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"NOTGUILTY"
By Florence Lillian Henderson.
Thfe last day of the month, the last

month of the year, the Jast hour of
the session of the great criminal
icourt in which the famous case of
the state vs. Walden Renstone,
charged with conspiracy to defraud,
had dragged its slow length for a
full week such a time, the scene,
the climax.

There had been little but the hum-
drum progress of the law in the case
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until that day. The judge, William
Eaton, had listened to the evidence
in his usual subdued manner. The
attorneys and the jury had been im-

patient to conclude their labors be-

fore the approaching holiday. The
fate of the prisoner had been fore-
stalled. It seemed patent that Wal-

den Renstone, accused of selling
fraudulent bonds with the collusion
of a band of disreputable brokers,
was guilty. He had a good lawyer,
however, and every point in the case

.was stubbornly contested.
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The last evidence was In, the state
was about to begin its argument,
when a woman, deeply veiled, who
had sat beside the prisoner all
through the trial, arose to her feet,
threw back her veil and confronted
the judge and jury.

If the eyes of the court room had
been fixed upon the judge instead of
upon this woman, there would have
been noticed a quiver pass over the
austere face, dignity, ol go
hurtling to the winds, a sudden pal-

lor obscure the set, statuesque fea-

tures. Then, with his glance riveted,
fascinated, Judge Eaton simply bow-

ed as the woman made a request to
speak in behalf of her husband.

"Let me plead for him, let me tell
my story!" she cried. "Guilty or in-

nocent, give me the" opportunity to
show that he is more sinned against
than sinning."

"Object!" cried the attorney" for
the state.

"Overruled," came mandatorily
from the lips of the judge, and the
abashed attorney stood petrified at
this distinct violation of precedent
and usage.

Then ,' as one in a dream, the judge
sat with bent head, his hand gripped-t-

hold steady the nerves that had
hitherto been as iron, disrupted at
the sight of a face he had not seen
for eighteen long and bitter years.

It was a pitiful story that the
woman told, of a reckless man with
a loyal, patient wife. He had been
deceived by bad companions. In the
midst of poverty temptation had
come. Look at him a consumptive,
a physical wreck. The doctors, she
said, had given him up to die, his
span of life was limited. The vivid
eloquence of this faithful helpmeet
brought tears to the eyes of nearly
every person in the courtroom.

As in a daze the judge listened to
the arguments that followed. As in
a dream he went back in his life
twenty years. The only woman in
whom he had ever been, interested


