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—THEY SAY'—

~ YES, they are saying all over town that our stock
of Fall and Winter Clothing, Haberdashery, etc., Is
the finest display of the kind made in this section of the

Province.

Our élegant Overcoats, in the different styles, our

Sw

New Hats cannot be excelled

r-Suits in all cuts; smart Furnishings, and our

in any way. ’

Our store is fairly abloom with Fall newness —
everything you'll like to wear is here, and every price we

quote will be a satisfactory one to you.

says is so. - :

What everybody

MEN'S OVERCOATS from $7.50 to $22.00
-2 7400 to 20.00

MEN’S
MEN’S

SUITS fro:
TROUSERS fro!

om - 1.25to 6,00

: 3 2o All-Wool F‘leece'Underv;ear, regular 75¢. quality,
Spec'al ror TOday at 49c¢. per garment. Men'’s Colored Shirts,

reqular $1.00 and $1.25 value, at 65¢.

A few left yet.

UNION CLOTHING CO., - - §t. John, N.B.

26-28 Charlotte Street,
Old Y, M. C. A Building

ALEX. CORBET,
Manager.
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THE SCARLET
PIMPERNEL

BY BARONESS ORCZY.

(Continuedy.
CHAPTER XVi °
Dombt.

Marguerite Blakeney had watched the
alight eable clad figure of Chaavelin, as
he worked his way through the ballrooom.
Then perforce she had to wait, wale het
‘nerves tingled with, excitement.

ghe sat in the small, etill de-
werted boudoir, looking out thcough the
curtained doorway on the dancmnyg couples
beyond; looking at them, yat seeing noth-
ing, hearing the music, 72t consous of
maught save a feeling of expectancy, of
mnxious, weary waiting.

Her mind conjured ap peore her the
wision of what was, perhaps at this very
‘moment, passing downstairs. The half-
deserted dining-room, the fateful hour—
Chauvelin on the watch!—then, precise to
the moment; the entrance of a man, he,
the Scarlet Pimpernel, the mystenious
leader, who to Manguerite had become al-
most unveal, g0 strange, so weird was Whis
hidden identity. - ;

She wished ehe were in the supper-room,\
t00, at this moment, watching him as he
‘entered; she knew that her woman’s pene-
‘tration would at once recognize in the
stranger’s face—whoever he might be —
that etrong individuality which belongs to
@ leader of men—to a hero: to the mighty,
high-soaring eagle, whose daring wings
were becoming entangled in the ferret’s
trap.

. Woman-like, she thought of him with
unmixed sadness; tthe irony of that fate
seemed so cruel which allowed thesfeanless
lion to succumb to the gnawing of a rat!

Mﬂ/‘ﬁiﬁ’had Armand’s life not been at stake!

v “Faith! your ladyship must’ have
thought me very remiss,” said a voice
euddenly, dlose to her elbow. “I had a
deal of difficulty in delivering your mes-
sage, for I could not find Blakeney any-
where at firet . . .”

Marguerite had forgotten all about her
husband and her message for him; lis
very mame, as spoken by Lord Fancourt.
sounded strange and unfamiliar to her, so
completely that she in the last tive min-
intes had lived her old live in the Rue de
IRichélieu again, with "Armand always near
‘her to love and protect her, to guard her
from the many wsubtle intrizues which
awere for ever raging in Paris in these

days. :
“I did find him st Jast,” continued Lord

+ « {Fancourt, “and gave him your message.

IHe said that he would give orders at once
for the hofees to be put to.”

“Ah!” ehe said, etill véry absently, “yon
‘iound my husband and gave him my mes-
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“Yes; e was in the diningwoom fast

;ldeep. I could mot manage to wake him
up et first.” e .
. “Thank you very much,” she said me-
'chanically, trying to collect her thoughts.
| “Will your ladyehip honor me with the
confredanse until , your coach is ready?”’
esked Lord Fancourt.

“No, I thank you my jord, but—an you
iwill forgive me—I really am too tired, and
l#.he heat in the ballroom has become op-
,pluliw." v
| “The comservatory is deliciously cool;
lot me take you there, and then get you
comething, You seem ailing, Lady Blake-
mey.” ; 4
{ “I am only very tired,” ehe repeated
wearily, as ¢he allowed Lord Fancourt to
lead her, where subdued lights and green
plants lent coolness to the air. He got
her e chair, into which she sank. This
‘long interwal of waiting was intolerable.
{Why did not Chauvelin come and tell her
'the wesult of the watch?

Lord Fancourt was very attentive, She
scarcely heard what he eaid, and sud-
denly startled him by asking abruptly:
! “Lord Famecourt, did you perceive who
{was in the djningroom just mow besides
'Sir Percy Blakeney?” .

“Only the agent of the French govern-
|ment, M. Chauvelin, equally fast asleep in
'another corner,” he said. “Why does
{your ladyship agk?”’

i T kmow not...T1... Did you no-
|tice the time when you were there?”
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“It must have been about five or ten
minutes past one. . . I wonder what your
ladyship is tHinking about,” he added, for
evidently the lady’s thoughts were very
far away, and she had not been listening
to hig intellectual conversation.

But indeed her thoughts Wwere mnot very
far away: only one storey below, in this
same 'house, in the dining-rooém where
sat Chauvelin still on the watch. Had
he failed? For one instant that possibili<
ty rose before her as a hope—the hope
that the Scarle} Pimpernel had been warn-
ed by Sir Andrew, and that Chauvelin’e
trap had failed to catch his bird; but that
hope soon gave way to fear. Had he fail-
ed? But then—Armand!

Lord Fancourt had given up talking
since he found that he had no listener.
He wanted an opportunity for slipping
away: for sitting opposite to a lady, how-
ever fair, who is evidently not heeding the
most vigorous efforts made for her enter-
tainment, is not exhilarating, even to a
cabinet minister,

; “Shall I find out if your ladyship’s coach
i8 ready,” he said at last, ¢entatively.

“Oh, ‘thank you .. .thank you .. .if
you would be eo kind . . . I fear I ém but
sorry company . .. but I am really tired
. . . and, perhaps, would be best alone.”

She had been flonging to be rid of him,
for she hoped that, like the fox he so re-
sembled, Chauvelin would be prowling
round, thinking to find her alone.

But Lord Fancourt went, and etill Chau-
velin ‘did not come. Oh! what had hap-
pened? She felt Armand’s fate trembling
in the balance'. . she feared—mow with

a deadly fear—ithat Chauvelin had failed,

end that the mysteriqus Scarlet Pimper-
nel had proved elusive once more; then
she knew that she need hope for no pity,
no mercy, from him. .

He bad promounced his “Fither—or—"
and ‘naothing less would content him: he
was very spiteful, and would affect the
belief “that ehe had wilfully misled him,
and having failed to trap the eagle once
again, his revengeful mind would be eon-
tent with the humble prey—Armand!

Yet she had done her best; and strained
every nerve for Armand’s eake. She could
not bear to think that all had failed. She
could not sit etill; ¢he wanted to go and
hear the woret at once; she wondered even
that Chauvelin had not come yet, to vent
his wrath and satire upon her.

Lord Grenville himself came presently
to tell her that her coach was ready, and
that Sir Percy was already waiting for
‘her—ribbons in hand. Manguerite said
“Farewell” to ' her distinguiched host;
many of her friends stopped her, as she
crossed the room, to talk to ther, and ex-

nge pleasant au revoirs.

The minister only took . final leave of
beautiful Lady Blakeney on the top of the
stairs; below, on-the landing, a veritable
army of gallant gentlemen were waiting to
bid “Good-ble” to the queen of beauty
and fashion, whilst outside, ynder the
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" PERPETUAL FEAST

BY NEWELL DWIGHT HILLIS.

From the summer’s travel we have har-
vested many new experiences and valua-
ble lessons. Other summers have strength-
ened thope and fed the springs of optim-
ism. But the outlook for the people and
their country has never been so bright
with promise. Life is a widening and
deepening river. Omce for the working-
man and the common people the domin-
ant, color was grey or dull brown; now
comes a time when the colors are many
and, brilliant. Each day life is a perpe-
tual feast, spread with rich viands. Our
fathers dwelt in tents, ate bread and
bitter herbs; their children dwell in ceil-
ed houses, and those servants named in-
ventors, authors, reformers, educators,
are making the house to be a palace. The
knowledge of the good fortune that has
overwhelmed all of one’s fellows lends a
new note of happiness, to the work of all
men who are knitted in with their fellows.

LIFE WIDENING IN ITS INDIVI-
DUAL ASPECTS.

We return from a look abroad pr from
our sojourn and travels through our own
country with a new sense of the increasing
richness of the life of the common peo-
ple. = Men are ceasing to be specialists
as farmers or carpenters or engineers. The
man is now something more than a modi-
fied merchant. As never before the oc-
cupations are making strong men. Work
is becoming a kind of college. The new
tools are pushing back the "horizon for
the common people. The spinner has
ceased to be a mere accident of his loom.
The ignorant man can hoe corn or pick
cotton; men who handle the new-electri-
cal - machines are intelligent. In Alaba-
ma the horses now pull a machine through
the cotton fields and steel fingers. pick
the cotton from the boll.

There the boy has been wakened by
necessity, and the new era is working
a similar transformation upon the immi-
grants ‘that have just come to our shores.
Once the college boy read nothing outside
of his own profession. 'One youth mov-
ed in a deep rut, worn by the feet of phy-
sicians; another walked in a path worn
by theologians; neither knew anything
outside of his own profession.. Life’s
way was then a narrow way. Peasants
were walled about, with ignorance. Gone
now the horizon! Fled away the limita“
tions! - The average man is becoming a
strong man first, and incidentally he fol-
lows a plough and runs an engine, or sells
goods. .

This- summer I have travelled many
thousands of miles, lectured in many
states, visited many cities, 'and I have
not seen a single drunken man. I have
not- met one workingman, one farmer,
one citizen in store or factory or shop
who was mot standing on tiptoe with ex-
ipectation, who was not an optimist to
his finger tips. The few pessimists I met
were out of touch with life, were retir-
ed dreamers; living with their theories.
LIFE WIDENING IN ITS POLITICAL

ASPECTS.

One returns from the summer . travel
wigh the convietion' that life is growing

“You flatter me, citoyenne.” .

She had detained him for a while, mid-
way down the stairs, trying to get at the
thoughts which lay beyond that thin, fox-
like mask. But Chauvelin remained ur-
bane, sarcastic;-mysterious; not a line be-
trayed to the poor, anxious woman wheth-
er che dared to hope.

Downstairs on the landing she was soon
surrounded. Lady Blakeney never step-
ped from any house into her coach, with-
out an escort of flattering buman moths
aronnd the dazzling light of her beauty.
But before she finally turned away from
Chauvelin, she held out a tiny hand to
him, with that pretty gesture of childich
appeal which was so essentially her own.

“(Give me eome hope, my libtle Chau:
velin,” ¢he ded.

With perfect gallantry he bowed over
that tiny hand, which looked so daimty
and white through the delicately trans-
parent lace mitten, and kissing the tips
of the rosy fingers:—

“Pray heaven that the thread may not
snap,” he mepeated, with his enigmatic

e.

massive portico, Sir Percy’s magnificent |emil

bays were impatiently pawing the ground.

At the top of the stairs, just after che
had taken final leave of her host, she
suddenly saw Chauvelin; he was coming
up the etairs slowly, and’ rubbing his thin
hands very softly together.

There was a curious look on 'his mobile
face, partly amused and wholly  puzzled,
and as his keen eyes met Marguerite’s they
became strangely sarcastic.

“M. Chauvelin,” she eaid, as he stopped
on the top of the stairs, bowing elaborate-
ly before her, “my coach is outside; may
I claim your arm?’ :

As gallant as ever, he offered her his
arm and led her dowmstaire. The growd
was very great, some of dhe minister’s
guests were departing, others were jeaning
against the banisters watching the throng
as it filed up and down the wide staircase.

“Chauvelin,” she said at last desperate-
ly, “I must know what has happened.”

“What has happened, dear lady?” he
said, with affected surprise. ‘“Wheve?
‘When ?”?

‘“You are torturing me, Chauvelin. I
have helped you tonight . Surel
I have the right to know. What hap-
pened in the dining room at one o’clock
just now?”’ .

She spoke im a whisper, trusting that
in the general hubbub of the crowd. her
words would remain unheeded by all, save
the man at her side. -

“Quiet and peace reigned supreme, fair
lady» at that hour I was asleep in the cor-
ner of one sofa and Sir Percy Blakeney
in another.” -

“Nobody came into the room at all?”

HNM‘y‘H o P N

“Then we have failed, you and I? .. .”

“Yes! we have failed—perhaps . . .”

“But Armand?”’ ehe pleaded.

“Ah! Armand St. Just’s chances hang,
on a thread .. . pray heaven, dear lady,
that that thread may not enap.”

“Chauvelin, I worked for you, . simcere-
ly, earnestly . . . remember. . , .”

“I wemember my promire,” he said
quietly; “the day that the Scarlet Pim-
permel and I met on French soil, St. Jost
will be in ‘t}xe arms of his charming sis-
ter.”
“Which means that a “bra\;‘e man’s
blood will be on my hands,” she sid with
a shudder.

“His' blood or that of your brother.
Surely at the present moment vou must
hope, as I do, that the enigmatical Bear-
let Pimpernel will start for Calais to-
uay—”

“I am cmly conscious of one hope, cit-
oyen.”

“And that is?”

“That Satan, your master, will have,

need of you, elsewhere, before the sun
rises today.”

And stepping aside, he - allowed the
moths to flutter more dlosely round the
candle, and the brilliant throng of the
jeunesse doree, eagerly attentive to Lady
Blakeney’s every movement, hid the keen,
fox-like face from her view.

OHAPTER XVI.
RICHMOND. /

A few minutes later she was sitting,
wrapped in cosy furs, mear Sir Percy Biak-
eney “on the boxseat of his magnificent
coach, and the four splendid bays had
thundered down the quiet street.

, The night was warm in spite of the gen-
tle breeze which fanned Marguerite’s burn-
ing cheeks. Soon London houses were left
behind, and mattling over old Hammer-
smith Bridge, Sir Percy was driving his
bays rapidly towards Richmond.

The river wound in and out im its pret-
ty delicate curves, looking like a eilver ser-
pent beneath the glittering rays of the
moon. Long shadows from overhanging
trees spread oecasional deep palls m'.ght
across the road. The bays were rushing
along at breakneck epeed, held but slight-
ly back by Sir Percy’s strong, unerring
hands.

Thege nightly drives after balls and eup-
pers in London were a source of perpetual
delight to Marguerite, and ghe appreciated
her husband’s eccentricity keenly, which
caused him to adopt this mode of taking
her home every night, to their beautiful
home by the river, instead of living in a
stuffy Lonfon house. He loved driving
this epirited horses along the lomely, moon-
lit roads, and ehe loved to sit on the box-
seat, with the soft air of an English late
summer’s night fanning her face after the
hot atmosphere of a ball or supper-party,
The drive was not a long -one—less than
an hour, sometimes, when the bays were
they have been effective infopcing Frnch
very fresh, and Sir Percy gave them full
rein.

Tonight he seemed to have a very de-
vil in his fingers, and the coach seemed to
fiy along the road beside the river. As
usual he did mnot epeak to her
but gtared  straight in front
of him,, the ribbons seeming to lie quite
loosely in his slender, white hands. Mar-
guerite looked at him tentatively once or
twice; she could see his handsome pro-
file, and one lazy eye,, with its straight
fine brow and drooping heavy lid.

The face 'in the moonlight looked sin-
gularly earnest, and recalled to Mar-
guerite’s aching theart those happy days
of courtship, before he had become the
lazy nincompoop, the effete fop, whose
life seemed spent in card and supper
rooms.

(To be continued.)

wider and richer in its poktical aspectas.
A universal springtime seeins to be mov-
ing over the earth. The very upheavals
are now become signs of growth.

turning up the soil and lurying the seed
of old evils. ;
Even from Spain comes the news of a

over old Castle.

.

the new Ruseia.

ter threatens famine the starving people
gleant the wheat field and search the
ground for every head of grain. But oh,
how rich the harvest must. be.when gold-
en sheaves lie all about in such profusion
and richness' that, one must become en

emancipated during these symmer days.
Peasants in Austria and Russia, people in
Italy and Spain-and Norway are waking
from their long sleep. Their outlook up-
on political imstitutions i§ new, world
wide. Of a truth the river of politics is
a deepening and widening wiver.

LIFE RICHER IN ITS-INDUSTRIAL
BCTS. -~

Wider and richer etill the industmial
movement. Less than a century ago. the
London Times published 500 copies' every
morning. Thirty millicns cf English peo-
ple would buy no larger ‘edition. After
the victory of Napolecn in the Austrian
Tyrol the London Times used relays of
horses.and boate for bringing’ the news
to London. Cm the morning of the fifth

|

|day of the battle .of Austerlitz London

wakened and heard about Napoleon’s
lachdevem-ent. The battle was less than
five days old. All England plumed itself
{on the journalistic achievememt of the
| Times. But this morning’'s Néw York
newspaper makes the old London Times
ridiculous.

The myriad uses of electricity make Ben-
famin Franklin’s idea of lightning seem
childish. The moderm factory and looms
make the old New England farmhouce, the
epinning whedl and shee, with the cruel
winters, the fourteen hours of poorly paid
toil, tile scant food, the marrow life, the
isolation and dreadful loneliness seem al-
most unbearable, even in thought. Pene-
lope, weaving in a palace, makes up a

phe girls who leaned above the epmning

lived a life indescribably. narrow, sad and
starved. It is this that explains the in-
sanity in thé New Englend of a hundred
years ago. How dreadful that sentence in
John Todd’s biography, that nearly every
large family, soon or late, had one mem-
ber that was chained! ..

Industrially ntver was life so brcad, so
yrich, so happy. Omece John Stuart Mill ex-
pressed a fear lest the end of music be
notes in-the scale.  Since then Wagner
and Dvorak have ghown us that there is
no horizon for. the world of music. Once
Malthus feared lest the limit of food emd
culture would “be reached. But now we
know that what“was once looked upon as
a wall is only a gate that opens into a
new Eden of happiness; comfort, wealth,

the common pfgrpfe';
CUSHING PULP MILL

Bid of Thos. McAvity Accepted
by Liguidators and Judge.

The bid of Thomas McAvity for the
equity of redemption of the Cushing
pulp mill property has been accepted. = His
offer was $30,000 and' it was the highest
of the several gent in to the liquidators—
Messrs. T. B. Blair, H. H. McLg¢in and
W. E. Vroom. The bids were opened on
Thursday, but announcement was with-
held pending consultation with Judge Mc-
Leod. Yesterday «the judge was consult-
ed and gave his assent to the acceptance
of Mr. MoAvity’s tender,

As explained by one who is' in. touch
with the Cushing case proceedings, Mr.
MecAvity by paying $30,000 and paying
the amount of the mortgage and interest
and other sums, will be put in possession
of the property which is described in %he
advertisement ‘of the equity of redemption
as the mortgaged lands' and premises
named in a certain mortgage between the
Cushing Sulphite Fibre Co. and The East-
ern Trust Co., including. the pulp mill,
machinery, fixtures and plant of the com-
pany at Union Point.  Compiting the
sum total is not a possibility at the pre-
sent time. First of all the face of the
mortgage is $280,000. About the interest
there is dispute, The liquidators say 1t
should be 10 per cent to the time due
and 5 per cent thereafer, whilé the con-
tra claim is 10 per cent from start to
finish. This is a matter which has yet to
be settled, but roughly stated, the princi-
pal and interest on bonds is placed at
about $400,000. Besides this there came
into questjon the costs of the Cushing
suit, which it ‘may be believed will tota
a fajrly large sum. .

The company has been in possession of
the property,‘and if-is-claimed work has
been carried on at a profit and that these
earnings must be reckoned with. Account
of them is now being taken. In all it will

addition to the $#0,0(0 if the successful
tenderer would cdme into possession, or
he may bid in the;property at the fore-
closure sale Oct, 20.

It was said yesterday that Mr. Me-
Avity was not actifig for himself in mak-
ing the tender amfl that he represented
Capt. Partington, of England, head of
the Cushing company, but there was no
’;utg::'iita,ﬁve statement on this point to
be | i ¥

left on the C. P. R. last evening on his
return to Harvard.

’B,:\’S AT UF«‘D,QL\:"

Revo- |
lution itself is but the red-hot ploughshare |

better era. A new.patrictism is eweeping
The new Italy is hece |
also with the new .Austria and the new |
Japan and the new China, and best of all, |

When the harvest is poor and the win- |

eclectic and choose the ripest intellectual
sheaf and pass by many forms of wealth. |
The people of the whole earth are being

beautiful event—in a poem. In actual life |

reached because, there were  only eight |-

prosperity and dmivensal good fortune for| |

be seen there is arlarge sum to pay in _

Frank Hogan, son of Michael Hogan,‘
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Essentials of good bread are just three--common
sense, a good oven and Purity Flour. Produced
entirely from the choicest Western Canada
Hard Wheat. That’s why Purity Flour makes

most delicious bread with least trouble.

Sold Everywhere in
The Great Dominion

WESTERN CANADA FLOUR MILLS CO , LInfted
" Milis at Winnipeg, Qoderich and Brandon
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One Sure

UnshrinKkable
Underwear

The founder of the Truro Knitting Mills was
also the originator of unshrinkable Underwear.

wheel in New England eeventy years ago | - !

Weights to suit all

climates.

uNDE

So perfect was, and is, this process

that Stanfield’s is known from
one end of the Dominion to the other, as
the Underwear “that does not shrink.”

You can always depend on it.

: Bl:ly Stanfield’s now—and after
keeping you/snugly warm all winter—you
will find it just as easy—just as shapely—as

the day you bought it.

If you want Underwear that won’t shrink-—
that can’t shrink—INSIST on
having Stanfield’s—the

”one sure Unshrinkable
Unfigrwear.

»

Sizes to suit all figures,’ )
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spoiled bread and pastry.
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Covss ’f

The First Need

of a cook, in order to insure good bread and
wmm—. S pastry on Baking Day, is a good flour, and one

£
\

which is uniform. A brand which varies in
quality and strength, "and requires different
methods of using every time, s a source of
worry to any cook amd the cause of much
“FIVE ROSES” FLOUR is made by a process

which insures every barrel and bag of flour which leaves the mills, being
of a uniform strength, quality and color. Therefore when bnce a cook
leargs to use it she will find that the “FIVE ROSES” way of baking will
give the same uniform results—the best—every Baking Day.

-

'ASK YOUR GROCER FOR IT.

Lake of the Woods Milling Co., Limited.

. Montreal.l

St. Jobn.

Winnipeg.

GET INCREASED PAY

Moncton, N.B.,Sept.21—The minister of
railways spent today in the I. C. R. offices
taking up the question of pay to the
junior clerks. A number of: increases have
been granted to the stenographers and
they range from $5 to $15. It is stated that
the junior machinists in the shops are also
to get increases at once. T. C. Burpee’s
salary as engineer of maintenance has
been increased to the amount paid W. B.

McKenzie. Four district eupenintendents
are also to get increases of $300 each per
annum.

The announcement was made recently
that no general increase would be granted
clerks till the end of the fiseal year, there-
fore, the news came ‘as a glad surprise to
the officials and junior clerks, the latter
being considered underpaid.

SUED BY WIFE

Ottawa, Sept. 21—Judge Anglin will
open the high court of Ontario jury sit-
tings in the Ottawa court house next
Tuesday. Among the cases listed for trial
Commander Spain is the defendant.
Through W. B. A. Ritchie, acting as trus-
teo for Mary Beatrice Spain, suit is made
for $1,260, being six quarterly allowances
of #210 each, alleged to be in arrears, the
allowanees being provided for in an agree-
ment between plaintif and defendant.
Bhe claims $4,250, alleging it is owing her
for insurance premiums paid, and money
loaned to her husband. She claims to have
loaned $6,000 and that but $1,750 has been
paid,

G. D. Robinson, qlf{ the general freight
department, C. P. R., left last evening
for Montreal, Boston, efc.

Flies
Carry
Contagion
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Wilson’s
Fly Pads

Kill the flies and

disease germs tco.




