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Rodwell was so nonplussed at thus being

caught red-handed, that he could utter no
reply. All his bluff and defiance had left

him, and he stood white, inert, with a look

of abject shame and terror upon his changed
countenance.
As for the woman, she gave vent to a

torrent of bitter vituperation. But nobody-

noticed her ; she had, like poor oldTom Small

and his son, been simply tools of that un-
scrupulous and clever master-spy in whose
stirrmg patriotism all England was believing,

but who had at last fallen into the trap

which Charles Trustram had so cunningly
prepared for him—a trap in which the con-

firmation of his traitorous act had actually

been made by the enemy's unseen wireless

rays.

Sir Houston said little, except to remark
that no doubt Lewin Rodwell's arrest would
put a new complexion upon the case against

John Sainsbury, and result, he hoped, in

breaking up the activity of the enemy in our
midst.

Of much that followed the public are

already aware.
The newspapers, however, merely re-

ported that Mr. Lewin Rodwell, who had
been a most popular speaker at recruiting

meetings, who had been a well-known
city financier, and a power in the social and
political world of London, had died suddenly
m a motor-car in the Brixton Road. The
Censor, however, suppressed the facts that

bjfeL.


