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Shreveport’s Finest Jewelry Store

WE could dredge the dictionary for adjectives and not tell half what our 
cases contain.

WE ENGRAVE wedding invitations and announcements, church, at home, 
visiting and business cards in the latest styles on very short notice.

WE MANUFACTURE special designs in jewelry, diamond mountings, 
medals, class pins and repair all kinds of jewelry.

WE TEST EYES, using the latest and most scientific instruments. Our 
optician is a graduate of one of the finest colleges of opthalmology in 
existence.

W e R ep a ir  W a tc h e s  a n d  C lo ck s a n d  M ake T hem  
K ee p  T im e W h en  O th ers  F a il.

^ C ap ta in ’s  
$ Pew.

By FRANK H. SWEET.

C opyright, 1907. by  F ra n k  H . Sw eet.
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[ d e n t i s t r y . DENTISTRY.
T eeth  E x tr a c te d  P o s it iv e ly  W ith o u t P a in . :

All other Dental Work performed in an equally satisfactory manner. : 
Crown and Bridge Work a specialty. ♦

When in Shreveport would be pleased to have you call and let me exam- t 
ine your teeth. ;

PHILADELPHIA DENTAL ROOMS I
t
I

Dr. V. IRVIN MILLER, Proprietor

l Over Regent Shoe Store, SHREVEPORT, LA. Both ’Phones, 1190. \
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I J . F . S IL L IM A N

I Blacksmith Wood Worker Wheelwright
: H o rs e -S h o e in g  a  S p e c ia lty

I Near Cotton Belt Depot BENTON, LOUISIANA
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Your A c c o u n t Solicited &

Interest paid on savings deposits, and all sums 
accepted. None too large—none too small. 
Reliable and prompt service ; best facilities.

Bank of Benton ....Benton, La.
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Price One C e n t!

THESUN
(BALTIMORE, MD.)

Now Sells For 1 Cent, and Can Be 
Had of Every Dealer, Agent or 

Newsboy at That Price.

ALL SUBSCRIBERS IN 

DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA, VIRGINIA, 
NORTH AND SOUTH CAROLINA, 

PENNSYLVANIA, DELAWARE

And Throughout the Union Can G et The 
Sun by Mall at I Cent a Copy.

T H E  S U N  A T  I C E N T

Is the Cheapest High-Class Paper in 
the United States.

THE SUN’S special correspondents 
throughout the United States, as 

well a ' in Europe, China, South Africa, 
the Philippines, Porto Rico, Cuba and 
in every other part of the world, make it 
the greatest newspaper that can be 
printed.

Its Washington and New York bureaus 
are among the best in the United States, 
and give The Sun’s readers the i irliest 
information upon all important events 
in the legislative and financial centers of 
the country.

THE FARMER’S PAPER.
The Sun’s market reports and com

mercial columns are complete and reli
able, and put the farmer, the merchant 
and the broker in touch with the mar
kets of Baltimore, Norfolk, Charleston, 
New York, Chicago, Philadelphia and 
all other important points in the United 
States and other countries. All of which 
the reader gets for 1 cent.

THE WOMAN’S PAPER.
The Sun is the best type of a news

paper morally and intellectually. In ad
dition to the news of the day, it pub
lishes the best features that can be pre
sented, such as fashion articles and 
miscellaneous writings from men and 
women of note and prominence. It is 
an educator of the highest character, 
constantly stimulating to noble ideals in 
individual and national life.

The Sun is published on Sunday as 
well as every other day of the week.

By mail the Daily Sun, $3 a year; in
cluding the Sunday Sun, $4. The Sun
day Sun alone, §1 a year.

Address
A. S. ABELL COMPANY,

Publishers ar.d Proprietors, BALTIMORE, MD.
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HERE is one of the most popular 
Oxfords we are showing this sea

son; made in patent vici, dull leathers, 
tan and white and colored canvas.

P rice, $2 to  $ 3 .5 0 .

ELILY! You Delily!” called 
Captain Drew sharply from 
the door of the cottage which 
fronted the marshes at the 

mouth of Squanton river.
At the sound of his voice a girl of 

fifteen, who had been half hidden by 
the marsh grass while slowly making 
her way in a boat through the narrow, 
winding salt stream, stood upright and 
looked calmly toward the shore. The 
light of the sunset was ou her face, 
softening its habitually grave and de
termined expression.

“Come ’ere, I said,” repeated the 
man, coming down the path to the di
lapidated float The girl; still standing, 
leaned on her oar and pushed the boat 
to Its moorings.

“What’s wrong, dad?” she said light
ly as she made the rope fast. Her face 
showed apprehension of some out
break.

“I’ve been robbed, that’s what. 
Look!” he exclaimed, pointing with a 
long, work stained finger in the direc
tion of the house. “Look a-thar!”

With some dismay Delilah saw the 
high backed, old fashioned pew which 
they had occupied so long in Squan
ton church leaning against the porch.

“They’ve ripped ’em all out,” contin
ued her father in a snarling tone. “Hig- 
ging’s boys been wheelin’ all of ’em 
home this afternoon. They air goin’ to 
hev op’ry chairs now. Pews Isn’t styl
ish an’ societyfied enough fur ’em. 
They got to hev op’ry chairs.”

“Oh, no, dad. They have decided to 
put iu good, comfortable hardwood 
pews, and they will give you one.”

“I don’t want It! I won’t hev it!” he 
cried excitedly. “They didn’t hev the 
right to rip up my pew unless I said 
they could.”

“But they voted, dad, and Mr. Doane 
says church property ain’t like other 
property.”

“Well, he’ll find mine is,” said the 
captain sourly. “If I’d ’a’ knowed they 
was goin’ to rip up my pew, I’d ’a’ stud 
over it with a pistol!”

Delilah was silent She could re
mem lier in substance, but could not 
repeat, all the minister hau said in his 
comprehensive, businesslike directions 
about the renovation of Squanton 
church. Farseeing, but never vision
ary, he had held before their eyes a 
pleasing picture of their future pros
perity, when attractive surroundings 
would be no small help in drawing to 
themselves people from the outlying 
towns. One-half the expense of re
pairs he bore himself.

“We air turned outeu our rightful 
settin’,” reiterated the old man. "My 
father’s father set in that pew.”

“Why, dad,” argued his daughter 
geutl.v, “you wouldn't wear the same 
clothes your father did. Why should 
you mind having a new pew?”

“I ain't goin’ to hev no new pew, 1 
tell ye, nor you nuther. You ain't 
never goin’ to set your foot in that 
church ag’in!”

“Oh, dad, I must! I can’t mind you 
this time!”

“If ever you go in thar ag'in, Delily. 
you needn’t come back here!”

Delilah sat for some time as he had 
left her. She was to lie deprived, theu,
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Kodakerist

EVERYTHING FOR THE KODAK 
Pictures Developed and Printed

L 241 4tli Avs.i N.
N ashv ille
T e n n e s s e e

Book B indery

Art Treasures, Pamphlets, Mag
azines, Music, Law Books, Records, 
Blank Books and Catalogues bound.

T . J . Leaton
1138 Jewell Street, SHREVEPORT 

New ’Phone, 59o.

j The Best Printing j
! .Is none too good for the man. who )

1* Conducts a successful business. { 
Do you know of a successful busi- j 
ness man whose stationery has the j 

; appearance of having been printed : 
I on a cider press? You do not. ♦ 
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; us your next order. ;
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as an excuse for his intended call at 
the cottage of Captain Drew, he was 
perhaps as near a deception as so con
scientious a mau could be. His real 
purpose was to determine in wliat 
way be could best mitigate the latter
ness toward himself which he knew 
the old man felt.

Delilah met him at the door with 
eyes that he thought more wistful and 
features sharper than lie remembered.

“I can't take them, thank you,” she 
said firmly, refusing the proffered 
books. “Father would not like it,” 
she added, with a blush.

“She don't want the books.” said the 
gruff voice of the captain behind her.
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SHREVEPORT, LA. ;

r. ADVE R T I S I N G in th ese  col- ! 
! Umns is sure to  bring desired ; 
! resu lts. R ates on application

• & Bon Ton j
♦ In Shreveport is the place for visitors to |
* get a gcoa square meal at popular prices. ♦ 

Regular meals are served at appropriate ♦
* hours, and the best attention is given short 
( orders. A $6.25 meal ticket, good for 
; twenty-five meals, can te  bcught for $5. 
; Nicely furnished rooms in connection to 
» let by the day, or for longer time.

FRANK SERWICH, P roprietor.

“SHE DON’T WANT THE BOOKS,” SAID THE 
CAPTAIN.

of the chief pleasure in her lonely 
life. It meant, too, separations from 
those who had been so kind and to 
whom she clung with girlish adora
tion. It seemed to her to be the climax 
of all the troubled, unsatisfied experi
ences of her life. She thought of her 
mother, whose gentle face she could 
scarcely remember. Did she have to 
bear such things? In thinking of her 
sM grew less rebellious. She would 
be gentle aud patient, too—to do right, 
for what was life given?

The winged needles of the pine trees 
over her head sifted down about her 
on the night breeze, and when the 
mists had enveloped the sand dunes 
and the tide had covered the marshes 
in a shimmering surface she still sat 
as her father bad left her.

When a few days later the Rev. 
Howard Doane selected from his abun
dant library a few interesting books

“THERE'S A WRECK OFF COLFIN’S BEACH, 
d a d !”

“She won’t be cornin’ over to the 
church auy more uutlier.”

“1 hope you will reconsider,” began 
Mr. Doaue.

“Well, I shan’t. It don’t take me 
long to make up my mind, and when 
I do it's fur good. Jestlce is jestlce.”

Delilah had slipped away down the 
path and leaned listlessly over the 
gate. She could not bear to hear her 
father’s words. After what seemed a 
lifetime she saw Mr. Doane courte
ously withdrawing in a manner which 
politely suggested he was tearing him
self away rather than fleeing from the 
captain’s invective and terrible accu
racy of statement. At the gate he gave 
his band kindly to Delilah.

“We shall be sorry to lose you from 
Sunday school for a time,” he said, but 
he added, with a hopeful smile: “No 
doubt your father will think better of 
this by and by. If you are In need of 
help, come to me.”

The next few weeks were trying 
ones for the girl. Whenever she came 
upon a group of people talking earnest
ly the conversation, which was Inva
riably upon church matters, was imme
diately hushed. She felt keenly the 
looks which the young people cast up
on her. When a kind neighbor asked, 
“How’s your father feeling today?" 
she felt conscious and uncomfortable.

In each yard through the village she 
found au unwelcome reminder, for the 
people had utilized the old pews for 
garden scats. The postmaster had 
placed his against the wall in the of
fice, where it was speedily occupied by 
unemployed male Squanton. The chil
dren appropriated the sliver numbers 
and wore them jauntily in their hat
bands or on their coat lapels for 
badges.

The summer was nearly passed be
fore the church was opened for wor
ship. It was a sad day for Delilah. 
When the bell rang, she took her little 
Bible and walked across the fields to 
the pine woods. Companionship with 
nature seemed to strengthen and exalt 
her. Theu she felt eubmissive and 
forgiving for the first time.

On a stormy day in November a hur
ricane raged along the north shore, and 
the little sea girt town of Squanton 
was laboring with it. In the village 
store the idlers—refugees from the liur- 
rleane—crowded about the stove and 
agreed that the storm was a "peeler.”

“It's the kind that soaks in!” ex
claimed Captain Drew, rising to look 
at the blurred paue. “Wouldn’t keer 
to be off Thatcher's jest now.”

Settling back, he stretched his long 
limbs toward the stove again with an 
added sense of comfort.

The sound of laughter and greeting 
Mas hushed suddenly, and there was a 
perceptible backward movement near 
the door to admit a dripping figure. It 
was Delilah, with a white, scared fa<’e 
and long hair blown in a tangle about 
her head.

“There’s a wreck off Colfln’s beach, 
dad!” she gasped. “They say it’s the 
Magnolia.”

Captain Drew came to his feet In
stantly. with every man present.

“How’d you know ’bout It, Delily?” 
he asked as lie buttoned his greatcoat.

“I was ou the point looking at the 
waves.”

“You’ve no business to go prowlin’ 
j round in sech a storm,” be said, not 
unkindly.

She drew him one side. “The minis 
ter is on board, dad. He vas coming 
down from Boston.” sfie said.

“Well, we won’t see him drown riglu 
under our noses, I guess, without try- 
iu’ to save ’1m. You leave it to your 
father.”

In the teeth of the gale they forced 
their way to the shore. Above the 
terrible roar of wind aud sea they 
shouted to Captain Drew that the life
boat had been manned and repeated 
unsuccessful attempts made to cross 
the channel. They told him that the 

! efforts to shoot the line across the ves
sel and thus bring it into communica
tion with the shore had been fruitless.

I On every face there was unspeakable

dread that the helpless men would go 
down before their very eyes.

The wreck, though it lay In that part 
of the channel where the current was 
not at its strongest, was pounding 
upon a reef of rocks that jutted out 
from the bend. A sand bar, over which 
the waves were rolling like snow 
crested hills, lay between. To reach 
the Magnolia from the other side of 
the bay meant a journey of ten miles 
by laud.

The vessel was pitching about like a 
desperate thing, showing first her keel, 
then the full sweep of the deck, with 
the crew ciiuging as they could. The 
mast was broken off six or eight feet 
above the neck and lay over the side, 
with a tangle of broken cordage and 
flapping sail.

Before the people crowding the head
land could understand what was tak
ing place Captain Drew had mustered 
a volunteer crew and in the lighthouse 
boat was making his way along the 
shore to cross below the bar. Through 
It all Delilah crouched beside a huge 
bowlder, with her deep, concentrated 
gaze fixed upon her father’s figure.

The distance that Captain Drew aud 
his volunteers had to row was not 
great, but against the power of sea aud 
wind they made little progress toward 
the wreck. Once a great sea broke 
over the boat, and a cry went up from 
the shore, but out of the trough the 
men rose again and had gained a 
length toward the other side.

It was the work of hours to make 
the lines fast and transfer the half 
frozen men to the shore. The rain was 
falling less heavily, and the agitated 
watchers could see the saved and sav
ers climb one by one over the steep 
bank. Mr. Doane’s strong, light fig- 
lire, that they all knew so well, was 
the last to reach the shore, and hardly 
had he done so when the vessel parted 
amidships.

It was he who first discovered, in the 
terrible confusion of storm and wreck
age, that Captain Drew, who had been 
standing far out in the surf, with a 
rope slung about his waist, had been 
struck by a floating spar and borne 
down by the current. The end of his 
rope, which had been coiled ashore, 
was already vanishing on a retreating 
wave.

Without a word the minister plung
ed into the surf after the rope. Though
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THE MINISTER PLUNGED INTO THE SURF.

an expert swimmer, he was twice 
beaten back. In vain the men shouted 
to him that it was useless, worse than 
impossible. He was deaf to their ap
peal. aud just as the rope appeared on 
the crest of a huge swell he made a 
leap forward and seized it. The next 
Instant he was lifted on a tremendous 
breaker and thrown far up the beach.

He had made a sharp turn of the 
rope above his waist, and, though 
shaken and bruised, he recovered him
self quickly and helped the men draw 
the captain ashore. They felt Ills 
heart. They watched his lips. They 
believed he was dead. But the old 
mariner of Squanton had a strong hold 
on life.

It was some weeks before Captain 
Drew could be removed to his own 
home from the farmhouse to which lie 
had beeu carried and months before 
he rose from his bed. Meantime Mr. 
Doane had supplied the best medical 
aid. During his frequent visits to the 
captain their disagreement was never 
touched upon.

One Sunday morning in spring when 
the syringa bush near the door was 
all abloom and the willows had put 
forth a tender green the captain, lean
ing heavily upon Delilah, hobbled into 
the sunlight and sat down upon the 
old pew.

“It does make a tol’ble comftable 
settee, don’t it, child?” he said amia
bly.

Delilah did not reply, but she looked 
ftt him wistfully.

“Yes; my father's father used to set 
In It,” he continued.

Just then the clear bell from the 
church at the head of the cove rang in
vitingly. The captain listened thought
fully, digging his cane In the soft earth 
at his feet.

“Delily, girl,” he said at length, “I 
guess, bein the parson didn’t hold out 
agiu me when I was bangin’ to thet 
rope out thar in the stream, I duuno 
as 1 oughter hang out agin him any 
longer.”

“Oh, dad!” exclaimed Delilah glee
fully.

“Ye-es. ’Oh. dad,’ has been kinder 
crazy fer a spell back, hut he's come 
to his rightful senses uow good an' 
Strong. I guess, Delily, now if you’ll 
put your mother’s Bible Mougside of 
me I'll set here an hour or two, an’ 
you, Delily git your buunit on an’ go 
over an' set in t’other pew."

The four women were drinking tea. 
Somewhere out iu the October after
noon were four men who made up the 
friendly octet, but the women, ou ac
count of the coolness of the day aud 
the charm of the big fireplace, had 
elected to stay away from the links.

Three of the women were uot young, 
although the signs of age had beeu 
modified by careful glooming and <1111- 
geut massage. Mrs. Amesbury even 
looked young with her slender figure, 
her shining hair and her grace of ges
ture and of carriage.

But Tressie Stuart was young, nnd 
therein lay the difference that made 
Mrs. Amesbury uneasy. Oue might 
give the lie to age by attention to com
plexion and costume, but there was a 
quality iu Tressie’s laugh, a light in 
her eyes, a buoyancy of spirit, that 
separated her from the other women 
and cast the blight of contrast upon 
their beauty.

“Tressie,” Mrs. Amesbury said, “stop 
roaming arouud the room. You make 
me nervous.”

“Oh, do I?” Tressie’s apology was 
immediate. “It’s something iu the air,
1 think. These fall days make me feel 
like a young colt. I want to be out of 
doors, aud here we arc drinking tea by 
the fire, like a lot of old tabby cats.” 

“We are a lot of old tabby cats,” 
Miss Angela Amesbury agreed cheer
fully. Unlike her sister-in-law. she did 
uot aspire to youthfulness. Having 
steered herself safely out of a some
what emotional girlhood into a calm 
old maidism, she was prepared to 
claim all middle aged privileges, and 
tea drinking at the Country club was 
an indulgence that appealed to her 
comfortable soul.

“You are the only kitten in the 
crowd, Tressie,” she went on. “Run 
on out and meet the men. They must 
be coming in by this time.”

“Angela." Mrs. Amesbury reproved 
her, “Tressie cau’t go without a chap
eron.”

“Why uot?” Angela asked bluntly. 
“Two of the men are her uncles, the 
third is your husband, and she has 
known Junior Mason since she was a 
baby.”

“Oh. well”—Mrs. Amesbury shrugged 
her shoulders—“you know we don’t 
think alike on such matters.”

“No. thank goodness,” said Miss An
gela. And then the hitherto silent 
Aunt Georgia Stuart, who was official
ly Tressie’s chaperon, interposed. 
“Tressie always does as. she pleases, 
Mrs. Amesbury." And Mrs. Ames
bury. with another shrug of her shoul
ders. gave up the argument and poured 
herself a second cup of tea.

And so it happened that as Junior 
Mason came up the elm walk toward 
the Country club, with the dull orange 
of the sunset behind him, he saw hur
rying to meet him Tressie Stuart in 
scarlet coat and stiff brimmed hat.

“I should have died if I had stayed 
in there another minute,” she told him. 
“Can’t we walk somewhere before 
dark comes? This air is like wine.” 

“It’s awfully muddy,” he stated du
biously. “in this path under the trees. 
The other men are coming around by 
the road, but this was the shorter way, 
and I wanted to get a few miuutes 
with you before the whole crowd be
gan to piffle paffie."

“Don’t lie slangy.” Tressie admon
ished.

“Well, you wouldn’t  call their small 
talk conversation, would you? It’s 
piffle paille, and Mrs. Amesbury is the 
worst of the lot.”

“I am ashamed of you,” Tressie 
scolded, “to criticise your elders.”

“Mrs. Amesbury wouldn’t thank you 
for calling her anybody's elder. She 
considers herself the leading juvenile 
of the Country club. That’s why she’s 
jealous of you.”

Tressie stared at him.
“Junior.” she said severely, “I 

didn’t know you could be so critical of 
a woman.”

He had the grace to look uncomfort
able.

“She’s made me so unhappy about 
you, Tressie,” he blurted out at length. 

“About me?”
“Yes, when you were away all sum

mer and didn't write to me ouce.” 
Tressie’s eyes were on the sunset 
“No, I didn’t write,” she said after 

a pause.
“Why not?”
“Mrs. Amesbury said—that there was 

another girl. Junior.”
“What?”
“Yes. She said you were paying de

voted attention to a little Kentucky 
singer.”

“Oh!” Junior flung up his head. “And 
she told me you were going to marry 
old Geueral Barnes.”

“Who told you?” Tressie demanded. 
“Mrs. Amesbury.”
“Well, of all things!” Tressie’s 

cheeks were flaming. “And you be
lieved her. Junior?”

“Well, you believed about the Ken
tucky girl.”

For a moment accusing brown eyes 
met accusing blue ones, and then they 
both laughed, the joyous laugh of 
youth that has come into its own 
again.

“She is good at—fiction," Tressie 
summed up. “She ought to be pun
ished. Junior.”

“Oh, let her go.” Junior asserted, 
“and we will go for a walk. Tressie, 
and I will tell you ail the things I have 
Wanted to write and didn't dare.”

But she would not go.
“It is getting too dark,” she said, 

“and even if 1 have known you all my

life, Junior, we must have some regard 
for conventions.”

“Then let us slip in through the 
French windows and sit in the cur
tained alcove. They won’t see us come 
in, and we can talk until dinner time."

The alcove was opposite the fireplace 
and gave a full view of the three wo
men at the low wicker tea table. Mrs. 
Amesbury was prattling gayly.

“You see, dear Junior’s money is a 
great temptation to the girls. Now, 
even Tressie”—

Tressie In concealment gasped, and 
there was wrath in her eyes.

“Don’t mind her,” Junior whispered. 
"I know you love me for myself.” 

Tressie whirled around on him.
“Who told you that I cared?” she 

demanded. “You are taking a great 
deal for grafted, Junior.”

“Please can’t 1 take it for granted?” 
he urged. “I am going to propose to 
you right now, Tressie. or Mrs. Ames
bury will never give me another 
chance.”

They came out of their dream of 
happiness some time later to hear An
gela protesting.

“But you wouldn’t tie such beautiful 
girlishness as Tressie’s to that worn- 
out old General Barnes?”

“He is very rich,” Mrs. Amesbury 
evaded.

“I think Tressie will marry Junior 
Mason,” Aunt Georgia said placidly. 
“They are great friends.”

Mrs. Amesbury shook her head pity
ingly.

“Junior likes so many girls. Now, 
there was that little girl from Ken
tucky”—

Behind the curtains Junior growled 
“Piffle paffle,” but Tressie put her fin
gers over his lips, and he kissed the 
fingers nnd smiled at her.

“Junior Mason is in love with Tres
sie," Miss Angela stated, “and you 
know it, Marion. You had better let 
him marry her, and then she will be 
ont of the running.”

Mrs. Amesbury stared at her sister- 
in-law haughtily. “I don’t know what 
you mean, Angela," she said.

“Yes, you do.” Miss Angela did uot 
mince words. “You kuow you had al
ways been the belle of the Country club 
until Tressie Stuart came, and you 
don’t like to abdicate to youth and 
beauty.”

Mrs. Amesbury straightened up iu 
her chair and glared at the sear Miss 
Angela.

“You are insufferable, Angela,” she 
began, and then, as the three missing 
meu appeared iu the doorway, she 
swept toward them. “We were just 
talking,” she misstated sweetly, “of 
what we should have for dinner. Oys
ters and canvasbacks, don’t you think, 
with orange salad and anything else 
you may suggest?”

Behind the curtains Tressie aud Jun
ior were arguing.

“I am going to announce it at once,” 
Junior insisted.

“But”— Tressie began.
“There are no ‘huts,’ ” Junior stated 

firmly, “and there are a dozen reasons 
why I should tell them that we arc 
engaged."

And just then Mrs. Amesbury discov
ered them.

“Why, Tressie Stuart!” she cried ns 
she opened the curtains. “How long 
have you been here?”

“Oh, n half hour,” Tressie consider
ed. “Haven’t we, Junior?”

“Long enough for me to propose to 
Tressie,” Junior said, making the as
tounding statement calmly.

“And she has said ’Yes,' ” Junior 
went ou. "1 know you will congratu
late us, Mrs. Amesbury.”

And then with a last fling Mrs. 
Amesbury gave it up.

“My dear.” she said bitingly as she 
kissed the reluctant Tressie, “who 
would have dreamed that it was poor 
little you that Junior really cared for?”

The Ermine.
Across the stream a little above the 

bank a beautiful white creature was 
running rapidly about among the 
stones. It would often vanish for a 
time, then come into view again at 
some distance from the hole into 
which it had disappeared. Ever on 
the move, peering and sniffing here, 
there nnd everywhere, it would have 
been almost invisible on the snow in 
its coat of pure white were it not for 
the jet black tip on its tail aud the 
flashing deep brown eyes and inquisi
tive nose.

This graceful, active little creature 
was the ermine, with whose white fur 
we are all familiar and which in many 
countries Is used for the royal robes of 
kings and queens to lie worn at coro- 
uations and on other very special occa
sions. It Is also used in some coun
tries for the trimming of the cloaks of 
Judges which they wear when sitting 
in court, and there is a saying that 
when a man is made a Judge he “dons 
the ermine.” In the olden days the fur 
of the ermine was symbolic of purity. 
In this country the pretty white fur 
made up with the black tips of tho 
tails placed at regular Intervals is very 
popular.—Charles Livingston Bull In 
Metropolitan Magazine.

Historic Wedding Ring.
After the great battle of Kdgehill, 

fought when Charles I. was king of 
England, it was noticed that one of his 
bravest officers, an ancestor of the 
present Verney family, was missing. 
Search was made for the gallant sol
dier. Nothing was found but the 
gloved baud, still clutching the royal 
standard, and the wedding ring which 
he always wore still encircled the fin
ger. The ornament was worn outside 
the gloved hand. With this historic 
relic the Verney family of Clayton. 
Buckinghamshire, England, have sol
emnized all theii marriages, the ordi
nary gold band always being substi
tuted after the ceremony. One mar
riage in which this wonderful ring 
was in use was that of Sir Henry 
Verney to the sister of Florence Night
ingale.


