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    Two sworn kinsmen ride from green England toward the burning East, and the bond between them is tested by war, faith, and love. That single movement carries the pulse of H. Rider Haggard’s The Brethren, a historical romance that marries the clang of arms to the searching gaze of conscience. Here, pageantry and peril are not mere ornaments; they form the crucible in which loyalty, courage, and desire are tried. The novel invites readers into a medieval world where honor is a lived code, where vows matter, and where the line between righteous zeal and blind fury is perilously thin.

The Brethren is often counted among classic historical adventures because it distills the genre’s essential pleasures while pressing into deeper moral terrain. Haggard, renowned for shaping late Victorian and Edwardian popular fiction, brings his practiced sense of wonder, pace, and atmosphere to a medieval canvas. The result is not just a tale of questing knights, but a meditation on the costs and demands of chivalry. Its endurance owes much to the author’s gift for blending exalted ideals with tangible human stakes, producing a story that is at once sweeping and intimate, idealistic and clear-eyed about the price of valor.

Written by H. Rider Haggard and first published in 1904, The Brethren belongs to the Edwardian phase of a career that had already delivered landmarks of adventure fiction. Turning from lost worlds to the medieval Levant, Haggard sets his narrative during the era of the Crusades and draws on the traditions of chivalric romance. The book’s essential premise is straightforward: kinship and oath meet the harsh tests of war and distance. Without unveiling its turns, one can say Haggard’s purpose is to revive the color and spiritual urgency of the age while scrutinizing the gap between the knightly ideal and human fallibility.

At its heart, the novel follows two closely bound English warriors whose shared vows and shared past propel them across continents. Called by duty and by a cause intertwined with devotion, they move from familiar halls to contested frontiers where armies, creeds, and ambitions converge. Haggard keeps the reader’s eye fixed on tangible risks—ambush and siege, courtly intrigue and desert hardship—while allowing inner conflicts to darken and brighten the route. The quest is both geographical and ethical: how far can loyalty stretch without tearing, and what does fidelity demand when love, honor, and survival pull in different directions?

Haggard’s craft in The Brethren showcases the showman and the moralist working side by side. Set pieces are mounted with theatrical assurance—tournaments, councils, marches—yet the spectacle never fully eclipses the characters’ private reckonings. The language nods toward medieval cadence without lapsing into pastiche, and the settings, whether fortress, caravan, or shrine, carry a convincing weight of detail. He seeds the narrative with moments of stillness amid tumult, so the clangor serves as counterpoint to reflection. The effect is a romance that moves swiftly yet lingers on consequence, a balance that gives the book its durable power to hold attention.

The themes are those that have long magnetized the historical imagination: brotherhood under pressure, the pull of love against the claims of duty, the seduction of glory, and the stern counsel of conscience. Faith appears not as a simple badge but as a force that can steady or scorch, depending on the heart that carries it. Encounters across cultural and religious lines complicate easy judgments, revealing the human face behind banners and battle cries. Through these tensions, Haggard suggests that true honor rests less on triumph than on the choices made when triumph is uncertain and the cost of principle is high.

As a classic, The Brethren stands at a crossroads of literary history, inheriting the mantle of Walter Scott’s historical romance while translating it into the brisk idiom of popular adventure. Its influence lies partly in preserving the appeal of medieval narratives for twentieth-century audiences, proving that chivalric material could still thrill without surrendering complexity. The book’s continued readership testifies to its success in aligning public appetite for spectacle with a more discerning portrayal of motive and consequence. It is a model of how to stage the past so that it feels at once grand and present, storied and unsettlingly alive.

Haggard’s broader achievement helped shape adventure and quest fiction for generations, and The Brethren participates in that legacy. The fusion of high-stakes journeys, charged moral choices, and vividly rendered locales offered a template many later storytellers would adapt in novels, serials, and film. His readiness to pair momentum with inward scrutiny—the outward trial with the inward test—proved especially generative. Even when settings and eras changed, the pattern of comrades bound to an exacting purpose, striving across hazardous terrain, remained compelling. In that sense, this novel stands as a touchstone in the lineage of modern swashbuckling and historical epics.

The novel also registers the tensions of its own time. Written in the early twentieth century about the medieval East and West, it inevitably bears traces of Edwardian perspectives, yet it often looks beyond caricature to acknowledge valor and dignity across lines of belief. Haggard’s depictions of opponents and allies alike tend toward human complexity rather than mere types. That choice deepens the narrative by framing conflict as a meeting of sincere convictions rather than a simple pageant of heroes and villains. For contemporary readers, this willingness to find humanity within difference is one source of the book’s abiding interest.

Haggard’s intentions, insofar as they can be read from the work itself, seem both celebratory and interrogative. He clearly delights in reviving ceremonies of knighthood, feats of arms, and the color of medieval courts and camps. At the same time, he presses on what these rites demand, and what they cost, when lived rather than imagined. The Brethren thus serves as a proving ground for ideals—courage, fidelity, mercy—where their limits and luminosity are tested. The story entertains in generous measure, but it also challenges readers to weigh zeal against justice, vengeance against restraint, and love’s claims against sworn duty.

For modern audiences, the novel remains engaging because it couples narrative propulsion with ethical weight. The personal and the political intersect in ways that feel recognizable: arguments about belonging, the strain of loyalty in contested times, and the risk of mistaking fervor for righteousness. Its scenes of travel and trial satisfy the appetite for immersion and adventure, while its attention to motive invites reflection beyond the last page. Readers still find in its pages a conversation about how to be steadfast without becoming hard, brave without becoming cruel, and loyal without surrendering the freedom to judge rightly.

In sum, The Brethren endures for its twinned appeal: the exhilaration of romance and the gravity of moral inquiry. It evokes brotherhood, devotion, and peril with an energy that still crackles, and it probes the edges where noble vows meet human need. Its place among classics rests on craft, scope, and the steady insistence that honor must be proven under strain. As long as readers seek stories that balance pageantry with conscience—and as long as the world’s divisions ask for courage tempered by understanding—Haggard’s vision of tested kinship in a contested age will keep its hold.





Synopsis




Table of Contents




    H. Rider Haggard’s The Brethren opens in twelfth century England, where two knightly half brothers, Godwin and Wulf, are raised under strict codes of chivalry and faith. Both are brave, capable, and devoted to their kin, especially their kinswoman Rosamund, whose beauty and unusual heritage set her apart. Aware that their affection for her could kindle rivalry, the brothers pledge to preserve their bond and let honor govern their choices. As rumors of war and pilgrimage spread, local tensions and foreign intrigues converge on their quiet estate, setting the stage for a quest that will carry them far beyond England’s shores.

The inciting crisis centers on Rosamund’s lineage, which ties her to powerful Eastern rulers and makes her a prize in the politics of the age. Secret envoys and masked enemies seek to carry her away for purposes that combine dynastic ambition, religious symbolism, and personal vendetta. A treacherous Frankish foe compounds the danger, exploiting feudal disputes for gain. When violence shatters their household, the brothers swear a sacred oath to reclaim Rosamund and defend their name. This vow propels them from familiar forests into the broader theater of the Crusades, where loyalty, law, and love must withstand harsher tests.

Pursuit begins with a hazardous journey over sea and continent. The brothers travel in the wake of crusading hosts, encountering Templars, Hospitallers, and mercenary captains whose allegiances are often provisional. A fierce engagement with pirates and a renegade knight underscores the perils ahead, while a faithful retainer and a learned cleric offer guidance. Haggard moves the narrative swiftly through ports, monasteries, and mustering fields, emphasizing the logistics and uncertainties of medieval travel. Each stage yields clues to Rosamund’s captors, sharpening the brothers’ resolve and revealing contrasts in their temperaments: Godwin measured and spiritual, Wulf impetuous yet steadfast.

Upon reaching the Levant, the brothers confront the fractured reality of the Holy Land after great defeats and new arrivals. In coastal cities and princely courts, they witness uneasy truces and sudden betrayals, as crusader lords weigh private interests against common cause. News of sieges and relief fleets shapes their movements. Torn between joining grand campaigns and pursuing a private rescue, they strike a balance, earning repute in skirmishes while tracking emissaries linked to Rosamund. The setting broadens from narrow corridors of intrigue to open battlefields, yet the central purpose remains constant, keeping the plot focused amid shifting alliances.

The shadow of the Assassins falls across the middle act. Rumors lead the brothers into the orbit of the Old Man of the Mountain, whose agents operate through oaths, illusions, and sudden blades. Haggard depicts mountain fastnesses, hidden gardens, and ritualized obedience, using these episodes to test endurance and judgment. Captivity and clandestine parleys reveal competing designs upon Rosamund, who is valued as both a political key and a symbol. Separation and reunion punctuate the chase, as the brothers navigate traps that force them to weigh daring against prudence. Their bond remains the anchor when plans falter.

A pivotal sequence unfolds at the court of Saladin, portrayed with dignity and strategic patience. The Sultan’s view of crusader foes is pragmatic, shaped by the need for order as much as victory. Rosamund’s status touches delicate issues of kinship, faith, and legitimacy, drawing courtiers and envoys into careful negotiation. The brothers must reconcile respect for a just adversary with unshaken loyalty to their cause. Exchanges of gifts, paroles, and safe conducts reflect a shared chivalric language that sometimes softens, and sometimes sharpens, political aims. Rosamund’s voice grows clearer here, as she asserts her will within strict constraints.

The western counterpart is embodied in Richard the Lionheart, whose presence brings grandeur and strain to the crusader camp. Through musters, councils, and formal combats, the brothers see how charisma and calculation shape policy. Haggard stages tournaments, duels, and embassies to highlight the interplay of honor and necessity. Old enmities resurface when their treacherous adversary seeks advantage amid the tumult. The brothers’ reputations as steadfast champions expand, yet each decision carries a price. The narrative balances spectacle with purpose, keeping the rescue at the forefront while situating it within the larger war between cross and crescent.

As the story drives toward its climax, threads from England, the Assassins’ mountains, and the rival courts converge on a high stakes confrontation. A perilous infiltration, contested oaths, and revelations about Rosamund’s inheritance bring moral choices into sharp relief. The brothers must decide between vengeance and clemency, private happiness and sworn duty. Haggard heightens tension with narrow escapes, shifting corridors of power, and a final contest that tests faith as well as skill at arms. Without dwelling on outcomes, the sequence affirms the themes that have guided the quest: steadfast brotherhood, rightful allegiance, and the limits of worldly dominion.

The Brethren concludes by reaffirming the obligations of honor and the costs of fanaticism, offering a vision of chivalry that recognizes valor on both sides of the frontier. While outcomes for individuals are resolved within the story, the synopsis avoids revealing them, noting instead the work’s broader message. Haggard presents love and loyalty as forces that can navigate, though not erase, cultural and religious divides. The journey from English manor to Eastern stronghold underscores the era’s interconnectedness. In measured, adventurous episodes, the novel traces how private vows intersect with public wars, leaving readers with a sense of earned gravity and hope.
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    H. Rider Haggard’s The Brethren is set chiefly in the late twelfth-century Eastern Mediterranean, a world ordered by crusade, pilgrimage, and maritime trade. The Levantine littoral—Acre, Tyre, Jaffa, and Ascalon—formed a contested corridor between Latin Christian principalities and the Ayyubid domains consolidated by Salah al-Din (Saladin). Inland, Damascus and Jerusalem anchored Muslim political authority and sacred geography, while coastal fortresses embodied Frankish power. The setting also returns at intervals to England, whose feudal society and royal policies shaped crusading logistics. Genoese, Pisan, and Venetian fleets connected English and French contingents to Cypriot and Syrian ports, providing the book a historically plausible route between manor, ship, and siege camp.

The narrative unfolds against the nexus linking Angevin England and the Ayyubid Near East between 1187 and 1192. On one side stood Richard I’s crusading coalition; on the other, Saladin’s multiethnic army drawing on Egypt, Syria, and Upper Mesopotamia. Cyprus, seized in 1191, functioned as a staging base for fleets, while Acre served as the great entrepôt and battleground. Feudal levies, scutage-funded mercenaries, and military orders supplied manpower and discipline. Islamic urban society, with its jurists, emirs, and caravan trade, provided parallel institutional frameworks. Haggard situates his characters within these authentic political and geographic structures, moving them through ports, courts, and fortified frontiers.

The First Crusade (1095–1099) established the Latin states of the Levant after Pope Urban II’s call at Clermont and the capture of Jerusalem in July 1099. The new polities—Jerusalem, Antioch, Tripoli, and Edessa—were sustained by pilgrim traffic, European immigration, and alliances with local Christian communities. The fall of Edessa in 1144 precipitated the Second Crusade (1147–1149), exposing the vulnerability of Outremer. By the 1180s, these states were a chain of coast-focused lordships reliant on naval resupply. The Brethren presupposes this background of Latin settlement and military dependency, using the lingering prestige of the Kingdom of Jerusalem to frame the stakes of its conflicts.

Saladin’s rise shaped the region’s political consolidation. Appointed vizier of Fatimid Egypt in 1169, he abolished the Shi‘i Fatimid caliphate in 1171, restored Sunni allegiance to the Abbasids, and, after 1174, secured Damascus, Aleppo (1183), and Mosul’s submission, unifying Egypt and Syria under the Ayyubids. His authority combined jihad ideology with pragmatic diplomacy toward Frankish lords and rival Muslim princes. His court in Cairo and Damascus managed taxation, land grants (iqta‘), and a cosmopolitan officer corps. The Brethren repeatedly invokes Saladin’s person and policies, using him as an emblem of disciplined statecraft and a counter-image to Latin factionalism and crusader impetuosity.

The Battle of Hattin (4 July 1187) near Tiberias followed truce violations by Frankish hardliners, notably Raynald of Châtillon’s attacks on caravans moving between Cairo and Damascus, despite a 1185–1186 peace. King Guy of Lusignan marched a thirsty army across arid ground, encircled by Saladin’s forces who used fire, smoke, and mounted archery to exhaustion effect. The defeat yielded the True Cross, and captured Guy; Raynald was executed. Hattin precipitated the collapse of Latin field power and opened the road to Jerusalem. The book’s atmosphere of crisis and retreat mirrors the post-Hattin disarray, grounding personal peril in the catastrophic unmaking of Frankish military capacity.

Jerusalem fell to Saladin on 2 October 1187 after Balian of Ibelin negotiated a surrender that spared massacre in exchange for ransoms and exile. The city’s Muslim sanctuaries were restored, and Christian Holy Places remained accessible under regulated conditions. The loss reverberated across Europe; Pope Gregory VIII issued the bull Audita tremendi (29 October 1187), launching the Third Crusade. Monarchs Richard I of England, Philip II of France, and Frederick I Barbarossa took the cross. The Brethren threads its characters through the ensuing mobilization, integrating the shock of Jerusalem’s fall and the papal summons as the immediate historical impetus for vows, departures, and contested loyalties.

Frederick I Barbarossa’s German expedition, departing 1189 via Regensburg, marched overland through Hungary and Byzantine territory under Emperor Isaac II Angelos. After defeating the Seljuk Turks at Iconium in May 1190, disaster struck: on 10 June 1190, Frederick drowned in the Saleph (Göksu) River in Cilicia. Leaderless, much of the German host disbanded or arrived in Syria in fragments, diminishing crusader strength. This setback altered the balance at the siege of Acre and shifted diplomatic leverage toward the Anglo-French coalition. The Brethren evokes this incomplete convergence of Western forces, using the German collapse as a backdrop that intensifies the volatility of alliances and the stakes of each campaign decision.

Richard I’s maritime crusade hinged on Mediterranean logistics. Leaving England in 1190, he wintered at Messina, Sicily, negotiating with King Tancred. In May 1191, he seized Cyprus from Isaac Komnenos, consolidating supply lines and marrying Berengaria of Navarre at Limassol. Cyprus was first sold to the Templars, then transferred to Guy of Lusignan in 1192, forming a Lusignan kingdom. Richard reached Acre in June 1191. This sequence—Sicily, Cyprus, Syria—mapped a standard crusader itinerary. The Brethren’s movements reflect these routes, presenting fleets, island entrepôts, and shifting sovereignties as integral to how Western knights entered the Levant and sustained operations along the coast.

The Siege of Acre (1189–1191) epitomized the Third Crusade’s attrition and international character. Initiated by King Guy of Lusignan in August 1189, the siege drew contingents from across Europe and a relieving Ayyubid field army under Saladin. Disease, famine, and naval blockades defined the conflict until Acre capitulated on 12 July 1191. Tensions among the victors and negotiations over prisoners and the True Cross culminated in Richard’s execution of approximately 2,700 Ayyubid captives near Ayyadieh on 20 August 1191 after deadlines lapsed. The Brethren situates its martial ethos within this grim reality, balancing chivalric ideals against documented episodes of ruthlessness, stalemate, and logistical strain.

Richard advanced south along the coast, defeating Saladin at Arsuf on 7 September 1191 through disciplined infantry and cavalry tactics, with a decisive charge by mounted knights. The campaign secured Jaffa and the coastal corridor, enabling forays toward Jerusalem while limiting inland exposure. Diplomacy paralleled warfare: messages, envoys, and negotiated truces punctuated movement, reflecting mutual recognition of constraints. Chronicles note exchanges of gifts and respect alongside brutal skirmishes. The Brethren leverages this duality—courtesy amid conflict—to craft encounters that highlight martial skill and personal honor while acknowledging the strategic stalemate that shaped both leaders’ choices in 1191–1192.

The 1192 settlement, often termed the Treaty of Jaffa (2 September 1192), ended hostilities for three years, three months, and three days. It left Jerusalem under Ayyubid control but permitted Latin pilgrims to visit holy sites and secured a Christian-held coastal strip from Tyre to Jaffa. Richard departed for Europe shortly thereafter, his strategic objective narrowed to survivable gains. The Brethren resonates with this resolution: the narrative’s culmination in negotiated peace underscores the limits of conquest and the endurance of religious access as a political compromise, mirroring the historical emphasis on corridors, sanctuaries, and the management of pilgrimage.

The military orders—Templars and Hospitallers—were central institutions. The Templars, recognized at the Council of Troyes in 1129, combined monastic vows with martial service, fielding disciplined cavalry and managing finances across Europe. The Hospitallers, evolving from a hospital in Jerusalem into a militarized order, held key fortresses such as Krak des Chevaliers and Margat. Their castles anchored frontier defense; their trans-Mediterranean estates funded campaigns. The Brethren draws on their prestige and austerity to stage council scenes, duels of conscience, and battlefield cohesion, using the orders’ rules, insignia, and strategic roles to authenticate the moral and organizational framework of crusading warfare.

The Nizari Ismailis, nicknamed “Assassins” in medieval sources, established mountain strongholds at Alamut (seized 1090) in Iran and Masyaf in Syria. Under Rashid al-Din Sinan (d. 1193), the Syrian branch engaged in targeted killings and tactical truces. They twice attempted to assassinate Saladin (1175–1176), prompting his siege of Masyaf and subsequent accommodation. Later European lore exaggerated narcotics and garden myths, but contemporary chronicles confirm the sect’s strategic terror and diplomacy. The Brethren exploits this fascination, weaving plots of infiltration, captivity, and hidden citadels that reflect period anxieties about clandestine power operating between crusader and Ayyubid spheres.

Frankish society in Outremer featured a hybrid aristocracy, legal institutions such as the Haute Cour and the Assizes of Jerusalem, and interdependence with indigenous Christian communities. Coastal communes hosted Italians, Provençals, and northern French merchants; inland lordships centered on fortified towns and castles. Noblewomen managed estates, contracted marriages, and occasionally commanded defenses during sieges. Lines like the Ibelins and Lusignans illustrate the politics of marriage, regencies, and claims. The Brethren places dynastic stakes and guardianship at its core, aligning personal unions and feudal obligations with the legal and social practices that governed inheritance, ransom, and authority in the twelfth-century Latin East.

In England, Angevin governance under Henry II (1154–1189) and Richard I (1189–1199) supplied the fiscal engine of crusade. Legal reforms and the monetization of feudal duties enabled scutage, while the “Saladin Tithe” of 1188—assessed at ten percent on moveables and revenues—funded expeditions. Ports such as Dartmouth and Portsmouth outfitted fleets; sheriffs enforced levies; ecclesiastical participation legitimated taxation. Political tensions with Scotland and France complicated musters but did not halt them. The Brethren’s English prelude draws on this environment of assessment, recruitment, and oath-taking, showing how royal policy converted local knightly reputations into trans-Mediterranean service and risk.

As a political and social critique, the book exposes crusading idealism’s collision with material realities: taxation, disease, supply chains, and diplomatic necessity. By juxtaposing Saladin’s administrative discipline with Latin factionalism, it questions the efficacy of zeal absent coherent strategy. The chivalric code is shown both as a stabilizing ethic and a pretext for vendetta, particularly in episodes echoing Raynald’s provocations or the execution at Ayyadieh. Cross-cultural respect between leaders highlights the futility of prolonged holy war. Through councils, truces, and ransoms, the narrative critiques the distance between spiritual aims and the transactional politics that actually governed campaign outcomes.

The depiction of sieges, captivity, and ransom economies underscores structural inequities in feudal and wartime societies. Knights, orders, and merchant republics profit while common soldiers and noncombatants bear displacement and servitude; the book’s attention to caravan raids, tax levies, and confiscations points to how states extract resources under the banner of piety. Gendered vulnerabilities—abductions, arranged alliances—reflect the legalities of wardship and inheritance in Outremer. By highlighting negotiation over slaughter at Jerusalem yet showcasing endemic brutality elsewhere, the narrative interrogates religious intolerance and class privilege. In dramatizing both courage and exploitation, it offers a sober appraisal of the twelfth century’s moral contradictions.
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    Sir Henry Rider Haggard (1856–1925) was an English novelist of the late Victorian and Edwardian eras whose adventure romances helped define the “imperial romance” and the modern lost-world tale. Best known for King Solomon’s Mines and She, he created enduring figures such as Allan Quatermain and Ayesha, blending quest narratives with elements of myth, archaeology, and frontier experience. Haggard’s fiction popularized themes of exploration, hidden civilizations, and moral testing, while reflecting contemporary debates about empire and cultural encounter. A prolific writer across fiction and nonfiction, he also became a public voice on rural reform, giving his career a dual legacy in popular literature and policy discourse.

Haggard grew up in rural England and received a conventional schooling for his time, though he did not pursue a university degree. He later studied law in London and qualified for the bar in the mid-1880s. His reading and intellectual formation drew on the romantic and Gothic traditions in English literature, contemporary travel writing, and classical narratives of quest and downfall. Just as important were the popular periodicals and serialized fiction of his era, which shaped his sense of pacing and cliffhanger structure. The combination of formal legal training and a taste for romance equipped him to devise tightly plotted adventures framed by documents, testimonies, and retrospective narration.

In the mid-1870s Haggard traveled to southern Africa to work in the British colonial administration, with postings in Natal and the Transvaal. He witnessed events around the annexation of the Transvaal and gained firsthand exposure to the region’s politics, landscapes, and cultures. Administrative and judicial responsibilities there introduced him to legal procedure, bureaucratic report-writing, and multilingual settings, all later transmuted into narrative devices and atmosphere. Encounters with frontier tensions, shifting sovereignties, and the aftermath of war gave his fiction a distinctive mix of immediacy and romance. These experiences furnished the imagined geographies and ethnographic detail that became hallmarks of his African-set novels.

Returning to Britain in the early 1880s, Haggard practiced law briefly but soon turned decisively to fiction. King Solomon’s Mines (1885) became a sensation, inaugurating the Allan Quatermain series and codifying a treasure-hunt quest set in a vividly rendered interior Africa. She (1887) followed with extraordinary popularity, spinning a tale of immortality, desire, and power whose enigmatic ruler, Ayesha, remains one of his most discussed creations. He also collaborated with Andrew Lang on The World’s Desire, drawing on Homeric material to explore longing and fate. Haggard’s prose favored swift movement, embedded manuscripts, and moral tests, marrying the travelogue’s texture with romance’s heightened symbolism.

Haggard’s range was broad. He extended the Ayesha cycle with Ayesha: The Return of She, revisited Quatermain across multiple sequels and prequels, and set ambitious tales in varied pasts: Cleopatra, Eric Brighteyes, Nada the Lily, and Montezuma’s Daughter are notable examples. Alongside fiction, he published influential works on agriculture and rural life, including A Farmer’s Year and Rural England. These studies, based on observation and tours, argued for improvements in land use, smallholdings, and rural economies, and he served on public commissions and committees concerned with such issues. The dual track of romance-writing and policy engagement marked him as both entertainer and reform-minded commentator.

Critical reception during Haggard’s lifetime mixed admiration for narrative drive with debate over his portrayals of empire, race, and gender. Ayesha’s charisma and peril exemplify his fascination with power and transgression, while Quatermain’s stories explore courage, loyalty, and the costs of exploration. His novels often fasten on ruins, relics, and ritual, using archaeological motifs to stage moral questions. Modern scholarship scrutinizes the colonial gaze in his work, yet also notes moments of ambivalence and critique. His influence is visible in the lost-world subgenre, treasure-hunt plotting, and adventure serials, shaping writers such as Arthur Conan Doyle and later pulp and fantasy traditions.

In his later years Haggard continued to publish fiction and nonfiction, undertook public service related to rural affairs, and received formal honors, including a knighthood in the early 1910s. He wrote into the early 1920s and died in 1925. His legacy endures through persistent reprints, schoolroom familiarity with iconic titles, and numerous adaptations for stage and screen from the early twentieth century onward. Contemporary readers approach his work with historical awareness, balancing its imaginative vigor against its imperial contexts. The best of his romances remain touchstones for adventure storytelling, their patterns of quest and discovery echoing across popular fiction, comics, and cinema.
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R.M.S. Mongolia[1], 12th May, 1904 Mayhap, Ella, here too distance lends its enchantment, and these gallant brethren would have quarrelled over Rosamund, or even had their long swords at each other’s throat. Mayhap that Princess and heroine might have failed in the hour of her trial and never earned her saintly crown. Mayhap the good horse “Smoke” would have fallen on the Narrow Way, leaving false Lozelle a victor, and Masouda, the royal-hearted, would have offered up a strangely different sacrifice upon the altars of her passionate desire.

Still, let us hold otherwise, though we grow grey and know the world for what it is. Let us for a little time think as we thought while we were young; when faith knew no fears for anything and death had not knocked upon our doors; when you opened also to my childish eyes that gate of ivory and pearl which leads to the blessed kingdom of Romance.

At the least I am sure, and I believe that you, my sister, will agree with me, that, above and beyond its terrors and its pitfalls, Imagination has few finer qualities, and none, perhaps, more helpful to our hearts, than those which enable us for an hour to dream that men and women, their fortunes and their fate, are as we would fashion them.

 H. Rider Haggard. To Mrs. Maddison Green.










 “Two lovers by the maiden sate,
 Without a glance of jealous hate;
 The maid her lovers sat between,
 With open brow and equal mien;—
 It is a sight but rarely spied,
 Thanks to man’s wrath and woman’s pride.”
 — Scott
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Standing a while ago upon the flower-clad plain above Tiberius, by the Lake of Galilee, the writer gazed at the double peaks of the Hill of Hattin. Here, or so tradition says, Christ preached the Sermon on the Mount—that perfect rule of gentleness and peace. Here, too—and this is certain—after nearly twelve centuries had gone by, Yusuf Salah-ed-din[2], whom we know as the Sultan Saladin, crushed the Christian power in Palestine in perhaps the most terrible battle which that land of blood has known. Thus the Mount of the Beatitudes became the Mount of Massacre.

Whilst musing on these strangely-contrasted scenes enacted in one place there arose in his mind a desire to weave, as best he might, a tale wherein any who are drawn to the romance of that pregnant and mysterious epoch, when men by thousands were glad to lay down their lives for visions and spiritual hopes, could find a picture, however faint and broken, of the long war between Cross and Crescent waged among the Syrian plains and deserts. Of Christian knights and ladies also, and their loves and sufferings in England and the East; of the fearful lord of the Assassins whom the Franks called Old Man of the Mountain[4], and his fortress city, Masyaf. Of the great-hearted, if at times cruel Saladin and his fierce Saracens; of the rout at Hattin itself, on whose rocky height the Holy Rood was set up as a standard and captured, to be seen no more by Christian eyes; and of the Iast surrender, whereby the Crusaders lost Jerusalem forever.

Of that desire this story is the fruit.
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Salah-ed-din, Commander of the Faithful, the king Strong to Aid, Sovereign of the East, sat at night in his palace at Damascus and brooded on the wonderful ways of God, by Whom he had been lifted to his high estate. He remembered how, when he was but small in the eyes of men, Nour-ed-din, king of Syria, forced him to accompany his uncle, Shirkuh, to Egypt, whither he went, “like one driven to his death,” and how, against his own will, there he rose to greatness. He thought of his father, the wise Ayoub, and the brethren with whom he was brought up, all of them dead now save one; and of his sisters, whom he had cherished. Most of all did he think of her, Zobeide, who had been stolen away by the knight whom she loved even to the loss of her own soul—yes, by the English friend of his youth, his father’s prisoner, Sir Andrew D’Arcy, who, led astray by passion, had done him and his house this grievous wrong. He had sworn, he remembered, that he would bring her back even from England, and already had planned to kill her husband and capture her when he learned her death. She had left a child, or so his spies told him, who, if she still lived, must be a woman now—his own niece, though half of noble English blood.

Then his mind wandered from this old, half-forgotten story to the woe and blood in which his days were set, and to the last great struggle between the followers of the prophets Jesus and Mahomet, that Jihad[3] [Holy War] for which he made ready—and he sighed. For he was a merciful man, who loved not slaughter, although his fierce faith drove him from war to war.

Salah-ed-din slept and dreamed of peace. In his dream a maiden stood before him. Presently, when she lifted her veil, he saw that she was beautiful, with features like his own, but fairer, and knew her surely for the daughter of his sister who had fled with the English knight. Now he wondered why she visited him thus, and in his vision prayed Allah to make the matter clear. Then of a sudden he saw this same woman standing before him on a Syrian plain, and on either side of her a countless host of Saracens and Franks, of whom thousands and tens of thousands were appointed to death. Lo! he, Salah-ed-din, charged at the head of his squadrons, scimitar aloft, but she held up her hand and stayed him.

“What do you hear, my niece?” he asked.

“I am come to save the lives of men through you,” she answered; “therefore was I born of your blood, and therefore I am sent to you. Put up your sword, King, and spare them.”

“Say, maiden, what ransom do you bring to buy this multitude from doom? What ransom, and what gift?”

“The ransom of my own blood freely offered, and Heaven’s gift of peace to your sinful soul, O King.” And with that outstretched hand she drew down his keen-edged scimitar until it rested on her breast.

Salah-ed-din awoke, and marvelled on his dream, but said nothing of it to any man. The next night it returned to him, and the memory of it went with him all the day that followed, but still he said nothing.

When on the third night he dreamed it yet again, even more vividly, then he was sure that this thing was from God, and summoned his holy Imauns and his Diviners, and took counsel with them. These, after they had listened, prayed and consulted, spoke thus:

“O Sultan, Allah has warned you in shadows that the woman, your niece, who dwells far away in England, shall by her own nobleness and sacrifice, in some time to come, save you from shedding a sea of blood, and bring rest upon the land. We charge you, therefore, draw this lady to your court, and keep her ever by your side, since if she escape you, her peace goes with her.”

Salah-ed-din said that this interpretation was wise and true, for thus also he had read his dream. Then he summoned a certain false knight who bore the Cross upon his breast, but in secret had accepted the Koran, a Frankish spy of his, who came from that country where dwelt the maiden, his niece, and from him learned about her, her father, and her home. With him and another spy who passed as a Christian palmer, by the aid of Prince Hassan, one of the greatest and most trusted of his Emirs, he made a cunning plan for the capture of the maiden if she would not come willingly, and for her bearing away to Syria.

Moreover—that in the eyes of all men her dignity might be worthy of her high blood and fate—by his decree he created her, the niece whom he had never seen, Princess of Baalbec, with great possessions—a rule that her grandfather, Ayoub, and her uncle, Izzeddin, had held before her. Also he purchased a stout galley of war, manning it with proved sailors and with chosen men-at-arms, under the command of the Prince Hassan, and wrote a letter to the English lord, Sir Andrew D’Arcy, and to his daughter, and prepared a royal gift of jewels, and sent them to the lady, his niece, far away in England, and with it the Patent of her rank. Her he commanded this company to win by peace, or force, or fraud, as best they might, but that without her not one of them should dare to look upon his face again. And with these he sent the two Frankish spies, who knew the place where the lady lived, one of whom, the false knight, was a skilled mariner and the captain of the ship.

These things did Yusuf Salah-ed-din, and waited patiently till it should please God to accomplish the vision with which God had filled his soul in sleep.
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From the sea-wall on the coast of Essex, Rosamund looked out across the ocean eastwards. To right and left, but a little behind her, like guards attending the person of their sovereign, stood her cousins, the twin brethren, Godwin and Wulf, tall and shapely men. Godwin was still as a statue, his hands folded over the hilt of the long, scabbarded sword, of which the point was set on the ground before him, but Wulf, his brother, moved restlessly, and at length yawned aloud. They were beautiful to look at, all three of them, as they appeared in the splendour of their youth and health. The imperial Rosamund, dark-haired and eyed, ivory skinned and slender-waisted, a posy of marsh flowers in her hand; the pale, stately Godwin, with his dreaming face; and the bold-fronted, blue-eyed warrior, Wulf, Saxon to his finger-tips, notwithstanding his father’s Norman blood.

At the sound of that unstifled yawn, Rosamund turned her head with the slow grace which marked her every movement.

“Would you sleep already, Wulf, and the sun not yet down?” she asked in her rich, low voice, which, perhaps because of its foreign accent, seemed quite different to that of any other woman.

“I think so, Rosamund,” he answered. “It would serve to pass the time, and now that you have finished gathering those yellow flowers which we rode so far to seek, the time—is somewhat long.”

“Shame on you, Wulf,” she said, smiling. “Look upon yonder sea and sky, at that sheet of bloom all gold and purple—”

“I have looked for hard on half an hour, Cousin Rosamund; also at your back and at Godwin’s left arm and side-face, till in truth I thought myself kneeling in Stangate Priory staring at my father’s effigy upon his tomb, while Prior John pattered the Mass. Why, if you stood it on its feet, it is Godwin, the same crossed hands resting on the sword, the same cold, silent face staring at the sky.”

“Godwin as Godwin will no doubt one day be, or so he hopes—that is, if the saints give him grace to do such deeds as did our sire,” interrupted his brother.

Wulf looked at him, and a curious flash of inspiration shone in his blue eyes.

“No, I think not,” he answered; “the deeds you may do, and greater, but surely you will lie wrapped not in a shirt of mail, but with a monk’s cowl at the last—unless a woman robs you of it and the quickest road to heaven. Tell me now, what are you thinking of, you two—for I have been wondering in my dull way, and am curious to learn how far I stand from truth? Rosamund, speak first. Nay, not all the truth—a maid’s thoughts are her own—but just the cream of it, that which rises to the top and should be skimmed.”

Rosamund sighed. “I? I was thinking of the East, where the sun shines ever and the seas are blue as my girdle stones, and men are full of strange learning—”

“And women are men’s slaves!” interrupted Wulf. “Still, it is natural that you should think of the East who have that blood in your veins, and high blood, if all tales be true. Say, Princess”—and he bowed the knee to her with an affectation of mockery which could not hide his earnest reverence—“say, Princess, my cousin, granddaughter of Ayoub and niece of the mighty monarch, Yusuf Salah-ed-din, do you wish to leave this pale land and visit your dominions in Egypt and in Syria?”

She listened, and at his words her eyes seemed to take fire, the stately form to erect itself, the breast to heave, and the thin nostrils to grow wider as though they scented some sweet, remembered perfume. Indeed, at that moment, standing there on the promontory above the seas, Rosamund looked a very queen.

Presently she answered him with another question.

“And how would they greet me there, Wulf, who am a Norman D’Arcy and a Christian maid?”

“The first they would forgive you, since that blood is none so ill either, and for the second—why, faiths can be changed.”

Then it was that Godwin spoke for the first time.

“Wulf, Wulf,” he said sternly, “keep watch upon your tongue, for there are things that should not be said even as a silly jest. See you, I love my cousin here better than aught else upon the earth—”

“There, at least, we agree,” broke in Wulf.

“Better than aught else on the earth,” repeated Godwin; “but, by the Holy Blood and by St. Peter, at whose shrine we are, I would kill her with my own hand before her lips kissed the book of the false prophet.”

“Or any of his followers,” muttered Wulf to himself, but fortunately, perhaps, too low for either of his companions to hear. Aloud he said, “You understand, Rosamund, you must be careful, for Godwin ever keeps his word, and that would be but a poor end for so much birth and beauty and wisdom.”

“Oh, cease mocking, Wulf,” she answered, laying her hand lightly on the tunic that hid his shirt of mail. “Cease mocking, and pray St. Chad, the builder of this church, that no such dreadful choice may ever be forced upon you, or me, or your beloved brother—who, indeed, in such a case would do right to slay me.”

“Well, if it were,” answered Wulf, and his fair face flushed as he spoke, “I trust that we should know how to meet it. After all, is it so very hard to choose between death and duty?[1q]”

“I know not,” she replied; “but oft-times sacrifice seems easy when seen from far away; also, things may be lost that are more prized than life.”

“What things? Do you mean place, or wealth, or—love?”

“Tell me,” said Rosamund, changing her tone, “what is that boat rowing round the river’s mouth? A while ago it hung upon its oars as though those within it watched us.”

“Fisher-folk,” answered Wulf carelessly. “I saw their nets.”

“Yes; but beneath them something gleamed bright, like swords.”

“Fish,” said Wulf; “we are at peace in Essex.” Although Rosamund did not look convinced, he went on: “Now for Godwin’s thoughts— what were they?”

“Brother, if you would know, of the East also—the East and its wars.”

“Which have brought us no great luck,” answered Wulf, “seeing that our sire was slain in them and naught of him came home again save his heart, which lies at Stangate yonder.”

“How better could he die,” asked Godwin, “than fighting for the Cross of Christ? Is not that death of his at Harenc told of to this day? By our Lady, I pray for one but half as glorious!”

“Aye, he died well—he died well,” said Wulf, his blue eyes flashing and his hand creeping to his sword hilt. “But, brother, there is peace at Jerusalem, as in Essex.”

“Peace? Yes; but soon there will be war again. The monk Peter—he whom we saw at Stangate last Sunday, and who left Syria but six months gone—told me that it was coming fast. Even now the Sultan Saladin, sitting at Damascus, summons his hosts from far and wide, while his priests preach battle amongst the tribes and barons of the East. And when it comes, brother, shall we not be there to share it, as were our grandfather, our father, our uncle, and so many of our kin? Shall we rot here in this dull land, as by our uncle’s wish we have done these many years, yes, ever since we were home from the Scottish war, and count the kine and plough the fields like peasants, while our peers are charging on the pagan, and the banners wave, and the blood runs red upon the holy sands of Palestine?”

Now it was Wulf’s turn to take fire.

“By our Lady in Heaven, and our lady here!”—and he looked at Rosamund, who was watching the pair of them with her quiet thoughtful eyes—“go when you will, Godwin, and I go with you, and as our birth was one birth, so, if it is decreed, let our death be one death.” And suddenly his hand that had been playing with the sword-hilt gripped it fast, and tore the long, lean blade from its scabbard and cast it high into the air, flashing in the sunlight, to catch it as it fell again, while in a voice that caused the wild fowl to rise in thunder from the Saltings beneath, Wulf shouted the old war-cry that had rung on so many a field—“A D’Arcy! a D’Arcy! Meet D’Arcy, meet Death!” Then he sheathed his sword again and added in a shamed voice, “Are we children that we fight where no foe is? Still, brother, may we find him soon!”

Godwin smiled grimly, but answered nothing; only Rosamund said:

“So, my cousins, you would be away, perhaps to return no more, and that will part us. But”—and her voice broke somewhat—“such is the woman’s lot, since men like you ever love the bare sword best of all, nor should I think well of you were it otherwise. Yet, cousins, I know not why”—and she shivered a little—“it comes into my heart that Heaven often answers such prayers swiftly. Oh, Wulf! your sword looked very red in the sunlight but now: I say that it looked very red in the sunlight. I am afraid—of I know not what. Well, we must be going, for we have nine miles to ride, and the dark is not so far away. But first, my cousins, come with me into this shrine, and let us pray St. Peter and St. Chad to guard us on our journey home.”

“Our journey?” said Wulf anxiously. “What is there for you to fear in a nine-mile ride along the shores of the Blackwater?”

“I said our journey home Wulf; and home is not in the hall at Steeple, but yonder,” and she pointed to the quiet, brooding sky.

“Well answered,” said Godwin, “in this ancient place, whence so many have journeyed home; all the Romans who are dead, when it was their fortress, and the Saxons who came after them, and others without count.”

Then they turned and entered the old church—one of the first that ever was in Britain, rough-built of Roman stone by the very hands of Chad, the Saxon saint, more than five hundred years before their day. Here they knelt a while at the rude altar and prayed, each of them in his or her own fashion, then crossed themselves, and rose to seek their horses, which were tied in the shed hard by.

Now there were two roads, or rather tracks, back to the Hall at Steeple—one a mile or so inland, that ran through the village of Bradwell, and the other, the shorter way, along the edge of the Saltings to the narrow water known as Death Creek, at the head of which the traveller to Steeple must strike inland, leaving the Priory of Stangate on his right. It was this latter path they chose, since at low tide the going there is good for horses—which, even in the summer, that of the inland track was not. Also they wished to be at home by supper-time, lest the old knight, Sir Andrew D’Arcy, the father of Rosamund and the uncle of the orphan brethren, should grow anxious, and perhaps come out to seek them.

For the half of an hour or more they rode along the edge of the Saltings, for the most part in silence that was broken only by the cry of curlew and the lap of the turning tide. No human being did they see, indeed, for this place was very desolate and unvisited, save now and again by fishermen. At length, just as the sun began to sink, they approached the shore of Death Creek—a sheet of tidal water which ran a mile or more inland, growing ever narrower, but was here some three hundred yards in breadth. They were well mounted, all three of them. Indeed, Rosamund’s horse, a great grey, her father’s gift to her, was famous in that country-side for its swiftness and power, also because it was so docile that a child could ride it; while those of the brethren were heavy-built but well-trained war steeds, taught to stand where they were left, and to charge when they were urged, without fear of shouting men or flashing steel.

Now the ground lay thus. Some seventy yards from the shore of Death Creek and parallel to it, a tongue of land, covered with scrub and a few oaks, ran down into the Saltings, its point ending on their path, beyond which were a swamp and the broad river. Between this tongue and the shore of the creek the track wended its way to the uplands. It was an ancient track; indeed the reason of its existence was that here the Romans or some other long dead hands had built a narrow mole or quay of rough stone, forty or fifty yards in length, out into the water of the creek, doubtless to serve as a convenience for fisher boats, which could lie alongside of it even at low tide. This mole had been much destroyed by centuries of washing, so that the end of it lay below water, although the landward part was still almost sound and level.

Coming over the little rise at the top of the wooded tongue, the quick eyes of Wulf, who rode first—for here the path along the border of the swamp was so narrow that they must go in single file—caught sight of a large, empty boat moored to an iron ring set in the wall of the mole.

“Your fishermen have landed, Rosamund,” he said, “and doubtless gone up to Bradwell.”

“That is strange,” she answered anxiously, “since here no fishermen ever come.” And she checked her horse as though to turn.

“Whether they come or not, certainly they have gone,” said Godwin, craning forward to look about him; “so, as we have nothing to fear from an empty boat, let us push on.”

On they rode accordingly, until they came to the root of the stone quay or pier, when a sound behind them caused them to look back. Then they saw a sight that sent the blood to their hearts, for there behind them, leaping down one by one on to that narrow footway, were men armed with naked swords, six or eight of them, all of whom, they noted, had strips of linen pierced with eyelet holes tied beneath their helms or leather caps, so as to conceal their faces.

“A snare! a snare!” cried Wulf, drawing his sword. “Swift! follow me up the Bradwell path!” and he struck the spurs into his horse. It bounded forward, to be dragged next second with all the weight of his powerful arm almost to its haunches. “God’s mercy!” he cried, “there are more of them!” And more there were, for another band of men armed and linen-hooded like the first, had leapt down on to that Bradwell path, amongst them a stout man, who seemed to be unarmed, except for a long, crooked knife at his girdle and a coat of ringed mail, which showed through the opening of his loose tunic.

“To the boat!” shouted Godwin, whereat the stout man laughed—a light, penetrating laugh, which even then all three of them heard and noted.

Along the quay they rode, since there was nowhere else that they could go, with both paths barred, and swamp and water on one side of them, and a steep, wooded bank upon the other. When they reached it, they found why the man had laughed, for the boat was made fast with a strong chain that could not be cut; more, her sail and oars were gone.

“Get into it,” mocked a voice; “or, at least, let the lady get in; it will save us the trouble of carrying her there.”

Now Rosamund turned very pale, while the face of Wulf went red and white, and he gripped his sword-hilt. But Godwin, calm as ever, rode forward a few paces, and said quietly:

“Of your courtesy, say what you need of us. If it be money, we have none—nothing but our arms and horses, which I think may cost you dear.”

Now the man with the crooked knife advanced a little, accompanied by another man, a tall, supple-looking knave, into whose ear he whispered.

“My master says,” answered the tall man, “that you have with you that which is of more value than all the king’s gold—a very fair lady, of whom someone has urgent need. Give her up now, and go your way with your arms and horses, for you are gallant young men, whose blood we do not wish to shed.”

At this it was the turn of the brethren to laugh, which both of them did together.

“Give her up,” answered Godwin, “and go our ways dishonoured? Aye, with our breath, but not before. Who then has such urgent need of the lady Rosamund?”

Again there was whispering between the pair.

“My master says,” was the answer, “he thinks that all who see her will have need of her, since such loveliness is rare. But if you wish a name, well, one comes into his mind; the name of the knight Lozelle.”

“The knight Lozelle!” murmured Rosamund, turning even paler than before, as well she might. For this Lozelle was a powerful man and Essex-born. He owned ships of whose doings upon the seas and in the East evil tales were told, and once had sought Rosamund’s hand in marriage, but being rejected, uttered threats for which Godwin, as the elder of the twins, had fought and wounded him. Then he vanished—none knew where.

“Is Sir Hugh Lozelle here then?” asked Godwin, “masked like you common cowards? If so, I desire to meet him, to finish the work I began in the snow last Christmas twelvemonths.”

“Find that out if you can,” answered the tall man. But Wulf said, speaking low between his clenched teeth:

“Brother, I see but one chance. We must place Rosamund between us and charge them.”

The captain of the band seemed to read their thoughts, for again he whispered into the ear of his companion, who called out:

“My master says that if you try to charge, you will be fools, since we shall stab and ham-string your horses, which are too good to waste, and take you quite easily as you fall. Come then, yield, as you can do without shame, seeing there is no escape, and that two men, however brave, cannot stand against a crowd. He gives you one minute to surrender.”

Now Rosamund spoke for the first time.

“My cousins,” she said, “I pray you not to let me fall living into the hands of Sir Hugh Lozelle, or of yonder men, to be taken to what fate I know not. Let Godwin kill me, then, to save my honour, as but now he said he would to save my soul, and strive to cut your way through, and live to avenge me.”

The brethren made no answer, only they looked at the water and then at one another, and nodded. It was Godwin who spoke again, for now that it had come to this struggle for life and their lady, Wulf, whose tongue was commonly so ready, had grown strangely silent, and fierce-faced also.

“Listen, Rosamund, and do not turn your eyes,” said Godwin. “There is but one chance for you, and, poor as it is, you must choose between it and capture, since we cannot kill you. The grey horse you ride is strong and true. Turn him now, and spur into the water of Death Creek and swim it. It is broad, but the incoming tide will help you, and perchance you will not drown.”

Rosamund listened and moved her head backwards towards the boat. Then Wulf spoke—few words and sharp: “Begone, girl! we guard the boat.”

She heard, and her dark eyes filled with tears, and her stately head sank for a moment almost to her horse’s mane.

“Oh, my knights! my knights! And would you die for me? Well, if God wills it, so it must be. But I swear that if you die, that no man shall be aught to me who have your memory, and if you live—” And she looked at them confusedly, then stopped.

“Bless us, and begone,” said Godwin.

So she blessed them in words low and holy; then of a sudden wheeled round the great grey horse, and striking the spur into its flank, drove straight at the deep water. A moment the stallion hung, then from the low quay-end sprang out wide and clear. Deep it sank, but not for long, for presently its rider’s head rose above the water, and regaining the saddle, from which she had floated, Rosamund sat firm and headed the horse straight for the distant bank. Now a shout of wonderment went up from the woman thieves, for this was a deed that they had never thought a girl would dare. But the brethren laughed as they saw that the grey swam well, and, leaping from their saddles, ran forward a few paces—eight or ten—along the mole to where it was narrowest, as they went tearing the cloaks from their shoulders, and, since they had none, throwing them over their left arms to serve as bucklers.

The band cursed sullenly, only their captain gave an order to his spokesman, who cried aloud:

“Cut them down, and to the boat! We shall take her before she reaches shore or drowns.”

For a moment they wavered, for the tall twin warriors who barred the way had eyes that told of wounds and death. Then with a rush they came, scrambling over the rough stones. But here the causeway was so narrow that while their strength lasted, two men were as good as twenty, nor, because of the mud and water, could they be got at from either side. So after all it was but two to two, and the brethren were the better two. Their long swords flashed and smote, and when Wulf’s was lifted again, once more it shone red as it had been when he tossed it high in the sunlight, and a man fell with a heavy splash into the waters of the creek, and wallowed there till he died. Godwin’s foe was down also, and, as it seemed, sped.

Then, at a muttered word, not waiting to be attacked by others, the brethren sprang forward. The huddled mob in front of them saw them come, and shrank back, but before they had gone a yard, the swords were at work behind. They swore strange oaths, they caught their feet among the rocks, and rolled upon their faces. In their confusion three of them were pushed into the water, where two sank in the mud and were drowned, the third only dragging himself ashore, while the rest made good their escape from the causeway. But two had been cut down, and three had fallen, for whom there was no escape. They strove to rise and fight, but the linen masks flapped about their eyes, so that their blows went wide, while the long swords of the brothers smote and smote again upon their helms and harness as the hammers of smiths smite upon an anvil, until they rolled over silent and stirless.

“Back!” said Godwin; “for here the road is wide; and they will get behind us.”

So back they moved slowly, with their faces to the foe, stopping just in front of the first man whom Godwin had seemed to kill, and who lay face upwards with arms outstretched.

“So far we have done well,” said Wulf, with a short laugh. “Are you hurt?”

“Nay,” answered his brother, “but do not boast till the battle is over, for many are left and they will come on thus no more. Pray God they have no spears or bows.”

Then he turned and looked behind him, and there, far from the shore now, swam the grey horse steadily, and there upon its back sat Rosamund. Yes, and she had seen, since the horse must swim somewhat sideways with the tide, for look, she took the kerchief from her throat and waved it to them. Then the brethren knew that she was proud of their great deeds, and thanked the saints that they had lived to do even so much as this for her dear sake.

Godwin was right. Although their leader commanded them in a stern voice, the band sank from the reach of those awful swords, and, instead, sought for stones to hurl at them. But here lay more mud than pebbles, and the rocks of which the causeway was built were too heavy for them to lift, so that they found but few, which when thrown either missed the brethren or did them little hurt. Now, after some while, the man called “master” spoke through his lieutenant, and certain of them ran into the thorn thicket, and thence appeared again bearing the long oars of the boat.

“Their counsel is to batter us down with the oars. What shall we do now, brother?” asked Godwin.

“What we can,” answered Wulf. “It matters little if Rosamund is spared by the waters, for they will scarcely take her now, who must loose the boat and man it after we are dead.”

As he spoke Wulf heard a sound behind him, and of a sudden Godwin threw up his arms and sank to his knees. Round he sprang, and there upon his feet stood that man whom they had thought dead, and in his hand a bloody sword. At him leapt Wulf, and so fierce were the blows he smote that the first severed his sword arm and the second shore through cloak and mail deep into the thief’s side; so that this time he fell, never to stir again. Then he looked at his brother and saw that the blood was running down his face and blinding him.

“Save yourself, Wulf, for I am sped,” murmured Godwin.

“Nay, or you could not speak.” And he cast his arm round him and kissed him on the brow.

Then a thought came into his mind, and lifting Godwin as though he were a child, he ran back to where the horses stood, and heaved him onto the saddle.

“Hold fast!” he cried, “by mane and pommel. Keep your mind, and hold fast, and I will save you yet.”

Passing the reins over his left arm, Wulf leapt upon the back of his own horse, and turned it. Ten seconds more, and the pirates, who were gathering with the oars where the paths joined at the root of the causeway, saw the two great horses thundering down upon them. On one a sore wounded man, his bright hair dabbled with blood, his hands gripping mane and saddle, and on the other the warrior Wulf, with starting eyes and a face like the face of a flame, shaking his red sword, and for the second time that day shouting aloud: “A D’Arcy! a D’Arcy! Contre D’Arcy, contre Mort!”

They saw, they shouted, they massed themselves together and held up the oars to meet them. But Wulf spurred fiercely, and, short as was the way, the heavy horses, trained to tourney, gathered their speed. Now they were on them. The oars were swept aside like reeds; all round them flashed the swords, and Wulf felt that he was hurt, he knew not where. But his sword flashed also, one blow—there was no time for more—yet the man beneath it sank like an empty sack.

By St. Peter! They were through, and Godwin still swayed upon the saddle, and yonder, nearing the further shore, the grey horse with its burden still battled in the tide. They were through! they were through! while to Wulf’s eyes the air swam red, and the earth seemed as though it rose up to meet them, and everywhere was flaming fire.

But the shouts had died away behind them, and the only sound was the sound of the galloping of their horses’ hoofs. Then that also grew faint and died away, and silence and darkness fell upon the mind of Wulf.
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Godwin dreamed that he was dead, and that beneath him floated the world, a glowing ball, while he was borne to and fro through the blackness, stretched upon a couch of ebony. There were bright watchers by his couch also, watchers twain, and he knew them for his guardian angels[5], given him at birth. Moreover, now and again presences would come and question the watchers who sat at his head and foot. One asked:

“Has this soul sinned?” And the angel at his head answered:

“It has sinned.”

Again the voice asked: “Did it die shriven[6] of its sins?”

The angel answered: “It died unshriven, red sword aloft, fighting a good fight.”

“Fighting for the Cross of Christ?”

“Nay; fighting for a woman.”

“Alas! poor soul, sinful and unshriven, who died fighting for a woman’s love. How shall such a one find mercy?” wailed the questioning voice, growing ever fainter, till it was lost far, far away.

Now came another visitor. It was his father—the warrior sire whom he had never seen, who fell in Syria. Godwin knew him well, for the face was the face carven on the tomb in Stangate church, and he wore the blood-red cross upon his mail, and the D’Arcy Death’s-head[7] was on his shield, and in his hand shone a naked sword.

“Is this the soul of my son?” he asked of the whiterobed watchers. “If so, how died he?”

Then the angel at his foot answered: “He died, red sword aloft, fighting a good fight.[2q]”

“Fighting for the Cross of Christ?”

“Nay; fighting for a woman.”

“Fighting for a woman’s love who should have fallen in the Holy War? Alas! poor son; alas! poor son! Alas! that we must part again forever!” and his voice, too, passed away.

Lo! a Glory advanced through the blackness, and the angels at head and foot stood up and saluted with their flaming spears.

“How died this child of God?” asked a voice, speaking out of the Glory, a low and awful voice.

“He died by the sword,” answered the angel.

“By the sword of the children of the enemy, fighting in the war of Heaven?”

Then the angels were silent.

“What has Heaven to do with him, if he fought not for Heaven?” asked the voice again.

“Let him be spared,” pleaded the guardians, “who was young and brave, and knew not. Send him back to earth, there to retrieve his sins and be our charge once more.”

“So be it,” said the voice. “Knight, live on, but live as a knight of Heaven if thou wouldst win Heaven.”

“Must he then put the woman from him?” asked the angels.

“It was not said,” answered the voice speaking from the Glory. And all that wild vision vanished.

Then a space of oblivion, and Godwin awoke to hear other voices around him, voices human, well-beloved, remembered; and to see a face bending over him—a face most human, most well-beloved, most remembered—that of his cousin Rosamund. He babbled some questions, but they brought him food, and told him to sleep, so he slept. Thus it went on, waking and sleep, sleep and waking, till at length one morning he woke up truly in the little room that opened out of the solar or sitting place of the Hall of Steeple, where he and Wulf had slept since their uncle took them to his home as infants. More, on the trestle bed opposite to him, his leg and arm bandaged, and a crutch by his side, sat Wulf himself, somewhat paler and thinner than of yore, but the same jovial, careless, yet at times fierce-faced Wulf.

“Do I still dream, my brother, or is it you indeed?”

A happy smile spread upon the face of Wulf, for now he knew that Godwin was himself again.

“Me sure enough,” he answered. “Dream-folk don’t have lame legs; they are the gifts of swords and men.”

“And Rosamund? What of Rosamund? Did the grey horse swim the creek, and how came we here? Tell me quick—I faint for news!”

“She shall tell you herself.” And hobbling to the curtained door, he called, “Rosamund, my—nay, our—cousin Rosamund, Godwin is himself again. Hear you, Godwin is himself again, and would speak with you!”

There was a swift rustle of robes and a sound of quick feet among the rushes that strewed the floor, and then—Rosamund herself, lovely as ever, but all her stateliness forgot in joy. She saw him, the gaunt Godwin sitting up upon the pallet, his grey eyes shining in the white and sunken face. For Godwin’s eyes were grey, while Wulf’s were blue, the only difference between them which a stranger would note, although in truth Wulf’s lips were fuller than Godwin’s, and his chin more marked; also he was a larger man. She saw him, and with a little cry of delight ran and cast her arms about him, and kissed him on the brow.

“Be careful,” said Wulf roughly, turning his head aside, “or, Rosamund, you will loose the bandages, and bring his trouble back again; he has had enough of blood-letting.”

“Then I will kiss him on the hand—the hand that saved me,” she said, and did so. More, she pressed that poor, pale hand against her heart.

“Mine had something to do with that business also but I don’t remember that you kissed it, Rosamund. Well, I will kiss him too, and oh! God be praised, and the holy Virgin, and the holy Peter, and the holy Chad, and all the other holy dead folk whose names I can’t recall, who between them, with the help of Rosamund here, and the prayers of the Prior John and brethren at Stangate, and of Matthew, the village priest, have given you back to us, my brother, my most beloved brother.” And he hopped to the bedside, and throwing his long, sinewy arms about Godwin embraced him again and again.

“Be careful,” said Rosamund drily, “or, Wulf, you will disturb the bandages, and he has had enough of blood-letting.”

Then before he could answer, which he seemed minded to do, there came the sound of a slow step, and swinging the curtain aside, a tall and noble-looking knight entered the little place. The man was old, but looked older than he was, for sorrow and sickness had wasted him. His snow-white hair hung upon his shoulders, his face was pale, and his features were pinched but finely-chiselled, and notwithstanding the difference of their years, wonderfully like to those of the daughter Rosamund. For this was her father, the famous lord, Sir Andrew D’Arcy.

Rosamund turned and bent the knee to him with a strange and Eastern grace, while Wulf bowed his head, and Godwin, since his neck was too stiff to stir, held up his hand in greeting. The old man looked at him, and there was pride in his eye.

“So you will live after all, my nephew,” he said, “and for that I thank the giver of life and death, since by God, you are a gallant man—a worthy child of the bloods of the Norman D’Arcy and of Uluin the Saxon. Yes, one of the best of them.”

“Speak not so, my uncle,” said Godwin; “or at least, here is a worthier,”—and he patted the hand of Wulf with his lean fingers. “It

































































Chapter Three: The Knighting of the Brethren
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