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CHAPTER V.—(Continued.)

“Were I not a Christian would T visit
this foggy land of yours to trade in wine?”’
answered the man, drawing aside the
folds of his shawl and revealing a silver
crucifix upon his broad breast. “I am a
merchant of Famagusta in Cyprus, Geor-
gios by mame, and of the Greek Church
which you Westerners hold to be hereti-
cal. But what think you of that wine,
holy Abbot?”

The Prior smacked his lips.

“Frien Georgios, it is indeed a drink
for the saints,” he answered.

“Aye, and thas been a drink for sinners
ere now—for{ this is the very liquor that
Cleopatra, Queen of Egypt, drank with
her Roman lover Anthony, of whom you,
being a learned man, may have heard.
And you, Sir Knight, what say you of the
black stuffi—Mavro,” we call it—not the
common, but that which has been twenty
years in cask?”’

“I have tasted worse,” said Wulf, hold-
ing out his horn to be filled again.

“Aye, and will never taste better if you
live as long as the Wandering Jew.
Well, sirs, may I take your orders? If
you are wise you will make them large,
since no such chance is likely to come
your way again, and that wine, yellow or
red, will keep for a century.”

Then the chaffering began, and it was
long and keen—indeed, at one time they
nearly left the place without purchasing,
but the merchant Georgios called them
back and offered to come to their terms
if they would take double the quantity,
so as to make up a cartload between them,
which he said he would deliver before
Christmas Day. To this they consented
at length, and departed homewards made
happy by the gifts with which the chap-
man clinched the bargain, after the East-
ern fashion. To the Prior he gave a roll
of worked silk to be used as an edging to
an altar cloth or banner, and to Wulf a
dagger handle, quaintly carved in olive
wood to the fashion of an rampant hon.
Wulf thanked him, and then asked him
with a somewhat shamed face if he had
more embroidery for sale, whereat the
Prior smiled. The quick-eyed Cypriote
saw the smile, and inquired if it might be
needed for a lady’s wear, at which some
neighbors present in the room laughed
outright.

“Do not laugh at me, gentlemen,” said
the Easterner; “for how can I, a stranger,
know this young knight's affairs, and
whether he has mother, or sisters, or
wife, or lover? Well here are broideries
fit for any of them.” Then bidding his
servant bring a bale, he opened it, and
began to show his goods, which, indeed,
were very beautiful. In the end Wulf
purchased a veil of gauze-like silk worked
with golden stars as a Christmas gift for
Rosamund. Afterwards, bethinking him
that even in such a matter he must take
no advantage of his brother, he added to
it a tunc embroidered with gold and sil-
ver flowers such as he had never seen—
for they were Eastern tulips and Ane-
mones, which Godwin would give her al-
€0 if he wished. These silks were costly,
and Wulf turned to the Prior to borrow
money, but he had no more upon him.

"Georgios said, however, that it mattered
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nothing, as he would take a guide from
the town and bring the wine in person,
when he could receive payment for the
broideries, of which he hoped to sell more
to the ladies of the house.

He offered also to go with the Prior
and Wulf to where his ship lay in the
river, and show them many other goods
aboard of her, which, he explained to
them, were the property of a company of
Cyprian merchants who had embarked up-
on this venture jointly with himself. This
they declined, however, as the darkness
was not far off; but Wulf added that he
would come after .Christmas with his
brother to see the ship that had made so

“wagon.

‘ thought otherwise,” he said, ‘“when they

, horees’ knees in blood, and I have been

the work, laughing when they told her|to do? Already it ie nearly dark, and
that it had not yet been paid for, and|how I shall find my way up yonder steep
e that ,however it was come by, 'Sh,el hill T know not. As for the priceless
would wear both tunic and veil at their R
Bl L voi i beheld at nightial), | Droideries, T cuppose they must atay hegt
About two oclock in the afternoon a | for the night, since that wheel cannot
servant came into the hall to say that a|be mended till tomorrow—’
wain drawn by three horses and accom-| “As you and your servant had best do
panied by two men, one of whom led the!also,” said Sir Andrew kindly. ‘‘Come,
horses, was coming down the road from |man, do not grieve; we are used to broken
Steeple village. axles here in Fssex, and you and your
“Our merchant—and in time after all,” | servant may as well eat your Christmas
said Wulf, and, followed by the others,|dinners at Steeple as in Southminster.”
he went out to receive them. “'T thank you Sir knight; I thank you.
Georgios it was sure enough, wrapped | But why should 1, who am but a mer-
up in a great sheepskin cloak such as ! chant, thrust myself upon your noble com-
Cypriotes wear in winter, and seated on | pany? Let me stop outside with my man,
the head of one of his own barrels. Pctros, and dine with your servants in
“Your pardon, knights,” he said as he | that barn, where 1 eee they are making
scrambled nimbly to the ground. “The ready their food.’: -
roads in this country are such that, al “By no means,” answered Sir Andrew.
though I have left mearly half my load at | * Leave our eervant with my people, who
Stangate, it has taken me four long hours will look after him, and come you into

to come from the Abbey here, most of ‘B¢ hall, and tell me some more of Cy-
which time we have spent in mud-holes PTUS till our Christmas meat is ready,which

that have wearied the horses and, as I vnyl be soon. Fear not for _v.r’)ur goods;
fear, strained the wheels of this crazy tni,v will be placed “T‘de' ki bey
Still, here we dre at last, and,] - = unworth_y o . ki I“o i a(;l-
noble sir,” he aded, bowing to Sir An-'h,‘wred S pol)ie ’?gmgo‘s. Petll'os,' 3
deew. “hiate too is the wine that your sonl you \ln.dgrftan«i. his noble lord gives
fnight of me.” | us hospitality for the night. His eervanis
“My n.phew” interrupted Sir Andrew | vs e }\'here t,oheat a’r‘xd sleep,
“Once mi - : ur pardon. I t‘ho“gh‘»jdn';l’h]e:e_]&a)nou \\‘7}::;].1 }s;gnix;:;mld. was a
from their Lk ness to you that these| Cyproite—a fisherman in summer and a
kr:}ghts WeIe FOML ec s, i muleteer in winter—bowed, and fixing his
: Has he bought ai it stuff?”’ asked’dark eyes upon those of his master, spoke
Sir’ Andrew—for there were five tubs on!in some foreign tongue.
the wagon, besides one or two sma]]er; “You hear what ‘he says, the silly fel-
kegs and some packages wiij i\\d in sheep- | low” said Georgios. “What? You do not
skin. | understand Greek—only Arabic? Well, he
“No, alas!” answered the Cypriote rue- | asks me to give him money to pay for his
fully, and shrugging his shoulders. “Only | dinner and his night's lodging. You muet
two of them, Mavro. The rest I took to forgive him, for although he can epeak
the Abbey, for I understood the holy | Your language, he is but a simple peas-
Prior to say that he would purchase six | ant, and cannot understand that anyone
casks, but it seems that it was but three may be lodged and fed without payment.
he needed.” I will explain to him, the pig!” And ex-
“He said three,” put in Waulf. plain he did in shrill, high notes, of which
“Did he, sir?” Then doubtless the er. |00 one could understand a word. “There,
ror was mine, who speak your tongue but | Sir Knight, I do not think he will offend

ill. So I must drag the rest back again : Ah! look. He is walking
over those accursed roads,” and he made O.f.f—he is sulky. Well, let him alone he
another grimace. “Yet I will ask you, will Ge back tor R dinner, fhe Py 08,

o i 2 the wet and the wind! A Cypriote does
sir,”” he added to Sir Andrew, “to lighten b S s ;
B & Ll b sccepting this mnall not mind them in his sheepekins, in which

: he will sleep even in the snow.”
keg of the old sweet vmgige that grows| go Georgri)os, till decla,i?ning upon the
on“;:he 5_'107’?5 of T"O(l“‘??s-. : shortcomings of his servant, they went
. Temiembeér it well,” said Sir Andrew, | back into the hall. Here the conversa-
with a smile; “but, friend, I d‘f’ not wish | tion soon turned upon other matters, such
to take your wine for nothing. . |as the differences between the creeds of
bAt e:lhese words the face of Georgios|the Gresk and latin churches—a subject
eamed. upon which he seemed to be an expert—
“What, noble sir,”” he exclaimed, “do P

and the fear of the Christians in Cyprus
you know my land of Cyprus? Oh, then|lest Saladin should attempt to capture
indeed I kiss your hands, and surely you

that island.

will not affront me by refusing this little| At length 5 o’clock came, and Georgios
presenit? Indeed, to be frank, I can af- having first been taken to the lavatory—
ford to lose its price, who have done a|it was but a stone trough—to wash his
good trade, even here in Essex.” hands, was led to the dinner, or rather to

“As you will,” said Sir Andrew. “I the supper table, which stood upon a dais
thank you, and perbaps you have other [in front of the entrance to the solar. Here
things to sell.” places were laid for six—Sir Andrew, his

“I have indeed a few embroideries if |nephews, Rosamund, the chaplain, Mat-
this most gracious lady would be pleased | thew, who celebrated masses in the church
to look at them. Some carpets also, such and ate at the hall on feast days, and the
as the Moslems used to pray -on in the Cypriote merchant, Georgios himself. Be-
name of their false prophet, Mahomet,” low the dais, and between it and the fire,
and turning, he spat upon the ground. was another table, at which were already

“] perceive you are a Christian,” said |gathered twelve guests, being the chief
Bir Andrew. “Yet, although 1 fought

. tenants of Sir Andrew and the reeves of
against them, T have known many a good | his outlying lands. On most days the ser-
Mussulman.- Nor do I think it necessary |vants of the house, with the huntsmen,
to spi.t at the mame of Mohamet, who to|swineherds, and others, sat'at a third
my mind was a great man deceived by the table beyond the fire. But as nothing
ar‘tzﬁcg of Satan.” would stop these from growing drunken

‘Neither do I,” eaid Godwin reflective-|on good liquor at a feast, and though
Iy. “It's true servants should fight the|many ladies thought little or it, there was
enemies of the cross and pray for their|no sin that Rosamund hated so much as
souls, not spit at them.”

this, now their lord sent them to eat and

_The_merchant looked at them curiously, | drink at their ease in the barn which

fingering the silver crucifix that hung upon |stood in the court yard with its back to
his breast.” The captors of the Holy City | the moat.

When all had taken their seats, the

chaplain said grace, and the meal began.

1t was rude but very plentiful. First,

you so again.

rode into the Mosque El Aksa up to their

filled with water. There followed a long
murmur of satisfaction.

“Wine! It is nectar!” said Wulf.

“Aye,” put in the chaplain, Matthew;
“Adam might have drunk this in the
Garden,” while from the lower table
came jovial shouts of praise of this
smooth, creamlike vintage.

Certainly .that wine was both rich and
strong. Thus, after his sup of it, a veil
seemed as it were to fall on the mind of
Sir Andrew and cover it up. It lifted
again, and lo! his brain was full of mem-
ories and foresights. Circumstances which
he had forgotten for many years came
back to him all together, like a crowd of
children tumbling out to play. ‘Lhese
passed, and he grew suddenly afraid. Yet
what had he to fear that night? 'L'he
gates across the moat were locked and
guarded. Trusty men, a score or more of
them, ate in his outbuildings within those
gates; while others, still more’ trusted,
sat in his hall; and on his right hand and
on his Jeft were those two strong and vali-
ant knights, Sir Godwin and Sir Wulf.
No, there was nothing to fear—and yet
he felt afraid. Suddenly he heard a voice
speak. It was Rosamund’s; and she
said:—-

“Why is there such silence, father? A
while ago I heard the servants and bonds-
men carousing in the barn; now they are
still as death. Oh, and look! Are all
here drunken? Godwin—"

But as she spoke Godwin’s head fell
forward on the board, while Wulf rose,
half drew his sword, then threw his arm
about the neck of the priest, and sank
with him to the ground. As it was with
these, so it seemed -with all, for folk rock-
ed to and fro, then sank to sleep, every-
one of them, save the merchant Georgios
who rose to call another toast.

“Stranger,” said Sir Andrew, in a heavy
voice, “your wine is very strong.”

“Tt would seem so, Sir Knight,” he
answered; “but I will wake them from
their wassail.”” Springing from the dais
lightly as a cat, he ran down the hall
crying, “Air is what they need. Air!”
Now, coming to the door he threw it
wide open, and drawing a silver whistle
from his robe, blew it long and loud.
“What,” he laughed, “do they still
sleep?”’ Why, then, I must give a toast
that. will rouse them all,” and seizing a
horn mug, he waved it and shouted:—

“Arouse you, ye drunkards, and drink
to the Lady Rose of the World, Princess
of Baalbec, and niece to my royal master,
Yusuf Salah-ed-din, who sends me to lead
her ta him!”

“Oh, father,” shrieked Rosamund, “the
wine was drugged and we are betrayed!™

As the words passed her lips there rose
the sound of running feet, and through
the open door of the far end of the hall
burst in a score or over of armed men.
Then at last Sir Andrew saw and under-
stood.

With a roar of rage like that of a
wounded lion, he seized his daughter and
dragged her back with him down the pas-
sage into the solar where a fire burned
and lights had been lit ready for their re-
tiring, flinging to "and bolting the door
behind them.

“Swift,” he eaid, as he tore his gown
from him, ‘‘there is no escape, but at
least I can die fighting for you. Give me
my mail.”’

She snatched the hauberk from the
wall, and while they thundered at the
door, did it on to him—aye, and ‘his steel
helm also, and gave him his long sword
and his shield.

“Now,” he said, “help me.” And they
thrust the oak table forward, and overset
it in front of the door, and threw the
chairs and stools on either side, that men
might stumble on them.

“There is a bow,” he said, “and you
can use it as I have taught you. Get to
one side and out of reach of the sword
sweeps, and shoot past me as they rush;

4 : taught otherwice. But the times grow
great a voyage. Georgios replied that | . : ] g
they would be very welcome, but if he liberal, and, after all, what right has a

3 5 2 7 o | poor trader whose mind, alas! is set more
could make shift to finish the repairs to ' " o " "0 Nve cufferings of the bl
his rudder, he was anxious to sail foried li,m NG Y aad zszed = gs]s-
London while the weather held calm, for . = . A A T _’hlmee f,

n e > = to form a judgment upon euch high mat-
there he looked to sell the bulk of his!ier? Pardon me, I accept your reproof
cargo. He added that he had expected to0 %4 perhaps am %igmed.” . . ?
epend Christmas at that city, but their; yet had they but known it, this “re-
helm having gone wrong 1n the rough'proof” was to save the life of many a man
weather, they were driven past the | that night.
mouth of the Thames, and had they not| “May I ask help with these packages
drifted into that of the Crouch, would,'he went on, “as I cannot.open them here,
he thought, have foundered. So he bade and to move the casks? Nay, the little
them farewell for that time, but not be-ikeg I will carry myself, as I hope that
fore he had asked and received the bless-i vou will taste of it at yeur Christmas
ing of the Prior. feast. It must be gently handled, though

%‘hus the pair of them departed, wellzl fear me that those roads of yours will
pleased with their purchases and ~theinot improve its quality.” Then twisting
Cypriote Georgios, whom they found a! it from the end of the wain onto his
very pleasant merchant. Prior John stop-! shoulder in such a fashion that it remain-
ped to eat at the Hall that night, when|ed upright, he walked off lightly towards
he and Wulf told of all. their dealings| the open door of the hall.
with this man, Sir Andrew laughed at| ‘‘For ome not tall that man is strangely
the storv, showing them how they had: strong,” thought Wulf, who followed with
been persuaded by the Eastern to buy a !a bale of carpets. .
great deal more wine than they needed,| Then the other. casks of wine were stored
6o that it was he and not they who had | 2Way In the stone cellar beneath the hall.
the best of the bargain. Then he went | Leaving his servant, a silent, stupid-
on to tell tales of the rich island of Cyp- lookm.g, dar.k‘e_vefd fe(]_}ow pamed Petros—
rus, -where he had landed many years be- | ;(;nbaltdthe horses, Georgios entered the
fore and stayed awhile, and of the gor- o b_ega.n_to unpack Vhya carpets and

e : ¢ BO™ | embroideries with all the skill of one who
geous court of its emperor, and of its in-| -0y 0 "o d in the bazaars of Cairo
n:ahxtants. Thesg were, he said, the CUn- | Domascus, or Nicosia. Beautiful ﬂ)ingi;
ningest traders in the world—so cunning, they were which he had to show; broid-
indeed, that no Jew could overmateh oqice that dazzled the eye and rugs of
them; bold sn]gl"s, also, which they had many hues yet soft and bright as an ot-
from the Phoenicians of Holy Writ, who, | {e1's pelt. As Sir Andrew looked at them
with the Greeks, were their f.orefat‘her:s, remembering long dead days, his e
adding that what they told him of this| softened.

Georgios accorded well with the character| “[ will buy that rug,” he said, “for to
of that people. a truth it might, be one on which I lay

Thus it eame to pass that no suspicion |sick mdny a year ago in the house of
of Georgios or his ship entered the mind | Ayoub at Damascus. Nay, I haggle not
of any one of them, which, indeed, was|at the price. 1 will buy it.” Then he
ecarcely strange, seeing how well his tale| fell to thinking how, while lying on such
held together, and how plain were the|a rug (indeed, although he knew it not,
reasons of his presence and the purpose|it was the same), looking through the
of his dealings in wines and silks. . | rounded beads of the wooden latticeawork

e of his window, he had first seen his East-
ern wife walking in the orange garden
with her father Ayoub. Afterwards, still
remembering his youth, he began to talk
c&i(}yprus, and so time went on until the

ark was falling.

Now Georgios said that he must be
going, as he had sent back his guide to
(Southminster, whewe the man desirid
to eat his Christmas feast. So the reck-
oning was paid—it was a long one—and
while the horses were harnessed to the
wain the merchant bored holes in the lit-
tle cask of wine and et epigots in them,
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CHAPTER VI.
The Yule Feast at Steeple.

The fourth day after Wulf’s visit to
Southminster was Christmas morning,
and the weather being foul, Sir Andrew
and his household did not ride to Stan-
gate, but attended mass in . Steeple!
Church. Here, after service, according to |
his custom on this day, he gave a largesse '
to his tenants and villeing, and with it
his good wishes and a caution that they
should mot become drunk at their Yule-
tide feast, as was the common habit of
the time. N d

“We shall not get the chance,” said
Waulf, as they walked to the Hall, “since
the chapman Georgios has not delivered
the wine, of which I hoped to drink a
cup tonight.”

“Perhaps he has sold it at a better price
to someone else; it would be like a Cyp-

of that night. Then calling down ,good
fortune on them for their kindness and
liberality, he made his salaam in the
Estern fashion, and departed, accompan-
ied by Wulf.

Within five minutes there was a sound
of shouting, and Wulf was back again
raying that the wheel of the wain had
broken at the first turn, eo that now it
was lying upon its side in the courtyard.
Nir Andrew and Godwin went out to wee

bidding them all to be sure to drink there- :

borne in by the cook on a wooden platter,
came a great codfish, whereof he helped
portions to each in turn, laying them on
their ‘‘trenchers”’—that is, large slices of
bread—whence they ate them with the
spoons that were given to each. After
the fish appeared the meats, of which
there were many sorts, served on silver
spits. These included fowls, partridges,
duck, and, chief of all, a great swan, that
the tenants greeted by knocking their
horn mugs upon the table; after which
came the pastries and with them nuts and
apples. For drink, ale was served at the
lower table.- Qn the dais, however, they
drank some of the black wine which |
Wulf had bought—that is, except Sir An-
drew and Rosamund, the former because
he dared not, and the latter bhecause she
had always hated any drink but water—
a dislike that came to her, doubtless, with
her Eastern blood.

Thus they grew merry, for their guest
proved himself a cheerful fellow, who told
them many stories of love and war, for he
seemed to know much of loves, and to
have been in sundry wars. At these even
Sir Andrew, forgetting his ailments and
forebodings, laughed, while Rosamund
looked more beautiful than ever in the
gold-starred veil and the embroidered d
tunic which the brethren had given her, | answer the bowstring twanged, and an
listened to them, smiling somewhat ab- | arrow sped home to its feathers through
sently. At last the feast drew towards its | the throat of.the speaker, so that he went
end, when suddenly, as though struck by | down, grabbing at it, and spoke no more

it may stay one of them. Oh, that God-
win and Wulf were here, and ‘we would
still learn these Paynim dogs @ lesson!”
Rosamund made no answer but there
came into her mind a vision of the agony
of Godwin and Wulf should they ever
awake again to learn what had chanced
to her and them. She looked around.
Against the wall stood a little desk, at
which Godwin was wont to write, and on
it lay pen and parchment. She seized
them, and as the door gave slowly in-
wards, scrawled:
“Follow me to Saladin.
live on.—Rosamund.”
Then as the stout door at length crash-
ed inward she turned what she had writ-
ten face downwards on the desk, and seiz-
ing the bow, set an arrow on its string.
Now it was down and on rushed the mob
up the six feet of narrow passage. At the
end of it, in front of the overturned table,
they halted suddenly. For there before
-them, skull-emblazoned, shield on arm, his
long sword lifted, and a terrible wrath
burning in his eyes, stood the old knight,
like a wolf at bay, and by his side, bow
in hand, the beauteous lady Rosamund,
clad in all her festal broideries.
“Yield you!” cried a voice. By way of

In that hope I

2 sudden recollection, Georgios exclaim- | forever. .
s : As he fell clattering to the floor, Sir

ed:— ell ¢ ’

“The wine! The liquid amber from Andrew cried in a great voice:
Trooidos! 1 had forgotten it. Noble| “We yield not to pagan dogs and .pois- |
i oners. A D’Arcy! A D’Arcy! Meet|

knight, bave 1 your leave to draw »
“Aye, excellent merchant,” answered Sir

Andrew. “Certainly you can draw your
«wn wine.”

D’Arcy, meet Death!”. i

Thus for the last time did old Sir An-
| drew utter the war cry of his race, which;

So Georgios arose, and took a large jug | he had feared would never pass his lips|
and a silver tankard from the sideboard | again. His prayer had been heard, andi
where such things were displayed. With | Lie was to die as he had desired. !
these he went to the little keg which, it] “Down - with him and seize the Prin-|
will be remembered, had stood ready upon | cess!” said a voice. It was that of Geor-!
the trestles, and bending over it, while he | gics, no longer humble with a merchant’s|
drew the spigots, filled the vessel to the | obsequious whine, but speaking in tones|
brim. Then he beckoned to a reeve sitting | of cold command and in the Arabic!
at the lower table to bring him a leather tongue.
jack that stood upon the board. Having! For a moment the swarthy mob hung
rinsed it out with wine, he filled that al-|back, as well they might in face of that
so, handing it with the jug to the reeve | glittering sword. Then with a cry of
to drink their lord’s health on this Yaule | “Salab-ed-din!  Salab-ed-din!” on they|
night. The silver vessel he bore back to | surged, with flashing ~pears and scimetars. '
the high table, and with his own hand | The overthrown table was.in front of
filled the horn cups of all present, Rosa- | them, and one leapt upon its edge, but !
mund alone excepted, for she would as he leapt, the old knight, all his years:
touch none, although he pressed her hard | and sickness forgotten now, sprang for-
and looked vexed at her refusal. 'Indeed, | ward and-struck downwards, so heavy a
it was because it seemed to pain the man ; blow that in the dazziing meuth of the
that Sir Andrew, ever courteous took a . passage the sparks ttreamed out, and
little himself, although, ihen his back | where the Saracen’s head had been, ap-
iwas turned, he filled the goblet up with | peared his heels. Back Sir Andrew step-
water. At length, when all was ready, | ped again to win space for his sword-play,
(Georgios charged, or seemed to charge, | while round the ends of ’the table broke
his own horn, and, lifting it, said:— two fierce-faced men. At one of them

“Jet us drink, everyone of us here, to | Rosamund s&hot with her bow, and the
the noble knight, Sir Andrew D’Arcy, to larrow pierced his thigh, but as he fell
whom I wish, in the phrase of my own i he struck with his keen scimetar and
people, that he may live for ever. Drink, | shore the end off the bow, so that it was
friends, drink deep, for never will wine | useless. The sccond man caught his foot

! lant.

riote,” answered Sir Andrew, smiling.
Then he went into the hall, and as had
been agreed between them, together the
brethren gave their Christmas gifts to
Rosamund. She thanked them prettily

enough, and much admired the beauty of | “Nokle knights,” he eaid, “what am I

such as this mass your lips again.” Then,

lifting his beaker, he appeared to drain

it in great gulpi—an example which all

followed, even Sir Andrew drinking a

littge from his cup, which was threesparts
\

to the matter, and there they found Geor-
gios wringing his hands, as only an East-
ern merchant can, and cursing in come
foreign tongue.

\

A ,

in the bar of the oak chair which he did
not see, and went down prone, while Sir
Andrew, taking no heed of him, rushed
with a shout at the crowd who followed,
and catching their blows upon his shield,

rained down others wso desperate that, |
being hampered by their very numhcr,%
they gave before him, and staggered back |
along the passage.

“Guard your right, father,” cried Rosa-
mund. He sprang round, to see the Sara-|
cen who had fallen, on his feet again. At
him he went, nor did the man wait the]|
onset, but turned to fly, only to find a!
haven in the house of Death, for thc‘L
great sword caught him between neck and |
shoulders. Now a voice cried: l

“We make poor sport with this old lion, |
and lose men. Keep clear of his claws, |
and whelm him with spear casts.”

But Resamund, who understod their!
tongue, sprang in front of him, and ans-
wered in Arabic:

“Aye, through my breast; and go, tell |
that tale to Salah-ed-din!” )

Then, clear and calm was heard the|
command of Georgios. “He who harms a
hair of the Princess dies. Take them both |
living if ye mdy, but lay no hand on her.|
Stay, Jet us talk.”

So they ceased from their onslaught |
and began to consult together. [

Rosamund touched her father and point-
ed to the man who lay upon the floor |
with an arrow through his thigh. He was |
struggling to his knees, raising the heavy |
scimetar in his hand. Sir Andrew lifted |
his sword as a husbandman lifts a stick|
to kill a rat, then he let it fall again, |
saying: !

“I fight not the wounded. Drop that |
steel, and get you back to your own folk.” |

The fellow obeyed him—yes, and even|
touched the floor with his forehead in |
salaam as he crawled away, for he knew;
that he had been given his life, and that|
the deed was noble towards him who had
planned a coward’s stroke. Then Geor- |
gios stepped forward, no Jonger the same;
Georgios who had sold poisoned wine and
Eastern embroideries, but a proud-looking, |
high-browed Saracen, clad in the mail |
which he wore beneath his merchant’s |
robe, and in place of the crucifix wearing |
on his breast a great star-shaped jewel,
the emblem of his house and rank.

“Qir Andrew,” he said, ‘hearken to |
me, I pray you. Noble was that act,” |
and he pointed to the wounded man being |
drawn away by his fellows, ‘“‘and noble |
has been your defence—well worthy of |
your lineage and your knighthood. It is |
a tale that my master,” and he bowed |
as he said the word, “we love to hear if |
it pleases Allah that we return to him
in safety. Also you will think that I
have played a knave’s trick upon you, |
overcoming the might of those gallant
knights, Sir Godwin and Sir Wulf, not
with sword blows but with drugged wine,
and treating all your servants in like fash-
jon, since not one of them can shake off
its fumes before tomorrow’s light. So in-
deed it is—a very scurvy trick which T
ghall remember with shame to my life’s
end, and that perchance may yet fall back
upon my head in blood and vengeance.

“Yet bethink you how we stand, and
forgive us. We are but a little company
of men in vour great country, hidden, as
it were, in a den of lions, who, if they
saw us, would slay us without merey.
That, indeed, is a small thing, for what
are our lives, of which your sword has
taken tithe, and not only yours, but those
of the twin brethren on the quay by the
water?”

“I thought it,” broke in Sir Andrew |
contemptuously. “Indeed, the deed was|
worthy of you—twenty or more men
against two.”

Georgios held up his hand.

“Judge us not harshly,” he said, speak-
ing slowly, who for his own ends wished
to gain time, “you who have read the
letter ot our lord. See you, these were
my commands: To secure the Lady Rose
of the World as best I might, but if
possible without bloodshed. Now I was
reconnoitring the copntry with a troop
of the sailors from my ship who are but
poor fighters, and a few of my own
people, when my spies brought me word
that she had ridden forth attended by
only two men, and surely I thought that
already she was in my hands. But the
knights foiled me by strategy and strength,
and you know the end of it. So after-
wards my messenger presented the letter,
which, indeed, should have been done at
first. The letter failed also, for neither
vou, nor the Princess’”’—and he bowed to
Rosamund—‘‘could be bought. More, the
whole country was awakened; you were
surrounded with armed men; the knightly
brethern kept watch and ward over you,
and you were about to fly to London,
where it would have been hard to snare
you. Therefore, because I must, I—who
am a prince and an emir, who also, al-
though you remember it not, have crossed
swords with you 'in my youth; yes, at
Harenc—became a dealer in drugged wine.

“Now hearken. Yield you, Sir Andrew,
who have done enough to make your name
a song for generations, and accept the
love of Salah-ed-din, whose ward you have,
the word that, as you know well, cannot
be broken, which I, the lord El-Hassan—
for no meaner man has been sent upon
this errand—plight to you afresh. Yield
you, and save your life and live an in
honor, clinging to your own faith, till
Azrael takes you from the pleasant fields
of Baalbec to the waters of Paradise—it
«uch there be for infields,” however gal-

“For know, this deed must be done.
Did we return without the Princess Rose
of the World, we should die, every one
of ug, and did we offer her harm or insult,
then more horribly than 1 can tell you.
This is no fancy of a great king that
drives him on to the stealing of a woman,
although she be of his own high blood.
The voice of God has spoken to Salah-ed-
din by the mouth of his angel Sleep.
Thrice has Allah spoken in drecams, tell-
ing him who is merciful, and through your
daughter and her nobleness alone can
countless lives be saved; therefere, sooner
than she should escape him, he would
lose even, the half of all his empire.
Outwit us, defeat us now, capture us,
cause us to.be tortured and destroyed,
and other messengers would come to do
his bidding--indeed, they are already on
the way. Moreover, it is useless to shed
more blood, seeing it is written in the
books that this lady, Rose of the World,
must return to the East where she was
begot, there to fulfil her destiny and save
the lives of men.”’

“Then, Emir El-Hassan, T shall return
as a spirit,” said Rosamund proudly.

“Not so, Princess,” he answered, bow-
ing, “for Allah alone has power over your
life, and it is otherwise decreed. Sir
Andrew, the time grows short, and T must
fulfil my mission. Will you take the peace
of Salah-ed-din, or force his servants to
take your life?”

The old knight listened, resting on his
reddened sword; then he lifted his head,
and spoke:

“I am aged and near my death, wine-
seller Georgios, or Prince El-Hassan,

' ed-din. Get to your coward’s work again,

i the man who had struck him down.

iblood of Salah-ed-din and D’Arcy, you,
1 too,

whichever yeu may be. In my youth 1

swore to make no pact with Paynims,
and in my eld I will not break my vow.
While I can lift sword I will defend my
daughter, even against the might of Salah-

and let things go as God has willed them.”

“Then, Princess,” answered El-Hassan,
“hear me “witness throughout the Kast
that T am innocent of your father's blood.
On his own head be it, and on yours,”
and for the second time he blew upon the:
whistle that hung around his neck.

CHAPTER VIL

The Banner of Saladin.

As the echoes-of Hassan's whisle died
the

away there was a crash
wooden shutters of the window behind
them, and down into the room leaped a
long lithe figure, holding an axe aloft.
Before Sir Andrew could turn to see
whence came the sound, that axe dealt
him a fearful blow hetween the shoulders
which, although the ringed mail remained
unshorn, shattered his spine beneath.
Down he fell, rolled on to his back, and
lay there, still able to speak, and without
pain, but helpless as a child, for he was
paralysed, and never more would move
hand or foot or head.

In the silence that followed he spoke
in a heavy voice, letting his eyes rest upon

amongst

“A knightly Mow truly; one worthy of
a Christian born who does murder for
Paynim pay! Traitor to God and man,
who have eaten my bread and now
slaughter me like an ox on my heartn-
stone, may your end be even worse, and
at the hands of those you serve.”

The paimer Nicholas, for it was he,
although he no longer wore the palmer’s
robe, siunk away muttering, and was lost
among the crowd in the passage. Then,
with a sudden and a bitter cry, Rosa-
mund swooped forward, as a bird swoops,
snatched up the brand her sire would
never lift again, and setting its hilt upon
the floor, cast herself forward. But the
point never touched her breast, for swiftly
sprang the Emir and struck the steel
aside; then, as she fell, caught her in his
arms.

“Lady,” he said, loosing her very gently.
“Allah does not need you yet. I have
told vou that it is not fated. Now will
you pass me your word—for being of the

cannot lie—that neither now nor
afterwards will you attempt to harm your-
self? If not, 1 must bind you, which I
am most loth to do—it is a sacrilege to
which I pray you will not force me.”

“Promise, Rosamund,” said the hollow
voice of her father, “and go to fulfil your
fate, for self-murder is a crime, and the
man is right; it is decreed. . I bid you
promise.”

“I promise,” said Rosamund.
your hour, my lord Hassan.”

He bowed deeply and answered:

“] am satisfied, and henceforth we are
your servants to obey. Princess, the night
air is bitter; you cannot travel thus. In
which chamber are your garments?”’

She pointed with her finger. A man took
a taper, and, accompanied by two others,
entered the place, to return presently
with their arms full of all the apparel
they could find. Indeed they even brought
her missal and the silver crucifix that
hlung over her bed and with it her
leathern case of trinkets.

“Keep out- the warmest cloak,” said
Hassan, “and tie the rest up in those
carpets.”

So the rugs that Sir Andrew had bought
that day from the merchant Georgios were
made to serve as travelling bags to hold
his daughter’s gear. Even in this hour
of haste and danger thought was taken
for her comfort.

“Princess,” said Hassan, bowing, “my
master, your uncle, sent you certain
jewels of no mean value. Is it your wish
that they should accompany you?”’

Without lifting her eyes from her dying
father’s face, Rosamund answered heavily:

“Where they are, there let them bide.
What have I to do with jewels?”

“Your will is my law,” he said; “and
others will be found, for you. Princess,
all is ready; we wait your pleasure.”

“My pleasure? Oh, God, my pleasure!”
exclaimed Rosamund in the same drear
voice, still staring at her father, who lay
before her on the ground.

“I cannot help it,” said Hassan, answer-
ing the question in her eyes, and there
was grief in his tone. ‘‘He would not
come, he brought it on himself, though
in truth I wish that accursed Frank had
not struck so shrewdly. If you ask it,
we will bear him with you; but, lady,
it is idle to hide the truth—he is sped.
I have studied medicine, and I know.”

“Nay,” said Sir Andrew from the floor;
“leave me here. Daughter, we must part
awhile. As I‘stole his child from Ayoub, |
so Ayoub’s son steals my child from me. |
Daughter, cling to the faith—that we may
meet again.”

“To the death,” she answered.

“Be comforted,” said Hassan. ‘“Has not
Salah-ed-din passed his word that except
her own will or that of Allah should |
change her heart, a cross-worshipper she |
may live and die. ILady, for your own
sake as well as ours, let this sad farewell

“It is

ing-place beyond the grave. Say that- if
aught of wrong or insult is done towards
this maiden, I swear by the God who
made us both that there I will hold him
to account. Now, since it must be so,
take her and go your way, knowing that
my spirit follows after you and her; yes,
and that even in this world she will find
avengers.”

“I hear your words, and T will deliver
them,” answered Hassan.” “More, I be-
lieve that they are true, and for the rest
vou have the oath of Salah-ed-din—aye,
and my oath while she is in my charge.
Therefore, Sir Andrew D’Arcy, forgive us,
who are but the instruments of Allah,
and die in peace.”

“I, who have so much to be forgiven,
forgive you,” answered the old knight
slowly.

Then his eyes fixed themselves upon his
daughter’s face with one long searching
look and closed.

“I think that he is dead,” said Hassan.
“May God be Merciful and Compassion-
ate, rest his soul!” And taking a white
garment from the wall, he flung it over
him, adding, “Lady, come.”

Thrice Rosamund looked at the shroud-
ed figure on the floor; once she wrung her
hands and seemed about to fall. Then,
as though a thought struck her, she lifted
her father’s sword from where it lay, and
gathering her strength, dvew herself up
and passed like a queen down the blood-
stained passage and the steps of the solar.
In the hall beneath waited the band of
Hassan, who bowed as she came—a vision
of despairing lovliness, that held aloft a
red and naked sword. There, too, lay the
drugged men fallen this way and that,
and among them Wulf across the table,
and Godwin on the dais. Rosamund
spoke.

““Are these dead or sleeping?”’

“Have no fear,” answered Hassan. By
my hope of paradise, they do but sleep,
and will awake ere morning.”

Rosamund pointed to the renegade
Nicholas—he that had struck down her
father from behind—who, an evil look
upon his face, stood apart from the
Saracens, holding in his hand a lighted
torch. |

“What does this man with the terch?”
she asked.

“If you would know, lady,” he answer-
ed with a sneer, “I wait till you be out
of it to fire the hall.”

“Prince Hassan,” said Rosamund, "is
this a deed that great Saladin would wish,
to burn drugged men beneath their own
roof? Now, as you shall answer to him,
in the name of Saladin I, a daughter of
his house, command you, strike the fire
from that man’s hand, and in my hearing
give your order that none should even
think of such an act of shame.”

“What?” broke in Nicholas; “and leave
knights such as these, whose quality you
know”’—and he pointed to the brethern—
“‘to follow in our path, and take our lives
in vengeance? Why, it is madness!”

“Are you master here, traitor, or am I
asked the lord Hassan in cold contempt.
- et them follow if they will, and I for
one shall rejoice to meet knights so brave
in open battle, and there give them their
revenge. Ali,” he added, addressing the
man who had been disguised as
a merchant’s -underling;, and who
had . drugged the men in the
barn as his master had drugged those in
the hall, and opened the moat gate to the
band, ‘‘Ali, stamp upon the torch and
guard that Frank till we reach the boat
lest the fool should raise the country on
us with his fires., Now, Princess, are
you satisfied?”

“Aye, having your word,” she answered.
“One moment, I pray you. I would leave
a token to my knights.”

Then, while they watched her with
wondering eyes, she unfastened the gold
cross and chain that hung upon her
bosom; and siipping the cross from the
chain, went to where Godwin lay, and
placed it on his vreast. Next, with a
swift movement, she wound the chain
about the silver hilt of Sir Andrew’s
sword, and passing to Wulf, with -one
strong, swift thrust, drove the point into
the wood of the tagle, so that it stood
before him—at once a cross, a brand of
battle, and a .lady’s token. :

“His grandsire wore it,” she said in
Arabic, ‘“when he leapt on to the walls
of Jerusalem. It is my last gift to him.”
But the Saracens muttered and turned
pale at these words of evil omen.

Then taking the hand of Hassan, who
stood searching her white, inscrutable
face, with never a word or a backward
look, she swept down the length of the
long hall, and out into the night beyond.

It would have been well to take my
counsel and fire the place, or at least to
cut the throats of all within it,” said the
man Nicholas to his guard Ali as they
walked with the rest. “If T know aught
of these brethern, cross and sword will
soon be hard upon our track, and men’s
lives must pay the price of such soft
folly.” And he shivered as though in
fear.

“It may be so, spy,” answered the
Saracen, looking at him with sombre, con-
temptuous eyes. ‘It may be, that your
life will pay the price.”

Wulf was dreaming, dreaming that he
stood on his head upon a wooden board,
as once he had seen a juggler do, which
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be brief. Begone, my servants, taking
these dead and wounded with you. There |
are things it is not fitting that vommonz
eyes should see.”

They obeyed, and the three of them |
remained alone together. Then Rosamund |
knelt down beside her father, and they |
whispered into each other’s ears. Hassan |
turned his back upon them, and threw |
the corner of his cloak over his head and |
eyes that he might neither see them nor |
hear their voices in this dread and holy;
hour of parting. !

It would seem that they found some !
kind of hope and consolation in it—at |
Jeast when Rosamund kissed him for the!
last time, Sir Andrew smiled and said: ‘

“Yes, yes; it may all be for the best.:
God will guard you, and His will be dnne.‘g
But 1 forgot. Tell me, daughter, which?” |

Again she whispered into his ear, and |
when he had thought a moment, he|
answered: i

“Maybe you are right. I think that is
wisest for all three. And now on all
three of you—aye, and on your children’s
children’s children—let my blessing rest,
as rest it shall. Come hither, Emir.”

Hassan heard him through his cloak,
and, uncovering, came.

“Say to Raladin, your master, that he
has been too strong for me, and paid
me back in my own coin. Well, had it
been otherwise, my daughter and T must
goon have parted, for death drew near
to me. At least it is the decree of God, to
which T bow my head, trusting there may
be truth in that dream of his, and that |
our sorrows, in some way unforseen, wi]l‘i
bring blessings to our brethern in the|

East. But to Saladin say also that what- | mean the Cyprian chapman Georgios.
for | who sold ,wine.”

ever his bigot ‘faith may ' teach,
Christian and for Paynim there is a meet-

¥ b D S L B R

| board and hurt himself.

turned round one way while he turned
round the other, till at length some one
shouted at him, and he tumbled -off the
Then he awoke
to hear a voice shouting surely enough—
the voice of Matthew the chaplain of
Steeple Church.

“Awake!” said the voice.
name, I conjure you, awake!”

“What is it?” he said, lifting his hea

“In God's

sleepily, and becoming conscious of/a
dull pain across his forehead.
“It is that death and the devil have

been here, Sir Wulf.”

“Well, they are often near together. But
I thirst. Give me water.”

A serving-woman, pallid, dishevelled,
heavy-eyed, who was stumbling to and fro,
lighting torches and tapers, for it was still
dark, brought it to him in a leathern
jack, from which he drank deeply.

“That is better,” he said. Then his

. eye fell upon the bloody sword fixed point

downwards in the wood of the table be-
fore him, and he exclaimed, ‘“Mother of
God! what is that? My uncle’s silver-
hilted sword, red with blood, and Rosa-

mund’s gold chain upon the hilt! Priest,

where is the lady Rosamund!” :
“Gone,” answered the chaplain in a

voice that sounded like a groan. ““The

women woke and found her gone, and
Sir Andrew lies dead or dying in the
solar—but now I have_shriven him—and
oh! we have all been drugged. Look a
them!” And he waved his hand towatﬂzf
the recumbent forms. “I say that tne
devil has been here.”

Wulf sprang to his feet with an oath.

“The devil? Ah! I have it now. | You
He

y (To be continued.)
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