
YOUNG WIDOW WILL 
FIGHT FOR MILLIONS 

OF HER FATHER-IN-LAW 

Disposition of Estate of Samuel Ŝ  Brown, Pittsburg 
Magnate, Reveals Scandal. 

LEFT MUCH MONEY TO HIS LATEST PET 

Girl a t t h e L a s t S u p p l a n t e d W i f e o f D e a d S o n In t h e O l d 
M a n ' s A f f e c t i o n s - W i l l W a s M a d e a s H e 

b a y o n H i s D e a t h B e d . 

"Better an old man's darling than 
a young man's slave," runs the old 
bong > 

Probably Martha B. Lewis will con
cur, but Mrs. Grace McGoodwin 
Brown, daughter-in law of the late 
Samuel S. Brown, Smoky City mag
nate and multi-millionaire, can hard
ly be expected to. 

Idoli/ed and petted by her father-
in-law for 15 years, taught to con
sider hei^elf his heiress, and intro
duced eveiywhere as his daughter, she 
finds herself left a paltry $30,000, 
while her supplanter, Martha E. 
Lewis, has been given a sum exceed
ing $250,000 

And a contest in the courts which 
will enrich lawyers and furnish sensa
tions to satisfy the most scandal-
bungiy dame is promised. 

For Mrs. Brown and all the rela
tives of the dead millionaire assert 
that his latest will, executed on his 
death bed, was made under undue 
influence and is unjust and unfair. 

Woith Over §20,000,000. 
Samuel S Biown died last Decem

ber. He left an estate scattered all 
the way between Pittsburg, New.York 
and New Oi leans which is conserva
tively e,timated at $20,000,000. He 
also lelt a will which is the bone of 
contention 

Mis Biown, young widow of the 
dead magnate's only son, had been 
told that she was to be his bene
ficiary. A goodly portion of the 
estate was to have been hers. Yet, 
when the will was read, she found 
herself cut off with a paltry batch of 
breweiy bonds, and these to go should 
she lemairy 

But Miss Lewis, bitter enemy of the 
millionaire's daughter-in-law, bene
fited to the extent of a quarter of a 
million and more. She had already 
supplanted the beautiful Kentucky 
belle as the head of the old man's 
household before his death. That was 
the last straw; then came the open 
breach. 

It is a strange story—how these two 
young women came into the life of 
the millionaire. There were a son 
and a daughter whom the old man 

ther-in-law and went straight to his 
heart. 

"You must stay here with us, my 
dear," said the millionaire, '"and be 
my daughter, too. I know Will would 
have wished it so." 

Old. Man's Daughter Dead. 
So the girl stayed along with the 

old man, and year after year made 
herself better loved by him. Then 
came another blow—his only living 
child, his daughter Nellie, died in 
Italy. 

"I am afraid my poor old heart will 
break," said the old man, bowed un
der this added weight of woe. 

There was no one to turn to save his 
daughter-in-law now. He called her to 
him one day soon after the funeral, 
and said: 

"Stay here with me, for I am left 
alone. Be the head of my household, 
and when I die you will be the same 
in my will as if you were my own 
daughter. And why not? Are you 
not the wife of my dead son, my only 
boy?" 

But the girl did not need this prom
ise. She loved the old man as the 
father of her boy husband. Her sis
ter came to live with them and she 
took her place at the head of the 
Brown household. The servants were 
instructed to obey her in everything, 
and wherever she went she was in
troduced by the millionaire as "my 
daughter Grace, my son's widow, dear 
to me as my own." 

Everywhere it was understood that 
the young widow was to be his heir
ess. Folks were told that Mr. Brown's 
life was insured for $100,000 in her 
favor. 

Martha Lewis Appears. 
Mrs. Brown's sister married and 

she went back to Kentucky with her 
for a visit. That was the beginning 
of the end. When she returned she 
found that Miss Lewis had been asked 
to live at the Browns'. 

"Grace," said the old millionaire, by 
way of making clear how things stood, 
"just take Marty and buy her some 
things, and show her how to wear 
them." 

"Marty" was what Mr. Brown elect
ed to call the pretty girl he had in-

Honaire was still fond of his son's 
widow. She spent a part of the sea
son with Mr. Brown last year and as 
the Christmas holidays were approach
ing she received a hurried call to come 
to the old man's bedside. 

He was dying. 
The young widow caught the first 

train. But as she sped through the 
darkness another will was being made 
in Pittsburg in the old Brown man
sion. With a few strokes of the pen 
all she had believed was to be hers 
was blotted out. But no one told her 
this when she reached Pittsburg the 
next morning. 

Young Mrs. Brown was received 
with open arms. Twerfty days later 
Samuel S. Brown died. During those 
20 days the deathbed will did not 
come to light. Mrs. Brown's friends 
say that it was purposely hidden so 
that she would know nothing about it 
until, it should be too late. The mil
lionaire died, surrounded by his fam
ily, while Mrs. Brown knelt at the 
bedside. 

Will Kept Secret. 
Never weie greater efforts made to 

keep a will from becoming public. It 
was filed secretly". The authorities 

persons hereinafter provided for In the 
case of my residuary estate, and I au
thorize and empower said trustee, to 
sell said bonds, and to reinvest the pro
ceeds of sale at its discretion." 

In striking contrast with this ate 
the clauses in which Miss Lewis bene
fits in the following sections of the 
same will: 
Ninth—"I give and bequeath to Miss 

Martha E. Lewis, of the city of Pitts
burg, one-half of the residue of my 
library wherever the same may be sit
uate at the appraised value thereof, 
she^to have the right to select books to 
the "amount of one-half. I also give 
and bequeath to the said Martha E. 
Lewis my Astoria States Racing trophy 
and the box of silverware which I re
cently purchased trom Heren Bros. 
& Co." 

Tenth.—"I also give and bequeath to 
Miss Maitha E Lewis aforesaid, first 
mortgage bonds of the Pittsburg Brew
ing company to the aggregate par value 
of $30,000, which I direct shall be de

li veied to her by ray executors within 
30 days after my death; and if for any 
reason the said bonds are not delivered 
within the period aforesaid, I direct my 
executors to pay to her on the first day 
ot the mortth followidg my death the 
sum of $125 and a like sum monthly 
theieafter until said bonds are deliv
ered to her." ' 
The library from which Miss Lewis 

was empowered by the will to select 
one-half of the books is worth $50,000, 
and one of the most complete libraries 
in the city. The Astoria racing plate, 
which also went to Miss Lewis, was 
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idoli/ed. When they grew up noth
ing was too good for them. 

Inception of Romance. 
Fifteen years ago William Brown, 

the millionaire's only son, was sent 
to Kentucky to superintend the build
ing of a railroad in which his father 
was interested. There he met a blue 
giass belle—beautiful Grace McGood
win, barely turned 16. 

The boy's head was turned. It was 
plainly love at first sight. There was 
an ardent courtship, and the youthful 
suitor won. That /lay there came to 
the old man in Pittsburg this /dis
patch . 

Princeton, Ky. 
S S. Biown, Pittsburg, Pa . 

T am Komg to be married to the dearest 
girl in the world. WILL. 

That same day this wire went back 
to Kentucky: 

Pittsburg, Pa. 
William Biown, Princeton, Ky.: 

Wait I am coming down that way 
this week S. S. BROWN. 

Foi an answer this came back: 
Can't wait , WILL. 
And this was the reply: 

God bless you 
FATHER. 

All light Go ahead. 
both B>;ng nei home. 

R.JC it was not so fated. Will 
Brown, undisputed heir to the larger 
share of his father's millions, did not 
bring his bride home. She brought 
him home—m a. coffin. Almost the 
next day he fell ill and was dead 
within a week. The bride-widow, al
most, ill with her grief, met her fa-

stalled as his protege in the big house. 
Young Mrs. Brown balked some, but 
she did as she waft told. But she 
refused to introduce the girl to her 
friends, and she still was Mr. Brown's 
mentor when he went to New York 
on matters social. 

Martha E. Lewis was the daughter 
of a boat caulker employed by, Mr. 
Brown. When only a child in short 
dresses the millionaire had taken to 
her because she reminded him of his 
dead daughter when she was a tiny 
girl. When she grew older he made 
her his almoner in his many charities, 
and when she was out of her teens 
he had her made secretary of the Sun
day school which he had endowed. 

Gifts were showered upon her just 
as the were upon Miss Grace Brown. 
For awhile things went along smooth
ly enough on the surface, but Mrs. 
Brown gradually discovered that she 
was being undermined. Miss Lewis 
finally got control of the establish
ment and ran it with an iron hand. 

Family Makes Objections. 
The other Browns—brothers, cous-

were ordered to keep it secret and 
meekly complied. The family lawyer 
furnished an extract to the newspa
pers, but all reference to either of the 
young women in the case was careful
ly eliminated. 

"That's all we care to give out to 
the newspapers," was the lawyer's 
curt rejoinder when pressed for an ex
planation. 

But the New York Sunday World's 
correspondent in Pittsburg made 
things so interesting for all concerned 
that finally the entire contents if the 
will were made public as provided by 
law. 

Then the storm broke. The feud 
became public property. Promptly 
there came a demand from the officers 
of the Maiy Brown church that Miss 
Lowis resign her position in the Sun
day school. 

Forced to Leave Sunday School. 
The church had Mr. Brown's $70,-

000. They cared no longer. They had 
bowed to his will in life, and they 
had installed his protege to a posi
tion of distinction in church affairs. 
Now they would have no more of her. 
At a public hearing she was asked 
to resign, and she did. 

Then she announced that she in
tended marrying and that was her 
ostensible reason for retiring. She 
and William Arthur Porter, a race
track employe of old man Brown's, 
had long been in love. In fact, they 
loved each other before he was taken 
ill. 

Here were the provisions of the will 
concerning the young women in the 
case: 

Bequests to Martha Lewis. 
Second —"I give and bequeath to the 

Union Trust company of Pittsburg first 
mortgage bonds of the Pittsburg Brew
ing company to the aggregate value of 
$30,000, in trust nevertheless, to pay the 
net interest and Income therefrom to 
my daughter-in-iaw Grace M. Brown 
for and during the term of her natural 
life, if she so long remain a widow and 
from and after her marriage or death, 
in further trust to divide or distribute 
the principal of said trust fund tp the 

Mew 

of gold, valued at $10,000. It was 
won by Sue Smith. 

Received Many Presents. 
By the will Miss Lewis got in all 

$60,000. This was only a small por
tion of her benefits. When she was 
23—her last birthday—Mr. Brown 
handed the delighted girl $20,000 in 
new bills. Only a few months before 
he had given her a beautiful big house 
on Greenfield avenue, worth $20,000. 
This is where the bride will live when 
she returns from her honeymoon. She 
got $20,000 worth of diamonds, too, 
and in all $125,000 in cash, say Mrs. 
Brown's friends, before the old man's 
death. 

The Browns have taken the daugh
ter-in-law to their hearts. She is 
again mistress of the old Brown man
sion, there to stay as long as she 
pleases. W. Harry Brown, the broth
er, even wealthier than S. S. Brown, 
who inherits the bulk of the estate, 
is understood to be against Miss 
Lewis' claim. 

There was a tragic scene when the 
will was read. Mrs. Elizabeth Wil-
lard, sister of the dead man, knew 
nothing of it. When she heard it 
gave the young widow but $30,000 in 
beer bonds she burst out weeping and 
ran from the room crying: "Oh, Sam
uel, how could you have done this 
thing?" 

A strange feature of this Strang case 
is that the millionaire provided^ bet
ter for the young widow after her 
death than during her life. A niche 
by his direction has been reserved for 
her in the rich marble mausoleum out 
at the cemetery. There she will rest 
with the others of the family's dead. 

And whether an old man's fickle 
fancy changed at the last or a design
ing girl succeeded in a plot to secure 
wealth at the expense of reputation 
and standing in society, Is the ques
tion. 

Probably it wiy be answered in the 
courts. 
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B y PROF. ALBION SMALL. 

So deeply is the hu
man impulse toward 
action a n d growth 
rooted in our natures, 
that we would find a 
condition in w h i c h 
there was nothing to 
do ''the sincerest hell/' 
Why, if Heaven were 
as it is pictured, a 

haven of perpetual rest, and we all went there, we would organize a 
strike in two weeks and have the conditions changed. 

We know to-day that there is no such thing as irretrievable ruin; 
by the knowledge and power we have we can rebuild what is de
stroyed. Had a flood like that which swept away Galveston devasr 

tated Rome at the time of Marius or Sulla there would have been no 
Augustinian age; had Athens been razed by earthquake and fire (such 

ins and nephews—didn't like this "at as struck San Francisco) at the time'of the battle of Salamis there 
would have been no age of Pericles. 

Life is secure, genuine, strong and vital only in proportion to our 
ability to sacrifice those things which in the present are dearest to 
us, to obtain those things in the future which are more worth while 
than the things we have sacrificed. This principle is dangerous in 
so far as we have the choice as to what is worth the sacrifice and on 

all.̂  They demanded that Miss Lewis 
be at least sent to live elsewhere and 
that Mrs. Grace Brown be brought 
back from Kentucky, where she had 
gone, to give tone to the household. 

"Not for a minute," retorted the old 
man. "Grace has chosen to live away 
from me and I will not trouble her." 

Apparently, however, the aged mil-
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The democratic Norwegians desired 
a democratic king, and could have 
made no wiser choice than that of 
Prince Charles of Denmark, now 
Haaken VII. Compared with Sweden, 
Denmark is very democratic, as some 
one phrases it, in Denmark the aris
tocracy has gone to seed. "The 'upper 
classes' in King Christian's realm (now 
King Frederick's) are largely wealthy 
merchants and farmers of the 'scien
tific' sort. Titles of nobility are no 
longer issued' in Denmark, and the few 
remaining 'noblemen' in the kingdom 
are not much seen at court. 

It would be pleasant to believe that 
not all royal marriages are mar
riages of convenience, and it is heayd 
on all sides that Haakon and his que<m 
made a real love match—but this sort 
of story is very apt to be told even of 
the most boldly "arranged" affairs. 
But on the supposition this really is an 
exception, let ua give credulity to the 
tale of the courtship of the Danish 
prince and English princess. They 
met when the latter one time accom
panied her mothe7* on a visit to her 
Danish relatives. It was at the Ama-
lienborg palace, Copenhagen, the 
prince and princess made acouaint-
ance, and, so the story goes, fell in 
love at first sight. The princess is 
three years the prince's senior, but 
that was no matter, the course cf true 
love ran smoothly, the couple was 
married in the royal chapel at Buck
ingham palace. Whether or not the 
marriage was a political one. it is 
rather fortunate for Haakon, ruter of 
a country with a long coast line to de
fend, to have such a powerful ally as 
King Edward. 
, To be sure, King Haakon has other 

connections of due importance. You 
remember his grandfather, the lament
ed King Christian of Denmark, was 
called father-in-law of Europe, an<i 
Haakon is related to alsnost all th* 
crowned heads; the czar is his first 
c6usin, the king of Greece his uncle, 
he is a grand-nephew of King Oscar of 
Sweden, his queen is cousin of fhe 
kaiser. 

King Haakon is popular in the best 
sense of the word, not because he 
makes a bid for popularity, plays to 
the galleries, but because he is natural
ly kindly and good-humored. When 
the news was flashed abroad that he 
was to occupy the throne of Norway, 
a Paris paper spoke thus of the newly 
elected sovereign: "His wife adores 
him; but who does not?" A most de
voted husband, essentially a domestic 
man, a favorite among his many broth
ers and sisters, prime favorite with 
his father-in-law, King Edward, well 
liked by the * democratic Danes, it is 
readily seen he appeals to many men 
of many kinds. 

Charles was a sailor prince, and thl.T 
fact proved very agreeable to Norway, 
with her long line of famous sea kings. 
No doubt the schooling he received in 
the severe discipline of a training ship 
had no small influence in his develop
ment. A former cadet in the Danish 
navy and a messmate of the? prince's 
recently wrote for Munsey's Magazine 
a spicy article on' this period in the 
life of the new king of Norway. The 
writer, Hrolf Wisby, says* "But the 
rough and ready course of training 
through which he had to pass on ship
board, where nobody cared a fig for his 
rank, and where be had to learn 
prompt and implicit obedience to dis
cipline, determined his character in 
after life. Impressionable as the lad 
was, he would have shrunk to a mere 
princely puppet if he had been left to 
develop only in the atmosphere of 
court life. Instead, the human side of 
the boy was brought out by contact 
with his comrades in the navy, and un
der the pressure of their rigid code he 
was taught to work and to play, to 
endure and to enjoy, like other healthy 
lads of his age. It was a lesson that 
has been of inestimable value in his 
subseauent career." 

When the proposition was made to 
Prince Charles that he become ruler 
of the independent nation of Norway, 
the prince mentioned three objections: 
his poverty—comparative, of course; 
the tact that his wite was averse to as
suming the burdens of a queen; that 
he ought to be elected by the people 
rather than by parliament. As is well 
known, the objections were overcome. 
Promise was given that a fund would 
be*provided for the proper maintenance 
of his family and in event of deposition 
that a life pension would be granted 
him. 'King Edward persuaded Princess 
Maud to consider with favor the posi
tion of queen of Norway. And popular 
vote ratified the choice of the new 
king. All was auspicious, the new 

THE DECIDING 
VOTE 

B y D . J . L A Y T O N 

king accepted the proffered responsi
bilities, solemnly swore to support the 
constitution of Norway, and as King 
Haakon VII. became head of the na
tion. His formal coronation takes 
place June 22. 

Haakon is a name that has honored 
place in Norwegian history, and that 
this title should have been chosen is 
significant of Norway's national pride. 
The wife of Haakon VII. will be known 
as Queen Maragretha, another name 
highly honored in Norwegian history. 
It was Maragretha (1353-1412) who 
brought Denmark, Norway and Sweden 
under one rule, formed a great union 
of all the northern countries. The lit
tle son of the present king and queen 
the Norwegians have requested should 
be called Olaf, a true Viking name. 
Haakon VI. and Maragretha had a lit
tle son Olaf, who died when but five 
years old, reierred to by a certain 
writer as "the least and last of the 
kings of Norway." 

King Haakon and Queen Mara
gretha! How far away these names 
seem from the twentieth century, this 
modern machine age. They suggest 
old days and deeds, when Norse kings 
were giants indeel and royal women 
were other than mere figureheads. Let 
us travel back through the centuries 
and try to catch some glimpse of that 
mysterious romantic pas*. 

First let us speak of Norway as a 
great mother country, not big enough 
to keep all her sons and daughters at 
home, 'but sending them forth to help 
people other lands, to Iceland, and 
Normandy, and Greenland, to Scotland 
and Ireland. Let us pause to contem
plate Harald Fairhair, he who united 
his country under one head and made 
a kingdom of it, which it has since 
continued. In his youth Harald 
aspired to marry the beautiful Gyda, a 
proud princess, who declared she 
would not stoop to a mere Jarl; if he 
would have her let him do as Gorm of 
Denmark, Eric of Sweden, Egbert of 
England, subdue the contentious Jarlg 
about him and become a great king. 
Then Harald swore a mighty oath that 
he would not cut his hair till he had 
accomplished the subjection of the 
other kings, until Gyda was his own. 
Twelve years passed ere Harald's 
mane was shorn, Gyda came to his 
home; 12 years it took to subdue the 
Jarls and conquer the Vikings of the, 
as Carlyle calls them, out-islands 
Then Harald spent about 60 years m 
organizing a government for his con
quests—Harald Fairhair had a reign 
long as his renowned mane. After him 
came his son Eric Blood Axe, who was 
unpopular in Norway and was suc
ceeded by the first Haakon, Haakon 
the Good. 

Haakon the Good had been brought 
up at an English court, and when he 
began his rule over Norway tried to 
teach the people something of Chris
tianity, and practiced as well as 
preached; did not, like his father, force 
the boys to go to sea, did not *ake 
from them in greed. King Haakon 
spoke to the people assembled at a 
Thing (a sort of parliament) of the 
Great White Christ, and at the next 
meeting at Yule refused to drink to the 
god Thor. This mpde a great hubbub, 
but the people had faith in Haakon the 
Good and began to believe a little in 
the Christ, though they torced some of 
their heathen observances on the king. 
The laws of Haakon made at a Thing 
at Gula were good laws, and ever loved 
dearly by the Norse folk. When Haa
kon died he was lamented by Doth 
friends and enemies; they said that 
never again would Norway see such a 
king. It is told that the year Haakon 
was chosen king the birds built their-
nests twice, and the trees had two 
crops of apples! 

There follow after Haakon the Good 
Harald Fray Fell; Haakon Jarl; Olaf 
Tryggveson; Jarls Eric and Svein 
(quasi sovereigns); Olaf the Thickset, 
a true Viking, in later years become 
Olaf the Saint; Magnus the Good; Olaf 
the Tranquil; Magnus Barefoot; Sigurd 
the Crusader; Magnus the Blind; Har
ald Gyllie, and now the "Fairhairs" 
rage among themselves and become ex
tinct. We have the rise of Swerri, who 
led the wretched Birchlegs in many 
victories and became king of Norway; 
founded a new dynasty which was to 
last as long as Norway kept her in
dependence. 

Is it not of interest that the new king 
of newly independent Norway is a 
Danish prince and of close kin to the 
royal family of Sweden? May the 
Danish-Swedish-Norwegian king bind 
in peace and fraterr-al feeling the peo
ple of Scandinavia •> 

CHRISTOPHER WEBSTER. 

TOO MANY LANGUAGES. 

our decision in such cases rests our happiness and our destiny. t i ^ S f ' 

The late Lieut. John P. Bradstreet, 
of the Fiftieth Massachusetts, was for 
many years a' deputy sheriff and turn
key under High Sheriff Herrick at the 
Lawrence house of correction. All the 
newcomers were by him assigned to 
their proper quarters. 
s One day, upon the arrival of a new 
squad of inmates, there was one who 
seemed somewhat more **tomy" than 
the rest, and, calling the lieutenant 
aside, he claimed a little more consid

eration than the others, owing to his. 
previous standing fa society. 

"I never was in.such a situation be
fore," said he, "and I trust you will 
give me a little different quarters than 
those other fellows. I am highly edu
cated, and can speak seven different 
languages." 

"Seven?" remarked the lieutenant 
"That's altogether too many. \ w 
don't have but one language here, anu 
d—d little o* that."—Boston Hetald 

(Copyright, by JoMpb B. Bowles.) 

The green presented an unwonted ap
pearance of activity. The bar at the 
ancient hotel near the state house was 
rapidly reducing the mortgage on the 
property. 

It was the last day of the legislative 
session. For four years the state had 
been unrepresented in the United States 
senate. The factional quarrel in the 
Republican party, unimportant at first, 
had become a national question. The 
whole country was divided into Allison 
and anti-Allison adherents. 

Allison had begun the present session 
with a solid* array of 25 VQtes. He 
crawled slowly up to 29, and there he 
•topped. Arguments, threats, pei sua
sion availed nothing. Every scheme 
known to political science had been 
tried. Dickers and deals had been met 
with counter deals. The Democrats and 
the anti-Allison men could not combine 
and Allison could not land another sin
gle supporter. Another deadlock 
seemed imminent. 

Each day for over a week the clerk 
had announced: "For John Allison, 
29; for Randolph Keener, 26, tc 
Henry Thomas, 4. Necessary to a 
choice, 30," and the speaker, a bitter 
"Anti," had drawled out, with his 
nasal twang and with an increasing 
satisfaction as the prospect for an elec
tion lessened, "and no one ha\mg a ma
jority of the votes of those piesent and 
voting, I declare no election." 

It was 11 o'clock; the final ballot 
would be taken at noon. 

Allison was sitting in the governor's 
private room, talking with the governor 
and the secretary of state. 

Allison was a tall, heavy man, who 
diessed well, but quietly. In his lapel 
he wore a plain Grand Army button 
His was a strong, kindly face, though 
cai eworn. 

"If I thought that crowd were sin
cere in their principles," said *he, ":f 
their methods were cleaner than mine, I 
would respect them at least, and I would 
have stepped aside long ago. But it s not 
refoi m they re after. They want to lick 
me Thomas ran up against me in a 
financial deal some years ago, and he's 
been after me ever since. 

"Four men oppose our 29. Speaker 
Henry, owned body and soul by 
Thomas; Snyder and Hall, two unmiti
gated rascals if there ever were any, 
and old Wood, the only member they 
have from the country, and the only 
honest one they have. Why, he really 
thinks Thomas never spent a dollar in 
this fight. I had some hopes that he 
might be with us, but he's as stubborn 
as a mule. I had a talk with him last 
night 

"We're stronger now that we ever 
were, but it seems that Thomas holds 
the winning card. He has powerful 
friends and powerful interests, and 
some way he has the press of the country 
back of him. He seems certain to de
feat me now, but there's a reckoning!" 

The auditor's office was the headquar
ters of the '"Antis." It was unoccupied 
save for two men. They were talking 
together in low tones.' 

One was tall and thin, with a peculiar 
cast in his eye. His eyes never met you 
squarely; they were over you, besideyou, 
beyond you, but never at you. He was 
Snyder, a member of the house and a 
leader of the Thomas forces. He was 
nervously chewing the end of a cigar, 
jerking his sentences out rapidly. "I 
tell you, Hall," he said to his compan
ion, a dark, heavy man with a cold, im
passive countenance, "I tell you, it had 
to be done. I saw Allison have him in 
tow v esterday, and you know what that 
means. I knew something was up. I 
thought of those mortgages the first 
thing. Wood's all right, but he's 
cranky, and he's a shark for money. 
He's got a couple of mortgages on that 
place of his, and he'd turn a corner 
quick as greased lightning to save that 
precious farm. You bet Allison had 
something to say about them I tell you 
It was what saved us this time. We've 
got 'em sure now, and with Allison 
safe at home and not mussm' up things 
down at Washington, we'll see who gets 
the offices." 

"Snyder," said Hall, rousing him-
telf, "you've made a mistake approach
ing Wood about those mortgages. I 
know Wood, used to court one of his 
daughters, and he's as straight as a 
string. He's one man that 11 stand 
without hitching. He'd kick the traces 
pretty quick if he knew some of the 
tricks we've been working. He may 
have changed, though," he went on, 
musingly; "people do. I did. There 
was a time when I would have knocked 
a man down if he had tried to influ
ence my vote, and now these lobbyists 
corn* to me the first one. I'm inclined 
to take your judgment, for you've got 
a long head and 'a sharp eye, when 
there's rascality going on. Let's get 
up" 

The rasping voice of the speaker 
called the assembly to order. 

•Some one moved in a perfunctory 
manner "that the joint assembly do 
proceed to ballot for the election of 
a United States senator" The hum 
in the galleries increased. Slowly the 
roll-call proceeded. Down the list the 
clerk went, and no change. The end 
was not to be exciting after all. Here 
and there a member was keeping tally-
as the roll-call went on. 

"Jeremiah Wood,'* sang out the 
clerk. There was an instant's pause, 
and Wood ro6« slowly from his seat, 
his hand half raised, as if in protest 
He was an old man, with a flowing 
white beard stained yellow around the 
mouth from the constant use of to
bacco. From behind his heavy steef 
epectacles shrewd kindly eyes looked 
out. His hands, trembling with age 
and excitement, showed wrinkled and 
blue-veined as he stood gripping his 
desk. , 

"Mr. Speaker," said he, "before I 
cast my vote I'd like to say a little 
somethin', if I have permission," and 
he peered around over his spectacles. 
"I won't take long, couldn't speak very 
long if I tried; I wasn't cut out fer 
a legislaterman. ' 

"My deestrict, as you all know, is 
pretty much agin Allison. Some of 
us thought he wasn't runnin' this lit
tle political game right, and we fit 
him pretty strong." *Sen« I've hen 

"Co

here, I've tried to vote an' act right, 
an' none c$ them lobby fellers have 
got a-hold of me ylt I thought my, 
princ'ples was too well known fer any
one ter try ter bribe me, 'cause I ve 
alius tried to fight agin bribery and 
c'rruption. - But it seems that a man's 
princ'ples don't make no diffrunce. 
What's his price?—that's all. Mr. Al
lison came to see me yesterday"—an 
audible titter ran' around the hall, 
this was Allison methods with a ven
geance—"an' he ast me fer my vote. 
I told him he couldn't have it, his 
ways of doin' bi"ness wasn't quite my 
way. Th't I was 'posed to bribery and 
c'iruption anyways. 'If that's all m 
the ways,' says he. 'you kin vote for 
me with a clear conscience Our, 
princ'ples ain't so diff'runt.' 

"Well, he argyed 'long fer quite a 
spell, an' finally, seein' I was still 
'posed to him, he says: 'Well, Mr. 
Wood, I won't argy any further, you 
seem to be standin' up to your princ'
ples, even if you are mistaken in your 
party,' and be left me. 

"No, it wan't Allison that tried to 
bribe me," said he, looking around; 
"I s'posed you all thought so. I was 
lookta' out fer that myself Didn't 
'spect no better out'en him, but I did 
think my own party'd know better'n 
to try that on me. • 

"I don't know as I've done any
thing to be insulted like that," he 
went on, complainingly. "I've been 
a Thomas man right 'long, but seems 
as if some of our crowd thought as I 
was old,' that I was weak'nin', an* 
that I'd have to be spliced up. He, 

HIS HAND HALF RAISED AS IF 1M| 
PROTEST. 

was a cute feller, too, slicked me all 
up with my val'yble services, an' that 
it'd be a pleasure to help me out'en 
my f'nancial troubles if I'd stand! 
straight thru* to-day. He never 
fooled me a mite. You kin gene'ally 
tell a skunk if you git clost enough 
to one. I s'pose he thought I was 
considerin' the offer," said the old man 
with fine scorn, "but I was just 
a-thinkin' what Allison told me, that 
our princ'ples wasn't so diff'runt after 
all, an' I was kinder openin* my eyes. 
I says: 'Would you mind puttin' that 
in writin'?' and he kinder bes'tated 
at fust. 'Cain't you trust me?' says 
he. 'Yes,' I says, 'I kin, but I'm not 
goin' to, 'cause promises don't worry 
some people much after they've got! 
what they want,' an' he wrote it out 
an' signed his name. ' 

"I've got morgidges on my place," 
went on the old man. "Put 'em there 
to send my two boys 'way to school, 
an' I'm not ashamed of it. They're 
fine boys, too, an' both of 'em a-doin* 
well, an' they'll take care of any 
morgidges I got. 

"Now, I'll likely as not upset some
body's cal'clations by th' way I vote, 
an' I hadn't 'tended to vote this way 
till this mornin'. But I've kinder had 
my eyes opened, an' I've cum to th* 
c'nclusion that if they's any diff'runce 
'tween our crowd an' Allison's its just 
'bout th' same, an' that bein' so we 
might jest as well let m'jority rule 
agin. Now, I don't want nobody 
chargin' me with sellin' out, an' I 
don't want no newspapers sech as you 
an' I knows of, to be a-jumpin' on me, 
neither. I got most o' my informa
tion from them papers, an' It seems 
they lied. I didn't want to come to 
this legislater, but two year from now, 
if I'm alive, I'll want to be a candy-
date agin, and I'm 'nclined to think 
I'll be 'lected too. 

"Mr. Speaker, my vote is fer John 
Allison He may be rotten, but there's 
other3 that's wuss." 

Amid the pandemonium broken 
loose, Hall sat with a sarcastic smile 
on his face. 

Good Digestion. 
Be careful of what you eat and how 

you eat. Don't eat too fast. The di
gestive organs are something like a 
stove, which if choked up and out of 
order burns slowly, and if you keep 
piling m fuel g^ows more and more 
choked. The wiser course is to let it 
burn down and put in fuel only wnen 
needed. It is a foolish notion that 
food always keeps up the strength 
Only what we digest helps us; all be
yond that is a tax on the system and 
exhausts the strength instead of in
creasing it Use good palatable food, 
not highly seasoned; vary in quantity 
and quality. Avoid drinking tea or 
coffee Hot soft bread digests slowly, 
and should not be eaten by anyone 
who has not a good digestion. Culti
vate happy thoughts, be out of doors 
as much as possible, and I am confi
dent in a very short time you will be 
one of the admirable "new women." 

Blind Inventor. 
A blind man named Noack, of Wit

tenberg, has invented an automatic 
disconnecter for electric currents 
which can be made to break the con
nection according to will at any time 
from one to fifteen minutes and can 
be fitted to any apparatus The cost 
of the invention is 60 cents. Noack 
is 47 and has been blind since the day 
following his birth. 

Playing Sharp. 
Sandy—Can ye play "Within a Mile 

of Edmborough Town"? 
Andy—How, mon; I've even dared 

to do it within city limits.—Boston 
Transcript. 


