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CHAPTER V. (Continued.)

{fhe iwo sailors secraiched their
heads and looked quizzically at that of
the prisoner. It resembles at
ment one of those useful implements
denominated a “ pope’s head with
which housemaids are wont to assail
spiders and dust in the cornices _clf.
lofty rooms. There was not the fain-
test symptom of a parting anywhere.

Sinelair. It mought ha' been parted
in the middle. don't ee think, sirf (To
the fourth otmscer.)

Stackpool. Yes. AIl right, gir |
Captain. * Large black whiskers,
worn a la Dundreary.”

Ambo. Right you are, Sir.
“ Dundreary, ¥ye scoundrels| laﬁmﬂ
who or what is Dundreary, does et her
one of ye knowf" .
Captain. “"Heavy moustaches.’
Ambo, Reg’lar Rooshians, Hl_l".
Captain. “'Low forehead—big eye
brows—black shining eyes—long chin—
promineént nose," How does that sirik-
you, Stackpoole f

Stackpool. Like two bights of the
game hawser. :
Captain. “Dresses handsomely 1n 4

frock-coat, or, when travelling, in 2
tweed shooting suit.” oA

They all look round the cabin. Mr.
Stackpoole with a long, brown middle
digil, indicates on the peg at the head

of the “‘prisonec’'s” berth a suit of
grey Irish tweed. i
Amhbo. True to a knot, SIT!

Captain, *“ Large 'diamond ring on

left little finger.

Mr. Fex moves his hand instinc-
tively, but the fourth officer is too
quick for him. He darts dorward,

seizes the left hand, and there, sure
enough on the little finger glitters a
large Cape diamond. DN E

Stackpoole. Diamond 1t 18,
clear as the North Siar.

“Powers ahove !” said poor Fex.
a plot te ruin mel” .

Captain. Prisoner, keep silence till
you’'re fully identified —"Very power-

a1T,

“It’s

ful build—seems about 5 feet 8 or 10
inches in height.” 1 :
Ambo. Every word true, SiT: T.ooks

like a young hox! !
“Five feet eight, do ye say?’ cries
Mr. Fex, indignantly. “I'm five feet
pleven in my stockings, as I hive. ‘_'u"u 111'
ye have have me measured, captain 4
(faptain. “Good address and very
gentlemanly manner.”’—Humph!l
“There they have me,” in'rf-t:rupted
the prisoner. “That and the diamond
are the only two points that aretrue
to factl'
Ambo. Undoubted swell, sir!
Captain. “Probably has a wound or
bruise on his left eye.”

Ambo. Left eye as Lblue as Flue-
Peter. sir! 1
Captain. “Talks frerman, French

and English.” b

“Sorra a hit of German ever ﬁirtwld
my mouth,” shouted Mr. Fex, emphaii-
cally.

Captain. No French either, eh ¥
Fex. Mais oui, Monsieur le Capitaine
B merveille. _

Captain. Ha! Then that wl_il lo.
Notice that, my men, speaks French
like a Nantes skipper.

“Taoes he 7' growls Mr. Fex in greater

wrath than ever. “Me, that the Em-
peror didn’'t know from a French-
man."”

Captain. Ouiside, there, fetch in the
irons !

Al these words the unhappy !1‘{-:-:.
giving a roar that shook the cabin,

made an effort to jump out of his birth
But on the signal six or seven men
rushed in. and each securing a limb
or a portion of one. the luckless man
lay completely at their mercy, st_ﬂ]
roaring with all his might. The riof
alarmed the lady who occupied fthe
purser’s ecabin. They could hear her
giving vent to her anxiety in loud
lamentations.

“They're killing him ?’ she screamed
through the thin partition.

“No harm, madam; don't be alarm-
ed.” shouted the captain.

Poor Fex—Corroran 'was by ihis time
subdued and unconscious; and the
captain, leaving two sturdy sailors
under the quartermaster to guard his
prisoner, went off to his chart-room,
with the pride of a man who had done
his duty. i

Ii was soon all over the ship among
the officers and crew—ih2 only peo-
ple able to be about—that th® murderer
had been sezured in the captain’s cabin,
Hence, when the steward who waited
on Lord Pendlebury ;took him his
breakfast at the usual hour of nine, the
whole story, with many embhellish-
ments, was retailed-for his benefit. To
the mnarrator’s surprise, the young
lord laughed at the top of his bent.

“Well, you are a cef of duffers!”
he cried.
lei the poor fellow off immediately, or
there will be the devil to pay. That
gentleman is a friend of mine, a Mas-
ter in Chancery in Dublin, and this s
as good as two thousand pounds dam-
ages to him! O dear, O dear! Cor-
coran, you'll kill me with laughing.”

The young lord having dressed him-
self rapidly, his loud occasgional guf-
faws sounding through the thin bulk-
heads, and exciting the greatest indig-
nation among his neighbors at the
untimely mirth, was on his way io the
deck, when Sir Bejamin Peakman
encountered him in the passage,

“T have only just heard,” he said,
bowing in his most conciliatory man-
ner, “to who>m I am indebted for the

couriesy sh-vwn vestardav to my daugh- |
3¢ AL A LA !

ter in very trying circuinsiances. I
am very happy, Lord Pendlebury,
knowing many of your friends, fo make
you acquaintance. J.et me present

myself—Sir Benjamin Peakman.”
Tord Fendlebury bowed—rather stif-

ly.

“ Pray, Sir Benjamin,” he -said. "'do

Innf taze the trouble to recall the slight

the mo-| excuse

“Go and tell the captain to |
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and very ordinary attention I was

| honest sailo

happy to render to the young lady. 1|

she is none the worse for hel
[ am cp my way, if you will
me, to my poor friend in the
captain's cabin, who has fallen "Inio
a ridiculous scrape, the result of our
H]-Iiliju-l"::i overzeal.”
“VYaunr Iriend, Lord
gasped the knight.
" “Yes, Mr. Peter Corcoran, an Irish
Master in Chancery, who has taken
1 whim to travel incognito as Mr. Fex.”
“'*A most important man " cried the
‘night with fervor. * But—I believe
he had—a—a—"

hope
fright.

Pendlebury ¢

““ A guit for a divorce. Exactly. And |

won it. That is to say,” said the young
iord, laughing, ‘ the divorce was de-
creed. He was free from his wife,”

““ And he is a friend of your,” cried
S Benjamin, with effusion, “1 have,
8 you may be aware, a good deal ol
infuence with the owners of these
steamers. “Can I be of any service,
do you think ?”

“ Weli, sald the peer, drily, " pos-
sibly, Sir Benjamin, you may (o able
to persuade the captain that he has
done a very ridiculous thing, and thaf
his owners will have to pay handsome-
ly for his blunder, unless he can pateh
it up wilth Corcoran.”

“My lord, T will see Captain Wind-
lags at once. 1 shall make a.point ol
setiing this matter right. He is, [ can
assure you, an estimable fellow, and
no one will feel more sorry than he
rhst any friend of Lord Pendlebury's

should have been malireated in his
ship.”
‘““Oh, pray let him not regard me

in (he matter at all,” replied Lord Pen
dlebury. * But you may perhaps know
that Corcoran is a nephew of Lord
Summerton, and of suificient conse
quence in himself to demand the cap-

fain's best- amends.”

With that Lord Pendelbury
ran off Lo his unfortunate
friend w hom he found eye-

ing his guards in mute horror, and
listening to oceasional groans and sighs
which could be distincily heard from
the purser’'s cabin.

“Pendlebury |” he cried. ' I had en-
tirely forgotten you! Only think of

this. Aecused, under the name of Cain,
of murdering my brother Abel. Con-
victed of dyecing myself—my hur,

my friend, ‘that never kmew a single
hue that nature had not painted!’ Cut
down by an inexorable law to five
feet eight inches, which I hayen't been
since 1 was sixteen. Handecuffed by
these ruffians—I shall never survive
this]| Whisper, my lord. Open that
small box there. Ii's my medicine case.
You will see a small phial, No. 25,
marked strychnine. I always kepl il
when she was about, in case I should
necd it. Just hand it to me secretly,
like a Christian friend, and say no
more.”™

“No, Corcoran! I cannot spare Yyou

yet. You musi last out this voyage.
at least. Wouldn't the whole Castle
g0 into hysieries over this! I seni off

the old knight you hit so hard in the
stomach yvesterday, Lc arrange matllers
He's a =ly commonplace curmudgeon
but he may be useful. Remember, You
must not eclaim vindictive damages.

“Ten thousand pounds! Not a farth-
ing less! They've bruised me all over;
charged me with murder, dyeing, rob-
bery—shortened my length, and per-
haps my life.”

“Never mind. If you threaten them
with such penalties as that, you know
it will pay to throw you overboard.”

This argument produced an 1mpres-
sion. “I say, Pendlebury,” he said in
a low tone. *Ido you hear her, nexi
door ? She has been going on that way
ever since this happened. Curious eh ¥
[s it possible she grieves? No matter,
I'll pever forgive her."”

Lord Pendlebury was a man of the
world but he looked a little shocked al
the ecollness of Mr. Corcoran.

“You forgive her, Corcoran! Come
now, that’s too audacious! You for-
get, man, that it all came out in evid-
ence—t hough, God knows, I den't want
to . be hard on yvou—and that it was
you who were defendant, and it was
agalnst you the Ordinary gave judg-
ment."

“Bah!" eried Corcoran, earnestly.
“Tt all comes of your ridiculous Eng-

lish justice. You try a case in SIX
hours, and seamp it, while an Irish
Court would take six days at it, and

give ample justice for the money ! Un
my honour, Pendlebury. as a gen!le-
man, as I stand before God, 1 tell you
{here was not a word of truth in the
eHarge We had no children, and she
had noihing to do but to watch and
nettle me, and I was always more live-
|y than discreef, hut, as sure as live;
she never had ony just cause 1o com=
plain of me. Her attorneys were de-
termined to win their case, and they
gol the ’‘proofs'—as ithey! ecall them—
bui there was no truth in the charges.”

“Whew !" said Pendlebury. *““Tout
peut se retablir.”

““No, no; she is married.
to say I'm relieved of the trouble
thinking about it."

“How do you know '?

“What is she doing here? She must

be tiravelling with somebody. That
somebody is her husband.”

“Where is he then?' inquired the
peer,

“I don’t know. Ill, on his back, in

one of the lower cabins.—Ah! what’s
this now ¢

Sir Benjamin Peakman and the cap-
tain entered. The knight in his bland-
est manner made the humblest apolo-

gies for his errors of yesterday. 'The

| captain more awkwardly endeavored to

make his with the Master 1n
Chancery.

“Captain,” said the Master,
erave face, “I'll forgive you on

condifion. Do I talk French

peace
F

one
like

I'm glad |

of |

i —

lwith me.

- he doctor, a

a Nantes skipper ¥ Am I six feet
inches? [s my hair dyed ¥ Do
and all other person-

'l':-i':h'
you retracl these
1] reflectionai”
Captain Windlass, being more of an
than a man of the world,
did not relish this raillery; but he took
off the irons with his own hands, and
1 ]:H:" I'es Wils

clear blue eye as he tendered his hig
fist to his quondam prisoner.

“Faith. captiin,” said the DMaster,
“vour method of examination was
‘eross’ in morve senzes than one. If you
were to transport that huge corpus of |
vours into the Four Courts, and em-

phasise your questions with those big
fists as you did with me, there's never
awitnesscould stand before ye. They'd
swear anything vou liked. However,
I'm obliged to you. It's ten thousand
pounds in my pocket. But now
pay ye good for evil. You say the
murderer is on board. I'll help you to
detect him, and when he’s found we'll
manage with him better than you did

CHAPTER VL

Mr. Crog, the steerage steward, had
cone through a good deal of mental
and physical exertion =since the ves-
sp] had eloped from Greencastle Bay
in the manner he so graphically des-
cribed to hiz new friend, Mr. Still-
witer. The four hundred people un-
der hiz eare were an unnsually large
number for the season of the year and

its invariably furious weather. They
| kept him busy at all points. Their
cried, their tears, their adjurations,
their oaths, their threats, their ter-
rors—all of which he would like to
have treated with contempt. but dared

not. far these people know how to take
their money’s worth out of the com-
panies—bhrought down Mr. Crozr in

three days from a state of breathless
redundaney to one of breathless emaci-

ation, and altered his colour from a
fine healthy rose-hlush to a tint of
tawny orange To meet the fickle
fancies of such a wvarious charge, to

soothe, to threaten, to nurse, to cheer,
and to bully three hundred people who
are rolling about in helpless terror and
misery, is not an oceupation which one
would suppose fo hold out attraetions
even to a performing dog, but there

are men found to take to it, and not
unkindly. Mr. OCrog was ever vowing
when at sea that he would leave it,
and ever when in port reversing his

decision

The storm which had bheen driving
in the teeth of the gallant Kameschat-
kan for nearly thres days hegan on the
evening of the fourth day to abate.

Tha wind shifted a peoint or two; the
harometer, like a repentant spirit,
took a turn upward Hope spread

from ecabin to eabing,whare most of the |

passengers had been the prey of ab-
iect terror and intolerable discomfort,
| he closed doors and battered hatches
allowed no air to penetrate below, and
to the horrible swinging and shaking
of the wvessel was added the steady
polsoning of the victims by confined
and rebreathed air. It is strange that
with all those resoureces of mechaniecal
scienee which ara available in the con-
-truction of these huge floating pal-
aces, no successful means should yet
have been devised to produce between
decks and in the gorgeous cabins, that
most successful antidote to seasick-
ness—fresh air. What are electric
bells and gilded cornices to a vomit-
Ing mammaal? What is the healthy
ozone of a deck rising and falling be-
tween sixty degrees of variation from
the horizontal, to a ereature lying bhe-
low, pitilessly turned upside down and
inside out amid the smell of bilge wa-
ler and cookery? Give us more air,
my masters, more air, an you would
have us reconciled to the pleasures of
the “melancholy ocean.”

The steerage—on the main deck he-
low +the spar deck— had been, dur-
ing the three days, a purgatory
In more senses Lhan on:. Il was impos-
sible to rig up wind-sails, and the foul-
ness of the air below prosirated many a
_qrur-:i_',' constitution. Here, howeyer,
Mr. Crog held on his way, overwhelm-
ed by labor, which was shared by a
s ewvardess, Mrs, Crog to wil, and by
lillle man who, coming
on board a very pale pink, had gradu-
ally taken on the look and eolour of
1 dirty piece of parchment.

Unhappy doector! He is the one man
on the ship who ecannot shirk his
duly, and often the man least fit for it.
When my Lady Peakman feels |thal
nausea defies all {h> coaxing arts of
her maid, and all the faint resolu-

tion she can herself muster, the doc-
tor must be fetched from bed, ‘or
board, or ecabin, or steerage, Lo O

lhrough the idle form of prescribing
agiin what has invarribly failed before,
of trying to find an anodyne for the
incurable,

“What do you faney, my lady?"’ cries
the distracied medico. himself half nau-
seated by the ferocious motion, and by
constanit vbservation of tha gsymp-
loms of the universal malady.

“Somelhing acid, Oh, my dear
tor, prescribe an acid drink
something in it to support mel”

!ll =
wilh

" lb.emonade and brandy

‘Ugh! Don't mention it!" She
molions with her finger in a certain
direction.

“Champagne ¥ "

Oh! gone long since!l" #Fingers
pointed again,

“Have yvou tried ghe effervescent

¢itrate of bismuth ?"
“Maria! here, quick!
Doctor, you'll kill me.
of 1t is enough.”

(To be Continued))
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Dramatic Note—Wright—I believe a
good deal of human interest could be
put into a play with the scenes laid

in a pawnshop. Reed--My dear hoy, the
interest in a pawnshop 1s something

| absolutely inhuman.

Sunday School Teacher—Why, Willie
Wilson, fighting ngain? Didn’t last
Sunday's lesson teach that when you

'are struck on one cheek you ought

with a|to turn the other to the striker ! Wil-

lie—Yes'm ; but he hiit me on the nose,
in' I've only got ona.

a tear in the corner of hih|

llf:tt-.'y"

I'1l |

| England, and their

arket.

Modern Marriage M

r

fOLD BT THE EDITOR.

A book written by a quartet of well | DURING A HOLIDAY RAMBLE HE

known English women on the ever-in-

teresting subject of marriage has cre-
ated a
has

one

gensation in London.

changed from ;the

“Advice

heen
of

LD Those About 1o

| The new book comes into the literary

antique

that has done duty for so long | .

field under the name of "“The Modern
Marriage Market,” and it certainly is |
causing a greater arnount

encountering a fiercer amounnt of eri-
‘licism than any market volume ever
printed,

The writers are women prominent in
names are
cient guarantee that tha book is by no
means ordinary volume., The
quartel
Mrs. Flora
prelli, and
aesbhury.

ol [l

Marie
Mal-

Steel, Miss

of

Annie

=uegan, Countess

| the
| One faet concerning

\unmarried friends
| vanced

aaffi-| about one

There has evidently been no | several years,
“getting together” of the distinguish-
ed authors for the purpose of compar- |

VISITS THE OLD HOMESTEAD.

———

The title | He Found Changes That Astenished Hime

the Widest
My

One of Which
Fubhlieailon for
I'rove To Others.

[egervyes
the Renefit 1

the Leader and Recorder, 1o
Jumetion.

ditor of the Leader and Recor-

recent holiday Ll'ip

' rom
ronto
T he

der, during a

f tallkt and | through the countries of York, Peel,

Dufferin and Grey, spent a few days
at the old parental homestead where
he was born and spent many happy
vears., The old homestead is in the

township of Euphrasia, Grey county,
and a half miles south of
village of Heathcote, and about
miles from the town of Meaford.
occupied by the writer's youngest

t he
len
[t 18

of writers are Lady Jeune, | brother, George J. Fawocett, The lat-

ter was the picture of health, and re-
membering that when he came from
where he had been living for
and took possession of
the homestead, he was in such feeble
health that his life was despaired of,
the writer suggested that the bracing

Detront,

ing notes before writing the book, for | .iimate of the northern rTegions must

the opinions differ widely, and
writers do not hesitate to speak their
mindg freely regarding the writing of
rest of the four.

Lhe
has heen seized upon with avidity by

book that | publicity

its eritics is that the only one of the |

writers to {ake Cupid in her arms and
pet the

elli, who is also the only
one of the four.
don critics as being

little god, 1s Miss Marie Cor-

unmarried

a peculiarly rich
bit of irony, and they are making the
of it. Miss Corelli
lofty scorn to the ideals of some of her

Mos| refers with
and has such
t he subject
seems a pity that she should

ideas on

that it

| ience of Miss

this

married life,
| view 15 expressed in

| bodies and

gtatement:
want

|terial of wvulgar huckstering. T
you to give  yourselves
without

want
fearlessly, a price, or
'condition whatsoever, to the man yon
truly love, and abide by the results.
If love is love indeed,
| be possible.”

e l'i"gf'lﬂ CAD
| The other three, Lady Jeune, Mrs.
| 8teel and the Countess of Malmeshury

undertake to set each other right in

Lhe Et‘.n[]r]f_':-t_':rnding Way Ile‘ll]i-.ll‘ to the

high-liorn British: dame, who patroni-
zes the with unruffled good
nature and is seldom disturbed in her
self-conceit,
Susan,

world
“Lady Jeune,” says
of Malmesbury,
“writes fiom the practical standpoint

Countess

of a wom{in who has a wide and inti-
mate knowledge of the special c¢lass
which she describes, but she confines
herself to do that alone."” Mrs. Steel,
again, i3 snubbed by the sime con-
troversialist who told that she is “more
conversant with the matrimonial af-
fairs of our eastern than of our west-
ern sisters.”

The an(agonist that Miss Corelli
finds most worthy of her sieel is the
lady of that name. Mrs. Steel takes
Lthe stand that marriage as the most
ordinary business of life. Mrs. Sieel
looks at the world of women through
lorgnettes that have been turned on
much misery, matrimonial and other-
wise, in their time, and {he conelu-
sion she arrives at is this: “Compare
it the love maich with the position
whieh our present systemm condemns,
which nine out of ten women would
be ashamed to confess. I do not ex-
pect intense personal gratification but
I wish to marry, to have a home and
children to take my share in the
glory and toil, and here is my chance.
If you come to analyze ithis, you will
find not only that it brings with it a

far higher ideal of life, but that it
leaves us with something more of a
foundation for marriage than a mu-

tual physicil and mental attraction;an

attraction which the individual exper- |

ience of nearly
man in the
evanescent."

It is only right to say that the com-
monsense critics side with Mrs. Steel.
However much it may grate on the
sensitive nerves of the romance-hunter,
it 1s felt by the majority of people in
England  that where the choosing
is left to the man, and fhe girl has no
voice in the matiter until she is asked
to use her voice —in saying “‘ves,' or
“no”—that the girl is apt after wait-
ing a reazonable lime, to say to her-
gelf: “Here, if I don't accept the first
offer that comes along I shall be lefi
in the race altogether.”
to the altar with) a man for whom she
has little regard, and,
marriage gone, she is left with noth-
ing but the loveless life. As to the
poor man who is cavried off in
unprincipled manner, the four
who write “The Modern
Market' are silent.
been left out of their calculations al-
toget }m:'. The man’'s side of the ques-
tion 1s now awaited with interest by
t'{mﬁp who have read the woman's ad-
vice to women.

man and wo-
teaches them 1s

BVEry
world

—ST e

REVERES HIS MEMORY.
Queen Victoria's boudoir at
Windsor Castle, insceribed in gold let-
ters over Lhe doorway, are the words:
i Ev{,]—:; article in f]'_'li."i room niy {1{‘1‘:}-
ly lamented husband-. selected for me
in the twenly-fourth year of my reign.”
And carefully preserved
glass shade lies the. Queen’s

Inside

bridal

ad= |
herself

ever spoil these by a practical exper-
Corelli’s

you to refuse to make your
souls the: traffickable ma-

ungrudginly,
ANy

He seems to have |

|

' enl

the novelty of | of the

Marriage | it hout

under uj

the | be the best medicinpe in the world for

a shattered constitution. The 7reply
made contained statements so remark-
able that we consider it a pleasure as
well a3 aduty to give them as wide
as possible through the col-
nmns of the Leader and Recorder. A se-
vere attack of malaria, contracted
whilst in Detroit, brought the writer’s
hrother to death's door, from which he
recovered only to find himself the vie-
tim of n ecomplication of troubles
which unfitted him for work. He was

lhis strikes the ]'-‘”n'l;lt{l,']jrfi*fl by some of the most emin-

phyvsicians in Detroit, but he re-
reived little or no benefit from thelr
ireatment. Change of air was finally
recommended and he remnoved with
his family to the county of Grey. A
gslicht change for the better was notic-
able at fircst, but he soon relapsed into
[I'-:.. '['I'll!. 1"|:.Pﬂ'|-i.' i-'“. 1l :'.r._l'«'ill'.l Sl_lught
help from the leading doctors of the
district in turn. Sleeplessness took
possession 'of him and soon he was
wasted away to a mere skeleton. Then
: conld do

ihe doctors declared they :
nothing more for him, and advised
him to go to California. During all

| these weary moniths he read 1n the

papers from time to time, and l_augha:ﬂ
at what he termed the “miracles”
wronght by Dr. Williams' Pink Fills.
fe hid no failh in such remedies, and
it was only when the physiclans told
him that they ecould do mo more for
him that, like the drowning man who
catehes at a straw, he thought he
would try a box of the pills. To his
gpreal astonizhment his gleeplessness
had vanishzd before he had been using

the pills a week, and he slept like
an infant. Gradually his strength
returned and his appetite improved,

falt like a new man. Atfew
months after taking the first dose he
wis a3 wellas ever. For more than
two vears past he has not taken any
medicine whatever, and to-day you
will not find a sturdier specl-
men of mankind in Grey than Geo.
J. Fawcett. "“What do I think of Pink
Pill-?” hd queried with a smile; “why
I think there is nothing like them
on earth for buildmg up the =ystem;
but for Dr. Willlams' Pink Pills I do
not think I would b=z alive to-day."

The experience of years has proven
thatl there is absolutely no disease due
tna vitiated condition of the blood or
shattercd nerves that Dr. "ﬁr_il'llilmﬁ:
Pink Pills will not promptiy cure, and
thoze who are suffering from r.l-;l.li'h
t ronbles would avoid mnch misery
and save money by promptly resort-
ing to this treatment. Get
the genuine Pink Pills every time and
do not bes persuaided totake an ilmita-=
tion or some other remsdy from &
dealer. who for the sake of exira pro-
fit to himself may wsay is “just a¥®
rood.” Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills cure
when other medicines fail.

and soon ha

JEWELED BELTS.

The “Dutech snake' may possibly be-
come the fashion of the hour and sup-
ersede the golden hearts enamel sham-
rocks, lucky beans and other devices
which at present dangle from the
bangle, the neck and the watch chain.
During her recent stay in Paris the
young Queen of Holland is declared to
have worn a long golden- chain of
medium thickness, which would per-
haps have escaped attention but for
the exquisite ornament with which it
was adorned. This consisted of a
glittering snake some eight inches in
length, which was coiled round the
chain. The head was formed of one
mignificent diamond of extraordinary

brillianey. while the flexible body Con-
sisted of a mass of brilliants, 1'1:1hu.-5
and other precious stones so thickly

S0 she goes |ipeorusted that not a trace of the gold

setting was vi:ble, the various colors
jewels forming a realistic imi-
tation of the =cales.

It is said that often as Queen Wil-

”,”” 'helmina varies her toilet during the
ladies | gourse of the day she is never seen
this chain, and innumerable

are the eyxplanations, and ‘even TO-
maneces, which have been invented to
account for a faet -which may easily

be ascribed to the beauty and value of
the ornament itself. Costly copiesare
beginning to appear in some of the
shops in the Rue de la Paix, and pro-
mise to be very popular,

uf

|
A BUSINESS WOMAN,
Mme. Laloue Bernet is at the head
of one of the largest wholesale feather

houses in Paris. It is said that =he

shows any amount of tact in her bus-
iness dealings and prefers foreigners
as customers. In the last 12 years she

wreath, by the side of the withered re- | has increased the annual returns of

mains of the first houguel

presented | her

concern from 500000 franes to

to Her Majesty by Lhe Prince Consort. ! $1,000,000,

o




