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The trouble with thousands of v.-omen is not "female weakness," althdugh 
many physicians suppose it is. The real trouble lies in the Kidneys, Liver and 
Bladder. Doctors often fail to effect r. /> cure, simply because tliey don't 
give the right remedy. Women as well /<?} u<; men can ascertain for them
selves If their Kidneys jre diseased. J J Simply f-11 a bottle or glass turn-

,V ft ' / bier with urine and let it stand a 
i fj \ "—•// / ^a>" and a night. If there is a 

-- - sediment at the bottom, something is 
wrong with the Kidneys. If there is a 
desire to urinate often—if there is a 

'pain in the small of the back—if the urine 
stains linen-look out! The Kidneys are 

SSSSHfrfc i' } > ea* 
Ladies can take Dr. David Ken-

I\ nedy's Favorite Remedy with perfect as-
' ,hs^( surance of relief. It will cure then of Kidney, 

}{ i V-4 Liver and Bladder disorders just as certainly 
as it cures men. 

Mrs. G. \Y. DAVENPORT, of West Troy, 
N. Y., says: "I was troubled with my Kid
neys, and suffered intense pain in my back and 
loins. The wife of Dr. Robinson, pastor of the 
Ffrst Avenue Methodist Church, recommended 

^ Dr. David Kennedy's Favorite Remedy. 
'j I got Mine, and have used it ever sin'ce, with 

the result that I am greatly benefited. All pains 
have loft me, and I am like another person." 

Dr. David Kennedy's Favorite Jiesvedy is a perfect blood and nerve 
medicine. IL leatorcs the liver to a healthy condition and cures the worst cases 
of constipation. It is a certain cure for all diseases peculiar to females. 

Favorite Remedy is such a certain cure that the DR. DAVID KENNEDY 
CORPORATION, Readout, N. Y., will forward, prepaid, a free sample bottle to 
every suHV-rer who t,c:.ds his ur her full postoffice address and mentions this 
paper. Tue fact that our liberal oiiur appears in this paper is a guarantee of its 
genuineness. 

All dmggists sell Favorite Remedy at §1.00 a bottle. 
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All Work Guaranteed. 
Iiocatlon—South of Nortli'Stur Itarn. 

General Blacksmith. 
Prices Reasonable. 

GIVE US A CALL. 

W. A. MCHENRY, Pres. SEARS MCHENRY, Cashier. 

First National Bank. 
CAPITAL AND SURPLUS, 

DEPOSITS, 

LOANS, 

$115,000.00. 

310.ooo.oo. 

350.ooo.oo. 
With our thirty years of cxpcriencc in the banking business and our 
large capital and constant increasing deposits we are able to take care 
of our customers at the lowest rates. Deposits received subject to be 
drawn at sight. Time certificates issued drawing four per cent for 
six and five per cent for twelve months. We make a specialty of 
loaning money on cattle to be fed for market, as well as individuals. 
Also make first mortgage loans on improved farms at current rates. 
We sell lands, town lots, furnish abstracts of title and sell steamship 
tickets for foreign parts. Our officers speak German. We solicit 
your patronage. 
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CRAWFORD COUNTY 

Real Estate Exchange 
v 

E. GUL1GK Mana'r. 

Denison, - - Iowa.'D 

Farms and Town Property Sold or 
: Exchanged on Commission.: 

LOANS NEGOTIATED. 

Abstracts of Title Furnished. Taxes 

Paid and Rents Collected. 

Any business entrusted to me will receive" 
prompt and careful attention. 

A 

MONEY TO LOAN nn Real Kstsilo security. Not a S1.000.000. but a few SI99 
Apply to K. (/uliuk, Uuom No.'3, Gulick & Solomon bloc 
Denison, Iowa. 

FOR SALE Several choice improved farms, close to school and market.  Call 
on or address K. Uulic.k. 1 . l ie leading real estate silent.  JjlJeiiison, la.  

FOR SALE Choice resident properties and unimproved town lots 011 easy terms, 
to E. Uulick, real estate and loan agent,  Denisen, Iowa. 
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A REMARKABLE SCIENTIFIC AND 

VVONUIiRI-UL SCIENCE. 

"SOLAR BIOLOGY" 
The only true science by which your fortune can truly and accurately foretold 

ZARAH, 1 )10  world-renowned I2j;v{itiiin Astrologer, who ltus h«'en ercntiiiR such astonisiunen 
thioukiiout J^uope tor the J<asi i : \e years. will  K 'VU a triul-ifni,  Heeurute, ])huiet horoscope dellnea 
tioiiof\oiir life. He will  sine your personal iippfiuranci. ' ,  disposition, eiiurnctpr. tdjili ty. taste 
piobiiblc leiiKtli  ol l ife,  po:-MbIe nccidciits,  ndviee and hiijigeMiuns 011 love tilldirs.  marriage 
lrientl!-,  eueiuu-s, ypcculutiou. husiiies-i nil 'uire, etc. 

You ran inform yourself Oimomrlily 011 
• i juestions of \otir 
•e l ife.  

A single answer r<3r.y Send you to make Thousands of Dollars. 
10 r(H'h iiud oxar'l  ilutc ol biuh ;»TM] T uili  immefliatftiy return you n trutliful horo

scope luuiinji o. j uui hit*. .uui prove H tu bo nli iruc bv yourself. J m;ike this olVcr ;ih test trial. 
All cojnmunictr.i;ms siHm'v AcMrf-s 

ZARAH the ASTROLOGER, Lock Box li03, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Riches to k or ncs to be sssss 

Hons and 
artih the U ro'eta'n'y iistonNhinu ibnii^.inds. His wonderful prcdio 
testb aic based uuou unlispuiable atid .st^i<»utilic juilueuees. 

ITMETWO D00R5. 
TME REBEL,THE TORY ANDTHE'SPY 
A TALC Of AN ESCAPE. FROM MEWY0RKJ778, 

5 Y  C L I N T O N  R 0 5 5  
COPypttGHZ/£9S, By CLINTON ROSS. 

A lieutenant of those clays, a innjor 
general litter, has left an aeeouut of ail 
escape from New York. It seems ho 
was takeii' on a foraging expedition in 
Westehester. The capture of himself 
and his comrades, this Movdaunt states 
particularly, was his own fault. His 
escape was little less than remarkable^ 
and I will leave him to state it in his 
own words. The narrative, you will 
notice, begins rather abruptly: 

The little town of gabled roofs broke 
at last on my wearied sense, as the 
guard troops brought us in, like a sceno 
in a play I had once seen in Philadel
phia—as if I should turn from it to a 
town of the Canadns, though this was 
all unlike; a Dutch town, indeed', with 
marks put on it of a long English occu
pation, as we fell among the king's red-
coated soldiery. 

I wanted, weary as I was, to say a 
word to my poor comrades, but I was 
not permitted it, and I accused myself, 
whose sorry rashness—for I had urged 
the expedition—had brought them to 
this plight of prisoners of war. But I 
had no chance then, nor later. 

As for myself, I was taken into a 
building which proved an improvised 
jail, where I was gi%'en a comfortable 
room, the circumstances being consider
ed, where at once I fell to sleep. 

I do not know how long I slept, when 
I was wakened by sunshine streaming 
through a barred window and insistent 
tones in my ears. A sergeant stood 
there, directing a man with my break
fast. I ate heartily, forgetting all my 
misfortuno. 

And this was the beginning of many 
days. 

At last one day, long past sunset, I 
heard a considerable commotion out
side. My barred window showed noth
ing against the gathering dusk, though 
looking out into a street—it was a lit
tle side street. 

But the commotion continued. Pres
ently I heard steps in the corridor and 
the bolts drawn, when my jailer ser
geant appeared with two soldiers sup
porting a young man in a lieutenant's 
uniform, from whose pale face I saw at 
once that he was drunk. 

"The house is filled, and we shall 
have to put him in with you," the ser
geant said, the others supporting him to 
the bed, where he sank down. 

"Why don't I hear from Sir Henry 
Clinton?" I asked like a peevish fool, 
as if the sergeant should know. "I ex
pect a parole, at least." 

He shrugged his shoulders and went 
out and closed the do<£: and I heard the 
fading footfalls. 

Why, indeed, wasn't some action 
taken in my case? I had been now a 
prisoner near a week. 

The fellow ou the bed breathed heav
ily. He wore the uniform of a line regi
ment and had a young, gentle face, 
rather worn with dissipation. I do not 
know to this day what caused the street 
noises preceding his appearance. Watch
ing his hard breathing, I suddenly wish
ed that I had his uniform, though I did 
not think why. The thought was like 
an inspiration, for what if the door 
had been left unbolted? Of course it 
was impossible it should have been, 
and yet I had not heard the rasping of 
the bolt against its socket, and I tried 
it. Will you believe me, that door 
swung back, and I was looking into the 
corridor? 

Quickly I closed it and went back to 
the hard breathing figure on the bed. 

For a moment in the flickering light 
—I had lit my candle—I watched his 
face, which reminded mo of my own. 
Finally, having tho courage of my pur
pose, I shook him roughly, but he did 
not so much as stir. So I began to pull 
off his coat, his stock, his waistcoat. 
Still ho was unconscious, till he star
tled mo by opening his eyes. 

"What?" ho asked huskily. And then 
ho rolled over on his side in stupor, 
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1 -The Denison Decorator. 
J An Expert Paper Hanger and Painter, capable of doing 
H the very finest work, 
j Estimates made. 
3 • _ _ _ Satisfaction guaranteed. 

a 

Special attention to country work. 
For estimates call on or address 

H. W. RANDALL, 
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The Denison Decorator. t 
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I saw one'eomtng with a sivtnginrj lantern. 
leaving mo tho possessor of the uni
form. Tho color of my breeches would 
not bo observed, I decided, and I had 
on his waistcoat, coat and stock. I saw 
that some regimental disorder had been 
in tho town, necessitating the use of my 
jail as a guardhouse. 

Now I went to tho door and opened 
it and was in the dusky corridor. Down 
its length I tiptoed, 110 one hindering, 
and then I was at an outer door. 

Hero tho risk must be taken, and I 
hurried, opening tho door. Tho fresh 
air struck my face, and a sleepy sentinel, 
musket 011 shoulder, turned about, star
ing. I did not hesitate for a moment, 

out summoning tul u?y sang froid, closed 
tho door, as if my appearance were of 
course. 

"I'll report you for a sleepy knave," 
I said, fitcing him. If my voice wero 
strange, he did not notico it, but only 
saluted as if all wero tho matter of1 

course. 
I can't account for that lax discipline 

now, but I suppose ho thought me some 
officer, and my authoritative word did 
not leave him the sense to inquire. At 
least he let me pass on, and I turned, 
without further word, into a little de
serted street. 

I did not know what I now should 
do. Presently, before me, I saw one 
coming with a swinging lantern—a 
short, squat figure of a man. I thought 
to turn back, but, not daring, kept 011. 
As he approached I held myself erect 
and so passed into the ̂ lantern light, 
which flickered, for tho night was gus
ty, Now York being exposed on all sides 
to stretches' of violent wind. Ho, it 
soems, was peering about, for he saw 
me only to stop. I did not run, for I did 
not know where. 

The other said: 
'' Captain Mordaunt.'' 
"You're mistaken," I began. 
"Stop," said he. "Come, turn back. 

You can't get away." 
I hesitated for a moment. I looked 

up and down, and tho wind moaned a 
chorus to my thoughts, and yet after a 
week in a cell it brought tho sweetness 
of freedom. It sang that word in my 
ears; it put my pulse to beating. The 
chance should not present itself in vain, 
said I then. I shouldn't be stopped by 
this fellow, whoever he might be. 
'Twas a question at the most of man to 
man, and for his compact, powerful 
figure I held that my legs were good 
and the lane was long and dark and de
serted. 

When you are telling long after what 
you did in impulsive activity the words 
may choke the action. You fail to pro
duce for the reader the effect of the mo
ment. For you can be assured it was 
not a moment, hardly an instant, before 
I was giving him my heels in answer to 
his demand. The situation had framed 
itself so fortuitously, and I was not the 
man that moment to let it slip me. 

Th? lane was dark enough, I have 
said. There was only an occasional 
glimmer from a house edging it. Yet no 
sooner had I started before the man who 
had accosted me broke out in a mighty 
voice which soemed to shake Manhat
tan Island and lights blazed to right 
and left and scurrying figures appeared, 
some with a gleam of red breeches, and 
I realized that on that lane I had hap
pened on tho quarters of some company. 
I had run surely into a net. 

Two met me squarely, but I bore 
down on them like a ram—my head 
bent down as I havo seen a negro in 
Maryland run, my fists clinched. They 
had 110 timo to reach for a weapon. A 
pistol's butt would have brought me 
over, but my impetuosity boro them 
down, and I wriggled out from their 
fingers and presently tho hue and cry 
fell behind me. The lane opened into 
tho country, and my heart beat exult
antly. I felt as if I wero tho whole 
army of congress breaking through the 
king's lines and scattering them, exact
ly indeed as General Washington did 
in Jersey. 

But I had small time to feel my joy. 
'Twas followed shortly by a fit of de
pression. I had been glad too soon, 
when I had everything to do. The lane 
seemed to be up a hill and from the 
farther side camo an order. I could not 
mistake that quick, positive tone. They 
wero heading mo off, while from behind 
camo the cry of the hunters and again 
tho scurrying of lanterns' light—yel
low, searching. 

The choice was small. I leaped a low 
fence at my left and broke through 
some bushes and found myself on tho 
edge of a lawn with a great house at its 
ccnter. The moon suddenly burst 
through the clouds, and it till lay clear, 
which was so much the worse for me. I 
could liear tlio two parties meeting in 
tho road I had left and 1 threw myself 
llat 011 the sod, and then other sounds 
distracted. 

These were hoof beats, and an officer 
drew up on tho road before tho door.. 
Ho was followed by another, plainly a 
servant, for, dismounting, lie threw tho 
bridle rein to him, and, disregarding the 
cries of my hunters, ho went into the 
house, while tho man with tho horses 
led them away about a corner of tho 
house, leaving the door ajar, as if he 
wero about to come back. 

I reflected for a moment, but I did 
not know whero to turn. Presently the 
sounds were nearer. I saw that I must 
bo surrounded, willy nilly—that I must 
take a desperate chance. 

I wonder at it now. But what I did 
was indeed tho most foolhardy thing I 
could have done, yet perhaps not so 
badly calculated, since what else could 
I do? I did not know tho lay of tho 
land, nor how well they might havo tho 
placo surrounded. At the worst I might 
bo taken. But somewhere—in some sil
ly book of adventure or in some story 
of my father, who had served with 
Wolfo—somewhere I had read or heard 
of a man hiding in a house in the very 
heart of an enemy's town. Tho chances 
were that I should not hide, but that I 
should run 011 them full tilt. But then, 
as I have said, what wero the chances 
on the other side? 

But to bring this reasoning to an end, 
I stole across that moonlit space and 

tbrongh the door. At the.hall's end was 
a single pencil of light as from a door's 
crack. A broad stair's foot faced me. 
To tho loft was the door of an unlit 
room. Into this I stole as quietly as you 
please. At one sido in tho moonshine I 
saw another door, and this I pulled 
open cautiously, finding myself in a 
long, deep closet. So fan it bad been 
well. I began to feel quite proud about 
it all and that my father himself might 
not disapprove of my readiness. Then I 
remembered in timo enough not to leave 
myself vain that tho chance of that 
door at the jail was, whilo extraordina
ry, & yfky simplo one to take, and I re
membered, too, how the c^iedition in
to Westchester had failed through my 
overconfidenco. I thought as well of my 
poor comrades in their jail. I tell you I 
was left even frightened by thoughts, 
with tho consideration that I was still 
rather tightly caught. Should I have a 
' ^qnient to breathe I as well might try 
jo fly as to try to get away from the is
land. Theso thoughts left me sober 
enough. 

But at the moment wero sounds at 
tho puter door and shuffling feet, and a 
strong, decisive tread, and tho steps 
were in the room on which my closet 
opened. 

"Put down tho candles, Simpson," I 
heard in a clear, authoritative voice. 
"Well, sergeant, you can't find him?" 

"No, sir; he's gone." 
"Ho slipped, through your lino some

where. Witt companies about hero it 
seems as if he might havo been caught.'' 

"He's vanished, sir."' 
"Somebody will havo to bo court 

martialed for this." 
"It isn't my men's fault, if it pleaso 

you, colonel." 
"No, you oughtn't to bo blamed for 

what happened in/tlio guardhouse. 
There's that blessed meeting in tho Irish 
line, and tho dinner, where the young
sters lost their heads." 

"It's remarkable, sir," said tho oth
er. 

"I don't understand it. But it isn't 
my matter. It's Sir Henry's. But hero 
is your prisoner reaching my grounds''— 

"He's gone, sir," the sergeant repeat
ed. 

"So it seems. I know, I know, he's 
gone. But I'm dragged into the mat
ter." 

"Not you, sir." 
"Well, find him. Go over the ground 

again, do you hear? I don't bolievo any
thing like this ever happened in an 
English regiment." 

"It ought not now, sir," said the ser
geant's gruff voice. "I only can account 
for it in Sergeant Timms being excited 
by the noises outside. There have been 
many arrests, sir." 

"Well, Timms will have a chance to 
explain to the proper authorities. Now 
do your best." 

"I'm afraid he's gone too far, sir. 
You know there are many houses in 
New York that would like nothing bet
ter than to hide a rebel.'' 

"Nothing in the world better," said 
the colonel. 

"Good night, sir." 
"Good night to you, sergeant, and 

better luck.'' 
"I hope for it, sir. " 
His steps sounded and the dnor open

ed and closed. The candles still burned 
in the outer room, for the light entered 
through the chinks of tho closet door. 
And then I heard the scratching of a 
quill. Ho was writing, and suddenly I 
thought who he might be. I remember
ed the exact situation and indeed the 
colonel himself. 

Now in all this account the sudden
ness of the adventure must explain tho 
daze in which I had been. Even had I 
been dropped dojvn in a placo I knew 
better than New York theso events 
would have been enough to havo con
fused mo, and I was not particularly 
familiar with New York. I had passed 
tho summer of 1774 there.. I remember
ed the location of certain streets, and 
among many other features I remember
ed the Van Halo manor 011 its hill. Tho 
place became as clear as if I saw it in 
tho light. This was Colonel Van Halo's 
manor. That was indeed no other than 
the Tory colonel himself. 

I need not explain who he was to you. 
You will know tho man who put his 
great estates at tho king's service be
cause he believed that no good, nothing 
but disaster, would como of our success. 
He was honest and brave and strong and 
commanded with the rank of colonel a 
troop which had been enlisted for tho 
king. I had fallen into his house, and 
ho was sitting out there—beyond tho 
door—writing. 

Then, as I stood t'.ioro in that dark 
hole, like a cornered fox, I remembered 
where tho shop of Hosea Prin^'le stood 
—Pringle, the cobbler, who was a spy 
in our service. It: was down a turn at 
the hill's foot. If I could reach there, 
Prin;:'.( would hide me. That was one 
of the houses the sergeant had referred 
to, one f.f the spies they not so much as 
suspocti f!. This much was plain. If 
Pringle should l.e in, ho would lind 
means of sending me across the river. 
My heart boat till I could hear its 
thumping as I thought of my position 
then, as I saw how near and yet how 
far I was from that jail. I must fret out 
of this house unobserved not only for 
my own sake, but as well because I could 
not lead to Pringle's. The discovery 
that tho honest fellow was a spy would 
lead him to his execution. 

Yet even with this suddenly present
ed chance the situation was not much 
happier. Tho groat Colonel Van Halo— 
after Colonel de Lancy, one of tho rich
est and stanchest New York Tories— 
was outside that door. My exultation 
suddenly died, the chance was indeed 
so small a one. And then I thought of 
my father. I thought of Peggy—tho 
one girl in all the world who ever was 
worth while. They all seemed very l'ar 
away that moment. If they took me, 
tlioy now wouldn't take my parole, 
which, after all, I was thankful not to 
havo given. 

And time passed, and tho quill still 
scratched 011, to stop at last. It must 
havo been after two hours. I wast 
cramped and stiff. Then I hoard him 
rising. He might have turned to tho 

closet, I suddenly recollected, but he 
didn't. The light-in the chinks flick
ered, and as I heard his steps tho door 
shut and tho outer room was dark. 

Then, jrou may believe, I watched— 
watched till I thought I should venture 
it, when I threw back my closet door. 

I was startled by noting the light 
tlu-ough tho keyhole. Some one was be
hind that outer doof then, and suddenly 
tho door was thrown wide and aVtall 
figure stood there, holding tho candle 
high above his head. 

"Who's there?" Colonel Van Halo 
asked. 

Standing there, hopelessly revealed, 
my plans all awry, I SITW on the table a 
pistol, which I snatched- almost in
stinctively—'twas self preservation— 
and then, as I10 looked his amazement, 
I said, as if I held tlfo position: 

"I regret my lack of courtesy to a 
gentleman of your position in this col
ony—this state, I mean—but I must ask 
you to como in, to close tho door, to 
sit down, or else"—and I meant it all 
—"I will shoot you down, Colonl Van 
Halo.". 

"Eh?" said he, and then, doubtless 
feeling the sincerity in my tone, and 
being, while a brave man, not a fool
hardy one, ho closed tho door exactly as 
I bade him. 

"Well?" said he. "Well?" 
"I'm"Mordauiit," said I, "tho pris

oner they Were after." 
"Ah, tho prisoner they were after," 

said ho, still surveying me with the 
candle held high, while I held the pis
tol leveled. 

"But I'm minded to get away. I 
don't believe, sir, there's any one in the 
house you can call to, or else you would 
not have closed tho door." 

"I was a fool," said ho. 
"No, sir," said I; "not that. This 

interruption was too startling. You 
coulcffr't well have dono otherwise. But 
now"— 

" But now?" said he. 
"You'll try to prevent my escape. So 

I must take you as a prisoner.'' 
"Mo," said he, "as a prisoner?" 
"Now, honestly," said I then, "how 

elso can I do? 'Tis your duty to follow 
me." 

"Yes," said ho, "my duty." 
"So you must como with me." 
"Whero?" said ho. "Where?" 
"I must find that out," I said grim

ly, "and I will." 
"You aro a Mordaunt?" he said. 
"Of Maryland," I retorted. 
"You are like them," he said, "and 

so a gentleman. Don't you see that if I 
disappear they will say I've deserted— 
I, Nicholas Van Halo." 

"Yes," said I. "But 'pon my honor 
I'll say that you didn't. More than 
that, I promise to return you here to
morrow." 

"You promise?" ; 

Nevertheless his eyes were moving 
about uneasily. 

"Yet if you try to run, to figbt, I 
will shoot you down, Colonel Van Ha
lo." 

"Yes, your father would do the 
same,'' ho said. 

"You knew my father?" 
"I was with liim at Quebec." 
"Ail, 1 remember. I'm sorry for this 

discourtesy, Colonel Van Halo. Yet I'm 

m. 

"Good night to y>'i, sergeant, and better 
luck."' 

forced to it. I have given you my word. 
Now snuff tho candle and lead to the 
door. I can see you by tho moon." 

Iio made some demur, but finally did 
as I bado him. I saw ho was one of 
those strong men who lose their wit in 
emergency. So ho led us I ordered into 
tho hall, outsido into the moonshine, 
not onco crying out, for, as I had sur
mised, thero was no one in the house to 
answer. 

"To Pringlo's," I said in a tremble, 
for hero was tho new hazard. 

"To Pringle's?" lie said, turning. 
"Ko I said, colonel." 
"You know tho direction?" 
"You can't mislead uie, " said I grim

ly. "I know this town now that I have 
my wits gathered." 

"You have been here?" said he as we 
stood there, two figures outlined clear 
in tho moonshine. 

"Once," said I, "if in the rush of 
flight I had forgotten it. But on, sir, 
out of the moonshine. " 

For u moment ho looked at me, and 
then lie sprang toward me. Rage and 
desperation wero in his muscles that 
moment, and 1 dropped my pistol. I 
could not use it; against him for all my 
threat, for all the determination I had 
a few moments before. I thought he 
would raise a cry, but ho failed to. 
Rage had raken the power of shouting, 
and wo met and wrestled for a moment. 
He was a strong 111:111 indeed, but I was 
moro supple. I had that advantage, and, 
having him down in a moment, I jump
ed up from him and seizing tho pistol 
stood above liim. 

"I am sorry," I said, "but you must 
go with me." 

Then sullenly I10 rose. 
"It seems it must be so. But"— He 

paused. "Your promise?" 
"To sco that you aro returned if we 

cross tho river. It is given, sir." 
Then ho roso and went on, I follow

ing, wondering at tho chance of our 
having aroused 110 one. I felt easier 
presently, as wo passed into the shadow 
of tho trees and pushed along into the 
path and moro quickly down the road. 
Tho night was filled with its noises as 


