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NUMBER 70, BERLIN

CHAPTER XV.
The Working of “No. 70.”

UST ag it was growing dusk on the

following evening, a handsome

middle-aged woman; exquisitely

dressed in the latest mode, and
carrying a big gold chain-purse, at-
tached to which was a quantity of
jangling paraphernalia in the shape of
cigarette-case, puff-box, and other ar-
ticles, was lolling in a big arm-chair
in Lewin Rodwell’s. little study in
Bruton street.

From her easy attitude, and the
fact that she had taken off her fur
coat and was in the full enjoyment
of a cigarette with her well-shod feet
upon the fender, it was quite apparent
that she was no stranger there.

“It certainly was the only thing to
be done in the circumstances, I quite
agree,” she was saying to Rodwell,
who was seated opposite her, on the
other side of the fire.

“How did he look at Bow street this
morning? Tell me!” Rodwell asked
her eagerly. :

“Pale and worried,” was the wo-

“man’s reply. “The case was heard in
the extradition court, and there were
very few people there. The girl was
there, of course. A young barrister
named Charles Pelham appeared for
him, and reserved his defence.

“So I heard over the ’phone.”

“] thought- perhaps you would be
called,” the woman remarked.

“My dear Molly,” laughed the man
grimly, “I'm not going to be called
ag witness. I've taken very good care
of that! I haven’t any desire to go
into the box, I can assure you.”

“] suppose not,” laughed the wo-
man. “The prisoner must never
know that you’ve had a hand in the
affair.”

She was a well-built, striking-look-
ing woman, with a pair of fine dark
eyes sparkling from beneath a black
hat, the daring shape of which was
most becoming to her. TUpon her
white hand jewels gleamed in the
fitful firelight, for the lights were not
switched on, and in her low-cut blouse
of cream crepe-de-chine she wore a
small circle of diamonds as a fbrooch.

“It’s a good job for us all that you've
closed the young man’s mouth just in
time,” she declared. “He knew some-
thing, that is evident.” &

“And he kept it to himself, intend-
ing one day to launch it as a thunder-
bolt ” Rodwell remarked. ‘“But you've
been infernally clever over the affair,
Molly. Without you, I don’t know
what I should have done in this case.
There was a distinet danger.”

“It wasn’t very difficult, after all,”
his companion replied. “Money does
wonders—especially the good money
of Germany. Here in England ‘Num-
ber ‘Seventy’ happily has much good
money, and has a ‘good press.””

“Yes,” laughed Rodwell. “And yet
the fools hdte think they will win!”

“My dear Lewin, they would win if
they were not so hopelessly egotisti-
cal, and if we had not long foreseen
the coming conflict and Germanized
the British political and official life
as our first precaution.
quence, our victory is assured. Al-
ready this country is in the grip of
our ‘German financiers, our pro-Ger-
man politicians, labour-leaders, and
officials of every class. Our good Ger-

In conse-

By WILLIAM LE QUEUX

man money hag not been ill-spent, I
can assure you!” she laughed.

“T quite agree. But tell me how
you really managed to engineer that
evidence,” he asked, much interested.

“Well, after you had given me the
correspondence four days ago, I took
a taxi and went down to the City to
see my old friend George Charles-
worth,” was her reply. “He and I used
to be quite old chums a year ago,
when; as you know, he fell into the
trap over that other little matter, and
became so useful, though he still re-
mains in entire ignorance.”

“Ah! of course, you know the ar-
rangements of the office. I quite fof-
got that.”

“Yes, 1 arrived about five o’clock,
just as the old boy was leaving, and
sat in his room while he finished sign-
ing his letters. Already most of the
clerks had -gone. When he had finish-
ed, and all the staff had left, I lit up
a’cigarette and begged to be allowed
to finish it before we went out. I
having suggested that he should take
me to dinner that night at the Carlton.
Suddenly I pretended to grow faint,
and asked him to get me some brandy.
In alarm the dear old fellow jumped
up quickly, and ran out to an hotel
for some, leaving me in the office
alone. Then, when he’d gone, it
didn’t take me long to hurry out into
the clerks’ offite and put the papers in
between the leaves of that big green
ledger which I found in the desk at
which young Sainsbury had worked—
just as you had descrLbed where it
would be found.”

“Excellent! You are always very
‘cute, Molly,” he laughed. “I suppose
you quickly recovered when Charles-
worth got back with the brandy—eh?”

“Well, I didn’t recover ‘too quickly,
or the old bird might have grown sus-
picious,” was her reply.

ARITECHEN PAGENKOFF, known
M as Mrs. Molly Kirby, was a na-
tive of Coblenz, but had been educat-
ed in England, and had lived here the
greater part of her life until she had
lost all trace of her foreign tbirth. Her

-husband had been a German shipping-

agent in Glasgow, and at the same
time a secret agent of the Koeniger-
gratzerstrasse. But he had died two
years before, leaving her a widow. Her

profession of spy had brought her into °

contact with Lewin Rodwell, and ever
since the outbreak of war ‘the pair
had acted in conjunction with each
other in collecting and transmitting
information through the various secret
channels open between London and
Berlin, and in carrying out many coups
of espionage. Mrs. Kirby lived very
comfortably—as the widow of a rather
wealthy shipping-agent might live—
in a pretty flat in Cadogan Gardens,
and to those around her she was lbe-
lieved to be, like Lewin Rodwell, most
patriotic and charitable. Indeed, she
had done much voluntary work for the
charitable funds, and had interested
hersgelf in the relief of Belgian re-
tugees, and "in the work of the Red
Cross.

“The day after you had been- to
the office,” Rodwell explained, “I went
down there upon one or two matters
which required attention, and, after
a couple of hours, I told Charlesworth
that 1 wanted to glance at a certain

ledger to verify a query. The book
was brought, and as 1 carelessly
searched through it in Charlesworth’s
presence, I discovered some docu-
ments. We opened them, when, to
%ur great surprise, we found letters
in German, there being enclosed in one
a ten-pound note.”

“What did old 'Charlesworth say?”
asked Mrs. Kirby, with a smile upon
her red lips.

“Well, as he can read German, I
allowed him to digest the letters. The
old man was dumbfounded, and ex-
claimed: ‘Why, young Sainsbury kept
this book! ILook at this letter! It’s
addressed to ‘Dear Jack’! Is it pos-
gible, do you think that Sainsbury was
a lGerman spy? ”

“What did you say?”

¢¢] BEXPRESSED the gravest surprise

and concern, of course, and sug-
gested that he, as manager, should
take the documents to Scotland Yard
and make a statement as to how they
had been discovered. He wanted me
to go with him, but I declined, saying
that in my position I had no desire
to be mixed up with any such unpleas-
ant affair, and that he, as managing
director of the Ochrida Corporation,
was the proper person to lodge infor-
mation. ‘The old fellow grew quite
excited over it. He had several of the
clerks up, and from them ascertained
that the ledger in question had not
been used since Sainsbury left. This,
in conjunction with the fact that one
of the letters was addressed to ‘Jack,’
and in it a mention of meeting at
Heath street, proved most conclusive-

1y that the incrimihating documents

belonged to Sainsbury. Therefore,
an hour later, after I had instructed
Charlesworth what to, tell them at
Scotland Yard, I had the satisfaction
of seeing him enter a taxi with the
documents in his pocket. I continued
to do some work in the office when,
later on, as I expected, he returned
with a detective who inspected the
book, the desk in which it was kept,
and who listened to the story of young
Sainsbury’s career.”

“And I suppose you gave the young
man a very good character—eh?” ask-
ed the woman who had led such an
adventurous life.

“Oh, excellent!” was Rodwell’s grim
reply. “The officer went away quite
convinced that Sainsbury was a spy.”

“Though you gave me the letters,
I quite forgot to read them,” said the
woman. “Of what character were
they? Pretty damning, I suppose?”’

“Damning—I should rather think
they were!” answered the man who
posed as the great British patriot, and
hid his real profession beneath the
cloak of finance and platform-speak-
ing. “Two of them were letters which
our friend Wentzel, at Aldershot, had
received from the Insurance Company
at Amsterdam—you know the little in-
stitution I mean, in the Kalverstraat.
Wentzel is known as ‘Jack,” and in one
of these he is addressed as such. So
it came in very useful. The letter
enclosed a Bank of England note for
ten pounds.”

“The monthly payment of hisg little
annuity—eh?” laughed the woman.
“1 understand. I had a letter only
this morning from the same Insurance
Company.”

“Well,” laughed the man,

3\

“we all

Don’t Keep
That Corn

. EVERY drug store that
you pass has Blue-jay
waiting for you.

Stop and get it, and it
means the end of any corn.

Pass it by, and the corn
will stay. You know that
from experience.

Blue-jay does more than
end a corn. It proves that
corns are needless.

Apply it,and the corn pain stops.
Leave it on two days, and the
whole corn disappears. Only
extra stubborn corns need a
second application.

Prove that once, and corn
troubles end forever. You will
never again permit them,

To millions of people—users of
Blue-jay—corns are a pest of the
past,

Do what they did—try it. See
what a Blue-jay does. Learn why
8o many millions are now used
each year.

Lay aside the old-time methods.
Use this modern way tonight.
You will wish that you had start-
ed years ago.

BAUER & BLACK, Limited

Toronto, Canada

Makerr of. Surgical Dressings, etc.
Sold by All Druggists
Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters

Blue-jay
Stops Pain—Ends Corns
Instantly Quickly
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IT DOES NOT PAY
To rent a canoe when you can buy a
new one for less than the rental of
two seasons. The BROWN basswood
and cedar canoes are built of the
very best material obtainable and by
workmen who are canoe specialists.
You will enjoy your summer if you
decided now to own your own canoe.
Prices $29.00 to $50 delivered.
Send for catalogue.

The Brown Boat Co.

Lakefield @

Ontario
AUGUSTINE ARLIDGE
TENOR.

Soloist, St. Paul's Methodist Church.
Open for Eng en.rttl in Church or
nce:

Write 43 Ful.ton Ave., Toronto
Phone Ger. 2020.

FRANK S. WELSMAN

Pianist.
Studio for Lessons at Toronto
Conservatory of Music.
Rodde‘noo:‘ 30 Admiral Road.




