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Kaiser’s Spy. ^

DS, do 
has ev

I Braces.
» 4 of the genuine Pre- 
lich longer and more 
linary Brace. At our

of a German Secret Ser- 
of Crime.

the London Express.) 
Horst von der Goltz’s 

tjfy Adventures as a German 
Service Agent,” published to

es. net), is an astound- 
of the sheer Inhuman 

into which the German nation 
led by its lust for world

der Goltz Is the spy who was 
in-this country with a false 

passport made out In the 
name of Bridgeman H. Tay- 

His real identity was discovered 
capture of papers from Captain 

He then confessed to the 
Yard authorities that, under 

direction in America, he 
plots to blow up the Well
and even t'o invade Canada 

tie aid of German warships, 
von der Goltz was sent 

America, where he gave evi- 
against many of his fellow con- 

and was allowed to write 
story of his career.
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Secrets of Ten Tears.
stories of his remarkable ad- 

have already been repro- 
ln the “Daily Express" from 

of the American news- 
in which they first appeared, 

conected narrative, however, i 
i be read by every one, for if 
was any doubt who originated 

war Captain von der Goltz dis
it for ever. The German Gov- j 

jment authorities, for whom he 1 
ei in secret for ten years, are | 

to have been parties to any 
of infamy which it was hoped 

at strengthen Germany’s world 
wition before the war and so help 

Ksards victory once war had begun. 
M g, exposes the intrigue and treach- 

i which Berlin did not hesitate to 
opt in its efforts—fortunately un- 

iccessful—to set friendly nations 
ih America and Japan, and America 
ri Mexico, at each other’s throats, 
order, assassination, robbery, dyna- 
iting, the deliberate fomenting of 
bellion—each and all of these 

lines were unhesitatingly committed 
p Germany’s secret agents in Am- 
liea, with the approval in many 
ees by the authorities.
The Kaiser's personal knowledge
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to secret agents’ criminal pro- 
dings is

1 b early days of the war von der 
bltz was summoned back to Ger- 
uny to make a special report on the 
lerican situation to the All-High- 
, Yon der Goltz had been dis- 
ing the position with the head of 
Intelligence Department in Ber-

Tour information is of great to
tal, Captain von der Goltz,’ he 
Id, T shall ask you to return here 
Ire o'clock this evening. Wear 

nr heaviest underclothing. You are 
«ng to see the Emperor.’
Tor the life of me I could not see 

sane connection between his last 
remarks. The major must have 

my perplexity, for hé smiled 
le continued : —
'Tou are going to travel by Zep- 

’ he explained. ‘It will be very

night I drove my motor to 
on the outskirts of the city, 

a Zeppelin was moored. It 
of those which had former- 

been fitted up for passenger ser- 
and was now used when quick 

of a small number of 
necessary. There were sev- 

officers of the General Staff 
immediate presence at Coblenz, 
the Emperor had stationed 

d since speed 
to travel In

:s lying between Berlin 
seemed so many rods to 

I saMn the saloon of the great 
resting and talking to my 

passengers. One would have 
that we had been travelling 

a moments when suddenly 
loomed below us in the moon- 
the twin fortresses of Ehren-

breitstein and Coblenz, each built on 
a high plateau. Between them, in the 
valley, the lights of the city shone 
dimly ; in the centre of the toxyn was 
the Schloss, where the Emperor 
awaited us.”

Forgot His Boots.
Early next morning von der Goltz 

was summoned to the Imperial pres
ence:—

“At half-past three I was awaken
ed by a knock at the door. ‘Please 

proved by the fact that to [ dress,’ said the voice. ‘His Majesty 
wishes to see you at four o’clock.’ ' 

“It was still dark when at four o’
clock I entered that room on the 
ground floor of the castle where the 
Emperor of Emperors worked and ate 
and slept. In that dim light I saw 
him bent over a table on which was 
piled correspondence of all kinds. He 
did not seem to have heard me enter 
the room, and as he continued to 
work, signing paper after paper with 
great rapidity, I looked down and no
ticed that, in my haste to appear be
fore him on time, I had dressed com
pletely save for one thing. I was in 
my ’Stocking feet.

“I coughed to announce my pres
ence. He looked up then, and I saw 
that he wore a Litewka, that undress 
military jacket which is used by sol
diers for stable duty, and which Ger
man officers wear sometimes in their 
homes, but the face that met mine 
startled me almost out of my com
posure, for it was more like the 
countenance of Pancho Villa than 
that of Wilhelm Hohenzollern. That 
face, as a rule so majestic in its ex
pression, was drawn and lined; his 
hair was disarranged, and showed 
numerous bald patches which it or
dinarily covered. And his moustache 
—for so many years the target of 
friend and foe—which was always 
pointed so arrogantly upwards, 
drooped down and gave him a dis- 
spirited look which I had never seen 
him wear before.”

Kaiser’s Character.
Von der Goltz’s summary of the 

Kaiser's charracter is interesting:— 
“So I left him—this man who is a 

menace to hie people, not because he 
is vicious or from any criminal in
tent; not, I believe, because his per
sonal ambitions are such that his 
country must bleed to satisfy them, 
but merely because his mind: is the 
outcome of a system and an educa
tion so divorced from fact that he 
could not see the evil of his own po
sition if it were explained to him.”

Von der Goltz tells a dramatic 
story of his confrontation and expos
ure at ScotlandzYard after .the seiz
ure of von Papen’s papers. He says 
he is convinced that von Papen be
trayed him unintentionally, and it 

and doubtless also a 
desire to save his skin, that led him 
to make a full confession to the Brit
ish authorities.

Summing up the effects of Ger
many’s dastardly plot against civil
isation, von der Goltz says:— 

“Germany hai played a consistent 
game throughout She has sought to 
use all the existing weaknesses of 
the world for her own purposes—all 
the rivalries, all the fears, all’ the 
antipathies she has utilised as fuel 
for her own fire. Although she has 
played the game with the utmost fore- 

wlth a skill that is admirable 
in spite of its perverse uses, and with 

assurance of success-* 
jo the fourth year of 
with the fact of fall-
in the face...............

ir the end o( this 
silent warfare, this secret under

ground attack that has to It nothing 
of humanity or honour. I think of 
Germany, a country of quiet, peace
ful folk as I once knew It, bearing 
no malice, going cheerfully about 
their work, seeking their destiny with 
a will that hks nothing in it of con
quest And I think of Germany em
battled, ruled by a group of iron men 
who seek only their own ambitions 
as a goal—who have brought upon 
the country and the world this three 
years’ tyranny of hate.”

Tales of the V. C. t
(By Lieut J. P. Lloyd.)

This is the true tale of how two 
British airmen and two German 
fought a duel and what canye of it

On the afternoon of the 7th of No
vember, 1916, 2nd Lieutenant Gilbert 
Insall and 1st Air Mechanic Thomas 
Donald, his gunner, were on patrol 
In a “Vickers Fighter,” near Achlet. 
Sport was not long in coming their 
way. At about 2.30 p.m,, Donald, 
from his little cockpit to front, sight
ed an “Aviatik” some 1,000 feet high
er up, making southward across the 
lines. He shouted hack the glad 
news to his pilot, who at once put up 
the Vickers’ nose, and began to climb 
steadily after the German. That 
worthy, however, evidently had other 
business that day, and kept on his 
way.

The German was the faster ma
chine, and the Vickers fell further 
and further behind. It seemed as if 
their quarry must escape. He was 
too far away for effective machine- 
gun fire, but Donald potted away at 
him with a rifle in the hope that a 
lucky shot might reach its mark. This 
steady sniping annoyed the German, 
and he turned to give battle. The 
Vickers at once banked and flew 
westward towards Achiet, followed by 
the Aviatik.

As they crossed the town, 2nd Lieut. 
Insall turned sharply, and, before the 
German could recover from his sur
prise, bullets were whistling all round 
him. He fled hastily before the 
storm, but he still had a card to play. 
A few minutes’ flight to the north
ward, near the village of Heninel, a 
certain rocket battery had its lair, 
there it waited for any adventurous 
Briton who should come that way.

Turned Too Late.
Just short of the battery the Ger

man turned; but he was too late. As 
he came round, he was caught by a 
gust of bullets from the Vickers, 
which was now but 150 yards away. 
His engine stopped, and the Aviatik 
spun over and over like an autumn 
leaf, then glided steeply down to 
earth 6,000 feet below. Insall opened 
his throttle wide and shot down in 
pursuit, and Donald fired another 
drum into him, before he could flat
ten out With the roar of the Vickers 
in his ears, the German had not the 
leisure to choose a landing place, and 
came down heavily, but safely, in a 
ploughed field.

The pilot and observer scrambled 
cut with their machine gun and made 
off across the furrows. When they 
had gone a little distance, they stop
ped- and opened fire—but not for long. 
The Vickers swooped down upon 
them. With bullets spurting up the 
ground all round them, they fled -for 
their lives to the shelter of a clump 
of trees on the other side of the field.

The two Germans being disposed 
of, it now only remained to destroy 
their machine. An incendiary bomb 
dropped from 300 feet pitched along
side the lusillage, and the Aviatik 
was son a roaring furnace.

But 300 feet 4s-net a healthy height 
at which to fly over an enemy coun
try. So Insall turned for home, 
climbing as he flew. He had to run 
the gauntlet of every deviltry that 
an airman dreads. Shells burst above 
and below and on every side; bullets 
whistled through the planes and be
tween the struts. The Vickers rock
ed dangerously, but kept the air, and 
Donald fired three drums Into the 
German trenches as they passed 
thefn. Just at that moment, when 
safety seemed assured, the engine 
stopped. " There was nothing for it 
but to glide down, and the Vickers 
came to rest near a small wood 600 
yards behind the French trenches. It 
had hardly landed before the first 
German shell arrived.

All the afternoon the Germans 
shelled it, but their marksmanship was 
poor, and it escaped further damage. 
When night fell, with the aid of some 
French soldiers, the Vickers was 
dragged into the shelter of the wood. 
By this time a breakdown party had 
arrived from the aerodrome, and the 
machine, was repaired during the 
night.

At daybreak the gallant pair took 
the air once more, and, after a final 
derisive swoop along the German

trenches, turned for home.
For hie Share to this adventurous 

enterprise, 2nd Lieut. Insall won the 
Victoria .Croee, while his companion 
was awarded the Distinguished Con
duct Medal.

A Prisoner In Germany.
But ten days before his honor was 

gazetted, Insall found himself a pris
oner to Germany. For eighteen 
months he was in captivity, and the i 
way in which the Germans treat a 
brave enemy is well shown by a let
ter which his father received from 
him at the end of May, 1917. Mr. In
sall, in the course of a letter to the 
“Times”, said: “My son wrote to me 
from Crefeld on April the 28th, to 
say that he had Just been removed to 
a cell, approximately 6 feet by 9 feet 
to size, with a small window with an 
apparatus to shut out all light, but 
which, at the time he wrote, had not 
been brought Into use. One hour’s 
walK_a day to a small yard shut to 
on all sides was the only exercise al
lowed him. He was sentenced to soli
tary confinement for 20 days, with the 
door of the cell unlocked, to be fol
lowed by 5 months with the door kept 
locked.

Seven other British officers were 
undergoing the same sentence anà 
2nd Lieutenant Insall had been In
structed to tell his father that, this 
was a reprisal for supposed similar 
treatment to German officers in Eng
land. The accusation had in it not a 
shadow of truth.

'These details of German barbarism 
had not long been published and the 
feeling of indignation they aroused 
was still strong when the good news 
came that 2nd Lieut. Insall had es
caped and was on his way to London.
A few weeks later he received his Vic
toria Cross from the hands of the 
King. |

For Four Years
BRITAIN AND FRANCE VALIiNT-'

LY HAVE KEPT CLEAR THAT 
* MAIN ARTERY OF WAR — THE

ENGLISH CHANNEL.
Crossing the English Channel, f-om 

Dover to Calais, has been a weary 
and dreary passage for the traveller 
ever since travel began. The narrow 
passage is exposed tc cross and chop
py seas, and he who crosses in times 
of peace must not expect much pexce 
to his stomach. How it is in war
time, as told by a British officer, is re
counted by Mordaunt Hall in his new 
book, “Some Naval Yarns,” published 
by George H. Doran Company, as be
low.

“Four days,” said I to myself. “Not 
very long to which to get a real taste 
of the world war on land.” However, 
the morning after I had received leave 
I departed from London In an auto
mobile and as we sped through the 
country there seemed, at first, to be 
little to remind us that England was 
at war—except, perhaps, the many 
busy persons on all farms and fields. 
Finally we came across a mobile air 
station, on which were two airplanes 
with folded wings. It was something 
which made you think.

In a South Coast port, however, 
there was military activity every
where. On the waters, far out from 
the harbor, which one imagines as 
denuded of craft, I saw dozens of 
ships. There were large 'and small 
tramps, mine sweepers, and trawlers. 
There was a dread one of them might 
disappear through a mine or torpedo 
any instant.

Thousands of soldiers were at the 
dock waiting to embark on ships for 
France. A couple of thousand of 
them belonged to the Scotch Labor 
Battalion, ready for work with pick 
and shovel. Their speech was al
most like a foreign language as they 
“Jock’d” and “Donal’d,” joked and 
sang when they swung aboard the 
vessel in stogie file.

There was no waving of handker
chiefs and no shouting good-byes 
when the black-and-tan craft was 
ready to leave. The skipper was on 
the bridge. He looked down at an of
ficer on shore,, nodded his head, and 
the other returned the nod. Hawsers 
were instantly slipped, and the steam
er skipped away from the British 
port on the minute, and soon met her 
escort—destroyers, out of sight not 
long since, now ready for their job. 
These slender speedsters of the sea 
never stop; so everything must he 
done according to schedule. Four of 
the destroyers surrounded us as we 
ploughed through the water.
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From the bridge came the order 
for every soul on board to put on a 
life belt, and our friends from Scot
land hastened aft to obtain the 
equipment, scurrying and bustling 
about the cabin for the best belts, 
and you were fascinated by the eight 

Half way across the straits we met 
the opposite number vessel to ours. 
She had an escort of three warships, 
so that for a flash there were seven 
destroyers on the breast of that wat
er. But it was not for long. A swish, 
and they were' nearer England and 
we were nearer France, they getting 
some of our smoke and we some of 
theirs. Steamers go into the French 
port stern first, and I soon found my- 
sselt treading French soil. Our 
Scotch laborers were hurried off the 
vessel, aqd they vanished with ex
traordinary 'quickness; and this aleo 
reminds me that no sooner was our 
steamer safe to the harbor than the 
warships nlppèd off to England, and 
all you could see in a few minutes ’

Our Summer Straws are Ready

was a wreath of water and smoke aq_ 
they raced homewards.

The skipper of the passenger craft 
has seen exciting times. While I 
stood on the bridge with him and his 
first officer he told me of a night he 
won’t easily forget. He was running 
the Queen, and going over empty, 
having smuggled aboard a staff offi
cer who had missed the other vessel. 
It was darkening, and the Queen was 
about four miles off the British coast 
when this skipper saw dark hulls, 
blanched lines, and flaming funnels, 
all showing terrific speed. First he 
took the strange craft to be new 
French destroyers ; but they hailed 
him in English, and, of course, for 
an instant he thought they were Brit
ish warships, when suddenly it dawn
ed on him. "By God, they’re Ger
mans,” he ejaculated to the staff of
ficer; “nip into the cabin and get 
those clothes off and into an oilskin 
as fast as you like.”

The army man got it done Just in 
time, for an officer and two men 
from one of the German destroyers 
sprang aboard the Queen after the 
enemy warship had bumped the pas
senger craft The German demanded 
the captain’s papers, and was told 
that everything had been thrown 
overboard.

“Your Papers or Off Goes Your 
Head.”

"Get those papers or IT blow your 
head off,” said the German. Below,

the captain moved his hand to his 
hip pocket to get his keys. The Ger
man started and put the muzzle of 
his revolver close to the Britisher's 
head. As the captain was unlocking 
a drawer the German again became 
suspicious and warned the skpiper. 
The Briton told the German to get 
the papers himself, and finally the 
useless document relating to the 
Queen was taken from the drawer. 
It was snatched up and pocketed by 
the German officer. Meanwhile his 
men had fixed bombs in vital parts 
aboard the passenger craft, and the 
order was given to abandon ship.

Just before the bang came and the. 
Queen sank, the German decided that 
he wanted to take the. skipper with 
him. Fortunately the captain had 
been missed in their tremulous ex
citement. However, the Germans 
could not wait, and they had to go 
away without the skipper. It was an 
experience no man would forget; and 
the British of it fc that this same man, 
who had a pretty good chance of 
spending many months in a German 
prison camp, is still guiding vessels 
flying our flag from France to Eng
land and England to France.

NOTICE. — Correspondents 
are requested to accompany 
contributions with their REAL 
NAMES, not necessarily for 
publication, but as a guarantee 
of good faith. The editor re
fuses to accept apy matter un
less this rule is adhered to.

“The Morning Post.”
We were recently shown a copy of 

“The Morning Post,” William J. Ward, 
Editor and Proprietor, dated Satur
day, November 18, 1848 (70 years old), 
in which the result of the Election for 
St. John’s East was given. The poll 
was: O’Brien, 1901; Kent, 1895; Par
sons, 1777; Douglas, 1666; Nugent, 
875. O’Brien, Kent and Parsons were 
elected.

The price of this paper was 2d. (4c.) 
for 4 small pages such as could now be 

printed on about two pages of “The 
Evening Telegram.”

Should there be any other old Is
sues of early Newfoundland papers 
available, we would deem It a.pleasure 
and privilege to examine them.

The Opera.
Those who saw the dress rehearsal 

of Pandora last evening were simply 
charmed with the performance. The 
young people seem to revel to their 
parts. The effective stage setting, the 
bright Grecian costumes, and the 
cheery music all went to make up a 
most delightful entertainment.

We would advise all who can to at
tend., as It la not often we have the 
opportunity of witnessing such per
formances.

MIN ABB’S LINIMENT LUMBER
MANS FRIEND.


