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We thus silently passed on from shadow 
to stretch of moonshine, and as the 
slfipe fell we came on the cobbler's 
cabin. 

I was in a cold sweat that moment, 
wondering if Pringlo indeed might bo 
there. What if he shouldn't be? But, 
keeping my eyo on my prisoner, I 
knocked at first regularly and then 
more insistently. 

I believe there is a fortune favoring 
him who dares, for presently a voice 
sounded: 

Who's there?" 
# "I, Mordaunt You know me, Prin-
gle?" 

He knew hiy voico indeed. The door 
fell back, and a little, wiry man looked 
out on us, at first starting at sight of 
my prisoner 

"The colonel," said I. 
"Yes, I, Pringle. I'll havo you hung 

some day." 
"Not today, sir," said the cobbler, 

motioning us in. 
"I am his prisoner," said the coloncl 

rather savagely. 
"Iq JJew York," said Cringle. 
"Yes, jjf yon get away,'' ho s:tul. 
"Jt's oiy business to attend to that," 

the cobbler retorted. "As it is I was 
aWut to cross in an hour." 

your boat?" tho prisoner asked 
wonderingly. 

" 'Tis down there in the bushes," he 
said. 

"But tho patrols?" 
"I know tho password. I'm on Cir 

Henry's business." 
"Whattreachery!" ho cried. "What 

tr6achery!" 
"You can'ttdepend on men in a town 

60 divided as this, Colonel Van Ila'lo," 
the cobbler said grimly, "arid the mean
ing of that word treachery depend,-i on 
the side you'ro on." 

"I've found that out," said the pris
oner rather bitterly. "I can't call them 
all a set of rascally traitors wheu fam
ilies like tho Mordaunts aro so much 
concerned," and ho bowed courteously 
to me. 

I bowed back, acknowledging 1 lis, 
and we stood together in that cabin, an 
oddly assorted trio. Hero was the little 
cobbler himself—one of those whom civ
il war makes into daredevils; hero was 
the proprietor a prisoner in our hands, 
and hero was tho still uncertain enter
prise of taking him to tho boat and of 
getting tho boat across to Paal::s hook. 
That moment, as well as chance had 
carried tho enterprise, 'twas nothiny to 
gamble on. 

Tho colonel's bright apprehensive 
eyes studied us as wo talked i i. over to
gether. Now I wonder if I b-ivo made 
his resistance to me appear too small. 
As I havo said, ho always was held a 
bravo man, but this emergency, with its 
need of sudden action, had made him 
rather a coward. Yet you can't call 
a man a coward in that phrasing. 'Tis 
a term that plays both ways', bo they 
not say that the bravest soldiers run in 
their first battles, and why should not 
a bravo man make his resistance rather 
less because he never had been a prisoner 
so taken by a desperate escaped prisoner 
and held now as well by a spy wlKisc 
lifo would bo tho forfeit <i the Kritish 
knowledge of his business'.' And indeed 
Colonel Van Halo had resisted me well 
in that sharp tussle. Even if then 1 had 
thrown tho pistol down ho reasoned 
that we weredesperato men when band
ed together. To all these considerations 
was added his amazement at discover
ing not only Pringle's real trade, bur 
more, that this obscure civilian lcnew 
the word of tho night and could puss 
tho river. Who could havo given it? he 
was asking himself. 

"You will not spy much longer, fel
low," he observed to Pringle. 

"I am not the only one in New York," 
the cobbler retorted. "You yourself 
will havo seemed"— 

The proprietor's face turned ashen, 
and I interrupted: 

"Nono of that. I havo promised to 
see Colonel Van Halo returned." 

"Without an exchange?" 
"Without an exchange," said I. "I 

have given my word.'' 
"Why not leave him hero if that's 

the case? We can bind and ga^ him and 
lock him 'in. But, you see, Mr. Mor
daunt, this Epoils my business." 

"You will have to get some other," 
said 1 "Turn schoolmaster, for I've 
heard you wero onco half schoolmaster, 
half cobbler. As for the other matter, 
Colonel Van Ilalo crosses the river with 
us." 

"A matter of pride, eh?" said tho 
cobbler. "Shall wo bind and gag you, 
colonel?" 

"I will cry out," said ho, "if you 
don't." 

"Why not in my company?" sail I. 
"There wero no sentinels near enough 

beforo you could havo killed me, but on 
the river tho patrol will hear and catch 
you." 

"Yes, "said I. "You must tie his 
hands—no, that's not needful. Gag 
him, Pringle." 

The prisoner looked about as if medi
tating resistance, but lie saw it was 
useless, as 1 took his pistol m.ul la-id it, 
over him, while Priuglo proceeded to 
gag him, muttering something low in 
his ears. 

The candlo in tho rough room flicker
ed on tho scene. An old rheumatic uog 
rose laboriously from bis corner and 
sniffed at the prisoner. Pringlo .-dipped 
a band about his writ-is and then sjiuiiUi 
the candle. 

"You'll walk, colonel, or we Will 
carry you." 

He walked without demur, and we 
left by a little path whore tho thick 
bushes swept our faces. Tho moon wa» 
low on tho horizon, and tho night soon 
would fall dark, but Pringle, if once 
on tho river, did not fearlijjht so much. 
To Sir Henry he was a spy on us ;• to u.-. 
one on Sir Henry, llo was ( u \ 
going to and fro. , r 

Presently we found tlia sink', 
prisoner entered without resistance. \V» 
put out. Tho cobbler extended ino ;• see 
ond pair of oars. Ho was surprisingly 
strong in tho way of those littJb v/ir> 
men, men who have, too, astonishing 
endurance, as I have known many timea 
on long campaigns. 
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The moon had dipped, and the land
scape fell suddenly darker. A frigate 
loomed to leeward, and then we settled 
down to our steady wdrk. A dog bayed 
dismally, and my heart beat again wild
ly over this part of tho adventure. I 
had succeeded so far by an extraordinary 
association of chances, but I felt omi
nous. I watched the still figure of our 
prisoner, who without that gag might 
have spoiled all by a shout to the ship
ping. 

But the lights of that shipping fell 
behind when suddenly a challenge fell 
on our ears as the patrol loomed up. 
The men backed and leaned on their 
oars. Pringle gavo his own namo and 
tho word. They seemed accustomed to 
his presence on tho river at night. 

Wo had drawn on some distanco 
when a voico rang out with shrill dis
tinctness : 

"An escaped prisoner—a spy! Stop 
them!" 

I had not noticed our prisoner for 
somo moments, but now, looking around 
at this startling interruption, I saw 
him upright, his arms unfettered, the 
gag out of his mouth. For an instant ho 
stood there poised, and then sprang into 
the river. 

"To your oars, man! 'Tis life or 
death!" sang out the spy. And I under
stood him. 

Wo pulled on for our lives, knowing 
they must stop to pick him up. Yet tho 
chance was small enough. What was 
tho surprising part was that when they 
had drawn him out of tho river they 
did not seem to bo hurried. They camo 
after us, to bo sure, but not so briskly as 
they might. 

"God bless tho colonel!" said Pringlo. 
I did not think of that then. Free

dom, for which I had fought so hard, was 
of import enough to make me forgot all 
else. Not till somo timo after, when wo 
grounded tinder tho cliff on our own 
side of tho river and we were walking 
as briskly as we could toward Major 
Leo's pickets, did I re number and ask: 

"What did you niuu by that, Prin
gle?" 

"The colonel, sir, told them tho 
truth and that they should let us get 
away." 

"Let us get away?" I asked. 
"Yes, you seo X whispered in his ear, 

while I was gagging him, that I 
wouldn't tio him tight. " 

"What d'ye mean, man?" I cried. 
"That's traitorous to us." 

"Mr. Mordaunt, " he answered, "onco 
when I needed money that gentleman 
helped mo out. That was beforo this 
blessed war. In this caso I intended giv
ing him a chance.'' 

I said nothing, thinking it all over, 
while tho spy went on. 

"If it wero traitorous, can't I show 
100 cases where I've risked my neck? 
Now I never can go into New York 
again till congress holds it." 

Still I said nothing, thinking it over'. 
"A man must be human, even in 

war. I gavo him only a littlo chanco. 
Ho might havo been drowned, but ho 
took it," tho spy went on with sullen 
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"Without an exchange," said I. 
persistence. ''If ho'd been brought over, 
ho would have had tho appearance of 
having helped you." 

At last I said: 
"I don't see why I should report 

this." 
Then ho cried out: 
"Why, bless you, Captain Mordaunt, 

I will report it myself. If tliey don't 
think I deserve some consideration, they 
can go aud bo hanged." 

Tho cobbler's thin, wiry figure seem-
od to me to take on heroic proportions 
as we walked there together in that 
still, dark hour. If he had lost mo my 
prisoner, the prisoner equally had let 
mo escape. And, in fact, when the mat
ter was reported at headquarters, with
out an extenuating clause, the same 
view was taken of it, and Pringle was 
continued in the service with the rank 
of sergeant. 

Ho the account ends as abruptly as it 
began, but it may show perhaps tho 
w,. •: 'i's of tho runaway prisoner, of 

< id Tory and of the spy, who, do-
j- • .he usage of war, could not forget 
i.i • r—even though granted by a po

litical enemy. 
T H E  E N D .  

The Rural Trolley Car. 

The conductor and tho motorman are 
also of types different from their city 
brethren. They come from tho neigh
boring countryside, and they call each 
other by their front names—Obed aud 
Ezekiol, or other pramomina of that 
3ort. 

An old lady who had all her life been 
tho autocrat of tho village in tho Old 
Colony, and who set out to take her 
lirst trip on the trolley car which pass
ed her door, found, aftor sho had gone 
something liko a half mile on the way, 
that sho had forgotten her gloves. She 
at once ordered the conductor to turn 
back. Accustomed, liko all his follow 
villagers, to yield unquestioning obedi-
enco to commands from that quarter, 
he held a brief conference with the inn-
t'irman. Tho car then reversed its 
course, halted beforo tho old lady's gate 
and waited until six; waddled into the 
'".foao nml up -'t:-irs to get her gloves 
out of tho bureau drawer, and then 
name hack again, the other passengers, 
with the national docility of the Amer
ican people, submitting uncomplaining
ly to tho delay.—Sylvester Baxter in 
Harper's Magazine. , , . 

Tito >"r.f Ymlty ISor<lers on the Ab

surdly Grotesque, mul Playing tho Gon-

tlAmun Has 15oen Called "tho Kiulctnio 

Disease of Spain." 

It is related that a young guard, hav
ing neglected to pay the usual salute to 
a Spanish duke at the court of Madrid, 
cxcused himself by saying that he did 
not know the offended nobleman's rank. 

"My friend," replied his grace, "the 
safo rule is to assume that everybody in 
tho palace who looks like a monkey is a 
grandee of the first class.'' 

Tho truth is the Spanish aro a thor
oughly mongrel race, and their conceit 
of themselves amazes us. Their country 
has probably been oftener overrun a::d 
conquered than any other territory of 
equal extent in Europe. Phoenician, 
Carthaginian, Roman, Vandal, Visigoth 
and Moor have all successfully made it 
their stamping ground, and tho effect 
of all this upon tho pure Castilian 
blood, whatever that may be, is indeli
bly stamped on every really Spanish 
face. 

But playing tho gentleman has been 
called "tho endemic diseaso of Spain," 
and tho national vanity is something 
grotesque. Ono of their historians seri
ously advanced the theory that tho first 
inhabitants of tho country "arrived 
by air," so impressed was he by thoir 
superhuman qualities that nothing short 
of a descent from the sky could account 
for them. A subsequent historian, how
ever, after a long and grave discussion 
of tho question, finally announced his 
opinion that "they nioro probably camo 
by land." 

After this wo need not be astonished 
that tho Spanish claim to possess tho 
oldest families in Europe. Tho surpris
ing circumstanco is that tho claim is 
not wholly without foundation. Their 
family names can in some cases bo trac
ed back to an incredibly remote period, 
though it must not be assumed that tho 
original blood persists in any purity. 

Probably the most ancient family in 
Spain . is the house of Pacheco, whoso 
estates aro not far from Carteia, now 
called Oirtaya, in Andalusia. Plutarch 
tells us*that when Crassus fled from 
Italy ho concealed himself for eight 
months at Ximena, near Carteia, in 
caves belonging to a Spanish gentleman 
named Paciccus. Cicero also mentions 
this generous Spaniard, and there can 
be no donbt that ho was ono of tho an
cestors of tho Pacheco family, whose 
namo is obviously derived from his and 
who still own tho caves. This carried 
them back about 2,000 years, to a period 
antedating tho Christian era, but it is 
possiblo to traco tho line much further. 
Tho namo is clearly of Phoenician origin, 
being ultimately derived from "patai-
coi, "thoword by which tho Tyrians 
designated tho carved figurehead of 
their galleys. 

Tho identification is mado more com
plete by tho fact that tho Phoenicians 
wero the founders of Carteia, as of Cad
iz in tho same province. That adds 
another 1,000 years or so to tho Pacheco 
pedigree. Think of it—a landed estate 
remaining in tho possession of the 
samo family for 3,000 years! This is 
doubtless tho most wonderful family 
tree in the world and unusually well 
authenticated. The Pachecos may well 
bo pardoned for taking prido in it. 
though it roots in rather unsavory soil 
at last, for tho great original Pacheco 
was ovidently a Tyrian freebooter. 

Names that traco back to tho Cartha
ginian occupation in tho timo of Han
nibal aro also found, and tho title of 
Hannibal's own clan, Barca, is perpet
uated by the Barcias and Garcias, well 
known families of Andalusia. There 
are also several names of Roman ante
cedents, as Ponce and Cane, in Latin 
Pontius and Canius. A Spanish gentle
man bearing the latter namo was a per
sonal friend of tho jjoct Martial, all of 
which seems to bring antiquity very 
near—in Spain. The fact of tho matter 
is sho has never emerged from antiquity. 
> Tho Spanish, however, aro inclined 
to look back to tho Goths as "tho purest 
fountain of nobility." This certainly 
seems a strange perversion of sentiment, 
for of all tho barbarians that came down 
from the north to lay waste Roman civ
ilization with fire and sword tho Goths, 
with their cousins, the Vandals, were 
tho most irredeemably villainous. 

And theso Goths wero no extraordi
nary heroes either, oven in war. With 
supino and braggart incompetency they 
lost to tho Moors in tho eight months' 
campaign a supremacy which it eo.-'t 
oight centuries of conflict to regain. 
Yet "Gothic of Spain" is tho pet phrase. 

To a rank outsider it would seem that 
tho Basque families havo tho most hon
orable lineage, and their pedigrees rr.a 
back to timo immemorial, though n. r. 
easily traceable. Tho Basques represent 
tho original population of tho Spanish 
peninsula. Their seat is tho mountains 
of tho northern district, and in many 
ways remind us of tho Welsh. They 
havo tho samo simplicity of life, and 
tho samo really justifiable prido of birth, 
for, their blood is tho purest in Spain, if 
that counts for any tiling. Like tho 
Welsh also, they havo to a considerable 
extent maintained their ancient lan
guage, one of the strangest which sur-
vivo upon the earth, bearing no resem
blance to any other in Europe. 
j Theso Basquo families, for tho most 
part, bear names which appoar to be 
geographical in their origin, as Ugarte, 
meaning "betweon waters;" Zubia, 
"tho bridge;" Ibarra, "tho valley"—a 
stylo which reminds us of our American 
Indians, although it is found nioro or 
less all over tho world. Tho termina
tion "en," so common in Spanish 
names, is Basque, and signifies "son," 
as 1'erez, son of IV-ter, exactly like our 
own Peterson.—Pittsburg Dispatch. 

. r.. A Light Luochcou. 

Bill—Did you ever try any of Small's 
25 cent dinners? 

Jill—Yos; 1 ato threo of thorn today 
at noon.—Yonkers Statesman. - ; 

Littlcjpame of Two Choir Members Which 
the Minister Spoiled. 

A minister's widow tells this: 
"My husband, " she said, "had brown 

eyes that turned deeply, darkly black 
when he was angry, and which danced 
with most miraculous merriment when 
he was amused. Naturally, in the 
course of a long life with him, I came 
to know the varying expression of those 
eyes pretty well. I used to watch his 
eyes when he was preaching to know 
how things were going with him and, 
incidentally, with the congregation. I 
remember once in the midst of a most 
earnest discourse to have seen him stop 
suddenly for the spaco of a minute, net 
more, his eyes growing strangely black, 
then brightening again with that irre
sistible twinkle, though the rest of his 
features remained quite grave through
out. As I said A1: was only for a mo
ment; then he lusumed his sermon as 
before. 
" 'What was tho matter?' I asked 

when church was out and we wero ci: 
our way home. 

" 'Why, I came so near laughing on: 
in church that there was no fun in it,' 
ho said. 'Of course iho choir is hidden 
from tho congregation behind its pro
tecting screen in the rear of the church, 
but it chances to be exactly in my line 
of vision as I stand on tho rostrum. 
When I stopped in my sermon today, it 
was because I happened to glance choir-
ward and saw our new soprano and new 
tenor having a quiet gamo of cards be
hind the screen. They must havo felt 
my gazo upon them, for when they 
looked up and caught my eye those 
cards disappeared so suddenly and mys
teriously I thought that in spite of ev
erything I should burst out laughing." 
—Philadelphia Times. 

ORIGINAL TACTICS. 

Unique Manual of Arms Prepared by "Ex

tra Billy." 

The most remarkable company of sol
diers ever drilled in this country 'fought 
under "Extra Billy" Smith, twice gov
ernor of Virginia. He acquired the nick
name through connection with the ex
tensive mill contracts which he had l:e-
foro tho war, his chargo to tho govern
ment of "extra work" on his star routes 
being so frequent and largo as to koep 
tho postofflco department in a stato of 
constant ferment. 

Ho was a grand old man of the rough, 
honest type of "Blue Jeans" Williams, 
Lincoln, Thurman, Jerry Rusk, Craw
ford and Jenkins. His education had 
been sadly neglected, but ho owned 
brains to spare and horse sense enough 
for three ordinary governors. He drilled 
his men according to " 'Extra Billy's' 
Tactics," an unpublished manual of 
arms. 

A drill lesson: Colonel "Extra Bil
ly"—Now, boys, git yo'selves in persi-
tion. Aro yo' ready? Tote arms! De
liver arms! Rest vo' muskets! Tote 
arms! Ground yo' rifles! That's tol'ble 
good. Aro you ready again? Well, hero 
we go. Fix yo'stickers! (Fix bayonets.) 
Now chargo 'cm and stick 'em! 

Ono day he led his men into a blind 
lane about a mile long, and arriving at 
tho end could not seo his Way out ex
cept by tearing down fences a.:id going 
through a wheatfield guarded by an 
angry farmer with a dangerous looking 
gun. The objective point was the oppo
site side of tho field. After studying 
gravely tho situation he gavo tho order, 
"Disband, boys, an meet mo tomorrer 
mornin on tho tother side of tho field 
whar we aimed to git this evening."— 
Kansas City Journal. 

( A Military Triek. 

Ono of our German-American citizens 
related the following incident of the 
German revolution of 184Sr 

"Wo were short of men and had a 
large number of prisoners to look after. 
That did not worry us as long as we 
were not moving, but one day wo had 
to make a forced march. The country 
through which we were to pass was 
hostilo, and extreme watchfulness was 
necessary. We had few enough men as 
it was, and we knew that those pris
oners were ready to make a dead run at 
the first opening. 

"Finally a young officer made a bril
liant suggestion, and it was promptly 
carried out. Wo ripped the suspender 
buttons from tho prisoners' trousers, 
took away their belts and knew we had 
them. Their hands wore busy after 
that, and fast running was out of the 
question. We mado tho march safely, 
and I do not believo that even Yankee 
ingenuity could havo invented a sim
pler solution."—New York Tribune. 

A Useful Mule* 

"Tom, that old sway backed mewl o' 
vourn ain't no good under a saddle, is 
he?" 

"Nope; too slow an clumsy." 
"Nor in th' buggy er waggin?" : 
"Nope; too awkward fer that." : 
"Ner at pullin ov tho plow?" 
"Nopo; wants ter grazo too much." 
"Whut you keepin him fer, then?" 
"Waal, you seo, wo ain't got no 

clock at our house, an that olo mewl 
brays at dinner timo jest ez shoro ez the 
yearth tourns over. Yassar, I've been 
called to dinner by that mewl's bray 
fer tho last five years an I'm alius right 
plum on timo."—Atlanta Journal. -

Well Itebaked. 

It is recorded of a young fop who 
visited ono of tho Rothschilds that ho 
was so proud of his malachite sleeve 
buttons that ho insisted upon exhibit
ing them to his host. 

Tho latter looked at them aud said: 
"Yes, it is a pretty stone. 1 havo a 
mantelpiece mado of it in tho next 
room." 

Nature has given us two ears, two 
eyes and but ono tongue, to the uul that 
wo should hear aud seo more than wo 
speak. —Socrates. 

A wlialo of 00 tons weight exerts 143 
horsepower in swimming ia miles an 
hour. ' - -

AN OPEN LETTER 
To MOTHERS. 

WE ARE ASSERTING IN THE COURTS OUR RIGHT TO THE 
- EXCLUSIVE USE OF THE WORD " CASTORIA," AND 

- - "PITCHER'S CASTORIA," AS OUR TRADE MARK. 

I, DR. SAMUEL PITCHER, of Hijannis, Massachusetts, 
was the originator of "PITCHER'S CASTORIA," the same 
that has borne and does now 011 everU 
bear the facsimile signature of wrapper. 
This is the original "PITCHER'S CASTORIA," which has been 
used in the homes of the Mothers cf America for ever thirty 
years. LOOK CAREFULLY at the wrapper and see that it is 
the kind you have always bought 
and  has  the  s igna ture  o f  wrap
per. No one has authority fro"i r.ie to use my name except 
The Centaur Company of which Chas. 11 Fletcher is President 

March s- 1897• cJ .». 

Do Not Be Deceived. 
Uo not endanger the life of your child by accepting 
a cheap substitute which some druggist 'may offer you 
( because he makes a few more pennies on it), the in
gredients cf which even he does not know. 

'"The Kind You Hays Always Bought" 
BEARS THE SIGNATURE OF 

Insist on Having 
The .\ind That Never Failed You. 

l r . :  CEf.TAuri COMPANV, 77 MURRAY S7RCCT, NEW YORK CITY. 

Denlson Marble 

and Granite Works. 

HJLL A 50N, Props, 

Monuments erected on 
short notice. All work 

warranted to give satis
faction. 

GIVE U3 A CHANCE TO BID ON WORE 

in I  11 I I I I I I  I  imiii MMNI'iiii Hi MINI n N 

QUICK WORK 

A SPECIALTY 

WILCOX STEM. 

. .LAUNDRY 
Improved MaclUneryn 

for doing the Best Work with 
the least possible wear and 
tear, and with splendid finish. 

FARGO HOUSE 
FIRST-CLASS IN EVERY RESPECT. 

Fine Sample Rooms, excellent 000.^ &ITAIO 
location and best of all UviUU iVIlALui 

Hnuio'Kewlu Remodeled and Painted. 

RLACK-SM1THINQ - • 

rir*t Door West ^ wish to announce that I am prepared to do all kindi 
of blacksmith work in first-class shape and at pricei 

zaub't nam. as low as is consistent w.ith good labor and material. 

Horse-Shoeing a Specialty. TOM BATEMAN. 

E. U. LANE, 
-«^SEas=--"TJEiT^XSOJNr, IA. 

"11 i, Mil, moults. • 
WOHK GXJAHANTEBD. 

l.oavo iml.'rs :it£mltli's liiu lx'i- Shop. ;• II.mil or reference fimilslicil it di-sltvd. I 

xT. McGORMIGK, 
-r- DEALER IN——' 

Stock : Cattle : and : Hogs. 
HIGHEST MARKET PRICE FOR STOCK HOGS. 

Miimi-WIWMM rri'ii'm i mm.. • miiiiiiwwwainiiiiin 

HOUSE 
MOVING ,  H O U S E S  a n d  o t h e r  b u i l d i n g ®  

MOVtt) WITHOUT iftJUftV 

; First-Class Outfit. Experienced *V*eia. Satisfaction Guaranteed, 

JAMES iMcCLELLAN DEfsMSON. IOWA 
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