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THE CANRMAVS POLITIS -

BY WILL PAYNE

The thick glass panel of the office
door bore the modest sign,  ‘“D. O
Emmet, Lawyer.”” Miss Prescott
stood by the broad window .in the
outer room, looking idly down upon
the roofs of the passing strect cars
in Washington street, a hundred feet
below.

The door to the inner room was
wide open. Miss Prescott had saunt-
ered out five minutes before, because
it had occured to her that all the
business.of the interview spec
the Children’s Playgrounds bill “was
really done. That had occurred also
to the secretary of the Prairie Ave-
nue Social Settlements League and
to the chairman of the Senate Com-
mittee on Citics. Still they 1ingered
in therc. As for Emmet, lingering
had not got to he a vocation with
him whenever this tall * young lady
was concerned. :

<] wish that Electric: Consolidation
bill were well out of the way,’”’ _he
was saying, with preoccupied abrupt-
ness. 1f he 16oked worried, it-wasso
ficeting an expression that the Secre-
tary could not be sure. He came
back at once to his confident man-
ner. “But I mean that it shall be;
I'm sending ‘& man to work it on
now."”

She was smiling at him— a - little
vaguely. :

“Well, I shall go to Springfield,
Tuesday—IL hope it will go through.”
She looked down and brushed her
neatly gloved fingers along the edge
of the desk.

As. a kind of discovery, Emmet
found her: in that small, abstracted
action,, inexpressibly feminine. | Ji

“It’s préetty hard for you down
there,”’ he~said—so personally °that
therc was a little commotion in. the
Secretary’s pulse.

‘“Yes; sometimes, it’s pretty hard—
and not always quito plcasant with
some of the people. But'’—she smiled
—“a good many- things are pretty
hard.’” Ay : :

The chairman stepped over to her.

*“No! Don'ti go/down there again,’’
he, said abruptly.. “There’s no need.

- 1t’s just getting your bill reported by
my committee. "Leave it to me. I

want to do something!’’
“But I've engaged to go,”’ she pro-

tested, nervously, steadily looking
down.  “Mrs. Randall thouglgt,. 3
ought 07 chie: o 2

“I know bet-

“No!”’ he repea.t'ed.f
If you don't

ter than Mrs. Randall.

leave it to me, I'll beat your bill !
The committee shan’t rcport

it “at

allll e,

said tremulously,

and ‘they 'got to th
Returning to the i

ushering the .-two . ladies out,

and
closing the door behind him, Emmet
kept assuring himself, amid the end-
less turmoil in his mind, that noth-
ing whatever had happened. Once he
found: himself; gripping the top of the

low bookease in ‘his' two “ strong
hands, as though he were going to
coerce it into acknowledging ‘that
nothing had happened. He kept:think-

ing of hims€lf in odd, disconnected
pieces. * =
When the Clarion published.its es-

timate of city candidates for ' the
Legislgture, this paragraph appeared
under -his name and Senatorial - dis-
trict: . : ’

“Dmocrat. “Age 27 Born in Cook
County. Lawyer. An unknown quan-
tity. Well ~educAted; good speaker.
But owes his nomination to Johnny
Gallagher. Has =~ some . respectable
fricnds,’ who “say he is beftér 'than
his sponsors. Looks dubious.”” . .

It ‘looked dubious to Emmect  him-
sclf just then. He had told her onc?
that he belicved in practical politics.
He -thought he had never been a bad]|
fellow. - But therc had geen a certain
carelessness, a  certain  frec-handed
liberalness, in -his -politics. Especial-
ly, there was this affair of the clec-
tric bill: Tt came back to' him in'a
kind of lump. Also, she came back
to him. just as she had stood there
It scemed to. him
that a - wise and just Proyidence
might well personally prevent that
presence from coming any further in-
to affairs that looked sa ‘dubious ;
and bhe made a little prayer to her,
or to the Providence,’or to both, to
the effect that, if she would come
in,he would get himself all spotlessly
cleaned up and be worthy of her.

It looked rather more than dubious
to Mr. Gordon Prescott, president of
the Comsolidated Light & Power Com-

| stood revealed. It scemed to go SO

| bént so

!a.nd ‘buy out his rotten Metropolitan
Icompany at his price or our amend-
{ment, will be hung up. It.’s just
1da.mmblc. Nice mess for ladies to be
mixed“up- in with their Playgrounds
bill! And this fellow Emmet, that
! Miss Page quoted to us, is-chairman
of that committee! He'll pick  her
pockets if she don’t look out!”
Nevertheless, the fcllow Emmet borg|
no outward marks of degeneracy as, |
i on Monday about noon, he entered}

# respecting | the inner room on the upper floor of roared.

i'one of the least pretentious build-
sings in La- Salle street.

This inner room was a mere closet,
with only .a desk and a couple = of
chairs. The man at the desk was
| middle-aged, with broad" shoulders
land a firm, flat chest, leanly muscu-
lar. He merely glanced up as the
shining. presenca’burst in. ;

The chairman never had his effect
of sparkling more perfectly. Such was
his air of youthful buoyancy and
vigor that it seemed simply optional
with him whether he stopped or kept,
straight on through the wall.

However, he dropped at once into
the chair "at the end of the desk,
bending forward in his eagerness.

‘“They’ll give. $850,000 for the Me-
tropolitan, John,’’ he said. ‘‘I’ve just
had word from Winthrop. He makes
the -offer.”’ -~ : :

The shrewd eyes of the elder, lustre-
less man twinkled a little in his un-
answering face. 'Even then, . Emmet
was the dearest joke of his humorous
heart. But this was business.

‘“Three fifty, eh?’’ he said calmly.

The coolness irritated Emmet’s
heat. ‘‘Of course, I've taken this up
on my own motion,"’ he said. ‘‘I sent
a; man.to Winthrop because I wanted
it settled and out of the way. You
know.'I ‘don’t  like it. Whatever we
may Ssay among ourselves, we're
using a public position’ for our own
advantage. Now, ' good gracious,
John, this is a handsome offer, a
generous offer!’’ i

Gallagher looked at the young man
imperturbably. “Did you @ ‘expect
their gencrous offer, Dan’l)’" he asked
softly. 3 g -

When he said ‘“Dan’l,”” it - was ‘al=
‘ways subtly a gibe and a reproof.

“Of course I didn'ty; Emmet flung
back impatiently. “You . know. ‘I
can’t do that. But ['did tell” my
_man ‘that Withrop -had .made. a..good
offer,”” he .added, chailengingly. ;

Thereupon a series of deep wrinkles
came lengthwise in Gallagher’'s fore-
head. His large mouth expanded on
laternl lines until a mighty grin

deep that it interfered with the ‘pro-

& e

coldly et  the % grin.
o Visha touched s
gs

sat,tg%
on¢ “affair--of the: cleetric, concernou
of the way. He thought he hdd suc-
ceeded. 4

such a fool as to turn the offer
down?’’ he said quickly. ‘‘It’s the
best .you’ll ever:get.  Your partners
won’t thank ‘you for¥t.” — ..

i He knew he was®insulting, but in

eyes.

&"Beides, I tell you,” Emmet add-
ed boldly, ‘‘there are public ques-
tions involved.” 4

When Johnny had himself firmly in
hand, he said calmly: “‘You ain"t,
got over being a kid yet, Dan l
What you want is a rattle. You're a
toddler and you slobber -on your
bib, talking of generosity. Wpcve is
any public question? We're .in.. the
electric business; ain’'t we, same’s
Winthrop’s men? Prescott and the
South Side Illuminating are going to
consolidate because they sce a chance
to make a -couple of million ‘or so
out of it. I'm a sociable - person,
Dan’l;: 1 want to be consolidated with
the rest’ of the boys. When thcy get
good and consolidated . they’ll ‘come
over and try to take my little . glec-
tric. business , away ' from me: It
make: hard feclings. Let’s all go” in
snug and friendly and get consolidat-

market and loaded up with Conso-
lidated Light & Power and South
Side Illuminating stock, and theyire
all ready to turn.the trick—only”—
his" strident voice shot out —** they
can’t do it until I say so. Generous!
I've got ’em in a corner, ain’t I?
They can’t wiggle unless I let ’‘em,
can they? And'you télk about their
generosity to me, Dan’l2. Tell ’em I
say ‘T’hell with thelr generosity.’

pany.

He was explaining it to the men in
the smoking room after dinner: ‘‘So
this gang in the City Council got up
a paper concern that they called the
Metropolitan Electric, Company, and
passed an ordinance. for it.. Then,
when they couldn’t sell ‘out to me or
to-the South Side Illuminating Com-
pany, they turned it over to Johnny
Gallagher.. He got some¢ money and
built a shed that he calls a power
station on- the west side, and strung
some wires, and pretended to go into
the electric lighting business. Well,
my company and ‘the South Side II-
luminating got arpund to the point
where ‘'we’re willing to go in toge-
ther, to conSolidate. We can save
$200,000 a year;by it, and give just
as good and cheap a service to the
public, The lawyers look it over,!
and find that there’ll have to be a
little amendment to the State Incor-
poration law. They fix up the am-
endment and introduce it
Senate. Then it’s referred to the
Committee. on Cities, instead of to
the Cothmittee on ‘Corporations, as
it should be, and we find out that
Johnny Gallagher owns thet commit-
tee, body, boets and breeches,

[and Mr. Thomas Frederick Winthrop

{ themselves.

into. themmand pie. You're afraid thev’ll con-

When they get ready to offer me half
a million, T'll talk with 'em. You
want a rattle!" Mr. Gordon Prescott

—my : old friend, smooth Petroleum
Tommy—and-the rest, 'course they’ve
got a right to make as much money
consolidating us’ they please, because
they're all prominent citizens, riding
in carriages and throwing flowers at
They can rig the stock
market and play horse with the min-
ority stockholders, and make all the
money they want to. But I want to
get in on the game and make some
money, they hold up their hands in
holy horror because my. clothes ain’t
ally mode and 1 was brought: up
over by the stockyards. 1It’s your
idea,  Dan’l, that if we want any-
thing we must go around to the back
door with our hats off. It sort “of
jars you to think your Uncle John’s
going to kick open the front door
and walk into the parlor and , de-.

sider him rude and never let him auc-
tion off the boxes for the charity
ball. You think if you take the
sandwich and don’t ask for butter
they’ll like you for a well-trained
lad, and give Yau a certificate that

: and
We've got to make terms with hiEJ

you're respectable. But you watch

| and

‘| like it, get out.

i:“Oh, - .these ..colts, J‘-I'ief?f!; these.
colts!”’ he said Wwearily. “*Dan Em-

run right

““You don’t mean yow're going to beigsin most gloomily, ““4nd after the

! had staken the evening train for
his anger he did not-care. Gallagher’s Springfield. - : : :
anger was different. He c_ompresscd- Thomas Frederick Winthrop, who
his lips. He narrowed  his steady e Trae ST st b tney  reveived  thie

‘ed  together, .and let’s -all" ‘get @i Then his broker called up on  the
-whack at the two millions. Those telephone. Somebody. on the  Stock
fellows have gone into the  stock| gixchange was . selling. Light . and

his committee. Smooth sailing had
been expected for it. But ghe
mittee had ruthlessly relegated -it -to

fallen out

unnamed °‘‘Democratic member’’

headlines read:
a’'New Trick?’’

take for granted. Especially, . therg

: ; g :
ygur Uncle John win their heartfelt [was next a‘cotrt ‘that cut through

réspect— which he will do by hand- |
ing it out to ’em so fast and strong
that their heads swim and their‘
knees knock together.”’ !
. ““What do you propose to do?”’ E!nrl
met. demanded, shortly. X '

“You wait and see,”” said Gal-?
lagher. :

‘“But I don’t want to wait!’’" Em-|
met cried hotly. I want to know. T
want to clean this' thing up, John,
and get of it.”*

““Seems to me you kind of take. it
to heart, Dan’l,”” Johnny obhserved
coolly. 3

“‘Oh, drop that, will you!’’ Emmet
““And you. understand, I'm
out of this!”” Emmet sprang up.
“I'm out of it. I'll have nothing
more to do with it!”’ e

Gallagher’s cyes again narrowed,
again he  waited a moment.
“T’hell with vou, Dan’l,”” he - said
cheerfully. ‘“The Metropolitan is a
grown. person’s game. If you don’t|
Go ‘back on me, if
you feel that way. I can get along
without- you.” : ¢

‘““Get along then!” said Emmet,
and burst from the room so impetu-
ously. that he brushed against one of
Gallagher’s lisutenants. :

the huge shop from ground floor “to
roof. ‘Elevators "laden with women
piled up and down. Above and be-
low she could sce sectional vistas
and glimpses of the immense, busy
establishment crosyded with hundreds
of Her sex shopping, cxamining ' fa-
brics, gossiping, loitering — the mo-
ment’s phase of a perpetual women’s

fair. She remembered that she her-
self had put in two hours spending
cight dollars in dry.goods. Oh! she

might send him a ribbon or a shirt
waist, and write him, on a nice little
piece of tinted notepaper, in a nice
slanting little hand, that she was so
sorry!

She arose and swept to the ele-
vators. When she entered the ante-
room of Mr. Winthrop’s law office she
was aware that a broad-shouldered
man in a derhy hat, whom she had
overtaken and passed blindlv in’ the
hall, was at her heels. - Mr. Winthrop
was at the door of his private room.
She saw that his glance todk in her-
self and the man with. a kind of per-
plexity. . Nevertheless, the lawyer
bowed urbanely and stepped forward.
. No very tangible programme - had
come to Mr. Winthrop’s mind during
the afternoon, but ‘he had frequently

the lawyer paused, smiling urbagely |
~+*‘that Emmet sent him herc.”’

{“Yes.'”” said Miss Page. ‘‘Mr. Em-~
met told me that he had sent a man
to see about the Eleetric bill.”

“«“He did?’’ eriecd Mr. Winthrop,
with animation. ‘‘Why, it's a clear
case! -He tried to make us buy- eut
the - Metropolitan Electric Company,
in which, I suppose, he’s interested,
and now he/proposes to denounce Mr.
Gallagher, who has never, I can
vouch, tried anything of the kind!"”

The puzzle suddenly became daz-
zingly clear to Miss Page. She turned
to Gallagher with a kind of swift;
flecing, startled helplessness. ‘! Does
he mean that? Does he mean to de-
nounce,’”’ she asked brethlessly.

I read it that way,”’ he said, in
his harsh voice. She felt that he ac-
cused her.

“Well, if he does,
throp, looking at.
urbane enjoyment, ‘““we’ll explode a
mine under the young man’s mine.
With what I know and what Miss
Pagesknows, I guess Mr. Gallagher
won’t be the man that’s blown high-
est.’’ i

When:Gallagher walked out Miss
Page murmured a polite empty word
to the lawyer and followed.

”

said Mr. Win-
them both with

ey

Thé™ licutenant entered, staring ;
found Johnny still standing by the
desk, his hands in his pockets, asked,
‘“What’s  the = matter?’’ under his
breath. :

met is’ nutty an@ ‘full ‘of "oats. He's
bound - to " run.@way.’ He's going to
into & stone wall, and
there ain’t going-te be any uphol-
stering on that wall, ‘either.”” Fic
reached over and closed the rolling
top of his desk. "“I'm going to hand
Dan’l a little package.”’ he -said,

explosion, if he lives through it, he’ll
know more.”’ ?

Mr. Winthrop had becn notified’ of
the failure of his offer, and Emmet

notification with his habitual bland-
ness. But there was the sense of a
painful swelling in the region of his
heart. Standing in the centre of his
private office on a rug of pricc be-
side a desk of carved mahogany with
shiny silver trimmiihgs, his startled
eyes traveled with slow aimlessness
over the dull red walls. In fact, Mr.
Winthrop was personally long a big
line of .South Side Illuminating and
Consolidated Light and Power shares,
and his margins were so uncomforta-
bly thin that.he could easily ‘see ruin
through the, if anything happened to
the consolidation plan.

Wednesday his confidential agent at
Springfield wired: ‘“Row on - this
morning in Scnate Committee on
Cities. Emmet tried to get the Play-
grounds bill reported out. Committee
slaughtered it. Emmet mad. Talk of
row between Emmet and Gallagher.
May affect the Electric bill.”’

Power and Illuminating to beat the
band. They said there was a row at
Springfield and the Consolidation bill
was mixed up in it some way.
Evidently something must be done.
Miss Page, sshepping on State strect
and mainly intent upon the new pat-
terns: in waists, heard the cry; bought
a copy of the Express, and went into
Field’s to read it.’ . 5
For firms ground the correspond-
ent 'had  only * the fact that Emmet
had ‘called up the Playground ‘bill in

com-

the files. Emmet had left the Capitol |
and gone to his hotel, wherec he re-|
fused an interview. The report - was |
that the chairman and Gallagher had
some -way because they
couldn’t agrec on the electric matter.
But others said it was a dodge. An
was
quoted: ‘‘When it comes to -making
terms with the electric companies for
letting that amendment go through;
you’ll find there won’t be any row in
Johnny’s camp.’’ " "'The newspaper’s
‘““Is Johnny Turning:

Miss Page felt a little sick., She,
sgorned the imputation of sordid
treachery. But there was this name-
less touch of corruption and _cheap
rascality which every one $ecmed to

was the picture of him, going off
alone to his hotel ‘as though he had
no friends. And-if he were angry, it
must be-a little bit at least on ac-|
count of that promise—Ah! if some
one :had the courage to help him.:But
‘what could a woman do? Her chair

»

the news"
quickly: in;}
the newsp

lightem Sy ou?’ g ke
est. looking. over-Jier shoulder:at the
man and, soundiig his mellow’ laig

She ufderstand at once that it
Johnny Gallagher; the ‘‘bossi”
took .the occasion “hardily, ‘“as-’
found it, and”vorned, politely - smil-
ing. “‘Perhaps Mr. Gallaghcr  can,”’
she said,. ‘with-a-kind of sociable
brightness. ‘T &m trying to find out
what has happened at Springficld to
the Playgrounds bill, and why it hap-
pened.”’

The fact that she was a pretty wo-
man and looked amiable made a cer-
tain impression . heénind Johnny's
gloom, but the shell was immobile.
He thought she was a newspaper re-
porter. No, he ‘knew nothing: poli-
tics was always too deep for him. In
a half mcchanical following of the
lawyer’s lead they drifted up to the
door of the inner room. *‘ But why
don’t you go to, Emmet?”” Johnny

suggested. ‘‘He . seems to know all
about . it. Have somecbody interview
Kim ;

Miss Page glz{nced down. ‘I thought
Mr.~Emmet would do all he could for

the bill,””" she - said; ‘‘in fact, we
counted on his help. We rather left
it to him.””

““Oh! You're one of ’em—one of the
playground® women—er, ladies?’’

‘“I'm Miss Page. Mr. Emmet told
me he would . undertake to get the
bill favorably reported.'’

Johnny’s - interest suddenly roused
“Dan did? When? “When did Dan say
that?’ he demanded in his  harsh
voice. -

“Last Saturday.”’

Gallagher 1ooked hard at her. He
was scnsible ecnough of her beauty
and style, It was occurring to him
that Emmet would have been sensible
enough of them, too.. Perhaps, after
all, he had punished the younger
more than he had meant; had hurt

his pride more than he had .intended.

But the thought was subtly evoked
his belligerence, too. What business
had beauty and Style to get mixed
up with politics?

*Well, - I guess he thought he could
do it,”” he said stolidly. ‘I reckon
he wasn’t calculating to play horse
with anybody but me.””

The form of the speech.was' baf-
fling; but  Miss Page jumped to a
happy conclusion. ‘““Then you and he
are really at outs?’’ she said eagerly.

Without verbal reply Gallagher
pulled a crumpled telegram from his
overcoat pocket and handed it over.
She read:

‘I shall speak on the Electric bill
under privilege to-morrow forenoon.
I shall throw all the light I can on
it. ; EMMET.”

This was more baflling than any-
thipg e€lse. She looked her perplex-
ity at Gallagher. Meantime, Mr.
Winthrop blandly read the tclegram
in her hand. »

“Why,” said the Jawyer, with his
large air of amiability,.‘"a’ man came
to. see me about the Electric hill day.
before yesterday, and he told me’’—

| sympathetich.

36, Gatlaghert”

ablo:
Help s &
watsitugde v

Phen 1'd; a.dvi
“Keep away from. W

you
ui‘ned BWAY: -

AR i

: #{rom. the
train at Springfield next morning Hhe
saw Winthrop and Prescott making

When Gallagher steppéd . f

{ turning the .lever - of the machine.

| know why.

in,’" said Johnny; gloomily, as hej;

- “I'd like to sec Mr. Emmet a min- cutting all the ground from wunder

ute beforc he ‘gets away,’’ <she
hard as she could to keep her
qQuite steady.

Helen,” said Mrs. Randall, with an|
addition to her injuries, It's
useless. Mr. Winthrop is going
arrange a conference for ~me
breakfast. If Mr. Emmet chooses to
come, very well. Be sure the chops
arc hot,”” she added, for the waiter
had returned.

The minutes dragged interminably.
A boy of many brass buttons, bear-
ing a tiny tray, came into the din-
ing room. Miss Page’s heart missed
a beat .or so: The boy inquired of
the usher; was wafted in her direc-

|

{

The dining room was on the ground
floor., She walked deliberately by the
elevator on one ‘side and the . stair-
way ‘on the otheér -into the hotel of-
fice, where she drew the eyes. of a
dozen lounging men. ‘There was a
little smoking and writing room off
to the left. She walked coolly and
with a negligent case through the of-
fice to the front windows that gave
upon the street, looked out a mo-
ment, and calmly sauntered back.
Going and coming, she threw a swift
glance over the writing room. But
she saw no one she knew.. ;

The elevator”. boy “leaned against
the wire lattice by the open door of
the cage. She stepped in. The boy
followed and started ' the machine.
“Parlor. floor,”’:she said, and 'they
stopped at. -the . first Janding. The
lock of the wire door did not yield
at the first pressure of -the" boy’s
fingers. . z

“Is Mr. Emmet on this floor?’”’ she
.asked. To get the lay of the land
would be something. =~~~ ¢

“Mr. Emmet? No'm; on the fourth
door: .number four .twenty-one.”” . The
' boy had begun.to close the door of
the cage ~when she spoke, .and ,was

Now he brought the lever - hack, and
held thé’ ‘doni"_.‘i:pen'an though ' he
were uncertain whether she would get
tnvagadno. oo R ke T e

“Oh, T was-nistaken,” she said
without the - least: l)e'sitatiox\). and
stepped " intoithe: cage. She' .did not
g SWe did not”know whe-
ther- the ‘boy ‘wwould take ther :up ~ to
the fourth floor or ‘down again.i The
cage- stareed .up.- Ft. oceurredto. ‘Her
hat she b ite log :
ing dreadiul. :
T “eornigor

s

“was:doing 80r
yecStraight -

on your ‘righ

‘way her/fignity 3
SRIBIY. it a8
helplessness. ' - -
' This fAce‘and figure:
e

no ‘remark v
be ‘thérg, for ‘a figure of 'this sort, re-
scrved; ‘aéeusing, _condemning;  iad

ng in his tbogig_h’ts‘}
the*night ‘@nd morning., - * I
. He'camé up. “I lost-your bill,”” he
said. “I'd live to tell you how.”

their way to the street ahead of him.
At the same time Mrs. Celia Ran-
dall, president of the¢ Prairie Avenue
Social Scttlements League, chairwo-
man of the Committee on Political
| Action of the United Women’s Socie-
ities, treasurer of the Association for
the Suppression of Objectionable
Posters and a director of thé South
i Side Wagner Club, emerged from the
i last Pullman car.
| ‘“Here's Johnny Gallagher just a-
|head of us,’”” .she said in an aside.
i ““You see, you came down in excel-
lent = company, Helen. I suppose

| there’ll be nothing fit to eat,’”” she
| added.
| “Oh, I guess so,”” Miss Page an-

5swered with a

[ cheerfulness.

| Alighting from their cab at the ho-
i tel as an omnibus was discharging in
| his trousers pockets, his overcoat on
rhis arm, and looked on uncompro-
| misingly while the other men bowed.
| Politer Mr. Winthrop stepped into
| the hotel with the ladies: Gallagher
|turned his hard, challenging  glance
| to Prescott.

| “Do you know that young lady?’’
| he asved in his harshest voice.

| ‘“Miss Page? Certainly T know
her,”” said Precscott out of his sur-
| prise.

|~ Johnny’s gloomy eyes dwelt . ques-
| tioningly on the sanguine man for an
instant. ‘‘Come now, Prescott,” he
| demanded; ‘‘just man to man, is she
lon the square?”’

Mr. Prescott flushed angrily. ‘““You
must be drunk,” he said.

The politician’s hard glance- still
lrested upon him a second. ‘‘T’hell
with you,”” he growled and went into
the hotel.

Inside,

¥ague attempt at

Mrs. Randall was settling

herself with a sigh of relief at the
breakfast table and Mr. Winthrop
was disappearing from Miss Dage’s

straining eyes. Tt was 9.830— when
Emmet would soon be started for
the Capitol; and these men were free
to find him.  To have a man’s free-
dom of action for ten minutes! So|
far she had carried things— but to|
what end? Why, to sit down and eat
breakfast while the opportunity es-
caped. She had the sense in" every
nerve of his walking into the trap
which she had prepared for him. At
moments it scemed ‘quite probable
that she should be suddenly haled
out somehwere and compelled to re-
aflirm the ruinous admission she had |
made to Winthrop, while Emmet was |
dragged away o some everlasting |
disgrace. She detained the waiter,
got a card from her purse aod scrib-
bled: “Let me sce you a moment in

the parlor at once—please.’’

‘A wounded. accusing way that he was

When he took off his hat his hair was
seen to be rumpled. His face looked
a little haggard, which helped on the
forlorn note in his voice. Such was
the effect of his forlornness that Miss
Page did not trust herself to speak.

““I let Gallagher give me an inter-
est in a concern called the Metropol-
itan Electr'ic Company,he said. “It
wasn’t an honest concern, and I
knew it, but I didn’t care much then.
We pretended that my interest was
to pay for my legal services. There
wasn’t- any prearrangement ' about
this Consolidation bill, for that was
before I was elected; and I had done
some little'legal work for the com-
pany, and we were all goad fellows
together.”’

He had been trying most of the
night and morning to arrange the
order of His.spcech; but he had not
been able to do it. Now, uncon-
sciously, he took up the simple facts
as they had been in his mind.

‘““John: just thought I was a good
fellow, and he handed over the stock,
and I took it because he was a good
fellow. Then he got me into the
chairmanship, and when this Consoli-
dation bill came up he had it refrred
to my committee, because he’d been
a good fellow to him. He wanted to
make Winthrop buy out the Metro-
politan as a consideration for letting
the Consolidation bill go through.
Well, finally I wanted to get out of
this electric business, which I didn't
like any more. I tried to arrange a
compromise between Gallagher and
Winthrop to’ get it out of the ~way;

and John and I fell out about  it.
Then he upset your bill just to re-
mind me that he was the boss. At

first I was simply in a rage. It stung1

my pride. I told him I'd denounce
the Electric bill, because 1 wanted to
hurt him any way I could
that’s all gone now,

to do it because it’s the truth. John|live if

has been the boss. The dishonesty
has been all around me and all
through me, and I want to tell about
it just as it is. Of course, I know
it won’t do any- particular good—at
least not/now. It isn’t for the pub-
lic. It’s for mysclf. Everybody knows
what the conditions are, I guess, and
everybody seems to tolerate them.
But it’s spoiled everything for me.
And I want to say my say about it;
some people will understand it may-
be and then 1’1l drop it all—go a_l
way somewhere clse, I suppose. . For

ex-  her feet.

plained to Mrs. Randall;. trying as be lcit
\ﬁvoica {should give up—anything?”’

quite | I thought you‘cared?’’

aftér‘then, with a quick,
don’t be a
hadn’t cared, would I have followed

You to Springfield and come u al-
most to your room—-’’ i

you.
what you said

ough ‘me?”’ he said.

But | throp and Prescott whimsically, ** I
and I'm going|Supposewe men’d get too tough

cents being out of

Her own drama . scemed to
dangling in midair. ‘‘ Why
she de-

s ;‘mande.d‘ Suddenly she felt her eyes
‘I should have done no such thing,  smarting.

He started a little toward her. “If

“If T cared!”” she flashed at him—

: imploring: *‘‘Oh,
miserable man! If I

‘““Helen! Helen!’’ warmingly, under

his breath.

““No sir!"’ she step
: ¢ ped back from th
inviting hand. “T'm going to tel‘i
I told Winthrop and Gallagher
about getting some.

tion. She remembered to try to look |body to scttle the electric bill —not
calm. He was at her side. Her own | thinking it would hurt you: and the
card lay on the tray. ‘Mr. Emmet | Were going to use it aéain’st you l};
ain’t in his room,” said the boy. you made your speech, or Winthrop
She attemptad to sip the coffee, | Was, for I think Gallagher is your
which seemed likely to choke her. friend, anyway. And do you think T
“I'll wait for you wupstairs,” she|could endure that? I- came down
said, reckless of ‘tbe chin. and. with- |here to tell you about it. Do sto
out looking around, arose and walk-|nOw; I can’t back through the Wanp
ed from the room. You are a miserable man! Oh";

Since retreat was now impossibl

suddenly lpaned a little c;;oserl? fﬁr’seh;
up her ch_m, ‘which brought her face
near to his. ‘““You know I couldn’t
endure that I should be the. one to
hurt you. I wasn’t ready to-let it
all ga—’to See .you hurt your career.
I wasn’t ready to sacrifice my career

—for truth or anythin i
truth, anyway9’’ il bl
Truth? Why, I guess it’s you!’” .

said Emmet. He would have said

more, fatuously,

sl ¥, but she stopped
‘“We must go down stairs,” she

s';.ald with a kind of fond refusal;
they’ll .be expecting me.”’
Down in Parlor C Johnny Gal-

lag}.mr leaned over the back of a
ch.au' and glowered at Prescott and
Winthrop before him. Mrs. Randall

saf. a little apart, and her double
;hm secmed to defy him to impeach
its respectability.

‘“Behave, yourself now!’”’ Helen

whispered warningly. They had come
through Parlor D and were at the
open door.

‘‘Let‘s be frank and friendly all a-
rot_md”—it was Johnny’s strident
voice—‘‘and .acknowledge that we’re
all brother pirates on the make and
not try to: backcap each other’s
games. I'll admit I'm a pirate. But
who’s going to cast the first stone at
me? Who's going to say that poli-
tics ought to be better than other
business? Other things being as they
are in this world, what’s the matter,
with my running my politics the way
I do?” -

The answer came from the door.

‘““You wouldn’t tell your wife what
you do, Johnny,”’ said Emmet. Ho
was beaming in his most sparkling
manner. P

Johnny stared a moment. ‘ Well,
who’d want to tell his wife?’’ he de-
manded. 4

£ Why, I would,” Emmet declared,’

and ‘laughed shamelessly. %

Miss Page looked demurely at the
floor, and took a bit of her lip be-
tween her teeth, and colored.

For. a mered instant Gallagher
floundered. Then he walked over-and
confronted the two, his mouth shut,
his cyes twinkling: - After he had sur-
veyed: them an instant, he looked a-
round at the others. :

‘“The babes in the wood,” he said
solemnly.' ““You ‘can’t wmever beat
'em! . A barbed wired fence wouldn’t
keep ’em apart!”’ He stepped up to
Miss Page. ‘‘But why didn’t you tell
‘It would have saved
all the trouble. I tried to get you
7 i

She bent a little toward him,
quickly, eagerly. ‘I thought once or
twice you did, too,’”’ she exclaimed.
“‘But then—well!””

“The ‘babes in the woods,’”” he re-
peated, solemnly.
speech, Dan?’’ he added abruptly. .

‘““Speech!”” Emmet repeated in a
tone of surprise.
len in a confused way. ‘‘Why — the
speech’’—he seemed bewildered for a,
moment: Then he looked around in
a kind of happy dubiety. ‘ Why, I
guess I've made the speech already.’*

‘“I guess you have,’”’ said Helen.

Emmet scemed still somewhat con-
fused. ‘It’s all wrong, John,”’ he
declared, with a doubtful shake of his
head . at Gallagher. ‘‘It’s thoroughly
wrong. But, well—I scem to have
got humanized sor of—maybe a fel-
low has to be rather unhappy before
he can take a severe view of things.
Jt wouldn’t be right some way for
me to pitch into anybody when I was
so happy myself. I suppos¢ if
weren’t such good fellows we
wouldn’t tolerate so much badness.
I'm out of it now, you know, and
I'll just stay out and say no more
about it.”"

“Well,”” said Johnny philosophical-
ly, “I reckon you’ll have - troubles
enough of your own if you're going to
be married.”’ ;

‘““Oh!’’ Miss Page protestcd—plainly

at the implication of marriage, 8o
that every omne laughed at her, and
Mgzs. Randall, who had come over

that way, with a mollified chin, put
her hand in a motherly way on the
young woman’s arm. They got out
of the room, followed hy Emmet.

There was a pause, full of the mel-
low, friendly air. g

““This - falling in love—,”” ' said
Johnny thoughtfully. *Still,”” he add-
ed, after an instant, looking at Win-

to
it wasn’t for that.” Again
there was .a little smiling pause.
‘““Well,”” said Johnny good-naturedly,
‘“It seems kind of a pity to go on
with the scrap after this. The inno-
it, suppose we
sinful gents get down to business. I'll
be reasonable with you.””

(Copyright by the S. S. McClure
Company.)

RESEMNLANCES.

Fogg—I told Bass what you said— :

the untruth has ruined me. Nothing| that he reminded you of & girafie be-.

can alter that.”

| cause he ‘held his head so high. Fen-

‘I don’t think it’s ruined you at| derson—And what did he say? Fogg—

all,”” she protestecd.
speaking, she had

As he -had gone| He said you reminded him of an ass.
felt in a blind, | Fenderson—~Because why? Fogg— Be-
lcau,s_a yo#4 are one, he gaid.
. .

‘““What about your -

He glanced at He-

we !




