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I Mrs. Pel grove’s ❖ 
I ...Hat...
»!♦ v

Matthew Pel grove strolled along 
the esplanade at Hastings, chuckling 
.to liiinsclf. From a moral stand
point he had done a most reprehen
sible thing, but the circumstances 
were certainly mitigating. May not 
much be forgiven to- a man whose 
/wife has a shrewish tongue, and 
ideas of expenditure that by no 
moans square with the possibilities 
■of a limited income?

Three days previously, in the pri
vacy of thçiv home at Hornsey, Mat
thew hsâi remarked to his wife:

"Myylear, I find I shall have to 
go to Bradford on Friday.”

Mrs. Pel grove lowered the coffee
pot and glanced sharply across the 
table.

“Oh! Rather unexpected, isn’t it? 
On business?”

“Certainly! Must see some wool 
people there before the next London 
sales. Most important clients.”

“I understand. Shall I come 
too?”

Matthew endangered the life of his 
Cup by bringing it precipitately to 
the table.

“Impossible, Mary! Bradford’s 
not. a place for pleasure. Besides, I 
shall be fully engaged all the time.”

That was what had passed between 
‘jthern. And this Saturday after* 
*noon, when his wife believed him 
,4o be in the North transacting busi
ness, Pel grove, the arch-deceiver, was 
bathing in beautiful autumnal sun
shine on the Hastings promenade.

He wore a blithe and jaunty air. 
How sweet it was to capture, even 
•for a week-end, the lost delights of 
bachelorhood! Did he not bless 
the comic paper that had first sug
gested to him this brilliant notion 
of duplicity, and resolve to sub
scribe to it for the future? The very 
day was in fitting accord with his 
spirit of hilarity.

At home Mrs. Pelgrove insisted on 
her husband in harmony with the 
ideas of their genteel suburb, but 
hero he had thrown (metaphorically) 
conventional attire to the winds — 
indeed, it consisted of little but. a 
white flannel suit, a red and orange 
boating blazer, and a sun hat worn 
at a rakish tilt. As Matthew step
ped along, observing the varied life 
of Hastings, he persuaded himself 
that he had not a care in the world. 
He could even smile at his wife’s 
desperate ambition to cut a social 
figure, and her bitter discontent 
that he was not making money fast 
enough for the full attainment of 
her purpose. Money — bah! — the 
word had an ugly sound Nothing 
Should be allowed to poison to-day 
his draught of pleasure. 
yNow, Matthew Pelgrove was not 

given to much exercise, and he pre
sently became aware that, despite 
the lightness of his raiment, his low
er-limbs were beginning to ache. 
He would seek one of those inviting 
shelters where, shielded from the 
sun’s rays, he might watch the peo
ple and indulge to the full his pres
ent sense of contentment.

Proceeding a little farther he es
pied a vacant place. That glass 
partition, dividing the seats on eith
er side, would pleasantly shelter 
him'' from all draughts, anti this 
corner seat looked most luxurious.
The authorities really deserved------ *

But at that moment Matthew got 
a terrible shock. Sharply çjpfined 
against the glass on the other side 
of the shelter was a hat—a hat re
posing on a woman's head of golden 
hair. - Matthew turned and literally 
ran from the spot. No one could 
mistake that hat—it was his wife’s; 
ho would pick 
thousand dthers.

came excceding'y restless. As an 
additional cause of grievance not 
a speck of cloud had showed itself in 
the sky, and everybody abroad look
ed more than usually happy. His 
impromptu holiday was not doing 
him the least bit of good. Better 
bickering at Hornsey than imprison
ment in Hastings, with that dread
ful shadow of the morrow hanging 
over his head!

“I donft care; I’m going out,” he 
said to himself, ’"'lien the sun had 
set and chances of recognition were 
slighter.

Pulling his hat well over his head 
and turning up his coat collar, Mat
thew ventured e outside. But de
spite the serenity of the night he did 
not enjoy the walk. One thought 
intruded — would he meet his wife? 
He _pecred into the dark corners of 
shelters before he passed them; a 
dozen times in the dim light other 
women's hats assumed the appear
ance of hers. When people streamed 
out of church and the crowd on the 
esplanade grew thicker Matthew do 
cidod to return to the hotel. Thii 
week-end at the seaside was an en
tire fiasco.

As he passed .through the hall the 
young woman in charge of the office 
spoke to him.

“Some people called for you when 
you were out, sir.”

“Oh!” replied Matthew, will ill-as
sumed unconcern. “Wjho were 
they?”

“A lady and gentleman. Said they 
had seen your name in the visitors’ 
list. They left no cards.”

“Could you—er—describe them?”
“I only spoke to the lady, sir. 

The gentleman kept behind. He look
ed rather seedy beside her.”

“You can’t remember at all how 
she was dressed?”

“It was too dark to see much, and 
we hadn’t lit up. She had on a 
wonderful hat, though.” Pelgrove 
started. “I couldn’t help noticing 
that; it was so startling. What my 
young man would call a kind of 
conservatory with the glass left ^ut.

thought it would hardly go
through the door unless she stepped 
back sideways, but some women 
know how to carry that style of 
thing,” and the young lady sniffed 
by way of slight contempt, and re
turned to her ledger.

Pelgrove had not moved. The 
blow had fallen; his wife was hot 
on the scent. But who could her 
companion be? Seedily dressed, eh? 
Probably some private inquiry ag
ent whose services she had enlisted.

“Did they say — on—they would 
return to-night?” Matthew stam
mered.

“No, sir. Said nothing about 
that. Where shall I find you if 
they do?”

“I'm going to bed. I have — er 
—a bad headache. Have my bill 
ready early in the morning, 
please.”

Twenty minutes later Matthew was 
snugly between the sheets. Yet, 
even there, was a man safe from 
his wife? He listened nervously to 
every noise on the stairs, fancying 
her step in the tread of every cham
bermaid. and it was fully a couple 
of hours before he sank into uncon
sciousness.

How Matthew Pelgrove transacted 
his business next day- he does not 
perfectly remember. Even in the 
da3-s of his apprenticeship he never 
glanced so many times at the clock. 
But with how different a motive! 
Then it was with the longing that 
some invisible agency would push on 
the slowly-moving hands and bring 
release from the irksome bondage of 
the office stool; now that time might 
stand still, and that dreaded out
break with his- wife fade into un
reality. All his self-possession fled 
as he thought of the evening hour.

If only he could frame some plaus
ible excuse for his appearance at 

ft out amongst a| Hastings! Matthew, however, was 
How vividly he1 not an lm»ginative man, and, rub

remembered the sickening feeling ! llis witfl as ,lc might, he could find 
with which three weeks ago he had 11 °. roason calculated to bear the 
regarded it, perched for the first faintpst’ inspection. It would be too 
time on her proudly raised head! transparently thin to suggest that 
Surely nothing so blatant, nothing another man of the name of Mat- 
so vulgar, had ever sprung to ox- Pelgrove had been stopping at
istance before in the millinery world. I hotel. Hastings was 
Through all the dark ages had fom- 
jnine taste stooped to such an ap
palling confection of color? And the

np-

price—well, his bank balance suffered 
from it yet.

So Ma FV had discovered his
scheme and followed him to Hast
ings. But how in the name of won- 
dciv-ah, lie had it! He had stupid
ly mentioned his real destination tc 
the manager of his office. Evident 
ly suspicious of something, his wife j 
had gone there and secured the 
formation that had led her to 
pear in this quarter.

Out of breath with his usual ex
penditure of energy, Pelgrove drop
ped his run to a walk and glanced 
furtively back. Thank goodness, 
that hat with the flaming, artificial 
flower garden in it, visible for fully 
a hundred yards with the naked eye, 
was not in sight ! Mary had not 
soon him, then. He walked on hur
riedly to the small hotel where lie 
was stopping.

Arrived there, Pelgrove sought the

| that hotel. Hastings was not a 
; business center, and it was quite 
I inconceivable that he should have 
j arranged to meet a client there. No; 

the wisest plan seemed to bo to 
brave it out.. He must explain 
that, feeling a bit run down, he had 
changed his mind and, instead of go 
ing to Bradford, had proceeded to 
sea—which statement, of course, had 
the essence of truth.

! A little after the usual time Mat- 
' thew left the office for home. More 
from force- of habit than anything 
else lie bought an evening paper, but 
he found himself unable to make 
sense of a line of it. His eyes 
wandered to his fellow-travelers in 
the railway carriage. Did any of 
them anticipate domestic storms? 
Had any of them wandered in sim
ilar fashion from Mic path of recti
tude and purchased a few hours of 
enjoyment at the price lie was pay
ing?

The train drew up at Hornsey and 
Matthew found himself one" of a 
crowd filtering out of the station.

"When I've found my other slip
per.”

“You’re late,” continued Mrs. Pci- 
grove. “Dinner's been kept back a 
quarter of an hour, and you know 
how cross it makes cook. I have 
someth ii% serious to say to you af
ter it.”

Personally, Matthew would have 
preferred having the matter out be
fore the meal; it would act like a 
nightmare on his digestion. But ho 
sat obedipntly up to the table and 
feigned interest in ,the viands, main
taining for appearance’ sake when 
the servant was present a flow of 
small talk, to which his wife short
ly replied.

The meal ended and, folding up he 
serviette, Mrs. Pelgrove planted her 
elbows on the table. liter husband 
recognized the omen and trembled.

“Had a successful little trip, Mat
thew?”

“Yes, very:—-thank you ! ”
“You don’t seem up to the mark 

to-night.”
“X trifling headache. Traveling, 

j'ou know, does shake one up a bit. 
That reminds me. I’ve left my 
portmanteau at the o'Jfico.”

She made no comment. Matthew 
played with a saltspoon. He could 
not possibly meet her gaze.

“I've been dreadfully put out, 
Matthew. I discovered on Saturday 
—oh, it’s too awful to speak 
about.”

The blow was coming, and Pel
grove turned hot all over. Mary 
was clearly holding herself in. In 
a moment the storm would break in 
all its violence, ami a poor man who 
had done wrong and knew it would 
go down before the blast.

T was sitting at this window 
quietly sewing on Saturday room
ing, when a carriage drove by. Mr.

; and Mrs. Needham Smith were in it, 
j and the coachman had a pile of lug- 
j gage beside him. But what do you 
think Mrs. Smith had on her head?”

“Flu sure I don’t know,” replied 
Matthew, puzzled, yet relieved. 
“Something absurd, I suppose. A 
yachting cap?”

“No, Matthew; worse than that! 
Just think of the horror of it! A 
hat the precise image of my new 
one. Wasn’t it a shock for me?”

Pelgrove saw daylight struggling 
through.

“Really!” he exclaimed, excitedly. 
“Where were they going?”

“I didn’t know at the time, but 
the grocer’s man told me afterwards. 
They were off to spend a week at 
Hastings. Why, Matthew, what is 
the matter with you?”

“Nothing — no tiling. I was just 
thinking what a burning shame 
about that hat. Mrs. Needham 
Smith has copied it, I suppose. Now 
I remember, she had hair much the 
same as yours, and thought per
haps it might suit her.”

, “It doesn’t, .Matthew. She looks 
absolutely hideo.us in it. Oh, it’: 
scandal! I’ve not stirred from the 
house since; I was so upset. I shall 
never speak to that woman again. 
You are not laughing?”

“Rather not! I’m just as put out 
as you, Mary. Wihcn I’ve bought 
you a nice thing, it’s too bad to 
find it imitated. What a pity for 
you women .there isn’t a law of 
copyright in hats!”

He felt like a schoolboy again. So 
it was Mrs. Needham Smith who had 
given him the fright at Hastings, 
and she and her husband had been 
his visitors at the hotel. Now, for
tunately, relations between their 
wives, never cordial ones, would en
tirely cease.

“I’m so glad you did well by go
ing to Bradford, Mat. The fact is— 
well, I must get another hat now.”

“Of course! You shall have one 
immediately. Go to a good Regent 
street shop ! Mrs. Smith can’t very 
well copy what you get there.”

“Oh, Matthew, how good of you ! 
Wc mustn’t let the Needham Smiths 
cut us o.ut. Could you afford to 
take me by-and-by down to Hast
ings for a little?”

She looked at him a trifle doubt
fully, but his response was ready 
and eager.

“We’ll go, Mary, in about a 
week’s time, directly the Neofiham 
Smiths get. home. >Vhy, it must be 
seven or eight years since we went 
to Hastings—together!” — London 
Tit-Bits.

HEBOES TO TflEIE VALETS QQ||§(J|||PT|Q||
OAK BE CURED

AN INCIDENT OF MB. CHAM
BERLAIN’S RECEPTION.

German Emperor's Servant Loses 
a Bet—Surgeon Who Works 

Miracles.
Ain exceedingly pleasant and home

ly touch was given to the cordial 
reception accozided to the Right 
Horn. Mr. Joseph Chamberlain on 
the occasion of his arrival in Lon
don from South Africa by no less 
a personage thain the right lion, 
gentleman’s own coachman. That 
worthy individual was so overcome 
by the cheering of the vast multi
tude, together with the sight of his 
master, that he snatched his hat 
from his head and waved it high 
aloft vigorously with each swinging

JMJucli has been written at various 
times to the effect tliat a hero is 
seldom a hero to his valet, yet the 
above perfectly true instance. goes 
some way to disprove it. A fur
ther number of examples of the same 
character may be read with sonic 
interest.

The German Emperor, as is well 
known, is a lo-ver of adventure and 
new experiences. He is untiring in 
his many activities and very strict 
with regard to the attention due 
from his numerous dependants, yet 
all his servants have a positive and 
deeplj-rooted affection for him.

On one occasion not so long ago 
the Emperor was one of a distin
guished shooting party in England, 
and accompanying him was a Ger
man gun-loader who, learning who 
the other guests of the party wore, 
offered to bet that his employer 
would come out

TOP OF THE MARKSMEN.

The bet was readily accepted, but 
the great visitor just failed to jus
tify his servant's expectation, and 
he paid up with a cheerful face, ob
serving that if it had not been for 
the trying nature of the English 
wind his master would undoubtedly 
have done all that was anticipated

Sir Frederick Treves, the eminent 
surgeon wjio last year porfoimod an 
operation with such successful re
sults upon His Majesty the King, 
is looked upon by some of his clev
er nurses as almost a miracle work
er, so frequently has he saved a life 
that seemed beyond human aid.

One junior nurse was telling her 
friends of the great, surgeon’s in
ventiveness and resource, and she 
was asked what lie would do if he 
had to perform an operation with
out chloroform or gas.

“Do? ’Wtiy, he would do it with
out hurting the patient, or else he 
would call in a dchtist to extract 
one of the patient’s teeth while he 
went on with the more serious operl 
ation, so that the imagination of the 
sufferer would be fixed upon the 
tooth, thereby doing away with the 
possibility of his or her dying from

Tn the Royal Courts of Justice Sir 
Edward Clarke has a reputation for 
being able to work things which
ever way he miay happen to wish, no 
matter what the state of the evi
dence is to the contrary. A visitor 
from the country who had cause to 
remember Sir Edward's reasoning 
abilities, placidly believed that

EDITOR’S NOTE___The Slocum
System of Treatment for the cure of 
Consumption, Pulmonary Troubles, 
Catarrh, General Debility, and 
nearly all the ills of life, is medicine 
reduced to an exact science by the 
world’s foremost specialist, t

By its timely use thousands of 
apparently hopeless cases have been 
permanently cured.

The Emulsion of Cod Liver Oil 
is needed by some, the Tonic by

others, the Expectorant by others, 
the Oxojell by others still, and all 
four, or any three, or two, or any 
one, may be used singly or in com
bination, according to the needs of 
the case.

Full instructions with each set of 
four free remedies illustrated here. 
Our readers are urged to take 
advantage of Dr. Slocum’s generous 
offer.
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smoking-room and put to the test ' ^ only at that moment he might be 
the nerve-soothing properties of a j lost to sight for ever more! When 
good cigar. What an escape! Hoi a married man disappeared in thtît 
hated a scene in public, and that 'va-v- was »ot his wife usually the 
his wife evidently sought. Here at cause?
least he would be safe, for no one1 He reached his garden gate and 
knew where he was stopping. As ; glanced furtively at the house. Mary 
long as ho kept well hid his privacy ! was invisible. ITe screwed up cour- 
wonid not be invaded, unless, indeed j age and mounted the steps. The 
<perish the thought!), 1ns wife] housemaid opened the door to him.
Bought in turn every hotel in Hast
ings.

That evening Pelgrove made him-1 
self fairly content with illustrated I 
papers. Next morning the sun rose j 
in a cloudless

‘Is your mistress in?
“Upstairs in her room, sir. She’ll 

be down directly.”
He placed hat and papers on the 

hat-stand. Never had he entered his

Professor (discussing organic and 
inorganic kingdoms) — “Now, if I 
should shut my eyes — so — and 
drop my head — so — and remain 
perfectly still, ycu would say I was 
a clod. But I move, I leap. Then 
what do you call me?” Voice from 
the rear — “A clod-hopper.”

sky and everything house with such a peculiar feelimr 
pointed to n day of perfect weather, j before. It was as though he had 
He longed to venture forth—but, no. no right there, and the next nu>- 
If ho stepped outside malevolent: ment would see him violently elected 
chance would certainly send him' into the street.
ntra'ght mto the arms of his wife. ; He passed into the dining-room 

could not even sit at the window ami was fishing under the sofa for 
and be fanned by the breeze, lest she! his slippers when his w.V entered 
should pass below and catch # He screwed up courage to look her 
glimpse o him. The scene between in the face. Its express!™ confirm^ 
them must come, hut bette,War bet- ed his worst fears. 
te'-—that it should be reserved f,„. "You’re home, 
to-morrow evening, when their next-1 
door'neighbors at Hornsey (the Pel
groves occupied a semi-dot achod r 
sldenrc) should alone be edified. 

Towards nightfall Matthew be-

marked.
“Ye*

Mary?”

dinner?”

she laconically r<,*- 

Things all gone well, 

all f Are you ready for

> Wonderful Medicine.

Beecham’s
Pills

FOR ALL

""" and 
Nervous Disorders,
Sick Headache, Constipation,

could make a British jury award a 
wife-beater heavy damages against 
the wife’s relations on the ground of 
Untruthful testimony as to cooking 
comtpetency at the time of marriage, 
were he so inclined, inasmuch as 
this country ^sitoir solemnly in
formed the present writer that. he 
had experienced a case on all fours 
with swell an instance of Sir Idd- 
wand’s irresistible eloquence.

Dr. Temple, the lately deceased 
Archbishop of Canterbury, was al
ways a hero to the Rugby school
boys. It did not matter who the 
pupil was who was sninumoned be
fore him, nor did it matter what 
was the punishment awarded — the 
bosom friend of a victim would al
ways maintain the absolute justice 
of the sentence. It was in this 
spirit that the great schoolmaster 
earned from the lads the title of 
“a beast—but a just beast.”

Many more such examples might 
be given which would only go to 
prove that the saying “No man is 
a hero to liis valet” must only have 
a qualified acceptance. No' doubt 
the valet, or other subordinate, sees 
much of the inner life of his chief; 
but it by no means follows that thé 
life behind the scenes is enough to 
dispel the glamour of what is done 
in the public eye.—'Pearson's Weekly.

“You certainly look better; you 
must have followed my advice and 
had a change.” “Yes, doctor, so I 
have.” “Where did you go?” “I 
went to another physician.”

The honor of thus effectively arresting 
the progress of this fatal malady rests 
with the wonderful system of treatment 
which has been reduced to an exact 
science for the cure of Consumption and 
for the cure of Catarrh and other prevalent 
conditions which pave the way for Con
sumption—that successful method evolved 
by America's greatest scientific physician, 
Dr. T. A. Slocum, whose great liberality, 
through his Free Trial Treatment, sent 
broadcast throughout this broad land, has 
contributed most to the rout of the most 
potent agency in the destruction of human 
life in this hemisphere. .

His Free System of Treatment has
arrested the hand of death in the cases of 
thousands of consumptives and has pre
vented the disease in countless instances.

The Slocum Treatment consists of four 
distinct remedies for the cure of Con
sumption, eWeak Lungs, Bronchitis, 
Catarrh, and all pulmonary and wast
ing diseases, and is based upon principles 
essential to the correction of function, the 
rebuilding of the tissues, the overthrow of 
parasitic animal organisms and the estab

lishment of health in all the departments 
of the human body.

The four preparations embody all the 
necessary elements of a complete treat
ment for Consumption—its cure and pre
vention—as well as for most of the chronic 
and wasting ills of life. Apparently hope
less cases are cured by their timely use.

These free remedies comprise the great 
curative forces discovered by the emi
nent physician, Dr. Slocum, they represent 
the acme of the pharmacist’s skill anq 
with them will be found explicit directions 
for their use in any case.

You are invited to test what this system 
will do for you, if you are sick, by writing 
for a FREE TRIAL TREATMENT and 
the Four Free Preparations will be for
warded you at once with complete direc
tions for use.

Simply write to the T. A. Slocum Chemi
cal Company, Limited, 179 King"Street 
West, Toronto, giving post office and 
express address, and the free medicine 
(the Slocum Cure) will be promptly sent.t>

Persons in Canada seeing Slocum’s free 
offer in American papers will please send 
for samples to Toronto.

IB BIS MAJESTY'S CROWD!
THE JEWELS ARE OF 

TORIC VALUE.
HIS-

Wind and Pains in Stomach,
Impaired Digestion!

Disordered liver "and
Female Ailments.

PREPARED ONLY BY THE PROPRIETOR,

Thomas Beecham, St. Helens, Eng., 
Sold by all Druggists 

-In Canada and U. S. America. 
In boxes, 35 cents.

LADY HANK rltESOTI'iNT.
Mrs. 10. S. Tome, of Maryland, 

holds the unique position of 
dent of two nourishing banks. On 
his death her husband left, her $3,- 
000,000, end named her before his 
death Trustee of the Maryland In
stitute of Learning, which lie found
ed. The partners in the hunk he 
managed elected her president. and 
slio entered into business relations 
with a second, which she brought up 

four years to its present statein
of prosperity. liter fortune is be
lieved -to have tloiublod in that time.

“It’s an eight-hour flay for about 
everybody now, isn’t it?” “Oh, 
no; not for the employers.” “And 
why not for them?” “Because, if 
they had been content with an eight- 
hour day, they wouldn’t have suc
ceeded in becoming employers.”

“Don’t you think it would be a 
good idea to denounce the trusts?” 
“What’s the use?” said Senator 
Sorghum. “The public wouldn’t be
lieve a word of it, and some of the 
trusts might take it in earnest and 
be aunpyed,”—.Washington Star.

History of the Three Most Im
portant Ornaments on the 

Crown.

The most important historic jew
els in the present imperial crown are 
the large spinel ruby in the center 
of the front cross-pat ee. the large 
pale sapphire on the circlet of the 
crown in front, aird the small, but 
finely colored sapphire in the center 
of the cross-pat ee above the m-ound 
at the ttfi> of the crown.

The history of the so-callcxl ruby 
is "well known and is of great inter
est. In the fourteenth century, says 
Mr. Cyril Davenport in\The Con
noisseur, it belonged to the King 
of Granada, and Pedro the Cruel, 
King of Castile, received this king 
under the guise of friendship in the 
Alcazar at Seville. Hero ho was 
murdered for the sake of his jewels, 
among which was this stone. Pedro 
afterwards gave it to Edward the 
Black Prince, after the* battle of 
Navarette, as a mark of gratitAildo 
for his successful help, and it is also 
supposed to have bpen worn in the 
crown of Henry V. at Agincourt. On 
this occasion it may have helped to 
save a king’s life, ns the Duc d’Alen
çon aimed a blow at Henry, which 
was turned by his crown, then

WORN OVER HIS HELMUT.
The stone is a finely colored, deep 

rod spinel, a mineral which is chief
ly found in the mineral beds of Cey
lon, Burma and Siam. Like most 
Oriental stones, this particular jewel 
has been pierced; the top of the 
piercing is now filled with a small 
ruby set in gold, and the stone is 
uncut, but polished on the natural 
irregular Surface. It is irregularly 
drop-shaped, and about two inches 
in length.

The second notable jewel in the 
imperial crown is the large pale sap
phire in the front of the circlet. It 
was worn in the crown of Charles 
IT., and ultimately became the pro
perty of Cardinal York, who be
queathed it to the Prince Regent, 
afterward George IV. The Prince 
gave it to the Princess Charlotte, 
but on her death it was returned, as 
it was properly considered to be a 
crown jewel. It is partially pierced, 
which may mean it was intended to 
bo used as a bead, but never finish

ed; or it might perhaps have been 
intended to serve as a support for 
an nigret, in which case a half- 
piercing would be enough. It is cut 
cncahechon, as most ancient and 
mediaeval stones were, and as col
ored stones should be, the edges be
ing trimmed into the form of a long 
symmetrical oval. No doubt this is 
an Oriental stone; it is about two 
inches in length.

EDWARD THE CONFESSOR’S 
emerald is much smaller and of a 
deep color; it has been re-cut in 
brilliant form, probably for Charles 
II., which was quite unnecessary. 
It is said to have been taken out 
of the Confessor's ring, which was 
buried with him. anti it has the rep
utation of being an antidote to 
cramp. A story told about it re
lates that the Confessor, in one of 
his walks about Westminster, mot a 
beggar who asked for alms, and the 
saint being at that, moment short of 
inoney, gave him his ring in charity, 
in the name of St. John. Some 
time afterward some English pil
grims, traveling in the Holy Land, 
got into difficulties and consulted ari 
old man, a stranger, who happened 
to be in their company. On hearing 
that the travelers were English, ho 
revealed himeelf to them as Saint 
•John, the special patron of Ektward. 
King of England, and he assisted 
them out of their troubles, anti gave 
them a ring to take back to their 
monarch, with the message that ho 
would meet him in Paradise in six 
months’ time. When in due time 
Edward received the ring, ho at once 
recognized it ns that he had given 
to the Westminster beggar, and when 
lie died, according to the saint's 
prediction, it was buried with him 
in his shrine at Westminster,

Morton,” said one of the 
party who had gone deep into the 
woods in search of adv.-nt'ure, “we 
know you’ve been a famous lnmter, 
a.nti wu want, to hear about. son to 
of the narrow escapes you’ve had 
from bears and so on." “Young 
m;ni,” said the oki guide, with dig
nity. “ii there’s been any narrer es
capes, the bears and other fierce 
creatures had ’em, not me!”

The first steamer on the Thames 
was the• “Marjory,” in 1814. The 
“Richmond” followed her a year
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