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ÏCHAPTER VUI.—(Continued.) | the low archway leapt the mont beaut i- | to Godwin's middle to save themselves 

ful horee that ever their eyes had seen. | from slipping off behind. Yet, notwith- 
It was grey in color, with flowing mnne | standing the double weights they bore, 
and tail, and on its forehead was a black those gallant steeds never seemed to 
star; nor over tall, but with a barrel-like i falter or to tire. At one spot they 
shape of great strength, email-headed,J plunged through a mountain stream,
large-eyed, widc-noetriled, large-boned, but! Godwin noted that not fifty yards to 
fine benpath the knee, and roun-hoofed. their right this stream fell over a little 
Out it sprang snorting; then seeing its precipice cutting its way between Ci*^s 
master, the Arab, checked itself and which were full eighteen feet from bank 
stood still by him as though it had been to bank, and thought to himself that 
turned to stone. * had they struck it lower down, that ride

"Come hither, Smoke,” called the Arab must have ended. Beyond the stream 
again, and another horse appeared and lay a hundred yards or so of level ground, 
ranged itself by the first. In size and and above it still steeper country, up 
shape it was the same, but the color was which' they pushed their way through 
coal-black and the star upon its fore- bushes, till at length they came to the 
head white. Also the eye was more top of the mountain and saw the plain 
fiery. they had left lying two miles or more

"These are the horses,” said the Arab, below them.
Masouda translating. “They are twins, 
seven years old and never backed until 
they were six, cast at a birth by Ahe 
swiftest mare in Syria, and of a pedigree 
that can be counted for a hundred years.”

"Horses indeed!” said Wulf. "Horses 
indeed! But what is the price of them?”

Masouda repeated the question in 
Arabic, whereon the man replied in the 
same tongue with a slight shrug of the 
shoulders.

"Be not foolish. You know this is no 
question of price, for they are beyond 
price. Say what you will.”

"He says,” said Masouda, "that it is 
a hundred gold pieces for the pair. Can 
you pay as much?”

The brethern looked at each other.

why, I know not—and J must obey. Well, 
at least they are gallant men and worthy 
of such steeds. Half I hoped that you 
and the three of us and my niece Ma- 
soudn, the woman with the secret face 
and eyes that have looked on fear, might 
perish yesterday in the cleft of the 
stream; but it was not willed of Allah. 
So farewell, >’lame, and farewell, timoke, 
children of the desert, who are swifter 
than arrows, for never more shall I ride 
you in battle. Well, at least I have 
others of your matchless blood.”

Then Godwin touched Wulf on the 
shoulder, and they crept away from the 
stable without the Arab knowing that 
they had been there, for it seemed shame
ful to pry upon hie grief. When they 
reached their room again Godwin asked 
Wulf:

"Why does this man sell us those noble 
steeds?”

"Because his niece Masouda has bid 
him to do so,” he answered.

"And why has she bidden him?”
"Ah!” replied Wulf. "He called her 

'the woman with the secret face and eyes 
that have looked on fear,’ didn't he? 
Well, for reasons that have to do with 
his family perhaps, or with her secrets, 
or us, with whom she plays some game 
of which we know neither the beginning 
nor the end. But, Brother Godwin, you 
are wiser than I. Why do you ask me 
these riddles? For my part I do not 
wish to trouble my head about them. All 
I know is that the game is a brave one 
and I mean to go through with it, especi
ally as I believe that this playing will 
lead us to Rosamund.”

"May it lead us nowhere worse,” 
answered Godwin with something like a 
groan, for he remembered that dream of 
his which he dreamed in mid-air between 
the edges of black rock with the white 
foam beneath. But to Wulf he said

the big church which had once been a 
mosque, wearing pilgrim's robes over their 
mal;.

"Do you not accompany us, who are of 
the faith?” asked Wulf.

"Nay,” answered Masouda, "I am in 
no mood to make cofession. This day 
I count my beads at home.”

Bo they -went alone, and mingling with 
a crowd of humble persons at the back 
of the church, which was large and dim, 
watched the knights and priests of various 
nations struggling for precedence of place 
beneath the dome, 
the bishop of the town preach a sermon 
from which they learnt much. He spoke 
at length of the great coming war with 
Baladin, whom he named Anti-Christ. 
Moreover, he prayed them all to compose 
their differences and prepare for that 
awful struggle, lest in the end the Cross 
of their Master should be trampled under 
foot of the Saracen, His soldiers slain, 
His fanes desecrated, and His people 
slaughtered or driven into the sea—words 
of warning that were received in heavy 
silence.

"Four full days have gone by. Let us 
ask our hostess if she has any news for 
us,” said Wulf as they walked back to 
the inn.

"Aye, we will ask her,” answered God-

theni out and mounted, Masouda riding 
like a man and leading the mules, of 
whitih the head of one was tied to the 
tall of the other. Five minutes later they 
were dear of Beirut, and through the 
solemn twilight hush, followed the road 
whereon they had tried the horses, to
wards the Dog River, three leagues away, 
which Masouda said they would reach by 
moonrise. Soon it grew very dark, and 
she rode alongside of them to show them 
the path, but they did not talk much. 
Wulf asked her who would take care of 
the inn while ahe was absent Ao which 
she aneswered sharply that the inn would 
take care of itself, and no more. Picking 
their way along the dark road at a slow 
amble, they crossed the bed of two 
streams then almost dry, till at length 
they heard running water sounding above 
that of the slow wash of the sea to their 
left, and Masouda bade them halt. So 
they waited, until presently the moon 
rose in a clear sky, revealing a wide 
river in front, the pale ocean a hundred 
feet beneath them to the left, and to the 
right great mountains, along the face of 
which their path was cut. So bright was 
it that Godwin could see strange shapes 
carven on the sheer face of the rock, and 
beneath them writing which he could not 
read.

done he eat himself down again cloee lo 
Wulf, who was lost in heavy slumber.

The night was very still and the silence 
so deep that it pressed upon him like a 
weight. He could bear it no longer, and 
rising, began to walk up and down in 
front of the cave, drawing his sword and 
holding it in hie hand as sentries do. Ma
souda lay upon the ground, with her head 
pillowed on a saddle-bag, and the moon
light fell through the cedar boughs upon 
her face. Godwin stopped to look at it, 
and wondered that he had never noted 
before how beautiful she was. Perhaps 
it was but the soft and silvery light which 
clothed those delicate features with so 
much mystery and charm. She might be 
dead, not sleeping; but even as he thought 
this, life came into her face, color stole 
up beneath the pale, olive-hued skin, the 
red lips opened, seeming to mutter some, 
words, and she stretched out her rounded 
arms as though to clasp a vision of her 
dream.

Godwin turned aside; it seemed not 
right to watch her thus, although in truth 
he had only come to know that she was 
safe. He went back to the fire, and lift
ing a cedar bough, which blazed like a 
torch in his left hand, -was about to lay 
it down again on the centre of the flame, 
when suddenly lie heard the sharp and 
terrible cry of a woman in an agony of 
pain or fear, and at the same moment the 
horses and mules began -to plunge and 
snort. In an instant, the blazing bough 
still in his hand, he was back by the cave, 
and lo! there before him, the form of 
Masouda hanging from its jaws, stood a 
great yellow beaet, which, although he 
had never seen its like, he knew must be 
a lioness. It was heading for the cave, 
then catching sight of him, turned and 
bounded away in the direction of the fire, 
purposing to re-enter the wood beyond.

But the woman in its mouth cumbered 
it, and running .swiftly, Godwin came face 
to face with the brute just opposite the 
fire. He hurled the burning bough at it, 
whereupon it dropped Maeouda. and rear
ing itself straight upon it* hind legs, 
stretched out ite daws, and seemed about 
to fall on «him. For this Godwin did not 
wait. He was afraid indeed, who had 
never before fought lions, but he knew 
that he must do or die. Therefore he 
charged straight at it, and with all the 
strength of his strong arm, drove his long 
sword into the yellow beast, till-it seemed 
to him that the steel vanished and he 
could see nothing but the hilt. Then a 
shock, a sound of furious snarling, and 
down he went to earth beneath something 
soft and heavy, and there his senses left r *• 
him.

When they came back again something 
soft was still upon his face; but this 
proved to be only the hand of Masouda, 
who bathed his brow with a cloth dipped 
in water, while Wulf chafed his hands. 
Godwin sat up, and in the light of the 
new risen sun, saw a dead lioness lying 
before him, its breast still transfixed with 
his own sword.

"Bo I saved you,” he said faintly.
"-Yes, you saved me,” answered Ma

eouda, and kneeling down she kiased his 
feet; then rising again, with her long, eofv . 
h^ir wiped away the blood that was run
ning from a wound in his arm.

So the man came,•armed with a eword, 
and led them out, clad in their pilgrims’ 
robes, through the streets of this Eastern 
town, and where everything was so 
strange, that for awhile they forgot their 
troubles in etudying the new life about 
them. They noted, moreover, that though 
they went into quarters where no Franks 
were to be seen, and where fiercc-look- 
ing servants of the prophet stared at 
them sourly, the presence of this slave 
of Masouda seemed sufficient to protect 
them from affront, since on seeing him 
even the turbaned Saracens nudged each 
other and turned aside. In due course 
they came to the inn again, having met 
no one whom tlfey knew, except two 
pilgrims who had been their fellow-pas- 
tengers on the dromon. These men were 
astonished when they said they had been 
through the Saracen quarter of the city, 
where, although this town was in the 
hands of# the Christians, it was scarcely 
thought s£e for Franks to venture with
out a strong guard.

When the brethern were back in their 
chamber, seated in the far corner of it, 
and speaking very low, lest they should 
be overheard, they consulted together 
long and earnestly as to what they should 
<lo. This was clear—they and something 
of their mission were known, and doubt
less notice of their coining would soon 
:be given to Sultan Saladin. From the 
King and great lords in Jerusalem they 
could expect little help, since to give it
might be to bring about an open rupture 'phe eum waB large.

I with Saladin, such as the I ranks dreaded, “Such horses have saved men's lives 
*nd for which they were ill-prepared. In- ere now,” added Masouda, "and I do not 
deed, if they went to them, it seemed think that I can ask him to take less, 
likely that they would be prevented from eeeing that did he but know it, in Jeru- 
Btirring in this dangerous search for a they could be sold for thrice as
.Woman who was the niece of Saladin, and , much. But if you wish, I could lend you
for aught they knew thrown into prison, j m0ney, since doubtless you have jewels 
or shipped back to Europe. True, they | or other articles of value you could give 
might try to find their way to Damascus . aB security—that ring in your breast, for 
jalone, but if the Sultan was warned of instance, Peter.”
itheir coming, would he not cause them, “We have the gold itself,” answered 
fto be killed upon the road, or cast into | YViilf, who would have paid to his last 
f*ome dungeon where they would lan- piece for those horses, 
guish out their lives? The more they ! “They buy,” said Masouda.

! spoke of these matters the more they “They buy, but can they ride?” asked 
.were perplexed, till at length Godwin the Arab.
***4: children or pilgrims. Unless they can

"Brother, our uncle bade us earnestly j ride well they shall not have them—
to seek out this Al-je-bal, and though it not even if you ask it of me.”
seems that to do so is very dangerous,

1

Also they heard

"These horses climb hills like goats,” 
Wulf said; "but one thing is certain: we 
must lead them down.”

Now on the top of the mountain was a 
stretch of land almost flat and stoneless, 
over which they cantered forward, gather
ing speed aa the horses recovered their 
wind till the pace grew fast. Suddenly 
the stallions threw themselves on to 
their haunches and stopped, as well they 
might, for they were on the verge of a 
chasm, at whose far foot a river brawled 
in white foam. For a moment they 
stood; then, at some word from the Arab, 
wheeled round, and, bearing to the left, 
began to gallop back across the table
land, until they approached the edge of 
the mountainside, where the brethern 
thought they would stop. But Masouda 
cried to the Arab, and the Arab cried 
to the horses, and Wulf cried to Godwin 
in the English tongue:

"Show no fear, brother. Where they 
go. we can go.”

"Pray God that the girths may hold,” 
answered Godwin, leaning back against 
the breast of Masouda behind him. As 
he spoke they began to descend the hill, 
slowly at first, afterwards faster and yet 
more fast, till they rushed downwards 
like a whirlwihd.
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"What are these?’' he asked Masouda. 
"The .tablets of kings,” she answered, 
"whose names are written on your hody 
book, who ruled Syria and Egypt thou
sands of years ago.Tkey were great in 
their day when they took this land,great
er even than Salah-ed-din, and now these 
seals that they set upon this rock are all 
that is left of them.”

Godwin and Wulf stared at the weather
worn sculptures, and in the silence of that 
moonlit place there arcee in their minds 
a vision of the mighty armies of different 
tongues and peoples who had stood in 
their pride on this road and looked upon 
the river and the great stone wulf that 
guarded it, which wulf, so said the legend, 
howled at the approach of foes. But now 
he howled no more, for he lay headless 
beneath the waters, and there he lies to 
this day. Well, they were dead, every
one of them, and even their deeds were 
forgotten; and oh! how small the thought 
of it made them feel, these two young 
men bent upon a desperate quest in a 
strange and dangerous land. Masouda read 
what was passing in their hearts, and as 

of the river,

•win.
As it chanced, there was no need, for 

when they entered their chamber they 
found Masouda standing in the centre 
of it, apparently lost in thought.

"I have come to speak with you,” she 
said, looking up. "Do you still wish to 
visit the sheik Al-je-bal?”

"They answered "Yes.”
"Good. I have leave for you to go; 

but I counsel you not to go, for it is 
dangerous. Let us be open with one 
another. I know your object. I knew it 
ah hour before you ever set foot upon this 
shore, and that is why you were brought 
to this house. You would seek the help 
of the lord Sinan against Salah-ed-din, 
from whom you hope to rescue a certain 
great lady of his blood who is your kins
woman and whom both of you—desire in 
marriage.
that also. Well, this land is full of 
spies, who travel to and from Europe 
and make report of all things to those 
who pay them enough. For instance—1 
can say it, as you will not see him again 
—the trader Thomas, with whom you 
stayed in this house, is such a spy. To 
him your story has been passed on by 
other spies in England, and he passed it 
on to me.”

"Are then you a spy also, as the porter 
called you?” asked Wulf outright

"I am what I am,” she answered cold
ly. "Perhaps I also have sworn oaths 
and serve as you serve. Whom my mas
ter is or why I do so is naught to you. 
But I like you well, and we have ridden 
together—a wild ride. Therefore I warn 
you, though perhaps I should not say so 
much, that the lord Al-je-bal is one who 
takes payment for what he gives, «and 
that this business may cost you your 
lives.”

"You warned us against Saladin also," 
said Godwin, "so what is left to us if 
we may dare a visit to neither?”

She shrugged her shoulders. "To take 
service under one of the great Frankish 
lords and wait a chance that will never

l
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nothing of this dream.
When the sun was fully up they pre

pared to go out again, taking with them 
the gold to pay the Arab; but on open
ing the door of their room they met 

How did those horses keep their foot- Masouda, apparently about to knock up- 
ing? They never knew, and certainly on it.
none that were bred in England could "Whither go you, friends Peter and 
have done so. Yet never falling, never John, and so early?” she asked, looking
stumbling even, on they sped, taking at them with a smile upon her beauti-
great rocks in their stride, till at length ful face that was so thrilling and seemed
they reached the level piece of land 
above the stream, or rather above the 
cleft full eighteen feet in width at the 
foot of which that stream ran. Godwin

You see, I have learned
"These horses are not for

no,
to hide so much mystery. Godwin 
thought to himself that it was l~*e 
another smile, that on the face of the 
woman-headed stone sphinx which they 
had seen set up in the market-place of 
Beirut.

Godwin said that he thought so—at 
(I think that we had best obey him who least, they would try. Then the Arab, 
,may have been given forsight at the last, leaving the horses standing there, went 
When all paths are full of thorns what \ ;n,0 the stable, and with the help of two 
matters which you tread?” Gf the inn servants, brought out bridles

“A good saying,” answered Wulf. ' I and saddles unlike any they had seen. 
,am weary of doubts and troublings. Let They were but thickly-quilted pads 
,us follow our uncle’s rede, and visit this stretching far back upon the horses’ loins, 
|01d Man of the Mountains, to do which with strong hide girths strapped with 
|I think the widow Maeouda is the woman wool and chased stirrups fashioned like 
"to help us. If we die on that journey, half hoofs. The bits also were only 
I well, at least we shall have done our 
l>est.”

wthey came to the brink 
pointed to the bubbles that chased each 
other towards the sea, bursting and form
ing again before their eyes.
« "Such are we,” she said briefly; "but 
'the ocean is always yonder, and the river 
is always here, and of fresh bubbles there 
will always be a plenty. So dance on 
Life's water while you may, in the sun
light, in the moonlight,beneath the storm, 
beneath the stars, for ocean calls and bub
bles burst. Now follow me, for I know 
the ford, and at this season the stream 
is not deep. Pilgrim Peter, ride you at 
my side in case I should be washed from 
the saddle; and pilgrim John, come you 
behind, and if they hang back, prick the 
mules with your sword point.”

Thus, then, they entered the river, 
which many might have feared to do at 
night, and, although once or twice the 
water rose to their saddles and the mules

saw and turned cold. Were these fcflk 
mad that they would put double-laden 
horses at such a jump? If they hung 
back, if they missed their stride, if they 
caught hoof or sprang short, swift death 
was their portion.

But the old Arab seated behind Wulf 
only shouted aloud, and Masouda only 
tightened her round arms about God
win’s middle and laughed in his ear. 
The horses heard the shout, and seeming 
to see what was before them, stretched 
out their long necks and rushed forward 
over the flat ground.

Now they were on the verge of the 
terrible place, and, like a man in a dream, 
Godwin noted the sharp, sheer lips of the 
cliff, the gulf between them, and the 
while foam of the stream a score of yarns 
beneath. Then he felt the brave horse 
Flame gather itself together and next 
instant fly into the air like a bird. Also 
—and was this dream indeed, for even 
as they sped over the horrible pit did he 
feel a woman’s lips pressed upon his 
cheek? He was not sure. Who could 
have been at such a time, with death be
neath them? Perchance it was the wind 
that kissed him, or a lock of her loose 
hair that struck across his face. Indeed, 
at the moment he thought of other things 
than woman’s lips—those of the black 
and yawning gulf, for instance.

They swooped through the air, the 
white foam vanished, they were safe. No; 
the hind feet of Flame had missed their 
footing, they fell, they were lost. A 
struggle. How tight those arms clung 
about him. How close that face was 
pressed against his own. Lo! it was over. 
They were speeding down the hill, and 
alongside of the grey horse Flame, raced 
the black horse Bmoke, Wulf, on its 
back, with eyes that seemed to be start
ing form his head, shouting, "A D’Arcy! 
A D’Arcy!” and behind him, turban gone, 
and white burnous floating like a pennon 
on the air, the grim-visaged Arab, who 
also shouted. .Swifter and yet swifter .Did 
ever horses gallop so fast? Swifter and 
yet swifter, ail the air sang past them 
34id the ground seemed to fly away beneath. 
The slope was done. They were on the 
flat; the flat was past, they were in the 
fields; the fields were left behind; and, 
behold! side by side, with hanging heaus 
and panting flanks, the horses Smoke 
and Flame stood still upon the road, their 
sweating hides dyed red in the light of 
the sinking sun.

The grip loosened from about Godwin's 
middle. It had been close; on Masouda's 
round naked arms were the prints of the 
steel shirt beneath his tunic, fhr she 
slipped to the ground and stood looking 
at them. Then she smiled one of her 
slow thrilling smiles, gasped and said:

"You ride well, pilgrim Peter, and 
pilgrim John rides well also, and these 
are good horses; and, oh! that ride was 
worth the riding, even though death had 
been its end. Bon of the Sand, my 
Uncle, what say you?”

"That I- grow old for such gallops— 
two on one horse, with nothing to win.”

"Nothing to win?” said Masouda. "I 
am not so sure!” and she looked at God
win. "Well, you have sold your horses 
to pilgrims who can ride, and they have 
proved them; and I have had a change 
from my cooking in the inn, to which 1 
must now get me back again.”

Wulf wiped the sweat from his brow, 
shook his head, and muttered:

"I always heard the East 
madmen and devils; now I know that it 
is true.”

But Godwin said nothing.
They led the horses back to the inn, 

where the brethern groomed them down 
under the direction of the Arab, that the 
gallant beasts might get used to them, 
which, after carrying them upon that 
fearful ride, they did readily enough. 
Then they fed them with chopped barley, 
ear and straw together, and gave them 
water to drink that had stood in the 
sun all day to warm, in which the Arab 
mixed flour and some white wine.

Next morning at the dawn they rose 
to see how Flame and Bmoke fared after 
that journey, Entering the stable, they 
heard the sound of a man weeping, and 
hidden in the shadow, saw by the dim 
light of the morning that it was the old 
Arab, who stood with his back to them, 
an arm around the neck of each horse, 
which he kissed from time to time. 
Moreover, he talked aloud in his own 
tongue to them, ealling them his children, 
and saying that rather would he sell his 
wife and sister to the Franks.

"But,” he added, "she has spoken—

4'

“To visit our horses and 
uncle, the Arab, his money,
Wulf.

"Indeed! I thought I saw you do the 
first an hour ago, and as for the second, 
it is useless; Son of the Sand has gone.”

"Gone! iVTith the horses?”
"Nay, he has left them behind.”
"Did you pay him, then, lady-” asked 

Godwin.

pay# your 
” answered

snaffles without curbs.
When all was ready and the stirrups 

had been left down to the length they 
desired, the Arab motioned to them to 
mount. As they prepared to do so, how
ever, he spoke some word, and suddenly 
those meek, quiet horses were turned into 
two devils, which reared up on their hind 
legs and threatened them with their teeth 
and with their front hoofs, that were 
shod with thin plates of iron. Godwin 
stood wondering, but Wulf, who was 
angry at the trick, got behind the horses, 
and watching his chance, put his hands 
upon the flanks of the stallion named 
Smoke, and with one spring leapt into 
the saddle. Masouda smiled, and even 
the Arab muttered “Good,” while Smoke, 
feeling himself backed, came to the ground 
again and become quiet as a sheep, hhen 
the Arab spoke to the horse Flame, and 
Godwin was allowed to vault into the 
saddle also.

"Where shall we go?” he asked.
Masouda said that they would show 

them, and, accompanied by her and the 
Arab, they walked the horses until they 
were quite clear of the town, to find 
themselves on a road that had the sea 
to the left, and to the right a stretch 
of flat land, some of it cultivated, above 
which rose the steep and stony sides 
of hills. Here on this road they trotted 
and cantered the horses to and fro, till 
they began to be at home in their strange 
saddles who from childhood had ridden 
barebacked in the Essex marshes, and to 
learn what pressure on the bit was need
ed to check or turn them. When they 
came back to where the pair stood, Ma
souda said that if they were not afraid 
the seller wished to show them that the 
horses were both strong and swift.

“We fear no ride that he dares ta take 
himself,” answered Wulf angrily, where
on the Arab smiled grimly and said some
thing in a low voice to Masouda. Then, 
placing his hand upon Smoke’s flank, he 
leapt up behind Wulf, the horse never 
stirring.

“Say, Peter, are you minded to take 
a companion for this ride?” asked Ma
souda; and as she spoke a strange look 
came into her eyes, a wild look that was 
new to the brethern.

"Surely,” answered Godwin, "but where 
is the companion?”

Her reply was to do as the Arab had 
done, and seating herself straddle-legged 
behind Godwin, to clasp him around the 
middle.

"Truly you look a pretty pilgrim now, 
brother,” said Wulf, laughing aloud, while 
even the grave Arab smiled and Godwin 
muttered between his teeth the old 
proverb "Woman on croup, devil on 
bow.” But aloud he said "I am indeed 
honored; yet, friend Masouda, if harm 
should come of this, do not blame me.”

"No harm will come—to you, friend 
Peter; and I bad been so long cooped 
in an inn that I, who am desert-borne 
wish for a gallop on the mountains with 
a good horse beneath me and a brave 
knight in front. Listen, you brethern; 
you say you do not fear; then leave your 
bridles loose, and where'er we go and 
what'er we meet , seek not to check 
or turn the horses Flame and Smoke. 
Now, Son of the Sand, we will test these 
nags of which you sing so loud a song. 
Away, and let the ride be fast and far!”

"On your head be it then, daughter,” 
answered the old Arab, 
that these Franks can sit a horse!”

Then hie aombre eyes seemed to take 
fire, and gripping the encircling saddle 
girth, he uttered some word of command, 
at which the stallions threw up their 
heads and began to move at a long, 
swinging gallop towards the mountains a 
ralle away, At first they went over culti
vated land off which the crops had al
ready been cut, striking two or three 
ditches and a low wall In their stride 
so smoothly that the brethern fell aa 
though they were seated upon swallows, 
Then cam® a space of sandy sward, half 
a mile e? more, where their pace quicken
ed, after winch they began to breast 
til» long slope of a hill, picking their 
way amongst its stones like cats, Ever 
steeper ft grew, til! in places it was so 
sheer that Godwin must clutch the 
p£ Flame, and M**euda must cling close

CHAPTER IX.
It was easy to see that Masouda was 

pleased at this courteous word, for her 
voice, which in general seemed somewhat 
hard, softened as she answered, for the 
first time giving him his own title.

"Why do you call me ‘lady/ Sir God
win D’Arcy, who am but an inn-keeper, 
for whom sometimes men find hard 
names? Well, perhaps I was a lady 
once before I became an inn-keeper; but 
now I am—the widow Masouda, as you 
are the pilgrim Peter. Still, I thank you 
for this—bad guess of yours.” Then, 
stepping back a foot or two towards the 
door, which she had closed behind her, 
she made him a courtsey so full of dignity 
and grace that any who saw it must be 
sure that, wherever she might dwell, she 
was not bred in inns.

Godwin returned the bow, doffing his 
cap. Their eyes met and from hers he 
learned that he had no treachery to fear 
from this woman, whatever else he might 
have to fear. Indeed, from that moment, 
however black and doubtful seemed the 
road, he would have trusted his life to 
her; for this was the message written 
there—a message which she meant that 
he should read. Yet at liis heart he felt 
terribly afraid. Wulf, who saw some
thing of all this and guessed more, also 
was afraid. ‘ He wondered what Rosa
mund would have thought of it, if she 
had seen that strange look in the eyes 
of this woman who had been a lady and 
was an inn-keeper, of one whom men 
called Spy. and daughter of Satan, and 
child of Al-je-bal. To- his fancy that 
look was like a flash of lightning upon a 
dark night, which for a second illumines 
some magical, unguessed landscape, after 
which comes the night again, blacker 
than before.

Now the widow Masouda was saying 
in her usual somewhat hard voice:

"No; T did not pay him. At the last 
he would take no money but, having 
passed it, neither, would he break his 
word to knights who can ride so well and 
boldly. So I made a bargain with him on 
behalf of both of you, which I expect 
that you will keep, since my. good faith 
is pledged, and this Arab is a chief and 
my kinsman. It is this, that if you and 
these horses should live, and the time 
comes when you have no more need of 
them, you will cause it to be cried in the 
market-place of whatever town is nearest 
to you. by the voice of the public crier, 
that for six days they stand to be re
turned to him who lent them. Then 
if he comes not they can be sold, which 
must not be sold or given away to any 

without this proclamation. Do you

The Horses Flame apd Smoke.

On the following morning, when they 
came into the eating-room of the inn, 
Godwin and Wulf found they were no 
longer alone in the house, for sundiy 
other guests sat there partaking of their 
morning meal. Among them a grave mer
chant from Damascus, another from Alex
andria in Egypt, a man who seemed to 
be an Arab chief, a Jew of Jerusalem, 
and none other than the English trader 
Thomas of Ipswich, their fellow-pass
enger, who greulL^lhem warmly. Truly 
they were a strange and motely set of 
men. Considering them as the young and 
stately widow Masouda moved from one 
to the other, talking to each in turn while 
she attended to their wants, it came in 
to Godwin’s mind that they might be 
spies meeting there to gain or exchange 
information, or even to make report to 
their hostess, in whose pay perhaps they 
were. Still if so, of this they showed no 
sign, speaking for the most part in French 
which all of them understood, on gcner.il 
matters, such as ; Ik* heat of the weather, 
the prim <f transport animals or *ftier- 
tirimli <. »? .id ; lie cities whither they 
purposed i » irr.vel.

The trader, Thomas, it seemed, had 
intended to start for Jerusalem that 
morning with his goods. But the riding 
jjnule he had bought proved to be lame 
from a prick in the hoof, nor were all 
his hired camels come down from the 
mountains, so that he must wait a few 
days, or so he said. Under these circum
stances, he offered the brethern his com
pany in their ramblings about the town.- 
This they thought it wise not to refuse, 
although they ten little confidence in the 
man, believing that it was he who had 
found out their story and true names 
and revealed them to Masouda, either 
through talkativeness or with a purpose.

However these things might be, this 
Thomas proved of service to them, since, 
although he was but just landed, he 
seemed to know all that has passed in 
Syria since he left it, and all that was 
passing then. Thus he told them how 
Guy of Lusignan had just made himself 
king in Jerusalem on the death of the 
child Baldwin, and how Raymond of 
Tripoli refused to acknowledge him and 
was about to be besieged in Tiberias. 
How Saladin also was gathering a great 
host at Damascus to make war upon the 
Christians, and many other things, false 
and true.

In his company, then, and sometimes in 
that of the other guests—none of whom 
showed any curiosity concerning them, 
though whether this was from good 
manners or for other reasons they could 
not be .sure—the brethern passed the 
hours profitably enough.

It was on the third morning of their 
stay that their hostess Maeouda, with 
whom as yet they had no further private 
talk, asked them that if they had not 
said that they wished to buy horses. On 
their answering "Yes,” ahe added that 
sha had told a certain man to bring two 
for them to look at, which were now in 
the stable beyond the garden. Thither 
they went, aueompanied by Maeouda, vo 
find a grave Arab, wrapped in a garment 
of camel’s hair and carrying a spear in 
hia hand, standing at tho door of the 
care which, ns is common in the East 
where the heat is so great, served the 
purpose of a stable, As they advanced 
raward him, Masouda said:

"If you like the horses, leave me to 
bargain, and §œm to understand nothing 
of my talk,”

The Arab, who took no natte» of them, 
siiatart Masouda and said to her in 
Arable:

T» ft them tar Franks that I have been 
ordetad to bring the two priceless onetuf 

"What is that to you, my Uncle, Bon 
of fBand?" fbe »«ked, #%et them be 
Jed forth (list T ïffgy whether they 
n ra ihosa î>? I seat,"

The m*n turned and called through the
doer ef the oarg,

Wiarae., hitherf* Aa lio spoke,
there war » found pf b$efe, #ud through

\

)CHAPTER X.

On Board the G*lley.
were stubborn in the swift stream, in the 
end gained the further bank in safety. 
Thence they pursued their path through 
mountains till at length the sun rose and 
they found themselves in a lonely land 
where no one was to be seen. Here they 
halted in a grove of oaks, off-saddled «their 
animals, tethered and fed them with bar
ley which they had brought upon a mule, 
and ate of the food that Masouda had 
provided. Then, having secured the 
beasts, they lay down to sleep, all three 
of them, since Masouda said that here 
there was nothing to fear; and being 
weary, slept on till the heat of noon was 
past, when once more they fed the horses 
and mules, and having dined themselves, 
set forward upon their way.

Now their road—if road it could be 
called, for they could see none—ran ever 
upwards -through rough, mountainous 
country, where seemed to dwell neither 
man nor beast. At sunset they halted 
again, and at moonrise went forward till 
the night turned towards morning, when 
they came to a place where was a little 
cave. Before they reached this spot of a 
sudden 'the silence of those lonely hills 
was broken by a sound of roaring, not 
very near to them, but so loud and so 
long that it echoed and re-echoed from the 
cliff. At it -the horses Flame and Smoke 
pricked their ears and trembled, while 
the mules strove to break away and run 
back.

"What is -that?” asked Wulf, who had 
never heard its like.

"Lions,” answered Masouda. "We draw 
near the country where there are many 
of them, and therefore shall do well to 
halt presently, since it is best to pass 
through that land in daylight.”

So when -they came to the cave, having 
heard no more of the lion, or lions, they 
unsaddled there, purposing to put the 
horses into it, where they would be safe 
from the attack of any such ravening 
beast. But when they tried to do this, 
Smoke and Flame spread out their nos
trils, and setting their feet firm before 
them, refused to enter -the place, about 
which there

"Perhaps jackals have been here,” said 
Masouda. "Let us tether them all in the

come. Or, better still, to sew some cockle 
shells into your hats, go home as holy 
men who have made the pilgrimage, 
marry the richest wives that you can 
find, and forget Al-je-bal and Salah-ed- 
din and the lady about whom he has 
dreamed a dream: Only then,” she add
ed in a changed voice, "remember, you 
must leave your horses Flame and Smoke 
behind you.”

"We wish to ride those horses,” said 
Wulf lightly, and Godwin turned on her 
with anger in his eyes.

"You seem to know' our story, he 
said, "and the mission to which we are 
sworn. What sort of knights do you 
think us, then, that you dare to offer us 
counsel that is fitter for those spies from 
whom you learn vour tidings? You talk 
of our lives. Well, we hold our lives in 
trust, and when they are asked of us 
we will yield them up, having done all 
that we may do.”

"Well spoken.” answered

Rosamund was led from the Hall of 1 
Steeple across the meadow down to the 

at Steeple Creek, where a great boat 
which the brethren had

quay
waited—that of 
found the impress in the mud. In this 
the band embarked, placing their dead 
and wounded, with one or two to tend 
them, in the fishing skiff that had be
longed to her father. This skiff having 
been made fast to the stern of the boat, 
they pushed off, and in utter silence row
ed down the creek till they reached the 
tidal stream of the blackwater, where 
they turned their bow seawards. Through 
the thick night- and the falling snow slow
ly they felt therr way along, sometimes 
rowing, sometimes drifting, while the 
false palmer Nicholas steevCd them. The 
journey proved dangerous, for they could 
scarcely see the shore, although they kept 
as cloee to it as they dared.

The end of it was that they grounded 
on a mud bank, and, do what they would, 
could not thrust themselves free. Now 
hope rose in the heart of Rosamund, who 
sat still as a statue in the middle of the 
boat, the prince Hassan at her side and 
the armed men—twenty or thirty of them 
—all about her. Perhaps, she thought, 
they would remain fast there till daybreak, 
and be seen and rescued when the breth- 

woke from their drugged sleep. But 
Hassan read her mind, and said to her 
gently enough:—

"Be not deceived, lady, for I must tell 
‘you that if the worst comes to the worst, 
we shall place you in the little skiff and 

leaving the rest- to take their

\

Masouda.
"Ill should I have thought of you hail 
3'ou said otherwise. But why would you 
go to Al-je-bal?”

"Because our uncle at bis death bade
us so to do without fail, and having no 
other counsel we will take that of his 
spirit, let come what may.”

"Well spoken again! Then to Al-je-bal 
you shall go, and let come what may— 
to all three of us!”

"To all three of us,” said Wulf. “What 
then, is your part in the matter?'

"I do not know, but perhaps 
than you think. At least, I must be 
your guide.”

"Do you mean to betray us?” asked 
Wulf bluntly.

She drew herself up and looked him in 
tlic ey esttll he grew red, then said:

“Ask your brother if he thinks that 1 
mean to betray you. No; I mean to 
save you, if I can, and it comes into 
mind that before all is done, you will 
need saving, who speak so roughly to 
those who would befriend you. Nay; 
answer not; it is not strange that

re n

more

go on 
chance.”

As it happened, at the full tide they 
floated off the bank and drifted with the 
ebb down towards, the sea. At the fiip-t 
break of dawn she looked up, and th^re, 
looming large in the mist, lay a galltx,^ 
anchored in the mouth of the river. Cri\- K 
ing thanks to Allah for their safe arrival, 
the band brought her aboard and led her 
towards the cabin. On the poop stood a 
tall man, who was commanding the sail
ors that they should get up the anchor.
As she came he advanced to her, bowing

you
should doubt. Pilgrims to the fearful 
shrine'of Al-je-bal, if it pleases you, we 
will ride at nightfall. Do not trouble ! 
about food and such matters. T will make
preparations, but we go alone and secret- 0P®*1: ^ ... ,
ly. Take only your arms and what gar- , rhls !he“ they <hd bmldmg a fire in
ments you may need; the rest I will store, fr°n= o£ th,em ^ dr>- wood that £ay 
and for it give you my receipt. Now 1 | about ,n Plen‘y’ £or ,here Saw, sombre
go to make things ready. See, I pray, cedar trees. The brethren sat dosa bj
of you, that tihe horses Flame and Smoke I l^:8 ^Te; t^.e. niS*lt; being hot, Ma-
are saddled by sunset.” 9°uda laid hereelf down about fifteen

At sundown, accordingly, the brethren Paces* a'vay under a «edar lree- "hl=h 
stood waiting in their room. They were grew almost in front of the mouth ot the 
fully armed beneath their rough pilgrims’ cave an<l slept, being tired with long nd- 
robes, even to the bucklers which had | in8- Wulf slept a^so, mice Godwin had 
been hidden in their baggage. Also the aS1-ce4 J° keep watch for the first part of 
saddle-bags of carpet which Masouda had L^ie
given them were packed with such things F°r an hour or more he sat close by 
«as they must take, the rest having been lbe horses, and noted that they fed un
handed over to her keeping. easily and would not lie down. Soon.how-

Presently the door opened, and a young ever, he was lost in his own thoughts, 
stood before them clothed in the and, as he heard no more of the lions, 

rough camel-hair garment, 
which is common in the East.

“What do you want?” asked Godwin, j might be. Hq wondered also about Ma- 
“I want you, brothers Peter and .John,” 1 souda, who she was, how she came to

know so much, why she befriended them 
if she really was a friend, and other things 
—for instance, of that leap over the sun
ken stream; and whether—no, surely he 
had been1 mistaken, her eyes had never 
looked at him like that. Why, he was 
sleeping at hi* post, and the eyes in the 
darkness yonder were not those of a wo
man. Women's eyes were not green and 
gold; they did not grow large, then les
sen and vanish away,

Godwin sprang to his feet, As he 
thought, they were no eyes, He had 
dreamed, that was all. So he took cedar 
boughs and threw them on to the fire, 
where soon they flared gloriously, which

was an evil smell.
and saying: —

"Lady Rosamund, thus you find me 
again, when doubtless you never thought 
to see me more.”

She looked at him in the faint light and 
her blood went cold. It. was the knight 
Lczelle.

"You here. Sir Hugh.” she gasped.
"Where you are, there I am,” he ans

wered, with a sneer upon his coarse, hand
some face, 
should be so, beauteous Rosamund, after 
vour saintly cousin worsted me in the 
fray?”

"You here,” she repeated, "you, a Chris
tian knight, and in the pay of Saladin!”

"In the pay of anyone who leads me to 
you, Rosamund.” Then, seeing the emir 
Hacsan approach, he turned to give some 
orders to the sailors, and she passed on to 
the cabin and in her agony fell upon her 
knees.

When Rosamund rose from them she 
felt that the ship was moving, and, desir
ing to look her last on Essex land, 
out again upon the poop, where Hassan 
and Sir Hugh placed themselves, 
either side of her. Then it was that she 

the tower of St. Peter-on-the-Wall

-one
coneent?”

"Aye,” answered both of them, but 
Wulf added: Only we should like to 
know why the Arab, Son-of-the-Sand, who 
is your kinsman, trusts his glorious horses 
to us in this fashion.”

"Your breakfast is served, my guests,” 
answered Masouda in tones that rang 
like the clash of metal, ho hard were 
they. Whereon Wulf shook his head and 
followed her into the eating-room, which 

empty again as it had been on

"Did I not swear that it
was full of

was now 
the afternoon of their arrival.

Most of the day they spent with their 
horses. In tho evening, this time un
accompanied by Masouda, they rode out 
for a little way, though rather doubt
fully, since they were not sure that there 
beasts which seemed to be almost human 
would not take the bits between their 
teeth and rush with them back to tho 
desert whence they came. But although 
from time to time the3r looked about 
them for their master, the Arab, whinny
ing as they looked, this they did not do, 
or show vice of any kind; indeed, two 
lady’s palfrys could not have been more 
quiet. So the brethern brought them 
home again, groomed, fed and fondled 
them, while they pricked their cars, 
sniffing them all over, as though they 
knew that these were their new lords 
and wished to make friends of them,

“Pray Allah

or burnous, tell to wondering over the strangeness of 
their journey and of what the end of it

wentwas the reply, and they taw that the riim 
young man was Masouda. “What! you 
English innocents, do you not know a 
woman through a camel-hair cloak?” she 
added as she led the way to the stable. 
“Well, so much the better, for it shows 
that my disguise is good. Henceforth be 
pleased to forget the widow Masouda 
and/until we reach the land of Al-je-ibal, 
to remember that. I am your servant, a 
half-breed from Jaffa named David, of 
no religion—or of all,”

In the stable the horses i|tood saddled, 
and near to them another—a good Arab 

and two laden Cyprian mules, but no 
attendant was to be seen. They brought

one upon

saw
and her cousins seated on horseback in 
front of it, the light of the sun shining 
upon their mail. Also ahe saw Wulf spur 
his horse into the sea, and faintly heard 
his great cry of "Fear not! We follow, 
we follow!”

A thought came to her, and she sprang 
towards the bulwark; but they were 
watching and held her, so that all that 
she could do was to throw up her arms 
in token.

The morrow was a Sunday, and at
tended by Masouda’s slave, without whom 
she would not suffer them to walk in 
the town, the brethern went to mass in

mane
(To be continued.)
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