
TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
. All communications for thin paper should bo nroom 

imnied by the name of the author; notnecpnsarily for 
publication, but us an cvtdcncc -jf good faith on the 
l*artof the writer. Write only on one side of the po
ller. Be particularly careful in giviuv names and 
Ates to huve the letter* and ilgurcs plain and distinct, 

•('ropernamesnreotton Oifllcmt to deriph^r, because 
of i he careless manner in which they arc «rllten. 

A WAYSIDE CABIN. 

Alone it stands, In the weedy lap of a 
hollow, dusk and dim; 

Above its sagging ridge-pole peeps the 
chimney's ragged rim. 

The feathered plume of maple dips down 
to the window-sash; 

The gables melt in the velvet of willow 
and elm and aSh. 

A mellow bank to the westward of violet 
lietce flung wide 

The low sun stains, as a rose-leaf might 
a purple vase's side. 

The afterglow on the forest melts, and 
silts faint amber through, 

Till the- buckeye's branching antlers drip 
with a film of golden dew. 

The door swinan slack, and the moss and 
mold its under edge befringe; 

Wild potato and buckwheat vines have 
tangled its one lone hinge. 

Umber and tan, the toadstools push 
through rifts in the cabin floor. 

And birds have built in the chimney 
throat, where the blaze shall dance 
no more. 

Here is the trail of a ruined fcnce, a 
field's forsaken sweep. 

Its edges girt with mullein spikes, its 
half-lost furrows deep 

In webs of balm and moneywort and 
rivers of grassy mist, 

Alight with the scarlet milkweed bloom 
and thistles' amethyst. 

But who was he who tilled the field when 
the furrowed lines were new, 

And down through the dewey green ar
cades the singing corn-leaves blew? 

And whose the careful, busy hand that 
over the window-frame 

Entwined the woodland brier-vine with 
its soft rosettes of flame? 

The forest-fragrant breezes sigh through 
the cabin bare and lone, 

But tell no tale of the sojourners Its 
shaggy walls have known. 

The leaves that dance to the call of 
spring with autumn's frosts grow 

red— 
The wheel of time spins swiftly on, but 

here is a broken thread. 

Clammy and cold the dew and mist brush 
over my face like spray, 

As out of the hollow's damp and gloom I 
seek my homeward way. 

A splinter of moonlight falls across the 
rough old cabin floor, 

And heavy scents of night blow in 
through the idly gaping door. 

—Hattie Whitney, in Youth's Companion. 
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..-'SEYMOUR THIS SLEUTH. 
No word had been received from 

Mr. Bernard Seymour since his  de
parture from St.  Louis,  a t  which 
t ime lie requested that  $500 be 
forwarded to hi  in at  New Or
leans.  I t  was a  peculiari ty of the 
Bernard Seymour telegrams that  
they always contained st ipulat ions 
for  fresh funds.  Mr.  Stevens had a 
hearty respect  for  the Seymour 
luck.  He overlooked any sl ight  irreg
ulari t ies in methods,  and accordingly 
telegraphed the money,  and also full  
instructions concerning the.  search 
for  the architect  and contractor in 
charge of the.  supposit i t ious l lestor 
country house.  

No answer came from Air.  Seymour.  
When the staff  of  reporters arrived 
in New Orleans,  they learned that  
Mr.  Seymour had registered at  the 
St .  Charles*.  Hotel ,  l ie  had cashed 
the money order,  but  had not  occu
pied his  room, nor had he been seen 
at  the hotel  since the t ime of the 
i inancial  t ransaction.  The new arriv
als  made a vain search for the miss
ing sleuth,  and then went briskly to 
work without him. 

When Bernard Seymour arrived in 
New Orleans,  he was,  as  he expressed 
i t ,  "much the worse for  wear."  
When lie learned that  he had caused 
the arrest  of a  famous Chicago cler
gyman, instead of L.  Sylvester  Vin
cent ,  he lost  no t ime il l  quit t ing St .  
Louis,  l ie  abandoned his baggage at  
the Planters '  Hotel ,  and took the 
i irst .  t rain .south.  

Seymour arrived in New Orleans 
the following evening,  l ie  decided 
that  the "West Knd"- - the breathing 
place of the Southern metropolis ,— 
•would be the most ,  congenial  place to 
begin operations.  The "West End" 
is  a  cluster  of hotels ,  fr inging the 
bathing beaches on the south shore 
of Lake Pontehartrain,  and serves as 
a  more arist  roeratic Coney Island to 
New Orleans.  Mr.  Seymour found i t  
bri l l iant  with rows of electr ic l ights.  
A score of orchestras and bands were 
blending 1heir  harmonies with the 
nnirniur of the pleasure-seeking'  
throng.  

"Hello,  Seymour." 
A heavy set  man, with his  face 

marked by a cavernous grin,  pushed 
l i is  way through a crowd and slapped 
Mr.  Bernard Seymour on the 
shoulder.  

"Well ,  you l i t t le  ferret ,  what are 
you doing in New Orleans?" 

"Sir!" 
"That 's  what I  said—sir!  Will  you 

kave a  drink,  s ir?" 
"Yes,  s ir .  Now I  understand you," 

said Mr.  Seymour.  "Well ,  you old 
Indian.  1 did not  know you were 
down here.  What are you doing' .1  

Who are you doing?" 
"Nothing and nobody," said Mr.  

Dick Bender.  Mr.  Bender was a  news
paper ninn.  whose natural  abil i ty was 
obscured by habits  more congenial  
than rogular.  An excellent  writer ,  
l ie  seldwi held • posi t ion more than 
three months,  l l . /  wns the journalis
t ic  prototype of the tramp printer .  

"Up against  i t ,  el i?" asked Sey-
•lllOUIV 

"I surely am up against it good 
and hard." " 

Dick Bender tossed off  a  big drink,  
and grinned as if  his  hard luck were 
something to.  be contemplated with 
joy. 

"You don' t  drink enongh, Dick," 
said Seymour.  "You are a  social  re
cluse.  Your abstinence has become 
a matter  of common gossip.  You 
should thaw out once in a  while and 
become a mixer."  

"Never mind my fail ings.  An
swer me some questions,"  said Mr.  
Bender,  rest ing his  foot  on the rai l ,  
and swinging his  arm in an easy posi
t ion across the mahogany.  "What 
are you doing in New Orleans?" 

"None of your business."  
"True,  but  not  to the point .  I  

know what you are doing.  You are 
on the kidnapped mill ionaire case."  

"Some one must  have told you.  The 
witness refuses to commit himself .  
Will  you have another drink?" 

They had several .  Under their  in
fluence Seymour told Dick Bender 
his  mission,  but  was too discreet  to 
reveal  any information which had 
been received from New York.  He 
invited Mr.  Bender to take dinner 
with him, and that  gentleman was 
too poli te to refuse.  

When Air.  Seymour awoke the fol
lowing afternoon he was in a  narrow 
bunk, which seemed to rise and fal l  
as  to the heave of a  ship.  He as
cribed this  to natural  causes and 
went to sleep.  When he again awoke 
i t  was dark.  For a moment he lay 
quiet .  To his  ears came the splash 
of waters and the groaning and mut
tering of a  ship.  By the smoky l ight  
of a  laniern he found his clothes 
scattered on the floor.  l ie  put  them 
on as fast  as possible,  but  the opera
t ion was delayed by the swaying of 
the room. The heavy breathing of a  
sleeper in an opposite bunk seemed 
to beat  t ime to the motion of the 
ship.  Seymour opened the curtains 
and peered in.  I t  was Mr.  Dick Ben
der.  Seymour shook him savagely.  

"Wake up,  Bender!" l ie  said as he 
clawed the sleeper around the bunk.  
"Wake up! We are kidnapped by pi
rates!" 

Bender opened tf is  eyes,  bl inked,  
groaned,  and dropped back into an 
untroubled sleep.  Seymour again 
aroused him. 

"We are kidnapped,  I  tel l  you!" 
l ie said in a  hoarse whisper.  "Wake 
up,  and prepare to die l ike a  man!" 

"Forget  i t !"  said Mr.  Bender,  and 
he again closed his  eyes.  But Sey
mour was persistent ,  and finally suc
ceeded in arousing the drowsy Ben
der.  While l ie  was dressing,  the 
door opened and a  broad-shouldered 
sai lor  stepped into the apartment.  
Seymour looked for a  weapon, but  
there was none in sight .  The man 
surveyed them calmly for a moment 
and said:  

"I  thought 1 would come and wake 
you-all  up.  When you gets  on your 
togs,  come on deck.  You must  be 
hungry by this  t ime." 

Seymour looked at  him doubt
fully.  

"Who are you?" he asked.  
"First  mate,"  said the man. 
"First  mate of what? You don' t  

look l ike a  pirate."  
The man laughed with a chuckle 

which rumbled from the depths of a  
massive chest .  

"Guess you gents is  a  bit  mixed," 
he said.  "Forgotten me, l iev ye? I 'm 
first  ma.te of  the schooner 'Sam Wal
ker. '  You knew .me last  night  al l  
r ight ."  

"You have sl ipped my memory 
since," said Seymour.  "Where are 
we, and where are we supposed to 
be going?" 

"Come on deck," said the first  
mate.  "Jt  is  hot  below. Come on 
deck and meet Captain Parker,  
l ' rob' lv you know him better ,"  and 
the sai lor  opened the door and went 
away. 

"Well ,  what do you think of this?" 
said Seymour as he sat  down on the 
edge of the bunk to collect  his  
thoughts.  "Do you know anything 
about i t ,  Bender?" 

"Not a  thing," said that ,  gentle
man. "I ,  remember meeting some 
sai! : :r  men somewhere.  That 's  al l ."  

They stumbled through a passage
way and up a narrow fl ight  of s tairs .  
A draught of fresl i  night  air  s truck 
their  faces and was delightfully cool 
and refreshing-.  The outl ine of a  
short ,  s tocky seaman, with a gleam 
of gold braid on shoulders and cap,  
was si lhouetted at  the head of the 
winding stairs .  He stepped forward 
as Seymour and Bender came in 
sight .  

" l laouw de ye dew, Mr.  Seymour?" 
he said,  extending a large,  freckled 
hand,  which Mr.  Seymour grasped 
rather cautiously.  "Haouw air  ye,  
bl ister  Bender? Did ye sleep sound?" 

"I  should say we did," said Sey
mour,  reassured by*the cordial i ty of 
the greeting and by the honest  face 
of the Yankee skipper.  "We are a  
bit  mixed about this  voyage,  Captain.  
How did we come aboard,  and where 
are we headed for?" 

"I  reckon you boys war a  bit  
s lewed up last  night ,  or  rather this  
mornin ' ,"  said Captain Barker.  "Ain' t  
ye hungry? 1 reckon so.  Ther cook 
has somethin '  ready for ye.  Come 
on and eat  i t  while i t ' s  good and 
hot .  and I  will  tel l  ye al l  erbout i t ."  

They went into the l i t t le  cabin.  
The darkey cook appeared with a  
steaming dish of s teak,  some hot  
corn bread,  baked potatoes,  coffee 
and vegetables.  The voyagers fel l  
upon the savory spread with avidity.  

After  eat ing a  few minutes Sey
mour said to the captain:  "Kindly 
explain to us how we happen to en
joy your hospital i ty on the gooil  ship 
"Sain Walker. '  "  

It  was a long story,  but  the es
sence of i t  was that  Bil l  l lowe, '  the 
first  mate of the "Sam Walker."  was 
oil  shore leave,  and at  an early hour 
had met the convivial  Seymour and 
Bender.  They had declared the sail

or the best fellow In the world,  and 
would not  l is ten to his  departure.  

"You and Bil l  hove in sight  about 
six o 'clock this  mornin ' ,"  said Capt.  
Parker,  as he passed the steak to 
Seymour for  the third t ime.  "Of 
course,  I  seen that  ye was a  bit  un
der the weather,  but  ye talked al l  
square and fair ,  sayin '  ye wanted to 
take a  cruise,  and when I  said the 
'Sam Walker '  wuz goin '  to Havana,  
3 'ou said that  wuz the place ye 
wanted ter  go tew. So you paid me 
the money for passage for both of 
ye,  and we cast  off  and headed out  
inter  the Gulf  erbout eight  o 'clock 
this  ere mornin ' .  Ye fooled aroun'  
awhile,  clum out on ther bowsprit ,  
did various monkeysli ines,  and then 
went below. That 's  al l  t l iar  is  tew 
it ,"  and Capt.  Parker laughed with a  
vigor hearty and pleasing.  

"From early childhood I  have 
longed to go to Havana," said Mr.  
Seymour.  "Why 1 should select  this  
special  t ime is  not  readily apparent ,  
but  i t  is  well .  Cheer up.  Bender!  
Once again an aqueous toast  to Capt.  
Parker and his  gallant  crew." 

Having done ample just ice to the 
food befora them, the voyagers fol
lowed Capt.  Parker to the deck of 
the vessel .  The "Sam Walker" was a 
large,  three-masted schooner.  They 
found seats  on the after  deck.  * A 
big Swede stood at  the wheel ,  and 
lazily revolved i t  as the fresh breeze 
came in irregular  gusts  from the 
southwest .  The air  was fragrant  with 
the odor of newly-sawed lumber,  and 
Seymour noticed,  for  the f irst  t ime,  
that  the decks between the masts 
were piled high with t imber.  

"Hev a seegar,"  said Capt.  Parker,  
passing a  box to Mr.  Seymour.  "I  
kin afford to be generous,  seein '  as  
how you bought 'em. You gave me 
twenty dollars and told me to buy 
the best  thar was;  and I  reckon 
you' l l  f ind them all  r ight ."  

"You seem to be in the lumber 
trade," said Seymour,  as  he took a 
cigar and passed the box to Dick 
Bender.  

"Yes,  I  haul a  r ight  smart  of lum
ber an '  stuff  in the course of a  
year,"  said Capt.  Parker.  Like al l  
New England Yankees who live in 
southern states,  his  dialect  was a 
mixture of northern and southern 
idioms. 

"You must  know some contract
ors,"  said Seymour.  Though his f ield 
of detective c-ndeavor was l imited to 
the area of a  "lumber hooker,"  on 
the broad expanse of the Gulf  of  
Mexico,  the newspaper inst inct  was 
strong within him. 

• "Beckon I  know erbaout al l  ther 
contractors in an '  ' round New Or-

"LET'S SEE; WHAT IN THUNDER 
WAS HIS NAME?" 

leans,"  said Capt.  Parker,  with some 
pride.  "The 'Sam Walker '  has car
ried many a batch of t imber up an'  
down these here coasts ."  

"Did you ever carry any lumber for  
a  man named Walter  B.  Hestor?" 
asked Seymour.  "Talk about your 
thousand to one shots,"  he said to 
himself ,  " this  certainly is  one of 
them." 

"Hestor?" said Capt.  Parker re
flectively.  " l lestor? Thar ain ' t  no 
contractor by that  name that  1  ever 
l ieern on." 

"He is  not  a contractor,"  explained 
Seymour,  " l ie  is  a  New York mill ion
aire,  whom I know very well .  He 
buil t  a  house on some island in the 
West Indies a  year or  so ago." 

"What sort  of a  man wuz l ie?" 
asked Capt.  Parker.  "What did he 
dew?" 

"l ie did newspaper work for fun," 
said Seymour.  "He had lots  of mon
ey,  and went al l  over the world look
ing for good stories."  

"Did he own a vacht—a steam 
yacht?" 

"Yes," answered Seymour,  leaning 
forward in his  excitement.  

"Say,  Bil l!"  
The first mate was talking with 

the Swede wheelsman, l ie  stepped 
over and joined the group when Capt.  
Varker called him. 

"What wuz ther name of that  dude 
who owned the 'Shark'?" he asked.  
"You know who I  mean.  The one 
that  Col.  Mclntyre buil t  that  air  
house for."  

Seymour dropped his  cigar.  The 
temptation to yell  almost  over
whelmed li ini .  

"Let 's  see;  what in thunder was 
his  name?" said the big suilor ,  re
moving his  cap and running his hand 
through a mass of red ha#r.  ' 'Some
thing l ike Hanson or Hampton.  
I  hat  ain ' t  i t .  There was an 's '  in 
i t .  He was an odd sort  of a  fish,  
l iaising hell  al l  the t ime.  Let 's  see.  
l l isser ,  l l issor,  l l is tor ,"  l lestor— 
that 's  i t .  I  knew dummed well  I  
could think of i t .  He had the steam 
yacht 'Shark, '  and a quiet  sort  of a  
chap named Waters was her captain.  
Mighty fine boat ,  the 'Shark! '  l iun 
l ike thunder and l ightnin '!  Why? 
What about him?" 

Seymour gave Bender a  violent  kick 
oil  the shin.  

"Nothin ' .  This here gentleman 
was askin '  erbout him," said Capt.  
Parker.  

"l lestor is  an old fr iend of mine," 
explained Seymour.  "Where is  the 
Col.  Mclntyre you spoke of? Is  he 
a.  New Orleans contractor?" 

"He used ter  be," said Capt. Par
ker.  "He has moved ter  Havana.  
This here load of lumber is  fer  him. 
He's buildin' a new hotel in Havana." 

"Is he in Havana now?" 
"Suppose so," said the captain.  

"Guess he ' l l  be daown ter  the dock 
ter  see us come in.  He's  in er  mighty 
big burry erbaout this  'ere bunch of 
lumber.  Bin '  telegrapli in '  and raisin '  
blazes erbaout i t ."  

Seymour changed the subject .  He 
was so elated that  he fel t  l ike cl imb
ing the shrouds,  and yell ing l ike a  
Comanche Indian.  The one thing 
which worried him was whether or  
not  he had told Bender anything 
about Hestor during the preceding 
evening.  The look of pained surprise 
on Bender 's  face,  when his ankle 
fel t  the impact  of Seymour 's  foot ,  
was evidence that  he knew nothing 
of Hestor or  his  complici ty in the 
mill ionaire mystery.  

Seymour vented his  joy and con
cealed his  tr iumph in song.  The 
temptation to_celebrate in drink was 
strong,  but  his  repentance was sin
cere and his determination to reform 
was earnest .  So he sang.  As a  vo
calist ,  Mr.  Seymour was handicapped 
by the circumstance that  he knew 
neither the wo'-ds nor the tune to 
any song.  What he lacked in tech
nique was recompensed in energy.  
His f irst  effort ,  as  expressed in 
words,  was about as  follows: 

"Yo ho, my lads, the wind blows free; 
A pleasant gale is on the se-a-a, 
And here we rumte de te turn, 
Ra le dada, te dum, dum, dura, 
And 'ere we part from England's shore 

to-night, 
A song we'll sing to home da rumty dight 
Then here's to the sailor. 
Here's to his heart so true (sing there. 

Bender!) 
Who will think of him upon the waters 

blu-u-u-ue. 
(All together.) 

Sailing, sailing, over the mountain main; 
And many a stormy wind shall blow 'era 

Jack comes home again. 
Sailing, sailing, der rumty, dum de daln, 
And many a stormy wind shall 

blo-o-o-o-ow 
'Ere Jack comes lio-o-ome a-a-a-again!" 

Thp negro cook stood in the com
panion-way and joined in the chorus 
with a  deep bari tone,  which did 
much to neutral ize the rather harsh 
tenor of the eager Seymour,  and the 
uncertain bass of Mr.  Dick Bender.  
Capt.  Parker did not  sing,  but  was 
l iberal  in his  applause.  

[To Be Continued.] 

Tlie Dove and t i le  Cat .  
Maj.  Shattuck of the signal  corps 

tel ls  an amusing story of an oid-t imc 
"rel igious revival" meeting at  a negro 
church near Savannah.  In order that  
the revival  spir i t  might be quickened 
i t  was arranged that  the preacher 
should give a signal  when he thought 
the excitement was highest ,  and from 
the at t ic ,  through a hole cut  in the 
ceil ing directly over the pulpit ,  the 
sexton was to shove down a pure 
white dove,  whose fl ight  around t l ie  
church and over the heads of the au
dience was expected to have an in
spiring effect ,  and as far  as emotion
al  excitement was concerned,  to cap 
the cl imax. All  went well  a t  the 
start ;  the church was packed; the 
preacher 's  text  was "In the form of 
a  dove," and as he piled up his  elo
quent periods the excitementj^was 
strong.  Then the opportune moment 
arrived—the • s ignal  was given—and 
the packed audience was scared out  
of i ts  wits  on looking up to the ceil
ing and beholding a cat ,  with a  
clothes l ine around i ts  middle,  yowl
ing and spit t ing,  being slowly lower
ed over the preacher 's  head.  The 
preacher called out  to the sexton in 
the at t ic:  "Whar 's  de dove?" And 
the sexton's  voice came down 
through the opening so you could 
hear i t  a  block: "Inside de cat!" 
-  Chicago Daily News. i 

Our American Fellow 
Citizens in Mindanao 
Something About the Island and the People 

Which Captain Pershing Recently Defeated. 

APT. PEIiSIUNG'S recent  
victories over some of the 
Moro tr ibes of Mindanao 
call  especial  at tention to 
a part  of the Phil ippines 
which many Americans are 

l i t t le  acquainted with.  Mindanao,  sec
ond island-in point  of  size in the Phil
ippine archipelago,  l i .as escaped much 
of the pubic at tention which has:  been 
directed towardsLuzon,  •the seat  of our 
mili tary occupation.  Yet i t  is the.more 
interest ing of the two islands.  Min
danao,  meaning the "man of the lake." 
and so named l iecausv it  is  so well  wa
tered,  has far  more important  r iver 
and lake,  systems than Luzon.  

The . lesuit  missionaries,  ' the only 
persons who have made any consider
able explorations into the interior ,  
assert  that  the island contains -4 dis
t inct  tr ibes of people.  These may. 
however,  l ie  divided into three general  
classes.  The most  dreaded and war
l ike class comprises the Mohammedan 
Moros or  "Moors."  who live along the 
coast  and near the large bodies of wa
ter  in the southwestern port ion of the 
island.  They are closely al l ied with the 
Moros of Sulu and eonsnder themselves 
subjects  of the Sulu sultan.  The 
other two classes are the Christ ian 
Yisayan-s and the l i t t le  black Negritos.  
The former came originally from the 
northern islands and are most  nu-
Merous in the northern port ion of the 

l ieves that ,  if  he is  fortunate enough to 
be kil led while slaughtering'  the ene
mies of his  fai th he reaches seventl i i  
heaven at  a  bound. Sometimes,  when,  
a  Moro becomes t ired of l i fe he goes 
before a priest  and takes a formidable 

joath t o  die ki l l ing Christ ians.  Further
more.  the Sulu law provides:  that  when,  
a mini  becomes bankrupt his  fainily 
l iuiy be placed in slavery,  but  he may 
release them by entering into a com
pact  to die kil l ing Christ ians.  Thci  
priest  to whom.he applies sub jeetsihim, 
says one writer ,  " to a system of en
thusiast ic excitement that  turnsi  him 
into a wild beast  of  the worst  kind. - '  
When this '  ceremony of hideous incan
tat ions an'd barbaric cl ian ' ts  in the dark 
forest  is  ended,  the applicant  has be
come a . luramentado and nothing save-
his  own death can end his work of de-.  
s truction.  

( ieneral  Arolos,  ' t l ie  only Spanish 
commander who ever succeeded in 
whipping the Moros into submission,  
governed them only by the severest ,  
measures.  The reason,  i t  issaid,wliyi  
Juramentadoshave not "let themselves 
loose" on the American soldiers ' is  be
cause they do not-  look upon tl ie .m as 
Christ ian 's .  They differ  so greatly 
from the Spaniards and show such dis
regard of the,  things which the Span
iards considered sacred'  that  they are 
placed in a class by themselves as peo
ple whom, there is  no advantage in kil l-

How Jacques Tij tsot  Puiutei l .  
All  interest ing story is  told of 

Jacques Tissot ,  the great  French 
painter ,  lately deceased.  While in 
Knglarid he painted a  beautiful  rel i
gious picture and,  meeting a country
woman, asked her opinion of his  
work.  "I t 's  a  chef d 'oeuvre," she re
plied,  giving a remarkably just  and 
detai led appreciat ion of the various 
merits  of the painting - .  "Are you 
satisf ied?" asked a fr iend.  Tissot  an
swered in the negative.  He entirely 
repainted his  picture,  working night  
and day.  

When finished he sent  for,  his  fair  
cri t ic ,  who pronounced i t  "admir
able,"  and remained si lently admiring ! 
i t  with .smiling cri t icism. "Are you 
satisf ied?" asked the fr iend again 
when the lady departed.  "No," an
swered the art ist ,  and set  to work 
for the third t ime.  

When the Parisienne saw the new 
painting she ga/ .ei l  a t  i t  for  some mo
ments with evident emotion,  and then 
without a  word sank soft ly to her 
knees and began to pray.  "Are you 
satisf ied now?" whispered the fr iend.  
And Tissot  said,  "Yes." 
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HOMES OF THE TREE DWELLERS OF MINDANAO. 

Couldn' t  Ciet  Huii l t  of  I t .  
Bridget  and Norah Murphy,  fresh 

from the mosquitoes of Kll is  Island,  
had set  out  to make their  "return 
calls" on their  cousins,  the Metlooli-
gans,  a t  service in an aristocratic 
part  of the ci ty.  Upon arriving at  
the house,  instead of being confront
ed by the usual  bell  knob,  nothing 
but  a  st ingy,  mean apology of a  knob 
in the shape of i \  l i t t le  black button 
met them. Bridget  got  hold of the 
button and gave i t  a  pull ,  but  her 
f ingers sl ipped before there was any 
audible ring- from within.  Again and 
again she tr ied with the same result ,  
unti l  she turned the knob over to 
"Nonie."  Then the lat ter  yanked ami 
twisted without success,  unti l  both 
stood on the landing gazing helpless
ly at  each other.  Then l ight  came to 
Bridget .  

"I ' l l  tel l  you pliwat i t  is ,"  she said.  
"They're playing th '  joke on us fur 
greenhorns an '  th '  divils  are within 
l iuuldiu '  th '  shtr insr!" 

island.  The lat ter ,  the Negritos,  are 
the aboriginal  t r ibes of the Phil ip
pines.  Ad unusual  mixing of races l ias 
taken place in Mindanao and intermar
riage has left  comparatively few pure 
blooded Negritos.  

The geiwiine Negrito is  very,  small  of  
s tature.  He measures about four feet  
s ix inches,  l l is .  features resemble the 
negro,  l l is  people are t imid,  quiet  and 
affectionate,  and by nature given to 
wandering about from place to place.  
Where they have come in contact  with 
the Malay tr ibes,  however,  they have 
adopted ' t .he habits  and customs of 
these sturdier  and more1  warlike races.  
The Negrito 's  weapons are a bam
boo lance and a palm wood bow with 
poisoned arrows.  The Negrito 's  legs 
are described as being without calve#,  
and his  feet  as turning inward;  yet  he 
runs with great ,  speed after  deer and 
rivals  the monkey in cl imbing trees.  
His only rel igion is  a  sort  of  spir i t  wor
ship.  l l is  mental  powers are of a  low 
order and natural  phenomena take on 
the aspect  of supernatural  ha-pprn-
ings.  

I t  would be almost  impossible tocon-
?eive of ai l  union more curious than 
that  of a  pure,  blood Negrito and a typi
cal  Moro.  For hundreds of years the 
Moro has inhabited the islands of the 
Sulu archipelago,  including northern 
rlorneo and sou' thern Mindanao.  He 
aas never been anything better  than 
i  pirate and a murderer.  During his  
long reign of terror in those parts  his  
race has become extremely mixed.  For 
je.nturies the Malay pirates have t i l led 
their  harems,  wi ' t .h women from every 
tr ibe or  race with which they have 
come in contact  from the various t  r ibes
ot '  Malaysia to the Europeans.Their  re
l igion is  a  mixture of Mohammedanism 
and primitive savagery than which no 
form of fanaticism could be worse.  
Their  weapons include ' the notorious 
barong.  campilan and kriss,  which in 
Moro hands:  are the most  dangerous 
war knives known, and which are dex
terously wielded by them in behalfof 
their  fai th.  The weapons have edges 
l ike razors and in spite of the fact  that  
conveniences for  worklng.steel  are sim
ple.  the Moro produces blades that ,  are 
highly tempered and beautifully t in-
i- i : t  d .  

A •-•"aver. ; 'y  the Moro has no regard 
•• '" lever fer  human life,  l ie  believes 

i t  • Christ ian he kil ls  wil l  i .d-
!"  Mm a step in para el;  sc .  Death 

, . . .  . . , , . r i ) , . s  for him. Indeed he be

ing' .  Probably the str ict ,  dealings of 
Cen.  Arolos with ' the sultans and datos 
whom he made accountable for  the 
acts  of Juramentados was really re
sponsible for  the stamping out  of the 
practice.  

Although the Moros of Mindanao 
recognize the sovereignty of the sultani  
of  Sulu they are ruled directly by a  
sultan,  of  their  own who is  assisted by 
several ,  datos.  Their  relat ion to our 
government,  is1  curious.  The United 
States pays ' the sultan- of Sulu $250 a  
month and les.ser  salaries to his  ad
visors,  secretary and the keepers of the 
royal  harem. The United States agrees 
to exist ing social  condit ions,  including 
polygamy and slave,  holding,  with the 
reservation that  each slave may pur
chase his  freedom for payable to 
the crown. The-Moros of Sulu are not  
real  American ci t izens.  The United 
States simply pays the sultan to "be 
good;" bii ' t  the Moros of Mindanao 
are polygamous,  slave holding Ameri
can ci t izens wlvo declare themselves 
subjects  of the sultan of Sulu! How
ever,  recent  dispatches afl irm that  
Capt.  Pershing's  victories wil l  probably 
result  in making the Mindanao Moros 
acknowledge American authori ' ty.  

Another polygamous tr ibe of south
ern Mindanao almost  as much to be 
feared as the Moros are the Bagabas.  
They are not  Mohammedans,  but  Na
ture worshipers.  They sacrif ice slaves 
to the volcano Mount Apo with,  most  
revolt ing ceremonies.  Like many 
other tr ibes in the Phil ippines they l ive 
in houses buil t  in ' t rees or  on posts  and 
ascend to them by means of bamboo 
ladders.  This practice of elevating 
houses is-  quite general  even among 
the semi-civil ized tr ibes.  The Yisay-
ans,  who are called Christ ians and who 
consti tute the ruling class '  of  Mindanao 

|  often build ' themselves homes of this  
I k ind.  The Yisayan-s are not  unlike the 
j Tagalogs of Manila and vicinity.  And 
j i t  is  this  large class of natives. that-wil l  
!  best  respond to educational  influences.  
J I t  is  x;i id that ,  they are fair ly intel l i-
:  gent-  and often anxious to get-  educa

t ion.  Although many of them are ig
norant  they are not s tupid,  and their  
"training along educational  l ines wil l  
do much toward bringing about the 
development of the natural  resources.  

The forests  of Mindanao are of great  
extent  and rich in commercial  value.  
There fire several  mounta 'hi  chains,  
some of which ave r ich in minerals* 
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