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THE SCARLET 
i We have gone into the Sewing Machine business ; 

P 4 M DP FRN. FE 1. ; 
Bocaire know that we a sell the p

eople 

IE ee 05 il Better Sewing Machines | 
AND LOOK AT THE 

INGING BIRDS 
AND COME IN AND LOOK 
AT OUR EXHIBITION OF 

Better Quality ® 

for Less Money. 

If it's GOOD CLOTHES you are 

after, at a small cost, we can meet 

v.
 

you. 

Our stock of FALL AND WIN- 

TER CLOTHING is attracting great 

attention, and 

“NOW 1S THE TIME TO BUY” 
before lines are broken, and while 

your size is here. 

Men's Suits at $5 to $15.00 

Men's Overcoats at $6 to $20 

Men's Pants at 90c. to $5.00 

Boys” Suits, $1.00 to $10.00 

Boys” Overcoats, $3 to $10 

Boys’ Pants, S0c. to $1.50 

We offer great values at these 

prices, and would like for you to 

come in and see us. 

Look for the Sing- 

ing Canary Birds in 

our Lower Window 

ERSON & HUN 
) 

H . 40 and 42 King Street. 

75 Germain Street. 

Branch Store 
iH 553 and 555 Main Street, 

J | North End. 

(Continued). 

Sally was already helping the ladies to 

take off their travelling cloaks, and both 

turned, with a shiver, towards the bright- 

ly-blazing hearth. ; 
There was a general movement among 

the company in the coffee-room. Sally 
' had bustled off to her kitchen, whilst 

Jellyband, still profuse with his respect- 

ful salutations, arranged one or two chairs 

around the fire. Mr. Hempseed, touching 

his forelock, was quietly vacating the seat 

in the hearth. Everyone was staring 
curiously, yet deferentialy, at the foreign- 

ers. 

the elder of the two ladies, as she stretch- 
ed a pair of fine, aristocratic hands to 

the warmth of the blaze, and looked with 

tony, then at one of the young men who 
had accompanied her party, and who was 
busy divesting himsélf of * his 
caped coat. . 

“Only that you are glad to be in Eng- 
land, Comtesse,” replied Lerd 

“and that you have not suffered too much 
from your trying voyage.” 
“Indeed, indeed, we are glad to be in 

England,” she said, while her eyes filled 
with tears, “and we have-already forgot- 

ten all that wwe have suffered.” 
Her voice was musical and low, and 

| there was a great deal of calm dignity 

and of many sufferings nobly 
marked in the handsome, aristocratic face, 

| fashion of the times. 
{ “I hope my friend, Sir Andrew 
| Foulkes, proved an entertaining travel 
{ ling companion, madame?” 

| itself. Hoéw could my children and I ever 
show enough gratitude ‘te you all, Mes- 
sieurs?”’ 5 

| Her companion, a dainty, girlish figure, 
| childlike and pathetic in its look of fa- 
| tigue and of sorrow, had said mothing as 

yet, but her eyes, large, brown, and full 

of tears, looked : up from the -fire and 
sought those of Sir Andrew Ffoulkes, 

| who had ®rawn near ‘to the hearth and 
to her; then, as they met his, 
were fixed’ with uneoncealed admiration 

{ upon the sweet face before him; a thought 
| of warmer color rushed up to her pale 

| cheeks. 
“So this is England,” she said, as she 

looked round with childlike curiosity at 

and the yokels with their 
smocks and jovial, rubicund, Brifish coun- 
tenances. 3 
“A bit of it, Mademoiselle,” replied Sir 

Andrew, smiling, “but all of it, at your 
service.” 
The young girl blushed again, but this 

time a bright smile, fleet. and - sweet, -il- 
lumined her dainty face. She said no- 
thing, and Sir Andrew too, was silent, 

yet. those two young people understood 
one another, as young people have a way 
of doing all" the world over, and have 
done since the world began. 

“But, I say, supper!” here broke in 
Lord Antony's jovial voice, “supper, hon- 
est Jellyband. Where is that pretty 
wench of yours and the dish of soup? 
Zooks, man, while you stand there gap- 

ing at the ladies, they will faint with 
hunger.” 

| “One moment! one moment, my lord,” 
said Jellyband, as he threw open the 
door that led to the kitchen and shout- 
ed lustily: “Sally! Hey, Sally there, are 
ye ready, my girl?” 

Sally was ready, and the next moment 
ghe appeared in the doorway carrying a 
gigantic tureen, from swhich rose a cloud 

| of steam and an abundance of savoury 
odour. 
“Odd’s my life, supper at last!” ejacu- 

lated Jord Antony, merrily, as he gal- 

lantly offered his arm to the Comtesse. 

“May I have the honour?’ he added 
| ceremoniously, as he led her towards the 
| supper table. 

There was general bustle in the coffee- 
| room. Mr. Hempseed and most of the 

yokels and fisher-folk had gone to make 
way for “the quality,” and ‘to finish 

smoking their pipes elsewhere. Only the 
two, strangers stayed on, quietly and un- 
concernedly playing their game of dom- 
inoes and sipping their wine; whilst at 
another table Harry Waite,” who was fast 
losing his temper, watched pretty Sally 

bustling round the table. 
She looked a very dainty picture of 

English rural life, and no wonder that 
the susceptible young Frenchman could 
scarce take his eyes off her pretty face. 
The Vicomte de Tournay was scarce 
nineteen, a beardless boy, on whom the 

terrible tragedies which were being en- 
acted in his own country had made but 
little impression. He was elegantly, and 
even foppishly dressed, and once safely 
landed in England he was evidently ready 

to forget the horrors of the Revolution in 
the delights of English life. 

“Pardi, if zis is England,” he said as 
he continued to ogle Sally with marked 

satisfaction, “I am of it satisfied.” 

4 record the exact exclamation which _ es- 
| caped through Harry Waite’s clenched 
teeth. Only respect for “the quality,” 
and notably for my Lord Antony, kept 
his marked disapproval of the young for- 
eigner in check. 

{ “Nay, but this is England, you aban- 
doned young reprobate,” interposed Lord 
Antony, with a. laugh, “and “do mot I 
pray, bring your loose foreign ways into 
this most moral country.” 
Lord Antony had already sat down at 

the~head of the table with the Com- 
tesse on his right. Jellyband was bust- 
ling round, filling glasses and putting 
chairs straight, Sally waited, ready 
hand round the soup. Harry Waite's 
friends had at last succeeded in taking 
him out of the room, for his temper was 
growing more and more violent under 
the Vicomte’s obvious admiration 

| Sally. 
| “Suzanne,” came in stern, commanding 
| accents from the rigid Comtesse. 
| 
} 

Suzanhe blushed again; she had lost 

| stood beside the fire, allowing the hand- 
| some « young Englishman's eyes to dwell 

3 | upon her sweet face, and ‘his. hand, as 
3 | if unconsciously, to rest upon hers. Her 

mother’s voice brought her back to real- 
lity once more, and with a submissive 
“Yes, Mama,” she too took her place at 
the supper table. 

CHAPTER IV. 

THE LEAGUE OF THE SCARLET 
PIMPERNEL. 

They all looked a merry, even a happy 
party, as they sat round the table; Sir 
Andrew Ffoulkes and Lord Antony Dew- 
hurst, two typical good-looking, well-born 
and well-bred Englishmen of that year of 

Ah, Messieurs! what can I say?” said | 

unspeakable gratitude first at Lord An-| 

heavy, | 

Antony, | 

endured | 

| with its wealth of snowwhite hair: dress- | 
| ed high above the forehead, after the | 

“Ah, indeed, Sir Andrew was kindness | 

which | 

the great open hearth, the oak rafters, | 
elaborate | 

It would 'be impossible at this point to | 

to | 

for | 

| count of time and of place, whilst she had | 

grace 1792, and the aristocratic French 
comtesse with her two children, who had 
just escaped from such dire perils, and 
found a safe retreat at lash on the shores 
of protecting England. 

In the corner the two strangers had ap-| [§ 
parently finished their game; one of them | 
arose, and standing with his.back to the | J 
merry company at the table, he adjusted | § 
with much deliberation his large triple | | 
caped coat. As he did so, he gave one | 

quick glance all around him. Everyone §& 
was busy laughing and chatting, and he | 
murmured the words “All safe!” his com- | § 
panion then, with the alertness borne 
of long practice, slipped on to his knees | 
in a moment, and the next had crept 

{ noiselessly under ,the oak bench. The | E 
stranger then with a loud ‘“Good-night,” | i 
quietly walked out of the coffeeroom. | 
Not one of those at the supper table | 

had noticed this curious and silent man- |B 
{ oeuvre, but when the stranger finally |B 
closyd the door of the coffee-room be- | [ 

t hind him, they all instinetively sighed a 
| sigh of relief. 
| “Alone, at last!” said Lord Antony, 
| jovially. 

Then the young Vicomte de Tournay 
[ Tose, glass in hand, and with the graceful 
| affectation peculiar to the times, he rais- 
| ed it aloft, and said in broken English: | § 
| “To His Majesty George Three of Eng- | i 
{ land. God ‘bless him for his hospitality to | 
us all, poor exiles from France.” 
“His Majesty the King!” echoed Lord 

{ Antony and Sir Andrew as they drank 
loyally. to the toast. - 

| “To His Majesty King Louis of France,” 
jadded Sir Andrew, with solemnity. “May 

i God protect him and give him victory over 
his enemies.” 
Everyone rose and drank this toast in &i- 

lence. The fate of the unfortunate King 
| of Framce, then a prisoner of his own peo- 
ple, seemed to cast a gloom even over 

| Mr, Jeliyband’s pleasant countenance, 
“And toM.le comte de Tournay de Bas- 

serive,” said Lord Antony, merrily. “May 
we welcome him in England before many 
days are over.” 
“Ah, Monsieur,” said the Comtesse, as 

| with a slightly trembling hand she convey- 
ed her glass to her lips, “I scarcely dare 
to hope.” 

But already Lord Amtony had served out 
the soup, and for the next few moments | 
all conversation ceased, while Jellyband 
and Sally handed round the plates and ev- 
eryone began to eat. 
“Faith, Madame!” mid Lord Antony, 

| after a while, “mine was no idle toast; see- 
ing yourself, Mademoiselle Suzanme and 

my. friend the Vicomte safely in England 
now, surely you must feel reassured as to 
the fate of Monsieur le Comte.” 
“Ah, Monsieur,” replied the Comtesse, 

with a heavy sigh, “I trust in God—I can 
but pray and hope ., -. .” 
“Aye, Madame!” here interposed Sir 

Andrew Ffoulkes, “trust in God by all 
means, but believe also a little in -your 
English friends, who have sworn to bring 
the Count safely across the Channel, even 
as they have brought you today.” 
“Indeed, indeed, Monsieur,” she replied, 

“I have the fullest confidence in you and 
in your friends. -¥our fame, I assure you, 
has epread. throughout the whole of 
France. The way some of my own friends 
have escaped from the clutches of .that-aw- 
ful revolutionary tribunal was - nothing 
short of a miraele—and all done by wou 
and your friends—" 
“We were but the hands, Madame 

Comtesse . . 
“But: my husband, Monsieur,” said the 

Comtesse, whilst unshed tears seemed to 
veil her voice, “he is in such deadly. peril 
—I would never have left him, only . . . 
there were my children ... 1 was torn 
between my duty to him, and to them. 
They refused to go without me . . . amd 
you and your friends assured me go #£0- 

lemnly that my husband would be safe. 
But, oh! now that I am here—amongst you 
all-in this beautiful, free England—I think 
{of him, flying for his life, hunted like a 
poor beast . . . in such peril. . . . Ah! I 
{should not have left him . . . I should not 
have left him! ....” | 
The poor woman had completely broken 

down; fatigue, sorrow amd emotion had 

la 
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Emarnay Machine on right 

La Tour Machine on Left. 

- Take for instance these two machines. 

ITHOUT the cajoling of agents, and judging the machine
s solely 

on their merits; just consider these few facts. Our machines are made 

in the largest factory in the world—the home of the best and most improved 

sewing machines; a factory which has grown enormously since its erection 

thirty years ago. All over the civilized universe its output can be found, while 

patent upon patent protects its exclusive rights to make the kind of
 machines we 

are selling. 

Low:-Priced Machines We Guarantee 

THE “LA TOUR” THE “EMARNAY” 

In four styles—all good makes. Good looking and good-acting. 

Over 700,000 now in use. Adjustable hardened bearings. 

Perfect mechanical construction. Feed operates on both sides of needle. 

Sewing abilities unexcelled. Shuttle holds 100 yards of thread. 

Sews muslin or six folds cloth. Machine self-threading, except needle. 

Provides smooth, even work. The presser lifter both high and law lift, 

Has a self-setting needle. Bed plate level with table. 

No bothersome springs in take-up. Ball-bearing driving shaft. 

All the wearing parts of hard steal Quarter golden oak cabinet. 

Nickel-plating and japanning. Automatie dzp=-head. machine. 

Bed plate flush with table. Does all kinds of Intricate wor. 

Attractive cabinet work. Best of materials in every pass 

PRICES THAT 

ANY HOME 
CAN AFFORD 

Emarnay, 5-drawer, wid 

automatic drop head, - 
La 

La 

Tour, hand machine, $77.00 

Tour, hand, wood base, 74.50 

La Tour, 3-drawer, box top, 17.50 

La Tour}5 * drop head, 719.75 

Between these Prices, Ve have the “Loyalist” machine at $21.50 to $37.50
, and, following 

them, the Davis Vertical Feed at $45.00, and Davis Rotary 
at $50,00. 

; $28.50 

Emarnay, the cabinet auto- 

matic, like a writing-desk, 47.50 

No Agents or Jobbers to Pay. 

No Trust or Combine in This. 

No More Exorbitant Prices. 

See our Show at the Exhibition---Ask the attendants to explain 

Manchester Robertson Allison Ltd. 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

overmastered her rigid, aristocratic bear- 
ing. She was crying gently to herself, 
whist Suzanne ran up to her and tried to 
kiss away her tears. 
Lord Antony and Sir Andrew had said 

nothing ‘to interrupt the Comtesse whilst 
she was speaking. There was no doubt 
that they felt deeply for her; their very 
silence testified to that—but im every cen- 
tury, and ever since England has been 
what it is, an Englishman has always felt 
somewhat ashamed of his own emotion and 
of his own sympathy. And so the two 
‘young men said nothing, and busied them- 
selves in trying to hide their feelings, only 
ok gegen in looking immeasurably sheop- 
ish. 

“As for me, Monsieur,” said Suzanne, 
suddenly, as she looked through a wealth | [@ 

of brown curls across at Sir Andrew, “I |# 

trust you absolutely, and I know thas | 
you will bring my dear father safely to 
England, just as you brought us today.” || 
This was said with so much confidence, | 3 

such unuttered” hcpe and belief, that it |§ 
seemed as if by magic to dry the mother’s | Bf 
eyes, and to bring a smile upon every- |g 
body’s lips, 
“Nay! you shame me, Mademoiselle,” | 

replied Sir Andrew; “though my life is at | 4 
your service, I have been but a humble | 
tool in the hands of our great leader, who 
organized and effected your escape.’ 
He had spoken with so much warmth 

and vehemence that Suzanne’s eyes fast- 
ened upon him in undisguised wonder. : 
“Your leader, Monsieur?” said the Com- | 

tesse, eagerly. “Ah! of course, you must | §& 
have a leader. And I did not think of 
that before! But tell me where is he? I} 
must go to him at once, and I and my 

children must throw ourseives av his feet, 
and thank him for all that he has done 

| for us.” 
“Alas, Madame!” 

“that is impossible.” { 
“Impossible >—Wiy ?” { 
“Because the Scarlet Pimpernel works | 8 

{ in the dark, and his identity is only | 
known under a solemn oath of secrecy wo | 
his immediate followers.” 
“The Scarlet Pimpernel?” said Suzanne, 

with a merry laugh. “Why! what a droll 
| name! What is the Scarlet Pimpernel, 
| Mensieur ?” i 

She looked at Sir Andrew with eager | 
curiosity. The young man’s face' had be- 
come almost transfigured. His eyes shone 
with enthusiasm; hero-wonship, love, ad- 
miration for his leader seemed literally 
to glow upon his face. 
“The Scarlet Pimpernel, Mademois- 

ell,” he said, at last “is the name of a 
i humble English wayside flower; but i 
is also the name chosen to hide thé iden- 
tity of the best and bravest man in all 

| the world, so that he may better succeed 
| in accomplishing the noble task he” has 
set himself ‘to do.” . 
“Ah, yes,” here interposed the you 

Vicomte, “I have heard speak of this 
Scarlet Pimpernel. A little flower—red? 
—yes! They say in Paris that everytime 

said Lord Antony, | 3 

| stock and surprised at the specially low prices at which we sell them. Everybody boug 

| Men's Fall Suits, made to measure, - 13.50 to 35.008 
Men's Overcoats, ready to wear, - - 5.00 to 24.00 

a royalist escapes 
Touequier-Tinville, 

or, receives a paper with that little flow- 

er dessinated in red upon it. . . Yes?” 

Mr, and Mrg. Joseph Mason, of Head of 

Millstream, are visiting 

Mure. George Scott, 2 St. David street. s 

They will be in the city till Friday. 
D. J. Brown, of Macaulay Bros. & Co., 

is home after a business trip to England. 

He came via New York. Excellent weather 

was enjoyed on ‘the trip across the Atlan-| 

tie. 2 : 
Miss Helen Ryder, of St. Stephen, is 

visiting Mrs, J. 
street. > 
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Stores open evenings until 8 o'clock. ST. JOHN, Sept, 5, 1906. 

CROWDS AT HARVEY'S CLOTHING STORES | 
AND GETTING EXHIBITION TICKETS FREE 

Our stores were crowded all day yesterday, and a more pleasant day's business we 

never had. Everybody seemed delighted with the styles, fit and make of our new fall 

and bought stock that will make them firm friends of our stores. Many old friends and 

many new {aces were welcomed here yesterday and we expect a larger number today. 

Many new lines came in yesterday, including New Suits, New 

Overcoats, New Reefers, Stanfield Unshrinkafle Underwear, 

and 100 Dozen of Penman’s Sanitary Wool Fleece:Lined 

Underwear. 

$3.95 to $20.00 
~ 

Men's Fall Suits, ready to wear, - 

Men's Overcoats, made to measure, - 15.00 to 30.00 

Boys’ 3-Piece Suits, $1.98 to $8.00 Boys’ 2-Piece Suits, $1.85 10$5.50 
Men's Pants, - ~- 12510 4.50 Boys’ Short Pants, 45c. to L175 

GLOVES, SHIRTS, TIES, UNDERWEAR, Etc. An Exhibition Ticket with each sale of $3 or over. 

9 Opera House Block 
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to England that dewvil, 
the Public Prosecut- EXHIBITION 

The Daylight Burner With Mantle Gives You 60 
: Candle Power Light 

One gallon of coal oil burns from 60 to 80 hours. 

On Exhibition in Our Window During Exhibition Week 
Also on hand all kinds of Lamps at lowest cash prices. CALL AND SEE US. 

THE ST. JOHN AUER LIGHT CO., Ltd., - 91 Market Square 
N. B.—Ten per cent. discount.on-all lamps, 

(To be Continued) 

théir daughter, 

N. Harvey, Dorchester 


