The War Spy Who Wasn’t

By Aubrey Fullerton
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ON the Main street of Woodport, and

: ] dy, town councillor, met his citedly.

fellow ,counciﬁor, Fletcher Hinkley, and

told him a surprising piece of news.
A more unlikely time and place for such spyin’ on?”

The Western Home: Monthly

cillors made their way past the wharves

to-morrow night, and if he ain’t a spy we
may be able to get a license fee out of him

“There’s one: of them w:;r spies right
in the early afternoon, Hiram here in Woodport!” he announced ex-

“That so?” respondéd Hinkley, with vyard.
interest, but not too eagerly, “What's he ¥

and boat-houses to the old shil;;yard, once k
ut now the anyway.
most forsaken. Braddy, still ing th

the busiest spot in Woodport.

way, and still in silence, beckoned his
companion into the weather-beaten car-
penter shop at the side of the road, and
across its empty room to a back window,

€ Councillor Hinkley d to let the
matter stand at that, leaving it to his
fellow-official to contintie investigations at
his own will. If Hi’s suspicions were

correct, he said, it would be doing a publie

where they took a stand overlooking the gervice for him to run the spy down. -

With a satisfaction he did not antémpt

At thé Council meeting on Thursday

= et

%Ve::d would hmve been hard to find.
‘oodport is an -going town on the
Great Lakes, wh:::):)ne does not expect
things to happen; at any rate, no one
expected them on that particular day last
summer, for jt was a quiet, lazy day when
human ambition seemed dormant. ~Coun-
cillor Braddy, however, was alert.

“‘Come and see.
half an hour ago.

I caught him at it not
Come on!” And Mr.
Braddy pulled the interested but uncon-
vinced Hinkley down to the Shore Road,
and led him off along the lake-front at a
pace that gave no opportunity for words.

The Shore Road was bordered with
trees, under cover of which the two coun-

to conceal, Councillor Braddy then pointed

to a pile of boards, not a hundred feet

away, on which sat a man dressed in gray.
Braddy’s manner indicated that this was
the spy, and Hinkley, following his lead-
er’s example, fixed his eyes upon him.

.The man in gray was apparently doing
nothing. He did not move, and sat with
bowed head. If he was a spy, he was a
very inactive and unobserving one.
Braddy suggested, however, in a whisper,
that he might have seen them coming
down the road and might therefore now
be on his guard: but wait.

To watchful eyes, came at length a
partial reward. The spy arose, as
waking from a reverie, walked a little
toward the shop, picked up a stick, broke
it in two, and smelled it. There scemed to
be a fragrance about it that he liked, for
his inhalations were long and loud, and the
sound of them reached even the watchers
in the shop. Presently he moved still
nearer, and with another stick scraped
away the surface chips at his feet, now and
then picking up the fresher chips he thus
uncovered, and smelling them. Finzlly
he took out a pocket knife and whittled a

night, Mr. Braddy stated the case officially
and reported progress in the gathering of
evidence. He had called at the hotel and
examined the register, on which the strang-
er had signed as John Ormond, Winnipeg.
But that was quite possibly a Plind. 'The
hotel people said he kept Pretty much to
himself, and they couldn’t tell what he
had come for. He had been at the ship-
yard again that day, turning over the
chips, and searching for something that
seemed hard to find.

Mr. Braddy claimed that this behavior
on the part of an entire stranger in the
town was extremely suspicious. The
other members of the Council were not so
seriously impressed, for Mr. Braddy was
known among his fellow townsmen as
over-curious and imaginative; but they
advised him to keep up his detective work
which he already had so well in hand, and

appointed Hinkley and one other council-
lor to act with him as a special vigilance
committee.

The case developed nicely during the

next two or three days, slackening some-
what on Sunday, when nothing note-
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THE CANADIANS HOLDING THE LINE AT YPRES

“The Canadians saved the position.”’—Sir John French

The most wonderful Canadian battle-painting in existence is reproduced
bere—a, picture which shows with indescribable vividness the terrible condi-
tions in which our gallant soldiers won immortal fame and glory—drawing
from 8ir John French the remarkable tribute quoted above.

The artist is W. B. Wollen, RI., a famous battle-painter, and this is his
masterpiece. It has special interest in that Lieut. Niven, the sole surviving
officer, will be easily recognised in the trenches calling to his men.

Sucn a soul-stirring picture brings home to all who see it the wonderful
pride of race which is theirs. It is a picture which every Canadian must
possess, and the owners of the original painting have hn{ it very carefully
copied by the most-up-to-date process, whereby ‘the artist’s coloring is
faithfully given, and every detail shown to the fullest advantage. The
pictures measure 15% inches by 22 inches, and are splendidly mounted on a
high-grade plate-sunk mount measuring 27 inches by 33, inches, ready for
framing.

HOW TO SECURE THIS PICTURE FREE

The original of this picture is owned by
the proprietors of Dr. Cassell’s Tablets and
Veno’s Lightning Cough Cure, who have at
very great expense had these beautiful
colored reproductions made (entirely free
trom advertising matter), and are arrang-
ing for their FREE distribution to all who
send 12 outer wrappers taken from 50
cents size of Dr. Cassell’s Tablets, Dr.
Cassell’s Instant Relief, or 60 cents Veno's
Lightning Cough Cure. If the 30 cents

ning Cough Cure is well known throughout
the British Empire as the safest and most
efficient remedy procurable for coughs,
colds, bronchial and catarrhal troubles in
old or young.

The outer wrappers can be taken from

any of these preparations, and mixed to
make the number—twelve,

Veno’s Lightning Cough Cure, Dr. Cas-

size Cough Cure is purchased two outer sell’s Tablets, and Dr. Cassell’s Instant
wiappers will Count &6 one, Relief are sold by all I)ruggl'\ljﬁ and Store-
keepers throughout the Dominion.

In this way you will not only secure a ,/Commence saving your cartons to-day
free copy of this remarkable and valuable - , L :

2 N Rl ; you will get your picture all the quicker
picture, but you will be bringing into your

h indi bl dies which should and when you have the number send them
ome Indispensable remedies which should to our Sole Agents:—Harold F. Ritchie &
always be at hand. |

I Co., 10 McCaul Street, Toronto.

Dr. Cassell’s Tablets restore those who

Write your name and address plainly—

are run down and weary through over- 1 S -
} . \ " I S —— TANNTO T
work, worry, or sleeplessness, or who are and remember these Pictures CANNO'I
troubled with dyspepsia, kidney weakness, RE BOUGHT TOR CASH. lut ecan

or nerve disturbance; whilst Veno’s Light- ONLY be obtained as stated alipve
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piece of spruce edging, pau(s)i;? every few

minutes to smell the new w

worthy -occurred f)eyornd the attendance
of the stranger at church, with a spruce

German troops resting ‘‘somewhere on the Russian front’’

This strange procedure went on for a
quarter-hour or more, and the watching
councillors beheld as men astonished the
unusual spectacle of a grown man playing
with chips. When they had seen enough,
they quietly withdrew, and went back up
the Shore Road.

“Seems to me,”” said Hinkley, as they
got into ambush of the trees again, “that
that back there ain’t a spy so much as just
an overgrown chip-bug.”’

“That may be all you can make of it,”
retorted Braddy, “but I tell you he’s a spy,
and up to some devilment right here in our
midst. He’s been at that game all day.
Up at Birch Lodge, y’know, I've got a
clear view right down on the shipyard, and
this morning I saw a light-suited fellow
walkin’ around in it, but I couldn’t make
out from a distance what he was doing, and
I hadn’t time to come and see till after
dinner. When I ¢pme by the yard, there
he was again, and T hid behind a tree and
watched him. He was nosin’ and smellin’
as if his life depended on it. Then 1 came
on and got hold of you, and now you’ve
seen him too.”’

“Yes, Hi, ’ve seen him, and T’Il admit
he’s kind of interesting,” Hinkley replied,
“but he don’t act like a spy. Did you
think he was another of them bridee-
busters come up from Maine?”’

“T don’t know what he is in partie’lar
but he’s suspicious in general. Looks to
me as i he might be a German, and v’
never know what they’re up to.”’ ‘

“What'll you do about it, I3

“Tind out—that's what. T’'m goin’ to
watch ,hlln. and see what this perfume-
huntin’ means. 11 report to Council

~
lath for a walking-stick.rBut the climax
came on Monday.

Early that morning, the gray-suited man
was on the move, ileading up to Mr.
Braddy’s end of the town, and sampling
chips wherever he found them. He now
carried a hatchet, with which he cut or
split the larger pieces, and a wicker basket,
Declining to talk with the townspeople
whom he met, he avoided the more public
places, and pursued his chip hunt in ways
apart, and alone.

About, the middle of the afternoon, Mr.
Braddy, who also had been on the move
all day, hurriedly summoned his two help-
ers, and led them to the mill-pond hill,
where, behind a screen of bushes, they
could look directly down upon the old
Woodport sawmill.

There, in the mill-yard, was the man in
gray, at a new game. He had built a fire
of birch bark, stray pieces of which lay
scattered about, and was now sitting
before it on a box.

“T'or the land’s sake!” exclaimed Hink-
ley. “He surely ain’t cold.”

“No, he’s experimentin’ for something,”
said Mr. Braddy. “See him now—there

e _goes—puttin’ on more hark, then
drinkin’ in the smell.”

(Setting fires is risky,”” dec.ared the
third councillor. “First thing we’ll know,

he’ll be firing the town and sitting by to
smell it.” -

“No, that an’t it.”” returned Mr. Brad-
dy. “The way T work it out, he’s either
aspy Just tryin’ to throw us off his scent,
or one of them seience men findin’ out new

mixtures of somethin’ or other. There’s
more’n smell hehind it.”’




