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EALTHY American widows
Lave vome in recent Years to
to play = most important part
in several important divisions
of the worlds affaire. It ia
pot, elther, merely here in the
I'm'ted Siztes that! these mon-
eyed women are making thelr
iz fuence felt On the cob-
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Arthur Brant was conscious of an | tears were not altogether for the com-

undercurrent of hostility in the sod | ing loss of the farm.

trary, v!;o-er infaence uas vro: cabin of the Pentons. The mental at- Tuesday dawned cloudy, cold; a
irctes sbeo d"""‘:' o :“:: f mosphere was as crisp as the breath- | | storm was In store. As Hilda looked
circles ghroad-— 0 DU e

| l1ess cold of the February night—a cold |out on the broad plain of undulating
| which clutched the Dakota prairies In | white, treeless and stark, sudden hot
iron fingers. | resentment welled up within her. For
Brant was a shy voung man where | there, muffied to his eyes In a fur coat
women were concerned, and though |behind a swiftly jogging horse, Wwas
he felt acutely that for some reason | Arthur Brant. He was headed for the
| Hilda Penton, her parents and her |county seat, 22 miles away.
| ten-year-old brother had turned against | She had nourished a secret hope
1ltim. be could not bring himself to ask | that Peter Snyder lied; that Brant
why, or to worm the reason out of | would not seize their land. But Peter.
them by indirection. | whom she distrusted despite his plaus-
They had moved onto the quarter  ible tongue, had told the truth. Brant
section adjoining his cwn fine farm a | cared more for their land than for

indeed. that the good people
of Figrope hxve been compelled to sit up and
take motice of 1t American widows xs a class
well worthy to rusk wihk any subdivision of
society abroad (not even excepting the nobil-
¥i. ¥ the comperison be made on the basis
of gowns or miltinery or jewelry or anp of the
atber standsrds by which the femiunine world
Mals Fsucdh slogr
Here in the United S'ates it would be diff
il 1o mame a sphere in which the wealthy
sidous Base pot been ererting remendous

sfigence of late yesrs Even in politics they | few weeks before. He had not learned !;thelr—-ror her—regard. Her lips trem-

have not walled upon the victory of t!nf suf s : _ {to know them well, though he had  bled pitifully as she turned from the - S
R e Lcr e st Tx‘k"ﬂ S B St | formed the habit of dropping in on | window. !
For the present. 1o be sure, their nfluence is ‘

them during the evening. But now he
| was unwelcome.

The storm came apace. There was a
Jim Penton. usually | wind that flew with the speed of a bul
! affable and garrulous, smoked tonight |let.

indirest. but 11 is nope the less tangible, as
siiness the power of the salom maintained by
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tha! brilliznt wvoman, Mrs Hitt, widow of the - | in grave silence. He kept his gaze on A score of times during the day an
late chalrman of the foreign relations commit former high officials of the nation, including |the cracked stove, which was glowing | unconfessed anxiety drew the girl to
tee of the Louss o representatives and the i

the widows of our military and paval heroes.
Conspicuous among the number are the two
surviving widows of presideats,
Lord Hurrison and Mrs. Grover

red with its efforts to beat back the the window.
| searching cold.
Mrs. Mary |

Cleveland. | up, and little Jim, who usnally

| There, melting a hole
| in the frost with her breath, she peered
Mrs. Penton knitted without looking | into the storm. It was a bad day even
hung | for an enemy tc be out.

haking wi
Lkas bad throust

S;nator Beveridge of Indiana
te
rswomas of Mrs

fact that his wife Is the

Marshall Field, widow of

tise ("Sicagn rerchant Mrs. Cleveland spends most of her time in the adoringly about Brant's knees, was At eight o'clock there came a mufl 1
Socially there is no guestion as 10 the tre famlly home at Princeton or at her farm in | huddled in a corner, though he peered fled knock. Hilda hurried to the door
pepdocs power of the American widow. To New Hampshire, though she has of late de- | stealthily at his friend as often as he |and threw it open. to recoil in amaze
' o #op o reflect how voted no little time to residence in Switzer- | jared. ment, for the mild, patient head of a
e sorid s dominated by '.';.‘-’:.--n-;;:".:‘i{! land, where her children are being educated. As for Hilda herself, bevond the | horse projected into the cabin. It
Mrs L. Z

Mrs. Harrison. likewize. spends much time
abroad, though she maintains a home in Indi-
anapolis and indulges in occasionsal lengthy
vacatlons in a log Wouse in the Adirondacks.
Of the widows of the nation's warriors
prohably the public hears mest frequently of
Mrs. Phil Sheridan, widow of the famous cav-
alry leader, although Mrs. Logan apd Mrs.
Pickett, the latter the widow of the Confeder-
ate chieftain whe led the desperate charge at

merest monosyllabic replies to Brant's | was Brant's horse.

efforts to make conversation, she was | With an exclamation she waded

sminously quiet. | through the snow to the cutter. There
When her work was completed and | was a huddied, fur-clad heap in the

she sat down opposite him, her blue | bottom of the vehicle.

eyes were sparkling, and her voice re- | As her cry brought the others out

minded Brant of the crackle of frosty | bareheaded !nto the storm, a shape

snow under foot. detached itself from the rushing white

“l understand, Mr. that you | gloom—Frank L‘I’pm.. Brant's hired

Brant,
were down at the county seat Friday

man. The Swede had been searching
Gettysburg, have been more or less in the |jooking up the title of our gquarter sec- | afoot, for his master
public eve owing to their literary work and {tion.” “He bane freezing'" he cried, and
their careers on the lecture platform. Mrs | “Yes" replied Brant; “that's ome|fen upon Brant like a bear, cuffing
Sheridan, alike to both these other widows, | reason I came over. The land’s been o : '

shaking and worrying him back from

resides at the national capital and an anecdote | It's to|¢he

is told of Mrs. Sheridan to the effect that she
silenced some gossip which speculated as to |
her remarriage by the remark, I would rather ||
be the widow of Phil Sheridan than the wife | lash. *“No,” repiied Brant, simply.

of any man alive” I "Well, we can't redeem it. We had

And speaking of 1he remarriage of widows, | barely enough to get it. And that mis-
it may be added that one of the circumstances | erable Sim Brockway cheated us. He
that renders these widowed women of wealth
interesting to many people ig the ]:--'sssibilltyil
of remargage—an ever-present incentive to |
speculation, even though the object of such |
public curiosity may have not the slightest |
intention of again entering the bonds of mat-
rimony. And that this solicitude is by no
means restricted 1o disinterested observers or|
conlined to the United States is eloguently at-
tested by the attentions which eligible mem- |
bers of the nobility of Europe have showered |
upon Mrs. Porter Palmer, Mrs. “Jack” Gardi- |
ner, Mrs. Matshall Field and—most courted of |
all—Mrs. Nonnie Worthington Stewnrt Leeds,
the dazzlingly wealthy as well as dazzlingly
beautiful young widow of a multimilllonaire
who garnered the golden harvest of the tin-
plate indusiry and sundry railroads.

Almost all rthe wealthy American widcr"!1
seem to have a penchant for qrondl: g more or |
less of their time in Europe and there are oth-
ers who live there continuously, returning but
seidom to their native land, and then only |
for visits. In this class are the widows of for
eign diplomats who receive pensions from thel

® governments served by thelr late husbands. A |
conspicuous example is afforded by Baroness
Sternburg—the former Miss Langham, a Ken-f
tucky beauty, who as the result of a genuine |
romance that began as a case of love at first |
sight on a trunsatlantic liner, married Baron |
Speck von Sternburg, a very capable German |
diplomat, who lost his life as the result of dis- |
ease gontracted while serving his government |
in Indla.

In the field of art many American widowu,
such as Mrs. St. Gaudens, are factors, if not |

advertised for unpaid taxes.
be sold Tuesday.”
“And you're going to buy it in?"
The contemptuous tone cut like a

verge of the dreaded sleep which
has no waking.

Brant roused reluctantly and looked
about him, at the faithful Oleson, at
| the Pentons, scarcely less concerned
at the cabin beyond, warm and light
and cozy. His face changed as at an
| unpleasant memory.
| “Take me home, Frank,~
‘in a tone that brooked no
dience,
| And for the second time within a
| week Hilda Penton cried herself to
sleep. The last vestige of hope was
igone. He had bid in their land.
That is why he would not trespass on
their hospitality.
| It was three days before little Jim
|could go to the postoffice, two miles
laway. He came back with a letter—
|an official looking article from the
| county seat, and a budget of news
ithat kept him jumping up and down

he sald,
disobe-

built a splendid home since the death of her
husband and the wealthy Mrs, Wyeth of Phila-
delphia had her nephew-architect carry ‘out
her ideas of a distinctive home,

In point of achievement:, however, unques-
tionably the sgreatest of all the house build-
ers in the coterie of wealthy widows is Mrs.
Albert Clifford Barney, who inherited one
fortune from her father, a Cincinnati pio-
neer, and married another. Mrs. Barney is of
a most artistic temperament and is indeed an
artist of no mean ability in both oils and
water colors. She spends much time in Paris,
where she and two of her daughters, who de-
vote themselves respectively to painting and
sculpture, are much in their element When
she is in this country Mrs. Barney divides her
time and her boundless energy between the
staging of Greek plays and other amateur the-
atricals of a most ambitious character and the
designing and building of houses for love of
it. These unigue habitations that she creates
AMrs. Barney sells or rents, and be it said to
her credit that she is a clever enough business
woman to make her art profitable in dollars
and cents as well as in personal satisfaction.

In the field of philanthropy Americah wid-
ows have of late years accomplished so much
good as to make these bereaved ones as a
class the most respected and most admired
contingent of American multimillionairedom.
The generosity of Mrs. Phoebe Hearst in good
works has insured her a place for all time in
our real hail of fame and Mrs. Harriman's gift

in excitement.
| The envelope was addressed to her
| father, but Hilda tore it open, caught
|the sense at a glance, and dropped
| weakly into & chair.
| “Mother—father!” she gasped; “it's
‘all rightt We won't lose our farm.
Mr. Brant has loaned us the money.”
Mr. and Mrs. Penton, graving heads
| bent together, laboriously gathered
| that James Penton, by his agent, Ar
{thur Brant, had paid the sum
'of $142.79, being the full amount due
| for back taxes and penalties on the
southeast one-quarter of section
Oh, it was all there, to the last letter
| and figure of the description!
Meanwhile, little Jim, by the ex
pedient of whooping at regular in
tervals, at last attracted the family's
attention.

tie Pennsylvaniz coal zad ol
Mras 8. A Hannua
Sizles senstor from Ohio

Mrs Hunos's 1ife death of her
busband, we may here digress to cxplain, has
Mlustraied how great is the latitude of Ife
open 10 he modern wealthy widow in con
uUast lo he creemscnibed exisience of the av
erage widos of 2 prowminent oficial of 2 cen
igry ago. who upon Lthe death of Ler husband
was sont o retire o bis plantation or country
srat! and live iz the u'mos’ Quistude if not ﬁ,
arigal e lussun Al'er the death of her hus
bhand M. Hansa Hved for a time In a fash
onable botedl In Washingion Then she bulflt
& large bouse and occupled It for a 1ime, later
dspostagy of It v =& prominen' army oficer
Neat she bhad & special apartment arranged 10

magnate, and
wilow of the lute United

ahaw 'he
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by Mrs. Siater, another wealthy widow, who is
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ber orger In one of the largest of the new ho-
tels In New York even providing a special
klichen for “Magzie” ber “jewel” of a8 cook
Then desiring a change, she hit upon the idea
of her present program of life, which calls for
an extended sojourn 1a Europe each spring
and summmer and & winter residence in Wash
ingicn, where she has two apartments of 14
revens earh in 3 fastiomable apariment house

Mra Hassa's Z8room apartment might
sl & pretts pretentiouns residential establish-
ment for a lone woman to maiptain, but it is
scarcely a cireumstances 10 the enormous four
story mansion erected at the national capital

the sole occupant
I8 servants who minister to her needs.
Wealthy widows, it may be added, have not
shirked the responsibilities of house building
Indeed, on the contrary, it seems to be one of
their fads Mrs. Leiter, in addition to her
town houses, has lately been building a sum-
mer “cotiage” costing hundreds of thousands
of dollars on the North Shore of Massachu-
setis near the summer home of President Taft.
Mrs. Hay, widow of the late secretary of
siate, has built a magnificent mansion in Cleve-
Imnd; Mrs. Puliman and Mrs. Marshall Field
have ordered new homes from plans which
they had a -hgnd in making; Mrs. Hitt has

of this palace save for the’

of a splendid park to the state of New York
bids fair te be but the first of & series of no-
table benefactions. Mrs. Russell Suge is an-
other woman who in a comparatively brief
widowhood has helped the needy in many
wave, and the late Mrs. Gardner Hubbard.
widow of the man who reaped the greatest
financial rewards from the invention of the
telephone, was lavish during her lifetime In
zood works.

There is one group of widows in the Unit-
ed States in the members of which—for all
that they are most of them living very qui-
etly—the public is bound to take a keen inter-
est. This group is made up of the widows of

by virtue of their own talents at least as cus- |

todians

of the masterpieces left by their de-

1“1t Was a Bad Day Even for an
Enemy to Be Out.™

ceased husbands, and the same is true in the | s3id the title was all right. Now we're
spheres of literature and public life, where the
collection of the papers of an eminent man or | triendship!”

the publication of his memoirs has frequently |
devolved upon the widow.

In the financial

{to have another sample of Dakota
Anger swept away Brant's shyness.

He rose. “You mean I'd try to get

world wealthy widows, by sheer force of their I vour property on tax-title™
monetary possessions, wield an influence rec

ognized

table example, of course,

by all men of affairs. The most no-
is that afforded by

Mrs. Heity Green, who controls one of the |
wealthiest and most powerful of the New York |

banks.

CURRENT WRECKS A BRIDGE

Twenty Seven Big Timbers Are Cut
Through in One Day by Aid of
Electricity.

One of the mos! Ingetious uses 10
ot edectricity wus ever pul was 0
fhe wrecking of & bridge over the Wa
besk iz fndiana

This bridge had been purchased by
‘e cuomely authorfities, Sho intended
o regdace i by o steel Fructure ersct
od on the old piers and abutments
The owner agreed o
Lrdge 1n 30 days

The chief Sifcylty iy in the short |
fune agreed gpon for the removal of |

thhe brdlipe Bevernl mreckess to whom
the malier was submitted declared
that @ would be impossible within 30
days 1o pull down the ald bridge nith
ot injery o the piers

The structure might be blown up
wilk dynmmite but the explosion
would also destroy ibe plers Were It
fired. the heat would crack and lnjure
the masonry of the bridge The 30
dagys expired. and au extension of one
week was granted

The ovner was &t his wits’' end,

MNMPNBIEPHENS
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bridge, but 1o burn it apart. His pro-

! posal was gladly accepted

Each span of the bridge was com-
posed of Mine chords of three timbers
each. The 27 sills were to be cut
simultaneously, so that the span would
drop between the plers into the river
The cutting was to be accomplished |
by burning through
loops of fron reslstance made red-hot |
by the pussage of the eleetric current.

Fifiyfour resistance loops were
beated 10 wreck each span, and the

spans were wrecked one at a time. |

| Sufficient current was used to heat the
iron wires cherry red. The result 'was

remove the |

If ever love is siltched into a gift
it goes into the one tha! celebrates
baby’s first birthday. One of the pret-
tiest presents, which wiil
little one great jor, is a large edition
|of those balls which the happy
mothers of today delighted 1o fashion

as children with two circles of card- |

board perforated In the center.

| Instend of making the circles an
lmrh or two in diameter, make them

full six inches in size, and use pink
{ and white or pale blue and white wool

jof a very Ile«:y type. Tie the wool |

— e —

ude nth the great affection he bore
lu- by some tangib.e means. So he
drew out his savings and purchased

the wood with |

A BALL FOR BABY

give the |

Iﬂcav!ly the same with every span. Be-
tween the turning on of the current
and the fall of the span an hour and
40 minutes elapsed. Then the mass
of timbers fell into the water well in-

| side the piers, so that they were unin-

| jured.

The cut made by the hot wire was
sharp and clpan. and the wood was
{ not charred more than an inch from
| the place of fracture.

The current was first turned on at

' about five o'clock in the morning, and

at two in the afternoon the last span

river, bed.—

crashed down to the
]S:-ir—mlﬁc American.

through the perforation in the card-
board and then proceed to fill up the
hole by drawing the wool through and
through over the cardboard until no
more will pass. Cut it and tie it be-
| tween the two circles and remove
i these by tearing them away.

The ball%hould be sewn on to mar-
row satin ribbon, blue or pink, as the
cage may be, and to this ribbon
Bhould be attached a quantity of little
gold or silver bells, which will jingle
! merrily when the ball Is swung to and
fro by the ribbons.

RENEWS ANTIQUE wnsﬂsrmu |

Long Islander Sells Piece of Furniture 1
for Fifty Cents and B:.I)'O It
Back for $20.

An clderly Long Islander once at-
tended an auction of old furniture.
Among the articles for which bids
were asked was a heavy marble-
topped washstand. The Long Island-
er bid ten cents for it, and as he was
the only one who spoke the wash-
stand was knocked down to him—
rather to his dismay, as he had to
have it conveyved to his distant home.
For several years this ten-cent antique
was an occupant of the barn, its mar-
ble top beinz removed and the interior |
of the stand serving as a receptacle |
for cans of paint.

One day a clerk from a furniture
store in the neighborhood called at |
the Long Islander’s and accidentally
caught sight of the unappreciated
washstand. He made some inquiries
concerning it, and eventually pur-
chased ii for 50 cents. The clerk took
his purchase to the store, gave it a
thorough renovating and it became a
handsome piece of hardwood furni-
ture, the marble top adding the fin-
ishing touch. Not long after this
transformation the elderly Long

neat but tasty Christmas card, which
ke mailed to the rich old uncle.

So “the ‘rich old uncle received the

“There’s a man after my own heart
He knew I would not carg for an ex-
pensive gift and he knew that I would

ilng down certain parts until the de-

- e -— = —

lslnndqr and his wife \ls!ted the far
nimm store, and when the wife saw
| that  beautitully polisaed antique |
washstand she fell in love with it. for |
it just filled her ideal. Her husband
seemed to have a suspicion of the
truth, and endeavored to distract her
attention. But the affair ended by the

woman purchasing the stand for $20, | -

and it is now one of her most highly
prized possessions.

Beli Must Be Tuned.

The general impression is that the
tone of a bell is largely a matter of
accident, but this i= not so. A bell
must be tuned the same as a piano
or any other musical instrument. Ev-
ery bell has five sounds, which must
blend together in perfect harmony,
: and this is accommplished by shav-

sired harmony is secured. In the
event of shaving too deep the bell is
not injured, but the tumning operation
is prolonged, as other parts must be
operated on and cut away to a corre-
sponding degree.

.

Just the Thing.
Figg—What are you having carved
on the photographer’s tombstone?
Fogg—Taken rrom life. — Boston
Tranncﬂpt.

His Witness,
Six-year-old David had been told not
to play in the oiled road. Coming into

7]

* “We were told that's how vou came
, by your last two quarter sections.”

] “Whoever told you that lied,” said
Brant, quietly. “The owners hadn't
| paid taxes, I'll admit. But I gave fair
! 1n1ue for every acre, just the same.”

He knew who told the falsehood—
| Peter Snyder. fat-faced, shifty-eyed
| Pete. who had elected himself first
.rrlend to shiftless Jim Penton and
| pretty, blue-ered Hilda. And Peter
| was notorious as a tax-title shark. He
| was getting rich by taking advantage
of the land-poor.

“Our hundred and sixty would com-
plete your section,” drawled old Jim;
| “1 don't wonder you want it.”
| Brant turned on him. *T don't want
vour land,” he said. “But if you don’t
raise a hundred and forty dellars by
Tunesday some one’ll get it; that's
| sure.”

He strode out and closed the door
behind him. Perhaps his musings
would have been less bitter had he
known that Hilda had cried silently for
an hour after going to bed—and her

One of the “finest pleasures in the
world is derived from singing. Even
savages make an effort to sing by ut-
tering weird notes as they beat on
queer drums and dance around their
war filres. In ancient times before
there were any pianos, people sang
sometimes to the clapping of their
bands, and often to the accompaniment
of crude instruments which looked
like old-fashioned guitars, violins or
harps. Their songs told of battles,
love, harvest time, hunting and other
events in their lives. Before men

“Listen to me, listen to me!” he
velled. “Lemme tell you about the
fight over to Carlin Tuesday, Bill
Samuelson, he saw it

“Hey?” said his father, raising his
eyes at last from the maglc paper
“A fight—who?"

“Arthur Brana and Peter Snyder,
chattered little Jim. *“That mean old
Pete was there to get our land, and
he had a check all made out. Bul
iMr. Brant came in and said he was
your agent, pa, an' had the mone;
ready. An' Pete called him a Illar
and Mr. Brant told him he was s
tax-title shark, so Pete struck al
him.

“And then they fought and knocked
over chairs, an’ the clerk climbed up
onto the desk, and Mr. Brant blacked
Pete’'ss eyes and bloodied his nose.
An'_

Little "Jim stopped, the breath
squeezed m!.t of his body. For his sis-
ter, her eves shining llke twin stars,
was hugging him to her breast and
lgughing and crying at the same
time.

“Jim,"” she sald, “you go and tell
Arthur to come over here. [—we—we
dmwt to thank him, and beg his par-
on.”

“'Tain't ne'ssary,” replied Jim.

wriggling free. *I asked him myself.
An’' he sald he'd come.”

e T

What Folksongs Are

We may all know them. This kind of
music is called folksongs. These in-
clude the songs which the * ‘folk,™”
people, sing and treasure {p

t
heart and memory.—St Nicholas, hEil'
S Tt o e e

e :e:o Telltale Nose.

as n pointed out th

a polar bear of a darker color, ‘::. w:::::
have no chance at all to stalk its
prey, especially seals. The only black
Spot about it is the tp of its nose
Sallors who first landed on the une:.
plored arctic shores stated that thi;

bears used t
Uncle. Whe Then Made a |for bis rich old uncle a magnificent | two remembrances and said of the | value his good wishes, so he very | the house with suspiciously black | knew how to write and print music, | begin to stalmknt:::mm:’tn:I ator Scals and
New WilL gold watch, and had it neatly en- | first nephew: wisely sent them to me in this inex- | hands, he was reprimanded by his | SOugs Wwere preserved by being treas- | gistance, lying down flat ggnﬂdemma
5 graved. To It he attached a gorgeous “Humph! A man who will spend pensive manner. He shows a marked | mother. ured in the memory of the people. | jjes and wriggling along in gelr bel-
There chee was 2 rich old uncle cbain, put the whole affair in a lav- all he has for a gold wateh to glve to economical trait and [ am sure he “You've been plaving In the road~ | Every country had its own peculiar | (jon until they came to an lczt g”"
Sad two poor nepbews. ishly decorated box and sent it to his a man who already has all the watches | 1! &et along in the world without | .pq gajg. songs which were passed down from el

rich old uncle with his best wishes.

The second poor nephew figured
that any extreme financlal outlay
would convince his rich old uncle that
be was trying to jolly him a bit too
much, #0 be invested a nickel in a

he ever will need hasn’t got emough
judgment to be trusted with money.
I will leave him my blessing and a few
words of good advice.”

When he looked at the card he nod-
ded his head approvingly and said:

any aid from me.”

! So he made a new will and left all
his money to found an institution for
the study of prehistoric manifesta-
tions of microblc diseases in fossilized

)»

“No, mother, I haven't. That's pitch
from the tree.”

“Don’t tell me a story, David. |
know it's oil from the road.”

“Well, God knows it's pitch,” sald
David, “for he saw me climb the tree.™

father to son, sometimes through hun-
dreds of years. In more modern times,
interested people have from time to
time printed collections of these songs
of the different nations, and nowadays
there are many enthusiastic collectors

who are printing ithese songs so that

mock, when they would get up, peer

over to see If the “seals” were

alarmed, and wriggle on again.

The sailors said that they could al-
ways see the black nose when the
bear got near, but vowed that the anj.
mal put his paw over his muzzle to

hide it.—Harper's Weekly.



