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._ 1 The gloves fell. 

Same sweet name! He felt that he could 

5 fede 

PROGRESS SATURDAY. JANUARY § 1901 

Outside the wind blew sbrilly, sending 
flakes of yesterday's snow with biting 

flerceness in the faces of pedestrians. In- 

side, the cold winter air was not felt by 

the tired girls bebind the counters of one 

of our stores. Rather did the crowd of 

changing, thronging shoppers cause & 

beated atmosphere that gave a throbbing 

headache to more than one of the tired 

sbop girls. 
At last came the lull of early afternoon. 

The girls, in scattered groups, were mak- 

ing the best of an opportunity for a chat 

when the street door was flung open to 

admit & gentleman, who at once attracted 

their attention. 

He was 8 man of middle sge in full 

health and vigor, tall, well-tormed, with a 

slight sprinklivg of white in his brown 

hair and mustache, clear-cut features and 

kindly dark blue eyes. He bore the waarks 

of a man ot wealth and refinement. 

He halted at the glove counter, unfast- 

ened bis great coat, took his hat in hand 

and then glanced up pleasantly into the 

face of the clerk—a young, slender girl, 

with a tired look in her eyes and a feverish 

flush on her cheek. He bad opened his 

lips to speak, but suddenly he checked 

himselt and bis dark eyes dilated. Then, 

recovering his reli-poseession, be asked 

for ladies’ glove, for evening wear. 

‘I do notjknow the number, but—but I 

judge about the size you wear If you will 

be to good as to show me them, perbaps I 

can judge,’ be ssid, gezivg first at the 

pretty, flushed face then at the slim, white 

hand, unadorned save for ome strange 

little ring. 
That tace—that band—that ring! Was 

he dreaming, and would it vanish presently 

as something of the same vision had so 

often done during these long years since 

one so very like this girl bad stood beside 

him in the { happy days of youth? The 

gloves were brought, a spotless pair of 

white ; but instead of taking them up, the 

man continned to gaze into the face of the 

of the girl, who flushed deeply. He was 

about 10 epesk,| when another young girl 

came up and addressed the first. 
Margarei! It was the 

not leave without some further information 

as to the girl's identity, This girl must be 

the child of that other Margaret. Bat 

would her child be bere? Were they so 

reduced? 4 Would | that proud; stately 

woman) of his youth have voluntarily re- 

turned to her native town, and allow her 

child to be thus employed? Perhaps sbe 

was a widow, poor and struggling, while 

he—the firee of the ola love were kindling 

anew, sud, balf dreaming and with sn ex- 

cited flushjon bis face, be retained his seat. 

‘Will you take the gloves, sir?’ a gentle 

voice ssked. And again be started, with 

sudden shame at hie odd manper. 

‘Yes! yee! be answered quickly, ‘and s 

pair of the ssme number for eireet wear, 

please. Any color the ladies like best. 

They are for a little neice who caught me 

at;philopena,’ he added, smiling. The 

girl gave a responsive tmile, wondering 

who the lucky girl was. 

The gloves were wrapped up and haed- 

ed to bim. He could decently remain no 

longer. 
What could he de? When calmly enter- 

ing the store a little while ago, little he 

thought to find himself in such a state of 

unrest. 
“Thank youn,” he murmured, absently, 

and buttonivg up the great coat and re- 

placing his hat be reluctantly leit. 

At the door a daring thought struck him. 

‘I beg your pardon, sir,’ he said to the 

floorwalker, ‘I should lke to know the 

young lady at the glovo counter where I 

just made a purchase.’ 

‘I presume you have good reason for 

your inquiry P was the reply. ‘Sach 

questions sre rather unusual. Her name is 

Margaret Russell—ber address I caanot 

give you.’ 

The listener’s face became pallid. Ha 

took & card from his pocket and banded 1t 

to the man. 

“This, sir is my name,’ he said. ‘I 

think the young lady's mother was a dear 

friend of mine. There is a striking re- 

semblance. Will you kindly band her the 

card and tell her tbat if (bis voice trembled 

slightly) —if her mother is living, I should 

like to meet her again ? Ask her to take 

the card home and explain tbe incident. I 

shall come in tomorrow,” and with a bow 

be departed. 
Mr. Jones, floorwalker, gazed upon 

the piece of cardboard and read engraved 

thereon, ‘Mr. Pbibp J Hunter.’ The ad 

dress guaranteed wealth, and the name 

was one of which he had frequently heard 

in connection with philanthropic deeds 

and much that was good, so, to the vast 

amusement and universal interest of all 

the girls near by, he fufilled the odd re- 

quest. 

It wa# a pleasant little dining-room, 

with a pretty white cloth, and places for 
two. ¢ 
By » little side table holding a drop- 

light sat a woman, no longer young, but 
still pleasing to look upon, save tbat the 
cheeks were a trifle hollow and the face 
pale. She was busily at work upon some 
fine embroidery. Other finished pieces 
lying about spoke of the work she did to 
assist the income brought in by her child. 
A step sounded outside the door, and a 

moment later the young girl of the glove 
counter episode entered. The woman look- 
ed up with a sweet smile, and arose, lay- 

ing aside the work and greeting the girl 

with a caress. 
When her hat and coat bad been re- 

moved Margaret, with a mischievous look 
on her face,drew the card from her pocket- 

book, and stopping her mother as she 
placed the t-apot upon the table, beld it 
belore her eyes. ‘Did you know this per- 
son ? Have you ever seen that name be- 

fore P she asked her, half playtully, halt 

seriously. 

‘Philip I’ the mother cxclaimed, with a 

catch of the breath almost painful. ‘Why 
wby, Margaret, child, where did you get 

that card ?’ and, nervously putting cut her 

hand for it, the mother suddenly sat down. 

Then, in a {few words, the girl told all 

she knew of the incident, and described in 

glowing terms the bandsome gentleman's 

appearance. 
‘Aud so, dear mamma, you do know 

him. Please tell me something about bim 

—and if to morrow when he comes 1 may 

permit him to call to see you, as he 
wishes 

The bright blush which made the two 

look now so much alike slowly faded and 

came again. 

‘Yes ! No! I hardly know what to say 
darling. I do not know if it were better or 

no that we mect again. It is a very com- 
monplace story, dear, but I will tell you. 

We were once devoted to one another. 
Both were jealous and very proud. He 

said some unkind words which I re- 

sented and refused to forgive. Later I 

left B——for tbe West. There I met 
your father, whom I respected very much, 

and who very soon persuaded me to marry 

bim. Then, of course, I dared not think 

ot my earlier love, end soon rumors reach- 

ed me of his marrisge. After carrying out 

vour father's dying request and burying 

bim in his native city, I could not spare the 

little means I bad to go back West. In 

Margaret Russell onlv a few dear frierds 

recognized and sought the Margaret 

Young of earlier days. [knew that Philip 

bad grown to wealth snd position in bis 

own town, but did not expect to meet hum 

in our humble sphere. 1 know, too, that 

he never married. What do you easy dar- 

ling, should we be ashamed of our humble 

bome—a simple flat, with a room which 

serves as a dining room, sitting room, and 

drawing room P’ she concluded, glancing 

about her and contentedly smiling. 

Margaret was silent. She had been so 
much to her mother and she to her, and if 

he came—only too well Margaret foresaw 

the inevitable. She recalled the emotion 

of the man, and now saw a new light in 

her mother’s soit brown eyes. Could she 

be so selfish as to say one word to prevent 

the meeting. And if—well—her dear 

mother would be relieved of all further 

cares and trials and be restored to former 

position. It was characteristic of her 

sweet, unselfish little heart that she saw no 

future bepefit just then for hersell. 

‘Let him come, iapmma, dearest. I am 

sure it will be best,’ she ssid, striving to 
keep down a sigh that would come. Lit- 

tle supper was eaten that night, and the 
talk was all of Mr. Hunter / 

So, when the,tall,handsonie man sought 
the glove counter on-thé morrow, Mar- 
garet gracefully offered him her band, and 
told bim bow her mother remembered her 

old friend, and that she would be plessed 

to see bim again at their home. 

He responded with a look of intense 

salistaction and a warm clasp, saying sim- 

ply, ‘I will be there tonight.’ 

Margaret war dreadfully upset all day, 

and ucdecided to ber part in this pretty 
romance. Should she go home trom the 

store, or go to & friend’s first to leave them 

uninterrupted. After much pondering and 

some little heartache and stealthy téars, 
too, she decided to let her mother think it 

be her old friend and lover! It would 
perhaps, make it easier for both, and later 
Margaret's friend could see her home, 
when matters had been adjusted. 
As she planned, so, indeed, it was, and 

upon emtering the cozy room, she found 
two happy faces, looking years younger 
and bandsomer in the blessing of being 
again reunited. 

It your dealer has ever tried them him- 
selt he will certainly recommend Magnetic 
Dyes for home uses. 

bright and cozy, with a small table laid | 

was she entering, when it wonld actually’ 

FLASHES 

‘Ste married a millionnaire, didn’t soe? 
‘You mean that he was a millionaire at 

the time she married him.” 

‘Women,’ said the wise man, ‘are op- 
posed to expansion ’ 
‘How do you prove that?’ 
‘They wear corsets.’ 

‘It I ask you once to marry me and you 
say ‘Nd,’ I'il never ask you again ’ 
‘You won't? Well. I see now why you 

didn’t succeed as a book agent.’ 

Miss Newrich—I know nothing about 
the world. 
‘Mrs. Chaperon—That is immaterial. 

Does the world know anything about you ? 

Tommy—Say, paw. 
Mr. Fi a— Well? 
‘What is an upright piano?’ 
‘One that doesn’t play ragtime, I sup- 

pose.’ 

‘What 10 books would you take if you 
had to pass the rest of your lite on a 
desert island?’ 

*Oh, I wouldn’t take books at all; I'd 
take things to eat.’ 

Edith— Our butler is dignified enough 
to be the lord mayor of London ! 
E bhel—Is thatall? Why, our butler is 

dignifiad enough to be the lord mayor of 
London’s butler. 

‘And was my present a surprise to your 
sister, Johony P’ 3 
‘You bet ! She ssid she never suspect- 

ed you'd give ber anything so ciesp.'— 
London Tit- Bits. 

‘I'm sorry, John, but the moths have 
ea‘en a hole throngh the pocket of your 
winter coat.’ 
‘Through the pocket, eh ?’ returned the 

husband ; ‘I'll bet they were female moths. 

Deacon Goodleigh—Ah, Christmas teachg 
es us every one a great lesson. 
Mr. Brokeleigh—You bet it does. It 

teaches us to begin saving right away for 
next Christmas, unless we want to be 
bankrupt again. 

‘What's the matter with the doll? Its 
got its clothes upside down and wrong side 
to the front.’ 

‘Thet’s one ¢’ them dolls that the Vas- 
sar girls made and gave away to the poor 
an’ untortunate.’ 

Bacon—I saw a sign down the street 
today ot & hand laundry. 
Esbert—Well, what's strange 

that P 
*Why, isn’t it funny that a man would go 

to a laundry to bave his hands washed ?’ 

‘You must always think fps you 

about 

spesk,’ said the cautious philosppber. 

man, ‘snd let the other fellow, who follows 
the popular plan, get in ahead of me snd 
take ail the interest out ot what I say. 
You forget the value of time. 

‘I see they are talking of making a law 
to bang kidoappers.’ 

‘Yes, but I know of a better way to dis- 
pose of them ’ 

‘How's that?’ 
‘Let's turn them over to our colleges for 

be zing purposes.’ 

‘And you don’t love me any more, Miss 
Clara?’ 

‘Really, Mr. Blank, don't press me for 
an answer.’ 

‘But you told Goldboy the otuer day you 
thought I was out of sight.’ 

‘Well, ‘out of sight, out of mind,” you 
know.’ 

‘I notice that a couple of Frenchmen 
think they bave found a new explanation 
of the sense ot smell. They claim thas all 
odors are conveyed by etheresl undula- 
tions.’ 
‘Wonder ii those knowing lids ever en- 

countered a chunk ot ethereal Limburger 
on a close night in a dark cellar? 

‘Isn’t it ridiculous the way they celebrate 
weddings nowadays?’ remarked the first 
cybic. 

‘Yes,’ said the other, it’s just like this 
jubilee the British bad intended to hold 
upon Lord Roberts’ return.’ 

‘I con’t quite see the connection.’ 
‘The idea of celebrating ever a war 

that’s practicsily juet peginmng.’ 

Cousin Ethel Did Santa bring you 
everything you wanted, Freddy ? 

Freddy (in disappointed tones) —Naw; 
he only brought me a sled, an’ a bicycle, 
sn’ a goat, san’ 8 football, an’ a gun, an’ a 
sojer suit an’ some marbles, an’ a horn, 
an’ a pair o’ skates, an’ a whip, an’ some 
books, an’a spress wagon an’ a a some 
candy, an’ that’s all! 

They were discussing gas bills, the sub- 
ject being a common one ai this season, it 
not a popular one. 

‘It you use only a little gas, and are as 
economical as you can be, the bill is just 
as big, said Hilend. 

‘Then why not use a great deal?’ sug- 
gested Halket. 

‘Well, we tried that, and the bill was 
three times &s much. 

Spanish Courtesy. 

Spanish courtesy is traditio nal, but it is 
doubtful whether - the extent to which it 
is carried, even by the papers, would be 
practicable in any other land. When the 
Minister of the Interior Dato visited Bar- 
celona some time since, he was hooted 
and jeered at by the crowd, and finally 
forced to leave his carriage to escape the 
storm of stones showered at him. And 
yet the Spanish papers in referring to the 

‘Yes,’ answered the very aduve young 

ister met with a respectful though some- 
what frosty reception. 

She Waited. 

Even a Scotchman cennot always be 
bumorous, if he would. Like other people, 
bowever, he is sometimes funny without 
messing to be. The Scottish American 

thinks thet the message sent by a young 
man in Pebblesshire to bis waiting bride 
may have kept ber from worrying over his 

non-sppearance, but that she must, after 
all, bave received it with mixed teelings. 

- The bride elect lived in a village some 

distance trom the home of William 
the bridegroom. The wedding was to be 

at her home of William tbe bridegroom. 
The wedding was to be at her home. On 
the eventtul day the young man started for 

the station, but on the way met the village 
grocer, who tslked so entertainiogly that 
William missed his train. 

Naturally he was in what is known as a 
‘“‘state ef mind.” Something must be done, 

and done at once. So he sent the follow- 
ing telegram: 

“Don’t marry till I come. William.” 

It the bride elect knew her William, she 

probably knew how he felt when he sent 
the niessege, and forgave the mental con- 

fusion which resulted in what she must 

have locked upon as a needless request. 

“She's Dead Nowy" 

It is not uncommon for the first wife to 
hear of ‘my mother’s cooking,’ nor for the 

recond wile to learn that her predecessor 

had sll the excellent traits of Solomon's 

virtuous woman. 

The lecturer inquired dramatically, ‘Can 
any one in this room tell me of a pertect 
msp?’ 

There was a dead silence. 

‘Has any one,’ be continued, ‘Ceard of a 

perfect woman?’ 
Then a patient looking little women in a 

black dress rose up at the back ot the room 

and answered : 

‘There was ore. 

her, but she’s dead now. 

husband's first wie.’ 

I'va o'ten heard of 

Sie was my 

‘Are you old enough to vote P* asked the 
tourist in North Carohas. 

‘I dunno erzsckly what my age is, boss,’ 

replied tbe colored man. ‘But I kin tell 

you dis: I allus was old enough to know 

better d u to try to vote.’ 

BEBO EIN. 

Windsor, De c 18, to the wite of Robert Cat, 8 son. 

Morzciov, Dec 27, to the wite of Alian McDonald, a 

Hatin, Nov 6, to the wife of George K Butler, a 

Alms, 4 Co, Dec 19, to the wife of D A McQuaid, 

Yarmouth, Dec 24, to the wife of Alvin Earle, a 

Lower Granville, Dec 20, to the wife of Mr. Mus- 
sells, 4 son. 

Alma, A Co, Dec 14, to the wife of Rainsford But- 
land, a son, 

Harrigan Cove, Halifax, Co, Dec 1, to the wife of 
Chas Beaver—a son. 

Port Dufferin, Halifax, Co, Dec 15, to the wife of 
H M Smiley, a caughter. 

— _ 

BMARRIED. 

Hants, Dec. 24, John Conley toc Mary Isenor. 

Hzelifax, Dec, 19, Daniel Boutler to Leah Fraser, 

Boston, Nov. 29, Agatha Grant to Geo. Lennox. 

Truro, Dec. 12, John Cline to Abbie Reynolds. 

New Glasgow. W. E, Brown to Maggie Forbes. 

Lynn, Dec. 12, Wm. F. Moses to Bertha Martin. 

Canso. Dec. 24, Borden Jones to Minnie Lumsden® 

Pictou, Dec, 19, David H, Hosre to Janie M Small 
Truro, Dec. 18, Emerson Pelton to Maggie Ralph. 

Windsor, Dec. 12, Stephen Baker to Jennie Cooper 

Colchester, Dec. 17, David Reid to Graee Gam- 
mon, 

Pictou, Dec, 5, Howard McDouald to Laura Mce 
Laren 

Newport, Hants, Dec. 20, Lionel Canavan to Berths 
Davis. 

Hartford, Lec. 26, Charles E, Cann to Mabel 
Roach, 

Yarmouth, Dec. 27, William Lawrence to Desire 
Muree. 

Canning, N, 8,, Dec. 26, Samuel Kerr to Julia Mc- 
Donald. 

Groves’ Point, Dec, 19, Hugh McKinnon to Isabel 
McKay. 

Bridgewater, Dec, 20, Morton Frazel to Elizabeth 
Meisner. 

Brideetown, Dec, 12, Arthur J. Wagner to May 
Ramsey. 

Providence, R. I., John MacDonald to Mary Mec 
Kinnone 

Amherst, Dec. 24, Sanford Thompson to Mary 
W heaton, 

Pictou, Dec. 12, John D. Chisholm to Jennet A. 
Doherty. 

Amherst, Dec. 19, David A, Jewell to Edith B, 
Jorosn, 

Picton, Dec. 18, Jas, D. McIntosh to Minnie Mc- 
Donald. 

Yarmouth, Dec. 18, Mary Bowers to Israel Mc- 
Cormack. - 

Upper Port LaTour, Dec. 4, Dora Slate to David 
Flemming. 

Picton, Dec. 8. William Waiters to Margaret 
sutherland, 

Taro, Dec. 20, Fred T. Campbell to Margaret. 
KE. Windaen, 

Sydney, Dec, 18, Norman McAekill to Bessie 
Battleman. 

Louisburg, C. B., Dec. 12, Wiliam McKinnon to 
Mary Pope. 

Riversdale, N. 8., Dec. 15, Allen Eisenhaur to 

occurrence merely remarked that the min. | DIED. 

Fie ou, Dec 8, John Bain, 97 ¢ 

Di.oy, Dec 22, Mrs Bartley, 80." 

Mas‘, Dec 10, Isabel Pierce, 66. / 
Ya month, Dee 20, John Earl, 83. 

Pictou, Dec 14' Mrs John E liot, 81. 

Boon, Dec 10, Isabel Ssuuders, 66. 

Digby, Dec 55, Almias Turabull, 86. 

Cover tale, Nee 23, Bessie Colpitts 6. 

Truro Dec 24. Mrs J L Willams, 23. 

Halitax, Dec 27, irs Jobn Rrunt 47, 

New York, Dec 21, Newton Valet, 31. 

Carsonville, Dée 7, Wa Paterson, 19. 

‘Lissoaville, Dec 19, Maggie Scott, 46. § = 

Tupperville, Dec 28, Louise Tapper 22. © 

Kars. Kings Co, Dec 17, Issac Vail, 72: | 3 

East Pubaico, Dr ¢ 19, Jennie Smith, 2. 

Wisconsin, Dec 12, Melcolm Sellers, SL. fs 

Attleboro, Msss, Dec 156, Mrs A J Grow. 

Ipswich, Muss Dec 8, &ilbert ®abeans, ot 
Westville, Picton, Lec 11, John Murray, o& 

Cambridge, Mass, Catherive Jane MacLean, 
Kas, Kiogs Co, Dec 10, ¥ rs Isaac va 

Rogersville, Dec 19. Vincent O'Brien, 4 y¢ B 

Pleasant Harbor, Dec 29, Jasper 6lawson, 81. 
Nicholas River, Dec 26, Isabella Jardine, 87. 
Portage, Kings Co, Dec 28, Mrs A Kinnear, 86. 

San Francisco, Cal, Dec 5, John Morehouse, 88, 
Halifax, Dec 27, Mrs Thomas Meedbam, aged 80. 

Oakland, Calilornia, Dec 23, Sarah Avs Marr, 78, 

Westville, Picton, Dec 7, Mrs Mary McQuarrie, 71, 
Alma. Colbhester, Dec 25, Mrs Robert Gerard, 86, 

Wy Pictou, Dec 11, Jobn tou of ¢hlbert Roy 

Somerset, Kings, Dec 11, [Damilton Ha os 
34. 

Beaver Dom, Shelburne Co, Dec 22, Mrs James 
Ensor, 72. 

Jindaie, New Hampshire, Dec 19, Wm Langille, 

ree, Parrsboro, Dec 16, Mrs Henry Llewelyn 
: 

Big Glace Bay, C B, Dec 16, Mrs Duncan M¢ Done 
ald, 81, 

Lower Caledonis, 
MacDonald, 186, 

Sydoey Mines, D B, Nov 19, infant son of Mr and 
Mrs James Cann, b days. 

Queens, Dcc 19, Mildred, infant of Mr 
rs LL A Thompson, 11 mos. 

Colchester, Dec 21, Christy 
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For full particulars as te pa: age ratag 
service to Canadian Northwest, ritisa | 
Oregon and 

CALIFORNIA. 

Also for maps aud psmplets descriptivi 
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Free Farms. Canadian Nol 
For each adult over 18 years of age. 8 C 

pamplets. a 

tickets at single fare, Dec. 8 to 81, good; 
unul Jan. 31. Through tickets at su 
Montreal added to one and one third f 
Montreal, good for return until Jan. 20, % 
Commercial Travellers’ tickets at pingle 
nen Dec, 14 10 Dec. 20, good for re ) 

General Public—1.0cal excursion q 
gle fare Dec, 21 to Jan. 1, good for return antil Jan, 
4. For through excursion tickets see posjers. 

D. POTTING ER, 
Gener . 

Railway Office, oe. £ Sr 
Moncton, N. B., December 15th, 1900, 3 

[ntercolonial Raily a 
Orrand after MONDAY Nov. 26th, 1640, trains 

will run daily (Sundays excepted) as {g 2 

Express for Point du Chéne, Cam 

Express tor Haliiax and Pictour*+*+- 
Express for BusseX: oo seocssassee 
Express for Quebec and Montreal, 
Accommodation for Halifax and Sydney 
A sleeping car will be at 3 

leaving St. John at 17.06 o’cl for Qn 
Montreal. Passengers transier at Monch 

A sleeping car will be attached to !the train 
leaving St. John at 22.10 o'clock for ; 
Vestibule, Dining and Sleeping cap 

Quebec and Monwreal express. i 

pbel 

Isabel Foley. 
Breton Cove. 'C. B., Nov, 29, Arthur Buchanan to 

Effie McInnis, ; 

Petite Riviere, Dec. 24. Chas, Slauenwhite '» 
Ellen Himmeiman. 

Trout Brook, C. B., Dec. 12, Angus Matheson to 
Sarah McDonald. ¥ 

Lexington, Inverness, Dec. 12, James McKinnon 
to Annie McFayden. 

Lower Argyle, Dec.19, Clayton D. Spinney to 
Agatha Md. Goodwin. 

: , St. Ann’s,C. B.,, Nov. 27, M. J. Mc- Semis Sol: Ym 
North Ha 

TRAINS WiLL ARRIVE AT 87. JOHN 
"xpress from SussEXieeeneeee vos sees ob buhEiEN: $90 
xpress from Quebee aud Montreal... eeess412.40 
£xpress trom Halifax, Pictou and Point | du ; 

Express from Halifax and Campbe 
Accomwodation from Pt. du Chen 
CE ERE EE EE EE EY TIE LAE EE TY [+ ons ’ 

*Daiiy, except Monday. J 
East All trains are run b 

Twenty-four hours n 

Askill to 
N. H., Dec, 12, Frank Horace: 

Philbrick to Dora Belle Crowell, 

Biohtbucto Village, Dec 17, Mrs Rubin Maillet, - 
47. 

Totirist- Sleepers: — 
: 
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