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MURDER MYSTERY

A DUPLICATE OF
FAMOUS NOVEL

IKE & repeat of “The ona
ed Age " n novel by |

b1 end (1 nrk
'!‘nlai anfl Charlek Dud-
by Wu.rnbtr. I8 thb Foal
ifé "Mystery of Ocey
Bnead.”

Fact dnd Activh tuket
bh Bommon ground, The
hovel and the néwspaper
loeb\wtl ot the wtrange
fn O the members of
t eri families of the

ul the Bileads & the

] bﬂell of tha le
fasuranco ehlnnlulol wore they &t last
to find the age 6f KOld. The tace of
Hawking ltved atd worked, denled
themnélven and starved, for did they
so¢ in the fature tho wenlth which
’hhoulﬂ tome to them from thelr great
estateé of uhtilled sbuthern land?

Bduchtion for the tegro and for the
poorsr clusses wah the last éard of the
clan of Hawkins before the bill for the
unlversity et Ha fate; the
Wardlawd In the torth, a generation
&fter “The Oilded Age” In printed, ap-
peal to Mrs. flussell Sage and other
philanthroplsta for tha great univer
sity which they would eall Into belng,
says the New York Herald.

Impenetrable mystery has always
veolled the existence of all who have
come into public notice through the
death of the young woman whose life
less form was found In the lll-omened
house at Kast Orange. About the
characters of “The Gilded Age” the
authors threw an atmosphere of we-
erecy and intrigue and baffling clroum-
stance. Last of all, in both cases falla
the tragedy--imprisonment in the
Tombe In New York olty comes In
instances, although that prison
be indead a far cry from Tenncasoe,
and then a sensatlonal murder trinl,
which Alls the space In ten thousand
newspapers,

Point after point, fact crowds upon
the heels of fiotion as though the au:
thors In 1878 view with prophetic ken
what would befall in 1009,

Prominent In South,

Kpnown through all the southiand
are the Wardlaws and the Sneads,
They were never woalthy, but in them
wne always the pride of race. The
three women who are now under ar.
rest in connection with the death of
Mre. Ocey W, Spead are the daugh-
ters of Rev. Dr. John B. Wardlaw, a
Methodist minister, who eked out a
slonder living In the wire grass sec
tions of southern Georgia. BSllas Haw.
kins, dreamer of dreams, dwelt In Teon-
nessee and spun his ldeas of wealth to
be while his numerous children
sprawled In and out of their poor
abode,

The dominating influence among the
soné and daughters in the clan of
Hawkins was Aunt Laura Van Brunt,
A beautiful and brilHant young woman
bhad she become, with aspirations
which eould not be pent up within the
confines of & small southern town.

“Come, Luura,” says ‘Squire Haw-
king at the family counell, “Let's hear
from you, my girl"

“l will go to Bt Louls, too,"” she
sald. “1 will ind & way to get there,
1 will make a way, and 1 will find a
way to help myself along, and do what
1 can to help the rest, t00."

Had Power of Fasclnation,

In the case of Mins Caroline B.

Wardlaw, who later becamo Mrs, Mar.
t'n, there was the same resolution, the
sawe defiance of what others would

!

:

have oalled the Imposaible. AL the
nge of 16 she left the parentdl roof
and went to an uncle i Brooklyn,
where, aftér mady fittilties, having
oncd hebn rejected In examlihation,
she finally obtalned d d@lplomd and be-
came o thacher i the publle schools
of New York city, E]ha had & pbwer
of fascination, as 41 Laura Van Brunt
of the novel, anlt hér owin family and
all ivtm knew her @ld her bldding. She
rofe by shoér forbe 6f will to the
prindipalship of sehbol No, 17, Al thig
samé time she was managing the al-
fairs of het ramiiy,
She had to all appéarances a strong
Inhnanbe over her Mister, Miss Vir-
inia 0. Wardiaw, wha, largely through
the spur bf the tmmt ddughtef, went
to wnuum uo llege. thet sliter;
ardlaW, marrted Capt.
F'lqtc f l'bm!l'ly of the Con-
federate army,; by whom she had three
sons, one of whoin, Fletcher Wardlaw
Snead, the husband of the victim of
the Uithtub mystery, was arrested I
med | Canada, aa & fugitive from justies,
John R. Wardiaw, a brother, was an
honor mah at Princetdn university.

Ambitious as a Child,

From her earllest ¥ears ambition
und money were the gulding stars of
the iife of Ciroline Wardlaw. "There
is a tridition in the old town of Ogle-
thorpe, wheré the manslon of the
Bmada and the Wardlaws still stands

a8 yeot another house of mystery, that
af & child she prayed not for dally
bread, but for cake. 'The pinch of
poverty which she had experienced In
hor girlhood made her at first alert
to the value of motey and then the
seeking for weilth became an obses.
slon,

Bhe Invested money In later years In
many schemes and st one time be-
lleved, as Squire Hawking did. that
there was a Goloonda there for her
and all her kin. 8She would see the
family return to its pristine glory.
Her {dens were not so different in that
respect from those expressed In Lhe
creed of Hawkins. Perhaps she may
have had some such vislons for the
future of her daughter Ocay as had
the squire for his children when the
authors make him pay:

“Pine forests, wheat land, coal land,
copper, coal; walt till the rallroads
conie! Wa've got to toll along, drag
along and eat crusts in toll and pover-
ty=all hopeless and forlorn—but they
will ride In coaches, Nancy, They'll
live like princes of the earth; thelr
names will be known from ocean (o
ocean,”

Like the Book's Characters.

The daughters of the house of Ward.
law were much llke those of the fami-
ly of Hawkins, and much of the feel
Ing of that time I8 summed up in the
concluding paragraph of “The Gllded
Age"

“The glrls,” the authors write,
“would not have been permitted to
work under any clreumstances whats
ever, It was a southern family, and of
good blood, and for any person ex-
cept Laura, either within or without
the household, to have suggested such
an idea would have brought upon the
puggester the susplelon of belng a
lunatie."

It was at the deathbed of Silus Haw-
kins, it will be remembered, that his
children were so Impressed with the
family delusion,

“l am leaving you in eruel poverty,"
is his valedictory to earth. “I have
been so foollah, so short-sighted. But
courage? A better day Is coming.
Never lose sight of the Teunessee
land. Be wary. There Is wealth stored
up there, wealth that is boundless,
The clilldren shall hold up thelr heads
with the best of the land yet. Where
are the papers? Have you got the
papers safe? Bhow them to me!™

The money madness which was
transmitied to the children follows
them through mystery and tragedy, In
the same way the Wardlaws dedloated
themeelves to misery and to poverty

to all appenrances for the sake of real
Izing their idesls of wealth,

Counterpart In Penury.

The penury 6f the clatis of Sellera
ahll tf Hawking had tta eounterpart fn

thd lives of the Wardldiws afid (he
Sheadd, FHerd were houses with 6nly
f few aticks dnd brokefi-dowfl chairs
for furniture, The Houke of Mystery,
in East Orange ¥hert Mk Ocey W. M.
Bnead moet her yot unexplained death,
had one brokendown &hatr, a4 stool
made from a packing tasé, d& dining
room table composed of & plink laid
Acroas an orange box. There was no
heat from tho furnace in that dwel-
ling, and the #tbre of food wak vory
scant. Compare the House of Mystery
then with the abode &I Cdl. Ballors
warmed by a candle fllckering behind
the mica panes of 4 rickety atove:

“A dreary old halreloth gofa against
the wall,” runs the Clemens Wirtier
daseriptibn; “a few Oamaged chalrs,
the smaill table the lamp ftood on, tha
erippled stove—these coustituted the
Jurnituré df the room. ere wasd no
tiirpbt bn the floor, ofi the wall were
oetasional squareshnped interruptions
of the general titit of the plubter whioh
botrayod that there used to bd ple
tures In the house, but thierf were
tone now."

For many years back in the history
of the Wardlaws and {he Sneads as
they lved in New York they lived
amid the most dismdl abd poverty
strickén surroundings, Mrs., Martin,
while recelving a salary of $2,000 &
year from the ity wak dispossessod
from her rooms for not paying seven
months' rent, and she was constantly
pursied by tradesmenh who had bills
to collect. She had meanwhile, as
did her sister, married a former of
fleer of the confederate army, and
her dnughter Ocey had come Into the
world to live a life devold of sweer
ness and light and to go to a tragle
death,

Laura Van Brunt's Creed.

The ereed of Laura Veu Brunt,
expressed In “The Glldred Age,”
this: “She wanted *u boe rich,
wanted luxury, she wanted men at
her feet, her slaves, She was {mpa-
tlent; she wished that she were a
man to take hold of the buslness."

The cult of "The Gilded Age" pur-
sues the Waddlaws and the Sneads.
We find them living in dreary fur-
nighéd-room houses, busled over
strange land mchemes., And in the
course of time come the sons of Mrae
Snead, who fit into the order of thinga.
Flirst comes John B. Wardlaw Snead,
with his mother, to New York, en:
gaged In the exploitation of wide
acres In Virginia, a scheme which
came to naught, He It was who com-
mitted sulelde by igniting kerosene
which he had poured over himself,

It Ia under the Influence of Mrs.
Martin that another gon, Fletcher W,
Snead, a dreamer of financial dreams,
also comes to the fore, He is content
to walt until fortune comes—a mild-
mannered, Inoffensive man, compliant
to the will of his mother and sisters,
He had been engaged In the lnmber
business in Tennessee In an enter:
prise in which his aunt, Migs Virginin
0O, Wardlaw, bad invosted, and when
the ruln of thelr hopes came he was
seriously involved. His counterpart in
the novel may be found in Washington
Hawking, the son of the old 'SBquire,
who |a Introduced as follows:

“He was the loventor of no one
knew how many worthless cootrlv
pnees and his yoars had been passed
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pose, until he was now a man of about
thirty, without a profession or a per-
manent occupation, & tall, brown-
haired, dreamy person of the best in-
tentions and the frallest resolutions.”

The description applies falrly wall
to Fletcher W. Snead, who at the
time of his marriage to his cousin
suld that he had no occupation and
who had falled in his employment as
u bookkeeper for a Brooklyn lumber
company.

There has ever besn more or less of
a mystery concerning Mre. Ocey
Snead, who as a girl lived as much
with her Aunt Virginia as she did with
Mrs, Martin, Her possibllities as an
insurance risk developed in 1900, when
the first pollcy was takem out, and
elght palicies in all, amounting to §29,
500, wera obtained upon her life. The
reasons for the taking out of this large
lnpurance Las been given by the

Saeads sud the Wardlaws as their de-

in dreaming and plannng to no purs

aire to sea her established comiortably
in ber middle age, when her endow:
ment policles would come due, or to
glve her the opportunity of establigh-
ing a school for the better education
of the young women of the south.

Mry. Martin and Miss Wardlaw are
for a4 timé enffaffed 1ff looking afteér a
college In Murfreesbots, Tean. I the
novel Laurs seeks the retirement of
Murpnysburg, Missouri,

Tragedies Alike,

The storles move on to the final
tragedy. Laura Hiwkins Is arreated,
accused of the murder of Col. Selby,
Mre. Martits l& taken Into eustody by
the police on the charge of the wilful
murder of her danghter, an is nlso
Miss Virginli Wardlaw, Mrs. Snead
I& detalned as 4 witneas.

“la It true that you are so poor?”
agks n feportet of Mrs. Martin

“I am fiot," 18 hér reply, *1 have
m¥ penslon from the ¢ty as A teacher
and | have property I Tennegies,”

“And thig is the day,” she remarked
6u her drrival 4n the Tombs, “ihat the
interest falls due ot my Tennossee
land

Lautd shot the colonel to death in
the Southern hotel in New York, the
papérd ard represented. as setting
forth ln flaming headlines, just as they
do how whent the authorities are en.
deavoring to ascertain how it was life
left the body which was found In the
bathtub In the desolate house at Bast
Orange,

“The morning papers,” (o quote
from “The Gilded Age” “blased with
big type dnd overflowed with detalls
of the murder. Accounts in the even
ing papers were only the premonitory
drops in the mighty shower, The scene
wnt dramatically worked up In col
umii  after column. Thera were
sketches blographical and historieal.
One journal had a long dispatch from
Hawkeye roporting the excitement In
that qulet village and the reception of
the awful intelligence.

“During the night subtle electricity
had carried the tale over all the wires
of the continent and under the sea;
and In all villages and towns of the
unlon from the Atlantie to the territo
ries, and away up and down the Pa.
eific slope, and as far as London and
Parls and Berlin, that morning the
name of Laura Hawkins was spoken
by millions and milllons of peopls,
while the owner of It, the sweet child
of years ago, the beautiful queen of
Washington drawing rooms, sat shiv
oring on her cot bed in the darkness
of & damp cell in the Tombs."

Events follow swiftly in the pages
of the novel, The herolne s calm
and collected, she denfes all knowl
edge of the crime, she devotes the
months that intervene before her trial
to the study of the law of the state
and is sequitted,

Tha great university scheme waw
defeated In the national legislature
through the exposure of a bribery
scheme, and at the last the children
of Sllas Hawkins shake themselves
loose from the entanglements by per
mitting the acres to be sold for taxea
and so they escape the curse whieh
hung over them f{rom their earliest
YOArs. Thua onded the dreams of
wealth of the famlly which went from
the Knobs of Tennessee,

The close of the book in which Is
written the destiny of the Wardlaws
and the Sneads in “The Gllded Age"
of today may not come for
months to come, and many a tale of
southern pride and of the pursuit of
the unattainable I8 yet to be told.

Increase of Crime In India.

One of the most striking features of
the India of to-day iz the remarkable
increase In crime, especially violent
orime, directed both against the per-
son and property. In many instances
the erlmes have been marked by a
lust for hlood which could only have
been dictated by the utmost barbarity.
For example, in one case in the Mont-
gomery district no fewer than nine
persons were done to death simply be-
cause a low caste woman who had
married into the “proprietary W
Insisted on clalming the position
the village that she considered II'
due., Five other cases are ocited In
which more than three persons wers
on each occasion dopne to death at
one and the same time. Dacoities and
burglaries Increassd at an alarming
rate, notwithstanding the exertions of
the police to cope with this state of
alfairs.
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The Babcock Millions

By

(Copyright, 1000 by Associated Literaty Priss)

“S8o0 you want to marry my secre
tary?" asked John Babcock with smol-
dering fire In his Mitle eyes,

“Yen, sir,” replled his son, quietly.

“Ate you aware that you are depriv-
ing me of the services of a most ca-
pable young woman?” snapped the
older -man.

“! had pot thought of that, dad,” ad-
mittéd Allan with an amused smile.
“I forgot that Grace was—"

"Wha!" interrupted Mr. Babooek,
flercely.

“Orace—Mias Richmond, slr. As |
was saying, 1 have forgotten (hat
Gtace Was yrour secretary and neces
sary {0 yout comfort. 1 fust fell in
love with het and mow I find that she
I8 necessary fo my bappiness!” He
smiled affectionately at the father who
had never yét desled him sny reasom-
ablé wigh.

“Stuft and nonsense! You can fall
oul of love Jusl as fast &s you fell in,
young man! Don't pester me with
any mote folderd about marrylng
Miss Hichmond. I oan‘t spare her.

Allsn Babcock fushed redly and
dropped his (one of respectful atten-
tion. A look very much like that of
his father gettled about his frm
mouth and hardened it.

“Do you really mean, father, that
you will estrange yourself from me—
it I marry Grace Richmond?”

“It has always been my bellef”
evaded John Babeock, sternly, “that
the possession of money begets a cer-
tain wisdom In the care of it. A per-
son who has beem poor all his life,
suddenly becomes rich beyond his
wildest dreams—what 18 the result?
Ignorant of the true value of money,
he becomes a spendthrift and the se-
quel Is ruin, Miss Richmond always
has been poor—she will squander. ev-
ery cent you earn on frills and furbe-
lows! Marry a girl In your own pot—
one who has been accustomed to lux-
ury, even If she is a pauper now and
I'll warrant—" .

“Then you refuse to sanction my en-
gagement?” Interrupted Allan, coldly.

John Babeock’s eyea glistened like
points of Aame. “Marry her,” he cried
wrathfully, “"and you will nver receive
& penny of my money!"

“It Isn't a question of money be
tween Grace and me,’ returned Allan,
proudly.

“Perhaps It's a questlon of money
on her side, young man,” retorted his
father, as he whirled about in his
chalr and turned his back on his son,

Wken the door hud closed bekind
Allan, Mr. Babcock pressed a button
Olphll deak,

resently the door opened lo admit
his private secretary. Bhe was tall
and slender, with grave gray eyes and
and a crown of softly plaited brown
halr above the white brow. John
Babcock had always liked the quiet
dignity of her dress and manner and
her unquestioned refilnement had al-
ways commanded the respect of her
irascible employer.

But now he glared at her deflantly
and it Inwardly pleased him to note
that she returned the glare widh her
customary glance of level indifferance.

“T will dictate,” he sald briefly.

She sat down on the other side of
the great onken desk and drew pencil
and notebook toward her. Mr. Bab-
cock wheeled about In his chair as if
to avold her eyes, then he as quickly
spun around and faced her, belliger
ently, Every separate bhair of his
snowy white whiskers seemed to
bristle with aggressiveness. Under
his hard stare her gaze fell to the
book in her hand,

“Take this letter, please,” he said,
harshly:

“Miss Grace Richmond,
“Care John Babeock & Co,,
“S1a, Wall Btreet, New York.

“Dear Madam—My son Informs me
that you have honored him by con.
senting to become his wife. It is only
fair you should know that in case you
do become my son's wife, 1 will leave
every penny 1 possess Lo the Home for
Imbecile Young Men!

“Yours respectfully,"

“When you have transcribed the
letter, Miss Richmond, you may afix
my signature and mall it at once.
That's all."

“Vary well, sir,” she said with her
usual pleasant nod of understanding,
and then without betraying recognl-
tion of the Insulting letter he had die-
tated, she closed the door softly be-
hind her and went stralght to the
little office set aside for her use.
There, with very bright eyes and a
pink flush in her cheeks, she wrots
the words John Babecock had dictated
and when she had finished the letter
and signed his name with a wicked
flourish on the final “k"” she wrote
another letter,

fihe read this one cluhﬁlr before
inclosing it in a dainty white envelope
bearing her own initial.

“Mr. John Babeock.

“My Dear Bir: Replying to your es
teamed tavor of this date, I beg to
gay that the disposal of your millions
dosa not interest me at all. [ am
marrying your son, not your momey,
and 1 am sorry that you should have
made the mistake of supposing that I,
as well as yourself, must place the
highest vaiue on the latter.

“Yours respectfully,
“GRACE RICHMOND.*

At (he moon bour she lunched in a
small restaurant nvoar the office and
on the other side of the table sat Al
isn Babcook., He was looking at her
with wistful tenderness,

“And you care epough for me (o) He's a rooter."

Ki

marry me—disinhetited #s T &M,
Grace?” he asked almost inceduloualy.
“If you do, of course you do—you are
the plucklest darling—how can I ever
make it up to you?™

Grace smiled. "By forgetting all
about those horrible Babcock millions,
Allan! What Is your happiness And
mine beside your father's money?
Look @t him—so unhappy and so
rich! If you get that position In San
Franclsco and we—and we are—"
She paused, fushing under his ardent
gaze.

“And we are nuM—‘\nddu Al
lan, triumphantly.

“Why, 1 can take a position uum
we gel on our feet, Who knows but
we shall some day be rich enough to
endow a home for Imbecile Young
Women, Allan!” b

“Who knows?" echoed Allam, hap
pily. “But you shall not work, sweet-
heart, not unless 1 am sick or some
thing comes up In the way of trouble.
Blake promised to let me know about
the job tomorrow and i 1 have &
favorable answer will you marry me
Wednesday moon and go away with
me al once?”

Grace hesitated and the corners of
her mouth drooped. "“There Is no res
son why I cannot, Allan—I am =il
alone In the world now and thore Is
not & friend In New York to comse o
my wedding.”

“Two are nough at any wedding.”™
sald Allan, stoutly,

“I will gee you again—you will be at
the office?” he asked as he left her at
the entrance to the Baboock bullding.

“I shall leave your father's employ
tomnight,” she sald, calmly.

It lacked 10 minutes of the noon
hour an the following Wednesday,
when Allan Babcock and Grace Rich-
mond entered the quiet bhrownstone
church to be married. The rector
stood waitlng in his whits robes and
scattered among the pews were two
or three persons drawn thither by the
indications of a wedding.

Drawn up at the curb outside was
a taxicab piled with luggage and close
behind it was another one from which
a very excited old gentleman einerged
and hurrledly entered the church,

When. the ceremony was . over and
Allan Babeogk aund his had
passed down the aisle and enteredthe
vestibule they were confronted with
the astonishing vision of Mr, Joln
Baboock.

“Best thing you ever dld, my boy,”
he sald, huskily, as he wrung Allen's
hand and then kissed the rglnmnt '
bridé. “Don't belbRendédimy dear
Grace—the fact is, we've been with-
out women folks so many years that I
forgot what splendid creatures they
were! I positively envy you, Allan— .
I was In the restaurant that noon, sat
right behind your table and you were
so abserbed Lhat you didn't see the
old man. I heard what you sald about
‘horrible millions,” my dear—and X
guess you're right, Go west and have
a good time—but come home to me—
both of you!"

Somehow the three found them-
selves in a triagular embrace that
ended In a sudden descent upon the .
taxicabs and a wedding breakfast at '
& nearby hotel, with Mr. John Bab- .
cock as the host.

“l wish I were going along, too,"”
sald the old man, wistfully, as they
stood in the station three hours later.
“I'd almost forgotten how (o be
happy.”

“Come along with us” sald Allan,
heartlly.

“Do,” urged Grace,

“l belleve 1 will"”
cock.

sald John ﬁb

What He Was After. *

George Washington Henry Clay Lin-
coln Carter, one of (leorgia's younger
dusky citizens, was suddenly called
upon not long ago to explain hia pres-
enoce at 1 a. m. in the henhouse ol.' a
white neighbor,

“Stealing my chickens, are y you
black rascal?” the owner dom:?ul

George W, H, C. L. C. rolled his
eyes untll they were all whites,

“Now, now, lookyeh, Mars George,”
he protested; “dat aln't no way ter ac’
—an' please don’ pint dat gun at me
dat er way. Cunnel, sah!” he hastily
added, holding up his battered hat as
a shield, “Ah ‘clar Ah warn't gwine
steal no chickens; no, sah! Ah's
writin' er dlalee’ story—an Ah des’
come moseyin' roun' hyah ter git local
color—yas, sah, dat's all Ah was after,
Ah ‘clar to de Lawd hit was!"
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Mottl's Opinion of Btrauss.

Fellx Mottl, recently asked his opin.
fon of Johann Btrausa, wrote: “I find
bis rhythms delightful, his melodies
enchanting. I prefer a thousand times
a single Strauss waltz to the beavy,
pedantic works of our modern classie
composers, since musio Is to me an
art that spesks to my emotions and ‘
has no relation to my fatellect or te
any matbematical calculations. @reat
contrapuntal skill cannot supply the
place of ideas. Aud Stravss bas
ideas; and In the povertystricken pe
riod that followed Wagner's MM
sump-hlmuamuurumomw
thoe magic wand of genius.”

Hurt on the Gridiren,
“What's the matter with young
Bingley?' "His throst was badly o
jured at a football game.” I didn't
kpow be was & player” “Hs lsa't



