/

I’HE EVKNING TELEGRAU. 8'!- JORN’S. NEWFQUNDUAND, JULY 28, 1920—9

e i Feilin o,

e

D e e

True Spy Stories.

Captain Ferdinand Tuoby is one of
the brilliant young men of Fleet|
Street, whose knowledge of languages
and experience on a great’ Lendon !
daily newspaper proved an admirable
equipment for service in the Secret
Intelligence Corps. He served at one
time or another on all the Fronts as
well as in neutral States,

The story he tells ip his book
(“The Secret Corps,” Murray, 7s. 6d.)
of the amazing development of espion-
age during the war behind the battle
lines and in the great cities provide
much more exciting readimg than the
work of some 0f the most g,lnlled writ-
ers of Secret'; Servicgy fictfon,; yand
Captain Tuoby, is a vivarious story-
teller. Here is a story which is typical
of the risks taken by sgome of our
young Intelligence officer’s:—

Captain Schmidt.
One day ‘we learnt that there was a

German officer in the sector opposite
named “Schmidt.”. -Dzessed as-a Ger-

man officer, with a German. postgard

he had taken off a recenf prisongr, a
British spy picked his say in the
night across No Man's Lmd and low-.

“Wer da!” challenged a sleepy voice.
The young Englishman confronted
“the German sentry, then rasped out in
guttural Prussian, almost before the

“da” of the “Wer da?’ had died
away: “Iche suche den Hauptmann
Schmidt.” (I’m looking for Captain
Schmidt.) The sentry drew himself
to attention, noting the rank and foot
artillery badge of his interlocutor.
“He is doewn at battalion headquarters,
Herr Lieutenant.” “Good.” Then,
casually, handing the sentry the post-
card he had taken off the prisoner, the
intruder observed “Here’'s a postcard
for Ssomeone in your battalion. It
eame to me by mistake. .good
night. .by the way” (and here the

young Englishman turned sharply and

severely on the now thoroughly cowed
and duped sentry), “What’s the pass-
word ?”

“Schnapps!”

The sentry, completely on the de-
fensive, blurted it out: “Schnapps!”
That was how a brave and resourcctul
mung Englishman got a Germahn sec-
“tor password one muddy, rainy, im-
penetrable night in Northern France.

ered himself into the Germas front- For the next two hours he wandered

line trench.

‘round the German lines. “Wer da?”
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would challenge a voice out of the
night. “Schnapps,” would i‘espmﬂ
the spy. And so it continued up
trenches, down duck-boards, at dumps
and heaps of mime. spoil, at Lattery
positions and headquarters. all
over the area involved. Towards dawn
the yeung officer’s mission, of neces-
sity, drew to a close, and back he
wandered to the British lines still say-
ing+ “Schnapps” when challenged,
and still noting all he saw about him.

The Cook and the Ritz,

“A prisoner of war,” says the an-
thor, *“is necesgsarily a ccwed and fall-
en mortal, 3 man hiding his true self,
and so one never knew if the complete
absence of any hatred of Englapd
among these men was false or fapt.
Some had lived long in England. On
the Somme the Canadians captured a
cook formerly at the Ritz. He was
kept very “hush hush” for three whele
r\weeks in the Corps examining cage.
He cooked so well. Bully beef came
up to table served in a dozen different
ways and tasting like Tournedos Ras-
sini. Whenever the local AF.M. in
charge of the cage asked why  this
one prisoner was being kept on, the
Intelligence officer. would reply:
“Hush! He’s beginning to talk iat
last.”

The Cn.monﬂngéd Officer.

One of the most entertaining stories
in the book 1s that about the English
officer who, disguised as a wounded
German, was put in the bed next to
that of a real wounded German:—

“He had his head shaved in the
approved Teuton style and his arm
and leg all bandaged up and in splints.
And so the two were left next to one
another through the night. The real
German moaned; the .camouflaged
German followed suit. The real Ger-
man asked, “Sind Sie Deutscher?” The
camouflaged German replied: ‘“Yawohl.
Bin auch offizier’ The cameuflaged
German  didn’t encourage. conversge
tion; he was morose and taciturn. ',
but when German met German in hos-
pital, both officers, and when no ong
was -looking or listening, fraterniza-
tion was bound to come sooner ‘or
Ister. It did. And before the genuine

| Garman *had dozed off to sleep, the
|'good ‘work of ‘pumping’ him, by in-

direct' suggestion, had got well under

| way: The morrow promised wall,

Alag! that was to be the end of § per-
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“Thus, a party of Canadians, With

strongly distinctive aofents, were sep-
arated from their Ca¥ps im the ‘line in'
front of Amiens, and taken up to
Ypres.” There they were located in
the front line epposite a point where
it was known a German listening set
existed, and were told to discuss the
forthcoming attack to be carried out
at the point—Ypres—by the Canadian
Corps. ©One man in particular was
told to say: “Hell! ag if we Canadians
hadn’t done enough down South. Cart-
ing us up here for another——attaek
at Ypres”"—about time the lmperials
did something!™

i
“Which conversation was duly over-

heard and, as we afterwards learned,
swallowed up wildly by the German
Gencral Staff, who thought 'the whole
Canadian Corps had been transferred
up te Ypres. They learnt differentily
a day or two later when Sir Arthut
Currie erashed through on August
8th at Villers-Bretonneux in front of
Amiens."

The Great Haversack Speef.

But the best story of all is haw we
deceived the Germans and the Turks
about the attack at Bgersheba which
they were led to believe would be
made Gaga. A British haversack was
discovered by a Turkish patro]l in No
Man’s .Land, and shortly the enemy
learnt that, the English had sent out
a wireless message saying that every
effort wasg to he made that night to re-
cover it. The haversack was broaght
to Captain Schiller, the head of the
enemy’s Intelligence service; and he
felt certain that the notes of Allenby’s
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Men's and Boys’ Suits.

The Biggest, the Finest, the Best
assortment of clothing weever had.

Why pay exorbitant prices for suits
when you can get them with the de-

sired combination of choice materi-
als, unexcelled workmanship and a
range of prices that will urge you
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a purchase ?
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At 6§ am. Sister came;
|'along. Unfortunately she was in the}
4 [ know “as w-mu,»m’m-'orthw('

| consummata artisty, the latter began
moaning dud  making :

| | mander-in-Chief going away on leave!

v man, “if this isn’'t becoming——Yes,

=

conferences for the past month which
it contained were faked. Then:—
“Gott in Himmel! What have we
got here?’ Amnd Schiller read:—
“Dear M——,Sorry we must delay
our little shoot as 1'm - running
down to Cairo for a few days’ ‘rest.
Back November 4.—Your§, B. AL~
LENBY.” :
.Schiller looks slowly from the let-
ter to the calendar - and ‘from ' the
calendar to the letter. The British:
ofensive was expeeted for, QOetober
28th, and here was the British Com-

“Dongerwetter!” proclaims the . Ger-

what s it? (this to & junior officer
just (entered). “English - prisoners
taken at Wl Tugger say they were
warned this afternoon about the less
of a haversack. If anyone found it he ]
- was not on any aceount to open it but

gﬂchiller doesn't answer, as this fur-
ther evidence of authentigity teems in,
| Bagerly, almost feverishly, He, retunu;
o the wallet and takes owt ifs remain:

ing contents—a -photograpa, the pho- |

qgg.wqman written across in

1t tells 09 tho»btrﬂval ‘a

was to send it direct to headquarters.” |

', ‘of little hands dnd little

=

feet. it rambles on in.that 'ten-
der language which enmly a young
mother can make her own. The letier
is crinkled and has beem elearly resd
and re-rqad a hundred-times.
a letter in a millien. Its loss eould on-

1¥ be-aceidental. So reasens Sohillqr.l,

Divisien that had been hastily moved
divigion that had beem hastily moved
into reserve at Beergheba was as hast-
ily moved back te Gasa. On OQocteber

28th we atiacked the weakened Turk-|

ish .position at Bearsheba and, as all
the werld knows, carried all before
us. -And the letier concerping the
first-born—the letter that saved hun-
dreds, possibly thousands, of British
lives, and ‘went far to giving us Jerus-

alem, and. ultimately a whole country?: §f
Has the little hospital purge at EI

Arish, Jwith the girlish handwriting,
forgotten all about~it?—John o'Lon-

attendance, {
$1.50; Gent's |
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