Shoe Sales Experience Assures Us
Our Bargains Are Appreciated

MC 2035 POOR DOCUMENT

:  Prepared Especially For This Newspaper

See our Prices and the Values.

We have in our King Street Windows
Patent and Calf Low Shoes
and Pumps;
Tan Button, Laced and Pumps

$1.48, $1.98, $2.18
ALL SIZES AND GOOD GOODS

Waterbury & Rising, Ltd

King Street

:- King Street

Very Attractive Designs in Our
Latest Importations of New Jewelry

Our selections are chosen mainly upon these merits of distinctive-
ness and individuality of design, as well as on their “Undoubted
These virtues attained, the price is then made as low
as possible consistant with this high artistic standard combined

Quality.”
with Quality.

Every new conceit in jewelry—the choicest of silverware—the
“Best” of everything pertaining to the jewelry business.

FERGUSO'N s PAGE

Diamond Importers and Jewelers

The Amazing Land of the Argentine

(London Answers.)
Every now and then we come across
~ &kcounts of the wonderful wealth and
resources of the South American re-

publics. Sometimes too, we read of re-
volutions and bloodshed, so that in the
minds of many of us there still lingers
the idea that the man who goes adven-
turing in Latin America takes his life
in his hands.

Even the Argentine frequently comes
under this head, but that this is an in-
justite to one of the most wonderful
countries in the ,world may be realized
by all who read “The Amazing Argen-
tine,” by John Foster Fraser, recently
published by Messrs. Cassel & Co,
Ltd.

To British Enterprise,

For every year, principally from Spain
and Italy, but also from Russia, Syria,
France, Germany and England, more
than 800,000 fresh arrivals land in the
Argentine. Of these, many thousands
come from Italy for the harvest only, re-
*urning, when the harvest is over, to
_aeir native land for the rest of the year.

But even allowing for this el® and
flow, the annual increase in the popu-
lation of the Argentine is something like
250,000 and there are no assisted pas-
sages, nor does the government make any
grants of free land. The fact that there
is no poverty, as we know it, is a tri-
bute to the prosperity of this amazing
country.

To the railways, whose existence is
due principally to British enterprise,
the Argentine owes its wonderful de-
velopment. Twenty thousand miles of

ilroad winds its way through the rich-

st parts of the republic, bringing down
‘0o the busy ports millions of tons of
produce every year much of which finds
jts way into the poorest homes of Eur-
ope.

Argentina is a queer mixture of old-
world customs and modern luxury, a
fact which is typified by the railways.
This fact struck Mr. Fraser forcibly,
for he writes:

The Light and Shade.

“T recall one night, when at a forgot-
ten siding the engine drew out to get
water, taking a saunter along the train
side. It was brilliantly lit with elec-
tricity, and the restaurant car with the

reserving Time
Is Here

King Street

usual little red-shaded lamps on the!
tables, was busy, crowds of passengers
were dining, and the usual waiters were
scurrying, and there was the usual con-
tinental fare, and champagne and Mos-
elle wines, and the ysual mineral waters
you get on the Nord express. That

gleaming train in central South Am-|
erica was the symbol of what railway |
enterprise has done in Argentina.”

The difference between life in Buenos*
Ayres and life only a few hundred miles |
up country, is probably, far greater
than the difference between Buenos
Ayres and London.

In “B. A.,)” as it is called, you will find
luxury on an exaggerated scale—expens-
ive shops, costly motor-cars, well-bred
horses, magnificent restaurants, and all
the other accompaniments of a golden
civilization. But a few miles out you
come upon the gaucho, who practical-
ly lives on his horsé, and whose one idea
of comfort is a “blow out” on meat;
roasted in the open air. l

Mr. Fraser has many interesting
things to say of the gauchos, though
here some who have lived amongst them
will not agree with all that he says. He
describes the gaucho thus:

Concerning the Gauchos,

“He still wears his old, picturesque
costume, the broad sombrero, the shirt,
and wide Turkish trousers, which may
be any color in the spectrum, tucked in-
to his boots. In cold weather he wears
over his shoulders the poncho—a blanket
which has as many varieties of hue as
his trousers. His saddle is ornamented
with silver, and he has fancy stirrups
and jingling spurs. But the chief part
of his equipment is the big knife—often
a foot long, and usually of fancy pat-
tern—stuck in his belt. This is used free-
ly for defensive purposes or to avenge
some real or imaginary insult; it also
serves when eating his lunch.”

Mr. Fraser might have added that the
knife is also used for skinning dead ani-
mals, chopping firewood, cutting up raw
hide when making lassos or harness, and
also for the purposes usually confined
to a toothpick. The “wide Turkish
trousers” are called bombachos.
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THE WANT
AD. WAY

Don’t put up with the old kettle when you can have a new

one at these prices:

PEARL—A good ordinary kettle at 25c., 30c., 40c., 460.,
bbc., 65¢., 85¢c., $1.25, according to size.

DIAMOND—Retter quality than pearl, at 30c., 35¢c., 46c.,
55¢., 70c., 86c¢., $1.05, $1.35, acording to size .

~ ALUMINUM—The best for all purposes, $1.60, $1.80, $2.10,

$2.40, $2.85, according to size.

Come in and Examine the Different Qualities.
We Want You to Feel at Home in Our Store.
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The latest expression of the bolero
coat, which will be much worn during
the late summer and early fall. Ro-
man silk makes the most fashiohable
grimming for the design.

Fill in this blank and mail it wit h price of pattern, 15c.

AUGUST 3. 1914
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MODEL. {

The trnily fashionable woman must
pay heed just now to hints of fash-
ions that are to come. Any plans for
the future that do not include the
short bolero or some form of coates
are sure to be futile in thelr resulta

This model is a messenger of early,
autumn, and, although developed in
one of the silks suited to tallored ef-
fects, it will look well in serge or cloth
later on. The Russian tunic skirt is
hemmed with Roman silk and the re-
vers, collar and cuffs are of the same
trimming. Three and one-half yards
of b4-inch material are required o
make the dress, with 2 yards of 36~
inch silk for the decoration. :

Today’s lesson is limited to the comn-’
struction of the jacket, which {s first
cut from a fold of the material. !

For the making, first close undor-,
arm and sleeve seams as mnotched,
leaving under-arm seam free below
large *“O” perforation. Pleat sleeve,
placing “T” on small “0” perforation,
and tack. Pleat front, creasing on slot:
perforations; bring folded edge to

CONSTRUCTION GUIDE!

small “o” perforations and fasten with
buttons; if desired, pleats may be
omitted. Under-face " front edge of
front to 1 inch inside aof double “oo”
perforations; roll over on outside on
double “00” perforations for rever.
Center-front indicated by large *“O”
perforation at lower edge.

Close cuff seam as notched to small
“o" perforation; sew to sleeve as
notched. Sew either collar to neck
edge as notched; roll Directoire collar
as desired.

The coates may be finished in round
or square effect at the back and with
or without pleats in fromt.

Number of Pattern.

ssesccenvenile

Pattern Department, St. John, N. B.

INBIE S i 000 vil Tl ieviiivavas

P. O. Address In full.. occsecieciiecncaniis soeresisascntsosason sovansiass

Order by number only. Remit in stamps or currency.

©090800 9000060009000 0800509 POOVOSSOYE

Size of PetterB....ccccseseessescess
The Evening Times

Patterns published in this series may be obtained bB:endiag price of pat-l‘

tern in cash or stamps to The Evening Times Pattern

partment, 23 Canter-

bury street, St. John, As a rule it takes about one week to deliver the pattern

to the buyer.
and (3) to enclose the price.

Those sending money must be careful (1) to write the number
of the°pattern plainly (2) to write their name and

post office address clearly,

[ Pictorial Review Patterns

Quarterly Fashion Book with coupon for
one free 15¢c. pattern, 25¢., by mail 5c.
extra. Magazines, monthly, 15c., by
mail 5c. extra.

F. W. DANIEL @ CO., LTD.

L

A Full Stock ;f All Numbers® .
Prices 10¢c and 15c Each ||

Embroidery Book, 15¢., by mail 5¢c. extra
Monthly Fashion Sheets FREE, or
mailed each month to any address for
12¢c. per year.

Agents, St. John, N. B.

——

Second Chapter

of Great Serial
Story, The Million Dollar Mystery,
At Unique Today and Tomorrow

A strong combination of intense
dramatic moments and climaxes that
cannot help but thrill each and every
onlooker characterizes the second chap-
ter of “The Million Dollar Mystery”
shown at the Unique today and tomor-
row. Under the title of “The False
Friend” this edition of the bewildering

story will be found to sustain the in-
terest to the breaking point. Those who
have seen the first chapter cannot afford
to miss the second, whilst others who
were not on hand last week can easily
pick up the thread of the story in to-
day’s chapter. The offer of ten thous-
and dollars for the best solution of the
mystery has awakened much interest.

BRITAIN AND FRANCE

(In verse that no other man speaking our language could match, Kipling
celebrated the Anglo-French entente, the understanding that is now to be
subjected to the white heat of war. The lines, entitled “France,” follow here):

Broke to every known mischance, lifted over all

By the light sane joy of life, the buckler of the Gaul, . i

Furfous in luxury, merciless in toil,

Terrible with strength renewed from a tireless soil, ‘
Strictest judge of her own worth, gentlest of man’s mind, . !
First to follow Truth and last to leave old truths behind— {
France beloved of every soul that loves its fellow-kind! ;

!

Ere our birth (rememberest thou?) side by side we lay 1

Fretting in the womb of Rome to begin our
Ete men knew our tongues apart, our one task was known— !
Each must mould the other’s fate as he wrought his own, !
To this end we stirred mankind till all Earth was ours, i

fray.

I

Till our world-end strifes begat wayside thrones and powers,

Puppets that we made or broke to bar the other’s path—

Necessary, outpost folk, hirelings of our wrath.

To this end we stormed the seas, tack for tack, and bugst

Through the doorways of new worlds, doubtful which was firsy,

Hand on hilt (rememberest thou?) ready for the blow,

Sure whatever else we met we should meet our foe.

Spurred or baulked at every stride by the other's strength, :

So we rode the ages down and every ocezan’s length! {

Where did you refrain from us or we refrain from you?

Ask the wave that has not watched war between us two, !

Others held us for a while, but with

weaker charms, - |

These we quitted at the call for each other’s arms,

Eager toward the known delight, equally we strove,
Each the other’s mystery, terror, need and

love.

To each other’s open court with our proofs we came.

Where could we find honor else or men to test our claim?

From each other’s throat we wrenched, valor's last reward,

That extorted word of praise gasped ’twixt [unge and gusrd
In each other’s cup we poured mingled blocod and tears,

Brutal joys, unmeasured hopes, intolerable fears,

All that soiled or salted life for a thousand years,

Proved beyond the need of proof, matched in every clime,

Lo
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Suits

of prices.

The Sm

For Men

Young Men

_ The best selection from the best makers. No
suit is ever allowed to leave the store that does not
fit perfectly. You will find our service prompt, care-
ful and courteous, and while this is distinetly a store
of quality, you will have to note the moderate reach

Better not to purchase a new suit until you've
had a chance to look our stylish models over,

. Tweeds, Worsteds, Saxonys, Homespuns in nob-
biest shades of grey, green and brown.

Prices From
- $/0.00 to $30.00

OLOTHING DEPARTMENT

arlest
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New Metal Bags
New Leather Bags

Jpecial Lines For Fall 1914 Now in JStock

Diyella Flannel

This Flannel is guaranteed by the manufacturers to- be
and fast in color. Retains the same soft finish after rpeated
Viyella as flannel is unrivalled for the following garments:

Ladies’ Shirt Waists, Ladies’ Dredsing Gowns, Ladies’ Golf and Tennis Suits, Men’s Pyjamas,
Men’s Shirts, Children’s Garments.
SEE KING STREET DISPLAY WINDOW

Novelty Embroidered Waistings, 56c. Yard; 8ilk Wool Waisings, 55c. Yard; All-Wool Waist-
ings, 60c. Yard; Fancy Waistings, 20c., 26c., 82¢. Yard :

THE SPUN SURAH CLOTH-—Most satisfactory for Ladies’ Waists, Men’s Shirts and Pyjamas,

Ladies’ Underwear

NOVELTY WASH OREPE—The latest New York fad; Roman stripes, also in Pure White,
Black anrd White, Helio and White, Saxe and White;

Voile, Whit Ratine, White Crepes

Indian Mococasing for

Ladies and Children

...66¢. Yard

Novelty Party Oases
Fitted Ready for Use
FRONT STORE

absolutely UNSHRINKABLE

Black Stripes, White

Novelty Silk Hand
Bags
Novelty Beaded Bags

Manchester Robertson Allison, 'Limzted'

b

Misery Loves Company
BY GOUVERNEUR MORRIS

(Copyright, 1914, by the Newspaper Enterprise Associstion)

Mrs. Barr-Stokes, astride of a spirited
roan thoroughbred, which she backed
with nonchalant adroitness, lifted one of
those crooked -eyebrows which John
Sargent has immortalized, and said:

“Since when?”

Her companion, Mr. Adrian Wantley,
did not answer.

“Even if you won’t admit,” said Mr,
Wantley, “it’s so, and you know it. . .
It was always s0,” he added in a big,
sweeping way. “When a girl throws a
man down, she gives him certain rights.
The right to criticize if she doesn’t find
happiness with the other man; the right
to watch over her interests and to pro-
tect them when he can.”

Mrs. Barr-Stokes said nothing.

“If T were an Arab,” said he. “I‘d be
old eonugh to be your father,”

“You are old enough to be the Vin-
cent girl’s father,” said Mrs. Barr-Stokes
tartly.

“What has little Vincent to do with
it?” said Wantley. “We are great friends
she and I—I adore her.”

“That doesn’t matter,” said Mrs.
Barr-Stokes sweetly. “It isn’t your ador-
ing her that worries us, it's her adoring
you. She does, poor kiddie. You know
she does.”

“Nonsense,” said Mr. Wantley,
rides my ponies for me.”

“And all your other hobbies.”

“And still, Evelyn,” said he, “in the
face of this accusation I ask you to pack
the Ryder boy up in cotton and send
him home. He is making all kinds of a
foal of himself.

“It’s bad taste, Evelyn, Shocking bad.
1t’s undignified.”

“Shall we turn
“and have a gallop
track?”

“No,” said he. “I want to talk. Let’s
stick to the straight road.”

“Suppose, Adrian”’ (she plunged at

“she

in here?” she said,
around the old

: it) “that the Ryder boy has touched my

heart? What then?”

“Fven then,” said Wantley, gravely. “I
say: ‘Back-pedal’ Nature, though re-
sponsible for these Indian summer in-
clinations is against them. Evelyn. Mary
him and in ten years. . . ”

They rode for a little space in silence.

“Then it’s a bargain.” she said sud-
denly.

“A bargain?”

“Qf course. I give up Ryder; and you
make your farewell bow to Little Vin-
rent.”

“Shall we turn in here?” said he.

“Where does it come out?”

“] don’t know,” said he. “Do you

care?”

She smiled at him ,a smile that had
in it something a little pathetic and

| tired.

“No.” she said. “Do you?”
“NO-"

*x ¥ %
Jack Ryder had reason to be believe
that he would find Mrs. Barr-Stokes
somewhere in her garden. So he tied his

horse to a chinaberry that grew at the
side of the gate.

In the very gentre of the garden, an
octagon of pale green tiles surrounding
a white marble-rimmed pool, into which
a tiny nymph without clothes poured
water from a conch shell, he found her.

“I don’t see my chair,” said the bold
youth.

“My butler,” said she, “has frowned
on your antemeridian calls, Jacko. He
has put his foot down. He is a terrible
stickler.”

“I don’t care who frowns,” said she,
and showed him.

clear boyish

He laughed his clear
laugh.

. “But I do,” and he detected' a quality
in her voice quite new to him.

“Jacko,” she said, “do you know the
word that is most used lately in con-
nection with me? The word is .ridicu-
lous’ . . .It's time I earned a better re-
putation for myself.”

“I don’t understand,” he said, “I only
understand one thing.”

She looked at him gravely,

::i&nd that one thing, Jacko, musn’t be
said.”

“But I've said it every minute that
we've been together since we’ve known
each other. It must be said.”

“Every educated person,” she answer-
ed,passes at some time or other
through a phase of worship for the an-
tique. With one person it is old snuff-
boxes, with another it is old books;
with a third, Jacko, it is old women.’

“Don’t you think,” he protested, “that
I'm old enough to know my own mind?”

She laughed very frankly in his face,
and he didn’t like it.

“m a good woman, Jacko, as women
go. But I know life, a little. I've had
to learn . . Do you know there’s
only one episode in my life of which I
am heartily ashamed?”

“There is naone,” he protested. “There
can’t be. There mustn’t be.”

“Bless me,” she said- *“It's nothing
dreadful. It's nothing that ecan’t be
mended. .’ She looked at him for
a long time, and said: “It’s you. o

He rose to his feet, somewhat stiffly.
© “At least,” said he, “give me the sat-
isfaction of knowing that I have served
to amuse you.” .

“You have amused me,” she said seri-
ously and without offense, *to such good
purpose that I have come very near play-
ing the fool for you, Let us thank Ged,
Jacko, that there is no longer any dang-

We were schooled for dear fife’s gake, to know each other’s blade.
What can blood and iron make more than we have made?

We have learned by keenest use to know each other’s mind.

What shall blood and iron loose that we cannot bind?

er of that A woman can face scorn,
drink, treachery, and child-birth and
neglect. But she can’ face laughter.”

He drew a deep breath of resolution,
stépped awkwardly but forcefully %o-
ward her, bent and caught her in his
arms. “You mustin’t,” she said. - “It
comes off.” This served to check the
ardor of his barbaric onslaught. He
drew back. “Comes off,” she reiterated,
“and is said to be dangerous if taken in-
ternally.”

She rubbed her cheek with the tips of
her fingers, and then looked at the tips;
and then smiled steadily in the young
man’s face.

“It’s a good ending, Jacko,” she said.

With that he left her, and then mount-
ing his horse at the garden gate, rode
with his anguish and his humilation at
a gallop for the nearest woods.

The sky turned from clear to gray.

It was half past one o’clock! and a
naturally healthy appetite had changed
the current of Ryder’s thoughts. He in-
tended to remain friends with blight and
despair; but would have liked neverthe-
less to have sat down to a square meal
with them. He had urged his mare
hither, by ways devious, involved, cir-
cling and unknown to him. There was
no help in the sky. He was lost.

Beyond the clearing, in a stand .of tall,
long-needle pine, he came upon a gir] in
riding clothes. She lay face down upon
the pine needles with her head on her
arm. By her hair, brown with sunset
flashes, he knew that she was Miss Vin-
cent, “Little Vincent!” and his heart
stopped beating for a moment, because
he thought she must be dreadfully in-
jured, or even dead.

But this was not the case. She had
dismounted to shorten one stirrup-
leather, and her horse had chosen that
golden opportunity to snort, leap side-
wise, jerk the bridle from her hand, and
go home. She had walked after him for
half a mile maybe, had discovered that
riding-boots were not made for thick
sand, had sat down to rest, lain down
to! think, and shut her eyes because of
the glare. .

“We've got to make some sort of an
effort to get you home,” he said. “Your
horse will arrive without you and
and frighten your family to death.”

“No,” she said, “they’ve gone for the
day to Mr. Newton’s model farm. 1 was
going, but didn’t.”

“But you’d love it,” he sald. “It's a
wonderful place.”

“I know,” she said, “but I had a blow.
And I don’t love anything, or’—shs
couldn’t help vhootinglz a glance from the
corners of her eyes—‘or anybody. Life,”
she finished, with the conviction of one
who has the most of it to live, “is &
hollow sham.” :

“Well,” said he, “you needn't be so
proud. ‘The world doesn't look the same
to me ag it did yesterday.” He smiled a
rueful smile. “I’,' too, have had a blow.™

“Is that why your horse is in such (
lather? Did you jump on, and ride
you didn’t care where, as fast as you
could? I did. It’s funny we should have
gotten to the same place.”

“Shall we take hands,” Ryder sug
gested, “and weep? But I'm glad I found
(Continued on page 9, first column),
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tures of haunts an
holiday scenes you'd like to re-
member. We carry a full line
of CAMERAS and PHOTO
SUPPLIES.

S. H. Hawker’s Drug Store
Corner Mill Street and Paradise Rew

We who swept each other’s coasts, sacked each othet’s home,

ﬁna the sword dof loan“:!.n, clashed on the ml‘;i a; Rome,
sten, count aad close a wheelin rth to girth,

! ,In the linked and ateadhsf guard set g“gi peace on easth!

O companion, we have live greatly through all timel

Yoked in knowledge and remorse now we come to test,

Laughing at old villainies that Time has turned to jest;

Pardoning old necessity no pardon can efface—

That undying sin we shared in Roueq market-place.

Now we watch the new years shape, wondering if they bold

Fiercer lightnings in their beart than we launched of old.

Now we hear new voices rise, question, boast or gird,

As we raged (rememberest thou?) when our crowds were stirred,

Now we count new keels afloat, and new hosts on fand,

Massed like ours (rememberest thou?) when our strokes Were planned,

Broke to every known mischance, lifted over all

By the light sane joy of life, the buckler of the Gaul,
Furious in luxury, merciless in toil,

Terrible with strength renewed from a tireless soil,

Strictest judge of her own worth, gentlest of man’s mind,

- First to face the Truth and fast to leave old truths behind—
France beloved by every soul that loves or serves its kindl

W.H THORNER0. L
\ MARKET SQUARESKING ST.




