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AP  an end shall come in 1881,
The her Shipton in the celebrated
. P
Bosays Yo ring her name, which has
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ttention all over the English.
iworld, and has obtained
it
nt eg rophecy
C P‘:Ph'o, at all, {m? the
stion a London Bohemian

¥ pretended that it dated back from the
senth century. Whether this allega-
fn be true Or not, certain it is that the
»d between 1881 and 1887 has long been
as & time full of awful "ﬁiﬂ
cance, whether of goed or evil. The hor-
mons, & portion of the B iritualists, the
BSecond Adventists and others, hold that

the millenium is near at hand, and man
in placing it between 1879 and 1887.

Al

But the prophecies of evil seem by far the | Making

most abundant. Astrologers, wizards and
soothsayers have concentrated all manner
of sinister predictions upon the year 1881,

y ure supersti us, regard the year

with more or less anxious expectation and |

dread.

[]

PROPHECIES OF EVIL.

The prognostigations of evil take all]

,manner of forms and shapes, and are bai
upon all conceivable kinds of calculation.
People were called upon, some yoars &go,
too what was called the m]shat-in

bolism of the great pyramid of Egypt.

_Prof. Piazzi Bmith, the English astronomer,

contended that they were not only me-

He t his scholars the rule of three,

Wri and reading, and history, 00 ;
He took little ones upon his knee, -
For a kind old hmthn!j! breast he,

And the wants of littlest child he knew ;
“Learn while you're young," he often said,

% is mueh to “rm down here below.
@ for the li and for the dead "
Baid the jolly old pedagogue,long ago.

ith stupidest boys he was kind and cool,

Bpeaking only in ntlest tones ;
he rod was own in his school—

Whipping to was a barbarous rule,

And too hard work for the poor old bones,
El-uldu it was painful, he sometimes said ;

We should makelife pleasant down here below
The living need charity more than the dead,
« Baid the jolly old [Dl{l.ﬂ‘lﬂ. long ago.

He lived in the house h{nthn hawthorne lane,
With rosesand woodbine over the door ;
His rooms were quiet, and neat, and plain,
But a spirit of co there held reign,
And made him forget he was old and poor.
“ I need se little,” he often
“ And my friends and my relatives here below,
Won't litigate over me when I am dead.”

But the pleasantess time that he had, of all,
Were the sociable hours he Mhﬁ;-rllﬂ.
With his chair tipped back tos neighbor's wall,
an unceremonious call,
Over the pipe and friendly glass.
This was the finest pleasure he uid._

Of the many he tasted here below
“Who has nu{runiu he had better Po dead! ™

&

<

and mplﬂ who are %o swilling to admit| Baid the jolly old pedagogue, long ago.

Then the jolly ald pod.laoq::ﬂ's wrinkled face
Melted -jll u";ﬂr in sunshiny smiles ;
He stirred his glass with an old-school grace,
Ghuckled and sipped and prattled apace,
Till the house merry from cellar to tilea
“I'm s protty old man.” o fo hevo below
“1 have ong while H
But m hamngﬁrmhu?! my youth has fled!”
Said the jolly old pedagogue, long ago.

He smoked his pipe in the balmy air,

Every night when the sun went down,
Whilst the soft wind played in his silvery hair,
Leaving its tender kisses thero

. On the jolly old @'s jolly old crown ;
e e ystem . of  weights and | OPho 1Y OB ORICE Andsaid,

that the channels of the pyramids repre-

and thus indicated events still to come.
B with a proposition that an inch
represents a year, it was clearly reasoned
out by many that not only was the birth
of Christ foretold, but the date of the year

in history, |

“ "Twas a glorious world down here below ;
Why wait for happiness till we mye dead ?"
Baid the jolly old pedagogue, long ago.

He sat at the door one midsummer night,
After the sun had sunk in the west,
And thel beams of rolden light
While 1‘? odorons night-wind whispered
Gently, gently he bowed his head,
There were angels waiting for him, I know;
He was sure of happiness, living or dead,

given at which Moses received . his first
command to take the children of Israel out
of Egypt.
“#AE PYRAMIDS AND CHRONOLOGY.
Mr: Thomas Wilson, of Chicago, it is said,

recengly develo a geometrical relation of
the i tI:a chronology, by which a

 pum of remarkable dates were corre-

lated by triangulation. Dr. Everett W.
Fish, nﬁi?Hﬂw York city, in a recent book on
the

Pyramids, holds that the impending |

This jolly old pedagogue, long ago! :
—GEORGE Am
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AGAINST THE LAW.

A Novel—By Dora Russell.]
CHAPTER 1.
. MONEY
In theschool-room of Bridgenorth House,

wall at the south end_of the grand gallery | in Midlandshire, about half-past 9 o'clock
in the interior of the Pyramid and the|one December evening. the wearied gover-
narrow passage beyond, sythbolizes the en- | ness of the family sat down with & heavy
closure of the present epoch and the end of | sjgh, feeling that for that day, at least, her

the age, tho not of the world. * The

of the passage out of the grand

M he says, “signifies great tribu-

tion to fall upon the earth from 1881-2 to

1886. As this1s the age of the great plane-

tary perihelia, the probabilities of its cox-
rect prophecies are startling indeed.”

PLANETAEY DISTURBANCE.

The last sentence refers to the fact that

about two years ago pamphlets began to
lppﬂlr.ﬂguiﬂ!ﬂ:lltthﬂ awinl conse-

abott to befall mankind from
Wpﬁt placets reaching their peri-

duties ‘were over.

She was a pmtt{; girl, but this night she
had that unmistakable look which worry
and anxiety will give even to the fairest
!E‘l[-.n inful thoughts indeed

pain ou were
nrnwdiig on hier mind as she sat theére in
the dimly-lighted school-room. But her
most pressing anxiety at that monent was
that she wanted money. -

She presently drew a letter frdm the

ket of her dress, which ghe had received
uring the day. A tradesman’s bill! In

helia, or nearest points to the sun, together. | this letter she was politely informed that

According to these prophets, the effects of
the peribelin were to begin ma
appearance this fall, when Jupiter passed

unless her over-due account was paid before

i their | the commencement of the Christmas holi-

days, that thetradesman would becompel-

his ihelion, and next year the scythe led- to resort to the painful necessity of

d begin to sweep westward, with a
swathe as broad as the continents, until 1t
reached the Pacific Ocean. FPlagues,
famines, pestilences, fire, earthquake, floods
and tornadoes were to scourge the human
race, till only a few Je remained, like
Noah end his family, to repeople the
earth. It was argued that the ravages of

the black death in the middle ages fo owed
the nearly-coincident peribelia of four great
planets, and therefore gimlar consequences
could be expected from the configuration of
the planets now.

BUN BPOTS.

B.G. Jenkins, F.R.B. A, found that
the outbreaks of cholera in 1816 throughout
the world were synchronous with the maxi-
ma and minims occurrences of sun spots,
and icted another great cholera geason
in 1883.4. He found a connection between
the proximity of Jupiter to thesun and the
black death, and also saw that more de-
plorable conditions would result from the

rihelion. Mr. Proctor, the astronomer, |

as taken pains to ehow thatthe pretended
facts upon which these statements rest are
bageeless, and to prove that the great planets
will not be in perihelion in 1¢81, and they
will not all be in perihelion at-sny time.

-
The Eccentirlc Weather.

It & doubtful whether the very oldest
inhabitants remember a winter in which
there was so little snow at this period of
the season as there is this winter. There
has been little more than three or four
inches at any tune. l’ru_r!. Abbe, of the
United States Bignal Bervice, Washington,
in alluding to the numerous forecasts of
weather, which are not verified, says: “1f
we find that for several months the average
has beun wet or cold, it may be predicted
that during the jmmediate succeeding
month the weather will be the reverse,
that is, dry or warm. Then, we can get
at the matter in another way. When Jan.
uary, February and March have certain
characteristics, the 1atter part of the year,
October, November and December will
have corresponding characteristics, Thus
tho weather may be foretold, in a general
genge, some months ahead, But no manin
the world has ever devised a plan which
will foretell special gtorms on certain days,
or which will offer a genuine prediction for
a long period in advance.”

—m B

Ax Awrun Prorure.—Mr. Wm. Donnelly
was & passenger by the train from the west
the other evening. The newrboy came
round with a book containing an account of
the murder of his relatives, and when Wil-
liam looked through the little book he sud-
denly burst into tears. The passenger
sitting next him observed that he had
opened on the page which gave the likeness
of his mother—one of the most execrible
illustrations that was ever turned out of

any publishing house.

informing her employers, and asking them
to pay the amount out of her salary.

i if he kuew,” she thought, ‘ that I
have nothing toreceive! That I have been
already compelled to ask Mrs. Glynford to
advance my salary, and all the cruel things
that she szid to me when I did so. And
now I have nothing left—nothing more
than what will barely pnly my train fare to
Seaton. Oh! what ghall Ido? Bhall I go
and see this man—2ir. Bingley? Shall I
tell him the truth—how I have been com-
pelled to send all my money home to save

r mother from absolute starvation? But
to tell him this—to degrade myself—how
can I—how can I?" And the poor girl
rocked herself to and fro, in her miserable
anxiety and doubt.. *

Then she took another letter from the
pocket of her dress—a lotter from her
mother,

Alas ! 1n this disorderly scrawl there
were no fond hopes, no tender advice, o
loving coungel to her ubsent girl, such ns
most affectionate mothers write, It was
only the old story over sgain that the
governess read in the dim school-room, to
deepen her troubles; only the old com-
plaint! Want of money! This was the

| craving ery which this young girl constantly

received from home,

wWe were almost entirely without
means,” wrote her mother, “and your
small enclosure, dear Bissy, came just in
time. It paid the county ecourt summons,
and the butcher has agreed to give mo n
little more eredit. Dut, my dear child,
why do you not exert yourself to ond this
miserable state of affairs? You are ver
prettf, surely you could get marricd, an
not allow your poor mother to be degraded
as she is now? And my health is go
wretched too, and I am forced to take so
much support. Altogether, I feel so very
low, but I hope to hear on your return that
you have sowe prospects before you; that
some rich old man— 2oything is better than
poverty—has taken a fancy o you."

The rest of the letter was 1 the BAmME
strain—a selfish degrading letter, whioh
made its reader's fair cheeks burn and
blush for shame,

« Oh. mother, mother 1" gha thought; **if
you would but conquer this fatal wonl-
ness—if you would not drink everything
away-—how happy we might bal DBut it's
always the same thing ---nlwu‘yu the same old
miserable story; and now its weight las
fallen upen mel" |

Bhe rose restlessly as she made these last
bitter reflections. Bhe had, indeed, no
longer time tosit stili, "Yoamorrow the
holidays began, and she wasgoing to her
miserable home for a month; she had,
therefore, many arrangements to make
before she went to bed, Her packing was
to begin, and the sooner she oommenced
it now the betler.

But it was a weary task! The loved
word home, for her, had no musio in ite

{ebild’s

sound. Bhe knew too well what it meant.
Her mother's bloated countenance: her
young sister, peevish and deformed! These
were the images that this word
for her. But, all the e, shemust pre-
pare to go.. Bo slowly and wearily, she
went up to the agtio, where all the trunks
were kept in Bridgenorth House. Mrs.
Glynforth would not allow one to remain in
any of the bed-rooms. ' )
 Unpack your things,” she had said to
the governess, on her first arrival, * and
then take your boxes to the trunk-room.
I can allow no shabby old boxes standing
about my roomal"

Poor Miss Keane, the governess, had
shabby old boxes, and bl ed with all a
young girl's sensitiveness about trifles
when Mrs, Glynford made her ungracious
remark., .

i They are indeed shabby,” she thought,
looking “at the two worn out black trunks,
which had first come into use on her
mother's wedding-day, twenty-three years

8go.

So, during the next three months, when-
ever, she went into Farnhame, in the su-
burbs of which town her employers lived,
she always looked into the trunk-shop win-
dows, to see if there was anything likely to
suit her narrow purse.

But no. Two pounds, three pounds, even
four pounds, would be an impossible sum
for her to give ont of her expected quarterly
payment from Mrs. Glynford, as her whole

ary was only forty pounds a year, and
Mrs. Glynford expected that she would
dress well, ang appear in evening costume,
when she went with her pupils into the
drawing-room.

Thus, with a sigh, she would turn away
from the trunk-shop, and had almost given

passing & broker’s shop one day, amid the
strange miscellany it contained, she saw a

inge..

Mrs. Glynford had unfortunately given
her her salary that morning, and she yield-
ed to the temptation of havinga respectable
travelling case in her sion.. Yet the
day did not pass without her regretting her

urchase: for the night's post brought a
etter from her mother, asking for the loan
of ten pounds. Bhe had received ten from
Mrs. Glynford, but two were already gone.
She had bought a few little necessaries and
her portmanteau ! ]

She sent her mother the eight pounds
she had in her possession, and thus left
herself penniless.

]:Luriuil:ha next quarter of the year, a

ce was given at Bridgenorth
‘House, and Mrs. Glynford said to her
gnvarnm that she hoped she had bought
erself, or would buy herself, a new dress
for the occasion.
| Alas! the poor girl had not now the
means of doing so. But after some con-
sideration she.determined to order one at
the shopin Farnhame where the family
dealt, and where she had bought the few
trifles which she had already purchased
in the town. - Al »

Mrs. Glynford hoped that no one knew, or
at least remembered the fact—DMr. Bingley
was Mrs. Glynford’s own brother,

But a considerable social step lay between
them. Mrs. Glynford had been a pretty
{girl, and had married Mr. Glyniord, a
widower and,s coal-owner. He was fairly
well-to-do n' she married him, and

$uveﬂ in a'circle above . the Bingleys, who
| were drapersin a h’r&:: way in the town.

But eoarcely was she married when the
now passed away wonderfully prosperous
days of coal-oWners began. Mr. Glynford
became suddgoly ridh, and Mrs. Glynford
rose to the occasion.

She had always been a little, vulgar,
poor womnan ; and now grew unbearably so

“ Her head is turned,” her brother, the
draper, said to his wife; and when Mr.
Glynford bought Bridgenorth House, Mrs,
Glynford no longer countenanced her own
family. Yet she still dealt at the shop.
She, indeed, did this at her husband's com-
mand, who was a highly respectable man,
| and not ashamed to own his relations.

But Mrs. Glynford was, That shop in
Front street, I'arnhame, was unpleasant
to her sight. Bhe went there inearly morn-
ing, and rarely were her carringo horses to
be seen standing before her brother's dogr.

Bhe visited in ** o different set,” she said,
and this was actuaiiy true. But one day,
when a certain grim visitor, who calls on
all sets aliko, appeared in the house above
the shop in Front street, and carried off
her brother's wife as his prey, Mrs. Glyn-
ford did condescend to pay o visit of con-
dolence,.

But the widower's wrath was hot upon
the occasion, and he told Mrs, Glynford
that ho did not want her company now,
when she had never been civil to ' poor
Sarah” for tho last eight or nine years.
The brother snd sister, in fact, had a
serious quarrel, and Mrs, Glynford retired
to her carringe very red, and shedding o
few tears.

o T think,” she said to her husband, on
her return home, ** after I had made asuch a
gaorifioco —notually driven there in the day:-
time, though 1 know those spiteful Holl-

courso recnll onr unfortunate relationshipl
And, after I have done this—faced the
oruel romarks of the world, as it were—he
insulted me 1"

And onco morve Mew, Glynford began toery,

But her husband, who was a sensible
maii, gave hor no encouragement,

“ Well," ho said, * Bingley'sa your relation,
and not mine; and, morcover, he's a fellow
I don't particularly like ; but, for all that, 1
think he served you rtht."

o« Herved e rvight! " repeated Mra, Glyn.
ford, " What do mean, William ? "

“Himply, my dear, that as you have
ohosen virtually toout your brother and
his wifo for the last fow years, yon could
not expeot him to feel .vory gateful to you
for paying her # visit when she was no
longer able to appreciate the compliment.”

Mrs, Glynford was very nangry, but
ordered hor own and her sorvants’ mourn-
ing at her brother's shop ; partly, heoanse
thera was no other p,nmll draper'as in the
town, and partly because Mr, Glynford
requested her to do this,

“Don't bo foolish,” he said, * If you
want people nos to talk, try to stop your
brother's tongue by w good order, I'ut
money into s man's pocket, my dear, if
you want to stand well with him 1"

Mra. Glynford acoordingly took her hus.
band's advies, and the handsome order
whioh she gave at his establishment no
donbt weryed to soothae her brother's
wounded feelings. But ho did not really

forgive, her. He took off his hat to her
a satirical bow when she cax
shop, or when ha me
e streets, but he never
kept -out of her way, b
knew pretty well
idgenorth House.
Thus he knew the

on to Keane's erder, when she
gave one, and a pretty, well-made dress
was sent from the sho
for the child’'s
House.

on &t

t her can
:ahhtq_ :
things went

“q,. LJI:II‘ by | notes and the aceount. Mr. Bingley
‘made no

in Front street, in
at Bridgenorth

But it cost more than Miss Keane had in-
pay. Altogether, the bill came |
to eleven pounds, and this bill the poor
governess was now unable to meet.

Bhe had, in fact, been compelled to ask
Mrs. Glynford to give her her next quarter's
salary in advance, for her mother’s circum.-
stances Wwere, by her own account, now
slmost desperate.

“ We are starving,” the mother had
written, and what could the daughter do?
She did what she could; she begged Nrs.
Glynford to pay her salary
ford had eaid some very rude
d things to her on the occasion,
«“ And there is another thing I wish to

press upon you, Miss Keane,” said Mrs. |
Glynfdrd during this interview. ‘' Besure

ou never have anything on credi
ingley’s shop. Always pay for what you
get at the time.”

When MisKeane heard thsse words, she
knew that she owed Bi
unds. The bill had been sent in alread

verness had inten
e received her money
DBut mnow

tended to

in advance, and
Mrs, Gl
and un

ngley's shop eleven

ice, and the
ed to settle it when
before the Christmas holidays
she was forced to send this money away
before it was due, .

She was still undecided what to do about
this bill—whether to see Mr. Bingley, or to
write a letter asking him fo wait—when
she went up to the attio to bring down her
k, and her new

Bhe sighed regretfully when she looked
at the last named
not foolishly bought this-
was thinkin
more money

But now there was no
gshe carried her portmanteau down to her
It was a convenient
It held her limite«
robe, in fact, except. her dresees, and these
; espised black boxes.
eta of the portmanteau, indeed,
There were
inner pockets, and carefully examining
these, she perceived a small slit in the
striped lining of one poc
her needle to mend this,and in turning
the lining back better to perform the task
out with it a small fla
which had been pushed up thro
alit between the lining and the leather.
ned this parcel, and
gave a half-cryas she did go. A wonderful,
and for a moment, she thought, a welcome
sight met her gaze. Five fresh five po
bank-notes were enclosed in the little flat
arcel that she had found, and now she
knelt with these five-notes in her hand by
the side of her

up the idea of buying one at all, when, |

:gnthpr portmanteau, ticketed cighteen shil- I

boxes to rtmanteau.

If she had
rtmanteau, she
she might have had a little

ession.

help for this, so

bed-room. acking-

case, after all.
aced in the

endless. te and

Bhe got out
she pull

Naturally sheo

This shop must be specially described. | P

It belonged to a Mr. Bingley, and—thoungh
portmanteau.

She looked at them one after the other;
| stared at them, examined them carefully ;
and was convinced that they were genuine

Then another question presented itself
ot her mind, What should she do with them ?

She had no right to them—at least, she
rue, she had bought . the
portmanteau, and they must have been in
when she had purchased it. But did that
make them hers?

She knelt there stiil, thinking. They
must have belonged to some one; but that
some one might now be dead. Some poor
sailor, perhaps, and his portmantean had
been cast on shore, andesold by the per-
oked it up tothe broker from
it. Thus she specu-
1f this were the case, whose were
r8. Glynford's, at least, for
she had nothing whatever todo with them ;
yet if she were to tell Mrs. Glynford
Miss Keane decided) sho was sure that
mistress of the house
for her own,

Twenty-five pouuds ! only a small sum to
a rich woman, but a large one to the poor
care-burdened governess. :

« I wonder if I might borrgw them?™ at
last she thought.

Thissum would pay Bingley'sbill; would
leave her moneyv to take home—money to
help her miserable mother, the poor invalid

supposed so.

gon who
whom she had bought

they? Not M

would claim

The temptation grew strongor. They be-
longed to no one now, at least, she mentally
argued. She was wronging no one, 8o she
rose from her knees, and having brought
her purse, placed the five notes within it

CHAPTER 1I.
AT DINGLEY'S

The next morning, nbout eleven o'clook,
Miss Keane,tho governess, left Bridgenorth
‘House to pay her bill at Bingley's shop.

It was an imposing shop. 13
indeed rich, as well as his siste
made no parade of %is money, he used to
with a sneer, when speaking to his
bora of his fine r?lntimm. i
good many people were in the shop
when Miss Keane anEurml it. Mr. Bingley
never served behind the counter.
walked out of his private office sometimes,
frionds and acquaintances
but he never sold any-
lie was talking to some ladies in
the middle of the shop when Miss Keane
ontered, und the widower's look fell admir-
ingly on the protty governess from Bridge-
north House,

Miss Keane felt very nervous, Iler notes
weore in hor purse, and the bill was in her
hand which she liad called to pay; bub she
folt unhappy—almost guilty.

But if they were not hers,
one elso's, she whis
heart, and proceeded to
of the shopmen, and then
of the five.pound notes which she had

ngley was
r: but ho

mans wil tel it all over town, and of|

and spoke to his
when they eame in ;

they were no
red to her Bi
roduce her bil
laid down

The shopman of course took t
without surprise or comment. He also,
ow the protty governess
y sight; but if he
urally have

yorhaps, kn
jridgenorth House b
thought of it atall, ho must nat
supposed that Miss Keano had just receiv-
ior salary, and was therefore sure to
have notes in her
The bill she had called to pay was eleven
pounds, and the sho
threo notes and the bi
Mr. Bingley's private office—for

segaion,

man Jifted up the
1, and took them to
Mr. Bing-

looked after the monetary affairs of
hin eatablishment himself,
Mr. Bingley (who had scarcely coased to

look at his sister's governess since she had
entered theshop) saw her give her bill and
the totes to the man, and as the shopman
went into the private to get the
ﬂ;ngqmd a receipt, Mr. Bingloy follo

The man at once presented him wit

receipted and stamped the accouut and
then glanced carelessly atthe notes. Bub
no sooner had he observed the number on

lone of them than he started, and eagerly

examined the two others.
Then he opened his desk, and took out &
w., He scanned this, and then again
amined the notes and a grim smile of
satisfaotion sed over his not very pleas.
ant countenance as he did so.

He wasa somewhat coarse self-indulgent-
looking man, this Bingley, with thick lips,
a reddish complexion, and reddish-gray
hair. His eyes, however, rather contra-
dioted the impression of his mouth. The
were sharp, and shrewd—hard, even
‘“ You can't cheat me,"” tht:ir seemed (o say;

but his other features told a different tale.

While he was looking at the notes, his
shopman was looking at him. And, by the

was lost between them. Bingley was un-

Eafull.r. He paid his way honestly enough ;

ut there are two ways even of uﬁng

one's way. Oneis Elﬂmnt. and the other

disagmn.lﬁﬂu, and Bingley chose the dis-
0 WAY.

*Johnson,” he said, looking up sharply,
“ask that young lady—Miss Keane—who
has just paid this money in to step this way
| for a few minutes. I wanta word with her,”

“ Yery well, gir,"” replied Johnson ; and he

pln}]lrar’? Tnmmm:}n. -

e felt sorry for the tty girl from
Bgidgfanurth Housa whmpll;g g:.\'a her Mr,
Bingley’s message.

Miss Keane started, turned pale, and
then suddenly red. :

«Is there anything' . .ong?”she said.
“Why does Bingley wish'to speak to me ?"

“T cannot tell you, miss,” said Johnson.
“YWhether he saw anything wrong atout the
notes or not—but I don’t know. Ilut you
had better speak to him."” '

Making a violent effort to control herself,
Miss Keane thien followed Johnson to Mr.
Bingley’s private office. '

r. Bingley was standing with Lis back
to the e fire burning grate, «s they
went in, and he moved forward a sicp, and
placed a chair for the governess.

“ Good morning,” he said ; ** cold morn-
ing, but seasonable. Takea chair. Johason,
go out and shut the door.”

Johnson went out, and shut the door
after him, and then Mr. Bingleys manner
| changed.

He put on a familiar air, and w:th some-
thing between a leer and asnesr, he laid
the three five-pound notes which MMisa

before him.

“ Now, young lady,” he said, “I am
going to ask you a question. Wheredid you
get these notes?”

* Miss Kearne flushed scarlet. Lot to &
certain extent she retained her coir posure.

“ Why do you ask, Mr. Bingle: 7" she
said.

« T have a reason for asking,” replied Mr.
Bingley. “Iam not sure, bu: i funey I
Ihna seen these notes befcre.”

“ But—if you are pot surel” Isltered
Miss Keane.

« No, not sure,” said Bingl-y, looking
hard at the girl, “but still I hizck se.
However, you wish to pay you:r seequné
with these notes—wherever you ot them?™

t J—I came to pay my accouit.” anewer-
ed Miss Keane, very nervously. ®

[To be continued.|
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Scetland.
At Inch-Ewan, in Bresflalbane. » family
|of the name of McNab occupied ile same
farm, from father to son, for nearly four
centuries, till within these few yairs the
last ocoupier resigned. Arace of the name
of Stewart, in Glenfinlas, in Monteith, has

farms.

The Marquis of Bute has intimated his
willingness to giva £45,000 to assist the
authoritiea in building the new Common
Hall of the Glasgow University, or condi§
tion that the general public should within
a specified time provide funds sufficieut to
raise the substructure. Happily the sena-
tus were enabled to_avail themselves of the
munificent gift of the marquis.

On one estate at least in Sutherlandshire
game preserving is said to be carried toa
great extreme, and the grumbling of the
tenauts is loud and deep. A f{armer oo the
enst coast is about toraise an action sgainst
his landlord for compensation for dstuag
done by game. The case, which isoneo
more than loeal interest, will be closel
watched by all who have not beep beuefi
l}:ui}.-“tlm passing of the Hares and Rabbits

1 [

Dr. Aitken, Inverness, lecturing in Nairn
) lately, referrad thus to dreams : Perhaps
we pay too iittle attention to tho revela-
tions of dream life. At allovonts we carry
ourselves into our sleep, and our dreams
often E-attq.{ to us what we really are. If
our life is blameless and single-lhicarted, so
will our dreams be happy, and in them our
most cherished visiens will be realized ; if
our life is the reverse, it is revealed to us
in all its deformity, and remorse and bitter-
ness will even follow us there.
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FLYING FROM THE GALLOWS,

Smith, the Lunenburg Murderer, Escapes
frem Jnil.

Hanirax, Jan. 8.—Robert Smith, sen-
tenced to be hanged at Lunenburg on the
90th instant for the murder of John Huey,
escaped from jail at that place shortly after
midnight last night. The alarm was given
by the prisoners confined in an adjacent
room, and the sheriff and jailor started in

ursuit. They went as far as Bridgewater,

aut returned without having discovered
any trace of him. Two deputy-sheriffs are
now on the road. On an examination of
his cell it was found that, 8mith, who had
been secretly provided with ar. old mill file,
had burned the woodwork five inches thick
around the staple holding the fastening of
the door. Ho concealed bis work from day
to day by the use of some lime, which he
had quietly secured during s recent lime
washing of the cell. The popular wish in
Lunenburg is that he may not be captured

The new University h.rn_:.u.f.-_l';f:t;nu at Ox-
ford has been burned, with many valuable
boats.

expression of the shopman, you sawno love

walked out of the office to obey his em-

Keane had given the shopman on the desk -

for several centuries possessed the same




