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: A Sad Tale of 

the South. ! 
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In a cell in the little stone jail at Sigour- 

ney, Ia., under a life sentence for murder 

is a woman not yet 20 years old. A jury 

have found her guilty of poisoning ber 

crippled busband, and unless the court of 

appeals grants her a new trial she will 

spend the rest of ber lite at bard labor in 

the state penitentiary. She is perhaps the 
youngest of her sex in this country under 

such a (sentence, and since her trial a 

strong revulsion in tbe public feeling as to 

ker guilt has taken place. Her lawyers 

are corfident of being able to prevail on 

the court to reopen her case. The county 

prosecutor declares, however, that in his 

opinion the verdict wiil stand. 

Sargh Kubn is the woman’s nzme now. 
Sheis of English parentage and her maiden 

name was Crane. She is quite pretty. 

She bas the average education of a girl 

born and brought vp on an Iowa farm; 

that is to say, che can read and write snd 

has a smattering of other knowledge pick- 

ed up in en irregular career at school. At 

16 she was sent cut te earn her own living 

and then began the sordid romance which 

has left her bebind prison bars. It began 

when Sarah fell in love with Andrew Smith, 

a broad shouldered young farmer of little 

more than her own age, who was by no 

means so much in love with her. For a 
year or so they went about together and 

the farmers’ wives seid no good of che 

girl. Then the young farmer’s attach- 

ment cooled ; and here the cripple whom 

Sarsh is now accused of murdering csme 

into the story. 
Charles Kubn was wofully deformed. 

Inflammatory rheumstiem bad twisted his 

legs so as to bring the knees together no 

ms'ter how he stood, and be walked with 

a cork screw gait. Besides this the dis 

ease bad left one of bis long arms entirely 

useless. He was known.as a miserly, bard 

working German, who toiled early and 

late in bis shoemaker’s shop for sheer love 

of the money his laror brought him and 

once he was past middle age the wags of the 

district often amused themselves by sug- 

gesting that he take to himself a wife. As 
often as they did Kubn would point to his 
gnarled legs. 

‘Who would bave me with these!” he 
would ark acd then bis tormentors would 

laugh. 

Nevertheless the old men did begin to 

think of marrying. Two yesrs ago he 

asked his nesrest iziend to find him a wife, 

and the friend he asked was the broad 

shouldered ycung farmer Andrew Smith. 

‘I want a pretty woman,” Kubr told 
others afterwards ‘tbat he said to Smith, 

‘and she must be single, young and 

strong. 

The request came at & time when Smith 
was growing tired of Sarah Crane. He 

thought over it end finally promised to 

help the old man to & wife. A month later 

ke told bim that Le had found him a girl 
and at a Fourth of July celebration at 

Delta, near where the cobbler lived, he in- 

troduced him to Sarah Crane. Six months 
later Kuhn asked the girl to marry him. 

. She told him he was crazy and ordered him 

away. The cobbler appealed to his friend 

Smith again. What persuasions Smith used 

to his sweetheart nobody knows, for neither 

has told, but three months later Kubn and 

the girl were married. Smith's father, who 

is a justice of the peace, married them, 

and the only witness was Smith. Sarah’s 

parents, when they heard of the match, de- 

clared that they would never see their 

daughter again. They kept their word till 

she was in jail. 

With the marriage the cobbler’s habits 

chenged. He bought bis wife everything 

she asked for and her reighbors began to 

say that she had not done so badly after 

all. The only thing tbat troubled ber crip- 

pled husband seemed to be the fear that 

she might leave him. One day sbe lightly 

threatened to do so. He sought his friends 

and asked them what more they thought 

be could do for Sarah. The next day a vil- 

lager met him coming out of a lawyer’s of- 

fice in Sigourney. c 

‘I've just finished the best job I ever did 

in my life,’ said the cobbler. 

‘What was that P’ asked the villager. 
‘I've just willed [all own to my wife,’ 

was the reply. 
A month later the old man was dead. At 

her trial the will was made to tell strongly 

against his widow though it was not shown 

that she inspired, urged or sanctioned the 
action by a single word and it was pointed 

out by her lawyers that under the laws of 

the State of Iowa, where a will is made and 

the wile 1s the beneficiary in wkole or in 

part, and it is proved that she took the life 

of the testator, the will becomes inopera- 

tive so far as she is concerned. 

Labor Day, about a month after the will 

was made, was the cobbler’s last. On that 

day he and his wife drove to sn entertain- 

ment at What Cheer, a neighboring vil- 
lage. Nothing was developed at the trial 

to show that the wife planned or suggested 

the trip. While the couple were in the 

village th: busband purchased a dozen 

bottles of beer, which he placed in his 

buggy. He left his wife slone in it later, 

while he wandered about the streets. Then 

they started home. What occurred on the 

drive only the wife has told. 

‘When we were a short way out of town,’ 
she told the sheriff afterward, ‘Charlie 

opened a bottle of beer and we both drank 

some. He was in a good humor and after 

finishing that bottle he asked me to sing 

bim a German song I knew. I held the 

reins and I sang while he opened the 

second bottle. He joined in the cborus. 

He drank from the second bottle and then 

he passed it to me saying that it tasted 

bitter. I drank a little, but not much, and 

he drank more. Then be set the bottle 
down and I saw thal something was wrong. 

He lay on his side mumbling. I thought 
the beer had gone to his head. Wh=:n we 

got near old man Snider’s house he began 

to cry that I had poisoned him. Then 1 

shouted, too, and Smider came out into the 

road.’ 

Spider was the p.incipal witness against 

the woman at her trial. He testified that 

when the buggy reached his house Mrs. 

Kubn was crying ‘Come quick, my hus- 

band is dying.’ He went to the buggy 

and Kubn told bim to tske the reins and 

drive es fast as he could to the doctor's, 
because he'd been poisoned. 

‘What else did he say?’ said the county 

prosecutor. 

‘Well, said the witness, ‘I Lesitated 

abuut taking the reins. His wife said she 

didn’t know what was matter with him, 

but he’d been drinking beer and eating 

bologna, so I climbed into the buggy and 

drove towards the doctor's. When we got 

pretty well te the place where you turn I 
asked whether we should go to the doctor’s 

or home, and his wife said it would be bet- 
ter to take him home. Then he cried, 

‘No, take me to Dr. Busby’s, she’s poison- 

ed me !” 1thought not, and told bim so, 

and she said, ‘What makes you talk so, 

Charley ? What will people think of 

you talking that way ? He kept saying: 

‘She poisoned me, Suider ; she did. Then 

she would say again that she did not, and 

for awhile he wouldn’t say anything. One 

time during the drive he turned to her and 

asked : ‘Why did you do it 
The doctor was not at bome and the 

cripple still crying that he had been pois- 
oned, died in the buggy on the way to his 

cottage. An autopsy revealed traces of 

strychnine in his stomach and in the beer 

left in the bottle iz the roadway was found 

enough strychnine to killa dozen men. 

On the roadway over which the couple 

had driven there was discovered a smail 

phial half filled with strychnine. It bore 

the name of a New York firm. At the 

trial it ; was brought out that this wus 

| found on the side of the roadway on which 

tbe wife had driven. No evidence of a 

purchase of poieon by either husband er 

wife was discovered. 

The prosecution argued that the woman, 

tired of her crippled husband, poisoned the 

beer in the wagon in the few moments 

when she was left alone by bim in the wil- 

lage. The defence showed that she had no 
means of uncerking tke bottle and argued 

that Kubo bimselt, fearing that his wite 

would carry out her threat to leave him, 

bad bought the poison contemplating mur- 

der and suicide on his way home. It was 

urged that Kuhn's dying declaration was 

an opinion rather than a statement of fact, 
snd therefore inadmissable. The jury 
composed of solid farmers, however, re- 
arded it as the essential feature oi the 

testimony. To the last the wile has pro 

tested her innocence. 

The verdict of the jury brought no tears 

to the woman's eyes. She walked as if 

dszed out of court and to the jail. In the 

crowd, on the corner of the street as she 

passed, stood a broad shouldered male 

on-looker. It was Andrew Smith, now 

married toa girl he knew when Sarah 

Crane and he were sweethearts. : 

HE WAS TRACKED BY ADREAM. 

Clergyman’s Deserted Wife Causes His Ar. 
re:t—500 Were Engaged in the Chase. 

A wonderful story of the capture through 

detective work done bya woman in a dream 

jslinvolved in the arrest at Ogden, Utah, 

of Rev. W. H. Springfield, a Baptist minis 

ter of Dunton, L. I., who, it is said, de- 

serted his wife last July. 

At the time Springfield went away his 

wile's niece, Mary Frances Kershaw, a 

beautiful school teacher, 22 years old, dis- 

appeared. She had with her $3,000, ber 

own money. 
The missing clergyman, whose move- 

ments were revealed to his wite in dreams, 

was run down with the help of the Rabek- 
abs. They tracked him from state to state. 

Five hundred women in all worked on the 

case and succeeded in locating the man. 

Springfizld is in the bands of the police 

at Orden. Where his missing niece, Miss 

Kersuaw, 1s, was rot known to his wife. It 

bas happencd that several members of the 
Kershaw family have been murdered, and 

her cousins fear that she has been killed 
for her money. There is nothing, however, 
on which to bate such a belict. 

In February last Miss Kershaw's uncle 

Samuel Wansey, died, leaving about $3,- 

000 to her. The following month Mr. 

Springfield announced that his beaith had 

broken down, and suggested that the three 

of them travel through the west. 

‘We went to Oklahoma City,” Mrs. 

Springfisld said, ‘and there my husband 

bought & prairie schooner and horses. We 

went cut on the plain to rough it. We 

trekked through Oklaboma, Indian ter- 

ritory, the northwestern section of Texas 

and finally reached Wyoming. 

‘We lived in a tent and in the wagon 

having the kind of time gypsies might have. 

On July 4 last we were at Rawlins, Wyo. 

Our money was nearly gone, and we were 

tired of our prairie schooner life. 

‘Mr. Springfield said the best thiog he 

could do was to go up to Cape Nome and 
make his fortune, I cried and said he'd get 
smallpox there and not gold, but he said 

he was determined to go. He wanted me 

to stay at Rawlins, but, as I knew no one 

there, I said I'd go back to my friends at 

Dunton. 
‘When Miss Kershaw said that, as we 

were breaking up the party, she'd go to 

Ogden and get a position asa school 

teacher. We separated five days later. 

‘When I came back to Dunton, I had a 
dream that my husband was in California. 

I saw him riding on a wagon. Then I re- 

membered that Miss Kershaw had left a 

box of ber effects at Centreville, Penn. I 
wrote to the woman there who had them, 

and she replied, saying that a few days 

before she bad sent the box to Antioch, 

Calit., at Mics Kerskaw’s request. 

‘J am a member of the Rebekalis, a wo- 

man’s society. I wrote to the nobles 

grands of the order in Antioch. Rawlins 

and Ogden, asking men to try and find 

some trace of the missing ones. 
‘At this time I had a remarkable dream. 

Miss Korshaw came to me in my sieep— 

pale, with long hair streaming down her 

back. She said that she bad lost all her 
money and that ber life was wrecked. She 

cried piteously and asked me to take com- 

passion upcn her. 
+At the same time I saw a stout man in 

my dream arresting my husband.’ 

When a reporter told Mrs. Springfield 
that her husband had been arrested she 

wept bitterly. She did not knew what the 

charge against him could be. A few days 

ago she sent to the chief of police of Og- 

den photegraphs cof both the missing cues, 

saying that she would like to bave them 

found. 

The Man Behind the Mules. 

An echo of the South African War comes 

to us by the way of Collier's Weekly : 

Duricg General White's sortie from 

Ladysmith, the British battery mules on 

the left were stampeded. The captain of 

one of the batteries, seeing his first sergeant 

flying by with, the first gun, shouted 
angrily : 

*Hi, sir! Where are you going?’ 

To which the gunner curtly replied: 
‘Hangen if I know! Atk the mules! 
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: She Knew 

The Queen. 

Pregame B 5 5 3 0 4 0 oo 0 0 Do 0 2 

In a country bome near Goshen, N. Y., 

lives a little old lady who koew Queen 

Victoria as no other woman in the United 

States knew her. For years she was the 

Queen’s constant companion and her de- 

votion to her mistress was sincere ; yet to 

day she is not mourning. The news that 

once would have meant bitter grief for her 

cannot reach ber heart through her cloud- 

ed brain. 

Mme. Boeringer, nee de Lanois, was a 

mere slip of a girl when she met Queen 

Victoria in 1840. In those days the young 

Queen cared more about toilette than she 

did in later yesrs, and bowed ber royal 

bead to the enpremacy of French fashions. 

Visiting Paris on frivolous thoughts intent, 

she noticed a charming French girl em- 

ployed at the dressmaker’s. The Queen 

was 8 young woman of quick impulses. 

She conceived a violent fancy for the pretty 

girl, talked to her and found that she was 

well educated and of good family, and 

ended by carrying her off to England as 

French companion and personal attendant. 

The change was a striking one, but 

Mile. de Lanois had good French blood in 

her veins, and fitted into ber new nich with 

the utmost grace and composure. From 

the time she left Paris until she was mar- 

ried to M. Boeringer in 1845 she was 

never separated from her royal mistress 

for longer than a day or two, and even 

when her Swiss lover loomed up on the 

horizon and she fell in love with bim at 
first sight, she could not make up her mind 
to leave the Queen, whom she adorned. 

The courtship hung fire until the queen, 

who was never too queenly to be womanly, 

saw that something was bothering her com- 

psnion, and asked questions. Then the 

murder came cut. Mme. Boeringer never 
tired of telling how good her mistress was 

about that old-time lcve affair. The queen 

grieved at losing a devoted friend, but 

urged the friend to marry and be bappy. 

Mile. de Lanoie wept and proteeted, but 
finally decided that she could get slong 

without Queen Victoria better than she 

could get along without M. Boeringer. 
So she was married and came to America 

carrying with her good wishes and a hand- 

some wedding present from the queen. 

She promised to revisit England in a tew 
years, but she never went back. She 

lived in Orange county and had several 

children, to whom she told wonderfui 

stories, all about courts and queens and 

kings. 

‘I was brought up upon Queen Victoria 

Mrs. Alorzo H. Coleman, Mme. Boerin- 
ger’s only living child, said to a Sun re- 

porter. ‘She was my ideal of all the vir- 

tues—a wonderful, perfect, far off saint. 

Mother was always talking of her good- 

ness, gentleness and consideration for 

others, no matter what their station might 

might be. 

‘In all the years I was with her she 

used to say: ‘I never knew her to do a 

selfish, ungenerous, or even a discourteous 

thing.’ 

‘All of mother’s stories began with 

‘When I lived with the queen,’ and I loved 

them ; but I’m afraid I was a sturdy little 

democrat and didn’t stand properly in awe 

of royalty. The stories went in one ear 

and out of the other. If my brother were 

living he could tell them to you word for 

word. He simply drank them in and 

dreamed abont thrones and crowns, and 
always wanted to play kings and queens. 

He couldn’t understand why I wasn’t more 

impressed by mother’s old glories, and he 

used to be ureadfully disgusted with me 

because my tastes were so low. My old- 

est daughter, Henriette, has some jewelry 

that Queen Victoria gave to mother.’ 

Mrs. Coleman showed two worn moroe- 

co cates stamped with the royal arms. In 

one was a beautiful brooch of turquoises 

and pearls, that reflected more credit upon 

the queen’s taste than the brooches with 

which famous singers who sang before ber 

in late years have been favored. In the 

second jewel box were great turquoise 

and pearl earrings in leaf design. 

‘I suppose Henriette will never wear the 
earrings,” said Mrs. Coleman, ‘but it is 

nice for her to have the things. Mother 
thought the world and all of them and 

wantsd the oldest granddaughter to have 

them. She said they were wonderfully 

becoming to her when she was young, and 

the queen always wanted her to wear blue 
and while. it’s pitiful, this growing old, 

isn’t it ?’ 

Then Mrs. Coleman repeated the follow. 

ing story of Queen Victoria, which her 

mother had told her: 

‘Mother always travelled with her mis- 

tress,’ she said, ‘and in those days, you 

know, they usually travelled by coach.One 

summer the queen set her heart upon a trip 

through Switzerland. Everybody wanted 
her to go somewhere else, but Switzerland 

she would have. Mother said the little 

lady had a fine stubborn will of ber own,so0 

she bad her way. 

‘Some of the family went with her to 

(Geneva, but there she shook them cff and 

strrted out with only a few of her personal 

attendants. Mother said the queen was as 
irrepressible as & runaway school girl. I 
can’t quite imagine it. It always seemed 

to me that Queen Victoria’s virtues had 

crowded out her sense of humor, but mo- 

ther told another story and said the girl 
was just bubbling over with fun and good 

spirits whenever she could get rid of the 
everlasting ceremony and state that be- 

longed to her position. 

‘On this Swiss trip she was positively 
larky, and mother entered into her mood. 

I fancy that was why the two were such 

good friends. Mother was just French 

| enough not to be easily shocked, and that 
must have been a tremendous relief to an 
English queen. 

‘Of course the queea rode inside the 
coach, and the servants and attendants 

had places outside. The queen was trav- 

elliug incognito, but you know what that 

means. [Everybody enroute was expecting 

her, and at every village the people crowd- 

! ed round #nd stared and threw flowers and 

cheered and kissed her hand. 

‘It bored the queen dreadfully. After a 

while she stopped the coach and ordered 
my mothhr to climb down. 

‘You are having all the fun, the said. 

‘and ’m shut vp in this stuffy hole where 

I can’t half see or feel, and then the peo- 

ple make me so tired, because the dear 

things want to pay their respects to the 

queen of England. Now I positively will 

not stand it another minute. It’s bad 

enough to be Queen in England. I won’t 
be queen in Swiizerland. I am going to 
ride on top.’ 

‘Every body was shocked ezcept mother. 

She thought it was beautiful. 

‘Of course it would scandalize people if 

they knew it,” said the Queen, ‘but they 

needn‘t know it. Mile. de Lanois, you 

can just get in here and play queen. You 

and I are almost of an age and size, and 

the poor thiugs who kiss my Lend are so 

embarrassed that they don’t know what I 

look like anyway. You will make a very 

good queen, and I'll ride where I've been 
longlng to, outside.’ 

‘So into the coach mother climbed, and 

there she queened it all day. All the vil- 

lagers stared at her and threw flowers and 

kissed her hand. and she put on a great 

many more airs than the real Quasen would 
have dresmed of. And all the while Queen 
Victoria and the others were shouting with 
laughter, outside the coach. 
‘Mother used to tell that story over and 

over and laugh until she cried. I can see 
her now wiping tears of mirth out of her 
eyes, and aaying : 

“ *Oh, les beaux jours !’ 
‘Well, Queen Victoria had a good deal 

of sadness in her life, but her ‘beautiful 
dags’ lasted better than mother’s. Mother 
is four years older than the Queen, but her 
beautiful days’ lasted better than mother’s. 
Mother is four years older than the Queen 
but her real lite ended years ago.’ 

Queen Victoria's Death, 

There never was such interest aroused 

: over the death of one monarch and the ac— 

cession of another as in the case of Vice 

toria and Edward VII. The Family Herald 

and Weekly Star, of Montreal, is being 

widely complimented on the splendid way 

it reported and treated of these two im- 

portant events. No other paper on the 
American Continent even approached the 

Family Herald and Weekly Star in the 
completeness of its reports and profusenees 

of its illustrations. The circulation of the 
Family Herald is increasing by lesps and 

bounds. It is no wonder. A paper that is 
so superbly equipped for all emergencies 
deserves suceess. 


