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*  FITZHERBERT. -

My name Is John Smith—plan
Smith, w thout chunge or addition of
vowel—nand I was in no way discon-
tented with it till I fell in love with
Katie Rogers. Katie had never sneer-
ed at it, but her elder sister, Miranda,
had more than onee hinted that It was
neither romantie nor uncommon; and
har father, in his somewhat lengthy
discourses nbout she Brtish arigto-
oracy; had an aggravating way of
looking apologeticnlly at me every
time be spoke of “a good name."’

In our commuereial community Smith
was counted a bettor name than
Rogers, ex-captain of dragoons, who
could seareeiv pay his thirty pounds
rent and never wore n decent hat

I quite agreed with my neighbors on
these points tll I fell in love with
Kutie and greow familiar with Miran-
da’s sentiments abount the ignorance of
Philistine Riverbank."’

Captain Rogers was descoendod from
Fitzroger, who eame over with the con-
queror, and as [ Hstened reverently
to the h'stor, of the family progress
through eight centuries, thore was a
total collapse of my onee fool xh pridein
belonging to what a loeal paper ealled
“one of the oldest fumilies in River-
bank."” TFor Riverbank was scarcely
as old a3 my futher, huving grown into
a lown with a spewsd rarely egualled
on this side of the Atlanlie.

In a general way I do not under-
value mysuelf, but it was with a deep
sense of humility that I implored the
descendant of Fizroger to become my
fatber-in-law. We were alone togeth-
er in the dining-room of the thirly-
pound bouse, he silting in s shabby
armchair, I standing ona still shab-
bier hearthrog. He looked up at the
“Battle Roll of Hastings," which hung
over the mantelplece, and down at the
fire, kopt low by vconomieal Miranda.
Then, baving weighed the past glories
of Filzroger against Lhe present prico
of coals, he necepted my proposal with
the magnificent condescension of a
king consenting, for certain state rea-
sons, to bustow the hand of n royal
princess an an aspiring subject.

So Kntie and I were ongaged, and
for a time 1 was sapremely happy. 1
was not quite vain enonghto shave my
durling's opinion that I, John Smith,
wans better worth worshipping than all
Carlyle's *Heroes'' put together; bot
I wans rather easily convineed that I
wns far too line a fellow to fear any
rival. So when Katie went on a visit
to London there was no bitlerness in
my regret, for 1 believed in her—and
myself

At first I was not disturbed by Mi-
randa’'s boasts about the advantages
her sister was enjoying in *“the buest
society,” but when the London visit
extended for weeks and months beyoud
its originul limit I began to feel vague-
ly uneasy. In thoso days Katie's lat-
ters, though loving were not long,
and sho more than once apologizad for
tbeir brev ty by plealiag *a particua-
lar engugemaent,’’ the nature of which
ghe never explannel. My confidence
sank, wy jenlousy arose.

AL last she enme home, and then I |

noticed a change in her that seriously
alurmed me.  Sho wus paler and qui-
eter, amd at times there wus a wistful
look in her eyes, suggestive ol sonje-
thing in her mind. It could not be
apxiety about her father's pecuniary
affiuirs, because about that time he np-
peared in a new hut and Mirandu kept
better fires, These ontward amd vis-
ible signs of prosperity woull have
given me sinceru pleasure if it bad not
been for the suspicion that old Rogers
wag more than ever dsposed to tuko
the Norman conquest tone with me,
and for Lthe certnioly Lhat Miranda's
sncers at “people who cannot count
their grandfathers’ were all for my
benefit

Wiat did this sort of a thing moean?
Hud Katie been tempied sway from
me by n lover witha longer pedigree?
Would Rogers tell me some dav, like
the father in old fashioned rowmmance,
that he had *other views" for his
dunghter?

One evening I ealled much later than
usual, having been detained by an im-
portant business makter in the nelgh-
boving elty of Shipley. The outer door
of Lhe house was open, and L in my
ustinl way, turned the handle of the
vestibule door and walked inlo the
drawing-room, which appearsd to be
empty. I was just gong to ring the
bell for the servant when I heard a
pleading little voice behind me:

+Oh, 1 sav, Jack, don't do that!*'

It was tha voles of Boab, the young-
est of Katie's many voung broth-
ers, and turning sharpls around, 1 saw
bis seared little fnce peeping between
the curtains drawn across the bow win-
dow.

“Come here, dear old Jack,"' Lo an-
treated and stay with me till she goes
past,'

*What she? 1 asked. as 1 step pad

bebind the curtaing to find Bob's
bitherto invisible form clad in a night
gown, =

“Miranda," he added in a tragic
whisper.

Bob had blue eyes and golden hair,
and in his white array he leoked Like
an angel in & pletura.
guessed that he lwl descended from
the upper regions that night on no
angelie mission,

“] thought she was safo up In the
lumber-room for the next hall bour'’
be explained, *and I got out of bed

Bat 1 rightly |

and was elipp'ng Jown to the kitehen
for a tasto of the new jam. I koew 0t
was my only chance. She's so boastly
moean about it when it's In pota. 1
just got to the hall when I heurd her
snenking down stuirs, 2o | ran in here
She's iu the dining-room now, and I
don't know whether she's going up
again or down to the kitchen."

“Don't be a coward, my boy,'"" 1
said, feeling it my duty to be moral
»Of oourse Miranda will scold if she
finds you, but you wmust benr it like a
man."’

“Seold!" repeatad Bob, with scorn
in his subduad tones. *Do vou think
I'd eare if it wns only that?'"

I understood the fall peril of the
situation now, Miranda prided ber-
sell on doing a mother’'s duty to the
motherless boys, nnd 1 kuew that
whatever ber hand had found to do
ghio did it with all hor might.

“And it's just because | ain't a cow-
ard Idon't want to meet ber,"' went
on Bob, evidently mindful of the tra-
ditlons of Fitzrogor vilor. *You soce,
Juck, 1 could hit back If she was a
man, but she aln’'t, you know, and of
course no fellow who is a gentleman
over hits a woman."'

“Robert,"* 1 murmured,
the soul of ehivaley. "

* O, shut up, Jack Smith!"' and my
small brother-in-law-elect hLeld me
with a desperate grip. *She's coming
in!"

I peered cantiously between the
heavy curtaing, and caughta glimpse
of Miranda's lauk form and lynx eves,
The next moment she was vanishing,
but she stoppsl as Katie app eared at
the door.

“Kute, ' ghe sald, in her thin, sharp
voice, “l was looking for you. I think
you might help we pot the jam. Smith
muy not be here to-might, and if he
comes let him wait How pale you
look! I ean tell yow. m y dear, that
your appearance has not improved
since you tovk up with Fitzherbert,"

I stood with freezing blood behind
the curtuing wondering what awful
revelation was about to wreck my
Iife’s hoppiness. In o lightning flash
of jeulous imagmuation 1 saw  Fitzher-
bert. No doubt bhe was one of the
swells Katie bad  met in London, A
military swell, one of those handsome,
hauughty guardsiien I Lhad read about
in soe ety novels,

“Miranda." ga'd Katie, *«don’t you
think 1 ought to tell Juck about Fitz-
herbort?

“No, ILdon't,” sall Miranda sharp ly.
“ldon't ses why the intercsts of our
famiy are to be risked In a collislon
with the narrow middie-class prejud ie-
es of Mr. John Smith.”

Kutie's voics sounded a little weary
when she spoke aguain.

“You know, Miranda, yon were hor-
ritiod sourself when I first told you
noout Fitzherbert's proposal.'?

Miranda replicd in a tone of cold
superiorlty:

*l was wore open toconvietion than
you would find Mr. John Smith, We
who lave been rooted in English soil
for eight centuries nnturally take larg-
er views of life than mushroows of
yoesterday.,  DBesides, vonr conduet in
this allair is justified by the example

‘'you are

L und approval of women in the best so-
| clety. "

What a world of whitel sepulehves!
I ek never loved Mirandw,but I Lind al-
ways respected her. However skeptienl
I might bave been about her personal
charms, I had never doubted her prin-
ciples. Mirapda tsught a clnss in the
Sunduy-school, worked a distriet on
str.et earily organization  prineiples
and was decorated with the order of
the Blue Ribbon, Yet here was this
seem ogly virtuous Miranda appland.
ing her slster's fulseness to a true
lover, because it was the fashion of
women in Lhe best soclety to trample
on honest hearts.

*1 hate concealment.” said Kutle;
“and Juek is so trothful himself, that
I can’t beur the iden of deceiving him.
Oh, Miranda, dear, I wns so happy
when F.azherbert mude me the offer
that I never stopped to wonder whit
Jueck woull think about i, but now [
a0 miserable that I somelimoes think
I must give up Fizherbert.'*

“Rubbisk!™" sald Miranda, “snd sel -
fish rubbish, too. 1 wonder, Kate
Hogers, how you ecun talg in that
Wiy, when yvou know bow useful Fiiz-
herbert’s money is to your poor fa-
ther”

Ol this was too awful! Kat e not
not only false to me, but actually so
menn us to tuke money from her naw
lover. 1 could stand it no longer. I
wroenched m sell from poor hittle
Bob's grasp, and stood serenly facing
the two girls.

Munoda fled from the room.
stood white and still.

“Pray. do not give up Filzherbert
on my hnmble aceoant, ' I said scorne.
fullv.  **Do not let my wvulgar prejo-
dico in favor of truth und honesty in-
terfere with the wider morality of the
Lest soclety. Marry Fitzherbert to-
worrow, If you like, and be as bappy
us you deserve to be "

The color rushed back into Katle's
fuce. The light sparkled in her eyes.
She actunlly laughed.

*Thank vou very mueh, Jack," she
sald, “bateven with your kind permis-
sion I can't murry F.ozherbert. The
fact ix'" wnd her blue eyes danced,
*Fitzherbert is marvied"’

“Aud you dure to tell me,"" T cried
in wild rage, “that you bave not only
accepled luve but money from a mar.
ried wun?'

Katie

&l looked stralght Into wy furlom
face with her laughing eyes.

“Fitsherbart is not s marcied man,**
she snid,

“] wan never good at guessing rid.
dles,"" 1 said, loftily; *and as [ am not
in the wood for them to-night, I give
this one up. I Fitzhorbert is not a mar-
ried man, what, in heaven's name, is
Lot

Clear eame the answer Inthe swoeet,
gay. girlish volce:

“Fitzherbert is & married woman.'

Then, with the crushing consclions-
ness of having made a fool of myself,
[ listened humbly to Katie's little
story.

*‘Fitzherbort is & West End milliner,
and was Aunt Clara's mald before her
marriage, Her name is not really
Fitzherbert, but something quite ordi-
nary, like Brown or Smith—oh, I beg
your pardon, Jack! BShe wns always
fond of me, and I often nmused mysell
looking through her new fashions
One day, while 1 was waiting for Aunt
Clars, who had goune to her dentisl, a
fussy old lady eame into the shop, and
war very angry becanse none of her
new Paris bounets suited her. She was
one of the best customers, and poor
| Fitzhorbert was in dispair when she
was leaving the shop in a rage.
Well, Jack, I have quite a genius for
millinery. One of our ancestors was
a pa'nter, and Aunt Clara says 1 have
his artistic eya for color and form,
Anvhow, I always seem to know ex-
actly what suits a face. I persuaded
the old Indy to sit down again, and
with Filzherbort's permission I made
a few alorat ons in one pnrticular
bonnet. The result was so becoming
that the old lady wus cbarmeds “You
are a heaven-born milliner, my dear,'
she said, *Why don't you go in for
that sort of thing? Itis all the fash-
ion among the best people.” Aunt
Clura cullod for me presently, and was
quite struck with the new idea. After
a long talk with Fitzherbert it was
decided that I shonld go the shop
every day and qualfy for the position
of willlnery aide-dz-camp. 1 became
quite popular with the customers, es-
pecially the elderly ones. I love old
ladies, and delight in making them
look lovely, and some of them threat-
enwil to leave Filzherbert unless I
undertook the arrangement of their
bonnets and caps for the term of my
single life. Fitzherbert offored me
very liberal pay for my nssistance, and
I was so glad to think of belping poor
old daddy that at first I forgoL about
you and your possible objection to
murrying a young woman who worked
for a shop, but I thought of this after-
wards, and was always [lighting with
my conscience about telling you the
truth. Buf, indeoed, thers are many
lady mdliners in London, and—ol,
Jack, 1 see you don't mind so very
muech, after all!"

The precise nature of my condust on
this occasion need not be here records
ed,

The bridal wreath was a present
from Fiizherbert —Household Words
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Nantucket's Jailer.

Apropos of Nantucket, one hears
some rather odd sayings and of some
guaint happen ngs there,

“Yousee, weure somewhat out of the
way.” sanld one of the islanders; *“so
| tramps seldom trouble us, and it is on-
'ly whep our summer visitors come that
‘ we think of locking our doors at
night"

Last fall a man was tried for petty
larceny, and seatenced by the Judge
(1o three mouths in jail A fow days
after the trinl, the Judge, accompan-
ied by the sheriff, was on his way le
the Boston boat, when they passed
mnn gawing wood,

The sawyer stopped his work, toneh-
ed his hat, and said, “Good morning,
Judge. ™

The Judge looked at him s moment,
passed on u short distunce, then turn-
ed to glanee backward, with the ques-
tion, **Why, Sheriff isn't that the man
1 sentenced to threo months in jail?

“Yes " replied the Sherfl, hesitat-
ingly—*yas that's the man; but vou
—you see, Judge, we—we hnven't any
one in  jail now, and we thought it a
useless expense Lo hire somebody to
keop the jal for three months just for
this one man: o I gave Lhim the jail
kev, and told him that if he'd
sleep thers nights it would be all
right."—Harper's Magazine.
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Overheard at tha Zoo.

There was a lurge crowd around the
big brick and granite tank that is be-
ing buiit at the north end of the ani
mal house.

“What's that for, my lovef"

“For the hippopotawnl.”

*“I'be what?"

“HI!?]N;IHIIHIHH
you know."

“You mean hippopolamuses.'

“No I don’t; I menn hippopotaml.
That's plural for h ppopotamus. '

“My love, excuse mwe, but you're an
ass. Hippopotami is Latin and hippo-
potamuses is English. You can't tell
me anything about pachydermalouy
mammals." — New York Herald

There arc two now,

— e

Couldn't Fool Him.

Old Boy—*“ILomas, if my wife asks
vou where I am tell her that I have
gone Lo the opera."

Servant—*Uertainly, sir, certainly;
but where ave von reully golog in onse
anbyody else should want to know?"
- Tezas Biflings,

|

Conway Castla

At length one porfect day, wa wanl
to tho onstle. The old man who hans
the place in charge took the small fee,
unlocked the door, and laft us to onr
own devees. The whole gloroas ruin
was to all intents and purposes our
own. During that long golden after-
noon not & sonl came near us, not &
voloe disturbed us. Could ono describe
a clond, or & wave, or a sunset, so that
a blind man could see it with his mind's
eye? Could one give a deal man an
idea of a bird song or the peal of an
organ? As well try to do this as to de«
soribe the solemn grandeur of those
time-worn, Ivy-grown, moss-covered
battlements, left now to @he sweel
winds of heaven, the flocks™of rooks
that fly in and out of turret and tower,
and the climbing roses that brighten it
with their beauty. From court to
court wa wandered, from tower to
tower, from battlement to battlement
Here, all unroofed and open to the
stars, liea thoe great bangueting hall,
mora beantiful, more imposing, now, it
may be, in its lvy-wreathed desolation,
than when the gav revelers of Edward's
court mado its vast arches ring with
song and laughter, Here still are the
wido firoplaces, rich oarvings, the very
ghosts of past comfort and delight,
Hers Is tho oratory, with its traceried
window and lofty groned arches,
where Eleanor and Falthtul prayed
Hero is her bed-chamber, communi«
cating with thut of the K ng, ana still
rotaining traces of its rich ornamenta-
tion. Leading from it is an arched re-
cess still ealled Queen Eleanor' s Oriel,
the windows of which, necording to a
contemporary poet, must have been
finely stained:

In ber orlel there she was,
Clothed well with roynl gluss;
Filled It was with Imagery,
Every window by and by,™

Hore are stnirways worn by feet that
woere stilled long centur.es ago, and, in
the doep thickness of the walls, the
passages, dark and torturous, through
which those feel strode on errands
businoss, or pleasurs, or Intrigue.
Here nre satone benches that seem still
to keep the impress of the forms that
through the slow generations shaped
and hollowed them. We looked
through openings in the *“‘erannied
walls,"" through which death and des.
truction had rained on muny a besieg-
ing army.

Far below us as we stood on the
lofty battlements, lay the walled town,
with its massive semlcirenlar towers,
so powerful ohece for defense or nttack,
80 usvless now ws they slept In that
serencst alr.  Close about the castle
clustered the cottages and gardons of
the people, but they only added to the
impressiveness of the pieture.  Just ot
our feet was a pretty stone house, its
courtyard gay with flowers, the castle
wall forming one of its boundaries —
Julta Dorr, in Atlantic.

A Distinguished Houge.

“One of the most comical things I' ve
ever heard was told me Jo Caucasus,"
sull Dudley Winston, the young man
who accompanied s futher on the mis«
sion to Persin. *'It was in Tiflos, the
capital of Georgin. You know there's
an /m riean store there—u Lig place
of businoss where sll sorts ol Yaukee
notions aredealt out at enormons profit
to the natives. I dropped in there.
Oue of the objecls of interest to which
the Russinn salesman directod my
spocinl atlention was a patent poiato

peelar.

“Dasge instrument,"’ be said, *eos
medd by ze f[aymoos 'ouse of Pat
Aung."

I was astonished.

*What houss did you say?"

*Zu faymous "ouse of Pat Aug."

“Nover heurd of it," I said; »I guess
you are mistaken."

* Meestecken? No, sare. 1 bave
often hesrd of ze 'ouse; and 1 have
often seen ze nuwme of ze "'ouse. 1 vill
show bhim to you mow, Obh, it Is a
house which enjoys great fame here."

Aund with that he looks for u specl-
men potato pesler and brings one out.

Zove, sare,”' he sa;s, *wes %0 nama
engraved in zo metal. See!"

1 burst out lnughing until my sides
ached. There wns the legend: 'Pat
Aug. 17, 1873." Aond the ‘Pat Aug.’
purt of it he hwl taken to be the firm's
nnme. I found that the potato pecler
wans famous under the name of ‘Pat.
Aug.' all over the Cancasus'"—(hica-
go lerald.

It Should Recommend Him,

“Rebecen, you shall not shpenk mit
dot Moses Lovi vonea more."

0 faddor, you preak mine heardt
Va vos almost engagad. Vy susll I
not shpeak mit him®'

*Ho haf sheatusl me, He haf sold
me a paste dlamond for a shenuine
shtone.™

*0 [father, dot shonldt recommend
him to you us a son-'n-law. If he can
fool a vise man like you, see vat a
fortune he hat in der chewelry
piziness. "'

“YVell, Rebecea, you vas schmarder

as 1 thought. Get married ven von
llkee. I am ankebions jo go Inte

bardnership with mine sofi-in law!"' —
San Frauciaps Wasp,

An Inquisitive Mind,
Bertie—Mammus, papa told me that
those corners of the leaves of the book
woera dogs' ears
Mumma —Yes, Bartie,
Hertio—Well, mawma, whose dogs'
ours are theyP—vudge.

of |

Bome Real Bayinga of Real Chil-
dren.

Whalter had been lata to breakfast
soveral mornings in succession.

Hin mamma, wishing to lmpress up-
on him the beaunty of puonotuality,
talked quite ser.onaly about the mat-
ter for some time.

e pondered over his ontmeal for a
fow moments, then, looking up, asked
in & vory puzeled tone of volee:

“Mamma, who scolds God whon he's
late to breakfnst?"

We were talking about the war wt
the dinner table one day.

I had related several inolilents that
had come under my observation, while
living nonr a court houss where fare-
well banquets were given to the de-
parting soldiers.

Whalter appesred very mueh Interest-
od, and finally said, with an alr that

was intonded to be compl mentary, “1
think youn mnst have beon well "quaint-

od with M ususlem, wasn't you?"'

His papn wns very tall, and he Les
an unbounded sdmiration for hind

My husband appropriates only five
foet. one inoh of perpendictine Lo hime-
solf, and Walter, though fond of him,
eannot be reconclled to his compara-
tiva brevity.

He enmo to me ono day with a very
dissatisfiod fneo. and said, *Mr. War-
ran, was Mr. Warren nnughty why
God didn't make him nice und tall like
my papa?"’

Nettie, ngod aeven, exhibited an ap-
precintion of the benutiful and an ab-
horrance of the ngly in a rather start-
ling manner ons day.

Wa heard a little ehlld orying In
front of the house, and rushing to the
door, wora informed by n nurse mnaid
that our little girl had slupped heor
baby *vight spang in the face.

We didn't know just what *spang"’
mennt, but concloded from the emphn-
ais plnoed upon it that it was not a
synonym for “‘gentle.”’

Questioning Nuttie, we wore inform-
od with declslon: *Yes, mamma, [ did
slap it; and any baby that borned ftself
ns homely as that one, when there's
protty babios all over the park ought
to be sinpped

L ko many other echildran, Netlie
had n fondnods for “prenching,'’

Golng belhind her little table;, she
wonld plle it with books, and **hold
forth"' in the regulntion ‘*‘sermon
voies," “praying voice."”' and *‘bene-
iliction volow," as she ealled them.

One dav she was exhorting an imag-
inary andionce Lo *ithrow away all sin
before it gots too big,"' whoen her atten-
tion was attracted by u man ountside
with sn immense nose,  Almost imme-
tlintely aftor him ewme n boy with a
wheelbarrow, and she evidoutly
thought the time for practical lllustra-
tion had come.

Hor shrill tones dropped at once to
those of solemn warning, as she said:
It you don't it'll get like thut man's
nose, 80 big they'll put it on n w heel-
burrew and wheel itout. Let us pray.*’
— Yaukee Dlada.

Buying o Hat,

A woman of 40 and a girl of 18 went
into a fashionable millinery store on
Woodward avenue and begun pricing
goods.

“Here's n buonit. mother, that'll
suit ye,"" snid the girl, taking n white
Inco affair in her brown lhinnd,

“L'ain't my style," said the woman,
“'gides 1 want u hat, an all-round hat
thet I kin wear to meet n' or milkin',
like that yere."

It was a black straw hat turned up
on the side with a cluster of white
lowers.

*I like the posies, ' said the waman,
lny ng it on over her sunburned fuce,
“it "minds me of n hat I had on when
Ifust see your father. That
twenty years wgo this very summmer.
How do it look?"

“Fust-rate,"" sald
won't know you, Lor, mother, you
look younger than me now, ef you
nin't got 8'much color.

The mother looked hard
in the glase.  There was a great deul
of glase and vory little mother, for she

the girl, *“pap

was u smull, spare woman and the hiat |

cuverad her up,

“I'm burned,"” sho sald, **'twixt
cookin' an' harvestin’, but when I
were your age, Sallie, my cheoks were
redder than yourn ba. Do ve think
naw that in a high wind sich ns we
Lev out home I eonld keop it on.”’

“*Wo fasien them on with this"
fnid the milliner, bauding the custom-
ur a long pin.

*“Thank yo, mno'am
ain't x piocush on.
pin through it 1T wouldn't hev enny
sense lett.  You may put on 8 pair of
strings und I'll take the hat 1 aln't
el n wew one unow for over four
yoars '

The atrings being supplioed, the hnt
wiis paid for and put on. It was an
anomwalous thing, ted bhard down on
the head of its owner, butl as the two
women went oul the fuces of both
bewmed with bappiness over the in.
congruous purchass.  Perhaps the girl
solaced harsell with the thought thut
the hat that was not oo youns for
the mother wight not be too uld for
tho duugliter. — Detreil Free |ress.

but my hewl
Agzin 1 run thet

Things even up pretty well witer il  Men
throw Usnaos sking oo the sldewslk, and then
the havaons skins throw meo on Lhe sidewail
— Bur. gt m Froe Prest

-
Visltor—*Is your mother ln 1o day, my

boy?*' Candid child—*'Nog, sir, che's doing up

preserves. —XNew Liaven News, prie

TANUTheR AID TO SURGERY.
Nemarkable Apparatus
Tosting Internal Wonnds,

Police Surgeon Ollshue has pur
chasoil for the department of publis
anfoly a surgionl apparatns, whioh, it
I8 expectod, widl be of Immense benelit
in cortnin onses of shoot ng, stabbing,
ete, that nre brought to the sitent.on
of the police at the various polioe sti-
tion houses. Many of the wounds
which nre received by people In hights
are in the nbdomen, nnd this apparstus
is for the porposs of determining
whather the intastines are Injured, a
vory lmportunt point in the (reatment
of persons so # tuated.

By no vxplanation nfterward alord-
ol the use of thls apparatus will be the
menns of saving muny a mwan's life

Tho appnratus has lately been invent-
ed, and Pulice Surgeon Oldshue aund
Dy, Pollogk have besn the tirst Lo lest
ity virtues hers, It consists of a rubber
retort, Lo wiich is sitnched a long rub-
bur tibe, mod s very simple as it ap-
penrs lald vut o n doctor's offios
Bupposing thut & man s brought to
one of the station hiousvs, shot or stub-
bed 1 the abdomen, It is difflenlt to
tell whether nuy of the inlestives are
punctured.  The retovt is filled with
iy drogen gus, which the surgeon can
ensily prepare, and this gos is lnjected
into the vital parts with conslilerable
prossure. A tube s pinesd in the
wouind and if there is & wonad in the
intustines the gas is bound to come out
by way of the wound and into the tube,

By npplyimng o lighted mateh to the
eml of Lhe tube it can be seen whethep
the gas is escnping; for, il the gas is
there it will ignite, On the other
hnnd, if there is no wound In the in-
testines the gas will escupoe by way of
the mouth, and by means of proper in-
struments thero and the applioation of
o light it can be seen if the hydrogen
gns ia thus escaping.

A reporter, in talking with Police
Surgeon Qldshue lust night about the
new spparatus, inquired:

“But is not hydrogen gas highly
explosive? and Is it not unsafe to in-
troduce 1t into the body in such =
form?"

Dr. Oldshue replied; *That is the
opinion; but Dr. Stines, the inventor
of the apparatos, has followed the plan
with great snccess, ns has Dr. Mor.
decai Price of Pluladelphia. They have
sliown that this is not only innocuous,
but nn absolute diagnosis of intestinal
wounds"

*Well, bat of what benefit is such a
knowledge?"’

“Il the intestine is wounced the
operation of laparotomy can be per-
formed by the opening of the abdo-
men, and the wound of the intestine
takeu up and the catgut ligatures ap-
plied to bring the edges together, and
with general untisentic treatment the
patient bus a much greater chance of
recovery. It will affurd every oppor-
tunity to save the lives of persons stab-
bed or shot, or otherwisa wounded in
the nbdomuen.*

Police Surgeon Oldshue attended
the meeting of the State Modical So-
o et a short time ago, and thore picked
up the ponter about the new appur-
ntus. Ho is always on the lookout for
whnt benefits surgery iu his position,
and declded to introduce the new
plan.

Dr. Pollock asked that e be called
for the first ecase, where the doctor
would make the experiment Not

for

ot herself |

long ago a Pole was shot in Soho, and
Police Burgeon Oldshue was called to
attend bim. The wound was in the
nbilomen. Drs Ollshue snd Pollock
decided to try the new apparatus. By
the action of the hydrogon gas 1t was

| found that there was no abdominal
Wil |

wound. It was further declded them
that the patient be nol operated on,
hut kept quiet, though the bullet was
in hs body. A fow days sufficed for

| the recovery of the Pole,showing that
for the first case at least, the apparatus

made o correct dingnosis. — Pilsburg
Dispaleh.

True, It May ba a Comanche
Whoop.

An lodian warhoop Is noka Siouxs

| thing sound. —P.tisburg Chranicle.

| Another Tra.davDacsp:ion Ex-

posed,
“Foeathers marked down advertls-
es u dealor. That is dishonest. — Lifa

A Saggestion to th Maxim
Quotars.

The rolling stone has yet to leara

what it wunts to gather moss for, —

Ficayune. o

A Raasonabls Raguest,

Lady (angvils Lo tramp at the back
dour) Yuu cau’t got any thing to eat
here <l

Tramp (politely)—I1 beg your par-
don, madanm; 1don't want anythmg
to eat. I have just eaten a gool din-
#t the house of your neighbor,
bat if you oan give me u cup of cofles
nnl n oelgardtte yon would place e
under many obligat ons, — Waiki 'gloa
Crilie.

tnur

—

A Dangerous Kind of Sport
The man who does everything *om
Lis own hook™ is likely to get caught

oue of these days. — Lowell Citizen,
e ——
Castomer (in cligar store)—"Glome n ool
cigar, boy, Suthla' that sinokes free* Hoy
—“1 guest | can't go ye, bossi there's no
clgar in 1kl slore thet swokes less'n @

| Ceuts, =T,

e




