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“Lost 1In NicaraGua " is a companion baok to “ Over the
Andes,” and is designed to illustrate the historical progress
and industrial opportunities of Central Awerica, the pros-
pective land of the great international highway to the Last.
Here 15 to be the gate of the Pacific, where a great city of
the future must arise, and become the port of the coffee,
sugar, banana, and tropical fruit plantutions.

I 1898 the writer went to Costa Rica, and on his way mcet
2 ratlroad manager, who, on his explorations for a tropical
railvoad, fell into a cavern covered with reeds and was im-
prisoned there.  This explorer’s experience in a neighboring
country suggested the story of Leigh Frobisher's adventure
in the underground idol cave of Nicaragua.

The writer met at Port Limon & young German who had
built up a coffee and banana plantation in Costa Rica, which
he cultivated for the purpose of the industrial education of
the native Indians.  His work had received the approval of
the government, and it furnishes a model for like enterprises
of Christian philanthropy. This incident, and like incidents,
gave rise to the character of Hazel. |
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6 PREFACE.

The writer has used his old method in the “Zigzag"”
books of interpelating storics within a connected narrative.
These stories are pictures of the life of the country.

South America is being Luropeanized, the Argentine
Republic is producing a new Italy, and a new [.atin race
seems to be forming under the Andes. Central America is
becoming more American, and a great industrial opportunity
is opening there. Young Americans and Germans are mak-
ing coffee and tropical fruit pluntations in all parts of the
country, and especially in Costa Rica, in which the San José
and Cartago region is one of the most beautiful parts of the
earth,

The book, like “ Over the Andes,” is written in the spivit
and ‘interests of Christian education, for influence, and for
illustration of the best and most progressive enterprises of
life. With little of the spirit of authorship, the writer has
sought in “ Qver the Andes” and * Lost in Nicarngua” to
produce two books that will correctly piclure the progress ot
South and Central America in such a way as to interest the
best thought in if, and te belp life.

We have used the quetzal, the paradise trogon, the sacred
bird of the ancicnt races, as the object of the search of onc
of our American travellers, and have related the St Thowas
legend in connection with Quetzalcoatl, and the forest won-
ders of feathers of cmerald, ruby, and pearl. The myth is
one of the most pleasing of all the parables of the Western
world.  St. Thomas, the Doubter, probably never visited
India, or founded the faith of the Nestorians of Persia, and
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he certainly could never have appeared as Quetzalcoat!
in Yucatan and Guatemala, But the legend, as a legend, is
onc of the most stimulating in prehistoric research; for the
appearance of the cross in the ruins of Palenque seems
to be a Christian link between the Kastern and Waestern
worlds.

Of the quetzal, the sacred bird of these mysteries, and the
most beaittiful of all the birds of the world, Mr. Stephuns,
the explorer of the ruins of the ancient Central American
cities, says, in speaking of a convent where he was enter-
tained : * On a shelf aver the bed were two stuffed guesales,
the royal bird of Quiche, the most beautiful that ﬂ.ics, 50
proud of its tail that it builds its nest with two openings, to
pass in and out without turning, and whose plumes were not
permitted to be used except by the royal family.” In
making the search for this bird, the object of one of the
young travellers of our narrative, we are able to introduce in
story form some pictures of legendary history.

We have written inle our narrative a bricl history of the
efforts to secure an interoceanic canal, and have endeavored
to picture the route through which the canal is expected to
pass. It would seem that in Nicaragua the two oceans are
to be wedded,

We stand on the threshold of new upportunitics, and these
open countrics await the progress of the world.  The empty
lands of the Southern Cross and the Republics of the Sun
arc on their way to great events in the future, and the time
has come for eur young pcople to know more abaut them.

The University of low
TIRRARIES
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The star of prosperity lcads towards the south, and to illus-
trate the educational part of this progress, in a popular way,
is the aim and purpese of the two books of narratives of
tiravel with interpolated stories.

28 WORCESTER STREET, BOSTON,
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LOST IN NICARAGUA.

CHAPTER L

THLE QUETZAL. THIT GOLDEN AGE OF QUETZALCOATL. THE
ST, THOMAS LEGEND AND TIHE MYSTERIOUS CROSS, THE
STORY OF NICARAGUA, THE CHIEE.

MY, quetsal, or quesal, the paradise trogon (Caluras
resplendens), 1s one of the most beautiful of the birds in
the Western world. To witness the flight of one of these
birds in the sun through a Nicaraguan or Guatemalun forest
is an event to an orithelogist from Engiand or North
Awmerica, The paradise trogons that we see in collections
give but a suggestion of the marvellous splendor of the live
hird as it drifts through the tropical forests, especially when
its flight is in a rift of sunlight, amid the long, glimmering
shadows. :

The quetzal was the sacred bird of the temples of Central
Amecrican Andes, and is the national emblem of Guatemala,
in memory of the ancient nations and rites of a vanished em-
pire that held the gems of nature as among the gifts of
its gods. _

The bird in several species is found in the forests of Cen-

I3



14 FLUST 1IN NICAKAGUA.

tral America, It is not rare in the {orests or the table-lands;
but few, except native Americans, have ever seen it in its own
haunts or witnessed the visien of the splendor of its flight.

Why — when this royal and sacred bird, the bird of ca-
ciques and of one of the republics of the third America, is
the most beautiful of all the birds of paradise on our own
continent ?

The bird lives in mountain forests, at a height of some
three or five thousand feet, and not many white travellers go
there.

It is a lazy bird. It sits in bowers of bloom among the
orchids and odorous plants, and scems to be dreaming.

Says a lover of birds of rare plumage: “It is too lazy to
turn its head; it scems to be thinking, thinking, but of what
it is thinking no man knows. T would give many pesos 1o
know what these superh trogons arve always thinking abont.”

The bird has a fussy look about the head, as though its
meditations had not been congenial, It has the appearance
of a pessimist with all of its nptimist plumes. Heis a kind
of rainbow in the cloud.

He wears a mantle of golden green, a living mantle with
the lustre of gems. Under this mantle bums a waist of
carmine red. His eye is brown, his beak ycllow, and from
his little body sweeps a tail like a trail of a royal creature of
nature, white and green. The feathers of this brilliant tail are
usually more than two feet long. One wonders that they can
ever be borne in the air by this animated beauty of the silent
torest.

He seems not to talk much, with all of his thinking, but
what he says is like the voice of the temple of Memnon. He
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speaks low, lovingly, and mclodiously. Then his voice swell
and drifts on the warm, fragrant air of his lazy habitudes
He is a bird of mystery.

The royal bird lives on fruit, and he dees not have to hun
for it in the regions of the plantains and palms. He has but t
sit in the cool shadow of a tree and eat, and make love, ant
pipe, and think. He bas been thinking for thousands of years
he was thinking when Columbus came, and he is thinking yet
When he is tamed he falls in love with his keeper.  But he
does not thrive in captivity ; if you handle him, he dies.

Qur friends the Frobishers, from Milton, Mass., whose
travels in South America we pictured in * Qver the Andes,’
had no sooner arrived at Port Limon than they began to in
quire at the consnlate in regard to the wonderful bird of the
Nicaraguan, tlonduran, and Guatemalan forests. Captain
Frobisher and his two nephews had secured some strange birds
and rare plants in South America; they wished to add a living
quetzal to their collection, and to sce the bird in its native
woods.

“1 can secure one of the hirds for youw,” said the Consul.
*The Indian women have them for sale in Central American
towns,"” :

“Yam going ta Guatemala,” said Captain Frobisher. ““Our
plan is to visit Costa Rica’s beautiful capital, San José, to-go
to Greytown and Bluefelds, and thence to Livingston in Gua-
temala and to Balise in Honduras. We hope to make an
excursion into Lake Nicaragua and to see the ancient ruins
in the lake, go to Granada, the old town of ships in the days
of Spain, and to see the route of the proposed Nicaraguan
Canal, 1 look upon this canal as certain to be built, and to
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become the gateway ol the Pacific, — the new water high-
way of the world,  We are travelling in part for pleasure,
but largely for education, to see the coffee plantations of
Central America, the new fruit industrics of Nicaragua,
Honduras, and Guatemala. We think that great opportuni-
ties are here and o greet futore; bhut ane of my nephews hag
a fancy for birds, and we wish to sec the home of-a moun-
tain quetzal, the native bird of paradise, and to sceure one for
our own collection of birds, and more than one live bird, it
possible, for a museum from which we have received letters,”

“You will not find it difficult to carry out your whole plan.
It seems to me a very iuteresting onc.  Our countrymen fail
to sce how great is the industrial opportunity in this country
of the paradise bird.”

“My nephew Alonze is more interested in coffee-growing
aud in the banana trade than in ornithology; but his brother
and I have a great love of what is wonderful in nature.  The
trogon is among birds what the night-blooming ceveus is among
plants, and we wish to sce it in its native forests. Have 1
made our purpose of travel clear to you?”

“Very clear, [ have friends who know the whole country
well; some of them are connected with the new lines of
steamers to these parts; I will introduce you to them.”

“Thank you, Consul. There is one man that always has
a vision in his mind, a warm heart, and a rcady hand. That
man is the Consul, and [ see that you arc a true representa-
tive of the liberal men whom the traveller most wishes to
know.”

Port Limon exists yet only in outline. It was a tropical
swamp only a few years ago. It now has several hotels, a
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Pratestant and a Catholic church, a public garden in which
are beautiful orchids and somie wonderful plants, a fine mar-
ket-phice, and evidences ol progress on every hand. Tt s a
very unheadthy place, although it lics between the mountaing
artd the foaming sen. Why it should be se, with the purple
wed green Caribbean Sea breaking against the new sea-
wall and the palm-shaded mountains towering above it, we
camuot see.  But so it is.  The stranger should avoid the hot
sun and the frequent rains bere; he should not get wet and
then expose himself te thesun. He will Jook npon the place as
one of nature’s pavadises when he lands, and will be tempted
to rush into the natural parks of wonderful verdure.  Let
hime sit down wnder the cocoanut pulms around his hotel ut
first, ane there ask some resident how many times he has had
the fever.

This question Captain Frobisher asked of Mr. Sobey, the
Baptist minister in the place, who had founded and helped
Lo butld up a number of churches in this republic of the future.

“Some twenty times,” said the good man, before whose
faith and work malaria has been put to flight.  “Aund the
black vomit twice,” he added, "It is this way: if a man lead
a temperate life and has the fever, the chances are ninety-
nine to one that he will recover; but if he be dissipated or
has lowered his vitality by excesses, his hope of vecovery
will not be so great,”” or words to this effect. Among men of
right habits, the fever is little more dreaded than a cold in
the North.

Soldiers, sailors, and fortune seekers come here, fall sick,
and some of them dic; but those who obey the laws of health,
like those who follow the right laws of all conditions of life,

<
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overcome the dangers of the climate. My, Sobey, with all of
his fevers, is a very healthy-looking man.

Many advices are given here as 1o how to avoeid the malaria.

“Drink lime water, or let the colored boys bring you the
water of the cocoanuts daily, cutting off the top of the cocoa-
nuts with his machete, and pouring it out before you, - -the
water that pgrows, as it wore, in the buckets on the trees.
Shun spirits, use much colfee; never go out into the sun
without an umbretla, and not at all if possibie; avoid getting
wet; never let wet clothes dry on you. Do not get excited.
Tive where the winds blow upon the coast,”  These counsels
and many others will he heard here, and some of them will
not be approved by all people. It is safe to say that those
who are temperale in all things escape, as a rule, the greater
dangers of malarial fever.

Tt is delightlul te sit on the sea-wall in the cool of the day
in the incoming breeze from the sca. The sun goes down,
red and flaming, behind the dark shadows of the cocoanut
palms on the hills; then the silence of the stars comes over
the green land and purple sea. 'Fhe surf rises and foams,
and beats against the sea-wall incessantly; ships pass, and
sails careen by. The colored people come down the prome-
nade to share the cool, and but for the danger of malaria
Port Limon would be one of the lovely places of the world.
The rapid building here will probably cause the malaria to
disappear. The place is destined Lo grow with the new de-
velopment of Costa Rica, which promises to be onec of the
centres of great progress in the future of the Western world.
The time of malaria will then be likely to be only a matter of

memory.
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THE GOLDEN AGE OF QUETZNLCOATL,

Who was Quetzaleoatl, or Quetzalcehuatl (pronounced
Ketzal-co-wal-tle)?

He was the king of the Toltecs, the teacher of truth, who
brought the Golden Age to Mexico, und whose disciples car-
ried the Golden Age to Central America. His name in some
form is impressed apon many ancient cities and monnments.
Thus we have Quetzalapan, Quetzalapee, and Quetzaltenango.
Ile was known as the Feathered Snake, the serpent here
meaning not cvil but wisdem. The quetzal, the bird of the
sun, has the same sugoestion.

Whence came the king of the Toltecs? He appeared one
day on the shores of Panuco; he was & messenger from the
liast; the people received him as a god.

He taught the people the arts of peace; that violence and
bloedshed and war were wrong ; that they should live in fove
and cultivate the carth.

Under this teaching, according to the legend, a Golden
Age came. The corn grew so Iarge that it required the
strength of a man Lo carry away a single ear from the field.
The cotton grew in many colers.  The trees rejoiced in an
abundant fruitage. The birds sung entrancingly.

I'le disappeared after a reign of twenty years, going away
as mysteriously as he had appeared.  The people deified him,
A part of his followers went to Central America and founded
Tollan in Chiapos. The quetzal became an emblem of the
Toltecan king of the Golden Age.

There is a very beauliful legend associated with the bird
that reflects the spirit of the Golden Age.
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In that age nothing could be killed.  But the plumes of
the quetzal were Lthe symbol of royalty.  Only the kings were
allowed to use them, and they muost not kil th: hird.

The sacred law van @ that they might capture the bird, mer-
cifully remove its long plumes, and give it treedom, but that
this must be done by consecrated hands,

Whatever truth there may be in these legends, this last
provision is worthy of a people of any golden age; for truth
is truth, and merey is mercy, and kindness is kindness wher-
ever they may he lonnd.

The law that we find in this legend has a very Oriental
spirit, and one almost wonders if some St. Thomas, not the
Doubter, did not come to America from Judea and teach the
Toltees these berneficent things, or i some missionary influ-
ence tnal was begun in St Thomas, whao was supposed to be
born in Antioch and who died in Odessa, did not go to the
Nestorians in Persia, and to Yucatan, and Guatemala,
Fancy likes to question such pleasing suggestions; but the
field is one for the poct, the artist, and for those who study
the spirit of events in symbolisms.

THE STRANGE LEGEND OF THE QUETZAL, OR OF ST. TIHOMAS
AND QUETZALCOATIL..

The quetzal is not only the bird of history and of beauty;
it is associated with a legend as curicus as that of the Wan-
dering Jew or of the Crosshill. Why no great novel or
poem or painting has come out of this most wonderful and
mystcrious of all the legends of the Western world is remark-
able, Tmpossible as is the story, it is not morc so than that
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of the Wandering Jew, and the imaginary associations of the
SL Thomas legend are as pleasing as those of the Wandering
Jew are terrible.

What possible conncction can there be in the realm of
fancy between St Thomas, the Twin, who would not belicve
the resurrection without the visible witness of it, and the bird
of Guatemala, of Yucatan, and Seuthecn Mexico?

The known history of St. Thomas is very brief. “ Except
[ sce, T will not believe,” pictures the spirit of this disciple.
“ Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have believed,”
was @ rebulke that will nlways engage the mind of a philoso-
pher. To accept things by Faith is the noblest exercise of the
soul.

The legendary history of 5t. Thomas forms one of the
mnst pleasing of all the Oriental creations of fancy.  Pontios
Pilate, among such legends, is pictured as wandering to Tu-
cerne, Switzerland, aud as dying on the black mountain, now
called Mt. Pitatus, where his spirit still summons the clouds
of the storm. St Thomas, too, is represented as a wanderer,
but wherever the Doubter went great events followed, and
the legend takes him to India.

On the Malabar coast of the Indian peninsula, the Doubter
is supposed to have made his first journeys, and to have re-
lated the prool of the resurrection as it had been demonstrated
to him. The “ Christians of St. Thomas,” a religious com-
munity there, long under the charge of bishops sent from
Persia, attyibuted their origin to the preaching of St. Thomas.
The Nestorians continue this bistory.

‘The legend carrics the travels of St. Thomas, the Doubter,
as a missionary apostle into many lands.  The most remark-
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able of these journcys assockales him with the Western world
and with Guatemala and Yucatan.

But how did fancy bring the feet of the disciple who had
proved the resurrection of Christ to the lost citics of tropical
America ?

We sec him in the light of the legend in Chinese Tartary,
and going north and crossing into the Western world from
the once narrow channel where now is Behring Strait,  We
may see him wandc'ring in summer down the brightening
coastway of the mountains and valleys of what is now Cali-
fornia, and thence to the ancient peopls of Mexico and
Yucatan.

Here he appears not as St. Thomas, but as the god of the
Toltecs, who bears the name of Quetzalecoatl.  He preaches;
the people hear, and golden temples rise in air with the archi-
tecture of Greece and Togypt, and in them is set in exquisite
sculpture the form of the cross.

This is fancy, but as a mere legend it is splendid, worthy
of a poet's or an artist's work; foll of suggestion and inspira-
tion, as well as of spiritual beauty, and a charming parable.
To St. Thomas, as the imaginary Toltecan god Quetzalcoatl,
the beautiful bird of the sun and air, with white plumes and
his breast of the sun, was sacred.

Is there any groundwork lor [ancies like this?  Is there a
possibility of the Jewish origin of the extinet cities, whose
monuments were full of Iigyptian and Grecian suggestions,
that now strew the forests of tropical Mexico and Guate-
mala ?

In a work published in 1854, entitled * Peruvian Antiqui-
ties,” by Mariane lidward Rivero and Jehn James Von



THE QUETZAL. 23

Tschudi, and translated into English from the original Span-
ish by Francis L. Iawks, LL.D, there is narrated some
curious events which led up to the Quetzalcoutl legend.
From this source we gather the legend of Votan the Wise
{the scrpent, not in the bad sense)

“ Those authors who attribute a Hebrew origin to the
American tribes do not agree among themsclves, touching the
coming of the Israelites into the New World : some think that
they came directly from the Fastern hemisphere to the West,
and established themselves in the central and southern parts
of this hemisphere ; but the majority ave of opinion that they
crossed Persia and the frontiers of China, and came in by the
way of Behring Strait.

“ An ingenious author of our times considers the Canaanites
as the first mhabitants ol America, who, proccediag from
Mauritania Tingitana, landed somewhere on the shores of the
Gulf of Mexico.  Fifteen hundred years after the expulsion
of the Canaanites by Joshua, the nine and a half tribes of
Israel passed over by the way of Behring Strait, and, like the
Goths and Vandals, assaulted that people (the Canaanites).
T'or a second time, and on another continent, the descendants
of Joshua attacked the Canaanites, whose origin they had
discovered, and, animated by their ancient hatred, they burned
their temples and destroyed their gigantic towers and cities.

“ At first view, the proofs produced by different authors in
favor of an Israelitish immigration may seem to be conclu-
sive; butif closely examined, it will be seen that this hypothe-
sis rests on no solid foundation.

“But ik is time to turn to another hypothesis no less inter-
esting, and up to this thme never thoroughly examined.  The
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author of this is Don Pablo Felix de Cabrera, of Guatemala,
who Jabors ingeniously and with force to show the relations
between the Pheenicians and Americans, sustaining his opin-
ions by Mexican hieroglyphic inscriptions. This brilliant
hypothesis merits a somewhat extended notice,

“Don Francisco Nuncz de Ta Vega, bishop of Chiapa, pos-
sessed, as he himself sLates in his ¢ Diocesan Constitutions,’
published at Rome in ryo2, a decument in which a certain
voyager or fraveler, named Volan, minutely described the
countries and nations which he had visited. This manu-
seript, it {s found, was written in the Tzendal (Guatemala or
Mexican) langunage, and was accompanicd by certain hicio-
glyphies cut in stonc; by order of the same Votan, the manu-
script was to be permanrently deposited in a dark heuse {or
cavern) in the province of Soconusco, and there confided to
the custody of 4 noble Indian lady and of a number of
Indians, the places of all of whom, as they became vacant,
were to be continually resupplied.  Thus it centinued pre-
served for centuries, perhaps for two thousand years, until
the bishop above named, Nunez de la Vega, in visiting the
province, obtained possession of the manuscript and, in the
year 1600, commanded it to be destroyed in the public square
of Ituegatan; sn that the curions notices which it contained
wonld have been completely lost, il there bad not existed, in
the hands of Don Ramon de Ordonez y Aguiar, in Ciudad
Real, according to his own statemient, a copy made immedi-
ately after the conquest, and which is in part published by
Cabrera.

“ Between two squares may be read the following, at the
title or topic of the manuscript: ‘ Proof that T am a serpent,



THE QUETZAL, 25

the Wise.!  The author says in the text, that he is the third
bearing the nime of Yolaw; that by nature or birth he is a
serpent, for he is a Chivim; that he had proposcd to himsclf
to travel until be should find the way to the heavens, whither
he went o seck the serpents, his parents; that he had gone
from Valum Chivim to Valum Votan, and conducted seven
famities froin the last-named place; that he had happily
passed to luwrope, and had seen them 2t Rome building a
magnificent temple; that he had travelled by an open path
sccking for his brothers, the serpents, and had made marks
on this same path, and that he had passed by the houses of
the thirteen serpents. Inoone of his journeys he had encoun-
tered other seven families of the Tzequil nation, whom he
recognized as serpents, teaching them all that was necessary
to prepare a suitable sustenance, and that they for their part
were ready to acknowledge him as God himself, and elected
him their chiet.  Such is the tenor of the document.

“In the ruins of Palenque, Don Antonio del Rio, a captain
of artihiery, sent in 1786 by the King of Spain to examine
the remains of that city, found various figures which repre-
sent Votan on bhoth continents, and this tradition was con-
firmed some years later by the discovery of divers medals.

“With great diligence and labor, Cabiera availed himself
ol thesce sources and commentaries on the history of the
past, and drew from them the following conclusion, which
alone we can here offer to our readers, the limit of aur work
not permitting an extended statement of the ingenious proofs
brought forward by the author.

“ Calyera thinks that a Chivim is the same as a Givim or
Flivim, Ze a descendant of [leth, the son of Canaan. To
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the Givims or Hivites (Avims or Avites), of whom mention
is made in Deuteronomy (ch. ii. v, 23) and in Joshua (ch. xiii
v. 3), belonged Cadmus and his wife Ilermione, who, as we
read in Ovid’s “ Mctamorphoses,” were changed into serpents
and elevated to the dignity of gods. It is prabably owing to
this fable that in the TPhanicim limguage the word « Givim’
significs also a serpent. The city of Tripoli, under the
dependence of Tyre, was anciently called Chivim; and Lhe
theme or topic of Votan, ‘I am a scrpent (wise man)
because I am Chivim,’ simply means, when interpreted, ‘1
am a Hivite of Tripoli,” a city which he calls Valum Votan.
Building on a profound consideration of ancient history,
Cabrera believes that the Tytian Hercules, who, according
to Diodorus, went over the cntire world, was the ancestor
af Valan; that the island of [lhispanioly is the ancient Sep-
timia, and the city of Alecto that of Valum, from which
Vatan began bis journeyings. e wlso thinks that the thir-
teen serpents signify the thirteen Canary Isles, which derive
their name from their inhabitants, the Canaanites, who tar-
ried in them jointly with the Ilivites; and that the marks
or indications which Votan crected in the pathway to his
brothers mean the two columns of white marble found at
Taungicr, with this mscription in the Phanician language:
“We arc the sons of those who fled from the robber Joshua,
the son of Nun, and found here o secure asylum.”

“The journcy of Votan to Rome, and the vast temple which
he saw being censtructed in that cily, are events which, accord-
ing to the foregoing conclusions, should have taken place in
the ycar 290 before the Christinn ¢ra, when, after an obsti-
nate and bloody war of eight years with the Samnites, the



TN QUITEAL. 27

Romans granted peace to that people, and the Consut Publius
Cornelins Rufus commanded to be built a sumptuous temple
in honor of Romuoius ond Remus, an event which, according
to Mexican chronology, took place i the year ‘eight rab-
bits” (Toxli).  The seven Tzequil familics which Votan
encountercd on his return were also Pheenicians, and prob-
ably shipwrecked persons from the Phanician embarkation
mentioned by Diodorns.

“ According to Cabrera, lhe first emigration or colany of the
Carthaginjans in America took place in the Tirst Punic War.
The other conclusions of this author relative to the founda-
tion of the kingdom of Amuhunamacan by the Carthaginians,
the emigration of the Toltecs, ctc., are incompatibie with the
limits of our work; but we cannoct do less than remark here
on the opinions of many learned men who think that the
Toltecan ged Quetzalcoatl is identical with the apostle St
Thomas; and it is ohservable that the surname of this
apostle, Didimus (twin), has the same significance in Greck
that (Juctzalcoatl has in Mexican. It is astonishing, also, to
consider the numerous and extensive regions traversed by
this apostle; for, though some confine them to [Parthia,
others cxtend them to Calamita, a doubtful city in India;
others us far as Maliopur (at this day the city of St. Thomas
on the Coromandel coast); others even to China, and, as we
have seen, there are nof wanting those who think that he
came even to Central America. '

“We decline making any remarks on the documents of
Votan and the interpretations of Cabrera, sinee, even if they
are not considered fabulouas, they do not present a specices of
evidence perfectly free frem suspicion.”
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The association of the American prophet and instructor,
Juctzalcoatl, with St. Thomas, and with the emblem of the
loltec faith as found in the quetzal, gives a poctic coloring
o the forest wonder of ruby, pearl, and emerald feathers
md plumes, A naturalist with a poetic fancy might well
carch long and far for a living representation of these
incient mysteries. What the odorous cactus is to the flowers
f these countries, the quetzal is to the inhabitants of the
iir, whose home 1s among the orchids of the ruins and the
incient trees.

THE MYSTERIODS CROSS,

Do the lost citics of Guatemala and Yucatan themsclves
cveal any suggestions of a Jewish, Lgyptian, Greek, or
-hristian origin? There are two things found in these ruins
hat excite the wonder of the most literal mind. One is the
irch and the other is the cross,

We have seen a copy of a sculptured picture found in one
f the sanctuaries of alenque, the lost city of Yucatan. 1t
represents a cross, and a devotee on one side praying to
the cross, and ancther devatee on the other side miking an
sffering to the same cross. The picture is taken from
Stephens’ classic and immortal work, “ Incidents of Travel in
Central America,” In its suggestions this picture, or the
senlpture represented by it, is the most remarkable cver
made by a human hand in the Western world.

l.et the reader examine it; cvery line is beauty, all the
multiple forms are conceptions of the highest art.

Was there ever drawn a cross of such wonderful beanty?
In the cathedral windows of Lurope, in St Peter’s, in the
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Haly Sepulchre, has anything cver appeared that cin sur-
pass this conception of the agent of crucifixion and sacrifice
that has lifted the world ?

When the Spanish padres bebeld this marvellous cross,
they said, “ 'The ancient inhabitants of Palenque were Chris-
tiuns."”

Were they?  Had the religious teacher Quetzalcoatl any
assoclation with some wandering St. Thomas frem the East-

eri wotld ?

As the reader is to follow the fortunes of our travellers
into Nicaragua, he should, by way of introduction, know
something of this great chieftain from which the country of
the lakes and the projected canal received its name.

A STORY OF THE CACIQULE NICARAGUA, AND ONE OF LAS
CASAS, THE GOOD DOMINICAN.

In the old Darieu days, long, however, before the Darien
scheme, the Spanish governor of the wonderful country
sent an adventurer named Davila to explore the coast. In
1522, a hundred years before the landing of the Pilgrims at
Flymouth, this voyager sailed along the Mosquito country,
and came to the harbor near where Greytown now stands,
and centered the San Juan River, as the natural canal is now
called. The stream was then, as now, an avenae through
tropical forests, in which dwelt inquisitive parrots and stiil
more wondering monkeys,

As Davila passed along, wonder led to wonder, until there
opened before him a lake of volcanoes, and he came to an
Indian city on the lake.
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“Tt is Nicaragua,” they said. The word is also written
licaragu, and the place is callad Nicoya,  The town of
Uvas stinds now near where ancient Nicaragua stood.

“What is the name of your cacique ? " asked Davila,

“Nicaragua,” answered the Indians.

The explorer sought an interview with the chief of this
narvelious Jake, over which rose mountains green with palms
ind enchanting with [ruits and flowers.

[1e told the chief that he came Lo him as a messenger from
waven, to bring him a new religion.  The pricsts told him
he tale of the Garden of liden.

“ How do you know ?"” said the chiet.

They told him the tale of the flood.

“ But how do you know 2" asked the chief.

“God revealed it from heaven,” said the priesk

“ But how ? ”* asked the cacique.  “ Did he come down on
a rainbow 2

This was really the cacique’s question, iF we may trust
Peter Martyr, and it shows a very poctic imagination.

As the priests continued ta tustruct Nicaragua, they found
him a man with a very clear mind.

To all that they told him he asked, “ How do you know "
and as the answers did not satisfy him, they said, —

“We will tell you what we do know, and leave the rest to
God."”

But, although he questioned everything, Nicaragua saw
that the religion of the messengers was better than his blind
idolatries. - [n the Gospel he found a wonderfu] revelation,
and he rejoiced at its power, and accepted it, and desired to

be baptized.
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So it was arranged that, like Clovis of FFrance, he should
be baptized, and his court and army with him.

“Bu,” swid the invader, "you nnst promise never io
wage war against the Spanish race.”

* That wonld be ard in case that T were to be wronged,”
said the king.

Why this shrewd native did not demand of the Spaniards
that they should not wage war against him and his people
betore he received baptism, we cannot tell, but the Spaniards
told him that war was sin, and that he could not receive sal-
vation nnless he would live a life of peace

“Then T will give up war,” he said, in a truly Christian
Spirit,

Nicaragua and his people were baptized, and gave wp war;
but the Spaniards soon began to slaughter the Indiang for
their treasures, and never ceased to do this until they aban-
doned the country.  Their rule was a long tyranny, in which
the poor Indians were enstaved and killed without mercy,
and robbed without any seuse or pretension of justice.

The Indians became much better Christians than their
masters; they saw the value of Christianity, but wondered
how those who preached this sublime Gospel could imperil
their own souls hy cruelty and wrong.

The Spuniards bad hardly converted the cacique and his
tribe before they began to show their greed for gold.

The chiel wondered at this. To him gold represcuted but
little that was cssential to true happiness in life.

He one day came to the explorer.

“T am filled with surprise,” he said sorvowfully.

“At what?” asked the explorer.
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“That so few meu should so greatly desire so much
gold!”

This was nearly his cxact expression.  Can woe wonder at
it?  If we are surprised that the Spaniavds should have put
gold before justice then, can we be less so that il is s0 now ?

We love to think ol the beautiful soul of this chief, so
earnest to know the reason of things, and so willing to aceept
that which was best for him and his people when it was
made clear to hiw,

And who will not be touched by sympathy for him, at his
great disappointment that men who could preach so well
should so little heed their own sublime [aith, but held their
selfish desires above the spiritual life that promises a better
world than this.

So the Indians of Nacoya became a Christian race, and
splendid churches and golden altars arose among the palms,
fruit gardens, and orchavds, and their idols sunk into the carth,
where we may find them to-day.

Central America was the New Lingland of Spain, and Nica-
ragua merits mention with the great and noble Massasoit
in the deeds of the vanished ruce.

THE STORY OF LTAS CASAS AND THE SINGING INDIAN MER-
CITANTS.

We must account this story us onc of the best ever told in
the great Latin empire of the New World, We cannot be
sure of the greatlegends of the Golden Age in Guatemala, or
of the Golden Age in Peru, but that one of the most warlike
and ferocious tribes of Indians was wan to a true and peace-
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ful faith by travelling singers, and the influence of Las Cuasas
of blessed memory, is true, and the story is as beauliful as it
is true.

Of all the missionary priests in early America, Las Casas
is the most ideal.  He taught justice to the Indians, and the
anthority of the law of righteousness which applied to all men
alike,— kings, pricsts, and people.  Fedefended the vights of
all men, and especially those of the Indians in America, e
told kings and ccclesiastics that they had no right to wage
war against the natives of America, or to roly them or enslave
them because they were “infidels,” and had never heard the
Gospel.

Arthur Helps says in his preface to his ' Life of Las
Casas,” that this defender of humanity in the wilderness is
the most interesting character that he had ever studied, and
that he looked upon him as one of “the most intercsting
characters that ever appeared in history.”  Ile certainly was
the truest Christian philanthropist in Spanish America.  He
was called the “Apostle to the Indies.”

Bartholomew de¢ Las Casas was the son of Antonio de Fas
Casas, who was onc of the companions of Columbus on the
voyage of discovery. He was born in Seville, 1474. At the
age of twenty-cight he made his first voyage lo Awmerica, and
at the age of nincty-two this old young man contended be-
fore Philip IT. in favor of the Guatemalans having courts of
justice of their own.

In 1536 T.as Casas, then over sixty years of age, which was
the youth of old age to him, came to Guatemala, and occu-
pied a convent there. The Spanish rule over the natives of
New Spain, as Central Amcrica was then called, was most

3]
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tyrannical and mercitess.  If Todians could not Follow their
new leaders into the deep forests, the latter killed them, and
hundreds were known to go away with the conquerors and to
never return, To rob, kill, and pay no regard to the feelings
of the native races was a part of the Spaunish policy, which
was justified as waging war against “infidels.”  T.as Casas
became a defender of the rights of the Indians of Guatemala,
both in name and spirit.

ILas Casas, in 1533, wrole o treatise, which then excited
the world, in which he claimed that men must be brought to
Christianity by spiritual persuasion, and not by force of arms,
and that it was not lawtul to make war against infidels merely
because they were infidels. 1le was to New Spain, or Cen-
tral America, what Roger Williams was to New IEngland.
The Spanish conquerors, who enslaved Indians because they
were infidels, were greatly incenscd by these doctrines.

The colonists of Guatemala derided Las Casas.

“Put your faith into practice,” they said.  “Convert one
of the tribes of Indians by personal appeal and love, and we
will then consider your theories.”

“That I will de in God’s name,” said Las Casas.

There was a province in Guatemala called Tuzalatan, which
bore the name of Tierra de Guerras, or the Land of War,
The Indian tribe here was most untamable and savage. No
Spaniards dared to'go ncar them, for they were as merciless
against them as the Spaniards were themselves cruel to all
the Indian races.

In May, 1537, Las Casas made an agreement with the gov-
ernor of Guatemala that if he could Christianize these Indians
they should be made subject to their own rulers under the
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Spanish crown, and be treated with justice as a Christian
people.

But how was the benevolent Las Casas to find a way to
ihe savage bearts of these people?  The Indians Jooked
upon the monks as their enemies.  He could not go there,
He thought on the subject.

There were certain Imdian merchants that went freely
amony the tribes of Guatemala and Nicaragua, carrying with
them choice goods to sell. These could travel freely in the
terrible Land of War.  Their coming to any place made a
holiday. Las Casas saw that through these men he might
approach the revengelul savages.

JHow?

These Indians loved music. Their cars were open to
sweet sounds, and gentle musie reached their hearts through
their ears. Music was to them a language of the soul.
It made them kindly; it tended to love, and help, and
tears.

A band of these trading Indians were friends of the good
Las Casas.  They could sing and play on rude native instru-
ments.  Las Casas was familiav with the methods of the
troubadours, of whom one ay read in Ticknor's “ History
of Spanish Literature.”  ITe would teach these Indian met-
chants to sing the Gospel, and to accompany their songs on
musical instruments, and wonld send them into the Land of
War.  The songs must he short and many ; they must con-
sist of some two lines each. They must tell of how the
world was created; how men sinned; how Christ came into
the world to redeem men from sin. They must say that
idols are not gods.
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As, for example, although we have no copics of these

s0NgsS I —
“The idols cannut see,
God onlty man can see !>
or
#The idols cannot hear,
God oaly man can hear1?
or

“ The idols have no power,
Tis God alone hus power!™

Such couplets they would sing over and over, playing on
the musical instruments. The king and his subjects were so
susceptible to music that they would listen.  So they would
wonder at the words in the evening shadows of the moun-
tains of Guatemala.

Now, when the Indian merchants should have sung that
idols were not gods, the Indians of the Land of War
would say, — '

“How do you know?” and ask, " Who taught you that?”

To the last question the traders would answer, —

“We learned our songs from the monks.  You must send
© for them to answer your questions.”

Happy thought! The Indian merchants went away.

The result of this admirable plan is beautifully told by
Arthur Helps in his “ Lifc of Las Casas,” We know of no
more beautiful story anywhere.  Mr. Helps says: —

“ The merchants were received, as was the custom in a
country without inns, into the palace of the cacique, where
they met with a better reception than usual, being enabled to
make him presents of these new things from Castile.  They
then set up their tent and began to sell their goods as they
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were wont to do, their customers thronging about to sec the
Spanish novelties. When the sale was over for that day, the
chicl men amongst the Indians remained with the cacique to
do him honor. In the c¢vening the merchants asked for a
“teplanastle,” an instrument of music which we may suppose
to have been the same as the Mexican teponazli, or drum.
They then produced some timbrels and bells which they had
brought with them, and began to sing the verses which they
had learned to sing by heart, accompanying themselves on
the musical instruments.  The efllect produced was very
great.  The swdden change of character, not often made,
from a merchant Lo a priest, al once arrested the attention of
the assemblage. Then, if the music was beyond anything that
these Indians had heard, the words were still more extracr-
dinary; for the good fathers had not hesitated to put into
their verses the yuestionable assertion that idels were demons,
and the certain fact that human sacrifices were abominable.
The main body of the audience was delighted, and pro-
nounced these merchants to be ambassadors from new gods.

“The cacique, with the cantion pf a man in authority, sus-
pended his judgment until he had heard more of the matter.
The next day, and for seven suceeeding days, this sermon in
song was repeated.  In public and in private the person who
msisted most on this repetition was the cacique; and he
expressed a wish to fathom the matter, and to know the
origin and meaning of these things.  The prudent merchants
replicd that they onty sang what they had hcard; that it
was nol their business to cxplain these verses, for that office
belonged to certain padres, who instructed the people. *And
who are the padres?’ asked the chief, In answer to this
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question, the merchants painted pictures of the Dominican
monks, in their robes of bluck and white, and with their
tonsured heads. The merchants then described the lives of
these padres: how they did not cat micat, and how they did
not desire gold, or feathers, or cocoa; that they were not
married, and had no commumication with women; that night
and day they sang the praises of God; and that they knelt
before very beautiful images.  Such were the persons, the
merchants said, who could and would cxplain these couplets;
they were such good people, and so ready to teach, that if
the cacigue were to send for them they wounld most willingly
come. '

“The Indian chicf resolved to sce and hear these marvellous
men in black and white, with their hair in the form of a gar-
land, who were so different fromn other wmen; and for this
purpose, when the merchants returned, he sent in company
with them a brother of his, a young man twenty-two years of
ape, who was to invite the Dominicans to visit his brother’s
country, and to carry them presents. The cautious cacique
instructed his brother to lock well te the ways of these padres,
to observe whether they had gold and silver hike the other
Christians, and whether there were women in their houses.
These instructions having been given, and his brother having
taken his departure, the cacique made large offerings of in-
cense and great sacrifices to his idols for the success of the
embassage.”

How beautiful this mission of singing merehants and peace-
ful monks must have been!

So the monks came to preach where the wandering mer-
chants had been singing in the Land of War.  Their journcy
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into the country was a triumph.  The people met them with
rejoicing, dancing, and garlands of flowers. The singers
sang and the monks explained the songs.  The king reccived
the Gospel through them, cast down his idols, and was bap-
tized, and the people followed him and lcarned the songs of
the missionaries.

A church arose where the idel temple had been. The
Indians became Christians and accepted the authority of the
King of Spain.

There was a kind-hearted pope at this time, Paunl TIL
Now Las Casas was a Doninican monk, and when this pope
heard of the singing merchants, ahd what the Dominicans
had accomphished, he was greatly pleased, and he pronounced
a sentence of excommunteation against any who “reduce
these Indians to slavery, or rob them of thelr goods.” So
there came a Golden Age tc the Indian church at Guatemala,



CHAPTER TL
THE YOUNG GLRMAN COFFEE PLANTER.

S we have described our traveliers in * Qver the Andes,”

onc of the boys, T.eigh Frobisher, was greatly inter-

ested in botany and arnithelogy, and (he other in coffec
raising, tropical fruits, and commercial opportunitics.

They were happy in the acquaintances that they made
on the ship that came by the way of Bocas del Toro to Port
Limon.

In onc of these they were particularly fortunate.  He was
a young German who owned a coffee plantation near the
ancient city of Cartago, at the foot of the once terrible vol-
cano [raz. Cartago, where are the wonderful hot springs
of Costa Rica, famous for the cure of rheumatism and blood
discases, is a very ancient city, some fourtcen miles from
San Jos¢. It has an clevation of some five thousand feet,
and Iraza rises above it, looking like a simple hill green with
farms, but which is really ncarly as high as Mt Washing-
ton from this point, in all eleven thousand to twelve thousand
fect high, and some six thousand {rom the valley of Cartago.

Trazd is a well-behaved mountain now.  Perhaps it has
been baptized, for misbehaving volcanocs were unce baptized
in Central America, and some haly fathers who went over a
threatening pass to sprinkle one of the smoking peaks never

returned again,
40
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Irazul blew off its head at the last eruption, and left it, aver
the summit from Cartago, in a quiet valley, where, we are
told, it may still be seen,  The ancient town of Cartago was
largely destroyed in this eruption; but the people who re-
mained picked up the rocks that the giant had thrown down
upron them, and bailt beautiful churches with then; and the
aveller today can hardly believe that the cool and peace-
ful mountain, whese farms rise above the many towers of
Cartago, is the terrible Iraza.

The elimate here is like New England in June, or Swit-
zerland in September, all the year.  People who have had
mitlarfal fevers in the citics on the coast flee to Cartago for
recovery.

The yoong German, whom our travellers met on the
steamer, owned a coffce plantation between Cartago and San
José, a little apart from the magnificent farms or haciendas
on the public ways. He was returning to his coffee farm,
and taking his father with him, The young man had bcen
in the country some scven years. [lc spoke English and
Spanish, and was interested in the cducational progress of
the country.

Onc day, on deck, the Iinglish captain of the ship, who
had a very friendly heart, came and sat down by Captain
Frobisher, Alonzo, and Leigh.

“Captain Morris,” said Captain Frobisher, “what do you
know about coffee raising in Costa Rica?”

“Ask young Aleman there, —the German; I have for-
golten what the purscr said his name was, I call him young
Alemian, and his father whe is with him old Aleman, fer

short, e is making money at coffee raising, T am told,
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though the price of coffee has fallen; these young Germans,
they would make moncy anywhere.”

“ Captain Morris,” said Captain Frobisher, “is it your view
that a young American, like one of my hoys here, would do
well to settle down on a voflee plantation in Cesta Rica ?”

“No; positively not.”

“Why, Captain Morris?  You say that the German —
young Aleman —is prosperous, although the price of colfce
is low, If he is doing well, why should not my boys, as 1
call my nephews, be successlul?”

“ For the reason that they are Americans.”

Captain Frobisher looked surprised.

“ But what of that, Captain?™

“What? Everything— they are educated wrong."”

“1 am surprised to hear you say that, Captain.  Explain to
me what you mean.  Why are my nephews cducated differ-
ently from the Genman student?”

“Captain Frobisher, your nephews are ceducated to habits
of extravagance. That young German has been trained to
habits of economy. He knows the value et a dollar; your
ncphews do not. Excuse me, my good friend, for plain speak.
ing in answer to your own gquestion. Old Aleman there
knows the value of a doflar —pore do not; you think you de
—your New England ancestors did.”

He continued, * Excuse me, my boys, it T tallk plain to you
in regard to life in Costa Rica.  TF there be any troae republic
on carth, it is Costa Rice. The races there mingle on an
cquality, and when the young German goes there and slowly
makes for himself a coffec furm or a banana plantation, and
becomes worth ten thousand te filty thousand dellars, he does
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not go over to England to spend it making a fool of himscll.
He does not go to the dissipated citics to make a show of
himself, or to gratify his appetites and passions in places
where he fancies himself a social Ieader, but where in reality
he amonnts to nothing at all —where he is really of no more
consequence than a last year's gadfly.  Ile perhaps goes to
Germany, as young Aleman has dong, and brings over his
old father to his growing plantation, as young Aleman is now
doing. Young Aleman has missionary ideas; these mean the
good of the country.  He wil) stay there.

“When young Aleman there shall be worth say fifty thou-
sand dollars, he will not greatly change hisipresent mode of
life. The Costa Ricans are proud of their simple living, as
much so as your people are fond of show and of exciting the
envy of others by putting those whe are less favored at a
social disudvantage.” .

Captain Frobisher was touched. He pounded his cane
on the deck and said, “ Show! that cannot be s0.  You are
prejudiced, Captain Morris.”

“No, pardon me; [ am not,” said the captain. " Have I
not carried thousunds of newly rich Americans across the
Atlantic?  Your country was once proud of its democracy
and social worth and justice and character. You had great
men then, A few of your people now hecome rich, and these
take upon themseclves almost court airs, and sct a low and
vulgar example for thosc who toil and struggle.  Thesc
people, as a rule, have no place among men of true worth as
their ancestors had.  They give their children a superficial
education in many arts, most of which amounts to nothing;
but they are not schooled in the restraints of honest thrift
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and to the fact that integrity is everything. Much ol what
you call a high social standing, the Old World looks upon as
a cheap, vulgar show.”

Captain Frobisher puffed out his checks and peunded his
cane again on the deck, and said, —

“Boys, if 1 thought that what the captain has been saying
applied to you, I would get you cducated over again.

“You are a little too hard, Captain,” he added. 1 wish
that you would introduce us to young Aleman. There may
be a grain of salt in what you say, but my bqu are as good
as any young German. There!”

Captain Frobisher brought his cane down on the deck with
a vigorous thump, after which [vllowed the desired introduc-
tion.

“These people, my young German friend,” said Captain
Morris, “are Americans of the truc Washington and Jeffer-
son type —of real commeon scense, who have not forgotten
their democratic ancestry.  They want to know how to plant
coffee, and how to live in the country und make money, as
you do, and, I hope, how to benefit the country, as you desire
to do.”

Young Aleman was a brightfaced German, and his face
lighted up at the odd intreduction. 1le¢ brought his father
to thc company, and introduced him to Captain Ifrobisher
and Alonzo and Leigh.

The twe Germans, young Aleman apd old Aleman, were
given to story telling, and to illustrating wimt they bad to
say by narrative and ancadote.

“We are about 1o go inte Costa Rica,” said Captlain
Frobisher, “and we wish to know how to visit the country
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most intelligently.  The captain here has been eriticising our
habits and cnstoms somewhat severely.  Ile thinks we have
too large heads; isn’t that it, Captain? My good German
friend, tell us what we should first shuz in visiting the
country.” '

“Well,” said young Aleman, T bad much to learn when
I furst came to Costa Rica; let me tell you a little story, if
you care to hear me; it may prove usetful to you.”



CHAPTLR ILL
BUCKING AGAINST THE CLIMATE,

“1 CAMLE down to the Mosquito Coast from llamburg,

like a young Amecrican from the New Iingland hills and
shores, full of hardy vigor, and as well supplied with ambi.
tion ond resolution. 1 took Lhis native force jnto the palm
lands, and naintained 0 for some months, T was full of
admiration for the dazzling seas, the green palin growves, the
fruits, and the resowrces of lile on every hand; and I looked
dewn with contempt on what scemed to me a lazy and incom-
petent people, unwilling to profit by opportunity, and more
thoughtful of ease than of progress. 1 had come here in the
hope of helping these people in an cducational way; every
one should have a purpose beyond money making.

“In the glowing bours of the day, they lay under the
palms, the sea-walls, or bowery verandas.  The great giants
of negroes, as well as people of resonrces and competence,
did this. I thought of establishing @ mid-day school for
them,

““They spend the best part of the day in idleness,” T used
to say. *Idleness is the curse of the country.” My German
blood was yet thick. I put on a [elt hat, and went forth
into the sun in the noonday hours, and into the dews in the
evening.

“ They rvode lazily on little mules; I walked. They did
their marketing in the early morning hours, and then de-

46
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sertedd the strects. [ visited the stores in the alternovon o
find them einpty, or filled with sleeping people lying about
on coffee sacks or hoxes of merchandise,

“But it was not only the wative inhabitants who were
addicted to these unthrifty habits and easy ways, the foreign
population did the same; and I was accustomed to berate
them all,

“*There never was a Jand so unworthy of its inhabitants,’ "
said I one day to the British consul.

“rMy friend,” said he, “how old are you in this country 2’

“« Nat three months yet,” said T; “but I have lived as much
in those three months as your people do in as many years.’

“¢ My German triend, when you have lived here six months,
il you should live as many, you will be wiser.  Your blood
will have to grow thinner, and the change will come to you
with a shock some day if you dou't get a sombrere, and avoid
the noontide sun.  People sleep twice a day bere. We have
two nights cvery day — one of them is night of the shade at
noon.’

* 4 But these people do nothing,’ said L

“‘ Providence has provided that they shall not be compelled
to work hard,” said the consul.  ‘Look around you.’

“ 1 did; there were cocoanut palms cverywhere, burning in
the air. Orange trees laden with froit were bending coolly
over the fences of sugar-eane.  The gardens were green
with sweet polato vines.  On the hills were sugar plantations.
The sea was full of fish. The sails hanyg loosely over Lhe
sleeping forms of negroes on the boats, some of which were
brown, somce black, but all of whom were sleeping.

“ Everywhere were water jars with small necks and big
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bodies, and the lime trees scemed to be as numcerous as the
jurs in the corners of the shadows.

“ ] gee, suid I, ‘everybody scems o be asleep on the land
and on the sca, negroes as well as the planters, sailors as well
as the white pantalooned masters of ships.  The land itsclf
scems to be resting.’

“:You are right, my German fricnd,” said lhe consul
‘The whole land is resting, cxeept a few Awmcricans.  7Yey
will be likely to find a long siesta soon.”

“ A great strapping negro from one of the ships, whoe had
been in the States and among the islands of the Antilles, here
showed his white tecth, and ventured to remark,-

“It am no usc o duck against the clomare, siv, It am like
going for a mad bull with a red rag, sir; bucking against the
climate don’t pay in these parts, sit. The person who does
that has a poor show.”

“CQh, go about your work and den’t stand there, giant
that you are, wasting your time.  Bucking against the climate,
bucking agalst the climate; wliat do you mean by that?’

¢ The Americans and Germans who come down here, all
so mighty chipper and smart, as they say, and who begin to
feel a little chilly in the hot sun, and to drink a little beer and
then a little more, a little brandy and then alittle more, forget
all about life some morning, hoss, and turn up their toes in the
night in the unconscerated ground.

“[ glared at him. Ile showed his white teeth, gave a
shrug of the shoulders, and lofled slowly and idly away, and
sunk down among his own people in a huge bower of green
leaves and red blooms, where parrots were scolding.

“The port doctor passed by.
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“¢One might as well be dead as to try to live in such a
country as this," said I, ¢ Doctor, it is high noon, and you
and I scem to be the only people who are awake.'

“fAnd I would not be awake had T not been called to a
case of fever,'

*What was the cause of the [ever 27 asked L

¢ Bucking against the climate,” said he.

“‘You do not burden yourself with scientific terms,” said
I, laughing.

“cNo, not at this Ume of day,” he answered.  * The climate
forbids much exertion of the mind.’

“ e passed on, holding a Jarge umbrella over his head. [
did not carry any wnbrella in my customary walks in the mid-
day sun.

“After a time T began to experience a cofdd heat, coming
on between my shoulder blades. My body ran with streams
of perspiration that came {rom some unknown fountain, and
yel with the heat there would come a slight and unaccount-
able chilliness. T had hiutle shivers here and there, when
otherwise T scemed to be melting, My head felt queerly at
times, my mouth was dry, and my tongue twned white.
My landlady showed some alarm at these disquicting ssnsa-
tions as I deseribed them to her

“One night T went to my bed —a good selid okl lng-
lish bed, although my friends had advised me to sleep
in a hammock - at a late hour. The thermometer was in
the nincties, The land scemed to stewm with heat, and the
sea lay purple, without a ripple.

“My landludy had offered me some cool cocoanut water
before retiring.

E
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““You look yellow and tired,” she said.

“tNo,” said I, "that is too Lasleless and tame, T am a
temperance man at home, but to-night I will take a little
brandy and some ice water, not as a Dbeverage, but as a
medicine.”

“ My poor landlady shook her head. But I [ollowed my
own coumsel and prescription. [ was not to be influenced
by the examples of these indolent people.

“When 1 woke up, not on the next, bhut on some other
morning, I sccmed to he in a very strange place.

“My face was moist. T put my hand up to it, and found
that it was covered with blood.

“My heart seemed to bound when T (ound bloed flowing
from my nose, ears, eyes, and gurgling in my mouth.

“The doctor of whom I have spoken came inte the room
hurriedly, and raising his hands, ¢xclaimed, —

“¢Thank God, Lhe crisis is past; you are Dleeding; it is a
good sign; you will recover!”

“A negro girl was kneeling at the loot of my bed; she
seemed to be praying.

“In the name of heaven, doctor, where am [7 what is
this?’

“*You are in the hospital, my [riend.’

**ilow came I here ?’

“¢The authoritics so ordered, my friend.’

“(Have I been sick, doctor?’

“* For some days, my friecnd.’

“¢Have T been unconscious?’

“"That question is for you to answer, my friend.

““What is the matter with me, doctor ?°
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“«Oh, the fever —the nsual fever.  Your lLfe has been
balancing, but the danger is past now, provided you favor
yourself as the natives here do, in arder to live.

“OWhat was the cause of the fever, doctor?’

“10h, the wsual cause i the case of new-comers to this
country, and cspecially of Americans: buweking against the
climate, sir, bucking ogninst the clinate!

“1 now follow the manners and customs of the natives.
T carry an umbrella in the morning, drink cocoanut water
in the evening, and rest under the trees in the noonday
hours. I go to slecp after a light Junch every day, hearing
the parrots scold on my way to dreamland, and waking up
when the trade-winds begin to canse the waves to beat
against the sands under the cocoanut groves,

“* T ride a little domkey in the cool of the day, holding an
umbrella over my head. I sleep in a hammock, swinging in
the open air.

“I do not worry. I recall a proverb of the tnhabitants,
which reads, * Think not, my friend; to think is to grow
old.””

The young German had a poetic sense, and he had come
Lo use the picturesque language of the country very much in
contrast with the vacabulary of the Northern lamds. The
tropics make new words for the pioneer.



CHAPTER JV.
HAZEL — A STORY OF TUE BLOOD SNAKE.

HE young German's name was 1lazel, Frank Hazel. He

was slow and cautious in making acquaintances, but he
saw that the Frobishers were true people, and he became
greatly attracted to Leigh. Ile was a lover of natural his-
tory, of birds, and Rowers, as many Gevman students are,
and when he heard Leigh describe the quetzal, after the
manner that the latter had read of it and studied its history
in books, he found that they had a common ground of tastes,
and cautions as he was he liked his new friend’s enthosi-
asm. e had the theory that the ancient races of these
countries were jews.

They grew together and gave themselves up to each other’s
company on the hoat, which had stopped at Bocas del Toro,
one of the most beautiful places on the coust.

While waiting here on the boat, in the sunny, purple sea,
Leigh said to Mr. Hazel, the young Aleman, —

“] have a purpose that I want to confide to you. You
may smile at it, but T am a Yankee, as New England people
of invention are called. I am told that no one ever was able
to take a live quetzal to the States, The bird is so delicate
that it has never been found able to endurc confinement and
transportation. Now, Mr. Hazel —”

“Call me ‘young Aleman,’ as do the rest,”

52
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"“Well, my fricnd, we have a bird house, and an orchid
house in the old town of Milton, near Boston, and I have sel
my heart on securing a royal quetzal, a real peacock trogon,
a true bird of the Aztecs, the most splendid of all the
Awmerican birds of paradise, the bird of the sun, of legend,
and of beauty; 1 have set my heart, I say, on securing
snch a bird, and taking it back safely to our orchid house on
Milton J1ills.”

“You Americans do many things that seem impossible,”
said young Aleman; “you form a purpose to do a thing and
you accomplish it, though after many failures. The true
royal trogons only live in Lhe high mountains, and they are
not offered for sule, except perhaps in some Indian towns or
in Guatemala.

“They are found in the mountains around Cartago, and
two naturalists named Underwood, at San José, who prepared
a coltection of birds for the Guatemala exposition, and are pre-
paring a like collection for the exposition to be held in Paris
i 1900, sometimes offer them for sale.  But they are dead
birds, enly their plumage unmounted, and I am sure that the
paradise trogons of Cartago arc the true birds of the Aztecs,
There are many kinds of these birds, I have been told.”

“Could not the huaters who sccure the birds for the natu-
ralists Underwood of San José find me a live Aztec trogon ?”
asked Leigh. He added, © No, I would not trust a hunter to
handle such a bird; T am resolved to find one myself; to
sceure it, and bring it away, and to make the adventure and
enterprise all my own.”

“Have you any conception of the dangers of a tropical
forest?” asked young Aleman.
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“1 have read that there are dangers in the hot woods.”

“You may wcll say ‘hot woods,” my young friend. But [
am free to confess that a younyg American’s idey, like & bullet,
will find itsclf in strange places.

“My friend, I once knew a young naturalist, an orchid
hunter, who had your enthusiesm, Ide was a German, but
he had an American mind and heart.  1le bad resolved to
find a certain butterfly orchid which he had heard grew in
the forests on the slopes of Trazd,  1le came to my farm and
we made a home for him.

“1f he could secure this particular orchid, it would bring
him a round sum at the estates of a German baron. This
man had offered purses for rare orchids, and a fixed sum
for this particular parasite, ol which he had published a
description.

“The young orchid Kunter's name was Lotze.

“1 have told you onc story for the purpose of illustrating
the value of caution in the Lropical countrics. Let me tell
you another —and it Is a terrible onc. Your friends may be
interested in it; it has a very uscful Jesson, in my view.”

Captain Frobisher, Alonzo, and Leigh drew their sea chairs
close to Mr. Hazel. Old Mr. Hazel and Captain Mormds
joined them, when young Aleman related the foliowing thrill-
ing story.

THE YOUNG ORCHID HUNTER AN THE BLOGOD SNAKE,

«1 shall never forget young Lotze; his imagination was
all aglow, and his heart was as warne and responsive as his
fancy. e was a graduate of a hotanical school in Germany.
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Leigh, here, my new friend, reminds me of him.  Lotze's
heart scemed to all go into an orchid, as my friend’s here
scems to be all set upon a certain bird,

“Costa Rica is the land of orchids, and the IEnglish and
German hunters go there, as to Venezuela and Swrinam. To
find a new orchid of any wonderfol form or beauty is to
secure quite a little sum, so ambitious is the rivalry among
the orchid collectors of England and on the Continent.
Many Iinglish and German students go to the American
tropics orchid hunting ; but I have never met one who had
so strong a passion for the splendid parasites as l.otze.

“1 came to love the boy. I saw that his danger was in
impulse —of Dbreaking a way without looking before. So
when he came to my little colfec farm, I tried to caution
him in regard to the dangers of cxposure to certain condi-
tons of the climate, as I have you, my young friend: may
you never mect the fate of poor lotze; 1 could shed tears
for him now.

“He had not been in my littie adobe house a day before
he showed me the advertisement of the Germian baron, of
which he had told me on intreduction, and said, —

“¢Jt is minc," meaning the prize.

“*A rare gem among flowers it must be,’ said I, ‘and
onc hard to fmd. I have travelled through the forest with
Indians, but have seen nothing resembling it”

“Tut two specimens of it have been found here,” he said,
‘and the bavon is determined that his collection of orchids
shall not be surpassed by any inthe country.  If T can find
a specimen of i, my Jife is made. It would give me a
place as botapist in the best arboretums and hotanical gar-
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tens,  If 1 ecould find that, T would receive a commission to
vuvel for the gems of Aowers,

“cOh, my [riend,” he continued, and I sce his cyes glow
ww, ‘others scek the gems of the mines; I have a passion
or the gems of Howers, as some do for the feathered gems
o[ the air’

“1 rceall that expression, Leigh, ‘the fc:tj:hcred gems of
the air”  He would have found the heart of a brother in
}"ﬂLL

“The orchid desired was ane of the many botterfly flowers,
that bore a perfect resembiance to a swarm of the golden
butterflies of the trapics, and could hardly be distinguished
from the dazzling insccts.

“I had seen many kinds of insect and butterfly orchids,
but none that bore this perfect resemblance to the butterfly
of the sun.

“ Lotze hunted the [orests under Irazd. He would return
after long explorations with an Indian, and bring back won-
derful specimens of the flowers, but none that bore a perfect
resemblance to the golﬁlcn butterfly, and that answered the
advertised description in all respects.

“[t was a pleasure to me to sec him returning at night,
his little mule loaded with flowers.  He ate little; he pored
over the flowers that hie had collected each night on his
return; he skept among the blooms and dreamed of fowers,

“Ife made long journecys into the low wopical parts of
Costa Rica, and there found trees covered with wonderful
parasites.

“T cautioned him against certain poisonous-snakes and
insects that abound in these regions. I showed him speci-
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mens of the coral snake, and told him how deadly was its
bite, how that cven the negroes were sometimes bitten by
them in gathering bananas.

“One day he returned, and, before he reached the house,
I saw him throw u)p his hands and exclaim, —

¢ Furgkal”

“ As he came up to the veranda, he called out, —

“‘Hazel, you must go with me to-morrow; 1 have found
it, and my lifc is made.’

“ He did not sleep that night, as he told me he lived in the
air, in waking dreams.

“We sct off together in the morning, for I could not resist
his enthusiasm when he insisted that 1 should go with him.

“ After howrs of travel on muleback, we came to a tall
palm in the midst of giant trees. “The palm was very old,
and had fallen partly, so that it leaned against the ltanas of
an adjoining tree, and formed a bough with it.  Down from
this high tangle fell a long stem, and on this stem was a
flower which a traveller would have mistaken for a golden
butterfly or a swarm of hutterfiies.

“iSee,” said he, ‘it has all the lines. My eyes are sharp,
and I can sce them. I will not trust the Indian to hring it
down, I will go for it mysdlf. Let the Indian follow me with
his machete. I must bring the wood away with the flower.’

“The point at which the ancient palm had fallen against the
lianas of the great lrec was not very high.  Lotze gave me
a look, full of the spirit of triumph. He drew himself up a
linua into the teunk of the great tvee, as he could hest reach
the palm in this way.

“He stood in the trunk of the immense tree, gazing at the
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orchid which was swaying in the light wind, like a very
shower of gems suspended in the air.

“Suddenly T saw something yellow roll over at his feet,
1t coiled and uncoiled, it was reddish ycllow, and 1 vecog-
nized the terrible form.

i) otze ! called I, “jump! jump down! Quick?’

“He did not obey. He stepped around in the dead trunk
of the tree.

“Suddenly he looked down, and threw his hand up to his
head.

“t It makes me dizzy to see it he said.

“Jump!’ said I “Jump down! You are in danger. [
have seen something !’

“ He dropped upen the ground.

“4It makes me fevevish,’ he said. ‘I am dazed with joy,
[ have sought for it so long!’

“He turned his cyes to the glimmering orchid, then locked
towards me and said, —

¢ Something stung me on my foot in the tree.’

“It was as I had feared. 1 had taken brandy with me. 1
brought it to him.

“‘Drink !’ said I

“4Prink ?' said he, “with that orchid in view!  Drink
that stuff —never?’

“1his face turned red. 1115 arms, hands, and {cet turned
red.  He began to bleed {rom all the pores of his skin.

“fTam in agony!’ he eried. ‘I am geing mad!  What
has happened ?’

““¥You have been bitten,” said 1. “ Such things have been
before. You must drink!”
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“*What,’ said he, “drink brandy, with that gem of the sun
in view —no, no, never !’

“Every pore was now oozing with blood.  He was covered
with blood. His veins were being emptied. His blood as
it were was fleeing from his body.

“ Y oau must drink or die,’ said 1.

“] can’t drink—1 have made my life. See, sce the
orchid!’ Ile added, —

“1Oh, how [ suffer! ‘What makes me bleed ?’

“His body was being rapidly reduced. His blood was
separating from it.

“The Indian saw the situation. Ide rushed towards the
tree with his machete and dealt a powerful blow on the place
in the tree where poor Lotze had stood. A shining yellow-
ish coil rolled down the trunk. Lotze saw it

*“The blood snake!” he cried. ‘Let me have the brandy.
Oh, that this should happen now when I have made my
tite !’ ,

“He turned his eyes on the orchid swinging dewn under
the green sca of leaves in the glimmering air. Presently
his cyes rolled back, and the vision of the erchid forever
disappcarcd — he was dead.”

Ieigh locked scrious.

“My boy,” said Hazel, “you must learn to go slow in this
comntry, and seo you may go farther, Theve are other dan-
gers in those seeming paradises of orchids and trogons be-
side the Dblood snake, and such are as subtle, and that a
stranger is not expected to know.

“The eye of our Indian orchid hunter would have looked
down before every movement in a tree like that. It would
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have been placed on his feet. lolze's eyc was fixed on the
orchid.”

“T thank you for that story,” said Captain Frobisher, It
is a nceded story, I am sure.  Leigh, remember that story
wlen you go into the woods. I fear for you, You are im-
pulsive.  Your eye is on the orchid and not on your feet, nor
on the way to the orchid.”

“ Don’t distrust me, uncle.  You may be sure that I will
never invite any danger like that”

“ My youug (riend,” said HMazel, “ the blood snake, whose
bite cuuses all the victim's blood to flow out of his body, is,
as | have hinted, only one of a hundred dangers in a tropical
forest, and onc with your quick impulses and fancy will be
sure Lo find some of them, as you will sce.”

“May we never sce any harm happen to Leigh,” said
Captain Morris,

“T wish to make an excursion inlo the native forests,” said
Leigh. “ How can I do so safely ?”

“GGo with the rubber hunters; they will be faithful to you.
What do you most wish to sce?”

“The rarcst hivds, the most curious animals, and the most
beautiful lowers.”

“The rubber hunters have cyes for such sights as these,”
said Captain Morris,  “Ttis a part of their trade. They sce
things where other eyes [uil.  Go with them, go with them,
and you will never ccase to wonder at what you see as long
as you live,”

Leigh's cyes gleamed in view of such an excursion.

“You nced not be afraid to trust him to the rubber hung-
ers,” continued Captain Morris, turning to Captain I'robisher.
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“I never knew one ol them to mect with an accident, or 10
prove treacherous to any traveller. You have little idea what
a wonderful counlry this is — what natural gardens, and me-
nageries, and unexpected things of all kinds can be scen in
the tropical forests,  Let Leigh find a company of rubber
hunters, and go with them on one of their excursions, These
people know all of the forest ways, all of the animals, birds,
ingects, and fAowers.”

Leigh listened eagerly.

“Will you let me join the rubber hunters for a trip with
them ! 7 asked Leigh, of his uncle.

wWell, Twill see,” said Captain Frobisher, 1 would not
like to trust you where I would not go myself. I will think
of the matter when we come to know maore of the country.”

“You might trust yourselt with perfect safety to the
rubber hunters,” said Captain Morris. “If you met with any
aceident, the fault would be your own.”

“That is the point,” said Captain Frobisher to Captain Mor-
ris. I wouid not [ear that any harm would come te Leigh from
the rubber hunters; but he is an impulsive boy; he acts, and
thinks afferteards when he is under excitement, and T think
that he would he likely to become excited amid the won-
ders of a tropical forest; and while T would expect no danger
to come to him from his company, I would not be quite so sure
that harm would not come to him from himself. It is Leigh
that would be likely to lead Leigh into danger, and in ways
for which his companions could not be responsible. But L
am inciined to let the boy have a chance to see the wild life
of the forest in the manner that you recomrmend.”

Leigh clapped his hands on his knees, and from that time
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he began to dream of excursions among the rmbber trees with
the rubber hunters, whoever these people might be.  He did
not tell the captain that he had heard but little of these cu-
ricus people before. Ile began to inguire about them, and
about the rubber trecs, and the life of the birds and animals
amaong them.

He began to study the country, by asking guestions of all
whom he chanced to meet. (Qwe s ese # was a key to treas-
urics of wonders.  He sought for stories as for orchids in the
orchid land. Stories are the histories of a country; they
picture everything, —the past, the future, the present, the
manners, and the customs, and the heart of the people.
Stories are an education.



CHHATPTER V.

A VERY ODID STORY — THE WASHINGTON OF CENTRAL
- AMLERICA,

HE young German ITazel invited Captain Frobisher and
Alonzo and Leigh to accompany him to his colfec plan-
tation, a few miles from Cartago and San José
“1 live simply,” he said,  “T am compelled to do so if
my business is to grow, and most people do so here. But
my table, my mules, and such rooms as T have will be at
your service.  You may have (o sleep on hard beds or in
hammocks.  You will not find my one story adobe house,
with tiles on the roof and the umbrellas of cocoanut palms
over it, an American hotel; but you shall share my heart,
my good will, and all of my seven years’ experience.  Alonzo,
you can study a small cocoanut larm there, and you, Leigh,
may find quetzals in the forests, of that I cannot say. 1
have never hunted for them, but the books on ornithology
say that they are there, and true ones, though not as splendid
as thosc ol Guatemata,  Captain Frobisher, you shall sit and
dream there, and eat bananas and plantains, pine-apples
mnd oranges, and drinle cocoannt water, and sum up life, and
learn as far as [ can show you whether it would be best [or
you lo invest in a ceffee farm or banana plantation for one

of your boys.”
03
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"My dear Flazel,” said Captain Frobisher, *we accept
your invitation. Only [ am an independent now and |1
must pay you, and pay you well for all that you will do
for us. You will give us that which is more than money,
and this rare expericnce of yours we shall appreciate.”

They stopped a few days longer at Port Limon, as young
Hazel had te await seme farming utensils there which were
to arrive on an Atlas steamer from New York.

Their hotel was situated between the dashing sea and the
mountains. It seemed full of adventurers. This brought
a new view to our travelers.

The captain of the ship joitned the party at the hotel. He
was to remaiun a few days in town, and he scemed to like
Captain Frobisher, his nephews, and the young German
coffee planter,

One evening, as they sat on one of the verandas of the
hotel, a nervous young waman passed by, She loaked up
to the captain, and seemed to shrink up, to wither, as it
were,  She gave him a second glance and darted away.

“1 know that woman,” said the captain,  “She is an ad-
venturess,  You are not only to avoid malaria, and poisonous
things herve, but adventurers.  You have told some stories,”
he said to young lazel, “in regard to things to be avoided
in this country. They ave good lessons for owr friends. [
could relate one to match yours.  But inslead ol doing thad,
I will give you the moral without the story,— beware of
adventurers in this country -- - people who come into your
cxperience unexpectedly and vanish.”

The good captain having raised ouwr cxpectation for a
story and disappointed it, was asked to relate some of the
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popular tales of the country. Me did so, and ove of these

we will call —

THE STRANGUE STORY OF THE HOUSE OF TIHIE DWARFE,

“There lived an old woman in Uxmal, who went about
in agitation and mourning. '

“CWoe is ome, ehe said. fAge has overtaken me, and
I have no children. The withered stalk does not bloom
again, and I never will be young again,  Woe, woe is mel’

“She became more wrinkled and withered and her dis-
tress grew,

“5he lived in a hut that became a palace and a temple
and a wonder of the lodian world; but il is 1oo soon Lo
spealt of that transformation now.

“One day as she wias passing to and fro in her wretched
roont, in her usnal tremor and agitation, she found  an
¢ oon her table. She said: “What is that? How came
it here? It s as large as an cagle's)

“She took it, wrapped a cloth around it, and put it into
the warm corner of her room, from which the influence of
the sun’s heat was never absent day or night

“ Livery day she unrolled the cloth, until weeks had passed,
when one day, wonder of wonders, instcad of finding an
ege in the warm cloth, she found there a eriafura, or a little
boy baby.

“The old woman danced for jpy. She fondled it and gave
all her time to it, and it grew onc year and then jis growth
stopped. [t was a dwarf.

“Now to be a dwarf was a sign of wisdom. The old
woman was more delighted than ever.

"
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“COTe will be o lord,’ she said.

“Years passcd, but the dwarl grew no taller.

“One day the old womau sawd to him:—

#¢Go to the house of the Governor and minke a trial of
your strength with the Governor. See which of you can
lift the most'

“The heart of the dwarf melted, and the boy began to ery,

“¢Go, said the old woman. “The time is come for us
to find out who you are’

“The boy obeyed and made his challenge to the Governer,
who was a giant of a man,

“The Governor laughed at him, and brought him a stone
of seventy-live pounds to lift. ‘T can lift that he said
‘Let me see you lift the stone”

“The dwarf looked at it and began to ¢ry, and ran ount of
the palace and home to his mother.

“+Go back, go back,” suid the old woman. “Tell the
Governor that he must 1ift the stone first, and that you will
lift it afterward. Go.'

“The dwarf returned to the palace, and said to the
Governor, ---

“oqf you will lift the stone first, T will lilt it after you!

“The giant lifted the stone.

“Then the little dwarf did the same.

“f can hift a heavier stone than that” said the Gov-
ernor. Ile did so, but the dwarl did the same,

“fYou rogue,’ said the Governor, ‘T will punish you for
these tricks. You mock me.  Now, hark ye, the Governor's
house should be the tallest in the plice. If you can Jlilt
so well, you can build a house taller than all the others,
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and i you do not do this, then I will sever your little head
fronmt your litte body, and will have done with you'

“The dwarf ran home to the old woman as fast as he
could go, crying, —

“ () mother, foster mother, the Governor commands me
to build him a house higher than all the others.”

“¢You can do i, said the old woman. ‘Go to work
now.’

“The dwarlf went to work at once. ITe worked all night,
and turned a stone heap into a pyramid.  (This story should
be true, far the pyramid is still pointed out to those who have
faith in magic gifts and powers.)

“The next morning the Governor went to the deor of his
palace, and his cyes grew big as he saw the sun rising be-
hind a pyramid.

“ I1e sent for the dwarf.

“‘You little rogue,’” he exclaimed, ‘you have mocked me
again. But I will be even with you yet. Go and get some
bundles of sticks of cogoiol wood (a very bard wood). Fetch
me two bundles.  You shall beat me over the head with the
sticks out of one bundle, and I will beat you from the sticks
of the other’

“The dwarf flew home to the old woman, crying as
before.

“<My son, do as the Governor bids you. But first wait a
little, and T will make some dough of hard meal, and put it
on your head and fit it there under the covering.’

“So she made a cake, a tortilla de trige, and moulded it
in to the top of his head, and covered it over, and sent him
out to gather the two bundles of hard sticks.
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“T'he Governar called his lords and guards lo witness the
contest in which he expected to end the dwarl.

“ e beat the dwarl over the head with all the sticks in
the bundle, but the little fellow only langhed at him.

“Then the dwarf whipped up a stick out of his bundle, and
broke the Governor's head at the second blow, so the Gover-
nor fell down dead. The lords hailed the dwarf as Governor,
and so he became the King of UJxmal.

“The old woman dierd. Her spirit went into a cave near
Merida, She sells water there, sitting under a tree,  She
keeps a serpent, not an evil serpent, but one of wisdom, by
her side. I have never secn a traveller who met her, but
have talked with some who have visited the rnins of the
House of the Dwayf.”

A pictuce of General Francisco Morazan hung in the office
of the hotel, Leigh inquired of the captain who this hero
was, and what deeds or principles had made him conspicuous,

The captain answered the guestions by a uscful narrative,
which we give.

THLE WASHINGTON OFF CENTRAT. AMERICA.

If America has more thau oune Washington, Francisco
Morazan (mo-ral-than) has carned a place among the heroes
of liberty who may be associated with that great name.
Simon Bolivar has been called the Washington of South
Amcrican independence. General San Martin, in achieve-
ments and in personal character, merits the title of the Wash-
ington of Avgentina, Chili, and Peru—the Washington of
the Andes. He not only cardied the Banner of the Sun over
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the Andes, and won liberty for the empire of the South Tem-
perate Zone, but his motto of persenal character was, —
*“Thou must he that which thou oughtes(:' to be, else thou
shalt be nothing " ( Seras lo que debes ser, y sine scras nada),

I'rancisco Morazan was born in Tegucigalpa, Handuras,
in 1790. He was of I'reuch descent, and was cducated by
the priesthood. '

The struggle for the independence of his country, which
was uchieved in 1821, made him a patriot. He entered
into the cause with the fervor of his French bleod.  Liberty
was his pative air, and bis heart throbbed in sympathy with
human rights and welfare.

Ierrera, the President of Honduras, took him into the
counci! of state, and the people clected him as a representa-
tive to the legislative body,

When ITonduras, in 1827, was invaded by Guatemala,
Morazan, young as he was, led the state troops against
them. [Te was taken prisoner, but escaped to Nicaragua,
where he was induced to take command of 2 force at Leon for
the liberation of his own country, — Honduras and Salvador.

He was looked upon as the leader of the forces of libera-
tion. I1is march was a trinmph. He liberated Honduras,
and was made President of the Republic, and deteated the
Guatemalan army in Salvador in 1828,

The young general united the troops of Honduras and
Salvador and invaded Guatemala. [le was defeated, but
recovered, and captured Guatemala City.

[Te was now the recognized leader of liberty and progress
in Central America. IHe became a liberal, compelled the
ceelesiastics to obey the state in civil things, and confiscated
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the property of the orders that resisted (he will of the
people.

Carrera of Guatemala became a conservative, and received
the influence of the aristocralic party.  The two generals
representing dilferent ideas of democracy found themsclves
face to face on the battleficld.  Morazan was finally defealed
in Guatemala. IHe went to Peru and radsed an army of pa-
triots, among whom were many Contral American refugees,
and, returning to Central Amcrica, invaded Costa Rica in
1842, was victorious, and was made the executive of Lhe
republic.

He now became the apostle of Central American union,
under the maodel of the government of the United States. He
was preparing to march through the country for the purpose
of creating u United States of Central Americit, with equal
rights for all people, when he was defeated by a local
revolt, and was shat at San José, September 1, 18420 [lis
name stands for Liberty and Union, and his political dreams
are likely to be fulfilled.



CHAPTHER VI
THE THIRD AMERICA: 1OW TO REAGH IT FROM NEW YORK.

ITI3 tropical lands between the two great divisions of

America, known as Central America, promise a great
future among the productive regions of the carth. The
coffec growing, the coca, the bananas, the orange, and other
tropicitl fruit are probably to be developed there with great
profit to the planters, as the ports ol these productions are
near to those of the United States. The Central American
republics, ve in nuember,— Guatemala, Honduras, San Salva.
dor, Nicaragua, mud Costa Rica, — seem destined Lo form one
central republic, and to increase in population and wealth
with material development and progress. The couast is
unlicalthy, but the highlands, as in South America, are
among the most desirable parts of the world,

A fraternal congress of these republics assembled in the
city of San Salvader in September, 1889, and concluded a
treaty of union.  The federation of the Ave states was
named Cexrro Amcirica, and this unison was to continue
for a provisional term of five years, being brought to an end
in the year 1900, when it was expected a federal constitution
would he formed and proclaimed.

This compact was in part broken by the war between
San Salvador and Guatemala, followed by other revolutions.

71



£ LOSYT IN MNICARALUA,

Uhe ideal, however, did not fail. A partial onion  was
ormed, and the complete and harmonious federation of the
cpublics seems only to be a question of time.

Another ideal among the progressive men ol this country
vse and fell, but hronght inte the progressive cducation of
e country a suggestion which promises n tUme o suceeed.
i 1886, under the leadership of aucient Gualammala, a con-
oress was held for advancing a scheme of federation on the
winciple that all disputes between the stites should be set-
led by arbitration.  Such reforms as this do not come sud-
lenly, and arce disturbed if they come too scon. We may
:xpect to see a united and a pacific republic, formed on
wdvanced ideas, rise on the shores of the American Mediter-
rancan, and the opportunitics which this laid of the future
will open te agricutture and trade wre a very interesting study.
The future republic will be American in race and spivit, and
lform a part of the highway between hoth worlds.

Steamships multiply between the ports of the United
States and Central America.  Some of these are fine pas-
senger steamers, bur many of them are {ruit boeats, ~ Iive
linglish steamers go to Balise, and the passengers there may
enjoy one of the most beautiful of the interlropical hotels.

The steamer lines from New Orleans offer most delight{ul
excursions to Port Limon.  Truit steamers from Mobile and
olther southern ports present an casy route to Central Amer-
ica, and a very desirable one to those interested in the
productions of the tropical country. The Peddie Trading
Company, New York, despatch steamers to the northern
Central American ports.

The circulars, or rather pamphlets, of the Atlas Company
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give some delightful pen pictures of the southern Central
American ports.  Those of Port Limon and San José are
particularly pleasing, as is the intormation in regard to
ICingsten and Cartagena, and the republics of ITonduras and
Guatemala

There s an increasing interest in travel to these ports.
The star ol new immigrations turns southward,  The immi-
gration to South America is becoming greater than to North
America, and in this new march of destiny Central America
is Lo share.

Among these multiplying routes are; —

To Costa Rica (Port Timon, port of San José). The part
is reached from New York, a distince of 2865 miles, by
Pacific Mail steater to Colon, thence by the Royal Mail or
German line; nine days; fare ahout $r20.0o. A railroad
connects Port Limon with San José. The port is more
directly reached by some of the steamers of the fleet of the
Atlas Line Steamship Company, of which we shall speak
again; fare about $8o.00.

It is reached from New Orleans, a distance of 1350 miles,
in nine days; fare $50.00.

Puntarenas on the Pacific side is reached from San Fran-
cisco; 2703 miles ; fare ahout $80.00.

Nicaragua is rceached by steamers hoth from Mobile and
New Orleans, the former steamers going to Blucfields. The
fare to Bluefields, o great fruit port, from New Crleans is
about $40.00.

Cape Gracias a Dios is reached by steamers from New
York, at a fare of about $70.00.

Corinto on the Pacific side, 2685 miles from San Francisco,
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is reached from the latter part in about cighteen days, at a
fare a little rising $1o00.00. This port connects with the
great lakes. Managua, the capitad, is reached hy steamer
to Corinto, vail to Leon, and by rail and lake steamers.

Greytown is one of the interesting passenger ports from
the cust, and is rcached by many lines of steamers. The
landing there is somewhat pertlous.  The port is 2810 miles
from New York, and the fare is about 3Booo.  Steamiers
Jeave Greytown for Granada, on Lake Nicaragna, cvery fouwr
days. These connect by rail and steamer with Managua, the
capital, where there is a lake roule to the Pacific coast, of
which the port is Corintao,

Honduras is reached by the English and American steam-
ers to Balise, Champerico, Guatemala, in sixteen days from
New York, and cleven days from San Feancisco, by severnd
lines of steamers; the hoats from the cast by Iunama
Livingston, Guatemala, 2495 miles from New York, s
reached in seven days, at a {urc of about ppo.co.

The Royal Mait Jine of steamers despatches a boat from
New Orleans to Livingston every Thuvsday, at a [are of
$30.00. Time, six days.

When Central Amcerica shall become the gateway of the
Pacific, there must be a great growth of the port cities on
the western coast, such as Callao.  San Francisco, and most
of the ports from Valparaiso to Scattle, us well as ports in
Lower California, may then be developed.

Columbus dreamed of reaching the “mouth of the Ganges™
by the way of Central America, and though the “mouth of
the Ganges” is far indeed [rom where he supposed it to be,
his dream, in effect, is likely to e fulfilled.
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We are told of the terrible swamps through which Nunez
de Balboa forced his way when he came to discover the
Pacific from the peak of Ihrien. Ceolumbus had drcamed
of a strait between the central land and India, and such a
strait Balboa hoped to find. It was sought long by many
navigateors, but it did not appear.

Then enterprise determined that such a waterway shonld
he made; France lavished {remendous wealth oun a scheme
to build a canal acress Panama, but the work is arrested,
Ever since the Central American states asserted their inde-
pendence, schemes for o canal between the Caribbean and
the Pacific have been formed aad agitated.  Of these the
Nicaragua Canal promiscs nltimale snceess,

There are fow more interesting places in the world than
the proposed route ol the Nicaraguan Canal. It runs
through a river whose banks are [‘}opulaled by curious
races ol men, and whase forests are the abodes of monkeys,
parrots, and strange birds and animals, It passes islands
strewn with ruins of mysterious citics and temples where
lived and worshipped a long-gone race. Granada, on onc
of the proposed routes, once splendid, awakens the curiosity
of the traveller. Mountains rise like temple domes over
the great lagoons. The land is a museum of nature, of
antiquity, of strange wild life, full of beauty and bloem.

It was to this land of intcnse interest to the mnatural-
ists and antiquarian, as well as to Costa Rica, that the Fro-
bishers were going; here they not only hoped to find the -
quetzal, but other things as curious, in the new route of the

world.
But they first wished to see Costa Rica (the rich coast)
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and its bit of Paris, San José, under the domes of the
dcad volcanoes,

It is an casy thing to reach Port Limon from Panama by
connecting stcamers. It is not casy to go from Port Limon
to Greytown.

Costa Rica is a terrace between the twa occans. It is the
smallest, but one of the most prosperons, of the Central
American states, and it has been called the “model repub-
He” It was once called Nueva Cartago. It was assigned
by the Crown of Spain to the family of Columbus as a duke-
dom, under the name of Veragua.

The captain’s curious allusion te an adventuress, led young
Hazel to say 1 —

““Fomorrow cvening, or at some other time, T will relate
to you a story that may not be as unigue and amusing as
the captain’s might have been, but wiielt has a strange sug-
gestion in it that has long haunted me.”

On the day before the company left Limon, young Aleman
told the following tale of an adventnrer, whose sins, it is
probable, had left him no place that he could call home in
the world.

THE S5TORY OF THE VAMPIRE.

“When T first came to Central America, on my way to
Costa Rica, the ship stopped at Cartagena, the old city of
New Granada, now the principal port ol the United States
of Colombia. The harbor is one of the finest in the world.
The city walls are said to be sixty feet thick, and with their
fortifications and sunken harbor abstructions are fabled to
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have cost so many milliens that the old Kingof Spain thought
that he ought to see them from the palace window rising
over the sea. IHere the sky blazes, and the waves run in
ripples of dazzling Hght.  Cacoannt palms cloud the air, and
in many of the giant trees could be gathered a cart-load of
cocoanuts, as many as a donkey or mule could well draw.
The bungalows, or guinias, outside of the yellow walls, are
walled in bloom. Indian women, naked children, and little
denkeys are to be scen everywhere. A coffee bag is suifi-
cienl clothing for the hoatmen on the lagoons; the women
go barcheaded, and yet keep their beautiful hair.

“liverything was done in the days of the viceroys, dons,
and grandees to make this town of New Granada the impreg-
nable fortress of the golden empire of Spain in the New
World.

“It makes one's heart ache and imagination shrink back
to think ol the work done here by enslaved nalive races on
these huge walls.  How their conquerors and  taskmasters
cracked their whips above them.  What had they to hope
for from what they were huilding but the slavery of their
own people who were to come after them?
~ “There are riches that do not enrich, and Spain found
such here.  The walls have crumbled, countless lizards
inhabil them.  The Granada of tue New World has gone; its
Inquisition is a curiosity; the winds af the Caribbean blow
threugh the broken doors of its once golden churches.
Poverty flls its streets.  The Colombian Railroad of B3oston
traders is the one source of life antd interest. The convends
and monasterics are deserted, and the subterrancan avenucs
arc untrodden.  An ironclad fleet might scon make its
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massive walls of crumbling masonry a derision.  So comes
to nought the grandest schemes of man!  The monuments
of Bgypt sinl into the sand, and Curtagena [eeds the palms
for scavenger birds, and grows weeds lor the lizards,

“While wandering about in the bowery suburbs without
the walls, amid beautiful estates and houses woven of reeds
and fenced with sugar-cane, 1 one day met a man with one
of the most dreadiul faces T had ever seen.  The man saw
that [ was from a ship lying in the bharbor, and he ap-
proached me nervously, and began to make inquiry about
the ship from which I had come and the time that it would
leave the port,

“<The steamer goes to Greytown,” said T, “thence to Port
Limon, and thence to New York by way ot famaica.’

“o] want to go to Jamaicy,” said the man with sudden
decision.

“1 could see that his mind had seized upon Jamaica on
hearing the word, and I said, -

““Why arc you leaving this country ?’

“ A wild, uncertain light came inte his eyes, and he turned
his head aside with a shadow of terror, and he answered, —

“iSomething is following me.”

“¢A human being, an encmy 2’ I asked.

“¢ No: not that.  You could not understand, it T were to
tell you. T spoke too soon, but it weuld come out, I can-
not stand the pressure much longer; I have already lost
myself, or T would not have said this much,  Something
haunts me.’

““ My curiosity was greatly excited, but by the man’s pitiable
looks more than by his words.
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““‘Your nervous system is suffering,” said I “*You have
been using up your vital encrgies. Do you sleep ¢

“Sleep? [ wonld give fortimes, if T had them, to bring
back the sleep of my childbood. That will never come again,
No, no!  Things happen aflter which refreshing sleep never
comes again,  IBut here T am talking 1o my detriment. You
have well sald, — yes, yes, ~ you have well said, Captain, that
my nerves are disturbed. T have been bitten by a vampire!’

“This was a strange confession indeed. I knew the old
haunting legend of New Granada, that vampires were the
souls of sca-robbers, or pirates, whose crimes would not let
them rest. I had heavd that these bats fanned their victims
with their wings while sucking their blood; that there was
some strange hypnotic influence in this wavy motion, so that
the sleeping persen or animal was not aware that his blood
was being sucked away, and that many stories of adventure
had been told of these uncanuy and dragon-like denizens of
the tropical lorests.

“We walked towards the boca, and he talked to nie in an
agitated way, more and more raising my curiosity.

“Suddenly he stopped, looking out through the tall arcades
cof palns, and said, —

“' Caplain, [ have been bitten twice.”

“This statement of itself would not have startled me, buot for
a tone that indicated that something lay in his mind behind
the mere words.  [Ie took a cigar from his mouth, put his
hand on my arm, and said,—

“< By the same vanpive.

“That wonld not be strange,” [ said; “the same bat might
follow one, alter the way of the man-eating tiger.”
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“They say that it is a sigw for a vampire to follow a man,’
he said. It is a sign that there is something wrong in his
mind that affects the blood, that gives a certain guality to
his blood that lures him on. Do yon believe these bats are
animals ¢'

“*Nothing more nor less than animals, They devonr what
their nature craves, like other animals.”

“*What their nature craves,” he said. ¢ You arc right. But
there is a hidden law in what their nature craves,  There are
birds whose natures crave carcion, The condor does.  Nat-
ure has many hidden principles, This is a strange world,
There are worlds in worlds. A haunted mind makes bats’
bloed, they say —the kind of blood that the vampire best
likes. The vampire follows one who has such blood.'

“* Have you?' asked I, suddenly.

“*Have [? Itis not for me to talk with a stranger about
my life. IHave I? [ only know that I have been bitten
twice by the same bat.  That unscttles me. T wank to sleep
on board the ship tonight.,  When doces she sail 2”7

“*In the early morning,” said I.

“ e went into the booking office with me and secured his
ticket and statcroom.

“Ile took his supper on board, went to the smoking-room,
and passed his evening among the passengers.  Stories were
told, and T could see that some of them caused a certain ner-
vous twitching of the sympathetic nerves that was not com-
man, except in diseascd, nervous states.

“ Atabout ten o'clock he went to his staleroom, whose port-
holes stood open o the wharves.

“It was a still, splendid night. The heat was intense, and



THE STORY OF THE VAMPIRE, 81

the sea fay purple under the clear moon and stars. T recall
seeing the palm shadows in the fervid air, and hearing the
bouls of hshermen go by,

“The city lay still after the gates closed. There was a
deep silence on the city, sea, and palmeshadowed shores.

“It was a long time before 1 fell asleep. When T awoke,
the sun was rising in a red sky, like a chariot of fire, A fresh
breeze was rufilling the parple sea; the harbor was full of
fishing boats, drifting here and there, and on some of them
parrols were screaming, as they were disturbed by the move-
ments of their owners.

It was a tropical sunrise. I was pufting on thin clothing,
in order to take a bath, when there came a rap at my door.

“¢Senor, the man whe came on board when you did is
sick.  The doctor says that he is dying.”

“I rushed out of my room and went to his.  Before me
lay a {ace of horror, '

““What has happened 27 T asked of the stranger.

“¢1 have been bitten again,” he said. He trembled and
added, * By the same bat.’

“*‘Ilow do you know that it was the same bat?' I asked.
* You imagine that.’

“It was his eyes,” he said gasping. ‘I saw something
in them both times.’

“He laid his right foot bare, and on it wias a small wound,
and on the bed was a large stain of blood.

““My friend,” said I, “you are suffering from fright,
[rom some nervous terror. There can be nothing in even
three bites of a bat to cause such a state of exhaustion as
you ar¢ in. A doctor might bleed you three times, and no

G
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such effect would fellow the loss of Blood.  We will he at
sea in a few hours, and the hat cannot follow you.  You will
Snever gee hing again)

“He raised his thin arm to his head, and touched his
forehead.

“¢There ts a bat here,” he said, “a vampire.'

“Ile turned white as he added, ‘I caused him to be there;
he it is that leads the other one’

“T1 did not comprehend. I said, —

“oewWell, itis all ober now.  They arve lifting the cables.’

“The ship moved out into the crimson light of the morn-
ing that arched the splendid sea.

“eWhat is the matter with the man below ?' asked a pas-
senger of me at the table.

“He is merely nervous. Ile has been bitten by o vam-
pire or vampires, and he is superstitious, and the accident
has wnscttled his mind.  IIe will be all right again by night.”

“The voyage to Port Limon was over a placid sca. The day
was one of unclouded splendor.  The passengers gathered
lazily on deck, read novels, and drank light beverages.

“The stranger did not appear among them.  The stewird
visited him and attended to his wants. T found him & little
feverish at night, and left him, feeling assured that a single
night's rest would bring about a renewal of health.

“ Another tropic night passced in stus, shadow, and silence.
The ship drove on, plonghing the purple sea inte a showery
spray.

“ Larly the next morning there fell a nervous knock on
my door.

“1 called out, * Who is there?’
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“CThe steward, siv”  Tis voice was unsteady.

“*What has happened 7'

*Orhe stranger, sin

“What of the stranger?’

“fllcis lying dead.

“I leaped up and hwried to the room.

“The stranger lay there lifeless.

“1 looked at his {feet. There was a fresh wound on his
right foot, and the bed under it was saturated with blood.

“In g corner of the bed was a dark object, like a bundle
ol feather. Tdrew it oute It was a little bal — not a huue
animal ke a deagon. I was aboul to strike him against the
door in my agitation and anger.  But T glanced at the demon-
like looking creature as T held him by his wing, T wanted 10
sec his opes. T eaused him w revolve slowly.

“There was no expression in those eyes. The body was
as cold as the skinny wing.  He was already dead.

*“Was it superstition that caused the death of the stranger,
or does the vanpire (ollow certain travellers of contaminated
blood, and such as have cause for an unquict conscience and
dark 1maginations ? 7

Our story telier had se used the pictwresque words of
the country that the narrative left the questions long in
our minds, though the one in regard to contaniinated blood

wag hat o bit of the art of vivid narration.



CHAPTIIR VII
COSTA RICA: “THE SWITZERILAND oO¥ THE TROIICS.”

OSTA RICA, or the “ Rich Coast,” has heen called
C “the Switzerland of the tropics.”  The reglon around
San José has a climate like May or June in New [ngland,
and is quite unlike most tropical countries in this respect; but
there is little resemblance between the dead voleanoes here
and the crystal peaks of Switzerland.  Here are no glaciers,
no snows, only a4 white frost in very high altitndes.  The hills
are carpeted with flowers to the sky. A city like Valencia,
in Venezuela, under the shining lines of the white Cordiflera,
might morc fully be termed the Switzerland of the tropics.

But there is a vital Toree in the mountain air o the beauti-
ful republic that makes the part of it around San José¢ and
the Hot Springs of Cartago a Switzerland to the inhabi-
tants of the plains. Such will ever Aind health by going up
into the mountains.

The mountains and the mountain region of Costa Rica
have not only a cool and exhilarating New Iingland air, bul
the atmosphere is said to have “mysterious qualities that
render it a so{rercign remedy for some of the most distress-
ing ailments of common life.” Consumption is_likely to
disappear on the coffee farm, and rheamatism at the Hot
Springs of Cartago. Here people may always have deli-

: 8
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cious oranges before breaklast, and cocoanut milk and other
fattening fruit at any time of the day. The whole country
is Hterally loaded with plantains and bananas, and on these
a sceker alter health would soon find his weight increasing,
and his thin limbs flling out to the desired dimensions of
comfortable rotmudily.

Here people may wear old clothes, and live in the open air
with hare heads, and travel ahout with bare [eet.

The coffee planters and the proprictors of banana farms
who begin life here with a little capital, and who become
worth, by the growth of their estates, from $10,000 to £50,000,
do not greatly change their style of living. One cannot tell
here who is tich or who is poor.  The rich adhere to simple
living. T is the farm that grows and not the luxury of the
house.  The Uesta Rican, whether native or adopted, is as a
tule a true democrat, and loves his democracy.  He is proud
of the wealth that cnables him to live simply, and he has
little of the valgar taste that makes so many North Americans
who acquire property seck to make a display over their less
fortunate neighbors,

His house is of onc story, with a tiled roof. It is built of
adobe and is as white as snow., It has a pasio, or enclosed
cowrt.  This is adorned with beautiful vines, orchids in hang-
ing pots, and flowers, Ilc keeps one or more wonderful
parrots here, and some sweet singing birds.

In the salas around the patio may be a piano, a library of
many books, and ornaments made of the woods of the coun-
try.  The mats are of the skins and furs of beautiful animals,
A quetzal is almost sure to be found among the sala decora-

tions, but it is dead.
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But simple as may be hiz home, —all out of doors is really
his home, - ~ it is his farm that grows. The cocoanut palms,
plantains, and erange trees multiply avound his house, and
his coffec fields stretch Guther and farther away, I he
live in the hot regions, he pgoes up into the mounlaing —
the Costa Rican Switzerland — at times.

The country is rich in historicil romancge, but has found
no great historfan or poct. It comprehends the terricory
granted by the Crown of Spain to the family of Columbus,
under the name of the Dukedom of Veragua, of which we
have spoken.  Here were the [amons gold and silver mines
that fed the pride of the dons, hidalges, and grandecs of
Spain for many years.  After the massacre ol the Spaniards,
all traces of these mines were lost in the growth of the
farests which blotted qut the feotprints of the Spaniards.
The wondrous mines of Estralle and Tisingal became a
memory. | ‘

“1 have been told,” said a missionary priest, “that the
Cabecuras of the present day relate that alter the massacre
of the Spaniards, in 1610, vast guantities of gold were thrown
into the lake, where they still remain.”

Costa Rica 15 the sonthern republic of Central America.
It bas an area of more than 26,000 square miles, with a dis-
puted boundary; but the extreme Eertility of the soil, the
beauty of the scenery und vegetation, the salubrity of the
climate, the health region of Carlago, or Hol Springs (ageas
caliente), give this limited arca between the Atlantic and the
Pacific an untold valne in the progress of the near Jutuore.
Hois a coffee land and a bhanana land now, but in these re-
spects its resources bave hardly been tested. The old gold
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mines of the cacique may never be discovered again, but the
table-lands of San José and Cartago are in their vegetable
productions a souvce of gold that will never fail,

The Andes here rise to the height of nearly 12,000 fect.
IFrom the nearly extinet voleano of Irazd the waters of both
the Atlantic and I'acific oceans may be seen. On these
table-lands, the most delightful in the world, the temperature
ranges from 7o to 8o I throughout the year. The dry
season, or scason of light and infrequent ratus, lasts from
December to May, At this peried the health conditions arc
perfect.

To the lover of flowers the table-lands are an earthly para-
dise.  This is orchid land. The ancient trees are gardens
of parasites of marvellous forms, hues, and oders, such as
clsewhere only enter into dreams.: '

The population of the country is only abouat a quarter of a
million, but it is very rapidly increasing,  Young Germans
and Awmericans, as we have indicated, are planting coffee
farms everywhere, and wvery extensive banana plantations
arc being chltivated along the lines of railroads.

The tourist, as a rule, enters the country by way of Port
Limon. The town is very hot, and after a few days he takes
the train for San José, at a cost of about $3.00 American
money, or gokl, which is the same.

e is al once in wonderland, and his surprise will grow
with every mile. e will pass throngh lofty cocoanumt groves,
in which he may sce a cart-load of nuts on a single trec.
The groves seem to he endless. e will imagine that there
must he cocoanuts enough here to supply the world.

[{e will next enter the region of bananas and plantains, a
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sea of tropical vegetation. The air bhangs with Dbananas,
The earth secems to pour eut the luxurious vegetation of
banana leaves. A half dozen of these would make a tent.

Orange trees are everywhere.  Oranges do not count in
this country of tropical luxuriance.

Ile will next come to the regions of trapical forests and
the valleys of the mad river Reventazon. e will find this
river one long cascade. e will look down upon it in many
ways through vistas of tropical vegetation,  TFrom these wild
regions ke will come Lo the valley of Cartago, one of the few
carthly paradiscs, at the foot of Trozd. Ilere a company
some years ago built a large hoted, and laid a tramway or
railroad to it, at a distance of two or more miles from the
town. The tramway at the time of writing is not in use, but
it is an casy walk or horschack ride to the hotel. A gentle-
man by the name ol Mills has a delightful house of entertain-
ment here, with a charming garden and a coffee plantution.

The ride on the railroad from Cartago to San José, some
fourlcen miles, is most beautiful. A part of it is through
coffee plantations buried in plantain leaves, which shade the
precious red berries.

The coffee planters are floral artists in making pictu-
resque their plantations.  The coffee plants require shade,
and this is brought about by planting between the rows of
coffve leaf and flowering plants.  The lind looks like a
vast flower garden, but under the glorious vegetation the red
berries of the coffec plant are in their sceason cverywhere to
be seen.

Costa Rica’s capital, San José, would be heautiful any-
where in the world,  The railroad station is ncar to the Pub-
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lic Garden, and onc of the first objects to greel the traveller
will be an allcgorical statue of the heroie spirit of the
country, a work of genius, a poem in stone, a conception at
once poctic and sublime.  North America has but few
works of such truc art which express the heait of its history.

San José is simply beautiful, beautiful. It is beautiful in
its situation, heautiful in its simple art, beautiful in ils gar-
dens.  Its women are beautiful, and, better than all, beautiful
is the spirit of its pcople.  There are few places in the world
that are more lovely than this city of Saint Joseph and its
ncar paradise valley of Cartago.



CHAPTER VIIIL
COFFEE LAND.

OUR travellers found Port Limon a simple town indeed,
of recent settlement ; but it was 2 place of sunshine and
palms, to whose wharves came the products of the table-lands
of the bright oceanic atmospheres. Its havbor is good and
beautiful, but Limon is a tewn of the railway, that gathers
the coffee and bananas for exportation,

There were two incidents that startled our travellers in
their excursions arcund Port Limon.

Freight cars came downa the coasts Joaded with green
bananas. They were luzily unloadaed by the natives, who
were people of scanty clothing and casy dispositions,  One
of these carriers, in helping to unload a cratedike car, sud-
denly uttered a cry and turned a half somersault — shaking
his hand.

“Heis bitten,” said an Lnglishman. )

The man did not seem to bLe alarmed, not mote than one
would be in the States who had heen stung by a wasp.

Alonzo Frobisher ran to the place, expecting to see a cen-
tipede or a serpent.  1le had read of such things in the
land of the taper and vampirve bats.

A hoge spider was scen seoreting itscll in a pile of ha-
nanas. The negro, or Indian, scized a coffee bag, and fat-

g0
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tened the unsightly creature that had bitten him, and went
on with his work.

But with the Indian’s howl on being bitten rose another
howl, very starling and pitiful.

Alonzo turned in the direction of the alarming sound.

He heheld a sirange animal in one of the empty slat cars.

“What is that 2™ lic asked of a trader.

“A howler,” answered the trader.  “Have you lost your
cars? "

Alonzo recalled what he had read of the howling monkcys
of the untroubled forest here, and he wondered if this was
one of them. But he steppued about very lightly after the
curious mishap, and he did not venture any more questions.

“One needs to be pretty carclul in these parts of the
world,” said Lthe nglish trader, "and to keep one’s eyes
pecled. I've seen a creature with mobre’'n a hundred legs
come out of a hunch of bananas, and every leg was full of
poison; and if he were to bite one, that one might just as
well settle ap his affairs, so far as the world down here
goes, and prepure to move upward.”

He added some other incidents to this not over cheerful
introductory intelligence.

“They — poisonous spiders and things — T don’t know
what their names may be — crawl out of banana bins on board
of the ship and visit the passengers nights in their state-
rooms. Now if one only lics perfectly still, and Jets 'em
scatter about freely over ouc’s face, and don't cough, or
sneeze, or speak, or twitch one’s muscles —it is all well
cnough.  When the many legs has made his toor of investi-
gation, the crceper will run off on the bedticking, and go
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away to the other parts of the wvessel. But it is best for
one to lic pretty quiet during such visits as these.”

[Ie cast a curious glance at Alonzo, and said, *“Heave
hol” Alonze wondered if such visitors were to be found in
the hotel.

How serene the sea looked from the little town, wicth its
purple cleanness and its lively inhabitants of fishes and birds.
The air was such as would put onc to sleep casily, and the
nuatives scemed to be grateful for the gilt of dreaming in the
shade, fanned by the sea.  How conld such poisonous things
find a place amid all of this beauty.

Here was parrot land as well as coffee land, and some of
the little houses of the new port were adloowm with these
gorgeous Dbirds, which never forpget to be sociable.  Ifach
street has its favorite parrot, and some of the parrots here
are said to go vesiting.

The parrots bheve give the white stranger a cordial wel-
come, turning their heads aside with an appreciation of fine
clothing, which is not over abundant here among the na-
tives, althongh much of it is very white and clean.

The parrot is a well-dressed bird, and likes those of its own
kind., 1le has faith in men and things that look well, and
aversion to things unsightly and uwncanny. When he gets
hold of a monkey’s tail, the monkey in this port doees credit
to his name here, and becomes, indeed, a bowwler.

The railway from Port Limon to San José, which we have
already described, is about one hundred miles in length, and
over this our travellers went to Cartago, and the English cap-
tain, who had business at San José, made the journey with
thent.
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They stopped for a single night at Carlago, in the house
kept by a good Germay woman by the name of Yokes.
The house was near the governor’s palace, and it looked as
though it might have been built for the residence of some
notable person, as some of the rooms were curiously painted.

They were here under Iraza, that, in 1723, caused the
land to tremble for several days, and that filled the sky
with smoke, and poured forth fire, and filled the valley
with rocks and stonces.

The party visited the Public Gardens and the churches,
Then they sat down on the steps of the government house,
and after the soldiers had done exercising, the young Ger-
man related to them some of the old Jegends-of the place,

THE STORY OF TIIE VANISIING IMAGE AND OF THE MIRACLE
CHURCH OF CARTAGO,

One of the most poetic places in Costa Rica is the
church of the Queen of the Angels in Cartago. A hecau-
tiful description of it was given in Harper’s Magasine in
189-1860, by Thawmas IY. Meagher, leigh had read these
articles, and he found the church but little changed in its
outward or inward appearance sinece Mr. Meagher wrote his
matchless description of it, nearly forty years ago.

The “huge bowlders™ are there, the Doric fagade, the
“cohort of winged, frocked, and buskined angels of hoyish
stature.” The high altar, hiding in part the organ and choir,
gleams as then in all the glory of gold and gems.

The altar, some thirty feet high, is divided into two
chambets, one of which contains the sacrament, and the
other, before which hangs a white silk curtain with golden
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fringe, is supposcd to contain a miraculous image, the vision
of which is capable of heuling the sick under the right con-
ditions of faith. Of this 1mage a very curious story is told,
though one not unlike the legends of Lucan and Guadalupe.

The legend is after this manner: —

In the year 1643 there lived a peasant woman of simple
faith in a forest near Cartago. One day she went out into the
wonds to gather sticks and she found an image of a lovely
and gracious lady, but of rude form, lying on a stone.  She
was greatly surprised, and she took up the image, and car-
ried it to her hut, and placed it in a recess there.

She went into the wood again to gather sticks, when she
was again surprised to find what looked to her to be the
sume image.  She took it up and carried it to her hut, and
going to the recess where she had placed the first image she
found that the first image was not there, but that the recess
was empty. She put the second image in the recess, and
wondered where the first image went, or if indecd this was
not the same as the one that she had first found.

She went out a third time to gather sticks and as she
approached the stone where she had found the two images,
or twice found the same image, another image scemed to be
there. She took it up, hurried back to the recess in her hut,
and, lo, the second image was gonc.

She was perplexed and alarmed, and went for counsel to
the priest, Don Alonzo de Castro, of Sandoval. The good
priest took the image and put it into a closet, which had a
lock, and turned the key.

But when the good woman again went into the woed, lo,
the disappearing image was found upon the stone again,
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who could tel} ?

where the three iniugus, or the same image,
-— had been discovered,

She hastened o tell the priest, e unlocked the closet
and saw that the image was gone.

“It s the gilt of the Holy Virgin, We must build a
church i the place, and give the image a throne on the
altar or in the sanctuary.”

In 1782 the illustrious Iistaten Livenzo de  Tristan,
bishop of Nicaragua and Costa Rica, in a solemn ceremony
declared the image to be the special patron of Cartago. It
was consecrated with holy oil, and it was forbidden te touch
it save with ancointed hands. The church of the tmage is
known as that of the Quecn of the Angels. It was raised to
the rank of a basilica by the Mustrious Don Anscelmo Lorente,

The veiled image in the golden chamber began to work
miracles on the needy faithful, when the veil was removed.
The stories of the cures perfermed on devotees at this shrine
would doubtless fill volumes. One may find there almost
innumecrable votive oflerings lor benehts in the church.
But onc miracle, supposed to have been performed by the
inage, has become historical, and is celebrated in a very
picturesque way i Cartago.

In the days of the buccancers, cight hundred Iinglish
searobbers, under the command of one Captain Mansfield,
an associate of the celebrated Morgan, one of the pirates of
Panama, landed at Matina to invade the rich coast and its
forests in scarch of the trcasures For which the country was
famous. The helpless people turned for protection to the
image of the Queen of the Angels, and bearing it before
them marched down the valley to meet the invaders.
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The sight of the image caused the hearts of the robbers
to melt and fail, and they fled back to their ships, leaving the
sought-for treasures to their native owners.  This cvent is
celebrated year by year. 'The rude image is a treasure of
Costa Rica, and as it is associated with o woman of simple
faith and with an historic episode and with many supposed
cures of healing, onc would not care to suggest natural causes
for the story, as could he casily done.

The festival of the image of the Queen of the Angels is in
May, the month of flowers.  The valley of Cartago abounds
in flowers, and especially in rare orchids, and it is the delight
of peasant women to bring offcrings of the choicest blooms
of the mountains and valleys to this church, and to Jay them
on the steps of the stone altar, amid the lighting of candles
and the ringing of bells,

Few altars in the world ever had, or cver could have, such
decorations of flowers. In this valley cvery road is hned with
fantastic and surprising clusters of orchids, of many colors
and odors, . The tangled forests hang with wonderful fioral
festnons. The trunks of the trees are flower beds, and the
barks on the limabs send down airy flowers on trailing cords
or vines. There are air plants everywhere. The air of May
here seems to bloom.

Leigh went to the church, which is a little out of the most
compact part of the town, on one of the week days on which
is no special feast or celebration.  He sat down to study the
rolden angels, among which is Gabriel, who seems ascend-
ing, bearing in onc hand a pair of scales.

But though the day was a quiel one, steps almost noise-
lessly glided in, Many of the worshippers were women
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dressed in black, bearing candles to light before the stone
steps of the altar.

One woman, tchly dressed, bub with head covered, walked
on her knoes across the brick pavements of the church,
repeating her prayers.  Young priests did the same.

But the scence which most interested him was the coming
and going of peasant women with offerings of flowers,

The land is (ull of heliotrope,  Such flowers filled the chiureh
with ador.  The most delicate roses grow here.  These, too,
came in dark hands. The heads of these women were bare,
as were the feet of many of them.

Leigh saw the heliotropes, the roses, the calla lilies, the
cacti, the more common orchids, enter as in a foral proces.
sion.  But dark peons stole into the company of the knecling
flower women — possibly Indians from the comwntry. They
were clad in rags, but their {aces bore the stamp of firm
faith and character.  Ignorant of books they must have been.
Some of them Jed little children by the hand.

The flowers that these laid down on the stone steps were
for the most part such as only Costa Rica and the South
could produce. They were formed of the sun, the air, and
the dew.  Some of them looked like spirit flowers. Tt
secticd as though they might have been gathered in a par-
adise.

Leigh was a FProtestant.  Ta him the legend of the Queen
of the Angels was nothing but an illusion, a parable. He
waondered at the influence of such a simple tale.

But he watched closely the devotions of these Indian peons
as they knelt there on the hard brick floor.  What strength
of hope and comfort there was in their faith!
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As he was making o study of their sincere laces, and was
drawn to them by the beauty of their sincerity, the sifver cur-
tain, or silk cortain with gold fiinge, was drawn from the
shrine of the image.

How those dack eyes of the peons, men and women, peered
into the glimmering chamber of years, as it stood unvetled
before them.  How their lips moved in prayer.

They had sins that haunted them from which they wished
to be free.  They prayed.  They had disease preying upon
them, it may be. They prayed. They had relatives and
friends who were sick. They prayed for them. They prayed
as for life.

The silk curtain fell.  The altar lights were extinguished.
The peons arose from their knees, and went out into the
sunny air, and looked up to Irazd lying against the shky,
green, with peaceful flocks and farms.

The peons went back to their huts. There was a settled
peace on their faces.

“Vietims of superstilion, do you say?™" said 1 «cigh on re-
turning to his friends. “ They had followed the best that
they knew. They had souglt to be true to the divine spirit
in them, and between thesc simple children of faith, with their
fairy tales and fables, if such these legends are, and thosc
who better know, but are governed by appetite, passion, and
selfish usts and aims, there is a wide difference indeed. There
was a faith beyond ull the tales of ceremonies of superstitton
in the eyes of those Indians, and my soul went out to them
in a fecling of brotherhood, and I loved them, for so muah
of that which is in them that we both belicved.”

But the Sunday that followed Leigh’s visit to the church
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of the poctic legend, Glled the young traveller with surprise,
for it wus market day.  The streets thronged with people
from the country md hills, bringing in their wares.  The
plaza was spread with the treasures of the sea, farm, and for-
ests, — common goods, curious fabrics, pearls from the Guif
of Nicoya, silks from Guatemala, oranges of rich color,
bananas as golden, sweet lemons, cocoauts, zapales, de-
licious drinks of many kinds. T certain places there were
cock-hghts, and men and boys were to be scen running
around with sharp-spurred game-cocks under their arms.

But the Haoly Day had been ushered in by a great ringing
of bells, and the streets had been filled with churchgoers.
Leigh’s mind was dazed and puzzied by all these things; he
turned to an Eaglish friend, as the sun was threwing its last
riys over Trazd:—

“Well, what do you think of it?”

“Oh, it iy the custom of the country,”

“ Tt seems to me that it would be better to hold the market
on some other day than Sunday,” he said. ** But the people
do not scem to be ntentionally irreverent. The sound of a
certain bell would bring them all down upon their knees. In
this country, I do not know where I am, DEverything is
strange to me.”



CIIAPTIER IX
TIE YOUNG COFFLEE PLANTER AT HOME- - 1RAZO.

HIE plantation of young [lazel lay in one of the long,

cool walleys among the loot-hills of Trazd. A clear
stream ran through it, coming down [rom the mountain side.
The place lecked like a plantain farm at the fAirst view, or
like a plantain forest, for the plant of shining and majestic
leaves had been set in rows bhetween the rows of colfue, not
for the purpose of raising plantains, but to afford a shade.
The coffee plant, as we have said, ninst have shade for its
perfect development.  TL wounld seem that the orange grow-
ers in Florida might protect their irecs by planting other
trees beside them in a like way.

The plantain leaves glisten in the sun in long rows,  Some
of them were twelve or more {eet high. IHere and therea
withered leaf gave a touch of contrast to the dazzling
green,

Around the coffec ficlds were hedges of living  trees,
trimmed so as to form a fence.  These living fences sent
out slender spikes, or limbs, which secemed to burn with
starry red blooms. Orchids gathered on them, and roses
were trained about them at the gateways. Wild morning-
glory vines wove a network in them, and here and there
an orange tree loaded with golden fruit broke the yellow

barricr with its leaves of dark green.
' 100
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Under the long rows of plantains were the coffec plants
or trees, with leaves as dark as those on the orange trees.
They were covered with red berries about the size of small
cherrics.  They were literally buried in the foliage that
protected them.

The house was white and red, of one story, built around a
court and a wall. It was made of adobe and blocks of stone
which probably had been thrown down from Irazi at the
great eruption, and was covered with red tiles, which were
covered with Howering vines.

There was 2 balcony around the inside of the house.
Irrom the roof of the balcony depended pots of orchids, cages
of birds, and perches for parrots. At the end, Hazel had
built a scheolroom for free education,

The first sight that arrested Leigh's attention on entering
the long, low, rambling building was a quetzal in a collection
of beautiful hirds in 2 case.

“Why!” he exclaimed, “ yon have a royal trogon here.”

“So I have,” answered young Aleman, “and the stuffed
bird is so common an ornament af our houses here that I
had really forgotten that I had one of my own.”

The quetzal was beautiful.  Its carmine breast was par-
ticularly lustrous. It had two very long tail feathers of
black and green.

“Was this bird found here 77 asked Leigh.

“1 think so; the Indian hunters find them in the forests
of Trazu.”

“Are there any live ones in the houses on the coffee plan-
tations ?”’ '

*1 never saw one,” said young Aleman.
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Their first breakfast consisted of hot cakes, eggs, black
beans ( frijoles), fried plantains, and fruit, with superb coffec.

After this meal the party went out on the veranda and
sat down, and the boays looked out on the shining coffce
ficlds.

“T have a question for you, my young friend,” said Cap-
tain Frobisher to young IHazel. M you regard il an imper-
tinent oneg, you will of course cxcuse me and nol inswer it
It is, what arc the profits ot o coffee plintation here, within
sight of Irazii—the Cartago or San José region, you may
call it 2

“The young planters, and old ones as well, have but a
single answer to that often-asked question. It is this, “The
amount of one’s investment in coffee is, after five years, the
amount of one's yenrly income. | oinvested 3300 in the
enterprise; after seven years my income is morc than that as
a rule, though this year the price of coffee fell, but it is rising
again.”

They looked up the long slopes of Iraza. The volcano
did not appear high. The top was shaded here and there
with patches of green forests.

“In those woods, high up on the mountain, is the haunt of
the quetzal, I am told,” said young Aleman. *1 must plan a
journey on mulecback for you to the summit of the moun-
tain.”

“T can go up on loot some day,” said Leigh. I can start
early in the morning so as to lake time by the way.”

“You would have to start carly in the morning, indecd, it
you expected to return by night — carly in the worning be-
fore the day of youwr fancy. Irazi is a great dectiver. It
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would take you two days for the journcy, and you would not
then be able to rest long by the way.”

“Let us have the company of an Indian huuter,” said
Leigh, * and we will return with a2 living quetzal.”

“1 will go with you myself, with a peon and mules,’

satd
Hazel.

It was an ever to be remembered day when the party sct
out very carly in the marning for the summit of Iraza, 11,000
lcet above the sea level, and some 6ooo feet [rom their point
of stanling.  The air was cool, the roads hobbly, but lined
with flowers.  Here and there were adobe huts covered with
dried feaves of the lofty cocoanut palm. They were like
little gardens of flowers, birds, and almost naked children.

As they rose, the land of Costa Rica spread out wider and
wider heneath them ;) its verdant valleys, its vast forests, its
little towns; Cartago, with her churches; San José with her
quict domes and towers.

Aflter along, winding journey, which became very fatiguing
at last, they reached the summit and found a shelter for the
night.

They rose early in the morning. The sky was clear. The
rad disc of the sun was uplifting an arch of rosy splendor of
light in the far east, over the opal-like sea. The dim waters
of the Atlantic or the Caribbean were there. How vast, how
far!

They turned their faces to the west. There lay the serenc
Pacific, a long, low llne of shaded water in outlines of purple
and green.  Below them was the living map of Costa Rica,
or land ocean, as it were, of mountains and hills, and valleys
filled with tropical life.
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They stood there long as if entranced. But a mist arosc
in the far distances.  The dim Atlantic disappeared; the
Pacific faded. The sun came up in majesty and glory, such
as they had never witnessed before. They went to the dark
caverns where the crater had been.  But the days of the
eruption were long ago.  Neo smoke appeared in the chimney.

They returned by the way of some bowery woods, but
though Leigh scanned the cool shades and saw some {laming
archids there, no quetzals appeared.

Never had sleep been more swect to our travellers than on
the night after their descent from [razi.

A SURPRISE AUTER DANGER.

One day Leigh noticed a curious insect in his room. It
scemed to be tangled up, and to have many angles, and it
looked uncomfortable.

He came out on the veranda and said to Aleman, —

“What kind of an inscct do you have in this country that
looks like a little pile of sticks? Come with me to my room,
and T will show you one.”

Hazel laughed and followed him, as the latter rcturned to
his room and looked arouund.

“It was here, but I do not sce it now; where can it have
gonc?”

“1 am not an espccial student of bugs,” said MHazel; * but
from your description of the insect, I would think it to be a
scorpion.”

“ But what can have becowe of it?"”

“I do not know, hut a scarpion likes to hide. Ile seeks
seclusion and darkness. ™
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“ Does he bite? 7" asked Leigh.

“Not unless he s disturbed in some way. [e is quite
harmless if he is tet alone.”

“Is his bite poisonous?” continued Leigh.

“Yes: it is said to be so. I have never been bitten,
though I have often found scorpions in my rooms.”

“TIs the bite ol the scorpion fatal?”

“ No, nol neccssaily. There ave vemedics against the poi-
son. The Dbite smnetimes causes temporary paralysis of the
hand, or of some part of the body. There have been cases
where people have died from the poison of the scorpion.
Such things are not common.”

“T should think that the insccts would be a source of
constant terror,” said Leigh.

“Oh, no! Arc wasps and hornets a source of constant
terror to people in the States?  No, you do not think abont
them.  When [ was at a farm-house in New York, there was
a hornel's nest o the attie, and the hornets eame to it and
went from it throngh a lattice.  One of the workpeople slept
in the attic. e was never stung.”

Leigh scarched the room for the scorpion, but he could
not find him.

“1le may be in your clothing, hanging on the wall,” said
Hazel.

A very nervous look came into Leigh's face.  He searched
his clothing very carcfully indeed, at the end of a cane, but
no scorpion appearcd. llc changed his clothing with much
caution that day.

The night was cool. There are often cool nights about
the region of Cartago. Leigh put extra clothing upon his
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iron-framed bed.  He sunk into rest, and slept, and dreamed
hlessed dreams, for the climate under lrazi was like old
New England.

In the morning when he awoke he thought of the
scorpion.

Hazel tapped on his door.  He braught into the room
somce cocoanut water, deliciously flavored and prepared.

“That is eool,” said Hazell "It will do you good to
drink it on rising. We have had a good night, but we will
have a hot day. The sun is rising ved.”

“ My friend, you arc good indced to be thinking of my
comfort so much. Wiat do you supposc became of the
scorpion ?

“I do not know. Scorpions like te crawl into beds, when
a cool night is coming.  They like to hide under woollens. 1
wouldn’t wonder if he were somewhere about your bed now.”

¥ Do they bite people in bed?” asked Leigh in alarm,

“Not unless one pushes them,” sabd Hazel. “ Not il
onc lics still.  Many a person has slept with a scorpion in
his hed, and did not know it until ke rose and threw back
the clothes.”

Lcigh leaped up, and gathered around him his night
dress very carefully. He stepped apon the floor, and threw
back the bedclothes.

His hands darted into the air.

*“ Jumping Jackson !” he said, using an old New Iingland
term of surprise.  Zhere's the scorpion now., ue been
sleeping weth am 1"

“1 see,” said Hazel, “and you did not harm him. IHe has
had a very comfortable night.”



A SBURPRISE AFTER DANGER, 107

Leigh wisited from time to time Costa Ricw’s beauntiful
city, San José, and spent many hours in the Public Gardens
there, now studying the flowers, now admiring the historic
monument, now watching the cloud shadows on the moun-
tains. There is a sensc of beanty everywhere here. Not
only that, the people here seem happy.  Interprise mingles
with the picturesque Life; here it is not always afternoon,
as it seems to be in some of the Republics of the Sun,

At San José, Leigh found the store of the taxidermist, and
saw the mounted Agure of a jaguar, and studied its beautiful
spots.  The mounted animal was vahied at a hundred dollars.
The taxidermist had been engaged in collecting animals and
birds for mounting for the Guatemalan national exhibition
and for the [PParis exposition of 1900,

Lcigh saw there the skin of an ocelot, which he thought
very beautiful.

“Wheve does the animal live?” he asked of the people
in the store.

“ln the trees,” said one.

“And as rare to find as the quetzal,” said another.

“In hunting for one, a person sometimes finds the other,”
said another. '

“ Next to sceing a live quetzal,” said Leigh, “I would like
to find an ocelot alive.”

e did, and in an unexpected situation, as we shall sce
in the course of our narrative.



CHAPTLER X.
APULA,

T young Aleman's plantation T.eigh met a very singular

character, and onc that illustrates that true worth is to

be found everywhere. This person was an old india-rubber

hunter by the name of Apula. e was a Mosquito Indian,

and belonged to the tribe that the Inglish had pledged

themselves to protect in the famous treaty that guaranteed
neutrality if the Nicaraguan Canal should be built.

I1e owned a boat, and in this he made excursions into T.ake
Nicaragua and into the rivers of the lake in search of rubber
trees, which he tapped, and sold the rubber to the comisarios
or dealers in rubber.

His home was not far from Bluefields on the Mosquito
Coast, and he from time to timc travelled up and down the
Mosquito Coast in his boat, from Livingston, the port of
Honduras, to Boeas del Toro. :

He had come down to Port Limen in his boat, and gone to
Carlago in the cars, which among the coast Indians are a
wonder.

He spoke Spanish imperfectly, and English in the same
way. Sometimes he would ask unexpeeted questions and
return intelligible answers in both languages. But usually
he would say a few words and then halt.  He had learned to
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sy Lengo la bondad and to Jollow it by a Spanish verb
in the infinitive mood.  In this way ene might tatk in
Spanish infinitives.  But usaally his specch in Spanish hesi-
tated, and he made signs to indicate objects and omitted
verbs,

There was one trait of character that Leigh possessed that
nmakes fricnds in all lands @ it was a pleasure for him to stand
aside for others. It fulfilled in a perfectly natural way the
virtue commended in the Scriptures, “ In honor preferring
one another.”

Apula, the Indian boatman and rubber hunter, was not at
first sight an attractive man.  Much of the time when he was
in the forest, he was almost literally a swdber man; he was
content with rubber,  1Te had no need to wear rubber shoes,
the rubber became 2 part of his feet.  Tle needed to wear no
rubber clothes, the rubber juice or sap adhered to him. e
was very tall, very thin, and his muscles were like metal.

But he hiad a very tender, patient expression in his eyes
and about his mouth.

He eame to Hazel's coffee farm to meet a rubber comisario
who was spending a weck or more there, and who had stores
alung the const.

He stood at the gate of the quinta in his rubber and rags.
[T¢ wore a tunic made of coffee bags, and this had become
ghied with rabher.  He had a band about his head, and he
carried a machete, or machictte, a kind of cutlass, as all
rubber Indians do.

Leigh was sitting on the long veranda of the quinta, talk-
ing with a ferefo, or parrot, overhead, when he first saw the
Indian.
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The figure stood beside the gatepost of the adobe wall, and
looked like a statue.  Leigh's honest face met the Indian’s
eyes with a kindly sympathy, though he did not speak a
word.

An hour passed. Leigh went into the quinta, and came
out again, but the Indian stll stoeod there. There were men
talking with the comisario under the cocoanut trees, and the
[ndian Felt his humble place n life, and was willimg to wait
his turn. .

The sun blazed over the trees.  Stil} the Indian stood at
the gate. The comisario saw him and shouted out, —

“*By and by, Apula,” and continoed his conversatioa
with the men, which was upon the politics of the country,

Another hour passed.  Leigh began to pity the poor Indian,
It scemed unjust o him to keep him waiting so long when
he was not an unwelcomne visitor, as the comisario’s words
seemed to imply. _

A large pitcher of lime water was brought out fram the
tables, and the beverage olfered to the comisario and his
friends. The drink was sugarced and iced, antl had a most
delicious appearance. The servant passed a glass of it to
Leigh. Just then Leigh happencd to look towards the gate,
and his eyes again met the eyes of the Indian in his gar-
menis spotted with rubber.

The man had waited more than two honrs now.  His face
wore the same paticent, kindly expression.  Leigh's heart was
touched; he felt the injustice of the situatien, and with a
genuine New Lingland, Thomas Jefferson impulse he went
out to the gate and held out his glass of sugared lime water
to the wayfarer,
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The Indian's cyes melied.  He bad seldom met that kind
of courtesy before. Iiven the English on the ships that
come to the coast did naot treat rubber hunters in that way.

The Indian raised his dark hand and said, —

“Gracias - - ne sed” {thanks — no thirst).

Leigh’s kindly thought of the Indian drew the attention
of the comisario.

“You arc a true Amecricah,” said the comisario to Leigh.
“Mosquito Indians are used te waiting.”  He arose and went
to the gate, and had a long talk with Apula,

As he rclurned to the seats under the cocoanut trees, he
said 1 —

“The olkd hoatman says that he will never Torget that
American boy. You have won a true heart to-day, Leigh,
for those Indians never forget a favor, and they are not used
to being served at the gate with chicZa by whiie mea.”

Leigh himsclf saw nothing out of the common in this
courtesy. 1le had been brought up to believe that his
country was the carth, and his countrymen were all man-
kind. An old [riend of his uncle's, Governor Andrew, used
to say, —

“1 Lknow not what recerd of sin awaits me in another
world, but this I do know, I never yet despiscd a man
becuuse he was poor, because he was ignorant, or becanse
he was black.” I Leigh saw any creature in need of what
he could give, he gave it, and he found more pleasure in the
act than in anything that would scrve himself.

Leigh had made an impression on Apula that the Indian
would never forget. Apula would find Leigh again. The
heart that sccks through love, has little sense of space or
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time. Apula knew well all of these mid-American countries,
and it was his calling to travel in them all.

Leigh wished to go to Nicaragua by the way of the old
road from the coast over the mountains. e had once heard
some agents of a travelling show speak of this route, of its
perils, but also of the remarkable lile of the Indians, beasts,
and birds to be met in the interior.

He talked with the rubber comisario in regard to the jour-
ney.  The collector knew it well, and he had met the Rio
Frios and other tribes of Indians on the rivers in the dis-
puted boundaries of Costa Rica and Nicaragua.

“1If you think of joining a party to the coast hy that route,
you should have engaged old Apula to bave gone with you.
There’s something singular about that old Indiamn, but he is
honest. Honor is born in some people; it is a gift of the
gods. Apulais an old boatman, and you would neced such
a guide as he after you reach the Jake country. You would
need a river guide as well as a mountain guide, with pack
mules. I would recommend Apula for any scrvice on the
coast and rivers.”

The suggestion had a singulwa cffect on Leigh. The
strange figure that he had seen at the gate seemed to enter
somehow into his imagination, and he said to himself, "If
I could have that Indian for a guide, T would be safe.”
Apula had gone to San José.



CHAPTER X1
HAZEL'S SCHOOL — IS METHODS.

" YOUNG man should have a purpose in life beyond

mere money-making,” young Hazel used to say.  This
purpose in him found expression in a school which he opened
in his own house {or the children of the peons who worked
on the coffee plantations.  To this work he hrought his father,
who had been aninstructor in a German town,

The old German schoolmaster was a disciple of the school
system of Pestalozzi and Froebel. He held that education
stands for character, and that to make the spiritual mbn is
the highest of all callings in life. e believed with Froehel,
that every child had some special gift from God, and that the
development of this gift was the sacred work of the teacher.
He was a lover of the old German authors, whoem Carlyle
especlally comniends, and greatly quoted Fichte, and that
writer's “ Way to the Blessed Life.” He followed Froebel’s
methed, and by it sought to put the principles of the Sermon
on the Mount into the conduct of the child.

Young Hazel had begun the school to which he had
brought his father. It consisted of a kindergarten for the
little children, and a lecture school for the working people,
among whom were: men of considerable intelligence. The
latter was held in the cool of the evening. It was devoted
to historical lectures, literature, morals, and music.
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Some of young IHazel’s methods in the latter school were
well adapted to the young people of a country like Costa
Rica. In music he tanght his pupils the national songs und
folk songs :of all countries, and made these the texts of his-
torical lectures.

11e was giving a course of lectures when Leigh was there,
on the noblest deeds of history.  The Frobishers were quile
intelligent on South American history; but they were s
priscd at some of the pictures which Hazel drew of the patri-
otism of the South American heroes, whaose deeds are not
widely known., Fle guve exanmiples of Southern heroes, after
the manner of Plutarch's Lives, and at the close of the serices
of lectures he required the class to answer the question,
“ Which of these heroes was the greatest 2

The class in this case decided that e most unsclfish acts
were the greatest, which showed the moral influence of his
thought training.

He made his lectures picturesque by using the narrative
style. Let me retell one of ITazel's stories, or quinta lectures,

THE BANNEK OF THE SUN.}

Tt was New Year's Day in Mcendoza, at the foot of the
high Andes. Over the city of the pampas loomed Tupun-
gato, like a very dome of the earth, white and glistening,
with the condors wheeling below at the poeint of 1he rocky
crags, but never mounting above the barren crystal heights.
The flowers were still blooming on the pampas, although it
was so late in the year, but there was cternal winter in the
sitence of the sky.

! This story first appeared in  Success,” and is used by permission.
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A company of Spanish and Creole ladics had gone into
the chapel of the carthquakeshattered church. They were
doing their benevolent work for the Army of the Andes that
was encaruped on the near pamipas,

An army officer dashed Dby on a splendid horse.  Ma-
nceuvring on the open plain stood the glittering Army of
the Andes, that might be scen threugh the lace-work of the
trees.

“Whither go they 2" asked Diefia Mira of Lois Beltram,
a wandering, mendicant friar. She knew where they pu-
posed to go, but as she looked up to the white walls of
the Andes, the feat for which they were preparing secmed
utterly impossible. _

The wandering friar was onc of the strangest men in all
history. e wasa Sam Adams or a Benjamin IFranklin of
South America.  He was (lled with the fire of Jiberty. Ile
had ceased to care for himsecll, and gave himself wholly to
the causc of the cmancipation of South America from Spain.

“Whither go they, Dofia Mira? Why do you ask? Go
they? go they? They are going into the sky, and over the
Andes, and they will descend [rom the sky like the condor,
and woe be to the prey on that day! Whither go they?
They go to the stars for the liberation of the fairest Jand
on all the earth! This ycar, Dona Mira, San Martin will
accomplish the miracle of the world, he will cause the Andes
to bow down Dbefore him, he will move the mountains, and
make South Amcrica free!l”

“ And how dost thou know, I'riar Lois Beltram ?

“Know ? because to a soul like his nothing is impossible.
LEven Hannibal crossed the Alps, and Napeleon followed
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him, and the Corsican said that ‘impossible” is the adjee-
tive of foels. Dofia, did not Ciesar sny that if Nature her-
self impeded his march, he would compel her to obey 2
These were men without (aith except in the human will
Dofia, General San Mardn has a higher faith than that
Did you ever hcar his motto of life?™

“No, Friar Beltram. What may that be? lHe will need
to follow & high motto indeed il he carries out his j_)ut’pt)&t:,
which is now plain.”

“Listen, Dona Mira. This is New Year’s Day.  The
Don San Martin's motto is a good onc for this New Year's
Day. It is this,—

“1Seras lo que debes ser, y sino no seras nada’ (Thou must
be that which thou oughtest to be, and without that thou
shalt be nothing).”

“Those are marvellous words, Triar.”

“They arc words of life. [le has made me, friar that [
am, director of the forges and arscnals.  That will unfrock
me, if I serve.  “But I am no Vulcan,” [ protested, when
he suggested this appointment; ‘T am only a wandering
monk.’

*“Then he pointed to the Andes as they rose up in the
morning sun, *Can it be done?’ he said to me. I answered,
‘Yes, Don San Martin'  Then, as his sword flashed out,
he cried, —

“TTon must be that which thou oughiest lo be —power
lies in that way!'”

Dofia Mira looked up at the Andes.

“Look, look, Doiia Mira., Those are the walls that we
are to take. We must scale the walls of God.”
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Twenty-one thousand feet the Andes gleamed above them,
and the lowest pass was twelve or more thousand feet high.
Pouring dowit Lheir sides into the semi-tropical gardens pf
balm and bloom, were the meliing torrents. The work of
the ages of the crention was there, when the volcanoes were
forges, and mountains rose from the caverns and snnk into
valleys of fire. The world of the cacti and thorny plants
was there, underncath the white walls of eternal snows.

The snow was gleaming on the high Ceordillera in blind-
ing splendor.

“ Dofia Mira, for that expedition we shall need a banner
of the sun,  Iam going o take off my frock to weld weapons.
Not the cloister, but the great valley of the fires of the
forges, where weapons are to be made to free mankingd from
chains, is to be my place of seevice.  Heaven wills it so.
Daofia, have you faith that Don San Martin can ever lead an
army over the walls of the Andes?”

“Friar Beltram, 1 have.  This year shall sce it done.”

“1 have made my New Year's resolution; it is that of
San Martin, T must be that which T ought to be, and with- -
out that / shall be nothing. T go to my forgesi™

“Friar, I will go and call my ladies, and we will make
here @ banner of the sun.  This year I will take God at idis
word, and put my faith in the heavens. Faith can cause
mountains to move, faith in man can do much, faith in God
everything. I thank thee for this New Year's motto, Friar
Beltrani.  We must be that which we ought to be, and wit-
out that we shatl be nothing.”

On the 1yth of Janunary, 1817, there was a high holi-
day at Mendoza, the bowery and beautiful city wnder the
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Andes, on the plain ol Argentina. The streets were bloem-
ing with flags. That day the whole Army of the Andes,
headed by General San Martin, who has been called the

L3

“greatest of Creoles,” were Lo march through the town, and
were to receive from the ladies o flag, 1o be borne at their
head as they were o attempt Lo march over the Andes for
the liberation of Chili and Peru.

The cannon thundered, and the thunder was echoed
back from the walls of the Andes,  San Martin swept ap
to the chapel on his charger, and the women gave him the
flag that they had made. [t was a banner with the figure
of the sun.  “Bear it up to the sun,” said Dofa Mira.

San Martin dismounted and ascended a platform in the
great square, or plaza. He waved the flag over his head
in the sunlight, and cried, —

“This is the first flag of independence that has cver been
raised for the country !”

“Vive lo Patria!"” rose from the army and the people.

“Saoldiers,” he cried, and we use his exact words, if tra-
dition may be followed, “swear to maimtain i, and to dic in
defence of it, as T now swear!”

“The army made the oath. The cannon boomed; the
musketry rolled, and was cchoed from the crags, That was
a great day of [aith for South America and the Austral
world.

Whither go they?

Over the Cordillera with the flag of the sun; the flag
of redemption for one-half of Scuth America.

On the sth of April the Army of the Andes stood on the
plain of Maipo. It had come down upon the Spaniards like
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a condor from the sky, and had won a victery. The frozen
bodies of some of the soldiers who perished in that march
over the Andes were found years afterwards on heights
where the condors had not sought them.

The morning that {found the army on the plain of Maipo
was overcast. AL Inst the heavens opened, and the sun
gleamed on the white stimmits of the high Andes and
streamed over the army. It shone on lhe flag of the sun,
San Muartin saw it and hailed it as an nmen.

“I'he enciny are ours,” said the greatest of the Creoles.

“VYes,' said Triar Beltram, ¢ the enemy are ours.”

The Spanish power in South America received its death
blow on that day. The arms made in part by Friar Lois
Beltram drove the Spaniards to the sea.

What a motto was that of San Martin for a New Year's
resolutiont  The achicvement of what men call * impossible
is but the attaimment of what is possible under the higher
law of faith.

San Martin won the independence of Chili.  The coun-
try offered him ten thousand ounces of gold as a reward,
but he refused it. "1 did not fight for geld,” he said.

He must be that which he ought to be.

FHe won the independence of Peru. The Spanish Peru-
vians offecred him the supreme power, the Incarial crown.
“T have achieved the independence of Peru,’” he said, “and 1
have ccased to be a public man.”

He went over the sea, from these republics whose inde-
pendence he had gained, — Argenting, Chill, Peru, — and
Hived an exile, and died in poverty, and ten years afterwards
was crowned dead, as it were, his remains being enthroned
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in that glorious temple of Buenos Ayres known as the tombh of
San Martin,  The Austral world can never forget the opening
of the year 1817 at Mendoza and the Banner of the Sun.

The world is [ull of disappointed men; but San Martin
in his poverty and exile was not of them.  No man will ever
be disappointed who finds his happiness in spiritual things
or in the good of athers.

IFace the Andes of lile with the motto of San Martin, the
greatest of Creoles. To live is better than to gain; to lift,
better than to lean. What is there that is not possible to
a high purpose in life?

“ Seras lo que debes sev, y sine, no sevas nada !l

*“This is not the life to which heaven is promised,” wrote
1Jr. jehnson at New Year's, on reviewing a year of irresolu-
tion. That which ocught not to be will not be; it has the
gravitation of oblivion.

Would it not be well for you to write in your diary on
January 1, 1868, — _

“ 1 oawill be that which I onghet te be, for without that I
ghall be nothing."”

Hazel led the exercises of the Songs of all Lands with a
beautiful adaptation of the supposed hymn of Columbus at

5ga i — )
“ Ave, Maris Stella,

Star forever fair,
Light of hape immartal,
In the heavealy air.
Star of stars, and Light Eternal,
Lead us on across the sea.
Salve ! salve ! we are exiles
From the world, hut not from Thee.
Salve ! salve !



HAZEL'S SCILOGL, e &1

“ Ave, Maris Stella,
Help our weak endeavor,
Till, redecraed by Jesu,
Wa are thine forever.
Star of stars, and Light Eternal,
Leat] ns an across the sea.
Satve ! sulve ! we are exiles
From (be world, but not from Thee,
Salve! salve !

“ Now 1o Gotl, all glorious,
One and Bicssed Three,
Ou the Tund and occan
Ludless glory be !
Salve ! salve !
Amen!™

He had secured a library of the books that he desired the
yaung people to read, putting DPlutarch’s Lives at the head
of the list of biography.

As a result of this reading, he required his pupils, young
and aduolt, o relate the incidents of herolsm that most
greatly interested them. They were thus lead to study biog-
raphy for the highest expressions of character in life.

In onc of these ecxercises, a pupil rclated in verse the
following tale from Amcrican-Mexican history :-—

TIHIE BROTIIERS.

k.

“Halt! Stay your guns and let me speak,
A wounded min ye need not fear;
My breath is short, my pulse is weak,
My last words shall be few — but hear !
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1L

“Twao brothers were we, Juan and 1,
But one in heart were cvers
Our home was on the plain hard by
The Rio Grande River.

My life was Juan's, and his was mine,
And other men were strangers,
*Till from the eool lands of the pine
Came dawn the Dorder Kangers ;
And then we boldly juined and leapt

Q'er the Sierra Madlre,
And down to Buena Vista swept
With them to El Salada.

IIr.

“# My bLrother had a wife and child,

And made a home for mother;

A happy houschold on him smiled,
And T was Dut a brother.

You made us prisoners — Juan and I,
And loyad fear to wakeu,

Yaou vae in five condwnned o die,
Of all the caplives taken,

We heard the general’s stern decree
Read by your chiel, IZspada,

T loaked at Juan, he looked at me —
Remember IE] Salada !

Iv.

“You put fifty sceds in a sack

From same near peon’s acres |

Of those frijoles ten were Mlack,
And doomed to death their takers,

Blindfolded then our ftes we drew,
While prayed the padre holy ;

I oped my Land my lot to view —
I'd drawn a white frijole.



THE BROTHERS.

And Juan —I saw his bandage fall,
I saw his eyelids quiver,

I saw him turn his face from all
Towards Rio Grande River;

I saw his heart beat in lns veins,
While the Sierra Madre

Gleamed oul in sunset’s golden reins —
Remember El Salada!

V.

“He shut his hand as hard as death,

And whispered, ¢« Wife, son, mother.

I touched my hand *gainst his warm hand,
As [ might touch no other;

Juan’s blood was mine, and mine was his,
Though [ was but a brother;

My veins were his and his were mine,
Ol, how 1 fell our fingers twine!

And when our hands unlocked, unclasped,
} feit a feeling haly,

In his hand was the white seed grasped,
In mine the hlack frijole. -

He sudden saw what I had done,
His white lips whispered ‘Brother I’

1 answered him in his own words,
Cf ¢ wife ! and fson' and ‘mother.?

[ looked at Juan, he looked at me,
And on us looked Espada,

I kissed Juan's hand —1] cannot 5ee —
Remember El Salada !

vI.

“P'm blind with tears—T cannot se¢ -
1 hear the clarinas singing,
And o'er the hacienda, free,
The Angelus is ringing.
T kissed the hand to which I'd given
My life for wife and mother ;

12/
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And filled my hear! a peace like Heaven
‘To hear him say * My Brother !*

He said no more, but turned his eyes
Towards the Sierra Madre,

‘Where sunset gleamed like Paradise —
Remember ¥l Salada !

VII.

# Espada rode along the line,

My hand a black sced spolted,

They led me forth al dusky eve,

'T'o face the carbines shotted,

The stroke of judgment to receive,
To mect the doom allotled.

1 felt like one who blindly treads
The holy of the holies.

They drew the black caps o’er onr heads
Who'd drawn the black frijoles.

And thon the place was still as death,
Save some far bell tower ringing,

Or passing of same spent wind’s breath,
Or lone clarina singing,

§Uno!? we heard the captain’s word ;
¢ Des ! was the dim air sobbing ?

¢ Fres!® 1 was shot — no muscle stirred —
And yet my heart seemed throbbing.

The far Red River seemed to whirl
Around me, crimson tarning,

And o'er me gleamed a cross of pear]
Amid the twilight burning.

I knew no more till midnight came,
I aped my eyes, and o'er me

The low stars shooe; the campfire’s fflame
Leaped red, a mile before me.

I rose and ran; I climbed the hills ;
Crained the Sierra Maclre;

My burning brain the memory fills —
Remember Ll Saluda !



THE TROTHIRS.

VI

“You found me 'mid the cacli coal,

Hard by the mountain willow,

My bed the shaduwy carth, a pool
Of clotied blood my pillow.

You know your orders well, and 1
Kespect them, as another;

H not a hero's death, | die
Troe-hearted as a hrother.

My brothes™s Llood s more te me
Than mive which [ survender,

I have no wife, or son, but he
Shares hearts as mine as tender.

I've laved him more than self he knows,
And on the Sievra Madve

Wy lonely grave will ope and close —
Remember El Salada !

1X.

Ay, ope my breast — make ready now;
Une — dos— wait — stand steady !
My head is fiee, and free my brow,
And Heaven is clear — ' ready.
My soul shall mount where heroes go,
From carth’s o'ershadowed portal;
God's sunset temples o'er me glow
In peace and love immortal.
Farewell, O Rio Grande's tide !
Favewell, Sierra Madre !
Mow — veudy ! — hold —
Tell —Jnan -] — died
For him at Kl Salada.

You raise your gans with trembling hands

Uno— dvs —men be heroes !
e — dos — fres ! O canthy, farewell !
Farewell, O campaneros!”

125
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X.

Three black-mouthed carbines shook the hills
Of the Sierra Madre,

The cacti there with life blood wet,

Three soldiers 1eit hehing, as set
The sun of El Salada!



CITATTER XIL
A PARTY FOR THE FORESTS,

HIS Frobishers made the acquaintance of a former con-

sular agent, a Mr. Ladd, whom we will call the Awmeri-
can. This man was about to go to the Pacific coast and to
cross the mountains with an Italian doctor to Granada, in
Nicaragua, the very ancicnt city that had been partly de-
stroyed by Walker, the adventurer.

The Italian's name was Zanoe, but we will call him the
doctor.  The Amcrican and the doctor were naturalists,
and were looking for some advantageous situation for coffec
and banana plantations, and the doctor was interested in
studying certain rare medicinal plants.

The two had engaged a Mosquito Indian te accompany
them as a guide, whom we will call the guide. The latter
had arranged to take with him some mules and dogs.

A little black Dboy, named Mio, who had landed at Port
Limon from Jamaica, and who was so timid at times that he
was called Little Afraid, and so bold at times that the weords
were given another meaning, had been engaged as a ser-
vant.

A portly Inglishman, by the name of Hebbs, wished to go
with the party.  1le was simply a natural traveller. e had
been almost everywhere; buat from his timidity one would
suppose that he had been nowhere.  He was a great-hearted,

127
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good-humored man, but he was constantly taking alarm,
Many people in different countries had suid to him, “ Mr.
Hobbs, you ought never to go away (rom home.”

“There is as much danger there as anywhere,” he would
answer, ‘ The chimney might fall down on me there, who
can tell 27 He weould laugh and say, “ The only way to get
out of the way of danger is to keep going.

He wodld sometimes give his history in this way : —

“ My father followed the sea, and his father before him,

and I like to see the world — I inherit a love of being in
motion. Am I seasick? Yes, yes, always once on a Voy-
age. But whatare a few days ol sickness to the pleasures
of a voyage! Have I ever had adventures? Ask Simple
Simon, Yes, yes; but I treat everybody just right, and feel
kindly towards all people, and my escapes are cqual to my
adventures. This is a good *world to good-hearted people.
FFolks laugh at me because 1 take care of myself, and call
me Mr. Careful and all that. But I love to sec a new coun-
try ; nothing makes mc so happy as that. "What is there so
interesting in the world as folks?”

Leigh had formed a very kindly friendship with Mr. Ladd,
the former consular agent, and when he learned of this expe-
dition to go over the mountains to old Granada, in Nicara-
gua, he wished to join it

e approached his uncle on the subject.

“I would be perfectly willing to trust you with Mr. Ladd,”
said Captain TFFrobisher, “and T have perfect confidence in
the character of ‘much afraid® Mr. Ifobbs. A man who
laughs over his mishaps as the generous FKnglishman docs,
is to be trusted ; heis a man whosc home is the world ; some
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Inglishmen are like bim; they are never content unless they
are out of doors In sbme new place,  The party seems a safe
enc. T am willing that you should jein it; but as for mce I
will take the boat from Port Limon to Greytown, and the
river boat up the San Juan to Granada, and we will meet
there.  Alonzo, will you go with Leigh or with me?”

“1 will go with you, Uncle. I am looking for coffec ports
ruther than plantations; for the article itself, after it has
been raised.  Leigh is as safe with Mr. Ladd as he cauld be
with us.  He hkes bicds and flowers, and il the royal trogon
is to be found in the forests of this part of the country, he
will find it.”

So it was settled that Leiech and Alonzo should sep-
avate here, and that Alonzo should ge with his uncle back
to Port Limon, and thence to Greytown and up the San
Juan. ‘

Mr. Ladd’'s party was to go to the coast from San José
over the route that General Casement, from the States, is now
surveying for a railroad, and thence up the coast, and over
the old Nicaragua road. The way is long and perilous.
Passengers to the Nicaraguna Lakes, from Costa Rica, go to
Punta Arenas, and up the coast to Corinto, and to Greytown
through the lakes. The way is a sate one, and takes in the
ancient cities of Nicaragua, by boat and rail, Leon, Mana-
gua, and Granadi,  New ratlways are planned along the con-
neeting points of this line, which will one day be a famous
highway of travel. The steamers from San Francisco con-
nect at Corinto with points on the TPacific coast, with Panama,
Callao, Peru, and Valparaiso, Chili, and somc of them go
around the Horn,

s
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Strangely cnough, Leigh met old Apula again at San Jasé,
He told Mr. Ladd what the comisivio had said of him.

“I will engage him as a river pilot, a second guide,” said
Mr. Ladd. * Our guide is a Mosquito Indian”

Leigh sought and fonod the Iadian again in San Josc.

Apula acecpted Mr. Ladd’s proposal with dancing eyes.

The way was to be by Punta Arenas on the Gulf of
Niceya, the Gulf of Pearls, and although it was less casy than
by the way of the sen, Corinto, Leon, and Managua, it would
reveal to the travellers the primitive country,  They could
thus reach Rivas, and go to Granada by the lake, or go
directly to Granada by slow journcys vader carelul guides,

To find Granada over this perilons way, they left the coast,
and were soon in the virgin forests, and a new life indeed
began to open before them.

Their principal guide coulkd speak both Iinglish aud Span.
ish, as he had scen service on the English trading ships at
the docks. He had met Apula before, and the two were
friendly.

Apula at first talked but little with Leigh, but he sought to
be near him. His first introduction to Leigh, as his special
friend, was made in four English words, —

“ My heart knows you,”

1Te laid his hand over his heart, in a humble way. The
next day he added four more English words to his expres-
sion of friendship, —

“ [ he near pon. ™



CIIATITLER XIII
THE WONDERS OF ‘LIIE FOREST REGIN.

IT was an odd party, the old Inglish gentleman, who rode
on a mule, the Ttalian explorer and doctor, the principal
guide, the American Itravcllcr, Leigh, and the Mosquito
Indian guide, Apula, and his cargo mule.  They were going
into a land of woender, the mountain-shadewed byways of
Costa Rica and Nicaragua, and the surprises only a few miles
from Sun José began te appear. Leigh found himself in a
new, strange world.  After leaving the coast, the wonders of
the forest began.

Beyoud the brushwood, which grew where the forests had
been cul down, opened a vast aerial botanical garden.  The
trunks of the great trees were enclreled in fernsy and the
limbs were hung with gorgeous orchids, fit to be the palace
ol the royal bird of the Aztees.  Lianas ran across the ways,
and made a network of gorgcoﬁs clooms, in whose reofs and
rooms surprises ol birds, animals, and insccts constantly
appeared.

Parrots in pairs here seemed love making. Tanagers in
black and red drew after them the eye.  Insccts darted hither
and thither, like flowers or gems of the air.  Queer beetles
caused Leigh to step aside and to ask questions of the
Mosquito guide, to reccive the same answer always: -

I3l
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“No, se, Schor.,”  Bugs, with protective resemblances,
which fooked Jike the plant whose lttle world they ocenpied,
were pointed out by the quick-cycd Ttalian doctor, here and
there. IHairy spiders, which Leigh took for tarantulas, ran
out of the footway, but left fearful suggestions in our young
traveller’s mind.

The old English gentleman was terrified at every new
abjeet, and constantly said, —

“L am glad T am on a mule, as hard as is the saddle.”

His happiness in this respect was destined to be disturbed,
when the forests began lo reveal the inhabitonts in the tree-
Lans,

One of the first surprises which greatly terrified the old
Linglish gentleman was when the Mosquito Indian cried out, ---

* De armie is coming — it devour everything before it

“What is that?” asked the Luglishman.

“He means the ecitons,” said the American.

“What are those?" asked the lnglishman. “They do
not devour people, I hope.” '

“ Not until they have bled them,” said the Italian.  Here
they come, thousands of them, with their generals in front
and ambulances in the rear.”

“You alarm me without cause,” said the linglishman, “I
see no army anywhere.”

He loaked upinto the arcades of hanas, leaves, and blooms.

A monkey sat grinning at him there. When he looked
down again, the earth around him seemed crawling.  All the
dust appeared te ke in motion, like the earth-waves at an
carthquake.

“The army ant,” said the Mosquito.
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Grasshoppers, spiders, inscets, and small birds were flying
hither and thither. The insects were Jcaping into the air, to
cscape the ants, and the birds were catching them as they
leaped.

The Englishman stopped his mule and cried out, —

“My heyes!” (cyes)

The ants caught the insects in their way, tore them to
picces, and sent their remains to the rear, which scemed to be
a kind of baggage-train.

The [talian made a fire in the way, and the whole party
stopped to see the army pass.

I.cigh went to the Englishman and leaned on the saddle.

“See there,” said the Englishman, “how much some ani-
mals know.  See those spiders climbing the bushes. They
will escape — how fast they got”

But no, they did not ecscape. The ccitons ran up the
bushes after them.  They ran to the end of the twigs. The
ccitons followed them. They were obliged to drop to the
carth into the army.  The ecilons seized and devoured them,
and added them to their spoil,

“That is too bad,” said the Englishman, “TIt is the first
time that I ever pitied a spider.”

“The army of the anis is not more merciless than human
armics have heen,” sadd Leigh.

The army was marching on. It passed.

There was onc spider that cscaped in view of the Eoglish-
man and Leigh, Tt wove a sille thread out of itself, as it
gseemed, and hung suspended between the carth and the
bush, until the army had gone by, when it lowered itsclf to
the desolate track of the mareh, evidently rejoicing,
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“ See what prudence can do,"” said the Englishman. “This
is a queer world, I wander what [ will sec next?  Suppose
an army of Dbeasts, or snakes, ar sumcthing that no once ever
heard of before, should come upon us, as the ants came
upon the insects. I begin to wish 1 hadn’t come.  Who can
tell where that Mosquito Indian may lead us? ™

Monkeys were gibbering m the trees.

“They never form an army, do they, Seor Mosquito,
and fall upon unprotected travellers?”

The guide laughed at being addressed in this queer way.
Fle had probably never been called “ Sefior 7 belore.

An army of curious monkeys filled the trees, a city of
them. Parrots of splendid plumage gathered with them,
There were monleys and parrots everywhere.

With them somce trogons appeared, their metallic Justres
gleaming in the stray sunbcams.

“ Suppose they were ali to fall upon us at once,” said the
Englishman, “and that the suakes should unite with them,
what would happen?”

* Do you want to know ¢ " asked Leigh.

“Well, no; what would happen, Sceitor Mosquito? ”

“ No, se,” said the man from the coast.

“I will show you,"” said the [Englishiman.

He held up his pistol and fired a blank cartridge into the
aur.

Erupit— evasit. In a minute not a monkey was to be
seen,  The parrots rose up into the blue air without further
remarks.  There was a dead silence everywhere, The only
living intclligence Ieft in the tree-tops were two trogons, who
mounted lazily to high wood, and trusted to fate for protection.
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The male was a beautiful bird.  I.eigh desired to secure it
alive, and asked Sefior Mosquito if it could be donce.

Apula shook his head.

“ T will ind you a handsomer one higher up,” he said.

“Iligher up?”

The ficld for the study of trogons, higher up, was indeed a
wide one. How grand the mountains Joomed in the sunny
air! The [forests were growing morce lofty and sombre.
Leigh, like the Englishman, wondered as to what surprise
would meet them next.



CHAVTER XIV.
AN ARMY OF PIGS — BITTEN BY A JIGGER.

Hi question had not long been asked as to what new
surprise awaited onv travellers, when the Mosquito guide

said, < Fark!" '

The Englishman deew his rein, and the mule was never
slow to obey that order.

There was heard a savage socund as of teeth.

" My heyes!™ said the Englishman, “what is that 2™

“The ward,” said the Mosquito.

“ And what are the wari?” _

“Tigs,” said the American, “wild pigs; look yonder.”

There scemed to be from filty to a hundred pigs in a
company, turning hither and thither, as though hung on
wires.

“What makes them go in companies ?” asked the English-
nian.

“To protect themsclves from the jaguar,” said the Mos-
quito.

“There are no jaguars in these forests, I hope,” said the
IEnglishman.

“Yes, i the trees.”

“In the trees? What is to prevent themy from jumping

down ?*
130
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“ Mo se,” said the Mosquito, shrugging his shoulders.

The Englishman began to carcfully scan the free-tops.
Lach huge macaw that wriggled its tail in a far vista sug-
gested the jaguar.

“The jagear walches [or the pigs,” said the Mosquito.

“Tle fubls Tvom the tree, breaks the neck of one of the
wari, and runs up the tree again, leaving the pig to die
When the pigs have run away he comes down the tree again
and cats the one whose neck he has bioken,”

“He never lalls upon a mule 2™ asked the Englishman.

“ Mo se,” responded the Mosquite, leaving much to our
portly L[ricnd’s imagination.

“He might fall upon a Dboy, if he were to stray away
alone,” continued the Mosquito.

“1Ie means you,” said the Englishman.  “I would advise
you to wall ncar the mules. T don’t care to see one of thosc
animals outside of a menagerie.”

“Iverything is a menageric here,” said the Indian, “and
we all seem to be in the condition of lon tamers in a cage.”

“ But what shall we do when it comes dark ?” asked the
Eoglishman.  “Ants that devour everything, spiders, and
some of them may be tarantulas — who knows? — wild pigs
in droves, and jaguars, and what next? Mozo, say, Sefior
Mosquito, what will we do when we lie down tonight?”

“CQuen sabe,” said Mozo, the Sefior Mosquito,

“1 couldn’t slecp a wink,” said the Englishman, T would
he afraid that T would wake up dead.”

“VYou will sleep,” said the Ttalian. “No one ever rode o
mule ten houwrs witheut sleeping.  Every bone in your body
will cry out for sleep before the sun gocs down, and you will
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go to sleep, even though a jaguar be shaking a near trec
top.  Build wp a fire, and it will be the jaguars that will lie
awalke.” i

They made them camp for the night,

Tor a time all was quiet save the humming of inscets in
the sunsct trees,

“Mozo !

It was the Englishman who calleld out in an anxious voice,

The guide answered, “ What, Sciior?”

‘ Are there snakes in this country ?”

“¥Yes, Sefior; there are coral snakes here, so [ have
heard, and red blood snakes.”

It was carly cvening, and in the tropics the world wakes
at night. TFireflics, night butterflics, gleamed in the Lrces;
the air seemed allve,

““There arc deadly centipedes in some places,” said the
goide. “ They will not harm you, for all their hundred legs
full of poison, if you will only lie still and lct them run over
you."”

“But if you don’t lic still, they bite,” said Little Afraid.

“What happens then ? 7 asked the Euglishman.

“You put tobacco on the bite, and you curl up, and you
never say no more.”

The Englishman rose ap io his hammock, shaking the trces
30 as to bring down a shower of Mooms and inscets.

“The tarantulas are as bad as the centipedes,” said Little
Afraid, “and the scorpions are as bad as any."

“What makes all these things have stings and poisons in
them, Mozo?"”

# No se”
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1 can't sleep,” said the Englishman; “all the air secems
buzzing. There's a buzzing in the trees above,”

“Heavens! what is thas 2"

A dismal sound echocd from the well palms,

“Fhat’s an howl!' said the American.

“An owl?”

“No, an howl.”

*“ What should make an animal howl like that?”

There was a silence.  The cry as of woe was repeated.

" Mozo, what is that animal 7”7

“It is a monkey, Sefior.”

“What makes him howl]?”

“ Ao se, Sciior."”

The night brightened into a dusky glory. The valley
secemed 2 ghost land of palus.

The camp had become silent.  Iach one wus sleeping, or

+

on his way te sleep, in casy hammocks. The alarm dog had
ccased to bark, when suddenly a powerful voice startled all.

“Mozo!"

“What, Sefior? ™

*1 am as good as dead now. I have been bitten., I can
feelit. Mozo, get up!”

The guide reluctantly left his hammeck.

*(Qh, it is nothing but a mosquito,” he said.

“But I haven't been bitten teere,”
“1 have been bitten under my blanket. Hurry and look!

said the alanned man,

Time is precious!”
The Knglishman rolled back his blanket and revealed his

leg.
“Therc is a spot there,” said the guide.
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“A spot?! A death wound, —it burns like firc. Do you
suppose it was a tarantuli that did it, or a scorpion or what ?"

« Little Afraid, you get up and look; you have lived on
the coast.”

* Prink seme brandy,” said the doctor.

“ Pat soie tobaceo juice on the wound,” said the American.

“How docs it look?" asked the afflicted man of Little
Alraid. _

“T know whal it is,” said l.attte Alraid.

“What?! Not a snake?"”

“No,” said Little Afraid, turning his head as though it
was hung on a pivot,

" A centipede?”

“No, Scior, not that; therc is only onc spot, and that is
a good onc.”

“A good one?”

“ A red one; it is growing.”

“It i not a tarantula that has bit me ?"”

“ No, Sefior, not a tarantula.  You would be all jerky-like,
if it was that."

“Then, you young rascal, why don’t you tell me what it is,
and not keep me here suspended between life and death ¢
How Jong have T to live?”

“As long as you can, Seiior.”

“ It is gone in to make its nest there.”

“What ! into my leg?”

“Yes, Sefior, it lays its eggs there; then it swells.”

“What swells 27

“The spot swells.”

“What made the spot? You young rascal, what is it?
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Why don't you tell me what itis? 1 can feel it now.  FThe
pain is running up my leg.  Answer, don’t keep me waiting,
— what shall T do,— whatisit? If youknow, why dun’t you
tell?2 T might as well be told the truth first as last, — what
isit? Oh, ohl—whatisit?”

“1tis a figger”

The guide sunk into his hammock again. The American
said, —

 Buenos nocke,” and the ltahian “Adios?”

Little Afraid hell his nose to keep from laughing, and the
poor traveller, with the jigger intent on nest making, groaned
and asked, —

“Are there any more of them in this country 2™

The negro boy assured him that the land was full of
them, and they sometimes made 2 sore. The boy talked
sleepier and sleepier, and amid 2 humming in the air, like

tropical ocean waves, all fell asleep.



CHHAPTER XV.
THE WOUNDED MONKEY,

HE white-fuced monkey has traits and habits that are

very human. It has a strong love for its young, and it
is a tender sight to sece the little monkey mother nursing her
young in the leafy covers of the trees,

The Italian doctor, after a noon sicsta in a thick wood
where the party had rested from the heat, looked up into
some thick limbs and saw a monkey nursing her little one.
Yiclding to curtosity and to a bratal impulse, which somec-
times overcomes the humanc feclings ol even an intelli-
gent man, he lifted his pistol and fred a shot at the little
mother.

The poor monkey dropped into the lower boughs, pititully
screaming, but clasping her little one to her breast.

Her blood was fowing, and when she saw it she cricd
again, and more closely clasped her little one.

The party was aroused by the pistol shot, and the monkey
locked towards them pitifully and reproachfully,

“ What did you do that for?" asked the linglishiman, who
had a heart worthy of membership of a humane socicty.

] don't know; it came over me to do it,"” saild the doclor.
“I'm sorry; it did me ne good.”

The monkey dropped to the ground, still holding her young.

1z
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She dragged herself away at a little distance, faint, bleeding,
and erying, and ticd o run up some lianas near, but was too
weak.  She now scemed looking about for some particular
leaves or plants. She moved herself to a certain bush,
pulled from it some leaves, and put them into the bleeding
wound. '

“Fam sorry that I did that act,” said the doctor.  “ That
monkey has the instinet ¢f a physician.  See how she is try-
ing to heal herself. T would go to her and try o help her if
it would not scare her.”

She lay gasping for a time, with her little one still trying
to nurse at her breast.

Suddenly she started up and tried again to raisc herself on
a liana, but she had not the strength.

She tumed ber eyes towards the party, as if asking
for pity and bhelp. She trembled, hugged her little one
closely, then dropped to the carth, uttered a little wail and
died.

“T shall never forget those eyes,” said the Iinglishman.
“They were as near human as any beast’s could be, T am
an old traveller; but T have never lost my heart in sceing the
world. T wouldn't have shot that monkey for a {ortune.
What is it in hwman nature that can make @ man desire Lo take
the life of any innocent thing?  Daoctor, excnse me; it was
the right of that monkey to enjoy the sunshine, the air, the
trees. It was the right of that little baby monkey, which
will dig, to have its mother. I have travelled in India; I am
no Brahman or Buddhist; I have little regard for a system that
degrades men and enslaves women; but T am an Fast Indian
in the principle that all harmless life is sacred to God.  Tao
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kill a monkey Like that without a purpoese is murder. To
put out life, except to protect life, is wrong. Iixcuse me,
Doctor.”

“My friend,” said the doctor, *you are right. I quite
agree with you.”

“What made you do it ? " askaed the questioner, in o philo-
suphical sense,

“The beast that remains within me.  Man has not yet be-
come o full human being.  The tiger is still in the cat. The
kitten that parrs so lovingly in your laps still holds Lhe -
stinct to torture a mouse.”

“Will tire time ever come when that instinet will be climi-
nated from the huinan heart?”

“1It is so in India to-day,” said the lLinglishman; “but by
the influence of superstition. We should put into our reh-
gion the best that is in all religions, and Christianity should in
part follow Indian cult in the principic of the sacredness ol
auimal life, Al animals thar are harmiess, or can be made
50, should be spared, not only for their own good, but {or our
own good.  Doctor, per would have been a better man had
you not killed that poor lititle monkey”

As they were leaving the place, there was 2t shadow in the
air. Something came dashing down through the trees. A
huge bawk seized upon the poor baby wonkey and rose,
obliquely, and drifted away.

“The hawle is our brother,” sid Mr. Ladd, the American,
who hunted. *“Most people need more kindergarten cduca-
tion. Froebel tanght the brotherhood of little children and
animatls, and brought the birds into his schoolroom.  There's
a better day coming to all this blind world !
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The doctor had nced to go back to the Golden Age ol
Guatemala and learn some lessons ol the vanished Quetzal-
coatls. No one, e, would have killed a monkey. Why do
humane ideas advance, and then retreat again?

L



CHAPTER XVI.

THE ROYAL TFAMILY OF TROGUNS —LREIGII FINDS A TROGON
RESPLENDENS,

I_JEIGH'S purpose to find a quetzal, the bird of the Mexi-
can deity, and the national emblem of the state of
Guatemala, seemed now likely to be fulfilled. There were
trogons everywhere. They mingled with Rocks of other
birds, possibly for protection.

Leigh made daily inquiries about them and their habits,
and was told that they “fed upon the wing”  This conld
hardly be so, except in the case of insccts, for he saw them
often lazily gathering fruit on the trees,

One day he discovered two splendid trogons directly over
his head, in a woody arcade. They were green, and the
male had a reddish-brown breast, which was not Lhe fery
crimson that he had expected to sce. But the lustres ol the
superb bird, the so-calted *“featherad snake,” were melallic,
and the four tall feathers had the sume huwe. The femade
bird was an idecal of loveliness, thongh her plumage was not
as “royal’ as that of the male.

“ A quetzal,” said Leigh to the Mosquito.

“ Ay, ay, a quetzal; a trogon, call him the splendid tro-
gon,” said the guide.

Leigh's heart beat. Ife studicd the indolent crenture,

146
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perched amid the orchids.  There was the golden green, of
which he had read, the prinurose and amber lustres, buat not
the vivid ruby red. Nor was the tail curved, nov two feet
long.  The rounded crest of filamentous feathers had not
the imperial appearance that he had scen i pic'turcs. He
recalled seeing such o bird in the collection of stuffed trogons
in the Boston Muscum of Natural History, and that it was
given a very conspicuous place among the splendid trogon
family, of which there are in all some fifty or more species.

*“Was that the Indian bird 77 asked Leigh of the Mos-
quito, who did not comprehend.

* Ay, ay, the royal bird,” said the guide. “ Quetzalcoat],
the god, sent him forth. It was death to kill him in the okd
times, and only the chicfs were allowed to wear his teathers,
Quetzaltepee, the chieltain, was named for him.”

“But,” said Leigh, “he does not loock quite as splendid as
I had expected. Arve you quite sure that that is a royal
trogon ¢ "’

“They call it the splendid frogon,” said the Mosquito, in
Spanish.  “T never saw a more splendid bird than that, did
you ?”

“No,” said Leigh, *The [ringed cape of feathers that
partly cover his wings is the richest plumage that T ever
saw.”

“Some call him the peacock trogon,” said the guide,

“Could you capture him? " asked Leigh of the Mosquito,
in much exeitement.

“Yes, yes," suid the Mosquite.  ** What will you pay me
if Twill?"” ‘

A pound for the pair,” said Leigh.
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“You shall have them,” said the Mosguito, though he only
in part comprehended what Leigh had said,

“They may fly away,” said Leigh.

“No, no,” said the Mosguito. “I'vogons don’t fly about
much in the heat of the day.”

“1 must have them both alive,” said Leigh.

“ You shall have them alive,’
iug the condition.

“ And the plumage must not be broken.”

“Nbp, no,” said the Indian.  “The feathers of the trogon

"said the Indian, comprehend-

come oft casily. They must be handled with cave. It is no
easy thing to stuff those birds, the feathers fit them solightly.
Splendid feathers grow in light seil.  Butl, wmon ami, conrage,
you shall have them both for that one pound that you prom-
ised, and not a feather shall be broken.”

Leigh looked up to the male bird with the fussy crest.
With all of his splendor, he had not the attraction of his
lovely mate.

“It would do me good to hold that dovelike wife of his in
my hand,” said Leigh.  “How can I eaurry them away 2

“Buy an openwork basket of the Indians in the market-
place of some village, and cover the top with cloth —a large
basket,” said the guide.

“What could 1 feed them with #” _

“Oh, fruit — any kind of fruit, all kinds,  They will be
contented and happy as long as they are together.”

How was the Indian to capturc these beautilul Dirds
among the high orchids ?

“You will have to go away from here,” said the Indian.

“Why?" asked Leigh
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“That I may capture the birds,”
“ But you do not capture birds by going away from them?”
“Yes, yes; ay, ay, I capture soine birds in that way."”

The Indian went to a pack mule. He took from it a
bottle of chicha, of the strongest kind, in which were some
native bevries like cherries.  The berries looked very bright
and tempting. They were a Juxury that the arriero carried
with him for the needs of exhavstion ; they had a reputation
as a stimulant.

He took some of the red berries and laid them down in
view of the two birds under the trees, and walked away.

“Will the birds come down to ¢at them ?” asked Leigh.

“Ay, ay.”

“But the woods are lull of berries.”

“But not of that kind,” said the guide. “The trogon
knows that berry as soon as he sees it, and he will seize upon
it as soon as he is left to do so.”

“ But he will not cat the herries when he tastes the alco-
hal,” said I.eigh to the guide.

“CWall and sce, amzge, — wait and sce. Those berries are
sweeler than sagar, and the aleohol gives the sweetness a
sting.  The bird loves strong berries, as well as sweet ones.
The two birds will make a feast of the berries in a llttle time.,
They are dropping down to the lower Hinbs of the trees now.,
Sce the blossoms fatl.  That male hird is a beauty, Ilcis
as good as caught now.”

The ITndian was right.

The male hird with a wave of his beautiful plumes dropped
upon the ground. The female bivd followed him.  Leigh
watched the two with intense excitemient.
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They devoured the souked berrics greedily.  The alcohel
did not seem to be distasteful to them.,

After cating the berrics, they did not rise.  They scemed
dazed and stood there. Then the male bird spread out its
wings helplessly, and sunk upon the ground, and the female
bird gave a little flutter and fcll down beside him.

Leigh started to go to him.

“Walit a little,” said the Indian.  “ Deon’t go too soon, lest
they flutter and Dreak their plumage.  T.et me go and find a
basket. You can buy a larger basket when you come to a
village."”

Leigh waited. The birds Autlered a little and then lay
still.

The Indian went away and came back Dbringing a basket
with a cover, and handed it to I.cigh,

“There ave the birds,” be said, pointing,

T.eigh went up to them ansd ook up the supposed royal
birds, as they Iay on the sandy twrf dead drunk. e put
them into his basket.

“They will open their cyes when they awake,” said Leigh,
"and find that their world has grown less.”

“That is the way with folks in that condition,’

said the
guide.

“Yes, yes,” said the good Englishman, who had come
to view the curious scene, :mnd who had heard the last
remarle.

“The world grows less to all creatures who do net learn
ta curb their appetites and passions.  Toor birds, I pity yc
when ye wake up. Uve pitied ereatures like you bhefore.,
What are you going to do with them, Leigh 27
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*Take them back to the States.  We have a bird-house at
home.”’

“You will find that no easy matter, my boy.”

“They will be worth the care,” said Leigh.

“There are few collections of living birds that have the
royal bird of the Aztees, the bird of the gods, in their num-
her.”

“To you think that those are the real birds of the tem-

ples?”

“Yes,” said Leigh. “Trogons resplendens.”

“ All trogons resplendens are not royal quetzals,” said the
Englishman.

“But look at the crown on this one’s head, and the fringed
feathers on the wings, and the red breast,” said Leigh.

“But the breast is not carmine,” said the Englishman. 1
thought that the tail of the quetzal was much longer, and
that it was barred and curved, and of variegated lustres.
This male bird has too many plumes in his tail.  Are you
quite sure that this is the bird that you have been scek-
ng?”

“So the Indian says, and he should know.”

Leigh stood in the shadow of the glimmering trees, and
studied the lustres of the jewelldike plumage of the helpless
bird.  All the fcathers on the body were soft as silk, and
they scemed to have been dipped in jewels, ITow delighted
Captain Frobisher would be when he saw this living treasure :
this gem of the woods, wearing the Justres of the sun !

Tn a few hours Leigh looked into the baslet to find that
the birds had revived. They seemed very much surprised,
and to be wondering at what had happened.  Their beaks
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were of a bright yellow, Lcigh put seme luscious fruit into
the basket, and left it there. _

He dreamed that he secured a treasure of the temples of
the gods, whose ruins he would see in Lake Nicaragua and
in Guatemala.

They journeyed slowly into the mountains, rising as it were
an stone steps out of green forests into the clear regions of
the sky.  But, alas, for the royal trogons! One morning
Lecigh arose from his hammock, to hear hundreds ef tro-
gons calling, but A royal birds werc both dead. He care-
fully removed their feathers.

He was Dbitterly disappointed. Apula saw it, and touched
him on the shoulder, and said ; —

“Those were no true bivds. [ know — I will find you the
true bird some day-—-some day. Apwa will not forgel
My heart is yours.”



CIIAPTER XVII.
THE JAGUAR IIUNT.

ITH the party went a curious dog, which was called

an “alarm dog,” hccause he always barked when he
saw anything that other eyes did not see. In the still nights
he was constantly giving an alarm, which made our nervous
English traveller very restless.  After seeing the army of the
ants, the pigs, and being told of the jaguar's habits, under
the name of the cougar, his nervous fears grew, and he had
suspicions of every bush,

One night, when they were encamped, he heard what
sounded like a child crying in a pavilion-like cluster of trees.
e started up and roused Leigh. |

“ What's that, boy ?"" he asked in a tremor.

“Ttis a cry of distress,” said Leigh.

“Mozo,” said the Englishman, “ Mozo, hello, wake up.
There’s some one in distress, crying in the wood yonder. 1
have heard it a dozen times.”

“’That’s nothing,” said the guide. * We must have sleep
we have a hard journey before us for the morrow.” H:
turned in his hammock, and was lost to all cries of distress.

“1 can’t slcep with that sound in my ears,” said the good
hearted LEnglishman.

The Italian doctor was now awake.

153
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* Doctor,” said the Englishman, “ you are younger than L
(Go out to the trees yonder and leok around.  There’s a child
lost there.”

The Italian rolled out of his hammock, and, taking his gun,
went out into the moonlit air.  The night was still now; the
trees were glistening with dew and emitted a resinous ador.
The near mountains looked like shadows in the air

It came again —that pititul cry. The place where they
were encamped was called a quebrada.

The doctor with a light tread stole up the side of the
quebrada towards the tall, tent-like trees, whence the sound
had come. He entered the cluster and suddenly emerged,
and hurried bacle to the glen of the hammacks.

“What have you seen ? ' asked the Englishman.

“T hab seen de debil,” said the ltalian, forgetting-his ling-
lish accent.

The Englishman started np.

“ You have? —you mean something that has an evil spirit.
But no evil thing cries like that.”

“There was something in the branches of the trees,
stretched out long. It has eyes like fire.”

Our goad friend’s, the Lnglishman’s, cyes began to glow.

“ What a horrible place this ist Mozo, arvicro, Mosquite,”
he called.  “Wake up, the evil oire has been seen in the lrees,
crying like a child! Wake up!”

The guide now sat up. .

“What do you think it is?”

“A puma,” said the guide. The puma is the South
American lon.

“What is that?” asked the Englishman.
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“ A cougar,” said the guide.

“A painter” (panther), answered the American. * It is
nothing but a cat.”

“What is it doing ?™ asked the Iinglishman.

“Watching,” said the Ttalian.

*But [ do not want to be watched by a cat like that! T:
the puma, cougar, and painter all one cat?™

“One name for the same cat,’ said the American.

“Tt must he an awful cat Lo have so many names; T'v
seen pictures of the animal in natural bistory books.”

1t is a jaguar,” said the doctor, “a Aelis once. The pums
is a wrong name for him —a felis onea.”

“That souuds more awful than all the rest.  That is the
animal that leaps upon a wild pig and breaks his back.”

“ He leaps upon an animal from the trees, and breaks hi:
neck by twisting his head around,” said the American,

“ I wouldn't want to die ke that,  Mozo, go out and tak:
a shot at him.”

“Wait until marning,” said the guide.

“Will he wait too ? " asked the Englishman.

“Yes, yes.”

“Then T couldn’t sleep a wink more,” said the Englisl.
man. “Sowmctimes I wish that I hado’t come.”

“le bas a beautiful skin,” said the guide, “yellow
covered with rosettes.”

“ With black vings with spots in the middle of them,” sai
the doctor.  “The antmal has more spoks than names.”

“1 would like Lo have his skin to send home for a Chris
mas present to my daughter,” said the Eoglishman.

“1 would write to her that IT-—no, that my party shot i
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and she would hang it up in the hall, and I could always
look upon it with pride, and tell my fricads how we hunted
it, and made an adventure of il. Mozo, I have heard of a
jaguar hunt; I will give you two pounds for that animal’s
Jeide”

The arriero was awake now, his cyes, too, shone. Ilc
rolled from his hammock, lit a torch, and examined his gun.

“IFollow me,” he said; “all go.”

He went towards the high thicket.

The morning was breaking.  The woods resounded with
the screams ol the parrots and the songs of birds.  There
was a gleam on the momtain tops, and a [resh odor, as of
dewy blooms, everywhere.

The guide began to hend low as he came to the thickets.
The rest of the party followed his example, hardly knowing
why they did so, for they saw nothing. The Englishman
followed last.

“Is the jaguar a very Jarge antmal?” he asked of the
American,

“Almost as hig as a tiger,” said the American. *‘le
could carry you off in his mouth, so [ bave read — some of
them are so Jarge that they can carry oif a sheep.”

“ T wouldn't want to {21l 1o with one alone,” said the Eng-
lishman. “Tn the lorest the animal has the vight of way,
and I would grive it to him.  What docs he live on? 7

“Monkeys,"” said the American.

“¥You don't say that,” said the Lnglishman. “Monkeys,
monkeys. Gramercy, T would rather have his skin than
him.”

The guide was now in the wood, under the tall trees. The
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crack of his ritle shook the air, and caused a cloud of purrots’
wings to risc,

Something fcll. The Englishman turncd, and leaped
hack towards the quebrada. “I'm so slow,” he said

There was a hattle in the bushes, and the American
stepped back.

A beautiful animal with a terrible face rushed out of the
thicket. Ie was leaping as though wounded, but he came
in the direction of the quebrada.

The knglishman beheld him, and onc look at his open
mouth and maddened eyes caused him to leap about in the
greatest terror,

“ Shoot ! ericd the guide to the Tonglishman.

“ Shoot him yourscll,” cried the lunglishman, “ for heaven's
sake, shoot, gshoot 1

Just then the animal rashed into the space between the
guide and our Inglish friend, The guide raised his gun,

“ilolt! holt!” cried the Iinglishman, “don’t shoot me !’

The LEnglishman turned vround and round, as the anima
rushed by him almost on to the barrel of his gun,

What a beantibu! creature he was with his yellow skin an
black rosettes.

He leaped down the quebrada, then up the other sidd
leaving a trail of blood behind. The animal was woundec
The guide rushed after him.

“TFollow!” he cried. Al saw the animal's hopeless cas.
and hurried on after the guide,

The jaguar, for so it was, and not a puma, ran with gre:
force, but lmping, into an adjoining wood, when a marvello
thing happened. In the middle of the wood was a cle.
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lake, and on its margin was a tapiv drinking. The animal
looked like a great hog or a little clephant.  She had a little
one with her, which caused her to pause when she heard the
hunters coming.

The jaguar van through some thick bushes on the bank of
the stream, then into some reedy grass, near the hittle tapir.
He sunk down for a moment, then gave a leap, and fell upon
the back of the tapir, which now tricd to run away.

But the hunters were on one side and the lake or pond
on the other, and the frightened animal rushed inte the
pond with the jaguar on her back., She was soon in deep
water,

“Tire!” said the guide to the Ttalian.

The Italian took aim at the jaguar and discharged his
rifle.

The animal sprang forward and relled over into the water,

The guide levelled his gun at the tapir.

“Spare her for the sake of her young,” said the American.

“Well, we have killed the jaguar,” said the Englishman.
*The next thing will be to get him ocut of the pond.”

This was not difficult. The beast Hoated at first, and then
was easily dragged ashore.

It had been wounded in the foreleg, under the breast.
It had scemed to have felt its helplessness, and to have
sought to use the tapir's legs for its own

The skin was very heautiful. The Fnglishman paid Lhe
promised twe pounds to the guide, rolled up the skin to send
to England, as a trophy of thc achicvemcnts of the party
with wlich he hunted. We hardly think that he would have
claimed more than his share in the hunt, for, although he
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was a very careful man, he had deep respect for honor and
truth, and was also so kind-hearted as to say: —

It seems a pity to kil an animal that could reason like
that.  Buty,” he added, I would not have liked to find
my legs in that cal's mouth, that painter, puma, couvgar,
juguar cat—thal is too much of a cat.”

[ndeed it was.  All these names may be applied Lo tigers
of the same family, but they are not all of the same kind,
certainly not the puma,

They were now far on ther way to the lake.

They occasionally met in the forest a Rio Frio Indian,
Some of these were very friendly, some very reserved and
shy.



CHAPTER XVIIL
THE LOST INDIAN BARBIES OF RIO FRIO— ZAPATERA.

“"TYHE bad Indians of the Rio Ifrio!” Such is not an

uncommen appellation of a tribe of Indians who
shun the face of white men, and have become the deadly
enemy of the immigrating Iluropeans.

But the Rio Frio Indians did not always bear the bad
reputation ameng the white people that they now have.
They were a simple tribe, living happily among the india-
rubber groves, hunting peaceably, and drifting on their dug-
out canocs or burnt-oul canoes of the trunks of the great
mahogany or other giant trees. In their huts, made proba-
bly of cane and roofed with grasses or palms, they raised
their families of children in primitive simplicity, were minis-
tered to by their wives, and were proud of the beauty of
their babies.

For these babies were very pretty, and the delight of the
huts under the river palms,

The india-rubber trade was carried into this quiet region,
and some of the traders were altracted to the simple homes
by the beauty of the little children, especially of the babies,
with their olive faces, black luminous eyes, and cunning
features.

The followers of the traders began occasionally to steal
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one or more of these doll like babies, and carry them to the
cities on the Jakes and the river San Juan, and give them
away.

But it was soon found 1hat these charming littie ones of
the rubber groves, like cespecially attractive monkeys and
parrots, had a market value, A Rio Frio baby was a
deligghtfu]l pet for a rich family to hold, and when it grew
up, and was no longer desirable on account of its beauty,
the captive became a useful servant. For this cause the
stealing uf Indian babies became commeon.

But how did the Indian families regard the loss of these
beautiful children, the babics that were their honscheld
treasures ?

The people whao captured these bright-cyed beauties spoke
of them as though they had the same kind of right to them
as they would have had to young meonkeys. To them the
robhery was nothing more than that of a bird’s nest. The
stolen treasure was only * an Indian baby.” *“ Come here and
let me show you what I have bought for the patio,” such a
housewite would say; “it is an Indian baby from the Rio
I'rio; isn't he a littie beauty?”  The visitor would be taken
to it amid the monkeys, parrots, and song-birds, to witness its
cunning ways as it lay in the lap of seme negro nurse.

But the conduct of these Indians towards the explorers
suddenly changed. The india-rubber traders began to be
exposed to poisonous arrows sholb by invisible foecs from be-
hind the great trunks of the trees and webs of lianas. The
adventurer who wandered off alone in the Rio IFrio was
likely to come to a tragic end.

Suddenly the Rio Frio natives began to be called “bad "™

M
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Indians in the coast cities. It became necessary for the
traders to go well armed, and fo be very watehfol on entering
the great shadows of the rubber groves on the river.

The traders at last scized upon one ot the chicl Indians
by stealth, and tried o persnade hing te make o treaty with
them, ‘Fhe leader’s name we will call Pico.

*“When you shall restore to us the ehildren you have
stolen, we will consider your proposal; bul ancever until
then,” sald Paco,

“Your day of judgment will one éhly fall” suid Tace.
Tt will happen to you as to all who wrong the hearts of
others. Mark you, mark you! listen to me if you have cars,
The children that you have stolen {rom our huts will one
day become men. Mark you, mark you! and they have
mothers. The mothers wander, and they never forget. No,
no! The Indian mother may have many little ones, but she
never forgets one of them,  The mothers whose bosoms you
have robbed, they wander, they remember; and the lost
children will grow!”

The trader took alarm. IHe had one of the growing
babies in his own fawily, and he had been tecustomed to
treat the stealing of the beautiful Indian babies as he would
have dane the capture of monkeys.

The Indian mother never forgets her babe.

She wanders, as the chiel had said, and the stolen bhabe
would grow to be a man.

The trader turned over these things in his mind, and
he suddenly recalled another fact, that these Indians could
practise deadly enchantments, as the arts of destruction were
called, and could use poisons in more ways than on arrows,
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ITe surveyed the cacique.  He knew that he represented
the cause of human right.  Ivery family has the right to its
children, no matter how barbavous it may be.  He would try
to pot an end Lo baby stealing by creating the common sen-
timent of justice against such things.

But he forgot his good resolution in the hurry of trade and
traffic, and the incident ol his mecting aco almost passed
out of his mind.

Onc duy on returning to his home, or bungalow, he noticed
a tall, sharp-eyed Indian woman among his servants.  There
was an air of mystery about her that caused hhn to say to
his wife 1 —

“Where did you find that woman?  She is an Indian.”

“She came here to be hired. 1 wanted help and cngaged
her”

“Does she belong to the same tribe as little Paco?”

“I do not know.”

“Is she friendly to lirtle Paco ?”

“1 have never seen them speaking together, but I have
noticed that her eyes sometimes rest upon him, and that his
are continually following her”

“Little Paco is a boy now, wife.”

“¥Yus, I know, he is no longer a curiosity ; you must em-
pley him now. Find him a place among the hands in the
canclields.”

The explorer’s suspicions were aroused that this tall Indian
woman had sought work in his home from some other reason
than service.  She did not tallk Spanish well, and in answer
to his questions she uttered only vague words, and scemed
disposed to turn away from him, '
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He had a beautiful babe, and it began to engage the atten-
tion of little aco, the stolen baby, now a boy. A deep affce-
tion sprang up between the two.  Paco loved to play with
the child whenever the black nurse took it into the patio.

The hired [nhdian woman was never scen to speak to the
babe or to little Paco, but her cyes were turned towards the
happy group, when the babe was brought iunto the patio and
the people gathered avound it

The trader weat and came.  IHis suspicions disappeared.
His houschold scemed to be perfect in bappiness and har-
I'DOI'IY.

One day, as he came home, he was mct by his wife at the
gate, who rushed out of the house, weeping and trembling
and throwing up her hands, —

“The babe! the babe!” she cried. “It is gone, — they
are hunting for it, — it is gone! I woke in the morning and
felt for it, but the bed was cmpty !

“Gone?” exclaimed the frader.  “Where is the Indian
woman ? 7

“She is gone to find little Paco.”

“Paco? where is the boy?”

“He went away to look for the baby, as soon as I told him
that it was gone.” .

The babe had not walked away. The nurse had not car-
ried it away. It had been stolen.

But Paco had gone in scarch of the thief, and the Indian
woman had Aed to find him.

“Wife,” said the explorer, wildly, “that Indian woman
was the mother of Paco, and Paco stole the babe, and hid
it in the cacti, and has fled with it away. The babe is
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being carried away to the Rio Frio Indians amid the rubber
trees.”

The explorer rushed madly about, hither and thither,
making inquiries of cvery one he met in regard to little Paco
and the Indian woman, DBut the going away of thc two had
been very silent and mysterious.

The explorer summoned some trusty men, and with them
took a canoe, and paddled towards the principal scttlement
of the Rio Ifrio [ndians.

He made the men paddle swiftly, and to pay little heed
to the dangers of the strcam.  He never felt the value of
the little dife of a babe before.

“On, on,” he cried, “anything for the child!”

As he drew near the place of the scttlement, he stood up
in the boat and loaded his rifle, with a terrible look in his
face.

Somcthing white cleaved the air from a mangrove near,

He shook for a moment, dropped his rifle, and sank down
into the boat, and losing his balance fell into the water. He
did not try to save himsclf. They drew him up out of the
water, but he was dead.

They went to the settlements, but the huts were deserted.
Neither Paco, little Paco, the Indian mother, if so she was,
ot the white babe were ever heard of by the rubber traders
or secen by any of the white explorers again.

There has been an American Mission among these Indians
for several years, under the patronage of the Brothers Arthur,
builders, of Philadelphia.
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The party arrived at the ancient Spanish city of Granada,
on Lake Nicaragua. Leigh bhad expected to find his wacle
and brother here, but they had not yet arrived.  l.eigh re-
mained at Granada for a few days, keeping Apula with him,

Granade seccmed to be the old world. Thoe was an
ancient air, a faded grandeur everywhere. The scenery lrom
the high points of the city is cnchanting, the palm lands,
the lake, and the lake volcanoes.  Some twenty thousand
people live here, and most of them scem (o have little to
do. It was once a famous port city.

Between Granada and Rivas (old Nicaragua) is a dead
island, or an island of the dead, named Zapatera, the Shoe-
maker, It is volcanic and rises nearly two thousand feel
high.  Here lie the remains of a once wonderful city, a
place of worship, like Copan in Guatemaly, or Palenque in
Mexico.

Apula secured a bonge, vy long boat, and took Leigh to
this island.

A bongo is some fifty fect Jong with masts, and is made
from the trunk of a single trec.

The sail on the lakes was most beautiful, the volcanic
islands rising high in the serene air, Jike pyramids out of
the waters.

The ruirs are found in the midst of tropical forest. The
monuments of deified kings and heroes are rude and un-
sightly, and without the refined lines of those at Copan,
Guatemala, ot at Palenque, Mexico.  Had these images
not been made of solid stone, this place of temples and
teocalli would probably have vanished from the memory of
man. ‘
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One of the proposed routes for the Nicaraguan Canal
lies on a point near Rivas to the Pacific.  Another takes in
hoth the lakes of Nicaragua and Managua.  Should the
latter be used, whal sights of prehistorie associations may
the future traveller sec as he passes on shipboard through
these Jalkes, npon whose shores lic the limbs of wvanished
gods and races! The canal would cause Take Nicaragua
to become one of the wonders of the world, There Toltecs,
Aztees, Indian tribes, and we may almost say a Spanish
racc have arisen, raised their temples and churches, and
sunk inte shade. liducation comes next, and it must be
the education of the spiritnal principles that eternally
endure; though races come and go, and temples rise and
fall, the kingdowm of the true God lies in the soul,

After Leigh returned to Granada, the whole party who
had made the adventurous journey across Costa Rica were
invited by the carcful Englishman, Mr. Hobbs, to visit a
cocoa, or cacao, plantation, to which he had been taken by a
" jolly ol English friend, who loved to entertain.

The party were glad to visit the place, for it was famous.
The Englishman's name was Holiday Holme. He was a
merry story-teller, as well as a hospitable entertainer.

Iis estate on the lake, or rather overlooking it, consisted
of ten theusand acres.  The house was adobe and tiles,
full of alry rooms that opened into a court, which was well
supplied with little animals, birds, and flowers, after the man-
ner of the country. Near the rambling house was an im-
mense cattle pen.  We would deseribe the growing trade in
cacao here, but have dane so in ““ QOver the Andes.”

It gave Holiday Holine more pleasure to entertain twenty
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than ten. His hacienda was a kingdom, and his wandering-
like adobe house was ample chough for a charitable institu-
tion, There was almost &t village of pean cabing areund it

To the astonishment of Leigh ** Uncle Holiday,” as he
was called, had an American wife,  One of his merry stories
was how he met this lady, who was very kind and accom-
plished, and whe bad waon his heart threugh her voice.

“My wife won me through her heart, which she put into
song,” said the major domo, “ How would you like to hear
her sing some of her songs?  She composes music.  She
sets to music the songs of the country.”

“How?” There was nothing that could he more agree-
able than to hear the American dofia sing, The lady com-
plicd with the request of all in a very hospitable spirit.

She had a beautiful veice; there were heart tenes in it

LE]

One of the songs, Salaverry's “ Song of Peace,” was espe-
cially beautiful; it was a Pcruvian poem, which she had
sel to music.

SALAVERRY'S “SONG OF PEACE”

“ Ve warriors of freedom, ye champions of right,
Sheathe your swords 1o sweel harmouy’s strains ;
No bayonet should gleam, and no soldiev should fight,
Where Liberty glorious reigns.

“ Melt your lances to ploughshares, yourswords into spades,
And furrow for harvests your plains ;
No shiock of the batile should staride the shades
Where Liberty glorions reigns.

“But Plenty should follow wlhere Peace leads the way,
And Beneficence waken her strains;
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Let tie war bugles cease, and the peace minstrels play
Where glorious Liberty reigns.

“ Nor hanar is won from the battleheld red,
Nor glary from twmlt and strife;
That soldier is only by godlike thouglit led,
Who ollers his counlry his life.

“¥Ye wartiors of freedom, ye champions of right,
Sheathe your swords ta sweet harmony’s strains ;
No hayonct should gleam, and no soldier should fight,

Where glorives Liberly reigns !?

vy



CHAPTER XIX.
THE MEDITERRANEAN OF THE WEST.

HILE Leigh and the puty of adventurers were thus

making their way towards the cities on l.ake Nicara-

gua, Captain Frobisher and Alonzo were journcying to Grey-
town by another way.

It is an easy thing to get from Greytown to Port Limon,
as many vessels go down the coast, touching at Greylown on
the way. But few vessels, as we have said, stop at Grey-
town on their way from Celon 1o New Orleans.  ‘The Atlas
steamers go from Jamaica to Greytown, and thence to Tort
Limon fortnightly; but they do not often go the reverse way.
So Captain Frobisher and Alonzo had to wait for the coming
ol a steamer launch, that occasionally runs from Greytown
to Port Limon,

The waiting at Port Limon b{,mmc tedious.  But the
launch came at last, and the two found themselves outside
the [oaming bar and the sheltering island, and gliding
towards the terribic bar of Greytown, with long lines of
cocoanut trees in sight.

There is an inland route to Fn.ytown by mulehack, and
boats on lagoons. But it is [ull of peril, as the country is
unhealthy to strangers, and the traveller usually has to sit
in a cramped condition in the boat.

170
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The Gulf of Mexico and the Caribbean Sea have been
called the American Mediterranean. The beautiful waters
of the west are here; their shores are palm lands and
tropical gardens, and the islands of the Antiltes are the
mountain tops of the sca,

In 1872 there was begun a coast survey of this sca and
its islands, which has bheen continued, and which tells «
marvellous story of the geological ages.

The sca is a world of curious plants and strange forms
of organic lifc; thence the Gulf Stream flows. Ilere are
fishes of the mountains and fishes of the plains. It is the
most interesting of the submarine worlds.

The islands which form the outer barrier of the Caribbean
Sca are, for the most part, connected by a single foundation.
What ‘2 revelation would there be were the waters to be
withdrawn, and the ocean world he left spread out te human
view ! _

The plant life of the purple sea is confined to the tidal
waters near the coasts. The deep sea blooms with phos-
phorescent flowers.

Here the coral builders are at work, It may be said in
a certain scuse that Florida is neither the work of God nor
man, but of the coral masons and carpenters, all fulfilling
an intuitive design.  These minute creatures are everywhere
building the terraces of the sea, which the mango covers,
and which become gardens of the palm, the orange, and the
cane.
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THE STORY OF THE COUNTRY OF THE EARLIEST CITIES IN
SPANISH AMERICA— WATKLER THE FILIBUSTER.

So beauntiful is Nicaragua that it was called by the dis-
coverers the Paradise of Mohammed. The picture afforded
by the name is not inappropriate. Ilere was o lund
where the people have nothing to do. The animal lile in
man predominates,  But bere men were as animals. The
sun cared for them. They nceded only a strip of cluthing,
and the fruits of Lhe carlh grew without labor and fed them.
To-day was all. Yesterday taught them nothing, and to-
morrow promiscd them nothing that they did not have to-day.
They were born, they sunned themselves, and died.

In times before, the congquerors’ temples bluzed on cvery
hill. A Pern was here, whose fairy-lales are like those ol
the golden Incas.

Nicaragua was discovered, in 1514, by Don Pedrarias
de Avila, Governor of Panama. In 1519 Don Gil Gonzalez
de Avila sct out from Panama to the north, and discovered
Lake Nicaragua. He faund here a great chief, or cacique,
whose name was Nicarao, and [rom him the country reccived
its name Nicaragua. He penctrated to the ancient Indian
city called Niquichizi, now the city of Granada, and returned
to Panama,

In 1523, Don Pedrarias, the discovercr, sent out Don
Francisco Hernandez de Cordova to conquer the great chief
Nicarao.
~ This cavalier was the founder of the cities af Granada and
Yeon. These were among the carliest cities in America,
springing up nearly one hundred years before the landing
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of the Pilgrim Tfathers at New Plymouth, They are nearly
four centurics old. A Spanish immigration came, and
Granada grew under the volcanoes of the wonderful lake.
The Indians were conquered, and became the burden-bearers
of the imperious adventurers,

In 1840 General Francisco Morazan, called the Washington
of Central Amcrica, atlempted to re-cstablish a federal re-
public, but was in the end driven from the country.

A strange story is next assoclated with Nicaragua, one of
those stories whose suggestions are such that onc hesitates
to retouch them to life.  Suggestion in boolks is no vrdinary
power,  The young mind fallows suggestions, the world
does.

There was born in Nashville, Tenn,, on the 18th of May,
1824, a restless spirif, who Delicved that he was a man of
destiny. Like Napoleon he imagined that fate for him had
set in the heavens a star. Ilis name was William Walker.
He gained uwnusual accomplishments, llc studied law in
Nashville and medicine in Germany.  He became a journal-
ist in New Orleans and a jurist in San I'rancisco.

e was a man of ambition, of drcams.  Ile (hirsted for
power, fame, influence.  Tn 1853 he organized an cxpedi-
tion for the conquest of the state of Sonora in Mexico, and
landed in Lower Calilornia with three field guns and one
hundred and seventy men.  He issued a manifesto in which
he proeclaimed himself President of a new Pacific Republic.

In 1854 he marched to Sonora, but was arrcsted by the
United States authorities, tricd for violation of the peutrality
laws, and was acquitted.  11is star had failed him.

But it arosc again in his fancy. Ile believed in the doc-
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trine of the divine order ol slavery, and he now planned to
erect a new slave state in Nicaragua, the * Mohammed Para-
dise.” ¢ landed in Nicaragua with a company of ardent
adventurers, and after many struggles e took possession of
the city of Granada. e was joined by other adventurers,
and in March, 1856, he found himself at the head of twelve
hundred men. e caused the Nicaraguan general to be shet,
and himselt to be clected President of Nicaragua,  The stafe
had abolished slavery, but he annulled the beneficent act.

He was now at the height of his power. He fancied that
his star shone and led him on.

Insurrection- at length followed.  The Central American
states united to opposc him, with the agents of the Vander-
belt Trading Company.  He was defeated, brought to trial,
escapccl; but struggled against his fate.  In 1860 he
attempted to lead a revolutim in llonduras. He fell into
the hands of the Iinglish commander there, was delivered to
the Honduran aunthorities, and shot.  Flis star went ont; iof jt
had any purpose, it was to interest the werld in Nicaragua.

Next came the project of an interoceanic canal, through
the San Juan River and the lakes of Nicaragua, a scheme
that glows with promise for Nicaragua and for the world.

The bright birds are here, the sca-birds and land birds.
The air i1s wings. The West Indics have some fifteen
species of humming-birds, -jewels of the air. Here, once,
parrots rose in flocks like clouds, as described by Columbus.

The original name of this blooming occan worlld was Antilia.
The navigators fancied such a land in the oceuan of shadows
they found if, it grew; nol one Antilia, but one fellowing
another, and leading on, on, cver on, to the mighty regions
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of the Andes, the lands of the llama, the alpaca, the vicuna,
and the condor.

The Caribs were the inhabitants,  Enslaved by their con-
querovs, they began to disappear from the time that the gun
of the Punta shook thic shores of the Western world.

Antilia became known as the Spanish Main. It was the
land of forivme. Then the world called it the West Indics,
and so it remains. e only awaits the Nicaragua, Panama,
or other canal to unite it in one comnion ocean way with the
Iast Indies, thus in a sense fulfilling the drcam of Columbus.

The old tales of romance and adventurcus action and
achievement of the Spanish Main would fill volumes. 13ut
we soon forget the achicvements of mere money-makers.
It is only what is spiritual that has rcal value and lives. He
who sceeks his happiness in what is spiritual, is not disap-
pointed, and all others are. So with all the robbers of the
Spanish Main,  Sin brings us nothing to keep.

The traveller over the sca loves to look down into the
plains of the clear waters. The dolphing are there moving
about in happy companionship in pairs. The flying (ish
risc up like birds, and, perhaps, one or more of them fall
uhappity upon the hard deck.  The shark is there.

Bright fishes are there, the parrots of the sea.  The cham-
bered nautilus spreads his sail there.

There in a world of fishes and birds floats the sargossa, or
seaweed, glistening and golden, on bladders of air. And
there at night, deep down inte the abysses, the bright stars
shine.

It is delicious to drift and drift on the Gulf of Mexico and
the Caribbean Sea, on the sky, as it were, of this animated
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under-world.  The day is a splendor, and the night a calm,
and both bring their cuchantments of shore, sea, and abv. It
is a delight to exist here, and such a delight that the mind
for a time looks for nothing more. It is a sufficient satisfac-
tion to be grateful

But the blast from the north, coming down the Mississippi
valley and creating the hurricane in their ardent atmos-
pheres, arouses us. Terrible is the American Mediterrancan
in a storm.

The cxplorers of the coasl surveys have mapped the
under-world of the sea. We may behold it as the fishes do:
mountain and savern, highways and coral workshops, where
the little creatures are busy, century after century, in making
tor mankind a larger world for better people,  Such is the
story of the explorers.



CHAPTER XX.
TILE, NICARAGUA CANAL —ITS5 PROMISE OF THE FOTURE,

ICARAGUA! The name is an *open sesame,” a magic

word ; it suggests a new street in the great city of the

whole human faniily —a closer brotherhood of mankind and
the United States of the sea.

Spain bad the vision of it in her golden days, and tried to
find through Central America a highway to her South Ameri-
can Possessions.

England has jealously guarded this precious spot of the
earth. She protected her interests in it hy the Clayton-
Bulwer Treaty.

What is the substance of this famous treaty? For the
sake of coming events, every bey should know.

In the splendid spirit that followed the early development
of the Republic, men hoped that the Nicaragua Canal would
be built for the good of the world,  But England wanted the
privilege of accomplishing this work, and she saw that the
United States would covet the same. Tn 1850 the two jeal-
ous nations entered into u treaty, called the Clayton-Bulwer
Treaty, which may he ignored, bht not abrogated, which
pledged that neither Fngland nor the United States will ever
exercise for itsclf any cxelusive control over a Nicaraguan
Canal, nor ervect fortifications to command that canal, nor form

N 177
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alliunces with Central American states having such cends in
view, There should be no blockade of vessels in time ol
war.  Both natiens should protect the nentrality of such a
canal. Strangely enough, the rights of Nicaragua herself
were not considered in this compact; it was made as though
Ingland and America expected to rule the sca.  Swch in
_substance is 2 part of the famous Clayton-Bulwer Treaty,

It is no wender that far-sceing England should have sought
tor such a compact.

A tonnage of 10,000,000 per annum to destinations not so
casily reached by the Suwez Canal and other routes would
yield an immense revenue, and practicaily change the com-
merce of the world.  The canal at the time of the treaty
would have made a new commercial America; now that we
have Duilt o network of railroads cverywhere, have a navy,
and are ready for expansion on the sea, the importunce of
such a new gateway to the Pacific cannot be estimated. Tt
would be likely to change the conditions of the west coust
of both North and South Amcrica. As Benton said of the
Northwest coast, — “ There lies the Kast — there hes India.”

Its history is that of three centurics, and yet it is only
begun. In 1530 Antonio Galvan pointed out the route as
the natural way between the lwo occans.

In the liberal era of r82g, when the Central American
states had formed a federal union, Seiior Don Antonia José
Canaz, minister to the United States from the new Republic,
became the apostle of the project of the Spanish vision and
awakened the interest of Ienry Clay.

In 1826 an attempt was made to build such a canal by
private enterprise, but it failed for lack of subscriptions.
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Like schemes arosc from time to time for many years with
surveys, '

In 1844 Don IFrancisco Castellon, of Nicaragua, went to
France to solicit a protectorate over bis country for the sake
of building the intereceanic canal. This and other I'rench
schemes teiled.

Iingland now began to scek to colonize these coasts as a
protector of the King of the Mosquite Indians.  This plan af
local influence failed.

Mr. Vanderbilt, of New York, had a plan for a canal which
was not executed. Iixploration after exploration followed,
and in each new administration was hrought forth a new plan.

In May, 1880, a provisional Interoccanic Canal Society, in
which appeared the names of General Grant, General McClel-
lan, and many leading men, obtained from the Republic of
Nicaragua a concession lor the construction of a eanal.  The
plan failed in Congress, Tt was changed into another plan,
which was unfavorably affected by the tailme of the firm of
Grant and Ward.

Project after proicet rose and fell. The wark now is in
the charge of the Construction Company, of which IHonorable
Warner Miller was made president in 18go.  This gentleman
went to Nicaragua with a party of engineers and scientists,
accompanied by government officers, and a therongh survey
of the route was again made.

What a new chapter in this history will be, after so many
failures and changes, one cannot say, except that in some
near time, and in some manner, the canal is as certain to be
built as any probable future event can be.

When completed it will make a new map for the world.
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The Mosquite coast was the resort of the buccancers,
Many stories of these sca-robbers arc told on the vesscls
trading on the const, and some of these storics have been
repeated for more than a hundred years.  Iew travellers sail
here, or any ships, that do not hear some of these.

A WITNESS QUL OF THE SEA,

The story I am about to relfate has been told on many
ships, in many ways. I must believe it to be the most inter-
esting of all the stories of the sea; for it is in the main true,
as relics, still to be scen in an old muscum in Jamaica, will
bear witness.

In the days o the buceancers, when the black flag of the
pirate glided like a snake over the Spunish Main, secking its
prey among the treasure ships of the purple scas, an Inglish
man-of-war captured a vessel which was supposed to be that
of sea-robbers. .

Port Royal was in existence then, the city of three thou-
sand houses, that afterwards sank into the sea.

The Iinglish vessel took the supposed piratical craft into
Port Royal, and put the officers and crew upon trial before
the Admiralty. But the strictest examination of the men by
the court failed to produce any evidence that the ship was
piratical, or engaged in other than legitimate trade,

But a suspicion remained.

The men, finding themsclves thus set free, were in high
glee, and began to have a lively time in the rich old port,
whose remains now strew the bottom of the sea. Liquor
flowed, and usual oaths, and merry gibes, and dark droll hints
that their goed fortune was not what might have been ex-
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pected evidenced that their high spirits were not altogether
thosc of innocence.

But they felt sale.

“Marry, Jack,” said one tar to another, “we are all as
seeure as nursing children; no power en carth could ever
toucl a hair on our heads.”

“It was but little that I cxpected but the yard-arm,” re-
plicd the other.  “ But all the powers on earth could never
reverse the decision of the Admiralty.,  The court says that
no evidence can be found against us, and as sure as the stars,
none ever can,”

The sea-rovers were in a delirium of delight, To be free,
to give their sails to the blue Caribbean again, when they
expected hanging, gave them an exhilaration that they had
never known before.

In the midst of their hilarity there came a ship from
Hayti, bringing to the Admiralty a very remarkable object.
It was a shark that had been captured, and disembowelled,
and a small bundle of papers had been found in the fish’s
body.

The papers were examined by the officers of the Admi-
ralty. They bore the name of the ship whose officers and
crew had just been discharged from the court, and with them
unmistikable evidences of their piracy.

The government prepated to rearrest the pirates, and to
confront them with their own papers, and the evidences of
their guilt which had been found in the shark’s body.

So the merry men were called together again.

“A new witness has appeared in the case,” said the judge

to the pirate chiel.
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“The ship that came into the port?” said the latter,
*“That is impossible. ' We never saw that ship before.”

“No-—not that. The sca has seat a witness against you
—there is a providence which reveals all dark deeds. A
fish of the sea has come to bear witness against you.”

The pirate was superstitious, and trembled.

“¥You threw your papers into the sea. A fish received
them and kept them. Did you cver sce those papers
before 2”7

The judge held up the evidences of their guilt before the
pirates. They stood as dumb as though the heavens had
opened.

“In them rcad your death warrants,” thundered the Admi-
ralty.  “Guilt carrics the means of its own revelation.”

They were taken to the gullows, wud the story, which is in
the main incident true, was long the terror of the Spanish
Main. Itis claimed that these papers are in existence to-day.,
Guilt is never secure, and no truc story that I ever met more
favorably illustrates the truth than this,



CHAPTER XXI.

THE LANDING AT GREYTOWN —A NEW INDUSTRY — TIIE
PLANTING 0F KUBBER GROVES,

APTAIN FROBISHER and Alonzo found themselves
at the foaming bar of Greytown.

The handing at Greytown, before the Atlas Line of
stecamers provided launches {or the purpoese, was a perilous
matter indeed.  There are few bars on the tropical coast on
which so many lives have been lost.  The surf is high and
raging ; the sea is {ull of sharks, and when a boat is wrecked
on the bar, few of the passengers are likely ever to see land
again.  Iiven with the lauuches, which are wobbly at the
vessel, and not without suggestions of danger at the foaming
bar, the new-comer to the country is very glad when he hAnds
his [cet very (irmly on shore.

There is a gond hotel in Greytown, and the place is made
healthy by the sea winds that constantly blow upon it.

The counstruction works for a new canal arc seen herc
as on the railread across FPanama. The ¢ Newport™ of the
Walker expedition was lying off the bar as our travellers,
Captain FFrobisher and Alonzo, landed here, and it is thought
that the American Congress will be influenced hy the veport
to be made by this cxpedition to make the necessary appro-
priations for the undertaking of this great enterprise of open-
ing a divect way to the South and the Orient.
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Alonzo, always secking for new opportunities for young
people, met a young man from the States at Greytown, by
the name of Singer, who had spent nearly two years in the
country, and who thought that he saw a new need of the
markets of the manufacturing world.

“What do you think of the prospects of colfce plantutions
in this country ?” usked Alonzo of the young man, who had
lived in Boston and Minnoapolis, and kncw so much of the
Iast and West in the States.

“I think it is good,” said the young man; “but to my
view there is being created a nced that will make another
industry here more certaim and maore profitable.”

“And whal is that? " asked Alanzo.

“The raising of indiz-rubber.  The wild india-rubber
trees are becoming exhausted by the india-rubber hunters.
This is a natural land of the rubber tree; it is easily grown,
apd the ports for disposing of rubber are near and casy.
ITad T means, I would plant india-rubber groves, In a few
years they would yicld a product that would be far moare
valuable than coffce, and the groves could be planted at less
expense.”

*How would you plant the groves, my fricnd? I seem
to see that there will soon be such a neced as you describe.”

“Simply by placing the seeds in the carth of fands
that cost next to nothing. The young trees would requive
no cultivation. One would only have to wait a few years
for them to grow large enough for them te be tapped.  After
that time they wounld yicld an amount of rubber juice that
would bring to the owner a large yearly income. I think
that the growing of rubber groves here will hecome a great
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industry on the building of the canal.  Think what a market
there must soon be for rubber, owing to the failing supply,
and consider also what o great port city on the new canal
would offer here for a new rubber trade |”

ITe added: “ I am carning and saving what money [ can
and am putting it into rubber groves. 1 can sce a future
need of this product, and good price for it, especially from
this country if the canal is built.”

“[ think,” said Alonzo, “that you are onc of those young
people who see their opportunity.,  There is something in
your plan that appeals te my common sense, although I am
but a new-comer here. T musl study this opportunity, and
inquire at the consular offices about it.”

Alonzo und his uncle went to Rivas {old Nicaragua), situ-
ated at a point near the lake. The journey was like an
excursion through a tropical port, though here everything
was rude, crude, and delaying. This country to-day is the
Jand of mawana (to-morvow); but it will not be the land of
to-morrow when the flags of all the lands shall pass to the
ports of all lands through the new canal.

The present semi-civilization will pass away, and soon be
as dead as the days of the old sea-robbers.  Spires will rise
over thie white surf of the serene, purple sea, and bells will
ring in them, domes of commerce will burn in the hot air,
and men of progress witl sit at the desks under them in the
cool arcades. Here the railroad whistles shall break upon
the silence of the hills, as the long trains of coffce and
bamanas come tugging down to the sea. The soul of prog-
ress is Lo-day restless Lo bring about the wonder; the new
world of Central Amcrica is about to appear, and the wonder
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that will come with the new century will break the continent
and tend to draw into closer bratherhood the races of man-
kind. :

From Rivas, or old * Nicaragna city,’
Alonzo went to Grapada, and the party with which Leigh
had gone in search of the quelzal had already, as we have

the captain and

pictured, arrived here.

The Mosquito Indian guide, Apula, now left T.eigh to join
a party of rubber hunters on the coast. He parted [rom
Leigh reluctantly.

“It may be,” he said in"his broken Spanish, “that T will
see you again. My eyc shall be for your safety. 1T look
after you. You have a good heart. The Indian ncver for-
gets a good heart.”

The captain and Alonzo and Leigh went to Rivas.  Leigh
had heard that there were most beautiful colonics of trogons
on the northern shoves of Luke Nicarngun.  [Having made
on¢ adventurous expedition, he now planned a bolder one,
and secured his uncle’s consent to go up one of the rivers
of the ancient Nicaragnan forests with guides to study the
botany and natural history ol the country.

“You should have kept Apula,” said Captain Ifrobisher,
when he heard Leigh's accomit of the faithiul Tudian.

“1am sorry that I did not try to do se,” siid Leigh, Tt
may be that I can find him again. T would feel perfeetly
safc with him. I would not wonder if he were somehow to
follow me.”



CHAPTER XXII.
LOST.

LEIGH left his unele and brother at Rivas, and with an
Indian boatman and a guide he set out to penetrate the
Nicaraguan forest, whose immense rubber trees were fammous
for rare animals and birds, and especially for certain splendii
trogons, among which was the royal bird of the Aztecs, in
all the glory of its sunsct breast and sacred plumes.

His boatman and guide had been endersed as perfectly
trustworthy I[ndians by the india-rubber traders, and werc
known to an American agent at Greytown, who had said, —

“¥ou will be as safe in the hands of those men as in thos
of a Rhode Island Quaker or a Presbyterian deacon.”

The agent had seen vice-consular service in the country.

So it was with a light heart that Leigh bid his friend:
good-bye.

“I shall see,” he said, “what no American boy befor
saw, 50 the boatman tells me.”

The boatman was right. Leigh had an experience tha
was probably unlike that of any other American boy.

They glided along the quiet waters for a time, then crosse
to a stream that came drifting down from the hills throng!
recesses of ancient trees, whose limbs formed a kind of naty
ral hedge above it for monkeys and animals.
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The stream led into an almost impenetrable forest. Mon-
keys came to the necar branches of the trees, as if to inquire
the purpose of the expedition, and threw dead wood towards
the boat. Trogons were there, but his imperial majesty, the
royal and sacred bird, did not appenr among them,

The stillness of the forest hecame oppressive. The waters
were shaded, but the heat was intense, and there arose [rom
the dark waters a steam or vapor which could not be seen
close at hand, but was visible at o little distance.

“There is fever in the ain,” said Leigh to the boatman.

“ 57, Serior,” answered the boatmun truthfully, but plying
the oars faithfully.

“Malaria ? " said Leigh to the guide.

“ 87, Seior.”

I.eigh began to take alarm, for, notwithstanding the heat,
he felt chills at times creeping down his back, and his head
began to be dull and heavy.

They came at Jast to a clearing, where were abandoned
huts of recds and palm leaves.

It was near nightfall. The red sun was burning throvgh
the trees; the parrots were scolding, as often before settling
down for the night.

“Shall we spend the night here?”” asked Teigh. “We
can hunt from here to-morraw, This is an abandoned camp,
once used by the rubber men.”

“Hunt the juguar?” inguired the guide.

“Yes; or any other animal.”

“No; not il you follow my direction. We will not slecp
in the buts, but under our white mosquito netting in the
open air.  No beast ever attacks one who spreads a white
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mosquito netting over him in the form of a cage. The juguar
will elvcle around it, but always at o greater and greater dis-
tance.  Ile scems to think that the open net is a trap,
spread to ensnare him. The longer he watches it, the more
wary he Is of it.  They all scem to lool upon a white net as
a snare.”

The guide took from the boat a mosquito net and spread
it on some short poles in a curious way, so that it leoked like
a large, squarc trap.  “ We can slecp under that with perfect
safety,” he said, “at least, so far as the wild beasts are con-
cerned. We will also be safe from snokes and poisonous
insccts. But we have another enemy. At least you have,
Leigh. I have some fear of it.”

“What is that 2" asked Leigh,

“The white air that you saw at a little distance, mist, fog,
vapor, do you call it? It is poison to some Americans, It
causes swamp fever. DBut you may escape — strangers some-
times do who have temperate habits, It is a foe to the weak.
Have you yuinine?”

“Yes,"” sald Leigh.

“T would advisc you to take a little of it before you lic
down for the night”

The guide made a bed of palm leaves, and spread on th
ground a meal of stale bread, hard eggs, and chcese,

They found here some little boats that were constructc
of mahogany logs. These logs were hollowed by burning
Their bottoms were charred.  Leigh tried one of thes
abandoned boats, using a paddle, but the red twilight wo
saon over, and he came back to the net and Jay down insid
of it for the night
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The stars rosc in the shadows as it scemed, and hung
above the trees. The darkness becane dense, even under
the clear stars.  The air grew thick, like stecam.  Leigh could
see white forms of mist in the faraway starlight.  IIis head
ached, and the palms of his hands and the soles of his feet
burned.

Now and then the cry of some wild beast was heard in the
far forest. If any animal came near, it did not venture near
the white uet, whase form was clear in the darkness.

How lonesome, how desolate, how wild is a night in a
tropical forest! There are fees cverywhere. They come
and go, when or where, one docs not know. Ivery sound
is an alarm; every cry of beast, or note of bird, is, somehow,
hostile to man.

The stars look friendly, but they are faraway torches.
The moon arising lights the gloom, but only (o reveal doulit-
Tul shapes in the shadows.

Man feels there a fricndlessness nowhere clbt, to be found.
He has made himselt an encmy to the animal kingdom, and
the apimal world in the darkness is a foe to hin,

The very air has its dangers as well as the thicket. The
ghosts of poison come unscen, and sometimes  invisibly,
but net always. Such ghosts may leng tarry to haunt the
life, or may take the life away, and sa vaunish into the cternal
silence.

Leigh awoke the next morning with new resolution.  His
hionds and feet were a little cold; his tongue was white, but
his head was clear again,

The forests were resounding with birds.  The hills seemed
to be full of armies with wings. Some of these bird calls



“LEIGH LEAPED INTO ONE OF THE MAHOGANY DUGQUT BOATSY
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were like trumpet blasts,  1le was sure that among all these
echoiny and re-cchoing crics, a family of royal trogons would
e [ound.

e lcaped into onu of the mahogany dugout boats that
had been abandoned by Indians, or possibly by hunters for
indin-rubbur trees, and paddled up the river alone, leaving
his hisatman andl guide to prepare a meal. The guide kindled
¢ fre for the purpose of making coffee.

The banks of the river were full of birds, — cranes, trogons,
and gaunt buzzards i ominous flocks. The monkeys scam-
pered away here and there in the near trees as he passed
along.  The parrots were having their morning scold.

The river suddenly widened, and there lay spread out
before him great meadows of reeds and feathery grasses,

In the midst of these meadows of high grass were some
great trees Jull of lianas, poarasites, orchids, and bivds. A
white moring mist ball cnveloped them, but this became
dissipated as the sun arose.

Leigh gave a sccond glance at these meonarehs of vegetation.
A flock ol parrots was there and some rose-colored crancs,

But something more beautitnl was there. Tn the first rays
of the sun he beheld a resplendent trogon, which he felt sure
was the sacred bird.  Tle held his beat, and looked at the
fenthered wonder with admiration, and was scized with a
strong desire Lo secure that particulir bird,

How? e had his rifle with him, but it was not a dead
bird that he wanted.  As he continued Lo gaze on the beauti-
ful king of the world of plumes, another quetzal in the same
thicket of trees came into view — then another and another.
There scemed to be a royal family of them,
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He began to study how Lo get to the trees. The place was
a very strange one — the most remarkable that he had ever
secn.

He was on a placid stream under great trees.  Before him
‘was a dame-like opening of high reedy grass, faller than
his head. A part of it was green and o part dry.  Heyond
it was the trees and Hanas in which were the splendid tro-
gons.  The grass plat between the boat and the trees was
about one hundred fcet wide and twice as many long,

tle could not go around the plat.  There were swamps on
cach side of it.  The plat scemed ance to have been an eleva-
tion like that on which the gront trees grew.

Suddenly a very strange object met his eye.

e pushed open the reeds with his paddle where it
appeared. Tt was a stone image. It leancd, and was half
sunken in the great bed of reeds,

It was a picee of sculptare. Tt had two bheads and {our
hands.  One of the heads rose above the other. There were
inscriptions upon the sides of the stone

He again glanced ab the trees. The trogons weve still
there in all the splendor of green and crimson, with metallic
lustres, which shone in the risen sun, which now pourcd
down his rays over the open space, _

He resolved to cross the plit of reeds, and go 1o the trecs
where the trogons were.  Tlow should he secure bis boat ?
He would drive it into the reeds with his paddle and leave it
there until his return,

It was not difficult to do this at a point of shallow water.
He forced the mahoguany dugout into the reeds, out of vicw
on the stream, and began to cyoss the plat of high grass.
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He had to niove slowly and cautiously. There were alli-
gators here and probably poisonous serpents.

He broke the way with the stock of his rifle,  The grass
wus some eight or ten feet high.

The ground grew harder and Armer as he continued to beat
a path. e found another stone image. It was lying in the
carth with ouly the upper part visible.  Had there once been
a temple here?

He passed the image. The grass became denser. Ile
made more resolute elforts. Suddenly a terror seized him —
his heart stood still. e found himself sinking, going down
from the matted grass.  He grasped the grass with one hand,
holding his ritfle with the other.  The grass tore away. He
fell many feet and struck on soft carth.  Ie started up and
looked around.  He found himselt in a deep pit, the top
of which was partly closed by the dry grasses, and the sides
of which were concave.  The pit was at least twenty [eet

deep.



CIIATTIER XXIIL
IN AN TDOL CAVE.

HE pit or cavern into which Leigh had fallen was shaped

~ like an open dome. The light fell into it through the
waving grass tops, but a boatman might have passcd the
place a hundred times withoul a suspicion of the existence
of such a curious cavern there. The heads of sculptured
monuments rose anglewise out of the dead leaves, IHad
the cavern been a place of tombs?

Leigh was filled with terror and apprehension, but he did
not regard his case as hopeless.  He could net climb U on
the inside, for the roots of the reeds here were dry and broke
away., He must dig out, or dig up to firm roots, with the
stock of his rifle. '

Ie sunk down on the dry leaves to plan.  In the middle
of the cave was 2 little pool.

As he was thinking ‘how best to climb up to the top of
the mound, he hcard a movement among the dry leaves.
He saw a huge adder nncoiling there on the edge of the pool.
TFollewing his impulse, he struck at the reptile with his gun
stock. The snake rolled about, trying to lift his wounded
head, Leigh struck at it again. The slippery body of the
agitated reptile cauvsed the rifle to slip from Leigh’s hand.
As it did so, it sunk into the pool and disappeared.
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Leigh's heart now sunk,  What place was this? Where
was he? Could he dig out of it with his hands?

He began to pull at the roots. They broke; they could
sustain no weight.

Ile sat down on onc of the nearly buried stones. Amonyg
the figures graven on it was that of a bird. He felt sure that
it was the image of a quetzal.

But what were quetzals to him now? He made another
elfort to climb vp the side of the cave by the earth and roots
of dead vegetation, but the reots gave way, and the earth
caved in.  llis hopes began to waver, and he felt his heart
beating violently. A burning heat came over him. Was
he going to fall sick in this solitude of solitudes, in this
cavern of which no man knew?

Ile would utter a cry for help, but who would hear? IHe
cried out again and again, but had a boatman becn passing,
he could not have heard him.  His voice had no outlet or
ccho,

ITe sank down again and wondered if he were to perish
here. The guide and the boatman might pass the place and
not And him, as the dugout was hidden by the reeds and
grass. :

I{is head began to grow dizzy. He would try to rest for
a moment and recover strength for a supreme effort to dig
up the cave.

He chanced o lock up. The light was glimmering in
the grass tops, and across the opening of the cave lay a huge
alligatar. ‘

Hope after hope died within him ; but all hope never dies.
Somehow he believed that he would be rescued.
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But how?

He thought of his brother at Rivas, of his good uncle, of
his New lingland home.  Were all his plans of life to come
te an end i this neterly unknown place?

The top of the cave darkened at Jast.  Night was coming
on. Could he live through a night in the place? 1 he
could, what hope was there in the morning ?

He sank down exhausted,  His left side scemed inflomed
by the beating of his heart.

In the night he heavd the cry of the jaguvar in the trees.

Sleep did not come to him. Ife thought so vividly that
his dreams of rescue secmed to be actual things.

Suddenly a thought came to him that thrilled him and
caused his hope Lo revive again. He had with him o red
handkerchiel, such as were sold on market days in Nicara-
guan towns.  He might make a pole of dead stems of the
grasses by tying them (ogether with shreds ol clothing, ani
lift the red banner above the tops of the reeds. The hand-
kerchict might be seen by the boatman.

There was a single, siall loaf of stale bread i his pocket
that he had taken from the camp to cal on his way on the
stream.  He would partake of this sparingly, and use his last
strength in weaving the pole for the signal

The plan was a desperate one. :

The morning broke with a great screaming of birds.
Leigh ate a few mouthfuls of the bread, and set himself to
the work of weaving the pele. He spent nearly the whole
day upnn it.  When he attempted to raise it, it toppled over
and fell,

Nothing bul nervous excitement and a faith in fate sus-
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tained him now. Ilc was weak, feverish, in a prison from
which cscape scemed impossible.  Iis friends would bhave
scarched for him and found no trace of him. What could
they de?  They would be compelled to return to Rivas,
and e reporl that he had disappeared.

Bui what could they say ? “That he had been killed by an
alligator?  No, for where was (he dugout? That he had
been attacked by a jagunar?  No, for the bout wauld in
that case not have drifted far.  That he had been drowned?
The boat should bave been in evidence again.  He might
have met with many accidents in such a forest, which would
have causcd his own disappearance, but not that of the boat.
The guide and the beatman were hanest men; but would they
have the conrage to return and veport the loss of their pas-
sengrer i the Tace of the danger of being falsely acensed of
causing his disappearance. What story could they teli? The
truth could hardly be believed.  The truth would seem to

bear witness agamst them,



CHAPTER XXIV.
THE TIGER CAT.

IEIGH had noticed that these Jorests abounded with mon-

keys. IIe had twice seen a long, supple, beautiful ani-

mal in the trees, which he had taken For a jaguar, but which
looked too small for that animal,

Onee when he was on the boat with the men, hic had scen
a like animal that had captured a little monkey that was cry-
ing pitifully.  The men started up, ami the tawny animal
with the monkey disappeared in the trees.  !e had wttered
the word "jaguar” at the time, but the men shook their
heads. He thought that the animal might be a young jaguar.

The next morning there was @ stir in the carth at one end
of the cavern. Something living was there. Might it be
a serpent or some hurrowing animal ?

A little carth fell down, then all was still. Presently a
little more earth fell in the samu nlace, as though something
was digging there,

Leigh felt a certain scnsc of relicf to be within the range
of any living thing.

His hope revived. “Where any living creature has come
down,” he argued, “I can go#p. There are no animals here
that are dangerous to man except the jaguar, and this animal
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lives in thick coverts and trees. 1f there were pumas in this
part of the country, such must inhabil caves.”

e had heard the rubber men say that the puma and
jaguar were harmless, unless they were attacked or their
young were in danger.

A little more carth fell.

He expected to see the head of some burrowing animal
appear, and that the animal would be frightened away, and
where it had doug down, that he would be able to dig up
and follow the beast, whatever it might be, into the light.
Ilis heart beat fast; he saw in his fancy a sure way of escape
at hand.

More carth fell. Then a paw appearcd, now and then
breaking through the side of the cave.

The paw was like that of a cat, only larger.

“The animal must be of considerable size,” hie thaught, and
he felt sure that he could escape through the burrow it had
made.

A considerable quantity of earth now tumbled in, and a
head indeed appeared. Tt was a beautiful head, but with
sharp teeth and dehant cyes.  Its mouth was open and
snarled defiantly.  But the [ur was sleek and of a yellow
color and spotted with brown., It looked like the animal that
he had scen disappearing in the trecs with the crying mon-
key. ' :

He thought it to be a jaguar.

The animal ceased digging, and looked at him in a defen-
sive way. Whenever he moved, it drew back its small,
pointed ears and snarled.

Presently a load of earth gave way, and the animal fell
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into the cave. It instantly turned and disappeared.  Leigh
felt that a sure way of escape had now opened before him.

Ile went towards the opening that the animal had made.
It was dark there, but he was able to discern objects.  There
was another cave at a little distance, and in this was the
animal that he had seen and twe little animals,

He did not doubt that the animal was o jaguar, and that
the cave was the lair of that nmimal, and that this onc had
scented him, which had caused her to dig through the wall
of carth to discover if there were danger to her young.
The animal started when she saw him, snarled again, and
breathed defiantly. IMe could not leave the cave while she
. was there, and she would not be likely to leave her young
while he was there.

His condition was more perilous than belore.

FHe sat <down at a point oppoesite the opening to the bur-
row of the animal. The yellow color made her almost lumi-
nous, and he could wateh her movements in the dark.

“She nursed her young,  She will carry them away soon,”
he thought, “ and I can follow her place of exit.”

After nursing her young, she came to the opening and
locked at Leigh, drew back her cars, and then moved in a
circle around her yonng, again and again.

Then she lay down beside her young.,  She did not seewm
to seck to attack Leigh, but appearcd only lo care to be
watchful of her young.

After a time, she repeated the same jealons movement,
Her body was long and flexible and leopard like.

Leigh saw that she would not be likely to attack him, nor
to leave her young alone while he was there.  He must
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threaten her, so that she would take her young away, and
cnable him to follow her way of escape.

e approached the opening.  She rose up to warn him
away, passing arowd Tier young in the same circle, and
growling at times with 2 losk and in a tone whose meaning
was unnmidslaloable,

“When night comes, she will take her yonng away,” rea-
soned beigh. * She must go away for food, and she will
nol Jeave her £7t/eny alone.”

I the night there was o great growling in the cave, It
incrcased as if more than one animal was there. At last the
sound began to retreat. Leigh could hear it farther and
farther away.  1lc thought that he heard it outside of the
cave at last, in the direction of the trees. Ile heard also a
cawing in the trees — the bird’s notes of warning, '

He now thought that the jagnar had taken her young
away, and he mwvaited the coming of the light with new hope.

In the Brst fight of the morning he went to the opening.
Another animal was there, larger and longer than the first,
and beside i€ was a captive monkey, yet alive.

The animal started up as he saw Leigh. It was evidently
a male, and had come here to guard the young. He did
not snarl, or growl, but his attitude was one of resolution.
Leigh saw that to venture one step more would be perilous,

His heart sunk.  Ilc believed that the antmal was a jaguar,
that the mother would not take her young away, but would
leave them for the male to protect; that it would be useless
to try to pass by cither while the young were there, or to
intimidate them, or to frighten them away. Ile must seek
other means of cscape.
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The animals were not jaguars, as Leigh supposed, but
ocelots, a tiger cat that is casily tamcd, and that docs not
attack human beings except for its owa delence or that of ils
young. It is a very beautiful creatnre, with yellowish fur,
which has chains of dark brown spots along its sides, It
feeds on birds, and captures monkeys also Tor tood, often by
stratagems.  In dowmesticity it may be fed on milk oy por
ridpe,

When Leigh saw the occlol running away with the little
monkey in the trees, he only thought of it as an incident
of forest life. The pitiful little cry caome back to him now.
It touched his heart. e had never known what it wis (o
be a captive before — to find himself in circumstances from
which he could not break away — in a trap, a cage, under a
powerful paw.

Another incident had awakened feclings in his heart, of
which he did not know before. The captive monkey in the
den had looked towurds him as i imploring help, as il to
say, “Pity me!"” The glance of the eye was almast human.
Leigh longed to answer that plance.  He had a tender
heart when he saw suffering, and he never saw as now
how animals may suffer.  Tle himscl{ was like up animal
in a cage now. The animal longed for the freedom of
the sun and woods again iu its captivity ; it was its right to
live.

In the morning the poor monkey, though broken and
torn, attempted to escape. It rushed into the cave where
Leigh was, and made a leap towards the opening into which
the sunlight streamcd. Tt might as well have attempted to
leap over Irazda. It fell back, and was scized by the ocelot
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and dragged again into the den.  Leigh heard it utter a cry
of sharp pain, and he never saw it again.

The incident showed him that the ocelot’s den, which he
thought to be a jaguar’s, was the most dangerous part of
his cave dungeon.

He longed to be free with his uncle again; to be back to
the old New England orchards of Milton; to be on the free
streams with the ipditrubber men; to feel again that he
was master of life, and not a prisencr of circumstances.

The world all looked different to him now, Ile pitied
every one in distress; his hcart went out to animals in cap-
tivity. He resolved to live a life af mercy, sympathy, and
helpfulness, should he ever be free again; to help every one,
and to hinder no one, and seek his happiness in the happi-
ness that he created in others, which now looked to him to
be the highest joy that could be found n the world.

Had he known that the supposed jaguar was an ocelot, he
might have further scen the possibilities of a gentle hand.

A second night in the cave had greatly reduced the boy’s
strength.  Lying awake and feelipg about in his pockets in
a state of nervous excitement, he swvddenly touched some-
thing that again caused his hopes to revive. In a side
pocket were three matches.

A new thought flashed across his mind. e might litt
a lighted match on the pole that he had woven of dry stems
and set the dry grasses at the top of the cave on fire. He
mended the pole.

The column of smoke might be seen by some boatman
on the river and lead him here to learn the cause.

It was night when the thought came to him. [fe¢ had but
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three matches, and he must use these in his experiment with
the greatest care.

But a morsel of food was now left him, and he must lose
no time.

He lighted the Arst match in the darkness. There was
no breath of air in the cave and it burncd welll Tle gathered
a bundle of sticks on the edges of the cave, and sct them on
fire. There being no draught, the stems burned slowly.

Ie lighted the top of Lthe mended pole, It burned. Ile
could reach the dry grass at the tep obf the cave with it
He did so with a trembling hand.

A flame shot np into the air. The reeds and grasses were
on fire. Ina few minutes the top ol the cave stood apen in
the flame.  As the winds swept the smoke away from the
opening, the very heavens scemed to e on fire,

Monkeys in the trees began to seream. Teigh could hear
the flames rolling over the reedy meidows.  The reeds and
grasscs were very dry, and about the swampy bottom were
collected the inflammable stems of years.

The morning broke amid smoke und flame.  The air
resounded with eries of birds and animals. I T.eigh could
reach the top of the cave, there would be no danger now
from alligators, DBut this could not be done.  He lay on the
dry leaves looking out, and watching the smoke ascend from
the still burning slems outside of the cave.

Then the fire in the reeds on the mound died away.  The
birds ceased to cry. The sun was up. A dead silence came
over ceverything, Leigh had indeed made a signal.  DBut
who could sec it? Would it be scen?  Would the blackened
reeds attract some boatman afier the fires had died ?
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He was weaker now. lle was without foed or clothes,
or any power to do anything mare.

It was approaching high nomn.

The top of the cavern stood open now.  Leigh could see
the sky.  Suddenly the air was filled with black wings, like
a clowd. The light scemed dovkened with buzzards. “The
firc had cvidently killed sone anbmal or animals, possibly
an alligator or alligators, if anything could destroy life in
such a creature, or perbaps some colony of water animals
that had found a covert therc. Leigh never knew what
caused it, but hundreds, and it seemed to him thousands,
of buzzards covered the burnt-over mound and began
quarretling  over some kind of load which they found
there,

Once buzzard, with @ morsel of food in his mouath, dropped
into the cave.

The buzzards went as suddenly as they had come.  The
air was black with fying wings, and evidently a man or a
jaguar or some animal was approaching the place,

There was a footstep, very light as it seemed, on the verge
of the cave. Leigh teebly shouted and Jooked up.

A dark, withered [ace stretched over the edge of the
opening, slowly, cautiously. It was the face of an old
Indian, an ancient Nicaraguan, with black eyes, black hair,
hollow cheeks, and thin lips.  He looked like Apula.

Leigh stretched up his hands.

The ancient Indian comprehended thc case at once and
drew himself up, and at once with the greatest vigor began
to cut the earth with his heavy machete.  He swung bis
arms as thougl it was the life of a brother that was in peril.
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Blow [ollowed blow, and the carth and roots came tumbling
down into the cave.

He soen had broken down the roof of the cave., As he
did so another remarkable thing happencd.  As the top of
the reof tumbled in, it revealed a stone mmage some twelve
or more feet high.  The Indion dropped down upen this, and
from it Jeaped into the cave.

But he stepped on the brink of the pool, and in almost an
instant disappeared.

But a hand was lifted out of the water. The ancient
Indian was rising up from the well, or pool.  Leigh seized
his hand, which could show his will, but without strength.
The Indian was Apula.

The Indian climbed over the edge of the pool and ex-
claimed, —

“Salud!”

Ile saw that Leigh was famishing. lle knelt down and
drew the boy’s arms over his back, and held them together on
his breast with one strong hand, dropped his machete into
his belt, and, rising, lifted himself and Leigh up by the image,
He soon gained the top of the cave, carried l.eigh to the
shadows of the great trees, where the quetzals had first ap-
peared, and laid him down on the cool ferns,

He then rushed away and soon returned, bringing Leigh
the fruit of the wild bread tree, and fruit juice from some
unknown habitation.

Leigh revived at once. The breadfruit gave him a new
sense of life. The Indian went away again and returned,
bringing him black cooked frijoles and plantains, A cabin
was evidently near, or soine encampment.
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It was the Jatter.  Apula and others were going into the
deep fovests ta fwwut for rabber trees.

As soon as Leigh could walk, Apula fed him to the en-
campment.

The party of Indians with whom Leigh had embarked had
gone away.  Jle would follow the party of Apula,  But how
was he to get word of his safety to his {riends at Rivas?
Apula told him, in his Spanish-Tinglish way, that the party
would soan return to the lake, and that he would send a mes-
senger to the consul



CHATTLER XXV.
APULA.

EIGH iclt that he owed his life to the old Tndian, and

sought every occasion to show his gratitude. He helped

him in little things.  This sympathy deepened the old man's
quick affection.

Apula loved to be near Leigh.  To point out to him curious
things on the sea and land. They sat and enjoyed the sun-
rises and sunscts together. They were Hie comrades,

“ Donde vapa?” which Leigh understood meant that he
wished to ask him, not where he was going, but what was his
purpose in travelling.  Te this Leigh returned, —

“ Comprar guctzal (Lo buy a quetzal).”

The old man lifted his hand and stared. Ile then shook
his head. “The same boy,” he said, mcaning that he was
bent on the same errand.  Apula spoke Linglish aflter his
own idioms.  His language was that of the Mosquito tribe.

“ Le quetzal del reys (the quetzal of the kings)?”

“ S7,” said Leigh,  ““The quetzal of the kings.”

“In Guatemala?”

Apula then spread out his hands as if in worship, and said
again, “Le guetzal del reys,” implying that the old kings
worshipped or greatly vencrated the bird.

v Vaya usted Guatemale {(Go you to Guatemala)?” he

208
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sald, “en monfara ?”  He added jo English, “ Apula will go
with you, one day.”

Leigh had often hewrd that the true quetzal, the real royal
trogon of the ancieat temples, was only to be Tound in the
mountains of Guatemala.

Apula scemed greatly surprised that Leigh should still
be searching for the sacred bird.  “The same boy,” he said;
“the same bird.”

One day the sun sct in a blaze of fiecry red clouds. The
heavens scemed to be a sheet of crimson fire.

The Indian pointed to the red glow and said, —

“The quetzal” and made a circle on his breast, indicat- '
ing that the breast of the bird was like the sunset.  “Guate-
mala quetzal!”

As they were sailing the shadow of a passing cloud Lurned
the purple water into a deep sheeny green. The Indian
screamed, —

“The quetzal,” and he patted Leigh on the back to in-
dicate the wings of the guctzal,

At another time the flashing spray turned into rainbows
as the boat moved along, and the Indian made the same ex-
clamation, meaning that the quetzal was like a broken rain-
how,

But he endeavored to describe to leigh the habits of the
hird in a way that the latter could not understand. They
were on the Dbeach, under a tent of dry palm leaves which
was open at cach end. _

“The quetzal,” he said, and he entered the tent very
carclully, looking down to one side of him and then the
other, and holding his sca frock tightly around him. He

I
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passed in this way through the tent, as if he were a bird
guarding her plumage, and came out the other side and be-
gan to whistle very low and sweetly.  Then his voice swelled
out in undulations of rapturous tone, and he turned to Leigh
and said again, —-

“The quetzal.”

Leigh understood that he meaunt by the whistle to imitate
the song of the royal bird; but he did not understand the
meaning of his careful movement throvgh the tent.  Did the
quetzal make a tent for its nest and come out of it and sing ?

The Indian saw that he had not been uaderstood in the
imitation of the habit of the hird. He repeated the move-
ment.  As he entered the tent, he said ““wne ” (one), and as
he came out of it whistling, he said “4os” (two), and point-
ing to the two openings of the palin cover, exclaimed, -—

“Casa de guetzal (the house of the quetzal),” by which
Leigh understood that the nest of the quetzid had twe doors.

Why ?

Was it so that it might not ru{le its plumage ?

Leigh was curious to know if his interprctation of the
Indian’s dumb exhibition was correct. He wounld leurn about
the nest of the bird, if he found gquetzals in Guatemala,

As often as they saw trogons, the Indinn would shake his
head and say, with a look of contempt, —

“Na, na, no guetsal,” indicating that the trogons were
altogether inferior to the royal bird.

Apula picked up new werds from Leigh in answer to
questions made in imperfect Spanish.  He asked him what
was the English word for descudirir, and with much aptness
said, with an expression of delight, —
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“1 will discover you one.”

He looked intently into Leigh's cyes. “T fAnd you
one.”

What did he mean? He could hardly be going to the
mountains of Guatemala. The distance by sea was great,
and the mountains were far from the coast.

But he repeated, —

“I find you one,”" and added, “in Guatemala.”

Leigh wished to show the Indian how kindly he felt towards
him. He knew not how best to do it. He had a ring on
his finger, with a bit of fire opal init. [t had no sacred value,
as it had been given him by Arline ! to remind him not to tor-
get some home errand when they were living at Milton, and
he had continued to wear it, not as a kecepsake, but because
the opal burned with a sharp flame, and he sometimes liked
to sce the mysterious point of fire.

Apula noticed the ring, and his cye was often drawn to
the tiny blaze, as it revealed some new glint of color.

Leigh could spare the ring, and one evening as they were
lying an the ground side by side, and the fire of the sunset
was going out in the high palms, he tock it ofl his finger,
and said to Apula, pointing to the red flame, —

“The quetzal.”

“S$4," said Apula, “ L guetzal”

Leigh lifted the ring and turned it in the Jight. The Ind-
ian’s eyes glowed as he watched the tiny ruby flame, burn-
ing and changing color in the gold. ILeigh took Apula’s
withered hand and slipped the ring over his index finger.

“] give it to you,” he said in Spanish.

1 See # Over the Andes.™
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The poor old Indian’s lips began to quiver.  Tears came
into his eyes. Ile peinted to Leigh's Anger where the ring
had been and said, —

“You none.”

Leigh replied in Spanish, —

“I would rather that you would wear it for me.”

“ Stempre ¥ (always),” asked Apula.

* Stempre,” said Leigh,

The Indian touched his heart with his hand, and then
tapped Leigh on his shoulder, and said, —

“I find you the quectzal in Guatemala. I die for you.”

He lifted his withered hand i the fading light and
watched the opal as it flashed. leigh saw that Apula was
fully resclved to secure the royal bird for him, but where,
when, and how? He had won the old Indian’s heart.

Water, forests, mountains, dangers, hardships, were nothing
to an Indian when he wished to secure a purpose from the
motive of love. To favor one who has gained his affections
is a supreme passion with him. IL.eigh was certain that a
royal trogon would be retwrned to him for the ring. Ile
could trust Apula to accomplish anything within human
pewer. The sympathy that gives a gem, wins a crown,
Leigh could read the Indian’s heart, but he cauld not
fancy the way in which the bird and the hunter would
some day come to him together. liut they would come.

Apula had scen opals, but never one set in gold before.
The burning gem became to him wnat the bird was to the
imagination of Leigh. |



CHATTER XXVI
THE RUBBER HUNTERS.

“ LENGA ! said Apula to Leigh, which word the latter
understood. (Come!}

Leigh followed him. He knew that he was now safe.

They came to a camp under some immense trees that
spread their umbrella tops in the high air,

Had Apula been watching for his safety since first he
started ?

There were four men in the camp, and they started up
with a wild cry as they saw old Apula returning to them with
a white companion. They were rubber hunters, and their
boats lay on the banks of the near stream. To these hunters
Apula seemed to act as clief.

Leigh tried to tell them in Spanish that he wished to send
a word to Rivas. They answered him with much talk, which
he understood to mean that he must first go with them or
return alone,

He tried to think what he best should do. He could
sccure a dugout of mahogany wood for a journey down
the stream, but it would not be salc for him to try to cross
the lake alone in his exhausted and feverish condition. He
had received onc severe lesson indecd of the dangers of the
country. He must put himself under the care of Apula,
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mzke him understand that he would be well rewarded for
returning him to Rivas, and follow him into the forests
whithersoever he might go.

His friends would think him lost or dead, but that could
not be helped. The United States Consul would act as his
friend whenever he should return.  The consulate is the
common cowntry of all lost people, and he had met the United
States Consul of Greytown at Rivas.

The party of Indians carried with them buckets and great
machetes. They were living on fish, stale bread, and fried
plantains, and scemed to agree wonderfully well among them-
sejves.

They pushed on into the forests,  When they came to
open spaces between clusters of giant trees with sunny
tops, the homes of many Dbirds and monkeys, they some-
times stopped awnd wenl in seurch of rubber trees, which
they silked. ‘That is, they tapped them with a slash of
the machete, and filled their buckets with the rubber juice.

Old Apula taught Leigh how to gather breadfruit, and to
fry fish and plantains, and to prepare the foed for the hunters.
The Indians left Leigh to keep camp for them when they
went in search of the great trees.

Leigh could trust Apula. He felt no fear for his own
safety, for he had somchow got at the heart af the old
Indian who had rescued him. The thought of the anxicty
of his friends hawnted him continually. Had it not becn
for this, his life would have become a charmed one with the
recovery ot his health.

What days were these!

The sun rose and setf, but he saw it not, only the bright
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glimmer of rays in the immense tops of the trees. Lianas,
like cords of a ship, scemed to anchor every great tree to
the carth.  Splendid orchids depended from mossy limbs;
the tops of many ol the trees were gardens of faniastic
parasites with burning colors.

These blazing flowers were the nesting places of birds as
gorgeons in color as were the blooms.  The tree-tops were
full of life. Below them, except for the crocediles, all was
silent.  The shadowy silence was sometimes painful.

There was a Quaker-like bird that used to come to Leigh
when he was about his work, that seemed to have such a
New Enghind character in his plumage that he came to
love it above all others, It was half white and half brown,
and the colors were divided in the middle.  The head and
neck and shoulders were white like a kerchief, and the rest
of the body was a Quaker brown.

The strange thing ubout the bird was that it had whiskers.
Its truc name was the calundria.  When Leigh was waiting
for food to cook by the fircs made of sticks, he would study
this Dbeautiful whiskered Quaker bicd, and drecam of the
Milton Hills, where the brown thrushes sang. He would
have given more for a calandria than the grandest trogon,
execept the truc historic bird that he was seeking.

There were multitudes of trogons here — céries of them.
They wore in these glowing solitudes all the colors caught
from the atmospheres of the sun.

The Indians were fast filling their boats with rubber.
Leigh expected that they would soon return to the lake.



CHAPTER XXVIIL
THE WILD PALM FOREST AND TIIE ALLIGATOR BIRD.

T one of the piaces on the winding stream where the
rubber hunters stoppcd, there appeared a wild palm
forcst. It was vast in extent; cvery tree looked just like
every other tree, and scemed to be of the same height, and
the whole stretching far away glistened like a sea.

The hunters lelt [eigh here to guard their boats, to make
a [ire, and to prepare food and colfee for their return.

They told him they were in the vicinity of the Hidden
River (famous as a hiding-place {or pirates in the days of
the buccaneers). Where this was, Leigh could not know. A
vast wilderness Iay around him, and the stream had so nar-
rowed that the bhoat had been passing under bridges of
limbs overhead. At some places the boatmen had to push
back the foliage in order to make their way.

Fantastic and beantiful was much of this feliage, starred
with red and orange blooms. Watcer lilies rosc here and
there out of the margins of green, and at several points the
reina ded nocke (the queen of the night), or night-blooming
cercus, appeated.  Alligators were often scen with their
heads turned towards the wider parts of the stream.

The rubper bunters went away, but they did not return
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that day nor the next. They had evidently found new trees,
and had waited for the juice to harden before attempting to
convey it to the boats.

Leigh passed the first day in preparing foead. On the
second he had little to do, but he began to be very greatly
interested in a singular feature of the wild palm forest. In
the sunny howrs of the day this forest was Full of butterflics,
The air seenmed to bloom with them.  They moeved about in
swarms.

Ile had never seen such beautiful butterfiics before, nor
could he have imagined that such had any existence. Thetr
wings were of the most vivid colors; some of these had
metallic Justres, and the large oncs werc to the atmosphere
what the orchids in these [orests are to the trecs.

It he could make a collection of these air flowers, as they
scemed to be, and take it home, what a souvenir of perilous
adventure it would he! what memories it might recall !

The thought Olied him with delight and hope. It gave
play to his fancy amid the dispiriting situation.

He began the work. But in order to secure the most
brilliant wings, he now and then followed a flock some dis-
tance from the shore.

At the end of the first day of butterfly hunting he found
that he had secured a collection of insects so wonderful in
form and color as to excite the wonder of any naturalist in
the States to whom he might show them.

He resolved on the following day, if he were left alone, to
go farther into the wild palm forests, and to add to the col-
lection the rarcst of these gems of the air that it would be
possible to secure.
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The hunters did not return.  He found himself alone by
the silent boats.

The morning sun rose dazzling over the palm forest. The
great trees and lianas en the opposite side of the stream
were full.of hirds, whose cries were almaost dealening.  The
howling monkeys united their cries with the gay parrots aud
lively trogons.

Leigh prepared a net tor the hunting of the butterfljes, and
set out in the fascinating forest of dazeling palms.

New specimens of butterflics constantly appeaved, and he
added treasure to treasure,

The heat became intense, and he sat dewn under a tree
and studied the wonderful colors and celor lines of the
captive wings.

He rose up to go back to the stream.

Which way?

Every tree here looked like every other tree.  His mind
had been so filed with the pursuit of new wondcers of color,
that he had lost all sense of dircction, and knew not the east
from the west, the north from the south.

He would climb a palm.  But ali the palms were of the
same height, all looked exactly alike, there was nothing
about them to distinguish onc {rom amother.

Were he to go one way, it might take him to the river or it
might take him in the opposite direction.  There were great
trees on the apposite side of the river, so there might be at
some other side of the shining forest,

He tried tn find his own tracks, but the barning sun had
withered all traces of them. e wandered a little way here
and a litile way there, and there came over him that strange
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sense of bewidlderment that [alls upon one lost in a place
where all objects are alike.

[Tad he again fallen into peril and trouble? Young
Aleman had warned him against such dangers as these, and
he had been confident that he would avoid them,

He would ery out. But who was to hear? The wild
palm forest was silent at midwday,  Only the hum of insects
broke the monotony of the universal stillncss.  There
seemed to be no birds, beasts, or serpents. It was a jungle
of butterflics. _

1le would find the tracks of Deasts whom he thought
might go towards the stream.  There were none.  1le would
watch the flight of birds, but there were no wings in the air.
All was a dead cabm, hot, lifeless, motionless, save butter-
flics, hulterflics everywhere,

The beautiful wings now became a mockery to him as
they flitted about.

e woukd mavk the course of the sun.  But his mind had
heen so absorbed in the pursuit of the flying flocks of gald,
amboer, and rubies that he knew not whether the stream of
the rubber cunoes wus now on the east or the west.  Iivery-
thing secemed to mock him. For him there were no points
of compuss. There were wild palms of the same height and
form Alled with happy insects everywhere.

It was but uncertainty to go this way or that. On every
hand was the same glimmering, dazzling appearance ol
cverything.

He would light a fire as in the cavern.  Bnt he had »n
matches with hin now.

Night came. The butterflies vanished. The wild palm
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began to gleam with fireflics.  Ifc knew the mariner's stars
as they appearcd one by onc; but he did not know the way
in which he should go.

There was nothing fov him to do but sink down upon the
earth, and te await events. Ilc might watch the fight of
birds in the morning, and it would be likely to he towards
the stream which led to the sea.

The night passed. There were no flocks of birds when
the red sun appeared.  As the light fAlled the trecs, butter-
flies arose again, The air glimmered again with wings.
There was the same intense light, the same glimmering green
of the palms, the same silence.

Alwost maddened by the situation, which looked more
hapeless hourly, there appeared awmid all the greenness and
brightness the brownislhi-black wing of a bird. It settled on
the stem of a palm, and Leigh could sce that the bird was
startled to find a being like himsclf in this strange place.
The ashy wing, too, looked strange there. He had seen
birds of that kind beforc. Where? On the oozy, misty
banks of the stecam where alligators were.  Fle thought
that it was what was popularly called the alligator bird.

Why this bird and the alligator should be friends is one
of nature’s mysteries. The thought flashed through Leigh's
mind, “The bird's course will be towards the river. 1 will
follow its wing."

The solitary bird did not scem shy or afraid. 1t ruffled
its feathers as in surprise. It did not rise on its wing above
the trees. It seemed to like the shade and low ground.

“Yes,” gasped Leigh, “you are the little bird of the la-
goon.”
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He had heard it said that this bird “ picked the alligator's
teetl,”  This may have been a forest superstition. Tt was
enough for Leigh to know that the hird hovered about the
reedy haunts of the alligitors, and that this one was a wan.
derer, and would be certain to wing its way towards the water,

The bird few slowly brom tree to tree under the shade,
a dark ohject in the streamn of shadow. Leigh followed it
At times it stopped at certain spaces, as if to listen. Then
it would away again, but always sceking the coolest streak
of shadow, as if it were upon a stream,

The way was long aund slow. The bird had been used to
low and short stages of flight. It suddenly disappcared.
Leigh rushed forward, and to his delight found himself on
the banks of the stream.

He was sure thot it was the sfream that he had left,
although the hoats did w»ot at this point appear. But he
found an abandoned mahogany dugout, and he followed the
stream in this uutil hc came to the place of the camp.

The hunters had not returned.

Buf they came back that night, and he was glad indeed t.
~ meet again old Apula who had rescued him from the cave.

Leigh was now led to watch the habits of the little ashy
birds, the alligators' friends, - Ile did see them alight near th
great reptiles’ mouths, though he did not see them pick th
creatures’ teeth. It is said that the alligators never harn
this feathered visitor to the open door of its mouth; we hap.
it is true, for one likes to ind jn everything everywhere som
characteristic (hat has the resemblance of goodncss. Th
reptile, however, probably finds the bird in some way usel
to him.



CHAPTIER XXVIIL
FAITNEFUL.

EIGH'S heart beat joyfully as the Indians tmrned the
boats to the luke and he saw the velcanoes rising out
of the lake again,

He expected that the Indians would land him at some
point near Rivas, or that they would Jeave him at Granada
or Greytown, whither he thought they would carry the
rubber.

It was with great alarm, therclore, that he found the Ind-
ians drifting to the San Juan, and passing Greytown in the
night as though they were hiding their cargo.

They went out into the open sea, and their boats fol-
lowed the coast.  Whither were they going?

Leigh tried to induce Apula to land him at Greytown.  He
pointed frantically towards the land and the disappearing
cacoanut palms.

Apula put his hand on his heart and said, —

“ Corason — veradere — sincero ~— leal — fiel — franco 1

They were all Spanish words.  Corazon mcans ¢ heart.”  He
wished that Leigh shouid understand that his heart was
“rrue,” “sincere,” “loyal,” “faithful,” and “frank.” Leigh
believed the old Indian.  But where were they going?  And
why in this mysterious way ?

hd
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“Where do you sell your rubber?” asked Leigh in Span-
ish.

“No wender,” suid Apula. “No sell” e added, * For
the king”

He then tried to make Leigh understand that they were
eoing to the king's palice, which was ou the coast,

*The king's houase is like a mountain,” he added. ' Tis
top almoest tonches the sky.  Great is the king, Wec hunt
for him.”

The party was on its way to suome tribal king, or cacique,
who lived in a very high house in some place near the coast,

Leigh understood that be was to be taken there. What
next was to happen to him?

His heart beat fast as the old Indian said again, in part
Spanish, —

“ My heart is true, loyal, and faithful,” and added ;-

“{ will return with you alone, T will go back with you to
(Granada. [ will never Ieave you until you are safe with your
own people.  No, no; old Apula will never leave this boy
that he found in the cave of the temple.  Apula’s heart is
{aithful and true.”

In broken Spanish he said further, crooking his forefinger
wisely before his checks, —

“Calandria, the liitle bird all white and brown, he know
the white boy. The bird with the whiskers, he know the
white boy. The bird with the white ks, he know the
white boy. The calandria, he come and talk with the white
hoy in the camp. Apula can see.”

Leigh Dbelicved the eld man.  Fad his fricnds known
where he was, he would have beea happy to have gone i
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this wild way to visit a native Indian king, and to have seeu
the king’s tall house in the native wilderness.

“Why did you not leave me on the land?” he said, or
tried to make Apula comprehend.

“We under orders of the king —he live in the house of
the sky, high, high, high. You shall sce. Apula go back
to him, then he will be frece. Then he return with the boy
that the calandrias come to visit.  Apula will tell the king
that the calandrias talked with the boy that Apula found in
the temple, the temple of the quetzal.”

The last words spoken in broken Spanish startled him.
How strange it was that he was hunting f[or the guetzal, and
should have fallen into one of the temples of the sacred bird,
it this indeecd had been the case!

The surf thundered on the coast as they passed aleng
on the smooth water of the open sca.  Groves of cocoanut
palms stood everywhere shining in the son.

At one point 2 sail boat with an American flag lay in the
distance, at another a steamer with a British fAag appeared.

Sharks were everywhere to be seen in the clear, sky-bluc
water.

On and on went the bhoats. Where would they land?
Would Leigh ever sece his [ricnds and howe again?  [fe
would sit silent and brooding.  Then old Apula would re-
peat, “veradero — sincere — fead — ol

Leigh believed him., There was that in the old Indian's
heart that was true to the pathway of the stars.  There are
true hearts to be found everywhere in the world.

The place of landing Leigh never knew, except that.it
was on the Mosquito Coast. The rubber had dried and be-
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come hard, and he understood that the king who dwell in
the tall palace was to sell it to a comisario, as the Spanish
rubber traders were called, and that rubber was cne of his
sources of revenuc,

They came to the paiace ol the king. It was indeed a
structare unlike anything that Leigh had ever seen before,
It looked like a hill with an opening in its sides.

It was buiit of cane and palm leaves, or like native vegeta-
tion. Tt was Jarge enough to shelter a council of the people.

The Indians were not dressed like those he had scen else-
where.  They wore the clothes of civilization.  The dusky
queen was particularly ornamental in her attire.  There were
people of mixed blond there.

Should Leigh disclose his strange story here to any Eng--
lish-speaking people, if such there were?  No, he would
trust to the integrity of Apula who had reseued and protected
him. _

“ Peuga ! sald Apula to him, after he had saluted the
king, and had had some words with him in regard to the
young stranger,

Leigh followed Apula, and they came to a palm hut in the
woods.  Here the Indian lived with his family, and here he
was left with Apula’s daughter and friends, while the Indian
attendued a mecting of the tribe in the council rooms of the
tall house, and took part in a tribal merry-making there.

In the morning Leigh was awakened in his hammock by a
howling, like lions in & menagevie.  He had heard the puma
called the Awmecrican lion, but he had never imagined that
he howled like this, nor did he know that there were pumas
here.
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His hammock was swung under some tall trees, and pres-
ently a powerful roar echoed from a thicket above him, Ile
started up and ran into the hut, awaking the Indian woman
and her children.

“Lionl” “he cxelaimed.  He pointed up.  “Lion en
arbol ! (lion on the tree).”

The people looked puzzled.

Presen’tl)? there was heard a terrific roar above the cabin,
as ol two or more liens.  Leigh made signs of alarm.

The roar was again set up as though there was an army of
lions coming down from the trees to devour the whole house-
hold.. . '

“ Congo—mono,” said the woman. * Pegueno! (little)”

Leigh shook his head.

U No pequens,” he said.  “Lion!”

The light was breaking. The woman went out and stood
by the hammock where Leigh had slept, and pointed vpward.

“ Nada ! (nothing),” said Leigh, meaning that he saw
nothing there. -

There were imdeed a few little black monkeys with gray
fates in the trees, but no lions, — nothing that could seem so
to roar as to shake the hills.  Such roars as he had just
heard might frighten an army.

All was silent for a time. The woman and children stood
still, Jooking up.

The sun was now rising in the clear sky, as was scen in
the red glow in the treetops. The parrots were sending
forth deafening cries. Leigh wondered that such fearful
noises could ever proceed from the throats of such small
birds. :
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Suddenly a roar filled the place. It was followed by a
chorus of terrific sounds, like the lions in a menagerie when
impaticntly waiting for theic tood.

The woman turned to Leigh, lavghing, and the children
wearing the like face, and pointel upward.

It was indeed the Hitle black wmonkeys with gray faces
that were roaring like lions.

Leigh would hardly have belicved his eyes more than his
cars, had he not heard some parrots almost outdo the little
monkeys in the strength of their cries.

“ Pegnene,” said the woman.

“ Pequeno,” said the children.

“Peguens,” assented Leigh in humiliation, and disclosed
in broken Spanish that he thought that only a lion could ever
send forth a roar so terrible.

In the morning Apula returned, saying in Spanish, —

“Great news!”

“What ?” asked Leigh, wondering if in any way it related
to his {riends.

*“The king has received a message that a white boy bas
been lost.  Fewga!”

Leigh followed his faithfal friend. The two went down
to the sea to the long lines of cocoanut palms, against which
the green and purple sea was thundering and tossing into
surf.  He found a boat there awaiting him.  The two went
out from a bend where the foree of the surf was broken, and
Leigh felt sure now that he was on his way to Bluefields or
Greytown, or some like port.  [Te could not know the geog-
raphy of the place, but he could trust his guide.

Who were those strange Indians that he had met?
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IHe had heard of the King of the Mosyuito Coast, who
was protected by the English government after the trend of
the English-American treaty of a gencration ago.  Could the
king that he had met have been him?  He could not tell
He only knew that Apula used the paddles with a kind of
gladsome vigor, and that he was not expected to be able ta
understand all of the scenes that he had met.

The place was the palace or tall house of the Mosguito
Indians' king. The real king, however, was in Jamaica; the
man before whom the Indians had danced was only a chief,
ov deputy governor.



CHAPTER XXIX.
FOUND |

“ LINGA ! was the welcome summons of Apula at last,

after Leigh’s enforced visit to the Indian palace.
[.cigh entered the hoat with the faithful Indian, and he was
alloat on the sercne waters under the calm skies beyond the
thundering surf.

They came to the feaming harbor of Greytown.

As the boat touched the strand, Apula rose up, tall and
thin, —

“ Muchackhe (boy),” said he, “ Apula’s heart has becn true,
sincere, faithful.  He found you in the cave of the quetzal;
he returns you to your own.  Remember Apula!l”

The tall Indian pointed to a flag in the town and said,—

“The Consul -- American.  Apnia is true, loyal, faith-
ful. He wants money -— zada (nothing). You are going to
Guatemala.”

Ie stood in the boat, pointing to the flag.

s Leap!” said he, “leap and he free!”

[1e held the boat to the strand with the paddle, while the
surf broke and foamed around it.

Leigh leaped to the shore, and turned around.  Already
Apula was gone; his boat was breaking through the surf
towards the calm, green sea. Why had he gone?

Leigh hastened to the house of the Consul. The latter

229
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rose up as though a ghest had appeared when he saw him
coming.

“Have you come out of the carth ?” said the Consul.

“Yes," said Leigh, © I have”

“ Do you know that your absence has alarmed the country,
and caused me hours of trouble and anxicty ? 130 you know
that your unncle has ncarly gone mad on your account, and
that your brother has lost all interest in everything for the
same reason ! Do you know that your name and description
have been sent to all the American consulates?  Where have
you been 27

“Let me first ask you where now are my brother and
uncle?”

“They have gone to Corinto on the other side.  They
have been continually going from city to city, from port to
port, from place to place, secking for tidings from you. 1o
you know what a place you make in your friends’ hearts?”

“Consul, telegraph to them that T have been lost in the
woods, and found by friendly Indians and rcturncd.”

“Lost? How could that have been? You went away
from your guide around a single bend in the river, and was
gone; boat and all were gone. I can belicve your guide. 1
never knew him to deceive any one, and I have known him
long.”

“Telegraph, and I will explain all.”

The Consul sent an immediate message to Captain Fro-
bisher at Corinto, and then heard Leigh's strange story.

When he had concluded, the Consul said, —

“There is one man whose heart is broken,”

“Who?”
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“The guide.”

“Where is he?”

“ At Rivas"”

“Send word to him that 1 have been found.”

“T am going to Rivas to-day. You shall go with me.”

The American flag on the Consul’s boat came trailing inte
the port of Rivas. On the Janding stood a solitary Indian
with straining eyes.

As Leigh leaped to the shore, he found himself clasped in
the iron arus of an Indian, and patted on the back after the
manner of the country.

“Comnsnl, Consul,” the Indian cried out in a frantic tone,
“my words were true, my words were true! I did not harm
the boy. T could die now. Iverybody will know that my
words were truc! T would rather die than not be true!”

The Indian, a lord of the waters that he was, began to
tremble and cry.  He leaped about in the sand. He stopped
suddenly and asked, — -

“Where did you go, boy ? what became of you, boy! Did
you go up to the sky, or down into the earth ¢ "

“Down,” said Leigh.

*“ Down under the water ¢ 7

“Down beside the water — down into a pit.”

“Where was your boat ? 7

“In the reeds”

“Why did you go into the reeds, boy ?”

“[n scarch of the quetzal.  There were quetzals in the
trees beyond the reeds.  The trees were full of trogons.”

“Did you fall into the temple, boy ? ™" *

“Into a pit, Sefior.”
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“] see, I see it all now —how strange — how very
strange! The old temples were there — caves now. 1 see,
[ see. DBut, boy, why did you not call? ™

“T did, but nebody could hear me — I was underground !”

“ How did you get away "

“Y was found by an Indian rubber hunter”

“ e brought you back ¢ ”

“ He brought me back.”

“ All of the stars be praised!  No one can ever suspect me
of doing you harm any more.”

The meeting between Leigh and his uncle was a revela-
tion to the boy.

“ Leigh,” said Captain Frobisher, embracing him as the
Tndian had dene, “if the sun were gold, and 1 owned it all,
[ would have given it for you. This is the happiest hour of
my lite.”

“ 1 did not know that I was worth so much as that,” said
leigh, “1f T have that value, I will try to tuke better care
of myself in the future”” :

Alonzo met Leigh in his usual practical way.

“Well, my good brother, you seem to have had many ad-
ventures, and to have made much commotion in our little
world.  You have visited the temple of the quetzal, 1 hear,
but where is the quetzal ?”

“1 will find him yet. T have not given up the search. T
will do yet what no other person cver did. T will secure a
ayal trogon, and take him back to our Milton home, as a
-ompanton for the condor there.  Wait and seel”

Leigh felt sure that he would mect Apula again; that the
{ndian would be truc to the ring.




CHAPTER XXX.
PARTED,

UR travellers went up the coast.
At Bluefields Apula had suddenly appeared one even-
ing, and said to Leigh in broken language, —

“Are you going to Guatemala, my young friend 2"

“Yes, we go to Livingston, and then go over the moun-
tains to Gratemala City.”

“ The mountaing — /as wontanas 27

“Ves, Apuln”

“There is the forest of the quetzal, the true, true bird —
the real quetzal.”

He turned around nervously and said, —

“T follow you—1 find you — Cindad Guatemala. When ?”

Leigh explained to Apula the plan of their journey, to
which the Indian answered : —

“1 know the jefes of the towns — the comandantes. 1
have hunted there.  The cochineal is grown there.”

The jefes? who were these ? Were they men, or animals,
or hirds 2 Were they what the [ndian had hunted ?

They were nonc of these. They were the local judges,
the governors of places, the mayors, as it were, of towns.
They were like the judges in Oriental storics — cadvs, or the
alcaldes of Spanish towns, The jef¢ was the man of the
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place.  This man would be their chief advisor on the intand
ways of Guatemala.

Apula held up his ring to the light, patted Leigh affee-
tionately on the back, after the custom, and torned away as
if reluctantly,

What did he mean by “I will fellow you™? Why
should he seck to follow Leigh? It was reputed to be a very
bard journey to Guatemula City, over ihe mountains, and
Iinglish and American travellers fonnd it so, cven those who
had plenty of money, as the Ifrobishers had.

There are comforts that are neceded in travelling that
moncy cannot buy. The way was not only a very diificull
one, hut a long anc.

The Indian, with no resources except his knowledge of how
to live in the country, could betier overcome the difficuliics
than an English traveller with means. Time was of little
account to him. DBut what could be the Indian’s motive for
desiring to follow him.

Leigh might believe it to be a good one, a4 matter of disin-
terested affection.  But Captain Frobisher and Alonze could
hardly be brought to belicve this.

Leigh saw in the Indian's face a resolution that showed
that he was in earncst in what he had said.

Why not take the Indian with him as a guide? Because.
his uncle and brother would distrust him.  Leigh had made
so many mistakes already, through over-confidence in his own
plang, that he did not dare to venture upon another, or to sug-
gest anything that on its face would excite suspicion. How
could he know that Apula was not a robber.

He¢ had read the dark tales of the buccaneers. Ie had
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been told strange things of the Mosquito Coast Indians. He
must not again leadd his friends into trouble.  But he wished
to know more of this Indian, who had said that he would find
him in Guatemala City.

ITe went to the Moravian wissionary at Blucficlds.

“ Did you ever miecet a Mosquito Tadian by the name of
Apular” asked he.

“Apula?  Apula, the rubber hunter?  Yes, Ilas he
offered himsell to you as a guide 27

“No. e rescued me from a pit, and brought me out of
the woods, near the lake, where T was lost.”

“ITe is an honest man.”

The missionary added : —

*Apula has a deaghter. She is a very beautiful gicl. He
is very fond of her and very proud of her.  She goes with
himy on journcys, except when he goes rubber hunting,  She
is as devoted to lom as he is to her.  Apula’s wile is dead,
and his daughter, whow he calls Nina, s all he bas, Heis
an uncommon Indian. I could recommend him to you as a
guide,  le would be true, as true as the courses of the stars,
to one in whom he believed.

“You will need a native guide in all your plans of travel
in these countrics,  You are going to Guatemala, Well, my
young fricad, you will not find Guatemala to be another
Costa Rica. There are no long railroads there, amid Gennan
and English plantations.  Splendid churches are there, but
they are dead ; ine monoliths, but they are sinking into the
carth of the forests; no one knows who erected thein, or to
whom they were erected. You will need a guide.  T.et me
advise you to engage Apula and his daughter.”
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To all of this Leigh's heart responded. But he had lost
credit, as a counsclor, in plans of travel.  His Dblunders
had cost his uncle too much meoney and anxiety alrcady.

No, he must not advise the securing of Apula as a guide.
He must simply assent to the pluns of the others, as the
youngest traveller; but he did desire the old Indian's com-
pany in the long journcy that he was about to take. Would
he ever sce him again?



CHAPTER XXXL
GUATEMALA, THE LAND OF THE QURTZAL.

UATEMALA was the land of ancient glory, and it
promises again {o beeowe a garden, and its ports are
growing again. Here luscious oranges grow in a luxurious
abundance, without any danger from frost. The ports of
Guatemala lie only a few days’ sail {from Mobile and New
Orleans.  Kxcept for a sometime choppy sea the water s
serene and beautiful.  OF this land of ancient splemdor, and
of wonderful vegetation always, Livingston is the principal
port.

A delightful way to visit this country, which is the largest
of the five republics that promise to make up the new central
confederation, would be to go to San Francisco, thence by
steamer to San Jos¢ in Guatemala, whence there is a railroad
to Guatemala City, the magnificent.  Or, again, to Panama,
and take a steamer to San José, and thence to the capital by
rail.  The quick way is to go to New Orleans, thence by
boat direct to Livingston.

Livingston is a town of warchouses and huts; a store-
house of tropical fruits, whenee one may take a steamer for
the Rio Dulce— the swect river. Sweet river it is. One
starts through a flower garden of waters, and sails threugh
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caion some ten mwiles long,  Was Lhere cver a cafion like
this ¢ We sec the cafions of the West; they rise barren and
pare, and overwhelm us with the grandevr ol their gloom.

But here there are walls of flower gardens. Wonld you
behold the hanging gardens of Babylon with fowers that the
Muedian mountaing never knew; they are here,

Not cascades but vegetation pours over the walls, and
spreads its carpets of bloom down to the sweet waters.

What flowers are here? One docs not know,  Go ask the
wotanist.  What tangles of berrvies, what marvels of leaves,
vho can tell?

The green walls look like the ruins of castles, aml the
iver winds and turns among them, turns and winds again.

Ilere and there a vine-coloved arabesque of limestone
aoks out amid the bloom —a sceming gargoyle, as [rom the
sroken walls of 2 mediwval cathedral, in some gone-by
wrovinee of the times of the Palmers,

In and out. When will the narrow vistas break, and the
aountain fiekls appear!

The veil is lifted; the rviver broadens into a gull, and the
olf is a garden of islands, and the istands ave abloom like
he walls of the cafion.

The mountains rise and Rl the air; great arms of the
wndes, which have only gone down at Panama to rise again.
wverything is vegetation, — the shores, the islands, the moun-
tims,  The earth here all turns iuto palms and balms and
looms.

We are next in lake Isabel, whose shores were once
imous for pottery.  But amid these splendars, growing and
towing, inviting the highest development of social life and
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progress, what a scant and wretched population lined these
shores.  The town of Isabel had only one public house, and
that was built of muad,  The houscs here were huts; the
people followed the simple instinets of their animal nature ;
they scemed to care for nothing more. They played the
sectrinnefer, a1y instrunent of sweet-sounding sticks, they danced,
then ddled. Time with them came and went; they were
sorry to sce iU go, and that was all,

The sun canmre up day by day to scrve them, to clothe them,
to make the shade a joy, and to provide them with food,
What did they want more?

Through a narrow stream called the Polochic our travellers
entered the wilds of the mowuntain-shadowed world,  The
river wound thiough swamps now and weods of monkeys,
baboons, and parrots.

The nionkeys came to look at them, the bahoons to gibber
at them, and the parrots to ask many ¢uestions in an un-
known tongue.

In the midst of this tangled land, where the inhabitants of
the woods came out on the branches to view the wonder of
the stcamboat, the steam whistle blew.,  Lpupit! cvasit, the
monkeys were gone in the twinkling of an cye without any
adios. The parrots had no morc questions to ask. They
kncew it all now, whatever theic wonder might have been.

“Toat! toot!”

Iven the little naked children ran to their mothers to
inquire what kind of men were these who could thus cause
the monster to utter such an unexpected ery.

The river curved and wound about hither and thither,
They seemed going about hither and there, and making no
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progress. *“Toot! toot!” The canoemen held their paddies
to wonder.

They were on the verge of the great mahogany forests.
The trunks of ancient trees were Qower gardens.  The wild
orange was here, the orchid, the mighty cciba, putting out
its giant arms to the light

It was bivd-Jand here, a bird aristocracy was bere.

“IHere,” said Captain Frobisher, * black cranc and the
white cranc; here is the quaca, whose breast flames; here
humming-birds hang in the flowers.

“ Parrots, — look at them — colonies of them!t all asking
guestions about the things that they do not know.  Docs
the royal guetzal live here?” he asked of the pilot.

“Farther up,” said the pilet.

Alligators were everywhere to be scen enjoying the sun.
Iidcous were they ¢ Yes, but levely in comparison with the
iguanas which were clothed in scales, and had an ugly-look-
ing pouch under their throats, with long snake-like tails, and
spines like a saw upon their backs.  Some of them were five
feet long.

“I declare,” said Captain Frobisher to the pilot, “thosc
ignanas arc the ugliest looking reptiles [ ever saw.  They
look as though they would kill you, saw you up, and put you
in their pouches.”

“They be very tender, very goot,” said the pilot.  “They
haf no offence.”

“What do you mean, that they are gentle and harmw-
tesg? ™

“Yes, all that, Captain. And they are tender to eat, also,
and very goot,”
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“They do not look as though they had such double guali-
tics as those,” said the captain,

The Iodians here had the forbidding looks and amiable
qualitics of the gentle iguana.

“Where are you travelling to?” asked the pilot of Captain
Frobisher.

“To see a coffece plantation in the interior,” said the
captain,

“It is a safc jowrney that you will hal,” said the pilot.
“The Indians are all honest and true here”

So it was.,  The Indians are gentle and faithful, and they
bend their backs like beasts of burden and carry the travel-
lers’ baggage in woaden cages strapped upon their shoulders.

They carry the coffee in this way from the plantatious to
the sea, and none of it is ever stolen, and nothing entrusted
to them is cver lost.

A wman here gets about a shilling a day for carrying a hun-
dred pounds at a rapid pace upon his back. Truly, truly,
these people need kindergarten schools.

Kk
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' THE TRICK MULE — EARTHQUAKE LAND.

UATEMALA once included the whole of Central
Amcrica, but the historic part of this New Iduglind
of Spain was the country now lying on the Mexican border.
Here flourished and passed away a form of civilization like
that of the Incarial empire of Peru, and at about the snine
period.  The Spanish empire followed.  The mysterious
period of the Aztecs and Quiches left the ruins of pyramids
and temples in this part of the peninsula; and the Spanish
rule, magnificent churches tumbling into decay.  What is to
follow? In pagan times and in Christian cras it has been
faith that has toiled. There must be a revival of laith to
make a third era of development bere; ignorance is every-
where. The great period of education is yet to come.

But the Jand is one [air garden of many climates.  HMere
are the most beautiful flowers in the world. The air is
a marvellous tree garden filled with bird and inscct life.

The traveller Stephens has exciled the magination of the
world by his deséription of the ancient city of Utatlan, the
seat of the Quiche kings.

It was Leigh's desire to visit this city, and the comman-
dante offered mule boys, mules, and a guide. Captain Fro-
bisher became interested to visit this ruin.

2.[2
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‘The way was over the mountains, and was lined with dark
forests that changed color as new varlutions of  climate
hrowght Torth new flowers.

There were little villages and puestos along the way, with
fong names ending in “ango ™ and *“ult,” with fountains and
cucalyptus trees in some of them.  Orange trees were every-
where ; sweel lemons and citrong were to be found, Here
sapotes grew as large as apples, and some as large as cocoa-
nuts.  The tiles of the voofs of houses were buried in the
flowers and foliage of crecping vines.  Pinks, lilies, gladioli,
sunflowers, made happy familics, and cacti were everywhere,
even en the trees, and maguey plants were uscd for fenees,

[.eigh had been given a mule which had bright trappings,
but a head of its own, Tt Jooked as meck as Moscs at
starting, but had a habit of zigzagging in such a way as to
bring the rider’s feet against the trees.

In one of the ascents on a mountain side, Leigh came to
some old orange trees loaded with fruit, and hung with fan-
tastic orchids. IMe drew the rein to gather some of the
oranges, when he mule went down all in o heap, Icaving him
standing over her, as he quickly drew his feet from the
stirrups. :

“What is the matter with the mule?” asked Captain IFro-
bisher of the guide.  “Is she going to die? "

“Na, na,” siad the guide, “she be a trick mule.  Step
away from her a minute.”

Leigh obeyed.  The arriero gathered up a long cord
attached to the saddle, and began te strap her with it, utter-
ing some words of hard letters that sounded profane.

The little animal came to her feet.
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“Look out for your legs if she serves you again like that,”
said the guide.

“What s it that ails her?”” asked Leigh, 1 have handled
her gently."”

“ Handled her gently |7 said the arriero.  “ It is the diadlo
in her, the diadlo in her head that makes her knees go down,
T can sce it in her eyes now.  Garrr /"

Leigh had never heard of that discase hefore.  Ile would
look for the wnrd in the Spanish dictionary on his return.

They came to a readside puesto, and asked for hospitality’
for the night.

The Indians there weve full of kinduess, and took charge
of the mules; but ane of them going behind the trick muk:
found that quality in them that some peeple call prineiple,
e did not usc a word with many #s; he was a pious
Indian, and rubbed his bruised leg and crossed himself,

“ That is a vicious beast,” said the capiain.

“(Can we have beds ?”’ he asked.

He found that they might have a mahogany bedstead if
they would use a board. DBut hammocks were offcred them.
After a supper of furvos (cggs) and more coffee Za superda,
they trusted themsclves to the care of the natives.

“ These people cross themselves at every sign of evil,” said
the captain, “and I feel safe. T am so tired that T am surc
of good rest to-night.  Fvery bone in me is praying for rest.”

“I never felt more sure of sleeping in all my life than
now,” said Alonzo.

“I would wager a peso that I will be asleep betore my
hammock gains its poise,” said Leigh.

The three stood before their hammocks.
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“Well, it is a blessing to be sure of somcthing in this
uncertain world,” said the captain.

“Weli, 1 am sure of sleep to-night and right off now,” said
Alonzo.

“And I am sure of sleep after two winks,” said Leigh.

The three travellers were just swinging into the hammocks
when their feet trembled.

A fearful shrick rent the air. It came from an Indian
woman. The Indian men were running out of the patio into
the ficlds.

“ The house is shaking,’

“The tiles are hreaking up,” said Leigh,

“The earth is moving away,” said Alonzoe.

“1 feel as though I were at sea,” said lLeigh. “Why are
the Tndians running ? 1 feel s0 strangely.”

A hollow sound followed, as thongh there was a tempest in
Lhe carth.

“Terremofo ! cried an Indian, running past the door, and

said the captain.

falling.

Our travellers rushed out. The building was staggering,
and the adobe was falling down.

The Indians were crossing themselves m the fields, and
crying, " Tevremoto, Teiremoto !

The walls of the posada, if so the puesto might be called,
fell in, the sight of which sent the Fodians upon theiv knecs.

“We will never sleep in that house,” said the captamn.
“We were too swre for once.  But we are safe here.”

Night was falling. There was a deep silence everywhere.
Birds were flying abont without uttering a cry, and sinking
upon the ground with guivering wings.
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The world seemed to darken at once.  Suddenly, in the
far distance, rosc a column of fiee, like a pillar of the sky,
and the earth trembled again.

“ Where are we?” asked Leigh. '

“In earthquake land,” said Captain I'robisher. * But we
are safe now.”

“It is over,” said onc of the Indians. “ We will have to
sleep in the ficlds to-night, Seior.”

The three travellers lay down in the felds, but not te
slecp.  The moon came up with a coppery hue, and a strange
odar fitled the air.

They watched the columm of fire as it hurst from some far
volcano. It fell before morning, but as tired as they were
they could not sleep,

On the morrow they sct out again for the ruined city.

The walls of many of the houses which they passed by
were broken. But the worning was full of freshness and
splendor, and the Indians seemed happy that the carth had
been werciful in sparing their lives,  One would not like to
build in earthquake land.



CHAPTER XXXIII.
THIE MYSTERY OF PALENDUE AND TUE UNKNOWN CITIES.

N TEARILY ffty years ago, John Lloyd Stephens published

a work entitled  Incidents of Travel in Central Amer-
ica, Chiapas, and Yucatan,” It was illustrated by Frederick
Catherwood, and hecame a classic, It gave a pen and pict-
ure view of the ruins of Central America which excited the
wonder of the world, ‘

ITis accounts of Quiche and of Palenque may be regarded
as among two of the most marvellous chapfers in the litera-
ture of travel. The readers will wish to know something
about the Jost city of Palenque, in Yucatan,

In 3750 a party of Spanish travellers, probably secking
for some new 1l Dorado, entered the province of Chiapas.
They came to a vast solitude, and saw that it was the remains
of an ancient city, as vast as the greatest cities of the world
had been, and whose arts must have recalled Egypt. The
ruins, according to their account, were some twenty-four
miles in extent.  They were afterwards reported to cover an
area of same sixty miles, and to be larger than London, —
a claim that Mr. Stephens discredits. The city has been
overgrown with a thick and almost impenctrable forest, sc
that its extent cannot now he known. Mr. Stephens assign:
to it an area of only twenty-hve or thirty acres.

247
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A part of the ancient palace and the images of unknown
heroes, called *idols,” have survived the wreck of the once
populons strects and houses.  "The palnce with the stuccoed
figures on the pilasters had not only DLeen magnificent, but
furnished an example of art such as had not been found
before in the Western world.  The golden temples of Peru
displayed no such development of the sense of beauty as the
ruins of Palenque.

The glory of this vast city rose and passed, before the
Lastern world had ever heard of the continent.  The country
here was as populous as the land of Lhe pyramids on the
Nile,

The records of kings, heroes, and imaginary gods, if such
they are, make the ruin a vast graveyard, which even the
Indians shun with superstitious awe.  The few travellers
who go there, drive the birds and beasts away from the pal-
aces of splendid monarchs, who may have thought that the
sun was created and rose and set for them, and whose armies
dominated one of the fairest regions on carth.

-The story of the ruined city of wonderful art und civiliza-
tion grew, and cxcited the attention of the antiguarians of
the world.  In 1786 the King of Spain ordered an explora-
tion of the flowery land of desolation and mystery, and in
1787 the explorers, under a commission from the government
of Guatemala, went to Palenque.

The explorers may have been affected by their imagina-
tions, for in the report of Captain Del Rio, the commander,
an Egyptian origin was claimed for the ancient people, —a
view very stimulating to the antiquarian.  Poetic minds have
shown how there was once a continent called ““ Atlantis,”
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which communicated with the Nile regions, over which thesc
people came; also how the same people were a lost tribe of
Israclites, who brought with them the arts of 1gypt.

Think of it — whether this city was once as great as the
carly cxplorers beieved it to be, or as restricted as it is
desceribed by Mr. Stephens, it would have held vank, had it
been in Asia, with the great citics of the world, Its art
would have held a place among the wonders of the ages.
Yet we know not so much as its name,

lts kings and heroes rise in stone monuments before us,
with their eternal records wrapped, as it were, around them
— yet who were they? They dreamed themselves immortal,
but none can read the language that relates their deeds.
Will the names of Flomer, Shakespeare, and Newton some
day perish?  Is oblivien only a matter of time ?—answer,
QO pyramids of Ialenque, Oxmal, Quiche, and Copan !

Qur travellers could not expect to visit Palenque nor
Quiche. But they studied these cities in Stephens’ werk,
with the wonderful Catherwood illustrations, and they hoped
to see Copan, which was on the highway to Guatcmala
City and necar the Atloniic coast.

The description of Quiche in Stephens’ work filled them
with this desire to see with their own eyes seme of the fallen
monuments with which the tropical forests of Guatemala
abound. They did not expect to find the ruins of splendid
Christian churches here: no traveller does; but cvery ex-
plorer is astonished, whatever he may have been told, to
meet with crumbling structures of the cross, not two cen-
turics old. The monkeys tenant them, the parrots, the bats.
Two civilizations have arisen, shone, and gone down in these
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vast gardens of nature's wonder-world.  The thivd high
civilization must take the formn of Christiun cducation: that
education in which Christ is the great teacher; the Sermon
on the Mount the text-book, and Frochel the interpreter to
the present age.  Such education must come to all the coun-
tries of the South as an undenominational .missionary move-
ment, as a force of evangelical faith ; spiritual education will
soon be the new missionary event of the world.

Quichc? What of the wonder? IHow may we rchuild
it in our fancy? Iow sec it alive, with its altars flaming,
its tewmples glowing, the proccssiens of the kings filling
the streets with music, amid the glitter of gold and gems?
Quiche was the city of the quetzal, the sacred bird; what is
now left of the temples and palaces, where the bird, morc
beautiful than the peacock, once rccalled how beautiful
nature in her highest expression could be?

Stephens thus deseribies some of the scenes that he saw in
the ruins of this habitation of splendor, art, and beauty, where
the sculptors were the pocts of the race, where the pocms
yet live in stone, but which no human being may read :-—

“At half-past three, with an alguazil running before us
and Bebon trotting behind, we set out again, and crossed a
gently rolling plain, with o distant side-hill on the left, hand-
somely wooded, and reminding us of sceues at home, except
that on the left was another immense bayranca, with large
trecs whose fops were 2000 fcet below us. Leaving a vil-
lage on the right, we passed a small lake, crossed a ravine,
and rose to the plain of Quiche. At a distance on the left
were the ruins of the old city, the once large and opulent
capital of Utatian, the court of the oative kings of Quiche,
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and the most sumptuous discovered by the Spaniards in this
part of America. It was a site worthy to be the abode of a
race of kings. We passed between two small lakes, rode
into the village, passed on, as usual, to the convent, which
steod beside the C]lll]"(‘.h, and stopped at the fool of a bigh
flight of stone steps.  An old Indian on the platform told us
to walk in, and we spurred our mules up the steps, rode
through the corridor into a large apartment, and sent the
mules down another flight of steps into a yard enclosed by a
high stone fence,  The convent was the first crected in the
country by the Dominican friars, and dated from the time of
Alvarado. It was bunit entirely of stone, with massive walls
and corridors, pavements, and courtyard strong enough for a
fortress ; but most of the apartments were desolate or fijled
with rubbish; one was used for sacate, another for corn, and
another fitted up as a roosking place for fowls. The padre
had gone to another village, his own apartments were locked,
and we were shown into one adjoining, about thirty feet
square, and nearly as high, with stone floor and walls, and
without a single article in it except a shattered and weather-
beaten soldicr in one corner, returning from campaigns in
Mexico. As we had Dbrought with ws nothing but our
ponchas, and the nights in that region were very cold, we
were wnwilling to risk sleeping on the stone floor, and with
the padre’s Indian servant went to the alcalde, who, on the
~strength of Carrera’s passport, gave us the andience-room of
the cabilda, which had at onc end a raised platform with a
railing, a table, and two long henches with high backs.
Adioming was the prison, being merely an enclosure of four
high stone walls, without any roof, and filled with more than
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the usual number of criminals, some of whom, as we looked
through the gratings, we saw lying on the ground with only
a few rags of covering, shivering in the cold. The alealde
provided us with supper, and promised to procure us a guide
to the ruins, ’

“ Harly in the morning, with 2 Mestitzo armed with a long,
basket-hilted sword, who advised us to carry our weapons, as
the people were not to be trusted, we sct out for the ruins.
At a short distance we passed another immense barranca,
down whicl, but a few nights belore, an Indian, chased by
alguazils, cither fell or threw himself off into the abyss,
1400 fect deep, and was dashed to picces. At about a mile
from the village we came to a range of elevations, extending
toe a great distance, and connected by a ditch, which had
cvidently formed the line of fortiications of the ruined city.
They consisted of the remains of stom: buildings, probably
towers, the stones well cut and laid together, and the mass of
rubbish around abounded in flint arrowheads. Within this
line was an clevation, which grew more imposing as we ap-
proached, square, with terraces, and having in the centre a
tower, in all 120 feet high. Woe ascended by steps to three
ranges of terrace, and on the top entered an area enclosed
by stone walls, and covered with hard cement, in many
places still perfect. Thence we ascended by stone steps to
the top of the tower, the whole of which was formerly
covered wilh stuceo, and stood as a fortress at the entrance
of the great city of Utatlan, the capital of the kingdom of
the Quiche Indians.

“ According to Fuentes, the chronicler of the kingdom of
Guatemala, the kings of Quiclie and Kachiguel were de-

r
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scended from the Toltecan Indians, who, when they came
into this couatry, found it already inhabited by people of
different nations.  According to the manuscript of Don Juan
Torres, the grandson of the last King of the Quiches, which
was in the possession of the lieutenant-general appointed by
Pedro de Alvarado, and which Tfuentes says he obtained by
means of IFather I'rancis Vasques, the historian of the order
of San Francis, the Toltecas themselves descended from the
house of Israel, who were releasod by Moses from the tyr-
anny of Pharaoh, and after crossing the Red Sea fell into
wdelatry. To avoid the reproofs of Moses, or from fear of his
inflicting upon them seme chastisement, they separated [rom
him and his brethren, and under the guidance of Tanub, their
chict, passed from one continent to the other, to a place
which they called the scven caverns, a part of the kingdom
of Mexico, where they founded the celebrated city of Tula.
From Tanub sprang the families of the kings of Tula and
Quiche, and the fiest monarch of the Toltecas. Nimaquiche,
the fifth king of that line, and more beloved than any of his
predecessors, was directed hy the oracle to leave Tula, with
his people, who had by this time multiplied greatly, and con-
duct them from the kingdom of Mexico te that of Guatemala.
In performing this journey, they consumed many years, suf-
fered extraordinary hardships, and wandered over an immensc
tract of country, until they discovered the Lake of Atitlan,
and resolved to settle near it in a country which they called
Quiche.

* Nimaquiche was accompanied by three brothers, and it
was agreed to divide the new country between them. Nima-
quiche died ; his son Axcopil becamc the chief of the Quiches,
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Kachiquels, and Zuatugtles, and was at the head of his nation
when they settled in Quiche, and the first monarch who
reigned in Utatlan,  Under him the monarchy rosc to a high
degree of splendor. To relieve himsel{ from some of the
fatigues of administration, he appointed ihirteen captains, or
governors, and at a very advanced age divided his cmpire
into three kingdoms, viz,, the Quiche, the Kachiquel, and the
Zutugil, retaining the first for himsclf, and giving the second
to his cldest son, Jintemal, and the third te his youngest son,
Acxigual.  This division was made on a day when three suns
were visible at the same time, which extraordinary circum-
stance, says the manuscript, bhas indoced some persons to
believe that it was made on the day of ocur Savior's birth.
There were seventeen Toltecan kings who retned in Utatlan,
the capiial of Quiche, whose names have come down to pos-
terity ; but they are so hard to write out that I will take it for
granted the reader is familiar with them. _

“As we stood on the ruined foriress of Resguardo, the
great plain, consecrated by the last struggle of a great peo-
ple, lay before us grand and beautiful, its blood stains all
washed out, and sniiling with [ertility, but perfectly desolate.
Our guide lcaning on his sword in the area was the only per-
son in sight. But very soon Bobon intreduced a stranger,
who came stumbling along under a red sitk umbrella, talking
te Bobon, and looking up at us. We recogrtized him as the
cura, and descended to meet him.  1le laughed tosec us grope
our way down. Bydegrees his laugh became infectious, and
when we met we all langhed together.  Allat once he stopped,
looked very solemn, pulled off his neck cloth and wiped the
perspiration from his face, took outa paper of cigars, laughed,
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thrust them back, pulled out another, as he said, of Ilabane-
ras, and asked what was the news from Spain.

“The whole arca was once occupicd by the palace, semi-
nary, and other buildings of the royal housc of Quiche,
which now He for the most part tn confused and shapeless
masses of ruins.  The palace, as the cura told us, with its
courts and carrvidors, once covering the whole diameter, is
completely destroyed, and the matenals have been carried
away to build the present village. In part, however, the
floor remains entire, with fragments of the partition walls,
so that the plan of the apartments can be distinctly made
out. This floor is of a hard cenwent, which, though year
after ycai' washed by the floods of the rainy season, Is hard
and durable as stone, The inner walls were covered with
plaster of a finer description, and in corners where there had
been less exposure were (he remains of colors: no donbt
the whole interior had been ornamented with paintings. It
gave a strange scnsation to walk the floor of that roofless
palace, and think of that king who had left it at the head
of 70,000 men to repel the invaders of his empire. Corn
was now growing among the ruins. The ground was used.
by an Indian family, which claimed to be descended from the
royal house.  In one place was a desolate hut, occupied by
thenr at the time of planting and gathering the corn.  Ad-
joining the palace was a large plaza, or courtyard, also
covered with cement, in the centre of which were the relics
of a fountain.

“The most important part remaining of these rains is that
which is called k&l Sacrificatorio, or the place of sacrifice. Ttis
a quadrangular stone structure, sixty-six feet on each side at
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its buse, and rising in pyramidal form to the height, i its pres-
ent condition, of thirty-three fect. On theee sides there 1s a
range of steps in the middle, each step seventeen inches higlh,
and but eight inches on the upper surface, which makes the
range so steep that in descending some caution is necessary.
At the corners there are four buttresses of cut stone, dimin-
ishing in size from the Jine of the square, and apparently
intended to support the structure. On the side facing the
west there are no steps, but the surface is smooth and
covered with stucco, gray trom long exposure. By break-
ing a little at the corners, we saw that there were different
layers of stucco, daubtless put in at different times, and all
had been ornamented with painted figures.  In one place we
made out part of the body ol a lcopard, well drawn and
colored.

“The top of the Sacrificatorio is broken and ruined, but
there is no doubt that it once supported an altar for those
sacrifices of human victims which struck even the Spaniards
with horror. It was barely large enough for the altar and
officiating priests, and the ido]l to whom the sacrifice was
offered.

“The barbarcus ministers carried up the victim ncarly
naked, pointed out the idol to which the saerifice was made,
that the people might pay their adorations, and then extended
him upon the altar. This had a convex surface, and the body
of the victim lay arched, with the trunk elevated and the
head and fect depressed. Iour priests held the legs and
arms, A7ty another kept his head firm with a weoden instru-
ment, made in the form of a coiled serpent, so that he was
prevented from making the least wovement. The head
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priest then approached, and with a knife made of flint cut
an aperture in the breast, and tore out the heart, which, yet
palpitating, he offered to the sun, and then threw it at the
feet of the ido). If the idol was gigantic and hollow, it was
usual to induce the heart of the victim into its mouth with a
golden spoon. If the victim was a prisoner of war, as soon
as he was sacrificed they cut off the head to preserve the
skull, and threw the body down the steps, when it was taken
up by the officer or soldier to whom the prisoncr belonged,
and carricd to hts house to be dressed and scrved up as an
cutertainment for his fricnds.  Tf he was not a prisoner of
war, but a slave purchased for the sacrifice, the proprictor
carried off the body for the same purpose.  In recurring to
the barbarous scenes of which the spot had been the theatre,
it seemed a rightecus award that the bloody altar was hurled
down, and the race of its ministers destroyed.”

s



CHAPTER XXXIV.
A PHILOSOPIICAL MONKEY.

F our travellers could not well visit the mysterious ruins of
Palenque or Quiche, they could go to sce the tall monu-
ments of Quiriqua, an easier journey of a fow days by water,
and the royal road, and this they determined to do.  They
sceured a negro guide at Lake Isabel, and sct out in a
mahogany hoat at first, then over the public way. Their
journey lay over magnificent clevations, commanding wide
and enchanting prospects, and through forests of malmgany
and cedar, in which a thousand parrots, and many monkeys,
inquired why they had come.

The monuments of Quiriqua are called “idols,
whether or not they were cver used for the Jatier purpose
can never be known, until some “ Egyptologist” or, rather,
“Guaternalologist,” shall find the lost key to the inscrip-
tion hﬂ} by the vanished race, whose recovds are now a
mystery.

The first monument that they met in the great lorest grave-
yard was curious indeed, with the front of a man and the
back of a woman. It rose some twenty {cet above the
ground, antd was covered with inseriptions, every letter of
which represented a lost art.

Near it, like a leaning tower, was an obelisk, some twenty-
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six feet high.  On it werc scalptured two, probably royal,
heads, but whose, the visitor conld know no more than the
trees.

They sat down under the trees, at the base of what had
been a pyramidal wall, and surveycd the zigzag repositorics
of history and legend around them.

The guide prepared for them their cosmrida {dinner) there.
He spread out his tortillas, and kindled a fire, and boiled
a number of Auzvos (eggs), which he bad brought with him
for the purpose.

Parvots gathered around the place, and secmed to be hold-
ing a convention, Monkeys gathercd ncar, on Lhe trees, and
held a council, or conference meeting, or, perhaps, an inquiry
meeting. There was one venerable-looking monkey to whom
the olhers seemed to Jook for wisdom. He dropped down
carefully from limb to limb, and glanced from time to time
significantly at the others — somc of whom were little rogucs
in appearance, as much soin habits, as the end of their delib-
erations proved.

1Laving wandered away from the place of the fire, while the
food was preparing, cutting down bushes around half-sunken
monuments, with their machetes, the travellers became lost to
the view of the guide, and he came to look for them, erying, —

“Comida, Sciiores P

They returned with him fo the meal, very hungry, when
they saw his eves widen and heard hiny ery out, as in a spasm.

The tortillas had vanished; so had the eggs, and every-
thing.

The little monkeys were gone, and the parrots seemed to
be faughing er wondering, when they saw the old philosupher
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of the monkey colony looking down upon them, from a high
limb of a tree to which he had ascended.

The guide saw him, and hurled terrible words at him, He
seemed to have a lively sense of the disappeintments of this
world, and he pointed to some vines at o little distance.

They went to the place, and found under them the eooked
eggs, but no monkeys. The latter had fled, like a village at
some terrible news. Why had they gone?

The guide began to pick up the eggs.  He dropped one,
shaking his fingers.

“Caliente (hot),” said he.

“That was what the little monkeys said to each other
before they made their adios,” exclaimed the captain,

“You are right,” said the guide. “The eggs burned their
Jingers, and they seem to have all found it out in one place;
they could not hold them to run up the lianas”

They gathered up the eggs and looked up to the tree for
the philosopher, but he too had gone. What the monkeys

wlad to say to cach other at their next conlerence mecling
we do not know; probably that eggs are not desirable for
food.

The interest which these tall monuwments had awakenad
led the travellers to desire to go onward to Copan, which
was near. IMerc a great city, whose very name was now
lost, had Dbeen. r

Copan lies in the Honduras district in a fertile valley,
famous for its tobacco. Here are the ruins of a temple,
whose river wall is more than six hondred feet lang and
ncarly ninety feet high. It is thought that here rose giganlic
monuments that faced the rviver.
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To have scen this temple in the day of its glory, with its
gates, its wide avenues, its painted and sculptured walls, and
its probable ornaments of gold, silver, and gemws, would have
been to have tuken a view of the New World in the day of ils
barbarian glory. Magnificent *idols,” statues, and monu-
ments were everywhere to be found. What sculptors must
have lived here! what schools of sculpture must have opened
their doors (o the sun!  One of the most beautiful of these
moniuments was larger at the top than at the bottom.

They did not lose their dinner here, hut spread it on a
sculptured altar amid the fallen terraces of kings.



CIHHAPTER XXXV.
A GUATEMALA COFFEE PLANTATION.

UR travellers had seen many ceffee estates on their

long journey, but never one like that which they were

now about to visit in the platean of Guatemala. It belonged

to an Englishman, who derived an almost fabulous income

from it; but it was in charge of an American to whom Cap-

tain Frobisher had letters of introduction.  The latter’s name
was Holme.

The plantation occupied hundreds of acres, ---a sun land
under mountain shadows.

“ The most beautiful sight in all the gardens of the world,”
said Leigh Frobisher, as the plantation came into view. The
planter’s house was covered with airy verandas, open doors,
and latticed windows. Tall trees spread over it right-angled
limbs, like priests at the henediction,

They entered-the grounds on muleback.

The coffee plants were some six or more feet high and
were covercd with crimson berrics, They were arranged in
long rows, or gardens, covering many acres, and were sub-
divided by avenues of bowery trees.

The house was like an island in a sea of flowers.

Sefior Holme, although a stranger, received the party as
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though they were a part of his own family. He had learned
the delights of Spanish hospitality.  His wife, the sefiora,
had caught the same spirit.

The house on the inside had FFrench furniture, and with its
slender form seemed like a structure of the air.

After a trapical meal, they were taken out to view the
place.

“My nephew, Master Alonzo,” said Captain Frohisher,
“has been studying the coffee trade somewhat in the South
American ports.  We have seen some small coffee fields, but

never an estate like this.”

They rode out into the bright, glowing coffee gardens,
under the shade of the long avenue of trees, The coffee
plants stood in rows on every hand.

“ There scems not to be a weed anywhere,” said Alonzo
to Seior Tolme.

“No, the peons do their work thoroughly,” said the sefior.
“We pay our Indian workmen, which is neot done on many
plantations.”

“How do they sceure the service of Indians on other
plantations ? " asked Captain Frobisker, in somc surprise.

“When a grandee purchasés an estate on which are
Indians, he allows the Indians to live there and exacts their
work as reat.”

“But is not that slavery ? "' asked Leigh.

“A kind of slavery,” said the scfior. “The English
plantations are conducted, as a rule, with fairness towards the
peons, though the Indian labor costs little, a real or shilling,
or twelve and a half cents a day, —a small sum compared
with the pay for like work in the States.”
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“How much coffee does an cstate like this produce?
asked the captain.

“ A thousand or more quintals yearly,” said the planter.

“Will you tell us how the crop is produced?” asked
Alonzo in intensc interest.

“Yes; but the ficlds tell their own story.

“You sec the stems, the drooping bhranches, and’ the red

L

berrics. The leaves in the carlyl scason are of a deep green,
the flowers are small and white and fragrant.

“You see what the red berries are. 1 will pick some for
you and we will examine them.”

The planter secured some of the cranberry-like berries,
They consisted of a pulp, in which were two sceds which
grew facing each other, but with oval sides.

The gardens were shaded.  In onc part of them were
beautiful trecs with overhanging branches, in another part
were lofty banana leaves. The planter cxplained that the
coffec plant requires shade, as docs the South Amcrican
cocoa. As the planter becomes rich, he empleys many oxen,
and uses cxpensive machinery.

“We pick the berries,” explained the planter, “and run
them with water throngh a pulping machive which separates
the kernel from the pulp. The coffee is then dried in the
sun, It is then picked over, graded, and bagged, and taken
to the port by oxen, mules, ot on the backs of Indians.

“The coffee crop here goes to England and Germany. It
is exported from Champerio and other ports.” '

“What are the profits of a coffee plantation?” asked
Alonzo.

“A large coffec plantation produces a very large income.
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It is claimed that after six years it will yicld yearly an income
as large as the original cost. The owners of the coffee plan-
tations hecome rich men; the crop does net fail, and a ready
market awaits the superior herry.”

As they rode along under the bowery avenues, Leigh
looked up to the mountiins.

“IDo you cver find rare birds in the mountain forests? ”
he asked.

“Yes, my lad, some very curious birds and animals. Are
you an ornithologist?”

“I have been trying o secure a [ew specimens of rare
birds. I found a quetzal in Nicaragua, and was very much
gratified to have such a treasure to take home with us, when
I fouud thut it was nat the royal bird of the caciques, and
the national ecmblem of Guatemala, but of an infertor family
of the species.”

“Would you like a true quetzal ¢

“Nothing would please me more, Scior.”

“1 will let one of the Indians find one lor you, my young
friend. You shall go with him, if you like. The Indians
here are Lo be trusted, and there is nothing that they are not
glad to do for a white stranger. | will make you acquainted
with onc of the Indians whe is skilled in hunting.” '

“ ¥t might be hard to seccure a guetzal alive,”

E

ventured
Leigh.

“Trust to the Tndian, my boy, trust to him. Ilc will get
for you a live quetzal, if any onc can.  You shall surcly have
a royal bird to take back to the States as a souveniv of

Guatemalal” _
The Indian secured a quetzal. Tt was a beautiful hird.



2066 LOST IN NICARAGUA.

ITe puot it into Leigh's hands.  The Dbird struggled. Its
plumes came off.  In his attempt to handle it lightly, he let
it escape. It tried to reach a tree, but fell upon the ground,
torn and dead.



CHATPTER XXXVI.
PEQUENA PARIS: A CITY OF SURDPRISE.

IVE thousand fect ubove the sea level stands Guatemala
City, and the first view of it is an astonishment. The
traveller who crosses the flat, dreary Canadian plains, and is
brought suddenly into view of the glorious city of Montreal,
wonders if he is not dreaming or bereft of his senses. He
has not expected to find a city so vast and beautiful.  So
with the tourist over the weary mountain roads of Guate-
mala — he docs not expect to come upon a mountain glory
in the city of the high valley or platcan.

The climate here is said to be one of the most beautiful on
carth. Tt has the charm of being no climate at all — wno Zay.
Heat and cold have disappeared; it is such an atmosphere as
a poet might picture in some ideal and visioned world. IHere
the roses might weave their wreath around the year. In the
dry season every day is sunshine. In the rainy season the
clonds come suddenly every day; the rain falls deliciously, and
then the clouds dissolve in splendor and all is bright again.

Nearly fifty thousand inhabitants enjoy these balmy airs
of the city of the mountain solitudes, which is only about one
hundred and twenty-five years old. The old capital Antiqua
went down, and this city rase in its place. It cannot be said ag

267
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of Caracas that Guatemala City sleeps in her own grave, for
Antiqua lies in ruin some thirty miles away.

One is at home here in these far mountains. There are
no “dont's” here. The horsecar and the clectric lights
are here, and the streets arc hospitable, broad, and firmly
paved. Parks are here, pleasant squares, and very beautiful
gardens, all balm and bloom.

And the quetzal is here, the true quetzal, that outvies
with his plumes the rarest orchids and lustrous green of the
palm, the balsam, and vine.  Here s the city of the guetzal,
The bird of the sun in its traing splendor stands for the
state.

The public buildings are the angles and proportions of
beauty. The houses are low, but they enclose squares of
flowers, birds, and tasteful adormments, that causce the visi-
tors' fect to move slowly, as is the case in the suburbs of
Montevideo, or in Belgrano and Flores, the beautiful sub-
urbs of Buenos Ayres.

Does one wish to hide from the world, to shut out the
social pressure upon him, to hear nothing of far-away dis-
sensions, suicides, defalcations, human afflictions 2 — here is a
place for him to rest.

The houses look like prisons at first until their iron doors
are opened. Then all is brightness, verdure, bleom, and
beauty. '

The Grand Hotel —we arc not advertising —is a place
where one may find a hearty English welcome, and feel that
there beat honest hearts within, and fifty thousand hearts
as honest around him. “Dont’s"” are not a part of the
habit of the streets and squares, so the cheats and thicves
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and book agents, and people who would bencfit themselves
in the name of the varied needs of humanity, do not bother
you hcre.  They talk Spanish here, and linglish and
Gurman.

The hotel is two stories high, and it encloses a square,
and from the balcony on the inside onc looks down on a
Guatemalan garden.

How lovely is this garden, from which rises a fountain.
The palm is here, the orange tree, the peach, the flowers
that nestle in vines, It is the home of the busy and inguisi-
tive parrot and native birds. The sky is its roof, and the
stars come to visit it at night, when the fountain plashes and
the birds have put their heads under their wings.

One has pancakes with honey and fried plantains on his
breakfast bill here, and coffee fa superha, and the chocolate
of the country, and the friits of the same; one has for din-
ner almost everything, and everything one may call for during
the rest of the day. One may have coffee and sweet bread
brought to one's room before rising if one so desives, when
the birds are smging and the sun is pourihg his splendors
over the dewy palm Jands, and causing ecven the lazy quet-
zal to meve about and shake its gorgcous feathers.

The Great Plaza — the Plaza Mayor — is a place to which
it is a delight to return.  Ilere is a cathedral, built by the
Spaniards in the days of fabulous riches, that recalls the
cathedral of Lima and that of Mexico. One wonders how
such a stiucture should have found a place here. The gov-
ernment buildings are fine. The cathedral does not stand
alone among the surprising splendors. There arc other
churches of great beauty built in the Spanish period. We
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speak of Spain as cruel and wanting in a sensc of justice,
but vne wonders at the development of religious instinct as
illustrated by such piles of reverent beauty as one finds in a
wilderness like this. What pleasing frescoes! what curians
paintings | what dazzling altars !

But the market is the place of merrhment, and one turns
from the squarcs of cacti Lo it, with new wonder daily. Ilere
the Indians come down from the mountains with their wares.
As honest as they are, they compete and barter, and kill time
by market talk. The Indian women ave clever, and the
girls are beautiful, and the latter follow you about with bas-
kets on their heads, which answer for express wagons in tak-
ing away yowr purchases,  What fruits are here! what
flowers | what vegetablest  One feels here that this is o
most beautiful world, and wonders why the holiday does not
last forever.

There is an English school here, and a very prosperous
oneg, and to the traveller from the States it has the attraction
of a song of the homeland. Guatemala City is a place of
colegios and schools, the fruit of the poliey of President
Barrios. The boys’ school here has some three hundred
pupils. 1t has a gymnasium and a museum. The geological
garden contains all the princtpal animals and birds of the
country, and the Dbotanical garden is & revelation of the
resources of the Guatemalan world.

But with all this are the evidences of a progressive spirit
ceverywhere. The little Paris, in the far, far mountains of
the vanished races, is one of the varely conditioned spots of
the world.

From Guatemala City our travellers visited a remarkable
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litthe republic, than which few places more ideal are to be
found. '

TTNE LITTLE REPUBLIC TITAT WINS SIICCESS.

San Salvador is a wonder, and the wonder grows; she is
the little republic that in prosperity may he said to outda
the others,  San Salvador has an arca of only about sceven
thousand square miles, is only one hundred and cighty-six
miles Tong, and of varying narrowness; and yet, relatively, she
15 the richest and most densely populated state in Central
America, and in the wonders of her physical features is in
some respeets one of the most interesting,  She has one of
the most curious voleanoes in the world, — « chimney of fire
in a fake.

The plains here are ancient ashes, and the crust of thesc
when brokeh is most fertile.  1lere onc rides on craters of
long-dead volcanoes, and knows it not.  Here the air is a
splendor, the mountains a glory, and existence a charm,
The mountains overshadow the plantations, and the deep sea
lics placid before thenm.  Iiverything scems to grow here,
and coffee is wealth.  Like the Yellowstone Park, the land
is full of strange springs and lakes in a state of ebullition,
earths of many colors caused by gases, and ausoles, or ground
cruptions, that deposit these variegated clays.

The volcano of Tzalco Is a wonder. It belongs to those
that have made their appearance since the time of discovery.
On February 23, 1770, the earth suddenly opened and pourcd
forth a fiery mass of lava and smoke. Then a cone began
to rise above the earth, and has continued to rise, grow, and
expand, sending into the air 2 column of smoke.
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This smoke once cnshrouded a body of lire, which was
cmitied with tremendous explosions. It was a natocal light-
house to the still Pacific, and was called “ Faro del Salvador ™
(the lighthouse of Salvador).

There came to the new wonder a period of rest i 1806,
when twe naturalists ascended it, and found theve three
craters, one of which hissed and rumbied.

As wonderful is Lage Yelopango, whiclh is some sixteen
hundred feet above the sea, and has an arca of twenty-Tour
miles.

This lake scems to have moved about. In 1873 it was
raised up, with a viclent agitation, and in 187¢ it was in like
manner raised agali.

It was dammed up, but made for itself a channel. In
Gty or more days it fell some thirty-bve feel, The waters
smoked, flamed, and boated, and islands rose in the nidst of
the seething waters.

When this period of agitation was over, there remained in
the lake a single smoking chimney of havd lava, one hundred
and sixty feet high, and one of the most curious objects of
the recent miracles of the natural world.

(Sec Zhe Earth and its Inkabitanis, Vol 11. D, Apple-
ton & Co.)

1t is a land of volcunogces, and the view of the Pacific and
the palm regions from somie of them is most glorious.  Ilerc,
too, the earth trembles from time to time, and the city of
San Salvader has been averthrown some seven times in three
hundred years, or during the historic period.

The inhabitants are largely of Spanish-Indian descent.
The native Indians cultivate maize and bananas.



SAN SALVADOR, 273

The population of this volcanic country has grown from
117,436, in 1778, to 777,895, in 1891, being now about seventy
inhahitants to the square mile.

To the planters it was formerly a land of indigo; now it is
a garden of coffee and sugar, from which a great revenue
15 derived.

It has fine carriage roads, which bring the produce down
to the sea.

San Salvador was formerly a part of the viceroyalty of
Guatemala.  She achicved her independence of Spain in
1821. The President is elected for a term of four years.
The national assemDbly is elected yearly.

San Salvador, the capital, has twenty thousand inhabi-
tants.

Primary school education here is freec and compulsory,
and though a Cathelic state, all religions are telerated. In
1860, 355 steamers entered its ports.

These facts make an ideal picture of the people of
a land that is very narrow and less than 200 miles long,
a part of which shakes, trembles, and moves about, and
whose income from coffee alone is more than 4,000,000
pesos.

The bit of a republic, so active and progressive, exported
to the United States, in 1890-1891, coffee to the value of
$1,670,869.

The forests of San Salvador are beautiful.  ITere is the
land of balsams and heuling plants, of which there is a large
export to the United States.

The little land of progress is reached from New York via
Panama, a distance of ncarly 3000 miles, and from San

T
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Irrancisco, a distance of 2490 miles, i sixteen days, at a
tare of g100.

The travellers returncd to the Atlantic coast by the way of
Coban., Their journey had been one of remarkable scenes,
but they had not yet secured a quetzal.



CHAPTER XXXVIL

L

“NO Ay AND “NO sE

" OFLA les Etats Unis!” was the cry that greeted our
travellers as they rode into an Indian town, on their

way to the beautitul Indian city of Coban, The place was
some five thousand feet above the level of the sca. They
were very tired after a long ride, and they sunk down
under a shed in which stood a row of mules.

Leigh was the least fatigued, and he began to scck to
make arvangements for the comfort of the party.

“Where is the tavern?" he asked of the wmulcteer.

““ No fay (there is none),” saiit the casy-going man. Mo
Aoy, Seior.”

“What do travellers do who arrive here at night without
fricnds? " continued Leigh.

“No se (I do not know),
s¢, Sefior.”

“Where is the posada (lodging house)?”

“No Lary, no lay, Setior,”

“Where js the cabiido (1own house)?”

“ No fay, ne hay, Sefior — it is the jail.”

“Dao they lodge travellers in the jail here?” asked Leigh.

278

"

answercd the muleteer. “ Ao
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« S7, Sefior.”

“Where can we find a supper?”

“Agui (here).”

“Buene,” suid Leigh.  The inuleteer went into his long hut
which stood under an immense hill, with sheltering arms high
in the air.  In front of the hut, women were rubbing colfee
berrics, separating the pulp from the kerneh

“ Tortillas,” said the meleteer to one of the women, who
was probably his wife.

Leigh went back to Captain Frobisher and Alonzo and
informed them, to their joy, that he bad ordered a supper in
the house.

They waited to be called to the meal, for which they had
a mountain appetite.

But there is plenty of time in Guatemaly, and time to
spare,

“When will the supper be ready?” asked Alonzo of the
muleteer at Jast, impatiently. '

“ No se, Seiior.”

The man went to the kitchen, which in this case was
the whole house, and aflter more spare time, of which there
scemed to he plenty, he beckoned 1o the weary, hungry party
From the door.

Our travellers started up.  The odor of the rortillos (cakes)
filled the room.

There was a board for o tuble, and on this the eakes were
set, with frijoles (black beans). Black coffec followed.
They were impaticot to eat, :

“ A knife?” said Captain Frobisher. ¢ Confuver.”

“ No kay,” answered the woman. ' A4 wmackheze 27



“NOg HAY " AND “NO S£." 277

“No, no,” said Captain Frobisher. * Cuechillo (knife).”

“Mu fray, Sefior”

“Fork, Scehori ?”

“ Ne hay, Schor”

“Spoon, Sefiora?”

“ No lay, Sefior”

“We cannot cat without knife, fork, or spoon,” said
Letgh.

“But how did people cat when there were no knives, forks,
or spoons?” asked Captain IFrobisher.  “I am so hungry
that I am going back to that time.”

He did.  [le found that fingers had their ancient power of
service.  The boys followed his example.

The cakes were exccellent, the black beans good, and the
coflfee bitter.

“Milk, Seiora,” said Leigh,

“ No Jrry, Senior.”

She added, “ T will go and fetch some.”

But our travellers could not wait.

“ Beds," said Captain I'robisher. “d3eds for the night.”

She pointed to a building of some pretensions across the
way, and made the startling anncuncement, —

“You must go to the jail, Scior."”

Leigh looked at Alonzo, and both te Uncle Frobisher.

“Whut for 7”7 asked Captain Frobisher.

“Tor a traveller, Seilor.”

“T must see the commandante {(governor or mayor),” said
Captain Frobisher.

[Te went to the large house over the way, and found the
commandante.
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“Where can some travellers find lodgings, Sefior?™ he
asked.

“Here, my friend.”

“Is not this a prison?”

“Yes, my friend, it is so nsed when there is need. There
are no prisoners here now. I will have cols brought in for

LX)

you.

They were at ease now, and went out into the short twi-
light to sec the town. It had been a market day, but most
of the pcople had gene away. A few remained in some
tents.

Here one could buy as many luscious bananas as onc could
carry away for a few pennies. DPincapples, cocoanuts, and
many curious fruits, whose names arc unknown to the new.
comer, conld be had fer a trifle.

They rcturned to the cabildo, where chicha (the popular
beverage) was offered them by a nzese (manservant.)

Before they retired, Leigh was sent out to ask the muleteer
when he would be ready to start in the morning. He
returned doubtfully.

“What is it 7" asked Captain Frobisher.

“ Ne se,”” answered Leigh.

They bid the commandante “ Puenos noche (Good night).”
When surveying their reom, Captain Ifrobisher ventured
once more to bring back the customs he had left beyond
the mountains.

“Mozo!”

“ Si¢ Sefior "

" Agna (water), water, Mozo,”

“ No kay.”
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Then they heard strange musical instruments in the dis-
tance; then light after Jight went out in the Indian huts;
then the light vanished in the hall of the cabildo; then all
was dark and still, in the land of #o Zay and »o se.



CHATTER XXXVIIL
COBAN, THE CITY OF THE QUETZAL,

HEREVER of Jate Leigh bad inquired about the

royal bird of the Aztecs, whose form appears on the
beautiful national emblem of Guatemala above the scroll
bearing the words “ Lebertad 15t/ de Setientdre, 1821," he
was told, *You will find it at Coban, the mountain town.”
He might have expected to have heard the bird’s name asso-
ciated with Quezaltenango, in the same region; but Coban
was the place commonly assigned as the market-place of the
feathered splendor.

“Tiene wusted guetzal (have you the quetzal)?” he asked
again in market-ploces in Guatemala.,

“ Coban,” was the wvariable answer,

e had pictured to himself a bird market at Coban, in
which the royal bird should appear to the wonder and
delight of the traveller. He was told that its value there
depended on the length of the tail plumes, some of which
were said to be three feet long. It would in such a case be
a difficult pet to manage. Some of the natives had said that
it was #zzswe (tender), which he fancied might mean to cat,

‘“Are there many quetzals in the country?' he asked of
a dealer in birds.

280
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“Many, Senor.”

“Where do they lve?”

“High up — high up, amid the mountain forests,” said the
pajarere, Y at Coban.”

After along, hard journey, amid tropical roads, cooled by
lofty trecs, every trunk of which scemed to be a flower gar-
den, they came to the city of the supposed market-place of
the historice bird,

Coban stunds at an clevation of some 4500 fect, and the
hills rise above it. The pass in the mountains here over-
looks a region ol vich coffce lands., The picturcsque town
appeared, —a strect with narrow pavemcents, flooded with
water, and a posada with tiled roof und a simple veranda.

The inn had a home-like look, with its sala, aposentos, and
comedor,

They sounght the omedor (dining room) at once, where
they found ‘Zertillas, losiadas (cakes), sansages, eggs, and
superh coffce.

About the patie, or open court, birds hung in cages amid
baskets of Howers; but there was no quetzal among the
feathered beauties that gave a cheerful atmosphere to the
place. '

They went out and walked up the street to the casa muni-
eipal, where they passed through an arched gateway iato the
plaza.

The scene in the plaza was most interesting.  Here
were gathered hundreds of Judios bartering their produce
for goods. Ilere were displayed granade/las (the passion
flower fruit), cacao, blankets, straw hats, and palm-leaf um-
brellas.
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The Indian women all wore skirts of hine cotton, and their
backs were covered with a wealth of long hair, which, with
its ornaments, reached pearly to the groand.

They found the commandante at the cadilde, or chapter
house, a very obliging man, who could speak 1inglish,

Hec walked about the town with them.  The houses were
low and were covered with stucco,  Their windows were pro-
tected by iron grills. Ieigh peered through some of these
in the hope af sceing o quetzal wmong the hanging flower
baskets and caged birds.  But no quetzal appeared.

They entered the church, which was simple and impressive,
with a tiled floor and curious pictures,

It was very warm, and they slept in hammocks in the
hotel.  Strangely enough, their guide had turned out their
niules to wander outside of the town.

The night in 2 mountain town in Guatemala may bring a
sensc of loncliness and remoteness to a traveller from the
Fast. Here one is surrcunded by those who know but little
of the wide, wide world.  The mountains are filled with giant
trees, strange birds and animals,  ISverytiiing is primitive as
in the early days of the creation,

The stars hang lonely in the clear sky. When the moon
comes up, her face secms like that of a familiar fricnd.

The snorning bursts in song.  The forests resound with
the happy voices of birds. The flowers seem to be ank
mated.

The day marches on, a fiery tide of sun; but the town is
still. The posada does not walke., The morning sleep is
sweet, amid the coolness of the air. The mozos are rehuc-
tant to leave their hammocks and beds. It is always after-
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noon ot to-morrow here.  The climate takes care of the bodies
of the people; the sun, as of old, is the provident father to
all,

Leigh arose carly in the morning, and went out ihto the
silent streets.  Nothing but the birds were stirring, The
mountiaing gleamed above the town like tents of the sun,
There had been light rains, and the waters flowed under a
bridge through the gardens of flowers.  Malms fcathered the
air, the strawberries were in bloom in the gardens.

But to-day people were on their feet earlier than usual —
it was a market day.

He Heard a cry —it sounded like * Oco /" The market
people were coming to the town, men on mules, and with
other mules bristling with produce; women in bluc dresses
and streaming  hend-dresses, - - light-hearted, happy people
ready for barter when the people should arise.

The church doors stood open. Here and there a woman
began to steal out of the unlastened doors of the houses, and
demurely make her way to the church under the low bell
tower.

Then mere Indios came, and the market-place or plaza
filled with trade people. The town was waking. '

Leigh went into the inn, and had coffee and naranjas
(oranges), fried plantains, and firgoles negras. He was the
fivst in the comedor. '

Captain Frobisher came next.

“This is to be my busy day,” said Leigh. “To-day I am
to And the royal quetzal.”

“We don’t scem to find any on the table,” said the cap-
tain; “ but I suppose that the woods are full of them. The
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mountains are certainly full of woods, Wait for me and I
will go with you, and we will visit the markets together.
There arc many curious things to be found in markets like
these — the people, for instance,"”

Leigh waited impaticntly, The dining-recom was nearly
empty; how could pcople be so unmindful of a glorious
morning like thist"

At last Captain Frobisher, after an casy breakfast, with
much coffee, scized his hat and cane and said, “ Varsons?
(let us go).”

They met the commandante at the cabildo. He was wash-
ing his dignity outside of the door, in an easy, lazy way.

“We will have a peppery day,” said he, after the usual
many salutations. “No showers; you should take your um-
brellas, my friends.  Strangers should never expose them.
selves to the sun.” )

“Seflor,” said the captain, “my nephew here is greatly taken
with the stories that he has heard of your national bird.”

“The quetzal —the paradise trogon — peacock trogon, as
some call them."”

“¥Yes, and we have been told that we can find them here
in the market-places.”

“Yes, yes, that is so.  The Indians bring them down from
the mountains chiefly from the forests of Alta Vera Paz.”

Ilow promising the name of the hame of the royal bird
sounded — the “height of the true peace,” Alta Vera
Paz!

“Can we find them in the market to-day ?’" asked Captain
Frobisher,

*“ Any day, always. You can get onc with feathers three
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feet long for a peso. You have to handle them very care-
fully.”

“ Would we have any difficelty in taking one home to the
States with us 27" asked Logh, eagerly.

“ None, only handle it carcfully. Al travellers take
quetzals away with them. They say that the plumes are the
finest in the world.  They are all that is left us now of
the ormaments of the race who built temples as fine as
those of the Old World. T mind that there was once :a
continent between here and Egypt, and that it sunk, don’t
you?"

“I have heard such a theory. Is the quetzal a quiet
bird ?”" asked Leigh.

“Quiect, nothing is more quict.  What, do you.mean those
sold by the Indios?”

"Yes; they do not break theijr feathers in caurrying them
away ?"

“That depends on you. Of course they will not break
their feathers.  No, sir; they are not magic birds. Break
their feathers? No, no; the days arc gone by for such things
as those.”

How strangely the mayor was talking.

He continued, emptying the water from the basin on the
ground, —

“There was a time when they say a magician ascended
into heaven and remained there seven days, and then came
down again, and told what he had seen.  Then he went down
to hell, and rosc again; but the quetzal is no longer a miracle
bird.”

What did the man mean ?
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“Tf T can secure a quetzal and a cage, how shail I take
care of him?"”

“Why, boy, it won't need no care; it will lake care of itself,
the same as birds on hats. It is that kind of a bird."”

“What may I give it to eat, may T ask? I am a stranger
here”

“That you are indeed. Feathers don’t cat.”

“Docs it not hive on froit, in the monntaing, may I ask?”

“VYes, in the mountains, but not in the markets. You
don’t understand the process.”

Leigh, indecd, did not, nor what the commandante meant
by the process. DBut he would go and sce.

It was in the middle of the forencon now. The sky was
clear and the hills were dazzling.

In the door of onc of the chapters of the buildings of the
plaza sat an old Indinn surrounded with birds.  Some of the
parrots were not caged; they scemed to think that they could
not fly. They called the man Roberte,

Leigh went up to him.  Roberto’s face beamed.

‘“ Parrots, Seflor?™ he asked, nsing the English word for
birds of most beautiful plumage.

“No, amige,” said Leigh, “the quetzal — resplendens
parvadiso.”

The Indian rose quickly. Hec turned around twice. Ile
opened a long box, like a treasure chest.

“Si, quetzal 7V

“ 87, awrige, the bird royal.”

“The bird royal?”

He lifted a cloud of ghimmering feathers from the long
box, putting it over his finger, and holding it up to the sun.
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“The quetzal -— wno peso.”

The yellow beak was there, the carmine feathers on the
breast, the wing coverts of metallic Instres and lace-like
edges, the long tail plumes, the royal crest.

“ Bueno,” said Raberto, as he turned the shimmering lustres
in his hand.

“ But lic has no eyces, no body, no life; he is dead.”

©“ Sz, Sefior.”

“1 want a live bird.”

“No fay, Sefior,”

“No Ziay !’ What did the man mean ?

The commandante appeared.

“It is a Jsve guetzal that 1 want, Sedor,” explained Leigh,

“There are none here,” . _

“Do they never have live quetzals to sell in Coban?”
asked Leigh,

* No, no; not for long,; tie dirds do not lfive in confinement.
They ave wery lender.”

Captain Frobisher starcd and laughed. Was this the end
of the long search for the North American paradise bivd ?

They bought six beauntiful quetzals, but they were as dead
as the mummies of the temples that were sinking into the
earth in this vegion of a lost civilization and a vanished race.

“Mayor,” said Leigh, “I would travel miles to see one of
those royal birds alive.”

“(Go with the Indians into the Alta Vera Paz,’' said the
commandante,  *“You will be safe, if T send a guide with
you.”

He added: *You may find them in your journey higher
up. Look out {or them.”
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“[ wish to hold a live bird in my hand, if 1 had to let him
go again,” said Leigh.

“[f he were to struggle greatly, he would tear his fcathers
and would die.  The quetzal is made of the sun, the fiits,
and the air”

Leigh was more than cver desirous of seeing the royal
bird alive iu his native trees.



CHAPTER XXXIX.
FHE ROVAL RIRD,

ARLY one morning a hand shook Leigh’s hammock,
“Wake up,” said a voice, "I have something strange
to show you.”

Leigh awoke. The hammmock was swung under a net in
a long veranda. As the hoy looked up, he saw his brother
standing beside him,  1{e rubbed his eyes. [In the rising
light of sunlight rose the mounntains green with palms, in
which the birds were singing, songs in reality breaking upon
the air. The tops of the ornamental trees were in bloom,
and were lighted bere and there with the joyous rustle of a
bird’s wing. The thousands of oranges in some near trees
shone in dewy billows of green leaves. As a contrast to
these bright scenes, black huzzards were drapping down
from the high trees here and there, very lightly, as though
their legs were made of glass, and they were fearful of break-
ing them in alighting.

“ Wake up, wake un!’ said Alonzo, “aml look out info
the yard,”

Leigh ros¢ up in the hammock and looked into the yard,
which was filled with breadfruit trees, covered with tangled
vines, wiich spread over the trees a cloud of erimson blooms.

His eyes were instantly fxed on an unexpected and unac-
countable object. It was the form of a tall Indian, thin and

U 280 ’



290 LOST IN NICARAGUA,

old, standing motionless, as if patiently waiting. He wore a
grass garment, had a single green plume in a band about his
head, was barefooted, and his lower limibs looked like leather.

He stood with onc hand resting on a strange cage of reeds,
some three feet high. In the cage was a broken limb of a
tree. It was hollow,

The hollow part of the limb had two openings, and out of
one of the holes, or openings, was prejected the head of a
bird, and out of the other opening the tail of the same bird,
So much Leigh could see through the wicker work.

He knew the Indian’s facc at once, and his heart hounded,
for the purpose of the Indian’s coming was suddenly clear
to him, :

Leigh locked into the Indian’s face and called, —

“Apulal”

A joy as from the heart came into the Indian’s face. He
stepped forward to the veranda, lifting the tall, broad cage
very carefully before him. ;

He stood there in silence for a moment, then lifted his
hand. On it gleamed the fire opal.

“Apula — fie /" he said, ““ Apula — faithful.”

" He blew a reed whistle and called out “ Nina!l”

A girl of some fifteen years rose up among the bushes,

“Nina fable,” said Apula, * Aadla por Apula”

Nina could speak Spanish, and Apnla bhad brought her
here to talk for him, She was his daughter.

The girl was beautiful. Leigh had rarely seen so beauti-
ful a face.

She said in the Spanish of Lthe country : —

“I have come fo talk with you for father. T have been to
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the Iinglish school on the coast. T live with the people of
the Mosquilo king. T know the Moravians there.”

“What have you in the cage 2™ asked Alonzo.

“It is a quetzal —two trogons, such as the Aztecs placed
in their temples, and their nest taken from the tree!”

“Wihy did youn bring the nest with the cage?” asked
Alonzo.

"It is the royal bird ; it is very tender; if he is nothappy,
his heart break, and he dies. . Mis feathers are very ten-
der; they fall out if he is handled; they fall out if he is
vexed or scared. e loves his mate and his nest. He no
lives il he is made a captive; he no lives unless he is
happy. He was made to be 2 happy bird.  He is the bird
of the sun.”

“Will he not live 2 asked Alonzo.

“Yes, Le will live; but another would not live”

“Why will he live and not another? ”’ asked Alonzo.

“ Jle was bronght up from a little bird in the trees of the
yard. He was fed from the hand of the mistress of the
cabin, Ileis happy with people who treat him kindly, [Ie
will live while he is happy. Ile has his mate and his nest. '
You can carry him away, if you treat him kindly. He will
live ; another would die.”

Apula opencd the tall cage, and took from it the hollow
limb of the tree.  On it were two trogons, the superb bird of
magic and mystery, and his Quaker-like wife.

Apula put out his hand to the royal trogon. The bird,
carrying his traiiing plumage very carefully, stepped vpon it
Apula held him up to the sunlight proudly and said, —

“ The quetzal | verg —~—vera — vera !
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How splendid the bird locked, with its emerald lustres and
its ruby heart, and trail of curious plumes, like the end of o
rainbow ! What wonder that the dead nation when it lived in
its glory thought that this creuture was the hird of the gods!
What wonder that they made it the penalty of death to
touch its sun-ilumined plumes! What wonder that they
placed it on thetr majestic altars, and inseribed it on the
torests of monuments that promised a paratlise and immor-
tality to the dead!  And of ull the glory und pomp of these
nations, of all their worship of forgotten gods, of all of the
kings who led armies to victory and defeat, who rose and
fell, and who lelt their records on monoliths that nane can
“now read, this hird alone survives amonyg living emblems.

Apula next took out the hollow section of the tree which
he had cut out with his machete.  1le sct it down on the ver-
anda nnd loosed the quetzal from his arm. The royal bird
entered the hollow nest with the two openings, while his
mate watched him with sceming pride without any fear of
strangers. She had never known harm; she probably had
no sense that anything could harm ber, or do her otherwise
than good.

Her superb lord gathered up his feathers to enter the nest.
How carefully he did this, as though he lknew that cvery
plume was a gem, and that it was the puarpose of his rare
existence to guard thom! HHe entered the hollow with a
really reyal movement, and stood on the bark between the
two openings in such a way as not to touch a feather. Then
Leigh knew what Apnla had meant when he made the mys-
terious movements in trying to describe in sign langnage the
habits of the royal bird,
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Lcigh's heart was thrilled when he saw that he had been
made the master of such a mystery, and that he, probably
the first among American naturalists, would be able to take
baclk to the States a royal trogon, — a true bird of the temples
of the gods, of the races of myslery.

His admiration for the conduct of the Indian could not be
expressad,

What should he say to him ?

He would offer hivn money. Ie went into the cabin, and
brought out his purse that contained American gold, and
poured it on a beneh beside the trogon,

11c began to count out some ten picces, and he held them
out to Apula.

“ Ne, na,” sald the Indian, in an accent of his race. lle
then spoke to Nina.

“ Father desires no reward,” said the girl,  “ Hc says that
his reward is in your heart; that you paid him well in the
love that prompted you to give him the ring.”

The Indian moved away, facing Leigh and Alonzo as hie
did so. Hec moved back to the white adobe wall, where was
a pate. He stopped at the gate, lifted his withered arm,
spread open his hand so that the ring and the topaz shonc in
the sun.

“Adios! adivs 1" he exclaimed.  “Vaya wusted con Dios
(Go thy way with God, or, Go with youn God).

The two Indians turncd away. Lecigh never saw them
again. '

In the orchid house with the captive condor and some
wonderful blue-front parrots was placed, a few wecks later, a
trogon, a truc hird of the goiden temples of nature, the sun
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and stars; and the bird while it lived recalled not only a
strange and delightful journey through the lands of the
future, and that a persevering will may bring about an
almost impossible purpose, but that he who wins the heart of
a man, be that man a savage, may have the choicest treas-
urcs that the human mind can scecure.

Qur travellers had had glimpses of South and Central Amer-
ica, the new lands of opportunity, but glimpses only. The
temperate regions of the Andes, of both South and Central
America, await the necd of the growing populations of the
world, and history is to write her great pages theve. There
art is to rise, and poets are to sing, and music awaken new
chords. But it is only the temperate regions that can make
homes for the Anglo-Saxon race. The Latin race must form
the life of the semi-tropics, and the ancient races and the
tribes of the Incas must come again, and be schooled in the
civilized arts of the world. With the Anglo-Saxon race in
the temperate zones and altitudes in the Andes; a ncw Latin
race in Argentina and the South; the Indian races of old,
civilized, Christianized, and educated in the Teruvian and
Bolivian highlands and the Brazils —what may we not re¢a-
sonably expect of the republics of the South under the fiery
arch of the equator, the Southern Cross, and the shadows of
the eternal peaks of the palms!

THE END.
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HE ROMANCE QOF DISCOVERY ; or, a Thonsand
Yvars of Explovation, cle. By WiLniawm LEuolior Grarrls,
jos pp.  Cloth, 31,30,
It is & book of profit and iuterest involving a variewy of correlated instances and
influences whicl impart the favor of 1his unexpected. — Philadelshia Frestyterinn.
Ao intensely interesting naative folluwin%\\.'ell-.u:lluentic:llcd history., — Felescope.
Hoya will read it for the romance in it and be defighted, and when they gel throogh,
bBehald U ey bave reacl a history of America, — dzovdener.

HE ROMANCE OF AMWERICAN COLONIZA-
TION [ or, How the fovndations of Our Country Here Laid.
By Wirtniam Eivior Gurris. 295 pp. Cloth, 1,50, ’

T'e 1his continent, acvoss a greal ocean, Came two distinet streams of humanit
andd twn vival civilizations, —-the one Ladn, led and typificd by (the Spanish, wilﬁ
Partugese andd French alsa, and the other Germanic, or Anglu-Saxon, led and typiiied
Ly 1he English and reinforcel by Dutel, German, and Writish people,

SON OF IHE REVOLUTYON, An Iistorical
Novel of the Days of Aaron Burr. By Lirrince . Brooxs,
301 pp. Cloth, 31350,

The story ol Tom Edwanls, adventorer, as it is connecled with Aaron Burr, is
tn eviry way {‘dlhfu] b 1he Jacrs of hisiery.  As the story progresses the reader will
waonder whiere the ling botween Lact and fictian [s ta be drawn. Ameong the characters
that figure in v are Preudent Jefferson, Ged  Andrew [fackson, General Wilkinson,
and maany other prominent goversmeant and army officials,

. A, 5hde & Co., Bostow and C li?mga
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MAEVE.A’N; A NETGHBORHOOD S7T0ORY. By

Erien Doucras Dieanw, 346 pp. Clolh, §1.50.

Ller deseriptious of bays and girls are so true, awd her knowledue of heir ways is
50 accurate, that ome must fevl an admiration for hey complete mastery of Ler chosen
field. —- $he Argus, Albany. :

Miss Deland was accorded 3 place with Louisa B Alcott and Noaa Ferry asa
successful writer of books for girls. We Lhink this praise none 100 high. — e Pust,

SUCCESSFUL VENIURE, By Enien Doudras
DrranND, 340 pp-  Cloth, $r.50. '
Chie ol the mauny successful books that have cowe from Lier pew, which is cortainly

the very best. — Bosion Hrreld. .
T is afoodéﬁece af wark and its Llending ol goad sense and enterlainment will be

apprecialed, dugrragnlivnaiist.
ATRINA., By ¥rren Doucras Denanp. 340 pp.
Cloth, $1.50.

¢ Kaltrina * is the stary af a girl whe was brought up by an aunt in a remate village
of Vermout. Her life is sonewhat lonely until a family rem New York comie there 10
Lourd doring tie sunnuer.  Katrina's aund, who is a reserved womman, has tald Ler Lude
of her antecedents, and shie aupposes that she has no other reiatives. Her New York
friends grow very fund af har and fioatty persuade ber to visit thern dormg 1he winter.
There new pleasures and new templations present themselves, and Kalrvina’s character
develops through them to new strength.

BOVE THE RANGE. DBy Tueonpora R. JENNESS.
33z pp. Cloth, 1,25
Tie quainliess of the characters described will be swie lo moake the story very pop-

ular, — Hgok News, Phifadeipliie.
A bhaok of moch interest aned navelly, — Ve Aok Buyer, Mra Park,

/G CYPRESS. By Kikk Munror. 164 pp. Cloth,

$1.00,
1f there Is & man who ymderstands writing a story for boys better ehan another, it is

Kirk Muoncoe, — Stringfeid Repreblician.
A capival writer of boys' stories iz Ny Rirk Munroe. - OQetlond.

FO!EEJ(AN!EJVA’/E. By Amos I WeELLg, A Young
Woman of Business. 268 pp. Cloth, $i.z5, '

Tvia a delightlul stary. — The dfrvnce, Chicaga,
Iuis ull of action. — e Standurd, Chicngo.
A story uf decided merit, — The Kprourih Hepalid, Chivago,

VSTERIOUS VOVAGE OfF 15 DAV,
By Ligvr IL P, Wurestaksin  3o5 pp. Cloth, fr.zs.

One of the best ¢colleciions of share siaries for boys and girls that bas been pub-
Liche in recent years.  Soch writers as Fezekiall Hotterwareth, Wae O, Siaddard, and
Jane G, Austin have contrilnited clraracteristic stories whicl add greatty to ilie general -
anterest of the hook,

W A Wilde & Co,, Boston wad Chicayo.
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HALIP LEJCESTER. By Jessin Eo Wricnr, 264
pp. Cloth, B1.25,

e book eught 1 make any reader anklot for o good Lome, and thooghita! for

the homeless and neglected. — Golden Rute.
The story 1s inensely woteeesting. - - CAristiun Tuguives,

AP'N THISTLETON By Scremr Swerr, 28z pp-
Cloth, fr.2s.

. Sephie Swelt knaws bow to please young lolks as well as 8145 for both she writes
simple, un'affecn:d, chwerlul stories with a jwticiowns mingling of uwmor and plot. Soch
a story is "Cap'n Thistletop.” — e Cadfook.

ADY BLEITYS PHINS. DBy B M., WarsrwourTi,
117 pp. With ez illustralions, 75 cents.

The story ef a little boy and girt who did not know the weaning of the word
"obedience.'”” Uhey learned the lesson, however, afier sume trying experiences,

HE HWOONSTONE KING., By Junniz ClaPPLLL,
118 pp.  With 6 illustrations. 75 cents.

A home story witll the trug ting to it "U'he happenings of the stary are somewhat
aut of the usual run of evaenls.

HE BEACON LIGHT SERFES, Em7TED BV Nat-
ALt L, Rice. g vols, Fully Nlustrated. The Set, fa.50.

Ul stories containes] i (his set of banks are all by wellkuoww writers, carefully
selected and edited, and ey cannat, thevefare, fail to be Doth Lelplul and instructive.

HE ALLAN BOOKS. TLdited by Miss Looy
WHUEELOCK. 1o vols. Over goo illustrations. The set in a

box, $z.50.
Oune of the best and most attractive sels of books for Tuile ielks ever pulbtished,
They are full of bright and pleasing illustrations and charming little storics just adapred
ta youwy childran.

LLE AR ORIE BOOCAS. Ydited by Miss Lucy
Wngriock. 6 vols.  (ver 260 illustrations, The set, $i.50.

A very attractive sct of boaks Tor the littke Julks, (ul] of plctures and good storbes.

DOT'S LIBRARY. Bdited by Miss Lucy WilEELOCK.

1o vals.  Over 400 illustyations.  The set, pr.go,

In every way a most valuable set of books for the litlle people.  Miss Whecelock
pogsesses rare skill in interesting and cnlectaining the Tinde ones,

. ;-;’-..-..I;Va't’rfa' & o, Bﬁrfm: and Chicago,
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TLOUBETS SELLCT NVOTES., By T. N, Prrou-

BEE, DD, and M. A, Prrovskr. A Commenlary on the Inter-
natlional Sunday-school Lessens. THustrated. 340 pp. Cloth, §1.25.

This commentary 15 the ese bonk every tenclier must have in arder to do the best
work. It interpredstbe Scriplure, ilbustrates the wuths, and by striking comments con-

vinces (he mind, . . . e
1t is comprehensive, and yet nol verbose, and furnishies winnowel alerkal in the

moal attractive and yel tonvieging forms from both spiritual and praciical standpoints.
Aceurate colared mapa and profuse arlgingl illa-emdions illunsivace dhe coxe, wnd create qa
indebligent and iustrective view of the subjecl matter.

Teachers are lovited 1o send for samp‘c puges of ** Select Notus”

AYS OF WORKING, or, Helpful Hints lo Sunday-
school Workers of all Kinds. By REv. A, IF. SCHAUFFLER,
D, D. 238 pp. Cloth, $1.00.
A really helpfol mannal for Sunday-sehool wotkers, — $e Swneday-scdood Timer
I unlocks the door to the treasure-lwuse of Sunday-school success. — AL N,
Pelowbey, IV D,

The best ali-around bock fora Sundaysclool worker I know of — Marion Lau-

rence, Secretavy Ohio State S 5. Associnlion, .
‘Uhis bork absolutely covers every phase of Souwday-schoul wirl in a clear, instrac-
tive manner, and cannat {z2if to be of marked hencfit 1o every worker. Send far sample

pages, .

LSUJE CIAL SONGS AND SERVICES for Primary and

fntermediate Classes. Compiled by Mrs. M. G, Keyvepy, 16o
pp- [I'rice, 45 cents.  $jo.00 per hundred.

‘The bock contains Exercises for Chrlstmas, Kaster, Children's Ihay, Harvest, etc.

Lessons on Lord™s Prayer, Cowmandments, Buoks of the Bible, Missivns, and nany
other subjects.  Adapied fo Primary and Intermediave Classes, Jnnior LEodeaver

Socielies, etc.

(¢ has ninety pages of uew, bright music for all gccasions, inclnding a Jarge nber
of Maotion Jongs that arc now 20 Fopular. We feel sure the book will prove instrae-
tive, inleresting, and entenaining, g printed oo heavy paper, bound in board covers,
Sample pages sent on application,

HE PALM BRANCI; or, the Gogpel in Song. By
Mrs, J. A. Honcr. 112 pp. DPrice, 35 cents each; $30.00
per hundred copies.

A pew hyrun baok for litle children in lhe Sunday schoul amd bome, 165 object is
toocall fartl the love of the children to Clwist, by teaching them the trollis concerning
Clirist, and their relation lo Hime The kisgnage §s theveiore stimple, within dhair can-
prehension. The music bias been cavelolly seleclud frome good comgeosers, of a Ligh
arder, afd well adapred to the wolces of children.  Anather prentiavity of the Look
is that it is heautifolly ilustiawed with seger frll-poge picinres,

UNDAY-SCHOOL FPICTURES. llhstrating the In-
ternational Sunday-Schoal Lessons. A set of Sixteen Pictures
for gach Quarter. :

_Eacl Fictur&’. is prioted on 7 x g inch heavy card, and the sel enclosed in a neat porl-
Tolie, costing only 35 cents in heavy manika, or so cents in cloth.  Cirendar free.

W. A. Wilde & Co., Boston and Chicage.
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