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The Spymaster
By E. Phillips Oppenheim
ILLUSTRATED

The Story

Thus

BY

Far:

C A B I N E ALEXANDRA MARGARITA,
O Princess Pelucchi, young and beautiful
Italian wife of the wealthy American banker,
Henry D. Prestley, opens the London season
with a brilliant reception and ball for suave
Ambassador Patam, a distant relative of hers
who is in England on an undisclosed mission.
Everybody of social and diplomatic importance
is present.
Admiral Guy Cheshire, former admirer of
Sabine's, is a reluctant but observant guest.
He and General Lord Robert Mallinson, secret
heads of the British Intelligence sections for
the navy and army respectively, exchange confidences about the alarming increase in espionage activity in England. They note Antonio
Machinka, a restaurateur, and the caterer for
the ball, hovering in the background, and
Cheshire suggests that the man will bear
watching.
Countess Elida, lovely young sister of Sabine, chides the admiral for overworking her
friend. Commander Ronald Hincks, and preventing him and Captain Rawson from coming
to the party. Cheshire admits they are busy.
When the alluring Sabine corners hini and invites him for cocktails the next Thursday, she
refers obliquely to the trend of affairs in Europe. Cheshire eyes her thoughtfully and says
nothing will keep him away.
The following night, after playing bridge at
the club with Prestley, Sir Herbert Melville of
the police, and Lord Fakenham, the powerful
publisher, Admiral Cheshire learns that his
trusted aid, GeofTrey Rawson, is a traitor to
his country and that Ronnie Hincks has had
guilty knowledge of his activity. Rawson has
transmitted copies of naval plans and specifications to an alien government. He confronts
the two officers with his proofs, and says he
will discuss the matter with them in the
morning.
That night Rawson commits suicide.

II
H E S H I R E glanced casually
through the two piles of letters
his secretary had laid before him
and waved her out of the room.
"Send Commander Hincks to me," he
directed.
The young man entered the room a
few minutes later. Already a subtle deterioration seemed to have taken place
in his appearance. He was correctly and
carefully dressed but he was ghastly pale
and there was a little twitch of the features apparent now and then when he
spoke. He stood at attention before
Cheshire's desk. The latter passed Rawson's letter over to him.
"Read that," he ordered.
Hincks read and returned it without
comment. His fingers were shaking.
"That," his chief said deliberately, "is
the letter of a brave man. The last words
he wrote were lies but they were written
to make what amends he could for the
harm he had done. Perhaps you are
wondering why you are not under arrest?"
"I have not attempted to escape," was
the quiet reply.
"You know quite well it would be useless. The reason why you are still at
liberty is because the value of our work
here would be destroyed and our prestige would suffer if the truth were known.
It is important that there should be no
whisper anywhere as to the fact that
Rawson committed suicide because he
was betraying his trust or that you are
under arrest because you must to a certain extent be suspected of having aided
him. He chose the man's way out but
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She looked wildly around. He watched the color
fade from her cheeks^ the horror deepen in her eyes
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of course he has made it a little more
difficult for you."
Hincks was obviously suffering tortures. His lips twitched but he remained
silent.
"Now listen carefully," Cheshire continued. "You carried out your system
of dual control, even to your method of
parting with the information that one
of you stole. A tracing of half the plan
of my cruiser was posted by one of you
to a person by the name of Henry Copeland at Lambeth post office. That man
did not receive the letter—I did. He presented himself and asked for it a little
later, but although I had two of my best
men on duty there, he gave them the
slip. Who is Henry Copeland?"
The young man distinctly shivered.
His questioner waited in severe silence.
Hincks moistened his lips with his
tongue.
"The Henry Copeland to whom the
letter was addressed is a man whose real
name is Florestan," he confided. "He is
in the employ of a large firm of merchants in the city."
"Name and address?"
"Brown, Shipman & Co., 127 Holborn."
Cheshire scribbled down the few notes,
then he looked up again.
"The tracing of the other half of the
plan was to be disposed of, I presume, in
the usual fashion? Answer me."
"Yes, sir."
"To whom were you delivering it?"
"If you will pass me your own revolver, sir, I will make use of it," was
the firmly spoken reply. "It is impossible for me to answer your question."
"You are a fool," Cheshire declared.
"I have not fully made up my mind,
but my present idea is that you should
live to make, at any rate, such atonement as you can. To whom were you
to deliver it?"
•pOR a single moment Hincks seemed
•'• suddenly to have become himself
again. His voice was steady. His manner controlled.
"I have already been false to the
service, sir," he said, "and if I am to
stoop to the degradation of answering
that question, it would be impossible for
me to continue alive for another five
minutes."
Cheshire stroked his chin and reflected.
"It is a reasonable point of view," he
remarked coldly. "I will help you."
Commander Hincks stared. There was
already a black line underneath those
deep-set eyes of his. The admiral scribbled carelessly upon a slip of paper and
held it out in front of the young man.
The latter read what was written there
and a little moan escaped his lips.
"When was this pleasant ceremony to
have taken place?" his torturer demanded, tearing up the fragment of paper and dropping the pieces into the
wastepaper basket.
Hincks suddenly faltered in his attitude. He had been standing stiffly at attention the whole of the time. His knees
seemed to give way. He caught at the
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sidP of the desk, then quite suddenly he
drew himself up again.
"I cannot answer your question because I do not know, sir," he said firmly.
"I will confess that I have had my suspicions. I actually knew nothing."
"And what about this Henry Copeland, whose real name is Florestan?"
"I knew nothing of him, sir, except
that there have been large transactions
with his firm and other departments of
the admiralty. I was puzzled. I was
suspicious. I failed in my duty by not
making an immediate report to you.
That is all that I have to say, sir."
"Hand me the other half of the tracing."
Hincks drew out his pocketbook and
passed a folded slip of paper across the
desk. A single glance was enough.
"It is my desire," Cheshire announced,
"that for the moment you do not follow
the illustrious example of Rawson. You
will continue your activities here under
my supervision and direct instructions.
Any questions?"
"None, sir."
"I need not tell you," Cheshire went
on, "that any attempt on your part to
telephone or to communicate with any
of Rawson's friends will be looked upon
as an aggravation of your offense. The
service will take the risk of publicity and
you will promptly die in the dishonor
you deserve, but from which I am endeavoring to save you. I am understood?"
"Yes, sir."
"I may take it, then, that I have your
parole?"
"Yes, sir."
"You can go, Hincks."
The young man left the room. His
passage through the outer offices was unremarkable. It was not until he reached
his own quarters that the sob he had
smothered in his throat escaped him.
/ ^ N E of the most distinguished and
^ ^ beautiful women in Europe, who,
only two nights before had entertained
the whole diplomatic world of the Court
of St. James's, entered at twenty minutes to eight that evening the plainly
furnished little dining room through the
folding doors that separated it from the
back apartment—a shabbier sort of
place altogether with a dreary view down
into some seldom-used alleys. She was
carrying a man's hat in her hand and she
began to talk before she had crossed the
threshold:
"A perfectly horrible hat, Geoffrey!
Really, you are very careless about your
appearance. I wonder—"
The man who had been standing looking down into the busy street with his
hands behind his back turned slowly
round. The hat slipped through her
nerveless fingers. She stared at him in
horror.
"Guy!" she faltered. "Why, what are
you doing here?"
She looked wildly around. He watched
the color fade from her cheeks, the horror deepen in her eyes. He moved
quietly toward her.
"Geoffrey is not available," he announced, "I thought I would come myself."
She would have collapsed but for his
firm clutch upon her arm. He guided
her to a chair.
"Don't faint, Sabine," he begged.
"Come, we are old friends. There is
nothing so terrible to be faced, after all."
His voice was icy but his effort at reassurance was obvious. He went on talking. Her eyes were fastened upon him.
"These young fellows," he continued,
"are getting all the fun nowadays. I'm
not sure that they deserve it. They're
rather bunglers. Better try a spot of this
wine."
He filled a glass from the sherry decanter on the sideboard and held it to
her lips. Her fingers brushed his as she
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raised her hand. They were deathly
cold.
"This is hideous," she gasped. "How
did you know?"
He sighed patiently.
"No one gives my poor branch of the
service credit for anything," he observed.
"Of course I knew. It is my business to
know. Sailors aren't all fools . . . Drink
that down. Nothing very terrible is going to happen."
She obeyed him, shivering. He took
the glass back to the sideboard.
"Feeling better?" he asked.
"Yes."
"Because as soon as you are able," he
went on, "I should like to ring for dinner,
if you don't mind. I took the liberty
of making one small alteration in the
menu while I was waiting. Lobster never
agrees with me. I changed it to grilled
sole, but I am allowing you a sauce."
" • y o u mean that you are dining with
•'• me here instead of Geoffrey?" she
asked in a bewildered tone.
"Of course. I thought you would have
guessed that. I have even brought you
the little document you were expecting," he concluded, producing an envelope.
The horror seized her once more.
"You are mocking me, Guy!"
"Not altogether," he assured her. "We
may have to exchange a few more serious words presently. Just now let us
carry on."
"What are you going to do about me?"
she demanded.
"Depends upon yourself," he replied.
"If you take my advice everything will
be all right. We are used to spies—
thick as locusts in this radius. We are
learning how to deal with them."
She shrank back.
"Not—"
"No, no," he interrupted soothingly.
"Nothing of that sort at all. I will explain presently. What I should really
like now is to see you sit up at table."
"Give me some more sherry, or better
still a cocktail," she begged.
He refilled her glass.
"Cocktails are coming," he told her,
"but sherry is better for your digestion.
There—armchair for you, back to the
light—not that you need it—and sherry.
Shouldn't drink all of it. There's vodka
coming along with the caviar."
"Is this the feast before the execution?" she inquired with a faint smile.
"There won't be any execution," he
assured her. "You are a woman of the
world, Sabine. You must take this little
matter philosophically. You could not
have expected to have carried through
all the time. Besides, Geoffrey Rawson
was the wrong person for you to choose,
and Ronnie Hincks, after all, is young
and too deeply imbued with a sense of
discipline to question seriously the doings of his superior officer. Of course
they are both my A. D. C.'s—that's
something—but Hincks is not really a
schemer. Rawson made one or two mistakes, or we should not be having this
pleasant party."
" V O U may ring," she told him. "I am
•*• quite ready."
A maitre d'hotel, olive-complexioned,
black-haired, typical, presented himself,
followed by a waiter. He bowed and
hurried on the preparations.
"Monsieur Machinka," he announced,
"has been called away on urgent business."
"Bad luck," Cheshire commented
coolly. "I am not altogether surprised,
though. He will probably be back again
in a day or two. We will trust you to
serve the dinner, Luigi. Pretty nearly
all foreigners here, aren't you?"
"Italians and English, sir," the man
answered smilingly. "English and Italians always get on well together. No
(Continued on page 49)

Commander Hincks read what was written
there and a little moan escaped his lips
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ANCER is the most dread of diseases ; a note of horror has always
clung about the very word. "He
died of cancer" sounds more shocking
than "He died of heart failure," though
heart disease is the first, cancor the r^cond cause of mortality. The long-drawnout suffering and the virtual certainty
that the pain would continue to inevitable death have made cancer Vergil's
personification of fear—"An immense,
misshapen, marvelous monster, whose
eye is out."
The great blanket of fear thr.t swathes
the public is largely a heritage from
the conviction of even a few years ago
when cancer was incurable. When I
was an interne nobody was cured. We
all believed it was perfectly hopeless,
that nobody ever got well. But last November I attended a meeting where the
most recent developments in the treatment of cancer were fully discussed and
1 was simply amazed at the progress.
Within the last decade cures have been
made in ever-increasing numbers. The
layman rarely hears of them.
Among the strange features of cancer
are that it is never epidemic but always
with us; that its onset is slow and insidious, not one in which the telephone
summons the doctor to an emergency,
though a doctor is sought for hundreds
of lesser ailments. Many of the specters
conjured up would be exorcised if people were informed enough to seek examination at the slightest suspicion,
instead of hugging their misery to themselves.
"Fight Cancer with Knowledge," is
the cancer crusader's slogan. The time
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has come to let in more light on the
whole subject, even though little enough
light, in spite of all the theories of centuries past, has as yet illumined the
shrouded mystery of its inception.
Cancer, named for the crab by Hippocrates, the Father of Medicine, who
observed how this growth stretched out
tentacles in all directions, is among the
oldest of known diseases. Evidence of
bone tumor has been found among the
fossils of prehistoric reptiles—of dinosaurs and plesiosaurs that lived millions of years ago in the Mesozoic era.
Almost everything has been recommended by way of cure. Surgery was
suggested as far back as the Hindu Ramayama of 2000 B. c ; the Ebers Papyrus, 1500 B. c , also proposed a salve of
arsenic and vinegar, and this "Egyptian
Ointment" was in high favor until the
sixteenth century.
Galen said a disease can never be
controlled until the causes and origins
of it are known. The old master has
been proved wrong. The search for the
true cause of cancer has gone on unceasingly and has not yet been found.
Meanwhile, we are accomplishing much
through our knowledge of its pathology.
A brief description may clear up some
popular misbeliefs. Tumors merely
mean swellings. These, however, can
be of three types—the bump on the
head, the "benign" form and the heretofore death-dealing "malignant" tumor, or cancer. The first is the result of
some injury or inflammation, which
ceases as soon as healing takes place.
The second is more complicated.
(Continued on page S2)

