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The War Spy Who Wa sn't
JBy AubreyFulerton

O Nthé Main steet of Woodport, andin the early afternooxi Hiraxn
Bracldy, town couxiillor, met his

told hâip a mmurisng piece of news.A maore unliey timie and place for sudh
newa woulcl have been liard k> find.
Woodpot la an esay-going town on the
Great lakesf, wliere one docs not expeot
thingu to bappet at any rate, no onie
expected themi on that particular day last
sumimer, for it was a quiet, lazy day when
human ambiion seemecl dormant. Coun-
cillor Braddy, however, was alert.

"There's one, of tlem war spies riglit
here liWoodport!" lie announced cx-
citedly.

"Thiat so?" respondéa Hinkley»;witli
interest, but flot too eagerly. 9Wht'Is lie
spyi' on?"

1"Corne and sec. 1 cauglit hlm at it flot
hlaf an hour ago. Corne on!" And Mr.
Braddy pulled thc intercstcd but uncon-
vin ced Hiley down to the Shore. Road,
and led him off along thc lake-front at a
pace that gave no opporturiity for words.

Thc Shore Road was bordercd wltli
troc, under cover of wlch the two coun-

cillora macle their way paat the wharve
and boat-houses to the old ahip yard, once
the buajest spot in Woodport but now the
moat forsaken. Braddy, stif leading the
way, an2d stili in silence beckoned, bie
companion into the weatker-beaten car-
penter shop at the aide of the roadand
across its empty room to a back widowr,
wliere they took a stand overlooking the
yard.1.. 1

With a satisfaction lie did not attempt
to conceal, Councillor Braddy then pointéd
to a pile of boards, flot a hundred feet
away, on which sat a man dressed lin gray.
Braddy's inanner indieated that this, was
the spy,- and inkley, following his lead-
er's example, fixed his eyes upon him.

The man lxi gray was apparently doing
nothing.Hi did not move, and sat with
bowed head. If he was a spy, >e waà a
,er inactive and unobservmng one.Brddy suggested, however, in a whisper,
that lie might have seen them coming
down the .road and miglit therefore now
be on his guard: but wait.

To watchful eyes, camne at Iength a
partial reward. The spy arase, as if
waking from a reverie, walked a littie
toward the shop, picked up a stick, broke
it i two, and aine ed it. Thre seemed to
be a fragrance about it that lie Iiked for
hie inhalations were long and loud, aüd the
sound of them reached even the watchers.x the shop. Presently lie moved, stiil
nearer, and with another stick scraped
away th surface chips at lis feet, now and
then pi zing up the fresher'chips lie thus
uncoverd, and smelljng thein. Finally
lie took out a pocket knife and whittled a
piece of spruce edging, pausingeveryfew
minutes to mel the new wod

i 'to-morrow niglit, and if lie a'It a upy "~
>may be able to get alicene féeeout of him
anyway."

Coundillor HI=keyapred b Jetthe
matter stand at tht, reavmg it to bis
feilow-official k> continfie investigations at
bis owxi will. If Hi's suspicions were
corrct, lie said, it would be coing a publie
service for him tk> mn the spy clown.

At thé Couxicil meeting on Tliursday
nigît, Mr. Braddy stated the case offidilly
and reported progress, in the gathering uf
evidence. He lad cailed at the hotel and
examined the register, on whidli the strang..
er had signed as John Ormoxid Winipeg.
But that was quite possibly a 1k>ind. ITlie
hotel people said lie lept pretty mucli k>
himseif, and they couldn t ýtel what hie
had corne for. He had been at the ghip-
yard again that day, turnig over the
chips, and searching for sometbing that
seemed bard k> find.

Mr. Braddy elaimed that this beliavior
on the part of an entire stranger in the
k>wn was extremely suspidlous. The
other members of the Council were not se
seriously impressed, for Mr. Braddy was
known among his fellow townsmen as
over-curious and imaginative; but tley
advised hinm to keep up his detective work
which lie already lad se weIl in land, anc1

appointed inkley anid one otlier coundil-
lor to act with hhn as a spécial vigilance
oommittee.

The case developed nieely ' during the
next two or three days, slackenig some-
what on Sunday when nothig note-
wortly -occurred Leynd theattendance
of thc stranger at cliurch, *!th a spruce

THE CANADIAIS IIOLDINO THE LIRE AT YPRES
""The Canadians saved the pOsiin."ý-Sfr John French
The Most wonderful Canadian battle-painting lu existence is reproduced

lhcre--a picture whieh shows with indescribable vividncss the terrible condi-
tions in whieh our gallant soldiers won immortal fame and glory--drawing
front Sir John French thie remarkable tribute quoted above.

The artiat la W. B. WolIen, R.I., a famous battie-painter, and this is lis
masterpiece. It bas apecial interest in that Lieut. Niven, the -Bole surviving
offIcer, wifl b. easily recogxised in the trencles cailing to his men.

Suon a soul-atirring picture bringa home to ail who see it thc wonderful
pride of race which la tiheirs. It la a picture which every Canadian must
possees, and the owxiers of the oriffinal painting have ha# it very carefully
copicd by the most-up-to-date process, whereby the arVist's coloring is
faithfully given, and every detili shown to the fullest advantage. The
pictures measure 151/4 inches, by 22 inches, and are splendidly xnount ed on a
high-grade plate-sunk mount mneasuring 27 indhes by 331/4 inches, ready for
f raming.

HOW TO SECURE THIS PNOTRE 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.
itig for their FREE distribution to ail wio
send 12 outer wrappers taken from 50
cents size of Dr. Cassell's Tablets, Dr.
Cassefl's Instant Relief, or 60 cents Veno's
Lightning Côtigh Cure. If the 30 cents
size Cough Cure is purchased two outer
wrappers will caunit as one.

In tis way you will not only secure a
f ree copy of this reniarkable and valuable
picture, but you wiil be bringing into your
horne indispensable renedies which should
aiways be at band.1

Dr. Cassel'g Tableta restore tho-;e wiio
-ire un down and weary througi, over.
work, wor' y, or sieepicessness,. or onare
troubied w ih 'îj.kidney cîke,
or nerve disturlance whilist Veno's Liglit-

ning Cough Cure is well known througiiout
the British Empire as the safest and most
efficient remedy procurable for couglis,
coids, branchial and catarrhal troubles in
oid or young.

The outer wrappers can be taken from
any of these preparations, and mixed ta
make the number-tweive.

Veno's Ligiuîning Cough Cure, Dr. Cas-
seiI's Tabiets, anidiDr. Casseii's Instant
Relief are soid hy ail Druggi..ts and Store-
keepers throughout the Dominion.

Commence saving your car tons t-a
You wiil get your picture ail the quickc,
and Miîen you have the nuniber send theni
ta aur Soie. Agents .- Haroid F. Ritchie &
Co., 10 MeCaul Street, Toronto.
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Giermin troops resting "somewhere on the Ruamian front"

This strange procedure went on for a
quarter-hour or more, and thc watching
councillors bebeld as mcxi astonisled tIc
unusual spectacle of a grown man playig
with chips. Wben tliey lad seen enougli,
thcy quictly witldrew, and went back up
the Shore Road.

"Seems ta me," said Hinley, as tley
got into ambusl of the trees again, "that
that back there ain't a spy so much'as just
an overgrown chip-bug."

"That may be ail you can make of it,"
retorted Braddy, "but I tel you le's a spy,
and up to some devibnent rigît lere li our
midst. He's been at that game ail day.
Up at Birdh Lodgc, y'know, V've got a
clear view riglit down on thc shipyard, and
this morning I saw a liglt-suîted fellow
walkin' around in it, but i couldn't make
out from a distance what le was doing, and
I hadn't time to corne and sec ti after
dinner. Whcn I eme by the yard, there'
lie was again, andl' bld behind a tree and
watched him. ie was nosin' and amellin'
:us if his life depended on it. Then 1 came
on andl( got hld of you, anid now you've
seen him too."

'Tes, Hi, I've seen lin-, and PUi admit
Ilîe's kind of initeresf ing,'" Hinkle3irepIied,
*'blît lie on't :kîet like a s.DId you
t liink Ilie xas another of them bridoe-
blisters corne up frorn Maine?"

"I don't know whit le is li partic'Lar,
lit hie's suspivious ln general. Looks to

i'e b- fli' ,1ii be a Cerman, aiffl
n vrkio- w"'iit hevý'reiip) I.''

Yiia 'l oi o abolt it, Ili .) '

w l ili- 1,1 nisvecwhat this perfunie-
hIunu i' tlas 'lreport to Colineil

lath for a wçalking-stick.Kr,3ut- the climnax
came on Monday.

Early that mornig the gray-suited man
was on the move, heeding up to Mr.
Braddy's end of the town, andsampling
clipýs wliercvcr lie found them. He now
carried a hatdliet, witl whicli le eut or
split the larger pîces, and a wicker basket.
Decdining to, talk witli the townspeople
wlomlie met, lie avoidcid the more publie
places, and pursucd bis clip hunt in ways
apart, and alone.

About the middle of the afternoon, Mr.
Braddy, who also lad been on the -move
ail day, hurriedly summoned lis two help-
ers, and led them to the mill-pond bll,
where, behid a screen of bushes they
could look directly down upon tLe old
Woodport sawmill.

There, li the mill-yard, was the man in
gray, at a new game. He lad buiît a lire
of birdh barkc, stray pieces of which lay
srattered about, and was xiOw sitting
before it on a box.

"For th'e land's sake!" exclaimed Hink-
ley. "He surely ain't cold."

"gNo , le's experimentin' for somnethixig,"
said Mr. Braddy. "See him now-there
bce goes-puttin' on more bark, then
drî.nkîn' in the smell."

"(Setting fires la risliy,"' dec.ared thethird councillor. '<First thing we'll know,
he'll be firing the town and sitting by k>
Sameili t.''

"'\o, that an't it," refurned Mr. Brad-
dy. ".Tlit' way 1I work it out, he's cither
-i spy just tryin' to throw tis off lis scent,
or one of them svience men findin' out new
mixtures of somnethin' or other. Thcre's
morc'n smeil behihd it."y
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