
"THE"ALLEN'S CAREER TOLD IN BRIEF.

So Says Captain Chapman, Commanding the
Tenderloin Police Precinct of New Yorlz.

THE title "wickedest man in America," has been applied to
"The" Allen for a quarter of a century. Sis defiant and out-
spoken attitude against, the. police originally won him the so-

briquet. For fiftyyears at every step inhis career hs-has fought
- the police bitterly and thus centered attention on himself.

He has been arrested some asventy times, but Iunderstand

has never been convicted. Ihave raided the alleged poolroom at
80. Sixth avenue, .which, it is said he operates, tea or twelve times

¦

—
oftener, X suppose, than any-police captain InJTtsvr York

—
but on

each occasion the charge against him has not held.
Ihave had men stationed in the West End dub house for

'
weeks at a time to secure evidence, but so cleverly -was business

conducted that conviction was impossible. So far as the law is
concerned no man has yet been able, to say that "The" Allen ever
operated a poolroom. Ha has taken the advice of clever attorneys,-; has followedit absolutely and has wonallhis legal battles. Inthe
West End Club, referred to always" as "The" Allen's poolroom,

.only actual members are permitted, and this is another safeguard

against prosecution. Legal technicalities have always saved him.

"The" Allen is a remarkable man. He is absolutely fearless.
1

Ifhe knew that a squad of police, were about to descend on him,
and iflie could easily avoid them,' he would stand his ground and

: make a fight. Ina mix-up he's a whirlwind. He weighs about
130 pounds, but tVe common remark inhis precinct is that 4*The"
Allenis worth ten men. n . * '

3. VSRY RSMARKA3US MAN-about It But don't Quota m*. Quote
him.";'--"'

'
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(Ijmay as well say here .that later in
the afternoonV Ivisited Wlnterbottom's
place and three other undertaking estab-
lishments in the neighborhood 'and ob-
tained conclusive evidence ¦ that "The"
Allen had paid in those establishments for
860 funerals of the poor.)

"Yes, sir, been . arrested sixty-eight
times. ¦ Conviction on one charge—mur-

der—would
-
have meant death. But I

wasn't even tried. • :"
"About fifty of the arrests were for

alleged pool-selling. Ifconvicted on each
of the charges the maximum '..'¦, sentences
combined would have been in years 109,
in fines $100,000. ., . -~

< "My.war record? Iwent into the first
battle- ofjthe Civil War and remained in
the service till the

-
last one was fought

Six months \ after ., enlisting Iwas as-
signed to the Secret Service. .Iassumed
the role of a 1 fugitive ;from the Confed-;
erate States, went to Montreal, had, a re-
ward'of 550,000 placed on my head and, to
get information"' for ... my government,
joined the raiders in their attack oh St..
Albans, Vt. Iwas captured there by the
United States forces and sentenced r to

'
be

executed the next day. v;A telegram from
Secretary of War', Stanton to General
:Schofleld, in command ;.*at '.,. St.

-
Albans,

saved me. '/That,Isuppose, .was the nar-
.rowest escape from death I"ever had. :It
was :Henry •Ward Beecher,

'
who, by tel&i

gram,: informed'^ Stanton :my plight.
Beecher wag

'
billed to ¦lecture In St Al-

bans the day)of my arrest.
"It's a lie to say I'm a gambler. I'm a-

•-¦
¦ . "
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fight Then you must win ana youcanV
,lose.'

' •

TT<*Advice to Young Hen as to Mar-
,• rlaga.

"No man should marry till he's 25, on
the principle that—

:Small boats must keep near ahor*.
Large ones can venture 'more.

"What do you know about the drink
"evil?"- .:

--
;' .-:•¦;]-;< .¦ ¦ ¦¦-.-: . : --• ¦¦¦ ¦

;"Rum!"- he shouted. . "Rum! .Misery/

poverty, toll, strife, damnation! Down
here in Rocky Hollow in fifty years" Tve
seen six out of every ten boys go wrong
through rum. Rum! It's crape on the

door—a leap from the. docks— a grave in
potter's :field—homes ruined— hearts brok-
en—souls lost. ;That's rum.

"It's brought sorrow, to Rocky Hollow.
IKNOW; I'm a member the 'Lower
Five,' and I'llstick here tillIdie. Idon't
belong on.Easy street, withja mint |on
one end and a college at the other. That's
for the 'Upper Ten,' not; for me.

-
T "Listen: ,On m the:first of. v December,
twenty-one ,years ago, on my way.home, j

at 4 o'clock In the morning, I;heard a

faint cry in a doorway. Itwas near Canal
and Thompson streets. ;Ithought j.It was i

a kitten.:Ilooked and found a basket, al-
most covered with snow. Itwas a baby,
instead, and Itook;him

'
home. I-raised

him. Iadopted him. ,- ¦ . .
: ;rro-day he's the cashier of one of the
largest banks in New York. So, you see,
I'm needed :in;Rocky 'Hollow.

'
I'vei been

:in a theater twice" in, twenty-five years..
No ¦need ;.to /go. ;jEnough tragedy- .and
pathos here.":

."Adopt any other chllren?"

poems of Byron and Tennyson wer*«n
a table. .

"Read them much?" Iasked.'
"Not much; but when Ihear poetry

things Inmy life that have long passed

come before me. Igot the alphabet book
that Ibought little Minnie when she was

talk to a man on the streets who puts a
question to you."
"God Moves In a•Mysterious Way."

"Speaking of the River Jordan, what's
your favorite chapier in the Bible?"

"Haven't, many' favorites, but there's
one verse that's stood by me all through
life. To-day at a funeral in the Bed-
ford Street Methodist Church Ithought
of itall the time. "When Tweed and tho
police and crooks , encompassed ¦ me, j
when there wasn't a star, in the- sky,
when Iwas ready to give up, that verse
gave me hope.

"Do you want to know what it is?
'God moves in a mysterious , way, h's
wonders ,to perform.' That's it, and It's
never failed me 'yet.- r

¦
-

"Want to know0how God works? Go
up to the garrets or down to the base-
ments of any

*
of the tenements oyfr

there"
—

he pointed in •the
'
direction— "go

.late. at night and often you'll see a dim.
little light and a sick mother or a sick
baby, and kneeling at the bed a Salvation
Army girl. . . , V

•"God moves in a mysterious way*—his
mercy finds the needy. Thai's my re-
ligion. . -

"Charity covers a multitude of sins.
Don't put this down as corning from me.
but find itout for yourself. There's nat
many

-
garrets or basements around jhere

that Ihaven't been in. Ask jthem all,

the people from Dr. Judson's'church, the
Catholic church, or;the colored ,'church,
or the •Salvation Army." ?,'..- '.'.¦

"Are you- a church member?"
"No, but Mrs. Allen is.' She's the presi-

dent of four societies In her church. You

tnlld! A bullet from a toy pistol, acci-
dentally discharged, struck him in the

heart and he died instantly. They brought

me to court. -Say, in ail the hundreds -of
people In and around the courtroom— out

of all the thousands Td helped—Ididn't
see a friend.

"The next day It was the same, but at

the noon hour. Just as the court ad-

journed, some one touched me on the
shoulder. Ilooked around,

'
and"—Allen's

voice broke here and he shook convul-
sively; he turned to the window and cried

'TOomi itrIasked. ./
"My little daughter, Minnie, 9 years

old," he eald, "and a servant girl"who had
been in my family for eighteen years.

Minnie didn't forget' ine. .She's dead
now"—a fresh outburst— "but her little
daughter Ihave adopted as my child.

"But from that moment on Itwas The*.
A-en against the world.

"Put It down strong. Ihave no *puir—

never had a 'pull'—and on this side of the
Jordan I'llnever stand and deliver."

-

Born December 1, 1833, at No. 725 Washington street.
Married and lives in West Eighth street.

• Has three adopted children and one granddaughter. ,:
Arrested sixty-eight times. Never convicted.
If convicted for each offense maximum penalty sen-

tences would have approximated 100 years and $100,000

Has paid for at least 360 funerals.
Weighs 135 pounds. Is 5 feet 6 inches in height.
Alleged poolroom is at No.80 Sixth avenue, New York.

The Longest Steps

on Earth.
height of the holy mountain

(Taischan, In China Is about 6000

II feet above Talnpanfu,1and the dls-

tance is something over sixteen
miles. The road is probably the best in

fill China. About a. mil© north of the
city walls a large pate stands amid th»

ruins of once jflourishing suburbs, and

after passing this gate Ifound myself

Inan avenue several miles In length, and

lined with temples, convents and holy

shrines, where pilgrims stop and pray If

they succeed in shaking off the thousands
of "besgars who occupy this only road
leading to the summit. They are not or-
dinarily modest beggars, but' the real

lords cf the Taischan, who levy a sort ot

entrance fee. which every traveler Is com-
pelled to pay. They are not content with
crouching modestly by the roadside, for

that would enable pilgrims to make their
escape. In order to prevent this each
beggar builds a sort of wall of loosa

stones about three feet high across the
avenue, with an opening of only a yard

In the center, and in this opening he sits
or kneels, knocking his head on the
ground, and shouts, screams and howls

at the approaching pilgrim. _
They make room for nobody. Each

traveler has to step over them, and na-
turally enough a few cash coins are
thrown to them In order to avoid betnj?

touched or pulled by the clothes with
their sore and filthyhands. They are most
numerous ln'the lower portion of the road,

but they assail the pilgrims also a few
thousand feet higher up on the moun-

tain. The real ascent begins at a stone
portal at which, according to its Inscrip-
tion, the great Confucius himself halted

and turned back 2600 years ago, not hav-
ing had the strength to climb the 6000
stone steps leading to the top. Imagine

a staircase leading to the top of Mount
Washington. These Taischan Btalrs are
by far the highest in the wide world, for
takinsr the number of steps In one story

of an ordinary house to be twenty, the

number of Taischan steps equals 300
stories. Still.Ihad to climb up, for these
steps are in

"places so narrow that I
dared not trust my bones to the care of
my two chair coolies; moreover, they

were exhausted by the fatigue and beat!
and apparently unable to carry even the
empty chair. Their tariff for carrying
one person up and down the Taischan,
a distance, of twice sixteen miles, is 600
cash or 80 cents—15 cents for each coolie!

After six hours of tedious climbingI
passed through the gate of heaven and
Btood on the large plateau at the summit,
which Is covered with numerous temples

and stone monuments. The main tempi©
Is that of the holy mother, consisting of
a number of buildings surrounded by a
high wall. Magnificent bronze statues
and bronze monuments adorn the several
courta, in the last of which rise* the prin-
cipal temple, with a huge statue of the
holy mother on an altar. The doors of.
this temple are opened only once every
year for an Imperial commissioner, who
comes to collect the money offerings of
the pilgrims. But thanks to & substan-
tial bakshish, or, as itis called In China,
"kumshah," a priest pushed a loose bar
of the main gate aside, enough to let me
have a glimpse of the Interior. The floors
of this large temple were filled with a
heap of coins three feet high

—
coins oC

every description, size and value, ancient
and modern, mostly brass cash, but many
millions of them, representing probably
110,000 United States currency. The money
is divided among the convents and beg-
gars of the holymountain, but the lion's
'ihare goes into the pockets of that enter-
prising lady, the Dowager Empress.

Still higher up stands a temple dedi-
cated to the "sleeping holymother," and
entering Ifound an elegantly furnished;
bedroom, with a full lifesize doll lylnjr
under silk coverings on the bed. Th» ac-
companying- priest whispered to me not
to speak too loud, lest Ishould disturb
the young lady's slumber.— Century Mag-
azine, . -

THIS
is what happened when Ica'.!~«l

last week at the West End C!ub, SO
Sixth avenue, the place where in
forty battles the police have bpen

defeated forty times— "The"' Allen's
poolroom, they call it. A lookout guarded
the door.

Could Isee Mr. Allen?
Perhaps. What was my name? My

business? .
Itold him.
"TVait here"—emphasis decidedly on the

"here."
The guard disappeared around the cor-

ner.
"Want to see me?" paid a voice at my

back. Itsurprised me.
As Iturned a pair of eyes looked

straight through me.

"The" Allen's Description of "The"
Allen.

"Tea, Mr. Allen.IwouM like"
—

"I'm "The* Allen—American— age <J7—
weight 133—height 5 feet 6 Inches— never
harmed any one in my life

—
never will as

lonp asIlive
—

arrested sixty-elpht times
—

never convicted cf an oftense
—

don't know
the taste of liqucr

—
never gambled in my

life
—

never b«?t on a norseraee
—

hounded by
the police for fifty vears— hounded day

and night—why? Because 'The' AlVn
won't stand and deliver—no stand and de-
liver for 'The' Allen. He's an American—
don't have to"—

"But. Mr. Allen. I"—
"The parvrs have vilified me for nearly

half a century. Thev don't know me.
(hat's why. Why don't they find out?
Hello, John"— this to an old man, ragged,
pick looking, who epproached him. "Bnea
In the hospital, eh? Wondered where yev
were."

The old man whispered something,
whereupon, with a deprecatory shake of
the head, a live-dollar billwas handed to
him.

"That was a pretty Incident."Isaid. "I
suppose you"

—
"Nothing—goes on all day—10 morning

to 10 night
—

find out If you stay long
'nough. I'm needed here in Rocky Hol-
low. Needed all hours of day and night.
Ask 'em

—
go through the tenements, tcp

to bottom— ask who's their friend. They'll

tell. Well, child?" A little girl of 10 or 12,
weary vrlth an Infant in her arms, was
Handing- there.

"The" Allen as a Neighbor to the

"Mamma's worse." she said.
"Go over -rrlth her. Tim," "The" Allen

eaid, turning to a man who stood near by.
"Here, little one." And once more the
roll of bills was drawn on.

She was looking her thanks at htm
when a young mother approached. The
Infant in her arms was 111. Ko doubt of
that.

"Here's the dispossess warrant," she
eald. "It's for Monday."

"I'llfixIt,"said "The" Allen. "Did the
groceries come?"

"Yes."
Ehe gave me her name— Mrs. Kate Far

rlrgton of 538 Greenwich street.
We stood on the sidewalk during th<

ten or twelve minutes that these incident*
occurred. Now we mounted the steps of
the clubhouse. Atthe door Allen stopped

xne.
"You're on the threshold of number 80,"

he Bald. "Itis the only threshold In the
United States guarded by what Icall a
perpetual Injunction against the police. In
1S97 Justice Smyth said to my counsel, Mr.
Btelnhardt, from the bench, 'If the police
attempt to enter the premises of your
client*

—
be meant me

—
'without a warrant

air. Allen willbe Justified Inkillingthem.'
That holds good to-day. Come up."

AHan Full of Intense Energy.
To this moment Ithad been impossible

to make a statement to the man. He was
quivering with nervous energy. You have
Been Booth, McCuIlough, Bernhardt,
Mansfield, tense with suppressed power.
Eo was this man keyed up to the break-
Ins point.
A narrow hall led to a flve-by-elght

rocm. The door shut and clicked.
"Iwant to ask you some questions," I

faM. "Can you talk to me here for a
couple of hours? Iwant to get your own
story In your own words."

"I'llanswer every question you ask. I'm

"Four: three of them Ifound In bas-
kets the game way. Say, don't quote me;
ask outsiders about it."

"Is"your father alive?"
"My father died in1873. He was a Meth-

odist minister. The day before he died

he sent for me. Iwas keeping the St.

Bernard Hotel then, at Prince and Mer-
cer streets, and he: says:
"

Theodore, Ifeel Ihaven't much longer

to stay. You're not the oldest, but I

can confide in you. Take care of your
brothers. They've cost us all sorrow and
suffering, bu.t don't forget that they're

your brothers and my children.'

"The next-day he died. Itcoat me hun-
dreds of thousand^ of dollars to keep that
promise, but.Istood for them against the
world.". . ¦ .
A volume of Shakespeare and the

the equal of every man that lives—equal,
not superior— that's the American plan.
'Truth is mighty and will prevail.' Itell
the truth— fight square— look every man
in the eye. and I'm not afraid."

The intensity of the man was the most
noticeable thing about him. A email man,
with eyes that looked everywhere at once
and through everything at the same time.
His pkln was sallow and wrinkled around
the nose: grray hair, thin lips, splendidly

scornful: a sharp face but a kindly one—
euch'a man as in a battle you'd find o'n
the. flrlnp- line./ ¦ .
•"Why are you called the wick—"
"Will you listen? Twenty-three years

airo they charged me with murdering Ed
Maloy. Ed Maloy was my partner^ my
chum, for twenty years.- KillEd Maloy?

No more than I'd kill my little grvnd-

He kept his right hand in his overcoat
pq'cket all the time.

"Are you always armed?" Iasked.' .
"Never had a pistol In my pocket but

once in my life. That killed Ed Maloy.
Don't need to be armed. No enemies.

'

"But I'm alwaj-3 alone. I'm afraid to

walk on the street with people.. Afraid
of dropping remarks that might be used
to Injure me. Always be\careful how you

can quote me on this. The poor of this
d^trict know her and they know my
grandchildren.".

"Do you attend/ many funerals?"
"About four a week. And, say, don't
saythis as coming from -me. You go to
Wlnterbottom, the undertaker at Spring

and Macdougal streets, and if he can't
show you the receipts for over 200 funer-
als I've paid for. then say • nothing at all

sporting man. A gambler Is a thief whn
robs by device and fraud. A sportinij
man Is a man of the world

—
a gentleman.

Ever hear of a sporting man giving an-
other, his I. O. U.?' He wouldn't know
how to do it.'V ,

"What advice would you i give to a
young man beginning a career?"

.'Td rlock- him-in¦ a room and say t;i

him: 5"-'Boy; be honest, tell the truth and

/TyHE wickedest man in- J- America, according to
the police: Arrested sixty-
eight times

—
the charges

against him. ranging from
murder to petty larceny.

Never convicted.
Who? *

"THE"ALLEN.
What manner of man is

he
—

this "most notorious
man in the Western Hemis-
phere?"

How would he talk and
act ifsome eminently respect-
able citizen, a clergyman, for
instance, had an opportuni-
ty to interview him?

What arc his theories of
life

—
ifhe has any; his phi-

losophy, habits, history
—

hoiv docs he enjoy being the
"most notorious" ofmen ?

THE WICKEDEST MAN IN AMERICA

r baby. That's thirty-five years aga. I
know every line of it by heart"

—
and in

measured cadences the gray-haired 'man
repeated the childish verses down to M.
He hesitated for a moment.

"The" Allen as a Poet.
"Imade up a verse for *3X-*

"
br-^id.

"myself." Then he went on:*

M Is for Minnie, my own little girl:
God bless her. is all Ican say.

She's gone far away, but lores me TlLuuwt
.And In heaven I'llmeet her some day.

"Here's another Httle poem. It's crude*
but it hits the point:

Ido like a tnan that nobody -will stand u»
And tell to each man what he feels j

Ican fight with a lion. He down with a Iambi ]
But Idon't like a cur at my heels.
"Ihaven't had a sunshiny day Inmy

life- for fifty years," he said, "except at

home. I'm happiest when my little grand-
children run up to greet me and say»
•We're glad to see you. grandpa.' Nine-
tenths of the world Iknow Is a cheat and
a He. but I'm safe at home. I'm in a
desert all day, but when I'm home I'min
an orchard with green trees and flowing

brooks."
He stopped a moment.
"An outlaw!" he exclaimed. "Come with

me." ¦
¦

.We descended the stairs, turned the cor-
ner and started to walk on Eighth street.
It was like a royal "progress."

A bevy of Httle tots, from 2 to 5 years

of age, caught sight of "Th^" Allen and
then and there impeded progress. "Grand-
pa," they all cried at once, and not until

he said a word to each and patted them
an the head or Ehoulders would they re-
iease their holds.

"Now." he asked, "do you think Tm tha

wickedest man In America?"
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