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The Decline of Penrose 

AFTER the Republicans had nominated Mr. 
Harding last summer, and while the Cox-

^ McAdoo tug of war in the Democratic con
vention was In Its stubbornest stage, one of those 
men so numerous In political fiction and so rare in 
political life, a "prince of lobbyists," sat In the St. 
Francis Hotel In San Francisco and talked in ap-
provedly disillusioned way of the forthcoming cam
paign, and what was to follow. Said he: "I wish 
I could walk In on Boies Penrose in Philadelphia 
tonight. Do you know what he would say? The 
first thing he would say would be: 'Well, B , 
at last I have exactly the man I want. After ail 
these years I have one who will do what I want 
him to do, and won't do what I don't want him to 
do.' That Is what Penrose is thinking tonight, and 
Penrose is right." 

What the lobbyist said was what thousands of 
others said. Including a great many who voted for 
Mr. Harding. Had not the old reactionary inter
ests dominated the Republican convention? Had 
not Penrose become the recognized viceroy in 
politics of those interests? And had not Mr. 
Harding foUov/ed the accredited political repre
sentatives of those Interests dependably In all his 
political life? Was it not reasonable that Penrose 
should lean back comfortably In his chair ? Look 
ifor answer to the fact that for weeks Penrose has 
been gulping, as gracefully as he may, more worm
wood and gall than any other man in public life. 

He came to Washington In the late winter, after 
his long illness, thoroughly imbued with the idea 
credited to him by our friend in San Francisco, and 
at least a few hundred thousand others. At death's 
door though he had been, no whit of his passion 
for power had abated. That was the time when 
the question whether Mr. Hoover woulcl be Invited 
into the Cabinet hung In the balaffce. One day 
came reports that Mr. Harding felt that he must 
have Mr. Hoover to help meet the promises to the 
nation of a Cabinet of "master minds." Twenty-
four hours later there were reports of thumbs down 
on Hoover from party leaders. Upon Senator 
Penrose's arrival In Washington there was a pro
cession to ascertain his mind on Hoover, and the 
procession and Hoover both were dismissed with 
a wave of the hand. Again, there were processions 
to ascertain the Penrose mind as to the choice for 
Secretary of State, and what was ascertained was 
that the choice mattered little; the Senate would 
blaze the way in foreign affairs. And it all was 
taken very seriously by most people. 

But everyone knows now that when Penrose 
waved Hoover aside he did not wave Hoover out 
of the Cabinet. Nor did the choice of Secretary 
of State turn out to be an indifferent matter. Al
most everyone knows that the surprises and shocks 
for Senate Penrose did not end there. Days passed 
during which he neither visited nor was asked to 
visit the White House; as many days passed dur
ing which-he did not receive the executive attention 
with regard to patronage that the lowliest of the 
Republican freshmen of the Senate considers an 
inalienable right. Not until Senator Knox played 
host at Valley Forge did the President and Senator 
Penrose chat across the table In the real way, and 
that was only an exchange of courtesies and re
sulted in little of more importance than some paltry 
releases of Pennsylvania patronage, and some slight 
softening of the White House crust. 

The Senator should have known it would happen; 
he should have known that the law of political 
averages was heavily against him. No need here 
to go into causes, but it is a patent fact that men 
who are nominated for important executive offices 
by bosses oftener than not break Vv'ith those bosses. 
That does not appear clearly in the case of the 
Presidency, for In this generation there have been 
few boss-selected Presidents. It may not appear 
clearly in Pennsylvania, where bossism has a unique 
respectability. But take the country as a v/hole, 
and the fact Is plain to anyone. In better than 
three cases In five, the boss-selected executive soon 
or late is on bad terms with those who "made" him. 
And the underlying causes apply equally to the 
Presidency. 

But, Penrose being a boss, had the boss's usual 
blindness to the fact. So we have him in these days 
an embarrassed man, groping for the power he ex
pected to wield easily. It Is not his, and, self-con
scious In the denial, there is an interesting change 
in him. His political walk Is changed. He speaks 
oftener, considering his appearances In the Senate, 
and he speaks differently. Time was when the hours 
ran Into days and the days into weeks without a 
word on the floor from him. Physically too big to 
be comfortable in even the capacious Senate chairs, 
he sat often on a divan in the rear of the Republican 
side—great legs spraddled, huge paunch bulging, 
massive shoulders bearing down, jowls overflowing 
collar and cravat, thick head set and motionless— 
gazing Into space with a sort of satisfied steadiness 
in his eyes. It was a sight to see him thus, silent, 
immobile, while some lesser Senator or House poH-
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tician poured a story into his ear, and unconsciously 
drooped lower and lower under the personality of 
the tremendous creature. When Penrose spoke his 
rare speeches in those days, it usually was to rumble 
shortly and mayhap wittily at some Democratic 
spokesman. All that is gone. 

The change in the picture is due partly to his 
illness. That stripped him of the old barbaric 
beefiness—that crushing quality which some men 
derive from mere size. And the stripping has had 
a curious effect. The difference in the man from 
the shoulders down is distressing, but the difference 
in the face really is satisfying. Before his illness, 
the heavy folds of flesh on Senator Penrose's face 
and head hid the evidences of his power. It was 
possible to see great driving force in his face, but 
not the marks of intellectual power that naturally 
were expected. Those marks can be seen plainly 
now. The flesh no longer distorts the nose into 
an insignficant, rather feminine, feature. I t is a 
bold, finely chiselled, conqueror's nose. The eyes 
no longer are somewhat beady. They are big and 
luminous. And the forehead is seen to be hand
some, lofty. It is a sad face now, almost a stricken 
face, but it is a face that reveals the intellectual 
strength to be expected in Penrose, even though 
there is a hardness in the strength that reminds of 
the man's career. But this physical change, in body 
and face, is not the most of the change in the Pen
rose who appears in the Senate. The mood and 
spirit of the man make more of the change in the 
picture. Now is to be seen the outcropping of the 
mood of one unexpectedly slipping and fighting, 
surprised, puzzled, annoyed—a mood manifested 
in his more frequent speeches. 

Those speeches make as interesting a show as 
the old Penrose on the divan, with some second-
rate politician crouched beside him. Possessed of 
a logical mind, nearly always there is an argument, 
direct or implied, in what he says, but how shot 
through with scorn and impatience is that argu
ment 1 On edge when one of the numerous medio
crities cavorts, Penrose thrusts out a verbal fist, but 
invariably there is that about the thrust that tells 
of a "Pshaw, foolishness I" directed at himself for 
yielding to the impulse, and of a "What are you?" 
directed at the other man. For, of the ninety-six 
members of the Senate, there are hardly more than 
a dozen whom Penrose does not view with more 
or less intolerant contempt. One sees that he re
spects Lodge, although when he looks at that pre
cise, punctilious, conventional, superlatively respect
able person, it is possible to see/something close to 
amazement in Penrose's expression. One suspects 
a certain kinship, strange as it may seem, between 
him and John Sharp Williams. Both are well born 

and natural aristocrats; both were well-educated 
and have thought much about the human proces
sion; and both have lived on the "don't give a 
damn" principle, albeit the applications of the prin-
ciple have been varied. They are openly fond of 
each other. And Penrose does not undervalue the 
hard, practical sense of men like Underwood and 
Smoot, or the gifts of men like Borah, Johnson, 
Knox, Hitchcock or Brandegee, or the political skill 
of men like Watson, of Indiana. But for the run 
of the Senate . . . . 1 He shows it when he talks 
on the floor. 

Still, he does talk to them. He is fighting to 
regain his power, or rather to complete his power 
in accordance with his expectations, and he argues, 
bullies, connives and crushes as he can, inside the 
chamber as well as outside of it. He will make 
some progress, win some fights. When the tariff 
and taxation revision get squarely before the Sen
ate, he will be heard from and felt, if for no other 
reason than that he has brains and knowledge, 
whatever may be the use to which he has or will 
put them. He may make Mr. Harding eat out 
of his hand now and again. He may, and he prob
ably will, have his days of triumph. But they will 
be fleeting days. He is not the boss of the admini
stration now, and he will not become the boss. The 
stars are against him. In his heart, it Is likely, he 
knows It. For one thing, the purpose of the Hard
ing administration that he shall not be boss is a 
dead set purpose. It may have to yield to him 
from time to time, but always It will yield resolved 
to fight again. There is no lack of decent pride of 
place in the White House. Another thing is that 
while the White House fights always, quietly 
preferably, openly If necessary, for Independence 
of the Penrose will, there grows steadily In the 
Senate, and In the House, too, resistance to that 
will, and to the machine which It directs—resistance 
to the forces that bulwark Penrose and his machine, 
financial forces, industrial forces. 

Once Penrose might have overcome all of this. 
He might have made the small triumphs that prob
ably are ahead of him parts of a big, permanent 
triumph. In the rough and tumble fight within the 
Republican party that is on even nov/ In a half-
scared, half-hesitant way, and one that bids fair to 
assume larger proportions, the Penrose of four 
years ago might have manoeuvred himself into 
mastery, acquiring at the least the dominating 
balance of power in Congress, and bending the 
Harding administration, however rebelliously, to 
his will in most things of importance. But today's 
Penrose is not the Penrose of four years ago. 
Nature, which has treated this man lavishly for 
sixty years, has turned against him In the very hour 
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of thickening troubles. He lacks the physical 
power for the fight. Oddly enough, there is a 
curious similarity between Senator Penrose's state 
today and that of the man who is his absolute 
antithesis in most respects, Mr. Wilson, Each has 
been denied the mastery that he craved when it 
seemed within his grasp, because fate stepped in 
and robbed him of his strength when he most 
needed it. Imagine the Wilson of four years ago, 
hovering over the present Republican regime—an 
unaggressive President and a leaderless Congress 
lumbering uncertainly along, the most bewildered 
Congress in memory. But the Democratic opposi
tion lacks the old Wilson and is almost as lumber
ing and lacking in objective as the party in power. 
Nor is the old Penrose present, for the fight that 
is brewing. 

•He is in retrospect. In his own day a tradition, 
a figure of political mythology, a one-model states
man among standardized statesmen, a machine boss 
observed wide-eyed by other machine bosses, he has 
lived beyond the zenith and into the decline. But 
what a man he has been—this product of the 
old Philadelphia aristocracy and of Harvard, 
turned master of the most practical of machine 
politics! What a baffling man the real Penrose 

has been, the true, inner Penrose I No one has 
revealed the philosophy that must have guided this 
thinking man, and he is a thinking man; even his 
outbursts of temper discharge thought. All that 
there is about him is in the form of anecdotes which 
do not tell the reasoned, logical story of him. Yet, 
they do unfailingly suggest the bigness, the unique 
fashion of a man, that all credit to Penrose. 
Whether it be an anecdote of political daring or 
brutal force; or an anecdote of some rare feat at 
the table; or of some fleeting comment upon a 
man, upon society, upon life—all put Penrose in 
the master role. Even more do those anecdotes 
of his human contacts. There is the story that is 
told in Washington of his motor ride with Senator 
Watson of Indiana, one of the Republican wheel-
horses. The story has it that Penrose, after 
luncheon, drove to the Capitol, sent in for Watson, 
told him to get into the car, drove seventy-five 
miles over the Maryland hills, returned to the 
Capitol, dropped Watson and went his way, with
out having uttered a word other than the command-
invitation to Watson to get into the car. Washing
ton enjoyed that as a story of the permitted rude
ness of genius, or something almost as big. 

J O H N W . OWENS. 

Machinery and the Modern Style 

IT has taken our architects and interior decora
tors a long time to realize that there is a mod

ern style in building, as well as a classic and 
mediaeval style. By far the greater number of 
edifices that have been put up within the last 
hundred years have been patterned in a mold with 
which neither the current materials nor the methods 
of workmanship have had very much to do. There 
have been, it is true, such grand monstrosities as 
the Crystal Palace, whose architectural significance 
has not, I believe, been fully appreciated: but the 
Crystal Palace is the frozen bud of a plant that has 
hardly had the opportunity to flower. The modern 
building has not dared to be itself. Our early sky
scrapers, for example, were not designed on the 
assumption that skeletons of steel could reach 
higher into the air than buildings had ever before 
reached: they were constructed on the theory that 
a tall building was a solid pillar, and that it must 
therefore have a base, a shaft, and a capital. As a 
result of this stuffy misconception years passed be
fore the extravagant aspirations that steel had 
made possible were even faintly realized in the 
Woolworth and Bush Towers. 

The outcome of the failure to develop a modern 
style is that the contemporary city has the air of 
a ransacked museum, with all its various rooms and 
periods placed on exhibition. Up to the present 
all that we can call a modern style consists of mis
appropriated fragments of antiquity. What our 
contemporary buildings represent of modern life is 
its encyclopaedic acquaintance with the past: what 
they fail bravely to exhibit are the characteristic 
achievements of technology by which our daily 
activities have been molded into a hundred new 
patterns. Quite frequently the incongruity between 
our architectural "styles" and our secular habits is 
so flagrant as to constitute an aesthetic mis
demeanor. Perhaps the best examples of in
eptitude are the water fountains in the New York 
Public Library: from the mouth of the conven
tional marble lion there spouts, not water, alas! but 
a patented, sanitary drinking device with a hard 
nickeled surface. That is the aprt of hole in which 
a classically trained architect finds himself when 
he begins to fill up his Greek and Roman frame with 
apparatus designed to meet strictly modern require
ments. Without any hope of persuading the com-
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