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FEVER TIME IN SANTIAGO

AN INCIDEMNT OF THE DAYS FOl-
LOWING THENURRENDER

Oaptain of Immunes Tells the St ry of The
Death of One of the Men at the Anglo Am-
erican Club—His O flin Pald For by Wiao-
nings at bis Last Game of Poker,

‘They bave bad a pretty scary time with
the fever at Santiago this year, I'll admit.’
said the ex-Captain of JTmmunes, ‘but it
wasn’t a circumstance to the game we were
up against there last year. My regiment
was the first which landed in the province
after the surrender. We got there on Aug.
2 and they put us to policing the town right
away, although we were as raw ‘and undis-
ciplined as a party ot Kickapoo bucks.
That was a job which soldiers who had been
under army discipline for twenty years
would have found difficult. The regulars
were mostly in the hospital, however, and
we had to do it. You can lmagine what
kind of a time we had with our Communes’
—they never called us anything else. One
of the correspondents having learned the
capacity of some of our men for that villain-
ous native rum and the several different
varieties of blazes they used to raise after
falling under its influence, dubbed us
‘Hood’s Communes,’ and the name stuck.
Moreover it was applied to all of the other
so-called immunes regiments as fast as they
landed.

“When we struck Santiago the death rate
averaged something like 150 a day, not
oounting the United soldiersjwho bad taken
part of the campaign. There were so many
deaths every day that the cemetery force,
which had been vastly increased, wasn’t
large enough to bury them, and Gen. Wood
bad to burn the bodies. He didn’t burn
any Americans ; only ‘pauper Cubans and
Spanish soldiers. The term ‘pauper Cu-
bans’ admitted of a pretty general applica-
tion for at that time they were all in a pret-
ty bad state. They were dying of yellow
fever, typhoid tever, and all kinds of stom-
ach trouble. The Americans werg peter
ing out pretty fast, too.

‘I'll tell you the story of the way James,
the manager of the English Cable company,
passed out, and was put away to give you
some idea of the way we bad come to look
at things. It wmakes me shiver to think
about it now that it’s all over, and I can
think calmly. Luckily I didn’t think
normally in those days. None of us did.
We were all in a sort of a state of intoxica-
tion and couldn’t see things in their true
light. James wasa big fellow who had
been all over the world. He was full of
good stories, and everybody around town
liked him. One night, late in August, he
was sittiug in & game of 50-cent limit in
the Anglo- American Club. The boys
who messed at the club had a table at the
end of the sitting room and there was a
game of six or teven hands goiLg on every
night.

‘Jamen sat at one end of the table, blow-
ing big clouds of smoke ceilingward from
a long, black, rank cheroot, which after
the fashion of most Cuban chereots, good,
bad and indifferent, was called a ‘Henry
Clay.” Mason, the English consul, who
had been with Ramsden for twenty years,
and who had taken Ramsden’s place when
the poor fellow went over to Kingston to
die trom the effects of a fever he caugbt,
while helping the unfortunate people in the
town duwing the pilgrimege to Caney,
caused by Shafter’s threat to shell Toral
into surrendering, was hanging over Jame’s
chair watching tbings closely. Mason was
trying to get the hang of the game, which
was entirely new to him. James had pick-
ed the game up in his travels and played it
well. Hebad been with the invading army

before it lett Tamps, and after it landed
on Cuban soil and had had plenty of prac-
tice. A big blonde staff Captain from the
palace who quit a handsome income in
New York to see ths scrapping and had
secured a comfortable staff billet, sat op-
posite James at the other end of the table.
The other players were another couple of

Captains of Immunes and myself, the
representatives of a bunch ot New York

Phi'antbropists who had raised a fund to
establish in Santigo a plant of crowded
hospitais, and the Spanish sgent] of an
American line of sbips.

‘We were all smcking ‘Henry {Clays,
and between deels imbibing villainous
Bacordi rum in open and flagrantviolation
of the ordere fiom the palace. There was
nothing else to drink. The club’s stock of
brandy had long since given out under the
abnormal consumption since the surrender.

‘There was & concert going onjin the
other end ot the room in wbich Cox, who
was in town looking after the interests of
an American mining syndicate which bad
big investiments and valuable property at
D siquiri, was the central figure. Cox was
at the piano of ancient French make,[sing-
ing Kipling’s songs, negro melodies, im-
provised odes to Anglo-Saxon unity, and
playing his own accompsniments. His
audience which was made up of about the
same variety of element as ours was joining

in the choruses. Cox was a spell-binder
when be sat down at that pisno. He bad
a fine voice and an inimitable way of put-
ting character into his soogs. Chevalier
himself was not superior to bim wken it
came to singing coster songs. He did it
as well as he bad looked after the interests
of his compeny duriog the three years in
which the Cubans and Spaniards had been
engaged in the cheerful occupation of
cutting each other’s throats, which is say-
ing a good desl, for be was a msster of the
diplomatic game. Cox was in Santiago
provice all through the insurrection.
Sometimes he was in town hobngbbing
with the Spaniards, but quite as often in
the Cuban camps in the hills. His ekin
was impervious to the fevers which wstruck
other people down. The Americans had
bardly got settled before he was as popular
with them as he had been with the Spanish
and Cuban officers whom he used by turns
to entertain at the mining company’s
beautiful place on one of the picturesque
hills overlooking the bay about three
miles south of Santiago on the old Morro
trail. Cox managed his situations well,
and there were no embarrassing denou-
ments. The Spaniards never dropped in
on him while the Cubans were drinking his
company’s good Burgundy, and smoking
bis company’s Henry Clays and the
Cubans, not to be outdone in politeness,
had business elsewhere when he was enter-
taining the Spaniards. This all cost money,
but the game was worth the candle. Cuban
mining property is valuable. You don’
bave to sink deep shafts and dig tunnels to
get the metal. The ore crops out of the
mountain-side in veins which a man who
knows a little about geology can follow
and all you have to do is build a narrow-
guage railroad in from the sea to the place
where you want to begin work, pile the
ore in cars and run it down to the ships.
Cox’s company had built such a road and
Cox had protected it. At the end of the
three years’ strife the properly was all
there. The road was bidden by a tropical
jungle, the rails, the cars end the machin-
ery were & bit rusty, perbaps, and the
houses were a bit dilapidated, but nothing
bad bsen broken up although the machin-
ery in other eststes all through the prov-
inces bad been smashcd and the last plant-
ation house destroyed by marauding part-
ies of first cn one tide and then the other.
The Cuban mining laborers found things
when they returned from the hills, after the
Stars and Stripes were boisted over the
palace, pretty much as they bad left them
three years before, when they threw up
their jobs to follow the fortunes of the
brothers Macco.

‘As I was saying, when Cox took his
seat at the piano everybody within earshot,
except the pokerplayers, stopped to listen.

Officers of the regiments encamped on the
hills outside of the town, who always
dropped in at the club to get a equare meal
stopped rummaging among the piles of
out-of date French, Spanish, American and
English pictorials which littered the long
mahogany table in the centre of the room ;
the immunes of Grubb’s battalion occu-
pying the old Spanish theatre, across the
street, ceased their ribald songs; tipplers
at the New American Crystal Palace Cafe,
lately established under the old theatre,
all came out on the sidewalk and the sen-
oritas in the houses throughout the neigh-
borbood drew their chairs close to the lat-
tice walls which separated their verandas
from the street, to hear the mining mana-

SICK HEADACHE

Positively cured by these
Little Pills,

They also relieve Distress from Dyspepsia,
{ndigestion and Too Hearty Ealing. A per-
fect remedy for Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsi.
ness, Bad Taste in the Mouth, Coated Tongue
Pain in the Side, TORPID LIVER. They
Regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetablz,

Small Pill. Small Doseg.
Small Piice.

Substitution
the fraud of the day.

See you get Carter’s,

Ask for Carter’s,

[nsist and demand
Carter’s Little Liver Pills

ger’s lively solos and the crashing choruses
which followed.

‘The poker players alone bung stclidly
to the work in band, smoking and ¢rick-
ing and making only occasional monosyl-
labic responses to the queries: ‘What y’
got,” ‘What y’ going to do ' etc. ‘Cox’s
inimitable.’

“Then ’ere’s to ye, Fozy Wuzy.

¢ At yer 'ome in the Sowdan bad no
charms for them. We were very strong on
Kipling, and the Anglo Ssxon [unity in
those days. In fact, the Queen and Em-
press was toasted by us about] as often as
any red-coat mess in the far away Hima-
layas. The unconscionable ship] captain
who came into port one day anxious to
create a sensation, and told a yarn} about
Victoria’s alleged death caused as much
consternation as might bave stirred up

at Kingston.
‘Cox didn’t sing lste on this particular

night. He and such of his crowd) as did
not go to bed when the singing was over,
were watching the game before ten o’clock.

‘At that time James bad most of the
chips and a_big pile of |Spanish centens,
English sovereigns and American five-dol-
lar gold pieces before him. He bad a big
run of luck. Also he bad two dark rings
under his eyes, two dark semicircles around
the corners of his lips and a dazad look
and a very pale face. The crowd was in-
terested in the game and hadn’t noticed
how badly he looked until he suddenly got
up and said abruptly :

¢ ‘I'm going to quit.’

*What's the matter P Cold feet P’ queried
the big blonde staff captain, with just a
touch of a sneer in bis voice.

‘Maybe,’ said James, with some fire,
‘but not the kind yoa are thinking ot.’

*Then, turning to Cox, he said :

*Cox, you cash in for me. I'm going to
bed.” With that he went off to his room
and Mason and I followed him.

“There’s only one kind of fever that can
produce those circles and that dozed look,’
Mason whispered to me as Jame. went in-
to bis room, ‘and it’s the kind that’s al-
ways bad when it strikes a man of James’
build.’

‘Yes, I know,’ I said. ‘I have seen a lot
of it in Central America where I was build-
ing & railroad when this trouble came up.’

‘As we entered the room, James was
crawling into bed with his six shooter in
his hand. He put the gun carefully under
his pillow, turnéd his face toward the wall
and muttered half to himself and balf to
us:

‘It's the real thing. Symptoms unmis
takeable. Crashing pain at the base of the
brain, shooting pains up and down the
back bone, dull aches in the knee joints—
I know ’em, but remember I’'m going to
stay here. They are hustiing the yellow
jack patients over to the island as fast as
they catch the disease. 1t kills the patient
to be moved, but it saves the town to get
him out of the way. One msan’s life doesn’t
count for much when it’s balanced against
the town, according to the way they look
at things at the Palace, but when it’s my
Ife it counts with me. To hell with the
town. I'm thinking ot James, and if they
try to move me, there will be a bit of a
scrimmage in here.’

«James tapped his pillow significantly as
he spoke.

‘Mason and I agreed to take a chance
and not say anytbing about what ailed
James. We didn’c thiok the other fellows
would be quite as expert at diagnosing his
trouble as we had been. After we had sent
the last bottle of champagne in the ice
chest into him we went back to the poker
game. The crowd had thinned out some;
another man was in James’ chair and the
cloud of smoke hanging over the table was
8 bit heavier.

*Will the next death report of the com.
manding General, depaartment Santiago,
contain the item : James, civilian,operator ;
yellow fever ' asked one of the correspon-
dents.

‘I'm afraid so,’ said Mason. Then the
game went on. Other men had dropped
out of it on other days just as James had
done, and for the same reason. It was no
lt.mger a novelty.

«James was dead at the door when a
doctor and a couple of ambulance stewards
sent from the Palace the next alternoon
arrived to take him to the island, so they
ordered him to the cemetery instead and
told us to be quick in obeying the order or
the palace would bave to take the job off
our bands. We bought a rough mahog-

any coffin with James’ poker winnings and
put bim in it just as found him on the bed
sticking the six shooter under his head.

‘Don’t be surprised at wbat I said about
the mahogany coffin. The Santiago woods
are tull of mahogany timber. Itis much
cheaper wood there than American pine.
Back in the hills the natives use it to cook
with and the principal wharf of the town
is made from it ; all but the piles.

‘James got more of a funeral sthnn the
average stranger was getting in Santiago
in thoE: days. We wﬂ bad been me:l:'ug:g
and playing poker with him at the club
felt that it was up to us to do something
out of ordinary. We followed the hody
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Mrs. James Constable, Seaforth, Ont., writes :—** Ever since I can remembes
I have suffered from weak action of the heart. For some time past it grew constantly
worse. I frequently had sharp pains under my heart that I wasfearful if I drew a
long breath it would causedeath. In going up-stairs I'had to stop to rest and regain
breath. When my children made a noise while playing I would be so overcome with
nervousness and weakness that I could not do anything and had to sit down to regain
composure, My limbs were unnaturally cold and I was subject to nervous headaches
and dizziness. My memory became uncertain and slee;dcserted me,

¢ [ have been taking Milburn's Heart and Nerve

ills, and as a result am very

much better. I have improved in health and strength rapidly. The blessing of sleep
is restored to me. My heart is much stronger, and the oprressive sensation has
vanished I can now go up-stairs without stopping and with ti.e greatest of ease,
and I no longer suffer from dizziness or headache. It seems to me (he circulation of
my blood has become normal, thereby removing the coldness from my limbs. I can
truly say that Milburn’s Heart and Nerve Pills have done me a world of good.”

LAXA-LIVER PILLS CURE CHRONIC CONSTi?ATION AND CYSPEPSIA.

to the cemetery in whieh they b»uried for- |

eigners, because the Archbishop never al-
lowed burying of heritics in the Catholic
cemeteries. ere are about two hundred
graves in the cemetery, including the
trench in which are the fifty one Americans
who were with Capt. Frye on the Virgin-
ius expedition and were shot by order of
Spanish authorites more than twenty five
years before our arrival. We had to pass
the old bull ring in which Capt. and his
men were shot. Mason pointed it out to us.

‘The ceremony was simple, but we
couldn’t carry out the original programme.
Mason, who had been instructed to read
the ritual of the Episcopal Chburch in the
absence of a regular preacher, broke down
before he bad finished the first sentence
and passed the book to the big staff captair,
who bappened to be starding next to him.
The staff captain staggered through one
line and gave it up.

*Can’t do it tellows,’ be said, justa bit
buskily. One of the American corres-
pondents finished it and as soon as the
grave was filled and carefully banked with
stones to keep out the vultures and the
wild dogs. we started back. As we passed
the old bull ring, Mason plucked the sleeve
of the correspondent who had read the
service and said:

* *Oid chap, thatis the first Protestant
burisl service I have beard since the Chap-
lain ot the British warship Niobe perform-
ed the last rites over Capt. Frye and his
friends.

“There was no concert atthe Anglo-
American Club that right because Cox
was away, but the poker game went on
the same as ever.

OLD MAN'S ESGAPE.

Resident of Indiantown, St. John N
B., a Very Thankful Man.

Suftered From Kidney Disease Which was
Bringing on Paralysis—D termined to
Die Like a Man—Saved by Dodd's
Kidney Pills.

INDIANTOWN, St. John, N. B., Oect. 2
—A most sensational escape was that of
Robert Moore, a respected old man of this
place. He was gradually being overcome
by paralysis, as a result of Kidney Dis-
ease. He bad given himself up to die like
a man, as he said wken, by accident the
means of escape came to bis hand. Dodd’s
Kidney Pills were brought to his notice,
and he lives to thank the fortune that
brought them.

Here is what he says about it: ‘For
seven gears I have been the victim of
Kidney Disease, at times suffering the
most excruciating pain. I had almost
considered my case bopeless, and bad
deprived myself of many of the necessaries
of life (as 1 am a poor man) to procure
medical treatment. People would see me
trying to climb up the steps, of my house
and remark: ‘Well the old man will not
last much longer.’

“One day the doctor prescribed a plaster
but I was charged such an extortionate
price for it, that I determined to die like a
man rather thae put it on. While I was
tediously working my way home, a boy
banded me a paper in which Dodd’s
Kidney Pills were advertised. When I
reached home my wite undressed me for I
godnld not undress myself, and I went to

ed.

“] deterwined to try Dodd’s Kidoey
Pills. All I have to say is that three boxes
cured me. It any man misdoubts me let
bim ceme to me or any of my neighbors
and we will soon convince him. I have
advised many of my neighbors to use them,
all with good results oping that many
other Kidney Disease victims may find the
same relief I bave,

“] am yours truly,
“RoBERT BOND.”

‘My dear, I thought they had abolished
corporal punishment in the navy.’

‘They have.’

‘Does that apply to yachts, too P’

',I' suppose it does. What are you driving
at

‘Why I noticed that in a recent race off
Newport, one of the yachts was steered so
badly that her spanker struck a buoy.’

FLASHES
OF FUN.

‘Is he is a good atum{; speaker P’
1

‘Finest ever. Why, I'll bet he’d shine
as a witness in the Dreyfus case.’

‘Der Kaiser,” said Mr. Dinkelspiel,
‘may pe Vilbelm der Grosse, put py chim-
i[tieptl;. I am Vilhelm der grocer alretty.

ein P’

Softleigh—A bwilliant—aw—idea struck
me lawst evening doncher know.

Miss Cutting— Indeed. And did it Lave
a fender on it ?'

‘Here is a pair of 1§ shoes that the
maker has marked 6 by mistake. Just try
this on please : I believe it will just fit you.
(Trial and speedy sale.)

Little Horace- Fapas, what are silent
watches ot the night P

Papa—The ones people forgetjto wind
when they go to bed, 1 guess.—

Muggins— Your face is s eight. Why
don’t you change your barber ?

Buggins— Never ! He may slash me a
bit, but he’s a deat mute, my boy.

Lawyer— Your honor, here is my clause.

Larry (in the rear)—Will ye hear thot,
Dinny ? He’s got claws, is saucy an’ rid
in th’ face. Ain’t he a rale lobster ?

“The trouble with the modern hired girl
is toat she doeen’t know her place.’

‘And no wonder. Sbe doesn’t stay in
one place long enough to get acquainted
with it.’

“This ‘Gates Ajar’ design is a handsome
one,’ said the tombstone man. ‘It is just
wbat I want,’ said the widow. ‘He never
shut a door in all our married lite without
being told.’

The Gentleman Frem Chicago—
Stranger, can you tell me where there is a
good place to stop at ?

The Citizen ot Boston—Just before the
“at.” Good day, sir.

‘Whatever became of that gambler who
went to Alaska P’

‘He struck gold all right.’

‘In the Klondike ?’

‘No; on a prospector coming back.’

“That tramp just going away was telling
me a most heart breaking story.’

‘How much did you give him P’

‘Nothing It was a story to break one's
heart all, but bresking a $5 bill is differ-
ent.’

‘When I was about to propose to Miss
Miggles, she stopped me.”

‘What for ?’

“We are going to play golf, and she
said she couldn't risk talling down in her
play.’

He looked with forced admiration at the
slippers—forced because he had half a
dozen pairs in a closet.

*You don’t mean to tell me that they are
all your own work? What a talented
little wite I'm going to have !”

And she smiled happily, though the
plain truth was that she had bought the
uppers, paid a man to sole them, and then
managen to sew the bows on crooked after
her mother had made them. Yet she was
very proud, and really wondered how she
bap managed to accomplish so much.

CALVERT’S

CARBOLIC
OINTMENT

s unequailed as a r ¢wedy for Chafed Skin, Piles
Scalds, Cuts, Sore eyes, Chapped Hands, Chilblains
Earache, Neuralgic and Rheumatic Pains, Throat
Colds, Ringworm, and Skin Ailments generally.
Large Pots, 18 13d. each, at Chemists, etc, w ¢h
Instructions.
Ilustrated Pamphlet of Calvert’s Carbolic Pre
parations sent post free on application.

F.C. CALVERT & CO. Manchester
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