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POETRY.
THE SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST.

BY ANNA M. PRATT.

Ten mosquitoes merrily went out upon a 
lark,

Instead of going quietly to bed before ’twas 
dark :

They liied them to My Lady's Arms (a festive 
place to dine).

I’ll liquidate my bill,”., quoth one —(And 
then there were but nine.)

Nine mosquitoes musical, yclept “The Tune
ful Nine,”

Settled on a lawyer’s bead—'twas not a 
legal shrine ;

And as they sang a serenade upon his hair
less pate,

He struck in with a touching air —(And 
then there were but eight.)

Eight mosquitoes quietly crawled in beneath 
the bars,

Where a scientific maiden sat a gazing at the 
stars ;

She beheld an occulation of the shining orbs 
of heaven,

And aimed and hit it with her glass — (And 
then there were but seven.)

Seven mosquitoes prudently retired awhile 
from sight,

That the maiden’s eyes might yield, perch
ance, to the drowsiness of night ;

But she used her weapons carefully ; she 
knew their little tricks ;

And they found the ceilingslipper-y — (And 
soon there were but six.)

Six mosquitoes madly went down the wind
ing stair,

But lingered in the doorway, round the fore
head of the heir ;

They listened as he told a friend he faithful
ly should strive

To rid the world of humbugs — (And behold! 
there were but five.)

Five mosquitoes thereupon departed thence 
with haste,

Tho’ they were sure the company was suited 
to their taste ;

But one delayed ; he wished to give, on pass
ing thro’ the door,

A stinging answer to the host — (Alack 1 
there were but four.)

Four mosquitoes tarried by a hammock 
'neath the moon,

And indulged their ardent in a sentimental 
tune;

“ Stretch forth thy hands, dear love,” they 
sang, “and we will fly to thee.”

A hand was stretched, it came with force — 
(And then there were but three.)

Three mosquitoes crookedly went up and 
down the street,

Uncivilly accosting every one they chanced 
to meet;

“I’ll arrest you in your flight,young bloods," 
said the watchman, tried and true.

He gave them chase and caught one — (And 
now there were but two.)

One mosquito to my arms and his destruc
tion rushed ;

I broke his neck without a pang, for his 
feelings had been crushed ;

And I mentioned to the other, who thought 
he would not wait,

That a “natural selection” is a decimating 
fate.

SELECT STORY.

HIS FIRST PATIENT.
BY ALBERT J. BOOTH.

About thirty years ago a young man 
who had passed through all the preparat
ory steps,took a suite of rooms in London, 
had a large brass plate fixed to his door,on 
which his name and calling were set forth 
in large letters, and for the benefit of night 
comers caused the same to be inscribed on 
three sides of a large green glass lantern 
which hung before his house.

Late one evening in December the 
young doctor sat alone in his little study, 
with his feet resting on a fender before 
the fire. The night was stormy, the wind 
sighed and howled down his chimney, 
and large heavy drops splashed violently 
against his window.

Then in a state nearly akin to sleep the 
doctor began to wonder who his first pati
ent would be, what would be the disease, 
at what time of day or night he would be 
called, whether he should perform a cure, 
or whether the patient would die in spite 
of all his care.

Then again he thought of Rosa,fell fairly 
asleep, and dreamed of her till he heard 
her clear, sweet voice, and felt the weight 
of her small, soft hand on his shoulder.

A hand was indeed laid on his should
er, but it was neither small nor soft. It 
was the rough, codrse member of a thick
headed boy from the orphan house, who 
had been bound to the doctor by the 
church-wardens, in consideration of board, 
clothing, and a shilling per week, besides 
a promise to bring up the boy to his own 
calling, if he should manifest a capacity 
for learning.

“ Mr. Doctor, a lady ! a lady, Mr. Doctor,” 
screamed the boy, as he shook the doctor 
by the shoulder.

“ A lady ?” exclaimed the young dec tor, 
half believing his dream to be reality, and 
almost hoping the lady might be his dearly 
beloved Rosa. “Where — where ?”

“ Here—there—yonder—yonder !” an
swered the boy, pointing to a glass door 
which opened into the passage.

The young physician [shuddered with a 
preceptible start as his eyes met those of 
his first patient. So near the door that 
her face almost touched the panes of glass 
stood a woman of uncommon height, in 
deep mourning.

The upper part of her form was envel
oped in a large black shawl, and a black 
veil covered her face. She stood upright 
and still, and although the doctor per
ceived that her piercing eyes were fixed 
upon him from behind the veil, she made, 
no motion of salutation.

“ Do you wish for my advice ?” said the 
young physician, opening the door.

The veiled person neither answered nor 
moved, and he repeated the question in a 
tone somewhat stern. The person nodded.

“ Then I would beg of you to walk in,” 
added the doctor.

The person stepped one step forward 
and turned her head toward the boy, who 
stood with mouth and eyes wide open, 
while the cold sweat dropped from his 
face.

“ Go out, Tom, draw the curtain and 
shut the door,” said the doctor.

The boy obeyed the instructions so far 
that he drew a green silk curtain over the 
glass door, shut it, and, .kneeling down, 
put his right eye to the key-hole.

The doctor drew a chair to the fire, and 
by a motion invited his silent patient to 
be seated. The veiled form approached, 
and by the firelight the doctor perceived 
that her garments were dripping with 
water.

“ You are very wet,” said he.
“ Yes, I am,” answered a hollow voice.
“ And are you ill ?” he asked.
“ I am deadly sick ! Bodily not, but spir

itually.”
“ May I asked an explanation of your 

words ? ”
“It is not for my self I ask your aid. If 

I were bodily sick I should not have come 
at this hour, nor in such a night, nor 
alone. Four-and-twenty hours from this, 
if I find myself sick unto death, I shall 
thank heaven. It is for another I come 
to you. It may be insanity ; but night af
ter night, in the long weary hours of 
watching and weeping have I thought 
over this plan. I know that help from 
men is a cold and empty hope, but I can-

not think of his being put into his grave 
without an attempt to save him. ”

A shudder passed over the whole form 
of the speaker, and the young hearer was 
inexpressibly shocked.

He was just at the commencement of 
his professional career, and had as yet 
witnessed none of those scenes of distress 
which so soon harden the heart, or the 
nerves, at least. He started from his 
chair, and said hastily :

“ If you consider the sufferer is already 
beyond hope, every moment is precious. 
I will go with you instantly. Have you 
called in any other physician ? ”

“ No I ” answered the stranger, folding 
her hands. “ Earlier it would have been 
useless. It is useless now. ”

The young doctor stared at the riddler 
as if he meant to read her meaning 
through her veil, but it was too thick.

“ You are ill ! ” said he, in a composed 
tone, “ believe me you are the sick one. 
Drink this, ” at the same time reaching 
her a glass of water. “ Compose yourself 
and tell me as distinctly as possible where 
the disease is, and how long you have 
suffered. ”

The stranger raised the glass to her 
mouth without lifting her veil ; but placed 
it again on the table without tasting, and 
burst into tears. After a few moments, 
she said in a broken voice :

“ When you hear what I have to say, 
you will think me mad. 1 have been 
charged with insanity ; but few treat me 
so kindly as you do. My health or sick
ness is nothing, I would gladly give every 
moment’s ease that remains to me, if I 
might redeem, by my sufferings, the life 
of him for whose sake I am here. To
morrow he will be in mortal danger, yet 
to-day you cannot see him — cannot help 
him. ”

“I will do nothing to increase your dis
tress, ” said the physician. “ I wish not 
to press myself into your mysterious se
cret, but your words convey a contradi- 
tion I cannot unravel. He of whom you 
speak is this night struggling with death. 
My skill might probably be of use, and 
yet you assure me I cannot see him. In 
the morning, you say, human help will be 
useless, and then I am required to go to 
him. If he is dear as your words and ap
pearance indicate, why not go to him be
fore help comes to late ? If he die while 
we linger, what a weight will rest on you! ”

“ It will rest on others, not on me, ” an
swered the stranger.

“ That no part may rest on me, give me 
your address and the hour of which I 
shall call, ” said the physician.

“ If you will come, come at nine, ” an
swered Jhe stranger.

“ One question before you go. Is the 
sick person under your care ? ” said the 
physician.

“ No, ” answered the stranger.
“ And if I give you directions how to 

treat the patient till I come, can you make 
use of them?”

“No,” said the stranger, and tears 
burst out afresh.

Early the next morning the young doc
tor, according to the directions received, 
took his way to Walworth. Thirty years 
ago this place was only inhabited by 
people of a doubtful character. The houses 
were far apart, old, ruinous and miserable 
in every respect.

After many contradictory answers and 
unintelligible directions—ankle deep in 
black, boggy mud—the young doctor 
stood at length before the house where 
his first patient was.

It was a poor, gloomy-looking building. 
The lower windows were all closed with 
sti ong outside shutters, and the one above 
was covered with a thick yellow curtain.

No living thing was to be seen.
“I stood several minutes before the 

house, ” said the doctor, wheh he after
wards told the story, “ and went entire
ly around it before I could muster cour- 
rage enough to knock. I am not a very 
timid man, and yet I am forced in 
truth to confess that my heart beat 
quicker than usual when I heard whis
pering within. After some time steps 
approached the door, the bolts and chains 
were withdrawn, and the door opened. 
A man stood before me whose demeanor 
was not greatly calculated to give me new 
courage. He was a tall man with a pale, 
haggard face, over which his thick, black 
hair hung like a veil. ”

“ Walk tin !” said the man, in a deep 
sullen tone.

I walked in, and he replaced the bars 
and chains of the door.

“ Have I come early enough ?” said I.
“ Too early,” answered the man. “But 

you will only have to wait five minutes.”
He opened the door and went out. I 

heard him fasten it on the outside. The 
place in which I found myself a prisoner 
was damp and cold. Two stools and a 
table were the only furniture. A hand
ful of fire on the hearth only seived to 
melt the frost which ran in streams down 
the walls.

I took a survey of the room, and then 
seated myself on one of the stools by the 
fire to await the result of my first call in 
the way of my profession. I heard some
thing move in the room aboue.

Soon after wheels came toward the 
house — they stopped — the chains of the 
door were unfastened — voices spoke low 
—footsteps went up the stairs, and I felt 
certain something heavy was carried up 
between two men.

The bearers returned again down the 
stairs, the door was again bolted and 
chained, and the wheels rolled away.

I arose and searched around the room 
to find some place by which I might es
cape to the open air, when "the door sud
denly opened and my visitor of the even
ing before entered the room, in the same 
dress, with the thick veil over her face. 
She made a sign for me to follow her.

I hesitated. Her silence and the un
usual height of her form excited in me a 
suspicion that a disguised man stood be
fore me ; but the heavy sobs which shook 
her whole frame soon removed my sus
picious, and I followed her.

She led me up-stairs to the- door of a 
chamber, and made me sign to enter. The 
chamber contained a large chest, two 
chaire, and a bed, without curtains. The 
yellow curtain I had seen from without 
made the chamber so dark that I stood 
still ; but the stranger, with a cry of 
anguish, rushed by me and threw herself 
on her knees beside the bed, on which I 
could now see a tall form was stretched.

The head and face were evidently those 
of a man. A black bandage passed over 
the free and under the chin. The eyes 
were closed, and one hand lay on the 
covering of the bed. I approached and 
took it in mine. Imagine my surprise 
when I touched the hand of a corpse.

“ Here is no hope,” said I, “the man is 
dead.”

The stranger sprang to her feet, clasped 
her hands wildly together, and cried in a 
piercing voice :

“ Not so ! say not so ! I cannot bear it ! 
It cannot be so ! Men have been brought 
to life when they were supposed to be 
dead. I beseech you, do not delay ! At 
this very moment, perhaps, the soul is de
parted from the body ! For Heayen’s sake 
do something for him !”

With these words she threw herself on 
the body, and with trembling haste began 
to rub his breast, hands and forehead by 
turns ; but as she released the hands I 
perceived they fell heavily on the bed, 
with a lifeless weight.

In the meantime I had examined the 
man’s breast carefully with my hands, but 
could j>ereeive neither warmth nor 
motion.

I stooped down to examine the body 
more closely.

“ Draw away the curtain,” said I.
The woman did not move.
“ The curtain must be moved,” said I, 

peremptorily.
Still she made no motion, and I rose for 

the purpose of doing it myself.
Then she thew herself upon the bed, 

clasped my knees and cried out :
“ Have mercy on me ! Let the curtain 

be ! If there is no hope — if he is, indeed, 
dead — if nothing can be done for him, 
why expose the body ?”

“ I must see the corpse,” said I ; and be
fore the woman could prevent me I tore 
away the curtain. The daylight streamed 
into the chamber.

I returned to the bed and examined the 
dead body. “Here has been violence,” 
said I, and looked sharply at the woman, 
who stood before me for the first time 
without her veil. It had fallen to the 
floor, but she appeared unconscious of it. 
She appeared to be about fifty years old.

Her face, now deadly pale, might have 
once been very handsome. Her white 
lips trembled, an unnatural fire burned 
in her eyes, and her whole person seemed 
oppressed by a weight of woe.

“ Here has been violence,” I repeated.
“ There has,” replied the woman.
“ There has !” exclaimed I, sternly. “I 

mean the man has been murdered !”
“ Yes, Heaven knows he has ! Merciless 

men have murdered ! him” shrieked the 
woman.

“ And who are they ?” said I, seizing 
her by the arm.

“ Who are they ? Look at the mark of 
the slaughterers, and then ask !” said she.

I stooped down and took off the black 
bandage. The neck was swollen, and a 
blue mark might be plainly seen around 
it. I could doubt no longer, and turning 
away, I said : “Is he one of the men who 
were hung this morning ?”

“ Yes,” answered she.
“ And who is he ?”
“My own—son!” groaned out the 

woman, and sank on the floor.
The doctor gave the explanation and 

the conclusion of his story in a few words, 
as follows :

This man was the only child of his 
widowed mother — the light of her eyes 
and the idol of her heart. Indulgence 
had made him selfish and heartless. He 
had robbed her of all her possessions, one 
after another; and when she could no 
longer furnish him with the means of 
gratification he committed a robbery and 
died on the gallows. His mother finished 
her days in a madhouse.

GAMES FOR LARGE PARTIES.
“ Bag parties” are a novelty well adapt

ed to the needs of church “sociables” or 
the receptions with which teachers in 
Sunday and secular schools are periodical
ly burdened. The invitations are decorat
ed with a fancy bag painted in the comer. 
Each guest on arriving is presented with 
the half of some small pictured object or 
well known proverb. A large table is 
heaped with all sorts and conditions of 
bags, from party bags of rich silk to but
ton bags of ticking or leather, and on 
these bags are printed the complementary 
half of the pictures or proverbs possessed 
by the guests. The matching of the pic
tures causes much sport and laughter, and 
the tobacco and card bags, if not drawn 
by gentlemen, are balloted for and secur
ed from the ladies by exchange.

“ Progressive games” is sometimes writ
ten in the comer of a card, and the re
cipient may be prepared to move from 
table to table as in progressive euchre, 
and to find at each table an entirely dif
ferent game. The quick change from 
whist to hearts, or from hearts to tiddle- 
de-winks is decidedly bewildering even to 
the most skillful player.

A “marsh mallow toast,” a grateful vari
ation of the old fashioned candy pull, will 
appeal potently to youthful minds. The 
number of guests is necessarily limited, 
and for their entertainment are furnished 
wooden skewers tied with ribbon bows, 
marsh mallowsad libitum. The girl and 
boy receiving skewers with corresponding 
colors are supposed to assist each other in 
toasting the dainties over an open grate 
fire.

A DOZEN DON’TS.
Don't say “aggravate” for “annoy.”
Don’t mistake acquaintances for friends.
Don’t fail to remember that 

“ Boys flying kites haul in their white
winged birds ;

You can’t do that way when you’re flying 
words.”

Don’t think one thing, say another and 
act in a different way entirely. Yonr as
sociates will distrust your assertions.

Don’t wear diamonds “in name only,” 
and don’t wear many even if they are of 
the first water.

Don’t forget that white silk braid makes 
a pretty and durable folded finish for 
plain dress sleeves.

Don’t wear your new gowns while the 
streets are muddy. Spend a few cents for 
braid and freshen up your old ones.

Don’t buy a hat of exaggerated shape, 
laden with ultra-fashionable trimming. 
It will not look womanly, and is only 
staring material.

Don’t be foolish about your goloshes and 
your shoes. Thin shoes and damp feet 
mean money wasted and agony endured 
while you sit and “wonder where you got 
that cold.”

Don’t worry your face into a railroad 
map of wrinkles simply because things 
won’t come and go as you want them. 
They’ll never be much better, and worry 
has killed more people than doctors have.

Don’t wear a dress bonnet with a tailor- 
made gown — that is, don’t unless it is 
necessary. If you have to, then do it and 
wear it like a queen.

Don’t forget to darn the tiniest hole that 
makes it appearance in your glove.

GEORGE WAS IN HARD LUCK.
She was a bride. Her dress showed it, 

and she was a pretty one too.
Her light silk dress fitted her perfectly, 

and her hat was the acme of good taste. 
She snuggled up to him in the seat.

‘ George, dear,’ whispered she, ‘now that 
we are married you won’t object to auntie 
and sister, cousin Flora and brother Jack’s 
family coming to see us once in a while, 
will you ?’

‘ No, pet.’
‘ And I may have seven of your eight 

dollars a week to shop with, mayn’t I, 
George ?’

‘ Yes, love.’
‘ And you won’t smoke cigarettes, 

George, dear, any more ?’
‘ No, sweet.’
‘And you won’t stay out later than 7 

o’clock nights, will you, George ?’
‘ No, dear.’
‘ And we’ll hire a flat and buy a lovely 

piano, won’t we, George ?’
‘Yes.’
And the solemn looking man in the for

ward seat muttered, ‘Poor George,’ and 
left the car.

PILES I PILES I ITCHING PILES.
Symptoms — Moisture ; intense itching 

and stinging ; most at night; worse by 
scratching. 1 f allowed to continue tumors 
form, which often bleed and ulcerate, be
coming very sore. Swaynb’s Ointment 
stops the itching and bleeding, heals ul
ceration, and in most cases removes the 
tumors. At druggists, or by mail, for 50 
cents. Dr. Swayne & Son, Philadelphia.

A NICE YOUNG MAN.
Be wae Looking for Soft Snaps in the 

Bully-Taming Business.

“ I don’t believe,” remarked the forty- 
niner, “that it is generally known that 
Ed. Stokes, who killed Jim Fisk, had a 
brother Joe, who was once the worst 
feared and best liked man in California. 
In 1852 I was in Sacramen to, and it was 
there I made Joe’s acquaintance. He was 
then a bookkeeper. One day I was in a 
gambling house and noticed among the 
players an elegantly-dressed, handsome 
young fellow, about twenty years of age. 
The man who sat next him was a ruffian
ly-looking fellow with a gun conspicuously 
strapped to his side. Somehow a dispute 
arose between these two, and with the 
rest of the people in the room I got as 
close to them as I could in order to see the 
outcome. The bad man was trying to get 
the youngster into a fight which the latter 
politely declined. Then the bad man be
gan to bluster.

“ You want to look out for me,’ he said ; 
‘I’m the Wild Wolf of the Arkansaw ; I’m 
a half-breed Cherokee, I am, and the 
bloodiest man in the tribe. I’ve killed 
thirty-seven able-bodied men, I have, and 
I’d chaw you up in two bites, you young 
cocksparrer. I’ve been here three weeks 
and ain’t killed no one yet, and I’m just 
thirsting for gore. I’ll kill you if you open 
your mouth again.’

“Here the bystanders interposed and 
told the Wild Wolf to let the boy alone.

“ Thank you, gentlemen,’ said the boy; 
‘but I don’t think the Wolf can hurt any
body.’

“ Get out of the way !’ yelled the Wild 
Wolf; ‘I’m a-goin’ to shoot!’ A general 
rush was made for the doors, ag was al
ways the case when a fight was imminent 
But the boy stood cool and smiling until 
the Wolf laid his hand on his gun, when, 
in a twinkling of an eye, the boy had the 
muzzle of a small revolver within a foot 
of the pit of the Wolf’s stomach.

“ My dear sir,” he said, in the politest 
possible way, ‘throw up your hands or I’ll 
kill you dead.’

“ The Wolf saw that his bluff was called 
and mechanically obeyed.

“ Now,’ said the boy, ‘unbuckle your 
belt and let that six-shooter fall.’

“ The Wolf did it. Then the boy made 
him go into a comer of the room and stand 
there, and lighting a cigar, he said ;

“ My dear sir, please hold your hands 
behind your back. I’m going to stick the 
fiery end of this cigar in your nose and 
you must let it stay there until it goes out, 
and if you flinch, sniffle or attempt to 
take it out I’ll shoot.’

“ He then put his threat into execution, 
and the Wolf burned like a martyr for a 
full minute. The boy now gave the Wolfs 
revolver to one of the men standing near, 
and said :

“ When I’m gone give him his gun. 
My name is Joe Stokes, and I can lick any 
man in California who dosen’t like me. 
I’m looking for such soft snaps as the Wild 
Wolf of the Arkansaw.”

AN INTERESTING STUDENT.
One of -he most interesting and striking 

figures among the Oxford students is 
Cornelia Sorabji, a tall olive-skinned girl, 
as slender as the traditional Indian prin
cess who weighed only one rose leaf. 
Clothed in her native dress of pale blue 
crape embroidered with gold, with its 
mantle draped over her head like a veil 
and shadowing her astonishingly large 
and brilliant eyes, she makes a strange 
picture among the rosy blonde English 
women in their tailor gowns. At eighteen, 
and Professor of Literature in the univer
sity at Bombay, she still thirsted for broad
er opportunities, and found her way to 
Somerville, attracted attention by her 
brilliant examination papers for the hist
ory and literary schools. The government 
decided, however, that a woman with a 
knowledge of law was needed to collect 
evidence in thé. Zenanas, and she immedi
ately entered upon a legal course. After 
six months’ study her paper on Roman 
law was held by the examiners to be the 
most remarkable and able ever presented 
by any student .of either sex in the uni
versity. Prince Dhuleep Singh’s two 
daughters are also members of Somerville, 
and on its rolls stand very many of the 
most noted and noble names of England. 
The outside world hears less of the work 
done by women at Oxford than of those 
at Cambridge because of a different system 
of conferring honors ; but here is really 
found the best example of women freely 
sharing in university life, and the best 
proof that neither young men nor young 
women are the worse for that community 
of study.

THINGS FOR A PRETTY BED.
Sheets are hemstitched, and if a mono

gram is embroidered upon them it is a 
very small one, and is done in white 
cotton and placed just near the corner. A 
very beautiful pair of curtains specially 
embroidered to be put on a Chippendale 
bedstead are of bolting cloth, and show 
upon the upper ones bunches of poppies 
here and there, while the lower ones dis
play purple, pink and pale blue morning 
glories, as if to call the sleeper to arise 
and go forth, for they were awake with 
the sun. Night dress cases are occasional
ly seen on the beds, but are much oftener 
put on the small square stool that stands 
just at the foot of the bed, and upon which 
one is supposed to sit when shoes and 
stockings are assumed.

The cases are no longer made of linen, 
but are very large scented sachets, either 
of brocade silk or bolting cloth suitably 
embroidered. They exhale the favorite 
perfume of the gentle lady, and in this 
way the robe in which she sleeps is made 
daintily odorous. Some mottoes for cases 
made of bolting cloth are these : “Sleep 
thy fill and take thy soft repose,” “Sleep 
in peace and wake in joy,” “Let me sleep 
and do not wake me yet,” “Night bids 
sleep.”—Ladies’ Home Journal.

NO NEED OF “BEAUTY SLEEP.”

It is all nonsense about “beauty sleep” 
coming in the hours before midnight, and 
that the rosy cheek on the country lass is 
the reward for retiring at the time when 
the proverbially pale faced city girl’s 
evening commences. The late hours of 
fashionable life would not necessarily 
scatter the roses from the cheek if the late 
hour for retiring could be the same every 
night without variation. It is irregular 
hours and meals that cause pale and hag
gard faces. The handsomest couple I 
ever saw retired regularly at 11.30, and 
always indulged in a light lunch just be
fore retiring. They were both pictures of 
health.

The lady did not look over 25, though 
she never hesitated to say that she was 
38 years old, and the husband looked at 
least ten years younger than he really was. 
They were both devotees to the laws of 
health. For years they had allowed noth
ing to interfere with the regularity of 
sleeping and eating hours. Almost the 
midnight hour was chosen for retiring, 
because it allowed them evenings at the 
theatre and an hour or so at even the most 
fashionable receptions. When alone in 
their home they never indulged in an 
earlier hour.

“ Cured my husband of bronchitis at 
once,” wrote a lady alxiut Johnson’s 
Anodyne Liniment.

GUNN’S APPETITE.

Be Bats Nalls, Tasks and Iron Filings.

Joseph Gunn, 18 years of age, is lying 
at the point of death in the Hartford 
hospital, Conn., as the result of his rapa
cious appetite for metal filings, screws 
andcfikils.

Joseph has been serving out a sentence 
of one year in the county jail for burglary.

About a month ago he was in great 
agony, especially in the region of hie 
stomach, and doctors were sent for. 
They were unable to find out what was 
the matter or to afford any relief.

Joseph grew worse and finally was un
able to lie down, being obliged to remain 
in a standing position all the time.

He asked one day last week to see 
father Leary of St. Patrick’s church and 
to him young Gunn related that about 
two years ago he went to New York on a 
visit, and while there he dropped into a 
dime museum on the Bowery.

The curiosity which most attracted his 
attention was the “ human ostrich.” The 
sight of a person swallowing nails, bits of 
old iron, etc., filled him with astonish
ment. He visited the museum often 
during his stay, and on his return home 
he resolved to be a human ostrich, too.

He was at that time employed in the 
Hartford machine screw company and 
began his experiments with small bits of 
iron filings.

Gathering a number of boys in the 
shop about him, he told of the wonder
ful feats performed by the Bowery freak 
and then proceeded to swallow iron 
filings. No evil effects were felt from the 
first experiment and Gunn often repeated 
the feat to the edification of the boys.

Gunn broke into a store in this city a 
few months ago and was sentenced to a 
year in jail. He got hold of some carpet 
tacks in prison and swallowed them. 
Pretty soon the tacks gave out and Gunn 
fed on nails. The doctors say he cannot 
live many days.

GAGADIG GIGADAB.

There is a quaint old man in Man
chester, England, who goes by the unique 
name of Gagadig Gigadab. His original 
name, so the story goes, was John Smith, 
but many years ago he began to brood 
over the possibilities of mistaken identity 
involved in such a common name. The 
name figured frequently in the criminal 
records, and he became abnormally ap
prehensive lest he might be confused 
with some of these bad John Smiths. At 
last what he feared so much actually hap
pened. One morning the papevs record
ed the capture of an accountant in a bank 
embezzlement, and through some blunder 
of the reporter the identity of the embez
zler was confused with the subject of this 
paragraph, who was also a bank account
ant. Then and there he determined to 
assume a name like unto po other ever 
borne by mortal man. And in Gagadig 
Gigadab most people will agree that he 
has done so.

BOUGHT A BRICK,

Tom Fitch, the silver-tongued orator 
and politician of San Francisco, has been 
buncoed out of thousands of dollars by 
the old gold brick swindle.

Mr. Fitch was approached in Los An
geles by a finely dressed gentleman who 
said he represented certain people who 
proposed to sell the output of a Mexican 
gold mine. They could not put the gold 
on the market themselves, because of the 
manner of their getting it.

Mr. Fitch owns a mine, and it occurred 
to the stranger that Mr. Fitch could dis
pose of the contraband gold as the output 
of his own mine. They were to bring up 
from Sonora in the neighborhood of $15,- 
000 worth of gold a month.

To commence with the stranger sold 
two bars of alleged gold to Mr. Fitch for 
$9000. Mr. Fitch later found the bars 
contained about $100 worth of gold. He 
has not seen anything of the stranger 
since.

THE WEATHER OF SKYE.
This is the way the people who live in 

the Isle of Skye are said to describe their 
weather :—

“ Dirty days hath September,
April, June and November ; •
From January up to May 
The rain it raineth every day ;
All the rest have thirty-one,
Without a blessed gleam of sun ;
And if any of them had two and thirty 
They’d be just as wet,and twice as dirty,”

Mrs. Winsbow’s Soothing Syrup has been 
nsed by millions of mothers for their 
children while teething. If disturbed 
at night and broken of rest by a sick 
child crying with pain of Cutting Teeth 
send at once and get a bottle of “Mrs. 
Winslow's Soothing Syrup” for Children 
Teething. It will relieve the poor little 
sufferer immediately. Depend upon it 
mothers, there is no mstake about it. It 
cures Diarrhoea, regulates the Stomach and 
Bowels, cures Wind, Colic, softens the Gums 
and reduces Inflammation. Is pleasant to 
the taste. Tho prescription of one of the 
oldest and best female physicians and nurses 
in the United States, and is sold at 25 cents 
per bottle by all druggists throughout the 
world. Be sure and ask for “Mrs. Wins
low’s Soothing Syrup.

j I took Cold, !
I took Sick,I scorn !

PULSION !
I I take My Meals,

X take My Rest, i
j AND I AM VIGOROUS ENOUGH TO TAKE j 
? ANYTHING I CAN LAY MY HANDS ON; j
! getting tot too, for Scott’s j 
5 Emulsion of Pure Cod Liver Oil 

and Hy pophosphites of Lime and
j Soda NOT ONLY CURED MY Inclp- j 
S lent Consumption but built |
) ME UP, AND IS NOW PUTTING

FLESH ON MY BONES
| AT THE RATE OP A POUND A DAY. I j 
1 TAKE IT JUST AS EASILY AS I DO MILK.” 1 
| Scott’s Emulsion Is put np only In Salmon j 
I color wrappers. Sold by all Druggists at 1 
1 SOo. and $1.00.
j SCOTT &• BOWNE, Belleville. I

iMfPAL
TARTAR

*4K1*4
POWDER
PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST,

CONTAINS NO
ALUM, AMMONIA, LIME, PHOSPHATES, 

or any Injurious material».
■T W ft ILL FTP TORONTO, ONT.
um. W. UILL.fc.rT, CHICAGO, ILL,
Ktt’fr ofths CIUBBAT» 807AL TIASS CAX1L

zroozm: - PAPER.
-----WE HAVE NOW IN STOCK OVER-----

IMM Kells Seem Paper,

And a large consignment of Fine Felts and Ingrains, with 
Borders to Match, now on the way from New York, 

which we will sell at Lower Prices than ever 
known in the history of Wall Paper.

CALL AND SEE OUR STOCK AND PRICES.
V-

MURRAY i CO.
P. S.—On hand, a large stock of

Pianos, ----AND THE-----

CELEBRATED AMERICAN

Organs,
WHITE S. MACHINE,

Which took First Prize, the Gold Medal, from all com
petitors at the World’s Exposition at Paris.

^E^xÏG©© "XT"©137* and if not satisfactory after using them three mouths,
money Refunded.

We Employ no Agents, but give the Large Commission paid Agents to the Buyer.

Call and see us or write for prices.

M‘MTJRRAY & CO.

■
 PlM'a Remedy tor Catarrh I» the 

Beat, Easiest toPteand CheapMt.

catarrh

1 Sold by druggist» or sent by null, 90s. 
B. T. Hazel tine, Warren, Plu, U. B.A. ■

JUST STORED :

{ROOMS
R BLACKMER (Extra Values.)

I

a Y'V-
s A a

PRACTICAL

CODFISH,

SPICES,

Armour’s Canned Beef,
(Patent Keg Attachment.)

COfloe,

WATCHMAKER and JEWELER,
HAS IN STOCK A FULL LINE OF

Soaps,
FOR SALE LOW.

Waltham Watches

in Solid Gold, Gold Filled and Silver Cases.

Fine Rolled Plate Chains, etc.
and everything usually found in a 

first-class jewelry store.
A FULL LINE OF

A. F. RANDOLPH & SON.
C. C. GILL,

PAINTER,

Fresh GARDEN,
FIELD,

and FLOWER

THE SUBSCRIBER has just received his usual 
large supply of Garden, I Field and 

Flower Seeds for the Season of 1890, imported 
direct from the now celebrated house STEELE 
BROS., Toronto, whose seeds gave such universal 
satisfaction last season.

At the meeting of the Farmers’ Convention held 
in this City during the past winter, the President in 
the course of his remarks said that the Seeds grown 
by the Steele Brothers Co. of Toronto, were better 
adapted to the soil and climate of New Brunswick 
than any other.

ALL THE LEADING VARIETIES OF

jjeans, Peas, Beets, 

garrots,

parsnips, Onions,
and all small Seeds, cither in bulk or in packages— 
Wholesale and Retail.

My Onion Seed for this jeav is the finest I ever 
Imported.

Yellow Dutch Onion Sets.
Special discount given to Agricultural Societies 

aud Country Dealers.

REBIEMBER THE OLD STAND,

GEO. H. DAVIS,
Druggist and Seedsman,

CORNER QUEEN AND REGENT STS.

FREDERICTON.

C I L I O I C I K I S
Of the best makes.

SILVERWARE
In CASTORS, SPOONS, etc., of. the Finest 

Quality.:

ENGRAVING
On COFFIN PLATES, SPOONS, etc„ neatly 

executed.

The Cheapest Place in the City for Fine Work 
and Fine Jewelry.

House and Sign Decorator.
Tinting In OIL or WATER COLOR. 
PAPERING and GRAINING. 
EXPRESSES and WAGONS Painted at 

Short Notice.

Shop and Residence:

59 Brunswick Street.

AT THE

TINSMITHS, - GASFITTERS,

—AND—

PLUMBERS
One Door Below the People’s Bank

Carriage Bolts.
JUST RECEIVED :

5 PHASES containing 10,500:Carriage Bolts
V' and 8,006 Tire Bolts.

For sale by
R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

S. L. MORRISON,

ALWAYS IN STOCK;:

HAY, OATS, STRAW, BRAN, SHORTS, 

MIDDLINGS, CRACKED CORN,

COTTON SEED and OIL CAKE MEAL, 
LIME,

LAND and CALCINED PLASTER.

Hard and Soft House Coal.

ESTABLISHMENT OF

LIMERICK & DUNCAN,
YORK ST., FREDERICTON, N. B.

THEY would inform I lie public in general that 
they will Sel I heir Goods Cheaper 
hafn he Cheapest, and they carry a lull

Dealer In

FLOUR, MEAL,
THE,

COFFEE,

SUGAR,

MOLASSES,

TOBACCO,

CANNED GOODS
------ AND------

General Groceries.

QUEEN NTR EET,

OPP. CITY HALL, 

FREDERICTON, fN. B.

Beat Old Mine Sydney and Grand 
Lake Blacksmith Coal.

MED BUCKWHEAT, SEED WHEAT,
" OATS, " PEAS,
“ BARLEY, " CORN.

ALSO,

CLOVER AND SEED,
all Cheaper than the Cheapest.

Office and Warehouse : Campbell St., 
above City Hall

JAS. TIBBITS.
VALUABLE

REAL ESTATE
UN THE CITY

F O II HAL E.

THE Subscriber offers for Sale his Lot on the 
Corner of S my the and Charlotte Streets, in 

the City cf Fredericton, containing One Quarter of 
an Acre, with House and Barn thereon. The 
buildings are in first-class repair. The house is 
heated by a furnace, and the cellar is frost-proof.

Terms easy. Possession given on the 1st day of 
May.

The premises can be inspected between 10 and 
6 p. it: on any week day.

For further particulars apply to the undersigned 
or to HENRY É. 11AINSFORD, Barrister, Frederic-

ROBERT H. RAINSFORI).
Fredericton, February 17,1891.

KITCHEN FURNISHING

AND

LUMBERMEN SUPPLIES.

And guarantee all goods made by them to be 
thorough in Quality and Workman

ship.

HOT AIR FURNACES fitted up in the 
most approved style.

REPAIRING done in all branches witii 
neatness and despatch.

Telephone 166.

WA NT E D
RELIABLE PUSHING MEN to sell choies 
ftuieery Stock. Complete assortment. Splendid 
opportunity offered for Spring work. My Sales
men have good success, many selling from $100 
to $200 i er week, .“end for Proof and 3 estimoni- 
als. A good pushing man wanted here at once. 
Liberal Terms, and the test goods in the market. 
WriteiJL Q^CLYNKjjiurFervman, Perth, Out.

$50.00 Ml CASH
GIVEN AWAY.

THE publishers of the Fredericton Globe will 
present $35.00 in cash as a first, $10.00 as second 

and $5.00 as a third prize, to be given to the persons 
sending in the largest number of words made up 
from the letters contained in the words “Fiedencton 
Globe.” This offer is open to paid up subscribers 
only, and parties desirous of competing for these 
Cash Prizes must send in their names and P. O. 
address, accompanied by $1.0j for one year’s sub
scription to the Globe.

No letter in the words Fred rictox Globe to be 
employed more frequently than it appears in those 
words.

In case of a tie the first sender will be entitled to 
the prize. Bead your list in eurh .

Write on one side of the p ij er* upon v Inch > ou 
send ) our list. Webster’s Unabridged Dietionai y 
will govern the contest. Address.

CHOCKKT & MACHVM. 
Props. Fredericton Globe.

P. O. Box,315. Fredericton, N. 11,
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