
‘Al>! you hare reference to a jealous
rival. I ehall have to meet him some

morning at aunriee it* the Fore t de St.

(Jermaine, ur perhaps the Boia do Boulogne,
with swords or pistole. 1 suppose 1 can

depend on you, my friend, to second me.

for I shall tight, if challenged, just for the

adventure.'

* Blast the luck. Captain Tom ; you run

<>n like a herby winner. Hark man ! This

danger does not come from within, but from

without. It is the military authorities you
have to fear.'

The words, though thrilling in their

n dure, do not seem to arouseany alarm in

the breast of the American, who merely
"hrugs his shoulders in the French style he

has learned so well, and remarks :
‘l* that all? Please explain, milord.*
* It is known that you have been intimate

with this beautiful lady for some time.

You have sent her flowers, driven her in a

carriage, and even forced her to accept
presents of food that are worth their

weight in silver during the seige.’
‘ln brief, I have treated her as a lady

friend for whom I have a warm admira

tion. lam rich. Whose business is it if

1 choose to send flowers to one of the fair

sex V

Captain Tom is indignant. He feels that

some one has been meddling in his private
affairs, and this is an interference he never

will brook without being heard from.

Before speaking further the Englishman
pokes his head out from the niche, and
take'3 a survey of their surroundings. A
fiacre dashes past as though containing a

messenger who bears important tidings.
Down the boulevard a crowd of citizens ad-

vance, singing the • Marseillaise,’ and

shouting that the Republic has come. ‘Vive

la Rcpublique !*

In another quarter a detachment of gen-
darmes, under a commissaire of police,
sweep the b >ulevard of all gathering
crowds. Already the authorities of Paris

feel the mutterings of the coming storm.

The enemy within will play greater havoc
than the Prussians ever can. The dreaded

hydra-headed Commune is nearly in the

saddle, after a retirement of over twenty
years. Paris will soon be under the heel

of the oppressor.
In the»r immeliatc vicinity all is quiet,

and Lord Eric sees no cause for apprehen-
sion. What he has to say can be told

without danger of being overheard, at least

so far as he can discern.
The Ameican has had his natural

curiosity aroused by this time, and the

strange actions of his friend are calculated

to augment such feelings on his part.

Still he a-ks no more questions, satisfied
that Lord Eric will tell all when he has

gone through his little stage business.

Perhaps the American has seen him carry
on in this way before, and make much • ut

of a mole hill.

• I need not tell you how I have ob-

tained my information, my friend. It is a

beastly shame, you know, but, all the same.

I have no doubt regarding its accuracy.
When I tell you that the secret police have

received positive instructions from military
headquarters to watch your every move-

ment, you can understand why I am so

particular about being seen in your com-

pany, and at this hour.’

‘Confusion ! Lord Eric, you harp on in
the one strain. Tell me why lam under
suspicion.’

‘ Because you admire the fair Alsatian.

You send her costly presents, ride with

her ; in a word, because you are her
fried?!.’

‘Answer me plainly, man. What do

they say she is?’ and his hand grips the
Briton’s arm until he winces under the

pressure.
‘ Listen, then, my friend. They have

learned that the lovely Alsatian is a Herman

spy !’

CHAPTER 11.

‘GIVE HER UP, OR YOU SHALL SHARE

HER FATE.’

The w'orda ‘ German spy ’ are almost hissed

in the ear of the American, who has main-

tained his clutch upon Eord Eric’s arm.

‘ The deuce you say !’ he answers, and it
is evident that milord’s announcementhas

not awakened as much wonder as the other

had expected.
‘ Whether you are guilty or innocent will

not matter much, once you fall into the
hands of the authorities. Captain Tom. It
is a march to the Prison La Roquetre, and
the guillotine by morning, or perhaps a file
of zouaves, a box for a coffin, a brief order,
and you are no more. These are stirring
times in Paris. See these citizens approach-
ing. If 1 were to step out and denounce
you as a Prussia spy. do you think they
would ask for u»y proofs or wait to hear

your defence. The chances are your head

would adorn the end of a pike carried by
some rough from Bellevilleinside of thirty
minutes.*

• Perhaps,’ returns the other, quietly,
‘unless I put the whole of them to flight.*

The Englishman surveys Lis companion
in the dim light of the distant bonfire, as

though astonished at his nonchalance.
* Bless my soul. Pilgrim, 1 believe you

would be equal to it. 1 haven’t foigotten
your adventures in the catacombs with the

gang of robbers. But make your mind

easy. Eric Bullard is the last man in Paris

to betray you. even if you are guilty. I'd
soonercut my hand off than prove false to

a friend.'
* A thousand thanks, milord ; those words

do you honour. I need not question your
motives in seeking me.’

• They were to warn you so that you
might visit the fair Linda no more, since
death lies in the cup, pleasant though it

may seem.’

‘ From my heart I thank you. One favour
I have to beg, rude though it may seem.’

‘ Name it. If in my power ’
• There is no question about that. Since

I am under suspicion 1 beg that you will no

longer appear to be my friend.*

‘ You fear that I may be dragged in
also ?’

‘ No good can come of it. If we both

live through the siege we may renew’ our

friendship.*
It is a singular request, but milord under-

-B‘ands that something underlies it.
‘

As you say, my friend. It would be

better if you accompanied me to the

Minister of the Interior, explained your
position, and gave your solemn word of
honour that you would never again see the

lovely Alsatian.*

Captain Tom shakes his head.
‘That were impossible, milord.’
‘ Why so?’ impatiently.
* Because I go from this spot to see the

woman the authorities have declared to be
a German spy-’

The Englishman seems shocked.

‘ It is a shame for such a bright, jolly
fellow to invite annihilation, for that is the

inevitable result when a man runs against
the machinery of the Paris police. I am

bound to believe that you are either a

reckless dare-devil, ready to risk your life

for a sou, or else what they suspect is

true.’

• And that I am a German spy !’ laughs
the American, carelessly.

‘ Hush I for Heaven’s sake, man. If the

ears of that rabble caught your words

nothing could save us from their fury.’
‘ Bah ! they are a lot of j ickals. A few

well directed shots among them would

scatter the pack and send them howling
down the bou’evard. However, I have no

desire to invite such attention. While I
thank you again for your friendly warning,
milord, do notbelieve that I am insensible
to the fact that for three days and nights I

have been shadowed *. at the Mabille, such

as it is in these desolate times ; dining at

theCafe de Madrid, where con.|>iratora are

wont to meet : even when accompanying
the remains of my friend Duval, who fell in
the last useless sortie, tn Pere la Chaise,
the noble cemetery, risking the tire from

the Prussian gune— I have been aware of the
fact that some one was watching me.’

* Yet you will defy fate by vi.iting again
at the house of that enchantress. Well,
man is a strange creature,' remarks the

other, in a philosophical way, tha' draws
out another of those cheery langl.g from

Captain Tom.
*

Perhaps at some lutorj tim“, when you
know all. you will understand what now

seems a dark mystery,' he says, soberly.
1 Then you confess there is a mystery ?

Why not take me into your confidence?
Make me a sharer in your secrets.*

* That is generous of you, milcrd, but I
must firmly decline your oiler. We part

here. I know not whether the fortunes of

war will ever bring us together as friends

again. Remember your promise to cut my
acquaintance until such time as this affair
is all over.’

‘ Do you mean to hold me to that’’

* Most religiously, milord. If we meet
again I shall scowl at you like an Italian

bandit, and expect you to dothe same.’

‘Perhapsso,’ muttersthe puzzled English
man, as he returns the warm handc'asp.

Standing in the niche he watches the
stalwart form of theAmerican moving down
the boulevard, and shakes his head sadly.

‘ Blast the luck I I like that chap He
is a man any one might go wild over ;
strong as a horse, bold as a lion, and yet no

woman could have been more gentle than
Tom Pilgr m when he handled my wounds

after that boar hunt in the Black Forest.
Yes, confound it, I love him because he is a

man after my own heart; but I'm afraid
he’s been foolish enough to mix up in some

business here that may cost him his life. It
is not love that takes him to the side of
that fair Alsatian, but what then ’ 1 can't
even guess, unless— Great Heaven ! 1
wonder if he is in the employ of the French
general? Nonsense. The idea is too absurd
I'll go inside and gets little sleep, though
the poor devils in the region of the Latin

Quartier will have small peace with that
infernal din about their ears.’ Saying
which the philosophical Briton once more
re enters the great caravansary and seeks
his desolate room. Provisions have long
since grown so scarce that the hotels could
not supply their guests, who may still lodge
in them, but must seek their food else-
where.

Captain Tom saunters along with the
same careless step. He again approaches
the region where the German shells are

falling at the rate of one a minute. In

spite of the danger, crowds are in the
streets, and each explosion is the signal for
a great rush toward the scene.

Various sights greet his eyes, and he
finds much to engage his attention. All
the while he is advancing with a certain
object in view.

He meets groups of soldiers hurrying in
the direction of the forts—mobiles, zouaves,
or it may be a squad of mounted chasseurs.
There has been secret word brought in of a

contemplated Prussian advance from the

north, while the Krupc guns on theheights
of Chatillon keep up the bombardment, and
Governor Trochu seeks to strengthen the
defences there.

Excitement grows as the night becomes
older.

Down the street comes a howling mob of

men—yes, and women, such Amazons as
the Revolution made notorious.

What is the cause of the tremendous
racket ?

A single, exhausted figure flies before
them.

Hear what they shout— 1 Death to the
spy. To the lamp post with the Prussian.’

Now they overtake the wretch. He is a

coward, and shows no fight Innocent or

guilty, it matters not ; the name is as good
as the game tothese desperate communists,
and in a twinkling the poor devil is swing-
ing from the nearest lamp post

Captain Tom sees and shrugs his

shoulders, for he remembers what his
friend Lord Eric has warned him of. Such
a fate as this would be hie should the mob
find out that he has been signalling to the
Germans in any way—by theuse of coloured

lights, for instance.
He does not avoid the terrible figure, but

walks straight forward. No one knows
the nature of a Parisian crowd better than
this man, who has made a study of them.
Some of the leaders glance at him, but he
bears hie American citizenship in his face,
and they do not question him. Americans
are, as a general thing, the friends of
France in this unhappy war.

A new clamour breaks our, and Captain
Tom turns his head to discover the cause.
He is electrified to see a number of the

mob, mostly the Amazons, chasing a

female.
Where she has come from, what she has

done, he cannotsay. All that he knows is
the fact that the poor creature flies toward
him. She does not shriek or fill the air
with her cries, but looks like a fluttering
bird endeavour ng to escape its tormentors.

The American feels all his manhood

aroused by the sight. Whowever he has

been appealed to for help, especially by a

woman in distress, he has generously
thrown himself into the breach.

Straight op to him the girlish figure flies,
as though she has an intuition that here

she may find a rock of refuge.
Captain Tom f<els a wave of indignation

sweep over him when he takes note of the

delicate figure that crouches at his feet.

‘Oh, sir,' you are a gentleman! Save

ms Irom tbe-e terrib e creatuies!’
She speaks in French, but Tom is

almost as familiar with the language of

diplomatic correspondence as with his

mother tongue. He sees the beseeching
attitude, and imagines a sister of his own

in euch a position.
In an instant his decision is taken. He

will save this [>oor girl from her enemies,
no matter what the personal risk. At
times like this u really brave man nsver

stope to consider the danger. He does not

say ’ how many,’ but 1 where are I hey ?
With an involuntary movement he steps

in front of the poor girl and faces her foes,
who by this time have almost overtaken

her.

At the sight of a man before them in-

stead of a weak, terror stricken girl, the
mob abruptly pauses and glowers upon
him. The constituent members of this

mob are like a lot of wolves, hungry ami

desperate. Already the horrors of the

siege have been felt among the lower
classes. Toe rich were wise enough to lay
in a supply of food in time, but the poor
have to take the pitiful allowance doled out

by the authoriiisr, and upon the face? of

many a haggard look has coma—the im-

print of famine’s gaunt hand.

To faoe such a crowd of halt crazed, ven-

geance-eeekinfej jieople i« something few

men would care about doing.
Captain Tom might be averse to it under

ordinary circumstance?, but men are often

brought into action through certain means

over which they have no control.
HD manner is that of a gladiator. With

the girl behind him he stands there and

waves back the dozen ‘citizens’ who have

pursued.
‘Stop!’ he ciiee, in French. ‘What

has the girl done ? Why do you cba?e
her ?’

A Babel of voices answer him. Each

Amazon shriek* out ?ome aecu ation, and
the hoarder voices of the men j in in.

‘ She is a witch. We would burn her !’
‘ She is a Prussian spy ! The governor

would shoot her on the Trocadero.’
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Speedy Cure Treatment. —

Warmbaths withCuticura Soap, gentle appli-
cations ofCuticura (ointment),and mild doses

ofCuticura Resolvent (the new bloodpurifier)
Sold thronehontthe world. British drpot: F Nrw.

bert A Sons. ]. Kins Edward-st., lx>n<ion. Potter
Di:uu& Cues.Coar., Sole Props..Boston.U- 8. A.

ROWLANDS’

ODONTO
’Hi* Best and Purest Dentifrice one can two; ft
whitens the teeth, prevents decay, strengthens the

gums and sweetens tde breath.

ROWLANDS’ KALYDOR
A soothing, healing and emollient milk forbeaut!

tying the akin : removes Freckles, Tan, Sunburn,
Redness, Roughness, etc.,and is warrantedharmless.

ROWLANDS’ ESSENCE of TYRE
Dyes the hair a natural and permanent Brown or

Black. Ask Druggists and Stores for Rowlamm*
articles of 20, HattonGarden.London, England,and

avoid cheap poisonous imitation*

Fish
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HERR RASSMUSSEN’S
(The Celebrated Danish Herbalist)

ALFALINE HERBAL REMEDIES
(Registered),

A Permanent Cure for
Nerve, Skin, and Blood Diseases.

HERR RASSMUSSEN, the Celebrated Danish
Herbalist and GoldMedallist, of 91 LambtonQuay,
Wellington, N.Z., and 547 GeorgeStreet, Sydney, is

world renowned for the thousands of Cures which

have been effected by his Herbal Remedies, andthe

ThousandsofTestimonials
Speak for themselves as to the immetrse virtues ot

theseHerbal Remedies.

ALFALINE VITALITY PILLS
Are a Certain Cure for Weak Nerves, Depressed
Spirits, Debility, and Weakness ofthe Spine, Brain,
and Nerves. Special Powerful Course, 435. 6d.;

Ordinary Course, 23s 6d.; Smaller Boxes, 12s. and

6s. posted, bend for Free Pamphlet.
ALFALINE BLOOD PILLS

Are unsurpassed as a Blood Purifier and Blood

Tonic, and will eradicate the most obstinate Blood
and bkin Affections. Price, same as Vitality Pilis.

His Alfaiine Universal Pills for Female Complaints,
Rheumatic Pills, Asthma and Cough Pills, Fat

Reducing Powders, Varicocele Powders, Gargle
Powders, Flesh Producing Powders. Worm Cakes.
Bath tablets. Eucalyptus Oil and Jujubes, Hair
Restorer and Complexion Beautifier, Liver and
Kidney Pills, are all simply wonderful.

Send Tor His Free Book,
Which containsallparticulars and many usefulhints

and numerous testimonials. All Correspondence
Private and Confidential. Writewithout delay, and

address—

HERR RASSMUSSEN,
01 LAMBTON QUAY. WELLINGTON. N.Z.
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