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PART IV.
CHAPTER XII.

A CHANCE FOX LJFE.
The jailer had just brought me my break-

taut, and the worthy little Dutchman was
all agog with news.

"Sir, a great victory at Alkmaar!" he
burst out at last.

"A victory?" I asked. "Who has won
it?"

"Alkmaar, sir! The Spaniards tried to
storm the town two days ago, and were
driven back with a loss of a full thousand
men! A noble victory!"
"I never thought he would take It by

storm," 1 said thoughtfully. "The siege goes
on still, though?"

'Yes, sir, the siege goes on still," he
answered, rather chopfallen.

"Harlem beat back storming parties." said
I. half to myself; "and who holds Harlem
to-day?"

"You have little faith in. us Dutchmen,"
said he peevishly. "We do not despair here
iii Breuthe, nor is there much fear in Alk-
maar to-day, air, I gueM."

"Fear? It may he not. Despair, my friend,
is a soldier who often wins."

He left me, and I aat down to the meal.
A day bad gone by since I camo to the town
prison, condemned in the wisdom of Jan van
Coraput, and no sign at all had come from
Gabrielle. Hero It all ended; all my fine
deeds of the past, all my brave hopes, the
glory of savins the town, the greater glory
of the day when we saw the &un go down
behind the house together. A bare, dark
room In a prison had come as an end to
them all. She believed it. Well, even Caspar
doubted, and Gaspar knew Aiva's ways better
than she. It looked black enough, and eiie
had thought me eager for money before. Of
course she believed it. She could do no other.
And yet I had hoped—l had hoped—

A scuffling of feet came along the passage
without, and an angry voice:

•No, I have no order from your squabby
governor. Open the door, you little fool, 1eat
I kill you for your key*. Ye«, yes, I five
you my \u25a0word I will not let him out. You
can look the door on us both, If you choose.
Only burry. lest 1 make myself turnkey by
right of conquest."

The door opened and Zouch came in.
"Our illustrious governor has not lodged

you too \u25a0well, captain. Pah! He does not
feed you too well, either. Teat ash should
have a decent burial."

"It was not meant for a guest," I said.
"God help ita guests—or its host!" cried

Zouch.

1 laughed stupidly.

"Well, and why not, captain? Do you want
de to grieve because our beloved governor
Is a fool?"

\u25a0sTou «eem merry," I said,

"Nay, I care not what you do," 1 eaUa
wearily.

"By the fiend, but we care a great deal
whait you do! That ass Cornput says you
are guilty of trying to kill the prince. What
do we care for the prince? Little we have
ever got from him. Guilty or innocent, we
care no* a farthing. If you have been trying
to get more cash out of Alva, well and good.
If you have not, well and good too. I don't
say I shouldn't think better. Let Cornput and
his prince look out for themselves, and let
your treason look after itself, too. We care
nothing about that, but we care much about
you. You never risk the men too much, and
you always look after their pay. You have
done well by us, and, by the fiend, we will do
well by you. Captain, how long are you going
to stay here?"

"Till I hear the judgment of the prince," I
said slowly.

"Oornput swears the prince will confirm his
sentence, and he will hang you the day he
bears."

"If you think the prince will act you free
and you afe waiting for that, you may be
wise, captain, for aught I know. But It is a
risky game, and if you are wrong, then "

•Then let him," I muttered.

"See here, captain; we are more than 200
still, and if you are hanged it is your own
fault."

"Then I shall be hanged. I know it."

"We will rescue you when and how you
choose. By the fiend, I speak for all. And you
may hang Cornput instead, if you will "

"And then?" I repeated.

But he went on his own way.
"And if I am not, Zoueh, what then?"

"Why, then, we will leave it to you to
choose. 1 suppose Alva will not want us
back again; but there is fighting enough in
the world. They cay France has need of good
horsemen."

Was it very tempting? It was a chance for
life, and if Cornput's words weighed with the
prince perhaps it was the only chance. But
then, cordieu! A man has his honor! To
take my men away from the prince in bis ut-
most need, when I had pledged my honor to
liim—was that a deed one would love to do?
"Would you In my place? It is easy to pay too
high for life, and the price was too high
now.
"I -will stand or fall by the prince's judg-

ment," said I. "I thank you for the effer,
but its savor Is not to my liking. If I hang,
or If not, you took service under the prince,
and Gaspar is here still to lead you."

He looked at me in amazement.
"Then you will hang?" he stammered.
"Ifthey care to hang me," said I.
He rose *nd -kicked at the door angrily.
"iMme out of here, you fool!" he cried to

the jailer. "By the fiend, I think you keep a
ma.dhouftt>2"

So toe went away In a rage, and left me
alone la the gloomy little- room. I paced to
and fro in its narrow \u25a0wills, and one mood
after another came to me and passed away.
But I think the first feeling wast joy. Let her
thlak of me as she chose, let her believe me
as base as she 'would, yet Ihad not put honor
second. Pho! What good was all that to me?
Bran If things . turned out all for the best.
If, after all, life was left me, a poor life It
would be.. I -would not desert Orange? Nay,
there would be no need for desertion. I
should be distrusted . and dismissed in any
case, with all the past a blank, and the futurea -blank,' too. Cordieu! How things.play
with, men! I stamped there, madly wroth
with Aim, with VitelU, with Orange, with
Zauch, with myself—aye, and with her at
la«t!, God; help me, with her!. And while I
stormed there, In a mad, lonely rage, therecame floating up to me, borne on a sweet, low
voice," an old French song:

A lad came up across the down-
.: -Helgho, the follyI '

A lass came out beyond the town -'
: ' ..... , Heigho, the folly!

It was Gabrielle! God In heaven, it was
Gabrielle!

His brow was dark, his step was slow;
Heigho, the folly!

She begged him, weeping, tell his woe,
Heigho, the folly!

"Ateck!" quoth he, "mine honor's lost-"
(Heigho, his folly!)

"A murky blot my shield has crossed."
(Heigho, his folly!)

"All—All believe me traitor knave;"
(Helgho. his folly!)

"Take back, my love, the love you gave."
(Heigho, his folly!)

She stopped for a moment, and then, in a
voice very low, but thrilling through wall
and gate of that Dutch prison-house, she
sang:

The tear strayed, darkling, in her eyes;
(Heigho, her folly!)

"Believe who will, yet will not I."
(Heigho, her folly!)

"My love I gave, for good or ill;"
(Heigho, her folly!)

"For good, for ill, yours am I still."
(Heigho, her folly!)

The words died away, and Ifell into a chair
and sat looking at the floor. So I was wrong,
wrong, wrong! O, I ought to have known
her love better! In that dingy room I began
to hum the words over again, with a smile on
my face. Yes, indeed, I might have known.
You cannot forgive me, young mistress?
Well, 1 do not blame you; but she forgave me
long ago, as you will perhaps ia your turn,
\u25a0when needs comes. What did anything mat-
ter now? Whether I lived or died her love
was mine. O, gentlemen of the sword, you at
least may guess how glad I v;as my honor
was my own too! But with my rejoicings my
tale has little to do. and for them you care
perhaps even less. I, too. love a brief tale.
1 love to know what men did.

When he left me Zouch soug-ht out Oaspar
nt the burgomaster's house, and flung Into

the room (Gaspar told me the tale) with a
rattling oath.

"Ach, give God the glory, quartermaster,"
quoth Gat par, though indeed he Is free
enough with oaths hfxnself.

"God, say you?" cried Zouch, and another
storm of swearing followed.

"Teuel! did you come here to teaafc me
your oaths? Or are you holding a commtna-
tlon service, eh?"

"It the captain mad, or am I? Tell me
that."

•Ach!—l should say you, my friend!"
"You would, would you" And the oaths

broke out again.
"Ten thousand fiends! You may swear at

yourself, or the devil who taught you, till you
choke; but, by your own friend, the fiend,
you shall not swear at me! Djvll of devils!
alt down and talk sense!" and Caspar pushed
him into a chair. Sobered a little Zouch
wiped bis face and began:

"I have been to the prison, lieutenant—"
"And a very good place for you!" grunted

Gaspar. "Go on."
"To see the captain. By the flend| I never

thought he was such a fool!"
"Acih! so. You did not agree, then. Well?"
"I offered to take htm out of this fool Corn-

put's hands—"
"Aon, you did! By whose orders?"
"By the fleud! my own, lieutenant. O, you

may spare your anger—he refused. The cursed
fool refused."

Gaspar chuckled.
"0, you laugh!" cried Zouch. "I tell you,

lieutenant, you were one of those that judged
him. They say you were one cf those that
condemned him; and some of us are wonder-
ing If you are looking out for dead men's
shoes."

"Ach! the wise quartermaster!" grunted
Gaspar.

"And tf you are I can tell you you are out
in your reckoning. I would see you In hell
before I let you step into the captain's shoes,
when you had murdered him!"

"Ach, the brave Zouch!" grunted Gaspar.
"My foot is large for the captain's shoes, my
Wend."

"Then who Is to lead us. in the fiend's
name? Are you playing the Frenchman's
game. That oily Vermeil? 1'

"Ach, no," grunted Gaspar.
"Then what is to happen?"
"Gott! Do I rule the world But, my friend,

the captain Is not hanged yet."
"If they think him guilty, and they will

think him guilty, these fools of Dutchmen,
hanged he will be. That is what I told him.
But the fool says he will stand by th? judg-
ment of Orange."

"So, so," grunted Gaspar. "I never be-
lieved that letter. It is a lie, then."

"You think he is not guilty?"
"He seems to think so; and God in heaven!

he should know best."
"What do we care whether or no? What

odds to us whether he sought to murder
Orange or not?"

"Much—to me," quota Gaspar.
"And none to us, by the fiend! He has led

us well before, and we want him to lead us
again."

"But 1 led the escort," quoth Gaspar: "and
I want to know. 1 want to know very much,
my good quartermaster, who sent the Span-
iards to Veermut bridge."

"'S wounds! you are all mad," cried
Zouch, angrily, and burst out of the room.

Gaspar sat silent for some time after he
had gone, with his foot kicking at the table
leg.

"Cvi bono fuerit?" he muttered to himself.
"The wise old Roman! Gott, he knew his
word; who takes the pay? Eh, my good
quartermaster, who takes the pay?"

CHAPTER XIII
THE GARDEN AGAIN.

Gabriello had sung her song to me, there
in the lonely alley behind the prison, and
she went back slowly to the burgomaster's
house. She left me so exultant that for the
moment I wished nothing more; but her own
heart was very heavy. They tell us women
bear heavy sorrows better than men; but,
cordieu! I think it is because they have
so much that they learn to bear It quietly
and the grief makes a man cry out goes
deeper, too deep, in a woman. It is only
the little things that women tell of.

She went back sad-eyed, and in the house
met her lather. .

"I have written to the prince, Gabrielle,"
said he.

"Father, you think—you believe he will
take your word?" she cried.

"I cannot give my word when I know-
nothing," St. Trond answered. "I have said
I did not believe John Newstead capable of
this, and that Col Van Cornput seemed to
me over hasty before the trial began. But
the evidence has gone to the prince, too, and
he must be the judge."

"But he must be saved! The prince must
save him!"

"When he has done so much, to condemn
him on a lying paper like that! Oh, I hate
Col Van Cornput!"

"The prince is just," said St. Trond.

"He did what he thought right," St. Trond
repeated.

"I hate him! I hate him!" she cried,
stamping her foot. "Oh, why did this thing
ever come? He had freed us from the Span-
lards, and I thought our troubles were over.
And then this—this dreadful thing—the
bravest man. in Breuthe—Oh, it is hard, hard.
And no one knows how it will end—it is all
dark!"

"Shall not the judge of all the earth do
right?" said St. Trond, slowly.

She went to her own room and lay on the
bed and wept. Then the fancy took her to
go out Into the garden and sit again on that
stone seat in the wall, where not many days
ago she sat for the first time at my side.
She had not been there long when Vermeil
came up and swept her a low bow.

"Mademoiselle, I have come but to tell
you that I, in my feeble way, have been do-
ing my best to save our captain," quoth he.

"Ah! you—you were not one of those who
tried him?"

"Indeed, no; mademoiselle; that honor was
reserved for my lieutenant. Perhaps if I
had been one of those wise judges I should
have thought death a punishment over heavy
for the man who saved Breuthe."

"What have you done?" she asked, eagerly.
"Why, I have stated my views with such

clearness as I was capable of to Col Van
Cornput, our worthy and wise governor. I
have ventured to write a letter to our gen-
eral, the Prince of Orange, and I have been
striving to obtain a petition from our men
begging that the death penalty may be
spared. And let me tell you, mademoiselle,
a petition from two hundred men-at-arms Is
not to be treated lightly."

"Do you hope to save him?" §he cried.
"Indeed, mademoiselle—may I sit?—l am

not without hopes, though candor compels me
to adhalt that the offense is not a small one,
and the prince may view an attempt on his
own life less lightly than I," quoth Vermeil,
crossing his legs and looking sideways at
her face.

"What? You—you think him guilty?" cried
Gabrielle.

"Mademoiselle, I should be as willing as
you to believe him Innocent!" said Vermeil
quickly. "Ah! It grates upon my conscience
to think that my captain should he a trai-
tor!" Gabrielle drew close Into a corner of
the seat. "I would not believe It at first; I
cried out that It could not be! I drove from
the room the man who told me! I quarreled
with Gaspar! We all but fought! But,
mademoiselle, the facts, ahl the facts are
too strong. He is a traitor. No captain of
mine can he ever be again. I do not ask
much from my leaders, but, indeed, mademoi-
selle, honor I must have. What is a soldier
without honor? And yet, and yet, mademoi-
selle, 1 loved the man, and because I loved
him, and because he has fought well before
he forgot his faith, I have done what I could
to save him!" He stopped and looked at her,
but she made no answer. "I fancied,
mademoiselle," he went on. "I fancied that
you, too, had thought well of him, and you,
too, might be glad to know there were ef-
forts afoot to save him. Those efforts I will
make to the utmost of my strength. It may
be wrong to try and save a traitor"s life; per-
haps it is—l am no preacher, only a soldier
and a man. His punishment Will be heavy
enough in life: it Is not needful to take that,
too. Never again can he be our leader; dis-
honored and dismissed, he must go his own
way," and Vermeil's voice broke. "Yet, is
it cot just?" he cried, sharply, "is It not

just that he should pay for the pain he ha*
given others? I loved the mas; 1 made him a
very idol, and now he has shown me that
my love, my honor, were ill bestowed. Ah!
there is pain in that, mademoiselle, such pain
as 1 pray heaven you may never know."

"I have nev?r Known It," she cried quickly.
"1 am glad, mademoiselle. May 1 go on?"
"Is there more?" she asked.
'•Thus, far, mademoiselle, 1 have answered

your questions---" . ...
"Why should he have done it?" she broke

in.
"He had done Alva much harm made-

moiselle. He thought, as I guess, that it
would be well to be on fair terms with Alva
again, and this was the way he chose."

"la fear of Alva?" she cfled. Vermeil
bowed.

"And. now, mademoiselle, I have answered
your questions, will you let me ask one of
you? I have been laying my mind bare toyou to-day, and you see it and may Judge it
for what it Is. You know my actions; 1 have
shown you my thoughts, my feelings, my in-
most desires. Ah! mademoiselle, save one,
save one! And that—can you guess it?—per-
haps—that Is to be able to say, 'Here am I
who have fought in fifty fights and never lost
one: here am I, the husband of Gabrlelle!' "He ended with a nourish of his band and a
bow. She sat silent for a moment and then
turned.
"I will tell you," she said, looking him

full In the face. 'I will answer you when
you have set your captain free!"

He started back, and his color changed. His
eyes flashed angrily at her, and he caught
at her arm. A step sounded on the path; he
started, rose and walked quickly into the
house. Then, with a long sigh of relief.
Gabrielle turned, to see Qaspar standing over
her, with his lips curled Into a sneer.

"So times are changed, eh, mistress?" said
he, gruffly, looking from her to Vermeil's
ietreatlng figure.

"May I choose my companions, sir?" she
asked, coldly.

"Gott! yes, choose the devil of you like. I
wonder how the captain ever came to choose
you!"

"Do you dare to taunt me? You, who con-
demned him to.death?" she cried. ' -""The arrow goes by, mistress. 1 Talk of what
you know. Or what you see— me. I did
no condemning." • :,'-'< \u25a0

"You—you did not thick him gulUy?" she
cried. ,\u25a0-'•\u25a0". .' \u25a0\u25a0"\u25a0-\u25a0-.•-..-.;.\u25a0• >-.".\u25a0'\u25a0\u25a0 •\u25a0

"God in heaven! as if you cared! What odds
to a light o' love who is in another man's
arms in two days?" ;.;-.'

"It.is a He!" she cried, springing up and
fronting him. "It is a lie! I would not have
him touch me with a flngervtip!" :

"So; he Has close enough," grunted Gas-
par. "Well, if I was wrong I take It bark.
Only, If you want to be worth the captain's
taking, mistress, keep clear of Vermeil "

"Worthy of him?" she asYed. "You be-
lieve in him still, then?" she cried, quickly

"Even so, mistress." ;,
"Ah!" she caught his arm, eagerly. "I amglad, very glad. Tel! me why!" she cried,

looking up into hi 3face.
"Why? I am no speechmaker. Because 1

doubt that fine letter now. Because 1 did
not think the captain would send me to be
murdered—all that is idle. Because when
that fool Zourh offered to take him out of
prison he would not go. Is that like a guilty
man?"

"Then It is proved, ie is proved!" ehe cried,
gladly.

"Ach, no. What would .our wise Cornput
say to Zouch? Tell him it was all a trick to
prove the captain's innocence, a trick he saw
through, the wise Cornput? No; if you want
to prove him innocent, don't tell me who is
not the traitor; tell me who is!"

"And I can tell you!" she cried. "That
man—the Frenchman "

CHAPTER XIV.
THE GUESTS OF THE YELLOW PIG.
At the corner of the street of the tanners,

where it leaves the market place, stands the
hostelry of the Yellow Pig. Mighty fine it is
nowadays, with its front all built of stone,
and its rooms lofty and light; but to me and
Gaepar—will you laugh if Isay Gabrielle, too?
—to us the Yellow Pl« is timber and brick,
with a low, dark little room up a steep flight
of stairs, for its chief guest chamber.

"Ah, sir, your valor has received my hum-
ble letter?"

"Never mind your humble letter; I want
your Rhenish wine," quoth Gaspar.

"You shall have it, most noble. You shall
have it ere the words are a minute old. At
great risk and mighty cost it has been
brought through the Spaniards' army. If only
'they knew how precious "

"Gott! Iknow Vitelll has a paunch. Fetch
it!"

"It is here, sir, at your bidding, and if you
do not find It the noblest wine you ever tast-
ed, why call me "

"Draw the cork, fool!" cried Gaapar.
"Why, call me—call me—call me—call me,"

quoth the innkeeper, struggling with the bot-
tle, "call me an ass!" The cork came out,
and, wiping the bottle neck, he poured out a
full goblet. Gaspar drank it.

"Is it not noble w!ne, my noble eir? Con-
sider the flavor, consider the color, consider
the odor: Is it not a drink far the gods?"

"They like it strong, then," quoth Gaspar.
"And so do I. How much is there?"

"Ah!—yes, it's wine!" he grunted.

"There is enough, most valiant—oh, enough
to drown you—gallons—hogsheads—oceans.
Never has the Yellow Pig run dry. save in
that distressing siege. Oh, most Illustrious.
it played the devil with the business, the
wine we had was given to the sick; and the
eick got well and forgot the score. Even the
good Samaritan paid the innkeeper, most no-
ble; but our modern Samaritans, they bring
you the sick, and they keep their pence in
their pockets. Very virtuous Samaritans—
but we pay their bill."

While he ran on, Gaapar finished the bottle.
"Fetch up your wise to the room above,"

quoth Gaspar. "And send—ach, no, I will go
myself!"

"AH the wine, most Illustrious?"
"Teufel! Yes, all the wine!" cri«d Gat-par, and ran off.
"But there are gallons—hogsheads—" .be-

gan the innkeeper. Oh, be has gone! Well,
well, if he can drink It. let him in God's
name. These Germans pay much better
drunk."

Down the market place Caspar ran, bare-
headed, and the folk in the streets sprang
out of his way and stood against the wall,
looking at him in stolid surprise. But Oas-
par ran, heedless of round-eyed Dutchmen, till
he was all but back at the burgomaster's
again, and tfcere In the street he met Ver-
meil.

"Ach, so there you are!" he cried. "Come
on, come on, my brave little man. Come
and embrace the Yellow Pig."

"Sangdieu! Are you drunk?"
"Teufel! No, not yet, we will be sfcon. Ah,

my little Frenchman, there is liqour come
straight from heaven—or the Rhineland— 'tis
all one. The Yellow Pig bleeds red wine.
Come on, come and worship at the shrine of
the Yellow Pig!" And Gaspar caught his arm
end dragged him along.

"You shall taste, ach! such wine as we have
not tastetd cii cc we came into this country
of frogs. Teufel! I drank a bottl* la two
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"Vermeil? Ach, I believe you. Prove it."
"He came :o me when I was sitting here,

and he began to talk of all he had done for—
for hini* and then he went on to say he
thought him guilty; he said he had loved him.
and he put in a lot of words, but they were
false, false! And 1 let him go on and on,
and asked him Questions, and then at last—at
last he asked me to marry him."

"Cvi bono fuerit?" grunted Gaspar. "Aoh.
the wise Roman! But is that al!. mistress?"

"He said that the reason for betraying the
prince was fear of Alva. Fear would not "

"Move the captain? Aoh, no; but 'tis the
very thing to move Vermeil! It seems you
have used some of the serpent's wisdom, mis-
tress?"

"1 love him," she said, and Gaspar looked
down at her and put his big red hand on her
golden hair.

"I think lie chose well, lass," said he
quietly.

"Is it enough?" she asked.
"Ach, no. It is not doubts and chances and

hints we want. They might serve to save
his life. How much would he or you care for

ilife if nine in ten think him a traitor?"
"You will not give him up?" she cried.

.'By Almighty God, no!" he thundered.
"But what to do next? I could kill Vermeil
to-night—if that were useful. But dead men
are dumb. And the letter? That was Alva's
own game, I guess. Curse the crafty knave!"

A servant came down the garden and gave
him a letter.

"Teufel! what's this? Host of the Yellow
Pig? New arirval of old Rhenish wine? To
Hon. Lieutenant Gaspar Wiederman? Hoping
for his favor? Very best flavor? Favor—fla-
vor? Is the fool turned poet? Is this a time
—Ach, God in heaven!— Mine host, mine host.
1 will wait on the Yellow Pig!" And he ran
off down the garden, leaving Gabrielle stand-
ing amazed.

minutes, and -we'll drink a hogshead in an
hour!"

The two swaggered along back, and Ver-
meil was not loth to go, for he loved wine as
well as Gasper. And so in due cour»e they
came to the inn.

"Your valors will find the wine and the
flagous eet out, most noble, in the upper
room. If something to eat, now—say a lam-
prey, now—or a wild duck roast, now—or—"

"Or the devil in hell, now: The wine's
enough-if there is enough. Vp you go,
my little man."

Up they ment into the dark room, with
the black rafters scarce higher than Vermeil's
head. Gaspar filled a cup.

"There, drink that, and say if it isn't the
divlnest liquor ever laid the dust in your
gullet."

"Ah, yes, its good;" quoth Vermeil.
"Good? Don't iiißult it with a word like

that. Try spin; there! Good, eh? It's di-
vine, it's spiritual, it's inspiration, it's all
the blessings in on?, it's battle and sword play
land sudden death, ifa Rhenish! And fair's
fair; come, 111 have a goblet now! Sit down
to it, man! Drink away, and I'll sing you
a song!"

And, waving the coblet round his head,
Caspar began to roar out a German catch:
Up with the goblet and down with the wine;

Drluk, ho!
Who dines on red Rhenish he know* not topine;
Who sups on red Rhenish three suns on him

shine;
Drink, to!

"Drink to it, drink to it, and give me the
other bottle. You don't take your share,
man. More for ire. Come, give us a song
>ourself! Why, you're as dull as that fool,
the captain! What, you won't? Well, I'll
give you another. Pass me the other bottle,
first! Ah!—now then:
When the lass she did beg me to stay,
I gave her for answer a "nay."
When the lass s'ne made bold with her

charms,
I caught her at onre in my arms;
And 1 kissed her and said:
"Not until we are wed
Go 1 thirsty to bed,
Or bear a dry mouth without wine!"

"Eh, Henri, ray buy, d'ye take me, d'ye
take me? 'Without wine'—ha, bo—or 'without
whine,' see? Two words—make a difference —
see? Pass me the other bottle! Ah!—And
now lets be serious. Drink, man, drink!
What do you think I brought you for? Not to
sit and look at me like a damned heap of
lime! And now let's be serious! Captain—
ach, captain is in prison—and we're here,
and so is the wine. Drink, man, drink! What

1 want to know is who is to be captain now?
See? He is in prison, and—give me the bottle
—and there's no captain. Must be a captain!
Must be a captain! Never went without a
captain before. Who's to be captain, eh?"
and Caspar leered at him drunkenly over the
empty bottles. The wine was getting into
both their heads, but it made Vermeil sullen
at first, while it loosed Caspar's tongue.

"Well, 1 don't know," Gaspar went on.
"Take some more wine. Who's to be cap-
tain? Not 1. Teufel! I'm well enough suited.
Too much trouble for me. I like the fighting
well enough. But the plotting! Aeh! Drink,
man, drink! And pass me the bottle!"

"How d'ye know we want a captain?" cried
Vermeil.

"Teufel! He's as good as hanged. What
odds? He was too good for me. Now I like
a man who'll drink a bit, and curse a bit,
and sing a good song, and be a jolly—good-
fellow," quoth Gaspar, nodding his head
sagely at each word.

"Well, then, if you don't like the job, Gas-
par, and you won't take it yourself, why,
somebody else must!" said Vermeil.

"Ach, yes," Gaspar answered knowingly.
"Gott! yes. somebody else must. Of course,
somebody else must." Vermeil looked at him
unsteadily. He was certainly very drunk.
And Vermeil, why, he was perfectly sober.

"And -why net your humble servant, Henri
Vermeil? Eh, Gaspar?"

Gaspar shook his head jerkily.
No, no, not you, Henri, my lad, not you.

Why. curse it. I oome before you! Not you!"
'And why not 1?" cried Vermeil, angrily.

"Why not I, Gaspar? You said you didn't
want the place. Well, am I not good enough
for it? Sangdieu! a better man than Jack
Newstead, at least."

"You may be—better man—John N'ewstead.
No better man—Gaspar Wiederman. There,
there—more wine."

Vermeil tossed off another goblet.
"A better man than either, sangdieu!" he

cried. The wine was making him quarrel-
some. "See here, the captain's to be hanged;
well, let the better man have his place."

•'Jus' so; what I say; let better man—hay«
his plae*,"* quoth Gaspar, nodding wisely.

"And I say 1 am the better man!" cried
Vermeil, filling the goblet again.

"And I say—you're not," grunted Gaspar,
stolidly reaching out for the bottle.

"Look here, then: who put it into his head
to save Breuthe by selling it? You or 1?
Eh, you or 1? You or 1?" Vermeil said, his
voice rising to a scream at the last. Gaspar
laughed stupidly.

"He didn't—didn't do it—your way, any-
how."

"No, because he was a fool. Where shall
we be when Alva has come back again, eh?
Tell me that! Tell me that, you better man!"
he yelled.

"Hell, p'raps," quoth Gaspar.
"Who's to get you out of that scrape? Can

you do it, Ga<spar, you better man?"
"What, out of hell?" said Gaspar dully.
"Out of Alva's hands, fool!"
"'Same thing, same thing," grunted Gaspar.

"But can you, my wis-wis-wiseacre?" and he
looked at Vermeil with drunken cuuning.
Vermeil laughed.

"Oh, yes, my clever lieutenant, I can," he
cried exultingly. "I, Henri Vermeil, whose
counsel that fool Xewstead wouldn't listen
to; I've had all the kicks and none of the pay
long enough. Let him try how he likes the
kicks now, or a halter! A halter! I should
like to see him swinging, wriggling in the
sunlight, with the Jerky shadows on the
ground, and the people hissing, and that fool
of a girl watching him kick! And I will see
it, san,gdieu! I'll see it yet!"

"What—you talking about?" grunted Gas-
pa?. "HoW—about Alva?"

"Oh, Alva? My good friend Caspar, I can
twist Ferdinando Alvarez de Toledo round
my linger like that girl's curl 3 "

Vermeil laughed and drank again.

"Ho, ho, very fine!" laughed Gaspar. Ver-
meil turned on him.

"You think yourself very (.lever—better man
,than I, and the rest of it. I tell you it was
only the devil's own luck brought you back
alive out of the trap we laid! 1!

"Trap—what trap?" grunted Gaspar. "Give
me ;he wine!" Vermeil filled his own goblet
and passed the bottle.

"The trap we laid for you at Veermut, my
noble lieutenant," cried Vermeil, and he
iaughed aud drank again. "You sent me with
dispatches to Orange, as if I were an orderly,
you and your precious captain. And, by
heaven, you paid for the insult."

'•Paid for what?" quoth Gaspar. "Here am
I," and he tried to rise, but fell back in his
<.hair. ,

"And Where's he, eh, Gaspar? Where's he?
'Twas 1 told Vltelli to write the letter, 'twas
I laid the whole plan, and they were mad for
revenge for Breuthe, and did as they were
bid. Uangdleu! .It's better to do as I bid,
Gaspar! The two fools, Ferdinando and Vl-
telli, they danced when I showed them the
way. Yee, I showed them, I! Eh, Gaspar,
whoa the better man?"

"Well, well, peace—peace and qu-quletness.
Drink your wine—drink your wine," grunted
Gaspar. "Give me—give me—bottle! No"
that one. Horrid dirty one. Give me the
other; give it me, will you?" He rose to get
it himself, staggered round the table, and
reached over Vermeil s shoulder with an un-
steady hand. Then be staggered and fell on
top of Vermeil, and the two rolled on the
floor together. Vermeil lay stunned, but
Uaspar rose to his feet and dashed out of the
room.

"Ach, give me some water," he cried.
"Teufel! not a mug, you fool—a bucket, a
tub, a river!"

They brought him a bucket and he dipped
Us head In and held it under the water.

"Ah—phew! 'Twas good wise!" h« flung
down his purse on the table. "Pay yourself,
any friend," and he turned to go out.

"The other gentleman, most noble?" quoth
the hoit.

"The other—umoh! Let him lie, as yet, '
quoth Gaspmr, and hurried away.

Bark to the burgomaster's houae once again
he hurried through the dark deserted streets.

"Mistress de St. Trond, woman; tell her i
wall on her," he said gruffly to a serving
maid.

"In that state:" she cried. "Pho! a pretty
thing." For his hair and beard were wet and
bedraggled, and his hands and coat bore the
wine stains thick and wet; and he reeked, I
dare swear, of Rhenish.

"Ten thousand fiends! yes, in this state.
Go when you are bid," he thundered, and the
woman turned and fairly fled from him.
Doubtless he was a terrible sight enough to
a serving maid. Six feet and a half of him
leaning menacingly forward, a huge flit

whistling through the air, a red fnc# flushed
dark with the wine looking out of a ring
of tangled matted yellow hair and beard,
and two big gray eyes flashing in the candle
light; it was enough to frighten a serving
maid.

She waa soon back again, and atood at the
other end of the passage beckoning to him.

"She will see you; the second door up-
stairs," she tried from afar and ran away.
I guess ahe thought Gabrieile far gone in
madness.

Gaspar ran up the stairs hot foot and burst
In, and Gabrieile sprang forward, crying:

"What is it? What Is it?" and caught his
arm. She waa not frightened.

"It came to pass that behold a man came
out of the camp from Saul with hia clothes
rent and earth upon his head.' Gott! do you
remember what he said, mistress?" cried
Gaspar.

"He is not dead?" she cried.
"Nor shall be. But, mistress, that man

boasted—and our man has boasted, too, and,
God in heaven! we will fall upon him like
David!"

"He—that man—has confessed?" she asked
eagerly.

"Ach, you might call it confession. Likely
he would not. When wine conies in the truth
comes out, mistress. Teufel! I put the wine
in and he brought the truth out. "

"Ah, then he is safe, safe at last!" she
murmured, and she sank into a chair.

"Safe? He has been safe from the first. I
want this lie shown for what it is, and now
I know how to do it."

"Let me help!" she cried, eagerly. "I
would have helped now if you had let me!"

"It was more in my way than yours"
quoth Gaspar, with a chuckle. "But mis-tress, checkmate is yet to call. He told mehe taught Vitelli to write the letter and
he sent the Spaniards to Veermut. But thefool was half drunk, and they might say Iwas, too. There is still a chance for Vermeil
to save his own dirty hide, and by God whan
1 Play, 1 play to win!"

"Yes, yes," ahe cried. "What can T do?"
'The fool—bah! fool is too good a name-the rat lies there half drunk, half stunned

half asleep, and when he wakes his head will
be like a beehive. So; let us send him a let-
ter from his friend, Vitelli!" and Caspar sat
himself down and chuckled. She looked athim wondering, and he went on, leaning
across the table toward her: "If I took it—
I am too big to be anybody but myself. If
one of our knaves took it, he knows their
faces to a man. The burghers are fools.
Who will bear the sign manual of Vitelli of
Cetona?"

Her eyes began to sparkle.
"IfI went—" she began.
"Gott! no. Do you think he has forgotten

you? Have you no man you can trust?"
"Only my father," she said. "The others

—why, you are one, and—"
"Yes, I know the other!" cried Gaspar.

"Your father-emph!" and he shrugged his
shoulders and frowned.

"But if 1 went." she persisted, "I could go
in—in soldier's clothes, with a cloak. lamsure he would not know me. I am surequite sure!"

"He is a dangerous rascal to cheat," grunt-
ed Gaspar.

"no you think I care for danger?" shecried.
Gaspar sat silent, tugging at his beard andgazing steadily at the wall. At the last:
"We all trot when the devil drives," quoth

he. "If you know no man—"
There is none," she cried quickly.

"Then you must be the man," said Oaspar
•See here—have you paper? I could write once

in the old days when they thought I was to
be a scholar. How is it Master Chiapln
writes? Aye, like a camel, let.ter tails yards
long. So," he mad* a few trials on the pa-
per, while Gabrielle looked eagerly over his
shoulder.

"My friend, the work has been done so well
that I send by the bearer some wages. Give
the said bearer a token to'show you have
had them. And now he that hindered is
taken out of the way, tell the bearer by word
of mouth when we may expect to see you'
leading your company back to us.

"—No Names Are Best."
So he wrote, and looked at his handiwork

with a placid smile. Then he turned to
Gabrielle. "See, now," he said; "he will give
you an answer, and then, then we have him
on the hip."

While I lay in the hot, foul room in the
prison tossing, helpless, to and fro, the trap
was baitetd and laid. While I rose and
peered through the tiny grated window to see
the 1 first dawn in the east there came to the
Yellow Pig two early guests, and the bigger
knocked at the door. Mine host opened It at
last, unkempt and half undressed.

"A pretty time to rouse—O, it is you, most
noble? The other gentleman, he is asleep
still—your friend upstairs. Ah! and so was I
five minutes ago!"

"My—friend? Hold your chattering tongue,"
quoth Gaspar, softly, and shook him by the
shoulders. "So, are you awake now? Go up
to that—that gentleman—wake him: tell him
there is a messenger asking for him who will
tell neither his name nor his business. If
you mention me I will spit you like a chicken!
Say what I tell you, and come back when
you have said it."

"But, sir, your valor—"
"Curse my valor! Up with you!"
The good man went up; there was a little

noise. Then came Vermeil's voice, thick and
hoarse, in slow, puzzled questioning. And
then back came mine host.

"Come" out the minute you have his an-
swer," muttered Gaspar, and took his com-
panion to the foot of the stairs. He pulled
the burgomaster to him, and whispered in
his ear:

"Come and listen by the door, and remem-
ber what you hear."

They went up.
"Softly, fool, softly!" grunted Gaspar under

his breath.
"I bring you this," said the messenger gruf-

fly to Vermeil, drawing a bag from under a
cloak, and giving him a letter.

"And sangdleu! who are you?" asked Ver-
meil.

"Read It," quoth the messenger.
Vermeil tore open the letter and read it.

It took him a long time, for his head was
humming, and the letters danced up aud
down before his eyes. At last he made it
out, and took up the bag with a laUgh. He
poured out the money on the table, and
tried to count it once or twice. At last he
gave it up !n despair, and turned to the mes-
senger.

"It looks a lot," he said, stupidly.
"You have done a lot," the messenger an-

swered.
"So I have, so I have. We have N'ewstead

out of the way at last. Tell your master-
tell your master—that I will bring all the
men into the trenches at Alkmaar before two
weeks are out. Ifthat fool Xewstead had not
come up, tell him I would have let those
cursed burgher pikemen fall into his hands on
the day—the day—curse this head!—the day
his fools let the prince escape."
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"The token Tor the money?" said the mes- j

senger,
"Ah, yes; curse it; I can't count it. 'Re-

ceived the money—Vermeil." There; I daresay
there is not too much for the j«*b. Ttaew*!
Come, now, what does Vltelli thin* of Ne,w- 'stead? 1 told him tlie man was 4 fool. But [
Vltelli was too anxious about hifn to believe
that. What does he think now?"

"He thinks John Newstead is a good sol-
dier," said the messenger.

"Oh, does he?" cried Vermeil, with an
angry laugh. "And what do you think your-
self, my friend?"

"i think so, too," said the messenger slow-ly. Just then the sunlight broke in at the
window, and the messenger stepped aalde.

"Oh, you do, too. Well, I tell you you are
both wrong. He is the veriest fool that ever
led a free company, and would be the biggest
knave, too, if he had the brains."

I suppose she flushed, or her lips moved.
At least, Vermeil made a step forward, and
tore back the cloak.

"Sangdleu! So it was you, his leman, was
•it?" and he drew his sword.

"It was IV she cried. "I! I!" springing
back, facing him still. . He rushed at her,
the door burst open, and Gaspar put her be-
hind him with one sweep of his arm, and
parried Vermeil s thrust.

Sabbath-School Lesson.
FOR APRIL 21, 1001

The Walk to Emmaai-Luke XXIV.
13-35. V

By John R. Whitney.— 1901.

Golden Text—Did not our heart burn with-
in us, while He talked with us by the, way?—
Luke xxiv., 32. . '

It is very evident that, on the third, day \u25a0

after the crucifixion, as many of Jesus' dis-
ciples as possibly could gathered themselves
together in some convenient place ' for con-
ference, sympathy and strength.

When they met together, they met in secret,
and—"for fear of the Jew*"—were very care-
ful to see that "the doors- were shut where"
they "were assembled." (John xx., 19.)
How many met together on that "third day,"
we are not told, . but it is evident that the
number was not confined to the apostles. Koramong them were these two men of Emmani
and several women; and if these, probably
many others. In fact. It is not unlikely thatthe greater part of the " one hundred andtwenty," spoken of in Acts i., 15, were pres-
ent some time during the day, if not most of
the time.

As we have already seen, very early that
morning, four of their number- four women-
left the company bearing "sweet apices thatthey might anoint" the body of Jesus. Prob-
ably all of the rest contributed as they were
able, to purchase this token or loving re-
membrance, landing that the stone which
closed the mouth of the sepulchre had been
rolled away, Mary Magdalene hurried back
to report the fact. Before reaching the place
of assembly, she was probably Joined by
other women, who were also on their way
thither. To them she told her story, and. asthey entered the room together, with one
voice they all told it to those who were pres-
ent. In their excitement and effort to under-
stand it. it Is not at £'«j improbable that they
claimed that some one "had seen a vision
of angels, which said that he was alive "
(Verse 23.)

As soon as Mary Magdalene and her com-
panions had made their report, Peter and
John, as we saw last week, ran to the sep-

ulchre to see for th«m*elves If it was really
true»that it was open and empty. Mary
probably lingered for a while, until the whole
company had been assured of the fact, and
then she returned to the sepulchre. Soon
after she left, Peter and John came back
and reported that they had "found it even
so as the women had said, but him they saw
not." (Verse 24.)

It was at this juncture that the Incidentnow demanding our attention took place. It
Is recorded in full by only one of the evangel-
ists—St. Luke. The only other reference to
it. in the gospels is that given by St. Mark.
who simply says that "He appeared in an-
other form unto two of them as they walked
and went into the country." (xvi., I_\) By
"another form" is undoubtedly ;n<=nnt "in
another manner, or way," and not in or with,
a different bodily shape or appearance.

It was probably about njor. or a little later
that Cleopas and his companion left the com-
pany of the disciples to return to their home.
This was in a "village called Emmaus. which
was from Jerusalem, about throe-score fur-
longs." (v. 13.) It has never been satisfac-
torily identified with any modern town or vil-
lage. But it is evident that It cculd be easily
reached by a walk of n lew hours.

As they journeyed Lt is not difficult to real-
i ize. their state of mind. In common with the
great body of the disciples, they had been
firmly convinced that Jesus would set up his
throne in their midst at thar. Passover least i
So they "trusted that it had been he which
should have redeemed Israel." (vi 21.) It is
not unlikely that they were In that glad
throng that only about a v.eek before wel-
comed him into Jerusalem with shouts of I
"Hosanna to the Son of David." They had
probably also seen him cleanse the 'temple
from its unholy traffic, and hearing his
matchless teaching which utterly confounded
the sophistries of the Scribes and Pharisees,
they believed that he would not ouly restore
civil liberty to the people, but that he
would inaugurate many needed social, moral
and religious reforms.

But within a few days all of these expecta-
tions had been suddenly blaste.l. Their lead-
ing men had succeeded in nailing him to tb<\
Roman cross, end these two men had them-
selves seen their beloved Lor<t and master
put to death and buried.

To add to their perplexity, that day some
of their own number had startled them with
the assurance that he was not in the tomb
where they had seen him buried. What
could it all mean? They could not under-
stand it. Troubled and grieved as they
walked along, they reminded each other, over
and over again, of every event as it had
happened.
They spake of him they loved, of him whose

life
Though blameless, had incurred perpetual

strife.
Whose deeds had left—in spite of hostile

arts—
A deep memorial graven on their hearts.
The recollection—like a vein of gold—
The farther traced, enriched they still the

more.
They thought him—and ::hey justly thought

him—one
Sent to do more than he appeared to have

done;
To exalt a people, and to place them high
Above all else, and wondered he should die.

-Cownc-r.
As they thus "communed together and rea-

soned" (v. 15). a fellow traveler joined them.
To all appearances he was the same as many
another Whom they passed, or with whom
they had walked, on the road. His dress and |
manner and speech were all the same, and
his salutation was kindly and courteous as
he asked, "What manner of communications
are these that ye have one to another, as
ye walk and are sad?" (v. IC.)

To the two friends, this question from a
stranger was a surprise, but not an intrusion.
The recent events had been to them of such
vast Importance that they supposed every
other mind and heart mupt be as much filled
with them as their own. In fact, to their
mind, no other subject was worthy of
thought. For to them the crucifixion of
their Lord was the one thing that had hap-

pened, not only in Jerusalem, but In all the
world. So with unfeigned astonishment, "one
of them—whose name was Cleopas—answer-
ing, said unti> him. Art t-nou only a stranger
ie Jerusalem, and hast not known the things
which are come to pass in these days"'"
(v. 18.) .

"What things?" said he.
"And they said unto him. concerning Jesuj

of Nazareth, which was a prophet mighty in
deed and word before God. and all the peo-
ple. \u25a0'

Then taey went an to tell him allor the facts which we have recently con-sidered. He listened attentively, and thenreplied, sadly:
"O fools, and slow of heart, to believe all

that the propaets nave spoken. Ought not
Christ to have suffered these things and to
enter into his glory? And beginning at Mose*
and all the prophets, he expounded unto them
In all the scriptures the things concerning
himself." (vv. 20-27.)

When tie first addressed them they lookpri
upon him not only as "a stranger," but as aa very ignorant and unobserving one. For
the things whie'n had come to pass In the las'
few days were too notorious not to be
the very first things which would come to th.-knowledge of every stranger entering the
city. He should, therefore, have expected
that there would be but one subject on thelips of every one he might chance to meet.

But when he opened the Scriptures to them,
then they saw that they were the ignorant
oue3 and not he. All of their lives they had
had these Scriptures In their hand*, and yei
they had not understood them. And nowthey had no thought at all o£ turning to
them for «, solution of the strange things that
had happened around them. For they as
little realized, as many In our own day do,
that without the Scriptures all of the event--
of Individual and national history are in-
scrutable enigmas.

And the reason probably is, especially inour day. that the .Scriptures are looked upon
as primarily a book of rules for conduct
among men, rather than ag a revelation ot
the grace of God toward sinners, little realli-
lng that no conduct of a rebel can be accept-
able to the government against which he is
in rebellion. So men search the Scriptures
to ace what they have tji say concerning
themselves, and to find directions for dally
life, rather than to see what they have to
say concerning Jesus Christ, and to find In
him "wisdom and righteousness and sancti-
flcation and redemption. (1. Cor., 1., 20.)
They think, as our Lord said, that in themthey have "eternal life,", but they forget that
it is only because—as he added—"they arethey which testify of me." (John v., 29.) So
when he taught the disciples, "beginning at
Moses and all the prophets, lie expounded
Onto them in all the Scriptures the things
concerning himself—that repentance and the
remission of sins should be preached in bisname among all nations." (Luke xxiv
M-57.)

When he began thus to explain the Scrip-
tures, however, what a change. At on. c
everything was flooded with light, and the.'
hearts began to burn within them.

The old, familiar sayings of Moses and the
i prophets, which had heretofore appeared u>j be but dry husks, now became quickened Into

life and beauty and strength. How such anexplanation rebukes and silences those whosee no gospel in the Pentateuch, or in the
Histories, or in the Psalms, or In the prophets
of the Old Testament. Jesus says that they
are full of "the things concerning himself "(Verse 27.) When these men talked with
each other and "reasoned.'" all was obscure
and unsatisfactory. But when they talked
with him and "reasoned," the darkness fledaway. Thpn they walked In the light.
A 6yet, however, he himself was only a

stranger to them—merely a fellow traveler
on the road, and, like them, probably jour-
neying to his home. All of his matchlessinterpretation of Scripture to them had not

I enabled them to know him. So they jour-
neyed on, absorbed in his Instructions, until
they reached their home. Then It was near
the close of day, and they constrained him
to sit down with them at their evening meal.
But when they sat down, a great change
took place. They had opened their door, and
he had come in to sup with them; but be-
hold, they supped with him. (Key. Hi.,* L'u.i
For "he took bread and blessed it, and brake
and gave to them." (Verse"3o.l

It was an old famfliar act. not a repetition,
of even a reminder, of that scene in- the up-
per room when the Lord's Supper Was insti-
tuted. For they were not present at thacscene; only "the twelve' were there. But
Jesus had often, probably, sat with them,
and they with him, in just such friendly in-
tercourse as they were then enjoying. Andsow he chose the old familiar scene to makf
himself known to them, juat as he had
chosen the old familiar voice to make him-
self known to Mary. When her ears weiv
opened she knew him and fell at his teet.
When their eyes were opened, they also knew
him. and believed. Then the Scriptures he
had made clear to them strengthened their
faith.

But no one who has personally seen J-esusas a risen and loving Savior can rest in self-
ish possession of the great joy. He must tell
others. So. although the night was fa«t
closing in, these two men "rose up that same
hour and returned to Jerusalem." (v. 3.1.)
They found the apostles and other disciples
still gathered together, and more than ever
filled with excitement and perplexity.

For after they had left, at or about noon, to
return to Emmaus, Mary Magdalene and her
three companions had come in with the re-
port that they had actually seen and talked
with Jesus—she at the tomb, and they in the
way. Soon after, also. Peter had come in
with the story or his interview with his Mas-
ter. No wonder that they found the whole
company wrought up to a most intense pitch
of feeling. The news was too marvelous to
be believed, too good to be true. And now
these two men came, "and they told whatthings were done in the way, and how hewas known of them in breaking of bread."
iv. 35.) Wo can well imagine how their re-
port must have strengthened the five who
had seen their Master, and have added to the
perplexity of those who had not.

But this was all the effect produced. Not-
withstanding the earnestness of those who
made these reports, notwithstanding the
emphasis with which they repeated their ex-periences, no one believed that Jesus wascctually alive again, but these seven to whom
he had personally revealed himself. But
ttrose who had seen him were filled with Joy
and peace, and a confidence" which nothing
could shake. So it is yet.

Bryn Mawr, Pa.
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:MBp^^H Women Should Seek Relief. W
JS|fiff§fil|g^ffiyiM|' The great proportion of women who suffer never make a serious effort to f||
MWjjHBL;" ir£ benefit themselves. The most of them go on paying no attention to their little j||f
MWffiFfmWtoiTffl^m^ menstrual disorders, believing they will eventually wear off. But menstrual \u25a0
j^^^S?fip^P^p| troubles don't wear off. They grow worst and worse every day. At the period Vi
flßkSfiß9ftw£^^jii of menstruation a woman is peculiarly susceptible to cold and other external SB
HfX B^^vNr Jm influences and It is also the most favorable time for the development of hidden f||
mJjKSPiSp s^jSm ease germs which may be lurking in the system. Any physician knows that Wk
K^mJh^T j&aisa disordered menstruation, failing of the womb and leucorrhoea are blighting lives lii

\u25a0flkw^Br^BrtiJ^Wi in almolt every home- No woman should neglect herself a moment after she sees 0
B %£%JHBk~R indications of female disease. Almost instant relief can be secured by the use of 111

BsSft] HWNE*CARDUI IKW^^jJ^jSpft ; ffffiM&Sfml 1 ml SH \u25a0\u25a0' H B .^ .^^* \u25a0 jJL-jß^ g^Bf Pi f3 gfj ,\u25a0 Hii

m. J^Sf/tJ S v willrelieve you right in your own home. Will you accept the testimony of M
\u25a0L^n^o^r Mrs. Beigler and thousands of other women and really seek relief to-day All m

aF^^^MM^^ druggiiU sell $1.00 bottles of Wine of Cardui. H
UU 100 Chicago Street, Fort Wayne. Ind.. March 27, 1900. M

'\u25a0' msa Your Wine ofCardui has done a world ofgood for me. I have used five bottles of the Wine and one package &AB ** Thedford'i Black-Draught And since I have started to use it I will not be without it in the house. It helped H
H§^ my sister in Toledo, who did not menstruate as she ought. She was sixteen years of age and nothing else helped fig

Hi her. 1 was in a very bad state myself before I used your medicines, but ! found relief in three days. And now I \u25a0\u25a0©».- SB feel like a new «oman and do all my housework and washing, which I could not do before I took the Wine of Cardui. ml
I would be very glad to write any poor woman and tell her how I suffered before I used Wine of Cardui. - ML

9 Mrs. C. P. BEIGLER. «|
gjsa ."".'\u25a0\u25a0' For tdTice tad litaratur*, addr«n, giving symptoms, "Th«Ladies' Advisory WM

' mm; ' \ Department," The Chattanooga Medicine Company, Chattanooga, Term. JH

.'.'Not captain yet," he grunted, and Vermeil
fell back against the wall. , Another moment, ,/
and Vermeil ; rushed at him again, mad with
rage, and Gaspar coolly put his thrusts by" on
this side and that, tHI he drew back - again •
foiled. >,Again

(and again . fie v da»tjed at the
doorway, and again and ugain'Gaspar pushed
him/back;.' ' :.': ' **?r. '-'/_•\u25a0\u25a0"*'\u25a0*\u25a0"\u25a0\u25a0 v;:-;

"Ach! who is the better man?" grunted
Gaspar, and now he attacked in his turn, and
drove Vermeil backwards round and round
the room. . :\ -"Who is the better man?" he asked again,
and Vermeil flashed hate at him from blood-
shot eyes. _\u25a0 ;' .' ,' . _ .

"Shall ; I call a guard, your honor?" cried
the innkeeper from the doorway.

"Guard? Gott! ' No," 'grunted . Gaspar, a
grim. smile on his face as he played. with his
foe. Round the room they went once more,
and then came a quick, flash of steel, Ver-
meil's sword crashed" against the , wall, < and
Gaspar, flinging his own away, jumped at him •
and sent him reeling to 'the ground. '\u0084 And
then, with Gaspar's knee on his chest and
Caspar's hands at his throat, he" heard Gas-
par say:' /•' ' .;" ;'

''See. him swinging, wriggling in the sun-
light, with the jerky shadows on the ground!
Ach! So! Now you may call a guard."

(To Be Continued.)


