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Phwhat ye need. yer anner’s anner, is
soombody t’ hilp ye consoom the sar-
ploos. If ye’ll give me a hundred thou-
sand acres av land, Oi’ll show ye how we
do ut in Amaryky,” sez Oi. -

“‘Of'll give ye a job on wan av me
farryms, Mulligan, and ye can save.oop
money and buy the land, loike a mon,’
sez Kubla. Oi’'m the only dead beat in
Xanadu, to date, an’ begorra, Oi’ll not
hov the mak’n’ av another upon me con-
science!’ sez 'e.” i

Here’ Mulligan arose and apologized
for an early departure, as he had an en-
gagement elsewhere for the rest of the
evening.

HORACE CLIFTON.

THE ALTGELD BRIBE.

The following article appeared in the Chi-_

cago Tribune (Republican) of October 18,
1903, with this explanation: ‘‘The Trib-
une to-day publishes the fourth article of
a series of political reminiscences based
on real events and throwing much light on
political methods. Many readers will be
able to fathom the real names in some of
the occurrences related.” THhe article is
indeed “based on real events.” It is lit-
erally true in almost every Qdetail, Except
that the Governor’s partner went at once
to the capital to see the Governor, instead
of waiting three days for the Governor to
come to the city, every occurrence was
substantially as here narrated. The time
“was the summer of 1895; the State was
Illinois; the capital was Springfleld; “the
city’’ was Chicago; the ‘Empire’’ building
was the *“Unlty” bullding; the vetoed bill
was known at the time as the ‘‘eternal
monopoly bilis;” the briber was a Chicago
lawyer of high standing; the Governor
was John P, Altgeld.

In all my Tecollection I can recall just
one man who could not afford to admit,
without cheapening his‘own character,
that he was subjected to a downright
temptation—but he didn’t admit it! And
when "the story leaked out after his
death, there wasn’'t a' man in the State
who didn’t take off his hat to the rhoral
stamina that the Governor had shown.
That little incident made the eulogies of
the pulpits and the newspapers look
cheap.

It happened while you were kicking a
pigskin at Princeton. There never was
a better campaign than the one in which
Uncl_e Cal. Peavey knocked out the ma-
chine and landed in the governor’s chair.
It made a bigger rumpus than a foxin a
henhouse, and there was a mighty shak-
ing of dry bones in the fat places on the
pay roll.

Almost the whole press of the State
was against him and he was hounded as
an anarchist, a calamity howler, and a
general enemy to society, capital, vested
rights and a whole lot of other sacred
and civilized things. ' But Cal kept his
nerve and continued to talk right out in
meeting. The harder they pounded the
more he showed his teeth and stuck out
his bristles.

signature.

That was the Winter before the United

Traction’s franchises expired, and a new
charter was simply a ground hog case.
" Times were tighter than a February
freeze. Every cent that the Governor
had made in a series of nervy specula-
tions in city real estate had been put
into the big Empire building before the
hard times set in. Tenants were scarcer
than rats, rents fell like snowflakes,
and the old man was in the hole for twice
what he was worth, with big payments
coming due in the course of the Winter.
He didn’t know which way to turn, as
the money market froze tighter and
tighter, and it was a certainty that he
stood to lose the fortune he had made in
years of hard hustling, unless some un-
expected stroke of Providence should
come to his relief. .

But he was made of stern stuff and
never gave out a whimper, although he
couldn’t keep his condition ‘from the
wise ones on the street.

Just as he was driving ahead to the
last ditch in his private affairs the Unit-
ed Traction was making hay at the ses-
sion. The Governor wasn’t the only
man in politics that Winter who had
been caught ih the financial squeeze.
Plenty of legislators were worrying over
mortgages and investments—a fact that
didn’t escape the attention of the trac-
tion company’s agents.

Although the Governor and his forces
put up a strong and crafty fight against
the bill, the franchise measure passed
both houses by a big majority—and the
men who held mortgages on the assets of
the members concerned stopped worry-
ing about payments.

Then the calcium light was suddenly
shifted to the executive mansion, and
the question in every mouth was “What
will the governor do?” The situation

was strained up to concert pitch and |.

there were all sorts of speculation as to

the course which Uncle Cal. would pur- |

sue. Generally, however, it was agreed
that there were enough votes to pass the
bill over his veto and that probably, as
a sensible man who knew enough to
know when he was licked, he would let
the measure become a law without his
This was considered the
proper manner for a governor to sur-
render under protest when there was not
enough votes at his command to sustain
his veto.

A day or two after the bill had gone
up to the Governor one of the smooth-
est mechanics in the fine art of “fixing”
ever on the confidential pay roll of the
traction company dropped in at the office
of the Empire building for a little chat
with Mike Boylan, the governor's busi-
ness partner and general handy man.

Now Mike had knocked about town a
good deal, been up as late as .midnight
several times, and was fairly well ac-
quainted with the landscape in the
neighborhood of the city hall; but forall
that he didn’t really know that his call-
er was a scout of the traction company.
In other words, the fellow was the man
for the hour; he had just enough reputa-
tion to arouse in Mike’s mind a suspi-
cion of his connection with the com-
pany and save awkward explanations.
On the other hand, he had not made him-
self common so that his name was known
to the members of the gang generally.
In short, he was an artist and accepted
about one commission in four or five
years, but made that one something
handsome. .

“Mike,” he finally said, after fhey had
chatted awhile, “if you're not too busy,
I'd like you to do me a little favor.”

“Certainly,” responded Mike.

“I'd like you to introduce me to the
man in .charge of the safety deposit
vaults of your building here. I want to
get the right sort of accommodations,
and if you take me in tow it will insure
me proper attention from the general in
command down there in the basement.”

“Sure, I'll fix that,” said Mike, taking
his hat and wondering if it really were
true that his caller was mixed up with
the traction people, as he had heard.

They were starting away from the
largest wall safe, or ‘‘box,” when the
new patron of the institution called
Mike into one of the private stalls. On
the table were two good fat telescopes.
Up to that time Mike had been merely
an interested spsctator; but this move
gave him a joit. Could it be that the
fellow had trapped him into a position
that might be made to reflect on the
Governor if it should ever get out?

Mike's conscience had been trained in
the kindergarten of the street paving
contract business and never swung a
danger signal short of the question.
“Will it get out?” Nothing but that
possibility presented a moral problem
to him. The next semaphore which was
swung by his acute spiritual sensibili-
ties operated on the question of whether
or not a certain course would bring him
under the heel of the law.

“If this chap makes a straight prop-
osition,” reasoned Mike, as his com-
panion was unstrapping the telescopes,
‘“and it should ever get tothe Governor’s
ears it’ll be all day with me. He'll raise
my scalp.”

“I hope you'll not think I'm suspi-
cious of the boys down here,” said the
caller, “but I'm taking care of a whole
lot of cash for a pool I'm interested in;
the fellows who are with me are afraid
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of banks in these times and insist on
planting our funds in a safe deposit
vault. That puts the whole thing on
my shoulders and it occurred to me that
it would be a safe precaution to ask
you to come down here and check up
with me the amount I'm planting—it
" won't take but a minute.”

“You chaps going to make books on
the races?”’ laughed Mike.

His answer was a knowing wink and
Mike heaved a sigh of relief at the
thought that he was out of a disagree-
able scrape in which a quarrel with the
Governor was almost a moral certainty
—and Mike was more afraid of old Cal.
than of any other being in the whole
universe. In fact the Governor had be-
come a sort of god to Mike, although
Cal. didn’t know it himself.

Half the packages were in thousand-
dollar bills and the rest in five hun-
dreds, so it was an easy job to check
them up, according to the figures on
the paper bands pinned about the pack-
ages. Mike's eyes fairly stood.out of
his head as he looked from the figures
on his tab to the currency on the table.
One million dollars! He had never

_ seen that much money in one heap be-
Jfore in his lffe, and his nimble, acquisi-
tive mfnd began right away to figure
out the things that could be done with
that money. It almost stupefied him
and he made no objection when asked
to help stack it away in the big wall
safe.

Then they went upstairs and the call-

“er suddenly remembered that he had
left his umbrella in Mike's private of-
fice. He got it, and started for the
door, then stopped and began to draw
on his gloves. Mike had not yet come
out of his trance. He was still saying
to himself: *“A million dollars.”"

“You're satisfied as to the amount in
the vault?” casually inquired the caller.

*“Yes,” absently responded Mike, writ-
ing the figures on the desk blotter. -

Suddenly the keys to the big deposit
drawer fell on the desk in front of him
and he heard the words:

“Well—you know what to do with
these!”

For a second he stared hard at them.
Then he grabbed them up and made
a plunge for the door and out into the
hall. But his smooth caller had gone
down the stairs to the floor below, taken
the elevator which served the side en-
trance to the building and was gone!

From that time until Friday after-
noon, when the Governor came to the
city to give two or three days to his
private affairs, Mike scoured the town
for a trace of the man who had dumped
a million of dollars of bribe money into

his hands. And in that time he felt
more stings of.conscience than he had
ever known in all his life before. He
was the worst scared man in the city,
and it seemed to him he’d rather jump
.into the crater of a‘volcano than face
the wrath of the Governor. Or could
it be that under the certainty of com-
plete financial ruin the old man was
facing he might possibly weaken? And
why shouldn’t he take the money? He
would be doing nothing for it—not so
much as signing his name! Hadn’t the
Governor fought the bill tooth and nail?
And wouldn’t his failure to sign it be
a protest against it? This was.just
what the party and the State expected
him to do; tpen why shouldn’t he keep
the money that had been thrown at
him—and without a possible tracer at-
tached?

But even Mike’s moral obtuseness
was not so great that he didn't recoil
from the pbssibllity that the Governor
might look at the matter in this way.
If it should be so, he would know that
there wasn’t a man on earth who
couldn’t be reached if all the circum-
stancea were right. .

When the Governor camé in Mike was
looking uncommonly pale, but the 6ld
man was too preoccupied tonoticeit. His
grizzled face was as haggard as if he
had just got up from a run of fever, and
his eyes shone with a grim, unnatural
brightness.

He slumped into a big leather chair
and, in a shaky voice, said:

“Mike, it’s all up! I stopped in at the
trust company’s office on my way from
the station, and they say we can't have
any more time, Then I went over to
the other place and thrashed it out with
fellows we hoped might come into the
thing as a last resort. But they're
scared, and nothing can move ’em to
furnish ‘the funds.”

He choked for a minute, but finally
continued: .

“But there’s one consolation. The
property’s worth the money, and no
one’ll lose a dollar. And there'll be no
scandal attached. Thank God, I never
wronged a man out of a cent that I
know of, but it's kind of tough to see
the work of years swept away in a
second! And then there’s the little
woman at home—that’s the hardest
part of it!”

Then Mike knew that it was up to
him to make a clean breast of the safe
deposit business—and he did it, too.

The eyes of the old man seemed to
bore Mike right through as the story
came out in a shaky voice. For a min-
ute or two the old Governor sat with

his chin resting in his hands, the mus-

‘my notion.

cles of his face twitching like a spider's
legs.

But it was all over in a minute. Slow-
ly rising-to his feet, the old man point-
ed his long bony finger at Mike and, ina
voice that had the grit of jron in it, he
said: .

“Young man! I'd advise you to take
better care of that damned scoundrel’s
money than you ever did of any money
in your life.” -

That night the Governor wrote a veto
message on the traction bill that fair-
1y scorched-the rails of the line. Then
he called in the real scrappers in his
political camp and began a fight against
foregone defeat that ripped wup the
whole State and made history. He
didn’t stop at anything that came under
the head of things “fair in love and
war.” Before the fight was finished he
was forced practically to kidnap two
or three weak-kneed members of the
opposition and take them out of the
State. And there were a few others.
that had to be given a close range view
of the penitentiary before they experi-
enced a change of heart. But when the
vote on the veto was taken the old
Governor won out by three votes—and
he celebrated the triumph by surren- .
dering to his creditors and backers all
the property that he had accumulated
in 50 years of harder work than a stone-
breaker ever put-in.

In less than three years from then L
acted as a pall-bearer at Calvin Peavey's
funeral and joined in a subscription to
buy the widow a home.

That's the sort of a moral backbone
that is entitled to flowers, according to
And there isn’t much of
anything-short of that brand that is.
When I go into hero worship I'm going:
to cap my shrine with a bust of honest.
old Cal.

Mayor Collins’ inaugural is short,.
but is full of meat. Every Boston
citizen should read it.—Boston Globe.

You will excuse the vegetarians, of
course.—Cleveland Plain Dealer. -

Will Russia pounce upon Japan
And some choice islands grab?

Or is the bear that walks llke a man.

About to walk like a crab?
—Chicago Dally News,

God is not in the ironclads, nor in-
the armies, but in the still small
voice of Justice that issues from tri-
bunals like that at The Hague.—Wil-
liam Jennings Bryan.

‘While another man has no land, my
title to mine, yours tp yours, is at once-
vitiated.—Emerson.
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