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THE PRISONER’S STOBY

HOW THE OPINION OF THE COURT
CHANGED WHEN IT HEARD IT,

And the Judge Riddled the Portrait of the
“Popular Preacher” with Bullets—The

Sad Story of a Ruined Family and a
Father’s Desperate Act.

A few winters since, while travelling in
the South, I found myself one afternoon in
a httle village, the country seat of--
county, Virginia. Learning that the court
was then in sitting, and that a murder case
was on the docket for the next day, I
decided to remain in town and attend the
trial. On the following morning I made
my way to the Court House, and early
though it was, found the room well filled.

I managed to find a seat beside an old
gentleman, who gave me the history of the
case to be tried.

About a year before, a stranger of very

and , had come
He gave his name as the
Rev. A. L. Holt, and showed letters of
r dation from pr t pastors
throughout the State. There was but one
church in the place, a union society, and
being at the time without a pastor the
stranger was invited to preach one Sunday-
As the result of that one sermon he was
engaged as the permanent pastor of the
church not only as a preacher but asa
social lion.

He literally took the quiet, aristocratic
village by storm. The little chapel soon
became too small to accommodate those
who came to hear this wonderful man
preacher; and so the Court House was
opened for the meetings, and every Sun-
day was filled to overflowing. Men sat
in the windows, or perched on the trees
that they might see and hear.

One Sabbath morning, about two months
before the story opens, the pastor had
taken for his text the words, “‘Be sure
your sin will find you out.” When the
services were about half through, an old
man was seen climbing through the window
just back of the speaker. As the house,
as well as all of the windows were filled,
nothing was thought of the matter until,
suddenly, there was a report of a revolver,
and a cloud of blue smoke was seen rising
above the desk.

As the smoke cleared away the preacher
was seen lying on the fioor, with the old
man standing over him. For a moment
the throng seemed stunned, and then a
tempest of rage and wrath burst forth.
The murderer was seized by the sheriff
who with much difficulty, finally managed
to get him from the angry crowd, into a
cell.

Scarcely had the old gentleman finished
his story, when the court was summoned
and soon after the prisoner was brought in.
He seemed to be a man of about 65 years,
tall, and of commanding appearance. The
two months in jail had not broken his spirit
and he stood at the bar with head erect.

After some delay, a jury was empaneled,
and as I looked' at the hard, set faces in
the jury box, I could not repress a fecling
of pity for the poor old man, murderer
though he might be.

On the wall behind the judge, just above
the window, was a large picture of the
murdered man ; a handsome face ; one over
which a woman might rave and yet be for-

w the plnce.

given.

Yet with all its beauty, there was some-

thing in that face that ‘puzzled me. As
the old man lifted his eyes to it. I saw
such a look of joy and triumph as never
before or since have I seen on human
countenance.
' The prisoner had refused the services of
the lawyer furnished him by the State.
The clerk read the indictment, and the
Court asked the usual question. ** What
say you to the indictment found against
you, are you guilty, or not guilty ?’

« T am guilty,” answered the old man,
«1.shot the feller and killed him too. Yer
needn’t have any trial, for I done it fast
enough. Yer can hang me, for yours i8
the power to kill, and these here good
folks want to see the man what shot their
parson strung up. DBut before you pass
the sentence ; I want to tell yer something
of my story, I don't expect yer will believe
it, and I don’t care if yer don’t. T aint
asking for no mercy ; I don't want none of
it. I want to hang, for I am guilty, and
the quicker I get out of this world the bet-
ter for all. My home was in Connecticut,
I was born and raised there. I'm a wheel-
wright and have worked like a trooper all
my life, till I found, at last, that I'd got
something laid by. I had a wife, who was
one of God's own angels; an I had a boy
an gal; twins they was, and we was the
happiest family on the earth. Heaven
kinder seemed to smile on us, and the
future looked bright. So things went on
till the children got most growed up. Nell
was the prettiest gal in all the town, an
‘twould bother you to find a smarter boy
than Joe.

“By this time a young feller by the
name of Frost come to teach our school,
a nice, likely looking man he was too.
After he had been in town a week or so,
he come into the shop one night and ask-
ed me if I would board him, for he didn’t
like the place where he was.

«8o I took him in, and from the first, he
an’ Joe was the best of friends, an’ after a
bit, he begun to shine up to Nellie a little.
1 didn’t make no objections, for he seemed
like a purty good feller, and I seed that

Ontsnormr.glong mthelpnng, Frost
didn’t come to breakfast, but as he often
went out for a walk early in the morning,
I didn't think nothing of it, ’till wile come
in looking kinder white around the gills,
and with a piece of paper in her hand.
Wal, the gist of the matter was, Frost had
so bamboozled my little gal that he had
got her to run off with him. I knew
‘twouldn’t do no good to try to follow
them. They would come back again
pretty soon, and everything would be all
right; but the spring turned fall and they
didn’t come and I began to get worried,
and ma began to fade and droop like.
“Long in the fall, I wanted to use some
money, so [ went to L——to draw out of
the bank, but the cashier told me that I |
hadn’t none there. Said that Frost had |
brought an order from me asking for the |
whole deposit, and as I had sent money by |
him afore, they thought ‘twas all right. 1|
didn’t say nothing to home ’bout the thing, |
but I kept up a pile of thinking all the |
time. One night in the next spring, while |
working in the shop. I seed a white face at |
the winder and opening the door quick I |
caught my Nellie in my arms, but she |
didn’t look no more like my little gal than |
nothing.
«Wal, ’twas the same old story you
have heard agin and agin. There had been
a fraud marriage ceremony, and when he
got tired of her, he told her she warnt no
wife of his, and had turned her off, an
she came back to her old father and
mother. Afore long her baby was born,
but it didn’t live more than a day or two;
and we buried them ‘together, my Nellie
and her baby.
Joe he vowed he'd shoot Frost the first
time he sced him. 'Bout a week after
Nellie was buried, Joe he went to L
and long late in the evening I heard the
horse come running inter the yard. I went
out ter see if anything was the trouble,and
there my Joe lay on the bottom of the
wagon with a bullet hole in his breast. He
just whispered ‘‘Frost” ’an was gone.
When I got him inter the house and his
mother seed that he was dead,she jest gave
one groan and fell on the floor and was
gone too. I put the police on the track of
the devil what did it all, but they didn’t
'mount to much, and I got so wild that I
couldn’t stand it any longer, and so I
started out after the man myselt.  After a
long time I got a little track of him and
followed him for more than a year, and
then Ilost all trace again. ’Bout two
months ago, 1 was going through this place
one Sunday morning when I seed the crowd
round this house. I couldn’t get nigh the
door, and I found all the winders was all
full, till I got round back and seed one
empty.
+1 got up under it when I heerd the fel-
low T was looking for, say, ‘Be sure yer sin
will find yer out, and I climbed up and
shot him. That's the whole on it. My
work is done. I'ain’t got nothin’ter live
fer. 1 want ter die. Hang me after the
sun goes down. I've broke the law ; make
me suffer fer it.”
It is impossible to give the reader any.
adequate idea of the old man’s story; t
be appreciated it must have been listened
to. And through the recital, the tears ran
down his cheeks, his huge frame shook from
the tempest within; his tones were now
plaintive, as he spoke of his loved ones, and
now strong and full of wrath as he de-
nounced the wretch that had ruined his
once happy home.
My own eyes were wet, and I was not
ashamed that they were. I looked at the
jury, their faces too. were wet. I looked
around the room; not a dry eye could I
see. The judge fising, drew from his
pocket a revolver, and turning toward the
picture on the wall, riddled it with bullets.
A mighty cheer went up from the throng,
then turning to the jury, the judge asked
for a verdict, In an instant came the an-
swer, “*Not guilty.”

The following summer I was riding past
a cemetery, just out of a village in Con-
necticut. Lying face downward, between
two graves was the form of a man. Passing
the same way later in the day, Isaw the
man still lying between the graves. Hitch-
ing my horse, I went into the yard and
spoke to the man, but received no answer.
Turning him over, I sprang back in sur-
prise, for I recognized the man I had seen
on trial for his life the winter before.

Wandering back to his old home, his
work all done, he had dropped down be-
tween the graves of his wife and child and
had falling asleep; that long, deep  sleep
which no mortal voice can disturb and no
human power unlock. Was he guilty of
murder P— Portland Transcript.

Inquire of the Capitalist.

Architect (displaying the plans)—Here
is the front elevation, with the outside
window' and circular gallery; thisis the
east elevation, showing oriel tower.

Teddy (enormously interested in the new
house)—And where are the two mortgages
pa said he was going to put on P—Munsey's
Weekly.

A Surprise.
Wife (to husband who has been absent
during the night)—I am ever so glad you
left your pistol with me, darling. A burg-
lar was here last night and I surprised him.
Husband—You brave littlc woman! Did
you shoot him P
“No, I threw it at him,"—Detroit Free
Press.

DIRECTING THE WORK.

SUPT. ARTHUR M. MAGEE OF THE
LIVE STOCK DEPARTMENT,
[

He has had Considerable Experience and
will be the Right Man in the Place—The
Horse Races apt to Keep him Busy—
Looking after the

Mr. Arthur M. Magee, the secretary ot
the agricultural society, has had his hands
full lately superintending the work at
Moosepath and making ready for the com-
ing of exhibits.

His appointment was a late one—almost |

a small way, he has had something to do
with them, since he has been secretary of
He has a first-class director in the presi-
dent of the society, and the chai ot

mhdyho-mmblnm

And equally bright blue eyes has she;
But she has forgotten the gems she wore,
They’re left in the jewel case on the shore.
And this to bear is especially hard
Because from W. TREMAIXE GARD

the live stock committee, Mr. J. M. John-
son, who has given much time to the work.
In fact as great harmony reigns here as
in all other departments of the work of the
exhibition, every person directing his best
efforts to one end, its success.

One of the attractions that Mr. Magee
will have to look after is the horse races,
which take two days of the time allowed

G

SUPERINTENDENT /

ARTHUR M. MAGEE.

too late for ProGREss to include him in
the lists of officials—and he has had no
time to lose since.

Mr. Magee should know something about
the live stock of an exhibition, because, in I

for the live stock show. The prospects
are that they will be as good as any held
here for along time. If they are it will
be a further cause for the appreciation of

the people. -

FOR MEN

)

wW. J. FRASER.

EXHIBITION SALE

ANy Py

FINE READY-MADE CLOTHING

AND BOYS.

Sells at lower prices than any other house.

Buys md lellu for cash, and cash only. Thus being
e to sell chenper than those who must
provlde for bad debts.

o0 ok through my immense stock before purchasing e!
In looking for Clothing, look

WM. J. K

Nell sot a heap of store by him.

8
The Union City Hotel—See Advt.

Almost everybody during Exibition week will think of buying Clol,hmg-—eome for themselves, some for
others, and some for children and friends left at home. The qi

WHERE SHALL I BUY?

The Royal Clothing Stor e,

47 KING STREET, ONE DOOR ABOVE THE ROYAL HOTEL,

HAS THE FOLLOWING ADVANTAGES:

itself is

which ily p

Does the largest business and carries no old stock.
Keeps bé far the la; t and most complete stock of
thing in New Brunswick,thus giving you
the best variety from which to select.

The aboye are only a few of the many reasons, why that in making your purchases you should call and

lsewhere.
for Fraser’s.

RASER'S,

ROYAL CLOTHING STORE.

They were bought, and but for this slip
She’d have made a conquest on the ship.

A SPLENDID ASSORTNMENT OF

WATCHES, JEWELRY and FINE
G00DS

Pertaining to the trade, in newest patterns, just opening
and are offered at the very

LOWEST PRICES FOR CASH.

Call and se¢ them at

- W. TREMAINE GARDS,
GOLDSMITH AND JEWELLER,

UNDER VICTORIA HOTEL,

No. 81 King Street, St. John, N. B.

COWAN, ELLIS & CO.
Wholesale Hardware,

37 DOCK 8T., and 30 NELSON s1-

Stock now complete in the following lines :

SHELF AND BUILDERS’

HARDWARE.

Cutlery, Sporting Goods,
Guns. Powder, Shot, Caps,
Cartridges, Acme Skates—
plain, polished and nickle-
plated.
Lanterns, newest designs.
Stamped and pieced Tin-
ware, Gianite Iicnware.
Gurney & Ware’s celebrated
Scales.

Chain and Chain Traces,
Halters, Girtps.

Paints, Oils, Glass, Putty,
Sheathing Paper.

Celebrated Blinkhorn hand-

hammered Axes, which have

given such general satisfac-
tion.

37 DOCK STREET and 30 NELSON STREET,

SAINT JOHN, N. B.

SAINT JOHN INSTITUTE

ST A

Penmanshlp and Book-Keeping,

BERRYMAN'S HALL, - - 8A|NT JOHN, N. B.

—— BY MAIL, —

For the benefit of parties unable to attend our |Classes we

| are giving a complete course of instruction in

PLAIN WRITING,

Terms for the Course, 12 Lessons, $5.00.

Lessons may be ordered separately at 50 cents each. Send one
cent stamp for circular and specimen of writing. .

EVENING CLASSES

in Penmanship and Book-Keeping on MonpAy, WEDNESDAY, and
Fripay Evenings. For Terms, etc., address:

J. Ri CURRIE, PRINCIPAL,

| by mail.

T

NEW DOMINION

Paper Bag

BROWN & LEETCEH

PROPRIETORS.
Manufacturers of all kinds of

| PAPER BOXES,
TEA CADDIES,
PAPER BAGS,

Shipping Tags & Paper Specialties,
WRAPPING PAPERS,
TWINES

STATIONERY,
ENVELOPES, &C

INSPECTION INVITED.

Office and Steam Factory:
NORTH SIDE "KING SQUARE,

‘ST. JOHN, N. B.
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