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Eirl should have preserved a series of

L ——

,  Grace Brown to

Chester Gillette

‘Woman’s Simple Documents That Made

a Criminal Case Fa

mous and Virtually

Sealed the Fate of a Murderer

"When Read

to the Jury

That Tried Him for
His Life.

Herkimer, N. Y.—Printed below are
Jetters which, within the past few
‘weeks, have become known almost

from one end of the country to the
other as  “Grace Brown's letters.”
They noed no introduction, save nr'r-|
haps the statement that these are the |
letters which were read at the ll'{ul|
ol Chester Gilletto.

They formed the most remuarkable
feature of that case. The whole struc-
ture of the prosecuting attorney was
built uwpon them, It passes under-
standing why the murderer of the

doenments which, it Is safe to say,
spelied his doom from the moment
they were placed in the hands of a

jury of 12 men. It Is inconceivahle
that Gillette kept them for their
pathos, or the gentleness of charac-
ter which they revealed, for he Is not
the kind of # man to whom such
things appeal, It is utterly improb-
nble that he ever recognized in them
o simple literary Dbeauty, although
such they do possess In an unnsual
degeee—the more unusual when it 1s
remembered that Grace Brown was
A country girl of plain education, who
had worked as a factory hand.

Yet somehow Gillatte kept them,
and the American public has comn into
the possession of one of the most re-
markable series of documents that
ever appeared in a eriminal case. As
a revelation of character, as the writ-
ten record of a tortured soul, they
have already taken a place unique in
the annals of real life tragedies.

Here are the letters:

“] SHOULD HAVE KNOWN"

“But Somehow | Have Trusted You
More Than Any One Else.”

South Otselie, June 21st, 1906,
Wednesday Night—My Dear Chester:
I am just ready for hed and am so {ll
I could not help writing to you.

Chester, 1 came home because I
thought I counld trust you, 1 don't
think now I will be here after next
Iriday. This girl wrote me that you
seemed to be having an awfully good
time and she guessed that my coming
home had done you good, as you had
not seemed so cheeriul in weeks, 8She
also =aid that you spent most of your
time with that detestable Grace HIIl.

Now, Chester, she does not know
I dishke Migs Hill and so did not
write that because she knew it would
make me feel badly, but just beecnuse
she didn’t think. 1 should have
known, Chester, that you did not care
for me. But somehow I have trusted
you more than anyone else. When-
ever the other girls have said hateful
things to me of yvou I could not be-
lleve them. You told me—even prom-
ised me—yvou would have nothing to
do with her while I was gone.

Perhaps, Chester, you don't think
or you can't help making me grieve,
hut I wish things were different. You
may say you do, too, but you can’t
possibly wish so more than I. I have
been very brave sinece I eame home,
but to-night T am very discouraged.
Chester, if I could only die. 1 know
how youn feel about this affalr and 1
wish for your sake you need not be
troubled. 1f I die I hope you can then
be happy. I hope 1 ean die. The doe-
tor says 1 will, and then you can do
just as vou like. I am not the least
bit pffended with you, only I am a lit- |
tle hlue to-night and I feel this way,

I miss you. Oh, dear, you don't
know how much I misg you, Honest-
Iy, dear, I am coming back next week
unless you can come for me right
away. | am so lonesome I can't stand
ft. Week ago to-night we were to-
gether. Don't you remember how 1
cried, dear? 1 have cried like that
nearly all the time since 1 left Cort-

land. 1 am awfully blue.
Now, dear, let me tell you, You
will get this Monday some time. Now

you please write me Monday night and
be sure and post it Tuesday morning
and then I will get it, or ought to,
Wednesday morning., 1 just want to
see what the trouble is why 1 don't
hear from you. 1 was telling mamma
vesterday how you wrote and I never
got it, and she said: “Why, Billy, if |
he wrote you would have received |
i

she did not mean
was mad, and said:
ter never lied to me, and I know he
wrote If you were only here, dear,
how glad T wonld be [

Don't you think 1 am awfully hrave?

anvthing, but I/
“Mamma, Ches-

I am doing 80 much bhotter than 1
thought 1 should. I think about
you, dear, all the time and wonder

what yon are doing, 1 am so fright.
ened, dear. Mnude has invited me
down for next Tuesday, but [ don't
think 1 can go. Oh, say, Il you post
a letier to me Tuesday morning 1 will
get it Tuesday nlght Well, dear, |
they are calling me to dinner and 1

will stop, Please write or 1 will be |

now

| you will get here about 11,

Cray.
you,

Be a good kid and God bless
Lovingly,
THE KID.
P. 81 am crying,

“COME AND TAKE ME AWAY"

“There 1sn’t a Girl in the World as
Miserable as | Am To-night.”’

South Otselig, June 20th, 1906, Tuas-
day Night—My Dear Chester: I am
writing to tell you that I am coming
back to Cortland. I simply can't stay
here any longer. Mamma worries and
wonders why I ery so mueh, and I Am
just about sick. Please come and
take me away some place, dear. 1
came up home this morning and 1 just
can't help erying all the time, just as
I did Saturday night.

I can't stay here, dear, and please
don't ask me to auy longer. Do you
miss me much? 1 am so lonesome
without vou. [ don't know how I am
going to manage about going to Uncle
Charles’. 1 presume I will have to
write you to meet me in Cincinnatus,
we don't know anyone there.
Chester, there isn't a girl in the world
as miserable as T am tonight, and
yvou have made me feel so. Chester,
I don't mean that, dear; youn have
always been awfully good to me, and
1 know you will always be. You just
won't be a coward, 1 know. My broth-
ers and sisters are at a soclal recep-
tion to-night, but they can't get over
my erving.

I do wish you were here, 1 can't
wait so long for letters, dear. You
must write more often, please, and,
dear, when you read my letters, if
you think I am unreasonable, please
do not mind it, but do think 1 am
about crazy with grief and that I
don't know just what to do. Please
write to me, dear.

Lovingly, you know whom.

South Otselie, June 19, 1806.

“THEREARE SO MANYNOOKS"

“] Have Been Bidding Good-bye
to Some Places To-day.”"

South Otselie, July 6, Thursday
Night—My Dear Chester: If you take
the 9:45 train from the Lehigh, there,
I am gorry
I could not go to Hamilton, dear, but
papa and mamma did not want me to,
and there are so many things 1 have
had to work hard for In the last two
weeks. They think I am just going
out there to Deruyter for a visit, Now,
dear, when I get there I will go at
once to the hotel, gnd I don’t think
I will see any of the people. If 1 do,
and they ask me to come to the house,
I will say something so they won't
mistrust anything—tell them I have a
friend coming from Cortland and that
we were to meet there to go to a
funeral or wedding in some town far-
ther along. Awfully stupid, but we
were invited to come, and so I had to
ent my vacation a little short and go.
Will that bhe O, K., dear?

You must come in the morning, for
I have had to make you don't know
how many new plans since your last
letter, mm order to meet you Monday.
I dislike waliting until Monday, but
now that I have to, 1 don't think it
anything but fair that you should eome
up Monday morning. But, dear, vou.
must see the necessity yoursell of get-
ting here and not making me wait,
If you dislike the idea of coming Mon-
day morning and can get a tram up
there Sunday night. yonu would come
up Sunday night and be there to meet
me, Perhaps that wonld be the best
way, All I care is that I don't want
to walt there all day or half a day.
[ think there is a train that leaves
the Lehigh at six something Sunday

night. I do not know what I would
do if you were not to come. I am
about crazy. I have been bildding
good-by to some places to-day. There

are 8o many nooks, dear, and all of
them so dear to me, I have lived here
nearly all my life.

First 1 sald good-by to the spring
house with its great masses of green
moss; then the apple tree where we
had our playhouse; then the “Bee-
hive,” a cute little nouse in the or
chard, and, of course all the neighbors
that have mended my dresses from a
little tot up to save me a threshing 1
really deserved

“Oh, dear, you don't reallze what all
this means to me. | know I sghall
never see any of them again, and
mamma, great Heaven, how 1 do love
mamma'! 1 don't know what [ will
do without her. She {8 never cross
and she always helps me 8o much
Sometimes I think if I tell mamma-
but I ecan’t. She has trouble enough
@8 1t Is, and 1 couldn’t break her heart
ke that,

If | eame back dead, perhaps, if she
doesn't know, she won't be sangry with
me. [ will never be hajpy agaln, dear.

——ee e

die. You will never

1 could
know what you have made me suffer,

[ wish

dear. 1 miss you and want to see
you, but I wish 1 conld die. 1 am go-
ing to bed now, dewr., Please come
and don't make me walt there. If
you had made plans for something
Sunday, vou must come Monday morn-
ing,

Please think, dear, that T had to give
up a whole summer's pleasure and you
surely will ba brave enough to give
up one evening for me. I shall expect
and look for you Monday forenoon.

Heaven bless vou until then,

Lovingly and with kisses,

THE KID,
P, 8.—Please come up Sunday night,

dear.

“CAN'T YOU COME TO ME?"

“Chester, | Need You More Than

You Think 1 Do,"”

South Otselic, June 26, 1906, Monday
Night—Dear Chester: 1 am much too
tired to write a decent letter or even
follow the line, but 1 have been un-
easy all day, and I can’t go to sleep
because 1 am sorry I sent you such a
hateful letter this mornmg, so I am
rolng to write and ask your forgive-
ness, dear. 1 was cross and wrote
things I ought not to have written. 1
am sorry, dear, and I shall never feel
quite right about. all this until you
write and say you forgive me. 1 was
ill and did not reallze what I was writ-
ing, and then this morning mamma
gave my letters to papa before I was
down. I should not have had it posted
but it went long before 1 was awake.
I am very tired to-night, dear. 1 have
been belping mamma sew to-day. My
sister Is making me a new white Peter
Pan suit, and I do get so tired having
it fitted, and then there are other
ried and tired. I never hiked to have
dresses fitted, and now it is ten times
worse. Oh! Chester, yon will never
know how glad 1 shall be when this
worry is all over. 1 am making myself
{1l over it. Maybe there i8 no use to
worry, but I do and I guess everyone
does. I am quite brave to-night, and
1 always feel better after I write you,
Chester, #o 1 hope you mind the hate-
ful things 1 say and I hope you won't
mind my writing so much. Where do
vou suppose we will be two weeks
from to-night? T wish you would write
and tell me, dear, all about your com-
ing. 1 am awfully afraid I can't go
to Hamilton, Chester.

Papa can't take me and I am nerv-
ous about going alone. You see I
would have to ride quite a distance
before I could take the train and then
there is a long wait, and, Chester, 1
am getting awfully sensitive, If 1
can't go up there what shall 1 do? Do
vou think 1t would be wise to come
back there? Could you come to Der-
uyter and meet me? [ have relatives
there, but perhaps I could arrange (t

somehow. 1 was pleased yesterday
morning. You know | have a lot of
bed qullts—saix, 1 guess—and I was |

asking mamma where they were and
soying I wished 1 had a dozen, when
my little slster sald: *“Just you and
someone else will not need so many.”
Of course my face gol cerimson and
the rest of the family roared. Mam-
ma {8 80 nice abhout fixing my dresses;
she has them all up now 1m nlce shape.
You remember the white dress [ wore
and you once asked me why I didn't
have a new yoke., Well, she has al-
most made o new dress out of that,
[ am afrald the time will seem awfully
long before 1 see you, Chester. [ wish
vou would always post vour letters in
the morning after yon write them or
the same night. They are a day later
here if you wait until noon. Of
coursge 1 will be glad to get them, only
I dislike waliting for them

Oh! dear, 1 do get so blue, Chester
Please don't walt until the last of the
week before yvou come, Can’t you come
the first of the weelk? Chester, 1 need
you more than you think 1 de. “l really
think it will be impossible for me to
gtay here any longer than this week.
1 want to please you, but I think,
C‘hester, it would be very unwise.

If 1 should stay here and anything

should happen I would always regret
it for your sake. You do not know
papa as well as I do, and I would not
like you to be disgraced here. We |
have both suffered enough and 1
would rather go away quietly. In a
mensure I will suffer the more, but
I will not complain if you will not get
crogs and will come for me. 1 must
close.  Write me Wednesday night,
dear, and tell me what you think |
about everyvthing. Let's not leave all
our plans until the last moment, and,
above all, please write and gay you
forgive me for that letter I sent you |
this morning. I am sorry and If I were
there I know you would say it would
be all O, K.
Lovingly,
THE KID, t

“MY LITTLE SISTER CAME"

=

“I Told Her 1 Guessed My Fortune
Was Pretty Well Told Now."

South Otselie, June 23d, 1906, Sun-
day Night—My Dear Chester: 1 was
glad to hear from you and surprise? as
well, I thought you would rather
have my letters affectionate, but yours
was s0 businesslike that I have come
to the conclusion that you wish mine
to be that way. I may tell you,
though, that I am not a business wom-
an, and so presume that these lefters
will not satisfy you any more than
the others did. 1 would not like to
have you think I was not glad to hear
from you, for I was very glad, but it
was not the kind of letter 1 had hoped
to get from you,

I think, pardon me, that I under-
gtand my position and that it {s rather
unnecessary for you to be so fright-
fully frank in showing it to me. 1
can see my position as keenly as any-
one, I think. You say you were sur-
prised, but you thought 1 would be
discouraged. I don't see why I should
be discouraged. What words have I
had from you since 1 came home to
encourage me?

You write as though I was the one
to blame because the girls wouldn't
come. I invited them here because I
thought I wouldn't be so lonesome, I
am sure I cannot help it becnuse
mamma {8 away. As to the financial
difficulty, I am the one who will be
most affected by that. You say "“your
trip."” Won't it be your trip as well as
mine? 1 understand how you feal
about the affair. You consider me as
something troublegome that you both-
ercd with, Youn think if it wasn't for
me you could do as you hked all sum-
mer and not be obliged to glve up
vour position there. I know how yvon
feel, but once in awhile you make me
goe these things a great deal mora
plainly than ever.

Chester, I don't suppose you will
ever krnow how I regret being all this
trouble to you, I know you hate me,
and | can't blame you one bit. My
| whole life I8 ruined, and 1n a measure
yours is, too. Of course, it's worse
for me than for you, but the world
and you, too, may think I am the one
to blame, but somehow 1 can't, just
slmply can't think that I am, Chester.
I gald No so many times, dear. Of
course, the world will not know that,
but it's true all the same.

My little sister came up just a min-
ute ago with her hands full of dalses
and asked if I didn't want my fortune
told. 1 told her I guessed it was |
pretty well told now. 1 don't want |
| you to mind this letter, for I am blue
to-night and get so mad when the girls |
write things about me. Your letter |
was nice, and 1 was glad to get {t, ll
simply feel "out of sorts" tonight. |

When you are cross, just think I
am slck and can't help all this. If
you were me, you couldn't help find
ing fault, | know. 1 don't dare think

how glad 1T will be to see you. If vou |

wrote me a letter ltke this 1 wouldn't
write in a long time, but I know you |
Iw:m'l tease me in that way. You will |
| Just forget it and be your own dear
gelf. You know I always am cross in
the beginning. It vras that way Sat |
urday night, so dor ¥ be angry, dear,
Lovingly. KID.

COL. MOSBY’S GIFT

GUERILLA LEADER SENT LOCK OF
HAIR TO LINCOLN.

F renident Accepted It as a Sample, But
Wanted More—How Federal Pris-
oner Saved Life by His
Quick Wit.

Col. John 8, Moshy, the famous
guerilia leader, who attended a G. A.
H. banquet In Boston a few mghta
ago, was delighted with the cordiality
and good will of his hosts, “"Whatever
doubt there was in my mind about the
war belng over disappenred while 1
was In Boston," he says., “They sim:-
ply overwhelmed me with kindness
At the banquet | sal next to n man
whom I had ecaptured durving the way
When [ first =at down 1
proud that 1 had captured hilm, We
had not been together a half hour be-

fore I begun to be sorry that I haod
captured him, and before the lost
speech was made [ was  genuinely

sorry that he had not captured mo.”

Col. Mosby, who 18 now an assistant |

attorney in the department of justicn,

has always been noted for his sense of |

hamor. It went 8 long way onee -
wards saving o man's lfe. Col, Moghy
and hig men lay all night in ambush
near a rallroad waiting for a federal
gupply traln. It finally eame along,
and was captured by the confederate,
who, however, lost two or three of
thelir men.  This did not please Col,
Mosby, and he showed It by some of
the things he sald to the federal pris
oners.  “As for vou,” he sald to one
of thege men, “I am gomng to hang
vou the moment I see the sun rise to
morrow morning."

“I hope It will be a cloudy day,”
siald the Yankee. The reply so pleased
Col. Mosby that he did not hang the
man who made it or anvbody else. In
stend, the prisoners were confined and
Inter exchunged.

It was about (he some time In Col.
Mosby's eareer that he made  his
famous gift to President Lincoln, His
headgquarters were at o Virginin farm-
house, and one day the guards brought
to him a man who snid he was a farmer
and was on his woay to Washimgton to
gell some produce. “What reason have
[ to believe that?" demanded the con-
fareate leader. “How do I know you
are not a spy? How do T know that

| you will come back if T let you go?"

The man's manner wias $o earnes
that it impressed Col. Mosby, who
finally told him that he might go.

“Now that 1 have done something for
youn,” he sald, "1 want you to do
something for me, T want you to take
n present from me to Abe Lincoln.”
Thereupon he borrowed a palr of scis
gors, clipped off a lock of his own Jux
uriant hair and gravely handed it to
the farmer. “Yon give that to Abe
with my compliments,” he sald. The
man took it and started for Washing-
ton, promising earnestly to return on
the second day following.

He wag as goold as his word. He
presented himself promptly on time
and informed Col. Mosby that the pres
ent and the compliment had both been
deliverad.

“Amd what did he sav?" demanded
the guerilln leader.
“On sald the farmer, “he just

langhed and sald that If he ever canght
you he would not be content with one
Jlock of your halr. He would take the
whole of 1t. But I am sure he did not
mean that lterally."

Worse Than Losing Money.

A new form of freak electlon hot is
detarled in the following story from a
Biffem, Utah, correspondent of the
Shicago Chronlele:

“Jules Verne Hall, the famous globe
trotter, In order to pay an election bet
must refraln from tatking during the
aext three months, Vielation of the
agreement means  a loss  of 2,600
posted as o forfelt,

“Twice during the last four days
has Hall been within an ace of losing.
On Wednesday night while absent
mindedly gazing neross the sage brush

an enemy carelessly manived:  “Will
you have a drink?
“The word 'Yes' was on his lips,

when Hall with a powerful effort re-
gtrained himsell and merely nodded
asgsent, Then an argument was start-
ed as to the relative merits of the Eng-
Jigh and Russlan navies, Hall s a
pative of the British Isles and when
evervone present agreed that Rojest-
vensky could have defeated the Eng-
tish home fleat, poor Hall spluttered
until he grew red in the face,

“The doors woere locked and he
could not egcupe, so to save his $32.500
he gagged himself with a blanket, He

Is suffering as few men have suffored, |

Because he dare not speak he has heon
Hving on ham and beans, and he can-
not protest when his companlons lock
him outside the cabin

Marriage in Afghanistan.
Among the Afghans marrlage is a
ease of purchasing the bride. A rich
Afghan marries eavly, slmply be

cause he can afford to pay for a wife, |

while the poor one often remuains sin-
gle untll middle life on account of his
inability to purchase, 1 the hushand

dies and the widow wishes to marry
again she or her friends have fo re
fund the purchage money to  the
friends of the dead husband A com
mon custom fg for the brother of the
deceased 1o marry the widow NO
| other persons would think of wedding
her withont first asking the broth-

er's consoent

At the Races.
Upson—1 just won ten dollars on
A horse that didn't bave any tall,

Dawns-—1 just lost ten dollars on
one that dldn’'t have any head.”—De-
trolt Free Press.

was rather |

300 MILLIONS OF CHINESE,

Yeliow Empire Has About One.fifth of
Globe's Population,

The Interesting question of the pop:
tlation of the Chinese empire has
often been discussed, but It 1s still
Impoasible to any with any degree of
cortninty what the figures are.

At the beginning of the Christian
ern It Is tolerably certain that there
were at least 80,000,000 fnhabifants,
and It mast be remembered that the
emplre then was much smaller than
It 18 ot the present time

Most of the censusos taken In China
during the last 2,000 vears, says the
North China Dally News, have not
profesged to take In the whole popula-
ton. Young children and old men, for
Instance, were sometimes omitted, the
maln object of the census belng to as-
certaln the number of taxable porsons.

By common consent the most reli
able consus ever taken In China was
that of 1812, This gives the Manres
s more than 302,000,000, In 1868 tho
population was estimated nearly 408.
000,000 but In 1881 it had fallen to
AR000000, the gréat Talpineg rebellion,
in which so many milllong of people
lost thely lves, being one of the prine
cipal causes indoubtedly for this great
decline. i

Travelers, missionaries and others,
who have viglted the region devas-
tated at the time of the Taolping rebel
Hon, express the opinfon that the loss
of 1ife durlng the great convulsion has
gonerally heen astimiated at too low &
figure, and It Is a questlon also
whather the terrible famine more than
L& seore of years ago in the provinces
[nf Chill, Shansl, Shensi and Honan,
| with a population of 70,000,000, is not
| responsible for (hoe loss of more lives
[ than 1t is vannlly erodited with,
| It ds sUill more eorthin that the Mo-
{hammedan uprising in the northwest
destroyed more lyves than it (s gon-
orally snpposed (o have done. A very
modernte eompntation of the loss of
Hie incurred in these three calamities
makes {t-to he fally 60,000,000, And
in this connection It would be well,
perhaps, to remind onrgelves that the
habitunl uge of opium by such o
lnrge number of the people has tended
to act Injurlously on the recuperative
power of the nation.

Loose Wording Cost Money.

Little Chip, the dwarfish comedian,
can tell stories all day., His assort-
ment of hard lueck tales of his own
experiences is especially large,

"The fourth night after 1 opened in
New York last seagon, [ broke my left
arm in a fall from my famoug horse
in the first act,” said Chip. "I played
through the next two acts without
telling anyone of my injury. I played
with my arm in splints after that
and conldn’t do my falls for 12 weeks.
| Then when | got (o Hoslon 1 lost my

volee Tor o while. 1 eertainly bad a
lot of trouble. But everything is go-
[ ing nicely now."

“While In Boston,"” continued Chip,
“I noticad that Harry Bulger of the
‘Man From Now,” wuas playing at one
of the theaters. 1 wrote him a note
saying ‘1 would be pleased to have
| yvour company at supper. Well, after
| the performance here came Bulger,
!]’u]luwml by the whole troupe, some
36 or 40 people.

“What do you mean?" I demanded,
“You can't ring anything like this on
me."”

“*Well, here's your note,” said Bul
ger. ‘What are yvou going to do abont
i

“I read the nole over.,
on me all vight,” 1 said,”

The supper's

Were Mighty Hurdlers,
Farmer P , In Barre, Mass., a
generation ago was a craflty cattle
dealer and had a handsome yoke of
oxen he warranted to be good, faith-
ful workers. One day 4 man came in
search of just such oxen and Mr.
P showed the palr. They were
gleck and well matehed, and seemed
versed in all the variations of the lan
guage of “haw and gee."

But the gtranger noticed the “nigh’
one's roving eve, and his susplcions
were aroused,

“Are they peaceable? That nigl
one acls breachy, Jest's lives jump
over anything, hadn't he?"

“My good man,” answered Mr
P—— "1 tell ve what 'tis, one rall's
jest's good as fivel"”

The stranger paid the price and took
| ihe oxen, but the next day he re
||nrnml very angry.

“What d've mean by telling me then
oxen are peaceable? When 1 gof
home 1 put them in my pasture where

I kept oxen fur 20 year—and 1've had
‘ all kinds of eattle, too—and this morn-
ing thev're In my best clover fleld
| What kind o' Christian are ye, any
way, to lie like that?"

“1 dign’t le,” returned Mr. P
calmly, “1 sald ‘one rall was jest's
rood as five,' and 'tis so, they'll jump
over five rails jest's qulek’s they will
over one,"”

On the Right Side.

| “Hello, old man., Haven't seen any-
thing of rou since you got married.
| I'ow

“Thanks, falrly well, But marriage
is # costly job. If you only knew
what the dressmakers charga!"

‘So | suppose you regret it?”

“Oh! no, 1 married & dressmaker!™
l —Translated for Tales from Meggen.
|
]

goes i1?"

dorfer Blaetter.

She'd Keep It.
keep house?” he
for he was, above
practical man,

“HBut can you
asked, doubtfully,
| all things, n
| “If vou get a house and put it in
| my name,” she replied, promptly, “I'll
'kwp it all right enough."

Mutters being thus satisfactorily
gettled, thelr engagemenlt WwWas ADs
{ nounce® ~Judge.




