SRR

S ————

e

§
B
’

T

8
|

_her home to find herself in the power of

R

THE SEMI-WEEKLY

et et s e s e

TELEGRAPH, ST. JOHN,

T TR T T TR L e inart LU

N. B.,, WEDNESDAY,

AUGUST 16, 190

H. Rider Haggard’'s Great
Romance of the Crusades

Copyright by H. Rider Haggard, and Published in This

| Territory Bxclusively

by The Telegraph

CHAPTER X.—(Continued.)

Now the wind caught the sail and the
ship went forward swiftly, eo that soon
she lost sight of them. Then in her grief
and rage Rosamund turned upon Rir Hugh
Lozelle and beat him with bitter words
till he shrank before her.

“Coward and traitor!” she eaid. “So it
wae you who planned this, knowing every
secret of our home, where often you were
a guest!  You who for Paynim gold have
murdered my father, not daring to show
your face before hie eword, but hanging
like a thief upon the coast, ready to re-
ceive what braver men had stolen. Oh!
may God avenge his blood and me on you,
false knight—false to Him and me and
faith and honor—as avenge He will!
Heard you not what my kineman called to
me? ‘We follow, we follow!’ Yes, they
follow, and their ewords—those ‘swords
you feared to look on-—shall yet pierce
your heart and give up your eoul to your
maeter Satan,” and ehe paused, trembling
with her righteous wrath, while Hassan
stared at her and muttered:—

“By Allah, a princess indeed! So have
1 seen Salah-ed-din look in his rage. Yes,
and she has his very eyes.” -

But Sir Hugh answered
voice:—

“Let them follow—one or both. I fear
them not and out there my foot will not
¢lip in the snow.”

“Then I say that it shall slip in the sand
or on a rock,” ehe answered, and turning,
fled to the cabin and cast herself down
and wept till she thought that her heart
would break.

Well might Rosamund weep whose be-
loved sire wae elain, who was torn from

in a thick

a man she hated. Yet there was hope
for her. Hasesan, Eaetern trickster as he
might me, was her friend; and her uncle,
€aladin, /at least, would never wish that
&he should be shamed. Most like he knew
mothing of this man Lozelle, except as one
of those Christian traitors who were ever
ready to betray the Cross for gold. But
Raladin was far away and her home lay
behind her, and her cousins and lovers
were eating out their hearts upon that
fading &hore. And she—one woman alone
—-wae on this ship with the evil man|
Tozelle, who thus had kept hie promise,
and there were none save Easterns to pro-
tect her, none save them—and God, who

_had permitted that such things should, be. |

The ship swaved, she grew sick and |
faint. Hassan brought her food with his |
own hands, but she loathed it who only
desired to die. The day turned to night, |
the night turned to day again, and always |
Hassan brought her food and strove to
comfort her, till at length she remem-
bered no more.

Then came a long, long sleep, and in
the sleep dreams of her \father standing
with his face to the foe and sweeping
them down with his Jong sword as a sickle
sweeps corn—of her father felled by the
pilgrim knave, dying upon the floor of
his own house and saying, “God will
guard you. His will be done.” Dreams
of Godwin and Wulf also fighting to save
her, plighting their troth and swearing
their oaths, and between the dreams
blackness.

Rosamund awoke to feel the sun streamn-
ing warmly through the shutter of hei |
cabin, and to see & woman who held a |
cup in her hand. watching her—a e«itut
woman of middle age with a not unkindly
face. She looked about ner and remem-
bered all. So she was still in the ship.

“Wheénce come you?” she asked the
waman. g

“From France, lady. 'This ship put in
at Marseilles, and there 1 was hired to
nurse one who lay sick, which suited me
very well, as T wished to g0 to Jerusalem
to scek my husband, and good money was
offered me. Still had 1 known that they
were all Sarxcens on this ship, I am not
cure that I should have come—that is,
except the captain, Sir Hugh, and the
palmer- Nicholas: though what they, or
you either, are "doing in such company 1
cannot guese.”

“What is your name?” asked Rosa-
mund idly.
“AMarie——Marie Bouchet. My husband

is a fish-monger, or was, until one of those
crusading priests got hold of him and
took him off to kill Paynims and eave
his soul, much against my will. Well, I
promised him that if he did not return
in five yvears 1 would come back for him.
So here I.am, but where he may be is
another matter.”

“It is brave of vou to go,” said Rosa-
mund, then added by an afterthought,
“How long is it sinte we left Marseilles?”’

Marie counted on her fat fingers, and
answered:

“Five- nearly six weeks. You have
been wandering in your mind all that time,
talking of many strange things, and we
have called at three ports.I forget their
names, but the last one was an island
with a beautiful harbor. Now, in about
twenty days, if all goes well, we should

reach another island called Cyprus. . But
vou must not talk so much, you must
sleep. The Saracen called Hassan, who

is a clever doctor, told me so.”
So Rosamund slept, and from that time

forward, floating on the calm Mediterran- |

ean seca, her strength began to come back
again rapidly, who was young and strong
in body and constitution. Three days
later she was helped to the deck, where
sleep. The Saracen called Hassan, who
came forward to greet her with many
Fastern salutations and joy written on
his dark, wrinkled face.

“I give thanks to Allah for your sake
and my own,” he said. “For yours that
you still live whom T thought would die,
and for myself that had you died your
life would have been required at my
hands by Salah-ed-din, my master.”

“1f so, he should have blamed Azrael,
not vou.” answered Rosamund. smiling;
then suddenly turned cold, for before her
was Sir Hugh Lozelle, who also thanked
Heaven that she had recovered. She
listened to him coldly, and presently he
went away,but soon was at her side again.
Indeed, she could pever be free of him,
for whenever she appeared on deck he
was there, nor could he be repelled, since
neither silence nov rebuff would stir him.
Alwavs he sat near talking in his false,
hateful voice, and-devouring her with the
greedy eves which she could feel fixed
wpon her face. With him often was his
jackal., the false palmer Nicholas, who
crawled about her like a snake and strove

to flatter her, but to this man she would
never speak a word. ‘

At last she could bear it no longer, and
when her health had returned to hvr.l
summoned Hassan to her cabin.

“Tell me, prince,”’ she said, "who rules|
upon this vessel?”

“Three pecple.” he answered, bowing. |
“The knmght, S Hugh lozelle, who, as |
a skilled navigator .is the captain and
rules the sailors; [, who rule the fighting
men; and vou, Princess, who rule us all.”’

“Then I command that the rogue named
Nicholas shall not be allowed to approach
me. ls it to be borne that I must asso-

ciate with my father's murderer?”’
“I fear that in that business we all,

had a hand, nevertheless vour order shall |
be obyed. To tell you the truth, lady,
I hate the fellow, who is hut a common
spy.”

“[ desire algo,”” went on Rosamund, ‘‘to
speak no more with Sir Hugh Lozelle.”

“That is more difficult,” said Hassan,
“since he is the captain whom my- master
ordered me to obey in all things that have
to do with the ship.”

“I have nothing to do with the ship,”

answered Rosamund; ‘fand surely the
princess of Baalbec, if so 1 am, may
choose her own companions. I wish to

gee more of you and less of Sir Hugh
Lozelle.” L

“] am honored,” replied Hassan, “and
will do my best.”

For some days mfter this, although he
was always watching 'her, Lozelle ap-
proached Rosamund but seldom, and
whenever he did &0 he found Hassan at
her side, or rather standing behind ner
like a guard.

At length, as it chanced, the prince was
taken with a sickness from drinking bad
water which held him to his bed for some
days, and then Lozelle found his oppor-
tunity. Rosamund strove to keep her
cabin to avoid him, but the heat of the
summer sun in the Mediterranean drove
her out of it to a place beneath an awn-
ing on the poop, where she sat with the
woman Marie. Here Lozelle approached
her, pretending to bring her food or to
inquire after her comfort, but she would
answer him nothing. At length, since
Marie could understand what he said in
French, he addressed her in Arabic, which
he spoke well, but she feigned not to un-
derstand him. Then he used the Fng-
lish tongue as it was talked among the
common people in Essex and said:

“TLady, how sorely you misjudge me.
What is my crime against you? I am an
Esex man of good lineage, who met you in
Essex and learnt to loye you there. Is
that a crime, in one who is nol poor,
who, moreover was knighted for his deeds
by no mean hand? Your father said me
nay, and you said me nay, and, stung
by my disappointment and his words—
for he called me eea-thief and raked up
old tales that are mot true against me—
1 talked as T should not have done,swear-
ing that I would wed you yet in spite of
all. For this I was called to account
with justice, and your cousin, the young
knight (Godwin, who was then a squire
struck me in the face. Well, he worsted
and wounded me, fortune favoring him,
and T departed with my vessel to the
East, for that is my business, to trade
between Syria and England. ’

“Now, as it chanced, there being peace
at the time between the Sultan and the
Christians, I visited Damascus to buy
merchandise. Whilst I was there Saladin
gent for me and asked if it were true
that 1 belonged to a part of Kngland
called Fssex. When I answered yes, he
asked if T knew Sir Andrew D’Arcy and
his daughter. Again I said yes, whereon
he told me that strange tale of your
kinship to him of which 1 had heard al- |
ready; also a still stranger tale of some
dream that he had dreamed concerning
vou, which made it necessary that vou
ghould be brought to his court, where
he was minded to raise you to great
honor. In the end, he offered to hire
my finest ship for a large sum, if T would
gail it to England to fetch you; but he
did not tell me that any force was to
be used, and I, on’my part, said that I
would Jift no hand against you or your
father, nor indeed have I done so.”

“Who remembered the swords of God-
win and Wulf,”' broke in Rosamund
scornfully, “‘and preferred that braver
men should face them.” -

“Lady,” answering Lozelle, coloring,
“hitherto none have accused me of a
lack of courage. Of your courtesy, listen,
I pray you. ] did wrong to enter on
thie business; but, lady, it was love for
you that drove me to it, for the thought
of this long voyage in your company was
a bait T could not withstand.”

“Paynim gold was the baid you could
not withstand—that is what you mean.
Be brief, 1 pray you. I weary of this
talk.”

“Lady, you are haren and misjudge me, |
as 1 will show,” and he looked about |
him cautiously. “Within a week from |
now, if all goes well, we cast anchor in |
Limazol in Cyprus, to take in food and
water before we run to a secret port
near Antioch, whence you are to be
taken overland to Damascus, avoding all
citiea of the Franks. Now, the Em-
peror Tsaac of Cyprus is my friend, and
over him Saladin has no power. Once
in his court, vou would be safe until
such time as vou found opportunity to
return to England. This, then, is my
plan—that you should escape from the
ship at night as I can arrange.”’

“And what is your payment,” she
asked. “who are a merchant knight?”

“My payment, lady, is—yourself. In
Cyprus we will be wed—oh! think before |
you answer. At Damascus many dangers
await vou; with me you will tind safety |
and a Christian husband who loves you |
well—so well that for your sake he is|
willing to lose his ship and, what is more, |
to break faith with Saladin, whose arm |
is long.”

“Have done.” she said coldly. “Sooner
will T trust myself to an honest Saracen
{han to you, Sir Hugh, whose spurs, if |
vou met your desert, should be hacked |
from your heels by scullions. Yes, sooner
would I take death for my lord than
vou, who for your own base ends devised |
the plot that brought my father to his
murder and me to slavery. Have done, |
[ say, and never dare again to speak of |
love 16 me, who hate you and, rising
she walked past him to her cabin.

But Lozelle looking after her muttered
to himself, “Nay, fair lady, 1 have but
begun; mor will I forget your bitter
words. for which vou shall pay the mer-
chant knight in kisses.”

From her cabin Rosamund sent a mes-
«age to Hassan, saying that she would
gpeak with him.

He came, still

with illness, and
asked her will, whereon she told him
what had passed between TLozellg and
berself, demanding his protection against
this man. Hassan's eves flashed.
. “Yonder he stands,” he said,
Will you come with me and speak
him?”

She bowed her head. and giving her
his hand, he led her to the poop.

pale

“alone.
to

“Kir captain,” he began, addressing |
Lozelle, *the princess here tells me a |
strange story —that you have dared to |

offer vour love to her, by Allah! to her,
a niece of Salah-ed-din.”

“What of it, Sir Saracen?" answered |
Lozelle, insolently. ‘“‘Is not a Christian |
knight fit mate for the blood of an Fast- |
ern chief? Had [ offered her less than |
marriage. vou might have spoken.”

“You!" answered Hassan, with rage in |
his low voice, “'you, huckstering thief and |

.

| renegade,

who swear by Mahomet in
Damascus and by vour prophet Jesus in
England—ay, deny it not, 1 have heard

you, a¢ I have heard that rogue, Nicholax, |

Why,

vour servant. You, her fit mate?
were it mnot that you must

to quarrel with you till your task was

done, T would behead you now and cut |
from your throat the tongue that dared |

to speak such words,” and as he spoke
he gripped tne handle of his scimitar.

Lozelle quailed before his fierce eyes,

for well he knew Hassan, and knew also
that if it came to fighting his sailors were

no match for the emir and his picked |

Saracens.

“When our duty is done you shall an-
swer for those words,” he said, trying to
look brave.

“By Allah! .1 hold vou to the promise,”
replied 'Hassan. ‘“‘Before Salah-ed-din 1
will answer for them when and where you

will, as you shall answer to him for your |

treachery.”

“QOf what, then, am [ accused?” asked
Lozelle. “Of loving the lady Rosamund,
as do all men—perhaps yourself, old and
withered as you are, among them?”
“Aye, and for that crime I will repay

you, old and withered as I am, Sir
Renegade. But with Salah-ed-din you
have another score to settle—that by

promising her escape you tried to seduce
her from this ship, where you were sworn
to guard her, saying that vou would find
her refuge among the Greeks of Cyprus.”

“Were this true,” replied Lozelle, “‘the
Sultan might have cause of complaint
against me. But it is not true. Hearken,
since speak 1 must. The lady samund
prayed me to do this deed, and T told
her that for my honor’s sake it is not

possible, although it was true that 1|

loved her now as always, and would
dare much for her. Then she said that
if T did but save her from you Saracens,
1 should not go without my reward, since
she would wed me. Again, although it
cost me sore, I answered that it might
not be, but when once T had brought
my ship to land, T was her true knight,

and being freed of my oath, would do |

my best to save her.”

“Princess, you hear,” raid Hassan, turn-
ing to Rosamund. What say you?”’

“I say,” she answered coldly, ‘“that
this man lies to save himself. T say,
moreover, that T said to him, that sooner
would I die than he should lay a finger
on me.”

“T hold also that he lies,” said Hassan,
“Nay; unclasp that dagger if you would
live to see another sun.. Here, I will not
fight with you, but Salah-ed-din shall learn
all this case when we reach his court, and
judge between the word of the, Princess
of Baalbec and of his hired servant, the
false Frank and pirate, Sir Hugh Lozelle.”

“Tet him learn it—when we reach his
court,” answered Lozelle, with meaning;
then added, “Have you aught. else to say
to me, prince Hassan? Because, if not,
1 must be attending to the business of
my ship, which you suppose that T wan
about to abandon to win a lady’s love.”

“Only this, that the ship is the Sultan’s

[\and not yours, for he bought if from you,

and that hencetorth this lady will he
guarded day and night, and doubly
guarded when we come to the shores of
(Cyprus, where it seews that you have
friends. Understand and remember.”

“I understand, and certainly I will
remember,”’ replied Lozelle, and so they
parted.

“T think,” said Rosamund, when he had
gone, ‘‘that we shall be fortunate if we
land safe in Syria.”

“That was in' my mind, also, lady. I
think too, that I have forgot my wisdom,
but my heart rose against this man, and
being still weak from sickness, T lost
my judgment and spoke what was in my
heart, who would have done better to
wait. Now, perhaps, it will be best to
kill him, if it were not that he aloné
has the skili to navigate the ship, which
is a trade that he has followed from his
vouth. Nay, let it go as Allah wills. He

| is just, and will bring the matter to

judgement in due time.”

“Yos, but to what judgment?” asked
Rosamund.

“T hope to that of the sword,”’ answer-
ed Hassan, as he bowed and left her.

From that time forward armed men
watched all the night through before
Rosamund’s cabin, and when she walked

| the deck armed men walked after her.

Nor was she troubled by Lozelle, who
sought to speak with her no more, or to
Hassan either. Only with the man Nich-
olas he spoke much.

At length upon one golden evening—for
Lozelle was a skilful pilot, one of the
bast, indeed, who sailed those seas, they
came to the shores of Cyprus, and cast
anchor. Before them, stretched along the
beach, lay the white town of Limazol,
with palm trees standing up amidst its
gardens, while beyond the fertile plain
rose ~the mighty ~ mountain range of
Trooidos. Sick and weary of the endless
ocean, Rosamund gazed with rapture at
this green and beauteous shore, the home
of so much history, and sighed to think
that on it she might set no foot. TLozelle
«aw her look and heard her sigh, and as
he climbed into the boat which had come
out to row him into the harbor, mocked
her, ,saying:

“Will you not change your mind, lady,
and come with me to visit my friend,
the Emperor Isaac? 1 swear that his
court is gay, not packed full of sour
Saracens or pugrims thinking of their
souls. In Cyprus they only make pil-
grimages to Paphos yonder, where Venus
was born from ont t.e foam, and has
reigned since the beginning of the world

ave, and will reign un... its end.”

Rosamund made no answer. and Lo-

i zelle, descending into the boat, was rowed

ghorewards through the breakers by the
dark-skinned, Cyprian oarsmen, who wore
flowers in their hair and
labored at the oars.

For ten whole days they rolled off
Limazol, although the weather was fair
and the wind blew straight for Syria.
When Rosamund asked why they bided
there so long, Hassan stamped his foot
and said it was because the Emperor re-

fused to supply them Wwith more food or|

water than was sufficient for their daily
need, unless he. Hassan, would land and
travel to an inland town called Nicosia,
where his court lay, and there do hom-
age to him. This, scenting a trap. he
feared to do. nor could they put out to
cea without provisions.

“Cannot #ir Hugh Lozelle see to it?”
asked Rosamund.

“Doubtless. if he will,”" answered Has-
can, grinding his teeth: “but he swears
that he is powerless.”

&o there they bode day after day,
baked by the sweltering summer sun
and rocked to and fro on the long ocean
rollers till their hearts grew sick within
them. and their bodies also, for some
of them were seized with a fever com-
mon to the shore of Cyprus, of which two

guide this |
ship, and that my master bade me not

sang as they

| died. Now and again some oflicer would
| come off from the shore with Lozelle and |
a little food and water, and bargain with |

supplied the prince Hag@gan must visit the |
Emperor and bring %ﬁ him the fair|
lady who was his passenger, whom ho{;
| desired to see. / [

Hassan would answer no, and double |
the guard -about Rosamund, for at|
nights hoats appeared that cruised
| round them. In the daytime al<o
bands of men, fantastically dressedé
in silke, and with them womep, could |
be seen riding to and fro upon the shore |

i
and staring at them, as though they \verc;
striving to make up their minds to at-|
tack the ship.

Then Hassan armed his grim Saracens
{ and bade them stand in linc upon the bul-
| warks, drawn scimitar in hand, a sight
that seemed to frighten the Cypriotes—
at least they always rode away towards
the great square of Colossi.

At length Hassan would bear it no
more. One morning Lozelle came off
from Limazol, where he slept at night,
bringing with 'him three Cyprian lords,
who visited” the ship—not to bargain as
they pretended, but to obtain sight of the
beauteous princess Rosamund. Thereon
the common talk began of homage that
| must be paid before food was granted,
failing which the Emperor would bid his
seamen capture the ship. Hassan listen-
ed a while, then suddenly issued an order
that the lords should be seized.
| “Now,” he said to Tozelle, “bid your
| sailors haul up the anchor, and let us
| begone for Syria.”

i; “But,” answered the knight, “we have
| neither food nor water for more than
| one day.” :

| 1 care not’ answered Haesan, “as
| well die of thirst and starvation on the
| sea as rot here with fever. What we
can bear these Cyprian gallants can bear
also. Bid the sailors lift the anchor and
hoist the sail, or I loose my scimetars
among them.”

Now Lozelle stamped and foamed, but
without avail, so he turned to the three
lords, who were pale with fear, and
| said: i

“Which will you 'do: find food and
water for this ship, or put to sea without
them, which is but to die?”

They answered that they would go
ashore and supply all that was needful.

“Nay,” said Hassan, “you bide here un-
till it comes.”

In the end, then, this happened, for
one of the lords chanced to be a nephew
of the Emperor, who, when he learned
that he was captive, sent supplies in
plenty. Thus it came about that the
{ Cyprian lords having been sent back with
| the last empty boat, within two days
they were at sea again.

Now Rosamund mmssed the hated face|
of the spy, Nicholas, and told Hassan, |
who made inquiry, to find—or so said Lo-
zelle—that he went ashore and vanished
there on the first day of their landing in
Cyprus, though whether he had been Kkill-
ed in some brawl, or fallen sick, or hidden
himself away, he did not know. Hassan
shrugged his shoulders, and Rosamund was
glad cnough to be rid of him, but in her
heart she wondered for-what evil purpese
Nicholas had left the ship.

When the galley. was one day out from
Cyprus eteering for the coast of Syria,
they fell into a calm such as is common
in those seas in summer. This calm lasted
eight whole days, during which they made
but little progress. " At length, when all
were weary of staring at the oil-like sea, a
wind eprang up that grew gradually to a
gale blowing towards Syria, and before it
they flew along ewiftly. Worse and
stronger grew that gale, till on the even-
ing of the second day, when they seemed
in no little danger of being pooped, they
saw a great mountain far away, at the
sight of which Lozelle thanked God gloud;

“Are those the mountains near An-
tioch?” asked Hassan.

“Nay,” he answered, ‘“‘they are more
than fifty miles south of them, between
Ladikiya and Jebela, There, by the merey
of Heaven, is a good haven, for T have
visited it, where we can lie till this storm
is past.”

“But we are steering for Darbesak, not
for a haven near Jebela, which is a Frank-
ish port,” answered Hassan, angrily.

“Then put the ship about and eteer there
vourself,” eaid T.ozelle, “and 1 promise
vou this, that within two hours everyome
of you will be dead at the bottom of the
sea.’”

Haesan - considered. It was true, for
then the waves would strike them broad-
side on, and they must {ill and sink.

“On your head be it,” he answered
shortly. v

The dark fell, and by the light of the
great lantern at their prow they saw the
white seas hiss past as they drove shore-
wards beneath bare masts. For they dared
hoist no sail.

All that night they pitched and rolled,
till the stoutest of them fell sick, praying
Giod and Allah that they might have light
by which to enter the harbor. At length
they saw the top of the loftiest mountain
grow luminous with the coming dawn, al-
though the land iteelf was still lost in
shadow, and saw also that it seemed to be
towering almost over them.

“Take courage,” cried Lozelle, “T think
that we are saved,” and he hoisted a eec-
ond lantern at his masthead—why, they
did not know.

After this the sea began to fall, only to
grow rough again for awhile as they
crossed some bar, to find themselves in
calm water, and on either side of them
what appeared in the dim, uncertain light,
to be the bush-clad banks of a river. For
a while they ran on, till Lozelle called in a
| Joud voice to the sailors to let the anchor
| go. and sent a messenger to say that all
might rest now, as they were eafe. So
they laid them down and tried to sleep.

[ But Rosamund could not sleep. Pres-
| ently ahe arvcse. and throwing on her cloak
went to the door of the cabin and looked
} at the beauty of the mountains, rosy with

the new-born light, and at the misty sur-

face of the harbor. It was a lonely place
| --at least, &he could see no town or house,
i.lhhnugh they were lying not fifty vards
{ from the tree-hidden shore. As «he stood

thus, she heard the sound of boats being
| rowed through the mist, and looking down

|
|

|

I percaived three or four of these approach-

e . . + &
| ing the~ ship 1n gilence, perceived
I aleo  that Lozelle, who = atood * alone
upon = the deck, was watching their

[ approach. Now the finst boat made fast
t and a man in the prow rose up and began
| to speak to lozelle in a low voice. As he
| did so the hood fell back from his head,
j and Rosamund saw the face. It was that
| of the spy Nicholas! For a moment she
| stood amazed, for they had left this man
| in Cyprus: then understanding came to
I her and ehe cried aloud:--

| “Treachery! Prince Hassan,
| treachery.”

‘ As the words left her lips fierce, wild-
{ Jooking men began to scramble aboard at
) the low waist of the galley, to which boat

there is

them. saving that before their wants were | san appeared,

| cabin, the fray began, a hideous fray. On

|
ium’r boat made fast. The Saracens also
! tumbled irom the beuches where they elept

and ran aft to the deck where Rosamund
was, all except one of them, who was cut
off in the prow of the &hip. Prince Has-
too. scimitar in hand, clad
in his jeweled {urban and coat of mail,
but without his cloak, shouting orders as
he came, while the hired crew of the &hip
flung themselves upon their knees and
begged for merey. To him Resamund
cried out that they were betrayed and by
Nicholas. whem ehe had eseen. Then a
great man, wearing a white burnous and
holding a naked aword in his hand, stepped
forward and said in Arabic:—

“Yield you now, for you are outnum-
bered and your captain is captured,” and
he pointed to Lozelle, who was being held
by two men while his arms. were bound
behind him. ]

“In whose name do you bid me yield?”
asked the prince, glaring about him like
a lion in a trap.

“In the dread name of
name of the lord Al-je-bal,
Salah-ed-din.”

At these words a groan of fear went up
even from the brave Saracens, for now
they ! learned that they had to do with
the terrible chief of the Assassins.

O eervant of

“Is there then war between the Sultan
and Sinan?’ asked Haesan.
war., Moreover,

““Aye, there is always \
you have one with you,” and he pointed
to Rosamund. “who is dear to Salah:ed-
din, whom, therefore, my maeter desires
as a hostage.”

“How knew you that?’ eaid Hasean, to
gain time while his men formed up.

“How does the lord Sinan know all
things?” was the answer. “Clome, yield,
and perhaps he will show you merey.”

“Through spies.” hissed Haesan, “such
epies as Nicholas, who has come from
Cyprus before us, and that Frankish dog
who is called a knight,” and he pointed
to Lozelle. *“Nay, we yield not, and here,
Assarsing, you have to do not with poisons
and the knife, but with bare ewords and
brave men. Aye, and I warn you—and
your Jord—that Salah-ed-din will take ven-
geance for this deed.”

“Let him try it if he wishes to die, who
hitherto has been spared,” answered the
tall man quietly. Then he said to his fol-
Jowere, “Cut them down, alt save the wom-
en’’—for the French woman, Marie, was
now clinging to the arm of Rosamund—
“and emir Hassan, whom 1 am command-
ed to bring living to Masyaf.”

“Back to your cabin, lady,” said Has-
san, “and remember that what'er befalls,
we have done our best to save you. Aye,
and tell it to my lord, that my _honor
may be clean in his eyes. Now, soldiers
of Salah-ed-din fight and die as he has
taught you how. The gates of paradise
stand open, and no coward will enter
there.”

They answered with a fierce gutteral
cry. Then, as Rosamund fled to the

came the Assassins with sword and dag-
ger, striving to storm the deck. Again
and again they were beaten back, till the
waist seemed full of their corpses, as man

by man they fell beneath the curved
ccimitars, and again and again they
charged these men who, when their

masters ordered, knew neither fear nor
pity. But more boatloads came form the
chore, and the Saracens were but few,
worn also with storm and sickness, so
at last Rosamund peeping beneath her
hand, saw that the poop was gained.

Here and there a man fought on until
he fell beneath the cruel knives in the
midst of the circle of the dead, among
them the warrior-prince Hasgan. Watch-
ing him' with fascinated eyes as he strove
alone against a host, Rosamund was put
in mind of another scene, when her
father, alone also, had striven thus
against that emir and his soldiers, and
even then she bethought her of the justice
of God. See! his foot slipped on ne
blood-stained deck. He was down, and
ere he could rise again they had thrown
cloaks over him, these fierce, silent men,
who even with their lives at stake, re-
membered the command of their captain,
to take him living. So living they took
him, with not a wound upon his skin,
who when he struck them down, had
never struck back at him lest the com-
mand of Sinan should be broken.

Rosamund noted it, and remembering
that his command was also that she
should be brought to him unharmed,
knew that she had mo violence to fear
at the hands of these cruel murderers.
From this thought, and because Hassan
still lived, she took such comfort as she
might.

“1t is finished,” said the tall man, in
his cold voice. ‘‘Cast these dogs into the
cea who have dared to disobey the com-
mand of Al-je-bal.”

So they took them up, dead and living
together, and threw them into the water,
where they sank, nor did one of tne
wounded Saracens pray them for mercy.
Then they served their own dead like-
wise, but those that were only wounded
they took ashore. This done, the tall
man advanced to the cabin and said:

“Lady. come, we are ready to start
upon our journey.”

Having no choice, Rosamund obeyed
him, remembering as she went how from
the scene of battle and bloodshed she
had been grought aboard that ship to be
carried she knew not whither, which now
she left in a scene of battle and bloodshed
to be carried she knew not whither.

“Oh!” she cried aloud, pointing to the
corpses they hurled into the deep, “ill
has it gone with these who stole me, and
ill may it go with you algo, servant of
Al-je-bal.”

But the tall man answered nothing, and
followed by the weeping Marie and the
prince Hassan. he led her to the boat.

Qoon they reached the shore, and here
they tore Marie from her, nor did Rosa-
mund ever learn what became of her, or
whether or no she found her husband
whom she had dared so much to seck.

CHAPTER XL
The City of Al-je-bal.

Trouble not,” said Godwin, “it is but

Sinan, in the},

a scratch from the beast’'s claws. 1 am
ashamed that vou should put your hairi
to such vile uses. Give me a little water, |
I pray vou.” ‘

Masouda arouse without a word and |
fetched him water, in which she mingled
wine. He drank of it and his faintness
left him, so that he was able to stand
up and move his arms and legs.

“Why,” he said, “it is nothing: I was
only shaken. That lioness did not hurt
me at all.”

“But vou hurt the lioness,” said Wulf,

with a laugh. By St. Chad! a good
thrust,” and he pointed to the long swnrd:
driven to the hilt through the brute's]|
breast. ‘“Why, I swear, I could not have
made a better myself.”

“T think it was the lion that thrust,”
answered Godwin. ‘T only held the
sword straight. Drag it out, brother, I
am still too weak.”

So Wulf set his foot upon the breast of

the lion and tugged and tugged until at |
length he doosened the sword, saying as
he strained at it: !

“Oh! what an FEssex hog am I, who |
slept through it all, never waking until :
Masouda seized me by the hair, and I,
opened my eves to see you upon the
ground with this yellow beast crouched |
on the top of vou like a hen on a nest- |
egg. [ thought that it was alive and|
smote it with my sword, which, had li
been fully awake, I doubt if I should have |
the courage to do. Look,” and he push-:
ed the lioness’s head with his foot, where- ;
on it twisted round in such a fashion |
that they perceived for the first time!
that it only hung to the shoulders by a
thread of skin. !

“I am glad you did not smite a Ii(tlel
harder,” said Godwin, “or T should now
he in tws pieces and drowned in my own
blood, instead of that of this dead brute,’
and he, looked ruefully at his burnous and
hauberk, which were soaked with gore. |

“Yes,” said Wulf, “I never thought of |
that. Who would in such a hurry?’ !

“Lady Masouda,” said Godwin, “when
last I saw you you were hanging from
those jaws. Say, are you hurt?”

“Nay,” she answered, “for I wear mail
like you, and the teeth glanced on it so
that she held me by the cloak only. Come,
let us skin tne beast, and take its pelt
as a present to the lord Al-je-bal.” |

“(iood,” said Godwin, “and I give you
the claws for a necklace.”

“I ‘will wear them,” she answered, and
helped Wulf flay the lioness while he sat
by resting. When it was done Wulf
went to the little cave and walked into
it, to come out again with a bound.

“Why!” he said, “there are more of
them in there. I saw their eyes and
heard them snarl. Now, give me a
burning branch and I will show you,
brother, that you:iare not the only one
who can fight a lion.” :

“Let be, you foolish man,” broke in
Masouda. “Doubtless those are her cubs,
and if you slay them, her mate will follow
us for miles; but if they are left safe he
will stay to feed them. Come, let us be-
gone from this place as swiftly as we
ean’” .

So having shown them the skin of the
lion, that they might know .it was but a
dead thing, at the sight of which they
gnorted and trembled, they packed it up-
on one of the mules and rode off slowly
into a valley some five miles away, where
was water but no trees. Here, since God-
win needed rest, they stopped all that day
and the night which followed, seeing mo
more of lions, though they watched for
them sharply enough. The next morning,
having slept well, he was himself again,
and they started forward through a
broken country towards a deep dleft, on
either side of which stood a tall moun-
tain. .

“This is Al-je-bal's gateway,” said Ma-
gouda, “and tonight we should =leep in
the gate, whence one day's ride brings us
to his city.” P

Soon they rode till at length, perched
upon the sides of the cleft, they saw a
castle, a great building with high walls,
to which they came at sunset. It seemed
that they. were expected in this place, for
men hastened to meet them, who greeted
(Masouda and eyed the brethren curiously,
especially after they had heard of the ad-
venture with the lion, These took them, not
into ‘the castle, but to a kind of hostelry
at its back, where they were furnished
with food and slept the night.

Next morning they went on again to a
hilly country with beautiful and fertile
valleys. Through this they rode for two
héurs, passing on their way several vil-
lages, where sombre-eyed people were lab-
oring in the fields. From each village, as
they drew near to it, horsemen would gal-
lop out and challenge them, whereon Ma-
souda rode forward and spoke with the
leader alone. - Then he would touch his
forehead with his hand -and bow his head,
and they rode on unmolested.

“See,” she said when they had bheen
stopped for the fourth time, “what chance
you had of winning through to Masyaf
alone. Why, I tell you, brethren, that
yvou would have been dead before ever you
passed the gates of the first casiic.”

Now they rode up a long slope, and at
its crest paused to look upon a marvellous
scene. Below them stretched a vast plain,
full of villages, cornfields, olive-groves,
and vineyards. In the centre of this
plain, gome fifteen miles away, rose a
great mountain, which seemed to be walled
all about. Within the wall/was a city of
which the white, flat-roofed houses climb-
ed the slopes of the mountain, and on its
crest a flat space of land covered with
trees and a great, many-towered castle
surrounnded by more houses.

“Behold the home of Alje-bal, Lord of
the Mountain,” said Masouda, “‘where we
must sleep tonight. Now, brethren, listen
to me. Kew strangers who enter that
castle come thence living. There is still
time; T can pass you back as I passed
vou hither. Will you go on?”

“We will go on,” they answered with
one breath.

“Why? What have you to gain? You
seek a certain maiden. Why seek her
here whom you say has been taken by
Salah-ed-din? Because the Alje-bal of by-
gone days. swore to befriend one of your
blood. But that Alje-bal is dead, and
another of his line Tules who took no
such oath. ‘How do you know that he will
befreind you—how that he will not en-
slave or kill you? I have power in this
land, why or how does not matter, and
1 can protect you against all that dwell
in it—as I swear T will, for did not one
of you save my life ” and she glanced at
Godwin—"‘except my lord Sinan. against
whom T have no power for I am his
slave.”

“He is the enemy of Saladin, and may
help us for his hate's sake.”

“Yes, he is the enemy of Salah-ed-din
now more than ever. He may help you
or he may not. Also,” she added with
meaning, “‘you may not wish the help he
offers. Oh!” and there was a note of en-
treaty in her voice, “think, think! For
the last time, I pray you think!™

“We have thought,” answered Godwin,
solemnly; *“‘and, whatever chances, we will
obey the command of the dead.”

She heard, and bowed her head in as-
sent.” then said, looking up again:

“So be it. You are not easily turned
{riin your purpose, and I like that spiri
well. But hear my counsel. While you
are in this city speak no Arabic and pre-
tend to undersiand mone. Also drink
nothing but water, which is good here,
for the lord Sinan sets strange wines be-
fore his guests, that, if they pass the lips,
produce visions and a kind of waking
madness in which you might do deeds
whereof you were afterward ashamed. Or
you might swear oaths that would sit
heavy on your souls, and yet could not
be broken except at the cost of life.”

“Fear mnot,” answered Wulf. “Water

|
|

| not tell

shall be our drink, who have had enough

of drugged wincs,” for he remembered the
Christmas feastsin the Hall at Steeple.-

“You, Sir Godwin,” went on Masouda,
“have about your meck a certain ring
which you were mad enough to show to
me a stranger—a ring with writing on it
that none ‘can vead save the great men .
that in this land are called the dais. Well,
as it chances, the secret is safe with me;
but be wise and say nothing of that ring,
and let no.eye see it.”

“Why not,” asked Godwin. “It is the
token of our dead uncle to the Al-je-bal.”

She looked round her cautiously and re-
plied:

“Because it is, or was once, the great

|$ignet, and a day may come when it will

save your lives. Doubtless when the lord
who is dead thought it gone forever he

| caused another to be fashioned, so like

that I who have had it in my hand could
the two apart. To him who
holds that ring all gates are open; but to :
Jet it be known that you have its double i
means death. Do you understand?” i

They nodded, and she continued: i

“Lastly—though you may think that this
seems much to ask—trust me always,even
if T seem to play you false, who for your
sakes,” and she eighed, ‘“have broken
oaths and spoken words for which the
punishment is to die by torment. Nay,
thank me not, for 1 do only what I must
who am a slave—a slave.”

“A glave to whom?”
staring at her.

“To the Lord of all the Mountains,”
she answered with a smile that was sweet
vet very sad to see; and without another
word spurfed on her horse.

“What does she mean,” asked Godwin
of Wulf, when she was out of hearing,
“seeing that if Masouda speak truth, for
our sakes, in warning us against him, she
is breaking her fealty to this lord?”

“T do not know, brother, and I do not
seek to know. All her talk may be a
part of a plot to blind us, or it may mot.
Let well alone and trust in fortune, say

asked Godwin,

'“A good rede,” answered Godwin, and
they rode forward in silence.

hey crossed the plain, and towards
evening came to the wall of the outer
city, halting in front of the great gateway.
Here, as at the first castle, a band. of
solemn-looking mounted men came out to
meet, them, and, having spoken a few
words with Masouda, led them over the
drawbridge that spanned the first rock-
cut moat, and through triple gates of
iron into the city. Then they passed
up a street very steep and narrow, from
the roofs and windows of the houses on
either side of which hundreds of people
—many of them' seemed to be engaged
at their evening prayer—watched them
go by. At the head of this street they
reached another fortified gateway, on the
turrets of which, o motionless that at
first they took them to be statues cut
in stone, stood guards wrapped in long
white robes. After parley, this also was
opened to them, and again they rode
through triple doors. Then they saw all
the wonder of the place, for between the
outer city where they stood and the
castle, with its inner tower that was
built around and beneath it, yawned a
vast gulf over ninety feet in depth.
Across this gulf ran .a causeway some
two hundred yards in length, built of
blocks of stone, quite unrailed, and not
more than three paces wide, which cause-
way was supported upon arches reared
up at intervals from the bottom of the

gulf. -
“Ride on and have no fear,” said Ma-
souda. “Your horses are trained to

heights, and the mules and mine will
follow.” :

So Godwin, showing nothing in his
tface of the doubt that he felt in his
heart, patted Flame upon the neck, and, ™
after hanging back a little, the horses
started, ‘lifting its hoofs high and glanc-
ing from side to side as the terrible
gulf beneath. Where Flame went Smoke
knew that it could go, and came on
bravely, but snorting a little, while the
mules, that did not fear heigths so long
as the ground was firm beneath their
feet, followed. Only Masaouda’s horse
was terrified, backed, and strove to wheel
round, till she drove the spur into it,
when of a sudden it started and came
over at a gallop.

At length they were across, and pass-
ing under another gateway which had
broad terraces on either side of it, rode
up a long strect and ‘entered the great
court yard, around which stood the
castle, a vast and frowning fortress.
Here a while-robed officer came forward,
greeting them with a low bow, and with
him servants who assisted them to dis-
mount. These men took the horses to
a great range of stables on one side of
the courtyard, whither the brethern fol-
lowed to see the beasts groomed and
fed. Then the ofticer who had stood
patiently by the while, conducted them
through door-ways and down passages to
the guest chambers, large vaulted rooms,
where they found their baggage teady
for them. Here Masouda said that she
would see them again on the following
morning, and departed in company with
the officer.

Wulf looked round the great vaulted
chamber, which, now that the dark had
fallen, was lit by flickering lamps set in
iron brackets round the wall, and said:

“Well, for my part, I had rather pass
the night in the desert among the lions
than in this dismal place.”

Scarcely were the words out of his lips
when ecurtains swung aside and beauti-
ful women entered, clad in gauzy veils
and bearing dishes of food. 'These they
placed upon the ground before them, in«
viting them to eat with nods and smiles,
while others appeared carrying basins of
scented water, which they poured over
their hands. Then they sat down and
ate the food that was strange to them,
but very pleasant to the taste; and while
they ate, women whom they could not
sce sang sweet songs. and playved upon
harps and lutes. Wine was offered to
them also; but of this, remembering Ma-
souda’s words, they would not drink, ask-
ing by signs for water, which was brought
after a little pause. When their meal
wae done, the beautiful women bore away
the dishes, and black slaves appeared.
These men led them to baths such as
they had never seen, where they washed
first in hot water, then in cold. After«
wards thev were rubbed with spicy-
smelling oils, and having been wrapped
in white robes, brought back to their
chamber, where they found beds spread
for them. On these, being very weary,
they lay down. when a strange, sweet

music broke out afresh, and to the
sound of it they fell asleep.
When they awoke it was to see the

light streaming through the high, latticed

windows.
*Did you

Wult.

glecp well, Gadwin,” asked

(To be continued.)




