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, they came face to face.

- Wulf who had borne himself so bravely

* his mail,

. lady Rose of Roses, and you two—her
brothers—shall
- ting,” and he sneered. ‘Then also you
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CHAPTER X1V.-(Continued.)

“Sir Hugh Lozelle,” answered Godwin
fn a solemn voice.

Then the head of Rosamund fell forward
on her breast, and for a while she seemed
to sleep.

Wulf went to his horse, turned it about
on the bridge,. and throwing his arm
around its neck, rested for a space. Then
he mounted and walked slowly towards
the inner gate. Pushing through the
guard amd officers, Godwin rode out to
meet him, -

“Bravely done, brother,” he said, when
“Say, are you

hurt?”

“Bruised and shakem—no more,”” an-
swered Wulf.

“A good beginning truly. Now for the
rest,” said Godwin. Then he glanced

over his shoulder, and added. “See, they
are Jeading Rosamund away, but Sinan re-
mains, to speak with you doubtless, for
Masouda beckons.”

“What shall we do?”
“Make a plan, brother,
swims."”

“Hear what he has to say. Then as
your horse is not wounded either, ride for
it when I'give the signal as Masouda bade
us. There is no other way. Pretend that
you are somewhat hurt.”

80, Godwin leading, while the multi-
tude roared a welcome to the conquering

asked Waulf.
for my head

for their pleasure, they rode to the mouth
of the bridge and halted in the little space
before the archway. There Alje-bal
spoke by Masouda.

“A noble fray,” he said. ‘“I did not
think that Franks could fight so well.
Bay, Sir Knight, will you feast with me
in my palace?”

“I thank you, lord,” answered Waulf,
“but I must rest while my brother tends
my hurts,” and he pointed to blood upon
? “Tomorrow, if it pleases you.”

Sinan stared at them and stroked his
beard, while they trembled, waiting for
the word of fate. i

It came.

“Good. So be it. Tomorrow I wed the

give her to me, as is fit-

shall receive the reward of valor—a great
reward, I promise you.”

While he spoke Godwin, staring up-
ward, had noted a little wandering
floating across the moon. Slowly it cov-
ered it, and the place grew dim.

“Now,” he whispered, and bowing to
th ‘Al-je-bal, they pushed their horses
shrough the open gate where the mob
closed in on them, thus for a little while
holding back the escort from following on
their heels. They spoke to Flame and
Smoke, and the good horses plunged on-
ward sjde by side separating the crowd
as the prows of boats separate the water.
In ten paces it grew thin in thirty it
was behind them for all folk were gather-
ed about the archway where they could
see, and none beyond. Forward they can-
tered, till the broad road turned to the

X TR,
| to the saddles and trappings of the horees,

left, and in that faint light they were
hidden.

“Away!”
reins.

Fordward leapt the horsss at speed.
Again Godwin turned, taking that road |
which ran round the city wall and through |
the gardens, leaving the gucst-castle to|
the left, whereis their eccort followed |
that whereby they had come, which pass-
ed through the main street of the inmer|
town, thinking that they were ahead of
them. Three minutes more and they
‘were in the lonely gavdens, in which that
night no women wandered and vo neo-
phytes dreamed in the pavilions.

“Wulf,” said Godwin, as they wswept
forward, skimming the turf like swallows,
“draw your sword and be ready. Remem-
ber the secret cave may be guarded, and,
if so, we must kill or be killed.”

Wulf nodded, and next instant two long

blades flashed in the moonlight, for the
little cloud had passed away. Within a
hundred paces of them rose the tall
rock, but between it and the mound were
two mounted guards. They heard the
beating of horses’ hoofs, and wheeling
about, stared to see two armed knights
sweeping down upon them like a whirl-
wind. They called to them to stop, hes-
itating, then rode forward a few paces,
#s though wondering whether this were
not & vision.
. In a moment the brethren were on
them. The soldiers lifted their lances,
but ere they could thrust the sword of
Godwin had ecaught one between neck
and shoulder and sunk to his breast bone,
while the sword of Wulf, used as a spear,
had pierced the other through and
through, so that those men fell dead by
the door of the mound, never knowing
who had slain them.

The brethren pulled upon their bridles
end spoke to Flame and Smoke, halting
them within a ecore of yarde.

They they wheeled round and sprang
from their saddles. One of the dead
guards still held his horse’s reins, and
the other beast stood by enorting. God-
win caught it before it stirred, then, hold-
ing all four of them, threw the key to
Whulf apd bade him unlock the door. Soon
it was done, although he staggered at the
taek; then he held the horses, while one
by ome, Godwin led them in, and that
without, trouble, for the beasts thought
that this was but a cave-hewn stahble of a
kind to which they were accustomed.

“What of the dead men?”’ said Wulf.

“Thev had best keep us company,” ane-
wered Godwin; and, running out, he car-
ried in first one and then the other.

“Swift!” he said, as he threw down the
second corpse. “‘Shut the door. T caught
sight of horsemen riding through the trees.
Nay, they saw mothing.”

So they locked the massive door and
barred it, and with beating hearts waited
in the dark, expecting every moment to
hear eoldiers battering at ite timbers. But
no sound came; the eearchers, if such
they were, had passed on to seek clse-
where.

Now while Wulf made ehift to fasten up
the horees 'at the mouth of the cave, God-
win gathered stones as large as he could
lift, and piled them up against the door,
till they knew that it would take many
men an hour or more to break through.
For this door wae banded with iron and
sct fast in the living rock.

CHAPTER XV.
The Flight to Emesa.

Then came the weariest time of waiting
the brethren had ever known, or were to
know, although at first they did not feel
it &0 long and heavy. Water trickled from
the walls of this cave, and Wulf, who was
parched with thirst, gathered it in his
‘hand= and drank till he was satisfied.
Then he let it run upon his head to cool
its aching; and Godwin bathed such of his
brother’s hurts and bruises as could be
come at, for he did not dare to remove

said Godwin, shaking his|

 light gleaming upon their stern, dark fea-

the hauberk, and so gave him comfort.
When this was done, and he had looked

Wulf told of all that had passed between
him and Lozelle on the bridge: How at
the firet onset his spear had caught’in the
links of and torn away the headpiece of
his foe, who if the lacings had not burst
would have been hurled to death, while
that of Lozelle etruck his buckler fair and
shattered on it, rending it from his arm.
How they pushed past each other, and
for a moment the fore hoofs of Smoke
hung over the abyss, s0 that he thought
he was surely sped: How at the next
coursé Lozelle's spear passed beneath his
arm, while his, striking full upon Sir
Hugh's breast, brought down the black
horse and his rider as though a thunder-
bold had smitten them, and how Smoke,
that could not check ite furious pace, leapt
over them, as a horee leaps .a-hunting:
How he would not ride down Lozelle, but
dismounted to finish the fray in knightly
fashion, and, being shieldless, received the
full weight of the great sword upon his
mail, so that he staggered back and would
have fallen had he not struck against the
horse.

‘Then Wulf told of the blows that fol-
lowed, and of his last that wounded Lo«
zelle, shearing through his mail and fell-
ing him as an ox is felled by the butcher;
how also, when he sprang forward to kill
him, this mighty and brutal man had pray-
ed for mercy,  prayed it in the name ‘of
Christ and of their own mother, whom as
a child he knew in Eesex: How he could
not butcher him, being helpless, but turn-
ed away, saying that he left him to be
dealt with by Al-je-bal, whereupon this
traitorous dog eprang up and strove to
poniard him. He told also of their last
fearful struggle, and how, ehaken as he!
was by the blow upon his back, although
the point of the dagger had not pierced
hie mail, he strove with Lozelle, man to
man; till at length his youth, great natural
strength, and the ekill he had in wrestling
learnt 'in many a village bout at home,
enabled him to prevail, and, while they
bung together on the perilous edge of the
gulf, to free his right hand, draw his
Wd, and make an end.

“‘Yes,” added Wulf, “pever ghall I for-
get the look of that man’s eyes as he fell
backward, or the whistling ecream which
came from his pierced throat.”

-*“‘At least there is a rogue the less in the
world, although he was a brave ome in
his own knavieh fashion,” anewered God-
win. ‘“Moreover, my brother,” he added,
placing him arm about Wulf's neck, “I
am glad it fell to you to fight him, for at
the last grip your might overcame, where
I, who 4m not so strong, should have fail- |
ed. Further, I think you did well to show
mercy, as a good knight should; that there-
by you have gained great honor, and that,
if his epirit can see through the darkness,
our dead uncle is proud of you now, as I
am, my brother.”

“I thank you,” replied Wulf eimply;
“but in this hour of torment, who can
think of such things as honor gained or
lost?”

Then, lest he ehould grow stiff, who was
eorely bruised beneath his mail, they be-
gan to walk up and down the cave from
where the horses stood to where the two
dead Assassing lay by the door, the faint

tures. Ill company they seemed in that
¢ilent, lonely place.
The time crept on; the moon sank to-

{bidding me bring the princess to him pri-

wards the mountains. |

“What if they do not come?’ asked'
Wulf. S !

Let. us wait to think of it till dawn?"”
answered Godwin.

And they walked the length of the cave
and back.

“How did they come, the door being
barred?”’ asked Wulf.

“How did Masouda come and go?”’ ans-
wered Godwin. *“Oh, question me no
more; it is in the hands of God.”

“Look,” said Wilf, in a whisper. “Who
stands yonder at the end of the' cave—
there by the dead men?”

“Their &pirits, perchance,” answered
Godwin, drawing his sword and leaning
forward. Then he looked, and true en-
ough there stood two figures faintly out-
lined in the gloom. They glided towards
them, and now the level moonlight shone
upon their white robes and gleamed in the
gems they wore.

“T cannot eee them,” said a voice. “Oh,
those dead eoldiers—what dd they por-
tend?”

“At least yonder stand their horses,”
answered another voice.

Now the brethren guessed the truth,
and, like men in a dream, stepped forward
from the shadow of the wall.

“Roeamund!” they said. !

“Oh Godwin! oh Wulf!” ghe cried in
answer. ‘‘Oh! Jusu, I thank .Thee, 1
thank Thee—Thee, and this brave wom-
an!” and casting her arms about Masouda
she kissed her on the face.

Masouda pushed her back, and said, in
a voice that was almost harsh:

“It is not fitting, princess, that your
pure lips chould touch the cheek of a
woman of the Assassins.”

But Rosamund would not be repulsed.

“It is. most fitting,”” she sobbed, “that
I should give you thanks who but for you
must also become a woman of the As-
sassins,” or an inhabitant of the House
of Death.”

Then Masouda kissed her back, and
thrusting her away into the arms of Wulf,
said roughly:

“S8o, pilgnims Peter and John, your
patron saints have brought you through
8o far; and, John, you fight right well.
Nay, do not stop for our story, if you
wish us to live to tell it. What! You
have the soldiers’ horses with your own?
Well done! 1 did not credit you with so
much wit. ‘Now, Sir Wulf, can you wailk?
Yes; so much the better; it will save you
a rough ride, for this place is steep,
though not so steep as one you know of.
Now, set the princess upon Flame, for
no cat is surer footed than that horse,
as you may remember, Peter. T who know
the path will lead it. John, take ypu the
other two; Peter, do you follow last of
all with Smoke, and, if they hang back,
prick them with your sword. Come,
Flame, be not afraid, Flame. Where !
go, you can come,” and Masouda thrust
her way through the bushes and over the
edge of the cliff, talking to the snorting
horse and patting its neck.

A minute more, and they were scramb-
ling down a mountain ridge so steep that
it seemed as though they must fall and
be dashed to pieces at the bottom. ¥et,
they fell not, for, made as it had been to
meet such hours of need, this road was
safer than it appeared with ridges cut
in the rock at the worst places.

Down they went, and down, till at
length. panting, but safe, they stood at the
bottom of the darksome gulf where only
the starlight shone, for here the rays ot
the low moon could not reach.

“Mount,” said Masouda. “Princess,stay |
you on PFlame; he is the surest and the
swiftest. Sir Wulf, keep your own horse
Smoke; your brother and T will ride those
of the soldiers. Though not very swatt,
doubtless they are good beasts and ac-
customed t0 such roads.” Then ehe leapt
to the sadile as a woman born in the
desert can, tnd pushed her horse in front.

¥

For a mile or more Masouda led them
along the rocky bottom of the gulf, where
because of the stones they could only
travel at a foot pace, till they came to a
deep cleft on the left hand, up which they
began to ride. By now the moon was
quite behind the mountains, and such faint
light as came from the stars began to be
obscured with drifting clouds. Still, they
stumbled on till they reached a little glade
where water ran and grass grew.

“Halt,” said Masouda. “Here we must
wait till dawn, for in this darkness thz
horses cannot keep their footing on the
stones. Moreover, all about us lie preci-
pices, over one of which we might fall.”

“But they will pursue us,” pleaded Rosa-
mund.

“Not until they have light to see by,”
answered Masouda, “or at least we must
take the risk, for to go forward would be
madness. Sit down and rest a while, and
Jet the horses drink a little and eat a
mouthful of grass, holding their reins in
our hands, for we and they must need all
our strength before tomarrow’s sun is set.
Sir Wulf, say, are you much hurt?”

"“But very little,”” he answered in a
cheerful voice; ‘‘a few bruises beneath my
mail—that is all, for Lozelle’s sword was
heavy. Tell us, I pray you, what happen-
ed after we rode away from the castle
bridge.”

“This, knights. The princess herebeing
overcome, was escorted by the slaves back
to her chambers but Sinan bade me stay
with him awhile that he might speak to
you through me. Do you know what was
in his mind? To have you killed at once,
both of .you, whom Lozelle had told him
were this lady’s lovers, and not her
brothers. Only he feared that there
might be trouble with the people, who
were pleased with the fighting, so held his
hand. Then he bade you to the supper,
whence you would not have returned; but
when Sir Wulf said that he was hurt, 1
whispered to him that what he wished to
do could best be done on the morrow at
the wedding-feast when he was in his
own halls, surrounded by his guards.
‘Aye,” he answered, ‘these brethren shall
fight with them until they are driven into
the gulf. It will be a goodly sight for me
and my queen to see.’”

“Oh! horrible, horrible!”
mund; while Godwin muttered:

“I swear that I would have fought not
with his guards, but with Sinan only.”

“So he suffered you to go, and I left
him also. Before I went, he spoke 1o me,

said Rosa-

vately within two hours after he had sup-
ped, as he wished to speak to her alome
about the ceremony of her marriage on
the morrow, and to make her gifts. [
answered aloud that his commands should
be obeyed, and hurried to the guest-castle.
There I found your lady recovered from
her faintness, but mad with fear, and
forced her to eat and drink.

“The rest is &hort. Before the two
hours were gone a messenger came saying
that the Al-je-bal bade me do what he had
commanded.

“‘Return,” 1 answered; ‘the princess
adorns herself. We follow presently alone,
as it is commanded.’

“Then T threw this cloak about her and
bade her be brave, and, if we failed, te|
choose whether she would take Sinan or
death for lord. Next, 1 took the ring
vou had,. the Signet of the dead Al-je-bal. |
who gave it to your kineman, and held it |
before the slaves, who bowed and let me
_ass. We came to the guards, and to them
again T showed the ring. They bowed
also, but when they saw that we turned
down the passage to the left and not to
the right, as we should have done to come
to the doors of the inmer palace, they
would have stopped us.

“ ‘Acknowledge the Signet,’ I answered
‘Dogs, what is it to you which road the
Signet takes? Then they also let me

ass. ‘

“Now, following the passage, we were
out of the guest-house and in the ga.rd_ens,
and T led her to what is called the prison
tower, whence runs the secret way. Here
weré more guards whom I bade open 1n
the name of Sinan. They said: .ve obey
not. This place is shut save to the Signet
itself.’ . !

« Behold it,’ 1 answered. The officer
Jooked and said: ‘It is the very Slgngt.
sure enough, and there is no other. \»et
he paused, studying the black stone vein-
ed with the red dagger and the ancient
writing on it. :

“<‘Are you, then, weary of Life? %
asked. ‘Fool, the Al-je-bal himself would
keep a tryst within this house, which he
enters secretly from the palace. Woe 'to
you 1f he does not find his lady there!

« ¢ is the Signet that he must have
sent, sure enough,’ the captain said again,
‘to disobey which is death. -

‘Aye, open, open,’ whispered his com-

nions.
pa‘So they opened,

though doubtfully,

and we entered, and I barred the
door behind us. Then, to be short,
through the darkness of the tower

basement, guiding oursewes by the wall,
we crept to the entrance of that way of
which I know the secret. Aye, and along
all its length and through the rock door
of escape at the end of which I set so
that none can turn it, save skilled ma-
sons with their tools, and into the cave
where we found. you. It was no gr.\eat
matter, having the Signet, although with-
out the Signet it had not been po.ss).ble
tonight, when every igate iy guarded.”

*“No great matter!” gasped Rosamund.
“Oh, Godwin and Wulf! if you could
know how she had thought of and made
everything; if she could have seen
how all those cruel men glared
at us, searching out our very souls! 1f
you could have heard how high she an-
swered them, waving .that ring before
their eyes and bidding them to obey its
presence, or to die!”

“Which they surely have done by now,”
broke in Masouda quietly, *‘though I do
not pity them, who were wicked. Nay;
thank me not; I have done what I prom-
ised to do, neither less nor more, and—
1 love danger and a high stake. Tell us
your story, Sir Godwin.”

So, seated there on the grass in the
darkness, he told .them of their mad ride
and of the slaying of the guards, while
Rosamund raised her hands and thanked
Heaven for its mercies, and that they
were without those accursed walls.

“You may be within them again before
sunset,” said Masouda grimly.

“Yes,” answered Wulf, “‘but not alive.
Now what plan have you? To ride for
the coast towns?"’

“No,” replied Maeouda: “at least not
straight, since to do so we must pass
through the country of the Assassins, who
by this day's light will be warned to
watch for us. We must ride through the
desert, mountain lands to KEmesa, fifty
miles away, and cross the Orontes theré,
then down into Baalbec, and so back to
Beirut."”

“Emesa?"’ eaid Godwin. “Why Saladin
holds that place, and of Baalbec the lady
Rosamund is princess.”

“Which is best?”’ asked Masouda short-

. bhad cut at the stream. Half a mile fur-

ly. “That she should fall into the hands
of Salah-ed-din, or back into thqse of the
master of the Assassins? Choose which
you wish.”

“I choose Salah-ed-din,” brokeé in Rosa-
mund, “for at least he is my uncle, and
will do me no wrong.” Nof', knowing the
case desperate, did the others gainsay her.

Now at length the summer day began:
to break, and while it was still too dark
to travel, Godwin and Rosamuhd let the
horses graze, holding them by the bridals.
Masouda, also, taking off the hauberk of
Wulf, doctored his bruises as best she
could with the crushed leaves of a bush
that grew by the stream, having first
washed them with water, and though the
time was' short, thus eased him much.
Then, as soon as the dawn was grey, hav-
ing drunk their fill and, as they had
nothing else, eaten some watercress that
grew in the stream, they tightened their
saddlegirths and started. Scarcely had
they gone a hundred yards when, from
the gulf beneath, that was hidden in grey
mists, they heard the sound of horse’s
hoofs and men’s voices.

“Push” on,” eaid Masouda, “Al-je-bal is
on our tracks.” L

Upwards they climbed through the
gathering light, skirting the edge of dread-
ful precipices which in the gloom it would
have been impossible to pass, till at length
they reached a great table land, that ran
to the foot of some mountains a dozen
miles or more away. Among ¢hose moun-
tains soared two peaks, set close together.
To these Masouda pointed, saying  that
their road ran between them, and that
beyond lay the valley of the Orontes.
While she spoke, far away behind them
they heard the sound of men shouting, al-
though they could see nothing because of
the dense mist. % -

“Push on,” said Masouda; ‘“‘there is no
time to spare,” and they went-forward,
but only at a hard gallop, for the ground
was still rough and the light:uncertain.

When they had covered sonmie six miles
of the distance “between them and the
mountain pass, the sun rose suddenly and
sucked up the mist: . This was what they
saw. Before them lay a flat, sandy plain;
behind, the stony ground that they had
traversed, and riding over it, two miles
or so away, some. twenty men of the As-
sassing.

“They cannot catch us,” said Wulf; but
Masouda pointed to the right, where the
mist still hung, and said:

“Yonder I see spears.”

Presently it thinned, and there a league
from them they saw a great body of
mounted soldiers—perhaps there were 400.

“‘Look,” she eaid; “they have come
round during the night, as I feared they
would. Now we must cross the pass be-
fore them or be taken,” and she struck
her horse fiercely with a stick that she

ther on a shout from the great body of
men to their right, which was answered
by another shout from those behind, tald
them that they were seen.

“On!” said Masouda. “The race will
be close.” So they began to gallop their
best. z

Two miles were done, but although that
behind was far away, the great cloud of
dust to their right grew ever nearer till
it seemed as though it must reach the
mouth of the mountain pass befcre them.
Then Godwin spoke:

“Wulf and Rosamund ride on.  Your
horses are swift and can outpaee them.
At the crest of the mountain pass wait
a while to breathe the beasts, and see if
we come. If not, ride on again, and God
‘be with you.”

“Aye,”’ said Masouda, “ride and head
for the Emesa bridge—it can be seen from
far away—and there yield yourselves to
the officers of Salah-ed-din.”

They hung back, but in a stern voice
Godwin repeated:

“Ride, I ‘command vou both!”’

“For Rosamund’s sake, so be it,”’ . an-
swered Wulf. Then he called to Smoke
and Flame. and they stretched themselves
out upon the sand and passed away swift-
er than swallows. Soon Godwin and Ma-
souda, toiling behind, saw them enter the
mouth of the pass. !

“Grood,” she waid. “Except those of
their own breed, there are no horses in
Syria that can catoh those two. They
will come to Emesa, have no fear.”

*“Who was the man that brought them
to us?’ asked Godwin, as they galloped
side by side, their eyes fixed upon the
ever-nearing cloud of dust, in which the
spear points sparkled.

“My father’s brother—my uncle, as 1
called him.” she answered. “He is a
sheik of the desert, who owns the an-
cient breed that cannot be bought for
gold.”

“Then you are
Masouda?”

“No; I only tell you, now that the end
seems near, My father was an Arab, my
mother a noble Frank, a French woman,
whom he found starving in the desert
after a fight and took to his tent and
made his wife. The Assassins fell upon
us and killed him and her, and captured
me as a child of twelve. Afterwards,when
I grew older, being beautiful in those
days, I"was-taken to the harem of Sinan,
and, although in secret I had been bred
up a Christian by my mother, they swore
me of his accursed faith.  Now you will
understand why I hate him so sorely who
murdered my father and my mother, and
made me what I am; why I hold myself
so vile also. Yes, I have been forced to
serve as his spy or be Kkilled,. who, al-
though he believed me his faithful  slave,
desired first to be avenged upon him.”

“I do not hold you vile,” panted God-
win, as he spurred his laboring steed. *1
hold you meost noble.” i

“I rejoice to hear it before we die,” she
answered, looking him in the eyes in such
a fashion that he dropped his head before
her burning gaze, “who hold you dear,
Sir Godwin, for whose sake I have dared
these things, although T am nought to

not of the Aseassins,

yvou. Nay, speak not; the lady Rosamund
has told me all that story—except its
answer.”

Now they were off the sand over which
they had hpen racing side by side, and
beginning to breast the mountain slope,
nor was Godwin sorry that the clatter of
their horses’ hoofs upon the stones pre-
vented further speech between them. So
far they had outpaced the Assassins,who
had a longer and a rougher road to travel;
but the great cloud of dust was not seven
hundred yards away, and in front of it,
shaking their spears, rode some of the
best mounted of their soldiers.

“These horses still have strength; they
are better than 1 thought them,” cried
Masouda. ‘‘They will not gain on usl
across the mountains, but afterwards—" |

For the next league they spoke no more,
who must keep their horses from falling
as they toiled up the steep path. At
length they reached the crest, and there,
on the very top of it, saw Wulf and Rosa-
mund standing by Flame and Smoke.

“They rest,” Godwin said, then he

ghouted, “Mount! mount! The foe is

e

So they climbed to their saddles again,
and, all four of them together, began to
descend the long slope that stretched to
the plain two leagues away. Far off
across this plain ran a broad silver streak,
beyond which at that height they could
see the walls of a city.

“The Orontes!” cried Mascuda. “Cross
that, and we ave safe.”” But Godwin look-
ed first at his horse, then at Masouda,and
ghook his head.

Well might he do so, for, stout-hearted
as they were, fhe beasts were much dis-
tressed that had galloped so far without
drawing rein. Down the steep road they
plunged panting; indeed, at times it was
hard to keep them on their feet.

“They will reach the plain—no more,”
said Godwin, and Masouda nodded.

The descent was almost done, and not
a mile behind them the white-robed As-
sassing. streamed endlessly. Godwin plied
his spurs and Masouda her whip, though
with little hope, for they knew that the
end was near. Down the last declivity
they rushed, till suddenly, as they reach-
ed its foot, Masouda’s horse reeled, stop-
ped, and sank to the ground, while God-
win pulled up beside it.

“Ride on!” he cried to Rosamund and

Walf in front; but they would not. He

stormed at them, but they replied:
“Nay, we will die together.” ;
Masouda looked at the horses Flame

and Smoke, which seemed but little
troubled. :

“So be it,”” she said; ‘“they have car-
ried double before, and must again. Mount
in front of the lady, Sir Godwin; and, Sir
Wulf, give me your hand, and you will
learn what this breed can do.”

So  they mounted. Forward started
Flame and Smoke with a long, ewinging
gallop, while from the Assassing above,
who thought that they held them, went
up a shout of rage and wonder.

“Their horses are also tired, and we may
beat them yet,” called the dauntless Ma-
souda. But Godwin and Wulf looked
sadly at the ten miles of plain between
them and the river bank.

On they went, and on. A quarter of it
was done. Half of it was done, but now
the first of the fedai hung upon their
flanks not two hundred yards behind. Lit-
tle by little this distance lessened. At
length they were scarcely fifty yards away,
and one of them flung a epear. In her
terror Rosamund sobbed aloud.

“Spur the horses, knights,” cried Ma-
souda, and for the first time they spurred
them.

At the sting of the steel Flame and
Smoke sprang forward as though they had
just Jeft their stable door, and the gap
between pursuers and pursued widened.
Two more miles were done, and s&carce
seven furlongs from them they saw the
broad mouth of the bridge, while the
towers of Emesa beyond seemed so close
that in this clear air they could perceive
the watchmen outlined against the sky.
Then they descended a little valley, and
lost sight of bridge and town.

At the rise of the opposing slope the
stfength of Flame and Smoke at last be-
gan to fail beneath their double burdens.
They panted and trembled, and save in
ehort rushes, ‘no longer answered to the
spur. Nearer and nearer hey drew, and
the sound of their horses’ hoofs beating
on the sand was like the sound of thun-
der. Now once more they were fifty yards
away, and now but thirty, and again the
spears began to flash, though none struck
them.

Masouda screamed to the horses in
Arabic, and gallantly did they struggle,
plunging up the hill with slow, convulsive
bounds. Godwin and Wulf looked at each
other, then, at a signal, checked their
speed, leapt to earth, and, turning, drew

| their swq ’

“On!” they cried, and lightened of their
weight, once more the reeling horses
plunged forward.

The Assassins were upon them. Wulf
struck a mighty bldw and emptied the
saddle of the first, then was swept to
earth. As he fell from behind him he
hheard a scream of joy, and struggling to
his knees, looked around. Lo! from over
the crest of the rise rushed squadron up-
on squadron of turbaned cavalry, who, as
they came, set their lances at rest, and
shouted:

“Salah-ed-din! Salah-ed-din!”

The Assassins also saw, and turned to
fly—too late!

“A horse! A horse!” sreamed Godwin
in Arabic; and presently, how he never
knew—found himself mounted and charg-
ing with the Saracens.

To Wulf, too, a horse was brought, but
he could not struggle to its saddle. Thrice
he -strove, then fell' backwards and
lay upon the sand, waving his sword
and shouting ‘where he lay, while Mas-
ouda stood by him, a dagger in her hand,
and with her Rosamund upon her knees.

Now the pursuers were the pursued,and
dreadful was the reckoning that they
must pay. Their horses were outworn and
could not fly at epeed. Some of the fedai
_were cut down upon them. Some dis-
mounted, and gathering themselves in lit
tle groups, fought bravely till they were
slain, while a few were taken prisopers.
Of all that great troup of men not a score
won back alive to Masyaf to make report
to their master of how the chase of his
lost bride had ended.

A while later and Wulf from his seat
upon the ground saw Godwin riding back
towards him, his red sword' in his hand
With him rode a sturdy, bright-eyed man
gorgeously apparelled, at the sight of
whom Rosamund sprang to her feet then,
as he dismounted, ran forward and with
a little cry cast her arms about him.

““0 Hassan! Prince Hassan! It is indeed
you? Oh, God be praised!” she gasped,
then, had not Masouda caught her, would
have fallen.

The emir looked at her, her long hair
loose, her face stained. her wveil torn,
but still clad in the eilk and gleaming
gems with which she had been decked as
the bride-elect of Al-je-bal. Then low to
the earth he bent his knee, while the
grave Saracens watched, and taking the
hem of her garment, he kissed it.

“Allah be praised indeed,” he said. I,
His unworthy servant, thank Him from
my heart, who never thought to see you
living more. Soldiers, salute. Before you
stands the lady Rose of the World, Prin-
cess of Baalbec and niece of your lord,
Salah-ed-din, Commander of the Faith-
ful.”

Then in stately salutation to this dis-
hevelled, outworn, but still queenly wo-
man, uprose hand, and spear,and scimitar,
while Wulf cried from where he lay:

“Why, it is our merchant of the drug-
ged wine—none other! Oh! Sir Saracen,
does not memory of that chapman’s trick
shame you now?”’

The emir Hassan heard and grew red,
muttering in his beard.

“Like you, Sir Wulf. T am the slave of
Fate, and must obey. Be not bitter against
me till you know all.”

“I am mnot bitter,” answered Wulf,
“but I always pay for my drink, and we
will settle that score yet, as I have
sworn.”

“Hush!” broke in Rosamund. ““Although
he stole me, he is also my deliever and
friend through many a peril, and, had
it not been for him, by now ”  and
she shuddered.

“I do not know all the, story, but,prin-
cess, it seems that you should thank not
me, but these goodly cousins of yours and
those splendid horses,” and Hassan point-
ed to’Smoke and Flame, which stood by
quivering, with hollow flanks and droop-
ing heads.

“There is another whom I must thank
also, this noble woman, as you will call
her also when you hear the story.” said
Rosamund. flinging her arm about the
neck of Masouda.

“My master will reward her.” said Has-
san, “But oh! lady, what must you think
of me who seemed to desert you so base-
ly? Yet I reasoned well. In the castle of
that son of Satan, Sinan,” and he spat
upon the ground, “I could mot have help-
ed you, for there he would only haye
| butchered me. But by escaping I thought
that I might help,. so I bribed the
Frankish knave with the- Star of my
House,” and he touched the great jewel
that he wore in his turban, “and with
what money I had,to loose my bonds, and
while he pouched the gold I stabbed him
with his own knife and fled. But this
morning I reached yonder oity in'com-
mand of ten thousand men,charged to res-
cue you if I could; if not, to, avenge you,
for the ambassadors of Salah-ed-din in-
formed me of your plight. An hour ago
the watchmen on the towers reported
that they saw two horses galloping across
the plain beneath a double burden, pur-
 sued by soldiers whom from their robes
they took to be Assaseins. So, as I have
a quarrel with the Assassins, I crossed
the bridge, formed up five hundred men
in a hollow, and waited, never guessing
that it was you who fled. You know the
rest—and the Assassins know it also, for,”
he added grimly, “you have ‘oeen well
avenged.”

“Follow it up,” said Wulf, “and the
vengeance shall be better, for I will show
you the secret way into Masyaf—or, if I
cannot, Goodwin will—and there you may
hurl Sinan from his own towers.”

Hassan shook his head and answered:

“I ghould like it well, for with this
magician my master also has an ancient
quarrel. But he has other fueds upon his
hands,” and he looked meaningly at Wulf
and Godwin, ‘“and my orders were to
rescue the princess and mo mgre. Well,
she has been rescued, and some hundreds
of heads have paid the price of all that
she has suffered. Also, that secret way of
yours will be safe enough by now. So
there I let the matter bide, glad enough
that it has ended thus. Only 1 warn you
all—and myself also—to walk warily,since,
if T know aught of him, Sinan’s fedais
will henceforth dog the steps of every one
of us, striving to bring us to our ends by
murder. Now here come litters; 'enter
them, all of you, and be borne to the
city who have ridden far enough today.
Fear not for your horses, they shall be
led in gently and saved alive, if skill and
care can save them. T go to count the
slain, and, will join you presently in the
citadel.”

So the bearers came and lifted up
Walf, and helped Godwin from his horse
—of now that all was over he could
scarcely stand—and with Rosamund and
Masouda. Placing them in the litters, they
carried them, escorted by cavalry, across
the bridge of the Orontes into the city of
Emes., where they lodged them in the
citadel. Here also, after giving them a
drink of barley gruel, and rubping their
backs and legs with ointment, they led
the horses Smoke and Flame, slowly and
with great trouble, for these could scarce-
ly stir, and laid them down on thick beds
of straw, tempting them with food,which
after while they ate. The four—Rosa-
mund, Masouda, Godwin and Wulf—ate
also of some soup with wine in it, and
after the hurts of Wulf had been tended
by a skilled leech, went to their beds,
whence they did not rise again for two
dayae. ;

OHAPTER XVI.
The Sultan Saladin.

In the morning Godwin awoke to see the
rays of sunrise ireaming through the lat-
ticed window. They fell upon another
bed near by where Wulf still Jay sleeping,
.a bandage on his head that had been hurt
in the last charge against the Ascassins,
and other bandages about his arms and
body, which were much bruised in the
fight on the dreadful bridge.

Wondrous was it to Godwin to watch
him lying there sleeping healthily, not-
withstanding his hurts, and to think of
what they had gome through with so little
harm; to think, also, of how they had
rescued Rosamund out of the very mouth
of that earthly hell of which he could see
the peaks through the open window-place
—out of the very hands of the fiend, its
ruler. Reckoning the tale day by day,
he reflected on their adventures since they
landed at Beirut, and saw how Heaven
had guided their every step. In the fale
of the warnings that were given them, to
visit the Alje-bal in his stronghold had
seemed a madness. Yet there, where none
could have thought that she would be,
they had found Rosamund. There they
had been avenged upon the false knight,Sir
Hugh Lozelle, who had betrayed her first to
Raladin ,then to Sinan, and sent him down
{o death and judgment; and thence they
had rescued Rosamund.

Oh, how wise they had been to obey the
dying words of their uncle, 8&ir Andrew,
who doubtless was given foresight at the
end! God and His Saints had helped them
who could not have helped themselves, and
His minister had been Masouda. But for
Masouda, Rosamund would by now be lost
or dead, and they. if their lives were still
left to them, would be wanderers in the
great land of Syria; seeking for one who
never could be found.

Why had Masouda done these things,
again and again puiting her own life upon
the hazard to save theirs and the honor
of another woman? L
the question Godwin felt the red blood
rise to his face. Because she hated Sinan,
who had murdered her parents and de-

graded her, she said; and doubtless that |
But it was no’

had to do with the matter.
longer possible to hide the truth. She
loved him, and had loved him from the
firet hour when they met. He had always
suspected it—in that wild trial of the
horees upon the mountain eide, when she
sat with her arms about him and her
face pressed against his face; when she
kissed his feet after he had eaved her
from the lion, and many another time.
But as they followed Wulf and Rosa-
mund up the mountain pass while the
host of the Assassins thundered at their
heels, and in broken gasps she had told

him of her sad history, then it was that

As he asked himself |

he grew sure. Then, too, he had eaid that
he held her not vile, but noble, as indeed
he did; and, thinking their death upom
them, she had answered that ehe held him
dear, and looked on him as a woman looks
upon her only love—a,_ message in her eyes
that mo man could fail to read. Yet if
this were o, why had Masouda saved
Rosamund, the lady to whom ehe knew
well that he was sworn? Reared among
those cruel folk who could wade to their
desire through blood and think it honor,
would she not have left her rival to her
doom, seeing that oaths do mnot hold bee
yond the grave?

An answer came into the heart of God»
win, at the very thought of which he turne
ed pale and trembled. His brother waa
also sworn to Rosamund, and she in her
soul must be sworn to one of them. Was
it not to Wulf, Wulf who was handsomer
and more strong than he, to Wulf the
conqueror of Lozelle? Had Rosamund told
her this? Nay, surely not.

piercing veils through which no man may
seé, and perchance Masouda had read
the heart of Rosamund. She stood behind
Rosamund in the dreadful duel at the gate,
and watched her face when Wulf’s death
seemed sure; she might have heard words
that broke in agony from her lips in those
moments of torment.

Oh, without doubt it was so, and Ma-
souda had protected Rosamund becausd
&he knew that her love was for Wulf and
not for him. The thought was very bit-
ter, and in its pain Godwin groaned aloud,
while a fierce jealosy of the brave and
handsome knight who slept at his side,
dreaming doubtless of the fame that he
had won and the reward by which it
would be crowned, gripped his vitals like
the icy hand of death- Then Godwin re-
membered the 1th that they two had
sworn far away in the Priory at Btan-
gate, and the love passing the love of wo-
man which he bore towards this brother,
and the duty of a Christian warrior where-
to He was vowed, and hiding his face imn
his pillow he prayed for strength.

It would eeem that it came to him—at
least, when he lifted his head again the

jealousy was gone, and only the
great grief remained. Fear remain-
ed also—for what of Masouda?

How could he deal with her? He was cer=
tain that this was mo fancy which would
pass—until her life passed with it, and,
beautiful as she was, and noble as she
was, he did not wish her love. He could
find no answer to these questions, eave
this—that things must go on as they were
decreed. For himeelf, he, Godwin, would
etrive to do his duty, to keep his hands
clean, and await the end, whatever it
might be. .

Wulf woke up, stretched his arms, ex-
claimed because that action hurt him,
grumbled at the brightness of the light
upon his yes, and said that he was very
hungry. Then he arose, and with help
of Godwin, dressed himself, but not in
his armour. Here, with the yellow-coated
soldiers of Baladin, grave-faced and watche
ful, pacing before their door—for mnight
and day they were trebly guarded lest As-
sassins ehould creep in—there was no need
for mail. In the fortress of Masyaf, in-
deed, where they were also guarded, it
had been otherwise. Wulf heard the step
of the sentries on the cemented pavement
without, and shook his great ehounlders as
though he shivered. °

“That sound makes my back bone cold,”
| he said. “For a moment,as my eyes opened,
I thought that we were back abgain in
the guest chambers of Alje-bal, where
folk crept round us as we slept and mur-
derers marched to and fro outside the cur-
tains, fingering their knife-points. Well,
whatever there is to come, thank the
Saints, that is dome with. I tell you,
brother, I have had enough of mountains,
and narrow bridges, and Assassins. Hence=
forth, I desire to live upon a flat with
never a hill in sight, amidst honest folk
as stupid as their own sheep, who go to
church ‘on Sundays and get drumnk, not
with hachich, but on brown ale, brought
to them by mo white-robed sorceress, but
by a draggle-tailed wench in a tavern, with
her musty bed-straw still sticking in her
hair. Give me the Saltings of Essex with
the East winds blowing over them, and
the primroses abloom upon the bank, and
the lanes fetlock deep in mud, and. for
your ehare you may take all the scented
gardens of Al-je-bal, and the jewels of his
ladies, with the fightings and adventures
of the golden East thrown in.”

“I never sought these things, and we
are a long way from FEssex,” answered
Godwin shortly.

“No,” said Wulf, “but they seem to
seek you. What news of Masouda? Have
you seen her while I elept, which has been
long?”’ :

“T have seen no one except the leech
who tended you, the slaves who brought
us food, and last evening the prince Has-
san, who came to see how we fared: He
told me that, like yourself, Rosamund
and Masouda slept.” g

“I am glad to hear it,”” answered Wulf,
“for certainly it was earned. By St.
Chad! what a woman is this Masouda! A
heart of fire and nerves of steel! Beauti-
ful, too—most beautiful; and the best
horsewoman that ever sat a steed. Had
it not been dfor her—— By Heaven! when
I think of it T feel as though I loved hes
—don’t you?”

“No,” said Godwin, still more shortly.

““Ah, well, T daresay she can love enough
for two who does nothing by halves, and,
all things considered,” he added, with one
of his great laughs, “I am glad it is [
of whom she thinks so little—yes, T who
adore her as though she were my patron
saint. Hark! the guards chauenge,” and,
forgetting where he was, he snatcned at
his sword.

Then the door opened, and through it
appeared the emir Hassan, who saluted
them in the name of Allah, searching them
with his quiet eyes.

“Few would judge. to look at you, Sir
Knights,” he said with a smile, “that you
have been the guests of the Old Man of
the Mountain, and left his house so hastily
by the back door. Three days wore ard
you will be as lusty as when we met be-
vond the seas upon the wharf by a cer-
tain creek. Oh, you are brave men, both
of vou, though you be infidels, from which
error may the Prophet guide you; brave
men, the flower of knightlhood. Aye, I
Hassan, who have known many Frankish
knights, say it from my heart,” and, plac-
ing his hand to his turban, he bowed be-
foré them in admiration that was not
feigned.

“We thank vou, prince, for your praise,”
said Godwin gravely, but Wulf stepped
forward, took his hand, and shook it.

“That was an ill trick, prince, that you
played us yonder in England,” he said,
*‘and one that brought as good a warrior
as ever drew a sword—our uncle Sir An-
drew D’Arcy—to an end- sad as it was
glorious. Still, you obeyed your master,
and because of all that has happened
since, I forgive vou, and call you friend,
although should we ever meet in battle I
| still }mpe to pay you for that drugged
l wine,

(To be continued.)

Yet women can read each other’s heartsf”

P




