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| him say in a final

and reproachful
tone:

“Well, all right; sorry, my boy.”

Underwood wondered that morning
in the noisy convention hall, whether,
if he had the declsion to make over
| agaln, he would decline such influ-
ence. It had been the cause of much

The boss within him had protested—

surely it was a political mistake—and

el
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HE senatorial convention | whole campaign fiasbed before him,
In the First district was
to convene at 10 o'clock,
in & dingy little hall in
lower Clark street, light-
ed by windows so long
gnwashed that they  his private office
looked like ground glass.  the pale, pimpled
From the chandeliers, | nounce him, how

of a drowning man.

without
office boy to an

just as the events of a lifetime are
sald in books to flash before the mind
He recalled ev-
ery vivid detail of the call Baldwin
had made upon him, how he entered
troubling

he llfted from his

the boss was louder than the reform-
er, and more plausible. He came for-
ward with a brilllant scheme. He re-
called Baldwin's reference to the
rivalry between Nolan and Conway.
Underwood remembered that when he
suggested the posasibility of Nolan's
running for the nomination himself,
Baldwin had skaken his head —there
.| wasn't enough In it, he sald. Nolan
could do very much better in the coun-

black and sticky with | carefully parted hair his straw hat ¢k where he was. Besides, Mr. Weed
dead flics, shreds of tis- with its youthful band of blue, and  8nd Mr. Peabody disliked him.
sue paper futtered, relics of some  laughed out, “lohn, my boy, how are Underwood thought out his scheme
bolsterous fete an [Itallan society you? Hot, fen’t §t?" He could see that afternoon, while hunting in the
had given there long ago. The | Baldwin as he sat in the solid oak digest for cases in point to be cited
floor was damp in arabesque wrought |chair that stood intimately beside his in & case his father was preparing for

by a sprinkling-can, for the janitor |
had sprayed water there to lay the

dust he was too indifferent to remove. | broad red band on his forehead, Un
Perhaps & hundred chairs were sel in | derwood had been glad enough to
amphitheatrical order, and before | close “Cooley on Taxatioh”

them stood a kitchen table, on which
was & white water pitcher, flanked by | as If he had been a elient, for Dald
a glass, thickened by various sedi- | win was the most important politician
mentary deposits within who had ever called upon him profes
In the saloon below, at 9 o'clock, | slonally.
scores of delegates were already shufl- |
fling In the sawdust that covered the |
floor, holding huge schooners of beer |
In thelr hairy fists, gorging grossly at
the free lunch table, with bologna,
rank onions and rye bread. The foam
of the beer clung to their mustaches,
which, after each sin, they sucked be- |
tween their lips, Most of them man-

Baldwin's excellent
when he smiled, how he

mustache

how carefully

mestic clgars, and a cloud of white

smoke rolled along the low ceillng. | world.

roll-top desk, fanning his muddy face
with the hat, which had impressed a

and re- Sutomatic to
volve his chair to face Baldwin, just

I'nderwood rememblered clearly how
teeth glistened
lighted a
Turkish cigarette and, tilting up his
chin, blew a long, air? stream of blue
smoke through the thlek hairs of his
He rcould even remember
Baldwin sheltered the
flame of the match for Underwood's

were only one mateh left in the whole
And then be could recall al-

the appellate court. The work of look-
ing up cases in polnt, while its results
are impressive and seem to smell of
the lamp, had in reality grown quite
U'nderwood, and as he
inafed over digests and reports and
_ 1 Jotted down his notes, he elaborated
" the scheme, just what he would say
and do, how he would appear, and so
forth. And so, when he entered Mal
achi Nolan's place In Dearborn street,
early that evening, he was fully pre
pared. The details of this Incident

win's visit had done—the empty sa-
loon, the alderman himself leaning
over his bar, his white apron rolled
into a big girth about his middle, the
cigar In the round hole at the corner
of his mouth gone oat, denoting that

aged, at the same time they were eat- | clgarette, in that curlous spirii of |

t was t fi i
ing and drinking, by a dexterous | cconomy men always practice with re- | o '1::']:;‘- e rt]:l Es;dgﬂefnﬁ: l::
sleight-of-hand, 1o smoke cheap do-|gard to matches, much as if there : ¥ boyies 800 & p

terhouse and baked potato.
Underwood watched Malachl Nolan
| mix his Martini eocktail, splash it ple-

doubt and some regret at the time. |

canie back just as the details of Bald- |

Each new arrival was greeted with
some obscene but endearing epithet,
and the room rang with laughter and
profanity.
provided by one of Conway's man-
agers, and the bartender, wiping his
hands on a dirty towel, was rid, o
long as the keg lasted, of the responsi-
bility of keeping account of drinks,
and of ringlng up the change on the
eash register. At 11.o'clock the keg
was empty, the free lunch table aban-
doned to the flles, and the delegates
scuffled up the dingy stairs to the
ball. Half an hour later the chairman
of the senatorial district ecommittee
pounded the kitchen table with a leg
of a broken chalr, and shouted:

“The convention will be in order.”

This declaration made no impres-
glon upon the babel of voices, the
laughter, the profanity, the mnolse of
shuffling feet and scraping chairs

Finally the chalrman of the commit-
tee, growing impatient, split the table
with his club and yelled:

“Damn It all, boye, come to order!™

And then, eager to resign such a dif-
ficult command, he hastened to an-
nougre:

“The committee has named Honor-
able John P. Muldoom to act &as
temp'ry chairman.”

He handed the chair leg to John P.
Muldoon, who, stroking back his curly
hair from his brow, began to beat the
table impartially.

All this while Underwood stood
agninst the wall, looking on. The
guestion that had been agitating him
for weeka was about to be decided,

A keg of beer had been |

most word for word their conversa-
|tlon. Baldwin had frankly told him
that Conway had Btm handicapped, be-
cause he had the city hall with him
and controlled tle Fifth ward. Sim-
mons, Baldwin fhad said, didn’t cut
much ice; he had some labor leaders
with him, and would get a bunch of
delegates from hls own ward, but that
was about all. In fact, said Baldwin, |
concluding his judicial summing up,
Conway could win out, hands down, it

Malachi Nolan, Underwood remem-
he had reflectively drawn rude little |
geometrical figures on an envelope |

| and had been pomehow afraid to look

when it was impinged on politics—
that is, practical politice—as easily as
it could a poker hand acrosg a table
stacked with blue chips.

He knew Baldwin had come with
some practical proposition, and when
the lobbyist suggested that he was too
respectable, and would run better in
some residence district, that the boys
looked upon him as a reformer, and
that the ellk stockings were not prac-
tical enough to help him, Underwood
had felt that at last it was coming.
It was simple enough. Baldwin had
been talking that very morning about
Underwood's candidature to Mr. Weed
of the Metropolitan Motor System,
and to Mr. Peabody, president of the
Gas company, and they had been very
much Interested. They had an anxiety
to see good men nominated that year,

turesquely into a sparkling glass and

the lldlning along the Archey Road. Under T ers.

wood had three weeke of this, and ae
Le stood in the convention hall that
morning, unwashed, unshasen, bis
linen soiled, his ghoes muddy, his own
friends would not have known him,
though he cared little enough for this |
now—they had all forgotten to go to|
the primaries the day before and
those for whom he had sent carrlages
had been too busy, or too respectable,
to respond. The taste of bad beer and |
the scorch of cheap cigars still smack-
ed in his mouth—indeed, he did not
get them entirely out until he came
back from Mt Clemens two weeks
after the nom!nation.

Hut they were balloting for perma-
nent chairman now. It would be a
test vote: it would disclose his own
strength and the strensth of Conway.
He looked over the red faces before
him. He saw Conway himsell mov
Ing among the delegates, snarling.
cursing, quarreling with the friends of
years; he saw Conway's candidate for
the house, McGlone, over in the Sec
ond ward delegation, his coat off, a
handkerchief about his fat neck, a fum
ing cigar between his chubby flugers,
turning on his heavy baunches to re
vile some man who was numbered
with Nolan's crowd: he saw in the
First ward delegation, Malachi Nolan,
clean-shaven, in black coat and eravat,
his fron gray hair cropped short, calm |
alone of all the others He would
have looked the priest more than the
galoon-keeper. had he smukad bis ci-
gar differently. Now and then he sol-
emnly raised his hand, with almost the |
benediction of a father, to still the
clamor of his delegation, which, with
its twentyv-one votes, was sale at all
events for Underwood.

Muldeon wias Conway's man—they
would try to make the temporary or-|
ganization permanent. 1'Ormand wae
Underwood's candidate. And Muldoon |
won. Underwood bad lost the first
round. |

The candidates for senator were to |
be placed in nomination first. Under- |
wood stood in the crowded doorway |
and heard Conway ‘s nmame ['I'l‘l'lé!-'[lt\?d.

Then, in the cheering. with his heart

it were not for his recent quarrel with |

bered that during all this frankness

| up at Baldwin, for the noted lobbyist
| had sat there transfixing him with an |
eye that could read the mind of a man |

by the janitor's superficial sprinkling
can had long since been superseded
by arabesques of tobacco julce. The
fioor was littered with scraps of pa
per, the spent ballots with which the

stubborn contest had been waged. The | his eyves

First ward delegation was In a solid
ring, and in the center of it sat Mal-

The damp arabesques wrouzht |  “Take vour hands off him, Bull No-

lan!"”

Sn they bawled and Donahue wrig
gled. Hut the hand of Nolan, like the
hand of Douglas, was hizs own, and
gripped fast Grogan, his face red,

on fire, leaped from his place
in his delegation, and started Across
the chairs for Nolan. The blg saloon

achi Nolan, his elbows on his knees, keeper gave him a look out of his Iit

tearing old ballots into tiny
floor, but keepinz all the while a sur- |
veying eve on the Fifth ward delega- |
tlon, now divided into two groups. one |
of which surrounded Howe, the other
huddiing about Grogan, the lawyer,
who, with disheveled hair, a handker
chief about his neck,

specks | tle eye
of paper and strewing them on the |left fist tightened

| gan
stood glaring | disappointment

His left shoulder dipped, his
Grogan halted
“Vote, Jimmie me lad,” sald Nolan,
in a soft volce
“Underwood!’
whisper
face

said Donahue, in a
His weak, pincbed, bungry
turned appenalingly toward Gro-
His blear ¢ves were filmy with

angrily at Nolan, his eyes shadowed “He votes for Yehn W, Underwood,
by heavy circles telling of weariness Misther Chairman,” said Nolan com-
and the strain, i|‘-]ac9nr1_\' The vote was unchanged

Now and then the leaders made des- | The chairman ordered another ballot

perate attempts te trade, harrying

Simmons, offering him everything for | from

his seven vetes,
his turn, tried to induce each faction
1o swing its strength to him.

But the situation remained unchang
ed.

Onee Nolan sent for Underwood and
whispered to him. He thought he
knew one or two Conway wmen who
could be got very cheasly, but the boy
ghook his hemd—the reformer within
him demurred—and yet he smiled sar-
donically at the reformer thinking of
the primaries and the convention it-
sell,

Then Malachi Nolan caught the
chairman's shifty eve and moved an
adjournment until morning. Dut even
ag he spoke, Grogan scowled at Mul-
doon, ghook his head at his followers,
and the room rang with their hoarse
shouts:

“Ne! no! po!”

Heartened by this confession wof
weakness on Nolan's part, they kept
on yelling lustily:

“No! no! no!”

They even launghed,

and Muldoon

And then, all at once, as if a breath
a sanded desert hud blown into

Simmons himself, in | the room, Underwood was sensible of

a change in the atmosphere. The alr
was aps no hotter than it had
been for hours at the close of that
stiffing day, no bluer with tobaceo
gmoke, no heavier with the smell
| horne in from Clark street on hot
winds that had started cool and fresh
from the lake four blocks ¥, a
smell componnded of many smells, the
smaell ascending from foul! and dark
| cellnrs benmeath the sidewali. the

smote the table, to declare the motion |

lost.

On the forty-seventh ballot, one of
the Simmons votes went over to Con-
| way, and there was a falnt cheer, On

votes went to Underwood, and parity
was restored. On the forty-ninth, Un-
derwood gained another of Simmons’

to get him on the janitor's pay-roll in
the state honse—and the
| tied. This ballat stood:

First Serond Fifth

HAVE AMENCACEMENT THIS MORM:
INC, MRBALDWIM, IM SORRY, BUT
1 cuEss | cAnT come.”

The Simmons men were holding out,

| winner,
| 10t had heen taken, Muldoon, squint-
ing in the miserable light at the sec-
retary’s figures, hit the table with the
chair leg and said:
“On this ballot Conway receives 32,
Underwood 32, Simmons 5. There be-
| ing no choice, you will prepare your
| ballots for another vote.”

| from the Second ward left his place,
| and touched one of Nolan’s fellows in

the First ward delegation—Donahue—

on the shoulder. Donanue started. The

man whigpered in his ear, and return-
' ed to his delegation, weepng hls eye
| on Donahue. Underwood looked on
| breathlessly. Nolan, revolving slowly,
| held his hat for every vote—last of
| all for Donahue’s The man dropped
| his folded ballot into the hat and hung

but mow that the ordeal was actually
gpon him, the <consclousness beat
numbly against his brain, so that the
whole scene lacked reality, almest in-
terest. He was dazed. He was about
to take his baptism of political fire,
and he trembled like a white movith
ate.

Underwood belonged to one of the
'ﬂdnt {familles of Chicago—the name
bad been known there before the fire.
His father, who had lately taken him
Into hig Jaw firm, continued to cling
In his conservatism to an old stone
house in Michigan avenue long after
his nelghbors had abandoned thelir
manglons to uncertain boarders, and
pither retreated farther south or ad-
vanced to the North Side. John Un-
ferwood had come out of Harvard
with a young lawyer's ambition in
politics, an ambition that had the
United States senate merely as a be-
ginning of ite home stretch, and when
the year rolied around in which state
senatore were to be elected In the
pdd numbered districts he decided
that it was time to begin,

, The newspapers had scented the
| sensation that lurked in the candida-
ture of & young man like Underwood
in the district lke the First, and be-
cause he went Into what s called so-
piety, promptly dubbed him a reform-
er, and thus weighted he had set out
apon his race for the nomination. He
liked to see his name In the newspa-
pers, liked to think of himself as a
reformer, though he was embarrassed
In this attitude by the fascinating fig-
are of the political boes he had hoped
to become-—a well-dressed, gentleman-
Iy boss, of course, who, while at home
In those saloons where he permitted
the convivial familiarity of the boys,
severtheless took his luncheons at his
club. He fell into a way of speaking
of the First as “my district,” spoke
of it, in fact, as It he, instead of
Malachi Nolan and “Cinch” Conway,
owned it. and when certain ward poll-
ticlans in the first days of the cam-
paign called upon him, Underwood
was pleased to lend them muney, just
a8 he was pleased to comply with the
requests of certain others who organ-
Ized the John W. Underwood First

for they had large business interest

have to settle on Conway.

trustees of his church and
meet them then.

ticking impatiently In his palm.

himself swinging idly in & big chal

sell, with an artist’s ecstatie,

cago and Springfleld on a passe, |

when his father

indigent prisoner.

that were more or less affected by
legislation, and had feared they wounld
Conway
had experience in legislative matters,
and bad been friendly enough in the
city council, yet they felt they could
hardly trust him—he was such a
grafter, and In such things, Baldwin |
blandly assured Underwood, they had
to depend upon a man’s honor alone,
and so they had sent Baldwin to sug-
gest that Underwood meet them at
luncheon, and talk matters over. Bald-
win, with his love of ease and luxury,
had preferred a dinner over at the|
Cardinal's In the evening, but Mr. Pea- i blinked In silence, like a hostile jury
body had something on hand with the
couldn’t
Baldwin had taken
out his watch at this point, with the
air of a man who suddenly remembers
some Important engagement—the de-
tails all came back with a fidelity that
was painful—and stood awaiting Un-
derwood’s reply, with the open watch

Of course, Underwood had under-
stood—and he wished ardently to be
nominated and elected. He could see

would be go pleasant to be addressed
as senator, to be consulted, to head
delegations In state conventions and
cast the solid vote for any ome he
pleased; besldes, it would be a good
training for Washington. he could
practice in oratory and parflamentary  woman and held it out, saying:
law just as he practiced on friendless
paupers over In the ecriminal court
influenced some
judge to appoint him to defemnd an
It meant only one
little word, he could be wary of prom-
ises. His heart had expanded, he had |
turned half around in his ehair to face
Baldwin, when suddenly the reformer
within him rose to object, pointed to
his ideals, rehearsed the speech on

bejewel it with a Maraschine cherry,
5 | then gravely take a clgar for himself
and stow it away in his ample waist-
coat. Then, as Nolan mopped the bar
with professional sweep of his white

folded his brilliant scbheme, skirting
carefully the acute suspicions of an
old politiclan. But Nelan mopped.
blinking inscrutably, at last putting
the damp cloth away in some myste-
rious place under the counter. The fat
Maltese cat, walting until the mois-
ture on the bar had evaporated,
stretched hersell again beside the sil-
ver urn that held the crackers and
the little cubes of cheese, Still Nolan

with its mind made up, until at last,
in desperation, Underwood blurted out
his proposition. Nolan blinked some
more, then, half opening his blue Irish
eyes, grunted:

“Well, 1 like your gall”

Underwood’s spirits fell, yet he was
not disappoimted. It was, after all,
just what he had expected. It served
him right for his presumption, if noth-
ing more—though the subdued re-
former within had hinted at other rea-
gons. He hung his head, twirllng his
T empty glass disconsolately. He did net

behind a walnut desk in the senate | gee the light that twinkled in the Blue
chamber, just as an actor sees him-
half-
frightened gasp, in some mew part he
is about to study. The position would
give him much importance, he would
be riding back and forth between Chi-

eyes, he had not then known how very
ready Nolan was to form any com
bination that would beat Conway and
Baldwin, especially with a reformer
like himself who had money to spend
on his ambitions. FHe had not dis-
t| cerned how badly the man whom the
newspapers always cartooned with
the First ward sticking out of his vest
pocket needed a reformer in his busl-
ness, as the saying is. Hence his
glad surprise when Nolan wiped his
big hand on his apron like a washer-

“Bgt 'm wit’ ye.”

Then the campaign, under Nolan's
management, in the most wonderful
legislative district—a cosmopolitan
district, bristling with sociological
problems, a district that has fewer
homes and more saloons, more com-
merce and more sloth, more million-
aires and more paupers, and while it
confines within its boundaries the sky-
scrapers, clubs, theaters and hundred

sleeved, muscular arm, Underweod um- |

=

“The Tendencles of Modern Politics.”
recalled all the good words the imde-
pendent papers had spokenm of him,
urged the beauty of great sacrifices

for principle. At the idea of self-sac-
rifice, Underwood had felt a melting
self-pity, he admired himself In thtll
new role of a self-gacrificing reform-
er. And so he flung the cigarette out |
of the window, watched it whirl down
to the melting tar of the roofs below
and sald firmly:

“l have an engagement this morn-
ing, Mr. Baldwin. I'm sorry, but |
s | can't come.”

Once

' e
e

churches of a metropolis, still boasts
a police station witi more arrests on
its blotter than any other in the world.
Night after night, with Nolan's two
candidates for the house, he spent in
saloons where a candidate must treat
and distribute his cards that the boys

| his head. Nolan calmly picked the

!in his sanded throat, he heard the | ballot out of the hat and gave it back

chairman say:
“Are there any other nominations?”
There was a momentary stillness,

to Donahue, who looked up in affected
surprise.

“What's the trouble, Malachi?” he

and then he heard a thick, strong . sald as innocently as he could. He

voice:
“Misther Chairman.”

| was not much of an actor. .
| *“This won't do,” Nolan sald, giving

“The gentleman ‘from the First| the hallot back to the man.

ward "

“Misther Chairman,” the
strong volee said, "I rolse to place im
nomynation the name of wap——"

It was the voice of Malachi Nolam,
and Underwood suddenly remembered |
that Nolan was to place his name be-
fore the convention. He listened an

“It's all right, Malachi, honest to

thick, | God it is'™ protested Domahue.

“Thin I'll just put this wan in for

|:re. heh?" said Nolan, drawing an-
o

ther ballot from the pocket of his
huge waistcoat and poising it above
the hat.

The crowd had pressed around the

instant, but could not endure it long. | Piret ward delegation. The conven-
He could not endure that men should ' tion had risen to its feet, craning red
see him in the hour when his “me|necks_ and out of the mass Grogan

was being thus laid naked to the
world. Reporters were writing It
down, perhaps the crowd would laugh
or whistle or hiss. Besides, candi-
dates do not remain in the convention
hall: they await the committee of noti- |
fication in some near-by saloon. He
squeezed through the mass of men
who stood on tiptoes, stretching their |
necks to eee and hear the old leader
of the First ward, and fled. |

The first ballot was taken—Conway, .
Simmons, the S0 saying,
necessary to a cholce, | into the hat and turned to face the

21; Underwood, 30;
dark horse, ‘;

cried:

“Aw, here, Malachi Nolan, none o'
that now!"™

Nolan turned his rugged face to-

| ward him and sald simply:

“Who's runnin’ this dillygation, you
or me?"

“Well—none o’ your bulldozing—we
won't stand it!" replied Grogan angri-
I¥, hig blue eyves blazing.

“You get to hell out o this™ And
Nolan dropped the ballot

35. The vote was unchanged for | chair.

twenly-six ballots, till the afternoon |
had worn away, and the trucks had |
jolted off the cobblestones of Ctlrk!
street, till the lights were flaring and |

hot-tamale men, gamblers, beggars,

“Have you all voted?”
Muldoon.
“First ward!” the secretary called.
Nolan squared his shoulders, not

having looked In his hat or counted

inquired

street walkers, all the denizens of |the ballots there, and sald slowly and

darkness were shifting along the side- |
walks, tll] the policemen had been

changed on their beats, and Pinkerton
night watchmen were trying the doors |
of stores, till Chinamen shuffled forth, |
and Jewesses and Itallan women |
emerged for their evening breath of |
alr, bringing swart and grimy children |
to play upon the heated flags. The |
hall was lighted, just as if some Im-i
ian festival were to be held there. The |
reporiers’ places at the table were

taken by the men who did polities for

the morning papers, themselves re

ing notes. They brought reports of |
the results in other senatorial conven-
tions held about town that day—it

seemed to be assured that John Skel- |

| | doon, “a point of order!
duced at last to the necessity of tak- |

impressively:

“On behalfl av the solid dillygation
av the First ward, | cast twinty-wan
votes for John W. Underwood.”

“Misther Chairman! Misther Chair-
man'” cried Grogan, waving his hand
in the air, “1 challenge that vote! 1
challenge that vote!™

“The gentleman from the Fifth ward
challenges the vote——"

“Misther Chalrman,” said Nolan,
standing with one heavy foot on his
chair and leveling a forefinger at Mul-
The gintle-
man from the Fifth ward has no right
to challenge the vote av the First
ward—he's not 8 member of the dilly-
gation!™

“Let the First ward be polled.”

ley had carried the country towns, | calmly ruled Muldoon. Nolan took hie
Lemont, Riverside, Evanston and 80! foot from his chair and stepped to

on. In certain west side districts this | Donahue's side.

Every man in the

man had won, in certain north side First ward delegation, as his pame
districts that man had been success- was called from the credentials, eried

ture.

ful. It looked as If the old gang was | “U'nderw
going to break back into the legisla- | ed the name of Donahue, Nolan laid

!" Ag the secretary near-

| his hand heavily on the fellow's shoul-

And so the interest in this one re- | der.

maining convention déepaned.
strain tightened, the crowd thickened

the |

“Donahue!™ called the recretary
The fellow squirmed under Nolan's

The delegates, tired and sullen. shed hand.

their walstcoats, tore off their motst |
and dirty collars and settled down to,

an angry fight. The amphitheatrica

arrangement of the chairs had lnug# “Vote as you damn plezse, J!mmie!"i
“T'row the boots into 'im. Donnie!” i gaid. with his everlasting smile:

been broken. The

ward delegations

“Donahue!™
"Dont let him binft you!"
1| some one from the Fifth ward.

now formed circles about their lead-' “Soak him one!™

aminonia

mingied

amell of stale beer, the
smell of filthy pavements,
with the feculence of unclean bodle
that had sweated for hours in the vi
tiated air of that low-ceilinged, crowd
ed room

A hush fell.. Mnuldeon, his black
curly locks shining with perspiration,
was leaning on his improvised gavel

| his keen eve, the Irish eye that s¢

readily seizes such situations, dart-
ing into every face hefore him.

And suddenly came that for which
they were walting. A man entered the
the

hall and strode stralght aeross
floor into the Fifth ward delegation.
into the group where the Underwood

| men were clustered about their lead-

the forty-eighth, one of the Simmons |

votes— Nolan, It seemed, had promised |

|
vole Was

Ward Ward Ward Total |

er. He wore evening clothes, his
black dinner coat and white shirt bos
om striking a vivid note in the scene
He walked brisk!®, but his mind was
#n Intent upon his pose that it was not
until he had removed his cigarette
from his lips and had observed Un-
derwood, that his white teeth showed
beneath his reddish mustache In the
wellknown smile of George R. Bald-
win. He elbowed his way Into the
very midst of the Underwood men
from the Fifth ward, and leading one

‘I'"nﬂ'-".\' -------------- . » = g'—'_lnr them aside, talked with him an in-
"nderwond i 2 i
ehtaile M i 5 | stant. and then returned him, as It

| were, to his place in the Aelegation.

waiting to throw their strength to the |
When the sixty-seventh bal-|

| Just then one of the Conway men |

eried |

Then he brought forth another, whis- |

pered to him for an earnest moment,
and sent him back. with a smile and

a slap on the shoulder. The third
delegate detained him longer, and
once, as he argued with him, the

slightest shade of displeasure crossed
Baldwin's face, but in an instant the

vinclngly, it seemed.

he shook hands with him.

The secretary was calling theé
wards, and Nolan had announced the
result in his delegation. The Filth
ward was a long while in preparing
its ballots. There was trouble of
gome sort there, among the Under-
wood men. Nolan was urging, expos-
tulating, cursing, commanding. The
air was tense, It seemed to Underwood
that it must inevitably be shattered
by seme moral cataclysm in the soul
of man. Grogan's brow was knit, as
he waited, hat In hand. The delegates
voted. Feverishly, with trembling fin-
gers, Grogan opened and counted the
bits of paper. Then he sprang to his
feet, with a wild, glad light In his
face.

“Mister Chairman!” he cried, “the
Fifth ward casts twenty-five votes for
Conway and four for Underwood!™

The three boiters in the Fifth ward
delegation sat with deflance in their
faces, but they could not sustain the
expression, even by huddling close to-
gether. They broke for the door,
wriggling their way through masses
of men, who made thelr passage un-
certain, almost perilous.
applause broke from the Conway men.
and gubmerged the convention. Dele-
gates all over the hall were on their
feet, clamoring for recognition, but
Malach! Nolan's voice boomed heavily
above all other volces. His fist was in
the alr above all other fists.

“Misther Chairman'!” he velled. "1
challenge that vote!™

“Misther Chairman!” yelled Grogan,
“a point of order! The gentleman
fsn’t A member of the Fifth ward dele-
gation and can not challenge its
vote!™

“The point of order is well taken.”
promptly ruled the chair. “The gen-
tleman from the First ward is out of
order—he will take his seat.”

Men were screaming, brandishing
fists. waving hats, coats, anything,
scraping chairs, pounding the floor
with them. There were heavy, brutal
paths, and, here and there, the smack
of a fist on a face. In the tumult, the
five Simmons votes went to Conway.

his club and erying:

“Order! order! order!”

“To hell with order!” bawled some
one from the First ward delegation.

“On this ballot,” Muldoon was call-
ing, “there were sixty-nine votes cast;
necessary to a choice, thirty-five.
James P. Conway has recelved forty
votes; John W. Underwood, twenty-
nine, and George W, Simmons"—he
paused, as if to decipher the wvote—
“none. James R, Conway, having re-
ceived the necesgary number of votes,
{s therefore declared the nominee of
this convention.” :

Underwood was stunned. He stag-
gered through the horrible uproar to-
ward the door. He longed for the alr
outside, even the heavy alr of lower
Clark street, where the people surged

sions. His head redled. He lost the
gense of things, the voices about him
seemed far away and vagzue, he felt
himself detached, as it were, from ail
that had gone before. Dut as he press-
ed his way through the crowd that
blocked the entrance, and plunged to-
ward the stalrs, he saw Baldwin,
mopping the red band on his white
brow. Paldwin recognized him, and

“Sorry. my boy—wext tie!™

smile replaced it, and he talked—con-
Before Baldwin |
returned this man to his delegation, |

A billow of |

Muldoon was beating the table with |

along under the wild, dazzling lights, |
in two opposite, ever-rassing proces- |

SAVE CLD ST JOHN'

Historic Church Edifice in N. Y.
{o Be Conserved.

Old Chapel of Trinity Parish Is Une
of the Two Structures of Their
Kind Standing on Manhattan

Island a Century Ago.

New York.— Hlocking the road of
progress—even where It 1s the roud of
temporary progress only 18 an of-
tense of which growing citles are rude
Iy lmpatient. They are @ hlessly
to destroy for some 1 wdiate com
mereial end landmarks which cannot
be restored when, after a few years,
the road of progress must be shifted
again. New York natt v is particu-
larly apt to be hasty in suc
Perhaps, In view of the con
searcity  of historical architect
worthy of preservaiion, It has m
cuse than some older cities
unsentimental attitude, ALl the

Portico and Spire of St. John's.

reason therefore exists for protecting
whatever exists that is worthy. And
the case of St. John's chape! of Trin-
ity parigh is a notable case in point

The beautiful old building in Varick
street has had many narrow cscapes
already, and Trinity Corporation can

| hardly claim the eredit for its sur-
vival into its one hundred and fourth
year. Rather the vigilance of the

newspapers has saved it. It Is the
newspapers again which have widely
advertised those recent plans for
gtreet improvements to mect new con-
ditions in the region of west side
warehouses which contemplated onee
more the sacrifice of St. John's rather
than, for instance, any part of the
ugly pile of brick across the wayv—the
freight station which was the usurper
of the park which once faced the
chapel, and though the fashion that
frequented it has moved far uptown.
should still face It. Publicity iz doing
its part. For the rest the present
gtatus of affairs is indieated in the fol
lowing statment from George Me-
| Aneny, who, as borough president of
Manhattan, has the streets in charge:

“It is recognized,” says Mr. McAn-
eny, “by all who want to preserve the
old landmarks of New York, that noth-
ing should be left undone to prevent
the demolition of St. John's chapel
The matter is in abeyance now. pend-
ing the acquisition by the city of the
land which is to be taken In connec-
tion with the widening of Varick
street. When the map has been fixed,
however, the board of estimate and
| apportionment will have the power to
| change the line of either the roadway
| or the sidewalk. 1 propose to ask the
board to take actlon wpen this not
later than the first meeting in Septem-
ber. It i impracticable to obtain ac-
tion before that time, because anv
change in the plans at present would
involve the reapening of the entire
proceeding for widening Varick street,
and that would mean a long delay.” |

8t. John's chapel is one of the two
church edifices that were gtanding on
Manhattan island a century ago, the
other being St. Paul's chapel, betweem
Fulton and Vesey streets on Broao-
way. The Trinity church. which then
stood in Broadway opposite Wall
street, was not the present Trinity
church, which is the third on the
same site, the first, consecrated in
1698, having been destroyed in the
great fire of 1776, and a subsequent
structure, erected after the Reveolu-
tion, pulled down to make way for the
present one. St George's, on what
was known as Chapel hill at Cliff (then
Van Cliff) and Beekman streets, wae
the first of the Trinity chapels 1o come
| Into existence. It was consecrated In
i 1752, but became a eeparate charge in
| 1811, The edifice was burned in 1814
and rebullt the following year. and
| after 1846 rebuilt once again on the
:groum:l on which It now stands, in
]Rulherfurd place.

Adopts Municipal Flag.

Kansas City.—The c¢ity counecil has
| adopted a pennant for Kansas City, to
1
| be used on all occasions where a flag
| {8 appropriate. The pennant will be
| of light navy blue. The shield of the
| elty I8 to be In the left-hand corner,
| with the words “Kansas City, a good

|' place to live,” in white letters

| Promptness |s Rewarded.

South Orange, N. J—An amethyst
necklace was presented to Miss Eliza-
beth Arcularius, a graduate of the
high school here this vear, by the
board of education for her perfect rec-
ord of attendance. She was neither
late nor absent for the past 12
years.

foman Appeinted Market Clerk.

Fhiladelphia —Miss Achsah Lippin-
cott was appointed chief market clerk
here at 4 salary oi 3..000 a year. She
headed the civil service eligibility list
with a higher average than three men
competitiors. She will study market
conditious in other cilies
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