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REST. 

Let us rest ourselves a bit. 

Worry ?—wave your hand to it— 

Kiss your fingertips, and smile 
It farewell a little while. 

Weary of the weary way, 

We have come from yesterday, 

Let us fret us not, instead, 

Of the weary way ahead. 

Let us pause and catch our breath 

On the hither side of death, 

While we see the tender shoots 

Of the grasses—not the roots. 

While we vet look down—not up— 

To seek out the buttercup 

And the daisy, where they wave 

O’er the green home of the grave. 

Let us launch us smoothly on 

Listless billows of the lawn, 

And drift out across the main 

Of our childish dreams again. 

Voyage off, beneath the trees, 

O’er the fields’ enchanted seas, 

Where the lilies are our sails, 

And our sea-gulls, nightingales; 

Where no wilder storm shall beat 

Than the wind that waves the wheat, 

And no tempests burst above 

The old laughs we used to love. 

Lose all troubles—gain release, 

Langour and exceeding peace, 

Cruising idly o'er the vust 

Calm mid-ocean of the past. 

Let us rest ourselves a bit. 

Worry ?—wave your hand to it— 

Kiss your fingertips, and smile 

It farewell a little while. 

—James Whitcomb Riley, in the Home Magazine. 

GREAT EXPECTATIONS. 

A North Carolina Man’s Scheme to Bring 
the Name of Nisbit to the Front. 

One day I halted at the cabin of a North 
Carolinian named Nisbit, and I saw so many 
children around that I asked him if he was 
keeping school or running an orphan asylum. 
Why, yere's only half of ’'em!” he re- 

plied in considerable surprise, and going to 
the door he uttered a long-drawit whoop. 
In three or tour minutes children began to 
break out of the woods and thickets and 
weeds and brier patches, and when they 
had gathered around the door and been 
added to those inside I counted seventeen 
—not one less—and the oldest was not 20 
years old. 
“You seem to be fond of children,” I ob- 

served to the father and mother as they 
stood beaming down on their progeny. 

“I dote on 'em.” replied the mother. 
“JI like ’em, and I'm kinder carryin’ out 

an idea of my own,” added the father. 
“Fur three ginerashuns our family has bin 
sloppy yy 
“What's that?" 
“A-goin’ to the dogs—nuthin’ solid about 

‘em; turnin’ away frem eddecashun an’ 
driftin’ into whiskey and idleness. ‘Deed, 
sah, but it hain’t so very fur back that some 
of the Nisbits were hung by the neck for 
murder. Fur three ginerashuns back we 
haven't produced a Nisbit fitten to dodge a 
skunk. “I'm speakin’ about my partickler 
line 0’ Nisbits. Thar’ may be other Nisbits 
who had money and brains.” 
“Yes, a ios bad lot!” sighed the wife, 

as she held up her hands. 
“Thar was my grandpap,” continued the 

pioneer, as he accepted a plug of tobacco I 
advanced on the seven points of sympathy. 
“There was my grand pap. He'un might 
hev bin President of these Yunited Staits 
jist as well as not, but he was too durned 
lazy to vote for hisself. He was so mighty 
onery that dogs and cats wouldn't stay 
with him, an’ so opposed to work that if 
he fell into a swamp he'd stay right thar 
ontil sumbody cum around to pull him out. 

. They wanted him to be Guv’nor and sheriff 
and lots of other things, but doggone his 
picter to Dayy! he just wanted to sot and 
sot, and chaw and chaw, and guzzle and 
cuzzle, and he was too onery to die till he 
was rising to 90.” 
“Yes, the pore critter!” sighed Mrs. 

Nisbit. 
“And thar was my pap,” continued the 

pioneer, as he lifted up one leg and got 
both hands over the knee. ‘Thar was my 
pap, who might hev bin the biggest lawyer 
or preacher in these Yunited Staits if he 
hadn't bin so slashin’ shuckless. All he 
wanted to do was to sot and sot and sot, 
and drat his buttons if he wouldn't wait fur 
sumbody to pull him in out of a rain- 
storm! Durn him, he knowed ’nuff, but 
he hadn't no hustle to him.” 
“The pore, onery soul!” sighed Mrs. 

**And thar’s me,” continued the man as 
Le changed knees and spit into a wood- 
box. “Yes, thar's me. I'm onery. I'm 
lazy. I'm on the squat. I'm so dog-gone 
shuckless and mean that D’ars won't eat 
me. I hain’t got the ambushin to swap 
mewls or make moonshine whiskey. The 
only good thing about me is the feelin’ that 
the name of Nisbit has been rolled in the 
mud and drawed through the muck till I've 
got ashamed of it. Yes, sah, stranger, 
when you stopped at the doah and asked 
if my name was Nisbit I war ashamed to 
own it.” 

“‘And so you've got a scheme ?” I queried. 
“I hev. The name of Nisbit has got to 

be silver-plated ag'in and perch aloft on the 
banner of—of—wall, she’s got to roost near 
the top of the tree. The day has got to 
cum when the Nisbits kin war broadcloth 
and plug hats, and when niggers will bow 
down before ’em to the dust of the airth.” 
“What is the scheme, if I may ask ?” 
“It’s bringin’ up them children to know 

suthin’.  Yere, Absolam, cum yere.” 
Absolam was a boy of 15, and he toed the 

mark without any hesitation. 
““Absolam, who was the first man?” 
“Adam.” 
“Whar did he 'un hang out ?” 
“Garden of Eden.” 
“Who killed his brother ?” 
“Cain.” 
“Who slew Goliah ?” 
“David.” 
“That'll do. Go back to that ‘tater patch, 

an’ work till I call ye. Ye see, stranger, 
Absolam is to be a preacher. I'm bendin’ 
be'un’s mind for it, and givin’ him the 
ground work. Jefferson, cum forth.” 

Jeff was a year younger. He came to 
the scratch bi was asked : 

_ “Who's the highest man in the Yunited 
Staits 
“The President.” 
“How ar’ Congriss composed ?” 
“Of Senate po, House.’ 
“Who's the highest in No'th 

Carolina 
“The Gu ’ner.” 

man 

“That'll do. Go an’'digroots till eribbins 
time. He un isto be a statesman, stranger, 

an’ he’s gitting 1t down purty fine. Cum 
yere, Thomas.” 
Thomas was about 13 and had been 

roosting on the wood box. 
“Thomas, how many parties ar’ they?” 
“Two—Democrat and Republican § 
“Which ar’ the heftiest ?” 
“The Democrats.” (This was a year 

ago.) 
“How often kin a feller vote ?" 
“Only once.” 
“What's a candidate ?” 
“Feller who runs for office.” 
“That'll do, and you kin go to the tater 

patch and hoe two rows. I'm gwine to 
make he'un a leadin’ politishun, stranger. 
He's climbin’ like a young bar with a dog 
under the tree, and the day is cumin’ when 

he'un will make old North Carolina thrill. 
Cum yere, Peter.” 

Peter was of uncertain age, with rags 

enough for four boys of his size. He was 

in the wood-box, but he came out at the 

call, evidently anxious to show off. 

«Peter, what's good fur worms ?" asked 
the father. 
“Jim weed and "lasses." 
“What takes bile off the stomach?” 
“Wild onion tea.” 
“What cures fits?” 
“Rubbin’ with hot water.” 
“What cures cramps ?" 
“Whiskey.” 
“And dog-gone me if I've got a drop in 

the house! That'll do, Peter; you go 'n’ 
find that mewl and bring him home. I'm 

ine to make a doctor of he 'un, stranger. 

Vashington, over thar, is gwine to be a 

lawyer. Perry will be a merchant; and 

| so it goes on through down to that drafted 
tow-head a-drinkin’ out of the wash-dish, 
who has got to be a steamboat capting, or 
I'll Shog his hide on the tence.” —M. Quad, 
in Detroit Free Press. 

SAVED BY HIS BOOT HEEL. 

It Grounded an Electric Wire Leading to 

a Charge of Dynamite. 

Alderman-elect Duffee, who is a plum- 
ber when he isn't a politician, stood over 
a 40 pound charge of dynamite two nights 
ago while a man in a bomb-prcof, a safe 
distance away, worked an electric battery 
for ten minutes, trying to make the thing 
go off, and wondered why he couldn't. It 
was only by singular good fortune that 
the plumbers did not lose a valued member 
and Ward Six an alderman of - whom 
much is expected. 
The alderman was doing some work at 

the new Stafford mill, and while waiting 
for his assistant to return with some neces- 
sary material he walked across the street 
to the ledge from which the building stone 
was being taken out. It was after dusk, 
and there was no one about, so the alder- 
man went down into the ledge and was 
absorbed in contemplation of a fissure in 
the rock, when he noticed a man carefully 
crawling toward him on hands and knees. 
It was the man who had tried to fire the 
blast and he was examining the wire to 
find out what the trouble was. When he 
discovered the alderman he staggered to 
his feet, and when he could command his 
tongue, told him his situation. The alder- 
man nearly fainted from fright and hasn't 
quite recovered his equanimity yet. It was 
found that his boot heel had rested directly 
on the wire, thus grounding it and pre- 
venting the blast from exploding. —Fall 
River Dispatch. 

Tired of Trifling. 

“Kin I have er man indicted foh false 
pretenses ?”’ asked a colored woman as she 
walked into the prosecuting attorney’s 
office. 

“If you have anything of a case you 
can.” 

“Well, I jes erbout reckon I has a fus- 
class case. You see,] mahr'ed my husban’ 
ten years ergo, an’ at dat time he wah de 
mos’ consumptedest lookin” niggah yoh 
eber did see. But Lawd bress yoh, fom 
dat time he 'gin ter fatten up, an’ gitten 
healthier and healthier twell terday I'm 
furder f’om inj’yin’ de ‘vantages ob bein’ 
his widder dan ebber I wer. He nebber 
did hab nuffin no how, ’ceptin’ er shanty 
dat yoh dasn’t blow yoh bref agin, an’ two 
yaller dogs, an’ I's done tired waitin’ foh 
dem. I wish you'd please ‘dite 'im, or 
leastways draw up some kin’ ob papahs foh 
to call his tention to de fac’ dat somefun 
hab got to be did."—Arkansaw Traveller. 

Perils of Style. 

They do things decorously when they 
can up in Winnipeg. A lord bishop from 
the eastern dominion visited one of the 
established church magnates there recently, 
and was treated with high ceremony. His 
grace was late at breakfast one morning, 
and the rector’s wife, becoming uneasy, in- 
structed her maid-of-all-work as follows : 
“(io up to his grace’s door, Bridget, and 
knock gently, and when the bishop answers 
say slowly and quietly, just as I do, ‘My 
lord, breakfast waits.’” The hostess list- 
ened and heard Bridget's clump, clump, 
clump upon the stairs. Then a brawny 
bang upon the bishop's door and the follow- 
ing : 
Bishop (gently from inside)—*‘What is 

it?” 
Bridget (loudly from outside)—‘My 

God! Come to breakfast! It's a-waitin’!” 

The Soul of the Party. 

Bandmaster (new campaign band).— 
“Shentlemens, we haff an engagement to- 
night to blay in von torchlight procession.” 

First cornet (in alarm).—*‘But dot band 
is only shust been organized. We haff not 
blay together yet alreatty.” 
“Dat macks nix ouse. You all blay vat 

you bleese. I haff one strong mans on dot 
base drum.”— Philadelphia Record. 

Not Any Too Loud. 

“Spieglehauser,” said the leader of a little 
German band to the trombone player, ‘‘vat 
for youblayso loud? You drown de'rest of 
dot music.” 

““Meigensteiner,” returned the trombone, 
‘ven I don’d blay so loud und drown de 
rest of dot music, ve lose money ; so don'd 
you forgot id.” 

He Swallowed His Money. 

Tubley— Well, my little man, what 
would you do with a ten-cent piece if I 
should give it to you?2 
Freddie—I would put it in the little 

brass ship that papa gave me for a bank. 
Tubley—That’s right. You are papa's 

own boy. He puts his money into a 
schooner almost every night.— Burlington 
Bree Press. 

PRINCIPAL SHERATON. 

A Brief Biography from the Paper He 

Formerly Edited. 

James Paterson Sheraton, D.D., born 
Nov. 29, 1841, St. John, N. B., was the 
son of Robert Sheraton, merchant, and 
randson of James Paterson, LL.D., of the 
Iniversity of Glasgow, and for more than 

50 years principal of the Grammar school 
in St. John ; under whose care and trainin 
Dr. Sheraton spent most of his boyhooc 
and youth. He entered the grammar school 
in his seventh year, where, with the exce 
tion of a short time, he remained until he 
matriculated in the University of New 
Bruvswick. Previously to entering the 
university he enjoyed two special advan- 
tages. Dr. Paterson was an enthusiastic 
devotee of the physical sciences and a pro- 
ficient in Oriental languages; in both of 
which departments his grandson received 
the advantages of his instructions. During 
his residence in the university Dr. Sheraton 
carried on his Hebrew studies with the 
venerable Bishop of Fredericton, who is an 
ardent student of the sacred tongue. In 
1861 Dr. Sheraton graduated in Arts with 
honors in Natural Sciences and in Classics, 
and was the Douglas gold medalist of the 
year. He spent the following two 
years partly in the University of King’s 
College, Nova Scotia, and partly in pri- 
vate study under the direction of the 
bishop of Fredericton and of the late Rev. 
John Armstrong, a revered evangelical 
clergyman, in whose parish he worked for 
a short time as lay reader. In December, 
1864, he was admitted to the deaconate, 
and in the following year he was ordained 
presbyter. He labored successfully in the 
parishes of Weldford and Shediac in 
northern New Brunswick. In the autumn 
of 1872 he went to the diocese of Huron 
by the invitation of the bishop, but for 
family reasons was obliged to return the 
following spring to New Brunswick, to the 
parish of Petersville, which had been 
offered to him, but declined in the previous 
summer. In 1873 he removed to the town 
of Pictou, N. S.. to sueceed the Rev. T. 
C. DesBarres, of Toronto, then rector of 
Pictou. In 1877, after repeated solicita- 
tions, he came to Toronto to take the 
principalship of Wyeliffe college. He also 
undertook the editorial supervision of the 
Evangelical Churchman, which he retained 
for many years. The brilliancy of his 
style made the reputation of the paper, 
especially among scholars in Canada and 
the United States. In 1883 the University 
of Queen’s conferred upon him the degree 
of D. D., honors course.— Evangelical 
Churchman. 

One Way to Help on the Reform. 

Four young fellows thought they would 
go out and ‘‘blow a cloud” between the 
acts at Macauley’s recently, and so they 
attempted an exit. A very large lady sat 
in the aisle seat, and the determined air 
with which she viewed the proposed flight 
boded evil for the youngsters. They step- 
ped all over the others in the row and 
reached the fat lady. “You can’t get out 
here!” said she in so loud and determined 
a voice that the boys blushed deeply and 
returned to their seats much embarrassed. 
This ponderous lady is a reformer and she 
deserves a large following.— Louisville 
Courier-Journal. 

The Cigarette. 

Dr. W. L. Dudley, professor of chemis- 
try of the Vanderbilt University at Nash- 
ville, has thoroughly investigated the ques- 
tion of the injurious qualities of cigarette 
smoking, and states on irrefutable evidence 
that the evil exists only when the smoke is 
inhaled, as it then absorbs carbonic oxide, 
and thus deoxides the blood and impairs 
its powers to build up the ever-wasting 
tissues of the body. He further states that 
a cigar, a pipe, or even a water pipe would 
prove equally injurious as the cigarette, if 
the smoke was inhaled. At last we have 
some sound common sense upon this well- 
thrashed subject.— Zobacco. 

Laborious. 

Little Ina, nearly five years of age, set 
out to visit school the other day as gay as 
a lark, but returned after the session with 
a rather careworn expression of counte- 
nance. When asked how she liked school, 
she said : 
“I did not like it.” 
“Why not ?” 
«Oh, I had to work awful hard.” 
“What did you have to do?” 
“I had to keep still like everything."— 

New York World. 

The Advantages of Office. 

“I'm a hantler easier in ma mind noo,” 
said one woman to another, as they stood 
chatting at the door step one summer even- 
ing, ‘since oor Jeems hes been eleckit a 
baillie.” “Ah, hoo's that?” asked the 
neighbor, with pardonable curiosity. “‘Be- 
cause 1 was aye feared that Jeems might 
fa’ into the water if he got fu’, but since he 
was made a magistrate, a policeman aye 
brings him hame.”— Scotsman. 

A Likely Nation. 

Young Englishman (dining with the 
family)—‘‘You have never been in Eng- 
land, have you, Bobby ?” 
Bobby—**No, sir; but I think the Eng- 

lish must be nice people.” 
Young Englishman—‘‘And why, Bob- 

by om 

Bobby—*‘‘Because ma says they make 
such excellent servants.”—Life. 

A Wise Husband. 

“Don't you think 1t extravagant, Henry, 
to pay 850 for a diamond ring for your 
wite ?” 
“Not at all. You seem to forget how 

much I shall save on her glove bill."— 
Boston Transcript. 

Purely Pickwickian. 

It is only the man who doesn't believe 
in a hell who tells another man to go 
there.— Norristown Herald. 

BEETHOVEN’S THIRD SYMPHONY. 

Passion and pain, the outcry of despair, 
The pang of unattainable desire, § 
And youth's delight in pleasures that expire. 

And sweet high dreamings of the good and fair 
Clashing in swift soul-storm, through which no 

rayer 
U ied stays the destined death-stroke dire. 

en through a mighty sorrowing, as through 
fire, 

The soul burnt pure yearns out into the air 

Of the dear earth and, with the scent of flowers 

And song of birds assuaged, takes heart again, 
Made cheerier with this drinking of God’s wine, 

And turns with healing to the world of men, 

And high above a sweet strong angel towers 
And Love makes life triumphant and divine. 

—Richard Hovey, in Scribner's Magazine. § 
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LONDON ASSURANCE CORPORATION 
Incorporated by Royal Charter, A, D. 1720, 

Cash Assets, - 

E. L. PHILPS, SuB-AGENT. 

Sixteen Million Dollars. 

W. FRINK, St. John, 
General Agent for New Brunswick. 

Over 

RR. W. 

The New York Press, 
FOR 1889. 

DAILY. SUNDAY. WEEKLY. 

The aggressive Republican Journal 
of the Metropolis. 

A NEWSPAPER FOR THE MASSES. 

Founded December 1st, 1887. 

Circulation, November 1st, 1888......... 107,105 

Circulation, November 7th, 1888........ 254,840 

LARGEST DAILY CIRCULATION OF ANY REPUBLICAN 
PAPER IN AMERICA. 

Tue Press is the organ of no faction; pulls no 

wires; has no animosities to avenge. 

The Most Remarkable Newspaper Success 

in New York. 

Tue NEw YoRK Press is now a NATIONAL 
NEWSPAPER, rapidly growing in favor with Repub- 

licans of every State in the Union. 

Cheap news, vulgar sensations and trash find no 

place in the columns of THE PrEss. It is an expen- 

sive paper, published at the lowest price American 

Currency permits. 

Tae DaiLy Press has the brightest Editorial 

page in New York. It sparkles with points. 
THE SUNDAY PRESS is a splendid sixteen-page 

paper, covering every current topic of interest. 

Tae WEEKLY PRESS contains all the good things 
of the Daily and Sunday editions, with special fea- 

tures suited to a Weekly publication. For those 
who cannot afford THE DAILY PRESS or are pre- 
vented by distance from early receiving it, THE 
WEEKLY PRESS is a splendid substitute. 

THE PRESS. 

Within the reach of all. The best and cheapest 
Newspaper published in America. 

Dally and Sunday Press, one year, - $4.00 

yee. “ G6 months, - 2.00 
one month, 35 

Weekly Press, one year, e = = 1,00 

LL LL] LL “" 

Send for Tug Press Circularffwith full particu- 
lars and list of excellent premiums. 

Samples free. Agents wanted everywhere. Lib- 

eral commissions. 

Address, 

The New York Press Co. Limited, 
26 & 28 North William St., New York. 
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GREAT XMAS SALE 

CANDY, 
——AT— 

MURDOCH'S, 87 Charlotte Street. 

Christmas Tree Ornaments 
IN ABUNDANCE. 

Mixtures, Flags,Cornucopiesand Candy Fruit. 

Dried Fruits! 

1 car DRIED APPLES--now due. 
Currants, 

Valencia Raisins, 
Valencia Layer Raisins. 

LOW RATES ON ABOVE. 

GILBERT BENT & SONS, 
SOUTH MARKET WHARF. 

CHRISTMAS and SANTA CLAUS 
Hold High Carnival 
— AT —— 

NINETY-NINE. 
Here is where you will find a beautiful 
STOCK OF BOOKS for all ages, in 
the choicest bindings and very cheap. 

The Christmas Cards and Booklets surpass in 
elegance any previous Siaplay and will 

repay inspection. Call early, at 

MORTON L. HARRISON'S, 
99 KING STREET. 

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. 

ADVERTISE IN PROGRESS! 

STOVES. 
CoLES & PARSONS. 

” Ty. 2 EET EHEN and 4 

rad RT heh 

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. 

COLES & PARSONS, - - 90 Charlotte Street. 

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. 

= Facrory— CORNER OF CHARLOTTE AND SHEFFIELD STREETS. 

Office and Warehouse: ROBERTSON’S New Building, Corner Union and Milk Streets. 

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

THE BELL CIGAR JFACTORY 
ADVERTISE FACTS. 

We made more Cigars than all Cigar Factories East of 
Quebec City during 1888. 

We paid more DUTY than all Cigar factories east Quebec city during 1888. 

f 

We have imported more HAVANA TOBACCO than all Cigar factories east 
Quebec city during 1888. 

And still we do not ADVERTISE to give a CLEAR HAVANA CIGAR for 5c. 

« Established April 21, 1884, we have doubled our production every year, and today we 
are making better Cigars than any other factory in the maritime provinces. 

BELL & HIGGINS, 
ST. JOIIN, N. B. 

“ (Cleanliness Is Next To Godliness.” 

The American Steam Laundry, 
LOCATED AT 

Nos. 52 and 54 Canterbury Street, 
HAS THE 

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

DOES THE BEST WORK. 

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

7% GIVE US A TRIAL ORDER. #1 

GODSOE BROS. fo Proprietors. 

CORNER KING AND GERMAIN STREETS. 

EVENING CLASSES 1n Tenmanship and
 Book keeping. 

Address : tr Send for Circular. J. R. CURRIE, 
Accountant and Penman, St. John, N. B. 

Guns, Rifles, Revolvers. 

July 28th---Opening Today: 

4 (Cases Single and Double Guns, 

Flobert Rifles, Revolvers, 
Breech Loading Double Guns, Ete. 

CLARKE, KERR & THORNE, 
60 and 62 Prince William Street. 

Family Washing Done Rough Dry 
25 CENTS PER DOZEN. 

UNGAR’S STEAM LAUNDRY - - - - 32 Waterloo Street. 
P. S.—By this we mean Washing and Drying only. 
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