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" THE SUPREME TEST,

To wiep with you over your dead;

Phere are friends who come in when black sorrow's your guest,

friends who sesm, It the midst of your beartache's unrest,
To know Just what ought to be sald,

rhlt thes Prince of them all, when grim I'rouble stalks by,
Al your bheart ean do nothing but blesd,

l!l the fellow who comes when there's no one else nigh

Al whisers:

“How much do yon need 7"

Fathor, tenderly bless all the friends [ have known
Who came in (he deprhs of iy woe,

Just to stamd by my =lde when [ felt a0 alone,
That I might thelr svmpathy know:

Oh, | love every ane for each handelasp and tear,

And aye slinll T wish (them godspessd ;

But a crown for the one who, w hen none elas wag near
'
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“How mueh do you need 7
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N the bigh, bure of n
I lonely runcivhouse, with brown, un-

palnted wals, amd doors and win-
Jows open o the pineclad mountaln
tide, a.annn satl st o small deal table
feading over g pile of cherished lot-
fers. Thiey were written by a woman;
Inted from o house on Beacon street,
Boston, ‘snd they dealt with books,
with music and with art. To the read-
. who was havd-pressed (n the bat-
He of Life, they seemed to Iet him Into
P erent trossure-house, while he longed
for the more constrictod walls of a
bome; the simpler beautios of a fire-
Ko, AL they were intelleetunl,
these Tetters, il téy s he would, he
conld rea nothng bhotween thelr Hnes!
Ar hoe i pges, u tiny
thild of three years old, with & liurge
rent In her plonford, van o from thne
to thme from the open alr. At slght
of her, the cry In the heart of the wan
for the womun wix st ronger than ever,
Both of them needed her—man and
child, they needed her <o much.

At length he took his pen and began
to write to her. All her letters -
frogsed Idm as “Denre Mr. Gergldson:”
hix letters to this date hnd been In-
\'arlnhly superacribed 1o “Dear Miss
Vining.” Hut now he broke throngh
the vells of reserve. e wrote to her
s the dearest woman on earth, enlling
hier his love. He threw astde all the
oples with which they had dallied so
Mg, and wrote xitaply of himself-—
of his own hopes and fears. Tle told
her how for years he hand been want-
Ing to ask her to come out to him:
how his poverty had forbidden his do-
ng &0, and how, In spite of all his
efforts, he had remalned poor and
Struggling, without anything to give
}uer. T'wo months ago he had belleved
that at last his chance had come, He
bnd gone up (nto the Trindity mountains

tnke np an offer of partnership in
L premising “prospect”  he  Lhad e
teived from a friend. But on the long
page Jonrney from Redding through
the heat and dost, he had fallen In
With an unfortunnte Englishman, very
ek with yphoid, who had bhuplored

Im to sl by him and see him on
ia legs spain, Cirenmsianees had
een such that it had been Ipossible
I common hmanity not to stay with
I man and his Hitle mite of & moth-
priess girl.  Ro he had nursed and
tended him, and had experienced the
satisfaction of pulling him  through
e worst danger.  Buat the poor el
fow, who was fervibly tmpatient, Lad
attemptod to get ot of bed in spite of
pvery warining, and hiod died saddenly
pne day Srom thae of a clot
pf blood fo the heart, when his nurse
pod Ettle OQewiehiter had left him for n
brosth
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wWis Isolnted as only mountain ranches
can be, and no one might set foot on
It for woeks together. Now as he lny
helpless, unabla to move, lost some-
times In suffoeating hlackness, the
c¢hild brought him water in the tiny
cup—drops that tantalized rather than
quenched his thirst—and he wondered
what would becoma of her, and in his
last coherent momenta told her to run
out along the trail and eall with all
her might. That was the last thing
he could do, Soon after he ceased to
move, and did not hear the desolate
wall that resounded through the empty
house,

But Geraldson was not to lose him-

gelf forever In the dark water of un-
CONSCLOUSTRRS, Once more he felt
limself allve, amnd, on the verge of

| sleep, lny with leaden eyelids, unwill-

ing to awake, tlll n memory of little
Margery, whom he had Iast seen weep-
ing in a corner of the room, forced
him to open his eyes. To his surprise
his bedclothing covered him very neat-
lv. The sheat was folded under his
chin in n strange, comforting, new
wany, so that a sense of peace and se-
curity fell on dm, and he lay very
still, sure for some unaccountable rea-
son that Margery was all right. Wak-
ing was wonderfully pleasant. In the
dim light of the darkened room a slen-
der white hand glided over the smooth
sheet to make i p trifle amoother, He
held his breath and half closed his
eves that he might wateb it. It went
uwuy, Too weak to turn his head, he
waited till it fluttered down again with
& cup of milk, There was no woman
in the district with such a hand, and
full of the wonder of it, he fall ngleap,

He dreamed of beautiful things—
white flowers, white doves, white
hands, Waklng stronger for long rest,
his first movement was one of curlosi-
ty. A woman, In a blue sunbonnet
that completely shaded her face, was
pouring something {uto a glass at the
wushstand. Was it possible that ugly
bonnet could go with those slender fin-
gers?  IMe asked for n drink of wa-
ter.  To his joy, the same hand np-
peared again,

“Is I evening? he asked, when ghe
L wken away the eap.

“"No, it 8 morning,"” returned a
voles that was little more than a whis-
per,

“Then please will you be 8o kind as
to let In some light?"

“Light is not good for you just yet "
wis the answer, in subdued tones.

Geraldson was not strong enongh to
dispute this peint, and he lav qulet,
Inwardly vexed at the bonnet.
camne to him slowly,
brillinntly: Wil

Ideas
Al last he asked.
yYou please tell me

ol fresh nlr, wlin vyl are

“ A went on the letter, 1 | “1 am n nurse.*
found myself with the chilil on Iy A onursey Ile considered for SULe
bands. 1 baven't the heart to do nny time,
thing bot Keep e For thovwgh ap l “THow did vou come nepes 9™
parently =lhie has  no relatives or | "That = very slmple.  Your Litle
friends, she's u splendid Hittde plece of | #IvL was crying on the teall, and 1
stull, and It wonld he a erlme to semd | e in and found you,"
her to any Institation Aid the sequel | “And you stayved and nursed me

of this s, my dear friend, that the ven-
gure which was to hring me fortune, o
give me the right 1o ask yon for your
m-”, hins conte to naught “_\ the time
1 had fixed everything up, my friend,
unabile to tor me, hod tmken In
muother pairtiner on the deal, 1 went
I-I\l‘---.p---lmu near Weaverville, bhut haek
was ugninst e Then both the lole
trde nuwd myselt’ fell slek with ma
.larl::, and so 1 enme hotwe to my pine
rrm-s agnin."

Here Gernldson's pen fell from his
and, for the fever had him o {ts geip,
nd he was shaking miserably, Later
n he wn the letter into
envelope addressed only with her

Wit

aged o put

ame, for after all, e thoughit, he
hould never send ind he left it on
is table, thinking thai when he had

rength again e would go on writing,
ust for the sake of the consolation it
a8 merely to pretemd that he conld
1 her evorything. But the lotter wans
svier fiulshied. He grew rapldly weak
pr, till ‘ue morniug he found himselr
sick thiat be could searcely dreag
fmiself to the conch on the veranda to
#eun il tnmdseape for the help that
pa\'ar crme.  Por Lone Pine

Haneh

| how wonderfully good of you!"

“Not at ol The volee was cold
“Nou would have done the same vour
self. i

“Ohy but not In the way you are do-
e he returned, modestly,

After that he pondered for a long
e, She had “happenod to be pnss
g as thongh a road that led 1o no-

where were a much-frequented thop-
oughfare.  That in itzelf was g ol
acle, awd her beautiful hands, her

movements, so unlike those of 1 moun-
tnln woman, were something to brood
upon.,

“But why did you come heref” he
asked, after a long sllence. *“No one
ever comes here

“1 came o see my hrother."

He dared not ask her any more,
Ile could only suppose that while he
had been away some stranger had
ome into the distriet, Bui at-
tempt at connected thought Lo
much for him, and again fell
nsleep

When he was breathing quietly, the
woman with the beautiful hands threw
off the hounet as though she were tiral
if the tronblesome disgulse, and, lean

uny
was
he

ing her chin upon her hand, gazed in-
tently at his pallid face. BStll sahe kept
the bomnet on her lap, ready to don It
at the moment ha should show signa
of waking, for she was determined
that he should not recognize her—
should never know that it war she,
Hlsle Vining, who had saved him. She
had taken the Initiative, come out from
the Bast, bhecnnse mere letters were
not enough, and she had felt at last

that she must have something more
tangible than those Impersonal opls-
tles. She had discovered him in his
extremity, and had brought him back
to life, But her jJoy in this was
chastened, 8he knew now why his
lattersa had heen so cold. Bhe had

been no more than an absatraction, an
intellectual phase in his life, He bad

not even thought it necovsary to tell
har of the important evciis that were
tuking place with him. e had con-

coaled—say, rnther, lenored, as of no
posaible interest to her——the faet that
he had married and had a ttle dangh-
ter. He had never even told her that
his wife was dend, as she conld only
suppose sghe must be, It was plain
that he had not cared as she had cared,
He had not remembersd—perhaps had
never experienced — those moments
when they haid met in Boston live
years ago, in which It had secmed to
her 8o much had passed without words
between them that even In the letters
~—for all thedr Impersonality—Iit had
appeared permissible to read hetween
the lnes meanings tender and mng-
netie, 8he bhad taken too much for
granted! She bluahed to the roois of
her halr, and Lid her face In the hon-
net as though It were a vell, Outsiile
the open window she could hear the
Ittle ehild singing to herself. Had he
loved the mother very much, she won-
dered? Love! What had she to do
with love? It was high time she
shounld take her departure. She woent
restlessly out of the room and inio the
kitchen, where the nurse, for whom
ghe had sent to 8an Franelsco, had al-
ready begun a feminine revolution o
the bachelor order of things. As she
worked, this young woman glanced out
of the window at Margery at play
beneath the trees, remarking that the
child was the very lmige of her fa-
ther. The other hriefly assented, and
fmmediantely went out foto the open air
and looked at the little girl from a
short way off. “1 suppose there is a
likeness,” she said to herself, “but I
can't see it It was strange, she
thought that she should never have
heard of Geraldson’s marriage. How
blind she had been not to suspect gome
affalr of the heart, which would nae-
count for his sudden departure for the
West, Of course, he had loved an
other woman., 8She wondered If the
child were very Hke her. At that mo-
ment Margery came ronning up, s,
foreing down the primal instinet that
had prompted her to turn away, she
held out her arms, drew the “other
woman's”"  chlld to her breast, and
kissed her.

The little erenture looked up at her
with her fearless oyes. “You're the
lady, aren't you?' she sald,

“The lady—what lady?"

“The lady daddy talks abont that's
coming to be my muvver."”

Outwardly quiet, she her
again, but it was as though a door, not
quite closed, had vielently shul, never
Lo open again, She went into
the house, into  Geraldgon's oo
bhut when she saw him look toward
her, pathetle in his belplessness,
heart beat so quickly she conll
bring herself to say good-hy ]
and sat down in the shadow, angry
her own wenkness,

“Nurse,” salld Geraldson, “won't you
draw up the BLInd®* Mayn't 1 see your

face?"”

kissedd

ek

ler
1t

at ohee

“The light weould hurt your eves™
she murmured. "1 put on my honnet
because I was golng away.”

“Going away!™ Dismay was n his
volee.

“Yes, 1 am obliged to go,  There's

another nurse here to look after vou ™

But 1 don't want auother nurse,”
he cried. “And you've done so much
for me. 1 can't even thank von |
don't know what yvour name is I'vo
NEVer seen yoll, even”

She said pothing. bt slowly negs
nred something Into o glass,  He could
ot see that she wos trembling.

“May I have o drink®" he nshod
ns she put down the tumble

She had intended to go now innmedd
IlTl']}_ Bhe felt she hind Hugersil 1on
long, but she conld not refuse his pe
fjuesl She held the “enup o lils s,
and he deank slowly, looking ar her
hands, which would futter away so
soon, ke white bimls of passage. Heo
was very weak, and the tears eame

into his eyes, T'he hands were so Lhegn
tiful—so like her hands

She took the cup and vinsed 1t
fully and slowly At the same mo-
ment little feet pattered along the LA
sage and baby beat upon the
door. She opened it and carvied e
Margery to the bedside, telling her (o

hands

be very qulet. But Geraldson had
turned his face to the wall, and ook
no  notlee Liaviog looked at him
greavely, the ehlld sedted horself npon
the loor, and began (o examine g hoap
of treasurcs in her lap.  Sul lenly sl
held out o chubby bhand with an on

\'t'lul'lt".

“A letter!™ she sold, emphatically
the strange fedy ‘A ‘etier!”

“Is it for me, deary"

(o

“Hss, for 'oo!" She ran across the
room and held it out, triumphantly.
The eyes under the sunbonnet glanced
at It with indifference. Then at the
name on It—a pame with no address—
tha heautifall hands alutched It eager
ly. A moment after a touch on Ger
mldron’s shonlder foreed him to turn.

“Hore is a letter,” sald the qulet
voles, “to a Mlas Vining., The address
is not finighed, o wish It
malled "

At the thought of her so far away,
so Inaceessible, Geraldson's eyea filled
ngain,

“No, no,” he muttersed, turning to the
wall agaln, “it lsn't (o be postad, 1
haven't any right!” The next minute
he Dbegged her, half-quernlously, to
give it to him, that he might put It
under his pillow. But the room was
empty. She had gone,

Outslde, on the veranda, she paced
up and down with the unopened en-
velope In her hand. He had wanted it
back, 8he had known that even as
ghe had cloged the door, bug it didn't
belong to him. With her name upon
it, 1t certalnly belonged to her. Hut
ought she to read it? Ought she?
Wall, she didn't care—she must! It
wis hers, after all. Tearing it open,
she saw the tender Inseription, and all
her seruples vanished like the windd.
Then st vend it to the end and kissed
It mwany times, and walking up and
down, longed, yot hesltated, to go back
Inte the darkened chamber,

Geraldson Iny awake without any
desire to take up the thread of life
agaln.,  All his difienlties pressed upon
him, and he folt lstless and dlapirited
in his gloomy room. But a soft sound,
the drawing of the blind, the flooding
of the room with sunshine, eansed him
to turn with a faint revival of interest.
The light was the light of sunset, just
bright enough to make everything
clear, amil some one with shining hair
wias standing near the window, Sure-
Iy he knew that polse of the head.
Only one woman carried her head just
ke that. And yet he must be dream-
ing!

“Who are yon?" he crled, sagerly,

A clear voice rang through the still-

yon
P

ness. “I've brought an answer to your
letter”
“My letter to her? But it wasn't

"

addressed. It wasn't
“There wasu't any need to send It.
You see, Elsie Vining isn't In Boston
Just now.”
“Not In Boston!
Where is she?"
She came toward him,
in the level sunlight
slons,
“Don't  von  anderstand,
Don't you understand ?”
It was her volee, [He
self on the pillows
“Elsie! Elsie!™
She dropped on her knees beside
him. Bhe gave him her hands and her
face.—Nan Francisco Argonaut.

Then where is she?

He saw her
mMman see vi-

A
Gerald?
milzed him-
e eried,

COLOR AND VALUE OF OPALS,.

Gems Must He Bright and
Streaks or Spots,

Withont

Veins of opals are nsuallly met with
in  soft  formutions, where nothing
above ground indicates thelr presence,
The search for them, therefore, often
requires conslderable time.  Buat it is
extremely difffieult, for apals are
In

TR
found ear the surface,
deed, It was thought ror a long thme
that they not be found as
deep as twoelve feet below the surface.

wonerally

Wirl'e T

This opinion has, however, given wiay
I i the light of evidence, bectuse opals
| of great value have been discoversd at

da o depth of iy feet.

The valne of opals depends Hpon
[ several cousiderations, of which the
principal one ix the color It is im

portant that they shonld be bright and

not present streiks or spots alternad
g with uneolored  snbstsnes. The
Hiost valmable arve those which have
red fires o wmixtirees of red annd Vil
| low, Bl gl gveen, Ompinls of n -H'u;.:l--
Pt gve of Tde voalne, unless the tin
R [uid 1 Strbing and the tgnpe
henutiin Tudewd, one of the essen.
tHal qualities of the opal is the ar
rangeuient of the figure, which sets oft

| strikingly the

| Line of the stone
| When 1l

Chgure is gqulte regular and
| istiner v s e more valualile, much
Lo the gralo Is quite small
ol frregnlag Sometimes the color iup
penrs as g single blnze or with tig
Hres rezulnely spoeed. 11 may then be

ol i fne raby red, and i much sought
wlter, bt oftenest the anlforin tint i=
[ only green or reddish and bag but bt
tle brillinney to spenk of.

'he eutting is vory important for the
apal: thus a thick stone will he mueh
| less begutitul than a thin stone, whieh,
on losing part of its volme, loses flso
the fiamre.  The foundation tint con-
| tributes mueh to the beaunty, Ty onght
| to be transparvent, slightly milky, and
[ harmonize fully with the different re
flections of the opal, whicl, when it is

really beauntifal, presents a variety of

hues Infinitely pleasing to the eye
l Jewelers' Clrenlar. l
| Nt surprising. .
l “Miss Flufiy has a very soft voloe
| hasn't she?"
Natirally: U mes 1rom a vepy

! goft heasl! Dotrolt Ifres Pross .
\ e tronhile | Hhe average menbhe
ol the Legiglatare maglnes that hig
R | nre i tl'ests ol l'..l- I
e,

The
show remarkable interdependence. A

nerves of eyes and stomach
late medieal writer finds  that eye
Straln  cavees digestive disturbances,
soasickness and even constipation, and
that stomach disorders affect visl
while hemorrhages Into the stomach
are sométimes followed by blindness,
Attention to the precautions taught
by selantific sanitation will render the

weat coast of Afriea perfectly Licalthe

ful and In the future Buropeans and
Amarlcans can go there for an agree-
able winter climate, as they now go to
the Canary Islands. 'his Is the repord
brought back by Professor Boyces,
who was sent out with a commission
by the Liverpool Tropleal School of
Medleine,

A prehistoric eave dwelling has re-
cently been discovered near Winznau,
on Lake Lucerne, in Switzerland, A:
party of antiquarians had the entrance
pasgage into the envern cleared of obd
striuctions and a grotto or series of
caves was lafd bare., A fine collection
of stone Implements, including knives,
Ax hesids and spears, gigantic shells
ridely ornamented, evidently drinking
vessels and dishes, was discovered. In
one chamber of the cavern the explor,
ers foung the remains of the bones of
many extinet anlmals,

For the last uine years the Egyptian
sorviee of antiquities, an Bnglish o
ganization, has been engaged upon
some important works with a view
the restoration of the great Temple 0('

Ammon at Karnak, near Luxor, in
upper Egyvpt. The director of the
works, M. . Legrain, during the

course of his researches recently came
npon a pit which had been filled with
statues and monuments of all kinds
helonging to the Plolemaic epoch)
thence he has exhnomed up to the pres-
ent time 8,000 statues in gilded bronze
and more than 500 In granite, basalt,
beryl, limestone, petrified wood and
other materials. Almost all the discov-
eries bear historical inscriptions.

The baobal tree, which has been
transplanted from Africa to Asia and
America, has a frult whose pulp—
“monkey bread”—Is eaten by negroes,
and seeds that are przed by natlves
of Madagascar for the oll that is ab-
stracted by erushing and bolling in
water. A French chemist has been
investignting. He finds that the round
seeds grow to a dinmeter of three-
fourths of an Inch, that thelr kernelg
contain fifty-three per cent of ofl, wi
much nitrogeneous matter, and tha
the Madagascar oll is a1 whitish solld

whichbeginsto melt at about 25 dey O,

The odor recalls Tinislan olive oll. The
oll does not become rancld, and is sug
gested as a valuable product in place
of cocoanut oil and In fine soaps and
unguents,

The usual laws of dstillation ame
proven by the electric furnace experi
ments of Mols<an and Farrelley to hold
goodl In the case of mixtures of metals.
With mixtures of copper with zlne and
with eadminm, the zine amd endminm
wers guickly expelled, and lead sep:
arated from copper in the same way,
but after longer distillation, Somq
mixtures of copper and tin gradually
lost their copper, others their tin, whil
others distilled withont ehange of coms-
position.  Mixtures® of lead and tin
showed a gradually decreasing propors
tion of lead until only pure tin was
left. A remarkable peenliarity noted
In tin Is the wide range of temperature
in which the metal is liguid ag it melts
it 220 degrees . while its bolling
polnt is above that of copper and lead.

We should like to see the use of ear
plugs more general, says an aunthority
on swimming, for many cases of ear
tronble are brought into activiry by the
inrush of water during diving or swim-
ming, Nor do we favor the teaching
of swimming to very younug children.
They are casily frightened and quickly
exhausted, Hundrels of people who
can swim reasonably well in bathing
costume lave never tried 1o swim fully
clothed. When foreed to do 80 unex-
pectadly their sense of impotence is so
great that many lose thelr heads, and
drown alniost as quickly as those who
Lhave never swum o siroke, It should
nlgn never he that swlm-
ming, though a healthy and desirable
amusement, is to be clussed as s vio-
tent exorcise, aud one In which, apart
from any question of drowning, neo
one out of condition ean Iiddulge with
tmpanity for any length of tme.

forgotien

Too Much for Him.

“And why,"” she asked her husband,
“do you think that my hat shouldn't
cost any more than yours?”

He smiled In what he Imagined was
L superior way, “It's a question of
heads rather than of huts," he sald.
It wsog to me that the head of
the bread winner deserves the best
that's going”

Ald he tapped with his forefinger

on bis high white torehead,
she Tollowed his eloquent gesture.
“Tut there's nothing in that' she
milldly said,
Phien I gave it up,—Clevelan I,

Plaludealer, i
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