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A WOMAN TO A4 MAN,
From The Westminster Gazette.
When you grieve, and

ot
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it show,

And may tell me n more,
You have told me, o'er d o'er,
All 2 wo.nan needs to know.
When I show you that I care

‘s and touh your hand),

you un rstand

:\'.7"' lare,
So, the ears of Frien: hip heard!

So, 'twas seen of
You are sad, I syvn
All without g
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p's eyesl

SKIRMISH.

“Ready? ¥ was not =o ng to wait much
knger”

“Sorry! 1 shall be ater t}
Balf a mile to go after ] v
I know the Vennekers

t into it M
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lived tog
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After a minute or two, howey

tri

vial
one

or,
became unvsually talkative. “Saw an
©f yours to-daw, Dick.”

“So did L™

“The deuce you did:

ol

The Vennekers u

know her, didn’t they”? I don't suppose

can raise a dinner party in the slack s
without asking all their friends. You'll mest
ber there to-night.”

*“I shaill.”
“Dick Templar,”
secretive devil!

said his “you're a
Two years ago you worried ms
with your lamentatic the till I
g9t sick of her name. Each time you proposed
to her you told me what vou said and what she
said when she refused you; and now she com
to London as the wife of the other fellow, and
¥ou slip off to tea with her, instead of coming

friend

all

over

zirl
girl

to the club to piay whist—you know that is
Wihere you were, so don’t deny it!'—and you say
not a blessed word about it Not even to me.

May 1 ask what is the difference between yvour
feclings for Miss Rose Casterton and your feel-
ings for Mrs.—Mrsg. Rose? ——

“OrBrien; husband's a captain in an Ir
regimen:t. He’d need to be with such a nam:
grunted Dick Templar. “In Africa.”

“Phew! Poor devil! And you told me noth-
ing about it! What makes the difference?—for
you are different.”

“Don’t be a goat!” answered Dick.
different.

“I am not
There was nothing to tell, th:

I've called on her twice, and she remembers that
she liked me, rather, and—she is glad to sece
some one she knows and can talk to—she quite
forgets how I loved her. She will never under-

i how I love her stilil—I n't mind telling

this, old chap—aill she talks about and
thinks about is her h “It's what ‘Pat’

gays and what ‘Pat’
about
graph ail the tir
back to it She's

everyt
can't get her with 1
fe enough;.and so am I, for

only differ-

that matter. I feel just the same
ent, vou know.”
“Time heals.”
the w . I love her
n ever. 1 g her, but I'm

hate her husband
I believe I'd bring
to make

of her 1 can't
talks about
her if I cot

ev

she

her

ck to

a good chap you are!

for me and a
so I'm not late.”
plar opened the
of and shouted to the

mewhere north of the |
terrace of big/|
There was no at their door.
A hansom was the only vehicle in the Terrace,
drivi slowly off, with the man in the dickey

one Road, in a quiet

carriage

nz

ning the fare that had just been pald

as 1f he were dissatisfled with the

¥ as well as the quantity of the

. Dick wondered if Mrs O’Brien

iven alone in the cab in front of him

way from Elbury-st, paid his fare and
Jump«d out

up with a bundle of
was slack, and he

with the forlorn
hope that so might be gained by helping
an 2tlebndied gentleman late for dinner to alight
from hansom cab. Dick Templar pushed him
on one side, ran up the steps and rang the beil

Th- footman who should have opened the door
must have been carrying in the soup, for no
one came f a minute. Dick tapped his
foot i yn th= white doorstep and
sccwle te small boy half hidden bekhind an

oranze contents bill

“Killed and Wounded at Battersberg, Officlal
Lisz, vas the most prominent {tem of news

promis«d by the bilL

Dick tried In vain to remember what it was
that had happen<d some days before at Batters-
berg— whether the Boers had captured a convoy
or saved their own guns and decamped, and, as
no one came to the door, he held out a penny
to the small boy and rang again.

The “Offielal List” was plain enough in the
Blop-Press telegrams; Dick had found it before
the footman opened the door.

“Yen, sir?” sald the man aloud, to attract the
attention of the gentleman. Dick was keeping
& dinner party of fully twenty people walting in

'STRATED SUPPLEMENT.
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“Officer killed: Captain G. C. O’Brien, Dublin

|
Fusiliers.” That was what he had read; one : came more gently dribbled out, perhaps with an
or two other names followed, but he did not see i accompaniment of phrases importing religious
them. -Mechanically folded the paper and K lation. He thought of h« he might best
chru.ct it of the overcoat | put it, and shivered His train of thought was
{ which the fco AN Was U from him as rap- { Interrupted by Mrs. O'Brien speaking to him,
lxdly as he o« ! strawberry by tiny mouthfuls as
“You are late, and I have had no one to bring » hoped 1t face would show noth-
| me downstairs'™ said a vo that brought Dick 0 1,r the present
|to himself with a start. They had resolved to| . Do you think me horribly frivolous and heart-
;.'.;n in to dinner without him, and he had SS, 1t and enjoyir myself? Do you
i:\‘;\l iin“! 1 the hall ‘1" th in a k t e glum, like—like you?' she
way, alm wie | asked L sudden grave look in her eyes it
nod, as t! filed by, until Mrs - \
past alons » slipped her arm into \!“‘,”.‘j
he went i: aguely wondering what o
had to do, with :

hours dead

and the 1 ong
as to wnat
vl iey U s, per-
- > was for a mo-
: felt no doubt |
ality , At IS T “,— looking into her
ow the sur-
n lused over again and
: ! 1, and, | he could answer, Mrs. Ven-
Ker had g 1 and the ladies were filing
1t the "
'here was n t of the feeling—no doubt

weight of the blow that was going to fall

My

« and a firing party returning to ‘mpiar punished the port in silence, and

‘ir last 1 wondered ding he could not draw him into the

rt relied back with arms rsation of the other men, he let him alone.

reversed, and what arms reversed might pre- |” latter part of this was true, for Dick hardly
isely mean. He had read of soldiers’ funerals | a: ed coherently when he was spoken to.
Y newspapers. regard to the port, he drank three sips,
“You really ought to see him,” she we ft the rest standing in his glass when he

and, having once got upon the topic, tal with the others to join the ladies. By that

the husband whom she had married six months m+ he had made up his mind that it was of no

before for the rest of dinner time, telli use to say anything to Mr. Venneker. When
hostess an 1ecdote of him across the me they got upstairs, Mrs. O'Brien was singing. It
sat between them Her doing so gave Dick an | was an Irish song, something with “Pat, me
opportunity to thirk, and possible so of | da at intervals, and the usual ‘“‘acushlas’”
the question what was to happen che 1+ ar ind hores.” It had not been in her repertory
sther through his head. She might not see the 0t} ld days, and he heard her say that her

news till the morning, reading it ali nd had taught it to her. when she had
in her lodgings: he had called on her ' n warn 1 tulated on
she had told him o7 P e is sh was in the back
without “Pat.”” Tt ker 1 the ‘drawing room, by the piar with several I
only peopie she knew in London, and they wer iroul her, he did not g0 near her
only friends whom she had known, as girls Wi row those chaps mak~' You can hear
Know married people in Lon for a strects off!” another man to
twn before her engagement m t Stepped toge anto the balcony
read the news rawirs window Dick as-
lone; it woulc s ) 4 window; it
with the vas the f t 3 the
all alone : rdwa 84 n s¢ L3 ng down to
some  on pian a} n VSl hedt
might blurt out t nar he had 1 at 1 Horr t v
v ) 114 . - ¢
W ™ 13 v
1 < i b mes Har W \ Y

ber how ch 3 he¢ 1] 2pent - ke fogharns

ughing n her 1 nd lay T r from or r tt three doors off, while
dead, and that he knew all tk 4 ¥ elluwed; he h n ch definite WS
time. Could he tell her qui * He n ) julte AT aia 13 to the
could, of course, drive home bably
she would ~xnect h to do so ¢ tel A n i Venn
Mrs. Vennexker and ask her to ak the W K Y t trie@ to

A HINT.
YOUNG WOMAN (to her shy admirer)-TELL ME MR GEORGE, DO ElesSES HEALLY LXIST

the drawing room while he read the newspapes,

NOVELS —{(Meggendorfer Elittet.

He was christened the touch of her hand on his had set his
Pat suits him so much throbbing, and he felt that there was a |
will say so when you see him.” ire to think of as well as a present.
i see him in his i 1's o) with a | =1 aking of the matter afterward, Mr. Ven-
of soldiers heaping dry sand over him in | r told his wife that he noticed at the time

| tials.

{ Gerald much,

iand a man who goes

ONLY IN | era. At that time the plane,

Some people, he knew, thought that bad news ! stop him, but was too late. He had run down-

stairs to buy one himself, instead of ringing the
bell and sending out.

Mrs. O’'Brien was coming forward from the
back drawing room, nding in a clear space.
What must happen flashed through Dick's
brain: he saw Mrs. Venneker too much sur-

led for him to get near and warn her and
her to help Mr. Venneker was on the
stairs would see it t, stop i1 try to
hide the newspaper; then she would snatch it
from him, and then—he could see }
mind's eye at full lengtt 1 her we
on the parquet floor.  He [

ar her as Mr. Venneks

ith t newspaper in
glancing through it for the latest
clenched his teeth, looked, and rema
Mr. Vi «Ker was looking at one spot in the
paper He was a red faced man, and 1d not

be expected to change color It was comi
“There’'s no news,’”” said a clear, tranquil vol

It was Mrs. O'Brien, looking over her shoulder
at her host as she moved toward his wife, hold-
ing out her hand, to say good night. *“I came
here straight from the War Office. A cousin of

my husband is killed, that is all—Gerald O'Brien.

“I wondcred whether he was a relation,” said
Mr. Venneker, his voice shaking.

Dick was digging his nails into the palms of
his hands and his teeth into his lips in the effort
to hold himself together.

“My husband is Captain O'Brien, in
the Irish Rifles,” said Mrs. O'Brien in explana-
tion to a lady near her. “Stupid people u:
to mix Gerald up with him because of the
The cousins’ names were Gerald Costigan,
I think, and, of coirse, the regiments are quile
different. The Rifles weren't in that show at all
—Iit was only a skirmish; and Fat didn't like
1 know." At all events, Gerald
Costigan O'Brien’s fate did rot affect his cousin’s
wife. There was less of indifference in her tone
as she exclaimed, catching sight of Dick’s fs
“Mr. Templar, is anything the matter? Are you
inr:

But Dick could stand it no longer. He is a
shy, sensitive man—too much so to give the true
explanation to any one, much less to every one;
into hysterics, and is

George

ace,

helred from a crowded drawing room, alter-
nately laughing and rying, on his host's
shoulder, must explain to a good many if he
wants to re-establish hils reputation. Dick never
tried, and the theory of the port at dessert is
weepted now even by Mrs. O'Brien.—(Sketch
-
COAL IN THE ARCTIC REGIONS.

RECENT DISCOVERIES IN SPITZBERGEN
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cmpensation

will be discoveries
it highly pr ible th. er, and |
richer, ficlds exist in tern part
i{sland, which, however, will be less
reached

The lirect or indirect, the
Stream opens the west coast of S 3
summer, hut the other is more dithcult
proach. It is stated that even In the shel
Ice Fjord the coal cannot be shipped d
rom the land, and the piers must be removedld

before winter, during parts of which work will

have to be suspended. But when the coal has
been followed for some little distance from the
surface, there will be nothilng to prevent the
miners from going on even in December The
ground, no doubt, s permanently frozen for a

considerable depth, but the temperature wild
rise steadily as the distance from the surface In-
creases, and will be uniform. After a while
the mine will be more comfortable than any
house As It is, the party will winter in the
island from the first, and the longer they can
work the more healthy they will be. But Spitz-
bergen may not be the only Arctic fsland in
which coal occurs, though perhaps it is the most

favorable for commerecial purposes. The fuel
may be found in IPranz Josef Land; beds ful]
of fossil plants occur near Eira Harbor—of ep

date, indeed, but in rocks which elsewhere
stonally produce coal.
nel Feilden brought back specimens of |
stones which experts assigned to an age
near that of our English coal beds, and
localities could readlly be named But thesa
masses of fossil vegetable matter indicate cu-
rious changes in the climate. Nowadays noth.

con-
From Nova Zemblt Colo-
very
other

ing bigger than the stunted Polar w w grows
in Spitzbergen. Even in the extreme north of
Norway the hardy birch is dwarfed. Yet these
ancient plants formerly almost rivalled forest
trees, and the change was late In coming A
temperate climate existed as far north 23 the
seventieth parallel, and in Greenland beds of
brown coal were formed even in the Tertiary

the magnolia and
““=~ vine fluurished ln the latitude of Discu Bay.



