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Two Little Wooden Shoes.

By "OUIDA.”

The Romance of a Beautiful Flemish Peasant Girl.

CHAPTER IL

The two years had not been all playtime,
any more than they had been all summer.

When one has not father, ov mother, or
brother, and all one’s friends have barely
bread enough for themsalves, life cannot be
very easy, nor its crusts very many at any
time.

Bebee had a cherub'’s mouth, and a dream-
er's eyes, and a poet’s thoughts sometimes in
her own untaught and unconscious fashion.

But all the same she was a little hard work-
ing Brabant peasant girl; up while the birds
twittered in the dark; to bed when the red
sun sank beyond the far blue line of the
plains; she hoed, and dug, and watered, and
planted her little plot; she kept her cabin as
clean as a fresh blossomed primrose; she
milked her goat, and swept her floor; she sat,
all the warm days, in the town, selling her
flowers, and in the winter time, when her
garden yielded her nothing, she strained her
sight over lace int.imcityto get the
small bit of food that stood between her and
that hunger which to the poor means death.

A hard life; very hard when hail and snow
mado the streets of Brussels like slopes of ice;
a little hard even in the gay summer time
when she sat under the awning fronting the
Maison du Roi; but all the time the child
throve on it, and was happy, and dreamed of
many graceful and gracious things while she
was weeding among her lilies, or tracing the
threads to and fro on her lace pillow.

Now—when she woke to the full sense of
her wonderful 16 years—Bebee, standing
b_arefoot on the mud floor, was as pretty a
gg}m as was to be seen betwixt Scheldt and

ine.

Bebee was as. pretty a sight as was tobe
seen betwixt Scheldt and Rhine.

The sun had enly left a soft warmth like an
apricot's on her white skin. Her limbs,
though strong as a mountain pony's, were
slender and well shaped. Her hair curled in
shiny, crumpled masses, and tumbled about
her shoulders, Her pretty, round, plump
little breast was white as fhe lilies in the
grass without, and in this blooming time of
her little life Bebee, in her way, was beauti-
ful as a peach bloom is beautiful, and her in-
nocent, courageous, happy eyes had dreams
in them underneath their laughter—dreams
that went further than the green woods of
Laeken, further even than the whito clouds
of summer,

She could not move among them idly as
poets and girls love to do; she had to be active
amidst them, else drought and rain, and
worm and snail, and blight and frost would
have made havoc of their fairest hopes.

The loveliest love is that which dreams high
above all storms, unsoiled by all burdens; but
perhaps the strongest love is that which,
whilst it adores, drags its feet through mire,
oand burns its brow in heat, for the thing be-
loved.

So Bebee dreamed in ber garden; but all
the time for sake of it hoed and dug, and hurt
her and tired her limbs, and bowed
her shoulders under the great metal pails
from the well.

This wondrous morning, with the bright
burden of her sixteen years upon her, she

 dressed herself quickly and fed ber fowls and,
happy as a bird, went to sit on her little
wooden stool in the doorway.

There had been fresh rain in the night; the
garden was radiant, the smell of the wet

“ earth was sweeter than all perfumes that are
burned in palaces.

The dripping rosebuds nodded against her
hair as she went out; the starling called to
her, *‘Bebee, Bebee—bon jour, bon jour.”
Theso were all the words it knew. Itsaid the
same words a thousand times a week. But
to Bebee it scemed that the starling most
certainly knew that she was 16 years old that

day.

Breaking her bread into the milk, she sat in
the dawn and thought, without knowing that
she thought it, *How good it is to live when
one is young!”

Old people say the same thing often, but
they sigh when they say it. Behee smiled.

Mere Krebs opened her door in the nex®
cottage and nodded over the wall

“What a fine thing to be 10!
year, Bebee,”

Marthe, the carpenter’s wife, came out from
her gato, broom in hand.

“The holy saints keep you, Bebee; why,
you are quite a woman now!”

The little children of Varnhart, the char-
coal burner, who were as poor &s any mouse
in the old churches, rushed out of their little
home up the lane, with them a cake
stuck full of sugar and seeds, and tied round
with a blue ribbon, that their mother had
made that very week, all in her honor.

“Only see, Bebeel Such a grand cakel”
they shouted, dancing down the lane. “Jules
picked the plums, and Jeaune washed the al-
moods, and Christine took the ribbon off her
own communion cap—all for you—all for
you; but you will let us come and eat it toof”

0ld Gran'mere Bishot, who was the oldest
woman about Laeken, hobbled through the
grass on her crutches and nodded her white

head, and smiled at Bebee.

“] have nothing to give you, little one—ex-
cept my blessing, if you care for that.”

Bebee ran out, breaking from the children,
and knelt down in the wet grass, and bent

her pretty lﬁ{ head to the benediction.

Trine, the miller’s wife, the richest woman
of them all, called to the child from the steps
of the mill:

“A merry year, and the blessing of Heaven,
BeblisComeup, and here is my first dish of
cher for you; not tasted one myself; they
will make you a feast with Varnhart's cake,
though she should have known better, so poor
assheis. Charity begins at home, and these
children’s stomachs are empty.”

Bebee ran up and then down again glee-
fully, with her lapful of big black cherries;
Tambour, the old white dog, who had used
to drag her aboutin his milk cart, leaping
on her in sympathy and congratulation.

“What a supper we will have!" she cried to
the charcoal burner’s children, who were
turning summersaults in the dock leaves,
where the swans stared and hissed.

When one is sixteen, cherries and a cake
have a flavor of Paradise still, especially when
they aro tasted twice, or thrice at most, in all
the year.

Anold man called to her assho went by
his door. All these little cabins lie close to-
gether, with only their apple trees, or their tall
beans, or their hedges of thorn between them;
youmay ride by and never notice them if
you do not look for them under the leaves
closely, as you would for thrushes’ nests.

He, too, was very old; a life long neighbor
and gossip of Antoine’s; he had been a day
laborer in these same flelds all his years, and
bad never traveled further than where the
red mill sails turned among the colza and the
corn

“Come in, my pretty onc, for a second,”
he whispered with an air of mystery that
made Bebee's heart quicken with expectancy.
“Come in; I have something for you. They
were my dead daughter’s—you have heard
me talk of her—Lisette, who died forty years

A merry

or more ago, they say; for me, I think it was
yesterday. Mere Krebs—she is a hard wo-
man—heard me talking of my girl. She
burst out laughing, ‘Lord sake, fool, why,
your girl would be sixty now an she had
lived.” Well, so it may be; you see, the new
mill was put up the weelk she died, and you
call the new mill old; but, my girl, she is
young to me. Alwaysyoung. Come here,
Bebee.”

Bobes went after him, a littlo awed, into
the dusky interior, that smelled of stored ap-
ples and of dried herbs that hung from the
roof. There was a walnut wood press, such
as the peasants of France and the low coun-
tries keep their home spun linen in and their
own lace that serves for the nuptials and
baptisms of half a scoro of generations.

The old man unlocked it with a trembling
hand, and there came from it an odor of dead
lavender and of withered rose leaves.

On the shelves there were a girl’s set of
clothes, and a girl’s sabots and a girl's com-
munion veil and wreath.

“They are all hers,” ho whispered; “all
hers. And sometimes in the evening time I
see her coming along the lane for them—do
younot know? There is nothing changed;
nothing changed; the grass, and the trees,
and the huts, and the pond are all here—why
should she only be gone away

* Antoine is gone.”

“Yes. But he was old; my girl is young.”

He stood a moment, with the press door
open, a perplexed trouble in his dim eyes; the
divine faith of love and the mule like stupid-
ity of ignorance made him cling to this one
thought without power of judgment in it.

“They say she would be sixty,” ho said,
with a little dreary smile. *“But that is ab-
surd, you know. Why, she had cheeks like
yours, and she would run—no lapwing could
fly faster over corn. Theso are her
you see; yes—allof them. That is the sprig of
sweetbrier she wore in her belt the day before
the wagon knocked her down and killed her.
I have never touched the things. But look
here, Bebee, you are a good child and true,
and like her just a little. I mean to give you
her silver clasps. They were her great-great-
great-grandmother’s before her. God knows
how old they are not. And a girl should
have some little wealth of that sort—and for
Antoine's sake"—

The old man stayed behind, closing the
press door upon the lavender scented clothes,
and sitting in the dull shadow of the hut to

tinker had a cteam cheese for her in a vine
Jeaf, and the sweetmeat seller brought her a
beautiful gilded horn of sugar plums, and the
cobbler had made her actually a pair of shoes |
—rodshoes, beautiful shoes to go to mass in |
and be a wonder in to all the neighborhood.
And they thronged round her and adored the
gilver waist buckles; and when Bebee got
fairly to her stall and traffic began, she
thought once more that nobody's feast day
had ever dawned like hers.

. When the chimes began to ring all over |
the city she could hardly believe that the |
carillon was not saying its “Laus Deo” with |
some special meaning in its bells of her.

The morning went by as usual; the noiso |
of the throngs about her like a driving of
angry winds, but no more hurting her than
the angels on the roof of 8t. Gudule are hurt
by the storm when it breaks.

The day was a busy one, and brought in
good profit. Bebee had no less than fifty sous
in her leather pouch when it was over—a
sum of magnitude in the green lane by Lae-
ken.

A few of her moss roses were still unsold,
that was all, when the Ave Maria began ring-
ing over the town and the people dispersed to
their homes or their pleasuring.

It was a warm gray evening; the streets
were full; there were blossoms in all the bal-
conies, and gay colors in all the dresses. The
old tinker put his tools together and whis- |
pered to her:

“Bebee, as it is your feast day, come and
stroll in St. Hubert’s gallery, and I will buy
you a little gilt heart, or a sugar apple stick,
or a ribbon, and we can see the puppet show

ehf”

But the children were waiting at home;
she would not spend the évening in the city;
she only thought she would just kneel a mo-
ment in the cathedral and say a little prayer
or two for a minute—the saints were so good
in giving her so many friends.

People looked after her as she went through
the twisting, picture like streets, whero sun- |
light fell still between the peaked high roofs,
and lamps were here and thero lit in the bric- |
a-brac shops and the fruit stalls.

Her little muslin cap blew back like the
wings of a white butterfly. Her sunny hair
caught the last sun rays. Her feet were fair
in the brown wooden shoes. Under tho short |
woolen skirts the grace of her pretty limbs |
moved freely. Her broad silver clasps shone |
like a shield, and sho was utterly unconscious
that any one looked; she was simply and
E::vely intent on reaching St. Gudule to say

one prayer and not keep the children
waiting.

Some one leaning idly over a balcony in
the street that is named after Mary of Bur-
gundy saw her going thus. Heleft the bal-
ﬂy and went down his stairs and followed

The sun dazzle on the silver had first caught
his sight; and then he had looked downward
at the pretty feet.

These are the chances women call fate.

Bebee made her salutations to the high
altar, and stole on into the chapel of the
Saint Sacrament; it was that one that she
loved best.

She said her prayer and thanked the saints
for all their gifts and goodness, her clasped
hand against her silver shield, her basket on

think of his daughter, dead forty
and more.

Bebeo went out with the brave broad silver
clasps about her waist, and the tears wet on
her cheeks for a grief not her own.

To be killed just when'one was young and
was loved like that, and all the world was in
its May day flower! The s#iver felt cold to
her touch—as cold as though it were the dead
girl's hands that held her.

The garlands that the children strung of
daisies and hung about her had never chilled
ber so.

But little Jeanne, the youngest of the char=
coal burner’s little tribe, running to meet
her, med with glee, and danced in the

gay morning.

“Oh, Bebee! how you glitter! Did the
Virgin send you that off her own altar? Let
me see—let me touch! Is it made of the stars
or of the sun?”

And Bebee danced with the child, and the
silver gleamed and sparkled, and all the
people came running out to see, and the milk
carts were half an hour later for town, and
the hens cackled loud unfed, and the men
even stopped on their way to the flelds and
paused, with their scythes on their shoulders,
to stare at the splendid gift.

“There is not such another set of clasps in
Braba::t; old work you could make a fortune
of in the curiosity shops in the” Montagne,”
said Trine Krebs, going up the steps of her
mill house.

“‘But, all the same, you know, Bebee, things
ol sl Dods Tl siosiigacs waneiee ™

But Bebee danced with the child, and did
not hear.

Whose fete day bad ever begun like this
one of hers?

She was a little poet at heart, and should not
have cared for such vanities; but when one is
only 16, and has only a little rough woolen
frock, and sits in the market place or the
lace room, with other girls around, how
should one be altogether iudifferent to'a
broad, embossed, beautiful shield of silver
that sparkled with each step one took?

A quarter of an hour idle thus was
however, that Beebe or her friends co

spare uv d o'clock on a sumimer morning, when
the city was waiting for its eggs, its honey,
its flowers, its cream and its butter,
Tambouar was shaking his leather harness in
impatience to be off with his milk cans.

So Beebe, all holiday though it was, and
beroine though she felt herself, ran indoors,
put up her cakes and cherries, cut her two
basketfuls out of the garden, locked her hut,
and went on her quick and happy little feet
along the grassy paths toward the city.

The sorting and tying up of the flowers she
always left until she was sitting under the
awning in front of the Broodhuis; the same
awning, tawny as an autumn pear and
weather blown as an old sail, which bad
served to shelter Antoine Maes from heat'and
rain through all the years of his life,

“Go to the Madelaine; you will make mon-
ey there, with your pretty blue eyes, Bebee,”
people had said to her of late; but Bebee had
shaken her head.

Where she had sat in her babyhood at An-
toine's feet, she would sit so long as she sold
flowers in Brussels—here, underneath the
shadow of the Gothic towers that saw Eg-
mont die.

Here Bebee, from 3 years old, had been
used to sit beside him. She knew all the
people—the old cobbler,who sat nexf her, and
chattered all day long like a e; the
tinker, who had come up many & summer
night to drink a glass with -Antoine; the
Cheap John, who cheated everybody else,
but who had always given her a toy or
trinket atevery Fete Dieu all the summers
she had known; the little old woman. sour as
a crab, who sold rosaries and pictures of
saints, and little waxen Christs upon a tray;
the big dogs who pulled the carts in, and lay
panting all day under the rush bottomed
chairs on which the egg wives and the fruit
sellers sat, and knitted and chaffered; nay,
even the gorgeous huissier and the frowning
gendarme, who marshaled the folks into or-
der as they went up for municipal registries,
or for town misdemeanors. She knew them
all; had known them all ever since she had
first trotted in like a little dog at Antoine's
heels.

So Bebee stayed there.

It is, perhaps, the most beautiful square in
all northern Europe, with its black timbers
and gilded carvings, and blazoned windows,
and majestic scutcheons, and fantastic pin-
pacles. That Bebee did not know, but she
loved it, and she sat resolutely in front of the
Broodhuis, selling her flowers, smiling, chat~
ting, helping the old woman, counting her
little gains, eating her bit of bread at noon-
day like any other market girl, but at times

lancing up to the stately towers and the

ue sky, with a look on her face that made
the old tinker and cobbler whisper together:
“What does she see there—the dead people or
the angels?”

The truth was that even Bebee herself did
not know very surely what she saw—some-
thing that was still nearer fo ber than even
this kindly crowd that loved her. That was
all she could have said had anybody asked
ber.

But none did.

No one wanted to hear what the dead said;
and for the angels, the tinker and the cobbler
were of opinion that one bad only too much
of them sculptured about everywhere, and
shining on all the casements—in reverence be
it spoken, of course.

CHAPTER IIL
“] remembered it was your name day,
child. Here are half a dozen eggs,” said one
of the hen wives; and the little cross woman
with the peddler’s triy added a waxen St.
Agnes, colored red and yellow to the very

life, uo doubt; and theold Cheap John had
saved her a ecago for the starling; and the

the pa her, abovehead the sunset
rays streaming purpk
golden through the painted windows that are
the wonder of the world. {
‘When her prayer was done she still meeled |
there; her head thrown back toWatch the
light, her hands clasped still, and on her up-
turned face the look that made the people say,
“YWhat does she seef—the angels or the dead?”
She forgot everything. She forgot the
gherries at home, and the children even. She
was looking upward at the stories of the
painted panes; she was listening to the mes-
sage of the dying sunrays; she was feeling
vaguely, wistfully, unutterably the tender
beauty of the sacred and the awful
wonder of the world in which she with her six-
teen years was all alone, like a little blue corn
flower among the wheat that goes for grist
and the barley that makes men drunk.

“What does she see, the angels or the
dead?

For she was alone, though she had so many
triends. Quite alone sometimes; for God had
been cruel to her, and had made her a lark
without song.

When the sun faded and the beautiful case-
ments lost all glow and meaning, Bebee rose
with a startled look—had she been dreaming?
—was it nightt—would the children be sorry
and go supperless to bed?

“Have you a rosebud left to sell to me?”a
man’s voice said not far off; it was low and
sweet, as became the Sacrament chapel

Bebeo looked up; shedid not quite know
what she saw; only dark eyes smiling into
hers.

By the instinct of habit she sought in her
basket and found three moss roses; she held
them out to him.

«] don't sell flowers here, but I will give
them to you,” she said, in her pretty, grave,
childish fashion.

] often want flowers,” said the stranger,
ashe took the buds. “Where do you sell
yours—in the marketf” |

“In the Grand place.”

“Will you tell me your name, pretty onef”

“I am Bebee.”

There were people coming into the church.
The bells were booming abovehead for ves-
pers. There was a shuffle of chairsand a stir
of feet. Boys in white went to and fro,
lighting the candles. Great clouds of shadow
drifted up into the roof and hid the angels.

She nodded her little head to him.

“Good night; I cannot stay. I havea cake
at home to-night, and the children are wait-
ing.”

“Ah| that is important, no doubt, indeed.
Will you buy some more cakes for the chil-
dren from mef”

He slid a gold piece in her hand. She
looked at it in amaze, In the green lanes by
Laeken no one ever saw gold. Then she gave
it him back.

I will not take:money in church, nor any-
where, except what the flowers are worth.
Good nightt” [

He followed her and held back the heavy
oak door for her and went out into the air
with her.

It was dark already, but in the square there
was still the cool, bright, primrose colored
evening light.

Bebee's wooden shoes went pattering down |
the sloping and uneven stones. Her little
gray figure ran quickly through the deep
shade cast from the towers walls, Her
dreams had drifted away. She was thinking
of the children and the cake.

“You are in such & hurry because of the |
cake!” said her new customer, as he followed |

her. i
Bebee looked back at him with a smile in |
her blue eyes, |
“Yes; they will be waiting, you know, and |
there are cherries, t0o. |
“It is a grand day with you then?” |
«It is my fete day; I am 16.” [
She was proud of this. She told it to tho |
very dogs in the street. |
“Ah! you feel old, I dare say?" |
“Qh, quite old! They cannot call me a
child any more.” |
«Qf course not; it would be ridiculous.
Are these presents in your basket?” |

moment to 1ift the dead vino leaves and show |
him the beautiful shining red shoes. “Look! |
—old Gringoire gave me these. I shall wear |
them at mass next Sunday. Ineverhada |
pair of shoes in my life.” |
“But how will you wear shoes without
stockings?” |
It was a snake cast into her Eden.
She had never thought of it.
“Perhaps I can save mouey and buy sowe,
} she answered, after a sad littlo pause. “But l

that I could not do till next year. They

would cost several francs, I suppose.”
“Unless a good fairy gives them to you”
Bebee smiled; fairies were real things to

her—relations indeed. She did not imagine | gy
I

that he spoke in jest.

“Sometimes I pray very much and things
come,” sho said, softly. ‘*“When the Gloire
de Dijon was cut back too soon one sumimer,
and never blossomed, and we all thought it
was dead, I prayed all day long for it, and
never thought of anything else; and by au-
tumn it was all in new leaf, and now its flow-
ers aro finer than ever.”

“But you watered it whilst you prayed, I
sup) i

The sarcasm escaped her.

She was wondering to herself whether it
would be vain and wicked to pray for a pair
of stockings: she thought she would go and
ask Father Francis,

By this time they were in the Rue Royale,
and half way down it The lamps were
lighted. A regiment was marching up with
a band playing. The windows were open and
people were laughing and singing in some of
them. The light caught the white and gilded
fronts of the houses. The pleasure seeking
crowds loitered along in. the warmth of the
evening.

Bebee, suddenly roused from her thoughts
by the loud challenge of the military mi
looked round on the stranger, and moti
him back.

“Sr—I do not know you—why should ~;ﬂr\l
como with me? Do not do it, pleasa, You
make me talk, and that makes me late.”

And she pushed her basket further on her
arm, and nodded to him, and ran off—as
ﬂeef.iy asa hare through fern—among the
press of the le.

“To-morrow, little one,” he answered her
with a careless smile, and let her g0 unpur-
sued. Above, from the open casement of &
cafy, some young men and some
women leanéd out, and threw sweetmeats at
bim, as in carnival time.

“A new model—that pretty peasanti” they
asked him.

He laughed in answer, and went up the
stwps to join them; ho dropped the moss
roses astho went, and trod on them, and did
not wait.
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Said to be Splendid.

“] am pleased with Burdock Blood

Bitters because it cured my rheumatism

completely. My son dlso and many
other people in this vicinity have ul

it and say it is splendid.” Mrs. O. Perr-

anlt, Rat Portage, Ont.
8 il e
Life and Limb

Are often in jeoperdy through various
accidents on land and water. A prompt
relief and sure cure for all painfal
wounds, bruises, burns, cats, scalds
rheumatism, neuralgia, sore throat and
croup is Hagyard’s Yellow Oil, known
as reliable oyer 30 years. Keep itin the
house always.

— e e-—————
Our Vancouver Correspondent.

Erom Esquimanult, B. C. Mrs. A. B
Cameron writes that being very much.
troubled with dys;i%psia she tried two
bottles of Burdock Rlood Bitters, which
gave great relief, and ho‘)es that others
may be induce to try it also and receive

| kef benefits.

e ————
Like Half a Dollar.

About 8 years ago my . feet and legs
became poisoned, and came out in great
sores as large as half a dollar which ate
in almost to the bone. After the failure
of other remedies the sores were com
vletely healed by one bottle of Burdock

lood Bitters.” Joseph Ganyon, Tupper-
ville, Ont.

RIATERIALS.

Stock in the Do.
¢ill be found at

RAMSAY & SON'S
MONTREAL
WINSOR & NEWTON'S

Celebrated Manufactures, 4

COCKLES'

MPOUND ANTIBILIOUS
ENG FAMILY APERIENT Pl LLS’

THE GREAT ENGLISH REMEDY OF PURELY
VEZGETABLE INGREDIENTS AND WITH-
QUT MERCURY. #& USED BY THE
ENGLISH PEOPLE FOR
OVER 120 YEARS.

i
and
WHOLESALE AGENTS

EVANS & SONS, LIMITED,
MON}‘REAL.

OAK-TANNED

BELTING

TORONTO BRANCH

20 FRONT ST. EAST

THE J. 0. McLAREN BELTING CO.
MONTREAL.

PLATE GLASS

grench
ireo!
% plate \@

MONGENAIS, BOIVIN & CO.
MONTREAL

B, JONAS & GO,

ROCERS’
SUNDRIES

H38ENTIAL

WORM POWDERS.

Aropleseant to tako, Contaln theirown
Par~s . Is & safo, puro, and effectecl
Qostroyer of worms in Childven or Adults

“Yes, every one of them.” She paused & fv i

»il

HOARSENE

A

Are you ¢
rest by a

IOTHERS. ‘

ht and broken of your |
ering and crying with
30, send at once and get !
s SooTHrNG SYRUP FOR |
value is incaleulable. |
le sufferer immediately. |
‘here isnomistake about |
ad diarrhoea, regulates |
, res wind colie, softens
: ation, and gives tone |
le system. Mgs. WiNsLow’s |
POR CHILDREN TEETHING is pleas- |
and is the preseription of one of |
t T hysicians
in the United States, and is for sale by all |
druggists throughout the world. Price 25 cents a
bon‘e. |

WiLL CURE OR RELIEVE
DIZZINESS,
PS
FLUTTERING
OF THE HEART,

ACIDITY OF
THE STOMACH,

NESS
OF THE SKIN,
And eyery species_of disease aris:
m 2 INEYS,
STOMACH, BOWELS Ok BLOOD.

1. MILBURN & 00, *™3&zs

TORONTO.

AMELED LETTERS

=

=

N

F.S. SHARPE, F. C. A,
Chartered Public Accountant,
Auditer, Assignee, Receiv-

er, and Estate Agent,
Office 120 Prince Wm Street, Saint John
N. B,

JAVA COFFEE.

PEx steamer Wandrahm, Antwerp:

25 Sacks Zangerang Java,
VERY FINE FLAVOR.

ALFRED LORDLY & 00,,

Paradise Row.

~‘§T. JOHN BOLT and
NUT CO.

. /Manufacture mild STEEL
" RIVETS fully equal, if not
superior, to the best Scotch

" Rivets.
P. O, Box 454,

“SUMMER CARNIVAL.
ATTENTION.

Trangparencies and Designs
- Furnished.
74 Germain Street,

F.EC MILES

~ Asgessors’ Notice.

igned having been appointed
Taxes for the City of Portland,

te, Personal Estate and Income,

notice that Blank Forms, on |
ts may be farnished under the
5 Taw, can be obtained from said |
A that such statements must be per-
fected w ‘oath_and filed with them within
thirty days: the date of this notice.

Dated the 25th day of March, A. D., 1889
: DANIEL O’NEILL, ) Assessors
+ RICHARD FARMER, % of
. JOHN KELTIE,
READY FOR BUSINESS.
' 9 Canterbury st.
GENTLEMEN:

i . 1
You can have your Clothing put in good Order by
sending them to

Joﬁ_u S.DUNN,/

TATLOR.

Taxes.

Specialty.

TAYLOR & DOCKRILL

Wholesale

CIGAR DEALERS,

84 King street.
SPECIAL.

Ladies India Kid Button
Boots,
One dollar per pair.
Extra Value.

R.A.C.BROWN,

19 Chanrlotte St.

ACADIA PICTOU. |

DAILY EXPECTED, ex Sch “Valetta,”
about 180 tons

ACADIA MINE PICTOU COAL.

Fresh mined and free from slack.
For sale by
R. P. McGIVERN,
No. 2 Nelson street.

Eggs for Ha,tching,_

OM IMPORTED THOROUGHBRED Ligur
BRAHMA and WHITE LDGHORN FOWLS
and PEKIN DUCKS. The latter bred by Profess-
or Twitehell; Government Lecturer on Agricult-

re.
Price, carefally boxed, Oxe DoLLAR per setting
of thirteen. .
K FIR SHADE FARM,
Rothesay

e S

248 to 252 Prince Wm, Street,
SAINT JOHN, N. B.

New Victria Hoel,

330
325
286
328

329

Repairing, Pressing and Altering a : 319

| =S
| MENDERS addressed
| :;gfgtmcnt at St. John will be received up to
| the

NOTICE OF REMOVAL,

E beg to announce that on or about the *'&

15th of April Next,

we will remove to Stcre at present occupied by
Messrs. Kedey & Co.,

77 KING STREET.

25 doors below present stand.

Clas. K. Cameron & G0,

95 KING STREET.

S

Intercolonial Railway
TENDERS FOR OIL.

SEA_LED TENDERS addressed to the Chief

Superintendent of the Intercolonial Railway,
Moncton,and marked on the outside “'Tender lﬁr
Oil,” will be received until SATURDAY, lith
May, 1889, for the whole or any dartof the oil re-
quired by this railway during the year commenc-
ing July1st, 1489,

qulga of the specification can be obtained from
T. V. Cooke, General Store Keeper, Moncton.

All thi conditions of the specification must be
complied with.

oD ROTTINGER,
Hallts Oles Monstow,No B Yo endenhy
22nd April 1889,

G. B. PUGSLEY, L. L. B,

Barrister, Attorney-at-Law, &o.
OEFICES—Corner Prince William and
Church streets, St. John, N. B.

CHOICE PERFUMES

Just received a full assortment
—O0F—
Lubins, Atkinson’s, Gosnell's Fot,
in small bottles.
—ALSO—
A complete stock of first quality of

PERFUMES IN BULK.

Prices low.

WILLIAMB. McVEY
CHEMIST,

185 Union St., St. Johu N. B.

‘L: B.ROBERTSON.!
SAINT JOHN, N. B.
MANUFACTURES A NDS

RAND PRINTING
| DATERS.SEALS

TRLEFAONE SUBSCRBERS

PLEASE ADDTO YOUR DIRECTORIES:
323 Blackadar, Fred., Crockery, Union
street.

Bowman, I C. residence, King
street East.

Carritte, deB., Commission Agent,
Water street.

C. P. R. Telegraph Co., Prince Wm.
street.

Dunbrack, H., residence, Wright
street, Portland.

Gleeson & Morrison, Coal, Smythe
street.

Lynch, J. P.. Commission Merchant,
Market street.

McAvenney, Dr. A. F.,, Charlotte
street.

Macaunlay Bros. & Co., Dry Goods,
Kiag street.

MeAvity, Geo., residence, Princess
street.

Smith, George F., residence Union
street.

Simonds, E. L, residence, Waterloo
street.

Straton, James, residence,

324
315

Hazen

stree!

The Calkin Electric Co., Princess
street. §

Vassie, J. & Co., Dry" Goods, King
street.

Vassie, ' W., residence,
burg street.

A. W. McMackin,
Local Manager.

332
322

Mecklen-

to the Agert of the De
Oils and

lication to

instant, for a supply of Paints,

| other stores.

Particulars can be obtained on a

the Agent. .
. Deputy Minister of Marine.
Department of Marine,
Ottawa, 12th April, 1839,

ASSESSORS’ NOTICE

THE BOARD OF ASSESSORS OF TAXES for

the City of Saint John, in the present year,
hereby requireall persons liable toberated, forth-
with to furnish to the Assessors,

True Statements of all their Real
Estate, Personal Estate and

Income,

and hereby give notice that Blank Forms, on
which statements may be furnished under the
City Assessment Law, can be obtained at the
office of the Assessors, and that such statements
maust be perfected under oath,and filed in the office
of the Assessors within THIRTY DAYS from
the date of this notice E
Dated this first day of April, A. D. 1889,
WM. F. BUNTING,
nirmnn,‘} Assessors
JOHN WILSON,
URIAH DRAKE, |

Taxes.

Extracts from ‘“The 8t. John City
Assessment Act of 1882.”

Sec 23—"“The Assessors shall ascertain, as nearly
““ag possible, the particulars of the real estate, the
*‘personal estate and the income of any person
“who has not broughtin a statemert in accord-
“ance with their notice and a3 ro%ulred by this
“law, and shall make an estimate t
“{rue value and amount to the best of thelr infor-
“mation and belief; and such estimate shall be
“gonclusive upon all persons who have not filed
“their statements in due time, unless they can
“show a reasonable excnse for the omission.”

Src 43—"“No person_shall have an abatement
“‘unless he has filed with the Assessors the state-
“‘ment,, under oath within the time- hereinbefore
“required ; nor ~hall the Common Council in any

STEAMERS.

intaaﬂnnal sty (0,

Summer Ar-
rangement.

YTHREE TRIPS
iy

WEEK.

N and after MONDAY, April 20th, the Steam-
ers of this Company will leave Saint Jobn
rt, Portland and Boston_every MON-

, WEDNESDAY and FRIDAY morning at

ard.

Returning will leave Boston same at_8.30
standard, 8. m.,’and Portland at 5. East-
port and Saint John.

Conuections at Eastport with steamer ‘‘Rose
Standish” for Saint Andrews, Calais and St
Stephen.
722~ Freight received daily up to 5 p, m.

H. W. CHISHOLM,
Agent.

7.
ys
for

sun, tel.

BAY OF FUNDY 8. S. CO.

(LIMITED.)

HE S. 8. * CITY OF MONTICELLO,” Flem-
ming_Master, will sail from St. John, for
Digby and Annapolis until further notice, on

MONDAY, WEDNESDAY AND
SATURDAY

at7.45 a, m., returning same day, crmmencing
Wednesday, 27th inst.

St. John, N. B.,
March 23rd 1889.

For Washademoak Lake !

The Peoples’ Favorite.

TROOP & SON
Managers.

TEAMER “STAR” will leave her wharf,
Indiantown, for the Lake, every

TUESDAY, THURSDAY AND
SATURDAY, at 10 o'clock, a. m.
CALLING AT ALL INTERMEDIATE
STOPS.
RETURNING, i8 due at INDIANTOWN at
2 p. m., on ALTERNATE DAYS.

J. E. PORTER,

Manager.

THE YARMOUTH STEAMSHIP
COMPANY,

(Limited.)

FOR YARMOUTH, N. 8. and Boston.

STEAMER.S of abova Company will make Two
Trips n Week between here and Yarmouth
(calling at Briar Island each way, in clear weath-
er), till farther notice, leaving_every TUESDAY
and FRIDAY cvening, at 7.30, connecting at
Yarmouth with steamers plying on the South
Shore ports Nova Scotia.t Also, with the fine steel
88 “Yarmouth,” which leaves Yarmouth every
Wednesd d Saturd for Boston.
CHAS. M=LAUGHLAN & SON,
! Agents.
St. John N B, 20 April, 1889,

CAFE ROYAL,

Domville Building,
Corner King and Prince Wm, Streets.

MEALS SERVED AT ALL HOURS.
DINNER A SPECIALTY.

Pool Roem in Connection.

WILLIAM CLARK.
THX

Intergolonial Exprsss Company

(Limited.)

IORWARDS M dise, Money and Packag
of every description; collects bills with
woods, Dratts, Notes and Accounts. . .
ing daily (Sunday d), with Special
in charge, over theentire line of the
lenial Railway, o the Riviere du
Lonpe with the

Canadian Express Company,

M.

tario and the Western States, and at St. John with

the

American Express Company

for all points in the Eastern and Southern States

Branch_offices in Summerside and Charlotte
town. P. B. I. Europe n Express forwarded and
receified weekly,

Debenture Gcixiaor Goods in Bond promptly

for all pointa in the Provinee ¢f Quebec and On- |

IVERGOLOVAL RALAY

N and after MONDAY, November 26th,

the trains of this Railway will dail,
(Sunday excepted) as follows:— LY

Trains will Leave St. John.

DAY EXPRESS.

ACCOMMODATIO!

ExPRESS FOR SUSSEX &
ExPrESS FOR HALIPAX & QUER

A Sleeping Car runs daily on the 18.00 traia
to Halifax.

. On Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday, u Sleeping
Car for Montreal will be attached to the Quel
Express, and on Monday, Wednesday and Friday
a Sleeping Car will be attached at Monecton,

Trains will Arrive th St

John;

Express rrou Ha
XPRESS FROM SuU

ACCOMMODATION

Dav Exprrss

All Trains are run by Eastern Standard Time.
P. POTTINGER,
Chief Superind:
Hhilais Oines el perindendent
Moncton, N. B., November 20th, 1888.

13
19 20

(ALL RAIL LINE.)

RRANGEMENT OF TRAINS: in effect
April 20th, 1889. Leaves St. John Inter-
colonial Station—Eastern Standard Time.

6.10 . m.—Fast Express for Bangor, Portland’
Boston, &ec.; Fredericton, St. Stephen, St.
Andrews, Houlton, Woodstock and points
west. Pullman Buffet Parlor Car for Bangor.

8.55 a. m—Accommodation for Bangor, Portlan{,
Boston, and. points west; Fredericton, St.
Andrews, St.Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock.

4.45 p.m—For Fredericton and intermediate points.
8.30 p. m—(Except Saturday night)—Night Ex-
press for Bangor, Portland, Boston, and poinﬁl

west; St. Stepnen, Houlton,
Presque Isle, &c. Pullman Sleeping

Car for
RETURNING TO ST. JOHN.
FROM BANGOR, 5.20 8. m.; Parlor Car attached

7.20 p. m., Sleeping Car attached.
VANCEBORO ¥ 1.15,11.15 a. m. 12.10 p. m.;
WOODSTOCK 6.00 11.40 a. m.,8.20 p. m.;
HOULTON 6.00,11.40 a. m., 8.30 p. m.;

ST. STEPHEN 9.20,11.40 a. m., 10.20 p. m.:
ST. ANDREWS 6.30 a. m..
FREDERICTON 6.00, 11.30 a. m., 3.25 p. m.;
ARRIVE A_'l:)OST JOHN 7 545, 8.40- a. m., 2.30,
(B p. m.

LEAVE CARLETON.

8.10 a.m—For Fairville, Bangor and points west,
Fredericton,St. Stephen,St. Andrews,Houlton
and Woodstock.

4.30 p.m—For Fairville, Fredericton. und inter
mediate points,

ARRIVE AT CARLETON.
8.55 a. m—From Fairville, Fredericton &ec.
5.10 p.m~From Fairville and points weet.

A. J. HEATII, F. W.CRAM,
@en. Pass. and Ticket Agent. Gen. Manage:.

Shore Line Railway.
ST.STEPHEN & ST. JOHN

EKastern Standard Time.

N and after MONDAY. Dec. 31. Trains wilt
run daily, Sunday excepted, as follows:
LEAVE St. ohn at 7.24 a. m., and Carleton at

7.45 n. m., for St. George, St. Stephen and inter-
wediate points, arriving in St. George at 10.21 a.
m.; St. Stephen 12.25 p. m.

LEAVE St. Stephen at 8.15 a. m,, 8t. George 10.22
a.m.; arriving in Carleton at 1257 p. m,; St
John at 1.12 p. m.

Freight up to 500 or 600 Ibs—not large in bulk—
will be received by JAS. MOULSON, 40 Water
street, up to 5 p. m.; all larger weights and bulky
freight must be delivered at he warehouse,
CuBr etnn.befqg-leﬁbp. we 53 ndvase

age will be received and delive at
MOWES?)N'S, Water street, where a truckman will

be in attendance.
W. A. LAMB,
MANAGER.

St. John, N. B., Dee. 27, 1838.

Buctouche and Moncton Rv.

N and after MONDAY, Dec. 17th. trains will
run as follows:

AV |
i St, Anthony.
} Cocaigne..... g
Norte Dame.| 9 2
i McDougall’s.
| Scotch Sett. .| 9 §
Cape Breton.
i Irishtewn. ...
| Humphreys..
Lewigville ...
| Ar. Monecton

SSNEREE60

Humphrey:

Irishtown. ...
Cape Breton.
Scotch Sett. .

2ERESsEsEES

e Dame.
Coeaigne.. ...

St. Anthony'.
Little River..

Ar. Buctouche. ...

=gt

i ' C F. HANINGTON,
Mancger!

attended to and forwarded with :
?peoial rates for llnrxe Col:sixnmenls and farther
information on application to
TAMES BYRCE, J.R.STONE,
Superintendent. Agent.

J. V. MASURY & SON'S
Superfig Carriage Paints

—AND—

Pure Golors in O and Waler
Colors,

At very low prices.

Alabastine for Walls and
Ceilings.

V. 1L THORNE & C0.

Market Square.

“such case sustain an appeal from the jud of

“the Assessors unless they shall be satisfied that
“there was good cause why the statement was not,
*“filed in due time, as herein vrovided.”

NOTICE.

The New Brunswick Coffin
and Casket Factory, 157
and 159Brussels 8t.,
teeps a large stock of Coffins and Caskels
on hand to select from, also, I have
lately added Children’s Enamelled

White Caskets finely finished.

Besides this is the best place for dealers

One minute’s walk from Steamboat landing
Street Cars for and from all Railway Stations aud
Steamboat Landings pass this Hotel every five
minutes.

L:B.ROBERTSON
GEN.AGENT.nPROVINGES FOR
ALBANY PAPER CO.

RATED TOILET PAPER

AND FIXTURES A SPECIALTY

J. L. McCOSKERY, Pro.|

| Double Washboard. |

to get their supply of
Mountings and Trimmings

in all the newest designs. Having made
arrangements with the manufacturers,
Iam prepared to supply at lowest
prices tothe Trade.

Catalogue and Price list on application.
W. WATSON.

P. 8.—Sole manufacturer of the

W. W.

~ GROCERS CADDIES.

Received an assortment of
DRUMS AND CADDIES,
Size fire to ten pounds each. Nicely fin-

ished.
Sold cheap at Steam Spice and Coffee
Mills,
Paradise Row.
A. LORDLY & CO.
P. E, ISLAND and BUCTOUCHE
OYSTERS.

now being served in all Styles.
A large stock on hand for sale, wholesale
and retail

—AT—
M. A. HARDING’S,

Foot of Portland, N. B.

P. S. Large and commodions dining room up-
irs.

stai

'W. M. CALDWELL, M. D,
PHYSICIAN and SURGEON.

Office and Residence
LANCASTER ROAD,
Fairville.

G.T.WHITENECT,
157 Brussels Street.
HOUSE, SHIP, SIGN, AND
DECORATIVE PAINTER.

Paper Hanging, Gilding, Whitewashing,
Kalsomining, Glazing, Etc.
Telephone Communication with all the Leading
Houses.

TELEPHONIC.

7 i

All willadmire the toul ensemble of the
boudoir, as represented above, as well as
recognize the wisdom of the fair owner in
telephoning us to send up samples of our
New Tweed Waterproofs for Ladies wear.

ESTEY ALLWOOD & CO,,

Dealers in Rubber Goods of all kinds,
68 Prince Wm. St.

North Britsh and Mercaniile
[nsrance Company.
Capital $10,000,000.

70 Prince Wm. street,

D. R. JACK, - - Agent




