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CHAPTER XXIII.
More of the Secret.

Y this time Max Hamilton, as
he listened to the extraord-
inary stalements of Bertha
Schmidt, had lost any idea he
had held thal she was a ser-

vant or of the servant class; he saw
that in her way sihe was a remarkable
.Woman, with a good deal of education
and no little natural acuteness; that
she had acted as maid to Sylvia Chase
had been part of a scheme—a detall
in the vast plans of German espionage
in England; she had been playing a
bart which had been assigned to her
by her superiors. Stiil, he was utterly
unprepared for and thoroughly sur-
Prised by what she now proceeded to
reveal to him.

“Karl Hollander, whom you know as
Captain ‘Charles Hollander,” she con-
tinued, ‘“had a grandfather, whose
Lame also was Karl Hollander; he
was an officer in the Prussian army.
Rather more than fifty years ago this
man came to England, and settled
down as a naturalized Englishman in
London; his naturalization was noth-
Ing but a cloak, for in reality he was
a IGerman secret agent, and his busi-
hess was to organize a system of
espionage for Great Britain, just as it
had been that of another ex-officer of
Prussia a 'few yéars earlier with re-
gard to France.

“That Karl Hollander died, but he
had a son, also named Karl, but Eng-
lished into Charles, whom he had
brought up to foilow in his footsteps
and go on with tlie work he had been
doing for Germany in your country.
This second Karl had been at both
English and German schools; he had
the English ways; it was not difficult
to take him for an Englishman,
though he had the German fairness of
hair and complexion. He married,
however, a German lady, who be-
longed to the family of the Von Nord-
heims—she was a cousin of the pre
sent Graf Von Nordheim.”

“Who was the employer of your miz
tress, iSylvia Chase?” asked Max.

“Yes, the same,” replied Bertha.

“Karl Hollander the third, that 1s,
Captain Hollander, was their son?”

“‘He is the only child of the second
Karl and of that lady,” was the
angwer. “The second Karl went a
Step further in the course of duplicity
and deception that was being pursued
With respect to the English, for he
blaced his son, the man you know, in
Your army, having first trained him as
a German -secret agent, even as he
himself had been trained by his own
father, .He went further- still, for he
Suggested that the young officer, his
Son, should pretend to enter your
Secret service——' ;

“He.is a member . of the British
Secret service, I have always under-
Stood,” Max interrupted her.

“Yes, he is, but it is only -a pre-
tence, a shield, a cover,” rejoined
-Bertha, “under the protection of which
he carries on with impunity his- reait

usiness. Now and again they allowed
him to impart some information to the
British . Intelligence Department - of
Your army; it was nothing of real
Value, but was of sufficient apparent
importance to lend colour to his being
an efficient member of your secret ser-
Vice.” :

“Who are ‘they? ” Max inquired,
again recalling the phrase the woman
Aad employed. when told of. the death
Of her mistress by Villiers Chase when
the 1atter, Superintendent Johnson
-and himself had called at Sylvia’s flat

-On the night of the discovery of the
Murder, “You said just now that ‘they
allowed’ Hollander to impart some
information.” ;

“ “They’ are the heads of the German
'ﬁecre't service in Berlin,” said Bertha.

do not know who they are, but Cap-

tain [Hollander does. He is under
their orders, but they have the great-
est confidence in him, as he has been
very successful. As I told you, he is
an exceedingly clever man, and as dar-
ing as he is clever. It was he who
obtained the plans of the new gun.”

Max listened in a kind of stupefac-
tion; what this woman had told him
was all so astounding! Yet he could
not doubt that she was speaking the
truth—her manner, her accents de-
clared it most emphatically. It
seemed an improbable, almost an
impossible tale, but Max knew that
it was just such tales that were al-
ways proving truth to be stranger
than fiction. What diabolical ingenu-
ity and cleverness these Hollanders
had shown; how little had they been
suspected!

“How is it that you know all this?”
he asked, in wonder rather than
doubt.

“In different ways,” she responded,
frankly. “I need not tell you them,
but I may point out that I had to know
a good deal so as to watch fraulein,
my mistress, effectively, and frequent-
ly I heard him discussing this thing
and that with her. Besides, I had
been in our secret service for many
years, and had learned much.”

“Captain Hollander killed your mis-
tress?”’

11 ES; he had his orders! He had
to kill her, to shut her mouth
for ever. You heard him say

that it was necessary, and from his

point of view it was necessary. ‘They’
commanded him to silence her.”

“‘They!’—you mean the people in
Berlin to whom you referred a moment
ago?”’ ;

“Yes, the heads in Berlin.
necessary from their point
that she should die.”

“She knew too much?”

“It was not that, not quite!”

“How did she procure information
for Hollander? How was she of use
to him as a spy?” Max asked.

“You know her ‘brother,
Villiers Chase?”

“You know that I do,” said Max.

“It was principally through her
brother that she was of use to Karl
Hollander,” said Bertha.

“Through Villiers!” exclaimed Max,
incredulously.

“Yes through him, though I do not
think that he was aware of the man-
ner in which she used what he told
her,” said Bertha. ‘“He was greatly
attached to her—much more than she
'was to him; she was a cold woman,
my mistress, with very little affection
for anybody, and she was clever—and
he is not; he is a dull, heavy man, and
che twisted him round her finger with
.the greatest ease.”

“Still—I don’t understand——"

“Under the pretext of getting him
to help her with the articles she wrote
for reviews and journals she extracted
much important information from him,
and she had the run of his room in
the War ‘Office and of his private
rooms. Now do you understand?”’
Bertha asked. 3

Max nodded assent; everything was
becoming plain and clear to him.

“And Villiers is innocent?” he asked.

“That is my impression,” she
‘plied. “The fraulein stole the drafts,
the plans of the new gun from her
brother’s safe, and gave them to Hol-
lander.”

‘“‘But the safe would be locked sure-
Ty & :
“How exactly she did it I do not
know, but that is the manner in which
the plans were obtained by her,” said
Bertha. “I heard something of it, but
not all. Villiers was not an accom-
plice, except in so far as his stupidity
and his love for her made him one.”

“I see,” said Max. “Poor Villiers!”
*“T said to you that my mistress was

It was

of view

‘Captain

* mine,” she added.

re-

]

~said Bertha,

a cold woman, and it was true, yet she
was not without some natural feeling
for her brother, and she had a great
deal of pride. She was afraid after
taking the plans that her brother must
be suspected of having betrayed the
secret of the new gun, for a searching
inquiry, she believed, could not but
lead to his being compromised; the
others who were in the secret were,
with the exception of the inventor, ali
too high-placed—they were generals
and ministers and above suspicion.
They preyed on her mind. In a word,
she was beginning to repent of what
she had done; she grew timid and fear-
ful; she told Hollander that she would
work with him no more, and even
threatened tc unmask him. That was
how it came about.” said Bertha, with
2, sigh. “Her death, T mean,” she
added. .

“She repented of her treachery!”

“Yes, and she was afraid, too; afraid
for her brother—and also in a measure
for herself. Towards the end she
chaneged greatly, and Hollander was
in terrer lest she €hould carry out her
threat to unmask him. He laid the mat-
ter before the heads in Berlin, and
they said she must be 2ot out of the
way—and so he killed her.”

“You knew that at the time?”

“I knew that it was he who had
killed her. but I did not know that he
was to kill her. 1 was sorry, too, when
I knew of her death, for I got on well
with her and rather liked her,” said
Bertha, quietly.

“How was it that she became as-
sociated with Hollander?” asked Max.

“You will remember that T told you
his mother was a relative of the Von
Nordheims; he met the fraulein when
she was acting as governess to the
Ven Nordheim children, and came to
know her intimately. He established
some sort of ascendancy over her.”

“Perhaps he made love to her,” sug-
gested Max,

“No, no,” said Bertha. “There was
nothing of that kind between them—I
am certain of it! However it was, she
agreed to become a secret agent in
the interests of Germany, but towards
the end, as T have just said, she re-
pented. I do not know that there is
anything more to tell you,” she saig,
after a moment’s silence.

T all seemed simple enough mnow,
Max thought, piecing together
what he had heard; all was ex-

plained. Then he asked the woman a
question. :

“Why have you told me those
things?” he inquired.

“So that you will be able to deal
with: Hollander when you and he are
in England again. He cannot know
that I have told you everything or even
anything; you are armed against him,”
“with the knowledge
which I have given you, and he will be
in your power. You can do with him
what you will, but be sure and con-
sult your own safety.”

“I understand,” said Max.

“He is your enemy—and now he is

i “By some meanc,
which I am not acquainted with,  ne
t‘:‘aused you to come here to Treves, an
it was through him that you were ar-
rested as a spy.”
‘d“'Through Hollander!” Max exclaim-
ed.
“Yes; he had you watched from tiie
time you left London till the moment
of your arrest. You will remember I
warned you; I had heard something,
Then you snatched little Fritz froa
death. and I determined to help you.”
She did not tell him of her fruitless ap-
beal to Hollander. ‘“Now you are out
of prison, and to-night you shall Cross
tlhe frontier and so get back to Lon-
don.”

She looked at him thoughtfully, and
was about to speak again, but che
changed her mind and left him to his
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own reflections for some time. After-
wards she brought him food, and told
him thac as her boy was coming to the
house about five o’clock, an hour that

~was close at hand, she must shut him

in ‘the cupboard hidden behind the
clothes in the waidrobe till the chiid
was asleep- for the night. Then she
was to bring him the clothes of a civil-
ian, and together they were to set out.

“There will be nearly fourteen miles
to walk,” she said. 3

“Won’t it be too much for you?”
asked Max.

“No,” she assured him; “I am very
strong. It would be easy walking but
for the snow. Will it not be too much
for you after being shut up so long?”

:But Max would not entertain the no-
tion for an instant. Was he not march-
ing to freedom—and all that was dear
to him? And did he not have a great
duty, an imperative public duty, to per-
form? The duty of unmasking a trai-
tor and of hawving him punished? He
did not know how much Hollander
owed to him personally. Something of
this he said to Bertha Schmidt, and
again she warned him to be on his
guard with respect to Hollander.

FTER he had spent some weary
hours in the closeness and, dark-
mess of the hidden cupboard,

Bertha [Schmidt came to him and let
him out of it. She had fetched some
clothes, and told him to put them on
while she got some food = ready for
their journey. Taking off Herman’s
uniform, he attired himself in the gar-
ments she had provided, and found
they fitted fairly well; he guessed they
had belonged to Bertha’s husband who
must have been a tall man. A little
after nine o’clock he and Bertha left
the house. Snow was still falling, but
not in such thick and heavy flakes as
on the preceding evening; the might
was dark, and once they had got away
from Treves and its lamps, it was
blackness itself.

Nct that the intense darkness seem-
ed to give Bertha any trouble; she
moved won in front of Max without
pause or hesitation for a couple of
hours along a narrow road, on which
the snow had evidently been trodden
or beaten down to some extent. Then
as they neared a place in whiech some
lights were burning, she bade him halt
while she went forward to reconnoitre.
Presently she relurned, and whisper-
ing to him that a picket was stationed
there, moved on again, but in a nor-
therly direction; bitherto they had
been travelling almost due east. But
here was no path, and the snow was
deep, yet they struggled on and
reached a narrow road similar to that
by which they had left Treves.

“Two hours more, and we will gain
the frontier near Echternach,” she
said. “Are you tired?’ He protested
he was not, and asked if she was, but
the indomitable woman merely shrug-
ged her shoulders, and set out more
vigorously. ;

On and on they walked; after a long
time, as it seemed to Max, Bertha di-
verged from the mnarrow road, and
struck off into a forest; on she went
again, though Max saw or rather felt
no path under his feet—only soft deep
snow through which he piunged after
her, but as before she never was un-
certain of her way. At length they
came into a clearer space; they had
emerged from the forest. Now she
paused and listened, but no sound
broke the all-enfolding stillness save
that of running water.

“It is the river Sure,” she told him;
“it is the frontier, and there is no sign
of the soldiers. here; they are higher
up near the bridge into Echternach.
Once across the siream, and you are
safel!!” \

CHAPTER XXIV.
In London Again.

OPE to. reach London to-mor-
row evening, but tell nobody,
Max.”
Such was. the message contained in
o telegram which was received by
Peggy Willoughby one afternoon, as
she was issuing from the house in St.
Anton’s Avenue.
When the despatch was handed to
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