tale of 
Flame and Smoke and the knights who 
rode them, and more particularly at the 
way in which they came to their end, 
which he says has brought credit to their 
ancient blood. At the end of this garden 
is a cave, xVhicli xvas once a sepulchre. 
There xve shall find the horses- four of 
them—and with them my uncle. Son ot” 
the Sand, ami by the morning light xye 
will be a hundred miles away and lie hid 
with his tribe until we can slip to the

"They told me that you were sick, prin
cess, sick with sorrow, as well you may 
be, because the man you love xvas about- 
to die for you,” said Saladin in a slow 
voice. "Now I have had pity on your 
grief, ami his life has. been bought with 
another life, that of the knight xvho stands 
yonder.”

The veiled form started xvildly, then 
sank back against the Avail.

"Rosamund,” broke in Godwin, speak-

the

you
thet-e, especially in a camp ^ where there 
are many dishonest persons.”

“I thank you,” antrwerod Wulf as he 
took it; “you hare ebown me.” Then,

faced as ever.
The brethren bowed to jlliem. but Sal- 

of rage, took 
For a mo-

not before; and y 
me—-until 1 am dead.”

Snatching a bloom of the lilies into her 
haTid ,the hand that he had kissed, Ma-

ed.
fnU
ut$n.

“Cousin,” said Godwin, “before xve 
“break this cord that is our chain of doom,

adin, xvhose eyes xvere 
no notice of their salut
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