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charge and so important the evidence,

that the trial should take place by

court-martial and in camera.
Therefore the prisoner spent day

after day in his narrow cell at Brixton
Prigson, full of fierce, angry resent-
ment at the false charge made against
him, and full of anxiety as to how
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Elise was bearing up beneath the tra-
gic blow which had fallen upon them
both.

He gsaw no one save Charles Pelham,
his counsel, who now and then visited
him. But even his adviser was entire-
1y in the dark as to the exact evidence
against his client. In the meantime
the truth was that the Intelligence
Department at 'Whitehall had sent an
agent over to Holland to inquire into
the bona fides of the Insurance Com-
pany whose offices were supposed to
be in the Kalverstraat, in Amsterdam,
and had discovered that though the
“office” was run by highly respectable
persons, the latter were undoubtedly
Germans who had come to Holland
just before the war. Hvery inquiry
made by the Department revealed fur-
ther proof of the accused’s guilt. In-
deed, the astute Colonel who was the
titular head of the Department had
had Mr. Charlesworth up at the Wiar
Office and thanked him personally for
exposing what he had declared to be
“a most serious case of espionage.”

Truly the fetters were gradually be-
ing forged upon the innocent young
fellow languishing within Brixton
Prison.

In complete ignorance of either the
exact change, or the identity of those
who made it, Jack lived on day by day,
full of the gravest apprehensions. The
whole affair seemed to be one great,
hideous nightmare. What would old
Dan Shearman, never very well dis-
posed towards him, think of him now?
He recollected that strange anonymous
letter which Elise had received. Who
could possibly have semt it? A friend,
without a doubt. Yet who was that
secret friend? When would his iden-
tity be revealed?

He wondered if the person who had
written that warning to his wellibelov-
ed would, when he knew of his arrest,
come forwand and expose the dastardly
plot against him? Would he rescue
him, now that he was in deadly peril?

With chagrin, too, ae remembered
how he had treated Elige’s fears with
such silly unconcern. He had never
dreamed of the real gravity of the situ-
ation until he found himself in the
hands of the police, with that scanda-
lous and disgraceful charge hanging
over his head. The whole thing was
so amazing, and so utterly bewildering,
that at times he felt as he paced that
narrow, dispiriting cell, that he must
go mad.

The days dragged on, each longer
than its predecessor. Once his sister
was allowed to see him. But he was
anxious and eager to face his judges,
to hear what false evidence the prose-
cution had to offer, and to refute the
foul lies that had evidently been wut-
tered against him. The authorities,
however, geemed in mo hurry to act,
and it almost seemed as though they
had forgotten all about him.

ONE day he received a letter—the
one welcome gleam of hope—a let-
ter from Elise, who told him to bear
up, to take courage, and to look for-
ward to an early freedom.

“You surely know, Jack,” she wrote,
“that I 'do not believe you to be a
gpy. Surely I know how strenunously
you have worked in order to ferret out
and expose the thorde of spies sur-
rounding us, and how you constantly
helped poor Dr. Jerrold.”

Those wonds of Liens cheered him,
yet he deeply regretted that she should
have referred to the aead man’s name.
The prison authorities had read that

tetter, and mention of Jerrold would,
in the circumstances, probably be nre-
gistered as a point against him.

The weeks thus lengthened, until
the middle of February.

On the night of the 21st of that
month—the night on which the Admir-
alty issued its motification that a Brit-
ish fleet of battle cruigers, accompadni-
ed by flotillas, and aided by a strong
French squadron, the whole under the
command of Vice-Admiral Carden, had’
begun the attack on the forts of the
Dardanelles—Charles Trustram dined
early with Lewin Rodwell at the Ritz.

Rodwell wasg due to speak at a big
recruiting meeting down at Poplar,
and after their meal the pair drove
in his car eastwards to the meeting,
where he was received with the wildest
enthusiasm.

A well)known retired Admiral was
in the chair—a man whose name was
as a household word, and whose repu-
tation was that of one who always hit
straight from the shoulder with the
courage of his own convictions. The
hall was crowded. 'The speech by the
chairman was a magnificent one, well
calculated to stir the blood of any
Briton of military age to avenge Ger-
many’s piracy “blockade.” He spoke
of the low cunning of the “scrap-of-
paper incident,” of the introduction
of the red phosphorus poison-shells a
month before, and the terrible barbar-
jties committed in Belgium. That
Bast-End audience were held spell-
bound by the fine patriotic speech of
the grey-haired Admiral, who had
gpent his whole life at sea ever since
he had left the Britannia as a mid-
shipman.

Trustram, seated mear the front,
saw Lewin Rodwell rise deliberately
from his chair on the platform, and
became electrified by his words—
fiery words which showed how deep
was the splendid patriotic spirit with-
in his heart.

N rising he was met with a verit-
able thunder of applause from

that huge expectant working-class au-

dience. They knew that Lewin Rod-
well, being im- the confidence of the
Cabinet, wonld tell them something
real and conclusive about the secret
warfacts which the hundred-and-one
irresponsible cengors, in their infinite
wisdom, forbade the long-suffering
press to publish. Lewin Rodwell al-
ways regaled them with some tit-bits
of “inside information.” It had been
advertised up and down the country
that he was on golfing terms with the
rulers of Great Britain, and the words
of a man possessing such knowledge
of state-secrets were always worth
listening to. ;

Glibly, and with that curious, half-
amused expression which always fas-
cinated an audience, Lewin Rodwell
began by jeering at those Wwho
“glacked.”

“] agk you—every man of military
age present,” he cried, thrusting forth
hig clenched fist’ towards his audience
—“1 ask you all to get, at any post
office, that little pink-covered pamph-
let called “The Truth about German
Atrocities.” You can get it for moth-
ing—just for askmg for it. ‘Take it
home and read it for yourselves—read
how those devilish hordes of the Kai-
ger invaded poor little law-abiding
Belgium, and what they did whén they
got there. Murder, rape, arson and
pillage began from the first moment
when the German army crogsed the
frontier. Soldiers had their eyes
gouged out, men were murdered
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