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OUR PORTRAIT GALLERY. 

AUDITOR GENERAL JAMES SN. 

BEEK, OF FREDERICTON. 

Nearly a Quarter of a Century in His 

Present Responsible Position — What 

Fredericton was like in Olden Times—A 

Life of Honorable Usefulness. 

A familiar figure on the streets of the 

Capital City for more than half a century 

has been the gentleman whose portrait we 

present to our readers in this issue. Ia- 

miliar also has he been to many an anxious 

claimant who has haunted the government 
offices in that city, and woe be to said 

claimant should he fondly hope to have 
some bogus demand or overcharge pass 

muster before the 

eagle eye of Audi- 

tor General Beek. 

Mr. Beek was ap- 

pomted Aud itor 

General of the pro- 

vince in November, 

1867, four months 

after the Confedera- 

tion of (‘anada. He 

has filled the office 

continuously since 

that date, and itis 

nothing more than 

justice to say that 

his courteous man- 

ner, his vigilance, 

his industry and his 

accuracy as an ac- 

countant have 

gained for him the 

universal esteem of 

all political parties. 

Mr. Beek would be 

a man of note any- 

where, but then, the 

little ( ‘apital city 18 

so accustomed to 

producing notable 

men thatit takes 

them as a matter of 

course. 

Mr. James S. 

birth, having been born on the first of 

June, 1814, in Bandon, County of Cork. 

With the other members of his family he 

came to New Brunswick in 1823 and 

At that time 

Beek is an Irishman by 

settled in Fredericton. 

Fredericton was a town of not more | 

than a fourth of its present popula- 

tion. All that part of it which is back of 

the old Cemetery was a wilderness. The 

block of land enclosed by Regent, King 

and Carleton streets was a common on 

which the cattle of the community grazed 

mn peaceful pensiveness. 

hall now stands was a pond where many 

a brace of snipe and plover was bagged by | 

the young sportsmen of that day. 

boats had just begun to ply on the river | 

between Fredericton and St. John, and all 

the freight traflic was still carried on by | 

It was in the old “Saint John” | sloops. 

that the Beek family made the passage | 

from St. John, the trip occupying four- 

teen hours. All the business of Frederie- 

ton at that time was located on Queen | 

street 

Where the church | 

Steam- | 

PROGRESS, 

| time the public schools of Fredericton, but 

| most of his education was the result of 

private study, both before and while he 

| was serving as a merchant's clerk. For 

about 20 years he conducted a general 
' merchandise business in the city, and after- 

wards filled various civic and county of- 

| fices. For about a dozen years he was an 

| alderman. In 1859 he ran for mayor, de- 

feating the late Mr. Needham by a vote of 

| 353 to 243, and in the two following years 

was elected unopposed to that position. 

For several years he was judge of the 

court of common pleas, and from 1864 to 

1867 was librarian for the legislative as- 

sembly, since which date he has, as before 

AUDITOR-GENERAL JAMES 8S. BEEK. 

stated, filled his present honorable and re- 

sponsible position. 

In politics Mr. Beek is a Liiberal-Con- 
| . - . 

servative, and in his younger days was an 

| active partizan. Ile is a member of the 

Masonic fraternity, and occupies the posi- 

In re- tion in the order of master mason. 

ligion he is a member of the Church of 

England, and has almost all his life been 

an ardent worker in the cause of temper- 

many years actively with the Sons of Tem- 

perance, and filled the office of president 
of the United Temperance Association of 

New Brunswick. 

married : first to Margaret Barker, of 

Maugerville ; then to Mary Elizabeth Gar- 

rison, of St. John; and then to his present 

wite, Emma R., daughter of the late John 

R. Partelow, of Fredericton. Ile has two 

children living ; also one brother, Richard, 

who, aged 78, resides at Lockport, N. Y. 

Mr. Beek is a man of liberal views, 
whose genial, kindly instincts time has not 
ruffled. 
years to occupy the office he so well fills is 
. 

the wish of all who know his worth. 

FORCED TO EXPLAIN A JOKI. 

A Critical Reader Finds Fault With A | 

Correspondent’s Quotation. 

I don’t know of a more melancholy task 

that can fall to the lot of the newspaper man, 

than to be obliged to explain a joke in merci- 

less black and white, and now, thanks to a 

gentleman who signs himself first **Poloni- 

us.” and then scratches it out, and substitutes 

“Visitor” —this usually superfluous work 

1s forced upon me. 

is pleased to take exception to one expres- | 

sion in my harmless little screed about the | 

Moncton water supply, and he does it in 

these words : 
To tHE Epitor oF Progress : I would regard it 

as a special favor if you would kindly inform your | 

Moncton correspondent, that it is the offence of | 

Hamlet's step father, and not Hamlet's father’s body | 

that is “Rank and Smells Heaven,” as per his 

letter in your issue of the Tth inst. The solecism is 

as ridiculous as the idea is disgusting. VISITOR. 

Liverpool, N.S., Feb. 10th, 1891. 

Now, you know, really, ** Visitor,” it was 

not at all nice of you to go and give me 

away to the editor that way; and at the 

same time patonize him gently by implying 

that he knew no more about Shakespeare 

than I did, and so let the ‘‘solecism” get 

into his paper without ever discovering it. 

But the fact is that the editor was almost 

as much amused at your letter as 1 was | 

myself. So much by way of introduction: 

now to explain that joke. 

There are many of Shakespeare's plays 

with which I am unfamiliar—in fact 1 think 

about 30—but if you wish to puzzle me in 

either Hamlet, King Lear, Romeo and 

Juliet, or The Merchant of Venice, you 

will have to—as the boys say—get up very 

early in the morning. I haven't got my 

Shakespeare at hand, but if I mistake not, 

the proper quotation is: 

“0, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven.” 

And it is the opening line of King Claudius 

(of Dnemark) soliloquy. 

joke—which you are pleased to misquote, 

saying I spoke of the body of Hamlet's 

father, instead of his shade—was taken from 

a burlesque of the play, which I once read, 

and which pictured the ghost as rising from 

the lower regions and bringing with it a 

strong odor of sulphur. The idea seemed 

ridiculous to me that I used it, fancying 

all readers of Shakespeare would see the 

utter, and exquisite, absurdity of the fancy 

Tue GREAT NuMBER oF CURES EFFECTED BY 
monials with our guarantee sent to any address. 

My enthusiastic friend | 

Well, my little | 

and little dreaming that anyone would be 

found to rise up and vindicate the defunct 

poet, by solemnly correcting me. 

And so you disapprove of Shakespeare's 

peare! how fortunate for him that he is 

dead. and buried, and so can never be 

wounded by the knowledge of your dis- 

approbation ! 

| twin brother of the immortal Mr. Barlow, 

| who's talks through the pages of Sanford 

and Merton instructing and correcting 

| everybody with whom fate brings him in 

| contact. But, of a surety thou hast over- 

| reached thyself this time, since I firmly 

my thousands of readers, failed to see 

through that innocent little joke, which I 

which, alas ! was grabbed on the way by 

a bird of prey and torn in pieces. * * *¥ 

Don’t Do It Again. 

““Hulloa, Jack! 

trying to sew?” 

“(‘an’t you see what I am doing? I am 

what are you doing ? 

trying to darn my socks! and a nice time 

of itI am having, too.” 

“Well, I wouldn't use black thread if I 

were you, it doesn’t look well, and it makes 
bl a hard lump.’ 

| “Why. what do you use? is white thread 

any better?” 

[? Oh! I don’t use anything of that 

sort now, there is no necessity.” 

“You don’t mean to say you are mar- 

ried, Jim ? 

“Oh, no ! I can’t afford that until I get 

a better salary, but I send all my things to 

Ungar’s Steam Laundry now, and they 

come home all mended and fixed just as 

well as mother herself could doit. It is a 

specialty of theirs now, and we fellows 

save no end ot money by it. Just vou try 

them Jack.” 

“Thank you for telling me about it old 

fellow. I will.”—Aduvt. 

Its Looks were Against it, 

Policeman—**Where did you get that 
chain ?” 

Flasher—*‘I bought it, of course. Did 
you think I stole it?” 

Policeman—*‘It looks like guilt.”— Fux. 

the use of K. D. C. is convincing proof that this 
For sample package send three cent stamp to 

As a boy, Mr. Beek attended for a short 

That he may be spared many | 

say the idea is disgusting. Poor Shakes- | d a 
I was playing the piece a few years ago | 
[in Littleton, N. 

scene, where the Octoroon is sold, the | 

Go to! “Visitor,” thou art verily the | 
v | 

{ beaten, calls out: 

| 

' now, during the Hindoo rebellion and the | 

OLD TIMES ~ RECALLED. 
DAYS WHEN LANERGAN REIGNED 

AT THE LYCEUM. 

Who Won Popular Favor in Well Known 
Plays--An Incident at an ‘*“Octoroon’’ Per- 

formance—How “East Lynne Impressed a 
Jolly Tar. 

In speaking of the drama of Leah the | 
Forsaken, m a former letter, 1 forgot to | 

mention an important fact that may not be | 

generally known, and that is, when the 

play was first produced at the Howard 

Athenwum, Boston, in 1862, Mr. Laner- 

gan was the original “Father Hermon” 

in the cast; Miss Kate Bateman being the 

“Leah,” Mr. J. 

“Nathan,” and Mr. Edwin Adams the 

“Rudolf.” Mr. Lanergan told this tact to 

me, and I see by the cast in the play book 
that it is just as he said. 

A very great favorite at the Lyceum was 

Jessie Drown a dramatization of the inci- 

dent in connection with the Relief of Luck- 

mutiny of the Sepoys, and it was in annual 

demand. The piece is emphatically one 

for a British audience to tully sympathise 

| with, but I saw it at the Boston theatre, 

| with the author, Mr. Dion Boucicault, in | 

| the character of the Nana Sahib, and a 

| wonderful performance it was. The cast 

| The Nang Bablb.sscsscsssvensensnes W. IH. Callings 

Randal McGregor... cceceiecnanss N. T. Davenport 

Geordie McGregor.c.ccccesvsconsovs W. H. Dauvers | 

Rev. David Blount.....ccoceaeicences J. B. Fuller 

BWeeNCY coscocccosasrss ssscssnses W. J. Wiggins 

CRBBIAY sc ccocnsinssvincisninsndonagovie T. H. Burns 

BEBE: cs sis ov dvisdsvssassssvis rbot nine F. Bock 

TEE BPOWD: ces ssovsseisn savin Mrs. Lanergan 

Amy Campbell..cccoccecesicsscocess Mary Sherlock 

BEL ssssvininsesvessisvsrnstnsiean Madeline Hardy 

BEEPY iss iscoosnnvsios 1 Srdveaveivie Mrs. Brown 

in St. John was as follows: 

At that time the 15th Regiment, under 

the command of Col. Grierson, was in gar- 

rison, and a detachment of troops was al- 
ways allowed to attend and assist in the 

production of the piece. Some Highland 
pipers from the 78th Regiment, also gave 

valuable assistance. 

The Octoroon was another strong drama 

that the Lyceum manager was fond of pro- 

‘ducing, and is to the present day one of 

the best drawing bills that can be offered. 

Introducing the three races—white, Indian 

and negro—filled with strong situations 

and climaxes, winding up with one of the 

most beautiful and effective tableaus, it 

makes a powerful and lasting impression, 

and people never weary of seeing it. It | 

; g OPE always had a strong caste at the Lyceum, 
ance. In this capacity he was allied for | 

Ile has been three times | 

as the one appended will clearly demon- 
strate : 

| Bolom BONBAEY:...iiosenssissvsveras F. Hardenberg 

Sool DEERE. vivisincis doin J. W. Lanergan 
George Peyton.cesccscscoccscssscscss sons H. Crisp 

I TRO ROE so os ss iinnaniosssassin S. H. Fosbery 

| Ratt8eosccecasssssssssscssoccssscase Shirley France 

Mr. Sunnyside.c.coccesccssccscei soves J. B. Fuller 

PGi sian rs suninas sonunaiainesn choi J. H. Browne 

Col. Pointdexter.cscecoccscsssecsces T. II. Shannon 

7 TT TORR ER PE RR H. R. Lampee 

FORE vissccsiossunnsonssnne RRBERIRAp Rachel Noah 

OL hiv sas sins Gon sis sens sates SPbh Mrs. Lanergan 

Dore BUDBYaIae. cccosssssnasdsrarnsssns Susie Cluer 

Mrs. PoytoDscessnssccssssarvscsnnssss Louisa Morse 

EOE cin sananiui: suns somdssnnesions sh Mrs. Browne 

| 
| 
| 
| 
{ 

| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| | 
| 
| 

| 
| 
| 

{ 
| 

expression, do you *Visitor?” smce you | 

believe that thou, and thou alone, of all | 

| 

| 

| 
| 
| 
{ 
| 

| 

| 

The gentleman who played ‘Salem 

Scudder,” Mr. Frank Hardenberg, was 

the favorite character actor of the Boston 

Museum, for many years, and, I think, 

only was with Mr. Lanergan the one 
season; Mr. 

popular juvenile man from the 

theatre, and was well liked in St. John. 

Speaking of the Octoroon reminds me 

same 

villain of the play, “Jacob McClosky,” 

bids high for her, and, finally, not to be 
“Twenty-five thousand 

dollars !” 

An individual in the audience, evidently 

carried away by his feelings, and being 

unable to restrain his impatience, yelled 
out: 

“Thirty thousand!” 

All eyes were at once directed at the | 

offender, and the chief of police took him 

sent out as a sort of carrier pigeon, and | by the collar, and he made a hasty exit, re- 

marking as he did so: “I don’t want to be 

| an actor if there is no more appreciation 

of spontaneous feeling !” 

I saw him the next day and he proved to 

| be a book agent, and said he was sorry he 

had interrupted the performance, but his 

As he did not 

have the perfume of ‘“Araby, the Blest,” 
lingering around him, but smelt strongly 

of five cent gin, and was in a maudlin 

state of sentimentality, I freely forgave 

feelings overpowered him. 

him. 

Perhaps the most popular comedian of | 

all that Mr. Lanergan had was the late 
Mr. W. Fiske, generally known as “Mose” 

Fiske. After the Lyceum season was 

through, in 1868, Mr. Fiske, in company 

with Mr. W. H. Collings (mentioned in 
the cast of Jessie Brown) went to Halifax 

for a few weeks and produced East Lynne, 

among other pieces. The night this play 

was advertised, Mose wis standing at the 

theatre door, when one of Her Majesty’s 
gallant sailors came up and said : 

“I believe you play the Fast Wind to- 

night ; how does she blow—pretty stiff’? 
Mose replied that there was every pros- 

pect of a freshening breeze, 

The gallant tar gave a hitch and a lurch, 

and shouted : 
“(Crowd all sail—all aboard!” 

He proceeded inside, and was so much 

taken with the play, that he insisted on see- 

ing Mr. Fiske before he would leave, at 

is the GREATEST DYSPEPSIA CURE of the age. Testi- 
K. D.C. COMPANY, New Glasgow, N.S., Canada 

W. Wallack, Jr., the | 

Harry Crisp was also the | 

SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 21, 1891. | BE —— 

| the end of the piece. Mose finally saw 

"him, when the sailor said : 

| «See here, you blubber; you told me 

there was a good stiff’ east wind; but I 

didn’t sce anything but water—for the tears 

were in my eyes most of the time!’ 

This incident Mr. Fiske related to me 

the last time I saw him in Providence, R. | 

I.. in 1885. I. Price WEBBER. 

A Gross Deception. 

A lady in this city has a handsome Irish 

setter, which has never been known to 

| desert its mistress. Last week a lady 

visitor was staying at the house, and on 

the day after her arrival was taken by a 

gentleman friend for a drive. The day 

| being quite raw, she muffled herself up 

well, and at the suggestion of the hostess 

donned a fur-lined cloak belonging to the 
No sooner did she open the door latter. 

| than the setter 

recognition, and bounded joyfully along in 

company with the sleigh. On returning 

from the drive, the lady visitor took off 
"the cloak in the hall, in the presence of the 

dog, and was saluted with a running fire | 

of barks from the animal, called forth, 

doubtless, by the conviction that a gross | 

deception had been practised upon him. 

J. S. AvmsTroNG & Bro. have just re- 

ceived : 

Brow~N Breap Frour, Wheat Grirs, 

DessicaTtep Wear, Barvtey FLAKES, 

WesTeERN Grey Buckwnear, Pure Bers’ 

Hoxey, GOLDEN Syrup. 32 Charlotte 

street. 

Rector—**I haven't seen vou at church 

lately.” 

Old Woman—*‘‘No, sir; I heered as 

how it was very unhealthful to sleep in the 

daytime.” — Fu. 

To Robert Burns. 

Sweet singer, that I loe the maist 

0’ ony, sin’ wi’ eager haste 

I smacket bairn-lips ower the taste 

0’ hinnied sang, 

I hail thee, though a blessed ghaist 

In Heaven lang ! 

For, weel T ken, nae cantie phrase, 

Nor courtly airs, nor lairdly ways, 

Could gar me freer blame, or praise, 

Or proffer hand, 

Where “Rantin’ Robbie’ and his lays 

Thegither stand. 

And sae these hamely lines I send, 

Wi’ jinglin’ words at ilka end, 

In echo of the sangs that wend 

Frae thee to me 

Like simmer brooks, wi’ mony a bend 

0’ wimplin’ glee. 

In fancy, as wi’ dewy een, 

I part the clouds aboon the scene 

Where thou wast born, and peer’latween, 

I see nae spot 

In a’ the Hielands half sae green 

And unforgot ! 

I see nae storied castle-hall, 

Wi’ banners flauntin® ower the wall, 

And serf and page in ready call, 

Sae grand to me 

As ane puir cotter’s hut, wi’ all 

Its poverty. 

There where the simple daisy grew 

Sae bonnie sweet, and modest, too, 

Thy liltin’ filled its wee head fu’ 

(O’ gic a grace, 

It aye is weepin’ tears o’ dew 

Wi’ droopit face. 

Frae where the heather bluebells fling 

Their sangs o’ fragrance to the Spring, 

To where the lavrock soars to sing, 

Still lives thy strain, 

For a’ the birds are twittering 

Sangs like thine ain. 

H., and in the auction | 
And aye, by light o’ sun or moon, 

By banks o’ Ayr, or Bonnie Doon, 

The waters lilt nae tender tune 

But sweeter seems 

Because they poured their limpid rune 

Through a’ thy dreams. 

Wi’ brimmin’ lip, and laughin’ ee, 

Thou shookest even Grief wi’ glee, 

Yethad nae niggart sympathy 

When sorrow bowed, 

| But gavest a’ thy tears as free 

As a’ thy gowd. 

And sae it is we loe thy name 

To see bleeze up wi’ sic a flame 

That a’ pretentious stars o’ fame 

Mun blink asklent, 

To see how simple worth may shame 

Their brightest glent! 

James Whitcombe Riley. 

W. C. RUDMAN ALLAN 
Dear Sir,— 

This is to certify that | have 
suffered intensely from RHEU- 
MATISM in my ankles for over 
twelve years, and | take great 
pleasure in stating that two ap- 
plications of 

~ SCOTT'S CURE FOR RHEUMATISM 
immediately relieved me,and one 
bottle entirely cured me, 

ELIZABETH MANN, 
Stanley St,, City Road. 

SCOTT'S CURE FOR RHEUMATISM 
is prepared in Canada only by 

W. C. RUDMAN ALLAN, 
King Street, St. John, N. B. 

For sale by all Druggists. 

Price 50c. per bottle; Six bottles for $2.50. 

Wholesale by Messrs. T. B. Barker & Sons, and 
8. McDiarmid, St. John, N. B.; Messrs. Brown & 
Webb, Simson Bros. & Co., and Forsyth, Sutcliffe 
& Co., Halifax, N. S.; Messrs. Kerry Watson & Co., 
Montreal, P. Q. 
= Write for pops of people we know, who 

have been cured by Scott’s Cure. 

showed every sign of 

pr
ic
es
. 

T. MCAVITY & SONS, 

T
o
m
a
t
o
e
s
.
 

P
e
a
 

B
e
a
n
s
.
 

P
e
a
c
h
e
s
.
 

In
 
lo
ts
 
of
 
25

 
Ca

se
s,

 
at

 

O
y
s
t
e
r
s
.
 

T
.
o
b
s
t
e
r
s
.
 

C
o
r
n
.
 

05.
 67

, a
nd
 69

 Do
ck
 St

. 

C
A
N
N
E
D
 

»
 
| 
S
a
l
m
o
n
.
 

m
a
n
u
f
a
c
t
u
r
e
r
s
 

0
 

0
 
©
 

JO
SE

PH
 F

IN
LE
Y,
 

2 00% 

300-THREE-300 
BOYS SUITS. 

TWO PRICE SUITS, for Boys, 
from 4 to 8 years. 

THREE PRICE SUITS, for Boys, 
from 8 to 14 years. 

OAK HALL," "i 
SCOVIL, FRASER & CO, 

IVIANTEL PIECES. 
Artistic Open Fire Places. 

Tie Facings, 148 Hearths, 

Register Grates, 

Brass Andirons and Fenders, 
ani 

Open Fire Place Fixtures, 

of Every Description. 
We solicit inspection of our extensive Stock 

in'above lines, which is not equalled in Canada. 

Our facilities for the manufacture and impor- 

tation of these goods are such that we can 

ol doe, 4 
¢ ¢ y. ¥ (4 Pg Ww we LAT 

PEER «Se 

safely guarantee 

OUR PRICES BEYOND COMPETITION. 

EMERSON & FISHER 
76 to 19 PRINCE WH. STREET. 

VER-PLATED WARE FOR TABLE USE, 
—COMPRISING THE— 

LATEST PATTERNS 

Useful Articles, 
— it A 

A /o LP LA Fy ) 

Bog NF EAT 24 J RA 

N\ x PhP 

Celery Dishes, Bon Bon Dishes, In- 

‘dividual Salts and Peppers, Cake 

Baskets, Fruit Dishes, &c. 

FINE QUALITY. LOW PRICES. 

SAINT JOHN, N. B. 

This is What 
the Model Grand has in the way 
of improvements—Low closet, 

with reservoir and pipe shelf; , 

the ventilated oven door attach- 

ment, high shelf, mantle closet. 

These improvements are put on 

ten different varieties of this 

Stove. It is the talk of the 

women, 
COLES, PARSONS & SHARP, 

Charlotte Street, 

RBRERRS 
RERERRS 

Children want 

Girls want 

Boys want RERERRS 

I.adies want REERRS 

Everbody wants RHRERR'S 
KERR'S WHAT? ——— 

KERR’S CONFECTIONERY. 
I 

"To Those who like Artistic Pl CTURE FRAM ES © Wewould Say; 

AVING secured the services of one of the best Gilders and Moulders in the Frame ad m the United 

H States we, are prepared to execute all orders in fine Gold, Antique, Fiotohune, tog and Com. 

bination patterns—these frames being made without joined corners, the newest ge Peet patterns— 
receiving our careful attention. Also in our Framing Department, we employ none bu *W ed workmen, 
as well as the latest improved machinery for the manufacture of fine Mats and Monae. € can give our 

atrons frames of the finest woods used, including Cyprus, Chestnut, Mahogany. A A: Hazel 
Fulip, Bridge Maple, (ak, and all native woods. All md rhe will receive the prompt attention of §, I,, 

anager GORBELL ART STORE, 207 Union Street, Opera House Block. GORBELL, 


