
ELECTIONS AS THEY ARE RUN 
BY A PROHIBITION WATCHER 

Editor’s Note:—Editorial cofoment upon the story which follows zvill be found on the ninth page of this paper. Here it is sufficient to say f/tujp there is every reason to believe that on Tuesday, November 3, that which happened in the sixth precinct of the thirty-third ward of Chicago, happened 
in hundreds and thousands of precincts all over the United States, with the variation that where Prohibition watchers zvere not present the frauds were 

more glaring and more serious in their results. Reports from scores of places have already reached this office, telling of the counting out and ignoring 
of Prohibition votes, or of attempts to do so zvhich were thwarted by zvatchcrs on duty. There are lessons, so obvious, that they may be properly men- 

tioned here: Until zve can man the polls from end to end of the country with Prohibition watchers, we can never hope to have a fair showing of the 
strength of the Prohibition party at the ballot-box. Second, The only means of securing such a zvatching of the polls is by party organisation that shall 
reach the precincts. Third, Unless we are zvilling to take our places in such an organisation, we do not deserve success for our cause. 

I have to tell to the readers of The National 
Prohibitionist a story that I do not doubt many 
will find it difficult to believe. For the scene of 
this story is not laid in some “tough” district. 
It did not take place in the ward of Chicago 
where “Hinky Dink” and “Bathhouse John” rule 
supreme. It is not a tale of the “Bowery” in 
New York nor of the corrupt wards of Phila- 
delphia or Pittsburg. 

The thing that I am to tell happened in Chi- 
cago in one of the semi-suburban wards in a 

polling precinct inhabited almost wholly by peo- 
ple of American birth, very largely by well-to-do 
working people who own their own homes and 
are supposed to be the back-bone of the American 
Republic—the sixth precinct of the thirty-third 
ward. 

I was assigned as a Prohibition watcher in 
this precinct, the precinct in which I live with 
the polling place only a few blocks from my own 

home. I went to the polling place a few min- 
utes before four o’clock in the afternoon, four 
o’clock being the hour when the polls close and 
the count begins. I was accompanied by a young 
man who was also a watcher for the Prohibition 
party. In view of the character of the locality 
I did not believe that there would be any proba- 
bility of an attempt to miscount the Prohibition 
vote and looked upon my duties as of pro forma 
character. I considered it, however, important 
that the counting of the vote should be observed, 
inasmuch as Gottard A. Dahlberg, the Prohibi- 
tion candidate for the legislature, was believed to 
“stand a good show” of election and as we were 

desirous to secure the counting of every vote 
cast for Mr. Street, the Prohibition candidate 
for state’s attorney. 

I had known something, of course, of frauds 
against the Prohibition party before. I knew, for 
example, that in Philadelphia, when National 
Chairman Jones was state chairman of Pennsyl- 
vania, he unearthed numerous cases of fraud and 
that in one instance a Prohibitionist who at- 
tempted to cast a Prohibition ballot had it taken 
from him and spread out upon the floor and saw 

the election officials deluge it with tobacco juice, 
while he was ordered to get out from the polling 
place. I knew that in New York in the old days 
it was common to divide the Prohibition votes be- 
tween the Democrats and the Republicans or 

to throw them out entirely, if there proved to 
be more ballots in the box than names upon the 
polling list, so that all a “rummie” needed to do 
to make sure of the throwing out of the Pro- 
hibition vote was to stuff a few extra votes in 
the box. But I did not believe that anything 
of that sort could be done or would be at- 

tempted in a quiet residence district, with almost 
no saloons. 

My confidence was confirmed when I looked 
over the personnel of election officials. They 
were young or middle-aged men, of clean, rep- 
utable appearance, all of them my neighbors, 
some of them my near neighbors, though none of 
them acquaintances of mine. 

The first doubt which arose in my mind came 

when the polls closed and our right inside the 
rail and near the table where the votes were to 
be counted was questioned by the presiding judge 
of the election board. The objection evinced an 

ignorance of the law which I considered surpris- 
ing in view of the fact that the law definitely 

prescribes the right of the watcher to be present 
and to be near enough to the judges and clerks 
to know that they are properly doing their duty. 

I may say here that, as the evening progressed, 
I found the whole force of election officials 
lamentably ignorant of the law as well as shame- 
fully indifferent to its prescriptions. Hardly one 

of the plain dire.ctions of the election law re- 

garding the method of counting the votes was 

observed. 
When the ballot-boxes were opened and, with- 

out the preliminary counting of the total, re- 

quired by law, the process of dividing the ballots 
into piles, according to their character as straight 
or split ballots, was begun, there was apparent 
a great lack of accuracy, though possibly no in- 
tentional corruption, in the process of sorting. 
Nearly one hundred votes, marked at the head 
of the column for either the Republican or the 
Democratic ticket, but “split” in favor of either 
Mr. Dahlberg, the legislative candidate, or of 
Mr. Street, were placed by the judges or clerks 
in the straight Republican or Democratic pile 
and were removed on account of objections raised 
by myself or my associate. Whether these ballots 
would have been removed or would have been 
counted straight for the Republican ticket or the 
Democratic ticket if we had not been present to 
raise objection, I do not know. 

The next serious irregularity which I observed 
was the arrival of two or three men *.vho were 

not election officials, who, in company with one 

of the judges of election, took the pile of “split” 
ballots from the table, carried them to a cor- 

ner of the room and, surrounding them in such 
a way as to make it impossible for anyone to 

clearly see what they were doing, examined and 
manipulated them for perhaps half an hour. In- 
asmuch as the strangers were, perhaps, author- 
ized watchers and inasmuch as one of the judges, 
whose honesty I had as yet no reason to doubt, 
was with them, and inasmuch, further, as I was 

unable to detect any attempt at fraud, I thought 
it wise to refrain from protest, further than to 
call the attention of the judge to the fact that 
the men who were handling the ballots had no 

warrant of law for doing so. I was informed 
with withering scorn that he guessed I did not 
know who the men were. 

I am not sure that any attempt was made to 

change any of the ballots in this procedure, but 
I do know the strangers who had been engaged 
in it, as they went out, announced that the vote 
for Mr. Street was sixty-seven. My tally of the 
count when it was completed showed eighty-four 
votes for Mr. Street. It is wholly probable that, 
tip to the present time, sixty-seven is the report 
of that ward in the computation of the Street 
vote and will remain so until an official canvass 

has been completed. I frankly suspect that, if 
it had not been for the scrutiny of the Prohibi- 
tion watchers far more than half of the Street 
votes, which were then in the pile of “split” 
ballots would have still been reposing in the 
“straight” piles and would not have entered into 
the informal count and perhaps would not have 
been counted at all. 

The first violent disagreement between the 
watchers and the election officials came a little 
later. One of the officials, alone and in a man- 

ner wholly contrary to the law, was calling off 
votes from a pile of “splits” and another was 

tallying upon an improvised tally sheet which was 

being used, also contrary to the provisions of 
the law. A large number of the votes that were 

being handled were split against Wayman, the 

Republican candidate for state’s attorney, and in 

favor of Street. Rightly or wrongly, I suspected 
that the official who was making the tally, a 

Republican election judge by the name of Wilson, 
was giving Wayman credit for votes where he 
received none. I therefore directed my colleague, 
the other watcher, to stand behind the official 
in question and watch his marking. 

He had been standing there but two or three 
minutes when Mr. Wilson turned and ordered 
him to get away. The watcher made no reply, 
but did not go. In a moment the order was re- 

peated with the threat that if he did not get away 
he would be put outside. The watcher, consid- 

ering himself my subordinate, made no reply, and 
it was “up to me.” I reminded Mr. Wilson that 
the law prescribes that the watcher has a right 
to be near enough to observe whether the offi- 
cials are performing their duty and that this 

young man was not nearer than such perform- 
ance of his duties required, stating also that I 
should request him to continue to occupy the 

position which he was occupying. Matters went 

on for the call of a few more names and Mr. 
Wilson broke out again, demanding that the 
watcher who stood behind him should be put 
out and insisting to me that it would make me' 
nervous to have anyone watching my work in the 
same way. I replied that, if I were working 
honestly, I should not be embarrassed by ob- 
servation. 

This threw the gentleman into a towering rage 
and he sprang up with the apparent intention of 
assaulting me. Whether it was my somewhat 
able-bodied appearance or a recollection of the 
dignity due to his office that withheld him from 
the assault I am unable to say. At least, he re- 

frained and turned instead to the police officer 
present, with the demand that I be ejected from 
the room for insulting him. The police officer 
declined to interfere unless the presiding judge, 
a weak sort of a fellow, named Wright, should 
direct him, assuring me, however, that he would 
take pleasure in putting me out if that official 
instructed him to do so. Such instruction, how- 
ever, was not given and the count was resumed, 
my colleague maintaining his position behind the 
embarrassed official. 

Strange things sometimes go through our 

minds; and as I sat there in that dingy, smoke- 
filled room, wrestling with these representatives 
or "misrepresentatives” of the law, I remembered 
a series of jingles which bore the name of 
“Bourbon Ballads” and were published, I think, 
in the New York Tribune more than thirty years 
ago, and I recalled, with vivid distinctness, the 
plaint that was put in the mouths of certain polit- 
ical corruptionists who objected to the presence 
of United States soldiers who were sent into 
some of our cities at election time, saying, ac- 

cording to the poet: 

“We’re so honest, that’s what ails us; 
When a watcher’s eyes are laid 

On us, then our courage fails us. 
Call ’em off for we’re afraid.” 

The jingle seemed to me to fit Mr. Wilson very 
exactly. 

Matters progressed now, without violent inter- 


