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HON GEO E CHAMBERLAIN.

Ia an editorial ea the governer-
ship the Portland Daily Telegram.
republican ssys among other
things:

“Then, while th:re promises to
b2 a very detrmin d; not to say a
dasperate struggle in the Repul-
|ican convention over the nomina-
tioa for the head f the ticket, all
Uamaon\l, of whs ever class, con-
dition or opinion o herwise, seem to
agrie upon one msa: as their choice
for the gubernat)rial nomination,
He will make no effort to obtain
the nomination, is not desirous o
it, but it is presan ad will not de-
oline it, He will o0 into the cam-
paign with the pre uge of unusual
if nost unprecedents | popularity and
political succees. Ten years ago,
tuough the state was then heavily
Republican, he 'was elected At-
torney+General, ap | in 1900 he wa-

The Greeks crop but balf their
tillable land insny one year, the,
other half going fallow,

T

Oregon people ars entitled to the
proteciion of Oregon forests during
the dry season. The rangers should
not be replaced by eastern dudes
who do not konow a fir tree from a
pack saddle.

L —

Portland hung Wsde and Dalton

|just two wonths au i ten days after

they murdered James Morrow
They were trampe. Other as cold-
blooded murderers with money and
friends have gone free in the Ore-
gon metropolia.

Many people pronounce the
President’s name wrongfally—that
is the way it 15 spelt, the first
syllable like **Ruose.” [t should be
like **Rose”—Ro-e=~c--velt, The
President, himeelf, is autbority for

this pronoununciation,
e

The new British rmv uniform is

glested Prosecuting Attorney of ‘h,iaomawhut similar to the German,

district, which wa Republican on | 820 the new postags stamps in color

National issues, by 5000 majority of ! and

the vetes cast in ‘his county, It
1s quite natural, th:refore, especial-
ly s.oce the duties of his present
olfice bave baen faitatally performed
that the Domoecrats should unani-
mously tura to Mr Chambarlain as
their nomioee and oaly hope nex.
June, Whether (here is any
reasonable ground lor such a hope
¢in be better judged after the con-
ventions bave bee:. held. A large

number of Republicans have voled |

for Mr Chamberliin before, and

m.ght do 80 again, sspecially if the |

design. Toereat patriotic
Eungiishmen who do not like the
ile« of becoming = tail to the Ger-

'man kite passionatcly declaim,

Te——————

Dualuth, at the extreme west
poiot of Lake Superior, the western-
most of Lthe "Great Lakes,” gets
hard weatber. When a Swede was
asked about Duluth climate he re-
plied that ""Dulute, Mynnasots, has
nine months of vinter, and thres
months of fummer late in the fall.,”

Nearly every town in the state

fuctional feud reac ed the vendetia | makes monthly eol'cctions on Mou=

stage, .
|

| would

COUNT TOLSTOI 5 SUCCESSOR.
The young L i2:ian povelist,
Maxime Gorsky, is causing the rep= |
reseatatives of th: czar no little|
concern. The hisiry of Gorsky is’
most romsntic. ke was born in
1868, the sou of a j.oor upholsterer,
snd lost both fatiier and mother
while yet a child. He became as-
eistant to a merch nical draughts-|
man, garden laborr and turnspit |
ona river steame . It happenedl
that the stesmer i cook was a
bookish person, and from him |
Gorsky imbibed Lis first literary
impulse.

Later his misery was go extreme, |

almost a8 & commo 1 tramp, that Le
attempted euicide He tried for
the army, but +as rejected as
physically anfit, A\t last he fouad
a patron who mad: him his secre-
tary. He had traveled from
Bessarabia to Tifl 4, suffering un-
heard of privations and consorting
with the moet un ortunate of the
earth,

At this time he was putting big
sorrows and his d.ep knowledge ol
the woes of his native people into
gems of literature. Theese rapidly,
won the public heart, and have
mude him the most dreaded in-
fluence with which official Russia
has to contend.

HANGING DEMORALIZATION.

The Oregonian makes no mistake
when it says “‘executions should be

couducted at the state peniten-

|day when the first day of the month

talle on Satarday, as today., Lt
public con-
peo le would
adopt tha rale, Toey usually bave
to finigh the work Mooday, go all
the work might ss well be done
then.

he mu:zhn )

venienve if BEogene

Professor Pearson of the North-
western University. Cnicago, who
was responsible for such a ferore
through pointing out Biblical in-
consistencies eays he believes ‘‘in
Chriet, in prayer, «nd the power of
the Holy Ghoet,” Yet that is not
enough and he will have to go.
The world mover, even though
Galileo was forced 1o recant.

ALWAYS THAT WAY.

“What’s the nature of your
hueband’s disposition?” asked the
judge of the complainant.

“Well,” eaid the unfortunate
woman ‘when he's druok he's”-—

“Bat,” interrop cd the judge, “1
mesu when he's goter,”

“I don’t know,” she slowly re
plied.—Sun,

LOVE LAUGHS AT DOGS ALSO.

Tue Damser—Oh, Harrold! I've
been so frightened tor you. Papa
has bought a great big savage bull-
dog, and

Tue Swamn—That's all rignt,
darliog. I've bou:ht a dog, too.
He will endeavor to keep your
father’s dog busy while you and 1
gaunter down to the parsonage,

AFTER THE PROPOSAL.

—

He—Do you think your mother
will be surprised?

tiarg.” They are demoralizing. | SHE=—Yes, inded. She was eay-

many monthe ago when even
women and shildren loitared abou
the inclosure whers a human life
was being taken—murder itself, in'
a degree, even though accomplisheu
through a forw of law. We opine
there were lew h.mes in Eugene
whers the particuls ra of that fatefnl
scene were not digc 12sed that night.

Take hangings to the penitentiary
—iuywhere to st them away
from the commur tics where the
murder, the trial, (he sentence, the
preparations for hangiog, all h"i
been disoussed in the family ocirole |
on the streets, in the newspapers,
until the public nerve is tense with
excilement, While the world is
better off withou: the criminsls,
theyjharm pablic welfare even 1o
their  last fateful moments. Get
them out of public mind as much
¢s poesible! Hang them at the

penitentiary!

Lane t L | ing only thie afternoon that she
ey e i gyl | didu’t believe you’d ever get ap the

courage to propose.—Judge.

THE BOY KNEW BETTER.

PrexoLogist—Boy, you
aremarkable memory.

Boy—Please, eir, write itonna
alip of paper for me not to forget
it,—Fun,

IN TIME OF NEED.

have

Browx—-You never koow the
worth of a wile until some great
trouble befalls you.

Merritr—Yes 11" no nice to lay

the blame on her —Tit Bits,
—

BY COMPARISON.

Fortland Telegram.
It i3 suspeat + ! tusi the preacher
who said Manila # & moral aity
had lived in meaitlc before he went

| mcross the Pacific.
|

... JAUGHTER

Pretty Maribel Weize leaned against
the stile by the lodge, a smile playing
about her Cupld bow mouth, whereon
the kiss of Captain Lurt of the dra-
goons was responsible for the charm-
ing blush which framed so sweet a
pmlle,

Brier-Bonnat shambled along the
bedged and tree arched highway,

When he reached the lodge gate, he
dellberately sat upon the fender rock.

“Why, Brier,” exclalmed Maribel,
turning quickly to return to the lodge,
“where did you come from "’

“From home, Maribel, and a-purpose
to see ye,” soberly replied the simpls
farmer, “I've heard ye have been re-
celving attentions from a soldler.,”

Maribel laughed merrily and blushed.

“Ye bas a gullty lock, Maribel, and
I fear what I hear be true. But ye
must not eucourage those chaps, Mari-
bel, for ye know ye are promised to
me,"

“I am promised to you, Brier? Why,
you must be mad! And when, pray,
gave I such a promise?

“It was not ye, Maribel, as gave the
promlise, It was yer father told me ye
should be mine,”

“Look to my father, then, to fulfll
the promise!” exclaimed the quick tem-
pered Maribel, casting a glance where
the dust had risen, then turning and
walking quickly up the avenue toward
the lodge.

Brier-Bonnat looked puszzledly after
ber, but he neither called her back nor
manlifested ehagrin, :

He dragged his corduroy cap from
his glossy, black head and twirled it in
his band, bis eyes fized on the turf re-
flectively, until Herr Welze came along
homeward from the village.

“What do ye here, Brier?” called out
the jolly gamekeeper.

“8it a minute, Herr Welze,"” ecalled
out DBrier, stralghtening up. “Did ye
not tell me I should have Maribel for
me wife?"”

“1 did. Why?

“An hour ago I came up the read
from the place %o pass an hour with
Maribel, As I turned the bend of the
road beyond I saw the girl and a sol-
dler'—

“Captain Lurt?*

“The same. [ stopped just beyond
the stile to wait for them to separate.
[ beard the soldler ask Maribel to be
his wife. Bhe gave him her promise,
and, Herr Welze, they sealed It with a
kiss, Now, Herr Weize, never has
Maribel honored me with a kiss"—

“And ye saw this, Brier?’

“With me own eyea”

The sturdy, gray bearded gamekeep-
er strode up the graveled avenue to-
ward his lodge.

Brier shambled off down the road.

It was a stormy Interview that took
place between the father and daughter.
The motherless girl pleaded bher love
for the dragoon.

Her stern fatber swore she should
wed In her rank and that his wish was
that she becowe the wife of Brier-Bon-
nat.

The same blood flowed In their velns.
Thelr quarrel Increased until the dark
browed parent, goaded by disobedience
and love's obstinacy, threw open his
door and bade his high spirited child
leave his sight forever.

. - . L ] L] . L

*“Yes, here was the very apot. Do you
remember, dear?’

“As If It were yesterday. Come here,
Myrtle, 1 want to show you some-
thing."

A tall, beautiful young woman ap-
proached the gray mustached, florid,
portly man, upon whose arms leaned
the gracious, well preserved lady who
made ths first remark and who was
regarding an old broken down gate
with pecullar interest.

“Myrtle,” sald the gentleman, “it was
at this very spot that mamma promised
to be mine.”

He looked into the bright eyes of his
dauvghter as he added:

“Just here we sealed our troth with &
kisa."

Then he took the face of the content-
ed looking lady In his gloved hands
and said:

“And mother doesn’t regret that first
kiss, does she?™

The regponse was not in words.

“What were you then, papa? asked
the girl

“A captaln, my child”™

“And you, mamma 7’

“A gamekeeper's motherless daugh-
ter, Myrtle. This is the first time 1
bave been here since your grandfather
drove me from home because I was In
love with your father.”

“Where is grandpa, mamma ™

“Yea. Yonder in the trees was our
“Who s the gamekeeper now, mAD-
malt

*“There is none, my child. The estats
bas been closed years mince. Let us
walk op under the old trees, and I'll
show you where your mother's child-
hood days were passed.”

In the doorway stood an old man.
The lady looked at him steadily for &
moment and then gave a little gasp.
The general lifted Lis hat In respouse
to the salutation of the beggarly look-
lng fellow,

“You live bhere, my good man? he

0‘ TV
Al
Wlhen John Dering dled, he left three
daugliters to comfort his bereaved
spouse, Ambella. The eldest was tall
aud siarely, with a rfull, well develop
ed form, large, bandsome features,
black eyes and coarse hlack curls,

Sbe was the rullng spirit In the Der
fug bousehold. Passlonate and proud,
shie made, as she lherself expressed it
“everybody stand around.”

Lavinia, the seeond danghter, was
tall and fleshy, with a plump face,
sleepy blne eyes and Hght brown hale
Blic was the very opposite of Arabella.
The latter was quick In her move-
ments, with a llvely temperament,
while Lavinia was lazy and languid

Drusa, or Little Drusa, as she was
generilly called, reserbled neither of

her sisters. She was small and slight,
but very grageful, with a complexion
as dellcately tinted as the heart of a

shell, exnuisitely chiseled  features,
great bronze brown eyes, aAbove which
was a broad, white forebead, shaded
by silken eurl:, the hollows of whose
ripples seemed dark, while the crests
shone | burnished guld

One doy she was startled by a foot-
step, and, hastily leoking up, she saw
Carl Ruthiven, Ler sister’'s musie teach-

er. Lle weps only thirty-two, hand-
some, talented, with a name well
kuown [n all the select musle clrelea

In New York eity. He had come into
the country village to spend the sum-

spenk was getting up a concert in be
half of a church: which needed repalir
Ing.

Arabella and Lavinla were to take
part in the concert, and he had kindly
undertaken to train them. He was on
his way to the house when, passing

through the woods, Drusa’s melodions
lay fell on his ear,

He had heard many eelebrated sing-
ers, but vever before bad he heard
such a vol rich, deep, clear.

“Excuse me, miss"” he sald, with a

courtly bow—"excuse me for startling
you; but, really, T heard you singing,
and"—

The sentence was ended with an ad-
miring look,

Then he continued:

Wil you pardon my rudeness If 1
ask you If you ever took lessons In vo-
cal musle?’

“Qh, no, sir!” stammered Drusa, *“1
have only enught up the exercises that
Arabella—that my sisters practice.”

“Would you permit me to give you
some Instruction by way of preparing
you to sing at the church concert?”

Drusa looked frightened,

“17 1, sir? Why, -1 hardly think
the rest would Hke 1"

“Why not?' bluntly.

Bhe looked down and sald simply:

“I'm only Drusa, you know.”

“Well, one thing 18 certaln, and that
I# that ‘only Drusa’ has a wonderful
volee," he sald, with a smile, “And
she will not do right If she doea not
cultlvate the beautiful talent the good
God has given her”

The night of the concert came. All
Brookslde was golng, and consequent-
Iy the hall was crowded,

Arnbella wag supposed to be the best
performer and was reserved for the
last. Solos and duets were over, and
then Lavinia, arrayed in her blue silk,
came forward,

8he was exelted and nervous — fal-
tered and finally broke down.

Much annoyed at her sister's faflure,
Arabelln determined to do her best
and, gorgeous in her maize silk, came
forward and sang her operatie alr In
a loud, clear volee. Not a whit embar-
rasscd was this young Iady. She was
loudly applauded.

“I'm mo glad that 1 was last, for 1
know I did the best,” she whispered to
the weeping Lavinia. “Did you see
how devoted Mr. Ruthven looked when
he handed me my bouquet? 1 know
Lhe'll propose tomorrow. Yes, I'm aw-
fully glad that I was the last singer.
I'm sure I made an impression, for I—
why, iy goodness! Who Is that? look-
fog toward the stage.

For just then Carl Ruthven appeared,
looking proud and happy, leading Dru-
L1
And standing there, with her little
hands simply folded before her, she
held the great audlence spellbound by
the maglc of her matchless volee, which
rang out clear as a sllver hell or trilled
like & bird woaring to the heaveus

The song end=], With a graceful bow
the singer disappeared belilnd the cur-
taln. Then, with a universal sigh, the
audience recovered Itself, and. oh, what
applause!

Again and again she was encored. It
waie enough to turn the head of an old-
er person, but Drusa was just as simple
and childiike as ever.

As for Mrs. Dering and her two elder
daughters, they were overcome with
astonlshment, but were obljged to ae-
knowledge the superiority of Drusa's
wondrous volee ~New York News.

When Knowledge Is Valuahle.

The faculty of bhaving one's mind
plgeonboled Is of great value, Bome
people have thelr mental bLookcmses
and storerooms plled op with a mass
of materinl, all valuable perhaps in
its way, but jumbled up and piled to-
gether so that when any one thing Is
wanuted It Is not to be bad without
overhaullng ten times as much other
material, which, however valuable It
may be In ltsclf, has no particular uee

asked,

The ol man bowed his head.

The general tossed him a plece of
money as the party walked away. |

The old man leaned agalnst the door | r

frame anfl watehed them untll they
left the avenue by the gate,
The coln lay unhesded at hin feet,
Tears stoad In the heavy eyes of |
Brier-Bonpat as he Luskily whispered:

“Her father promised ber to we"

| at the moment of search. Other peo
ple ean Iny thelr mental hands on any
particular fact or fancy at a moment's
tice and ean keep on pulling oot
otha facie and fancies of the saime
g il they have told
or Touud all they know, There Is such
A thing as an emba:rassment of richies

mer and at the time of which we |

LITLL2 DRUSK A Norwegian Legend T ORABNOFTHE JR

There lived in Norway years Ago A
woodeutter named Swaln, He wooed
Norna, the daughter of old Petersen,
the tallor. Noroa's heart had gone out
to Rolf Augentoll, a fisherman. The
woodcutter was well to do; the fisher-
man was poor. Therefore Petersen fa-
vored the former.

Swaln scoffed at the good monks of
Bt. Francis who sang the mass n
Dronthelm's towers and cursed them
all for a lazy pack of shaven fools.

According to the folklore of the north,
In every tree within the wood there
dwelt a guardlan spirit, and the Gnl-
pen, a shadowy glant, was the king of
them all,

Not one of the woodmen, with the ex-
teption of Swain, dared to venture into
the wood to chop without having hils

ax duly sprinkled with drops of holy |

water and the slgn of the cross made
on It, so that the evil power of the
wood apirits would be set at naught.
The evil day that Norna had foreseen
came ot last. The old tallor came home

one evening and lnformed her that he |

had settled her fate at last by solemnly
pledging her In marriage with Swaln,
and in token of the thing he and Swaln
had set thelr thumbs together in the
presence of witnesses.

The girl was too full of grief for
| words. She could not speak, but only
sat In the corner and moaned, while
old Petersen retired to rest, congratu-
lating himself that the affalr was set-
| tled so easily.

Noruna walted until the old man dozed
off In slumber, and then she bhurrled out
Into the alr,

‘ The moon was shining bright, and the
great trees were nodding llke so many
buge plumes.

Norna hurrled Into the forest, anxious
to find some lonely spot where she
might weep her sad bosom empty.

) Beneath a buge tree, upon a little
| mossy mound, she sank, and the tears,
|falling freely, glistened In the dlm

lght llke 8o mamy great diamonds,

“Oh, spirits of the wood,” she erled,
“eome and save we from this terrible
mounster, who, with his hateful love,
wishes to chop down my life as with
his sharp ax he destroys your dwelling
places!”

And then, as If {n answer to the
girl's prayer, all the leaves began to
rustle, but all In time and tune, wak-
Ing & most strange but beautiful muale.

Norna listened In wonder,

Her lnvocation to the wood splirits
had been but the agonlzing ery of a
breaking heart, not spoken with
thought of an answer.

A thip, shadowy vapor was gather-
Ing under the huge branches of the
oak.

A vaporllke form advanced toward
the girl, and as It came nearer Norna
saw that there was indeed a buman
ferm In the center and that what she
had taken to be vapor was but a sort
of a fleecy cloak falllng from the
shoulders of the figure,

“De not fear,” sald the strange form,
human shaped, but a glant in size and
oddly clad in a robe of oak leaves curi-
ously woven together. “1 am the Gnl-
pen, the king of all the woodland splir-
its. Malden, what Is it that you wish?"

Briefly Norna related the terrible
fate that was to be forced upon her.

Then Gnlpen mused for awhile,

“l know the woodcutter well" he
sald at last. “Many of my flue trees
have fallen beneath his ax, and often
have I hovered In the woodland near,
hoping that by some rash word power
would be given me to punish this
wretch. He fears neither the power
of the Master's slgn nor the vengeance
of the wood spirits, but his own rash-
ness may lead to bis undolng. Beek
him in the morning, and dare him to
fell the old oak known as the Gnipen
tree. If he attempts it, perchance you
wmay be freed.”

And then the wonderful spirit faded
away as rapldly as be had appeared.

In the morning Norna used her wo-
man’s wits so well that Swaln set out
to fell the Gnipen tree.

The first blow that the woodman
gave the ax rebounded out of his band
and fell a dozen puaces off.

“I wish the devil was here to take
that ax!” Swaln cried In anger, ad-
vancing to pick up the tool.

Then through the wood came a Fran-
elscan monk, all hooded and sandaled,
and Swaln mocked at the holy man.

“Oh, lazy elf, lay aside thy frock and
toll with me.”

“My arm Is not weak, though I wear
frock,” the monk replled, “and I trow 1
can fell that tree ns well as thee"”

“If you fell that tree this day, may
the gray Gnipen take thy soul to the
flames below!” Swaln loudly cried,

Up caught the monk the ax and, with
a single blow, leveled the oak; then,
rising to a form gigantic, sank with
the wicked Bwaln to the flames the
woodman had spoken of, for the gray
monk was the wood spirit in disgulse.

Norna married the fisherman and
never forgot at the evening hour to say
s prayer for the salvation of the gray
Gulpen.

The Term Yankee.

There are many different storles an
to the origin of the term Yankee. That
I which s most generally accepted, how-
| ever, Is that It came from the Indian
| attempt to pronounce the word English
(or the French equivalent, Anglals.
| This explanation would put the origin

of the word Yankee at a date lo the
| early English settlement of the Atlan-
tie coast of this country. Another the-
ory Is that It was a cant word In east-
ern Massachusetts nearly 200 years
ago which meant very fine, as a “Yan-
kee good cow,” a “Yankee good gun,”
ete. The designation Is usually ap-
plled to residents of New England.
Immediately before and during the
civil war It was bheld to mean a citizen

BY M QUAD.

[Copyright, 1801, by O. B. Lewis)

We had been sworn in—twelve good
men and true—to try the case of the
State versus Thomas Nash., It was a
murder case that exclted wuch loter
est, and as the defendant was a fairly
wealthy man and had employed eml-
pent counsel it was expected that It
would be a hard fought case. No two
men on the Jury knew each other be
fore we took our places in the box, but
the newspapers were pleased to say
that the panel was much above the or-
dinary In polot of intelligence. As It
was my first tline on a Jury | was rath-
er curious, and It was & day or two be-
fore I bad sized up my fellow jurors to
my satisfaction. 1 was satlsfled with
all of them except Davison, the fore
man, and just why 1 was dissatisflad
with him [ could not explain. He was
i A real estate agent, stood high o the
|snn'.u:uu'|r3' as an honest, respectable
| eltizen, and my 1dea that he would not
give the accused a falr show seemed
absurd., When Nash was arralgoed, |
thought the two men exchanged a swift
l_ glanceand that both tightened thelrlips
and a gleam of hate came to thelr eyes,
but 1 dismlssed the idea as nonsense,

The case agalnst Nash was almost
clreumstantial, e was a bachelor and
a man about town, and It was known
that he vislted a certaln woman who
had once achileved quite a reputation
as An actress, One worning this wom-
an was found dead in her bed, she hav-
Ing been strangled. Bhe occupled an
apartment, and the janitor had seen
Nash leave the place at midnight. The
people In the adjoining apartment had
heard angry words and  recognized
Nash's volee. Nash had entered his
hotel at midnight in a rather exclted
state and when first questioned about
the murder had told conflieting stories.

There was no doubt in the minds of the
detectivea and the reporters that he
was gullty, He was a fealous, het-
headed man, and the woman had done
something to arouse him to despera
tlon. When the state had closed Its

case, 1 was ready to vote “gnilty.” The
Jurymen are always instructed by the
Judge not to talk of a case among
themselves until they reached the jury
rooin for a final decision, but neverthe-
less each Juror has a pretty fair \dea of
how the panel stands at almost any
stage of the game. lu our case when &
good polnt was made In favor of elther
side 1t was passed along In a whisper,
I sat next to the foreman, and from the
first to last In a trinl lasting fourteen
days I knew that he was Inlmleal to
the accused. All other jurors knew It
as well, and | won't say it dldn't have
conslderable Influence when we came
to take a ballot,

Nash made a wretched gshowing, and
the trial was spun out by legal squab-
bling. I don't belleve there were threb
people In the courtroom who belleved
him Innocent, When the case finally
closed, my conscience would not have
permitted any other vote but “gullty.”
Flve minutes after we were sent out by
the Judge we took a ballot, There were
eight slips marked “gullty” and four
bLlanks., There are always jurors who
walt for the majority before commit
ting themselves, After the ballot had
been taken Davison asked If there was
any polnt in the ease not made clear,
but no one sought for further Informa-
tlon, Then he sald, and 1 thought he
sald It with suppressed satlsfaction:

“Gentlemen, there Is no doubt as to
the result of the opext ballot. Nash Is
guilty without the shadow of a doubt,
and such will be our verdiet. For de-
cency's sake, however, we must use up
at least an bour's thme,"

We had been sent out at 8 o'clock In
the afternocon. After the ballot we
smoked and tatked and killed time for
an hour. During the last fifteen mino-
utes of this hour I was talking with
the foremnan on o matter guite outside
of the case, but somehow as 1 studied
his face It geemed to me that he was
exultant over the fate of the prisoner,
I was golng to vote for “gullty,” but
yet 1 pitled the man. As we contlnued
talking I happened to notice what blg
hands and strong fingers the foreman
had, and I found myself saying that he
would mnke short work of a man If
those fingers once got a grip on the
throat. Soon after 4 he rapped for or-
der and sald that he would tnke anoth-
er ballot. The slips were prepared, and
on each of the twelve was the fatal
word, Word was about 1o be sent to
the court that we had agreed, and
there was a gleam of trigmph in the
foreman's eves, when he suddenly rals-
ed his hand to his heart, turned white
as death and sank down In a chalr. We
gave him water and worked over him
for a few minutes and were about to
send for a doctor when he rallied and
sald:

to me. It's a case of heart fallure, and
it's bound to take me off. We Lave just
convicted Nasb of murder, but I want
to tell you that he Is lonocent. | am
the gullty man™

“He's out of his mind! eried three
or four In chorus.

“My mind was never clearer,” he ab-
swered. “l ealled on the woman after
Nash left. No one saw me as | entered,
and after I had cloked her to death I
left by t.o rear fire eseape. | broke one
of the ruu s of the iron ladder in de
scending. liofore God 1 am the gullty
man. I hate! Nash and admired the
woman and would have seen him go to
the gallows without & word. Call the
clerk and bhave him take-take down™ -

But It was too late. He die] Lefore
| he could finish the sentence. llis con-
| fession had been made to eleven mon,
however, and that was more than suM
clent to clear Nash, who had been tuld
by his Inwyers that he would certainly
be convicted. He left the courtroon A
free man, and others left It with white

fn one’s mental treasury as well a8 In | .0 ¢tpe porthern states as distingulsbed | taces and ‘whispered to each other of

matters material

from a southerner.

i the judgment of God.

“Do not send for any one, but lsten.
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