
SPIES OP THE KAISER

"But is not Reitmeyer a German himself?" I

asked.

" He's a naturalised Englishman," replied my friend

Ray Raymond, drawing hard at his pipe as he

stretched himself lazily before the fire of the inn-

parlour. " It was he who gave the guv'nor a good
deal of the information upon which he based those

questions he asked in the House."

"The Government refused to admit that German
spies are at work in England," I said.

" Yes, Jack. That's just why I'm down here on
the Firth of Forth—in order to accomplish the task

I've set myself, namely, to prove that German secret

agents are at this moment actively at work amongst
us. I intend to furnish proof of th** guv'no.- state-

ments, and by exposing the methods of these in-

quisitive gentry, compel the Government to introduce

fresh legislation in order that the authorities may be
able to deal with them. At present spies may work
their will in England, and the law is powerless to

prevent them."

I was standing with my back to the fire facing my
friend, who, a barrister like myself, shared with me
a set of rather dismal chambers in New Stone
Buildings, Lincoln's Inn, though he had never had
occasion to practise, as I unfortunately had.

As he sat, his long, thin legs outstretched towards
the fire, he presented the appeayance of the typical

athletic young Englishman, aged about thirty, clean-

shaven, clean-limbed, with an intelligent and slightly

aquiline face, a pair of merry grey eyes, and light


