
A WOMAN TO A MAX.
J*rom The Westminster Gazette.

When you grieve, and let It show,
And may tell me nothing mere.
Ton have told me. o'er and o'er,
All a woman needs to know.
When Ishow you that Icare
(Meet your -. s and touch your hand),
Ihave mad you understandAll a woman may. or dare.So, the «»ars of Friendship heard!80, 'twas seen of Friendship's eyes!rou are sad, Isympathize.
Ail without a single »\u25a0« rd.

ONLY A SKIRMISH.
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RKOKNT DISCOVERIES IN SPITSBERGEN
AND WHERE.

From Th«» London Standard.
To obtain fuel from the Arctic regions seems

aim- a paradox, hut >>ur Berlin correspondent
Informs ii« this morning thai good seams of coal
lii\e : \u25a0•• :. found on the western Sid." of Spits-
bergen; an! are to be worked on the nvs: ai>-
j.rnvf-d business principles. That carboniferous
r..< ks existed in the Island has been known for
soni- iitne, t>ut during the last summer experts
were dispatched from Norway to ascertain
whether the mineral was sufficiently abundant

.-u:d accessible to be worth working. Their re-
port* are most favorable. (i<jod furnace coal
has 1 ti found in (Jreen Harbor, on the south
sile of the entrance of Ice Fjord, which pierces
s.. dei-plj into the -.v stern tlank of the principal
island that the latter Is almost cut up into
three parts by the n:.-«-tin^r \u25a0' inlets from uppo-
Bit* .i--s

At another place in th»* same fjord three of
the seams are from six to nine f.-.-t thick, and
as Ihey are above sen. level must en p out at the
surface The lai. -

and Hasten part (if Spitz-;
!.. \u25a0•:-•;'\u25a0\u25a0- less .1plateau, an! the strata.
are horizontal, ranging fr-'tr. the per •! anterior
to the carboniferous to that in which '>ur chalk
was deposited. Til Western part la moun-
tainous, .tri•. consists nf ..!d--r rrystulline rocks,
1 .\u25a0.;.•:,.:•••" these sedimentary strata
here and there rest upon them, is is th»- \u25a0 a.st-
where these seam/ have '•\u25a0• v.-red. In
such circumstances, the tt« Ida are likely to be
limited In extent, and the seams may '•• tilted
at high angles, or broken up by faults Still,

as the coal ran be worked by adits Its arrcssi-
bility and the const qu»*nt economy in labor
will be a compensation These discoveries • ike
It highly probable that larger, and perhaps
richer, fields exist in the eastern part of th«
Island, which, however, will be less easily
reached.

The effect, direct or indirect, of the <",u'.f

Str>-am opens the west coast of Spitsbergen in
summer, but the other Is more difficult of ap-
proach. It is stated that even In the sheltered
Ice Fjord the coal cannot be shipped directly
from the land, and the piers must be removed
before winter, during 1arts of which work will
have to be suspended. But when the cou.l has
b*-.-n followed for some little distance from th«
surface, there will be. nothing to prevent the
miners from going on even In December. The
ground, no doubt. Is permanently frozen for a
considerable depth, but the temperature will
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. Hut Spitz-
bergen may not be the only Arctic- island in
which coal occurs, though perhaps it is the most
favorable for commercial purposes. The fuel
may be found in Franz Josef Land; beds full
of fossil plants occur near Eira Harbor—of later
d.ite. Indeed, but in rocks which elsewhere occa-
sionally produce coal. From Nova Zemblt Colo-
nel Fellden brought back specimens of lime-
stones which experts assigned to an age very
near that of our English coal beds, and other
localities could readily be named. Rut thesa
masses of fossil vegetable matter indicate cu-
rious changes in the climate. Nowadays noth-
ing bigger than the stunted Polar willow grows
In Spitsbergen. Even In the extreme north of
Norway the hardy birch is dwarfed. Vet these
ancient plants formerly almost rivalled forest
trees, and the change was late In coming. A
temperate climate existed as far north 113 the
seventieth parallel, and In Greenland beds of
brown coal were formed even in the Tertiary
era. At that time the plane, the magnolia and
"•\u2666 vine flourished la the latitude of Disco Bay.

Some people, he knew, thought that bad news I
came more gently dribbled out. perhaps with an
accompaniment of phrases importing religious J
consolation. He thought of how he might best
put it. and shivered. His train of thought was

Iinterrupted by Mrs. O'Brien speaking to him. 1
!eating a late strawberry by tiny mouthfuls as j
jshe did so.' He hoped his face would show noth-
Iing for the present.

"Do you think me horribly frivolous and art- 1

!less, dining out and enjoying myself? Do you ;

Ithink Iought to be glum, like- like you?" she

Iasked with a sudden grave look in her eyes "if j
Ionce gave way to all Ireel at times Ishould
go mad. Th? w..ri-ti-t battles were fought before
he got out there, and i feel -I know— that he I
must come through all right now. You think the j
show is practically over, don't you? Every one j
says so." j

Sh-> laid her hand on his, or it touched his, per- j
h ips unintentionally, and her face was for a mo- ]
ment >••' drawn and earnest that he felt no doubt 1

1of '•!\u25a0\u25a0 reality of her feeling, looking into her
••yes and seeing for an instant below the sur-
face. Then the surface closed over again and j
ri| pled, and. before he could answer, Mrs. Yon- ,
nek«-r had signalled and the ladies were riling;

•in of the room.
I There was no doubt of the feeling— no doubt

\u25a0•f the weight of the blow that was going to fall, j
Still, the touch of her hand on his had set his
pulses throbbing, and he felt that there was a !

future to think of as well as a present.
Speaking of the matter afterward. Mr. Ven-

n .%\u25a0 r told his wife that he noticed at the time
that Templar punished the port in silence, and
that, rinding he could not draw htm into the !

conversation of the other men, he let him alone.
The latter part of this was true, for Dick hardly j
answered coherently when he was spoken to.

With regard to the port, he drank three sips, j
and left the rest standing in his glass when he j
rose with the others to join the ladies. By that j
time he had made up his mind that it was of no I
use to say anything to Mr. Venneker. When
they got upstairs, Mrs. O'Brien was singing. It
was an Irish song, something with "Pat, me
darlin'." at intervals, and the usual "acushlas" i
and isthores." It had not been in her repertory |
ii the old days, and he heard her say that her !

husband had taught it to her. when she had i
finished, and b.-en warmly congratulated on her j
performance. Hut. as she was in the back j
drawing room, by the piano, with several ladies j
around her, he did not go near her.

\u25a0What a row those 1 haps make! You can hear |
them three streets off!" said another man to

'
him and th \u25a0>• stepped together onto the balcony I
outpide th.- drawing room window. Dick as-
sented, and suggested shutting the window; it|
was the front drawing room, that faced the

'

roadway, arit! some one •\u25a0!.«>• was sitting down to 1I
the piano, hit still -'\u25a0\u25a0 michl \u25a0. \u25a0•!! hear.

jstop him, but was too late. He had run down-
stairs to buy one himself, instead of rinsing the

1 bell and s.-nding out.
Mrs O'Brien was coming forward from the

back drawing room, standing in a clear space.
What must happen Hashed through Dick'a
braii!. lit- saw Mrs. Venneker too much sur-- •'. for him to giti t near and warn her and
get her to help V.r Venneker was on the
stairs; he would see it first, stop, and try to
hid( the newspaper; then sfv would snatch :t

from him, and then—he could see her with his
mind's • >.\u25a0 at full length in her wedding dresa
on the parquet floor. He moved forward to be
near her as Mr. Venn^ker came Into the room
with the newspaper in his hand and sto •!
flaming through it tor the latest news. Di k
clenched his teeth, looked, anil remained silent.
Mr Venneker was looking at one spot in the
paper. He was a n-i! faced man. an.i could nit
be expected to change color. It was coming

"There's no news," said a dear, tranquil voli c.
It wa-s Mrs. n'Hrien. lo"kinK over her shoulder
at ht-r host as she moved toward his wif^, hold-
Ing out hor hand, to say good night. "I came
h'^n- straight from the War office. A cousin of
my husband is killed, that is all—Gerald O'Brlt n.

"I wondered whether he was a relation." said
Mr Venneker, his voice shaking.

Dick was dipsinar his nails into the pa'.rns of
his hands and his tfeth intohis lips in the effort
to hold himself together.

"My husband is Captain George O'Brien. In

the Irish Rifles." said Mrs. O'Brien in explana-

tion to a lady near her. "Stupla people used
to mix Gerald up with him because of th.- ini-

tials. The cousins' names were (Jerald Costigan,

Ithink, and. of co irse. the regiments are quite

different. The Rifles weren't in that show at all
—it was only a skirmish; and Put didn't like
Gerald much. 1 know" At all events. Gerald
Costig-an O'Brien's fate did pot affect his cousin's
wife. There was less of indifference in her tone

as she exclaimed, catenmg sight of Dick's face,

"Mr.Trmplar. is anything the matter? Are you

iiir-
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;
and a man who goes into hysterics, and is

h>-:i '•>! from a crowded drawing room, alter-
natelj laughing and crying, on his host's
shoulder, must explain t.' a good many if he
ua.i,ts to re-establish his reputation I".<-k never
tri*-<i. and th>- theory "f the i><>rt at <!>-s<«'rt is
accepted now ev.-n by Mrs O'Brien.

—
(Sketch.

COAL IS THE ARCTIC RBGIONB.

"Ready? 1 Was not going to wait much
longer."

"Sorry! 1shall be later than you will. IhavetaJf a mile to so aft Ihave dropped you, and
Iknow the Vennekers expect me to be
Punctual."

Th* porter at Blessing Chambers had a
hansom at the door, and they got into Itquickly
and drove off-two men who had lived together
for tea years and knew each other well enough
to do without conversation en trivial topics.
After a minute or two. however, one of them
became unusually talkative. "Saw an old flame•f yours to-day. Dick."

"So did L"
"The deuce you did! The Vennekers used to

know her, didn't they? Idon't suppose they
can raise a dinner party in the slack season
•without asking all their friends. You'll meet
her there to-night."
"Ishall."
"Dick Templar." said his friend, "you're a

secretive devil! Two years ago you worried me
With all your lamentations over the girl tillI
got sick of her name. Each time you proposed
to her you told me what you said and what she
said when she refused you; and now she comes
to London as the wife of the other fellow, and
you slip off to tea with her, Instead of coming
to the club to piay whist—you know that is
»i;'T' you were, so don't deny

—
and you say

not a blessed word about it. Not even to me.
May 1 ask what ie the difference between your
feelings for Miss Rose Casterton and your feel-
lugs for Mrs.—Mrs. Rose?"'

"O'Brien; husband's a captain in an Irish
regiment- He'd need to be with such a name!"-
grunted Dick Templar. "In Africa."

•'I'h^w: Poor devil! And you told me noth-
ing about it! What makes the difference?

—
for

you are different."
"1•• n't be a goat!" answered Dick. "Iam not

different. There was nothing to tell, that's aIL
I've called on her twice, and she remembers that
she liked me. rather, and

—
she is glad to see

Borr.p one she knows and can talk to
—

she quite

fort '- how Iloved her. She will never under-
stand bow Ilove her sti!!—ldon't mind telling

you ali this, old chap— ill she talks about and
thinks about is her husband. "It's what 'Pat'
says and what 'Pat* loe* and what Pat' thinks
about everything, and she looks at his photo-
graph all the time if you can't get her with her

back to it- She's safe enough; and so am I. for

that matter. Ifeel just the same
—

only differ-
ent, you know."

"Time heals."
"Time makes the wound fester. Ilove her

more than ever. 1 hate meeting her, but I'm

so fond of her Icant even hate her husband

when she talks about him; Ibelieve I'd bring

him back to her ifIcould, Just to make her
happier."

"Poor old Dick! "What a good chap yon are!

Ur-r^'s ray dinner wait for me and a
brougham in front of the door, bo Tm not late."

He got out, an! Dick Templar opened the
little trapdoor in the roof and shouted to the

cabman to drive fast.
The Vennekers live somewhere north of the

Maryi-rbone Road, in a quiet terrace of big

house?. There was no carriage at their door.

A hansom was the only vehicle in the Terrace,

driving slowly off, with the man in the dickey

-^arr.in!ng the fare that had just been paid

<!h as If he were dissatisSed with the

loality as wen as the quantity of the

Bains. Dick wondered if Mrs. O'Brien

had driven alone In the cab In front of him

all the way fr ::. Elbury-st,. paid his fare and

Jumped out.

A small boy bad strayed up with a bundle of

evening papers, but trade was slack, and he

flashed Forward, apparently with the forlorn

hope that something rr.lg^itbe gained by helping

an ablebo4led gentleman late for dinner to alight

from a hansom cab. Dick Templar pushed him

on one side, ran op the steps and rang the belL
Th footman who should have opened the door

mv.c t have been carrying in the soup, for no

one came for fully a minute. Dick tapped his

foot Impatiently m the white doorstep and

\u25a0Bowled at the small boy half hidden behind an
orangf* contents bilL

"Killed and Wounded at Uattc-rsberg. Official
list." as the most prominent item of news
pro:.'..-:• 1 by the bill.

Dick tried In vain to remember what It wan
that had happened 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 arid ran? again.

The "Official List" was plain enough In th*
6iop-Press telegrarrs; Dick had found It before

the footman oj»en*d the door.

T'-*. Fir7" said the man aloud, to attract th«
attention of the gentleman. Dick was keeping

a dinner party of fully twenty people waiting In

th* drawing room while lie read th* newspaper.

"Officer killed: Captain G. C. CVBrien, Dublin
Fusiliers." That ms what he had read, one
or two oth^r names followed, but he did not see
'hem. Mechanically he folded the paper and
thru=t it deep into the pocket of the overcoat
which the footman w as. taking fiom him as rap-
idlyas he could.

"You ar<- late, and Ihave had no one to bring

me downstair?"" said a voice that brought Dick
to himself with a start. They had resolved to

£o in to dinner without him, and h-~> had been
stai ::ntr n the hall at them in a dazed
way, almost -.v ;>v.iut acknowledging his host's
nod. as they all filed !\u25a0>. until Mrs. O'Briei came
past aioi • . She slipp'-d her arm ;nto his. and
h>> went ;.• vaguely wondering what it was he
had to do. with the widow of a man forty-eight

hour? dead ; rattling beside him about th h -'
and the r! ivers, twitting him with trivialities
as to v::,: mighi >.:.:\<' made him so late, and
rallying dim :. his :::i:.- s-

"1 su] 1
- it is he •:\u25a0- married to a soldii '\u25a0'.

"

she saj i. th \u25a0.-. \u25a0:..ii-.- me uci ist< me i \u25a0 punctu-
ality. Pat is never late for anything."

11 was the first time she had r.\'-\:'' >ned her
husband bj name tl iJ \u25a0 \u25a0-. -runs, and !:•• caught
at th« id .. ke tdr tvnins man at a lifebelt

\u25a0 Why ar< aJi Irishman christened E'atriek?"

he .-.- . at ihe p>:nt in a roundabout
.*.\u25a0.. nstincti ely

'"But they aren't:" she exclaimed. "My hus-
band's name is George. He was christened
George I'arruthers. only Pat suits him so much
better. You will say so when you see him."

Dick could see him in his mind's eye, with a
couple <jf - Idiers heaping dry sand over him in
a shallow ive, and a firing party returning to

camp after their last duty. He even wondered
vaguely whether they marched back with arms
reversed, and what arras reversed might pre-
cisely mean. He had read of soldiers' funerals
In newspapers.

"You really ought to see him." she went on.
and. having once got upon the topic, talked of
the husband whom she had married six months
before for the rest of dinner time, telling her
hostess an anecdote of him across the man who
sat between them Her doing 30 cave Dick an
opportunity to think, and possible solutions of
the question what was to happen chased one an-
other through his head. She might not .-•\u25a0 the
news till the morning:, reading it all by herself
in her lodgings; he had nailed on her there, and
she had told him how lonely and forlorn she felt
without "Pat." The Vennekers were almost the
only people she knew in London, and th\u25a0\u25a0> were
only friends whom she had known, as girls

know married people in London, for a year or
two before her engagement. Again, she might
read the news in an evening paper, as he had
ione; it would be better in the morning than
with the loneliness of night to follow the blow

—
all alone at night in those dingy lodgings. <>r
some urn- might have s—-:i the telegram and
might blurt out the nan \u25a0\u25a0 he ha !r-ad it any

mom1 \u25a0
\u25a0 -Juring \u25a0:::\u25a0\u25a0 . then there would be a

scene, in which he, Dick Templar, would be .1

hell '• spectator. SOl day she might remem-
ber how cheerfully she had spent the evening,
laughing and chatting when her husband lay
dead, and even find out that he knew all •!•.••

time. Could he tell her quietly afterward? He
could, of course, drive home with her; probably
she would ?xpect him to do bo. Should he tell
Mrs. Venneker and ask her to break the news?
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