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BUTTERCUP, POPPY, FORGET ME
NOT.

Buttercup, poppy, forget me not—
These three blooming in a garden spot,
And once, all merry with song and play,
A little one heard three voices say !
« Shine or shadow, summer or spring—
O thou child with the tangled hair
And laughing eye—we three shall bring
Each an offspring, passing fair!”
The little one did not understand,
But they bent and kissed the dimpled hand.

Buttercup gamboled all day long,
Sharing the little one’s mirth and song;
Then, stealing along on misty gleams,
Poppy came, bringing the sweetest dreams,
Playing and dreaming—that was all
Till once the sleeper would not awake:
Kissing the little face under the pall,
We thought of the words the third flower spake.
And we found, betimes, in a hallowed spot
Thegolace and peace of forget me not.

Buttercup shareth the joy of day,
Glinting with gold the hours of play
Bringeth the poppy sweet repose,
When the hands would fold and the eyes would close.
And after it all—the play and the sleep
Of a little life—what cometh then?
To the hearts that ache and the eyes that weep
A wee flower bringeth God’s peace again.
Each one serveth its tender lot—
Buttercup, poppy, forget me not.
o o —Eugene Field in Chicago News.

THE DOWNWARD STEP.

Some for miles from the center of the
busy manufacturing town ot B there
is a row of small cottages, very simple in
construction, and having little attraction,
excepting the low rent demanded for them.
They are far from town, and there is no
public conveyance to shorten the distance,
so that only those who are compelled by
poverty to choose a cheap residence reside
there.

But each house has a little garden at- |

tached to it, with hedges between, and
some of these wee domains were bright
with flowers. One day, two children sat
under one of the hedges, busy in build-
ing a house of chips. Close enough to
touch them, but separated by the hedge,
a man crouched, listening to the baby-
prattle as eagerly as it it held important
igformation.

B touch any of old Bates’s posies
he'll eat us. Hannah says so!” said the
younger of the children, a bright boy,
three years old.

The other one, a grave-looking little
maiden of five, answered, seriously :

«Men don’t eat boys and girls. Mamma
says we must say ‘Mr. Bates,’ not ‘old
Bates.” And she says perhaps he’s not
cross but sick or sorry. He looks cross !”

«Mamma says not to touch his posies,
‘cause 1ts stealing !”

“We've got some !” said the little girl;
“but mamma’s so busy, she can’t have
posies.”

And, indeed, there was a strong contrast
between the few poor plants in  Mrs.
Grey's garden and those that met the
eye in the next one. The old man who
lived there alone, ragged and forlorn,
seemed to have but one pleasure, and that
was working in the tiny garden, making
every foot of it beautiful with choicest
flowers. That he always listened intently
to every voice from his neighbor’s cottage,

- .deawing as close as the hedge permitted

to the open windows, none knew but him-
self.

He had been three months in the poor
house, and listened eagerly to any scrap of
gossip about Mrs. Grey, He heard the
servants pitying her ** come down” when
her husband’s failure in business was fol-
lowed by his death. He had heard Han-
nah, the one servant telling another from
across the street of the luxury her mistress
had enjoyed only one year betore, and be-
wailing the poverty that made her walk to
town, day aiter day, to give music lessons
to support her children. Ever shrinking

from notice, Mr. Bates was as watchful of

his neighbor as a detective. e was a tall
man, bent over, as it crippled by age or
pain, and his face, deeply lined and very
stern, was shaded by gray hair, soft and
abundant. Green spectacles concealed a
pair of large, dark eyes that softened
strangely as he listened to the children.

Many times he had seemed about to
speak to them, starting forward, but always
drawing back with a muttered *‘better not!
better not !”

But on this day be went from bush to
bush of his rarest flowers, until he had his
hands filled, when he tossed the whole
fragrant mass over the hedge into the laps
of the astonished children. When they
looked up, a face over the hedge amazed
them still more, for the old man was smiling.

This was the beginning of their friend-
ship, and every day saw it grow stronger.
Evening found Mrs. Grey at home, and at
bedtime there was always some new story
of haby prattle, telling how Mr. Bates had
let“the children wander about in his house
and garden, in perfect freedom. But he
avoided her, giving her no opportunity to
thank him. She would have been glad,
out of her own scanty means, to offer some
neighborly help to his greater poverty,
but there was something repellent in his
tace and voice that held her back. She
wondered even that the children were not
afraid of him.

It, was in September that for the first
timé she, too, crossed the boundary of his
Farden, timidly, 1or she was a shy, gentle
ittle woman. Only twenty-five years old,
she looked, in spite of her heavy mourning
and pale, sorrowful face, even younger.
Widowed and an orphan, her life was cen-
tered in her children, and she could not be
ungrateful for kindness shown to them. So
when they told her their eccentric friend
had “‘hurted his foot drefful bad,” she con-
quered her shy timidity, and went to offer
assistance.

“ It was nothing,” he told her, grufily,
as she entered the bare, mean sitting-room,
where he lay upon a sofa, but he let her
bring him some dinner and wait upon him,
owning that the pain of a bad sprain had
prevented his cooking for himself. The
children trotted to and fro, delighted to
wait upon him, but he was not very gra-
cious, and said little, until Mrs. Grey said :

¢ Cyril, dear, get mamma another slice
of bread.”

““What did you call the boy ?” he asked,
sharply.
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“Cyril. Oh, you have only heard his
pet name, ° Birdie.” Birdie, come here
and tell Mr. Bates your name.”

¢ Cyril Preston Grey,” said the child.

¢* Cyril Preston !"" said Mr. Bates harshly.
¢ knew a man of that name once.”

Every shadow of color left the widow’s
face, and she looked for a moment as if she
would faint. Then, conquering this weak-
ness by a violent effort, she said :

“* You knew him ?”

“I knew no good of him,’
reply. “‘He was a thief!”

She tried to speak, but her white lips
made no sound.

“The man I mean,” continued Mr.
Bates, * was a defaulter from the B
Bank. He had been cashier there, and he
stole money.”

The blood rushed back to the widow’s
face, and her voice trembled with anger,
as she said :

“*Since you know that, you should also
know that Cyril Preston repaid every dol-
lar, principal and interest, to the bank,
five years ago.”

“You knew him, too?”

“He was my dear brother.”

“Dear? You surely do not hold a
brother dear who disgraced you !”

“Cyril,” the mother said, “what do you
pray for every night?”

The child repeated & baby prayer, and
added: **God bless dear mamma and
Nannie, and bless dear Uncle Cyril, and
bring him home to mamma !”

There was a moment of silence, and then
Mrs. Grey sent the children away. When

" was the quick

she was alone with her neighbor, she
said :
“You say you knew my brother. Can

you tell me anything of him? Oh, if you
could know how I long to hear!”

“Is it not better to know nothing of a
man who was only a curse to those who
loved him ?”

“You are a harsh judge. If he sinned,
he atoned. He has repaid everything.”

“‘Killed his parents ?”

“Not so. If they sorrowed for his sin,
they rejoiced in his repentance. lHis name
was never harshly mentioned in his home,
and earnest prayers were daily offered for
him. Where is he? Tell me all you know
of him.”

And then, with a sudden movement,
Mrs. Grey bent her head and broke into a
passion of tears, sobbing:

“My brother! My brother!”

She had wept violently, but when her
sobs grew more quiet, a gentle hand was
put upon her bowed head, and a low, ten-
der voice said :

““Anna!”

She looked up. A gray wig lay on the
floor, and on that a pair ot green spectacles,
but the face bending over her was that of a
man of thirty-five or six, with brown hair
and soft, dark eyes. It was ten long years
since she had seen that face, and sorrow
had made it far older than the years would
have done, but she knew that once.

¢ Cyril! Cyril!” she cried, kneeling be-
side him, with her arms around his neck,
“Oh, my dear, dear brother !”

** You are glad !” he said, in a low voice
of amazement. *‘ Glad to see me!”

 Glad, for I love you! Who was al-
ways the kindest brother to his little sister ?
Cyril, could you ever think I did not love

ou?”

“A thief! A forger!” he said, bitterly.
“I have no excuse for my sin, Anna, save
that mean one only too often pleaded, that
I meant to replace the money. It was lost
in gambling! My feet were on the high-
way to ruin, when I saw that discovery of
my theft was inevitable, and I fled. But
my punishment began at once, and never
WAas remorse more gnawing, penitence more
sincere.”

“You were never out of our prayers,
Cyril.”

“Darling, that was as the bitterness of
death, that certainty that I had brought
disgrace upon my home—made my father’s
name a reproach.”

“But you did all you could to atone.”

“You can never know, dear, through
what privation and toil I earned the mone
to pay the bank. I went hungry. half
clothed and half frozen, working early and
late, saving every dollar. But when the
debt was paid, fortune smiled on me. My
employers were kind men, and they gave
me an opening in their factory. Do you
remember, Anna, how I was laughed at

Lady Godiva must have had exceptionally long
hair since it completely concealed her lovely person.
Since Ayer’s Hair Vigor came into use such ex-
amples are not so rare as formerly. Itnot only
promotes the growth of the hair, but gives it a rich,
silken texture.—Advt.

How to save money is a problem that interests
everybody. One way to doitisto invigorate the
system with Ayer's Sarsaparilla. Being a highly
concentrated blood medicine, it is the most power-
ful and economical. It is sold for a dollar a bottle,
but worth five.—Advt.

PROGRESS, SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 15, 1890.

' because I thought I could invent ? 1 think,
" even now, if father had let me have my
' dearest wish and study machinery. | might
'never have fallen. But I hated the bank,
and any temptation is doubled to escape
from drudgery. My love of machinery was
'laughed out of me at home, but it became
'my friend when I needed one. In the short
intervals of leisure I had at the factory I
perfected a patent that my employers adopt-
"ed and helped me to introduce into other

factories. It has made me a rich man,
| Anna. But I craved a sight of my home,
| and the dear faces there, and so I came to
' B—-. My parents were dead, and you a
' widow and poor. Dear, do you guess how
' I have longed to help you since I came to
| be your neighbor, and yet feared you would
| curse me il | spoke ?”

“Hush ! she said, softly. “‘I am almost

' sorry you are rich, Cyril. I was thinking
' ot the joy it would be to me to work for
' you.”

“You will go with me, Anna, to my |

1‘ own home. 1 cannot stay here. Every
| face in B would seem to reproach me.
But I have a home where you and your
| children can be happy, and where you
'can fold your hands in idleness, it that
will please you. It isa lonely, desolate
' home now, Anna, but vou will brighten it
| for me?”

“(iladly.”

He held her in a close embrace for a few
minutes ; then he said, whispering :

““Anna, tell me where Lena is ?”

She shivered a moment, and her voice
was full of sorrow, as she said :

““ILena is in Boston.”

[ «Married ?”

“Yes."

“She did not forgive me?”

“*No; she was very bitter.”

[ deserved it. 1 had no right to risk
her happiness as well as my own name.
How could I ask her to marry me after I
' became a shame to all who loved me?
'Yet I loved her, Anna.”

| know, dear; but Lena was proud.”

“‘She was right to forget me. 1 sinned
and was justly punished. But, oh! if I
could make all young men, all boys rea-
lize the importance of that first step in
dishonesty, I would gladly give my life.
Only a five-dollar bill, Anna, at first, but
the temptation was repeated, the strength
to resist grew weaker, until the end. Can
you—dare you trust me, dear, with those
young lives so dear to you?”

*Yes; more willingly than I would to
one who did not know the bitterness ot sin
and penitence.”

So two cottages were vacated, and in her
brother’s beautitul home Anna Grey tries
to make the life of a repentant sinner one
of peace and usefulness. Cyril Preston,
humble and penitent, thanks God daily for
the love that could not die, even when
bitter shame came to crush it. He is a
prosperous, envied man, but ever in his
heart is the sorrow and shame that will fol-
low sin, no matter how dcep the repent-
ance. And ever his prayer is that Cyril,
his nephew, may learn from him to avoid
that first downward step that leads to sin.
—Ez.

The Two Bells.

A wag writes to us as follows :—*‘Having
seen quite recently a church bell with the
very odd stanza.”—

I toll the funeral knell ;
I hail the festal day ;
The fleeting hour I tell :
i summon all to pray.

“I came to the conclusion, that eyery
parish in Canada would be benefitted if a
bell were put up with this inscription re-
ferring to Diamond Dyes, in which the
people around us take a great interest:”

I toll, but toll to dye;

[ dye, but dye to live;

When tolling this my cry,

“ I'll ease and pleasure give.”

We are pleased to hear from our corres-
pondent and note with pleasure the inte-
rest he takes in Diamond Dyes, but can
assure him, that Diamond Dyes, do not re-
quire the aid so kindly suggested as the
Canadian people from North to South, and
from East to West, know sufficiently about
them already.—Advt.

Mrs. Dobbins (reading)—Countess Ma-
ria von Kensky of Bohemia has bagged
138 hares in a day.

Dobbins—Her husband
bald-headed at that rate.
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EVFA{Y SKIN AND SCALP DISEASE,
whether torturing, disfiguring, humiliating, itch-
ing, burning, bleeding, scaly, crusted, pimply, or
blotehy, with loss of hair, from pimples to the most
distressing eczemas, and every humor of the blood,
whether simple, scrofulous, or hereditary, is speed-
ily, permanently, and economically cured by the
CuTicURA REMEDIES, consisting of CUTICURA, the
great Skin Cure, CUTICURA SOAP, an exquisite Skin
Skin Purifier and Beautifier, and CUTICURA RESOLV-
ENT, the new Blood and Skin Purifier and greatest of
Humor Remedies, when the best physicians and all
other remedies fail. Thisisstrong language, but true.
Thousands of grateful testimonials from infancy to
age attest their wonderful, unfailing and incompar-
able eflicacy.

Sold everywhere. Price, CUTICURA, T5¢.; SoAPp,
35c.; RESOLVENT, $1.50. Prepared by the POTTER
DRUG AND CHEMICAL CORPORATION, BosTON, MAss

Send for “How to Cure Skin and Blood Diseases.”

8@~ Pimples, blackheads, chapped and oily &
By~  skin prevented by CUTICURA SOAP. oy
Rheumatism, Kidney Pains and Muscular
\ Weakness relieved in one minute by the
CuTiCURA ANTI-PAIN PLASTER. 30c.

DYSPEPTICURE not only aids
Digestion and cures indigestion,
but positively does cure the
most serious and long standing
cases of Chronic Dyspepsia.

DYSPEPTICURE BY MAIL.
(Large size only.)

Dyspepticure will be sent by mail to those who
cannot yet procure it in their own vicinity. Many
letters have been received from distant parts of
Canada and United States enquiring how Dyspepti-
cure can be obtained ; many letters have come from
nearer places that cither have no handy store or
where the remedy is not yet well known. To meet
these demands and at the same time make Dyspep-
ticure quickly known in places where, under ordin-
ary circumstances, it might not reach for some con-
siderable time, the large ($1.00) size will be sent by
mail without any extra expense to the user. The
Post Office is everywhere, so none who wish the
remedy need be without it. Upon receipt of $1.00
by Registered letter or Post Office order, a large
bottle of Dyspepticure (special mailing style) will
be forwarded, postage prcgla‘iii, to aniaddren.

CHARLES K. SHORT
St. John, N. B.

Every Druggist and General Dealer in Canada
should sell Dyspepticure, as it is strongly demanded
from all directions. Wherever introduced it soon
becomes a standard remedy. The following Whole-
sale Houses handle Dya‘)epticure: T. B. Barker &
Sons, and 8. McDiarmid, St. John; Brown &
Webf), and Simson Bros. & Co., Htl‘tux; Kerry,
Watson & Co., Montreal.

Blood and Iron Somewhat Surprised.

It was a witty answer by which a hero |
whom Bismarck was commisioned by the
Emperor to decorate with the Iron Cross
of the First Class discomfited the Chan-
cellor’s attempt to chaff him.

“] am authorized,” said Bismarck to him,
with that liking of playing jokes which has
been so strong throughout his career—*‘I |
am authorized to offer you a hundred
thalers instead of the cross.”

«“How much is the cross worth ?” asked
the soldier. ‘

*“Three thalers.”

“Very well, than, highness; I'll take
the cross and ninety-seven thalers.” ,

Bismarck was so surprised and pleased |
by the ready shrewdness of the reply that |
he gave the man both the cross and the
money.— London Tid Bils.

A Man of Nerve.

Lionel—I say, Algy, wobbers bwoke in-
to Arcy Fitzwilkin’s house last night, but
owing to Arcy's pwesence of mind, don’t |
you know, they didn’t molest a thing in the
house.

Algy— Aw—how did he get wid of them?

Lionel—He gave them an order on the
Safety Company for the plate and jewelwy
—aw—wasn't it splendid ?— Epoch

Once,

Col. Bangs.—*Been up in the north
woods for two weeks with a hunting party.
Lots of sports, I tell you.”

Maj. Bungs—*‘See any big game.

Uol. Bangs (confidentially) — ** Ten
dollars limit, last Saturday.” — Detroit
F'ree Press.

INSTRUCTION.

. TRYON WOOLEN MFG. CO., ot P. E. 1., Proprietors.
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I ADIES and GENTLEMEN desirous of obtain-

4 ing a thorough knowledge of Shorthand and
Type-writing and an acquaintance with the duties
of a business amanuensis, should enter for our even-
ing courses—in session every evening (Saturdays
excepted), Tto 9. Apply to

J. HARRY PEPPER,
Conductor of Shorthand Department,

St.John Businuss College and Shorthand Institute

Nothing is too good for al
boy if he has the right kind of |
stuff in him. Better send him

now and be early.
SNELL's BusiNess COLLEGE.
Winpsor. N. S.

People often come in the
Spring time saying’: ‘'How
much can | learn in a few
weeks ? | am going West
soon; can you fit me for
such a situation? | might
have been with you all win-
ter, but did not think of it
till now."”

For these people, Spring
is not the best time for en-
tering the College.

NOW is the best time. |

8. KERR, Principal.

|
Oddfellows’ Hall, |

SAINT JOHN

Academy of Art,

STUDIO BUILDING : 74 GERMAIN §T.

ST. JOHN, N. B.

The aim of the school is to give pupils a
good training in 1

DRAWING AND PAINTING.

Pupils can commence at any time—week,
month, or by the year.

|

Princrear—JOHN C. MILES, A.R.C.A. |
Assistant—FRED H. C. MILES.

!

iz Send for circular. {
> ]
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Consult D. HARRIS
ENGLISH OPTICIAN,
53 &armain St., St. John, N.B.

NEAR MARZZ ..

» ~n— T —

PROFESSIONAL.
J. E. HETHERINGTON, M. D., |
Homeopathic Physician and Surgeon,

72 SYDNEY STREET, COoRr. PRINCESS STREET

ST. JOHN, N. B.
Telephone 465.

" GERARD G. RUEL,

BARRISTER, Etc.

3 Pugsley’s Building, - - St. John, N. B.
C. W. C. TABOR,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW, é&c.,

14 PUGSLEY’S BUILDINGS,
ST. JOHN.

REMOVATL.
JOHN L. CARLETON

AS REMOVED his Law Offices to No. 723
PRINCE WILLIAM STREET, gover office
ot D. C. CrLiNcH, Broker), St. John, N. B.

DR. H. P. TRAVERS,

DENTIST,
Cor. Princess and Sydney Sts,

4. M. LEMONT,
PIANO AND ORGAN TUNE

FREDERICTON, N. B.

Wweears

not

article.

them.

to any live person who will discover a mey chant
Read this yemarkable oflering.

lower our price record.

ANY LADY WH

"ndervests will be interested 1n

hearing of

doctors in the
most highly recommend.
stamped
“ Health,

[nsist on seein

3

the new *“ Health” brand,

which over one hundred of the principal

Dominion have seen and
[f they are

plainly with the word

" you won't be buying the right

this mark.

or
o

Fvery first-class dry goods house keeps

ONE THOUSAND REWARD

prepared to

with

We are dividing the prolits our patrons.

Mens' very heavy tap-soled solid leather Bal. Boots for £1.5¢, this boot is considered cheap at $2; Youths
very heéavy tap-soled Bal. Boots for 95¢., from 10 to 13, worth £1.25; Boys’ very heavy double soled solid
ieather Bal’s , only £1.00; Mens’ very heavy working Bal. Boots, only £1.25; Mens’ very heavy <olid
leather Brogans for 85¢.; Infants’ Button Boots and Slippers, 25¢.; Children’s very heavy wolid leather
wired Boots, only 55c.; Misses’ spring-heeled button grained Boots, £1.00; Children’s ditto, 85c.; Boys’
very heavy Bal. Boots, 6 to 10, with hooks, 90¢.; Bovs’ Bal. Boots, from 11 to 5 inclusive,only 7éc.; Boys’
Suits, from P. K. Island Tweeds, $3.50; Mens’ very heavy P. E. Island Tweed Pants, only $1.50; Mens’

ditto Vesis, only 81.25; Boys’ P. E. I[sland Tweed Suits, to measu ¢, $8.00,

Mens’ P. E. Island Tweed

Suite, made by a scientific cutter, only £12.00 and £13.00, worth $18.00; P. E. I. Blankets, $4.75 per pair,

worth £6.00; Womens’ very fine Kid Boots, 81.25, £1.50, §1.85;
up.; Very heavy all-wool Tweeds, 50c., 65¢., 75c., and up.
Special discounts every Saturday and Monday for the Workingmen.

£1.75, £2.00, $2.25 and
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We do better than we advertise.

POPULAR 20th CENTURY STORE, 12 CHARLOTTE STREET.

J. A. REID, Manager.
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DO YOUR CLOTHES FIT YOU?

IF INOT,

JAS. KELLY can make you a suit
~ that will. Try him, while here.

ESTABLISHED 1864.

FIRE BRANCH.
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CITIZENS’

INSURANCE COMPANY
o ) e e T e e 0 ) ) ) O

OF CAINADA.

Head Office, -

MONTREAL.

' FUNDS AVAILABLE for PROTECTION OF POLICY HOLDERS

mxceed $1.,187,135%7.

The Glasgow and London Insurance Co. having reinsured

its entire Canadian business in

the Citizens, all policy holders

are hereby notified that their policies will be exchanged without
cost on upplic;ltion to us, and we will settle all claims accruing
under polices now in force in the Glasgow and London.

MACDONALD & KNOWLTON,

General Agents.

30 Bavarp's BUILDINGS, Prince Wm. Street.

I.ADIES’

SEAL  ASTRACHAN SACQUES,
THORNE BROS.

KING STREET.

CITY OF ST. JOHN, N. B.,

WATER RATES, 1890

LI PERSONS assesssed for Water Rates for
the current year are hereby notified that unless

the said rates are paid immediately into Chamber-
lain’s Office, City Hall, Prince William Street,

EXECUTIONS,

Distraint or Sequestration Warrants will be issued
to recover the same, according to Acts of Assembly.

FRED. SANDALL,
Chamberlain.

Half a Dollar a Week.

Lounges, Tables, Chairs, Rockers, Wring-
ers, Clocks, Pictures, Mirrors,
Hanging Lamps.

F. A. JONES, : : 34 Dock Street.

ISAAC ERB,

Photographer,

13 CHARLOTTE STREET,

3.

|
{
'23 CARLETON STREET, ST. JOHN.

SWANN & WELLDON,

Artists,
| PHOTOGRAPHERS.

SITTERS ASSURED SATISFACTION.

SAINT JOHN, N.

| Pictures of every kind copied and finished
T in EVERY Style. ) M VA

Photography.

—————THE FINEST EFFECTS OF ——

ARTISTIC PHOTOGRAPHY

That has ever appeared in St. John was scen at the
recent exhibition, and those were produced by

CLIMO.

This was the verdict by all who <aw these skilfully
wrought portraits.

COPIES, GROUPS, AND LARGE PANELS

AT VERY LOW RATES.

85 GERMAN STREET,

SAINT JOHN, N. B.

‘Rubber Goods!
— OPENING TODAY!-—

Rubber Gloves and Mitts, Rubber Boots and Shoes
Weather Strips, Hats, Homizers, and Rubber Cloaks
and Coats.

— LIGHT HARDWARE ! —

Also, Urinals, Water Bottles, Finger Cots, Sg.riugeo.
Air Goods, Diaper-, Rattles, and Combs.

— LIGHT HARDWARE ! —
FRANK 8. ALLWOOD,

179 UNION STREET.

P. S.—Gympasium Shoes, in all sizes.




