ISSUED SEMI-WEEKIY.

TERMS----$2.00 A YEAR IN ADVANCE.
SINGLE COPY, FIVE CENTS.

) e T

L M, GRIST & SONS, Publishers. } 3 Jamily Jewspaper : or the Bromotion of the Political, Sorial, Jgricultural, and Gommencial Intgrests of the Peogle {

ESTABLISHED 1855.

YORKVILLE,

S. C., WEDNESDAY, APRIL 17, 1901.

NO. 31.

AN HUNBLE HERO.

BY THOMAS P. MONTFORT.

Copyright, 1901, by Thomas P. Montfort.

CHAPTER VIIL
A CRUEL AWAKENING.

What did it mean?

This was the question Sim Banks
asked himself as he sat there holding
that note in his hands, reading over
and over the few lines it contained.

. What could it mean, and who could
have written it?

Though Sim pondered these aques-
tions long, he was able to find no an-
swer to them. The whole affair was
wrapped In a thick and impenetrable
mystery which he could not solve. He
felt, however, that there must be some-
thing dark and unpleasant back of It
all, and a sensation of uneasiness took
possession of him. After his experi-
ences of that day, which had been a
day of events in his uneventful life, he
was In a state of mind to expect all
manner of curious and unaccountable
happenings.

Could it be possible that Louisa bad
an Important secret that she was keep-
ing hidden from him? Could it be pos-
sible that she and some man had form-
ed a friendship, or at least an acquaint-
anceship, the existence of which they
had guarded so well that he had never
even so much as suspected it?

That the author of the note was a
man he was assured from the first.
The strong, bold chirography and the
language of the note convinced him of
that. This much, and this much only,
was clear to him.

The thought that his wife and some
man should be linked together by a se-
cret which no one else must share
made hls heart sick. To his mind it

1 N

“ You will never know from me.”
smacked of a dangerous and unwar-
ranted intimacy, and it caused him to
surmise the possibility of unpleasant

things. For the first time in his life
he felt the bitter pangs of jealousy.

It did occur to him for a moment
that the note might have been written
by Melvin, which was very natural
considering all that had happened that
day and In view of the feet that Mel-
vin was the only strange man who had
been at Beckett's Mill for weeks. A
little reflection, however, decided him
that be would have to look further for
the author. Melvin was a total stran-
ger there, so what could Loulsa know
of him or his name?

Sim sald nothing to his wife that
night about the note, but the next
morning when they were seated at the
breakfast table he took the scrap of
paper from his pocket and handed it to
her, remarking quietly:

“Thar's sowethin 1 found last night,
Loueesy. an frow what 1 ean make out
it must be your'n.”

Loulsa reached out and took the note,
and as she glanced over it Sim was
watching ber. He saw the color mount
to her face, while her head drooped un-
til her eyes were fixed on her plate.
She remained silent, and after a mo-
ment’s wait he said:

“Loueesy, is that your'n®

There was a short pause. Then she
looked up. and Instead of answering
his question she asked:

“Where did you get it?”

“1 found it on the Hoor, where you'd
likely dropped It. 1s it your'n ) i

“Yes. It i3,”" she admitted besitating:
1y.

“Then what does it mean, an who is
it fromn? he demanded almost sternly.

“That 1 cannot tell you,” she answer-
ed In low tones,

“Why can't you

“RBecause 1 have no right to tell.,”

“No right to tell anything to your
pman, your own husband?”

eNot that. You L as well say no
motre about it."

Sim looked at his wife very hard for
almost a minute, his face rapidly chang-
ing color and a variety of thoughts
flasbing through bis mind.

“Loueesy,” Lie said at last, “that note
was wrote by a man, an 1 want to
know what it means. 1 have a right to
know."”

She flashed him a look full of resent-
ment.

“Whether you have a right to know
or not,” she replied, “you will never
know from me.”

“Why?”

“Because, as 1 bave already said, |
cannot tell you.”

sCan't tell me? Loueesy, what am 1
to think of such talk as that¥”

“You are to think what you please, |
presume.”

“But what can I think when you and
some man have a secret between you
that I ain't allowed to share?”

LA

“And what am I to think when you
and some woman have not only one se-
cret. but many secrets, between you
that I am not allowed to share?’

He looked at her in astonishment.

“Me an some woman have secrets!”
he repeated. *“What do you mean by
that?"

“I mean just what I say. Last night
was not so long ago that you should
forget what took place then.”

“I don't understand you. I've never
had a secret from you in all my life,
much less a secret between me an any
woman.”

“Are you so sure of that?”

N[ am'll

“Then you must have forgotten Mary
Mann.”

Sim's face flushed instantly, and bis
head drooped. He bad forgotten Mary
Mann, but now be remembered her, as
well as his meeting with her the night
before. It was the memory of that
meeting that made him blush, and be
blusbed, not for bimself, but for ber.

“And your meeting with her last
night,” Louisa added after a pause.

“Who told you about that?” Sim ask-
ed iuconsiderately, thus admitting the
truth of the cbarge.

“Then you did meet ber?” Loulsa
sald.

“Yes, but it was not my fault. Who
told you?"

“It doesn’t matter who told me. Al
though you say you bave never bad a
secret from me, | am certain you
would never have been the one to tell
me that.” )

“You're mistaken thar, Loueesy. Thar
ain't no reason on earth why | should
not 'a’ told you, an I'd 'a’ done it. Noth-
In bappened at that meetin, so far as
I’'m concerned, that I'd be ashamed to
tell to the whole world.”

“Not cven your bLanging over the
fence and making love to Mary Mann?"

“l never doue it, Loueesy, an any:
body that went an told you any sich a
thing told you a p'int blank lie. | pev-
er made love to nobody In all my life
but you."”

“That will do for you to tell, but you
can't fool me. If you were not making
love to Mary Mann last pigbt, wby
were you with ber?"

“1 was jest passin along tbe street,
an she called to me.”

“And you stopped?”

“Of course. What else could 1 do?”

“Nothing but stop and make love to
her.”

"»] tell you 1 never don¢ any sich a

thing as make love to ber. You ask
ber if 1 did.”

Mrs. Banks tossed her head disdain-
fully.

“I'll be apt to ask any woman such a
thing as that, and tbat woman In par-
ticular.”

“Waal, you needn't, then. But'it was
jest like 1 say. 1 pever dreamed of
makin love to ber.”

“But you stopped there with ber and
bung over the fence and talked to
ber?”

“Waal, s'pose | did. | couldn’t help
myself. | couldn’t jest walk on an leave
her while she was talkin, could 17"

“Certainly not when ber talk was s0
sweet aud interesting. You must have
found It real pleasant to bave ber as-
sure you that | dido’t love you. but
that she knew some woman who did.”

1 didn't find It pleasant, an if | bad
I wouldn't 'a’ done the way | did.”

“Wouldn't have stald to listen to
her?”’

“| wouldn't have let on that | didn’t
understand what she meant an discour-
aged ber ever’ way | could.”

“By banging over the fence and talk-
ing back to ber?”

“1f I did hang over the fence an talk
back to her. 1 never said nothin out of
the way an nothin to be ashamed of,
nary a word.”

“Some people haven't a very keen
sense of shame.”

Sim paused for a moment. Then he
said very soberly:
“Loueesy, you don’t love we. If you

flid. you wouldn’t never believe the lies
somebody’s gone an told you when 1
tell you they are lies. A woman that
loves her man ain’t never a-goin to be
lieve some old long tongued tattler as
ag'in him. It's a gospel truth, If ever |
spoke one In my life, when I say [ ney:

er made love to Mary Mann, an ['d
swear to it on a stack of Bibles a hun
dred feet high. You ain't got no right
to accuse me of any sich a thing.”
“Iut you have a right to accuse me

of something just as bad?”
“1 ain't never accuswl you of nothin
Louvesy. an you know it.”

“Not exactly in so many words, per
haps, but you have intimated it pretty
plaiuly.”

*Me intimated that you made love to
some other man besides me?”

“Sowething like that. You remem
ber, 1 suppuse, what you said about
that note™”

“1 pever said an I never meant that
you loved somebody else.”

“1 know what you think.”

“If 1 thought sich a thing as that.
would 1 'a' told Mary Mann yisteddy
that she was a-lyin when she said what
she did?  An last night, wben Jim
Thorn hinted at the sawme thing, do
you know what I done to him? 1 jist
knocked him down plumb flat on lLis
back. an if they badn't "2’ held me 1%l
'a’ stumped the very daylights outen
him."”

Louisa lcoked up, a surprised and
pained expression on her face.

“Did Jim Thorn dare to say such a
thing as that of me?” she cried.

She fixed him with her eyes and with
a scornful curl of her lips retorted:

“He did,” Sim replied, and, feeling

sure of Tier gratitude at least, be added:
“But bhe ain’t pever goin to say it no
more, | bet. 1 done settled him for
that.”

“Yes,” she sald; “but you've gone and
set everybody eclse to talking. I wish
you had let Jitn Thorn alone.”

Sim was amazed, and the look on his
face showed It

“Why. my land, Loueesy,” he ex-
claimed, “you ain't almin to say 1 done
wrong In knockin Jim Thorn down,
are you?”

“You had better not have done it,”
she replied, “and | wish you bado't”

“Waal, I'll be blamed! Why, Pap
Sampson an Hicks an Jason an all the
rest. they all 'lowed | doue jest right,
an ever' ope of 'em said be'd 'a’ done
jest like | did If he'd 'a’ been In my
place. Lord, 1 was countin shore on
you bein pleased 'cause 1 tuck up for
you tbat u-way, an now you don't
think | ort 'a’ done it! 'Pears like can't
nothin I do please you, Loueesy. an
ever time | try to do somethio for you
I seemn to make n wess of it.”

Sim's voice was so pathetic and bis
disappointment so evident that, in spite
of Ler ill bumor, Louisa was touched.
She looked at him, and there was an
expression of pity and something like
sympathy in ber eyes. Slowly aud
sadly she said:

“Sim, it is a sad thing to say, and
you may think it cruel. but God knows
it is true. It would have been better
for us both if we had oever met."”

“Loueesy!” Sim exclaimed fearfully,
starting to his feet. all in a tremble.
“What Is that you say? Surely you
don't mean them words.”

“1 do. and what | say Is true. It
would have been far better for us both
if we had never, uever met."”

He stared at her a loog time In sl

lence, and he noticed that her face was

painfully white and drawn. His, too,
he knew, bore the marks of a great
dread and fear.

“Loueesy,” he said, his volce busky
and scarcely audible, “for God's sake,
don't say that! Remember, you are
my wife. Please take back them
words. Say they're not so.”

“] cannot. Sim. 1 cannot, for | would
only be Iying if 1 did.”

She folded Ler arws on the table and
dropped ber head oo them and began to
sob. Sim stood watching Ler, a slck-
ening dread stealing over him. Un-
certainly he hesitated for a moment,
then went to her and put out his hand
and began to stroke her bair. She drew
away from lLim. and a cold shudder ran
over ber. He stood aloof and looked
on ber, his face painfully white and
drawn and a hard, tense sensation
clutcbing at his heart.

“Loueesy.” he said presently, “what
does this mean? Why do you treat me
like that 7"

Ste made no reply. but continued to
sob. He reached out bis band again
and placed It gently on her head, and
again she shrask from bim as though
bis touch were poison. Her action cut
him deep. and a puin. sharp and polgn-
ant. passed through bis sou! When
he spoke again, his volce was low and
husky.

“Loueesy,” he sald, “ls It true, as
Mary Manp says, that you don’t love
me none?”’

She did not answer, and when be had
waited a moment be repeated his ques-
tlon. This time she looked slowly up
until ber eyes met his. From that mo-
ment there was oo need for her to
speak. o Ler eyes he only too plalnly
read ber answer to his guestion. Slow-
ly, as one in a dream, he turped to
leave the room. There was a queer
sensation of emptiness about bis head,
and everything, around him bore a
strange alr of unreality. At the door
be stopped and put his hand up to his
forebead and for a full minute stood
like one dazed. Then, turning bis eyes
once more on his wife, he said:

“My (od, Loueesy, you are killln me!
You Lave broken wy heart. Ob. please,
please tell we It s not true, that look 1
gaw Ir your eyes, and that you do love
me!"”

She did not ralse her bead, but be-
tween her sobs be heard her murmur:

“1 can't, I can't, for I don't love you!"

Without another word he passed
from the room amd went staggering uuo-
certainly down the walk to the street.
He felt that he had received a death-
blow, and in reality le had received

that which was far worse. for death

would hiave brought an end to pain and

suffering, and this brought pain and
suffering only.

At the yard gate he stopped, and,
leaning heavily against a post, he look-
i

.

“For God's sake, don't say that!”
ed bLack at the house. Through the
window he saw his wife sitting as he
had left her, and a great yearning came

over him to take ber in his arms and
hold her to his bosom and kiss her. But
the next moment he remembered the

vords she had spoken and the look she
had given him, and, laying his head
against his arm, be said sadly:

“But sle Is not mine! She Is not
mine!”

TO BE CONTINUED.

Rliscellaneons Reading,

WHALEY'S GREAT TRIUMPH.

Columbia’'s Olympia Mill Stands Alone, Su-
perior to All.

Charleston News and Courier.

The Olympla Cotton mill, in Colum-
bia, is the largest cotton mill under
one roof in the south, and one of the
largest cotton mills in the world. It
is the first cotton mill in the United
States built for the employment of
electricity generated by steam and not
by water. It is the highest type of
mill in construction, equipment and in
the adaption of electricity to the solu-
tion of problems,of economy in the
business of cotton manufacturing.

About four yedrs ago, Mr. W. B.
Smith Whaley read a paper before the
American Soclety of Mechanical En-
gineers, in which he compared the rel-
ative cost of power transmitted by
steam and by electricity and the ad-
vantages that would result from the
use of electricity derived from genera-
tors directly connected to steam en-
gines. The general opinion of mill
engineers was that the use of elec-
tricity in cotton mills, “although pos-
sessing features of advantage overoth-
ers systems of transmission, they
were thought to be of insufficient value
to warrant the increased cost of the
electric system over the others which
had been employed.” Mr. Whaley had
demonstrated, however, the advan-
tages of the electric system by a prac-
tical test of steam and electricity
working in two of his mills, side by
side, and determined upon the plans
for the construction of the Olympila
mill, which marks the most important
advance in mill construction that has
ever been made. The results which
he has obtained have so impressed the
manufacturing world that at his in-
vitation the General Electric concern
sent a company of distinguished man-
ufacturers and engineers to Columblia
this week to inspect the Olympia mill
They spent two days in the thorough
examination of the mill, and were en-
tertalned by Mr. Whaley at an ele-
gant banquet in Columbia on Wednes-
day night, In the opinion of these very
practical men, Mr. Whaley has accom-
plished one of the greatest triumphs of
engineering skill of modern times, and
has built the model cotton mill of this
progressive generation.

The ordinary layman is Impressed
by the Olympia mill because of its
immense size; the expert engineer ls
impressed by It because of the appli-
cation of power and the economies of
operation. The mtl Is 553 feet long and
151 feet wide and contains four floors
and a basement, each story being 18
feet high. The engine room fs 120
feet long and 50 feet wide, and the
boiler room is 140 feet long and 40 feet
Wide. The walls of the mill are 43, 39,
34feand 253 Inches thick at the first,
secomd, third and fourth floors, respec-
tively. The absence of heavy trans-
verse walls in the constrution of the
mill reduced the cost of the mill build-
ing 10 per cent.; the adoption of the
electrical system saved 66 per cent. of
the cost of belts and ropes; ‘‘the sav-
ing due to these three items was suf-
ficlent, it Is sald, to more than pay
for the cost of the electrical equip-
ment of the mill.” And the same elec-
trical plant with which the mill is
equipped is sufficient to light the town
and operate a street rallway without
in any way interfering with the oper-
ation of the mill. Deducting the cost
of the cottages occupied by the opera-
tives of the mill and the excess of
power generated by the power plant
of the mill not required for its opera-
tion, but available for uses outside of
the mill, the cost of the mill per
spindle is $13.54, as compared with a
cost of $15 per spindle in one of the
best of the New England mills.

All of these things are of speclal in-
terest to technical students and mill
experts; the general public is only in-
terested in the broad fact that the
Olympia mill is the most completely
appointed cotton manufacturing es-
tablishment in the country, and the
newest and best product of modern
engineering skill.* The people of South
Carolina, and practicularly the people
of Charleston, have cause for congrat-
ulation in the fact that the genius un-
der whose direction this mill was
constructed is a native of Charleston.
We are making progress, indeed, when
the mill builders of New England ac-
knowledge, as they so cheerfully did
at the dinner in Columbia on Wednes-
day night, that Mr. Whaley has set a
new mark.in modern mill construc-
tion. It would be a proper tribute to
his ability and skill if the mill owners
of New England should invite him to
build a modern mill in New England
after the Olympia pattern.

Not only is the Olympla mill the
most modern in all its construction
and appointments; but Mr. Whaley
has provided for the best possible care
of its operatives, He has built a vil-
lage of 325 cottages, furnished with
electric lights, which will be supplied
by the company at the cost of produc-
tion, and equipped with all the modern
conveniences, his idea being that the
better the treatment of his employees
the better their service.

Twelve years ago Columbia was the
deadest town in the South. Its people
had no faith in themselves, Nearly all
of them were croakers, and they croak-
ed and croaked. About five years
ago Mr. Whaley went to Columbia and
opened an office. He was a modest
voung fellow with a purpose. He saw

that there was an opportunity of bufld-

ing up a great manufacturing centre
at Columbia. Some of “the old souls”
were astonished at his rashness, and
did not take kindly to his schemes.
There were a few men, however, who
were willing to back him, and to risk
everything they had in a supreme ef-
fort to build up Columbia, while the
crowd went by on the other slde. They

gtuck to him, they had faith in him,
they signed all his notes when he found
it necessary to give notes, and they
have trilumphed with him. Twelve
years ago the total amount of wages
paid out in Columbia to the operatives
engaged in a single small manufac-
turing industry, which was all that
Columbla had, was $1,200 a month; to-
day the amount paid out in Columbia
to the operatives in the manufacturing
establishments exceeds $60,000 a month.
Houses are going up all over the city,
the prices of real estate have more
than doubled In the last five years, new
and modern hotels have been opened,
the streets have been paved, the city
fa supplied with a splendid system of
electric cars, the stores are crowd-
ed with customers, the rallroads have
kept up with the actual requirements
of the business of the city, the popula-
tion has increased at a most encour-
aging rate, and the croakers are nearly
all dead, thank God!

Mr. Whaley Iis entitled to a great
deal of credit for what he has done to
inspire the people of Columbia with a
proper respect for their own advanta-
ges; but he would protest, we are sure,
that without the loyal support of the
handful of men who have worked with
him he could not have accomplished
the upbuilding of the community. His
triumph is all th@greater because he Is
so ready to share the honors of a suc-
cessful Industrial campaign with his
associates.

THE PROMOTION OF FUNSTON.

Prosident McKinley Thought the People De-

manded it.

This interesting article on the pro-
motion of Funston is from the New
York World:

It is a favorite saying with people
close to President McKinley that when
he has a question of public policy to
decide the president ‘“has his ear to
the ground.” By that they mean Mr.
McKinley is walting to see how the
public, as reflected in the newspapers,
feels on the proposition before him.

The president is an omnivorous read-
er of newspapers. He goes through
hundreds every week. About the only
irritation he ever displays is when the
newsman who supplies him with pa-
pers, is late, If the train bringing the
New York papers is behind time the
president is one of the first in Wash-
ington to know about it. He insists
that his morning newspapers shall be
at the White House on time. If they
are not, It Is quite likely there will be
some lively telephoning between the
executive mansion and the newsman.

Mr. McKinley does not confine his
newspaper reading to the papers of his
own party. He reads all kinds of opin-
fon and averages it up to sult himself.
He does not patronize the press-clip-
ping bureaus to any extent. He wants
his news first hand. He not only de-
sires to see what the editors are say-
ing about the policlies he has in mind,
but he looks to see how the news ls
handled. He knows all about headlines
and news position. He remarks if a
certain plece of news in which he I8
interested is run on the inside pages.
He does not read his papers for news.
He knows the news he wants to read
before he begins. What he is after is
public sentiment.

His course after Funston captured
Aguinaldo illustrates his methods. For
two or three days after that exploit all
the president read was Funston mat-
ter. Great plles of papers were taken
into him with the Funston matter
marked around with black pencil. He
took up each paper, read what the edl-
tor and people thought should be done
for Funston, and passed on to the
next. He saw then that there was an
almost unanimous opinion that Fun-
ston should be generously rewarded.
Secretary Root and officers of the war
department were opposed to doing
much for Funston. Last Saturday
Mr. Root and General Corbin sald
when the department closed that noth-
ing would be done for sometime. That
evening the president asked Mr. Root
and General Corbin to come to the
White House.

“I shall appoint General Funston to
a brigadier generalship,” he sald to the
astonished secretary of war and ad-
jutant general. *“The people demand
that he shall be rewarded.”

There was nothing for it but to as-
gent. Then the president asked the
two visitors to take dinner with him,
and they talked of other things. The
appointment was made at 10 o'clock.

It was the same with Aguinaldo.
The president still has “his ear to the
ground.” He Is reading what the great
newspapers of the country say on the
subject of the Filipino leader's treat-
ment.

While he goes through the larger
newspapers every day, his fleld day is

Sunday. At the beginning of each
week he gives to Secretary Cor-
telyou a list of the subjects In

which he is interested. The newspa-
pers are given to clerks, who go
through them and mark the comments
and news of each paper on the subjects
selected. They use heavy crayon pen-
cils, and draw big, black lines, so that
the president can pick out the articles
he wants to see at a glance. On Sun-
day merning the great pile of marked
papers is brought Into the president's
office. Then, in his velvet house coat,
and smoking one of the three cigars he
allows himself each day, he goes
through paper after paper, throwing
those he has finished in a heap on the
floor. Sometimes he makes a note or
two, but generally he carries all he
wants to retaln in his memory. He
spends from one to three hours at this
task. When he has flnished he knows
the newspaper sentiment of the coun-
try thoroughly.

A close friend of Mr. McKinley, who
has little time to read the newspapers,
sald that he got about all of his news-
paper gossip from the president. He
said that when they were together the
president would frquently tell of this

or that news story or editorial he had

read, analyzing the motives of each
paper with that keen Iinsight his years
in politics have given him.

——— - . ———a  ———— ——

THEY'LL FIGHT TO THE END.

Boers Concentrating Their Powers of Offense
and Defense.

The transference of the seat of gov-
ernment of the South African Repub-
lic from Piletersburg to Leydsdrop in
the Zoutpansberg by the vice-presi-
dent, General Schalk-Burger, indicates
the beginning of another and probably
the last stage of the South African
war.

Having made up their minds to re-
sist to the end, whatever it may be,
the Boer leaders have had a consulta-
tion at which they have formulated
their plan of campalgn for the coming
winter. Generals Botha and De Wet
are reported to have met, after which
the latter returned south of the Vaal
and was last heard of at Vrede in the
Vesamel Breg, in the northeast corner
of the Orange River Colony. A British
force had been sent from Harrismith
with the object of dislodging him; but
the result s not yet reported; nor is
General Botha's whereabouts stated,
though It may be surmised from the
fact that the railway between Natal
and Johannesburg was attacked at
three points on the same day.

It would seem that the Boers have
for some time been collecting great
quantities of cattle and sheep in the
fastnesses of the Zoutpansberg where
also they have ample supplies of am-
munition, and intend making it a point
of ultimate resistance as well as a base
of present operations. On the rallway
into Selatl Valley toward Leydsdrop
from Komatipoort, several thousand
wagons forming the rolling stock of
the Transvaal rallways were concen-
trated after the evacuation of Pretoria,
ready to be destroyed in the event
of a British advance, and by that road
much of the stores landed at Delagoa
Bay were sent up to Leydsdorp. Con-
slderable quantities were also sent into
the Zoutpansberg from Piletersburg, to
which place they were carried: by rall
from Pretoria before the British arri-
ved there.

The advantage to the Boers of the
Transvaal under the new plan of cam-
paign is that so long as they can keep
the British out of the mountains the
British horses will have nothing but
the withered grass of the veldt and
forage imported at great cost and trou-
ble to feed upon, while their own
horses are fattening on the fresh grass
of the valleys, from where they can
{ssue whenever the opportunity to
make a rald presents itself,

The Free State burghers under Pres-
ident Steyn and De Wet have evidently
decided to make the northeastern and
the eastern part of their country the
fleld of operations, combining with the
Transvaalers a general plan of opera-
tions against the British communica-
tions all along the line. Lord Klitch-
ener will have an opportunity, with
the fresh troops and remounts he is
recelving, of showing his capacity for
dealing with the remnant of the Boer
forces still in the fleld, and putting an
end to a war now well into its second
year after almost universal opinion
had, at the start, given it not more
than a few months' duration.—New
York Sun.

SOUTH CAROLINA NEWS.
W. 8, Lee Murdered.

W. S. Lee, a merchant of Whitmire,
was murdered in his store sometime
during Thursday night. Mr. Lee's
body was not found until Friday morn-
ing. The ecircumstances showed that
he must have been awakened during
the night, elther to walit upon a pre-
tended customer or to investigate sus-
plcious noises In the store. His head
was crushed In with a seantling. The
store was robbed of goods, money and
pistols. At last accounts the people
of Whitmire were engaged in an effort
to capture the murderer or murderers.
Finds Them Everywhere,

Statesburg correspondence of The
News and Courfer: A young gentleman
from the North, who is visiting afriend
here, is very much Impressed with the
density of the colored population. He
walked into the depths of the Wateree
swamp and standing, as he thought,
all alone on a bridge spanning one of
the lakes, he picked out a stump some
distance off on the edge of the water to
try his new gun on and see how it
would scatter., As he aimed, and just
as he was going to pull the trigger, the
stump jumped up, waving an arm,
and vyelled: “Don't shoot me!” He
then saw it to be the ubiquitous Cuffee
“fishinin".""
pr. J. B. 0. Landram Dead,

Dr. J. B. 0. Landrum died at his
home in Campobello, Spartanburg
county, last Saturday, after an fllness
of several weeks. He was first attack-
ed by a carbuncle, from which blood
poisoning resulted. Dr. Ldndrum was
one of the best known and most valua-
ble citizens of Spartanburg county. He
was 70 years of age. In his day he was
conspicuous as a soldler, legislator,
patriot and historian. In the latter
capacity he performed distinguished
service, rescuing from oblivion many
Revolutionary facts and also leaving
an elaborate published history of Spar-
tanburg county. The interment of Dr.
Landrum took place at Mount Zion
churchyard on last Monday.

Penslons For Negroes.
The records of the pension depart-

ment in Columbia show that three
Negroes have applied for pensions on
account of their services In the war
and that their applications have been
approved by their county boards. One
of the applicants sets forth that he was
a free Negro at the time the war broke
out, and the record on file in Colum-
bia sets forth that he did enlist for ser-
vice. Quite a number of Confederate
veterans hold that no Negro was really
a Confederate veteran, and that no
Negro should be pensioned as such.

Camp Sessions, at Abbeville, on last
Friday, adopted the following: '‘Re-
solved, That while we do not object to
some aid being furnished to colored
persons who were disabled in the war,
in meritorious cases, we disapprove of
the granting of pensions to any 'person
not regularly enlisted In the Confeder-
ate army, and we protest against the
enrollment of such names on the pen-
sion rolls.”

Evans a Candidate. -

Says a Spartanburg special of April
13 to the At!anta Daily News: Two an-
nouncements have beenr made this
week In regard to the race for Sena-
tor McLaurin's position. Ex-Governor
John C Sheppard, of Edgefield, who
has been urged to run, said here yes-
terday that he would not be a candi-
date for the senate; but If he made a
race for anything it would be for the
only place for which he has been de-
feated—governor. He said the sena-
torial race was going to be one of the
worst scrambles ever seen In this
state. Ex-Governor John Gary Evans,
of this city, has announced that he
will probably be a candidate for the
senate. The politiclans think the man
for them to watch is Congressman Lat-
imer. He is regarded as Senator Till-
man’s choice and is a popular man.
Muarder, Bulcide or Accldent,

On Saturday afternoon at 3 o'clock,
Captain John J. Griffin, commercial
agent of the Norfolk and Western
rallroad, was shot to death in the room
of Major Bernard B. Evans, in Colum-
bia. Major Evans was arrested short-
ly afterwards and committed to jall.
The story of the tragedy is told in the
dispatches as follows: “Evans and
Griffin were alone in Evans' room,
and occupants of adjoining apartments
were at dinner. Major Evans sum-
moned a physician, saying that a man
was hurt in his rooms. Dr. R. W.
Gibbes found Captain Griffin lying in
a dying condition and speechless on
Major Evan’s bed. A 44-calibre Colt's
revolver bullet had entered just above
the left nipple. When Dr. Gibbes an-
nounced that Grifin was dying, he de-
clared that Evans, who had been
drinking heavily, became wildly excit-
ed and exclaimed that Dr. Gibbes lled,
that Dr. Gibbes and not he himself
had killed Griffin. The physician, un-
der pretext of replacing a broken in-
strument, managed to get out of the
room, although Evans declared that he
should not do so. Dr. Glbbes summon-
ed the police and they were refused
admittance until Judge Ernest Gary,
a cousin of Evans, arrived and de-
manded admission and submission to
the officers. Evans struck Judge Gary
and was taken to jall In a state of hys-
teria, having declared that Griffin had
taken his own life. In the room were
evidences of the fact that one or both
of the men had been drinking. Aside
from this there is no reason why Grif-
fin should have killed himself or that
Evans should have killed him. The
dead man’s face was bruised on both
sides and there was an abrasion of the
skin on the bridge of the nose. His
walking cane, clotted with blood, was
several feet from where blood marks
indicated that the fatal shot had taken
effect. The right forearm of the dead
man showed powder burns, but none
were visible in the neighborhood of the
wound. Captain Griffin served in the
Confederate army with a company
from Macon, Ga., and after the war
entered the rallroad service. He had
held the position of general freight
agent of the East Tennessee, Virginia
and Georgia, and subsequently went to
the Norfolk and Western. Two years
ago he was assigned to this territory.
Major Evans is a son of Brigadier
General N. G, Evans and a nephew of
Major General Mart W. Gary, of the
late Confederate army. He Is a broth-
er of former Governor John Gary
Evans, who was a judge in Havana in
1898, and was himself in the Havana
postoffice department at that time. He
is well known in militla and political
circles, having twice received a large
vote for rallroad commissioner. On
Monday the coroner's jury rendered a
verdict to the effect that in its opinion,
Griffin came to his death at the hands
of Evans.

THE WHISKY PITCHER.

Terrible Indictment Against the State's Great-
Moral Institution.

A pitcher of corn whisky, two empty
glasses, a pistol with one chamber
empty and a corpse in a pool of blood!

Major B. B. Evans is in jall.

Here we are promised something in
the bloody line equal to the Rice mur-
der trial In New York or even -the
ghastly Guldensuppe mystery.

Major Evans says that Griffin killed
himself!

But the pitcher of corn whisky, the
two empty glasses and the PISTOL
ON THE TABLE are the witnesses!

What will they say?

What have they ever sald—the pitch-
er of whisky, the empty glasses and
the PISTOL?

Major Evans Is reported as not be-
ing himself” when drinking, which
means drunk. What does our state of-
fer its young men as its first state in-
stitution but the dispensary?

There is no crime charged to Major
Evans in whose room the corpse was
found with the pitcher and the empty
glasses and the pistol.

Major Evans says that Griffin killed
himself. )

Whether Griffin's hand turned the
pistol to his own breast or Evans' put
the lead into him we blame—

The Pitcher and the Two Empty
Glasses!

The state of South Carolina and the
human mind that first saw the benefit
of the dispensary as a political institug
tion are accessories before the fact.

The politics in this state are at their
dregs when it putythe son of a dis-
tinguished soldier and gentleman be-
hind the prison bars with the Pitcher
and the Two Empty Glasses as Wit-
nesses against him!—Greenville News,
Sunday.



