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Austrian Generals W}}o LeadnArmies In European War

Gen A von Gieslingen

Gen.. Arthur Von Gieslingen, com-
mander of the army at Pragus.

ra

Gen M .von Affenberg

Gen., Moritz Auffenberg, commanding
the army advanving on Servia.

Gen. Pudollg» ng:mn

Gen, Rudolph Von Brudermann, com-
mander of the army of the north.
[

Fredericlt

Archduke Frederick. commander-in-
chief,

92 .

[ "@rsztyansa .

Gen, Tersztyanszky, commanding Hun-
garian corps of Austro-Hungary

P
695 Main Street

ABOUT 150 PAIRS OF

LADIES’ LOW SHOES
AND BOOTS

have been put in a
box, and you can
take your choice for

98c. a pair

There may be a
great saving for you
on this lot.

—lE—

JAMES V. RUSSELL

CLEARANCE SALE
695 MAIN STREET

SPORT NEWS OF
DAY, HOME
AND ABROAD

Houlton 5, St. Joha 3,

« team from St. John played in Houl-
on yesterday and were defeated by a
;core of 6 to 8, after nine good fast in-
iings. Robinson and Thompson were
setween the points for the St. John
eam, while Harrigan and York did
;00d work for the Houltons.

National League.

At Boston—Boston 5, Pittsburg 4.
At Philadelphia—Cincinnati 4, Phila-
Iphia 2.

At New York—Chicago 4, New York

At Brooklyn—St. Louis 7. Brooklyn 2.

National League Standing.

Lost.
38
45
47
45
51
50
52
53

American League.

P.C.
.591
.540
.580
.521
479
473
.434
.430

lew York
hicago
t. Louis
ioston
dncinnall ...
*hiladelphia
rookiyn .. ... ...
ittsburg

40

No games scheduled.

American League Standing,
Won. Lost.
iiues OB 34
44
44
49
50
52
56
69

PC.
.649
.560
545
514
.489
.480
440
.323

hiladelphia
oston
"ashington
‘etroit

. Louis
hicago
e~ York
leveland i
Federal League.

At Brooklyn—Brooklyn 2, IKansas

ity 0.
At Baltimore—Baltimore 5, Chicago

At Buffalo—Buffalo 4, ]n(iianapolis <
At Pittsburg—Pittsburg 6, St. Louis

. International League,

At Montreal—(T'welve innings) Jer-
, City 4, Montreal 2.

At Buffalo—Buffalo 4, Baltimore 3.
At Newark—Newark 7, Rochester 1.

Pets Defeat McAdam.

The Fredericton Pets on their own
-4nond yesterday defeated the Mec-
dam baseball team 5 to 4. The bat-
ries were: For the Pets—Barry, Mel-
~e and Donovan; for McAdam—Fisher
. Johnston,

THLETIC

Eztman in Bangor.

Elbridge D. Eatman, a sprinter of
;me note, formerly of this city, is now
Bangor with his mother. Eatman is
,w giving athletic and musical exhibi-
ons on the stage. He is not out of the
ame altogether, though, and would like
o gtart in a match race with a local
srinter on Labor Day. Fatman’s best
ne: for the hundred is said to be 9 3-5.
JRF
Another Record.
Ftawah, at Graad Rapids yesterday,
iped a quarter second from the four-

RUSSIAN COMMANDER.

NiKoI@._ye\x;itcb

Grand Duke Nikolai Nikolarewitch is
the chief of the first conseription of the

Russian army. .

THE HEAD HUNTER

(Continued from page 10)

“And he must remember,” went on
Chloe, “to remind me of what I want
when I do not know, myself, what I
want.”

“You’re rising in the scale,” I said.
“What you seem to need is a first class
clairvoyant.”

“And if I say that I am dying to hear
a Beethoven sonata, and stamp my foot
when I say it, he must know by that
that what my soul craves is salted al-
monds; and he will have them ready in
his pocket.”

“Now,” said I, “I am at a loss. I do
not know whether your soul’s affinity is
to be an impresario or a fancy grocer.”

Chloe turned her pearly smile upon
me.

“Take less than half of what I said as
a jest,” she went on. “And don’t think
too lightly of the little things, Boy. Be
a paladin if you must, but don’t let it
show on you. Most women are only
very big children, and most men are
only very little ones. Please us; don’t
try to overpower us. When we want a
hero we can make one out of even a
plain grocer the third time he catches
our handkerchief before it falls to_the
ground.”

‘That evening I was taken down with
pernicious fever. That is a kind of coast
fever with improvements and high-gear-
ed attachments. Your temperature goes
up among the trees and fours and re-
mains there. laughing scornfully and
feverishly at the chichona trees, and the
coal-tar derivatives. Pernicious fever is
a case for a simple mathematican instead
of a doctor. It is merely this formula:
Vitality plus dhe desire to live—the dur-
ation of the fever equal the result.

I took to my bed in the two-roomed
thatched hut where I had been comfort-
ably established and sent for a gallon
of rum. That was not for myself.
Drunk, Stamford was the best doctor
between the Andes and the Pacific. He
came, sat at my bedside and drank him-
self into condition.

“My boy,” said he, “my lily-white
and reformed Romeo, medicine will do
you no good. But I will give you quin-
ine, which, being bitter, will arouse in
you hatred and anger—two stimulants
that will add ten per cent to your
'chances. You are as strong as a cari-
bou calf, and you will get well if the
fever doesn’t get in a knockout blow
when you’re off your guard.”

For two weeks I lay on my back feel-
ing like a Hindoo widow on a burning
ghat. Old Atasca, an untrained Indian
nurse, sat near the door like a petrified
statue of What's-the-Use, attending to
her duties, which were, mainly, to see
that time went by without slipping a
cog. Sometimes I would fancy myself
back in the Philippines, or, at worse
times, sliding off the horsehair sofa in
Sleepytown.

One afternoon I ordered Atasca to
vatnose, and got up and dressed care-
fully. I took my temperature, which I
was pleased to find 104. I paid almost
dainty attention to my dress, choosing
solicitously a necktie of a dull and sub-
dued hue. The mirror showed that I
was looking little the worse from my
illness. 'The fever gave brightness to
my cyves and color to my face. And while
I looked at my reflection my color went
and came again as I thought of Chloe
Greene and the millions of eons that
had passed since I’d seen her, and of
Louis Devoe and the time he had gained
on me.

I went straight to her house. I seemed
to float rather than walk; I hardly felt
the ground under my feet; I thought

pernicious fever must be a great boon

to make one feel so strong.

I found Chloe and Louis Devoe sitting
under the awning in front of the house.
She jumped up and met me with a
double handshake.

“Im glad, glad, glad to see you out
again!” she cried ,every word a pearl
strung on the string of her sentence.
“You are well, Tommy—or better, of

e —— —

year-old record, covering the mile in
2.08 3-4 in an exhibition heat. The win-
ners yesterday were: 2.08 trot, purse
$1,000, Omar, Floyd, time 2.04%; 2.11
pace, purse $8,000, King Couchman, Mec-
Mahon, time 2.08Y%;

all trot, purse $1,500, Grace, McDevitt,

time 2.12Y%.

course. I wanted to come to see you,
but they wouldn’t let me.”

“Oh yes,” said I, carefully, “it was
nothing. Merely a little fever. I am out
again as you see.”

We three sat there and talked for half
an hour or so. Tnen Chloe looked out
yearningly and almost piteously across
the ocean. I could see in her sea-blue
eyes some deep and intense desire. De-
voe, curse him! saw it too.

“What 1s it?” we asked in unison.

“Cocoanut-pudding,” said Chloe, pa-
thetically. “Ive wanted some—oh, so
badly, for two days. It’s got beyond
a wish; it’s an obsession.”

“The cocoanut season is over,”. said
Devoe, in that voice of his that gave
thrilling interest to his most common-
place words. “I hardly think one could
be found in Mojada. The natives never
use them except when they are green
and the milk is fresh. They sell all the
ripe ones to the fruiterers.”

“Wouldn’t a broiled lobster or a
Welsh rabbit do as well?” I remarked,
with the engaging idiocy of a pernicious
-fever convalescent.

Chloe came as near to pouting as a
sweet dispositioned and a perfect profile
would allow her to come.

The Reverend Homer poked his er-
mine-lined face through the doorway
and added a concordance to the conver-
sation.

“Sometimes,” said he “old Campos
keeps the dried nuts in his little store
on the hill. But it would be far better,
my daughter, to restrain' unusual de-
sires, and partake thankfully of the daily
dishes that the Lord has set before us.”

“Stuff!” said I.

“How was that?” asked the Reverend
Homer, sharply.

“T gay it's tough,” said I. “to drop
into vernacular, that Miss Greene should
be deprived of the food she desires—a
simple thing like kalsomine-pudding.
Perhaps,” 1 continued, solicitously, “some
pickled walnuts or a fricassee of Hun-
garian butternuts would do as well.”

Every one looked at me with a slight
exhibition of curlosity.

Louis Devoe arose and made his
adieus. I watched him until he had saun-
tered slowly and grandiosely to the cor|
ner, around which he turned to reach his
great warehouse~and store. Chloe made
her excuses, and 'went inside for a few
minutes to attend to some detail affect-
ing the seven-o’clock dinner. She was a
past mistress in housekeeping. I had
tasted her puddings and bread with be-
atitude.

When all had gone I turned casually
and saw a basket made of plaited green
withes hanging by a nail outside the
door-jamb. With a rush that made my
hot temples throb there came vividly to
my mind recollections of the head-hunt-
ers—those grim, flinty, relentless little
men, never seen, but chilling the warm-
est noonday by the subtle terror of their
concealed presence. .From time to
time, as vanity or ennui or love or Jjeal-
ousy or ambition may move him, one
creeps forth with his snickersnee and
takes up the silent trail . .Back he
comes triumphant, bearing the severed
gory head of his victim. . .His particu-
lar brown or white maid lingers, with
fluttering bosom, casting soft tiger's
eyes at the evidence of his love for her.

I stole softly from the house and re-
turned to my hut. From its supporting
nails in the wall I took a machete as
heavy as a butcher’s cleaver and sharper
than a safety-razor. And then I ¢huckl-
ed softly to myself, and set out to the
fastidiously appointed private office of
Monsieur Louis Devoe, usurper to the
hand of the Pearl of the Pacific.

He was never slow at thinking; he
gave one look at my face and another
at the weapon in my hand as I entered
his door, and then he seemed to fade
from my sight. I ran to the back door,
kicked it open, and saw him running
like a deer up the road toward the wood
that began two hundred yards away. 1
wasg after him, with a shout. I remem-
ber hearing children and women scream-
ing, and seeing them flying from the
road.

He was fleet, but T was stronger. A
mile, and I had almost come up with
him. He doubled cunningly and dashed
into a brake that extended into a small
canon. I crashed through this after him
and in five minutes had him cornered in
an angle of insurmountabl@ cliffs. Thgrc
his instinct of self-preservation steadied
him as it will steady even animals at
bay. He turned to me, quite calm, with
a ghastly smile.

?0h, Rayburn!” he said, with such
an awful effort at ease that 1T was un-

olite enough to laugh rudely in his
Fnce. «0Oh, Rayburn!” said he, “come
let’s have done with this nonsense. of
course I know it’s the fever and you're
not yourself; but collect yours®®, man
—give me that ridiculous weapon, now,
and let’s go back and talk it over.”

“1 will go back,” said I, “carrying your
head with me. We will see how charm-
ingly it can discourse when it lies in the
basket at her door.”

“Come.” said he, persuasively “I think
better of you than to suppose that you
try this sort of thing as a joke. But even
the vagaries of a fever-crazed lunatic
come some time or other to a limit.
What is this talk about heads and bas-
kets? Get yourself together and throw
away that absurd cane-chopper. What
would Miss Greene think of you?”’ he
ended, with the silky cajolery that one
would use toward a fretful child.

«Listen,” said I. “At last you have
struck upon the right note. What would
she think of me? Listen,” I repeated.

“There are women,” I said, “who look
upon horsehair sofas and currant wine
as dross. To them even the calculated
modulation of your well-trimmed talk
sounds like the dropping of rotten plums

from a tree in the night. They are the
maldens who walk back and forth in

handicap free-for- the villages’ scorning the emptiness of

the baskets at the doors of the young

men who would win them. One such as

FRENCH COMMANDER.

Gen G offre

Gen. J. J. Joffre is the supreme com-
mander of the army of France.

they.” I said. “is waiting. Only a fool
would try to win a woman by drooling
like a braggart in her doorway or by
waiting upon her whims like a footman.
They are all daughters of Herodias, and
to gain their hearts one must lay the
heads of his enemies before them with
his own hands. Now, bend your neck,
Louis Devoe. Do. not be a coward as
well as a chatterer at a lady’s teatable.”

“There, there!” said Devoe, faltering-
ly. “You know me, don’t you, Ray-
burn?”

“Oh yes,” I said, “I know you, I
know you. I know you. But the basket
is empty. The old men of the village
and the young men, and both the dark
maidens and the ones who are as fair as
pearls walk back and fgfth and see its
emptiness. Will you kngelgnow, or must
we have a scuffle? It i§*fiot like you to
make things go roughly, and with bad
form. But the basket i§ waiting for
your head.”

With that he went to pieces. I had to
catch him as he tried to scamper past
me like a scared rabbit. I stretched him
out and got a foot on his chest, but he
squirmed like a worm, although I ap-!
pealed repeatedly to his sense of pro-,
priety and the duty he owed himself as
a gentleman not to make a row.

But at last he gave me the chance,
and I swung the machete.

It was not hard work. He flopped like
a chicken during the six or seven blows
that it took to sever his head; but fin-
ally he lay still, and I tied his head in
my handkerchief. The eyes opened and
shut thrice while I walked a hundred
vards. I was red to my feet with the
drip, but what did that matter? With
delight I felt under my hands the crisp
touch of his short, thick, brown hair and
close-trimmed beard.

1 reached the house of the Greenes
and dumped the head of Louis Devoe
into the basket that still hung by the
nail in the door-jamb. I sat in a chair
under the awning and waited, The sun
was within two, hours of setting. Chloe
came out and looked surprised.

“Where have you been, Tommy?” she
asked. “You were gone when I came
out.”

“Look in the basket,” I said, rising to

my feet. She looked, and gave a little|'

scream—of delight, I was pleased to
note.

“Qh, Tommy !” she said. “It was just
what I wanted you to do. It's leaking
a little, but that doesn’t matter. Wasn’t
I telling you? It’s the little things that
count. And you remembered.”

Little things! She held the ensanguin-
ed head of Louis Devoe in her white
apron. Tiny streams of red widened on
her apron and dripped upon the floor.
Her face was bright and tender.

“Little things, indeed!” I thought
again. ‘The head-hunters are right.
These are the things that women like
vou to do for them.”

Chloe came close to me. There was
no one in sight. She looked up at me
with sea-blue eyes that said things they
had never said before.

“You think of me,” she said. “You
are the man I was describing. You think
of the little things, and they are what
make the world worth living in. The
man for me must consider my little
wishes and make me happy in small
ways. He must bring me little red
peachés in December if I wish for them,
and then I will love him till June. I will
have no knight dragons for me. You
please me very well, Tommy.”

I stooped and kissed her. Then a mois-
ture broke out on my forehead, and I

began to feel weak. I saw the red
stains vanish from Chloe’s apron, and
the head of Louis Devoe turn to a
brown, dried cocoanut.

“There will be cocoanut-pudding for
dinner, Tommy, boy,” said Chloe, gayly,
“and you must come. I must go in for a
little while.” ;

She vanished in a delightful flutter.

Dr. Stamford tramped up hurriedly.
He seized my pulse as though it were his
own property that I had escaped with.

“You are the biggest fool outside of
any asylum!” he said, angrily. “Why
did you leave your bed? And the idiotic
tlings you've been doing!—and no won-
der, with your pulse going like a sledge-
hammer.”

“Name some of them,” said I.

“Devoe sent for me,” said Stamford.
“He saw you from his window go to old
Campos’ store, chase him up the hill
with his own yardstick, and then come
back and make off with his biggest
cocoanut!”

“It’s the little things that count, after
all,” said I

“It’s your little bed that counts with
you just now,” said the doctor. “You
come with me at once, or I’ll throw up
the case. You’re as loony as a loon.”

So I got no cocoanut pudding that eve-
ning, but I conceived a distrust as to the
value of the method of the head-hunters.
Perhaps for many centuries the maidens
of the villages may have been looking
wistfully at the heads in the baskets at
the doorways, longing for other and les-
ler trophies,

ROYAL ARGANUM

The Grand Council of the Royal Ar-
canum for the maritime provinces con-
cluded its annual meeting here yester-
day. The next annual meeting will be
heéld in Halifax on the first Tuesday in
August, 1915.

John G. Gates, of Pittsburg, represent-
ing the Supreme Council, installed the
following officers yesterday: Grand Re-
gent, H. H. James, St. John; vice-regent,
W. H. Studd, Halifax; orator, T. H.
Francis, Halifax; secretary, F. J. Alli~
son, Sackville; treasurer, C. N. Burn-
yeat, Moncton; chaplain, C. H. Perry,
Sussex; guide, Joseph Walker, Frederic-
ton; warden, W. F. Porter, Bridgewater,
N. S.; sentry, George Wetmore, St. John
past grand regent, C.. A. McLellan, Tru-
ro; grand trustees, W. N. Furguson,,
Truro; T. A. Ramsay, St. John, and
Hiram Gondy, Yarmouth; representative

T—

AMUSEMENTS

I

: Charming Indian and
: prairie story by Kalem
Players in two parts

“GhHe
Bottled Spider”

, GEM ORCHESTRA

Maec McDermott in
another of “Man Who
Disappeared” Series

“Face to Face”

O—-O I

22

Ford Sterling, king of
movie comedians, in side-
tickler

“The Jealous
Husband™

to the grand council. H. H. James alter-
nate G. A. Kimball, St. John.

Finance committee—W. A. Guild
Halifax; E. A. Charters, Sussex; W. J.
Woods, Moncton.

Law committee—Joseph A. McQueen,
Dorchester; F. A. Masters, Kentville; G.
H. McAndrew, St. Stephen.

Committee on state of order—E. F.
Hart, Halifax; John C. Ferguson, Camp-
bellton; A. N. Mott, Glace Bay.

Committee on printing and supplies—
H. H. James, St. John; J. F. Allison,
Sackville; C. H. Burnyeat, Moncton.

Mr. Gates was elected an honorary life

11

member of the maritime eouncil. A vote
of thanks was extended to the St. John
council for hospitality to delegates.

A telegram was sent to Dr. W. A,
Christie who is ill in Philadelphia, ex-
pressing the sympathy of the members
of the grand council.

During the afternoon the ‘delegates
were taken for a drive about the city and
to Rockwood Park.

In St. John’s (Stone) church yester-
day afternoon D. Arnold Fox gave an
organ recital for the entertainment of
the members of the Grand Council.

Mr. Fox’s work was much appreciated
by all.

AMUSEMENTS

————
KATHLYN Stioky IMPERIAL

Two ¢¢
Parts

‘ Or the Beginning of the

THE FORGED DOCUMENT”

Two
Parts

End for Prince Umballah

A Vitagraph
—*Josie’s
Arrival”’

Famous Dutch Comedienne

JOSIE SADLER

Something
New and

The
Extra Good

JOS

reat
Eueee

THOSE ITALIAN BOYS

Andrew and Anthony Vissochi
AND THEIR ACCORDEONS

RUTH BLAISDELL
Concert Soprano, and
FESTIVAL ORCHESTRA

Two
Reels

A Wonderful Gripping High Class Labin Feature

“THE HOUSE OF DARKNESS”

Twe
Reels

War News and Maps Outside H Announcements FFrom - Stage

MON.

. 52%: “GOODNESS GRACIOUS

"3

AAAAAAAAAAAAAA AAAAAAAAAALALALAAAAAAAAASAALASALALALLALLALALLALALLLALAS
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THE BEST PROGRA

WE "AVE SHOWN
—~IN MONTHS —

“THIEVES”

—IN 2 PARTS

A GRAPHIC PHOTO-PLAY
OF THE BUSINESS WORLD

A THRILLING WESTERN DRAMA

- “SHELTERING AN INGRATE”

Replete With Bpectacular Scenes N
of Cowboy Sports —

—AMERICAN

It You Don’t SBay It's the Finest
of It's Kind Yet Seen, We
Miss Our Guess.

AMAAAAAAAADAAAMAAADAAAAD

KEYSTONE COMBINATION
OF FUN AND EDUCATION-—

“THE ACRES OF ALFALFA”

MONDAY
DON'T MISS

THE BOYS
THAT
“BEAT IT”

Burlesque FI
‘of P

“A LEAP IN THE DARK"”
3rd Episode of “The Million Dollar Mystery

WIXOW & BEHAN

ure Fun

“THEY BEAT IT”

In Thelr Own
Original Parodies
With Catchy Patter

nale

Q

U

E
L
Y
R

Appealing Western Drama

“The Angel of The Gulch”

Majestic Semi-Sensational Offering

AMAAAAAAAAAAAADAAADDDAMAALS

A Cool Comedy For SBummer Days

Thanhouser Playlet of Chills and Fun

‘When Aldy Froze Up” C

Al

DON'T FORGET “THE MILLION DOLLAR MYSTERY"”—Unique Mon.
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IMPERIAL

W
NEXT

TUESDAY

BROADWAY STAR FEATURES (i)

GOODNESS

SIDNEY DREW

GRACIOUS

or “MOVIES AS THEY SHOULDN'T BE”

A Burlesque in Three Parts with °
CLARA KIMBALL YOUNG
and other Famous Vitagraph Comedians

by the VITAGRAPH COMPANY of America |

| Photographed and Produced

Hero....
Herolné..o0isil soivic soieid daee
Heroine’s Mother... . ...'. 0
Heroine’s Father......
Hero’s Father

| > DONT Miss THE
; ,m

enesesss

cssese

s0sves soce

cevisa wams svss sos-JAMES EACKAYE
MUSICAL ALVINOS -wa
R '

CAST:

©ss0es s6ece sesses sessvsscss

SIDNEY DREW
.... CLARA KIMBALL YQUNG
..NED FINLEY
....KATE PRICE
..ETIENNE GIRARDOT

(OPERA

HOUSE)

Mack’s Musical Revue
and Continuous Vaudeville

Tonight 55"

2:30 and 8:15

Entire Change of Program This Week

MA’I‘INEES—Orohestrg 156
o3

- (o]
P NIGHTS-Orchestra 2 Balocony 1 6¢; Gallery 100
‘ rlces- Box Seats Reserved . S0 y50c
T S R S T

Balcony 100

T e T e e
S TAR — ror tHE WEEK-END

“AN

Mona Darkfeather Is Featured

INDIAN’S HONOR?” — Kalem

In This Splendid Indlan Drama

‘RETURN OF JACK BELLEW’
Vitagraph Sea Story

“CONSCIENTOUS CAROLINE"
Edison Comedy

‘MOVING PICTURES'
Sellg Juvenile Comedy

“LONG ISLAND SKUNK FARM"
Bee the Skunks being raised for their Fur

‘ This Will Be a Fine Show For The Children Saturday Afternoon ,

See Her!

Lucille Love at the Gem
again on Monday

N<Pr-9

September 5th

ST. JOHN EXHIBITION

to 12th, 1914

RESS

TO DEFEND )

THE EMPIRE

(i EMP

e« The Battle For Freedom?
SPECIAL TWO-PART KALEM PRODUCTION

The greatest battle scenes ever produced are presented in this powerful story of the Boer War.. British
officers who took active part in the South African campaigns co-operated in this spectacular reproduction of

an actual Boer War engagement.

Once foes, they are now staunch friends

and eager to help the motherland.

“BRONCHO BILLY”
ESSANAY

In “Red Riding Hood of the
Hills,” an excellent western drama
with a punch.

“His First Performance”
EDISON COMEDY

A corking good comedy, full of
humorous situations, with funny
Dan Mason.

“The Seaport of Jerusalem”
EDISON TRAVEL

Showing Jaffa and its orange in-
dustry—very interesting and en-
tertaining.

MATINEE SATURDAY— COMING MONDAY—“THE VICTORIA CROSS” '




