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PEN PICTURES ' 
OFTHE WAR 

TRXJH STORIES NOW FOR THE 

FIRST TIME TOLD. 

i. 

Hairbreadth E s c a p e i o n Land a n a 
Sea Toge ther W i t h Nearly All 
Conce ivable Var ie t i e s of Pecu l iar 
lAdventareN and Happenings— 
H o w a S ingle Ship and a Battery 
F o n g h t a Duel—Friend Mistaken 
for F o e —Why t h e Colon W a s 
Culight — Death of a Regular . 

(*• 

Many of the best stories of the war 
have been untold, because they did not 
properly come under the head of legiti
mate news, and the war correspondent 
at the front had little time for side issues. 
Many a bit of humor or pathos, many 
a graphic silhouette against the grim 
background of war, many a spirited scene 
and many a livid recollection of past 
dangers still linger In the minds of the 
war correspondents, who while at the 
front were thinking only of getting 
through the real news to an anxious na
tion. But now it is different. The ten
sion has been removed, and the after
math of war should not be overlooked. 
The stories which appear below are true 
stories, says the New York Herald, all 
written by newspaper men who either 
witnessed the incidents described or ex
perienced them personally. 

Running- a Mine Fie ld . 
Lieut. McKinstry, of the artillery, had 

been hard at work sinking submarine 
mines in Key West harbor. At last, one 
day late in April, the work was done, and 
a double line of sunken torpedoes was 
stretched across the bay. Electric wires 
connected them with old Fort Taylor. 
The touch of a finger on a switchboard 
would suffice to blow to pieces any over-
zealous intruder. 

So the lieutenant distributed among the 
newspaper representatives and Key West 
shipping agents a formal notice stating 
that on and after that date Key West 
became a closed port. No vessel would 
be permitted to clear or enter between 
sundown and sunrise. The order took ef
fect immediately, and the deadly electric 
current was to be turned on that very 
night. 

Key West had been just a. trifle nervous 
about a possible night attack. So the 
average citizen learned of Lieut. McKin-
stry's order with satisfaction. Most of 
the newspaper dispatch boats were in port 
at the time and received due warning. 
The Albert F. Dewey, smallest of the 
Herald's fleet, however, was wallowing 
about somewhere in the blockade line 
off Havana that day, and she was due 
in Key West with dispatches that night. 

Lieut. McKinstry said that they would 
look out for her. A launch was to be sta
tioned off Fort Taylor, and when the 
Dewey was sighted the launch would run 
out and warn her back. She could then 
lie outside the mine field until daylight. 

With a big white bone in. her teeth and 
a hatchet hung on the safety valve the 
Dewey cime churning up the bay about 
half past 10 o'clock. She was doing as 
near thirteen knots an hour as she ever 
did in her life,' for she meant to catch the 
cable early that night and clear for the 
South again at dawn. 

"The Dewey's coming in!" The word 
was passed along Duval street and 
through the hotel porches. Soon the coal 
dock was crowded with the usual throngs 
waiting the latest news from the front. 
Night glasses were brought to bear on 
tho little tugboat, and everybody expected 
to see her bolted outside Fort Taylor. 
But on she came, her speed hardly slack
ened. Capt. Hyer was at her wheel, sub
limely ignorant of new government orders 
and the threatening mines. 

A naphtha launch was seen to shoot out 
from the shadow of the old fort. There 
was a hail and an answering shout from 
the Dewey, but the warning was not un
derstood. The little dispatch boat rushed 
past the launch and left her hopelessly 
behind, the noise of the Dewey's engines 
drowning the frantic yells from the stern 
of the launch. 

The next instant the Dewey's foaming 
bows struck something heavy. She lurched 
and quivered her whole length. Then 
there was a( scraping, grating noise along 
her starboard bow. "But no; there was no 
explosion. She sheered off gamely, while 
Hyer threw his helm over, only stopping 
to exclaim "What the devil was that 
we struck?" 

On she came, and once more she struck 
and scraped some submerged obstruction, 
this time on her port quarter. 

Ten minutes later she lay quietly at her 
pier and a score of voices were shouting— 
"The mines! The mines! How did you 
dodge the mines? Don't you know the 
port is closed?" 

"Mines, eh?" said Capt. Hyer, as he 
gave the orders to make her fast. "Mines, 
were they? Well, I'm d d if we didn't 
leave some of our red paint on a couple 
of 'em somewhere out there. Mines, eh? 
The blamed things must be filled with 
vinegar, I reckon." 

Some of us started to "jolly" Lieut. 
McKinstry the next morning about his 
vinegar filled mines. 

"Not so fast, boys, not so fast," said 
the officer. "Fortunately for you, we 
weren't taking any chances of an acci
dent. The officer at the lookout in Fort 
Taylor was cautioned about the Dewey. 
He turned off the current in time to let 
her through safely." 
Grini Duel B e t w e e n S ing le Ship and 

Battery. 
What is it which shapes man's first 

thought or word when he first finds speech 
in a moment of great danger or terrible 
injury? 

When a six-inch shell from the Sacopa 
battery at Santiago burst in a forward 
gun station between decks on the Texas, 
tearing one man to pieces and injuring 
several others seriously, filling the space 
with smoke and flame and the fear of 
death, a man whose breast was torn by 

- fragments of iron and who was evidently 
fatally hurt, leaned against a stanchion 
and said with ghastly irony to the rsen 
who came to assist him—"Here's a chance 
for your first aid to the injured." 

He and his mates held the "first aid" 
drill in contempt because of the extra 
trouble involved and this ironical expres
sion was the first thing which sprang 
from his lips as he stood; there in agony. 

Other men, who were still conscious 
when carried to the "sick bay," asked of 
their bearers, "was it an accident or a 
Dago shell?" and were comforted when 
told that it had been the latter. 

This was pre-eminently the duel of tho 
war—the engagement between the Texas 
and the Sacopa battery. Capt. Phi l ip-
commodore now—was told to go in close 
enough to menace the Santiago gunners 
for tho purpose of covering a movement of 
the fleet to protect the landing of troops 
further east. 

The Texas steamed in until her larger 
guns could reach the battery easily, and 
while her men were getting the range 
with accuracy by means of a rangeflnder 
and a rifle shot or two the Sacopa gun
ners accepted what they believed was a 
challenge and the duel was begun. 

The Texas was a splendid mark. The 
' battery was a difficult one to hit. If a 

shell went a little low it was buried harm-
. lessly in earthworks. If it was a trifle 

high it went over Spanish guns and gun
ners. The worst of it was that the Texas 
that day had only a few "common" shells 
in her magazine, and these Capt. Philip 
would not expend, thinking he might seed 
them more, later on. Common shall arm 

those Which burst easily and are very, dif
ferent* from the armor piercing variety 
which are meant for use against plated 
ships. « 

The armor piercing shells used by the 
Texas had little effect unless they struck 
a Spanish gun or within a foot or two 
of it. Therefore, when it is remembered 
that the battleship silenced the Spanish 
battery it will be seen that there is a 
foundation for the assertion often made, 
that her gun practice that day was thi 
most remarkable during the war. 

Both ship and battery fired slowly, the 
ship's gunners even more deliberately 
than the gunners on the height. . The 
Spanish aim was oetter than 'usual. 
Shells fell close to the Texas continually. 

When a 6-inch projectile struck her on 
the bow, went , through, cut off a big 
stanchion and burst among the men who 
were grouped about two 6-poundecs in 
the forward compartment, few on board 
knew what had happened. Indeed, when 
the smoke of the gun which fired the 
shell belched from the hill one of the of
ficers on the Texas thought it was a shell 
from the ship exploding in the Spanish 
work and cried out that it was a good 
shot. 

"Tut, man," said Capt. Philip; "that 
was one of their guns. A few moments 
later smoke rose in clouds from the for
ward compartment and he added, 
"They've hit us.'' 

Questions were shouted from the bridge, 
but for a minute there was no intelligent 
reply. But men had already hurried to 
the pierced compartment with stretchers 
for the wounded and lines of fire hose, 
and the surgeons were busy with lint 
and bandages. Before the men on the 
bridge knew the extent of the damage 
the wounded were carried out and the 
fire extinguished, so well d'd every man 
know his station and his duty. 

There was one man whom they could 
not carry out. He had been torn to 
shreds by the shell. A man at his side 
was unhurt. A man as far from him as 
was possible In the small compartment 
had a dozen wounds. 

The word that one was dead and several 
terribly hurt vent through the ship 
quickly. 

Steadily the big guns took their revenge. 
Shell after shell went home. The tire of 
the Sacopa battery became ragged. Then 
it ceased. The Texas steamed out past 
the Brooklyn and Schley's men cheered 
till a signal told them a man had been 
killed. Then the Brooklyn asked by sig
nal if she could afford any assistance, 
and added a compliment concerning the 
wonderful shooting. 

"The Texas wants nothing, unless it be 
some common shell," was Philip's an
swer. Then, for the first time, the Brook
lyn's company learned that the great ex
ecution had been done with armor-pierc
ing projectiles, and wondered the more at 
the grim duel and its outcome. 

Thought Fr iend a Foe . 
The description in the Herald of Ser>t. 

25 of an experience through which the 
flagship New York and the torpedo boat 
Porter passed during .the war with Spain 
recalls to me a similar experience in 
which the Porter's sister vessel, the Du-
pont, narrowly escaped destruction when 
about to torpedo the monitor Puritan. 
The incident is vouched fog.' by one of 
those present at the time. 

When, on April 23, the Puritan, Am-
phitrite, Cincinnati and Machias and the 
torpedo boats Dupont, Foote and Wins-
low began patrol dutyv off Matanzas, 
Cuba, "they were arranged in three lines 
—the torpedo boats stationed one mile 
off the entrance to the bay, the cruisers 
three miles further out, and the monitors 
three miles outside the cruisers. 

Each vessel was to patrol back and 
forth, and not to leave station except 
to intercept a strange vessel, and then 
to exchange signals with her. The same 
orders as were in force on the Porter 
and New York were to be observed off 
Matanzas. Should a vessel reply to sig
nals with the same display it was re
garded as sufficient evidence that she 
was a friend; but in the event of failure 
to respond, or the display of a different 
signal, she was to be regarded as a sus
picious vessele. 

The vessels went to their stations on 
the night of April 24, the Pupont having 
the eastern end of the inner line. No 
notice had been given to her of any 
change having been made in the disposi
tion of the vessels for the night, so when 
a shot was fired and it was heard to 
strike close under her stern, coming from 
the direction of the shore, the command
ing officer, Lieut. Spencer S. Wood, was 
puzzled, as he was unable to see any 
vessel, and did not know of any fort in 
that vicinity. 

To clear up the doubt the vessel was 
turned toward the direction of the shot 
and the signal lights were displayed— 
no response. A complete circle was made 
—still no reply to the signal. Surely 
something was wrong, so Lieut. Wood 
decided to investigate closer, and pre
pared for an attack. All hands were 
called to their stations; the guns and 
torpedo tubes were manned; steam pres
sure was increased, and the Dupont sped 
along under two boilers, making about 
twenty-five knots. 

When approaching the place from which 
the shot had apparently come speed was 
slackened, steam was allowed to bottle up, 
preparatory to a dash, and every one 
strained his eyes to see into the darkness. 
Still nothing could be seen, when, sud
denly, out of the blackness a dark mass 
began to appear. It was a vessel of some 
kind, but what was it? 

"Are you ready?" was passed quietly to 
Ensign Clark, who was stationed at the 
port torpedo. 

"Yes, sir," the report came back. 
Speed was increased; the boat appeared 

to leap toward the strange vessel, which 
had not replied to her signal. Then two 
faint white lights, in a horizontal plane, 
appeared, but it was not the right signal. 

No chances could be taken now. She 
must be destroyed. Quicker revolved the 
screws. The Dupont must be nearer for 
effective work. 

The lieutenant was about to give the 
order to fire, when a faint red light began 
to show between the two white ones. 

"Hard a-port" cried the lieutenant. The 
Dupont pased clear, and the lieutenant, 
grasping the megaphone, called out: 
"Your red light is too faint. . I can 
scarcely make it out." and the Dupont re
turned to her patrol station, and the men 
to laeir bunks. . . 

Oil lanterns were used that night, on the 
Puritan for signafs, and as they were 
burning dimly this accounted for the diffi
culty in distinguishing her lights. > 

It was not until some weeks later that 
those on the torpedo boat heard the other 
side of the story. The officer of the deck 
of the Puritan had seen what he thought 
a strange vessel; and, not receiving any 
reply to his signal—the lights were :too 
dim—he had fired the shot which had 
astonished the Dupont, and then gave a 
general alarm, which summoned all to 
their quarters. , ' 

All prepared for an attack, and when 
about deciding it had been a false alarm 
the Dupont was sighted speeding toward 
them. She was not recognised, In fact, 
most of the officers declared she was not 
one of our boats, but one of the Spanish 
destroyers. 

The moment had almost come to fire, for 
all guns were trained on her, when the 
message from the Dupont in regard to the 
red light being too dim was heard, and 
the battery was again secured and the 
gunners cautioned not to fire. The Du-
pon' little knew how near she had come 
to beirug struck, nor did the*' Puritan 
realize how narrow had been her escape. 

Bnrial Under Fire. 
High on the ridge where the marines 

pitched their tents on the shore of Guan-
tanamo bay, the first Cuban soil taken by 
American troops, are the graves of the 
men who were killed in the first land 
fighting of our war with Spain. They 
were burled under fire by men who over
looked no tithe, of the i solemn ceremony, 
although the. singjpg of Spanish, bullets 

near auove me voice or me cnap-
laln. 

The burial squad was composed of 
the flag-wound "jollies"—"soldier and 
sailor, too," as Kipling has it—into the 
earth. The chaplain stood with his back 
to the cover from which came the rattle 
of musketry, and began the solemn serv
ice. Slow and deliberate fell the words, 
and seldom has their import been realized 
more fully than it was there at the edge 
• f the bullet-threshed jungle. 

"Man that is born of woman—" 
A bullet pecked the earth at his feet 

and sent it flying. Others sang overhead. 
Some leaves and twigs fell from the near
est trees. A man or two dropped behind 
the earth thrown out of the grave. The 
Spanish were.firing on the burial party. 

The marines of the Texas raised their 
heads for a second and bowed them again. 
They made no other motion. The officer 
in command, pale ordinarily, flushed red 
as if angered by the enemy's sacrilege. 

The chaplain moved "IT"T*at!e~Trbm "Where 
he was standing, and turned his face 
toward the thicket from which the bul
lets were coming. Then his words fell 
slowly and gravely, "Man that is born of 
woman," and so to the end. 

As he faced the fire those who had 
sought shelter stood up instantly and 
bowed their heads reverently. The fire 
slackened, ceased. The earth fell on the 
flags and covered them and the heroes 
wrapped therein. A man or two dropped 
a tear and a tender, parting word to his 
comrades, and the burial party, its duty 
fittingly done, moved seaward over the 
crest of the ridge out of range. 

Half way down the crooked path which 
led to the landing two of the men who 
had stood steadily at the grave were 
marked by a Spanish sharpshooter, and a 
Mauser bullet "pinged" above them. They 
ran for cover like startled game, for the 
funeral was over and they had no desire 
to make another. < 

But the men who were at the grave that 
day will remember long, and with a sol
emn sense of their great le son, the 
words, "Man that is born of w«'Jian." 

Cured of Curiosity 
Mountains reach down pine fringed to 

the water's edge on the south shore of 
Cuba, except where Santiago Harbor 
pushes them back far enough to give a 
foothold to the old Spanish capital. Again 
across the harbor mouth a curtain of hills 
is drawn, parted to give ingress and 
egress to ships. 

Commanding this entrance, Morro gave 
sullen notice that Santiago was a closed 

ROOSEVELT 
AT HIS HOME 

OYSTER BAY ABODE} OF NEW YORK 
NEXT GOVERNOR DESCRIBED. 

Manifold Attract ions of Th i s Charm
ing; Home, Including; Books , 
Bronses , P ic tures and Sports of 
t h e Chase—The Older Rooseve l t 
Gets the More Does His F i r e In 
crease—Family Life of t h e Roose
ve l t* Ideal—How "Teddy" Spends 
His Time W h e n <«QJt Duty." 

At hls» home in Oyster bay these days, 
in his white flannels, a pink necktie, and 
the tawny mustache giving the sole 
touches of color, Theodore Roosevelt, 
man of letters and soldier-politician, ap
pears in a new and fresh light. 

Much of this is due, no doubt, to the 
fact that this Long Island hillside-
Sagamore Hill—is his home in the full
est sense of the word, that here he is 
in the midst of his books and trophies 
as now where else. At all events, though 
the country place is small, the Roosevelt 
of fame is at Oyster bay a country gentle
man pure and simple, with just this quali
fication, that he is first of all a book
man. 

Sagamore Hill is built on a great knoll 
that, with meadow and woodland sloping 
down from it, overlooks the sound. Turn 
to what point o r the compass you will, 
there is hardly a house in sight, says-
Cromwell Childs, in the New York Times. 
The entire region Is laid out in country 
seats of size, with much of the ground 
left wild. Sagamore Hill is not a large 
house, and it has no architectural preten
sions, but its effect is homelike and pleas
ing, a very proper abode for a man of 
"long descent," who needs no ladder to 
climb into the world of society. 

As the carriage drives up Theodore 
Roosevelt (for an appointment has been 
made), is out at once on the porch. Ap
pointments are necessary with this man 
of the hour these days, thnmrh. nevAt was 

iTOTCver Tcaorng. n is iirsxpry, in great 
'part, history with action to it, that most 
i attracts me. You can see my tastes from 
'these shelves; And then anything that 
.relates to military matters. And poetry, 
especially poetry of action, like 'Lyra 
iHerolca' here. Again, all the standard 
iwJVels, Dickens and Scott. And books on 
fbig game hunting." 

He was gone—for the moment—and I 
.studied the shelves to see what manner of 
literature had formed and kept on form
ing this man. There were Lecky, Park-
man, and Motley; Napier's Peninsular 
war, John Fiske, Cooper and Gibbon, 
Mahaffy, Macaulay, all in the brave array. 
Not a few French and German books 
stood by the side of these, (Mr. Roose
velt reads b«WU these . languages very 
readily). And near at hand I saw Hero
dotus and Polybius, (favorites he had 
spoken of just a moment before), Archi
bald Forbes's "Memories of war and 
peace." the works of Alexander Hamilton 
De La Graviere's "Guerres Maritime," 
Hildreth's history of the United States, 
Forbes Mitchell, and Light Horse Harry 
Lee. 

The big game bookcase across the room-
contained many a work of Interest. 
Books of adventure and travel jostled 
each other. Sport in every corner of the 
world was represented. His own books— 
"Hunting Trips of a Ranchman," "The 
Wilderness Hunter," and "Ranch Life 
and the Hunting Trail" were there, just 
as the other bookcase had contained his 
essays and politico-historical volumes. 
"East Africa and its big game" was a 
title that stood out prominently. Selous's 
name stared at one. 

Outside of its books, the room had' 
manifold attractions. Bronzes, depicting 
hunting life, were strewn over the tops 
of the case. Rugs, in the fur of which 
one's feet sank, rich, glossy, perfect 
skins, were everywhere. And not to the 
library were these rugs confined. They 
half covered the lower floor of the house. 
All were of Roosevelt's shooting's, oi 
course, evidences of his skill as a ninyrod, 
and. the walls in hall and dining room 
bore yet finer tributes to his prowess, in 
the superb heads with which they were 
were adorned, those of a big buffalo and 
a wapiti being the masterpieces of his 
art with bullet and trigger. 

A quaint fireplace, "in which logs were 
burning, further set off the study. The 
master's desk, plain and fiat topped, was 
alongside the window. It was free from 
the litter of authors and furnished simply 
with little more than a huge crystal ink
stand and a lamp. 

UNCLE SAM—I CAN'T LET SPAIN LOAD T&E LITTLE FELLOW DOWN LIKE THAfe 

From the mountain tops Spain's flag 
waved above blockhouses, showing its 
crimson and gold against the blue sky. 
Far back, completely shut out from our 
sight, we knew were Santiago city and 
the harbor, the latter floating Admiral 
Cervera's squadron. In a general way we 
knew what was there, yet the air of 
silent, intense mystery so wrought upon 
our imaginations that every man among 
the correspondents was willing to risk his 
life for one peep over the dividing hills. 

At times it is the war correspondent's 
duty to wait, wait, wait, lust as it is at 
other times his duty to act promptly and 
with force. I knew this, but the time came 
when further inactivity was impossible. 

Down the coast to the westward, about 
eight miles, a Cuban outpost held-a posi
tion in a growth of scrub: pine, so close to 
the water th*t.the surf often drove the 
men from their beds upon the sand. Sig
nals were exchanged with the Cubans, 
and after a deal of wig-wagging I went 
ashore and joined them. 

Just before daybreak we made our start 
up the mountain, and before the sun shot 
its first ray above the horizon with two 
guides-I had nearly reached the coveted 
position. At this time we were so-close to 
the Spanish lines that we could hear the 
challenges of the pickets. 

Before us the pine growth parted, leav
ing a cleared space of 200 yards that must 
be crossed before the crest could be 
reached. The Cubans hesitated, one of 
them, in broken English, informing me 
that Spanish guns at all times covered 
this spot and in crossing it we would offer 
beautiful targets. 

It has never been ray ambition to in
terrupt a Mauser bullet in its flight, but 
I had seen Spanish soldiers at target 
practice and had not the highest opinion 
of their marksmanship. Then, too, I 
doubted the story told by the guides. I 
determined to go on If I had to go alone; 
But as I made my first advance the Cu
bans pushed ahead without further 
words. Personal bravery I fully believe 
to be one of the attributes of the Cuban 
character. It was certainly demonstrated 
here. 

We had half crossed the open before we 
heard from our friends the enemy. My 
heart, which had swelled up Into my 
throat, had, been properly swallowed, and 
I had just begun to breathe easily, when 
a sharp crack was heard, followed by the 
soprano pitched whine peculiar to the 
Mauser. The bullet' passed over our 
heads, probably twenty feet high, but it 
was too close. 

Dovetailed into its song- was that of a 
second, and then a third:. Then the air 
to me appeared to be full of Mauser bul
lets. One plowed the gravel at my feet, 
and another raised the dust a little to 
the right. It required little time for the 
fact to impress itself upon me that I was 
I t n d a i 1 «• •« 

(Continued o n F o u r t h Face . ) 

there a celebrity who "troubled less about 
"red tape." But' ever since - the rough 
riders' chief came "home from Montauk 
visitors have been swarming at Oyster 
bay. The local hack drivers have waxed 
prosperous. There is even now a good 
government man in the study, and morq 
—though of what political ilk I am not 
told—are expected by an early train. 

In the cool of the fall morning hla 
restless eyes, half hidden by his gold-
rimmed glasses, glancing now here, now 
there, the athletic figure in white does 
not seem as if it could really be of the 
stock of the knickerbockers burghers who 
were the first makers of New York. There 
is too much of action, spring, energy, 
enthusiasm about it. The crucible of 
events,- somehow, "has ^transformed -the-
phlegmatic Dutch blood that has come 
down through generations. The older 

Theodore Roosevelt gets the more the 
, fire increases. 

There is now to be made a strange con
fession on the part of the present writer. 
All the actual conversation he had with 
Col. Roosevelt at the end of his journey 
to Oyster bay could have been compressed 
readily into ten minutes of solid talk. 
It lasted over a period of three hours. It 
came out in scraps and hasty sentences 
at one time and another, the longest ex
change of words being four minutes by 
the watch in a remote corner of the piaz
za. For the visitors never ceased. Once 
the Colonel fled to the "gun room" at 
the top of the house, half a second to the 
library and study, where his stenographer 
was in waiting to gallop over a portion 
of his morning's mail and to dictate ans
wers at cavalry charge speed. 

This, perhaps, will give some indication 
of the "rush" of Col. Roosevelt's life to
day. It has 'been like this for a fort
night. An interesting sidelight is furnish
ed in one little incident. . Meeting him in 
the hall I queried (he was then hurrying 
hack to the study): "Shall we talk now 
or would it be better later On?" 

"Now!" he answered decisively. "Now! 
It will probably be worse later on." The 
one important, room of the Roosevelt 
home is the study, though the wide "hall
way -is a close second in point of interest. 
It is a man's house throughout. The 
master dominates it in every corner. The 
study and hall, however, show, chiefly, 
the Influence of his temperament. 

The ; very best room in the house is 
this study, a wide, roomy apartment, with 
ja slightly bowed window, to the right of 
ithe hallway. Two sides" of it are lined 
with 'books, "the books I am always read
ing," says their owner. These are-but 
a fraction of the library, however. It 
fills two large bookcases in the darwing 
room; it overflows into the "gun room" 
! upstairs, where there are hundreds of 
•volumes. 
'' "I like to- read better than anything 

|%-ffelse," says Theodore .Boosevejti. "I- am 

_ J. "-Jf _ 

Defective Page 

'. nouie wanaering rrom point to point 
in this study-library a member of the 
household came in. He was a boy of 
perhaps nine, simply dressed in a sailor 
suit Of white. He had on over it a long 
coat, and this he struggled out of and 
laid it on a chair. He bowed politely. 
Not a handsome boy, but in manliness 
and courtesy the son of his father. 

"Are you Mr. Roosevelt?" 
He eyed me for a moment. "I'm one of 

Col. Roosevelt's boys. I'm Kermit." (Theo
dore Roosevelt explained afterward that 
this was the name of a remote Manx 
ancestor of the Roosevelt family, and was 
probably the only Kermit in America). 

"And are you the oldest?" 
"No; Ted is. There's two boys older 

than I. 'I'm the third. Then there, comes 
after, another boy and a girl, and then a! 
baby. Six! Where's father?"' 

I explained that he was somewhere, 
and very busy. Thereupon Kermit Roose
velt said: 

"Father has to work very hard to get 
us all food." 
He said it, too, - must Ingenuously and-
seriously. There was evidently not an 
{idea in the hoy's mind that his father 
[possessed inherited wealth, an ample in
come, and had no need of a day's work 
nor a moment's toil. 

The family life of the Roosevelts is 
ideal. .Neither Theodore Roosevelt nor 
his wife cares for society. Next to his, 
literary and political work this celebrity 
devotes himself to his children, who adore 
him. Mrs. Roosevelt gives her whole 
time to her family and is little seen in 
the world. ^ 

They are healthy, hearty, happy young
sters of the best American type, evidenc
ing what child training may be when it is 
In wise hands. 

But this digression delays the picturing 
of the hall and drawing room. The lat
ter is exceedingly tasteful.- There is lit
tle in it for a room of its size—book
cases, a few comfortable chairs and 
sofas, a cabinet or two. Ornaments are 
conspicuous by their absence, and the 
pictures are simple little etchings or 
prints of soft tone. The trophy rugs lend 
the rbom unique distinction. One of 
white thrown over a sfa is especially 
magnificent. The carpet is of a gray 
tint with pink roses, the walla blue-
flpwered, the heavy window curtains 
cream. The mantel has a Gallic set of 
ornaments in gold and blue, clock, candle
sticks, and vases. . 

The army pervades the hall. One catch
es the scent of arms from the first. Once 
the place of trophies, the great heads of 
"big game" are now overshadowed by 
relics from the front. Over the mantel 
here, on the lifelike heads of three deer 
rests the standard of the rough riders. 
Brilliant yellow, it bears an eagle with a 
shield, slightly raised, vivid in its red, 
white and blue. There are these words 
ont it: "E Pluribus Unum, First Regi-

? ment, Volunteer Cavalry, U. S. A," 
"' - i£%?>?'*&&?'"'i's'Stf ?J 

vntier nils standard hangs the Colonel's 
rough rider hat. On a table near the 
front door is "The Broncho Buster," and 
over the door leading into the dining 
room, where there are more trophy heads 
and a remarkable sideboard, is festooned 
a Spanish "flag. 

This is as it should be. It is appro
priate, looking at Col. Roosevelt's life 
logically, that the "big game" episodes 
of his career should be replaced by 
weightier affairs. And, speaking of this, 
It is interesting to make note of the fact 
that he is now about to give up his 
famous ranch on the Little Missouri, in 
West North Dakota. 

"I have no time to go out to it," he 
says. "This house has been my home 
for fifteen years," Col. Roosevelt remark
ed, as we climbed upstairs to the gun
room. "It is the one place where all my 
[things are. Whenever I live anywhere 
else I simply rent a house. Eleven out 
of those fifteen years I haye spent in gov-
vernment service, so I have staid here in 
the winters often. 

"I am not certain of being elected gov
ernor, of course. If I am not at Albany 
i this winter, I shall be in this house. In 
that event I shall go on with my literary 
work. I shall go on with my 'Winning 
of the West,' which I am much interested 
in, and ffeall start my 'History of the 
Cuban war.' 

"What do I do up here? It is, per
haps, not necessary to say that I never 
met any one who enjoyed life so much 
as I do. I always have fun, constant 
fun. Outside of my work—well, there is 
good duck stooting here—coarse ducks. 
In snowy weather I go about on Nor
wegian skis." 

"Is it true, Mr. Roosevelt, that you 
were exceedingly delicate as a boy?" 

"When a youngster I was pigeon-
ohested and athmatic. Exercise has 
knocked all of that out of me—exercise 
and being a great part of the time out 
in the open air. Another of my amuse
ments is chopping down trees." 

Theodore Roosevelt as an American 
Gladstone is a new idea, a something 
never before thought of or known, a 
curious phase of this man's character 
and likings just brought to light. 

The gunroom has as its chief feature a 
case of guns over by one of the windows. 
Here Is half a score of weapons, a fine 
collection of rifles, each of which has 
its own history, the set including a smoke
less Winchester. By the side of the case 
is Carson's rifle, presented to Mr. 
Roosevelt by Beale, ex-minister of Persia. 
It is one of the Colonel's most valuel pos
sessions. In this room, as was said above 
are also books, and yet again books. The 
shelves include long lines of the Edin
burgh Review from 1802, The Quarterly 
Review from 1809, the old numbers of 
Blackwood's The North American Review 
from 1832, and The Atlantic from its very 
earliest days. The volumes here number 
against hundreds. 

It is in this room that Mr. Roosevelt 
is turning out his enormous daily mall. 
Hundreds of. letters are coming for him, 
from every corner of the country, a great 
proportion of them from people he does 
not know. In these letters there are 
many and varied requests. A frequent 
one is for mementos. To" "one corres
pondent he dictated: "I should be only 
too happy to oblige you if I had any such 
But I have none. My personal belongings, 
as you will readily understand, L want to 
leave to my sons." 
• He dictates if: not .with extraordinary 
rapidity, yet with great steadiness, and 
in an hour gets through with a surpris
ing amount of work. His stenographer 
has her hands full these days. 

Not Helping- a F e l l o w Crater. 
St. Louis Republic: Aetna hasn't shown a 

•spark of Interest in the eruption business so 
\far. It seems Inclined to let Vesuvius do 
'all the spouting. __ 

FORTY YEARS BEHIND. 

The Standards of the Civil W a r Not 
Avai lable To-Day. 

New York Comanercial Advertiser: They 
who would defend the war department by 
challenging comparison with the administra
tion of the general staff during the civil war 
confess .judgment. The civil war lasted -four 
years and employed more than a million men. 
This lasted less than four months and em
ployed less than 100,000. At the beginning 
of the civil war we had no general staff. That 
like the line, had to be made out of the raw. 
The army suffered horribly at first, but a 
volunteer staff was organized with the volun
teer line. They gained skill and experience 
together, and by the time the line had the 
quality of an army the staff had mastered 
the technical work of administration; the 
army was well clothed, armed and feel, was 
moved with promptness and celerity, and the 
inevitable hardships of camp and field were 
reduced to the minimum permitted by the 
medical and sanitary science of that time. 

That was an experience by which it was 
supposed we had profited, as well as by the 
large advance of administrative and technical 
science. Nominally the magnificent staff 
created by the civil war was maintained. The 
bureaus and places in the war department 
were kept up, millions of dollars were ap
propriated to-support the staff and a br.î e 
show of efHclent organization was made It 
was the boast of the department in Us defense 
of large approprlatlons,.for>a small army that 
in its staff and regimental organization, our 
small army was the skeleton of one four times 
as great; that the rank and file could be in
creased at any time to 100,000 men or more 
without exhausting the trained officers in 
the army or at command of the department, 
or without exhausting the administrative re-S?U^8^°„f t h e *enel:al staff. Yet before half 
of 100,000 men were in the field the boasted 
general staff, maintained for thirty years of 
peace to hold the country ready for war, broke 
%'"• m ° 1 e , £ r e l y t h a n t h e B r U l s h commis
sariat in the Crimea, and the war would have 
been suspended in Cuba by disintegration of 
our own forces had it not been brought to 
an end everywhere through the operation of 
our forces at sea. The difference between this 
war and the civil war is that then we ad 
no general staff, and expected nothing till one 
was created. Now we have an elaborate and 
costly general staff, which excused all the 
heavy expense Is caused all the plea that it 
was keeping up a "skeleton organization." to 
be ready for war. War came and the skeleton, 
crumbled to dust like an exhumed corpse, leav
ing us as badly off as in 1861. 

That is not the worst of it. The science 
of military administration and the technical 
sciences..'which save life in camp and hospital 
have made as great advance in thirty years as 
^/L8?1*-0*8 of chemistry and mechanics ap
plied to firearms and exdlesives, which destroy 
life on .the field of battle. Every great war 
has shown notable advance over the last up 
to the RjuesorTurklsh war, in movement 'and 
supply of armies, in sanitation of camps and 
in treatment of sick and wounded in hospitals 
The war of 1859, bad as it was, was better in 
these -respects than the-Crimea, and the wars 
of Prussia were made >wItSi scientific precision 
and economy pf human material. Our wretch
ed little war in Culba, with Its fever camps 
and bare hospitals, Its deadlocks In admlnistra. 
tion and stalled artillery and supply trains, 
recalls the worst condition of the Crimea. 
Our army staff, which seeks to cover itself 
/behind precedents thirty years old, is forty 
years behind the times. 

— 
ri'as It Innocence or During? 

Returning one morning from *i successful ex
pedition after the ©ide-saddle flowsr, Aretuusa. 
and wild calla, relates a correspondent oi *b« 
Boston Transcript, I had stctgjjed to Test for a 
few minutes In th« charie lfi|;the side of The 
road. As I stood leaning on ^p^ bicycle » hap
pened to glance up the wood road which th<=-re 
joined the highway and saw coming .trotting 
toward me four young wcoc chucks not much, 
larger than gray Equlrrels. Thinking that they 
might approach nearer I stood perfectly rao-
tlnlers, as it is a well known fact that wild 
creatures will not take much notice of a man, 
even though he be standing in plain sigh:, 
provided that he makes no movement. What 
was my surprise to see them come right up, 
and, after pausing a second, scramble through 
between the, spokes of Che front wheel of my 
bicycle and swarm over: my feet. An Involun
tary movement on my part then startled them 
and they scampered away, all except one little 
fellow, - braver than the rest, who chattered an-
grliy at the handkerchief dangled before his 
nose before he, too, disappeared In the wood*. 
The mother was seer, evidently in- great dis
tress over the prank* of her little ones, but 
she did not dare to' approach nearer than 
thirty y&rds or so. The question in my mind 
is whether this extreme confidence in man was 
due wholly to the innocence of youth,, or part
ly to the mysterious • influence of the circus 
.season in their young btocd leading them on to 
perform such a feat. ' 

DERVISHES AND 
THE BRITISH 

NOTABLE POINTS IN THE LATEST 
SOUDAN CAMPAIGN. 

Case off a Man W h o Once Did Batt le ' 
for t h e Mahdi bnt Now F ight s i n 

. t h e R a n k s of t h e Egypt ians Un
der Br i t i sh Commanders—Miser-

• a b l e Emblems of Panic and Mas
sacre Seen i n E v e r y Courtyard^-
"The Cheapest and Best Don/** 
Campaign on Record. '\ '" 

Though Mahdism has been smashed, and 
interest, sooner even than was expected, 
is concentrated on affairs far south of 
Khartum, there still remain points in the 
history of this last Soudan campaign that 
are worthy of note. You have heard by 
cable of the strange sight that was seen 
in Omdurman the day after the great 
battle, when thousands of Dervish pris
oners paraded before the British doctors, 
and all who were physically fit enlisted 
gladly In the army against which the day 
before they had fought with desperate 
valor. A simple way this of dealing with 
large bodies of prisoners of war, simpler 
and less expensive than the old-time 
method of exchange or the newer one 
of repatriation. But when one thinks of 
what kind of men were Mahdi and 
Khalifa, how they recruited their forces 
and treated their subjects, It is not diffi
cult to understand how such things can 
be in the Soudan, says the New York 
Sun. I will take just one typical case of 
a man who once fought for the Mahdi, 
but now fights fn the Egyptian ranks 
under British commanders: 

"The Niam Niam are cannibals from the 
south of the Bahr-el-Ghazal, and there 
are many of them In the regiment. In 
their country, it is said, there are no 
graves. Corporal Buidas Ahmed, the or
derly of the commandant of the Twelfth 
Soudanese, is of this tribe. He was cap
tured as a boy by Zobehr Pasha's slave 
gangs, and after many wanderings found 
himself among the Mahdi* s followers at
tacking the doomed Egyptian army under 
Hicks—now more than fifteen years ago— 
where the whole force of 10,000 men was 
utterly annihilated at Kashgll, on the road 
to El Obeid. Buidas was a black rifleman 
then, and he tells how all night long he 
kept creeping closer and closer toward the 
square, firing from behind the trees at the 
huddled mass of disorganized soldiers. He 
next appeared at the fall of Khartum. 
He was"wounded in the battle of Galla-
bat, where the Dervishes defeated the 
Abyssinians, and then fought against the 
British at Tokar and deserted, and en
listed in the Twelfth Soudanese the night 
after the battle. He carried the com
mandant's flag of the regiment at Firkeh 
and again across the zariba and trenches 
of the Atbara, and will carry it at Omdur
man, though now a corporal." 

Now look at the story of Metemmeh; it 
is an epitome of the history of the Soudan 
under the rule of the khalifa. Metemmeh 
was the capital of the Jaalin, who grew 
sick of the domination of the Baggara. 
These strangers in the land were plunder
ing and growing rich with the leave and 
license of the khalifa. Then, as the cor
respondent of the Times writes: 

"The Jaalin were determined to strike 
so soon as they could do so with any 
hope of success. The khalifa knew it 
and determined to force their hand. Mah-
mud's army,, the western army which 
afterward fought us at the Atbara, was 
marching along the river from Omdur
man. The Jaalin were ordered to hand 
over all their cattle and sheep, that their 
flocks might feed the army of the faith
ful. There was further a certain matter 
about women, and the Jaalin are the most 
moral of the Arabs of the Soudan. Ab
dullah Wad Sud, the head of the Jaalin' 
tribe, determined to resist. To submit 
was ruin, and even if they had to fight 
there were the English at Korti. In any 
event, it was better to die fighting than 
let Mahmud have his will. 

"They fortified their town, and with 
only a few rifles among them they kept 
off the whole of Mahmud's army for three 
days. At the end of that time their am
munition failed. The town was taken and 
2,000 of the Jaalin fell. As for the pris
oners, they were drawn up in line—the 
first lost his head,, the second his hand, 
and the third his feet, and so on in ro
tation, and when the work was finished 
the sheikh was led along the line of dead 
and mutilated and asked what power his 
tribe had now. He himself was taken a 
prisoner to Omdurman and walled in so 
that he might neither stand nor sit. He 
died slowly of thirst and hunger, his 
groans and ravings the while clearly audi
ble In the great mosque, a warning to 
the disobedient." 

Taking this as a type of the treatment 
"Which the Soudan suffered, the present 
condition of Metemmeh, as the sirdar's 
army found it last August, may well be 
taken as an example of the result of such 
treatment. I quote from the correspond
ent of the Daily Mall: • 

"The scrub sank and died away. W\ 
came onto a bare level of old cultivated 
land, sparsely dotted with dry twigs, 
seamed with vents and holes and covered 
thick with bones. Bones, skulls and hides 
of camels, oxen, horses, asses, sheep, 
goats—the place was carpeted with them, 
a very Golgotha. A sickening smell came 
into the air, a smell heavy with blood 
and fat.. We off-saddled at a solitary 
clump of tall palms on the hank, turned 

i round, and across a mile of treeless deso
lation saw a forlorn line of black mud 
wall. The look of the wall alone was 
enough to tell you there was nobody 
Inside. That was the corpse of Metem
meh." 

Alter aigressmg to aescrrbe Mahmud's 
old camp, which was situated in the open 
desert, behind the ridge on which Metem
meh stands, he goes on: 

"Now turn back to Metemmeh—poor, 
blind, walled, dead Metemmeh. And 
first, between camp and town, stands a 
couple of crutched uprights and a cross
bar. You wonder what for a moment, 
and then wonder that you wondered. 
A gallows! At the foot of it strands of 
the brown palm-nbre rope they use in 
this country, and one, two, four, six, eight 
human jaw bones. Just the jaw bones, 
and again you wonder why; till you re
member the story that when Sheikh Ibra
him of the Jaalin came here a week or 
two ago he found eight skulls under the 
gallows in a rope-netting bag. When he 
took them up for burial the lower jaws 
dropped off, and lie here still. 

"If the jaws could wag in speech again 
—but we must try not to be sentimental. 
If we are, we shall hardly stand the in
side of Metemmeh. So blank and piteous 
and empty is the husk of it. These are 
not mere mud hovels, but town houses 
as the Soudan understands houses—mud, 
certainly, but large, lofty rooms with 
wide window-holes and what once were, 
matting roofs. Two that I went into1 

were even double-storied; no stairs, ofj 
course, but a sort of mud, inclined plana 
outside the walls' leading to the upper 
rooms. Another house had a broad mud; 
bank forming a divan round Its chief; 
room. Now the beams were cracked and 
broken, and the divan had been rained 
on through the broken roof; shreds of 
what once may have been hangings were 
dangling, limply In the breeze. At the 
gateway of this house—once an arch, now 
a tumble of dry mud—was a black hand
ful of a woman's hair., ' 
%i£&i,?3i fitt ma o m m n n . 1 •̂"•.f̂  $* 
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