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- NT'I AN A has waded through much 
slaughter of the English language 
to her throne of literary excellence. 
Scarce a town that has not had Its 

Mrs. Partington” ; scarcely a spot 
Where'some perfervld orator was not 
in,,,, v. stja with the sonorous quality of 
his words rather than the clarity of 
the sentiment he was seeking to express.

These battles with the English lan
guage, having won for pure English are 
nevertheless worth while to be remem
bered because of the humor injected Into 
them. I have listened to many of the 
world's greatest orators ; have been 
moved by their words to sympathy, to 
anger and now and then to enthusiasm. 
But what It was all âbout, and what 
they said has either been lost to my 
memory or pigeon-holed in the base
ment, with the elevator out of repair. 
But I can never forget some of the 
amusing things Which In the earlier 
days I heard from the lips of Incipient 
orators.

I see now a slow procession wending 
Its way to the county fair grounds. I 
observe, bestride a prancing horse, a 
veteran of the Civil War, acting as the 
marshal of the day. I note a float with 
beautiful girls of tender years repre
senting the several States of the Union, 
each waving an American flag. I see 
the citizens on horse and tm foot Join
ing In the ceremonies of the day.

It was the Fourth of July. Dedicated 
as much to keeping alive the bitterness 
toward the British Empire as It was to 
glorying in the natal day of the Repub
lic. I follow with^the rest of- the crowd, 
get myself as close as I can to the 
stand, broil In the hot Summer’s sun, 
listen to a long-winded prayer by a lo
cal clergyman, then the leading lawyer 
of the town reads the Declaration of 
Independence, and by that time we arc 
almost ready to declare war anew 
against Great Britain.

Scrambled History.

Then comes the orator of the day. I 
see him now—tall, gaunt, clean shaven, 
wearing a Prince Albert coat that 
reaches below his knees, and a white 
bow tie that buttons with a clasp at 
the back and has the inherent viclous- 

—fiV. -ArW-iwdb to time,
to climb up and rest itself on his left 
ear. Indeed, it is questionable whether 
his oratorical effort or his effort to 
keep his necktie on occupied the more 
of the time tV the distinguished gentle
man. ,z

What aÜ he said I do not know. It 
has passed into the limbo of forgetful
ness, save this portion of it, which still 
abides in my memory; "Methinks I 
hear the tramp, tramp, tramp of the 
Pilgrim Fathers as they march from 
Plymouth Rock to 'Fennell' Hall to sign 
the Declaration of Independence.” It 
was the end. We vociferously cheered 
him, and then we nominated him and 
elected him as our Representative in 
the next General Assembly of the State 
of Indiana. We felt that we had a 
champion who would be true to the 
great principles of American indepen
dence.

No Fourth of July, in those days, 'was 
complete without baiting the English, 
They were thq legitimate subjects of 
universal condemnation. It has taken a 
long, long while for that ancient bit 
temess to have ceased to be, at least 
measurably. In fact, I doubt whether 
it would not be as intense as ever if 
these old-fashioned Fourth of July cel 
ebrations were as common now as they 
were fifty years ago. This hatred of 
the Briton, his works and his ways, 
consciously and unconsciously permeated 
the minds of all classes of citizens. It 
was only after mature study that I was 
enabled to ascertain that not all the 
people of Great Britain were to blame 
for George III and his Cabinet and to 
ascertain that in the years which fol
lowed they had in their own Govern
ment substantially fought revolution 
after revolution to acquire Just the same 
rights that we have.

Sly Twist to the Men's Tall.

So slow has been the disappearance of 
this sentiment that it continued with 
some degree of bitterness down even to 
the time when the mutations of poli
tics made me the Governor of Indiana. 
I have always been much for keeping 
alive patriotic sentiment. I have always 
thought that the oftener "The Star- 
Spangled Banner” were played the more 
clearly would be Impressed upon the 
minds of the citizens the greatness and 
glory of the Republic.

Therefore, when there was presented 
to me for signature an act of the Gen
eral Assembly of the State of Indiana 
requiring that "The Star-Spangled Ban
ner” be sung in its entirety in all the 
schools of the State of Indiana, I 
cheerfully affixed my official signature. 
When, however, it came to the practical 
application of the act I discovered that 
5t was not accompanied by an approp
riation to furnish it to the scholars of 
the State of Indiana; that to do so 
would, the first year, have cost in the 
neighborhood of $100,000 ; that as no ap
propriation was made, and I dared not 
take that sum of money from my con
tingent fund, the act became a mere bit 
of bombastic legislation.

Some months after the General As
sembly had adjourned I was called upon 
by a friend- of Irish descent who asked 
me to inform him when the act was to 
be put into effect. I explained the fi
nancial situation. I said to him that 
for patriotic reasons I was extremely 
sorry that it could not be dope. Where
upon, with the frankness that always
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“My Great Effort to Restore Constitutional Government to Poorhook.’

marks the conduct of a man of Irish 
descent, he notified me that the act 
had been prepared and presented by 
the Clan na Gael ; that they had no pa
triotic purpose in it whatever, but that 
they desired it sung: in its entirety be
cause there was one verse in it that 
gave the British1 lion's tail a particu
larly vicious and nerve-racking twist. 
He was frank about it, at least, and I 
was again impressed with the view that 
Providence looks after fools. It did no 
harm to sign the bill, but if I had read 
it and understood its purpose I most 
assuredly should have vetoed it.

Politics the Chief Amusement.
The real amusement of those earlier 

days was not golf nor mah jonc. It. 
was local politics. It was played by 
everybody with the zest of the con
firmed gambler. I have had some de- 

1 lightful experiences In life. There have 
come moments to me when if I had 
not been conscious of my own lack of 
merit I should have been proud be
yond compare. But looking back over 
fifty years of life filled full of many 
small and a few important events, I 
think the proudest moment of my life 
was when I saw a four poster bill 
stuck up in front of the court house 
carrying in different colored ink’s the 
announcement that Honorable William 
Jones, John Smith, Esq., and Little 
Tommy Marshall would address the 
citizens of Poorhook on the political is
sues of the day.

Honor, enjoyment and happiness are 
all relative. Why not take the gifts the 
gods bring you and be content? ItTwàs 
at this important meeting, when the 
fate of the republic and civilization hung 
trembling in the balance, that one of 
the orators of the occasion announced 
that the principles of democracy were 
spreading all over this country of ours 
—from the lakes on the north to the 
‘'Mediterranean” on the south.

It was also at the conclusion of my 
great effort to restore constitutional 
government to the people of that neigh
borhood that we adjourned to a neigh
boring farmhouse and witnessed a wed
ding ceremony. The services were per
formed by a Justice of the Peace .who 
had Just been inducted into office. I 
assume that when he married nis own 
wife he was so frightened that he did 
not know what had taken place, and 
I rather think he had never seen an
other performed, for this was the sub
stance of the ceremony : He asked the 
bridegroom whether he took this wo- 
man to be his lawfully wedded wife, 
without relief from valuation and ap
praisement laws, and upon an affirma
tive answer he asked the bride whether 
she took this man to be her lawfully 
wedded husband, without benefit of 
clergy, and upon her nodding her head 
and assenting, he concluded the service 
by pronouncing them husband and wife, 
in the name of the State of Indiana, 
Whitley County, SS.

Gave the Bride Away.
Years afterward, when I was strug

gling desperately in my campaign for 
Governor, a certain District Commit
teeman in Indiana introduced me to a 
young man on the railroad train and 
asked him where he was going. He 
gave the name of the town and in
formed the committeeman ^that he was 
going there to get married. Upon in
quiry as to whether his prospective 
bride resided in the town, he said no, 
she was on the train. He pointed her 
out—a round, roly-poly, good-natured 
and care free girl, of some foreign ex
traction.

The committeeman, beguiled by his 
Satanic Majesty, told the young man 
the next Governor was going to talk in 
that town and that if he would marry 
the girl on that platform all license fees 
and clergyman's honorarium would be 
attended to. Imagine my surprise, there
fore, when I climbed upon the platform 
and faced the audience, to find this 
young fellow there with his girl and 
with the clergyman, and a demand at 
the hands of the committeeman that I 
give the bride away. I looked her over 
and concluded to do so. I did not want 
her myself, and had no objection to 
anybody taking her who did. Indeed

this has been the law of my life : To 
give away gladly and joyfully anything 
I did not want myself to anybody who 
did want it.

During the time I was Governor there 
was never a Christmas came around 
that I did not seek to scatter sunshine 
somewhere if I could do it gratuitously. 
Preceding- one of those days I discovered 
that there was a man in the penitentiary 
for deserting and failing to support his 
wife. I thought here was a chance to 
disclose the Christ-like spirit, and so 
I sent him a parole conditioned that he 
return home and support his wife, with 
orders that it be delivered to him by 
the warden of the prison on Christmas 
morning.

The day following, the parole was re
turned to me with a polite letter from 
the prisoner stating, in substance, that 
he hoped I would not believe him un
appreciative of my thought of him at 
the holiday season. For that remem
brance he was deeply grateful, but he 
was compelled to return the parole to 
me as he enjoyed himself far better In 
the Indiana penitentiary than he did in 
living with his wife. I thought a man 
of that frankness was entitled to some 
kind treatment and so on the next In
dependence Day I pardoned him.

Tariff Versus Bog Law.

One of the most interesting stories of 
those early days was of a political 
meeting In which a United States Sen
ator had discussed national questions 
with the crowd and as he sat down they 
began to trail out of the hall, when a 
local candidate arose, lifted up his voice 
and said : "My fellow-citizens, I hope 
you will not leave. I want to say some
thing to you touching the dog law that 
is now in force.” Every man returned 
to his seat, with his coon dog by his 
side, and I am not sure that the Demo
cratic majority of the county that Fall 
did not come more from the candidate's 
opinion of the dog law’ than the candi
date’s opinion of the tariff.

All my life long I have been interested 
in the politics of the country. That in
terest was bred in the bone and was 
accentuated by the stormy clashes which 
took place in the North after the con
clusion of the Civil War and during 
the period of reconstruction. Nobody 
who was not an active participant in 
the campaign of 1S76 In the State of 
Indiana can now understand how grave 
a crisis faced the Republic for a second 
time. I regret these modern political 
days not because they are not just as 
good as the ones in which I spent my 
young manhood, but because they are

different. I regret the disappearance of 
the oilcloth caps and the oilcloth clÿak 
and the smelly gasoline torches ; 
music of the amateur drum corps, 
long processions, the eye with ”a 
frenzy rolling.”

Liquid Measure.
It was in my days at Wabash Co) 

that the Democrats made one nfgljit a 
demonstration of this kind in behaljf of 
the candidacy of Governor Hendricks. 
In the morning the Democratic news
paper, in giving an account of thej po
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quently no laws tending to duplicity and 
perjury in that respect. The candidate 
was expected to leave enough money in 
each saloon to see that the boys ob
tained gratuitously their favorite tipple. 
Nothing was thought about it, nor did 
it detract from the popularity of the 
candidate with stanch temperance prin
ciples.

I remember a wave of temperance re
form, no one as yet having dreamed of 
prohibition, which swept over the State 
of Indiana. It was the first mutterlngs
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litical meeting, announced that it jyas 
the greatest torchlight procession }hat 
had ever marched in the City of Ciaw- 
fordsville ; that it was so large it Vook 
two hours to pass a given point. The 
evening Republican paper quoted ^his 
statement, confessed it was true, 
then added that the given point 
Mike Mulholland's saloon.

Great changes have come to pi 
politics from those of earlier days 
man could hope to procure a nomlnj 
and vain was his chance o“ el 
unless he stood in with what wai 
miliarly known as the “liquor elem ^t.’ 
There were no laws fixing the an iynt 
of campaign -expenditu:

of carrying the question Into politics. 
Although it was not a muttering of 
legislation against the traffic, it was 
against the candidate. In a public meet
ing which I attended, supposed to be 
purely non-partisan in its character, a 
distinguished Republican Judge startled 
the audience by announcing that from 
that time forward he proposed to vote 
for a temperance Democrat rather than 
a drunken Republican. He was followed 
by a minister of the Gospel, who was 
known to be a stanch Democrat and 
who somewhat spoiled the wild enthusi
asm of the moment for the cause of 
temperance by saying that he was in 

.accord with his friend the Judge

and that he too proposed hereafter to 
vote for a temperance Democrat rather 
than for a drunken Republican.

Prohibition by Resolution.

There were some amusing incidents 
accompanying that first low wash upon 
the shores that were afterward to be
come arid with prohibition. In one com
munity there were three distinguished 
citizens, all devout members of the 
church but all with a cocktail taste, 
who were appointed a committee to draft 
resolutions on the temperance question. 
They were in a rather close strait as to 
how to phrase the resolutions without 
condemning themselves or pledging 
themselves to prohibition. Fortunately 
for themselves, they were gentlemen of 
great expediency, and so the resolution 
which was reported and adopted read as 
follows : Resolved, That we will do all 
in our power to get other people to quit 
drinking liquor.”

It was no unusual incident of those 
earlier days, before the Australian bal
lot and when anybody could have tickets 
printed containing names from both 
tickets or even independent names, to 
corral what was known as the floating 
vote, fill it full of red-eye and lock it 
up and march it to the polls early the 
next morning, where it voted what was 
known as the vest pocket ballot. Some
times these fellows were not sufficiently 
recovered from the debauch so as to 
enable them to distinguish the ballot. 
I remember sitting upon one election 
board when we found in the box an 
unreceipted store bill and a tax receipt.

Where the county vote was close 
stealing these floaters was the great 
political pastime of the night before the 
election. I know a man who took one 
of them to his room to keep him all 
night In order that he might vote the 
Republican ticket the next morning. 
How to get him away and put him in 
the Democratic corral was the problem. 
It was finally solved by some irresponsi
ble Democrat setting fire to a woodshed 
and then raising the cry that the Re
publican’s store was on fire. He rushed 
to save his property and the Democrats 
stole his chattel.

A Well-Brewed Speech.

We liked fondly to refer to the Ger- 
man-American, the Irish-American and 
the Franco-American. We made our 
n ppeal politically to them as though 
they had one foot on their native soil’ 
and the other upon the soil of Indiana. 
We did not even stop with this question 
of blood. We cateVed as it paid to Pro
testant and Catholic views. We were
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very liberal with the Catholic vote where 
It was the predominating element In the 
election, and were very censorious of It 
If It did not happen to be for our 
party. The only man I ever knew who 
sized the thing up right and did not 
know It was the Mayor of one of our 
cities.

There was a country Catholic Church 
where each year, In August, they had 
a picnic, and where all the politicians 
and Incipient officeholders foregathered 
and where they were expected to make 
a speech. Upon one of these occasions 
some sons of Belial concealed a num
ber of kegs of beer In an adjacent 
wood, and this Mayor tarried longer at 
the beer than he did at the picnic. He 
arrived more than half seas over and 
was immediately seized, conducted to 
the platform and called upon for a 
speech. He was barely able to hold 
himself up and utter these words : “Fel
low citizens, we meet today upon a 
common level—Protestants and Presby
terians-----” and then he dropped dead
drunk upon the platform. It was a Cath
olic picnic, but the humor of It amused 
everybody.

A Remarkable Campaign.
The campaign of 1876 was perhaps the 

most remarkable one that I have wit
nessed. Instead of the ordinary guerrilla 
warfare of the party newspaper the 
Democratic partisan press all over the 
country each week was printing the 
same editorial. These were prepared In 
the Democratic headquarters In New 
York, at the expense of Mr. Tllden, and 
In my Judgment were responsible for his 
election. I had risen that year to the 
dignity of Captain of the Tllden Guards. 
I was enthusiastic, In a small way, for 
Mr. Tllden.

When the well-known troubles in the 
South began we were all anxious for 
Mr. Tllden to announce that he had 
been elected President and Intended to 
be Inaugurated President of the United 
States. If all communities were such 
as was ours Samuel J. Tllden could 
have plunged us again Into a fratricidal 
war, for we were foolish enough to have 
met secretly and to have declared that 
we would purchase guns and go to 
Washington and help to Inaugurate him. 
Tllden and Douglas have been my Idols. 
They arc the two men In all American 
history who, when the peace and good 
order of their country were at stake, 
cast aside every hope of personal pre
ferment for the good of the Republic 
they loved so well.

Individuals and parties that seek vin
dication from defeat should learn one 
thing; and that Is that the composite 
mind of America soon forgets. The cam
paign of 1880 might have contained 
some hope for the Democratic Party if 
It had been fought out upon the tariff 
question and the rectification of the 
wrong which. In the Judgment of so 
many of us, had been done to Mr. Tll
den. I wonder what James Russell 
Lowell would have done In the year 1024 
If the election had been In danger of 
going to the House and he had been an 
elector In the State of Massachusetts. 
He was such In 1876. He was quite 
convinced that Mr. Tllden had been 
elected President of the United States. 
He admitted that, as an elector, he had 
the perfect right to vote for him, and 
had he done so Tllden’s election would 
have been assured and the controversy 
at an end. But so stanch a party man 
was he that he announced he believed 
an elector was bound to vote for the 
candidates of his party, and consequent
ly he voted for Mr. Hayes. Party loy
alty has been so loosened since that time 
that I am venturing to guess that under 
like circumstances he would exercise his 
own Judgment and do what the Con
stitution of the United States gave him 
a perfect right to do.

When Tariff Was a Local Issue.
But the campaign of 1880 drifted away 

to the question as to who saved the Un
ion—the Democratic or the Republican 
Party of the North. And so we quar
reled about who saved it, as though that 
were a matter of any moment whatever 
—It having been saved—and then we 
were chagrined and the Republicans 
were Jubilant because General Hancock 
announced that the tariff was a local 
l**ue. Well, what Is the folly of one 
generation may become the wisdom of

another. And what is true today eu» * 
political axiom may be denounced as a 
political heresy tomorrow. I have lived 
long enough to see the sarcasm hurled 
at General Hancock turn out to be the 
sober God’s truth, for this heresy that 
the benefits accruing to a few must In
evitably permeate the whole has not 
only been accepted as the God's truth 
by all those who claim to be Repub
licans, but a vast number of men, who 
claim to be Democrats have been con
vinced that so far as their little Interest 
Is concerned the theory Is correct. Who 
n<Av doubts that the tariff on a few 
thousand soy beans has lightened the 
burdens. Increased the Income and 
brought peace, contentment and plenty 
to every home In this land of ours?

So much has been written and so 
much Is held In remembrance about 
these years of political conflict that it 
Is neither wise nor needful to elaborate 
upon them. Out of the real tragedies of 
life It seems to be Impossible for the 
American people to not,, here and there, 
extract a bit of humor. Indeed, If It 
were not for our ability to laugh the 
Republic would many times have run red 
with blood when the passions were 
aroused over great Injustices. When the 
awful and lamentable tragedy, the as
sassination of President McKinley, oc
curred, a rampant religious leader In 
our town tore his hair and shrieked 
aloud * to heaven, again asserting that 
the Democratic Party had murdered an
other Republican President. A big, fat 
Democrat standing by him said : “Shut 
up, parson! If you’ll let us elect a 
Democrat once I give you my word that 
you can take a pot shot at him."

A Money Election Wlthont Funds.

That campaign of 1896, when I was 
a member of the Democratic State Cen
tral Committee, was perhaps the most 
disheartening of my life. We had no 
money; disloyalty was everywhere ap
parent In State and local organizations. 
I could not get a notice Inserted In the 
papers without paying for It out of my 
own pocket in advance. I felt then, as I 
feel now, that, like most of the great 
things of life, the fight was made over a 
false Issue.

The Spanish-American War was not 
fought because the Maine was sunken 
In the harbor of Havana, although that 
was the ostensible reason given to the 
people. The real reason was that the 
soul of America had been so long out
raged by Spanish misrule In that Island 
that It could no longer keep silence. 
The Great War was not entered In 
reality because a few of our ships were 
sunken and a few of our citizens were 
lost upon the high seas. It was be
cause the aoul of America could no 
longer yield Its assent to the doctrine 
that there were two measures of con- 
duct—one for the Individual and one for 
the State—and that the State could 
order the Individual to break every 
moral law and the Individual go scot- 
free in the courts of man and God be
cause he had obeyed constituted 
authority.

So, too, the campaign of 1806, regard
less of what the wise men may say 
about it, was not fought over the free 
and unlimited coinage of silver at the 
ratio of sixteen to one. It was not a 
question of coinage and currency at all. 
It was a question of banking, and the 
election disclosed It to be such, for every 
State that had sound and responsible 
banking Institutions, and where people 
did their business by check and not by 
cash, went for McKinley, while all the 
States where the banks were wildcat 
and Irresponsible, and where men car
ried in their pockets currency with 
which to pay their debts, went for 
Bryan.

A German District.
I was In a district that was largely 

of German extraction. They liked to 
hear the Jingle of the guinea. They had 
a dread and fear they were to see It 
no more and so they left the Democratic 
Party in droves. This lack of confi
dence spread Itself to organizations. In 
my mad effort to straighten up the 
lines I had an Incident which shows con
clusively that it Is valueless to argue 
against fate.

Still striving to straighten up the 
Democratic lines in the old Twelfth Con
gressional District, we began, In 1898. 
to put men of German extraction upon 
the ticket. In one county the nephew of 
the most Important man was nominated 
for County Auditor. So I went to this 
leader of hls people and congratulated 
him upon having returned to the Demo
cratic faith ; hoped that we might rely 
upon hls aid and assistance In the cam
paign, and received as an answer: "I'll 
do what I can for my nephew, but I'll 
do nothing for anybody else.”

In some mysToTious wnY’Unknown* to 
me, however, although I stood fast by 
the organization, I was enabled to re
tain the friendship and goodwill of these 
people so that when It became neces
sary for them to determine whether they 
would vote for me for Governor or not 
I received more votes in that district 
than were elver cast for any candidate 
for office prior to the adoption of the 
Woman's Suffrage amendment.

Things drifted along politically until 
the year 1906. I considered an active 
Interest In political affairs not only my 
duty but my diversion from the prac
tice of my profession. In that year there 
was an effort to nominate me as can
didate for Congress. I promptly killed 
the movement. I had had a partner 
who had been In Congress And I thought 
one from the firm was sufficient. In 
the course of conversation with the lead
ers of the party It was suggested that I 
ought to run because every county save 
ours had furnished a candidate and he 
had been beaten since 1896. The pleas
ure of running for office and being 
licked, however, never appealed to me. 
I had not the slightest desire to be 
classed among those who also ran. They 
were a little bit impatient with me, and 
finally Inquired whether I ever proposed 
to run for office. To get rid of the sit
uation, I suggested I did not think I 
ever would, but if I ever did I would 
be a candidate for Governor of my 
native State.

Tomorrow:
‘On Politic» and Government.’


