
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

From our Archives and Collections 

Artifact of the Month 

July, 2014 
By Danielle Ager, Museum Staff Assistant - Archives 

This month’s artifact is a glass 

souvenir cup. 

This artifact is from World’s Fair in Chicago in 1893.   Bertha 

Van Hoosen worked at the Columbian World’s Fair as the 

emergency physician.  She explains how she was appointed to 

that position in her autobiography, Petticoat Surgeon: 

In less than a week of waiting for patients, and before I had 

time for worry, I received a telephone call to come at once to 

the second apartment of the building at Thirty-sixth and 

Cottage Grove Avenue.  I had no telephone, but considered 

myself lucky that the druggist would deliver messages at any 

time, day or night.  As there was no inkling of the kind of case it 

might be, I prepared for any emergency and took a streetcar. 

I was surprised when I found myself at the home of Dr. Hickey 

Carr, who ushered me in and began catechizing, “Did you get a 

call to come at once?” 

“Yes,” I assented. 

“And were you greatly excited?  Have you been going over in 

your mind how you would treat this emergency, that acute 

disease?  Did it give you a great thrill?” 

“Yes, it did,” I confessed. 

“Well although it is true that there is no one ill, I could not 

resist the temptation to give you that big thrill.  However, I am 

not so heartless as to get you here and have nothing to offer 

you.  I have an appointment for you to serve three days as 

emergency physician at the dedication of the Columbian 

World’s Fair.  You will be paid ten dollars a day, and have an 

opportunity to look around the Fair.  The appointment came to 

me, but on account to my approaching confinement, I thought I 

had better get a substitute.  I hated to discriminate among my 

many doctor friends, and so selected you.  When I mentioned 

your name to Dr. Allport, he said he had known you as a 

student in Ann Arbor and was really pleased to accept you.” 

 

When I announced my World’s Fair appointment at the 

boardinghouse dinner that night, I was looked upon as a 

real personage.  No one could understand how I could 

get such an appointment so soon after coming to 

Chicago, with no friends here. (Petticoat Surgeon, p. 110) 


