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ALL SORTS OF STORIES. 
FROM GRAVE TO GAY, FROM LIVELY 

T0 SEVERE. 

some of Them Are Probable, Others Sound 

as Though Munchausen Wrote Them, but 

All Are Worth Reading and Most Have a 

Moral. 

A Boston cigar drummer, whose resi- 
dence is in Taunton, tells a story on him- 
self with glee. He was in Hartford, Conn., 

one evening, and after lounging about the 
hotel in disconsolate loneliness for an hour 
or two he asked the clerk if there was any- 
thing going on in town. The clerk sug- 
gested taking in a masquerade ball that 

was in progress. The drummer thought 
the idea was a good one, but he hadn’t any 

costume. The clerk suggested that he 
should borrow the colored porter’s overalls 
and jumper, black his face and hands and 
go. The suggestion was pa acted 
upon, and for an hour the bogus colored 

man talked African-English and had a high 
old time among the masked belles. Final- 

ly the signal to unmask was given, and | 

when the masks came off a great wave of 

darkness swept over the hal. Every 

blessed man, woman and child in the place | 
was a full-blooded negro! 
The drummer cast one panic-stricken 

look at the crowd and then made for the | 

door. When he reached the hotel he re- 

sumed his old-time personality and set up | 
the wine. 

* 
* 

| 
| 

Jacob Sneider applied to Judge White | 
of Chicago, the other day, for a warrant | 

for the arrest of Barber Mike Ryan, who, | 
when Sneider offered him five cents for a | 

hair cut, placed him in a chair and with his 

clippers cut a channel from the back to the 
front of the head without touching the rest 

of the hair. The court gave Sneider two 
cents to have the cut completed, and re- 

fused to issue the warrant. 
* *% 
* 

Oarsman Wallace Ross tells two on the 

famous ex-light-weight champion, Arthur 
Chambers. Chambers was a tough cus- 
tomer when he first landed in America, 
some 20 years ago. His first move was to 
get shaved. He had been in the habit at 

home of being scraped and then going to a 
basin to wash his face. When the Boston 
barber who gave Arthur his first New 
World shave threw a towel over his face 
after carefully taking off the growth of stiff 
beard, the little Eaglishman made a sprin 
for the handkerchief-covered bundle whic 
contained all his earthly possessions, and 
which lay on a neighboring chair. ‘Oh, 
no,” he cried, “‘you don’t do me that easy.” 
He thought that throwing the towel over his 
face was a trick to rob him. 

Just after a benefit which Chambers took 
soon afterward he strolled into Jem Mace’s 
saloon on West Twenty-third street. Call- 
ing for drinks for everybody present, he 
threw down a half-sovereign, not knowing 
that bar refreshments in America cost more 
than at home, Not receiving ehange, he 
followed Mace around for some little time, 
then said, “I say,|Jem, I gave you ‘alt a 
quid.” +Never mind,” replied the middle 
waight conqueror of the world, ¢‘that’s near 
enough.” Two friends had to help Cham- 
bers out of the place. 

* x 

Senator Reagan, the massive Senator 
from Texas, is regarded by his associates 
as a “*hoodoo,” says the Baltimore _Ameri- 
can. He has a remarkable habit of wander- 
ing around the floor in a ponderous, un- 
decided sort of way, and then invariably 
sitting down in any man’s chair save his 
own. And the strangest part of it is that 
ill luck invariably lights on the man whose 
chair Reagan selects, so that the Senators 
are in constant terror lest, during their 
absence, he should pick out their seat. He 
is called the Jonah of the Senate. 

Thus, while Senator Eustis was making 
his long fight for reelection, Senator Rea- 
gan was constantly in his chair. Eustis 
was defeated. Senator Saulsbury found he 
had to go down to Deleware. Reagan ap- 
propriated his seat. Saulsbury was defeated. 
Just before the last election Senator Voor- 
hees was called out to help the battle in 
Indiana. Senator Gorman was absent, 
too, for a time. Mr. Reagan divided his 
attention between the seats of the two great 
Demoerats, for their seats adjoin.  Every- 
body knows what happened in Indiana and 
in Maryland. About a week ago Senator 
Harris started down for Tennessee, where 
he has a big fight on hand for reelection. 
Just before he left he laid down the lay to 
Reagan. “‘Now, look here, Reagan,” he 
said, “I've got a big fight on hand, but I 
stand a good chance for reelection. For 
God's sake don’t hoodoo me. Keep out of 
my chair.” Senator Matt Ransom, the 
handsome member from Tar Heel, is 
wrestling with the North Carolina Legis- 
lature just now. A day or two ago Le 
wrote to one of his friends: ‘*Everything 
looks very bright, but for heaven's sake 
keep Reagan away from my chair.” 

Senator Reagan felt a little hurt yester- 
day when he came to the Senate and found | 
that Mr. Ransom’s chair had been taken 
out of the Senate chamber. 

* ok 
- 

If ever a person could lay claim to hav- 
ing been born under an unlucky planet, 
certainly Alexander Love, a French-Cana- 
dian, was that one. Love, with his wife 
and two small children, came to Manches- 
ter, N. H., last spring trom Canada. Soon 
after arriving there he was taken sick, and 
tor a long time lay at death’s door. He 
had hardly recovered when his wife met 
with an accident that left her a cripple for 
life. Then Love was thrown out of em- 
ployment. He moved to Alexandria, where 
hie built a cabin in the woods. He had got 
out a few cords of wood, when his axe 
slipped and nearly cut his foot off. He 
was laid up for two months. After getting 
out again A had cut some five cords when 
he was caught by a falling tree and killed, 
uot instantly—that was not his lnck—but 
he was so severely injured that he died in a 
few hours, after suffering terribly. His 
crippled wife and children were in the cabin 
hear by, but a mile from any other build- 
ing, and were compelled to witness, without 
Power to alleviate, the death struggles of 
the unfortunage husband and father. The 
“ext morning, with crutches and pushing a 
<hild in a chair, the wife of Love went near- 
ly three milés before she could make her- 
selt understood and secure help to care for 
her dead husband. Charitable neighbors 
contributed enough money to send the 
{amily back to their Canadian friends. 

Pi, to ¢ The National,” No. 52 Charlotte 
et et, for Oyster Suppers. 

SLANG IN NEW YORK. 

Notable Specimens Heard Here and There 
About the Town. 

Slang has reached its highest develop- 
ment in New York. Without it the gossip 
of the tcwn would be barren, arid, lethargic 

and inert. 
It lends an airy grace to the most prosaic 

and commonplace events. 
“A collar, duchess,” remarked a Sixth 

avenue swell to the lady who stood behind 
the counter of a small shop where I had 
sought shelter from a sudden shower. 
“Paper or tin?” asked the duchess, with 

a gleam of sudden admiration in her downy 
brown eyes. 

“Tut-tut,” said the swell reprovingly, as 
he admired his cheap finery in a convenient 

WINTER'S GIFT TO EARTH, 

tt S——— a Se—— 

savagely, *‘an’ Oi have a schwate timper, 
but when Oi'm lyin’ down under a tree in 
the Park takin’ a nap, an’ a man comes 
along an’ wipes his feet on me phwiskers, 
begob Oi draw the line.” 

This reference to whiskers started the 
ball. Any variety man who speaks the 
word “‘whiskers” is sure of a roar. One of 
the funniest things I think I ever heard is a 
song of Evans, the comedian of the Parlor 
Match, detailing the woes of a poor woman 
who went forth into the world to seek her 
husband. Evans has a magnificent bari- 
tone voice, and he sang this particular song 
with a depth of feeling and intensity that 
would have been deeply moving except for 
the words. I heard it last night. If it 
had not been for the lack of time I would 
be able to give the verse here. It detailed 
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on his pants over his head, bein’ backed as 
champion agin th’ wurld by us fer the 
e-nor-mous sum of One hunderd Touvsax’ 
DOLLYERS CASH.” adi LE 

But then slang is based a good deal on 

mirror, “I'm not buying a dog collar, 
sweet-tart.” 

“It’s not for yourself, then?” 
“Tush. Go to. Thou art a larking 

jade,” was the dignified rejoinder. “‘Get 
me a four-ply, bevel-edged, standing collar 
of the vintage of '88, and without any 
whiskers on the seams.” 

She passed it over the counter, and the 
swell examined it critieally for a moment, 
and then he remarked sententiously : 

“It’s a lol-lah.” 
«Sixteen cents,” said the duchess, with 

an air of sudden Ilistlessness, as she medi- 
tatively scratched her head with a pencil. 
‘Beg parding ?" 
“Sixteen cents.” 
“Well,” said the blood, thoughtfully, 

“I'll just take it around to my apartment 
and see if it fiss my polka dot shirt. If it 
does I'll drop in, make good and get 
more.” 

“Nix,” said the duchess. 
“Nix?” 
“Nix.” 
“Why 
“‘Because,” said her grace calmly, “I'm 

just about half way onto your curves.” 
“In which case,” remarked the swell 

with unruffled suavity, ‘‘I had better pro- 
duce the scads.” 

«Sixteen cents,” said the duchess. 
The money was paid, there was a know- 

ing interchange of smiles, and then the 
swell sauntered out, 
‘She was onto my curves fer a fac,” he 

said amiably to me as he passed out, 
“wasn’t she 7 

“Rather.” 
“And, son,” he added with an air of 
at sincerity, *‘1’'m pretty near onto yours. 

‘his is no place fer a mash.” 
So we left the shop together, and I had 

no further chance of enjoying the eon- 
versation of the duchess. 
The phrase they bandied so easily struck 

me as being the latest thing in slang. It 
comes from the ball field, of course. To 
“get onto a pitcher's curves” indicates 
great skill, prescience and knowledge on 
the part of the man atthe bat. I have 
heard the phrase often of late as indicating 
sharpness and intuition. 
There are one or two words which set 

the people laughing as soon as they are 
mentioned. For some reason or other the 
great North American public has made up 
its mind that there is nothing more ex- 
quisitely funny than an allusion to 
“‘whiskers.” 
A long while ago Pat Rooney used to 

tell a story in his inimitable dialect about 
the manner in which he had been used by 
mankind. 
“Oi'm a law-abidin’ man,” he would say 

the awful misery of she unhappy wife who 
went out to search for her husband, *‘with 
her shoes,” sobbed Mr. Evans in his song, 
“filled up with feet.” He tells how she 
goes from door to door and finally finds her 
husband sitting on a horse bloek with a 
cordial smile on his handsome face, while 
the wind sighs through his whiskers. The 
effect of the song on the multitude of thea- 
tregoers is inconceivable to people who 
have no idea of the real hold that slang has 
upon the majority of New Yorkers. It 
pervades every section of the town. 

It is in the Fourth ward, however, that 
slang reaches its highest point. Some 
time ago I was coming out of Harper's 
building, when the voice of a boy, who 
seemed scarcely 5 years old, arrested my 
attention. He was a ragged little urchin, 
and he was pulling his mother’s dress with 
one hand, while he pointed at the driver of 
a passing hearse with the other. The 
driver had a rich burgundy color, and it 
was concentrated at the end of his nose. 
It was this that attracted the child's atten- 
tion. 
“Hey, mudder,” he said, excitedly, 

“pipe his “jags wid de rosy beak on the 
Morgue wagon !"” 

It was akin in accent and intonation to 
another man, whom I heard as I walked up 
the Bowery. He was a barker in frovt of 
a cheap museum, and I stopped for a mo- 
ment to listen to him. He wore a huge 
cigar in the corner of his mouth, and dis- 
played an ever-varying smile. Just as I 
was passing his place, he raised his voice 
and cried: 
“My Gawd! can these things be?” 
Everybody stopped. 
‘Here I yam,” continned the barker, in 

a state of excitement, ‘‘shootin’ off me 
mouth like a wild man, an’ for what pur- 
pose?" 
Here he turned and addressed the crowd : 
“Gents,” he said, solemnly ; ““yer loosin 

th’ chance of a lifetime—g'way from that 
winder, boy, or I'll kick yer lung—an’ 
whose toblame? Am I? No! Walkin! 
Walk in an’ look at th’ unrivalled co-lection 
of U-ro-pee-an an’ naytive novelties from 
the courts of Tokio, Mokio, Boxio, and 
WHANG GOO!” 
The barker then lowered his voice to a 

whisper, and added, confidentially : 
«All ter th’ small an’ giddy sum of one 

dime or ten cents, includin’ a troop of 
Wild Eyed Children of Borneo, a living 
skeletan minus of flies, a Cork girl who 
writes wid her nose, th’ Dog Faced mudder 
uv four Be-oot-ti-ful Triplets—" and at 
this point he lost all control of himself, and 
yelled wildly : 
“Not for-ge-t-ting Munscer Ping-gull- 

hinkie France's fav-or-ite son, who can put 

locality. In the far West a man speaks of 
something satisfactory in the horse and 
wagon way as ‘‘a dandy turnout, stranger,” 
whilz in Newport it goes as ‘‘a devilish 
swagger trap, ol’ chap”—and there isn't a 
bit of difference.— New York Sun. 

I7 you want to Let your House, Advertise 

in *“ Progress’. 

AN ANTIPODEAN BEAUTY. 

I wonder what home folks would say who saw you 
sitting there 

In that delightful maze of pink ot a French cos- 
tumiere, 

Toying a slender foot, size two, in broidered silk 
encased, 

Half out, half in, the last court shoe that took Pari- 
sian taste. 

The moment they shot eyes at you they'd note the 
union rare, 

Complexion of the warmer hue with the crown of 
pale gold hair. 

"Twas this the Italian masters loved on canvas to 
portray, 

And some such witchery which moved the King 
Cophetua. 

While the refinement of your face and the unconsci- 
ous knack, 

The careless, captivating grace with which you're 
leaning back, 

Could not be truer if you were the daughter of a 
peer, 

Or long-descended commoner in the same social 
sphere. 

There's not a fairer in Mayfair, or better bred and 
drest 

In all the garland gathered there from England's 
loveliest; 

You look so dainty, so complete, so far from com- 
mon folk, 

As if you'd never crossed the street without a Ra- 
leigh’s cloak. 

And yet I've seen you, often, too, ona half-broken 
horse 

Press hard an old-man kangaroo o'er fence and 
watercourse | 

Gallop wildfire 'twixt low-branched trees, "mid bur- 
row and ant heap, 

And pull the colt up from his knees when stumbling 
from a leap. 

And if they knew the simple things with which 
you're satisfied, 

And saw your hearty welcomings and freedom from 
false pride, 

They'd never dream that you command all money 
can acquire, 

And oceupy a block of land as large as Lincolnshire. 

I wish I'd Millais® art to trace you as you're sitting 
there, 

With your bright summer-tinted face and golden 
crown of hair, 

To catch the sweet simplicity and gallant confidence. 
That mingle in your frank blue eye, and augur inno- 

cence. 

Innocence need not be uncouth and Nature's not 
ill drest, 

Nor Re any crime for youth to try and look her 
yest, 

And all delight when wealth and grace, accom- 
plished and ornate, 

Seek not with coldness to efface the pleasure they 
create. 

— Douglas Sladen, in Australian Lyrics. 

COLES & PA 

STOVES. 
CoLES & PARSONS. 

We have just received another 
shipment of our famous 

elf-Feeding Stoves, 

“Art Countess,” 

which for beauty and heating 
qualities cannot be excelled. 

Persons wanting a first-class 
Stove would do well to call 
and examine our Stock before 
purchasing elsewhere. 

SON'S, - - 40 Charlotte Steet. 
“ Cleanliness Is Next To Godliness.” 

The American Steam Laundry, 
LOCATED AT 

Nos. 52 and 54 Canterbury Street, 
HAS "FHKE 

Latest Improved Machinery, the Most Competent Help, the Most 
Efficient Supervision, and, therefore, Everybody says, 

DOES THE BEST WORK. 

Fredericton Agency: C. L. RICHARDS, Queen Street. 

1% GIVE US A TRIAL ORDER. .& 

a. —-  - P— 
Encourage Home Manufacture. 

MARITIME VARNISH AND WHITE LEAD WORKS. 
JAMES ROBERTSON, 

Manufacturer of all kinds of VARNISHES and JAPANS, WHITE LEAD, COLORED 
and LIQUID PAINTS and PUTTY. 

7%" Facrory— CORNER OF CHARLOTTE AND SHEFFIELD STREETS. 
Office and Warehouse: ROBERTSON’S New Building, Corner Union and Mill Streets. 

WILLIAM GREIG, Manager. 
Ste John, N. B. 

MOORE'S 
Almond and Cucumber Cream, 

ee FOR = 

SOFTENING AND BEAUTIFYING THE SKIN. 

It will cure Chapped Hands, Face and Lips. 
It cools the skin when hot, dry or painful from 

exposure to sun or wind, or heated by exercise. 
It removes Tan, Pimplest Scaly |Eruptions and 

Blackheads, and keeps the complexion clear and 
brilliant. 
An excellent application after shaving. 

PRICE 25 CENTS A BOTTLE. 

Sample bottles free on application. 

Prepared by G. A. MOORE, 
DRUGGIST, 

109 Brussels St. cor. Richmond. 

Oysters. Oysters. 
—IN STORE— 

65 bls.” Hand-Picked P. E. I. Oysters ; 
10 kegs Pickled Pigs’ Feet ; 

* Spiced Lambs’ Tongues. 
—— FOR SALE LOW AT-—— 

J. ALLAN TURNER'S, 
No. 3 North side King square. 

OYSTERS delivered on the half shell. 
Orders for hotels and families promptly attende 

to and shelled to order. 

JAMES S. MAY. oh 

JAMES S. MAY & SON, 

Merchant Tailors, 

24 Prince William Street, 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

W. ROBERT MAY. 

P. O. Box 303. 

Stock always complete in the latest de- 
signs suitable for first-class trade. 

Prices subject to 10 per cent. discount 

"DAVID CONNELL, 
Livery and Boarding Stables, Sydney St 

Horses Boarded on reasonable terms. 

#9 Horses and Carriages on hire. Fine Fit-outs 
at short notice. 

SOCIALIST PUBLICATIONS. 
SEND FOR CATALOGUE TO 

The New York Labor News Co., 
25 EAST FOURTH STREET, 

New York City. 

ADVERTISE IN PROGRESS. 

EQUITABLE TONTINE POLICY. 
September 15, 1873, the EQuitasL Live 

ASSURANCE SOCIETY issued a policy on the 

life of a resident of New York thirty years 

of age. It was a life policy, its premiums 

payable in fifteen annual payments, and on 

the Tontmme plan. The total premtum for 

fifteen years amounted to 85,564. 
C—— 

Here is the result September 15, 18588: 

A cash value of $6,567.70. This 
g CE—— 

return in cash to the poliey-holder of 

$122.45 for each £100 paid in premiums, 
E— i Ee oi 

and is in addition to the protection fur- 

nished to his family of £10,000 of assurance 
HEREC 

He could have 

This 

would secure a retura in cash to the policy- 

holder's heirs of £295.70 for each $100 
SRST 

1S a 

during the fifteen years. 

taken a paid-up policy for $15,860. 

paid in premiums. 

Equitable Life Assurance Society 
Does a Larger Business, 

Holds a Larger Surplus, 

Gives a Better Contract, 

And Pays its Losses More Promptly 

THAN ANY OTHER LIFE ASSURANCE 

COMPANY IN THE WORLD. 

Dried Fruits! 

1 car DRIED APPLES--now due. 
Currants, : 

Valencia Raisins, 
Valencia Layer Raisins. 

LOW RATES ON ABGVE. 

GILBERT BENT & SONS, 

SOUTH MARKET WHARF. 


