
"PEltSEVERANCE." 

Just at the instant of sunset th« light 
broke through the leaden musses of cloud 
like a belt of brass, red, threatening, yet 
most weloome. For there, darkly outlined 
against the sullen glen, stood a little cabin, 
•with its thread-like wreath of smoke curll 
ing upward, and an old fisherman sitting 
•pending his nets on a bench beside the * loor. 

And Mr. Oreston, who had been wander
ing hopelessly among the marshes for some 
time, with a lively sense of the inconven
ience of getting lost in those saline deserts, 
jtood and stared at it as if it were a will-o'-
the-wisp. 

"Im sure it oouldn't have been there five 
minutes ago," ho pondered within him
self. 

"'Evenin', stranger!" said old Zadoc 
Peck. "Been a shootin', eh?" 

"I've lost my way," said Cheston, plung
ing through the toll reeds, until at last he 
gained a secure footing by the cabin door 

"Well, I thought likely," commented 
Zadoc. Am t many folks comes here a 
purpose." 

"CouldI obtain a night's lodging and 
some supper?" hinted our weary sports-
man. 

"I gueBS so," serenely answered Mr 
Peck, "if you dont mind sleepin' up garret! 
As for sapper, Perseverance has gone out 
to dig clams for us. Like baked clams, 
eh?" 

"His son" thought the major. 'What 
a quaint couple they must be 1" 

But he sat down in the red light and 
looked at the morning-glory vines trained 
to the window, the busy fingers of the old 
man, the murmuring wilderness of reeds 
and rushes beyond. 

"That s right," said ZatToc; set down and 
take it easy. Perseverance will be back 
pretty quick with the clams, and then you'll 
get some good, hot supper. Perseverance 
is a master hand to cook." 

"Perseverance" came presentlv; but, to 
Major Cheston's infinite surprise, she was 
no lubberly boy, nor half civilized young 
man, but a tall, blooming maiden of sixteen 
with jetty hair floating down her back-
large, dark eyes, long lashed and almond 
Shaped—and cheeks like roses. Her short 
gypsy-like skirts revealed shapoly brown 
ankles and pretty feet, yet bearing the im
press of the -wet sands where 
sbe had waded out to dig clams, and on one 
arm she carried a basket of clams, whose 
weight would have been no trifle even to 
the stalwart muscles of this majcr of cav
alry. 

She was not at all embarrassed by the 
presence of a stranger, but camo frankly up 
to him, setting down her basket to examine 
the contents of his game bag. 

You've had poor luck, stranger, haven't 
you? she said, pitingly. "I could ha'done 
better myself, on them mnrsheB at this 
time o' year." 

"Perseverance is a first rate shot," 
chuckled the old man. "Go now, girly, 
and cook us eoine supper." 

The rcast clams, coffee and corn bread 
were most ualatable: and after supper. 
Major Cheston gave Perseverance a news
paper from his pocket. 

"It is this morning's," said he. "Would 
you like to see it?" 

But she motioned it away. 
"I can't read," said she indifferently. 

Tou can not read!" echoed the amazed 
major. "Why, how old are you ?" 

"Sixteen," Perseverance answered, red
dening. 

"My sister Kate is only sixteen," said 
Major Cheston, speaking without due re
flection, "and she reads and writes four 
different languages, plays the piano and 
guitar,^draws and paints, and—" 

"^wsaw!" said Perseverance, arching her 
slender neck. "Can she shoot black duck 
and curlews?" 

"That is hr.Tdly one of the accomplish
ments prescribed for young ladies," said 
the major, smilinR. 

"Can she swim?" 
"No, but—" 
"Can she clip a blue heron on the wing? 

or get in a haul of bluo fish when the tide 
is strong and the wind due east? or fight a 
shark, hand to hand, with only a marlin-
spike for a weapon?" 

And once again Major Cheston was com
pelled to answer in the negative. 

"Well," slid Perseverance, complacent
ly, "lean!" 

And she rose and went out of the room, 
and Major Cheston saw no more of her that 
night. 

"She isn't offended, is she?" he asked of 
old Zadoc Peck, who was smoking a pipe 
and staring hard at the fire all the while. 

"Offended? Our Perseveranse offend
ed?'' echoed the old man, "You don'tknow 
her, stranger!" 

"But, really," hazarded Cheston, "it is 
scarcely right to bring up a girl like that in 
such total ignorance, now is it?" 

"Well, wo haven't no schools nor acada-
mies hereabouts." said the old man. "And 
if we had, Perseverance wouldn't go to 'em. 
I don't see but what she gets along first-
rate!" 

And Major Cheston wasted no more time 
in argument. 

He slept well and soundly that night un
der the sloping roof of trie little garret, 
through whose shrunk boards the quiet 
stirs peeped down at him, and at daybreak 
he went down upon the shore. 

The reeds wero all effaced now—the tide 
was coming in with a rush and a roar, 
and an occasional flying shower of spray. 
The fresh wind took off his hat, and whirled 
it into the water. He made an invol
untary plunge after it, lost his footing on 
the slippery sands, and the next instant he 
was i-truggliug for dear lifo with the surf, 
dragged constantly down, and still further 
out to sea by the treacherous undertow. In 
a last effort to regain himself, he struck 
his head against a jagged point of stone 
and know nothing more. 

* * * V * * 
"You needn't thank me, stranger," said 

old Zadoc Peck, as he stood over the re
covering patient, with hot towels and bran-

ay HasK. "X didn't know a thing about it 
till she ran up, as white and breathless as a 
snow^llurry, to get me to help you in. She 
had swum out to sea, and dragged you 
back to land herself! She's a brave girl, is 
Perseverance, and there's nothing she can't 
do if once she sets herself about it." 

Major Cheston thanked his young res
cuer earnestly; but nothing would induce 
her to take the gold he offered her. 

"It must bo a poor creature that \jants 
reward for saving a man's life," said she, 
with a short laugh. 

Aud Cheston desisted. 
"The girl is too pretty," he said to uim-

self. "No one but the hero of a third-class 
romance ever marries ahalf-civilizcdyoung 
savage, because she has dark eyes and hair 
growing low on her forehead. I must set 
away from this place—and I must keep 
away!" 

Physically, this was an easy thing to do; 
but mentally—what is there but the wild 
winds of heaven so uncontrollable as a 
man's)thoughts? 

At the end of a year ho came back from 
Switzerland, and went straight to the Long 
Island Marshes. 

"I must see her," he said to himself. "I 
must tell her that I love her. I must ask 
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smiled and nodded. How beautiful 
sne had grown! 

"I was going out to the old house," he 
flaid. 1 

I do not live there any more," said Per-
severance. Father's dead, and I'm being 
educated, lou see," she added, "that 
your words, bard and aruel, as I then 
thought them, were not without their effect, 
i am staying with some friends, and I share 
toe advantage of their governess. . And Mr. 
Russell thinks I am not a stupid scholar." 

Russell!" 
The name was very familiar to him. 
"At Castle Point, a little way down the 

island," explained Perseverance. 'They 
know you very well. Hugh Russell and I 
often talk about you. 

Hugh Russell! A dagger thrust of jeal
ousy went through Major Creston's heart. 
Hugh Russell, whom he remembered such 
a handsome, darling young fellow! Was 
he, then, too late in his decision? Had 
some other hand gathered this exquisite 
wild flower? 

And then, with the innocent hypocrisy 
of lovehood, he vowed that he had intend
ed all along to visit the Russells, and ac
companied Perseverance thither at once. 

"Yes," said placid Mrs. Russell, "Is she 
not beautiful? She used to come to my 
Sunday school class, last_summer, at the 
little Sandy Point chapel, and when her 
poor old father died I took her to stay with 
me. And wo are all so attached to her, and 
she is so lovely and winning. Quite like 
my own daughter." 

Late that evening Major Cheston went 
out on the stone-paved terrace, where Per
severance was Bitting on the rail, looking 
up at the million golden stars which span
gled the violet sky. She welcomed him 
with her quiet, self-possessed smile. 

"Perseverance," he said, "you are sev
enteen years old, now?" 

"Yes," she assented, "I am seventeen 
years old." 

"Almost a woman, said he. 
"Quite a woman," she responded. "Oh, 

it seems as if I had grown so many, many 
years older since poor father died!" 

"Has any one spoken to you of—love?" 
he asked, abruptly. 

"No," she answered, with gravity. 
"But they will—sometime?" 
"I suppose so," said Perseverance. 
Evidently there was nothing of the co

quet about hei. 
"Would you be very much surprised, 

Perseverance, or displeased," he said "if I 
were to tell you that I loved you?" 

She started and colored to the very roots 
of her hair. 

"Surprised?" she repeated. "Yes—oh, 
yes! For you despised me in those 
days." 

"Never!" he cried. 
"Or at least I fancied so," she fal

tered. 
"But I love you now, Perseverance— 

sweetest, precious treasure of my soul!" 
he went on, reading some dim encourage
ment in the downcast eyes, the red, quiv
ering mouth, "I will not let you go until 
you promise to be my wife. You have 
saved my lifo once, and it is in your power 
to save it from further shipwreck now." 

Hugh Russell had spoken the same words 
of love in her ear two hours before, and 
she had run away from him, half angry and 
wholly frightened. But this—this was 
different. 

"Will you promise me, Perseverance?" 
he gently reiterated. 

"Yes,"' she answered. 
And that was the way in which Major 

Cheston, whose heart had been so long re
garded by his lady friends as an invulner
able fortress, won the beautiful young wife 
who was as unlike the other belles of so
ciety as is the tropical blossom of the 
scarlet pomegranate to the commonplace 
red roses of the garden border. 

^?~ras a strange meeting, a still stran-
er woing, but a most happy marriage. And 
perhaps this is the most satisfactory record 
that any love affair can leave. 

Advice to Those Using Glasses. 
From tjje Edinbur& Review. 

Men engaged in literary pursuits should 
read most by day and write most by night. 
It is worthy of note that reading causes 
wore strain to the eye than writing, and 
tbatxeopying work in writing makes a greater 
demand upon the organ of vision than off
hand composition. Twilight and a mixture 
of twilight and artificial illumination should 
be avoided for any kind of work. The pale 
cobalt-blue tint is the best that can be em
ployed when protection for the eye from in
tense glart* is sought, as in the case of trav
elling upon snowtields in bright sunshine. 
The green glass that is so often adopt
ed for this purpose is not by any means 
so worthy of confidence. Reading in 
railway traveling is objectionable in the 
highest degree for o very obvious reason. 
Tho oscillation of th?s carriage continually 
alters the distance of the page from the 
eye, and so calls for unceasing strain in 
the effort to keep the organ in due accom
modation for the ever varying distance of 
the dancing image. The exact fitting of 
the framework of spectacles to the face and 
eyes is of more importance than is gener
ally conceived. If the centers of the lenses 
of tho spectacles do not accurately coincide 
with the centers of the pupils of the eyes, 
the consequence is that the images in the 
separate eyes are a little displaced from the 
positions which they ought to hold, and 
that a somewhat painful and injurious 
effort has to be made by the eye 
to bring those images baok in
to due correspondence for ac
curate vision. An incipient squint is apt 
to be in this way produced. Mr. Carter 
recommended that people should look to 
the centring of .their speotacles for them
selves. This may bo easily done by stand
ing before a looking glass, with the spec
tacles in their place. If the lit is a good 
one, the centre of the pupil should then 
appear in the centre of the rim. Fully 
formed spectacles are always to be preferred 
to holding frames, because they permit of 
more satisfactory adjustments in this par
ticular, and because they aro more easily 
kept in the right position with regard to the 
eyes. The only advantage which the people 
enjoys over a glass for the construction of 
spectaclcs is the immunity which it posses-
cs against scratching and fracture on ac
count of its greater hardness. 

A Stage-Coacli Dialogue. 
The seat of honor and pleasure in a 

journey overland is by tho driver, and 
there is always a scramble for it, and 
the one who succeeds in securing it is 
regarded as a lucky fellow. I got left in 
one contest for a seat on the top and 
found myself recently inside of the stage, 
with a clergyman and a man I took for a 
miner, during atrip to Silver City, N. M. 
The preacher and I sat on the back seat 
and the native sat facing us. He was 
dressed in the regulation costume of the 
country: Dark pants stuck in his boots 
and held up by a six-shooter buckled 
around the waist, blue flannel shirt, 
flaming red necktie, and a great sombre
ro. A knife was stuck in his boot and 
he carried a Winchester rifle on the seat 
beside him. Taking hiin all in all, he 
was about as ugly a specimen of human
ity as I have met. As the stage rolled 
along, the miner looked out of the win

dow as if in deep thought. The preach
er and I entered into conversation, dur
ing which he asked my business. I told 
him, when he asked: 

"Do the great papers buy literary 
articles?" 

•'Yes, sir, when they are good." 
"Do they pay lor them liberally?" 
"They do when they accept the arti

cles." 
"Well, I have got some very interest

ing subjects I could write about," lie 
continued, as the stage jolted along over 
the rough road, making it a little hard 
to distinguish what he wassaying. "For 
five years I was a missionary at Siatn 
and saw many strange and even start
ling things." 

' What are these scenes you refer to?" 
I asked. 

"Well, the punishment of criminals 
was exceedingly strange and is worthy 
of description. When a person is con
victed of crime there he is taken out up
on the public square for execution. His 
neck is bared well down upon the shoul
ders, and the executioner dips his fin
ger in mud and with it makes a mark 
upon the neck of the doomed man." 

"What kind of mud?" shouted the 
miner in a voice like a tliunder-clap, 
while he glared at the parson savagely. 
I noticed that, although lie kept peering 
out of the window, he had followed our 
conversation for some time. 

"A sort of yellowish mud," replied the 
preacher, evidently disturbed by the 
miner's look and manner. But he con 
tinued: 

"The executioner then takes his heavy 
sword and with one quick and decisive 
blow severs the victim's head from hia 
body." 

"Its a d d lie," yelled the miner, 
in toned that might have beon heard four . 
miles. "The boys do occasionally hang" 
a horse-thief there, and the town has a 
pretty bad name, but they never cut 
people's heads off. There ain't only one 
sword in the whole place, and that be
longs to a militia captain and wouldn't 
cut the head off a turnip." 

"But I was missionary there for five 
years," meekly interposed the minister. 

"And I was a barber there for seven 
yeais, and I never shaved you, neither." 

"My friend that cannot be; for the 
people never shave there." 

"That's another one of your irfernal 
lies; they're as clean a shaven set of 
people as thar is in the west. You're a 
nice man to be giving the town a bad 
name after you have left it. If it weren't 
kind of agin the fashion to hit a parso n 
I'd knock your head off of you fur your 
lies," cried the miner, getting madder 
every minute. 

"My dear friend," said the minister 
imploringly, and evidently mujh dis
turbed for his safety, "there certainly 
must be some mistake. You do not 
mean to say that vou were a barber in 
the Kingdom of Siam, where the people 
never snave?" 

"Oh! I thought you were talking about 
Cheyenne," said the miner, as he fell 
back into his chair disgusted. 

I was the only man who seemed to 
enjov this amusing incident, and even I 
found it good policy to show as little 
disposition to laugh as possible. The 
stage rolled on for miles after it occurred 
and not a word was spoken by anyone. 
Tho miner looked more intently than 
ever out of the window, and yet there 
was not an expression on his stolid face 
to indicate what his thoughts were. The 
preacher:looked as intently out from 
the opposite side of the stage, and I 
spent my time watching the miner, look
ing at the strange region through which 
we were passing.—Correspondence Phil
adelphia Times. 

Wit aud Humor. 
The man has not yet been discovered 

who can take off his pantaloons at night 
without tumbling everything out of hi 
pockets. Yet a woman will go throu; 
those same pantaloons in the rnorni 0 
so noiselessly that even the mice know 
nothing about it. 

Plantation philosophy: De mos' cor
rupt men is sometimes de highest. De 
buzzarl sails a heap higher den de 
partridge. De stricter de law, de better 
de country. Dar aiu't no law dat is too 
hard on a good man. Folks what say 
dat de worl' is gittin' wus is gittin' wus 
darselves. Dar neber was a time when 
dar was as much happiness in de worl' as 
dar is at the present day.—Arkansaw 
Travelei. 

What does Shakespeare mean by his 
frequent use of the phrase, "Go to?" 
Matter-of-fact-husband—Well, perhaps 
I10 thought it wouldn't be polite or 
proper to finish the sentance.—London 
Punch. 

YofJig wife—"I'm always saying 
soiB"^hin» stupid. Mrs. Gliddigad was 
here to-day, and when she went away 
she said, 'Now, I've been here three 
times and you haven't been to see me 
once. I shan't come again until vou 
have called on me.' And I blundered 
out thank you!' Wasn't it ridiculous?" 
Husband—"Not a bit of it. On the con
trary, it was quite apropos."—[Boston 
Transcript. 

A South Dakota minister announced 
in the papers that on the following San-
day lie would preach on "An Unfaith
ful Husband," and before the paper was 
out an hour seven different members 
of his flock called on him and told him 
if he indulged in personalities there 
would be sanguinary war in the chu rch. 

"You're the plague of my wife!" ex
claimed an angry husband. "I wish the 
Old Nick had you!" "So I might you 
plague in the next life?" Calmly "in
quired the wife.— 

Birds and Chipmuck. 
Birds love to play,as well as other 

creatures, but they prefer their ,own 
kind for playmates, and they can resent 
a joke that is carried too far. A corres
pondent sends this cute little bird-story 
from Limington. Me., to the Portland 
Press, as told him by a lady of that rural 
town. 

In her back-yard are some plum trees 
in which some bush-sparrows for sev
eral years have built their nests and 
reared their voun g. The lady used to 
put upon the back doorsteps and window-
sill shreds of cotton yarn for them to 
build their nests with. 

She also placed pieces of cracker or 
sugar-cookies there, which the birds 
would come and eat and feed to their 
young, and afterward coax their young 
down when they could fly, and teach 
them to eat also. 

The lady took great pleasure in the 
birds as they came from year to year, 
and she could distinguish them from 
others or the same species, for all others 
were shy; these were not, even on their 
first return. 

One day, after the young had grown 
up, the whole flock were down upon the 
door-step feeding upon the supplied 
crackers, when to their astonishment, 
a striped squirrel who had been sitting 
erect near by apparently unnoticed^ 

leaped among them, and off they flew 
in a great fright. The same thing was 
repeated several times. 

Finally, they flew up and lighted up
on a piece of clothes-line, which had 
been left for that purpose for them, and, 
putting their heads together, they chat
tered several minutes, then down they 
flew again upon the steps by the pieces 
of crackers. 

After a few moments, in leaped the 
squirrel. To his surprise, however, the 
birds, instead of flying away as usual set 1 
upon him, picking and beating him with 
their wings. The squirrel beat a hasty 
retreat, and never returned to annov 
them afterwards. 

Current Notes. 
During the month of May the total in

crease in the star mail service amounted 
to $39,615. During the same period the 
amount saved from the decreased ser
vice was $30,025, making the net in
crease in the service during the month 
19,590. In the steamboat service the 
net increase during the month amount
ed to 15,139. 

It seems proper and natural to see 
men calmly going about with bald heads. 
Nobody questions it. But imagine the 
uproar it would create if women a p. 
peared at the opera house, church, even
ing parties or at home with their heads 
bald and shiny like ostrich eggs. It 
would be utterly impossible for women 
to carry about bald heads with the un
ruffled serenity and cool indifference of 
bald-headed men. It would be unbeara
ble to them. So it would be to the men, 
—Hartford Times. 

According to the Saturday Review, 
the revenue of Paris in 1882 amounted 
in round numbers to $50,000,000, and of 
this amount just three-fifths, or $30,000,-
000, are raised by octroi duties. These 
are a kind of internal customs duties 
levied upon articles of consumption im
ported into the city. Liquor—that is, 
wine, cider and alchol—yield $13,000,-
900, and food yields very nearly $6,000,-
000: while liquids other than spirits, 
such as vinegar, vield $;i,000,000; build
ing materials yield something over $4.-
000,000; fuel nearly 2,500,000; and forage 
$1,250,000. 

Far from being discouraged, tho pro
gressive men and women of Nebraska 
are at work with renewed energy in the 
cause of woman suffrage in Nebraska. 
Mrs. Clara Colby reports the recent 
"midyear convention," convened at 
Grand Island, as "the most successful 
one that has been held in tho history of 
the association, both for the amount of 
business transacted and for the cordial
ity and earnestness of the delegates, 
plans are being perfected for a systema
tic and united educational work through
out the state. 

A military empire possesses manifold 
advantages, when it comes to the con
struction of public works. The experi
ence of Russia in building railroads has 
repeatedly illustrated this fact, but sel
dom in a more striking manner than ;in 
the construction of the Jabinsk-Pinsk 
railway. Tbs road is one hundred and 
twenty miles long, and it was necessary 
to erect no fewer than|sixty-nine bridges 
but military batalions accomplished the 
entire work in five months at a cost to 
the government of only $17,000 a mile. 

In the opinion of the Scientific Ameri
can there is a possibility that the won
derful comet of 1812 may make its reap
pearance before the year closes. *Encko 
computed for this comet a period of 
about seventy years. If this computa
tion be correct it may suddenly flame 
forth in the heavens at any moment. A 
more rigorous investigation of the com
et's path has recently Deen computed by 
MM. Schulhof and Bosseri that gives a 
period of seventy-three years. They 
have fixed on the "third of September, 
1884, for the next perihelion passage. 
But comets, with their perturbations, re
tardations and accelerations are the 
most unreliable members of the system. 
It is not impossible, in spite of all the 
wise calculations of the mathematicians, 
that the comet of 1812 may steal a marc li 
upon us before the year closes. 

There is to be a gathering of all the 
Roumanian gypsies in the country at 
Utica, N. Y., in July, to do honor to their 
queen, whose name is Lovall, and who is 
now with a band in camp at Philadel
phia. At least this is what her son, who 
is chief of the band, says. According to 
his story, Queen Mary, who has 
just arrived in this country to look 
after the well-fare of her subjects, is 
recognized by all the wandering tribes 
of Romania. She is sixty-six years old, 
and succeeded to the sovereignty upon 
the death of her mother, Queen Ann 
m iny years ago. 

To one foreign Jady who visits the 
United States at least a hundred Amer-
can ladies visit Europe. Probably not 
ten British or Irish noblemen's wives 
have ever been in this country. Tho 
two best acquainted with it \re Lady 
Dunraven aud Lady Milton. ' On the 
other hand, a large percentage of peers 
have been here. Very few Frenchmen, 
and still fewer Frenchwomen/ of dis
tinction have crossed the ApaJntic. Not 
one in a million knows,, the country as 
do the Prince de Joittville, Count de 
Paris, and Due de Chartres. 

Tlio Ministers Wife. 
The minister's wife must hold up his 

hands when they are weary; like Moses 
before the Amalekites, he ought to have 
a good brother; like Aaron on one side 
and Hur on the other. It is pleasant to 
see that the mothers in Israel aro 
generally disposed to help a yount* min
ister to find a fitting companion to share 
his labors. Helpmeets of our minister
ing brethern, our meetings would be 
as dreary without your presence as a 
flower garden with nothing but stalks, 
as a midnight sky without a star, as a 
Sunday coat of one of your honored hus
bands without a button!—Dr O. W. 
Holmes. 

The Boss Town, 
From tho Detroit Free Press. 

When Bhe said she was from Boston, a 
delegate to the woman's convention at 
Buffalo was asked by a hotel clerk, "Boston, 
where?" She had heard of the sublime im
pudence of the hotel clerk, but never 
dreamed of anything equal to this. "Bos
ton, where?" she echoed. "Why, Boston, 
Massachusetts, of course. I didn't know 
there was but one Boston!" "You are mis
taken, madam,"was the bland reply. "We 
have a flourishing town called Boston in 
Erie county and something in your appear
ance and manner led me to suppose that 
you were from there." There seems to be 
no end to the growing audtoity of the hotel 
olerk. One of these days you'll find him 
taking down a map and asking a Chicago 
drummer to point oxt the place he hails from, 
pretending that he never heard of it, and 
thought that the guest was making a fool of 
him. 

OCT OF B0SDA6E. 
Frederick Douglass Tells the Story or His 

Escape From Slavery. 
In the forthcoming number of the Cen

tury Magazine Frederick Douglass, far the 
first time, relates the story of his escape 
from bondage. Nearly fffty years ago, 
when the flight was made, it was the ous-
tom in the state of Maryland to reqnire 
all free colored people to be provided with 
"free papers," without which they were not 
permitted to travel. A description of the 
person was given in these papers, and the 
person was examined very rigidly to make 
good his identity. A slave answering the 
general description would sometimes bor
row or hire bis papers from a free negro, 
but this was a critical thing to do and often 
resulted disastrously to both the owner and 
the borrower. Douglas answered no de
scription papers he had seen, so that plan 
could not be adopted in his case. He had 
a friend—a sailor—who was provided with 
certain government papers that had at least 
an official look. Baltimore was his starting 
point. He arranged with a friendly hack-
man to take his luggage to the station, and 
arriving there himself just in time to jump 
aboard the train, hoping in the confusion 
attending its departure, to avoid exciting 
suspicion. The story is best told in Doug
lass' own language. 

"In my clothing I was rigged out in sail
or style. I had on a red shirt and a tar
paulin bat, and a black cravat tied in Bailor 
fashion carelessly and loosely about my 
neok. My knowledge of ships and sailor's 
talk came mush to my assistance, for I knew 
a ship from stem to stern and from keelson 
to crosstrees, and conld talk sailor like an 
old salt. I was well on the way to Havre 
de Grace before the conductor came into 
the negro car to oollect tickets and examine 
the papers of the blaok passengers. This 
was a critical moment in the drama. My 
whole future depended upon the decision 
of this conductor. Agitated though I was 
while this ceremony was proceeding, still, 
externally at least, I was apparently calm 
and solf-possessed. He went on with his 
duty, examining several colored passen
gers before reaching me. Ho was some
what harsh in tone and peremptory in 
manner until he reached me, when, strange 
enough, and to my surprise and relief, his 
whole manner changed. Seeing that I did 
not readily produce my free papers, aB the 
other colored persons in the car had done, 
he said to me, in a friendly contrast with 
his bearing toward the others:" 

"I suppose you have your free papers?" 
To which I answered: 
"No, sir; I never carry my tree papers to 

se& yith me." ^ , 
"But you have something to show that 

you are a freeman, haven't you?" 
"Yes, sir," I answered; "I have a paper 

with the American eagle on it, and that 
will carry me around the woyld." 

At Havre de Grace he met a young col
ored man whom he knew, and who seemed 
curious to find out his business so far 
away from home. Ho got rid of this dif
ficulty only to encounter another. At the 
window of a train standing on a side-track 
directly oppoBite the one he was in sat a 
man for whom he had just been working at 
Baltimore. By good luck the man did not 
turn around, so he was undiscovered. On 
reaching Philadelphia he Inquired the way 
to the New York bains, and arrived there 
on the 4th of September, 1838, a free man. 
But his troubles were not over. In New 
York he found that it was hard to find a 
trustworthy man even of his own race. 
Large premiums were offered for the 
return of runaway slaves, and few of 
the miserable darkies in the city oould 
withstand the temptation to betray a 
brother. For days' Douglass wandered 
homeless and hungry through the streets. 
Finally he found a good Samaritan who di
rected him to the house of David Buggies, 
one of the efficers oj the underground rail
road, who lived on the comer of Church 
and Lispenard streets. There the poor 
runaway was hidden for several days, and 
there he was joined by his intended wife, 
a free woman from Baltimore, and they 
were married by a Presbyterian minister. 
From New York the newly married couple 
went to New Bedford, Mass., where their 
free life began in earnest. It was in New 
Bedford that Douglass, on the advice of a 
colored friend, changed the name given him 
at birth to the one he now bears. Fred
erick Augustus Washington Bailey was his 
original name. His friend, having just 
read "The Lady of the Lake," suggested, 
indeed insisted, upon Douglass as the new 
surname, and Douglass it was made. 

Getting Married In New York. 
"The bride's outfit is something I don't 

know anything about," said a New York 
caterer. "If a wedding is coming up, 
the bride's father or mother or uncle or 
somebody comes to me and says; 'I am 
going to have a wedding and I want you 
to furnish for it.' T-hen I set to work 
to calculate what kind of a table they 
want. I can set a very pretty table for 
$1.50 per head. That will include ices, 
bullion, cake, wine, jellies, '6onbons, 
several kinds of salads, sandwiches, 
flowers, china waiters, and all." 

"What else beside the above menu 
would people want?" 

"O! many things. Champagne, oysters, 
a spiced fish which costs $20—more, if 
he is a nice fellow; cold meats, etc. These 
are all expensive things, and of course 
I have? to charge for them." 

"Do you include the wedding cake in 
the $1.50 estimate?" 

"Not generally. You see it costs us 
about twenty cents for each box full. 
The box costs a few cen<s, the white sat
in ribbon that ties it, about eight cents. 
Each box costs the person who orders it 
thirty-five cents, which just multiplied 
by 300 cents, comes to $105. You can 
always tell a swell wedding by the cake 
that's served to you." 

"How do you go about serving a wed
ding collation?" 

"I send my head man to inspect the 
dining room and kitchen. Then the 
dishes and silver are sent, the kitchen 
being given entirely into the hands of 
my men. They set the table, mix the 
salads, turn out ices, etc., and just before 
the guests come I go over and see if 
everything is going smoothly. Some 
caterers take everything left over away 
with them. Itisa bad thing to do. The 
family like the remains of the feast so 
much. And it is really of no use to the 
carterer, except for the waiters." 

"What are the other expenses of wed
dings besides the flowers and the sup
per?" he was fisked. 

"There are carriages at $2 to $5 apiece. 
'The bride's family orders about four be-
smes theip own; and there are the awn
ings at the house and church at $15 
apiece, and about $25 to the sexton and 
$10 for the use of the church; and then 
there are the invitations—a big bill in 

.themselves. People send cards to hun
dreds they do not invite. Take, for in
stance, Mrs. Vanderbilt's ball. She in
vited 1,200 people. For invitations, di
recting and delivery it cost her $000. 
Now let us figure up. For the breakfast. 
$1.50 for 300 people, $450; flowers, $2fri; 
wedding-cake, $105; awnings $30; caterer, 
$100; carriages, $10; clothes, $100; in all, 
$1,195. I think I'll just get married and 
go without the wedding.—New York 
Journal. 

June Merriment. • 
"A beautiful Boston girl has crossed to s-

Europe in the steerage of the Cunard & 
liner, just to see how it was,"Jsays an 
exchange. For the same reason her 
mother lias been keeping boarders to 
pay the daughter's expenses. 

Did you ever notice how suddenly a 
timid woman who is humming an opera
tic air will switch off on to a religious 
hymn when a storm comes up and she 
hears the first clap of thunder?—Phila
delphia Chronicle. 

Miss Edith Thomas inquires at the 
top of a poem, "Where Are the Springs 
of Long Ago?" No one can be quite cer
tain, but it is possible that they were put -
in the garret with the headboard and 
mattress. 

T heard the other day, says a writer 
in the Boston Herald, a curious instance 
of the difficulty of very young children 
to realize the sense of words. A lady 
taught her child to say "amen" after 
grace. For a day or two all went well; 
but the child's mind had been working, 
and she surprised her mother by solemn
ly saying, "Amen. a-woman." I won
der how many children under five could 
give a reasonable explanation of the 
word amen. 

He lived in a country town near Provi. 
dence. E. I., and had not attended 
church for many months. At length, 
having a friend visiting him, he ac
companied him one Sunday to meeting. 
Arriving in front of the edifice, one of 
deacons beckoned him to one side, and 
lie expccted a "talking to" for his de
linquency. He was much relieved, how
ever, by the denouement. Looking all 
round to assure himself that he would 
not be overheard, the dispenser of 
broad and wine said to him, "I heard 
you had a very fine calf you wanted to 
sell." 

"Pa, dear, we are going to Saratoga 
this Summer, are we not? The McGlorys 
are going." "Saratoga! Huh! If busi
ness don't pick up we shall go into bank
ruptcy, That won't be much of a Sum
mer resort." "But pa, dear, the McGlo
rys went into bankruptcy last year, and 
that's just why they eo to Saratoga this." 
"Maybe, maybe. But my conscience!" 
"Oh, now, pa, what's the UBO of a con
science?" 

Hunting the Buffalo, . *$<1 *• - • - "i-"" " ' • —**  ̂
In going down the Yellowstone in 

Montana, and across the vast region ly
ing between Glyndive and Mandan, one 
is struck with the evident scarcity of 
game. This famous region, where two 
or three years ago herds of buffalo, an
telope and deer were to be seen on 
every side, is now to all appearances 
stripped of its game. The fact is, the 
slaughteuof buffalo and deer has been 
immense for the past two vears.'and par
ticularly of the former, ft is estimated 
that during the past winter there have 
been a thousand hunters engaged in the 
business of slaughtering buffalo along'the 
line of the'Northern Pacific betweenSlan-
dan and Livingston. An eagle-eyed 
hunter gave me the following interest
ing details as to the modus operandi 
in slaughtering herds of buffalo. In the 
first place, the experienced hunter usod 
the Sharpe rifle, 40-90 calibre. With 
this he can kill at 1,000 yards. When he 
sees a herd of buffalo he usually slips up 
to within convenient ranee, from 400 to 
500 yards, and always selects a cow for 
his first victim. He doeB this for the 
reason that the cow is followed by both 
her yearling and 2-year old calves, and 
they will usually Btand by her to the 
last. But under no circumstances will 
the experienced hunter kill his buffalo 
outright. If he does the herd will stam
pede at once. The policy is to wound 
fatally, but so that the animal will dash 
round in a circle before foiling! This it 
always does when mortally wounded, 
and after a few moments lies down. 

The remainder of the herd are not 
alarmed at thiB; but continue to" graze, 
or look on dazed spectators of the trage
dy being enacted. After his first shol 
the hunter passeB until quiet is restored, 
and again fires at another cow, with sim
ilar results. He always aims to put his 
ball just behind the fore shoulder, 
which will cause death in five minutes 
at furthest. When the cows have all 
been slain he then turns his attention to 
the calves, and lastly to the bulls. The 
experienced hunter generally bags the 
entire herd unless he is so unfortunate 
as to drop his game immediately, when 
all the survivors stampede at once. The 
buffalo does not scare at the crack of a 
gun. He has decidedly more courage 
than discretion. It is only when th« 
crack is followed by an immediate fall 
that he realizes its deadly nature and 
takes alarm. The policy "of killing th« 
cows first and then the calver 
has resulted in the almost utter extinc
tion of the female buflalo. Herds ol 
melancholy bulls can still occasionally 
be seen, sometimes in bauds of twenty : 
or thirty, and often wit hout a single 
cow. 

As I have said, the bulls are now about 
all that are now left of the buffalo. Thej 
largely owe their safety to the fact 
that their hides are; less valua
ble than those of the cows, while at the 

M«ame time they are more difficult to kill 
*The hide of the bull is only worth to the 

hunter from $1.80 to $2, while that of the 
cow brings f^.25_, and that of the 2-year 
old calf is worth from $1 to $1.50 But of 
late there has sprung up quite a demand 
through the east for the head of the buf
falo bull. The well-preserved head oi 
an aged bull decked out with glass eyes" 
and horns in fact will readily sell foi 
$24 in the eastern markets. Consequent
ly the buffalo hunter of the futuro will 
wage a destructive war upon the bull 
trihe, and theBe venerable relics of a , 
by-gone era will also pass swiftly away 
—Helena (M. T.) Independent. 

The Hamlet Business. 
Rossi puts some business into Hamlet. ~ : 

His passion rises to greatest intensity in 
the scene with his mother, where his "busi-
ness" is thus described: Here Signor 
Rossi introduced some new and powerful-
stage effects. Instead of pointing to the • 
two pictures, Hamlet takes his father's 
picture from his bosom, and after oompar-
ing it with that of the king, worn by his • 
mother, he seizes the latter, and, in a per-,v 

feet paroxysm of passion, dashes it the I 
ground and grinds it beneath his heel. 3 

There has always seemed to be a lack of ti 
adequate fury in Hamlet's berating his ; 
mother for marrying a lese pretty man than £ 
her first. This feat of Rossi with the un- ;r 
cles counterfeit presentation seems to be % 
an approach to the right strain. There is f 
generally the same laek of ferocity in the | 
tirade upon Ophelia. He mutlit introduoe | 
the same stamping business with the pres-
ents she returns. Or if he should drag her ' 
around the stage by no hair, it would .f 
bring down the house. The furious fits, | 
alternated by paroxysms of- tendemsafe, ° 
would carry a house by storm. Soft-head
ed maidens wonld be touohed to tears by 
such a man of feeling. 
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