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GONSTANTINE STETGER, alias "Frit
Meyer," tlio murderer of Policemai

Smith, yesterday refused to recogniz
Ski fa r*r\7r> Jono-li +of whfdl elm flflvflllfHM

toward him in the court room. Later, in tin
Tombs, he reluctantly admitted that sin
was his child, and begged her to keep awa;
from him, and she coolly told others tha
he deserved death in the electric chair, am

then kissed him good-by.
It was a hard day for Steiger. He wa

positively identified as one of the two mei

who. in last July, lured Brewer Oclis to
lonely house, to rob and strangle him. I
was established that at least eleven year
of his life have been passed in prison. Hi
was identified by Moses Mayer as a burgla;
and would-be murderer.
His own daughter charged him to hi:

face, with having been the murderer of tin
bell ringer of the Williamsburg church 01

August 29. He denied having committee
that crime, but it is understood that Cap
tain Lees, of the Stagg street station, ha:
important evidence in his possession prov
ing that he was the murderer of the bell
ringer, and this evidence he hopes to bi
able to make ublic to-day.
With his sleek, black hair pasted flat 01

his head and his eyes turning lazily fron
Judge to jurymen, Meyer sat in cour
throughout the day in smug stolidity. His
repellnnt face, with its narrow jaws am
+ Mn llrvc rnivo nrv Imr to llis tllOUelltS.

Three New Jurors Obtained.
Forty-five tanlegmen were examined yes

terday, but only three new jurors wort

secured, making five in all. Those ehoser
yesterday were Edward J. Fletcher, r
dealer in silverware, of No. 217 West Six
teerth street: William II. Ileere, a farmer
from the Boston road, and Monroe Cohen
a shoemaker, of Xo. lll» East Eighty-firs:
street. Deere declared that he had noi
read a single line regarding the case, and
he was promptly put in the box.
George IV. Dietz, a lamp dealer, of Xo

242 Pearl street, was told by the Judg<
that he was not equal to sitting in am
criminal ease as he declared that he would
not take instructions on legal points frpn
the bench.
"Your Honor might he mistaken, yoi

know." he remarked with great naivete.
"You don't know law as I do," said th<

judge, to whieli Dietz replied.
"Oh. I don't know about that, you:

honor."
The first idtntifleatlon of the prisoner

was made while he was in the Tombs, ir
the morning. He was placed in a line o]
twenty nun. Along this line Erno-st Oclis
the president of a Brooklyn brewing com
nany. slowly walked. Oehs had been lurei
by two men on July 28, to a lonelv house
in Ridfeewood, on the pretence that his
uncle had been badly hurt there, and ii
was by a mere chance that lie escapee
being strangled with a rope, that one 01
the nien held ready.
Oclis positively identified Steiger. alia*

Mover, as one of the two men, but tin
dark face of the prisoner did not change
a particle.
Had to Face a Woman He Once At.

taclccsl.
Later, in the court room, Mrs. Wnkorman

of No. 275 State street, identified Meyer ai
a man who rented from her a room neai
the scene of the Ridgewood attempt. Shi
knew "Meyer" by his real name. Constnn
tine Steiger. and told of how he also rentei
a room from her years ago, and tried t<
ii:rovsi> uer ciowii stairs wneii sue one uaj
asked for tlie rent.

SOUGHT LIFE FOR PLACE.

Discharged Gardener Tried to Murdei
His Mistress, and Then Put a BulletThrough His h)ead.

Cincinnati. Nov. 3..Sore and ugly ovei

his discharge, Lindsay Neighbert, a gar
dener who had been removed by his mistress.Mrs. John Ilenry, a wealthy and
prominent woman, attempted to assassinateher at her home in Clifton this morning.
While Mrs. Henry was at breakfast
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Murderer Meyer's Two
Tiie trial of Constantino Steig

' for the murder of Policeman Smi
Louisa Steiger, his daughter, ente:

I recognize her, although she positi
woman visited her father in the T>

* his daughter, and begged her to 1

J Moses Meyer, a dry goods merchant,
No. 22(5 Bushwicli avenue, identified

1 prisoner as the burglar who entered
1 house, on November 15, 1893, and murd
t ously assaulted him. For that eriino
* prisoner served a term of live years in Si
1 Sing. He was also Identified as the n:

who made a murderous assault on Loom
Kober, his brother-in-law, of No. 98 II
mon street, for wliieli crime he served
years in the Kings County Penitentiary.

It was at the noon recess that the 11
! dramatic scene occurred between the p

1.1Tit/* -inrvmon 1
I uut'i aim ui» Uiii^uin, J.

been escorted from the room, and then,
eompan.ied by an officer, Steiger arose t:

walked toward the door leading to
prlsoii. As he did so a handsome yor
woman darted toward lit®. She was Lou
Steiger, his daughter.
"Father!" she said quietly.
The prisoner turned ids sinister eoun

nance away from her, and continued
walk, unmoved. There was not the slig
est sign of recognition or emotion, and
girl stood motionless until she was

1 away by Police Captain Leer, who 1;
accompanied her from Brooklyn. At

1 afternoon session she returned to the co

and sat throughout the weary hours of
session with a stoicism equal to tnat or

father.
The Daughter's Story.

r She said that she was twenty-one ye:
1 old, and lived with her mother and t
p

Scholes street, Brooklyn. She declai
Scholar street, Brooklyn. She declai

[ that she had last seen her father wl
' four years ago he was released from

term in the penitentiary. He had co
l to their home and asked his wife to t;

him back.
L "But my mother would not do it," s

continued. "He had disgraced us, he 1
, never supported us, and mother could
' trust him again."

"Mother will not come to see him," c
tinned the daughter, while her faee tiusi
with shame. "Although he is my fath

" he is a bad man. Mother has been
daily fear of her life over since she
fused to take him back and support If
And when we read in the papers ah:

3 the murder of the bellringer and ale
r the print of the hand that showed tl
1 the murderer had 'est part of a ting

mother shrieked and said she was sure
1 was father.
i "And I hope that they will send him
; the electric chair.I do.I do!" she

claimed vehemently, and with flash

alone, Neighbert suddenly entered
room and began firing. Delsine Barrett

c female servant, came to her assistai
and bravely seized the would-be assns

after he had fired two shots. She manaj
to get him out of the room, and he i

- to the woods, where an hour or two la
he was found dead with a bullet throi
his head.
Mrs. Henry's wounds are In the arm a

are not regarded as serious.11
Gloason's Battle Axe

J Did not hit the right mark.Joun
"Wants" always do. They stand by
people for results and economy in cost.

DEATH
JHERS PORTION.

Slayer of Policeman Smith
identified as Steiger by

His Own Child,

SHE SAYS HE IS BAD.

At First He Denies Knowing Her,
hn+ ! Rplfinfs and Asks

a Good-By Kiss.

Ir HIS FAMILY HAVE LIVED IN FEAR.

The Daughter Declares That Her Mother
Has Been in Terror for Her Own
Life.She Believes Steiger

Kiiled the Bellringer.
eles.
Tho Steiger family, both mother and children,are given the very highest character

by their neighbors in Brooklyn and by the
public.
After court adjourned tl:c daughter was

led to the Tombs to have an Interview
with her father. Meyer would not come
from his eeli in the hospital ward, and so,
accompanied by Ctyitalu Lees' the girl was
conducted to him. She passed along the
dim corridor with faltering steps, and when
she reached the door behind whose grated
bars she saw her father's face, she tottered,liaif-fainting, backward, and would
have fallen had not the captain caught her
in his arms. In a few moments she recoveredherself and advanced to the door
of the c< 11.

lie Oeiiied Knowing His Child.
"Father," she said, "how could you have

done this?"

Meetings with Mis Daughter.
ex, uu:eiwist t.;ij n n «.» xulu

th, was in progress yesterday, when
red the room. The father would not

vely identified him. Later the young
ornbs. There Steiger admitted she was

ilss him.

of "I do not know you," said the prisoner.
jj'T coolly. "You are no daughter of mine."

"What is the use of your denying me?"
ho said the daughter. "We have your picture

at home, and I know you, and Mrs. Wakerman,who has come here with me, knows
you. It will be very foolish to deny me."

gjx The couple talked entirely in German, and
finally the man gruffly admitted that Louise

rs(. was his child.
"But go home." he sail, sternly. "Go

n,l home, and stay there. Why do you come

rj,,. in this way. and help me to my death?"
uid Trte«l to Mala- Ilix-i Confess.
the "Why did you kill the policeman?" asked
mg
ise the daughter, stoically.

"Don't talk about that," he exclaimed;
but finally he told her that he went Into

his the church to get money to support himht-selfthe"But you didn't need to steal when you
* i I-.0/I nn 1 tt unnvcplf frt Sillinftvt " fillP cnii'1
leu Il.lU ...

,ail "You have not taken care or us for many
the years.
urt "And you killed the poor bellringer In
the the church. We are sure you did," she delierclarod. The man scowled angrily, but

denied that he had committed that crime
or that he had attempted the murder of
Oclis.

irs "Why should I deny it if I had?" he said,
wo "How could I be any worse off? Bait they
ed !lro frying to put everything on me, now

;vj tliev've got me.
"You. must go away an 1 not know anyjlisthing about me," he added to his daughter,

no "and tell your mother to keep away, too,
*i.. and not come near me. for she could only

make my case worse, as you are doing. Let
.,,(1 me alone, all of you."
iM, 1 She Kissed Him Good-by.
rot The father and daughter talked for nearlyan.hour, and then she briefly bade him

good night, and walked slowly away with
.... her eyes tilled with tears.

1 "T »* * i .i J- .i T

ljUiiiNf, lie »iuu a.11a stm turneu uiiu

. looked at him.
i',." "Ionise, come back here. I want to

speak to you again.""J: She walked back.I,ir "Louise, wont you please kiss your fatherI1"1 good-by? Kiss me good-by, dear," he said.
c[: And the girl put her handsome fnee
11 against an opening In the bars with the

murderer's' evil and sinister countenance
'° close at the other side,

ex- -pi10 examination of talesmen will be couingUntied to-day.

the Thousands of letters come to the
n Journal asking? for hack numbers

of the Sunday Journal containing;
si;1 the series of sohrs tltnt have rer(,(^eently appeared, hut they were sold
led ° e day tlicy were published
jcr and it will be necessary in future,
|irlj if you want to be supplied, to order

in advance. "I've Her Portrait Sei1
ind 'Eart" is the next issue.

Ground Arm Instead of Axe.
Plessis, N. Y., Not. 3..A. C. Robertson went to

the grist mill of John F. Cline in this village yes!:lJterday to grind his axe. As he adjusted the belt
[he bis left arm was caught and.completely severed from

his body at the shoulder. In spite of all the physicianscould do lie died in a few liours.

FLOWERSHQW US S
SOCIETY FICTION

Will Immediately Precede
the Annual Horse

Exhibition,

HELD AT THE NEW ASTORIA

Private Greenhouses to Furnish
Wonderful Treasures for the

Benefit of Charity.
M'KINLEY TO BE AN EXHIBITOR.

The President Will Send Flowers from
the White House Conservatories,

and All Fashion Will
Join In.

As if the Horse Show were not enough
by way of being a fashionable fixture for
November, New York is to have another
event attached, which its promoters fondly
believe will be quite the most fashionable
thing ever contrived. It is to be a flower
show. There! There!
l'ray let not any reader elevate his nose

and say that flower shows have happened
before now. Of course, they have; more

shows of flowers grown by men and women
in trade; flowers exhibited by dealers who
sell flowers; flowers exhibited from conservatories,which supply the market.
This new venture is not to be at all like

that; it is to display the product only of
greenhouses which are maintained for privatepurposes, to supply blooms to decorate
the houses of those who grow them. The
tirst exhibition is to made 011 the 12th and
lflth of this month in the Waldorf-Astoria,
immediately preceding the Horse Show, so
that the fashionable gathered here for the
latter may enjoy this flower filesta.
Here is the evidence of the ultra fashionablenessof the event, the list of patronesses:Mrs. Astor, Mrs. Bronson, Mrs.

Burden, Mrs. Bayard Cutting, Mrs. WilliamP. Douglas, Mrs. Eldridge T. Gerry,
Mrs. William C. Whitney, Mrs. J. Pierpont
Morgan, Mrs. Ogden Mills, Mrs. Levi P.
Morton. l\fr« TTnrinnii OpIHpIik Afrs (1nr-
nelius Vanderbilt, Mrs. Alexander Van
Hensselaer. Mrs. Stuyvesant Fish, Mrs.
Abrnm S. Hewitt and Mrs. Richard Irving.i'riynte growers of rare and beautiful
flowers have been invited to contribute to
the exhibition, which is to be in aid of
charity, and a notion of the extent of the
show may be gathered from the fact that
contributors are expected, in certain
classes, to send cut or growing flowers
which will till a space of one hundred
square feet each.
The promoters announce that they have

already received assurances which warrantthem in promising several new
varieties of chrysanthemums and roses.
Ore of the "private" growers will be

William MoKinley, cf Washington, I). P.
Ills little greenhouse, opposite the Capitol,
on Pennsylvania, is oared for by that excellentgardlner, T'nele Sam, arid his exhibit.now for the first time to be seen out
of the District of Columbia, may he expectedequally to dazzle and delight.
Other exhibitors who promise to send the

best they have from their private greenhousesare: Mr. Oaltes Ames, Mr. .J. J. Van
A Ion, Mr. Perry Belmont. Mr. WhLteluw
Held. Mrs. Jules Ileynal, Mr. William
Rockefeller. Miss Helen Onnhl Mrs lTm-r..
meyer, Mr. F. W. Vanderbllt. Mr. George
Vanderbllt. Mr. .T. Kornoohan. Mr. II.
G. Miirquaiul. Mr. Ilenry Havemeyer, Ihe
Shaw Ttotanleal Gardens. St. Louis, Mo.;Mr. II. I>. Morgan. Sehcniey Park Conservatories,Pittsburg; Mr. Morris K. .Tessup,Mr. G. G. Haven and Mr. II. McK. Twomble.v.
The Astoria Theatre and a number of

tb" new hotel's lobbies will contain the
exhibits.

The city man who seeks a home
To suit his wife, his girls and lads,

Will find the very place he wants
If he will watch the Journal ads. *

ROBBED MAID OF BRAID.
Miss Josephine Jennings Loses Her

Bonny Brown Locks Because of a

Gypsy's Admiration Therefor.

Fairport, X. Y., Nov. 3..Miss Josephine
Jennings's hair is not golden, but if it
had not been hanging down her back yesterdayshe would have been happier today.
Miss Jennings was on her way to school

yesterday morning when she met a gypsy
woman, Who asked her to have her fortune
told. The girl declined, and walked furtherim the street u-lmr<j elm etrwrnl n-ilK

lug for her chum. Suddenly she felt a
tug at her hair, which is a beautiful
brown, and remarkably long and heavy,
and which was worn braided.
Turning, she saw the gypsy woman runningaway, and putting her hand to her

head, discovered that her braid was cut
oil' close to her head. The police were notified.and the gypsy band has been orderedout of town.

LOST HAND AND LIFE,
Night Car Inspector Pickel Found Dead

Under the Lehigh Valley Railroad
Bridge at Easton.

T>c O TT cs
I III., nuv. .XI 1*11 iy onyuer

Plckel, night car inspector on the Delaware,
Lackawanna & Western Railroad, was
found dead early this morning under the
Lehigh Valley Railroad bridge at this place,with one hand cut off.
No one knows how he met his fate or

can account for his having been on the
Valley bridge, but it is supposed that he
attempted to walk across and was struck
by a train and knocked off. falling a (lis
tan.ee of forty-five feet. He was fifty-one
years old and loaves a large family.

WILL BIKE TO KLONDIKE
Ex-United States Soldier and Expert

Rider Starts from Chicago Awheel
to the Gold Fields.

Chicago, Nov. 3..Cyclist J. A. Brlcgel
left the corner of Washington and La
Salle streets at 0 a. m. bound for Klondikevia EI Paso, Los Angeles, 'Frisco
and Seattle. A large crowd congregated
to watch the man start on his long .journey.His wheel, with outfit, weighs sixtypounds.
Briegel is an honorably discharged

United States soldier, and is well acquaintedwith the country which he will have to
pedal after leaving St. Louis. The travellerexpects to reach Seattle about the
middle of February.

I PA nr a TII uci n a nil i
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Murder and Suicide as the Result of a

Quarrel Over a Game of
Poker.

Rochester, N. Y., Nov. 3..As the result
of a quarrel over a game of poker, George
Pangburn. the proprietor of Buck Pond
Hotel, situated about four miles west of
Charlotte, shot and killed Louis Karle. a
wood worker of this city, yesterday afterinoon.
He then shot himself, dying instantly.
TO Ct fiK A COLl) IN ».NI£ DAY

Take Laxative Bromn Quinine Tablets. All drug(gisti refund the inoner if It fails to cure. C5c.
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Jessie ParsonsShe

Kiffed HeP8eff with the Revo!
Knew Not Love, N

,f
IMIUWl

To the little village in Westchester i

County of Poundrldge, where she was *

essentially active, returned yesterday, life-
less, Jessie Kellogg Parsons. Why, tall,
lithe, athletic, brave and not at all inclinedto morbidity, she killed herself in a

fashionable hotel of New York 011 Monday
l ight, even her most intimate friends may
not tell In a phrase.

Chapter I.
She was born at Poundridge twenty-six

years a:ro, the daughter of her father's
housekeeper, Miss Kellogg. He, W. E.
Parsons, had acquired in New York
celebrity as a dentist. He was learned and
practical", he was obstinate and proud. He
had in New York a wife, from whom he
had been separated legally, and six children,only* one of whom he ever cared to
see.
His wife was a Roman Catholic and afflictedby an extremely nervous tempera-

mem. mis is now lio explained to liis law-! ,
yer, Louis E. Werner. Ills separation from ^ner. I>r. I'arsons's housekeeper, to every- ^body at Poundrldge, was Mrs. Parsons. She
became his wife a year ago, on the day ,after the death of the mother of his six ;children. For them he had made ample jprovision at his retirement to I'oundridge. jA man of action as well as of thought. ,he expressed always a profound disgust 1

for the malady of nervousness, which was
his first wife's. Ho said that it was a
"comedian malady," which made merry iwith people and with itself, and tormented ]its victims the more because it existed the
less. He said that it replaced economicallyfort it lino Itibl nnlinnon TJ-. 1

man, and not indulgent to others.
In order that his daughter Jessie shouldnot know nervousness, he taught her to heathlet'e. She had large blue eyes, the ex- ipression of whlo 1 was remarkably frank,and she was trained in athletic exercises.She was a swift runner, an accomplishedrower, a tireless swimmer. She could tame

a horse and was absolutely fearless 011 abicycle. She read a great deal, but 110th- 1
ing that her father did not recommend, and <his taste was austere. IShe was kind and charitable. As much
as possible, her father defended her againstthe commonplace. Slu> was a quiet,thoughtful, agreeable yofmg woman, but'she would not have had any sort of successin fashionable sopietv, where shewould have been absolutely incapable oftalking airy nothings even for five minutesonly.
"To whom do you expect to marry her?"Dr. Pursoiis's friends asked him.

Chapter II.
Dr. Parsons invlteO to 1ii<. t_ .

ago, a young man who had boon educated
in England. He was the son of one of
Dr. Parsons's earliest friends, and his
reputation was that of a charming scapegrace.He appeared and his presence de-
stroyed. or at least, astonished the ideas
of him which has been formed at Poundridge.
He was exquisite, tactful. He had the

art of serving to her father's friend, the
most delicate flattery, and to make Jessie
divine, by shades of expression hardly perceptible.that his admiration for her was
profoundly respectful. He knew how to
appear always original without wounding
anybody's opinion. How difficult that is
in a village! |In the first week of his sojourn at Pound-

HER FIRST TRIP BY RAIL.
Seventy-nine Years Had Mrs. Eliza BeckerSeen Before She Ventured

on a Steam Car.

Auburn, N. Y., Nov. 3..Although Mrs.
Eliza Becker has reached her seventy-ninth
year, she never rode in the cars until this
week. Mrs. Becker lives in the town of
Sterling and in plain sight of the Lehigh
Valley Railroad, but not until yesterday did
she make up her mind to try a trip on the
steam cars and see what it was like. She
came to Auburn to visit the friends of her
earlier years.
"Gracious me! I never rode so fast in

my life before," said Mrs. Becker, in relatingher experience. "Everything seemed
to be sheered of the train, and was runningaway from it as fast as they could,
Tploorranh noles was the skeerdest thinsrs
of

'

FATAL CHESTNUT HUNT.

Like the Babes in the Woods, Lost Old
Milton Shaver Lies Down on a

Leafy Bed.

Auburn, X. Y., Nov. 3..While out
searching for chestnuts yesterday afternoon,Milton G. Shaver, who is seventynineyears old, wandered in the woods and

ESS AND ALONE
JESSIE PARS

#

-Younc£, Beautiful, Athletic, F

ver That Was a Pride of Her
or Fashionahfe Society, Nor the
edge, and Was Discouraged with F
ridge, he rode on horseback, shot at a! o

argot with Jessie's pistol almost as well t
is she, played whist without impatience h
in.d never wished to smoke, except when J"
he doctor and his guests also smoked. ^

Yet I)r. I'nrsoug discovered in the young ;i

nan's personality his intimate enemy, for a
lie youiiK nisi 11 wins lue liimiiui image aiiu

ho visible figure of nervousness. Tliin. v

nile unto improbability, he shivered at the a

oast breeze, ate not more than a dragon- n

ly oats, and seemed to succumb under the
iveight of the jewels that he wore in his
lavat, on his waistcoat and on his fingers.
His clothes were symphonies. He ap- c

(oared, suddenly, dressed in violet, and, a
Tom his hat to his gloves, blended the jliverse shades of violet. At a certain monenthe seemed to suffer and pressed on 11
ds chest thembliug hands, as it his dress c
urncd him. He went out and reappeared f
n blue or green colors. Ho played on the
(i.'ino pieces that signified nothing at all, J
ind recited poems of his composition which t
vere tunes. tMiss Parsons invited liim one evening to
hive with her to the house of a poor 1

voman to whom she had to carry olotlns £
ir.d food. As the road was deserted, the i
Ifinfnv'o fvtorulo ofound Tin neeniH

o his daughter's invitation, smilingly. He
vouhl have intrusted her to Don Juan. '
In the light wagon, the young man spoke

rot of nature, which, he said, lacked art
md refinement. He spoke of his poems, of
lis music, of the Individual tone in his
J rose writings that very progressive literiryreviews printed. He spoke of love.
iVhen Miss Jessie understood, she stopped
'he horse, got out of the wagon, ordered
liim to follow her. tied him with a strap
to a tree, and returned to her father's
aouse.s I)r. Parsons sent a stable boy to
release the young man, who went to White
Plains for his train and sent from New
J>rk to T»r Parsons for hi« baggage.
Jessie Kellogg Parsons had no other love

iffair than this one. She spoke of it,
wheu questioned, with her habitual nans.acss.

Chapter II'.
Miss Parsons's mother died a year ago.

Then her father fell ill. She nursed him
patiently, heroically, during ev*ery moment
if his malady, abandoning every thought
to be the slave of his mind. He died in
Anvil, leaving a will, the tmru clause 01
which was as follows:

Inasmuch as I, said W. E. Parsons, the
testator herein ivmed, have heretofore plentifullyand abundantly provided for all my
children, although the same are not herein mentioned,I am not unmindful of their relation to
liie. But. owing to my abiding affection for
and gratitude to my daughter, Jessie K. Parsons,now residing with me, who has so thoroughlyconsidered my old age and sacrificed so
much or Her voting 1110 tor t n 3 care 01 ner i

old father, I have made the following provision i
for her.
This provision ivas to leave to her all the

earthly goods he evened. He had inherited
the larger part of them from his brother,
lieuben Parsons, who intended that his
wealth should be entailed for three generations.but this provision of his will, being
contrary to the laws of the State of New
York, had been rescinded.
Dr. Parsons transferred the bonds and

me money wmrii rfiiiiuueu 10 lulu mitr 111s

retirement to Poundridge, to Jessie's mother.There was nothing of the real estate
which he owned not in his daughter Jessie's
name at his death except a house in Chris-
topher street and the one in Barclay street,
which Keuben Parsons conducted for years >

as a gambling house known everywhere in 1
the United States. i
"To the probate cf the will of White f

Plains, W. E. Parsons, Jr., the doctor's <

lost his way. When be did not return
to his home at night, his son started *>ut
to look for hiiu, but could not find him.
Then a searching party was organized,and hunted through the thick brush on
Chestnut Itidge. where the old man had
gone, until morning. iJust as the party was about to abandon l
the search, the aged man was found lying 1
011 a heap of leaves, which he had scraped ,

together near a pile of logs. He was still
a'ive, but unconscious, and he died on the ,

following day. I
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uch.a Suicide.

Athfetic Training, Because She
Way to Acauire

ate,
Most son by his first wife. made a proest.He said, yesterday, that he withdrew
t. He was defeated. Miss I'arsons's iaw-
er. Louis E. Werner, said. Dr. Parsons's
ill was. anyway, admitted to probate,
iid his daughter inherited bonds, money
nd property valued at $1(X»,000.
"She quitted the solitary home at Pou ididgeand went to live at Yonkers with her
unt. Mrs. Loys I'ullen, a septuagenarian
nd infirm.

Chapter IV.
Miss Parsons was not troubled by the
ontest of her father's will. She did not
ttend even the hearing at White Plains,
lut her father's death had left her a:mtss.Would she become a woman in soiety,well acquainted with fashionable afairs?Would she study literature or art?

C. Rockwell, superintendent of the Port
nester schools, had taught her Greek. She
ook more lessons from a public school
irincipal at Mount Vernon. She talked of
living to the Cornell Annex. She tried to
>ass examination at Barnard College. But
ler knowledge was insufficient.She went to Packard's Business Collogoor a day. The study of a day discoursedher. She was sure that she would
lever learn. She wrote to her lawyer that
woman twenty-six years old was tooild to learn anything. But she wanted toittend lectures "in New York, and, if fashorablesociety were closed to her becausedie was a daughter born out of wedlock,iccome a member of studious society.She left Yonkers Wo make arrangements

or the removal of her aunt to New York.She carried the revolver, with which shetad exercised her marksmanship for years.She made her will, bequeathing her propTtyto her septuagenarian aunt, Mrs. Boys'utten, for life, and after the hitter's death
/a C ^-11 m -
. .mBra-uufiu, who rases care or Mrs.'utten: Miss Addle Haigut, of Mount Yer'on;Miss Florence H. Kellogg and MistLlelen Smith, of New York, all four herotisins.
She spoke to her lawyer, Louis E. Wer'er.of her plans for her residence in Newfork, which seemed to be sensible and easy

o execute. She spoke with a gentle pesslnisn»that astonishes him a little. Herlaif-brother, W. E. Parsons, says she waserratic. Her friends deny this."On the contrary, she was intenselyeasonable," said her lawyer, yesterday.She went to the hotel in vVe'st Forty-secindstreet, where she stayed whenever the
iffnlrs of her estate called her to New
l01 k, and simply, after signing sceeks to
arious persons for the full amount of Iter
in lances in bank, without writing a line
vhich was not sensible, killed herself with
he revolver that had exercised her marksnanship.y-tjlaj'

^oft. White Hands, with Slimwii- v«n.
Luxuriant Hair, with Clean. WholesomeScalp, produced by (TTTCUltA SOAP, thenost effective skin purifying and beaut !fyv.Ksoap iu the world, as well as purest andweetest for toilet, bath and nursery. Thenly preventive of inflammation and cloetinsrof the PORES.

SOAP is sold throu boat the v aid. POTTER
LlR.l O AND CHEM CORP., Sole Props.. E >»;orc « t.
fy "Hov to Purify and Beautify the 'Skin,Sc.i'ip anu ilr.ii'," mailed free.
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WHAT BO YOU WANT?
fTT^S HIGHER!

Journal "Wants" t 'ins
3? higher all the ime. Yo»:terelayanother advance was

\ made.

*mi 379 "WANTS"
mm\aJIJ in the Journal yesterdajrover the same day

i nai is inoi tne i op !

Advertise It in the Journal.
Tlic Voiee oi the People

Was heard in Tuesday's election. It is also
heard daily with Journal's "Want"
olumns. Last month 14,577 more "Wants'*
ivere printed than in October last year.


