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YLVIA’S SECRET is one of the most successful spy
stories yet given to the world, and the spy story
has begun to replace the old detective story; be-

Cause the German spy system and the operations of the
€cret Service in other countries contain more material

for mystery stories than anything else in vogue.
It deals with condi-

Secret” was written before the war.

CHAPTER V.
A Proud and Clever Woman.

ROM St. Anton’s Park Max and
ithe superintendent motored
to ithe telegraph office at

th Charing Cross—to find that
© clerk  who had taken im
u‘? fatal telegram, had gone off
b at 6_3ight o’clock in the evening.
hib?t origina] of the despatch was ex-
eXan;'d to them, but though they both
hoth'lmed it carefplly it told them
ow‘mg' “It was written in a round and
aCtei-]]lg hand,” which was so char-
Dosit‘ess that one copld not have said
iy 1vely whether it was the cali-
Phy of a man or a woman.
B AScerta_Lining that: the clerk, who
cmm;‘ecelyed th.e telegram across the
o €r, lived in Kentish Town, the
drove thither, and saw this official
Cou?fin they awoke from sleep. But he
us Say very little; it had been a
thog time of the day, and while he
o 8ht he was “almost certain” that
ammessage had been handed in by a
him’ € was quite unable to describe
theDO You not remember selling him

Stamp?” asked Johnson. “Can

ot recall him at all?”

Wisho’ I can’t,” replied the man. “I

te] I could, but there was a rush of
°grams at the time.”

anq ou didn’t ask him for his name
4 address?”

i tho; in any case, we hardly ever

Pasg at now. The telegram would be

Wofded over to me; I would count the

wOuls to see what it would cost; it
o be stamped by the person
. gng it in, and then sent by me to
s elegraph room. It’s always the
8 Procedure, or nearly s0.”

dragnle}ss I suppose your attention is
% 0 in some special way? And there
'S nothing of that sort here?”

at ' gre was nothing special about it
alL” said the clerk. “If there had

b
it?’?n’ I must certainly have observed

Yo

Woél Was rather afraid the telegram
sa: 14 N0t be of much use in the case,”
reca,uthe superintendent to Max, who
Wiy ed that Johnson had told Colonel
to oUhby that it might not be easy
Rd out anything by means of the
N “All that we have learned
at it was handed in by a man—
gbably.”
asslYVhic.h agrees, at least, with my
mittmptlon that the murder was com-

o4 by a man,” said Max. “What
Johyou think of doing now?” he asked
cleiSOD, as they were leaving the
: ?‘rk S Troom.
at gell, I shall see the booking-clerk
as ] ampstead Heath station as soon
fop o2, but it’s no good going there

rnan hour or two. I think I shall re-
.2 to High Street.”
M&;Nhat about Miss Chase’s brother?
hi I suggest that we should call on
Dlac and tell him what has taken

; aeb' asked Max. “Besides, he may
frgo i€ to throw some light on the
'Sedy. T know where he :ives.”

No doubt, he ought to know as soon
se‘)sslble. Yes, I shall see him now,”
are Nted the superintendent. “You

“q Coming with me?”
WhiooPould like to; then I hnow him,
thmfh may help matters a little,
('r“elg,},l in any case the shock will be

f He is connected with the War Of-

) 18 he not?”

Do, Position there is rather im-

geerant,” said Max. “He is private

Masftary to General Robinson, the
wmeT of the Guns.”

« 2: artillery department?” .
ey, » and he musf be aware O
t¥thing that goes on in it; he has

ple.

“Sylvia’s

REVIOUS chapters introduce
P chiefly Max Hamilton, edi-

tor of “The Day,” Peggy
Willoughby, with whom Hamilton
is in love, and Villiers Chase, an-
other friend of Peggy’'s! All at
supper together in London. Max
leaves hurriedly to catch a night
train. Thinking of Peggy he is
roused by ‘““All Change’’ and turns
to rouse a lady in the compart-
ment who, upon investigation,
turns out to be Sylvia Chase, sis-
ter of Villiers Chase—mysteriously
murdered.

been General Robinson’s secretary for
some years.’” ’

“He is older than his sister?”

“I should say he is thirty-four or
thereabouts; she was a good deal
younger. I fancy her age was twenty-
six or so.”

“About twenty-six or twenty-seven,
I guessed,” said Johnson. “But Cap-
tain Chase will probably be able to
tell us exactly.”

They were now on their way to
Villiers Chase, whose rooms were in
one ‘of the streets which run out of
Berkeley Square. On their arrival,
the night porter in charge of the
house made some demur to their ad-
mission—until he learned who John-
son was. They experienced no dif-
ficulty in arousing the Captain. Need-
less to state, he was greatly sur-
prised, when he saw Max—he did not
know the superintendent.

“Hamilton!” he cried. “What is it?”
Then more calmly he asked, “Has
something happened?” A few hours
before he had seen Max leave the
Willoughbys, and it was of Peggy Wil-
loughby he was thinking when he ask-
ed the question.

“Yes, something very terrible, Cap-
tain Chase, I deeply regret to have to
tell you. I am more sorry than I can
say, but I am the bearer of sad news,”
-gaid Max, in tones of deep sympathy.

“] was afraid that was the case,”
said Chase. He looked at Johnson, and
Max introduced the superintendent.

Briefly, tenderly Max told him what
had happened; at first he could hard-
ly make Chase understand—the thing
was so sudden, so utterly unexpected;
when Chase did understand, his grief
was intense. He broke down com-
pletely, sobbing like a child.

“] was very much attached to her,”
he said, growing calmer after some
minutes. “She was‘very dear to me—
and to think of her dying in this
awful way! We must have been talk-
ing to Peggy Willoughby,” he said to
Max, “at the very moment when she
was struck down.”

Max bowed his head silently.

¢¢Q YLVIA murdered!” murmured
Chase. “It seems utterly beyond
belief! What can I do to help

you?” he asked the superintendent.

“I should like you to come to the
police station in High Street, Kensing-
ton, to identify the body; it may not
seem necessary, but it is, as a matter
of form,” responded Johnson.

“Certainly,” said Chase, “I'll come.”

“And if you would tell us abouf your
sister’s life, captain? That may be af
the greatest assistance.”

“You may be sure I’ll tell you all I
know.”

Here Max interposed.

“Perhaps you would rather that I
should not be present, Villiers. You
would like to be alone with the super-
intendent?”

“Not at all,” said Chase promptly.
“] quite realise that this sad mafter
cannot be kept out of the papers, and
as you are a leading journalist, Max,
and a friend, I should much prefer
you to hear all I have to say about
poor Sylvia; I know we shall not suf-

tions in England and Germany that led up to the war.
is a first-class detective story with all the elements of mys-
tery, suspense, surprise, climax and interesting human peo-
It is also a story written in good form. The author
spent years as profe nito
but he did not forget the old adage that “literature is life
“gylvia’s Secret” is a story with a grip.
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ssor of English literature in Manitoba;

fer at your hands. Besides, there is
nothing to be said about her that
might not be said to the world; there
is nothing that one need hide.” He
spoke with an accent of pride.

“Of course not,” said Max to whom
Chase had been addressing himself.

“You knew Sylvia?”’ returned Chase
simply.

“Slightly.”

“She was a proud and clever wo-
man,” said her brother, and there had
now come into his voice and bearing
an expression of the utmost indigna-
tion. “Oh, I cannot imagine who can
have killed her, who could have de-
sired and planned her death—the in-
famous wretch!” His grief had passed
from him; he was burning with rage.
He turned to Johnson, and asked him
where he should begin with his sister’s
life, adding, “There really is not much
of a story.”

“There must be some story of an
unusual kind,” thought the superin-
tendent, mentally echoing words that
had been spoken earlier that night.
Aloud, however, he said to Chase, “I
should like you to tell me anything
you can, and just as it occurs to you.”

¢s] DARESAY it is best to begin at
the beginning,” Chase replied. “I
don’t know if you knew my fath-
er?” he asked Max.

“No, I don’t think so0.”

“He was a ‘gunner’—which is why I
am ome too, I suppose—and he was a
comparatively poor man,” said Chase,
curbing his emotions and speaking
slowly and thoughtfully. “Our mother
predeceased him. At the time of his
death I was in the army, and Sylvia
was at the Royal ‘College for the
daughters of officers at Bath; Miss
Willoughby was there at the same
time.” Chase glanced at Max as he
said the last sentence.

“I know that,” said Max.

“My father left about a thousand
pounds to me, charging me to see to
the finishing of Sylvia’s education. I
did see to it; I should have done so in
any case. I was fond of her—very
fond,” he said with sorrow and pain,
and was silent for some seconds.

‘“When she - was seventeen there
came an opportunity for her,” he re-
sumed. “She was at the College, but
I had determined to give her a year or
two abroad. $She had very good
abilities—still I often thought with
enxiety of what might happen after
her education was completed; she
would be penniless, and the world is a
hard place for penniless ladies. You
see I had nothing but my pay, and I
wasn’t on the staff then.” He paused
reminiscently.

“You were speaking of an oppor-
tunity,” Johnson reminded him.

“Yes, and it was Sylvia herself who
brought it to my notice,” said Chase.
“An English governess was required
for the family of a Prussian noble—
the Graf von Nordheim; he offered
excellent terms, stating the engage-
ment, if satisfactory to all parties,
would last for four or five years; he
postulated that she should be a lady,
and said she would be treated like a
member of the family. No doubt it
was a very favourable oppontunity, and
Sylvia, who was high-spirited and of a
very independent character—I told
yvou she was a proud and clever wo-
man—was determined to take ad-
vantage of it. I represented to her
that she was rather young for such a
post, but as I did not positively for-
bid her to accept it she went to Ger-
many. She was alrcady something of
a linguist, and the prospects of a long
residence over there delighted her.
She remained with the Von Nordheims
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*“Comfort becomes
second nature to
of C!
a la Grace
Corsets.”

T

women who
are renowned
for their grace-
ful carriage and
well-gowned fig-
ures always wear

Corsets
(Made in Canada)
There are cheaper corsets, but

why should you wear them when
the difference in price is so little.

Write for a free copy of our

very dainty catalogue.
Crompton CorsetCompany .
Limited, 78 York St., Toronto

C/C d la Grace Co1sets can be ob-
tained from all high-class ladies’
apparel and ready-to-wear stores.

ROYAL VICTORIA
COLLEGE

MONTREAL

THE RESIDENTIAL COLLEGE
FOR WOMEN STUDENTS OF
McGILL UNIVERSITY

Students (both resident and
day) prepared for degrees in
Arts, Pure Science and Music.
Scholarships are awarded an-
nually For Prospectus and in-

~ formation apply to the Warden.

A Christian college-home,
healthful situation.

Forprospectusand terms,write the Principal
R.I.Warnes, M.A.,D.D.,St, Thomas, Ox}it.
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; Yoo can EEM MG'EWJ quitkly

Piano, Organ, Violin, Mandolin, Guitar, Banjo,Ete.
Beginners oradvanced players. One lesson weekly. Illus-
trations make everything plain. Only expense about 3¢
per day to cover cost of postage and music used. Write
for FREE booklet which explains everything in full,

American School of Music 7 Lakeside Bldg., Chicage




