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Hall's Book Store, 
Prang’s Shorter Course in 

FORM, STUDY AND DRAWING 
It compries a series of Drawing 

Books for pupils, and Manuals for 
teachers. 

The instructions 
Models and Objects. 

Constructive Drawing! 
Representatvie Drawing ! 

is based 

Decorative Drawing ! 

Drawing Books, Nos. 1to 5, 20 cts 
2» 

Teachers Manual 60 

Models.—Each pupil should have 

set No. 20, 1st year, price 20 cents, 

The set comprises the following 
Sphere, Hemisphere, Cube, 

Right- 

Angled, Triangular Prism, and six 

solids: 
Cylinder, Square, Prism, 

each of the following plane figures : 
Circle, Semi-Circle, Square Oblong, 
Richt-Angled Triangle, and two dozen 

te) = (lo) 2 k 

assorted ‘sticks, different colors, 
lengths. 

Set No. 21, 2nd year, price 20 
cents with different contents. 

Teachers should have, set No. 25 
40 cents. y 

In addition the 
large lot of 

NUT) 
for modelling. Each school requires 
about 20 pounds. Also drawmg 
and pencils. 

M.S. HALL, 
Fisher's Building, Opp. Normal School. 

FREDERICTON. 

VINEGAR. 
We 

subscriber has a 

  

  

Now is the season for it. 
handle 

obitale’s Celebrated Vinegar 

“EUREKA” 

Double Strength-| 
XX X White Wine, 
DED. < « 
X 

Cider; also4 & 5 Gallon Demijohns 
of Double Strength Vinegar. 

For sale low by 

A. F. RANDOLPH & SON. 

'89 APRIL. '89, 
New Goods! 
STOCK NOW COMPLETE.’ 

« [13 

  

  

Ladies’ Dress Goods 
In} Cashmeres, Delains, and other stuff 
_ goods, in all desirable shades and 

colours, at bottom prices. New 
Prints, Ginghams, Peguas, 

Seersuckers, Hamburgs, 
Z\Laces, Corsets, Hose, 

| ; Gloves, and 
Parasols. 

bs. 1 fA 
3 large stoc 

PHS “fof Mens,’ Youths’ 
s and Boys’ Clothing, 
ig equal to custom made, ® 

and much cheaper. Mens suits 
LC dfrom $5to $15; Youths, $4.25 up, 

and Boys’ equally cheap. Also, Hite 
Oaps, Shirts, Drawers, Braces, and 
UNDERCLOTHING IN GREAT VARIETY. 
Diagonial and Corkserew Coatings, Canadian 

and Scotch Tweeds, a large stock and choice 
1 E Striped 

foods in Shirtings, Grey and White Cottons, 
ees Cottonad, Tickings, 

» Bwansdowns, etc. Table and Floor 
and Hemp Carpets, Trunks, 

patterns. Prices lower than ever. 

Towelling es, Table Linens, 

Qil Cloths, Wool 

Valises and Satchels, 

TRUNKS from 75 cents to $8.00. 
EZ" Room Paper and Remnants of all 

%kinds always on hand, 

OWEN SHARKEY. 
Til A © XSbarkey’s Block.) 

on 

  

  

A MORNING WALK. 

Though wehave said good-bye, 

Clasped hands and parted ways, my dream 

and I, 

There still is beauty on the earth and glory in 

the sky. 

  

The world has not grown old 

With foolish hopes, nor commonplace nor cold, 

Nor is there any tarnish on the happy harvest 

gold. 

Spent was the night in sighing. 

In tears and vain regrets, heartache and cry- 

ing— x 

Lo! breaks the windy azure morn with clouds 

tumultuous flying! 

Life is net all a cheat. 

A sordid struggle trite and incomplete. 

When the sun and shadow flee across the bil- 

lows of the wheat; 

When upward pierces keen 

The lark’s shrill exultaiion o'er the sheen 

Of the young barley's wavy fleece of silky, 

silvery green. 

  

Did’st think, oh, narrow heart! 

That mighty Nature shared thy puny smart? 

Face her serene, heart whole, heart free, that 

is the better part, 

Are the high heavens bent. 

A vault of snow and sapphire wonderment, 

Merely to arch, dull egotist, thy dismal dis- 

content? 

Would’st pour into the ear 

Of the young morn the thoughts that make 

thee drear, 

V ew the land's joyous splendor through the 

folly of a tear? 

The boon thou hast not had— 

Tis a slight trivial thing to make thee sad 

When with the nshine and the storm God's 

glorious world is glad. 

    

   

  

"Mis guilt to weep for it! 

When blithe the swallows by the poplars flit, 

Aslant they go. pied cloven gleams thro’ leav- 

age golden lit; 

While breezy purples stain 

The long low grassy reaches of the plain 

Where ashen pale the alders quake before the 

hurricane. 

Ah! there are still delights 

Hid in the multitude of common sights, 

The dear and wonted pageant of the summer 

days and nights. 

The word is not yet said 

Of ultimate ending, we are quick, not dead, 

Though the dim years withhold from us one 

frail joy coveted. 

Our life is all too brief. 

The world too wide, too wonderful for griet, 

Too crowded with the loveliness of bird and 

bud and leaf. 

So, though we said good bye 
With bitter futile tears, my dream and I— 

Each slender blade of wayside grass is clothed 

with majesty! 
—Cornhil: Magazine. 

A COMPETENT CLERK. 

But He Had a Dangerous Weak- 

ness for Cipher Telegrams. 

  

  

  

I had engaged a new clerk. He was, I 

confess, the best penman I had ever seen, 

and being thoroughly acquainted with the 

art of double-entry book-keeping, filled the 

position for which I had employed him with 

entire satisfaction to myself. Aside from 

his work, there was something about the 

young man I did not exactly like—a pecul- 

iar, reserved way with him that, during his 

stay with me, I never understood, and I 

suppose I might always have remained in 

ignorance concerning its meaning had not 

the circumstance 1 am about to relate 

thrown some light upon his true character. 

_ One forenoon, about two weeks after the 

engagement of my new clerk, I had occa- 

sion, while he was absent, to go to his desk, 

and saw, lying on the floor just beneath it 

a half-sheet of foolscap paper, on which 

were inscribed, in my book-keeper’s hand- 

writing, the following characters, which 

appeared to constitute a key to some secret 

record or correspondence: 
14S To ig sf 5 7 3 des I RETO SERGI 20SE 208 TT 

Saba TC dere tivi ot hen iea aT ial] Simi Sen 20. g 

8 22 28 9 10 24 25 11 12 26 27 13 
Dig os tui vw xa 
On what slight incidents are great 

events often based! I carelessly put the 

piece of paper into my pocket, where it lay 

for months forgotten by myself, to be 

brought forth at last as the instrument 

wherewith two great villains were brought 

to justice, and as the means by which I was 
saved the loss of a large sum of money. 

One day after the banks were closed was 
paid the sum of £3,000, which I placed 
within a drawer in my small office safe, in- 
tending it should remain there over night, 
and the next day I would put it on deposit. 

Gamnett (my new clerk) was present, 

and appeared very observant of what I was 
doing—following my every motion with an 
eager, nervous, excited glance, which, al- 
though it attracted my attention at the time, 
did not impress me as a matter of much im- 
portance, and was soon out of my mind; 
though afterward I had cause to remember 
it very distinctly. 
“Gamnett,” said I, as I swung to the 

safe-door, locked it carefully and put the 
key in my pocket (by the way, I may as well 
state here that1l was the only one who had 
a key) —‘‘Gamnett, you know, of course, 

about the money, and to insure its safety I 
wish you would do me a favor.” 

“J am ready to oblige at any moment— 

the present none the less,” said he. 

‘Well, then,” said I, “I would like to 
have you sleep in the office all night and 
guard against burglars. You can sleep on 
the couch and keep the fire burning, so you 
will be warm and comfortable. You may 
take my rug, and every thing will be all 
right. Of course I shall pay you extra for 
the trouble.” 

“It will be a happiness to do so,” said 
Gamnett, somewhat eagerly, I afterward 
thought. “I care not for extra pay.” 

“] am sorry to have to cause you so much 
trouble and inconvenience,” said I, grati- 
fied at the readiness with which he ac- 
quiesced, ‘‘and Ihope it will not often occur. 
By the way, Gamnett,” I added, putting on 
my overcoat, ‘I shall not be back at the of- 
fice to-night, for I am going to town by the 
five o’clock train. You and Wilson can see 
to things while I am gone, though I shall 
probably return to-morrow. Good night.” 

“Good night, Mr. Parker. You can de- 
pend upon my faithfully carrying out your 
directions.” 

The unusual cordiality with which he 
spoke, combined with the fact that he made 
use of my name for the first time in my re- 
membrance, occasioned me some surprise; 
however, I soon left him at the desk, and, 
wrapping my overcoat closely around me, 
went out into the cold wintry air and wend- 
ed my way homeward. v 

After partaking of a warm, hearty meal, 
I proceeded to the station and took the five 
o'clock train for town, where I arrived two 
hours EY rd TA ds     
    

  

In my younger days I had been employed 
   

      

in a telegraph office, and had become a com- 
netent operator, though for various reasons | 
I didnot like the business, and, after hav- | 
ing worked atit for a few years, resigned - 
ly positicn to engage in somcthing more 
¢ - genial to my taste. Among the many ac- 
quaintances I had formed at that time was 
that of a young fellow by the name of Tay- 
lor, who was also an operator, and, at the 
time of which I write, was employed by the 
telegraph company in their office, where, 
for old acquaintance sake, I called without 

delay, and round him seated by his instru- 
ment engaged in the perusal of the even- 

ing paper. 
“Taylor,” said I, advancing toward him, 

“how are you?” 
““Halloo, Parker, is that you?’ he ex- 

claimed, rising from his seat. “Give us 
your fin, old fellow, and say, how goes it?” 

[ 

| 

“Tirst rate,” I replied, shaking hands; | 

“you still keep ab the old occupation, I see.” 
“Yes, and probably always shall. Here 

is the paper; sit down and be comfortebl 
I've got to receive this message that’s cc 
ing. ‘No peace for the wicked,’ and certain- 
ly not for telegraph operators.” 

I took the seat he offered, and, spreading 
the paper out before me, began to read—my 
friend in the meantime taking down the 
dispatch, and otherwise busying himself 
about the instrument, which had com- 

menced clicking in & very lively and ani- 
mated manner. 

“It’s from your place,” he said, present- 

    

ly. 
“Ts it?” said I, folding the paper to get at 

the inside. 
“It’s in cipher, too,” he added soon after- 

ward. 
“From my place, and in cipher!” I re- 

peated, throwing aside the paper. “Who is 

it from?” 
“Haven't come to that yet.” 
I had become strangely interested, I 

scarcely knew why, and waited impatiently 
for the complete transmission of the mes- 

sage. 

The instrument went on clicking at a 
great rate, and presentiy Taylor began to 

spell alcud, as fast as it came over the 
wires, the name appended to the telegram. 

“G-a-m-n-e-t-t. Gamnett,”’ said he. 
“Gamnett!’” I exclaimed, starting up. 

“Why, he's my clerk! Baylor, let me see 
that telegram.” 
Although the proceeding were sonie- 

what irregular—it not being usual for tele- 
graph officials to allow third parties to be- 
come acquainted with the contents of 
other people’s messages—my friend, under 
the present circumstances (which were 
considered as partial justification for the 
act), handed me the paper, on which he had 
transcribed the message, and glancing over 
it eagerly, I saw what follows: 

“To WILLIAM JACKSON, 119 Coppice Street: 
¢10-4-28-16-16-10-4-7-24-9-14-21-2-8-7-24-21-2-9-18-21- 

10-4-16-9-14-17-16-13-8-14-23-5-16-23 3-7-21-16 10-18-6- 
6-10-7-20-7-23-23-7-11-1-7:20-16-2-7-11-21-11-18-10-4-10- 

4 16-10-7-7-6-9-18-20-20-16-2-18-14-10-16-6-26 13-14-10- 
7-21-16-15-16-14-10-10-4-16 - 7-17-17-18-1-16-13-18-11-18- | 
6-6-6-16-10-26-7-24-11-21-18-9-6-16-16-8-10-4-16-23-16. 

A ‘“GAMNETT.” 

“Who is this Jackson—the man to whom 
the dispatch is addressed?! Or don’t you 
know?’ I asked. 

“‘He keeps a sort of blacksmith’s shop, 
and makes tools,” said Taylor. “I don’t 
like his looks—he’s vinegar-visaged.’ 

I hardly know why it was, but the fact of 
my clerk’s having sent a telegraph dispatch 
in cipher looked very suspicious to me, and 
I instinctively thought of the paper I had 
found under his desk, and which was still in 
my pocket. 

“Taylor,” said I, “I wish you would al- 
low me to keep a copy of this dispatch. It 
may affect my interests more than you 

think for.” 
“Well, if you think it does, go ahead,” 

said Taylor. “Only don’t get me into hot 
water—that’s all. , 

“I'll take care of that, Taylor,’ said I, 
going to a desk and sitting down before it. 
“Now leave me alone for a few minutes, 
and I'll seeif I can solve this mystery.” 

By the aid of the piece of paper I have 
before mentioned I soon obtained the fol- 
lowing translation: 

“To WILLIAM JACKSON, 119 Coppice street: 
Three thousand pounds in the safe and Parker 
gone until to-morrow. Come down with the 
tools immediately, and at one be at the office 
and I will let you in. I sleep there. ; 

“GAMNETT.” 

In a perfect thrill of excitement I bade 
my friend a hasty good-bye, and telling him 
that I would more fully explain at some 
other time, ran back to the station and took 
the night train for home. 

As we whirled onward in the darkness I 
revolved the whole matter over in my mind, 
and came to a decision as to what plan I 
should pursue—which will be better illus- 
trated by the actual facts as they occurred. 
Going directly to the post-office I commmu- 

nicated my discovery to the chief, who set 
a trap by means of which the burglars were 
caught engaged in the accomplishment of 
their nefarious schemes. 
The station was watched, and a stranger 

carrying in his hand a large bag was ob- 
served to alight from the half-past eleven 
o'clock train from town, who took his way 
to my office, en the door of which he gave a 
peculiar knock,and was at once admitted 

by Gamnett. 
The officers waited on the outside a suffi- 

cient length of time for them topget fairly at 
work, and then, breaking into the office, 
found one man engaged in blowing powder 
into the keyhole of the safe, and the other, 
my clerk, looking over the burglar’s tools. 
Both Gamnett and his bosom friend Jack- 

son were generously provided by the benev- 
olent authorities with an elegant stone man- 
sion across the seas; and so highly delight- 
ed were they with the many charms that 
this magnificent retreat afforded, that they 
were easily prevailed upon to occupy for the 
period of ten years apartments of the cosy 
dimensions of seven by nine feet—the-win- 
dows of which were ornamented by iron 
bars, placed lengthwise, in fulfillment of the 
directions of an ingenious architect, who 
had an eye to beauty, and wished every 
thing belonging to the country to present as 
snug and safe an appearance as possible. 
  

Snores Like a Sea-Lion. ___ 

A correspondent of the Lancet makes a 
humiliating appeal to the medical profession 
to tell him what he is to do with a lady 
patient on whom he has been bestowing 
fruitless care and attention for the last 
twenty years. This lady is an inveterate 
and incorrigible snorer. Her husband has 
confided to the medical man that the snor- 
ing is “much worse lately,” and that, 

whereas his helpmeet was wont to let him 

off with only three or four hours of torture, 

she now ‘‘snores all night, and can be heard 

all over the house.” Moreover, she fre- 

quently wakes herself with the noise five 

or six times in one night, and it is rare that 

her husband can get to sleep till three or 
four o'clock. Whether she lies high or low 
makes no difference—she can sleep and 

snore at any time in a few minutes, and to 

aggravate the case she has lately taken to 
yawning a great deal. wuxoirma.     

PERFCRMING CATS. 

Their Training ¥s a Difficult Task Requir- 

ing Lots of Patience. 

In a small street off the Waterloo road in 
London stands a house in which are forty 

cats, a score of rats, a similar number of 
mice, one hundred pigeons, a dozen cana- 
ries. a cockatoo, and a sca-gull. The presid- 
Ing genius over this strange collection of 
animals is Leoni Clarke. As soon as you 
speak with him you see at once the secret 
of his power over his heterogeneous family, 
for quietness, patience and kindness “are 
suggested by his voice and his manner, and 

these are just the characteristics needed to 

make the successful trainer. When the 
writer went over Mr. Clarke's establish- 
ment the other day he was taken first of all 
to, the infirmary. Here were scven inva- 
lids suffering from influenza—a kind of dis- 
temper that they had caught from a strange 
cat. These invalids were cozily nestled on 
arug in front of a fine warm fire. Their 
food was warm milk and rabbit soup. In 
another room were upward of thirty sound 
cats—common English cats, Persian cats, 
Russian cats and Manx cats. A thick bed- 
ding of straw covered the floor. Every 
night, when the cats are away perform- 

ing, their room is cleaned out and the win- 

dows thrown open, It does not pay Mr. 
Clarke to have any of these cats ill or indis- 
posed; and if a fully trained one dies he 
considers it almost as bad as if he had lost 
£100. You see that Russian cat with his ear 
bitten?’ said Mr. Clarke. “We call him 
Dynamite because he is so fierce. There is 
Fireworks,’ inting to a beautiful tor- 
toise-shell. “Fireworks, here!” and Fire- 

  

    

  

  

  
works leaped right upon his master’s 
shoulder. Fireworks is the smartest cat 
in the whole collection. It scrambles | 
up to the tightrope—fixed at a 
height of thirty feet from the stage | 
—by a bar at an angle of about 
seventy-five degrees, and steps onto the 
rope, which it traverses with as self-con- 
scious an ajr as any other master per- 
former. Quietly sitting on a chair was the 
Baldwin cat, peacefully licking itself, just 
as any old maid’s fireside companion might 
do. This little creature, thouch it had been 

higher up in the world than any of ils com- 
panions and caused ‘greater sensations, 
seemed in no wise puffed up and to be guite 

   

      

+ willing to mingle with its tribe on terms of 
equality. All the rest of these cats could 
perform wonderful feats—jump from the 
top of one champagne bottle to another, 
play with mice, rats and canaries, and even 
suffer themselves to be hanged by a couple 
of rats. The most difficult thing to teach 
them is to jump through hoops surrounded 
with flames. They are afraid of the fire, 
but their fears are overcome when they 
learn that there is no danger, and this is 
accomplished simply by the exercise of 
more patience, more coaxing and kindness. 
Down-stairs was the training-room. Here 
Mr. Clarke erects a mimic stage, with 
scenery and all the other adjuncts, and 
puts recruits through their drill. When 
they have learned their more simple exer- 
cises they are taken out to the public per- 
formances for the purpose of becoming ac- 
customed to the noise, the music and to 
strangers. Mr. Clarke never gives mors 
than two performances in one evening— 
this he considers quite enough for the well- 
being of his cats. He has a private omni- 
bus for conveying them from one hall to 
another and home. The cats and other ani- 
mals are packed in hampers, which are put, 
on the top of the bus, while he himself, 
with his wife and an attendant, travels in- 
side. Besides milk, which is warmed for 
them in cold weather, these cats are also 
plentifully fed on beef—sometimes raw, 
sometimes roasted—which Mrs. Clarke told 
a London Star man costs her eight pence 

a pound just now; also on rabbits and fish. 

GENERAL JOE GEIGER 

Two Stories About the Ugliest Man in the 
State of Ohio. 

There is another story told as original on 
quaint old Joe Geiger, says the Washing- 
ton Post. He has always been known as 
the ugliest man in Ohio, and prided himself 
on this distinctive and superlative title. It 
is not every man who can achieve a super- 
lative. When he was campaigning for the 
Republicans down on the big Darby he was 
introduced as the ugliest man in Ohio. His 
fame, both in this respect and as a great 
joker, had preceded him, of course. A 
village joker, who was no prize beauty him- 
self, arose when Joe was introduced, and, 
pointing a pistol at him, said: ‘I made a 
solemn vow many years ago that if I ever 
met a man uglier than myself I would kill 
him.” 

Joe looked at him a second and exclaimed : 
“Shoot, for God’s sake, shoot! If I am 
uglier than you are 1 want to die!” 
Another story about Joe relates to his 

habit when he was speechmalking of hav- 
ing something in the way of a ‘‘stimilent” 
on his desk to partake of during his efforts. 
He used to have a private engagement with 
his agent by which some gin was put in his 
pitcher, which he would pour out as pure, 
unadulterated water, so far as appearances 
went. 
Once when he was about to open up to a 

large audience in Mansfield, which included 
John Sherman, one of those busybodies 
who make themselves prominent on 
erowded occasions bustled up and took the 
prepared pitcher. 

“I'll get you some fresh water, General,” 
he said, effusively. 

  

  

“No, no!” exclaimed the General in great ; 
alarm. ‘That water is all right. I don’t 
like fresh water.” 

“But this has been standing here some 
time,” said the flend, ‘and is stale. It 
won't take me but a moment, General.” 
‘Please leave that water,” begged the 

@eneral, in an agonized voice, ‘I love stale 
water; I love it real stale and warm. That 
water isn’t warm and stale enough. Fresh 
water makes my head ache. Please leave 
it. Don’t trouble yourself, I beg of you.” 

“Oh, no trouble at all,” said the fiend, 
cheerfully, and away he went for fresh 
water, followed by the General's eye, which 
had an expression embracing the glare of 
the eye of a tiger thirsting for blood and 
the look that is never seen in the human 
eye except when despair is in the heart. 
The General can never tell the story 

without a shudder, and always concludes it 
by asserting his belief that it was a job put 
up-on him by Sherman. 
  

An Honest Gas Meter, 

The Electrical World says that there 
used to be such a prejudice against gas 
meters that consuiners of electricity did not 
like to have their electrical meters put any- 
where near their gas meters, lest the new 
gauge might contract bad and lying habits 
from the old one. The electric meter has a 
reputation as good as that of the gas meas- 
urers is bad. Now an ingenious fellow has 
turned up with a patent for a combination 
gas and electrical meter as accurate in its 
workings as a pair of jeweler’s scales. 

{ 

F.JSEERY, M.D, CM. 
LICENTIATE OF THE ROYAL COLLEGE “or PRY 

CIANS OF EDINBURGH. 

LICENTIATE OF THE RovyarL COLLEGE OF 
GEONS OF EDINBURGH. 

LICENTIATE OF THE FACULTY OF PrYSI0TAR 
AND SURGEONS OF GLASGOW. 

Spr MAT CERTIFICATE IN MIDWIFERY, 

—OFF1CE FISHER'S BUILDING 
— 

FJ. McCausland, 
DEALER IN 

    

WATCHES, CLOCKS, JEWELLRY 
FANCY GOODS, &c., 

Prices tosuit the Times 
Ne et 

REPAIRING A SPECIALTY 

And done with Despatch, 

Bn — 

WATCHES CLEANED & REPAIRED, 

ay BR 

MAND ol Ni 
Cor. Queen & Carleton Sts, 

PLUMBING 
—AND— 

GAS: FITTING. 
0] 

e 

  

  

    

I'am in a position to give estimates om & 
lasses of plumbing and Gas-Fitting and to ~ pes 
orm the work satisfactory and promptly 

  

“ make a specialty of fitting ap}Bath Rooms : 
Hot-Air Furnaces &c. g apd 

AN. LaFORES 
Tinsmith, Plumber, §-c., 

  » 

INTERNATIONAL 

STEAMSHIP Co. 
CA | 

Arrangem ent 
  

Four Trips a]Week 

FOR BOSTON, 
Via Eastport d: Portland 

—T H E— 

GREAT THROUGH ROUTE 
FROM 

Fredericton and St. John 

  

SE Oy eT (TN 
And all points South and West. 

  

& AND AFTER MONDAY, April 29th, 
the Steamers of this Company will leave 

St. John for Eastport, Portland and Bos 
every MONDAY, WEDNESDAY and FRI. 
DAY morning at 7.25 standard. 

Returning, will leave Boston same days, at 
8.30 a. m,, standard, and Portland at 5,30 p. m, 
foryEastport and St. John. ear 

In addition to the above, a Steamer will leave 
St. John every SATURDAY EVENING, at 7 
o'clock, for Boston direct. 3 

Connectious at Eastport with steamer “Rose 
Standish,” for St. Andrews, Calais and St. 
Stephen. roe La 

w®. Freight received laily up to 5 p. m. 
H. W. CHISHOLM, 

Agent, 

  

CLIFTON HOUSE. 

ray 
->   

§7. JOHN, N. B 

A. N, PETERS, - PROPRI     

  

stas 

ittle 
-lov- 
Wing 
press: 
2,000,- 
it not 
Irinks, 

5, Sta- 

This Hotel is situated in a most central posiiperate 
an has all the modern improvement + of all 

Telephone Connsction, HiElectrio 1), I , of all the


