
“ T h is  M o r ta l .”

Are then the fleshly bonds so strong and stern ? 
Must all this waiting, watching, longing, 

weeping,
T i ; | assionate praying o f the loved to learn, 

fevers all mv waking, haunts my sleep
ing,s, powerless as a child’s light-lived d( s re, 

To sink no deeper, and to rise no higher.*
My darling, oh, my darling, w’hose brown eyes. 

Looked back such full communion into mine, 
A t  whosedear name such happy memories rise, 
i Jlonnd w'hole dear image such sweet fancies 

tw in e ,Friena, uuide, Companion* Comforter, and 
Brother,

Strong start to me, to me, who have 110 other \
Cannot your spirit flash to mine, beloved ? 

A long the chords that stretch from soul to 
soul

Must Nature ever as a rock unmoved 
Fling back each voice that swells the miglily 

whole
Of Love’s imploring cry ? Since earth began. 
Has not the echo risen up from man ?
One little whisper : “  Dear, ’tis well with me.” 

One little lifting of the dim gray veil—
W hat nectar to the fainting it might be.

W hat strength to tired feet that faltering, 
fa il!

But this I know, the law will not be broken,
Or, brother, heart to heart ere this had spoken.

P H Y L L I S .
BY TIIE DUCIIESS.

o f  “ Molly Bawn,” 
‘ A iry Fairy Lilian,’

“  The Baby,' 
etc., etc.

C H A P T E R  X I .— C o n t is  cjcd.

There is no use in denying it. A ll this 
does please me. N ay, more ; it  intoxicates 
me. I  am heart-whole, and can therefore 
freely yield m yself up to the enjoyment of 
the visions he has conjured up before me. 
1  feel I  am giving in sw iftly  and surely. 
M y refusing to m arry him w ill not make 
him a bit more anxious to m arry Dora ; 
and instinct tell me now she is utterly 
unsuited to  him. S till I  am reluctant.

“ W ould you le t me have B illy  and 
mamma and l>ora w ith  me very often ?”  I
ask, faintly.

H is arm around me tightens suddenly 
“  A s often as ever you w ish,” ’ 

w ith strange calmness. “ I tell 
shall be m y queen at Strangemorc, 
wishes shall be law .”

“ A nd” — here I  blush crimson 
voice sinks to a  whisper—-“ there 
thing else I  w ant very, very much, 
do it  for mo?”

“ I w ill. T ell me w hat it is .”
H is tone is so quiet, so kind, I  am encour

aged ; yet I  know by the trcm blirg of the 
hand th at holds mine that tiie quiet is en- 
orcsd.

“  W ill you send B illy  to Eton for me ?”  I 
say, m y voice shaking terribly. “ 1  know it 
is a  very  great thing to ask, but he so longs 
to go "

lie says, 
you you 

and your

and mv 
is some- 
W ill you

I  w ill do better than that,' he answers, 
softly, drawing me closer to him as he sees 
how soon I  shall be his b y  my own consent.

“ I  w ill settle 011 you any money you 
wish, and you shall send ’Billy to Eton, and 
afterwards to Oxford or Cambridge. ”

T his assurance, given at any other time, 
would have driven me half mad w itn de
light. Now, though m y heart feels a  strong 
throb of pleasure, it  is largely mingled 
with w hat I  know is pain. A m  1 selling 
m yself ?

Some finer instinct within 111c whispers to 
pause before giving m yself irrevocably to a 
man whom I certainly do not love as a w o
man should love the one w ith whom she 
elects to buffet a ll the storms and trials of 
life. A  horrible thought comes to me and 
grows 011 m y lips. I  feel I  must give it  u t
terance.

“ Suppose,”  I say, suddenly, “ suppose—  
afterwards— when I have married you, I  see 
some one to love w ith all my heart and mind;
w hat then ?”

H e shivers. H e draws me passionately, 
almost fiercely, to him, as though defying 
m y miserable words to come true.

“  W hat put such a detestable idea into 
your head?” he asks, hoarsely, w ith  pale 
lips. “ A re  you trying to frighten me ? 
Shall I te ll you how that would end? You 
would be m y murderess as surely as though 
yon drove a  knife into m y heart. W h at an 
evil th o u g h t! B u t I defy i t ‘”  he says, forc
ing a smile. “ Once you arc mine, once yon 
belong to me altogether, I  will hold you 
against yourself— against the world. Oh, 
Phyllis, m y child m y love— '

H e pauses, and, putting his hand under 
my chin, turns np my face until my head 
leans against his arm and m y eyes look 
straight into his. His face is dangerously 
close to mine ; i t  comes closer, closer, until 
suddenly, w ithout a  word of warning, 
his lips met mine in a long, eager, passionate 
kiss .

I t  is the first time a lover’s kiss has been 
laid upon my lips. I  do not struggle or 
seek to  free myself. I only burst into a 
storm of tears. I am frightened, t-oubled, 
and lie trem bling and sobbing iu his arms, 
hardly knowing what I feel, hardly con
scious of anything but a sense of shame aud 
fear. I  know, too, th at M armaduke’s heart 
is beating w ild ly against m y cheek.

“  Phyllis, w hat is it? w hat have I done?” 
he asks, very' anxiously. “ M y darling, was 
I too abrupt ? Did I frighten you ? Forgive 
me, sweet; I forgot w hat a  mere tim id child 
you are.”

I  sob on bitterly.
‘ ‘I t  shall not happen again; I  promise yon 

that, Phyllis. I w ill never kiss you again 
till you give me permission. N ow  surely 
you  w ill forgive me. M y darling, \ihy should 
it  grieve so terribly ?”

“  I  don’t  know ,”  I  whisper, “  only I  do 
not want to be married, or have a lover, or 
anything.”

M armaduke lays his check very gently 
against mine, and for a long tim e there is 
silence between us. A fter awhile m y sobs 
cease, and he once more breaks the silence 
by saying :

“ Y o u  w ill m arry me, Phyllis?” and I  an
swer, “ Y e s ,” very  quietly, scmehow feeling 
iis if that kiss had sealed m y fate, and I put 
i t  out of power to answer “ N o .”

“ Then look at m e,”  says Marmaduke, 
tenderly. “  W ill you not le t me see my 
dear w ife’s face ?”

I raised a face flushed and tear-stained 
arid glance at him slyly  for a  moment. E v i
den tly  its dimmed appearance makes no dif
ference to him, as there is unm istakable 
yapture and trium ph in his gaze as he re
gards it. I  hide it again with a sigh, 
though now, the Rubicon being actually

passed, I fte l a sense of rest I  had not known 
before.

“  V\ ho is to te ll them a t home ?” I  ask, 
presently.

“ I  will. Shall I go back w ith you and 
tell them at once ?”

No, no,”  I cry, hastily, shrinking from 
the contemplation of the scene that w ill ine
vitab ly follow his announcement. “ I t  is 
too late now. To morrow— about four 
o’clock— you can come and get it  over. And, 
Mr. Carrington, w ill you please be sure and 
tell them I knew nothing of i t — never 
suspected, I mean, that you cared for 
me.”

“  T h a t I  loved you ? I t  would lie a p ity  
to  suppress so evident a fact. Though how 
you could have been so blind, m y pet, puz
zles me. W ell, then, to-morrow le t it  be. 
A nd now' I w ill w alk home w ith you, lest 
any hobgoblin jealous of m y jo y  should 
spirit you aw ay Ironi me.”

Together and rather silentlvw e go through 
the wood and out into the road beyond. I  
am conscious th at every now and then M ar
maduke’s eyes seek m y face and dw ell there 
with a sm ile in them that betrays his ex
treme and utter satisfaction. A s for me 
I am neither glad nor sorry, nor anything, 
but rather fearful of the consequence when 
my engagement shall be made public in the 
home circlc. And ye t my marriage is a 
thing so faint, so far aw ay in the dim 
distance, th at it causes me little  or no an
noyance.

“  Suddenly I stop short in the middle 
of the road and burst into irresistible laught
er.

\\ hat is it? "  asks Mr. Carrington, who 
is smiling in sym pathy,

“  Oh th at sneeze !”  I s a y ,  when le a n  
speak, “ co.ning ju st in the middle of your 
proposal. Could anything have been so 
unsuitable, so u tterly  out of place ? That 
odious little  convulsion ! I shall alw ays 
think of the whole scene with abhorrence ' 

“ Suppose 1  propose to you all over 
again?”  suggests Mr. Carrington. “ I t  is 
impossible you can bring it  in so unfortun
ately  a  second tim e; and you can then recol
lect the important event w ith 111 ire  complais
ance.”

“ No, 110. A  second edition would be flat, 
stale, and unprofitable; and, besides it does 
not really matter, does it? Only 1 suppose 
it  would be moro correct to feel grave 
and tearful, instead of comical, on such oc
casions.'’

“ Not/iinn m atters,” exclaims Marma
duke, fervently, seizing m y hand and kiss
ing it, “  since you have promised to be 111 y  
wife. And soon, Phyllis— is it not so ?”

“ Oh, n o ; certainly not noon,”  I  return, 
decidedly. “ There is plenty of time. There 
is 110 hurry ; and I do not w ant to be mar
ried for ever so long. ”

M y lover’s countenance falls.
“  W h a t do you mean by ‘ever so long ?’ ” 

he asks.
“  Two or three years, perhaps.”
“  Phyllis ! how can you be so unreason

able, so a b s u r d says he, his face flushing.
“  Two years! I t  is an eternity. S ay  six 
months, if  you w i l l ; though even that is a 
ridiculous delay.”

“  I f  you ta lk  like th at,”  1 say, stopping to 
stare fixedly a t him’ “ I  w ill not m arry you 
a t all. W e had better decide the question 
a t once. If you mean to say you think seri
ously I w ill m arry you in six months, a ll I 
can say is, you are very much mistaken. I 
would not marry the Prince of W ales in six 
months, so there !  I f  you once mention the 
question to  papa, and lie discovers I  do not 
wish to  be hurried into the marriage, I  have 
110 doubt, he w ill insist 011 m y becoming a 
bride in six days. B u t rather than subm it 
to any tyran n y in the m atter I would run 
aw ay and drown myself.

1  u tter this appalling threat w ith  every 
outward demonstration of seriousness. 
R eally  th e last hour has developed in a 
wonderful manner m y powers of conversa
tion.

“ D o you suppose,” cries Marmaduke, 
w ith indignation, “ I have any desire to 
force you into anything ? Y o u  may rest as
sured I w ill never mention the subject to 
your father. W hat do you take me for ? 
Y ou  shall do just as you think fit. But, 
Phyllis, darling ” — very tenderly— “  won’t  
you consider me a  little  ? Remember how I 
shall be longing for you, and how unhappy 
w ill be every day spent aw ay from you. Oh, 
darling, you connot comprehend how every 
thought of my heart is wrapped up in you 
— how passionate and devoted is m y love.”  

He looks so handsome, so much in earnest, 
as he says this, w ith his faee flushed and 
his dark eyes alight, th at I  feel myself re
lenting. He sees his advantage and presses 
it.

“  You won’t  be cruel, darling, w ill you ? 
Remember you have all the power in your 
own hands. 1  would not if 1  could compel 
you to marry me a day sooner than you 
wish. A nd, Phyllis, w ill you not tr y  to 
think it  is for your happiness as w ell as for 
mine? I 11 tim e you w ill learn to  love me as 
w ell- no that would be impossible— bu t a l
most as w ell as I love you. The entire de
votion of a man’s life must meet w ith some 
return; and I swear it shall not be m y fault 
if  every hour you spend is not happier than 
th e last. Speak, Phyllis, aud say you w ill 
come to me in— —”

“ A  year,”  I  interrupt, hastily. “ Yes, 
that is a  great concession; I said three years 
first, and now by a word I take off two. 
That is tw enty-four long months. Think of 
it. Y ou  cannot expect more.”

“ I t  w ill never pass,”  says 
des perately.

“  It w ill pass, »11 too soon,” 
a heavy sigh.

Marmaduke, 

said I, with

C H A P T E R  X II.

A ll th at evening aud all the next day I 
creep about as one oppressed with sin. A s 
the hour approaches th at shall lay  bare m y 
secret I  feel positively faint, and heartily 
wish m yself in the grave. 1  am as w retch
ed as though some calamity had befallen me; 
and verily I  begin to think it  has. W ith  
w hat intense longing do I wish undone all 
th at happened yesterday?

Alm ost as the hall-clock, with its custom
ary uncouthness, clangs out four strokes, 
M r. Carrington rides up to the door.

A s I  sit in an upper chamber— like Elaine, 
but w'ith w hat different emotions!— w atch
ing my lover coming, I  can see he is looking 
oppressively radiant, and is actually w hist
ling. I  begin to hate him. H ow detestable 
a man looks when whistling ! Plow-boys 
whistle !

He knocks a loud, determined, and, as it 
seems to me in my morbid fright, a trium 

phant knock a t the door, and rings the bell 
until it sends forth a merry peal th at echoes 
through the passages. A  funny empty sen
sation comes into the tops of m y lingers and 
across my forehead, as though the blood 
was receding, and, rising sw iftly, I  hurry to 
my own room and lock the door.

Now  he is in the hall, and B illy  and he 
are laughing— at some stupid joke, nodoubt. 
Aow  he is in the library; noiv he has told 
papa it  is a fine d ay; and now it  must be all 
over!

I  am too frightened to cry. H alf an hour, 
an hour, go by. I  long ye t fear to open the 
door. Another quarter of an hour elapses, 
and then mother’s step comes slowly along 
the corridor outside.

“  Phyllis, are you within, open the door.”
I t  is mother’s voice, bu titsoun ds strange

ly  cold. 1  open to her, and present a  w oe
begone face to her inspection. She comes 
in and comforts me for a moment silently. 
Then she speaks.

“ Phyllis, I  never thought you deceitful,” 
she says, as severely as i t  is in her to  say 
anything, and with a look of reproach in her 
dear eyes th at cuts me to the heart.

“ .Mother,” I  cry passionately, “ don’t 
look at me like that. Indeed, indeed 1 am 
not deceitful. I  knew nothing about it  when 
he asked me yesterdey to marry him. I was 
a great deal more surprised than even you 
are now. I alw ays thought it was Dora 
(and I wish with a ll my heart it  wax D o ra); 
but though 1 refused him at first, he said so 
much afterwards th at I was induced to  give 
in. Oh, mother won’t you believe me?”

 ̂ “  But you must have met him many times, 
Phyllis, before he asked you iu marriage—  
many times of which we knew nothing.”

“  I  did not, indeed. W henever I  saw him 
I told you— except once, a long time ago, 
when we met in the wood, w ith B illy. But 
I  was climbing a nut-tree th at day, and was 
afraid to say anything of it, lest I  should 
get into disgrace. And when we went for 
that drive; and tw o or three times we met 
here; and th at was all. I  am sure I  don’t 
know what made him fall in love w ith mv, 
and Dora so much prettier and more charm - 
ing in every way. I don’t believe he knows 
himself.”

“  I t  is certainly, most extraordinary,” 
said mother, “  anti, I  must add, very unfor
tunate. Y ou  w ill acknowledge it  looks sus
picious. Y o ur father is much disturbed 
about it; ami 1  really think Dora’s heart 
m ust be broken, she is crying so bitterly, i f  
we had not all made up our minds so secure
ly  about Dora it  would not be so bad ; but 
she was sure of it. And his visits here were 
so frequent. I  really  do th ink he has be
haved very badly.”

I t  was a mistake altogether,” I  murmur 
feebly.

“  Yes, and a most unhappy one. I am 
sure I  don t  know w h at is to be done about 
Dora. She insists upon it th at you se cre tly ' 
encouraged and took him aw ay from her ; 
and your father appears to sympathize with 
her.”

“  I hat goes w ithout tellin g.”  I renlv. 
b itterly .”

Then there follows a pause, during which 
mother sighs heavily once or twice, and I  do 
severe battle w ith my conscience. A t  the 
end of it I  cry, su dd en ly:

“  Mother, there is one thing for which I 
do blame myself, but at first i t  did not occur 
to me that it  might be wrong. One day we 
were talking of photographs, M r. Carring
ton and I, and— and tw o days afterwards I 
gave him mine. H e put it  in his locket, 
and when Dora saw him down by the riv e rit 
was it ho was kissing. 1  never dreamed it 
could be mine until he showed it  to me yes
terday. ”

“ I  had forgotten to  ask you about that. 
Dora and your father were discussing it  just 
now, and Dora declared she was certain it 
had happened as you have now stated. P h y
llis, if there has not been actual duplicity  
in your conduct, there has a t  least been 
much imprudence.”

“  I  know that, mother,”  I  return discon
solately.

“ I his w ill greatly add to your discredit 
in the affiair; you m ust see that. R eally ,” 
says mother, sinking into a chair, ami sigh
ing again, “  this engagem ent, th at should 
cause us all such pride and joy, is only a 
source of annoyance and pain. ”

“  Then I won’t marry him at all mother,”
I  cry, recklessly. “  I don’t want to one bit; 
and probably if  I  te ll him to-morrow I hate 
and despise him he w ill not want to either. 
Or, shall I  write ? A  letter w ill go far quick
er.”  B 1

B ut mother is aghast at this daring propos
al. Because he lias disappointed her hopes 
in one quarter is no reason w hy she should 
lose him altogether as a son-in-law.

“ No, 110, she says in a slightly  altered 
tone. “  L e t things remain as they now are.
It  is a good match for you in every sense of 
the word; and setting him free would give 
Dora no satisfaction B ut 1 wish it  had all 
come about differently.”

W ith  th at she turns from me and goes to 
wards the door. M y heart feels breaking.

“  Oh; mother you are not going to leave 
me like this, are you?” I  burst out miser 
ably. “  W hen other girls get engaged, peo
ple are kind aud say nice things to them; but 
nobody seems to care about me, nobody 
wishes me. joy. Am  I  nothing to  you ? Am  
1 to get only hard and cruel words?” Piteous 
sobs interrupt me. I  cover m y face with 
m y hands.
Of course in another moment I am folded in 
mother’s arms, and her soft hands press my 
graceless head down upon the bosom th at 
never y e t iu all m y griefs has failed me. Two 
of her tears fell upon m y cheek.

“  M y darling child ,”  she whispers, “ have 
I been too unkind to yen? I did  not mean 
it, Phyllis; but I have been made so miser
able by all I  have heard.”

“ But you don’t  think me deceitful, 
mother. ”

“ No, not now— not at any time, I think ; 
but I  was greatly  upset by poor Dora’s dis
appointment. M y darling, I  hope you w ill 
be happy in your choice, and in m y heart 1 
believe you w ill. A t  a ll events lie is not 
blind to the virtues of m y dear girl. 
H e loves you very dearly, Ph yllis. A re 
you sure, m y dearest, th at you love him ?”

“  Did you love papa very much, darling, 
when you married him?”

“ Of course, dear,”  with a faint blush.
“ Oh, mother, did you really?”  'Then, 

w ith a reflective sigh, “ at that rate I am 
glad I  do not love S ir. Carrington.”

“ P h yllis ! w hat are you saying? I t  is 
the first duty of every woman to love her 
husband. You must try  to  regard M  \ Car
rington in that ligh t.”

“ I  like him, and that is better. Ton were

blind to papa’s faults because you loved 
him ; th at was a  mistake. Now, I  shall not 
be blind to M armaduke’s ; and if he does 
anything very horrid, or develops unpleas
ant symptoms, I  shall be able to give him 
lip before it is too late. If you had been 
fully  alive to papa’s little  tempers, mother, 
I  don’t  suppose you would ever have married 
him ; would you ?”

“ Phyllis, I  cannot allow you to discuss 
your father in this manner. I t  is neither 
dutiful nor proper; and it vexes me very 
much.”

“ Then I  won’t  vex you. B u t I  read 
in a  book the other day, * its better to 
respect your husbard than to love him. ’ ”

“  One should do both, of course : but, oh, 
Phyllis, try  to love him ; and that is the 
great softener in the married life. I t  is so 
easy to forgive when love urges. You are 
young, my pet, but you have a tender heart 
and so I pray all may be w ell w ith you. 
Y e t when 1 think of your leaving 1110. to face 
the wide world I feel lonely. 1  fancy I 
could better have spared Dora than my own 
wild Ph yllis.”

She whispers this soothingly into my ear, 
kisses me as only a mother can kiss, and 
leaves me presently w holly comforted. I f  
mother indeed loves me, the scapegrace, bet
ter than her model Dora, I  have reason to 
feel glad and grateful.

M eanwhile the household is divided. “ The 
boy B illee,”  as Roland calls him, has been 
s=jnt for tw o hours into solitary confinement, 
because, on hearing the great news, I10 e x 
claimed, “ Didn’t  I tell you all along how' it 
would be?”  in a heartless and trium phant 
manner, thus adding insult to D ora’s in-
jury.

R oly also is 011 m y side, and comes up
stairs to tell me so.

“ You have tw ice the spirit, you know ,” 
he says, in a tone meant to compliment. 
Dora is too dead-and-alive; no man born 
would be bothered w ith her. 1  am aw fully  
glad, P h yllis.”

And then he speaks of poor “ D ora,”  and 
a  moment later goes into convulsions of 
laughter over “ poor Dora’s discomfiture.

“  She made so sure, don’t  you know, and 
t h a t ; had upset and re-arranged Strange- 
more and C arrin gton 'an i everything to her 
own satisfaction. Oh, by Jove, it  is the 
best joke I ever heard in my life !” A nd so 
on.

W hen by chance during the evening papa 
and I meet, though his manner is frozen, lie 
makes 110 offensive remarks ; and, strange 
as it appears to me, I  seem to have gained 
some dignity in bis eyes. So the long 
hours of th at day drag by, and night falls at 
last.

A fter dinner Dora comes creeping 
in, her eyelids red and swollen, her dainty 
cheeks bereft of their usual soft pink. 
M isery and despair are depicted in every 
line of her faee and figure.

Papa rises ostentatiously and pushes an 
easy-chair toward the fire for her (already 
the touch of winter is upon us). Mamma 
pours out a glass of papa’s own port. Even 
B ill / proclaims a truce for the time being, 
and places a foot-stool beneath m y injured 
sister’s feet, while I sit apart and think m y
self a  murderess.

I begin to vaguely wonder whether, were 
I  in Dora’s place, all these delicate atten
tions would be showered upon me. I also 
try  to decide whether, if I  had been slight
ed by my beloved, I would publish the fact 
upon the house-tops and come down to the 
bosom of my family w ith scarlet eyes and 
pallid face and hair effectively loosened ; or 
whether I would hide m y sorrow w ith my 
life and endure all in heroic silence. I  have 
got so far as the Spartan boy in my medita
tions, when Roland, bringing his fingers to 
meet 011 the fleshy part of my arm, causes 
me to spring from m y seat and give utter
ance to an emphatic “  Oh /”  while Cheekie, 
the fox-terrier, who is crouching in her fav 
orite position at my feet, coming in for a 
full share of my weight, sets up a corres
ponding howl, and altogether the confusion 
is complete.

W hen it was subsided there ensues an aw- 
ful silence. Then papa speaks.

“  I t  would be waste of tim e to appeal to 
your better feelings, Phyllis : you have none! 
B ut th at you are hopelessly wanting in all 
delicacy of sentiment, you w o u ld  understand 
th at this is 110 time to indulge in a vulgar 
overflow of spirits. Do you not see how 
your sister is suffering? Y our heartless
ness >s downright disgusting. Leave the 
room.”

I instantly avail m yself of the permission 
to withdraw only too glad of the excuse, 
and retire, followed closely by  Roland, who 
I  can see is choking w ith suppressed laught
er.

“  How could you do it ?” I  ask, r e p r o a c h 
fully, as we gain the hall-door. “ T hey are 
all angry enough'as it is .”

“  I could not help it ,”  returns Roly, still 
struggling w ith his m errim ent; “ the 
solemnity of the whole thing was too 
much for me. I knew I was going to laugh 
out loud, so pinched you to draw off atten 
tion.”

“  I  think you might have chosen B illy .”
“ He was too far off ; you were the most 

convenient.”
“ And so you sacrificed me to save your 

self !” I exclaim indignantly.
Like a ll men, Roland is unutterably sel

fish unlike a ll men, he is ever ready to make 
atonement, once the selfish act is accom
plished.

“ Even so,”  he says now. “  B u t look 
here, P h yllis : I ’ll make it up to you. 
Here’s ten bob.” A nd he tries to force the 
money into m y unwilling hand.

“  No keep it ,”  I  return, softened by the 
g i f t ; “ I can do w ithout it, and I am sure 
you want it yourself.”

“  1 don’t  really,”  says Roland, looking 
fair into my eyes. “ I have p le n ty —for a 
w h ile ; and you know you said yesterday 
you had spent your last penny. W hen you 
are Mrs. Carrington you can stand to me. 
Here ; 110 nonsense ; if you don't take it 
this moment, I 'll chuck it into the pond.” 

(TO liE CONTINUED.)

The News in a Nutshell.
F iv e  M in u te s  S e le c t  R e a d in g  S u m m a r y

o l  F o r e ig n , D o m e s t ic  a n d  W a r  I te m s
C o n c ise . P ith y  a n d  P o in te d .

A  falling tree killed a man at Minden a 
few  days ago.

Five hundred additional constables are 
wanted iu Montreal.

A  W alkerton J .P . is on trial for threaten
ing to shoot a bailiff.

l.o nil on Township lias backed down on 
the toll-gate question.

There are 7!>,000 bushels of grain in store 
in Kingston, awaiting shipment in tiie 
spring.

A  young man was killed at Port Hope re
cently by the falling of an elevator in a 
brewery.

The trial of O R iu rke, the Burlington 
murderer, w ill take place a t M ilton 011 the 
20th of March.

The W orld ’s Fair Committee at Niagara 
Falls have had another meeting, and a pros
pectus is to  be issued.

A  colored minister at London is charged 
w ith being a forger, fraud, bigamist, liar and 
unblushing hypocrite, in a daily news
paper.

The Montreal Herald Company is suing 
the C ity  and D istrict Telegraph Company for 
non-delivery of a despatch. Damages are 
laid at §2 ,0 00.

Mr. W . Bowden contests the payment of 
the last dividend of the Mechanics’ Bank on 
the ground th at he has a  claim against tlie 
bank for § 10 ,0 0 0 damages.

The Quebec B ar is making loud demands 
upon the Government for justice in the 
m atter of appointments to the Bench, ai d 
are likely to give trouble 011 this point.

A t  the Eastern Ontario D airym an’s con
vention a letter was read from the Consul- 
General for Brazil, drawing tho attention of 
butter and cheese-makers to th at country.

The action of the M ayor of H alifax in in
ference to the breach ofth e  quarantine regu
lations at that port by the captain of tlie 
Peruvian has been sustained by the authori
ties at Ottawa.

The shareholders of the Asbestos M ining 
and M anufacturing Company of Canada met 
a t Quebec yesterday, and proceeded to or
ganize. The factory w ill be built cither at 
Quebec or at Levis.

UNITED STATES.

No change in G uiteau’s condition is ob
servable.

A  line of steamers to make 500 miies a 
day is to run from Monuluk to Milford 
Haven.

Thos. McDonnell, who kicked to death his 
mistress, M aggy Donnelly, at New Y o rk , 
was sentenced for life recently.

Orrin C. Thomas, who was recently ar
rested as one of the parties to the grave rob
bery at Buffalo has been acquitted.

Chief Justice Carter, who intended to re
tire from the Bench in April, w ill sit at tiie 
A p ril term of the Court in banc, a t which 
the Guiteau appeal w ill be heard.

Charles Hing, Chinaman, was hanged ye s
terday for the murder of A h Lick in Nevada. 
W hen the trap was sprung the condemned 
man fell w ith a scream, which was cut short 
by the dislocation of his neck.

A  smallpox patient in tho Buffalo pest- 
house escaped from th at institution at a late 
hour 011 W ednesday night by  jum ping out 
through one of the windows, which lie forced 
open. He has not been recaptured.

GENERAL.

The News denies the Queen’s proposed 
visit to Mentone is necessitated by failing 
health.

Russia w ill not recall this year any vessels 
from the Pacific, but w ill despatch thither 
tw o more frigates.

Russia’s Panslavist intrigues in the Balkan 
peninsula, arc engaging the attention of the 
Berlin Government.

Twenty-seven lives have been lost by the 
1 foundering of a British steamer bound from 

Odessa to London.

Berthold Auberbach, the celebrated G er
man novelist,died at Cannes 011 W ednesday, 
in the 70th year of his age.

Three panslavist agitators from Russia 
were arrested at Jaroslaw. Rutherian cathe
dral has been searched by the police.

The disaffection in Jamaica is reported to 
be increasing, owing to the unpopularity of 
the criminal code and recent increase of ta x 
ation.

Mr. Gladstone has announced his inten
tion of dealing during the present session 
w ith the county franchise and the land sys
tem in England.

M r. Stillman, a correspondent of the Lon
don Times in Turkey, and form erly U nited 
States consul in Crete, lias been murdered 
by Arnauts in Albania.

I t  is declared iu official circles that there 
has been 110 communication between G er
many and Russia relative to the speech of 
Skeoloff in favor of panslavism.

T he British ship Atmosphere, Capt. 
Johnson, from Liverpool for Valparaiso, has 
been sunk in a collision off Pernambuco. 
A ll the crew except the steward were 
saved.

A t  a meeting of the C arlist Pilgrim  Com
m ittee it was resolved to consult the Vatican 
in consequence of the letters of the Spanish 
Bishops disapproving of the Com mittee’;, 
action.

N atives burned the town of Focerioarial, 
011 the W est coast of Africa, and plundered 
the British and French factories. Several 
owners and clerks are missing, and it is 
feared were killed.

A g r ic u lt u r a l  Note.

A  rural subscriber wants to know if it 
makes any difference in the lastingness of 
fcnce-posts w hether you set them “ top-end 
up, ”  or the same w ay the trees grow, or 
“ top-end down9” N o t a  bit. A  fence-post 
w ill last just as long set “ top-end up” or 
“ top-end down.” In  setting a hen, however 
there is a vital importance in this distinction 
which the careful poulterer w ill do w isely 
to observe.

T he new Egyptian M inistry lias hurled de
fiance a t England and France by declaring 
th at it  w ill resist any attem pt by the Euro
pean financial comptrollers to interfere in the 
internal development of the country.

Considerable excitement has been caused 
in Berlin by the decision of a  m ilitary tr i
bunal, freeing from blame a sentinel, amem- 
ber of the guards, for shooting, while on 
duty, tw o boys dead and wounding a  third 
for teasing him.


