BRAVE DEEDS

¢ v« INTHE ¢ v

DPHILIPPINES.

EXPLOITS OF
AMERICAN
SOLDIERS and
FILIPINOS.

_J

k .

Returning soldiers from the Philip-
pir#s can talk for hours about brave deeds
dona during the carapaign there. The
Filipincs are just as full of similar stories
of herons on their side, so that the Fili-
pino insurrection has a campfire epic all
its own.

Porhaps the most talked of incident of
this kind on the American side happened
in tho carly part of 1900. The insurgent
General had retreated to a mountain town
called Bayombong, which he held with
about 40 men. It was his intention to
black the pass intc the mountains against
any American forco less than a regiment.

One day a native came into town and
reported that an entire brigade was ad-
vancing on Bayombong. The telegraph
wirn to ancother town between Bayombong
snd the lowlands was still intact.

Soma hours after the native had told his
grorv the insurgent operator at Bayom-
bong was called up on the wire. He re-
ceived this messago, signed with the name
of a well known American General:

“ am advancing with a squadron of
eavalry, a battery of artillery and four
regiments of infantry. If you will surren-
der to my escort, which I shall send ahead
under 2 Lieutenant, you will be treated
with all the honors of war.”

The insurgent leader was, of oourse,
greatly alarmed and excited, and when the
escort of forty men appeared soon after,
ho surrendered unconditionally his force
of 400.

But that brigade never turned up. The
Lisutenant opposing the insurgent General
had simply played a ruse which had com-
pletely deceiyed the Filipinos and thus won
a bloodless victory against a force just
ten times his own in number.

Another instance of bravery ocourred
in the northern town of Santa Lucia, but
this time two civilians were the heroes.

Two ex-soldiers, Briggs and Hardy,
Jaft the garrisoned town of Candon, intend-
ing to prospect in the neighboring moun-
tains. It was a foolhardy venture, for
the countrv swarmed with the scattered
rempants of the recently defeated insur-
gent army.

The day after they left Candon the two

Americons were fired upon on the road. !

They ran for the town close by, and took
refuge in the stone belfry tower near the
church, slamming the heavy hardwood
door after them.

The insurgents tried to batter it in, but
ths prospectors opened fire from the bal-
cony above and the nativea were forced

to seek shelter behind nearby fenoces and |

houses.

They were besieged all day, the Filipinos
keeping up a continuous fire at the tower,
but not hitting either of the defenders.
Tha Americans were fine shots, and every
time they fired a Filipino was hit.

The néxt day & friendly native carried
into Candon the news that the insurgents
had two Americans besieged in the church
tower of Santa Lucia, and a company was
sent out to rescus them. This they did,
and the Filipinos were driven off, leaving
soveral dead behind. The prospectors
were persuaded to defer their trip until
more garﬁ( ul tirmes should oome.

Another case of individual bravery and

endurance was shown by & boy of 17, when

Lieut. Gillmore’s party was captured at
Balar in April, 1809. The party were en-
ticed up a river and then fired upon, so
that just half of them were killed or wounded
befors the fight was over.

A boy named Venville stood firing next
to Gillmore. Suddenly he said:

“I think I am hit, sir!”

8till he continued firing, until he said:

“I think I am hit again, sir.”

Fven then he kept firing, until he fell
into the hottom of the boat with a Filipino
bullet in his neck.

“I guess I am fixad for good,” he said
then.

he Filipinos afterward dressed the
Loy's wounds, and he recovered, but before
the others of his party wers released he
disappeared and was never heard of again.
Ha vrobably died of fever in the interior.

The Filipinos, too, have a record of brave
deeds not outdone by that of the Ameri-
eung. One of their heroes is Col. Santa
Roman.,

Shortly after the outbreak of hostilities,
when the firing line was just outside of
Manila, Col. ASanta Roman called for 200
volunteers, and with this force he slipped
one night inside the American outposts
along the shore of the bay, getting into
the city vnseen.

It was his intention to set the city on fire,
attack the Americans from the rear, and by
confusing them give the Filipinos under
Pio del Pilar an opportunity to make a
siceassful attack.

But once inside the city a patrol dis-
covered the little band end opened fire.
The 200 intrenched themselves behind a
hastily thrown up barricade, and for two
hours fought ten times their number of
Americans, Nearly all of them were killed,
and only a score suceeeded in cutting their
way back to their own lines. Col. Santa
Roman was one of the twenty.

Soveral months later he was killed by
Fis own countrymen while attempting
to defend his friend and chief, Antonio
Luna, from a band of assassins, The
two men killed three of the murderers
bafora they fell,

You will also hear from Americans, as
well as from Filipinos, of an incident which
oceurred ut the time when Gregorio del
Pilar was killed in the Fila Pass.

The insurgents wers defeated toward
evening, after an all-day fight. As the
Arnericans reached the top of the hill
which the Filipinos had been defending
thay saw Gen, Pilar mounting a horse.

They opened fire again and the young
General fell dead. The horse was wounded
and galloped off, but a native boy, who
had been holding it by the bridle, picked
up & gun, stepped across his dead master's
body and returned the fire of the American
soldiers. He fired two shots, then stopped;
his arnmunition was gone.

The Americans, admiring his bravery,
wished to take him alive, so they ceased
firing. But when they reached the boy he
attanked them so flercely with the butt of
his musket that they wers obliged to shoot
him after all, It developed later that
this boy was no soldier at all, but the valet
of Pilar,

At the battle of Bocave a Filipino soldier
astounded the Americans by his cool dis-

play of bravado. As usual, the Filipinos
were defeated and were scattering into the
bamboo copses.

Suddenly one of thern halted on a slight
eminence and fired what was evidently his
last shot. Then he deliberately laid down
his gun, spread out the fingers of his hand
and held them up to his nose at the ad-
vancing soldiers,

A whole company was concentrating its
fire at him, but he remained unhurt. There
he stood for fully two minutes, alternately
wagging his fingers before his nose and
sticking out his tongue.

At last, with a gesture of his arm that
sald plainly, “You make me weary,” he
sauntersd quietly off and disappeared be-
hind the hill.

At the battle of San Jacinto, one of the
flercest fights of the war, the Filipinos
displayed exceptional courage. San Ja-
cinto is on the coast, and it waa garrisoned
by several hundred insurgent regulars
and a few militia volunteers. When
Wheaton landed a brigade there the in-
surgents made a determined resistance,
although only half of them had guns that
would shoot.

The Americans landed under the guns
of the warships. The shells raked every
street of the town; still its defenders stuck
to their post,

When the several thousand soldiers
under Wheaton advanced, the insurgents
charged them and fought hand to hand.
Many Americans were cut with bolos, and
some had broken bones where they were

struck by the butts of muskets. One man
was killed by being clubbed over the head
l in this fashion.
! It developed later that the insurgents
| had only four rounds of refilled cartridges
| apiece. Most of them had not been in a
| serious fight before.
\  Still they held out until just two-thirds
i of their number were down. Then the
| rest retreated in an orderly manner.
; After this fight a woman was found on
. the street bleeding from a dangerous
i wound. The American surgeons attempted
to stop the flow of blood, but she stubbornly
| refused to allow them to bandage her, and
| died while she was pushing them away.
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Hanley’s Quick Repudiation of the
Dog Given to Him.

Hanley was a newcomer at Ossining.
He had never heard of Fritz. So when
; his cabby, after duly depositing him on the
platform at the station, said, “Would you
like to have a dog, Mr. Hanley?” he
answered, “Sure,” without asking what
kind of dog Fritz was or other questions
in regard to his general character or make-
up; for it had always been against his prin«
ciples to look a gift of any sort in the mouth.

The cabby whistled softly, and Fritz
came out from under the cab, wagged
himself and looked his new owner blandly
in the face.

He was a likely looking dog, a cross, as
well as Hanley conld make out, between a
|wnter spaniel and a Spitz, with no tail to

speak of, a mild eye and a heavy in,

Hanley gave the cabby %t .aiia, called
a boy, handed him a half dollar, with in-
structions to take Fritz to his new homse
and tell his man Friday to look after him,
| and took the next train for New York.
| Fritz and the e;,)isode then entirely slipped
! his memory until he boarded the smoking
car some time in the evening, bound for
Ossining and home. His friend Jones,
the lawyer, came along and sat down be-
side him,

“I hear,” he began, “that you've got a
new dog;"

“Yes,” smiled Hanley.

“Fritz is his name, 1 believe,” went on
Jones, Eufﬂng away at his cigar.

“Yes,” assented Hanley. “Fritz. My
cabby gave him to me this morning just
as | was about to start for New York.”

“Um,"” said Jones,

He smoked a while.
question.

“Do you know anything of the dog laws
of Ossining?” was the question he put.

“No,” answered Hanley, “Why?”

“Nothing,” replied Jones, “only this.
For every chicken caught and killed by a
dog his owner must pay 50 cents in cash.”

“Well,” demanded Hanley, as Jones con-
tinued calmly to smoke. “What of it?"

“Nothing,” said Jones again, “only this.
They've been trying for a solid year to
locate an owner for that dog Fritz.
$125 against him for chicken killing.
you own him for twenty-four hours you
pay the one hundred and twenty-five—
what's the matter?”

But he talked to flying coattails, The
train had stopped at a little station; Hanley
had sped out and off and was busily engaged
presently in sending this telegram to his
man Fridav:

“Chase that dog Fritz off the place the
;ninute this reaches you. Will explain
ater.”

FUN OF THE COLLEGE BOYS.

Her Dull Season,

“Is your wife entertaining this winter?"
“Not very."-~Ya le Record.

Then he put a

Sadden Reformation.
“Billy Smith has given up smoking."”
“What made him do that?"
“Dropped his cigarette butt in a keg of
powder. "—Cornell Widow

Had Seen Better Days.

Bob—Gosh, Rob, where'd you rake up those
seedy old shoes?

Rob—Why, man,
leathers.

Bob—But the patent has expired, eh?—
Yale Record.

Refused to Take Any Talk From Him,

Broker—What shall 1 do? My wife won't
be dictated to!

Friend—I don't blame her.

Broker—But, man, I married my stenog-
rapher!—Princeton Tig er.

those are my patent

Rip Van Winkle Libelled.

Rip Van Winkla had just been taking a
nap. Placing a hand upon his beard, he
murmured drowsily, “How this grows on
me.” After which he fell into a second doze,
that he might sleep out the remaining ten

years.—Yale Record.

Munchausen Up to Date.

Munchausen said: “The Japanese
(3lue all the fruit upon their trees.’
“Where does it grow?” the audience cries--
“On other trees,” B. M. replies.

“The Hottentot,” Munchausen said,
“On pickled antelope is fed.”

“Well?" the crowd. impatient, cries—
“Indeed he's not,” B. M. replies.

“The Congo hippopotamus

Would often mount an omnibue

1f——" in doubt the people stir,

“He could,” remarks the racconteur
—Harvard Lampoon.

There's |
If

HOME OUTSIDE -
THE CONCESSION.
Adventures of Two Americans in a

Japanese Bungalow in the
Native Quarter.

It was the fox terrier that made a home
imperative. We were socarcely off the
tender when he had his first fight and
won it. For twelve days on board ship
he had no foe except the butcher’s apron,
which he quickly vanquished.

A few steps further on the Bund he had
another encounter. This, too, ended satis-
factorily to himself, and to us, for, if he
would fight, we preferred that he should
win.

Conqueror as ‘he was, both the Grand
Hotel and the Club Hotel refused to enter-
tain him, and the hostess of the leading
boarding house on the Bluff said:

“Oh, I cawn't 'ave a dog in the 'ouse.”

At length a minor hotel consented to
sheltor us if we would make our stay brief.

We had straightway to get us a home.

The Concession is the area allotted by
treaty in which foreigners may live. The
residential part is the Bluff, overlooking
the business district and the harbor. Here
the merchants live in pleasant and Imposing
homes, with the glorious panorama of
Fujiyama and the bay spread out before
them.

But it is scarcely worth while to go to
Japan and live among foreigners who
cling with desperation to the customs of
their native lands. We determined to live
in a Japunese quarter, and among the
natives.

This announcement was variously re-
ceivad. We were told by some that it was
a clever thing to do, and by others that
nobody would receive us if we did. When
in doubt, consult your inclinations. These
were all for Japan and the Japanese.

The most direct method of finding a
place seemed to point to an advertise-
ment in the Japan Mail. It proved to be
even more direct than we fancied, for the
obliging agent knew of a landlord with
houses to rent.

He gave us a letter of introduction, which
proved to be addressed to Miss Mugira
Sheide. It seemed like a passport to the
heart of Japan, and we passed out gaily.

A “pushy and a pully"—a man in the
shafts and a man behind—convoyed each
rickshaw up the Bluff past the quaint
little shops and the leper with missing feet
whom we afterward came to know so well.

The Concession terminates with the

{ summit of the Bluff. Nests of Japanese

houses cluster on the rear slope. Through
devious paths we reached a pretty little

| bungalow, whose entrance, with Japanese

ideas of privacy, was remote from the
street,

A coolie said *Kouchi wa® for us, that
is to say, “Good day,” outside of the house,
which is the equivalent of ringing a door
bell. A dainty maid appeared and ush-
ered us into & living room, whose com-
mingling of things Japanese and foreign
was bewildering and attractive. It was
in keeping that Mugira Shelde should
enter smiling, not with the Japanese toddle,
but with a good imitation of foreign car-
riage,

“Gut morning. You welcome, very.”

She had reached her conversational
limit. Looking at the letter curiously,
she addressed the mald, and presently,
scrambling up the grassy elope, a young
German entered. It came upon us grad-
ually that we had come upon one of those
international households of which Ameri-
cans hear so much.

As he welcomed us and read the letter,
Miss Sheide clapped her hands and gave
an order, which was speedily followed
by the inevitable tea. While we drank
in friendly fashion our errand was ex-
plained

Miss Sheide, aa we talked, sat smilingly
by, chiefly intent on keeping her kimono
closed about her feet, for the foreigner's
chair does not accommodate Itself easily
to the narrow gown of the Japanese.

“While we wait for the landlord, Mr.
Mori, let me show you my place,” said the
German. “I am just arranging a garden.”

It was Japan in miniature, a place of
orags and valleys, a precipice of emerald
set with tiny trees, a grassy floor with stones
arranged after some of the many schools
for placing stones, which are essential to
every garden.

A little plum tree was in bloom, a nightin-
gale swung on a bough, a peacock spread
his glowing train before an aviary of bright
hued birds. Yet the space scarcely occu-
pied the area of a good sized room.

Its owner accepted with pardonable
pride our pleasure in his home, which no
foreign woman had ever entered before.

“lI give to my girl,” indicating Miss
Mugira Sheide, “50 yen a month. She pays
the ahmah and provides the food,” was
his only explanation of this life of calm,
attractive and inexpensive domesticity.

Meanwhile, Mr. Mori, a little man in
a gray silk kimono, appeared, and we left
this interesting ménage to look for our
future home. We found it further on in
another nest of Japanese houses, not a
hundred yards from the main road of the
(Concession, on a hedge bordered lane over-
looking a smiling, highly cultivated valley.
We toek it on the spot at a rental of ten yen,
fifty; that is to say, $5.26 a month gold.

But the affair was not so easily settled.
By Japanese law we could not be house-
holders out of the Concession. The way
out was to find a servant and take the house
in her name, ;

Another obliging friend undertook to
find the maid., He sent for his own cook,
a little, dried up old woman, and thus ad-
dreased her:

“Two piecee lady want kitchie ahmah,
Can ketchie kichie ahmah? Not party
like No. 4. Only two piecee lady.”

At each statement she bowed low with
her hands flat against her knees and sucked
in her breath respectfully. The next
day she appeared with a fat, smiling, pock-
marked maid, answering to the name of
O Yen, who was despatched, l%gling, to
go through the formalities of becomin
a householder, a dignity which she haﬁ
never hoped to attain.

Nor did this conclude our enterprise.
Even as the guests of our maid, it secemed
we epuld not live outside the Concession
except for two reasons—ill health or scien-
tific purposes, Japan would not be cruel
to the invalid or check the investigating
mind.,

It seemed easier on our part to adopt a
disease, and we were recommend to
Dr. Ito, who would certify to an ailment
for a consideration. Bronchitis suggested
itself as something suitable and not too
exacting.

Dr. Ito's office was at the foot of the
Bluff, It had foreign pretensions and
lacked novelty. He was a wiry little man,
upvukin? adequate English,

We all went through our parts with be-
coming gravity., The simple statement
that bronchitis seemed to render it neces-
sary to live out of the Concession, one
with the disease, the other to look after
the invalid, he accepted without question,
adding:

“It is necessary that you live high, I see.”

Then he proceeded with his brush and
ink block to adorn a long strip of paper
with characters. This he gave to us, while
we returned one of those beautiful bright
gilver coins known as a ven,

But we were not through Ket. We had
to be registered at police headquarters,
and (O Yen trudged there with our visiting
cards. In return a scribe from the police
office came and the two, seated on the
floor, talked for an hour over cups of tea,
while he wrote and wrote as we on,

‘wondering

{ the cries of “hully gee.”

how they could find 8o much to
say about us, and eventually paid the bill.

apan, it seemed, took no chances with
strange visitors,

With the understanding that O Yen was
to go to police headquarters Thursday of
every week and report our doings, we were
at last settled.

With our loose-jointed ways of looking
at things, the Japanese utilization of space
and the extension of ite possibilities seem
like a sixth sense.

Ona half acre of ground there were five
houses, each with its little pocket handker-
chief of a yard laid out as if it were a land-
scape. Each was surrounded by a high
hianc? of split bamboo, impenetrable as to
sigl

As for hearing, we all might almost have
been in the same house. Our next neighbors
were a young Englishman with a historio
name and a geisha who strummed her
samisen all day long,

But we were easily the most notable
household. For one thing, we had & cook-
inﬁ stove.

‘his was the most costly bit of furniture
in the house. It had a long pipe, whose
adjustment proved that stovepipes are
much the same in every quarter of the
world,

Then we had a hired piano, which a con-
venient partition was taken down to ac-
commodate, The shoji, or windows, oc-
cupied almost one side of the house and
slipped on grooves. The tiny panes were
filled with transparent paper.

The duty of every morning was to paste
ur the holes pushed in the paper where the
night before we had seen glittering eyes,
for the sound of the piano was the signal
for the neighborhood to gather outside.

e piano was scarcely installed when
0 Yen came in and closed the lid in the
midst of a tune. She explained the act
with great volubility,

O Yen could never understand why such
accomplished foreigners could not com-

rehend the talk of a poor Japanese maid.
iven when she gossiped about us to a
neighboring crony, she always talked in a
whisper,

But it appeared that Prince Yashimina
was dead, and etiquette prescribed that
for three days the sound of music must
not be heard in the land. At the end of
this time O Yen raised the lid of the piano
with a giggle and L—— dashed into “All
Coons Look Alike to Me.”

The earthquake was produced so promptly
that it seemed Japan was eager to brin
out her novelties. We were lying wrapp
in our futons, the one in a kimona ward-
robe, the other in an honored recess, when,
at midnight, the dogs began to bark, the
corners of the room seemed to be bowin
to one another, and then the room waltz
around by itself.

The movement was long enough for us
to be keenly awake and hysterically en-
joying the sensation. It was surprising
to find on the morrow that the foreigners
were busy inspecting their beams and
foundations after a “fairly severe shock.”

They live under this shadow, Familiarity
with earthquakes does not breed contempt.
On the contrary, the longer a foreigner
lives in Japan the more these convulsions
are feared. i .

Japanese houses are safer than foreign
houses, for the reason that the uprights
stand in stones slightly hollowed, so that
they may yield to the movement. The real
danger is from the heavy roof tiles flying
through the air.

The foreigner is warned not to run out of
the house, but to stand in the doorway in
order to get the protection of the frame-
work above.

There are other novelties by night. One
is fire, and this q'uickly followed the earth-
quake. “Kadgi!” “Kadgil” We heard the
scream, and knew what it meant, for there
is terror in this cry, which belongs to all
tongues. It proved to be the corner house
in our little lane. .

O Yen withheld our impetuosity until
she lighted her paper lantern, although the
whole area was like day. One of the humors
of Japan is that no one must go to a fire
without a lantern; and the presence of
hundreds of these tinX e:gurka around the
blazing house was indeed funny.

The firemen of Japan do not attempt
to put out a fire. With long hooks they
pull down the blazing structure and merely
prevent the flames from spreading. The
neighboring householders with buckets of
water look out for their own property.

A fire in a crowded Japanese quarter is a
serious matter. A few days before 1,200
houses were burned in Tokio.

Our part in the fire was to pay the watch-
man who ¢ried “Kadgi!” six yen when he
presented his bill for waking us uF.

These watchmen are a feature of Japan.
Armed with stout sticks, topped by loose
metal rings, they walk up and down, strik-
ing their sticks againgt the ground.

‘}hia makes the rings jingle and assures
the citizen that he may sleep on, for the
watchman is doing his duty. The thieves
are alike warned.

Another of the characteristic sounds
of night is the melancholy pipe of the “am-
ma san.” These are the blind masseurs
looking out for custom. Only the blind
are allowed to practice massage.

This and the hot bath are the remedial
agents of Japan, The demand for the
masseur among the rickshaw men is great.
Thus their legs are kept in condition.

The hot bath helps to keep the nation
warm. The cold of a Japanese winter is
the most disagreeable cold of the habitable
world.

A charcoal fire is built in the bath, and
the bather sits to the neck in water and par-
bhoils and screams. But the after effect
is luxurious.

We had the first privileges in our own
bath house. Afterward O Yen gave bath
parties to our neighbors, which saved their
charcoal and made us popular.

The dear Honorable Miss Dollar! She
had acquired the tnglish habit of saying:
“dammy” in all emergencies. We disap-
proved and taught her to say “hully gee."

One day the noise of a heavy lx)({v bump-
ing along, the clatter of tin, the sound of
running water startled us, and above all
It was O Yen
falling downstairs with the water can, and
finding the American expletive equal to the
occasion. This pleased us.

Such are some of the fragrant, novel
memories of our little Japanese bungalow,
3119 Negisha Mura.

White Man Made a Mokl Chlef.

From the Boston Evening Record.

“King" Tobin, originally from Newbury-
port, who has become f{imous as a collector
of cliff dwellers, Filipino villages, &c., for
great expositiona the world over, has just
had a unique experience in the great Painted
Desert in the southwest.

At first the Moki Indians were very sus-
picious of him and kept him under strict sur-
veillance, but by giving prizes and doing
sleight of hand performances he so won their
hearts that they paid him the unheard of
honor of making him head chieftain of the
Moki tribe. In his own words:

“I was placed on a dais, and they danced
around me in a circle from sundown of one
day to sunup of the next Every few min-
utes they would kill a goat and place the
carcass at my feet. [ was finally covered
with white clay and presentad with the yellow
cap and feathers of the Maoki chiefs,”

Briefly Told Hard Luck Story.

From the Philadelphia Telegraph.

The teacher of a primary grade in one of
the public schools in the Eighteenth ward
was made the confidant by a young pupil
of the following hard luck story. The little
chap is noted for a slowness of speech, which
is offset, however, by a directness of state=
ment that goes straight to the marrow of
any subject, He sald:

“Mi-88 J-0-n-e-s, pop wuz l-e-a-d-f-n’
horse l-a-a-t ni-ght, an' he
d-e-a-d."”

“That's too bad, Johnnie. - -—-"

“Yens, ma-am; an’ he 'ad j-u-g' pai-d six-ty-
ni-ne dol-lars fer 'im,” interrupted and con-
cluded the youngster,

o
dro-pped

Maine Man’'s Record for Work.

From the Kennebee Journal,

Who can equal this for a record of work?
F. W, Littletleld, of South Waterboro, went
to work on (', W. Bmith's mill twenty-seven
years ago last November. He has helped to
saw over 60.000,000 feet of lumber with a
single saw, ha# never broken a saw to seri-
ously injure it, has never had to lay off aday

by acecident or sickness and is now running
the rotary saw at the rate of 10,000 per day
when they work soft timber.

The Only Way.

“My name is now on everybody's lips,*
remarked the proud Freshman, as he passed
ground his monogram clgarettes —Harrvard
Lampoon.

Uptown Office:
3s5th St. and Fifth Ave.

there in but one spot—Santa

via the

finest of trans-continental flyers.

TFickets, descriptive literature, and full
information at

HAL. S. RAY,
General Eastern Passenger Agent,
New York.

o See McClure's Magazine for February, 1901.
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BUSINESS TRIP
IN COLOMBIA.

Some Troubles to Which an Itinerant
Trader Is Exposed in Revo-
Iution Time.

If you want to find a short cut to bank-
ruptcy go down to Colombia and try to
do business there in revolution time.

In July, 1902, I was living at Cali, in the
department of the Cauca, Colombia. Hear-
ing that the people in the next depart-
ment, Tolima, were badly in need of cloth
goods and other merchandise, supplies
having become short owing to the revo-
lution, I bought twelve mules, loaded them
with valuable cargoes, hired peons and
prepared to set out on the difficult and
dangerous journey to Tolima.

No sooner had I got ready than the Gov-
ernor of the department issued adecree
to the effect that no mules were to be taken
out of the Cauca into another department
unless $2,000 per mule was deposited with
the Government as a guarantee that they
would be brought back. The department,
it was contended, was running short of
mules, and every available beast was needed
for the prosecution of the fight against
the revolutionists.

So I had to put up a bond of $24,000 in
Colomblan paper money, worth $800 in
gold, that I would bring back my own
mules, If I was inconsiderate enough
to sell them or allow them to die, or let the
(tovernment seize them, I would have to
forfeit my money.

But this was only the beginning of my
troubles. 1 had to go before the Governor
i and the Secretary of the Hacienda and the
Procurator-Fiscal and the Registrario and
half a dozen other officials to swear that I
was a good Catholie, an honest merchant
and a well wisher to the Government; that
1 had never had smallpox or been in jail;
and that all my family and friends were
equally innocent and harmless people.

This done, I was allowed to buy sheets
| of official note paper, at $4 a eheet, on which
i to write petitions for the necessary pass-

ports and permits for the journey. There
| was bound to be some mistake in the word=
ing of the first six or seven petitions, and
they had to be written over again on other
$4 sheets.,

This is one of the delightful little ways
' adopted by the Cnlombian Government to
raise the taxes. Nobody may correspond
with the Government except on these
sheets.

Of course, the petitions had to be stamped
with many and expensive stamps, and
when, after a week's hustling, the passports
| were obtained, they had to be stamped
also.

At length my strenuous encounters with
the officials were over, and the little expe-
dition was at liberty to depart, armed with
| many documents giving it the right to live
l and move. My men and I rode on for five
hours to a place called Jamondi, near which
we pitched camp.

As we were getting dinner ready two
(Colombian soldiers rode up on horseback
and announced that they had orders to
arrest the gringo and take him to jail. I
protested, but they held the trumps.

They simply levelled their rifles at my
head and told me that if I didn't come at
once they would shoot me. They took me
to Jamondi and flung me downon the stone
floor of a dirty eell, which was bare of fur-
niture, but very much inhabited by cock-
roaches, scorpiong, ants and a variety of
other insects.

I naturally wanted to know what offence
I was charged with, but blows with the
butts of rifles were my only answer. My
imposing documents from the Cali officials
were treated with scorn, which was hardly
surprising, seeing that nobody could read
them.

Like most Colombians, vy captors hated
foreigners, and they were delighted to have
one at their mercy. They refused to give
me any food, or even to let my men give
me any. I was famished, for I had eaten
nothing since morning, and they had
stopped my dinner.

But that was not the worst of it.
insects swarnmed all over me.

When 1 stood up, they ran up my legs;
when I sat down, they ran up my back—
g0 there was nothing for it but to walk
around and around the cell all night.

The soldiers on guard kept beating on
the door with their rifles, and telling me
that I was going to be shot in the morning.
1t was not a cheerful night.

The next morning the commandante of
the garrisonentered the cell full of apologies
and told me that I was free. There ?\ad
been a mistake in a telegram, and he trusted
the illustrious seflor had suffered no in-
convenience from the brief hospitality
he had been constrained to afford him.

1 did not want any more mistakes of that
kind, so I rode back to Cali and saw the
Governor. That polite gentleman over-
whelmed me with regrets and apologies,
and begged me to pardon the soldiers’
excess of zeal.

He wound up by giving me a beautiful
letter, which charged all and sundry of-
ficials to place the resources of the Gov-
ernment at my disposition and not to in-
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terfere in any way with my men, my goods
or my mules.

It might be supposed that such a letter
would smooth the weary traveller’s path.
As a matter of fact, it rendered it more

difficult,
Every two-cent alcalde in the villages
through which I passed regarded the mis-

sive with the greatest suspicion. These
alcaldes could not read, but they knew the
appearance of a rt, even if they did
have a habit of holding it upside down
when they inspected it.

This document wasn't a passport, and they
thought seriously of throwing its owner
into jail. However, judicious bribes re-
moved their scruples, and eventually I
reached the towns in the Tolima depart-
ment, sold my goods at a decent profit and
bought rubber with the proceeds.

But when I started to return home I was
faced with a new imposition.

“You need a passport to leave the de-
partment with your mules and rubber,”
said the Tolima officials, “and you will have
tojmy us forit.”

But I have a fassport and a letter from
the Governor of the Cauca,” I protested.
“See what it says.” .

“That is no good here,” they replied. “We
don’t even know who the Governor of the
Cauca is. You can't leave without our
passport.”

“What will it cost?” .

They figured it out, and told me it would
be $5,260, paper money, charging $100 a
mule, $300 a load of rubber, and sundry
other items. Of course, thera was not!
to do but to pay, and the sum just abou
swallowed up all the profit of the trip.

I fled from this nest of brigands and
journeyed homeward without much ad-
venture until I got to a village called La
Plata. There I was advised to halt, as the
Government troops were annexing all the
mules they could catch in the Parimo pass
through which I had to journey, and would
certainly seize mine.

But having the letter of the Governor
of the Cauca forbidding anybody to interfere
with me, I thought it was safeto goon. At
the village of Inza I was held up by a band
of a hundred and fifty Government soldiers.

They had been murdering and Xillagir;g
the Indians for miles around, and need
mules to carry their loot. The officers had
boxes full of silver coins, ingots, nuggetsa
and other valuables, which they had for
the Indians, by torture, to disgorge.

“I need your mules,” said a Lieutenant.

“You can't have them. I want them,”
I replied.

“I need your mules.”

“I am an American citizen. If you inter-
fere with me-———"

“{{nee(iisyour mules.” .

“Here is a passport——

“I need your mules.”

“And here is a letter from the Governor
of the Cauca forbidding you or anybody
elge—-"

“I need your mules.”

He took them. While the dispute was
Fr()ceeeding the mules had gone on down

ill, so the officer sent four soldiers after
them to dump the cargoes and bring the
mules back. These soldiers never returned,
whereon hangs a story.

1 sat down in the village store and cursed
the Government roundly. I had lost all my
profits by the taxes of the sharks in Tolima,
and now I had lost my mules and rubber,
and would have to pay up the bond of $24,000
when I returned to Cali for failing to bring
the mules back.

As 1 gloomily reviewed the situation a
dirty, ragged Indian, who was lounging in
the store, came up to me and whispered.

“Do not despond, Sefior Americano, the
Liberals are coming to-night. Say nothing,
keep quiet, and to-morrow you shall have
your mules back. I promise it.”

1 slept that night on the floor of an adobe
hut. At 4 in the morning I was awakened
by a pandemonium of sghrieks, yells and
rifle shote.

A strong band of Indians in the service
of the Liberal revolutionists had burst
into the town and taken the Government
troops by surprise.

The bullets whistled through the thin
walls of the hut, which seemed to be right
in the line of fire. I lay flat on the floor
and covered my head with a pillow, ex-
pecting every moment that a bullet would
search out some vital part.

Presently the firing ceased. I argued
that if the Indians burst into the hut and
found me there they would think I was
hiding from them, and would sapeedily
hack me to pieces with their machetes,
So I put a bold face on the matter, wound
a red handkerchief—the Liberal emblem—
around my head and walked out into their
midst,

They hailed me as a comrade.

“All foreigners are our friends,” they
declared.

They had won an easy victory over the
Government soldiers, most of whom had
been killed, while the rest had flad to the
woods. My Indian friend of the night
before seemed to be in command, and he
kept his word. He had a lot of mules led
up and paraded before me, told me to pick
out mine, and advised me to get awa
before the Government troops came b&cK
in force.

I felt it was up to me to make him some
return for his kindness, 8o 1 opened the
village store—the owner was a Government
man, and had flead—and invited the Indians
to help themselves.

“All you want is yours,” I said. “Help
yourselves."”

Of course, they would have taken it
anyway, but they seemed to think it very
generous on my part.

After hel[;ing to doctor the wounded
and bury the dead, I proceeded on my
journey, having recovered all my mules,
rubber and peons. But when I got to the
next river I found the bridge over it had
been burned.

The four soldiers who had been sent
after the mules the night before had not
returned to the village. Being tired they
:‘}I;ld tethered the mules and slept beside

em,

They had heard the firing, fled to the
nearest Government post, and set fire to
the bridge after they had croased it.

This meant that we had to cut our wa
for two days through the jungle whlo{
grew along the river bank until we found
a place shallow enough to ford. It rained

They catch
this kind
in California.

It is a tuna; the gamiest fish that swims. Fights
like a tiger and weighs more than the average man.
Has been known to tow a boat thirty-five miles and
to escape after being on the hook more than fourteen
hours.* Caught only in California waters and even

Leaves Chicago daily at 7.00p.m.;
Kansas City at 9.50 &. m. The
train of trains to all points in
Southern California, Newest and

Downtown Office:
401 Broadway.

Catalina Island.

Catalina is only 33 hours from Los Angelesand
Los Angeles is less than three days from Chicago

in torrents all the time, and thers was
hardly anything for either the mules or
the men to eat. This is one of the common
delights of travel in Colombia.

Then we h
ass. In good weather, and with the
n good condition, this

hours.
road a quagmire, so it took us two

It was an awful journey. The pass is

17,000 feet above sea level, and intensely

cold,

The road is strewn with the co
mules and men who shed
ago. These co
cold and rarefied atmosphere,

We lost one man and three mules in
crossing the pass. The mules fell over
the precipice, and were lost, with their
car%:)m of rubber. .

1 had to pay up my bond on those mules
when I returned to Cali, as well as on a horse
which some Government soldiers afnle
afterward. I 1
mules which I had bought in Tolima, but
the authorities would not accept those as
a fair exchandge.

4 T?ln‘o man ‘i:id bocausg hoﬂlnllst:d;uon
rinking aguadiente, the ery ve

brandy. If you drink water and eat panela

(coarse brown sugar in cakes), you are all

right. This man would not do so. -

ently he staggered and sat down. and

;hnc;\ I went to him I found that he was
ead.

As we left the pass we met a strong force
of Government troops marching toward
Inza. They had come from Silvia, the town
to which the four escaped soldiers
fled and told their story.

Gen. Perez,
was hot to avenge the defeat; but he be-
came the victim of an amusing
of errors. He marched on to Inza, but
the victorious Indians had followed in our
wake, and they dodged him on the way
without letting him know they were in the

ne'}%hborhood.
en they qum descended on Silvia,
annihilated the s force he had laft there,
and captured the town. The unsuspect-
ing Perez got to Inza, planned a

surprise, and attacked the place at ht.

But the Government soldiers who
when the Indians ca%tured the village
reoccupied it after t
Government bands fought and killed one
another in the darkness for half an hour
before they discovered their mistake.

We got safely back to Cali, after nearly
perishing in a bush fire. After paying up
my bond for the stolen horse and the lost
mules, I found that I had lost over $4,000
on the trip, besides my living expenses and
those of my men.

That was my reward for all those months
of hardship and peril, and when I think
what might have happened—what nearly

did happen—I comfort myself with the re- .
usiness

flection that I came out of the b
pretty well.

But I cannot advise anybody to go down '

to Colombia and try to make a living there
as an itinerant merchant.

UNHAPPY
HOMES
Caused By

Weaknessin Me

A Michigan Specialist Finds an Easy
Way to Cure Any Case of Sexual
Weakness Even in the Oldest Men,
This Woaderful Cure Has a Most
Marvelous Record of Successes,

SENT FREE TO ALL WHO
APPLY IN WRITING.

There are thousands of cheerless
homes in this country filled with dise
content and unhappiness, lacking in
love and companionship through the
rexual weakness and physical impaire
ment of a man whose years do not jus-
tify such a condition. Indiscretions,
abuses, and recklessness often cause
a temporary cessation of vital power
that instantly yields to the wonderful
treatment _discovered by the great
ﬁ?ﬂciflliﬂ[, Dr. H. C. Raynor, of Detroit,
Michigan. It has remained for this
great physician to discover that sexual
weakness and similar troubles can be
cured and in remarkable short spaces
of time. This treatment does not ruin
the stomach, adding the miseries such
injury entails, but it is a new treatmeng
that easily and quickly restores voute-
ful vigor to men as oid as ¥5. '

The discovery is beyond doubt the
most scientific and comprehensive thad
our attention has ever been callad to
From all stdes we hear private reports
of cures in stubborn cases of sexual
weakness, enlargement of the prostate,
varicocele, spermatorrhcea, lost man-
hood, impotency, emissions, prema-
turity, shrunken organs, lack of virile
rower, bashfulness and timidity and
ike unnatural conditions. It does this
without appliances, vacuum pumps,
electric belts or anything of that kind.

Satisfactory results are produced in &
day’s use and a perfect cure in a short
time, regardless of age or the cause of
your condition,

The lucky discoverer eimply desires to
get in touch with all men who can make
use of such a treatment. They should
address him in confidence, Dr. H. C
Raynor, 330 Luck Building, Detroit,
Mich., and immediately on receipt of -
your name and address it is his agree-
ment with this paper to send you a free
receipt or formula of this modern treabs
ment by which you can cure
at home.
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