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has been a big at-

traction; but we have been hustling,
showing our excellent values in

et o™

Men’s and Boys’

Clothing ! 2 2

Everybody has been delighted with
our display, and we have gained a
great many new friends and customers.

If you are a visitor in town, don’t go

home until you see

Up-to-Dat

our display of

e Clothing
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At $6.00

we have best Suit

and $8.00

Values in St. John

..At $10 and $I2...

we offer something
dealers charge $12.

in a Suit that other
00 and $15.00 for.

All our Clothing Values run
along the same proportions.

If your Boy wants a NEW SUIT,
OVERCOAT or PAIR OF PANTS,
bring him in and see how nicely and

cheaply we fit him
Satisfactio

out. '

n, Always

Henderson & Hunt,

40-42 King St.,

75 Germain St.

capepi s e

s ———

BRANCH STORE,

§53-553 Main Street, NORTH END

BOY HAS CHARMED LIFE
BOSTON, Sept. 6.—For the second time
- this life, 7-year-old Fred Darcy of Chel-

, had a remarkable escape from death
falling from a house to the sidewalk
night. While flying a kite from
ovof of his home, he walked off the
nd fell a distance of 30 feet. Ex-
for a severe shaking up and a

1

ibligﬂlt scalp wound, he was uninjured.

|  About two years ago, Darcy, while
playing on the roof of the old Academy
of Music in Chelsea, slipped and fell a
distance of 30 feet to another roof. He
escaped without injury at that time.

Miss Rose Booth, of the staff.of Mount
Allison conservatory of musie, weht to
Sackville ycsterday. s
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And the next moment Lady Blakeney,
gently pushing mine host on one eide, had
awept into the coffee-room,

There are many porttaits and miniatures
extant of Marguerite St, Just—Lady Blake-
néy as ehe was then—but it is doubtful
if any of thece really do her eingular beau-

ity justice. Tall, above the average, with

magnificent presemee and regal figure, it
is esmall wonder that even the Comtesse
paused for a moment in involuntary ad-
miration before turning her back on so
fescinating an apparition.

Marguarite Blakeney was then acarcely
tive-and-twenty, and her beauty was at its
most dazzling stage. The large hat, with
its undulating and waving plumes, threw
a soft shadow across the clresic brow with
the aureole of auburn hair—free at the
moment’ from any powder; the gweet, al-
most childdike mouth, the straight chisell-
ed nose, round ciin, and delicate throat,
all eemed act off by the picturesque cos-
tume of the period. The rich blue velvet
robe moulded in its every line the gracs-
ful contour of the figure, wihilst one tiny
fhand held, with a digmity all its own, the
tall etick’' adorned with & lJatge bunch of
vibbong which fashionable ladies of tha
v]period had been taken to carrying recen:-
Y.

With a quick glance all round the room,
Marguerite Blakeney had taken stock of
cveg one there, She nodded pleasantly
to Sir Andrew Fifoulkes, whilst extending
a thand to Lord Antony.

“Hello! my Lord Tony, why — what are
1you doing here in Dover?”’ she said merri-
y.
Then, without wwiting for a repiy, €he
turned and faded the Combesse and Su-
zanne. Her whole face lighted up with
additions] brightness, as ehe stretencd out
both arms toward the young girl.

“Why if that isn’t my little Buzanne
over there Pardieu, little citizeness, how
came you to be in Bngland? And Mad-
‘ame tool”

She went up effusively to them both,
with not a single touch of embarrassment
in her manner or in her emile. Lord Tony
and Sir Andrew watched the little scene
with eager apprehension, Fnglish though
they were, they had often been in France
and had mixed sufficiently with the
French, to realize the unbending hau-
teur, the bitter hatred with which the
old moblesse of France viewed all those
who had helped to ocontribute to their
downfall. Armand 8t Just, the brother of
beantiful Lady Blakeney—though known
to hold moderate and concilistory views—
was an ardent republican: his feud with
the ancient femily of 8t Cyr—the rights
and wrongs of which no outsider ever
knew—had odlminated in the downfall,
the almost total extinction, of the latter.
In France, 8t Just and his party had tri-
umphed, and here in England, face to
face with these three refugees driven
from their country, flying for their lives,
fbereft of all which centuries of luxury
hiad given them, there stood a fair scion
of those same republican families which
bhad hurled down a throne, and uprooted
an aristocracy whose origin was lost in
the dim and distant vista of bygone cen-
tunies,

Bhe stood thtere before them, in all the
unconscious * insolence ~ of - heauty, and
stretdhed out her dainty hand to them,
as if she would, by that one act, bridge
over the conflict and bloodshed of the
past decade,

“Suganne, I forbid you to epeak to that
womean,” said the Comtesse, eternly, as
she a restraining hand upon her
danghter’s arm.

She had spoken in Bnglish, eo that all
might hear and understand; the two young
English gentlemen as well ss the com-
mon innkesper and his daughter. The lat-
ter literally gasped with horror at this

! foreign ineolence, this impuwdence before
| her ladyship—who was English, now that

she was Sir Percy‘s wife, and a friend of
the Princess of Wales to boot. . .

As for Dord Antony and Gir Andrew
Ffoulkes, their ~very hearts seemed to
stand still with horror at this gratuitous
ineult. One of thém uttered an .exclama-
tion of appeal, the other one of waming,
and instinctively both glanced hurriedly
towards the door, whence a elow, drawly,
bt unpleasant voice had already been
heard. i

Alone among those present Marguerite
Blakeney and the Comtesse de. Tournay
had remained seemingly unmoved. The
latter, rigid, erect and defiant, with one
band still upon her daughter’s arm, seem-
éd the very personification of unbending
pride. For the moment Marguerite’s
sweet face had become as white as the
soft fichu which swathed her throat, and

that {he hand which held the tall, be-
ribboned stick was clenched, and trembiled
gomewhat,

But this was only momentary; the next
instant the delicate eyebrows were raised
slightly, the lips eurved sarcastically up-
wands, the dlear blue eyes looked straight
at the rigid Comtesse, and with a elight
shrug of the shoulders—

“Hoity-toity, citizeness,” she eaid gaily,
“what fly stings you pray?”

“We are in England now, Madame,”
rejoined the Comtesse, coldly, “and I am
at liberty to forbid my deughter to touch
your hand in friendship. Come, Suzanne.”

She beckoned to her daughter, and with-
out another look at Marguerite Blakeney,
but with a deep, old-fashioned curteey to
the two young men, she sailed majestic-
elly out of the room.

There was silence in the old inn parlor
for a moment, as the rustle of the Com-
tesse’s skirts died away down the passage.
Marguerite, rigid as a statue, followed
with hard, set eyes the upright figure, as
it disappeared through the doorway—but
as little Suzanne, humble and obedient,
avas about to follow ther, the hard, set ex-
pression suddenly vanished, and a wistful,
almost pathetic and childlike look stole
into Lady Blakeney’s eyes.
child’s sweet nature went out to the
self; filial obedience vanished before girl-
ijsh sympathy; at the door she turned,
ran back to Marguerite, and putting her
arms round her, kissed her effusively;
then only did she follow her mother, Sally
bringing up the real, with a pleasant
emile on her dimpled face, apd with a
final curtsey to my lady.

Suzanne's sweet and dainty impulse had
relicved the unpleasant tension.

they met Lady Blakeney's with unas-

sumed merriment.

corners of her mouth: i
“So that's it, is it?” she said gaily. “La!

old I shan’t look like that.”

’

<l

o vety keen observer might have noter1|

Little Suzanne caught that look; « the|=

beautiful woman, scarce older than her-

Sir
Andrew’s eyes followed the pretty little
figure, until it had quite disappeared, then

Marguerite, with dainty affectation, had
kissed her hand to the ladies, as they| @
disappeared through the door, then a hu-
morous smile began hovering round the

Sir Andrew, did you ever see such an
finpleasant person? I hope when I grow

THE SCARLET
PIMPERNEL

BY BARONESS ORCZY.

She gathered up her skirts, and assum-
ing a majestic gait, stalked towards the
fireplace.

“Suzanne,” ehe said, mimicking the
Comtesse’s voice, “I forbid you to speak
to that woman!”

The laugh, which accompanied this
sally, sounded perhaps a trifie forced and
hard, but neither Sir Andrew nor Lord
Tony were very keen observers. The
mimiery tvas #o perfect, the tone of the
voice 80 accurately reproduced, that both
the young men joined in a hearty, cheer-
ful “Bravo!”

“Ah! Lady Blakeney!” added Lord
Tony, “how they must miss yYou at the
Comedie Francaise, and how the Parisians
must hate Sir Percy for having taken you
away.”

“Lud, man,” rejoined Marguerite, with
a shrug of her graceful shoulders, “’tis
impossible to hate fir Percy for anything;
his witty sallies would disarm even Ma-
' dame la Comtesse herself.”

The young Viconite, who nad not elect-
ed to follow his mother in her dignified
exit, made a step forward, read to cham-
pion the Comtesse should Lady Blakeney
aim any further shafts at her. But be-
fore he could utter a preliminary wozd of
protest, a pleasant, though distinctly in-
ane' laugh, was heard from outside, and
the next moment an unusually tall and
very richly dressed figure appeared in the
doorway.

OHAPTER VI,
An Exquisite of '92

Sir Percy Blakeney, as the chronicles of
the time infortn us, was in this year of
grace 1702, otill a year or two on the
right side of thirty. Tall, above the aver-
age, even for an Bnglishman, broad-shoul-
dered and meesively built, the would have
been called unusually good-looking, but
for a certain lazy expression in his deep-
set blue eyes, and that pempetual imane
laugh which eeeméd to disfigure his strong
clearly-cut mouth.

It was nearly a year ago now that Sir
Percy Blakeney, Batt., one of the rich-
est men in England, leader of all the
fashions, eand intimate friend of the
Prince of Wales, had asbonished fashion-
able society in London and Bath, by
bringing home from one of his journeys
abroad, a beautifil, fascinating, eclever,
French wife. He, the sleepiest, dullest,
most British Britisher that had ever eet
& pretty woman yawning, had secured a
brilliant matrimonial prize for which, as
all chroniclers aver, there aad been many
competitors, {

Marguerite St Just had- first made her
debut in artistic Parisian circles, at the
very moment when the greatest social
upheaval the world has ever known was
taking place within its very wals. Scarce-
ly 18, lavighly gifted with beauty and
talent, chaperoned omly by a young and
devoted brother, she had soon gathered
round -her charming apartment in the
Rue Richelieu, a cotenie™ which was .as
brilliant as it was exclusive—exclusive,
that is to say, only from ome point of
view, Marguerite St. Just was from prin-
ciple and by conviction a republican—
equality of birth was her ‘motto—in-
equality ~of fortune ‘was in her eyes a
mere untoward accident, but the oniy
inequality ehe admitted was that of tal-
ent, “Money and titles may be heredit-
ary,” she would say, “but brains are
not,” end thus her charming salon was
reserved for originality and intellect, for
brillilance and wit, for cléver men amd
talented women and the entrance into
it was soon looked upon in the: world
of intellect—wirich even in those days and
in those troublous times found ite pivot
in Paris—as the seal to an artistic car-
eer.

Clever men, dietinguished men, and even
men of exalted station formed a perpetual
and brilliant court round the fascnating
young actress of the Comedie Franecaise,
and she glided through republican, revol-
utionary, bloodthirety Paris like a shin-
ing comet, with a trail behind her of ail
that was most distinguished, most interest-
ing, in intellectual Kurope.

Then the climax came. Some smiled in-
dulgently and called it an artistic eccen-
tricity, others looked upom it as a wise
provision, in view of the many events
which were crowding thick and fast in
Paris juet then, but to all, the real mo-
tive of that climax remained a puzzle
and a mystery. Anyway, Manrguerite St
Just married Sir Percy Blakeney one fine
day, just like that, without any warning
to her friends, without a soiree de com-
trat, or diner de fiancailles or other ap-
| purtenances of a fashionable French wed-
ding.

(To be continued.)

MONTREAL SHIPLABORERS

ON STRIKE

Montreal, Sept. 6—One hundred and fifty
ship laborers who have been working for
the Canadian Pacific Steamship and the
Donaldson lines are at present out ‘on
strike and there is every reason to believe
that, when they dre ready to return to
work, they will find their places filled.

They have been receiving twenty cents
an hour for day work, thirty for night
work and forty for Sunday. They demand
twenty-five, thirty-five and fifty cents an
hour and their demands were refused.

* The C. P. R. at once put fiity sailors
at work and several catpemters and this
efternoon a good sized crowd is going from
the railway to the steamers. With them

and meanwhile men are being hired to per-
manently replace those who are out. The
Donaldeon line is aleo filling the vacamcies.

H. Morton, of Penobsquis, was regis-
tered at the Metropole, Vancouver, Aug.

Marshmaliows

are like all the other tooth-
some sweets that The Stewart
Co.' make— better than you
have ever eaten before.

Ask your candy man for
Stewart’s Marshmallows —
always fresh.

AT ALL BEST DEALERS
THE STEWART CO. Limited, Torente

the company claims the work can be done |
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Slater

THE SLATER SHOE STORE,
E. G. McCOLOUGH,

SIGN OF A GOOD
SHOE STORE.

HE “Sign of the Slate,” hung in front of
any Shoe Store is sure testimony to four
significant facts.

1st—that store is the most reliable in that

town or it couldn’t get the agency for “The
Slater Shoe.”

2nd— that it pays its bills promptly, in cash

every thirty days, or it couldn’t hold “The
Slater Shoe” Agency.

3d—that it is satisfied with a reasonable

The Slater Shoe.”

where swings

&

profit on goods or it wouldn’t be selling “The Slater Shoe,”
which is price-controlled by the Makers.

4th—that it sincerely intends to give the best value
possible, and to deal “squarely” with its customers every
time, or it wouldn’'t have signed such a contract as must be
signed to control
, Whether you buy Slater Shoes or not, a

“The Sign of the

Slate” — for the four reasons given.
The genuine Stater Shoe has the

slate frame brand
stamped, with the
Makers’ price ($400
. or $5.00) on the lining.

The-

GOODYEAR
. PROCESS

Shoe

81 King Street.

patrons.

Digby, Sept. 6—A despatch received
from the customs department tonight sus-
stains the seizure bark
which was made at Digby for not report-
ing and she will be compelled to pay a

fine and all othér charges before receiv-
ing her clearance papers at Annapolis for

of the Italian

Buenos Ayres.

Address all correspohdence to

THOMAS GIBBARD, Manager
The Canadian Drug Co., Ltd.

70-72 Prince William St.

P O.Ei
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i IN OUR USUAL

P. E. CAMPBEL
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The Canadian Drug Co.
Is Ready for Business

Our new premises are completed and an
entirely new stock of goods is ready for our

4 Orders will be filled immediately upon receipt
and every endeavor will be made to give com-
plete satisfaction to all.

Wo aro headquii A AR A s it
rugs, Patent Medicines
Toilet Articles
ruggist s Sundries, Etc.

Give the CANADIAN DRUG CO. your
business and be assured of high-quality of goods
and prompt service.

St. John, N. B.

' Plants

SORTMENT.

Seedsman and Grower,
, 47 Germain Street, ‘Phone 832
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