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Angmm.

Called by the Angels.
The farmer's wife is sitting alone
In the dusk of a winter's day,
While over the hills the shadows fall,
And over the meadows gray,
And the cares of many a busy hour
Steal fast from her heart away.

Her eyes have wandered through mist of tears
To the churchyard under the hill,
Where the snow, like the wings of a brooding
dove,
Lies soft and pure and still,
And where her treasures, so long ago,
She laid at the Master’s will.

And, ah! how oft, as the days go by,
She starts, as her listening ear
Has almost caught on the passing breeze
Voices so sweet and clear.
s the angels calling!" sho thinks. ‘‘ Ah,
me !
1t is weary waiting here.”

The farmer comes from his work, at last,
In the dusk of a winter's dajy.

And he sits him down by his faithful wife,
And she parts his locks so gray,

And leoks in his face with a loving smile
That years steal never away.

And back again, as her dim eyes turn
To the hills where the shadows fall,

She thinks : * My treasures are lying there,
But He has not taken all,

Since one is waiting beside me still
Till the angels’ voices call.”

Bat the weeks are slow, and the aged two,
In the dusk of many & day,

'Will watch the shadows come and go
O’er the meadows cold and gray,

Ere they, at the Master’s will, may lie
Where their treasures are laid away.

How Love Built 2 New School House.

In a village near Chicago, the school
directors of the primary department
were sorely annoyed in securing a per-
manent-and desirable teacher. Four or
five ladies had sugcessively been cm-
ployed, but after teaching two or three
months on a six months’ engagement
they had surrendered to the attacks of
Cupid. Plenty of gentlemen offered to
take the vacant position, but it was de
cided that ladies only were adapted to i,
aund that nnless one eould be obtained
the old schoolhouse should be unoe-
cupiel. The logs of this *‘temple of
learning ” were rotti down, the
benches and seats were dilapidated, the
well had caved in and the roof leaked.
Yet, stravge to say, none advocated its
repair by a dollar's expenditure.

Th> old schoolhouse was tenantless
when Miss Ranney appeared. She was
a Vermonter, and a teacher by profes-
sion. How she could have traveled
along singiy for twenty-six years was a
mystery, for she owned two bright, af-
fectionate eyes, an exceedingly winning
countenance and a graceful fignre. The
directors held a meeting to decide if the
lady should have the school, and, under
the influence of their erratic and obstin-
ate chairman, unanimously decided that
nnless Miss R. would obtain surety®in a
bond of one thousand dollars, to keep
the school for six months, she should not
have the desired position. Her uncle
resided a few miles off, and it was in-
ferred he would bacome her bondsman.
Now, the lady was exceedingly desirous
to secure the office, and, having not the
remotest idea of matrimony at the time,

t her uncle to be her surety., He

ed to her wishes, the bond was

d‘:ll filed and the new mistress in-
8

For about two months everything went
oun charmingly. The directors and pa-
trons of the 1 fancied they had atlast
secured a t and most desirable
teacher. gut, alas for the insufficiency
of huaman foresight, who should arrive
in the village one evening but Ned Brad-
ford, son of the old squire. Ned hal
left Illinois three years previous to en-
hance his estate in California, and had
there been successful in increasing his
worldly goods. He was probably thirty-
four or five years of age, and was a fine

imen of a stalwart son of the great
est. Now, Miss Ranney boarded at
the old squire’s, and, as a matter of

course, the man soon fell in love |
with her, and R. recognized the
affinity. Ned was impatient for an early

marriage, aud was startled and surprised
whean Miss R. informed him that months
mnast elapse ere could be united—
that sheand her uncle were nnder bonds
for one thonsand dollars that she shounld ‘
teach to the end of six months. Yonng |
Bradford had lived in California long |
enough to be capable of forming sudden '
resolves. So he asked the lady if she!
would him at onoe if he would |
arrange with the directors about that |
bond. An affirmative answer was re
ceived. Ned immediately posted to the |
directors and arranged for meeting them |
all tozether the next day on important

business, When assembled with them
be asked if they would release Miss
Ranney’s uncle from the penalty of the |
one thousand dollars bond if she mar- |
ried him.

‘* Release Miss Ranney's uncle? Is
thoﬂrguingto marry you ? Confound
it ! will we never be rid of the bother of
these schoolmarms ?  No, sir,
we won't release the bond,” was the re-
ply of the most influential director.

“Well, then,” said Ned, “I will pay | PeX

the bond, for Miss Ranney must be

mine within a month. ButI would lik:,

%enﬁemen, that the one thousand dcllars
shall pay you be devoted to a specific

Eu:pose—-the building of a new school-
ouse.”

The directors were vastly pleased with
the proposition, and soon agreed to ac-
cept it. The money was paid and -bond

s destroyed.  Within the next ten days
Ned and Miss R. were married and s‘art-
ed East en a vist to the lady’s relatives.
In less than three months the village had
the hardsomest little schoolhonse for
muny miles aronnd.

| infection, and on this occasion their fears

Matrimeny by Mail.
A man writes from the far West to
Miss Jennie Collins, of Boffin’s Bower,
Boston. Enclosed in his letter is 85, to
be used for the girls aided at the Bower.
After explaining the design of this en-
closure he proceeds as follows : While
writing, I wish to ask if it is not possible
for you to do me a favor und at the same
time, perhaps, assist some good woman
to find a home. I ama bachelor of
forty, neither rich nor good-looking, but
I am in business and doing well, I was
born in the State of New York, but I
have lived sixteen years in California,
and nearly two years in this State. As
you have probably guessed ere this, I
am in want of a wife, and would ask you
if among your acquaintances you counid
not pick out for me a nice, virtnous, and
true woman, one who has no home and
would a.t;l;]l)rociate one of her own and a
kind and loving husband (as I would try
to be) to protect and provide for her, I
do not care how poor she may be, as far
as money is concerned; but I would have
her well educated and accustomed to
good society, for Ishould take her among
those who would meet her with open
arms, and I should introduce her among
the best society, both here and in New
York. I would not object to anice little
widow, provided she was homeless,
young, virtuous, and in every way a
good woman. You will probably wonder
why I do pot go among friends and
acquaintances to pick me out a wife, and
I will tell you the exact truth. I spent
ten months two years ago visiting my
friends East, but the marringeable ladies
all seemed to be well to do and to live
in stylish happy homes, better than I
was rble at that time to give a wife.
Then I would sooner give some good
woman a home who now has none than
one who is already in possession of u good
home and otherwise well provided for.
I believe it is in your power to put me
in correspondence with some lady
who would like to find a home and a
husband, always provided, of course,
that we were suited to each other, and I
will, of course, give her undoubted proof
that I am what I represent myself to be,
To these and simiYar epistles Miss Col-
lins elways makes suitable rephes, and
in some cases she is really the good
genius who makes easy the first steps to-
wards a happy home. In one instance a
gentleman wrote to her for a wife, and
while she was considering what she
should do about the matter there came
to her a girl who was an orphan, an edu-
cated girl, but like so many others, not
tramed to any particular calling. The
letter containing the request was handed
to her, and she answered it. The gen-
tleman saw from her reply that she was
not only a yonng woman of education,
but of strong common sense, so he ar-
ranged for an interview with her, This
interview took place, and they were mar-
ried after a brief courtship. Of their
after life Miss Collins knows nothing,
but she believes that the marriage was a
happy one, in spite of the somewhat
peculiar manner i which it was con-
tracted.

A Clever Trick.

Ore day, seeing a large ship with the
appearance of a well laden merchantman
near the shore, the steamer Speedy gave
chasa. On nearing her she suddenly
raised her ports, and Lord Cochrane dis-
covered that he had to deal not with a
rich, hellg:less merchantman, but & large
Spanish {rigate, crowded with men, who
had hitherto been kept out of sight. To
fight the Spaniard would have been a
simple act of folly; to escape from her
by taking flight was equally out of the
question. Some of the officers were
anxious to try the fate of an action, but
Lord Cochrane, fire-eater as he was, pos-
sessed a clear, well balanced mind, and
saw that the Speedy would have no
charce. He therefore had recourse to a
ruse, for which he had prepared before-
hand. Having heard that the Spaniards
were particularly bitter about the Speedy,
he bad caused her to be painted so as to
resemble a Danish brig, the Clomer,
well known on the Spanish coast. He
had also shipped & Danish quartermas-
ter, and provided him with a uniform of
an officer of that nation. As soon as the
Spauiard disclosed her real character, the
Speedy hoisted Danish colors. The
Spaniards not being satisfied with this
evidence of nationality, sent a boat to

board the British brig. Had the Speedy |-

been boarded, the trick would, of course,
have been discovered in a moment. To
prevent such a catastrophe, and at the
samg time disarm suspicion, the Danish
quartermaster, in his uniform, was
placed in a prominent position on deck,
and told to carry on a conversation. The
yellow quarantine flag was run up at the
same time. The Spaniards have always
had an abject and unreasoning terror of

were increased by the intimation given by
the Dane that the ship was only two days |
out from Algiers, where the plague was |
raging. This intelligence was quite
enough for the Spaniards, the boat at |
once returned to the frigate, which im-
mediately set sail, the Speedy losing no |
time in making off in the opposite di- |
rection, .

The Pearl Fisher}:. \

Ceylon newspapers mention the excite- |
ment prevailing in that island in March |
in connection with the resumption of |
1fishing, The pearl oyster produees
its best pearls when about four years
old, so that the great object kept in view
by divers is not to take any that have
not reached that period of existence. |
This had led the anthorities to prohibit |
fishing on the several banks except at
intervals of four years, but this system
has resulted in other inconveniences, |
inasmuch as the mollusks are beset with |
divers dangerous enemies, who, it is |
contended, make frightful havoc on a |
hank in one season if it be not fished. |
The gevernment is now intent upon dis- |
coveriLg what is the right time for a bed |

cent years give ten million oysters as the |

A short time ago a lady residing at |

Clifton, England, having an income of |
£5,000 a year, was so struck by the de- |

votion of a young crossing sweeper to
his mother that she proposed to him,
placed him in the hands of a tator for a

average crop of a bank, and the average
pearls found would amount to two per
cent. 'When one thousand oysters pro-
dace 3100 worth of pearls it is considered

| worth one as large as a pea. Ten thou-

to lie dormant. The experiences of re- | &

a very remunerative product. A hundrel |
pearls of the size of a pin's head are not |
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INVASION OF TURKEY--MAP OF THE SEAT OF

RAILROADS s

Our War Map.
As the long expected war between
Turkey and Russia has at last broken
out in full earnest, and as it will prob-
ably be the foremost topic of interest for
some time to come, we deemed it advisa-
ble to procure a map showing where the
rival armies will operate and the battles
be fought. Aceordingly we procured
this map from the New York Herald,
and our readers will be able to follow up
the marches and locate the fields of bat-
tle in an intelligent manner. At the
opening of hostilities the Russian forces
occupied Kischeneff, a town on a rail-
road not far from the northeastern boun-
dary of Roumania, and- lying midway
between Odessa and Jaschi. The ad-
vance line of the Turkish troops was
stationed on the Danube, at various
towns from Widdin to Silistria. The
Roumanian army guarded the territory
lying between the Russian and Turkish
forces, and a Turkish fleet held sway in
the Danube. Should the Turkish
strongholds along the Danube be taken,
then a retreat could be made to the sec-
ond line of defenses in the Balkan range
of mountains, where the Turks are
strongly barricaded. The mountainous
nature of the country makes this posi-
tion an'admirable one for an army on
the defensive, and the Russian advance
on Constantinople will have to pass these
fortifications before it can go further.

THE YOUNG CUBAN.

One evening, just after the eight o’clock
gun had fired, I was seated in the Cafe Fer-
nando, in the Calle de Santa Maria, Ha-
vana, smoking a Spanish cigaritti, and
watching the crowd of persons passing in
and out, or pacing up and down the hall,
in that earnest, conversational m<anner
which characterizes the Spaniard.

I sat quietly smoking when a voung
Spaniard-—-whom I had seen in the United
States---passed my table. I at once pro-
nounced his name. He stopped, and, after

! regarding me for an instant, a bright, warm

smile of recognition lighted up his fine
countenance, and he sprang forward, and
clasped me in his hands, while he express-
ed, most cordially, his pleasure at meeting
me again.

He took a seat by me, and after I had
told him how long I had been in Cuba, and
where I was living, he answered my inqui-
ries by informing me that he lived within
half a league of the walls with his mother,
and that his house was at my service as
much as if it were my own. Having thank-
ed him for his hospitable offer, we talked of
our former schoolmates ; for we had been at
school together near Boston.

Young Carlos de Armas had been po'm-
lar with us. He was of a slight figure, but
perfectly symmetrical, with the most ele-
gant shaped hand and foot I ever beheld.
His hair was as glossy black as the raven's
wing, and flowed with silvery beanty about

vis neck. His features were delicately
hiseled, and full of expression and ener-
etic beauty.

“ You will go out with me to-morrow ?”
he asked. “1 remain in to-night, to attend
the opera, where you must go with me. 1
will take no refusal, mi amigo Americano "

c

he added, with his captivating smile, as he |

laid his jeweled, olive-colored $hand upon
my arm.

[ was about to consent, for I had come to
ITavana for my health, which, having been

e of months, and when he had been | sand persons are dircetly or indirectly | entirely restored in that delicious clime, I

ocoupl
inteYloctna.lly veneerel and polished,
married him at Well's cathedral,

The |

engaged in this industry. In the last
great haul in 1874, a million and a qunr-

' had sowe days' leisure before I contem-
' plated returning to the States. ButasI

ent was not a success, nnd the | ter of oysters were taken on one bank, | was in the nct of replying, a richly dressed

{s now suing for @ diverce:

{ which were sold for 850,000,

officer of middle age and haughty air came

in, attended by several young officers, glit-
tering in gold and plumes. There was no
vacant table, and as thf officer wag looking
around to see where he could find a seat for
himself and party, his eye fell en me,
whose complexion and blue eyes (and na-
tional air, dounbtless), stamped me as an
American.

“ Here is a table, gentlemen!" he said,
striking his hand on my table, by way of
taking possession of it. “This is an Ameri-
can, and onght to be in prison instead of
being permitted to go st large here!”

Ths was all spoken inrg‘:mniah, and so
grossly, that I felt my eye flash, and my
blood boil. I had half risen, previously, in
order to leave with Carlos, but I now re-
sumed my seat, quietly resolved that I
would not resign to rudeness what I might
have yielded to courtesy, and had he prop-
erly approached me.

“Tt is the General I beg of you,
do not resent, for he is capable of doing you
mischief. Yield quietly, my fricnd. Ha-
vana is not Boston.”

This was said to me very rapidly, in an
undertone, by Carlos, whose naturally brave
soul was intimidated by the tyrannical
power which crushes everything noble in
Cuba,

“Js the Yankee going to move?" de-
manded the officer, fiercely.

Several Spaniards, who were seated at the
little tables about, sprang to their feet and
servilely offered him- the places they had
occupied. But he bowed negatively to
their obsequious proffers, and fixed his
glance upon me, as if expecting that I
would cringe before him, like the Cubans.
1 quietly sat smoking, and tried to induce
Carlos to reseat himself. But he was dis-
posed to conceal his acquaintance with me,
and withdrew from the table, losing him-
self in the crowd that was gathering areund.

Finding that I remained seated, the gen-
eral ordered one of his aides to remove me.
As he extended his hand to fasten his granp
uﬁgn my collar, I drew a revolver and de-
liberately aimed at his heart. There was a
general retrograde motion of the party.
Some one bzhind me wounded me with the
point of a sword. Iturned and fired, and
then making a circular sweep with my pis-
tol around meg I took advantage of the
space which I had cleared to walk through
it and quit the coffee house, leaving behind
me the fiercest uproar.

I had no sooner reached the street than
Don Carlos hurried past me, saying, as he
did 8o, in my ear:

“Fly! Conceal yourself! He has sent
for a file of soldiers to arrest you. Follow
me, and I will show you a place of safety.”

I placed myself under the protection of
my friend Carlos, who led the way across
the plaza to a narrow street, which we en-
tered and traversed for some distance
through the darkness. At length we came
to a small shop, over the low door of which
was a cigar box for & sign. The shuttess
were closed, but a faint thread of light
streamed throngh the crevices of the

window, _
% Here is the shopof Pedro Alva,” said

1
.

my friend ; “he ia a cigar roller, whom I
! have befriended when sick, and who is at-
' tached to me. You will be save here, as he
may be trusted.”

He knocked on the shutter, and repeated
the name of the occupant of the humble
tenement. .

. “Quien la? Quien esta ! responded a
hoarse voice within.

We heard an exclamation of satisfaction,
and the helf leaf of a door was pushed cau-
tiously outward. The light from within

! showed him the face of De Armas, and he
quickly tirew the door wide and admitted
us,

“ Now, shut, bar and lock, good Pedro,”
said De Armas, aiding him.

Pedro, who was a short, dark visaged
Spaniard, with an enormous gray mustache,
iron spectacles, and a bald head, »oon
scenured the door. 1

“] am glad to see your honor,” he #nid
respectfully, “and yous lordship's fHieid,”
| bowing to me; “but I hopd thers ia noth.
| ing wrong, sanores.”

'whom 1 well knew, and where I felt |

“My {riend, here, has been so unfertu-
nate as to make an enemy of General —,
and I wish you to conceal him.”

“If he has made such an enemy, he had
better leave the island as soon as he can,
genor,” said Pedro.

“ And until he can do so, I wizh ycu to
keep him securely here. To-morrow 1 will
try and arravge for his departure. Now,
my friend,” he added, addressiug me, and
taking my hand, “ I beg you go keep close,
and suffer no one to see you until you hear
from me again. If the person you shot is
killed, your life is at mfﬁ." .

“ El Caballero iswounded, 8enor Carlos!”
suddenly exclaimed the cigar roller, exam-
ining the floor with his light. “ Here is
blood he is standing in.”

“You did not te:l me so,” he said, re-
proachfully.

“T forgot,it, and did not feel it, until
now reminded of it,” I answered; but now
th»t I thought~of it, I suffered pain, De
Armas made me take off my coat, and upon
examination, he found that the sword passed
through the flesh of my left shoulder, mak-
ing two orifices of the breadth of two inches,
and that the wound bled freely. It was
soon bound by the skillful Pedro, who h d
been in the wars, and had experience in
such matters, which it seemed to afford him
great delight to have to do with again. Do
Armas, having seen me safely in bed, in a
small closet, half hidden by a pile of tobac-
co bales, took leave of me, promising to
come and see me the next day, and report
how affuirs stood.  °

The soporific influence of the tobacco
soon overpowered my senses, and when I
awoke it was ten o'clock in the forenoon.
Pedro had locked me in, and through the
chinks of the door I saw him at his work,
in the front shop.

I softly rapped, and he came to me, and
pretended to be assorting cigars on a shelf
over the door.

“What news from Carlos?” I asked,
eagerly,

% Nothing, senor, - He is, no doubt, at
ing for your safety.”

Yedro passed me a cup of fragrant coffee
anl a light roll, and I ate a hearty break-
fast. He closed the door between the two
rooins, and thus enabled me to come out
out of my confined lodging place. We had
a consultation, and I resolved to quit the
refuge of his shop, unwilling to expose him
to danger. Iz warmly insisted upog my
remaining. Finally I made known to him
my plan, which was to dress in a suit of
his clothes, and with half a dozen bales of
tabacco on my shoulders, sally forth into
thestreets, and try and get bevond the Tacon

Paseo, into the country, where, three miles | .

from the city, dwelt an English merchant,

should be in safety., The change in my
wardrobe was soon completed, or rather, in-
stead of changing my dress, ] put on Pedro’
coarse habiliments over my own. Ie
stained my face with tobacco juice, and |
then pilted upon my shoulders several pur- |
cels of the broad leaved tobacco, which
flapped over and about my shoulders and
face, completely concealing it.

1 then t 1d him to inform Senor de Armas
where I was going, that he might, il Le
wished, come and see me, and grasping his
hand, 1 went out of the door.

At last I reached the last sentry of the
city outpost. Here I felt that I should be
most in danger, since I Jearned from Pedro
that strict orders had been given to watch
carefnily every avenne out of the eity. By
the time I reached the gate, I wvas nearly

overcomz with weckness and fatigue, The
flesh wound in my shoulder, heated
and rubbed by the tobacco pressing

upon it, had caused it to bleed afresh, and
I could feel the blood trickling down, even
to my feet. [, therefore, determined to sit
in the shade of a tree, near the gate, upon u
stone bench, till Iin sbme measure recovered

from my bundles of tobacco, and smelling
it, like sn epicure, he seemed satisfied with
its quality, and deliberately began rolling
it up in the shape of a cigary  When he
had completed it-—and he made it very
neatly-—he lighted it by a match, and eom-
menced smoking.

“ Buen cigarro, hombre,” he at length said,
without deigning a glance at me. “ Where
is your shop? 1 will send for some. You
have good tobacco here.’

“ My shop, senor soldado,” 1 answered, ““is
in C.lUe de San Juan, No. 18.”

“ Buen! And where do you take tobacco
out of the city? People bring it in
usually.” -

“We have a large order to fill, and I tuke
it out, to get this made up by a friend, who
sometimes helps us.”

“When you come back, leave me a
dozen,” he eaid, “and I will be your cus-
tomer.”

“ As yon make cigars so well, senor, T will
give you half a score of leaves, as a pres-
ent, if you are going to be my customer,” I
said; and suiting the action to the word, I
pulled the leaves from the bundle, and hand-
ed them to Lim, to his evident satisfaction.

I then passed on, and was eoon beyond
the gate, and traveiing on the dusty road,
betw. en gardens fragrant with orange trces
and tropical flowers. I at length reached
the villa of Mr. W., who was in the citr;
but I made myself known to Mrs. W., who
at once gladly welcomed me, and offered
me the refuge I =0 much needed. When
Mr. W. returned in the evening, he found
me in bed, with a high fever, brought on by
the inflammation of my wound. I was ten-
derly nursed for twelve days, and atthe end
of three weeks, I was entirely recovered.
From Mr. W. 1 had learned the excitement
which had followed the scene in the coffee
house, and of the search made for we, by
orders of Generar ——, who represented me
as a spy of the Americans.

“If you had not been an American,” said
Mr. W., “he would not have insulted you
as he did in the coffee house. The search
for you is now over, as it is supposed you
have left the island: and vou will be able
to get off in the next steamer without dif-
ficulty. It sails day after to-morrow.”

But I did pot wish to leave until I had
seen or heard from Don Armas. I pro-
posed-—for my suspicions were painfull
roused-—-that we should send to his mothers
villa in order to ascertain if he were there
or not. Mr. W. advised me not to appear
abroad, openly, and rode to her residence,
three miles distant, himself. Upon his re-
turn, the expression of his face showed that
he brought 11l tidings.

“Ie 15 in prison!” he answered the in-
quiring look ngave him, as he alighted.
“In prison!" I repeated with a sinking
heart,

“Yes, His mother isin t distress,
She says that three weeks ago lsst night "~

“The very night I last saw him,” I said.

“ A Spanish officer, with a file of mount-
cd soldiers, rode out to the vills, and enter-
ing it, searched for the papers of Carlos,
and carried off every letter and scrap of
paper they could find, and every letter he
had written to his mother from the United
States, when he was at the nniversity there.
Upon her inquiries why this was done, the
only reply she got was that Caglos w
state prisoner, and arrested on sfispicion of
sympathizing with the Ame'rican‘iuva:lers."

* # E L »

“Io you know what prison he is in?" I
asked of Dedro.

zide.”

“This is a strong place.”

“ Ax the Moro itself, senor,” answercd
Pedro, shaking his head. “I know all
about it, for 1 was once in the guard, and
Liave done my duty in it many a month.”

“Then you mustgo to prison, and chat
with your old comrades. You must make
thern presents of fine cigars. You must not

L]

my etrenyth, and got a little restored.
I had not been reated ten minutes---dur-

ing which time I had seen tihe guards re- i jacket,

be without a flask of wine tnder your
You must make friends with all
It will take two or
 three days, twice o day, to nccomplizh this
«-till yon make them famillae with your
]

lieved--swhen onhe of the soldiers lounged : in the gustd-house,
up, and took his seat on the bench where |

sat, Without ceremony, he pulled a laai

“ I'n the government prison, near the port |

presence. Throw out hints that you think
of enlisting again.”

“T will do it, senor,” answered Pedro.

“ If you will, I will afterward plan some
way of liberating him,” I answered.

r about four hours' absence he re-
turned. He informed me that his snccess
bad been far better than he anticipated,
that he had not only been let into prison by
one of his old cronies, now a sergeant, but
had seen Carlos and spoken to him, by the
sergeant’s permission. el

This relation of Pedro filled me with joy
and hope. I at once directed him to g)ro-
cure a stout rope, and half a dozen fles,
| and convey them to the cell of Don Carlos.
The next day at ten o'clock, when he knew
that he should find the sergeant at his
he went to the priton, and conveyed these
articles. He placed them through the iron
window, in the hands of Carlog, who said it
would take him two nights to file off the
! bars, which were thick. He said that if a
| boat could be brought under the window at
midnight, on the second night, he would be
ready to descend into it.

This was good news to my hearj. I now
sent Pedro out to purchase a whale boat, or
' some light, safe boatythat it would be pos-
sible to cross to Key West in, if necessary.
This boat he pulled round to a place near
the prison, and moored it by an obscure
pier. <
It was a starlight night. Fortunately,
we met no patrols, and reached our boat in
safety. Here, to my surprise, I found that
Pedro determined to embark with me. He
said he would not remain, for the escape of
Carlos known, suspicion would light upon
him, who had beensc recently in the prison.
I was glad enough to get him to aid mefur-
ther in my enterprise, and, pushing off our
boat, we were soon rowing, with noiseless
dip, under the walls of the prison. As the
clock tolled midnight, we came beneath the
window. I looked up but could see noth-
.iing safe the obscure darknmess of the win-

OW.

“Hark " whispered Pedro, “he is still
filing "

I fislened, and distinetly heard the grat-
ing of the coarse file on the heavy bams.

“You are right. }e has not done all his
work,” I said, with misgiving. : _

As I spoke there was a humming in- the
air, and, with a splash, a piece of the iron*
bar fell into the water. We held our
breaths. We believed it would be impos-
sible for the sound not to attract the sen-
trics. We expected to be hailed, or fired
into. While we were thus expectant, the
rope fc'| trom the height upon my head. I
caught it gladly, snd drew ittul. I tried
my weight upon it, and found it secure.
Tl{e next moment Curlos was in the boat,
and his arms about wy neck.  Pedro took
the oars, and I the helm, and we pulled
noiselessly out from under the frowning
walls. The guardianship eentry hailed us
with the sharp “ Quiea, [ /" but we answer-
ed him as we had done others, by calling
ourselves the boat of an English vessel of
war, that we knew lay outside, and to and
from which the town boats plied .at all
hours.

When we had reached the Moro we
breathed freely; and as there was a wind
outside, we stepped our mast and hoisted
our leg-of-mutton sail. By sunrise we were
cight miles north and west of Moro Castle,
and steering gallantly for Key West, 5o near
as we could guess.

We ate a hearty breakfast of rolis and
fish, and lighted our cigams. At noun we
dined after the same fashion. Seeing in the
| west a large ship, I bore toward it; and
soon found, from her bright sides, that ehe
was a Yankee merchantman. :

As we approached her they discovered us,
and watched us through, a spy-glass.  We
were at Jength received on board, and as I
had the good fortune to.be known to two of
the passengers, we were at once at home.

Carlos, whose property had been confis-
cated after bis flight, is now an activel ader
in the army, and the day may not be far
distant when he himeelf shall be the instru-
ment of freeing Cuba from the yoke of

Spain.

The United States navy at the present
time copsists of 146 vessels.of 150,157
tons measurement.

“That portable stove saves half the
fuel,” said an ironmonger. *‘Faix thin,
I'll take two of thim, and save it all,”
replied his customer.

«Give me a fifth-story room, next the
skyliqht, go I can get ont one way at
least,” said o traveler as he registered
his name at a city hotel.

An unsuccessful lover was asked bj:
what means he lost his divinity. ¢ Alas!’
cried he, I flattered her until sLe got
too proud to speak to me.

What is a young man to think when
he meets a young lady shading her eyes
from the sun with a pieee of music, th:a
title of which—** Kiss Me Good Night”
—is turned in fuli view?

The Pacific Coast States make a loud
wail against the tramp nuisance. The
climate is very favorable to these people,
as they can sleep out of doors comfort-
ably eight or nine months in the year.

Previously to the invention of hats,
both men and women generally wore
close-knit woolen cape; the man’s hLat
was invented at Pans, by a Swise, 1404,

first worn in Englond in Hy VIL's
time and first man in London,
1510.

There are now sixty-nine daily, weekly
' and monthly periodicals in Bepgalee
and Tamil, the two languages of India
in which the grestest literaty activity is
shown, Twelve of these are devoted to
Mussulman interests and about fwenty
| to Clristian.

' YWhen a Buffalo young lady so writes

|
|8 --parts from her besu,
| aho s %oo bashful to understand the

nicer of h's position, she will say:

¢ William, if you were to me yon
mi ]:Ithl:;n;frngdmwould hear it. But
it T creak the gate she won't kuow the
, difference i i

| A boyin Cumberland couaty. Peun.,
Jost a shilling that his
iven him to pay his teacher
-book. Last month the boy,
now nearly fifty years old, learned where
his old teacher is living, and sent him a
‘letter, detailing all*the circnmstances
conncted with the unpaid-for book, and

| father had
for a schoo!

| inclosing the amount of the little debt,
with fo ty ycars’ interest.

A bombshell was plowed up in Morgan
coanty, Temn., a few days ago, which
had been fired fromoneof General George
' Morgan’s cannon during his retreat from
Cumberland Gap in 1862, The finders,
to test its keeping qualities, took it home
and put it in the fire. A man about two

| miles away OL & reports the exper:-
ge:: (al h snecessfnl, but the sotors

in the soone have not yet heen heard
| from:




