TOSARI, ONE OF JAVA'S MOUNTAIN TOWNS,

(Copyright, 1901, by Frank G. Carpenter )

OSARI, Java, Oct. 10— (Bpoeeial
I Correspondence of The Bee)
In the heart of the Tengger

-, mountalos, more than a mile
nbove the level of the Indian

ocean, surrounded by some of the mightiest
volcanoes upon earth, 1 write these notes
for my Ameriean readers. | am In the
town of Tosarl, In the wildest sectlon of
east Jave., 1 ean hear the rumbling and
grumbling of the mighty voleano of Smeroe,
and by golng outside can see Il sending vast
volumes of steam into the alr. 1 have just
roturned from a vislt of exploration to the
active voleano of DBromo, which has sprung
up o the mighty crater of the Tengger, the
greantest voleanle erater on earth.

In the Land of Fire,

This Island has been called the land of
fire. It has more voleanoea In proportion to
Its aren than any other part of the globe,
and almost every other Island of this great
archipelage from the Philippines to Aus-
tralln bas Its mountalns which spout forth
steam, fire and voleanie mud. In crossing
Java | was In sight of volcanoes all the
way., Tho Island, as 1 have sald, is about
ns big as New York state, but It has more
than fOfty mountaln peaks which end In
craters, some sleeping, some dead and some
still breathing forth volumes of sulphur and
#steawn. It hoas ten volecenoes, each of which
plerces the clouds at over 12,000 feet. There
are five other volcanoes which are more
than 8,000 feet high, and ten each of which
s 7,000 feet and upward.

I cvould see the volcanoes of Salak and
Gedeh at Batavia, and In coming eastward

of that time an earthquake came and (he
whole top of (he mountuln shot into the alr.
The mud flowed for weeks, burylng 114 vil-
lages, killing 4,000 people and covering the
whole country about with a layer of green-
Ish blue mud, which In places was fifty feet
deep.

Voleanoes Which Vomit M.

These rivers of mud are a characteristle
of the Jave voleanoes, The whole Island (s
overed with the soll thrown out by them
It comes forth bolling hot, but driea lnto
# kind of ash and eventually forms the
richest land upon earth. With the mud
come stones and ashes and steam. Papan-
dayang covercd the earth about It for seven
miles with fve feet of mud in one of its
eruptions and drowned 3,000 people.

Near Bandong | saw the voleano of the
upturned boat, o mountain whone top looks
Just lke n boat turned upside down. You
make your way to the voleano through qui-
nipe plantations and in the peak find two
craters, ench about 600 feet deep, both
seothing and bolllng and spitting oul mud,
steam and gas. In the sides of the craters
are sulphuric crystals and flowers. Near
Djokjakarta | saw the voloapno of Merapi,
down which the lava Is still running, and
further on 1 saw a half dosen other great
poaks, each sending forth ita column of
steam.

I huve come here to describe the Tengger
and I send you the notex am they were
written right on the ground, part of them
with a handkerchief over my mouth to
keep out the fumes of the brimstone which
were coming up from the hell pit below.
The Tengger voleano Is older than the rec-
orde of history, Iis crater Is so large that

=

BATUK VOLCANO, WITH THE

I stopped off to Investigate the great tea
and coffee plantations upon thelr slopes.
Gedeh s twice as high as Mount Washing-
ton and Balak kisses the clouds al a mlle
and & half above the sea. A lttle farther
on I came to an enormous mountain which
the natives call the Forge. The Javanese
pame s Papandayang. It is an active vol-
cano which Is always grumbling, a mighty
anvil upon which Vulcan Is always striking
his bammer. There Is a health resort near
It and you can drive almost to the erater
in a carriage, and by a short walk look
down into the pools of mud and sulphur
which boil and spit.

Further still is Mount Galunggung, which
has had some terrible eoruptions In the
present contury. About the time that Mon-
roe was president it vomited a deluge of
hot water and mud, sweeping away Lroes,
houses, beasts and human belngs. It sent
up 80 many stones that they fell llke rain
and within three hours the rivera of boll-
ing mud which came forih destroyed every-
thing within s radius of twenty miles, Then
there was & rest of four days. At the close

SMEROE IN THE DISTANCE.

other volecanoes have burst forth in it and
of these one, the Bromo, s still active, The
Teagger (teelfl In covered with a sea of
sand and the Sand see, or, m8 the Dutch
call it, Zand Zee, forming the bed of this
mightiest crater s one of the wonders of
the world.

Travellng Among the Clouds.

This town of Tosarl Is the starting polnt
for the volecano. It is sltuated in the Teng-
gor mountalns, higher above the sea than
the top of Mount Washington, In a reglon
covered with luxuriant vegetation. The
town Is one of thatched huts, with a Duteh
sanitarlum on the hill over it. The In-
habltante are Javanwse mountaineers, some
of them nature worshipers, who live on
the edge of the voleano and who sacrifice
to ft. It Is at the sanitarium I am staylng
and it was from here that 1 started yes-
terday morning with my guide for the
Bromo. We had two ratty Javanese ponles
and Lhree mountaln coolles to take care of
the horses and carry the lunch.

We loft Tosarl in the ghostly light of the

carly morving, when the world below us
was hidden in clouds. We seemed to be
traveling over a sea of clouds and there
were other clouds above us nestling here
and there o the mountains. As the sun
broke forth it paloted these masses of va-
por with different tints and shades of gold
and as It rose higher the mountains to the
castward lvaned, as It were, against the
walls of molten gold, the rich dark blue of
their sldes backed by the gorgeous yellow,
A moment Jater a black sheet of clouds
came right In the face of the sun, which
shot Its rays through a place In the center
where the sheet was thinnest. In a few
moments it bored a hole, as It were,
through this sheet and made a funnel-like
rond of blue through the golden wall of the
aky. It seemed a very road to heaven It
self., Our ponles dragged us through clouds
ke these climbing up the steep hills. We
wound this way and that, now crawling up
steps of corduroy and now hanging over
the edges of ravines, down which we could
look for 1,000 feet into beds of snowy
lavender clouds, while above us were the
mountains plercing the blue.

Java's Mountain Farms,

The scenes of the earth were quite as
wonderful as those of the heavens. Some
of the canyons were 1,000 feet deep and
80 steep that you would think the crops
would fall out of the ground. Still these
canyons were cultivated clear to the road-
way and on high above It. The crops were
Indian corn, cabbages and potatoes. The
mountalus are cut up with dralns and the
cabbage and potato patches are spaded and
hoed. You could not possibly plow them
without tylng your horse tu & tree to keep
bhim from falling down the mountaln. The
cabbages and potatoes are carried down to
the lowlands to market. The polatoes are
deliclous, as are also the cabbages, but
the latter grow on trees, as it were, Each
cabbage has a stem two, three or four feet
long and my gulde told me that when you
cut off the head from a stem another cab-
bagoe head will grow upon it. 1 don't think
he lled.

The vegetation grew scantler as we
climbed on up the mountains. At the start
we rode a long distance through fern trees.
The road itself |8 lined with ferns and
these and the orchids hanging in the trees
made the country a garden more wonderful
than the hanging gardens of Semiramis at
Babylon,

Look at the Smeroe.

Ahout an hour before coming to the sand
sen I gol a fine view of the highest volecano
of Java. This s the Bmeroe, whose crater
kisses the sky at two miles and half above
the level of the Indian ocean, I saw the vol-
cano on rounding a bend In the mountaiu
path. It lay behind green hills, n navy
blue cone painted, as It were, on the lighter
wall of the clouds. Thers were other moun-
tains at its feet, also blue, in the dislance,
and out of its top as 1 looked came a plllar
of steam. This plliar came forth in thin
wreaths, | stopped my pony and watched
it. As I looked it thickened and darkened,
the volume Increasing and at last a great
mass of smoke of black clouds shaped like
two human heads, back to back, shot forth
and rested agalnst the blue—a two-headed
Janus, a guardian of the gates of heaven
born of Smeroe. As the smoke rose it grew
thicker, until at last It formed a great
cloud over the crater, rising high above it
In a few moments it separated from the
mountaln and Bmeroe lisell looked dead, It
geemed to me a little eruption gotten up
by the great volcano for my especlal bene-
fit and I thanked Vulean for it. As 1 still
looked nnother cloud eame out and took the
form of Punch, a big-headed, fat-bellied
man of the clouds, rising Inte the heavens
and there losing his shape.

Passing on, 1 had to descend about a half
mile through fern forests loaded with orch-
ids nnd then cllmb another mountain, going
up, up, up until I plerced the wvery clouds,
The country was wilder, the vegetation

Among the Stupendous Volcanoes of Java

VIEW OF BROMO FROM THE SAND SEA.

scantier and the earth was all rock and
voleanle ash.

Wonderful Sand Sea,

My pony elld backward as he climbed,
but at last we came to a break In the top
of the wall of the mountains, a little
crack on what seemed to me to be tha edge
of the roof of the world, 1 rode my pony
into the crack and looked down. Below
me was the S8and sea, one of the most won-
derful formations nature has ever made,
I was In the Moengal pass, on the rim
of the mighty crater of the Tengger.
About me as far eye could reach vol-
cano plled itself upon volcano, and below
me, surrounded by an almost circular wall
of voleanoes, lay a vast expanse of dark
brown sand as level as the floor you are
sitting on as you read this letter. Yes,
level, but only so where it was (ree from
voleanoes, for out of the sand rose other
voleanoes—voleanoes which have burst forth
from age to nge since the days of the
far-gone-by, when this mighty Tengger shot
its deluge of fire and stone and steam and
mud into the air, making the richest of
the lowlands of eastern Java,

IRight in front of me, In the center of the
Sand sea, I could sce the Batok. This Is a
symmetrical volecano or mighty cone of
dark brown, which looks as though It had
been plowed from peak Lo foot by the god
of fire. Its sldes are In perfect ridges,
mighty gutters down which flowed the mol-
ten lava at the time of its eruption.

Beyond the Batok 1 could see n dense
smoke rising out of the top of noother
mountain, That was the sromo, which Is
still active and which 1 visited a llttle later
on. At the right of this there was a third
volcano, the Widodaren, and farther on the
Qirl. As 1 looked I saw 1wo of the natives
kueel down and pray to the mountains.
They had made holes In the walls of the
Moengal pass, In which I was standing,
and in them had placed their offerings of
coffee and corn. They were on their kpees
praying and with the convulsions of na-
ture about them and the wooderful grandeur
of all the surroundings it did pot seem
strange. :

In the CUrater of the Tengger.

The way down Lo the Sand sea was al-
most precipitous. It was, I judge, at least
1,000 feet and there was a winding path
with rallings here and there to the foot.
This path s cut out of the side of the crater
and as I slipped and slid and crawled down,
leading my pony, I could see the different
layers of volcanie sand showlng the sev.
eral deposits. Some were as fine as the
flunest sca sand, some strala were of peb-
bles the slze of g lima bean and above all
lay a mass of cold lava of a rich copper
color. The pebbles were of ashy gray,
dark brown and sulphur yellow.

1 could mot appreciate the size of the
crater until I got to the bottom and began
to cross the sea of sand, which is, per-
baps, the greatest amphitheater on earth,
The walla are pracipitous. They are cov-
ered with vegetation and they secemed to
be roofed with the clouds. The men at
the top of the opath looked like pygmies
when 1 was In the crater and as I rode on
and on over the sand they grew smaller
until they were almost lost to view.

1 skirted the Batok volcano. There was
thin grass upon Its brown sides near the
foot of the mountain and the sun shining

upon this gave It a carpet of green velyet
to a helght of several hundred feet,
At the Flery Bromo.

Riding around Batok, a distance of sev-
eral miles, 1 suddenly came In sight of the
Bromo, which Is still spitting forth fire
steam and volcanie stones.
is of bare gray lava;
corrugated with lava streams and the wrin-
kles of the neck filled with volcanic sand.
The crater is like an irregular bowl and
the whole looks like a mighty bowl as you
stand at the fool and look at the volumes
of vapor rising from it.

It was far too steep for my pony, so |
left him with the guide and, staff in hand,
I climbed my way over the lava up to a
great ladder which was bullt from the peak
of the crater hundreds of feet down the
mountaln to ald the elimb of the Duteh gov-
ernor general, who was recently here. 1
found my breath growing shorter and
shorter as 1 made my way up the voleano.
There were fumes of sulphur in the alr and
I coughed repeatedly.

Resting from time to time I at Ilast
reached the very edge of the crater and
slood there upon volcanie ash looking down
Into a mighty caldron, which bubbled and
steamed and sent up geysers of steam and
flame. All about and below me was the
hardened lava, once molten, but now black
and rusty and cold. I walked carefully for
& mlle, perhaps, along the edge of the
crater, trying to get to the windward of the
sulphur fumes and looking down as I did so
Into the great brown funmnel in which the
steaming yellow sulphur was bubbling
forth blue Aames, I took a stone and rolled
It down. 1 could see It jumping from level
to level untll at last It made a splash In
the sea of sulphur at the bottom.
in the Ruins of the Woarld,

I plcked my way around the narrow rim
of the crater, now through walls of lava
ash, so precipitous that had I missed my
footing 1 should have rolled down into that
steaming pit beneath me. As I stood there
the wind came up. It roared as it wound
its way around the funnel of the crater and
whirled {tself about Its sldes. At the same
time the steam Increased. It burst forth
in a roaring, hissing sound like the blow-
ing off of 1,000 engines at once. It soon
filled the crater and burat forth In great
volumes, enveloping the mountain top, in-
cluding myself, and rolllng on up into
clouds.

A few moments later it had passed away
and I could again see the vast crater fllled
with sand and the mighty voleanic won-
ders about me on every side. I could im-
ngine the day when the vast amphitheater
was one great mass of lava, when the alr
for miles rbove me was fillled with fire,
#team, stones and volcanle ash, when over

those great walls were flowing perhaps t
greatest rivers of lava and mud the wor

has ever known. I could see the great
voleano of the Batok opposite me now
dead, ridged with streams of flame and the
other voleanoes nearby spouting forth thelr
terrible fires. As I thought thus I felt
something upon my hand. 1 looked down—
a bug as big as the head of a pin was crawl-
Ing over It and below I could see a white
butterfly sitting upon a lump of sulphur
on the very edge of the crater. The con-
trast was Impressive. It was God's great-

est and His smallest work slde by side
and as I looked I reverently ralsed my
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hat.

and
The mountain
Its foot and sl



