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			Note

			Lord Henry Goade, who had, as we shall see, some per­son­al ac­quaint­ance with Sir Oliv­er Tressili­an, tells us quite bluntly that he was ill-fa­voured. But then his lord­ship is ad­dicted to harsh judg­ments and his per­cep­tions are not al­ways nor­mal. He says, for in­stance, of Anne of Cleves, that she was the “ugli­est wo­man that ever I saw.” As far as we can glean from his own vo­lu­min­ous writ­ings it would seem to be ex­tremely doubt­ful wheth­er he ever saw Anne of Cleves at all, and we sus­pect him here of be­ing no more than a slav­ish echo of the com­mon voice, which at­trib­uted Crom­well’s down­fall to the ugli­ness of this bride he pro­cured for his Blue­beard mas­ter. To the com­mon voice from the brush of Hol­bein, which per­mits us to form our own opin­ions and shows us a lady who is cer­tainly very far from de­serving his lord­ship’s harsh stric­ture. Sim­il­arly, I like to be­lieve that Lord Henry was wrong in his pro­nounce­ment upon Sir Oliv­er, and I am en­cour­aged in this be­lief by the pen-por­trait which he him­self ap­pends to it. “He was,” he says, “a tall, power­ful fel­low of a good shape, if we ex­cept that his arms were too long and that his feet and hands were of an un­comely big­ness. In face he was swarthy, with black hair and a black forked beard; his nose was big and very high in the bridge, and his eyes sunk deep un­der beet­ling eye­brows were very pale-col­oured and very cruel and sin­is­ter. He had—and this I have ever re­marked to be the sign of great vir­il­ity in a man—a big, deep, rough voice, bet­ter suited to, and no doubt of­ten­er em­ployed in, quar­ter­deck oaths and foul­nesses than the wor­ship of his Maker.”

			Thus my Lord Henry Goade, and you ob­serve how he per­mits his linger­ing dis­ap­prov­al of the man to in­trude upon his de­scrip­tion of him. The truth is that—as there is ample testi­mony in his pro­lif­ic writ­ings—his lord­ship was some­thing of a mis­an­throp­ist. It was, in fact, his mis­an­thropy which drove him, as it has driv­en many an­oth­er, to au­thor­ship. He takes up the pen, not so much that he may carry out his pro­fessed ob­ject of writ­ing a chron­icle of his own time, but to the end that he may vent the bit­ter­ness en­gendered in him by his fall from fa­vour. As a con­sequence he has little that is good to say of any­one, and rarely men­tions one of his con­tem­por­ar­ies but to tap the sources of a pic­tur­esque in­vect­ive. After all, it is pos­sible to make ex­cuses for him. He was at once a man of thought and a man of ac­tion—a com­bin­a­tion as rare as it is usu­ally de­plor­able. The man of ac­tion in him might have gone far had he not been ruined at the out­set by the man of thought. A mag­ni­fi­cent sea­man, he might have be­come Lord High Ad­mir­al of Eng­land but for a cer­tain prone­ness to in­trigue. For­tu­nately for him—since oth­er­wise he could hardly have kept his head where nature had placed it—he came be­times un­der a cloud of sus­pi­cion. His ca­reer suffered a check; but it was ne­ces­sary to af­ford him some com­pens­a­tion since, after all, the sus­pi­cions could not be sub­stan­ti­ated.

			Con­sequently he was re­moved from his com­mand and ap­poin­ted by the Queen’s Grace her Lieu­ten­ant of Corn­wall, a po­s­i­tion in which it was judged that he could do little mis­chief. There, soured by this blight­ing of his am­bi­tions, and liv­ing a life of com­par­at­ive se­clu­sion, he turned, as so many oth­er men sim­il­arly placed have turned, to seek con­sol­a­tion in his pen. He wrote his sin­gu­larly crabbed, nar­row and su­per­fi­cial His­tory of Lord Henry Goade: His Own Times—which is a mir­acle of in­ju­ven­a­tions, dis­tor­tions, mis­rep­res­ent­a­tions, and ec­cent­ric spelling. In the eight­een enorm­ous fo­lio volumes, which he filled with his minute and goth­ic char­ac­ters, he gives his own ver­sion of the story of what he terms his down­fall, and, hav­ing, not­with­stand­ing his pro­lix­ity, ex­hausted this sub­ject in the first five of the eight­een tomes, he pro­ceeds to deal with so much of the his­tory of his own day as came im­me­di­ately un­der his no­tice in his Cornish re­tire­ment.

			For the pur­poses of Eng­lish his­tory his chron­icles are en­tirely neg­li­gible, which is the reas­on why they have been al­lowed to re­main un­pub­lished and in ob­li­vi­on. But to the stu­dent who at­tempts to fol­low the his­tory of that ex­traordin­ary man, Sir Oliv­er Tressili­an, they are en­tirely in­valu­able. And, since I have made this his­tory my present task, it is fit­ting that I should here at the out­set ac­know­ledge my ex­treme in­debted­ness to those chron­icles. Without them, in­deed, it were im­possible to re­con­struct the life of that Cornish gen­tle­man who be­came a reneg­ade and a Bar­bary Cor­sair and might have be­come Basha of Al­gi­ers—or Ar­gire, as his lord­ship terms it—but for cer­tain mat­ters which are to be set forth.

			Lord Henry wrote with know­ledge and au­thor­ity, and the tale he has to tell is very com­plete and full of pre­cious de­tail. He was, him­self, an eye­wit­ness of much that happened; he pur­sued a per­son­al ac­quaint­ance with many of those who were con­nec­ted with Sir Oliv­er’s af­fairs that he might amp­li­fy his chron­icles, and he con­sidered no scrap of gos­sip that was to be gleaned along the coun­tryside too trivi­al to be re­cor­ded. I sus­pect him also of hav­ing re­ceived no little as­sist­ance from Jasper Leigh in the mat­ter of those events that happened out of Eng­land, which seem to me to con­sti­tute by far the most in­ter­est­ing por­tion of his nar­rat­ive.
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				The Huck­ster

			
			Sir Oliv­er Tressili­an sat at his ease in the lofty din­ing room of the hand­some house of Pen­ar­row, which he owed to the en­ter­prise of his fath­er of lamen­ted and lam­ent­able memory and to the skill and in­ven­tion of an Itali­an en­gin­eer named Bagnolo who had come to Eng­land half a cen­tury ago as one of the as­sist­ants of the fam­ous Tor­ri­gi­ani.

			This house of such a start­lingly sin­gu­lar and Itali­anate grace for so re­mote a corner of Corn­wall de­serves, to­geth­er with the story of its con­struc­tion, a word in passing.

			The Itali­an Bagnolo who com­bined with his sa­li­ent artist­ic tal­ents a quar­rel­some, vol­can­ic hu­mour had the mis­chance to kill a man in a brawl in a South­wark tav­ern. As a res­ult he fled the town, nor paused in his head­long flight from the con­sequences of that mur­der­ous deed un­til he had all but reached the very ends of Eng­land. Un­der what cir­cum­stances he be­came ac­quain­ted with Tressili­an the eld­er I do not know. But cer­tain it is that the meet­ing was a very timely one for both of them. To the fu­git­ive, Ral­ph Tressili­an—who ap­pears to have been in­vet­er­ately par­tial to the com­pany of ras­cals of all de­nom­in­a­tions—af­forded shel­ter; and Bagnolo re­paid the ser­vice by of­fer­ing to re­build the de­cay­ing half-timbered house of Pen­ar­row. Hav­ing taken the task in hand he went about it with all the en­thu­si­asm of your true artist, and achieved for his pro­tect­or a res­id­ence that was a mar­vel of grace in that crude age and out­land­ish dis­trict. There arose un­der the su­per­vi­sion of the gif­ted en­gin­eer, worthy as­so­ci­ate of Mess­er Tor­ri­gi­ani, a noble two-stor­ied man­sion of mel­low red brick, flooded with light and sun­shine by the enorm­ously tall mul­lioned win­dows that rose al­most from base to sum­mit of each pi­lastered façade. The main door­way was set in a pro­ject­ing wing and was over­hung by a massive bal­cony, the whole sur­moun­ted by a pillared ped­i­ment of ex­traordin­ary grace, now partly clad in a green mantle of creep­ers. Above the burnt red tiles of the roof soared massive twis­ted chim­neys in lofty majesty.

			But the glory of Pen­ar­row—that is, of the new Pen­ar­row be­got­ten of the fer­tile brain of Bagnolo—was the garden fash­ioned out of the tangled wil­der­ness about the old house that had crowned the heights above Pen­ar­row point. To the la­bours of Bagnolo, Time and Nature had ad­ded their own. Bagnolo had cut those hand­some esplanades, had built those noble bal­us­trades bor­der­ing the three ter­races with their fine con­nect­ing flights of steps; him­self he had planned the foun­tain, and with his own hands had carved the gran­ite faun presid­ing over it and the dozen oth­er statues of nymphs and sylvan gods in a marble that gleamed in white bril­liance amid the dusky green. But Time and Nature had smoothed the lawns to a vel­vet sur­face, had thickened the hand­some box­wood hedges, and thrust up those black spearl­ike pop­lars that com­pleted the very Itali­anate ap­pear­ance of that Cornish demesne.

			Sir Oliv­er took his ease in his din­ing room con­sid­er­ing all this as it was dis­played be­fore him in the mel­low­ing Septem­ber sun­shine, and found it all very good to see, and life very good to live. Now no man has ever been known so to find life without some im­me­di­ate cause, oth­er than that of his en­vir­on­ment, for his op­tim­ism. Sir Oliv­er had sev­er­al causes. The first of these—al­though it was one which he may have been far from sus­pect­ing—was his equip­ment of youth, wealth, and good di­ges­tion; the second was that he had achieved hon­our and renown both upon the Span­ish Main and in the late har­ry­ing of the In­vin­cible Ar­mada—or, more aptly per­haps might it be said, in the har­ry­ing of the late In­vin­cible Ar­mada—and that he had re­ceived in that the twenty-fifth year of his life the hon­our of knight­hood from the Vir­gin Queen; the third and last con­trib­ut­or to his pleas­ant mood—and I have re­served it for the end as I ac­count this to be the prop­er place for the most im­port­ant factor—was Dan Cu­pid who for once seemed com­poun­ded en­tirely of be­nig­nity and who had so con­trived mat­ters that Sir Oliv­er’s woo­ing Of Mis­tress Ros­amund Godol­phin ran an en­tirely smooth and happy course.

			So, then, Sir Oliv­er sat at his ease in his tall, carved chair, his doublet un­trussed, his long legs stretched be­fore him, a pens­ive smile about the firm lips that as yet were darkened by no more than a small black line of mous­ta­chios. (Lord Henry’s por­trait of him was drawn at a much later peri­od.) It was noon, and our gen­tle­man had just dined, as the plat­ters, the broken meats and the half-empty flagon on the board be­side him test­i­fied. He pulled thought­fully at a long pipe—for he had ac­quired this newly im­por­ted habit of to­bacco-drink­ing—and dreamed of his mis­tress, and was prop­erly and gal­lantly grate­ful that for­tune had used him so hand­somely as to en­able him to toss a title and some meas­ure of renown in­to his Ros­amund’s lap.

			By nature Sir Oliv­er was a shrewd fel­low (“cun­ning as twenty dev­ils,” is my Lord Henry’s phrase) and he was also a man of some not in­con­sid­er­able learn­ing. Yet neither his nat­ur­al wit nor his ac­quired en­dow­ments ap­pear to have taught him that of all the gods that rule the des­tinies of man­kind there is none more iron­ic and ma­li­cious than that same Dan Cu­pid in whose hon­our, as it were, he was now burn­ing the in­cense of that pipe of his. The an­cients knew that in­no­cent-seem­ing boy for a cruel, imp­ish knave, and they mis­trus­ted him. Sir Oliv­er either did not know or did not heed that sound piece of an­cient wis­dom. It was to be borne in upon him by grim ex­per­i­ence, and even as his light pens­ive eyes smiled upon the sun­shine that flooded the ter­race bey­ond the long mul­lioned win­dow, a shad­ow fell athwart it which he little dreamed to be sym­bol­ic of the shad­ow that was even fall­ing across the sun­shine of his life.

			After that shad­ow came the sub­stance—tall and gay of raiment un­der a broad black Span­ish hat decked with blood-red plumes. Swinging a long beribboned cane the fig­ure passed the win­dows, stalk­ing de­lib­er­ately as Fate.

			The smile per­ished on Sir Oliv­er’s lips. His swarthy face grew thought­ful, his black brows con­trac­ted un­til no more than a single deep fur­row stood between them. Then slowly the smile came forth again, but no longer that erstwhile gentle pens­ive smile. It was trans­formed in­to a smile of re­solve and de­term­in­a­tion, a smile that tightened his lips even as his brows re­laxed, and in­ves­ted his brood­ing eyes with a gleam that was mock­ing, crafty and al­most wicked.

			Came Nich­olas his ser­vant to an­nounce Mas­ter Peter Godol­phin, and close upon the lackey’s heels came Mas­ter Godol­phin him­self, lean­ing upon his beribboned cane and car­ry­ing his broad Span­ish hat. He was a tall, slender gen­tle­man, with a shaven, hand­some coun­ten­ance, stamped with an air of haught­i­ness; like Sir Oliv­er, he had a high-bridged, in­trep­id nose, and in age he was the young­er by some two or three years. He wore his au­burn hair rather longer than was the mode just then, but in his ap­par­el there was no more fop­pish­ness than is tol­er­able in a gen­tle­man of his years.

			Sir Oliv­er rose and bowed from his great height in wel­come. But a wave of to­bacco-smoke took his grace­ful vis­it­or in the throat and set him cough­ing and grim­acing.

			“I see,” he choked, “that ye have ac­quired that filthy habit.”

			“I have known filthi­er,” said Sir Oliv­er com­posedly.

			“I noth­ing doubt it,” re­joined Mas­ter Godol­phin, thus early giv­ing in­dic­a­tions of his hu­mour and the ob­ject of his vis­it.

			Sir Oliv­er checked an an­swer that must have helped his vis­it­or to his ends, which was no part of the knight’s in­tent.

			“There­fore,” said he iron­ic­ally, “I hope you will be pa­tient with my short­com­ings. Nick, a chair for Mas­ter Godol­phin and an­oth­er cup. I bid you wel­come to Pen­ar­row.”

			A sneer flickered over the young­er man’s white face. “You pay me a com­pli­ment, sir, which I fear me ’tis not mine to re­turn to you.”

			“Time enough for that when I come to seek it,” said Sir Oliv­er, with easy, if as­sumed, good hu­mour.

			“When you come to seek it?”

			“The hos­pit­al­ity of your house,” Sir Oliv­er ex­plained.

			“It is on that very mat­ter I am come to talk with you.”

			“Will you sit?” Sir Oliv­er in­vited him, and spread a hand to­wards the chair which Nich­olas had set. In the same ges­ture he waved the ser­vant away.

			Mas­ter Godol­phin ig­nored the in­vit­a­tion. “You were,” he said, “at Godol­phin Court but yes­ter­day, I hear.” He paused, and as Sir Oliv­er offered no deni­al, he ad­ded stiffly: “I am come, sir, to in­form you that the hon­our of your vis­its is one we shall be happy to forgo.”

			In the ef­fort he made to pre­serve his self-con­trol be­fore so dir­ect an af­front Sir Oliv­er paled a little un­der his tan.

			“You will un­der­stand, Peter,” he replied slowly, “that you have said too much un­less you add some­thing more.” He paused, con­sid­er­ing his vis­it­or a mo­ment. “I do not know wheth­er Ros­amund has told you that yes­ter­day she did me the hon­our to con­sent to be­come my wife. …”

			“She is a child that does not know her mind,” broke in the oth­er.

			“Do you know of any good reas­on why she should come to change it?” asked Sir Oliv­er, with a slight air of chal­lenge.

			Mas­ter Godol­phin sat down, crossed his legs and placed his hat on his knee.

			“I know a dozen,” he answered. “But I need not urge them. Suf­fi­cient should it be to re­mind you that Ros­amund is but sev­en­teen and that she is un­der my guard­i­an­ship and that of Sir John Kil­li­grew. Neither Sir John nor I can sanc­tion this be­troth­al.”

			“Good lack!” broke out Sir Oliv­er. “Who asks your sanc­tion or Sir John’s? By God’s grace your sis­ter will grow to be a wo­man soon and mis­tress of her­self. I am in no des­per­ate haste to get me wed, and by nature—as you may be ob­serving—I am a won­drous pa­tient man. I’ll even wait,” And he pulled at his pipe.

			“Wait­ing can­not avail you in this, Sir Oliv­er. ’Tis best you should un­der­stand. We are re­solved, Sir John and I.”

			“Are you so? God’s light. Send Sir John to me to tell me of his re­solves and I’ll tell him some­thing of mine. Tell him from me, Mas­ter Godol­phin, that if he will trouble to come as far as Pen­ar­row I’ll do by him what the hang­man should have done long since. I’ll crop his pimp­ish ears for him, by this hand!”

			“Mean­while,” said Mas­ter Godol­phin whet­tingly, “will you not es­say your rover’s prowess upon me?”

			“You?” quoth Sir Oliv­er, and looked him over with good-hu­moured con­tempt. “I’m no butcher of fledgelings, my lad. Be­sides, you are your sis­ter’s broth­er, and ’tis no aim of mine to in­crease the obstacles already in my path.” Then his tone changed. He leaned across the table. “Come, now, Peter. What is at the root of all this mat­ter? Can we not com­pose such dif­fer­ences as you con­ceive ex­ist? Out with them. ’Tis no mat­ter for Sir John. He’s a cur­mudgeon who sig­ni­fies not a fin­ger’s snap. But you, ’tis dif­fer­ent. You are her broth­er. Out with your plaints, then. Let us be frank and friendly.”

			“Friendly?” The oth­er sneered again. “Our fath­ers set us an ex­ample in that.”

			“Does it mat­ter what our fath­ers did? More shame to them if, be­ing neigh­bours, they could not be friends. Shall we fol­low so de­plor­able an ex­ample?”

			“You’ll not im­pute that the fault lay with my fath­er,” cried the oth­er, with a show of ready an­ger.

			“I im­pute noth­ing, lad. I cry shame upon them both.”

			“ ’Swounds!” swore Mas­ter Peter. “Do you ma­lign the dead?”

			“If I do, I ma­lign them both. But I do not. I no more than con­demn a fault that both must ac­know­ledge could they re­turn to life.”

			“Then, sir, con­fine your con­demnings to your own fath­er with whom no man of hon­our could have lived at peace. …”

			“Softly, softly, good Sir. …”

			“There’s no call to go softly. Ral­ph Tressili­an was a dis­hon­our, a scan­dal to the coun­tryside. Not a ham­let between here and Truro, or between here and Hel­ston, but swarms with big Tressili­an noses like your own, in memory of your de­bauched par­ent.”

			Sir Oliv­er’s eyes grew nar­row­er: he smiled. “I won­der how you came by your own nose?” he wondered.

			Mas­ter Godol­phin got to his feet in a pas­sion, and his chair crashed over be­hind him. “Sir,” he blazed, “you in­sult my moth­er’s memory!”

			Sir Oliv­er laughed. “I make a little free with it, per­haps, in re­turn for your pleas­ant­ries on the score of my fath­er.”

			Mas­ter Godol­phin pondered him in speech­less an­ger, then swayed by his pas­sion he leaned across the board, raised his long cane and struck Sir Oliv­er sharply on the shoulder.

			That done, he strode off mag­ni­fi­cently to­wards the door. Halfway thith­er he paused.

			“I shall ex­pect your friends and the length of your sword,” said he.

			Sir Oliv­er laughed again. “I don’t think I shall trouble to send them,” said he.

			Mas­ter Godol­phin wheeled, fully to face him again. “How? You will take a blow?”

			Sir Oliv­er shrugged. “None saw it giv­en,” said he.

			“But I shall pub­lish it abroad that I have caned you.”

			“You’ll pub­lish your­self a li­ar if you do; for none will be­lieve you.” Then he changed his tone yet again. “Come, Peter, we are be­hav­ing un­wor­thily. As for the blow, I con­fess that I de­served it. A man’s moth­er is more sac­red than his fath­er. So we may cry quits on that score. Can we not cry quits on all else? What can it profit us to per­petu­ate a fool­ish quar­rel that sprang up between our fath­ers?”

			“There is more than that between us,” answered Mas­ter Godol­phin. “I’ll not have my sis­ter wed a pir­ate.”

			“A pir­ate? God’s light! I am glad there’s none to hear you for since her grace has knighted me for my do­ings upon the seas, your words go very near to treas­on. Surely, lad, what the Queen ap­proves, Mas­ter Peter Godol­phin may ap­prove and even your ment­or Sir John Kil­li­grew. You’ve been listen­ing to him. ’Twas he sent you hith­er.”

			“I am no man’s lackey,” answered the oth­er hotly, re­sent­ing the im­puta­tion—and re­sent­ing it the more be­cause of the truth in it.

			“To call me a pir­ate is to say a fool­ish thing. Hawkins with whom I sailed has also re­ceived the ac­col­ade, and who dubs us pir­ates in­sults the Queen her­self. Apart from that, which, as you see, is a very empty charge, what else have you against me? I am, I hope, as good as any oth­er here in Corn­wall; Ros­amund hon­ours me with her af­fec­tion and I am rich and shall be rich­er still ere the wed­ding bells are heard.”

			“Rich with the fruit of thiev­ing upon the seas, rich with the treas­ures of scuttled ships and the price of slaves cap­tured in Africa and sold to the plant­a­tions, rich as the vam­pire is glut­ted—with the blood of dead men.”

			“Does Sir John say that?” asked Sir Oliv­er, in a soft deadly voice.

			“I say it.”

			“I heard you; but I am ask­ing where you learnt that pretty les­son. Is Sir John your pre­cept­or? He is, he is. No need to tell me. I’ll deal with him. Mean­while let me dis­close to you the pure and dis­in­ter­ested source of Sir John’s ran­cour. You shall see what an up­right and hon­est gen­tle­man is Sir John, who was your fath­er’s friend and has been your guard­i­an.”

			“I’ll not listen to what you say of him.”

			“Nay, but you shall, in re­turn for hav­ing made me listen to what he says of me. Sir John de­sires to ob­tain a li­cence to build at the mouth of the Fal. He hopes to see a town spring up above the haven there un­der the shad­ow of his own Man­or of Ar­wen­ack. He rep­res­ents him­self as nobly dis­in­ter­ested and all con­cerned for the prosper­ity of the coun­try, and he neg­lects to men­tion that the land is his own and that it is his own prosper­ity and that of his fam­ily which he is con­cerned to foster. We met in Lon­don by a for­tu­nate chance whilst Sir John was about this busi­ness at the Court. Now it hap­pens that I, too, have in­terests in Truro and Penryn; but, un­like Sir John, I am hon­est in the mat­ter, and pro­claim it. If any growth should take place about Smith­ick it fol­lows from its more ad­vant­age­ous situ­ation that Truro and Penryn must suf­fer, and that suits me as little as the oth­er mat­ter would suit Sir John. I told him so, for I can be blunt, and I told the Queen in the form of a counter-pe­ti­tion to Sir John’s.” He shrugged. “The mo­ment was pro­pi­tious to me. I was one of the sea­men who had helped to con­quer the un­con­quer­able Ar­mada of King Philip. I was there­fore not to be denied, and Sir John was sent home as empty-handed as he went to Court. D’ye mar­vel that he hates me? Know­ing him for what he is, d’ye mar­vel that he dubs me pir­ate and worse? ’Tis nat­ur­al enough so to mis­rep­res­ent my do­ings upon the sea, since it is those do­ings have af­forded me the power to hurt his profit. He has chosen the weapons of calumny for this com­bat, but those weapons are not mine, as I shall show him this very day. If you do not cred­it what I say, come with me and be present at the little talk I hope to have with that cur­mudgeon.”

			“You for­get,” said Mas­ter Godol­phin, “that I, too, have in­terests in the neigh­bour­hood of Smith­ick, and that you are hurt­ing those.”

			“Soho!” crowed Sir Oliv­er. “Now at last the sun of truth peeps forth from all this cloud of right­eous in­dig­na­tion at my bad Tressili­an blood and pir­ate’s ways! You, too, are but a traf­fick­er. Now see what a fool I am to have be­lieved you sin­cere, and to have stood here in talk with you as with an hon­est man.” His voice swelled and his lip curled in a con­tempt that struck the oth­er like a blow. “I swear I had not wasted breath with you had I known you for so mean and pi­ti­ful a fel­low.”

			“These words. …” began Mas­ter Godol­phin, draw­ing him­self up very stiffly.

			“Are a deal less than your deserts,” cut in the oth­er, and he raised his voice to call—“Nick.”

			“You shall an­swer to them,” snapped his vis­it­or.

			“I am an­swer­ing now,” was the stern an­swer. “To come here and prate to me of my dead fath­er’s dis­sol­ute­ness and of an an­cient quar­rel between him and yours, to bleat of my trumped-up course of pir­acy and my own ways of life as a just cause why I may not wed your sis­ter whilst the real con­sid­er­a­tion in your mind, the real spur to your hos­til­ity is not more than the mat­ter of some few paltry pounds a year that I hinder you from pock­et­ing. A God’s name get you gone.”

			Nick entered at that mo­ment.

			“You shall hear from me again, Sir Oliv­er,” said the oth­er, white with an­ger. “You shall ac­count to me for these words.”

			“I do not fight with … with huck­sters,” flashed Sir Oliv­er.

			“D’ye dare call me that?”

			“In­deed, ’tis to dis­cred­it an hon­our­able class, I con­fess it. Nick, the door for Mas­ter Godol­phin.”

		
	
		
			
				II

				Ros­amund

			
			Anon, after his vis­it­or had de­par­ted, Sir Oliv­er grew calm again. Then be­ing able in his calm to con­sider his po­s­i­tion, he be­came angry anew at the very thought of the rage in which he had been, a rage which had so mastered him that he had erec­ted ad­di­tion­al obstacles to the already con­sid­er­able ones that stood between Ros­amund and him­self. In full blast, his an­ger swung round and took Sir John Kil­li­grew for its ob­ject­ive. He would settle with him at once. He would so, by Heav­en’s light!

			He bel­lowed for Nick and his boots.

			“Where is Mas­ter Li­onel?” he asked when the boots had been fetched.

			“He be just rid­den in, Sir Oliv­er.”

			“Bid him hith­er.”

			Promptly, in an­swer to that sum­mons, came Sir Oliv­er’s half-broth­er—a slender lad fa­vour­ing his moth­er the dis­sol­ute Ral­ph Tressili­an’s second wife. He was as un­like Sir Oliv­er in body as in soul. He was comely in a very gentle, al­most wo­man­ish way; his com­plex­ion was fair and del­ic­ate, his hair golden, and his eyes of a deep blue. He had a very charm­ing strip­ling grace—for he was but in his twenty-first year—and he dressed with all the care of a Court-gal­lant.

			“Has that whelp Godol­phin been to vis­it you?” he asked as he entered.

			“Aye,” growled Sir Oliv­er. “He came to tell me some things and to hear some oth­ers in re­turn.”

			“Ha. I passed him just bey­ond the gates, and he was deaf to my greet­ing. ’Tis a most cursed in­suf­fer­able pup.”

			“Art a judge of men, Lal.” Sir Oliv­er stood up booted. “I am for Ar­wen­ack to ex­change a com­pli­ment or two with Sir John.”

			His tight-pressed lips and res­ol­ute air sup­ple­men­ted his words so well that Li­onel clutched his arm.

			“You’re not … you’re not … ?”

			“I am.” And af­fec­tion­ately, as if to soothe the lad’s ob­vi­ous alarm, he pat­ted his broth­er’s shoulder. “Sir John,” he ex­plained, “talks too much. ’Tis a fault that wants cor­rect­ing. I go to teach him the vir­tue of si­lence.”

			“There will be trouble, Oliv­er.”

			“So there will—for him. If a man must be say­ing of me that I am a pir­ate, a slave-deal­er, a mur­der­er, and Heav­en knows what else, he must be ready for the con­sequences. But you are late, Lal. Where have you been?”

			“I rode as far as Mal­pas.”

			“As far as Mal­pas?” Sir Oliv­er’s eyes nar­rowed, as was the trick with him. “I hear it whispered what mag­net draws you thith­er,” he said. “Be wary, boy. You go too much to Mal­pas.”

			“How?” quoth Li­onel a trifle coldly.

			“I mean that you are your fath­er’s son. Re­mem­ber it, and strive not to fol­low in his ways lest they bring you to his own end. I have just been re­minded of these pre­dilec­tions of his by good Mas­ter Peter. Go not over of­ten to Mal­pas, I say. No more.” But the arm which he flung about his young­er broth­er’s shoulders and the warmth of his em­brace made re­sent­ment of his warn­ing quite im­possible.

			When he was gone, Li­onel sat him down to dine, with Nick to wait on him. He ate but little, and nev­er ad­dressed the old ser­vant in the course of that brief re­past. He was very pens­ive. In thought he fol­lowed his broth­er on that aven­ging vis­it of his to Ar­wen­ack. Kil­li­grew was no babe, but man of his hands, a sol­dier and a sea­man. If any harm should come to Oliv­er … He trembled at the thought; and then al­most des­pite him his mind ran on to cal­cu­late the con­sequences to him­self. His for­tune would be in a very dif­fer­ent case, he re­fec­ted. In a sort of hor­ror, he sought to put so de­test­able a re­flec­tion from his mind; but it re­turned in­sist­ently. It would not be denied. It forced him to a con­sid­er­a­tion of his own cir­cum­stances.

			All that he had he owed to his broth­er’s bounty. That dis­sol­ute fath­er of theirs had died as such men com­monly die, leav­ing be­hind him heav­ily en­cumbered es­tates and many debts; the very house of Pen­ar­row was mort­gaged, and the moneys raised on it had been drunk, or gambled, or spent on one or an­oth­er of Ral­ph Tressili­an’s many lights o’ love. Then Oliv­er had sold some little prop­erty near Hel­ston, in­her­ited from his moth­er; he had sunk the money in­to a ven­ture upon the Span­ish Main. He had fit­ted out and manned a ship, and had sailed with Hawkins upon one of those ven­tures, which Sir John Kil­li­grew was per­fectly en­titled to ac­count pir­ate raids. He had re­turned with enough plun­der in specie and gems to dis­en­cum­ber the Tressili­an pat­ri­mony. He had sailed again and re­turned still wealth­i­er. And mean­while, Li­onel had re­mained at home tak­ing his ease. He loved his ease. His nature was in­her­ently in­dol­ent, and he had the waste­ful ex­tra­vag­ant tastes that usu­ally go with in­dol­ence. He was not born to toil and struggle, and none had sought to cor­rect the short­com­ings of his char­ac­ter in that re­spect. Some­times he wondered what the fu­ture might hold for him should Oliv­er come to marry. He feared his life might not be as easy as it was at present. But he did not ser­i­ously fear. It was not in his nature—it nev­er is in the natures of such men—to give any ex­cess of con­sid­er­a­tion to the fu­ture. When his thoughts did turn to it in mo­ment­ary un­eas­i­ness, he would ab­ruptly dis­miss them with the re­flec­tion that when all was said Oliv­er loved him, and Oliv­er would nev­er fail to provide ad­equately for all his wants.

			In this un­doubtedly he was fully jus­ti­fied. Oliv­er was more par­ent than broth­er to him. When their fath­er had been brought home to die from the wound dealt him by an out­raged hus­band—and a shock­ing spec­tacle that sin­ner’s death had been with its hasty ter­ri­fied re­pent­ance—he had en­trus­ted Li­onel to his eld­er broth­er’s care. At the time Oliv­er was sev­en­teen and Li­onel twelve. But Oliv­er had seemed by so many years older than his age, that the twice-wid­owed Ral­ph Tressili­an had come to de­pend upon this steady, res­ol­ute, and mas­ter­ful child of his first mar­riage. It was in­to his ear that the dy­ing man had poured the wretched tale of his re­pent­ance for the life he had lived and the state in which he was leav­ing his af­fairs with such scant pro­vi­sion for his sons. For Oliv­er he had no fear. It was as if with the pres­ci­ence that comes to men in his pass he had per­ceived that Oliv­er was of those who must pre­vail, a man born to make the world his oyster. His anxi­et­ies were all for Li­onel, whom he also judged with that same pen­et­rat­ing in­sight vouch­safed a man in his last hours. Hence his piteous re­com­mend­a­tion of him to Oliv­er, and Oliv­er’s ready prom­ise to be fath­er, moth­er, and broth­er to the young­ster.

			All this was in Li­onel’s mind as he sat mus­ing there, and again he struggled with that hideous in­sist­ent thought that if things should go ill with his broth­er at Ar­wen­ack, there would be great profit to him­self; that these things he now en­joyed upon an­oth­er’s bounty he would then en­joy in his own right. A dev­il seemed to mock him with the whispered sneer that were Oliv­er to die his own grief would not be long-lived. Then in re­volt against that voice of an ego­ism so loath­some that in his bet­ter mo­ments it in­spired even him­self with hor­ror, he be­thought him of Oliv­er’s un­vary­ing, un­waver­ing af­fec­tion; he pondered all the lov­ing care and kind­ness that through these years past Oliv­er had ever showered upon him; and he cursed the rot­ten­ness of a mind that could even ad­mit such thoughts as those which he had been en­ter­tain­ing. So wrought upon was he by the wel­ter of his emo­tions, by that fierce strife between his con­science and his egot­ism, that he came ab­ruptly to his feet, a cry upon his lips.

			“Vade retro, Sath­anas!”

			Old Nich­olas, look­ing up ab­ruptly, saw the lad’s face, wax­en, his brow be­dewed with sweat.

			“Mas­ter Li­onel! Mas­ter Li­onel!” he cried, his small bright eyes con­cern­edly scan­ning his young mas­ter’s face. “What be amiss?”

			Li­onel mopped his brow. “Sir Oliv­er has gone to Ar­wen­ack upon a pun­it­ive busi­ness,” said he.

			“An’ what be that, zur?” quoth Nich­olas.

			“He has gone to pun­ish Sir John for hav­ing ma­ligned him.”

			A grin spread upon the weath­er-beaten coun­ten­ance of Nich­olas.

			“Be that so? Marry, ’twere time. Sir John he be over long i’ th’ tongue.”

			Li­onel stood amazed at the man’s easy con­fid­ence and su­preme as­sur­ance of how his mas­ter must ac­quit him­self.

			“You … you have no fear, Nich­olas. …” He did not add of what. But the ser­vant un­der­stood, and his grin grew broad­er still.

			“Fear? Lack­aday! I bain’t afeeard for Sir Oliv­er, and doan’t ee be afeeard. Sir Oliv­er’ll be home to sup with a sharp-set ap­pet­ite—’tis the only dif­fer­ence fight­ing ever made to he.”

			The ser­vant was jus­ti­fied of his con­fid­ence by the events, though through a slight er­ror of judg­ment Sir Oliv­er did not quite ac­com­plish all that prom­ised and in­ten­ded. In an­ger, and when he deemed that he had been af­fron­ted, he was—as his chron­icler nev­er wear­ies of in­sist­ing, and as you shall judge be­fore the end of this tale is reached—of a ti­ger­ish ruth­less­ness. He rode to Ar­wen­ack fully re­solved to kill his ca­lum­ni­at­or. Noth­ing less would sat­is­fy him. Ar­rived at that fine em­battled castle of the Kil­li­grews which com­manded the en­trance to the es­tu­ary of the Fal, and from whose crenels the coun­try might be sur­veyed as far as the Liz­ard, fif­teen miles away, he found Peter Godol­phin there be­fore him; and be­cause of Peter’s pres­ence Sir Oliv­er was more de­lib­er­ate and form­al in his ac­cus­a­tion of Sir John than he had in­ten­ded. He de­sired, in ac­cus­ing Sir John, also to clear him­self in the eyes of Ros­amund’s broth­er, to make the lat­ter real­ize how en­tirely odi­ous were the calum­nies which Sir John had per­mit­ted him­self, and how basely promp­ted.

			Sir John, how­ever, came halfway to meet the quar­rel. His ran­cour against the Pir­ate of Pen­ar­row—as he had come to dub Sir Oliv­er—rendered him al­most as eager to en­gage as was his vis­it­or.

			They found a se­cluded corner of the deer-park for their busi­ness, and there Sir John—a slim, sal­low gen­tle­man of some thirty years of age—made an on­slaught with sword and dag­ger upon Sir Oliv­er, full worthy of the on­slaught he had made earli­er with his tongue. But his im­petu­os­ity availed him less than noth­ing. Sir Oliv­er was come there with a cer­tain pur­pose, and it was his way that he nev­er failed to carry through a thing to which he set his hand.

			In three minutes it was all over and Sir Oliv­er was care­fully wip­ing his blade, whilst Sir John lay cough­ing upon the turf ten­ded by white-faced Peter Godol­phin and a scared groom who had been bid­den thith­er to make up the ne­ces­sary tale of wit­nesses.

			Sir Oliv­er sheathed his weapons and re­sumed his coat, then came to stand over his fallen foe, con­sid­er­ing him crit­ic­ally.

			“I think I have si­lenced him for a little time only,” he said. “And I con­fess that I in­ten­ded to do bet­ter. I hope, how­ever, that the les­son will suf­fice and that he will lie no more—at least con­cern­ing me.”

			“Do you mock a fallen man?” was Mas­ter Godol­phin’s angry protest.

			“God for­bid!” said Sir Oliv­er soberly. “There is no mock­ery in my heart. There is, be­lieve me, noth­ing but re­gret—re­gret that I should not have done the thing more thor­oughly. I will send as­sist­ance from the house as I go. Give you good day, Mas­ter Peter.”

			From Ar­wen­ack he rode round by Penryn on his home­ward way. But he did not go straight home. He paused at the Gates of Godol­phin Court, which stood above Tre­fus­is Point com­mand­ing the view of Car­rick Roads. He turned in un­der the old gate­way and drew up in the court­yard. Leap­ing to the kid­ney-stones that paved it, he an­nounced him­self a vis­it­or to Mis­tress Ros­amund.

			He found her in her bower—a light, tur­reted cham­ber on the man­sion’s east­ern side, with win­dows that looked out upon that lovely sheet of wa­ter and the wooded slopes bey­ond. She was sit­ting with a book in her lap in the deep of that tall win­dow when he entered, pre­ceded and an­nounced by Sally Pen­treath, who, now her tire-wo­man, had once been her nurse.

			She rose with a little ex­clam­a­tion of glad­ness when he ap­peared un­der the lin­tel—scarce high enough to ad­mit him without stoop­ing—and stood re­gard­ing him across the room with brightened eyes and flush­ing cheeks.

			What need is there to de­scribe her? In the blaze of no­tori­ety in­to which she was anon to be thrust by Sir Oliv­er Tressili­an there was scarce a poet in Eng­land who did not sing the grace and love­li­ness of Ros­amund Godol­phin, and in all con­science enough of those frag­ments have sur­vived. Like her broth­er she was tawny headed and she was di­vinely tall, though as yet her fig­ure in its girl­ish­ness was al­most too slender for her height.

			“I had not looked for you so early. …” she was be­gin­ning, when she ob­served that his coun­ten­ance was oddly stern. “Why … what has happened?” she cried, her in­tu­itions clam­our­ing loudly of some mis­chance.

			“Naught to alarm you, sweet; yet some­thing that may vex you.” He set an arm about that lis­som waist of hers above the swell­ing farthin­gale, and gently led her back to her chair, then flung him­self upon the win­dow-seat be­side her. “You hold Sir John Kil­li­grew in some af­fec­tion?” he said between state­ment and in­quiry.

			“Why, yes. He was our guard­i­an un­til my broth­er came of full age.”

			Sir Oliv­er made a wry face. “Aye, there’s the rub. Well, I’ve all but killed him.”

			She drew back in­to her chair, re­coil­ing be­fore him, and he saw hor­ror leap to her eyes and blench her face. He made haste to ex­plain the causes that had led to this, he told her briefly of the calum­nies con­cern­ing him that Sir John had put about to vent his spite at hav­ing been thwarted in a mat­ter of his coveted li­cence to build at Smith­ick.

			“That mattered little,” he con­cluded. “I knew these tales con­cern­ing me were abroad, and I held them in the same con­tempt as I hold their ut­ter­er. But he went fur­ther, Rose: he poisoned your broth­er’s mind against me, and he stirred up in him the slum­ber­ing ran­cour that in my fath­er’s time was want to lie between our houses. Today Peter came to me with the clear in­tent to make a quar­rel. He af­fron­ted me as no man has ever dared.”

			She cried out at that, her already great alarm re­doubled. He smiled.

			“Do not sup­pose that I could harm him. He is your broth­er, and, so, sac­red to me. He came to tell me that no be­troth­al was pos­sible between us, for­bade me ever again to vis­it Godol­phin Court, dubbed me pir­ate and vam­pire to my face and re­viled my fath­er’s memory. I tracked the evil of all this to its source in Kil­li­grew, and rode straight to Ar­wen­ack to dam that source of false­hood for all time. I did not ac­com­plish quite so much as I in­ten­ded. You see, I am frank, my Rose. It may be that Sir John will live; if so I hope that he may profit by this les­son. I have come straight to you,” he con­cluded, “that you may hear the tale from me be­fore an­oth­er comes to ma­lign me with false stor­ies of this hap­pen­ing.”

			“You … you mean Peter?” she cried.

			“Alas!” he sighed.

			She sat very still and white, look­ing straight be­fore her and not at all at Sir Oliv­er. At length she spoke.

			“I am not skilled in read­ing men,” she said in a sad, small voice. “How should I be, that am but a maid who has led a cloistered life. I was told of you that you were vi­ol­ent and pas­sion­ate, a man of bit­ter en­mit­ies, eas­ily stirred to hatreds, cruel and ruth­less in the per­se­cu­tion of them.”

			“You, too, have been listen­ing to Sir John,” he muttered, and laughed shortly.

			“All this was I told,” she pur­sued as if he had not spoken, “and all did I re­fuse to be­lieve be­cause my heart was giv­en to you. Yet … yet of what have you made proof today?”

			“Of for­bear­ance,” said he shortly.

			“For­bear­ance?” she echoed, and her lips writhed in a smile of weary irony. “Surely you mock me!”

			He set him­self to ex­plain.

			“I have told you what Sir John had done. I have told you that the great­er part of it—and mat­ter all that touched my hon­our—I know Sir John to have done long since. Yet I suffered it in si­lence and con­tempt. Was that to show my­self eas­ily stirred to ruth­less­ness? What was it but for­bear­ance? When, how­ever, he car­ries his petty huck­ster’s ran­cour so far as to seek to choke for me my source of hap­pi­ness in life and sends your broth­er to af­front me, I am still so for­bear­ing that I re­cog­nize your broth­er to be no more than a tool and go straight to the hand that wiel­ded him. Be­cause I know of your af­fec­tion for Sir John I gave him such lat­it­ude as no man of hon­our in Eng­land would have giv­en him.”

			Then see­ing that she still avoided his re­gard, still sat in that frozen at­ti­tude of hor­ror at learn­ing that the man she loved had im­brued his hands with the blood of an­oth­er whom she also loved, his plead­ing quickened to a warm­er note. He flung him­self upon his knees be­side her chair, and took in his great sinewy hands the slender fin­gers which she list­lessly sur­rendered. “Rose,” he cried, and his deep voice quivered with in­ter­ces­sion, “dis­miss all that you have heard from out your mind. Con­sider only this thing that has be­fallen. Sup­pose that Li­onel my broth­er came to you, and that, hav­ing some meas­ure of power and au­thor­ity to sup­port him, he swore to you that you should nev­er wed me, swore to pre­vent this mar­riage be­cause he deemed you such a wo­man as could not bear my name with hon­our to my­self; and sup­pose that to all this he ad­ded in­sult to the memory of your dead fath­er, what an­swer would you re­turn him? Speak, Rose! Be hon­est with thy­self and me. Deem your­self in my place, and say in hon­esty if you can still con­demn me for what I have done. Say if it dif­fers much from what you would wish to do in such a case as I have named.”

			Her eyes scanned now his up­turned face, every line of which was plead­ing to her and call­ing for im­par­tial judg­ment. Her face grew troubled, and then al­most fierce. She set her hands upon his shoulders, and looked deep in­to his eyes.

			“You swear to me, Noll, that all is as you have told it me—you have ad­ded naught, you have altered naught to make the tale more fa­vour­able to your­self?”

			“You need such oaths from me?” he asked, and she saw sor­row spread upon his coun­ten­ance.

			“If I did I should not love thee, Noll. But in such an hour I need your own as­sur­ance. Will you not be gen­er­ous and bear with me, strengthen me to with­stand any­thing that may be said here­after?”

			“As God’s my wit­ness, I have told you true in all,” he answered sol­emnly.

			She sank her head to his shoulder. She was weep­ing softly, over­wrought by this cli­max to all that in si­lence and in secret she had suffered since he had come a-woo­ing her.

			“Then,” she said, “I be­lieve you ac­ted rightly. I be­lieve with you that no man of hon­our could have ac­ted oth­er­wise. I must be­lieve you, Noll, for did I not, then I could be­lieve in naught and hope for naught. You are as a fire that has seized upon the bet­ter part of me and con­sumed it all to ashes that you may hold it in your heart. I am con­tent so you be true.”

			“True I shall ever be, sweet­heart,” he whispered fer­vently. “Could I be less since you are sent to make me so?”

			She looked at him again, and now she was smil­ing wist­fully through her tears.

			“And you will bear with Peter?” she im­plored him.

			“He shall have no power to an­ger me,” he answered. “I swear that too. Do you know that but today he struck me?”

			“Struck you? You did not tell me that!”

			“My quar­rel was not with him but with the rogue that sent him. I laughed at the blow. Was he not sac­red to me?”

			“He is good at heart, Noll,” she pur­sued. “In time he will come to love you as you de­serve, and you will come to know that he, too, de­serves your love.”

			“He de­serves it now for the love he bears to you.”

			“And you will think ever thus dur­ing the little while of wait­ing that per­force must lie be­fore us?”

			“I shall nev­er think oth­er­wise, sweet. Mean­while I shall avoid him, and that no harm may come should he for­bid me Godol­phin Court I’ll even stay away. In less than a year you will be of full age, and none may hinder you to come and go. What is a year, with such hope as mine to still im­pa­tience?”

			She stroked his face. “Art very gentle with me ever, Noll,” she mur­mured fondly. “I can­not cred­it you are ever harsh to any, as they say.”

			“Heed them not,” he answered her. “I may have been some­thing of all that, but you have pur­i­fied me, Rose. What man that loved you could be aught but gentle.” He kissed her, and stood up. “I had best be go­ing now,” he said. “I shall walk along the shore to­wards Tre­fus­is Point to­mor­row morn­ing. If you should chance to be sim­il­arly dis­posed. …”

			She laughed, and rose in her turn. “I shall be there, dear Noll.”

			“ ’Twere best so here­after,” he as­sured her, smil­ing, and so took his leave.

			She fol­lowed him to the stair­head, and watched him as he des­cen­ded with eyes that took pride in the fine up­right car­riage of that stal­wart, mas­ter­ful lov­er.

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Forge

			
			Sir Oliv­er’s wis­dom in be­ing the first to bear Ros­amund the story of that day’s hap­pen­ings was es­tab­lished anon when Mas­ter Godol­phin re­turned home. He went straight in quest of his sis­ter; and in a frame of mind op­pressed by fear and sor­row, for Sir John, by his gen­er­al sense of dis­com­fit­ure at the hands of Sir Oliv­er and by the an­ger be­got­ten of all this he was harsh in man­ner and dis­posed to hec­tor.

			“Madam,” he an­nounced ab­ruptly, “Sir John is like to die.”

			The astound­ing an­swer she re­turned him—that is, astound­ing to him—did not tend to soothe his sorely ruffled spir­it.

			“I know,” she said. “And I be­lieve him to de­serve no less. Who deals in calumny should be pre­pared for the wages of it.”

			He stared at her in a long, furi­ous si­lence, then ex­ploded in­to oaths, and fi­nally in­veighed against her un­nat­ur­al­ness and pro­nounced her be­witched by that foul dog Tressili­an.

			“It is for­tu­nate for me,” she answered him com­posedly, “that he was here be­fore you to give me the truth of this af­fair.” Then her as­sumed calm and the an­ger with which she had met his own all fell away from her. “Oh, Peter, Peter,” she cried in an­guish, “I hope that Sir John will re­cov­er. I am dis­traught by this event. But be just, I im­plore you. Sir Oliv­er has told me how hard-driv­en he had been.”

			“He shall be driv­en harder yet, as God’s my life! If you think this deed shall go un­pun­ished. …”

			She flung her­self upon his breast and im­plored him to carry this quar­rel no fur­ther. She spoke of her love for Sir Oliv­er and an­nounced her firm re­solve to marry him in des­pite of all op­pos­i­tion that could be made, all of which did not tend to soften her broth­er’s hu­mour. Yet be­cause of the love that ever had held these two in closest bonds he went so far in the end as to say that should Sir John re­cov­er he would not him­self pur­sue the mat­ter fur­ther. But if Sir John should die—as was very likely—hon­our com­pelled him to seek ven­geance of a deed to which he had him­self so very largely con­trib­uted.

			“I read that man as if he were an open book,” the boy an­nounced, with cal­low boast­ful­ness. “He has the sub­tlety of Satan, yet he does not de­lude me. It was at me he struck through Kil­li­grew. Be­cause he de­sires you, Ros­amund, he could not—as he bluntly told me—deal with me how­ever I pro­voked him, not even though I went the length of strik­ing him. He might have killed me for’t; but he knew that to do so would place a bar­ri­er ’twixt him and you. Oh! he is cal­cu­lat­ing as all the fiends of Hell. So, to wipe out the dis­hon­our which I did him, he shifts the blame of it upon Kil­li­grew and goes out to kill him, which he fur­ther thinks may act as a warn­ing to me. But if Kil­li­grew dies. …” And thus he rambled on, filling her gentle heart with an­guish to see this feud in­creas­ing between the two men she loved best in all the world. If the out­come of it should be that either were to kill the oth­er, she knew that she could nev­er again look upon the sur­viv­or.

			She took heart at last in the memory of Sir Oliv­er’s sworn prom­ise that her broth­er’s life should be in­vi­ol­ate to him, betide what might. She trus­ted him; she de­pended upon his word and that rare strength of his which rendered pos­sible to him a course that no weak­er man would dare pur­sue. And in this re­flec­tion her pride in him in­creased, and she thanked God for a lov­er who in all things was a gi­ant among men.

			But Sir John Kil­li­grew did not die. He hovered between this world and a bet­ter one for some sev­en days, at the end of which he began to re­cov­er. By Oc­to­ber he was abroad again, gaunt and pale, re­duced to half the bulk that had been his be­fore, a mere shad­ow of a man.

			One of his first vis­its was to Godol­phin Court. He went to re­mon­strate with Ros­amund upon her be­troth­al, and he did so at the re­quest of her broth­er. But his re­mon­strances were strangely lack­ing in the force that she had looked for.

			The odd fact is that in his near ap­proach to death, and with his earthly in­terest dwind­ling, Sir John had looked mat­ters frankly in the face, and had been driv­en to the con­clu­sion—a con­clu­sion im­possible to him in nor­mal health—that he had got no more than he de­served. He real­ized that he had ac­ted un­wor­thily, if un­con­scious at the time of the un­wor­thi­ness of what he did; that the weapons with which he had fought Sir Oliv­er were not the weapons that be­come a Gen­tle­man or in which there is cred­it to be won. He per­ceived that he had per­mit­ted his old enmity for the house of Tressili­an, swollen by a sense of in­jury lately suffered in the mat­ter of the li­cence to build at Smith­ick, to warp his judg­ment and to per­suade him that Sir Oliv­er was all he had dubbed him. He real­ized that jeal­ousy, too, had taken a hand in the mat­ter. Sir Oliv­er’s ex­ploits upon the seas had brought him wealth, and with this wealth he was build­ing up once more the Tressili­an sway in those parts, which Ral­ph Tressili­an had so out­rageously di­min­ished, so that he threatened to ec­lipse the im­port­ance of the Kil­li­grews of Ar­wen­ack.

			Nev­er­the­less, in the hour of re­ac­tion he did not go so far as to ad­mit that Sir Oliv­er Tressili­an was a fit mate for Ros­amund Godol­phin. She and her broth­er had been placed in his care by their late fath­er, and he had nobly dis­charged his tu­tel­age un­til such time as Peter had come to full age. His af­fec­tion for Ros­amund was tender as that of a lov­er, but tempered by a feel­ing en­tirely pa­ternal. He went very near to wor­ship­ping her, and when all was said, when he had cleared his mind of all dis­hon­est bi­as, he still found over­much to dis­like in Oliv­er Tressili­an, and the no­tion of his be­com­ing Ros­amund’s hus­band was re­pel­lent.

			First of all there was that bad Tressili­an blood—no­tori­ously bad, and nev­er more flag­rantly dis­played than in the case of the late Ral­ph Tressili­an. It was im­possible that Oliv­er should have es­caped the taint of it; nor could Sir John per­ceive any signs that he had done so. He dis­played the tra­di­tion­al Tressili­an tur­bu­lence. He was pas­sion­ate and bru­tal, and the pir­ate’s trade to which he had now set his hand was of all trades the one for which he was by nature best equipped. He was harsh and over­bear­ing, im­pa­tient of cor­rec­tion and prone to trample oth­er men’s feel­ings un­der­foot. Was this, he asked him­self in all hon­esty, a mate for Ros­amund? Could he en­trust her hap­pi­ness to the care of such a man? As­suredly he could not.

			There­fore, be­ing whole again, he went to re­mon­strate with her as he ac­coun­ted it his duty and as Mas­ter Peter had be­sought him. Yet know­ing the bi­as that had been his he was care­ful to un­der­state rather than to over­state his reas­ons.

			“But, Sir John,” she pro­tested, “if every man is to be con­demned for the sins of his for­bears, but few could es­cape con­dem­na­tion, and wherever shall you find me a hus­band de­serving your ap­prov­al?”

			“His fath­er. …” began Sir John.

			“Tell me not of his fath­er, but of him­self,” she in­ter­rup­ted.

			He frowned im­pa­tiently—they were sit­ting in that bower of hers above the river.

			“I was com­ing to ’t,” he answered, a thought testily, for these in­ter­rup­tions which made him keep to the point robbed him of his best ar­gu­ments. “How­ever, suf­fice it that many of his fath­er’s vi­cious qual­it­ies he has in­her­ited, as we see in his ways of life; that he has not in­her­ited oth­ers only the fu­ture can as­sure us.”

			“In oth­er words,” she mocked him, yet very ser­i­ously, “I am to wait un­til he dies of old age to make quite sure that he has no such sins as must render him an un­fit­ting hus­band?”

			“No, no,” he cried. “Good lack! what a per­verse­ness is thine!”

			“The per­verse­ness is your own, Sir John. I am but the mir­ror of it.”

			He shif­ted in his chair and grunted. “Be it so, then,” he snapped. “We will deal with the qual­it­ies that already he dis­plays.” And Sir John enu­mer­ated them.

			“But this is no more than your judg­ment of him—no more than what you think him.”

			“ ’Tis what all the world thinks him.”

			“But I shall not marry a man for what oth­ers think of him, but for what I think of him my­self. And in my view you cruelly ma­lign him. I dis­cov­er no such qual­it­ies in Sir Oliv­er.”

			“ ’Tis that you should be spared such a dis­cov­ery that I am be­seech­ing you not to wed him.”

			“Yet un­less I wed him I shall nev­er make such a dis­cov­ery; and un­til I make it I shall ever con­tin­ue to love him and to de­sire to wed him. Is all my life to be spent so?” She laughed out­right, and came to stand be­side him. She put an arm about his neck as she might have put it about the neck of her fath­er, as she had been in the habit of do­ing any day in these past ten years—and thereby made him feel him­self to have reached an un­con­scion­able age. With her hand she rubbed his brow.

			“Why, here are wicked wrinkles of ill-hu­mour,” she cried to him. “You are all un­done, and by a wo­man’s wit, and you do not like it.”

			“I am un­done by a wo­man’s wil­ful­ness, by a wo­man’s head­strong re­solve not to see.”

			“You have naught to show me, Sir John.”

			“Naught? Is all that I have said naught?”

			“Words are not things; judg­ments are not facts. You say that he is so, and so and so. But when I ask you upon what facts you judge him, your only an­swer is that you think him to be what you say he is. Your thoughts may be hon­est, Sir John, but your lo­gic is con­tempt­ible.” And she laughed again at his gap­ing dis­com­fit­ure. “Come, now, deal like an hon­est up­right judge, and tell me one act of his—one thing that he has ever done and of which you have sure know­ledge—that will bear him out to be what you say he is. Now, Sir John!”

			He looked up at her im­pa­tiently. Then, at last he smiled.

			“Rogue!” he cried—and upon a dis­tant day he was to be­think him of those words. “If ever he be brought to judg­ment I can de­sire him no bet­ter ad­voc­ate than thou.”

			Thereupon fol­low­ing up her ad­vant­age swiftly, she kissed him. “Nor could I de­sire him a more hon­est judge than you.”

			What was the poor man to do there­after? What he did. Live up to her pro­nounce­ment, and go forth­with to vis­it Sir Oliv­er and com­pose their quar­rel.

			The ac­know­ledg­ment of his fault was hand­somely made, and Sir Oliv­er re­ceived it in a spir­it no less hand­some. But when Sir John came to the mat­ter of Mis­tress Ros­amund he was, out of his sense of duty to her, less gen­er­ous. He an­nounced that since he could not bring him­self to look upon Sir Oliv­er as a suit­able hus­band for her, noth­ing that he had now said must mis­lead Sir Oliv­er in­to sup­pos­ing him a con­sent­ing party to any such uni­on.

			“But that,” he ad­ded, “is not to say that I op­pose it. I dis­ap­prove, but I stand aside. Un­til she is of full age her broth­er will re­fuse his sanc­tion. After that, the mat­ter will con­cern neither him nor my­self.”

			“I hope,” said Sir Oliv­er, “he will take as wise a view. But whatever view he takes will be no mat­ter. For the rest, Sir John, I thank you for your frank­ness, and I re­joice to know that if I may not count you for my friend, at least I need not reck­on you among my en­emies.”

			But if Sir John was thus won round to a neut­ral at­ti­tude, Mas­ter Peter’s ran­cour abated noth­ing; rather it in­creased each day, and presently there came an­oth­er mat­ter to feed it, a mat­ter of which Sir Oliv­er had no sus­pi­cion.

			He knew that his broth­er Li­onel rode al­most daily to Mal­pas, and he knew the ob­ject of those daily rides. He knew of the lady who kept a sort of court there for the rus­tic bucks of Truro, Penryn, and Hel­ston, and he knew some­thing of the ill-re­pute that had at­tached to her in town—a re­pute, in fact, which had been the cause of her with­draw­al in­to the coun­try. He told his broth­er some frank and ugly truths, con­cern­ing her, by way of warn­ing him, and therein, for the first time, the twain went very near to quar­rel­ling.

			After that he men­tioned her no more. He knew that in his in­dol­ent way Li­onel could be head­strong, and he knew hu­man nature well enough to be con­vinced that in­ter­fer­ence here would but set up a breach between him­self and his broth­er without in the least achiev­ing its real ob­ject. So Oliv­er shrugged resign­edly, and held his peace.

			There he left the af­fair, nor ever spoke again of Mal­pas and the siren who presided there. And mean­while the au­tumn faded in­to winter, and with the com­ing of stormy weath­er Sir Oliv­er and Ros­amund had few­er op­por­tun­it­ies of meet­ing. To Godol­phin Court he would not go since she did not de­sire it; and him­self he deemed it best to re­main away since oth­er­wise he must risk a quar­rel with its mas­ter, who had for­bid­den him the place. In those days he saw Peter Godol­phin but little, and on the rare oc­ca­sions when they did meet they passed each oth­er with a very mea­gre sa­lute.

			Sir Oliv­er was en­tirely happy, and men no­ticed how gentler were his ac­cents, how sun­ni­er had be­come a coun­ten­ance that they had known for haughty and for­bid­ding. He waited for his com­ing hap­pi­ness with the con­fid­ence of an im­mor­tal in the fu­ture. Pa­tience was all the ser­vice Fate asked of him, and he gave that ser­vice blithely, de­pend­ing upon the re­ward that soon now would be his own. In­deed, the year drew near its close; and ere an­oth­er winter should come round Pen­ar­row House would own a mis­tress. That to him seemed as in­ev­it­able as the sea­son it­self. And yet for all his su­preme con­fid­ence, for all his pa­tience and the hap­pi­ness he culled from it, there were mo­ments when he seemed op­pressed by some elu­sive sense of over­hanging doom, by some sub­con­scious­ness of an evil in the womb of Des­tiny. Did he chal­lenge his op­pres­sion, did he seek to trans­late it in­to terms of reas­on, he found noth­ing upon which his wits could fasten—and he came ever to con­clude that it was his very hap­pi­ness by its ex­cess­ive­ness that was op­press­ing him, giv­ing him at times that sense of pre­mon­it­ory weight about the heart as if to check its joy­ous soar­ings.

			One day, a week from Christ­mas, he had oc­ca­sion to ride to Hel­ston on some tri­fling af­fair. For half a week a bliz­zard had whirled about the coast, and he had been kept chaf­ing in­doors what time lay­er upon lay­er of snow was spread upon the coun­tryside. On the fourth day, the storm be­ing spent, the sun came forth, the skies were swept clear of clouds and all the coun­tryside lay robed in a sun-drenched, dazzling white­ness. Sir Oliv­er called for his horse and rode forth alone through the crisp snow. He turned home­ward very early in the af­ter­noon, but when a couple of miles from Hel­ston he found that his horse had cast a shoe. He dis­moun­ted, and bridle over arm tramped on through the sun­lit vale between the heights of Pen­den­nis and Ar­wen­ack, singing as he went. He came thus to Smith­ick and the door of the forge. About it stood a group of fish­er­men and rus­tics, for, in the ab­sence of any inn just there, this forge was ever a point of con­greg­a­tion. In ad­di­tion to the rus­tics and an it­in­er­ant mer­chant with his pack­horses, there were present Sir An­drew Flack, the par­son from Penryn, and Mas­ter Gregory Baine, one of the Justices from the neigh­bour­hood of Truro. Both were well known to Sir Oliv­er, and he stood in friendly gos­sip with them what time he waited for his horse.

			It was all very un­for­tu­nate, from the cast­ing of that shoe to the meet­ing with those gen­tle­men; for as Sir Oliv­er stood there, down the gentle slope from Ar­wen­ack rode Mas­ter Peter Godol­phin.

			It was said af­ter­wards by Sir An­drew and Mas­ter Baine that Mas­ter Peter ap­peared to have been ca­rous­ing, so flushed was his face, so un­nat­ur­al the bright­ness of his eye, so thick his speech and so ex­tra­vag­ant and fool­ish what he said. There can be little doubt that it was so. He was ad­dicted to Ca­nary, and so in­deed was Sir John Kil­li­grew, and he had been din­ing with Sir John. He was of those who turn quar­rel­some in wine—which is but an­oth­er way of say­ing that when the wine was in and the re­straint out, his nat­ur­al hu­mour came up­per­most un­tram­melled. The sight of Sir Oliv­er stand­ing there gave the lad pre­cisely what he needed to in­dulge that evil hu­mour of his, and he may have been quickened in his pur­pose by the pres­ence of those oth­er gen­tle­men. In his half-fuddled state of mind he may have re­called that once he had struck Sir Oliv­er and Sir Oliv­er had laughed and told him that none would be­lieve it.

			He drew rein sud­denly as he came abreast of the group, so sud­denly that he pulled his horse un­til it al­most sat down like a cat; yet he re­tained his saddle. Then he came through the snow that was all squelched and mud­ded just about the forge, and leered at Sir Oliv­er.

			“I am from Ar­wen­ack,” he an­nounced un­ne­ces­sar­ily. “We have been talk­ing of you.”

			“You could have had no bet­ter sub­ject of dis­course,” said Sir Oliv­er, smil­ing, for all that his eyes were hard and some­thing scared—though his fears did not con­cern him­self.

			“Marry, you are right; you make an en­gross­ing top­ic—you and your de­bauched fath­er.”

			“Sir,” replied Sir Oliv­er, “once already have I de­plored your moth­er’s ut­ter want of dis­cre­tion.”

			The words were out of him in a flash un­der the spur of the gross in­sult flung at him, uttered in the mo­ment­ary blind rage aroused by that in­flamed and taunt­ing face above him. No soon­er were they sped than he re­pen­ted them, the more bit­terly be­cause they were greeted by a guf­faw from the rus­tics. He would have giv­en half his for­tune in that mo­ment to have re­called them.

			Mas­ter Godol­phin’s face had changed as ut­terly as if he had re­moved a mask. From flushed that it had been it was liv­id now and the eyes were blaz­ing, the mouth twitch­ing. Thus a mo­ment he glowered upon his en­emy. Then stand­ing in his stir­rups he swung aloft his whip.

			“You dog!” he cried, in a snarling sob. “You dog!” And his lash came down and cut a long red wheal across Sir Oliv­er’s dark face.

			With cries of dis­may and an­ger the oth­ers, the par­son, the Justice and the rus­tics got between the pair, for Sir Oliv­er was look­ing very wicked, and all the world knew him for a man to be feared.

			“Mas­ter Godol­phin, I cry shame upon you,” ex­claimed the par­son. “If evil comes of this I shall testi­fy to the gross­ness of your ag­gres­sion. Get you gone from here!”

			“Go to the dev­il, sir,” said Mas­ter Godol­phin thickly. “Is my moth­er’s name to be upon the lips of that bas­tard? By God, man, the mat­ter rests not here. He shall send his friends to me, or I will horse­whip him every time we meet. You hear, Sir Oliv­er?”

			Sir Oliv­er made him no reply.

			“You hear?” he roared. “There is no Sir John Kil­li­grew this time upon whom you can shift the quar­rel. Come you to me and get the pun­ish­ment of which that whip­lash is but an earn­est.” Then with a thick laugh he drove spurs in­to his horse’s flanks, so furi­ously that he all but sent the par­son and an­oth­er sprawl­ing.

			“Stay but a little while for me,” roared Sir Oliv­er after him. “You’ll ride no more, my drunk­en fool!”

			And in a rage he bel­lowed for his horse, fling­ing off the par­son and Mas­ter Baine, who en­deav­oured to de­tain and calm him. He vaul­ted to the saddle when the nag was brought him, and whirled away in furi­ous pur­suit.

			The par­son looked at the Justice and the Justice shrugged, his lips tight-pressed.

			“The young fool is drunk,” said Sir An­drew, shak­ing his white head. “He’s in no case to meet his Maker.”

			“Yet he seems very eager,” quoth Mas­ter Justice Baine. “I doubt I shall hear more of the mat­ter.” He turned and looked in­to the forge where the bel­lows now stood idle, the smith him­self grimy and ap­roned in leath­er in the door­way, listen­ing to the rus­tics ac­count of the hap­pen­ing. Mas­ter Baine it seems had a taste for ana­lo­gies. “Faith,” he said, “the place was ex­cel­lently well chosen. They have forged here today a sword which it will need blood to tem­per.”

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The In­ter­vener

			
			The par­son had no­tions of rid­ing after Sir Oliv­er, and begged Mas­ter Baine to join him. But the Justice looked down his long nose and opined that no good pur­pose was to be served; that Tressili­ans were ever wild and bloody men; and that an angry Tressili­an was a thing to be avoided. Sir An­drew, who was far from val­or­ous, thought there might be wis­dom in the Justice’s words, and re­membered that he had troubles enough of his own with a froward wife without tak­ing up the bur­dens of oth­ers. Mas­ter Godol­phin and Sir Oliv­er between them, quoth the Justice, had got up this storm of theirs. A God’s name let them settle it, and if in the set­tling they should cut each oth­er’s throats haply the coun­tryside would be well rid of a brace of tur­bu­lent fel­lows. The ped­lar deemed them a couple of mad­men, whose ways were bey­ond the un­der­stand­ing of a sober cit­izen. The oth­ers—the fish­er­men and the rus­tics—had not the means to fol­low even had they had the will.

			They dis­persed to put abroad the news of that short furi­ous quar­rel and to proph­esy that blood would be let in the ad­just­ing of it. This pro­gnost­ic­a­tion they based en­tirely upon their know­ledge of the short Tressili­an way. But it was a mat­ter in which they were en­tirely wrong. It is true that Sir Oliv­er went gal­lop­ing along that road that fol­lows the Penryn river and that he poun­ded over the bridge in the town of Penryn in Mas­ter Godol­phin’s wake with murder in his heart. Men who saw him rid­ing wildly thus with the red wheal across his white furi­ous face said that he looked a very dev­il.

			He crossed the bridge at Penryn a half-hour after sun­set, as dusk was clos­ing in­to night, and it may be that the sharp, frosty air had a hand in the cool­ing of his blood. For as he reached the river’s east­ern bank he slackened his break­neck pace, even as he slackened the angry gal­lop­ing of his thoughts. The memory of that oath he had sworn three months ago to Ros­amund smote him like a phys­ic­al blow. It checked his pur­pose, and, re­flect­ing this, his pace fell to an amble. He shivered to think how near he had gone to wreck­ing all the hap­pi­ness that lay ahead of him. What was a boy’s whip­lash, that his re­sent­ment of it should set all his fu­ture life in jeop­ardy? Even though men should call him a cow­ard for sub­mit­ting to it and leav­ing the in­sult un­avenged, what should that mat­ter? Moreover, upon the body of him who did so pro­claim him he could brand the lie of a charge so fool­ish. Sir Oliv­er raised his eyes to the deep sap­phire dome of heav­en where an odd star was glit­ter­ing frost­ily, and thanked God from a swell­ing heart that he had not over­taken Peter Godol­phin whilst his mad­ness was upon him.

			A mile or so be­low Penryn, he turned up the road that ran down to the ferry there, and took his way home over the shoulder of the hill with a slack rein. It was not his usu­al way. He was wont ever to go round by Tre­fus­is Point that he might take a glimpse at the walls of the house that har­boured Ros­amund and a glance at the win­dow of her bower. But to­night he thought the short­er road over the hill would be the safer way. If he went by Godol­phin Court he might chance to meet Peter again, and his past an­ger warned him against court­ing such a meet­ing, warned him to avoid it lest evil should betide. In­deed, so im­per­i­ous was the warn­ing, and such were his fears of him­self after what had just passed, that he re­solved to leave Pen­ar­row on the next day. Whith­er he would go he did not then de­term­ine. He might re­pair to Lon­don, and he might even go upon an­oth­er cruise—an idea which he had lately dis­missed un­der Ros­amund’s earn­est in­ter­ces­sion. But it was im­per­at­ive that he should quit the neigh­bour­hood, and place a dis­tance between Peter Godol­phin and him­self un­til such time as he might take Ros­amund to wife. Eight months or so of ex­ile; but what mat­ter? Bet­ter so than that he should be driv­en in­to some deed that would com­pel him to spend his whole life­time apart from her. He would write, and she would un­der­stand and ap­prove when he told her what had passed that day.

			The re­solve was firmly im­planted in him by the time he reached Pen­ar­row, and he felt him­self up­lif­ted by it and by the prom­ise it af­forded him that thus his fu­ture hap­pi­ness would be as­sured.

			Him­self he stabled his horse; for of the two grooms he kept, one had by his leave set out yes­ter­day to spend Christ­mas in Devon with his par­ents, the oth­er had taken a chill and had been ordered to bed that very day by Sir Oliv­er, who was con­sid­er­ate with those that served him.

			In the din­ing room he found sup­per spread, and a great log fire blazed in the enorm­ous cowled fire­place, dif­fus­ing a pleas­ant warmth through the vast room and flick­er­ing rud­dily upon the trophies of weapons that ad­orned the walls, upon the tapestries and the por­traits of dead Tressili­ans. Hear­ing his step, old Nich­olas entered bear­ing a great candle-branch which he set upon the table.

			“You’m late, Sir Oliv­er,” said the ser­vant, “and Mas­ter Li­onel bain’t home yet neither.”

			Sir Oliv­er grunted and scowled as he crunched a log and set it sizz­ling un­der his wet heel. He thought of Mal­pas and cursed Li­onel’s folly, as, without a word, he loosed his cloak and flung it on an oaken cof­fer by the wall where already he had cast his hat. Then he sat down, and Nich­olas came for­ward to draw off his boots.

			When that was done and the old ser­vant stood up again, Sir Oliv­er shortly bade him to serve sup­per.

			“Mas­ter Li­onel can­not be long now,” said he. “And give me to drink, Nick. ’Tis what I most re­quire.”

			“I’ve brewed ee a pos­set o’ ca­nary sack,” an­nounced Nich­olas; “there’m no bet­ter sup­ping o’ a frosty winter’s night, Sir Oliv­er.”

			He de­par­ted to re­turn presently with a black jack that was steam­ing fra­grantly. He found his mas­ter still in the same at­ti­tude, star­ing at the fire, and frown­ing darkly. Sir Oliv­er’s thoughts were still of his broth­er and Mal­pas, and so in­sist­ent were they that his own con­cerns were for the mo­ment quite neg­lected; he was con­sid­er­ing wheth­er it was not his duty, after all, to at­tempt a word of re­mon­strance. At length he rose with a sigh and got to table. There he be­thought him of his sick groom, and asked Nich­olas for news of him. Nich­olas re­por­ted the fel­low to be much as he had been, whereupon Sir Oliv­er took up a cup and brimmed it with the steam­ing pos­set.

			“Take him that,” he said. “There’s no bet­ter medi­cine for such an ail­ment.”

			Out­side fell a clat­ter of hooves.

			“Here be Mas­ter Li­onel at last,” said the ser­vant.

			“No doubt,” agreed Sir Oliv­er. “No need to stay for him. Here is all he needs. Carry that to Tom ere it cools.”

			It was his ob­ject to pro­cure the ser­vant’s ab­sence when Li­onel should ar­rive, re­solved as he was to greet him with a sound rat­ing for his folly. Re­flec­tion had brought him the as­sur­ance that this was be­come his duty in view of his pro­jec­ted ab­sence from Pen­ar­row; and in his broth­er’s in­terest he was de­term­ined not to spare him.

			He took a deep draught of the pos­set, and as he set it down he heard Li­onel’s step without. Then the door was flung open, and his broth­er stood on the threshold a mo­ment at gaze.

			Sir Oliv­er looked round with a scowl, the well-con­sidered re­proof already on his lips.

			“So. …” he began, and got no fur­ther. The sight that met his eyes drove the ready words from his lips and mind; in­stead it was with a sharp gasp of dis­may that he came im­me­di­ately to his feet. “Li­onel!”

			Li­onel lurched in, closed the door, and shot home one of its bolts. Then he leaned against it, fa­cing his broth­er again. He was deathly pale, with great dark stains un­der his eyes; his un­gloved right hand was pressed to his side, and the fin­gers of it were all smeared with blood that was still ooz­ing and drip­ping from between them. Over his yel­low doublet on the right side there was a spread­ing dark stain whose nature did not in­trigue Sir Oliv­er a mo­ment.

			“My God!” he cried, and ran to his broth­er. “What’s happened, Lal? Who has done this?”

			“Peter Godol­phin,” came the an­swer from lips that writhed in a curi­ous smile.

			Nev­er a word said Sir Oliv­er, but he set his teeth and clenched his hands un­til the nails cut in­to his palms. Then he put an arm about this lad he loved above all save one in the whole world, and with an­guish in his mind he sup­por­ted him for­ward to the fire. There Li­onel dropped to the chair that Sir Oliv­er had lately oc­cu­pied.

			“What is your hurt, lad? Has it gone deep?” he asked, in ter­ror al­most.

			“ ’Tis naught—a flesh wound; but I have lost a mort of blood. I thought I should have been drained or ever I got me home.”

			With fear­ful speed Sir Oliv­er drew his dag­ger and ripped away doublet, vest, and shirt, lay­ing bare the lad’s white flesh. A mo­ment’s ex­am­in­a­tion, and he breathed more freely.

			“Art a very babe, Lal,” he cried in his re­lief. “To ride without thought to stanch so simple a wound, and so lose all this blood—bad Tressili­an blood though it be.” He laughed in the im­mens­ity of his re­ac­tion from that mo­ment­ary ter­ror. “Stay thou there whilst I call Nick to help us dress this scratch.”

			“No, no!” There was note of sud­den fear in the lad’s voice, and his hand clutched at his broth­er’s sleeve. “Nick must not know. None must know, or I am un­done else.”

			Sir Oliv­er stared, be­wildered. Li­onel smiled again that curi­ous twis­ted, rather frightened smile.

			“I gave bet­ter than I took, Noll,” said he. “Mas­ter Godol­phin is as cold by now as the snow on which I left him.”

			His broth­er’s sud­den start and the fixed stare from out of his slowly pal­ing face scared Li­onel a little. He ob­served, al­most sub­con­sciously, the dull red wheal that came in­to prom­in­ence as the col­our faded out of Sir Oliv­er’s face, yet nev­er thought to ask how it came there. His own af­fairs pos­sessed him too com­pletely.

			“What’s this?” quoth Oliv­er at last, hoarsely.

			Li­onel dropped his eyes, un­able longer to meet a glance that was be­com­ing ter­rible.

			“He would have it,” he growled al­most sul­lenly, an­swer­ing the re­proach that was writ­ten in every line of his broth­er’s taut body. “I had warned him not to cross my path. But to­night I think some mad­ness had seized upon him. He af­fron­ted me, Noll; he said things which it was bey­ond hu­man power to en­dure, and. …” He shrugged to com­plete his sen­tence.

			“Well, well,” said Oliv­er in a small voice. “First let us tend this wound of yours.”

			“Do not call Nick,” was the oth­er’s swift ad­mon­i­tion. “Don’t you see, Noll?” he ex­plained in an­swer to the in­quiry of his broth­er’s stare, “don’t you see that we fought there al­most in the dark and without wit­nesses. It. …” he swal­lowed, “it will be called murder, fair fight though it was; and should it be dis­covered that it was I. …” He shivered and his glance grew wild; his lips twitched.

			“I see,” said Oliv­er, who un­der­stood at last, and he ad­ded bit­terly: “You fool!”

			“I had no choice,” pro­tested Li­onel. “He came at me with his drawn sword. In­deed, I think he was half-drunk. I warned him of what must hap­pen to the oth­er did either of us fall, but he bade me not con­cern my­self with the fear of any such con­sequences to him­self. He was full of foul words of me and you and all who­ever bore our name. He struck me with the flat of his blade and threatened to run me through as I stood un­less I drew to de­fend my­self. What choice had I? I did not mean to kill him—as God’s my wit­ness, I did not, Noll.”

			Without a word Oliv­er turned to a side table, where stood a met­al basin and ewer. He poured wa­ter, then came in the same si­lence to treat his broth­er’s wound. The tale that Li­onel told made blame im­possible, at least from Oliv­er. He had but to re­call the mood in which he him­self had rid­den after Peter Godol­phin; he had but to re­mem­ber, that only the con­sid­er­a­tion of Ros­amund—only, in­deed, the con­sid­er­a­tion of his fu­ture—had set a curb upon his own bloodthirsty hu­mour.

			When he had washed the wound he fetched some table lin­en from a press and ripped it in­to strips with his dag­ger; he threaded out one of these and made a pre­lim­in­ary cris­scross of the threads across the lips of the wound—for the blade had gone right through the muscles of the breast, graz­ing the ribs; these threads would help the form­a­tion of a clot. Then with the in­fin­ite skill and cun­ning ac­quired in the course of his rov­ings he pro­ceeded to the bandaging.

			That done, he opened the win­dow and flung out the blood-tin­ted wa­ter. The cloths with which he had mopped the wound and all oth­er sim­il­ar evid­ences of the treat­ment he cast upon the fire. He must re­move all traces even from the eyes of Nich­olas. He had the most im­pli­cit trust in the old ser­vant’s fi­del­ity. But the mat­ter was too grave to per­mit of the slight­est risk. He real­ized fully the justice of Li­onel’s fears that how­ever fair the fight might have been, a thing done thus in secret must be ac­coun­ted murder by the law.

			Bid­ding Li­onel wrap him­self in his cloak, Sir Oliv­er un­barred the door, and went up­stairs in quest of a fresh shirt and doublet for his broth­er. On the land­ing he met Nich­olas des­cend­ing. He held him a mo­ment in talk of the sick man above, and out­wardly at least he was now en­tirely com­posed. He dis­patched him up­stairs again upon a trumped-up er­rand that must keep him ab­sent for some little time, whilst him­self he went to get the things he needed.

			He re­turned be­low with them, and when he had as­sisted his broth­er in­to fresh gar­ments with as little move­ment as pos­sible so as not to dis­turb his dress­ing of the wound or set it bleed­ing afresh, he took the blood­stained doublet, vest, and shirt which he had ripped and flung them, too, in­to the great fire.

			When some mo­ments later Nich­olas entered the vast room he found the broth­ers sit­ting com­posedly at table. Had he faced Li­onel he would have ob­served little amiss with him bey­ond the deep pal­lor of his face. But he did not even do so much. Li­onel sat with his back to the door and the ser­vant’s ad­vance in­to the room was checked by Sir Oliv­er with the as­sur­ance that they did not re­quire him. Nich­olas with­drew again, and the broth­ers were once more alone.

			Li­onel ate very spar­ingly. He thirsted and would have emp­tied the meas­ure of pos­set, but that Sir Oliv­er re­strained him, and re­fused him any­thing but wa­ter lest he should con­tract a fever. Such a spar­ing meal as they made—for neither had much ap­pet­ite—was made in si­lence. At last Sir Oliv­er rose, and with slow, heavy steps, sug­gest­ive of his hu­mour, he crossed to the fire­place. He threw fresh logs on the blaze, and took from the tall man­tel­shelf his pipe and a leaden jar of to­bacco. He filled the pipe pens­ively, then with the short iron tongs seized a frag­ment of glow­ing wood and ap­plied it to the herb.

			He re­turned to the table, and stand­ing over his broth­er, he broke at last the si­lence that had now en­dured some time.

			“What,” he asked gruffly, “was the cause of your quar­rel?”

			Li­onel star­ted and shrank a little; between fin­ger and thumb he kneaded a frag­ment of bread, his eyes upon it. “I scarce know,” he replied.

			“Lal, that is not the truth.”

			“How?”

			“ ’Tis not the truth. I am not to be put off with such an an­swer. Your­self you said that you had warned him not to cross your path. What path was in your mind?”

			Li­onel leaned his el­bows on the table and took his head in his hands. Weak from loss of blood, over­wrought men­tally as well, in a state of re­vul­sion and re­ac­tion also from the pur­suit which had been the cause of to­night’s tra­gic af­fair, he had not strength to with­hold the con­fid­ence his broth­er asked. On the con­trary, it seemed to him that in mak­ing such a con­fid­ence, he would find a haven and refuge in Sir Oliv­er.

			“ ’Twas that wan­ton at Mal­pas was the cause of all,” he com­plained. And Sir Oliv­er’s eye flashed at the words. “I deemed her quite oth­er; I was a fool, a fool! I”—he choked, and a sob shook him—“I thought she loved me. I would have mar­ried her, I would so, by God.”

			Sir Oliv­er swore softly un­der his breath.

			“I be­lieved her pure and good, and. …” He checked. “After all, who am I to say even now that she was not? ’Twas no fault of hers. ’Twas he, that foul dog Godol­phin, who per­ver­ted her. Un­til he came all was well between us. And then. …”

			“I see,” said Sir Oliv­er quietly. “I think you have some­thing for which to thank him, if he re­vealed to you the truth of that strum­pet’s nature. I would have warned thee, lad. But … Per­haps I have been weak in that.”

			“It was not so; it was not she. …”

			“I say it was, and if I say so I am to be be­lieved, Li­onel. I’d smirch no wo­man’s repu­ta­tion without just cause. Be very sure of that.”

			Li­onel stared up at him. “O God!” he cried presently, “I know not what to be­lieve. I am a shuttle­cock flung this way and that way.”

			“Be­lieve me,” said Sir Oliv­er grimly. “And set all doubts to rest.” Then he smiled. “So that was the vir­tu­ous Mas­ter Peter’s secret pas­time, eh? The hy­po­crisy of man! There is no plumb­ing the end­less depths of it!”

			He laughed out­right, re­mem­ber­ing all the things that Mas­ter Peter had said of Ral­ph Tressili­an—de­liv­er­ing him­self as though he were some chaste and self-deny­ing an­chor­ite. Then on that laugh he caught his breath quite sud­denly. “Would she know?” he asked fear­fully. “Would that har­lot know, would she sus­pect that ’twas your hand did this?”

			“Aye—would she,” replied the oth­er. “I told her to­night, when she flouted me and spoke of him, that I went straight to find him and pay the score between us. I was on my way to Godol­phin Court when I came upon him in the park.”

			“Then you lied to me again, Li­onel. For you said ’twas he at­tacked you.”

			“And so he did.” Li­onel countered in­stantly. “He nev­er gave me time to speak, but flung down from his horse and came at me snarling like a cross-grained mon­grel. Oh, he was as ready for the fight as I—as eager.”

			“But the wo­man at Mal­pas knows,” said Sir Oliv­er gloomily. “And if she tells. …”

			“She’ll not,” cried Li­onel. “She dare not for her repu­ta­tion’s sake.”

			“In­deed, I think you are right,” agreed his broth­er with re­lief. “She dare not for oth­er reas­ons, when I come to think of it. Her repu­ta­tion is already such, and so well de­tested is she that were it known she had been the cause, how­ever in­dir­ect, of this, the coun­tryside would sat­is­fy cer­tain long­ings that it en­ter­tains con­cern­ing her. You are sure none saw you either go­ing or re­turn­ing?”

			“None.”

			Sir Oliv­er strode the length of the room and back, pulling at his pipe. “All should be well, then, I think,” said he at last. “You were best abed. I’ll carry you thith­er.”

			He took up his strip­ling broth­er in his power­ful arms and bore him up­stairs as though he were a babe. When he had seen him safely dis­posed for slum­ber, he re­turned be­low, shut the door in the hall, drew up the great oaken chair to the fire, and sat there far in­to the night smoking and think­ing.

			He had said to Li­onel that all should be well. All should be well for Li­onel. But what of him­self with the bur­den of this secret on his soul? Were the vic­tim an­oth­er than Ros­amund’s broth­er the mat­ter would have plagued him but little. The fact that Godol­phin was slain, it must be con­fessed, was not in it­self the source of his op­pres­sion. Godol­phin had more than de­served his end, and he would have come by it months ago at Sir Oliv­er’s own hand but for the fact that he was Ros­amund’s broth­er, as we know. There was the rub, the bit­ter, cruel rub. Her own broth­er had fallen by the hand of his. She loved her broth­er more than any liv­ing be­ing next to him­self, just as he loved Li­onel above any oth­er but her­self. The pain that must be hers he knew; he ex­per­i­enced some of it in an­ti­cip­a­tion, par­ti­cip­at­ing it be­cause it was hers and be­cause all things that were hers he must ac­count in some meas­ure his own.

			He rose up at last, curs­ing that wan­ton at Mal­pas who had come to fling this fresh and ter­rible dif­fi­culty where already he had to face so many. He stood lean­ing upon the over­man­tel, his foot upon one of the dogs of the fend­er, and con­sidered what to do. He must bear his bur­den in si­lence, that was all. He must keep this secret even from Ros­amund. It split his heart to think that he must prac­tise this de­ceit with her. But naught else was pos­sible short of re­lin­quish­ing her, and that was far bey­ond his strength.

			The re­solve ad­op­ted, he took up a taper and went off to bed.

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Buck­ler

			
			It was old Nich­olas who brought the news next morn­ing to the broth­ers as they were break­ing their fast.

			Li­onel should have kept his bed that day, but dared not, lest the fact should arouse sus­pi­cion. He had a little fever, the nat­ur­al res­ult both of his wound and of his loss of blood; he was in­clined to wel­come rather than de­plore it, since it set a flush on cheeks that oth­er­wise must have looked too pale.

			So lean­ing upon his broth­er’s arm he came down to a break­fast of her­rings and small ale be­fore the tardy sun of that Decem­ber morn­ing was well ris­en.

			Nich­olas burst in upon them with a white face and shak­ing limbs. He gasped out his tale of the event in a voice of ter­ror, and both broth­ers af­fected to be shocked, dis­mayed and in­cred­u­lous. But the worst part of that old man’s news, the true cause of his ter­rible agit­a­tion, was yet to be an­nounced.

			“And they do zay,” he cried with an­ger quiv­er­ing through his fear, “they do zay that it were you that killed he, Sir Oliv­er.”

			“I?” quoth Sir Oliv­er, star­ing, and sud­denly like a flood there burst upon his mind a hun­dred reas­ons over­looked un­til this mo­ment, that in­ev­it­ably must urge the coun­tryside to this con­clu­sion, and to this con­clu­sion only. “Where heard you that foul lie?”

			In the tu­mult of his mind he nev­er heeded what an­swer was re­turned by Nich­olas. What could it mat­ter where the fel­low had heard the thing; by now it would be the ac­cus­a­tion on the lips of every man. There was one course to take and he must take it in­stantly—as he had taken it once be­fore in like case. He must straight to Ros­amund to fore­stall the tale that oth­ers would carry to her. God send he did not come too late already.

			He stayed for no more than to get his boots and hat, then to the stables for a horse, and he was away over the short mile that di­vided Pen­ar­row from Godol­phin Court, go­ing by bridle and track mead­ow straight to his goal. He met none un­til he fetched up in the court­yard at Godol­phin Court. Thence a babble of ex­cited voices had reached him as he ap­proached. But at sight of him there fell a gen­er­al si­lence, omin­ous and star­ing. A dozen men or more were as­sembled there, and their eyes con­sidered him first with amazement and curi­os­ity, then with sul­len an­ger.

			He leapt down from his saddle, and stood a mo­ment wait­ing for one of the three Godol­phin grooms he had per­ceived in that as­sembly to take his reins. See­ing that none stirred—

			“How now?” he cried. “Does no one wait here? Hith­er, sir­rah, and hold my horse.”

			The groom ad­dressed hes­it­ated a mo­ment, then, un­der the stare of Sir Oliv­er’s hard, com­mand­ing eye, he shuffled sul­lenly for­ward to do as he was bid. A mur­mur ran through the group. Sir Oliv­er flashed a glance upon it, and every tongue trembled in­to si­lence.

			In that si­lence he strode up the steps, and entered the rush-strewn hall. As he van­ished he heard the hub­bub be­hind him break out anew, fiercer than it had been be­fore. But he noth­ing heeded it.

			He found him­self face to face with a ser­vant, who shrank be­fore him, star­ing as those in the court­yard had stared. His heart sank. It was plain that he came a little late already; that the tale had got there ahead of him.

			“Where is your mis­tress?” said he.

			“I … I will tell her you are here, Sir Oliv­er,” the man replied in a voice that faltered; and he passed through a door­way on the right.

			Sir Oliv­er stood a mo­ment tap­ping his boots with his whip, his face pale, a deep line between his brows. Then the man re­appeared, clos­ing the door after him.

			“Mis­tress Ros­amund bids you de­part, sir. She will not see you.”

			A mo­ment Sir Oliv­er scanned the ser­vant’s face—or ap­peared to scan it, for it is doubt­ful if he saw the fel­low at all. Then for only an­swer he strode for­ward to­wards the door from which the man had is­sued. The ser­vant set his back to it, his face res­ol­ute.

			“Sir Oliv­er, my mis­tress will not see you.”

			“Out of my way!” he muttered in his angry, con­temp­tu­ous fash­ion, and as the man per­sist­ent in his duty stood his ground, Sir Oliv­er took him by the breast of his jack­et, heaved him aside and went in.

			She was stand­ing in mid-apart­ment, dressed by an odd irony all in bridal white, that yet was not as white as was her face. Her eyes looked like two black stains, sol­emn and haunt­ing as they fastened up on this in­truder who would not be re­fused. Her lips par­ted, but she had no word for him. She just stared in a hor­ror that routed all his au­da­city and checked the mas­ter­ful­ness of his ad­vance. At last he spoke.

			“I see that you have heard,” said he, “the lie that runs the coun­tryside. That is evil enough. But I see that you have lent an ear to it; and that is worse.”

			She con­tin­ued to re­gard him with a cold look of loath­ing, this child that but two days ago had lain against his heart gaz­ing up at him in trust and ad­or­a­tion.

			“Ros­amund!” he cried, and ap­proached her by an­oth­er step. “Ros­amund! I am here to tell you that it is a lie.”

			“You had best go,” she said, and her voice had in it a qual­ity that made him tremble.

			“Go?” he echoed stu­pidly. “You bid me go? You will not hear me?”

			“I con­sen­ted to hear you more than once; re­fused to hear oth­ers who knew bet­ter than I, and was heed­less of their warn­ings. There is no more to be said between us. I pray God that they may take and hang you.”

			He was white to the lips, and for the first time in his life he knew fear and felt his great limbs trem­bling un­der him.

			“They may hang me and wel­come since you be­lieve this thing. They could not hurt me more than you are do­ing, nor by hanging me could they de­prive me of aught I value, since your faith in me is a thing to be blown upon by the first ru­mour of the coun­tryside.”

			He saw the pale lips twist them­selves in­to a dread­ful smile. “There is more than ru­mour, I think,” said she. “There is more than all your lies will ever serve to cloak.”

			“My lies?” he cried. “Ros­amund, I swear to you by my hon­our that I have had no hand in the slay­ing of Peter. May God rot me where I stand if this be not true!”

			“It seems,” said a harsh voice be­hind him, “that you fear God as little as aught else.”

			He wheeled sharply to con­front Sir John Kil­li­grew, who had entered after him.

			“So,” he said slowly, and his eyes grew hard and bright as agates, “this is your work.” And he waved a hand to­wards Ros­amund. It was plain to what he al­luded.

			“My work?” quoth Sir John. He closed the door, and ad­vanced in­to the room. “Sir, it seems your au­da­city, your shame­less­ness, tran­scends all bounds. Your. …”

			“Have done with that,” Sir Oliv­er in­ter­rup­ted him and smote his great fist upon the table. He was sud­denly swept by a gust of pas­sion. “Leave words to fools, Sir John, and cri­ti­cisms to those that can de­fend them bet­ter.”

			“Aye, you talk like a man of blood. You come hec­tor­ing it here in the very house of the dead—in the very house upon which you have cast this blight of sor­row and murder. …”

			“Have done, I say, or murder there will be!”

			His voice was a roar, his mien ter­rif­ic. And bold man though Sir John was, he re­coiled. In­stantly Sir Oliv­er had conquered him­self again. He swung to Ros­amund. “Ah, for­give me!” he pleaded. “I am mad—stark mad with an­guish at the thing im­puted. I have not loved your broth­er, it is true. But as I swore to you, so have I done. I have taken blows from him, and smiled; but yes­ter­day in a pub­lic place he af­fron­ted me, lashed me across the face with his rid­ing-whip, as I still bear the mark. The man who says I were not jus­ti­fied in hav­ing killed him for it is a li­ar and a hy­po­crite. Yet the thought of you, Ros­amund, the thought that he was your broth­er suf­ficed to quench the rage in which he left me. And now that by some grim mis­chance he has met his death, my re­com­pense for all my pa­tience, for all my thought for you is that I am charged with slay­ing him, and that you be­lieve this charge.”

			“She has no choice,” rasped Kil­li­grew.

			“Sir John,” he cried, “I pray you do not meddle with her choice. That you be­lieve it, marks you for a fool, and a fool’s coun­sel is a rot­ten staff to lean upon at any time. Why God o’ mercy! as­sume that I de­sired to take sat­is­fac­tion for the af­front he had put upon me; do you know so little of men, and of me of all men, that you sup­pose I should go about my ven­geance in this hole-and-corner fash­ion to set a hang­man’s noose about my neck. A fine ven­geance that, as God lives! Was it so I dealt with you, Sir John, when you per­mit­ted your tongue to wag too freely, as you have your­self con­fessed? Heav­en’s light, man; take a prop­er view; con­sider was this mat­ter likely. I take it you are a more fear­some ant­ag­on­ist than was ever poor Peter Godol­phin, yet when I sought sat­is­fac­tion of you I sought it boldly and openly, as is my way. When we meas­ured swords in your park at Ar­wen­ack we did so be­fore wit­nesses in prop­er form, that the sur­viv­or might not be troubled with the Justices. You know me well, and what man­ner of man I am with my weapons. Should I not have done the like by Peter if I had sought his life? Should I not have sought it in the same open fash­ion, and so killed him at my pleas­ure and leis­ure, and without risk or re­proach from any?”

			Sir John was stricken thought­ful. Here was lo­gic hard and clear as ice; and the knight of Ar­wen­ack was no fool. But whilst he stood frown­ing and per­plexed at the end of that long tirade, it was Ros­amund who gave Sir Oliv­er his an­swer.

			“You ran no risk of re­proach from any, do you say?”

			He turned, and was abashed. He knew the thought that was run­ning in her mind.

			“You mean,” he said slowly, gently, his ac­cents charged with re­proach­ful in­credu­lity, “that I am so base and false that I could in this fash­ion do what I dared not for your sake do openly? ’Tis what you mean. Ros­amund! I burn with shame for you that you can think such thoughts of one whom … whom you pro­fessed to love.”

			Her cold­ness fell from her. Un­der the lash of his bit­ter, half-scorn­ful ac­cents, her an­ger moun­ted, whelm­ing for a mo­ment even her an­guish in her broth­er’s death.

			“You false de­ceiv­er!” she cried. “There are those who heard you vow his death. Your very words have been re­por­ted to me. And from where he lay they found a trail of blood upon the snow that ran to your own door. Will you still lie?”

			They saw the col­our leave his face. They saw his arms drop limply to his sides, and his eyes dilate with ob­vi­ous sud­den fear.

			“A … a trail of blood?” he faltered stu­pidly.

			“Aye, an­swer that!” cut in Sir John, fetched sud­denly from out his doubts by that re­mind­er.

			Sir Oliv­er turned upon Kil­li­grew again. The knight’s words re­stored to him the cour­age of which Ros­amund’s had bereft him. With a man he could fight; with a man there was no need to mince his words.

			“I can­not an­swer it,” he said, but very firmly, in a tone that brushed aside all im­plic­a­tions. “If you say it was so, so it must have been. Yet when all is said, what does it prove? Does it set it bey­ond doubt that it was I who killed him? Does it jus­ti­fy the wo­man who loved me to be­lieve me a mur­der­er and some­thing worse?” He paused, and looked at her again, a world of re­proach in his glance. She had sunk to a chair, and rocked there, her fin­gers lock­ing and in­ter­lock­ing, her face a mask of pain un­ut­ter­able.

			“Can you sug­gest what else it proves, sir?” quoth Sir John, and there was doubt in his voice.

			Sir Oliv­er caught the note of it, and a sob broke from him.

			“O God of pity!” he cried out. “There is doubt in your voice, and there is none in hers. You were my en­emy once, and have since been in a mis­trust­ful truce with me, yet you can doubt that I did this thing. But she … she who loved me has no room for any doubt!”

			“Sir Oliv­er,” she answered him, “the thing you have done has broken quite my heart. Yet know­ing all the taunts by which you were brought to such a deed I could have for­giv­en it, I think, even though I could no longer be your wife; I could have for­giv­en it, I say, but for the base­ness of your present deni­al.”

			He looked at her, white-faced an in­stant, then turned on his heel and made for the door. There he paused.

			“Your mean­ing is quite plain,” said he. “It is your wish that I shall take my tri­al for this deed.” He laughed. “Who will ac­cuse me to the Justices? Will you, Sir John?”

			“If Mis­tress Ros­amund so de­sires me,” replied the knight.

			“Ha! Be it so. But do not think I am the man to suf­fer my­self to be sent to the gal­lows upon such paltry evid­ence as sat­is­fies that lady. If any ac­cuser comes to bleat of a trail of blood reach­ing to my door, and of cer­tain words I spoke yes­ter­day in an­ger, I will take my tri­al—but it shall be tri­al by battle upon the body of my ac­cuser. That is my right, and I will have every ounce of it. Do you doubt how God will pro­nounce? I call upon him sol­emnly to pro­nounce between me and such an one. If I am guilty of this thing may He with­er my arm when I enter the lists.”

			“My­self I will ac­cuse you,” came Ros­amund’s dull voice. “And if you will, you may claim your rights against me and butcher me as you butchered him.”

			“God for­give you, Ros­amund!” said Sir Oliv­er, and went out.

			He re­turned home with hell in his heart. He knew not what the fu­ture might hold in store for him; but such was his re­sent­ment against Ros­amund that there was no room in his bos­om for des­pair. They should not hang him. He would fight them tooth and claw, and yet Li­onel should not suf­fer. He would take care of that. And then the thought of Li­onel changed his mood a little. How eas­ily could he have shattered their ac­cus­a­tion, how eas­ily have brought her to her proud knees im­plor­ing par­don of him! By a word he could have done it, yet he feared lest that word must jeop­ard­ize his broth­er.

			In the calm, still watches of that night, as he lay sleep­less upon his bed and saw things without heat, there crept a change in­to his men­tal at­ti­tude. He re­viewed all the evid­ence that had led her to her con­clu­sions, and he was forced to con­fess that she was in some meas­ure jus­ti­fied of them. If she had wronged him, he had wronged her yet more. For years she had listened to all the pois­on­ous things that were said of him by his en­emies—and his ar­rog­ance had made him not a few. She had dis­reg­arded all be­cause she loved him; her re­la­tions with her broth­er had be­come strained on that ac­count, yet now, all this re­turned to crush her; re­pent­ance played its part in her cruel be­lief that it was by his hand Peter Godol­phin had fallen. It must al­most seem to her that in a sense she had been a party to his murder by the head­strong course to which she had kept in lov­ing the man her broth­er hated.

			He saw it now, and was more mer­ci­ful in judging her. She had been more than hu­man if she had not felt as he now saw that she must feel, and since re­ac­tions are to be meas­ured by the men­tal ex­al­ta­tions from which they spring, so was it but nat­ur­al that now she must hate him fiercely whom she had loved well-nigh as fiercely.

			It was a heavy cross to bear. Yet for Li­onel’s sake he must bear it with what forti­tude he could. Li­onel must not be sac­ri­ficed to his ego­ism for a deed that in Li­onel he could not ac­count oth­er than jus­ti­fied. He were base in­deed did he so much as con­tem­plate such a way of es­cape as that.

			But if he did not con­tem­plate it, Li­onel did, and went in ter­ror dur­ing those days, a ter­ror that kept him from sleep and so fostered the fever in him that on the second day after that grim af­fair he had the look of a ghost, hol­low-eyed and gaunt. Sir Oliv­er re­mon­strated with him and in such terms as to put heart in­to him anew. Moreover, there was oth­er news that day to al­lay his ter­rors: the Justices, at Truro had been in­formed of the event and the ac­cus­a­tion that was made; but they had re­fused point-blank to take ac­tion in the mat­ter. The reas­on of it was that one of them was that same Mas­ter An­thony Baine who had wit­nessed the af­front offered Sir Oliv­er. He de­clared that whatever had happened to Mas­ter Godol­phin as a con­sequence was no more than he de­served, no more than he had brought upon him­self, and he gave it as his de­cision that his con­science as a man of hon­our would not per­mit him to is­sue any war­rant to the con­stable.

			Sir Oliv­er re­ceived this news from that oth­er wit­ness, the par­son, who him­self had suffered such rude­ness at Godol­phin’s hands, and who, man of the Gos­pel and of peace though he was, en­tirely sup­por­ted the Justice’s de­cision—or so he de­clared.

			Sir Oliv­er thanked him, protest­ing that it was kind in him and in Mas­ter Baine to take such a view, but for the rest avow­ing that he had had no hand in the af­fair, how­ever much ap­pear­ances might point to him.

			When, how­ever, it came to his know­ledge two days later that the whole coun­tryside was in a fer­ment against Mas­ter Baine as a con­sequence of the at­ti­tude he had taken up, Sir Oliv­er summoned the par­son and straight­way rode with him to the Justice’s house at Truro, there to af­ford cer­tain evid­ence which he had with­held from Ros­amund and Sir John Kil­li­grew.

			“Mas­ter Baine,” he said, when the three of them were closeted in that gen­tle­man’s lib­rary, “I have heard of the just and gal­lant pro­nounce­ment you have made, and I am come to thank you and to ex­press my ad­mir­a­tion of your cour­age.”

			Mas­ter Baine bowed gravely. He was a man whom Nature had made grave.

			“But since I would not that any evil con­sequences might at­tend your ac­tion, I am come to lay proof be­fore you that you have ac­ted more rightly even than you think, and that I am not the slay­er.”

			“You are not?” ejac­u­lated Mas­ter Baine in amazement.

			“Oh, I as­sure you I use no sub­ter­fuge with you, as you shall judge. I have proof to show you, as I say; and I am come to do so now be­fore time might render it im­possible. I do not de­sire it to be made pub­lic just yet, Mas­ter Baine; but I wish you to draw up some such doc­u­ment as would sat­is­fy the courts at any fu­ture time should this mat­ter be taken fur­ther, as well it may.”

			It was a shrewd plea. The proof that was not upon him­self was upon Li­onel; but time would ef­face it, and if anon pub­lic­a­tion were made of what he was now about to show, it would then be too late to look else­where.

			“I as­sure you, Sir Oliv­er, that had you killed him after what happened I could not hold you guilty of hav­ing done more than pun­ish a boor­ish and ar­rog­ant of­fend­er.”

			“I know sir. But it was not so. One of the pieces of evid­ence against me—in­deed the chief item—is that from Godol­phin’s body to my door there was a trail of blood.”

			The oth­er two grew tensely in­ter­ested. The par­son watched him with un­blink­ing eyes.

			“Now it fol­lows lo­gic­ally, I think, in­ev­it­ably in­deed, that the mur­der­er must have been wounded in the en­counter. The blood could not pos­sibly have been the vic­tim’s, there­fore it must have been the slay­er’s. That the slay­er was wounded in­deed we know, since there was blood upon Godol­phin’s sword. Now, Mas­ter Baine, and you, Sir An­drew, shall be wit­nesses that there is upon my body not so much as a scratch of re­cent date. I will strip me here as na­ked as when first I had the mis­chance to stray in­to this world, and you shall sat­is­fy yourselves of that. There­after I shall beg you, Mas­ter Baine, to in­dite the doc­u­ment I have men­tioned.” And he re­moved his doublet as he spoke. “But since I will not give these louts who ac­cuse me so much sat­is­fac­tion, lest I seem to go in fear of them, I must beg, sirs, that you will keep this mat­ter en­tirely private un­til such time as its pub­lic­a­tion may be rendered ne­ces­sary by events.”

			They saw the reas­on­able­ness of his pro­pos­al, and they con­sen­ted, still en­tirely scep­tic­al. But when they had made their ex­am­in­a­tion they were ut­terly dumb­foun­ded to find all their no­tions en­tirely over­set. Mas­ter Baine, of course, drew up the re­quired doc­u­ment, and signed and sealed it, whilst Sir An­drew ad­ded his own sig­na­ture and seal as wit­ness there­unto.

			With this parch­ment that should be his buck­ler against any fu­ture need, Sir Oliv­er rode home, up­lif­ted. For once it were safe to do so, that parch­ment should be spread be­fore the eyes of Sir John Kil­li­grew and Ros­amund, and all might yet be well.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Jasper Leigh

			
			If that Christ­mas was one of sor­row at Godol­phin Court, it was noth­ing less at Pen­ar­row.

			Sir Oliv­er was moody and si­lent in those days, giv­en to sit for long hours star­ing in­to the heart of the fire and re­peat­ing to him­self again and again every word of his in­ter­view with Ros­amund, now in a mood of bit­ter re­sent­ment against her for hav­ing so read­ily be­lieved his guilt, now in a gentler sor­row­ing hu­mour which made full al­low­ance for the strength of the ap­pear­ances against him.

			His half-broth­er moved softly about the house now in a sort of self-ef­face­ment, nev­er dar­ing to in­trude upon Sir Oliv­er’s ab­strac­tions. He was well ac­quain­ted with their cause. He knew what had happened at Godol­phin Court, knew that Ros­amund had dis­missed Sir Oliv­er for all time, and his heart smote him to think that he should leave his broth­er to bear this bur­den that rightly be­longed to his own shoulders.

			The thing preyed so much upon his mind that in an ex­pans­ive mo­ment one even­ing he gave it tongue.

			“Noll,” he said, stand­ing be­side his broth­er’s chair in the fire­lit gloom, and rest­ing a hand upon his broth­er’s shoulder, “were it not best to tell the truth?”

			Sir Oliv­er looked up quickly, frown­ing. “Art mad?” quoth he. “The truth would hang thee, Lal.”

			“It might not. And in any case you are suf­fer­ing some­thing worse than hanging. Oh, I have watched you every hour this past week, and I know the pain that abides in you. It is not just.” And he in­sisted—“We had best tell the truth.”

			Sir Oliv­er smiled wist­fully. He put out a hand and took his broth­er’s.

			“ ’Tis noble in you to pro­pose it, Lal.”

			“Not half so noble as it is in you to bear all the suf­fer­ing for a deed that was my own.”

			“Bah!” Sir Oliv­er shrugged im­pa­tiently; his glance fell away from Li­onel’s face and re­turned to the con­sid­er­a­tion of the fire. “After all, I can throw off the bur­den when I will. Such know­ledge as that will en­hearten a man through any tri­al.”

			He had spoken in a harsh, cyn­ic­al tone, and Li­onel had turned cold at his words. He stood a long while in si­lence there, turn­ing them over in his mind and con­sid­er­ing the riddle which they presen­ted him. He thought of ask­ing his broth­er bluntly for the key to it, for the pre­cise mean­ing of his dis­con­cert­ing state­ment, but cour­age failed him. He feared lest Sir Oliv­er should con­firm his own dread in­ter­pret­a­tion of it.

			He drew away after a time, and soon after went to bed. For days there­after the phrase rankled in his mind—“I can throw off the bur­den when I will.” Con­vic­tion grew upon him that Sir Oliv­er meant that he was en­heartened by the know­ledge that by speak­ing if he choose he could clear him­self. That Sir Oliv­er would so speak he could not think. In­deed, he was en­tirely as­sured that Sir Oliv­er was very far from in­tend­ing to throw off his bur­den. Yet he might come to change his mind. The bur­den might grow too heavy, his long­ings for Ros­amund too clam­or­ous, his grief at be­ing in her eyes her broth­er’s mur­der­er too over­whelm­ing.

			Li­onel’s soul shuddered to con­tem­plate the con­sequences to him­self. His fears were self-rev­el­at­ory. He real­ized how far from sin­cere had been his pro­pos­al that they should tell the truth; he per­ceived that it had been no more than the emo­tion­al out­burst of the mo­ment, a pro­pos­al which if ac­cep­ted he must most bit­terly have re­pen­ted. And then came the re­flec­tion that if he were guilty of emo­tion­al out­bursts that could so out­rageously play the trait­or to his real de­sires, were not all men sub­ject to the same? Might not his broth­er, too, come to fall a prey to one of those mo­ments of men­tal storm when in a cli­max of des­pair he would find his bur­den al­to­geth­er too over­whelm­ing and in re­bel­lion cast it from him?

			Li­onel sought to as­sure him­self that his broth­er was a man of stern fibres, a man who nev­er lost con­trol of him­self. But against this he would ar­gue that what had happened in the past was no guar­an­tee of what might hap­pen in the fu­ture; that a lim­it was set to the en­dur­ance of every man be he nev­er so strong, and that it was far from im­possible that the lim­it of Sir Oliv­er’s en­dur­ance might be reached in this af­fair. If that happened in what case should he find him­self? The an­swer to this was a pic­ture bey­ond his forti­tude to con­tem­plate. The danger of his be­ing sent to tri­al and made to suf­fer the ex­treme pen­alty of the law would be far great­er now than if he had spoken at once. The tale he could then have told must have com­pelled some at­ten­tion, for he was ac­coun­ted a man of un­smirched hon­our and his word must carry some weight. But now none would be­lieve him. They would ar­gue from his si­lence and from his hav­ing suffered his broth­er to be un­justly ac­cused that he was craven-hearted and dis­hon­our­able, and that if he had ac­ted thus it was be­cause he had no good de­fence to of­fer for his deed. Not only would he be ir­re­voc­ably doomed, but he would be doomed with ig­no­miny, he would be scorned by all up­right men and be­come a thing of con­tempt over whose end not a tear would be shed.

			Thus he came to the dread con­clu­sion that in his en­deav­ours to screen him­self he had but en­meshed him­self the more in­ex­tric­ably. If Oliv­er but spoke he was lost. And back he came to the ques­tion: What as­sur­ance had he that Oliv­er would not speak?

			The fear of this from oc­cur­ring to him oc­ca­sion­ally began to haunt him day and night, and for all that the fever had left him and his wound was en­tirely healed, he re­mained pale and thin and hol­low-eyed. In­deed the secret ter­ror that was in his soul glared out of his eyes at every mo­ment. He grew nervous and would start up at the least sound, and he went now in a per­petu­al mis­trust of Oliv­er, which be­came mani­fest in a curi­ous petu­lance of which there were out­bursts at odd times.

			Com­ing one af­ter­noon in­to the din­ing room, which was ever Sir Oliv­er’s fa­vour­ite haunt in the man­sion of Pen­ar­row, Li­onel found his half-broth­er in that brood­ing at­ti­tude, el­bow on knee and chin on palm, star­ing in­to the fire. This was so ha­bitu­al now in Sir Oliv­er that it had be­gun to ir­rit­ate Li­onel’s tense nerves; it had come to seem to him that in this list­less­ness was a stud­ied ta­cit re­proach aimed at him­self.

			“Why do you sit ever thus over the fire like some old crone?” he growled, voicing at last the ir­rit­ab­il­ity that so long had been grow­ing in him.

			Sir Oliv­er looked round with mild sur­prise in his glance. Then from Li­onel his eyes trav­elled to the long win­dows.

			“It rains,” he said.

			“It was not your wont to be driv­en to the fireside by rain. But rain or shine ’tis ever the same. You nev­er go abroad.”

			“To what end?” quoth Sir Oliv­er, with the same mild­ness, but a wrinkle of be­wil­der­ment com­ing gradu­ally between his dark brows. “Do you sup­pose I love to meet lower­ing glances, to see heads ap­proach one an­oth­er so that con­fid­en­tial curses of me may be muttered?”

			“Ha!” cried Li­onel, short and sharp, his sunken eyes blaz­ing sud­denly. “It has come to this, then, that hav­ing vol­un­tar­ily done this thing to shield me you now re­proach me with it.”

			“I?” cried Sir Oliv­er, aghast.

			“Your very words are a re­proach. D’ye think I do not read the mean­ing that lies un­der them?”

			Sir Oliv­er rose slowly, star­ing at his broth­er. He shook his head and smiled.

			“Lal, Lal!” he said. “Your wound has left you dis­ordered, boy. With what have I re­proached you? What was this hid­den mean­ing of my words? If you will read aright you will see it to be that to go abroad is to in­volve my­self in fresh quar­rels, for my mood is be­come short, and I will not brook sour looks and mut­ter­ings. That is all.”

			He ad­vanced and set his hands upon his broth­er’s shoulders. Hold­ing him so at arm’s length he con­sidered him, what time Li­onel drooped his head and a slow flush over­spread his cheeks. “Dear fool!” he said, and shook him. “What ails you? You are pale and gaunt, and not your­self at all. I have a no­tion. I’ll fur­nish me a ship and you shall sail with me to my old hunt­ing-grounds. There is life out yon­der—life that will re­store your vigour and your zest, and per­haps mine as well. How say you, now?”

			Li­onel looked up, his eye bright­en­ing. Then a thought oc­curred to him; a thought so mean that again the col­our flooded in­to his cheeks, for he was shamed by it. Yet it clung. If he sailed with Oliv­er, men would say that he was a part­ner in the guilt at­trib­uted to his broth­er.

			He knew—from more than one re­mark ad­dressed him here or there, and left by him un­con­tra­dicted—that the be­lief was abroad on the coun­tryside that a cer­tain hos­til­ity was spring­ing up between him­self and Sir Oliv­er on the score of that hap­pen­ing in Godol­phin Park. His pale looks and hol­low eyes had con­trib­uted to the opin­ion that his broth­er’s sin was weigh­ing heav­ily upon him. He had ever been known for a gentle, kindly lad, in all things the very op­pos­ite of the tur­bu­lent Sir Oliv­er, and it was as­sumed that Sir Oliv­er in his present in­creas­ing harsh­ness used his broth­er ill be­cause the lad would not con­done his crime. A deal of sym­pathy was con­sequently arising for Li­onel and was be­ing test­i­fied to him on every hand. Were he to ac­cede to such a pro­pos­al as Oliv­er now made him, as­suredly he must jeop­ard­ize all that.

			He real­ized to the full the con­tempt­ible qual­ity of his thought and hated him­self for con­ceiv­ing it. But he could not shake off its domin­ion. It was stronger than his will.

			His broth­er ob­serving this hes­it­a­tion, and mis­read­ing it drew him to the fireside and made him sit.

			“Listen,” he said, as he dropped in­to the chair op­pos­ite. “There is a fine ship stand­ing in the road be­low, off Smith­ick. You’ll have seen her. Her mas­ter is a des­per­ate ad­ven­turer named Jasper Leigh, who is to be found any af­ter­noon in the ale­house at Pe­nycum­wick. I know him of old, and he and his ship are to be ac­quired. He is ripe for any ven­ture, from scut­tling Span­iards to trad­ing in slaves, and so that the price be high enough we may buy him body and soul. His is a stom­ach that re­fuses noth­ing, so there be money in the ven­ture. So here is ship and mas­ter ready found; the rest I will provide—the crew, the mu­ni­tions, the arm­a­ment, and by the end of March we shall see the Liz­ard drop­ping astern. What do you say, Lal? ’Tis surely bet­ter than to sit, mop­ing here in this place of gloom.”

			“I’ll … I’ll think of it,” said Li­onel, but so list­lessly that all Sir Oliv­er’s quick­en­ing en­thu­si­asm per­ished again at once and no more was said of the ven­ture.

			But Li­onel did not al­to­geth­er re­ject the no­tion. If on the one hand he was re­pelled by it, on the oth­er he was at­trac­ted al­most des­pite him­self. He went so far as to ac­quire the habit of rid­ing daily over to Pe­nycum­wick, and there he made the ac­quaint­ance of that hardy and scarred ad­ven­turer of whom Sir Oliv­er had spoken, and listened to the mar­vels the fel­low had to tell—many of them too mar­vel­lous to be true—of haz­ards upon dis­tant seas.

			But one day in early March Mas­ter Jasper Leigh had a tale of an­oth­er kind for him, news that dis­pelled from Li­onel’s mind all in­terest in the cap­tain’s ven­tures on the Span­ish Main. The sea­man had fol­lowed the de­part­ing Li­onel to the door of the little inn and stood by his stir­rup after he had got to horse.

			“A word in your ear, good Mas­ter Tressili­an,” said he. “D’ye know what is be­ing con­cer­ted here against your broth­er?”

			“Against my broth­er?”

			“Ay—in the mat­ter of the killing of Mas­ter Peter Godol­phin last Christ­mas. See­ing that the Justices would not move of theirselves, some folk ha’ pe­ti­tioned the Lieu­ten­ant of Corn­wall to com­mand them to grant a war­rant for Sir Oliv­er’s ar­rest on a charge o’ murder. But the Justices ha’ re­fused to be driv­en by his lord­ship, an­swer­ing that they hold their of­fice dir­ect from the Queen and that in such a mat­ter they are an­swer­able to none but her grace. And now I hear that a pe­ti­tion be gone to Lon­don to the Queen her­self, beg­ging her to com­mand her Justices to per­form their duty or quit their of­fice.”

			Li­onel drew a sharp breath, and with dilat­ing eyes re­garded the mar­iner, but made him no an­swer.

			Jasper laid a long fin­ger against his nose and his eyes grew cun­ning.

			“I thought I’d warn you, sir, so as you may bid Sir Oliv­er look to his­self. ’Tis a fine sea­man and fine sea­men be none so plen­ti­ful.”

			Li­onel drew his purse from his pock­et and without so much as look­ing in­to its con­tents dropped it in­to the sea­man’s ready hand, with a muttered word of thanks.

			He rode home in ter­ror al­most. It was come. The blow was about to fall, and his broth­er would at last be forced to speak. At Pen­ar­row a fresh shock awaited him. He learnt from old Nich­olas that Sir Oliv­er was from home, that he had rid­den over to Godol­phin Court.

			The in­stant con­clu­sion promp­ted by Li­onel’s ter­ror was that already the news had reached Sir Oliv­er and that he had in­stantly taken ac­tion; for he could not con­ceive that his broth­er should go to Godol­phin Court upon any oth­er busi­ness.

			But his fears on that score were very idle. Sir Oliv­er, un­able longer to en­dure the present state of things, had rid­den over to lay be­fore Ros­amund that proof with which he had taken care to fur­nish him­self. He could do so at last without any fear of hurt­ing Li­onel. His jour­ney, how­ever, had been en­tirely fruit­less. She had re­fused point-blank to re­ceive him, and for all that with a hu­mil­ity en­tirely for­eign to him he had in­duced a ser­vant to re­turn to her with a most ur­gent mes­sage, yet he had been denied. He re­turned stricken to Pen­ar­row, there to find his broth­er await­ing him in a pas­sion of im­pa­tience.

			“Well?” Li­onel greeted him. “What will you do now?”

			Sir Oliv­er looked at him from un­der brows that scowled darkly in re­flec­tion of his thoughts.

			“Do now? Of what do you talk?” quoth he.

			“Have you not heard?” And Li­onel told him the news.

			Sir Oliv­er stared long at him when he had done, then his lips tightened and he smote his brow.

			“So!” he cried. “Would that be why she re­fused to see me? Did she con­ceive that I went per­haps to plead? Could she think that? Could she?”

			He crossed to the fire­place and stirred the logs with his boot an­grily. “Oh! ’Twere too un­worthy. Yet of a cer­tainty ’tis her do­ing, this.”

			“What shall you do?” in­sisted Li­onel, un­able to repress the ques­tion that was up­per­most in his mind; and his voice shook.

			“Do?” Sir Oliv­er looked at him over his shoulder. “Prick this bubble, by heav­en! Make an end of it for them, con­found them and cov­er them with shame.”

			He said it roughly, an­grily, and Li­onel re­coiled, deem­ing that rough­ness and an­ger aimed at him­self. He sank in­to a chair, his knees loosened by his sud­den fear. So it seemed that he had had more than cause for his ap­pre­hen­sions. This broth­er of his who boas­ted such af­fec­tion for him was not equal to bear­ing this mat­ter through. And yet the thing was so un­like Oliv­er that a doubt still lingered with him.

			“You … you will tell them the truth?” he said, in small, quaver­ing voice.

			Sir Oliv­er turned and con­sidered him more at­tent­ively.

			“A God’s name, Lal, what’s in thy mind now?” he asked, al­most roughly. “Tell them the truth? Why, of course—but only as it con­cerns my­self. You’re not sup­pos­ing that I shall tell them it was you? You’ll not be ac­count­ing me cap­able of that?”

			“What oth­er way is there?”

			Sir Oliv­er ex­plained the mat­ter. The ex­plan­a­tion brought Li­onel re­lief. But this re­lief was eph­em­er­al. Fur­ther re­flec­tion presen­ted a new fear to him. It came to him that if Sir Oliv­er cleared him­self, of ne­ces­sity his own im­plic­a­tion must fol­low. His ter­rors very swiftly mag­ni­fied a risk that in it­self was so slender as to be en­tirely neg­li­gible. In his eyes it ceased to be a risk; it be­came a cer­tain and in­ev­it­able danger. If Sir Oliv­er put for­ward this proof that the trail of blood had not pro­ceeded from him­self, it must, thought Li­onel, in­ev­it­ably be con­cluded that it was his own. As well might Sir Oliv­er tell them the whole truth, for surely they could not fail to in­fer it. Thus he reasoned in his ter­ror, ac­count­ing him­self lost ir­re­voc­ably.

			Had he but gone with those fears of his to his broth­er, or had he but been able to abate them suf­fi­ciently to al­low reas­on to pre­vail, he must have been brought to un­der­stand how much fur­ther they car­ried him than was at all jus­ti­fied by prob­ab­il­ity. Oliv­er would have shown him this, would have told him that with the col­lapsing of the charge against him­self no fresh charge could be lev­elled against any there, that no scrap of sus­pi­cion had ever at­tached to Li­onel, or ever could. But Li­onel dared not seek his broth­er in this mat­ter. In his heart he was ashamed of his fears; in his heart he knew him­self for a craven. He real­ized to the full the hideous­ness of his selfish­ness, and yet, as be­fore, he was not strong enough to con­quer it. In short, his love of him­self was great­er than his love of his broth­er, or of twenty broth­ers.

			The mor­row—a blus­ter­ing day of late March found him again at that ale­house at Pe­nycum­wick in the com­pany of Jasper Leigh. A course had oc­curred to him, as the only course now pos­sible. Last night his broth­er had muttered some­thing of go­ing to Kil­li­grew with his proofs since Ros­amund re­fused to re­ceive him. Through Kil­li­grew he would reach her, he had said; and he would yet see her on her knees crav­ing his par­don for the wrong she had done him, for the cruelty she had shown him.

			Li­onel knew that Kil­li­grew was ab­sent from home just then; but he was ex­pec­ted to re­turn by East­er, and to East­er there was but a week. There­fore he had little time in which to act, little time in which to ex­ecute the pro­ject that had come in­to his mind. He cursed him­self for con­ceiv­ing it, but held to it with all the strength of a weak nature.

			Yet when he came to sit face to face with Jasper Leigh in that little inn-par­lour with the scrubbed table of plain deal between them, he lacked the cour­age to set his pro­pos­al forth. They drank sherry sack stiffly laced with brandy by Li­onel’s sug­ges­tion, in­stead of the more cus­tom­ary mulled ale. Yet not un­til he had con­sumed the best part of a pint of it did Li­onel feel him­self heartened to broach­ing his loath­some busi­ness. Through his head hummed the words his broth­er had said some time ago when first the name of Jasper Leigh had passed between them—“a des­per­ate ad­ven­turer ripe for any­thing. So the price be high enough you may buy him body and soul.” Money enough to buy Jasper Leigh was ready to Li­onel’s hand; but it was Sir Oliv­er’s money—the money that was placed at Li­onel’s dis­pos­al by his half-broth­er’s open­han­ded bounty. And this money he was to em­ploy for Oliv­er’s ut­ter ru­in! He cursed him­self for a filthy, con­tempt­ible hound; he cursed the foul fiend that whispered such sug­ges­tions in­to his mind; he knew him­self, des­pised him­self and re­viled him­self un­til he came to swear to be strong and to go through with whatever might await him soon­er than be guilty of such a base­ness; the next mo­ment that same re­solve would set him shud­der­ing again as he viewed the in­ev­it­able con­sequences that must at­tend it.

			Sud­denly the cap­tain set him a ques­tion, very softly, that fired the train and blew all his linger­ing self-res­ist­ance in­to shreds.

			“You’ll ha’ borne my warn­ing to Sir Oliv­er?” he asked, lower­ing his voice so as not to be over­heard by the vintner who was stir­ring bey­ond the thin wooden par­ti­tion.

			Mas­ter Li­onel nod­ded, nervously fin­ger­ing the jew­el in his ear, his eyes shift­ing from their con­sid­er­a­tion of the sea­man’s coarse, weath­er-tanned and hairy coun­ten­ance.

			“I did,” he said. “But Sir Oliv­er is head­strong. He will not stir.”

			“Will he not?” The cap­tain stroked his bushy red beard and cursed pro­fusely and hor­ribly after the fash­ion of the sea. “Od’s wounds! He’s very like to swing if he bides him here.”

			“Ay,” said Li­onel, “if he bides.” He felt his mouth turn dry as he spoke; his heart thud­ded, but its thuds were softened by a slight in­sens­ib­il­ity which the li­quor had pro­duced in him.

			He uttered the words in so curi­ous a tone that the sail­or’s dark eyes peered at him from un­der his heavy sandy eye­brows. There was alert in­quiry in that glance. Mas­ter Li­onel got up sud­denly.

			“Let us take a turn out­side, cap­tain,” said he.

			The cap­tain’s eyes nar­rowed. He scen­ted busi­ness. There was some­thing plaguily odd about this young gen­tle­man’s man­ner. He tossed off the re­mains of his sack, slapped down the pot and rose.

			“Your ser­vant, Mas­ter Tressili­an,” said he.

			Out­side our gen­tle­man un­tethered his horse from the iron ring to which he had at­tached the bridle; lead­ing his horse he turned sea­ward and strode down the road that wound along the es­tu­ary to­wards Smith­ick.

			A sharp breeze from the north was whip­ping the wa­ter in­to white peaks of foam; the sky was of a hard bright­ness and the sun shone bril­liantly. The tide was run­ning out, and the rock in the very neck of the haven was thrust­ing its black crest above the wa­ter. A cable’s length this side of it rode the black hull and na­ked spars of the Swal­low—Cap­tain Leigh’s ship.

			Li­onel stepped along in si­lence, very gloomy and pens­ive, hes­it­at­ing even now. And the crafty mar­iner read­ing this hes­it­a­tion, and anxious to con­quer it for the sake of such profit as he con­ceived might lie in the pro­pos­al which he scen­ted, paved the way for him at last.

			“I think that ye’ll have some mat­ter to pro­pose to me,” said he slyly. “Out with it, sir, for there nev­er was a man more ready to serve you.”

			“The fact is,” said Li­onel, watch­ing the oth­er’s face with a side­long glance, “I am in a dif­fi­cult po­s­i­tion, Mas­ter Leigh.”

			“I’ve been in a many,” laughed the cap­tain, “but nev­er yet in one through which I could not win. Strip forth your own, and haply I can do as much for you as I am wont to do for my­self.”

			“Why, it is this wise,” said the oth­er. “My broth­er will as­suredly hang as you have said if he bides him here. He is lost if they bring him to tri­al. And in that case, faith, I am lost too. It dis­hon­ours a man’s fam­ily to have a mem­ber of it hanged. ’Tis a hor­rible thing to have hap­pen.”

			“In­deed, in­deed!” the sail­or agreed en­cour­agingly.

			“I would ab­stract him from this,” pur­sued Li­onel, and at the same time cursed the foul fiend that promp­ted him such spe­cious words to cloak his vil­lainy. “I would ab­stract him from it, and yet ’tis against my con­science that he should go un­pun­ished for I swear to you, Mas­ter Leigh, that I ab­hor the deed—a cow­ardly, mur­der­ous deed!”

			“Ah!” said the cap­tain. And lest that grim ejac­u­la­tion should check his gen­tle­man he made haste to add—“To be sure! To be sure!”

			Mas­ter Li­onel stopped and faced the oth­er squarely, his shoulders to his horse. They were quite alone in as lonely a spot as any con­spir­at­or could de­sire. Be­hind him stretched the empty beach, ahead of him the ruddy cliffs that rise gently to the wooded heights of Ar­wen­ack.

			“I’ll be quite plain and open with you, Mas­ter Leigh. Peter Godol­phin was my friend. Sir Oliv­er is no more than my half-broth­er. I would give a deal to the man who would ab­stract Sir Oliv­er secretly from the doom that hangs over him, and yet do the thing in such a way that Sir Oliv­er should not thereby es­cape the pun­ish­ment he de­serves.”

			It was strange, he thought, even as he said it, that he could bring his lips so glibly to ut­ter words that his heart de­tested.

			The cap­tain looked grim. He laid a fin­ger upon Mas­ter Li­onel’s vel­vet doublet in line with that false heart of his.

			“I am your man,” said he. “But the risk is great. Yet ye say that ye’ld give a deal. …”

			“Your­self shall name the price,” said Li­onel quickly, his eyes burn­ing fe­ver­ishly, his cheeks white.

			“Oh I can con­trive it, nev­er fear,” said the cap­tain. “I know to a nicety what you re­quire. How say you now: if I was to carry him over­seas to the plant­a­tions where they lack toil­ers of just such thews as his?” He lowered his voice and spoke with some slight hes­it­a­tion, fear­ing that he pro­posed per­haps more than his pro­spect­ive em­ploy­er might de­sire.

			“He might re­turn,” was the an­swer that dis­pelled all doubts on that score.

			“Ah!” said the skip­per. “What o’ the Bar­bary rovers, then! They lack slaves and are ever ready to trade, though they be nig­gardly pay­ers. I nev­er heard of none that re­turned once they had him safe aboard their gal­leys. I ha’ done some trad­ing with them, bar­ter­ing hu­man freights for spices and east­ern car­pets and the like.”

			Mas­ter Li­onel breathed hard. “ ’Tis a hor­rible fate, is’t not?”

			The cap­tain stroked his beard. “Yet ’tis the only really safe be­stow­al, and when all is said ’tis not so hor­rible as hanging, and cer­tainly less dis­hon­our­ing to a man’s kin. Ye’ld be serving Sir Oliv­er and your­self.”

			“ ’Tis so, ’tis so,” cried Mas­ter Li­onel al­most fiercely. “And the price?”

			The sea­man shif­ted on his short, sturdy legs, and his face grew pens­ive. “A hun­dred pound?” he sug­ges­ted tent­at­ively.

			“Done with you for a hun­dred pounds,” was the prompt an­swer—so prompt that Cap­tain Leigh real­ized he had driv­en a fool’s bar­gain which it was in­cum­bent upon him to amend.

			“That is, a hun­dred pound for my­self,” he cor­rec­ted slowly. “Then there be the crew to reck­on for—to keep their coun­sel and lend a hand; ’twill mean an­oth­er hun­dred at the least.”

			Mas­ter Li­onel con­sidered a mo­ment. “It is more than I can lay my hands on at short no­tice. But, look you, you shall have a hun­dred and fifty pounds in coin and the bal­ance in jew­els. You shall not be the loser in that, I prom­ise you. And when you come again, and bring me word that all is done as you now un­der­take there shall be the like again.”

			Upon that the bar­gain was settled. And when Li­onel came to talk of ways and means he found that he had al­lied him­self to a man who un­der­stood his busi­ness thor­oughly. All the as­sist­ance that the skip­per asked was that Mas­ter Li­onel should lure his gen­tle­man to some con­cer­ted spot con­veni­ently near the wa­ter­side. There Leigh would have a boat and his men in read­i­ness, and the rest might very safely be left to him.

			In a flash Li­onel be­thought him of the prop­er place for this. He swung round, and poin­ted across the wa­ter to Tre­fus­is Point and the grey pile of Godol­phin Court all bathed in sun­shine now.

			“Yon­der, at Tre­fus­is Point in the shad­ow of Godol­phin Court at eight to­mor­row night, when there will be no moon. I’ll see that he is there. But on your life do not miss him.”

			“Trust me,” said Mas­ter Leigh. “And the money?”

			“When you have him safely aboard come to me at Pen­ar­row,” he replied, which showed that after all he did not trust Mas­ter Leigh any fur­ther than he was com­pelled.

			The cap­tain was quite sat­is­fied. For should his gen­tle­man fail to dis­burse he could al­ways re­turn Sir Oliv­er to shore.

			On that they par­ted. Li­onel moun­ted and rode away, whilst Mas­ter Leigh made a trum­pet of his hands and hal­looed to the ship.

			As he stood wait­ing for the boat that came off to fetch him, a smile slowly over­spread the ad­ven­turer’s rugged face. Had Mas­ter Li­onel seen it he might have asked him­self how far it was safe to drive such bar­gains with a rogue who kept faith only in so far as it was prof­it­able. And in this mat­ter Mas­ter Leigh saw a way to break faith with profit. He had no con­science, but he loved as all rogues love to turn the tables upon a su­per­i­or rogue. He would play Mas­ter Li­onel most finely, most po­et­ic­ally false; and he found a deal to chuckle over in the con­tem­pla­tion of it.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Tre­panned

			
			Mas­ter Li­onel was ab­sent most of the fol­low­ing day from Pen­ar­row, upon a pre­text of mak­ing cer­tain pur­chases in Truro. It would be half-past sev­en when he re­turned; and as he entered he met Sir Oliv­er in the hall.

			“I have a mes­sage for you from Godol­phin Court,” he an­nounced, and saw his broth­er stiffen and his face change col­our. “A boy met me at the gates and bade me tell you that Mis­tress Ros­amund de­sires a word with you forth­with.”

			Sir Oliv­er’s heart al­most stopped, then went off at a gal­lop. She asked for him! She had softened per­haps from her yes­ter­day’s re­lent­less­ness. She would con­sent at last to see him!

			“Be thou blessed for these good tid­ings!” he answered on a note of high ex­cite­ment. “I go at once.” And on the in­stant he de­par­ted. Such was his eager­ness, in­deed, that un­der the hot spur of it he did not even stay to fetch that parch­ment which was to be his un­answer­able ad­voc­ate. The omis­sion was mo­ment­ous.

			Mas­ter Li­onel said no word as his broth­er swept out. He shrank back a little in­to the shad­ows. He was white to the lips and felt as he would stifle. As the door closed he moved sud­denly. He sprang to fol­low Sir Oliv­er. Con­science cried out to him that he could not do this thing. But Fear was swift to an­swer that out­cry. Un­less he per­mit­ted what was planned to take its course, his life might pay the pen­alty.

			He turned, and lurched in­to the din­ing room upon legs that trembled.

			He found the table set for sup­per as on that oth­er night when he had staggered in with a wound in his side to be cared for and sheltered by Sir Oliv­er. He did not ap­proach the table; he crossed to the fire, and sat down there hold­ing out his hands to the blaze. He was very cold and could not still his trem­bling. His very teeth chattered.

			Nich­olas came in to know if he would sup. He answered un­stead­ily that des­pite the late­ness of the hour he would await Sir Oliv­er’s re­turn.

			“Is Sir Oliv­er abroad?” quoth the ser­vant in sur­prise.

			“He went out a mo­ment since, I know not whith­er,” replied Li­onel. “But since he has not supped he is not like to be long ab­sent.”

			Upon that he dis­missed the ser­vant, and sat huddled there, a prey to men­tal tor­tures which were not to be repressed. His mind would turn upon naught but the stead­fast, un­waver­ing af­fec­tion of which Sir Oliv­er ever had been prod­ig­al to­wards him. In this very mat­ter of Peter Godol­phin’s death, what sac­ri­fices had not Sir Oliv­er made to shield him? From so much love and self-sac­ri­fice in the past he in­clined to ar­gue now that not even in ex­treme per­il would his broth­er be­tray him. And then that bad streak of fear which made a vil­lain of him re­minded him that to ar­gue thus was to ar­gue upon sup­pos­i­tion, that it would be per­il­ous to trust such an as­sump­tion; that if, after all, Sir Oliv­er should fail him in the cru­cial test, then was he lost in­deed.

			When all is said, a man’s fi­nal judg­ment of his fel­lows must be based upon his know­ledge of him­self; and Li­onel, know­ing him­self in­cap­able of any such sac­ri­fice for Sir Oliv­er, could not be­lieve Sir Oliv­er cap­able of per­sist­ing in such a sac­ri­fice as fu­ture events might im­pose. He re­ver­ted to those words Sir Oliv­er had uttered in that very room two nights ago, and more firmly than ever he con­cluded that they could have but one mean­ing.

			Then came doubt, and, fi­nally, as­sur­ance of an­oth­er sort, as­sur­ance that this was not so and that he knew it; as­sur­ance that he lied to him­self, seek­ing to con­done the thing he did. He took his head in his hands and groaned loud. He was a vil­lain, a black-hearted, soul­less vil­lain! He re­viled him­self again. There came a mo­ment when he rose shud­der­ing, re­solved even in this el­ev­enth hour to go after his broth­er and save him from the doom that awaited him out yon­der in the night.

			But again that re­solve was withered by the breath of selfish fear. Limply he re­sumed his seat, and his thoughts took a fresh turn. They con­sidered now those mat­ters which had en­gaged them on that day when Sir Oliv­er had rid­den to Ar­wen­ack to claim sat­is­fac­tion of Sir John Kil­li­grew. He real­ized again that Oliv­er be­ing re­moved, what he now en­joyed by his broth­er’s bounty he would en­joy hence­forth in his own un­ques­tioned right. The re­flec­tion brought him a cer­tain con­sol­a­tion. If he must suf­fer for his vil­lainy, at least there would be com­pens­a­tions.

			The clock over the stables chimed the hour of eight. Mas­ter Li­onel shrank back in his chair at the sound. The thing would be do­ing even now. In his mind he saw it all—saw his broth­er come run­ning in his eager­ness to the gates of Godol­phin Court, and then dark forms re­solve them­selves from the sur­round­ing dark­ness and fall si­lently upon him. He saw him strug­gling a mo­ment on the ground, then, bound hand and foot, a gag thrust in­to his mouth, he be­held him in fancy borne swiftly down the slope to the beach and so to the wait­ing boat.

			An­oth­er half-hour sat he there. The thing was done by now, and this as­sur­ance seemed to quiet him a little.

			Then came Nich­olas again to babble of some pos­sible mis­chance hav­ing over­taken his mas­ter.

			“What mis­chance should have over­taken him?” growled Li­onel, as if in scorn of the idea.

			“I pray none in­deed,” replied the ser­vant. “But Sir Oliv­er lacks not for en­emies nowadays, and ’tis scarce zafe for he to be abroad after dark.”

			Mas­ter Li­onel dis­missed the no­tion con­temp­tu­ously. For pre­tence’s sake he an­nounced that he would wait no longer, whereupon Nich­olas brought in his sup­per, and left him again to go and linger about the door, look­ing out in­to the night and listen­ing for his mas­ter’s re­turn. He paid a vis­it to the stables, and knew that Sir Oliv­er had gone forth afoot.

			Mean­while Mas­ter Li­onel must make pre­tence of eat­ing though ac­tu­al eat­ing must have choked him. He smeared his plat­ter, broke food, and avidly drank a bump­er of claret. Then he, too, feigned a grow­ing anxi­ety and went to join Nich­olas. Thus they spent the weary night, watch­ing for the re­turn of one who Mas­ter Li­onel knew would re­turn no more.

			At dawn they roused the ser­vants and sent them to scour the coun­tryside and put the news of Sir Oliv­er’s dis­ap­pear­ance abroad. Li­onel him­self rode out to Ar­wen­ack to ask Sir John Kil­li­grew bluntly if he knew aught of this mat­ter.

			Sir John showed a startled face, but swore read­ily enough that he had not so much as seen Sir Oliv­er for days. He was gentle with Li­onel, whom he liked, as every­body liked him. The lad was so mild and kindly in his ways, so vastly dif­fer­ent from his ar­rog­ant over­bear­ing broth­er, that his vir­tues shone the more brightly by that con­trast.

			“I con­fess it is nat­ur­al you should come to me,” said Sir John. “But, my word on it, I have no know­ledge of him. It is not my way to be­set my en­emies in the dark.”

			“In­deed, in­deed, Sir John, I had not sup­posed it in my heart,” replied the af­flic­ted Li­onel. “For­give me that I should have come to ask a ques­tion so un­worthy. Set it down to my dis­trac­ted state. I have not been the same man these months, I think, since that hap­pen­ing in Godol­phin Park. The thing has preyed upon my mind. It is a fear­some bur­den to know your own broth­er—though I thank God he is no more than my half-broth­er—guilty of so foul a deed.”

			“How?” cried Kil­li­grew, amazed. “You say that? You be­lieved it your­self?”

			Mas­ter Li­onel looked con­fused, a look which Sir John en­tirely mis­un­der­stood and in­ter­preted en­tirely in the young man’s fa­vour. And it was thus and in that mo­ment that was sown the gen­er­ous seed of the friend­ship that was to spring up between these two men, its roots fer­til­ized by Sir John’s pity that one so gentle-natured, so hon­est, and so up­right should be cursed with so vil­lain­ous a broth­er.

			“I see, I see,” he said. And he sighed. “You know that we are daily ex­pect­ing an or­der from the Queen to her Justices to take the ac­tion which hitherto they have re­fused against your … against Sir Oliv­er.” He frowned thought­fully. “D’ye think Sir Oliv­er had news of this?”

			At once Mas­ter Li­onel saw the drift of what was in the oth­er’s mind.

			“I know it,” he replied. “My­self I bore it him. But why do you ask?”

			“Does it not help us per­haps to un­der­stand and ex­plain Sir Oliv­er’s dis­ap­pear­ance? God lack! Surely, know­ing that, he were a fool to have tar­ried here, for he would hang bey­ond all doubt did he stay for the com­ing of her grace’s mes­sen­ger.”

			“My God!” said Li­onel, star­ing. “You … you think he is fled, then?”

			Sir John shrugged. “What else is to be thought?”

			Li­onel hung his head. “What else, in­deed?” said he, and took his leave like a man over­wrought, as in­deed he was. He had nev­er con­sidered that so ob­vi­ous a con­clu­sion must fol­low upon his work so fully to ex­plain the hap­pen­ing and to set at rest any doubt con­cern­ing it.

			He re­turned to Pen­ar­row, and bluntly told Nich­olas what Sir John sus­pec­ted and what he feared him­self must be the true reas­on of Sir Oliv­er’s dis­ap­pear­ance. The ser­vant, how­ever, was none so easy to con­vince.

			“But do ee be­lieve that he done it?” cried Nich­olas. “Do ee be­lieve it, Mas­ter Li­onel?” There was re­proach amount­ing to hor­ror in the ser­vant’s voice.

			“God help me, what else can I be­lieve now that he is fled.”

			Nich­olas sidled up to him with tightened lips. He set two gnarled fin­gers on the young man’s arm.

			“He’m not fled, Mas­ter Li­onel,” he an­nounced with grim im­press­ive­ness. “He’m nev­er a turn­tail. Sir Oliv­er he don’t fear neither man nor dev­il, and if so be him had killed Mas­ter Godol­phin, he’d nev­er ha’ denied it. Don’t ee be­lieve Sir John Kil­li­grew. Sir John ever hated he.”

			But in all that coun­tryside the ser­vant was the only one to hold this view. If a doubt had lingered any­where of Sir Oliv­er’s guilt, that doubt was now dis­pelled by this flight of his be­fore the ap­proach of the ex­pec­ted or­ders from the Queen.

			Later that day came Cap­tain Leigh to Pen­ar­row in­quir­ing for Sir Oliv­er.

			Nich­olas brought word of his pres­ence and his in­quiry to Mas­ter Li­onel, who bade him be ad­mit­ted.

			The thick­set little sea­man rolled in on his bowed legs, and leered at his em­ploy­er when they were alone.

			“He’s snug and safe aboard,” he an­nounced. “The thing were done as clean as peel­ing an apple, and as quiet.”

			“Why did you ask for him?” quoth Mas­ter Li­onel.

			“Why?” Jasper leered again. “My busi­ness was with him. There was some talk between us of him go­ing a voy­age with me. I’ve heard the gos­sip over at Smith­ick. This will fit in with it.” He laid that fin­ger of his to his nose. “Trust me to help a sound tale along. ’Twere a clumsy busi­ness to come here ask­ing for you, sir. Ye’ll know now how to ac­count for my vis­it.”

			Li­onel paid him the price agreed and dis­missed him upon re­ceiv­ing the as­sur­ance that the Swal­low would put to sea upon the next tide.

			When it be­came known that Sir Oliv­er had been in treaty with Mas­ter Leigh for a pas­sage over­seas, and that it was but on that ac­count that Mas­ter Leigh had tar­ried in that haven, even Nich­olas began to doubt.

			Gradu­ally Li­onel re­covered his tran­quil­lity as the days flowed on. What was done was done, and, in any case, be­ing now bey­ond re­call, there was no profit in re­pin­ing. He nev­er knew how for­tune aided him, as for­tune will some­times aid a vil­lain. The roy­al pour-suivants ar­rived some six days later, and Mas­ter Baine was the re­cip­i­ent of a curt sum­mons to render him­self to Lon­don, there to ac­count for his breach of trust in hav­ing re­fused to per­form his sworn duty. Had Sir An­drew Flack but sur­vived the chill that had car­ried him off a month ago, Mas­ter Justice Baine would have made short work of the ac­cus­a­tion lodged against him. As it was, when he urged the pos­it­ive know­ledge he pos­sessed, and told them how he had made the ex­am­in­a­tion to which Sir Oliv­er had vol­un­tar­ily sub­mit­ted, his single word car­ried no slight­est con­vic­tion. Not for a mo­ment was it sup­posed that this was aught but the sub­ter­fuge of one who had been lax in his duty and who sought to save him­self from the con­sequences of that lax­ity. And the fact that he cited as his fel­low-wit­ness a gen­tle­man now de­ceased but served to con­firm his judges in this opin­ion. He was de­posed from his of­fice and sub­jec­ted to a heavy fine, and there the mat­ter ended, for the hue-and-cry that was afoot en­tirely failed to dis­cov­er any trace of the miss­ing Sir Oliv­er.

			For Mas­ter Li­onel a new ex­ist­ence set in from that day. Looked upon as one in danger of suf­fer­ing for his broth­er’s sins, the coun­tryside de­term­ined to help him as far as pos­sible to bear his bur­den. Great stress was laid upon the fact that after all he was no more than Sir Oliv­er’s half-broth­er; some there were who would have car­ried their kind­ness to the lengths of sug­gest­ing that per­haps he was not even that, and that it was but nat­ur­al that Ral­ph Tressili­an’s second wife should have re­paid her hus­band in kind for his out­rageous in­fi­del­it­ies. This move­ment of sym­pathy was led by Sir John Kil­li­grew, and it spread in so rap­id and marked a man­ner that very soon Mas­ter Li­onel was al­most per­suaded that it was no more than he de­served, and he began to sun him­self in the fa­vour of a coun­tryside that hitherto had shown little but hos­til­ity for men of the Tressili­an blood.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Span­iard

			
			The Swal­low, hav­ing passed through a gale in the Bay of Bis­cay—a gale which she weathered like the sur­pris­ingly steady old tub she was—roun­ded Cape Fin­is­terre and so emerged from tem­pest in­to peace, from leaden skies and moun­tain­ous seas in­to a sunny azure calm. It was like a sud­den trans­ition from winter in­to spring, and she ran along now, close hauled to the soft east­erly breeze, with a gentle list to port.

			It had nev­er been Mas­ter Leigh’s in­tent to have got so far as this without com­ing to an un­der­stand­ing with his pris­on­er. But the wind had been stronger than his in­ten­tions, and he had been com­pelled to run be­fore it and to head to south­ward un­til its fury should abate. Thus it fell out—and all mar­vel­lously to Mas­ter Li­onel’s ad­vant­age, as you shall see—that the skip­per was forced to wait un­til they stood along the coast of Por­tugal—but well out to sea, for the coast of Por­tugal was none too healthy just then to Eng­lish sea­men—be­fore com­mand­ing Sir Oliv­er to be haled in­to his pres­ence.

			In the cramped quar­ters of the cab­in in the poop of the little ves­sel sat her cap­tain at a greasy table, over which a lamp was swinging faintly to the gentle heave of the ship. He was smoking a foul pipe, whose fumes hung heav­ily upon the air of that little cham­ber, and there was a bottle of Nantes at his el­bow.

			To him, sit­ting thus in state, was Sir Oliv­er in­tro­duced—his wrists still pin­ioned be­hind him. He was hag­gard and hol­low-eyed, and he car­ried a week’s growth of beard on his chin. Also his gar­ments were still in dis­order from the struggle he had made when taken, and from the fact that he had been com­pelled to lie in them ever since.

			Since his height was such that it was im­possible for him to stand up­right in that low-ceilinged cab­in, a stool was thrust for­ward for him by one of the ruf­fi­ans of Leigh’s crew who had haled him from his con­fine­ment be­neath the hatch­way.

			He sat down quite list­lessly, and stared va­cantly at the skip­per. Mas­ter Leigh was some­what dis­com­posed by this odd calm when he had looked for angry out­bursts. He dis­missed the two sea­men who fetched Sir Oliv­er, and when they had de­par­ted and closed the cab­in door he ad­dressed his cap­tive.

			“Sir Oliv­er,” said he, strok­ing his red beard, “ye’ve been most foully ab­used.”

			The sun­shine filtered through one of the horn win­dows and beat full upon Sir Oliv­er’s ex­pres­sion­less face.

			“It was not ne­ces­sary, you knave, to bring me hith­er to tell me so much,” he answered.

			“Quite so,” said Mas­ter Leigh. “But I have some­thing more to add. Ye’ll be think­ing that I ha’ done you a dis­ser­vice. There ye wrong me. Through me you are brought to know true friends from secret en­emies; hence­for­ward ye’ll know which to trust and which to mis­trust.”

			Sir Oliv­er seemed to rouse him­self a little from his passiv­ity, stim­u­lated des­pite him­self by the im­pudence of this rogue. He stretched a leg and smiled sourly.

			“You’ll end by telling me that I am in your debt,” said he.

			“You’ll end by say­ing so your­self,” the cap­tain as­sured him. “D’ye know what I was bid­den do with you?”

			“Faith, I neither know nor care,” was the sur­pris­ing an­swer, wear­ily de­livered. “If it is for my en­ter­tain­ment that you pro­pose to tell me, I beg you’ll spare your­self the trouble.”

			It was not an an­swer that helped the cap­tain. He pulled at his pipe a mo­ment.

			“I was bid­den,” said he presently, “to carry you to Bar­bary and sell you there in­to the ser­vice of the Moors. That I might serve you, I made be­lieve to ac­cept this task.”

			“God’s death!” swore Sir Oliv­er. “You carry make-be­lieve to an odd length.”

			“The weath­er has been against me. It were no in­ten­tion o’ mine to ha’ come so far south with you. But we’ve been driv­en by the gale. That is over­past, and so that ye’ll prom­ise to bear no plaint against me, and to make good some of the loss I’ll make by go­ing out of my course, and miss­ing a cargo that I wot of, I’ll put about and fetch you home again with­in a week.”

			Sir Oliv­er looked at him and smiled grimly. “Now what a rogue are you that can keep faith with none!” he cried. “First you take money to carry me off; and then you bid me pay you to carry me back again.”

			“Ye wrong me, sir, I vow ye do! I can keep faith when hon­est men em­ploy me, and ye should know it, Sir Oliv­er. But who keeps faith with rogues is a fool—and that I am not, as ye should also know. I ha’ done this thing that a rogue might be re­vealed to you and thwarted, as well as that I might make some little profit out of this ship o’ mine. I am frank with ye, Sir Oliv­er. I ha’ had some two hun­dred pounds in money and trinkets from your broth­er. Give me the like and. …”

			But now of a sud­den Sir Oliv­er’s list­less­ness was all dis­pelled. It fell from him like a cloak, and he sat for­ward, wide awake and with some show of an­ger even.

			“How do you say?” he cried, on a sharp, high note.

			The cap­tain stared at him, his pipe neg­lected. “I say that if so be as ye’ll pay me the same sum which your broth­er paid me to carry you off. …”

			“My broth­er?” roared the knight. “Do you say my broth­er?”

			“I said your broth­er.”

			“Mas­ter Li­onel?” the oth­er de­man­ded still.

			“What oth­er broth­ers have you?” quoth Mas­ter Leigh.

			There fell a pause and Sir Oliv­er looked straight be­fore him, his head sunken a little between his shoulders. “Let me un­der­stand,” he said at length. “Do you say that my broth­er Li­onel paid you money to carry me off—in short, that my pres­ence aboard this foul hulk of yours is due to him?”

			“Whom else had ye sus­pec­ted? Or did ye think that I did it for my own per­son­al di­ver­sion?”

			“An­swer me,” bel­lowed Sir Oliv­er, writh­ing in his bonds.

			“I ha’ answered you more than once already. Still, I tell you once again, since ye are slow to un­der­stand it, that I was paid a mat­ter of two hun­dred pound by your broth­er, Mas­ter Li­onel Tressili­an, to carry you off to Bar­bary and there sell you for a slave. Is that plain to you?”

			“As plain as it is false. You lie, you dog!”

			“Softly, softly!” quoth Mas­ter Leigh, good-hu­mouredly.

			“I say you lie!”

			Mas­ter Leigh con­sidered him a mo­ment. “Sets the wind so!” said he at length, and without an­oth­er word he rose and went to a sea-chest ranged against the wooden wall of the cab­in. He opened it and took thence a leath­er bag. From this he pro­duced a hand­ful of jew­els. He thrust them un­der Sir Oliv­er’s nose. “Haply,” said he, “ye’ll be ac­quain­ted with some of them. They was giv­en me to make up the sum since your broth­er had not the whole two hun­dred pound in coin. Take a look at them.”

			Sir Oliv­er re­cog­nized a ring and a long pear-shaped pearl ear­ring that had been his broth­er’s; he re­cog­nized a medal­lion that he him­self had giv­en Li­onel two years ago; and so, one by one, he re­cog­nized every trinket placed be­fore him.

			His head drooped to his breast, and he sat thus awhile like a man stunned. “My God!” he groaned miser­ably, at last. “Who, then, is left to me! Li­onel too! Li­onel!” A sob shook the great frame. Two tears slowly trickled down that hag­gard face and were lost in the stubble of beard upon his chin. “I am ac­cursed!” he said.

			Nev­er without such evid­ence could he have be­lieved this thing. From the mo­ment that he was be­set out­side the gates of Godol­phin Court he had con­ceived it to be the work of Ros­amund, and his list­less­ness was be­got­ten of the thought that she could have suffered con­vic­tion of his guilt and her hatred of him to urge her to such lengths as these. Nev­er for an in­stant had he doubted the mes­sage de­livered him by Li­onel that it was Mis­tress Ros­amund who summoned him. And just as he be­lieved him­self to be go­ing to Godol­phin Court in an­swer to her sum­mons, so did he con­clude that the hap­pen­ing there was the real mat­ter to which she had bid­den him, a thing done by her con­triv­ing, her an­swer to his at­tempt on the pre­vi­ous day to gain speech with her, her man­ner of en­sur­ing that such an im­per­tin­ence should nev­er be re­peated.

			This con­vic­tion had been gall and worm­wood to him; it had drugged his very senses, re­du­cing him to a list­less in­dif­fer­ence to any fate that might be re­served him. Yet it had not been so bit­ter a draught as this present rev­el­a­tion. After all, in her case there were some grounds for the hatred that had come to take the place of her erstwhile love. But in Li­onel’s what grounds were pos­sible? What motives could ex­ist for such an ac­tion as this, oth­er than a mon­strous, a loathly ego­ism which de­sired per­haps to en­sure that the blame for the death of Peter Godol­phin should not be shif­ted from the shoulders that were un­justly bear­ing it, and the ac­cursed de­sire to profit by the re­mov­al of the man who had been broth­er, fath­er and all else to him? He shuddered in sheer hor­ror. It was in­cred­ible, and yet bey­ond a doubt it was true. For all the love which he had showered upon Li­onel, for all the sac­ri­fices of self which he had made to shield him, this was Li­onel’s re­turn. Were all the world against him he still must have be­lieved Li­onel true to him, and in that be­lief must have been en­heartened a little. And now … His sense of loneli­ness, of ut­ter des­ti­tu­tion over­whelmed him. Then slowly of his sor­row re­sent­ment was be­got­ten, and be­ing be­got­ten it grew rap­idly un­til it filled his mind and whelmed in its turn all else. He threw back his great head, and his blood­shot, gleam­ing eyes fastened upon Cap­tain Leigh, who seated now upon the sea-chest was quietly ob­serving him and wait­ing pa­tiently un­til he should re­cov­er the wits which this rev­el­a­tion had scattered.

			“Mas­ter Leigh,” said he, “what is your price to carry me home again to Eng­land?”

			“Why, Sir Oliv­er,” said he, “I think the price I was paid to carry you off would be a fair one. The one would wipe out t’oth­er as it were.”

			“You shall have twice the sum when you land me on Tre­fus­is Point again,” was the in­stant an­swer.

			The cap­tain’s little eyes blinked and his shaggy red eye­brows came to­geth­er in a frown. Here was too speedy an ac­qui­es­cence. There must be guile be­hind it, or he knew naught of the ways of men.

			“What mis­chief are ye brood­ing?” he sneered.

			“Mis­chief, man? To you?” Sir Oliv­er laughed hoarsely. “God’s light, knave, d’ye think I con­sider you in this mat­ter, or d’ye think I’ve room in my mind for such petty re­sent­ments to­geth­er with that oth­er?”

			It was the truth. So ab­so­lute was the bit­ter sway of his an­ger against Li­onel that he could give no thought to this ras­cally sea­man’s share in the ad­ven­ture.

			“Will ye give me your word for that?”

			“My word? Pshaw, man! I have giv­en it already. I swear that you shall be paid the sum I’ve named the mo­ment you set me ashore again in Eng­land. Is that enough for you? Then cut me these bonds, and let us make an end of my present con­di­tion.”

			“Faith, I am glad to deal with so sens­ible a man! Ye take it in the prop­er spir­it. Ye see that what I ha’ done I ha’ but done in the way of my call­ing, that I am but a tool, and that what blame there be be­longs to them which hired me to this deed.”

			“Aye, ye’re but a tool—a dirty tool, whetted with gold; no more. ’Tis ad­mit­ted. Cut me these bonds, a God’s name! I’m weary o’ be­ing trussed like a ca­pon.”

			The cap­tain drew his knife, crossed to Sir Oliv­er’s side and slashed his bonds away without fur­ther word. Sir Oliv­er stood up so sud­denly that he smote his head against the low ceil­ing of the cab­in, and so sat down again at once. And in that mo­ment from without and above there came a cry which sent the skip­per to the cab­in door. He flung it open, and so let out the smoke and let in the sun­shine. He passed out on to the poop deck, and Sir Oliv­er—con­ceiv­ing him­self at liberty to do so—fol­lowed him.

			In the waist be­low a little knot of shaggy sea­men were crowding to the lar­board bul­warks, look­ing out to sea; on the fore­castle there was an­oth­er sim­il­ar as­sembly, all star­ing in­tently ahead and to­wards the land. They were off Cape Roca at the time, and when Cap­tain Leigh saw by how much they had lessened their dis­tance from shore since last he had conned the ship, he swore fe­ro­ciously at his mate who had charge of the wheel. Ahead of them away on their lar­board bow and in line with the mouth of the Tagus from which she had is­sued—and where not a doubt but she had been ly­ing in wait for such stray craft as this—came a great tall-masted ship, equipped with top­gal­lants, run­ning well-nigh be­fore the wind with every foot of can­vas spread.

			Close-hauled as was the Swal­low and with her top­sails and mizzen reefed she was not mak­ing more than one knot to the Span­iard’s five—for that she was a Span­iard was bey­ond all doubt judging by the haven whence she is­sued.

			“Luff alee!” bawled the skip­per, and he sprang to the wheel, thrust­ing the mate aside with a blow of his el­bow that al­most sent him sprawl­ing.

			“ ’Twas your­self set the course,” the fel­low pro­tested.

			“Thou lub­berly fool,” roared the skip­per. “I bade thee keep the same dis­tance from shore. If the land comes jut­ting out to meet us, are we to keep straight on un­til we pile her up?” He spun the wheel round in his hands, and turned her down the wind. Then he re­lin­quished the helm to the mate again. “Hold her thus,” he com­manded, and bel­low­ing or­ders as he went, he heaved him­self down the com­pan­ion to see them ex­ecuted. Men sprang to the rat­lines to obey him, and went swarm­ing aloft to let out the reefs of the top­sails; oth­ers ran astern to do the like by the mizzen and soon they had her leap­ing and plunging through the green wa­ter with every sheet un­furled, ra­cing straight out to sea.

			From the poop Sir Oliv­er watched the Span­iard. He saw her veer a point or so to star­board, head­ing straight to in­ter­cept them, and he ob­served that al­though this man­oeuvre brought her fully a point near­er to the wind than the Swal­low, yet, equipped as she was with half as much can­vas again as Cap­tain Leigh’s pir­at­ic­al craft, she was gain­ing stead­ily upon them non­ethe­less.

			The skip­per came back to the poop, and stood there moodily watch­ing that oth­er ship’s ap­proach, curs­ing him­self for hav­ing sailed in­to such a trap, and curs­ing his mate more fer­vently still.

			Sir Oliv­er mean­while took stock of so much of the Swal­low’s arm­a­ment as was vis­ible and wondered what like were those on the main deck be­low. He dropped a ques­tion on that score to the cap­tain, dis­pas­sion­ately, as though he were no more than an in­dif­fer­ently in­ter­ested spec­tat­or, and with nev­er a thought to his po­s­i­tion aboard.

			“Should I be ra­cing her afore the Wind if I was prop­erly equipped?” growled Leigh. “Am I the man to run be­fore a Span­iard? As it is I do no more than lure her well away from land.”

			Sir Oliv­er un­der­stood, and was si­lent there­after. He ob­served a bo’sun and his mates stag­ger­ing in the waist un­der loads of cut­lasses and small arms which they stacked in a rack about the main­mast. Then the gun­ner, a swarthy, massive fel­low, stark to the waist with a faded scarf tied turban-wise about his head, leapt up the com­pan­ion to the brass car­ron­ade on the lar­board quarter, fol­lowed by a couple of his men.

			Mas­ter Leigh called up the bo’sun, bade him take the wheel, and dis­patched the mate for­ward to the fore­castle, where an­oth­er gun was be­ing pre­pared for ac­tion.

			There­after fol­lowed a spell of ra­cing, the Span­iard ever lessen­ing the dis­tance between them, and the land drop­ping astern un­til it was no more than a hazy line above the shim­mer­ing sea. Sud­denly from the Span­iard ap­peared a little cloud of white smoke, and the boom of a gun fol­lowed, and after it came a splash a cable’s length ahead of the Swal­low’s bows.

			Lin­stock in hand the brawny gun­ner on the poop stood ready to an­swer them when the word should be giv­en. From be­low came the gun­ner’s mate to re­port him­self ready for ac­tion on the main deck and to re­ceive his or­ders.

			Came an­oth­er shot from the Span­iard, again across the bows of the Swal­low.

			“ ’Tis a clear in­vit­a­tion to heave to,” said Sir Oliv­er.

			The skip­per snarled in his fiery beard. “She has a longer range than most Span­iards,” said he. “But I’ll not waste powder yet for all that. We’ve none to spare.”

			Scarcely had he spoken when a third shot boomed. There was a splin­ter­ing crash over­head fol­lowed by a sough and a thud as the main­top­mast came hurt­ling to the deck and in its fall stretched a couple of men in death. Battle was joined, it seemed. Yet Cap­tain Leigh did noth­ing in a hurry.

			“Hold there!” he roared to the gun­ner who swung his lin­stock at that mo­ment in pre­par­a­tion.

			She was los­ing way as a res­ult of that cur­tail­ment of her main­mast, and the Span­iard came on swiftly now. At last the skip­per ac­coun­ted her near enough, and gave the word with an oath. The Swal­low fired her first and last shot in that en­counter. After the deaf­en­ing thun­der of it and through the cloud of suf­foc­at­ing smoke, Sir Oliv­er saw the high fore­castle of the Span­iard rent open.

			Mas­ter Leigh was curs­ing his gun­ner for hav­ing aimed too high. Then he sig­nalled to the mate to fire the cul­ver­in of which he had charge. That second shot was to be the sig­nal for the whole broad­side from the main deck be­low. But the Span­iard an­ti­cip­ated them. Even as the skip­per of the Swal­low sig­nalled the whole side of the Span­iard burst in­to flame and smoke.

			The Swal­low staggered un­der the blow, re­covered an in­stant, then lis­ted omin­ously to lar­board.

			“Hell!” roared Leigh. “She’s bil­ging!” and Sir Oliv­er saw the Span­iard stand­ing off again, as if sat­is­fied with what she had done. The mate’s gun was nev­er fired, nor was the broad­side from be­low. In­deed that sud­den list had set the muzzles point­ing to the sea; with­in three minutes of it they were on a level with the wa­ter. The Swal­low had re­ceived her deathblow, and she was set­tling down.

			Sat­is­fied that she could do no fur­ther harm, the Span­iard luffed and hove to, await­ing the ob­vi­ous res­ult and in­tent upon pick­ing up what slaves she could to man the gal­leys of his Cath­ol­ic Majesty on the Medi­ter­ranean.

			Thus the fate in­ten­ded Sir Oliv­er by Li­onel was to be ful­filled; and it was to be shared by Mas­ter Leigh him­self, which had not been at all in that venal fel­low’s reck­on­ing.
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				Sakr-El-Bahr

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				The Cap­tive

			
			Sakr-el-Bahr, the hawk of the sea, the scourge of the Medi­ter­ranean and the ter­ror of Chris­ti­an Spain, lay prone on the heights of Cape Spar­tel.

			Above him on the crest of the cliff ran the dark green line of the or­ange groves of Araish—the re­puted Garden of the Hes­per­ides of the an­cients, where the golden apples grew. A mile or so to east­ward were dot­ted the huts and tents of a Bedouin en­camp­ment on the fer­tile em­er­ald pas­ture­land that spread away, as far as eye could range, to­wards Ceuta. Near­er, astride of a grey rock an al­most na­ked goat­herd, a lithe brown strip­ling with a cord of camel­hair about his shaven head, in­ter­mit­tently made mel­an­choly and un­melodi­ous sounds upon a reed pipe. From some­where in the blue vault of heav­en over­head came the joy­ous trilling of a lark, from be­low the silken rust­ling of the tide­less sea.

			Sakr-el-Bahr lay prone upon a cloak of woven camel­hair amid lux­uri­at­ing fern and samphire, on the very edge of the shelf of cliff to which he had climbed. On either side of him squat­ted a negro from the Sus both na­ked of all save white loin­cloths, their mus­cu­lar bod­ies glisten­ing like ebony in the dazzling sun­shine of mid-May. They wiel­ded crude fans fash­ioned from the yel­low­ing leaves of date palms, and their duty was to wave these gently to and fro above their lord’s head, to give him air and to drive off the flies.

			Sakr-el-Bahr was in the very prime of life, a man of a great length of body, with a deep Her­culean torso and limbs that ad­vert­ised a gi­ant strength. His hawk-nosed face end­ing in a black forked beard was of a swar­thi­ness ac­cen­tu­ated to ex­ag­ger­a­tion by the snowy white turban wound about his brow. His eyes, by con­trast, were sin­gu­larly light. He wore over his white shirt a long green tu­nic of very light silk, woven along its edges with ar­abesques in gold; a pair of loose calico breeches reached to his knees; his brown mus­cu­lar calves were na­ked, and his feet were shod in a pair of Moor­ish shoes of crim­son leath­er, with up-curl­ing and very poin­ted toes. He had no weapons oth­er than the heavy-bladed knife with a jew­elled hilt that was thrust in­to his girdle of plaited leath­er.

			A yard or two away on his left lay an­oth­er su­pine fig­ure, el­bows on the ground, and hands arched above his brow to shade his eyes, gaz­ing out to sea. He, too, was a tall and power­ful man, and when he moved there was a glint of ar­mour from the chain mail in which his body was cased, and from the steel casque about which he had swathed his green turban. Be­side him lay an enorm­ous curved scim­it­ar in a sheath of brown leath­er that was heavy with steel or­na­ments. His face was hand­some, and bearded, but swar­thi­er far than his com­pan­ion’s, and the backs of his long fine hands were al­most black.

			Sakr-el-Bahr paid little heed to him. Ly­ing there he looked down the slope, clad with stun­ted cork trees and ever­green oaks; here and there was the golden gleam of broom; yon­der over a spur of whit­ish rock sprawled the green and liv­ing scar­let of a cac­tus. Be­low him about the caves of Her­cules was a space of sea whose clear depths shif­ted with its slow move­ment from the deep green of em­er­ald to all the col­ours of the opal. A little farther off be­hind a pro­ject­ing screen of rock that formed a little haven two enorm­ous masted gal­leys, each of fifty oars, and a smal­ler gal­li­ot of thirty rode gently on the slight heave of the wa­ter, the vast yel­low oars stand­ing out al­most ho­ri­zont­ally from the sides of each ves­sel like the pin­ions of some gi­gant­ic bird. That they lurked there either in con­ceal­ment or in am­bush was very plain. Above them circled a flock of seagulls noisy and in­solent.

			Sakr-el-Bahr looked out to sea across the straits to­wards Tarifa and the faint dis­tant European coast­line just vis­ible through the limp­id sum­mer air. But his glance was not con­cerned with that hazy ho­ri­zon; it went no fur­ther than a fine white-sailed ship that, close-hauled, was beat­ing up the straits some four miles off. A gentle breeze was blow­ing from the east, and with every foot of can­vas spread to catch it she stood as close to it as was pos­sible. Near­er she came on her lar­board tack, and not a doubt but her mas­ter would be scan­ning the hos­tile Afric­an lit­tor­al for a sight of those des­per­ate rovers who haunted it and who took toll of every Chris­ti­an ship that ven­tured over-near. Sakr-el-Bahr smiled to think how little the pres­ence of his gal­leys could be sus­pec­ted, how in­no­cent must look the sun­bathed shore of Africa to the Chris­ti­an skip­per’s di­li­gently search­ing spy­glass. And there from his height, like the hawk they had dubbed him, poised in the co­balt heav­ens to plumb down upon his prey, he watched the great white ship and waited un­til she should come with­in strik­ing dis­tance.

			A promon­tory to east­ward made some­thing of a lee that reached out al­most a mile from shore. From the watch­er’s eyrie the line of de­marc­a­tion was sharply drawn; they could see the point at which the white crests of the wind-whipped wave­lets ceased and the wa­ter be­came smooth­er. Did she but ven­ture as far south­ward on her present tack, she would be slow to go about again, and that should be their op­por­tun­ity. And all un­con­scious of the lurk­ing per­il she held stead­ily to her course, un­til not half a mile re­mained between her and that in­aus­pi­cious lee.

			Ex­cite­ment stirred the mail-clad cor­sair; he kicked his heels in the air, then swung round to the im­pass­ive and watch­ful Sakr-el-Bahr.

			“She will come! She will come!” he cried in the Frank­ish jar­gon—the lin­gua franca of the Afric­an lit­tor­al.

			“In­sh’ Al­lah!” was the lac­on­ic an­swer—“If God will.”

			A tense si­lence fell between them again as the ship drew near­er so that now with each for­ward heave of her they caught a glint of the white belly un­der her black hull. Sakr-el-Bahr shaded his eyes, and con­cen­trated his vis­ion upon the square en­sign fly­ing from, her main­mast. He could make out not only the red and yel­low quar­ter­ings, but the devices of the castle and the li­on.

			“A Span­ish ship, Biskaine,” he growled to his com­pan­ion. “It is very well. The praise to the One!”

			“Will she ven­ture in?” wondered the oth­er.

			“Be sure she will ven­ture,” was the con­fid­ent an­swer. “She sus­pects no danger, and it is not of­ten that our gal­leys are to be found so far west­ward. Aye, there she comes in all her Span­ish pride.”

			Even as he spoke she reached that line of de­marc­a­tion. She crossed it, for there was still a mod­er­ate breeze on the lee­ward side of it, in­tent no doubt upon mak­ing the ut­most of that south­ward run.

			“Now!” cried Biskaine—Biskaine-el-Borak was he called from the light­ning-like im­petu­ous­ness in which he was wont to strike. He quivered with im­pa­tience, like a leashed hound.

			“Not yet,” was the calm, re­strain­ing an­swer. “Every inch near­er shore she creeps the more cer­tain is her doom. Time enough to sound the charge when she goes about. Give me to drink, Abi­ad,” he said to one of his negroes, whom in irony he had dubbed “the White.”

			The slave turned aside, swept away a lit­ter of ferns and pro­duced an am­phora of por­ous red clay; he re­moved the palm-leaves from the mouth of it and poured wa­ter in­to a cup. Sakr-el-Bahr drank slowly, his eyes nev­er leav­ing the ves­sel, whose every rat­line was clearly defined by now in the pel­lu­cid air. They could see men mov­ing on her decks, and the watch­man sta­tioned in the fore­mast fight­ing-top. She was not more than half a mile away when sud­denly came the man­oeuvre to go about.

			Sakr-el-Bahr leapt in­stantly to his great height and waved a long green scarf. From one of the gal­leys be­hind the screen of rocks a trum­pet rang out in im­me­di­ate an­swer to that sig­nal; it was fol­lowed by the shrill whistles of the bo’suns, and that again by the splash and creak of oars, as the two lar­ger gal­leys swept out from their am­bush. The long ar­moured poops were as­warm with turbaned cor­sairs, their weapons gleam­ing in the sun­shine; a dozen at least were astride of the crosstree of each main­mast, all armed with bows and ar­rows, and the rat­lines on each side of the gal­leys were black with men who swarmed there like lo­custs ready to en­vel­op and smoth­er their prey.

			The sud­den­ness of the at­tack flung the Span­iard in­to con­fu­sion. There was a frantic stir aboard her, trum­pet blasts and shoot­ings and wild scur­ry­ings of men hith­er and thith­er to the posts to which they were ordered by their too reck­less cap­tain. In that con­fu­sion her man­oeuvre to go about went all awry, and pre­cious mo­ments were lost dur­ing which she stood flounder­ing, with idly flap­ping sails. In his des­per­ate haste the cap­tain headed her straight to lee­ward, think­ing that by run­ning thus be­fore the wind he stood the best chance of avoid­ing the trap. But there was not wind enough in that sheltered spot to make the at­tempt suc­cess­ful. The gal­leys sped straight on at an angle to the dir­ec­tion in which the Span­iard was mov­ing, their yel­low drip­ping oars flash­ing furi­ously, as the bo’suns plied their whips to urge every ounce of sinew in the slaves.

			Of all this Sakr-el-Bahr gathered an im­pres­sion as, fol­lowed by Biskaine and the negroes, he swiftly made his way down from that eyrie that had served him so well. He sprang from red oak to cork tree and from cork tree to red oak; he leapt from rock to rock, or lowered him­self from ledge to ledge, grip­ping a hand­ful of heath or a pro­ject­ing stone, but all with the speed and nimble­ness of an ape. He dropped at last to the beach, then sped across it at a run, and went bound­ing along a black reef un­til he stood along­side of the gal­li­ot which had been left be­hind by the oth­er Cor­sair ves­sels. She awaited him in deep wa­ter, the length of her oars from the rock, and as he came along­side, these oars were brought to the ho­ri­zont­al, and held there firmly. He leapt down upon them, his com­pan­ions fol­low­ing him, and us­ing them as a gang­way, reached the bul­warks. He threw a leg over the side, and alighted on a decked space between two oars and the two rows of six slaves that were man­ning each of them.

			Biskaine fol­lowed him and the negroes came last. They were still astride of the bul­warks when Sakr-el-Bahr gave the word. Up the middle gang­way ran a bo’sun and two of his mates crack­ing their long whips of bul­lock hide. Down went the oars, there was a heave, and they shot out in the wake of the oth­er two to join the fight.

			Sakr-el-Bahr, scim­it­ar in hand, stood on the prow, a little in ad­vance of the mob of eager bab­bling cor­sairs who sur­roun­ded him, quiv­er­ing in their im­pa­tience to be let loose upon the Chris­ti­an foe. Above, along the yar­darm and up the rat­lines swarmed his bow­men. From the masthead floated out his stand­ard, of crim­son charged with a green cres­cent.

			The na­ked Chris­ti­an slaves groaned, strained and sweated un­der the Muslim lash that drove them to the de­struc­tion of their Chris­ti­an brethren.

			Ahead the battle was already joined. The Span­iard had fired one single hasty shot which had gone wide, and now one of the cor­sair’s grap­pling-irons had seized her on the lar­board quarter, a with­er­ing hail of ar­rows was pour­ing down upon her decks from the Muslim crosstrees; up her sides crowded the eager Moors, ever most eager when it was a ques­tion of tack­ling the Span­ish dogs who had driv­en them from their An­dalus­i­an Ca­liphate. Un­der her quarter sped the oth­er gal­ley to take her on the star­board side, and even as she went her arch­ers and stingers hurled death aboard the galle­on.

			It was a short, sharp fight. The Span­iards in con­fu­sion from the be­gin­ning, hav­ing been taken ut­terly by sur­prise, had nev­er been able to or­der them­selves in a prop­er man­ner to re­ceive the on­slaught. Still, what could be done they did. They made a gal­lant stand against this piti­less as­sail­ant. But the cor­sairs charged home as gal­lantly, ut­terly reck­less of life, eager to slay in the name of Al­lah and His Proph­et and scarcely less eager to die if it should please the All-pi­ti­ful that their des­tinies should be here ful­filled. Up they went, and back fell the Castili­ans, out­numbered by at least ten to one.

			When Sakr-el-Bahr’s gal­li­ot came along­side, that brief en­counter was at an end, and one of his cor­sairs was aloft, hack­ing from the main­mast the stand­ard of Spain and the wooden cru­ci­fix that was nailed be­low it. A mo­ment later and to a thun­der­ing roar of “Al­ham­dol­li­ah!” the green cres­cent floated out upon the breeze.

			Sakr-el-Bahr thrust his way through the press in the galle­on’s waist; his cor­sairs fell back be­fore him, mak­ing way, and as he ad­vanced they roared his name de­li­ri­ously and waved their scim­it­ars to ac­claim him this hawk of the sea, as he was named, this most vali­ant of all the ser­vants of Is­lam. True he had taken no ac­tu­al part in the en­gage­ment. It had been too brief and he had ar­rived too late for that. But his had been the dar­ing to con­ceive an am­bush at so re­mote a west­ern point, and his the brain that had guided them to this swift sweet vic­tory in the name of Al­lah the One.

			The decks were slip­pery with blood, and strewn with wounded and dy­ing men, whom already the Muslimeen were heav­ing over­board—dead and wounded alike when they were Chris­ti­ans, for to what end should they be troubled with maimed slaves?

			About the main­mast were huddled the sur­viv­ing Span­iards, weapon­less and broken in cour­age, a herd of tim­id, be­wildered sheep.

			Sakr-el-Bahr stood for­ward, his light eyes con­sid­er­ing them grimly. They must num­ber close upon a hun­dred, ad­ven­tur­ers in the main who had set out from Cad­iz in high hope of find­ing for­tune in the In­dies. Their voy­age had been a very brief one; their fate they knew—to toil at the oars of the Muslim gal­leys, or at best, to be taken to Al­gi­ers or Tunis and sold there in­to the slavery of some wealthy Moor.

			Sakr-el-Bahr’s glance scanned them ap­prais­ingly, and res­ted fi­nally on the cap­tain, who stood slightly in ad­vance, his face liv­id with rage and grief. He was richly dressed in the Castili­an black, and his vel­vet thimble-shaped hat was heav­ily plumed and decked by a gold cross.

			Sakr-el-Bahr sa­laamed ce­re­mo­ni­ously to him. “For­tu­na de guerra, señor cap­it­an,” said he in flu­ent Span­ish. “What is your name?”

			“I am Don Paulo de Guz­man,” the man answered, draw­ing him­self erect, and speak­ing with con­scious pride in him­self and mani­fest con­tempt of his in­ter­locutor.

			“So! A gen­tle­man of fam­ily! And well-nour­ished and sturdy, I should judge. In the sôk at Al­gi­ers you might fetch two hun­dred philips. You shall ransom your­self for five hun­dred.”

			“Por las En­tranas de Di­os!” swore Don Paulo who, like all pi­ous Span­ish Cath­ol­ics, fa­voured the oath ana­tom­ic­al. What else he would have ad­ded in his fury is not known, for Sakr-el-Bahr waved him con­temp­tu­ously away.

			“For your pro­fan­ity and want of cour­tesy we will make the ransom a thou­sand philips, then,” said he. And to his fol­low­ers—“Away with him! Let him have cour­teous en­ter­tain­ment against the com­ing of his ransom.”

			He was borne away curs­ing.

			Of the oth­ers Sakr-el-Bahr made short work. He offered the priv­ilege of ransom­ing him­self to any who might claim it, and the priv­ilege was claimed by three. The rest he con­signed to the care of Biskaine, who ac­ted as his kayia, or lieu­ten­ant. But be­fore do­ing so he bade the ship’s bo’sun stand for­ward, and de­man­ded to know what slaves there might be on board. There were, he learnt, but a dozen, em­ployed upon meni­al du­ties on the ship—three Jews, sev­en Muslimeen and two heretics—and they had been driv­en un­der the hatches when the per­il threatened.

			By Sakr-el-Bahr’s or­ders these were dragged forth from the black­ness in­to which they had been flung. The Muslimeen upon dis­cov­er­ing that they had fallen in­to the hands of their own people and that their slavery was at an end, broke in­to cries of de­light, and fer­vent praise of Al­lah than whom they swore there was no oth­er God. The three Jews, lithe, stal­wart young men in black tu­nics that fell to their knees and black skullcaps upon their curly black locks, smiled in­gra­ti­at­ingly, hop­ing for the best since they were fallen in­to the hands of people who were near­er akin to them than Chris­ti­ans and al­lied to them, at least, by the bond of com­mon enmity to Spain and com­mon suf­fer­ing at the hands of Span­iards. The two heretics stood in stol­id apathy, real­iz­ing that with them it was but a case of passing from Charyb­dis to Scylla, and that they had as little to hope for from hea­then as from Chris­ti­an. One of these was a sturdy bow­legged fel­low, whose gar­ments were little bet­ter than rags; his weath­er-beaten face was of the col­our of ma­hogany and his eyes of a dark blue un­der tufted eye­brows that once had been red—like his hair and beard—but were now thickly in­ter­mingled with grey. He was spot­ted like a leo­pard on the hands by enorm­ous dark brown freckles.

			Of the en­tire dozen he was the only one that drew the at­ten­tion of Sakr-el-Bahr. He stood des­pond­ently be­fore the cor­sair, with bowed head and his eyes upon the deck, a weary, de­jec­ted, spir­it­less slave who would as soon die as live. Thus some few mo­ments dur­ing which the stal­wart Muslim stood re­gard­ing him; then as if drawn by that per­sist­ent scru­tiny he raised his dull, weary eyes. At once they quickened, the dull­ness passed out of them; they were bright and keen as of old. He thrust his head for­ward, star­ing in his turn; then, in a be­wildered way he looked about him at the ocean of swarthy faces un­der turbans of all col­ours, and back again at Sakr-el-Bahr.

			“God’s light!” he said at last, in Eng­lish, to vent his in­fin­ite amazement. Then re­vert­ing to the cyn­ic­al man­ner that he had ever af­fected, and ef­fa­cing all sur­prise—

			“Good day to you, Sir Oliv­er,” said he. “I sup­pose ye’ll give your­self the pleas­ure of hanging me.”

			“Al­lah is great!” said Sakr-el-Bahr im­pass­ively.

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Reneg­ade

			
			How it came to hap­pen that Sakr-el-Bahr, the Hawk of the Sea, the Muslim rover, the scourge of the Medi­ter­ranean, the ter­ror of Chris­ti­ans, and the be­loved of As­ad-ed-Din, Basha of Al­gi­ers, would be one and the same as Sir Oliv­er Tressili­an, the Cornish gen­tle­man of Pen­ar­row, is at long length set forth in the chron­icles of Lord Henry Goade. His lord­ship con­veys to us some no­tion of how ut­terly over­whelm­ing he found that fact by the te­di­ous minute­ness with which he fol­lows step by step this ex­traordin­ary meta­morph­os­is. He de­votes to it two en­tire volumes of those eight­een which he has left us. The whole, how­ever, may with ad­vant­age be sum­mar­ized in­to one short chapter.

			Sir Oliv­er was one of a score of men who were res­cued from the sea by the crew of the Span­ish ves­sel that had sunk the Swal­low; an­oth­er was Jasper Leigh, the skip­per. All of them were car­ried to Lis­bon, and there handed over to the Court of the Holy Of­fice. Since they were heretics all—or nearly all—it was fit and prop­er that the Brethren of St. Domin­ic should un­der­take their con­ver­sion in the first place. Sir Oliv­er came of a fam­ily that nev­er had been famed for ri­gid­ity in re­li­gious mat­ters, and he was cer­tainly not go­ing to burn alive if the ad­op­tion of oth­er men’s opin­ions upon an ex­tremely hy­po­thet­ic­al fu­ture state would suf­fice to save him from the stake. He ac­cep­ted Cath­ol­ic bap­tism with an al­most con­temp­tu­ous in­dif­fer­ence. As for Jasper Leigh, it will be con­ceived that the elasti­city of the skip­per’s con­science was no less than Sir Oliv­er’s, and he was cer­tainly not the man to be roas­ted for a trifle of faith.

			No doubt there would be great re­joicings in the Holy House over the res­cue of these two un­for­tu­nate souls from the cer­tain per­di­tion that had awaited them. It fol­lowed that as con­verts to the Faith they were warmly cher­ished, and tears of thanks­giv­ing were pro­fusely shed over them by the Hounds of God. So much for their heresy. They were com­pletely purged of it, hav­ing done pen­ance in prop­er form at an Auto held on the Ro­cio at Lis­bon, candle in hand and san­benito on their shoulders. The Church dis­missed them with her bless­ing and an in­junc­tion to per­severe in the ways of sal­va­tion to which with such meek kind­ness she had in­duc­ted them.

			Now this dis­missal amoun­ted to a re­jec­tion. They were, as a con­sequence, thrown back upon the sec­u­lar au­thor­it­ies, and the sec­u­lar au­thor­it­ies had yet to pun­ish them for their of­fence upon the seas. No of­fence could be proved, it is true. But the courts were sat­is­fied that this lack of of­fence was but the nat­ur­al res­ult of a lack of op­por­tun­ity. Con­versely, they reasoned, it was not to be doubted that with the op­por­tun­ity the of­fence would have been forth­com­ing. Their as­sur­ance of this was based upon the fact that when the Span­iard fired across the bows of the Swal­low as an in­vit­a­tion to heave to, she had kept upon her course. Thus, with un­answer­able Castili­an lo­gic was the evil con­science of her skip­per proven.

			Cap­tain Leigh pro­tested on the oth­er hand that his ac­tion had been dic­tated by his lack of faith in Span­iards and his firm be­lief that all Span­iards were pir­ates to be avoided by every hon­est sea­man who was con­scious of in­feri­or strength of arma­ments. It was a plea that won him no fa­vour with his nar­row-minded judges.

			Sir Oliv­er fer­vently urged that he was no mem­ber of the crew of the Swal­low, that he was a gen­tle­man who found him­self aboard her very much against his will, be­ing the vic­tim of a vil­lain­ous piece of tre­pan­ning ex­ecuted by her venal cap­tain. The court heard his plea with re­spect, and asked to know his name and rank. He was so very in­dis­creet as to an­swer truth­fully. The res­ult was ex­tremely edu­cat­ive to Sir Oliv­er; it showed him how sys­tem­at­ic­ally con­duc­ted was the keep­ing of the Span­ish archives. The court pro­duced doc­u­ments en­abling his judges to re­cite to him most of that por­tion of his life that had been spent upon the seas, and many an awk­ward little cir­cum­stance which had slipped his memory long since, which he now re­called, and which cer­tainly was not cal­cu­lated to make his sen­tence light­er.

			Had he not been in the Bar­ba­dos in such a year, and had he not there cap­tured the galle­on Maria de Las Dolores? What was that but an act of vil­lain­ous pir­acy? Had he not scuttled a Span­ish ca­ra­ck four years ago in the bay of Fun­chal? Had he not been with that pir­ate Hawkins in the af­fair at San Juan de Ulloa? And so on. Ques­tions poured upon him and en­gulfed him.

			He al­most re­gret­ted that he had giv­en him­self the trouble to ac­cept con­ver­sion and all that it en­tailed at the hands of the Brethren of St. Domin­ic. It began to ap­pear to him that he had but wasted time and es­caped the cler­ic­al fire to be dangled on a sec­u­lar rope as an of­fer­ing to the venge­ful gods of out­raged Spain.

			So much, how­ever, was not done. The gal­leys in the Medi­ter­ranean were in ur­gent need of men at the time, and to this cir­cum­stance Sir Oliv­er, Cap­tain Leigh, and some oth­ers of the luck­less crew of the Swal­low owed their lives, though it is to be doubted wheth­er any of them found the mat­ter one for con­grat­u­la­tion. Chained each man to a fel­low, ankle to ankle, with but a short length of links between, they formed part of a con­sid­er­able herd of un­for­tu­nates, who were driv­en across Por­tugal in­to Spain and then south­ward to Cad­iz. The last that Sir Oliv­er saw of Cap­tain Leigh was on the morn­ing on which he set out from the reek­ing Lis­bon gaol. There­after through­out that weary march each knew the oth­er to be some­where in that wretched re­gi­ment of gal­ley slaves; but they nev­er came face to face again.

			In Cad­iz Sir Oliv­er spent a month in a vast en­closed space that was open to the sky, but nev­er­the­less of an in­des­crib­able foul­ness, a place of filth, dis­ease, and suf­fer­ing bey­ond hu­man con­cep­tion, the de­tails of which the curi­ous may seek for him­self in my Lord Henry’s chron­icles. They are too re­volt­ing by far to be re­tailed here.

			At the end of that month he was one of those picked out by an of­ficer who was man­ning a gal­ley that was to con­vey the In­fanta to Naples. He owed this to his vig­or­ous con­sti­tu­tion which had suc­cess­fully with­stood the in­fec­tions of that mephit­ic place of tor­ments, and to the fine thews which the of­ficer pum­melled and felt as though he were ac­quir­ing a beast of bur­den—which, in­deed, is pre­cisely what he was do­ing.

			The gal­ley to which our gen­tle­man was dis­patched was a ves­sel of fifty oars, each manned by sev­en men. They were seated upon a sort of stair­case that fol­lowed the slope of the oar, run­ning from the gang­way in the ves­sel’s middle down to the shal­low bul­warks.

			The place al­lot­ted to Sir Oliv­er was that next the gang­way. Here, stark na­ked as when he was born, he was chained to the bench, and in those chains, let us say at once, he re­mained, without a single mo­ment’s in­ter­mis­sion, for six whole months.

			Between him­self and the hard tim­bers of his seat there was naught but a flimsy and dirty sheep­skin. From end to end the bench was not more than ten feet in length, whilst the dis­tance sep­ar­at­ing it from the next one was a bare four feet. In that cramped space of ten feet by four, Sir Oliv­er and his six oar-mates had their miser­able ex­ist­ence, wak­ing and sleep­ing—for they slept in their chains at the oar without suf­fi­cient room in which to lie at stretch.

			Anon Sir Oliv­er be­came hardened and in­ured to that un­speak­able ex­ist­ence, that liv­ing death of the gal­ley slave. But that first long voy­age to Naples was ever to re­main the most ter­rible ex­per­i­ence of his life. For spells of six or eight end­less hours at a time, and on one oc­ca­sion for no less than ten hours, did he pull at his oar without a single mo­ment’s pause. With one foot on the stretch­er, the oth­er on the bench in front of him, grasp­ing his part of that ap­pallingly heavy fif­teen-foot oar, he would bend his back to thrust for­ward—and up­wards so to clear the shoulders of the groan­ing, sweat­ing slaves in front of him—then he would lift the end so as to bring the blade down to the wa­ter, and hav­ing gripped he would rise from his seat to throw his full weight in­to the pull, and so fall back with clank of chain upon the groan­ing bench to swing for­ward once more, and so on un­til his senses reeled, his sight be­came blurred, his mouth parched and his whole body a liv­ing, strain­ing ache. Then would come the sharp fierce cut of the boat­swain’s whip to re­vive en­er­gies that flagged how­ever little, and some­times to leave a bleed­ing stripe upon his na­ked back.

			Thus day in day out, now broiled and blistered by the piti­less south­ern sun, now chilled by the night dews whilst he took his cramped and un­re­fresh­ing rest, in­des­crib­ably filthy and dishevelled, his hair and beard mat­ted with end­less sweat, un­washed save by the rains which in that sea­son were all too rare, choked al­most by the stench of his miser­able com­rades and in­fes­ted by filthy crawl­ing things be­got­ten of de­cay­ing sheep­skins and Heav­en alone knows what oth­er foul­nesses of that float­ing hell. He was spar­ingly fed upon weevilled bis­cuit and vile messes of tal­lowy rice, and to drink he was giv­en luke­warm wa­ter that was of­ten stale, sav­ing that some­times when the spell of row­ing was more than usu­ally pro­trac­ted the boat­swains would thrust lumps of bread sod­den in wine in­to the mouths of the toil­ing slaves to sus­tain them.

			The scurvy broke out on that voy­age, and there were oth­er dis­eases among the row­ers, to say noth­ing of the fes­ter­ing sores be­got­ten of the fric­tion of the bench which were com­mon to all, and which each must en­dure as best he could. With the slave whose dis­ease conquered him or who, reach­ing the lim­it of his en­dur­ance, per­mit­ted him­self to swoon, the boat­swains had a short way. The dis­eased were flung over­board; the swoon­ing were dragged out upon the gang­way or bridge and flogged there to re­vive them; if they did not re­vive they were flogged on un­til they were a hor­rid bleed­ing pulp, which was then heaved in­to the sea.

			Once or twice when they stood to wind­ward the smell of the slaves be­ing waf­ted abaft and reach­ing the fine gil­ded poop where the In­fanta and her at­tend­ants trav­elled, the helms­men were ordered to put about, and for long weary hours the slaves would hold the gal­ley in po­s­i­tion, back­ing her up gently against the wind so as not to lose way.

			The num­ber that died in the first week of that voy­age amoun­ted to close upon a quarter of the total. But there were re­serves in the prow, and these were drawn upon to fill the empty places. None but the fit­test could sur­vive this ter­rible or­deal.

			Of these was Sir Oliv­er, and of these too was his im­me­di­ate neigh­bour at the oar, a stal­wart, power­ful, im­pass­ive, un­com­plain­ing young Moor, who ac­cep­ted his fate with a stoicism that aroused Sir Oliv­er’s ad­mir­a­tion. For days they ex­changed no single word to­geth­er, their re­li­gions mark­ing them out, they thought, for en­emies des­pite the fact that they were fel­lows in mis­for­tune. But one even­ing when an aged Jew who had col­lapsed in mer­ci­ful un­con­scious­ness was dragged out and flogged in the usu­al man­ner, Sir Oliv­er, chan­cing to be­hold the scar­let pre­l­ate who ac­com­pan­ied the In­fanta look­ing on from the poop rail with hard un­mer­ci­ful eyes, was filled with such a pas­sion at all this in­hu­man­ity and at the cold piti­less­ness of that pro­fessed ser­vant of the Gentle and Pi­ti­ful Sa­viour, that aloud he cursed all Chris­ti­ans in gen­er­al and that scar­let Prince of the Church in par­tic­u­lar.

			He turned to the Moor be­side him, and ad­dress­ing him in Span­ish—

			“Hell,” he said, “was surely made for Chris­ti­ans, which may be why they seek to make earth like it.”

			For­tu­nately for him the creak and dip of the oars, the clank of chains, and the lashes beat­ing sharply upon the wretched Jew were suf­fi­cient to muffle his voice. But the Moor heard him, and his dark eyes gleamed.

			“There is a fur­nace sev­en times heated await­ing them, O my broth­er,” he replied, with a con­fid­ence which seemed to be the source of his present stoicism. “But art thou, then, not a Chris­ti­an?”

			He spoke in that queer lan­guage of the North Afric­an sea­board, that lin­gua franca, which soun­ded like some French dia­lect in­ter­spersed with Ar­ab­ic words. But Sir Oliv­er made out his mean­ing al­most by in­tu­ition. He answered him in Span­ish again, since al­though the Moor did not ap­pear to speak it yet it was plain he un­der­stood it.

			“I re­nounce from this hour,” he answered in his pas­sion. “I will ac­know­ledge no re­li­gion in whose name such things are done. Look me at that scar­let fruit of hell up yon­der. See how dain­tily he sniffs at his po­man­der lest his saintly nos­trils be of­fen­ded by the ex­hal­a­tions of our misery. Yet are we God’s creatures made in God’s im­age like him­self. What does he know of God? Re­li­gion he knows as he knows good wine, rich food, and soft wo­men. He preaches self-deni­al as the way to heav­en, and by his own ten­ets is he damned.” He growled an ob­scene oath as he heaved the great oar for­ward. “A Chris­ti­an I?” he cried, and laughed for the first time since he had been chained to that bench of agony. “I am done with Chris­ti­ans and Chris­tian­ity!”

			“Ver­ily we are God’s, and to Him shall we re­turn,” said the Moor.

			That was the be­gin­ning of a friend­ship between Sir Oliv­er and this man, whose name was Yusuf-ben-Mok­tar. The Muslim con­ceived that in Sir Oliv­er he saw one upon whom the grace of Al­lah had des­cen­ded, one who was ripe to re­ceive the Proph­et’s mes­sage. Yusuf was de­vout, and he ap­plied him­self to the con­ver­sion of his fel­low-slave. Sir Oliv­er listened to him, how­ever, with in­dif­fer­ence. Hav­ing dis­carded one creed he would need a deal of sat­is­fy­ing on the score of an­oth­er be­fore he ad­op­ted it, and it seemed to him that all the glor­i­ous things urged by Yusuf in praise of Is­lam he had heard be­fore in praise of Chris­tian­ity. But he kept his coun­sel on that score, and mean­while his in­ter­course with the Muslim had the ef­fect of teach­ing him the lin­gua franca, so that at the end of six months he found him­self speak­ing it like a Mauretani­an with all the Muslim’s im­agery and with more than the or­din­ary season­ing of Ar­ab­ic.

			It was to­wards the end of that six months that the event took place which was to re­store Sir Oliv­er to liberty. In the mean­while those limbs of his which had ever been vig­or­ous bey­ond the com­mon wont had ac­quired an ele­phant­ine strength. It was ever thus at the oar. Either you died un­der the strain, or your thews and sinews grew to be equal to their re­lent­less task. Sir Oliv­er in those six months was be­come a man of steel and iron, im­per­vi­ous to fa­tigue, su­per­hu­man al­most in his en­dur­ance.

			They were re­turn­ing home from a trip to Gen­oa when one even­ing as they were stand­ing off Minorca in the Balear­ic Isles they were sur­prised by a fleet of four Muslim gal­leys which came skim­ming round a promon­tory to sur­round and en­gage them.

			Aboard the Span­ish ves­sel there broke a ter­rible cry of “As­ad-ed-Din”—the name of the most re­doubt­able Muslim cor­sair since the Itali­an reneg­ade Ochi­ali—the Ali Pasha who had been killed at Lepanto. Trum­pets blared and drums beat on the poop, and the Span­iards in mor­i­on and corse­let, armed with caliv­ers and pikes, stood to de­fend their lives and liberty. The gun­ners sprang to the cul­ver­ins. But fire had to be kindled and lin­stocks ig­nited, and in the con­fu­sion much time was lost—so much that not a single can­non shot was fired be­fore the grap­pling irons of the first gal­ley clanked upon and gripped the Span­iard’s bul­warks. The shock of the im­pact was ter­rif­ic. The ar­moured prow of the Muslim gal­ley—As­ad-ed-Din’s own—smote the Span­iard a slant­ing blow amid­ships that smashed fif­teen of the oars as if they had been so many withered twigs.

			There was a shriek from the slaves, fol­lowed by such piteous groans as the damned in hell may emit. Fully two score of them had been struck by the shafts of their oars as these were hurled back against them. Some had been killed out­right, oth­ers lay limp and crushed, some with broken backs, oth­ers with shattered limbs and ribs.

			Sir Oliv­er would as­suredly have been of these but for the warn­ing, ad­vice, and ex­ample of Yusuf, who was well versed in gal­ley-fight­ing and who foresaw clearly what must hap­pen. He thrust the oar up­ward and for­ward as far as it would go, com­pel­ling the oth­ers at his bench to ac­com­pany his move­ment. Then he slipped down upon his knees, re­leased his hold of the tim­ber, and crouched down un­til his shoulders were on a level with the bench. He had shouted to Sir Oliv­er to fol­low his ex­ample, and Sir Oliv­er without even know­ing what the man­oeuvre should por­tend, but gath­er­ing its im­port­ance from the oth­er’s ur­gency of tone, promptly obeyed. The oar was struck an in­stant later and ere it snapped off it was flung back, brain­ing one of the slaves at the bench and mor­tally in­jur­ing the oth­ers, but passing clean over the heads of Sir Oliv­er and Yusuf. A mo­ment later the bod­ies of the oars­men of the bench im­me­di­ately in front were flung back atop of them with yells and curses.

			When Sir Oliv­er staggered to his feet he found the battle joined. The Span­iards had fired a vol­ley from their caliv­ers and a dense cloud of smoke hung above the bul­warks; through this surged now the cor­sairs, led by a tall, lean, eld­erly man with a flow­ing white beard and a swarthy eagle face. A cres­cent of em­er­alds flashed from his snowy turban; above it rose the peak of a steel cap, and his body was cased in chain mail. He swung a great scim­it­ar, be­fore which Span­iards went down like wheat to the reap­er’s sickle. He fought like ten men, and to sup­port him poured a nev­er-end­ing stream of Muslimeen to the cry of “Din! Din! Al­lah, Y’Al­lah!” Back and yet back went the Span­iards be­fore that ir­res­ist­ible on­slaught.

			Sir Oliv­er found Yusuf strug­gling in vain to rid him­self of his chain, and went to his as­sist­ance. He stooped, seized it in both hands, set his feet against the bench, ex­er­ted all his strength, and tore the staple from the wood. Yusuf was free, save, of course, that a length of heavy chain was dangling from his steel ank­let. In his turn he did the like ser­vice by Sir Oliv­er, though not quite as speedily, for strong man though he was, either his strength was not equal to the Cornish­man’s or else the lat­ter’s staple had been driv­en in­to sounder tim­ber. In the end, how­ever, it yiel­ded, and Sir Oliv­er too was free. Then he set the foot that was hampered by the chain upon the bench, and with the staple that still hung from the end of it he prised open the link that at­tached it to his ank­let.

			That done he took his re­venge. Cry­ing “Din!” as loudly as any of the Muslimeen boarders, he flung him­self upon the rear of the Span­iards bran­dish­ing his chain. In his hands it be­came a ter­rif­ic weapon. He used it as a scourge, lash­ing it to right and left of him, split­ting here a head and crush­ing there a face, un­til he had hacked a way clean through the Span­ish press, which be­wildered by this sud­den rear at­tack made but little at­tempt to re­tali­ate upon the es­caped gal­ley slave. After him, whirl­ing the re­main­ing ten feet of the broken oar, came Yusuf.

			Sir Oliv­er con­fessed af­ter­wards to know­ing very little of what happened in those mo­ments. He came to a full pos­ses­sion of his senses to find the fight at an end, a cloud of turbaned cor­sairs stand­ing guard over a huddle of Span­iards, oth­ers break­ing open the cab­in and drag­ging thence the chests that it con­tained, oth­ers again armed with chisels and mal­lets passing along the benches lib­er­at­ing the sur­viv­ing slaves, of whom the great ma­jor­ity were chil­dren of Is­lam.

			Sir Oliv­er found him­self face to face with the white-bearded lead­er of the cor­sairs, who was lean­ing upon his scim­it­ar and re­gard­ing him with eyes at once amused and amazed. Our gen­tle­man’s na­ked body was splashed from head to foot with blood, and in his right hand he still clutched that yard of iron links with which he had wrought such ghastly ex­e­cu­tion. Yusuf was stand­ing at the cor­sair lead­er’s el­bow speak­ing rap­idly.

			“By Al­lah, was ever such a lusty fight­er seen!” cried the lat­ter. “The strength of the Proph­et is with­in him thus to smite the un­be­liev­ing pigs.”

			Sir Oliv­er grinned sav­agely.

			“I was re­turn­ing them some of their whip­lashes—with in­terest,” said he.

			And those were the cir­cum­stances un­der which he came to meet the for­mid­able As­ad-ed-Din, Basha of Al­gi­ers, those the first words that passed between them.

			Anon, when aboard As­ad’s own gal­ley he was be­ing car­ried to Bar­bary, he was washed and his head was shaved all but the fore­lock, by which the Proph­et should lift him up to heav­en when his earthly des­tiny should come to be ful­filled. He made no protest. They washed and fed him and gave him ease; and so that they did these things to him they might do what else they pleased. At last ar­rayed in flow­ing gar­ments that were strange to him, and with a turban wound about his head, he was con­duc­ted to the poop, where As­ad sat with Yusuf un­der an awn­ing, and he came to un­der­stand that it was in com­pli­ance with the or­ders of Yusuf that he had been treated as if he were a true be­liev­er.

			Yusuf-ben-Mok­tar was dis­covered as a per­son of great con­sequence, the neph­ew of As­ad-ed-Din, and a fa­vour­ite with that Ex­al­ted of Al­lah the Sub­lime Portal him­self, a man whose cap­ture by Chris­ti­ans had been a thing pro­foundly de­plored. Ac­cord­ingly his de­liv­ery from that thral­dom was mat­ter for re­joicing. Be­ing de­livered, he be­thought him of his oar-mate, con­cern­ing whom in­deed As­ad-ed-Din mani­fes­ted the greatest curi­os­ity, for in all this world there was noth­ing the old cor­sair loved so much as a fight­er, and in all his days, he vowed, nev­er had he seen the equal of that stal­wart gal­ley slave, nev­er the like of his per­form­ance with that mur­der­ous chain. Yusuf had in­formed him that the man was a fruit ripe for the Proph­et’s pluck­ing, that the grace of Al­lah was upon him, and in spir­it already he must be ac­coun­ted a good Muslim.

			When Sir Oliv­er, washed, per­fumed, and ar­rayed in white caf­tan and turban, which gave him the air of be­ing even taller than he was, came in­to the pres­ence of As­ad-ed-Din, it was con­veyed to him that if he would enter the ranks of the Faith­ful of the Proph­et’s House and de­vote the strength and cour­age with which Al­lah the One had en­dowed him to the up­hold­ing of the true Faith and to the chasten­ing of the en­emies of Is­lam, great hon­our, wealth and dig­nity were in store for him.

			Of all that pro­pos­al, made at prodi­gious length and with great wealth of East­ern cir­cum­lo­cu­tion, the only phrase that took root in his rather be­wildered mind was that which con­cerned the chasten­ing of the en­emies of Is­lam. The en­emies of Is­lam he con­ceived, were his own en­emies; and he fur­ther con­ceived that they stood in great need of chasten­ing, and that to take a hand in that chasten­ing would be a sin­gu­larly grate­ful task. So he con­sidered the pro­pos­als made him. He con­sidered, too, that the al­tern­at­ive—in the event of his re­fus­ing to make the prot­est­a­tions of Faith re­quired of him—was that he must re­turn to the oar of a gal­ley, of a Muslim gal­ley now. Now that was an oc­cu­pa­tion of which he had had more than his fill, and since he had been washed and re­stored to the nor­mal sen­sa­tions of a clean hu­man be­ing he found that whatever might be with­in the scope of his cour­age he could not en­vis­age re­turn­ing to the oar. We have seen the ease with which he had aban­doned the re­li­gion in which he was reared for the Ro­man faith, and how ut­terly de­luded he had found him­self. With the same de­gree of ease did he now go over to Is­lam and with much great­er profit. Moreover, he em­braced the Re­li­gion of Muhammad with a meas­ure of fierce con­vic­tion that had been en­tirely lack­ing from his earli­er apostasy.

			He had ar­rived at the con­clu­sion whilst aboard the gal­ley of Spain, as we have seen, that Chris­tian­ity as prac­tised in his day was a grim mock­ery of which the world were bet­ter rid. It is not to be sup­posed that his con­vic­tions that Chris­tian­ity was at fault went the length of mak­ing him sup­pose that Is­lam was right, or that his con­ver­sion to the Faith of Muhammad was any­thing more than su­per­fi­cial. But forced as he was to choose between the row­er’s bench and the poop deck, the oar and the scim­it­ar, he boldly and res­ol­utely made the only choice that in his case could lead to liberty and life.

			Thus he was re­ceived in­to the ranks of the Faith­ful whose pa­vil­ions wait them in Para­dise, set in an orch­ard of nev­er-fail­ing fruit, among rivers of milk, of wine, and of cla­ri­fied honey. He be­came the kayia or lieu­ten­ant to Yusuf on the gal­ley of that cor­sair’s com­mand and seconded him in half a score of en­gage­ments with an abil­ity and a con­spicu­ity that made him swiftly fam­ous through­out the ranks of the Medi­ter­ranean rovers. Some six months later in a fight off the coast of Si­cily with one of the gal­leys of the Re­li­gion—as the ves­sels of the Knights of Malta were called—Yusuf was mor­tally wounded in the very mo­ment of the vic­tory. He died an hour later in the arms of Sir Oliv­er, nam­ing the lat­ter his suc­cessor in the com­mand of the gal­ley, and en­join­ing upon all im­pli­cit obed­i­ence to him un­til they should be re­turned to Al­gi­ers and the Basha should make known his fur­ther will in the mat­ter.

			The Basha’s will was to con­firm his neph­ew’s dy­ing ap­point­ment of a suc­cessor, and Sir Oliv­er found him­self in full com­mand of a gal­ley. From that hour he be­came Oliv­er-Re­is, but very soon his valour and fury earned him the by-name of Sakr-el-Bahr, the Hawk of the Sea. His fame grew rap­idly, and it spread across the tide­less sea to the very shores of Christen­dom. Soon he be­came As­ad’s lieu­ten­ant, the second in com­mand of all the Al­ger­ine gal­leys, which meant in fact that he was the com­mand­er-in-chief, for As­ad was grow­ing old and took the sea more and more rarely now. Sakr-el-Bahr sal­lied forth in his name and his stead, and such was his cour­age, his ad­dress, and his good for­tune that nev­er did he go forth to re­turn empty-handed.

			It was clear to all that the fa­vour of Al­lah was upon him, that he had been singled out by Al­lah to be the very glory of Is­lam. As­ad, who had ever es­teemed him, grew to love him. An in­tensely de­vout man, could he have done less in the case of one for whom the Pity­ing the Pi­ti­ful showed so marked a pre­dilec­tion? It was freely ac­cep­ted that when the des­tiny of As­ad-ed-Din should come to be ful­filled, Sakr-el-Bahr must suc­ceed him in the Basha­lik of Al­gi­ers, and that thus Oliv­er-Re­is would fol­low in the foot­steps of Bar­bar­ossa, Ochi­ali, and oth­er Chris­ti­an reneg­ades who had be­come cor­sair-princes of Is­lam.

			In spite of cer­tain hos­til­it­ies which his rap­id ad­vance­ment be­got, and of which we shall hear more presently, once only did his power stand in danger of suf­fer­ing a check. Com­ing one morn­ing in­to the reek­ing bagnio at Al­gi­ers, some six months after he had been raised to his cap­taincy, he found there a score of coun­try­men of his own, and he gave or­ders that their fet­ters should in­stantly be struck off and their liberty re­stored them.

			Called to ac­count by the Basha for this ac­tion he took a high-handed way, since no oth­er was pos­sible. He swore by the beard of the Proph­et that if he were to draw the sword of Muhammad and to serve Is­lam upon the seas, he would serve it in his own way, and one of his ways was that his own coun­try­men were to have im­munity from the edge of that same sword. Is­lam, he swore, should not be the loser, since for every Eng­lish­man he re­stored to liberty he would bring two Span­iards, French­men, Greeks, or Itali­ans in­to bond­age.

			He pre­vailed, but only upon con­di­tion that since cap­tured slaves were the prop­erty of the state, if he de­sired to ab­stract them from the state he must first pur­chase them for him­self. Since they would then be his own prop­erty he could dis­pose of them at his good pleas­ure. Thus did the wise and just As­ad re­solve the dif­fi­culty which had aris­en, and Oliv­er-Re­is bowed wisely to that de­cision.

			There­after what Eng­lish slaves were brought to Al­gi­ers he pur­chased, ma­nu­mit­ted, and found means to send home again. True, it cost him a fine price yearly, but he was fast amass­ing such wealth as could eas­ily sup­port this tax.

			As you read Lord Henry Goade’s chron­icles you might come to the con­clu­sion that in the whorl of that new life of his Sir Oliv­er had en­tirely for­got­ten the hap­pen­ings in his Cornish home and the wo­man he had loved, who so read­ily had be­lieved him guilty of the slay­ing of her broth­er. You might be­lieve this un­til you come upon the re­la­tion of how he found one day among some Eng­lish sea­men brought cap­tive to Al­gi­ers by Biskaine-el-Borak—who was be­come his own second in com­mand—a young Cornish lad from Hel­ston named Pitt, whose fath­er he had known.

			He took this lad home with him to the fine palace which he in­hab­ited near the Bab El Oued, treated him as an hon­oured guest, and sat through a whole sum­mer night in talk with him, ques­tion­ing him upon this per­son and that per­son, and thus gradu­ally draw­ing from him all the little his­tory of his nat­ive place dur­ing the two years that were sped since he had left it. In this we gath­er an im­pres­sion of the wist­ful long­ings the fierce nos­tal­gia that must have over­come the reneg­ade and his en­deav­ours to al­lay it by his end­less ques­tions. The Cornish lad had brought him up sharply and ag­on­iz­ingly with that past of his upon which he had closed the door when he be­came a Muslim and a cor­sair. The only pos­sible in­fer­ence is that in those hours of that sum­mer’s night re­pent­ance stirred in him, and a wild long­ing to re­turn. Ros­amund should re­open for him that door which, hard-driv­en by mis­for­tune, he had slammed. That she would do so when once she knew the truth he had no faintest doubt. And there was now no reas­on why he should con­ceal the truth, why he should con­tin­ue to shield that dast­ardly half-broth­er of his, whom he had come to hate as fiercely as he had erstwhile loved him.

			In secret he com­posed a long let­ter giv­ing the his­tory of all that had happened to him since his kid­nap­ping, and set­ting forth the en­tire truth of that and of the deed that had led to it. His chron­icler opines that it was a let­ter that must have moved a stone to tears. And, moreover, it was not a mere mat­ter of pas­sion­ate prot­est­a­tions of in­no­cence, or of un­sup­por­ted ac­cus­a­tion of his broth­er. It told her of the ex­ist­ence of proofs that must dis­pel all doubt. It told her of that parch­ment in­dited by Mas­ter Baine and wit­nessed by the par­son, which doc­u­ment was to be de­livered to her to­geth­er with the let­ter. Fur­ther, it bade her seek con­firm­a­tion of that doc­u­ment’s genu­ine­ness, did she doubt it, at the hands of Mas­ter Baine him­self. That done, it be­sought her to lay the whole mat­ter be­fore the Queen, and thus se­cure him fac­ulty to re­turn to Eng­land and im­munity from any con­sequences of his sub­sequent re­gen­ade act to which his suf­fer­ings had driv­en him. He loaded the young Cornish­man with gifts, gave him that let­ter to de­liv­er in per­son, and ad­ded in­struc­tions that should en­able him to find the doc­u­ment he was to de­liv­er with it. That pre­cious parch­ment had been left between the leaves of an old book on fal­conry in the lib­rary at Pen­ar­row, where it would prob­ably be found still un­dis­turbed since his broth­er would not sus­pect its pres­ence and was him­self no schol­ar. Pitt was to seek out Nich­olas at Pen­ar­row and en­list his aid to ob­tain pos­ses­sion of that doc­u­ment, if it still ex­is­ted.

			Then Sakr-el-Bahr found means to con­duct Pitt to Gen­oa, and there put him aboard an Eng­lish ves­sel.

			Three months later he re­ceived an an­swer—a let­ter from Pitt, which reached him by way of Gen­oa—which was at peace with the Al­ger­ines, and served then as a chan­nel of com­mu­nic­a­tion with Chris­tian­ity. In this let­ter Pitt in­formed him that he had done all that Sir Oliv­er had de­sired him; that he had found the doc­u­ment by the help of Nich­olas, and that in per­son he had waited upon Mis­tress Ros­amund Godol­phin, who dwelt now with Sir John Kil­li­grew at Ar­wen­ack, de­liv­er­ing to her the let­ter and the parch­ment; but that upon learn­ing on whose be­half he came she had in his pres­ence flung both un­opened upon the fire and dis­missed him with his tale un­told.

			Sakr-el-Bahr spent the night un­der the skies in his fra­grant orch­ard, and his slaves re­por­ted in ter­ror that they had heard sobs and weep­ing. If in­deed his heart wept, it was for the last time; there­after he was more in­scrut­able, more ruth­less, cruel and mock­ing than men had ever known him, nor from that day did he ever again con­cern him­self to ma­nu­mit a single Eng­lish slave. His heart was be­come a stone.

			Thus five years passed, count­ing from that spring night when he was tre­panned by Jasper Leigh, and his fame spread, his name be­came a ter­ror upon the seas, and fleets put forth from Malta, from Naples, and from Venice to make an end of him and his ruth­less pir­acy. But Al­lah kept watch over him, and Sakr-el-Bahr nev­er de­livered battle but he wres­ted vic­tory to the scim­it­ars of Is­lam.

			Then in the spring of that fifth year there came to him an­oth­er let­ter from the Cornish Pitt, a let­ter which showed him that grat­it­ude was not as dead in the world as he sup­posed it, for it was purely out of grat­it­ude that the lad whom he had de­livered from thral­dom wrote to in­form him of cer­tain mat­ters that con­cerned him. This let­ter re­opened that old wound; it did more; it dealt him a fresh one. He learnt from it that the writer had been con­strained by Sir John Kil­li­grew to give such evid­ence of Sir Oliv­er’s con­ver­sion to Is­lam as had en­abled the courts to pro­nounce Sir Oliv­er as one to be pre­sumed dead at law, grant­ing the suc­ces­sion to his half-broth­er, Mas­ter Li­onel Tressili­an. Pitt pro­fessed him­self deeply mor­ti­fied at hav­ing been forced un­wit­tingly to make Sir Oliv­er so evil a re­turn for the be­ne­fits re­ceived from him, and ad­ded that soon­er would he have suffered them to hang him than have spoken could he have fore­seen the con­sequences of his testi­mony.

			So far Sir Oliv­er read un­moved by any feel­ing oth­er than cold con­tempt. But there was more to fol­low. The let­ter went on to tell him that Mis­tress Ros­amund was newly re­turned from a two years’ so­journ in France to be­come be­trothed to his half-broth­er Li­onel, and that they were to be wed in June. He was fur­ther in­formed that the mar­riage had been con­trived by Sir John Kil­li­grew in his de­sire to see Ros­amund settled and un­der the pro­tec­tion of a hus­band, since he him­self was pro­pos­ing to take the seas and was fit­ting out a fine ship for a voy­age to the In­dies. The writer ad­ded that the mar­riage was widely ap­proved, and it was deemed to be an ex­cel­lent meas­ure for both houses, since it would weld in­to one the two con­tigu­ous es­tates of Pen­ar­row and Godol­phin Court.

			Oliv­er-Re­is laughed when he had read thus far. The mar­riage was ap­proved not for it­self, it would seem, but be­cause by means of it two stretches of earth were united in­to one. It was a mar­riage of two parks, of two es­tates, of two tracts of ar­able and forest, and that two hu­man be­ings were con­cerned in it was ap­par­ently no more than an in­cid­ent­al cir­cum­stance.

			Then the irony of it all entered his soul and spread it with bit­ter­ness. After dis­miss­ing him for the sup­posed murder of her broth­er, she was to take the ac­tu­al mur­der­er to her arms. And he, that cur, that false vil­lain!—out of what depths of hell did he de­rive the cour­age to go through with this mum­mery?—had he no heart, no con­science, no sense of de­cency, no fear of God?

			He tore the let­ter in­to frag­ments and set about ef­fa­cing the mat­ter from his thoughts. Pitt had meant kindly by him, but had dealt cruelly. In his ef­forts to seek dis­trac­tion from the tor­tur­ing im­ages ever in his mind he took to the sea with three gal­leys, and thus some two weeks later came face to face with Mas­ter Jasper Leigh aboard the Span­ish ca­ra­ck which he cap­tured un­der Cape Spar­tel.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Home­ward Bound

			
			In the cab­in of the cap­tured Span­iard, Jasper Leigh found him­self that even­ing face to face with Sakr-el-Bahr, haled thith­er by the cor­sair’s gi­gant­ic Nu­bi­ans.

			Sakr-el-Bahr had not yet pro­nounced his in­ten­tions con­cern­ing the pir­at­ic­al little skip­per, and Mas­ter Leigh, full con­scious that he was a vil­lain, feared the worst, and had spent some miser­able hours in the fore­castle await­ing a doom which he ac­coun­ted fore­gone.

			“Our po­s­i­tions have changed, Mas­ter Leigh, since last we talked in a ship’s cab­in,” was the reneg­ade’s in­scrut­able greet­ing.

			“In­deed,” Mas­ter Leigh agreed. “But I hope ye’ll re­mem­ber that on that oc­ca­sion I was your friend.”

			“At a price,” Sakr-el-Bahr re­minded him. “And at a price you may find me your friend today.”

			The ras­cally skip­per’s heart leapt with hope. “Name it, Sir Oliv­er,” he answered eagerly. “And so that it lies with­in my wretched power I swear I’ll nev­er boggle at it. I’ve had enough of slavery,” he ran on in a plaint­ive whine. “Five years of it, and four of them spent aboard the gal­leys of Spain, and no day in all of them but that I prayed for death. Did you but know what I ha’ suffered.”

			“Nev­er was suf­fer­ing more mer­ited, nev­er pun­ish­ment more fit­ting, nev­er justice more po­et­ic,” said Sakr-el-Bahr in a voice that made the skip­per’s blood run cold. “You would have sold me, a man who did you no hurt, in­deed a man who once be­friended you—you would have sold me in­to slavery for a mat­ter of two hun­dred pounds. …”

			“Nay, nay,” cried the oth­er fear­fully, “as God’s my wit­ness, ’twas nev­er part of my in­tent. Ye’ll nev­er ha’ for­got the words I spoke to you, the of­fer that I made to carry you back home again.”

			“Ay, at a price, ’tis true,” Sakr-el-Bahr re­peated. “And it is for­tu­nate for you that you are today in a po­s­i­tion to pay a price that should post­pone your dirty neck’s ac­quaint­ance with a rope. I need a nav­ig­at­or,” he ad­ded in ex­plan­a­tion, “and what five years ago you would have done for two hun­dred pounds, you shall do today for your life. How say you: will you nav­ig­ate this ship for me?”

			“Sir,” cried Jasper Leigh, who could scarce be­lieve that this was all that was re­quired of him, “I’ll sail it to hell at your bid­ding.”

			“I am not for Spain this voy­age,” answered Sakr-el-Bahr. “You shall sail me pre­cisely as you would have done five years ago, back to the mouth of the Fal, and set me ashore there. Is that agreed?”

			“Ay, and gladly,” replied Mas­ter Leigh without a second’s pause.

			“The con­di­tions are that you shall have your life and your liberty,” Sakr-el-Bahr ex­plained. “But do not sup­pose that ar­rived in Eng­land you are to be per­mit­ted to de­part. You must sail us back again, though once you have done that I shall find a way to send you home if you so de­sire it, and per­haps there will be some meas­ure of re­ward for you if you serve me faith­fully through­out. Fol­low the habits of a life­time by play­ing me false and there’s an end to you. You shall have for con­stant body­guard these two lilies of the desert,” and he poin­ted to the co­lossal Nu­bi­ans who stood there in­vis­ible al­most in the shad­ow but for the flash of teeth and eye­balls. “They shall watch over you, and see that no harm be­falls you so long as you are hon­est with me, and they shall strangle you at the first sign of treach­ery. You may go. You have the free­dom of the ship, but you are not to leave it here or else­where save at my ex­press com­mand.”

			Jasper Leigh stumbled out count­ing him­self for­tu­nate bey­ond his ex­pect­a­tions or deserts, and the Nu­bi­ans fol­lowed him and hung be­hind him ever after like some vast twin shad­ow.

			To Sakr-el-Bahr entered now Biskaine with a re­port of the prize cap­tured. Bey­ond the pris­on­ers, how­ever, and the ac­tu­al ves­sel, which had suffered noth­ing in the fight, the cargo was of no ac­count. Out­ward bound as she was it was not to be ex­pec­ted that any treas­ures would be dis­covered in her hold. They found great store of arma­ments and powder and a little money; but naught else that was worthy of the cor­sairs’ at­ten­tion.

			Sakr-el-Bahr briefly is­sued his sur­pris­ing or­ders.

			“Thou’lt set the cap­tives aboard one of the gal­leys, Biskaine, and thy­self con­vey them to Al­gi­ers, there to be sold. All else thou’lt leave aboard here, and two hun­dred picked cor­sairs to go a voy­age with me over­seas, men that will act as mar­iners and fight­ers.”

			“Art thou, then, not re­turn­ing to Al­gi­ers, O Sakr-el-Bahr?”

			“Not yet. I am for a longer voy­age. Con­vey my ser­vice to As­ad-ed-Din, whom Al­lah guard and cher­ish, and tell him to look for me in some six weeks time.”

			This sud­den re­solve of Oliv­er-Re­is cre­ated no little ex­cite­ment aboard the gal­leys. The cor­sairs knew noth­ing of nav­ig­a­tion upon the open seas, none of them had ever been bey­ond the Medi­ter­ranean, few of them in­deed had ever voy­aged as far west as Cape Spar­tel, and it is doubt­ful if they would have fol­lowed any oth­er lead­er in­to the per­ils of the open At­lantic. But Sakr-el-Bahr, the child of For­tune, the pro­tec­ted of Al­lah, had nev­er yet led them to aught but vic­tory, and he had but to call them to heel and they would troop after him whith­er­so­ever he should think well to go. So now there was little trouble in find­ing the two hun­dred Muslimeen he de­sired for his fight­ing crew. Rather was the dif­fi­culty to keep the num­ber of those eager for the ad­ven­ture with­in the bounds he had in­dic­ated.

			You are not to sup­pose that in all this Sir Oliv­er was act­ing upon any pre­con­cer­ted plan. Whilst he had lain on the heights watch­ing that fine ship beat­ing up against the wind it had come to him that with such a ves­sel un­der him it were a fond ad­ven­ture to sail to Eng­land, to des­cend upon that Cornish coast ab­ruptly as a thun­der­bolt, and present the reck­on­ing to his craven dast­ard of a broth­er. He had toyed with the fancy, dream­ily al­most as men build their castles in Spain. Then in the heat of con­flict it had en­tirely es­caped his mind, to re­turn in the shape of a re­solve when he came to find him­self face to face with Jasper Leigh.

			The skip­per and the ship con­jointly provided him with all the means to real­ize that dream he had dreamt. There was none to op­pose his will, no reas­on not to in­dulge his cruel fancy. Per­haps, too, he might see Ros­amund again, might com­pel her to hear the truth from him. And there was Sir John Kil­li­grew. He had nev­er been able to de­term­ine wheth­er Sir John had been his friend or his foe in the past; but since it was Sir John who had been in­stru­ment­al in set­ting up Li­onel in Sir Oliv­er’s place—by in­du­cing the courts to pre­sume Sir Oliv­er’s death on the score that be­ing a reneg­ade he must be ac­coun­ted dead at law—and since it was Sir John who was con­triv­ing this wed­ding between Li­onel and Ros­amund, why, Sir John, too, should be paid a vis­it and should be in­formed of the pre­cise nature of the thing he did.

			With the forces at his dis­pos­al in those days of his ab­so­lute lord­ship of life and death along the Afric­an lit­tor­al, to con­ceive was with Oliv­er-Re­is no more than the pre­lude to ex­e­cu­tion. The habit of swift real­iz­a­tion of his every wish had grown with him, and that habit guided now his course.

			He made his pre­par­a­tions quickly, and on the mor­row the Span­ish ca­ra­ck—lately la­belled Nuestra Señora de las Lla­gas, but with that la­bel care­fully ef­faced from her quarter—trimmed her sails and stood out for the open At­lantic, nav­ig­ated by Cap­tain Jasper Leigh. The three gal­leys un­der the com­mand of Biskaine-el-Borak crept slowly east­ward and home­ward to Al­gi­ers, hug­ging the coast, as was the cor­sair habit.

			The wind fa­voured Oliv­er so well that with­in ten days of round­ing Cape St. Vin­cent he had his first glimpse of the Liz­ard.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The Raid

			
			In the es­tu­ary of the River Fal a splen­did ship, on the build­ing of which the most cun­ning en­gin­eers had been em­ployed and no money spared, rode proudly at an­chor just off Smith­ick un­der the very shad­ow of the heights crowned by the fine house of Ar­wen­ack. She was fit­ting out for a dis­tant voy­age and for days the work of bring­ing stores and mu­ni­tions aboard had been in pro­gress, so that there was an un­wonted bustle about the little forge and the huddle of cot­tages that went to make up the fish­ing vil­lage, as if in earn­est of the great traffic that in fu­ture days was to be seen about that spot. For Sir John Kil­li­grew seemed at last to be on the eve of pre­vail­ing and of lay­ing there the found­a­tions of the fine port of his dreams.

			To this state of things his friend­ship with Mas­ter Li­onel Tressili­an had con­trib­uted not a little. The op­pos­i­tion made to his pro­ject by Sir Oliv­er—and sup­por­ted, largely at Sir Oliv­er’s sug­ges­tion, by Truro and Hel­ston—had been en­tirely with­drawn by Li­onel; more, in­deed Li­onel had ac­tu­ally gone so far in the op­pos­ite dir­ec­tion as to sup­port Sir John in his rep­res­ent­a­tions to Par­lia­ment and the Queen. It fol­lowed nat­ur­ally enough that just as Sir Oliv­er’s op­pos­i­tion of that cher­ished pro­ject had been the seed of the hos­til­ity between Ar­wen­ack and Pen­ar­row, so Li­onel’s sup­port of it be­came the root of the staunch friend­ship that sprang up between him­self and Sir John.

			What Li­onel lacked of his broth­er’s keen in­tel­li­gence he made up for in cun­ning. He real­ized that al­though at some fu­ture time it was pos­sible that Hel­ston and Truro and the Tressili­an prop­erty there might come to suf­fer as a con­sequence of the de­vel­op­ment of a port so much more ad­vant­age­ously situ­ated, yet that could not be in his own life­time; and mean­while he must earn in re­turn Sir John’s sup­port for his suit of Ros­amund Godol­phin and thus find the Godol­phin es­tates merged with his own. This cer­tain im­me­di­ate gain was to Mas­ter Li­onel well worth the oth­er fu­ture pos­sible loss.

			It must not, how­ever, be sup­posed that Li­onel’s court­ship had thence­for­ward run a smooth and easy course. The mis­tress of Godol­phin Court showed him no fa­vour and it was mainly that she might ab­stract her­self from the im­por­tun­it­ies of his suit that she had sought and ob­tained Sir John Kil­li­grew’s per­mis­sion to ac­com­pany the lat­ter’s sis­ter to France when she went there with her hus­band, who was ap­poin­ted Eng­lish am­bas­sad­or to the Louvre. Sir John’s au­thor­ity as her guard­i­an had come in­to force with the de­cease of her broth­er.

			Mas­ter Li­onel moped awhile in her ab­sence; but cheered by Sir John’s as­sur­ance that in the end he should pre­vail, he quit­ted Corn­wall in his turn and went forth to see the world. He spent some time in Lon­don about the Court, where, how­ever, he seems to have prospered little, and then he crossed to France to pay his devoirs to the lady of his long­ings.

			His con­stancy, the hu­mil­ity with which he made his suit, the ob­vi­ous in­tens­ity of his de­vo­tion, began at last to wear away that gen­tle­wo­man’s op­pos­i­tion, as drip­ping wa­ter wears away a stone. Yet she could not bring her­self to for­get that he was Sir Oliv­er’s broth­er—the broth­er of the man she had loved, and the broth­er of the man who had killed her own broth­er. Between them stood, then, two things; the ghost of that old love of hers and the blood of Peter Godol­phin.

			Of this she re­minded Sir John on her re­turn to Corn­wall after an ab­sence of some two years, ur­ging these mat­ters as reas­ons why an al­li­ance between her­self and Li­onel Tressili­an must be im­possible.

			Sir John did not at all agree with her.

			“My dear,” he said, “there is your fu­ture to be thought of. You are now of full age and mis­tress of your own ac­tions. Yet it is not well for a wo­man and a gen­tle­wo­man to dwell alone. As long as I live, or as long as I re­main in Eng­land, all will be well. You may con­tin­ue in­def­in­itely your res­id­ence here at Ar­wen­ack, and you have been wise, I think, in quit­ting the loneli­ness of Godol­phin Court. Yet con­sider that that loneli­ness may be yours again when I am not here.”

			“I should prefer that loneli­ness to the com­pany you would thrust upon me,” she answered him.

			“Un­gra­cious speech!” he pro­tested. “Is this your grat­it­ude for that lad’s burn­ing de­vo­tion, for his pa­tience, his gen­tle­ness, and all the rest!”

			“He is Oliv­er Tressili­an’s broth­er,” she replied.

			“And has he not suffered enough for that already? Is there to be no end to the price that he must pay for his broth­er’s sins? Be­sides, con­sider that when all is said they are not even broth­ers. They are but half-broth­ers.”

			“Yet too closely kin,” she said. “If you must have me wed I beg you’ll find me an­oth­er hus­band.”

			To this he would an­swer that ex­pedi­ently con­sidered no hus­band could be bet­ter than the one he had chosen her. He poin­ted out the con­ti­gu­ity of their two es­tates, and how fine and ad­vant­age­ous a thing it would be to merge these two in­to one.

			He was per­sist­ent, and his per­sist­ence was in­creased when he came to con­ceive his no­tion to take the seas again. His con­science would not per­mit him to heave an­chor un­til he had be­stowed her safely in wed­lock. Li­onel too was per­sist­ent, in a quiet, al­most self-ef­fa­cing way that nev­er set a strain upon her pa­tience, and was there­fore the more dif­fi­cult to com­bat.

			In the end she gave way un­der the pres­sure of these men’s wills, and did so with the best grace she could sum­mon, re­solved to drive from her heart and mind the one real obstacle of which, for very shame, she had made no men­tion to Sir John. The fact is that in spite of all, her love for Sir Oliv­er was not dead. It was stricken down, it is true, un­til she her­self failed to re­cog­nize it for what it really was. But she caught her­self think­ing of him fre­quently and wist­fully; she found her­self com­par­ing him with his broth­er; and for all that she had bid­den Sir John find her some oth­er hus­band than Li­onel, she knew full well that any suit­or brought be­fore her must be sub­mit­ted to that same com­par­is­on to his in­ev­it­able un­do­ing. All this she ac­coun­ted evil in her­self. It was in vain that she lashed her mind with the re­mind­er that Sir Oliv­er was Peter’s mur­der­er. As time went on she found her­self ac­tu­ally mak­ing ex­cuses for her some­time lov­er; she would ad­mit that Peter had driv­en him to the step, that for her sake Sir Oliv­er had suffered in­sult upon in­sult from Peter, un­til, be­ing but hu­man, the cup of his en­dur­ance had over­flowed in the end, and weary of sub­mit­ting to the oth­er’s blows he had ris­en up in his an­ger and smit­ten in his turn.

			She would scorn her­self for such thoughts as these, yet she could not dis­miss them. In act she could be strong—as wit­ness how she had dealt with that let­ter which Oliv­er sent her out of Bar­bary by the hand of Pitt—but her thoughts she could not gov­ern, and her thoughts were full of­ten trait­ors to her will. There were long­ings in her heart for Oliv­er which she could not stifle, and there was ever the hope that he would one day re­turn, al­though she real­ized that from such a re­turn she might look for noth­ing.

			When Sir John fi­nally slew the hope of that re­turn he did a wiser thing than he con­ceived. Nev­er since Oliv­er’s dis­ap­pear­ance had they heard any news of him un­til Pitt came to Ar­wen­ack with that let­ter and his story. They had heard, as had all the world, of the cor­sair Sakr-el-Bahr, but they had been far in­deed from con­nect­ing him with Oliv­er Tressili­an. Now that his iden­tity was es­tab­lished by Pitt’s testi­mony, it was an easy mat­ter to in­duce the courts to ac­count him dead and to give Li­onel the coveted in­her­it­ance.

			This to Ros­amund was a small mat­ter. But a great one was that Sir Oliv­er was dead at law, and must be so in fact, should he ever again set foot in Eng­land. It ex­tin­guished fi­nally that curi­ously hope­less and al­most sub­con­scious hope of hers that one day he would re­turn. Thus it helped her per­haps to face and ac­cept the fu­ture which Sir John was re­solved to thrust upon her.

			Her be­troth­al was made pub­lic, and she proved if not an ar­dently lov­ing, at least a do­cile and gentle mis­tress to Li­onel. He was con­tent. He could ask no more in reas­on at the mo­ment, and he was buoyed up by every lov­er’s con­fid­ence that giv­en op­por­tun­ity and time he could find the way to awaken a re­sponse. And it must be con­fessed that already dur­ing their be­troth­al he gave some proof of his reas­on for his con­fid­ence. She had been lonely, and he dis­pelled her loneli­ness by his com­plete sur­render of him­self to her; his re­straint and his cau­tious, al­most in­si­di­ous creep­ing along a path which a more clumsy fel­low would have taken at a dash made com­pan­ion­ship pos­sible between them and very sweet to her. Upon this found­a­tion her af­fec­tion began gradu­ally to rise, and see­ing them to­geth­er and such ex­cel­lent friends, Sir John con­grat­u­lated him­self upon his wis­dom and went about the fit­ting out of that fine ship of his—the Sil­ver Her­on—for the com­ing voy­age.

			Thus they came with­in a week of the wed­ding, and Sir John all im­pa­tience now. The mar­riage bells were to be his sig­nal for de­par­ture; as they fell si­lent the Sil­ver Her­on should spread her wings.

			It was the even­ing of the first of June; the peal of the curfew had faded on the air and lights were be­ing set in the great din­ing room at Ar­wen­ack where the com­pany was to sup. It was a small party. Just Sir John and Ros­amund and Li­onel, who had lingered on that day, and Lord Henry Goade—our chron­icler—the Queen’s Lieu­ten­ant of Corn­wall, to­geth­er with his lady. They were vis­it­ing Sir John and they were to re­main yet a week his guests at Ar­wen­ack that they might grace the com­ing nup­tials.

			Above in the house there was great stir of pre­par­a­tion for the de­par­ture of Sir John and his ward, the lat­ter in­to wed­lock, the former in­to un­known seas. In the tur­ret cham­ber a dozen semp­stresses were at work upon the bridal out­fit un­der the dir­ec­tions of that Sally Pen­treath who had been no less as­sidu­ous in the pre­par­a­tion of swad­dling clothes and the like on the eve of Ros­amund’s ap­pear­ance in this world.

			At the very hour at which Sir John was lead­ing his com­pany to table Sir Oliv­er Tressili­an was set­ting foot ashore not a mile away.

			He had deemed it wiser not to round Pen­den­nis Point. So in the bay above Swan­pool on the west­ern side of that promon­tory he had dropped an­chor as the even­ing shad­ows were deep­en­ing. He had launched the ship’s two boats, and in these he had con­veyed some thirty of his men ashore. Twice had the boats re­turned, un­til a hun­dred of his cor­sairs stood ranged along that for­eign beach. The oth­er hun­dred he left on guard aboard. He took so great a force upon an ex­ped­i­tion for which a quarter of the men would have suf­ficed so as to en­sure by over­whelm­ing num­bers the avoid­ance of all un­ne­ces­sary vi­ol­ence.

			Ab­so­lutely un­ob­served he led them up the slope to­wards Ar­wen­ack through the dark­ness that had now closed in. To tread his nat­ive soil once more went near to draw­ing tears from him. How fa­mil­i­ar was the path he fol­lowed with such con­fid­ence in the night; how well known each bush and stone by which he went with his si­lent mul­ti­tude hard upon his heels. Who could have fore­told him such a re­turn as this? Who could have dreamt when he roamed amain in his youth here with dogs and fowl­ing-piece that he would creep one night over these dunes a reneg­ade Muslim lead­ing a horde of in­fi­dels to storm the house of Sir John Kil­li­grew of Ar­wen­ack?

			Such thoughts be­got a weak­ness in him; but he made a quick re­cov­ery when his mind swung to all that he had so un­justly suffered, when he con­sidered all that he came thus to avenge.

			First to Ar­wen­ack to Sir John and Ros­amund to com­pel them to hear the truth at least, and then away to Pen­ar­row for Mas­ter Li­onel and the reck­on­ing. Such was the pro­ject that warmed him, conquered his weak­ness and spurred him, re­lent­less, on­ward and up­ward to the heights and the for­ti­fied house that dom­in­ated them.

			He found the massive iron-stud­ded gates locked, as was to have been ex­pec­ted at that hour. He knocked, and presently the postern gaped, and a lan­tern was ad­vanced. In­stantly that lan­tern was dashed aside and Sir Oliv­er had leapt over the sill in­to the court­yard. With a hand grip­ping the port­er’s throat to choke all ut­ter­ance, Sir Oliv­er heaved him out to his men, who swiftly gagged him.

			That done they poured si­lently through that black gap of the postern in­to the spa­cious gate­way. On he led them, at a run al­most, to­wards the tall mul­lioned win­dows whence a flood of golden light seemed in­vit­ingly to beck­on them.

			With the ser­vants who met them in the hall they dealt in the same swift si­lent fash­ion as they had dealt with the gate­keep­er, and such was the speed and cau­tion of their move­ments that Sir John and his com­pany had no sus­pi­cion of their pres­ence un­til the door of the din­ing room crashed open be­fore their eyes.

			The sight which they be­held was one that for some mo­ments left them mazed and be­wildered. Lord Henry tells us how at first he ima­gined that here was some mum­mery, some sur­prise pre­pared for the bridal couple by Sir John’s ten­ants or the folk of Smith­ick and Pe­nycum­wick, and he adds that he was en­cour­aged in this be­lief by the cir­cum­stance that not a single weapon gleamed in all that horde of out­land­ish in­truders. Al­though they came full armed against any even­tu­al­it­ies, yet by their lead­er’s or­ders not a blade was bared. What was to do was to be done with their na­ked hands alone and without blood­shed. Such were the or­ders of Sakr-el-Bahr, and Sakr-el-Bahr’s were not or­ders to be dis­reg­arded.

			Him­self he stood for­ward at the head of that le­gion of brown-skinned men ar­rayed in all the col­ours of the rain­bow, their heads swathed in turbans of every hue. He con­sidered the com­pany in grim si­lence, and the com­pany in amazement con­sidered this turbaned gi­ant with the mas­ter­ful face that was tanned to the col­our of ma­hogany, the black forked beard, and those sin­gu­larly light eyes glit­ter­ing like steel un­der his black brows.

			Thus a little while in si­lence, then with a sud­den gasp Li­onel Tressili­an sank back in his tall chair as if bereft of strength.

			The agate eyes flashed upon him smil­ing, cruelly.

			“I see that you, at least, re­cog­nize me,” said Sakr-el-Bahr in his deep voice. “I was as­sured I could de­pend upon the eyes of broth­erly love to pierce the change that time and stress have wrought in me.”

			Sir John was on his feet, his lean swarthy face flush­ing darkly, an oath on his lips. Ros­amund sat on as if frozen with hor­ror, con­sid­er­ing Sir Oliv­er with dilat­ing eyes, whilst her hands clawed the table be­fore her. They too re­cog­nized him now, and real­ized that here was no mum­mery. That some­thing sin­is­ter was in­ten­ded Sir John could not for a mo­ment doubt. But of what that some­thing might be he could form no no­tion. It was the first time that Bar­bary rovers were seen in Eng­land. That fam­ous raid of theirs upon Bal­timore in Ire­land did not take place un­til some thirty years after this date.

			“Sir Oliv­er Tressili­an!” Kil­li­grew gasped, and “Sir Oliv­er Tressili­an!” echoed Lord Henry Goade, to add—“By God!”

			“Not Sir Oliv­er Tressili­an,” came the an­swer, “but Sakr-el-Bahr, the scourge of the sea, the ter­ror of Christen­dom, the des­per­ate cor­sair your lies, cu­pid­ity, and false-hearted­ness have fash­ioned out of a some­time Cornish gen­tle­man.” He em­braced them all in his de­nun­ci­at­ory ges­ture. “Be­hold me here with my sea hawks to present a reck­on­ing long over­due.”

			Writ­ing now of what his own eyes be­held, Lord Henry tells us how Sir John leapt to snatch a weapon from the ar­moured walls; how Sakr-el-Bahr barked out a single word in Ar­ab­ic, and how at that word a half-dozen of his supple black­amoors sprang upon the knight like grey­hounds upon a hare and bore him writh­ing to the ground.

			Lady Henry screamed; her hus­band does not ap­pear to have done any­thing, or else mod­esty keeps him si­lent on the score of it. Ros­amund, white to the lips, con­tin­ued to look on, whilst Li­onel, over­come, covered his face with his hands in sheer hor­ror. One and all of them ex­pec­ted to see some ghastly deed of blood per­formed there, coldly and cal­lously as the wringing of a ca­pon’s neck. But no such thing took place. The cor­sairs merely turned Sir John upon his face, dragged his wrists be­hind him to make them fast, and hav­ing per­formed that duty with a speedy, si­lent dex­ter­ity they aban­doned him.

			Sakr-el-Bahr watched their per­form­ance with those grimly smil­ing eyes of his. When it was done he spoke again and poin­ted to Li­onel, who leapt up in sud­den ter­ror, with a cry that was en­tirely in­ar­tic­u­late. Lithe brown arms en­circled him like a le­gion of snakes. Power­less, he was lif­ted in the air and borne swiftly away. For an in­stant he found him­self held face to face with his turbaned broth­er. In­to that pal­lid ter­ror-stricken hu­man mask the reneg­ade’s eyes stabbed like two dag­gers. Then de­lib­er­ately and after the fash­ion of the Muslim he was be­come he spat upon it.

			“Away!” he growled, and through the press of cor­sairs that thronged the hall be­hind him a lane was swiftly opened and Li­onel was swal­lowed up, lost to the view of those with­in the room.

			“What mur­der­ous deed do you in­tend?” cried Sir John in­dom­it­ably. He had ris­en and stood grimly dig­ni­fied in his bonds.

			“Will you murder your own broth­er as you murdered mine?” de­man­ded Ros­amund, speak­ing now for the first time, and rising as she spoke, a faint flush com­ing to over­spread her pal­lor. She saw him wince; she saw the mock­ing lust­ful an­ger per­ish in his face, leav­ing it va­cant for a mo­ment. Then it be­came grim again with a fresh re­solve. Her words had altered all the cur­rent of his in­ten­tions. They fixed in him a dull, fierce rage. They si­lenced the ex­plan­a­tions which he was come to of­fer, and which he scorned to of­fer here after that taunt.

			“It seems you love that—whelp, that thing that was my broth­er,” he said, sneer­ing. “I won­der will you love him still when you come to be bet­ter ac­quain­ted with him? Though, faith, naught would sur­prise me in a wo­man and her love. Yet I am curi­ous to see—curi­ous to see.” He laughed. “I have a mind to grat­i­fy my­self. I will not sep­ar­ate you—not just yet.”

			He ad­vanced upon her. “Come thou with me, lady,” he com­manded, and held out his hand.

			And now Lord Henry seems to have been stirred to fu­tile ac­tion.

			“At that,” he writes, “I thrust my­self between to shield her. ‘Thou dog,’ I cried, ‘thou shalt be made to suf­fer!’

			“ ‘Suf­fer?’ quoth he, and mocked me with his deep laugh. ‘I have suffered already. ’Tis for that reas­on I am here.’

			“ ‘And thou shalt suf­fer again, thou pir­ate out of hell!’ I warned him. ‘Thou shalt suf­fer for this out­rage as God’s my life!’

			“ ‘Shall I so?’ quoth he, very calm and sin­is­ter. ‘And at whose hands, I pray you?’

			“ ‘At mine, sir,’ I roared, be­ing by now stirred to a great fury.

			“ ‘At thine?’ he sneered. ‘Thou’lt hunt the hawk of the sea? Thou? Thou plump part­ridge! Away! Hinder me not!’ ”

			And he adds that again Sir Oliv­er spoke that short Ar­ab­ic com­mand, whereupon a dozen black­amoors whirled the Queen’s Lieu­ten­ant aside and bound him to a chair.

			Face to face stood now Sir Oliv­er with Ros­amund—face to face after five long years, and he real­ized that in every mo­ment of that time the cer­tainty had nev­er de­par­ted from him of some such fu­ture meet­ing.

			“Come, lady,” he bade her sternly.

			A mo­ment she looked at him with hate and loath­ing in the clear depths of her deep blue eyes. Then swiftly as light­ning she snatched a knife from the board and drove it at his heart. But his hand moved as swiftly to seize her wrist, and the knife clattered to the ground, its er­rand un­ful­filled.

			A shud­der­ing sob es­caped her then to ex­press at once her hor­ror of her own at­tempt and of the man who held her. That hor­ror mount­ing un­til it over­powered her, she sank sud­denly against him in a swoon.

			In­stinct­ively his arms went round her, and a mo­ment he held her thus, re­call­ing the last oc­ca­sion on which she had lain against his breast, on an even­ing five years and more ago un­der the grey wall of Godol­phin Court above the river. What proph­et could have told him that when next he so held her the con­di­tions would be these? It was all grot­esque and in­cred­ible, like the fant­ast­ic dream of some sick mind. But it was all true, and she was in his arms again.

			He shif­ted his grip to her waist, heaved her to his mighty shoulder, as though she were a sack of grain, and swung about, his busi­ness at Ar­wen­ack ac­com­plished—in­deed, more of it ac­com­plished than had been his in­tent, and also some­thing less.

			“Away, away!” he cried to his rovers, and away they sped as fleetly and si­lently as they had come, no man rais­ing now so much as a voice to hinder them.

			Through the hall and across the court­yard flowed that hu­man tide; out in­to the open and along the crest of the hill it surged, then away down the slope to­wards the beach where their boats awaited them. Sakr-el-Bahr ran as lightly as though the swoon­ing wo­man he bore were no more than a cloak he had flung across his shoulder. Ahead of him went a half-dozen of his fel­lows car­ry­ing his gagged and pin­ioned broth­er.

			Once only be­fore they dipped from the heights of Ar­wen­ack did Oliv­er check. He paused to look across the dark shim­mer­ing wa­ter to the woods that screened the house of Pen­ar­row from his view. It had been part of his pur­pose to vis­it it, as we know. But the ne­ces­sity had now been re­moved, and he was con­scious of a pang of dis­ap­point­ment, of a hun­ger to look again upon his home. But to shift the cur­rent of his thoughts just then came two of his of­ficers—Oth­mani and Ali, who had been mut­ter­ing one with the oth­er. As they over­took him, Oth­mani set now a hand upon his arm, and poin­ted down to­wards the twink­ling lights of Smith­ick and Pe­nycum­wick.

			“My lord,” he cried, “there will be lads and maid­ens there should fetch fat prices in the Sôk-el-Abeed.”

			“No doubt,” said Sakr-el-Bahr, scarce heed­ing him, heed­ing in­deed little in this world but his long­ings to look upon Pen­ar­row.

			“Why, then, my lord, shall I take fifty true be­liev­ers and make a raid upon them? It were an easy task, all un­sus­pi­cious as they must be of our pres­ence.”

			Sakr-el-Bahr came out of his mus­ings. “Oth­mani,” said he, “art a fool, the very fath­er of fools, else wouldst thou have come to know by now that those who once were of my own race, those of the land from which I am sprung, are sac­red to me. Here we take no slave but these we have. On, then, in the name of Al­lah!”

			But Oth­mani was not yet si­lenced. “And is our per­il­ous voy­age across these un­known seas in­to this far hea­then land to be re­war­ded by no more than just these two cap­tives? Is that a raid worthy of Sakr-el-Bahr?”

			“Leave Sakr-el-Bahr to judge,” was the curt an­swer.

			“But re­flect, my lord: there is an­oth­er who will judge. How shall our Basha, the glor­i­ous As­ad-ed-Din, wel­come thy re­turn with such poor spoils as these? What ques­tions will he set thee, and what ac­count shalt thou render him for hav­ing im­per­illed the lives of all these true be­liev­ers upon the seas for so little profit?”

			“He shall ask me what he pleases, and I shall an­swer what I please and as Al­lah prompts me. On, I say!”

			And on they went, Sakr-el-Bahr con­scious now of little but the warmth of that body upon his shoulder, and know­ing not, so tu­mul­tu­ous were his emo­tions, wheth­er it fired him to love or hate.

			They gained the beach; they reached the ship whose very pres­ence had con­tin­ued un­sus­pec­ted. The breeze was fresh and they stood away at once. By sun­rise there was no more sign of them than there had been at sun­set, there was no more clue to the way they had taken than to the way they had come. It was as if they had dropped from the skies in the night upon that Cornish coast, and but for the mark of their swift, si­lent pas­sage, but for the ab­sence of Ros­amund and Li­onel Tressili­an, the thing must have been ac­coun­ted no more than a dream of those few who had wit­nessed it.

			Aboard the ca­ra­ck, Sakr-el-Bahr be­stowed Ros­amund in the cab­in over the quarter, tak­ing the pre­cau­tion to lock the door that led to the stern gal­lery. Li­onel he ordered to be dropped in­to a dark hole un­der the hatch­way, there to lie and med­it­ate upon the re­tri­bu­tion that had over­taken him un­til such time as his broth­er should have de­term­ined upon his fate—for this was a mat­ter upon which the reneg­ade was still un­de­cided.

			Him­self he lay un­der the stars that night and thought of many things. One of these things, which plays some part in the story, though it is prob­able that it played but a slight one in his thoughts, was be­got­ten of the words Oth­mani had used. What, in­deed, would be As­ad’s wel­come of him on his re­turn if he sailed in­to Al­gi­ers with noth­ing more to show for that long voy­age and the im­per­illing of the lives of two hun­dred true be­liev­ers than just those two cap­tives whom he in­ten­ded, moreover, to re­tain for him­self? What cap­it­al would not be made out of that cir­cum­stance by his en­emies in Al­gi­ers and by As­ad’s Si­cili­an wife who hated him with all the bit­ter­ness of a hatred that had its roots in the fer­tile soil of jeal­ousy?

			This may have spurred him in the cool dawn to a very dar­ing and des­per­ate en­ter­prise which Des­tiny sent his way in the shape of a tall-masted Dutch­man home­ward bound. He gave chase, for all that he was full con­scious that the battle he in­vited was one of which his cor­sairs had no ex­per­i­ence, and one upon which they must have hes­it­ated to ven­ture with an­oth­er lead­er than him­self. But the star of Sakr-el-Bahr was a star that nev­er led to aught but vic­tory, and their be­lief in him, the very javelin of Al­lah, over­came any doubts that may have been be­got­ten of find­ing them­selves upon an un­fa­mil­i­ar craft and on a rolling, un­fa­mil­i­ar sea.

			This fight is giv­en in great de­tail by my Lord Henry from the par­tic­u­lars af­forded him by Jasper Leigh. But it dif­fers in no great par­tic­u­lar from oth­er sea-fights, and it is none of my pur­pose to sur­feit you with such re­cit­als. Enough to say that it was stern and fierce, en­tail­ing great loss to both com­batants; that can­non played little part in it, for know­ing the qual­ity of his men Sakr-el-Bahr made haste to run in and grapple. He pre­vailed of course as he must ever pre­vail by the very force of his per­son­al­ity and the might of his ex­ample. He was the first to leap aboard the Dutch­man, clad in mail and whirl­ing his great scim­it­ar, and his men poured after him shout­ing his name and that of Al­lah in a breath.

			Such was ever his fury in an en­gage­ment that it in­fec­ted and in­spired his fol­low­ers. It did so now, and the shrewd Dutch­men came to per­ceive that this hea­then horde was as a body to which he sup­plied the brain and soul. They at­tacked him fiercely in groups, in­tent at all costs upon cut­ting him down, con­vinced al­most by in­stinct that were he felled the vic­tory would eas­ily be theirs. And in the end they suc­ceeded. A Dutch pike broke some links of his mail and dealt him a flesh wound which went un­heeded by him in his fury; a Dutch rapi­er found the breach thus made in his de­fences, and went through it to stretch him bleed­ing upon the deck. Yet he staggered up, know­ing as full as did they that if he suc­cumbed then all was lost. Armed now with a short axe which he had found un­der his hand when he went down, he hacked a way to the bul­warks, set his back against the tim­bers, and hoarse of voice, ghastly of face, spattered with the blood of his wound he urged on his men un­til the vic­tory was theirs—and this was for­tu­nately soon. And then, as if he had been sus­tained by no more than the very force of his will, he sank down in a heap among the dead and wounded huddled against the ves­sel’s bul­warks.

			Grief-stricken his cor­sairs bore him back aboard the ca­ra­ck. Were he to die then was their vic­tory a bar­ren one in­deed. They laid him on a couch pre­pared for him amid­ships on the main deck, where the ves­sel’s pitch­ing was least dis­com­fit­ing. A Moor­ish sur­geon came to tend him, and pro­nounced his hurt a griev­ous one, but not so griev­ous as to close the gates of hope.

			This pro­nounce­ment gave the cor­sairs all the as­sur­ance they re­quired. It could not be that the Garden­er could already pluck so fra­grant a fruit from Al­lah’s garden. The Pi­ti­ful must spare Sakr-el-Bahr to con­tin­ue the glory of Is­lam.

			Yet they were come to the straits of Gibral­tar be­fore his fever abated and he re­covered com­plete con­scious­ness, to learn of the fi­nal is­sue of that haz­ard­ous fight in­to which he had led those chil­dren of the Proph­et.

			The Dutch­man, Oth­mani in­formed him, was fol­low­ing in their wake, with Ali and some oth­ers aboard her, steer­ing ever in the wake of the ca­ra­ck which con­tin­ued to be nav­ig­ated by the Nas­rani dog, Jasper Leigh. When Sakr-el-Bahr learnt the value of the cap­ture, when he was in­formed that in ad­di­tion to a hun­dred able-bod­ied men un­der the hatches, to be sold as slaves in the Sôk-el-Abeed, there was a cargo of gold and sil­ver, pearls, am­ber, spices, and ivory, and such less­er mat­ters as gor­geous silken fab­rics, rich bey­ond any­thing that had ever been seen upon the seas at any one time, he felt that the blood he had shed had not been wasted.

			Let him sail safely in­to Al­gi­ers with these two ships both cap­tured in the name of Al­lah and his Proph­et, one of them an ar­gosy so richly fraught, a float­ing treas­ure-house, and he need have little fear of what his en­emies and the crafty evil Si­cili­an wo­man might have wrought against him in his ab­sence.

			Then he made in­quiry touch­ing his two Eng­lish cap­tives, to be in­formed that Oth­mani had taken charge of them, and that he had con­tin­ued the treat­ment meted out to them by Sakr-el-Bahr him­self when first they were brought aboard.

			He was sat­is­fied, and fell in­to a gentle heal­ing sleep, whilst, on the decks above, his fol­low­ers rendered thanks to Al­lah the Pity­ing the Pi­ti­ful, the Mas­ter of the Day of Judg­ment, who Alone is All-Wise, All-Know­ing.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Li­on of the Faith

			
			As­ad-ed-Din, the Li­on of the Faith, Basha of Al­gi­ers, walked in the even­ing cool in the orch­ard of the Kas­bah upon the heights above the city, and at his side, step­ping dain­tily, came Fen­zileh, his wife, the first lady of his har­em, whom eight­een years ago he had car­ried off in his mighty arms from that little white­washed vil­lage above the Straits of Mess­ina which his fol­low­ers had raided.

			She had been a lis­som maid of six­teen in those far-off days, the child of humble peas­ant-folk, and she had gone un­com­plain­ing to the arms of her swarthy rav­ish­er. Today, at thirty-four, she was still beau­ti­ful, more beau­ti­ful in­deed than when first she had fired the pas­sion of As­ad-Re­is—as he then was, one of the cap­tains of the fam­ous Ali-Basha. There were streaks of red in her heavy black tresses, her skin was of a soft pearl­i­ness that seemed trans­lu­cent, her eyes were large, of a golden-brown, agleam with sombre fires, her lips were full and sen­su­ous. She was tall and of a shape that in Europe would have been ac­coun­ted per­fect, which is to say that she was a thought too slender for Ori­ent­al taste; she moved along be­side her lord with a sinu­ous, lan­guor­ous grace, gently stir­ring her fan of os­trich plumes. She was un­veiled; in­deed it was her im­mod­est habit to go na­ked of face more of­ten than was seemly, which is but the least of the many un­desir­able in­fi­del ways which had sur­vived her in­duc­tion in­to the Faith of Is­lam—a ne­ces­sary step be­fore As­ad, who was de­vout to the point of bigotry, would con­sent to make her his wife. He had found her such a wife as it is cer­tain he could nev­er have pro­cured at home; a wo­man who, not con­tent to be his toy, the plaything of his idle hour, in­sinu­ated her­self in­to af­fairs, de­man­ded and ob­tained his con­fid­ences, and ex­er­ted over him much the same in­flu­ence as the wife of a European prince might ex­ert over her con­sort. In the years dur­ing which he had lain un­der the spell of her ripen­ing beauty he had ac­cep­ted the situ­ation will­ingly enough; later, when he would have cur­tailed her in­ter­fer­ences, it was too late; she had taken a firm grip of the reins, and As­ad was in no bet­ter case than many a European hus­band—an an­om­al­ous and out­rageous con­di­tion this for a Basha of the Proph­et’s House. It was also a dan­ger­ous one for Fen­zileh; for should the bur­den of her at any time be­come too heavy for her lord there was a short and easy way by which he could be rid of it. Do not sup­pose her so fool­ish as not to have real­ized this—she real­ized it fully; but her Si­cili­an spir­it was dar­ing to the point of reck­less­ness; her very daunt­less­ness which had en­abled her to seize a con­trol so un­pre­ced­en­ted in a Muslim wife urged her to main­tain it in the face of all risks.

			Daunt­less was she now, as she paced there in the cool of the orch­ard, un­der the pink and white petals of the apricots, the flam­ing scar­let of pomegranate blos­soms, and through or­ange-groves where the golden fruit glowed and amid fo­liage of sombre green. She was at her etern­al work of pois­on­ing the mind of her lord against Sakr-el-Bahr, and in her ma­ter­nal jeal­ousy she braved the dangers of such an un­der­tak­ing, fully aware of how dear to the heart of As­ad-ed-Din was that ab­sent reneg­ade cor­sair. It was this very af­fec­tion of the Basha’s for his lieu­ten­ant that was the fo­menter of her own hate of Sakr-el-Bahr, for it was an af­fec­tion that tran­scen­ded As­ad’s love for his own son and hers, and it led to the com­mon ru­mour that for Sakr-el-Bahr was re­served the high des­tiny of suc­ceed­ing As­ad in the Basha­lik.

			“I tell thee thou’rt ab­used by him, O source of my life.”

			“I hear thee,” answered As­ad sourly. “And were thine own hear­ing less in­firm, wo­man, thou wouldst have heard me an­swer thee that thy words weigh for naught with me against his deeds. Words may be but a mask upon our thoughts; deeds are ever the ex­pres­sion of them. Bear thou that in mind, O Fen­zileh.”

			“Do I not bear in mind thine every word, O fount of wis­dom?” she pro­tested, and left him, as she of­ten did, in doubt wheth­er she fawned or sneered. “And it is his deeds I would have speak for him, not in­deed my poor words and still less his own.”

			“Then, by the head of Al­lah, let those same deeds speak, and be thou si­lent.”

			The harsh tone of his re­proof and the scowl upon his haughty face, gave her pause for a mo­ment. He turned about.

			“Come!” he said. “Soon it will be the hour of pray­er.” And he paced back to­wards the yel­low huddle of walls of the Kas­bah that over­topped the green of that fra­grant place.

			He was a tall, gaunt man, stoop­ing slightly at the shoulders un­der the bur­den of his years; but his eagle face was mas­ter­ful, and some linger­ing em­bers of his youth still glowed in his dark eyes. Thought­fully, with a jew­elled hand, he stroked his long white beard; with the oth­er he leaned upon her soft plump arm, more from habit than for sup­port, for he was full vig­or­ous still.

			High in the blue over­head a lark burst sud­denly in­to song, and from the depths of the orch­ard came a gentle mur­mur of doves as if re­turn­ing thanks for the lessen­ing of the great heat now that the sun was sink­ing rap­idly to­wards the world’s edge and the shad­ows were length­en­ing.

			Came Fen­zileh’s voice again, more mu­sic­al than either, yet laden with words of evil, pois­on wrapped in honey.

			“O my dear lord, thou’rt angered with me now. Woe me! that nev­er may I coun­sel thee for thine own glory as my heart prompts me, but I must earn thy cold­ness.”

			“Ab­use not him I love,” said the Basha shortly. “I have told thee so full oft already.”

			She nestled closer to him, and her voice grew softer, more akin to the amor­ous coo­ing of the doves. “And do I not love thee, O mas­ter of my soul? Is there in all the world a heart more faith­ful to thee than mine? Is not thy life my life? Have not my days been all de­voted to the per­fect­ing of thine hap­pi­ness? And wilt thou then frown upon me if I fear for thee at the hands of an in­truder of yes­ter­day?”

			“Fear for me?” he echoed, and laughed jeer­ingly. “What shouldst thou fear for me from Sakr-el-Bahr?”

			“What all be­liev­ers must ever fear from one who is no true Muslim, from one who makes a mock and trav­esty of the True Faith that he may gain ad­vance­ment.”

			The Basha checked in his stride, and turned upon her an­grily.

			“May thy tongue rot, thou moth­er of lies!”

			“I am as the dust be­neath thy feet, O my sweet lord, yet am I not what thine heed­less an­ger calls me.”

			“Heed­less?” quoth he. “Not heed­less but right­eous to hear one whom the Proph­et guards, who is the very javelin of Is­lam against the breast of the un­be­liev­er, who car­ries the scourge of Al­lah against the in­fi­del Frank­ish pigs, so ma­ligned by thee! No more, I say! Lest I bid thee make good thy words, and pay the li­ar’s price if thou shouldst fail.”

			“And should I fear the test?” she countered, noth­ing daun­ted. “I tell thee, O fath­er of Mar­zak, that I should hail it gladly. Why, hear me now. Thou set­test store by deeds, not words. Tell me, then, is it the deed of a true be­liev­er to waste sub­stance upon in­fi­del slaves, to pur­chase them that he may set them free?”

			As­ad moved on in si­lence. That erstwhile habit of Sakr-el-Bahr’s was one not easy to con­done. It had oc­ca­sioned him his mo­ments of un­eas­i­ness, and more than once had he taxed his lieu­ten­ant with the prac­tice ever to re­ceive the same an­swer, the an­swer which he now made to Fen­zileh. “For every slave that he so ma­nu­mit­ted, he brought a dozen in­to bond­age.”

			“Per­force, else would he be called to ac­count. ’Twas so much dust he flung in­to the face of true Muslimeen. Those ma­nu­mis­sions prove a linger­ing fond­ness for the in­fi­del coun­try whence he springs. Is there room for that in the heart of a true mem­ber of the Proph­et’s im­mor­tal House? Hast ever known me lan­guish for the Si­cili­an shore from which in thy might thou wres­ted me, or have I ever be­sought of thee the life of a single Si­cili­an in­fi­del in all these years that I have lived to serve thee? Such long­ings are be­trayed, I say, by such a prac­tice, and such long­ings could have no place in one who had up­rooted in­fi­del­ity from his heart. And now this voy­age of his bey­ond the seas—risk­ing a ves­sel that he cap­tured from the arch-en­emy of Is­lam, which is not his to risk but thine in whose name he cap­tured it; and to­geth­er with it he im­per­ils the lives of two hun­dred true be­liev­ers. To what end? To bear him over­seas, per­chance that he may look again upon the un­hal­lowed land that gave him birth. So Biskaine re­por­ted. And what if he should founder on the way?”

			“Thou at least wouldst be con­tent, thou fount of malice,” growled As­ad.

			“Call me harsh names, O sun that warms me! Am I not thine to use and ab­use at thy sweet pleas­ure? Pour salt upon the heart thou wound­est; since it is thy hand I’ll nev­er mur­mur a com­plaint. But heed me—heed my words; or since words are of no ac­count with thee, then heed his deeds which I am draw­ing to thy tardy no­tice. Heed them, I say, as my love bids me even though thou shouldst give me to be whipped or slain for my temer­ity.”

			“Wo­man, thy tongue is like the clap­per of a bell with the dev­il swinging from the rope. What else dost thou im­pute?”

			“Naught else, since thou dost but mock me, with­draw­ing thy love from thy fond slave.”

			“The praise to Al­lah, then,” said he. “Come, it is the hour of pray­er!”

			But he praised Al­lah too soon. Wo­man­like, though she pro­tested she had done, she had scarce be­gun as yet.

			“There is thy son, O fath­er of Mar­zak.”

			“There is, O moth­er of Mar­zak.”

			“And a man’s son should be the part­ner of his soul. Yet is Mar­zak passed over for this for­eign up­start; yet does this Nas­rani of yes­ter­day hold the place in thy heart and at thy side that should be Mar­zak’s.”

			“Could Mar­zak fill that place?” he asked. “Could that beard­less boy lead men as Sakr-el-Bahr leads them, or wield the scim­it­ar against the foes of Is­lam and in­crease as Sakr-el-Bahr in­creases the glory of the Proph­et’s Holy Law upon the earth?”

			“If Sakr-el-Bahr does this, he does it by thy fa­vour, O my lord. And so might Mar­zak, young though he be. Sakr-el-Bahr is but what thou hast made him—no more, no less.”

			“There art thou wrong, in­deed, O moth­er of er­ror. Sakr-el-Bahr is what Al­lah hath made him. He is what Al­lah wills. He shall be­come what Al­lah wills. Hast yet to learn that Al­lah has bound the fate of each man about his neck?”

			And then a golden glory suf­fused the deep sap­phire of the sky her­ald­ing the set­ting of the sun and made an end of that al­ter­ca­tion, con­duc­ted by her with a dar­ing as sin­gu­lar as the pa­tience that had en­dured it. He quickened his steps in the dir­ec­tion of the court­yard. That golden glow paled as swiftly as it had spread, and night fell as sud­denly as if a cur­tain had been dropped.

			In the purple gloom that fol­lowed the white cloisters of the court­yard glowed with a faintly lu­min­ous pearl­i­ness. Dark forms of slaves stirred as As­ad entered from the garden fol­lowed by Fen­zileh, her head now veiled in a thin blue silken gauze. She flashed across the quad­rangle and van­ished through one of the arch­ways, even as the dis­tant voice of a muezzin broke plaint­ively upon the brood­ing still­ness re­cit­ing the Shehad—

			“La il­laha, illa Al­lah! Wa Muhammad er Ra­sool Al­lah!”

			A slave spread a car­pet, a second held a great sil­ver bowl, in­to which a third poured wa­ter. The Basha, hav­ing washed, turned his face to­wards Mecca, and test­i­fied to the unity of Al­lah, the Com­pas­sion­ate, the Mer­ci­ful, King of the Day of Judg­ment, whilst the cry of the muezzin went echo­ing over the city from min­aret to min­aret.

			As he rose from his de­vo­tions, there came a quick sound of steps without, and a sharp sum­mons. Turk­ish jan­is­sar­ies of the Basha’s guard, in­vis­ible al­most in their flow­ing black gar­ments, moved to an­swer that sum­mons and chal­lenge those who came.

			From the dark vaul­ted en­trance of the court­yard leapt a gleam of lan­terns con­tain­ing tiny clay lamps in which burned a wick that was nour­ished by mut­ton fat. As­ad, wait­ing to learn who came, hal­ted at the foot of the white glisten­ing steps, whilst from doors and lat­tices of the palace flooded light to suf­fuse the court­yard and set the marbles shim­mer­ing.

			A dozen Nu­bi­an javelin-men ad­vanced, then ranged them­selves aside whilst in­to the light stepped the im­pos­ing, gor­geously robed fig­ure of As­ad’s waz­eer, Tsamanni. After him came an­oth­er fig­ure in mail that clanked faintly and glimmered as he moved.

			“Peace and the Proph­et’s bless­ings upon thee, O mighty As­ad!” was the waz­eer’s greet­ing.

			“And peace upon thee, Tsamanni,” was the an­swer. “Art the bear­er of news?”

			“Of great and glor­i­ous tid­ings, O ex­al­ted one! Sakr-el-Bahr is re­turned.”

			“The praise to Him!” ex­claimed the Basha, with up­lif­ted hands; and there was no mis­tak­ing the thrill of his voice.

			There fell a soft step be­hind him and a shad­ow from the door­way. He turned. A grace­ful strip­ling in turban and caf­tan of cloth of gold sa­laamed to him from the top­most step. And as he came up­right and the light of the lan­terns fell full upon his face the as­ton­ish­ingly white fair­ness of it was re­vealed—a wo­man’s face it might have been, so softly roun­ded was it in its beard­less­ness.

			As­ad smiled wrily in his white beard, guess­ing that the boy had been sent by his ever-watch­ful moth­er to learn who came and what the tid­ings that they bore.

			“Thou hast heard, Mar­zak?” he said. “Sakr-el-Bahr is re­turned.”

			“Vic­tori­ously, I hope,” the lad lied glibly.

			“Vic­tori­ous bey­ond aught that was ever known,” replied Tsamanni. “He sailed at sun­set in­to the har­bour, his com­pany aboard two mighty Frank­ish ships, which are but the less­er part of the great spoil he brings.”

			“Al­lah is great,” was the Basha’s glad wel­come of this an­swer to those in­si­di­ous prompt­ings of his Si­cili­an wife. “Why does he not come in per­son with his news?”

			“His duty keeps him yet awhile aboard, my lord,” replied the waz­eer. “But he hath sent his kayia Oth­mani here to tell the tale of it.”

			“Thrice wel­come be thou, Oth­mani.” He beat his hands to­geth­er, where­at slaves placed cush­ions for him upon the ground. He sat, and beckoned Mar­zak to his side. “And now thy tale!”

			And Oth­mani stand­ing forth re­lated how they had voy­aged to dis­tant Eng­land in the ship that Sakr-el-Bahr had cap­tured, through seas that no cor­sair yet had ever crossed, and how on their re­turn they had en­gaged a Dutch­man that was their su­per­i­or in strength and num­bers; how none the less Sakr-el-Bahr had wres­ted vic­tory by the help of Al­lah, his pro­tect­or, how he had been dealt a wound that must have slain any but one mi­ra­cu­lously pre­served for the great­er glory of Is­lam, and of the sur­pass­ing wealth of the booty which at dawn to­mor­row should be laid at As­ad’s feet for his di­vi­sion of it.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Con­vert

			
			That tale of Oth­mani’s be­ing borne anon to Fen­zileh by her son was gall and worm­wood to her jeal­ous soul. Evil enough to know that Sakr-el-Bahr was re­turned in spite of the fer­vent pray­ers for his founder­ing which she had ad­dressed both to the God of her fore­fath­ers and to the God of her ad­op­tion. But that he should have re­turned in tri­umph bring­ing with him heavy spoils that must ex­alt him fur­ther in the af­fec­tion of As­ad and the es­teem of the people was bit­ter­ness in­deed. It left her mute and stricken, bereft even of the power to curse him.

			Anon, when her mind re­covered from the shock she turned it to the con­sid­er­a­tion of what at first had seemed a trivi­al de­tail in Oth­mani’s tale as re­por­ted by Mar­zak.

			“It is most sin­gu­larly odd that he should have un­der­taken that long voy­age to Eng­land to wrest thence just those two cap­tives; that be­ing there he should not have raided in true cor­sair fash­ion and packed his ship with slaves. Most sin­gu­larly odd!”

			They were alone be­hind the green lat­tices through which filtered the per­fumes of the garden and the throb­bing of a night­in­gale’s voice laden with the tale of its love for the rose. Fen­zileh re­clined upon a di­van that was spread with silken Tur­key car­pets, and one of her gold-em­broidered slip­pers had dropped from her henna-stained toes. Her lovely arms were raised to sup­port her head, and she stared up at the lamp of many col­ours that hung from the fret­ted ceil­ing.

			Mar­zak paced the length of the cham­ber back and forth, and there was si­lence save for the soft swish of his slip­pers along the floor.

			“Well?” she asked him im­pa­tiently at last. “Does it not seem odd to thee?”

			“Odd, in­deed, O my moth­er,” the youth replied, com­ing to a halt be­fore her.

			“And canst think of naught that was the cause of it?”

			“The cause of it?” quoth he, his lovely young face, so closely mod­elled upon her own, look­ing blank and va­cant.

			“Ay, the cause of it,” she cried im­pa­tiently. “Canst do naught but stare? Am I the moth­er of a fool? Wilt thou sim­per and gape and trifle away thy days whilst that dog-des­cen­ded Frank tramples thee un­der­foot, us­ing thee but as a step­ping-stone to the power that should be thine own? And that be so, Mar­zak, I would thou hadst been strangled in my womb.”

			He re­coiled be­fore the Itali­an fury of her, was dully re­sent­ful even, sus­pect­ing that in such words from a wo­man were she twenty times his moth­er, there was some­thing dis­hon­our­ing to his man­hood.

			“What can I do?” he cried.

			“Dost ask me? Art thou not a man to think and act? I tell thee that mis­be­got­ten son of a Chris­ti­an and a Jew will trample thee in the dust. He is greedy as the lo­cust, wily as the ser­pent, and fe­ro­cious as the pan­ther. By Al­lah! I would I had nev­er borne a son. Rather might men point at me the fin­ger of scorn and call me moth­er of the wind than that I should have brought forth a man who knows not how to be a man.”

			“Show me the way,” he cried. “Set me a task; tell me what to do and thou shalt not find me lack­ing, O my moth­er. Un­til then spare me these in­sults, or I come no more to thee.”

			At this threat that strange wo­man heaved her­self up from her soft couch. She ran to him and flung her arms about his neck, set her cheek against his own. Not eight­een years in the Basha’s har­em had stifled the European moth­er in her, the pas­sion­ate Si­cili­an wo­man, fierce as a ti­ger in her ma­ter­nal love.

			“O my child, my lovely boy,” she al­most sobbed. “It is my fear for thee that makes me harsh. If I am angry it is but my love that speaks, my rage for thee to see an­oth­er come usurp­ing the place be­side thy fath­er that should be thine. Ah! but we will pre­vail, sweet son of mine. I shall find a way to re­turn that for­eign of­fal to the dung-heap whence it sprang. Trust me, O Mar­zak! Sh! Thy fath­er comes. Away! Leave me alone with him.”

			She was wise in that, for she knew that alone As­ad was more eas­ily con­trolled by her, since the pride was ab­sent which must com­pel him to turn and rend her did she speak so be­fore oth­ers. Mar­zak van­ished be­hind the screen of fret­ted san­dal­wood that masked one door­way even as As­ad loomed in the oth­er.

			He came for­ward smil­ing, his slender brown fin­gers comb­ing his long beard, his white djel­laba trail­ing be­hind him along the ground.

			“Thou hast heard, not a doubt, O Fen­zileh,” said he. “Art thou answered enough?”

			She sank down again upon her cush­ions and idly con­sidered her­self in a steel mir­ror set in sil­ver.

			“Answered?” she echoed lazily, with in­fin­ite scorn and a hint of rip­pling con­temp­tu­ous laughter run­ning through the word. “Answered in­deed. Sakr-el-Bahr risks the lives of two hun­dred chil­dren of Is­lam and a ship that be­ing taken was be­come the prop­erty of the State upon a voy­age to Eng­land that has no ob­ject but the cap­tur­ing of two slaves—two slaves, when had his pur­pose been sin­cere, it might have been two hun­dred.”

			“Ha! And is that all that thou hast heard?” he asked her mock­ing in his turn.

			“All that sig­ni­fies,” she replied, still mir­ror­ing her­self. “I heard as a mat­ter of less­er im­port that on his re­turn, meet­ing for­tu­it­ously a Frank­ish ship that chanced to be richly laden, he seized it in thy name.”

			“For­tu­it­ously, say­est thou?”

			“What else?” She lowered the mir­ror, and her bold, in­solent eyes met his own quite fear­lessly. “Thou’lt not tell me that it was any part of his design when he went forth?”

			He frowned; his head sank slowly in thought. Ob­serving the ad­vant­age gained she thrust it home.

			“It was a lucky wind that blew that Dutch­man in­to his path, and luck­i­er still her be­ing so richly fraught that he may dazzle thine eyes with the sight of gold and gems, and so blind thee to the real pur­pose of his voy­age.”

			“Its real pur­pose?” he asked dully. “What was its real pur­pose?”

			She smiled a smile of in­fin­ite know­ledge to hide her ut­ter ig­nor­ance, her in­ab­il­ity to sup­ply even a reas­on that should wear an air of truth.

			“Dost ask me, O per­spicu­ous As­ad? Are not thine eyes as sharp, thy wits as keen at least as mine, that what is clear to me should be hid­den from thee? Or hath this Sakr-el-Bahr be­witched thee with en­chant­ments of Babyl?”

			He strode to her and caught her wrist in a cruelly rough grip of his sinewy old hand.

			“His pur­pose, thou jade! Pour out the foul­ness of thy mind. Speak!”

			She sat up, flushed and de­fi­ant.

			“I will not speak,” said she.

			“Thou wilt not? Now, by the Head of Al­lah! dost dare to stand be­fore my face and defy me, thy Lord? I’ll have thee whipped, Fen­zileh. I have been too tender of thee these many years—so tender that thou hast for­got the rods that await the dis­obedi­ent wife. Speak then ere thy flesh is bruised or speak there­after, at thy pleas­ure.”

			“I will not,” she re­peated. “Though I be flung to the hooks, not an­oth­er word will I say of Sakr-el-Bahr. Shall I un­veil the truth to be spurned and scorned and dubbed a li­ar and the moth­er of lies?” Then ab­ruptly chan­ging she fell to weep­ing. “O source of my life!” she cried to him, “how cruelly un­just to me thou art!” She was grov­el­ling now, a thing of supplest grace, her lovely arms en­twin­ing his knees. “When my love for thee drives me to ut­ter what I see, I earn but thy an­ger, which is more than I can en­dure. I swoon be­neath the weight of it.”

			He flung her off im­pa­tiently. “What a wear­i­ness is a wo­man’s tongue!” he cried, and stalked out again, con­vinced from past ex­per­i­ences that did he linger he would be whelmed in a tor­rent of words.

			But her pois­on was shrewdly ad­min­istered, and slowly did its work. It abode in his mind to tor­ture him with the doubts that were its very es­sence. No reas­on, how­ever well foun­ded, that she might have urged for Sakr-el-Bahr’s strange con­duct could have been half so in­si­di­ous as her sug­ges­tion that there was a reas­on. It gave him some­thing vague and in­tan­gible to con­sider. Some­thing that he could not re­pel since it had no sub­stance he could grapple with. Im­pa­tiently he awaited the morn­ing and the com­ing of Sakr-el-Bahr him­self, but he no longer awaited it with the ar­dent whole­hearted eager­ness as of a fath­er await­ing the com­ing of a be­loved son.

			Sakr-el-Bahr him­self paced the poop deck of the ca­ra­ck and watched the lights per­ish one by one in the little town that straggled up the hill­side be­fore him. The moon came up and bathed it in a white hard light, throw­ing sharp inky shad­ows of rust­ling date palm and spearl­ike min­aret, and fling­ing shafts of sil­ver athwart the peace­ful bay.

			His wound was healed and he was fully him­self once more. Two days ago he had come on deck for the first time since the fight with the Dutch­man, and he had spent there the great­er por­tion of the time since then. Once only had he vis­ited his cap­tives. He had ris­en from his couch to re­pair straight to the cab­in in the poop where Ros­amund was con­fined. He had found her pale and very wist­ful, but with her cour­age en­tirely un­broken. The Godol­phins were a stiff-necked race, and Ros­amund bore in her frail body the spir­it of a man. She looked up when he entered, star­ted a little in sur­prise to see him at last, for it was the first time he stood be­fore her since he had car­ried her off from Ar­wen­ack some four weeks ago. Then she had aver­ted her eyes, and sat there, el­bows on the table, as if carved of wood, as if blind to his pres­ence and deaf to his words.

			To the ex­pres­sions of re­gret—and they were sin­cere, for already he re­pen­ted him his un­pre­med­it­ated act so far as she was con­cerned—she re­turned no slight­est an­swer, gave no sign in­deed that she heard a word of it. Baffled, he stood gnaw­ing his lip a mo­ment, and gradu­ally, un­reas­on­ably per­haps, an­ger welled up from his heart. He turned and went out again. Next he had vis­ited his broth­er, to con­sider in si­lence a mo­ment the hag­gard, wild-eyed, un­shorn wretch who shrank and cowered be­fore him in the con­scious­ness of guilt. At last he re­turned to the deck, and there, as I have said, he spent the great­er por­tion of the last three days of that strange voy­age, re­clin­ing for the most part in the sun and gath­er­ing strength from its ar­dour.

			To­night as he paced un­der the moon a stealthy shad­ow crept up the com­pan­ion to call him gently by his Eng­lish name—

			“Sir Oliv­er!”

			He star­ted as if a ghost had sud­denly leapt up to greet him. It was Jasper Leigh who hailed him thus.

			“Come up,” he said. And when the fel­low stood be­fore him on the poop—“I have told you already that here is no Sir Oliv­er. I am Oliv­er-Re­is or Sakr-el-Bahr, as you please, one of the Faith­ful of the Proph­et’s House. And now what is your will?”

			“Have I not served you faith­fully and well?” quoth Cap­tain Leigh.

			“Who has denied it?”

			“None. But neither has any ac­know­ledged it. When you lay wounded be­low it had been an easy thing for me to ha’ played the trait­or. I might ha’ sailed these ships in­to the mouth of Tagus. I might so by God!”

			“You’d have been carved in pieces on the spot,” said Sakr-el-Bahr.

			“I might have hugged the land and run the risk of cap­ture and then claimed my lib­er­a­tion from cap­tiv­ity.”

			“And found your­self back on the gal­leys of his Cath­ol­ic Majesty. But there! I grant that you have dealt loy­ally by me. You have kept your part of the bond. I shall keep mine, nev­er doubt it.”

			“I do not. But your part of the bond was to send me home again.”

			“Well?”

			“The hell of it is that I know not where to find a home, I know not where home may be after all these years. If ye send me forth, I shall be­come a wan­der­er of no ac­count.”

			“What else am I to do with you?”

			“Faith now I am as full weary of Chris­ti­ans and Christen­dom as you was your­self when the Muslims took the gal­ley on which you toiled. I am a man of parts, Sir Ol—Sakr-el-Bahr. No bet­ter nav­ig­at­or ever sailed a ship from an Eng­lish port, and I ha’ seen a mort o’ fight­ing and know the art of it upon the sea. Can ye make naught of me here?”

			“You would be­come a reneg­ade like me?” His tone was bit­ter.

			“I ha’ been think­ing that ‘reneg­ade’ is a word that de­pends upon which side you’re on. I’d prefer to say that I’ve a wish to be con­ver­ted to the faith of Ma­hound.”

			“Con­ver­ted to the faith of pir­acy and plun­der and rob­bery upon the seas is what you mean,” said Sakr-el-Bahr.

			“Nay, now. To that I should need no con­vert­ing, for all that I were afore,” Cap­tain Leigh ad­mit­ted frankly. “I ask but to sail un­der an­oth­er flag than the Jolly Ro­ger.”

			“You’ll need to ab­jure strong drink,” said Sakr-el-Bahr.

			“There be com­pens­a­tions,” said Mas­ter Leigh.

			Sakr-el-Bahr con­sidered. The rogue’s ap­peal smote a re­spons­ive chord in his heart. It would be good to have a man of his own race be­side him, even though it were but such a ras­cal as this.

			“Be it as you will,” he said at last. “You de­serve to be hanged in spite of what prom­ises I made you. But no mat­ter for that. So that you be­come a Muslim I will take you to serve be­side me, one of my own lieu­ten­ants to be­gin with, and so long as you are loy­al to me, Jasper, all will be well. But at the first sign of faith­less­ness, a rope and the yar­darm, my friend, and an airy dance in­to hell for you.”

			The ras­cally skip­per stooped in his emo­tion, caught up Sakr-el-Bahr’s hand and bore it to his lips.

			“It is agreed,” he said. “Ye have shown me mercy who have little de­served it from you. Nev­er fear for my loy­alty. My life be­longs to you, and worth­less thing though it may be, ye may do with it as ye please.”

			Des­pite him­self Sakr-el-Bahr tightened his grip upon the rogue’s hand, and Jasper shuffled off and down the com­pan­ion again, touched to the heart for once in his rough vil­lain­ous life by a clem­ency that he knew to be un­deserved, but which he swore should be de­served ere all was done.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Mar­zak-Ben-As­ad

			
			It took no less than forty camels to con­vey the cargo of that Dutch ar­gosy from the mole to the Kas­bah, and the pro­ces­sion—care­fully mar­shalled by Sakr-el-Bahr, who knew the value of such pa­geants to im­press the mob—was such as nev­er yet had been seen in the nar­row streets of Al­gi­ers upon the re­turn of any cor­sair. It was full worthy of the greatest Muslim con­quer­or that sailed the seas, of one who, not con­tent to keep to the tide­less Medi­ter­ranean as had hitherto been the rule of his kind, had ven­tured forth upon the wider ocean.

			Ahead marched a hun­dred of his rovers in their short caf­tans of every con­ceiv­able col­our, their waists swathed in gaudy scarves, some of which sup­por­ted a very ar­sen­al of as­sor­ted cut­lery; many wore body ar­mour of mail and the gleam­ing spike of a casque thrust up above their turbans. After them, de­jec­ted and in chains, came the five score pris­on­ers taken aboard the Dutch­man, urged along by the whips of the cor­sairs who flanked them. Then marched an­oth­er re­gi­ment of cor­sairs, and after these the long line of stately, sneer­ing camels, shuff­ling cum­brously along and led by shout­ing Saharow­is. After them fol­lowed yet more cor­sairs, and then moun­ted, on a white Ar­ab jen­net, his head swathed in a turban of cloth of gold, came Sakr-el-Bahr. In the nar­row­er streets, with their white and yel­low washed houses, which presen­ted blank win­dow­less walls broken here and there by no more than a slit to ad­mit light and air, the spec­tat­ors huddled them­selves fear­fully in­to door­ways to avoid be­ing crushed to death by the camels, whose bur­dens bul­ging on either side en­tirely filled those nar­row ways. But the more open spaces, such as the strand on either side of the mole, the square be­fore the sôk, and the ap­proaches of As­ad’s fort­ress, were thronged with a mot­ley roar­ing crowd. There were stately Moors in flow­ing robes cheek by jowl with half-na­ked blacks from the Sus and the Draa; lean, en­dur­ing Ar­abs in their spot­less white djel­labas rubbed shoulders with Ber­bers from the high­lands in black camel­hair cloaks; there were Le­vantine Turks, and Jew­ish refugees from Spain os­ten­ta­tiously dressed in European gar­ments, tol­er­ated there be­cause bound to the Moor by ties of com­mon suf­fer­ing and com­mon ex­ile from that land that once had been their own.

			Un­der the glar­ing Afric­an sun this amaz­ing crowd stood as­sembled to wel­come Sakr-el-Bahr; and wel­come him it did, with such vo­cal thun­der that an echo of it from the mole reached the very Kas­bah on the hill­top to her­ald his ap­proach.

			By the time, how­ever, that he reached the fort­ress his pro­ces­sion had dwindled by more than half. At the sôk his forces had di­vided, and his cor­sairs, headed by Oth­mani, had marched the cap­tives away to the bagnio—or ban­yard, as my Lord Henry calls it—whilst the camels had con­tin­ued up the hill. Un­der the great gate­way of the Kas­bah they pad­ded in­to the vast court­yard to be ranged along two sides of it by their Saharowi drivers, and there brought clum­sily to their knees. After them fol­lowed but some two score cor­sairs as a guard of hon­our to their lead­er. They took their stand upon either side of the gate­way after pro­foundly sa­laam­ing to As­ad-ed-Din. The Basha sat in the shade of an awn­ing en­throned upon a di­van, at­ten­ded by his waz­eer Tsamanni and by Mar­zak, and guarded by a half-dozen jan­is­sar­ies, whose sable gar­ments made an ef­fect­ive back­ground to the green and gold of his jew­elled robes. In his white turban glowed an em­er­ald cres­cent.

			The Basha’s coun­ten­ance was dark and brood­ing as he watched the ad­vent of that line of burdened camels. His thoughts were still la­bour­ing with the doubt of Sakr-el-Bahr which Fen­zileh’s crafty speech and craft­i­er reti­cence had planted in them. But at sight of the cor­sair lead­er him­self his coun­ten­ance cleared sud­denly, his eyes sparkled, and he rose to his feet to wel­come him as a fath­er might wel­come a son who had been through per­ils on a ser­vice dear to both.

			Sakr-el-Bahr entered the court­yard on foot, hav­ing dis­moun­ted at the gate. Tall and im­pos­ing, with his head high and his forked beard thrust­ing for­ward, he stalked with great dig­nity to the foot of the di­van fol­lowed by Ali and a ma­hogany-faced fel­low, turbaned and red-bearded, in whom it needed more than a glance to re­cog­nize the ras­cally Jasper Leigh, now in all the panoply of your com­plete reneg­ado.

			Sakr-el-Bahr went down upon his knees and pros­trated him­self sol­emnly be­fore his prince.

			“The bless­ing of Al­lah and His peace upon thee, my lord,” was his greet­ing.

			And As­ad, stoop­ing to lift that splen­did fig­ure in his arms, gave him a wel­come that caused the spy­ing Fen­zileh to clench her teeth be­hind the fret­ted lat­tice that con­cealed her.

			“The praise to Al­lah and to our Lord Muhammad that thou art re­turned and in health, my son. Already hath my old heart been gladdened by the news of thy vic­tor­ies in the ser­vice of the Faith.”

			Then fol­lowed the dis­play of all those riches wres­ted from the Dutch, and greatly though As­ad’s ex­pect­a­tions had been fed already by Oth­mani, the sight now spread be­fore his eyes by far ex­ceeded all those ex­pect­a­tions.

			In the end all was dis­missed to the treas­ury, and Tsamanni was bid­den to go cast up the ac­count of it and mark the share that fell to the por­tion of those con­cerned—for in these ven­tures all were part­ners, from the Basha him­self, who rep­res­en­ted the State down to the mean­est cor­sair who had manned the vic­tori­ous ves­sels of the Faith, and each had his share of the booty, great­er or less ac­cord­ing to his rank, one twen­ti­eth of the total fall­ing to Sakr-el-Bahr him­self.

			In the court­yard were left none but As­ad, Mar­zak and the jan­is­sar­ies, and Sakr-el-Bahr with Ali and Jasper. It was then that Sakr-el-Bahr presen­ted his new of­ficer to the Bashal as one upon whom the grace of Al­lah had des­cen­ded, a great fight­er and a skilled sea­man, who had offered up his tal­ents and his life to the ser­vice of Is­lam, who had been ac­cep­ted by Sakr-el-Bahr, and stood now be­fore As­ad to be con­firmed in his of­fice.

			Mar­zak in­ter­posed petu­lantly, to ex­claim that already were there too many erstwhile Nas­rani dogs in the ranks of the sol­diers of the Faith, and that it was un­wise to in­crease their num­ber and pre­sump­tu­ous in Sakr-el-Bahr to take so much upon him­self.

			Sakr-el-Bahr meas­ured him with an eye in which scorn and sur­prise were nicely blen­ded.

			“Dost say that it is pre­sump­tu­ous to win a con­vert to the ban­ner of Our Lord Muhammad?” quoth he. “Go read the Most Per­spicu­ous Book and see what is there en­joined as a duty upon every true be­liev­er. And be­think thee, O son of As­ad, that when thou dost in thy little wis­dom cast scorn upon those whom Al­lah has blessed and led from the night wherein they dwelt in­to the bright noon­tide of Faith, thou dost cast scorn upon me and upon thine own moth­er, which is but a little mat­ter, and thou dost blas­pheme the Blessed name of Al­lah, which is to tread the ways that lead un­to the Pit.”

			Angry but de­feated and si­lenced, Mar­zak fell back a step and stood bit­ing his lip and glower­ing upon the cor­sair, what time As­ad nod­ded his head and smiled ap­prov­al.

			“Ver­ily art thou full learned in the True Be­lief, Sakr-el-Bahr,” he said. “Thou art the very fath­er of wis­dom as of valour.” And thereupon he gave wel­come to Mas­ter Leigh, whom he hailed to the ranks of the Faith­ful un­der the des­ig­na­tion of Jasper-Re­is.

			That done, the reneg­ade and Ali were both dis­missed, as were also the jan­is­sar­ies, who, quit­ting their po­s­i­tion be­hind As­ad, went to take their stand on guard at the gate­way. Then the Basha beat his hands to­geth­er, and to the slaves who came in an­swer to his sum­mons he gave or­ders to set food, and he bade Sakr-el-Bahr to come sit be­side him on the di­van.

			Wa­ter was brought that they might wash. That done, the slaves placed be­fore them a sa­voury stew of meat and eggs with olives, limes, and spices.

			As­ad broke bread with a rev­er­ently pro­nounced “Bis­mil­lah!” and dipped his fin­gers in­to the earth­en­ware bowl, lead­ing the way for Sakr-el-Bahr and Mar­zak, and as they ate he in­vited the cor­sair him­self to re­cite the tale of his ad­ven­ture.

			When he had done so, and again As­ad had praised him in high and lov­ing terms, Mar­zak set him a ques­tion.

			“Was it to ob­tain just these two Eng­lish slaves that thou didst un­der­take this per­il­ous voy­age to that dis­tant land?”

			“That was but a part of my design,” was the calm reply. “I went to rove the seas in the Proph­et’s ser­vice, as the res­ult of my voy­age gives proof.”

			“Thou didst not know that this Dutch ar­gosy would cross thy path,” said Mar­zak, in the very words his moth­er had promp­ted him.

			“Did I not?” quoth Sakr-el-Bahr, and he smiled con­fid­ently, so con­fid­ently that As­ad scarce needed to hear the words that so cun­ningly gave the lie to the in­nu­endo. “Had I no trust in Al­lah the All-wise, the All-know­ing?

			“Well answered, by the Kor­an!” As­ad ap­proved him heart­ily, the more heart­ily since it re­but­ted in­sinu­ations which he de­sired above all to hear re­but­ted.

			But Mar­zak did not yet own him­self de­feated. He had been soundly schooled by his guile­ful Si­cili­an moth­er.

			“Yet there is some­thing in all this I do not un­der­stand,” he mur­mured, with false gen­tle­ness.

			“All things are pos­sible to Al­lah!” said Sakr-el-Bahr, in tones of in­credu­lity, as if he sug­ges­ted—not without a sus­pi­cion of irony—that it was in­cred­ible there should be any­thing in all the world that could elude the pen­et­ra­tion of Mar­zak.

			The youth bowed to him in ac­know­ledg­ment. “Tell me, O mighty Sakr-el-Bahr,” he begged, “how it came to pass that hav­ing reached those dis­tant shores thou wert con­tent to take thence but two poor slaves, since with thy fol­low­ers and the fa­vour of the All-see­ing thou might eas­ily have taken fifty times that num­ber.” And he looked in­genu­ously in­to the cor­sair’s swarthy, rugged face, whilst As­ad frowned thought­fully, for the thought was one that had oc­curred to him already.

			It be­came ne­ces­sary that Sakr-el-Bahr should lie to clear him­self. Here no high-sound­ing phrase of Faith would an­swer. And ex­plan­a­tion was un­avoid­able, and he was con­scious that he could not af­ford one that did not go a little lame.

			“Why, as to that,” said he, “these pris­on­ers were wres­ted from the first house upon which we came, and their cap­ture oc­ca­sioned some alarm. Moreover, it was night­time when we landed, and I dared not ad­ven­ture the lives of my fol­low­ers by tak­ing them fur­ther from the ship and at­tack­ing a vil­lage which might have ris­en to cut off our good re­treat.”

			The frown re­mained stamped upon the brow of As­ad, as Mar­zak slyly ob­served.

			“Yet Oth­mani,” said he, “urged thee to fall upon a slum­ber­ing vil­lage all un­con­scious of thy pres­ence, and thou didst re­fuse.”

			As­ad looked up sharply at that, and Sakr-el-Bahr real­ized with a tight­en­ing about the heart some­thing of the un­der­cur­rents at work against him and all the pains that had been taken to glean in­form­a­tion that might be used to his un­do­ing.

			“Is it so?” de­man­ded As­ad, look­ing from his son to his lieu­ten­ant with that lower­ing look that rendered his face evil and cruel.

			Sakr-el-Bahr took a high tone. He met As­ad’s glance with an eye of chal­lenge.

			“And if it were so my lord?” he de­man­ded.

			“I asked thee is it so?”

			“Ay, but know­ing thy wis­dom I dis­be­lieved my ears,” said Sakr-el-Bahr. “Shall it sig­ni­fy what Oth­mani may have said? Do I take my or­ders or am I to be guided by Oth­mani? If so, best set Oth­mani in my place, give him the com­mand and the re­spons­ib­il­ity for the lives of the Faith­ful who fight be­side him.” He ended with an in­dig­nant snort.

			“Thou art over-quick to an­ger,” As­ad re­proved him, scowl­ing still.

			“And by the Head of Al­lah, who will deny my right to it? Am I to con­duct such an en­ter­prise as this from which I am re­turned laden with spoils that might well be the fruits of a year’s raid­ing, to be ques­tioned by a beard­less strip­ling as to why I was not guided by Oth­mani?”

			He heaved him­self up and stood tower­ing there in the in­tens­ity of a pas­sion that was en­tirely sim­u­lated. He must bluster here, and crush down sus­pi­cion with whorling peri­ods and broad, fierce ges­ture.

			“To what should Oth­mani have guided me?” he de­man­ded scorn­fully. “Could he have guided me to more than I have this day laid at thy feet? What I have done speaks elo­quently with its own voice. What he would have had me do might well have ended in dis­aster. Had it so ended, would the blame of it have fallen upon Oth­mani? Nay, by Al­lah! but upon me. And upon me rests then the cred­it, and let none dare ques­tion it without bet­ter cause.”

			Now these were dar­ing words to ad­dress to the tyr­ant As­ad, and still more dar­ing was the tone, the light hard eyes aflash and the sweep­ing ges­tures of con­tempt with which they were de­livered. But of his as­cend­ancy over the Basha there was no doubt. And here now was proof of it.

			As­ad al­most cowered be­fore his fury. The scowl faded from his face to be re­placed by an ex­pres­sion of dis­may.

			“Nay, nay, Sakr-el-Bahr, this tone!” he cried.

			Sakr-el-Bahr, hav­ing slammed the door of con­cili­ation in the face of the Basha, now opened it again. He be­came in­stantly sub­missive.

			“For­give it,” he said. “Blame the de­vo­tion of thy ser­vant to thee and to the Faith he serves with little reck to life. In this very ex­ped­i­tion was I wounded nigh un­to death. The liv­id scar of it is a dumb wit­ness to my zeal. Where are thy scars, Mar­zak?”

			Mar­zak quailed be­fore the sud­den blaze of that ques­tion, and Sakr-el-Bahr laughed softly in con­tempt.

			“Sit,” As­ad bade him. “I have been less than just.”

			“Thou art the very fount and spring of justice, O my lord, as this thine ad­mis­sion proves,” pro­tested the cor­sair. He sat down again, fold­ing his legs un­der him. “I will con­fess to you that be­ing come so near to Eng­land in that cruise of mine I de­term­ined to land and seize one who some years ago did in­jure me, and between whom and me there was a score to settle. I ex­ceeded my in­ten­tions in that I car­ried off two pris­on­ers in­stead of one. These pris­on­ers,” he ran on, judging that the mo­ment of re­ac­tion in As­ad’s mind was en­tirely fa­vour­able to the prefer­ment of the re­quest he had to make, “are not in the bagnio with the oth­ers. They are still con­fined aboard the ca­ra­ck I seized.”

			“And why is this?” quoth As­ad, but without sus­pi­cion now.

			“Be­cause, my lord, I have a boon to ask in some re­ward for the ser­vice I have rendered.”

			“Ask it, my son.”

			“Give me leave to keep these cap­tives for my­self.”

			As­ad con­sidered him, frown­ing again slightly. Des­pite him­self, des­pite his af­fec­tion for Sakr-el-Bahr, and his de­sire to soothe him now that rank­ling pois­on of Fen­zileh’s in­fus­ing was at work again in his mind.

			“My leave thou hast,” said he. “But not the law’s, and the law runs that no cor­sair shall sub­tract so much as the value of an as­per from his booty un­til the di­vi­sion has been made and his own share al­lot­ted him,” was the grave an­swer.

			“The law?” quoth Sakr-el-Bahr. “But thou art the law, ex­al­ted lord.”

			“Not so, my son. The law is above the Basha, who must him­self con­form to it so that he be just and worthy of his high of­fice. And the law I have re­cited thee ap­plies even should the cor­sair raid­er be the Basha him­self. These slaves of thine must forth­with be sent to the bagnio to join the oth­ers that to­mor­row all may be sold in the sôk. See it done, Sakr-el-Bahr.”

			The cor­sair would have re­newed his plead­ings, but that his eye caught the eager white face of Mar­zak and the gleam­ing ex­pect­ant eyes, look­ing so hope­fully for his ru­in. He checked, and bowed his head with an as­sump­tion of in­dif­fer­ence.

			“Name thou their price then, and forth­with will I pay it in­to thy treas­ury.”

			But As­ad shook his head. “It is not for me to name their price, but for the buy­ers,” he replied. “I might set the price too high, and that were un­just to thee, or too low, and that were un­just to oth­ers who would ac­quire them. De­liv­er them over to the bagnio.”

			“It shall be done,” said Sakr-el-Bahr, dar­ing to in­sist no fur­ther and dis­sem­bling his chag­rin.

			Very soon there­after he de­par­ted upon that er­rand, giv­ing or­ders, how­ever, that Ros­amund and Li­onel should be kept apart from the oth­er pris­on­ers un­til the hour of the sale on the mor­row when per­force they must take their place with the rest.

			Mar­zak lingered with his fath­er after Oliv­er had taken his leave, and presently they were joined there in the court­yard by Fen­zileh—this wo­man who had brought, said many, the Frank­ish ways of Shait­an in­to Al­gi­ers.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Moth­er and Son

			
			Early on the mor­row—so early that scarce had the Shehad been re­cited—came Biskaine-el-Borak to the Basha. He had just landed from a gal­ley which had come upon a Span­ish fish­ing boat, aboard of which there was a young Mor­isco who was be­ing con­duc­ted over seas to Al­gi­ers. The news of which the fel­low was the bear­er was of such ur­gency that for twenty hours without in­ter­mis­sion the slaves had toiled at the oars of Biskaine’s ves­sel—the cap­itana of his fleet—to bring her swiftly home.

			The Mor­isco had a cous­in—a New-Chris­ti­an like him­self, and like him­self, it would ap­pear, still a Muslim at heart—who was em­ployed in the Span­ish treas­ury at Malaga. This man had know­ledge that a gal­ley was fit­ting out for sea to con­vey to Naples the gold destined for the pay of the Span­ish troops in gar­ris­on there. Through parsi­mony this treas­ure gal­ley was to be af­forded no es­cort, but was un­der or­ders to hug the coast of Europe, where she should be safe from all pir­at­ic­al sur­prise. It was judged that she would be ready to put to sea in a week, and the Mor­isco had set out at once to bring word of it to his Al­ger­ine brethren that they might in­ter­cept and cap­ture her.

			As­ad thanked the young Mor­isco for his news, bade him be housed and cared for, and prom­ised him a hand­some share of the plun­der should the treas­ure gal­ley be cap­tured. That done he sent for Sakr-el-Bahr, whilst Mar­zak, who had been present at the in­ter­view, went with the tale of it to his moth­er, and be­held her fling in­to a pas­sion when he ad­ded that it was Sakr-el-Bahr had been summoned that he might be en­trus­ted with this fresh ex­ped­i­tion, thus prov­ing that all her crafty in­nu­en­does and in­sist­ent warn­ings had been so much wasted la­bour.

			With Mar­zak fol­low­ing at her heels, she swept like a fury in­to the darkened room where As­ad took his ease.

			“What is this I hear, O my lord?” she cried, in tone and man­ner more the European shrew than the sub­missive East­ern slave. “Is Sakr-el-Bahr to go upon this ex­ped­i­tion against the treas­ure gal­ley of Spain?”

			Re­clin­ing on his di­van he looked her up and down with a lan­guid eye. “Dost know of any bet­ter fit­ted to suc­ceed?” quoth he.

			“I know of one whom it is my lord’s duty to prefer to that for­eign ad­ven­turer. One who is en­tirely faith­ful and en­tirely to be trus­ted. One who does not at­tempt to re­tain for him­self a por­tion of the booty garnered in the name of Is­lam.”

			“Bah!” said As­ad. “Wilt thou talk forever of those two slaves? And who may be this par­agon of thine?”

			“Mar­zak,” she answered fiercely, fling­ing out an arm to drag for­ward her son. “Is he to waste his youth here in soft­ness and idle­ness? But yes­ternight that rib­ald mocked him with his lack of scars. Shall he take scars in the orch­ard of the Kas­bah here? Is he to be con­tent with those that come from the scratch of a bramble, or is he to learn to be a fight­er and lead­er of the Chil­dren of the Faith that him­self he may fol­low in the path his fath­er trod?”

			“Wheth­er he so fol­lows,” said As­ad, “is as the Sul­tan of Ist­am­bul, the Sub­lime Portal, shall de­cree. We are but his vice­ger­ents here.”

			“But shall the Grand Sul­tan ap­point him to suc­ceed thee if thou hast not equipped him so to do? I cry shame on thee, O fath­er of Mar­zak, for that thou art lack­ing in due pride in thine own son.”

			“May Al­lah give me pa­tience with thee! Have I not said that he is still over young.”

			“At his age thy­self thou wert upon the seas, serving with the great Ochi­ali.”

			“At his age I was, by the fa­vour of Al­lah, taller and stronger than is he. I cher­ish him too dearly to let him go forth and per­chance be lost to me be­fore his strength is full grown.”

			“Look at him,” she com­manded. “He is a man, As­ad, and such a son as an­oth­er might take pride in. Is it not time he girt a scim­it­ar about his waist and trod the poop of one of thy gal­leys?”

			“In­deed, in­deed, O my fath­er!” begged Mar­zak him­self.

			“What?” barked the old Moor. “And is it so? And wouldst thou go forth then against the Span­iard? What know­ledge hast thou that shall equip thee for such a task?”

			“What can his know­ledge be since his fath­er has nev­er been con­cerned to school him?” re­turned Fen­zileh. “Dost thou sneer at short­com­ings that are the nat­ur­al fruits of thine own omis­sions?”

			“I will be pa­tient with thee,” said As­ad, show­ing every sign of los­ing pa­tience. “I will ask thee only if in thy judg­ment he is in case to win a vic­tory for Is­lam? An­swer me straightly now.”

			“Straightly I an­swer thee that he is not. And, as straightly, I tell thee that it is full time he were. Thy duty is to let him go upon this ex­ped­i­tion that he may learn the trade that lies be­fore him.”

			As­ad con­sidered a mo­ment. Then: “Be it so,” he answered slowly. “Shalt set forth, then, with Sakr-el-Bahr, my son.”

			“With Sakr-el-Bahr?” cried Fen­zilch aghast.

			“I could find him no bet­ter pre­cept­or.”

			“Shall thy son go forth as the ser­vant of an­oth­er?”

			“As the pu­pil,” As­ad amended. “What else?”

			“Were I a man, O foun­tain of my soul,” said she, “and had I a son, none but my­self should be his pre­cept­or. I should so mould and fash­ion him that he should be an­oth­er me. That, O my dear lord, is thy duty to Mar­zak. En­trust not his train­ing to an­oth­er and to one whom des­pite thy love for him I can­not trust. Go forth thy­self upon this ex­ped­i­tion with Mar­zak here for thy kayia.”

			As­ad frowned. “I grow too old,” he said. “I have not been upon the seas these two years past. Who can say that I may not have lost the art of vic­tory. No, no.” He shook his head, and his face grew over­cast and softened by wist­ful­ness. “Sakr-el-Bahr com­mands this time, and if Mar­zak goes, he goes with him.”

			“My lord. …” she began, then checked. A Nu­bi­an had entered to an­nounce that Sakr-el-Bahr was come and was await­ing the or­ders of his lord in the court­yard. As­ad rose in­stantly and for all that Fen­zileh, greatly dar­ing as ever, would still have de­tained him, he shook her off im­pa­tiently, and went out.

			She watched his de­par­ture with an­ger in those dark lovely eyes of hers, an an­ger that went near to film­ing them in tears, and after he had passed out in­to the glar­ing sun­shine bey­ond the door, a si­lence dwelt in the cool darkened cham­ber—a si­lence dis­turbed only by dis­tant trills of sil­very laughter from the less­er wo­men of the Basha’s house. The sound jarred her taut nerves. She moved with an oath and beat her hands to­geth­er. To an­swer her came a negress, lithe and mus­cu­lar as a wrest­ler and na­ked to the waist; the slave ring in her ear was of massive gold.

			“Bid them make an end of that screech­ing,” she snapped to vent some of her fierce petu­lance. “Tell them I will have the rods to them if they again dis­turb me.”

			The negress went out, and si­lence fol­lowed, for those oth­er less­er ladies of the Basha’s har­em were more obed­i­ent to the com­mands of Fen­zileh than to those of the Basha him­self.

			Then she drew her son to the fret­ted lat­tice com­mand­ing the court­yard, a screen from be­hind which they could see and hear all that passed out yon­der. As­ad was speak­ing, in­form­ing Sakr-el-Bahr of what he had learnt, and what there was to do.

			“How soon canst thou put to sea again?” he ended.

			“As soon as the ser­vice of Al­lah and thy­self re­quire,” was the prompt an­swer.

			“It is well, my son.” As­ad laid a hand, af­fec­tion­ately upon the cor­sair’s shoulder, en­tirely conquered by this read­i­ness. “Best set out at sun­rise to­mor­row. Thou’lt need so long to make thee ready for the sea.”

			“Then by thy leave I go forth­with to give or­ders to pre­pare,” replied Sakr-el-Bahr, for all that he was a little troubled in his mind by this need to de­part again so soon.

			“What gal­leys shalt thou take?”

			“To cap­ture one gal­ley of Spain? My own gale­asse, no more; she will be full equal to such an en­ter­prise, and I shall be the bet­ter able, then, to lurk and take cov­er—a thing which might well prove im­possible with a fleet.”

			“Ay—thou art wise in thy dar­ing,” As­ad ap­proved him. “May Al­lah prosper thee upon the voy­age.”

			“Have I thy leave to go?”

			“A mo­ment yet. There is my son Mar­zak. He is ap­proach­ing man­hood, and it is time he entered the ser­vice of Al­lah and the State. It is my de­sire that he sail as thy lieu­ten­ant on this voy­age, and that thou be his pre­cept­or even as I was thine of old.”

			Now here was some­thing that pleased Sakr-el-Bahr as little as it pleased Mar­zak. Know­ing the bit­ter enmity borne him by the son of Fen­zileh he had every cause to fear trouble if this pro­ject of As­ad’s were real­ized.

			“As I was thine of old!” he answered with crafty wist­ful­ness. “Wilt thou not put to sea with us to­mor­row, O As­ad? There is none like thee in all Is­lam, and what a joy were it not to stand be­side thee on the prow as of old when we grapple with the Span­iard.”

			As­ad con­sidered him. “Dost thou, too, urge this?” quoth he.

			“Have oth­ers urged it?” The man’s sharp wits, rendered still sharp­er by his suf­fer­ings, were cut­ting deeply and swiftly in­to this mat­ter. “They did well, but none could have urged it more fer­vently than I, for none knows so well as I the joy of battle against the in­fi­del un­der thy com­mand and the glory of pre­vail­ing in thy sight. Come, then, my lord, upon this en­ter­prise, and be thy­self thine own son’s pre­cept­or since ’tis the highest hon­our thou canst be­stow upon him.”

			Thought­fully As­ad stroked his long white beard, his eagle eyes grow­ing nar­row. “Thou temptest me, by Al­lah!”

			“Let me do more. …”

			“Nay, more thou canst not. I am old and worn, and I am needed here. Shall an old li­on hunt a young gazelle? Peace, peace! The sun has set upon my fight­ing day. Let the brood of fight­ers I have raised up keep that which my arm conquered and main­tain my name and the glory of the Faith upon the seas.” He leaned upon Sakr-el-Bahr’s shoulder and sighed, his eyes wist­fully dreamy. “It were a fond ad­ven­ture in good truth. But no … I am re­solved. Go thou and take Mar­zak with thee, and bring him safely home again.”

			“I should not re­turn my­self else,” was the an­swer. “But my trust is in the All-know­ing.”

			Upon that he de­par­ted, dis­sem­bling his pro­found vex­a­tion both at the voy­age and the com­pany, and went to bid Oth­mani make ready his great gale­asse, equip­ping it with car­ron­ades, three hun­dred slaves to row it, and three hun­dred fight­ing men.

			As­ad-ed-Din re­turned to that darkened room in the Kas­bah over­look­ing the court­yard, where Fen­zileh and Mar­zak still lingered. He went to tell them that in com­pli­ance with the de­sires of both Mar­zak should go forth to prove him­self upon this ex­ped­i­tion.

			But where he had left im­pa­tience he found thinly veiled wrath.

			“O sun that warms me,” Fen­zileh greeted him, and from long ex­per­i­ence he knew that the more en­dear­ing were her epi­thets the more vi­cious was her mood, “do then my coun­sels weigh as naught with thee, are they but as the dust upon thy shoes?”

			“Less,” said As­ad, pro­voked out of his ha­bitu­al in­dul­gence of her li­cences of speech.

			“That is the truth, in­deed!” she cried, bow­ing her head, whilst be­hind her the hand­some face of her son was over­cast.

			“It is,” As­ad agreed. “At dawn, Mar­zak, thou set­test forth upon the gale­asse of Sakr-el-Bahr to take the seas un­der his tu­tel­age and to emu­late the skill and valour that have rendered him the stoutest bul­wark of Is­lam, the very javelin of Al­lah.”

			But Mar­zak felt that in this mat­ter his moth­er was to be sup­por­ted, whilst his de­test­a­tion of this ad­ven­turer who threatened to usurp the place that should rightly be his own spurred him to mad lengths of dar­ing.

			“When I take the seas with that dog-des­cen­ded Nas­rani,” he answered hoarsely, “he shall be where rightly he be­longs—at the row­ers’ bench.”

			“How?” It was a bel­low of rage. Upon the word As­ad swung to con­front his son, and his face, sud­denly in­flamed, was so cruel and evil in its ex­pres­sion that it ter­ri­fied that in­triguing pair. “By the beard of the Proph­et! what words are these to me?” He ad­vanced upon Mar­zak un­til Fen­zileh in sud­den ter­ror stepped between and faced him, like a li­on­ess spring­ing to de­fend her cub. But the Basha, en­raged now by this want of sub­mis­sion in his son, en­raged both against that son and the moth­er who he knew had promp­ted him, caught her in his sinewy old hands, and flung her furi­ously aside, so that she stumbled and fell in a pant­ing heap amid the cush­ions of her di­van.

			“The curse of Al­lah upon thee!” he screamed, and Mar­zak re­coiled be­fore him. “Has this pre­sump­tu­ous hellcat who bore thee taught thee to stand be­fore my face, to tell me what thou wilt and wilt not do? By the Kor­an! too long have I en­dured her evil for­eign ways, and now it seems she has taught thee how to tread them after her and how to beard thy very fath­er! To­mor­row thou’lt take the sea with Sakr-el-Bahr, I have said it. An­oth­er word and thou’lt go aboard his gale­asse even as thou saidst should be the case with him—at the row­ers’ bench, to learn sub­mis­sion un­der the slave mas­ter’s whip.”

			Ter­ri­fied, Mar­zak stood numb and si­lent, scarcely dar­ing to draw breath. Nev­er in all his life had he seen his fath­er in a rage so roy­al. Yet it seemed to in­spire no fear in Fen­zileh, that con­gen­it­al shrew whose tongue not even the threat of rods or hooks could si­lence.

			“I shall pray Al­lah to re­store sight to thy soul, O fath­er of Mar­zak,” she panted, “to teach thee to dis­crim­in­ate between those that love thee and the self-seekers that ab­use thy trust.”

			“How!” he roared at her. “Art not yet done?”

			“Nor ever shall be un­til I am lain dumb in death for hav­ing coun­selled thee out of my great love, O light of these poor eyes of mine.”

			“Main­tain this tone,” he said, with con­cen­trated an­ger, “and that will soon be­fall.”

			“I care not so that the sleek mask be plucked from the face of that dog-des­cen­ded Sakr-el-Bahr. May Al­lah break his bones! What of those slaves of his—those two from Eng­land, O As­ad? I am told that one is a wo­man, tall and of that white beauty which is the gift of Eb­lis to these North­ern­ers. What is his pur­pose with her—that he would not show her in the sôk as the law pre­scribes, but comes slink­ing here to beg thee set aside the law for him? Ha! I talk in vain. I have shown thee graver things to prove his vile dis­loy­alty, and yet thou’lt fawn upon him whilst thy fangs are bared to thine own son.”

			He ad­vanced upon her, stooped, caught her by the wrist, and heaved her up.

			His face showed grey un­der its deep tan. His as­pect ter­ri­fied her at last and made an end of her reck­less for­ward cour­age.

			He raised his voice to call.

			“Ya anta! Ay­oub!”

			She gasped, liv­id in her turn with sud­den ter­ror. “My lord, my lord!” she whimpered. “Stream of my life, be not angry! What wilt thou do?”

			He smiled evilly. “Do?” he growled. “What I should have done ten years ago and more. We’ll have the rods to thee.” And again he called, more in­sist­ently—“Ay­oub!”

			“My lord, my lord!” she gasped in shud­der­ing hor­ror now that at last she found him set upon the thing to which so of­ten she had dared him. “Pity! Pity!” She grov­elled and em­braced his knees. “In the name of the Pity­ing the Pi­ti­ful be mer­ci­ful upon the ex­cesses to which my love for thee may have driv­en this poor tongue of mine. O my sweet lord! O fath­er of Mar­zak!”

			Her dis­tress, her beauty, and per­haps, more than either, her un­usu­al hu­mil­ity and sub­mis­sion may have moved him. For even as at that mo­ment Ay­oub—the sleek and portly eu­nuch, who was her waz­eer and cham­ber­lain—loomed in the in­ner door­way, sa­laam­ing, he van­ished again upon the in­stant, dis­missed by a per­emp­tory wave of the Basha’s hand.

			As­ad looked down upon her, sneer­ing. “That at­ti­tude be­comes thee best,” he said. “Con­tin­ue it in fu­ture.” Con­temp­tu­ously he shook him­self free of her grasp, turned and stalked majestic­ally out, wear­ing his an­ger like a roy­al mantle, and leav­ing be­hind him two ter­ror-shaken be­ings, who felt as if they had looked over the very edge of death.

			There was a long si­lence between them. Then at long length Fen­zileh rose and crossed to the meshr­abiyah—the lat­ticed win­dow-box. She opened it and took from one of its shelves an earth­en­ware jar, placed there so as to re­ceive the slight­est breeze. From it she poured wa­ter in­to a little cup and drank greed­ily. That she could per­form this meni­al ser­vice for her­self when a mere clap­ping of hands would have brought slaves to min­is­ter to her need be­trayed some­thing of her dis­ordered state of mind.

			She slammed the in­ner lat­tice and turned to Mar­zak.

			“And now?” quoth she.

			“Now?” said the lad.

			“Ay, what now? What are we to do? Are we to lie crushed un­der his rage un­til we are ruined in­deed? He is be­witched. That jack­al has en­chanted him, so that he must deem well done all that is done by him. Al­lah guide us here, Mar­zak, or thou’lt be trampled in­to dust by Sakr-el-Bahr.”

			Mar­zak hung his head; slowly he moved to the di­van and flung him­self down upon its pil­lows; there he lay prone, his hands cup­ping his chin, his heels in the air.

			“What can I do?” he asked at last.

			“That is what I most de­sire to know. Some­thing must be done, and soon. May his bones rot! If he lives thou art des­troyed.”

			“Ay,” said Mar­zak, with sud­den vigour and sig­ni­fic­ance. “If he lives!” And he sat up. “Whilst we plan and plot, and our plans and plots come to naught save to pro­voke the an­ger of my fath­er, we might be bet­ter em­ployed in tak­ing the short­er way.”

			She stood in the middle of the cham­ber, pon­der­ing him with gloomy eyes.

			“I too have thought of that,” said she. “I could hire me men to do the thing for a hand­ful of gold. But the risk of it. …”

			“Where would be the risk once he is dead?”

			“He might pull us down with him, and then what would our profit be in his death? Thy fath­er would avenge him ter­ribly.”

			“If it were craft­ily done we should not be dis­covered.”

			“Not be dis­covered?” she echoed, and laughed without mirth. “How young and blind thou art, O Mar­zak! We should be the first to be sus­pec­ted. I have made no secret of my hate of him, and the people do not love me. They would urge thy fath­er to do justice even were he him­self averse to it, which I will not cred­it would be the case. This Sakr-el-Bahr—may Al­lah with­er him!—is a god in their eyes. Be­think thee of the wel­come giv­en him! What Basha re­turn­ing in tri­umph was ever greeted by the like? These vic­tor­ies that for­tune has vouch­safed him have made them ac­count him di­vinely fa­voured and pro­tec­ted. I tell thee, Mar­zak, that did thy fath­er die to­mor­row Sakr-el-Bahr would be pro­claimed Basha of Al­gi­ers in his stead, and woe betide us then. And As­ad-ed-Din grows old. True, he does not go forth to fight. He clings to life and may last long. But if he should not, and if Sakr-el-Bahr should still walk the earth when thy fath­er’s des­tiny is ful­filled, I dare not think what then will be thy fate and mine.”

			“May his grave be de­filed!” growled Matzak.

			“His grave?” said she. “The dif­fi­culty is to dig it for him without hurt to ourselves. Shait­an pro­tects the dog.”

			“May he make his bed in hell!” said Mar­zak.

			“To curse him will not help us. Up, Mar­zak, and con­sider how the thing is to be done.”

			Mar­zak came to his feet, nimble and supple as a grey­hound.

			“Listen now,” he said. “Since I must go this voy­age with him, per­chance upon the seas on some dark night op­por­tun­ity may serve me.”

			“Wait! Let me con­sider it. Al­lah guide me to find some way!” She beat her hands to­geth­er and bade the slave girl who answered her to sum­mon her waz­eer Ay­oub, and bid a lit­ter be pre­pared for her. “We’ll to the sôk, O Mar­zak, and see these slaves of his. Who knows but that some­thing may be done by means of them! Guile will serve us bet­ter than mere strength against that mis­be­got­ten son of shame.”

			“May his house be des­troyed!” said Mar­zak.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Com­pet­it­ors

			
			The open space be­fore the gates of the Sôk-el-Abeed was thronged with a mot­ley, jost­ling, noisy crowd that at every mo­ment was be­ing swelled by the hu­man streams pour­ing to mingle in it from the de­bauch­ing labyrinth of nar­row, un­paved streets.

			There were brown-skinned Ber­bers in black goath­air cloaks that were made in one piece with a cowl and dec­or­ated by a loz­enge of red or or­ange col­our on the back, their shaven heads en­cased in skullcaps or simply bound in a cord of plaited camel­hair; there were black Saharowi who went al­most na­ked, and stately Ar­abs who seemed over­muffled in their flow­ing robes of white with the cowls over­shad­ow­ing their swarthy, finely fea­tured faces; there were dig­ni­fied and pros­per­ous-look­ing Moors in brightly col­oured sel­hams astride of sleek mules that were richly ca­par­isoned; and there were Tagar­eenes, the ban­ished Moors of An­dalusia, most of whom fol­lowed the trade of slave-deal­ers; there were nat­ive Jews in sombre black djel­labas, and Chris­ti­an-Jews—so-called be­cause bred in Chris­ti­an coun­tries, whose gar­ments they still wore; there were Le­vantine Turks, splen­did of dress and ar­rog­ant of de­mean­our, and there were humble Colol­ies, Kabyles and Bis­car­ies. Here a wa­ter seller, laden with his goat­skin ves­sel, tinkled his little bell; there an or­ange hawker, bal­an­cing a bas­ket of the golden fruit upon his ragged turban, bawled his wares. There were men on foot and men on mules, men on don­keys and men on slim Ar­ab horses, an ever-shift­ing med­ley of col­ours, all jost­ling, laugh­ing, curs­ing in the ar­dent Afric­an sun­shine un­der the blue sky where pi­geons circled. In the shad­ow of the yel­low tapia wall squat­ted a line of whin­ing beg­gars and cripples so­li­cit­ing alms; near the gates a little space had been cleared and an audi­ence had gathered in a ring about a Med­dah—a beg­gar-troubadour—who, to the ac­com­pani­ment of gim­bri and gaita from two aco­lytes, chanted a dole­ful bal­lad in a thin, nas­al voice.

			Those of the crowd who were pat­rons of the mar­ket held stead­ily amain, and, leav­ing their mounts out­side, passed through the gates through which there was no ad­mit­tance for mere idlers and mean folk. With­in the vast quad­rangu­lar space of bare, dry ground, en­closed by dust-col­oured walls, there was more space. The sale of slaves had not yet be­gun and was not due to be­gin for an­oth­er hour, and mean­while a little trad­ing was be­ing done by those mer­chants who had ob­tained the coveted right to set up their booths against the walls; they were vendors of wool, of fruit, of spices, and one or two traded in jew­els and trinkets for the ad­orn­ment of the Faith­ful.

			A well was sunk in the middle of the ground, a con­sid­er­able oc­ta­gon with a low para­pet in three steps. Upon the neth­er­most of these sat an aged, bearded Jew in a black djel­laba, his head swathed in a col­oured ker­chief. Upon his knees re­posed a broad, shal­low black box, di­vided in­to com­part­ments, each filled with less­er gems and rare stones, which he was of­fer­ing for sale; about him stood a little group of young Moors and one or two Turk­ish of­ficers, with sev­er­al of whom the old Is­rael­ite was hag­gling at once.

			The whole of the north­ern wall was oc­cu­pied by a long pent­house, its con­tents com­pletely masked by cur­tains of camel­hair; from be­hind it pro­ceeded a sub­dued mur­mur of hu­man voices. These were the pens in which were con­fined the slaves to be offered for sale that day. Be­fore the cur­tains, on guard, stood some dozen cor­sairs with at­tend­ant negro slaves.

			Bey­ond and above the wall glistened the white dome of a za­w­iya, flanked by a spearl­ike min­aret and the tall heads of a few date palms whose long leaves hung mo­tion­less in the hot air.

			Sud­denly in the crowd bey­ond the gates there was a com­mo­tion. From one of the streets six co­lossal Nu­bi­ans ad­vanced with shouts of—

			“Oâk! Oâk! Warda! Way! Make way!”

			They were armed with great staves, grasped in their two hands, and with these they broke a path through that mot­ley press, hurl­ing men to right and left and earn­ing a shower of curses in re­turn.

			“Balâk! Make way! Way for the Lord As­ad-ed-Din, the ex­al­ted of Al­lah! Way!”

			The crowd, press­ing back, went down upon its knees and grov­elled as As­ad-ed-Din on a milk-white mule rode for­ward, es­cor­ted by Tsamanni his waz­eer and a cloud of black-robed jan­is­sar­ies with flash­ing scim­it­ars.

			The curses that had greeted the vi­ol­ence of his negroes were sud­denly si­lenced; in­stead, bless­ings as fer­vent filled the air.

			“May Al­lah in­crease thy might! May Al­lah lengthen thy days! The bless­ings of our Lord Muhammad upon thee! Al­lah send thee more vic­tor­ies!” were the be­ne­dic­tions that showered upon him on every hand. He re­turned them as be­came a man who was su­premely pi­ous and de­vout.

			“The peace of Al­lah upon the Faith­ful of the Proph­et’s House,” he would mur­mur in re­sponse from time to time, un­til at last he had reached the gates. There he bade Tsamanni fling a purse to the crouch­ing beg­gars—for is it not writ­ten in the Most Per­spicu­ous Book that of alms ye shall be­stow what ye can spare, for such as are saved from their own greed shall prosper, and whatever ye give in alms, as seek­ing the face of Al­lah shall be doubled un­to you?

			Sub­missive to the laws as the mean­est of his sub­jects, As­ad dis­moun­ted and passed on foot in­to the sôk. He came to a halt by the well, and, fa­cing the cur­tained pent­house, he blessed the kneel­ing crowd and com­manded all to rise.

			He beckoned Sakr-el-Bahr’s of­ficer Ali—who was in charge of the slaves of the cor­sair’s latest raid and an­nounced his will to in­spect the cap­tives. At a sign from Ali, the negroes flung aside the camel­hair cur­tains and let the fierce sun­light beat in upon those pent-up wretches; they were not only the cap­tives taken by Sakr-el-Bahr, but some oth­ers who were the res­ult of one or two less­er raids by Biskaine.

			As­ad be­held a huddle of men and wo­men—though the pro­por­tion of wo­men was very small—of all ages, races, and con­di­tions; there were pale fair-haired men from France or the North, olive-skinned Itali­ans and swarthy Span­iards, negroes and half-castes; there were old men, young men and mere chil­dren, some hand­somely dressed, some al­most na­ked, oth­ers hung with rags. In the hope­less de­jec­tion of their coun­ten­ances alone was there any uni­form­ity. But it was not a de­jec­tion that could awaken pity in the pi­ous heart of As­ad. They were un­be­liev­ers who would nev­er look upon the face of God’s Proph­et, ac­cursed and un­worthy of any ten­der­ness from man. For a mo­ment his glance was held by a lovely black-haired Span­ish girl, who sat with her locked hands held fast between her knees, in an at­ti­tude of in­tense des­pair and suf­fer­ing—the glory of her eyes in­creased and mag­ni­fied by the dark brown stains of sleep­less­ness sur­round­ing them. Lean­ing on Tsamanni’s arm, he stood con­sid­er­ing her for a little while; then his glance trav­elled on. Sud­denly he tightened his grasp of Tsamanni’s arm and a quick in­terest leapt in­to his sal­low face.

			On the up­per­most tier of the pen that he was fa­cing sat a very glory of wo­man­hood, such a wo­man as he had heard tell ex­is­ted but the like of which he had nev­er yet be­held. She was tall and grace­ful as a cypress-tree; her skin was white as milk, her eyes two darkest sap­phires, her head of a cop­pery golden that seemed to glow like met­al as the sun­light caught it. She was dressed in a close gown of white, the bod­ice cut low and re­veal­ing the im­macu­late love­li­ness of her neck.

			As­ad-ed-Din turned to Ali. “What pearl is this that hath been cast upon this dung-heap?” he asked.

			“She is the wo­man our lord Sakr-el-Bahr car­ried off from Eng­land.”

			Slowly the Basha’s eyes re­turned to con­sider her, and in­sens­ible though she had deemed her­self by now, he saw her cheeks slowly red­den­ing un­der the cold in­sult of his steady, in­sist­ent glance. The glow heightened her beauty, ef­fa­cing the wear­i­ness which the face had worn.

			“Bring her forth,” said the Basha shortly.

			She was seized by two of the negroes, and to avoid be­ing roughly handled by them she came at once, bra­cing her­self to bear with dig­nity whatever might await her. A golden-haired young man be­side her, his face hag­gard and stubbled with a beard of some growth, looked up in alarm as she was taken from his side. Then, with a groan, he made as if to clutch her, but a rod fell upon his raised arms and beat them down.

			As­ad was thought­ful. It was Fen­zileh who had bid­den him come look at the in­fi­del maid whom Sakr-el-Bahr had risked so much to snatch from Eng­land, sug­gest­ing that in her he would be­hold some proof of the bad faith which she was forever ur­ging against the cor­sair lead­er. He be­held the wo­man, but he dis­covered about her no such signs as Fen­zileh had sug­ges­ted he must find, nor in­deed did he look for any. Out of curi­os­ity had he obeyed her prompt­ing. But that and all else were for­got­ten now in the con­tem­pla­tion of this noble en­sample of North­ern wo­man­hood, statuesque al­most in her ter­rible re­straint.

			He put forth a hand to touch her arm, and she drew it back as if his fin­gers were of fire.

			He sighed. “How in­scrut­able are the ways of Al­lah, that He should suf­fer so lus­cious a fruit to hang from the foul tree of in­fi­del­ity!”

			Tsamanni watch­ing him craft­ily, a mas­ter sy­co­phant pro­foundly learned in the art of play­ing upon his mas­ter’s moods, made an­swer:

			“Even so per­chance that a Faith­ful of the Proph­et’s House may pluck it. Ver­ily all things are pos­sible to the One!”

			“Yet is it not set down in the Book to be Read that the daugh­ters of the in­fi­del are not for true be­liev­ers?” And again he sighed.

			But Tsamanni know­ing full well how the Basha would like to be answered, trimmed his reply to that de­sire.

			“Al­lah is great, and what hath be­fallen once may well be­fall again, my lord.”

			As­ad’s kind­ling eyes flashed a glance at his waz­eer.

			“Thou mean­est Fen­zileh. But then, by the mercy of Al­lah, I was rendered the in­stru­ment of her en­light­en­ment.”

			“It may well be writ­ten that thou shalt be the same again, my lord,” mur­mured the in­si­di­ous Tsamanni. There was more stir­ring in his mind than the mere de­sire to play the courtier now. ’Twixt Fen­zileh and him­self there had long been a feud be­got­ten of the jeal­ousy which each in­spired in the oth­er where As­ad was con­cerned. Were Fen­zileh re­moved the waz­eer’s in­flu­ence must grow and spread to his own profit. It was a thing of which he had of­ten dreamed, but a dream he feared that was nev­er like to be real­ized, for As­ad was age­ing, and the fires that had burned so fiercely in his earli­er years seemed now to have con­sumed in him all thought of wo­men. Yet here was one as by a mir­acle, of a beauty so amaz­ing and so di­verse from any that ever yet had feasted the Basha’s sight, that plainly she had ac­ted as a charm upon his senses.

			“She is white as the snows upon the At­las, lus­cious as the dates of Ta­filalt,” he mur­mured fondly, his gleam­ing eyes con­sid­er­ing her what time she stood im­mov­able be­fore him. Sud­denly he looked about him, and wheeled upon Tsamanni, his man­ner swiftly be­com­ing charged with an­ger.

			“Her face has been bared to a thou­sand eyes and more,” he cried.

			“Even that has been so be­fore,” replied Tsamanni.

			And then quite sud­denly at their el­bow a voice that was nat­ur­ally soft and mu­sic­al of ac­cent but now rendered harsh, cut in to ask:

			“What wo­man may this be?”

			Startled, both the Basha and his waz­eer swung round. Fen­zileh, be­com­ingly veiled and hooded, stood be­fore them, es­cor­ted by Mar­zak. A little be­hind them were the eu­nuchs and the lit­ter in which, un­per­ceived by As­ad, she had been borne thith­er. Be­side the lit­ter stood her waz­eer Ay­oub-el-Sa­m­in.

			As­ad scowled down upon her, for he had not yet re­covered from the re­sent­ment she and Mar­zak had pro­voked in him. Moreover, that in private she should be lack­ing in the re­spect which was his due was evil enough, though he had tol­er­ated it. But that she should make so bold as to thrust in and ques­tion him in this per­emp­tory fash­ion be­fore all the world was more than his dig­nity could suf­fer. Nev­er yet had she dared so much nor would she have dared it now but that her sud­den anxi­ety had ef­faced all cau­tion from her mind. She had seen the look with which As­ad had been con­sid­er­ing that lovely slave, and not only jeal­ousy but pos­it­ive fear awoke in her. Her hold upon As­ad was grow­ing tenu­ous. To snap it ut­terly no more was ne­ces­sary than that he who of late years had scarce be­stowed a thought or glance upon a wo­man should be taken with the fancy to bring some new re­cruit to his har­em.

			Hence her des­per­ate, reck­less cour­age to stand thus be­fore him now, for al­though her face was veiled there was hardy ar­rog­ance in every line of her fig­ure. Of his scowl she took no slight­est heed.

			“If this be the slave fetched by Sakr-el-Bahr from Eng­land, then ru­mour has lied to me,” she said. “I vow it was scarce worth so long a voy­age and the en­dan­ger­ing so many valu­able Muslim lives to fetch this yel­low-faced, long-shanked daugh­ter of per­di­tion in­to Bar­bary.”

			As­ad’s sur­prise beat down his an­ger. He was not subtle.

			“Yel­low-faced? Long-shanked?” quoth he. Then read­ing Fen­zileh at last, he dis­played a slow, crooked smile. “Already have I ob­served thee to grow hard of hear­ing, and now thy sight is fail­ing too, it seems. As­suredly thou art grow­ing old.” And he looked her over with such an eye of dis­pleas­ure that she re­coiled.

			He stepped close up to her. “Too long already hast thou queened it in my har­em with thine in­fi­del, Frank­ish ways,” he muttered, so that none but those im­me­di­ately about over­heard his angry words. “Thou art be­come a very scan­dal in the eyes of the Faith­ful,” he ad­ded very grimly. “It were well, per­haps, that we amended that.”

			Ab­ruptly then he turned away, and by a ges­ture he ordered Ali to re­turn the slave to her place among the oth­ers. Lean­ing on the arm of Tsamanni he took some steps to­wards the en­trance, then hal­ted, and turned again to Fen­zileh:

			“To thy lit­ter,” he bade her per­emp­tor­ily, re­buk­ing her thus be­fore all, “and get thee to the house as be­comes a seemly Muslim wo­man. Nor ever again let thy­self be seen rov­ing the pub­lic places afoot.”

			She obeyed him in­stantly, without a mur­mur; and he him­self lingered at the gates with Tsamanni un­til her lit­ter had passed out, es­cor­ted by Ay­oub and Mar­zak walk­ing each on one side of it and neither dar­ing to meet the angry eye of the Basha.

			As­ad looked sourly after that lit­ter, a sneer on his heavy lips.

			“As her beauty wanes so her pre­sump­tion waxes,” he growled. “She is grow­ing old, Tsamanni—old and lean and shrew­ish, and no fit mate for a Mem­ber of the Proph­et’s House. It were per­haps a pleas­ing thing in the sight of Al­lah that we re­placed her.” And then, re­fer­ring ob­vi­ously to that oth­er one, his eye turn­ing to­wards the pent­house the cur­tains of which were drawn again, he changed his tone.

			“Didst thou mark, O Tsamanni, with what a grace she moved?—lithely and nobly as a young gazelle. Ver­ily, so much beauty was nev­er cre­ated by the All-Wise to be cast in­to the Pit.”

			“May it not have been sent to com­fort some true be­liev­er?” wondered the subtle waz­eer. “To Al­lah all things are pos­sible.”

			“Why else, in­deed?” said As­ad. “It was writ­ten; and even as none may ob­tain what is not writ­ten, so none may avoid what is. I am re­solved. Stay thou here, Tsamanni. Re­main for the out­cry and pur­chase her. She shall be taught the True Faith. She shall be saved from the fur­nace.” The com­mand had come, the thing that Tsamanni had so ar­dently de­sired.

			He licked his lips. “And the price, my lord?” he asked, in a small voice.

			“Price?” quoth As­ad. “Have I not bid thee pur­chase her? Bring her to me, though her price be a thou­sand philips.”

			“A thou­sand philips!” echoed Tsamanni amazed. “Al­lah is great!”

			But already As­ad had left his side and passed out un­der the arched gateay, where the crowd was grov­el­ling anew at the sight of him.

			It was a fine thing for As­ad to bid him re­main for the sale. But the dalal would part with no slave un­til the money was forth­com­ing, and Tsamanni had no con­sid­er­able sum upon his per­son. There­fore in the wake of his mas­ter he set out forth­with to the Kas­bah. It wanted still an hour be­fore the sale would be held and he had time and to spare in which to go and re­turn.

			It happened, how­ever, that Tsamanni was ma­li­cious, and that the hatred of Fen­zileh which so long he had con­sumed in si­lence and dis­sembled un­der fawn­ing smiles and pro­found sa­laams in­cluded also her ser­vants. There was none in all the world of whom he en­ter­tained a great­er con­tempt than her sleek and greasy eu­nuch Ay­oub-el-Sa­m­in of the majest­ic, rolling gait and fat, su­per­cili­ous lips.

			It was writ­ten, too, that in the court­yard of the Kas­bah he should stumble upon Ay­oub, who in­deed had by his mis­tress’s com­mands been set to watch for the waz­eer. The fat fel­low rolled for­ward, his hands sup­port­ing his paunch, his little eyes agleam.

			“Al­lah in­crease thy health, Tsamanni,” was his cour­teous greet­ing. “Thou bearest news?”

			“News? What news?” quoth Tsamanni. “In truth none that will glad­den thy mis­tress.”

			“Mer­ci­ful Al­lah! What now? Doth it con­cern that Frank­ish slave-girl?”

			Tsamanni smiled, a thing that angered Ay­oub, who felt that the ground he trod was be­com­ing in­sec­ure; it fol­lowed that if his mis­tress fell from in­flu­ence he fell with her, and be­came as the dust upon Tsamanni’s slip­pers.

			“By the Kor­an thou tremblest, Ay­oub!” Tsamanni mocked him. “Thy soft fat is all a-quiv­er­ing; and well it may, for thy days are numbered, O fath­er of noth­ing.”

			“Dost de­ride me, dog?” came the oth­er’s voice, shrill now with an­ger.

			“Callest me dog? Thou?” De­lib­er­ately Tsamanni spat upon his shad­ow. “Go tell thy mis­tress that I am bid­den by my lord to buy the Frank­ish girl. Tell her that my lord will take her to wife, even as he took Fen­zileh, that he may lead her in­to the True Be­lief and cheat Shait­an of so fair a jew­el. Add that I am bid­den to buy her though she cost my lord a thou­sand philips. Bear her that mes­sage, O fath­er of wind, and may Al­lah in­crease thy paunch!” And he was gone, lithe, act­ive, and mock­ing.

			“May thy sons per­ish and thy daugh­ters be­come har­lots,” roared the eu­nuch, maddened at once by this evil news and the in­sult with which it was ac­com­pan­ied.

			But Tsamanni only laughed, as he answered him over his shoulder—

			“May thy sons be sul­tans all, Ay­oub!”

			Quiv­er­ing still with a rage that en­tirely ob­lit­er­ated his alarm at what he had learnt, Ay­oub rolled in­to the pres­ence of his mis­tress with that evil mes­sage.

			She listened to him in a dumb white fury. Then she fell to re­vil­ing her lord and the slave-girl in a breath, and called upon Al­lah to break their bones and black­en their faces and rot their flesh with all the fer­vour of one born and bred in the True Faith. When she re­covered from that burst of fury it was to sit brood­ing awhile. At length she sprang up and bade Ay­oub see that none lurked to listen about the door­ways.

			“We must act, Ay­oub, and act swiftly, or I am des­troyed and with me will be des­troyed Mar­zak, who alone could not stand against his fath­er’s face. Sakr-el-Bahr will trample us in­to the dust.” She checked on a sud­den thought. “By Al­lah it may have been a part of his design to have brought hith­er that white-faced wench. But we must thwart him and we must thwart As­ad, or thou art ruined too, Ay­oub.”

			“Thwart him?” quoth her waz­eer, gap­ing at the swift en­ergy of mind and body with which this wo­man was en­dowed, the like of which he had nev­er seen in any wo­man yet. “Thwart him?” he re­peated.

			“First, Ay­oub, to place this Frank­ish girl bey­ond his reach.”

			“That is well thought—but how?”

			“How? Can thy wit sug­gest no way? Hast thou wits at all in that fat head of thine? Thou shalt out­bid Tsamanni, or, bet­ter still, set someone else to do it for thee, and so buy the girl for me. Then we’ll con­trive that she shall van­ish quietly and quickly be­fore As­ad can dis­cov­er a trace of her.”

			His face blanched, and the wattles about his jaws were shak­ing. “And … and the cost? Hast thou coun­ted the cost, O Fen­zileh? What will hap­pen when As­ad gains know­ledge of this thing?”

			“He shall gain no know­ledge of it,” she answered him. “Or if he does, the girl be­ing gone bey­ond re­call, he shall sub­mit him to what was writ­ten. Trust me to know how to bring him to it.”

			“Lady, lady!” he cried, and wrung his bunches of fat fin­gers. “I dare not en­gage in this!”

			“En­gage in what? If I bid thee go buy this girl, and give thee the money thou’lt re­quire, what else con­cerns thee, dog? What else is to be done, a man shall do. Come now, thou shalt have the money, all I have, which is a mat­ter of some fif­teen hun­dred philips, and what is not laid out upon this pur­chase thou shalt re­tain for thy­self.”

			He con­sidered an in­stant, and con­ceived that she was right. None could blame him for ex­ecut­ing the com­mands she gave him. And there would be profit in it, clearly—ay, and it would be sweet to out­bid that dog Tsamanni and send him empty-handed home to face the wrath of his frus­trated mas­ter.

			He spread his hands and sa­laamed in token of com­plete ac­qui­es­cence.

		
	
		
			
				X

				The Slave Mar­ket

			
			At the Sôk-el-Abeed it was the hour of the out­cry, an­nounced by a blast of trum­pets and the thud­ding of tom-toms. The traders that un­til then had been li­censed to ply with­in the en­clos­ure now put up the shut­ters of their little booths. The Hebrew ped­lar of gems closed his box and ef­faced him­self, leav­ing the steps about the well clear for the most prom­in­ent pat­rons of the mar­ket. These hastened to as­semble there, sur­round­ing it and fa­cing out­wards, whilst the rest of the crowd was ranged against the south­ern and west­ern walls of the en­clos­ure.

			Came negro wa­ter car­ri­ers in white turbans with as­pers­ers made of pal­metto leaves to sprinkle the ground and lay the dust against the tramp of slaves and buy­ers. The trum­pets ceased for an in­stant, then wound a fresh im­per­i­ous blast and fell per­man­ently si­lent. The crowd about the gates fell back to right and left, and very slowly and stately three tall dalals, dressed from head to foot in white and with im­macu­late turbans wound about their heads, ad­vanced in­to the open space. They came to a halt at the west­ern end of the long wall, the chief dalal stand­ing slightly in ad­vance of the oth­er two.

			The chat­ter­ing of voices sank upon their ad­vent, it be­came a hiss­ing whis­per, then a faint drone like that of bees, and then ut­ter si­lence. In the sol­emn and grave de­mean­our of the dalals there was some­thing al­most sa­cer­dot­al, so that when that si­lence fell upon the crowd the af­fair took on the as­pect of a sac­ra­ment.

			The chief dalal stood for­ward a mo­ment as if in an ab­strac­tion with down­cast eyes; then with hands out­stretched to catch a bless­ing he raised his voice and began to pray in a mono­ton­ous chant:

			“In the name of Al­lah the Pity­ing the Pi­ti­ful Who cre­ated man from clots of blood! All that is in the Heav­ens and in the Earth prais­eth Al­lah, Who is the Mighty, the Wise! His the king­dom of the Heav­ens and of the Earth. He maketh alive and kil­leth, and He hath power over all things. He is the first and the last, the seen and the un­seen, and He knoweth all things.”

			“Ameen,” in­toned the crowd.

			“The praise to Him who sent us Muhammad His Proph­et to give the world the True Be­lief, and curses upon Shait­an the stoned who wages war upon Al­lah and His chil­dren.”

			“Ameen.”

			“The bless­ings of Al­lah and our Lord Muhammad upon this mar­ket and upon all who may buy and sell herein, and may Al­lah in­crease their wealth and grant them length of days in which to praise Him.”

			“Ameen,” replied the crowd, as with a stir and rustle the close ranks re­laxed from the tense at­ti­tude of pray­er, and each man sought el­bow-room.

			The dalal beat his hands to­geth­er, whereupon the cur­tains were drawn aside and the huddled slaves dis­played—some three hun­dred in all, oc­cupy­ing three sev­er­al pens.

			In the front rank of the middle pen—the one con­tain­ing Ros­amund and Li­onel—stood a couple of stal­wart young Nu­bi­ans, sleek and mus­cu­lar, who looked on with com­pletest in­dif­fer­ence, no whit ap­palled by the fate which had haled them thith­er. They caught the eye of the dalal, and al­though the usu­al course was for a buy­er to in­dic­ate a slave he was pre­pared to pur­chase, yet to the end that good be­gin­ning should be promptly made, the dalal him­self poin­ted out that stal­wart pair to the cor­sairs who stood on guard. In com­pli­ance the two negroes were brought forth.

			“Here is a noble twain,” the dalal an­nounced, “strong of muscle and long of limb, as all may see, whom it were a shame­ful thing to sep­ar­ate. Who needs such a pair for strong la­bour let him say what he will give.” He set out on a slow cir­cuit of the well, the cor­sairs ur­ging the two slaves to fol­low him that all buy­ers might see and in­spect them.

			In the fore­most ranks of the crowd near the gate stood Ali, sent thith­er by Oth­mani to pur­chase a score of stout fel­lows re­quired to make up the con­tin­gent of the gale­asse of Sakr-el-Bahr. He had been strictly en­joined to buy naught but the stoutest stuff the mar­ket could af­ford—with one ex­cep­tion. Aboard that gale­asse they wanted no weak­lings who would trouble the boat­swain with their swoon­ings. Ali an­nounced his busi­ness forth­with.

			“I need such tall fel­lows for the oars of Sakr-el-Bahr,” said he with loud im­port­ance, thus draw­ing upon him­self the eyes of the as­sembly, and sun­ning him­self in the ad­mir­ing looks be­stowed upon one of the of­ficers of Oliv­er-Re­is, one of the rovers who were the pride of Is­lam and a sword-edge to the in­fi­del.

			“They were born to toil nobly at the oar, O Ali-Re­is,” replied the dalal in all solem­nity. “What wilt thou give for them?”

			“Two hun­dred philips for the twain.”

			The dalal paced sol­emnly on, the slaves fol­low­ing in his wake.

			“Two hun­dred philips am I offered for a pair of the lusti­est slaves that by the fa­vour of Al­lah were ever brought in­to this mar­ket. Who will say fifty philips more?”

			A portly Moor in a flow­ing blue sel­ham rose from his seat on the step of the well as the dalal came abreast of him, and the slaves scent­ing here a buy­er, and pre­fer­ring any ser­vice to that of the gal­leys with which they were threatened, came each in turn to kiss his hands and fawn upon him, for all the world like dogs.

			Calm and dig­ni­fied he ran his hands over them feel­ing their muscles, and then forced back their lips and ex­amined their teeth and mouths.

			“Two hun­dred and twenty for the twain,” he said, and the dalal passed on with his wares, an­noun­cing the in­creased price he had been offered.

			Thus he com­pleted the cir­cuit and came to stand once more be­fore Ali.

			“Two hun­dred and twenty is now the price, O Ali! By the Kor­an, they are worth three hun­dred at the least. Wilt say three hun­dred?”

			“Two hun­dred and thirty,” was the an­swer.

			Back to the Moor went the dalal. “Two hun­dred and thirty I am now offered, O Hamet. Thou wilt give an­oth­er twenty?”

			“Not I, by Al­lah!” said Hamet, and re­sumed his seat. “Let him have them.”

			“An­oth­er ten philips?” pleaded the dalal.

			“Not an­oth­er as­per.”

			“They are thine, then, O Ali, for two hun­dred and thirty. Give thanks to Al­lah for so good a bar­gain.”

			The Nu­bi­ans were sur­rendered to Ali’s fol­low­ers, whilst the dalal’s two as­sist­ants ad­vanced to settle ac­counts with the cor­sair.

			“Wait wait,” said he, “is not the name of Sakr-el-Bahr good war­ranty?”

			“The in­vi­ol­able law is that the pur­chase money be paid ere a slave leaves the mar­ket, O vali­ant Ali.”

			“It shall be ob­served,” was the im­pa­tient an­swer, “and I will so pay be­fore they leave. But I want oth­ers yet, and we will make one ac­count an it please thee. That fel­low yon­der now. I have or­ders to buy him for my cap­tain.” And he in­dic­ated Li­onel, who stood at Ros­amund’s side, the very in­carn­a­tion of woe­ful­ness and de­bil­ity.

			Con­temp­tu­ous sur­prise flickered an in­stant in the eyes of the dalal. But this he made haste to dis­semble.

			“Bring forth that yel­low-haired in­fi­del,” he com­manded.

			The cor­sairs laid hands on Li­onel. He made a vain at­tempt to struggle, but it was ob­served that the wo­man leaned over to him and said some­thing quickly, whereupon his struggles ceased and he suffered him­self to be dragged limply forth in­to the full view of all the mar­ket.

			“Dost want him for the oar, Ali?” cried Ay­oub-el-Sa­m­in across the quad­rangle, a jest this that evoked a gen­er­al laugh.

			“What else?” quoth Ali. “He should be cheap at least.”

			“Cheap?” quoth the dalal in an af­fect­a­tion of sur­prise. “Nay, now. ’Tis a comely fel­low and a young one. What wilt thou give, now? a hun­dred philips?”

			“A hun­dred philips!” cried Ali de­ris­ively. “A hun­dred philips for that skin­ful of bones! Ma’sh’Al­lah! Five philips is my price, O dalal.”

			Again laughter crackled through the mob. But the dalal stiffened with in­creas­ing dig­nity. Some of that laughter seemed to touch him­self, and he was not a per­son to be made the butt of mirth.

			“ ’Tis a jest, my mas­ter,” said he, with a for­giv­ing yet con­temp­tu­ous wave. “Be­hold how sound he is.” He signed to one of the cor­sairs, and Li­onel’s doublet was slit from neck to girdle and wrenched away from his body, leav­ing him na­ked to the waist, and dis­play­ing bet­ter pro­por­tions than might have been ex­pec­ted. In a pas­sion at that in­dig­nity Li­onel writhed in the grip of his guards, un­til one of the cor­sairs struck him a light blow with a whip in earn­est of what to ex­pect if he con­tin­ued to be trouble­some. “Con­sider him now,” said the dalal, point­ing to that white torso. “And be­hold how sound he is. See how ex­cel­lent are his teeth.” He seized Li­onel’s head and forced the jaws apart.

			“Ay,” said Ali, “but con­sider me those lean shanks and that wo­man’s arm.”

			“ ’Tis a fault the oar will mend,” the dalal in­sisted.

			“You filthy black­amoors!” burst from Li­onel in a sob of rage.

			“He is mut­ter­ing curses in his in­fi­del tongue,” said Ali. “His tem­per is none too good, you see. I have said five philips. I’ll say no more.”

			With a shrug the dalal began his cir­cuit of the well, the cor­sairs thrust­ing Li­onel after him. Here one rose to handle him, there an­oth­er, but none seemed dis­posed to pur­chase.

			“Five philips is the fool­ish price offered me for this fine young Frank,” cried the dalal. “Will no true be­liev­er pay ten for such a slave? Wilt not thou, O Ay­oub? Thou, Hamet—ten philips?”

			But one after an­oth­er those to whom he was offered shook their heads. The hag­gard­ness of Li­onel’s face was too un­pre­pos­sess­ing. They had seen slaves with that look be­fore, and ex­per­i­ence told them that no good was ever to be done with such fel­lows. Moreover, though shapely, his muscles were too slight, his flesh looked too soft and tender. Of what use a slave who must be hardened and nour­ished in­to strength, and who might very well die in the pro­cess? Even at five philips he would be dear. So the dis­gus­ted dalal came back to Ali.

			“He is thine, then, for five philips—Al­lah par­don thy av­arice.”

			Ali grinned, and his men seized upon Li­onel and bore him off in­to the back­ground to join the two negroes pre­vi­ously pur­chased.

			And then, be­fore Ali could bid for an­oth­er of the slaves he de­sired to ac­quire, a tall, eld­erly Jew, dressed in black doublet and hose like a Castili­an gen­tle­man, with a ruffle at his neck, a plumed bon­net on his grey locks, and a ser­vice­able dag­ger hanging from his girdle of hammered gold, had claimed the at­ten­tion of the dalal.

			In the pen that held the cap­tives of the less­er raids con­duc­ted by Biskaine sat an An­dalus­i­an girl of per­haps some twenty years, of a beauty en­tirely Span­ish. Her face was of the warm pal­lor of ivory, her massed hair of an ebony black, her eye­brows were finely pen­cilled, and her eyes of deep­est and soft­est brown. She was dressed in the be­com­ing garb of the Castili­an peas­ant, the fol­ded ker­chief of red and yel­low above her bod­ice leav­ing bare the glor­ies of her neck. She was very pale, and her eyes were wild in their look, but this de­trac­ted noth­ing from her beauty.

			She had at­trac­ted the Jew’s no­tice, and it is not im­possible that there may have stirred in him a de­sire to avenge upon her some of the cruel wrongs, some of the rack­ings, burn­ing, con­fis­ca­tions, and ban­ish­ment suffered by the men of his race at the hands of the men of hers. He may have be­thought him of in­vaded ghet­tos, of Jew­ish maid­ens rav­ished, and Jew­ish chil­dren butchered in the name of the God those Span­ish Chris­ti­ans wor­shipped, for there was some­thing al­most of con­temp­tu­ous fierce­ness in his dark eyes and in the hand he flung out to in­dic­ate her.

			“Yon­der is a Castili­an wench for whom I will give fifty philips, O dalal,” he an­nounced. The datal made a sign, whereupon the cor­sairs dragged her strug­gling forth.

			“So much love­li­ness may not be bought for fifty philips, O Ibrahim,” said he. “Yusuf here will pay sixty at least.” And he stood ex­pect­antly be­fore a resplen­dent Moor.

			The Moor, how­ever, shook his head.

			“Al­lah knows I have three wives who would des­troy her love­li­ness with­in the hour and so leave me the loser.”

			The dalal moved on, the girl fol­low­ing him but con­test­ing every step of the way with those who im­pelled her for­ward, and re­vil­ing them too in hot Castili­an. She drove her nails in­to the arms of one and spat fiercely in­to the face of an­oth­er of her cor­sair guards. Ros­amund’s weary eyes quickened to hor­ror as she watched her—a hor­ror promp­ted as much by the fate await­ing that poor child as by the un­dig­ni­fied fury of the fu­tile battle she waged against it. But it happened that her be­ha­viour im­pressed a Le­vantine Turk quite dif­fer­ently. He rose, a short squat fig­ure, from his seat on the steps of the well.

			“Sixty philips will I pay for the joy of tam­ing that wild cat,” said he.

			But Ibrahim was not to be out­bid­den. He offered sev­enty, the Turk countered with a bid of eighty, and Ibrahim again raised the price to ninety, and there fell a pause.

			The dalal spurred on the Turk. “Wilt thou be beaten then, and by an Is­rael­ite? Shall this lovely maid be giv­en to a per­vert­er of the Scrip­tures, to an in­her­it­or of the fire, to one of a race that would not be­stow on their fel­low-men so much as the speck out of a date-stone? It were a shame upon a true be­liev­er.”

			Urged thus the Turk offered an­oth­er five philips, but with ob­vi­ous re­luct­ance. The Jew, how­ever, en­tirely un­abashed by a tirade against him, the like of which he heard a score of times a day in the course of trad­ing, pulled forth a heavy purse from his girdle.

			“Here are one hun­dred philips,” he an­nounced. “ ’Tis over­much. But I of­fer it.”

			Ere the dalal’s pi­ous and se­duct­ive tongue could urge him fur­ther the Turk sat down again with a ges­ture of fi­nal­ity.

			“I give him joy of her,” said he.

			“She is thine, then, O Ibrahim, for one hun­dred philips.”

			The Is­rael­ite re­lin­quished the purse to the dalal’s white-robed as­sist­ants and ad­vanced to re­ceive the girl. The cor­sairs thrust her for­ward against him, still vainly bat­tling, and his arms closed about her for a mo­ment.

			“Thou has cost me dear, thou daugh­ter of Spain,” said he. “But I am con­tent. Come.” And he made shift to lead her away. Sud­denly, how­ever, fierce as a ti­ger-cat she writhed her arms up­wards and clawed at his face. With a scream of pain he re­laxed his hold of her and in that mo­ment, quick as light­ning she plucked the dag­ger that hung from his girdle so tempt­ingly with­in her reach.

			“Vál­game Di­os!” she cried, and ere a hand could be raised to pre­vent her she had bur­ied the blade in her lovely breast and sank in a laugh­ing, cough­ing, heap at his feet. A fi­nal con­vuls­ive heave and she lay there quite still, whilst Ibrahim glared down at her with eyes of dis­may, and over all the mar­ket there hung a hush of sud­den awe. Ros­amund had ris­en in her place, and a faint col­our came to warm her pal­lor, a faint light kindled in her eyes. God had shown her the way through this poor Span­ish girl, and as­suredly God would give her the means to take it when her own turn came. She felt her­self sud­denly up­lif­ted and en­heartened. Death was a sharp, swift sever­ing, an easy door of es­cape from the hor­ror that threatened her, and God in His mercy, she knew, would jus­ti­fy self-murder un­der such cir­cum­stances as were her own and that poor dead An­dalus­i­an maid’s.

			At length Ibrahim roused him­self from his mo­ment­ary stupor. He stepped de­lib­er­ately across the body, his face in­flamed, and stood to beard the im­pass­ive dalal.

			“She is dead!” he bleated. “I am de­frauded. Give me back my gold!”

			“Are we to give back the price of every slave that dies?” the dalal ques­tioned him.

			“But she was not yet de­livered to me,” raved the Jew. “My hands had not touched her. Give me back my gold.”

			“Thou li­est, son of a dog,” was the an­swer, dis­pas­sion­ately de­livered. “She was thine already. I had so pro­nounced her. Bear her hence, since she be­longs to thee.”

			The Jew, his face em­purpling, seemed to fight for breath.

			“How?” he choked. “Am I to lose a hun­dred philips?”

			“What is writ­ten is writ­ten,” replied the se­rene dalal.

			Ibrahim was froth­ing at the lips, his eyes were blood-in­jec­ted. “But it was nev­er writ­ten that. …”

			“Peace,” said the dalal. “Had it not been writ­ten it could not have come to pass. It is the will of Al­lah! Who dares rebel against it?”

			The crowd began to mur­mur.

			“I want my hun­dred philips,” the Jew in­sisted, whereupon the mur­mur swelled in­to a sud­den roar.

			“Thou hearest?” said the dalal. “Al­lah par­don thee, thou art dis­turb­ing the peace of this mar­ket. Away, ere ill betide thee.”

			“Hence! hence!” roared the crowd, and some ad­vanced threat­en­ingly upon the luck­less Ibrahim. “Away, thou per­vert­er of Holy Writ! thou filth! thou dog! Away!”

			Such was the up­roar, such the men­ace of angry coun­ten­ances and clenched fists shaken in his very face, that Ibrahim quailed and for­got his loss in fear.

			“I go, I go,” he said, and turned hast­ily to de­part.

			But the dalal summoned him back. “Take hence thy prop­erty,” said he, and poin­ted to the body. And so Ibrahim was forced to suf­fer the fur­ther mock­ery of sum­mon­ing his slaves to bear away the life­less body for which he had paid in lively po­tent gold.

			Yet by the gates he paused again. “I will ap­peal me to the Basha,” he threatened. “As­ad-ed-Din is just, and he will have my money re­stored to me.”

			“So he will,” said the dalal, “when thou canst re­store the dead to life,” and he turned to the portly Ay­oub, who was pluck­ing at his sleeve. He bent his head to catch the muttered words of Fen­zileh’s waz­eer. Then, in obed­i­ence to them, he ordered Ros­amund to be brought for­ward.

			She offered no least res­ist­ance, ad­van­cing in a sin­gu­larly life­less way, like a sleep­walk­er or one who had been drugged. In the heat and glare of the open mar­ket she stood by the dalal’s side at the head of the well, whilst he dilated upon her phys­ic­al mer­its in that lin­gua franca which he used since it was cur­rent coin among all the as­sor­ted races rep­res­en­ted there—a lan­guage which the know­ledge of French that her res­id­ence in France had taught her she was to her in­creas­ing hor­ror and shame able to un­der­stand.

			The first to make an of­fer for her was that same portly Moor who had sought to pur­chase the two Nu­bi­ans. He rose to scru­tin­ize her closely, and must have been sat­is­fied, for the price he offered was a good one, and he offered it with con­temp­tu­ous as­sur­ance that he would not be out­bid­den.

			“One hun­dred philips for the milk-faced girl.”

			“ ’Tis not enough. Con­sider me the moon-bright love­li­ness of her face,” said the dalal as he moved on. “Chi­gil yields us fair wo­men, but no wo­man of Chi­gil was ever half so fair.”

			“One hun­dred and fifty,” said the Le­vantine Turk with a snap.

			“Not yet enough. Be­hold the stately height which Al­lah hath vouch­safed her. See the noble car­riage of her head, the lustre of her eye! By Al­lah, she is worthy to grace the Sul­tan’s own har­em.”

			He said no more than the buy­ers re­cog­nized to be true, and ex­cite­ment stirred faintly through their usu­ally im­pass­ive ranks. A Tagar­een Moor named Yusuf offered at once two hun­dred.

			But still the dalal con­tin­ued to sing her praises. He held up one of her arms for in­spec­tion, and she sub­mit­ted with lowered eyes, and no sign of re­sent­ment bey­ond the slow flush that spread across her face and van­ished again.

			“Be­hold me these limbs, smooth as Ar­a­bi­an silks and whiter than ivory. Look at those lips like pomegranate blos­soms. The price is now two hun­dred philips. What wilt thou give, O Hamet?”

			Hamet showed him­self angry that his ori­gin­al bid should so speedily have been doubled. “By the Kor­an, I have pur­chased three sturdy girls from the Sus for less.”

			“Wouldst thou com­pare a squat-faced girl from the Sus with this nar­cissus-eyed glory of wo­man­hood?” scoffed the dalal.

			“Two hun­dred and ten, then,” was Hamet’s sulky grunt.

			The watch­ful Tsamanni con­sidered that the time had come to buy her for his lord as he had been bid­den.

			“Three hun­dred,” he said curtly, to make an end of mat­ters, and—

			“Four hun­dred,” in­stantly piped a shrill voice be­hind him.

			He spun round in his amazement and met the leer­ing face of Ay­oub. A mur­mur ran through the ranks of the buy­ers, the people craned their necks to catch a glimpse of this open­han­ded pur­chaser.

			Yusuf the Tagar­een rose up in a pas­sion. He an­nounced an­grily that nev­er again should the dust of the sôk of Al­gi­ers de­file his slip­pers, that nev­er again would he come there to pur­chase slaves.

			“By the Well of Zem-Zem,” he swore, “all men are be­witched in this mar­ket. Four hun­dred philips for a Frank­ish girl! May Al­lah in­crease your wealth, for ver­ily you’ll need it.” And in his su­preme dis­gust he stalked to the gates, and el­bowed his way through the crowd, and so van­ished from the sôk.

			Yet ere he was out of earshot her price had ris­en fur­ther. Whilst Tsamanni was re­cov­er­ing from his sur­prise at the com­pet­it­or that had sud­denly ap­peared be­fore him, the dalal had lured an in­creased of­fer from the Turk.

			“ ’Tis a mad­ness,” the lat­ter de­plored. “But she pleaseth me, and should it seem good to Al­lah the Mer­ci­ful to lead her in­to the True Faith she may yet be­come the light of my har­em. Four hun­dred and twenty philips, then, O dalal, and Al­lah par­don me my prod­ig­al­ity.”

			Yet scarcely was his little speech con­cluded than Tsamanni with lac­on­ic elo­quence rapped out: “Five hun­dred.”

			“Y’Al­lah!” cried the Turk, rais­ing his hands to heav­en, and “Y’Al­lah!” echoed the crowd.

			“Five hun­dred and fifty,” shrilled Ay­oub’s voice above the gen­er­al din.

			“Six hun­dred,” replied Tsamanni, still un­moved.

			And now such was the gen­er­al hub­bub pro­voked by these un­pre­ced­en­ted prices that the dalal was forced to raise his voice and cry for si­lence.

			When this was re­stored Ay­oub at once raised the price to sev­en hun­dred.

			“Eight hun­dred,” snapped Tsamanni, show­ing at last a little heat.

			“Nine hun­dred,” replied Ay­oub.

			Tsamanni swung round upon him again, white now with fury.

			“Is this a jest, O fath­er of wind?” he cried, and ex­cited laughter by the taunt im­pli­cit in that ap­pel­la­tion.

			“And thou’rt the jester,” replied Ay­oub with forced calm, “thou’lt find the jest a costly one.”

			With a shrug Tsamanni turned again to the dalal. “A thou­sand philips,” said he shortly.

			“Si­lence there!” cried the dalal again. “Si­lence, and praise Al­lah who sends good prices.”

			“One thou­sand and one hun­dred,” said Ay­oub the ir­re­press­ible.

			And now Tsamanni not only found him­self out­bid­den, but he had reached the out­rageous lim­it ap­poin­ted by As­ad. He lacked au­thor­ity to go fur­ther, dared not do so without first con­sult­ing the Basha. Yet if he left the sôk for that pur­pose Ay­oub would mean­while se­cure the girl. He found him­self between sword and wall. On the one hand did he per­mit him­self to be out­bid­den his mas­ter might vis­it upon him his dis­ap­point­ment. On the oth­er, did he con­tin­ue bey­ond the lim­it so idly men­tioned as be­ing far bey­ond all pos­sib­il­ity, it might fare no less ill with him.

			He turned to the crowd, wav­ing his arms in furi­ous ges­tic­u­la­tion. “By the beard of the Proph­et, this blad­der of wind and grease makes sport of us. He has no in­tent to buy. What man ever heard of the half of such a price for a slave girl?”

			Ay­oub’s an­swer was elo­quent; he pro­duced a fat bag and flung it on the ground, where it fell with a mel­low chink. “There is my spon­sor,” he made an­swer, grin­ning in the very best of hu­mours, sa­vour­ing to the full his en­emy’s rage and dis­com­fit­ure, and sa­vour­ing it at no cost to him­self. “Shall I count out one thou­sand and one hun­dred philips, O dalal.”

			“If the waz­eer Tsamanni is con­tent.”

			“Dost thou know for whom I buy?” roared Tsamanni. “For the Basha him­self, As­ad-ed-Din, the ex­al­ted of Al­lah,” He ad­vanced upon Ay­oub with hands up­held. “What shalt thou say to him, O dog, when he calls thee to ac­count for dar­ing to out­bid him.”

			But Ay­oub re­mained un­ruffled be­fore all this fury. He spread his fat hands, his eyes twink­ling, his great lips pursed. “How should I know, since Al­lah has not made me all-know­ing? Thou shouldst have said so earli­er. ’Tis thus I shall an­swer the Basha should he ques­tion me, and the Basha is just.”

			“I would not be thee, Ay­oub—not for the throne of Ist­am­bul.”

			“Nor I thee, Tsamanni; for thou art jaun­diced with rage.”

			And so they stood glar­ing each at the oth­er un­til the dalal called them back to the busi­ness that was to do.

			“The price is now one thou­sand and one hun­dred philips. Wilt thou suf­fer de­feat, O waz­eer?”

			“Since Al­lah wills. I have no au­thor­ity to go fur­ther.”

			“Then at one thou­sand and one hun­dred philips, Ay­oub, she is. …”

			But the sale was not yet to be com­pleted. From the dense and eager throng about the gates rang a crisp voice—

			“One thou­sand and two hun­dred philips for the Frank­ish girl.”

			The dalal, who had con­ceived that the lim­its of mad­ness had been already reached, stood gap­ing now in fresh amazement. The mob crowed and cheered and roared between en­thu­si­asm and de­ri­sion, and even Tsamanni brightened to see an­oth­er cham­pi­on enter the lists who per­haps would avenge him upon Ay­oub. The crowd par­ted quickly to right and left, and through it in­to the open strode Sakr-el-Bahr. They re­cog­nized him in­stantly, and his name was shouted in ac­clam­a­tion by that id­ol­iz­ing mul­ti­tude.

			That Bar­bary name of his con­veyed no in­form­a­tion to Ros­amund, and her back be­ing turned to the en­trance she did not see him. But she had re­cog­nized his voice, and she had shuddered at the sound. She could make noth­ing of the bid­ding, nor what the pur­pose that surely un­der­lay it to ac­count for the ex­traordin­ary ex­cite­ment of the traders. Vaguely had she been won­der­ing what dast­ardly pur­pose Oliv­er might in­tend to serve, but now that she heard his voice that won­der ceased and un­der­stand­ing took its place. He had hung there some­where in the crowd wait­ing un­til all com­pet­it­ors but one should have been out­bid­den, and now he stepped forth to buy her for his own—his slave! She closed her eyes a mo­ment and prayed God that he might not pre­vail in his in­tent. Any fate but that; she would rob him even of the sat­is­fac­tion of driv­ing her to sheathe a pon­iard in her heart as that poor An­dalus­i­an girl had done. A wave al­most of un­con­scious­ness passed over her in the in­tens­ity of her hor­ror. For a mo­ment the ground seemed to rock and heave un­der her feet.

			Then the dizzi­ness passed, and she was her­self again. She heard the crowd thun­der­ing “Ma’sh’Al­lah!” and “Sakr-el-Bahr!” and the dalal clam­our­ing sternly for si­lence. When this was at last re­stored she heard his ex­clam­a­tion—

			“The glory to Al­lah who sends eager buy­ers! What say­est thou, O waz­eer Ay­oub?”

			“Ay!” sneered Tsamanni, “what now?”

			“One thou­sand and three hun­dred,” said Ay­oub with a quaver of un­easy de­fi­ance.

			“An­oth­er hun­dred, O dalal,” came from Sakr-el-Bahr in a quiet voice.

			“One thou­sand and five hun­dred,” screamed Ay­oub, thus reach­ing not only the lim­it im­posed by his mis­tress, but the very lim­it of the re­sources at her im­me­di­ate dis­pos­al. Gone, too, with that bid was all hope of profit to him­self.

			But Sakr-el-Bahr, im­pass­ive as Fate, and without so much as deign­ing to be­stow a look upon the quiv­er­ing eu­nuch, said again—

			“An­oth­er hun­dred, O dalal.”

			“One thou­sand and six hun­dred philips!” cried the dalal, more in amazement than to an­nounce the fig­ure reached. Then con­trolling his emo­tions he bowed his head in rev­er­ence and made con­fes­sion of his faith. “All things are pos­sible if Al­lah wills them. The praise to Him who sends wealthy buy­ers.”

			He turned to the crest­fal­len Ay­oub, so crest­fal­len that in the con­tem­pla­tion of him Tsamanni was fast gath­er­ing con­sol­a­tion for his own dis­com­fit­ure, vi­cari­ously tast­ing the sweets of ven­geance. “What say you now, O per­spicu­ous waz­eer?”

			“I say,” choked Ay­oub, “that since by the fa­vour of Shait­an he hath so much wealth he must pre­vail.”

			But the in­sult­ing words were scarcely uttered than Sakr-el-Bahr’s great hand had taken the waz­eer by the nape of his fat neck, a growl of an­ger run­ning through the as­sembly to ap­prove him.

			“By the fa­vour of Shait­an, say­est thou, thou sex­less dog?” he growled, and tightened his grip so that the waz­eer squirmed and twis­ted in an agony of pain. Down was his head thrust, and still down, un­til his fat body gave way and he lay su­pine and writh­ing in the dust of the sôk. “Shall I strangle thee, thou fath­er of filth, or shall I fling thy soft flesh to the hooks to teach thee what is a man’s due from thee?” And as he spoke he rubbed the too dar­ing fel­low’s face roughly on the ground.

			“Mercy!” squealed the waz­eer. “Mercy, O mighty Sakr-el-Bahr, as thou lookest for mercy!”

			“Un­say thy words, thou of­fal. Pro­nounce thy­self a li­ar and a dog.”

			“I do un­say them. I have foully lied. Thy wealth is the re­ward sent thee by Al­lah for thy glor­i­ous vic­tor­ies over the un­be­liev­ing.”

			“Put out thine of­fend­ing tongue,” said Sakr-el-Bahr, “and cleanse it in the dust. Put it forth, I say.”

			Ay­oub obeyed him in fear­ful alac­rity, whereupon Sakr-el-Bahr re­leased his hold and al­lowed the un­for­tu­nate fel­low to rise at last, half-choked with dirt, liv­id of face, and quak­ing like a jelly, an ob­ject of ri­dicule and cruel mock­ery to all as­sembled.

			“Now get thee hence, ere my sea hawks lay their talons on thee. Go!”

			Ay­oub de­par­ted in all haste to the in­creas­ing jeers of the mul­ti­tude and the taunts of Tsamanni, whilst Sakr-el-Bahr turned him once more to the dalal.

			“At one thou­sand and six hun­dred philips this slave is thine, O Sakr-el-Bahr, thou glory of Is­lam. May Al­lah in­crease thy vic­tor­ies!”

			“Pay him, Ali,” said the cor­sair shortly, and he ad­vanced to re­ceive his pur­chase.

			Face to face stood he now with Ros­amund, for the first time since that day be­fore the en­counter with the Dutch ar­gosy when he had sought her in the cab­in of the ca­ra­ck.

			One swift glance she be­stowed on him, then, her senses reel­ing with hor­ror at her cir­cum­stance she shrank back, her face of a deathly pal­lor. In his treat­ment of Ay­oub she had just wit­nessed the lengths of bru­tal­ity of which he was cap­able, and she was not to know that this bru­tal­ity had been a de­lib­er­ate piece of mum­mery cal­cu­lated to strike ter­ror in­to her.

			Pon­der­ing her now he smiled a tight­lipped cruel smile that only served to in­crease her ter­ror.

			“Come,” he said in Eng­lish.

			She cowered back against the dalal as if for pro­tec­tion. Sakr-el-Bahr reached for­ward, caught her by the wrists, and al­most tossed her to his Nu­bi­ans, Abi­ad and Zal-Zer, who were at­tend­ing him.

			“Cov­er her face,” he bade them. “Bear her to my house. Away!”

		
	
		
			
				XI

				The Truth

			
			The sun was dip­ping swiftly to the world’s rim when Sakr-el-Bahr with his Nu­bi­ans and his little ret­in­ue of cor­sairs came to the gates of that white house of his on its little em­in­ence out­side the Bab El Oued and bey­ond the walls of the city.

			When Ros­amund and Li­onel, brought in the wake of the cor­sair, found them­selves in the spa­cious court­yard bey­ond the dark and nar­row en­trance, the blue of the sky con­tained but the pal­ing em­bers of the dy­ing day, and sud­denly, sharply upon the even­ing still­ness, came a muezzin’s voice call­ing the faith­ful un­to pray­er.

			Slaves fetched wa­ter from the foun­tain that played in the middle of the quad­rangle and tossed aloft a slender sil­very spear of wa­ter to break in­to a myri­ad gems and so shower down in­to the broad marble basin. Sakr-el-Bahr washed, as did his fol­low­ers, and then he went down upon the pray­ing mat that had been set for him, whilst his cor­sairs de­tached their cloaks and spread them upon the ground to serve them in like stead.

			The Nu­bi­ans turned the two slaves about, lest their glances should de­file the oris­ons of the faith­ful, and left them so fa­cing the wall and the green gate that led in­to the garden whence were waf­ted on the cool­ing air the per­fumes of jes­sa­mine and lav­ender. Through the laths of the gate they might have caught a glimpse of the ri­ot of col­our there, and they might have seen the slaves ar­res­ted by the Per­sian wa­ter­wheel at which they had been toil­ing and chant­ing un­til the call to pray­er had come to strike them in­to statues.

			Sakr-el-Bahr rose from his de­vo­tions, uttered a sharp word of com­mand, and entered the house. The Nu­bi­ans fol­lowed him, ur­ging their cap­tives be­fore them up the nar­row stairs, and so brought them out upon the ter­race on the roof, that space which in East­ern houses is de­voted to the wo­men, but which no wo­man’s foot had ever trod­den since this house had been ten­an­ted by Sakr-el-Bahr the wife­less.

			This ter­race, which was sur­roun­ded by a para­pet some four feet high, com­manded a view of the city strag­gling up the hill­side to east­ward, from the har­bour and of the is­land at the end of the mole which had been so la­bor­i­ously built by the la­bour of Chris­ti­an slaves from the stones of the ruined fort­ress—the Peñon, which Kheyr-ed-Din Bar­bar­ossa had wres­ted from the Span­iards. The deep­en­ing shroud of even­ing was now upon all, trans­mut­ing white and yel­low walls alike to a pearly grey­ness. To west­ward stretched the fra­grant gar­dens of the house, where the doves were mur­mur­ing fondly among the mul­ber­ries and lo­tus trees. Bey­ond it a val­ley wound its way between the shal­low hills, and from a pool fringed with sedges and bull­rushes above which a great stork was majestic­ally sail­ing came the harsh croak of frogs.

			An awn­ing sup­por­ted upon two gi­gant­ic spears hung out from the south­ern wall of the ter­race which rose to twice the height of that form­ing the para­pet on its oth­er three sides. Un­der this was a di­van and silken cush­ions, and near it a small Moor­ish table of ebony in­laid with moth­er-of-pearl and gold. Over the op­pos­ite para­pet, where a lat­tice had been set, ri­oted a trail­ing rose-tree charged with blood-red blos­soms, though now their col­ours were merged in­to the all-en­com­passing grey­ness.

			Here Li­onel and Ros­amund looked at each oth­er in the dim light, their faces gleam­ing ghostly each to each, whilst the Nu­bi­ans stood like twin statues by the door that opened from the stair­head.

			The man groaned, and clasped his hands be­fore him. The doublet which had been torn from him in the sôk had since been re­stored and tem­por­ar­ily re­paired by a strand of pal­metto cord. But he was woe­fully be­draggled. Yet his thoughts, if his first words are to be taken as an in­dic­a­tion of them were for Ros­amund’s con­di­tion rather than his own.

			“O God, that you should be sub­jec­ted to this!” he cried. “That you should have suffered what you have suffered! The hu­mi­li­ation of it, the bar­bar­ous cruelty! Oh!” He covered his hag­gard face with his hands.

			She touched him gently on the arm.

			“What I have suffered is but a little thing,” she said, and her voice was won­der­fully steady and sooth­ing. Have I not said that these Godol­phins were brave folk? Even their wo­men were held to have some­thing of the male spir­it in their breasts; and to this none can doubt that Ros­amund now bore wit­ness. “Do not pity me, Li­onel, for my suf­fer­ings are at an end or very nearly.” She smiled strangely, the smile of ex­al­ta­tion that you may see upon the mar­tyr’s face in the hour of doom.

			“How?” quoth he, in faint sur­prise.

			“How?” she echoed. “Is there not al­ways a way to thrust aside life’s bur­den when it grows too heavy—heav­ier than God would have us bear?”

			His only an­swer was a groan. In­deed, he had done little but groan in all the hours they had spent to­geth­er since they were brought ashore from the ca­ra­ck; and had the sea­son per­mit­ted her so much re­flec­tion, she might have con­sidered that she had found him sin­gu­larly want­ing dur­ing those hours of stress when a man of worth would have made some ef­fort, how­ever des­per­ate, to en­hearten her rather than re­pine upon his own plight.

			Slaves entered bear­ing four enorm­ous flam­ing torches which they set in iron sconces pro­trud­ing from the wall of the house. Thence they shed a lur­id ruddy glow upon the ter­race. The slaves de­par­ted again, and presently, in the black gap of the door­way between the Nu­bi­ans, a third fig­ure ap­peared un­her­al­ded. It was Sakr-el-Bahr.

			He stood a mo­ment at gaze, his at­ti­tude haughty, his face ex­pres­sion­less; then slowly he ad­vanced. He was dressed in a short white caf­tan that des­cen­ded to his knees, and was caught about his waist in a shim­mer­ing girdle of gold that quivered like fire in the glow of the torches as he moved. His arms from the el­bow and his legs from the knee were bare, and his feet were shod with gold-em­broidered red Turk­ish slip­pers. He wore a white turban decked by a plume of os­prey at­tached by a jew­elled clasp.

			He signed to the Nu­bi­ans and they van­ished si­lently, leav­ing him alone with his cap­tives.

			He bowed to Ros­amund. “This, mis­tress,” he said, “is to be your do­main hence­forth which is to treat you more as wife than slave. For it is to Muslim wives that the house­tops in Bar­bary are al­lot­ted. I hope you like it.”

			Li­onel star­ing at him out of a white face, his con­science bid­ding him fear the very worst, his ima­gin­a­tion paint­ing a thou­sand hor­rid fates for him and turn­ing him sick with dread, shrank back be­fore his half-broth­er, who scarce ap­peared to no­tice him just then.

			But Ros­amund con­fron­ted him, drawn to the full of her splen­did height, and if her face was pale, yet it was as com­posed and calm as his own; if her bos­om rose and fell to be­tray her agit­a­tions yet her glance was con­temp­tu­ous and de­fi­ant, her voice calm and steady, when she answered him with the ques­tion—

			“What is your in­tent with me?”

			“My in­tent?” said he, with a little twis­ted smile. Yet for all that he be­lieved he hated her and sought to hurt, to humble and to crush her, he could not stifle his ad­mir­a­tion of her spir­it’s gal­lantry in such an hour as this.

			From be­hind the hills peeped the edge of the moon—a sickle of burn­ished cop­per.

			“My in­tent is not for you to ques­tion,” he replied. “There was a time, Ros­amund, when in all the world you had no slave more ut­ter than was I. Your­self in your heart­less­ness, and in your lack of faith, you broke the golden fet­ters of that ser­vitude. You’ll find it less easy to break the shackles I now im­pose upon you.”

			She smiled her scorn and quiet con­fid­ence. He stepped close to her.

			“You are my slave, do you un­der­stand?—bought in the mar­ket­place as I might buy me a mule, a goat, or a camel—and be­long­ing to me body and soul. You are my prop­erty, my thing, my chat­tel, to use or ab­use, to cher­ish or break as suits my whim, without a will that is not my will, hold­ing your very life at my good pleas­ure.”

			She re­coiled a step be­fore the dull hatred that throbbed in his words, be­fore the evil mock­ery of his swarthy bearded face.

			“You beast!” she gasped.

			“So now you un­der­stand the bond­age in­to which you are come in ex­change for the bond­age which in your own wan­ton­ness you dis­solved.”

			“May God for­give you,” she panted.

			“I thank you for that pray­er,” said he. “May He for­give you no less.”

			And then from the back­ground came an in­ar­tic­u­late sound, a strangled, snarling sob from Li­onel.

			Sakr-el-Bahr turned slowly. He eyed the fel­low a mo­ment in si­lence, then he laughed.

			“Ha! My some­time broth­er. A pretty fel­low, as God lives is it not? Con­sider him Ros­amund. Be­hold how gal­lantly mis­for­tune is borne by this pil­lar of man­hood upon which you would have leaned, by this stal­wart hus­band of your choice. Look at him! Look at this dear broth­er of mine.”

			Un­der the lash of that mock­ing tongue Li­onel’s mood was stung to an­ger where be­fore it had held naught but fear.

			“You are no broth­er of mine,” he re­tor­ted fiercely. “Your moth­er was a wan­ton who be­trayed my fath­er.”

			Sakr-el-Bahr quivered a mo­ment as if he had been struck. Yet he con­trolled him­self.

			“Let me hear my moth­er’s name but once again on thy foul tongue, and I’ll have it ripped out by the roots. Her memory, I thank God, is far above the in­sults of such a crawl­ing thing as you. None the less, take care not to speak of the only wo­man whose name I rev­er­ence.”

			And then turn­ing at bay, as even the rat will do, Li­onel sprang upon him, with claw­ing hands out­stretched to reach his throat. But Sakr-el-Bahr caught him in a grip that bent him howl­ing to his knees.

			“You find me strong, eh?” he gibed. “Is it mat­ter for won­der? Con­sider that for six end­less months I toiled at the oar of a gal­ley, and you’ll un­der­stand what it was that turned my body in­to iron and robbed me of a soul.”

			He flung him off, and sent him crash­ing in­to the rose­bush and the lat­tice over which it rambled.

			“Do you real­ize the hor­ror of the row­er’s bench? to sit day in day out, night in night out, chained na­ked to the oar, amid the reek and stench of your fel­lows in mis­for­tune, un­kempt, un­washed save by the rain, broiled and roas­ted by the sun, fes­ter­ing with sores, lashed and cut and scarred by the boat­swain’s whip as you faint un­der the cease­less, end­less, cruel toil?”

			“Do you real­ize it?” From a tone of sup­pressed fury his voice rose sud­denly to a roar. “You shall. For that hor­ror which was mine by your con­triv­ing shall now be yours un­til you die.”

			He paused; but Li­onel made no at­tempt to avail him­self of this. His cour­age all gone out of him again, as sud­denly as it had flickered up, he cowered where he had been flung.

			“Be­fore you go there is some­thing else,” Sakr-el-Bahr re­sumed, “some­thing for which I have had you brought hith­er to­night.

			“Not con­tent with hav­ing de­livered me to all this, not con­tent with hav­ing branded me a mur­der­er, des­troyed my good name, filched my pos­ses­sions and driv­en me in­to the very path of hell, you must fur­ther set about usurp­ing my place in the false heart of this wo­man I once loved.

			“I hope,” he went on re­flect­ively, “that in your own poor way you love her, too, Li­onel. Thus to the tor­ment that awaits your body shall be ad­ded tor­ment for your treach­er­ous soul—such tor­ture of mind as only the damned may know. To that end have I brought you hith­er. That you may real­ize some­thing of what is in store for this wo­man at my hands; that you may take the thought of it with you to be to your mind worse than the boat­swain’s lash to your pampered body.”

			“You dev­il!” snarled Li­onel. “Oh, you fiend out of hell!”

			“If you will man­u­fac­ture dev­ils, little toad of a broth­er, do not up­braid them for be­ing dev­ils when next you meet them.”

			“Give him no heed, Li­onel!” said Ros­amund. “I shall prove him as much a boast­er as he has proved him­self a vil­lain. Nev­er think that he will be able to work his evil will.”

			“ ’Tis you are the boast­er there,” said Sakr-el-Bahr. “And for the rest, I am what you and he, between you, have made me.”

			“Did we make you li­ar and cow­ard?—for that is what you are in­deed,” she answered.

			“Cow­ard?” he echoed, in genu­ine sur­prise. “ ’Twill be some lie that he has told you with the oth­ers. In what, pray, was I ever a cow­ard?”

			“In what? In this that you do now; in this taunt­ing and tor­tur­ing of two help­less be­ings in your power.”

			“I speak not of what I am,” he replied, “for I have told you that I am what you have made me. I speak of what I was. I speak of the past.”

			She looked at him and she seemed to meas­ure him with her un­waver­ing glance.

			“You speak of the past?” she echoed, her voice low. “You speak of the past and to me? You dare?”

			“It is that we might speak of it to­geth­er that I have fetched you all the way from Eng­land; that at last I may tell you things I was a fool to have kept from you five years ago; that we may re­sume a con­ver­sa­tion which you in­ter­rup­ted when you dis­missed me.”

			“I did you a mon­strous in­jury, no doubt,” she answered him, with bit­ter irony. “I was surely want­ing in con­sid­er­a­tion. It would have be­come me bet­ter to have smiled and fawned upon my broth­er’s mur­der­er.”

			“I swore to you, then, that I was not his mur­der­er,” he re­minded her in a voice that shook.

			“And I answered you that you lied.”

			“Ay, and on that you dis­missed me—the word of the man whom you pro­fessed to love, the word of the man to whom you had giv­en your trust weigh­ing for naught with you.”

			“When I gave you my trust,” she re­tor­ted, “I did so in ig­nor­ance of your true self, in a head­strong wil­ful ig­nor­ance that would not be guided by what all the world said of you and your wild ways. For that blind wil­ful­ness I have been pun­ished, as per­haps I de­served to be.”

			“Lies—all lies!” he stormed. “Those ways of mine—and God knows they were none so wild, when all is said—I aban­doned when I came to love you. No lov­er since the world began was ever so cleansed, so pur­i­fied, so sanc­ti­fied by love as was I.”

			“Spare me this at least!” she cried on a note of loath­ing.

			“Spare you?” he echoed. “What shall I spare you?”

			“The shame of it all; the shame that is ever mine in the re­flec­tion that for a sea­son I be­lieved I loved you.”

			He smiled. “If you can still feel shame, it shall over­whelm you ere I have done. For you shall hear me out. Here there are none to in­ter­rupt us, none to thwart my sov­er­eign will. Re­flect then, and re­mem­ber. Re­mem­ber what a pride you took in the change you had wrought in me. Your van­ity wel­comed that flat­tery, that trib­ute to the power of your beauty. Yet, all in a mo­ment, upon the pal­tri­est grounds, you be­lieved me the mur­der­er of your broth­er.”

			“The pal­tri­est grounds?” she cried, protest­ing al­most des­pite her­self.

			“So paltry that the Justices at Truro would not move against me.”

			“Be­cause,” she cut in, “they ac­coun­ted that you had been suf­fi­ciently pro­voked. Be­cause you had not sworn to them as you swore to me that no pro­voca­tion should ever drive you to raise your hand against my broth­er. Be­cause they did not real­ize how false and how forsworn you were.”

			He con­sidered her a mo­ment. Then he took a turn on the ter­race. Li­onel crouch­ing ever by the rose-tree was al­most en­tirely for­got­ten by him now.

			“God give me pa­tience with you!” he said at length. “I need it. For I de­sire you to un­der­stand many things this night. I mean you to see how just is my re­sent­ment; how just the pun­ish­ment that is to over­take you for what you have made of my life and per­haps of my here­after. Justice Baine and an­oth­er who is dead, knew me for in­no­cent.”

			“They knew you for in­no­cent?” There was scorn­ful amazement in her tone. “Were they not wit­nesses of the quar­rel betwixt you and Peter and of your oath that you would kill him?”

			“That was an oath sworn in the heat of an­ger. Af­ter­wards I be­thought me that he was your broth­er.”

			“Af­ter­wards?” said she. “After you had murdered him?”

			“I say again,” Oliv­er replied calmly, “that I did not do this thing.”

			“And I say again that you lie.”

			He con­sidered her for a long mo­ment; then he laughed. “Have you ever,” he asked, “known a man to lie without some pur­pose? Men lie for the sake of profit, they lie out of cow­ardice or malice, or else be­cause they are vain and vul­gar boast­ers. I know of no oth­er causes that will drive a man to false­hood, save that—ah, yes!—” (and he flashed a side­long glance at Li­onel)—“save that some­times a man will lie to shield an­oth­er, out of self-sac­ri­fice. There you have all the spurs that urge a man to false­hood. Can any of these be ur­ging me to­night? Re­flect! Ask your­self what pur­pose I could serve by ly­ing to you now. Con­sider fur­ther that I have come to loathe you for your un­faith; that I de­sire naught so much as to pun­ish you for that and for all its bit­ter con­sequences to me that I have brought you hith­er to ex­act pay­ment from you to the ut­ter­most farth­ing. What end then can I serve by false­hood?”

			“All this be­ing so, what end could you serve by truth?” she countered.

			“To make you real­ize to the full the in­justice that you did. To make you un­der­stand the wrongs for which you are called to pay. To pre­vent you from con­ceiv­ing your­self a mar­tyr; to make you per­ceive in all its deadly bit­ter­ness that what now comes to you is the in­ev­it­able fruit of your own faith­less­ness.”

			“Sir Oliv­er, do you think me a fool?” she asked him.

			“Madam, I do—and worse,” he answered.

			“Ay, that is clear,” she agreed scorn­fully, “since even now you waste breath in at­tempt­ing to per­suade me against my reas­on. But words will not blot out facts. And though you talk from now till the day of judg­ment no word of yours can ef­face those blood­stains in the snow that formed a trail from that poor murdered body to your own door; no word of yours can ex­tin­guish the memory of the hatred between him and you, and of your own threat to kill him; nor can it stifle the re­col­lec­tion of the pub­lic voice de­mand­ing your pun­ish­ment. You dare to take such a tone as you are tak­ing with me? You dare here un­der Heav­en to stand and lie to me that you may give false gloze to the vil­lainy of your present deed—for that is the pur­pose of your false­hood, since you asked me what pur­pose there could be for it. What had you to set against all that, to con­vince me that your hands were clean, to in­duce me to keep the troth which—God for­give me!—I had plighted to you?”

			“My word,” he answered her in a ringing voice.

			“Your lie,” she amended.

			“Do not sup­pose,” said he, “that I could not sup­port my word by proofs if called upon to do so.”

			“Proofs?” She stared at him, wide-eyed a mo­ment. Then her lip curled. “And that no doubt was the reas­on of your flight when you heard that the Queen’s pur­suivants were com­ing in re­sponse to the pub­lic voice to call you to ac­count.”

			He stood at gaze a mo­ment, ut­terly dumb­foun­ded. “My flight?” he said. “What fable’s that?”

			“You will tell me next that you did not flee. That that is an­oth­er false charge against you?”

			“So,” he said slowly, “it was be­lieved I fled!”

			And then light burst upon him, to dazzle and stun him. It was so in­ev­it­ably what must have been be­lieved, and yet it had nev­er crossed his mind. O the dam­nable sim­pli­city of it! At an­oth­er time his dis­ap­pear­ance must have pro­voked com­ment and in­vest­ig­a­tion, per­haps. But, hap­pen­ing when it did, the an­swer to it came promptly and con­vin­cingly and no man troubled to ques­tion fur­ther. Thus was Li­onel’s task made doubly easy, thus was his own guilt made doubly sure in the eyes of all. His head sank upon his breast. What had he done? Could he still blame Ros­amund for hav­ing been con­vinced by so over­whelm­ing a piece of evid­ence? Could he still blame her if she had burnt un­opened the let­ter which he had sent her by the hand of Pitt? What else in­deed could any sup­pose, but that he had fled? And that be­ing so, clearly such a flight must brand him ir­re­fut­ably for the mur­der­er he was al­leged to be. How could he blame her if she had ul­ti­mately been con­vinced by the only reas­on­able as­sump­tion pos­sible?

			A sud­den sense of the wrong he had done rose now like a tide about him.

			“My God!” he groaned, like a man in pain. “My God!”

			He looked at her, and then aver­ted his glance again, un­able now to en­dure the hag­gard, strained yet fear­less gaze of those brave eyes of hers.

			“What else, in­deed, could you be­lieve?” he muttered brokenly, thus giv­ing some ut­ter­ance to what was passing through his mind.

			“Naught else but the whole vile truth,” she answered fiercely, and thereby stung him anew, whipped him out of his sud­den weak­en­ing back to his mood of re­sent­ment and vin­dict­ive­ness.

			She had shown her­self, he thought in that mo­ment of re­viv­ing an­ger, too ready to be­lieve what told against him.

			“The truth?” he echoed, and eyed her boldly now. “Do you know the truth when you see it? We shall dis­cov­er. For by God’s light you shall have the truth laid stark be­fore you now, and you shall find it hideous bey­ond all your hideous ima­gin­ings.”

			There was some­thing so com­pel­ling now in his tone and man­ner that it drove her to real­ize that some rev­el­a­tion was im­pend­ing. She was con­scious of a faint ex­cite­ment, a re­flec­tion per­haps of the wild ex­cite­ment that was astir in him.

			“Your broth­er,” he began, “met his death at the hands of a false weak­ling whom I loved, to­wards whom I had a sac­red duty. Straight from the deed he fled to me for shel­ter. A wound he had taken in the struggle left that trail of blood to mark the way he had come.” He paused, and his tone be­came gentler, it as­sumed the level note of one who reas­ons im­pass­ively. “Was it not an odd thing, now, that none should ever have paused to seek with cer­tainty whence that blood pro­ceeded, and to con­sider that I bore no wound in those days? Mas­ter Baine knew it, for I sub­mit­ted my body to his ex­am­in­a­tion, and a doc­u­ment was drawn up and duly at­tested which should have sent the Queen’s pur­suivants back to Lon­don with droop­ing tails had I been at Pen­ar­row to re­ceive them.”

			Faintly through her mind stirred the memory that Mas­ter Baine had urged the ex­ist­ence of some such doc­u­ment, that in fact he had gone so far as to have made oath of this very cir­cum­stance now urged by Sir Oliv­er; and she re­membered that the mat­ter had been brushed aside as an in­ven­tion of the Justice’s to an­swer the charge of lax­ity in the per­form­ance of his duty, par­tic­u­larly as the only co-wit­ness he could cite was Sir An­drew Flack, the par­son, since de­ceased. Sir Oliv­er’s voice drew her at­ten­tion from that memory.

			“But let that be,” he was say­ing. “Let us come back to the story it­self. I gave the craven weak­ling shel­ter. Thereby I drew down sus­pi­cion upon my­self, and since I could not clear my­self save by de­noun­cing him, I kept si­lent. That sus­pi­cion drew to cer­tainty when the wo­man to whom I was be­trothed, reck­ing noth­ing of my oaths, freely be­liev­ing the very worst of me, made an end of our be­troth­al and thereby branded me a mur­der­er and a li­ar in the eyes of all. In­dig­na­tion swelled against me. The Queen’s pur­suivants were on their way to do what the Justices of Truro re­fused to do.

			“So far I have giv­en you facts. Now I give you sur­mise—my own con­clu­sions—but sur­mise that strikes, as you shall judge, the very bull’s-eye of truth. That dast­ard to whom I had giv­en sanc­tu­ary, to whom I had served as a cloak, meas­ured my nature by his own and feared that I must prove un­equal to the fresh bur­den to be cast upon me. He feared lest un­der the strain of it I should speak out, ad­vance my proofs, and so des­troy him. There was the mat­ter of that wound, and there was some­thing still more un­answer­able he feared I might have urged. There was a cer­tain wo­man—a wan­ton up at Mal­pas—who could have been made to speak, who could have re­vealed a rivalry con­cern­ing her betwixt the slay­er and your broth­er. For the af­fair in which Peter Godol­phin met his death was a pi­ti­fully, shame­fully sor­did one at bot­tom.”

			For the first time she in­ter­rup­ted him, fiercely. “Do you ma­lign the dead?”

			“Pa­tience, mis­tress,” he com­manded. “I ma­lign none. I speak the truth of a dead man that the truth may be known of two liv­ing ones. Hear me out, then! I have waited long and sur­vived a deal that I might tell you this.

			“That craven, then, con­ceived that I might be­come a danger to him; so he de­cided to re­move me. He con­trived to have me kid­napped one night and put aboard a ves­sel to be car­ried to Bar­bary and sold there as a slave. That is the truth of my dis­ap­pear­ance. And the slay­er, whom I had be­friended and sheltered at my own bit­ter cost, profited yet fur­ther by my re­mov­al. God knows wheth­er the pro­spect of such profit was a fur­ther tempta­tion to him. In time he came to suc­ceed me in my pos­ses­sions, and at last to suc­ceed me even in the af­fec­tions of the faith­less wo­man who once had been my af­fi­anced wife.”

			At last she star­ted from the frozen pa­tience in which she had listened hitherto. “Do you say that … that Li­onel … ?” she was be­gin­ning in a voice choked by in­dig­na­tion.

			And then Li­onel spoke at last, straight­en­ing him­self in­to a stiffly up­right at­ti­tude.

			“He lies!” he cried. “He lies, Ros­amund! Do not heed him.”

			“I do not,” she answered, turn­ing away.

			A wave of col­our suf­fused the swarthy face of Sakr-el-Bahr. A mo­ment his eyes fol­lowed her as she moved away a step or two, then they turned their blaz­ing light of an­ger upon Li­onel. He strode si­lently across to him, his mien so men­acing that Li­onel shrank back in fresh ter­ror.

			Sakr-el-Bahr caught his broth­er’s wrist in a grip that was as that of a steel man­acle. “We’ll have the truth this night if we have to tear it from you with red-hot pin­cers,” he said between his teeth.

			He dragged him for­ward to the middle of the ter­race and held him there be­fore Ros­amund, for­cing him down upon his knees in­to a cower­ing at­ti­tude by the vi­ol­ence of that grip upon his wrist.

			“Do you know aught of the in­genu­ity of Moor­ish tor­ture?” he asked him. “You may have heard of the rack and the wheel and the thumb­screw at home. They are in­stru­ments of vo­lup­tu­ous de­light com­pared with the con­triv­ances of Bar­bary to loosen stub­born tongues.”

			White and tense, her hands clenched, Ros­amund seemed to stiffen be­fore him.

			“You cow­ard! You cur! You craven reneg­ade dog!” she branded him.

			Oliv­er re­leased his broth­er’s wrist and beat his hands to­geth­er. Without heed­ing Ros­amund he looked down upon Li­onel, who cowered shud­der­ing at his feet.

			“What do you say to a match between your fin­gers? Or do you think a pair of brace­lets of liv­ing fire would an­swer bet­ter, to be­gin with?”

			A squat, sandy-bearded, turbaned fel­low, rolling slightly in his gait, came—as had been pre­arranged—to an­swer the cor­sair’s sum­mons.

			With the toe of his slip­per Sakr-el-Bahr stirred his broth­er.

			“Look up, dog,” he bade him. “Con­sider me that man, and see if you know him again. Look at him, I say!” And Li­onel looked, yet since clearly he did so without re­cog­ni­tion his broth­er ex­plained: “His name among Chris­ti­ans was Jasper Leigh. He was the skip­per you bribed to carry me in­to Bar­bary. He was taken in his own toils when his ship was sunk by Span­iards. Later he fell in­to my power, and be­cause I fore­bore from hanging him he is today my faith­ful fol­low­er. I should bid him tell you what he knows,” he con­tin­ued, turn­ing to Ros­amund, “if I thought you would be­lieve his tale. But since I am as­sured you would not, I will take oth­er means.” He swung round to Jasper again. “Bid Ali heat me a pair of steel man­acles in a bra­zi­er and hold them in read­i­ness against my need of them.” And he waved his hand.

			Jasper bowed and van­ished.

			“The brace­lets shall coax con­fes­sion from your own lips, my broth­er.”

			“I have naught to con­fess,” pro­tested Li­onel. “You may force lies from me with your ruf­fi­anly tor­tures.”

			Oliv­er smiled. “Not a doubt but that lies will flow from you more read­ily than truth. But we shall have truth, too, in the end, nev­er doubt it.” He was mock­ing, and there was a subtle pur­pose un­der­ly­ing his mock­ery. “And you shall tell a full story,” he con­tin­ued, “in all its de­tails, so that Mis­tress Ros­amund’s last doubt shall van­ish. You shall tell her how you lay in wait for him that even­ing in Godol­phin Park; how you took him un­awares, and. …”

			“That is false!” cried Li­onel in a pas­sion of sin­cer­ity that brought him to his feet.

			It was false, in­deed, and Oliv­er knew it, and de­lib­er­ately had re­course to false­hood, us­ing it as a ful­crum upon which to lever out the truth. He was cun­ning as all the fiends, and nev­er per­haps did he bet­ter mani­fest his cun­ning.

			“False?” he cried with scorn. “Come, now, be reas­on­able. The truth, ere tor­ture sucks it out of you. Re­flect that I know all—ex­actly as you told it me. How was it, now? Lurk­ing be­hind a bush you sprang upon him un­awares and ran him through be­fore he could so much as lay a hand to his sword, and so. …”

			“The lie of that is proven by the very facts them­selves,” was the furi­ous in­ter­rup­tion. A subtle judge of tones might have real­ized that here was truth in­deed, angry in­dig­nant truth that com­pelled con­vic­tion. “His sword lay be­side him when they found him.”

			But Oliv­er was loftily dis­dain­ful. “Do I not know? Your­self you drew it after you had slain him.”

			The taunt per­formed its deadly work. For just one in­stant Li­onel was car­ried off his feet by the lux­ury of his genu­ine in­dig­na­tion, and in that one in­stant he was lost.

			“As God’s my wit­ness, that is false!” he cried wildly. “And you know it. I fought him fair. …” He checked on a long, shud­der­ing, in­drawn breath that was hor­rible to hear.

			Then si­lence fol­lowed, all three re­main­ing mo­tion­less as statues: Ros­amund white and tense, Oliv­er grim and sar­don­ic, Li­onel limp, and over­whelmed by the con­scious­ness of how he had been lured in­to self-be­tray­al.

			At last it was Ros­amund who spoke, and her voice shook and shif­ted from key to key des­pite her strained at­tempt to keep it level.

			“What … what did you say, Li­onel?” she asked.

			Oliv­er laughed softly. “He was about to add proof of his state­ment, I think,” he jeered. “He was about to men­tion the wound he took in that fight, which left those tracks in the snow, thus to prove that I lied—as in­deed I did—when I said that he took Peter un­awares.

			“Li­onel!” she cried. She ad­vanced a step and made as if to hold out her arms to him, then let them fall again be­side her. He stood stricken, an­swer­ing noth­ing. “Li­onel!” she cried again, her voice grow­ing sud­denly shrill. “Is this true?”

			“Did you not hear him say it?” quoth Oliv­er.

			She stood sway­ing a mo­ment, look­ing at Li­onel, her white face dis­tor­ted in­to a mask of un­ut­ter­able pain. Oliv­er stepped to­wards her, ready to sup­port her, fear­ing that she was about to fall. But with an im­per­i­ous hand she checked his ad­vance, and by a su­preme ef­fort con­trolled her weak­ness. Yet her knees shook un­der her, re­fus­ing their of­fice. She sank down upon the di­van and covered her face with her hands.

			“God pity me!” she moaned, and sat huddled there, shaken with sobs.

			Li­onel star­ted at that heart­broken cry. Cower­ing, he ap­proached her, and Oliv­er, grim and sar­don­ic, stood back, a spec­tat­or of the scene he had pre­cip­it­ated. He knew that giv­en rope Li­onel would en­mesh him­self still fur­ther. There must be ex­plan­a­tions that would damn him ut­terly. Oliv­er was well con­tent to look on.

			“Ros­amund!” came Li­onel’s piteous cry. “Rose! Have mercy! Listen ere you judge me. Listen lest you mis­judge me!”

			“Ay, listen to him,” Oliv­er flung in, with his soft hate­ful laugh. “Listen to him. I doubt he’ll be vastly en­ter­tain­ing.”

			That sneer was a spur to the wretched Li­onel. “Ros­amund, all that he has told you of it is false. I … I … It was done in self-de­fence. It is a lie that I took him un­awares.” His words came wildly now. “We had quar­relled about … about … a cer­tain mat­ter, and as the dev­il would have it we met that even­ing in Godol­phin Park, he and I. He taunted me; he struck me, and fi­nally he drew upon me and forced me to draw that I might de­fend my life. That is the truth. I swear to you here on my knees in the sight of Heav­en! And. …”

			“Enough, sir! Enough!” she broke in, con­trolling her­self to check these protests that but heightened her dis­gust.

			“Nay, hear me yet, I im­plore you; that know­ing all you may be mer­ci­ful in your judg­ment.”

			“Mer­ci­ful?” she cried, and al­most seemed to laugh.

			“It was an ac­ci­dent that I slew him,” Li­onel raved on. “I nev­er meant it. I nev­er meant to do more than ward and pre­serve my life. But when swords are crossed more may hap­pen than a man in­tends. I take God to wit­ness that his death was an ac­ci­dent res­ult­ing from his own fury.”

			She had checked her sobs, and she con­sidered him now with eyes that were hard and ter­rible.

			“Was it also an ac­ci­dent that you left me and all the world in the be­lief that the deed was your broth­er’s?” she asked him.

			He covered his face, as if un­able to en­dure her glance. “Did you but know how I loved you—even in those days, in secret—you would per­haps pity me a little,” he whimpered.

			“Pity?” She leaned for­ward and seemed to spit the word at him. “ ’Sdeath, man! Do you sue for pity—you?”

			“Yet you must pity me did you know the great­ness of the tempta­tion to which I suc­cumbed.”

			“I know the great­ness of your in­famy, of your false­ness, of your cow­ardice, of your base­ness. Oh!”

			He stretched out sup­pli­ant hands to her; there were tears now in his eyes. “Of your char­ity, Ros­amund. …” he was be­gin­ning, when at last Oliv­er in­ter­vened:

			“I think you are weary­ing the lady,” he said, and stirred him with his foot. “Re­late to us in­stead some more of your astound­ing ac­ci­dents. They are more di­vert­ing. Elu­cid­ate the ac­ci­dent, by which you had me kid­napped to be sold in­to slavery. Tell us of the ac­ci­dent by which you suc­ceeded to my prop­erty. Ex­pound to the full the ac­ci­dent­al cir­cum­stances of which through­out you have been the un­for­tu­nate vic­tim. Come, man, ply your wits. ’Twill make a pretty tale.”

			And then came Jasper to an­nounce that Ali waited with the bra­zi­er and the heated man­acles.

			“They are no longer needed,” said Oliv­er. “Take this slave hence with you. Bid Ali to take charge of him, and at dawn to see him chained to one of the oars of my gale­asse. Away with him.”

			Li­onel rose to his feet, his face ashen. “Wait! Ah, wait! Ros­amund!” he cried.

			Oliv­er caught him by the nape of his neck, spun him round, and flung him in­to the arms of Jasper. “Take him away!” he growled, and Jasper took the wretch by the shoulders and urged him out, leav­ing Ros­amund and Oliv­er alone with the truth un­der the stars of Bar­bary.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				The Sub­tlety of Fen­zileh

			
			Oliv­er con­sidered the wo­man for a long mo­ment as she sat half-crouch­ing on the di­van, her hands locked, her face set and stony, her eyes lowered. He sighed gently and turned away. He paced to the para­pet and looked out upon the city bathed in the white glare of the full ris­en moon. There arose thence a hum of sound, dom­in­ated, how­ever, by the throb­bing song of a night­in­gale some­where in his garden and the croak­ing of the frogs by the pool in the val­ley.

			Now that truth had been dragged from its well, and tossed, as it were, in­to Ros­amund’s lap, he felt none of the fierce ex­ulta­tion which he had con­ceived that such an hour as this must bring him. Rather, in­deed, was he saddened and op­pressed. To pois­on the un­holy cup of joy which he had ima­gined him­self drain­ing with such thirsty zest there was that dis­cov­ery of a meas­ure of jus­ti­fic­a­tion for her at­ti­tude to­wards him in her con­vic­tion that his dis­ap­pear­ance was ex­plained by flight.

			He was weighed down by a sense that he had put him­self en­tirely in the wrong; that in his ven­geance he had over­reached him­self; and he found the fruits of it, which had seemed so de­sir­ably lus­cious, turn­ing to ashes in his mouth.

			Long he stood there, the si­lence between them en­tirely un­broken. Then at length he stirred, turned from the para­pet, and paced slowly back un­til he came to stand be­side the di­van, look­ing down upon her from his great height.

			“At last you have heard the truth,” he said. And as she made no an­swer he con­tin­ued: “I am thank­ful it was sur­prised out of him be­fore the tor­ture was ap­plied, else you might have con­cluded that pain was wringing a false con­fes­sion from him.” He paused, but still she did not speak; in­deed, she made no sign that she had heard him. “That,” he con­cluded, “was the man whom you pre­ferred to me. Faith, you did not flat­ter me, as per­haps you may have learnt.”

			At last she was moved from her si­lence, and her voice came dull and hard. “I have learnt how little there is to choose between you,” she said. “It was to have been ex­pec­ted. I might have known two broth­ers could not have been so dis­sim­il­ar in nature. Oh, I am learn­ing a deal, and swiftly!”

			It was a speech that angered him, that cast out en­tirely the softer mood that had been grow­ing in him.

			“You are learn­ing?” he echoed. “What are you learn­ing?”

			“Know­ledge of the ways of men.”

			His teeth gleamed in his wry smile. “I hope the know­ledge will bring you as much bit­ter­ness as the know­ledge of wo­men—of one wo­man—has brought me. To have be­lieved me what you be­lieved me—me whom you con­ceived your­self to love!” He felt, per­haps the need to re­peat it that he might keep the grounds of his griev­ance well be­fore his mind.

			“If I have a mercy to beg of you it is that you will not shame me with the re­mind­er.”

			“Of your faith­less­ness?” he asked. “Of your dis­loy­al read­i­ness to be­lieve the worst evil of me?”

			“Of my ever hav­ing be­lieved that I loved you. That is the thought that shames me, as noth­ing else in life could shame me, as not even the slave mar­ket and all the in­sult to which you have sub­mit­ted me could shame me. You taunt me with my read­i­ness to be­lieve evil of you. …”

			“I do more than taunt you with it,” he broke in, his an­ger mount­ing un­der the piti­less lash of her scorn. “I lay to your charge the wasted years of my life, all the evil that has fol­lowed out of it, all that I have suffered, all that I have lost, all that I am be­come.”

			She looked up at him coldly, as­ton­ish­ingly mis­tress of her­self. “You lay all this to my charge?” she asked him.

			“I do.” He was very vehe­ment. “Had you not used me as you did, had you not lent a ready ear to lies, that whelp my broth­er would nev­er have gone to such lengths, nor should I ever have af­forded him the op­por­tun­ity.”

			She shif­ted on the cush­ions of the di­van and turned her shoulder to him.

			“All this is very idle,” she said coldly. Yet per­haps be­cause she felt that she had need to jus­ti­fy her­self she con­tin­ued: “If, after all, I was so ready to be­lieve evil of you, it is that my in­stincts must have warned me of the evil that was ever in you. You have proved to me to­night that it was not you who murdered Peter; but to at­tain that proof you have done a deed that is even fouler and more shame­ful, a deed that re­veals to the full the black­ness of your heart. Have you not proved your­self a mon­ster of ven­geance and im­pi­ety?” She rose and faced him again in her sud­den pas­sion. “Are you not—you that were born a Cornish Chris­ti­an gen­tle­man—be­come a hea­then and a rob­ber, a reneg­ade and a pir­ate? Have you not sac­ri­ficed your very God to your venge­ful lust?”

			He met her glance fully, nev­er quail­ing be­fore her de­nun­ci­ation, and when she had ended on that note of ques­tion he counter-ques­tioned her.

			“And your in­stincts had fore­warned you of all this? God’s life, wo­man! can you in­vent no bet­ter tale than that?” He turned aside as two slaves entered bear­ing an earth­en­ware ves­sel. “Here comes your sup­per. I hope your ap­pet­ite is keen­er than your lo­gic.”

			They set the ves­sel, from which a sa­voury smell pro­ceeded, upon the little Moor­ish table by the di­van. On the ground be­side it they placed a broad dish of baked earth in which there were a couple of loaves and a red, short-necked am­phora of wa­ter with a drink­ing-cup placed over the mouth of it to act as a stop­per.

			They sa­laamed pro­foundly and pad­ded softly out again.

			“Sup,” he bade her shortly.

			“I want no sup­per,” she replied, her man­ner sul­len.

			His cold eye played over her. “Hence­forth, girl, you will con­sider not what you want, but what I bid you do. I bid you eat; about it, there­fore.”

			“I will not.”

			“Will not?” he echoed slowly. “Is that a speech from slave to mas­ter? Eat, I say.”

			“I can­not! I can­not!” she pro­tested.

			“A slave may not live who can­not do her mas­ter’s bid­ding.”

			“Then kill me,” she answered fiercely, leap­ing up to con­front and dare him. “Kill me. You are used to killing, and for that at least I should be grate­ful.”

			“I will kill you if I please,” he said in level icy tones. “But not to please you. You don’t yet un­der­stand. You are my slave, my thing, my prop­erty, and I will not suf­fer you to be dam­aged save at my own good pleas­ure. There­fore, eat, or my Nu­bi­ans shall whip you to quick­en ap­pet­ite.”

			For a mo­ment she stood de­fi­ant be­fore him, white and res­ol­ute. Then quite sud­denly, as if her will was be­ing bent and crumpled un­der the in­sist­ent pres­sure of his own, she drooped and sank down again to the di­van. Slowly, re­luct­antly she drew the dish near­er. Watch­ing her, he laughed quite si­lently.

			She paused, ap­pear­ing to seek for some­thing. Fail­ing to find it she looked up at him again, between scorn and in­ter­ces­sion.

			“Am I to tear the meat with my fin­gers?” she de­man­ded.

			His eyes gleamed with un­der­stand­ing, or at least with sus­pi­cion. But he answered her quite calmly—

			“It is against the Proph­et’s law to de­file meat or bread by the con­tact of a knife. You must use the hands that God has giv­en you.”

			“Do you mock me with the Proph­et and his laws? What are the Proph­et’s laws to me? If eat I must, at least I will not eat like a hea­then dog, but in Chris­ti­an fash­ion.”

			To in­dulge her, as it seemed, he slowly drew the richly hil­ted dag­ger from his girdle. “Let that serve you, then,” he said; and care­lessly he tossed it down be­side her.

			With a quick in­drawn breath she pounced upon it. “At last,” she said, “you give me some­thing for which I can be grate­ful to you.” And on the words she laid the point of it against her breast.

			Like light­ning he had dropped to one knee, and his hand had closed about her wrist with such a grip that all her arm felt limp and power­less. He was smil­ing in­to her eyes, his swarthy face close to her own.

			“Did you in­deed sup­pose I trus­ted you? Did you really think me de­ceived by your sud­den pre­tence of yield­ing? When will you learn that I am not a fool? I did it but to test your spir­it.”

			“Then now you know its tem­per,” she replied. “You know my in­ten­tion.”

			“Fore­warned, fore­armed,” said he.

			She looked at him, with some­thing that would have been mock­ery but for the con­tempt that col­oured it too deeply. “Is it so dif­fi­cult a thing,” she asked, “to snap the thread of life? Are there no ways of dy­ing save by the knife? You boast your­self my mas­ter; that I am your slave; that, hav­ing bought me in the mar­ket­place, I be­long to you body and soul. How idle is that boast. My body you may bind and con­fine; but my soul. … Be very sure that you shall be cheated of your bar­gain. You boast your­self lord of life and death. A lie! Death is all that you can com­mand.”

			Quick steps came pat­ter­ing up the stairs, and be­fore he could an­swer her, be­fore he had thought of words in which to do so, Ali con­fron­ted him with the astound­ing an­nounce­ment that there was a wo­man be­low ask­ing ur­gently to speak with him.

			“A wo­man?” he ques­tioned, frown­ing. “A Nas­rani wo­man, do you mean?”

			“No, my lord. A Muslim,” was the still more sur­pris­ing in­form­a­tion.

			“A Muslim wo­man, here? Im­possible!”

			But even as he spoke a dark fig­ure glided like a shad­ow across the threshold on to the ter­race. She was in black from head to foot, in­clud­ing the veil that shrouded her, a veil of the pro­por­tions of a mantle, serving to dis­semble her very shape.

			Ali swung upon her in a rage. “Did I not bid thee wait be­low, thou daugh­ter of shame?” he stormed. “She has fol­lowed me up, my lord, to thrust her­self in here upon you. Shall I drive her forth?”

			“Let her be,” said Sakr-el-Bahr. And he waved Ali away. “Leave us!”

			Some­thing about that black im­mov­able fig­ure ar­res­ted his at­ten­tion and fired his sus­pi­cions. Un­ac­count­ably al­most it brought to his mind the thought of Ay­oub-el-Sarn­in and the bid­ding there had been for Ros­amund in the sôk.

			He stood wait­ing for his vis­it­or to speak and dis­close her­self. She on her side con­tin­ued im­mov­able un­til Ali’s foot­steps had faded in the dis­tance. Then, with a bold­ness en­tirely char­ac­ter­ist­ic, with the reck­less­ness that be­trayed her European ori­gin, in­tol­er­ant of the Muslim re­straint im­posed upon her sex, she did what no True-be­liev­ing wo­man would have done. She tossed back that long black veil and dis­closed the pale coun­ten­ance and lan­guor­ous eyes of Fen­zileh.

			For all that it was no more than he had ex­pec­ted, yet upon be­hold­ing her—her coun­ten­ance thus bared to his re­gard—he re­coiled a step.

			“Fen­zileh!” he cried. “What mad­ness is this?”

			Hav­ing an­nounced her­self in that dra­mat­ic fash­ion she com­posedly re­ad­jus­ted her veil so that her coun­ten­ance should once more be de­cently con­cealed.

			“To come here, to my house, and thus!” he pro­tested. “Should this reach the ears of thy lord, how will it fare with thee and with me? Away, wo­man, and at once!” he bade her.

			“No need to fear his know­ing of this un­less, thy­self, thou tell him,” she answered. “To thee I need no ex­cuse if thou’lt but re­mem­ber that like thy­self I was not born a Muslim.”

			“But Al­gi­ers is not thy nat­ive Si­cily, and whatever thou wast born it were well to re­mem­ber what thou art be­come.”

			He went on at length to tell her of the pre­cise de­gree of her folly, but she cut in, stem­ming his prot­est­a­tion in full flow.

			“These are idle words that but delay me.”

			“To thy pur­pose then, in Al­lah’s name, that thus thou may­est de­part the soon­er.”

			She came to it straight enough on that un­com­prom­ising sum­mons. She poin­ted to Ros­amund. “It con­cerns that slave,” said she. “I sent my waz­eer to the sôk today with or­ders to pur­chase her for me.”

			“So I had sup­posed,” he said.

			“But it seems that she caught thy fancy, and the fool suffered him­self to be out­bid­den.”

			“Well?”

			“Thou’lt re­lin­quish her to me at the price she cost thee?” A faint note of anxi­ety trembled in her voice.

			“I am an­guished to deny thee, O Fen­zileh. She is not for sale.”

			“Ah, wait,” she cried. “The price paid was high—many times high­er than I have ever heard tell was giv­en for a slave, how­ever lovely. Yet I cov­et her. ’Tis a whim of mine, and I can­not suf­fer to be thwarted in my whims. To grat­i­fy this one I will pay three thou­sand philips.”

			He looked at her and wondered what dev­il­ries might be stir­ring in her mind, what evil pur­pose she de­sired to serve.

			“Thou’lt pay three thou­sand philips?” he said slowly. Then bluntly asked her: “Why?”

			“To grat­i­fy a whim, to please a fancy.”

			“What is the nature of this costly whim?” he in­sisted.

			“The de­sire to pos­sess her for my own,” she answered evas­ively.

			“And this de­sire to pos­sess her, whence is it sprung?” he re­turned, as pa­tient as he was re­lent­less.

			“You ask too many ques­tions,” she ex­claimed with a flash of an­ger.

			He shrugged and smiled. “You an­swer too few.”

			She set her arms akimbo and faced him squarely. Faintly through her veil he caught the gleam of her eyes, and he cursed the ad­vant­age she had in that her face was covered from his read­ing.

			“In a word, Oliv­er-Re­is,” said she, “wilt sell her for three thou­sand philips?”

			“In a word—no,” he answered her.

			“Thou’lt not? Not for three thou­sand philips?” Her voice was charged with sur­prise, and he wondered was it real or as­sumed.

			“Not for thirty thou­sand,” answered he. “She is mine, and I’ll not re­lin­quish her. So since I have pro­claimed my mind, and since to tarry here is fraught with per­il for us both, I beg thee to de­part.”

			There fell a little pause, and neither of them no­ticed the alert in­terest stamped upon the white face of Ros­amund. Neither of them sus­pec­ted her know­ledge of French which en­abled her to fol­low most of what was said in the lin­gua franca they em­ployed.

			Fen­zileh drew close to him. “Thou’lt not re­lin­quish her, eh?” she asked, and he was sure she sneered. “Be not so con­fid­ent. Thou’lt be forced to it, my friend—if not to me, why then, to As­ad. He is com­ing for her, him­self, in per­son.”

			“As­ad?” he cried, startled now.

			“As­ad-ed-Din,” she answered, and upon that re­sumed her plead­ing. “Come, then! It were surely bet­ter to make a good bar­gain with me than a bad one with the Basha.”

			He shook his head and planted his feet squarely. “I in­tend to make no bar­gain with either of you. This slave is not for sale.”

			“Shalt thou dare res­ist As­ad? I tell thee he will take her wheth­er she be for sale or not.”

			“I see,” he said, his eyes nar­row­ing. “And the fear of this, then, is the source of thy whim to ac­quire her for thy­self. Thou art not subtle, O Fen­zileh. The con­scious­ness that thine own charms are fad­ing sets thee trem­bling lest so much love­li­ness should en­tirely cast thee from thy lord’s re­gard, eh?”

			If he could not see her face, and study there the ef­fect of that thrust of his, at least he ob­served the quiver that ran through her muffled fig­ure, he caught the note of an­ger that throbbed in her reply—“And if that were so, what is’t to thee?”

			“It may be much or little,” he replied thought­fully.

			“In­deed, it should be much,” she answered quickly, breath­lessly. “Have I not ever been thy friend? Have I not ever urged thy valour on my lord’s no­tice and wrought like a true friend for thine ad­vance­ment, Sakr-el-Bahr?”

			He laughed out­right. “Hast thou so?” quoth he.

			“Laugh as thou wilt, but it is true,” she in­sisted. “Lose me and thy most valu­able ally is lost—one who has the ear and fa­vour of her lord. For look, Sakr-el-Bahr, it is what would be­fall if an­oth­er came to fill my place, an­oth­er who might pois­on As­ad’s mind with lies against thee—for surely she can­not love thee, this Frank­ish girl whom thou hast torn from her home!”

			“Be not con­cerned for that,” he answered lightly, his wits striv­ing in vain to plumb the depths and dis­cov­er the nature of her pur­pose. “This slave of mine shall nev­er usurp thy place be­side As­ad.”

			“O fool, As­ad will take her wheth­er she be for sale or not.”

			He looked down upon her, head on one side and arms akimbo. “If he can take her from me, the more eas­ily can he take her from thee. No doubt thou hast con­sidered that, and in some dark Si­cili­an way con­sidered too how to provide against it. But the cost—hast thou coun­ted that? What will As­ad say to thee when he learns how thou hast thwarted him?”

			“What do I care for that?” she cried in sud­den fury, her ges­tures be­com­ing a little wild. “She will be at the bot­tom of the har­bour by then with a stone about her neck. He may have me whipped. No doubt he will. But ’twill end there. He will re­quire me to con­sole him for his loss, and so all will be well again.”

			At last he had drawn her, pumped her dry, as he ima­gined. In­deed, in­deed, he thought, he had been right to say she was not subtle. He had been a fool to have per­mit­ted him­self to be in­trigued by so shal­low, so ob­vi­ous a pur­pose. He shrugged and turned away from her.

			“De­part in peace, O Fen­zileh,” he said. “I yield her to none—be his name As­ad or Shait­an.”

			His tone was fi­nal, and her an­swer seemed to ac­cept at last his de­term­in­a­tion. Yet she was very quick with that an­swer; so quick that he might have sus­pec­ted it to be pre­con­ceived.

			“Then it is surely thine in­tent to wed her.” No voice could have been more in­no­cent and guile­less than was hers now. “If so,” she went on, “it were best done quickly, for mar­riage is the only bar­ri­er As­ad will not over­throw. He is de­vout, and out of his deep rev­er­ence for the Proph­et’s law he would be sure to re­spect such a bond as that. But be very sure that he will re­spect noth­ing short of it.”

			Yet not­with­stand­ing her in­no­cence and as­sumed sim­pli­city—be­cause of it, per­haps—he read her as if she had been an open book; it no longer mattered that her face was veiled.

			“And thy pur­pose would be equally well served, eh?” he ques­tioned her, sly in his turn.

			“Equally,” she ad­mit­ted.

			“Say ‘bet­ter,’ Fen­zileh,” he re­joined. “I said thou art not subtle. By the Kor­an, I lied. Thou art subtle as the ser­pent. Yet I see whith­er thou art glid­ing. Were I to be guided by thine ad­vice a two­fold pur­pose would be served. First, I should place her bey­ond As­ad’s reach, and second, I should be em­broiled with him for hav­ing done so. What could more com­pletely sat­is­fy thy wishes?”

			“Thou dost me wrong,” she pro­tested. “I have ever been thy friend. I would that. …” She broke off sud­denly to listen. The still­ness of the night was broken by cries from the dir­ec­tion of the Bab El Oued. She ran swiftly to the para­pet whence the gate was to be seen and leaned far out.

			“Look, look!” she cried, and there was a tremor of fear in her voice. “It is he—As­ad-ed-Din.”

			Sakr-el-Bahr crossed to her side and in a glare of torches saw a body of men com­ing forth from the black arch­way of the gate.

			“It al­most seems as if, de­part­ing from thy usu­al cus­tom, thou hast spoken truth, O Fen­zileh.”

			She faced him, and he sus­pec­ted the venom­ous glance dar­ted at him through her veil. Yet her voice when she spoke was cold. “In a mo­ment thou’lt have no single doubt of it. But what of me?” The ques­tion was ad­ded in a quick­en­ing tone. “He must not find me here. He would kill me, I think.”

			“I am sure he would,” Sakr-el-Bahr agreed. “Yet muffled thus, who should re­cog­nize thee? Away, then, ere he comes. Take cov­er in the court­yard un­til he shall have passed. Didst thou come alone?”

			“Should I trust any­one with the know­ledge that I had vis­ited thee?” she asked, and he ad­mired the strong Si­cili­an spir­it in her that not all these years in the Basha’s har­em had suf­ficed to ex­tin­guish.

			She moved quickly to the door, to pause again on the threshold.

			“Thou’lt not re­lin­quish her? Thou’lt not.”

			“Be at ease,” he answered her, on so re­solved a note that she de­par­ted sat­is­fied.

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				In the Sight of Al­lah

			
			Sakr-el-Bahr stood lost in thought after she had gone. Again he weighed her every word and con­sidered pre­cisely how he should meet As­ad, and how re­fuse him, if the Basha’s were in­deed such an er­rand as Fen­zileh had her­al­ded.

			Thus in si­lence he re­mained wait­ing for Ali or an­oth­er to sum­mon him to the pres­ence of the Basha. In­stead, how­ever, when Ali entered it was ac­tu­ally to an­nounce As­ad-ed-Din, who fol­lowed im­me­di­ately upon his heels, hav­ing in­sisted in his im­pa­tience upon be­ing con­duc­ted straight to the pres­ence of Sakr-el-Bahr.

			“The peace of the Proph­et upon thee,” my son, was the Basha’s greet­ing.

			“And upon thee, my lord.” Sakr-el-Bahr sa­laamed. “My house is hon­oured.” With a ges­ture he dis­missed Ali.

			“I come to thee a sup­pli­ant,” said As­ad, ad­van­cing.

			“A sup­pli­ant, thou? No need, my lord. I have no will that is not the echo of thine own.”

			The Basha’s quest­ing eyes went bey­ond him and glowed as they res­ted upon Ros­amund.

			“I come in haste,” he said, “like any cal­low lov­er, guided by my every in­stinct to the pres­ence of her I seek—this Frank­ish pearl, this pen-faced cap­tive of thy latest raid. I was away from the Kas­bah when that pig Tsamanni re­turned thith­er from the sôk; but when at last I learnt that he had failed to pur­chase her as I com­manded, I could have wept for very grief. I feared at first that some mer­chant from the Sus might have bought her and de­par­ted; but when I heard—blessed be Al­lah!—that thou wert the buy­er, I was com­for­ted again. For thou’lt yield her up to me, my son.”

			He spoke with such con­fid­ence that Oliv­er had a dif­fi­culty in choos­ing the words that were to dis­il­lu­sion him. There­fore he stood in hes­it­ancy a mo­ment.

			“I will make good thy loss,” As­ad ran on. “Thou shalt have the six­teen hun­dred philips paid and an­oth­er five hun­dred to con­sole thee. Say that will con­tent thee; for I boil with im­pa­tience.”

			Sakr-el-Bahr smiled grimly. “It is an im­pa­tience well known to me, my lord, where she is con­cerned,” he answered slowly. “I boiled with it my­self for five in­ter­min­able years. To make an end of it I went a dis­tant per­il­ous voy­age to Eng­land in a cap­tured Frank­ish ves­sel. Thou didst not know, O As­ad, else thou wouldst. …”

			“Bah!” broke in the Basha. “Thou’rt a huck­ster born. There is none like thee, Sakr-el-Bahr, in any game of wits. Well, well, name thine own price, strike thine own profit out of my im­pa­tience and let us have done.”

			“My lord,” he said quietly, “it is not the profit that is in ques­tion. She is not for sale.”

			As­ad blinked at him, speech­less, and slowly a faint col­our crept in­to his sal­low cheeks.

			“Not … not for sale?” he echoed, fal­ter­ing in his amazement.

			“Not if thou offered me thy Basha­lik as the price of her,” was the sol­emn an­swer. Then more warmly, in a voice that held a note of in­ter­ces­sion—“Ask any­thing else that is mine,” he con­tin­ued, “and gladly will I lay it at thy feet in earn­est of my loy­alty and love for thee.”

			“But I want noth­ing else.” As­ad’s tone was im­pa­tient, petu­lant al­most. “I want this slave.”

			“Then,” replied Oliv­er, “I cast my­self upon thy mercy and be­seech thee to turn thine eyes else­where.”

			As­ad scowled upon him. “Dost thou deny me?” he de­man­ded, throw­ing back his head.

			“Alas!” said Sakr-el-Bahr.

			There fell a pause. Dark­er and dark­er grew the coun­ten­ance of As­ad, fiercer glowed the eyes he bent upon his lieu­ten­ant. “I see,” he said at last, with a calm so oddly at vari­ance with his looks as to be sin­is­ter. “I see. It seems that there is more truth in Fen­zileh than I sus­pec­ted. So!” He con­sidered the cor­sair a mo­ment with his sunken smoul­der­ing eyes.

			Then he ad­dressed him in a tone that vi­brated with his sup­pressed an­ger. “Be­think thee, Sakr-el-Bahr, of what thou art, of what I have made thee. Be­think thee of all the bounty these hands have lav­ished on thee. Thou art my own lieu­ten­ant, and may­est one day be more. In Al­gi­ers there is none above thee save my­self. Art, then, so thank­less as to deny me the first thing I ask of thee? Truly is it writ­ten ‘Un­grate­ful is Man.’ ”

			“Didst thou know,” began Sakr-el-Bahr, “all that is in­volved for me in this. …”

			“I neither know nor care,” As­ad cut in. “Whatever it may be, it should be as naught when set against my will.” Then he dis­carded an­ger for ca­jolery. He set a hand upon Sakr-el-Bahr’s stal­wart shoulder. “Come, my son. I will deal gen­er­ously with thee out of my love, and I will put thy re­fus­al from my mind.”

			“Be gen­er­ous, my lord, to the point of for­get­ting that ever thou didst ask me for her.”

			“Dost still re­fuse?” The voice, hon­eyed an in­stant ago, rang harsh again. “Take care how far thou strain my pa­tience. Even as I have raised thee from the dirt, so at a word can I cast thee down again. Even as I broke the shackles that chained thee to the row­ers’ bench, so can I riv­et them on thee anew.”

			“All this canst thou do,” Sakr-el-Bahr agreed. “And since, know­ing it, I still hold to what is doubly mine—by right of cap­ture and of pur­chase—thou may­est con­ceive how mighty are my reas­ons. Be mer­ci­ful, then, As­ad. …”

			“Must I take her by force in spite of thee?” roared the Basha.

			Sakr-el-Bahr stiffened. He threw back his head and looked the Basha squarely in the eyes.

			“Whilst I live, not even that may­est thou do,” he answered.

			“Dis­loy­al, mutin­ous dog! Wilt thou res­ist me—me?”

			“It is my pray­er that thou’lt not be so un­gen­er­ous and un­just as to com­pel thy ser­vant to a course so hate­ful.”

			As­ad sneered. “Is that thy last word?” he de­man­ded.

			“Save only that in all things else I am thy slave, O As­ad.”

			A mo­ment the Basha stood re­gard­ing him, his glance bale­ful. Then de­lib­er­ately, as one who has taken his re­solve, he strode to the door. On the threshold he paused and turned again. “Wait!” he said, and on that threat­en­ing word de­par­ted.

			Sakr-el-Bahr re­mained a mo­ment where he had stood dur­ing the in­ter­view, then with a shrug he turned. He met Ros­amund’s eyes fixed in­tently upon him, and in­ves­ted with a look he could not read. He found him­self un­able to meet it, and he turned away. It was in­ev­it­able that in such a mo­ment the earli­er stab of re­morse should be re­peated. He had over­reached him­self in­deed. Des­pair settled down upon him, a full con­scious­ness of the hor­rible thing he had done, which seemed now so ir­re­voc­able. In his si­lent an­guish he al­most con­ceived that he had mis­taken his feel­ings for Ros­amund; that far from hat­ing her as he had sup­posed, his love for her had not yet been slain, else surely he should not be tor­tured now by the thought of her be­com­ing As­ad’s prey. If he hated her, in­deed, as he had sup­posed, he would have sur­rendered her and gloated.

			He wondered was his present frame of mind purely the res­ult of his dis­cov­ery that the ap­pear­ances against him had been stronger far than he ima­gined, so strong as to jus­ti­fy her con­vic­tion that he was her broth­er’s slay­er.

			And then her voice, crisp and steady, cut in­to his tor­ture of con­sid­er­a­tion.

			“Why did you deny him?”

			He swung round again to face her, amazed, hor­ror-stricken.

			“You un­der­stood?” he gasped.

			“I un­der­stood enough,” said she. “This lin­gua franca is none so dif­fer­ent from French.” And again she asked—“Why did you deny him?”

			He paced across to her side and stood look­ing down at her.

			“Do you ask why?”

			“In­deed,” she said bit­terly, “there is scarce the need per­haps. And yet can it be that your lust of ven­geance is so in­sa­ti­able that soon­er than will­ingly forgo an ounce of it you will lose your head?”

			His face be­came grim again. “Of course,” he sneered, “it would be so that you’d in­ter­pret me.”

			“Nay. If I have asked it is be­cause I doubt.”

			“Do you real­ize what it can mean to be­come the prey of As­ad-ed-Din?”

			She shuddered, and her glance fell from his, yet her voice was com­posed when she answered him—

			“Is it so very much worse than be­com­ing the prey of Oliv­er-Re­is or Sakr-el-Bahr, or whatever they may call you?”

			“If you say that it is all one to you there’s an end to my op­pos­ing him,” he answered coldly. “You may go to him. If I res­isted him—like a fool, per­haps—it was for no sake of ven­geance upon you. It was be­cause the thought of it fills me with hor­ror.”

			“Then it should fill you with hor­ror of your­self no less,” said she.

			His an­swer startled her.

			“Per­haps it does,” he said, scarcely above a mur­mur. “Per­haps it does.”

			She flashed him an up­ward glance and looked as if she would have spoken. But he went on, sud­denly pas­sion­ate, without giv­ing her time to in­ter­rupt him. “O God! It needed this to show me the vile­ness of the thing I have done. As­ad has no such motives as had I. I wanted you that I might pun­ish you. But he … O God!” he groaned, and for a mo­ment put his face to his hands.

			She rose slowly, a strange agit­a­tion stir­ring in her, her bos­om gal­lop­ing. But in his over­wrought con­di­tion he failed to ob­serve it. And then like a ray of hope to il­lu­mine his des­pair came the coun­sel that Fen­zileh had giv­en him, the bar­ri­er which she had said that As­ad, be­ing a de­vout Muslim, would nev­er dare to vi­ol­ate.

			“There is a way,” he cried. “There is the way sug­ges­ted by Fen­zileh at the prompt­ings of her malice.” An in­stant he hes­it­ated, his eyes aver­ted. Then he made his plunge. “You must marry me.”

			It was al­most as if he had struck her. She re­coiled. In­stantly sus­pi­cion awoke in her; swiftly it drew to a con­vic­tion that he had but sought to trick her by a pre­ten­ded pen­it­ence.

			“Marry you!” she echoed.

			“Ay,” he in­sisted. And he set him­self to ex­plain to her how if she were his wife she must be sac­red and in­vi­ol­able to all good Muslimeen, that none could set a fin­ger upon her without do­ing out­rage to the Proph­et’s holy law, and that, who­ever might be so dis­posed, As­ad was not of those, since As­ad was per­fer­vidly de­vout. “Thus only,” he ended, “can I place you bey­ond his reach.”

			But she was still scorn­fully re­luct­ant.

			“It is too des­per­ate a rem­edy even for so des­per­ate an ill,” said she, and thus drove him in­to a frenzy of im­pa­tience with her.

			“You must, I say,” he in­sisted, al­most an­grily. “You must—or else con­sent to be borne this very night to As­ad’s har­em—and not even as his wife, but as his slave. Oh, you must trust me for your own sake! You must!”

			“Trust you!” she cried, and al­most laughed in the in­tens­ity of her scorn. “Trust you! How can I trust one who is a reneg­ade and worse?”

			He con­trolled him­self that he might reas­on with her, that by cold lo­gic he might con­quer her con­sent.

			“You are very un­mer­ci­ful,” he said. “In judging me you leave out of all ac­count the suf­fer­ing through which I have gone and what your­self con­trib­uted to it. Know­ing now how falsely I was ac­cused and what oth­er bit­ter wrongs I suffered, con­sider that I was one to whom the man and the wo­man I most loved in all this world had proven false. I had lost faith in man and in God, and if I be­came a Muslim, a reneg­ade, and a cor­sair, it was be­cause there was no oth­er gate by which I could es­cape the un­ut­ter­able toil of the oar to which I had been chained.” He looked at her sadly. “Can you find no ex­cuse for me in all that?”

			It moved her a little, for if she main­tained a hos­tile at­ti­tude, at least she put aside her scorn.

			“No wrongs,” she told him, al­most with sor­row in her voice, “could jus­ti­fy you in out­ra­ging chiv­alry, in dis­hon­our­ing your man­hood, in ab­us­ing your strength to per­se­cute a wo­man. Whatever the causes that may have led to it, you have fallen too low, sir, to make it pos­sible that I should trust you.”

			He bowed his head un­der the re­buke which already he had uttered in his own heart. It was just and most de­served, and since he re­cog­nized its justice he found it im­possible to re­sent it.

			“I know,” he said. “But I am not ask­ing you to trust me to my profit, but to your own. It is for your sake alone that I im­plore you to do this.” Upon a sud­den in­spir­a­tion he drew the heavy dag­ger from his girdle and proffered it, hilt fore­most. “If you need an earn­est of my good faith,” he said, “take this knife with which to­night you at­temp­ted to stab your­self. At the first sign that I am false to my trust, use it as you will—upon me or upon your­self.”

			She pondered him in some sur­prise. Then slowly she put out her hand to take the weapon, as he bade her.

			“Are you not afraid,” she asked him, “that I shall use it now, and so make an end?”

			“I am trust­ing you,” he said, “that in re­turn you may trust me. Fur­ther, I am arm­ing you against the worst. For if it comes to choice between death and As­ad, I shall ap­prove your choice of death. But let me add that it were fool­ish to choose death whilst yet there is a chance of life.”

			“What chance?” she asked, with a faint re­turn of her old scorn. “The chance of life with you?”

			“No,” he answered firmly. “If you will trust me, I swear that I will seek to undo the evil I have done. Listen. At dawn my gale­asse sets out upon a raid. I will con­vey you secretly aboard and find a way to land you in some Chris­ti­an coun­try—Italy or France—whence you may make your way home again.”

			“But mean­while,” she re­minded him, “I shall have be­come your wife.”

			He smiled wist­fully. “Do you still fear a trap? Can naught con­vince you of my sin­cer­ity? A Muslim mar­riage is not bind­ing upon a Chris­ti­an, and I shall ac­count it no mar­riage. It will be no more than a pre­tence to shel­ter you un­til we are away.”

			“How can I trust your word in that?”

			“How?” He paused, baffled; but only for a mo­ment. “You have the dag­ger,” he answered preg­nantly.

			She stood con­sid­er­ing, her eyes upon the weapon’s liv­idly gleam­ing blade. “And this mar­riage?” she asked. “How is it to take place?”

			He ex­plained to her then that by the Muslim law all that was re­quired was a de­clar­a­tion made be­fore a kadi, or his su­per­i­or, and in the pres­ence of wit­nesses. He was still at his ex­plan­a­tion when from be­low there came a sound of voices, the tramp of feet, and the flash of torches.

			“Here is As­ad re­turn­ing in force,” he cried, and his voice trembled. “Do you con­sent?”

			“But the kadi?” she in­quired, and by the ques­tion he knew that she was won to his way of sav­ing her.

			“I said the kadi or his su­per­i­or. As­ad him­self shall be our priest, his fol­low­ers our wit­nesses.”

			“And if he re­fuses? He will re­fuse!” she cried, clasp­ing her hands be­fore her in her ex­cite­ment.

			“I shall not ask him. I shall take him by sur­prise.”

			“It … it must an­ger him. He may avenge him­self for what he must deem a trick.”

			“Ay,” he answered, wild-eyed. “I have thought of that, too. But it is a risk we must run. If we do not pre­vail, then—”

			“I have the dag­ger,” she cried fear­lessly.

			“And for me there will be the rope or the sword,” he answered. “Be calm! They come!”

			But the steps that pattered up the stairs were Ali’s. He flung upon the ter­race in alarm.

			“My lord, my lord! As­ad-ed-Din is here in force. He has an armed fol­low­ing with him!”

			“There is naught to fear,” said Sakr-el-Bahr, with every show of calm. “All will be well.”

			As­ad swept up the stairs and out upon that ter­race to con­front his re­bel­li­ous lieu­ten­ant. After him came a dozen black-robed jan­is­sar­ies with scim­it­ars along which the light of the torches rippled in little run­nels as of blood.

			The Basha came to a halt be­fore Sakr-el-Bahr, his arms majestic­ally fol­ded, his head thrown back, so that his long white beard jut­ted for­ward.

			“I am re­turned,” he said, “to em­ploy force where gen­tle­ness will not avail. Yet I pray that Al­lah may have lighted thee to a wiser frame of mind.”

			“He has, in­deed, my lord,” replied Sakr-el-Bahr.

			“The praise to Him!” ex­claimed As­ad in a voice that rang with joy. “The girl, then!” And he held out a hand.

			Sakr-el-Bahr stepped back to her and took her hand in his as if to lead her for­ward. Then he spoke the fate­ful words.

			“In Al­lah’s Holy Name and in His All-see­ing eyes, be­fore thee, As­ad-ed-Din, and in the pres­ence of these wit­nesses, I take this wo­man to be my wife by the mer­ci­ful law of the Proph­et of Al­lah the All-wise, the All-pity­ing.”

			The words were out and the thing was done be­fore As­ad had real­ized the cor­sair’s in­tent. A gasp of dis­may es­caped him; then his vis­age grew in­flamed, his eyes blazed.

			But Sakr-el-Bahr, cool and un­daun­ted be­fore that roy­al an­ger, took the scarf that lay about Ros­amund’s shoulders, and rais­ing it, flung it over her head, so that her face was covered by it.

			“May Al­lah rot off the hand of him who in con­tempt of our Lord Muhammad’s holy law may dare to un­veil that face, and may Al­lah bless this uni­on and cast in­to the pit of Ge­henna any who shall at­tempt to dis­solve a bond that is tied in His All-see­ing eyes.”

			It was for­mid­able. Too for­mid­able for As­ad-ed-Din. Be­hind him his jan­is­sar­ies like hounds in leash stood eagerly await­ing his com­mand. But none came. He stood there breath­ing heav­ily, sway­ing a little, and turn­ing from red to pale in the battle that was be­ing fought with­in him between rage and vex­a­tion on the one hand and his pro­found piety on the oth­er. And as he yet hes­it­ated per­haps Sakr-el-Bahr as­sisted his piety to gain the day.

			“Now you will un­der­stand why I would not yield her, O mighty As­ad,” he said. “Thy­self hast thou oft and rightly re­proached me with my cel­ib­acy, re­mind­ing me that it is not pleas­ing in the sight of Al­lah, that it is un­worthy a good Muslim. At last it hath pleased the Proph­et to send me such a maid as I could take to wife.”

			As­ad bowed his head. “What is writ­ten is writ­ten,” he said in the voice of one who ad­mon­ished him­self. Then he raised his arms aloft. “Al­lah is All-know­ing,” he de­clared. “His will be done!”

			“Ameen,” said Sakr-el-Bahr very sol­emnly and with a great surge of thank­ful pray­er to his own long-for­got­ten God.

			The Basha stayed yet a mo­ment, as if he would have spoken. Then ab­ruptly he turned and waved a hand to his jan­is­sar­ies. “Away!” was all he said to them, and stalked out in their wake.

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				The Sign

			
			From be­hind her lat­tice, still breath­less from the haste she had made, and with her whelp Mar­zak at her side, Fen­zileh had wit­nessed that first angry re­turn of the Basha from the house of Sakr-el-Bahr.

			She had heard him bawl­ing for Ab­dul Mo­hk­tar, the lead­er of his jan­is­sar­ies, and she had seen the hasty mus­ter­ing of a score of these sol­diers in the court­yard, where the ruddy light of torches mingled with the white light of the full moon. She had seen them go hur­ry­ing away with As­ad him­self at their head, and she had not known wheth­er to weep or to laugh, wheth­er to fear or to re­joice.

			“It is done,” Mar­zak had cried ex­ult­antly. “The dog hath with­stood him and so des­troyed him­self. There will be an end to Sakr-el-Bahr this night.” And he had ad­ded: “The praise to Al­lah!”

			But from Fen­zileh came no re­sponse to his pray­er of thanks­giv­ing. True, Sakr-el-Bahr must be des­troyed, and by a sword that she her­self had forged. Yet was it not in­ev­it­able that the stroke which laid him low must wound her on its re­per­cus­sion? That was the ques­tion to which now she sought an an­swer. For all her eager­ness to speed the cor­sair to his doom, she had paused suf­fi­ciently to weigh the con­sequences to her­self; she had not over­looked the cir­cum­stance that an in­ev­it­able res­ult of this must be As­ad’s ap­pro­pri­ation of that Frank­ish slave-girl. But at the time it had seemed to her that even this price was worth pay­ing to re­move Sakr-el-Bahr def­in­itely and fi­nally from her son’s path—which shows that, after all, Fen­zileh the moth­er was cap­able of some self-sac­ri­fice. She com­for­ted her­self now with the re­flec­tion that the in­flu­ence, whose wan­ing she feared might be oc­ca­sioned by the in­tro­duc­tion of a rival in­to As­ad’s har­em, would no longer be so vi­tally ne­ces­sary to her­self and Mar­zak once Sakr-el-Bahr were re­moved. The rest mattered none so much to her. Yet it mattered some­thing, and the present state of things left her un­easy, her mind a cock­pit of emo­tions. Her grasp could not en­com­pass all her de­sires at once, it seemed; and whilst she could gloat over the grat­i­fic­a­tion of one, she must be­wail the frus­tra­tion of an­oth­er. Yet in the main she felt that she should ac­count her­self the gain­er.

			In this state of mind she had waited, scarce heed­ing the sav­agely joy­ous and en­tirely selfish bab­blings of her cub, who cared little what might betide his moth­er as the price of the re­mov­al of that hated rival from his path. For him, at least, there was noth­ing but profit in the busi­ness, no cause for any­thing but sat­is­fac­tion; and that sat­is­fac­tion he voiced with a fine con­tempt for his moth­er’s feel­ings.

			Anon they wit­nessed As­ad’s re­turn. They saw the jan­is­sar­ies come swinging in­to the court­yard and range them­selves there whilst the Basha made his ap­pear­ance, walk­ing slowly, with steps that dragged a little, his head sunk upon his breast, his hands be­hind him. They waited to see slaves fol­low­ing him, lead­ing or car­ry­ing the girl he had gone to fetch. But they waited in vain, in­trigued and un­easy.

			They heard the harsh voice in which As­ad dis­missed his fol­low­ers, and the clang of the clos­ing gate; and they saw him pa­cing there alone in the moon­light, ever in that at­ti­tude of de­jec­tion.

			What had happened? Had he killed them both? Had the girl res­isted him to such an ex­tent that he had lost all pa­tience and in one of those rages be­got­ten of such res­ist­ance made an end of her?

			Thus did Fen­zileh ques­tion her­self, and since she could not doubt but that Sakr-el-Bahr was slain, she con­cluded that the rest must be as she con­jec­tured. Yet, the sus­pense tor­tur­ing her, she summoned Ay­oub and sent him to glean from Ab­dul Mo­hk­tar the tale of what had passed. In his own hatred of Sakr-el-Bahr, Ay­oub went will­ingly enough and hop­ing for the worst. He re­turned dis­ap­poin­ted, with a tale that sowed dis­may in Fen­zileh and Mar­zak.

			Fen­zileh, how­ever, made a swift re­cov­ery. After all, it was the best that could have happened. It should not be dif­fi­cult to trans­mute that ob­vi­ous de­jec­tion of As­ad’s in­to re­sent­ment, and to fan this in­to a rage that must end by con­sum­ing Sakr-el-Bahr. And so the thing could be ac­com­plished without jeop­ardy to her own place at As­ad’s side. For it was in­con­ceiv­able that he should now take Ros­amund to his har­em. Already the fact that she had been paraded with na­ked face among the Faith­ful must in it­self have been a dif­fi­cult obstacle to his pride. But it was ut­terly im­possible that he could so sub­ject his self-re­spect to his de­sire as to take to him­self a wo­man who had been the wife of his ser­vant.

			Fen­zileh saw her way very clearly. It was through As­ad’s de­vout­ness—as she her­self had ad­vised, though scarcely ex­pect­ing such rich res­ults as these—that he had been thwarted by Sakr-el-Bahr. That same de­vout­ness must fur­ther be played upon now to do the rest.

			Tak­ing up a flimsy silken veil, she went out to him where he now sat on the di­van un­der the awn­ing, alone there in the tep­id-scen­ted sum­mer night. She crept to his side with the soft, grace­ful, quest­ing move­ments of a cat, and sat there a mo­ment un­heeded al­most—such was his ab­strac­tion—her head rest­ing lightly against his shoulder.

			“Lord of my soul,” she mur­mured presently, “thou art sor­row­ing.” Her voice was in it­self a soft and sooth­ing caress.

			He star­ted, and she caught the gleam of his eyes turned sud­denly upon her.

			“Who told thee so?” he asked sus­pi­ciously.

			“My heart,” she answered, her voice me­lodi­ous as a vi­ol. “Can sor­row bur­den thine and mine go light?” she wooed him. “Is hap­pi­ness pos­sible to me when thou art down­cast? In there I felt thy mel­an­choly, and thy need of me, and I am come to share thy bur­den, or to bear it all for thee.” Her arms were raised, and her fin­gers in­ter­locked them­selves upon his shoulder.

			He looked down at her, and his ex­pres­sion softened. He needed com­fort, and nev­er was she more wel­come to him.

			Gradu­ally and with in­fin­ite skill she drew from him the story of what had happened. When she had gathered it, she loosed her in­dig­na­tion.

			“The dog!” she cried. “The faith­less, un­grate­ful hound! Yet have I warned thee against him, O light of my poor eyes, and thou hast scorned me for the warn­ings uttered by my love. Now at last thou know­est him, and he shall trouble thee no longer. Thou’lt cast him off, re­duce him again to the dust from which thy bounty raised him.”

			But As­ad did not re­spond. He sat there in a gloomy ab­strac­tion, star­ing straight be­fore him. At last he sighed wear­ily. He was just, and he had a con­science, as odd a thing as it was awk­ward in a cor­sair Basha.

			“In what hath be­fallen,” he answered moodily, “there is naught to jus­ti­fy me in cast­ing aside the stoutest sol­dier of Is­lam. My duty to Al­lah will not suf­fer it.”

			“Yet his duty to thee suffered him to thwart thee, O my lord,” she re­minded him very softly.

			“In my de­sires—ay!” he answered, and for a mo­ment his voice quivered with pas­sion. Then he repressed it, and con­tin­ued more calmly—“Shall my self-seek­ing over­whelm my duty to the Faith? Shall the mat­ter of a slave-girl urge me to sac­ri­fice the bravest sol­dier of Is­lam, the stoutest cham­pi­on of the Proph­et’s law? Shall I bring down upon my head the ven­geance of the One by des­troy­ing a man who is a scourge of scor­pi­ons un­to the in­fi­del—and all this that I may grat­i­fy my per­son­al an­ger against him, that I may avenge the thwart­ing of a petty de­sire?”

			“Dost thou still say, O my life, that Sakr-el-Bahr is the stoutest cham­pi­on of the Proph­et’s law?” she asked him softly, yet on a note of amazement.

			“It is not I that say it, but his deeds,” he answered sul­lenly.

			“I know of one deed no true be­liev­er could have wrought. If proof were needed of his in­fi­del­ity he hath now af­forded it in tak­ing to him­self a Nas­rani wife. Is it not writ­ten in the Book to be Read: ‘Marry not id­ol­at­resses’? Is not that the Proph­et’s law, and hath he not broken it, of­fend­ing at once against Al­lah and against thee, O foun­tain of my soul?”

			As­ad frowned. Here was truth in­deed, some­thing that he had en­tirely over­looked. Yet justice com­pelled him still to de­fend Sakr-el-Bahr, or else per­haps he but reasoned to prove to him­self that the case against the cor­sair was in­deed com­plete.

			“He may have sinned in thought­less­ness,” he sug­ges­ted.

			At that she cried out in ad­mir­a­tion of him. “What a fount of mercy and for­bear­ance art thou, O fath­er of Mar­zak! Thou’rt right as in all things. It was no doubt in thought­less­ness that he of­fen­ded, but would such thought­less­ness be pos­sible in a true be­liev­er—in one worthy to be dubbed by thee the cham­pi­on of the Proph­et’s Holy Law?”

			It was a shrewd thrust, that pierced the ar­mour of con­science in which he sought to em­panoply him­self. He sat very thought­ful, scowl­ing darkly at the inky shad­ow of the wall which the moon was cast­ing. Sud­denly he rose.

			“By Al­lah, thou art right!” he cried. “So that he thwarted me and kept that Frank­ish wo­man for him­self, he cared not how he sinned against the law.”

			She glided to her knees and coiled her arms about his waist, look­ing up at him. “Still art thou ever mer­ci­ful, ever spar­ing in ad­verse judg­ment. Is that all his fault, O As­ad?”

			“All?” he ques­tioned, look­ing down at her. “What more is there?”

			“I would there were no more. Yet more there is, to which thy an­gel­ic mercy blinds thee. He did worse. Not merely was he reck­less of how he sinned against the law, he turned the law to his own base uses and so de­filed it.”

			“How?” he asked quickly, eagerly al­most.

			“He em­ployed it as a bul­wark be­hind which to shel­ter him­self and her. Know­ing that thou who art the Li­on and de­fend­er of the Faith wouldst bend obed­i­ently to what is writ­ten in the Book, he mar­ried her to place her bey­ond thy reach.”

			“The praise to Him who is All-wise and lent me strength to do naught un­worthy!” he cried in a great voice, glor­i­fy­ing him­self. “I might have slain him to dis­solve the im­pi­ous bond, yet I obeyed what is writ­ten.”

			“Thy for­bear­ance hath giv­en joy to the an­gels,” she answered him, “and yet a man was found so base as to trade upon it and upon thy piety, O As­ad!”

			He shook off her clasp, and strode away from her a prey to agit­a­tion. He paced to and fro in the moon­light there, and she, well-con­tent, re­clined upon the cush­ions of the di­van, a thing of in­fin­ite grace, her gleam­ing eyes dis­creetly veiled from him—wait­ing un­til her pois­on should have done its work.

			She saw him halt, and fling up his arms, as if apo­stroph­iz­ing Heav­en, as if ask­ing a ques­tion of the stars that twinkled in the wide-flung nim­bus of the moon.

			Then at last he paced slowly back to her. He was still un­de­cided. There was truth in what she had said; yet he knew and weighed her hatred of Sakr-el-Bahr, knew how it must urge her to put the worst con­struc­tion upon any act of his, knew her jeal­ousy for Mar­zak, and so he mis­trus­ted her ar­gu­ments and mis­trus­ted him­self. Also there was his own love of Sakr-el-Bahr that would in­sist upon a place in the bal­ance of his judg­ment. His mind was in tur­moil.

			“Enough,” he said al­most roughly. “I pray that Al­lah may send me coun­sel in the night.” And upon that he stalked past her, up the steps, and so in­to the house.

			She fol­lowed him. All night she lay at his feet to be ready at the first peep of dawn to but­tress a pur­pose that she feared was still weak, and whilst he slept fit­fully, she slept not at all, but lay wide-eyed and watch­ful.

			At the first note of the muezzin’s voice, he leapt from his couch obed­i­ent to its sum­mons, and scarce had the last note of it died upon the winds of dawn than he was afoot, beat­ing his hands to­geth­er to sum­mon slaves and is­su­ing his or­ders, from which she gathered that he was for the har­bour there and then.

			“May Al­lah have in­spired thee, O my lord!” she cried. And asked him: “What is thy re­solve?”

			“I go to seek a sign,” he answered her, and upon that de­par­ted, leav­ing her in a frame of mind that was far from easy.

			She summoned Mar­zak, and bade him ac­com­pany his fath­er, breathed swift in­struc­tions of what he should do and how do it.

			“Thy fate has been placed in thine own hands,” she ad­mon­ished him. “See that thou grip it firmly now.”

			In the court­yard Mar­zak found his fath­er in the act of mount­ing a white mule that had been brought him. He was at­ten­ded by his waz­eer Tsamanni, Biskaine, and some oth­er of his cap­tains. Mar­zak begged leave to go with him. It was care­lessly gran­ted, and they set out, Mar­zak walk­ing by his fath­er’s stir­rup, a little in ad­vance of the oth­ers. For a while there was si­lence between fath­er and son, then the lat­ter spoke.

			“It is my pray­er, O my fath­er, that thou art re­solved to de­pose the faith­less Sakr-el-Bahr from the com­mand of this ex­ped­i­tion.”

			As­ad con­sidered his son with a sombre eye. “Even now the gale­asse should be set­ting out if the ar­gosy is to be in­ter­cep­ted,” he said. “If Sakr-el-Bahr does not com­mand, who shall, in Heav­en’s name?”

			“Try me, O my fath­er,” cried Mar­zak.

			As­ad smiled with grim wist­ful­ness. “Art weary of life, O my son, that thou wouldst go to thy death and take the gale­asse to de­struc­tion?”

			“Thou art less than just, O my fath­er,” Mar­zak pro­tested.

			“Yet more than kind, O my son,” replied As­ad, and they went on in si­lence there­after, un­til they came to the mole.

			The splen­did gale­asse was moored along­side, and all about her there was great bustle of pre­par­a­tion for de­par­ture. Port­ers moved up and down the gang­way that con­nec­ted her with the shore, car­ry­ing bales of pro­vi­sions, bar­rels of wa­ter, kegs of gun­powder, and oth­er ne­ces­sar­ies for the voy­age, and even as As­ad and his fol­low­ers reached the head of that gang­way, four negroes were stag­ger­ing down it un­der the load of a huge pal­metto bale that was slung from staves yoked to their shoulders.

			On the poop stood Sakr-el-Bahr with Oth­mani, Ali, Jasper-Re­is, and some oth­er of­ficers. Up and down the gang­way paced Larocque and Vi­git­ello, two reneg­ade boat­swains, one French and the oth­er Itali­an, who had sailed with him on every voy­age for the past two years. Larocque was su­per­in­tend­ing the load­ing of the ves­sel, bawl­ing his or­ders for the be­stow­al of pro­vi­sions here, of wa­ter yon­der, and of powder about the main­mast. Vi­git­ello was mak­ing a fi­nal in­spec­tion of the slaves at the oars.

			As the pal­metto pan­ni­er was brought aboard, Larocque shouted to the negroes to set it down by the main­mast. But here Sakr-el-Bahr in­terfered, bid­ding them, in­stead, to bring it up to the stern and place it in the poop house.

			As­ad had dis­moun­ted, and stood with Mar­zak at his side at the head of the gang­way when the youth fi­nally begged his fath­er him­self to take com­mand of this ex­ped­i­tion, al­low­ing him to come as his lieu­ten­ant and so learn the ways of the sea.

			As­ad looked at him curi­ously, but answered noth­ing. He went aboard, Mar­zak and the oth­ers fol­low­ing him. It was at this mo­ment that Sakr-el-Bahr first be­came aware of the Basha’s pres­ence, and he came in­stantly for­ward to do the hon­ours of his gal­ley. If there was a sud­den un­eas­i­ness in his heart his face was calm and his glance as ar­rog­ant and steady as ever.

			“May the peace of Al­lah over­shad­ow thee and thy house, O mighty As­ad,” was his greet­ing. “We are on the point of cast­ing off, and I shall sail the more se­curely for thy bless­ing.”

			As­ad con­sidered him with eyes of won­der. So much ef­frontery, so much ease after their last scene to­geth­er seemed to the Basha a thing in­cred­ible, un­less, in­deed, it were ac­com­pan­ied by a con­science en­tirely at peace.

			“It has been pro­posed to me that I shall do more than bless this ex­ped­i­tion—that I shall com­mand it,” he answered, watch­ing Sakr-el-Bahr closely. He ob­served the sud­den flick­er of the cor­sair’s eyes, the only out­ward sign of his in­ward dis­may.

			“Com­mand it?” echoed Sakr-el-Bahr. “ ’Twas pro­posed to thee?” And he laughed lightly as if to dis­miss that sug­ges­tion.

			That laugh was a tac­tic­al er­ror. It spurred As­ad. He ad­vanced slowly along the ves­sel’s waist deck to the main­mast—for she was rigged with main and fore­masts. There he hal­ted again to look in­to the face of Sakr-el-Bahr who stepped along be­side him.

			“Why didst thou laugh?” he ques­tioned shortly.

			“Why? At the folly of such a pro­pos­al,” said Sakr-el-Bahr in haste, too much in haste to seek a dip­lo­mat­ic an­swer.

			Dark­er grew the Basha’s frown. “Folly?” quoth he. “Wherein lies the folly?”

			Sakr-el-Bahr made haste to cov­er his mis­take. “In the sug­ges­tion that such poor quarry as waits us should be worthy thine en­deav­our, should war­rant the Li­on of the Faith to un­sheathe his mighty claws. Thou,” he con­tin­ued with ringing scorn, “thou the in­spirer of a hun­dred glor­i­ous fights in which whole fleets have been en­gaged, to take the seas upon so trivi­al an er­rand—one gale­asse to swoop upon a single gal­ley of Spain! It were un­worthy thy great name, be­neath the dig­nity of thy valour!” and by a ges­ture he con­temp­tu­ously dis­missed the sub­ject.

			But As­ad con­tin­ued to pon­der him with cold eyes, his face in­scrut­able. “Why, here’s a change since yes­ter­day!” he said.

			“A change, my lord?”

			“But yes­ter­day in the mar­ket­place thy­self didst urge me to join this ex­ped­i­tion and to com­mand it,” As­ad re­minded him, speak­ing with de­lib­er­ate em­phas­is. “Thy­self in­voked the memory of the days that are gone, when, scim­it­ar in hand, we charged side by side aboard the in­fi­del, and thou didst be­seech me to en­gage again be­side thee. And now. …” He spread his hands, an­ger gathered in his eyes. “Whence this change?” he de­man­ded sternly.

			Sakr-el-Bahr hes­it­ated, caught in his own toils. He looked away from As­ad a mo­ment; he had a glimpse of the hand­some flushed face of Mar­zak at his fath­er’s el­bow, of Biskaine, Tsamanni, and the oth­ers all star­ing at him in amazement, and even of some grimy sun­burned faces from the row­ers’ bench on his left that were look­ing on with dull curi­os­ity.

			He smiled, seem­ing out­wardly to re­main en­tirely un­ruffled. “Why … it is that I have come to per­ceive thy reas­ons for re­fus­ing. For the rest, it is as I say, the quarry is not worthy of the hunter.”

			Mar­zak uttered a soft sneer­ing laugh, as if the true reas­on of the cor­sair’s at­ti­tude were quite clear to him. He fan­cied too, and he was right in this, that Sakr-el-Bahr’s odd at­ti­tude had ac­com­plished what per­sua­sions ad­dressed to As­ad-ed-Din might to the end have failed to ac­com­plish—had af­forded him the sign he was come to seek. For it was in that mo­ment that As­ad de­term­ined to take com­mand him­self.

			“It al­most seems,” he said slowly, smil­ing, “as if thou didst not want me. If so, it is un­for­tu­nate; for I have long neg­lected my duty to my son, and I am re­solved at last to re­pair that er­ror. We ac­com­pany thee upon this ex­ped­i­tion, Sakr-el-Bahr. My­self I will com­mand it, and Mar­zak shall be my ap­pren­tice in the ways of the sea.”

			Sakr-el-Bahr said not an­oth­er word in protest against that pro­claimed re­solve. He sa­laamed, and when he spoke there was al­most a note of glad­ness in his voice.

			“The praise to Al­lah, then, since thou’rt de­term­ined. It is not for me to urge fur­ther the un­wor­thi­ness of the quarry since I am the gain­er by thy re­solve.”

		
	
		
			
				XV

				The Voy­age

			
			His re­solve be­ing taken, As­ad drew Tsamanni aside and spent some mo­ments in talk with him, giv­ing him cer­tain in­struc­tions for the con­duct of af­fairs ashore dur­ing his ab­sence. That done, and the waz­eer dis­missed, the Basha him­self gave the or­der to cast off, an or­der which there was no reas­on to delay, since all was now in read­i­ness.

			The gang­way was drawn ashore, the boat­swains whistle soun­ded, and the steers­men leapt to their niches in the stern, grasp­ing the shafts of the great steer­ing-oars. A second blast rang out, and down the gang­way-deck came Vi­git­ello and two of his mates, all three armed with long whips of bul­lock hide, shout­ing to the slaves to make ready. And then, on the note of a third blast of Larocque’s whistle, the fifty-four poised oars dipped to the wa­ter, two hun­dred and fifty bod­ies bent as one, and when they heaved them­selves up­right again the great gale­asse shot for­ward and so set out upon her ad­ven­tur­ous voy­age. From her main­mast the red flag with its green cres­cent was un­furled to the breeze, and from the crowded mole, and the beach where a long line of spec­tat­ors had gathered, there burst a great cry of va­le­dic­tion.

			That breeze blow­ing stiffly from the desert was Li­onel’s friend that day. Without it his ca­reer at the oar might have been short in­deed. He was chained, like the rest, stark na­ked, save for a loin­cloth, in the place nearest the gang­way on the first star­board bench abaft the nar­row waist deck, and ere the gale­asse had made the short dis­tance between the mole and the is­land at the end of it, the boat­swain’s whip had coiled it­self about his white shoulders to urge him to bet­ter ex­er­tion than he was put­ting forth. He had screamed un­der the cruel cut, but none had heeded him. Lest the pun­ish­ment should be re­peated, he had thrown all his weight in­to the next strokes of the oar, un­til by the time the Peñon was reached the sweat was run­ning down his body and his heart was thud­ding against his ribs. It was not pos­sible that it could have las­ted, and his main agony lay in that he real­ized it, and saw him­self face to face with hor­rors in­con­ceiv­able that must await the ex­haus­tion of his strength. He was not nat­ur­ally ro­bust, and he had led a soft and pampered life that was very far from equip­ping him for such a test as this.

			But as they reached the Peñon and felt the full vigour of that warm breeze, Sakr-el-Bahr, who by As­ad’s com­mand re­mained in charge of the nav­ig­a­tion, ordered the un­furl­ing of the enorm­ous lateen sails on main and fore­masts. They bal­looned out, swell­ing to the wind, and the gale­asse surged for­ward at a speed that was more than doubled. The or­der to cease row­ing fol­lowed, and the slaves were left to re­turn thanks to Heav­en for their res­pite, and to rest in their chains un­til such time as their sinews should be re­quired again.

			The ves­sel’s vast prow, which ended in a steel ram and was armed with a cul­ver­in on either quarter, was crowded with loun­ging cor­sairs, who took their ease there un­til the time to en­gage should be upon them. They leaned on the high bul­warks or squat­ted in groups, talk­ing, laugh­ing, some of them tail­or­ing and re­pair­ing gar­ments, oth­ers burn­ish­ing their weapons or their ar­mour, and one swarthy youth there was who thrummed a gim­bri and sang a mel­an­choly Shilha love-song to the de­light of a score or so of bloodthirsty ruf­fi­ans squat­ting about him in a ring of varie­gated col­our.

			The gor­geous poop was fit­ted with a spa­cious cab­in, to which ad­mis­sion was gained by two arch­ways cur­tained with stout silken tapestries upon whose deep red ground the cres­cent was wrought in bril­liant green. Above the cab­in stood the three cres­sets or stern lamps, great struc­tures of gil­ded iron sur­moun­ted each by the orb and cres­cent. As if to con­tin­ue the cab­in for­ward and in­crease its size, a green awn­ing was erec­ted from it to shade al­most half the poop deck. Here cush­ions were thrown, and upon these squat­ted now As­ad-ed-Din with Mar­zak, whilst Biskaine and some three or four oth­er of­ficers who had es­cor­ted him aboard and whom he had re­tained be­side him for that voy­age, were loun­ging upon the gil­ded bal­us­trade at the poop’s for­ward end, im­me­di­ately above the row­ers’ benches.

			Sakr-el-Bahr alone, a sol­it­ary fig­ure, resplen­dent in caf­tan and turban that were of cloth of sil­ver, leaned upon the bul­warks of the lar­board quarter of the poop deck, and looked moodily back upon the re­ced­ing city of Al­gi­ers which by now was no more than an ag­glom­er­a­tion of white cubes piled up the hill­side in the morn­ing sun­shine.

			As­ad watched him si­lently awhile from un­der his beet­ling brows, then summoned him. He came at once, and stood re­spect­fully be­fore his prince.

			As­ad con­sidered him a mo­ment sol­emnly, whilst a furt­ive ma­li­cious smile played over the beau­ti­ful coun­ten­ance of his son.

			“Think not, Sakr-el-Bahr,” he said at length, “that I bear thee re­sent­ment for what be­fell last night or that that hap­pen­ing is the sole cause of my present de­term­in­a­tion. I had a duty—a long-neg­lected duty—to Mar­zak, which at last I have un­der­taken to per­form.” He seemed to ex­cuse him­self al­most, and Mar­zak mis­liked both words and tone. Why, he wondered, must this fierce old man, who had made his name a ter­ror through­out Christen­dom, be ever so soft and yield­ing where that stal­wart and ar­rog­ant in­fi­del was con­cerned?

			Sakr-el-Bahr bowed sol­emnly. “My lord,” he said, “it is not for me to ques­tion thy re­solves or the thoughts that may have led to them. It suf­fices me to know thy wishes; they are my law.”

			“Are they so?” said As­ad tartly. “Thy deeds will scarce bear out thy prot­est­a­tions.” He sighed. “Sorely was I wounded yes­ternight when thy mar­riage thwarted me and placed that Frank­ish maid bey­ond my reach. Yet I re­spect this mar­riage of thine, as all Muslims must—for all that in it­self it was un­law­ful. But there!” he ended with a shrug. “We sail to­geth­er once again to crush the Span­iard. Let no ill will on either side o’er-cloud the splend­our of our task.”

			“Ameen to that, my lord,” said Sakr-el-Bahr de­voutly. “I al­most feared. …”

			“No more!” the Basha in­ter­rup­ted him. “Thou wert nev­er a man to fear any­thing, which is why I have loved thee as a son.”

			But it suited Mar­zak not at all that the mat­ter should be thus dis­missed, that it should con­clude upon a note of weak­en­ing from his fath­er, upon what in­deed amoun­ted to a speech of re­con­cili­ation. Be­fore Sakr-el-Bahr could make an­swer he had cut in to set him a ques­tion laden with wicked in­tent.

			“How will thy bride be­guile the sea­son of thine ab­sence, O Sakr-el-Bahr?”

			“I have lived too little with wo­men to be able to give thee an an­swer,” said the cor­sair.

			Mar­zak winced be­fore a reply that seemed to re­flect upon him­self. But he re­turned to the at­tack.

			“I com­pas­sion­ate thee that art the slave of duty, driv­en so soon to aban­don the de­light of her soft arms. Where hast thou be­stowed her, O cap­tain?”

			“Where should a Muslim be­stow his wife but ac­cord­ing to the bid­dings of the Proph­et—in the house?”

			Mar­zak sneered. “Ver­ily, I mar­vel at thy forti­tude in quit­ting her so soon!”

			But As­ad caught the sneer, and stared at his son. “What cause is there to mar­vel in that a true Muslim should sac­ri­fice his in­clin­a­tions to the ser­vice of the Faith?” His tone was a re­buke; but it left Mar­zak un­dis­mayed. The youth sprawled grace­fully upon his cush­ions, one leg tucked un­der him.

			“Place no ex­cess of faith in ap­pear­ances, O my fath­er!” he said.

			“No more!” growled the Basha. “Peace to thy tongue, Mar­zak, and may Al­lah the All-know­ing smile upon our ex­ped­i­tion, lend­ing strength to our arms to smite the in­fi­del to whom the fra­grance of the garden is for­bid­den.”

			To this again Sakr-el-Bahr replied “Ameen,” but an un­eas­i­ness abode in his heart summoned thith­er by the ques­tions Mar­zak had set him. Were they idle words cal­cu­lated to do no more than plague him, and to keep fresh in As­ad’s mind the memory of Ros­amund, or were they based upon some ac­tu­al know­ledge?

			His fears were to be quickened soon on that same score. He was lean­ing that af­ter­noon upon the rail, idly ob­serving the dol­ing out of the ra­tions to the slaves, when Mar­zak came to join him.

			For some mo­ments he stood si­lently be­side Sakr-el-Bahr watch­ing Vi­git­ello and his men as they passed from bench to bench serving out bis­cuits and dried dates to the row­ers—but spar­ingly, for oars move slug­gishly when stom­achs are too well nour­ished—and giv­ing each to drink a cup of vin­eg­ar and wa­ter in which floated a few drops of ad­ded oil.

			Then he poin­ted to a large pal­metto bale that stood on the waist deck near the main­mast about which the powder bar­rels were stacked.

			“That pan­ni­er,” he said, “seems to me oddly in the way yon­der. Were it not bet­ter to be­stow it in the hold, where it will cease to be an en­cum­brance in case of ac­tion?”

			Sakr-el-Bahr ex­per­i­enced a slight tight­en­ing at the heart. He knew that Mar­zak had heard him com­mand that bale to be borne in­to the poop cab­in, and that anon he had ordered it to be fetched thence when As­ad had an­nounced his in­ten­tion of sail­ing with him. He real­ized that this in it­self might be a sus­pi­cious cir­cum­stance; or, rather, know­ing what the bale con­tained, he was too ready to fear sus­pi­cion. Nev­er­the­less he turned to Mar­zak with a smile of some dis­dain.

			“I un­der­stood, Mar­zak, that thou art sail­ing with us as ap­pren­tice.”

			“What then?” quoth Mar­zak.

			“Why merely that it might be­come thee bet­ter to be con­tent to ob­serve and learn. Thou’lt soon be telling me how grapnels should be slung, and how an ac­tion should be fought.” Then he poin­ted ahead to what seemed to be no more than a low cloud-bank to­wards which they were rap­idly skim­ming be­fore that friendly wind. “Yon­der,” he said, “are the Balear­ics. We are mak­ing good speed.”

			Al­though he said it without any ob­ject oth­er than that of turn­ing the con­ver­sa­tion, yet the fact it­self was suf­fi­ciently re­mark­able to be worth a com­ment. Wheth­er rowed by her two hun­dred and fifty slaves, or sailed un­der her enorm­ous spread of can­vas, there was no swifter ves­sel upon the Medi­ter­ranean than the gale­asse of Sakr-el-Bahr. On­ward she leapt now with bel­ly­ing lateens, her well-greased keel slip­ping through the wind-whipped wa­ter at a rate which per­haps could not have been bettered by any ship that sailed.

			“If this wind holds we shall be un­der the Point of Aguila be­fore sun­set, which will be some­thing to boast of here­after,” he prom­ised.

			Mar­zak, how­ever, seemed but in­dif­fer­ently in­ter­ested; his eyes con­tin­ued awhile to stray to­wards that pal­metto bale by the main­mast. At length, without an­oth­er word to Sakr-el-Bahr, he made his way abaft, and flung him­self down un­der the awn­ing, be­side his fath­er. As­ad sat there in a moody ab­strac­tion, already re­gret­ting that he should have lent an ear to Fen­zileh to the ex­tent of com­ing upon this voy­age, and as­sured by now that at least there was no cause to mis­trust Sakr-el-Bahr. Mar­sak came to re­vive that droop­ing mis­trust. But the mo­ment was ill-chosen, and at the first words he uttered on the sub­ject, he was growled in­to si­lence by his sire.

			“Thou dost but voice thine own malice,” As­ad re­buked him. “And I am proven a fool in that I have per­mit­ted the malice of oth­ers to urge me in this mat­ter. No more, I say.”

			Thereupon Mar­zak fell si­lent and sulk­ing, his eyes ever fol­low­ing Sakr-el-Bahr, who had des­cen­ded the three steps from the poop to the gang­way and was pa­cing slowly down between the row­ers’ benches.

			The cor­sair was su­premely ill at ease, as a man must be who has some­thing to con­ceal, and who be­gins to fear that he may have been be­trayed. Yet who was there could have be­trayed him? But three men aboard that ves­sel knew his secret—Ali, his lieu­ten­ant, Jasper, and the Itali­an Vi­git­ello. And Sakr-el-Bahr would have staked all his pos­ses­sions that neither Ali nor Vi­git­ello would have be­trayed him, whilst he was fairly con­fid­ent that in his own in­terests Jasper also must have kept faith. Yet Mar­zak’s al­lu­sion to that pal­metto bale had filled him with an un­eas­i­ness that sent him now in quest of his Itali­an boat­swain whom he trus­ted above all oth­ers.

			“Vi­git­ello,” said he, “is it pos­sible that I have been be­trayed to the Basha?”

			Vi­git­ello looked up sharply at the ques­tion, then smiled with con­fid­ence. They were stand­ing alone by the bul­warks on the waist deck.

			“Touch­ing what we carry yon­der?” quoth he, his glance shift­ing to the bale. “Im­possible. If As­ad had know­ledge he would have be­trayed it be­fore we left Al­gi­ers, or else he would nev­er have sailed without a stouter body­guard of his own.

			“What need of body­guard for him?” re­turned Sakr-el-Bahr. “If it should come to grips between us—as well it may if what I sus­pect be true—there is no doubt as to the side upon which the cor­sairs would range them­selves.”

			“Is there not?” quoth Vi­git­ello, a smile upon his swarthy face. “Be not so sure. These men have most of them fol­lowed thee in­to a score of fights. To them thou art the Basha, their nat­ur­al lead­er.”

			“Maybe. But their al­le­gi­ance be­longs to As­ad-ed-Din, the ex­al­ted of Al­lah. Did it come to a choice between us, their faith would urge them to stand be­side him in spite of any past bonds that may have ex­is­ted between them and me.”

			“Yet there were some who mur­mured when thou wert su­per­seded in the com­mand of this ex­ped­i­tion,” Vi­git­ello in­formed him. “I doubt not that many would be in­flu­enced by their faith, but many would stand by thee against the Grand Sul­tan him­self. And do not for­get,” he ad­ded, in­stinct­ively lower­ing his voice, “that many of us are renegadoes like my­self and thee, who would nev­er know a mo­ment’s doubt if it came to a choice of sides. But I hope,” he ended in an­oth­er tone, “there is no such danger here.”

			“And so do I, in all faith,” replied Sakr-el-Bahr, with fer­vour. “Yet I am un­easy, and I must know where I stand if the worst takes place. Go thou amongst the men, Vi­git­ello, and probe their real feel­ings, gauge their hu­mour and en­deav­our to as­cer­tain upon what num­bers I may count if I have to de­clare war upon As­ad or if he de­clares it upon me. Be cau­tious.”

			Vi­git­ello closed one of his black eyes portent­ously. “De­pend upon it,” he said, “I’ll bring you word anon.”

			On that they par­ted, Vi­git­ello to make his way to the prow and there en­gage in his in­vest­ig­a­tions, Sakr-el-Bahr slowly to re­trace his steps to the poop. But at the first bench abaft the gang­way he paused, and looked down at the de­jec­ted, white-fleshed slave who sat shackled there. He smiled cruelly, his own anxi­et­ies for­got­ten in the sa­vour of ven­geance.

			“So you have tasted the whip already,” he said in Eng­lish. “But that is noth­ing to what is yet to come. You are in luck that there is a wind today. It will not al­ways be so. Soon shall you learn what it was that I en­dured by your con­triv­ing.”

			Li­onel looked up at him with hag­gard, blood-in­jec­ted eyes. He wanted to curse his broth­er, yet was he too over­whelmed by the sense of the fit­ness of this pun­ish­ment.

			“For my­self I care noth­ing,” he replied.

			“But you will, sweet broth­er,” was the an­swer. “You will care for your­self most dam­nably and pity your­self most poignantly. I speak from ex­per­i­ence. ’Tis odds you will not live, and that is my chief re­gret. I would you had my thews to keep you alive in this float­ing hell.”

			“I tell you I care noth­ing for my­self,” Li­onel in­sisted. “What have you done with Ros­amund?”

			“Will it sur­prise you to learn that I have played the gen­tle­man and mar­ried her?” Oliv­er mocked him.

			“Mar­ried her?” his broth­er gasped, blench­ing at the very thought. “You hound!”

			“Why ab­use me? Could I have done more?” And with a laugh he sauntered on, leav­ing Li­onel to writhe there with the tor­ment of his half-know­ledge.

			An hour later, when the cloudy out­line of the Balear­ic Isles had ac­quired dens­ity and col­our, Sakr-el-Bahr and Vi­git­ello met again on the waist deck, and they ex­changed some few words in passing.

			“It is dif­fi­cult to say ex­actly,” the boat­swain mur­mured, “but from what I gath­er I think the odds would be very evenly bal­anced, and it were rash in thee to pre­cip­it­ate a quar­rel.”

			“I am not like to do so,” replied Sakr-el-Bahr. “I should not be like to do so in any case. I but de­sired to know how I stand in case a quar­rel should be forced upon me.” And he passed on.

			Yet his un­eas­i­ness was no whit al­layed; his dif­fi­culties were very far from solved. He had un­der­taken to carry Ros­amund to France or Italy; he had pledged her his word to land her upon one or the oth­er shore, and should he fail, she might even come to con­clude that such had nev­er been his real in­ten­tion. Yet how was he to suc­ceed, now, since As­ad was aboard the gale­asse? Must he be con­strained to carry her back to Al­gi­ers as secretly as he had brought her thence, and to keep her there un­til an­oth­er op­por­tun­ity of set­ting her ashore upon a Chris­ti­an coun­try should present it­self? That was clearly im­prac­tic­able and fraught with too much risk of de­tec­tion. In­deed, the risk of de­tec­tion was very im­min­ent now. At any mo­ment her pres­ence in that pan­ni­er might be be­trayed. He could think of no way in which to re­deem his pledged word. He could but wait and hope, trust­ing to his luck and to some op­por­tun­ity which it was im­possible to fore­see.

			And so for a long hour and more he paced there moodily to and fro, his hands clasped be­hind him, his turbaned head bowed in thought, his heart very heavy with­in him. He was taken in the toils of the evil web which he had spun; and it seemed very clear to him now that noth­ing short of his life it­self would be de­man­ded as the price of it. That, how­ever, was the least part of his con­cern. All things had mis­car­ried with him and his life was wrecked. If at the price of it he could en­sure safety to Ros­amund, that price he would gladly pay. But his dis­may and un­eas­i­ness all sprang from his in­ab­il­ity to dis­cov­er a way of achiev­ing that most de­sired of ob­jects even at such a sac­ri­fice. And so he paced on alone and very lonely, wait­ing and pray­ing for a mir­acle.

		
	
		
			
				XVI

				The Pan­ni­er

			
			He was still pa­cing there when an hour or so be­fore sun­set—some fif­teen hours after set­ting out—they stood be­fore the en­trance of a long bot­tle­necked cove un­der the shad­ow of the cliffs of Aquila Point on the south­ern coast of the Is­land of For­men­tera. He was rendered aware of this and roused from his ab­strac­tion by the voice of As­ad call­ing to him from the poop and com­mand­ing him to make the cove.

			Already the wind was fail­ing them, and it be­came ne­ces­sary to take to the oars, as must in any case have happened once they were through the cove’s nar­row neck in the be­calmed la­goon bey­ond. So Sakr-el-Bahr, in his turn, lif­ted up his voice, and in an­swer to his shout came Vi­git­ello and Larocque.

			A blast of Vi­git­ello’s whistle brought his own men to heel, and they passed rap­idly along the benches or­der­ing the row­ers to make ready, whilst Jasper and a half-dozen Muslim sail­ors set about furl­ing the sails that already were be­gin­ning to flap in the shift­ing and in­ter­mit­tent gusts of the ex­pir­ing wind. Sakr-el-Bahr gave the word to row, and Vi­git­ello blew a second and longer blast. The oars dipped, the slaves strained and the gale­asse ploughed for­ward, time be­ing kept by a boat­swain’s mate who squat­ted on the waist deck and beat a tom-tom rhyth­mic­ally. Sakr-el-Bahr, stand­ing on the poop deck, shouted his or­ders to the steers­men in their niches on either side of the stern, and skil­fully the ves­sel was man­oeuvred through the nar­row pas­sage in­to the calm la­goon whose depths were crys­tal clear. Here be­fore com­ing to rest, Sakr-el-Bahr fol­lowed the in­vari­able cor­sair prac­tice of go­ing about, so as to be ready to leave his moor­ings and make for the open again at a mo­ment’s no­tice.

			She came at last along­side the rocky but­tresses of a gentle slope that was ut­terly deser­ted by all save a few wild goats brows­ing near the sum­mit. There were clumps of broom, thick with golden flower, about the base of the hill. High­er, a few gnarled and aged olive trees reared their grey heads from which the rays of the wester­ing sun struck a glint as of sil­ver.

			Larocque and a couple of sail­ors went over the bul­warks on the lar­board quarter, dropped lightly to the ho­ri­zont­al shafts of the oars, which were ri­gidly poised, and walk­ing out upon them gained the rocks and pro­ceeded to make fast the ves­sel by ropes fore and aft.

			Sakr-el-Bahr’s next task was to set a watch, and he ap­poin­ted Larocque, send­ing him to take his sta­tion on the sum­mit of the head whence a wide range of view was to be com­manded.

			Pa­cing the poop with Mar­zak the Basha grew re­min­is­cent of former days when rov­ing the seas as a simple cor­sair he had used this cove both for pur­poses of am­bush and con­ceal­ment. There were, he said, few har­bours in all the Medi­ter­ranean so ad­mir­ably suited to the cor­sairs’ pur­pose as this; it was a haven of refuge in case of per­il, and an un­ri­valled lurk­ing place in which to lie in wait for the prey. He re­membered once hav­ing lain there with the for­mid­able Dragut-Re­is, a fleet of six gal­leys, their pres­ence en­tirely un­sus­pec­ted by the Gen­oese ad­mir­al, Dor­ia, who had passed majestic­ally along with three cara­vels and sev­en gal­leys.

			Mar­zak, pa­cing be­side his fath­er, listened but half-heartedly to these re­min­is­cences. His mind was all upon Sakr-el-Bahr, and his sus­pi­cions of that pal­metto bale were quickened by the man­ner in which for the last two hours he had seen the cor­sair hov­er­ing thought­fully in its neigh­bour­hood.

			He broke in sud­denly upon his fath­er’s memor­ies with an ex­pres­sion of what was in his mind.

			“The thanks to Al­lah,” he said, “that it is thou who com­mand this ex­ped­i­tion, else might this cove’s ad­vant­ages have been neg­lected.”

			“Not so,” said As­ad. “Sakr-el-Bahr knows them as well as I do. He has used this vant­age point afore­time. It was him­self who sug­ges­ted that this would be the very place in which to await this Span­ish craft.”

			“Yet had he sailed alone I doubt if the Span­ish ar­gosy had con­cerned him greatly. There are oth­er mat­ters on his mind, O my fath­er. Ob­serve him yon­der, all lost in thought. How many hours of this voy­age has he spent thus. He is as a man trapped and des­per­ate. There is some fear rank­ling in him. Ob­serve him, I say.”

			“Al­lah par­don thee,” said his fath­er, shak­ing his old head and sigh­ing over so much im­petu­os­ity of judg­ment. “Must thy ima­gin­a­tion be forever feed­ing on thy malice? Yet I blame not thee, but thy Si­cili­an moth­er, who has fostered this hos­til­ity in thee. Did she not hood­wink me in­to mak­ing this un­ne­ces­sary voy­age?”

			“I see thou hast for­got last night and the Frank­ish slave-girl,” said his son.

			“Nay, then thou seest wrong. I have not for­got it. But neither have I for­got that since Al­lah hath ex­al­ted me to be Basha of Al­gi­ers, He looks to me to deal in justice. Come, Mar­zak, set an end to all this. Per­haps to­mor­row thou shalt see him in battle, and after such a sight as that nev­er again wilt thou dare say evil of him. Come, make thy peace with him, and let me see bet­ter re­la­tions betwixt you here­after.”

			And rais­ing his voice he called Sakr-el-Bahr, who im­me­di­ately turned and came up the gang­way. Mar­zak stood by in a sulky mood, with no no­tion of do­ing his fath­er’s will by hold­ing out an olive branch to the man who was like to cheat him of his birth­right ere all was done. Yet was it he who greeted Sakr-el-Bahr when the cor­sair set foot upon the poop.

			“Does the thought of the com­ing fight per­turb thee, dog of war?” he asked.

			“Am I per­turbed, pup of peace?” was the crisp an­swer.

			“It seems so. Thine aloof­ness, thine ab­strac­tions. …”

			“Are signs of per­turb­a­tion, dost sup­pose?”

			“Of what else?”

			Sakr-el-Bahr laughed. “Thou’lt tell me next that I am afraid. Yet I should coun­sel thee to wait un­til thou hast smelt blood and powder, and learnt pre­cisely what fear is.”

			The slight al­ter­ca­tion drew the at­ten­tion of As­ad’s of­ficers who were id­ling there. Biskaine and some three oth­ers lounged for­ward to stand be­hind the Basha, look­ing, on in some amuse­ment, which was shared by him.

			“In­deed, in­deed,” said As­ad, lay­ing a hand upon Mar­zak’s shoulder, “his coun­sel is sound enough. Wait, boy, un­til thou hast gone be­side him aboard the in­fi­del, ere thou judge him eas­ily per­turbed.”

			Petu­lantly Mar­zak shook off that gnarled old hand. “Dost thou, O my fath­er, join with him in taunt­ing me upon my lack of know­ledge. My youth is a suf­fi­cient an­swer. But at least,” he ad­ded, promp­ted by a wicked no­tion sud­denly con­ceived, “at least you can­not taunt me with lack of ad­dress with weapons.”

			“Give him room,” said Sakr-el-Bahr, with iron­ic­al good-hu­mour, “and he will show us prodi­gies.”

			Mar­zak looked at him with nar­row­ing, gleam­ing eyes. “Give me a cross­bow,” he re­tor­ted, “and I’ll show thee how to shoot,” was his amaz­ing boast.

			“Thou’lt show him?” roared As­ad. “Thou’lt show him!” And his laugh rang loud and hearty. “Go smear the sun’s face with clay, boy.”

			“Re­serve thy judg­ment, O my fath­er,” begged Mar­zak, with frosty dig­nity.

			“Boy, thou’rt mad! Why, Sakr-el-Bahr’s quar­rel will check a swal­low in its flight.”

			“That is his boast, be­like,” replied Mar­zak.

			“And what may thine be?” quoth Sakr-el-Bahr. “To hit the Is­land of For­men­tera at this dis­tance?”

			“Dost dare to sneer at me?” cried Mar­zak, ruff­ling.

			“What dar­ing would that ask?” wondered Sakr-el-Bahr.

			“By Al­lah, thou shalt learn.”

			“In all hu­mil­ity I await the les­son.”

			“And thou shalt have it,” was the an­swer vi­ciously de­livered. Mar­zak strode to the rail. “Ho there! Vi­git­ello! A cross­bow for me, and an­oth­er for Sakr-el-Bahr.”

			Vi­git­ello sprang to obey him, whilst As­ad shook his head and laughed again.

			“An it were not against the Proph­et’s law to make a wager. …” he was be­gin­ning, when Mar­zak in­ter­rup­ted him.

			“Already should I have pro­posed one.”

			“So that,” said Sakr-el-Bahr, “thy purse would come to match thine head for empti­ness.”

			Mar­zak looked at him and sneered. Then he snatched from Vi­git­ello’s hands one of the cross­bows that he bore and set a shaft to it. And then at last Sakr-el-Bahr was to learn the malice that was at the root of all this odd pre­tence.

			“Look now,” said the youth, “there is on that pal­metto bale a speck of pitch scarce lar­ger than the pu­pil of my eye. Thou’lt need to strain thy sight to see it. Ob­serve how my shaft will find it. Canst thou bet­ter such a shot?”

			His eyes, upon Sakr-el-Bahr’s face, watch­ing it closely, ob­served the pal­lor by which it was sud­denly over­spread. But the cor­sair’s re­cov­ery was al­most as swift. He laughed, seem­ing so en­tirely care­less that Mar­zak began to doubt wheth­er he had paled in­deed or wheth­er his own ima­gin­a­tion had led him to sup­pose it.

			“Ay, thou’lt choose in­vis­ible marks, and wherever the ar­row enters thou’lt say ’twas there! An old trick, O Mar­zak. Go cozen wo­men with it.”

			“Then,” said Mar­zak, “we will take in­stead the slender cord that binds the bale.” And he lev­elled his bow. But Sakr-el-Bahr’s hand closed upon his arm in an easy yet para­lyz­ing grip.

			“Wait,” he said. “Thou’lt choose an­oth­er mark for sev­er­al reas­ons. For one, I’ll not have thy shaft blun­der­ing through my oars­men and haply killing one of them. Most of them are slaves spe­cially chosen for their brawn, and I can­not spare any. An­oth­er reas­on is that the mark is a fool­ish one. The dis­tance is not more than ten paces. A child­ish test, which, maybe, is the reas­on why thou hast chosen it.”

			Mar­zak lowered his bow and Sakr-el-Bahr re­leased his arm. They looked at each oth­er, the cor­sair su­premely mas­ter of him­self and smil­ing eas­ily, no faintest trace of the ter­ror that was in his soul show­ing upon his swarthy bearded coun­ten­ance or in his hard pale eyes.

			He poin­ted up the hill­side to the nearest olive tree, a hun­dred paces dis­tant. “Yon­der,” he said, “is a man’s mark. Put me a shaft through the long branch of that first olive.”

			As­ad and his of­ficers voiced ap­prov­al.

			“A man’s mark, in­deed,” said the Basha, “so that he be a marks­man.”

			But Mar­zak shrugged his shoulders with make-be­lieve con­tempt. “I knew he would re­fuse the mark I set,” said he. “As for the olive-branch, it is so large a butt that a child could not miss it at this dis­tance.”

			“If a child could not, then thou shouldst not,” said Sakr-el-Bahr, who had so placed him­self that his body was now between Mar­zak and the pal­metto bale. “Let us see thee hit it, O Mar­zak.” And as he spoke he raised his cross­bow, and scarcely seem­ing to take aim, he loosed his shaft. It flashed away to be checked, quiv­er­ing, in the branch he had in­dic­ated.

			A chor­us of ap­plause and ad­mir­a­tion greeted the shot, and drew the at­ten­tion of all the crew to what was to­ward.

			Mar­zak tightened his lips, real­iz­ing how com­pletely he had been out­wit­ted. Willy-nilly he must now shoot at that mark. The choice had been taken out of his hands by Sakr-el-Bahr. He nev­er doubted that he must cov­er him­self with ri­dicule in the per­form­ance, and that there he would be con­strained to aban­don this pre­ten­ded match.

			“By the Kor­an,” said Biskaine, “thou’lt need all thy skill to equal such a shot, Mar­zak.”

			“ ’Twas not the mark I chose,” replied Mar­zak sul­lenly.

			“Thou wert the chal­lenger, O Mar­zak,” his fath­er re­minded him. “There­fore the choice of mark was his. He chose a man’s mark, and by the beard of Mo­hammed, he showed us a man’s shot.”

			Mar­zak would have flung the bow from him in that mo­ment, abandon­ing the meth­od he had chosen to in­vest­ig­ate the con­tents of that sus­pi­cious pal­metto bale; but he real­ized that such a course must now cov­er him with scorn. Slowly he lev­elled his bow at that dis­tant mark.

			“Have a care of the sen­tinel on the hill­top,” Sakr-el-Bahr ad­mon­ished him, pro­vok­ing a tit­ter.

			An­grily the youth drew the bow. The cord hummed, and the shaft sped to bury it­self in the hill’s flank a dozen yards from the mark.

			Since he was the son of the Basha none dared to laugh out­right save his fath­er and Sakr-el-Bahr. But there was no sup­press­ing a tit­ter to ex­press the mock­ery to which the proven brag­gart must ever be ex­posed.

			As­ad looked at him, smil­ing al­most sadly. “See now,” he said, “what comes of boast­ing thy­self against Sakr-el-Bahr.”

			“My will was crossed in the mat­ter of a mark,” was the bit­ter an­swer. “You angered me and made my aim un­true.”

			Sakr-el-Bahr strode away to the star­board bul­warks, deem­ing the mat­ter at an end. Mar­zak ob­served him.

			“Yet at that small mark,” he said, “I chal­lenge him again.” As he spoke he fit­ted a second shaft to his bow. “Be­hold!” he cried, and took aim.

			But swift as thought, Sakr-el-Bahr—heed­less now of all con­sequences—lev­elled at Mar­zak the bow which he still held.

			“Hold!” he roared. “Loose thy shaft at that bale, and I loose this at thy throat. I nev­er miss!” he ad­ded grimly.

			There was a startled move­ment in the ranks of those who stood be­hind Mar­zak. In speech­less amazement they stared at Sakr-el-Bahr, as he stood there, white-faced, his eyes aflash, his bow drawn taut and ready to launch that death-laden quar­rel as he threatened.

			Slowly then, smil­ing with un­ut­ter­able malice, Mar­zak lowered his bow. He was sat­is­fied. His true aim was reached. He had drawn his en­emy in­to self-be­tray­al.

			As­ad’s was the voice that shattered that hush of con­sterna­tion.

			“Kel­l­amul­lah!” he bel­lowed. “What is this? Art thou mad, too, O Sakr-el-Bahr?”

			“Ay, mad in­deed,” said Mar­zak; “mad with fear.” And he stepped quickly aside so that the body of Biskaine should shield him from any sud­den con­sequences of his next words. “Ask him what he keeps in that pan­ni­er, O my fath­er.”

			“Ay, what, in Al­lah’s name?” de­man­ded the Basha, ad­van­cing to­wards his cap­tain.

			Sakr-el-Bahr lowered his bow, mas­ter of him­self again. His com­pos­ure was bey­ond all be­lief.

			“I carry in it goods of price, which I’ll not see riddled to please a pert boy,” he said.

			“Goods of price?” echoed As­ad, with a snort. “They’ll need to be of price in­deed that are val­ued above the life of my son. Let us see these goods of price.” And to the men upon the waist deck he shouted, “Open me that pan­ni­er.”

			Sakr-el-Bahr sprang for­ward, and laid a hand upon the Basha’s arm.

			“Stay, my lord!” he en­treated al­most fiercely. “Con­sider that this pan­ni­er is my own. That its con­tents are my prop­erty; that none has a right to. …”

			“Wouldst babble of rights to me, who am thy lord?” blazed the Basha, now in a tower­ing pas­sion. “Open me that pan­ni­er, I say.”

			They were quick to his bid­ding. The ropes were slashed away, and the front of the pan­ni­er fell open on its pal­metto hinges. There was a half-repressed chor­us of amazement from the men. Sakr-el-Bahr stood frozen in hor­ror of what must fol­low.

			“What is it? What have you found?” de­man­ded As­ad.

			In si­lence the men swung the bale about, and dis­closed to the eyes of those upon the poop deck the face and form of Ros­amund Godol­phin. Then Sakr-el-Bahr, rous­ing him­self from his trance of hor­ror, reck­less of all but her, flung down the gang­way to as­sist her from the pan­ni­er, and thrust­ing aside those who stood about her, took his stand at her side.

		
	
		
			
				XVII

				The Dupe

			
			For a little while As­ad stood at gaze, speech­less in his in­credu­lity. Then to re­vive the an­ger that for a mo­ment had been whelmed in as­ton­ish­ment came the re­flec­tion that he had been duped by Sakr-el-Bahr, duped by the man he trus­ted most. He had snarled at Fen­zileh and scorned Mar­zak when they had jointly warned him against his lieu­ten­ant; if at times he had been in danger of heed­ing them, yet soon­er or later he had con­cluded that they but spoke to vent their malice. And yet it was proven now that they had been right in their es­tim­ate of this trait­or, whilst he him­self had been a poor, blind dupe, need­ing Mar­zak’s wit to tear the band­age from his eyes.

			Slowly he went down the gang­way, fol­lowed by Mar­zak, Biskaine, and the oth­ers. At the point where it joined the waist deck he paused, and his dark old eyes smouldered un­der his beet­ling brows.

			“So,” he snarled. “These are thy goods of price. Thou ly­ing dog, what was thine aim in this?”

			De­fi­antly Sakr-el-Bahr answered him: “She is my wife. It is my right to take her with me where I go.” He turned to her, and bade her veil her face, and she im­me­di­ately obeyed him with fin­gers that shook a little in her agit­a­tion.

			“None ques­tions thy right to that,” said As­ad. “But be­ing re­solved to take her with thee, why not take her openly? Why was she not housed in the poop house, as be­comes the wife of Sakr-el-Bahr? Why smuggle her aboard in a pan­ni­er, and keep her there in secret?”

			“And why,” ad­ded Mar­zak, “didst thou lie to me when I ques­tioned thee upon her where­abouts?—telling me she was left be­hind in thy house in Al­gi­ers?”

			“All this I did,” replied Sakr-el-Bahr, with a lofty—al­most a dis­dain­ful—dig­nity, “be­cause I feared lest I should be pre­ven­ted from bear­ing her away with me,” and his bold glance, beat­ing full upon As­ad, drew a wave of col­our in­to the gaunt old cheeks.

			“What could have caused that fear?” he asked. “Shall I tell thee? Be­cause no man sail­ing upon such a voy­age as this would have de­sired the com­pany of his new-wed­ded wife. Be­cause no man would take a wife with him upon a raid in which there is per­il of life and per­il of cap­ture.”

			“Al­lah has watched over me his ser­vant in the past,” said Sakr-el-Bahr, “and I put my trust in Him.”

			It was a spe­cious an­swer. Such words—lay­ing stress upon the vic­tor­ies Al­lah sent him—had afore­time served to dis­arm his en­emies. But they served not now. In­stead, they did but fan the flames of As­ad’s wrath.

			“Blas­pheme not,” he croaked, and his tall form quivered with rage, his sal­low old face grew vul­tur­ine. “She was brought thus aboard in secret out of fear that were her pres­ence known thy true pur­pose too must stand re­vealed.”

			“And whatever that true pur­pose may have been,” put in Mar­zak, “it was not the task en­trus­ted thee of raid­ing the Span­ish treas­ure gal­ley.”

			“ ’Tis what I mean, my son,” As­ad agreed. Then with a com­mand­ing ges­ture: “Wilt thou tell me without fur­ther lies what thy pur­pose was?” he asked.

			“How?” said Sakr-el-Bahr, and he smiled nev­er so faintly. “Hast thou not said that this pur­pose was re­vealed by what I did? Rather, then, I think is it for me to ask thee for some such in­form­a­tion. I do as­sure thee, my lord, that it was no part of my in­ten­tion to neg­lect the task en­trus­ted me. But just be­cause I feared lest know­ledge of her pres­ence might lead my en­emies to sup­pose what thou art now sup­pos­ing, and per­haps per­suade thee to for­get all that I have done for the glory of Is­lam, I de­term­ined to bring her secretly aboard.

			“My real aim, since you must know it, was to land her some­where on the coast of France, whence she might re­turn to her own land, and her own people. That done, I should have set about in­ter­cept­ing the Span­ish gal­ley, and nev­er fear but that by Al­lah’s fa­vour I should have suc­ceeded.”

			“By the horns of Shait­an,” swore Mar­zak, thrust­ing him­self for­ward, “he is the very fath­er and moth­er of lies. Wilt thou ex­plain this de­sire to be rid of a wife thou hadst but wed?” he de­man­ded.

			“Ay,” growled As­ad. “Canst an­swer that?”

			“Thou shalt hear the truth,” said Sakr-el-Bahr.

			“The praise to Al­lah!” mocked Mar­zak.

			“But I warn you,” the cor­sair con­tin­ued, “that to you it will seem less easy to be­lieve by much than any false­hood I could in­vent. Years ago in Eng­land where I was born I loved this wo­man and should have taken her to wife. But there were men and cir­cum­stances that de­famed me to her so that she would not wed me, and I went forth with hatred of her in my heart. Last night the love of her which I be­lieved to be dead and turned to loath­ing, proved to be still a liv­ing force. Lov­ing her, I came to see that I had used her un­wor­thily, and I was urged by a de­sire above all oth­ers to undo the evil I had done.”

			On that he paused, and after an in­stant’s si­lence As­ad laughed an­grily and con­temp­tu­ously. “Since when has man ex­pressed his love for a wo­man by put­ting her from him?” he asked in a voice of scorn that showed the pre­cise value he set upon such a state­ment.

			“I warned thee it would seem in­cred­ible,” said Sakr-el-Bahr.

			“Is it not plain, O my fath­er, that this mar­riage of his was no more than a pre­tence?” cried Mar­zak.

			“As plain as the light of day,” replied As­ad. “Thy mar­riage with that wo­man made an im­pi­ous mock of the True Faith. It was no mar­riage. It was a blas­phem­ous pre­tence, thine only aim to thwart me, ab­us­ing my re­gard for the Proph­et’s Holy Law, and to set her bey­ond my reach.” He turned to Vi­git­ello, who stood a little be­hind Sakr-el-Bahr. “Bid thy men put me this trait­or in­to irons,” he said.

			“Heav­en hath guided thee to a wise de­cision, O my fath­er!” cried Mar­zak, his voice ju­bil­ant. But his was the only ju­bil­ant note that was soun­ded, his the only voice that was raised.

			“The de­cision is more like to guide you both to Heav­en,” replied Sakr-el-Bahr, un­daun­ted. On the in­stant he had re­solved upon his course. “Stay!” he said, rais­ing his hand to Vi­git­ello, who, in­deed had shown no sign of stir­ring. He stepped close up to As­ad, and what he said did not go bey­ond those who stood im­me­di­ately about the Basha and Ros­amund, who strained her ears that she might lose no word of it.

			“Do not think, As­ad,” he said, “that I will sub­mit me like a camel to its bur­den. Con­sider thy po­s­i­tion well. If I but raise my voice to call my sea hawks to me, only Al­lah can tell how many will be left to obey thee. Darest thou put this mat­ter to the test?” he asked, his coun­ten­ance grave and sol­emn, but en­tirely fear­less, as of a man in whom there is no doubt of the is­sue as it con­cerns him­self.

			As­ad’s eyes glittered dully, his col­our faded to a deathly ashen hue. “Thou in­fam­ous trait­or. …” he began in a thick voice, his body quiv­er­ing with an­ger.

			“Ah no,” Sakr-el-Bahr in­ter­rup­ted him. “Were I a trait­or it is what I should have done already, know­ing as I do that in any di­vi­sion of our forces, num­bers will be heav­ily on my side. Let then my si­lence prove my un­swerving loy­alty, As­ad. Let it weigh with thee in con­sid­er­ing my con­duct, nor per­mit thy­self to be swayed by Mar­zak there, who recks noth­ing so that he vents his petty hatred of me.”

			“Do not heed him, O my fath­er!” cried Mar­zak. “It can­not be that. …”

			“Peace!” growled As­ad, some­what stricken on a sud­den.

			And there was peace whilst the Basha stood moodily comb­ing his white beard, his glit­ter­ing eyes sweep­ing from Oliv­er to Ros­amund and back again. He was weigh­ing what Sakr-el-Bahr had said. He more than feared that it might be no more than true, and he real­ized that if he were to pro­voke a mutiny here he would be put­ting all to the test, set­ting all upon a throw in which the dice might well be cogged against him.

			If Sakr-el-Bahr pre­vailed, he would pre­vail not merely aboard this gal­ley, but through­out Al­gi­ers, and As­ad would be cast down nev­er to rise again. On the oth­er hand, if he bared his scim­it­ar and called upon the faith­ful to sup­port him, it might chance that re­cog­niz­ing in him the ex­al­ted of Al­lah to whom their loy­alty was due, they would rally to him. He even thought it might be prob­able. Yet the stake he put upon the board was too vast. The game ap­palled him, whom noth­ing yet had ap­palled, and it scarce needed a muttered cau­tion from Biskaine to de­term­ine him to hold his hand.

			He looked at Sakr-el-Bahr again, his glance now sul­len. “I will con­sider thy words,” he an­nounced in a voice that was un­steady. “I would not be un­just, nor steer my course by ap­pear­ances alone. Al­lah for­bid!”
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				Sheik Mat

			
			Un­der the in­quis­it­ive gap­ing stare of all about them stood Ros­amund and Sakr-el-Bahr re­gard­ing each oth­er in si­lence for a little spell after the Basha’s de­par­ture. The very gal­ley slaves, stirred from their ha­bitu­al leth­argy by hap­pen­ings so curi­ous and un­usu­al, craned their sinewy necks to peer at them with a flick­er of in­terest in their dull, weary eyes.

			Sakr-el-Bahr’s feel­ings as he con­sidered Ros­amunds’s white face in the fad­ing light were most oddly con­flict­ing. Dis­may at what had be­fallen and some anxious dread of what must fol­low were leavened by a cer­tain meas­ure of re­lief.

			He real­ized that in no case could her con­ceal­ment have con­tin­ued long. El­ev­en mor­tal hours had she spent in the cramped and al­most suf­foc­at­ing space of that pan­ni­er, in which he had in­ten­ded to do no more than carry her aboard. The un­eas­i­ness which had been oc­ca­sioned him by the im­possib­il­ity to de­liv­er her from that close con­fine­ment when As­ad had an­nounced his re­solve to ac­com­pany them upon that voy­age, had stead­ily been in­creas­ing as hour suc­ceeded hour, and still he found no way to re­lease her from a situ­ation in which soon­er or later, when the lim­its of her en­dur­ance were reached, her pres­ence must be be­trayed. This re­lease which he could not have con­trived had been con­trived for him by the sus­pi­cions and malice of Mar­zak. That was the one grain of con­sol­a­tion in the present per­il—to him­self who mattered noth­ing and to her, who mattered all. Ad­versity had taught him to prize be­ne­fits how­ever slight and to con­front per­ils how­ever over­whelm­ing. So he hugged the present slender be­ne­fit, and res­ol­utely braced him­self to deal with the situ­ation as he found it, tak­ing the fullest ad­vant­age of the hes­it­ancy which his words had sown in the heart of the Basha. He hugged, too, the thought that as things had fallen out, from be­ing op­press­or and op­pressed, Ros­amund and he were be­come fel­lows in mis­for­tune, shar­ing now a com­mon per­il. He found it a sweet thought to dwell on. There­fore was it that he faintly smiled as he looked in­to Ros­amund’s white, strained face.

			That smile evoked from her the ques­tion that had been bur­den­ing her mind.

			“What now? What now?” she asked husk­ily, and held out ap­peal­ing hands to him.

			“Now,” said he coolly, “let us be thank­ful that you are de­livered from quar­ters de­struct­ive both to com­fort and to dig­nity. Let me lead you to those I had pre­pared for you, which you would have oc­cu­pied long since but for the ill-timed com­ing of As­ad. Come.” And he waved an in­vit­ing hand to­wards the gang­way lead­ing to the poop.

			She shrank back at that, for there on the poop sat As­ad un­der his awn­ing with Mar­zak, Biskaine, and his oth­er of­ficers in at­tend­ance.

			“Come,” he re­peated, “there is naught to fear so that you keep a bold coun­ten­ance. For the mo­ment it is sheik mat—check to the king.”

			“Naught to fear?” she echoed, star­ing.

			“For the mo­ment, naught,” he answered firmly. “Against what the fu­ture may hold, we must de­term­ine. Be sure that fear will not as­sist our judg­ment.”

			She stiffened as if he had charged her un­justly.

			“I do not fear,” she as­sured him, and if her face con­tin­ued white, her eyes grew steady, her voice was res­ol­ute.

			“Then come,” he re­peated, and she obeyed him in­stantly now as if to prove the ab­sence of all fear.

			Side by side they passed up the gang­way and moun­ted the steps of the com­pan­ion to the poop, their ap­proach watched by the group that was in pos­ses­sion of it with glances at once of as­ton­ish­ment and re­sent­ment.

			As­ad’s dark, smoul­der­ing eyes were all for the girl. They fol­lowed her every move­ment as she ap­proached and nev­er for a mo­ment left her to turn upon her com­pan­ion.

			Out­wardly she bore her­self with a proud dig­nity and an un­fal­ter­ing com­pos­ure un­der that greedy scru­tiny; but in­wardly she shrank and writhed in a shame and hu­mi­li­ation that she could hardly define. In some meas­ure Oliv­er shared her feel­ings, but blent with an­ger; and urged by them he so placed him­self at last that he stood between her and the Basha’s re­gard to screen her from it as he would have screened her from a leth­al weapon. Upon the poop he paused, and sa­laamed to As­ad.

			“Per­mit, ex­al­ted lord,” said he, “that my wife may oc­cupy the quar­ters I had pre­pared for her be­fore I knew that thou wouldst hon­our this en­ter­prise with thy pres­ence.”

			Curtly, con­temp­tu­ously, As­ad waved a con­sent­ing hand without vouch­saf­ing to reply in words. Sakr-el-Bahr bowed again, stepped for­ward, and put aside the heavy red cur­tain upon which the cres­cent was wrought in green. From with­in the cab­in the golden light of a lamp came out to merge in­to the blue-gray twi­light, and to set a shim­mer­ing ra­di­ance about the white-robed fig­ure of Ros­amund.

			Thus for a mo­ment As­ad’s fierce, de­vour­ing eyes ob­served her, then she passed with­in. Sakr-el-Bahr fol­lowed, and the screen­ing cur­tain swung back in­to its place.

			The small in­teri­or was fur­nished by a di­van spread with silken car­pets, a low Moor­ish table in col­oured wood mo­sa­ics bear­ing the newly lighted lamp, and a tiny bra­zi­er in which aro­mat­ic gums were burn­ing and spread­ing a sweetly pun­gent per­fume for the fu­mig­a­tion of all true be­liev­ers.

			Out of the shad­ows in the farther corners rose si­lently Sakr-el-Bahr’s two Nu­bi­an slaves, Abi­ad and Zal-Zer, to sa­laam low be­fore him. But for their turbans and loin­cloths in spot­less white their dusky bod­ies must have re­mained in­vis­ible, shad­owy among the shad­ows.

			The cap­tain is­sued an or­der briefly, and from a hanging cup­board the slaves took meat and drink and set it upon the low table—a bowl of chick­en cooked in rice and olives and prunes, a dish of bread, a mel­on, and a clay am­phora of wa­ter. Then at an­oth­er word from him, each took a na­ked scim­it­ar and they passed out to place them­selves on guard bey­ond the cur­tain. This was not an act in which there was men­ace or de­fi­ance, nor could As­ad so in­ter­pret it. The ac­know­ledged pres­ence of Sakr-el-Ba­lir’s wife in that poop house, rendered the place the equi­val­ent of his har­em, and a man de­fends his har­em as he de­fends his hon­our; it is a spot sac­red to him­self which none may vi­ol­ate, and it is fit­ting that he take prop­er pre­cau­tion against any im­pi­ous at­tempt to do so.

			Ros­amund sank down upon the di­van, and sat there with bowed head, her hands fol­ded in her lap. Sakr-el-Bahr stood by in si­lence for a long mo­ment con­tem­plat­ing her.

			“Eat,” he bade her at last. “You will need strength and cour­age, and neither is pos­sible to a fast­ing body.”

			She shook her head. Des­pite her long fast, food was re­pel­lent. Anxi­ety was thrust­ing her heart up in­to her throat to choke her.

			“I can­not eat,” she answered him. “To what end? Strength and cour­age can­not avail me now.”

			“Nev­er be­lieve that,” he said. “I have un­der­taken to de­liv­er you alive from the per­ils in­to which I have brought you, and I shall keep my word.”

			So res­ol­ute was his tone that she looked up at him, and found his bear­ing equally res­ol­ute and con­fid­ent.

			“Surely,” she cried, “all chance of es­cape is lost to me.”

			“Nev­er count it lost whilst I am liv­ing,” he replied.

			She con­sidered him a mo­ment, and there was the faintest smile on her lips.

			“Do you think that you will live long now?” she asked him.

			“Just as long as God pleases,” he replied quite coolly. “What is writ­ten is writ­ten. So that I live long enough to de­liv­er you, then … why, then, faith I shall have lived long enough.”

			Her head sank. She clasped and un­clasped the hands in her lap. She shivered slightly.

			“I think we are both doomed,” she said in a dull voice. “For if you die, I have your dag­ger still, re­mem­ber. I shall not sur­vive you.”

			He took a sud­den step for­ward, his eyes gleam­ing, a faint flush glow­ing through the tan of his cheeks. Then he checked. Fool! How could he so have mis­read her mean­ing even for a mo­ment? Were not its ex­act lim­its abund­antly plain, even without the words which she ad­ded a mo­ment later?

			“God will for­give me if I am driv­en to it—if I choose the easi­er way of hon­our; for hon­our, sir,” she ad­ded, clearly for his be­ne­fit, “is ever the easi­er way, be­lieve me.”

			“I know,” he replied con­tritely. “I would to God I had fol­lowed it.”

			He paused there, as if hop­ing that his ex­pres­sion of pen­it­ence might evoke some an­swer from her, might spur her to vouch­safe him some word of for­give­ness. See­ing that she con­tin­ued, mute and ab­sorbed, he sighed heav­ily, and turned to oth­er mat­ters.

			“Here you will find all that you can re­quire,” he said. “Should you lack aught you have but to beat your hands to­geth­er, one or the oth­er of my slaves will come to you. If you ad­dress them in French they will un­der­stand you. I would I could have brought a wo­man to min­is­ter to you, but that was im­possible, as you’ll per­ceive.” He stepped to the en­trance.

			“You are leav­ing me?” she ques­tioned him in sud­den alarm.

			“Nat­ur­ally. But be sure that I shall be very near at hand. And mean­while be no less sure that you have no cause for im­me­di­ate fear. At least, mat­ters are no worse than when you were in the pan­ni­er. In­deed, much bet­ter, for some meas­ure of ease and com­fort is now pos­sible to you. So be of good heart; eat and rest. God guard you! I shall re­turn soon after sun­rise.”

			Out­side on the poop deck he found As­ad alone now with Mar­zak un­der the awn­ing. Night had fallen, the great cres­cent lan­terns on the stern rail were alight and cast a lur­id glow along the ves­sel’s length, pick­ing out the shad­owy forms and gleam­ing faintly on the na­ked backs of the slaves in their ser­ried ranks along the benches, many of them bowed already in at­ti­tudes of un­easy slum­ber. An­oth­er lan­tern swung from the main­mast, and yet an­oth­er from the poop rail for the Basha’s con­veni­ence. Over­head the clus­ter­ing stars glittered in a cloud­less sky of deep­est purple. The wind had fallen en­tirely, and the world was wrapped in still­ness broken only by the faint rust­ling break of waves upon the beach at the cove’s end.

			Sakr-el-Bahr crossed to As­ad’s side, and begged for a word alone with him.

			“I am alone,” said the Basha curtly.

			“Mar­zak is noth­ing, then,” said Sakr-el-Bahr. “I have long sus­pec­ted it.”

			Mar­zak showed his teeth and growled in­ar­tic­u­lately, whilst the Basha, taken aback by the ease re­flec­ted in the cap­tain’s care­less, mock­ing words, could but quote a line of the Kor­an with which Fen­zileh of late had of­ten naus­eated him.

			“A man’s son is the part­ner of his soul. I have no secrets from Mar­zak. Speak, then, be­fore him, or else be si­lent and de­part.”

			“He may be the part­ner of thy soul, As­ad,” replied the cor­sair with his bold mock­ery, “but I give thanks to Al­lah he is not the part­ner of mine. And what I have to say in some sense con­cerns my soul.”

			“I thank thee,” cut in Mar­zak, “for the justice of thy words. To be the part­ner of thy soul were to be an in­fi­del un­be­liev­ing dog.”

			“Thy tongue, O Mar­zak, is like thine arch­ery,” said Sakr-el-Bahr.

			“Ay—in that it pierces treach­ery,” was the swift re­tort.

			“Nay—in that it aims at what it can­not hit. Now, Al­lah, par­don me! Shall I grow angry at such words as thine? Hath not the One proven full oft that he who calls me in­fi­del dog is a li­ar pre­destined to the Pit? Are such vic­tor­ies as mine over the fleets of the un­be­liev­ers vouch­safed by Al­lah to an in­fi­del? Fool­ish blas­phemer, teach thy tongue bet­ter ways lest the All-wise strike thee dumb.”

			“Peace!” growled As­ad. “Thine ar­rog­ance is out of sea­son.”

			“Haply so,” said Sakr-el-Bahr, with a laugh. “And my good sense, too, it seems. Since thou wilt re­tain be­side thee this part­ner of thy soul, I must speak be­fore him. Have I thy leave to sit?”

			Lest such leave should be denied him he dropped forth­with to the va­cant place be­side As­ad and tucked his legs un­der him.

			“Lord,” he said, “there is a rift di­vid­ing us who should be united for the glory of Is­lam.”

			“It is of thy mak­ing, Sakr-el-Bahr,” was the sul­len an­swer, “and it is for thee to mend it.”

			“To that end do I de­sire thine ear. The cause of this rift is yon­der.” And he jerked his thumb back­ward over his shoulder to­wards the poop house. “If we re­move that cause, of a surety the rift it­self will van­ish, and all will be well again between us.”

			He knew that nev­er could all be well again between him and As­ad. He knew that by vir­tue of his act of de­fi­ance he was ir­re­voc­ably doomed, that As­ad hav­ing feared him once, hav­ing dreaded his power to stand suc­cess­fully against his face and over­bear his will, would see to it that he nev­er dreaded it again. He knew that if he re­turned to Al­gi­ers there would be a speedy end to him. His only chance of safety lay, in­deed, in stir­ring up mutiny upon the spot and strik­ing swiftly, ven­tur­ing all upon that des­per­ate throw. And he knew that this was pre­cisely what As­ad had cause to fear. Out of this as­sur­ance had he con­ceived his present plan, deem­ing that if he offered to heal the breach, As­ad might pre­tend to con­sent so as to weath­er his present danger, mak­ing doubly sure of his ven­geance by wait­ing un­til they should be home again.

			As­ad’s gleam­ing eyes con­sidered him in si­lence for a mo­ment.

			“How re­move that cause?” he asked. “Wilt thou atone for the mock­ery of thy mar­riage, pro­nounce her di­vorced and re­lin­quish her?”

			“That were not to re­move her,” replied Sakr-el-Bahr. “Con­sider well, As­ad, what is thy duty to the Faith. Con­sider that upon our unity de­pends the glory of Is­lam. Were it not sin­ful, then, to suf­fer the in­tru­sion of aught that may mar such unity? Nay, nay, what I pro­pose is that I should be per­mit­ted—as­sisted even—to bear out the pro­ject I had formed, as already I have frankly made con­fes­sion. Let us put to sea again at dawn—or this very night if thou wilt—make for the coast of France, and there set her ashore that she may go back to her own people and we be rid of her dis­turb­ing pres­ence. Then we will re­turn—there is time and to spare—and here or else­where lurk in wait for this Span­ish ar­gosy, seize the booty and sail home in amity to Al­gi­ers, this in­cid­ent, this little cloud in the splend­our of our com­rade­ship, be­hind us and for­got­ten as though it had nev­er been. Wilt thou, As­ad—for the glory of the Proph­et’s Law?”

			The bait was cun­ningly presen­ted, so cun­ningly that not for a mo­ment did As­ad or even the ma­li­cious Mar­zak sus­pect it to be just a bait and no more. It was his own life, be­come a men­ace to As­ad, that Sakr-el-Bahr was of­fer­ing him in ex­change for the life and liberty of that Frank­ish slave-girl, but of­fer­ing it as if un­con­scious that he did so.

			As­ad con­sidered, tempta­tion grip­ping, him. Prudence urged him to ac­cept, so that af­fect­ing to heal the dan­ger­ous breach that now ex­is­ted he might carry Sakr-el-Bahr back to Al­gi­ers, there, bey­ond the aid of any friendly mutin­eers, to have him strangled. It was the course to ad­opt in such a situ­ation, the wise and sober course by which to en­sure the over­throw of one who from an obed­i­ent and sub­missive lieu­ten­ant had sud­denly shown that it was pos­sible for him to be­come a ser­i­ous and dan­ger­ous rival.

			Sakr-el-Bahr watched the Basha’s aver­ted, gleam­ing eyes un­der their fur­rowed, thought­ful brows, he saw Mar­zak’s face white, tense and eager in his anxi­ety that his fath­er should con­sent. And since his fath­er con­tin­ued si­lent, Mar­zak, un­able longer to con­tain him­self, broke in­to speech.

			“He is wise, O my fath­er!” was his crafty ap­peal. “The glory of Is­lam above all else! Let him have his way in this, and let the in­fi­del wo­man go. Thus shall all be well between us and Sakr-el-Bahr!” He laid such a stress upon these words that it was ob­vi­ous he de­sired them to con­vey a second mean­ing.

			As­ad heard and un­der­stood that Mar­zak, too, per­ceived what was here to do; tight­er upon him be­came tempta­tion’s grip; but tight­er, too, be­came the grip of a tempta­tion of an­oth­er sort. Be­fore his fierce eyes there arose a vis­ion of a tall stately maid­en with softly roun­ded bos­om, a vis­ion so white and lovely that it en­slaved him. And so he found him­self torn two ways at once. On the one hand, if he re­lin­quished the wo­man, he could make sure of his ven­geance upon Sakr-el-Bahr, could make sure of re­mov­ing that rebel from his path. On the oth­er hand, if he de­term­ined to hold fast to his de­sires and to be ruled by them, he must be pre­pared to risk a mutiny aboard the gale­asse, pre­pared for battle and per­haps for de­feat. It was a stake such as no sane Basha would have con­sen­ted to set upon the board. But since his eyes had again res­ted upon Ros­amund, As­ad was no longer sane. His thwarted de­sires of yes­ter­day were the des­pots of his wits.

			He leaned for­ward now, look­ing deep in­to the eyes of Sakr-el-Bahr.

			“Since for thy­self thou dost not want her, why dost thou thwart me?” he asked, and his voice trembled with sup­pressed pas­sion. “So long as I deemed thee hon­est in tak­ing her to wife I re­spec­ted that bond as be­came a good Muslim; but since ’tis mani­fest that it was no more than a pre­tence, a mock­ery to serve some pur­pose hos­tile to my­self, a de­sec­ra­tion of the Proph­et’s Holy Law, I, be­fore whom this blas­phem­ous mar­riage was per­formed, do pro­nounce it to be no mar­riage. There is no need for thee to di­vorce her. She is no longer thine. She is for any Muslim who can take her.”

			Sakr-el-Bahr laughed un­pleas­antly. “Such a Muslim,” he an­nounced, “will be near­er my sword than the Para­dise of Muhammad.” And on the words he stood up, as if in token of his read­i­ness.

			As­ad rose with him in a bound of a vigour such as might scarce have been looked for in a man of his years.

			“Dost threaten?” he cried, his eyes aflash.

			“Threaten?” sneered Sakr-el-Bahr. “I proph­esy.”

			And on that he turned, and stalked away down the gang­way to the ves­sel’s waist. There was no pur­pose in his go­ing oth­er than his per­ceiv­ing that here ar­gu­ment were worse than use­less, and that the wiser course were to with­draw at once, avoid­ing it and al­low­ing his veiled threat to work upon the Basha’s mind.

			Quiv­er­ing with rage As­ad watched his de­par­ture. On the point of com­mand­ing him to re­turn, he checked, fear­ing lest in his present mood Sakr-el-Bahr should flout his au­thor­ity and un­der the eyes of all re­fuse him the obed­i­ence due. He knew that it is not good to com­mand where we are not sure of be­ing obeyed or of be­ing able to en­force obed­i­ence, that an au­thor­ity once suc­cess­fully flouted is in it­self half-shattered.

			Whilst still he hes­it­ated, Mar­zak, who had also ris­en, caught him by the arm and poured in­to his ear hot, ur­gent ar­gu­ments en­join­ing him to yield to Sakr-el-Bahr’s de­mand.

			“It is the sure way,” he cried in­sist­ently. “Shall all be jeop­ard­ized for the sake of that whey-faced daugh­ter of per­di­tion? In the name of Shait­an, let us be rid of her; set her ashore as he de­mands, as the price of peace between us and him, and in the se­cur­ity of that peace let him be strangled when we come again to our moor­ings in Al­gi­ers. It is the sure way—the sure way!”

			As­ad turned at last to look in­to that hand­some eager face. For a mo­ment he was at a loss; then he had re­course to soph­istry. “Am I a cow­ard that I should re­fuse all ways but sure ones?” he de­man­ded in a with­er­ing tone. “Or art thou a cow­ard who can coun­sel none oth­er?”

			“My anxi­ety is all for thee, O my fath­er,” Mar­zak de­fen­ded him­self in­dig­nantly. “I doubt if it be safe to sleep, lest he should stir up mutiny in the night.”

			“Have no fear,” replied As­ad. “My­self I have set the watch, and the of­ficers are all trust­worthy. Biskaine is even now in the fore­castle tak­ing the feel­ing of the men. Soon we shall know pre­cisely where we stand.”

			“In thy place I would make sure. I would set a term to this danger of mutiny. I would ac­cede to his de­mands con­cern­ing the wo­man, and settle af­ter­wards with him­self.”

			“Aban­don that Frank­ish pearl?” quoth As­ad. Slowly he shook his head. “Nay, nay! She is a garden that shall yield me roses. To­geth­er we shall yet taste the sweet sher­bet of Kansar, and she shall thank me for hav­ing led her in­to Para­dise. Aban­don that rosy-limbed love­li­ness!” He laughed softly on a note of ex­al­ta­tion, whilst in the gloom Mar­zak frowned, think­ing of Fen­zileh.

			“She is an in­fi­del,” his son sternly re­minded him, “so for­bid­den thee by the Proph­et. Wilt thou be as blind to that as to thine own per­il?” Then his voice gath­er­ing vehe­mence and scorn as he pro­ceeded: “She has gone na­ked of face through the streets of Al­gi­ers; she has been gaped at by the rabble in the sôk; this love­li­ness of hers has been de­flowered by the greedy gaze of Jew and Moor and Turk; gal­ley slaves and negroes have feasted their eyes upon her un­veiled beauty; one of thy cap­tains hath owned her his wife.” He laughed. “By Al­lah, I do not know thee, O my fath­er! Is this the wo­man thou wouldst take for thine own? This the wo­man for whose pos­ses­sion thou wouldst jeop­ard­ize thy life and per­haps the very Basha­lik it­self!”

			As­ad clenched his hands un­til the nails bit in­to his flesh. Every word his son had uttered had been as a lash to his soul. The truth of it was not to be con­tested. He was hu­mi­li­ated and shamed. Yet was he not conquered of his mad­ness, nor di­ver­ted from his course. Be­fore he could make an­swer, the tall mar­tial fig­ure of Biskaine came up the com­pan­ion.

			“Well?” the Basha greeted him eagerly, thank­ful for this chance to turn the sub­ject.

			Biskaine was down­cast. His news was to be read in his coun­ten­ance. “The task ap­poin­ted me was dif­fi­cult,” said he. “I have done my best. Yet I could scarce go about it in such a fash­ion as to draw def­in­ite con­clu­sions. But this I know, my lord, that he will be reck­less in­deed if he dares to take up arms against thee and chal­lenge thine au­thor­ity. So much at least I am per­mit­ted to con­clude.”

			“No more than that?” asked As­ad. “And if I were to take up arms against him, and to seek to settle this mat­ter out of hand?”

			Biskaine paused a mo­ment ere reply­ing. “I can­not think but that Al­lah would vouch­safe thee vic­tory,” he said. But his words did not de­lude the Basha. He re­cog­nized them to be no more than those which re­spect for him dic­tated to his of­ficer. “Yet,” con­tin­ued Biskaine, “I should judge thee reck­less too, my lord, as reck­less as I should judge him in the like cir­cum­stances.”

			“I see,” said As­ad. “The mat­ter stands so bal­anced that neither of us dare put it to the test.”

			“Thou hast said it.”

			“Then is thy course plain to thee!” cried Mar­zak, eager to re­new his ar­gu­ments. “Ac­cept his terms, and. …”

			But As­ad broke in im­pa­tiently. “Everything in its own hour and each hour is writ­ten. I will con­sider what to do.”

			Be­low on the waist deck Sakr-el-Bahr was pa­cing with Vi­git­ello, and Vi­git­ello’s words to him were of a ten­or identic­al al­most with those of Biskaine to the Basha.

			“I scarce can judge,” said the Itali­an reneg­ade. “But I do think that it were not wise for either thou or As­ad to take the first step against the oth­er.”

			“Are mat­ters, then, so equal between us?”

			“Num­bers, I fear,” replied Vi­git­ello, “would be in fa­vour of As­ad. No truly de­vout Muslim will stand against the Basha, the rep­res­ent­at­ive of the Sub­lime Portal, to whom loy­alty is a ques­tion of re­li­gion. Yet they are ac­cus­tomed to obey thee, to leap at thy com­mand, and so As­ad him­self were rash to put it to the test.”

			“Ay—a sound ar­gu­ment,” said Sakr-el-Bahr. “It is as I had thought.”

			Upon that he quit­ted Vi­git­ello, and slowly, thought­fully, re­turned to the poop deck. It was his hope—his only hope now—that As­ad might ac­cept the pro­pos­al he had made him. As the price of it he was fully pre­pared for the sac­ri­fice of his own life, which it must en­tail. But, it was not for him to ap­proach As­ad again; to do so would be to ar­gue doubt and anxi­ety and so to court re­fus­al. He must pos­sess his soul in what pa­tience he could. If As­ad per­sisted in his re­fus­al un­deterred by any fear of mutiny, then Sakr-el-Bahr knew not what course re­mained him to ac­com­plish Ros­amund’s de­liv­er­ance. Pro­ceed to stir up mutiny he dared not. It was too des­per­ate a throw. In his own view it offered him no slight­est chance of suc­cess, and did it fail, then in­deed all would be lost, him­self des­troyed, and Ros­amund at the mercy of As­ad. He was as one walk­ing along a sword-edge. His only chance of present im­munity for him­self and Ros­amund lay in the con­fid­ence that As­ad would dare no more than him­self to take the ini­ti­at­ive in ag­gres­sion. But that was only for the present, and at any mo­ment As­ad might give the word to put about and steer for Bar­bary again; in no case could that be delayed bey­ond the plun­der­ing of the Span­ish ar­gosy. He nour­ished the faint hope that in that com­ing fight—if in­deed the Span­iards did show fight—some chance might per­haps present it­self, some un­ex­pec­ted way out of the present situ­ation.

			He spent the night un­der the stars, stretched across the threshold of the cur­tained en­trance to the poop house, mak­ing thus a bar­ri­er of his body whilst he slept, and him­self watched over in his turn by his faith­ful Nu­bi­ans who re­mained on guard. He awakened when the first vi­ol­et tints of dawn were in the east, and quietly dis­miss­ing the weary slaves to their rest, he kept watch alone there­after. Un­der the awn­ing on the star­board quarter slept the Basha and his son, and near them Biskaine was snor­ing.

		
	
		
			
				XIX

				The Mutin­eers

			
			Later that morn­ing, some time after the gale­asse had awakened to life and such lan­guid move­ment as might be looked for in a wait­ing crew, Sakr-el-Bahr went to vis­it Ros­amund.

			He found her brightened and re­freshed by sleep, and he brought her re­as­sur­ing mes­sages that all was well, en­cour­aging her with hopes which him­self he was very far from en­ter­tain­ing. If her re­cep­tion of him was not ex­pressedly friendly, neither was it un­friendly. She listened to the hopes he ex­pressed of yet ef­fect­ing her safe de­liv­er­ance, and whilst she had no thanks to of­fer him for the ef­forts he was to ex­ert on her be­half—ac­cept­ing them as her ab­so­lute due, as the in­ad­equate li­quid­a­tion of the debt that lay between them—yet there was now none of that aloof­ness amount­ing al­most to scorn which hitherto had marked her bear­ing to­wards him.

			He came again some hours later, in the af­ter­noon, by when his Nu­bi­ans were once more at their post. He had no news to bring her bey­ond the fact that their sen­tinel on the heights re­por­ted a sail to west­ward, beat­ing up to­wards the is­land be­fore the very gentle breeze that was blow­ing. But the ar­gosy they awaited was not yet in sight, and he con­fessed that cer­tain pro­pos­als which he had made to As­ad for land­ing her in France had been re­jec­ted. Still she need have no fear, he ad­ded promptly, see­ing the sud­den alarm that quickened in her eyes. A way would present it­self. He was watch­ing, and would miss no chance.

			“And if no chance should of­fer?” she asked him.

			“Why then I will make one,” he answered, lightly al­most. “I have been mak­ing them all my life, and it would be odd if I should have lost the trick of it on my life’s most im­port­ant oc­ca­sion.”

			This men­tion of his life led to a ques­tion from her.

			“How did you con­trive the chance that has made you what you are? I mean,” she ad­ded quickly, as if fear­ing that the pur­port of that ques­tion might be mis­un­der­stood, “that has en­abled you to be­come a cor­sair cap­tain.”

			“ ’Tis a long story that,” he said. “I should weary you in the telling of it.”

			“No,” she replied, and shook her head, her clear eyes sol­emnly meet­ing his clouded glance. “You would not weary me. Chances may be few in which to learn it.”

			“And you would learn it?” quoth he, and ad­ded, “That you may judge me?”

			“Per­haps,” she said, and her eyes fell.

			With bowed head he paced the length of the small cham­ber, and back again. His de­sire was to do her will in this, which is nat­ur­al enough—for if it is true that who knows all must per­force for­give all, nev­er could it have been truer than in the case of Sir Oliv­er Tressili­an.

			So he told his tale. Pa­cing there he re­lated it at length, from the days when he had toiled at an oar on one of the gal­leys of Spain down to that hour in which aboard the Span­ish ves­sel taken un­der Cape Spar­tel he had de­term­ined upon that voy­age to Eng­land to present his reck­on­ing to his broth­er. He told his story simply and without too great a wealth of de­tail, yet he omit­ted noth­ing of all that had gone to place him where he stood. And she, listen­ing, was so pro­foundly moved that at one mo­ment her eyes glistened with tears which she sought vainly to repress. Yet he, pa­cing there, ab­sorbed, with head bowed and eyes that nev­er once strayed in her dir­ec­tion, saw none of this.

			“And so,” he said, when at last that odd nar­rat­ive had reached its end, “you know what the forces were that drove me. An­oth­er stronger than my­self might have res­isted and pre­ferred to suf­fer death. But I was not strong enough. Or per­haps it is that stronger than my­self was my de­sire to pun­ish, to vent the bit­ter hatred in­to which my erstwhile love for Li­onel was turned.”

			“And for me, too—as you have told me,” she ad­ded.

			“Not so,” he cor­rec­ted her. “I hated you for your un­faith, and most of all for your hav­ing burnt un­read the let­ter that I sent you by the hand of Pitt. In do­ing that you con­trib­uted to the wrongs I was en­dur­ing, you des­troyed my one chance of es­tab­lish­ing my in­no­cence and seek­ing re­hab­il­it­a­tion, you doomed me for life to the ways which I was tread­ing. But I did not then know what ample cause you had to be­lieve me what I seemed. I did not know that it was be­lieved I had fled. There­fore I for­give you freely a deed for which at one time I con­fess that I hated you, and which spurred me to bear you off when I found you un­der my hand that night at Ar­wen­ack when I went for Li­onel.”

			“You mean that it was no part of your in­tent to have done so?” she asked him.

			“To carry you off to­geth­er with him?” he asked. “I swear to God I had not pre­med­it­ated that. In­deed, it was done be­cause not pre­med­it­ated, for had I con­sidered it, I do think I should have been proof against any such tempta­tion. It as­sailed me sud­denly when I be­held you there with Li­onel, and I suc­cumbed to it. Know­ing what I now know I am pun­ished enough, I think.”

			“I think I can un­der­stand,” she mur­mured gently, as if to com­fort him, for quick pain had trembled in his voice.

			He tossed back his turbaned head. “To un­der­stand is some­thing,” said he. “It is halfway at least to for­give­ness. But ere for­give­ness can be ac­cep­ted the evil done must be atoned for to the full.”

			“If pos­sible,” said she.

			“It must be made pos­sible,” he answered her with heat, and on that he checked ab­ruptly, ar­res­ted by a sound of shout­ing from without.

			He re­cog­nized the voice of Larocque, who at dawn had re­turned to his sen­tinel’s post on the sum­mit of the head­land, re­liev­ing the man who had re­placed him there dur­ing the night.

			“My lord! My lord!” was the cry, in a voice shaken by ex­cite­ment, and suc­ceeded by a shout­ing chor­us from the crew.

			Sakr-el-Bahr turned swiftly to the en­trance, whisked aside the cur­tain, and stepped out upon the poop. Larocque was in the very act of clam­ber­ing over the bul­warks amid­ships, to­wards the waist deck where As­ad awaited him in com­pany with Mar­zak and the trusty Biskaine. The prow, on which the cor­sairs had lounged at ease since yes­ter­day, was now a seeth­ing mob of in­quis­it­ive bab­bling men, crowding to the rail and even down the gang­way in their eager­ness to learn what news it was that brought the sen­tinel aboard in such ex­cited haste.

			From where he stood Sakr-el-Bahr heard Larocque’s loud an­nounce­ment.

			“The ship I sighted at dawn, my lord!”

			“Well?” barked As­ad.

			“She is here—in the bay be­neath that head­land. She has just dropped an­chor.”

			“No need for alarm in that,” replied the Basha at once. “Since she has anchored there it is plain that she has no sus­pi­cion of our pres­ence. What man­ner of ship is she?”

			“A tall galle­on of twenty guns, fly­ing the flag of Eng­land.”

			“Of Eng­land!” cried As­ad in sur­prise. “She’ll need be a stout ves­sel to haz­ard her­self in Span­ish wa­ters.”

			Sakr-el-Bahr ad­vanced to the rail.

			“Does she dis­play no fur­ther device?” he asked.

			Larocque turned at the ques­tion. “Ay,” he answered, “a nar­row blue pen­nant on her mizzen is charged with a white bird—a stork, I think.”

			“A stork?” echoed Sakr-el-Bahr thought­fully. He could call to mind no such Eng­lish blaz­on, nor did it seem to him that it could pos­sibly be Eng­lish. He caught the sound of a quickly in­drawn breath be­hind him. He turned to find Ros­amund stand­ing in the en­trance, not more than half con­cealed by the cur­tain. Her face showed white and eager, her eyes were wide.

			“What is’t?” he asked her shortly.

			“A stork, he thinks,” she said, as though that were an­swer enough.

			“I’ faith an un­likely bird,” he com­men­ted. “The fel­low is mis­took.”

			“Yet not by much, Sir Oliv­er.”

			“How? Not by much?” In­trigued by some­thing in her tone and glance, he stepped quickly up to her, whilst be­low the chat­ter of voices in­creased.

			“That which he takes to be a stork is a her­on—a white her­on, and white is ar­gent in her­aldry, is’t not?”

			“It is. What then?”

			“D’ye not see? That ship will be the Sil­ver Her­on.”

			He looked at her. “ ’S life!” said he, “I reck little wheth­er it be the sil­ver her­on or the golden grasshop­per. What odds?”

			“It is Sir John’s ship—Sir John Kil­li­grew’s,” she ex­plained. “She was all but ready to sail when … when you came to Ar­wen­ack. He was for the In­dies. In­stead—don’t you see?—out of love for me he will have come after me upon a for­lorn hope of over­tak­ing you ere you could make Bar­bary.”

			“God’s light!” said Sakr-el-Bahr, and fell to mus­ing. Then he raised his head and laughed. “Faith, he’s some days late for that!”

			But the jest evoked no re­sponse from her. She con­tin­ued to stare at him with those eager yet tim­id eyes.

			“And yet,” he con­tin­ued, “he comes op­por­tunely enough. If the breeze that has fetched him is faint, yet surely it blows from Heav­en.”

			“Were it … ?” she paused, fal­ter­ing a mo­ment. Then, “Were it pos­sible to com­mu­nic­ate with him?” she asked, yet with hes­it­a­tion.

			“Pos­sible—ay,” he answered. “Though we must needs de­vise the means, and that will prove none so easy.”

			“And you would do it?” she in­quired, an un­der­cur­rent of won­der in her ques­tion, some re­col­lec­tion of it in her face.

			“Why, read­ily,” he answered, “since no oth­er way presents it­self. No doubt ’twill cost some lives,” he ad­ded, “but then. …” And he shrugged to com­plete the sen­tence.

			“Ah, no, no! Not at that price!” she pro­tested. And how was he to know that all the price she was think­ing of was his own life, which she con­ceived would be for­feited if the as­sist­ance of the Sil­ver Her­on were in­voked?

			Be­fore he could re­turn her any an­swer his at­ten­tion was di­ver­ted. A sul­len threat­en­ing note had crept in­to the babble of the crew, and sud­denly one or two voices were raised to de­mand in­sist­ently that As­ad should put to sea at once and re­move his ves­sel from a neigh­bour­hood be­come so dan­ger­ous. Now, the fault of this was Mar­zak’s. His was the voice that first had uttered that tim­id sug­ges­tion, and the in­fec­tion of his pan­ic had spread in­stantly through the cor­sair ranks.

			As­ad, drawn to the full of his gaunt height, turned upon them the eyes that had quelled great­er clam­ours, and raised the voice which in its day had hurled a hun­dred men straight in­to the jaws of death without a protest.

			“Si­lence!” he com­manded. “I am your lord and need no coun­sel­lors save Al­lah. When I con­sider the time come, I will give the word to row, but not be­fore. Back to your quar­ters, then, and peace!”

			He dis­dained to ar­gue with them, to show them what sound reas­ons there were for re­main­ing in this secret cove and against put­ting forth in­to the open. Enough for them that such should be his will. Not for them to ques­tion his wis­dom and his de­cisions.

			But As­ad-ed-Din had lain over­long in Al­gi­ers whilst his fleets un­der Sakr-el-Bahr and Biskaine had scoured the in­land sea. The men were no longer ac­cus­tomed to the goad of his voice, their con­fid­ence in his judg­ment was not built upon the sound basis of past ex­per­i­ence. Nev­er yet had he led in­to battle the men of this crew and brought them forth again in tri­umph and en­riched by spoil.

			So now they set their own judg­ment against his. To them it seemed a reck­less­ness—as, in­deed, Mar­zak had sug­ges­ted—to linger here, and his mere an­nounce­ment of his pur­pose was far from suf­fi­cient to dis­pel their doubts.

			The mur­murs swelled, not to be over­borne by his fierce pres­ence and scowl­ing brow, and sud­denly one of the reneg­ades—secretly promp­ted by the wily Vi­git­ello—raised a shout for the cap­tain whom they knew and trus­ted.

			“Sakr-el-Bahr! Sakr-el-Bahr! Thou’lt not leave us penned in this cove to per­ish like rats!”

			It was as a spark to a train of powder. A score of voices in­stantly took up the cry; hands were flung out to­wards Sakr-el-Bahr, where he stood above them and in full view of all, lean­ing im­pass­ive and stern upon the poop rail, whilst his agile mind weighed the op­por­tun­ity thus thrust upon him, and con­sidered what profit was to be ex­trac­ted from it.

			As­ad fell back a pace in his pro­found mor­ti­fic­a­tion. His face was liv­id, his eyes blared furi­ously, his hand flew to the jew­elled hilt of his scim­it­ar, yet for­bore from draw­ing the blade. In­stead he let loose upon Mar­zak the venom kindled in his soul by this evid­ence of how shrunken was his au­thor­ity.

			“Thou fool!” he snarled. “Look on thy craven’s work. See what a dev­il thou hast raised with thy wo­man’s coun­sels. Thou to com­mand a gal­ley! Thou to be­come a fight­er upon the seas! I would that Al­lah had stricken me dead ere I begat me such a son as thou!”

			Mar­zak re­coiled be­fore the fury of words that he feared might be fol­lowed by yet worse. He dared make no an­swer, of­fer no ex­cuse; in that mo­ment he scarcely dared breathe.

			Mean­while Ros­amund in her eager­ness had ad­vanced un­til she stood at Sakr-el-Bahr’s el­bow.

			“God is help­ing us!” she said in a voice of fer­vent grat­it­ude. “This is your op­por­tun­ity. The men will obey you.”

			He looked at her, and smiled faintly upon her eager­ness. “Ay, mis­tress, they will obey me,” he said. But in the few mo­ments that were sped he had taken his re­solve. Whilst un­doubtedly As­ad was right, and the wise course was to lie close in this shel­ter­ing cove where the odds of their go­ing un­per­ceived were very heav­ily in their fa­vour, yet the men’s judg­ment was not al­to­geth­er at fault. If they were to put to sea, they might by steer­ing an east­erly course pass sim­il­arly un­per­ceived, and even should the splash of their oars reach the galle­on bey­ond the head­land, yet by the time she had weighed an­chor and star­ted in pur­suit they would be well away strain­ing every ounce of muscle at the oars, whilst the breeze—a heavy factor in his con­sid­er­a­tions—was be­come so feeble that they could laugh at pur­suit by a ves­sel that de­pended upon wind alone. The only danger, then, was the danger of the galle­on’s can­non, and that danger was none so great as from ex­per­i­ence Sakr-el-Bahr well knew.

			Thus was he re­luct­antly forced to the con­clu­sion that in the main the wiser policy was to sup­port As­ad, and since he was full con­fid­ent of the obed­i­ence of the men he con­soled him­self with the re­flec­tion that a mor­al vic­tory might be in store for him out of which some surer profit might presently be made.

			In an­swer, then, to those who still called upon him, he leapt down the com­pan­ion and strode along the gang­way to the waist deck to take his stand at the Basha’s side. As­ad watched his ap­proach with angry mis­giv­ings; it was with him a fore­gone con­clu­sion that things be­ing as they were Sakr-el-Bahr would be ranged against him to ob­tain com­plete con­trol of these mutin­eers and to cull the fullest ad­vant­age from the situ­ation. Softly and slowly he un­sheathed his scim­it­ar, and Sakr-el-Bahr see­ing this out of the corner of his eye, yet af­fected not to see, but stood for­ward to ad­dress the men.

			“How now?” he thundered wrath­fully. “What shall this mean? Are ye all deaf that ye have not heard the com­mands of your Basha, the ex­al­ted of Al­lah, that ye dare raise your mutin­ous voices and say what is your will?”

			Sud­den and ut­ter si­lence fol­lowed that ex­horta­tion. As­ad listened in re­lieved amazement; Ros­amund caught her breath in sheer dis­may.

			What could he mean, then? Had he but fooled and duped her? Were his in­ten­tions to­wards her the very op­pos­ite to his prot­est­a­tions? She leant upon the poop rail strain­ing to catch every syl­lable of that speech of his in the lin­gua franca, hop­ing al­most that her in­dif­fer­ent know­ledge of it had led her in­to er­ror on the score of what he had said.

			She saw him turn with a ges­ture of angry com­mand upon Larocque, who stood there by the bul­warks, wait­ing.

			“Back to thy post up yon­der, and keep watch upon that ves­sel’s move­ments, re­port­ing them to us. We stir not hence un­til such be our lord As­ad’s good pleas­ure. Away with thee!”

			Larocque without a mur­mur threw a leg over the bul­warks and dropped to the oars, whence he clambered ashore as he had been bid­den. And not a single voice was raised in protest.

			Sakr-el-Bahr’s dark glance swept the ranks of the cor­sairs crowding the fore­castle.

			“Be­cause this pet of the har­em,” he said, im­mensely dar­ing, in­dic­at­ing Mar­zak by a con­temp­tu­ous ges­ture, “bleats of danger in­to the ears of men, are ye all to grow tim­id and fool­ish as a herd of sheep? By Al­lah! What are ye? Are ye the fear­less sea hawks that have flown with me, and struck where the talons of my grap­pling-hooks were flung, or are ye but scav­en­ging crows?”

			He was answered by an old rover whom fear had rendered greatly dar­ing.

			“We are trapped here as Dragut was trapped at Jerba.”

			“Thou li­est,” he answered. “Dragut was not trapped, for Dragut found a way out. And against Dragut there was the whole navy of Gen­oa, whilst against us there is but one single galle­on. By the Kor­an, if she shows fight, have we no teeth? Will it be the first galle­on whose decks we have over­run? But if ye prefer a cow­ard’s coun­sel, ye sons of shame, con­sider that once we take the open sea our dis­cov­ery will be as­sured, and Larocque hath told you that she car­ries twenty guns. I tell you that if we are to be at­tacked by her, best be at­tacked at close quar­ters, and I tell you that if we lie close and snug in here it is long odds that we shall nev­er be at­tacked at all. That she has no ink­ling of our pres­ence is proven, since she has cast an­chor round the head­land. And con­sider that if we fly from a danger that doth not ex­ist, and in our flight are so for­tu­nate as not to render real that danger and to court it, we aban­don a rich ar­gosy that shall bring profit to us all.”

			“But I waste my breath in ar­gu­ment,” he ended ab­ruptly. “You have heard the com­mands of your lord, As­ad-ed-Din, and that should be ar­gu­ment enough. No more of this, then.”

			Without so much as wait­ing to see them dis­perse from the rail and re­turn to their loun­ging at­ti­tudes about the fore­castle, he turned to As­ad.

			“It might have been well to hang the dog who spoke of Dragut and Jerba,” he said. “But it was nev­er in my nature to be harsh with those who fol­low me.” And that was all.

			As­ad from amazement had passed quickly to ad­mir­a­tion and a sort of con­tri­tion, in­to which presently there crept a pois­on­ous tinge of jeal­ousy to see Sakr-el-Bahr pre­vail where he him­self alone must ut­terly have failed. This jeal­ousy spread all-per­vad­ingly, like an oil stain. If he had come to bear ill will to Sakr-el-Bahr be­fore, that ill will was turned of a sud­den in­to pos­it­ive hatred for one in whom he now be­held a usurp­er of the power and con­trol that should reside in the Basha alone. As­suredly there was no room for both of them in the Basha­lik of Al­gi­ers.

			There­fore the words of com­mend­a­tion which had been rising to his lips froze there now that Sakr-el-Bahr and he stood face to face. In si­lence he con­sidered his lieu­ten­ant through nar­row­ing evil eyes, whose mes­sage none but a fool could have mis­un­der­stood.

			Sakr-el-Bahr was not a fool, and he did not mis­un­der­stand it for a mo­ment. He felt a tight­en­ing at the heart, and ill will sprang to life with­in him re­spond­ing to the call of that ill will. Al­most he re­pen­ted him that he had not availed him­self of that mo­ment of weak­ness and mutiny on the part of the crew to at­tempt the en­tire su­per­sed­ing of the Basha.

			The con­cili­at­ory words he had in mind to speak he now sup­pressed. To that venom­ous glance he op­posed his ever ready mock­ery. He turned to Biskaine.

			“With­draw,” he curtly bade him, “and take that stout sea-war­ri­or with thee.” And he in­dic­ated Mar­zak.

			Biskaine turned to the Basha. “Is it thy wish, my lord?” he asked.

			As­ad nod­ded in si­lence, and mo­tioned him away to­geth­er with the cowed Mar­zak.

			“My lord,” said Sakr-el-Bahr, when they were alone, “yes­ter­day I made thee a pro­pos­al for the heal­ing of this breach between us, and it was re­fused. But now had I been the trait­or and mutin­eer thou hast dubbed me I could have taken full ad­vant­age of the hu­mour of my cor­sairs. Had I done that it need no longer have been mine to pro­pose or to sue. In­stead it would have been mine to dic­tate. Since I have giv­en thee such crown­ing proof of my loy­alty, it is my hope and trust that I may be re­stored to the place I had lost in thy con­fid­ence, and that this be­ing so thou wilt ac­cede now to that pro­pos­al of mine con­cern­ing the Frank­ish wo­man yon­der.”

			It was un­for­tu­nate per­haps that she should have been stand­ing there un­veiled upon the poop with­in the range of As­ad’s glance; for the sight of her it may have been that over­came his mo­ment­ary hes­it­a­tion and stifled the cau­tion which promp­ted him to ac­cede. He con­sidered her a mo­ment, and a faint col­our kindled in his cheeks which an­ger had made liv­id.

			“It is not for thee, Sakr-el-Bahr,” he answered at length, “to make me pro­pos­als. To dare it, proves thee far re­moved in­deed from the loy­alty thy lips pro­fess. Thou know­est my will con­cern­ing her. Once hast thou thwarted and de­fied me, mis­us­ing to that end the Proph­et’s Holy Law. Con­tin­ue a bar­ri­er in my path and it shall be at thy per­il.” His voice was raised and it shook with an­ger.

			“Not so loud,” said Sakr-el-Bahr, his eyes gleam­ing with a re­sponse of an­ger. “For should my men over­hear these threats of thine I will not an­swer for what may fol­low. I op­pose thee at my per­il say­est thou. Be it so, then.” He smiled grimly. “It is war between us, As­ad, since thou hast chosen it. Re­mem­ber here­after when the con­sequences come to over­whelm thee that the choice was thine.”

			“Thou mutin­ous, treach­er­ous son of a dog!” blazed As­ad.

			Sakr-el-Bahr turned on his heel. “Pur­sue the path of an old man’s folly,” he said over his shoulder, “and see whith­er it will lead thee.”

			Upon that he strode away up the gang­way to the poop, leav­ing the Basha alone with his an­ger and some slight fear evoked by that last bold men­ace. But not­with­stand­ing that he men­aced boldly the heart of Sakr-el-Bahr was sur­charged with anxi­ety. He had con­ceived a plan; but between the con­cep­tion and its ex­e­cu­tion he real­ized that much ill might lie.

			“Mis­tress,” he ad­dressed Ros­amund as he stepped upon the poop. “You are not wise to show your­self so openly.”

			To his amazement she met him with a hos­tile glance.

			“Not wise?” said she, her coun­ten­ance scorn­ful. “You mean that I may see more than was in­ten­ded for me. What game do you play here, sir, that you tell me one thing and show me by your ac­tions that you de­sire an­oth­er?”

			He did not need to ask her what she meant. At once he per­ceived how she had mis­read the scene she had wit­nessed.

			“I’ll but re­mind you,” he said very gravely, “that once be­fore you did me a wrong by over­hasty judg­ment, as has been proven to you.”

			It over­threw some of her con­fid­ence. “But then. …” she began.

			“I do but ask you to save your judg­ment for the end. If I live I shall de­liv­er you. Mean­while I beg that you will keep your cab­in. It does not help me that you be seen.”

			She looked at him, a pray­er for ex­plan­a­tion trem­bling on her lips. But be­fore the calm com­mand of his tone and glance she slowly lowered her head and with­drew bey­ond the cur­tain.

		
	
		
			
				XX

				The Mes­sen­ger

			
			For the rest of the day she kept the cab­in, chaf­ing with anxi­ety to know what was to­ward and the more racked by it be­cause Sakr-el-Bahr re­frained through all those hours from com­ing to her. At last to­wards even­ing, un­able longer to con­tain her­self, she went forth again, and as it chanced she did so at an un­timely mo­ment.

			The sun had set, and the even­ing pray­er was be­ing re­cited aboard the gale­asse, her crew all pros­trate. Per­ceiv­ing this, she drew back again in­stinct­ively, and re­mained screened by the cur­tain un­til the pray­er was ended. Then put­ting it aside, but without step­ping past the Nu­bi­ans who were on guard, she saw that on her left As­ad-ed-Din, with Mar­zak, Biskaine, and one or two oth­er of­ficers, was again oc­cupy­ing the di­van un­der the awn­ing. Her eyes sought Sakr-el-Bahr, and presently they be­held him com­ing up the gang­way with his long, swinging stride, in the wake of the boat­swain’s mates who were dol­ing out the mea­gre even­ing meal to the slaves.

			Sud­denly he hal­ted by Li­onel, who oc­cu­pied a seat at the head of his oar im­me­di­ately next to the gang­way. He ad­dressed him harshly in the lin­gua franca, which Li­onel did not un­der­stand, and his words rang clearly and were heard—as he in­ten­ded that they should be—by all upon the poop.

			“Well, dog? How does gal­ley slave fare suit thy tender stom­ach?”

			Li­onel looked up at him.

			“What are you say­ing?” he asked in Eng­lish.

			Sakr-el-Bahr bent over him, and his face as all could see was evil and mock­ing. No doubt he spoke to him in Eng­lish also, but no more than a mur­mur reached the strain­ing ears of Ros­amund, though from his coun­ten­ance she had no doubt of the pur­port of his words. And yet she was far in­deed from a cor­rect sur­mise. The mock­ery in his coun­ten­ance was but a mask.

			“Take no heed of my looks,” he was say­ing. “I de­sire them up yon­der to think that I ab­use you. Look as a man would who were be­ing ab­used. Cringe or snarl, but listen. Do you re­mem­ber once when as lads we swam to­geth­er from Pen­ar­row to Tre­fus­is Point?”

			“What do you mean?” quoth Li­onel, and the nat­ur­al sul­len­ness of his mien was all that Sakr-el-Bahr could have de­sired.

			“I am won­der­ing wheth­er you could still swim as far. If so you might find a more ap­pet­iz­ing sup­per await­ing you at the end—aboard Sir John Kil­li­grew’s ship. You had not heard? The Sil­ver Her­on is at an­chor in the bay bey­ond that head­land. If I af­ford you the means, could you swim to her do you think?”

			Li­onel stared at him in pro­found­est amazement. “Do you mock me?” he asked at length.

			“Why should I mock you on such a mat­ter?”

			“Is it not to mock me to sug­gest a way for my de­liv­er­ance?”

			Sakr-el-Bahr laughed, and he mocked now in earn­est. He set his left foot upon the row­ers’ stretch­er, and leaned for­ward and down his el­bow upon his raised knee so that his face was close to Li­onel’s.

			“For your de­liv­er­ance?” said he. “God’s life! Li­onel, your mind was ever one that could take in naught but your own self. ’Tis that has made a vil­lain of you. Your de­liv­er­ance! God’s wounds! Is there none but your­self whose de­liv­er­ance I might de­sire? Look you, now I want you to swim to Sir John’s ship and bear him word of the pres­ence here of this gale­asse and that Ros­amund is aboard it. ’Tis for her that I am con­cerned, and so little for you that should you chance to be drowned in the at­tempt my only re­gret will be that the mes­sage was not de­livered. Will you un­der­take that swim? It is your one sole chance short of death it­self of es­cap­ing from the row­er’s bench. Will you go?”

			“But how?” de­man­ded Li­onel, still mis­trust­ing him.

			“Will you go?” his broth­er in­sisted.

			“Af­ford me the means and I will,” was the an­swer.

			“Very well.” Sakr-el-Bahr leaned near­er still. “Nat­ur­ally it will be sup­posed by all who are watch­ing us that I am goad­ing you to des­per­a­tion. Act, then, your part. Up, and at­tempt to strike me. Then when I re­turn the blow—and I shall strike heav­ily that no make-be­lieve may be sus­pec­ted—col­lapse on your oar pre­tend­ing to swoon. Leave the rest to me. Now,” he ad­ded sharply, and on the word rose with a fi­nal laugh of de­ri­sion as if to take his de­par­ture.

			But Li­onel was quick to fol­low the in­struc­tions. He leapt up in his bonds, and reach­ing out as far as they would per­mit him, he struck Sakr-el-Bahr heav­ily upon the face. On his side, too, there was to be no make-be­lieve ap­par­ent. That done he sank down with a clank of shackles to the bench again, whilst every one of his fel­low-slaves that faced his way looked on with fear­ful eyes.

			Sakr-el-Bahr was seen to reel un­der the blow, and in­stantly there was a com­mo­tion on board. Biskaine leapt to his feet with a half-cry of as­ton­ish­ment; even As­ad’s eyes kindled with in­terest at so un­usu­al a sight as that of a gal­ley slave at­tack­ing a cor­sair. Then with a snarl of an­ger, the snarl of an en­raged beast al­most, Sakr-el-Bahr’s great arm was swung aloft and his fist des­cen­ded like a ham­mer upon Li­onel’s head.

			Li­onel sank for­ward un­der the blow, his senses swim­ming. Sakr-el-Bahr’s arm swung up a second time.

			“Thou dog!” he roared, and then checked, per­ceiv­ing that Li­onel ap­peared to have swooned.

			He turned and bel­lowed for Vi­git­ello and his mates in a voice that was hoarse with pas­sion. Vi­git­ello came at a run, a couple of his men at his heels.

			“Un­shackle me this car­ri­on, and heave it over­board,” was the harsh or­der. “Let that serve as an ex­ample to the oth­ers. Let them learn thus the price of mutiny in their lousy ranks. To it, I say.”

			Away sped a man for ham­mer and chisel. He re­turned with them at once. Four sharp metal­lic blows rang out, and Li­onel was dragged forth from his place to the gang­way-deck. Here he re­vived, and screamed for mercy as though he were to be drowned in earn­est.

			Biskaine chuckled un­der the awn­ing, As­ad looked on ap­prov­ingly, Ros­amund drew back, shud­der­ing, chok­ing, and near to faint­ing from sheer hor­ror.

			She saw Li­onel borne strug­gling in the arms of the boat­swain’s men to the star­board quarter, and flung over the side with no more com­punc­tion or care than had he been so much rub­bish. She heard the fi­nal scream of ter­ror with which he van­ished, the splash of his fall, and then in the en­su­ing si­lence the laugh of Sakr-el-Bahr.

			For a spell she stood there with hor­ror and loath­ing of that reneg­ade cor­sair in her soul. Her mind was be­wildered and con­fused. She sought to re­store or­der in it, that she might con­sider this fresh deed of his, this act of wan­ton bru­tal­ity and frat­ri­cide. And all that she could gath­er was the firm con­vic­tion that hitherto he had cheated her; he had lied when he swore that his aim was to ef­fect her de­liv­er­ance. It was not in such a nature to know a gentle mood of pen­it­ence for a wrong done. What might be his pur­pose she could not yet per­ceive, but that it was an evil one she nev­er doubted, for no pur­pose of his could be aught but evil. So over­wrought was she now that she for­got all Li­onel’s sins, and found her heart filled with com­pas­sion for him hurled in that bru­tal fash­ion to his death.

			And then, quite sud­denly a shout rang out from the fore­castle.

			“He is swim­ming!”

			Sakr-el-Bahr had been pre­pared for the chance of this.

			“Where? Where?” he cried, and sprang to the bul­warks.

			“Yon­der!” A man was point­ing. Oth­ers had joined him and were peer­ing through the gath­er­ing gloom at the mov­ing ob­ject that was Li­onel’s head and the faintly vis­ible swirl of wa­ter about it which in­dic­ated that he swam.

			“Out to sea!” cried Sakr-el-Bahr. “He’ll not swim far in any case. But we will shorten his road for him.” He snatched a cross­bow from the rack about the main­mast, fit­ted a shaft to it and took aim.

			On the point of loos­ing the bolt he paused.

			“Mar­zak!” he called. “Here, thou prince of marksmen, is a butt for thee!”

			From the poop deck whence with his fath­er he too was watch­ing the swim­mer’s head, which at every mo­ment be­came more faint in the fail­ing light, Mar­zak looked with cold dis­dain upon his chal­lenger, mak­ing no reply. A tit­ter ran through the crew.

			“Come now,” cried Sakr-el-Bahr. “Take up thy bow!”

			“If thou delay much longer,” put in As­ad, “he will be bey­ond thine aim. Already he is scarcely vis­ible.”

			“The more dif­fi­cult a butt, then,” answered Sakr-el-Bahr, who was but delay­ing to gain time. “The keen­er test. A hun­dred philips, Mar­zak, that thou’lt not hit me that head in three shots, and that I’ll sink him at the first! Wilt take the wager?”

			“The un­be­liev­er is forever peep­ing forth from thee,” was Mar­zak’s dig­ni­fied reply. “Games of chance are for­bid­den by the Proph­et.”

			“Make haste, man!” cried As­ad. “Already I can scarce dis­cern him. Loose thy quar­rel.”

			“Pooh,” was the dis­dain­ful an­swer. “A fair mark still for such an eye as mine. I nev­er miss—not even in the dark.”

			“Vain boast­er,” said Mar­zak.

			“Am I so?” Sakr-el-Bahr loosed his shaft at last in­to the gloom, and peered after it fol­low­ing its flight, which was wide of the dir­ec­tion of the swim­mer’s head. “A hit!” he cried brazenly. “He’s gone!”

			“I think I see him still,” said one.

			“Thine eyes de­ceive thee in this light. No man was ever known to swim with an ar­row through his brain.”

			“Ay,” put in Jasper, who stood be­hind Sakr-el-Bahr. “He has van­ished.”

			“ ’Tis too dark to see,” said Vi­git­ello.

			And then As­ad turned from the ves­sel’s side. “Well, well—shot or drowned, he’s gone,” he said, and there the mat­ter ended.

			Sakr-el-Bahr re­placed the cross­bow in the rack, and came slowly up to the poop.

			In the gloom he found him­self con­fron­ted by Ros­amund’s white face between the two dusky coun­ten­ances of his Nu­bi­ans. She drew back be­fore him as he ap­proached, and he, in­tent upon im­part­ing his news to her, fol­lowed her with­in the poop house, and bade Abi­ad bring lights.

			When these had been kindled they faced each oth­er, and he per­ceived her pro­found agit­a­tion and guessed the cause of it. Sud­denly she broke in­to speech.

			“You beast! You dev­il!” she panted. “God will pun­ish you! I shall spend my every breath in pray­ing Him to pun­ish you as you de­serve. You mur­der­er! You hound! And I like a poor sim­pleton was heed­ing your false words. I was be­liev­ing you sin­cere in your re­pent­ance of the wrong you have done me. But now you have shown me. …”

			“How have I hurt you in what I have done to Li­onel?” he cut in, a little amazed by so much vehe­mence.

			“Hurt me!” she cried, and on the words grew cold and calm again with very scorn. “I thank God it is bey­ond your power to hurt me. And I thank you for cor­rect­ing my fool­ish mis­con­cep­tion of you, my be­lief in your pi­ti­ful pre­tence that it was your aim to save me. I would not ac­cept sal­va­tion at your mur­der­er’s hands. Though, in­deed, I shall not be put to it. Rather,” she pur­sued, a little wildly now in her deep mor­ti­fic­a­tion, “are you like to sac­ri­fice me to your own vile ends, whatever they may be. But I shall thwart you, Heav­en help­ing me. Be sure I shall not want cour­age for that.” And with a shud­der­ing moan she covered her face, and stood sway­ing there be­fore him.

			He looked on with a faint, bit­ter smile, un­der­stand­ing her mood just as he un­der­stood her dark threat of thwart­ing him.

			“I came,” he said quietly, “to bring you the as­sur­ance that he has got safely away, and to tell you upon what man­ner of er­rand I have sent him.”

			Some­thing com­pel­ling in his voice, the easy as­sur­ance with which he spoke, drew her to stare at him again.

			“I mean Li­onel, of course,” he said, in an­swer to her ques­tion­ing glance. “That scene between us—the blow and the swoon and the rest of it—was all make-be­lieve. So af­ter­wards the shoot­ing. My chal­lenge to Mar­zak was a ruse to gain time—to avoid shoot­ing un­til Li­onel’s head should have be­come so dimly vis­ible in the dusk that none could say wheth­er it was still there or not. My shaft went wide of him, as I in­ten­ded. He is swim­ming round the head with my mes­sage to Sir John Kil­li­grew. He was a strong swim­mer in the old days, and should eas­ily reach his goal. That is what I came to tell you.”

			For a long spell she con­tin­ued to stare at him in si­lence.

			“You are speak­ing the truth?” she asked at last, in a small voice.

			He shrugged. “You will have a dif­fi­culty in per­ceiv­ing the ob­ject I might serve by false­hood.”

			She sat down sud­denly upon the di­van; it was al­most as if she col­lapsed bereft of strength; and as sud­denly she fell to weep­ing softly.

			“And … and I be­lieved that you … that you. …”

			“Just so,” he grimly in­ter­rup­ted. “You al­ways did be­lieve the best of me.”

			And on that he turned and went out ab­ruptly.

		
	
		
			
				XXI

				Mor­it­ur­us

			
			He de­par­ted from her pres­ence with bit­ter­ness in his heart, leav­ing a pro­found con­tri­tion in her own. The sense of this her last in­justice to him so over­whelmed her that it be­came the gauge by which she meas­ured that oth­er earli­er wrong he had suffered at her hands. Per­haps her over­wrought mind fals­i­fied the per­spect­ive, ex­ag­ger­at­ing it un­til it seemed to her that all the suf­fer­ing and evil with which this chron­icle has been con­cerned were the dir­ect fruits of her own sin of un­faith.

			Since all sin­cere con­tri­tion must of ne­ces­sity bring forth an ar­dent de­sire to atone, so was it now with her. Had he but re­frained from de­part­ing so ab­ruptly he might have had her on her knees to him su­ing for par­don for all the wrongs which her thoughts had done him, pro­claim­ing her own ut­ter un­wor­thi­ness and base­ness. But since his right­eous re­sent­ment had driv­en him from her pres­ence she could but sit and brood upon it all, con­sid­er­ing the words in which to frame her plea for for­give­ness when next he should re­turn.

			But the hours sped, and there was no sign of him. And then, al­most with a shock of dread came the thought that ere long per­haps Sir John Kil­li­grew’s ship would be upon them. In her dis­traught state of mind she had scarcely pondered that con­tin­gency. Now that it oc­curred to her all her con­cern was for the res­ult of it to Sir Oliv­er. Would there be fight­ing, and would he per­haps per­ish in that con­flict at the hands either of the Eng­lish or of the cor­sairs whom for her sake he had be­trayed, per­haps without ever hear­ing her con­fes­sion of pen­it­ence, without speak­ing those words of for­give­ness of which her soul stood in such thirsty need?

			It would be to­wards mid­night when un­able longer to bear the sus­pense of it, she rose and softly made her way to the en­trance. Very quietly she lif­ted the cur­tain, and in the act of step­ping forth al­most stumbled over a body that lay across the threshold. She drew back with a startled gasp; then stooped to look, and by the faint rays of the lan­terns on main­mast and poop rail she re­cog­nized Sir Oliv­er, and saw that he slept. She nev­er heeded the two Nu­bi­ans im­mov­able as statues who kept guard. She con­tin­ued to bend over him, and then gradu­ally and very softly sank down on her knees be­side him. There were tears in her eyes—tears wrung from her by a tender emo­tion of won­der and grat­it­ude at so much fi­del­ity. She did not know that he had slept thus last night. But it was enough for her to find him here now. It moved her oddly, pro­foundly, that this man whom she had ever mis­trus­ted and mis­judged should even when he slept make of his body a bar­ri­er for her great­er se­cur­ity and pro­tec­tion.

			A sob es­caped her, and at the sound, so lightly and vi­gil­antly did he take his rest, he came in­stantly if si­lently to a sit­ting at­ti­tude; and so they looked in­to each oth­er’s eyes, his swarthy, bearded hawk face on a level with her white gleam­ing coun­ten­ance.

			“What is it?” he whispered.

			She drew back in­stantly, taken with sud­den pan­ic at that ques­tion. Then re­cov­er­ing, and seek­ing wo­man­like to evade and dis­semble the thing she was come to do, now that the chance of do­ing it was af­forded her—

			“Do you think,” she faltered, “that Li­onel will have reached Sir John’s ship?”

			He flashed a glance in the dir­ec­tion of the di­van un­der the awn­ing where the Basha slept. There all was still. Be­sides, the ques­tion had been asked in Eng­lish. He rose and held out a hand to help her to her feet. Then he signed to her to reenter the poop house, and fol­lowed her with­in.

			“Anxi­ety keeps you wake­ful?” he said, half-ques­tion, half-as­ser­tion.

			“In­deed,” she replied.

			“There is scarce the need,” he as­sured her. “Sir John will not be like to stir un­til dead of night, that he may make sure of tak­ing us un­awares. I have little doubt that Li­onel would reach him. It is none so long a swim. In­deed, once out­side the cove he could take to the land un­til he was abreast of the ship. Nev­er doubt he will have done his er­rand.”

			She sat down, her glance avoid­ing his; but the light fall­ing on her face showed him the traces there of re­cent tears.

			“There will be fight­ing when Sir John ar­rives?” she asked him presently.

			“Like enough. But what can it avail? We shall be caught—as was said today—in just such a trap as that in which An­drea Dor­ia caught Dragut at Jerba, sav­ing that whilst the wily Dragut found a way out for his gal­leys, here none is pos­sible. Cour­age, then, for the hour of your de­liv­er­ance is surely at hand.” He paused, and then in a softer voice, humbly al­most, “It is my pray­er,” he ad­ded, “that here­after in a happy fu­ture these last few weeks shall come to seem no more than an evil dream to you.”

			To that pray­er she offered no re­sponse. She sat be­mused, her brow wrinkled.

			“I would it might be done without fight­ing,” she said presently, and sighed wear­ily.

			“You need have no fear,” he as­sured her. “I shall take all pre­cau­tions for you. You shall re­main here un­til all is over and the en­trance will be guarded by a few whom I can trust.”

			“You mis­take me,” she replied, and looked up at him sud­denly. “Do you sup­pose my fears are for my­self?” She paused again, and then ab­ruptly asked him, “What will be­fall you?”

			“I thank you for the thought,” he replied gravely. “No doubt I shall meet with my deserts. Let it but come swiftly when it comes.”

			“Ah, no, no!” she cried. “Not that!” And rose in her sud­den agit­a­tion.

			“What else re­mains?” he asked, and smiled. “What bet­ter fate could any­one de­sire me?”

			“You shall live to re­turn to Eng­land,” she sur­prised him by ex­claim­ing. “The truth must pre­vail, and justice be done you.”

			He looked at her with so fierce and search­ing a gaze that she aver­ted her eyes. Then he laughed shortly.

			“There’s but one form of justice I can look for in Eng­land,” said he. “It is a justice ad­min­istered in hemp. Be­lieve me, mis­tress, I am grown too no­tori­ous for mercy. Best end it here to­night. Be­sides,” he ad­ded, and his mock­ery fell from him, his tone be­came gloomy, “be­think you of my present act of treach­ery to these men of mine, who, whatever they may be, have fol­lowed me in­to a score of per­ils and but today have shown their love and loy­alty to me to be great­er than their de­vo­tion to the Basha him­self. I shall have de­livered them to the sword. Could I sur­vive with hon­our? They may be but poor hea­thens to you and yours, but to me they are my sea hawks, my war­ri­ors, my faith­ful gal­lant fol­low­ers, and I were a dog in­deed did I sur­vive the death to which I have doomed them.”

			As she listened and gathered from his words the ap­pre­hen­sion of a thing that had hitherto es­caped her, her eyes grew wide in sud­den hor­ror.

			“Is that to be the cost of my de­liv­er­ance?” she asked him fear­fully.

			“I trust not,” he replied. “I have some­thing in mind that will per­haps avoid it.”

			“And save your own life as well?” she asked him quickly.

			“Why waste a thought upon so poor a thing? My life was for­feit already. If I go back to Al­gi­ers they will as­suredly hang me. As­ad will see to it, and not all my sea hawks could save me from my fate.”

			She sank down again upon the di­van, and sat there rock­ing her arms in a ges­ture of hope­less dis­tress.

			“I see,” she said. “I see. I am bring­ing this fate upon you. When you sent Li­onel upon that er­rand you vol­un­tar­ily offered up your life to re­store me to my own people. You had no right to do this without first con­sult­ing me. You had no right to sup­pose I would be a party to such a thing. I will not ac­cept the sac­ri­fice. I will not, Sir Oliv­er.”

			“In­deed, you have no choice, thank God!” he answered her. “But you are astray in your con­clu­sions. It is I alone who have brought this fate upon my­self. It is the very prop­er fruit of my in­sensate deed. It re­coils upon me as all evil must upon him that does it.” He shrugged his shoulders as if to dis­miss the mat­ter. Then in a changed voice, a voice sin­gu­larly tim­id, soft, and gentle, “it were per­haps too much to ask,” said he, “that you should for­give me all the suf­fer­ing I have brought you?”

			“I think,” she answered him, “that it is for me to beg for­give­ness of you.”

			“Of me?”

			“For my un­faith, which has been the source of all. For my read­i­ness to be­lieve evil of you five years ago, for hav­ing burnt un­read your let­ter and the proof of your in­no­cence that ac­com­pan­ied it.”

			He smiled upon her very kindly. “I think you said your in­stinct guided you. Even though I had not done the thing im­puted to me, your in­stinct knew me for evil; and your in­stinct was right, for evil I am—I must be. These are your own words. But do not think that I mock you with them. I have come to re­cog­nize their truth.”

			She stretched out her hands to him. “If … if I were to say that I have come to real­ize the false­hood of all that?”

			“I should un­der­stand it to be the char­ity which your pi­ti­ful heart ex­tends to one in my ex­tremity. Your in­stinct was not at fault.”

			“It was! It was!”

			But he was not to be driv­en out of his con­vic­tion. He shook his head, his coun­ten­ance gloomy. “No man who was not evil could have done by you what I have done, how­ever deep the pro­voca­tion. I per­ceive it clearly now—as men in their last hour per­ceive hid­den things.”

			“Oh, why are you so set on death?” she cried upon a des­pair­ing note.

			“I am not,” he answered with a swift re­sump­tion of his more ha­bitu­al man­ner. “ ’Tis death that is so set on me. But at least I meet it without fear or re­gret. I face it as we must all face the in­ev­it­able—the gifts from the hands of des­tiny. And I am heartened—gladdened al­most—by your sweet for­give­ness.”

			She rose sud­denly, and came to him. She caught his arm, and stand­ing very close to him, looked up now in­to his face.

			“We have need to for­give each oth­er, you and I, Oliv­er,” she said. “And since for­give­ness ef­faces all, let … let all that has stood between us these last five years be now ef­faced.”

			He caught his breath as he looked down in­to her white, strain­ing face.

			“Is it im­possible for us to go back five years? Is it im­possible for us to go back to where we stood in those old days at Godol­phin Court?”

			The light that had sud­denly been kindled in his face faded slowly, leav­ing it grey and drawn. His eyes grew clouded with sor­row and des­pair.

			“Who has erred must abide by his er­ror—and so must the gen­er­a­tions that come after him. There is no go­ing back ever. The gates of the past are tight-barred against us.”

			“Then let us leave them so. Let us turn our backs upon that past, you and I, and let us set out afresh to­geth­er, and so make amends to each oth­er for what our folly has lost to us in those years.”

			He set his hands upon her shoulders, and held her so at arm’s length from him con­sid­er­ing her with very tender eyes.

			“Sweet lady!” he mur­mured, and sighed heav­ily. “God! How happy might we not have been but for that evil chance. …” He checked ab­ruptly. His hands fell from her shoulders to his sides, he half-turned away, brusque now in tone and man­ner. “I grow maudlin. Your sweet pity has so softened me that I had al­most spoke of love; and what have I to do with that? Love be­longs to life; love is life; whilst I … Mor­it­ur­us te sa­lutat!”

			“Ah, no, no!” She was cling­ing to him again with shak­ing hands, her eyes wild.

			“It is too late,” he answered her. “There is no bridge can span the pit I have dug my­self. I must go down in­to it as cheer­fully as God will let me.”

			“Then,” she cried in sud­den ex­al­ta­tion, “I will go down with you. At the last, at least, we shall be to­geth­er.”

			“Now here is mid­sum­mer frenzy!” he pro­tested, yet there was a ten­der­ness in the very im­pa­tience of his ac­cents. He stroked the golden head that lay against his shoulder. “How shall that help me?” he asked her. “Would you em­bit­ter my last hour—rob death of all its glory? Nay, Ros­amund, you can serve me bet­ter far by liv­ing. Re­turn to Eng­land, and pub­lish there the truth of what you have learnt. Be yours the task of clear­ing my hon­our of this stain upon it, pro­claim­ing the truth of what drove me to the in­famy of be­com­ing a reneg­ade and a cor­sair.” He star­ted from her. “Hark! What’s that?”

			From without had come a sud­den cry, “Afoot! To arms! To arms! Holâ! Balâk! Balâk!”

			“It is the hour,” he said, and turn­ing from her sud­denly sprang to the en­trance and plucked aside the cur­tain.

		
	
		
			
				XXII

				The Sur­render

			
			Up the gang­way between the lines of slum­ber­ing slaves came a quick pat­ter of feet. Ali, who since sun­set had been re­pla­cing Larocque on the heights, sprang sud­denly upon the poop still shout­ing.

			“Cap­tain! Cap­tain! My lord! Afoot! Up! or we are taken!”

			Through­out the ves­sel’s length came the rustle and stir of wak­ing men. A voice clam­oured some­where on the fore­castle. Then the flap of the awn­ing was sud­denly whisked aside and As­ad him­self ap­peared with Mar­zak at his el­bow.

			From the star­board side as sud­denly came Biskaine and Oth­mani, and from the waist Vi­git­ello, Jasper—that latest reneg­ade—and a group of alarmed cor­sairs.

			“What now?” quoth the Basha.

			Ali de­livered his mes­sage breath­lessly. “The galle­on has weighed an­chor. She is mov­ing out of the bay.”

			As­ad clutched his beard, and scowled. “Now what may that por­tend? Can know­ledge of our pres­ence have reached them?”

			“Why else should she move from her an­chor­age thus in the dead of night?” said Biskaine.

			“Why else, in­deed?” re­turned As­ad, and then he swung upon Oliv­er stand­ing there in the en­trance of the poop house. “What say­est thou, Sakr-el-Bahr?” he ap­pealed to him.

			Sakr-el-Bahr stepped for­ward, shrug­ging. “What is there to say? What is there to do?” he asked. “We can but wait. If our pres­ence is known to them we are finely trapped, and there’s an end to all of us this night.”

			His voice was cool as ice, con­temp­tu­ous al­most, and whilst it struck anxi­ety in­to more than one it awoke ter­ror in Mar­zak.

			“May thy bones rot, thou ill-omened proph­et!” he screamed, and would have ad­ded more but that Sakr-el-Bahr si­lenced him.

			“What is writ­ten is writ­ten!” said he in a voice of thun­der and re­proof.

			“In­deed, in­deed,” As­ad agreed, grasp­ing at the fa­tal­ist’s con­sol­a­tion. “If we are ripe for the garden­ers hand, the garden­er will pluck us.”

			Less fa­tal­ist­ic and more prac­tic­al was the coun­sel of Biskaine. “It were well to act upon the as­sump­tion that we are in­deed dis­covered, and make for the open sea while yet there may be time.”

			“But that were to make cer­tain what is still doubt­ful,” broke in Mar­zak, fear­ful ever. “It were to run to meet the danger.”

			“Not so!” cried As­ad in a loud, con­fid­ent voice. “The praise to Al­lah who sent us this calm night. There is scarce a breath of wind. We can row ten leagues while they are sail­ing one.”

			A mur­mur of quick ap­prov­al sped through the ranks of of­ficers and men.

			“Let us but win safely from this cove and they will nev­er over­take us,” an­nounced Biskaine.

			“But their guns may,” Sakr-el-Bahr quietly re­minded them to damp their con­fid­ence. His own alert mind had already fore­seen this one chance of es­cap­ing from the trap, but he had hoped that it would not be quite so ob­vi­ous to the oth­ers.

			“That risk we must take,” replied As­ad. “We must trust to the night. To linger here is to await cer­tain de­struc­tion.” He swung briskly about to is­sue his or­ders. “Ali, sum­mon the steers­men. Hasten! Vi­git­ello, set your whips about the slaves, and rouse them.” Then as the shrill whistle of the boat­swain rang out and the whips of his mates went hiss­ing and crack­ing about the shoulders of the already half-awakened slaves, to mingle with all the rest of the stir and bustle aboard the gale­asse, the Basha turned once more to Biskaine. “Up thou to the prow,” he com­manded, “and mar­shal the men. Bid them stand to their arms lest it should come to board­ing. Go!” Biskaine sa­laamed and sprang down the com­pan­ion. Above the rum­bling din and scur­ry­ing toil of pre­par­a­tion rang As­ad’s voice. “Cross­bow­men, aloft! Gun­ners to the car­ron­ades! Kindle your lin­stocks! Put out all lights!”

			An in­stant later the cres­sets on the poop rail were ex­tin­guished, as was the lan­tern swinging from the rail, and even the lamp in the poop house which was in­vaded by one of the Basha’s of­ficers for that pur­pose. The lan­tern hanging from the mast alone was spared against emer­gen­cies; but it was taken down, placed upon the deck, and muffled.

			Thus was the gale­asse plunged in­to a dark­ness that for some mo­ments was black and im­pen­et­rable as vel­vet. Then slowly, as the eyes be­came ac­cus­tomed to it, this gloom was gradu­ally re­lieved. Once more men and ob­jects began to take shape in the faint, steely ra­di­ance of the sum­mer night.

			After the ex­cite­ment of that first stir the cor­sairs went about their tasks with amaz­ing calm and si­lence. None thought now of re­proach­ing the Basha or Sakr-el-Bahr with hav­ing delayed un­til the mo­ment of per­il to take the course which all of them had de­man­ded should be taken when first they had heard of the neigh­bour­hood of that hos­tile ship. In lines three deep they stood ranged along the ample fight­ing plat­form of the prow; in the fore­most line were the arch­ers, be­hind them stood the swords­men, their weapons gleam­ing liv­idly in the dark­ness. They crowded to the bul­warks of the waist deck and swarmed upon the rat­lines of the main­mast. On the poop three gun­ners stood to each of the two small can­non, their faces show­ing faintly ruddy in the glow of the ig­nited match.

			As­ad stood at the head of the com­pan­ion, is­su­ing his sharp brief com­mands, and Sakr-el-Bahr, be­hind him, lean­ing against the tim­bers of the poop house with Ros­amund at his side, ob­served that the Basha had stu­di­ously avoided en­trust­ing any of this work of pre­par­a­tion to him­self.

			The steers­men climbed to their niches, and the huge steer­ing oars creaked as they were swung out. Came a short word of com­mand from As­ad and a stir ran through the ranks of the slaves, as they threw for­ward their weight to bring the oars to the level. Thus a mo­ment, then a second word, the pre­mon­it­ory crack of a whip in the dark­ness of the gang­way, and the tom-tom began to beat the time. The slaves heaved, and with a creak and splash of oars the great gale­asse skimmed for­ward to­wards the mouth of the cove.

			Up and down the gang­way ran the boat­swain’s mates, cut­ting fiercely with their whips to urge the slaves to the very ut­most ef­fort. The ves­sel gathered speed. The loom­ing head­land slipped by. The mouth of the cove ap­peared to widen as they ap­proached it. Bey­ond spread the dark steely mir­ror of the dead-calm sea.

			Ros­amund could scarcely breathe in the in­tens­ity of her sus­pense. She set a hand upon the arm of Sakr-el-Bahr.

			“Shall we elude them, after all?” she asked in a trem­bling whis­per.

			“I pray that we may not,” he answered, mut­ter­ing. “But this is the handi­work I feared. Look!” he ad­ded sharply, and poin­ted.

			They had shot clear to the head­land. They were out of the cove, and sud­denly they had a view of the dark bulk of the galle­on, stud­ded with a score of points of light, rid­ing a cable’s length away on their lar­board quarter.

			“Faster!” cried the voice of As­ad. “Row for your lives, you in­fi­del swine! Lay me your whips upon these hides of theirs! Bend me these dogs to their oars, and they’ll nev­er over­take us now.”

			Whips sang and thud­ded be­low them in the waist, to be answered by more than one groan from the tor­men­ted pant­ing slaves, who already were spend­ing every ounce of strength in this cruel ef­fort to elude their own chance of sal­va­tion and re­lease. Faster beat the tom-tom mark­ing the des­per­ate time, and faster in re­sponse to it came the creak and dip of oars and the pant­ing, ster­tor­ous breath­ing of the row­ers.

			“Lay on! Lay on!” cried As­ad, in­ex­or­able. Let them burst their lungs—they were but in­fi­del lungs!—so that for an hour they but main­tained the present pace.

			“We are draw­ing away!” cried Mar­zak in ju­bil­a­tion. “The praise to Al­lah!”

			And so in­deed they were. Vis­ibly the lights of the galle­on were re­ced­ing. With every inch of can­vas spread yet she ap­peared to be stand­ing still, so faint was the breeze that stirred. And whilst she crawled, the gale­asse raced as nev­er yet she had raced since Sakr-el-Bahr had com­manded her, for Sakr-el-Bahr had nev­er yet turned tail upon the foe in whatever strength he found him.

			Sud­denly over the wa­ter from the galle­on came a loud hail. As­ad laughed, and in the dark­ness shook his fist at them, curs­ing them in the name of Al­lah and his Proph­et. And then, in an­swer to that curse of his, the galle­on’s side belched fire; the calm of the night was broken by a roar of thun­der, and some­thing smote the wa­ter ahead of the Muslim ves­sel with a re­sound­ing thud­ding splash.

			In fear Ros­amund drew closer to Sakr-el-Bahr. But As­ad laughed again.

			“No need to fear their marks­man­ship,” he cried. “They can­not see us. Their own lights dazzle them. On! On!”

			“He is right,” said Sakr-el-Bahr. “But the truth is that they will not fire to sink us be­cause they know you to be aboard.”

			She looked out to sea again, and be­held those friendly lights fall­ing farther and farther astern.

			“We are draw­ing stead­ily away,” she groaned. “They will nev­er over­take us now.”

			So feared Sakr-el-Bahr. He more than feared it. He knew that save for some mi­ra­cu­lous rising of the wind it must be as she said. And then out of his des­pair leapt in­spir­a­tion—a des­per­ate in­spir­a­tion, true child of that des­pair of which it was be­got­ten.

			“There is a chance,” he said to her. “But it is as a throw of the dice with life and death for stakes.”

			“Then seize it,” she bade him in­stantly. “For though it should go against us we shall not be losers.”

			“You are pre­pared for any­thing?” he asked her.

			“Have I not said that I will go down with you this night? Ah, don’t waste time in words!”

			“Be it so, then,” he replied gravely, and moved away a step, then checked. “You had best come with me,” he said.

			Obed­i­ently she com­plied and fol­lowed him, and some there were who stared as these two passed down the gang­way, yet none at­temp­ted to hinder her move­ments. Enough and to spare was there already to en­gage the thoughts of all aboard that ves­sel.

			He thrust a way for her, past the boat­swain’s mates who stood over the slaves fe­ro­ciously ply­ing tongues and whips, and so brought her to the waist. Here he took up the lan­tern which had been muffled, and as its light once more streamed forth, As­ad shouted an or­der for its ex­tinc­tion. But Sakr-el-Bahr took no least heed of that com­mand. He stepped to the main­mast, about which the powder kegs had been stacked. One of these had been broached against its be­ing needed by the gun­ners on the poop. The un­fastened lid res­ted loosely atop of it. That lid Sakr-el-Bahr knocked over; then he pulled one of the horn sides out of the lan­tern, and held the now half-na­ked flame im­me­di­ately above the powder.

			A cry of alarm went up from some who had watched him. But above that cry rang his sharp com­mand:

			“Cease row­ing!”

			The tom-tom fell in­stantly si­lent, but the slaves took yet an­oth­er stroke.

			“Cease row­ing!” he com­manded again. “As­ad!” he called. “Bid them pause, or I’ll blow you all straight in­to the arms of Shait­an.” And he lowered the lan­tern un­til it res­ted on the very rim of the powder keg.

			At once the row­ing ceased. Slaves, cor­sairs, of­ficers, and As­ad him­self stood para­lyzed, all at gaze upon that grim fig­ure il­lumined by the lan­tern, threat­en­ing them with doom. It may have crossed the minds of some to throw them­selves forth­with upon him; but to ar­rest them was the dread lest any move­ment to­wards him should pre­cip­it­ate the ex­plo­sion that must blow them all in­to the next world.

			At last As­ad ad­dressed him, his voice half-choked with rage.

			“May Al­lah strike thee dead! Art thou djinn-pos­sessed?”

			Mar­zak, stand­ing at his fath­er’s side, set a quar­rel to the bow which he had snatched up. “Why do you all stand and stare?” he cried. “Cut him down, one of you!” And even as he spoke he raised his bow. But his fath­er checked him, per­ceiv­ing what must be the in­ev­it­able res­ult.

			“If any man takes a step to­wards me, the lan­tern goes straight in­to the gun­powder,” said Sakr-el-Bahr se­renely. “And if you shoot me as you in­tend, Mar­zak, or if any oth­er shoots, the same will hap­pen of it­self. Be warned un­less you thirst for the Para­dise of the Proph­et.”

			“Sakr-el-Bahr!” cried As­ad, and from its erstwhile an­ger his voice had now changed to a note of in­ter­ces­sion. He stretched out his arms ap­peal­ingly to the cap­tain whose doom he had already pro­nounced in his heart and mind. “Sakr-el-Bahr, I con­jure thee by the bread and salt we have eaten to­geth­er, re­turn to thy senses, my son.”

			“I am in my sense,” was the an­swer, “and be­ing so I have no mind for the fate re­served me in Al­gi­ers—by the memory of that same bread and salt. I have no mind to go back with thee to be hanged or sent to toil at an oar again.”

			“And if I swear to thee that naught of this shall come to pass?”

			“Thou’lt be forsworn. I would not trust thee now, As­ad. For thou art proven a fool, and in all my life I nev­er found good in a fool and nev­er trus­ted one—save once, and he be­trayed me. Yes­ter­day I pleaded with thee, show­ing thee the wise course, and af­ford­ing thee thine op­por­tun­ity. At a slight sac­ri­fice thou might­est have had me and hanged me at thy leis­ure. ’Twas my own life I offered thee, and for all that thou knew­est it, yet thou knew­est not that I knew.” He laughed. “See now what man­ner of fool art thou? Thy greed hath wrought thy ru­in. Thy hands were opened to grasp more than they could hold. See now the con­sequence. It comes yon­der in that slowly but surely ap­proach­ing galle­on.”

			Every word of it sank in­to the brain of As­ad thus tardily to en­light­en him. He wrung his hands in his blen­ded fury and des­pair. The crew stood in ap­palled si­lence, dar­ing to make no move­ment that might pre­cip­it­ate their end.

			“Name thine own price,” cried the Basha at length, “and I swear to thee by the beard of the Proph­et it shall be paid thee.”

			“I named it yes­ter­day, but it was re­fused. I offered thee my liberty and my life if that were needed to gain the liberty of an­oth­er.”

			Had he looked be­hind him he might have seen the sud­den light­ing of Ros­amund’s eyes, the sud­den clutch at her bos­om, which would have an­nounced to him that his ut­ter­ances were none so cryptic but that she had un­der­stood them.

			“I will make thee rich and hon­oured, Sakr-el-Bahr,” As­ad con­tin­ued ur­gently. “Thou shalt be as mine own son. The Basha­lik it­self shall be thine when I lay it down, and all men shall do thee hon­our in the mean­while as to my­self.”

			“I am not to be bought, O mighty As­ad. I nev­er was. Already wert thou set upon my death. Thou canst com­mand it now, but only upon the con­di­tion that thou share the cup with me. What is writ­ten is writ­ten. We have sunk some tall ships to­geth­er in our day, As­ad. We’ll sink to­geth­er in our turn to­night if that be thy de­sire.”

			“May thou burn for ever­more in hell, thou black-hearted trait­or!” As­ad cursed him, his an­ger burst­ing all the bonds he had im­posed upon it.

			And then, of a sud­den, upon that ad­mis­sion of de­feat from their Basha, there arose a great clam­our from the crew. Sakr-el-Bahr’s sea hawks called upon him, re­mind­ing him of their fi­del­ity and love, and ask­ing could he re­pay it now by doom­ing them all thus to de­struc­tion.

			“Have faith in me!” he answered them. “I have nev­er led you in­to aught but vic­tory. Be sure that I shall not lead you now in­to de­feat—on this the last oc­ca­sion that we stand to­geth­er.”

			“But the galle­on is upon us!” cried Vi­git­ello.

			And so, in­deed, it was, creep­ing up slowly un­der that faint breeze, her tall bulk loomed now above them, her prow plough­ing slowly for­ward at an acute angle to the prow of the gale­asse. An­oth­er mo­ment and she was along­side, and with a swing and clank and a yell of vic­tory from the Eng­lish sea­men lin­ing her bul­warks her grap­pling irons swung down to seize the cor­sair ship at prow and stern and waist. Scarce had they fastened, than a tor­rent of men in breast­plates and mor­i­ons poured over her side, to alight upon the prow of the gale­asse, and not even the fear of the lan­tern held above the powder bar­rel could now re­strain the cor­sairs from giv­ing these hardy boarders the re­cep­tion they re­served for all in­fi­dels. In an in­stant the fight­ing plat­form on the prow was be­come a ra­ging, seeth­ing hell of battle lur­idly il­lumined by the ruddy glow from the lights aboard the Sil­ver Her­on. Fore­most among those who had leapt down had been Li­onel and Sir John Kil­li­grew. Fore­most among those to re­ceive them had been Jasper Leigh, who had passed his sword through Li­onel’s body even as Li­onel’s feet came to rest upon the deck, and be­fore the battle was joined.

			A dozen oth­ers went down on either side be­fore Sakr-el-Bahr’s ringing voice could quell the fight­ing, be­fore his com­mand to them to hear him was obeyed.

			“Hold there!” he had bel­lowed to his sea hawks, us­ing the lin­gua franca. “Back, and leave this to me. I will rid you of these foes.” Then in Eng­lish he had summoned his coun­try­men also to de­sist. “Sir John Kil­li­grew!” he called in a loud voice. “Hold your hand un­til you have heard me! Call your men back and let none oth­ers come aboard! Hold un­til you have heard me, I say, then wreak your will.”

			Sir John, per­ceiv­ing him by the main­mast with Ros­amund at his side, and leap­ing at the most in­ev­it­able con­clu­sion that he meant to threaten her life, per­haps to des­troy her if they con­tin­ued their ad­vance, flung him­self be­fore his men, to check them.

			Thus al­most as sud­denly as it had been joined the com­bat paused.

			“What have you to say, you reneg­ade dog?” Sir John de­man­ded.

			“This, Sir John, that un­less you or­der your men back aboard your ship, and make oath to de­sist from this en­counter, I’ll take you straight down to hell with us at once. I’ll heave this lan­tern in­to the powder here, and we sink and you come down with us held by your own grap­pling hooks. Obey me and you shall have all that you have come to seek aboard this ves­sel. Mis­tress Ros­amund shall be de­livered up to you.”

			Sir John glowered upon him a mo­ment from the poop, con­sid­er­ing. Then—

			“Though not pre­pared to make terms with you,” he an­nounced, “yet I will ac­cept the con­di­tions you im­pose, but only provided that I have all in­deed that I am come to seek. There is aboard this gal­ley an in­fam­ous reneg­ade hound whom I am bound by my knightly oath to take and hang. He, too, must be de­livered up to me. His name was Oliv­er Tressili­an.”

			In­stantly, un­hes­it­at­ingly, came the an­swer—

			“Him, too, will I sur­render to you upon your sworn oath that you will then de­part and do here no fur­ther hurt.”

			Ros­amund caught her breath, and clutched Sakr-el-Bahr’s arm, the arm that held the lan­tern.

			“Have a care, mis­tress,” he bade her sharply, “or you will des­troy us all.”

			“Bet­ter that!” she answered him.

			And then Sir John pledged him his word that upon his own sur­render and that of Ros­amund he would with­draw nor of­fer hurt to any there.

			Sakr-el-Bahr turned to his wait­ing cor­sairs, and briefly told them what the terms he had made.

			He called upon As­ad to pledge his word that these terms would be re­spec­ted, and no blood shed on his be­half, and As­ad answered him, voicing the an­ger of all against him for his be­tray­al.

			“Since he wants thee that he may hang thee, he may have thee and so spare us the trouble, for ’tis no less than thy treach­ery de­serves from us.”

			“Thus, then, I sur­render,” he an­nounced to Sir John, and flung the lan­tern over­board.

			One voice only was raised in his de­fence, and that voice was Ros­amund’s. But even that voice failed, conquered by weary nature. This last blow fol­low­ing upon all that lately she had en­dured bereft her of all strength. Half swoon­ing she col­lapsed against Sakr-el-Bahr even as Sir John and a hand­ful of his fol­low­ers leapt down to de­liv­er her and make fast their pris­on­er.

			The cor­sairs stood look­ing on in si­lence; the loy­alty to their great cap­tain, which would have made them spend their last drop of blood in his de­fence, was quenched by his own act of treach­ery which had brought the Eng­lish ship upon them. Yet when they saw him pin­ioned and hois­ted to the deck of the Sil­ver Her­on, there was a sud­den mo­ment­ary re­ac­tion in their ranks. Scim­it­ars were waved aloft, and cries of men­ace burst forth. If he had be­trayed them, yet he had so con­trived that they should not suf­fer by that be­tray­al. And that was worthy of the Sakr-el-Bahr they knew and loved; so worthy that their love and loy­alty leapt full-armed again upon the in­stant.

			But the voice of As­ad called upon them to bear in mind what in their name he had prom­ised, and since the voice of As­ad alone might not have suf­ficed to quell that sud­den spark of re­volt, there came down to them the voice of Sakr-el-Bahr him­self is­su­ing his last com­mand.

			“Re­mem­ber and re­spect the terms I have made for you! Mek­tub! May Al­lah guard and prosper you!”

			A wail was his reply, and with that wail ringing in his ears to as­sure him that he did not pass un­loved, he was hur­ried be­low to pre­pare him for his end.

			The ropes of the grapnels were cut, and slowly the galle­on passed away in­to the night, leav­ing the gal­ley to re­place what slaves had been maimed in the en­counter and to head back for Al­gi­ers, abandon­ing the ex­ped­i­tion against the ar­gosy of Spain.

			Un­der the awn­ing upon the poop As­ad now sat like a man who has awakened from an evil dream. He covered his head and wept for one who had been as a son to him, and whom through his mad­ness he had lost. He cursed all wo­men, and he cursed des­tiny; but the bitterest curse of all was for him­self.

			In the pale dawn they flung the dead over­board and washed the decks, nor did they no­tice that a man was miss­ing in token that the Eng­lish cap­tain, or else his fol­low­ers, had not kept strictly to the let­ter of the bond.

			They re­turned in mourn­ing to Al­gi­ers—mourn­ing not for the Span­ish ar­gosy which had been al­lowed to go her ways un­mo­les­ted, but for the stoutest cap­tain that ever bared his scim­it­ar in the ser­vice of Is­lam. The story of how he came to be de­livered up was nev­er clearly told; none dared clearly tell it, for none who had par­ti­cip­ated in the deed but took shame in it there­after, how­ever clear it might be that Sakr-el-Bahr had brought it all upon him­self. But, at least, it was un­der­stood that he had not fallen in battle, and hence it was as­sumed that he was still alive. Upon that pre­sump­tion there was built up a sort of le­gend that he would one day come back; and re­deemed cap­tives re­turn­ing a half-cen­tury later re­lated how in Al­gi­ers to that day the com­ing of Sakr-el-Bahr was still con­fid­ently ex­pec­ted and looked for by all true Muslimeen.

		
	
		
			
				XXIII

				The Hea­then Creed

			
			Sakr-el-Bahr was shut up in a black hole in the fore­castle of the Sil­ver Her­on to await the dawn and to spend the time in mak­ing his soul. No words had passed between him and Sir John since his sur­render. With wrists pin­ioned be­hind him, he had been hois­ted aboard the Eng­lish ship, and in the waist of her he had stood for a mo­ment face to face with an old ac­quaint­ance—our chron­icler, Lord Henry Goade. I ima­gine the flor­id coun­ten­ance of the Queen’s Lieu­ten­ant wear­ing a preter­nat­ur­ally grave ex­pres­sion, his eyes for­bid­ding as they res­ted upon the reneg­ade. I know—from Lord Henry’s own pen—that no word had passed between them dur­ing those brief mo­ments be­fore Sakr-el-Bahr was hur­ried away by his guards to be flung in­to those dark, cramped quar­ters reek­ing of tar and bilge.

			For a long hour he lay where he had fallen, be­liev­ing him­self alone; and time and place would no doubt con­duce to philo­soph­ic­al re­flec­tion upon his con­di­tion. I like to think that he found that when all was con­sidered, he had little with which to re­proach him­self. If he had done evil he had made ample amends. It can scarcely be pre­ten­ded that he had be­trayed those loy­al Muslimeen fol­low­ers of his, or, if it is, at least it must be ad­ded that he him­self had paid the price of that be­tray­al. Ros­amund was safe, Li­onel would meet the justice due to him, and as for him­self, be­ing as good as dead already, he was worth little thought. He must have de­rived some meas­ure of con­tent from the re­flec­tion that he was spend­ing his life to the very best ad­vant­age. Ruined it had been long since. True, but for his ill-starred ex­ped­i­tion of ven­geance he might long have con­tin­ued to wage war as a cor­sair, might even have ris­en to the proud Muslim em­in­ence of the Basha­lik of Al­gi­ers and be­come a feud­at­ory prince of the Grand Turk. But for one who was born a Chris­ti­an gen­tle­man that would have been an un­worthy way to have ended his days. The present was the bet­ter course.

			A faint rustle in the im­pen­et­rable black­ness of his pris­on turned the cur­rent of his thoughts. A rat, he thought, and drew him­self to a sit­ting at­ti­tude, and beat his slippered heels upon the ground to drive away the loathly creature. In­stead, a voice chal­lenged him out of the gloom.

			“Who’s there?”

			It startled him for a mo­ment, in his com­plete as­sur­ance that he had been alone.

			“Who’s there?” the voice re­peated, quer­ulously to add: “What black hell be this? Where am I?”

			And now he re­cog­nized the voice for Jasper Leigh’s, and mar­velled how that latest of his re­cruits to the ranks of Mo­hammed should be shar­ing this pris­on with him.

			“Faith,” said he, “you’re in the fore­castle of the Sil­ver Her­on; though how you come here is more than I can an­swer.”

			“Who are ye?” the voice asked.

			“I have been known in Bar­bary as Sakr-el-Bahr.”

			“Sir Oliv­er!”

			“I sup­pose that is what they will call me now. It is as well per­haps that I am to be bur­ied at sea, else it might plague these Chris­ti­an gen­tle­men what le­gend to in­scribe upon my head­stone. But you—how come you hith­er? My bar­gain with Sir John was that none should be mo­les­ted, and I can­not think Sir John would be forsworn.”

			“As to that I know noth­ing, since I did not even know where I was be­stowed un­til ye in­formed me. I was knocked sense­less in the fight, after I had put my bilbo through your comely broth­er. That is the sum of my know­ledge.”

			Sir Oliv­er caught his breath. “What do you say? You killed Li­onel?”

			“I be­lieve so,” was the cool an­swer. “At least I sent a couple of feet of steel through him—’twas in the press of the fight when first the Eng­lish dropped aboard the gal­ley; Mas­ter Li­onel was in the van—the last place in which I should have looked to see him.”

			There fell a long si­lence. At length Sir Oliv­er spoke in a small voice.

			“Not a doubt but you gave him no more than he was seek­ing. You are right, Mas­ter Leigh; the van was the last place in which to look for him, un­less he came de­lib­er­ately to seek steel that he might es­cape a rope. Best so, no doubt. Best so! God rest him!”

			“Do you be­lieve in God?” asked the sin­ful skip­per on an anxious note.

			“No doubt they took you be­cause of that,” Sir Oliv­er pur­sued, as if com­mun­ing with him­self. “Be­ing in ig­nor­ance per­haps of his deserts, deem­ing him a saint and mar­tyr, they re­solved to avenge him upon you, and dragged you hith­er for that pur­pose.” He sighed. “Well, well, Mas­ter Leigh, I make no doubt that know­ing your­self for a ras­cal you have all your life been pre­par­ing your neck for a noose; so this will come as no sur­prise to you.”

			The skip­per stirred un­eas­ily, and groaned. “Lord, how my head aches!” he com­plained.

			“They’ve a sure rem­edy for that,” Sir Oliv­er com­for­ted him. “And you’ll swing in bet­ter com­pany than you de­serve, for I am to be hanged in the morn­ing too. You’ve earned it as fully as have I, Mas­ter Leigh. Yet I am sorry for you—sorry you should suf­fer where I had not so in­ten­ded.”

			Mas­ter Leigh sucked in a shud­der­ing breath, and was si­lent for a while.

			Then he re­peated an earli­er ques­tion.

			“Do you be­lieve in God, Sir Oliv­er?”

			“There is no God but God, and Mo­hammed is his Proph­et,” was the an­swer, and from his tone Mas­ter Leigh could not be sure that he did not mock.

			“That’s a hea­then creed,” said he in fear and loath­ing.

			“Nay, now; it’s a creed by which men live. They per­form as they preach, which is more than can be said of any Chris­ti­ans I have ever met.”

			“How can you talk so upon the eve of death?” cried Leigh in protest.

			“Faith,” said Sir Oliv­er, “it’s con­sidered the sea­son of truth above all oth­ers.”

			“Then ye don’t be­lieve in God?”

			“On the con­trary, I do.”

			“But not in the real God?” the skip­per in­sisted.

			“There can be no God but the real God—it mat­ters little what men call Him.”

			“Then if ye be­lieve, are ye not afraid?”

			“Of what?”

			“Of hell, dam­na­tion, and etern­al fire,” roared the skip­per, voicing his own be­lated ter­rors.

			“I have but ful­filled the des­tiny which in His Om­ni­science He marked out for me,” replied Sir Oliv­er. “My life hath been as He de­signed it, since naught may ex­ist or hap­pen save by His Will. Shall I then fear dam­na­tion for hav­ing been as God fash­ioned me?”

			“ ’Tis the hea­then Muslim creed!” Mas­ter Leigh pro­tested.

			“ ’Tis a com­fort­ing one,” said Sir Oliv­er, “and it should com­fort such a sin­ner as thou.”

			But Mas­ter Leigh re­fused to be com­for­ted. “Oh!” he groaned miser­ably. “I would that I did not be­lieve in God!”

			“Your dis­be­lief could no more ab­ol­ish Him than can your fear cre­ate Him,” replied Sir Oliv­er. “But your mood be­ing what it is, were it not best you prayed?”

			“Will not you pray with me?” quoth that ras­cal in his sud­den fear of the here­after.

			“I shall do bet­ter,” said Sir Oliv­er at last. “I shall pray for you—to Sir John Kil­li­grew, that your life be spared.”

			“Sure he’ll nev­er heed you!” said Mas­ter Leigh with a catch in his breath.

			“He shall. His hon­our is con­cerned in it. The terms of my sur­render were that none else aboard the gal­ley should suf­fer any hurt.”

			“But I killed Mas­ter Li­onel.”

			“True—but that was in the scrim­mage that pre­ceded my mak­ing terms. Sir John pledged me his word, and Sir John will keep to it when I have made it clear to him that hon­our de­mands it.”

			A great bur­den was lif­ted from the skip­per’s mind—that great shad­ow of the fear of death that had over­hung him. With it, it is greatly to be feared that his des­per­ate pen­it­ence also de­par­ted. At least he talked no more of dam­na­tion, nor took any fur­ther thought for Sir Oliv­er’s opin­ions and be­liefs con­cern­ing the here­after. He may rightly have sup­posed that Sir Oliv­er’s creed was Sir Oliv­er’s af­fair, and that should it hap­pen to be wrong he was scarcely him­self a qual­i­fied per­son to cor­rect it. As for him­self, the mak­ing of his soul could wait un­til an­oth­er day, when the ne­ces­sity for it should be more im­min­ent.

			Upon that he lay down and at­temp­ted to com­pose him­self to sleep, though the pain in his head proved a dif­fi­culty. Find­ing slum­ber im­possible after a while he would have talked again; but by that time his com­pan­ion’s reg­u­lar breath­ing warned him that Sir Oliv­er had fallen asleep dur­ing the si­lence.

			Now this sur­prised and shocked the skip­per. He was ut­terly at a loss to un­der­stand how one who had lived Sir Oliv­er’s life, been a reneg­ade and a hea­then, should be able to sleep tran­quilly in the know­ledge that at dawn he was to hang. His be­lated Chris­ti­an zeal promp­ted him to rouse the sleep­er and to urge him to spend the little time that yet re­mained him in mak­ing his peace with God. Hu­mane com­pas­sion on the oth­er hand sug­ges­ted to him that he had best leave him in the peace of that ob­li­vi­on. Con­sid­er­ing mat­ters he was pro­foundly touched to re­flect that in such a sea­son Sir Oliv­er could have found room in his mind to think of him and his fate and to un­der­take to con­trive that he should be saved from the rope. He was the more touched when he be­thought him of the ex­tent to which he had him­self been re­spons­ible for all that happened to Sir Oliv­er. Out of the con­sid­er­a­tion of hero­ism, a cer­tain hero­ism came to be be­got­ten in him, and he fell to pon­der­ing how in his turn he might per­haps serve Sir Oliv­er by a frank con­fes­sion of all that he knew of the in­flu­ences that had gone to make Sir Oliv­er what he was. This re­solve up­lif­ted him, and oddly enough it up­lif­ted him all the more when he re­flec­ted that per­haps he would be jeop­ard­iz­ing his own neck by the con­fes­sion upon which he had de­term­ined.

			So through that end­less night he sat, nurs­ing his aching head, and en­heartened by the first pur­pose he had ever con­ceived of a truly good and al­tru­ist­ic deed. Yet fate it seemed was bent upon frus­trat­ing that pur­pose of his. For when at dawn they came to hale Sir Oliv­er to his doom, they paid no heed to Jasper Leigh’s de­mands that he, too, should be taken be­fore Sir John.

			“Thee bean’t in­cluded in our or­ders,” said a sea­man shortly.

			“Maybe not,” re­tor­ted Mas­ter Leigh, “be­cause Sir John little knows what it is in my power to tell him. Take me be­fore him, I say, that he may hear from me the truth of cer­tain mat­ters ere it be too late.”

			“Be still,” the sea­man bade him, and struck him heav­ily across the face, so that he reeled and col­lapsed in­to a corner. “Thee turn will come soon. Just now our busi­ness be with this oth­er hea­then.”

			“Naught that you can say would avail,” Sir Oliv­er as­sured him quietly. “But I thank you for the thought that marks you for my friend. My hands are bound, Jasper. Were it oth­er­wise I would beg leave to clasp your own. Fare you well!”

			Sir Oliv­er was led out in­to the golden sun­light which al­most blinded him after his long con­fine­ment in that dark hole. They were, he gathered, to con­duct him to the cab­in where a short mock­ery of a tri­al was to be held. But in the waist their pro­gress was ar­res­ted by an of­ficer, who bade them wait.

			Sir Oliv­er sat down upon a coil of rope, his guard about him, an ob­ject of curi­ous in­spec­tion to the rude sea­men. They thronged the fore­castle and the hatch­ways to stare at this for­mid­able cor­sair who once had been a Cornish gen­tle­man and who had be­come a reneg­ade Muslim and a ter­ror to Chris­tian­ity.

			Truth to tell, the some­time Cornish gen­tle­man was dif­fi­cult to dis­cern in him as he sat there still wear­ing the caf­tan of cloth of sil­ver over his white tu­nic and a turban of the same ma­ter­i­al swathed about his steel head­piece that ended in a spike. Idly he swung his brown sinewy legs, na­ked from knee to ankle, with the in­scrut­able calm of the fa­tal­ist upon his swarthy hawk face with its light agate eyes and black forked beard; and those cal­lous sea­men who had as­sembled there to jeer and mock him were stricken si­lent by the in­trep­id­ity and stoicism of his bear­ing in the face of death.

			If the delay chafed him, he gave no out­ward sign of it. If his hard, light eyes glanced hith­er and thith­er it was upon no idle quest. He was seek­ing Ros­amund, hop­ing for a last sight of her be­fore they launched him upon his last dread voy­age.

			But Ros­amund was not to be seen. She was in the cab­in at the time. She had been there for this hour past, and it was to her that the present delay was due.

		
	
		
			
				XXIV

				The Judges

			
			In the ab­sence of any wo­man in­to whose care they might en­trust her, Lord Henry, Sir John, and Mas­ter To­bi­as, the ship’s sur­geon, had amongst them ten­ded Ros­amund as best they could when numbed and half-dazed she was brought aboard the Sil­ver Her­on.

			Mas­ter To­bi­as had ap­plied such rude res­tor­at­ives as he com­manded, and hav­ing made her as com­fort­able as pos­sible upon a couch in the spa­cious cab­in astern, he had sug­ges­ted that she should be al­lowed the rest of which she ap­peared so sorely to stand in need. He had ushered out the com­mand­er and the Queen’s Lieu­ten­ant, and him­self had gone be­low to a still more ur­gent case that was de­mand­ing his at­ten­tion—that of Li­onel Tressili­an, who had been brought limp and un­con­scious from the gale­asse to­geth­er with some four oth­er wounded mem­bers of the Sil­ver Her­on’s crew.

			At dawn Sir John had come be­low, seek­ing news of his wounded friend. He found the sur­geon kneel­ing over Li­onel.

			As he entered, Mas­ter To­bi­as turned aside, rinsed his hands in a met­al basin placed upon the floor, and rose wip­ing them on a nap­kin.

			“I can do no more, Sir John,” he muttered in a des­pond­ing voice. “He is sped.”

			“Dead, d’ye mean?” cried Sir John, a catch in his voice.

			The sur­geon tossed aside the nap­kin, and slowly drew down the up­turned sleeves of his black doublet. “All but dead,” he answered. “The won­der is that any spark of life should still linger in a body with that hole in it. He is bleed­ing in­wardly, and his pulse is stead­ily weak­en­ing. It must con­tin­ue so un­til im­per­cept­ibly he passes away. You may count him dead already, Sir John.” He paused. “A mer­ci­ful, pain­less end,” he ad­ded, and sighed per­func­tor­ily, his pale shaven face de­cently grave, for all that such scenes as these were com­mon­places in his life. “Of the oth­er four,” he con­tin­ued, “Blair is dead; the oth­er three should all re­cov­er.”

			But Sir John gave little heed to the mat­ter of those oth­ers. His grief and dis­may at this quench­ing of all hope for his friend pre­cluded any oth­er con­sid­er­a­tion at the mo­ment.

			“And he will not even re­cov­er con­scious­ness?” he asked in­sist­ing, al­though already he had been answered.

			“As I have said, you may count him dead already, Sir John. My skill can do noth­ing for him.”

			Sir John’s head drooped, his coun­ten­ance drawn and grave. “Nor can my justice,” he ad­ded gloomily. “Though it avenge him, it can­not give me back my friend.” He looked at the sur­geon. “Ven­geance, sir, is the hol­low­est of all the mock­er­ies that go to make up life.”

			“Your task, Sir John,” replied the sur­geon, “is one of justice, not ven­geance.”

			“A quibble, when all is said.” He stepped to Li­onel’s side, and looked down at the pale hand­some face over which the dark shad­ows of death were already creep­ing. “If he would but speak in the in­terests of this justice that is to do! If we might but have the evid­ence of his own words, lest I should ever be asked to jus­ti­fy the hanging of Oliv­er Tressili­an.”

			“Surely, sir,” the sur­geon ven­tured, “there can be no such ques­tion ever. Mis­tress Ros­amund’s word alone should suf­fice, if in­deed so much as that even were re­quired.”

			“Ay! His of­fenses against God and man are too no­tori­ous to leave grounds upon which any should ever ques­tion my right to deal with him out of hand.”

			There was a tap at the door and Sir John’s own body ser­vant entered with the an­nounce­ment that Mis­tress Ros­amund was ask­ing ur­gently to see him.

			“She will be im­pa­tient for news of him,” Sir John con­cluded, and he groaned. “My God! How am I to tell her? To crush her in the very hour of her de­liv­er­ance with such news as this! Was ever irony so cruel?” He turned, and stepped heav­ily to the door. There he paused. “You will re­main by him to the end?” he bade the sur­geon in­ter­rog­at­ively.

			Mas­ter To­bi­as bowed. “Of course, Sir John.” And he ad­ded, “ ’Twill not be long.”

			Sir John looked across at Li­onel again—a glance of va­le­dic­tion. “God rest him!” he said hoarsely, and passed out.

			In the waist he paused a mo­ment, turned to a knot of loun­ging sea­men, and bade them throw a hal­ter over the yar­darm, and hale the reneg­ade Oliv­er Tressili­an from his pris­on. Then with slow heavy step and heav­ier heart he went up the com­pan­ion to the ves­sel’s cas­tel­lated poop.

			The sun, new ris­en in a faint golden haze, shone over a sea faintly rippled by the fresh clean winds of dawn to which their every stitch of can­vas was now spread. Away on the lar­board quarter, a faint cloudy out­line, was the coast of Spain.

			Sir John’s long sal­low face was preter­nat­ur­ally grave when he entered the cab­in, where Ros­amund awaited him. He bowed to her with a grave cour­tesy, doff­ing his hat and cast­ing it upon a chair. The last five years had brought some strands of white in­to his thick black hair, and at the temples in par­tic­u­lar it showed very grey, giv­ing him an ap­pear­ance of age to which the deep lines in his brow con­trib­uted.

			He ad­vanced to­wards her, as she rose to re­ceive him.

			“Ros­amund, my dear!” he said gently, and took both her hands. He looked with eyes of sor­row and con­cern in­to her white, agit­ated face. “Are you suf­fi­ciently res­ted, child?”

			“Res­ted?” she echoed on a note of won­der that he should sup­pose it.

			“Poor lamb, poor lamb!” he mur­mured, as a moth­er might have done, and drew her to­wards him, strok­ing that gleam­ing au­burn head. “We’ll speed us back to Eng­land with every stitch of can­vas spread. Take heart then, and. …”

			But she broke in im­petu­ously, draw­ing away from him as she spoke, and his heart sank with fore­bod­ing of the thing she was about to in­quire.

			“I over­heard a sail­or just now say­ing to an­oth­er that it is your in­tent to hang Sir Oliv­er Tressili­an out of hand—this morn­ing.”

			He mis­un­der­stood her ut­terly. “Be com­for­ted,” he said. “My justice shall be swift; my ven­geance sure. The yar­darm is charged already with the rope on which he shall leap to his etern­al pun­ish­ment.”

			She caught her breath, and set a hand upon her bos­om as if to repress its sud­den tu­mult.

			“And upon what grounds,” she asked him with an air of chal­lenge, squarely fa­cing him, “do you in­tend to do this thing?”

			“Upon what grounds?” he faltered. He stared and frowned, be­wildered by her ques­tion and its tone. “Upon what grounds?” he re­peated, fool­ishly al­most in the in­tens­ity of his amazement. Then he con­sidered her more closely, and the wild­ness of her eyes bore to him slowly an ex­plan­a­tion of words that at first had seemed bey­ond ex­plain­ing.

			“I see!” he said in a voice of in­fin­ite pity; for the con­vic­tion to which he had leapt was that her poor wits were all astray after the hor­rors through which she had lately trav­elled. “You must rest,” he said gently, “and give no thought to such mat­ters as these. Leave them to me, and be very sure that I shall avenge you as is due.”

			“Sir John, you mis­take me, I think. I do not de­sire that you avenge me. I have asked you upon what grounds you in­tend to do this thing, and you have not answered me.”

			In in­creas­ing amazement he con­tin­ued to stare. He had been wrong, then. She was quite sane and mis­tress of her wits. And yet in­stead of the fond in­quir­ies con­cern­ing Li­onel which he had been dread­ing came this amaz­ing ques­tion­ing of his grounds to hang his pris­on­er.

			“Need I state to you—of all liv­ing folk—the of­fences which that dast­ard has com­mit­ted?” he asked, ex­press­ing thus the very ques­tion that he was set­ting him­self.

			“You need to tell me,” she answered, “by what right you con­sti­tute your­self his judge and ex­e­cu­tion­er; by what right you send him to his death in this per­emp­tory fash­ion, without tri­al.” Her man­ner was as stern as if she were in­ves­ted with all the au­thor­ity of a judge.

			“But you,” he faltered in his ever-grow­ing be­wil­der­ment, “you, Ros­amund, against whom he has of­fen­ded so griev­ously, surely you should be the last to ask me such a ques­tion! Why, it is my in­ten­tion to pro­ceed with him as is the man­ner of the sea with all knaves taken as Oliv­er Tressili­an was taken. If your mood be mer­ci­ful to­wards him—which as God lives, I can scarce con­ceive—con­sider that this is the greatest mercy he can look for.”

			“You speak of mercy and ven­geance in a breath, Sir John.” She was grow­ing calm, her agit­a­tion was quiet­ing and a grim stern­ness was re­pla­cing it.

			He made a ges­ture of im­pa­tience. “What good pur­pose could it serve to take him to Eng­land?” he de­man­ded. “There he must stand his tri­al, and the is­sue is fore­gone. It were un­ne­ces­sar­ily to tor­ture him.”

			“The is­sue may be none so fore­gone as you sup­pose,” she replied. “And that tri­al is his right.”

			Sir John took a turn in the cab­in, his wits all con­fused.

			It was pre­pos­ter­ous that he should stand and ar­gue upon such a mat­ter with Ros­amund of all people, and yet she was com­pel­ling him to it against his every in­clin­a­tion, against com­mon sense it­self.

			“If he so urges it, we’ll not deny him,” he said at last, deem­ing it best to hu­mour her. “We’ll take him back to Eng­land if he de­mands it, and let him stand his tri­al there. But Oliv­er Tressili­an must real­ize too well what is in store for him to make any such de­mand.” He passed be­fore her, and held out his hands in en­treaty. “Come, Ros­amund, my dear! You are dis­traught, you. …”

			“I am in­deed dis­traught, Sir John,” she answered, and took the hands that he ex­ten­ded. “Oh, have pity!” she cried with a sud­den change to ut­ter in­ter­ces­sion. “I im­plore you to have pity!”

			“What pity can I show you, child? You have but to name. …”

			“ ’Tis not pity for me, but pity for him that I am be­seech­ing of you.”

			“For him?” he cried, frown­ing again.

			“For Oliv­er Tressili­an.”

			He dropped her hands and stood away. “God’s light!” he swore. “You sue for pity for Oliv­er Tressili­an, for that reneg­ade, that in­carn­ate dev­il? Oh, you are mad!” he stormed. “Mad!” and he flung away from her, whirl­ing his arms.

			“I love him,” she said simply.

			That an­swer smote him in­stantly still. Un­der the shock of it he just stood and stared at her again, his jaw fallen.

			“You love him!” he said at last be­low his breath. “You love him! You love a man who is a pir­ate, a reneg­ade, the ab­duct­or of your­self and of Li­onel, the man who murdered your broth­er!”

			“He did not.” She was fierce in her deni­al of it. “I have learnt the truth of that mat­ter.”

			“From his lips, I sup­pose?” said Sir John, and he was un­able to repress a sneer. “And you be­lieved him?”

			“Had I not be­lieved him I should not have mar­ried him.”

			“Mar­ried him?” Sud­den hor­ror came now to tem­per his be­wil­der­ment. Was there to be no end to these astound­ing rev­el­a­tions? Had they reached the cli­max yet, he wondered, or was there still more to come? “You mar­ried that in­fam­ous vil­lain?” he asked, and his voice was ex­pres­sion­less.

			“I did—in Al­gi­ers on the night we landed there.”

			He stood gap­ing at her whilst a man might count to a dozen, and then ab­ruptly he ex­ploded. “It is enough!” he roared, shak­ing a clenched fist at the low ceil­ing of the cab­in. “It is enough, as God’s my Wit­ness. If there were no oth­er reas­on to hang him, that would be reas­on and to spare. You may look to me to make an end of this in­fam­ous mar­riage with­in the hour.”

			“Ah, if you will but listen to me!” she pleaded.

			“Listen to you?” He paused by the door to which he had stepped in his fury, in­tent upon giv­ing the word that there and then should make an end, and sum­mon­ing Oliv­er Tressili­an be­fore him, an­nounce his fate to him and see it ex­ecuted on the spot. “Listen to you?” he re­peated, scorn and an­ger blend­ing in his voice. “I have heard more than enough already!”

			It was the Kil­li­grew way, Lord Henry Goade as­sures us, paus­ing here at long length for one of those di­gres­sions in­to the his­tory of fam­il­ies whose mem­bers chance to im­pinge upon his chron­icle. “They were,” he says, “ever an im­petu­ous, short-reas­on­ing folk, hon­est and up­right enough so far as their judg­ment car­ried them, but hampered by a lack of pen­et­ra­tion in that judg­ment.”

			Sir John, as much in his earli­er com­merce with the Tressili­ans as in this preg­nant hour, cer­tainly ap­pears to jus­ti­fy his lord­ship of that cri­ti­cism. There were a score of ques­tions a man of per­spicu­ity would not have asked, not one of which ap­pears to have oc­curred to the knight of Ar­wen­ack. If any­thing ar­res­ted him upon the cab­in’s threshold, delayed him in the ex­e­cu­tion of the thing he had re­solved upon, no doubt it was sheer curi­os­ity as to what fur­ther ex­tra­vag­ances Ros­amund might yet have it in her mind to ut­ter.

			“This man has suffered,” she told him, and was not put off by the hard laugh with which he mocked that state­ment. “God alone knows what he has suffered in body and in soul for sins which he nev­er com­mit­ted. Much of that suf­fer­ing came to him through me. I know today that he did not murder Peter. I know that but for a dis­loy­al act of mine he would be in a po­s­i­tion in­con­test­ably to prove it without the aid of any man. I know that he was car­ried off, kid­napped be­fore ever he could clear him­self of the ac­cus­a­tion, and that as a con­sequence no life re­mained him but the life of a reneg­ade which he chose. Mine was the chief fault. And I must make amends. Spare him to me! If you love me. …”

			But he had heard enough. His sal­low face was flushed to a flam­ing purple.

			“Not an­oth­er word!” he blazed at her. “It is be­cause I do love you—love and pity you from my heart—that I will not listen. It seems I must save you not only from that knave, but from your­self. I were false to my duty by you, false to your dead fath­er and murdered broth­er else. Anon, you shall thank me, Ros­amund.” And again he turned to de­part.

			“Thank you?” she cried in a ringing voice. “I shall curse you. All my life I shall loathe and hate you, hold­ing you in hor­ror for a mur­der­er if you do this thing. You fool! Can you not see? You fool!”

			He re­coiled. Be­ing a man of po­s­i­tion and im­port­ance, quick, fear­less, and vin­dict­ive of tem­pera­ment—and also, it would seem, ex­tremely for­tu­nate—it had nev­er happened to him in all his life to be so un­com­prom­isingly and frankly judged. She was by no means the first to ac­count him a fool, but she was cer­tainly the first to call him one to his face; and whilst to the gen­er­al it might have proved her ex­treme san­ity, to him it was no more than the cul­min­at­ing proof of her men­tal dis­tem­per.

			“Pish!” he said, between an­ger and pity, “you are mad, stark mad! Your mind’s un­hinged, your vis­ion’s all dis­tor­ted. This fiend in­carn­ate is be­come a poor vic­tim of the evil of oth­ers; and I am be­come a mur­der­er in your sight—a mur­der­er and a fool. God’s Life! Bah! Anon when you are res­ted, when you are re­stored, I pray that things may once again as­sume their prop­er as­pect.”

			He turned, all aquiver still with in­dig­na­tion, and was barely in time to avoid be­ing struck by the door which opened sud­denly from without.

			Lord Henry Goade, dressed—as he tells us—en­tirely in black, and with his gold chain of of­fice—an omin­ous sign could they have read it—upon his broad chest, stood in the door­way, sil­hou­et­ted sharply against the flood of morn­ing sun­light at his back. His be­nign face would, no doubt, be ex­tremely grave to match the suit he had put on, but its ex­pres­sion will have lightened some­what when his glance fell upon Ros­amund stand­ing there by the table’s edge.

			“I was over­joyed,” he writes, “to find her so far re­covered, and seem­ing so much her­self again, and I ex­pressed my sat­is­fac­tion.”

			“She were bet­ter abed,” snapped Sir John, two hec­tic spots burn­ing still in his sal­low cheeks. “She is dis­tempered, quite.”

			“Sir John is mis­taken, my lord,” was her calm as­sur­ance, “I am very far from suf­fer­ing as he con­ceives.”

			“I re­joice therein, my dear,” said his lord­ship, and I ima­gine his quest­ing eyes speed­ing from one to the oth­er of them, and mark­ing the evid­ences of Sir John’s tem­per, won­der­ing what could have passed. “It hap­pens,” he ad­ded som­brely, “that we may re­quire your testi­mony in this grave mat­ter that is to­ward.” He turned to Sir John. “I have bid­den them bring up the pris­on­er for sen­tence. Is the or­deal too much for you, Ros­amund?”

			“In­deed, no, my lord,” she replied read­ily. “I wel­come it.” And threw back her head as one who braces her­self for a tri­al of en­dur­ance.

			“No, no,” cut in Sir John, protest­ing fiercely. “Do not heed her, Harry. She. …”

			“Con­sid­er­ing,” she in­ter­rup­ted, “that the chief count against the pris­on­er must con­cern his … his deal­ings with my­self, surely the mat­ter is one upon which I should be heard.”

			“Surely, in­deed,” Lord Henry agreed, a little be­wildered, he con­fesses, “al­ways provided you are cer­tain it will not over­tax your en­dur­ance and dis­tress you over­much. We could per­haps dis­pense with your testi­mony.”

			“In that, my lord, I as­sure you that you are mis­taken,” she answered. “You can­not dis­pense with it.”

			“Be it so, then,” said Sir John grimly, and he strode back to the table, pre­pared to take his place there.

			Lord Henry’s twink­ling blue eyes were still con­sid­er­ing Ros­amund some­what search­ingly, his fin­gers tug­ging thought­fully at his short tuft of ashen-col­oured beard. Then he turned to the door. “Come in, gen­tle­men,” he said, “and bid them bring up the pris­on­er.”

			Steps clanked upon the deck, and three of Sir John’s of­ficers made their ap­pear­ance to com­plete the court that was to sit in judg­ment upon the reneg­ade cor­sair, a judg­ment whose is­sue was fore­gone.
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				The Ad­voc­ate

			
			Chairs were set at the long brown table of massive oak, and the of­ficers sat down, fa­cing the open door and the blaze of sun­shine on the poop deck, their backs to the oth­er door and the horn win­dows which opened upon the stern gal­lery. The middle place was as­sumed by Lord Henry Goade by vir­tue of his of­fice of Queen’s Lieu­ten­ant, and the reas­on for his chain of of­fice be­came now ap­par­ent. He was to preside over this sum­mary court. On his right sat Sir John Kil­li­grew, and bey­ond him an of­ficer named Youl­don. The oth­er two, whose names have not sur­vived, oc­cu­pied his lord­ship’s left.

			A chair had been set for Ros­amund at the table’s ex­treme right and across the head of it, so as to de­tach her from the ju­di­cial bench. She sat there now, her el­bows on the pol­ished board, her face rest­ing in her half-clenched hands, her eyes scru­tin­iz­ing the five gen­tle­men who formed this court.

			Steps rang on the com­pan­ion, and a shad­ow fell athwart the sun­light bey­ond the open door. From the ves­sel’s waist came a mur­mur of voices and a laugh. Then Sir Oliv­er ap­peared in the door­way guarded by two fight­ing sea­men in corse­let and mor­i­on with drawn swords.

			He paused an in­stant in the door­way, and his eye­lids flickered as if he had re­ceived a shock when his glance alighted upon Ros­amund. Then un­der the sua­sion of his guards he entered, and stood for­ward, his wrists still pin­ioned be­hind him, slightly in ad­vance of the two sol­diers.

			He nod­ded per­func­tor­ily to the court, his face en­tirely calm.

			“A fine morn­ing, sirs,” said he.

			The five con­sidered him in si­lence, but Lord Henry’s glance, as it res­ted upon the cor­sair’s Muslim garb, was elo­quent of the scorn which he tells us filled his heart.

			“You are no doubt aware, sir,” said Sir John after a long pause, “of the pur­pose for which you have been brought hith­er.”

			“Scarcely,” said the pris­on­er. “But I have no doubt whatever of the pur­pose for which I shall presently be taken hence. How­ever,” he con­tin­ued, cool and crit­ic­al, “I can guess from your ju­di­cial at­ti­tudes the su­per­flu­ous mock­ery that you in­tend. If it will af­ford you en­ter­tain­ment, faith, I do not grudge in­dul­ging you. I would ob­serve only that it might be con­sid­er­ate in you to spare Mis­tress Ros­amund the pain and wear­i­ness of the busi­ness that is be­fore you.”

			“Mis­tress Ros­amund her­self de­sired to be present,” said Sir John, scowl­ing.

			“Per­haps,” said Sir Oliv­er, “she does not real­ize. …”

			“I have made it abund­antly plain to her,” Sir John in­ter­rup­ted, al­most vin­dict­ively.

			The pris­on­er looked at her as if in sur­prise, his brows knit. Then with a shrug he turned to his judges again.

			“In that case,” said he, “there’s no more to be said. But be­fore you pro­ceed, there is an­oth­er mat­ter upon which I de­sire an un­der­stand­ing.

			“The terms of my sur­render were that all oth­ers should be per­mit­ted to go free. You will re­mem­ber, Sir John, that you pledged me your knightly word for that. Yet I find aboard here one who was lately with me upon my gale­asse—a some­time Eng­lish sea­man, named Jasper Leigh, whom you hold a pris­on­er.”

			“He killed Mas­ter Li­onel Tressili­an,” said Sir John coldly.

			“That may be, Sir John. But the blow was de­livered be­fore I made my terms with you, and you can­not vi­ol­ate these terms without hurt to your hon­our.”

			“D’ye talk of hon­our, sir?” said Lord Henry.

			“Of Sir John’s hon­our, my lord,” said the pris­on­er, with mock hu­mil­ity.

			“You are here, sir, to take your tri­al,” Sir John re­minded him.

			“So I had sup­posed. It is a priv­ilege for which you agreed to pay a cer­tain price, and now it seems you have been guilty of filch­ing some­thing back. It seems so, I say. For I can­not think but that the ar­rest was in­ad­vert­ently ef­fected, and that it will suf­fice that I draw your at­ten­tion to the mat­ter of Mas­ter Leigh’s de­ten­tion.”

			Sir John con­sidered the table. It was bey­ond ques­tion that he was in hon­our bound to en­large Mas­ter Leigh, whatever the fel­low might have done; and, in­deed, his ar­rest had been made without Sir John’s know­ledge un­til after the event.

			“What am I do with him?” he growled sul­lenly.

			“That is for your­self to de­cide, Sir John. But I can tell you what you may not do with him. You may not keep him a pris­on­er, or carry him to Eng­land or in­jure him in any way. Since his ar­rest was a pure er­ror, as I gath­er, you must re­pair that er­ror as best you can. I am sat­is­fied that you will do so, and need say no more. Your ser­vant, sirs,” he ad­ded to in­tim­ate that he was now en­tirely at their dis­pos­al, and he stood wait­ing.

			There was a slight pause, and then Lord Henry, his face in­scrut­able, his glance hos­tile and cold, ad­dressed the pris­on­er.

			“We have had you brought hith­er to af­ford you an op­por­tun­ity of ur­ging any reas­ons why we should not hang you out of hand, as is our right.”

			Sir Oliv­er looked at him in al­most amused sur­prise. “Faith!” he said at length. “It was nev­er my habit to waste breath.”

			“I doubt you do not rightly ap­pre­hend me, sir,” re­turned his lord­ship, and his voice was soft and silken as be­came his ju­di­cial po­s­i­tion. “Should you de­mand a form­al tri­al, we will con­vey you to Eng­land that you may have it.”

			“But lest you should build un­duly upon that,” cut in Sir John fiercely, “let me warn you that as the of­fences for which you are to suf­fer were chiefly com­mit­ted with­in Lord Henry Goade’s own jur­is­dic­tion, your tri­al will take place in Corn­wall, where Lord Henry has the hon­our to be Her Majesty’s Lieu­ten­ant and dis­penser of justice.”

			“Her Majesty is to be con­grat­u­lated,” said Sir Oliv­er elab­or­ately.

			“It is for you to choose, sir,” Sir John ran on, “wheth­er you will be hanged on sea or land.”

			“My only pos­sible ob­jec­tion would be to be­ing hanged in the air. But you’re not likely to heed that,” was the flip­pant an­swer.

			Lord Henry leaned for­ward again. “Let me beg you, sir, in your own in­terests to be ser­i­ous,” he ad­mon­ished the pris­on­er.

			“I con­fess the oc­ca­sion, my lord. For if you are to sit in judg­ment upon my pir­acy, I could not de­sire a more ex­per­i­enced judge of the mat­ter on sea or land than Sir John Kil­li­grew.”

			“I am glad to de­serve your ap­prov­al,” Sir John replied tartly. “Pir­acy,” he ad­ded, “is but the least of the counts against you.”

			Sir Oliv­er’s brows went up, and he stared at the row of sol­emn faces.

			“As God’s my life, then, your oth­er counts must needs be sound—or else, if there be any justice in your meth­ods, you are like to be dis­ap­poin­ted of your hopes of see­ing me swing. Pro­ceed, sirs, to the oth­er counts. I vow you be­come more in­ter­est­ing than I could have hoped.”

			“Can you deny the pir­acy?” quoth Lord Henry.

			“Deny it? No. But I deny your jur­is­dic­tion in the mat­ter, or that of any Eng­lish court, since I have com­mit­ted no pir­acy in Eng­lish wa­ters.”

			Lord Henry ad­mits that the an­swer si­lenced and be­wildered him, be­ing ut­terly un­ex­pec­ted. Yet what the pris­on­er urged was a truth so ob­vi­ous that it was dif­fi­cult to ap­pre­hend how his lord­ship had come to over­look it. I rather fear that des­pite his ju­di­cial of­fice, jur­is­pru­dence was not a strong point with his lord­ship. But Sir John, less per­spicu­ous or less scru­pu­lous in the mat­ter, had his re­tort ready.

			“Did you not come to Ar­wen­ack and for­cibly carry off thence. …”

			“Nay, now, nay, now,” the cor­sair in­ter­rup­ted, good-hu­mouredly. “Go back to school, Sir John, to learn that ab­duc­tion is not pir­acy.”

			“Call it ab­duc­tion, if you will,” Sir John ad­mit­ted.

			“Not if I will, Sir John. We’ll call it what it is, if you please.”

			“You are tri­fling, sir. But we shall mend that presently,” and Sir John banged the table with his fist, his face flush­ing slightly in an­ger. (Lord Henry very prop­erly de­plores this show of heat at such a time.) “You can­not pre­tend to be ig­nor­ant,” Sir John con­tin­ued, “that ab­duc­tion is pun­ish­able by death un­der the law of Eng­land.” He turned to his fel­low judges. “We will then, sirs, with your con­cur­rence, say no more of the pir­acy.”

			“Faith,” said Lord Henry in his gentle tones, “in justice we can­not.” And he shrugged the mat­ter aside. “The pris­on­er is right in what he claims. We have no jur­is­dic­tion in that mat­ter, see­ing that he com­mit­ted no pir­acy in Eng­lish wa­ters, nor—so far as our know­ledge goes—against any ves­sel sail­ing un­der the Eng­lish flag.”

			Ros­amund stirred. Slowly she took her el­bows from the table, and fol­ded her arms rest­ing them upon the edge of it. Thus lean­ing for­ward she listened now with an odd bright­ness in her eye, a slight flush in her cheeks re­flect­ing some odd ex­cite­ment called in­to life by Lord Henry’s ad­mis­sion—an ad­mis­sion which sens­ibly whittled down the charges against the pris­on­er.

			Sir Oliv­er, watch­ing her al­most furt­ively, noted this and mar­velled, even as he mar­velled at her gen­er­al com­pos­ure. It was in vain that he sought to guess what might be her at­ti­tude of mind to­wards him­self now that she was safe again among friends and pro­tect­ors.

			But Sir John, in­tent only upon the busi­ness ahead, plunged an­grily on.

			“Be it so,” he ad­mit­ted im­pa­tiently. “We will deal with him upon the counts of ab­duc­tion and murder. Have you any­thing to say?”

			“Noth­ing that would be like to weigh with you,” replied Sir Oliv­er. And then with a sud­den change from his slightly de­ris­ive man­ner to one that was charged with pas­sion: “Let us make an end of this com­edy,” he cried, “of this pre­tence of ju­di­cial pro­ceed­ings. Hang me, and have done, or set me to walk the plank. Play the pir­ate, for that is a trade you un­der­stand. But a’ God’s name don’t dis­grace the Queen’s com­mis­sion by play­ing the judge.”

			Sir John leapt to his feet, his face aflame. “Now, by Heav­en, you in­solent knave. …”

			But Lord Henry checked him, pla­cing a re­strain­ing hand upon his sleeve, and for­cing him gently back in­to his seat. Him­self he now ad­dressed the pris­on­er.

			“Sir, your words are un­worthy one who, whatever his crimes, has earned the re­pute of be­ing a sturdy, vali­ant fight­er. Your deeds are so no­tori­ous—par­tic­u­larly that which caused you to flee from Eng­land and take to rov­ing, and that of your re­appear­ance at Ar­wen­ack and the ab­duc­tion of which you were then guilty—that your sen­tence in an Eng­lish court is a mat­ter fore­gone bey­ond all pos­sible doubt. Nev­er­the­less, it shall be yours, as I have said, for the ask­ing. Yet,” he ad­ded, and his voice was lowered and very earn­est, “were I your friend, Sir Oliv­er, I would ad­vise you that you rather choose to be dealt with in the sum­mary fash­ion of the sea.”

			“Sirs,” replied Sir Oliv­er, “your right to hang me I have not dis­puted, nor do I. I have no more to say.”

			“But I have.”

			Thus Ros­amund at last, start­ling the court with her crisp, sharp ut­ter­ance. All turned to look at her as she rose, and stood tall and com­pel­ling at the table’s end.

			“Ros­amund!” cried Sir John, and rose in his turn. “Let me im­plore you. …”

			She waved him per­emp­tor­ily, al­most con­temp­tu­ously, in­to si­lence.

			“Since in this mat­ter of the ab­duc­tion with which Sir Oliv­er is charged,” she said, “I am the per­son said to have been ab­duc­ted, it were per­haps well that be­fore go­ing fur­ther in this mat­ter you should hear what I may here­after have to say in an Eng­lish court.”

			Sir John shrugged, and sat down again. She would have her way, he real­ized; just as he knew that its only res­ult could be to waste their time and pro­tract the agony of the doomed man.

			Lord Henry turned to her, his man­ner full of de­fer­ence. “Since the pris­on­er has not denied the charge, and since wisely he re­frains from de­mand­ing to be taken to tri­al, we need not har­ass you, Mis­tress Ros­amund. Nor will you be called upon to say any­thing in an Eng­lish court.”

			“There you are at fault, my lord,” she answered, her voice very level. “I shall be called upon to say some­thing when I im­peach you all for murder upon the high seas, as im­peach you I shall if you per­sist in your in­tent.”

			“Ros­amund!” cried Oliv­er in his sud­den amazement—and it was a cry of joy and ex­ulta­tion.

			She looked at him, and smiled—a smile full of cour­age and friend­li­ness and some­thing more, a smile for which he con­sidered that his im­pend­ing hanging was but a little price to pay. Then she turned again to that court, in­to which her words had flung a sud­den con­sterna­tion.

			“Since he dis­dains to deny the ac­cus­a­tion, I must deny it for him,” she in­formed them. “He did not ab­duct me, sirs, as is al­leged. I love Oliv­er Tressili­an. I am of full age and mis­tress of my ac­tions, and I went will­ingly with him to Al­gi­ers where I be­came his wife.”

			Had she flung a bomb amongst them she could hardly have made a great­er dis­order of their wits. They sat back, and stared at her with blank faces, mut­ter­ing in­co­her­en­cies.

			“His … his wife?” babbled Lord Henry. “You be­came his. …”

			And then Sir John cut in fiercely. “A lie! A lie to save that foul vil­lain’s neck!”

			Ros­amund leaned to­wards him, and her smile was al­most a sneer. “Your wits were ever slug­gish, Sir John,” she said. “Else you would not need re­mind­ing that I could have no ob­ject in ly­ing to save him if he had done me the wrong that is im­puted to him.” Then she looked at the oth­ers. “I think, sirs, that in this mat­ter my word will out­weigh Sir John’s or any man’s in any court of justice.”

			“Faith, that’s true enough!” ejac­u­lated the be­wildered Lord Henry. “A mo­ment, Kil­li­grew!” And again he stilled the im­petu­ous Sir John. He looked at Sir Oliv­er, who in truth was very far from be­ing the least be­wildered in that com­pany. “What do you say to that, sir?” he asked.

			“To that?” echoed the al­most speech­less cor­sair. “What is there left to say?” he evaded.

			“ ’Tis all false,” cried Sir John again. “We were wit­nesses of the event—you and I, Harry—and we saw. …”

			“You saw,” Ros­amund in­ter­rup­ted. “But you did not know what had been con­cer­ted.”

			For a mo­ment that si­lenced them again. They were as men who stand upon crum­bling ground, whose every ef­fort to win to a safer foot­ing but oc­ca­sioned a fresh slide of soil. Then Sir John sneered, and made his ri­poste.

			“No doubt she will be pre­pared to swear that her be­trothed, Mas­ter Li­onel Tressili­an, ac­com­pan­ied her will­ingly upon that elope­ment.”

			“No,” she answered. “As for Li­onel Tressili­an he was car­ried off that he might ex­pi­ate his sins—sins which he had fathered upon his broth­er there, sins which are the sub­ject of your oth­er count against him.”

			“Now what can you mean by that?” asked his lord­ship.

			“That the story that Sir Oliv­er killed my broth­er is a calumny; that the mur­der­er was Li­onel Tressili­an, who, to avoid de­tec­tion and to com­plete his work, caused Sir Oliv­er to be kid­napped that he might be sold in­to slavery.”

			“This is too much!” roared Sir John. “She is tri­fling with us, she makes white black and black white. She has been be­witched by that crafty rogue, by Moor­ish arts that. …”

			“Wait!” said Lord Henry, rais­ing his hand. “Give me leave.” He con­fron­ted her very ser­i­ously. “This … this is a grave state­ment, mis­tress. Have you any proof—any­thing that you con­ceive to be a proof—of what you are say­ing?”

			But Sir John was not to be repressed. “ ’Tis but the ly­ing tale this vil­lain told her. He has be­witched her, I say. ’Tis plain as the sun­light yon­der.”

			Sir Oliv­er laughed out­right at that. His mood was grow­ing ex­ult­ant, buoy­ant, and joy­ous, and this was the first ex­pres­sion of it. “Be­witched her? You’re de­term­ined nev­er to lack for a charge. First ’twas pir­acy, then ab­duc­tion and murder, and now ’tis witch­craft!”

			“Oh, a mo­ment, pray!” cried Lord Henry, and he con­fesses to some heat at this point. “Do you ser­i­ously tell us, Mis­tress Ros­amund, that it was Li­onel Tressili­an who murdered Peter Godol­phin?”

			“Ser­i­ously?” she echoed, and her lips were twis­ted in a little smile of scorn. “I not merely tell it you, I swear it here in the sight of God. It was Li­onel who murdered my broth­er and it was Li­onel who put it about that the deed was Sir Oliv­er’s. It was said that Sir Oliv­er had run away from the con­sequences of some­thing dis­covered against him, and I to my shame be­lieved the pub­lic voice. But I have since dis­covered the truth. …”

			“The truth, do you say, mis­tress?” cried the im­petu­ous Sir John in a voice of pas­sion­ate con­tempt. “The truth. …”

			Again his Lord­ship was forced to in­ter­vene.

			“Have pa­tience, man,” he ad­mon­ished the knight. “The truth will pre­vail in the end, nev­er fear, Kil­li­grew.”

			“Mean­while we are wast­ing time,” grumbled Sir John, and on that fell moodily si­lent.

			“Are we fur­ther to un­der­stand you to say, mis­tress,” Lord Henry re­sumed, “that the pris­on­er’s dis­ap­pear­ance from Pen­ar­row was due not to flight, as was sup­posed, but to his hav­ing been tre­panned by or­der of his broth­er?”

			“That is the truth as I stand here in the sight of Heav­en,” she replied in a voice that rang with sin­cer­ity and car­ried con­vic­tion to more than one of the of­ficers seated at that table. “By that act the mur­der­er sought not only to save him­self from ex­pos­ure, but to com­plete his work by suc­ceed­ing to the Tressili­an es­tates. Sir Oliv­er was to have been sold in­to slavery to the Moors of Bar­bary. In­stead the ves­sel upon which he sailed was cap­tured by Span­iards, and he was sent to the gal­leys by the In­quis­i­tion. When his gal­ley was cap­tured by Muslim cor­sairs he took the only way of es­cape that offered. He be­came a cor­sair and a lead­er of cor­sairs, and then. …”

			“What else he did we know,” Lord Henry in­ter­rup­ted. “And I as­sure you it would all weigh very lightly with us or with any court if what else you say is true.”

			“It is true. I swear it, my lord,” she re­peated.

			“Ay,” he answered, nod­ding gravely. “But can you prove it?”

			“What bet­ter proof can I of­fer you than that I love him, and have mar­ried him?”

			“Bah!” said Sir John.

			“That, mis­tress,” said Lord Henry, his man­ner ex­tremely gentle, “is proof that your­self you be­lieve this amaz­ing story. But it is not proof that the story it­self is true. You had it, I sup­pose,” he con­tin­ued smoothly, “from Oliv­er Tressili­an him­self?”

			“That is so; but in Li­onel’s own pres­ence, and Li­onel him­self con­firmed it—ad­mit­ting its truth.”

			“You dare say that?” cried Sir John, and stared at her in in­cred­u­lous an­ger. “My God! You dare say that?”

			“I dare and do,” she answered him, giv­ing him back look for look.

			Lord Henry sat back in his chair, and tugged gently at his ashen tuft of beard, his flor­id face over­cast and thought­ful. There was some­thing here he did not un­der­stand at all. “Mis­tress Ros­amund,” he said quietly, “let me ex­hort you to con­sider the grav­ity of your words. You are vir­tu­ally ac­cus­ing one who is no longer able to de­fend him­self; if your story is es­tab­lished, in­famy will rest forever upon the memory of Li­onel Tressili­an. Let me ask you again, and let me en­treat you to an­swer scru­pu­lously. Did Li­onel Tressili­an ad­mit the truth of this thing with which you say that the pris­on­er charged him?”

			“Once more I sol­emnly swear that what I have spoken is true; that Li­onel Tressili­an did in my pres­ence, when charged by Sir Oliv­er with the murder of my broth­er and the kid­nap­ping of him­self, ad­mit those charges. Can I make it any plain­er, sirs?”

			Lord Henry spread his hands. “After that, Kil­li­grew, I do not think we can go fur­ther in this mat­ter. Sir Oliv­er must go with us to Eng­land, and there take his tri­al.”

			But there was one present—that of­ficer named Youl­don—whose wits, it seems, were of keen­er tem­per.

			“By your leave, my lord,” he now in­ter­posed, and he turned to ques­tion the wit­ness. “What was the oc­ca­sion on which Sir Oliv­er forced this ad­mis­sion from his broth­er?”

			Truth­fully she answered. “At his house in Al­gi­ers on the night he. …” She checked sud­denly, per­ceiv­ing then the trap that had been set for her. And the oth­ers per­ceived it also. Sir John leapt in­to the breach which Youl­don had so shrewdly made in her de­fences.

			“Con­tin­ue, pray,” he bade her. “On the night he. …”

			“On the night we ar­rived there,” she answered des­per­ately, the col­our now re­ced­ing slowly from her face.

			“And that, of course,” said Sir John slowly, mock­ingly al­most, “was the first oc­ca­sion on which you heard this ex­plan­a­tion of Sir Oliv­er’s con­duct?”

			“It was,” she faltered—per­force.

			“So that,” in­sisted Sir John, de­term­ined to leave her no loop­hole what­so­ever, “so that un­til that night you had nat­ur­ally con­tin­ued to be­lieve Sir Oliv­er to be the mur­der­er of your broth­er?”

			She hung her head in si­lence, real­iz­ing that the truth could not pre­vail here since she had hampered it with a false­hood, which was now be­ing dragged in­to the light.

			“An­swer me!” Sir John com­manded.

			“There is no need to an­swer,” said Lord Henry slowly, in a voice of pain, his eyes lowered to the table. “There can, of course, be but one an­swer. Mis­tress Ros­amund has told us that he did not ab­duct her for­cibly; that she went with him of her own free will and mar­ried him; and she has urged that cir­cum­stance as a proof of her con­vic­tion of his in­no­cence. Yet now it be­comes plain that at the time she left Eng­land with him she still be­lieved him to be her broth­er’s slay­er. Yet she asks us to be­lieve that he did not ab­duct her.” He spread his hands again and pursed his lips in a sort of grieved con­tempt.

			“Let us make an end, a’ God’s name!” said Sir John, rising.

			“Ah, wait!” she cried. “I swear that all that I have told you is true—all but the mat­ter of the ab­duc­tion. I ad­mit that, but I con­doned it in view of what I have since learnt.”

			“She ad­mits it!” mocked Sir John.

			But she went on without heed­ing him. “Know­ing what he has suffered through the evil of oth­ers, I gladly own him my hus­band, hop­ing to make some amends to him for the part I had in his wrongs. You must be­lieve me, sirs. But if you will not, I ask you is his ac­tion of yes­ter­day to count for naught? Are you not to re­mem­ber that but for him you would have had no know­ledge of my where­abouts?”

			They stared at her in fresh sur­prise.

			“To what do you refer now, mis­tress? What ac­tion of his is re­spons­ible for this?”

			“Do you need to ask? Are you so set on mur­der­ing him that you af­fect ig­nor­ance? Surely you know that it was he dis­patched Li­onel to in­form you of my where­abouts?”

			Lord Henry tells us that at this he smote the table with his open palm, dis­play­ing an an­ger he could no longer curb. “This is too much!” he cried. “Hitherto I have be­lieved you sin­cere but mis­guided and mis­taken. But so de­lib­er­ate a false­hood tran­scends all bounds. What has come to you, girl? Why, Li­onel him­self told us the cir­cum­stances of his es­cape from the gale­asse. Him­self he told us how that vil­lain had him flogged and then flung him in­to the sea for dead.”

			“Ah!” said Sir Oliv­er between his teeth. “I re­cog­nize Li­onel there! He would be false to the end, of course. I should have thought of that.”

			Ros­amund at bay, in a burst of regal an­ger leaned for­ward to face Lord Henry and the oth­ers. “He lied, the base, treach­er­ous dog!” she cried.

			“Madam,” Sir John re­buked her, “you are speak­ing of one who is all but dead.”

			“And more than damned,” ad­ded Sir Oliv­er. “Sirs,” he cried, “you prove naught but your own stu­pid­ity when you ac­cuse this gentle lady of false­hood.”

			“We have heard enough, sir,” Lord Henry in­ter­rup­ted.

			“Have you so, by God!” he roared, stung sud­denly to an­ger. “You shall hear yet a little more. The truth will pre­vail, you have said your­self; and pre­vail the truth shall since this sweet lady so de­sires it.”

			He was flushed, and his light eyes played over them like points of steel, and like points of steel they car­ried a cer­tain meas­ure of com­pul­sion. He had stood be­fore them half-mock­ing and in­dif­fer­ent, resigned to hang and de­sir­ing the thing might be over and ended as speedily as pos­sible. But all that was be­fore he sus­pec­ted that life could still have any­thing to of­fer him, whilst he con­ceived that Ros­amund was def­in­itely lost to him. True, he had the memory of a cer­tain ten­der­ness she had shown him yes­ternight aboard the gal­ley, but he had deemed that ten­der­ness to be no more than such as the situ­ation it­self be­got. Al­most he had deemed the same to be here the case un­til he had wit­nessed her fierce­ness and des­pair in fight­ing for his life, un­til he had heard and gauged the sin­cer­ity of her avow­al that she loved him and de­sired to make some amends to him for all that he had suffered in the past. That had spurred him, and had a fur­ther spur been needed, it was af­forded him when they branded her words with false­hood, mocked her to her face with what they sup­posed to be her lies. An­ger had taken him at that to stiffen his re­solve to make a stand against them and use the one weapon that re­mained him—that a mer­ci­ful chance, a just God had placed with­in his power al­most des­pite him­self.

			“I little knew, sirs,” he said, “that Sir John was guided by the hand of des­tiny it­self when last night, in vi­ol­a­tion of the terms of my sur­render, he took a pris­on­er from my gale­asse. That man is, as I have said, a some­time Eng­lish sea­man, named Jasper Leigh. He fell in­to my hands some months ago, and took the same road to es­cape from thral­dom that I took my­self un­der the like cir­cum­stances. I was mer­ci­ful in that I per­mit­ted him to do so, for he is the very skip­per who was sub­orned by Li­onel to kid­nap me and carry me in­to Bar­bary. With me he fell in­to the hands of the Span­iards. Have him brought hith­er, and ques­tion him.”

			In si­lence they all looked at him, but on more than one face he saw the re­flec­tion of amazement at his im­pudence, as they con­ceived it.

			It was Lord Henry who spoke at last. “Surely, sir, this is most oddly, most sus­pi­ciously apt,” he said, and there could be no doubt that he was faintly sneer­ing. “The very man to be here aboard, and taken pris­on­er thus, al­most by chance. …”

			“Not quite by chance, though very nearly. He con­ceives that he has a grudge against Li­onel, for it was through Li­onel that mis­for­tune over­took him. Last night when Li­onel so rashly leapt aboard the gal­ley, Jasper Leigh saw his op­por­tun­ity to settle an old score and took it. It was as a con­sequence of that that he was ar­res­ted.”

			“Even so, the chance is still mi­ra­cu­lous.”

			“Mir­acles, my lord, must hap­pen some­times if the truth is to pre­vail,” Sir Oliv­er replied with a tinge of his earli­er mock­ery. “Fetch him hith­er, and ques­tion him. He knows naught of what has passed here. It were a mad­ness to sup­pose him primed for a situ­ation which none could have fore­seen. Fetch him hith­er, then.”

			Steps soun­ded out­side but went un­heeded at the mo­ment.

			“Surely,” said Sir John, “we have been trifled with by li­ars long enough!”

			The door was flung open, and the lean black fig­ure of the sur­geon made its ap­pear­ance.

			“Sir John!” he called ur­gently, break­ing without ce­re­mony in­to the pro­ceed­ings, and nev­er heed­ing Lord Henry’s scowl. “Mas­ter Tressili­an has re­covered con­scious­ness. He is ask­ing for you and for his broth­er. Quick, sirs! He is sink­ing fast.”

		
	
		
			
				XXVI

				The Judge­ment

			
			To that cab­in be­low the whole com­pany re­paired in all speed in the sur­geon’s wake, Sir Oliv­er com­ing last between his guards. They as­sembled about the couch where Li­onel lay, leaden-hued of face, his breath­ing la­boured, his eyes dull and glaz­ing.

			Sir John ran to him, went down upon one knee to put lov­ing arms about that chilling clay, and very gently raised him in them, and held him so rest­ing against his breast.

			“Li­onel!” he cried in stricken ac­cents. And then as if thoughts of ven­geance were to soothe and com­fort his sink­ing friend’s last mo­ments, he ad­ded: “We have the vil­lain fast.”

			Very slowly and with ob­vi­ous ef­fort Li­onel turned his head to the right, and his dull eyes went bey­ond Sir John and made quest in the ranks of those that stood about him.

			“Oliv­er?” he said in a hoarse whis­per. “Where is Oliv­er?”

			“There is not the need to dis­tress you. …” Sir John was be­gin­ning, when Li­onel in­ter­rup­ted him.

			“Wait!” he com­manded in a louder tone. “Is Oliv­er safe?”

			“I am here,” said Sir Oliv­er’s deep voice, and those who stood between him and his broth­er drew aside that they might cease from screen­ing him.

			Li­onel looked at him for a long mo­ment in si­lence, sit­ting up a little. Then he sank back again slowly against Sir John’s breast.

			“God has been mer­ci­ful to me a sin­ner,” he said, “since He ac­cords me the means to make amends, tardily though it be.” Then he struggled up again, and held out his arms to Sir Oliv­er, and his voice came in a great plead­ing cry. “Noll! My broth­er! For­give!”

			Oliv­er ad­vanced, none hinder­ing un­til, with his hands still pin­ioned be­hind him he stood tower­ing there above his broth­er, so tall that his turban brushed the low ceil­ing of the cab­in. His coun­ten­ance was stern and grim.

			“What is it that you ask me to for­give?” he asked.

			Li­onel struggled to an­swer, and sank back again in­to Sir John’s arms, fight­ing for breath; there was a trace of blood­stained foam about his lips.

			“Speak! Oh, speak, in God’s name!” Ros­amund ex­hor­ted him from the oth­er side, and her voice was wrung with agony.

			He looked at her, and smiled faintly. “Nev­er fear,” he whispered, “I shall speak. God has spared me to that end. Take your arms from me, Kil­li­grew. I am the … the vilest of men. It … it was I who killed Peter Godol­phin.”

			“My God!” groaned Sir John, whilst Lord Henry drew a sharp breath of dis­may and real­iz­a­tion.

			“Ah, but that is not my sin,” Li­onel con­tin­ued. “There was no sin in that. We fought, and in self-de­fence I slew him—fight­ing fair. My sin came af­ter­wards. When sus­pi­cion fell on Oliv­er, I nour­ished it … Oliv­er knew the deed was mine, and kept si­lent that he might screen me. I feared the truth might be­come known for all that … and … and I was jeal­ous of him, and … and I had him kid­napped to be sold. …”

			His fad­ing voice trailed away in­to si­lence. A cough shook him, and the faint crim­son foam on his lips was in­creased. But he ral­lied again, and lay there pant­ing, his fin­gers pluck­ing at the cov­er­let.

			“Tell them,” said Ros­amund, who in her des­per­ate fight for Sir Oliv­er’s life kept her mind cool and steady and dir­ec­ted to­wards es­sen­tials, “tell them the name of the man you hired to kid­nap him.”

			“Jasper Leigh, the skip­per of the Swal­low,” he answered, whereupon she flashed upon Lord Henry a look that con­tained a gleam of tri­umph for all that her face was ashen and her lips trembled.

			Then she turned again to the dy­ing man, re­lent­lessly al­most in her de­term­in­a­tion to ex­tract all vi­tal truth from him ere he fell si­lent.

			“Tell them,” she bade him, “un­der what cir­cum­stances Sir Oliv­er sent you last night to the Sil­ver Her­on.”

			“Nay, there is no need to har­ass him,” Lord Henry in­ter­posed. “He has said enough already. May God for­give us our blind­ness, Kil­li­grew!”

			Sir John bowed his head in si­lence over Li­onel.

			“Is it you, Sir John?” whispered the dy­ing man. “What? Still there? Ha!” he seemed to laugh faintly, then checked. “I am go­ing. …” he muttered, and again his voice grew stronger, obey­ing the last flick­er of his shrink­ing will. “Noll! I am go­ing! I … I have made re­par­a­tion … all that I could. Give me … give me thy hand!” Grop­ingly he put forth his right.

			“I should have giv­en it you ere this but that my wrists are bound,” cried Oliv­er in a sud­den frenzy. And then ex­ert­ing that co­lossal strength of his, he sud­denly snapped the cords that pin­ioned him as if they had been thread. He caught his broth­er’s ex­ten­ded hand, and dropped upon his knees be­side him. “Li­onel … Boy!” he cried. It was as if all that had be­fallen in the last five years had been wiped out of ex­ist­ence. His fierce re­lent­less hatred of his half-broth­er, his burn­ing sense of wrong, his parch­ing thirst for ven­geance, be­came on the in­stant all dead, bur­ied, and for­got­ten. More, it was as if they had nev­er been. Li­onel in that mo­ment was again the weak, comely, be­loved broth­er whom he had cher­ished and screened and guarded, and for whom when the hour ar­rived he had sac­ri­ficed his good name, and the wo­man he loved, and placed his life it­self in jeop­ardy.

			“Li­onel, boy!” was all that for a mo­ment he could say. Then: “Poor lad! Poor lad!” he ad­ded. “Tempta­tion was too strong for thee.” And reach­ing forth he took the oth­er white hand that lay bey­ond the couch, and so held both tight-clasped with­in his own.

			From one of the ports a ray of sun­shine was creep­ing up­wards to­wards the dy­ing man’s face. But the ra­di­ance that now over­spread it was from an in­ward source. Feebly he re­turned the clasp of his broth­er’s hands.

			“Oliv­er, Oliv­er!” he whispered. “There is none like thee! I ever knew thee as noble as I was base. Have I said enough to make you safe? Say that he will be safe now,” he ap­pealed to the oth­ers, “that no. …”

			“He will be safe,” said Lord Henry stoutly. “My word on’t.”

			“It is well. The past is past. The fu­ture is in your hands, Oliv­er. God’s bless­ing on’t.” He seemed to col­lapse, to rally yet again. He smiled pens­ively, his mind already wan­der­ing. “That was a long swim last night—the longest I ever swam. From Pen­ar­row to Tre­fus­is—a fine long swim. But you were with me, Noll. Had my strength giv­en out … I could have de­pended on you. I am still chill from it, for it was cold … cold … ugh!” He shuddered, and lay still.

			Gently Sir John lowered him to his couch. Bey­ond it Ros­amund fell upon her knees and covered her face, whilst by Sir John’s side Oliv­er con­tin­ued to kneel, clasp­ing in his own his broth­er’s chilling hands.

			There en­sued a long spell of si­lence. Then with a heavy sigh Sir Oliv­er fol­ded Li­onel’s hands across his breast, and slowly, heav­ily rose to his feet.

			The oth­ers seemed to take this for a sig­nal. It was as if they had but waited mute and still out of de­fer­ence to Oliv­er. Lord Henry moved softly round to Ros­amund and touched her lightly upon the shoulder. She rose and went out in the wake of the oth­ers, Lord Henry fol­low­ing her, and none re­main­ing but the sur­geon.

			Out­side in the sun­shine they checked. Sir John stood with bent head and hunched shoulders, his eyes upon the white deck. Tim­idly al­most—a thing nev­er seen be­fore in this bold man—he looked at Sir Oliv­er.

			“He was my friend,” he said sor­row­fully, and as if to ex­cuse and ex­plain him­self, “and … and I was misled through love of him.”

			“He was my broth­er,” replied Sir Oliv­er sol­emnly. “God rest him!”

			Sir John, re­solved, drew him­self up in­to an at­ti­tude pre­par­at­ory to re­ceiv­ing with dig­nity a re­buff should it be ad­min­istered him.

			“Can you find it in your gen­er­os­ity, sir, to for­give me?” he asked, and his air was al­most one of chal­lenge.

			Si­lently Sir Oliv­er held out his hand. Sir John fell upon it al­most in eager­ness.

			“We are like to be neigh­bours again,” he said, “and I give you my word I shall strive to be a more neigh­bourly one than in the past.”

			“Then, sirs,” said Sir Oliv­er, look­ing from Sir John to Lord Henry, “I am to un­der­stand that I am no longer a pris­on­er.”

			“You need not hes­it­ate to re­turn with us to Eng­land, Sir Oliv­er,” replied his lord­ship. “The Queen shall hear your story, and we have Jasper Leigh to con­firm it if need be, and I will go war­ranty for your com­plete re­in­state­ment. Count me your friend, Sir Oliv­er, I beg.” And he, too, held out his hand. Then turn­ing to the oth­ers: “Come, sirs,” he said, “we have du­ties else­where, I think.”

			They tramped away, leav­ing Oliv­er and Ros­amund alone. The twain looked long each at the oth­er. There was so much to say, so much to ask, so much to ex­plain, that neither knew with what words to be­gin. Then Ros­amund sud­denly came up to him, hold­ing out her hands. “Oh, my dear!” she said, and that, after all, summed up a deal.

			One or two over-in­quis­it­ive sea­men, loun­ging on the fore­castle and peep­ing through the shrouds, were dis­gus­ted to see the lady of Godol­phin Court in the arms of a beturbaned bare­legged fol­low­er of Ma­hound.
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