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F»AjRT U:
CHAPTER V.

THE LION'S DEN.
"Little man, little man, halt!" It was a

stalwart, swarthy Walloon sentry stepped
suddenly forward, shouting. I judged he
meant me by his words, and I paused.

"I bring an offer to the Duke of Alva," 1
cried.

"What, from the- rermia eaters in Breutha?
Nay, then, come on. We have wasted long
enough over this mouse hole. So you have
•aten the last worm, eh, little man?"

"Ye», we cooked it by the flre in your
camp," amid I.

"Kay, if you com* to Alva, speak not of
firing the camp, or you are like to try a fire's
heat yourself."

"You liked It not, then?" I asked.
"By Beeltebub! you had best bridle your

tongue in time, little man, else— But here
is the guard. Lieutenant, the little man has
an offer for the duke from Breuthe."

The lieutenant, a fox-faced Italian, looked
at m* sharply.

"Why do you not come with a flag of truce,
taare?"

"Because I -was not anxious to tell of my
coming to the sood people of Brsuthe," I
answered quietly.
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"Ah, so!" he said, and fixing his eyas on
my (ace. "W»il, -what Is "your ©ff«?" a»
asked, lightly. - . : .-r 4' *;;-i\» -. ;" \u25a0!" "\u25a0- .

"It U to the l>uk» of Alva," quoth I.
"You rate yourself high—and your offer,

too, my friend." >--v—r? .. \u25a0.-.- :-, - \u0084.> -n ? ,.
"I know what both are," I answered.
"Are you so sure? Perhaps the duke will

teach you better," he said, showing" his teeth
Uke a dog. "We shall see. Lead on, there."

"Ay, we shall sea," said I.
Outside a tent rather larger than most we

halted, and the lieutenant entered alone.
Then I heard a rattling Spanish oath from
within, suddenly broken off, and a gruff voice
speaking quickly and anxiously. There fol-
lowed a moment's silence; then a sharp com-
mand, and the lieutenant appeared to bid me
enter.

Before me sat Ferdinando of Alva, the
greatest soldier in Europe, who wielded the
forces of the greatest power in the world, the
master of all the Netherlands save Breuthe
town. And Breuthe town I had come to sell-
Far away In Delft was William of Orange,
who had trusted me to do him what good I
oould. Ay, there sat Alva, with is long, lean,
sallow face, frowning at me from two yards
distance, caressing his iron-gray beard with
a thin, sinewy hand.

"Take away his swoord," he said In a grat-
ing voice.
Ilaughed. This was not the way of Orange.

The huge fat man who sat by him stared at
me for a minute.

"Why, 'tis the Englishman, Neiwstead!" he
oried, Alva's forehead gathered into a frown,
and the hand that lay on the table clenched
hard. Then his thin lips parted, and he
(Tinned like a wolf

"Praise be to the Virgin!" he eaid. "Let
him be burned by a slow fire under their
walls."

The lieutenant laid his hand on my shoul-
der.

"Bethink you!" I cried. "Dead I shall do
you little good; alive I can do much."

"A slow fire!" he repeated.
The fat man—Chiapln Vitelli—bent over

and whispered in his ear. I stood there
waiting, the lieutenant's claw-like hand still
on my shoulder. Cordieu! I am no coward,
but I do not wish to pass such minutes as
those again. For a long time the two dark
faces hung near each other and Vitelli
whispered on, while I could feel my heart
beat, and Alva's steady cold eye never left
my face. I do not think my color changed.
At last Vitelli ended. Alva stroked his beard
once, twice, thrice. Then suddenly the grat-
ing voice broke out again:

"Why do you dare come here?" he said.
I started. I hardly knew what he said.
"Why do you dare come here?" he repeated,

angrily.
"I—l bring you an offer," I stammered.

Vitelli looked with an air of triumph at
Alva.

"Ha! Breuthe will surrender? You will get
ao terms from me."

"Breuthe will never surrender!" said I.
The wolf's look—it was never long absent

—came back to Alva's face.
"Well, your offer, your offer," said Vitelli.
"I will open the gates to a party of your

men."
"Ah;" Vitelli said, and he smiled.
"You may go," cried Alva to the lieutenant.

•Is that all?" he asked sharply, turning t«
me.

"The rest comes from-you, sir," I answered
coolly.

"With a pardon you will be well paid," he
marled.

"I should, of course, request that," I said.
"For yourself and your men," said Vitelli."They are good soldiers," I answered.

"They would be more use alive."
"You want moreT" Alva asked sharply.
I bowed.
"What do you ask?"
"There was a girt we lost—" I began. Alva

waved his hand carelessly.
"Pho! You can buy her to-night for a few

duaats!" cried Vitelli. "Girls are cheap." I
looked angrily at the coarse, fat face, and I
Old not love. Chiapin Vitelli, though he had
saved my life a little before.

"Is that all?" said Alva.
"Would such a service be overpaid, sir,

With 7,000 crowns?"

Alva waved his hand.

"Seven thousand fiends!" thundered Alva.
"By the eyes of God! Do you forget you are
a traitor to the king and the church, and In
my power?"

"Breuthe is not, sir," said I.
"And if Breuthe were fastened by chains

to hell I would break them! Am I to pay a
king's ransom to a heretic? You shall be paid,
rascal; you shall be paid! You shall repent
asking money for aiding the cause of God!"
Again Vitelli leaned forward and whispered,
and, as he talked, the angry light died out of
Alva's eyes, and they both glanced covertly
at me; and at last Alva began to smile. Then
Vitelli lay back in his chair and licked his
lips.

"As you are a heretic, rascal," he be-
gan, and coughed a little; "as you are a
heretic, I suppose you must be paid for aid-
Ing us. Well, you shall be paid." He
paused, and whispered to Vitelli.

"A thousand crowns now, 6,000 when you
open the sates. Do you accept?"

I bowed.
"As soon as it is dark to-morrow I will

open the main gate," said I. "I would urge
you to send at least 500 men."

"I will send enough," said Alva, with a
short laugh. "You may go. Vitelli, give him
bis hire."

"Iwant a safe conduct," I answered.
"Pool, why should we harm you now?"

said Alva with a sneer.

He scrawled on a parchment and tossed it
across the table to me. Vlteljt took me out
and gave me a bag of money.

"There, my clever fool," said he, and
laughed.

"For the girl," I said.

Was I a fool? Ask Chiapin Vitelli now.
You will find him in—nay, I know not where
you will find him. He was a brave man and
he saved my life—though the deed was bet-
ter than the purpose.

"And the girl?"
"The woman's auction, fool. Listen and

look!"
He pointed to a ring of yellow, smoky light

in the midst of the camp, whence wild
shouts and screams and evil laughter came.
A drum beat loudly.

The auction of women! Yes, that was th*
end of Alva's forays. The auction of Gab-
rielle de St Trond! That was the end of my
foray.

There stood the women; some silent, some
sobbing loudly, some with their faces buried
in their hands, some with their hands tied
and struggling yet, some standing still, dry-
eyed, looking right on away and beyond,
some praying, some laughing. God! I have
heard much, but sometimes I hear those
laughs still. I fought for Alva once.

Some fool mounted a little platform, while
my eyes wandered over the group eagerly.

"Gentlemen of the sword, get ready your
purses. Sweet little love birds we have for
you to-night. Bring up the dark little filly,
Pedro!"

A girl scarce 16 at . the most was dragged
forward, • and two Xfellows, ;- each bearing a
torch, took stand on either eida of her," so
that the light f«ll lull oa hw 2ms. It was

dully white, like the faces of men who have
bled to death.

- "Here, gentlemen, a sweet object for your
endeavors and, your ducats. The very Lily
of Holland! Worth double to any honest gen-
tleman when he has kissed the roses back
into her cheeks." He litid hold of her dress
at the collar, tore it, htld it open for a mo-
ment with a grin, at the crowd, and then put

4fc back; *;No, gentlemen*. I will not wrong
the happy" possessor," lie cried. And the
girl stood like death itself. "What are your
bids, gentlemen?"

The bidding reached three ducats.
"No more? Will no cavalier go higher? Nay,

then, Julian, she is yoitirs!"

The owner, a young, thin-faced Spaniard,
came up with a smile and led her away
through the jeering crowd. As she passed me
I slipped the hilt of my dagger into her hand.
For a moment she stared at me dully, and
then all at once her face lighted up as she
went by. OorcUeu! 'Tws»s the saddest thing
I ever saw.

Have I not done the Hke myself, you ask?
No. This is a game only the Spaniards play.
Do you wonder the Dutchmen hate them?

At last, aye, at last! 'Twas she herself.
God! I cannot tell how she looked. 1 could
not see then; J can scarce write of It now!
There she stood • • •

"Here, gentlemen, gay with the Orange
colors—white and gold and blue." The fellow
touched her hair, and—pah! I cannot write it.

"Ten crowns!" I shouted.
"Ho, ho! Here is a cavalier with money,

comrades." The fellow turned toward me.
"And who may yon be,, senor? So fond of
Orange, are.you? Why should I sell to you?"
I thrust through the crowd easily enough,

and I forced the safe conduct Into his hands.
"Read it, fool!" I cried.
"Oh! * • • a safe conduct through the

lines for the .girl you choose • • * Alva• • * Oh! well, I suppose you must take
her. Where's the money?"
I flung the money hard in his face, and

dashed nfy flst after it.
"There is your price," I cried. "Will you

jest with the messenger of Alva?"
So Gabrielle de St. Trond and I hurried

away from the auction of women. Neither of
us spoke; she held my hand and almost
dragged me through the camp with half-mad
strength. She would scarce pause while 1
parleyed for a moment with two sentries,
and when at last we had left Alva behind us
she turned and looked at that camp with
wide, fearful eyes, and caught her breath and
'aughed a little sobbing laugh, and then the
wet blue eyes looked up at mine.

•'I knew you would come," she said.
"You knew?" I cried.
"Yes, I knew," she said again.
" "Via my fault you were ever taken," I

said, slowly. "I do not hope you can forgive
me. I have done what I could since."

We walked on in the moonlight !n silence
"If—lfIdo not thank you," she said, slow-ly, "it is because I do not know what to

say. I—l always believed you would come,
even come alone into Alva's camp to cave me.
Are any thanks enough for that?"
I did not answer her. Alone into Alva's

camp to save her? Was that the reaion?
Vitelli's thousand crowns Jingled under mi-cloak.

She stumbled over a stone and fell with a
little cry. I bent over her and saw her shoeswere torn through. I picked her up and car-
ried her.

"I am sorry," she said, "but indeed I amvery tired," and her head dropped on my
shoulder contentedly. So I walked on with
Gabrielle In my arm* and the money insidemy cloak.

The wicket in the postern opened as Icameup, ao.d Vermeil met me with a frown.
\u25a0Was that why you went, captain?" he

asked, pointing to Gabrielle, and the man atthe gate chuckled. Gabrlelle woke at thenoi*e.
"Let me go, let me go to my father," she

said.
"Ah, captain* it's the way of the world "quoth Vermeil, solemnly shaking his head.

" Tis always another "•Se* that the lady be taken to the gov-
ernor's house," said I, sharply.

"Well, and what of Breuthe?" asked Ver-
meil, as we moved away. "He is moving
neav»n and earth, and hell, too, our goodGaspar. How did your errand prosper?""Cordieu! man; let me sleep! You shallbear In the morning."

"As you will," said Vermeil, sulkily "(But
I should like to know if you weat for thegirl s sake or the men's."

THE BARGAIN OF ALVA.
But there was to be little sleep for me thatnight. I went to my quarters, flung off my

cloak, and sat. I was not 111-pleased with
myself. And the bag of money looked bet-
ter, now Gabrielle had gone. You sneer?
Well, I am. but a man; and truly I hadspoiled the Egyptians. Oh, my honest friends,
'tis we cruel, cunning soldiers who give you
the chance to be honest in safety!

A heavy step sounded on the stair, and
Gaspar Wiederman flung open the door:

"Acht so the fox is back in his hole," hegrunted. "You must come with me, my
brave : captain! Devil of devils! have you
got your wages already?" he cried, and he
caught up the bag of crowns.

"I never waste time," quoth I.
"Gott! nor I. So come on, my brave trai-

tor!"
"Whither?"
"To Laurenz de St. Trond, my peddler!"
"Laurenz de St. Trond I" Irepeated. "Does

he know I—" I began.
"Aye, he knows," said Gaspar, with a grim

chuckle. We went out into the street. As
we passed the postern I saw It was guarded
by burghers now. Some of my own men
lounging in the doorways laughed as we
went by.

"Which side are we on, captain?" cried one
as I passed. "Only tell us and we fight!
Only tell us!"

CHAPTER VI.

"We are not all cowards!" he grunted in
my ear.

But further on Vermeil met us with a
little troop.

"Do you go of your own will, captain?" he
cried.

"Yea," I answered. "Keep the peace! 1'

Vermeil fell back frowning, and Gaspar
chuckled again.

We turned into the street where the bur-
gomaster's house stood, and began to pass
through a little throng of burghers. When
they saw my face they began to hoot and
jeer and hiss.

"Are you proud of your friends?" I said
to Gaspar.

"This is your wages," he grunted.
In a large bare room sat Laurenz de St

Trond and the burgomaster of Breuthe town,
talking anxiously together.

"He came like a sheep!" quoth Gaspar a*
we entered. Tbe burgomaster scowled at me.
He was a little man with red hair and a
freckled face and nervous, fidgety hands.

"Two halberdiers!" he said in a, piping
voice, and two of their weedy citizen soldiers
took their stand by me.

St. Trond sat up In his chair, and I saw
by his face that he knew I had brought his
daughter back. The deep-set eyes were al-
most gay now; but then, as be looked at me
they grew gloomy again.

"John Newstead!" he said in a low voice.
"It is charged against you that you, an of-
ficer, bearing the commission of William of
Nassau, Prince of Orange, have been false
to him in seeking to betray the town of
Breuthe into the hands of the enemy. Are
you guilty or not guilty?" Gaspar chuckled.

"Not guilty!" said I.
St Trond looked at me keenly, and his lips

twitched as he bent his brows. He was try-
ing to believe- the best of me; and—cordieu!
you will agree things looked black. But I
saved his daughter.

Gaspar stepped forward.
"This afternoon he spoke of selling

Breuthe; this evening he went into Alva's
camp. Gott! do you ask for more? He came
back safe!"

"You swear that for the truth?" cried the
burgomaster.

"I swear it," said Gaspar.
"And how much does that prove?" I asked.
"Enough to hang you," squeaked the burgo-

master.
"It proves little," said Lauren* de St

Trond slowly. "Why did you go to the
camp?"

"To save Breuthe!" said I. St. Trond
frowned gravely. "Call my daughter!" Gas-
par shifted his chair with a grunt of sur-
prise.

She entered; her face was white as her
dress.

"Tell us how you escaped," said St. Trond.
She began to speak in a low voice, with

her eyes on the ground.

"It was at the auction," she said, and the
blood came up into her face. "Master New-
stead was there among all the Spaniards.
And he brought me away safe through all
their men."

"Ay, but how?" quoth Gaspar, leaning for-
ward.

"He bought me," she answered; aud we
could scarce hear her words. There wan a
moment's silence.

"Ach! But why did they let him? And
how did you pass their lines?" said Gaspar at
last

She looked at me for a moment, aud her
eyes were wet I can feel it now. Then she
turned to her father with a silent entreaty.

"Answer," said St. Trond.
"He had a safe conduct," she said.
"From Alva? I thought so," grunted Gas-

P»r.
" 'Ti» enough!" cried the burgomaster.
"But he came to the camp to save me, not

to betray the town," said Gabrielle.
"Did he say so?" grunted Gaspar.
"N—no," she said. "I—l thought so."
"Ha! Then why did he bring this back?"

quoth Qaspar, and he flung down on the table
the bag of 1,000 crowns. The money jingled
as it fell, and St. Trond and Gabrialle both
turned toward me.

•'O!" cried Gabrielle. Aye, it stung.
The burgomaster opened the bat and began

to count, amid silence.
"Nine hundred and ninety crowns!" he said

at last
"Do you still want proof?" (runted Gas-

p»r.
St. Trond fell back in his chair with a sigh,

and Gabrielle—well, I did not look at Gab-
rlelle. But I rlanced from the burgomaster's
glaring green eyes to the grim smile on Gas-
par's face, and then—and then 1 laughed
aloud.

"Have you finished, quite finished, my good
Caspar?" said I. His jaw dropped and the
smile faded.

"Do not trifle with the court!" squeaked
the little burgomaster. I looked around
again. St. Trond and Gabrielle were both
intent on me, and Gabrlelle's eyes were
round and big with eagerness.

"O, the court?" Ay, ay. the tourtt" said L
"Well, in truth you have trifled long
enough."

"Do you bandy words with me?" squeaked
the burgomaster.

"Nay, most illustrious, I am no such fool.
You have heard one-half the story. Listen
now to the other. I went to Alva; yes, I con-
fess it. I offered to open the gates to 500
Spaniards for 7,000 crowns and a girl. Well,
am I a traitor?"

"Ach! what else?" grunted Gaspar.
"Seven thousand?" quoth the burgomaster.
"For the rest of the money, and the rest

of the story, Malt. New, think for a little
of Breuthe. Ere we came you had not food
for a week. Is that true?"

"True enough," said St. Trond.
"We brought you more food, but we brought

more men to eat it. Is there food for two
weeks now?"

"Teufel! No. I told you that," grunted
Gaspar.

"Then what hope had you? Aye, what hope
have you even now?''

" 'He hath girded us with strength for the
battle. He shall throw down mine enemies
under me,' " said St. Trond, slowly.

'It may be; but how?" I asked.
"What is all this to the purpose?" cried

the burgomaster.
"Much," I answered. 'Is not the only

hope for Fteuthe a blow struck at Alva's
very heart?"

"Teufel! Was yours the way to strike it?"
growled Gaspar."

"Mine is the only way," I said. "You dare
not risk a sortie. You have tried it too often.
Well, let Alva make the sortie. Let it be he
that fails." *"Aeh! So!" grunted Gaspar.

"And now, to come back to my story. I
open the gates to Alva on the morrow at
sunset. They come in, 500 strong or more.
What say you, Gaspar. will they go out
again?"

Caspar sprang to hiß feet.
"No Ten thousand fiends! No!" he

shouted. "By the main gate into the market
place? At dusk?"

"Ay. They bring the money with them."
"So. Gott What a plani Musketeers in

the houses all round!"
I paused and curled my mustache. The

little burgomaster was smiling and rubbing
his hands.

"You mean to admit a force of Spaniards,
and nrassacer them after bringing them on by
fair works?" asked St. Trond, slowly.

"Call it what you will, it is safety for
Breuthe."

"I tell you the town cannot be saved else.
It will be saved thus. Cordieu! I know
what war means, and I know Alva, I tell
you it is the only way!" I cried.

"You think—it will drive him back?" said
the burgomaster.

"I call it murder," said he.
Gaspar shrugged his shoulders.

"He must raise the blockade in any case."
St. Trond turned to Gaspar:

"Approve? Gott, yes! If we only get
enough to kill."

St. Trond shuddered. In despair—l think
it was despair—he came to the burgomaster
again.

"What say you?" he asked.
"It is the hand of God!" said the little

burgomaster. There was a long silence.
''Then I commit it to you, gentlemen," St.

TrtJnd said at last. "On your honor, you
see no other way?" he cried, sharply.

"None," said I.
"None," grunted Gaspar.
St. Trond rose and we went out. Gabrielle

followed without a glance for any of us.
Laurenz de St. Trond was a good man. Per-
haps that is why he was ill-fitted to cope
with Alva.

"Do you approve, too?" he asked.

When he was gone the little burgomaster
rose and held out his hand:

"Sir, I ask your pardon. You will do me
the justice to admit that the evidence was
black."

"1 thank you. Good night to you," said I.
"And our plans for the Spaniards, sir?"

he cried.
"I must Bleep sometimes, str. Tbe mor-

row will be time enough." -'\u25a0";'\u25a0 \u25a0»

Gaspar and I passed out Tbe burghers
had dwindled to iwos and threes. They eyed
me askance, but made no sound. \u25a0. . \u25a0 •-,..!

"Well, Gaspar?" said I, at length. ; . \u25a0 ;,
"Well, captain, I called you a coward. I

ask your pardon; you are not. I thought
you a knave and—umph! Would you like
some advice?"

"What is it?"
"Look after the rest of your crowns." •
I slept sound. The hazard of the morrow

did not trouble me. I never knew a hazard
so great that Itkept me from my sleep, and

! yet my life has walked oveT some narrow
bridges. When I woke in the morning the

. thought that was in my brain wai not of
Alva or Breuthe town, but of the deep blue
eyes that had looked up into mine and white
cheek that had \u25a0 lain on my shoulder last
night. I »ay tbo thought 'was in my brain;
and, cordleu! it • seemed loth ;to go. I lay
there smiling like a. very child; it was a
pleasant thought. 'Tis no ill one now. Oh,
aye, 'twas folly; I give you that I, who
should have been thinking how to account for
my friends, the Spaniards, lay grinning at
the air. Oh, aye, 'twas folly.

"So we have not changed sides, captain?"
quoth he.

Soon Vermeil came in.

"It was not 'the only way,' Vermeil,**
said I.

! "Ah! no?" said Vermeil, seating himself
coolly. "Where is our pay?" he asked with
a cunning glance.

"How far will 7,000 crowns go. Vermeil?"
"A bird In the hand—captain," slid he

with a sneer.
"A thousand now; six thousand before

they enter. Are you happy nowT"
"Ah, it Is well done, truly," said Vermeil,

•lowly. "You meant to let them in from
the first, I know, but I should like to
know, indeed, I should like to know—"

"Well, out with It man!"
"Whether you mad* the rest' of your

plan before you got hold of the girl—or—
after!"
I laughed; It Is veil enough to be cun-

ning; sometimes it leads men astray.
"O, you are very clever. Vermeil. Do you

remember I said to you: "There will be
more risk in my meeting Alva before all
is done?' Do you know what I meant, now?"

H» stared at me.
"V«», I know," h« muttered. " 'Twiiu go

hard with any of us who fall Into Alva's
hands after this!"

"Tut, tut! We all have brains, Vermeil,"
quoth I.

"Will brains get us out of Alva's hands?"
"The brains of some of us!" 1 answered.
Just then Gaapar entered.
"So we're all of one mind now, Gaspar,"

said I, seeing he glanced at Vermeil.
"One mind? One side!" grunted Gaapar.

"And that is the safe one," he muttered in
my ear.

"We had best set to work soon."
"Aye, after breakfast," quoth Gaspar.
"Captain, do you know what day it Is?

St. Bartholomew!" He chuckled grimly.
St. Bartholomew! A year ago the she wolf

of the Medici and the Guises had butchered
Coligny in the Paris streets. Who gained
by it? Not Charles of Valois, king of France.
I can remember when Anjou was bidding for
the throne of the Netherlands, in the par-
lays that we held then, St. Aldegonde asked
what sureties ha would give for the re-
formed faith.

"The word of a Valois," quoth he. St
Aldegonde shrugged his shoulders.

"Is not my word enough?" cried Anjou.
"No, your highness; by St. Bartholomew,

no," said I.
Ay, but for Bartholomew day Anjou might

have held the Netherlands for his house.
Charles himself might have been emperor.
The men who gained by it were Alva and
Philip of Spain. Out of the 28,000 Hugue-
nots who fell on one day in Franca how
many would have refused to come to the
help of William of Orange? How soon would
Alva have taken Mons but for the Bartholo-
mew? Nay, the man who gained was Alva.
And now.a year had gone by and St. Bar-
tholomew had come again, and another party
of another faith were coming into another
town. Alva had had a year of triumph,

and the grass grown streets of Harlem bore
witness how thorough it had been. Now
the fate of Holland was swinging In the scale
against Alva'a power. Was it. chance that

(

the day was the day of St. Bartholomew.

CHAPTER VII.—"MAN AGAINST TIME."
We were busy in tlie market place, tolling

under a burning sun and a hot. parching

wind, and the little burgomaster was the
busiest of all. He was squeaking in every
corner, Gaspar, his arms and chest bare,

stood vomiting German oaths and giving

a push here and a pull there and a cuff
now and again. Our men worked well;

there was talk of money now, and If a free
lance will work ever, 'tis for the hope of
a hard flght with gold at the end. The
burghers were nothing behind them; there
was no hissing me now, only stern labor

with the first smiles there had been In

Breuthe for many a day.

"So far so well," I said at last. It was
drawing toward afternoon. "Give them a
meal and let them rest."

The burgomaster came bustling up and
took me by the doublet.

"And now, sir, in the matter of money,"

he said.
"Oh!" I paused and wiped my forehead.

"For the money I must give my men 20
crowns apiece. You see " Just then I
saw Gabrlelle hurrying along through the
market place. I swept off my hat and made
a step forward. She seemed not to see me.

"Well, sir?" squeaked the burgomaster.

"You ccc there will be little left. I must
have the money."

"You are welcome to all the money," cried
the burgomaster.

Gabrielle heard, and I saw her wince. I
bowed again. She passed us, looking away.
I muttered an oath.

"I oaji spare you 500 crowns," I said
sharply.

"Sir, we do not grudge you money. We are
fighting for our wives and children, our free-
dom and our faith." He spoke quietly and
quickly. "1 did not come to ask you for it.
We are a small town, and we are not rich
now; but, sir, you have come to our aid in
our utmost need, and all we can give you is
yours. That Is all." He turned and left
me.

"Curse the money!" I muttered under my
breath, as I walked slowly away. "Curse
the money!" Why had Alva's money come
between me and the girl, when I might have
had money in Breuthe for the asking? Who
would care to have a girl think his first
thoughts were always for money, like any
peddling knave from London? Gaspar bade
me look after my crowns; well, the crowns
were mine. Cordieu! I did not want them
for myeelf, and I could not help it if the girl
were a fool. It made ho difference to me
what the girl thought What was the girl to
me? Cordieu! 'twas not^roag to spoil Alva!
And I resolved to take tb* other 6,000 crowns.
For I had thought of letting- -them go.

The shadows lengthened and the sun went
down in the west, and within the town we
made ready to play for our last stake. The
main gate opened on to the market place,
and every street, every lane that led from it
was barricaded, and the barricades held by
the burghers. In the houses my musketeers
were posted, about half the force in all. Un-
der the walls on either side the gate two little
picked companies waited to charge when all
the Spaniards were in and shut the gates
again. Behind the two transport wagons
waited, ready horsed, to be overturned in the
gateway when the gates were shut, that they
might not be opened again. Vermeil led one
company, and our quartermaster, Nicholas
Zouch, the other. It was a dangerous task,
for from the barricade behind them to the
gate was scarce room to gather speed for the
charge; but you cannot win battles without
risk.

Itwas dark at last, with the heavy darkness
that comes ere the moon rises, anS a faint
tramp came from without the walls. I stood
by the wicket in the main gate, with my
horse at my side. They were thronged
without now, and I opened the wicket a little
way.

"The money! the money!" I whispered in
Spanish.

"No play, no pay! Let us in first"
1 opened the wicket and half a dozen men

rushed in pellmell.
"And now the gate, senor," said their

leader. I turned the great key and pulled
it out again. The gate swung open and theSpaniards rushed In.

"There are your wages!" cried the leader,
and he thrust the bag into my hand; and,
as I turned, another stabbed at me. I sprang
aside, but the dagger was through my arm.
Swords were out all round me; I broke
through to my horse and dashed away into
the darkness to Zouch. And then the Span-
iards poured into a silent town, shouting
now as they came.

"Wounded, captain?" asked 2ouch In a
whisper.

"Aye, but I have the gate key still. And
6,000 crowns," said I.

Zouch chuckled.
"'Charge now?" he muttered.
"Nay, wait," I said, as I twisted a hand-

kerchief round my arm and peered into the
darkness to count the numbers that came.
They grew thinner at last.

"Enough now," muttered Zouch. I nodded
to the drummer at my elbow. The drum
spoke loudly, and Zouch dashed at the gate.
Vermeil should have charged at the same
instant, but nothing came from the other
side, and Zouch was left alone.

"Cordieu! Sound again! Sound again!"
I cried. Again the drum spoke, louder than
before. And now Vermeil charged; but the
Spaniards were ready to meet him, and eachcharge singly was feeble. The minutes went
by and our chance was going fast.

"With the wagons! Both wagons!" I yelled.
By the mercy of God, they heard on "the
other side, and we went at the Spaniards
together. The horses did not flinch, and the
Spaniards fell apart as the wagons clove into
the heavy mass. We had gone a little wide
of the gate, and Zouch and his men had
corns in between it and the wagon. The
wagons jammed together and Zouch, with a
couple of men, clashed the gate to. I tossed
him the great key; he turned it in the look
and the Spaniards were caught at last In
the darkness those who had come first knew
not what was passing, and Zouch and I, with
a few men, broke back to the barricade and
clambered over.

"This is all of them," said Zouch. "Scarce
any outside."

"Aye, enough, too," I answered. Alva had
said he would send enough; there were some
700 within the market place. The moon rose
clear and bright.

Was It butchery?. Had you leea thoseSpaniards fight you would scarce call it that.
Time and again they surged up to the main
barricade ".and \u25a0 more • - than once all but
mounted It. But the burghere fought well;
it| was each race atits \best; charge after
charge came , thundering up to that barri-
cade, and charge after * charge was broken
and driven " back by those grim, stubborn
Dutchmen. And .the Spaniards'; headlong
courage - drove; them > on ; yet again, while the
musketry tore V through . their close-packed
ranks, :and: Oaspar, on the -main \u25a0 barricade
with the iburgomaster, jleant on a pike ; and
chuckled as the moments went by. ,;_:i.«

Maa against Umei That was the flgat la
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St. Trond shuddered.

the market place, and the Spaniards knew it
as well as we. If they could not break
through goon, the odds would be too great.
And the deadly musketry never paused. An-
other charge, and another! Zouch and I
peered forward anxiously through the flick-
ering moonlight.

"By the flend! They're over!" he cried.
Three men had crested the barricade, and

others were struggling up behind them. They
stood out tail and dark against the moon-
light. Taller still rose another figure, and
one Spaniard was caught on a pike. Gas-
par—aye, no man in the town but G-aspar
could have done It—Gaspar swung him round
on the pike end and crashed the wretch
against his fellows. The three fell on their
struggling comrades below, and that charge
dropped back, too.

The charges grew feebler and slower, and
few men now there were to make them.
Man against time! The victory was not to
be with man. Th« charges had ceased; there
was little movement in the market place
save the writhlngs of those who were not
yet dead. The musketry died slowly away,
and Zouch and I came over the barricade
onto the bloody stones. There, In the middle
of the market place, I paused and looked
round over the dying and the dead. Seven
hundred good, of the very flower of Alva's
army, lay there, crushed at my feet. Oh,
Vitelli, Chiapin Vitelli, who was the fool?

Gaspar came down to meet me. His arms
were dyed red, and there were smears and
splashes of blood across hi* face and his
beard.

"So much, for Breuthe's gueets," he cried.
"Ach! captain, 'twas a good flght. Would
that Alva had seen it!"

"There's a party at the postern, captain!"
cried a man at my elbow.

"So! Let us give them a message for
Ferdinando Alvarez!" He hurried through
the streets, mounted the wall by the pos-
tern, and there, looking down at the Span-
lards who waited for their comrades:

"No es nada!" he shouted, "no e3 nada!"
"Twas a catchword of Alva's he used in all
disasters: "It Is nothing; It Is nothing.'"

And while Gaspar stood shouting and shak-
ing his bloody pike at the Spaniards, who
fell hurriedly back, away in the market place
by the barricade they had kept right brave-
ly, the burghers of Breuthe were singing a
psalm:

"I will give thanks unto Thee O Lord,
with my whole heart" I heard the first
words echoing over the town.

"That will tell Alva who won, Gaspar,"'
said I. "Come down, come down."

"Ach! captain, captain, that was a flght
worth fighting," he said as he turned. "I
never saw men flght better."

"Than which?"
\u25a0 "Than either! « Gott! never will I laugh at
burghers again. I wish our own were as
stout."

"Aye; what in hell's name ailed Vermeil?"
I asked sharply. Gaspar shrugged his shoul-
ders. '\u25a0•'- \u25a0; . . - \u25a0-'. :.1 ':. - : :-. " .

"The fool near ruined us all," I said. "is
he safe?" \ -\u25a0'\u25a0 J'~ ' \u25a0\u25a0" • '\u25a0 '. .- \u25a0 •.-••-.•

"He is no fool, alive or dead," quoth Gas-
par.

; The burghers were still einging, and the
words rose with an exultant shout:

"* • * The heathen are sunk down in thepit that they made; in the same net which
they hid privilyis their foot taken."

The psalm ended, and the burghers drifted
back to their homes for the sleep and the rest
they had earned.

"Need we post guards, sir?" asked the little
burgomaster, wearily.

"A few at the gates were safer," I an-
swered. "But I think the work is done."

"God has been very gracious," said the bur-
gomaster sleepily, looking round at the dead.
"Indeed, sir, the work is done."

As he spoke the marketplace clock began to
strike. One, two, three, the deep chimes
rang out as we stood there silent, looking at
our work; the chimes died echoing away at
last, and Caspar's eyes met mine.

"Midnight!" grunted Gaspar.
"The end of St. Bartholomew!" I said. Was

it chance? Was it chance, senors?
I did not rise too early the next morning,

but once risen I betook myself to the walls
Alva'a tents still lay there grinning at the

town; but under them now were fewer men
far, and the grin was like a toothless crone's.
While I stood there St. Trond came up too,
and stood looking at the camp in silence. At
last he turned to me.

"And so, sir, that—that work—was in vain,"
he said, sadly.

"That work has not been done twelve hours
yet," I answered.

"I •would to God it had never been done at
all!" he cried. I shrugged my shoulders. He
went on talking, half to himself. "And yet
it is just," he said, "it is just. No good
could come of such a crime."

"Oh, wait, wait!" I said sharply. "For the
crime—l will take the blame ifI may take the
credit too."

"The blame is mine, who suffered you to
persuade me," he said.

"I told you 'twould drive Alva away; you
shall see it yet."

He sliook his head, and was turning away
when Gaspar came up.

"Gott! captain! work like that makes a
man sleep well."

"Have you seen the marketplace this morn-
ing?" he asked of Gaspar.

"Aye, a grand sight! There they lie. hig-
gledy-piggledy, our good Spaniards. Ach!
'twas a good fight! And so Ferdinando has
not gone yet?"

St. Trond hurried away. Aye, he was a
good man and a brave, but fighting was not
his work.

"The stubborn Ferdinando!" quoth Gasper.
"I wonder if you have been too- clever, cap-
tain?"
I did not answer. I did not believe I was

wrong, but if, after all, it had been in vain.
If Alva could still cling to the town, there
was no hope for Breuthe, or for any inside its
walls. Alva would scarce be turned to mercy
by last night's work. The thought was not
comforting.

"He must go!" I said sharply at last
Caspar did not hear; he was looking with

a sneering smile at another figure which drew
near.

"Ho, ho! here's the Frenchman, captain,"
he said.

"Cordieu! yes, Vermeil, why did you fail to
charge at the drum?" I said angrily.

"Because I did not hear the first beat,"
said Vermeil, looking me straight in the face.
Qaspar laughed gruffly.

"It is—possible,". I answered. I think he
knew what I meant—at least he gave me as
good again.

"And that Alva may go is—possible," quoth
he- fWe left him on the walls, and Gaspar and
I went down to the market place, where the
sunlight fell across men maimed and mangled,
and writhing in torment, crying aloud with
curse/ for water, and then fallingback on the
hard, red, greasy stones. The wounded and
dead of the burghers had been carried away
with the earliest dawn, and only the Span-
iards lay there now. But moving about
among them were women with water and
wine, and Gaspar and I looked at each other,
and we both swore together.

The burgomaster was clearing away the
barricades, and to him we came.

"Cordieu! Sir, do you allow this?" I cried.
"There will be murder ere long; a dagger in
the breast will end this charity."

"Aye, a Spaniard is harmless when he ia
dead," grunted Gaspar.

"It is but Christian duty, air," quoth the
burgomaster.

'"Christian duty! Christian donkeys!" burst
Out Gaspar. "Did you start it?"

"Well, Indeed, gentlemen. I, too, thought
it wfes dangerous, but—but—the daughter of
the governor—she said—she asked—she said—
was I a murderer as well? And I did not
know what to say."

"As well, eh? Grateful girl, captaial"
"She is there I" I cried.
"Yes, sir. If you, too, wish it stopped and

think it dangerous, I will do what I can,"
squeaked the little burgomaster, trotting
along at our heels as Gaspar and I hurried
across the dead.

She was bending over a young, stalwart
Spaniard with a wet, ragged, gaping wound
in bis chest. As I saw bis face I started; It
was the man who had put her up for sale I
I put my hand on her shoulder:

"This la no place for women," said I. Sho
looked up, and winced as she saw my face.
For a moment she could not speak, and in that
moment, while my eyes were on her face,
the ruffian at our feet stabbed upward. But
Oaspar, standing beside me, saw it, if we did
not, and caught the arm and held it fixed.

"Ix>ok, mistress," said he. She turned, "md
started back with a cry, and I ran the fellow
through. A wounded manT Yes.

"I told you It was not safe," I said. She
put out her hand to thrust me away.
t'Do not speak to me! Do not speak to me I"

she cried.

"Indeed, you wrong the gentleman." cried
the burgomaster. "He saved your life. And
it Is not safe to wander among these wounded
men; if it must be done, it is not work for
women."

"And would men do it?" she cried.
"Not I," auoth Gaspar.
"And yet you—it was you made it thus,"

ehe said, turning on me.
"It was I," I answered. "Will you go?"
"Iwill not! Oh, have yam no heart at all?

Can you gee them lying there in the heat? I
will not!"
"I say you must," said I.
"I will not!"
"The work was given mo to do by your

father, and I will do it to the end. I will not
throw good lives after bad. Will you make
me call a guard to clear the market place?"

"You—you will force me?"
"Ifyou ask for force."
"Ah!" She drew in her breath with a sob.

Then she called the other women round her
and hurried away. "I did not think there
was anything so cruel as you in the world,"
she said, looking back.

"And yet she has bene in Alva's camp,"
glinted Caspar.
I stood there looking after her, with many

thoughts In my head. Two months ago I
should have cared little for any one calling
me cauel, but now the words rankled. I wa3
right, I knew I was right; that is not always
enough; a man likes other people to think
him right, too. I turned sharply to the bur-
gomaster:

"We must c«lear tfcia place and bury the
dead, or we shall have a pestilence upon us."

"Yes, sir. I will see to it. I hear Alva has
not gone yet," he said, meekly. Last night's
courage had gone.

'He will," I answered. "He must."
"I trust so, sir."
The morning passed into afternoon, and the

sun grew hotter, as I sat on the walls watch-
ing the camp. Alva's batteries spoke now and
again, and now and again a shot from the
town replied. The walls were thiok with
watchers, for all knew we had played our last
stake. Our last card lay on the table, and
they waited to see what was in Alva's hand.
Toward evening Alva's batteries fired more
often, and faces on the i^all.grew long. My
men were quiet enough; 20 crowns apiece
that morning had given them much trust in
me; but the burghers, who had more to lose
and less reason far to believe my way the
best, now looked askance at me again. And
as Gaspar and I walked back to our quarters
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When President Lincoln prepared and sub-
mitted to his cabinet the final draft ot his
famous proclamation giving freedom to all
men held as slaves in this country, it was a
complete and finished document. It fully met
the necessities of the case and made full pro-
vision for every slave in the land. But it
had no power in the eye* of the law.

It needed the signature and seal of the
president, properly witnessed. When that
was affixed at once it became a document
which all men were bound to respect, and in
which the poorest and most ignorant slave
might have perfect confidence. Then it was
known everywhere that it had been prepared
and was issued by competent authority. Then
all of the resources 'of the government were
pledged to see that all of its provisions were
fully caried put, and full protection given to
every one who availed himself of its gracious
declarations. For then it bore the great seal
of the United States.

So, also, when our national congress, or
any of our state legislatures, considers and
passes any measure for the national or state
welfare, the statute is a complete, finished
and approved document the moment it re-
ceives the requisite number of votes. Then
not a word can lawfullybe aded to or taken
from any of its provisions. And yet, com-
plete as it is, it is as yet nothing but empty
words on paper, without any power whatever.
The president or the governor may overturn
the whole design of the congress or of the
legislature by returning it without his signa-
ture. But the moment he signs it and affixes
his seal of office to it, it is immediately vi-
talized with a power which affects the condi-
tion of men in every part of the state or na-
tion.

So, also, when an individual man makes his
will, he draws it up with all care and directs
how his property shall be divided so as to
carry out his wishes for every person and in-
terest that he desires to benefit. At last it is
completed, and he is satisfied with its every
provision and the way in which each is stat-
ed. But to make it a document worthy of at-
tention by the law, there must not only "of
necessity be the death of the testator" (Heb.
ix., 16), but the document itself must also
bear the signature of the testator properly
Witnessed.

These are but feeble illustrations of the re-
lation which the resurrection bears to the
crucifixion. When Jesus of Nazareth died
upon the cross, as he lay down his life, he
said, "It is finished." (John xix., 30.) The
great work for which he came into the world
—"To redeem them that were under the law"
1(Gal. iv., 5) was then completed. Nothing
could be added to It, or taken from it. The
perfect obedience which the law of God de-
manded, he had rendered in his life "without
sin.'" The penalty for disobedience, which it
imposed, he then paid by dying upon the
cross. Thus the work of redemption was
completely finished by the crucifixion. But
if God's grace had ended there, all that Jesus
said, and did, and suffered, during his min-
istry, would have had no more power to
regenerate a sinful world than President
Lincoln's proclamation would have had to
free a slave —or the properly passed law to
benefit the people—or the completed will to
secure the desired distribution of property—
without the signature required in each case
by the law. This signature was appended to
the work of Jesus of Naiareth by the resur-
rection.

This is the great subject brought before ue
in this lesson. It will demand our attention
for five weeks to come, and will be illus-
trated by many incidents of interest. It is
hard, however, to understand why tha inci-
dent designated for our study at this time
should have been appointed by the commit-
tee to the prominent position of introducing
the subject. For it is not the first proof
given in the Gospels of the resurrection, and
it cannot be properly considered without con-
necting its study with the incident which will
come before us next week. Much of the de-
tail connected with it, therefore, must neces-
sarily be deferred until that time. la the
meantime, it will probably be more profitable
to examine into some of the essential fea-
tures of the resurrection, that we may the
better appreciate how they are Illustrated and
enforced by the several incidents which will
come before ua hereafter.

When the work of Enoch, who "had this
testimony, that he pleased God," was com-
pleted, he was "translated." (Heb. xi., G.)
When Moses, who "was called The Friend of
God" (James ii., 23), had finished his work,
he died and was buried, "but no man know-
eth of his sepulchre uato this day." (Deut-
xxxiv., 6.) When Elijah, the prophet, whose
very name, "El-I-Jah-hu." linked him very
closely with Jehovah, had finished his work,
"there appeared a chariot of flre, and horses
of flre, and Elijah went up by a whirlwind
into heaven." (11. Kings, ii., 11.) Why was
not Jesus of Nazareth, when hi» work was
done, translated as Enoch was, or simply
burled as Moses was, or taken directly from
the cross "by a whirlwind into heaven," as
Elijah was taken from the banks of the Jor-
dan? If his work had been the same as
tb«lrs, Us completion, very probably, would
have been somewhat similar.

But the very fact that It was not at all
like theirs provea most conclusively that his
work was very different from theirs. The
mission of these godly men was to awaken
by their example and teaching the minds of
men to consider the obligations of God's law
resting upon them and to render to it a per-
sonal obedience. The mission of Jesus, how-ever, was to meet in his own person all of
those obligations and demands for all other
men as their substitute and redeemer. They
did it for themselves—as examples. He did
it for others—as an atonen\ent- Their work
affected but a few, his affected all mankind,
and will throughout eternity. Had his work
been simply that of a great teacher or of a
mfedel character it would not have materially
differed from theirs, and it would have pro*
duced no more lasting or far-reaching re-
sults. In fact, his teaching and his character
exalted as they were, produced no more effect
upon the generation in which he live! than
tboae of his predecessors. They made men
bat* him, not copy him. Without his atoning
death, his teaching and 1 his character would
have been utterly worthless for the regenera-
tion of men.

If, therefore, be had been translated as was
Enoch, or buried as was Moses, or taken up
to heaven as was Elijah, how would it have
been certified that either his person or his
work were *ny different from theirs? But,
recognising him as the sinner's substitute and
redeemer, the resurrection fully and satisfac-
torily explains the difference. For when he
died upon the cross, he had met every de-
mand of the law on the sinner's behalf. , Then
that law bad no further claim upon him. It
could not require that his body should decay
in the \u25a0 ground, for that was not included in
the ponalty tor. sin. Therefore "his soul was
not left in hell, neither his flesh did see cor-
ruption." (Acts il., 31.) It must rise from
the dead and appear among men as aforetime.
This was the argument of St. : Peter \u25a0on the
day of Petecost. The resurrection thus de-
clared, in no unmistakable way, that redemp-
tion was God's way of satisfying his own law.

'\u25a0. But It did more than this. It declared, also,
. "Ach! the way* ot women," grunted Cas-

par.
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for a scanty meal the little throngs at street
corners hissed and jeered.

Darkness came over Breuthe, and "the
watchers went back to ttwir homes to pray.
The wind bad gone round to the west, and
clouds were scurrying over the dark sky.
Gaspar and I stood by a tower on the ram-
parts alone. There were lights and firms in
the came below us.

"A good night for flitting," quoth Gaspar.
"Aye," I said shortly.

For hours we stood there silent, the only
noise near us a sentry's footsteps or the grat-
ing of the stone as we shifted our feet. But
from the camp came a steady hum, as al-
ways; a Spanish camp does not sleep early.

The night grew blacker yet, and the stars

went out slowly. There came a spot or two
of rain, and Gaspar pulled his cloak round
him. One by one the fires in the camp died
out into the blue darkness, and the rain be-
gan to patter on the walls. Suddenly the
wind dropped for a moment, and we heard a
dull sound coming up on the wet air. The
wind ble(w gustily again, and we could hear
nothing but the pelting rain. But ere long,
the blast was over, and the rain fell straight;
and as we strained to listen, the same dull
scund reached us—fainter a little, now—with
a steady, ordered movement like the tramp

of feet. Gaspar's hand fell on my shoulder
with a thud.

"W» -win, captain, we win," he cried, and
there on the wet walls, with the rain beating,
through to our skin, we gripped hands hard. ,
Soon a bright gray streak came out on the
eastern sky, and the pale light struggled
through. The tents of Alva were gone! Along

the walls one man cried to another, and men,

half dressed came running out of their bouses
to see if the shouts were true. The streets
grew dark with men and women greeting one
another wildly, standing there In the rain,
laughing and crying in mad relief. As we
passed along, they caught us by the hand,
the arm, the cloak, and the children danced
in front of us, and the women pressed their
lips to our hands. Hardly could we struggle
on through the gathering crowds, and the
cheering grew and grew to a loud, deafening
roar.

"Aye, they cheer now," grunted Qaspar.
And then the rain stopped, and the sun

broke through the clouds, and there far ov-i
the bare plain a man on, the wall saw Alva'.s
army moving slowly away, and broke Into a
psalm as he saw it.

Oh, Chiapin Vitelll, was Ithe fool?
(To be Continued.)

that redemption was completed by the cru-
cifixion. It said that when Jesus died ail
that it was needed to enable God to ''be Just,
and the justlfier of him which believeth in
Jesus" (Rom. 111., 26), had been fully and
perfectly accomplished. Hence the emphatic
words of the apostle that Jesus "wag deliv-
ered for our offense and was raised again for
our justification." (Rom. iv., 25.) Evidently
he did not mean by this to say, as some nave
asserted, that ac was raised to secure or
complete "our justification," because the word
"for" must of necessity, by all of the laws
of language, have the same meaning in botn
members' of the sentence. If it signifies,
therefore, in the first member that Jesus was
delivered on account of our offenses, or be-
cause we had sinned, it must mean in th<<*
second member that he was raised again on
account of our justification, or because we
were justified. The .death justified, the resur-
rection proved it.

Moreover, the resurrection of Jesus not only
thus proved that his work was radically air'-
ferent from that of any other holy man tJjat
ever lived, and that that work was com-pleted when he said, "It is finished," but it
certifies that H was completed by one fully
competent to do it and perfectly acceptable to
God. Had he, when his work w.as doae t dis-
appeared from among men as Enocn, or
Moses or Elijah had disappeared, it wotrld
have indicated that he was only ode .like
them, and his work of no more value-.. But
when he did what no other human -being
ever did before, or since, even rise from the
dead by his own power and volition, and ap-
pear again among men. then "Jesus Christ,
our Lord, which was made of the seed of

jDavid, according to the flesh," was "declared
to be (Rom. i., 4) the Son of God with power
according to the spirit of holiness by the res-
urrection from the deadi.'"

Thus the resurrection proved that God had
satisfied his own law by the life and death
of his own son. It thus set the seal of God
himself upon the work of Jesus of Nazareth, \u25a0

that the proclamation might go out with all
the force of law, that "whosoever believefn.
in him should not perish, but have everlast-ing life." (John ill., 16.) Being thus signed
and sealed, all of the power of the Almighty
is pledged to dieliver ev^ry weary slave of sin"who, penitent and believing, claims his grace!

Thus the resurrection sets the seal of God
to three great facts: *First—That Jesus' work was that of a sub-
stitue or redeemer.

Second—That it was finished when he diedupon the cross.
Third—That it was wrought out and fin-

ished by the Son of God.The circumstances connected with this fact
of the resurrection are as interesting and—
in their measure—as Important as the fact
itself. These circumstances will come be-fore us more fully in our subsequent lessons
At present we must bear in mind that none
of the disciples had the least expectation that
their master would rise again.

Jesus had tod them, to be sure, very often
that he would, but they had uo idea of whathe meant, and therefore no expectation of its
literal fulfilment. His enemies, howeveT, had
had the idea deeply impressed upon themduring his recent trial, by the recalling of >
what he had said when he cleansed the tem-ple at the beginning of hia ministry. Butthey looked upon it as the vain boast ot a"deceiver" (Matt, xxvii., 63) to be accom-plished only by the disciples stealing himaway. "So they made the sepulchre suresealing the stone and setting a watch." (Matt
xxvii., 66.)

During all of our Friday night, therefore,
and all of our Saturday (the Jewish Sabbath),
and all of our Saturday -night, Jesus' body
lay in the sealed and guarded tomb. Accord-ing to the Jewish method of reckoning itwas "three days." To his enemies they weredays of great satisfaction. They w«re sure
that their efforts to destroy him had b«en
effectual. To his friends they were days ofdeepest sadness. Not only bad they lost their
dearest personal friend, but all of theirhopes for the civil and moral regeneration of
Israel had perished. *God, however, had not forgotten eitherthem or the promise of bis son. So early onour Sunday morning, '-00 the third day ""behold, there was a great earthquake, for
the angel of the Lord descended from heavenand came and rolled back the stone from the
door and sat upon it. His countenance was
like lightningand his raiment white as snow
and for fear of him the keepers did shake
and became as dead men." (Matt xxvili.,

When the women, ot whom our lessonspeaks, came therefore to the Bepulchre,
'they found the stone rolled away," and

when they entered in they "found not thebody of the Lord Jesus." Itmight have beena terrible surprise. But "it came to pass, adthey were much perplexed thereabout, behold
two men stood by them in shining garments
and as they were afraid, and 3 bowed down
their faces to the earth, they said unto them"Why seek ye the living among the dead"He is not here, but is risen." (vv. 5, $»)

Thus, as at the incarnation, angels fromheaven were the first to declare to men oa
earth tihat a Savior was born, so angels' from
heaven, at the resurrection, were the first to
declare that this Savior had risen from thedead. The proofs that he had indeed risenwill come before us hereafter.

Bryn Mawr, Pa.
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