
In the Rubber Country

i
'T HAS rarely been my privilege to

penetrate into more primitive re-
gions than the headwaters of the

, Orinoco, or into a land of greater
promise than is found along the

upper reaches of the Gy Parana, bet-
ter known as the Rio Machado, writes
Leo E. Miller in an interesting article
on the rubber regions of South Amer-
ica, in the India Rubber World. The
Gy Parana, it might be well to state,
is one of the largest aflluents of the
Madeira. Fbr many years its lower
course has been known to adventur-
ous seekers of orchids, rubber, and
other natural products, all of which
have been yielded in abundance; but
it is only within the last few years
that the course of the upper river has
been thrown open to navigation of
any kind. Even now only an occa-

sional dugout ventures beyond the
zone of pestilence and rapids into the
land of hostile Indian tribes; but the
way has nevertheless been opened,
and within a comparatively short time
this region will be giving up its fair
quota of the natural riches that lie
hidden in the vast, untrodden wilder-
ness.

The Orinoco is, no doubt, better
known by name than the Machada,

and at present it must suffice to give

merely a vague idea of the remoteness
of its hinterlands by citing that it re-,

quires approximately three months of
travel from Ciudad Bolivar, 240 miles
from the mouth of the mighty river,
to reach the rapids of Guajaribo, far
above the mouth of the Cassiquaire;

beyond that point the river is wholly

unknown.
At Senor Paraquete's Barraca.

On February 28. 1913, T stopped at
the barraca of one Senor Paraquete,

far up on the Orinoco, beyond the
mouth of the Ventuari. The main
building stood on a high bank 30 feet
above the river, and was occupied by

Senor Paraquete and his assistants.
Several large rooms were used as a

venta or store and a fair stock of
provisions and merchandise was car-

ried. On one side was the camp of
the full-blooded Indian employees,
Maquiritares from the regions of the
(Tinacunuma, who lived in small palm-
leaf huts with their families. On the
other side stood long, thatched build-
ings, open all around, with scores of
hammocks strung from the posts arid
beams; these were the quarters of the
natives —Venezuelans and Zambos. In
the rear, and some distance away,

’stood the smokehouses, completely in-

closed with palm leaves except for one
small door opening. Trails led into
the forest from a number of points,

and numerous dugouts tied to the
landing indicated that work was also
prosecuted on the other side of the
river. Often, especially in the case
pf the Indians, man and wife worked
together.

Old-fashioned methods are employed
entirely. The trees are girded with
strips of palm pitch at the base which
Intercept the latex and deflect it into
a folded leaf placed underneath. This
system is rather wasteful and inju-

rious to the trees. There is no fixed

rule or custom for tapping the trees,

the men hacking into the bark at ran-
dom, but occasionally the herringbone

pattern of cut is used. Each man has

two routes, and endeavors to have

from 300 to 500 trees on each, seldopi
more, often less, according to the

abundance of the rubber trees in the
locality. He takes one trail one day.

and the other the next, thus permit-

ting the trees to rest on alternate
days. If it rains, the day’s catch is
spoiled, as latex mixed with water is

worthless.
The milk was weighed as brought

In by each man at midday and cred-

ited to his account; in the afternoon
the whole force repaired to the smoke-
house to work up the day s catch. A

kind of wood called Mazarandul is

used exclusively for the smudge; it is

of a deep reddish color and grows

plentifullyalong the river.
Transportation Is Costly.

The cost of transportation between

the Upper Orinoco and Ciudad Bolivar
is enormous. In tho first place, the

distance is very great and the river is

full of rapids, necessitating long over-
land portages; all provisions have to

be brought up, and the crude product

has to be taken back down; there is
always a great loss both ways from

theft and wreckage, and as there is

no regular system of navigation be-
yond the mouth of the Apure, the diffi-

culties encountered in securing boats

and craws are tremendous.

The headquarters of the Orinoco
rubber gatherers is San Fernando de
Atabapo, containing about 100 huts,
which is the only settlement above
the Cataract of Maipures. In Febru-
ary the town was almost deserted. In
May it was full of life. Numbers of
people were arriving daily; there was
dancing and gaming, eating and drink
ing, day and night, and many a man
spent'his entire season's earnings in
a few evenings. The sight was not
unlike that formerly seen in the west-
ern mining camps of our own country.
Representatives of the big houses in
Ciudad Bolivar, which had made ad-
vances to the concessioners, were

there to see that they received all the
rubber collected by their debtors.
The governor of the department (Alto

Orinoco) made his home farther down
the river, on the Rio Cataniapo, near
the Rapids of Atures.

On the Machado the rubber camps
are not abandoned during the rainy

season but as the floods advance stand
isolated above the muddy water,
crowded with their human inhabit-
ants, chickens, pigs and dogs. Many

of the houses are built on piles, and
the water comes up until it touches
the floor. Cooking and washing are

done on the front porch and canoes
are tied to the posts in readiness for
instant flight if necessary, or to use
in gathering wood or visiting the
neighbors. Behind the huts, banana
palms bend and bow gracefully as the
current tugs at their bases, and a few'
vultures are usually perched on the
roof.

Happy, Busy People.

The whole presents a scene of de-
vastation, but the people seem per-

fectly happy. If there is any high
country within reach, the men may

cut timber and collect copaiba oil or
hunt for various kinds of gums. The
gathering of Brazil nuts forms one of
the chief occupations, and thousands
of tons are brought down the various
rivers annually. Canoes are hollowed
out, palm leaves and poles for new
huts are brought in, and everything is
made shipshape so that there may be
no delay in beginning the rubber sea-

son when the water recedes. There
are invariably a few' men in each
camp who are famed for their prow-
ess with gun and harpoon, and it has
been my pleasure on several occasions
to accompany these nimrods of the
tropical jungles on their long rambles
in search of meat.

At Calama on the Madeira, just op
posite the mouth of the Machado, are
located the headquarters of one of the
best organized rubber companies 1
have found anywhere during my four
years of explorations. It is the estab
lishment of Asensi & Co., who started
business 18 years ago with eight men ;

today they employ 3,500 men all told
;md produce 700 tons o£ rubber an
nually, besides large 'quantities ol
copaiba oil, tobacco, lumber, and other
natural products. Their concessions
cover the entire country bordering the
Machado and Commemoracion, extend
ing inland a distance of 30 kilometer?
on each side of the water. In addi
tion, the concern controls large tract?
on the Madeira. The building at
Calama are largo and comfortable, and
besides living quarters include mod
ernly equipped offices, storerooms
warehouses, carpenter and machine
shops, and cattle barns. A resident
physician is retained for the care ol
the employees, who are brought down
from the camps and cared for when iD
need of treatment.

Floating rubber Rafts down the rio Machado

One of Nature’s Mysteries.
Whence came the first globule oi

sap? And why? How' has it pro
duced all of the marvelous forms? Ol
all the curiosities and mysteries ol

nature this is one from which all
things are inherent and all things in
explicable. Let’s not call it protozoa

or protophyta or by any other of the
learned names but simply “sap” which
mysteriously assembles its composi-

tion from the grossest ingredients ol

earth and blossoms forth at the be
ginning of the real advent of the yeai

in multitudinous phenomena of beauty

to the glory of nature.

Steel Product.
The United States of America is

by far the greatest steel producing
country on earth. Germany comes
next, with Great Britain third. The
figures for 1910 (the latest at hand for
the moment) show this country to be
equal in steel products to both Ger
many and the United Kingdom.

ONE WHO LISTENED
By BENJAMIN RUSH THORNBURY.

(Copyright.)
In the smoking compartment of a

Pullman on the westbound train were
three men. Two of them, one the
superintendent of the road and the
other an ex-railroad man, were en-
gaged in conversation on the merits
of railroaders in general, and con-
cerning those who maintained their
positions through official relationship
in particular. The third, a well-
grooined. portly gentleman, sat quiet-
ly in the corner, puffed a cigar, and
listened.

“Railroading isn’t a profession; it’s
a science,” the ex-railroad man was
protesting. “I’ve always maintained
that these relationship jobs are a

detriment to the service, and it’s been
my observation that, as a rule, the
incumbents never make good.”

“I’ve known some exceptions to
that rule; in fact, I have one in mind
now’,” said the superintendent.

“It was in the old* days on the M.
I and N. Old Man Goodell had come
down to Kensington Irom the Soo to
take over the management of the
road: and while he didn’t have a great

deal of style, he more than made up
for it in a system of his own, that
resulted in making the two streaks
of rust and a right-of-way one of the
best paying little roads in the country.

I was a general utility clerk in his
office at that time, and sorted out the
old man’s mail. One morning I came

across a letter from Tom Goodell.
Tom was a brother of the old man,
who had been in the lumber business
up North, but who had taken a sud-
den notion that he wanted to be a
railroad man. The tetter was a re-
quest for a job.

“Joe Kelsoe was trainmaster up at
C’enterpoint at that time. He had some
set notions, like yourself, about Tom’s
kind, and wasn’t at all backward
about expressing them. The boys

said he cussed a blue streak when
he got the old man’s letter ordering
him to send Tom out braking on the
local to learn the road.

•Well, everybody knew at once
what that meant, and there was a
general howl all along the line among
the trainmen, not official, of course,
but a lot of talk, and, as usual, that's
about where it ended.

“About three months after that. Ed
Burton, a freight conductor with a
through run, came within an ace of
getting into a smash-up with an east-
bound passenger on an order he mis-
construed, and, of course, went on the
carpet. The old man was always
mighty square with the boys when
they got into trouble, and was dis-
posed to be lenient with Ed, though
he ha 4 known for some time that Ed
wasn't a man to be running a train.

"He was oversensitive on the sub-
ject. as that kind usually are; so

when the old man offered to com-
promise by giving him thirty days,

and a gravel train when ho got back,

Ed flared up and quit, taking a pass
back to Arlington, where he lived.

“That was the only time I ever
saw Ed to know him; and when he
came through the office, looking as
black as a thunder cloud, I surmised
he had been having his troubles in
the old man's little sanctum.

“Well, as everybody expected, two
days later Tom Goodell got his train.

"I had been out on the road look-
ing up a claim on seme stock that had
been killed, and happened to be in
Tom Goodell’s caboose on his first
run out. I altered my opinion of Tom
that night and haven’t changed it
since, for he proved to be one of the
exceptions I spoke übout.

“The night operator at Menden had
given him orders to pick up some
empty stock cars at Arlington, and I
guess that’s all that saved us from
about the worst wreck the road ever
had, for we would have gone into that
open switch at a forty-five-mile clip.

“They usually went through from
Menden without stopping, that being
a part of the run where they made up
time. As it w'as, they had slowed
down for the stop, and when they un-
expectedly shot in on the siding from
the upper end, the engineer had his
train pretty well under control; so
the little bump they gave that string

of empties did no damage. The switch
had been thrown, and the light

changed so that it showed white.
“When they found out about the

changed switchlight, the crew laid It
to every cause but the right one. As
Tom jumped down from the caboose
steps, however, his quick eye had
caught sight of a man ducking around
the edge of the station that looked an

awful lot like Ed Burton.
“He said nothing about this when

he came up where the boys were talk-
ing. but the next* morning he and
the old man w’ere closeted for the bet-
ter part of an hour. I could tell by
his loud tone that the old man was
considerably worked up about some-
thing, for he always was a quiet sort
of a man. All the while Tom was
talking in a low, pleading voice, and
now and then 1 could hear Ed Bur-
ton's name.

"After a while they came out, and
the old man took his pass book from
his desk and filled out a blank. I
could see his hand tremble as he
wrote. Tom took it, and hurried out.
as 1 afterward learned, to catch No. 5.
He dropped ofT at Arlington on the
opposite side from the station, and

when he came back on No. G that eve-
ning Ed Burton was with him.

The superintendent screened his
eyes with his hand and peered through

the window to see the switch-lights
of the Centerpoint-yard twinkling in
the darkness.

“Here's where I get off,” he said.
“I suppose Burton was a guest of

the state for a term,” pursued the ex-
railroad man, also rising.

"No, he wasn’t,” denied the super
intendent, putting on his overcoat,
"The old man and Tom fixed it up be-
tween them to keep the matter quiet

and give Burton another chance.
“He wrote to a friend of his some-

where out West that he wanted Ed
placed, and in a week or so Ed packed
up his wife and baby and followed
the letter. I never heard of him aft-
er that. Well, good by; I’m glad to
have met you.”

“Same to you. Guess I’llgo to bed,"
returned the ex-railroad man, follow-
ing him out into the passage.

The superintendent descended to
the platform and walked toward the
tall frame building that housed the
division headquarters. At the foot
of the long stair he halted a moment
and looked at the big mogul that was
standing on a siding attached to a
long train of all sorts and conditions
that made up No. 85, then turned and
climbed to the office on the second
floor.

“No. 85 going to get out on time?”
lie asked of the night dispatcher, who
was bending over the train sheet at
the long instrument table.

“She’s following No. 3 out on time,
hut I don't know how long she'll stay
that way. with a green fireman trying
to feed that ten-wheeler. Kelly says
Gordon’s kicking like a bay steer at
the M. M. for turning his engine into
a family kindergarten, and I don’t
blame him much, for John Sharkey
w*as a good man and had been with
Gordon going on three years.

“Kelly says It’s open gossip at the
roundhouse that the old man let
Sharky out just to make a place for
his brother.”

“I can’t say as to that.” Officials
can be supremely noncommittal at
times. “Better give 85 a slow-up or-

der past Camden; there’s two cars of
dynamite on the siding there,” he con-
cluded as he passed Into his office.

No. 3 stopped at Camden long
enough to permit the portly gentleman
to alight from the rear Pullman, and
then her red tail-lights were blinking
away like two baleful eyes in the dis-
tance. The portly gentleman looked
up at the darkened station, down the
siding at the dim outlines of two box
cars, then scanned with a quick turn
of his head the few scattered houses
that had managed to get close enough
together on the hill behind the sta-
tion to call themselves a town.

He picked up his grip and started
toward them, when he noticed a dark
form skulking in the shadow of the
building. He was well able to take
care of himself, but he felt curious to
know what the fellow was up to.

Hastily crouching at the end of the
high platform, he saw a man steal
down to the track, cast a furtive
glance about him, and then move cau-
tiously to the switch-stand, where he
deliberately smashed the lock with a
coupling-pin.

He had thrown the switch and was
turning the light so that a white
gleam flickered to the rails, when the
portly gentleman leaped upon him
and pinioned his arms in a powerful

grasp.
The portly gentleman pushed him

backward to the edfje of the platform,
where he lay moaning. He sat up
f>reseutly and looked at his captor.

"I must have been mad to think of
such a thing,” he said brokenly, with
a helpless wave of his hand toward
the hill. “I’ve been slaving for five
long years to make good to that lit-
tle woman up there who believed in
me, and then to get shoved out to
make room for the old man’s rela-
tions —I—it—Oh, you can’t under-
stand! And now—now, I suppose I’ll
have to go over the road for it.”

The strong arm that held him in
its viselike grip now stole gently

across his shoulders, and the voice
that spoke was unsteady with emo-
tion.

‘‘Oh, yes, I do. my boy. I know all
about it, and I guess the only road
you'll go over will be the Transconti-
nental. when you go back West with
me. I have some mines out there, and
a few miles of railroad that are all
my own. I guess we can And a place
for you wherri you can make good, all
right. I’m visiting some friends here
for a few days, and we can get to-
gether and talk it over.”

The long, wailing shriek of a loco-
motive was heard far down the track,

and the trembling gleam of a head-
light transformed the rails into glis-
tening ribbons of steel.

“Get down there quick and fix that
switch, and then we ll go and find the
little woman.’’

“My name's John Sharkey,” said the
man. as they moved slowly toward the
hill. May I ask yours?”

“Burton,” said the other shortly.
They turned and watched the train

pull carefully by the station. The
light from the open fire-box fell upon

the begrimed face of a fireman shov-
eling in some coal. No. 85 was on
time.

Original Habitat of Irish Potato.
A novel contribution to this long-de-

bated subject is that of Mr. (’. L. Fitch,

who writes from the ecological point
of view. His argument is that the
open structure of the stomata of the
potato leaf, permitting rapid evapora-

tion. and the loose incoherent struc
ture of the root cap, which is adapted
only to penetrate in open soils, indi-
cate that the plant is a native of sandy
open soils and a maritime atmosphere,
or misty well-drained mountain slopes

free from prolonged and heavy rains.
—Scientific American.
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