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ALONG THE WIRES.
Annette Langley was a telegraph clerk. 

Her occupation in life was to sit in an office 
in one of the great Atlantic cities—no ihat- 
ter which—and receive messages and send 
them clicking and throbbing along the 
wires. Annette was an orphan. * Her 
mother, a Frenchwoman by birth, had been 
some years dead ; her father, a New Eng
lander, she could now but dimly remember. 
She inherited the neatness and vivacity of 
her mother, something of the Yankee 
shrewdness and perseverance of her father, 
and the good principles which were com
mon to both. She had, too, something 
which neither father nor mother ever 
possessed—a certain gleam of the imagina
tive, a slight ray or faint twinkle of the 
spirit which, allied with other noble attri
butes and favoured by auspicious stars, 
breaks some time or other into poetry. She 
was a good-looking girl enough, although 
you would never have gone into raptures 
about her beauty. She had a broad, clear 
forehead, grey expressive eyes, and good 
teeth. These gifts, combined with a pleas
ing, unaffected smile, made her a girl worth 
looking at ; but no more. If you went in
to the office to send a message, you would 
rather transact the business through the 
medium of that girl than through that of 
a girl who was ill-favoured, or a girl who 
was pretty but affected, or a girl who was 
downright handsome but of ungenial ex
pression. But you—assuming you to be 
only an average quality of observer—would 
probably never think any more of Annette 
when once you had left the office, until 
some piece of business obliged you to go 
there again, and then you would be glad to 
see her, and would dismiss her from your 
mind the moment you emerged into the 
street.

Now the little gleam of imagination which 
Annette possessed was a great comfort to 
her. Through many cold years it had kept 
her warm, like a lire. It burned always 
more or less cheerily on the hearth-stone of 
her heart, and it even sent its pleasant 
beams through the windows of her eyes. 
Thus, when things looked gloomy with her 
in the actual world, she could imagine some 
condition for herself or others in which 
brightness should prevail ; she could 
throw herself into the lives and joys and 
sufferings of others, and thus put away her 

1 vexations for the hour. U she
do nothing else, she could at least im

agine herself a heroine—one of the heroines 
out of the books she sometimes read—and 
could think of herself as confronting brave
ly uncommon and magnificent dangers, 
enduring with sublime patience unparal
leled sufferings. And so, by dint of imag
ining herself a heroine, she became in her 
own way somewhat heroic. Her daily oc
cupation not being very animated or fascin
ating, she converted it, for her own delight 
and recreation, into a continual series of 
stories. Every one who came with a mess
age to the office was compelled, quite un
known to himself, to tell her his stery—or 
at least the story which his face, his ex
pression, his voice, his message, and her 
fancy all combined to tell for him. If some 
of the utterly commonplace pleople who 
went in with their absolutely uninteresting 
and prosaic messages could only have 
known what striking central figures of ro
mantic story she made out of them they 
would have been a good deal surpriseJ, 
and many of them, probably, would be very 
angry. ' No doubt she guessed truly in 
many cases, for she was a quick, sharp, 
sympathetic girl ; and many sad stories are 
hinted clearly enough even in the briefest 
telegram. However that may be, this 
mental weaving of untold tales was a con
stant amusement, and at last a regular 
habit with Annette ; and many a man and 
many (perhaps not quite so many) a woman 
had her profound sympathy, or admira
tion, or pity, or hatred who never deserved 
any such sentiment on her part ; and many 
had it who well deserved it, and never 
knew anything about her feeling toward 
them.

In the same city, and very near the office 
where Annette clicked her wires and wove 
her harmless fictions, lived Dr. Childers, a 
physician, who was still young—just on 
the verge of his latest youth ; a man of re
markable talent, who had more theories 
than patients, and more merit than success. 
Luckily far himself, he was not wholly de
pendent upon his profession for a living. He 
had some little means of his own, and he wrote 
a good deal in scientific journals and reviews 
—m sn’ch, at least, as belonged to the advan
ced and rather revolutionary school of 
science. Dr. Childers was nota believer in 
phrenology, physiognomy, or mesmerism— 
that is to say, he did not believe in any one 
of the three as a science ; but he was quite 
prepared to admit that the idea of prin
ciple represented by each had Something 
in it more than common, if your philosophy 
could find it out ; and he held that modern 
philosophy missed finding a good many 
things out, just because it neither used its 
eyes nor its sympathies.

“Not one man in ten thousand,” the 
doctor would say, “ is capable of using his 
own eyes. What he really sees is lost up
on him ; wbat he is told, or expected, or 
permitted to see is reality for him. Not 
one man in twenty thousand can take into 
his sympathies what another man feels. 
So we all live in little iron Monitor-turrets, 
with cracked and coloured glass for win
dows to see through. There is hardly any 
limit to the insight of a fine, sensitive, sym
pathetic, and at the same time scientific 
nature, which can at once feel with the 
feelings of other and see with the eyes of 
itself. I have no doubt all your sorceries, 
witchcrafts, second-sights, spiritualisms, 
mesmerisms, and so on, are to be explained 
in this way. Some rarely-endowed man or 
woman has the faculty of opening and using 
eyes and heart together, and dull people, 
who can not believe in any body seeing nat
urally what they themselves can not see, 
straightway invent supematuralisms to ex-

?lain what is only simple nature unspoiled.
do not venture to say how far one soul 

may affect another with a sense of its near
ness and its power. I am sure we oonld all 
see farther into the souls of our neighbours 
than we do if only we tried to do it, and 
tried in the right way.”

I do not know whether the doctor had 
anticipated the “ brain-wave” theory ; 
but he had great faith in the potentiality 
ef the immaterial to influence and affect the 
material One minor branch of this faith 

the conviction that you could see 
thoroughly into the heart and nature of 
any body, if only you tried sincerely and 
without egotism. Dr. Childers was fond 
of referring to the example of the man 
mentioned by Edmund Burke, who, when
ever he desired to know what was passing 
in the breast of another man, tried at once 
to frame his own features into the exact 
expression worn by that other man’s, and 
then noted the influence produced on his 
own mind. Dr. Childers insisted that that 
was true philosophy. To understand any 
one else, he declared, you must cease for 
the time to be yourself. The mirror is 
none the wiser tor the faces that look into 
it, because it can never lay aside, even for 
an instant, its own mere individuality as a 
mirror.

Thus Dr. Childers went through life ob
serving and theorizing, and doing little. 
He had never got married, and never had 
hitherto fallen in love. In truth, he con
templated human nature, whether it 
showed itself in this sex or in that, too 
much with the eyes of an intellectual an
atomist to be likely to fall in love with 

the softer and fairer subject of his 
There was some sense in the ob- 

raised to Mr. Venus, in “ Our Mu
tual Friend,” by the woman he wooed, 
when she demurred to being regarded “in 
that bony light" to which his occupation

of skeletons naturally 
ipoeed him. It is not easy to fall deep

ly m love with one whom you are always 
regarding “ in that bony light.” It was 
thus, intellectually speaking, that Dr. 
Childers for the most part regarded human 
nature, and he had therefore oome to hie 
present time of life as little troubled by 
love for woman as Rosalind herself, for all 
her doublet and hose.

Dr. Childers was applied to, about the 
time that this story begins, to deliver a 
course of lectures at one of the scientific in
stitutions of a neighbouring city. He had 
to telegraph a conditional answer, and he 
entered the office where Annette sat and 
worked and wove her fancies. Handing 
in his message, he surveyed the girl-clerk 
quietly with his dark, though'
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__, ....... ........... ... —For his part he was quite delighted. He 

read he, like an open book-so far. He 
sati that she was angry with him, and was 
doing her best to close her heart against

quietly with bis dark, thoughtful eyes, him. The only person living whose good 
which seemed to the superficial observer to opinion he had previously valued was hie
be only looking into vacany. He always 
looked at every body. Annette looked at 
him. She always looked at every body.

Dr. Childers was a remarkable man in 
outward aspect as well as in intellect and 
character. He had a lined and seamed 
forehead, dtfrk and deep with thought, 
and graven with the marks of constant 
observation, and contemplation. A school
girl would probably have called him an 
ugly man ; a woman of brains would have 
probably ^gone as far wrong the other way, 
and called him handsome. But neither 
the one nor the other could have looked 
at him without saying or thinking some
thing about him.

Annette at once made him the hero of 
a romance. She saw something in him sad 
and noble—something of the Ravenswood, 
or even the Hamlet.

Hie message was :
“May I venture ? tf so, I will oome.”
The enquiry merely meant, whether on 

coming he would be free to expound his 
own scientific convictions without fetter 
or limit. Otherwise he would not come. 
The person to whom the message was ad
dressed would be certain to understand 
what it meant.

Annette founded the beginning of a love- 
story on it forthwith.

Her eyes were quietly studying the doc
tor. Without looking up, he became aware 
of the fact. Then he calmly looked un 
and saw that her eyes were still busy with 
him. But shedid not start, or look down, 
or turn away ; in fact, their eyes did not 
meet, and Annette seemed wholly uncon
scious of his observation.

“ If that were not a woman,” the doctor 
said to himself, “ I should say that the 
was studying me, and on the right princi
ple. But I dont suppose a gin like that 
has any notion of comprehending a man’s 
nature and individuality otherwise than by- 
peeping into hie letters and listening at his 
keyhole. No, it can’t be, and yet it looks 
very like it,” as he took another glance at 
Annette.

He received no answer to his telegram 
next day, and so resolved that he would not 
go. The following day he received a mes
sage fully accepting his conditions ; but 
it was now too late to alter his resolution. 
So he went to the telegraph office, and to 
the little window where Annette sat, and 
he handed her the message,

“ Too late, now.”
Perhaps he had a special reason for 

framing his message in this somewhat 
dramatic sentence. He watched the ex
pression of Annette’s face, first when he 
came to the window, next when she read 
the message, finally when she looked up at 
him again. He went sway surprised, but 
convinced.

“Yes,” he said to himself, “this girl 
is studying me, and on the principle of eyes 
and sympathies. I have one comrade at 
least and it is a woman ! Quod minime 
reri» !"

He resolved to lead her a little fancy 
dance, as a test of himself and her. So 
when he had occasion, as he had frequently 
for the next week or two, to despatch tele
graphic messages through her medium, he 
always took care to couch them in a pecu
liar sort of phraseology, which, sugges
tive of nothing but commonplace ideas to 
an ordinary observer, would, if he was 
right, find other explanation in her mind. 
With a certain expression on his face he 
found that he could always call up just 
the kind of shade or brightness he anti
cipated on hers. In fact, the doctor, with
out falsifying a single message, or indulg
ing in a single deception, made himself 
appear in her eyes the hero of a romantic 
love-affair. He was performing quite a 
psychological and scientific experiment on 
the girl—at first solely for hie own instruc
tion.

One day he said to himself :
“ Good Heavens,

“ What a good, true girl that is !” he 
thought. “She detents sin | but finds 
it hard to detest wholly the poor sinner 1 
After all, there art true Christians ! I have 
found one, and she is a poor girl in a tele
graph office !”

But his soul began to rebel against the 
endurance of the suspicion or conviction he 
had brought upon himself. He could not 
bear to stand attainted in those dear, pene
trating, sympathetic eyes. Never before 
had Dr. Childers cared one single straw 
what any living creature thought about 

'he only

heart this l
what 

has !
a sympatl 
And what

.thetic
ten-

; think- 
one for

■ poor girl
demess and thoughtfulness one may see in 
her eyes !"

And he went home that eveninj 
ing less of science than he had d 
long before.

“ She thinks I am in love,” he said,
and she follows all the phases of my 

supposed sufferings with eyes of eager and 
sympathetic interest. I suppose girls of 
trust kind are not often well trained and 
brought up, Fll try her now by another 
test."

Dr. Childers had a sister living in a town 
not far away. She was married, and to a 
doctor, and the two doctors, differing 
widely on most scientific questions, had 
lately had a downright quarrel. Now our 
hero was a man full of deep undemonstra
tive love, and he yearned to see his sister ; 
but he was also, unluckily, a man of pro
found obstinacy, and he would not make 
any overture to his sister’s husband. One 
day, therefore, he made up hie mind to 
write to his sister, and ask her what time 
her husband would be away from home, in 
order that he might go to see her. Just 
at this time occurred to him the idea of 
another kind of test of the girl in whom he 
now began to take so much interest, and he 
resolved not to write, but to telegraph to 
his sister, in order that the message might 
pass under the hands of Annette. It 
should be explained that many of the mess
ages he had already despatched full of an 
affection Annette had misconstrued, were 
in fact addressed to his sister.

He came with his message.
“ I wonder,” he thought to himself, 

“ what is the expression of countenance 
proper to a Lovelace or a Lauzun ? Let me 
try if I can conjure it up.” •

And he handed in the following words :
“ Dearest,—Let me know at once when 

Ac is to be from home. I must see you.”
Annette's eyes flashed and her cheek 

flushed as she took the message. At least 
thre was enough of flash and flush to satisfy 
the doctor’s observant eye that his test had 
succeeded. No common observer could 
have noticed any change in her expression. 
She never looked at him as he went away. 
He departed rejoicing.

“ That girl has a pure heart,” he said to 
himself. “ She would hate and scorn a 
Lovelace or a Lauzun. Are there many 
girls like her, I wonder f She is quite 
handsome, too. Can it be that she knows 
nobody who has brains and heart enough 
to fall in love with her and marry her ?”

Poor Annette went home that night very 
sad and very scornful. She had opened her 
mind to a love-story which never ought to 
have had a moment of her sympathy. The 
hero ef her latest and dearest romance was 
in love with a married woman ! Good 
reader, especially dear lady reader, don't! 
blame poor Annette because she knew, 
though a young unmarrid girl, that there 
was wickedness in the world. She had had 
to go into active busy life and work for her 
daily bread. Your daughter has has no 
such duty forced on her, and you «« keep 
her from any unnecessary and premature 
knowledge of the sins and sufferings of the 
world. Annette had neither father nor 
mother, and she sat all day in a telegraph 
office, and sent along the wires any and 
every message which was given to her. 
Yet, trust me that^ purer heart does not 
beat even in your daughter’s bosom than 
that which lived under Annette’s 
gown. After all, innocence is one 
ignorance is another.

flid her best to break her re
made up her mind not to 
nterest any more in the 

loves or sorrows of our doctor, and when 
he brought her a message she contracted 
her handsome eyebrows and would hardly 
look at him.

sister, and her love and faith and confidence 
he knew he had so firmly and closely that 
it never would have occurred to him as pos
sible that he could lose, or even temporarily 
forfeit them. He took his sister's love and 
faith as one takes the love and faith of his 
mother, quite as a matter of course. So it 
is true that he never before had thought as 
much of the good opinion ef mortal as he 
now did of that of Annette Langley, the 
poor telegraph girl, with whom he had 
never yet exchanged one word except on 
matters of the merest business.

Therefore he went to the office and sent 
another loving message to his sister ; but 
he took care this time to begin with the 
words, “ Dearest sister.” As he gave in 
the message he marked Annette’s look of 
surprise and joy. Nobody else could have 
understood it. He followed it delightfully 
and followed, too, the expression of per
plexity which succeeded it, and which 
seemed to sav, “ Yes, I am glad of this. 
It is delightful. But then what becomes 
of my love-romance ? That was his sister, 
after all ! Then where is the love-story ? 
And have I been blundering from first to 
last !”

It grew to be one of the pleasures of Dr. 
Childers’ life to see this girl and study her 
features and her expression. He began to 
transact all his correspondence by way of 
telegraph. Soon a sort of acquaintance
ship began to spring up between him and 
Annette. They would exchange a ward or 
two of civility outside the mere words of 
business when he went to the office. Some
times when he entered the place he was 
dietrait and melancholy, having racked his 
brain overmuch with this or that futile 
study ; and he was almost always recalled 
to himself by observing the sympathetic, 
half-enquiring eyes of Annette fixed upon 
him. Then he would rally, say a pleasant 
word or two, and go away brightened, leav
ing her brightened also.

Yet her general demeanor did not grow 
brighter as the days went on. Rather did 
she begin to look sadder and sadder. He 
observed her with particular attention, 
while taking care that she should not notice 
his observation of her.

“ She is not happy, this girl,” he 
thought. “ She is very poor, perhaps.”

He made a casual observation once about 
want of money, or povery, or something of 
the kind, and he noted the first expression 
that came on her face.

“ No,” said Childers, satisfied, “ it is 
not poverty that distresses her ; that is 
clear. There is one woman, at least, who 
is poor, and is not miserable therefore. I 
must try again. She is an orphan, per
haps, and is lonely.”

An elderly woman was talking to An
nette one day as Dr. Childers entered the 
office. She went away immediately.

“ Your mother, Miss Annette ?” Dr. 
Childers said. He had heard her name 
many time during his visits, and he now 
called her Miss Annette, like all the rest.

“ Ah, no,” Annette replied, gently ; 
“ I have no mother ; but that is the wo
man with whom I board, and she is very 
good and kind.”

" • Yon are an orphan ?”
" Yes } I have been so these several 

years.”
She look sad as she spoke ; but her or

phaned condition, Childses now felt certain, 
was not the cause of the peculiar sadness, 
the deep anxiety he saw stamped so often 
and so clearly on her face.

At last he said to himself : “ What an 
idot I am ! Of course the girl’s in love ! 
And with some handsome fool, no doubt— 
or some handsome scoundrel !”

He felt intensely vexed—why, he could 
hardly have told. Annette observed the 
change on his face, and wearied herself at 
night to guess at the cause of it. Childers 
walked rather abruptly away ; and actu
ally made it his business to pass ever so 
often by the office door that day and the 
next and the next, in order that, if pos
sible, he might find out the man with whom 
Annette was in love. Nobody went in the 
first day whose appearance suggested any
thing of the romantic.

Next day he saw a handsome young fel
low whom he knew slightly, and knew to 
have • strong dash of the rake in him ; he 
saw this young man enter the office. After 
a few moments the young man came out ; 
and an hour after, when Childers passed 
the door again, he saw the young man once 
more enter.

11 This is the man !” said the doctor to 
himself ; and he strode indignantly away, 
and never went near the place for several 
days. How he tried to study and write 
during these days ! and how he failed ! It 
was perfectly wonderful, perfectly inex
plicable how the doings of a poor girl of 
whom he knew hardly anything" coula thus 
have disarranged and disturbed him. He 
set to work to discover a scientific theory 
to account for it, and had needy given in 
to the belief that certain sympathetic or
ganizations affect each other by the evolu
tion of electric currents. He was not quite 
clear whether the brain, the heart, or the 
spinal marrow was to be regarded as the 
battery which set the currents in motion. 
Meanwhile he began to think that, after 
all, he had condemned Annette on very 
slight evidence, or no evidence at all ; and, 
again, he whispered to hlfaeelf that if such 
a girl really were in any danger from the 
attentions of such a man as he bad seen 
twice going into the telegraph office, it 
surely would be well that some sincere and 
honest friend should endeavour to interpose 
between her and possible peril. Why 
might not he, Df. Childers, be that earnest 
friend ? He really felt a deep interest in 
the girl ; he was mnch older than she ; he 
was a medical man, and, therefore, sup
posed to be worthy of confidence, and at 
liberty to tender advice without giving 
offence.

Next day he contrived to have urgent 
business at the office of the telegraph ; and 
he went there. Annette was looking very 
worn and sad ; but she started and bright
ened when he came, and looked glad to see 
him.

“ She started,” thought Childers, 
“ when she saw me. She knows I sus
pect her.”

He only spoke about the message he had 
to send.

As chance would have it, there came in 
just then the very mau he had been think
ing about. He and Childers were slightly 
acquainted, but were uncongenial, andthey 
exchanged a chilly sentence or two. An
nette’s quick eyes had noted the exprès- 
sion^on Childers’ face as the other man 
came in ; and, though they spoke to each 
other civilly, she at or ce said tit herself : 
“ These two are enemies. There is some 
cause of hatred between them. I don’t 
wonder. I always hated Aim”—meaning 
the other man, not Childers—“ there is 
something bad about his expression.”

The other came to hand in his message. 
Childers lingered, and glanced at Annette.

“ Why, lam wrong !" he said. “ I am 
a tool. She dislikes and despises that fel
low. Yes, that expression is genuine. She 
detests him quite as much as I do.”

He turned back as if he had forgotten 
something,

“ Do yon know that man, Mise i 
nette ?” he asked,

“No, Sir,” she answered, a little a 
prised ; “ I don’t know him, except by 
sight, He has been here a few times,1’

“ Has he spoken to you !”
“ Only about his messages ; not a word

“lam glad,” said Childers, brusquely. 
"Tisa vine to know him."
“ I don’t like hit expression of face," said

the girl, gravely ; and She stole a quick 
glance at the doctor, and wove a new ro
mance which converted him and the man 
just gone into mortal enemies—the latter 
being the wrong-doer, of course.

Childers was going away when he ob
served how unusually pale and distressed 
the girl looked.

“I fear you are not well, Miss An
nette ?" he said, kindly.

“ Oh yes, Sir—quite welL”
“ I am a physician, Miss Annette, and 

should be glad to give you advice.” He 
did not like to say, “ without cost to you,” 
but he looked this, and she understfod it.

You are very kind, very ; but indeed I 
am not unwell.”

The kindness of his manner, or some 
other cause, touched her so tenderly and 
nearly that tears came into her eyes. But 
she persisted in saying that she was quite 
well.

“ She is in love,” he said to himself ;
“ and with some one she can’t marry, or 
who will not marry her.” He went away, 
and did not go near the place for days, and 
was out of humour, cynical, and morose 
all the time. When he next went into 
the telegraph office Annette was not there. 
Nor the following day ; nor the day after 
that. Then he summoned up courage to 
ask a question about her ; and he felt that 
he was quite confused and awkward as he 
put the harmless question. Annette was 
sick, and could not leave her room.

“ Can you give me her address ?” he 
said, abruptly. “lama physician.”

There was, perhaps, too much of eager
ness in his manner—and the woman to 
whom he spoke replied, rather curtly, that 
she had not Annette’s address. There are 
many veiy decent people who cannot, for 
the fife of them, believe in a man’s having 
an honest, disinterested wish to serve a 
woman who is young, pretty, and poor.

Childers read the woman’s thoughts at a 
glance, and spoke out frankly :

“ I don’t blame you,”he said, quietly ; 
“ but you mistake me. I am a physician, 
and I should like to serve poor Annette if 
I could, for 1 believe her to be a good, true 
girl ; and I am sure she can not afford to 
pay for medical advice.”

The woman believed him ; and she Went 
to somebody else, and got Annette’s ad
dress for him.

He found Annette very weak, and pros
trate with a severe nervous attack of a 
nature which he hardly understood. Most 
doctori,*in such a case, would have con
cealed ignorance and prescribed something. 
Childers frankly told the good woman with 
whom Annette lived that he did not yet 
understand what was the matter with the 
girl ; and that, meantime, he would not 
give her any medicine. It was evident that 
she had a highly nervous organization, and 
that “ something was on her mind.” No 
medicine could do much for that.

Poor Annette nearly broke down al
together when Childers insisted on attend
ing her. She Bed not been used to much 
spontaneous kindness ; and she burst into 
tears when she saw him. But his coming 
did her much good for all that ; and she 
began to grow firmer of nerve and stronger 
of limb. She was soon able to go out again, 
and after a while there was no further oc
casion or excuse for Childers’ visits. The 
last time he called he said to the woman 
who owned the house :

Annette has a secret. She is”—he 
stopped and stammered a moment, as one 
does who is afraid he is about to make him
self ridiculous—“ in fact she’s in love.”

Oh, my dear Sir, it can’t be—she don’t 
know a creature.”

I tell you the girl is a girl ; and she's 
in love,”said Childers, brusquely. “That’s 
her secret—that’s her ailment. She has an 
exceptionally sensitive and delicate organi
zation—and she’s in love with some fool or 
other.”

And he went away, and buried himself 
in science and was miserable. “ What on 
earth is the matter with me ?” he asked 
himself many times a day—and he did not 
answer the question. In fact, he did not 
know the answer yet.

That same day Annette spoke to the wo
man, who was her one friend, about Dr. 
Childers. They often spoke of him.

How very sad and worn he looks !” 
said Annette, with a sigh. “ Something 
oppresses his mind, I know.” If he were 
not so learned and scientific and wise, I would 
aay that he was—in love.” And she sighed 
again ; and felt very miserable, and began 
to wish she had never recovered. For her 
life was now very weary. She did not care 
to weave her romances any more. She felt 
no interest in anybody’s history now but 
is ; and he did not come near her.

After several days of resolute attempt to 
write or think, Childers said to himself :

“ This will never do ; I must give in. 
Something draws me to that girl. Marvel- 
eons, that such a thing should be. What 
can the explanation be of so extraordinary 
an influence ? I will go, and carefully note 
my own sensations—and perhaps Science 
may be the gainer, if nothing else is.”

He went straightway to the telegraph 
office. The “ influence," whatever it was, 
made his heart beat very quickly as he 
opened thé door. Three or four men came 
in just at the same moment with him—and 
two of them were young, well looking, and 
fashionable. Annette was in her place- 
and she was very pale. She glanced to
wards the door and the advanSng group, 
of which Dr. Childers was one ; and her 
eyes lighted up and her cheeks glowed with 
a sudden crimson.

A fierce fire lighted in Childers’ eyes and 
in his heart. He made in an inconceivably 
short space of time two discoveries : “ Her 
lover is now among us !” was his first con
viction ; and then, with a bitter, passion
ate pang, he said, analyzing at last, and only 
too truly, his own deep emotion—“ and I 
am in love with her.”

He drew back a little, and allowed all 
the others to precede him. He was con
cocting a message at one of the desks, but 
he kept a profound watch on Annette. She 
was trembling and pale again. Nothing 
but weariness or impatience was manifested 
in the lines of her face, as man after man 
came up with his message. This is net the 
man—nor this—nor this. Only one re
mains—ahandsome young fellow, too. This 
must be he—confound him. Why no—she 
looks at him as if he were a tree or a 
pump. Is Childers again mistaken ? He 
•now approaches, a little confused, with his 
message and a word of greeting, which he 
endeavours to utter in a calm and unem
barrassed tone.

Annette’s eyes meet his and she blushes 
a crimson blush, and her hand trembles 
and tears rush to her lids—and if she Vers 
anywhere out of sight of human observers^ 
how she would have flung herself down and 
wept ? And Dr. Childers, too, flashes and 
starts—for he knows at last the name of 
the man with whom she is in love !

He crumpled up the paper in his hand, 
and said something about having made a 
mistake. He wrote another message, and 
put it into Annette’s hand. It ran thus :

“ We have been playing at cross-pur
poses and studying each other in vain, for 
a long time. Have we not at last found 
out the truth ? I love you ! What have 
you to say to me ?”

“ Where is this to be sent to ?” stam
mered Annette.

“ You know the address,” said Childete. 
“ I trust to you that it does not go astray. 
I will come for an answer to-night, but not 
here," he added, in a lower tune. And 
then he turned and hastened away.

That night he called for an answer, at 
Annette's house. Need I aay What the 
answer was? Dr. Childers has now a 
happy, loving wife who enters with her 
whole soul into all the scientific theories 
and pursuits of her husband ; and is as 
firm a believer as he in the power of candid 

es and open sympathies to solve most of 
'difficult
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MOTBtt MOEMitn BANGED

Execution of Bergtu, the Extra
dited Molly Maguire.

Pottsvillk, Pa., Jan. 16.—Martin Ber- 
gin was hanged at 10.40 this morning for the 
murder of Patrick Burns, at Tuscarora, in 
1870. It will be remembered that after 
the murder Bergin disappeared, and re- 
mained m hiding—

CONCEALED IN CANADA, 
as it subsequently turned out —until the 
fall of 1877. The story of the discovery of 
his hiding place created some sensation at 
the • time. A Pennsylvania detective 
named James McParlane, with the object 
ot getting at the secrets of the Molly 
Maguires, joined the/ order and by this 
means became .possessed of information 
which afterwards was turned to good ac
count by -the authorities. Among other 
dangerous exploits, McParlane in hie as
sumed character visited a condemned 
Molly Maguire in his cell and wormed out 
from him the secret of Bergin’s place of 
concealment. Bergin, it appears, after a 
brief stay in Pennsylvania had made his 
way to Canada where he had obtained em
ployment on the Welland Canal, and was 
at that time living at St. Catharines. To 
St. Catharines a detective was accordingly 
sent, Bergin was arrested, and after the 
usual formalities extradition papers were 
granted and the prisoner was taken to 
Potteville.

THE EXECUTION
of a Molly Maguire is rotting to be such 
a common occurrence in Schuylkill County, 
that it creates little excitement Bergin 
had considered hie execution a foregone 
conclusion for some time, and yester
day when informed by his counsel that 
they had used every effort in their power 
to secure him another reprieve, he thanked 
them, but with the coolest indifference in
formed them that he would just as soon 
die now as at any time, and took the occa
sion to reiterate his statement that his only 
connection with the Burns murder was in 
his accompanying Tom O’Neill to the scene 
of the tragedy, being ignorant of their 
mission, when his life was threatened if he 
should “blow.” Bergin retired at mid
night, and slept comfortably till four. On 
the arrival of Father Gallager he greeted 
him cordially. The gallows was erected 
this morning, in the same place where 
eight Molly Maguires have been swung 
into eternity. Father Gallagher arrived 
at the gaol at six a.m., at which time mass 
was said by him. Among others who were 
present at the ceremony were Bergin’s first 
wife and cousin, Miss Whalen. At 10.26 
about 100 people, that had been appointed 
deputy sheriff! left the gaol and gathered 
around the gallows from which the snow 
had been shovelled away, and stood un
easily stamping their feet on the ground 
awaiting the arrival of the procession. 
Bergin left his cell about twenty-five 
minutes to eleven. The sheriff and 
deputies were in advance, followed by the 
prisoner between Fathers Gallagher and 
Crennan, who ascended the scaffold with 
him, kissed him, bid him good-bye, and re
tired. Being asked by the sheriff if he had 
anything to say, he replied, “I have 
nothing to say. I shall die like a true 
man. That is all I have to say. ” Kissing 
the cross which hung round his neckg he 
put his hands behind him to be tied. 
There appeared to be some trouble in ad
justing them, upon which he turned to the 
deputy and said, “ That is all right,” 
with the same nerve he has exhibited all 
through his troubles. He turned to the 
sheriff smiling, and said good-bye. The 
cap being drawn over his head; the drop 

1 at 10.40, and he died m seven minutes. 
His pulse ceased to beat in 6$ minutes, 
and his respirations ceased in 4$. He was 
cut down in ten minutes. He died from 
strangulation with scarcely a movement of 
a muscle, and died the gamest Molly 
Maguire yet. He was the nineteenth of 
the order hung in this State.

THE CHETEHRE BUTCHERY.

he secrete and c ilties of daily life.

Three men, with a horse and cutter last 
week drove up to the house of James Gib
bons at Kettieby and demanded to be ad
mitted to warm themselves. Mr. Gibbons 
declined and one of the men fired from a 
revolver at him, and thee the three buret 
open the door. Two of the ruffians held 
the eld man while the the thud rifled the 
house, finding about thirty dollars. To 
keep their victim quiet en# of the vaga
bonds stuffed a mitten into tie mouth and 
nearly ohoked him.

DECEIVED AM» DESERTED.

A Chatham Girl the Victim of a Bigamist.
The Chatham Planet says :—“ Another 

forcible illustration of man’s falsity and 
woman’s folly is afforded in the story of 
Rose Petri, a young French girl of eighteen, 
of Chatham, who was rescued from a 
villain’s clutches on Saturday night week, 
and restored to her sorrowing friends.”

The following is the version of the affair 
given by the Detroit Tribune :—“ Rose is a 
young girl of eighteen, handsome, inex
perienced, and was an attractive victim for 
a dashing young adventurer who arrived in 
that-town a few weeks ago, and flattered 
her vanity by his asiduous attentions. 
About ten days ago he persuaded the fool
ish girl to elope with him and took her to 
St. Louis, promising marnage upon arriv
ing there. From some tilings which she 
learned during the trip, however, her sus
picions were aroused, and she taxed him 
with being already a married man. This 
he denied persistently, however, that, she 
was almost persuaded of his honesty, bnt 
her renewed confidence was again rudely 
shattered when, instead of keeping his 
word, he artfully endeavoured to induce 
her to enter a house of ill-repute. Natur
ally a girl of good principles, she indig
nantly refused, and with a few dollars of 
her own, which she retained in her posses
sion, she took a train for home. The 
young Lothario, who gave his name as 
Harris, accompanied her, and so worked 
upon her feelings by appeals and smooth
----- lises, that upon arrival here on New

•’s day she consented to marry him. 
The ceremony was performed by an Epis
copalian clergyman, on Woodward Ave
nue, and the newly-wedded pair took 
rooms at a second-class hotel near the De
troit, Grand Haven and Milwaukee dépôt.

“ On Saturday a relative named Baby, 
who had been in pursuit of the girl both 
here and in Toledo, came back from the 
latter place and learned of her where
abouts. Late that night he went to the 
hotel and proceeded direct to her room. 
When she learned who was there, she 
Blade a hasty toilette and came out to 
meet him. He took her into the ladies’ 
parlour, and uiged her to return home. 
She had evidently repented of her folly, 
sad did not require much persuasion, 
especially as conclusive proof was given 
her that Harris was a scoundrel, with a 
wife and two small children living in 
Ohio. Harris evidently thought that 
thé situation was becoming uncomfortable, 
and while Rose was consulting her res- 
ettkr, he improved the opportunity to skip 
out.
“The girl was taken to the Cass House 

for the rest of the night, and on Sunday 
morning started for her home in Chatham, 
a sadder and much wiser young person 
then when he left.”

Heart ■ Rending Beenes 
the Captives.

Among

SHERMAN IN DEFENCE OF THE TROOPS.

New York, Jan. 17.—A Camp Robin
son, Neb., special says :—The scenes among 
the captive Indians are heartrending, but 
they suffer in silence. Near the prison 
door is a squaw, sixty years of age, in the 
throes of death, insensible, and pierced in 
seven different places with bullets, while 
within five feet of the expiring woman a 
female child, seven years old, is combing 
and carefully plaiting the hair of her in
fant orphaned sister, and singing in a 
thoughtful bum some Indian strain.

A Herald Washington special on the 
Cheyenne Indian affair reports General 
Sherman as saying that a number of in
subordinate, cunning, and treacherous In
dians who had no more regard for the lives 
of our officers and soldiers than if they had 
been dogs, attempted to escape from the 
custody of our troops, and used violence to 
carry en their rebellious act. They were 
treated just as they deserved to be and it 
is folly to attempt to extenuate such a 
crime by soft sounding words.

CmcAOO, Jan. 17.—Lieutenant W. S. 
Schuyler, of General Crook’s staff, who was 
sent to investigate the outbreak of the 
Cheyennes at Fort Robinson, has made a 
report, which was last even’ng telegraphed 
to General Sheridan. It does not differ 
materially from the unofficial accounts first 
despatched. He says in attempting the 
recapture of the Cheyennes no woman or 
child was intentionally banned, but several 
soldiers lost their lives in trying to save 
them. No Indian was killed who 
could be captured. The outbreak 
was long premeditated. The squaws 
»*y the men expected to be hanged 
if taken south, and preferred being killed 
in attempting to escape. They had at 
least fifteen guns, some revolvers, and a 
good supply of knives concealed ready for 
the encounter—whether concealed by the 
savages when first imprisoned, or smug
gled to them afterwards, he cannot say, but 
this will probably be made the subject of 
further investigation. It is strongly hint
ed that whoever is to blame will be treated 
to a court-martial. Up to date five sol
diers have been killed, and seven wound
ed ; and thirty-two Indians killed, and 
seventy-one recaptured.

THE NORTHAMPTON BANK ROB
BERY.

Seme ef l hr Stolen Coupons Tara 
New Turk.

up In

New York, Jan. 18.—A reputable firm 
to-day in this city presented coupons of six 
Missouri Pacific mortgage bonds for pay
ment They were identified as part of the 
bonds stolen from the Northampton Bank 
three years ago. The Company will con
test payment of the coupons. The coupons 
are stamped with the name of Gompertz, 
Frankfort-on-the-Main, and came to this 
country through highly respectable firms. 
They are supposed to be part of the 
$100,000 stolen securities which the North
ampton robber* have negotiated in Europe.

KILLED pYA METEORIO STONE

Three brothers, one of whom resides in 
Port Hope, another in Bowman ville, and 
the third in Chicago, have just fallen heirs 
to a very large fortune by the death of an 
unclè in England.

The following characteristic letter was 
sent by the man carrier at Smith’s Falls to 
the Central Canadian, accompanied by a 
year’s subscription for that paper :—“ As 
it ne*r the close of the old year and in 
taking the annual review of my past life,
I find that I have been guilty of one error 
of emission by not having subscribed for 
TO*r loyal Conservative paper. I am known 
here as the old Tory War Horse, but I do 
net consider the epithet any disgrace, for I 
wee bom a Britisher, and at the age of 16 
years many a rebel succumbed to my black 
thorn on the battle field of ‘ Dolly’» Brea.’
I have always tried to be in Government 
service ; and I have carried her Majesty’s 
mails for the last twenty years. I am onlv 
90 years of age, and always enjoyed good 
health until the last five years I became a' 
little bilious, and at times rheumatic ; but 
what could I expect, having to work under 
the mist and fog of a Reform Government, 
but, thank» to. your paper and others like 
it, I am again in good nealth and spirits, 
and féal competent to get away with any 
Brewer (?) who deigns to call himself 
•McKenzie.’’’

_____ ■ a Okie—A
Instantly Killed While In Bed.

Cincinnati, 0., Jan. 17.—An Indian
apolis special gives an account of the most 
singular killing ever reported. Leonidas 
Grover, living near Newtown, Fountain 
County, while in bed was killed by the fall 
of a meteoric stone. The latter weighed 
twenty pounds, and came crashing through 
thereof, striking Grover in the breast and 
causing instant death.

Indianapolis, Ind., Jan. 18.—The State 
geologist has been sent to Fountain county 
to procure for the State museum the me
teoric stone reported as having fallen near 
Newton on Tuesday night, killing a farmer 
while asleep in bed, coming through the 
roof. The stone is said to be twenty 
pounds weight. The story is not entirely 
credited.

A NEW ENOCH ARDEN-

A Deserted Isuwid Turns Up In a New 
Kelt—He Bepudlates His Wife. .

Cincinnati, O., Jan. 19.—A special from 
Gennetown, Ohio, says the town is terribly 
excited over an Enoch Arden case. A 
woman moved there from Lafayette, Ind., 
a year ago and gave the name of Mollie 
Grimes, and said she was a widow. She 
has two children, a boy and a girl, aged 
eleven and sixteen respectively. A re
vivalist was announced to commence a re
vival in the church, and the whole town 
was out to hear him. As soon as he ar
rived the boy recognized him as his father, 
and the woman identified him as her hus
band, and says she left him because he 
was an opium-eater, but was not a divorced 
woman. In the meantime she bad married 
VVm. Thompson, by whom she had a child. 
She repudiates Thompson, and insists she 
is the wife of O. P. Sounds, the minister. 
Sounds denies-her, and her daughter, who 
is now away, is to be sent for to settle 
the question of identity.

The Cehb Pelsenlng Case.
Norwich, Cti, Jan. 17.—Kate Cobb was 

sentenced this morning for life. The pris
oner, who was veiled, showed no emotion 
except when the Judge alluded to her 
worse than orphaned chfld, when she col
oured up for a moment. Her counsel 
moved for a new trial, and ten dtri were 
allowed to perfect the motion. Bishop’s 
trial has been postponed until March.

Mrs. Cobb makes a public statement that 
under the advice of counsel she kept quiet 
until the trial, and at the trial told the 
whole truth. She says the jury found her 
guilty on the testimony of a perjurer and 
of other witnesses, some of whom were 
mistaken. Mrs. Cobb solemnly protests 
her innocence of the crime for which she 
was convicted.

James Patterson, a respectable resident 
of Palmerston, an employé of the Great 
Western railway, left home on Thursday 
week lest, ostensibly to go to his work, 
but instead of doing so bought a ticket and 
took the train for Hamilton. His wife, 
thinking he waa out with the snow plough, 
thought nothing of the matter until Mon
day, when she learned that he had not 
been at work. Inquiries have been made all 
along the line bnt thus far nothing has been 
heard of him. No reason can be assigned 
for his sudden disappearance as he has al
ways lived peaceably with hit family.

The “Association Medicale,” of Quebec, 
believing that the spread of small-pox in 
that city is sufficiently alarming to call for 
such action, has adopted a resolution set
ting forth that its members consider them
selves called upon to ask public attention 
to certain measures of prudence in order 
that the danger of a disease so contagious 
and disastrous in its consequences may be 
lessened as far as possible. They therefore 
recommend the vaccination of all children 
and _ adults but such as have already been 
vaccinated within the last seven years, 
and publish other precautions to be adopt
ed by families which may be attacked >y 
the amall-pox.

An immigration of Swedes is among the 
events of the approaching summer. This 
is the natural consequence of the depres
sion in the iron trade, which is the pnnei? 
pal occupation of the people. Two more 
large banking houses have failed. Up to 
within fifteen years ago their manufacturing 
works were driven by water power, but 
during the flush times it was superseded 
by steam, adding largely to the cost of 
manufacturing. This, with many other 
oaoaes» has led to the present financial em- 
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MiSCEMUUIBOirs.

There ere two tilings we are nev 
prepared for—Twins.

We are the most paradoxical creatures. 
—We use blotting paper to keep from" 
blotting paper.

The Spanish proverb baa it “ Fruit i, 
golden in the morning, silver at noon ),„! 
lead at night.” ’

When you visit the menagerie and be"i„ 
lion about the animals, don’t give jat " , 
the bad names.

Money makes the marego, steam ma/, 
the cargo, and the sight of the credit,, 
makes the mango.

The Chinese liken a drunkard’s nose to, 
lighthouse, warning us of the little water 
that passes underneath.

An old lady said she had often seen 
“ men struck with a happy thought bur 
could never see where it hit ’em.”

Most strikes originate in a belief in the 
truth of the Scriptural saying, “ The la 
bourer is worthy of his higher” wages.

At Chinese military posts the sentit/, 
call out : “ Twelve o’clock, and I 
not worthy to kiss the ground my Cant in 
walks on.” 1 0

Hood, in describing the meeting of , 
man and a lion, said “ The man ran off 
with all his might, and the lion with all 
his mane.”.

A Wisconsin constable went to sleep in 
a sleigh in a barn to protect a levy. When 
he awoke he had been drawn six ai.lea 
into the country.

A tramway guard, otherwise a street-car 
conductor, has been fined a guinea by a 
Glasgow magistrate for not stopping' to 
allow a lady to alight.

The blue-glass theory has lately reached 
Germany, and rheumatic old burghers sit 
behind the panes and smokewway and im
agine that they feel much better.

A British soldier in Bnrmah had himself 
tattooed, so that when he returned to Eng
land he might pass himself off as a man 
who had been captured by savages.

“ Pants for $5 ?” said a seedy-looking I 
man, reading the sign in the window of » I 
clothing store he was passing—“ so do I | 
I never panted so for $5 in all my life.’

New Orleans papers propose to publish 1 
the names of street corners where loaf en 
most do congregate, and thus have respect, 
able people avoid the infested' localities.

“You njver saw my hands so dirty as | 
that” said a lady to her little daughter’be
grimed with the labour of mud pie-mak- 
mg. “No, but your mamma did,” was the | 
quick response.

A smart scholar had this question put to I 
him by an inspector :—“ Well, my boy, do 
you know what ‘ syntax ’ means ?” Tne 
child of a teetotaller answered :—“Yes, 
sir, the duty upon spirits.”

A cat’s eyes are said to be the largest at I 
midnight. We never made an examina. I 
tion, bnt we are positive its voice is seven- [ 
teen times larger at that hour than at any I 
other period during the twenty-four. 1 

The people of the Second Baptist church I 
of St. Louis had raised $40,000, freeing I 
the edifice from debt, and held a triumphal I 
service in honour of the accomplishment I 
only the Sunday before it was burned.

A feârfnl suggestion : Fred (to churn)-! 
“I dreamt about you last night, Bob."I 
Bob—“I hope it was pleasant,” Fred-1 
“ Oh, yes ! very pleasant while it lasted [ 
I dreamt that yon paid the $10 you ovel 
me.”

When you enter an enclosure in which I 
there is a vicions dog, take of year hat oil 
cap, and as the animal approaches yon I 
hold the head-gear down by your side be-| 
tween yourself sad him. He will 
trouble you.

A waiter uncorked a bottle of wine iml 
Parisian cafe. “Hear long did you uy 
this wine had been bottled ?” “ Fourteen' 
ears.” “ Ah, that is a long time fori 
y to live ; see, he is swimming around 

quite lively.”
An optical delusion. Traveller “Hi:| 

guard ! Have you seen a man walking I 
about with one eye by the name of Wiik.| 
erf’ Guard, (musingly):—“N-no, sir ; l[ 
dunno as I ’sve. Wha. was the name of| 
the other eye, sir ?”

Japan has 5,000 miles of telegraph, and| 
1,000 more under construction. It h 
also 125 telegraph stations. The insulate 
made in the village of Imari are of suchl 
excellent quahty that orders for them have] 
been sent from Europe.

Conceiving the idea of soldering her oui 
tinware, a lady of Shelbyvüle. Ind., placed! 
a cartridge on the stove to1 melt. Tael 
tinners do her mending now, and she weml 
a relic of her exploit in the shape of s seul 
on her forehead about an inch and a haliia) 
length.

The death-rate of Atkinson, N. H., s 
low—about 1 per cent] 

y years have passed without a deat 
The rate of mortality last year was six 
three-quarters of one per cent., the to 
persons who died being 92, 75, 72 and I 
years old.

A correspondent of the Richmond Su 
calls attention to the fact that Jose 
Addison 167 years ago, on December 
1711, described minutely telegraphy, ®| 
gether with the latest improvements 
automatic telegraphy. It may be found r 
the Spectator, No. 241.

The editor of a backwoods paper is 
ported to have discovered a New Te 
ment on his desk the other day. He 
once wrote an elaborate review of it 
was very much disappointed when 
foreman brought his copy back and I 
him it was not a new book.

The lessee of the Victoria Theatre 
Sydney, N. S. W., has refused to «11» 
sectarian services to which ah admise 
fee is charged to be held in his -building i 
Sunday, declaring that the public 
“ utterly digested with this sectu" 
lecturing carried on entirely from mem 
ary motives. ”

A School Commissioner in Oswego 1 
astonished the community by ast 
while addressing the scholars, “ Havel 
of these boys any tobacco about them! 
sometimes chew tobacco ; can any ot f 
boys give me a chew of tobacco f ’ and) 
afterward turning to the girls and sayii 
—“ Do any of these girls take snuff! 
sometimes use snuff.”"

“Please draw upon the blackbox"1 
interrogation point,” said a teacher to' 
of her pupils. “ Can’t make a I 
replied the boy. “ Draw a boot-butt 
said the teacher, “ that will answer.’ 
boy took the crayon and drew a hair 
Sharp rebuke by the teacher, til 
scholars smile.—-Boston Globe.

Mme. G------calls at a friend's house!
a wet day, and, her feet being damp, 
to her friend, “ My dear, will you let? 
maid bring me a pair of your slippe"
“ My love,” replies her friend (there 
several people in the parlour), “do 
think my slippers will fit you ?” “ ft I 
think so, my darling, if you will tell 
to put a cork sole inside of them. "

She wept, the poor laundress, on ret 
ing five shirts, .where her patron baij 
trusted her with six, and confessed s* 
she had burned a big hole in the 
while ironing. “ Never mind,” *1 
kindly, her customer ; “ Christmas 
but onoe a year, and that'll be all 
How much do I owe you ?” “ Six **
at 124 cents each—75 cents.” “ Bot| 
•ay, you burned one of ’em ap.” “ 
suppose I did. Hsdn’t I washed it 
I burned it ? Go along wid ye, tryi”i| 
chats a poor dissolute widow.”

The Houston correspondent of » 
Louis paper has telegraphed to the 
of the Sherman (Tex.) Courier as fol 
—“ Either publicly apologize or fif 
in Louisiana, opposite Orange,
■hooters till one falls. Retract, 
take the name of a coward. You can] 
my name. I am your man.” This, 
ever, aeeme petty alongside of the 
pondent of the Cincinnati Jfnquir*r< 
an one memorable occasion killed ti*1 
and sent a description of the tragedy! 
elusive) to the paper, expressing » 
that it would suit.

BREAKFAST AND TEA CAKES.
•CRUMPETS.

I (hie quart of milk with two tablespoons 
t, and flour enough to make a stiff bat- 
let rise over night, and in the mom- 

; add four eggs, two tablespoon a of sugar, 
i-half cup of butter ; put them ie muffin- 

_ gs, and let them rise nearly half en hour; 
ake quickly.

MUFFINS.
I Mix one teaspoon of baking-powder and 
I littie salt into one pint of flour • add to 
Tie beaten yolks of two eggs one teacup of 
keet milk or cream, a piece of butter 

Ited) half the size of an egg, the flour 
- I baking-powder and salt mixed, and 
î well-beaten whites of the two eggs.

- at well, bake immediately in gem-pans 
a a hot oven, and take oat and send to the 
Me immediately.

QUICK WAFFLES.
I Two pints sweet milk, one cup of but- 
r(melted), sifted flour to make a soft 

t/r 1 add the well-beaten yelks of six 
then the beaten whites, and lastly 

last before baking) four teaspoons baking- 
powder, beating very hard and fast for a 
pw minutes. These are very good with 

ror five eggs, but much better with

OHIO WAFFLES.
I Four eggs, beaten separately ; one quart 
J sweet milk, one-fourth pound of butter, 
I little salt, flour to make a not very thick 

“Hr ; heat and butter the irons well, and 
I very quickly. If for tea, grate on a 

tie sugar and nutmeg, or cinnamon ; if 
r breakfast, only batter.

RAISED WAFFLES.
I One quart of flour, one pint of sweet, 
lke-warm milk, two eggs, a tablespoon of 
ited batter, teaspoon of salt, half tea- 

bp of good yeast.
RICE WAFFLES.

I Boil half a pint of rice and let it get sold, 
with it one-fourth pound of better 

ft little salt. Sift in it one and a half 
Kilts of flour, beat five eggs separately,

- the yolks together with one quart of 
—, add whites beaten to a stiff froth, 
iat bard, and bake at once in waffle-iron.

EGO CRACKERS.
I Six eggs, twelve tablespoons of sweet 
|ilk, six tablespoons of butter, one-half 
aspoon of soda ; mold with flour half an 
iur and roll thin.

BUCKWHEAT SHORT-CAKE.
Take one pint of sour milk, one teaspoon 

r soda to sweeten, and a little salt ; stir 
buckwheat flour enough to make quite a 

ff batter, and bake in dripping-pan. 
tablespoons of melted lard may be 

Ided for shortening, if desired. This 
tes the place of griddle-cakes, and is 

_ry nice to eat with meat, butter, honey, 
molasses.

CORN DODGERS.
To one quart of com meal add a little 
It and a small tablespoon of lard ; scald 

lg water and beat hard for a few 
drop a large spoonful in a well- 

pan. The batter should be thick 
, to just flatten on the bottom, leaving 
quite high in the centre. Bake in 

hot oven.
CORN ROLLS.

One pint of corn meal, two tablespoons 
' sugar, one teaspoon of salt, one pint of 
“ling milk ; stir altogether and let stand 

eool. Add three eggs well beaten, and 
1 in gem-pans.

' CORN MUSH.
I Put fresh water in a kettle to boil, salt 
suit taste ; when it begins to boil stir in 

e meal, letting it sift through the fingers 
iwly to prevent lumps, adding it a little 
iter at the last, until as thick as can be 
iveniently stirred with one hand ; set in 
' oven in the kettle, bake an hour, and it 

1 be thoroughly cooked. It takes com 
so long to cook thoroughly that it is 
difficult to boil it until done without 

When intended for frying cold, 
ie add, while making it, about a pint of 

to three quarts of meal. Have a 
Iwood paddle, two feet long, with a 
e two inches wide and seven inches 

lg, to stir with.
fried mush.

S delicious breakfast relish is made by 
cmgcold mash thin and frying in a little 
krd. Or, dip in beaten eggs salted to 
î, then in bread or cracker crumbs, and 
in hot lard, like doughnuts.

hoe cake.
[ilix corn meal with water or milk (add- 

a little salt) to the thickness of stiff bat- 
; stir thoroughly, spread on the baking- 

and tip up before the fire. On 
Uhem plantations they are often baked 
the broad hoes used in the fields, hence

the \ 
will

ALABAMA JOHNNY-CAKE, 
ok a pint of rice till tender, add a 

plespoon of butter ; when cold add two 
eggs and one pint of meal, and when 

tod spread on an oaken board and bake 
r tipping the board up before the fire- 

1^®- When done on one side turn over, 
hek °U8*1 a^°U*^ ke spread half an inch

JOHNNY-CAKE.
i-thirds teaspoon of soda, three tea- 
1 of sugar, one teaspoon of cream of 

.—, one egg, one cup of sweet milk, six 
blespoons of Indian meal, three table
rons of flour, and a little salt. This 
kes a thin batter.

RHODE ISLAND “ SPAT-OUTS.”

of sweet mUk- f°or tablespoons 
[Wheat flour, two eggs well beaten, Indian 
*7 to make a stiff batter, and a little salt • 
it into round cakes half an inch thick’
, ™ doughnuts, split, and eat
PS with butter,

60LD-WATER OEMS.
Tith very cold or ice-water and Graham 
r, and a litttle salt, make a rather stiff 
er ; heat and grease the irons, and 

ie twenty minutes in a hot oven.
GOOD GRAHAM GEMS, 

ree cups of sour milk, one teaspoon of 
one of salt, one tablespoon of brown 

rr, » on® of melted lard, one beaten egg ; 
Ithe egg add the milk, then the sugar 

•alt, then the Graham flour (with the 
» mixed in), together with the lard • 

e a stiff batter, so that it will drop, 
pour, from the spoon. Have gem-pans 

7 .“ot, grease, fill, and bake fifteen min- 
1 m a hot oven.

mbs. buxton’s graham gems.
■ a> one egg and beat well, add pinch 
Ijait, one quart of buttermilk or "sour 

b and Graham flour enough to make a 
I tittor ; add one heaping teaspoon of 
la and stir thoroughly with a spoon ; 

J?d grease gem-irons, and after dip- 
*P°^n in cold water, drop a spoon-

are fiaüî Ulve?ch. "Potting until 
„ /,/d ; bake m a quick oven naif an

ihis^measure will make a dozen. 
sheep-bulk gems.

k*1. cîj, ®88 well, add a pint of new 
ril’i (jj— and Graham flour until

the *P°°n nicely ; heat and
• bato^L'Peile b®*01® dropping in the 
’ 111 a hot oven twenty minutes.

graham muffins.

>wn ^jk, two tablespoons
7*ti,e salt, one teaspoon sods, 

If not ®°ur *° make moderately 
sweet ,^?nv6nient to use sour milk, ®**i adding cream of tartar.

„ graham mush.
irrCbritil?riy S*? Mi-g saHed water, 
1 stilted witif ™1*1* *t is as thick as can 
«®*£a^ÎL°ne h“d ■ serve with milk
Ù mnchîmîw^dh bntter “d syrup. 

ttUe to * preve<i by removing from the 
and *5? *? ^°°n M thoroughly 
ItLfy^g for three or four 
11-?**^***0 ^ *ten cold, or sliced 
l ake corn mush.

fowls 3 
gency I 
of ice f


