
THE WHIP.

I.Before taking.

2.After-taking.
SPEAKER HEED SPOKE.

And the Barber Who Tried to Draw llim Out
is Still Dozed.

Washington Post: The Hon T. Heed,
speaker, reclined in a hotel barber chair
the other afternoon, looking like an
aproned Buddha far plunged in contem¬
plation of the limitations of the infi¬
nite. Inscrutability gleamed steadily
from his penetrating little eyes. He
seemed to reck not that the burly, sel¬
fish world was amove. He gazed with a
continuously focused gaze upon the
knob of the barber shop door.whether
attempting to hypnotize himself or to
hypnotize the knob, who knows?.and
he spake no word to the grinning black
barber with teeth like peeled almonds
who swept the scissors with zephyr
touch through the colorless wisp of hair
that faintly fringes the after part of tht?
great man's skull. The disinclination of
tlie Hon. T. Reed to bo discursive was
not according to the barber's Ideas of
things. He attempted to draw the great

ceiling, cleared his throat and spoke
ugain.
"Let mo assure you, my tonsorlal

friend," salfl iie, "that the appeurance
of my hair, .as I have been accustomed
to wearing It. Is eminently satisfactory
to myself, and, perhaps I might also
say, to my constituents. "What little
hair still adorns my head I have pos¬
sessed for a long time. 1 know it well.
I have been on familiar terms with It
for many years. I have inadvertently,
mingled spruce gum and chewing tar
with it in my yearn of extreme youth. I
have often sun-dried it in order to pre¬
sent a proper not-guilty appearance at
home after surreptitious swimming ex¬
peditions. r have had it pulled the
wrong way by boys whom I only learned
to thrash afterward. At the same pe¬
riod of my life 1 even endured the ig¬
nominy of having it cut-.In uscending
tiers.by experimental maiden aunts.
The consequence of all this Is that that
bit of remaining hair and 3 are old
and, I trust, inseparable friends. I in¬
dulge the hair and the hair indulges me.
The hair Indulges me by permitting me
to wear it after my own conception of

THE SAME OLD STORY.

Travers.You married in haste, I believe.
Bradly.Yes.
Travers.Repenting at leisure, I suppose.
Bradly.That's the trouble; 1 haven't had a moment's leisure

since.
man out, perhaps in order to bequeath
a legacy of epigrams to posterity. The
great man only grunted monosyllabic
replies and resumed his reverie. Then
the barber decided to switch the conver¬
sation to the subject of .Mr. Reed's hir¬
sute peculiarities.
"Yo' haiuh's sut'nly thlnnin' out a

heap, sub," said he.
"Um.in." said Mr. Fteed,
"Teenchy bit o' toni</ do it whole lot

o' good, suh"
"Um.nr. no."
"Bin bald or. de top o' yo' head long,

Huh?"
Mr. Reed did not remove his gaze

from the door knob as he drawled:
"I came into the world that way.

Then I had an interval of comparative
hirsute luxuriance, but it was not endur-1ing. I have long since emerged from
the grief of the deprivation: It no Ion-
ger afBicts me. Do not permit it to'l
weigh upon you."
The black barber studied over this for

awhile, apparently without fully appre¬
hending Jt« meaning, however.
"Yo* haiuh look some bettuh. suh. efjyo' kep' it long in de back, lalke," ho

aaid after a few moments of alienee.
The Hon. T. Reed removed his gaze

from the door knob, fastened it upon the

the way it ouprht to be worn, and I* In¬dulge the hair by firmly declining tohave it trifled with by gentlemen of thescissors who possess artistic ideas morebizarre than my own. 1 fear I'll haveto ask you lo indulge us both.the hairand me. Cut it the way I directed youto cut it."
The black barber looked dazed. Whenthe great man had.lumbered out of theshop, rolling like a man-o'-war bo'sun's

mate on a three-day liberty ashore, thebarber mumbled:
"Spealcuh! Ah should say he all is aspeakuh!"

Not Yet.
Mr. Larimer.ITow is it that I don'thear you shouting for war, Ellsworth?]\Ir. Ellsworth.-Oh; my time will comewhen one of the war shouters hires moto ko n» his substitute..Pittsburgh'Chronicle Telegraph. ,

Those Pcrfcct F.ycs,
She.It is eaid that only one person In

fifteen hos perfect eyes.
He.It seems strungo that every fif¬

teenth should be a girl who is engaged
to be married..Yonkers .Statesman.

TOO MUCH FOR HIM;

Hard Ware.What's <le biggest find you's ever had, Jerry?
Jerry..Well, onst I was tilled twenty-five dollars fer. pindiin'a lioss.

SORROW.OF THE TALL MAN
Catastrophe of the Maine, With Sundry In-

paid for Drinks Affected Him.,
Philadelphia Times: The tall Individ-

unl In the shiny cutaway coot, "home¬
spun" necktie and bluish trousers stood
st th« Continental bar. 1
"Whisky," he murmurded hoarsely,

and with trembling hand he poured out
a good throe lingers and filled the turn-
bier to the brim with water. Then hi?
lounged moodily at the Ajar, one hand
uround the tumbler. In the other he
shook slowly a lonely coin.

"I tell you, sir," said a short, frock-
coated man. in a group of three next to
him. "I tell you. sir, It will be wart
Spain won't pay and she'll have to
light."
The moody Individual pricked up his

ears and he returned the coin to his
pocket..
"Excuse me, sir," said the tall JmU-

vidual, touching the short man on the
arm; "pardon my interrupting you, but
I see IWoro me a patriot, and to. a pa-
triot 1 uncovcr my head," nnd he slid
'the hat a bit further bnck on his head.
".You ure right, sir. No one. air, and I
speak advisedly," continued the tall
man, "after that awful night could say
ptherwlse."
"You have como from Ilavnnn!" ex¬

claimed the short Individual, excitedly.
"You saw the explosion!"
."Sir, I have Just arrived In your beau¬

tiful city.an American city, sir; a pa¬
triot city, flow the blood of the ancient
martyrs of liberty under the Hhadow of
the vld bell must boll! What an explo¬
sion, sir! What llames! What agony!"
He drained his whisky at a gulp and
took out. u dirty pocket handkerchief
and blew his nose.
"Have another," said the now excit¬

ed short man. "Boys, here's a chap from
Havana who saw the explosion. Now
Wo can get the straight story. Mr..»Mr.

"Crlmmlns. sir," said the tall man oa
he poured out a big drink and pushed
his check under one of the other party.
"Mr. Crlmmlns, late of 51avana.of

Havana, Is It not, sir?"
"A friend of the world and a lover of

A CHASE IN VAIN.

;<>
'Tiicrt id my car star.ding still, and
I must try to catch it."

the beautiful, and of patriotism, sir.
Lord! It was awful." continued Mr.
Crlmmlns. "Think of that peaceful
nlsht; think of the reckless gayety of
Havana.the lights, the music, the gui¬
tars and the senoritas".here he blew
n whlskey-luden kiss to the ceiling.
"and then, sir, think of that huge white
vessel of war lying in the moonlight. All
was peaceful." He gurgled another
drink. "Little did those brave men think
of their fate lying curled In their ham¬
mocks.the men, not the fate."
"That confirms the story that men

were found with their bodies curved,"
shouted the fat man.

'1 don't care if 1 do," said the tall
man, and his eyes filled with tears. "Ah
sir, and then that awful explosion, that
lural glar^.I mean that lurid glare;
th' awful shrieks, tlio dead bodies of the
men and the sudden hush of the city.
Bar hoy, attend to the gentleman's or¬
ders."
There was another drink, another nr.d

another.
"An' Slsbee.Slg.hlc.pardon me.

sliee." said the tall man after the sev¬
enth, "old Slcksbee shouting out 'All's
wel, don' give up ship.' Brave man,
SIgersbee.lineolfeller.besinblzness."
"But Slgsbee didn't say that, ole

man." said tlie short gentleman, with
his hands on the tall mnn's shoulder.
" 'Pon my soul. Sisbee didn*. An' how
could you hear 'im? 'Pon my soul "

The tall man looked at the clock and
drew himself up. "I.'n>.sorry," ho
said slowly, "sorry. But have to return
to Manyunk on 3.17. Crlmmlns Many-
unk 'm'name. Glad to see you any ole
time. Fine ole boy. Heard 'bout story
.had to come down.see the boys.fine
ole feller.good ole boy.besinbizness."
And the tall man melted unsteadily

out. leaving SH in checks behind him. A
hush foil on the three men left.
"Well," said one of the short man's

companions, "that's neat. Say, Tom, did
you ever hear that bit of poetry?.It
had In It two lines something like this:

" 'I was with Grant,' the old man said,
'Ten years before the war.' "

HE OBEYED ORDERS.
The varying rain and snow and thaws

and frosts of the last few weeks have
coated the front steps of the Lillday
mansion with ice. When first the mis¬
tress of the house discovered this un¬
pleasant circumstance she Issued an or¬
der.
"James," she said to the man-of-all-

work, "please get the Ice off the stcp3."
"Yessum," said James and vanished.
When Tom Llliday came home In din¬

ner he greeted his mother with the re-
mark:,"You want to put a rack of alp°n-
stocks at the bottom of tho.se Hteps. It's
worse than glacier climbing."

"I'll speak to James again," said hi?
mother. .

The next morning when Mr. Lillday.
sr., departed for the day he gingerly
essayed the top step, struck a glittering
bit of treachery and described a para¬
bola through the air, to the intense de¬
light of the children watching through
the window across the street, whose
beaming faces, scemlrfgly, Innocently
asked him to do It again, lie landed on
theb-tone walk and slid off the curbstone
ill Its end on-to the sidewalk, a proceed¬
ing which Is apt to be demoralizing to a
silk hat and eye-glasses, to say nothing
of one's cane and morning paper. Mr.
Lillday did not look back at his home an
he -hastily retreated.
At 11 o'clock Grace LIHday came out

the front door for a shopping trip. Her
tailor gown was natty and she wore a
sweet smile. Pensively gazing at the
sky she stepped forward and the next
Instant wrm madly grabbing at the air
in' order to regain her balance. She
came so near falling that It was worse
agony than If she had. for she retled and
plunged down the steps ill the awkward
manner people affect under such cir¬
cumstances and was not able to come to
a standstill till she was In the middle of
thy road. She caught her breath and
went back with an angry tread.
"Mamm^!" she called the instant she

was In the front hall, "won't yuu see to,
those htepa? It Is perfectly disgraceful
the condition they are in.and 1 think
I've sprained my ankle."
"Hasn't James cleaned them yet?"

Mm. Lillday asked in a surprised tune.

Really, I never knew him to be so care-
lew. I'll aak Krtty to tell blm again."
At C o'clock Howell Van Rensselaer

Gibbons called. When Grace went down
.he found him sitting in a dark comer
enveloped In on Injured air. "I've heard
of poop!*," he began, "who called th*m-
telvea Christiana and atarved their ser-
Tantf, or who pretended to he kind-
hearted and clipped their dogs' eara, or
who contributed to foreign missions and
wouldn't buy ahoea for their own chil¬
dren, but they all pale beside your fam¬
ily. I've wrenchod every muscle In my
body and my bonea are broken Into bits
and are ahaklnir around like dice, nil
through my efforta to scale that prepos¬
terous ice-gorge, that pinnacle Matter-
horn, that man-trap, that Icy canyon of
death leading up to your front door. I'll
send an exprcasman out with a hatchet
to-morrow and a diagram1 showing how
to use It,' It 1.1 positively Infamous!"
"Thank you," said Grace, when she

got her l|reath. "That's the way I've
been feeling, only I haven't such a com¬
mand of language. I don't understand
it myself. Mamma has ordered James
three times to my knowledga to olean oft
the steps. I'll spe him myself."
She started for the basement and

Howell valiantly followed. James was
shoveling coal.
"Why didn't you clean off the rttepa,

ns mamma told you to?" Inquired Miss
Llllday, rather fiercely.
"Stheps!" repeated James, Indignant¬

ly. "I did.threo toimes^"
"You cleaned.the.front.steps?" in¬

quired Miss Llllday, unable to believe
her ears.
"Why, no." said James, bewllderedly.

"The back stheps, av coorse!"
And he went on shoveling coal..Chi¬

cago News.

No Wonder She Rcggcd Off.
Washington Post: A certain popular

young woman Is a member of a patri¬
otic society which lately held an "open
meetln." The $oung woman who had
the affair In charge, notified each mem¬
ber of the toast she would be expected
to respond to ten days or so before the
meeting. To one young woman, whom,
as It happened, she did not know per¬
sonally, she sent the toast. "Our Flag."
The young woman received it and at

once went to call on the head of the so-

2."I'm a pretty good runner yet, If 1
am sixty-live."

Ticket Seller.Here, madam, this is German money.
"Veil, vliat of it? I vost a Chernian lady."

POLITENESS OF THE NEW POLICE,

Officer.Please excuse this very informal introduction, but I am
forced to request that you accompany jnc to limbo. Pardon the slang.
From Judy.

clety. to o mate or great distress. She
.Imply could not respond to the toast,
nhe §ald. She didn't know whether a
Joke was Intended, but she hud been
chaffed unmercifully about It already,
and wouldn't go near the meeting If she
were to be called on to speak on that
subject.
"Why, what on earth la wrong with

that sentiment?" asked the head of tho
society.
The pretty young woman hesitated.

She blushed.
"Well," she said, "you see I'm going

to marry a man named Flagg."
A Catch Question.

Weekly Telegraph: Of Bishop Short,
who held the see of St. Asaph, many
curious stories are told. Occasionally ho
put questions to candidates for ordlna-
Hon that apparently hod no connection
with the discharge of their parochial
duties. They tested, probably, their w!t
or tact, two necessary quallllcatlons to
public men, but nothing more. One such
question proposed by the bishop was
the following: "Which haH the greatest
number of less.u cat or no cat?"
As might be expected this created a

titter, but the bishop would not take a
laugh as the answer, nnd consequently
he repeated tho question and desired
Borne one to solve the problem. At last
one of the candidates, smiling, said: "I
should think, my lord, n cat."
"No," retorted tho bishop, "there you

ore wrong, for a cat hao.four legs and
no cat has five."

Mickey's Apt Wit Saved Him.
San Francisco Argonaut: An English

lady living In Ireland has her dogcart
provided with the biggest carriage
lamps In the country: so big, in fact,
thar her friends are wont to chaff her
about their size: but an accident when
they were lighted was looked upon as
impossible! On a recent occasion, how¬
ever, a recent little donkey-trap
crashed Into her cart, considerably to
the damage of both.
"What do you mean, Mickey," said

the wrathful lady, recognizing the of¬
fender; "couldn't you see my lamps?"
'Bedad I did. me lady," said Mickey,

meekly, "but I thought It was a shopwindow!"

C."But I couldn't stand this exercise
often."

REPUTATION AT STARE.
C:loncl Dlda'l Propose IBs Retfmont

Should be Outdoor.
Chicago Journal: "It 1« very omusln*

to m*,' Bald a gentleman, rcconlly, "the
way people act when they arc asked to
subscribe to any fund of ahy kind. The
way to catch them U to^tell them that
somebody el«o whom they know v«ry
well, nnd who Is about equally well off,
has given n large Bum: thai In, of course,
If the person soliciting doi* not mind
acting the role of Ananias, If the cause
la a good one, as for charity or some¬
thing of that kind. If Mr. Moneybtfi
has given 500 towards the fuml It must
be magnified Into 5100 In order to make
Mr. Closcflst give the same amount. If
Mr. Moneybags hn.« given 550 originally
It should be brought to his attention that
Mr. Cl(»sefl*t lias just doubled the
amount, and the chances are that Mr.
Moneybags will also give 5W extra.
Competition is not only the life, of trade,
but of. the subscription business," con-
tlnued the gentleman. "It Is only by

Mvorking both ends ngainpt the middle
that the successful end is reached.
"This reminds mo of something which

happened during the war. Two regi¬
ments were stationed on opposite Elder
of the river. A chaplain went to work
on the men composing the tvglincnt sta¬
tioned on the north side of the river with
good success. A number of tho men
were converted, nnd he left that regi¬
ment and went to continue his military
work on the south side of the river. Af¬
ter laboring some time, a longer time
than he had done with the other regi¬
ment, he found that he would not be so*
successful. Only about a dozen men
were baptized from the last regiment.
The chaplain had a talk with the colo¬
nel, and mentioned the fact that so few
of the men had "been baptized.
»" 'How many men did you say were
baptized In the other regiment?" the
colonel asked the chaplain, sharply.

" 'Twenty-four was the reply from the
chaplain.
"The colonel turned quickly around

to his orderly with the quick command:
.Detail thirty-live men at once-to be bap¬
tized immediately "by the chaplain. I
don't propose to let any one-horse regi-

4.Then he tvas informed that the
was polug- the other way.

merri get ahead of ua in any way. We've
pjt a refutation to sustain.'

"It is needless to eay that tho order
was carried ou:. and by the baptizing of
the additional thirty-live men Just a'oou:
double the number were christened as
wore In the other regiment."

Too Great a Sacrifice.
Youth's Companion: "I'll tell you how

we can patch that tire." The speaker
was a young man. His compuniou was a
young woman. They were taking a
tandem ride in the country. The rear
tire of the machine had received a
puncture, and a hasty examination ot
the tool-bag revealed the fact that the
repair "kit" had been left behind.
For a moment the youth was in de¬

spair. but as he studied the situation
his brow cleared.

"I'll tell you how we can patch It up,"
he repeated.
"Well?"
"It's a simple operation. See this?"
He removed a yard of ribbon from

tho front handle bar.
"Yes, I see it. You don't think v*ou can

mend a puncture with that, do you?"
asked the Incredulous girl.
"Well. I should remark. You're? chew¬

ing n piece of gum, aren't you?"
"Yes."
"Well." and he brushed tho dust from

the punctured spot, "you put that
chunk of gum right here, over that tiny
hole. I wind this ribbon tightly around
the whole business as many times aarIt
will go, tie It on top of the rim, inflate
the tire, we got on again, and finish our
ride, just as If nothing had happened.
See?"
There was an ominous silence.
It was broken at last by the young

woman.
"This Is the only piece of gum I've

pot," she said, In a constrained voice.
"We'll walk home."
This they did.and not another word

was spoken.
Distance, six miles.
The hapless young man had asked al¬

together too much.

The Mystic letters.
Christian Commonwealth: Part of the

boyhood of Bishop Barry was spent at
boarding school,1 where, during his first
term, he was allowed $10 as spending
money. Ills mother, on giving it to him,
requested an exact account of his daily
expenditures. He tried to keep his word,
but sometimes.. forgetting to post the,
items for days together, It wa3 difficult
to recall them, and he invented an ab¬
breviation corresponding very nearly to
sundlres, which appeared pretty regu¬
larly throughout the account.
When Mrs. Barry first looked over her

boy's account-book on his return she
was much pleased at the most frequent¬
ly reeurrfag item of expense, and In¬
quired how he had been led to take so
strong an interest In the cause of mis¬
sions. Astonished ki his turn, he de¬
clared he had not given a penny to mis¬
sions.
"But surely." exclaimed Mrs. Barry,

"the Society for the Propagation of the
Gospel Is missionary work, and 1 find
that more than half your money has
been given in small sums to S. P. G."
"S. P. Q.. mother," confessed the fu¬

ture dignitary of the church, "doea not
mean Society for the Propagation of the
Gospel. \Vhcn 1 could not remember
what 1 had ypent my money for, I put
down S. P. G.."Something, Probably
Grub.' "

An Imposing Appearance.
"Honesty Is fairly written upon that

man's countenance."
"I suppose that Is the reason he has,found It possible to git In debt to near¬

ly everybody In this town.".Chicago
News.

Unprofitable.
A woman's club In Now York Is dls-

cuoslng the "utilization of leisure." A
number of people out of Jobs are wor¬
rying about thnt, too..Galveston News.

Cnc Exception.
It Is verf funny to watch a man with

a toothache, unless you latch him In a
mirror..Someiylllc (Mass.) Journal

THE LINEMAN'S MISHAPS.

STXTY FEET OF WATER.

Tattered Tarheel (with fragment oi newspaper).1 road hcrc
where dcre's a ship sunk in de Missouri river wid nearly two I""1"
dred barrels uv whisky on board. T'ink dev'll ever git it:

Roaming Rogers.Yes; but look wot.dcy'vc got to eo troucn.
fsllllclltiTC ^


