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A Bunch of Short Stories

Mr. Réed had a great moral influence over
the members, and, whether willingly or un-
willingly, they were wont to obey his re-

s(uests.  Ode afternoon, when the house

Incked a quorum, relates the New York
Tribune, one of s messengers was  dls-
patched to hunt up an M. C. at Harvey's, a
famous restaurant in town.

1800,

The speaker would  llke to have you
oome up to the house, as  there s no
quornm,” sald the messegnger to the mem-

*her, who was found enjoying a brolled lob-
sler with o vislting constituent,

“You tell the speaker to go to the devil.”
sald the diner; “I'm going to finish my
lohster.**

r  ““Very well,
ger, Y1 will
hurriedly;

sir,”  arsented  (he messen

do 80, and he left the room
hut aa soon as his back was
turned the belligerent member rushed down
by the back stafrs, through n side door into
a cab, and was up at the house long hefore
the arrival of the messenger

A better story is told by the Washington
Post of a member of the last congress, who
enjoyed the reputation of belng able to
drink more whisky without showing It than
any other man in the house.
In other wavs, however,

One day be vigited a barber shop for the
purpose ol getting his hair ecut, and wis
ministered unto by a colored artist, who
mide two or three attempts at discourse on
different subjects, finally remarking  that
his customer wag by no means the only dis-
tingulshed man who had pcupled that par-
ticular chalr.

“I suppose

It told on him

not,” grunted the congress-

man,
“There was Daniel Webster, sah,” sald
the negro, etarting 1n op the shampoo.

“"He has done sol in thls chalr dozens of

J Limes,

“Indeed,” replied the customer

“You remind me very much of him, sah."”

“In what respect?’ asked the statesman,
waking up. “In the shape of my head.”

“No, sah."

“In my manner of speaking?

““No, sah.'"

“In what way, then,
lmmortal Danlel 7

“In your breff, sah."

———

One of the best things which has cote
out about the late Vice President Hobart
Is that he was able to cut the ground out
from under Matt Quay's feet at the time
he was nominated, Quay had first sug-
gested him as a ecandidate and pledged him
the Ponnsylvania vote in  the convention,
Hobart conferred with McKinley and de-
clded to go ufter the nomination, but reallz-
Ing that politicians of the Quay stripe are
unrelinhle he secured suflicient strength out-
slde of Pennsylvania to Insure hls nomina-

do 1 resemble the

tlon and did it so quietly that Quay's
suspiclons were never aroused. The sequel
to the story was told by Mr. Hobart lasl
summer as follows:

“The next meeting between Quay and my
sell occurred in St. Louls on the 17th of
June, 1806, as I remember it, [ wae il In

my room at the Southern hotel when Quay
came Lo see me.

" ‘Hobart," sald Quay, 'you remember my
promise made on a rallway traln early this
year?

“I recalled it vividly,

" *Well, Hobart, my friend, I'm sorry 1
won't be able to keep it; there are certain
reasons which compel me to place the Penn-
sylvania vote elgewhere.'

““That's all right, Quay. Go abead and do
as you please with your vetes. I want to
say Lo you, however, before you leave this
room, that I don't need your votes I'm
nominated without them.'

"Well, sir,"” continued Hobart, laughingly,
“do you know, this took Quay «<lear off his
feet, He was almost speechless,  dum-
founded, anmnzed. He had been schoeming
with Platt to nominate Morton agaln,

._@.

Henry Mayer, the internatlona) cartoon-
ist, was ecnlarging upon the advantages of
war In his most exuberantly grotesque man-
ner at Verrey's the other night, says a
London letter. *This war, at any rate,”
sald he, "has lnecreased the number of words
in use In the language. We now read in the
papers of Kopjes and weldts, and kraals, and
treks, and kloofs, and sprults, Now, that's
what | call enlarging and enrlching the
vocabulary of the vernacular. Those words
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will gtick in our throats and adhere to our
tongues, even when the war is over. The
other day 1 was in a restaurant. Opposlie
me sat an old gentleman. 1 watched him
clogely. He was meditatively trying with
the point of his knife to head off the retreat
of a chunk of gorgouzola, which was trek-
king across his plate.

“Waliter!” suddenly exclaimed the oll
genileman.

“Yes, slr,” promptly answered the me-
nial.

“Waliter,” pursued the old gentleman,
““‘when was the last census taken in this
cheege ?"”

A copspicuous figure in the house on
opening day, reports the New York Tribune,
wans the former speaker, Mr. Iteed, who
looked with eager interest at the scene In
which he had so recently played a leading
part,

“"Where Is Mrs. Reed?'’ asked an old friend
of the “"Czar'' whom he encountered in the
hause lobby.

“She has no more use for politics than I
have,"” responded Mr, Reed,

“And have you no further use for them?'"
asked his friend,

“No osald Mr. Reed. “I've glven up
politics and am going to become a bishop
and lle souls into heaven."

Representative MceClellan of New York s
one of the best story tellere In the house,
reporte Lthe Washington Post, and he regales

some of his friends occaslonally with cholece
anecdotes. SBince Speaker Heed left con-
gress Mr., MeClellan delights to tell the

bright thinge the great czar is forever say-
Acvcording to his In this line,
he met Mr. Reed one day not long sgo on
Braoadway.

“"How do you do, Mr, Speaker,” suld Mr.
MoeClellun,

“1 am not Mr. Speaker any longer,' sald
Mr, Reed, in his lazy, drawling voice,

“Then, how do you do, Mr. Reed,” con-
tinued Mpr, MeClellan, with a military wave

ng. latest

of the hand.

Mr. Reed returned the salutation.

“What do you think of polities?” asked
Mr. McClellan,

"1 am not thionking of polities,"” an-
swered Mr, Reed, In the sumne character of
volee, “1 am a reformer now, and a re-
former has nothing to do but make money."

Some tlme ago n passenger traln In Arl-
zona left the ralls, rolled down the bank

and landed In three feet of muddy water nt

Ltho bottem of the river bed, Within the
cars there wos gome natural confusion.
Men, women and Junchboxes werg (hrown
Into a heap and not an umbrelln or parcel
wias left In the racks, One by one the
pecupants of the rear ear extricated them

selves from the moss and sought f
of ¢k while stanching
ciaused broken glass.

I means
wounds
exlt was

ape,

by

various
Every

Jmmmed tight. Just then in the mlidst of
the doubt and confusion rose a woman's
voles In emphatie demand: “Let me out!
Let me out! If you don't let me out I'll

break a window!"

Real Christmas Children

WILLIAM BENNETT FOSTER, BORN DE
CEMBER 5, SON OF W, B, FOS-
TER, 4226 DOUGLAS STREET, OMAHA.

1807

HARRY PAYNE, BORN DECEMBER
20, 1866—HON OFF ANTHONY PAYNE,
213 BOUTH TWENTY-FIFTH STREET,

OMAHA,

About Noted People

A humorous touch
Lafcadlo Hearn's npaturalization as o
Jnpanese was the reductlon of his profes-
slonal salary from 150 to 60 yen a month.
As u forelgnér he drew a larger salary than
the natlve instructors, but at the dinner in
celebration of his change of nationallty the
president of the university rose and observed
that now that Prof, Hearn had become one
of them the ust Insidious digtinetion would
be removed by cutting down his salary.
Aud the American-born professor trvied to
look as though he enjoyed It,

sSonntor  Alllsom, speaking of Spenker
Henderson as u soldier, says: “When told
that the leader of & student band of recrults

in counection with

DIEPOT, OMAHA.

other day in Pitteburg, of which ol he wie
nonative, “He began playing checks " pAYE
the Pittsburg Dispateh, “when he was 14
years old, But It was not untl| Robert
Martin of Scotland, formerly chaniplon of
the world, passed through Plttshurg that
Reed became any way well known, | hat woas

In 1876, They played several friend!y games
and Martin hod rather the better of them,
hut Heed was the only man west of the
Allegheny mountaine who had bes ihle to
win a game from him."” He played (v Great
Britain in 1887. He defeated Barkor, the
champion of the United States, in 1530, and
the next year a match was arranged Lolween
him and James Wyllie of Scotland, the cham-
plon of the world. For some reicon the
Scotehman falled to play and Reed's friends
therefore claimed the world champlon hip for

him.
——

Mr. Jullan Ralph in a letter daled Cape
Town glves a glimpse of Sie Alfred Milner
as he appeared at the helght of tlie crisls.
The writer, who ecalled upon the high com-
missioner, says the vieit was excocdingly
brief beecause Sir Alfred s working sixteen
hours a day. ‘‘He shows the consequence of
his toll In a face and frame so thinned that
his friends In London would searcely know
him. Care, too, has written Ite line: deeply
upon his face, He makes such an impression
upon a visitor that not even a Little Eng-
Innder who gaw him here couwd carry eritl-
clsm very far in writing of him nfterward,

His modesty §s his most remark.lle char-
acteristle and next to that, I think, one
notices his earnestness and the degree to
which his mind 18 concentrated upon the
gltuatfon around him. In the .y of hla

features and voice one noles a groat mensurs
of kindliness and sympathy. These, with a
modicum of humor thrown i are the chisf
Ingredients in what is called ‘taet,' so that
you eannot ece him, talk to Lim or be with
him without feeling that eince diplomacy has
fulled to relleve the tenslov here and war
has followed It eannot have been the fault
of en gentle, so self-possessed and calm a
man,"

Christmas Bits
From Dickens

Christmas time agaln!

Clear away, my lads, and let's have lots
of room here!

Of all the good days
Christmas eve,

in the year—on

Why, 1t's old Fezziwig!
it'e FPozeiwig!

lews his heart;

The day arrived. A day to make home
doubly home. To give the chlmney corner
new delights, Such a wild. wintry day us

3

best prepares the way for shut-out nigh
for curtalned rooms and cheerful looks; for
mitisle, lnughter, dancing, Hght il Jowial
entertainment,

'l keop my Christmas humor to the last
S0, pomerry Christmne, uncle!
IesH

Gaod yOUu, merry mis

nothing you dismay!

gentlemon

The happlness he glves 8 quite ns great
ns If it cost n fortme

All the boys were In great apieils  and
Ehouted to each other until the broad flelds
woere full of merry music

There was a boy singing n Christmas carol
at my door last night I should ke to have
glven him somethiong

There's the parrot! groen body and yellow
tll, with a thing Hke lottuce growling oul
of the top of his head; there he I8! Halloa!
whoop! Halloo!

Yo ho, my boys! No more work tonight,
Christmae ove, Dick! Christmns, Kbhenozer!
Let's have the shutters up before n man can
sy Joek Robluson!

In came
thal smile.
wigs,

Mrs, Pegziwig, one vast, substan
In cime the three Miss Pezzl

beaming aod lovable, In came the six

young followers whose hearis they brole,

There was an alr of cheerfulness abrond
that the clearest summer alr or brightest
summer sun might have endenvored (o dif
fuse o valn,

On the threshold of the door thae Spirit
smiled, and stopped to bless Bob Cratehit's
dwelling with the sprinkling of his torch
ornnges were put upon the
table and shovelful of chestnuts on the
fire. Then all the Cratehit  famlly  dreow
round the hearth,

and
a

Apples

But every man mmong (hem hummed a
Christmag tune, or had a Christmas thought,
or spoke below his breath to his companion
of some bygone Christmas day.

He looked so irresistibly pleasant  that
three or four good-humored fellows sald:
“Good morning, sir; a merry Christmas to
you!"

I don't know anylhing, I'm guite a baby.
Never mind! 1 dou't care. I'd ruther be a
baby. Halloo! Whoop! Halloo!

Plle up the fire here! Let shilpe upon
the holly till it winks agaln! 1t's a world
of nongense—all mnonsense!—but  wa'll be
nongensical with the rest of ‘em and give
our true lover a mad weleome!

It was always sald of him that he kuew
how to keep Christmas well, If any an
allve possessed the knowledge, May that be
truly eald of ue, and of all of us.

Cheer up! Don't give way! A new hearl

for & New Year always!

I'm glad to think we had muffing, It's the
gort of a nlght that's meant for muffins
Likewise crumpets. Aleo, Sally l.unns.

Though It has never put a scrap of gold or
silver in my pocket, 1 belleve that It has
done me good, and will do me good; und |
say, God bless It!

-

Holly, miatletoe, red berries, Ivy, turkeys,
geese, game, poultry, brawn, meat, plgs,
suusages, oysters, ple, puddings, fruit and
punch,

—

“Oh,"”" sald Trotly, “please to play
there, will you bhave the goodness?'"

A merry Christmas to us all, my dears.
God bless us. “(God bleas us, everyone,'
sald Tiny Tim,

up

I will honor Christmas In my heart and
try to keep It all the year. 1 wlll lve In
The
me
they

the past, the present and the future,
apirits of all
I will
teach,

ghall thrive within
Lhe lessons that

threo

not shilt out

wanted to see me, I asked that he e shown
in, and a tall, <lean-Umbed, clear-eyed
youngster enlered, 1le had a lot of recrults
with biw, and he sald his name wae Hender
| sl 1 locked at the reorults; they were
| all right. Henderson had not only brooght
those boys in on his own responsibility, bul
he had dope it with almost go expinse Lo
any one¢; hls enthusizsm had' been #o0 In
fectious that the farmers had been plad to

fetd and transport them free'

.

There |8 talk now thut Mra, Mattie Hughes
Cannon, who has already served as o siale
senator in Utah, moy be olected g momber
of the United Statef genute from that ile
which happeps fust now Lo have a vacaney
This would be regarded by the Mormol ns
a “vindication" of Ruberts, especially since
Mrs. Cannon holds steadfastly to the early
tenets of the Latter Day Suints Goorge

Frisble Hoar has ¢
nothing o
misiion of
United States.

xpressed the oplnion that
the constitution forblds the ad
to the seniate the

Wnen

ol
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