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PREFACE

Wrritin sigpt of an bouglesh port, and awethin kail of English
ships as they pass on fo vur empire tn the Feudy there is a land
where the ways of life are the same to-day as they were a thou-
sand years age. « lamd wheran government fs ofpression,
whererse law 15 fuanny, wheretin gustice 55 dought and sold,
sficrern i s @ fervor to be rrck wnd a danger o be poor, whercin
wewr may st be the steve of man, and woman 15 wo wove than
a creafure of fust—a reproach to Lurope, a disgrace fo the
cenlury, an oulrage on kumanily, & bitght on veligion!  That
land is Morvcew !

Thiz #2 a stovy of Aloroceo in the last years of the Sultan
Abd er-Rakman. The asies of that yvant are cold, and /lus
grandson sufs in us place; dut wmen who carned ks displeasire
limger yet in ks sicisome dungeons, amt women who won his
enibraces are siarving of hiy hour in the prison-palaces in
which ke mmured them. I vergn 15 a story of yesterduay ;e
iy gowr, fe & forgelion; no wan so week and none so mean but
ke might spit upon his lomb.  Yel the evil work wihich he did
in kis ewil time is done lo-day, if not by his prandson, ten in
Aars grandson's name—1the degradatton of man's honaur, the cruel
wrong of womarn's, the shawwe of base usury, and the infquity of
Justiee that may de boughi ! Qf such corvupition this story will
bty for £t is a tale of tyranuy that is cvcry duy repealed, a voice
of suffering polng up howrly o the powers of the world, caliing
on them fo forget the secrel Ropes and poily jealousies whereof
Morocco is a cause, fo think no more of any scramble for terei-
lory when the jated day of that deomed land has come, and only
to Yook fo it and see that he who fills the throne of Abd er-
Rakman shall be the last fo sit there.

Vet £t 15 fhe grandcur of human naturé that when i ix
trodden down it watls for no decree of nations, but finds its oun
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X PREFACE

solace amid the baffled struggle against inimical power in the
hopes of an exaltedfaith.  That cry of the soul to be lifted out
ofthe bondage of the narrow circle of life, which carries up to
God the protest and yearning of suffering man, never finds a
more sublime expression than where humanity is oppressed and
religion is corrupt. On the one hand, the hard experience of
daily existence; on the other hand, the soul crying out that the
things of this world are not the true realities. Savage vices
make savage virtues. God and man are brought face to face.

In the heart of Morocco there is one man who lives a life
that is like a hymn, appealing to God against tyranny and
corruption and shame.  This great +oul is the leader of a vast
following, winch has come to himfrom every scoured and beaten
corner of the /and. His voice resounds throughout Baibary,
and wheresoever men are broken they go to him, and whereso-
ever women arefallen and wrecked they seek the mercy and the
shelter of hisface. lie is poor, and has nothing to give them
save one thing only, but that is the best thing of all—it is
hope. Not hope in hfe, but hope in death, the sublime hope
whose radiance is always around him.  Man that veils hisface
before tlic mysteries of tlie hereafter, and science that reckons the
laws of nature and ignores the power of God, have no place
with the Alahdi. The unseen is his certainty; the miracle is
all in all to him; he throngs the air with marvels, God speaks
to him in dreams when he sleeps, and warns and directs him
by signs when heis awake.

With this man, so singular a mixture of the haughty chief
and thejoyous Chl|d there is another, a woman, hiswife. She
is beautiful with a beauty rarelyseen in other women, and her
senses are subtle beyond the wonder s of enchantment. Together
these two, with their ragged fellowship of the poor behind
them, havingno homes and no possessions, pass from place to
place, unharmed and unhindered, through that land of intoler-
ance and iniquity, being protected and reverenced by virtue of
the superstition which accepts themfor Saints.  Who are they?
What have they been?



The Scapegoat

CHAPTER 1.
ISRAEL BEN OLIEL.

ISRAEL was the son of a Jewish banker a Tangier. His
mother was the daughter of a banker in London. The
father's name was Oliel; the mother'swas Sara Olid had
held business connections with the house of Sards father,
and he came over to England that he might have a per
sonal meeting with his correspondent  The English banker
lived over his office, near Holbom-iJars, and Oliel met with
his family. It consisted of one daughter by p first wife,
long dead, and three sons by a second wife, still living.
They were not atogether a happy household, and the chief
apparent cause of discord was the child of the first wife in
the home of the second.  Olid was a man of quick per-
ception, and he saw the difficulty. That was how it came
about that he was married to Sara. When he returned to
Morocco he was some thousand pounds richer than when
he left it, and he had a cgpable and personable wife into
his bargain.

Olid was a sdf-centred and slent man, absorbed in
getting and spending, aways taking care to have much of
the one, and no more than he could help of the other.
Sarawas anervous and senditive little woman, hungering for
Communion and for sympathy. Shegot little of either from

"



12 THE SCAPEGOAT.

her husband, and grew to be as silent as

the people of the country of her adoption, whether Jews
or Moors, she made no headway. She never even learnt
their language.

Two years passed, and the a child was born to her.
This was Igrael, and for many a year thereafter he was ail
the world to the lonely woman. His coming made no
apparent difference to his father, He grew to DC atall and
comely boy, quick and bright, and inclined to be of a sweet
and cheerful disposition. But the school of his upbringing
was a hard one. A Jewish child in Morocco might know
from his cradle that he was not born a Moor and a
Mohammedan.

When the boy was eight years o* his father married a
second wife, his first wife being dtill aive. This was
lawful, though unusua in Tangier. The new marriage,
which was only another business transaction to Oliel, was
a shock and aterror to Sara.  Nevertheless, she supported
its penalties through three weary years, sinking visibly
under them day after day. By that time a second family
had begun to share her husband's house, the rivalry of the
mothers had threatened to extend to the children, the
domesticity of home was destroyed, and its harmony was
no longer posshle. Then she left Oliel, and fled back to
England, taking Israel with her.

Her father was dead, and the welcome she got of her
half-brothers was not warm. They had no sympathy with
her rebellion against her husband's second marriage. If
she had married into a foreign country, she should abide
by the ways of it. Sara was heartbroken. Hei health had
long been poor, and now it failed her utterly. In less than
a month she died. On her deathbed she committed her
boy to the caie of her brothers, and implored them not to
send him back to Morocco.

Fur years thereafter Isradl's life m London was a stem
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one. If he had no longer to submit to the open contempt
of the Moors, the kicks and insults of the streets, he had
to learn how bitter is the bread that oneis forced to eat at
another'stable. When he should have been still a school
he was st to some menial occupation in the bank at Hoi-
born Bars, and when he ought to have risen at his desk he
was required to teach the sons of prosperous men the way
to go above him. Life was playing an evil game with him,
and, though he won, it must be at a bitter price.

Thus twelve years went by, and Israel, now three-and-
twenty, was a tall, silent, very sedate young man, clear-
headed on all subjects, and a master of figures. Never
once during that time had his father written to him, or
otherwise recognised his existence, though knowing of his
whereabouts from the first by the zedous importunities of
his uncles. Then one day a letter came written in distant
tone and formal manner, announcing that the writer had
been some time confined to his bed, and did not ex-
pect to leave it; that the children of his second wife had
diedin infancy ; that he was aone, and had no one of his
own flesh and blood to look to his business, which was
therefoiein the handsof strangers, wl.o robbed him; and
finaly, that if Israel felt any duty towards his father, or,
failing that, if he had any wish to consult his own interest,
hewould lose no time in leaving England for Morocco.

Israel read the letter without a throb of filia affection;
but, nevertheless, he concluded to obey its summons. A
fortnight later he landed a Tangier, He had come too
late. His father had died the day before. The weather
was stormy, and the surf on the shore wag heavy, and thus
it chanced that, even while the crazy old packet on which
he sdled lay al day beating about the bay, in fear of being
dashed on to the ruins of the mole his father's body wes
being buried in the little Jewish cemetery outside the eastern
walls, and his cousins, and cousins' cousins, to the fifth
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degree, without loss of time or waste of sentiment, were
busily dividing his inheritance among them.

Next day, as his fathers heir, he clamed from the
Moorish court the restitution of his father's subststace.  But
his cousins made the Kddi, the judge, a present of a
hundred dollars, and he was declared to be an impostor,
who could not establish his identity. Producing his father's
letter which had summoned him from London, he appeded
from the Kddi to the Adam;!, men wise in the law, who
acted as referees in disputed cases; but it was decided
that as a Jew he had no right in Mohammedan law to offer
evidence in a civil court. He lad his case before the
British Consul, but was found to have no claim to English
intervention, being a subject of the Sultan both by birth
and parentage. Meantime, his dispute with his cousins
was set at rest for ever by the Governor of the town, who,
concluding that his father had left neither will nor heirs,
confiscated everything he had possessed to the public
treasury—that is to say, to the Raid's own uses.

Thus he found himself without standing ground in
Morocco, whether as a Jew, a Moor, or an Englishman, a
stranger in his father's country, and openly branded as a cheat.
That he did not return to England promptly was because he
was aready a man of indomitable spirit. Besides that, the
treatment he was having now was but of a piece with what he
hed received at al times. Nothing had availed to crush him,
even as nothing ever does avail to crush a man of character.
But the obstacles and torments which make no impression on
the mind of a strong man often make a very sensible im-
presson on his heart; the mind triumphs, it is the heart that
suffers; the mind strengthens and expands after every beset-
ting plague of life, but the heart withers and wears away.

So far from flying from Morocco when things conspired
together to beat him down, Israel looked about with an
equal mind for the means of settling there.
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And the people felt the strong hand that was on them,
and they cursed it

"Ya Allah! Allah!" the Moors would cry. "Who is
this Jew—this son of the English—that he should be made
our master?"

They muttered at him in the streets, they scowled upon
him, and at Kngth they insulted him openly. Since his
return from England he had resumed the dress of his race
in his country—the long dark gabardine or kaftan, with a
scarf for girdle, the black dlippers, and the black skull-cap.
And, going one day by the Grand Mosque, a group of the
beggars, who lay always by the gate, called on him to un-
cover his feet.

"Jew! Dog!" they cried, "there is no god but God!
Curses on your relations! Off with your dlippers!"

He paid no heed to their commands, but made straight
onward. Then one blenr-eyed and scab-faced cripple
scrambled up and struck off his cgp with a crutch. He
picked it up again without a look or a word, and strode
away. But next morning, at early prayers, there was a
place empty a the door of the mosque. Its accustomed
occupant lay in the prison at the Kashah.

And if the Muslimeen Vated Israel for what he was doing
for their Governor, the Jews hated him yet more because it
was being done for a Moor.

" He has sold himself to our enemy," they sad, " agains
the welfare of his own nation.”

At the synagogue they ignored him, and in taking the
votes of their people they counted others and passed him
by. He showed no malice. Only his strong face twitched
at each fresh insult, and his head was held higher. Only
this, and one other Sgn of suffering in that secret place of
bis withering heart, which God's eye adone could s

Thus far he had done no more to Moor and Jew than
exact that tenth part of their substance which the faiths of
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His opportunity came early. The Governor, either by
qualm of conscience or further freak of selfishness, got him
the place of head of the Oomdnk, the three Administrators
of Customs at Tangier. He held the post six months only,
to the complete satisfaction of the Kaid, but amid the
muttered discontent of the merchants and tradesmen.
Then the Governor of Tetuan, a bigger to n lying a long
day'sjourney to the east, hearing of Israel that as Ameen
of Tangier he had doubled the custom revenues in half a
year, invited him tofill an informal, unofficial, and irregular
position as assessor of tributes.

Now, it would be a long task to tell of the work which
Israel did in his new calling: how he regulated the market
dues, and appointed a Mut'hasseb, a clerk of the market,
to collect them—so many moozoonahs for every camel
sold, so mariv for every horse, mule, and ass, so many
floos for every fowl, and so many mctkals for the pur-
chase and sde of every slave; how he numbered the
houses and made lists of the trades, assessing their tribute
by the value of their businesses— so much for gun-rnaking,
so much for weaving, so much for tanning, and so on
through the line of thorn, great and small, good and bad,
even from the trades of the Jewish silversmiths and the
Moorish packsaddie-makers down to the callings of the
Arab water-carriers and the ninety public women.

All this he did by the strict law and letter of the Koran,
which entitled the Sultan to a tithe of al earnings whatso-
ever ; but it would not wrong the truth to say that he did
it also by the impulse of a sour and saddened heart. The
world had shown no mercy to him, and he need show no
mercy to the world. Why talk of pity? it was only a
name, an idea, a mocking thought. In the actua reckoning
of the ufe there was no such name as pity. Thus did Israel
justify himself in al his dedings, whatever ther severity
and tbs rigour wherewith they wrought
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both required that they should pay. But now his work
went further. A little group of old Jews, al held in honour
-among their people—Abraham Ghana, nicknamed Pigman,
son of a former rabbi; Judah ben Lolo, an elder of his
synagogue ; and Reuben Maliki, keeper of the poor-box—
were seized and cast into the Kasbah for gross and base
usury. I

At this the Jewish quarter was thrown into wild hubbub.
The hand that was on their people was a daring and terrible
one. None doubted whose hand it was—it was the hand
of young Israel the Jew.

When the three old usurers had bought themselves out of
the Kasbah, they put their heads together and said, " Let
us drive this fellow out of the Mellah, and so shall he be
driven out of the town." Then the owner of the house
which Israel rented for his lodging evicted him by a poor
excuse, and al other Jewish owners refused him as tenant.
But the conspiracy failed. By command of the Governor,
or by his influence, Israel was lodged by the Nadir, the ad-
ministrator of mosgue property, in one of the houses belong-
jng to the mosque on the Moorish side of the Mellah walls.
‘_'?» Seeing this, the usurers laid their heads together again
find sad, " Let us see that no man of our nation serve him,
and so shdl his life be a burden." Then the two Jews
who had been his servants deserted him, and when he
asked for Moors he was told that the faithful might not
obey the unbeliever; and when he would have sent for
negroes out of the Soudan he was warned that a Jew might
not hold a dave. But the conspiracy failed again. Two
black female daves from Soos named Fatimah and
Habeebah, were bought in the name of the Governor and
assigned to Isradl's service.

And when it was seen at length that nothing availed to
disturb Israd's material welfare, the three base usurers laid
their heads together yet again, that they might prey upon

B
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his superdtitious fears, and they said, " He is our enemy, but
heis a Jew: let the woman who is named the prophetess
put her curse upon him."  Then she who was so caled, one
Rebecca Bensabbot, deaf as a stone, wesk in her intellect,
seventy years of age, and living fifty years on the poor-box
which Reuben Maliki kept, crossed Isradl in the dreets
and cursed him as a son of Beelzebub, predicting that, even
as he had made the walls of the Kasbah to echo with the
groans of God's elect, so should his own spirit be broken
within them and his forehead humbled to the earth. He
stood while he heard her out, and his strong lip trembled
at her words; but he only smiled coldly, and passed on in
silence.

"The clouds are not hurt,” he thought, "by the bark of
dogs."

Thus did his brethren of Judah revile him, and thus did
they torture him; yet there was one among them who did
neither. This was the daughter of their Grand Rabbi,
David ben Ghana. Her name was Ruth. She was young,
and God had given her grace, and she was beautiful, and
many young Jewish men of Tetuan had vied with each
other in vain for her favour. Of Israel's duty she knew
little, save what report had said of it, that it was evil; and
of the acts which had made him an outcast among his own
people, and an Ishmael among the sons of Ishmael, she
could form no judgment. But what a woman's eyes might
e in him, without help of other knowledge, that she saw.

She had marked him in the synagogue, that his face
was noble and his manners gracious; that he was young,
but only as one who had been cheated of his youth and
had missed his early manhood; that when he was ignored
he ignored his insult, and when he was reviled he answered
not again; in a word, that he was silent and strong and
done, and, above all, that he was sad.

These were credentids enough to the true girl's favour,
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and Ilsad soon learnt that the house of the Rabbi was
open to him. There the lonely man first found himself.
The cold eyes of his little world had seen him only as his
father's son, but the light and warmth of the eyes of Ruth
saw him as the son of his mother dso.  The Rabbi himself
was old, very old—ninety years of age—and length of days
had taught him charity. And so it was that when, in due
time, Israel came with many excuses and asked for Ruth
in marriage, the Rabbi gave her to him.

The betrothal followed, but none save the notary and
his witnesses stood beside Israel when he crossed hands
over the handkerchief; and, when the marriage came in its
course, few stood beside the Chief Rabbi. Nevertheless,
al the Jews of the quarter and dl the Moors of Tetuan
were dive to wnat was happening, and on the night of the
marriage a great company of both peoples, though chiefly
of the rabble among them, gathered in front of the Rabhi's
house that they might hiss and jeer.

The Chacham heard them from where he sat under the
gars in his patio, and when at last the voice of Rebecca
the prophetess came to him above the tumult, crying, "Woe
to her that has married the enemy of her nation, and woe
to him that gave her against the hope of his people!l They
shall taste death. He shall see them fall from his side and
die" then the old man listened and trembled visibly. In
confusion and fierce anger he rose up and stumbled through
the crooked passage to the door, and flinging it wide, he
stood in the doorway facing them that stood without

"Peace! peacel" he cried, "and shame! shame! Re
member the doom of him that shall curse the high priest of
the Lord."

This he spoke in a voice that shook with wrath.  Then
suddenly, his voice failing him, he said in a broken whisper,
"My good people, what is this? Your servant is grown old
in your sarvice Sixty and odd years he has shared your
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sorrows and your burdens.  What has he done this day that
your women should lift up their voices against him ?"

But, in awe of his white head in the moonlight, the
rabble that stood in the darkness were silent #nd made
no answer. Then he staggered back, and Israel helped
him into his house, and Ruth did what she could to
compose him. But he was woefully shalCen, and that
night he died.

When the Rabhi's death became known in the morning,
the Jews whispered, " It is the first-fruits!" and the Moors
touched their foreheads and murmured, "It is written ™



CHAPTER 1.
THE BIRTH OF NAOML

ISRAEL paid no heed to Jew or Moor, but in due time he
st about the building of a house for himsdf and for Ruth,
that they might live in comfort many years together. In
the south-east corner of the Mellah he placed it, and he
built it partly in the Moorish and partly in the English
fashion, with an open court and corridors, marble pillars,
and a marble staircase, walls of small tilts, and ceilings of
ddactites, but dso with windows and with doors. And
when his house was raised he put no haities into it, and
spread no mattresses on the floors, but sent for tables and
chairs and couches out of England; and everything he did
in this wise cut him off the more from the people about
him, both Moors and Jews.

And being settled a lagt, and his own master in his own
dwelling, out of the power of his enemies to push him back
into the dreets, suddenly it occurred to him for the first
time tliat whereas the house he had built was a refuge for
himself, it was doomed to be little better than a prison
for hiswife. In marrying Ruth he had enlarged the circle
of his intimates by one faithful and loving soul, but in
marrying him she had reduced even her friends to that
number. Her father was dead; if she was the daughter
of a Chief Rabbi she was ds0 the wife of an outcast, the
companion of a parigh, and, save for him, she must be
for ever done.  Even their bondwomen dtill spoke aforeign
diaect, and commerce with them was mainly by signs,

rn
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Thinking of al this with some remorse, one idea fixed
itself on Israel's mind, one hope on his heart—that Ruth
might soon bear a child Then would her solitude be
broken by the dearest company that a woman might know
on earth. And, if he had wronged her, his child would
make amends.

Israel thought of this again and again. The delicious
hope pursued him. It was his secret, and he never gave
it peech. But time passed, and no child was born.  And
Ruth herself saw that she was barren, and she began to
cast down her head before her husband. Isradl's hope
was of longer life, but the jruth (fawned upon him at last.
Then, when he perceived that his wife was ashamed, a
great tenderness came over him.  He had been thinking of
her, that a child would bring her solace, and meanwhile
she had thought only of him, that a child would be his
pride. After that he never went abroad but he came home
with gories of women wailing a the cemetery over the
tombs of their babes, of men broken in heart for loss of
their sons, and of how they were best treated of God who
were given no children.

This served his big soul for atime to chedt it of its dis-
appointment, haf deceiving Ruth, and deceiving himself
entirely. But one day the woman Rebecca met him again
at the street-corner by his own house, and she lifted her
gaunt finger into his face, and cried, " Isradl ben Olid, the
judgment of the Lord is upon you, and will not suffer you
to raise up children to be a reproach and a curse among
your people!"

" Out upon you, woman |" cried lsrael, and amost in
the first delirium of his pain he had lifted his hand to strike
her. Her other predictions had passed him by, but this
one had smitten him.  He went home and shut himself in
his room, and throughout that day he let no one come near
to him.
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Israd knew his own heart at last. At his wife's barren-
ness he was now angry with the anger of a proud man
whose pride had been abased. What was the worth of it,
after al, that he had conquered the fate that had first
beaten him down? What did it come to that the world
was at his feet ? Heaven was above him, and the poorest
man in the | Tellah who was the father of a child might look
down on him with contempt.

That night deep, forsook his eyelids, and his mouth was
parched and his spirit bitter. And sometimes he reproached
himself with a thousand offences, and sometimes he searched
the Scriptures, that he might persuade himself that he had
walked blameless before the Lord in the ordinances and
commandments of God.

Meantime, Ruth, in her solitude, remembered that it was
now three years since she had been married to Isradl, and
that by the laws, both of their race and their country, a
woman who had been long bairen might straightway be
divorced by her husband.

Next morning a message of business came from the
Khalcefa, but Israel would not answer it. Then came an
order to him from the Governor, but still he paid no heed.
At length he heard a feeble knock at the door of his room.
It was Ruth, his wife, and he opened to her and she
entered.

"Send me away from you!" she cried. " Send me
away!"

" Not for the place of the Kaid, " he answered stoutly
" no, nor the throne of the Sultan ! "

At that she fell on his neck and kissed him, end they
ningled theix tears together. But he comforted her jit
length, and said, " Look up, my dearest ! look up! | am
aproud man among men, but it is even as the Lord may
ded with me. And which of us shall murmur against
God?"
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At that word Ruth lifted her head from his bosom, and
her eyes were full of a sudden thought.

"Then let us ak of the Lord," she whispered hotly,
"and surely He will hear our prayer."

"It is the voice of the Lord Himself!" cried Israel;
"and this day it shal be done! "

At the time of evening prayers Israel and! Ruth went up
hand in hand together to the synagogue, in a narrow lane
off the S6k el Foki. And Ruth knelt in her place in the
gallery close under the iron grating and the candles that
hung above it, and she prayed : " O Lord, have pity on this
Thy servant, and take away her reproach among women.
Give her grace in Thine eyes, O Lord, that her husband be
not ashamed. Grant her a child of Thy mercy, that his
eye may smile upon her. Yet not as she willeth, but as
Thou wiliest, O Lord, and Thy servant will be satisfied.”

But Israd stood long on the floor with his hand on his
heart and his eyes to the ground, and he cdled on God as
a debtor that will not be appased, saying: " How long
wilt Thou forget me, O Lord? My enemies triumph over
me and foretell Thy doom upon me. They st in the
lurking-places of the streets to deride me. Confound my
enemies, O Lord, and rebuke their counsds. Remember
Ruth, | beseech Thee, that she is patient and her heart is
humbled. Give her children of Thy servant, and her first-
born shal be sanctified unto Thee. Give her one child,
and it shal be Thine—if it is a son, to be a Rabbi in Thy
synagogues. Hear me, O Lord, and give heed to my cry,
for behold, | swear it before Thee. One child, but one
only one, son or daughter, and dl my desre is before
Thee. How long wilt Thou forget me, O Lord?"

The message of the Khaleefa which Israd had not
answered in his trouble was a request from the Shereef of
WazzEn that he should come without delay to that town to
count his rent-charges and assess his dues. This request
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the Governor had transformed into a command, for the
Shereef was a prince of Idam in his own country, and in
many provinces the believers paid him tribute. So in three
days time Israel was ready to set out on his journey, with
men and mules at his door, and camels packed with tents.

He was likely to be some months absent from Tetuan,
and it was impossible that Ruth should go with him.  They
had never been separated before, and Ruth's concern was
that they should be so long parted, but Israd's was a
deeper matter.

"Ruth,” he said when his time came, "l am going
away from you, but my enemies remain. They see evil
in al my doings, and in this act also they will find offence.
Promise me that if they make a mock at you for your
husband's sake you will not see them; if they taunt you
that you will not hear them; and if they ask anything
concerning me that you will answer them not at dl."

And Ruth promised him that if his enemies made a
mock at her she should be as one that was blind, if they
taunted her as one that was deaf, and if they questioned
her concerning her husband as one that was dumb. Then
they parted with many tears and embraces.

Israel was half a year absent in the town and province
of Wazzan, and, having finished the work which he came
to do, he was sent back to Tetuan loaded with presents
from the Shereef, and surrounded by soldiers and attendants,
who did not leave him until they had brought him to the
door of his own house.

And there, in her chamber, sat Ruth awaiting him, her
syes dim with tears of joy, her throat throbbing like the
throat of a bird, and great news on her tongue.

" Ligen,® she whispered; "1 have something to tell
you——"'

" Ah, | know it," he cried; " | know it dready. | seit
in your eyes'
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"Only listen,” she whispered again, while she toyed with
the neck of his kaftan, and coloured deeply, not daring to
look into his face.

Their prayer in the synagogue had been heard and the
child they had asked for was to come.

Israel was like a man beside himself with joy. He burst
in upon the message of his wife, and catight her to his
breast again and again, and kissed her. Long they stood
together so, while he told her of the chances which had
befallen him during his absence from her, and she told
him of her solitude of six long months, unbroken save for
the poor company of Fatimah and Habeebah, wherein she
had been blind and deaf and dumb to dl the world.

During the months thereafter until Ruth's time was full
Isragl sat with her constantly. He could scarce suffer
himself to leave her company. He covered her chamber
with fruits and flowers. There was no desire of her heart
but he fulfilled it. And they talked together lovingly of
how they would name the child when the time came to
name it. Israel concluded that if it was a son it should be
caled David, and Ruth decided that if it was a daughter it
should be called Naomi. And Ruth delighted to tell of how
when it was weaned she should take it up to the synagogue
and say, "O Lord: | am the woman that knelt before
Thee praying. For this child | prayed, and Thou hast
heard my prayer.” And Isragl told of how his son should
grow up to be a Rabbi to minister before God, and how in
those days it should come to pass that the children of his
father's enemies should crouch to him for a piece of silver
and a morsel of bread. Thus they built themselves castles
in the air for the future of the child that was to come.

Ruth's time came at last, and it was aso the time of the
Feast of the Passover, being in the month of Nisan. This
was a cause of joy to Igad, for he was eager to triumph
over his enemies face to face, and he could not wait eight
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other days for the Feast of the Circumcision. So he st a
supper fit for aking: the fore-leg of a sheep and the fore-
leg of an ox, the egg roasted in ashes, the balls of Charoseth,
the three Mitzvoth, and the wine. And by the time the
supper was ready the midwife had been summoned, and it
was the day of the night of the Seder.

Then lIsrael sent messengers round the Mellah to
summon his guests. Only his enemies he invited, his
bitterest foes, his unceasing revilers, and among them were
the three base usurers, Abraham Pigman, Judah ben Lolo,
and Reuben Maliki. "They cursed me" he thought, "and
| shall look on their confusion." His heart thirsted to
summon Rebecca Bensabbot dso, but well he knew that
her dainty masters would not st at meat with her.

And when the enemies were bidden, al of them excused
themselves and refused, saying it was the Feast of the
Passover, when no man should st save in his own house
and at hisown table But lsrael was not to be gainsaid.
He went out to them himself, and said, " Come, let bygones
be bygones. It is the feast of our nation. Let us eat and
drink together." So, partly by his importunity, but mainly
in their bewilderment, yet against al rule and custom, they
suffered themselves to go with him.

And when they were come into his house and were
seated about his table in the patio, and he had washed his
hands and taken the wine and blessed it, and passed it to
al, and they had drunk together, he could not keep back
histongue from taunting them.  Then when he had washed
again and dipped the celery in the vinegar, and they had
drunk of the wine once more, he taunted them afresh and
laughed. But nothing yet had they understood of his
meaning, and they looked into each other's faces and
asked, "What isit?"

"Wait! Only wait!" Isad answered "You shdl
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At that moment Ruth sent for him to her chamber, and
he went in to her.

"l am a sorrowful woman," she said. "Some evil is
about to befall—I know it, | feel it"

But he only rdlied her and laughed again, and prophesied
joy on the morrow. Then, returning to the patio, where
the passover cakes had been broken, he' caled for the
supper, and bade his guests to eat and drink as much as
their hearts desired.

They could do neither now, for the fear that possessed
them at sight of Isradl's frenzy. The three old iisurgs,
Abraham, Judah, and Reuben, rose to go, but Isradl cried,
" Stay! Stay, and see what is to come !" and under the
very force of his will they yielded and sat down again.

Sill Isragl drank and laughed and derided them. In
the wild tgrrent of his madness he called them by names
they knew and by names they did not know—Harpagon,
Shylock, Bildad, Elihu—and at every new name he laughed
again. And while he carried himsdf so in the outer court
the dave woman Fatimah came from the inner room with
word that the child was born.

At that Israel was like a man distraught. He legpt up
from the table and faced full upon his guests, and cried,
"Now you know what it is; and now you know why you
are bidden to this supper! You ae here to rgjoice with
me over my enemies! Drink! drink! Confusion to dl of
them !" And he lifted a winecup and drank himself.

They were abashed before him, and tried to edge out_of
the patio into the street; but he put his back to the passage
and faced them again.

"You will not drink?" he sad "Then listen to me."
He dashed the winecup out of his hand, and it broke into
fragments on the floor. His laughter was gone, his face
was aflame, and his voice rose to a shrill cry. " You fore-
told the doom of God upon me, you brought me low,
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made me ashamed : but behold how the Lord has lifted me
up! You set your women to prophesy that God would not
suffer me to raise up children to be a reproach and a curse
among my people; but God has this day given me a son
like the best of you. More than that—more than that—
my son shall yet sse——"

The dave woman was touching his aim. "It isadgirl,"
she said; "agirl!”

For a moment lsrael stammered and paused. Then
he cried, " No matter! She shall see your own children
fatherless, and with none to show them mercy! She shadll
seetheiniquity of their fathers remembered against them !
She shdl see them beg their bread, and seek it in desolate
placesl And now you cango! Go! go!"

He had stepped aside as he spoke, and with a sweep
of his arm he was driving them al out like sheep before
him, dumfounded and with their eyes in the dust, when
suddenly there was alow cry from the inner room.

It was Ruth calling for her husband. Israd wheglgh
about and went in to her hurriedly, and his enemies, by
one impulse of evil instinct, followed him and listened from
the threshold.

Ruth's face was a face of fear, and her lips moved, but
no voice came from them.

And lgradl said, " How is it with you, my deared, joy
of my joy and pride of my pride?"

Then Ruth lifted the babe from her bosom and sad,
"The Lord has counted my prayer to me as sin—Ilook,
see; the child is both dumb and blind!™

At that word Isragl's heart died within him, but he muttered
out of his dry throat, " No, no, never believe it!"

"True, true, it is true," she moaned; "the child has not
uttered a cry, and its eyelids have not blinked at the light."

" Never bdieve it, | say " Isad growled, and he lifted
Jthe babe in his arms to try it
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But when he held it to the fading light of the window
which opened upon the street where the woman cdled the
prophetess had cursed him, the eyes of the child did not
dose, neither did their pupils diminish. Tfyen his limbs
began to tremble, so that the midwife took the babe out of
his arms and laid it again on its mother's feasom.

And Ruth wept over it, saying, "Evenenif it were a son
never could it serve in the synagogue!  Never! Never!"

At that Isragl began to curse and to swear.  His enemies
had now pushed themselves into the chamber, and they
cried, "Peace ! Peace!” And old Judah ben Lolo, the
elder of the synagogue, grunted, and said, "Is it not
written that no one afflicted of God shall minister in His
temples?"

Israel stared around in silence into the faces about him,
first into the face of his wife, and then into the faces of his
enemies whom he had bidden. Then he fell to laughing
hideously and crying, " What matter ? Every monkey is
a gazelle to its mother!" But after that he staggered, his
knees gave way, he pitched half forward and half aside,
like a falling horse, and with a deep groan he fell with his
face to the floor.

The midwife and the dave lifted him up and moistened
his lips with water; but his enemies turned and left him,
muttering among themselves, "The Lord killeth and
maketh dive, He bringeth low and lifteth up, and into
the pit that the evil man diggeth for another He causeth
his foot to dip,"



CHAPTER I1I.
TUB CHILDHOOD OF NAOMI.

THROUGHOUT Tetuan and the country round about Israel
was now an object of contempt  God had declared against
him, God had brought him low, God Himself had filled
him with confusion. Then why should man show him
* mercy?

But if he was despised he was till powerful None dare

openly insult him. And, between their fear and their
scorn of him, the shifts of the rabble to give vent to their
contempt were often ludicrous enough. Thus, they would
cal their dogs and their asses by his name, and the dogs
would be the scabbiest in the dtreets, and the asses the
laziest in the markets.
" He would be caught in the crush of the traffic a& the
town gate or at the gate of the Mellah, and while he stood
asde to allow a line of pack-mules to pass he would hear
a voice from behind him crying huskily, "Accursed old
Israel!  Get on home to your mother I  Then, turning
quickly round, he would find that close a his hedls a negro
of most innocent countenance was cudgelling his donkey
by that tide.

He would go past the Saints Houses in the public ways,
and at the sound of his footstep the bleached and eyeess
lepers who sat under the white walls crying "Allah! Allah!
Allah!" would suddenly change their cry to "Arrah! Arrah!
Arrah!” "Goon! Goon! Goon!"

He would walk acrgss the Sok on Fridays, and hear

j
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shrieks and pedls of laughter, and see grinning faces with
gleaming white teeth turned in his direction, and he would
know that the story-tellers were mimicking his voice and
thejugglers imitating his gestures.

His prosperity counted for nothing against the open
brand of Gods displeasure. The veriest muckworm in
the market-place spat out at sight of him. Moor and Jew,
Arab and Berber—they al despised him 1

Nevertheless, the disaster which had befallen his house
had not crushed him. It had brought out every fibre of his
being, every muscle of his soul. He had quarrelled with
God by reason of it, and his quarrel with God had made
his quarrel with his fellow-man the fiercer.

There was just one man in the town who found no
offence in ether form of warfare. The more wicked the
one and the more outrageous the other, the better for this
person.

It was the Governor of Tetuan. His name was El Arby,
but he was known as Ben Aboo, the son of his father.
That father had been none other than the late Sultan.
Therefore Ben Aboo was a brother of Abd er-Rahman,
though by another mother, a negro dave. To be a Sultan's
brother in Morocco is not to be a Sultan's favourite, but
a possible aspirant to his throne. Nevertheless Ben Aboo
had been made a Kaid, a chief, in the Sultan's army, and
eventually a commander-in-chief of his cavary. In that
capacity he had led a raid for arrears of tribute on the Beni
Hasan, the Beni Idar, and the Wad Ras. These rebellious
tribes inhabit the country near to Tetuan, and hence Ben
Aboo's attention had been first directed to that town.
When he had returned from his expedition he offered the
Sultan fifteen thousand dollars for the place of its Basha
or Governor, and promised him thirty thousand dollars a
year as tribute. The Sultan took his money, and accepted
his promise. There was a Basha a Tetuan adready, but
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that wasatrifling difficulty. The good man was summoned
to the Sultan's presence, accused of appropriating the
Shereefian tributes, stripped of _aU he had, and cast into
prison.

That was how Ben Aboo had become Governor of
Tetuan, and the story of how Isragl had become his in-
formal Administrator of Affairs is no less curious. At first
Ben Aboo seemed likely to lose by his dubious transaction.
His new function was partly military and partly civil. He
was a valiant soldier—the black blood of his dave-mother
had counted for so much; but he was a bad administrator
—he could neither read nor write nor reckon figures. In
this dilemma his natural colleague would have been his
Khaleefa, his deputy, Ali bin Jillool, but because this man
had been the deputy of his predecessor dso, he could not
trust him. He had two other immediate subordinates, his
Commander of Artillery and his Commander of Infantry,
but neither of them could spel the letters of his name.
Then there was his Taeb**the Adel, his scribe the notary,
Hosain ben Hashem, styled Haj, because he had made the
pilgrimage to Mecca, but he was aso the Imdm, or head of
the Mosqgue, and the wily Ben Aboo foresaw the danger of
some day coming into collision with the religious sentiment
of his people. Finaly, there was the Kadi, Mohammed
ben Arby, but the judge was an official outside his jurisdic-
tion, and he wanted a man who should be under his hand.
That was the combination of circumstances whereby |srael
came to Tetuan. ‘ '

Isradl's first years in his strange office had satisfied his
master entirely. He had carried the Basha's sedl and acted
for him in dl affairs of money. The revenues had risen to
fifty thousand dollars, so that the Basha had twenty thousand
to the good. Then Ben Aboo's ambition began jo over-
ridedtgelf. He started an oil-mill, and wanted Israel to
sdect a hundred houses owned by rich men, that he might

cr
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compel each house to take ten kollahs of oil—an extravagant
quantity, at seven dollars for each kollah—an exorbitant
price. lsradl had refused. " It is not just," he had said.

Other expedientsfor enlarging his revenue Bpn Aboo had
suggested, but Isragl had steadfastly resisted al of them.
Sometimes the Governor had pretended fhat he had re-
ceived an order from the Sultan to impose a gross and
wicked tax, but Isradl's answer had been the same. " There
isno evil in theworld but injustice” he had sad "Do
Justice, and you do dl that God can ask or man expect"

For such opposition to the will of the Basha any other
person would have been cast into a damp dungeon at
night, and chained in the hot sun by day. Isragl was till
necessary. So Ben Aboo merely longed for the dawn of
that day whereon he should need him no more.

But since the disaster which had befalen Isragl's house
everything had undergone a change. It was now Isradl
himself who suggested dubious means of revenue. There
was no device of a crafty brain for turning the very air
itself into money—ransoms, promissory notes, and false
judgments—but Israd thought of it. Thus he persuaded
the Governor to send his small currency to the Jewish shops
to be changed into silver dollars at the rate of nine ducats
to the dollar, when a dollar was worth ten in currency.
And after certain of the shopkeepers, having changed fifty
thousand dallars at that rate, fled to the Sultan to complain,
Israel advised that their debtors should be caled together,
their debts purchased, and bonds drawn up and certified
for ten times the amounts of them. Thus a few were ban-
ished from their homes in fear of imprisonment, many were
orey harassed, and some were entirely ruined.

It was a drange pectacle. He whom the rabble gibed
at in the public stregts held the fate of every man of them
in his hand. Ther dogs and their asses might bear his
name, but their own lives and liberty must answer to it
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Igadl looked on a al with an equa mind, neither
flinching at his indignities nor glorying in his power. He
beheld the wreck of families without remorse, and heard
the wail of women and the cry of children without a qualm.
Neither did he delight in the sufferings of them that had
derided him. His evil impulse was a higher matter—
his faith in justice had been broken up. He had been
wrong. Therewas no such tiling as justice in the world,
and there could, therefore, be no such thing as injustice.
There was no thing but the blind swirl of chance, and
the wild scramble for life.  The man had quarrelled with
God.

But Israd's heart was not yet dead. There was one
place, where he who bore himself with such austerity
towards the world was a man of great tenderness. That
place was his own home. What he saw there was enough
to stir the fountains of his being—nay, to exhaust them,
and to send him abroad as a river-bed that is dry.

In that first hour of his abasement, after he had been
confounded before the enemies whom he had expected to
confound, Israel had thought of himself, but Ruth'sunselfish
heart had even then thought only of the baba

The child was born blind and dumb and ded At the
feast of life there was no place left for it So Ruth turned
her face from it to the wall, and called on God to take it

"Take it!" she cried—"take itl Make haste, O God,
make haste and take it i

But the child did not die It lived and grew strong
Ruth hersdf suckled it, and as she nourished it in her
bosom her heart yearned over it, and she forgot the prayer
she had prayed concerning it  So, little by little™ her spirit
returned to her, and day by day her soul deceived her, and
hour by hour an angel out of heaven seemed to come to
her aide and whisper, "Take heart of hope, O Ruthi God
does not afflict willingly.  Perhaps the child is not blind,
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perhaps it is not deaf, perhaps it is not dumb. Who shdll
yet say ? Wait and see !"

And, during the first few months of its life, Ruth could
see no difference in her child from the children of other
women. Sometimes she would kneel by its cradle and
gaze into the flower-cup of its eye, and thy eye was blue
and beautiful, and there was nothing to say that the little
cup was broken, and the little chamber dark. And some-
times she would look at the pretty shell of its ear, and the
ear was round and full as a shell on the shore, and nothing
told her that the voice of the sea was not heard in it, and
that all within was silence.

So Ruth cherished her hope in secret, and whispered her
heart and sad, " It iswell, al iswell with the child. She
will look upon my face and see it, and listen to my voice
and hear it, and her own little tongue will yet speak to me,
and make me very glad." And then an ineffable serenity
would spread over her face and transfigure it.

But when the time was come that a child's eyes, having
grown familiar with the light, should look on itslittle hands,
and stare at its little fingers, and clutch at its cradle, and
gaze about in a peaceful perplexity at everything, still the
eyes of Ruth's child did not open in seeing, but lay idle
and empty. And when the time was ripe that a child's
ears should hear from hour to hour the sweet babble of a
mother's love, and its tongue begin to give back the words
in lisping sounds, the ear of Ruth's child heard nothing,
and its tongue was mute.

Then Ruth's spirit sank, but still the angel out of heaven
seemed to come to her, and find her a thousand excuses,
and say, " Wait, Ruth; only wait, only a little longer.”

So Ruth held back her tears, and bent above her babe
again, and watched for its smile that should answer to her
amile, and listened for the prattle of itslittle lips.  But never
A sound as of speech seemed to break the silence between the
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words that trembled from her own tongue, and never once
across her baby's face passed the light of her tearful smile.

It was a pitiful thing to see her wasted pains, and most
pitiful of 711 for the pains she was at to concea them.
Thus, every day at midday she would carry hei little one
into the patio and watch if its eyes should blink in the
sunshine; but if Israel chanced to come upon her then,
she would drop her head and say, " How sweet the air is
to-day, and how pleasant to sit in the sun !"

" So it is" he would answer, " so it is”

Thus, too, when a bird was singing from the fig-tree that
grew in the court, she would catch up her child and carry
it dose, and watch if its ears should hear; but if Israel saw
her, she would laugh—a little shrill laugh like a cry—and
cover her face in confusion.

"How merry you are, sweetheart," he would say, and
then pass into the house.

For a time Isragl tried to humour her, seeming not to
seewhat he saw, and pretending not to hear what he heard.
But every day his heart bled at sight of her, and one day
he could bear up no longer, for his very soul had sickened,
and he cried, " Have done, Ruth !—for ijiercyi ske, have
done! The child is a soul in chains, and a spirit in prison.
Her eyes are darkness, like the tomb's, and her ears are
slence, like the grave's. Never will she smile to her
mother's smile, or answer to her father's speech. The first
sound she will hear will be the last tramp, and the first face
she will see will be the face of God."

At that, Ruth flung herself down and burst into a flood
of ters. The hope that she had cherished was dead.
Isadl could comfort her no longer. The fountain of his
owvn heat was dry. He drew a long breath, and went
away to his bad work at the Kasbah.

Thechildlived and thrived. They had cdled her Naomi,
as they had agreed to do before she was born, though no
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name she knew of herself, and a mockery it seemed to name
her. At four years of age she was a creature of the most
delicate beauty. Notwithstanding her Jewish parentage,
she was fair as the day and fresh as the dawn. ' And if her
eyes were darkness, there was light within her soul; and if
her ears were silence, there was music within her heart
She was brighter than the sun which she could not see, and
sweeter than the songs which she could not hear. She was
joyous asa bird in its narrow cage, and never did she fret
at the bars which bound her.  And, like the bird that sings
at midnight, her cheery soul sang in its darkness.

Only one sound seemed ever to come from her little lips,
and it was the sound of laughter. With this she lay down
to deep a night, and rose again in the morning. She
laughed as she combed her hair, and laughed again as she
came dancing out of her chamber at dawn.

She had only one sentinel on the outpost of her spirit,
and that was the sense of touch and feeling. With this she
seemed to know the day from the night, and when the sun
was shining and when the sky was dark. She knew her
mother, too, by the touch of her fingers, and her father by
the brushing of his beard. She knew the flowersthat grew
in the fields outside the gate of the town, and she would
gather them in her lap, as other children did, and bring
them home with her in her hands. She seemed amost to
know their colours dso, for the flowers which she would
twine in her hair were red, and the white were those which
she would lay on her bosom. And truly aflower she was
of hersdlf, whereto the wind alone could whisper, and only
the sun could speak aoud

Sweet and touching were the efforts she sometimes made
to cling to them that were about her. Thus her heart was
the heart of a child, and she knew no delight like to that
of playing with other children. But her father's house was
under a ban; no child of any neighbour in Tetuan was
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dlowed to cross its threshold, and, save for the children
whom she met in the fields when she waked there by her
mothers hand, no child did she ever meet

Ruth saw this, and then, for the first time, she became
conscious of the isolation in which she had lived since her
marriage with lsad. She hersdf had her husband for
companion and comrade, but her little Naomi was doubly
and trebly alone—first, alone as a child that istheonly child
of her parents; again, alone as a child whose parents are
cut off from the parents of other children; and yet again,
once more, aone as a child that is blind and dumb.

But Israel saw it aso, and one day he brought homewith
him from the Kashah alittle black "boy with a sweet round
face and big innocent white eyes which might have been
the eyes of an angel. The boy's name was Ali, and he
was four years old. His father had killed his mother for
infidelity and neglect of their child, and, having no one to
buy him out of prison, he had that day been executed.
Then little Ali had been left alone in the world, and so
Israel had taken him.

Ruth welcomed the boy, and adopted him. He had
been born a Mohammedan, but secretly she brought him
up asaldew. And for some years thereafter no difference
did she make between him and her own child that other
gyes could see  They ate together, they walked abroad
together, they played together, they dept together, and the
little black head of the boy lay with the fair head of the
girl on the same white pillow.

Strange and pathetic were the relations between these
little exiles of humanity! One knew not whether to laugh
or cry a them. First, on Ali's part, a blank wonderment
that when he cried to Naomi, " Comel!" she did not hear ;
when heasked, " Why ?" she did not answer; and when he
sad " Look!"™ she did not seg, though her blue eyes seemed
to gaze full into his face. Then, a sort of amused bewilder-
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ment that her little nervous ringers were aways touching
his arms and his hands, and his neck and his throat. Bui
long before he had come to know that Naomi was not as
he was, that Nature had not given her eyes \o see as he
saw, and ears to hear as he heard, and a tongue to speak as
he spoke, Nature hersdf had overstepped the barriers that
divided her from him. He found that Naomi had come
to understand him, whatever in his little way he did, and
amost whatever in his little way he said. So he played
with her as he would have played with any other playmate,
laughing with her, calling to her, and going through his
foolish little boyish antics before her. Nevertheless, by
some mysterious knowledge of Nature's own teaching, he
seemed to redise that it was his duty to take care of her.
And when the spirit and the mischief in his little manly
heart would prompt him to steal out of the house, and
adventure into the streetswith Naomi by his sde, he would
be found in the thick of the throng, perhaps at the heds
of the mules and asses, with Naomi's hand locked in his
hand, trying to push the great creatures of the crowd from
before her, and crying in his brave little treble, " Arrah! *
"Ar-rah!" "Ar-r-rah!"

As for Naomi, the coming of little black Ali was a wild
delight to her. Whatever Ali did, that would she do dso.
If he ran she would run; if he sa she would sit; and
meanwhile she would laugh with a heart of gleg, though
she heard not what he sad, and saw not what he did, and
knew not what he meant. At the time of the harved,
when Ruth took them out into the fields, she would ride
on Ali's back, and snatch a the ears of barley and lesp
in her seat and laugh, yet nothing would she see of the
yellow corn, and nothing would she hear of the song of
the reapers, and nothing would she know of the cries of
Ali, who shouted to her while he ran, forgetting in his
playing that she heard him not. And at night, when Ruth



THE CHILDHOOD OP NAOML 41

put them to bed in their little chamber, and Ali knelt with
his face towards Jerusalem, Naomi would kneel beside him
with a reverent air, and dl her laughter would be gone.
Then, as he prayed his prayer, her little lips would move
as if she were praying too, and her little hands would be
clasped together, and her little eyes would be upraised.

" God bless father, and mother, and Naomi, and every
body," the black boy would say.

And the little maid would touch his hands and his
throat, and pass her fingers over his face from his eyelids
to his lips, and then do as he did, and in her silence seem
to echo him.

Pretty and piteous sights! Who could look on them
without tears? One thing at least was clear: if the soul
of this child was in prison, nevertheless it was dive; and
if it was in chains, nevertheless it could not die, but was
immortal and unmaimed, and waited only for the houl
when it should be linked to other souls, soul to soul in the
chains of speech.  But the years went on, and Naomi grew
in beauty and increased in sweetness, but no angel came
down to open the darkened windows of her eyes, and draw
aside the heavy curtains of her ears.



CHAPTER 1V.
THE DEATH OF RUTH.

FOR al her joy and all her prettiness, Naomi was a burden
which only love could bear. To think of the girl by day,
and to dream of her by night, never to sit by her without
pity of her helplessness, and never to leave her without
dread of the mischances that might so easily befdl, to see
for her, to hear for her, to speak for her, truly the tyranny
of the burden was terrible.

Ruth sank under it. Through seven years she was eyes
of the child's eyes, and ears of her ears, and tongue of her
tongue. After that her own sight became dim, and her
hearing faint. It was amost as if she had spent them on
Naomi in the yearning of love and pity. Soon afterwards
her bodily strength failed her adso, and then she knew that
her time had come, and that she was to lay down her
burden for ever. But her burden had become dear, and
she clung to it. She could not look upon the child and
think it, that she, who had spent her strength for her from
the first, must leave her now to other love and tending.
So she betook herself to an upper room, and gave drict
orders to Fatimah and Habeebah that Naomi was to be
kept from her altogether, that sight of the child's hdpless
happy face might tempt her soul no more.

And there in her death-chamber Israd st with her
congtantly, settling his countenance steadfastly, and coming
and going softly. He was more constant than a dave, and

more tender than awoman. His love was great, but dso
It ]
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he was eating out his big heart with remorse.  The -cot of
his trouble was the child. He never taked of her, and
neither did Ruth dwell upon her name. Yet they thought
of little else :vhile they sat together.

And even if they had been minded to talk of the child,
what had they to say of her? They had no memories to
recall, no sweet childish sayings, no simple broken speech,
no pretty lisp—they had nothing to bring back out of any
harvest of the past of all the dear delicious wealth that lies
stored in the treasure houses of the hearts of happy parents.
That way everything was awaste. Always, as Israel entered
her room, Ruth would say, "How is the child?" And
always Israel would answer, " She is well." But, if at that
moment Naomi's laughter came up to them from the patio,
where she played with Ali, they would cover their faces and
be silent.

It was a melancholy parting. No one came near them—
neither Moor nor Jew, neither Rabbi nor elder The iillo
women of the Mellah would sometimes stand outside in
the street and look up at their house, knowing that the
black camel of death was kneeling at their gate. Other
company they had none. In such solitude they passed
four weeks, and when the time of the end seemed near,
Israel himself read aloud the prayer for the dying, the
prayer Shema Yisrael, and Ruth repeated the words of it
after him.

Meantime, while Ruth lay in the upper chamber, little
Naomi sported and played in the patio with Ali, but she
missed her mother constantly. This she made plain by
many silent acts of helpless love that knew no way to pesk
doud. Thus she would lay flowers on the seets where her
mother had used to St, and, if at night she found them
untouched where she had left them, her little face would
fdl, and her laughter die off her lipsj but if they had
withered and some one had cagt them into the oven, she
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would laugh again and fetch other flowers from the fields,
until the house would be full of the odour of the meadow
and the scent of the hill.

And well they knew, who looked upon her then, whom
she missed, and what the question was that halted on her
tongue; yet how could they answer her? There was no
way to do that until she herself knew how to ask.

But this she did on a day- near to the end. It was even-
ing, and she was being put to bed by Habeebah, and had
just risen from her innocent pantomime of prayer beside
Ali, when Israel, coming from Ruth's chamber, entered the
children's room. Then, touching with her hand the seat
whereon Ruth had used to sit, Naomi laid down her head
on the pillow, and then rose and lay down again, and rose
yet again and yet again lay down, and then came to where
Israel was and stood before him.  And at that Israel knew
that the soul of his helpless child had asked him, as plainly
as words of the tongue can speak, how often she should
lie to deep at night and rise to play in the morning before
her mother came to her again.

The tears gushed into his eyes, and he left the children
and returned to his wife's chamber.

" Ruth," he cried, "cdl the child to you, | beseech you!"

" No, no, no!" cried Ruth.

" Let her come to you and touch you and kiss you, and
be with you before it is too late," said Isragl. " She misses
you, and fills the house with flowersfor you. It breaks my
heart to see her."

"It will break mine dso," sad Ruth.

But she consented that Naomi should be cdled, and
Fatimah was sent to fetch her.

The sun was setting, and through the window which
looked out to the wed, over the river and the orange
orchards and the palpitating plains beyond, its dying rays
came into the room in a bar of golden light. It fel at



THE DEATH OP RUTH, 45

that instant on Ruth's face, and she was white and wasted.
And through the other window of the room, which looked
out over the Mellah into the town, and across the market-
place to the mosgque and to the battery on the hill, there
came up from the darkening streets below the shuffle of the
feet of a crowd and the sound of many voices. The Jews
of Tetuan were trooping back to their own little quarter,
that their Moorish masters might lock them into it for the
night.

Naomi was aready in bed, and Fatimah brought her
away in her nightdress. She seemed to know where she
was to be taken, for she laughed as Fatimah held her by
the hand, and danced as she was led to her mother's
chamber. But when she was come to the door of it,
suddenly her laughter ceased, and her little face sobered,
as if something in the close abode of pain had troubled the
senses that were |eft to her.

It is, perhaps, the most touching experience of the desf
and blind that no greeting can ever welcome them. When
Naomi stood like a little white vision at the threshold of
the room, Israel took her hand in silence, and drew her up
to the pillow of the bed where her mother rested, and in
silence Ruth brought the child to her bosom.

For a moment Naomi seemed to be perplexed She
touched her mother's fingers, and they were changed, for
they had grown thin and long. Then she felt her face,
and that was changed dso, for it was become withered and
cold. And, missing the grasp of the one and the smile of
the other, she first turned her little head aside as one that
listens closdly, and then gently withdrew hersdf from the
arms that held her.

Ruth had watched her with eyes that overflowed, and
now she burst into sobs outright.

" The child does not know me! * she cried. " Did | not
tell you it would break my heart ?"
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"Try her again," sad Israel; "try her again."

Ruth devoured her tears, and caled on Fatimah to bring
the child back to her sde. Then, loosening the necklace
that was about her own neck, she bound it about the neck
of Naomi, and aso the bracelets that wore on her wrists
she unclasped and clasped them on the wrists of the child.
This she did that Naomi might remember the hands that
had been kind to her aways. But when the child felt the
ornaments she seemed only to know, by the quick instinct
of a girl, that she was decked out bravely, and giving no
thought to Ruth, who waited and watched for the grasp of
recognition and the kiss of joy, she withdrew herself again
from her mother's arms, and bounded into the middle of
the room, and suddenly began to laugh and to dance.

The sun's dying light, which had rested on Ruth's wasted
face, now glistened and sparkled on the jewels of the child,
and glowed on her blind eyes, and gleamed on her fair
hair, and reddened her white nightdress, while she danced
and laughed to her mother's death. Nothing did the child
know of death, any more than Adam himself before Abel
was dain, and it was amost as if a devil out of hell had
entered into her innocent heart and possessed it, that she
might make a mock of the dying of the dearest friend she
had known on earth.

On and on she danced, to no measure and no time, and
not with a child's uncertain step which breaks down at
motion as its tongue breaks down at speech, but wildly and
deliriously. The room was darkening fast, but still across
the nether end, by the foot of the bed, streamed the dull
red bar of sunlight with the little red figure legping and
prancing and laughing in the midst of it

With an awful cy Ruth fell back on the pillow and
turned her eyes to the wal. The black woman dropped
her head that she might not sse  And Israel covered his
face and groaned in his tearless agony, "O Lord God, long
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hast Thou chastised me with whips, and now | am chastised
with scorpions!”

Ruth recovered hersdf quickly. "Bring her to me
again!" she faltered; and once more Fatimah brought
Naomi back to the bedside. Then, embracing and kissing
the child, and seeming to forget in the torment of her
trouble that Naomi could not hear her, she cried, " It's
your mother, Naomi | your mother, darling, though so
sck and changed! Don't you know her, Naomi? Your
mother, your own mother, sweet one, your dear mother
who loves you s, and must leave you now and see you
no more!™

Now what it was in that wild plea that touched the con<
sciousness of the child a last, only God Himself can say.
But first Naomi's cheeks grew pale a the embrace of the
arms that held her, and then they reddened, and then her
little nervous fingers grasped at Ruth's hands again, and
then her littlelips trembled, and then, at length, sheflung her-
sdf along Ruth's bosom and nestled close in her embrace.

Ruth fell back on her pillow now with acry of joy; the
black woman stood and wept by the wall; and Israel, un-
able to bear up his heart any longer, was melted and un-
manned. The sun had gone down, and the room was
darkening rapidly, for the twilight in that land is short; the
Streets were quiet, and the mooddin of the neighbouring
minaret was chanting in the slence, " God is great, God is
great!™

After awhile the little one fell adeep at her mother's
bosom, and, seeing this, Fatimah would have lifted her
away and carried her back to her own bed; but Ruth sad,
" No; leave her, let me have her with me while | may."

"No one shdl teke her from you," sad Isradl.

Then she gazed down a the child's face and sad, " It is
hard to leave her and never once to have heard her voice"

"That is the bitterest cup of dl," said Isradl
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"1 shdl not return to her," said Ruth, " but she shdl
come to me, and then, perhaps—who knows ?—perhaps in
the resurrection | shall hear it."

Isragl made no answer.

Ruth gazed down at the child again, and sad, " My help-
less darling !  Who will care for you when | am gone ?"

" Rest, rest, and sleep!” sad Isred.

"Ah! yes | know,” sad Ruth. "How foolish of me!
You are her father, and you love her dso. Yet promise
me—promise——"

" For love and tending she shal never lack,” sad Israd.
" And now lie you till, my dearest; lie still and deep.”

She stretched out her hand to him. "Yes, that was
what | meant,” she sad, and smiled. Then a shadow
crossed her face in the gloom. " But when | am gone"
she said, " will Naomi ever know that her mother who is
dead had wronged her ?"

"You have never wronged her,” sad Israel. "Have
done, oh, have done!"

"God punished us for our prayer, my husband,” sad
Ruth.

" Peace, peacel" said Isradl.

"But God is good,” said Ruth, "and surely He will not
afflict our child much longer."

"Hush ! Hush! You will avaken her," sad Isradl
not thinking what he sad. "Now lie ill and deep,
dearest. You aretired ds0."

She lay quiet for atime, gazing, while the light remained,
into the face of the deeping child, and listening, when the
light failed, to her gentle breathing. Then she babbled
and crooned over her with a childish joy. "Yes yes,
father is right, and mother must lie quiet—very quiet, and
so0 her little Naomi will deep long—very long, and wake
happy and well in the morning. How bonny she will
look) How fresh and rosy 1"
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She paused a moment. Her laboured breathing came
quick and fast " But shall /be here to sseher? shall | ? "

She paused again, and then, as though to banish thought,
she began to sing in a low voice that was like a moan.
Presently her singing ceased, and she spoke again, but this
time in broken whispers.

"How soft and glossy her hair is1 | wonder if Fatimah
will remember to wash it every day. She should twist it
around her fingers to keep it in pretty curls. . . . Oh,
why did God make my child so beautiful ? . . . Dear me,
her morning frock wanted stitching at the deeves; it's a
chance if Habeebah has seen to it. Then there's her under-
clothing. . . . Will she bedeaf and blind and dumb always ?

| wonder if | shall see her when | ... They say that
angelsare sent. . . . Yes yes that's it; when | am there
—there—I will go to God and say, 'O Lord! my little girl
whom | have left behind, she is ... You would never

think, O Lord, how many things may happen to one like
her. Let me go—only let me watch over her—O Lord,
let me be her guar——"'

Her weskness had conquered her, and she was quiet at
last. Isragl sat in silence by the post of the bed. His
heart was surging itself out of his choking breast. The
black woman stood somewhere by the wall. After atime
Ruth seemed to awake as from degp. She was in great
excitement.

"lsred, Isradl 1" she cried in a voice of joy, "1 have
seen a vision. It was Naomi. She was no longer desf
and blind and dumb. She was grown to be a woman, but
| knew her instantly. Not a woman either, but a young
maiden, and so beautiful, so beautiful! Yes and she
could see and hear and spesk.”

Israel thought Ruth had become delirious, and he tried
to soothe her, but her agitation was not to be overcome

"The Lord hath seen our tears at last," she cried. "He
D
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has put our sin beneath His feet We are forgiven. It
will be well with the child yet."

Isradl did not try to gainsay her, and at sight and sound
of her joy, seeing it so beautiful, yet thinking it so vain, he
could not help at last but weep. Presently she became
quiet again, and then again, after a little while, she woke
as from a deep.

"1 am ready now," she said in a whisper, " quite ready,
sweet Heaven, quite, quite ready now."

Then with her one free hand she felt in the darkness for
Israel, where he sat beside her, and touching his forehead
she smoothed it, and said very softly, "Farewell, my
husband 1"

And Israel answered her, " Farewell 1M

" Good night!" she whispered.

And Israel drew down her hand from his forehead to his
lips and sobbed, and said, " Good-night, beloved !"

Then she put her white lips to the child's blind eyes, and
at that moment the spirit of the Lord came to her, and
the Lord took her, and she died.

When lamps had been brought into the room, and
Fatimah saw that the end had come, she would have
lifted Naomi from Ruth's bosom, but the child awoke as
she was being moved, and clasped her little fingers about
the dead mother's neck and covered the mouth with kisses.
And when she felt that the lips did not answer to her lips,
and that the arms which had held her did not hold her any
longer, but fell away usdess, she clung the closer, and
tears arted to her eyes.



CHAPTER V.
RUTH'S BURIAL.

THE people of Tetuan were not melted towards Isad by
the depth of his sorrow and the breadth of shadow that lay
upon him. By noon of the day following the night of
Ruth's death, Israel knew that he was to be left adone. It
was a rule of the Mellah that on notice being given of a
death in their quarter, the clerk of the synagogue should
publish it at the first service thereafter, in order that a body
of men, -caled the Hebra Kadisha of Kabranim, the Holy
Society of Buriers, might straightway make arrangements
for burial. Early prayers had been held in the synagogue
at eight o'clock that morning, and no one had yet come
near to Isradl's house. The men of the Hebra were going
about their ordinary occupations. They knew nothing of
Ruth's death by official announcement The clerk had not
published it.  Israel remembered with bitterness that notice
of it had not been sent. Nevertheless, the fact was known
throughout Tetuan. There was not a water-carrier in the
market-place but had taken it to each house he called at,
and passed it to every man he met. Little groups of idle
Jewish women had been many hours congregated in the
streets outside, talking of it in whispers and looking up at
the darkened windows with awe. But the synagogue knew
nothing of it.  lsragl had omitted the customary ceremony,
and in that omission lay the advantage of his enemies. He
must humble himsalf and send to them.  Until he did so

they would leave him aone.
|
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lgad did not send. Never once since the birth of
Naomi had he crossed the threshold of the synagogue. He
would not cross it now, whether in body or in spirit. But
he was still a Jew, with Jewish customs, if he had logt the
Jewish faith, and it was one of the customs of the Jews
that a body should be buried within twenty-four hours, at
farthest, from the time of death. He must do something
immediately. Some help must be summoned. What help
could it be?

It was useless to think of the Muslimeen. No believer
would lend a hand to dig a grave for an unbeliever, or to
make apparel for his dead. It was just as idle to think of
the Jews. If the synagogue knew nothing of thisburial, no
Jew in the Mellah would be found so poor that he would
have need to know more. And of Christians of any sort or
condition there were none in all Tetuan.

The gdl of Isradl's heart rose to his throat. Was he to
be left alone with his dead wife? Did his enemies wish to
see him howk out her grave with his own hands? Or did
they expect him to come to them with bowed forehead and
bended knee? Either way their reckoning was a mistake.
They might leave him terribly and awfully alone—alonein
his hour of mourning even as they had left him alonein
his hour of rejoicing, when he had married the dear soul
who was dead. But his strength and energy they should
not crush: hisvital and intellectual force they should not
wither away. Only one thing they could do to touch him
—they could shrivel up his last impulse of sweet human
sympathy. They were doing it now.

When Isragl had put matters to himself 0, he despatched
amessage to the Governor at the Kasbah, and received, in
answer, sx State prisoners, fettered in pairs, under the guard
of two soldiers.

The burial took place within the limit of twenty-four hours
prescribed by Jewish custom. It was twilight when the
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body was brought down from the upper room to the patio.
There gtood the coffin on a trestle that had been raised
for it on chars standing back to back. And there, too, sat
Israel, with Naomi and little black Ali beside him.

Isradl's manner was composed; his face was as firm as a
rock, and his dress was more costly than Tetuan had ever
seen him wear before.  Everything that related to the burial
he had managed himself, down to the leest or poorest detail.
But there was nothing poor about it in the larger sense.
Isradl was a rich man now, and he set no value on hisriches
except to subdue the fate that had first beaten him down
and to abash the enemies who still menaced him. Nothing
was lacking that money could buy in Tetuan to make this
burial animposing ceremony. Only one thing it wanted—it
wanted mourners, and it had but one.

Unlike her father, little Naomi was visibly excited. She
ran to and fro, clutched at Isradl's clothes and seemed to look
into his face, clasped the hand of little Ali and held it long as
if infear. Whether she knew what work was afoot, and, if
she knew it, by what channel of soul or sense she learnt it,
no man can say. That she was conscious of the presence
of many strangers is certain, and when the men from the
Kashah brought the roll of white linen down the stairway,
with the two black women clinging to it, kissing its fringe
and wailing over it, she broke away from Israel and rushed
in among them with a startled cry, and her little white arms
upraised. But whatever her impulse, there was no need to
check her.  The moment she had touched her mother she
crept back in dread to her father's sde

" God be gracious to my father, look at that," whispered
Fatimah.

" My child, my poor child," sad Isragl; "is there but
one thing in life that spesks to you? And is that death?
On, little one, little one!"

It was a strange procession which then passed out of the
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patio. Four of the prisoners carried the coffin on their
shoulders, walking in pairs according to their fetters. They
were gaunt and bony creatures. Hunger had wasted their
salow cheeks, and the air of noisome dungeons had sunken
their rheumy eyes.  Their clothes were soiled rags, and over
them, and concealing them down to their waists and yet
lower, hung the deep, rich, velvet pal, with its long slk
fringes. In front walked the two remaining prisoners, each
bearing a great plume in his left hand—the right arm, as
well as the right leg, being chained. On either Sde was
a soldier, carrying a lighted lantern, which burnt small and
feebleinthetwilight, and last of all came Israel himself, un-
supported and alone. Thus they passed through the little
crowd of idlers that had congregated at the door, through
the streets of the Méellah and out into the market-place, and
up the narrow lane that leads to the chief town gate.

There is something inthe very nature of power that de-
mands homage, and the people of Tetuan could not deny
it to Israel.  Asthe processon went through the town they
cleared a way for it, and they were slent until it had gone.
Within the gate of the Méellah, a shocket was killing fowls
and taking his tribute of copper coins, but he stopped his
work and fell back as the processon approached. A
blind beggar crouching at the other side of the gate was re-
citing passages of the Koran, and two Arabs close a his
elbow were wrangling over a game at draughts which they
were pkying by the light of a flare, but both curses and
Koran ceased as the procession passed under the arch.  In
the market-place a Soos juggler was performing before a
throng of laughing people, and a dory-teller was shrieking
to the twang of his ginbri; but the audience of the juggler
broke up as the processon appeared, and the ginbri of the
storyteller was no more heard The hammering in the
shops of the gunsmiths was stopped, and the tinkling of the
belli of the water-carriers was slenced. Mules bringing
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wood from the country were dragged out of the path, and
the town asses, with their panniers full of street-filth, were
drawn up by the wal. From the market-place and out of
the shops, out of the houses and out of the mosque itself,
the people came trooping in crowds, and they made a long
close line on either sde of the course which the processon
must take. And through thisavenue of onlookersthe strange
company madeitsway—thetwo prisonersbearing theplumes,
the four others bearing the coffin, the two soldiers carrying
the lanterns, and Isradl last of dl, unsupported and alone.
Nothing was heard in the silence of the people but the
tramp of the feet of the six men, and theclank of their chains.
The light of the lanterns was on the faces of some of them,
and every one knew them for what they were. It was on
the face of Israel dso, yet he did not flinch. His head was
held steadily upward; he looked neither to the right nor to
the left, but strode firmly along.

The Jewish cemetery was outside the town walls, and be-
fore the procession came to it the darkness had closde in
Itsflat white tombstones, al pointing toward Jerusalem, lay
in the gloom like a flock of sheep adeep among the grass.
It had no gate but a gap in the fence, and no fence but a
hedge of the prickly pear and the doe.

Israel had opened a grave for Ruth beside the grave of
the old rabbi her father. He had asked no man's permission
to do s, but if no one had helped a that day's business,
neither had any one dared to hinder. And when the coffin
was set down by the grave-side no ceremony did Israel forget
and none did he omit. He repeated the Kaddesh, and cut
the notch in his kaftan; he took from his breast the little
linen bag of the white earth of the land of promise and
lad it under the head; he locked a padiock and flung
away the key. Lagt of al, when the body had been taken
out of the coffin and lowered to its long home, he stepped in
after it, and called on one of the soldiers to lend him alap(em.
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And then, kneeling at the foot of his dead wife, he touched her
with both his hands, and spoke these words in a clear, firm
voice, looking down at her where she lay in the veil that
she had used to wear in the synagogue, and speaking to
her as though she heard: " Ruth, my wife, my dearest, for
the cruel wrong which | did you long ago when | suffered
you to marry me, being a man such as | was, under the
ban of my people, forgive me now, my beoved, and ask
God to forgive me aso."

The dark cemetery, the six prisoners in their clanking
irons, the two soldiers with their lanterns, the open grave,
and this strong-hearted man kneeling within it, that he might
do his last duty, according to the custom of his race and
faith, to her whom he had wronged and should meet no
more until theresurrectionitself reunited them 1 Thetraffic
of the streets had begun again by this time, and between the
words which Israel had spoken the low hum of many voices
had come over the dark town walls.

The six prisoners went back to the Kashbah with joyful
hearts, for each carried with him a paper which procured
his freedom on the day following. But Isragl returned to
his home with a soured and darkened mind. As he had
plucked his last handful of the grass and flung it over his
shoulder, saying, "They shdl spring in the cities as the
grass in the earth," he had asked himself what it mattered
to him though al the world were peopled, now that she,
who had been dl the world to him, was dead God had
left him as a lonely pilgrim in a dreary desert. Only one
glimpse of human affection had he known as a man, and
here it was taken from him for ever.

And wben he remembered Naomi, he quarrelled with
God again.  She was a helpless exile among men, a creature
banished from al human intercourse, a living soul locked in
a tabernacle of flesh. Was it a good God who had taken
the mother from such a child—the child from such a
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mother ?  Isragl was heart-smitten, and his soul blasphemed
It was not God but the devil that ruled the world. It was
not justice but evil that governed it.

Thus did this outcast man rebel against God, thinking of
the child's loss and of his own; but nevertheless by the
child itself he was yet to be saved from the devil's snare,
and the ways wherein this sweet flower, fresh from God's
hand, wrought upon his heart to redeem it were very strange
and beautiful



CHAPTER VI.
THE SPIRIT-MAID.

THE promise, which Israel made to Ruth at her death, that
Naomi should not lack for love and tending, be faithfully
fulfilled. From that time forward he became as father and
mother both to the child.

At the outset of his charge he made a survey of her con-
dition, and found it more terrible than imagination of the
mind could think or words of the tongue express. It was
easy to say that she was deaf and dumb and blind, but it
was hard to realise what so great an affliction implied. It
implied that she was a little human sister standing close to
the rest of the family of man, yet very far away from them.
She was as much apart as if she had inhabited a different
gphere.  No human sympathy could reach her in joy or
pain and sorrow. She had no part to play in life. In the
midst of a world of light she was in aland of darkness, and
she was in a world of silence in the midst of a land of
sweet sounds.  She was a living and buried soul.

And of that soul itsdf what did Isradl know ?  He knew
that it had memory, for Naomi had remembered her mother;
and he knew that it had love, for she had pined for Ruth,
and clung to her. -But what were love and memory with-
out sight and speech? They were no more than a magnet
locked in a casket—idle and usdess to any purposes of
man or the world.

Thinking of this, Isradl redised for the first time how
awful was the affliction of hiss'motherless girl To be blind



THE SPIRIT-MAID. 59

was to be afflicted once, but to be both blind and desf
was not only to be afflicted twice, but twice ten thousand
times, and to be blind and desf and dumb was not merely
to be afflicted thrice, but beyond al reckonings of human
speech.

For though Naomi had been blind, ye, if she could
have had hearing, her father might have spoken with her,
and if she had sorrows he must have soothed them, and if
she had joys he must have shared them, and in this beau-
tiful world of God, so full of things to look upon and to love,
he must have been eyes of her eyes that could not see
On the other hand, though Naomi had been deaf, yet if
she could have had sight her father might have held inter-
course with her by the light of her eyes, and if she felt
pain he must have seen it, and if she had found pleasure he
must have known it, and what man is, and what woman
is and what the world and what the sea and what the sky,
would have been as an open book for her to read. But,
being blind and deaf together, and, by fault of being dedf,
being dumb as well, what word was to describe the desola-
tion of her state, the blank void of her isolation—cut off,
apart, aloof, shut in, imprisoned, enchained, a soul without
communion with other souls: dive, and yet dead ?

Thus realising Naomi's condition in the deep infirmity
of her nature, Isradl set himself to consider how he could
reach her darkened and slent soul  And first he tried to
learn what good gifts were left to her, that he might fostei
them to her advantage and nourish them to his own great
comfort and joy. Yet no gift whatever could he find in her
but the one gift only whereof he had known from "the
beginning—the gift of touch and feeling. With this he
must make her to s or dse her light should dways be
darkness, and with this he must make her to hear, or slence
should be her gpeech for ever.

Then he remembered that during his years in England
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he had heard strange stories of how the dumb had been
made to speak though they could not hear, and the blind
and desf to understand and to answer. So he sent to
England for many books, written on the treatment of these
children of affliction, and when they were come he pondered
them closdly and was thrilled by the marvellous works they
described.  But when he came to practise the precepts they
had given him, his spiritsflagged, for the impediments were
gret. Time after time he tried, and failed always, to touch
by so much as one shaft of light the hidden soul of the child
through its tenement of flesh and blood. Neither the sim-
plest thought nor the poorest element of an idea found any
way to her mind, so dense were the walls of the prison
that encompassed it. " Yes" was a mystery that could not
at first be reveded to her, and "No" was a problem be-
yond her power to apprehend. Smiles and frowns were
usdess to teach her. No discipline could be addressed
to her mind or heart. Except mere bodily restraint, no
control could be imposed upon her. She was swayed by
her impulses aone.

Isradl did not despair. If he was broken down to-day
he strengthened his hands for to-morrow. At length he
had got so far, after a world of toil and thought, that Naomi
knew when he patted her head that it was for approval, and
when he touched her hand it was for assent. Then he
stopped very suddenly. His hope had not drooped, and
neither had his energy failed, but the conviction had fas-
tened upon him that such effort in his case must be an
offence against Heaven. Naomi was not merely an infirm
creature from the left hand of Nature; she was an afflicted
being from the right hand of God.  She was aliving monu-
ment of sn that was not her own. It was usdess to go
farther.  The child must be left where God had placed her.

But meanwhile, if Naomi lacked the senses of the rest of
the human kind, she ssemed to communicate with Nature
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by other organs than they possessed. It was as if the spiri-
tual world itself must have taught her, and from that source
aone could she have imbibed her power. To tell of al
she could do to guide her steps, and to minister to her
pleasures, and to cherish her affections, would be to go
beyond the limit of belief. Truly it seemed as if Naomi,
being blind with her bodily eyes, could yet look upon a
light that no one else could see, and, being deaf with her
bodily ears, could yet listen to voices that no one ese
could hear.

Thus, if she came skipping through the corridor of the
patio, she knew when any one approached her, for she
would hold out her hands and stop. Nay; but she knew
aso who it would be aswell as if her eyes or ears had taught
her; for adways, if it was her father, she reached out her
hands to take his left hand in both of hers, and then she
pressed it against her cheek; and aways, if it was little Ali,
she curved her arms to encircle his neck; and aways, if it
was Fatimah, she leapt up to her bosom; and always, if it
was Habeebah, she passed her by. Did she go with Ali
into the streets, she knew the Mellah gate from the gate of
the town, and the narrow lanes from the open Sok. Did
she pass the lofty mosque in the market-place, she knew it
from the low shops that nestled under and behind and
around. Did atroop of mules and camels come near her,
she knew them from a crowd of people; and did she pass
where two streets crossed, she would stand and face both
ways.

And as the years grew she came to know al places within
and around Tetuan, the town of the Moors and the Méellah
of the Jews, the Kashah and the narrow lane leading up to
it, the fort on the hill and the river under the town walls,
the mountains on either side of the valley, and even some
of their rocky gorges.  She could find her way among them
al without help or guidance, and no control could any one
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impose upon her to keep her out of the way of harm.
While AH was a little fellow he was her constant companion,
aways ready for any adventure that her unquiet heart sug-
gested; but when he grew to be a boy, and was sent to
school every day early and late, she would fare_forth adone
save for a tiny white goat which her father had bought to
be another playfellow.

And because feeling was sight to her, and touch was
hearing, and the crown of her head felt the winds of the
heavens and the soles of her feet felt the grass of the fields,
she loved best to go bareheaded whether the sun was high
or the air was cool, and barefooted aso, from the rising of
the morning until the coming of the stars. So, casting off
her dippers and the great straw hat which a Jewish maiden
wears, and clad in her white woollen shawl!, wrapped loosely
about her in folds of airy giace, and with the little goat going
before her, though she could neither see nor hear it, she
would climb the hill beyond the battery, and stand on the
summit, like a spirit poised in air. She could see nothing
of the green valley then stretched before her, or of the
white town lying below, with its domes and minarets, but
she seemed to exult in her lofty place, and to drink new
life from the rush of mighty winds about her. Then com-
ing back to the dale, she would seem, to those who looked
up at her, with fear and with awe, to leap as the goat leapt
in the rocky places; and as a bird sweeps over the grass
with wings outstretched, so with her arms spread out, and
her long fair hair flying loose, she would sweep down the
hill, as though her very tiptoes did not touch it.

By what power she did these things no man could tell,
except it were the power of the spiritual world itself; but
the distemper of the mind, which loved such dangers, in-
creesed upon her as she grew from a child into a maid, and
it found new ways of strangeness. Thus, in the soring,
when the rain fell heavily, or in the winter, when the great



THE SPIRIT-MAID. 63

winds were abroad, or in the summer, when the lightning
lightened and the thunder thundered, her restless spirit
seemed to be roused to sympathetic tumults, and if she
could escape the eyes that watched her she would run and
race in the tempest, and her eyes would be aglitter, and
laughter would be on her lips. Then Israel himself would
go out to find her, and, having found her in the pelting
storm without covering on her head or shoes on her feet, he
would fetch her home by the hand, and as they passed
through the streets together his forehead would be bowed
and his eyes bent down.

But it was not always that Naomi made her father
ashamed. More often her joyful spirit cheered him, for
above dl things else she was a creature of joy. A circle of
joy seemed to surround her always. Her heart in its* dark-
ness was full of radiance. As she grew her comeliness in-
creased, though thiswas strange and touching in her beauty,
that her face did not become older with her years, but was
still the face of a child, with a child's expression of sweet-
ness through the bloom and flush of early maidenhood.
Her love of flowers increased also, and the sense of smell
seemed to come to her, for she filled the house with dll
fragrant flowers in their season, twining them in wreaths
about the white pillars of the patio, and binding them in
rings around the brown water-jars that stood in it. And
with the girl's expanding nature her love of dress increased
aswell; but it was not ayoung maid's love of lovely things,
it was a wild passion for light, loose garments that swayed
and swirled in native grace about her. Truly she was a
gpirit of joy and gladness. She was happy as a day in
summer, and fresh as a dewy morning in spring. The
ripple of her laughter was like sunshine. A flood of sun-
shine seemed to follow in the air wheresoever she went.
And certainly for Isradl, her father, she was as a sunbeam
leathering sunshine into his lonely house.



64 THE SCAPEGOAT.

Neverthdess, the sunbeam had its cloud-shapes of gloom,
and if Isradl in his darker hours hungered for more human
company, and wished that the little playfellow of the angels
which had come down to his dwelling could only be his
simple human child, he sometimes had his wish, and many
throrbs of anguish with it. For often it happened, and
especialy at seasons when no winds were stirring, and blank
peace and a doleful slence haunted the air, that Naomi
would seem to fall into a sick longing from causes that
were beyond Isradl's power to fathom.  Then her sweef
face would sadden, and her beautiful blind eyes would fill,
and her pretty laughter would echo no more through the
house. And sometimes, in the dead of the night, she
would rise from her bed and go through the dark corridors,
for darkness and light were as one to her, until she came to
Israel's room, and he would awake from his deep to find
her, like a little white vision, standing by his bedside.
What she wanted there he could never know, for neither
had he power to ask nor she to answer, whether she were
sck or in pain, or whether in her deep she had seen aface
from the invisible world, and heard a voice that called her
away, or whether her mother's arms had seemed to be
about her once again and then to be torn from her afresh,
and she had come to him on awakening in her trouble, not
knowing what it is to dream, but thinking al evil dreams
to be true fact and new sorrow. So, with a sigh, he would
arise and light his lamp and lead her back to her bed, and
more scalding than the tears that,would be standing in
Naomi's eyes would be the hot drops that would gush into
his own.

"My poor darling," he would say, " can you not tell me
your trouble, that | may comfort you? No, no, she cannot
tell me, and | cannot comfort her. My darling, my darling.”

Most of dl when such things befell would Isragl long for
somemiracle out of heaven to find away to the little maiden's
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mind that she might ask and answer and know, yet he
dared not to pray for it, for dill greater than his pity for
the child was his fear of the wrath of God. And out of
this fear there came to him at length an awful and terrible
thought : though so severed on earth, his child and he, yet
before the bar of judgment they would one day be brought
together, and then how should it stand with her soul ?

* Neomi knew nothing of God, having no way of speech
with man.  Would God condemn her for that, and cast her
out for ever ? No, no, no! God would not ask her for
good works in the land of silence, and for labour in the
land of night. She had no eyes to see God's beautiful
world, and no earsto hear His holy word. God had created
her so, and He would not destroy what He had made. Far
rather would He look with love and pity on His little one,
s0 long and sorely tried on earth, and send her at last to
be a blessed saint in heaven.

Isradl tried to comfort himself so, but the effort was vain.
He was a Jew to the inmost fibre of his being, and he
answered himself out of his own mouth that it was his own
sinful wish, and not God's will, that had sent Naomi into
the world as she was. Then, on the day of the great
account, how should he answer to her for her soul ?

Visions stood up before him of endless retribution for
the soul that knew not God. These were the most awful
terrors of his deepless nights, but at length peace carne to
him, for he saw his path of duty. It was his duty to
Naomi that he shouldHell her of God and reved the word
of the Lord to her! What matter if she could not hear ?
Though she had senses as the sands of the seashore, yet in
the way of light the Lord alone could lead her. What
matter though she could not see? 'the soul was the eye
thaat sawl God; and W|th"bgd|ly eyes had no man seen Him.

So every day thereafter at sunset Israel took Naomi by

the hand and led her to an upper room, the same wherein
E
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her mother died, and, fetching from a cupboard of the wall
the Book of the Law, he read to her of the commandments
of the Lord by Moses, and of the Prophets, and of the
Kings. And while he read Naomi sat in slence at his fet,
with his one free hand in both of her hands, clasped dose
againgt her cheek.

What the little maid in her darkness thought of this
custom, what mystery it was to her and wherefore, only the
gye that looks into darkness could see; but it was so at
length that as soon as the sun had set—for she knew when
the sun was gone—Naomi herself would take her father by
the hand, and lead him to the upper room, and fetch the
book to his knees.

And sometimes, as Isradl read, an evil spirit would seem
to come to him, and make a mock a him, and say, "The
child is deaf and hears not—go read your book in the
tombs!" But he only hardened his neck and laughed
proudly. And, again, sometimes the evil spirit seemed to
sy, "Why waste yoursdf in this misspent desire? The
child is buried while she is till dive, and who shdl roll
away the stone?' But Israd only answered, "It is for
the Lord to do miracles, and the Lord is mighty."

S0, great in his faith, Isragl read to Naomi night after
night, and when his spirit was sore of many taunts in the
day his voice would be hoarse, and he would read the law
which says, " Thou shalt not curse the deaf, nor put a
stumbling-block before the blind*  But when his heart was a
peece his voice would be soft, and he would read of the
child Samuel sanctified to the Lord in the temple, and how
the Lord cdled him and he answered—

" And It came to pass at that time, when Eli was laid
town in hisplace, and his eyes began to wax dim. that he
wuld not see; and ere the lamp of God went out in tfo
fomple of the Lord* where the Ark of God was, and Samuel
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was laid down to deep, that the Lord called Samuel, and he
answered, Here am /. And he ran unto Eli and said, Here
am |, for thou calledst me. And he said, | called not; He
down again. And he went and lay down. And the Lord
calledyet again, Samuel. And Samuel rose and went to EH
andsaid, Here am I, for thou didst call me. And he answered,
| called not, my son; lie down again. Now Samuel did not
yet know the Lord, neither was the word of the Lord yet
revealed to him"

And, having finished his reading, Israel would close the
book, and sing out of the Psalms of David the psalm which
Bays, " It is good for me that | have been in trouble, that
| may learn Thy statutes."

Thus, night after night, when the sun was gone down,
did Israel read of the law and sing of the Psalms to Naomi,
his daughter, who was both blind and deaf. And though
Naomi heard not, and neither did she see, yet in their slent
hour together there was another in their chamber aways
with them—there was a third, for there was God.



CHAPTER VII.
THE ANGEL IN ISRAEL'S HOUSE.

WHEN lsrael had been some twenty yearsat Tetuan, Naomi
being then fourteen years of age, Ben Aboo, the Basha,
married a Christian wife. The woman's name was Katrina.
Shewas a Spaniard by birth, and had first come to Morocco
at the tail of a Spanish embassy, which travelled through
Tetuan from Ceuta to the Sultan at Fez. What her belong-
ings were, and what her antecedents had been, no one
appeared to know, nor did Ben Aboo himself seem to cae
She answered dl his present needs in her own person, which
was ample in its proportions and abundant in its charms.

In marrying Ben Aboo, the wily Katrina imposed two
conditions. The first was, that he should put away the full
Mohammedan complement of four Moorish wives, whom
he had married aready, as well as the many concubines
that he had annexed in his way through life, and now kept
lodged in one unquiet nest in the women's hidden quarter
of the Pdace. The second condition wes, that she hersalf
should never be banished to such secluson, but, like the
wife of any European governor, should openly share the
state of her husband.

Ben Aboo was in jio mood to stand on the rights of a
strict Mohammedan, and he accepted both of her conditions.
The first he never meant to abide by, but the second she
took care he should obsarve, and, as a prelude to that public
life which she intended to live by his sde, she inssted on a
public marriage.
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They were married according to the rites of the Catholic
Church by a Franciscan friar settled at Tangier, and the
marriage festival lasted six days. Great was the display,
and lavish the outlay. Every morning the cannon of the
fort fired a round of shot from the hill, every evening the
tribesmen from the mountains went through their feats of
powder-play in the market-place, and every night a body of
Alissava from Mequinez yelled and shrieked in the enclosure
cdled the M'sdlla, near the Bab er-Remoosh.  Feasts were
spread in the Kasbah, and relays of guests from among the
chief men of the town were invited daily to partake of them.

No man dared to refuse his invitation, or to neglect the
tribute of a present, though the Moors well knew that they
were lending the light of their countenance to a brazen out-
rage on their faith, and though it galled the hearts of the
Jews to make merry at the marriage of a Christian and a
Muslim—no man except Israel, and he excused himself
with what grace he could, being in no mood for rejoicing,
but sick with sorrow of the heart.

The Spanish woman was not to be gainsaid. She had
taken her measure of the man, and had resolved that a
savant so powerful as Isragl should pay her court and
tribute before dl. Therefore she caused him to be invited
again; but Isragl had taken his measure of the woman, and
with some lack of courtesy he excused himself afresh.

Katrina was apt yet done. She was a creature of re-
source, and having heard of Naomi, with strange stories
concerning her, she devised a children's feast for the last
day of the marriage festival, and caused Ben Aboo to write
to Israel a forma letter, beginning, " To our well-beloved
the excellent Israel ben Olid, Praise to the one God," and
setting forth that on the morrow, when the "Sun of the
world" should "place his foot in the stirrup of speed,” and
gdlop " from the kingdom of shades’ the Governor would
" hold agathering of delight" for al the children of Tetuan,
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and he, Igadl, was besought to "lighten it with the rays of
his face, rivalled only by the sun,” and to bring with him
his little daughter Naomi, whose arrival, " similar to a spring
breeze" should "dissipate the dark night of solitude and
isolation.”  This despatch, written in the common cant of
the people, concluded with quotations from the Prophet on
brotherly love, and a significant and more sincere assur-
ance that the Basha would not admit of excuses "of the
thickness of a hair."

When Isradl received the missive, his anger was hot and
furious. He leapt to the conclusion that, in demanding the
presence of Naomi, the Spanish woman, who must know of
the child's condition, desired only to make a show of it.
But, after a time, he put that thought from him as uncharit-
able and unwarranted, and resolved to obey the summons.

And, indeed, if he had felt any further diffidence, the
sight of Naomi's own eagerness must have driven it away.
The little maid seemed to know that something unusual
was going on. Troops of poor villagers from every miser-
able quarter of the bashalic came into the town eaCh day,
beating drums, firing long guns, driving their presents
before them—nbullocks, cows, and sheep—and trying to
make believe that they rejoiced and were glad. Naomi
appeared to be conscious of many tents pitched in the
market-place, of denser crowds in the streets, and of much
bustle everywhere.

Also she seemed to catch the contagion of little Ali's
excitement. The children of al the schools of the town,
both Jewish and Moorish, had been summoned through
their Taebs to the festival; there was to be dancing and
singing and playing on musical instruments; and Ali him-
sdf, who had lately practised the kanoon—the Iute, the
harp—under his teacher, was to show his skill before the
Governor.  Therefore, great was the little black man's ex
titement, and, in the fever of it, he would tak to every one
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of the event forthcoming—to Fatimah, to Habeebah, and
often to Naomi dso, until the memory of her infirmity
would come to him, or perhaps the derisve laugh of his
schoolfellows would stop him, and then, thinking they were
laughing at the girl, he would fall on them like afury, and
they would scamper away.

When the great day came, Ali went off to the Kasbah
with his school and Tdleb, in the long procession of many
schools and many Tdlebs. Every child carried a present
for the rich Basha; now a boy with a goat, then a girl with
alamb, again a poor tattered mite with a hen, dl cuddling
them close like pets they must part with, yet al looking
radiantly happy in their sweet innocency, which had no alloy
of pain from the tree of the knowledge of good and evil.

Israel took Naomi by the hand, but no present with
either of them, and followed the children, going past the
booths, the blind beggars, the lepers, and the shrieking
Arabs that lay thick about the gate, through the iron-
clamped door, and into the quadrangle, where groups of
women stood together closdly covered in their blankets—
the mothers and ssters of the children, permitted to see
their little ones pass into the Kasbah, but alowed to go
no farther—then down the crooked passage, past the tiny
mosque, like a closat, and the bath, like a dungeon, and
finaly into the pillared patio, paved and walled with tiles.

Thiswas the place of the festival, and it was filled aready
with a great company of children, their fathers and their
teachers.  Moors, Arabs, Berbers, and Jews, clad in their
various costumes of white and blue and black and red—
they were a gorgeous, a voluptuous, and, perhaps, a beauti-
ful spectacle in the morning sunlight

As Isradl entered, with Naomi by the hand, he was con-
stious that every eye was on them, and as they passed
through the way that was made for them, he heard the
whispered exclamations of the people. " Shoof " muttered
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aMoor. "Seel" "It's himself," said a Jew. " And the
child," said another Jew. " Allah has smitten her," said an
Arab. "Blind and dumb and desf," sad another Moor.
" God be gracious to my father!" said another Arab.

Musicians were playing in the galery that ran round
the court, and from the flat roof above it the women of
the Governor's hareem, not yet dispersed, his four lawful
Mohammedan wives, and many concubines, were gazing
furtively down from behind theirjiaiks. There was a foun-
tain in the middle of the patio, and at the farther end of
it, within an alcove that opened out of a horseshoe arch,
beneath ceilings hung with stalactites, against walls covered
with silken haities, and on RaJ 't rugs of many colours, sat
Ben Aboo and his Christian uride.

It was there that Isragl saw the Spaniard for the first
time, and at the instant of recognition he shivered as with
cold. She was a handsome woman, but plainly a heartless
one—selfish, vain, and vulgar.

Ben Aboo hailed Israel with welcomes and pesce-
blessings, and Katrina drew Naomi to her side.

" So this is the little maid of whom wonderful rumours
are so rife?" said Katrina

Isragl bent his head and shuddered at seeing the child
at the woman's feet.

" The darling is as fair as an angd,” sad Katrina, and
she kissed Naomi.

The kiss seemed to Isradl to smite his own cheeks like
a blow.

Then the performances of the children began, and truly
they made a pretty and affecting sight; the white walls, the
deep blue sky, the black shadows of the gallery, the bright
sunlight, the grown people massed around the patio, and
these sweet little faces coming and going in the middle of
it. Frg, a line of Moorish girls in their embroidered
hazzams dancing after their native fashion, bending and
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rising, twisting and turning, but keeping their feet in the
same place constantly. Then, a line of Jewish girls in
their kilted skirts dancing after the Jewish manner, tripping
on their dippered toes, whirling and turning around with
rapid motions, and playing timbrels and tambourines held
high above their heads by their shapely arms and hands.
Then passages of the Koran chanted by a group of Moorish
boys in their jellabs, purple and chocolate and white,
peaked above their red tarbooshes. Then a psam by a
company of Jewish boys in their black skull-caps—a brave
old song of Zion sung by silvery young voices in an dien
land. Findly, little black Ali, led out by his teacher, with
his diminutive Moorish harp in his hands, showing no fear
at dl, but only anegro boy's shy looks of pleasure—his head
aside, his eyes gleaming, his white teeth glinting, and his
face aglow.

Now down to this moment Naomi, a the feet of the
woman, had been agitated and restless, sometimes rising,
then sinking back, sometimes playing with her nervous
fingers, and then pushing off her dippers. It was as
though she was conscious of the fine show which was going
forward, and knew that they were children who were making
it. Perhaps the breath of the little ones beat her on the
levdl of her cheeks, or perhaps the light ar made by the
sweep of their garments was wafted to her sensitive body.
Whatsoever the sense whereby the knowledge came to her,
clearly it was there in her flushed and twitching face, which
was full of that old hunger for child-company which Israel
knew too well.

But when little Ali was brought out and he began to play
on his kdnoon, his harp, it was impossible to repress Naomi's
excitement. The girl legped up from her place a the
woman's feet, and with the utmost rapidity of motion she
passed like a gleam of light across the patio to the boy's
dde  And, being there, she touched the harp as he played
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it, and then alow cry came from her lips. Again she touched
it, and her eyes though blind, seemed for an instant to
flame like fire. Then, with both her hands she clung to it,
and with her lips and her tongue she kissed it, while her
whole body quivered like a reed in the wind.

Israel saw what she did, and his very soul trembled at the
sight with wild thoughts that did not dare to take the name
of hope. As waell as he could in the confusion of his own
senses he stepped forward to draw the little maiden back,
but the wife of the Governor called on him to leave her.

"Leave her!" she cried. "Let us se what the child
will  do!"

At that moment Ali's playing came to an end, and the
boy let the harp pass to Naomi's clinging fingers, and then,
half sitting, half kneeling on the ground beside it, the girl
took it to herself. She caressed it, she patted it with her
hand, she touched its strings, and then afaint smile crossed
her rosy lips.  Shelaid her cheek againgt it and touched its
strings again, and then she laughed aloud. Sheflung off her
dlippers and the garment that covered her beautiful arms,
and laid her pure flesh against the harp wheresoever her
flesh might cling, and touched its strings once more, and
then her very heart seemed to laugh with delight.

Now, what is to follow will seem to be no better than a
superstitious saying, but true it is nevertheless, and simple
sooth for al it sounds so strange, that though Naomi was
deef as the grave, and had never yet heard music, and
though she was untaught and knew nothing of the notes of
a harp to strike them, yet she swept the strings to strange
sounds such as no man had ever listened to before and
none could follow.

It was not music that the little maiden made to her ear,
but only motion to her body, and just as the desf who are
degf aone are sometimes found to teke pleasure in dl
forms of percussion, and to derive from them some of the
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senstions of sound—the trembling of the ar after thunder,
the quivering of the earth after cannon, and the quaking of
vast walls after the ringing of mighty bells—so Naomi, who
was blind as well and had no sense save touch, found in
her ringers, which had gathered up the force of al the
other senses, the power to reproduce on this instrument of
music the movement of things that moved about her—the
patter of the leaves of the fig-tree in the patio of her home,
the swirl of the great winds on the hill-top, the plash of rain
on her face, and the rippling of the levanter in her hair.

Thiswas dl the witchery of Naomi's playing, yet, because
every emotion in Nature had its harmony, so there was
harmony of some wild sort in the music that was struck by
the girPs fingers out of the strings of the harp. But, more
than her music, which was, perhaps, only a rhapsody of
sound, was the frenzy of the girl herself as she made it.
She lifted her head like a bird, her throat swelled, her
bosom heaved, and, as she played, she laughed again and
again.

There was something fascinating and magica in the
spectacle of the beautiful fair face aglow with joy, the
rounded limbs (visible through the robes) clinging to the
Sdes of the harp, and the delicate white fingers flying
across the strings. There was something gruesome and
awful, as well, for the face of the girl was blind, and her
ears heard nothing of the sounds that her fingers were
making.

Every eye was on her, and in the wide circle around
every mouth was aggpe.  And when those who looked on
and listened had recovered from their first surprise, very
strange and various were the whispered words they passed
between them. " Where has she learnt it ?" asked a Moor.
"From her master himsdf," muttered a Jew. "Who is
it?" asked the Moor. "Beezebub," growled the Jew.
"God pity me, the evil eye is on her," sad an Arab.
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" God will show" said a Shereef from Wazzan. " They say
her mother was a childless woman, and offered petitions
for Hannah's blessng a the tomb of Rabbi Amran.”
"No," sad the Arab; "she sent her girdle" "Anyhow,
the child is a saint,” whispered the Shereef. "No, but a
devil," snorted the Jew.

" Brava, brava, braval " cried the new wife of Ben Aboo,
and she cheered and laughed as the girl played. " What
did | tell you?" she said, looking toward her husband.
"The child is not deaf, no, nor blind either. Oh, it's a
brave imposture! Brava, brava!"

Stll the little maiden played, but now her brow was
clouded, her head dropped, her eyelashes were downcast,
and she hung over the harp and sighed audibly.

" Good again ! " cried the woman. " Very good !" and
she clapped her hands, whereupon the Arabs and the
Moors, forgetting their dread, felt constrained to follow her
example, and they cheered in their wilder way, but the
Jews continued to mutter, " Beelzebub, Beelzebub !"

Israel saw it dl, and at first, amid the commotion of his
mind and the confusion of his senses, his heart melted at
sight of what Naomi did. Had God opened a gateway to
her soul ? Were the poor wings of her spirit to spread them-
selvesout at last ? Weas this, then, the way of speech that
Heaven had given her? But hardly had Israel overflowed
with the tenderness of such thoughts when the bleating and
barking of the faces about him awakened his anger. Then,
like blows on his brain, came the cries of the wife of the
Governor, who cheered this awakening of the girl's soul as
it were no better than a vulgar show; and at that Israd's
wrath rose to his throat

" Brava, braval" cried the woman again; and, turning
to Israd, she sad, "You dhdl leave the child with me.
| must have her with me always."

Isradl's throat seemed to choke him at that word. He
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looked at Katrina, and saw that she was a woman lustful
of breath and vain of heart, who had married Ben Aboo
because he was rich. Then he looked a Naomi, and
remembered that her heart was clear as the water, and
sweet as themorning, and pure as the snow.

And at that moment the wife of the Governor cheered
again, and again the people echoed her, and even the
women on the housetops made bold to take up her cry with
their cooing ululation. The playing had ceased, the spell
had dissolved, Naomi's fingers had fallen from the harp,
her head had dropped into her breast, and with a sigh she
had sunk forward on to her face.

"Take her in!" said the wife of Ben Aboo, and two
Arab soldiers stepped up to where the little maiden lay.
But before they had touched her Israel strode out with
swollen lips and distended nostrils.

" Stop !" he cried.

The Arabs hesitated, and looked towards their master.

" Do as you are bidden—take her in !" said Ben Aboo.

" Stop !I" cried Isragl again, in a loud voice that rang
through the court. Then, parting the Arabs with a sweep
of his aims, he picked up the unconscious maiden, and
faced about on the new wife of Ben Aboo.

"Madam,” he cried, "I, Israel ben Olid, may belong
to the Governor, but my child belongs to me"

So saying, he passed out of the court, carrying the girl
in his arms, and in the dead silence and blank stupor of
that moment none seemed to know what he had done
until he was gone. —

Issael went home in his anger; but nevertheless, out
of this event he found courage in his heart to begin his
task again. Let his enemies bleat and bark " Bedzebub,"
yet the child was an angel, though suffering for his sin, and
her soul was with God. She was a spirit, and the songs
she had played were the ars of paadise.  But, comforting
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himsdf s, Isradl remembered the vision of Ruth, wherein
Naomi had recovered her powers. He had put it from
him hitherto as the delirium of death, but would the Lerd
yet bring it to pass? Would God in His mercy some day
take the angel out of his house, though so strangely gifted,
so radiant and beautiful and joyful, and give him instead
for the hunger of his heart as a man this sweet human
child, his little fair-haired Naomi, though helpless and
smple and weak ?



CHAPTER VIII.
THE VISON OF THE SCAPEGOAT.

ISRAEL'S ingtinct had been sure: the coming of Katrina
proved to be the beginning of his end. He kept his office,
but he lost his power. No longer did he work his own will
in Tetuan; he was required to work the will of the woman.
Katrina's will was an evil one, and Israel got the blame of
it, for il he seemed to stand in dl matters of tribute and
taxation between the people and the Governor. It gdled
him to take the woman's wages, but it vexed him yet more
to do her work. Her work was to burden the people with
taxes beyond al their power of paying; her wages was to
be hated as the bane of the bashdic, to be clamoured
againg as the tyrant of Tetuan, and to be ridiculed by the
very offal of the streets.

One day a gang of dirty Arabs in the market-place
dressed up a blind beggar in clothes such as Israel wore,
and sent him abroad through the town to beg as one that
was dedtitute and in a miserable condition. But nothing
semed to move Isragl to pity.  Men were cast into prison
for no reason save that they were rich, and the relations
of such as were there already were alowed to redeem them
for money, so that no felon suffered punishment except
such as could pay nothing. People took fright and fled to
other cities.  Isradl's name became a curse and a reproach
throughout Barbary.

Yet dl this time the man's soul was yearning with pity
for the people. Since the death of Ruth his heart had

»
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grown merciful. The care of the child had softened him.
It had brought him to look on other children with tender-
ness, and looking tenderly on other children had led him
to think of other fathers with compassion. Young or old,
powerful or weak, mighty or mean, they were dl as little
children—helpless children who would deep together in
the same bed soon.

Thinking 0, lsrael would have undone the evil work
of earlier years; but that was impossible now. Many of
them that had suffered were dead; some that had been
cadt into prison had got their last and long discharge. At
least Israel would have relaxed the rigour whereby his
master ruled, but that was impossible aso. Katrina had
come, and she was a vain woman and a lover of al luxury,
and she commanded Israel to tax the people afresh. He
obeyed her through three bad years; but many atime his
heart reproached him that he dealt corruptly by the poor
people, and when he saw them borrowing money for the
Governor's tributes on their lands and houses, and when
he stood by while they and their sons were cast into prison
for the bonds which they could not pay to the usurers
Abraham or Judah or Reuben, then his soul cried out
againgt him that he ate the bread of such a mistress.

But out of the eater came forth meat, and out of the
strong capie forth sweetness, and out of this coming of the
Spanish wife of Ben Aboo came deliverance for Isradl from
the torment of his false position.

There was an aged and pious Moor in Tetuan, caled
Abd Allah, who was rumoured to have made savings from
his business as a gunsmith. Going to mosgue one even-
ing, with fifteen dollars in his waistband, he unstrapped
his belt and laid it on the edge of the fountain while he
washed his feet before entering, for his back was no longer
supple.  Then a younger Moor, coming to pray at the same
time, saw the dollars, and snatched them up and ran.  Abd
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Allah could not follow the thief, so he went to the Kasbah
and told his story to the Governor.

Just at that time Ben Aboo had the Kaid of Fez on a
vist to him. "Ask him how much more he has got,"
whispered the brother Kaid to Ben Aboo.

Abd Allah answered that he did not know.

" I'll give you two hundred dollars for the chance of all
he has," the Kaid whispered again.

"Five bees are better than a pannier of flies—done!"
said Ben Aboo.

So Abd Allah was sold like a sheep and carried to Fez,
and there cagt into prison on a penalty of two hundred
and fifty dollars imposed upon him on the pretence of a
falseaccusation.

Issadl st by the Governor that day at the gate of the
hal of justice, and many poor people of the town stood
huddled together in the court outside while the evil work
was done. No one heard the Kaid of Fez when he whis-
pered to Ben Aboo, but every one saw when Israd drew the
warrant that consigned the gunsmith to prison, and when
he sedled it with the Governor's sedl.

Abd Allah had made no savings, and, being too old for
work, he had lived on the earnings of his son. The son's
name was Absalam (Abd es-Sadm), and he had a wife whom
he loved very tenderly, and one child, aboy of sx years of
age. Absdam followed his father to Fez, and visted him
in prison. The old man had been ordered a hundred lashes,
and the flesh was hanging from his limbs. Absalam was
great of heart, and, in pity of his father's miserable condition,
he went to the Governor and begged that the old man might
oe liberated, and that he might be imprisoned instead. His
petition was heard. Abd Allah was set free, Absdam was
cagt into prison, and the penaty was raised from two
hundred and fifty dollars to three hundred

Igael heard of wnat had happened, and he hastened to
r
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Ben Aboo in great agitation, intending to say, " Pay back
this man's ransom, in God's name, and his children and his
children's children will live to bless you." But when he got
to the Kashah, Katrinawas sitting with her husband, and
at sght of the woman's face Isragl's tongue was frozen.

Absalam had been the favourite of his neighbours among
dl the gunsmiths of the market-place, and after he had
been three months at Fez they made common cause of his
calamities, sold their goods at a sacrifice, collected the three
hundred dollars of his fine, bought him out of prison, and
went in a body through the gate to meet him upon his
return to Tetuan. But his wife had died in the meantime
of fear and privation, and only his aged father and his little
son were there to welcome him.

"Friends," he sad to his neighbours standing outside
the walls, "what is the use of sowing if you know not who
will reap?"

"No use, no use!" answered severa Vvoices.

"If God gives you anything, this man Israel takes it
away," said Absalam.

"True, true! Curse him! Curse his relations|" cried
the others.

"Then why go back into Tetuan?" said Absdam.

"Tangier is no better," said one. "Fez is worse" sad
another. " Where is there to go?" sad athird.

"Into the plains," sad Absalam—"into the plains and
into the mountains, for they belong to God done."

That word was like the flint to the tinder.

"They who have least are richest, and they that have
nothing are best off of dl," said Absalam, and his neighbours
shouted that it was 0.

"God will clothe us as He clothes the fidds" sad
Absalam, " and feed our children as He feeds the birds™

In three days time ten shops in the market-place, on
the side of the Mosque, were sold up and dosed, and the
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men who had kept them were gone away with their wives
and children to live in tents with Absalam on the barren
plains beyond the town.

When Israel heard of what had been done he secretly
rejoiced; but Ben Aboo was in a commotion of fear, and
Katrina was fierce with anger, for the doctrine which Ab-
sdam had preached to his neighbours outside the walls was
not his own doctrine merely, but that of a great man lately
risen among the people, called Mohammed of Mcquinez,
nicknamed by his enemies Mohammed the Third.

"This madness is spreading," said Ben Aboo.

"Yes" said Kattina; "and if all men follow where these
men lead, who will supply the tables of Knidsand Sultans?"

"What can | do with them?" said Ben Aboo.

"Eat them up," said Katrina.

Ben Aboo proceeded to put a literal interpretation upon
his wife's counsel.  With a company of cavalry he prepared
to follow Absalam and his little fellowship, taking Israel
along with him to reckon their taxes, that he might compel
them to return to Tetuan, and be town-dwellers and house-
dwellers, and buy and sell and pay tribute as before, or dse
deliver themselves to prison.

But Absdlam and his people had secret word that the
Governor was coming after them, and Isragl with him.  So
they rolled their tents, and fled to the mountains that are
midway between Tetuan and the Reef country, and took
refuge in the gullies of that rugged land, living in caves of
the rock, with only the table-land of mountain behind them,
and nothing but a nigged precipice in front. This place
they sdected for its safety, intending to puch forward, as
occason offered, to the sanctuaries of ShaVan, trusting
rather to the humanity of the wild people, caled the
Shdwanis, than to the mercy of their late crud masters.
But the valley wherein they had hidden is thick with trees,
and Ben Aboo tracked them and came up with them before
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they were aware. Then, sending soldiers to the mountain
at the back of the caves, with instructions that they should
come down to the precipice steadily, and kill none that
they could take alive, Ben Aboo himself drew up at the
foot of it, and Israel with him, and there cdled on the
people to come out and deliver themsalves to his will.

When the poor people came from their hiding-places and
saw that they were surrounded, and that escape was not
left to them on any side, they thought their death was sure.
But without a shout or a cry they knelt, as with one
accord, at the mouth of the precipice, with their backs to
it, men and women and children, knee to knee in a line,
and joined hands, and looked towards the soldiers, who
were coming steadily down on them. On and on the
soldiers came, eye to eye with the people, and their swords
weredrawn.

Israel gasped for his breath, and waited to see the people
cut in pieces at the next instant, when suddenly they began
to sing where they knelt at the edge of the precipice, " God
is our refuge and our strength, a very present help in
trouble.”

In another moment the soldiers had drawn up as if
swords from heaven had fallen on them, and lsrael wes
crying out of his dry throat, " Fear nothing! Only deliver
your bodies to the Governor, and none shall harm you."

Absalam rose up from his knees and cdled to his father
and his son. And standing between them to be seen by dl,
and first looking upon both with eyes of pity, he drew from
the folds of his seham a long knife such as the Reefians
wear, and teking his father by his white hair he dew him
and cast his body down the rocks. After that he turned
towards his son, and the boy was golden-haired and his face
was like the morning, and Isradl's heart bled to see him.

Y Absdam 1" hecried in amoving voice; "Absaam, wail,
wait 1"
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But Absalam killed his son dso, and cast him down after
his father. Then, looking around on his people with eyes
of compassion, as seeming to pity them that they must fall
again into the hands of Israel and his master, he stretched
out his knife and sheathed it in his own breast, and fell
towards the precipice.

Israel covered his face and groaned in his heart, and said,
"It is the end, O Lord God, it is the end—polluted wretch
that | am, with the blood of these people upon me!"

The companions of Absalam delivered themselves to the
soldiers, who committed them to the prison at Shdwan,
and Ben Aboo went home in content.

Rumour of what had come to pass was not long in reach-
ing Tetuan, and Israel was charged with the guilt of it. In
passing through the streets the next day on his way to his
house the people hissed him openly. "Allah had not
written it!" a Moor shouted as he passed. " Take care!"
cried an Arab, " Mohammed of Mequinez is coming !"

It chanced that night, after sundown, when Naomi,
according to her wont, led her father to the upper room,
and fetched the Book of the Law from the cupboard of the
wall and laid it upon his knees, that he read the passage
whereon the page opened of itself, scarce knowing what he
read when he began to read it, for his spirit was heavy with
the bad doings of those days. And the passage whereon
the book opened was this—

" Aaron shall cast lots upon the two goats: one lotfor the
Lord, and the other lotfor the scapegoat. . . . Then shall
he kill the goat of the sin-offering that is for thepeople, and
bring his blood within thevail. And he shall make an atone-
ment for the holy place, because of the uncleanness of the chil-
dren of Israel, and because of their transgressions in all their
sins, . . . Andwhen he hath made an end of reconciling the
kofy place, and the tabernacle of the congregation and the
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altar, he shall bring the livegoat: and Aaron shall lay both his
hands upon the head of the live goat, and confess over htm all
the iniquities of the children of Israel, and all their trans
gressions in all their sins, putting them upon the head of the
goat and shall send him away by the hand of a fit man into
the wilderness.  And the goat shall bear upon him all their
iniquities unto a land not inhabited?

That same night Israel dreamt a dream. He had been
adeep, and had awakened in a place which he did not
know. It was a great arid wilderness. Ashen sand lay on
every side; a scorching sun beat down on it, and nowhere
was there a glint of water. Israel gazed, and slowly through
the blazing sunlight he discerned white roofless walls like
the ruins of little sheepfolds. " They are tombs," he told
himself, " and thisis a Mukabar—an Arab graveyard—the
most desolate place in the work! of God." But, looking
again, he saw that the roofless walls covered the ground as
far as the eye could see, and the thought came to him that
this ashen deseit was the earth itself, and that al the world
of life and man was dead. Then, suddenly, in the motion-
less wilderness, a solitary creature moved. It was a god,
and it toiled over the hot sand with its head hung down
and its tongue lolled out. "Water!" it seemed to cry,
though it made no voice, and its eyes traversed the plain as
if they would pierce the ground for a spring. Fever and
delirium fell upon Israel. The goat came near to him and
lifted up its eyes, and he saw itsface. Then he shrieked and
awoke. The face of the goat had been the face of Naomi.

Now lsrael knew that this was no more than a dream,
coming of the passage which he had read out of the book
a sundown, but so vivid was the sense of it Ihat he could
not rest in his bed until he had first seen Naomi with his
waking eyes that he might laugh in his heart to think how
the eye of his degp had fooled him.  So he lit his lamp,
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and waked through the slent house to where Naomi's
room was on the lower floor of it.

There she lay, deeping so peacefully, with her sunny
hair flowing over the pillow on either side of her beautiful
face, and rippling in little curls about her neck. How
sweet she looked! How like a dear bud of womanhood
just opening to the eye 1

Israel sat down beside her for a moment Many a time
before, at such hours, he had sat in that same place, and
then gone his ways, and she had known nothing of it. She
was like any other maiden now. Her eyeswere closed, and
who should see that they were blind? Her breath came
gently, and who should say that it gave forth no speech?
Her face was quiet, and who should think that it was not
the face of a homely-hearted girl? Israel loved these
moments when he was alone with Naomi while she dept,
for then only did she seem to be entirely his own, and he
was not so lonely while he was sitting there.  Though men
thought he was strong, yet he was very weak. He had no
onein the world to talk to save Naomi, and she was dumb
in the daytime, but in the night he could hold little con-
versations with her.  His love! his dovel his darlingl
How easily he could trick and deceive himself and think,
She will awake presently, and spesk to me! Yes; her
eyes will open and see me here again, and | shal hear her
voice, for | love it] " Father!" she will say. " Father—
father——"

Only the moment of undeceiving was so cruel!

Naomi dtirred, and Israel rose and left her.  As he went
back to his bed, through the corridor of the patio, he heard
a night-cry behind him that made his hair to rise. It was
Naomi laughing in her deep.

Igael dreamt again that night, and he believed his second
dream to be avison. It was only a dream, like the firgt;
but what his dream would be to us is nought, and what it
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was to him is everything. The vision as he thought he saw
it was this, and these were the words of it as he thought he
heard them—

It was the middle of the night, and he was lying in his
own room, when a dull red light as of dying flame crossed
the foot of the bed, and a voice that was as the voice of
the Lord came out of it, crying " Israel!"

And Israel was sordly afraid, and answered, "Spesk,
Lord, Thy servant heareth.”

Then the Lord said, "Thou hast read of the goats
whereon the high priest cast lots, one lot for the sin offer-
ing and onelot for the scapegoat.”

And Israel answered trembling, " | have read.”

Then the Lord said to Isradl, " Look now upon Naomi,
thy child, for sheisasthe sin-offering for thy sins, to make
atonement for thy transgressions, for thee and for thy
household, and therefore she is dumb to all uses of speedy
and blind to al service of sight, a soul in chains and
aspirit in prison, for behold, she is as the lot that is cast
for justice and for the Lord."

And Israel groaned in his agony and cried, " Would that
the lot had fallen upon me, O Lord, that Thou mightest be
justified when thou speskest, and be clear when Thou
judgest, for | alone am guilty before Thee"

Then said the Lord to Isradl, " On thee, dso, hath the
lot fallen, even the lot of the scapegoat of the enemies of
the people of God."

And lsrael quakedquakedwithand the Lord caled to him
again, and sad, " Tlsradl, even as the scapegoat carries the
iniquities of the people, so dost thou carry the iniquities of
thy master, Ben Aboo, and of his wife, Katrina; and even
as the goat bears the sins of the people into the wilderness,
90, in the resurrection, shalt thou bear the sins of this man
and of this woman into a land that no man knoweth."

Then Israel wrestled no longer with the Lord, but
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swesated as it were drops of blood, and cried, " What" shall
| do, O Lord?"

And the Lord said, "Lie unto the morning, and then
arise, get thee to the country by Mequinez and to the man
there whereof thou hast heard tidings, and he shall show
thee what thou shalt do."

Then Israel wept with gladness, and cried, saying,
""Shall my soul live? Shdl the lot be lifted from off me,
and from off Naomi, my daughter ?"

But the Lord left him, the red light died out from across
the bed, and al around was darkness.

Now to the last day and hour of his life Israd would
have taken oath on the Scriptures that he saw this vision,
and heard this voice, not in his deep and as in a dream,
but awake, and having plain sight of al common things
about him—his room and his bed, and the canopy that
covered it. And on rising in the morning, at daydawn, so
actual was the sense of what he had seen and heard, and so
powerful the impression of it, that he straightway set him-
sdf to carry out the injunction it had made, without question
of its reality or doubt of its authority.

Therefore, committing his household to the care of Ali,
who was now grown to be a stalwart black lad, his constant
right hand and helpmate, Israel first sent to the Governor,
saying he should be ten days absent from Tetuan, and then
to the Kashah for a soldier and guide, and to the market-
place for mules.

Before the sun was high everything was in readiness, and
the caravan was waiting a the door. Then Israel remem-
bered Naomi. Where was the girl, that he had not seen her
that morning? They answered him that she had not yet
left her room, and he sent the black woman Fatimah to
fetch her. And when she came and he had kissed her,
bidding her farewell in slence, his heart misgave him con-
cerning her, and, after raising his foot to the dirrup, he
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returned to where she stood in the patio with the two bond*
women heside her.

"Is she well?"he asked.

" Oh yes, well—very well," sad Fatimah, and Habeebah
echoed her, Nevertheless, Isragl remembered that he had
not heard the only language of her lips, her laugh, and,
looking at her again, he saw that her face, which had used
to be cheerful, was now sad. At that he amost repented
of his purpose, and but for shame in his own eyes he might
have gone no farther, for it smote him with terror that,
though she were sick, nothing could she say to stay him,
and even if she were dying she must let him go his ways
without warning.

He kissed her again, and she clung to him, so that at
last, with many words of tender protest which she did not
hear, he had to break away from the beautiful arms that
held him.

AH was waiting by the mules in the sreets, and the
soldier and guide and muleteers and tentmen were aready
mounted, amid a chattering throng of idle people look-
ing on.

"Ali, my lad," said lsrael, "if anything should befdl
Naomi while | am away, will you watch over her and guard
her with al your strength ?"

"With dl my life" said Ali stoutly. He was Naomi'i
playfellow no longer, but her devoted dave

Then Isradl st off on hisjourney.



CHAPTER IX.
ISRAEL'S  JOURNEY.

MOHAMMED of Mequinez, the man whom Israel went out
to seek, had been a Kddi and the son of a Kddi. While
he was still a child his father died, and he was brought up
by two uncles, his father's brothers, both men of yet higher
place, the one being Naib es-sultan, or Foreign Minister,
at Tangier, and the other Grand Vizier to the Sultan at
Morocco. Thusin aland where there is one noble only, the
Sultan himself, where ascent and descent are as freeasin a
republic, though the*ways of both are mired with crime
and corruption, Mohammed was come as from the highest
nobility.  Nevertheless, he renounced his rank and the
hope of wealth that went along with it at the cdl of duty
and the cry of misery.

He parted from his uncles, abandoned his judgeship, and
went out into the plains. The poor and outcast and down-
trodden among the people, the shamed, the disgraced, and
the neglected left the towns and followed him. He estab-
lished a sect They were to be despisers of riches and
lovers of poverty. No man among them was to have more
than another. They were never to buy or sdl among
themselves, but every one was to give what he had to him
that wanted it They were to avoid swearing, yet whatever
they said was to be firmer than an oath. They were to be
ministers of peace, and if any man did them violence they
were never to ress him.  Neverthdess they were not to
lack for courage, but to laugh to scorn the enemies that

o
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tormented them, and smile in their pains and shed no tear.
And as for death, if it was for their glory they were to
esteem it more than life, because their bodies only were
corruptible, but their souls were immortal, and would mount
upwards when released from the bondage of the flesh. Not
dissenters from the Koran, but stricter conformers to it;
not Nazarenes and not Jews, yet followers of Jesus in their
customs and of Moses in their doctrines.

And Moors and Berbers, Arabs and Negroes, Muslimeen
and Jews, heard the cry of Mohammed of Mequinez, and
he recaved them dl. From the streets, from the market-
places, from the doors of the prisons, from the service of
hard masters, and from the ragged army itself, they arose in
hundreds and trooped after him. They needed no badge
but the badge of poverty, and no voice of pleading but the
voice of misery. Most of them brought nothing with them
in their hands, and some brought little on their backs save
the stripes of their tormentors. A few had flocks and herds,
which they drove before them ; afew had tents, which they
shared with their fellows; and a few had guns, with which
they shot the wild boar for their food and the hyena for
their safety. Thus, possessing little and desiring nothing,
having neither houses nor lands, and only considering
themselves secure from their rulers in having no money,
this company of battered human wrecks, life-broken and
crime-logged and stranded, passed with their leader from
place to place of the waste country about Mequinez. And
he, being as poor as they were, though he might have been
50 rich, cheered them aways, even when they murmured
against him, as Absalam had cheered his little fellowship
a Tetuan: " God will feed us as He feeds -the birds of
the air, and clothe our little ones as He clothes the
fields."

Such was the man whom Israel went out to sek.  But
Isreel knew his people too well to make known his errand
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His besetting difficulties were enough dready. The year
was young, but the days were hot; a palpitating haze floated
aways in the ar, and the grass and the broom had the
dusty and tired look of autumn. It was also the month of
the fast of Ramadhan, and Isragl's men were Muslims.  So,
to save himself the double vexation of oppressive days and
the constant bickerings of his famished people, Isragl found
it necessary at length to travel in the night. In this way
his journey was the shorter for the absence of some
obstacles, but his time was long.

And, just as he had hidden his errand from the men
of his own caravan, so he conceded it from the people of
the country that he passed through, and many and various,
and sometimes ludicrous and sometimes very pitiful, were
the conjectures they made concerning it. While he was
passing through his own province of Tetuan, nothing did
the poor people think but that he had come to make a new
assessment of their lands and holdings, their cattle and
belongings, that he might tax them afresh and more fully.
So, to buy his mercy in advance, many of them came out
of their houses as he drew near, and knelt on the ground
before his horse, and kissed the skirts of his kaftan, and his
knees, and even his foot in his stirrup, and caled him Sdi
(master, my lord), a title never before given to a Jew, and
offered him presents out of their meagre substance.

"A gift for my lord," they would say, "of the little that
God has given us, praise His merciful name for ever "

Then they would push forward a sheep or a god, or a
string of hens tied by the legs so as to hang across his
saddle-bow, or, perhaps, a the two trembling hands of an
old woman living aone on a hungry scratch of land in a
desolate place, a bowl of buttermilk,

Israel was touched by the peoples terror, but he betrayed
no feeling.

"Keep them," he would answer; "keep them until 1
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come again," intending to tel them, when that time came,
to keep their poor gifts atogether.

And when he had passed out of the province of Tetuan
into the bashadic of El Kasar, the bareheaded country-
people of the valley of the Koos hastened before him to the
Kaid of that grey town of bricks and storks and palm-trees
and evil odours, and the Kaid, with another notion of his
errand, came to the tumble-down bridge to meet him on
his approach in the early morning.

"Peace be with you 1" said the Kaid. "So my lord is
going again to the Shcreef at Wazzdn; may the mercy of
the Merciful protect him !"

Israel neither answered yea nor nay, but threaded the
maze of crooked lanes to the lodging which had been pro-
vided for him near the market-place, and the same night he
left the town (laden with the presents of the Kaid) through
aline of famished and half-naked beggars who looked on
with feverish eyes,

Next day, a dawn, he came to the heights of Wazzdn
(a holy city of Morocco), by the olives and junipers and
evergreen oaks that grow at the foot of the lofty, double-
peaked Boo-Hald, and there the young grand Shereef
himself, a the gate of his odorous orange-gardens, stood
waiting to give audience with yet another conjecture as to
the intention of his journey.

"Welcome! welcome !" said the Shereef; "al you see
is yours until Allah shall decree that you leave me too soon
on your happy mission to our lord the Sultan at Fez—may
God prolong his life and bless him !"

" God make you happy!" said Israel; but he offered no
answer to the question that was implied.

"It is twenty and odd years, my lord," the Shereef con-
tinued, " since my father sent for you out of Tetuan, and
many are the ups and downs that time has wrought since
then, under Allah's win; but none in the past have been s0
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grateful as the eevation of Israel ben Olie, and none in
the future can be so joyful as the favours which the Sultan
(God keep our lord Abd er-Rahman!) has dill in store
for him."

" God will show," sad Isradl.

No Jew had ever yet ridden in this Moroccan Mecca;
but the Shereef alighted from his horse and offered it to
Isradl, and took Isragl's horse instead, and together they rode
through the market-place, and past the old Mosque that is
a ruin inhabited by hawks, and the other mosque of the
Aissawa, and the three squalid fondaks wherein the Jews
live like cattle. A swarm of Arabs followed at their heels
in tattered greasy rags, a group of Jews went by them bare-
foot, and a knot of bedraggled renegades leaning against
the walls of the prison doffed the caps from their dishevelled
heads and bowed.

That day, while the poor people of the town fasted ac-
cording to the ordinance of the Ramadhdn, Israd's little
company of Muslimeen—guests in the house of the descen-
dants of the Prophet—were, by specid Shereefian dispen-
sdion, permitted as travellers to est and drink at their
pleasure.  And before sunset, but at the verge of it, lsradl
and his men started on their journey afresh, going out of
the town, with the Shereefs black bodyguard riding before

" them for guide and badge of honour, through the dense
and noisome market-place, where (like a clock that is warn-
ing to strike) a multitude of hungry and thirsty people with
fierce and dirty faces, under a heavy wave of palpitating
heat, and amid clouds of hot dust, were waiting for the
sound of the cannon that should proclaim the end of that
day's fat Water-carriers at the fountains stood ready to
fill their empty goats skins, women and children sa on
the ground with dishes of gressy soup on their knees and
bdls of grain rolled in their fingers, men lay about hold-
ing pipes charged with keef, and flint and tinder to light
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them, and the mooddin himself in the minaret stood look-
ing abroad (unless he were blind) to where the red sun was
lazily sinking under the plain.

Isradl's soul sickened within him, for well he knew that,
lavish as were the honours that were shown him, they were
offered by the rich out of their selfishness and by the poor
out of their fear. While they thought the Sultan had sent
for him, they kissed his foot who desired no homage, and
loaded him with presents who needed no gifts. But one
word out of his mouth, only one little word, one other name,
and what then of this lip-service, and what of this mock-
honour !

Two days later Israd and his company reached before
dawn the snake-like ramparts of Mequinez, the city of wadls.
And toiling in the darkness over the barren plain and the
belt of carrion that lies infront of the town, through the
heat and fumes of thefetid place, and amid the furious barks
of the scavenger dogs which prowl in the night around it,
they came in the grey of morning to the city gate over the
stream called the Father of Tortoises. The gate was closed,
and the night police that kept it were snoring in their nags
under the arch of the wall within.

"Selaml M'barak! Abd e Kdder ! Abd e Kareem!"
shouted the Shereef s black guard to the deepy gate-keepers.
They had come thus far in Isragl's honour, and would not
return to Wazza*n until they had seen him housed within.

From the other sde of the gate, through the mist and the
gloom, came yawns and broken snores and then snarls and
curses. ** Burn your father ! Pretty hubbub in the middle
of the night !"

"SeMm | " shouted one, of the black guard. " You dog
of dogsl Your father was bewitched by a hyena I'll
teach you to curse your betters. Quick! get up, or
shave your beard. Open! or I'll ride the donkey on your
head1 Therel—and therel—and there again ™ and at every
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word the butt of his long gun rang on the old oaken
gate.

" Hamed el Wazzdni!" muttered several voices within.

"Yes" shouted the Shereef's man. "And my Lord
Israel of Tetuan on his way to the Sultan, God grant him
victory. Do you hear, you dogs? Sidi Israel € Tetdwani
sitting here in the dark, while you are sleeping and snoring
in your dirt."

There was a whispered conference on the inside, then a
rattle of keys, and then the gate groaned back on its
hinges. At the next moment two of the four gatemen
were on their knees at the feet of Isragl's horse, asking
forgiveness by grace of Allah and his Prophet. In the
meantime, the other two had sped away to the Kasbah,
and before Israel had ridden far into the town, the Kaid—
againgt al usage of his dass and country—ran and met
him—afoot, dipperless, wearing nothing but seham and
tarboosh, out of breath, yet with a mouth full of excuses.

"I heard you were coming," he panted—"sent for by
the Sultan—Allah preserve him!—but had | known you
were to be here so soon—I—that is—"

" Peace be with you !" interrupted Isragl.

" God grant you peace, The Sultan—praise the merci-
ful Allah!" the Kaid continued, bowing low over Israd's
stirrup—" he reached Fez from Marrdkesh last sunset; you
will be in time for him."

" God will show," said Israd and he pushed forward.

"Ah, true—yes—certainly—my lord is tired," puffed the
Kaid, bowing agan most profoundly. "Waell, your lodg-
ing is ready—the best in Mequinez—and your mona is
cooking—al the dainties of Barbary-and when our merci-
ful Abd er-Rahman has made you his Grand Vizier——"

Thus the man chattered like a jay, bowing low at nigh
every word, until they came to the house wherein Isradl

an<) his people were to rest until sunset; and always the
L]
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burden of his words was the same—the Sultan, the Sultan,
the Sultan, and Abd er-Rahman, Abd er-Rahman!

Isad could bear no more. " Basha" he sad, "itisa
nfistake; the Sultan has not sent for me, and neither am |
going to see him."

" Not going to him ?" the Kaid echoed vacantly.

"No, but to another," sad Israel; "and you of al men
can best tell me where that other isto be found. A great
man, newly risen—yet a poor man—the young Mahdi
Mohammedof Mequinez."

Then there was along slence.

Israel did not rest in Mequinez until sunset of that day.
Soon after sunrise he went out at the gate at which he had
so lately entered, and no man showed him honour. The
black guard of the Shereef of Wazzdn had gone off before
him, chuckling and grinning in their disgust, and behind
him hisown little company of soldiers, guides, muleteers,
and tentmen, who, like himself, had neither dlept nor eaten,
were dragging aong in dudgeon. The Kaid had turned
them out of the town.

Later in the day, while Isragl and his people lay shelter-
ing within their tents on the plain of Sas by the river
Nagar, near the tent-village called a Douar, and the padm-
tree by the bridge, there passed them in the fierce sunshine
two men in the pesked shasheeah of the soldier, riding at
afurious gdlop from the direction of Fez, and shouting to
dl they came upon to fly from the path they had to pass
over. They were messengers of the Sultan, carrying letters
to the Kaid of Mequinez, commanding him to present
himsdf at the paace without delay, that he might give
good account of his stewardship, or dse deliver up his
subgtance and be cadt into prison for the defacations with
which rumour had charged him.

Such was the errand of the soldiers, according to the
country-people, who toiled dong after them on their way
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home from the markets at Fez, and great was the glee of
Isradl's men on hearing it, for they remembered with bitter-
ness how basely the Kaid had treated them at last in his
fase loydty and hypocrisy. But Isragl himself was too
nearly touched by a sense of Fate's coquetry to rejoice a
this new freak of its whim, though the victim of it had so
lately turned him from his door. . Miserable was the man
who laid up his treasure in money-bags and built his
happiness on the favour of prinofs! When the one was
taken from him and the other failed him, where then was
the hope of that man's salvation, whether in this world or
the next? The dungeon, the chain, the lash, the wooden
jellab—what else was left to him? Only the wail of the
poor whom he has made poorer, the curse of the orphan
whom he has made fatherless, and the execration of the
down-trodden whom he has oppressed. These followed
him into his prison, and mingled their cries with the clank
of his irons, for they were voices which had never yet
deserted the man that made them, but clamoured loud at
the last when his end had come, above the death-rattle in
his throat One dim hour waited for al men aways, whether
in the prison or in the palace—one lonely hour wherein
none could bear him company—and what was wealth and
treasure to man's soul beyond it? Was it power on earth ?
Weasit glory? Was it riches? Oh! glory <f the earth—
what could it be but awill o'-the-wisp pursued in the dark-
ness of the night! Oh'! riches of gold and silver—what had
they ever been but marsh-fire gathered in the dusk! The
empire of the world was evil, and evil was the service of the
prince of it 1

Then Igad thought of Naomi, his sweet treasure so far
awvay. Though al ds fell from him like dry sand from
gragplessfingers, yet if by God's good mercy the lot of the
sin-offering could be lifted away from his child, he would
be content and happy. Naomi! His lovel His daling |
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His sweet flower, afflicted for his transgression. Oh! let
him lose anything, everything, al that the world and dl
that the devil had given him; but let the curse be lifted
irom his helpless child! For what was gold without glad-
ness, and what was plenty without peace?

Israel lit upon the Mahdi at last in the country of the
verbena and the musk that lies outside the walls of Fez
The prophet was a young man of unusual stature, but no
great strength of body, with a head that drooped like a
flower and with the wild eyes of an enthusiast His people
were a vast concourse that covered the plain a furlong
square, and included multitudes of women and children.
Israel had come upon them a an evil moment. The
| ople were murmuring againgt their leader. Six months
ago they had abandoned their houses and followed him.
They had passed from Mequinez to Rabat, from Rabat to
Mazagan, from Mazagan to Mogador, from Mogador to Mar-
rikesh, and finally from Marrdkesh through the treacherous
Beni Magild to Fez. At every step their numbers had
increased but their substance had diminished, for only the
destitute had joined them. Nevertheless, while they had
their flocks and herds they had borne their privations
patiently—the weary journeys, the exposure, the long rains
of the spring and the scorching heat of summer. But the
sldiers of the Raids whose provinces they had passed
through had stripped them of both in the name of tribute.
The last raid on their poverty had been made that very day
by the Kaid of Fez, and now they were without goats or
sheep or oxen, or even the guns with which they had killed
the wild bear, and their children were crying to them fof
bread.

So the peoples faces grew black, and they looked intf
each other's eyes in ther impotent rage.  Why had they
been brought out of the cities to starve? Better to Stay
there and suffer than come out and perish!  What of the
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vain promises that had been made to them that God would
feed them as He fed the birds! God was witness to 4l
their calamities; He was seeing them robbed day by day,
He was seeing them famish hour by hour, He was seeing
them die. They had been fooled! A vain man had thought
to plough his way to power. Through their bodies he was
now ploughing it " The hunger is on us!" "Our children
are perishing! "Find us food !" " Food!" " Food!"

With such shouts, mingled with deep oaths, the hungrj
multitude in their madness had encompassed Mohammed
of Mequinez as Isradl and his company came up with them.
And lsradl heard their cries, and dso the voice of theit
leader when he answered them.

First the young prophet rose up among his people, with
flashing eyes and quivering nodtrils. " Do you think | am
Moses" he cried, " that | should smite the rock and work
you a miracle? If you are starving, am | full ? If you are
naked, am | clothed?'

But in another instant the fire of anger was gone from
his face, and hewas saying inavery moving voice, " My good
people, who have followed me through dl these miseries, |
know that your burdens are heavier than you can bear, and
that your lives are scarce to be endured, and that death
itself would be a relief. Nevertheless, who shall say but
that Allah sees a way to avert these trials of His poor ser-
vants, and that, unknown to us dl, He is even at this
moment bringing His mercy to pass! Peatience, | beg of
you; patience, my poor people—patience and trust I"

At that the murmurs of discontent were hushed. Then
Israel remembered the presents with which the Kaid of El
Kasar and the Shereef of Wazzan had burdened him.  They
were jewels and ornaments such as are sometimes worn un-
lawfully by vain men in that country—silver signet ringsand
earrings, chains for the neck, and Solomon's sedl to hang on
the breast as safeguard against the evil eye—aswell as much
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gold filagree of the kind that men give to their women.
Isradl had packed them in a box and laid them in the lesf
pannier of amule, and then given no further thought to them;
but, calling now to the muleteer who had charge of them,
he said, " Take them quickly to the good man yonder, and
say, ' A present to the man of God and to his people in
their trouble.™

And when the muleteer had done this, and laid the box
of gold and silver open at the feet of the young Mahdi,
saying what Israel had bidden him, it was the same to the
young man and his followers as if the sky had opened and
rained manna on their heads.

"It is an answer to your prayer," he cried; " anangel from
heaven has sent it

Then his people, as soon as they realised what good thing
had happened to them, took up his shout of joy, and shouted
out of their own parched throats—

"Prophet of Allah, we will follow you to the world's
end!"
."y,"M And then down on their knees they fell around him, the
vast concourse of men and women, al grinning like apes in
their hunger and glee together, and sobbing and laughing in
a breath, like children, and sent up a great broken cry of
thanks to God that He had sent them succour, that they
might not die. At last, when they had risen to their feet
again, every man looked into the eyes of his fellow and sad,
as if ashamed, "I could have borne it myself, but when
tbe children caled to me for bread, | wai a fool."



CHAPTER X.
THE WATCHWORD OF THE MAHDL

EARLY the next day Isragl set his face homeward, with this
old word of the new prophet for his guide and motto:
" Exact no more than is just; do violence to no man;
accuse none falsely; part with your riches and give to the
poor." That was dl the answer he got out of hisjourney,
and if any man had come to him in Tetuan with no newer
story, it must have been an idle and afoolish errand; but
after El Kasar, after Wazzdn, after Meqgtnnez, and now after
Fez, it seemed to be the sum of al wisdom. " 1I'll doit,"
he said ; "at dl risks and all cogts, I'll do it."

And, as a prelude to that change in his way of life which
he meant to bring to pass, he sent his men and mules
ahead of him, emptied his pockets of al that he should not
need on his journey, and prepared to return to his own
country on foot and adone. The men had first gaped in
amazement, and then laughed in derision; and finally they
had gone their ways by themselves, telling dl who en-
countered them that the Sultan at Fez had stripped their
master of everything, and that he was coming behind them
penniless.

But, knowing nothing of this gracdess sarvice, lsrad
began his homeward journey with a happy heat He
had less than thirty dollars in his waistband of the more
than three hundred with which he £iad set out from Tetuan;
he was a hundred and fifty miles from that town, or five

long days' travel; the sun was dill hot, and he must walk
g
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in the daytime. Surely the Lord would see it that never
before had any man done so much to wipe out God's dis
pleasure as he was now doing and yet would do. He had
said nothing of Naomi to the Mahdi even when he told
him of his vision; but all his hopes had centred in the
child. Thelot of the sin-offering must be gone from hel
now, and in the resurrection he would meet her without
shame. If he had brought fruits meet to repentance, then
must her debt aso be wiped away. Surely never before
had any child been so smitten of God, and never had any
father of an afflicted child bought God's mercy at so dear
aprice!

Such were the thoughts that Israel cherished secretly,
though he dared not to utter them, lest he should seem to
be bribing God out of his love of the child. And thus if
his heart was glad as he turned towards home, it was proud
aso, and if it was grateful it was dso vain; but vanity and
pride were both smitten out of it in an hour, before he went
through the gates of Fez (wherein he had dept the night pre-
ceding), by three sights which, though stern and pitiful, were
of no uncommon occurrence in that town and province,

Firg, it chanced that as he was passing from the south-
east of the new town of Fez to the gate that is at the north
west corner, going by the high walls of the Sultan's hareem,
where there is room for a thousand women, and near to the
Karueem mosgue that is the greatest in Morocco and rests
on eight hundred pillars, he came upon two slaveholders
sdlling twelve or fourteen daves. The daves were al girls,
and dl black, and of varying ages, ranging from ten years
to about thirty. They had lately arrived in caravans from
the Soudan, by way of Tafllet and the Wargha, and some
of them looked worn from the desert passage. Others were
fresh and cheerful, and such as had claims to negro beauty
were adorned, after their doubtful fashion, or the fancy of
their magters, with love-charms of slver, worn about ther
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necks, with their fingers pricked out with hennah, and their
eyelids darkened with kohl. Thus they were drawn up in
a line for public auction; but before the sde of them could
begin among the buyers that had gathered about them in
the street, the overseers of the Sultan's hareem had to come
and make a sdection for their master. This the eunuchs
presently did, and when two of them nicknamed Areefahs
—gaunt and hairless men, with the faces of evil old women
and the hoarse voices of ravens—had picked out three fat
black maidens, the business of the auction began by the
sde of a negro girl of seventeen who was brought out from
the rest and passed around.

" Now, brothers” said the dave-master, " look, seg;
sound of wind and limb—how much ?"

" Eighty dollars" said a voice from the crowd.

"Eighty? Weél, eighty to start with. Look a her—
rosy lips, fit for the kisses of aking, eh? How much?"

"A hundred dollars”

" A hundred dollars offered; only a hundred. It'sgiving
the girl away. Look a her teeth, brothers, white and
sound.”

The dave-master thrust his thumb into the girl's mouth
and walked her round the crowd again.

"Breath like new-mown hay, brothers. Now's the
chance for true believers. How much ?"

"A hundred and tea"

"A hundred and ten—thanks, Sidi! A hundred and
ten for thisjewel of agirl. Dirt cheap yet, brothers. Try
her muscles. Look at her flesh. Not a flaw anywhere.
Pass her round, test her, try her, tak to her—she speaks
good Arabic. Isn't she fit for a Sultan? Shes the best
thing Il offer to-day, and by the Prophet, if you are not
quick I'l keep her for myself. Now, for the third and last
time—seventeen years of age, sound, strong, plump, Swest,
and intact—how much ?"
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Isradl's blood tingled to see how the bidders handled th«
girl, and to hear what shameless questions they asked of
her, and with a long sigh he was turning away from the
crowd, when another man came up to it. The man was
black and old and hard-featured, and visibly poor in historn
white selham.  But when he had looked over the heads of
those in front of him, he made a great shout of anguish, and,
parting the people, pushed his way to the girl's side, and
opened his arms to her, and she fell into them with a crj
of joy and pain together.

It turned out that he was a liberated dave, who, ten
years before, had been brought from the Soos through the
country of Sidi Hosain ben Hashem, having been torn
away from his wife, who was since dead, and from his only
child, who thus strangely rejoined him. This story he told,
in broken Arabic, to those that stood around, and, hard as
were the faces of the bidders, and biutal as was their trade,
there was not an eye among them al but was melted at
his story.

Seeing this, Israel cried from the back of the crowd,
"I will give twenty dollars to buy him the girl's liberty,"
and straightway another and another offered like sums for
the same purpose until the amount of the last bid had been
reached, and the dave-master took it, and the girl was free.

Then the poor negro, still holding his daughter by the
hand, came to Isragl, with the tears dripping down his black
cheeks, and said in his broken way : " The blessing of Allah
upon you, white brother, and if you have a child of your own
may you never lose her, but may Allah favour her and let
you keep her with you always!" *e*"

That blessing of the old black man was more than |srael
could bear, and, facing about before hearing the last of it,
he turned down the dark arcade that descends into the old
town as into a vault, and having crossed the markets, he
came upon the second of the three sights that were to amite
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out of his heart his pride towards God. A man in a blue
tunic girded with a red sash, and with a red cotton hand-
kerchief tied about his head, was driving a donkey laden
with trunks of light trees cut into short lengths to lie over
its panniers.  He was clearly a Spanish woodsdller, and he
had the weary, averted, and downcast look of a race that is
despised and kept under.  His donkey was a bony creature,
with raw places on its flank and shoulders where its hide
had been worn by the friction of its burdens. He drove
it slowly, crying "Arrah!” to it in the tongue of its own
country, and not beating it cruelly. At the bottom of the
arcade there was an open place where a foul ditch was
crossd by a rickety bridge.  Coming to this the man hesi-
tated a moment, as if doubtful whether to drive his donkey
over it or to make the beast trudge through the water.  Con-
cluding to cross the bridge, he cried " Arrah!" again, and
drove the donkey forward with one blow of his stick. But
when the donkey weas in the middle of it, the rotten thing
gave way, and the beast and its burden fell into the ditch.
The donkey's legs were broken, and when athrong of Arabs,
who gathered at the Spaniard's cry, had cut away its panniers
and dragged it out of the water on to the paving-stones of
the street, the film covered its eyes, and in a moment it
wasdead.

At that the man knelt down beside it, and patted it on
its neck, and cdled on it by its name, as if unwilling to
believe that it was gone.  And while the Arabs laughed at
him for doing so—for none seemed to pity him—adatternly
girl of sixteen or seventeen came scudding down the arcade,
and pushed her way through the crowd until she stood
where the dead ass lay with the man kneeling beside it.
Then she fell on the man with bitter reproaches.  "Allah
blot out your name, you thief! " she cried. " You've killed
the creature, and may you darve and die yourself, you dog
of a Nazarene !"
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This was more than Isradl could listen to, and he com-
manded the girl to hold her peace. " Silence, you young
wanton " he cried, in a voice of indignation. "Who are
you, that you dare trample on the man in his trouble? "

It turned out that the girl was the man's daughter, and
he was a renegade from Ceuta. And when she had gone
off, cursing Israel and his father and his grandfather, the
poor fellow lifted his eyes to Isradl's face, and said, " You
are very kind, my father. God blessyou! | may not be a
good man, sir, and I've not lived aright life, but it's hard
when your own children are taught to despise you. Better
to lose them in their cradles, before they can spesk to you
to curse you."

Isradl’'s hair seemed to rise from his scap at that word,
and he turned about and hurried away. Oh no, no, no!
He was not, of al men, the most sorely tried. Worse to be
a dave, torn from the arms he loves! Worse to be a father
whose children join with his enemies to curse him |

He had been wrong. What was wedlth, that it was so
noble a sacrifice to part with it? Money was to give and
to take, to buy and to sdl, and that was dl But love was
for no market, and he who lost it lost everything. And
love was his, and would be his always, for he loved Naomi,
and she clung to him as the hyssop clings to the wdl. Let
him walk humbly before God, for God was great.

Now these sights, though they reduced Isragl's pride, in-
creased his cheerfulness, and he was going out at the gate
withahumbler yet lighter spirit, when he came upon asaint's
house under the shadow of the town walls. It was a small
whitewashed enclosure, surmounted by a white flag; and, as
Isradl passad it, the figure of a man came out to the entrance.
He was a poor, miserable creature—ragged, dirty, and with
dishevelled hair—and, seeing lsradl's eyes upon him, he
began to tak in some wild way and in some unknown
tongue that was only a fierce Jabber of sounds that had no
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words in them, and of words that had no meaning. The
poor soul was mad, and because he was distraught he was
counted a holy man among his people, and put to live in
this place, which was the tomb of a dead saint—though not
more dead to the ways of life was he who lay under the
floor than he who lived above it. The man continued his
wild jabber as long as lsrad's eyes were on him, and
Isradl dropped two coins into his hand and passed on.

Oh no, no, no; Naomi was not the most afflicted of dl
Gods creatures. And yet, and yet, and yet, her bodily
infirmities were but the type and sign of how her soul was
smitten.

On the hill outside the town the young Mahdi, with a
grest company of his people, was waiting for him to bid
him godspeed on hisjourney. And then, while they walked
some paces together before parting, and the prophet talked
of the poor followers of Absalam lying in the prison at
Shdwan (for he had heard of them from lgad), Israd
himself mentioned Naomi.

" My father," he sad, "there is something that | have
not told you."

"Tell it now, my son," said the Mahdi.

" | have a little daughter at home, and she is very swest
and beautiful. You would never think how like sunshine
ghe is to me in my lonely house, for her mother is gone,
and but for her 1 should be done, and so she is very near
and dear to me.  But she is in the land of slence and in
the land of night. Nothing can she see, and nothing hear,
and never has her voice opened the curtains of the air, for
she is blind and dumb and desf."

"Merciful Allah!" cried the Mahdi.

"Ah! is her dsae so terrible? | thought you would
think it 0. Yes, for dl she is so beautiful, she is only as
a cregture of the fields that knows not God."

" Allah preserve her 1" cried the Mahdi.
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"And she is smitten for my dn, for the Lord reveded It
to me in the vison, and my soul trembles for her soul
But if God has washed me with water should not she dso
be dean ?'

"God knows" sad the MahdL "He gives no rewards
for repentance.”

"But listen!" sad lsad "In a vison of death her
mother saw her, and she was afflicted no more. No, for
she could see, and hear, and spesk. Man of God, will it
come to pass?"

"God is good," said the Mahdi. "He needs that no
man should teach Him pity."

"But | love her," cried Israel, "and | vowed to her
mother to guard her. She is joy of my joy and life of my
life.  Without her the morning has no freshness and the
night no res. Surely the Lord sees this, and will have
mercy ?"

The Mahdi held back his tears, and answered, "The
Lord seesdl. Go your way in trust Farewel |"

"Farewdl "



CHAPTER XL
ISRAEL'S HOME-COMING.

ISRAEL'S return home was an experience at al points the
reverse of his going abroad He had seven dollars in the
pocket of his waistband on setting away from Fez, out of
the three hundred and more with which he had started
from Tetuan. His men had gone on before him and told
their story. So the people whom he came upon by the way
either ignored him or jeered at him, and not one that on
his coming had run to do him honour now stepped aside
that he might pass.

Two days after leaving Fez he came again to Wazzan.
Women were going home from market by the side of their
camels, and charcoal-burners were riding back to the country
on the empty burdas of their mules. It was nigh upon sun-
st when |sragl entered the town, and so exactly was every-
thing the same that he could amost have tricked himself
and believed that scarce two minutes had passed since he
had left it. There at the fountains were the water-carriers
waiting with their water-skins, and there in the market-place
sat the women and children with their dishes of soup; there
were the men by the booths with their pipes ready charged
with keef, and there was the mooddin in the minaret, look-
ing out over the plain. Everything was the same save one
thing, and that concerned Israel himself. No Grand Shereef
sood waiting to exchange horses with him, and no black
guard led him through the town. Footsore and dirty,
covered with dust, and tired, he waked through the Streets
done  And when presently the voice rang out overhead,
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and the breathless town broke instantly into bubbles of
sounds—the tinkling of the bells of the water-carriers, the
shouts of the children, and the cdls of the men—only one
man seemed to see him and know him. This was an Arab,
wearing scarcely enough rags to cover his nakedness, who
was bathing his hot cheeks in water which a water-carrier
was pouring into his hands, and he lifted his glistening face
as lsrael passed, and called him " Dog!" and " Jew!" and
commanded him to uncover his feet.

Israel dept that night in one of the three squaid fondaks
of Wazzdn inhabited by the Jews. His room was a sort of
narrow box, in a square court of many such boxes, with a
handful of straw shaken over the earth floor for abed. On
the doorpost the figure of a hand was painted in red, and
over the lintel there was a rude drawing of a scorpion, with
an imprecation written under it that purported to be from
the mouth of the Prophet Joshua, son of Nun. If the
charm kept evil spirits from the place of Israd's reg, it
did not banish good ones. Israel dept in that poor bed as
he had never dept under the purple canopy of his own
chamber, and al night long one ange form seemed to
hover over him. It was Naomi. He could see her clearly.
They were together in a little cottage somewhere. The
house was a mean one, but jasmine and marjoram and
pinks and roses grew outside of it, and love grew inside.
And Naomi! How bright were her eyes, for they could see!
Yes, and her ears could hear, and her tongue could speak !

Two days after Isradl left Wazzin he was back in the
bashalic of Tetuan. Each night he had dreamt the same
dream, and though he knew each morning when he awoke
with a sigh that his dream was only a reflection of his dead
wife's vison, yet he could not help but think of it the
long day through. He tried to remember if he had ever seen
the cottage with his waking eyes, and where he had seen it,
and to recdl the voice of Naomi as he had heard it in his
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dream, that he might know if it was the same as he used to
think he heard when he sat by her in his stolen watches of
the night while she lay adeep.  Sometimes when he reflected
hethought he must be growing childish, so foolish was hisjoy
in looking forward to the night—for he had almost grown
in love with it—that he might dream his dream again.

But it was a dear, ddlicious folly, for it helped him to
bear the troubles of his journey, and they were neither light
nor few. After passing through El Kasar he had been
robbed and stripped both of his smal remaining moneys
and the better part of his clothes by a gang of ruffians who
had followed him out of the town. Then a good woman—.
the old wife, turned into the servant of a Moor who had
married a young one—had taken pity on his condition and
given him adisused Moorishjellab.  His misfortune had not
been without its advantage. Being forced to travel therest of
his way homein the disguise of a Moor, he had heard himself
discussed by his own people when they knew nothing of his
presence. Every evil that had befallen them had been attri-
buted to him. Ben Aboo, their Basha, was a good, humane
man, who was often driven to do that which his soul abhorred
It was Israel ben Oliel who was their cruel taxmaster.

When Isragl was within a day's journey of Tetuan a
terrible scourge fell upon the country. A plague of locusts
came up like a dense cloud from the direction of the desert,
and ate up every leaf and blade of grass that the scorching
sun had left green, so that the plain over which it had
passed was as black and barren as a lava stream. The
farmers were impoverished, and the poorer people made
beggas. Even this last dissster they charged in their
despair to lgad, for Allah was now cursing them for
Igad's sdke.  They were the same people that had thrust
their presents upon him when he was setting out.

At the lonesome hut of the old woman who had offered
him a bowl of buttermilk Israel rested and asked for a

H
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drink of water. She gave him a dish of zummeeta—barley
roasted like coffee—and inquired if he was going on to
Tetuan. He told her yes, and she asked if his home was
there.  And when he answered that it was, she looked at
him again, and said in a moving way, " Then Allah help
you, brother."

" Why me more than another, sister ?" sad lsradl.

" Because it is plain to see that you are a poor man," said
the old woman. " And that is the sort he is hardest upon.”

Israel faltered and sad, "He? Who, mother? Ah,
you mean——"

"Who dse but Israel the Jew 7' said she; and then
added, as by a sudden afterthought, " But they say he is
gone at lagt, and the Sultan has stripped him.  Wdll, Allah
send us some one olse soon to set right this poor Gharb of
ours! And what aman for poor men he might have been
—s0 wise and powerful !"

Israel listened with his head bent down, and, like a moth
at theflame, he could not help but play with the fire that
scorched him. "They tell me™ he said, "that Allah has
cursed him with a daughter that has devils."

" Blind and dumb, poor soul," said the old woman; " but
Allah has pity for the afflicted—he is taking her away."

Isael roe. " Away ?"

" Sheis ill since her father went to Fez"

"

"Yes | heard o yesterday—dying."

Israel made one loud cry like the cry of a beast that is
daughtered, and fled out of the hut. Oh, fool of fools, why
had he been dallying with dreams—nbilling and cooing with
his own fancies—fondling and nuzzling and coddling them ?
Let dl dreams henceforth be dead and damned for ever;
for only devils out of hell had made them that poor men's
souls might be staked and lost ! Oh, why had he not re-
membered the pae face of Naomi when he left her, and
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the silence of her tongue that had used to laugh ? Fodl,
fool! Why had he ever left her at dl ?

With such thoughts Israel hurried aong, sometimes
running at his utmost velocity, and then stopping dead
short; sometimes shouting his imprecations at the pitch of
his voice and beating his fist against the sharp does until it
bled, and then whispering to himself in awe.

Would God not hear his prayer? God knew the child
was very near and dear to him, and aso that he was a
lonely man. " Have pity on a lonely man, O God! " he
whispered. " Let me keep my child ; take al dse that |
have, everything, no matter what! Only let me keep her
—yes, just as she is let me have her &ill 1 Time was
when | asked more of Thee, but now | am humble, and
ask that done”

On his knees in a lonesome place, with the fierce sun
beating down on his uncovered head, amid the blackened
leaves left by the locust, he prayed this prayer, and then
rose to his feet and ran.

When he got to Tetuan the white city was glistening
under the setting sun. Then he thought of his Moorish
jellab, and looked at himself, and saw that he was returning
home like a beggar; and he remembered with what splendour
he had started out. Should he wait for the darkness, and
creep into his house under the cover of it ?  If the thought
had occurred an hour before he must have scouted it.
Better to brave the looks of every face in Tetuan than be
kept back one minute from Naomi. But now that he waS
s0 near he was afraid to go in; and now that he was so
soon to learn the truth he dreaded to hear it. So he walked
to and fro on the heath outside the town, paltering with him-
sdf, struggling with himself, eating out his heart with eager
ness, trying to believe that he was waiting for the night

The night came a length, and, under a deep-blue sky
fast whitening with thick das, Isad passed unknown
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through the Moorish gate, which was ill open, and down
the narrow lane to the market sguare. At the gate of the
Médlah, which was closed, he knocked, and demanded
entrance in the name of the Kaid. The Moorish guards who
kept it fell back at sight of him with looks of consternation.

"lsregl! " cried one, and dropped his lantern.

Israel whispered, "Keep your tongue between your
teeth!" and hurried on.

At the door of his own house, which was also closed, he
knocked again, but more fearfully. The black woman
Habeebah opened it cautiously, and, seeing his jellab, she
clashed it back in his face.

" Habeebah !" he cried, and he knocked once more,

Then Ali came to the door. " What Moorish man are
you ?" cried Ali, pushing him back as he pressed forward.

"Alil Hush! ItisI|—Isragl."

Then Ali knew him and cried, " God save us! What has
happened ?'

" What has happened here?" said Israd. " Naomi," he
faltered, "what of her?"

"Then you have heard?" said Ali. "Thank God, she
isnow well." Israel laughed—his laugh was like a scream.

" More than that—a strange thing has befallen her since
you went away," said Ali.

"What?"

" She can hear."

"It's a lie!" cried Israel, and he raised his hand and
struck Ali to the floor. But at the next minute he was
lifting him up and sobbing and saying, "Forgive me, my
brave boy. | was mad, my son; | did not know what |
was doing. But do not torture me. If what you tell me
is true, there is no man so happy under heaven; but if it
is false, there is no fiend in hell need envy me"

And Ali answered through his tears, "It is true, my
fathe—come and sx"



CHAPTER XII.
THE BAPTISM OF SOUND.

WHAT had happened at Isragl's house during |sragl's absence
is a story that may be quickly told. On the day of his de-
parture Naomi wandered from room to room, seeming to
seek for what she could not find, and in the evening the
black women came upon her in the upper chamber where
her father had read to her at sunset, and she was kneeling
by his chair and the book was in her hands.

"Look a her, poor child," said Fatimah. "See, she
thinks he will come as usual. God bless her sweet inno-
cent face!"

On the day following she stole out of the house into the
town and made her way to the Kashah, and AH found her
in the apartments of the wife of the Basha, who had lit upon
her as she seemed to ramble aimlessly through the courtyard
from the Treasury to the Hall of Justice, and from there to
the gate of the prison.

The next day after that she did not attempt to go abroad,
and neither did she wander through the house, but st in
the same seat constantly, and seemed to be waiting patiently.
She was pae and quiet and silent; she did not laugh ac-
cording to her wont, and she had a look of submission that
was very touching to see

" Now the holy saints have pity on the sweet jewd," sad
Fatimah. " How long will she wait, poor darling ?"

On the morning of the day following that her quiet had
given place to restlessness, and her pdlor to aburning flush

Iy
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of the face. Her hands were hot, her head was feverish,
and her blind eyes were bloodshot.

It was now plain that the girl was ill, and that Isadl's
fears on setting out from home had been right after all.
And making his own reckoning with Naomi's condition, Ali
went off for the only doctor living in Tetuan—a Spanish
druggist living in the waled lane leading to the western gate.
This good man came to look a Naomi, felt her pulse,
touched her throbbing forehead, with difficulty examined
her tongue, and pronounced her illness to be fever. He
gave some homely directions as to her treatment—for he
despaired of administering drugs to such a one as she was
—and promised to return the next day.

About the middle of that night Naomi became delirious.
Fatimah stood constantly by her bed, bathing her hot fore-
head with vinegar and water; Habeebah dept in a chair at
her feet; and Ali crouched in a corner outside the door of
her room.

The druggist came in the morning, according to his
promise; but there was nothing to be done, so he looked
wise, wagged his head very solemnly, and said, " | will come
again after two days more, when the fever must be near to
its height, and bring a famous leech out of Tangier aong
with me!l"

Meantime, Naomi's delirium continued. It was gentle
as her own spirit, but there was this that was strange and
egrie about her unconsciousness—that whereas she had been
dumb while her mind in its dark cell must have been mistress
of itself and of her soul, she spoke without ceasing through-
out the time of her reason's vanquishment. Not that her
poor tongue in its trouble uttered speech such as those that
heard could follow and understand, but only a retless
babble of empty sounds, yet with tones of varying fedling,
sometimes of gladness, sometimes of sorrow, sometimes of
remonstrance, and sometimes of entreaty.
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All that night, and the next night dso, the two blackwomen
sat together by her bedside, holding each other's hands like
little children in great fear. Also Ali crouched again like
adog in the darkness outside the door, listening in terror to
the silvery young voice that had never echoed in that house
before. This was the night when lsradl, deeping at the
squdid inn of the Jews of Wazzan, was hearing Naomi's
voice in his dreams.

At thefirst glint of daylight in the morning the lad was
up and gone, and away through the town-gate to the heath
beyond, as far as to the fondak, which stands on the hill
above it, that he might strain his wet eyes in the pitiless
sunlight for Isradl's caravan that should soon come.  On the
first morning he saw nothing, but on the second morning
he came upon Isradl's men returning without him, and telling
their lying story that he had been stripped of everything by
the Sultan at Fez, and was coming behind them penniless.

Now, Israel was to Ali the greatest, noblest, mightiest
man among men. That he should fall wasincredible, and
that any man should say he had fallen was an affront and an
outrage. So, stripling as he was, the lad faced the rascas
with the courage of alion. "Liars and thieves!" he cried;
"tell that story to another soul in Tetuan, and | will go
straight to the Kaid at the Kashah, and have every black
dog of you dl whipped through the sreets for plundering
my master."

The men shouted in derison and passed on, firing their
matchlocks as a mock saute.  But Ali had his will of them;
they told their tale no more, and when they entered Tetuan,
and their fellows questioned them concerning their journey,
they took refuge in the reticence that sits by right of nature
on the tongues of Moors—they said and knew nothing.

While Ali was on the heath looking out for Israd, the
doctor out of Tangier came to Naomi. The girl was il
unconscious! and the wise leech shook his head over her.
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Her case was hopeless; she was sinking—in plain words,
she was dying—and if her father did not come before the
morrow he would come too late to find her dive.

Then the black women fell to weeping and wailing, and
after that to spiritual conflict Both were born in Idam,
but Fatimah had secretly become a Jewess by persuasion
of her mistress who was dead. She was, therefore, for
sending for the Chacham.  But Habeebah had remained a
Mudim, and she was for calling the Imdm. " The Imam
is good, the Imdm is holy; who so good and holy as the
Imdm?" " Nay, but our Sidi holds not with the Imdm, for
our lord is a Jew, and our lord is our master, our lord is
our sultan, our lord is our king." "Shoof! What is Sidi
against paradise? And paradise is for her who makes a
follower of Moosa into a follower of Mohammed. Let but
the child die with the Kelmah on her lips, and we are dl
three blest for ever—otherwise we will burn everlastingly
in the fires of Jehinnum." " But, alack! how can the poor
girl say the Kelmah, being as dumb asthegrave?" " Then
how can she say the Shemang either ?"

Having heard the verdict of the doctor, Ali returned
in hot haste and silenced both the bondwomen: " The
Imdm is a villain, and the Chacham is a thief." There was
only one good man left in Tetuan, and that was his own
Tdleb, his schoolmaster, the same that had taught him the
harp in the days of the Governor's marriage.  This person
was an old negro, bewrinkled by years, becrippled by
ague, once stone deaf, and till partially so, half blind, and
reputed to be only half wise, aliberated dave from the Sahara,
just able to read the Koran and the Torah, and willing to
teach either impartially, according to his knowledge, for he
was neither a Jew nor a Mudlim, but a little of both, as he
used to say, and not too much of either. For such a
hybrid in a land of intolerance there must have been no
place save the dungeons of the Kashah, but that this good
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nondescript was a privileged pet of everybody. In his dark
cdlar, down an dley by the sde of the Grand Mosgue in
the Meta*mar, he had sat from early morning until sunset,
year in year out, through thirty years on his rush-covered
floor, among successive generations of his boys; and as often
as night fell he had gone hither and thither among the sick
and dying, carrying comfort of kind words, and often meat
and drink of his meagre substance.

Such was Ali's hero after Isradl, and now, in Israd's
absence and his own great trouble, he hied away for him.

"Father," cried the lad, "does it not say in the good
book that the prayer of a righteous man availeth much ?"

"It does, my son," said the Tdeb. " You have truth.
What then?"

"Thenifyou will pray for Naomi she will recover," said Ali.

It was a sweet instance of simplefaith. The old black
Tdleb dismissed his scholars, closed down his shutter,
locked it with a padlock, hobbled to Naomi's bedside in
his tattered white selham, looked down at her through the
big spectacles that sprawled over his broad black nose, and
then, while a dim mist floated between the spectacles and
his eyes, and a great lump rose at his throat to choke him,
he fdl to the floor and prayed, and Ali and the black
women knelt beside him.

The negio's prayer was simple to childishness., It told
God everything; it recited the facts to the heavenly Father
as to one who was far away and might not know. The
maiden was sick unto death.  She had been three days and
nights knowing no one, and eating and drinking nothing.
She was blind and dumb and deaf. Her father loved her
and was wrapped up in her. She was his only child, and
his wife was dead, and he was alonely man. He was away
from his home now, and if, when he returned, the girl were
gone and lost—if she were dead and buried—his srong
heart would be broken and his very soul in peril



122 THE SCAPBGQAT.

Such was the Taeb's prayer, and such was the scene of
it—the dumb angel of white and crimson turning and toss
ing on the bed in an aureole of her streaming yellow hair,
and the four black faces about her, eager and hot and
aflame, with closed eyelids and open lips, calling down
mercy out of heaven from the God that might be seen by
the soul alone.

And so it was, but whether by chance or Providence let
no man dare to tell, that even while the four black people
were yet on their knees by the bed, the turning and tossing
of the white face stopped suddenly, and Naomi lay still on
her pillow. The hot flush faded from her cheeks; her
features, which had twitched, were quiet; and her hands,
which had been restless, lay at peace on the counterpane.

The good old Tdleb took this for an answer to his prayer,
and he shouted " El hamdu 1lllah !" (Praise be to God),
while the big drops coursed down the deep furrows of his
streaming face. And then, as if to complete the miracle,
and to establish the old man's faith in it, a strange and
wondrous thing befell.  First, a thin watery humour flowed
from one of Naomi's ears, and after that she raised herself
on her elbow. Her eyes were open as if they saw; her lips
were parted as though they were breaking into a smile; she
made a long sigh like one who has dept softly through the
night and has just awakened in the morning.

Then, while the black people held their breath in their
first moment of surprise and gladness, her parted lips gave
forth asound. It was a laugh—a faint, broken, bankrupt
echo of her,old happy laughter. And then instantly, aimost
before the others had heard the sound, and while the notes
of it were yet coming from her tongue, she lifted her idle
hand and covered her ear, and over her face there passed
alook of dread.

So swift had this change been that the bondwomen had
not seen it, and they were shouting " Halelujah 1" with one
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voice, thinking only that she who had been dead to them
was dive again. But the old Tileb cried eagerly, " Hush!
my children, hush! What is coming is a marvellous thing !
| know what it is—who knows so well as | ? Oncel was
deaf, my children, but now | hear. Listen! The maiden
has had fever—fever of the brain. Listenl A watery
humour had gathered in her head. It has gone; it has
flowed avay. Now she will hear. Ligten, for it is | that
know it—who knows it sowell as|? Yes; she will be no
longer deaf. Her ears will be opened. She will hear.
Once she was living in a land of silence; now she is com-
ing into the land of sound. Biassed be God, for He has
wrought thiswondrouswork. Godisgreat! Godismighty !
Praise the merciful God for everl El hamdu Plllah!"
And marvellous and passing belief as the old Tdleb's
story seemed to be, it appeared to be coming to pass, for
even while he spoke, beginning in a dow whisper and going
on with quicker and louder breath, Naomi turned her face
full upon him; and when the black women, in their ready
faith, joined in his shouts of praise, she turned her face to-
wards them also; and wherever avoice sounded in the room
she inclined her head towards it as one who knew the direc-
tion of the sounds, and aso as one who was in fear of them,
But, seeing nothing of her look of pain, and knowing
nothing but one thing only, and that was the wondrous and
mighty change that she who had been deaf could now hear,
that she who had never before heard speech now heard their
voices as they spoke around her, All, in his frantic delight
laughing and crying together, his white teeth , and
his found black face shining with tears, began to shout and
to dng, and jg dance around the bed in wild joy a the
miracle whic| od had wrought in answer to his old Tdleb's
prayer. Nofneed did he pay to the Tdleb's cries of warn-
ing, but dariced on and on, and neither did the bondwomen
e the old man's uplifted arms or his big lipspursed out in
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hushes, so overpowered were they with their deight, so
dartled and so joy-drunken. But over their tumult there came
a wild outburst of piercing dhrieks. Thev were the cries of
Naomi in her blind and sudden terror at mefirst sounds that
had reached her of human voices. Her face was blanched,
her eyelids were trembling, her lips were restless, her nostrils
quivered, her whole being seemed to be overcome by a
vertigo of dread, and, in the horrible disarray of al her
sensations, her brain, on its wakening from its dolorous
deep of three delirious days, was tottering and reeling at its
welcome in this world of noise.

Then Ali ended suddenly his frantic dance, the bond-
women held their peace in aninstant, and blank silence in
the chamber followed the clamour of tongues.

It was at this great moment that Isragl, returning from
hisjourney in the jellab of a Moor, knocked like a stranger
at his outer door. When he entered the chamber, till clad
as a torn and ragged man, too eager to remove the sorry
garments which had been given to him on the way, Naomi
was resting against the pillar of the bed. He saw that her
countenance was changed, and that every feature of her face
seemed to listen.  No longer was it as the face of a lamb
that issimple and content, neither was it asthe face of achild
that is peaceful and happy; but it was hot and perplexed
Fear sat on her face, and wonder and questioning; and as
Fatimah stood by her side, speaking tender words to comfort
her, no cheer did she seem to get from them, but only dread,
for she drew away from her when she spoke, as though the
sound of the voice smote her ears with terror of trouble.
All this Israel saw on the instant, and then his sight grew
dim, his heart best as if it would kill him, a thick mist
seemed to cover everything, and through the dense waves
of semi-consciousness he heard the dull hum of Fatimah's
muffled voice coming to him as from far away.

"My pretty Naomi! My littleheart! My sweet jewel
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of gold and silver! It is nothing! Nothing! Look !
Seel Her father has come back! Her dear father has
come back to her!"

Presently the room ceased to go round and round, and
Israel knew that Naomi's arms surrounded him, that his own
ams enlaced her, and that her head was pressed hard
againgt his bosom. Yes, it was she! It was Naomi! Ali
had told himtruth. Shelived! Shewaswell! She could
hear! The old hope that had chirped in his soul was
justified, and the dear delicious dream was cometrue. Oh!
God was great, God was good, God had given him more
than he had asked or deserved !

Thus for some minutes he stood motionless, blessing the
God of Jacob, yet uttering no words, for his heart was too
full for speech, only holding Naomi closely to him, while
his tears fell on her blind face. And the black people in
the chamber wept to see it, that not more dumb in that
great hour of gladness was she who was born so than he
to whose house had come the wonderful work that God
had wrought.

No heed had Israel given yet to the bodeful signs in
Naomi's face, in joy over such as were joyful. When he
had taken her in his arms she had known him, and she had
clung to him in her glad surprise.  But when she continued
to lie on his bosom it was not only because he was her
father and she loved him, and because he had been lost to
her and was found, it was aso because he aone was silent
of al them that were about her.

When he saw this his heart was humbled; but he under-
good her fears, that, coming out of a land of great slence,
where the voice of man was never heard, where the air was
ongless as the air of dreams and darkling as the ar of a
tomb, her soul misgave her, and her spirit trembled in a
new world of strange sounds. For what was the ear but a
little dark chamber, a vault, a dungeon in a castle, wherein
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the soul was ever passng to and fro, asking for news of
the world without? Through seventeen dark and silent
years the soul of Naomi had been passing and repassing
within its beautiful tabernacle of flesh, crying daily and
hourly, "Watchman, what of the world?" At length it
had found an answer, and it was terrified. The world had
spoken to her soul, and its voice was like the reverberations
of a subterranean cavern, strange and deep and awful.

In that first moment of Isragl's consciousness after he
entered the room, al four black folks seemed to be spesk-
ing together.

AH was saying, " Father, those dogs and thieves of tent-
men and muleteers returned yesterday, and ssaid——"

And the bondwomen were crying, " Sidi, you were right
when you went away!" "Yes the dear child was ill!"
" Oh, how she missed you when you were gone." " She
has been delirious, and the doctor, the son of Tetuan——"

And the old Taleb was muttering, " Master, it is al by
God's mercy. We prayed for the life of the maiden, and
lo! He has given us this gateway to her spirit as well."

Then Israel saw that as their voices entered the dark
vault of Naomi's ears they startled and distressed her. So,
to pacify her, he motioned them out of the chamber. They
went away without a word. The reason of Naomi's fears
began to dawn upon them. An awe seemed to be cast
over her by the solemnity of that great moment. It was
like to the birth-moment of a soul.

And when the black people were gone from the room,
Israel closed the door of it that he might shut out the
noises of the sreets, for women were calling to their children
without, and the children were still shouting in their play.
This being done, he returned to Naomi and rested her head
againg his bosom and soothed her with his hand, and she
put her arms about his neck and clung to him.  And while
he did so his heart yearned to spesk to her, and to see by
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her face that she could hear. Let it be but one word, only
one, that she might know her father's voice—for she had
never once heard it—and answer it with a amile,

"Daughter! My dearest! My darling.”

Only this, nothing more!  Only one sweet word of al
the unspoken tenderness which, like a river without any
outlet, had been seventeen years dammed up in his breast.
But no, it could not be. He must not speak lest her face
should frown and her arms be drawn away. To see that
would bresk his heart. Nevertheless, he wrestled with the
temptation. It was terrible.  He dared not risk it.  So he
sat on the bed in silence, hardly moving, scarcely breathing
—a dust-laden man in a ragged jellab, holding Naomi in
his arms.

It was till the month of Ramadhdn, and the sun was but
three hours st In the fondak called El Oosag, a group of
the town Moors, who had fasted through the day, were feast-
ing and carousing. Over the walls of the Mellah, from the
direction of the Spanish inn at the entrance to the little
tortuous quarter of the shoemakers, there came at intervals
a hubbub of voices, and occasionaly wild shouts and cries.
The day was Wednesday, the market-day of Tetuan, and on
the open space caled the Feddan many fires were lighted at
the mouths of tents, and men and women and children
—country Arabs and Berbers—were squatting around the
charcod embers, eating and drinking and talking and laugh-
ing, while the ruddy glow lit up their swarthy faces in the
darkness. But presently the wing of night fell over both
Moorish town and Mellah; the traffic of the streets came to
an end; the " Bdak" of the ass-driver was no more heard,
the dipper of the Jew sounded but rarely on the pavement,
the fires on the Feddan died out, the hubbub of the fondak
and the wild shouts of the shoemakers' quarter were hushed,
and quieter and more quiet grew the air until al was ill.

At the coming of peace Naomi's fears seemed to abae.
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Her clinging arms released their hold of her father's neck,
and with a trembling sigh she dropped back on to the pillow.
And in this hour of gtillness she would have slept; but even
while Israel was lifting up his heart in thankfulness to God,
that He was making the way of her grest journey easy out of
the land of silence into the land of speech, a storm broke
over the town. Through many hot days preceding it had
been gathering in the air, which had the echoing hollowness
of avault. It was loud and long and terrible.  First from
the direction of Marteel, over the four miles which divide
Tetuan from the coast, came the warning which the sea
sends before trouble comes to the land—a deep moan as
of waters falling from the sky. Next came the moan of the
wind down the valey that opens on the gate caled the Bab
el Marsa, and along the river that flowsto the port.  Then
came the rall of thunder, like a million cannons, down the
gorges of the Reef mountains and across the plain that
stretches far away to Kita*n. Last of dl, the black clouds
of the sky emptied themselves over the town, and the rain
fell in floods on the roof of the house and on the pavement
of the patio, and leapt up again in great loud drops, making
anoise to the ear like to the tramp, tramp, tramp of a hidden
multitude. Thus sound after sound broke over the darkness
of the night in a thousand awful voices, now near, now far,
now loud, now low, now long, now short, now rising, now
falling, now rushing, now running—a mighty tumult and a
fearsome anarchy.

At lagt Naomi's terror was redoubled. Every sound
seemed to smite her body as a blow. Hitherto she had
known one sense only, the sense of touch, and though now
she knew the sense of hearing dso, she continued to refer
al sensations to feeling. At the sound of the sea she put
out her arms before her; at the sound of the wind she buried
her face in her pams; and at the sound of the thunder she
lifted her hands as if to protect her head.
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Meanwhile, Israel sat beside her and cherished her dose
a his bosom. He yearned to spesk words of comfort to
her, soft words of cheer, tender words of love, gentle words
of hope.

" Be not afraid, my daughter! It is only the wind, it is
only the rain; it is only the thunder. Once you loved to
run and race in them. They shall not harm you, for God
is good, and He will keep you safe.  There, there, my little
heart! See your father is with you. He will guard you.
Fear not, my child, fear not!"

Such were the words which Israel yearned to speak in
Naomi's ears, but, alas! what words could she understand
any more than the wind which moaned about the house
and the thuader which rolled overhead? And again and
again, alas! as surely as he spoke to her she must shrink
from the solace of his voice even as she shrank from the
tumult of the voices of the storm.

Israel fell back helpless and heartbroken. He began to
see in its fulness the change which had befallen Naomi, yet
not at once to redise it, so sudden and so humbing was the
stroke. He began to know that with the mighty blessing
for which he had hoped and prayed—the blessing of a path-
way to his daughter's soul—a misfortune had come as well.
What was it to him now that Naomi had ears to hear if she
could not understand ? And what was this tempest to the
maiden new-born out of the land of slenceinto the world
of sound, yet dill both blind and dumb, but a circle of
darkness alive with creatures that groaned and cried and
shrieked and moved around her ?

Thus nothing could Isragl do but watch the creeping of
Naomi's terror, and smooth her forehead and chafe her
hands. And this he did, until at length, in afresh outbreak
of the storm, when the vault of the heavens seemed rent
asunder, a strong delirium took hold of her, and she fell into

a long unconsciousness.  Then Isragl held back his heart
1
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no longer, but wept aove her, and caled to her, and cried
aoud upon her name—

"Naomi! Naomi! My poor child! My dearest! Hear
me! Itisnothing! nothing! Listen! Itisgone! Gone!"

With such passionate cries of love and sorrow, Israel gave
vent to his soul in its trouble.  And while Naomi lay in her
unconsciousness, he knew not what feelings possessed him,
for his heart was in a great turmoil. Desolate! desolate!
All was desolate!  His high-built hopes were in ashes !

Sometimes he remembered the days when the child knew
no sorrow, and when grief came not near her, when she was
brighter than the sun which she could not see and sweeter
than the songs which she could not hear, when she was
joyous as a hird in its narrow cage and fretted not at the
bars which bound her, when she laughed as she braided
her hair and came dancing out of her chamber a dawn.
And, remembering this, he looked down at her knitted
face, and his heart grew bitter, and he lifted up his voice
through the tumult of the storm, and cried again on the
God of Jacob, and rebuked Him for the marvellous work
which He had wrought.

If God were an almighty God, surely He looked before
and after, and foresaw what must come to pass. And,
foreseeing and knowing al, why had God answered his
prayer ? He himself had been a fool Why had he craved
God's pity ? Once his poor child was blither than the
panther of the wilderness and happier than the young lamb
that sports in springtime.  If she was blind, she knew not
what it was to see; and if she was deaf, she knew not what
it was to hear; and if she was dumb, she knew not what it
was to speak.  Nothing did she miss of sight or sound or
gpeech any more than of the wings of the eagle or the
dove. Yet he would not be content; he would not be
appessed. Oh! subtlety of the devil which had brought
this evil upon him !
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But the God whom Israel in his agony and his madness
rebuked in this manner sent His angel to make a grea
silence, and the storm lapsed to a breathless quiet.

And when the tempest was gone Naomi's delirium passed
away. She seemed to look, and nothing could she see;
and then to listen, and nothing could she hear; and then
she clasped the hand of her father that lay over her hand,
and sighed and sank down again.

"Ah!"

It was even as if peace had come to her with the thought
that she was back in the land of great silence once again,
and that the voices which had startled her, and the storm
which had terrified her, had been nothing but an evil dream,

In that sweet respite she fell adeep, and Israel forgot the
reproaches with which he had reproached his God, and
looked tenderly down at her, and said within himself, " It
was her baptism. Now she will walk the world with confi
dence, and never again will she be afraid. Truly the Lori
our God is king over dl kingdoms and wise beyond all
wisdom!"

Then, with one look backward at Naomi where she degt,
he crept out of the room on tiptoe. >;



CHAPTER XIII.
NAOMI'S GREAT GIFT.

WITH the coming of the gift of hearing, the other gifts
with which Naomi had been gifted in her deafness, and the
strange graces with which she had been graced, seemed
suddenly to fall from her as a garment when she disrobed.
It seemed as though her old sense of touch had become
confused by her new sense of hearing. She lost her way in
her father's house, and though she could now hear footsteps,
she did not appear to know who approached. They led her
into the street, into the Fedddn, into the walled lane to the
great gate, into the steep arcades leading to the Kasbah;
And no more as of old did she thread her way through the
people, seeming to see them through the flesh of her face
ind to salute them with the laugh on her lips, but only
followed on and on with helpless footsteps. They took her
to the hill above the battery, and her breath came quick as
she trod the familiar ways; but when she was come to the
summit, no longer did she exult in her lofty place and drink
new life from the rush of mighty winds about her, but only
quaked like a child in terror as she faced the world unseen
beneath and hearkened to the voices rising out of it, and
heard the breeze that had once laved her cheeks now
screaming in her ears. They gave All's harp into her
hands, the same that she had played so strangely at the
KLasbah on the marriage of Ben Aboo; but never again as
on that day did she sweep the strings to wild rhapsodies of

sound such as none had heard before and none could follow,
JET]
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but only touched and fumbled them with deftless fingers
that knew no music.

She logt her old power to guide her footsteps and to
minister to her pleasures and to cherish her affections. No
longer did she seem to communicate with Nature by other
organs than did the rest of the human kind. She was a
radiant and joyous spirit-maid no more, but only a beautiful
blind girl, a sweet human sister that was weak and faint.

Nevertheless, Isragl recked nothing of her weakness, for
joy a the loss of those powers over which his enemies
throughout seventeen evil years had bleated and barked
" Beelzebub!" And if God in His mercy had taken the
angel out of his house, so strangely gifted, so strangelyjoyful,
He had given him instead, for the hunger of his heart as a
man, a sweet human daughter, however helpless and frail.

Thus in the first days of Naomi's great change Isragl was
content. But day by day this contentment left him, and
he was haunted by strange sinkings of the heart. Naomi's
frailty appeared to be not only of the body but aso of the
spirit. It seemed as if her soul had suddenly falen adeep.
She betrayed neither joy nor sorrow. No sound escaped
her lips; no thought for herself or for others seemed to
animate her.  She neither laughed nor wept. When Israel
kissed her pale brow, she did not stretch out her arms as
she had done before to draw down his head to her lips.
Calmly, slently, sadly, gracefully, she passed from day to
day, without feeling and without thought—a beautiful
statue of flesh and blood.

What God was doing with her slumbering spirit then,
only He Himself knows; but the time of her awakening
came, and with it came her first delight in the new gift
with which God had gifted her.

To revive her spirits and to quicken her memory, Isradl
had taken her to walk in the fields outside the town where
she had loved to play in her childhood—the wild places
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covered with the peppermint and the pink, the thyme, the
marjoram, and the white broom, where she had gathered
flowers in the old times, when God had taught her. The
day was swest, for it was the cool of the morning, the air
was soft, and the wind was gentle, and under the shady
trees the covert of the reeds lay quiet  And whither Naomi
would, thither they had wandered, without object and
withoutdirection.

On and on, hand in hand, they had walked through the
winding paths of the oleander, between the creeping fences
of the broom, and the sprawling limbs of the prickly pear,
until they came to a stream, a tributary of the Marted,
trickling down from the wild heights of the Akhmas, over
the light pebbles of its narrow bed. And there—but by
what impulse or what chance Israel never knew—Naomi
had withdrawn her hand from his hand; and at the next
moment, in scarcely more time than it took him to stoop to
the ground and rise again, suddenly, as if she had sunk
into the earth, or been lifted into the sky, Naomi dis
appeared from his sight.

Israel pushed the low boughs apart, expecting to find her
by his side, but she was nowhere near. He caled her by
her name, thinking she would answer with the only language
of her lips, the old language of her laugh.

"Naorni! Naomi! Come, come, my child, whereare you?"

But no sound came back to him.

Again he cdled, not as before in a tone of remonstrance,
but with a voice of fear.

"Naomi, Naomi! Where are you ? where? where?"

Then he listened and waited, yet heard nothing, neither
her laugh nor the rustle of her robe, nor the light beat of
her footstep.

Nevertheless, she had passed over the grass from the spot
where she had left him, without waywardness or thought of
evil, only missng his hand and trying to recover it, then
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becoming afraid and walking rapidly, until the dense foliage
between them had hidden her from sight and deadened the
sound of his voice.

Opening a way between the long leaves of an doe, Israel
found her at length in the place whereto she had wandered.
It was a short bend of the brook, where dark old trees
overshadowed the water with forest gloom.  She was seated
on the trunk of a fallen oak, and it seemed as if she had sat
herself down to weep in her dumb trouble, for her blind
eyes were still wet with tears.  The river was murmuring at
her feet; an old olive-tree over her head was pattering with
its multitudinous tongues ; the little family of a squirrel was
chirping by her side, and one tiny creature of the brood was
squirling up her dress; a thrush was swinging itself on the
low bough of the olive and singing as it swung, and a sheep
of solemn face—gaunt and grim and ancient—was standing
and palpitating before her. Bees were humming, grass
hoppers were buzzing, the light wind was whispering, and
cattle were lowing in the distance. The air of that sweet
spot in that sweet hour was musical with every sweet sound
of the earth and sky, and fragrant with dl the wild odours
of the wood.

"My darling," cried Isragl in the first outburst of his re
lief, and then he paused and looked at her again.

The wet eyes were open, and they appeared to se O
radiant was the light that shone in them. A tender smile
played about her mouth; her head was held forward; her
nostrils quivered; and her cheeks were flushed. She had
pushed her hat back from her head, and her yellow hair
had fallen over her neck and breast. One of her hands'
covered one ear, and the other strayed among the plants
that grew on the bank beside her. She seemed to be
listening intently, eagerly, rapturously. A rare and radiant
joy, a pure and tender delight, appeared to gush out of her
beautiful face. It was amost as though she believed that
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everything she heard with the great new gift which God had
given her was speaking to her, and bidding her welcome and
offering her love: asif the garrulous old olive over her head
were stretching down his arms to sport with her hair, and
pattering, " Kiss me, little one! kiss me, sweet one! kiss
me! kiss me !"—as if the rippling river at her feet were
laughing and crying, " Catch me, naked feet! catch me,
catch me !"—as if the thrush on the bough were singing,
" Where from, sunny locks? where from ? where from 7
—as if the young squirrel were chirping, " I'm not afraid,
not afraid, not afraid !" and as if the grey old sheep were
breathing dowly, " Pat me, little maiden! you may, you
may!"

"God bless her beautiful facel" cried Israel.  "She
listens with every feature and every line of it."

It was the awakening of her soul to the soul of music,
and from that day forward she took pleasure in al sweet
and gentle sounds whatsoever—in the voices of children at
play—in the bleat of the goat—in the footsteps of them she
loved—in the hiss and whirr of her mother's old spinning-
whedl, which now she learned to work—and in Ali's harp,
when he played it in the patio in the cool of the evening.

But even as no eye can see how the seed which has been
sown in the ground first dies and then springs into life, so
no tongue can tell what change was wrought in the pure
soul of Naomi when, after her baptism of sound, the swec
voices of earth first entered it.  Neither she hersdf nor any
one d<e ever fully realised what that change was, for it was
a beautiful and holy mystery. It was aso a great joy, and
she seemed to give herself up to it.  No music ever escaped
her, and of al human music she took most pleasure in the
singing of love songs. These she listened to with a simple
and rapt delight; their joy seemed to answer to her joy, and
the joyousness of a song of love seemed to gather in the air
wheresoever she went.
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There were few of the kind she ever heard, and few of
that few were beautiful, and none were beautifully sung,
Fatirnah's homely ditties were al she knew, the same thai
had been crooned to her a thousand times when she had not
heard. Most of these were songs of the desert and the
caravan, telling of musk and ambergris, and odorous locks
and dancing cypress, and liquid ruby, and lips like wine;
and some were warm tales which the good soul hersdf
hardly understood, of enchanting beauties whose silence
was the door of consent, and of wanton nymphs whose love
tore the vell of their chastity.

But one of them was a song of pure and true passion that
seemed to be the yearning cry of a hungering, unfilled, un-
satisfied heart to call down love out of the skies, or dse be
caried uptoit. This had been a favourite song of Naomi's
mother, and it was from Ruth that Fatimah had learned it
in those anxious watches of the early uncertain days when
she sang it over the cradle to her babe that was deaf after
al and did not hear. Naomi knew nothing of this, but she
heard her mother's song at last, though silent were the lips
that first sang it, and it was her chief and dear delight.

O, where is Love?
Where, whereis Love?

Isit of heavenly birth ?

Isit athing of earth ?
Where, where is Love?

In her cYazy, creechy voice the black woman would sing
the song, when lIsragl was out of hearing; and the joy
Naomi found in it, and the simple slent arts she used,
being mute and blind, to show her pleasure while it lasted,
and to ask for it again when it was done, were very sweet
and touching.

And so it came about a last, that even as the human
mother loves that child most among many children that
most is helpless, so the earth-mother of Naomi made her
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ears more keen because her eyes were blind. Thus she
seemed to hear many things that are unheard by the rest
of the human family. It is only a dim echo of the outer
world that the ears of men are dlowed to hear, just as it
isonly adim shadow of the outer world that the eyes of
men are allowed to see; but the ears of Naomi seemed
to hear all.

There is one hearing of men, and another hearing of the
beasts, and a third of the birds; and one hearing differs
from another in keenness even as one sight differs from
another in strength.  And al the earth is full of voices, and
everything that moves upon the face of it has its sound;
but the bird hears that which is unheard of the beast, and.
the beast hears that which is unheard of men. But Naorni
appeared to hear all that is beard of each.

Listening hour after hour, listening always, listening only,
with nothing that she could do but to listen, nothing moved
on the ground but she dropped her face, and nothing flew
in the sky but she lifted her eyes.  And whereas before the
coming of her great gift her face had been al feeling, and
she seemed to feel the sunset, and to feel the sky, and to
feel the thunder and the light, now her face was dl hearing,
and her whole body seemed to hear, for she was like a
living soul floating always in a sea of sound.

Thus, day after day, she was busy in her slence and in
her darkness, building up notions of man and of the world
ky the new gift with which God had gifted her; but what
strange thing ,the earth was to her then, what the sun was
with its warmth, and what the sea was with its roar, and
what the face of man was, and the eyes of woman, none
could know, and neither could she tell, for her soul was not
linked to other souls—soul to soul, in the chains of speech.

And for dl that she could not answer; yet Israel did not
forget thet, besde the sounds of earth and sky, Naomi was
hearing words, and that words had wings, and were dive,
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and, for good or ill, made their mark on the soul that listened
to them. So he continued to read to her out of the Book
of the Law, day after day a sunset, according to his wont
and custom. And when an evil spirit seemed to make a
mock at him, and to say, " Fool! she hears, but does she
understand 7' he remembered how he had read to her in
the days of her deafness, and he sad to himsalf, " Shdl |
have less faith now that she can hear ?"

But, though he turned his back on the temptation to let
go of Naomi's soul at last, yet sometimes his heart misgave
him ; for when he spoke to her it seemed to him that he
was like aman that shouts into a cavern and gets back no
.answer but the sound of his own voice. If he told her of
the sky, that it was broad as the ocean, what could she see
of the great deeps to measure them? And if he told her
of the seg, that it was green as the fields, what could she
see of the grass to know its colour ?  And sometimes as he
spoke to her it smote him suddenly that the words them-
selves which he used to speak with were no more to Naomi
than the notes which AH struck from his dead harp, or the
bleat of the goat at her feet.

Nevertheless, his faith was great, and he said in his heart,
"Let the Lord find His own way to her spirit" So he
continued to speak with her as often as he was near her,
telling her of the little things that concerned their house-
hold, as well as of the greater things it was good for her
soul to know.

It was a touching sight—the lonely man, the outcast
among his people, talking with his daughter though she was
blind and dumb, telling her of God, of heaven, of death
and resurrection, strong in his faith that his words would
not fail, but that the casket of her soul would be opened to
receive them, and that they would lie within until the great
day of judgment, when the Lord Himsdlf would cal for them.

Did Naomi hear hiswords to understand them, or did
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they fall dead on her ear like birds on a dead sea? In he
darkness and her silence was she putting them together,
comparing them, interpreting them, pondering them, imitat-
ing them, gathering food for her mind from them, and
solace for her spirit?  Israel did not know; and, watch her
face as he would, he could never learn. Hope! Faithl
Trust! What ese was left to him? He clung to all
three, he grappled them to him: they were his sheet-anchor
and his polestar. But one day they seemed to be his
calenture also—the false picture of green fields and sweet
female faces that rises before the eye of the sailor becalmed
a sa

It was some three weeks after his return from hisjourney,
and the fierce blaze of the sun continued. The storm that
had broken over the town had left no results of coolness or
moisture, for the ground had been baked hard, and the rain
had been too short and swift to penetrate it. And what
the withering heat had spared of green leaf and shrub a
deadlier blight had swept away. The locusts had lately
come up from the south and the east, in numbers exceeding
imagination, millions on millions, making the air dark as
they passed and obscuring the blue sky. They had swept
the country of its verdure, and left a trail of desolation
behind them. The grass was gone, the bark of the olives
and almonds was stripped away, and the bare trees had the
look of winter.

The first to fedl the plague had been the cattle and beasts
of burden. Without food to eat or water to drink they had
died in hundreds. A Mukabar, a cemetery, was made for
the animals outside the walls of the town. It was a charnel
yard on the hill-side, near to one of the town's six gaes.
The dead creatures were not buried there, but merely cast
on the bare ground to rot and to bleach in the sun and the
heated wind. It was a horrible place.

The skinny dogs of the town soon found it And after
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these scavengers of the East had torn the putrefying flesh
and gnawed the multitude of bones, they prowled around
the country, with tongues lalling out, in search of water.
By this time there was none that they could come at nearer
than the sea, and that was sdt.  Nevertheless, they lapped
it, so burning was their thirst, and went mad, and came back
to thetown. Then the people hunted them and killed them.

Now, it chanced that a mad dog from the Mukabar was
being hunted to death on a day when Naomi, who had
become accustomed to the tumult of the streets, had first
ventured out in them aone, save for her goat, that went
before her. The goat was grown old, but it was still her
constant companion, and aso it was now her guide and
guardian, for the little dumb creature seemed to know that
she was frail and helpless. And so0 it was that she was
crossing the Sok e Foki, a market of the town, and
hearkening only to the patter of the feet of the goat going
in front, when suddenly she heard a hundred footsteps
hurrying towards her, with shouts and curses that were loud
and deep. She stood in fear on the spot where she was,
and no eyes had she to see what happened next, and she
had none save the goat to tell her.

But out of one of the dark arcades on the left, leading
downward from the hill, the mad dog came running, before
a multitude of men and boys. Andflying in its despair, it
bit out wildly at whatever lay in its way, and Naomi, in her
blindness, dood straight in front of it. Then she must
have fallen before it, but instantly the goat flung itself across
the dog's open jaws, and butted at its foaming teeth, and
sent up shrill cries of terror.

The dog stopped a moment, for such love was human,
and it seemed as if the madness of the monster shrank
before it But the people came down with thek wild
shouts and curses, and the dog sprang upon the goat and
feled it, and fled away he people followed it, and then
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Naomi was done in the market-place, and the goat lay a
her feet.

Ali found her there, and brought her home to her father's
house in the Méllah, and her dying champion with her.
And out of this hard chance, and not out of Isragl's teach-
ing, Naomi was first to learn what life is and what is death.
She fet the goat with her hands, and as she did so her
fingers shook. Then she lifted it to its feet, and when they
dipped from under it she raised her white face in wonder.
Again she lifted it, and made strange noises at its ear; but
when it did not answer with its bleat her lips began to
tremble. Then she listened for its breathing, and felt for
its breath; but when neither the one came to her ear, nor
the other to her cheek, her own breath beat hot and fast.
At length she fondled it in her arms, and kissed it with her
lips; and when it gave back no sign of motion nor any
sound of voice, a wild labouring rose at her heart. At
lagt, when the power of life was low in it, the goat opened
its heavy eyes upon her and put forth its tongue and licked
her hand. With that last farewell the brave heart of the
little creature broke, and it stretched itself and died.

Israel saw it dl. His heart bled to see the parting in
silence between those two, for not more dumb was the goat
that now was dead than the human soul that was left dive.
He tried to put the goa from Naomi's arms, saying, "It
was only a goat, my child; think of it no more" though it
smote him with pain to say it, for had not the creature given
its life for her life? And where, O God, was the difference
between them? But Naomi clung to the goat, and her
throat swelled and her bosom fluttered, and her whole body
panted, and it was amost as if her soul were struggling to
burst through the bonds that bound it, that she might
gpesk and ask and know.

" Oh, what does it mean? Why isit? Why? Why ?"

Such were the questions that seemed ready to bresk from
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her tongue.  And, thinking to answer her, Israel drew her
to him and said, " It is dead, my child—the goat is dead."

But as he spoke that word he saw by her face, as by a
flash of light in a dark place, that, often as he had told her
of death, never until that hour had she known what it was.
Then, if the words that he had spoken of death had carried
no meaning, what could he hope of the words that he had
spoken of life, and of the little things which concerned
their household? And if Naomi had not heard the words
he had said of these—if she had not pondered and inter-
preted them—if they had fallen on her ear only as voices
in a dark cavern—only as dead birds on a dead sea—what
of the other words, the greater words, the words of the Book
of the Law and the Prophets, the words of heaven and ot
the resurrection and of God ?

Had the hope of his heart been vanity? Did Naomi
know nothing? Was her great gift a mockery?

Isredl's feet were et in a dlippery place. Why had he
boasted himself of God's mercy ? What were ears to hear
to her that could not understand? Only a torment, a
terror, a plague, a perpetual desolation! When Naomi had
heard nothing she had known nothing, and never had her
spirit asked and cried in vain.  Now she was dumb for the
first time, being no longer deaf. Miserable man that he
was, why had the Lord heard his supplication and why had
He received his prayer ?

But, repenting of such reproaches, in memory of the joy
that Naomi's new gift had given her, he cdled on God ta
give her speech as well.

" Give her speech, 0 Lord! * he cried, " speech that
shall lift her above the creatures of the field, speech whereby
done she may ak and know ! Give her speech, 0 God
my God, and Thy servant will be satisfied 1"



CHAPTER XIV.
ISRAEL AT SHAWAN.

AFTER lsrad's return from his journey he had followed the
precepts of the young Madhi of Mequinez. Taking a view
of his situation, that by his hardness of heart in the early
days, and by base submission to the will of Katrina, the
Kaid's Christian wife, in the later ones, he had filled the
land with miseries, he now spared no cos to restore what
he had unjustly extorted. So to him that had paid double
in the taxings he had returned double—once for the tax
and once for the excess, and if any man, having been
unjustly taxed for the Kaid's tribute, had given bond on
his lands for his debt and been cast into the Kasbah and
died, without ransoming them, then to his children he had
returned fourfold—double for the lands and double for the
desth. Isragl had done this continually, and said nothing
to Ben Aboo, but paid all charges out of his own purse, so
that from being a rich man he had fallen within a month to
the condition of a poor one, for what was one man's wealth
among so many? Yet no goodwill had he won thereby,
but only pity and contempt, for the people that had taken
his money had thanked the Kaid for it, who, according to
their supposals, had caled on him to correct what he had
done amiss.  And with Ben Aboo himsdf he had fared no
better, for the Basha was provoked to anger with him when
he heard from Katrina of the good money that he had been
cadi .g away in pity for the poor.

" What have | told you a score of times? " said the woman.

"That man has mints of money."
13
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"My money, burn his grandfather,” said Ben Aboo.

Thus, on every side Israd had falen in the world's
reckoning. When he lifted his hand from off that plough
wherewith he had done the devil's work, he had made many
enemies, and such as he had before he had made more
powerful. People who had showed him lip-service when
he was thought to be rich did not concea the joy they had
that he was brought down so near to beabeggar. Upstarts,
who owed their promotion to his intercession, found in his
charities an easy handle given them to be insolent, for, by
carrying to Katrina their secret messages of his mercy to
the people, they brought things at length to such a pass
between him and the Kaid that Ben Aboo openly upbraided
Israel for his weakness, not once or twice but many times.

" And pray what is this that | hear of your fine charities,
master Israel ?" said Ben Aboo. " Ah, do not look surprised.
There are little birds enough to twitter of such follies. So
you are throwing away silver like bones to the dogs| Pity
you've got too much of it, Israel ben Oliel ' pity you've got
too much of it, | say."

"The people are poor, Lord Basha," sad Israel; "they are
famishing, and they havenorefuge savewithGod and withus."

"Tut !" cried Ben Aboo. " A famine in my bashalic!
Let no man dare to say 0. The whining dogs are preying
upon your simpleness, mistress Israd. Y ou poor old grand-
mother | | always suspected,” he added, facing about upon
his attendants, "I always suspected that | was sarved by
awoman. Now | am sure of it"

Isradl felt the indignity. He had given good proof of his
manhood in the past by standing five-and-twenty years scape-
goat for Ben Aboo between him and his people, making him
rich by his extortions, keeping him safe in his seet, and there-
by saving him from the wooden jellab which Abd-er-Rahman,
the Sultan, kept for Kaids that could aot pay. But Isadl

mastered his anger and held his peace
x
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Word went through the town that Isragl had falen from
the favour of the Basha, and then some of the more bold
and free laughed at him in the streets when they saw him
relieve the miseries of the poor, thinking himself accountable
to God for their sufferings. He could have crushed the
better part of hisinsulters to death in his brawny arms, but he
was dow to anger and long-suffering. All the heed he paid
to their insults was to do his good work with more secrecy.

Remembering his Moorish jellab, and how effectually it
had disguised him on the night of his return home, he had
recourse to it in this difficulty. When darkness fell he
donned it again, drawing the hood well down over his black
Jewish skull-cap and as far as might be over hisface. In
thisinnocent disguise he went out night after night for many
nights among the poorer Moors that lived in the disma
quarters of the grain markets near the Bab Ramooz. How
he bore himself being there, with what harmless deceptions
he unburdened his soul by stealth, what guileless pretences
he made that he might restore to the poor the money that
had been stolen from them, would be a long story to tell.

"' Who are you ?" he was asked a hundred times.

YA friend," he answered.

"Who told you of our trouble? "

" Allah has angels," he would reply.

Often, on his nightly rambles, he heard himself reviled,
and saw the very children of the streets spit over their fingers
at the mention of his name. And sometimes as he passed
he heard blind people whisper together and say, "He is
a saint. He comes from the Kabar at nightfall Allah
sends him to help poor men who have been in the clutches
of lsradl the Jew."

Nevertheless, Israel kept his secret. What did the word of
man avail for good or evil? It would count for nothing &t the
legt. Do justice and ask nought; neither praise, for it was a
wayward wind, nor gratitude, for it was the breath of angds®
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One day, about a month after his return from his journey,
when he was near to the end of his substance, a message
came to him that the followers of Absalam were perishing
of hunger in their prison a Sha*wan. Their relatives in
Tetuan had found them in food until now, but the plague of
the locust had fallen on the bread-winners, and they had no
more bread to send Israel concluded that it was his duty
to succour them. From a just view of his responsibilities
he had gone on to a morbid one.  If in the Judgment the
blood of the people of Absdam cried to God against him,
he himself, and not Ben Aboo, would be cast out into hell.

Israel juggled with his heart no further, but straightway
began to take a view of his condition. Then he saw, to his
dismay, that little as he had thought he possessed, even less
remained to him out of the wreck of his riches. Only one
thing he had dill, but that was a thing so dear to his heart
that he had never looked to part with it. It was the casket
of his dead wife'sjewels. Nevertheless, in his extremity he
resolved to sl it now, and, taking the key, he went up to
the room where he kept it—a closet that was sacred to the
relics of her who lay in his heart for ever, but in his house
no more.

Naomi went up with him, and when he had broken the
sed from the doorpost, and the little door creaked back on
its hinge, the ashy odour came out to them of a chamber
long shut up. It was just as if the buried ar itself had
falen in death to dust, for the dust of the years lay on
everything. But under its dark mantle were soft silks and
delicate shawls and gauzy haiks, and veils and embroidered
sehes and light red dippers, and many dainty things such
as women love. And to him that came again after ten
leavy years they were as a dream of her that had worn them
when she was young that now was dead, when she was
beautiful that now was in the grave.

1 Ah me, ah me! Ruthl My Ruth!" he murmured
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" Thiswas her shawl. | brought it from Wazzdn. . . . And
these dlippers—they came from Rabat. Poor girl, poor
girl! . . . This sash, too, it used to be yellow and white.

How well | remember the first time she wore it!  She had
put it over her head for a hood, pretending to be a Moorish
woman. But her brown curls fell out over her face, for she
could not imprison them.  And then she laughed. My poor
dear girl! How happy we were oncein spite of everything !
Itis all like yesterday. When | think Ah no, | must
think no more, | must think no more."

Israel had little heart for such visions, so he turned to the
casket of the jewels where it stood by the wall. With trem-
bling hands he took it and opened it, and here within were
necklaces and bracelets, and rings and earrings, glistening of
gold and rubies under their covering of dust. Helifted them
one by one over his wrinkled fingers, and looked at them
while his eyes grew wet.

" Not for mysdlf,” he murmured, " not for myself would |
have sold them, not for bread to eat or water to drink; no,
not for a wilderness of worlds!"

All this time he had given little thought to Naomi, where
she stood by his side, but in her darkness and silence she
touched the silks and looked serious, and the dlippers and
looked perplexed, and now at the jingling of the jewels she
stretched out her hand and took one of them from her
father's fingers, and feeling it, and finding it to be a neck-
lace, she clasped it about her neck and laughed.

At the sound of her laughter Isragl shook likeareed. It
brought back the memory of the day when she danced to her
mother's death, decked in that same necklace and those same
ornaments. More on this head Isragl could not think and
hold to his purpose, so he took the jewels from Naomi's neck
and returned them to the casket, and hasted away with it
to a man to whom he designed to sl it.

This was no other than Reuben Mdiki, keeper of the poor
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box of the Jews; for a well as a usurer he was a silversmith,
and kept his shop in the Sok € Foki. Israel was moved to
go to this person by the remembrance of two things, of which
either seemed enough for his preference—first, that he had
bought the jewels of Reuben in the beginning, and next,
that Reuben had never since ceased to spesk of them in
Tetuan as priceless beyond the gems of Ethiopia and the
gold of Ophi -+

But when Isradl came to him now with the casket, that he
might buy, he eyed both with looks of indifference, though
it was more dear to his covetous and revengeful heart that
Israel should humble himself in his need, and bring these
jewels, than amost any other satisfaction that could come
toit

"And what is this that you bring me?" said Reuben
languidly. )

" A cae of jewels" sad Isradl, with a downward look.

"Jewels? umph! what jewels?"

" My poor wifé's.  You know them, Reuben. Seel”

Israel opened the casket.

" Ah, your wifes, Umph! yes | suppose | must have
seen them somewhere.”

"You have seen them here, Reuben."

" Here >—do you say here?"

" Reuben, you sold them to me eighteen years ago."

"Sold them to you? Never. | don't remember it.
Surely you must be mistaken. | can never have dedt in
things like these."

Reuben had taken the casket in his hands, and was
pursing up his lips in expressions of contempt.

Israel watched him closdly. " Give them back to me” he
said; " | cango dsewhere. | have no time for wrangling."

Reuben's lip straightenéd instantly. " Wrangling? Who
is wrangling, brother ?  You are too impatient, Sdi."

11 amin haste" sad Israd.
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"Ah!"

There was an ominous dlence, and then in acold voice
Reuben sad, " The things are well enough in their way.
What do you wish me to do with them?"

"To buy them," sad lsadl

"Buy them?"

"Yes"

" But | don't want them." .

"Are they worth your money?—you don't want that
either."

"Umph!*

A gleam of mockery passed over Reuben's face, and he
proceeded to examine the casket. One by one hetrifled
with the gems—the rich onyx, the sapphire, the crystal, the
cord, the pearl, the ruby, and the topaz; andfirst he pushed
them from him, and then he drew tnem back again. And
seeing them thus cheapened in Reuben's hairy fingers, the
precious jewels which had clasped his Ruth's soft wrist and
her white neck, Israel could scarcely hold back hishand from
snatching them away. But how can he that is poor answer
him that isrich? So Isradl put his twitching hands behind
him, remembering Naomi and the poor people of Absalam,
and when at length Reuben tendered him for the casket
one half what he had paid for it, he took the money in
silence and went his way.

"Five hundred dollars—I can give no more" Reuben
had said.

" Do you sy five hundred—five ?"

" Five—take it or leave it"

It was market morning, and the market-square as Israd
pased through wes a busy and noisy place.  The grocers
sguatted within their narrow wooden boxes turned on their
ddes, one hdf of the lid propped up as a sheter from the
sun, the other haf hung down as a counter, whereon lay
rasins and figs, and melons and dates. On the unpaved



ISRAEL AT SHAWAN. 151

ground the bakers crouched in irregular lines.  They were
women enveloped in monstrous straw  hats, with big round
cakes of bread exposed for sde on rash mats at their feet
Under arcades of dried leaves—made, like desart graves, ot
upright poles and dry branches thrown across—the butchers
lay a their esse flicking the flies from their discoloured
meat. " Buy 1 buy 1 buy!" they dl shouted together, A
dense throng of the poor passed between them in torn jellabs
and soiled turbans, and haggled and bought. Asses and
mules crushed through amid shouts of " Arrah " " Arrah !"
and " Bdlak !" " Bd-lak !" It was a lively scene, with more
than enough of bustle and swearing and vociferation.

There was more than enough of lying and cheating adso,
both practised with subtle and half-conscious humour. In-
side a booth for the sde of sugar in loaf and sack a man
st fingering a rosary and mumbling prayers for penance.
" God forgive me" he muttered, " God forgive me, God for-
give me," and a every repetition he passed abead. A cus
tomer approached, touched a sugar loaf and asked, " How
much ?" The merchant continued his prayers and did his
business at a breath. "(Godforgive me) How much? (God
forgive me) Four pesetas (Godforgive me)" and round went
the restless rosary.  "Too much," said the buyer; "Til
give three" The merchant went on with his prayers, and
answered, "(Godforgive me) Couldat take it for as much as
you might put in your tooth (Godforgive me); gave four my-
df (Godforgiveme)." " Then Til leave it, old sweet-tooth,"
sad the buyer, ashe moved away. " Here! takeit for noth-
ing (God forgive me)" cried the merchant after the retreating
figure. "(Godforgive me) I'm giving it away (Godforgive
me); |1l starve, but no matter (Godforgive me), you are my
brother (God forgive me, God forgive me, God forgive me)"

Isradl bought the bread and the meet, the raisins and the
figs which the prisoners needed—enough for the present and
for many days to come Then be hired sx mules with
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burdas to bear the food to Shdwan, and a man two days to
lead them. Also he hired mules for himself and AH, for he
knew full well that, unless with his own eyes he saw the
followers of Absalam receive what he had bought, no chance
was there, in these days of famine, that it would ever reach
fliem. And, al being ready for his short journey, he st
out in the middle of the day, when the sun was highest,
hoping that the town would then be at regt, and thinking
to escape observation.

His expectation was so far justified that the market-place,
when he came to it again, with his little caravan going be-
fore him, was silent and deserted. But, coming into the
walled lane to the Bab Toot, the gate a which the Shawan
road enters, he encountered a great throng and a strange
processon. It was a procession of penance and petition,
asking God to wipe out the plague of locusts that was de-
stroying the land and eating up the bread of its children.
A venerable Jew, with long white beard, walked side by side
with a Moor of great stature, enshrouded in the folds of his
snow-white haik. These were the chief Rabbi of the Jews
and the Imam of the Mudlims, and behind them other Jews
and Moors walked abreast in the burning sun. All were
barefooted, and such as were Berbers were bareheaded aso.

" In the name of Allah, the Compassionate and Merciful!"
the Ima*m cried, and the Muslims echoed him.

" By the God of Jacob !" the Rabbi prayed, and the Jews
repeated the words after him.

" Spare us! Spare the land!" they al cried together.
" Send rain to destroy the eggs of the locust!" cried the
Rabbi. " Else will they rise on the ground in the sunshine
like rice on the granary floor; and neither fire nor river nor
the army of the Sultan will stop them; and we ourselves
will die, and our children with us!"

And the Jews cried, " God of Jacob, be our refuge 1"

And the Muslims shouted, "Allah, save us !"
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It was a strange sight to look upon in that land of in-
tolerance—the haughty Moor and the despised Jew, with
all petty hatreds sunk out of sight and forgotten in the grip
of the death that threatened both alike, walking and praying
in the public streets together.

Israel drew close to the wall and passed by unobserved
And being come into the open road outside the town, he
began to take a view of the notives that had brought him
away from hishome again. Then he saw that, if hewas not
a hypocrite like Reuben, no credit could he give himself for
what hewas doing, and if ru was poor who had before been
rich, no merit could he make of his poverty.

" Naomi, Naomi, al for her, al for her," he thought.

Naomi was his hope and his salvation. His faith in God
was his love of the child. He was only bribing God to give
her grace.  And well he knew it, while hejourneyed towards
the prison behind his sx mules laden with bread for them
that lay there, that, much as he owed them, being a cause
of their miseries, the mercy he was about to show them was
but as mercy shown to himself. So the nearer he came to
it the lower his head sank into his breast, as if the sun itself
that beat down so fiercely upon his head had eyes to peer
into his deceiving soul.

The town of Shdwan lies sixty miles south of Tetuan in
Jhe northern half of the territory of the tribe of Akhmas,
and the sun was two hours set when Israel entered its
beautiful valley between thetwo arms of the mountain called
Jebel Sheshdwan. Going through the orchards and vine-
yards that were round it, he was recognised by certain Jews,
tanners and pannier-makers, who in the days of his harder
rule had fled from Tetuan and his heavy taxings.

" It's lsrael ben Olid," whispered one.

" God of Jacob, save us !" whispered another.

" He has followed us for the arrears of taxes"

" Wemust fly."
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" Let us go home first."

" No timefor that"

" There is Rached——"

" She's a woman.”

" But | must warn my son—he has children™

" Then you are los.  Come on."

Before he reached the rude old masonry that had once
been the fortress and was now the prison, the poor followers
of Absalam, who lay within, had heard that he was coming,
and, in their despair and the wild disorder of al their senses,
they looked for nothing but death from his visit, asif they
were to be cut to pieces instantly. Men and women and
young children, gaunt with hunger and begrimed with dirt,
some with faces that were hard and stony, some with faces
that were weak and smple, some with eyes that were red as
blood, al weary with waiting and wasted with long pain, ran
hither and thither in the gloom of the foul place wherethey
were immured together. Shedding tears, beating their flesh,
and crying out with woeful clamour, these unhappy creatures
of God, who had been great of soul when they sang their
death-song with the precipice behind them and the soldiers
in front, now quaked for the miserable lives which they pre-
served in hunger and cherished in bitterness.

By help of the sed of his master, which he always carried,
Israd found his way into the courtyard of the prison. The
prisoners, who had been gathered there for his inspection,
heard his footsteps, and by one impulse, as if an angel from
heaven had summoned them, they fell to their knees about
the door whereby he must enter, men behind and women
in front, and mothers holding out their babes before their
breasts so that he might see them first, and have mercy
upon them if he had a heart made for pity.

Then the door of the place was thrown open, and Isradl
entered. His head was bowed down, and his feet were
bare. The people drew their breath in wonder.
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" Arise" he said; " | mean you no harm! See! Here
isbread! Takeit, and God bless you 1"

So saying, he motioned with his trembling hand to where
Ali and the muleteer brought in the burden of food
behind him.

And when the poor souls could believe it a ledt, that
he whom they had looked for as their judge had come as
their saviour, their hearts surged withinthem. Their hunger
left them, and only the children could eat. For a moment
they stood in silence about Israel, and their tears stained
their wasted faces. And Isragl, in their midst, tasted anew
joy in his new poverty such as his riches had never brought
him—no, not once in dl the days of his old prosperity.

At length an old man—he was a Muslim—Iooked steadily
into Isradl's face and sad, " May the God of Jacob bless
thee aso, brother !"

After that they al recovered their voices and began to
thank him out of their blind gratitude, falling to their knees
at his feet as before, yet with hearts so different. .

" May the Father of the fatherless requite thee !"

" May the child of thy wife be blessed !"

"Stop," he cried; "stop ! you don't know what you are
saying."

He turned away from them with a look of pain, as if
their words had stung him. They followed him and touched
his kaftan with their lips; they pushed their children under
his hands for his blessng.

"No, no," he cried; "no, no, no!"

Then he passed out of the place with rapid deps, and
fled from the town like one who was ashamed.



CHAPTER XV.
THE MEETING ON THE SOK.

ALTHOUGH Israel did not know it, and in the hunger of his
heart he would have given al the world to learn it, yet if
any man could have peered into the dark chamber where
the spirit of Naomi had dwelt seventeen years in dlence,
he would have seen that, dear as the child wasto the father,
dill dearer and more needful was the father to the child.
Since her mother left her he had been eyes of her eyes and
ears of her ears, touching her hand for assent, patting her
head for approval, and guiding her fingers to teach them
signs.

Thus Israel was more to Naomi than any father before to
any daughter, more to her than mother or sister or brother
or kindred; for he was her sole gateway to the world she
lived in, the one aley whereby her spirit gazed upon it, the
key that opened the closed doors of her soul; and without
him neither could the world come in to her, nor could she
go out to theworld.  Soft and beautiful was the commerce
between them, mute on one side of dl language save
tears and kisses, like the commerce of a mother with her
first-born child, as holy in love, as sweet in mystery, as pure
from taint, and as deep in tenderness. While her father
was with her, then only did Naomi seem to live, and her
happy heart to be full of wonder a the strange new things
that flowed in upon it And when he was gone from her,
she was merely a spirit barred and shut within her body's
cose abode, waiting to be bolrSE anew.
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When |srad made ready to go to Shdwan, Naomi clung
to him to hinder him, as if remembering his long absence
when he went to Fez, and connecting it with the illness
that came to her in his absence; or as seeming to see, with
those eyes that were blind to the ways of the world, what
was to befall him before he returned. He put her from
him with many tender words, and smoothed her hair and
kissed her forehead, as though to chide her while he blessed
her for so much love. But her dread increased, and she
held to him like a child to its mother's robe. And at lagt,
when he unloosed her hands and pushed them away asifin
anger, and after that laughed lightly asif to tell her that he
knew her meaning yet had no fear, her trouble rose to a
storm and she fell to afit of weeping.

"Tut! tut! what is this?" he sad. "1 will be back
to-morrow. Do you hear, my child >—to-morrow ! At
sunset to-morrow.”

When he was gone, the terror that had so suddenly pos
$s=d her seemed to increase.  Her face was red, her
mouth was dry, her eyelids quivered, and her hands were
redless.  If she sa she rose quickly; if she stood she
walked again more fast. Sometimes she listened with head
aside, sometimes moaned, sometimes wept outright, and
sometimes she muttered to herself in noises such as none
had heard from her lips before.

The bondwomen could find no way to comfort her.
Indeed, the trouble of her heart took hold of them. When
she plucked Fatimah by the gown, and with her blind eyes,
that were aso wet, seemed to look sadly into the black
woman's face, as if asking for her father, like a dog for its
master that is dead, Fatimah shed tears as well, partly in pity
of her fears, and partly in terror of the unknown troubles still
to come which God Himself might have revealed to her.

" Alas! little dumb soul, what is to happen now ?" cried
Fatimah.
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"Alack! girl" sad Habeebah, "the maid is sickening
@a'n?l

And this was dl that the good souls could make of her
restless agitation. She dept that night from sheer exhaus-
tion, a deep lethargic dumber, apparently broken once or
twice by troubled dreams. When she awoke in the morn-
ing a the first sound of the voice of the mooddin, the evil
dreams seemed to be with her till.  She appeared to be
moving along in them like one spell-bound by a great dread
that she could not utter, as if she were living through a
nightmare of the day. Then long hour followed long hour,
but the inquietude of her mood did not abate. Her bosom
heaved, her throat throbbed, her excitement became hysteri-
cd. Sometimes she broke into wild, inarticulate shouts,
and sometimes the black women could have believed, in
spite of knowledge and reason, that she was muttering
and speaking words, though with a wild disorder of
utterance.

At last the day waned and the sun went down. Naomi
seemed to know when this occurred, for she could scent
the cool air. Then, with a fresh intentness, she listened to
the footsteps outside, and, having listened, her trouble in-
creesed. What did Naomi hear ?  The black women could
hear nothing save the common sounds of the streets—the
shouts of children at play, the cals of women, the cries of
the mule-drivers, and now and again the piercing shrieks of
a black sory-tdller from the town of the Moors—only this
varied flow of voices, and under it the indistinct murmur of
multitudinous life coming and going on every side.

Did other sounds come to Naomi's ears? Was her
spiritua power, which was unclogged by any grosser sense
than that of hearing, conscious of some terrible undertone
of impending trouble? Or was her disquietude no more
than recollection of her father's promise to be back a
aunset, and mere anxiety for his return? Faimah and
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Habeebah knew nothing and saw nothing. All that they
could do was to wring their hands.

Meantime, Naomi's agitation became yet more resless
and nothing would serve her at last but that she should go
out into the streets.  And the black women, seeing her so
steadfastly minded, and being affected by her fears, made
her ready, and themselves as well, and then al three went
out together.

" Where are we going ?" said Habeebah.

" Nay, how should | know ?" said Fatimah.

" We are fools," said Habeebah.

It was now an hour after sunset, the light was fading,
and the traffic was sinking down. Only at the gate of the
Méellah, which, contrary to custom, had not yet been closed,
was the throng till dense. A group of Jews stood under it
in earnest and passionate talk. There was a strange and
bodeful silence on every sde. The coffee-house of the
Moors beyond the gate was already lit up, and the door
was open, but the floor was empty. No snake-charmers, no
jugglers, no story-tellers, with their circles of squatting
spectators, were to be seen or heard. These professors of
science and magic and jocularity had never before been
absent.  Even the blind beggars, crouching under the town
walls, were silent. But out of the mosques there came a
deep low chant as of many voices, from grest numbers
gathered within.

"The gifl was right," sad Fatimah; "something has
happened.”

"What is it?" said Habeebah.

"Nay, how should | know that either?" said Fatimah.

51 tdl you we are a pair of fools"" said Habeebah.

Meantime Naomi held their hands, and they must needs
follow where she led Her body was between them; they
were borne aong by her feeble frame as by an irresigtible
force. And pitiful it would have seemed, and perhaps
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foolish dso, if any human eye had seen them then, these
helpless children of God, going whither they knew not and
wherefore they knew not, save that a fear that was like to
madness drew them on.

"Listen ! | hear something," sad Fatimah.

" Where ?" sad Habeebah.

" The way we are going," said Fatimah.

On and on Naomi passed from street to street. They
were the same streets whereby she had returned to her
father's house on the day that her goat was dain.  Never
since then had she trodden them, but she neither altered
nor turned aside to the right or the left, but made straight
forward, until she came to the Sok e Foki, and to the place
where the goat had fallen before the foaming jaws of the
dog from the Mukabar. Then she could go no farther.

" Holy saints, what is this?" cried Habeebah.

"Didn't | tell you the girl heard something?' sad
Fatimah.

"God's face shine on us" sad Habeebah. "What is
al this crowd ?"

An immense throng covered the upper half of the market-
square, and overflowed into the streets and arched alleys
leading to the Kashah. It was not a close and dense crowd
of white-hooded forms such as gathered on that spot on
market morning—a seething, steaming, moving mass of
haiks and jellabs and Maghribi blankets, with here and
there a bare shaven head and plaited crown-lock—but a
great crowd of dark figures in black gowns and skull-caps.
The assemblage was of Jews only—Jews of every age and
dass and condition, from the comely young Jewish butche*
in his blood-stained rags to the toothless old Jewish banker
with gold braid on his new kaftan.

They were gathered together to consider the posture of
affairs in regard to the plague of locusts. Hence the
Moorish officials had suffered them to remain outside the
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walls of their Mellah after sunset. Some of the Moors
themselves stood aside and watched, but a a distance,
leaving a vacant space to denote the distinction between
them. The scribes sat in their open booths, pretending to
read their Koran or to write with their reed pens; the gun-
smiths stood at their shop-doors; and the country Berbers,
crowded out of their usual camping ground on the Sok,
squatted on the vacant spots adjacent. All looked on
eagerly, but apparently impassively, a the vast company of
Jews.

And so great was the concourse of these people, and s
wild their commotion, that they were like nothing dse but
a sa broken by tempestuous winds. The market-place
rang as a vault with the sounds of their voices, their harsh
cries, their protests, their pleadings, their entreaties, and all
the fury of their brazen throats. And out of their loud
uproar one name above al other names rose in the air on
every side. It was the name of Israel ben Oliel. Against
him they were breathing out threats, foretelling imminent
dangers from the hand of man, and predicting fresh judg-
ments from God. There was rro evil which had befalen
him early or late but they were remembering it, and
reckoning it up and rejoicing in it. And there was no
evil which had befallen themselves but they were laying
it to his charge. y(

Yesterday, when they passed through the town in their
processon of penance, following their Grand Rabbi as he
walked abreast of the Imdm, that they might cal on God
to destroy the eggs of the locust, they had expected the
heavens to open over their heads, and to fed the rain fall
instantly. The heavens had not opened, the rain had not
fallen, the thick hot cake as of baked air had continued to
hang and to palpitate in the sky, and the fierce sun had
beaten down as before on the parched and scorching earth.

Seaing this, as their petitions ended, while the Muslims
L
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went back to their houses, disappointed but resigned, and
muttering to themselves, " It is written !" they had returned
to their synagogues, convinced that the plague was ajudg-
ment, and resolved, like the sailors of the ship going down
to Tarshish, to cadt lots and to know for whose cause the
evil was upon them. V.

They were more than a hundred and twenty families,
and had thought they were therefore entitled to eect a
Synhedrin.  This was in defiance of ceremonial law, for

“they knew full well that the formation of a Synhedrin and
the right to try a capitd charge had long been forbidden.
But they were face to face with death, and hence the
anachronism had been adopted, and they had fallen back
on the custom of their fathers. So three-and-twenty judges
they had appointed, without usurers, or dave-deders, or
gamblers, or aged men or childless ones.

The judges had sat in session the same night, and their
judgment had been unanimous. The lot of Jonah had
fallen on lsrael.  He had sold himself to their masters and
enemies, the Moors, against the hope and interest of his
own people; he had driven some of the sons of his race
and nation into exile in distant cities; he had brought
others to the Kasbah, and yet others to death: he was a
man at open enmity with God, and God had given him, as
a mark of His displeasure, a child who was cursed with
devils, a daughter who had been born blind and dumb and
deaf, and was sdll without sight and speech.

Could the hand of God's anger be more plain if it were
printed in fire upon the sky ? Israel was the evil one for
whose sn they suffered this devastating plague. The Lord
was rebuking them for sparing him, even as He had rebuked
Saul for sparing the king and cattle of the Amalekites.
Seventeen years and more he had been among them without
being of them, never entering a synagogue, never observing
a fad, never joining in a feast. Not until ther judgment
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went out againgt him would God's anger be appeased. Let
them cut him off from the children of his race, and the
blessed rain would fall from heaven, and the thirsty earth
would drink it, and the eggs of the locust would be
destroyed. But let them put off any longer their rightful
task and duty before God and before the people, and their
evil time would soon come.  Within eight-and-twenty days
the eggs would be hatched, and within eight-and-forty other
daysthe young locust would have wings. Before the end of
those seventy-and-six days the harvest of wheat and barley
would be yellow to the scythe and ripe for the granary, but
the locust would cover the face of the earth, and there
would be no grain to gather. The scythe would be idle,
the granaries would be empty, the tillers of the ground
would come hungry into the markets, and they themselves
that were town-dwellers and tradesmen would be perishing
for bread, both they and their children with them.

Thusin Israel's absence, while he was away at Shdwan,
the three-and-twenty judges of the new Synhedrin of Tetuan
had—contrary to Jewish custom—tried and convicted him.
God would not let them perish for this man's life, and
neither would He charge them with his blood.

Nevertheless, judges though they were, they could not
kill him.  They could only appeal against him to the Kaid.
And what could they say ? That the Lord had sent this
plague of locusts in punishment of Israd's sn? Ben
Aboo would laugh in their faces and answer them, " It is
written." That to appease God's wrath it was expedient
that this Jew should die? Convince the Muslim that
a Jew had brought this desolaion upon the land of the
SheVeefs, and he would arise, and his soldiers with him,
and the whole community of the Jewish people would be
destroyed

The judges had laid ther heads together. It was idle to

* gppeal to Ben Aboo againg Israd on any ground of belief.
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Nay, it was more than idle, for it was dangerous. There
was nothing in common between his faith and their own.
His God was not their God, save in name only. The one
wasAllah, great, stern, relentless, inexorable, not to be moved,
striding on to an inevitable end, heedless of man, and
trampling upon him—though sometimes mocked with the
names of the Compassionate and the Merciful. But the
other was Jehovah, the father of His people Isradl, caring
for them, upholding them, guiding the world for them, con-
quering for them, but visiting His anger upon them when
they fell away from Him.

The three-and-twenty judges in session in the synagogue
up the narrow lane of the Sok el Foki had sat far into the
night, with the light of the oil-lamps gleaming on their per-
plexed and ashen faces. Some other ground of appeal
against Israel had to be found, and they could not find it.
At length they had remembered that, by ancient law and
custom, the trial of an Israglite, for life or death, must end
an hour after sunset. Also they had been reminded that
the day that heard the evidence in a capitad case must not
be the same whereon the verdict was pronounced. So they
had broken up and returned home. And, going out at the
gate, they had told the crowds that waited there that judg-
ment had fallen upon Israel ben Olid, but that his doom
could not be made known until sunset on the following day.

That time was now come.  In eagerness and impatience,
in hot blood and anger, the people had gathered in the Sok
three hours after midday. The judges had reassembled in
the synagogue in the early morning. They had not broken
bread since yesterday, for the day that condemned a son
of lgradl to death must be a fast-day to his judges.

As the afternoon wojgjoin, the doors of the synagogue were
thrown open. The sentence was not ready yet, but the
judges in council were near to their decison. At the open
door the reader of the synagogue had dationed himsef,
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holding aflag in his hand. Under the gate of the Mellah
a second messenger was standing, so placed that he could
see the movement of the flag. If the flag fell, the sentence
would be " death," and the man under the gate would carry
thetidingsto the people gathered in the market-place. Then
the three-and-twenty judges would come in procession and
tell what steps had been taken that the doom pronounced
might be carried into effect.

Amid al their loud uproar, and notwithstanding the wild
anger which seemed to consume them, the people turned
at intervals of a few minutes to glance back towards the
Mellah gate.

If the angels were looking down, surely it was a pitiful
sight—these children of Zion in a strange land, where they
were held as dogs and vermin and human scavengers to the
Muslim; thinking and speaking and acting as their fathers
had done any time for five thousand years before; again
judging it expedient that one man should die rather than
the whole people be brought to destruction; again probing
their crafty heads, if not their hearts, for an artifice whereby
their scapegoat might be killed by the hand of their enemy :
children indeed, for dl that some of their heads were bald,"
and some of their beards were grizzled, and some of their
faces were wrinkled and hard and fierce; little children of
God writhing in the grip of their great trouble.

Such was the scene to which Naomi had come, and such
had been the doings of the town since the hour when her
father left her. What hand had led her? What power had
taught her ? Was it merely that her far-reaching ears had
heard the tumult ? Had some unknown sense, groping in
darkness, filled her with a vague terror, too indefinite to be
cdled a thought, of great and impending evil ? Or was it
some other influence, some higher leading? Was it that
the Lord was in His heaven that night as aways, and that
when the two black bondwomen in their helpless fear were
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following the blind maiden through the darkening dreets
she in her turn was following God ?

When Fatimah and Habeebah saw what it was to which
Naomi had led them, though they were sorely concerned at
it, yet they were relieved as well, and put by the worst of
the fearswith which her strange behaviour had infected them.
And remembering that she was the daughter of Israel, and
they were his servants, and neither thinking themselves safe
from danger if they stayed any longer where his name was
bandied about as a reproach, nor fully knowing how many
of the curses that were heaped upon him found a way to
Naomi's mind, they were for turning again and going back
to the house.

"Come," said Habeebah; "let us go—we are not safe”

" Yes" sad Fatimah ; "let us take the poor child back."

"Come aong, then," said Habeebah, and she laid hold
of Naomi's hand.

"Naomi, Naomi," whispered Fatimah in the girl's ear,
" we are going home. Come, dearest, come."

But Naorni was not to be moved. No gentle voiceavailed
to stir her.  She stood where she had placed herself on the
outskirts of the crowd, motionless save for her heaving
bosom and trembling limbs, and silent save for her loud
breathing arid the low muttering of her pae lips, yet listen-
ing eagerly with her neck outstretched

And if, as she listened, any human eye could have looked
in on her dumb and imprisoned soul, the tumult it would
have seen must have been terrible.  For, though no one
knew it as a certainty, yet in her darkness and muteness
since the coming of her gift of hearing she had been learning
gpeech and the different voices of men.  All that was spoken
in that crowd she understood, and never a word escaped
her, and what others saw she felt, only nearer and more
terrible, because wrapped in the darkness outside her eyes
that were blind
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Firg there came alull in the generd clamour, and then
a coarse, jarring, stridulous voice rose in the ar. Naomi
knew whose voice it was—it was the voice of old Abraham
Pigman, the usurer.

"Brothers of Tetuan," the old man cried, "what are we
waiting for ? For the verdict of the judges? Who wants
their verdict? There is only one thing to do. Let us ask
the Kaid to remove this man. The Kad is a humane
master. If he has sometimes worked wrong by us, he has
been driven to do that which in his soul he abhors. Let
usgotohim and say: ' Lord Basha, through five-and-twenty
years this man of our people has stood over us to oppress us,
and your servants have suffered and been slent In that
time we have seen the seed of Israel hunted from the houses
of their fathers where they have lived since their birth. We
have seen them buffeted and smitten, without aresting-place
for the soles of their feet, and perishing in hunger and thirst
and nakedness and the want of al things. Is thisto your
honour, or your glory, or your profit ?'"

The people broke into loud cries of approval, and when
they were once more silent, the thick voicewent on: " And
not the seed of Isragl only, but the sons of Idam dso, has
this man plunged in the depths of misery. .Under a Sultan
who desires liberty and a Kaid who lovesjustice, in aland
that breathes freedom and a city that is favoured of God,
our brethren the Muslimeen sink with us in deep mire
where there is no standing. Every day brings to both its
burden of fresh sorrow. At this moment a plague is upon
us. Thecountry is bare; the town is overflowing; every
man stumbles over his fellow ; our lives hang in doubt; in
the morning we say, 'Would it were evening;* in the
evening we say,' Would it were morning \' stretch out your
hand and help us 1"

Again the crowd burst into shouts of assent, and the
dridulous voice continued: " Let us say to him, 'Lord
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Basha, there is no way of help but one  Pluck down this
man that is set over us. He belongs to our own race and
nation; but give us a master of any other race and nation;
any Moor, any Arab, any Berber, any negro; only take back
thisman of our own people, and your servants will blessyou,™

The old man's voice was drowned in great shouts of
"Ben Aboo!" "To Ben Aboo !" "Why wait for the
judges?' " To the Kashah !" " The Kasbah !"

But a second voice came piercing through the boom and
plash of those waves of sound, and it was thin and shrill as
the cry of apea-hen. Naomi knew this voice also—it was
the voice of Judah ben Lolo, the elder of the synagogue,
who would have been sitting among the three-and-twenty
judges but that he was a usurer aso.

"Why go to the Kaid ?" said the voice like a pea-hen.
" Does the Basha love this Israel ben Olie ? Has he of
late given many signs of such affection? Bethink you,
brothers, and act wisely! Would not Ben Aboo be glad
to have done with this servant who has been so long his
maste' ? Then why trouble him with your grievance?
Act for yourselves, and the Kaid will thank you! And well
may this Israel ben Oliel praise the Lord and worship Him,
that He has not put it into the hearts of His people to play
the game of breaker of tyrants by the spilling cf blood, as
the i aces around them, the Arabs and the Berbers, who are
of a temper more warm by nature, must long ago have done,
and that not unjustly either, or altogether to the displeasure
of a Kaid who is good and humane and merciful, and has
never loved that his poor people should be oppressed.”

At this word, though it made pretence to commend the
temperance of the crowd, their fury broke out more loudly
than before. " Away with the man!" " Away with him!"
rang out on every side in countless voices, husky and clear,
gruff and sharp, piping and deep. Not a voice of them all
cdled for mercy or for patience.
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While the anger of the people surged and broke in the
ar, a third voice came through the tumult, and Naomi
knew it, for it was the harsh voice of Reuben Mdliki, the
silversmith and keeper of the poor-box.

" And does God," said Reuben, " any more than Ben
Aboo—nblessings on his life !—love that His people should
be oppressed ? How has He dealt with this Isragl ben
Olie ? Does He stand steadfastly beside him, or has His
hand gone out against him? Since the day he came here,
five-and-twenty years ago, has God saved him or smitten
him? Remember Ruth, his wife, how she died young!
Remember her father, our old Grand Rabbi, David ben
Ghana, how the hand of the Lord fell upon him on the
night of the day whereon his daughter was married! Re-
member this girl Naomi, this offspring of sin, this accursed
and afflicted one, still blind and speechless !"

Then the voices of the crowd came to Naomi's ears like
the neigh of a breathless horse. Fatimah had laid hold of
her gown and was whispering, " Come! Let us away!"
But Naomi only clutched her hand and trembled

The harsh voice of Reuben Maliki rose in the air again.
" Do you say that the Lord gave him riches? Behold him!
—he swallowed them down, but has he not vomited them
up? Examine him !—that which he took by extortions has
he not been made to restore? Does God's anger smoke
against him? Answer me, yes or no |"

Like a bolt out of the sky there came a great shout of
"Yes!" And instantly afterwards, from another direction,
there came a fourth voice, a peevish, tremulous voice, the
voice of an old woman. Naomi knew it—it was the voice
of Rebecca Bensabott, ninety-and-odd years of age, and ill
deef as a stone.

"Tut! What is al this talking about?" she snapped
and grunted. " Reuben Maliki, save your wind for your
widows—you don't give them too much of it. And, Abraham
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Pigman, go home to your money-bags. | am an old fool,
am 1?7 Wedl, I've the more right to speek plain. What
are we waiting here for? The judges? Pooh! The
sentence? Fiddlefaddle!l It is Israel ben Olid, isntit?
Then stone him! What are you afraid of? The Kaid ?
Hell laugh in your faces. A blood-feud? Who is to wage
it? Aransom? Who is to ask for it? Only this mute,
this Naomi, and you'll have to work her a miracle and find
her a tongue first. Out on you! Men? Pshawl You
are children !"

The people laughed—it was the hard, grating, hollow
laugh that sets the teeth on edge behind the lips that utter
it. Instantly the voices of the crowd broke up into a dis
cordant clangour, like to the counter-currents of an angry
sa " Shesright," said a shrill voice " He deserves it,"
snuffled a nasal one. " At least let us drive him out of the
town," sad a third gruff voice. " To his house!" cried a
fourth voice, that peadled over dl. " To his house !" came
then from countless hungry throats.

"Come, let us go," whispered Fatimah to Naomi, and
again she laid hold of her arm to force her away. But
Naomi shook off her hand, and muttered strange sounds
to herself.

"To his house| Sack it! Drive the tyrant out 1" the
people howled in a hundred rasping voices; but, before
any one had gtirred, a man riding a mule had forced his
way into the middle of the crowd.

It was the messenger from under the Médllah gate. In
their new frenzy the people had forgotten him. He had
come to make known the decision of the Synhedrin.  The
flag had fallen; the sentence was death.

Hearing this doom, the people heard no more, and neither
did they wait for the processon of the judges, that they
might learn of the means whereby they, who were not
masters in their own house, might carry the sentence into
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effect. The processon was even then forming. It was
coming out of the synagogue; it was passng under the
gate of the Mellah; it was approaching the Sok e Foki.
The Rabbis walked in front of it. At its tail came four
Moors with shamefaced looks. They were the soldieis
and muleteers whom Isragl had hired when he st out on
his pilgrimage to that enemy of dl Kaids and Bashes,
Mohammed of Mequinez. By-and-by they were to betray
him to Ben Aboo.

But no one saw either Rabbis or Moors. The people
were twisting and turning like worms on an upturned turf.
"Why sack his house?' cried some. "Why drive him
out?" cried others. "A poor revenge!” "Kill him!"
" Kill him !"

At the sound of that word, never before spoken, though
every ear had waited for it, the shouts of the crowd rose to
madness. But suddenly in the midst of the wild vocifera
tions there was a shrill cry of "He is there!" and then
there was a great slence.

It was Israel himself. Hewas coming afoot down the
lane under the town walls from the gate cdled the Bab
Toot, where the road comes in from Shdwan. At fifty
paces behind him Ali, the black boy, was riding one mule
and leading another.

He was returning from the prison, and thinking how the
poor followers of Absalam, after he had fed them of his
poverty, had blest him out of their dry throats, saying,
"May the God of Jacob bless you dso, brother!" and
"May the child of your wife be blc ,sed!" Ah! those
blessings, he could hear them 4ill 1 Taey followed him as
he walked He did not fly from them any longer, for they
sang in his ears and were like music in his melted soul
Once before he had heard such music. It was in England
The organ swelled and the voices rose, and he was a lonely
boy, for his mother lay in her grave a his feet His
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mother! How strangely his heart was softened towards
himself and dl theworld! And Ruth! He could think
of nothing without tenderness. And Naomi! Ah! the
sun was nigh two hours down, and Naomi would be waiting
for him at home, for she was as one that had no life without
his presence.  What would befall if he were taken from her ?
That thought was like the sweeping of a dead hand across
his face. So his body stooped as he walked with his staff,
and his head was held down, and his step was heavy.

Thus the old lion came on to the market-place, where
the people were gathered together as wolves to devour him.
On he came, seeing nothing and hearing nothing and fear-
ing nothing, and in the silence of the first surprise at sight
of him his footsteps were heard on the stones.

Naomi heard them.

Then it seemed to Naomi's ears that a voice fell, as it
were, out of the air, crying, "God has given him into our
hands!" After that al sounds seemed to Naomi to fade
far away, and to come to her muffled and stifled by the
distance.

But with a loud shout, as if it had been a shout out of
one great throat, the crowd encompassed Israel, crying,
"Kill him!" Israel stopped, and lifted his heavy face
upon the people; but neither did he cry out nor make any
struggle for his life. He stood erect and silent in their
midst, and massive and square. His brave bearing did not
break their fury. They fell upon him, a hundred hands
together. One struck at his face, anothei tore at his long
grey hair, and a third thrust him down on to his knees.

No one had yet observed on the outer rim of the crowd
the pale dight girl that stood there—blind, dumb, power-
less, frail, and so softly beautiful—a waif on the margin of
a tempestuous sea Through the thick barriers of Naomi's
senses everything was coming to her ugly and terrible.  Her
father was therel They were tearing him to pieces|
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Suddenly she was gone from the sde of the two black
women. Like a flash of light she had passed through the
bellowing throng. She had thrust hersef between the
people and her father, who was on the ground: she was
standing over him with both arms upraised, and at that
instant God loosed her tongue, for she was crying, " Mercy!
Mercy!"

Then the crowd fell back in great fear. The dumb had
spoken. No man dared to touch Isragl any more. The
hands that had been lifted against him dropped back usdess,
and a wide circle formed around him. In the midst of it
stood Naomi. Her blind face quivered; she seemed to
glow likea spirit.  And like a spirit she had driven back the
people from their deed of blood as with the voice of God—
she, the blind, the frail, the helpless.

Israel roseto his feet, for no man touched him again, and
the procession of judges, which had now come up, was silent.
And, seeing how it was that in the hour of his great need the
gift of speech had come upon Naomi, his heart rose big
within him, and he tried to triumph over his enemies and
say, " You thought God's arm was against me, but behold
how God has saved me out of your hands."

But he could not speak. The dumbness that had fallen
from his daughter seemed to have dropped upon him.

At that moment Naomi turned to him and said, " Father!"

Then the cup of Isradl's heart was full.  His throat choked
him.  So he took her by the hand in silence, and down a
long dley of the people they passed through the Mellah gate
and went home to their house. Her eyes were to the earth,
and she wept as she walked; but his face was lifted up, and
his tears and his blood ran down his cheeks together.  *



CHAPTER XVI.
NAOMI'S BLINDNESS

ALTHOUGH Naomi, in her darkness and muteness sincethe
coming of her gift of hearing, had learned to know and
understand the different tongues of men, yet now that she
tried to call forth words for herself, and to put out her own
voice in the use of them, she was no more than a child un-
taught in the ways of speech. She tripped and stammered
and broke down, and had to learn to speak as any helpless
little one must do, only quicker, because her need wasgreater,
and better, because she was a girl and not a babe. And,
perceiving her own awkwardness, and thinking shame of it,
and being abashed by the patient waiting of her father when
she halted in her talk with him, and still more humbled by
Ali's impetuous help when she miscalled her syllables, she
fell back again on slence.

Hardly could she be got to spesk at dl. For some days
after the night when her emancipated tongue had rescued
Israel from his enemies on the Sok, she seemed to say
nothing beyond "Yes" and " No,” notwithstanding Ali's
eager questions, and Fatimah's tearful blessings, and
Habeebah's breathless invocations, and aso notwithstand-
ing the hunger and thirst of the heart of her father, who,
remembering with many throbs of joy the voice that ho
heard with his dreaming ears when he slept on the straw
bed of the poor fondak at Wazzin, would have given worlds
of gold, if he had possessed them dill, to hear it constantly

with his waking ears.
74
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" Come, come, little one; come, come, spesk to us, only
pesk,” Isradl would say.

His appeals were usdess.  Naomi would smile and hang
her sunny head, and lift her father's hairy hand to her cheek,
and say nothing.

But just about aweek later a beautiful thing occurred.
Israel was returning to the Mellah after one of his secret
excursions in the poor quarter of the Bab Ramooz, where
he had spent the remainder of the money which old Reuben
had paid him for the casket of hiswife's jewels. The night
was warm, the moon shone with steady lustre, and the stars
were dmost obliterated as separate lights by a luminous
slvery haze. It wes late, very late, and far and near the
town was dtill.

With his innocent disguise, his Moorish jellab, hung over
his arm, Israel had passed the Mellah gate, being the only
Jew who was allowed to cross it after sunset He was feel-
ing happy as he walked home through the sleeping streets,
with his black shadow going in front. The magic of
the summer night possessed him, and his soul was full
of joy.

All his misgivings had fallen away. The coming to Naomi
of the gift of gpeech had seemed to banish from his mind
the dark spirit of the past. He had no heart for reprisds
upon the enemies who had sought to kill him. Without
that blind effort on their part perhaps his great blessing had
not come to pass.  Man's extremity had indeed been God's
opportunity, and Ruth's vision was dl but realised.

Ah, Ruth | Ruth! It had esxcaped Israel's notice until
then that he had been thinking of his dead wife the whole
night through. When he put it to himself s, he saw the
reason of it a once It was because there was a sort of
scret charm in the certainty that where she was she must
surely know that her dream was come true.  There was dso
akind of bitter pathos in the regret that she was only an
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angel now, and not a woman,; therefore she could not be
with him to share his human joy.

As he walked through the Médllah, Isragl thought of her
again: how she had sung by the cradle to her babe that
could not hear. Sung? Yes, he could almost fancy that
he heard her singing yet. That voice so soft, so clear even
in its whispers—there had been nothing like it in al the
world. And her songs! Israel could also fancy that he
heard her favourite one. It was a song of love, a pure but
passionate melody wherein his own delicious happinessin
the earlier days, before the death of the old Grand Rabbi,
had seemed to speak and sing.

Israel began to laugh at himself as he walked. To think
that the warmth and softness of the night, the sweet caress
ing night, the light and beauty of the moon and the stillness
and slumber of the town, could betray an old fellow into
forgotten dreams like these !

He had taken out of his pocket the big key of the
clamped door to his house, and was crossing the shadowed
lanein front of it, when suddenly he thought he heard music
floating in the air above him. He stopped and listened.
Then he had no longer any doubt. It was music, it was
singing; he knew the song, and he knew the voice. The
song was the song he had been thinking of, and the voice
was the voice of Ruth.

O whereis Love?

Where, whereis Love?
Isit of heavenly birth?
Isit athing of earth?

Where, whereis Love?

Isradl felt himsaf rooted to the spot, and he stood some
time without dirring. He looked around. All dse was
sill  The night was as gilent as death. He listened atten-
tively. The singing seemed to come from his own house.
Then he thought he must be dreaming dill, and he took a
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step forward. But he stopped again and covered both his
eas. That was of no avail, for when he removed his hands
the voice was there as before.

A shiver ran over his limbs, yet he could not believe what
his soul was saying. The key dropped out of his hand and
rang on the stone. When the clangour was done the voice
continued. Isragl bethought him then that his household
must be adeep, and it flashed on his mind that if this were
a human voice the singing ought to awaken them. Just at
that moment the night guard went by and sauted him.
" God bless your morning!" the guard cried; and Israel
answered, "Your morning be blessed !"  That wasdl. The
guard seemed to have heard nothing. His footsteps were
dying away, but the voice went on.

Then a strange emotion filled Isradl's heart, and he re-
flected that even if it were Ruth she could have come on no
evil errand. That thought gave him courage, and he pushed
forward to the door. As he fumbled the key into the lock
he saw that a beggar was crouching by the doorway in the
shadow cast by the moonlight. The man was adeep. |srad
could hear his breathing, and smell his rags. Also he could
hear the thud of his own temples like the beating of a drum
in his brain.

At length, as he was groping feebly through the crooked
passage, a new thought came to him. "Naomi," he told
himsdlf in a whisper of awe. It was she. By the full flood
of the moonlight in*the patio he saw her. She was on the
balcony. Her beautiful white-robed figure was half sitting
on the rail, half leaning againgt the pillar. The whole lustre
of the moon was upon her. A look of joy beamed on her
face. She was singing her mother's song with her mother's
voice, and dl the air, and the sky, and the quiet white town
seemed to listen:—

Within my heart a voice
Bids earth and heaven rejoice
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Sngs—" Love great Love,
O come and claim thine own*
O come and take thy throne,
Reign ever and aone,
Reign, glorious golden Love"

Then Israd's fear was turned to rapture.  Why had he
not thought of this before? Yet how could he have thought
of it? He had never once heard Naomi's voice save in the
utterance of single words. But again, why had he not re-
membered that before the tongues of children can speak
words of their own they sing the words of others?

The singing ended, and then Israel, struggling with his dry
throat, stepped a pace forward—his foot grated on the pave-
ment—and he called to the singer—

"Naomi!"

The girl bent forward, as if peering down into the darkness
below, out Isragl could see that her fixed eyes were blind.

" My father I" she whispered.

"Where did you learn it?" said Israel.

" Fatimah, shetaught me," Naomi answered ; and then she
added quickly, asifwith great but childlikepride, saying what
she did not mean, " Oh yefi, it was 11 Was | not beautiful ?"

After that night Naomi's shyness of speech dropped away
from her, and what was left was only a sweet maidenly un-
consciousness of al faults and failings, with a soft and play-
ful lisp that ran in and out among the simple words that fell
from her red lips likeayoung squirrel among thefallen leaves
of autumn. It would be along task to tell how her lisping
tongue turned everything then to favour and to prettiness.
On the coming of the gift of hearing, the world had first
spoken to her; and now, on the coming of the gift of speech,
she hersdlf was first speaking to the world. What did she
tell it at that first sweet greeting? She told it what she had
been thinking of it in those mute days that were gone, when
she had neither hearing nor speech, but was in the land
of silence as wdll as in the land of night.
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The fancies of the blind maid so long shut up within the
beautiful casket of her body were strange and touching ones.
Israel took delight in them at the beginning. He loved to
probe the dark places of the mind they came from, thinHm*,
God Himself must surely Laveillumined it at sometimewith
alight that no man knew, so startling were some of Naomi's
replies, so tender and so beautiful.

One evening, not long after she had first spoken, he was
sitting with her on the roof of their house as the sun was
going down over the palpitating plains towards Arala and
Laraiche and the great sea beyond. TVilight was gathering
in the Fedddn under the Mosqgue, and the last h ht ol clay,
which had parleyed longest with the snowy heights of the
Reef Mountains, was glowing only on the sky above them.

"Sweetheart," said Israel, "\vhat is the sun?"

"The sun is afirein the sky,” Naomi answered: "my
Father lights it every morning."

"Truly, little one, thy Father lights it," said Israel; "thy
Father which is in heaven.”

"Sweetheart," he said again, "what is darkness?"

"Oh, darkness is cold," said Naomi promptly, and she
seemed to shiver.

" Then the light must be warmth, little one?" said Israd.

" Yes, and noise," she answered; and then she added
quickly, " Light is dive."

Saying this, she crept closer to his sde, and knelt there,
and by her old trick of love she took his hand in both of
hers, and pressed it against her cheek, and then, lifting her
sweset face with its motionless eyes, she began to tell him in
her brokenwords and pretty lisp what she thought of night.
In the night the world, and everything in it, was cold and
quiet. That was death. The angels of God came to the
worldin theday. But God Himself came in the night, b<x
cause He loved silence, and because all the world was dead.
Then He kissed things, and in the morning al that God hud
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kissed came to life again.  If you were to get up early you
would feel Gods kiss on the flowers and on the grass.
And that was why the birds were singing then. God had
kissed them in the night, and they were glad.

One day Israel took Naomi to the mearrah of the Jews,
the little cemetery outside the town walls where he had
buried Ruth. And there he told her of her mother once
more; that she was in the grave, but adso with God; that
she was dead, but dill alive; that Naomi must not expect
to find her in that place, but, nevertheless, that she would
see her yet again.

" Do you remember her, Naomi ?" he sad. " Do you
remember her in the old days, the old dark and silent days ?
Not Fatimah, and not Habeebah, but some one who was
nearer to you than either, and loved you better than both;
SOITK one who had soft hands, and smooth cheeks, and long,
silken. wavy hair—do you remember, little one?"

"Y es | think—I think | remember," said Naomi.

" That was your mother, my darling."

" My mother?"

" Aft, you don't know what a mother is, sweetheart. How
should you? And how shall | tell you? Listen. Sheis
the onewho loves you first and last and aways. When you
are a babe she suckles you and nourishes you and fondles
you, and watches for the first light of your smile, and listens
for the first accent of your tongue. When you are a young
child she plays with you, and sings to you, and tells you
little stories, and teaches you to speak. Your smile is more
bright to her than sunshine, and your childish lisp more sweset
than music. If you are sick she is beside you constantly,
and when you are well she is behind you 4ill  Though
you sin and fdl and dl men spurn you, yet she clings to
you; and if you do well and God prospers you, there is no
joy like her joy. Her love never changes, for it is a fount
which the cold winds of the world cannot freeze. . . . And
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if you are a little helpless girl—blind and deaf and dumb
maybe—then she loves you best of dl.  She cannot tell you
stories, and she cannot sing to you, because you cannot
hear; she cannot smile into your eyes, because you cannot
e ; she cannot talk to you, because you cannot speak; but
she can watch your quiet face, and feel the touch of your
little fingers and hear the sound of your merry laughter."

" My mother ! my mother I" whispered Naomi to herself,
asif in awe.

"Yes" sad lsragl, "your mother was like that, Naomi,
long ago, in the days before your great gifts came to you.
But she is gone, she has left us, she could not stay; sheis
dead, and only from the blue mountains of memory can
she gmile back upon us now."

Naomi could not understand, but her fixed blue eyes
filled with tears, and she said abruptly, " People who die
are deceitful. They want to go out in the night to be with
God. That is where they are when they go away. They
are wandering about the world when it is dead."

The same night Naomi was missed out of the house,
and for many hours no search availed to find her. She
was not in the Méellah, and therefore she must have passed
into the Moorish town before the gates closed at sunset.
Neither was she to be seen in the JFeddan or at the Kasbah,
or among the Arabs who sat in the red glow of the fires
that burnt before their tents. At last Isragl bethought him
of the mearrah, and there he found her. It was dark, and
the lonesome place was silent.  The reflection of the lights
of the town rose into the sky above it, and the distant hum
of voices came over the black town walls. And there,
witliin the straggling hedge of prickly pear, among the long
white stones that lay like sheep adegp among the grass,
Naomi in her double darkness, the darkness of the night
and of her blindness, was running to and fro, aid crying,
"Mother! Mother!"
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Faliniah took her the four miles to Marteel, that the
breath of the sea might bring colour to her cheeks, which
had been whitened by the heat and fumes of the town,
The day was soft and beautiful, the water was quiet, and
only a gentle wind came creeping over it. But Naomi
listened to every sound with eager intentness—the light
plash of the blue wavelets that wished to her feet, theripple
of their crests when the Levanter chased them and caught
them, the dip of the oars of the boatmen, the rattle of the
anchor-chains of shipsin the bay, and the fierce vociferations
of the negroes who waded up to theii waists to unload the
Cargoes.

And when she came home, and took her old place at her
father's knees, with his hand between hers pressed close
against her cheek, she told him another sweet and startling
story. There was only one thing in the world that did not
die at night, and it was water. That was because water was
the way from heaven to earth. It went up into the moun-
tains and over them into the ar until it was logt in the
clouds. And God and His angels carne arid went on the
water between heaven and earth. That was why it was
aways moving and never sleeping, and had no night and
no day. And the angels were always singing. That was
why the waters were always making a noise, and were never
silent like the grass. Sometimes their song was joyful, and
sometimes it was sad, and sometimes the evil spirits were
struggling with the angels, and that was when the waters
were terrible.  Every time the sea made a little noise on
the shore, an angel had stepped on to the earth. The
angel was glad.

Israel had begun to listen to Naomi's fancies with a
doubting heart. Where had they come from? Was it his
duty to wipe out these beautiful dream-stories of the maid
born blind and newly come upon the joy of hearing with
ik own sadder talcs of what the world was and what life
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was, and death and heaven? The question was soon
decided for him.

Two days after Naomi had been taken to Marted she
was missed again. Israd hurried away to the sea and
there he came upon her. Alone, without help, she had
found a boat on the beach and had pushed off on to the
water. It was a double-prowed boat, light as a nutshell,
made of ribs of rush, covered with camel-skin, and lined
with bark. In this frail craft she was afloat, and aready
far out in the bay, not rowing, but sitting quietly, and drift-
ing away with the ebbing tide. The wind was rising, and
the line of the foreshore beyond the boat was white with
breakers. Isragl put off after her and rescued her. The
motionless eyes began to fill when she heard his voice.

" My darling, my darling 1" cried Isragl; " where did you
think you were going ?"

"“To heaven," she answered.

Andtruly shehad_alj.i>ut.,gp;ue.there.

Isragl had no choice left to him now. He must sadden
the heart of this creature of joy that he might keep her body
safe from peril. Naomi was no more than a little child,
swayed by her impulses alone, but in more danger from her-
«f than any child before her, because deprived of two of
her senses until she had grown to be amaid, and no control
could be imposed upon her.

At length Israel nerved himself to his bitter task; and
one evening while Naomi sat with him on the roof while
the sun was setting, and there were noises in the streets
beow of the Jewish people shuffling back into the Mellah,
he told her that she was blind. The word made no impres-
sion upon her mind at first. She had heard it before, and
it had passed her by like a sound that she did not know
She had been born blind, and therefore could not redist
what it wasto 2 To open away for the awful truth was
difficult, and Israd's heart smote him while he perssed,
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Naomi laughed as he put his ringers over her eyes that he
might show her. She laughed again when he asked if she
could see the people whom she could only hear. And once
more she laughed when the sun had gone down, and the
mooddin had come out on the Grand Mosque in theM etdmar,
and he asked if she could see the old blind man in the
minaret, where he was crying, "God is great! God is great!"

" Can you see him, little one?" said Isradl.

" See him ?" said Naomi; " why yes, you dear old father,
of course | can see him. Ligten," she cried, ceasing her
laughter, lifting one finger, and holding her head adant,
" listen: God is great! God is great! There—I| saw him
then."

"That is only hearing him, Naomi—hearing him with
your ears—with this ear and with this. But can you see
him, sweetheart ?"

Did her father mean to ask her if she could feel the
mooddin in his minaret far above them? Once more she
lad her head adant. There was a pause, and then she
criedimpulsively—

" Oh, " know. But, you foolish old father, how can | ?
He is too far away."

Then she flung her arms about Isragl's neck and kissed
him.

" There" she cried, in the tone of one who settles differ-
ences, " | have seen Toyfather anyway."

It was hard to check her merriment, but Isragl had to do
it. Hetold her, with many throbs in his throat, that she
was not like other maidens—not like her father, or AH, or
Fatimah, or Habeebah; that she was a being afflicted of
God ; that there was something she had not got, something
she could not do, a world she did not know, and had never
yet so much asdreamt of. Darkness was more than cold and
quiet, and light was more than warmth and noise.  Theone
was day—day ruled by the fiery sun in the sky—and the
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other was night, lit by the pale moon and the bright stars in
heaven. And the face of man and the eyes of woman were
more than features to feel—they were spirit and soul, to
watch and to follow and to love without any hand being
near them.

" There is a great world about you, little one" he said,
" which you have never seen, though you can hear it and feel
it and speak to it. Yes, it is true, Naomi, it istrue. You
have never seen the mountains, and the dangerous gullies
on their rocky sides. Y ou have never seen the mighty deep,
and the storms that heave and swell in it. You have never
seen man or woman or child. Is that very strange, little
one? Listen: your mother died nine years ago, and you had
never seen her.  Your father is holding your head in his hands
at this moment, but you have never seen hisface. And if
the dark curtains were to fall from your eyes, and you were
to see him now, you would not know him from another man,
or from awoman, or from a tree. You are blind, Naomi,
you are blind."

Naomi listened intently. Her cheeks twitched, her fingers
rested nervously on her dress at'her bosom, and her eyes
grew large and solemn, and then filled with tears. Israel's
throat swelled. To tell her of dl this, though he must needs
do it for her safety, was like reproaching her with her infir-
mity. But it was only the trouble in her father's voice that
had found its way to thesested trhamber of Naomi's mind.
The awful and crushing truth of her blindness came later
to her consciousness, probed in and thrust home by afrailer
and lighter hand.

She had aways loved little children, and since the coming
of her hearing she had loved them more than ever. Their
lisping tongues, their pretty broken speech, their simple
words, their childish thoughts, al fitted with her own needs,
for she was nothing but a child herself, though grown to be
alovely mad. And of dl children those she loved best
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were not the children of the Jews, nor yet the children of
the Moorish townsfolk, but the ragged, barefoot, black and
olive-skinned mites who came into Tetuan with the country
Arabsand Berbers on market mornings. They weresimplest,
their little tongues were liveliest, and they were most full of
joy and wonder. So she would gather them up in twos and
threes and fours, on Wednesdays and Sundays, from the
mouths of their tents on the Feddin, and carry them home
by the hand.

And there, in the patio, Ali had hung a swing of hempen
rope, suspended from a bar thrown from parapet to parapet,
and on this Naomi would sport with her little ones. She
would be swinging in the midst of them, with onetiny black
maiden on the seat beside her, and one little black man with
high stomach and shaven poll holding on to the rope behind
her, and another mighty Moor in a diminutive white jellab
pushing at their feet in front, and al laughing together, or
the children singing as the swing rose, and she hersdlf
listening with head aslant and all her fair hair rip-rip-rippling
down her back and over her neck, and her smiling white
face resting on her shoulder.

It was a beautiful scene of sunny happiness, but out of
it came the first great shadow of the blind girl's life.  For
it chanced one day that one of the children—a tiny creature
with a dice of the woman in her—brought a present for
Naomi out of her mother's market-basket. It was a flower,
but of a strange kind, that grew only in the distant moun-
tains where lay the little black one's home. Naomi passed
her fingers over it, and she did not know it

"What is it ?" she asked.

" It's blug" sad the child.

" What is blue ?" said Naomi.

1 Blue—don't you know ?—blue!" said the child.

"But what is blue?' Naomi asked again, holding the
flower in her restlessfingers.
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"Why, dear me! can't you see?—blue—theflower,you
know," said the child, in her artless way.

AH was standing by at the time, and he thought to come
to Naomi's relief. " Blue isacolour," he said.

" A coloui ?" said Naomi.

" Vcs, like—like the sea" he added.

"Thesea? Blue? 1llow ?" Naomi asked.

Ah tried again. " Like the sky," he said simply.

Naomi's face looked perplexed. " And what is the sky
like?" she asked.

At that moment her beautiful face was turned towards
Ali's face, and her great motionless blue orbs seemed to
gaze into his eyes. The lad was pressed hard, and he
could not keep back the answer that leapt up to histongue.
" Like" he sad—" like—"

"Well ?"

" Like your own eyes, Naomi."

By the old habit of her nervous fingers, she covered her
eyes with her hands, as if the sense of touch would teach
her what her other senses could not tell. But the solemn
inysey had dawned on her mind at last: that she was
unlike others; that she was lacking something that every
one else possessed; that the little children who played with
her knew what she could never know; that she was infirm,
afflicted, cut off; that there was a strange and lovely and
lightsome world lying round about her, where every one
ese might sport and find delight, but that her spirit could
not enter it, because she was shut off from it by the great
hand of God.

From that time forward everything seemed to remind
her of her affliction, and she heard its baneful voice at dl
times. Even her dreams, though they had no visions, were
full of voices that told of them. If a bird sang in the air
above her, she lifted her dightless eyes.  If she walked in
the town on market morning and heard the din of traffic—



183 THE SCAPEGOAT.

the cries of the deslers, the " Balak !" of the camd-men,
the " Arrah I" of the muleteers, and the twanging ginbri of
the story-tellers—she sighed and dropped her head into her
breast. Listening to the wind, she asked if it had eyes or
was sightless, and hearing of the mountains that their
snowy heads rose into the clouds, she inquired if they were
blind, and if they ever talked together in the sky.

But at the awful revelation of her blindness she ceased
to be a child, and became a woman. In the week there-
after she had learned more of the world than in @l the
years of her life before. She was no longer a restless gleam
of sunlight, a reckless spirit of joy, but a wesk, patient, blind
maiden, conscious of her great infirmity, humbled by it, and
thinking shame of it.

One afternoon, deserting the swing in the patio, she went
out with the children into the fields. The day was hot,
and they wandered far down the banks and dry bed of the
Marteel. And as they ran and raced, the little black people
plucked the wild flowers, and called to the cattle and the
sheep and the dogs, and whistled to the linnets that whistled
to their young.

Thus the hours went oh unheeded. The afternoon passed
into evening, the evening into twilight, the twilight into
early night. Then the air grew empty like a vault, and a
solemn quiet fell upon the children, and they crept to
Naomi's side in fear, and took her hands and clung to her
gown. She turned back towards the town, and as they
walked in the double silence of their own hushed tongues
and the songless and voicdess world, the fingers of the
little ones closed tightly upon her own.

Then the children cried in terror, * Seel"

"What isit?* sad Naomi.

The little ones could not tell her. It was only the noise-
less summer lightning, but the children had never seen it
before.  With broad white flashes it lit up the land as far

~
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as from the bed of the river in the valey to the white peaks
of the mountains. At every flash the little people shrieked
in their fear, and there was no one there to comfort them
save Naomi only, and she was blind and could not see what
they saw. With helpless hands she held to their hands and
hurried home, over the darkening fields, through the papi-
tating sheets of dazzling light, leading on, yet seeing nothing.

But Israel saw Naomi's shame.  The blindness which was
asense of humiliation to her became a sense of burning
wrong to him.  He had asked God to give her speech, and
had promised to be satisfied. " Give her speech, 0 Lord,"
he had cried, " speech that shall lift her above the creatures
of the field, speech whereby alone she may ask and know."
But what was speech without sight to her who had always
been blind? What was al the world to one who had never
seen it? Only as Paradise is to Man, who can but idly
dream of its glories.

Israel took back his prayer. There were things to know
that words could never tell Now was Naomi blind for the
first time, being no longer dumb. "Give her sight, 0
Lord,"” he cried; " open her eyes that she may see; let her
look on Thy beautiful world and know it! Then shdl her
life be safe, and her heart be happy, and her soul be Thine,
and Thy servant a last be satisfied 1"



CHAPTER XVII.
ISRAEL'S GREAT RESOLVE.

IT was six-and-twenty days since the night of the meeting on
the Sok, and no rain had yet fallen. The eggs of the locust
might be hatched at any time. Then the wingless creatures
would rise on the face of the earth like snow, and the poor
lean stalks of wheat and barley that were coming green out
of the ground would wither before them. The country
people were in despair. They were al but stripped of their
cattle; they had no milk; and they came afoot to the market
Death seemed to look them in the face. Neither in the
mosques nor in the synagogues did they offer petitions to
God for rain.  They had long ceased their prayers.  Only
in the Fedddn at the mouths of their tents did they lift up
their heavy eyes to the hot haze of the pitiless sky and
mutter, " It is written !"

Israel was busy with other matters. During these six-and-
twenty days he had been asking himself what it was right
and needful that he should do. He had concluded at length
that it was his duty to give up the office he held under the
Kaid. No longer could he serve two masters. Too long
had he held to the one, thinking that by recompense and
restitution, by fair dealing and even-handed justice, he
might atone to the other. Recompense was a mockery of
the sufferings which had led to death; restitution was no
longer possble—his own purse being empty—without
robbery of the treasury of his master; far dealing and even
justice were a vain hope in Barbary, where every man who

e
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held office, from the heartless Sultan in his hareem to the
pert Mut'hasseb in the market, must be only as a human
torture-jellab, made and designed to squeeze the life-blood
out of the man beneath him,

To endure any longer the taunts and laughter of Ben
Aboo was impossible, and to resist the covetous importuni-
ties of his Spanish woman, Katrina, was a waste of shame
and spirit.  Besides, and above al, Israel remembered that
God had given him grace in the sacrifices which he bad
made aready. Twice had God rewarded him, in the mercy
He had shown to Naomi, for putting by the pomp and cir-
cumstance of theworld. Would His great hand be idle now
—now when he most needed its mighty and miraculous
power—when Naorni, being conscious of her blindness, was
mourning and crying for sweet sight of the world, and he
himself was about to put under his feet the last of his pos
sessions that separated him from other men—his office that
he wrought for in the early days with sweat of brow and
blood, and held on to in the later days through evil report
and hatred, that he might conquer the fate that had first
beaten him down 1

Israel was in the way of bribing God again, forgetting, in
the heat of his desire, the shame of his journey to Shawan.
He made his preparations, and they were few. His money
was gone already, and so were his dead wife's jewels. He
had determined that he would keep his house, if only as a
shelter to Naomi (for he owed something to her material
comfort as well as her spiritual welfare), but that its furniture
and belongings were more luxurious than their necessity
would require or altered state allow.

So he sold to a Jewish merchant in the Mellah the couches
and great chairs which he had bought out of England, as
well as the capets from Rabat, the silken hangings from
Fez, and the purple canopies from Morocco city. When
these were gone, and nothing remained but the smple rugs
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and mattresses which are al that the house of a poor man
needs in that land where the skies are kind, he cdled his
servants to him as he sat in the patio—Ali aswell as the
two bondwomen—for he had decided that he must part with
them aso, and they must go their ways.

"My good people” he sad, " you have been true and
faithful servants to me this many a year—you, Fatimah, and
you aso, Habeebah, since before the days when my wife
came to me—and you too, Ali, my lad, since you grew to
be big and helpful. Little | thought to part with you until
my good time should come; but my life in our poor Barbary
is over already, and to-morrow | shall be |less than the least
of al menin Tetuan. So thisiswhat | have concluded to
do. You, Fatimah, and you, Habeebah, being given to me
as bondwomen by the Kaid in the old dayswhen my power,
which now islittle and of no moment, was great and neces-
sary—you belong to me. Well, | give you your liberty
Your papers are in the name of Ben Aboo, and | have sealed
them with his seal—that is the last use but one that | shall
put it to. Here they are, both of them. Take them to the
Kddi after prayers in the morning, and he will ratify you*
titte.  Then you will be free women for ever after."

The black women had more than once broken in upon
Isragl's words with exclamations of surprise and conster-
nation. "Allah!" " Bismillah!" " Holy saints!" "By the
beard of the Prophet!” And when at length he put the
deeds of emancipation into their hands they fell into loud
fits of hysterical weeping.

" As for you, Ali, my son," Israd continued, " | cannot
give you your freedom, for you are a freeman born. You
have been a son to me these fourteen years. | have an-
other task for you—a perilous task, a solemn duty—and
when it isdone | shdl see you no more. My brave boy,
you will go far, but | do not fear for you. When you are
gone | shdl think of you; and if you should sometimes
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think of your old master who could not keep you, we may
not always be apart.”

Thelad had ligened to these words m_g_gk,hm_ﬁderment
That strange disasters had of late befallen their household
was an idea that had forced itself upon his unwilling mind.
But that Israel, the grestest, noblest, mightiest man in the
world — let the dogs of rasping Jews and the scurvy hounds of
Moors yelp and bark as they would — should fall to be less
than the least in Tetuan, and, having fallen, that he should
send him away — him, Ali, his boy whom he had brought up,
Naomi's old playfellow — Allah ! Allah ! in the name of the
merciful God, what did his master mean ?

Ali's big eyes began to fill, and great .beads rolled down
his black cheeks. Then, recovering his speech, he blurted
out that he would not go. He would follow his father and
serve him until the end of his life.  What did he want with
wages? Who asked for any? No going his ways for him !
A pretty thing, wasn't it, that he should go off, and never
seehisfather again, no, nor Naomi — Naomi — that — that —
but God would show !  God would show !

And, following Ali's lead, Fatimah stepped up to Isradl
and offered her paper back. "Take it," she sad; " | don't
want any liberty. I've got liberty enough as | an. And
here — here," fumbling in her waistband and bringing out a
knitted purse; " | would have offered it before, only | thought
shame. My wages? Yes. You've paid us wages these
nine years, haven't you ; and what right had we to any, being
daves? You will not take it, my lord? Wadl, then, my
dear master, if | must go, if | must leave you, take my
papers and sdl me to some one. | shdl not care, and
you have aright to do it. Perhaps I'll get another good
master —whoknows?"

Her brows had been knitted, and she had tried to
look stern and angry, but suddenly her cheeks were a flood

of tears,
M
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"I'm a fool!" she cried. "l never get a good master
again; butif | get abad one, and he beats me, I'll not mind,
for I'l think of you, and my preciousjewel of gold and silver,
my pretty gazelle, Naomi—Allah preserve her!—that you
took my money, and I'm bearing it for both of you, as we
might say—working for you—night and day—night and
day-—»

Israel could .aadmft "fl more. He rose up and fled out
of the patio into his own room, to bury his swimming face.
But his soul was big and triumphant. Let the world call
him by what names it would—tyrant, traitor, outcast, pariah
—there were simple hearts that loved and honoured him—
ay, honoured him—and they were the hearts that knew him
best

The perilous task reserved for AH was to go to ShEwnn
and to liberate the followers of Absalam, who, less happy
than their leader, whose strong soul was at rest, were till in
prison without abatement of the miseries they lay under.
He was to do this by power of a warrant addressed to the
Kaid of Shdwan and drawn under the sed of the Kaid of
Tetuan. Israel had drawn it, and sedled it dso, without the
knowledge or sanction of Ben Aboo: for, knowing what
manner of man Ben Aboo was, and knowing Katrina aso,
and the sway she held over him, and thinking it useless to
attempt to move either to mercy, he had determined to
make this last use of his office, at al risks and hazards.

Ben Aboo might never hear that the people were at large,
for AH was to forbid them to return to Tetuan, and Shdwan
was sixty weary miles away. And if he ever did hear, Isradl
himsdf would be there to bear the brunt of his displeasure,
but Ali, the instrument of his design, must be far away.
For when the gates of the prison had been opened, and the
prisoners had gone free, Ali was neither to come back to
Tetuan nor to remain in Morocco; but with the money
that Israel gave him out of the last wreck of his fortune he
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was to make haste to Gibraltar by way of Ceuta, and not to
consider his life safe until he had set foot in England.

"England !" cried AH. " But they are al white men
there."

" White-hearted men, my lad," said Israel; " and a Jewish
man may find rest for the sole of his foot among them.”

That same day the black boy bade farewell to Israel and
to Naomi. He was leaving them for ever, and he was
broken-hearted. Israel was his father, Naomi was his sister,
and never again should he set his eyes on either. But iti
the pride of his perilous mission he bore himself bravely.

"Well, good-night,” he said, taking Naomi's hand, but
not looking into her blind face.

" Good-night," she answered, and then, after a moment,
she flung her arms about his neck and kissed him. He
laughed lightly, and turned to Isradl.

" Good-night, father," he said in a shrill voice.

"A safe journey to you, my son," said Israel; "and may
you do al my errands."

" God burn my great-grandfather if | do not! " said AH
stoutly.

But with that word of his country his brave bearing at
length broke down, and drawing Israel aside, that Naomi
might not hear, He whispered, sobbing and stammering,
"When—when | am gone, don't, don't—tell her that |
wasblack."

Then in an instant he fled away.

"In peace! " cried lsragl after him. " In peace! my
brave boy, simple, noble, loyd heart 1"

Next morning Israel, leaving Naomi at home, set off for
the Kashah, that he might carry out his great resolve to
give up the office he held under the Kaid. And as he
passed through the streets his head was held up, and he
walked proudly. A great burden had fallen from him, and
bin spirit was light The people bent their heads before
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him as he passed, and .scowledjat him when he was gone
by. The beggars lying a the gate of the Mosque Sgatjoxer
their fingers behind his back, and muttered " Bismillah!
In the name of God I A negro farmer in the Feddan,
who was bent double over a hoof as he was shoeing a bony
and scabby mule, lifted his ugly face, bathed in sweat, and
grinned at Israel as he went along. A group of Reefians,
dirty and lean and hollow-eyed, feeding their gaunt donkeys,
and glancing anxiously at the sky over the heads of the
mountains, snarled like dogs as he strode through their
midst. The sky was overcast, and the heads of the moun-
tains were capped with mist. " Bdlak !" soundedin Isradl's
eas from every side. " Arrah!" came constantly at his
hedls. A sweet-sdler with his wooden tray swungin front
of him, crying, "Sweets, al sweets, O my lord Edrees,
swedts, al sweets," changed the name of the patron saint
of candies, and cried, "Sweets, al sweets, O my lord Israd,
sweets, al sweets!" The girl sdling clay peered up im-
pudently into Isradl's eyes, and the oven-boy, answering the
loud knocking of the bodiless female arms thrust out at
doors standing gjar, made his wordless cdl articulate with
a mocking echo of Isragl's name.

What matter ? Israel could not be wroth with the poor
people.  Six-and-twenty years he had gone in and out
among them asadave. This morning he was a free man,
and to-morrow he would be one of themselves.

When he reached the Kashah, there was something in
the air about it that brought back recollections of the day
—now nearly four years past—of the children's gathering
at Katrina's festival. The lusty-lunged Arabs squatting at
the gates among soldiers in white selhams and peaked
shasheeahs, the women in blankets standing in the outer
court, the dark passages smelling of damp, the gusts of
heavy odour coming from the inner chambers and the
great patio with the fountain and fig-trees—the same volur
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tuous air was over everything. And as on that day soon
this, in the acove under the horseshoe arch sat Ben Aboo
and his Spanish wife.

Time had dealt with them after their kind, and the swarthy
face of the Kaid was grosser, the short curls under his turban
were more grey, and his hazel eyes were now streaked and
bleared, but otherwise he was the same man as before; and
Katrina dso, save for the loss of some teeth of the upper
row, was the same woman. And if the children had risen
up before Isradl's eyes as he stood on the threshold of the
patio, he could not have drawn his breath with more surprise
than at the sight of the man who stood that morning in
their place.

It was Mohammed of Meguinez. He had come to ask
for the release of the followers of Absalam from their prison
at Shdwan. In defiance of courtesy, his dipperswere on his
feet. Hewasclad in a piece of tmtanned camel-skin, which
reached to his knees and was belted about his waist. His
head, which was bare to the sun and drooped by nature like
aflower, was held proudly up, and his wild eyes were flash-
ing"™* He was not supplicating for the deliverance of the
people, but demanding it, and taxing Ben Aboo as a tyrant
to his throat.

" Give me them up, Ben Aboo," he was saying as Isradl
came to the threshold, " or, if they die in their prison, one
thing | promise you."

"And pray what is that?" said Ben Aboo.

“That there will be abloody inquiry after their murderer."

Ben Aboo's brows were knitted, but he only glanced at
Katrina, and made pretence to laugh, and then sad, " And
pray, my lord, who shdl the murderer be?"

Then Mohammed of Mequinez dretched out his hand
and answered, " Yoursdf."

At that word there was slence for a moment, while Ben
Aboo shifted in his sedt, and Katrina quivered beside him.
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Ben Aboo glanced up ¢ Mohammed. He was Kaid, he
was Basha, he was master of all men within acircuit of thirty
miles, but he was afraid of this man whom the people caled
aprophet. And partly out of this fear, and partly because
he had more regard to Mohammed's courageous behaviour
in thus bearding him in his Kasbah and by the walls of his
dungeons than to the anger his hot word had caused him,
Ben Aboo would have promised him at that moment that
the prisoners at Shawan should be released.

But suddenly Katrina remembered that she also had cause
of indignation against this man, for it had been rumoured of
late that Mohammed had openly denounced her marriage.

" Wait, Sidi," she said " Is not this the fellow that has
gone up and down your bashalic, crying out on our marriage
that it was against the law of Mohammed ?"

At that Ben Aboo saw clearly that there was no escape
for him, so he made pretence to laugh again, and sad,
“Allah! so it is! Mohammed the Third, eh? Son of
Mequinez, God will repay you! Thanks! Thanks! You
could never think how long I've waited that | might look
face to face upon the prophet that has denounced a Kaid."

lie uttered these big words between bursts of derisive
laughter, but Mohammed struck the laughter from his lipsin
an instant. "Wait no longer, O Ben Aboo," he cried, "but
look upon him now, and know that what you have done is
an unclean thing, and you shal be childiess and die"

Then Ben Aboo's passion mastered him. He rose to his
feet in his anger, and cried, " Prophet, you have destroyed
yourself. Listen to me! The turbulent dogs you plead
for shal liein their prison until they perish of hunger and rot
of their sores. By the beard of my father, | swear it!"

Mohammed did not flinch. Throwing back his head,
he answered, " If | am a prophet, O Ben Aboo, hear nie
prophesy. Before that which you say shal come to pass,
both you and your father's house will be destroyed Nevei
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yet did a tyrant go happily out of the world, and you shall
go out of it like a dog."

Then Katrina adso rose to her feet, and, cdling to a
group of barefooted Arab soldiers that stood near, she
ciled, "Take him! He will escape! "

But the soldiers did not move, and Ben Aboo fel back
on his seat, and Mohammed, fearing nothing, spoke again.

" Inavision of last night | saw you, O Ben Aboo, and
for the contempt you had cast upon our holy laws, and for
the destruction you had wrought on our poor people, the
sword of vengeance had fallen upon you. And within this
very court, and on that very spot where your feet now rest,
your whole body did lie; and that woman beside you lay
over you wailing, and your blood was on her face and on
her hands; and only she was with you, for al ese had
forsaken you—all save one, and that was your enemy, and
he had come to see you with his eyes, and to rejoice over
you with his heart, because you were fallen and dead"

Then, in the creeping of his terror, Ben Aboo rose up
again and reeled backward, and his eyes were fixed stead-
fastly downward a his feet where the eyes of Mohammed
had rested. It was almost as if he saw the awful thing of
which Mohammed had spoken, so strong was the power of
the vision upon him.

But recovering himself quickly, he cried, " Away! In
the name of God, away !"

"1 will go" sad Mohammed; " and beware what you
do while I am gone"

"Do you threaten me?" cried Ben Aboo. "Will you
go to the Sultan ?  Will you apped to Abd er-Rahman ?"

"No, Ben Aboo; but to God"

So saying, Mohammed of Mequinez strode out of the
place, for no man hindered him. Then Ben Aboo sank
back on to his seat as one that was speechless, and nothing
bad the crimson on his body availed him, or the slver on

*
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his breast, against that simple man in camd-skin, who
owned nothing and asked nothing, and feared neither Kaid
nor King.

When Ben Aboo had regained himself, he saw lsradl
standing at the doorway, and he beckoned to him with the
downward motion, which is the Moorish manner. And
rising on his quaking limbs he took him aside and said, " |
know this fellow. Yd Allah! Allah! For al his vaunts
and visions he has gone to Abd er-Rahman. God will
show! God will show ! | dare not take him! Abd er-
Rahman uses him to spy and pry on his Bashas! Camd-
skincoa ? Allah! afinedisguise! Bismillah! Bismillah!"

Then, looking back at the place where Mohammed in the
vison saw his body lie outstretched, he dropped his voice
to a whisper, and said, " Listen! You have my sed ?"

Isradl, without a word, put his hand into the pocket of
his waistband and drew out the seal of Ben Aboo.

"Right! Now hear me, in the name of the merciful
God. Do not liberate these infidel dogs at Shdwan, and
do not give them so much as bread to eat or water to drink,
. but let such as own them feed them. And if ever thething
of which that fellow has spoken should come to pass—do
you hear 2—in the hour wherein it befalls—Allah preserve
mel—in that hour draw a warrant on the Kaid of Shdwan
and se=d it with my seel—are you listening ?—a warrant to
put every man, woman, and child to the sword. Yd Allah!
Allah!  We will ded with these spies of Abd er-Rahman!
So shdl there be mourning at my buria—Holy Saints!
Holy Saintsl—mourning, | say, among them that look for
joy at my death.”

Thus in a quaking voice, sometimes whispering, and
again bresking into loud exclamations, Ben Aboo in his
terror poured his broken words into lsrad's ear.

Israel made rio answer.  His eyes had become dim—he
scarcely saw the walls of the place wherein they sood.  His
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ears had become dense—he scarcely heard the voice of Ben
Aboo, though the Raid's hot breath was beating upon his
cheek. But through the haze he saw the shadow of one
figure tramping furiously to and fro, and through the thick
air the voice of another figure came muffled and harsh.
For Katrina, having chased away with smiles the evil looks
of Ben Aboo, had turned to Isragl and was saying—

" What is this | hear of your beautiful daughter—this
Naomi of yours—that she has recovered her speech and
hearing! When did that happen, pray ? No answer? Ah,
| seg, you are tired of the deception. You kept it up well
between you. But is she still blind? So? Dear me!
Blind, poor child. Think of it!"

Israel neither answered nor looked up, but stood motion-
less on the same place, holding the sed in his hand. And
Ben Aboo, in his restless tramping up and down, came to
him again, and sad, " Why are you a Jew, Isragl ben Olid ?
The dogs of your people hate you. Witness to the Prophet!
Resign yourself!  Turn Muslim, man—what's to hinder
you?"

Sill Israel made no reply. But Ben Aboo continued:
"Listen! The people about me are in the pay of the
Sultan, and after al you are the best servant | have ever
had. Say the Kelmah, and I'll make you my Khaeefa
Do you hear 2—my Khaleefa, with power equa to my own.
Man, why don't you spesk ? Are you grown stupid of late
as well as weak and womanish ?"



CHAPTER XVIII.
THE LIGHT-BORN MESSENGER

"BASHA," said Israel—he spoke slowly and quietly, but
with forced calmness—" Basha, you must seek another hand
for work like that—this hand of mine shall never sedl that
warrant."

"Tut. man!" whispered Ben Aboo. "Do your new
meades break out everywhere? Am | not Kad? Can |
not make you my Khaleefa?"

Israel's face was worn and pale, but his eye burned with
the fire of his great resolve.

"Basha," he said again calmly and quietty, "if you were
Sultan and could make me your Vizier, | would not do it."

"Why?"cried Ben Aboo; "why? why?"

"Because," said Isragl, "I am here to deliver up your
sed to you."

"You? Graceof God!" cried Ben Aboo.

"l am here" continued Isragl, as calmly as before, "to
resign my office."

" Resign your office? Deliver up your sed ?° cried Ben
Aboo. " Man, man, are you mad?"

"No, Basha, not to-day,” said Israel quietly. "l must
have been that when | came here first, five-and-twenty
years ago,"

Ben Aboo gnawed his lip and scowled darkly, and in the
flush of his anger, his consternation being over, he would
have fallen upon Israel with torrents of abuse, but that he
was smitten suddenly by a new and terrible thought.
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Quivering and trembling, and muttering short prayers under
his breath, he recoiled from the place where Isragl stood,
and said, " There is something under al this? What isit ?
Let me think ! Let me think ! "

Meantime the face of Katrina beneath its covering of
paint had grown white, and in scarcely smothered tones of
wrath, by the swift instinct of a suspicious nature, she was
asking herself the same question, " What does it mean ?
What does it mean ?"

In another moment Ben Aboo had read the riddle his
own way. "Wait!" he cried, looking vainly for help and
answer into the faces of his people about him. "Who said
that when he was away from Tetuan he went to Fez? The
Sultan was there then. He had just come up from Soos.
That'sit! | knewit! The man is like al the rest of them.
Abd er-Rahman has bought him. Allah! Allah! What
have | done that every soul that eats my bread should spy
and pry on me?"

Satisfied with this explanation of Israel's conduct, Ben
Aboo waited for no further assurance, but fell to awild out-
burst of mingled prayers and protests. " O Giver of Good
to all! O Creator! It is Abd er-Rahman again. Y£
Allah! Yl Allah! Or ése his rapacious satellites—his
thieves, his robbers, his cut4hroats ! That bloated Vizier!
That leprous Niib es~Sultanl Oh, | know them. Bis
millah ! They want tofleecenie. They want to squeeze me
of my littlewealth—rny just savings—my hard earningsafter
my long service. Curse them! Curse their relations! O
Merciful!l O Compassionate! They'll cal it arrears of
taxes. But no, by the beard of my father, no1l Not one
fels shall they have if | die for it. I'm an old soldier—they
shal torture me. Yes, the bastinado, the jcllab—but I'll
sandfirm1l Allah1l Allah! Bismillah! Why does Abd
er-Rahman hate me? It's because I'm his brother—that's
ity, that's it! But I've never risen against him. Never,
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never! I've pad him al! All! 1 tdl you I've pad
everything. I've got nothing left. You know it yourself,
Israel, you know it."

Thus, in the crawling of his fear he cried with maudlin
tears, pleaded and entreated and threatened, fumbling mean-
time the beads of his rosary and tramping nervously to and
fro about the patio until he drew up at length, with a sup-
plicating look, face to facewith Isragl. And if anything had
been needed to fix Israel to his purpose of withdrawing for
ever from the service of Ben Aboo, he must have found it
in this pitiful spectacle of the Raid's abject terror, his quick
suspicion, his base disloyalty, and rancorous hatred of his
own master, the Sultan.

But, struggling to suppress his contempt, Israel said,
speaking as slowly and calmly as at first, " Basha, have no
fear; | have not sold myself to Abd er-Rahman. It is
true that | was at Fez—but not to see the Sultan. | have
never seen him. | am not his spy. He knows nothing
of me. | know nothing of him, and what | am doing now
is being done for myself aone."

Hearing this, and believing it, for, liars and prevaricators
as were the other men about him, Israel had never yet
deceived him, Ben Aboo made what poor shift he could to
cover his shame at the sorry weakness he had just betrayed.
And first he gazed in a sort of stupor into Israel's steadfast
face; and then he dropped his evil eyes, and laughed in
scorn of his own words, as if trying to carry them off by a
slly show of braggadocio, and to make believe that they
had been no more than a humorous pretence, and that
no man would be so smple as to think he had truly
meant them.  But, after this mockery, he turned to Israel
again, and, being relieved of his fears, he fell back to his
svage mood once more, without disguise and without
shame.

"And pray, sr"’ sid he with a ghasly smile, "what
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riches have you gathered that you are at last content to
hoard no more?"

" None," said Isragl shortly.

Ben Aboo laughed lustily, and exchanged |ooks of obvious
meaning with Katrina

" And pray, again,” he sad, with a curl of the lip, " with-
out office and without riches how may you hope to live?"

" As a poor man among poor men," said Isad, " serving
God and trusting to His mercy."

Again Ben Aboo laughed hoarsely, and Katrina joined
him, but Israel stood quiet and silent, and gave no sign.

" Serving God is hard bread," said Ben Aboo.

" Serving the devil is crust!" said Isradl.

At that answer, though neither by look nor gesture had
Israel pointed it, the face of Ben Aboo became suddenly
discoloured and stera

" Allah! What do you mean ?" he cried. " Whoareyou
that you dare wag your insolent tongue at me ?"

"| am your scapegoat, Basha," said Isragl, with an awful
calm—"your scapegoat, who bears your iniquities before
the eyes of your people. Your scapegoat, who sins against
them and oppresses them, and brings them by bitter
tortures to the dust and death. That's what | am, Basha,
and have long been, shame upon me! And while | am
down yonder in the streets among your people—hated,
reviled, despised, spat upon, cut off—you are up here in
the Kasbah above them, in honour and comfort and wealth,
and the mistaken love of all men."

While Isradl sad this, Ben Aboo in his fury came down
upon him from the opposite side of the patio with a look of
a beast of prey. His swarthy cheeks were drawn hard, his
little bleared eyes flashed, his heavy nose and thick lips and
massive jaw quivered visibly, and from under histurban two
locks of iron-grey fell like a shaggy mane over his ears.

But Israel did not flinch. With alook of quiet majesty,
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standing face to face with the tyrant, not a foot's length
between them, he spoke again and said, " Basha, | do not
envy you, but neither will | share your business nor your
rewards. | mean to be your scapegoat no more. Here is
your sedl. 1t i8 red with the blood of your unhappy people
through these five-ami twenty bad years past. | can carry
it no longer. Takeit." &

In a tempest of wrath Ben Aboo struck the sed out of
Isradl's hand as he offered it, and the silver rolled and rang
on the tiled pavement of the patio.

"Fool 1" he cried. " So thisiswhatitis! Allah! In
the name of the most merciful God, who would have
believed it? Israel ben Oliel a prophet! A prophet of the
poor| O Merciful! O Compassionate! "

Thus, in his frenzy, pretending to imitate with airs of
manifest mockery his outbreak of fear a few minutes before,
Ben Aboo $%£(] and_raged and lifted his clenched fist to
the sky in sham imprecation of God.

"Who said it was the Sultan ?' he cried again. " Hewas
a fool. Abd er~Rahman? No; but Mohammed of Me-
quinez! Mohammed the Third! That'sit! That'sit!"

So saying, and forgetting in his fury what he had said before
of Mohammed himself, he laughed wildly, and beat about
the patio from side to side like a caged and angry beast.

"And if | am atyrant," he said in a thick voice, “‘who
made me so? If | oppress the poor, who taught me the
way to do it? Whose clever brain devised new means of
revenue? Ransoms, promissory notes, bonds, false judg-
ments—what did | know of such things? Who changed the
silver dollars at nine ducats apiece? And who bought tip
the debts of the people that murmured against such robbery ?
Allah!  Allah!  Whose crafty head did dl this? Why,
yours—yours—Israel ben Oliel! By the beard of the
Prophet, | swear it! *

lsad stood unmoved, and when these reproaches were
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hwrled at him, he answered calmly and sadly, " God's ways
are not our ways, neither are His thoughts our thoughts.
He works His own will, and we are but His ministers. |
thought God's justice had failed, but it has overtaken myself.
For what | did long ngo of my own free wU and intention
to oppress the poor, | have suffered and still and suffering.”

All this time the Spanish wife of Ben Aboo had sat in the
acovewith lips whitening under their crimson patches of
paint, beating her fan restlessly on the empty air, and breath-
ing rapid and audible breath. And now, at this last word of
Isradl, though so sadly spoken, and so solemn in its note
of suffering, she broke into a trill of laughter, and said
lightly, "Ah! I thought your love of the poor was young.
Not yet cut its teeth, poor thing! A babe in swaddling
clothes, en? When was it born ?"

"About the time that you were, madam," sad |srad,
lifting his heavy eyes upon her.

At that her lighter mood gave place to quick anger.
"Husband," she cried, turning upon Ben Aboo with the
bitterness of reproach, " | hope you now see that | was
right about this insolent old man. | told you from the first
what would come of him. But no, you would have your
own foolish way. It was easy to see that the devil's dues
werein him. Yet you would not believe me! You would
believehim! Simpleton as you are, you are believing him
now! Thepoor? Fiddle-faddle and fiddlesticks! 1 tell
you again this man is trying to put his foot on your neck.
How ? Oh, trust him, he's got his own schemes! Look ta
it, El Arby, look toit! Hel be master in Tetuan yet! "

Saying this, she had wrought herself up to a pitch of wrath,
sometimes laughing wildly, and then speaking in avoice that
was like an angry cry.  And now, rising to her feet and facing
towards the Arab soldiers, who stood aside in slence and
wonder, she cried, " Arabs, Berbers, Moors, Chrigtians, fight
as you will follow the Basha  you may, youll lie in the
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same bed yet! But where? Under the heds of the
Jew!"

A hoarse murmur ran from lip to lip among the men, and
the ghostly smile came back into the face of Ben Aboo.

"You must be right," he said, "you must be right! Yd
Allah ! YdAllah! This is the dog that | picked out of
the mire | found him a beggar, and | gave him wesalth
An impostor, a personator, a cheat, and | gave him place
andrank. When he had no home, | housed him, and when
he could find no one to serve him, | gave him daves. |
have banished his enemies, and imprisoned those he hated.
After his wife had died, and none came near him, and he
was |eft to howk out her grave with his own hands, | gave
him prisoners to bury her, and when he was done with them
| set them free.  All these years | have heaped fortune upon
him. Ya' Allah! Hismaster! No, but his servant, doing
his will a the lifting of his finger. And dl for what ? For
thisl Forthis! Forthis! Ingrate! " he cried in histhick
voice, turning hotly upon Isragl again, " if you must give up
your sed, why should you do it like afool ? Could you not
cometo meand say, * Kaid, | am old and weary; | am rich,
and have enough; | have served you long and faithfully;
let me rest'—why not? | say, why not?"

Israel answered camly, " Because it would have been a
lie, Basha"

" So it would," cried Ben Aboo sharply, " so it would:
you are right—it would have been a lie, an accursed liel
But why must you come to me and say, 'Basha, you are a
tyrant, and have made me a tyrant also; you have sucked
the blood of your people, and made me to drink it——"

"Because it is true, Basha," sad Isradl.

At that Ben Aboo stopped suddenly, and his swarthy face
grew hideous and awful. Then, pointing with one shaking
hand at the farther end of the patio, he sad, "There is
another thing that is true. It is true that on the other Sde

P
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of that wal there is a prison," and, lifting his voice to a
shriek, he added, " you are on the edge of a gulf, Isragl ben
Olid. One step more——"

But just at that moment Isragl turned full upon him, face
to face, and the threat that he was about to utter seemed to
die in his stifling throat.  If only he could have provoked
Israel to anger he might have had his will of him. But
that dow, impassive manner, and that worn countenance so
noble in sadness and suffering, was like a rebuke of his
passion, and a retort upon his words.

And truly it seemed to Israel that againg the Bashas
story of his ingratitude he could tell a different tale. This
pitiful dave of rage and fear, this thing of rags and patches,
this whining, maudlin, shrieking, bleating, barking cresture
that hurled reproaches at him, was the master in wbose
service he had spent his best brain and best blood. But
for the strong hand that he had lent him, but for the cool
head wherewith he had guarded him, where would the man
be now? In the dungeons of Abd er-Rahman, having gone
thither by way of the Sultan's wooden jellabs and his houses
of fiercetorture. By the mind's eye Isragl could see him
there at that instant—sightless, eydless, hungry, gaunt. But
no, hewas still here—fat, deek, voluptuous, imperious. And
good men lay perishing in his prisons, and children, starved
to death, lay in their graves, and he himself, his servant and
scapegoat, whose brains he had drained, whose blood he
had swested, sood before him there like an old lion, who
had been wandering far and was beaten back by his
cubs.  *™

But what matter? He could slence the Basha with a
word; yet why should he spesk it? Twenty times he had
saved this man, who could neither read nor write nor reckon
figures, from the threatened penalties of the Shereefean
Court, and he could count them al up to him; yet why
should hedo s0? Through five-and-twenty evil yearg he had
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tpilt up this man's house; yet why should he boast of what
wHSs done, being done so foully ? He had sad his say, and
it was enough, This hour of insult and outrage had been
written on his forehead, and he must have cometoit Then,
courage! courage!

Y Husband," cried the woman, showing her toothless jaw
in a bitter smile to Ben Aboo as he crossad the patio, "you
must scour this vermin out of Tetuan !"

"You are right," he answered. "By Allah, you are
right! And henceforth | will be served by soldiers, not by
scribblers.”

Then, wheeling about once more to where Isradl stood,
he said in a voice of mockery, " Master, my lord, my Sultan,
you came to resign your office? But you shdl do more
than that. You shal resign your house as well, and al
that'sin it, and leave this town as a beggar,"

Israel stood unmoved. "As you will," he said quietly.

"Where are the two women—the slaves?' asked Ben
Aboo.

" At home" sad lsrad.

"They are mine, and | take them back," said Ben Aboo.

Isradl's face quivered, and he seemed to be about to
protest, but he only drew a longer breath, and said again,
" As you will, Basha."

Ben Aboo's voice gathered vehemence a every fresh
question. " Where is your money ?" hecried; " the money
that you have made out ( my service—out of me—my
money—whereisit?"

" Nowhere," sad lsradl.

" It's a lie—another lie!" cried Ben Aboo. " Oh yes
I've heard of your charities, master. They were meant to
buy over my people, were they ? Were they ?  Were they,
| ask?"

" Soyou say, Basha" sad Isredl

" So | know 1" cried Ben Aboo; " but dl you had is not
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gonethat way. You're a fool, but not fool enough for thq‘l
Give up your keys — the keys of your house 1"

Igadl heditated, and then said, "Let me return for a
minute — it isdl | ask”

At that the woman laughed hysterically. " Ah! he has
something left after al ! " she cried.

Isradl turned his dow eyes upon her, and sad, "Yes,
madam, | have something left—after dl."

Paying no heed to the reply, Katrina cried to Ben Aboo
again, saying, " El Arby, make him give up the key of that
house. He has treasure there ! "

"It is true, madam,” said Isragl ; "it is true that |
have a treasure there. My daughter — my little blind
Naomi."

"Isthat dl ?" cried Katrina and Ben Aboo together.

"Itisal," sad Israel ; " but it is enough. Let.mefetch
her."

" Don't dlow it! " cried Katrina.

Isradl's face betrayed feeling. He was struggling to sup-
pressit " Make me homeless if you will," he sad, " turn
me like a beggar out of your town, but let me fetch my
daughter.” .

" Shéll not thank you," cried Katrina

" Sheloves me" sad Israel. " | am growing old, I am
numbering the steps of death. | need her joyous young
life beside me in my declining age. Then, sheis helpless,
sheis blind ; she is my scapegoat, Basha, as | am yours,
and no one save her father-"

"Ah! Ah! Ah!"

Isradl had spoken warmly, and at the tender fibres of
feding that had been forced out of him at last the woman
was laughing derisively. " Trust me" she cried, " | know
what daughters are.  Girls like better things. No, HI give
her what will be more to her tage. She shdl day here
with me"
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glerael drew himself up to his full height and answered,
" Madam, | would rather see her dead a my feet."

Then Ben Aboo broke in and said, "Don't wag your
tongue at your mistress, dr."

" Your mistress, Basha," said Isragl ; " not mine."

At that word Katrina, with dl her evil face aflame, came
sweeping down upon lIsragl, and struck him with her fan
on theforehead. He did not flinch or spesk. The blow
had burst the skin, and a drop of blood trickled over
the temple on to the cheek. There was a short deep
pause.

Then the hard tension of silence was broken by a faint
cry. It came from behind, from the doorway \ it was the
voice of agirl.

In the blank stupor of the moment, every eye being on
the two that stood in the midst, no one had observed until
then that another had entered the patio. It was Naomi.
How long she had been there no one knew, and how she
had come unnoticed through the corridors out of the streets
scarce any one—even when time sufficed to arrange the
scattered thoughts of the Makhazni, the guard at the gate—
could clearly tell. She stood under the arch, with one hand
at her breast, which heaved visibly with emotion, and the
other hand stretched out to touch the open iron-clamped
door, as if for help and guidance. Her head was held up,
her lips were apart, and her motionless blind eyes seemed
to stare wildly. She had heard the hot words. She had
heard the sound of the blow that followed them. Her
father was smitten! Her father! Her father! It was
then that she uttered the cry. All eyes turned to her.
Quaking, reding, amost falling, she came tottering down
the patio. Soul and sense seemed to be struggling together
in her blind face. What did it dl mean? What was happen-
ing? Her fixed eyes stared as if they must burst the bonds
that bound them, and look and see, and know 1
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At that moment God wrought a mighty work, a wondrous
change, such as He has brought to pass but twice or thrice
since men were born blind into His world of light. Inan
instant, at a thought, by one spontaneous flash, as if the
spirit of the girl tore down the dark curtains which had
hung for seventeen years over the windows of her eyes
Naomi saw!

They dl knew it a once. It seemed to them as if every
feature of the girl's face had leapt into her eyes; asif the
expression of her lips, her brow, her nostrils, had sprung to
them: as if her face, so fair before, so full of quivering
feeling, must have been nothing until then but a blank.
Nay, but they seemed to see her now for the first time.
This, only this, was she!

And to Naomi aso, at that moment, it was dmost as if
she had been newly born into life. She was meeting the
world at last face to face, eye to eye. Into her darkened
chamber, that had never known the light, everything had
entered at a blow—the white glare of the sun, the blue
sky, the tiled patio, the faces of the Kaid and his wife
and his soldiers, and of the old man aso, with the
unshed tears hanging on the fringe of his eyeid. She
could not realise the marvel. She did not know what
vison was. She had not learned to see.  Her trembling
soul had gone out from its dark chamber and met the
mighty light in his mansion. "Ohl oh!" she cried,
and dood bewildered and helpless in the midgt. The
picture of the world seemed to be falling upon her, and
she covered her eyes with her hands, that she might
abolish it atogether.

Israedl saw everything.  "Naomi!" he cried in a
choking voice, and stretched out his hands to her. Then
she uncovered her eyes, and looked, and paused, and
hesitated.

" Naomi | * he cried again, and made a step towards her.
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She covered her eyes once more, that she might shut out
the stranger they showed her, and only listen to the voice
that she knew so well Then she staggered into her father's
ams. And Isradl's heart was big, and he gathered her
to his breast, and, turning towards the woman, he said,
" Madam, we are in the hands of God. Look ! Seed He
has sent His angel to protect Ilis servant”

Meantime, Ben Aboo was quaking with fear. He, too,
saw the finger of God in the wondrous thing which had
come to pass. And, falling back on his maudlin mood,
he muttered prayers beneath his breath, as he had done
before when the human majesty, the Sultan Abd er-Rahman,
was the object of his terror. " O Giver of good to all!
What isthis? Allah save us! Bismillah! Isit Allah or
the Jinoon? Merciful! Compassionate! Curses on them
both! Allah! Allah!"

The soldiers were affected by the fears of the Basha, and
they huddled together in a group. But Katrina fell to
laughing.

" Brava!" she cried. "Brava! Oh! a brave impos-
ture! What did | say longago? Blind? No more blind
than you were! But a pretty pretence! Well acted!
Very well acted! Brava! Braval"

Thus she laughed and mocked, and the Basha, hearing
her, took shame of his crawling fears, and made a poor
show of joining her.

Israel heard them, and for a moment, seeing how they
made sport of Naomi, a fire was kindled in his anger that
seemed to come up from the lowest hell. But he fought
back the passion that was mastering him, and at the
next instant the laughter had ceased, and Ben Aboo was
saying—

" Guards, take both of them. Sa the man on an ass
and let the girl wak barefoot before him; and let a crier
cry besidethem, ' So shdl it be doneto every man whoisan
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enemy of the Kaid, and to every woman who is a play-actor
and a cheat!" Thus let them pass through the streets
and through the people until they are come to a gate of the
town, and then caest them forth from it like lepers and
like dogs "



CHAPTERXI X,
THE RAINBOW SGN.

WHILE this bad work had been going forward in the Kashah
agreat blessing had fallen on the town. The long-looked
for, hoped for, prayed for—the good and blessed rain—had
come at last. In gentle drops like dew it had at first been
falling from the rack of dark cloud which had gathered over
the heads of the mountains, and now, after half an hour of
such moisture, the sky over the town was grey, and therain
was pouring down like a flood.

Oh! thejoy of it, the sweetness, the freshness, the beauity,
the odour!  The air overhead, which had been dense with
dust, was clearing and whitening as if the water washed it.
And the ground underfoot, which had reeked of creeping
and crawling things, was running like a wholesome river,
and bearing back to the lips a taste as of the sea

And the people of the town, in their surprise and gladness
at the falling of the rain, had come out of their houses to
meet it The streets and the market-place were full of them.
In childish joy they wandered up and down in the drench-
ing flood, without fear or thought of harm, with laughing
eyes and gleaming white teeth, holding out their palms to
the rain and drinking it. Hailing each other in the voices
of boys, jesting and shouting and singing, to and fro they
went and came without aim or direction. The Jews trooped
out of the Mellah, chattering like jays, and the Moors at the
gate sdaamed to them. Muledrivers cried "Bdlak" in
tones that seemed to sing; gunsmiths and saddle-makers sat

oxft
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idle at their doors, greeting every one that passed; solemn
Talebs stood in knots, with faces that shone under the closed
hoods of their dark jellabs;, and the bareheaded Berbers
encamped in the market-square capered about like flighty
children, grinned like apes, fired their long guns into the air
for love of hearing the powder speak, often wept, and some-
times embraced each other, thinking of their homes that
werefar away.

Now, it was just when the town was dive with this strange
scene that the procession which had been ordered by Ben
Aboo came out from the Kasbah. At the head of it walked
a soldier, staff in hand and gorgeous—notwithstanding the
rain—in peaked shasheeah and crimson selham. Behind
him were four black police, and on either side of the com-
pany were two criers of the street, each carrying a short
staff festooned with strings of copper coin, which he rattled
in the air for a bell. Between these came the victims of
the Bashas order—Naomi first, barefooted, bareheaded,
stripped of all but the last garment that hid her nakedness,
her head held down, her face hidden, and her eyes closed—
and Israel afterwards, mounted on a lean and ragged ass.
A further guard of black police walked at the back of all.
Thus they came down the steep arcades into the market-
square, where the grester body of the townspeople had
gathered together.

When the people saw them, they made for them, hasten-
ing in crowds from every side of the Fedddn, from every
adjacent dley, every shop, tent, and booth. And when
they saw who the prisoners were they burst into loud ex-
clamations of surprise.

"Yd Allah!  lsradl the Jew ! " cried the Moors.

" God of Jacob, save us! Isradl ben Oliei!" cried the
people of the Méellah.

"What isit? What has happened? What has befallen
them ?" they dl asked together.
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" Bdlak !" cried the soldier in front, swinging his staff be-
fore him to force apassage through the thronging multitude.
" Attention! By your leave 1l Away! Out of the way!"

And as they walked the criers chanted, " So shal it be
done to every man who is an enemy of the Kaid, and to
every woman who is a play-actor and a cheat."

When the people had recovered from their consternation
they began to look black into each other's face, to mutter
oaths between their teeth, and to say in voices of no pity or
ruth, " He deserved it!" " Yd Allah, but he's well served!"
" Holy Saints, we knew what it would come to!" " Look
at himnow!" " There heis at last!" " Brave end to dll
his great doings!" " Curse him! Curse him !"

And over the muttered oaths and pitiless curses, the yelp-
ing and barking of the cruel voices of the crowd, as the pro-
cession moved aong, came still the cry of the crier, "So
shall it be done to every man who is an enemy of the Kaid,
and to every woman who is a play-actor and a cheat."

Then the mood of the multitude changed. The people
began to titter, and after that to laugh openly. They wagged
their heads at Israel; they derided him; they made merry
over his sorry plight. Where he was now he seemed to be
not so much afallen tyrant as a silly sham and an imposture.
Look at him! Look at his bony and ragged ass!  Yd Allah!
To think that they had ever been afraid of him !

As the procession crossed the market-place, a woman who
was enveloped in ablanket spat at Israel as he passed. When
it was come to the door of the Mosgue, an old man, a beggar,
hobbled through the crowd and struck Israel with the back
of his hand across the face.  The woman had lost her'hus-
band and the man his son by death sentences of Ben Aboo.
Israel had succoured both when he went about on his secret
excursions after nightfall in the disguise of a Moor,

"Bdlak! Bdlak I" cried the soldier in front, and dill
the chant of the crier rang out over dl other noises
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At every step the throng increased. The strong and lusty
bore down the weak in the struggle to get near to the pro-
cesson.  Blind beggars and feeble cripples who could not
e or stir shouted hideous oaths at Israel from the back
of the crowd

As the procession went past the gates of the Mélah, two
companies came out into the town. The one was acompany
of soldiers returning to the Kashah after sacking and wreck-
ing Isragl's house; the other was a company of old Jews,
among whom were Reuben Maliki, Abraham Pigman, and
Judah ben Lolo. At the advent of the three usurers a new
impulse seized the people They pretended to take the
procession for a triumphal progress—the departure of a
Kaid, a Shereef, a Sultan. The soldier and police fell into
the humour of the multitude. Salaams were made to Israel;
selhams were flung on the ground before the feet of Naomi.
Reuben Madliki pushed through the crowd, and walked
backward, and cried, in his harsh, nasal croak—

"Brothers of Tetuan, behold your benefactor | Make
way for him! Makeway ! makeway !"

Then there were loud guffaws, and oaths, and cries like
the cry of the hyena. Last of dl, old Abraham Pigman
handed over the people's heads a huge green Spanish
umbrella to a negro farrier that walked within; and the
black fellow, showing his white teeth in a wide grin, held
it over Isragl's head.

Then from fifty rasping throats came mocking cries.

" God bless our Lord !"

" Saviour of his people!”

" Benefactor ! King of men !"

And over and between these cries came shrieks and yells
of laughter.

All this time lsrad had sat motionless on his ass, neither
showing humiliation nor fear. His face was worn and ashy,
but his eyes burned with a piteous fire. He looked up and
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saw everything: saw himself mocked by the soldier and the
crier, insulted by the Muslimeen, derided by the Jews, spat
upon and smitten by the people whose hungry mouths he
had fed with bread. Above al, he saw Naomi going before
him in her shame, and at that sight his heart bled and his
spirit burned.  And, thinking that it was he who had brought
her to thisignominy, he sometimes yearned to reach her side
and whisper in her ear, and say, " Forgive me, rny child,
forgive me" But again he conquered the desire, for he re-
membered what God had that day done for her; and taking
it for a sign of God's pleasure, and a warranty that he had
done well, he raised his eyes on her with tears of bitter
joy, and thought, in the wild fever of his soul, "She is
sharing the triumph of my humiliation. She is walking
through the mocking and jeering crowd, but see! God Him-
«f is walking beside her! "

The procession had now come to the walled lane to the
Bab Toot, the gate going out to Tangier and to Shdwan
There the way was so narrow and the concourse so great
that for a moment the processon was brought to a stand.
Seizing this opportunity, Reuben Maliki stepped up to Israel
and said, so that al might hear, " Look a the crowds that
have come out to speed you, O saviour of your people!
Look ! look! We shall al remember this day !"

"So you shal!" cried Israel.  "Until your days of
death you shdl al remember it!"

He had not spoken before, and some of the Moors tried
tolaugh at hisanswer; but hisvoice, whichwaslikeafrenzied
cry, went to the hearts of the Jaws, and many of them fell
away from the crowd straightway, and followed it no farther.
It was the cry of the voice of a brother. They had been
insulting calamity itself.

" BElak!" shouted the soldier, and the crier cried once
more, and the procession moved again.

It was the hour of |sradl's last temptation. Not a glance
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in his face disclosed passion, but his heart was afire.  The
devil seemed to be jarring at his ear, " Look | Listen! Is
it for people like these that you have come to this? Were
they worth the sacrifice? You might have been rich and
great, and riding on their heads. They would have honoured
you then, but now they despise you. Fool! You-have sold
al and given to the poor, and this is the end of it." Butin
the throes and last gasp of his agony, hearing this voice in
his ear, and seeing Naomi going barefooted on the stones
before him, an angel seemed to come to him and whisper,
" Bestrong. Only alittle longer. Finish as you have begun.
Well done, servant of God, well done "

He did not flinch, but rode on without a word or a cry.
Once he lifted his head and looked down at the steam-
ing, gaping, grinning cauldron of faces black and white.
" O pity of men!" he thought. " What devil is tempting
them?

By this time the processon had come to the town walls
at a point near to the Bab Toot. No one had observed
until then that the rain was no longer falling, but now every-
body was made aware of this a once by sight of a rainbow
which spanned the sky to the north-west immediately over
the arch of the gate.

Isradl saw the rainbow, and took it for a sgn. It wes
God's hand in the heavens.  To this gate then, and through
it, out of Tetuan, into the land beyond—the plains, the hills,
the desert where no man was wronged—God Himself, and
not these people, had that day been leading them !

What happened next lsrael never rightly knew. His
proper sense of life seemed lost  Through thick waves of
hot air he heard many voices.

Firg the voice of the crier, " So shdl it be done to every
man who is an enemy of the Kad, and to every woman who
is a play-actor and a cheat."

Then the voice of the soldier, " Bilak ' Bdlak ! *
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After that a multitudinous din that seemed to bresk off
sharply and then to come muffled and dense as from the
other side of the closed gate.

When Isradl came to himself again he was walking on a
barren heath that was dotted over with clumps of the long
doe, and he was holding Naomi by the hand



CHAPTER XX
LIFE'S NEW LANGUAGE.

Two days after they had been cast out of Tetuan, Israel and
Naomi were settled in a little house that stood a day's walk
to the north of the town, about midway between the village
of Semsa and the fondak which lies on the road to TWngier.
From the hour wherein the gates had closed behind them,
everything had gone well with both. The country people
who lay encamped on the heath outside had gathered around
and shown them kindness. One old Arab woman, seeing
Naomi's shame, had corne behind without a word and cast
a blanket over her head and shoulders. Then agirl of the
Berber folk had brought dippers and drawn them on to
Naomi'sfeet The woman wore no blanket herself, and the
feet of the girl were bare.  Their own people were haggard
and hollow-eyed and hungry, but the hearts of al were
melted towards the great man in his dark hour. " Allah
had written it," they muttered, but they were more merciful
than they thought their God.

Thus, amid silent pity and audible peaceblessngs, with
cheer of kind words and comfort of food and drink, Israel
and Naomi had wandered on through the country from village
to village, until in the evening, an hour after sundown, they
came upon the hut wherein they made their home. It was a
poor, mean place—neither a round tent, such as the moun-
tain Berbers build, nor a square cube of white stone, with
its garden in a court within, such as a Moorish farmer rears
for his homestead, but an oblong shed, roofed with rushes

Lot |
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and palmetto leaves in the manner of an Irish cabin.  And,
indeed, the cabin of an Irish renegade it had been, who,
escaping at Gibraltar from the ship that was taking him to
Sidney, had sailed in a Genoese trader to Ceuta, and made
his way across the land until he came to this lonesome spot
near to Semsa.  Unlike the better part of his countrymen,
he had been a man of solitary habit and gloomy temper, and
while he lived he had been shunned by his neighbours, and
when he died his house had been left done.  That was the
chance whereby Isradl and Naomi had come to possess i,
being both poor and unclaimed.

Nevertheless, though bare enough of most things that man
makes and values, yet the little place was rich in some of
the wedlth that comes only from the hand of God. Thus
marjoram and jasmine and pinks and roses grew at the foot
of itswalls, and it was these sweet flowers which had first
caught the eyes of Isragl.  For suddenly through the mazes
of his mind, where every perception was indistinct at that
time, there seemed to come back to him a vague and con-
fused recollection of the abandoned house, as if the thing
that his eyes then saw they had surely seen before. How
this should be Israel could not tell, seeing that never before
to his knowledge had he passed on his way to Tangier so
near to Semsa.  But when he questioned himself again, it
came to him, like light beaming into a dark room, that not
in any waking hour at al had he seen the little place before,
but in a dream of the night when he dept on the ground in
the poor fondak of the Jews at Wazzdn.

This, then, was the cottage where he had dreamed that
he lived with Naomi; this was where she had seemed to
have eyes to se and ears to hear and a tongue to speak;
this was the vison of his dead wife, which when he awoke
on his journey had appeared to be vainly reflected in his
dream; and now it was redised, it was true, it had come to
pess.  lgad's heart was full, and being a that time ready
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to see the leading of Heaven in everything, he saw it in this
fact also; and thus, without more ado than such inquiries
as were necessary, he settled himself with Naomi in the place
they had chanced upon.

And there, through some months following, from the
height of the summer until the faling of winter, they
lived together in peace and content, lacking much, yet
wanting nothing; short of many things that are thought
to make men's condition happy, but grateful and thanking
God.

Israel was poor, but not penniless.  Qut of the wreck of
Ws fortune, after he sold the best contents of his house, he
had till some three hundred dollars remaining in the pocket
of his waistband when he was cast out of the town. These
he laid out in sheep and goats and oxen. He hired land
aso of a tenant of the Basha, and sent wool and milk by
the hand of a neighbour to the market at Tetuan. The
rains continued, the eggs of the locust were destroyed, the
grass came green out of the ground, and Israd found bread
for both of them.  With such simple husbandry, and in such
a home, giving no thought to the morrow, he passed with
cheer and comfort from day to day.

And truly, if at any weaker moment he had been minded
to repine for the loss of his former poor greatness, or to fail
of heart in pursuit of his new caling, for which heavier
hands were better fit, he had aways present with him two
bulwarks of his purpose and sheet-anchors of his hope.
He was reminded of the one as often as in the daytime he
climbed the hillsde above his little dwelling and saw the
white town lying far away under its gauzy canopy of mig,
and whenever in the night the town lamps sent their pae
sheet of light into the dark sky.

"They are yonder,” he would think, "wrangling, con-
tending, fighting, praying, cursing, blessng, and cheating;
and | am here, cut off from them by ten deep miles of

p
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darkness, in the quiet, the slence, and sweet odour of Goda
proper ar."

But stronger to sustain him than any memory of the ways
of his former life was the recollection of Naomi. God had
given back all her gifts, and what were poverty and hard toil
againgt S0 great a blessing? They were as dust, they were
as ashes, they were what power of the world and riches
of gold and silver had been without it And higher than
the joy of Isradl's constant remembrance that Naomi had
been blind and could now see, and deaf and could now hesr,
and dumb and could now speak, was the solemn thought that
al this was but the sign and symbol of God's pleasure,
and assurance to his soul that the lot of the scapegoat
had been lifted away.

More satisfying till to the hunger of his heart asaman
was his delicious pleasure in Naomi's new-found life. She
was likea creature born afresh, a radiant and joyful being
newly awakened into aworld of strange sights.

But it was not a once that she fell upon this pleasure.
What had happened to her was, after dl, a smple thing.
Born with cataract on the pupils of her eyes, the emotion
of the moment at the Kasbah, when her father's life seemed
to be once more in danger, had—like a fal or a blow—
luxated the lens and left the pupils clear. That was al.
Throughout the day whereon the last of her great gifts came
to her, when they were cast out of Tetuan, and whilethey
walked hand in hand through the country until they lit upon
their home, she had kept her eyes steadfastly closed. The
light terrified her. It penetrated her delicate lids, and gave
her pain*  When for a moment she lifted her lashes and
saw the trees, she put out her hand as if to push them away;
and when she saw the sky, she raised her arms as if to hold
it off. Everything seemed to touch her eyes  The bars of
sunlight seemed to smite them.  Not until the faling of
darkness did her fears subsde and her spirits revive
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Throughout the day that followed she sa congantly in
the gloom of the blackest corner of their hut.

But this was only her baptism of light on coming out of
aworld of darkness, just as her fear of the voices of the
earth and air had been her baptism of sound on coming
out of a land of slence. Within three days afterwards
her terror began to give place to joy; and from that time
forward the world was full of wonder to her opened eyes.
Then sweet and beautiful, beyond dl dreams of fancy, were
her amazement and delight in every little thing that lay
about her—the grass, the weeds, the poorest flower that
blew, even the rude implements of the house and the
common stones that worked up through the mould—all
old and familiar to her fingers, but new and strange to her
eyes, and marvellous as if an angel out of heaven had
dropped them down to her.

For many days after the coming of her sight she continued
to recognise everything by touch and sound. Thus one
morning early in their life in the cottage, and early dso in
the day, after Isragl had kissed her on the eyelids to awaken
her, and she had opened them and gazed up at him as he
stooped above her, she looked puzzled for an instant, being
gtill in the mists of deep, and only when she had closed
her eyes again, and put out her hand to touch him, did her
face brighten with recognition and her lips utter his name.
"My father," she murmured, "my father."

Thus again, the same day, not an hour afterwards, she
came running back to the house from the grass bank in
Iront of it, holding aflower in her hand, and askinga world

Jjotj uedioiis concerning it in her broken, lisping, pretty
gpoeech.  Why had no one told her that there were flowers
that could se? Here was one which while she looked upon
it had opened its beautiful eye and laughed a her. " What
li it?" she asked; "what isit?"

YA daisy, my child," Itrael answered.
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"A daisy!" she cried in bewilderment; and during the
short hush and quick inspiration that followed she closed her
eyes and passed her nervous fingers rapidly over the little
ring of sprinkled spears, and then said very softly, with head
adant as if ashamed, "Oh yes so it is; it is only a
daisy."

But to tell of how those first days of sight sped dong foi
Naomi, with what delight of ever-fresh surprise, and joy
of new wonder, would be a long task if a beautiful one.
They were some miles inside the coagt, but from the little
hill-top near at hand they could see it clearly; and one day
when Naomi had gone so far with her father, she drew up
suddenly at his side, and cried in a breathless voice of awe,
" The sky! thesky ! Look! It has falen on to the land."

" That is the sea, my child," said Isradl.

" The seal" she cried, and then she closed her eyes and
listened, and then opened them and blushed, and said,
while her knitted brows smoothed out and her beautiful
face looked aside, "So it is—yes, it is the sea"

Throughout that day and the night which followed it the
eyes of her mind were entranced by the marvel of that
vision, and next morning she mounted the hill aloneto look
upon it again; and, being so far, she walked farther and yet
farther, wandering on and on, through fieldswhere lavender
grew and chamomile blossomed, on and on, as though drawn
by the enchantment of the mighty deep that lay sparkling
in the sun, until at last she came to the head of a deep
gully in the coast.  Still the wonder of the waters held her,
but another marvel now seized upon her sight. The gully
was a lonesome place inhabited by countless sea-birds. From
high up in the rocks aove, and from far down in the chasm
beow, from every cleft on every dde, they flew out, with
white wings and black ones and grey and blue, and sent
their voices into the air, until the echoing place seemed to
shriek and yel with a deafening clangour. —
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It was midday when Naomi reached this spot, and she
sat there along hour in fear and consternation.  And when
she returned to her father, she told him awesome stories of
demons that lived in thousands by the sea, and fought in
the ar and killed each other. "And seel" she cried;
"look at this, and this, and this!"

Then Israel glanced at the wrecks she had brought with
her of the devilish warfare that she had witnessed, and
" This" said he, lifting one of them, "is a sea-hird's feather;
and this" lifting another, "is a sea-bird's egg; and this"
lifting the third, " is a dead sea-bird itself."

Once more Naomi knit her brows in thought, and again
she closed her eyes and touched the familiar things wherein
her sight had deceived her. " Ahyes," she said meekly, look-
ing into her father's eyes with a smile, " they are only that
after dl." And then she sad very quietly, as if speaking
to hersdf, "What a long time it is before you learn
to seel"

It was partly due to theisolation of her upbringing in the
company of lsrael that nearly every fresh wonder that en-
countered her eyes took shapes of supernatural horror or
splendour. One early evening, when she had remained
out of the house until the day was well-nigh done, she
came back in awild ecstasy to tell of angels that she had
just seen in the sky. They were in robes of crimson and
scarlet, their wings blazed like fire, they swept across the
clouds in multitudes, and went down behind the world
together, passing out of the earth through the gates of
heaven.

Isradl ligened to her and said, " Tha was the sunset,
my chilg}. Every morning the sun rises and every night it
s

Then she looked full into his face and blushed. Her
shame at her sweet errors sometimes conquered her joy in
the new heritage of sight, and Israd heard her whisper to
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hersdf and say, " After dl, the eyes are deceitful.” Vison
was life's new language, and she had yet to learn it.

But not for long was her delight in the beautiful things of
the world to be damped by any thought of herself. Nay,
the best and rarest part of it, the dearest and most delicious
throb it brought her, came of hersdf aone.  On another
early day lsrael took her to the coast, and pushed off with
her on the waters in a boat  The air was till, the sea was
smooth, the sun was shining, and save for one white scarf of
cloud the sky was blue. They were sailingin a tiny bay
that was broken by a little idand, which lay in the midst
like a ruby in a ring, covered with heather and long stalks
of seeding grass.  Through whispering beds of rushes they
glided on, and floated over banks of corad where gleaming
fishes were a play. Seafowl screamed over their heads, as
if in anger a their invasion, and under their oars the moss
lay in the shalows on the pebbles and great stones. It was
amorning of God'sown making, and, for joy of its loveliness
no less than of her own bounding life, Naomi rose in the
boat and opened her lips and arms to the breeze while it
played with the rippling currents of her hair, asif shewould
drink and embrace it.

At that moment a new and dearer wonder came to her,
such as every maiden knowswhom God has made beautiful,
yet none remembers the hour when she knew it first. For,
tracing with her eyes the shadow of the cliff and of the con-
tinent of cloud that sailed double in two sees of blue to
where they were broken by the dazzling half-round of the
aun's reflected disc on the shadowed quarter of the boat,
she leaned over the side of it, and then saw the reflection
of another and lovelier vision.

"Father," she cried with darm, "a face in the water!
Look! look!"

"It is your own, my child" sad Isradl

"Mine! "shecried
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" The reflection of your face" sad lIsrael; " the light and
the water make it."

The marvel was hard to understand.  There was something
ghodtly in this thing that was herself and yet not hersdlf,
this face that looked up a her and laughed and yet made
no voice. She leaned back in the boat and asked lsradl
if it was ill in the water. But when at length she had
grasped the mystery, the artlessness of her joy was charming.
She was like a child in her delight, and like a woman that
was ill a child in her unconscious love of her own loveli-
ness. Whenever the boat was at rest she leaned over its
bulwark and gazed down into the blue depths.

" How beautiful! " she cried, " how beautiful!"

She clapped her hands and looked again, and there in the
till water was the wonder of her dancing eyes. " Oh! how
very beautiful!" she cried without lifting her face, and when
she saw her lips move as she spoke and her sunny hair fall
about her restless head she laughed and laughed again with
a heart of glee.

Israel looked on for some moments at this sweet picture,
and, for al his sense of the dangers of Naomi's artless joy
in her own beauty, he could not find it in his heart to check
her. He had borne too long the pain and shame of one
who was father of an afflicted child to deny himsef this
choking rapture of her recovery. "Live on like a child
aways, little one" he thought; "be a child as long as
you can, be achild for ever, my dove, my darling! Never
did the world suffer it that | mysef should be a child
a dl”

The artlessness of Naomi increased day by day, and found
constantly some new fashion of charming strangeness.  All
lovely things on the earth seemed to spesk to her, and she
could talk with the birds and the flowers. Also she would
lie down in the grass and rest like a lamb, with as little
shame and with a grace as sweet. Not yet had the great



232 THE SCAPEGOAT.

mystery dawned that drops on a girl like an unseen mantle
out of the sky, and when it has covered her she is a child
no more. Naomi was a child dill.  Nay, she was a child
a second time, for while she had been blind she had seemed
for alittle while to become a woman in the awful revelation
of her infirmity and isolation. Now she was a weak, patient,
blind maiden no longer, but a reckless spirit of joy once
again, a restless gleam of human sunlight gathering sunshine
into her father's house.

It was fit and beautiful that she who had lived so long
without the better part of the gifts of God should enjoy some
of them at length in rare perfection. Her sight was strong
and her hearing was keen, but voice was the gift which she
had in abundance. So sweet, so full, so deep, so soft a
voice as Naomi's came to be, Israd thought he had never
heard before. Ruth's voice? Yes, but fraught with in-
spiration, replete with sparkling life, and passionate with the
notes of ajoyous heart. All day long Naomi used it She
sang as she rose in the morning, and was gill singing when
ghe lay down at night. Wherever people came upon her,
they came first upon the sound of her voice. The farmers
heard it across the fields, and sometimes Israel heard it from
over the hill by their hut. Often she seemed to them like
a bird that is hidden in a tree, and only known to be there
by the outbursts of its song.

Fetimah's ditties were still her delight. Some of them
fell strangely from her pure lips, so nearly did they border
on the dangerous. But her favourite song was 4ill her
mother's—

Oh, come and claim thine own,
Oh, come and take thy throne,

Reign ever and aone,
Reign, glorious, golden Love.

Into these words, as her voice ripened, she ssemed to
pour a deeper fervour. She was as innocent as a child of
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their meaning, but it was dmogt as if she were fulfilling in
some way a law of her nature as a maid and drifting blindly
towards the dawn of Love. Never did she think of Love,
but it wasjust asif Love were dways thinking of her; it was
even as if the spirit of Love were hovering over her con-
stantly, and she were walking in the way of its out-
stretched wings.

Israel saw this, and it set him to chasing day-dreams that
were like the drawing up of acurtain. A beautiful phantom
of Naomi's future would rise up before him.  Love had come
to her. The great mystery, the rapture, the blissful wonder,
the dear, secret, delicious, palpitating joy. He knew it must
come some day—perhaps to-day, perhaps to-morrow. And
when it came it would be like a sixth sense.

In quieter moments—generally a night, when he would
take a candle and look at her where she lay adeep—Isradl
would carry his dreamsinto Naomi's future one stage farther,
and see her in the first dawn of young motherhood Her
delicate face of pink and cream; her glance of pride and
joy and yearning, and then the thrill of the little spreading
redfingersfastening on her white bosom—oh, what aglimpse
was there revealed to him!

But struggle as he would to find pleasure in these
phantoms, he could not help but feel pain from them aso.
They had a perilous fascination for him, but he grudged
them to Naomi. He thought he could have given his
immortal soul to her, but these shadows he could not
give. That was his poor tribute to human selfishness; his
lagt tender, jealous frailty as a father. He dreaded the
coming of that time when another—some other yet unseen
—should come before him, and he should lose the daughter
that was now his own.

Sometimes the memory of their old troubles in Tetuan
Deemed to cross like a thundercloud the azure of Naomi's
sky, but a the next hour it was gone. The world was too
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full of marvels for any enduring sense but wonder. Once
she awoke from deep in terror, and told Israel of something
which she believed to have happened to her in the night.
She had been carried away from him—she could not say
when—and she knew no more until she found hersdf in a
great patio, paved and walled with tiles.  Men were standing
together there in red peaked caps and flowing white kaftans.
And before them al was one old man in garments that were
of the colour of the afternoon sun, with deeves like the
mouths of bells, a curling silver knife a his waistband, and
little leather bags hung by yelow cords about his neck.
Beside this man there was a woman of a laughing cruel
face; and she herself, Naomi—alone, her father being
nowhere near—stood in the midst with all eyes upon her.
What happened next she did not know, for blank darkness
fell upon everything, and in that interval they who had taken
her away must have brought her back. For when she opened
her eyes she was in her own bed, and the things of their
little home were about her, and her father's eyes were look-
ing down at her, and his lips were kissing her, and the sun
was shining outsde, and the birds were singing, and the
long grass was whispering in the breeze, and it was the
same as if she had been adeep during the night and was
just awakening in the morning.

"It was a dream, my child," said Isradl, thinking only
with how vivid a sense her eyes had gathered up in that
instant of first dght the picture of that day a the
Kashah.

" A dream! * she cried; " no, no! | sawit!"

Hitherto her dreams had been blind ones and if she
dreamt of her own people it had not been of their faces,
but of the touch of then* hands or the sound of their voices
By one of these she had adways known them, and some-
times it had been her mother's arms that had been about
her, and sometimes her father's lips that had pressed
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her forehead, and sometimes All's voice that had rung in
her ears.

Israel smoothed her hair and camed her fears, but, think-
ing both of her dream and of her artless sayings, he sad in
his heart, " She is a child, a child bora into life as a maid,
and without the strength of a child's weskness. Oh! great
is the wisdom which orders it so that we come into the
world as babes"

Thus realising Naomi's childishness, Isradl kept close
guard and watch upon her afterwards. But if shewas a
gleam of sunlight in his lonely dwelling, like sunlight she
came and went in it, and one day he found her near to the
track leading up to thefondak in talk with apassing traveller
by the way, whom he recognised for the grossest profligate
out of Tetuan. Unvelled, unabashed, with sweet looks of
confidence she was gazing full into the man's gross face,
answering his evil questions with the artless simplicity of
innocence. At one bound Israel was between them, and in
amoment he had torn Naomi away. And that night, while
she wept out her very heart at the first anger that her father
had shown her, Israd himself, in a new terror of his soul;
was pouring out a new petition to God. "O Lord, my
God," he cried, " when she was blind and dumb and deaf
she was a thing apart, she was a child in no peril from her-
sdf, for Thy hand did guide her, and in none from the
world, for no man dared outrage her infirmity. But now
sheisamaid, and her dangers are many, for she is beautiful,
and the heart of man is evil. Keep me with her aways, O
Lord, to guard and guide her | Let me not leave her, for
she is without knowledge of good and evil. Spare me a
little while longer, though | am stricken in years.  For her
sake spare me, O Lord—it is the last of my prayers—the
let, O Lord, the last—for her sake spare me !"

God did not hear the prayer of Israel Next morning a
guard of soldiers came out from Tetuan and took him prisoner



236 THE SCAPEGOAT.

in the name of the Kaid. The release of the poor followers
of Absdam out of the prison at Shawan had become known
by the blind gratitude of one of them, who, hastening to
Isragl's house in the Mdlah, had flung himself down on his
face before it



CHAPTER XXI.
ISRAEL IN PRISON.

SHORT as the time was—some three months and odd days
—since the prison at Shdwan had been emptied by order of
the warrant which Israel had sealed without authority in the
name of Ben Aboo, it was now occupied by other prisoners.
The remoteness of the town in the territory of the Akhmas,
and the wild fanaticism of the ShaVanis, had made the old
fortress a favourite place of banishment to such Kaids of
other provinces as looked for heavier ransoms from the
relatives of victims, because the locality of their im-
prisonment was unknown or the danger of approaching it
was terrible.  And thus it happened that somefifty or more
men and boys from near and far were already living in the
dungeon from which Israel and Ali together had st the
other prisoners free.

This was the prison to which Israel was taken when he
wagorn from Naomi and the simple home that he had made
for liimself near Semsa.  "YaAllah! Let the dog eat the
crust which he thought too hard for his pups!" sad Ben
Aboo, as he seded the warrant which consigned Isradl to
the Kaid of Shdwan.

Israel was taken to the prison afoot, and reached it on the
morning of the second day after his arrest. The sun was
shining as he approached the rude old block of masonry and
entered the passage that led down to the dungeon. Ina
little court a the door of the place the Kaid € habs, the
jaler, was ditting on a mattress, which served him for chair

3y
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by day and bed by night He was amusing himself with a
ginbri, playing loud or low according as the tumult was
great or little which came from the other side of a barred
and knotted doorway behind him, some four feet high, and
having a round peephole in the upper part of it. On the
wall above hung leather thongs, and a long Reefian flintlock
stood in the corner.

At lsradl's approach there were some facetious comments

between thejailer and the guard. Why the ginbri ? Was
he practising for the fires of Jehinnum? Was he to fiddle
for the Jinoon ? Well, what was a man to do while the dogs
inside were snarling? Were the thongs for the correction of
persons lacking understanding? Why, yes; everybody knew
their old saying, "A hint to the wise, a blow to the fool."
" A bunch of greatleysrattled, the low doorway was thrown
open, Isradl stooped and went in, the door closed behind
him, the footsteps of the guard died away, and the twang of
the ginbri began again.

The prison was dark and noisome, some sixty feet long by
hdf as many broad, supported by arches resting on rotten
pillars, lighted only by narrow clefts at either hand, exuding
damp from its walls, dropping moisture from its roof, its air
full of vermin, and its floor reeking of filth. And only less
horrible than the prison itsef was the condition of the
prisoners. Nearly al wore iron fetters on their legs, and some
were shackled to the pillars. At one side a little group of
them—they were Shereefs from Wazzin—were conversing
eagerly and gesticulating wildly; and a the other Sde a
larger company—they were Jews from Fez—were languidly
twisting pametto leaves into the shape of baskets. Four
Berbers a the farther end were playing cards, and two Arabs
that were chained to a column near the door squatted on
the ground with a battered old draughtboard between them.
From both groups of players came loud shouts and laughter
tod a running fire of expostulation and of indignant and
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sacadic comment.  Down went the cards with triumphant
bangs, and the moves of the "dogs' were like lightning.
First amocking voice: " You cdl yourself aplayer! There!
—therel—there I"  Then a meek, piping tone: " So—so
—verily, you are my master. Well, let us praise Allah for
your wisdom." But soon awild burst of irony: "You are
like him who killed the dog and fell into the river. See!
thus | teach you to boast over your betters! | shave your
beard! There |—there!-—and there!"

In the middle of the reeking floor—so placed that the
thin shaft of light from the clefts at the ends might fall on
them—a barber-doctor was bleeding a youth from aveinin
thearm. " We're al having it done" he was saying. " It's
good for the internals. | did it to a shipload of pilgrims
once” A wild-looking creature sat in a corner—he was a
saint, a madman, of the sect of the Darkaoa—rocking him-
df toand fro, and crying " Allah! All-lah! All-1-ah! All-1-1-
lah!" Near to this person a haggard old man of the Ciega
sect was shaking and dancing at his prayers.  And not far
from either a Mukaddam, a high-priest of the Aissabrother-
hood—ajuggler who had travelled through the country with
alion by a halte—was singing a frantic mockery of a Chris-
tian hymn to a tune that he had heard on the coast.

Such was the scene of Isragl's imprisonment, and such
were the companions that were to shareit. There had been
a moment's pause in the clamour of their babel as the door
opened and Isradl entered.  The prisoners knew him, and
they were aghast. Every eye looked up and every mouth
was agape.  lsradl stood for a time with the closed door
behind him. He looked around, made a step forward,
hesitated, scemed to peer vainly through the darkness for
bed or mattress, and then sat down helplesdy by apillar on
the giound. ———

A young negro in a coarse jellab went up to him and
offered a bit of bread "Hungry, brother? No?' mid
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the youth. " Cheer up, Sidi! No good letting the donkey
ride on your head!"

This person was the Irishman of the company—a happy,
reckless, facetious dog, who had lost little save his liberty
and cared nothing for his life, but laughed and chested and
joked and made doggerd songs on every disaster that befell
them. He made one song on himself—

El Arby was a black man,
They called him " Larby Kosk :"
He loved Jhe wives of the Kashah,
And stole slippersin the mosque.

Israel was stunned. Since his arrest he had scarcely
spoken. "Stay here," he had said to Naomi when the first
outburst of her grief was quelled; " never leave this place.
Whatever they say, stay here. | will come back." After
that he had been like a man who was dumb. Neither insult
nor tyranny had avalled to force a word or a cry out of
him. He had walked on in silence doggedly, hardly once
glancing up into the faces of his guard, and never breaking
his fast save with a draught of water by the way.

At Shdwan, as elsewhere in Barbary, the prisoners were
supported by their own relatives and friends, and on the
day after lsradl's arrivd a number of women and children
came to the prison with provisions. It was awild and grue-
some scene that followed.  First, the frantic search of the
prisoners for their wives and sons and daughters, and their
wild shouts as each one found his own. " Blessed be God'
She's here! here!" Then the maddening cries of the
prisoners whose relaives had not come. " My Ayeshal
Where is she? Curses on her mother! Why isn't she
here?' After that the shrieks of despair from such as
learned that their bread-winners were dying off one by one,
"Dead, you sy ?" " Dead! » "No, no!" "Yes yes!"
"No, no, | say I" "l sayyes! God forgiveme! died lagt
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week. But don't you die too. Here, take this bag of
zummetta." Then inquiries after absent children. "Little
Sdam, whereishe?" " Begging in Tetuan." " Poor boy!
poor boy! And pretty M'barka, what of her?" "Alas!
M'barka's a public woman now in Hoolias house at
Marrdkesh. No, don't curse her, Jellali; the poor child
was driven to it What were we to do with the children
crying for bread? And then there was nothing to fetch
you this journey, Jdldi." " I'll not est it now it's brought.
My boy abeggar and my girl aharlot? By Allah! May
the Kaid that keeps me here roast dive in thefiresof hell!"
Then, apart in one quiet corner, a young Moor of Tangier
eating rice out of the lap of his beautiful youngwife. "Youll
not be long coming again, dearest?' he whispers. She
wipes her eyes and stammers, " No—that is—well—"
"What's amiss?' "AH, | must tdl you——" "Well?"
"Old Aaron Zaggoory says | must marry him, or hell
see that both of us sarve” " Allah! And you—you ?"
" Don't look a me like that, Aii; the hunger is on me,
and whatever happens |I—I can love nobody dse"
" Curses on Aaron Zaggoory! Curses on you! Curses
on everybody!"

No one had come with food for Israel, and seeing this
Larby the negro swaggered up to him, singing a snatch
and offering a round cake of bread—

Rusks are good and kaks are sweet
And kesksoo is both meat and drink;
It's this for now, and that for then,
But khdia dill for married men.

"You're like me, Sidi," he said; "you want nothing*
and he made an upward movement of his forefinger to
indicate his trust in Providence. That was the gay rascd's
way of saying that he stole from the bags of his comrades

while they dept.
Q
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"No? Fading yet?" he said, and went off singing as he
~ame—

It will make your ladies love you ;
It will make them coo and kiss—

"What?" he shouted to some one across the prison,
" eating khalia in the bird-cage? Bad, bad, bad ! "

All this came to Israd's mind through thick waves of
half-consciousness, but with his heart' he heard nothing, or
the very air of the place must have poisoned him. He sat
by the pillar at which he had first placed himself, and hardly
ever rose from it.  With great dow eyes he gazed a every-
thing, but nothing did he sse.  Sometimes he had the look
of one who listens, but never did he hear. Thus in silence
and languor he passed from day to day, and from night to
night, scarcely sleeping, rarely eating, and seeming always
to be waiting, waiting, waiting.

Fresh prisoners came at short intervals, and then only
was |sragl's interest awakened. One question he asked of
al. "Where from?" |If they answered from Fez, from
Wazzdn, from Mequinez, or from Marrdkesh, Isradl turned
aside and left them without more words. Then to his
fellows they might pour out their woes in loud wails and
curses, but Israel would hear no more.

Strangers from Europe travelling through the country were
alowed to look into the prison through the round peephole
of the door kept by the Kaid € habs, who played the ginbri.
The Jews who made baskets took this opportunity to offer
their work for sde; and so that he might see the visitors
and spesk with them Isragl would snatch up something and
hang it out. Always his question was the same. " Where
from last 7' he would say in English, or Spanish, or French,
or Moorish.  Sometimes it chanced that the strangers knew
him.  But he showed no shame. Never did their answers
satisfy him.  He would turn back to his pillar with a sgh.
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Thus weeks went on, and Isredl's face grew worn and
tired. His fellow prisoners began to show him deference in
their own rude way. When he came among them at the
first they had grinned and laughed a little. To do that
was aways the impulse of the poor souls, so miserably im-
prisoned, when a new comrade joined them. But the
majesty and the suffering in Isradl's face told on their hearts
a last. Hewas agreat man fallen; he had nothing left to
him; not even bread to eat or water to drink. So they
gathered about him and hit on a way to make him share
their food. Bringing their sacks to his pillar, they stacked
them about it, and asked him to serve out provisions to dl,
day by day, share and share aike. He was honest, he was
amaster, no one would steal from him, it was bedt, the stuff
would lagt longest. It was a touching sight

Stll the old eagerness betrayed itself in Israd's weary
manner as often as the door opened and fresh prisoners
arrived.  Once it happened that before he uttered his usual
question he saw that the newcomers were from Tetuan, and
then his restlessness was feverish. "When—were you—
have you been of laie——" he stammered, and seemed un-
able to go farther.

But the Tetawanis knew and understood him. "No,"
sad one in answer to the unspoken question; "Nor I,
sad another; "Nor I," sad a third; "Nor | nether," sad
a fourth, as Isad's rapid eyes passed down the line of
them.

He turned away without a word more, sa down by the
pillar and looked vacantly before him while the new prisoners
told their story. Ben Aboo was a villain. The people of
Tetuan had found him out.  His wife was a harlot whose
heart was a deep pit Between them they were demordis
ing the entire bashdic. The town was worse than Sodom*
Hardly a child in the streets was safe, and no woman, whether
wife or daughter, whom God had made comdy, dare show
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hersdf on the roofs.  Their own women had been carried
off to the paace at the Kasbah. That was why they them-
sdves were there in prison.

This was about a month after the coming of Isragl to
Sha*wan.  Then hisreason began to unsettle. It was pitiful
to see that he was conscious of the change that was befalling
him.  He wrestled with madness with al the strength of a
strong man.  If it should fall upon him, where then would
be his hope and outlook? His day would be done, his
night would be closed in, he would be no more than a
helpless log, rolling in an ice-bound seg, and when the thaw
came—if it ever came—he would be only a broken, rudder-
less, sallesswreck. Sometimes he would swear at nothing
and fling out his arms wildly, and then with a look of shame
hang down his head and mutter, " No, no, Israel; no,
no, no!"

Other prisoners arrived from Tetuan, and dl told the same
dory. lsradl listened to them with a stupid look, seeming
hardly to hear the tde they told h'm. But one morning,
as life began again for tke day in that slimy eddy of life's
ocean, every one became aware that an awful change had
cometopass. Israd's face had been worn and tired before,
but now it looked very old and faded. His black hair had
been sprinkled with grey, and now it was white; and white
also was his dark beard, which had grown long and ragged.
But his eye glistened, and his teeth were aglitter in his open
mouth. He was laughing at everything, yet not wildly, not
recklesdy, not without meaning or intention, but with the
cheer of a happy and contented man.

Israel was mad, and his madness was a moving thing to
look upon. He thought he was back at home and a rich
man dill, as he has been in ealier days, but a generous
man d, as he was in later ones.  With liberd hand he
was dispensing his charities.

" Take what you need; eat, drink, do not stint; there if
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more where this has come from,; it is not mine; God has
lent it mefor the good of dl."

With such words, graciously spoken, he served out the
provisions according to his habit, and only departed from
his daily custom in piling the measures higher, and in salut-
ing the people by titles—Sid, Sidi, Mulai, and the like—in
degree astheir clothes were poor and ragged. It was amad
heart that spoke 90, but dso it was a big one.

From that time forward he looked upon the prisoners as
his guests, and when fresh prisoners came to the prison he
always welcomed them as if he were host there and they
were friendswho visited him. " Welcome! " hewould say;
"you are very welcome. The placeis your own. Take dl.
What you don't see, believe we have not got it. A thousand
thousand welcomes homel!” It was grim and painful
irony.

Isradl's comrades began to lose sense of their own suffer-
ing in observing the depth of his, and they laid their heads
together to discover the cause of his madness. The most
part of them concluded that he was repining for the loss of
his former state.  And when one day another prisoner came
from Tetuan with further taes of the Bashds tyranny, and
of the people's shame at thought of how they had dealt by
Isradl, the prisoners led the man back to where Israel was
standing in the accustomed act of dispensing bounty, that
he might tdl his story into the rightful ears.

" They're dways crying for you," said the Tetawani
"'lgael ben Oliei! Israd ben Oliel!" that's what you hear
in the mosques and the streets everywhere.  © Shame on us
for cagting him out, shame on us! He was our father!
Jews and Muslimeen, they're al saying ."

Itwasusdess.  The glad tidings could not find their way.
That black page of Israd's life which told of the peoples -
ingratitude was seded in the book of memory. |sad
laughed. W a could his good friend mean? Behold 1
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was he not rich? Had he not troops of comrades and
guests about him ?

The prisoners turned aside, baffled and done. At length
one man—it was no other than ‘Larby the wastrel—drew
some of them apart and said, " You are al wrong.  It's not
his former state that he's thinking of. ," know what it is—
who knows so well as | ? Listen! you hear his laughter !
Well, he must weep, or he will be mad for ever. He must
be made to weep. Yes, by Allah! and | must do it,"

That same night, when darkness fell over the dark place,
and the prisoners tied up their cotton headkerchiefsand lay
down to deep, 'Larby sat beside Isragl's place with sighs and
moans and other symptoms of a dejected air.

"Sidi, master,” he faltered, "I had a little brother once,
and he was blind. Born blind, Sidi, my own mother's son.
But youwouldn't think how happy hewasfor al that? You
e, Sidi, he never missed anything, and so hislittle facewas
like laughing water ! By Allah! | loved that boy better
than al the world! Women? Why—well, never mind!
He was six and | was eighteen, and he used to ride on my
back! Black curls al over, Sidi, and big white eyes that
looked at you for al they couldn't sse. Well, a bleeder
came from Soos—curse his great-grandfather ! Looked at
little Hosain—* Scales 1' said he—burn his father! Bleed
him and hell see!  So they bled him, and he did sse. By
Allah! yes for a minute—half a minute! ' Oh, 'Larby," he
cried—I was holding him; then he—he—'"Larby," he cried
faint, like alamb that's lost in the mountains—and then—
and then— Oh, oh, 'Larby," he moaned. Sidi, Sidi, | paid
that bleeder—there and then—this way  That's why I'm
here!"

It wes a lig, but 'Larby acted it so well that his voice
broke in his throat, and great drops fell from his eyes on to
Israd's hand.

The effect on Israel himsdlf was strange and even gartling.
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While 'Larby was speaking, he was beating his forehead and
mumbling: " Where? When? Naomi 1" as if grappling
for lost treasures in an ebbing sea And when 'Larby
finished, he fell on him with reproaches. " And you are
weeping for that 7' he cried. "You think it much that the
sweet child is dead—God rest him!  So it is to the like of
you, but look at me! "

His voice betrayed a grim pride in his miseries. " Look
ame! Am | weeping? No; | would scorn toweep. But
| have more cause a thousandfold. Listen! Once | was
rich ; but what were riches without children? Hard bread
with no water for sop. | asked God for achild. He gave
me a daughter; but she was born blind and dumb and desf.
| asked God to take my riches and give her hearing. He
gave her hearing ; but what was hearing without speech? |
asked God to take al | had and give her speech. Hegave
her speech; but what was speech without sight ? | asked
God to take my place from me and give her sight. He gave
her sight, and | was cast out of the town like a beggar.
What matter ? She had al, and | was forgiven. Butwhen
| was happy, when | was content, when she filled my heart
with sunshine, God snatched me away from her. Andwhere
is she now? Yonder, done, friendless, a child new-born
into the world, at the mercy of liars and libertines. And
wheream | ? Here, like a beast in atrap, uttering abortive
groans, toothless, stupid, powerless, mad. No, no, not mad
either 1 Tel me, boy, | am not mad!"

In the breaking waters of his madness he was struggling
like a drowning man. " Yet | do not weep,” he cried in a
thick voice. " God has a right to do as He-will. He gave
her to me for seventeen years. If she dies shell be mine
again soon.  Only if she lives—only if she fals into evil
hands——TdI rne, have | been mad ?"

He gave no time for an answer. " Naomi!" he cried,
and the name broke in his throat. " Where are you now ?
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What has—who have—your father is thinking of you—he
is———NO, | will not weep. You see | have good cause,
but | tell you | will never weep. God has a right—Naomi!
_Na—"

The name thickened to a sob as he repeated it, and then
suddenly herose and cried in an awful voice, " Oh, I'm afool!
God has done nothing for me.  Why should | do anything
for God? He has taken dl | had. Hehas taken my child.
| have nothing more to give Him but my life. Let Him
take that too. Take it, | beseech Thee!" he cried—the
vault of the prison rang—" Take it, and set me free!"

But at the next moment he had fallen back to his place,
and was sobhing like a little child. The other prisoners
had risen in their amazement, and 'Larby, who was shed-
ding hot tears over his cold ones, was capering down the
floor, and singing, " El Arby was a black man."

Then there was a rattling of keys, and suddenly a flood
of light shot into the dark place. The Kaid e habs was
bringing a courier, who carried an order for Isragl's release,
Abd er-Rahman, the Sultan, was to keep the feast of the
Moolood at Tetuan, and Ben Aboo, to celebrate the vist,
had pardoned |srad.

It was cods of fireon Israd's head. " God is good,”" he
muttered. " | shall s her again. Yes, God has a right
to do as He will. | gshdl see her soon. God is wise
beyond dl wisdom. | must lose no time. Jaler, can |
leave the town to-night? | wish to start on my journey.
To-night 2—yes, to-night! Are the gatesopen? No? You
will open them? You are very good. Everybody is very
good* Godisgood. God is mighty."

Then haf in shame, and partly as apology for his late
intemperate outburst, with a smpleness that was amost
childish, he sad, " A man's a fool when he loses his only
child. 1 don't mean by death. Time hedls that. But the
living child—oh, it's an unending pain| You would never
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think how happy we were. Her pretty ways were dl my
joy, Yes for her voice was music, and her breath was like
the dawn. Do you know, | was very fond of the little one
—I was quite miserable if | lost sight of her for an hour.
And then to be wrenched away! . . . But | must hasten
back. The little one will be waiting. Yes, | know quite
wel shell be looking out from the door in the sunshine
when she awakes in the morning. It's dways the way of
these tender creatures, is it not ? So we must humour them.
Yes, yes, that's so, that's 0."

His fellow-prisoners stood around him, each in his night-
headkerchief knotted under his chin—gaunt, hooded figures,
in the shifting light of the jailer's lantern.

" Farewell, brothers!" he cried; and one by one they
touched his hand and brought it to their breasts.

"Farewell, master!” "Peace, Sidil" "Farewell!"
"Peacel" "Farewell!"

The light shot out; the door clasped back; there were
footsteps dying away outside; two loud bangs as of a clos
ing gae, and then silence—empty and ghostly.

In the darkness the hooded figures stood a moment
listening, and then a croaking, breaking, husky, merry voice

began to sing—

El Arby was a black man,
They called him " 'Larby Kosk ;»
He loved the wives of the Kashah,
And gtole dippers in the Mosque.



CHAPTER XXII.
HOW NAOMI TURNED MUSLIM A.

WHAT had happened to Naomi during the two months and
a haf while Israel lay at Shawan is this: After the first
agony of their parting, in which she was driven back by the
soldiers when she attempted to follow them, she sat downin
amaze of pain, without any true perception of the evil which
had befallen her, but with her father's warning voice and his
last words in her ear : "Stay here.  Never leave this place.
Whatever they say, stay here. | will come back."

When she awoke in the morning, after a short night of
broken deep and fitful dreams, the voice and the words were
with her gill, and then she knew for the first time what the
meaning was, and what the penalty, of this strange and dread
asundering. She was aone, and, being aone, she was help-
less, she was no better than a child without kindred to
look to her and without power to look to herself, with
food and drink beside her, but no skill to make and take
them.

Thus her awakening sense was like that of a lamb whose
mother has been swalowed up in the night by the sand-
drifts of the ssmoom. It was not so much love as loss
What to do, where to look, which way to turn first, sheknew
no longer, and could not think, for lack of the hand that
had been wont to guide her.

The neighbouring Moors heard of what had happened to
Naomi, and some of the women among them came to se
her. They were poor farmiagog people, oppressed by cruel
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taxmasters; and the first things they saw were the cattle and
sheep, and the next thing was the simple girl with the child-
face, who knew nothing yet of the ways wherein a lonely
woman must fend for herself.

"You cannot live here aone, my daughter,” they said;
"you would perish.  Then think of the danger—a child like
you, with aface like aflower | No, no, you must come to
us. We will look to you like one of our own, and protect
you from evil men. And as for the creatures——"

"But he sad | was never to leave this place™ said
Naomi. "'Stay here' he said; 'whatever they say, stay
here. | will come back."

The women protested that she would starve, be stolen,
ruined and murdered. It was in vain. Naomi's answer
was always the same: "He told me to stay here, and
surely | must do s0.*

Then one after another the poor folks went away in
anger. " Tut!" they thought, " what should we want with
the Jew child? Allah! Was there ever such a simpleton?
The good creatures going to waste, too! And as for her
father, hell never come back—never. Trust the Basha
forthat!"

But when the humanity of the true souls had conquered
their selfishness, they came again one by one and vied with
each other in many simple offices—milking and churning,
and baking and delving—in pity of the sweet girl with the
great eyes who had been left to live done.  And Naomi,
seeing her helplessness at last, put out al her powers to
remedy it, so that in a little while she was able to do for
hersdf nearly everything that her neighbours at first did for
her. Then they would say among themsdves, "Allah!
she's not such a baby after all; and if she wasn't quite so
beautiful, poor child, or if the world wasn't so wicked—bu$
then, God is great! God is grest !"

Not at first had Naomi understood them when they told
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her that her father had been cast into prison, and every night
when sheleft her lamp alight by thelittle skin-covered window
that was half-hidden under the dropping eaves, and every
morning when she opened her door to the radiance of
the sun she had whispered to hersdf and said, " He will
come back, Naomi; only wait, only wait; maybe it will
be to-night, maybe it will be to-day; you will see, you will
we”

But after the awful thought of what prison was had fully
dawned upon her at last, by help of what she saw and heard
of other men who had been there, her old content in her
father's command that she should never leave that place was
shaken and broken by a desire to go to him.

" Who's to feed him, poor soul ? He will be famishing.
If the Kaid finds him in bread, it will only be so much
more added to his ransom. That will come to the same
thing in the end, or hell die in prison.”

Thus she had heard the gossips tak among themselves
when they thought she did not listen. And though it was
little she understood of Kaids and ransoms, she was quick
to see the nature of her father's peril, and at length she con-
cluded that, in spite of his injunction, go to him she should
and must. With that resolve, her mind, which had been
the mind of a child, seemed to spring up instantly and
become the mind of a woman, and her heart, that had been
timid, suddenly grew brave, for pity and love were born in
it. " He must be starving in prison,” she thought, " ‘and |
will take him food."

When her neighbours heard of her intention they lifted
their hands in consternation and horror. " God be gracious
to my father !" they cried "ShEwan? You? Alone?
Child, you'll be logt, lot—worse, a thousand times worse!
Shoof 1 you're only a baby ill."

" But ther protests availed as little to keep Naomi a her
home now as their importunities had done before to induce
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her to leave it " He must be starving in prison," she sad,
“and | will take him food."

Her neighbours left her to her stubborn purpose.
" Allah " they said, " who would have believed it, that the
little pink-and-white face had such a will of her own!"

Without more ado Naomi set herself to prepare for her
journey. She saved up thirty eggs and baked as many of
the round flat cakes of the country; aso she churned some
butter in the simple way which the women had taught her,
and put the milk that was left in agoat's-skin. In three
days she was ready, and then she packed her provisionsin
the leaf panniers of a mule which one of the neighbours had
lent to her, and got up before them on the front of the burda,
after the manner of the wives whom she had seen going past
to market.

When she was about to start her gossips came again, in
pity of her wild errand, to bid her farewell and to see the
last of her. " Keep to the track as far as Tetuan," they sad
to her, " and then ask for the road to Shawan." One old
cresture threw a blanket over her head in such a way that it
might cover her face. " Faces like yours are not for the
daylight," the old body whispered, and then Naomi set for-
ward on her journey. The women watched her while she
mounted the hill that goes up to the fondak, and then sinks
out of sight beyond it.  "Poor mad little fool," they whim-
pered; "that's the end of her! Shell never come back.
Too many men about for that. And now," they sad, facing
each other with looks of suspicion and envy, " what of the
Crestures ?"

While the good souls were dividing her possessions among
them, Naomi was awakening to some vague sense of her
difficulties and dangers.  She had thought it would be easy
to ask her way, but now that she had need to do so she
was afraid to spesk. The sight of a strange face darmea
her, and she was terrified when she met a company of
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wandering Arabs changing pasture, with the young women
and children on camels, the old women trudging on foot
under loads of cans and kettles, the boys driving the herds,
and the men, armed with long flintlocks, riding their prancing
barbs. Her poor little mule came to a stand in the midst
of this cavdcade, and she was too bewildered to urge it on.
Also her fear, which had first caused her to cover her face
with the blanket that her neighbour had given her, now
made her forget to do o, and the men as they passed her
peered close into her eyes.  Such glances made her blood
to tingle. They seared her very soul, and she began to
know the meaning of shame.

Nevertheless, she tried to keep up a brave heart and to
push forward. " He is starving in prison," she told herself;
"1 must lose no time" It was aweary journey. Every-
thing was new to her, and nearly everything was terrible.
She was even perplexed to see that however far she travelled
she’ came upon men and women and children. It was so
strange that all the world was peopled. Y et sometimes she
wished there were more people everywhere. That waswhen
she was crossing a barren waste with no house in sight and
never a sign of human life on any side. But oftener she
wished that the people were not so many; and that was
when the children mocked at her mule, or the women jeered
a her as if she must needs be a base person because she
was aone, or the men laughed and leered into her un-
covered face.

Before she had gone many miles her heart began to fail.
Everything was unlike what she expected. She had thought
the world so good that she had but to say to any that asked
her of her errand, " My father is in prison, they say that he
is starving; | am taking him food," and every one would
help her forward Though she had never put it to hersdf
9, yet she had reckoned in this way in spite of the warnings
of her neighbours. But no one was helping her forwardj
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few were looking on her with goodwill, and fewer dill with
pity and cheer.

The jogging of the mule, a most bony and stiff-limbed
beast, had flattened the panniers that hung by its side, and
made the round cakes of bread to protrude from the open
mouth of one of them. Seeing this, a line of market-women
going by, with bags of charcoa on their backs, snatched a
cake each as they passed and munched them and laughed.
Naomi tried to protest. " The bread is for my father," she
faltered; "heis in prison; they say he—" But the ex-
postulation that began thus timidly broke down of itself,
for the women laughed again out of their mouths choked
with the bread, and in another moment they were
gone.

Naomi's spirit was crushed, but she tried to keep up a
brave front dill.  To speak of her father again would be to
shame him.  The poor little illusions of the sweetness and
goodness of the world which, in spite of vague recollections
of Tetuan, she had struggled, since the coming of her sight,
to build up in her fresh young soul, were now tumbling to
pieces. After al, the world was very crud. It was the
same as if an angel out of the clouds had fallen on to the
earth and found her feet mired with clay.

Six hours after she had sat out from her home Naomi
came to a fondak which stood in those days outside the
wals of Tetuan on the south-western side.  The darkness
had closed in by this time, and she must needs rest there
for the night, but never until then had she reflected that
for such accommodation she would need money. Only a
few coppers were necessary, only twenty moozoonahs, that
she might lie in the shelter and safety of one of the pens
that were built for the deep of human creatures, and that
her mule might be tethered and fed on the manure heap
that congtituted the square space within. At last she be
thought her of her eggs and, though it went to her heart
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to use for hersdf what was meant for her father, she parted
with twelve of them, and some cakes of the bread besdes
that she might be allowed to pass the gate, telling hersdlf
repeatedly, with big throbs of remorse between her protesta:
tions, that unless she did so her father might never get
anything at dl.

The fondak was a miserable place, full of farming people
who were to go on to market at Tetuan in the morning, of
many animals of burden, and of countless dogs. It was the
eve of the month of Rabyd d-ood, and between the twilight
and the coming of night certain of the men watched for the
new moon, and when its thin bow appeared in the sky they
signalled its advent after their usual manner by firing their
flintlocks into the air, while their women, who were squat-
ting around, kept up a cooing chorus. Then came eating
and drinking, and laughing and singing, and playing the
ginbri, and feats of juggling, as well as snarling and quarrel-
ling and fighting, and aso peacemaking by means of a
cudgd wielded by the keeper of the fondak. With such
exercises the night passed into morning.

Naomi was sck. Her head ached. The smdl of rotten
*fish, the stench of the manure hesp, the braying of the
donkeys, the barking of the dogs, the grunt of the camels,
and the tumult of human voices made her light-headed.
She could neither eat nor deep.  Almost as soon as it was
light she was up and out and on her way. "1 must lose
no time" she thought, trying not to redise that the blue
sky was spinning round her, that noises were ringing in her
heed, and that her poor little heart, which had been so
stout only yesterday, was sinking very low.

¥ He must be starving," she told hersdf again, and that
helped her to forget her own troubles and to struggle on.
But oh, if the world were only not so crud, oh, if there were
any one to give her a word of cheer, nay, aglance of pity!
But nobody had looked a her except the women who
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atole her bread and the men who shamed her with ther
wicked eyes.

That one day's experience did more than al her life
before it to fill her with the bitter fruit of the tree of the
knowledge of good and evil. Her illusions fell away from
her, and her sweet childish faith was broken down. She
saw hersdf as she was: a simple girl, a child ignorant of
the ways of the world, going alone on a long journey
unknown to her, thinking to succour her father in prison,
and carrying a handful of eggs and a few poor cakes of
bread. When at length the scales fell from the eyes of
her mind, and as she trudged aong on her bony mule,
afraid to ask her way, she saw hersdf, with al her fine
purposes shrivelled up, do what she would to be brave,
she could not help but cry. It was al so vain, so foolish;
she was such a weak little thing. Her father knew this,
and that was why he told her to stay where he left her.
What if he came home while she was absent! Should
she go back ?

She had almost resolved to return, struggle as she might
to push forward, when going close under the town walls, near
to the very gate, the Bab Toot, whereat she had been cast
out with her father, remembering this scene of their abase-
ment with a new sense of its cruelty and shame born of
her own simple troubles, she lit upon a woman who was
coming out.

It was Habeebah. She was now the dave of Ben Aboo,
and was just then stedling away from the Kasbah in the
early morning that she might go in search of Naomi, whose
whereabouts and condition she had lately learned.

The two might have passed unknown, for Habeebah was
veiled, but that Naomi had forgotten her blanket and was
uncovered. In another moment “the poor frightened girl,
with dl her brave bearing gone, was weeping on the black

woman's breast
R
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"Whither are you going?' said Habeebah.

"To my father,” Naomi began. " Heisin prison; they
sy heis starving; 1 was taking food to him, but | am log,
| don't know my way, and besides——"

" The very thing ! " cried Habeebah.

Habeebah had her own little scheme. It was meant
to win emancipation at the hands of her master, and
paradise for her soul when she died. Naomi, who was
a Jewess, was to turn Muslima. That was dl. Then her
troubles would end, and wondrous fortune would descend
upon her, and her father who was in prison would be st
free.

Now, religion was nothing to Naomi; she hardly under-
stood what it meant. The differences of faith were lessthan
nothing, but her father was everything, and so she clutched
At Habeebah's bold promises like a drowning soul at the
froth of a bregker.

"My father will be let out of piison ? You are sure—
quite sure?" she asked.

"Quitesure," answered Habeebah stoutly.

Naomi's hopes of ever reaching her father were now faint,
and her poor little stock of eggs and bread looked like folly
to her new-born worldliness.

"Very wdl," shesaid. " | will turn Muslima."

A few minutes afterwards she was riding by Habeebah's
side into the town, through the Bab Toot across the Fedddn,
and up to the courtyard of the Kasbah, which had witnessed
the beginning of her own and her father's degradation.
Then, tethering the beast in the open sables there,
Habeebah took Naomi into her own little room and left
her aone for some minutes, while she hastened to Ben
Aboo in secret with her wondrous news.

"Lord Basha' she sad, " the beautiful Jewess Naomi,
the daughter of Israd ben Olid, will turn Mudima"

"Whereis she?" sad Ben Aboo.
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"Sidi," sad Habeebah, "I have promised that you witi
liberate her father."

"Fetch her," said Ben Aboo, "and it shall be done."

But meantime Fatimah had gone to Habeebah's room
and found Naomi there, and heard of the vain hope which
had brought her.

"My sweet jewel of gold and slver," the black woman
cried, "you don't know what you are doing. Turn
Muslima, and you will be parted from your father for
ever. He is a Jew, and will have no right to you any
more.  You will never, never see him again. He will be
lost to you—lost—I say—Ilost!"

Habeebah, with two of the guard, came back to take
Naomi to Ben Aboo. The poor girl was bewildered. She
had seen nothing but her father in Fatimah's protest, just
as she had seen nothing but her father in Habeebah's
promises. She did not know what to do, she was such a
poor weak little thing, and there was no strong hand to
guide her.

They led her through dark passages to an open place
which she thought she had seen before. It was a grest
patio, paved and walled with tiles. Men were standing
together there in red peaked caps and flowing white kaftans.
And before them al was one old man in garments that
were of the colour of the afternoon sun, with deeves like
the mouths of bells, a silver knife a his waistband, and
little leather bags, hung by yellow cords, about his neck.
Beside this man there was a woman of a laughing cruel
face, and she hersdf, Naomi, stood in the midst, with
every eye upon her.  Where had she seen dl this before?

Ben Aboo had often bethought him of the beautiful girl
snce he committed her father to prison. He cherished
schemes concerning her which he did not share with his
wife Katrina.  But he had hitherto been withheld by two
considerations: the first being that he was besst with
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difficulties arisng out of the demands of the Sultan for
more money than he could find, and the next that he
foresaw the necessity that might perchance arise of recdl-
ing Israel to his post. Out of these grave bedevilments
he had extricated himself a length by imposing dues on
certain tribes of Reefians, who had never yet acknowledged
the Sultan's authority, and by calling on the Sultan's army
to enforce them. The Sultan had come in answer to his
summons, the Reefians had been routed, their villages
burnt, and that morning at daybreak he had received a
message saying that Abd er-Rahman intended to keep the
feast of the Moolood a Tetuan. So this capture of Naomi
was the luckiest chance that could have befallen him
a such a moment. She should witness to the Prophet;
her father, the Jew, would thereby lose his rights in her;
and he himself, as her sole guardian, would present her
as a peace-offering to the Sultan on crossing the boundary
of his bashdic.

Such was the new plan which Ben Aboo straightway
conceived at hearing the news of Habeebah, and in another
moment he had propounded it to Katrina. But when
Naomi came into the patio, looking so soft, so timid, so
tired, yet so beautiful, so unlike his own painted beauties,
with the light of the dawn on her open face, with
her clear eyes and the sweet mouth of a child, his evil
passons had dl they could do not to go back to his
former scheme.

" So you wish to turn Musiima?" he said.

Naomi gave one dazed look around, and then cried in a
voice of fear, *' No, no, no!"

Ben Aboo glanced at Habeebah, and Habeebah fell upon
Naomi with protests and remonstrances. "She sad "
Jabecbeh cried. "1 will turn Mudima' she sid.  Yes
Sdi, she sad o, | swear it i"

" Did you say so?" asked Ben Aboo.



HOW NAOMI TURNED MUSLIMA. 261

"Yes" said Naomi faintly.

" Then, by Allah, there can be no going back now," sad
Ben Aboo; and he told her what was the penalty of apos-
tasy. It was desth. She must choose between them,

Naomi began to cry, and Ben Aboo to laugh at her,
and Habeebah to plead with her. Still she saw one thing
only. " But what of my father ?" she sad.

"He shall be liberated," said Ben Aboo.

" But shall | see him again? Shal | go back to him?"
said Naomi.

" The girl is a simpleton !" said Katrina

"She is only a child,” sad Ben Aboo, and with one
glance more at her flower-like face, he committed her for
three days to the apartments of his women.

These apartments consisted of a garden overgrown by
straggling weeds, with a fountain of muddy water in the
middle, an oblong room that was stifling from many per-
fumes, and certain smaler chambers. The garden was
inhabited by a gazelle, whose great startled eyes looked
out through the long grass, and the oblong room by a
number of women of varying ages among whom were a
matronly Mooress, cdled Tarha, in a scarlet head-dress,
and with a string of grest keys swung from shoulder to
waist; a Circassan, cdled Hoolia, in a gorgeous ridi
of red slk and gold brocade; a Frenchwoman, cdled
Josephine, with embroidered red dlippers and black stock-
ings; and a Jewess, cdled Sol, with a band of sk handker-
chiefs tied round her forehead above her coa-black curls,
with her ringers pricked out with henna and her eyes
darkened with kohl.

Such were Ben Aboo's wives and concubines and
taptives, whom he had not divorced according to his pro-
mise ; and when Naomi came among them they did their
duty by their master faithfully. Being trapped themsdlves,
they tried to entrap Naomi adso. They overwhelmed her
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with careses they went into ecdases over her beauty, and
caused the future which awaited her to shine before her
gyes  She would have a noble husband, magnificent
dresses, a brilliant paace, and the world would be at her
feet. "And what's the difference between Moosa and
Mohammed?' sad Sol; "look at me!" "Tut!" sad
Josephine, "there's nothing to choose between them."
"For my part," sad Tarha, " | don't see what it matters
to us; they say Paradise is for the men!" "And think
of the jewels, and the earrings as big as a bracelet," said
Hoolia, " instead of this;" and she drew away between her
thumb and first finger the blanket which Naomi's neighbour
had given her.

It was al to no purpose. "But what of my father?"
Naomi asked again and again.

The women logt patience at her simplicity, gave up their
solicitations, ignored her, and busied themselves with their
own affairs. " Tut!" they said, " why should we want her
to be made awife of the Sultan? She would only wak
over us like dirt whenever she came to Tetuan.”

Then, sitting alone in their midst, listening to ther
talk, their tales, their jests, and their laughter, the unseen
mantle fell upon Naomi at last, which made her a woman
who had hitherto beEn a child. In* this hothouse of sickly
odours these women lived together, having no occupation
but that of eating and drinking and Sleeping, no educa
tion but devising new means of pleasing the lust of their
husband's eye, no delight but that of supplanting one
another in his love, no passion but jealousy, no diversion
but sporting on the roofs, no end but death and the
Kabar.

Seeing the usdessness of the sege Ben Aboo trans
ferred Naomi to the prison, and st Habeebah to guard
her. The black woman was in terror a the turn that
events kad teken. There was nothing to do now but
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tx> go on, so she importuned Naomi with prayers. How
could she be so hard-hearted ? Could she keep her father
famishing in prison when one word out of her lips would
liberate him? Naomi had no answer but her tears. She
remembered the hareem, and cried.

Then Ben Aboo thought of a daring plan. He cdled
the Grand Rabbi, and commanded him to go to Naomi
and convert her to Idam. The Rabbi obeyed with
trembling. After al, it was the same God that both
peoples worshipped, only the Moors called Him Allah
and the Jews Jehovah. Naomi knew little of either.
It was not of God that she was thinking: it was only
of her father. She was too innocent to see the trick,
but the Rabbi failled He kissed her, and went away
wiping his eyes,

Rumour of Naomi's plight had passed through the town,
and one night a number of Moors came secretly to a
lane at the back of the Kasbah, where a narrow window
opened into her cell. They told her in whispers that
what she held as tragical was a very simple matter.
"Turn Muslima," they pleaded, " and save yourself. You
are too young to die Resign yourself, for God's sake."
But no answer came back to them where they were
gathered in the darkness, save low sobs from inside
the wall.

At lag Ben Aboo made two announcements. The
first, a public one, was that Abd er-Rahman would reach
Tetuan within two days, on the opening of the feast of
the Moolood, and the other, a private one, that if Naomi
had not said the Kelmah by first prayers the following
morning she should die and her father be cut off as the
pendty of her apostasy.

That night the place under the narrow window in the
dark lane was occupied by a group of Jews " Sder,"
they whispered, " Sster of our people, lien. The Basha
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is a hard man. This day he has robbed us of al we
had that he may pay for the Sultan's visit. Listen! We
have heard something. We want Israd ben Olid back
among us. He was our father, he was our brother. Save
his life for the sake of our children, for the Basha has
taken their breed. Save him, siger, we beg, we entredt,
wepray."

Naomi broke down at last. Next morning a dawn,
kneeling among men in the Grand Mosque in theMet& nar,
she repeated the Word after the Imdn: " | testify that
there,is no God .but God* and that our Lord [Mohammad
ighe, messenger .of God; | am truly resigned,™

Then she was taken back to the women's apartments,
and dad gorgeoudy  Her child face was wet with tears.
She was only a poor wesak little thing, she knew nothing of
religion, she loved her father better than God, and all the
world was against her.



CHAPTER XXIII.
ISRAEL'S RETURN FROM PRISON.

SUCH was the method of Isradl's release.  But, knowing
nothing of the price which had been paid for it, he was
filled with animmensejoy. Nay, his happiness was quite
childish, so suddenly had the darkness which hung over
his life been lifted away. Any one who had seen him in
prison would have been puzzled by the change as he came
away from it. He laughed with the courier who walked
with him to the town gate, and jested with the gate porter
as with an old acquaintance. His voice was merry, his
eye gleamed in the rays of the lantern, his face was
flushed, and his step was light. " Afraid to travel in the
night? No, no, Il meet nothing worse than myself.
Others may who meet me? Ha ha! Perhaps 0, per-
haps so!" " No evil with you, brother?" " No evil,
praise be God." "Well, peace be to you!" "On you be
peace !" " May your morning be blessed!  Good-night!"
" Good-night! " Then with a wave of the hand he was
gone into the darkness.

It was a wonderful night The moon, which was in its
first quarter, was till low in the east, but the sars were
thick overhead, making a silvery dome that almost ob-
literated the blue. Rivers were rumbling on the hillside,
an owl was hooting in the distance, kine that could not
be seen were chewing audibly near a hand, and sheep
like patches of white in the gloom were scuttling through
the grass before lsrad's foot%gps * lsrael walked quickly,
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tracing his course between the two arms of the Jebd
Shesha*wan, whose summits were visible against the sky.
The ar was cool and moigt, and a gentle breeze was bloi -
ing from the s\ Oh! the joy of it to him who had lain
long months in prison! Israel drank in the night air as
ayoung colt drinks in the wind.

And if it was night in the world without, it was day in
Isradl's heart. "I am going to be happy,” he told him-
sdf, "yes, very happy, very happy." He raised his eyes to
heaven, and a star, bigger and brighter than the rest, hung
over the path before him. "It is leading me to Naomi,"
he thought. He knew that was folly, but he could not
restrain his mind from foolishness. And at least she had
the same moon and stars above her deep, for she would be
deeping now. "l am coming," he cried. He fixed his
eye on the bright star in front and pushed forward, never
resting, never pausing.

The morning dawned. Long rippling waves of morning
ar came down the mountains, cool, chill, and moist. The
grey light became tinged with red. Then the sun rose
somewhere. It had not yet appeared, but the peak of the
western hill was flushed and a raven flew out and perched
on the point of light Isragl's breast expanded, and he
strode on with a firmer step. " She will be waking soon,”
he told himself.

The world awoke. From unseen places birds began to
sing—the wheatear in the crevices of the rocks, the sedge-
warbler among the rushes of the rivers. The sun strode
up over the hill summit, and then al the earth below was
bright Dewdrops sparkled on the late flowers, and lay
like vast spiders webs over the grass, sheep began to bleat,
dogs to bark, kine to low, horses to cross each other's
necks, and over the freshness of the air came the smdl ol
peat and of green boughs burning. lirael did not stop,
but pushed on with new eagerness. " She will have risen
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now,"> he told himsdf. He could amost fancy he saw
her opening the door and looking out for him in the sun-
light.

"Poor little thing," he thought, "how she misses me!
But | am coming, | am coming!"

The country looked very beautiful, and strangely changed
gnce he saw it last. Then it had been like a dead man's
face; now it wes like a face that was aways smiling. And
though the year was so old it seemed to be quite young.
No tired look of autumn, no warning of winter; only the
freshness and vigour of spring. "1 am going to see my
child, and | shal be happy yet," thought Isragl. The
dust of life seemed to hang on him no longer.

He came to a little village caled Dar el Fakeer—" the
house of the poor one." The place did not even justify its
name, for it was a cinereous wreck. Not a living creature
was to be seen anywhere.  The village had been sacked by
the Sultan's army, and its inhabitants had fled to the
mountains. Isragl paused a moment, and looked into one
of the ruined houses. He knew it must have been the
house of a Jew, for he could recognise it by its smell. The
floor was strewn over with rubbish—cans, kettles, water-
bottles, a woman's handkerchief, and a dainty red dipper,
On the ragged grass in the court within there were some
little stones built up into tiny squares, and bits of stick
stuck into the ground in lines. A young girl had lived
in that house; children had played there; the gaunt and
silent place breathed of their spirits ill. " Poor souls !"
thought Isragl, but the troubles of others could not
realy touch him. At that very moment his heat was
joyful.

The day was warm, but not too hot for waking. Isad
did not fed weary, and so he went on without regting.
He reckoned how far it was from Shdwan to his home
near Sanxa It was nearly seventy miles. That distance
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would take two days and two nights to cover on foot. He
had left the prison on Wednesday night, and it would be
Friday at sunset before he reached Naomi. It was now
Thursday morning. He must lose no time. "You seg
the poor little thing will be waiting, waiting, waiting," he
told himself. " These sweet creatures are al so impatient;
yes, yes, 0 foolishly impatient, God bless them !"

He met people on the road, and hailed them with good
cheer. They answered his greetings sadly, and a few of
them told him of their trouble. Something they said of
Ben Aboo, that he demanded a hundred dollarswhich they
could not pay, and something of the Sultan, that he had
ransacked their houses and then gone on with hisgrest army,
his twenty wives, and fifteen tents to keep the feast at Tetuan.
But Isradl hardly knew what they told him, though he
tried to lend an ear to their story. He was thinking out
awonderful scheme for the future. With Naomi he was
to leave Morocco. They were to sail for England.  Freg,
mighty, noble, beautiful England! Ah, how it shonein his
memory, the little white island of the seal His mother's
home! England! Yes, hewould gobacktoit True he
had no friends there now; but what matter of that? Ah
yes, hewas old, and the rall-cdl of his kindred showed him
pitiful gaps. His mother! Ruth! But he had Naomi
dill. Naomi! He spoke her name aloud, softly, tenderly,
caressingly, asif hiswrinkled hand were on her hair.  Then
recovering himself, he laughed to think that he could be so
childish.

Near to sunset he came upon a dooar, a tent village, in a
waste place. It was pitched in awide circle, and opened
inwards. The animals were picketed in the centre, where
children and dogs were playing, and the voices of men and
women came from inside the tents. Fires were burning
unaer kettles swung from triangles, and sight of this reminded
Isael that he had not eaten snce the previous day. "l
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must have food," he thought, "though T do not fee
hungry." So he stopped, and the wandering Arabs hailed
him. " Markdbabikum !" they cried from where they sa
within,

"You are very welcome !  Welcome to our lofty land !"
Their land was the world.

Israel went into one of the tents, and sat down to a dish
of boiled beans and black bread. It was very swedt. A
man was eating beside him; a woman, half dressed, and
with face uncovered, was suckling a child while she worked
aloom which was fastened to the tent's two upright poles.
Some fowls were nestling for the night under the tent wing,
and ayoung girl was by turns churning milk by tossing it
in agoat'sskin and baking cakes on afire of dried thistles
crackling in a hole over three stones. All were laughing
together, and Israel laughed along with them.

" On along journey, brother?" said the man.

"No, oh no, no" sad lsrae. "Only to Semsa, no
farther."

"Well, you must deep here to-night," sad the Arab.

"Ah, | cannot do that," said Isradl

"No?"

"Yousee | am going back to my little daughter. She
is done, poor child, and has not seen her old father for
months. Really it iswrong of a man to stay away such a
time. These tender creatures are so impatient, you know.
And then they imagine such things, do they not? Wadl,
| suppose we must humour them—that's what | always

" But look, the night is coming, and a dark one too I"
sad the woman.

" Oh, nothing, that's nothing, sder,” sad Isad. " Wdl,
peace! Farewdl dl, farewell!"

Waving his hand he went away laughing, but before he
had gone far the darkness overtook him It came down
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from the mountains like a dense black cloud Not a dar
in the sky, not a gleam on the land, darkness ahead of him,
darkness behind, one thick pal hanging in the air on every
dde. Sl for awhilehe toiled along. Every step was an
effort The ground seemed to sink under him. It was like
walking on mattresses.  He began to fed tired and nervous
and spiritless. A cold sweat broke out on his brow, and at
length, when the sound of a river came from somewhere
near, though on which side of him he could not tell, he had
no choicebut to stop.  "After al, it is better," he thought.
" Strange, how things happen for the best! | must deep
to night, for to-morrow night | will get no deep a al. No,
for | shal have so many thingsto say and to ask and to
hear."

Consoling him thus, he tried to deep where he was, and
as dumber crept upon him in the darkness, with five-and-
twenty heavy miles of dense night between him and his
home, he crooned and talked to himself in a childish way
that he might comfort his aching heart. "Yes, | must
sleep—sleep—to-morrow she must deep and | must watch
by her—watch by her as | used to do—used to do—how
soft and beautiful—how beautiful—sleeping—sleep—Ah 1"

When he awoke the sun had risen. The sealay before
him in the distance, the blue Mediterranean stretching out
to the blue sky. He was on the borders of the country of
the Beni-Hassan, and, after wading the river, which he had
heard in the night, he began again on his journey. It was
now Friday morning, and by sunset of that day he would
be back at his home near Semsa. Already he could see
Tetuan far away, girt by its white walls, and perched on
the hillsde. Yonder it lay in the sunlight, with the snow-
tipped heights above it, a white blaze surrounded by orange
orchards.

Uut how dizzy he wasl How the world went round!
How the earth trembled! Was the glare of the sun too
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fierce that morning, or had his eyes grown dim? Going
blind? Waell, even s0, he would not repine, for Naomi
could see now. She would see for him dso. How sweet
to see through Naomi's eyes! Naomi was young and
joyous, and bright and blithe. All the world was new to
her, and strange and beautiful. It would be a second and
far sweeter youth.

Naomi—Naomi—always Naomi! He had thought of
her hitherto as she had appeared to him during the few days
of their happy lives &t Semsa. But now he began to
wonder if time had not changed her since then. Two
months and a half—it seemed so long! He had visions
of Naomi grown from a sweet girl to a lovely woman. A
great soul beamed out of her big, sow eyes. He himself
approached her meekly, humbly, reverently. Nevertheless,
he was her father still—her old, tired, dim-eyed father, and
she led him here and there, and described things to him.
He could see and hear it dl. First Naomi's voice: " A
bow in the sky—red, blue, crimson—oh! " Then his own
deeper one, out of its lightsome darkness: " A rainbow,
child'" Ah1 the dreams were beautiful! :

He tried to recal the very tones of Naomi's voice—the
voice of his poor dead Ruth—and to remember the song
that she used to sing—the song she sang in the patio on
that great night of the moonlight, when he was returning
home from the Bab Ramooz, and heard her singing from

the street—
Within my heart a voice
Bids earth and heaven rejoice.

He sang the song to himsdf as he toiled dong. With a
little lisp he sang it, so that he might cheat himsdf and
think that the voice he was making was Naomi's voice and
not his own.

Towards midday Igad came under the wals of Tetuan,
between the Sultan's gardens and the flour-mills that are
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turned by the escaping sewers, and there he lit upon a
company of Jews. They were a deputation that had come
out from the town to meet him, and at first sight of his
face they were shocked. He had left Tetuan a stricken
man, it was true, but strong and firm, fifty years of age and
resolute.  Six months had passed, and he was coming back
as awesk, broken, shattered, doddering, infirm old man of
eighty. Their hearts fell low before they spoke, but after
a pause one of them—Israel knew him : a grey-bearded
man, his name was Solomon Laredo—stepped up and
sd, " Israel ben Olid, our poor Tetuan is in trouble. It
needs you. Alas! we dedt ill with you, but God has
punished us, and we are brothers now. Come back to us,
we pray of you; for we have heard of a great thing that is
coming to pass. Listen !"

Something" they told him then of Mohammed of
Mequinez, follower of Seedna Ai'sa (Jesus of Nazareth),
but a good man nevertheless, and aso something they
sad of the Spaniards and of one Marsha O'Donnel, who
was to bombard Marteel. But Israel heard very little.
"I think my hearing must be failing me" he said; and
then he laughed lightly, as if that did not greatly matter.
"And to tell you the truth, though | pity my poor
brethren, 1 can no longer help them. God will raise up
a better minister."

" Never!" cried the Jews in many voices,

"Anyhow," sad Isadl, "my life among you is ended
| set no store by place and power. What does the English
poet sy, 'In the great hand of God | sand.! Sheke
speare— oh, a mighty creature—one who knew where
the soul of a man lay. But | forget, youVe not lived
in England. Do you know | am to go there agan,
and to take my little daughter? You remember her—
ISLomi—a charming girl  She can see now, and hear,
and speek also!  Yes for God hes lifted His hand away
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from her, and | am going to be very happy. Well, | must
leave you, brothers. The little one will be waiting. |
must not keep her too long, must | ? Peace, peace! "

Seeing his profound faith, no one dared to tell him the
truth that was on every tongue. A wave of compassion
swept over dl. The deputation stood and watched him
until he had sunk under the hill.

And now, being come thus near to home, Israd's im-
patience robbed him of some of his happy confidence and
filled him with fears. He began to think of al the evil
chances that might have befallen Naomi. His absence had
been so long, and so many things might have happened
since he went away. In this mood he tried to run. It
was a poor uncertain shamble. At nearly every step the
body lurched for poise and balance.

At last he came to a point of the path from which, as
he knew, the little rush-covered house ought to be seen.
"“It's yonder," he cried, and pointed it out to himself
with uplifted finger. The sun was sinking, and its strong
rays were in his face. " She's there, | see her!" he
shouted. A few minutes later he was near the door.
"No, my eyes deceived me" he said in a damp voice.
" Or perhaps she has gone in—perhaps she's hiding—the
Sweet rogue!"

The door was half open; he pushed it and entered the
house. " Naomi!" he cdled in a voice like a caress.
" Naomi! " His voice trembled now. " Come to me,
come, dearest; come quickly, quickly, | cannot see!"
He listened. There was not a sound, not a movement
"“Naomi!" The name was like a gurgle in his throat.
There was a pause, and then he sad very feebly and
simply, "She's not here.”

He looked around, and picked up something from the
floor. It was a dipper covered with mould As he gazed

upon it a change came over his face. Dead? Was Naomi
S
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dead? He had thought of death before—for himsdf, for
others, never for Naomi. At a stride the awful thing was
on him. Death| Oh, oh!

, With a helpless, broken, blind look he was standing in
the middle of the floor with the dipper in his hand, when
a footstep came to the door. He flung the dipper away
and threw open hisarms. Naomi—it must be she 1

It was Fatimah. She had come in secret, that the evil
news of what had been done at the Kasbah and the Mosque
might not be broken to Israel too suddenly. He met her
with aterrible question. " Where is she laid ?" he sad in
a voice of awe.

Fatimah saw his error instantly. " Naomi isdive" she
said, and, seeing how the clouds lifted off his face, she
added quickly, " and well, very well"

That is not telling a falsehood, she thought; but when
Isradl, with a cry of joy which was partly pain, flung hit
arms about her, she saw what she had done.

"Where is she?' he cried. " Bring her, you dear
good soul. Why is she not here? Lead me to her,
leed me!"

Then Fatimah began to wring her hands. " Alas 1" she
sad, weeping, " that cannot be"

Israel steadied himself and waited. " She cannot come
to you, and neither can you go to her,” sad Fatimah.
"But she is well, oh! very well. Poor child, she is at
the Kasbah—no, no, not the prison— oh no, she is happy
—I mean she is well, yes, and cared for—indeed, she is
a the paace—the women's palace—but set your mind
easy—she—"
easy—sheWithsuchbroken, blunderingwordsthegoodwoman
blurted out the truth, and tried to deaden the blow of it
But the soul lives fast, and Isradl lived a lifetime in that
moment .

"Tht palace!" he said in a bewildered way. "The
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women's palace—the women's——" and then broke off
ghortly. " Fatimah, | want to go to Naomi," he sad.

And Fatimah stammered, " Alas| das! you cannot, you
never can——"

" Fatimah," said Israel, with an awful calm. " Can't you
se, woman, | have come home? | and Naomi have been
long parted. Do you not understand ?—I| want to go to
my daughter."

"Yes yes" sad Fatimah; " but you can never go to her
any more. Sheisin the women's apartments——"

Then a great hoarse groan came from |sragl's throat.

" Poor child, it was not her fault. Listen,” said Fatimah;
“only listen."

But Israel would hear no more. The torrent of his
fury bore down everything before it Fatimah's feeble
protests were drowned. " Silence!" he cried. " What
need is there for words? She is in the palacel—that's
enough. The women's palace—the hareem—what more
is thereto say ?"

Putting the fact so to his own consciousness, and seeing
it grosdly in all its horror, his passion fell like a breaking
in of waters. " O God !" he cried, " my enemy casts me
into prison. | lie there, rotting, starving. | think of my
little daughter left behind alone. | hasten home to her.
But where is she? Sheis gone. She is in the house
of my enemy. Curse her1 ... Ah! no, no; not that,
either | Pardon me, O God ; not that, whatever happens!
But the palace—the women's paace. Naomi! My little
daughter! Her face was so sweet, so smple | could
have sworn that she was innocent. My lovel my dovel
| had only to look at her to see that she loved me! And
now the hareem—that hell; and Ben Aboo—that libertine
| have lost her for ever | Yet her soul was mine—| wrestled
with God for it—"

He dopped suddenly, his face became awfully dit-
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coloured, he dropped to his knees on the floor, lifted his
eyes and his hands towards heaven, and cried in a voice
at once stern and heartrending, " Kill her, O God! Kill
her body, O my God, that her soul may be mine again I"

At this awful cry Fatimah fled out of the hut. It was
the last voice of tottering reason. After that he became
quiet, and when Fatimah returned the following morning
he was talking to himself in a childish way while sitting at
the door, and gazing before him with a lifeless look.
Sometimes he quoted Scriptures which were startlingly true
to his own condition: "1 am daone, | am a companion to
owls. ... | have cleansed my heart invain. . . . My feet
are dmost gone, my steps have well-nigh dipped. ... | am
as one whom his mother comforteth."

Between these Scriptures there were low incoherent cries
and simple foolish play-words. Again and again he caled
on Naomi, always softly and tenderly, as if her name were
a sacred thing. At times he appeared to think that he was
back in prison, and made a little prayer—aways the same
—that some one should be kept from harm and evil. Once
he seemed to hear a voice that cried, " Israel ben Oliel!
Israel ben Oliel!" " Here' Israd is here!" he answered.
He thought the Kaid was cdling him. The Kad was
the King. "Yes, | will go back to the King," he sad.
Then he looked down at his tattered kaftan, which was
mired with dirt, and tried to brush it clean, to button it,
and to tie up the ragged threads of it At last he cried,
as if servants were about him and he were a master ill,
" Bring me robes—clean robes—white robes; | am going
back to the King!"



CHAPTER XXIV
THE ENTRY OF THE SULTAN.

MEANTIME Tetuan waslooking for the visit of His Shereefian
Magjesty, the Sultan Abd er-Rahman. He had been heard
of about four hours away, encamped with his Ministers, a
portion of his hareem, and a detachment of his army, some-
where by the foot of Beni Hosmar. His entry was fixed
for eight ocock next morning, and preparations for his
coming; were everywhere afoot.  All other occupations were
a a standstill, and nothing was to be heard but the noise
and clamour of the cleansing of the streets, and the hanging
of flags and of carpets.

Early on the following morning a street-crier came, beat-
ingadrum, and crying in a hoarsevoice, " Awake! Awake!
Come and greet your Lord! Awake! Awake!"

In a little while the streets were alive with motley and
noisy crowds. The sun was up, if gill red and hazy, and
the sunlight came like a tunnel of gold down the swampy
valey and from over the sea; the orange orchards lying to
the south, caled the gardens of the Sultan, were red rather
than yelow, and the snowy crests of the mountain heights
above them were crimson rather than white. In the town
itsdf the small red flag that is the Moorish ensign hung out
from every house, and carpets of various colours swung on
many wals.

The sun was not yet high before the Sultan's army begen
to arrive. It was a mixed and noisy throng that came first,
a sort of ragged regiment of Arabs, with long guns, and
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with their gun-cases wrapped about their heads—a big gang
of wild country-folk lately enlisted as soldiers.  They poured
into the town at the western gate, and shuffled and jostled
.and_squeezed their way through the narrow streets, firing
recklessly into the air, and shouting as they went, " Abd &r-
Rahman is coming! The Sultan is coming! Dogsl Men!
Believers! Infidels! Come out! come out! ."

Thus they went puffing along, covered with dust and
sweltering in perspiration, and at every frebh shot and shout
the streets they passed through grew denser. But it was a
grim satire on their lawless loyalty that ailmost at their hedls
there came into the town, not the Sultan himself, but a
troop of his prisoners from the mountains. Ten of them
there were in al, guarded by ten soldiers, and they made a
sorry spectacle. They were chained together, man to man
in singlefile, not hand to hand or leg to leg, but neck to
neck. So had they walked a hundred miles, never separated
night or day, either sleeping or waking, or faint or strong.
The feet of some were bare and torn, and dripping blood;
the faces of dl were black with grime, and streaked with
lines of sweat. And thus they toiled into the streets in
that sunlight of God's own morning, under the red ensigns
of Morocco, by the many-coloured carpets of Rabat, to the
Kasbah beyond the market-place. They were Reefians
whose homes the Sultan had just stripped, whose villages
ht had just burnt, whose wives and children he had just
driven into the mountains. And they were going to die
in his dungeons.

It was seven oclock by this time, and rumour had it
that the Sultan's train was moving down the valley. From
the roofs of the houses a vast human ant-hill could be seen
swarming across the plain in the disance. Then came
some rapid transformations of the scene bdlow. Fird the
streets were desarted by every decent blue jellab and clean
white turban within range of sght These presently.
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regppeared on the roofs of the principa thoroughfare,
where groups of women, closdy covered in their haks,
had aready begun to congregate with their dark attendants,
Next, a body of the townsmen who possessed firearms
mounted guard on the walls to protect the town from
the lawlessness of the big army that was coming. Then
into the Fedddn, the square market-place, came pouring
from their own little quarter within its separate walls
a throng of Jewish in their black  gaberdines
and skull-caps, men and women and children, carry-
ing banners that bore loya inscriptions, twanging at
tambourines and crying in wild discords, "God bless
our Lord 1" " God give victory to our Lord the
Sultan !"

The poor Jews got small thanks for such loyalty to the
last of the Caliphs of the Prophet. Every ragged Moor
in the streets greeted them with exclamations of menace
and abhorrence.  Even the blind beggar crouching at the
gate lifted up his voice and cursed them.

" Get out, you Jew ! God burn your father! Dogs,
take off your slippers—Abd er-Rahman is coming !"

Thus they were scolded and abused on every side, kicked,
cuffed, jostled, and wedged together well-nigh to suffocation.
Their banners were torn out of their hands, their tam-
bourines were broken, their voices were drowned, and
finally they were driven back into their Mdlah and shut
up there, and forbidden to look upon the entry of the
Sultan even from their roofs.

And the vagabonds and ragamuffins among the faithful
in the streets, having got rid of the unbelievers, had enough
ado to keep peace among themselves. They pushed and

"sruggled and stormed and cried and laughed and
clamoured down this main artery of the town through
which the Sultan's train must pass.  Men and boys, wotoen
ads and young girls, donkeys with packs, bony mules too
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and a lesst one dirty and terrified old camd It was a
confused and uproarious babel. Angry black faces thrust
into white ones, flashing eyes and gleaming white teeth,
and clenched fists uplifted. Human voices barking like
dogs, yelping like hyenas, shrill and guttural, piercing and
grating. Prayings, beggings, quarrellings, cursings.

"Arrah! Arrah ! Arrah!"

" O Merciful! O Giver of good to all!"

" Curses on your grandfather !"

"Allah! Allah! Allah!"

"Balak! Bdlak 1 Balak!"

But presently the wild throng fell into order and silence.
The gate of the Kasbah was thrown open, and a line of
soldiers came out, headed by the Kaid of Tetuan, and
moved on towards the city wall. The rabble were thrust
back, the soldiers were drawn up in lines on either side of
the street, and the Kaid, Ben Aboo himsdlf, took a position
by the western gate.

By this time there was commotion on the town walls
among the townsmen who had gathered there. The
Sultan's army was drawing near, a confused and disorderly
mass of human beings moving on from the plain. As they
came up to the walls, the people who were standing on
the house-roofs could see them, and as they were ordered
away to encamp by the river, none could help but hear
their shouts and oaths.

When the motley and noisy concourse had been driven
off to their camping-ground, the gates of the town were
thrown wide, for the Sultan himself was at hand.

Firs came two soldiers afoot, and then followed five
artillerymen, with their small pieces packed on mules. Next
came mounted standard-bearers four deep, some in red,
some in blue, and some in green. Then came the out-
runners and the spearmen, and then the Sultan's six led
horses.  And then at length, with the great red umbrella
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of roydty held over him, came the Sultan himsdf, the
elderly sensudigt, with his dusky cheeks, his rheumy eyes,
his thick lips, and his heavy nogtrils. The fat Father of
Idam was mounted that day on a snow-white stalion.
bedecked in gorgeous trappings. Its bridle was of green
slk, embroidered in gold.  Solomon's sed was stamped on
its head-gear, and the tooth of a boar—a safeguard against
the evil eye—was suspended from its neck. Its saddle was
of orange damask, with girths of stout silk, and its stirrups
were of chased silver. The Sultan's own frappings were
of the colour of his horse. His kaftan was of white cloth,
with an embroidered leathern girdle; his turban was of
white cotton, and his kisa was also white and transparent

As he passed under the archway of the town's gate the
cannon of the Kasbhah boomed forth a salute, Ben Aboo
dismounted and kissed his stirrup, and the crowds in the
streets burst upon him with blessings.

" God bless our Lord ! "

"Sultan Abd er-Rahman !

" God prolong the life of our Lord !

He seemed hardly to hear them.  Once his hand touched
his breast when the Kaid approached him. After that he
looked neither to the right nor to the left, nor gave any sign
of pleasure or recognition. Nevertheless the people in the
streets ceased not to greet him with deafening acclama
tions.

"All's well, dPs well," they told each other, and pointed
to the white horse—the sign of peace—which the Sultan
rode, and to the riderless black horse—the sign of strife—
that pranced behind him.

The women on the housetops aso, in their hooded cloaks,
welcomed the Sultan with a shrill ululation: " Yoo-yoo,
y0o-yoo, yoo-yoo!"

Not content with this, the usual greeting of their sex and
nation, some of them who had hitherto been closdy veiled
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threw back their muslin coverings, exposed their faces to hu
face, and welcomed him with more articulate cries.

He gave them neither a smile nor a glance, but rode
straight onward. Beside him walked the fly-flappers, flap-
ping the air before his podgy cheeks with long scarfs of
slk, and behind him rode his Ministers of State, five deck
dogs who daily fed his appetites on carrion that his head
might be like his stomach, and their power over him thereby
the greater. After the Ministers of State came a part of
the roya hareem. The ladies rode on mules, and were
attended by eunuchs.

Such was the entry into Tetuan of the Sultan Abd er-
Rahman. In their heart of hearts did the people rgoice
at his visit? No. Too well they knew that the tyrant
had done nothing for his subjects but take their taxes.
Not a man had he protected from injustice; not a woman
had he saved from dishonour. Never a rich usurer anong
them but trembled at his messages, nor a poor wretch but
dreaded his dungeons. His law existed only for himself;
his government had no object but to collect his dues.
And yet his people had received him amid wild vocifera-
tions of welcome.

Fear, fear! Fear it was in the heart of the rich man on
the housetops, whose moneys were hidden, as well as in
the darkened soul of the blind beggar at the gate, whose
eyes had been gouged out long ago because he dared not
divulge the secret place of his wedlth.

But early in the evening of that same day, at the comers
of quiet streets, in the covered ways, by the doors of bezaars,
among the horses tethered in the fondaks, wheresoever
two men could stand and talk unheard and unobserved by a
third, one secret message of twofold significance passed with
the voice of smothered joy from lip to lip. And this was
the vay and the word of it:—

" She is back in the Kasbah !"



THE ENTRY OP THE SULTAN. 283

" The daughter of Ben Olid ? Thank God ! But why ?
Has she recanted ?"

"She has fallen sck.”

" And Ben Aboo has sent her to prison ?"

"He thinks that the physician who will cure her
quickest."

"Allah save us! The dog of dogs! But God be
praised! At least she is saved from the Sultan.'

"For the present, only for the present."

" For ever, brother, for ever! Listen! your er. A
word of news for your news: the Mahdi is coming! The
boy has been for him."

"Bismillah! Ben Oliel's boy ? "

"Ali. He is back in Tetuan. And listen againl Be-
hind the Mahdi comes the——"

"Yk Allah! well?"

"Hark! A footstep on the street—some oneisnear——"

"But quick. Behind the Mahdi—what ? "

"God will show | In peace, brother, in peace "

" In peace 1"



CHAPTER XXV.
THE COMING OF THE MAHDL

THE Mahdi came back in the evening. He had no stan-
dard-bearers going before him, no outrunners, no spear-
men, nofly-flappers, no ministers of state; he rode nowhite
stallion in gorgeous trappings, and was himself bedecked in
no snowy garments. His ragged following he had left
behind him; he was aone; he was afoot; a selham of
rough grey cloth was all his bodily adornment; yet he was
mightier than the monarch who had entered Tetuan that
day.

He passed through the town not like a sultan, but like a
saint; not like a conquering prince, but like an avenging
angd. Outsidethe town he had come upon the great body
of the Sultan's army lying encamped under the walls. The
townspeople who had shut the soldiers out, with al the
rabble of their following, had nevertheless sent them fifty
camels' load of keskoo, and it had been served in equal
pats, half a pound to each man. Where this mea had
already been eaten, the usua charlatans of the market-
place had been busily plying their accustomed trades.
Black jugglers from Zoos, sham snake-charmers from the
desert, and story-tellers both grave and facetious, al twang-
ing their hideous ginbri, had been seated on the ground in
hdf-circles of soldiers and their women. But the Mahdi
had broken up and scattered every group of them.

"Away !" he had cried. " Away with your uncleanness

and deception.”
"y
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And the foulest babbler of them dl, hot with the exercise
of the indecent gestures wherewith he illustrated his filthy
tde, had slunk off like a pariah dog.

As the Mahdi entered the town a number of moun-
taineers in the Fedddn were going through their feats of
wonder-play before a multitude of excited spectators. Two
tribes, mounted on wild barbs, were charging in line from
opposite sides of the sguare, some seated, some kneeling,
some standing. Midway across the market-place they were
charging, horses at full gallop, firing their muskets, then
reining in at a horse's length, throwing their barbs on their
haunches, wheeling round and galoping back, amid
deafening shouts of " Allah! Allah! Allah!"

" Allah indeed !" cried the Mahdi, striding into their
midst without fear. " That is al the part that God plays
in this land of iniquity and bloodshed. Away, away !"

The people separated, and the Mahdi turned towards the
Kashah. As he approached it, the lanes leading to the
Feddai were being cleared for the mad antics of the
Alissdwar  Before they saw him the fanatics came out in
al the force of their acting brotherhood, a score of half-
naked men, and one other entirely naked, attended by
their high-priests, the Mukaddameen, three old patriarchs
with long white beards, wearing dark flowing robes and
carrying torches. Then goats and dogs were riven alive
and eaten raw; while women and children, crouching in
the gathering darkness overhead, looked down from
the roofs and shuddered. And as the frenzy increased
among the madmen, and their victims became fewer, each
fanatic turned upon himself, and tore his own skin and
battered his head against the stones until blood ran like
water.

" Fools and blind guides!" cried the Mahdi, sweeping
them before him like sheep. " Is this how you turn the
dreets into a sickening sewer? Oh, the abomination of
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desolation!  You tear yoursdves in the name of God, but
forget Hisjustice and mercy. Away 1 You will have your
reward. Away! Away!"

At the gate of the Kasbah he demanded to see the
Kaid, and, after various parleyings with the guards and
negroes who haunted the winding ways of the gloomy
place, he was introduced to the Bashas presence. The
Basha received him in a room so dark that he could but
dimly see his face. Ben Aboo was stretched on a carpet,
in much the postion of a dog with his muzzle on his
forepaws.

"Welcome," he sad gruffly, and without changing his
own unceremonious posture, he gave the Mahdi a signd
to sit.

The Mahdi did not st. " Ben Aboo" he sad in a
voice that was half choked with anger, " | have come
again on an errand of mercy, and woe to you if you send
me away unsatisfied”

Ben Aboo lay silent and gloomy for a moment, and then
sad with agrowl, " What is it now ?"

"Where is the daughter of Ben Oliel?' sad the
Mahdi.

With a gesture of protestation the Basha waved one of
the hands on which his dusky muzzle had rested.

" Ah, do not lie to me" cried the Mahdi. "1 know
where she is—she is in prison. And for what? For no
fault but love of her father, and no crime but fidelity to
her faith. She has sacrificed the one and abandoned the
other. Is that not enough for you, Ben Aboo? Sa her
free"

The Basha listened at first with a look of bewilderment,
and some half-dozen armed attendants at the farther end
of the room shuffled about in their consternation. At
length Ben Aboo raised his head, and sad with an air
Of mock inquiry, " Yd Allah | who is this infidel 7'
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Then, changing his tone suddenly, he cried, "Sir, |
know who you are! You come to me on this sham
erand about the girl, but that is not your purpose,
Mohammed of Mequinez! Mohammed the Third! What
fool sad you were a spy of the Sultan? Abd er-Rahman
is here—my guest and protector. You are a spy of his
enemies, and a revolutionary, come hither to ruin our
religion and our State. The penalty for such as you is
death, and by Allah you shall die!"

Saying this, he so wrought upon his indignation, that in
spite of his superstitious fears, and the awe in which he
good of the Mahdi, he half deceived himself, and deceived
his attendants entirely. But the Mahdi took a step nearer
and looked straight into his face, and said—

"Ben Aboo, ak pardon of God; you are a fool. You
talk of putting me to death. You dare not and you cannot
do it

"Why not ?" cried Ben Aboo, with a thrill of voice that
was like a swagger. " What's to hinder me? | could do
it a this moment, and no man need know."

" Basha," said the Mahdi, " do you think you are talking
toachild? Do you think that when | came here my visit
was not known to others than ourselves outside? Do you
think there are not some who are waiting for my return ?
And do you think, too," he cried, lifting one hand and his
voice together, "that my Master in heaven would not see
and know if on an errand of mercy His servant perished ?
Ben Aboo, ask pardon of God, | say; you are a fool."

The Bashds face became black and swelled with rage.
But he was cowed. He hesitated a moment in Slence, and
then said with an air of braggadocio—

"And what if | do not liberate the girl?"

"Then," sad the Mahdi, "if any evil befdls her the
consequences shall be on your head." ¢

" What consequences ?" said the Basha,
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" Worse consequences than you expect or dream," sad
the Mahdi.

"What consegquences?" said the Basha again.

"No matter," sad the Mahdi. "You are walking in
darkness, and do not know where you are going."

" What consequences?" the Basha cried once more.

" That is God's secret," said the Mahdi.

Ben Aboo began to laugh. " Light the infidel out of the
Kashah," he shouted to his people.

" Enough !" cried the Mahdi. "1 have delivered my
message.  Now woe to you, Ben Aboo! A secondtimel
have come to you as awitness, but | will come no more.
Fill up the measure of your iniquity. Keep the girl in
prison. Give her to the Sultan. But know that for all
these things your reward awaits you. Your time is near.
You will die with a pae face. The sword will reach to
your soul."

Then taking yet another step nearer, until he stood over
the Bashawhere he lay on the ground, he cried with sudden
passion, " This is the last word that will pass between you
and me. So part we now for ever, Ben Aboo—I to the
work that waits for me, and you to shame and contempt,
and death and hell."

Saying this, he made a downward sweep of hisopen hand
over the place where the Basha lay, and Ben Aboo shrank
under it as a worm shrinks under a blow. Then with head
erect he went out unhindered.

But he was not yet done. In the garden of the pdace,
as he passad through it to the street, he stood a moment in
the darkness under the dtars before the chamber where he
knew the Sultan lay, and cried, " Abd er-Rahman! Abd er-
Rahman! dave of the Merciful! Listen: | hear the sound
of the trumpet and the alarum of war. My heart makes a
noise in me for my country, but the day of her tribulation is
near. Woe to you, Abd er-Rahmar | You have filled up
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the measure of your fathers. Woe to you, dave of the
Compassionate!"

The Sultan heard him, and so did the Ministers of State;
the women of the hareem heard him, and so did the civil
guards and the soldiers. But his voice and his message
came over them with the terror of a ghostly thing, and
no man raised a hand to stop him.

"The Mahdi," they whispered with awe, and fell back
when he approached.

The dstreets were quiet as he left the Kasbah. The
rabble of mountaineers of Aissawa were gone. Hooded
Tdebs, with prayer-mats under their arms, were picking
their way in the gloom from the various mosques, and
from these there came out into the streets the plash of
water in the porticos and the low drone of singing voices
behind the screens.

The Mahdi lodged that night in the quarter of the
enclosure cdled the M'Sdlla, and there a dave woman
of Ben Aboo's came to him in secret. It was Fatimah,
and she told him much of her late master, whom she
had vidted by stedth, and just left in great trouble and
in madness; dso of her dead mistress, Ruth, who was
like rose-perfume in her memory, as wel as of Naomi,
their daughter, and al her sufferings. In gpasms, in
gasps, without sequence and without order, she told her
story; but he listened to her with emotion while the
agitated black face, was before him, and when it was
gone he tramped the dark house in the dead of night,
a dlent man, with tender thoughts of the sweet girl
who was imprisoned in the dungeons of the Kashah, and
of her stricken father, who supposed that she was living
in luxury in the paace of his enemy while he himself lay
sck in the poor hut which had been their home. These
false notions, which were at once the ssad and the fruit
of lsrad's madness, should a least be dispelled. Let

X
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come what would, the man should neither live nor die in
such bitterness of cruel error.

The Mahdi resolved to et out for Semsa with the first
grey of morning, and meantime he went up to the house-top
to degp. The town was quiet, the traffic of the street
was done, the raggabash of the Sultan's following had
dunk away ashamed or lain down to rest. It was a
wonderful night The air was cool, for the year was deep
towards winter, but not a breath of wind was stirring, and
the orange-gardens behind the town wall did not send
over the river so much as the whisper of a leaf. Stars
were out, and the big moon of the East shone white on
the white walls and minarets. Nowhere is night so full
of the spirit of deep asin an Eastern city. Below, under
the moonlight, lay the square white roofs, and between
them were the dark streets going in and out, trailing
through and aong, like to narrow streams of black
water in a bed of quarried chalk. Here or there, where
a beaed townsman lit himself homeward with a lamp,
a red light gleamed out of one of the thin darknesses,
crept dong a few paces, and then was gone. Sometimes
a clamour of voices came up with their own echo from
some unseen place, and again everything was ill.  Seep,
deep, al was deep.

" O Tetuan," thought the Mahdi, " how soon will your
streets be uprooted and your sanctuaries destroyed 1"

The Mooddin was chanting the cdl to prayers, and
the old porter at the gate was muttering over his rosary as
the Mahdi Ieft the town in the dawn. He had to pick
his way among the soldiers who were lying on the bare
w0l outdde, uncovered to the sky. Not one of them
samed to be awake. Even ther camds were ill
degping, nose to nose in the drdes where they had last
fed. Only their mules and ases dl hobbled and dill
saddled, wore up and feeding.
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The Mahdi found Isradl ben Olid in the hut a Semsau
So poor a place he had not seen in dl his wanderings
through that abject land. Its walls were of clay that was
bulged and cracked, and its roof was of rushes, which lay
over it like searwrack on a broken barrel. Isradl wes in
his right mind. He was sitting by the door of his house,
with a degjected air, a hopeless look, but the dow sad eyes
of reason. His clothing was one worn and torn kaftan;
his feet were shoeless, and his head was bare. But so
grand a head the Mahdi thought he had never beheld
before. Not until then had he truly seen him, for the
poverty and misery that sat on him only made his face
stand out the clearer. It was the face of a man who for
good or ill, for struggle or submission, had walked and
wrestled with God.

With salutations, barely returned to him, the Mahdi sat
down beside Israel at alittle distance. He began to spesk
to himin a tender way, telling him who he was, and where
they had met before, and why he came, and whither he
was going. And Israd listened to him at first with a
brave show of composure, as if the very heart of the man
were a frozen clod, whereby his eyes and the muscles of his
face and even the nerves of his fingers were aso frozen.

Then the Mahdi spoke of Naomi, and Israel made adow
shake of the head. He told him what had happened to
her when her father was taken to prison, and Isradl listened
with a great outward camness. After that he described
the girl's journey in the hope of taking food to him, and
how she fell into the hands of Habeebah; and then he saw
by Isradl's face that the affection of the father was tearing
his old heart woefully. At last he recited the incidents
of her crud trid, and how she had yielded a length,
knowing nothing of religion, being only a child, seeing her
father in everything and thinking to save his life, though
de hasf most s him no more (for dl this he had



292 THE SCAPEGOAT.

gathered from Fatimah), and then the great thaw came to
Israel, and his fingers trembled, and his face twitched, and
the hot tears raifisd down Ms chéeks

"My poor darling!" he muttered in a trembling under-
tone, and then he asked in a faltering voice where she was
at that time.

The Mahdi told him that she was back in prison, for
rebelling against the fortune intended for her—that of
becoming a concubine of the Sultan.

"My brave girl!" he muttered, and then his face shone
with a new light that was both pride and pain.

He lifted his eyes as if he could see her, and his voice
as if she could hear : " Forgive me, Naomi! Forgive me,
my poor child! Your weak old father; forgive him, my
brave, brave daughter !"

This was as much as the Mahdi could bear; and when
Israel turned to him, and sad in amost a childish tone,
"I suppose there is no help for it now, sir. | meant to
take her to England—to my poor mother's home, but——"

" And so0 you shall, as sure as the Lord lives" sad the
Mahdi, rising to his feet, with the resolve that a plan for
Naomi's rescue which he had thought of again ,and again,
and more than once regjected, which had clamoured at the
door of his heart, and been turned away as a barbarous
impulse, should at length be caried into effect



CHAPTER XXVI.
AL1S RETURN TO TETUAN.

THE plan which the Madhi thought of had first been
All's, for the black lad was back in Tetuan. After he
had fulfilled his errand of mercy at Sh wan, he had gone
on to Ceuta; and there, with a spirit afire for the wrongs
of his master, from whom he was so cruelly parted, he
had sat himself with shrewdness and daring to incite the
Spanish powers to vengeance upon his master's enemies.
This had been a task very easy of execution, for just at
that time intelligence had come from the Reef, of bar-
barous raids made by Ben Aboo upon mountain tribes that
had hitherto offered alegiance to the Spanish crown. A
mission had gone up to Fez, and returned unsatisfied.
War was to be declared, Marteel was to be bombarded, the
army of Marshal O'Donnel was to come up the valey of
the river, and Tetuan was to be taken.

Such were the operations which by the whim of fate had
been so strangely revedled to Ali, but Ali's own plan was
a different matter. This was the feast of the Moolood,
and on one of the nights of it, probably the eighth night,
the last night, Friday night, Ben Aboo the Basha was to
give a " gathering of delight," to the Sultan, his Ministers,
his Kaids, his Kddis, his Khaleefas, his Umana, and
greet rascals generally.  Ali's stout keart stuck at nothing,
He was for having the Spaniards brought up to the gaes
of the town, on the gry night when the whole majesty and

iniquity of Barbary would be gathered in one room; then,
293
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locking the entire kennel of dogs in the banqueting hal,
firing the Kashah and burning it to the ground, with al
the Moorish tyrants inside of it like rats in a trap.

One danger attended his bold adventure, for Naomi's
person was within the Kasbah walls. To meet this peril
AH was himsdlf to find his way into the dungeon, deliver
Naomi, lock the Kashah gate, and deliver up to another
the key that should serve as a signa for the beginning of
the great night's work.

Also one difficulty attended it, for while Ali would be
a the Kasbah there would be no one to bring up
the Spaniards at the proper moment for the siege—no
one in Tetuan on whom the strangers could rely not
to lead them blindfold into a trap. To meet this diffi-
culty Ali had gone in search of the Mahdi, reveded to
him his plan, and asked him to help in the downfall
of his master's enemies by leading the Spaniards at the
right moment to the gates that should be thrown open to
receive them.

Hearing All's story, the Mahdi had been aflame with
tender thoughts of Naomi's trids, with hatred of Ben
Aboo's tyrannies, and pity of Israd's miseries. But at
first his humanity had withheld him from sympathy
with Ali's dark purpose, so full, as it seemed, of ba-
barity and treachery.

"Ali," he had sad, "is it not al you wish for to- get
Naomi out of prison and take her back to her father ?"

"Yes, Sidi," Ali had answered promptly.

"And you don't want to torture these tyrants if you can
do what you desire without it ?*

"No-o, Sdi," Ali had said doubtfully.

"Then," the Mahdi had sad, "let us try."

But when the Mahdi was gone to Tetuan on Ms
trraud of warning that proved so vain, Ali had crept
bock behind him, so that secretly and independently he
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might carry out his fell design. The townspeople were
ready to receive him, for the air was full of rebdlion,
and many had waited long for the opportunity of revenge.
To cetain of the Jews, his master's people, who were
ds in effect his own, he went first with his mission,
and they listened with eagerness to what he had come
to say. When their own time came to spesk they spoke
cautiously, after the manner of their race, and nervoudly,
like men who knew too well what it was to be crushed
and kept under; but they gave their help notwithstanding,
and Ali's scheme progressed.

In less than three days the entire town, Moorish and
Jewish, was honeycombed with subterranean revolt. Even
the civil guard, the soldiers of the Kasbah, the black
police that kept the gates, and the daves that stood before
the Bashds table, were waiting for the downfall that was
to come.

The Mahdi had gone again by this time, and the people
had resumed their mock rejoicings over the Sultan's visit
These were the last kindlings of their burnt-out loyalty,
a poor smouldering pretence of fire. Every morning the
town was awakened by the deafening crackle of flintlocks,
which the mountaineers discharged in the Feddin by way
of sgnd that the Sultan was going to say his prayers a
the door of some saint's house. Beside the firing of long
guns and the twanging of the ginbri the chief business of
the day seemed to be begging. One bow-legged rascd
in a ragged jellab went about constantly with a little
loaf of bread, crying, "An ounce of butter for God's
sake!" and when some one gave him the ams he asked
he stuck the white sprawling mess on the top of the loaf
and changed his cry to "An ounce of cheese for God's
sakel" A pert little vagabond—street Arab in a double
© sense—promenaded, the town barefoot, carrying an odd
dipper in his hand, and caling on dl men by the love
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of God and the face of God and the sake of God to give
him a moozoonah towards the cogt of its fdlow. Every
morning the Sultan went to mosgue under his red um-
brella, and every evening he sat in the hal of the court
of justice, pretending to hear the petitions of the poor,
but actualy dispensing charms in return for presents.
First an old wrinkled reprobate with no life left in him
but the life of lust: "A charm to make my young wife
love me!" Then an ill-favoured hag behind a blanket:
"A cham to wither the face of the woman that my
husband has taken instead of me!" Again, ayoung wife
with a tearful voice: " A charm to make me bear chil-
dren1" A gressy smile from the fat Sultan, a scrap
of writing to every supplicant, chinking coins dropped
into the bag of the attendant from the treasury, and
then up and away. It was a nauseous draught from the
bitterest waters of Idam.

But, for dl the religious tumult, no man was deceived by
the outward marks of devotion. At the corners of the
streets, on the Feddan, by the fountains, wherever men
could meet and tak unheard, there they stood in little
groups, crossing their forefingers, the sign of dtrife, or
rubbing them sde by sde, the sign of amity. It was clear
that, notwithstanding the hubbub of their loyalty to the
Sultan, they knew that the Spaniard was coming and were
glad of it

Meantime All waited with impatience for the day that
was to see the end of his enterprise.  To beguile himself
of his nervousness in the night, during the dark hours
that trailed on. to morning, he would venture out of the
lodging where he lay in hiding throughout the day, and
pick his geps in the slence up the winding dreets, until
he came under a narrow opening in an alley which was
the only window to Naomi's prison. And there he would
stay the long dark hours through, as if he thought that
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besdes the comfort it brought to him to be near to
Naomi, the tramp, tramp, tramp of his footsteps, which
once or twice provoked the chdlenge of the night-guard
on his lonely round, would be company to her in her
solitude. And sometimes, watching his opportunity that
he might be unseen and unheard, he would creep in the
darkness under the window and cry up the wdl in an
underbreath, " Naomi! Naomi! Itisl, Alil | havecome
back!  All will be,well yet !"

Then if he heard nothing from within he would torture
himself with a hundred fears lest Naomi should be no
longer there, but in a worse place; and if he heard a
sob he would dink away like a dog with his muzzle to
the dust, and if he heard his own name echoed in the
softer voice he knew so well he would go off with head
erect, feeling like a man who walked on the stars rather
than the stones of the street. But, whatever befell, be-
fore the day dawned he went back to his lodging less
sore at heart for his lonely vigil, but not less wrathful or
resolute. )

The day of the feast came a length, and then Ali's
impatienceroseto fever. All day he longed for the night,
that the thing he had to do could be done. At last the
sunset came and the darkness fell, and from his place
of concelment Ali saw the soldiers of the assdseen
going through the streets with lanterns to lead honoured
guests to the banquet. Then he set out on his errand.
His foresight and wit had arranged everything. The
negro a the gate of the Kashah pretended to recognise
him as a messenger of the Vizier's, and passed him
through. He pushed his way as one with authority aong
the winding passages to the garden, where the Mahdi
had cdled on Abd er-Rahman and foretold his fate. The
garden opened upon the great hal, and a number of
guests were dtanding there, cooling themselves in the
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night air while they waited for the arrivd of the Sultan,
His Shereefian Mgjesty came at length, and then, amid
sdaams and peace-blessngs, the company passed in to

the banquet. " Peace on you!" "And on you the
peace!" " God make your evening !" " May your even-
ing be blessed!"

Did Ali shrink from the task at that moment? No, a
thousand timesno1 While he looked on at these men in
their muglin and gauze and linen and scarlet, sweeping in
with bows and hand-touchings to sup and to laugh and
to tell their pretty stories, he remembered Isragl broken
and done in the poor hut which had been described
to him, and Naomi lying in her damp cdl beyond the
wall.

Some minutes he stood in the darkness of the garden,
while the guests entered, and until the barefooted servants
of the kitchen began to troop in after them with great
dishes under huge covers. Then he held a short parley
with the negro gatekeeper, two keys were handed to him,
and ia another minute he was standing a the door of
Naomi's prison.

Now, carefully as Ali had arranged every detail of his
enterprise, down to the remova of the black woman
Habeebah from this door, one fact he had never counted
with, and that seemed to him then the chief fact of al—
the fact that snce he had last looked upon Naomi she had
come by the gift of sight, and would now first look upon
him.  That he would be the same as a stranger to her, and
would have to tell her who he was; that she would have
to recognise him by whatsoever means remained to bdie
the evidence of the newborn sense—this was the least of
All'strouble. By a swift rebound his heart went back to
the fear that had haunted him in the days before he left
her with her father on his erand to Shiwan. Be was
black, and she would see him.
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With the gliding of the key into the lock al this, and
more than this, flashed upon his mind. His shame was
abject. It,cut_him to the quick. On the other side of
that door was she who had "Been as a sister to him since
times that were logt in the blue clouds of childhood She
had played with him and dept by his sde, yet she had
never seen his face. And she was Jgjj as the morning, and
he was lack as the night! He had come to deliver her.
Would she recoil from him ?

AH had to struggle with himself not to fly away and
leave everything. But his stout heart remembered itsalf
and held to its purpose. "What matter?' he thought.
"What matter about me?" he asked himsdf adoud in a
shrill voice and with a brave roll of his round head. Then
he found himself inside the cdll

The place was dark, and Ali drew a long breath of relief.
Naomi must have been lying at the farther end of it. She
spoke when the door was opened.  As though by habit, she
framed the name of her jailer Habeebah, and then stopped
with a little nervous cry and seemed to rise to her feet
In his confusion Ali sad smply, "It is I," as though that
meant everything. Recovering himsdf in a moment he
spoke again, and then she knew his voice: " Naomi!"

"It's Ali,"” she whispered to herself. After that she cried
in a trembling undertone, " Ali! Ali 1!Ali!" and came
straight in the accustomed darkness to the spot where he
stood.

Then, gathering courage and voice together, Ali told
her hurriedly why he was there.  When he sad that
her father was no longer in prison, but a their home
near Semsa, and waiting to receive her, she seemed
amost overcome by her joy. Half laughing, haf weep-
ing, clutching at her breest as if to ease the wild heaving
of her bosom, she was transformed by his story.

"Hush!" said Alf; "not a sound until we outsde
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the town," and Naomi knitted her fingers in hispam, and
they passad out of the place.

The banquet was now a its height, and hastening
down dark corridors where they were gpt to fall, for they
had no light to see by, and coming into the garden,
they heard the ripple and crackle of laughter from the
great hal where Ben Aboo and his servile rascals feasted
together. They reached the quiet aley outside the Kasbah
(for the negro was gone from his post), and drew a long
bresth, and thanked Heaven that this much was over.
There had been no group of beggars a the gate, and
the dreets around it were deserted; but in the distance,
far across the town in the direction of the Bab & Marsd,
the gate that goes out to Marted, they heard a low hum
as of vast droves of sheep. The Spaniard was coming,
and the townsmen were going out to meet him. Casua
passershby challenged them, and though Ali knew that
even if recognised they had nothing to fear from the
people, yet more than once his voice trembled when
answered, and sometimes with a feeling of dread he turned
to see that no one was following.

As he did so he became aware of something which
brought back the shame of that awful moment when he
stood with the key in hand at the dopr of Naomi's prison.
By the light of the lamps in the hands of the passers
by Naomi was looking & him. Again and again, as
the glare fell for an ingtant, he felt the eyes of the girl
upon his face. At such moments he thought she must
be drawing away from him, for the space between them
seemed wider. But he held firmly to the outstretched
arm, kept his head aside, and hastened on.

"What matter about me?" he whispered again. But
the brave word brpught him no comfort "Now shes
looking a my hand,” he told himself, but he could not
draw it away. "She is doubting if | am Ali after dl,"
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he thought. " Naomi!" he tried to say with averted
head, so that once again 'the sound of his voice might
reassure her; but his throat was thick, and he could not
gesk.  Still he pushed on.

The dark town just then was like a mountain chasm
when a sorm that has been gathering is about to bresk.
In the ar a deep rumble, and then a loud detonation.
Blackness overhead, and things around that seemed to
move and pass.

Drawing near to the Bab Toot, the gate that witnessed
the last scene of Isragl's humiliation and Naomi's shame,
AH, with the girl beside him, came suddenly into a
sheet of light and a concourse of people. It was the
Mahdi and his vast following, with lamps in their hands,
entering the town on the west, while the Spaniards
whom they had brought up to the gates were coming
in on the ee. The Mahdi himself was locking the
synagogues and the sanctuaries.

"Lock them up,” he was saying. "It is enough that
the foreigner must burn down the Sodom of our tyrant;
let him not outrage the Zion of our God."

Ali led Naomi up to the Mahdi, who saw her then
for the first time.

" | have brought her," he said breathlessly; " Naomi,
Isad's daughter, this is she" And then there was a
moment of surprise and joy, and pain and shame and
despair, dl gathered up together into one look of the
eyes of the three.

The Mahdi looked a Naomi, and his face lightened.
Naomi looked at Ali, and her pde face grew paer, and
she passed a tress of her fair hair across her lips to
smother a little nervous cry that began to bresk from
her mouth. Then she looked a the Mahdi, and her
lips parted and her eye shone. Ali looked a both, and
bis face twitched and foil
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This was only the work of an ingant, but it was
enough. Enough for the Mahdi, for it told him a
scret that the wisdom of life had not yet revealed;
enough for Naomi, for a new sense a sixth sense, had
surely come to her; enough for Ali dso, for his hig
little heart was broken.

"What matter about me?" thought Ali again. " Take
her, Mahdi," he said aloud in a shrill voice " Her father
is waiting for her—take her to him."

"Lady," sad the Mahdi, "can you trust me?"

And then without a word she went to him; like the
needle to the magnet she went to the Mahdi—a stranger
to her, when dl drangers were as enemies—and lad
her hand in his.

Ali began to laugh. "I'm a fool," he cried "Who
could have beieved it? Why, I've forgotten to lock
the Kashah 1  The villains will excgpe No matter, [l
go back."

" Stop!" cried the Mahdi.

But Ali laughed so loudly that he did not hear. "Il
se to it yet," he cried, turning on his hed. "Good
night, Sidi1 God bless you! My love to my father 1
Farewell!"

And in a another moment he was gone.



CHAPTER XXVII.
THE FALL OF BEN ABOO.

THE roysterers in the Kashah sat a long half-hour in ignor-
ance of the doom that was impending. Squatting on the
floor in little circles, around little tables covered with steam-
ing dishes, wherein each plunged his ringers, they began
the feast with ceremonious wishes, pious exclamations, cant
phrases, and downcast eyes. First, "God lengthen your
age" " God cover you," and "God give you strength.” Then
adish of dates, served with abject apologies from Ben Aboo:
"You would treat us better in Fez, but Tetuan is poor;
the means, Seedna, the means, not thewill!™ Then £sh in
garlic, esten with loud " BismillahV  Then kesksoo covered
with powdered sugar and cinnamon, and mesat on skewers,
and browned fowls, and fowls and olives, and flake pastry
and sponge fritters, each eaten in its turn amid a chorus of
" La llah ilia Allah's"  Finally three cups of green tea, as
thick and sweet as syrup, drunk with many " Do me the
favour's” and countless " Good luck's" Lagt of dl, the
washing of hands, and the fumigating of garments and beard
and hair by the live embers of scented wood burning in a
brass censer, with incessant exchanges of "The Prophet
—God rest him—loved swest odours dmogt as much as
swveet women,™

But after supper dl this ceremony fell away, and the
feadters thawed down to a warm and flowing brotherhood.
Laling & esse on then rugs, trifling with their egglike
snuff-boxes, fumbling thdr r3%1$ri$ for idleness more than
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piety, stretching their straps, and jingling on the pavement
the carved ends of their silver knife-shields, they laughed
and jested, and told dubious gories, and held doubtful dis-
course generaly. Thetalk turned on the distinction between
great sins and little ones.  In the circle of the Sultan it was
agreed that the great sins were two: unbdief in the Prophet,
whereby a man became Jew and dog; and smoking keel
and tobacco, which no man could do and be of correct life
and unguestionable Islam. The atonement for these great
sins were five prayers a day, thirty-four prostrations, seven-
teen chapters of the Koran, and as many inclinations. All
therest werelittle sins; and as for murder and adultery, and
bearing fase witness—well, God was Merciful, God was
Compassionate, God forgave His poor weak children.

This led to stories of the penalties paid by transgressors
of the great sns. These were terrible. Putting on a
profound ar, the Vizier, a fat man of fifty, told of how
one who smoked tobacco and denied the Prophet had
rotted piecemeal; and of how another had turned in his
grave with his face from Mecca Then the Kaid of Fez,
head of the Mosque and genera Grand Mufti, led away
with dories of the little sns.  These were delightful.
They pictured the shifts of pretty wives, married to worn-
out old men, to get at their youthful lovers in the dark
by clambering in their dainty dippers from roof to roof.
Also of the discomfiture of pious old husbands and the
wicked triumph of rompish little ladies, under pretences of
outraged innocence.

Such, and worse, and of a kind that bears not to be
told, was the conversation after supper of the roysterers
in the Kashah. At every fresh story the laughter became
louder, and soon the reserve and dignity of the Moor
were left behind him and forgotten. At length Ben Aboo,
encouraged by the Sultan's good felowship, broke into
loud praises of Naomi, and yet louder wails over the doom
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that must be the penalty of her apostasy; and thereupon
Abd er-Rahman, protesting that for his part he wanted
nothing with such a vixen, cdled on him to uncover her
boasted charms to them. "Bring her here, Basha" he
said; "let us see her;" and this command was received
with tumultuous acclamations.

It was the beginning of Hie end. In less than a minute
more, while the rascals lolled over the floor in hdf a
hundred different postures, with the hazy lights from the
brass lamps and the glass candelabras on their dusky faces,
their gleaming teeth, and dancing eyes, the messenger who
had been sent for Naomi came back with the news that
shewasgone. Then Ben Aboo rose in silent consternation,
but his guests only laughed the louder, until a second
messenger, a soldier of the guard, came running with more
startling news. Marteel had been bombarded by the
Spaniards; the army of Marshad O'Donnel was under the
walls of Tetuan, and their own people were opening the
gates to him.

The tumult and confusion which followed upon this
announcement does not need to be detailed.  Shoutings
for the mkhaznia, infuriated commands to the guards,
racings to the stables and to the Kashah yard, unhobbling
of horses, stamping and clattering of hoofs, and scurryings
through dark corridors of men carrying torches and flares.
There was no attempt at resistance. That was seen to be
usdess. Both the civil guard and the soldiery had deserted.
The Kasbah was betrayed. Terror spread like fire. In
very little time the Sultan and his company, with their
women and eunuchs, were gone from the town through
the straggling multitude of their disorderly and dissolute
and worthless soldiery lying adeep oil the southern sde
of it.

Ben Aboo did not fly with Abd er-Rahman. He remem-

bered that he had treasure, and as soon as he was alone he
u
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went in search of it There were fifty thousand dollars
sweet of the life-blood of innocent people. No one knew
the strong-room except himself, for with his own hand he
had killed the mason who built it. In the dark he found
the place and taking bags in both his hands and hiding
them under the folds of his sdham, he tried to escape from
the Kasbah unseen.

It was too late; the Spanish soldiers were coming up
the arcades, and Ben Aboo, with his money-bags, took
refuge in a granary underground, near the wal of the
Kasbah gate. From that dark cdl, crouching on the
grain, which was alive with vermin, he listened in terror
to the sounds of the night. First the galloping of horses
on the courtyard overhead; then the furious shouts of
the soldiers, and, finally, the mad cries of the crowd.
"Damn it—they've given us the dip." "Yes;, theyVe
crawled off like rats from a sinking ship." "Curse it dl,
it's only a bungle,” This in the Spanish tongue; and
then in the tongue of his own country Ben Aboo heard
the guttural shouts of his own people: "Sidi, try the
paace" " Try the apartments of hiswomen, SidL" " Abd
er-Rahman's gone, but Ben Aboo's hiding."  "Death
to the tyrant!" "Down with the Bashal” "Ben
Abool Ben Abool" Last of al a terrific voice de
manding dlence "Slence, you shrieking hell-babes,
silencel™

Ben Aboo was in safety; but to lie in that dark hole
underground and to hear the tumult above him was
more than he could bear without going mad. So he
waited until the din abated, and the soldiers who had
ransacked the Kasbah, seemed to have desarted it; and
then he crept out, made for the women's agpartments,
and rattled at their door. It was folly, it was lunacy;
but he could not ress it, for he dared not be done
He could hear the sounds of voices within—wailing and
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weeping of the women—but no one answered his knock-
ing. Again and again he knocked with his elbows (dill
gripping his money-bags with both hands), until the flesh
was raw through selham and kaftan by beating against the
wood. Still the door remained unopened, and Ben Aboo,
thinking better of his quest for company, fled to the patio,
hoping to escape by a little passage that led to the dley
behind the Kasbah.

Here he encountered Katrinaand a guard of five black
sldiers who were helping her flight. "We are safe”
she whispered—"they've gone back into the Feddan—
come" and by the light of a lamp which she caried
she made for the winding corridor that led past the bath
and the sanctuary to the Kasbah gate. But Ben Aboo
only cursed her, and fumbled at the low door of the
passage that went out from the acovd to the dley. He
was lumbering through with his ant ess roll, intending
to clash the door back in Katrinas face, when there
was a fierce shout behind him, and for some minutes
Ben Aboo knew no more.

The shout was Ali's. After leaving the Mahdi on the
heath outside the Bab Toot, the black lad had hunted
for the Basha, When the Spanish soldiers abandoned
the Kasbah he continued his search.  Up and down he
had traversed the place in the darkness; and finding Ben
Aboo a last, on the ot where he had first seen him,
he rushed in upon him and brought him to the ground
Sedng Ben Aboo down, the black soldiers fell upon Ali,
The brave lad died with a shout of triumph. "lsreel
ben Olid," he cried, as if he thought that name enough
to save his soul and damn the soul of Ben Aboo.

But Ben Aboo was not yet don with- his own. The
blow that had been aimed at his heart had no more than
grazed his shoulder. "Get up," whispered Katring, hatf
in wrath « and while the stooped to look for his wounds,
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her face and hands as seen in the dim light of the lantern
were bedaubed with his blood. At that moment the
guards were crying that the Kasbah was &fire, and at the
next they were gone, leaving Katrina aone with the un-
conscious man.  "Get up,” she cried again, and tugging
a Ben Aboo's unconscious body she struck it in her
terror and frenzy. It was every one for himsdf in that
bad hour. Katrina followed the guards, and was never
afterwards heard of.

When Ben Aboo came to himself the patio was aglow
with flames. He staggered to his feet, till grappling to
his breast the money-bags hidden under his setham. Then,
bleeding from his shoulder and with blood upon his beard,
he made afresh for the passage leading to the back dley.
The passsge was narrow and dark. There were three
winding geps a the end of it. Ben Aboo was dizzy and
he stumbled.

But the passage was silent, it wab safe, and out in the
alley a s of voices burst upon him. He could hear the
tramp of countless footsteps, the cries of multitudes of
voices, and the rattle of flintlocks. Lanterns, torches, flares
and flashes of gunpowder came and went at both ends of
the long dark tunnel. In the light of these he saw a
struggling current of angry faces. The living sea encircled
him.  He knew what had happened. At thefirst certainty
that his power was gone and that there was nothing to
fear from his vengeance, his own people had geathered to-
gether to destroy him.

There were two smal mean houses on the opposite Sde
of the dley, and Ben Aboo tried to take refuge in the first
of them. But the woman who came with uncovered face
to the door was the "ddow of the mason who had built
his strong-room. " Murderer and dog!" she cried, and
shut the door againg him. He Hed the other house
It was the house of the mason's son.  "Forgive me" he
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cried. "1 am corrected by Allah!  Yes, yes, it is true |
did wrong by your father, but forgive me and save me"
Thus he pleaded, throwing himself on the ground and crawl-
ing there. "Dog and coward,” the young man shouted,
and beat him back into the street.

Ben Aboo's terror was now appalling to look upon.
His face was that of a snared beast. With bloodshot eyes,
hollow cheeks, and short thick breath, he ran from dark
dley to dark aley, trying every house where he thought
he might find a friend. " Alee, don't you know me?'
" Mohammed, it is |, Ben Aboo." "See, El Arby, here's
money, money; it's yours, only save me, sasve me!" With
such frantic cries he raced about in the darkness like a
hunted wolf. But not a house would shelter him. Every-
where he met relatives of men who had died through his
means, and he was driven away with curses. .

Meantime, a rumour that Ben Aboo was in the streets
had been bruited abroad among the people, and their lust
of blood was thereby raised to madness. Screaming and
spitting and raving, and firing their flintlocks, they poured
from dtreet into street, watching for their victim and seeing
him in every shadow. " Hes here!" " Hées there!"
"No, he's yonder!" "Hes scaling the high wdl like a
cat!"

Ben Aboo heard them. Their inarticulate cries came
to him laden with one message only—death. He could
e their faces, their snarling teeth. Sometimes he would
rave and blaspheme. Then he would make another effort
for his life. But the whirlpool was closing in upon him;
and a last, like one who flings himsdlf over a precipice
from dizziness, fear, and irresigtible fascination, he flung
himsdf into the middle of the infuriated throng as they
scurried across the open Feddan. )

From that moment Ben Aboo's ctoiQltt MjedjQdt The
people received him with a long furious roar, a cry of
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triumphant execration, as if their own astuteness at lengt
had entrapped him. He stood with his back to the high
wall; the belowing crowd was before him on either Sde.
By the torches that many caried al could sse him.
Turban and shasheesh had fallen off, and the bald crown
of his heed was bae. His face retained no human
expression but fear. He was seen to draw his arms from
beneath his seham, to hold both his money-bags against
his breast, to plunge a hand into the necks of them, and
fling handfuls of coins to the people. " Silver," he cried;
" glver, slver for everybody.”

The despairing appeal was usdess Nobody touched
the money. It flashed white through the ar, and fel
unheard. " Death to the Kaid!" was shouted on every
sde.  Nevertheless, though half the men carried guns, no
man fired. By unspoken consent it seemed to be under-
good that the death of Ben Aboo was not to be the act
of one but df dl. " Stones™ cried somebody out of the
crowd, and in another moment everybody was picking
gones, and piling them a his feet or gathering them in
the skirt of hisjellab.

Ben Aboo knew his awful fate. Gesticulating wildly,
having flung the money-bags from him, dobbering and
screaming, the blighted soul was seen to raise his eyes
towards the black sky, his thick lubber lips working visibly,
asif in wild invocation of heaven. At the next instant the
stones began to fall on him.  Sowly they fdl at first, and
he reded under them like a drunken man; the back of his
neck arched itsdlf like the neck of a bull, and like the roar
of a bull was the groan that came from his throat Then
they fell faster, and he swayed to and fro, and grunted, with
his beard bobbing at his breast, and his tongue lalling out
Fagter and faster, and thicker and thicker they showered
upon him, darting oat of the darknus like swalows of the
night His dothes were rent, his blood spirted over
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them, he staggered as a beast taggers in the daughter, and
at length his thick knees doubled up, and he fell in a round
heap like a ball.

The ferocity of the crowd was not yet quelled They
hailed the fall of Ben Aboo with a triumphant howl, but
their stones continued to shower upon his body. In a
little while they had piled a cairn above it. Then they
left it with curses of content and went their ways. When
the Spanish soldiers, who had stood aside while the work
was done, came up with their lanterns to look at this
monument of Eastern justice, the heap of stones was
dill moving with the terrific convulsions of death.

Such was the fall of El Arby, nicknamed Ben Aboo.



CHAPTER XXVIII.
"ALLAH-U-KABAR."

TRAVELLING through the night,—Naomi laughing and
singing snatches in her new-found joy, and the Mahdi
looking back at intervals at the huge outline of Tetuan
againgt the blackness of the sky,—they came to the hut
by Semsa before dawn of the following day. But they
had come too late. Isredl ben Olid was not, after dl,
to st out for England. He was going on a longer
journey. His lonely hour had come to him, his dark
hour wherein none could bear him company. On a
mattress by the wal he lay outstretched, unconscious,
and near to his end. Two neighbours from the village
were with him, and but for these he must have been
alone—the mighty man in his downfall deserted by dl
save the great Judge and God.

What Naomi did when the first shock of this hard
blow fel upon her, what she said, and how she bore
herself, it would be a painful task to tel. Oh, the irony
of fate! Ay, the irony of God! That scene, and what
followed it, looked like a cruel and colossa jest—none
vhe less crug because long drawn out and as old as the
days of Job.

It was usdess to go out in search of a doctor. The
country was as innocent of leechcraft as the land of
Canaan in the days of Abraham. All they could do
was to submit, absolutely and unconditionaly.  They were
in God's hands.
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The light was coming yellow and pink through the
window under the eaves as Isradl awoke to consciousness,
He opened his eyes as if from deep, and saw Naomi
beside him.  No surprise did he show at this, and neither
did he at first betray pleasure. Dimly and softly he looked
upon her, and then something that might have been a
smile but for lack of strength passed like sunshine out of
a cloud across his wasted face. Naomi pressed a pillow
under his loins, and another under his head, thinking to
eae the one and raise the other. But the iron hand of un-
consciousness fell upon him again, and through many hours
thereafter Naomi and the Mahdi sat together in silence with
the multitudinous company of invisible things.

During that interval Patimah came in hot haste, and
they had news of Tetuan. The Spaniards had taken the
town, but Abd er-Rahman and most of his Ministers had
ecaped.  Ben Aboo had tried to follow them, but he had
been killed in the acove of the patio. Ali had killed
him.  He had rushed in upon him through a line of his
guards. One of the guards had killed Ali. The brave
black lad had fallen with the name of Isragl on his lips
and with a dauntless shout of triumph. The Kasbah was
afire; it had been burning since the banquet of the night
before. .

Towards sunset peace fell upon Israd ben Olid, and
then they knew that the end was very near. Naomi was
dill kneeling a his right hand, and the Mahdi was stand-
ing a his left. Israel looked at the girl with a world
of tenderness, though the hard grip of death was fast
stiffening his noble face. More than once he glanced
at the Mahdi aso as if he wished to say something, and
yet could not do o, because the power of life was low;
but a last his voice found strength,

"I have left it too lae" he sad "l cannot go to
England"
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Naomi wept more than ever a the sound of these
fatering words, and it was not without effort that the
Mahdi answered him.

"Think no more of tha," he sad, and then he
Stopped, as if the word that he had been about to goesk
had halted on his tongue.

"It is hard to leave her," sad Israd, "for she is
alone; and who will protect her when | am gone?"

"God lives" said the Mahdi, "and He is Father to
the fatherless.”

"But what Jew," sad lsrad, "would not repeat for
her her father's troubles, and what Muslim could save
her from her own ? "

"Who that trusts in God," sad the Mahdi, "need fear
theKaid?"

" But what man can save her ?" cried |sragl again.

And then the Mahdi, touched by Naomi's tears as well
as her father's importunities, answered out of a hot heart
and said—

"Peace, peace ! If there is no one ese to teke her,
from this day forward she shal go with me."

Naomi looked up at him then with such a light in
her beautiful eyes as he has often snce, but had never
before seen there, and Israel ben Olid, who had been
holding at his hand, clutched suddenly at his wrist.

" God bless you !" he sad, as well as he could for the
two angels, the angdl of love and the angel of desth, that
were struggling at his throat.

Israel looked steadily at the Mahdi for a moment more,
and then said very softly—

" Death may come to me now | am ready. Farewdl,
my father! | tried to do your bidding. Do you remem-
ber your watchword? But God has given me rewards
for repentance—see" and he turned his eyes towards the
eyes of Naomi with a wasting yet sunny smile
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"God is good," sad the Mahdi; "lie ill, lie ill"
and he laid his cod hand on Isradl's forehead.

"I am leaving her to you," sad lsrael; "and you
aone can protect her of al men living in this land accursed
of God, for God's right arm is round you. Yes God is
good. As long as you live you will cherish her. Never
was she S0 dear to me as now, SO sweet, 0 lovable, 0
gentle. But you will be good to her. God is very good to
me. Guard her as the apple of your eye. It will reward
you. And let her think of me sometimes—only some-
times. Ah! how nearly | shipwrecked al thisl Re
member ! Remember!"

" Hush, hush! Do not increase your pans' sad the
Mahdi. " Are you feeling better now ?"

"I am feding wel," sad Igad, "and happy—so
happy.”

The sun had s, and the swift twilight was passing into
night, when another messenger arrived from Tetuan. It
was Ali's old Tdleb, shedding tears for his boy, but boasting
loudly of his brave death. He had heard of it from the
black guards themselves. After Ali fell he lived a moment,
though only in unconsciousness. The boy must have
thought himself back a Israd's dde. "I've done it,
father,” he said; "hell never hurt you again. You
won't drive me away from you any more; will you,
father?"

They could see that Israel had heard the story. The
eyes of the dying are dry, but wel they knew that the
heart of the man was weeping.

The Taleb came with the idea that Israd dso was gone,
for arumour to that effect had passed through the town.
" El hamdu 1'lllah 1" he cried, when he saw that Isred
was dill dive But then he remembered something, and
whispered in the Mahdi's farther ear that a vast concourse
of Moon and Jews, including his own vast fellowship was
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even then coming out to bury Igad, thinking he was.
deed.

Israel overheard him and smiled. It seemed as if he
laughed alittle dlso. " It will soon be true," he muttered
under his breath, that came so quick. And hardly had he
spoken when a low deep sound came from the distance.
It was the funeral wail of Isragl ben QOlidl.

Nesarer and nearer it came, and clearer and more clear.
Firg a mighty bass voice: "Allah Akbar!" Agan
another and another voice: " Allah Akbar!" and then the
long roar of a vast multitude: " Al—1—Iah-u-kabar! "
Finaly a dow melancholy wail, rising and falling on
the darkening air: " There is no God but God, and
Mohammed is the Prophet of God."

It was a solemn sound—nay, an awful one, with the
man himself adive to hear it.

O gratitude that is only a death-song! O fame that is
only a funeral !

Isadl listened and smiled again. "Ah, God is great!"
he whispered; " God is great!"

To ease his labouring chest a moment the Mahdi rose
and stepped to the door, and then in the distance he
could descry the procession approaching—a moving black
shadow against the sky. Also over their billowy heads he
could see a red glow far away in the clouds. It was the
last § ujdering of the fire of the modern Sodom.

While he stood there he was startled by the sound of
a thick voice behind him. It was lgad's voice He
was speaking to Naomi. "Yes" he was saying, "it is
hard to part. We were going to be very happy. . . . But
you must not cry. Listen! When | am there—eh? you
know, there—I will want to say, * Father, you did wel to
hear my prayer. My little daughter—she is happy, she
is merry, and her soul is al sunshine! So you must not
weep.  Never, never, never | Remember | ... Ah! tha's
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right, that's right. My smple-hearted darling1l My sunny,
merry, happy girl I'"

Naomi was trying to laugh in obedience to her father's
will.  She was combing his white beard with herfingers—
it was knotted and tangled — and he was labouring hard to
ek again.

"Naomi, do you remember?' he said; and then he
tried to sing, and even to lisp the words as he sang them,
just as a child might have done. " Do you remember —

" Withinmy heart avoice
! Bids earth and heaven rgjoice,
{ Sings— Love

But his strength was spent, and he had to stop.

" Sing it," he whispered, with a poor broken smile at his
own failure. And then the brave girl — al courage and
strength, a quivering bow of stedd — took up the song where
he had left it, though her voice trembled and the tears
started to her eyes.

As Naomi sang Israel made some poor shift to beat the
time to her, though once and again his feeble hand fell
back into his breast. When she had done singing Isragl
looked at the Mahdi and then at her, and smiled, as if he
and she and the song were one to him.

But indeed Naomi had hardly finished when the wail
came again, now nearer than before, and louder. Israel
heard it. "Hark! They are coming. Keep dose" he
muttered.

He fumbled and tugged with one hand at the breast of
his kaftan. The Mahdi thought his throat wanted air, but
Naomi, with the instinct of help that awoman has in scenes
like these, understood him better. In the disarray of his
senses this was his way of trying to raise himsalf that he
might listen the eader to the song outsde. The gjirl did
her am under his neck, and then his shrunken hand
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wasat red " Ah! doser. 'Godisgreat  he murmured.
again. "' God—is—great' 1" With that word on his lips
he smiled and sghed, and sank back. It was now quite
dark.

When the Mahdi returned to his place at Igad's feet
the dying man seemed to have been feding for his hand.
Taking it now, he brought it to his breast, where Naomi's
hand lay under his own trembling one. With that last
effort, and alook into the girl's face that must have pursued
him home, his grand eyes dosed for ever.

In the silence that followed after the departing spirit the
deep swell of the funeral wail came rolling heavily on the
night air: " Allah Akbar! Al-lah-u-kabar!"

In a few minutes more the procession of the people of
Tetuan who had come out to bury Isragl ben Olid had
arrived at the house.

"He has gong" sad the Mahdi, pointing down; and
then lifting his eyes towards heaven, he added, " To THE
KING!"

THE END.
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