A WOLF IN

THE FOLD.

A DOMESTIC STORY WITH A MORAL.
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As tlu*. shadows of the gloomy March
evening deepened, Alida lighted the lamp
and was then a little surprised to hear a
knock at tin*, door. No presentiment of
trouble crossed her mind ; she merely
thought that one of her neighbors on the
lower lloors had stepped up to borrow some-
thing.

“ Come in,” she cried, as s
mshade of the lamp.

A tall, thin, pale woman entered, carry-
ing a child that was partly hidden by a thin
shawl, their only outer protection against
the chill winds which had been blustering
all day. Alida looked at the stranger in

uiringl‘\; andnkindly, ex?ecting an appeall
or charity, 'ihe woman'sank into a chair
as if exhausted and fixed r dark hollew
eyes on Mrs. Ostrom. She appeared con-
sumed by a terrible curiosity.

Alida wondered at the strange chill of ap-
prehension with which she encountered thin

Yiusted the

the woman, as if at last stung by fury. “ 1
see that you both hope to get through this
affair with a little high tragedy, then escape
and come together again in some other hid-
ing place’. As for this creature, she can go
where she pleases, after hearing the truth ;
but you, Henry Ferguson, have got to do
your duty by me and your child or go to
prison. Let me tell you, miss, that this man
was also married t« me by aminister. | have
ngl}q/ cegtifica%" 7nd can produce witnesses.
There's one little point you 11 do weli to con
aider,” she continued in bitter sarcasm, “ he
married me first, | suppose you are not so
young and innocent as not to know where
this fact places you. He courted and won
me as other girls are courted and married.
He promjsed me all thaf he ever promis
mou. en, whep ost m%.rosy cheeks
‘when I became sick and feeble from chil
bearing, he deserted me and left me almost
>penniless. You needn’t think you will have
}to take my word for this, i have proof
~enough.—And now, Henry Ferguson, I've
'a few words for you and then you must take

gaze. It was so intent, so searching, )_/et :your choice. You can’'t escape. land my
-so utterly devoid of a trace of good-will. gy o\ pve tracked you here. You can't
y-ost;e jan gently, Can I do anything for bleave these rooms without going to prison,

For a moment or two longer there was no
response other than the cold, questioning
escrutiny, as if, instead of a sweet faced wo-
nan, something monstrously unnatural was
present. At last, in slow, icy utterance,
came the words, “ So you are - her."

“ Is the woman insane ?” thought Alida.

fWhy does she look at me so? Oh, that
Wilson would come ! I'm sorry for you, my
good woman," she began, kindly. “ You

are labouring under some mistake. My hus-
band"—
Yeur husband !” exclaimed the stranger

with an indescribable accent of scorn and 1

reproach.

Yes,” replied Alida with quiet dignity.
1 My husband will be home soon and lie
A-ill protect me. You have no right to en-
-er my rooms and act as you do. If you
-ire sick and in trouble, I and my husband

“ Please tell me,
.your husband ?”

“ i> lawtul marriage, by my pastor.”

" We’'ll soon see how lawful it was,” re-
plied the woman, with abitter laugh. “1'd
like you to tell me how often a man can be
ii arried lawfully.”

“ What do you mean ?" cried Alida, with

sudden flash in her blue eyes. Then, asif
reproaching herself, she added Kkindly,
“ Pardon me. | see you are not well. You
do not realize what you are saying or where
you are. Take a seat nearer the fire, and
when Mr. Ostrom comes from his work he

take you to your friends.”

All the while she was speaking the wo-
man regarded her with a hard, stony gaze ;
then replied, coldly and decisively, “ You
are wrong, miss” —how that title grated on
Alida’s ears!—*“ 1 am neither insane nor
drunk. Ido know what 1 am saying and
where I ant. Yon are playing a bold game
or else you have been deceived, and very
easily deceived too. They say some women
mare so eager to get married that they ask no
juestions, but jump at the first chance.
Whether deceived or deceiving, it doesn't
natter now. But you and he shall learn
*hat there is a law in the land which will

miss, how he became

proti' an honest woman in her sacred
ts. You needn’'t look so shocked and
ildered. You are not ayoung, giddy
if 1 may judge from your face. What

eould you expect whei you took up
-vitii a stranger you knew' nothinir about
Oo you know that likenes:s and she drew
xYotn her bosom a daguerreotype.K
Alida waved it way as siie said indignant
iy, “ 1 won't believe ill of my husband.

“ No, Miss,” interrupted the woman,
sternly, “ you are right for once. You
won't indeed believe ill of your husband,
«t you'll have to believe ill of minx. There’s
jo use of your putting on such airs any
longer. No matter how rash and silly you
may have been, if you have a spark of hon-
esty you'll be open to proof. If you and he
to brazen it out the law will open both
Look at that likeness, look at
:letters ; and | have other proof and
witnesses which can’'t be disputed. The
name of the man you are living with is not
Wilson Ostrom. His name is Henry Fe -
guson. | am Mrs. Ferguson, and | have my
.narriage certificate, and what! are you
going to faint? Well, lean wait till you
recover and till he comes,” and she coolly
sat down again.

Alida had glanced at the proofs which the
woman had thrust into her hands, then
staggered back to a lounge that stood near.
She might have fainted, but at that awful
moment she heard a familiar step on the
stairs. She was facing the door the ter-
‘ible stranger sat at one side, with her back
‘towards it.

When Ostrom entered he first saw Lida
looking pale and ill. He hastened towards
her exclaiming, “Why Lida, dear, what is
the matter ? Are you sick !”

Instinctively she sprang to his arms, cry-
ing, “Oh, thank God !you've come. Take
iway this awful woman.”

“ Yes, Henry Ferguson, it's very proper
you should take me away from a place like
this.”

As the. man who had called himself W
son Ostrom heard that voice he trembled
like an aspen ; his clasp of Alida relaxed,
his arms dropped to his side and, as he sunk
into a chair and covered his face with his
hands, he groaned, “ Lost.”

“ Found out, you mean,” was the woman'’s
reply.

Step by step, with horror-stricken eyes,
Alida retreated from the man to whose pro-
toction and embrace she had flown. “ Then
it's true ?” she said in a horse whisper.

He was speechless.

“ You are wilfully blind now, miss, if you
don’t see it's true,” was the stranger's bit-
;ng comirent.

Paying no heed to her, Alida’'s eye rested
mn the man whom she believed to be her
husband. She took an irresolute step to-
wards him. “ Speak, Wilson,” she cried.

2 gave you my whole faith, and no one
shall destroy it but yourself. Speak, ex-
plain, show me that there's some horrible
mistake.

your

“ Lid; aid the man, lifting his blood-
mess fae. cif you knew all the ,irenm-
stances”

I You'd be taken at the door. But | give you
tone more chance. If you will promise be-
jfore Cod to do your duty by me and your
Ichild, I'll forgive you as far as a wronged
woman can forgive. Neither | or my brother
will take proceedings against you. What
this woman will do I don't know. If she
prosecutes you, and you are true to me, I'll
stand by you, but | won’'t stand another
false step or a false word from you.”

Ferguson had again sunk into his chair,
buried his face in his hands and sat trem-
ibling and speechless. Never for an instant
had Alida taken her eyes from him ; and
now with a long wailing cry, she exclaimed,
“ Thank God, thank God ! mother’'s dead.”
This was now her best consolation. She
rushed into her bed-chamber, and a moment
later came out, wearing her hat and cloak.
Ferguson started up and was about to speak,
but she silenced him by a gesture, and her
tones were sad and stern as she said, “ Mr.
Ferguson, from your own manner more
truly than from this woman, | learn the
truth. You took advantage of my misfor-
tunes, my sorrow and friendlessness to de-
ceive me. You know how false are your
wife's words about my eagerness to be de-
ceived and married. But you have nothing
to fear from me. | shall not prosecute you,
as she suggests, and | charge you before
Go:l to do your duty by your wife and child
and never to speak to me again.” Turning,
she hastened toward the door.

“ Where are you going ?” Ferguson ex-
claimed, seeking to intercept her.

She waved him oil. “ 1 don't know,”
she replied. “ I've no right to be here,”
and she fled down the stairway and out into
the darkness.

The child had not wakened. It was well
that it had not looked upon such a scene
even in utter ignorance of its meaning.

v

CHAPTER VIIl.—Holcroft's View
Matrimony.

Holcroft was indeed very lonely as he
drove through the bare March fields and
let ess woods on his way to town. The

had clouded again, like his prospects,
and he had the dreary sense of desolation
whi. «h overwhelms a quiet, domestic man
feels that his home and all to which he
dim; lipping from him. His lot was
ihai nough at best and he had a bitter
sense of being imposed upon and wronged
by Lemuel Weeks. It was now evident
enough that the widow and her daughter
had been an intolerable burden to his neigh-
bor who had taken advantage of his need
and induced him to assume the burden
through false representations. To aman of
Holcroft’'s simple, straightforward nature,
any phase of trickery was intensely repug-
nant, and the fact that he had been over-
reached in a matter relating tojhis dearest
hopes galled him to the quick. He possess-
ed the strong, common sense of his class;
1lis wife had been like him in this respect
jand her influence had intensified the trait.
j Queer people with abnormal manners ex
cited his intense aversion. The most char-
itable view that he could take of Mrs.
Mumpson was that her mind -such as she
had was unbalanced, that it was an im-
possibility for her to see any subject or duty
in a sensible light or its right proportions.
Her course, so prejudicial to her own in-
terests, and her incessant and stilted talk,
were proof to Ins mind of a certain degree
of insanity, and he had heard that people in
this condition often united to their unnatu-
ral ways, a wonderful degree of cunning.
Her child was almost as uncanny as herself
and gave him a shivering sense of discom-
"fort whenever he caught her small, greenish
leyes fixed upon him.

“ Yet she’'ll bethe only one who'll earn
mher salt. |1 don't see how I'm going to stand
%m,—1 don't, indeed, but suppose I'll have

or

to for three months, or else sell out and
clear out.”

By the time he reached town, a cold rain
had set in. He went at once to the intelli-
gence oflice, but could obtain no girl for
Mrs. Mumpson to “ superintend,” nor any

certain promise of one. He did not much
care, for he felt that the new plan was not
going to work. Having bartered all his
ieggs for groceries, he sold the old stove and
jbought a new one, then drew from the
:bank a little ready money. Since his butter
jwas so inferior, he toek it to his friend Tom
jWatterly, the keeper of the poor-house.
j Prosperous Tom slapped his old friend on
the back and said, “ You look awfully glum
land chop-fallen, Jim. Come, now, don't
jlook at the world as if it were made of tar,
pitch, and turpentine. | know your luck’s
been hard, but you made it a sight harder
by being so set in all your ways. You think
jthere's no place to live on God's earth but
Ithat old up-and-down-hill farm of yours that
I wouldn't take as a gift.  Why man alive.
ithere’'s a dozen things you can turn your
hand to ; but if you will stay there, di
,other men do. Pick out a smart, handy
woman that can make butter yaller as gold,
and not such liinpsey slimsy, ghostly look-
ing stuff'as you've brought me. Bein'it's

bread and milk and keep my farm than
make money anywhere else. | guess I'll
have to give it all up, though, and pull out,
but it's like rooting up one of the old oaks
in the meadow lot. The factis, Tom, I've
been fooled into one of the worst scrapes
I've got into yet.”

“ i see how it ia,” said Tom, heartily and
complacently, “ you want a practical fore-
Isighted man to talk straight at you for an
i hour or two and clear up the fog you're in.
You study and brood over little things out
there alone until they seem mountains which
you can’'t get over nohow, when, if you'd
lake one good ,u up out, they'd be behind
you. Now, you've got to stay and take a
bite with me, and then we'll light our pipes
and untangle this snarl. No Hacking out.
I can do you more good than all the preach-
ing you ever heard. -Hey, there, Bill,”
shouting to one of the paupers who Mas de-
taih d for such work, “ take this team to
the barn and fed 'em.—Come in, come in,
old feller. You'll find that Tom Watterly
alius has a snack and a good word for an
old crony.”

Holcroft was easily persuaded, for he felt
the need of cheer, and he looked up to Torn
asa very sagacious, practical man. So he
said, “ Perhaps you can see further into a
millstone than I can, and if you can show
me a way out of my difficulties you 11 be a
friend sure enough.”

“ Why of course I can. Your difficulties
are all here and there,” torching his bullet
head and the region of his heart. “ There

jain't no great difficulties in fact, but, after
jyou've brooded out there a week or two
lalone, you think your caught as fast as if
jyou were in a bear-trap.— Here, Angy,” ad-
jdressing his wife, “ I've coaxed Holcroft to
jtake supper with us. You can hurry it up
ja little, can’t you ?'*
I Mrs. Watterly gave their guest a cold,
ilimp hand and a rather frigid welcome.
]1But this did not disconcert him. * It's
only her way,” he had always thought.
m“ She looks after her husband’s interests as
Imine did for me, and she don’'t talk him to
Ideath.”
j This thought, in the main, summed up
I Mrs. Watterly's best traits. She was a
;commonplace, narrow, selfish woman, whose
character is not worth sketching. Tom
stood a little in fear of her, and was usually
jcareful not to impose extra tasks, but since
1she helped him to save and get ahead, he
Iregarded her as a model wife.
Holcroft shared in his opinion and sighed
|deeply as he sat down to supper. “ Ah,
iTom,” he said, “you're alucky man. \ou've
1got a wife that keeps everything indoors up
Jto the mark, and gives you a chance to at-
\tend to your own proper business. That's
Jtho way it was with mine. | never knew
:what a lop sided, helpless creature a man
was uutil 1was left alone. You and | were
:lucky in getting the women we did, but
twhen my partner left me, she took all the
luck with her. That ain't the worst. She
jtook what's more than luck and money and
1everything. | seemed to lose with her my
grit and interest in most things. I1t'll seem
jfoolishness to you, but 1 can’t take comfort
jin anything much except working that obi
ifarm that I've worked and played on ever
since I can remember anything. You're
not one of those fools, Tom, that have to
learn from their own experience. Take a
bit from mine, and be good to your wife
while you can. 1'd give ali I'm worth—1
know that aint much —if I could say some
things to my wife and do some things for
her that 1 didn't do.”

Holcroft spoke in the simplicity of a full

and remorseful

propitiated Mrs. Watterly in no small de-
gree. Indeed, she felt that he had quite re-
paid her for his entertainment, and the!

jcuously.

jthought a good deal about
<when it comes to the point oj acting | find |
Jcan't doit.”

heart, but lie unconsciously i

fellow like m\ Another difficulty; sup-
posing she would, suppose she looked me
square in the eyes and said, ‘ So you truly
wmi; a wife V what in thunder would | say
then ? | don't want a wife, | want a house-
keeper, a butter-maker, one that would
look after my interests as if they were her
own ; and if J could hire a woman, that
would do what I wish, I'd never think of
mairying. 1cant tell a woman that | love
her when | don't. If I wentto a minister
with a woman, 1'd be deceiving him, and
deceiving her and perjuring myself promis-
| married once according to law
and gospel an I | was married through and

I'through, and 1 can’t do the tiling over again
jin any way that would seem like marrying
|at all.
tand wishing that the woman who sat on the
I't'other side of the stove was my first wife !
ivet |
jthan breathing.
Ichance of my *ucceeding |
|thing square or honest in my going out and
jhunting up a wife as a mere matter of busi-
I've |
it myself, but’

The idea of me witting by the fire

couldn’'t help doing this any more
Kven if there was any
can't see any

ness. | know other people do it and

The two men now withdrew from the
table to the fireside and lighted their pipes.
Mrs. Watterly stepped out for a moment,
and Tom, looking over his shoulder to make
sure she was out of ear-shot, said under his
breath, “ But suppose you found a woman
that you could love and obey, and all that?”

“ Oh, of course, that would make every-
thing different. | wouldn’'t begin with a
lie then, and | know enough of my wife to
feel sure that she wouldn’'t be a sort of dog
in the manger after she was dead. She was
one of those good souls that if she could
speak her mind this minute she would say,
‘James, what's best and right for you is
best and right.” But it's just because she
was such a good wife that |l know there's
no use of trying to put any one in her place.
Where on earth could 1 find anybody, and
how could we get accquainted so that we'd
know any thing about each other? No, |
must just scratch along for a short time as
things are and be on the lookout to sell or
rent.”

Tom smoked meditatively for a few min-
utes, and then remarked, “ | guess that's
your best way out.”

“ 1t ain't an easy way, either,” said Hol-
croft. “ Finding a purchaser or tenant for
a farm like mine is almost as hard as find-
ing a wife. Then, as | feel, leaving my
place is next to leaving the world.”

Tom shook his head ruefully and admit
ted, “ I declare, .Jim, when a feller comes to
think it all over, your are in a bad fix, espe-
cially as you feel. | thought | could talk you
over into practical, commonsense in no time.
It's easy enough, when one don’'t know all
the bearin’s of a case, to think carelessly,
‘Oh, he ain’'t as bad oil’as he thinks he is.
He can do this and that and the t’other
thing.” But when you come to look it all
over, you find he can’t, except at a big loss.
Of course, you can give away your farm on
which you were doing well and getting
ahead, though how you did it, 1 don't see.
You'd have to give it away if you forced a
sale, and where on earth you'll find atenant
who'll pay anything worth considering—
but there's no use of croaking. 1 wish 1
could help you, old feller. By jocks ! ! be-
lieve I can. There's an old woman here
who s right smart and handy when she can't
get her bottle filled. 1| believe she'd be
glad to go with you, for she don't like our
board and lodging over much.”

“ Do you think she'd go to-night?”

“ Oh, yes, guessso. A little cold water'll
be agood change for her.”

Mrs. Wigg’'n-; was seen, and, feeling that

usually taciturn woman seconded his re- jany change would be for the better, readily

marks with great emphasis.
“ Well now, Angy,” said Tom,

most women-folks.
your teeth and go your own
Now, own up, don't I 7

resumed Holcroft. “ You and I

jog mostly. |have thawed a lump of ice, he said

agreed to go for very moderate wages.

form and heavier face, but felt that it was
Squeezing Mrs. Wat-
linrp hand in a way that would
“ good-

by and then declaring that he would rather

*hat wasn't my meaning, exactly Tom,” !do his own harnessing for a night ride, he
could well iwent out into the storm.

Tom put on his

affoid to let our wives take their own jog, jrubber coat and went to the barn with his

for they alwrys jogged steady and faithful ;

friend, towards whom he cherished honest

and didn’t need any urging and guiding. ;good-will.

Buteven a dumb critter

likes a good word \

“ By jocks !” he ejaculated, sympatheti-

now and then and a little patting on the jcally, “ but you have hard lines, Jim. What

back. It doesn't cost us anything and does
them a sight of good. But we kind of let
the chances slip by and forget about it
until like enough it's too late.”

“ Well,” replied Tom, with a deprecatory
look at his wife, “ Angy don’t take to pet-
tin' very much. She thinks it's a kind of
foolishness for such middle-aged people as
we're getting to be.”

A husband can show 1lis consideration
without blarneying,” remarked Mrs. Wat-
terly, coldly. “ When a man takes on in
that way, you may be sure he wants some-
thing extra to pay for it.”

After a little thought, Holcroft said, “ |
guess it'sa good way to pay for it between
husband and wife.”

“ Look here, Jim, since your so well up
on the matrimonial question, why in thunder
don’t you marry again ? That would settle
all your difficulties,” and Tom looked at
his friend with a sort of wonder that he
should hesitate to take this practical, sen-
sible course.

“ It's very easy for you to say, ‘Why
don’t you marry again? If you were in my
place you'd see that there are things in the
way of marrying for the sake of having a
good butter-maker and all that kind of
thing.”

“ Mr. Watterly wouldn’t be long in com-
forting himself,” remarked nis wife. “His
advice to you makes the course he'd take
mighty clear.”

“ Now, Angy,” said Tom, reproachfully.
“ Well.” he added, with a grin, “ you're
forewarned. So you've only to take care of
yourself And not give me a chance.”

“ The trouble is,” Holcroft resumed, “ |
don’t see how an honest man is going to com-
fort himself unless it all comes about in some
natural sort of way. | suppose there are
people who can marry over and over again,
just as easy as they’ll roll off alog. It ain’t
for me to judge ’'em, and 1 don’'t under-
stand how they do it. You are a very
I practical man, Tom, but just you put your

jself in my shoes and see what you'd do. In
' the first place, | don’'t know of a woman in
Ithe world that 1'd think of marrying,
i That's saying nothing against the wo-

I'men, there’s lots too good for me, but1
don’'t know 'em and | can’'t go round and
ihunt 'em up. Even if | could, with my

you. I'll take it and give you as much for it !shy, awkward ways, | wouldn't feel half so
an 1'd pay for better, but you can’t run your |nervous starting out on a bear hunt. Here’s

in thunder would 1| do with two such widdy
women to look after my house il

(TO rK CONTINUED.)

fox<;er-nail 13im)\tbxs.

iiis That Show the Tempes ami Dispo.ni*
lion of PeojsJe.

He who has white spots on his nails is
fond of the society of ladies, but is fickle in
his attachments. He who keeps them well
rounded at the ti]) isa proud man. He
whose nails are detached from the finger at
the further extremities , and when cut show-
ing a larger proportion of the finger than
usual, ought never to get married, as it
would be a wonder if he were master in his
own house, for short nails betoken pa-
tience, good nature, and, above all, resigna-
tion under severe trials.

Nails which remain long after being cut
level with the finger end are a sign of gener-
osity. Transparent nails with light red
mark a cheerful, gentle, and amiable dis-

i position. Lovers with transparent nails
jusually carry their passion to the verge of
Imadness. If you come across a man with

long and pointed nails you may take it foi
granted that he is either a player of tho
guitar, a tailor, or an attorney.

He who keeps his nails somewhat long,
round, and tipped with black is a romantic
poet Any one having the nail of his left
thumb all streaked, as though it had been
stained with snufT, is sure to be a school-
master. Thick nails indicate obstinacy and
ill-nature. Ho whose nails are dirty all
over is a recluse, a philosopher, a composi-
tor, or adyer. A man with yellow nails is
one who indulges in every species of vice,
that of smoking being the most predom-
inant. Be careful not to confound with
these such as are iu the habit of peeling
their oranges without a knife.

The owner of very round and smooth nails
is of a peaceable and conciliatory disposi-
tion. He who has the nail of his right
thumb slightly notched is a regular glutton,
even nibbling at himself, as, when having
nothing eatable at hand, he falls to bitin.
his own finger-nails. And, lastly, he who
keeps his nailsirregularly cut is hasty and
determined. Men who have not the pa-
tience to cut their nails properly generally
come to grief ; most of them commit suicide

Hol- ;
if you icroft looked dubiously at the woman's heavy
averaged up husbands in these parts | guess ;
you'd find you were faring rather better than j the best he could do.
I letyou take the bit in jterly’'scold,

J

old ranch in this fashion.”
“ 1 know it, Tom,” replied Holcroft, rue-
fully. “ I'm all at sea ; but, as you say,

jdifli‘-ulty right at the beginning. Suppos-
ing ! found a nice, sensible woman, such as
j 1I'd be willing to marry, there isn't one

or get married. We advise the fair sex to
lkeep their eyes on the nails of intended
|husbands if they are to look for happiness

“ She :ihall know them !” half shrieked I'm setin my ways, and I'd rather live on fchance in a hundred she'd look at an old jin their wedded life.

THE WAR CLOUD.

IBoulant(jkii's Popularity W ith the Pe@—
iTk—M ovkmknts Or Frkn!h Troops
in Algiers —Sensklkss Aitack on

German W omen.

London, Feb. 23.—The Post's Paris cor-
respondentwrites :—*“ A deceptive calm fol-
lowed your recent article referring to Ceta.
Boulanger, but he is now more powerful
I'than ever. Kven his former opponents are
turning toward him as the rising sun, find-
ing it impossible to struggle against the
growing popularity of a man who is regard-
ed by the masses as a long-expected libera
tor. The whole country is anxious for ‘re
vanclie," and is arming silently, but witii
evident belief that the hour is coming.”

ASSAILING (;ERMAN W)A UN

The Post adds an extract from an article
in the Paris Pi*/aro, signed by Scholl, imput-
ing the grossest immorality to German wo-
imen. This will raise a storm of indignant
protest in Germany.

ARRANGEMENTS FOR MOBILIZATION*,

i Berlin, Feb. *23 -The Munich Alijemi&iw’.
|Zeituny announces that the railway commis-
;sion will hold a conference on the 14th inst.
jat Wiesbaden to consider arrangements in
jthe event of the mobilization oi the troops.

EXCITING NEWS FROM ALGIERS.

Advices from Algiers, published in the
; Kreuz Zeitumj, have caused much excite-
Jment here. 'The despatches say a number
jof generals and staff-officers have left Algeria
ito assume commands in France ; that four
jbattalions of the Twelfth Army corps sta-
Jtioned in Algeria have been ordered to hold
themselves in readiness to embark, and that
preparations are being made at the different
ports to expedite the shipment of troops.
Territorial troops, the despatches say, arc
to take the place of battalions leaving Al-
geria.
AUSTRIA URGED TO STRIKK THE FIRST I11LOW.

Pesth, Feb. 23.—The Buda Pesth Jour-
nal urges Austria to attack Russia before
the latter has completed her preparations
on the lower Danube. Itsays: “ War is
inevitable, an 1it is better to begin fighting
before the Bi Ilkan States have been Rus-
sianized.  Ai stria would trlius secure an al-
lianee with servia and Bu garia, giving her
100,000 additional troops.

sKTERSBURG.
ih b. 25.— New s from St. Peters-
burg says :— #ears of a K iropean war pre-
vail. It is at nounced th*t German colon-
ists in tlie Gaucasus have been notified to
hold themseh es in readi less to return to
Germany and join the reserves.

N ALARMIsTSs.

Paris, Feb. 25 Metz advices say Ger-
man officials have done their best to spread
alarm. Director Kries set the example by
buying a quantity of provisions. The town

jwas immediately inundated with peasants
joffering enormous quantities of corn, pout-
I'try and potatoes at ridiculously low prices.
I Hundreds of labourers have been engaged to
Jstrengthen the forts.

OBLIGATORY MILITARY SERVICE.

; Pirussels, Feb. 13.—The Ministry will

jprobably make the adoption of obligatory

Imilitary service a Cabinet question.
RF.LGIUM ARMING.

It isannounced that all the forts in Bel-
gium along the frontier of France have ve-
eeived complete .war armament. Prepara-
tions have been carried to the extent of
mobilizing the troops. King Leopold will
Ibe commander-in-chief of the Belgian forces,
Jwith Gen. Brialmont as chief of staff.
|The Count of Flanders, brother of the King,
iwill command the first anny corps and Gen.
i Vandersmissen the second,

MOVEMENTS OK GERMAN TROOPS.

! There is a constant movement of troops
between Metz and ports on the frontier of
Luxemburg.

London, Feb. 20.— Paris papers continue
to publish details of the movements of Ger-
man troops in Alsace, vouching for the ac-
curacy of their statements.

I'RINCE BISMARCK REVIEWS THE SITUATION.

The Post says that in reply to an enquiry
by Pcputy Kynern in the Landtag, as to
whether war was probable, Prince Bismarck
said : “ You know quite as much as | do.
We live in a state of peace ; but look at the
French preparations, at the building of
barracks; at the position of Gen. Bou-
langer ; at the constantoutcry of the French
Patriotic League during sixteen years, and
then consider what we have to fear from
France.” The Post recommends the Ger-
mans who desire to know the position of the
French frontier to study the map prepared
at Wurtemburg by Major Troltsch and pub
lished at Stuttgart, which shows that be-
tween Paris and the eastern frontier the
troops of the line, combined with the present
reserves, form an effective force of 000,00#
men, which force can be tripled in a few
days.

London,

BUSINESS AT A STANDSTILL.

A leading manufacturer at Elberfeld de-
clares that business is at a standstill there
owing to the fears of a French attack upon
<Jermany.

STRENGTHKN ING CADIZ.

Madrid, Feb. 20.—A large number of
men are employed in strengthening the for-
tifications of Cadiz.

NATURAL HISTORY™*

The Wolf anti Mis Ways IHhci Hm hy the
“ Free I*res*” Nan.

There are three or four countries in thia
world not inhabited by wolves, but it may
be truthfully said that they do not amount
to much. The wolf was probably created
soon after man, and is one of the first ani-
mals mentioned after the world got her
axle greased and got the word to go. In his
wild state his sole object is to get three
square meals a day, and he isn't a bit par
ticular whether he lunches on an old mule
or ayoung Countess. When domesticated
he can be taught several tricks, one of ".vhicl*
is eating up the family baby at the firstcp
portunity.

The wolf is not as brave as the lion, but
he manages to get in his work for 305 days
in the year just the same, and it is a cold
day when anything good to eat gets away
from him. There are more wolves in Russia
than in any other country. This is b<

j the Czar never gets time to go cninnmy: for
anything but Nihilists. Sometimes, when
jscalloped oysters and lobster salad are
jscarce, the wolves will band together and
pursue a sleighing party. If they can't be
driven off the occupants of the sleigh throw
each other out as offerings, and if one is
lucky to escape the newspapers call hii» a
hero and the Czar gives him a medal.



