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(A story about the present revolution |

in Cuba.)

The shrill blare of a trumpet awoke
the echoes of the mountaln valley In
which the Insurgent Cubuns were on-
camped. It was their call to arms,
and an hour later the men of Dou Car-
loa' command were fling down the
mountain slde.

The unwonted confusion alse awoke
one for whom the call was not In-
tended- Tommy Walker, the young
(American, who had the day bhefore
wantlered into the insurgents’ retreal.
Me rubbed his eyes, and tried to recol-
fect where he was, In a flash It came
ever him; he was no longer on the
eonst, in the mining camp, but far up
In the mountains, the guest of a Cuban

bel., Ae he was hurriedly dressing

is Bost looked Into the hat for n word
farewell,

“Don't come out yet," he sald; "It
i only just dawn; go back for unother
map. +We shall be back about mid-
night, or to-morrow at the latest, If
you can amuse vourself here during
the day I may have something inter-
wsting to tell you when we retiarn.”

“But why can’t 1 go, 100?" asked
Tommy. “"Why do you leave me here
alone with the women? Yon treat me
as though | were a baby.” He pouted,
and the big rebel laughed,

“Indeed 1 don't,”” he replied; *“hut
you must remember that I am respon-
gible to vour father for your safety,
I can answer for you here; but down
there, where wo are golng, the bullets
will be fiying, and all my time will be
taken up in directing and fighting."”

“Well, I guess | can fight, too. And
as for my poeny, Benlto, he likes the
amell of powder as well as | do”

“No, no, Tomasito, It wonld not do
at all. But 1 will et yon go as far as
the Five Palms, on the binft above the
plain; and there we'll leave you, where
you can watch the fight, and pick you
up a8 we come boack.”

“Goody! I'Il be rendy In ten min-
utes,” He was ag good as his word,
and twenty minutes loter he was on
Benito's back, riding happily by the
glde of Don Carlos, who was mounted
on his flery black stalllon, Diablo,
The chief was grave and silent, and
Tommy, well knowing that he was
mentally welghing affalrs of life and

death, kept discreetly qulet, At last,
however, he spoke:

"Tomasito, mio, we are golng to
rald the Ingenlo of Santa Clara, that

large sugar plantation on thes Croces
Road, behind the hills from Santiago,
A detachment of
new recruits s there, just arrived from
Spain, and 1 want (o teach them a les-
son, They think, perhaps, that their
Httle excursion across the ocean s
going to be a pleasure trip, and fight-
ing the Cuban rebels nothing more
than target practice. 1 want to cor-
rect that Impression; and, though the
poos fellows may show fight to some
extent, still, there won't be any great
danger."

“But why can't 1 go all the way with
you?" Insisted the boy. “You know
I'm dying to be In a skirmish, and |
ean shool a revolver as well from
Benito's back as if 1 were standing
on the ground."

Don Carlos smiled despite his anx-
lous thoughts,

“Bravo, Tomasito. You are already a
good rebel at heart. 1 thought you
weore In aympathy with the Spaniards.”

“Well, so 1 was, when 1 was living
amongst them, becuuse | heard only
their side of the story; and they were
really friendly to me. But, now that 1
have heard the other side, and have
been thinking it over, 1 find that | am
with you, heart and soul, And so are
most of my countrymen.”

“Dios 1o quiern! God grant it may be
80,"” replied the chief, reverently and
gravely. "1 do not see how It can be
otherwise, for we are fighting for more
than personal liberty, and all Amer-
teans should be In sympathy with our
attempt to throw off the chains of
tyranny. But no, Tomasito, it cannot
be; you must not descend to the plan-

tation. Here Is the trail; follow it
down to the plateau, where you will
find the ruins of a house, and there

await my return. Antonlo shall go
with you. He has food and drink.
Here, Antonlo, this way. Take good
eare of the senorito, Adios! I must
overtake my men."

Leaving the disappointed Thomas at
the side-trail, with the mozo, or serv-
ant, Don Carlos touched his horse
lightly with the spur, and flew down
the rocky road after his troop. He
was soon out of sight, and the boy
then followed the servant to an open
plateau, which, though surorfunded by
forest on every alde, had once been
cultivated as a coffee plantation. In
'the center of the open spuce were the

ring of what had been o great stone
honse, with massive walls nnd open,
arched doorways, It had long been io
ring, probably destroyed during n
former rebellion, and great (rees grow
within the roofless rooms and the wallg
were half hidden In luxurinnt masses
of vines,

Riding around to the shady side o
the walls, Antonlo hitehed his mule
to o tree and then came for the pony
The boy dismounted, amd  strolled
down to the edge of the platean, which
ended in a precipitous plunge into the

plaln benouth, Far away he caught
a glimpee of the sen, between which
and the forest that surrounded him

rolled an lmmense plain, dotted with
royal palms and smiling with flelds of
sugar cane. A river wended s way
through the center of the plain, and
near It shone the white walls of the
ingenio  (pronounced een-hayn-yo a
sugar-milly, The planter’s house, with
high walls surrounding it, lay adja-
cent. An alr of sweet securlty and
peaceful stiliness pervaded the boautl-
ful plain. The boy shuddered, as he
thought of the near appronch of the
rebel force, which was to change that
aspect of brooding peace to terrible,
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speeniation, Then wnddenly there was
a great explosion, followed by a clood
of smoke above the walls,

“They hfve made a breach In the
southern wall,”  whispered  Antonio.
“Now [ gea why the captain carried
the dynamite!"

Another apace of gilence, followed hy
another clond of smoke and the rat-
tle of Arearms,

“Ha! Now they have drawn the fire
of the soldiers, They huve flanked
them;: they are in the inclosure. God
help onr men now! The fight will be
hand to hand, Hy the saints, but |
wish 1 could be there!™

Antonio strade roward the
where he had hitched the mule,
Tomasito followed him.

“No, go back, muchachito, you can't
go down there; It's agalnst the cap-
taln's orders.”

“You, I can,”
Iy: “if you go
leave me."

place
and

replied the boy, sturdi-
He told you. not to

“True.” muttered the mozo, who
then dropped the rope halter and
again tled his mule to the tree, “"Well,”

with a sigh, “it wounld be of no use;
we should be too late. The fight would
be over before we coull get there.”

grim-visaged war.

They' returned to thelr outlook Just

Antonio come and sat beside him
and pointed gut the possible strategie
positions; and together they awalted
the appearance of their friends, the
guerrillng. As yvet, there seemed to he
no suspleion of an attack, for the ne-
gro laborers were afleld, with their
great ox-carts Iaden with sugnr-cane,
which they were taking to the mill;
the overseers could be seen making
thelr rounds, and groups of soldiers
were lazlly stretched in the shade of
the walls. The colgn of vantage oc-
cupied by these two watchers was
nbout eight or ten hundred feet above
the plain, and securely Intrenched In
the embrace of the foresit. They sat
beneath the spreading limbs of a giant
celba, or silk-cotton tree, which sent
its branches far out over the precipice,

An hour passed, then the watchers

"HE WAS ON BENITO'S BACK, RIDING HAPPILY 8Y THE SIDE OF
CARLOS."
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In time to see a dense cloud of smoke
and dust rise above the walls of the
doomed bulldings, accompanied by a
dull, rumbling roar,

“Dynamite ggain!™ shouted Antonfo.
“See, the root of the dwelling has a
great rent In it. Hu, bha! now the for-
elgners find the place too hot for them!
Wateh them pour ont of that breach.
Some of them are coming this way.
See! Two, three, are running across
the fields, making for the woods,
Bueno! wemay have a taste of the day's
doings yet, Master Tomasito. They will
climb the hills, and may reach our
refuge. Then"-—he made a significant
gosture across his throat.

“"Poor fellows!" sald Tommy, pity-
Ingly: “if any of them reach this spot
they shall have their llves spared any-

notieed a disturbance in the flelds; na
sentinel at an angle of the walls fired
off his gun; the laborers in the canes
seurrled toward the houges, and the
groups of soldlers suddenly dissolved
and disappearad, Next they saw the
line of horsemen strageling out into
the plain, leaping over whatever ob-
stacles blocked thelr way, and pour-
ing neross the felds like an lmpetuous
flood. They were too far distant for
their eries to reach the platean, but the
anxious observers could see the flash

on, and saw them deploy to the right
and the left, as they approached the

wills of the plantation works, As they
neared the high, white wall that rose
sheer in front of them, puffs of

smoke leaped out. and, before the re-
ports of the firearms reached to the
sllk-cotton, several saddles were emp-
tied and riderless horses were rearing
in terror.

“‘Dios mio!” exclaimed
gripping Tomasito's
you see that?
gone!"

The boy could feel the blood forsake
his face and settle around his heart:
but he silently watohed for further de-
velopments, The captain  was  still

Antonlo,
shoulder, “Did
Three of our brave men

sufe, for he could see his fAashing

sword as he led his men around the |

l\\;m. where they all disappeared from
sight,

Hulf an hour of dreadful ealm then
ensued, during which the fate of the

of the chieftain's sword, as he led them |

way, provided they offer no harm to
us.'"

| “Oh, you think sa?" n-_tnlu--rl Anto-
1mn with a ferocious grin, “"Let me
[ get my hands on one, he will never get
i buck to Spain again!’ .

| Tommy sald no more, bt resolved to
intercede with the captain for the lives
of the captives, zhould there Le

any.
But as yet it was by no mean: cortain
that victory would crown the efiorts
of the Cubans. It was very evident

| that the captain had underestimated
the valor of the 8panish recruits, or
that they had been reinforced by vet-
eran troops since he had received his
information. A few stragglers were
scurrying through the canefields, but
the main body of the enemy was still
fighting desperately within the walls,
which were now hidden by smoke.
The rattle of musketry and the pop-
ping of revolvers became contdnuous.
It was most agonizing to know that
terrible things were taking place right
within their view, but at the same time
to be In ignorance whether friend or
foe were coming out victorious. 1f that
bluck pall of smoke could only be rent
away-—If the walls- could be split, so
that they might see which way the tide
was turning! But nearly two hours
| passed by before thelr suspense was
relleved at all; then the musketry fire
| seemed to cease, and the reporis only
of smaller arms came to thelr ehrsa—a
ldromrin;, scattering five, that finally
dled away entirely, Another hour of

brave attacking party was a matter of [ suspense, at the end of which a smal!

n-mu of horsemen ‘mnt ot of &
breach and galloped Into the lelds,

“Victory!" velled Antonio. “It must
be—see, those ' our men, and they
have been sent out to gather in the

stragilers,”

The Liorsemen ranged i
reting out the miserable wiretelies who
had hidden there, and driving them
ek toward the bulldings.

“But they haven't got them all,'” aald
the mozo, ‘“two, at Ieast, have
reached the woode. Do you think you'd
be afrald if 1 left you alone a little
while to look for those stragglers,
Senor Tomasito?"

“Not 1" gald the boy, resenting the
implled imputation that he could feel
afrald. “Go, but, Autonio, if you do
flnd them, don't harm them, will yvou?"

The Cuban tarned, as he ran off to
secure his carblne nod moachete, and
for answer repeated that significant
sweep of his hand aeross his throat,
grinning fiendishly,

“Deay me!™ gighed the Loy,
tereible business!
oruel?

e livlds, for-

“this 1s
How can men be so
They really seem to take pleas-

ure in the shedding of blood. Tt is
awful., 1 wish | had never come to
Cuba, and wasn't obliged to know of

thege dreadful things. ™
L] L] L]

Tommy could hear the terrific roar
of the leaping flames and fee) their hot
breath, but he held to his post, walt-
ing for the fire to hurn out amd Don
Carlos to appear. But when at last
the flames subsided, the beief twilight
had fuded and darkness coverid the
plain. A moon was shining in the sky,
but it could not penetrate the murky
vell that obscured the landscape; and
Tommy wuas about to return to the
ruined hotse, where the mule and pony
were tled, to search for.something to
eat, when there was a crackling of
twigs beneajh him, fn the ravine at bis
right, and he walted, listening. Soon,
s#hove the brink of the ravine appeared
n hand, then an arm, reaching out for
a lmb to grasp. Hand and arm he-
longed to a human figure which fol-
lowed, and which showed, to Tommy's
consternation, the uniform of a Span-
1sh regular! ‘The enemy was wupon
him! What should he do? By keep-
Ing perfectly satill he would escape un-
noticed: but If he did, the man would
certainly cross the platean and dis-
cover the mule and pony, and perhaps
make off with both., By a little deft
strategy he might make the soldier his
prigsoner, and this he resolved to do.

The man approached, and was not

ten feet away, when the boy stretched
out his right hand, in which was his
revolver, and covered him completely,
“Halt!”" he commanded. The man
wins unarmeid-—that s, he had no mus-
ket—though what he had concealed in
his blouse the boy did not know. He
midle o pass as though to draw a knife
from his belt,
“Hold up your bhands!"
commanded quletly, but in a detor-
mined tone, and the moan held his
hands high above his head.

“Now marci In that divection!'”
dicating the ruined houss,
hoy hoped to find Antonio,
drew near the house,
my reasoned that

This was

in-
where the

As they
Lowever, Tom-
perhaps the soldier

might dart around the walls and es-
cape; so he halted him in the open
field, where he could the better cover

him with the revolver.

Here the soldler attempted to par-
ley. “Surely the senorito wonldn't de-
prive me of my Hfe? | have never
harmed him. | have a mother and a
sister In Spain, who are hoping for
my retarn”

“No,” suid Tommy,
his prisoner, 1 have no deglre for your
blood, 1 make you w prisoner in self-
defenge, but I will promlse to give vou
yvour freedom later on.”

The prigoner was a young man, with
an honest countenance, open and
Frank. He told Tommy that he had
been drafted in Cadiz, when he was in
that clty attending a falr, and that his
famlly had not heard from him since
his compulsory enlistment. He did

wirlly watching

not know what he had been sent to
Cuba for, but he found out soon after
he got there, for he was sent off with
others to guard the plantations and

He didn't
and he had avatled
firat apportunity

fight the rebels,
business,
of this
eRCapr.

like the
himaelf
he had for

“If the senor will allow me to go, 1
will give my word not to harm him or
any of his friends*

“That may be,” sald Tommy, with a
wize smile; “but T would rother keep
you till the captain comes, In the end
it will be better for you anyway, for
You can't eacape from the mountain:
without some of the patriots linding
You: and on the coast the Spanish
would piek you up and send yvou to the
Morre for desevting. 1 give you my
word yon shall be liberated in good
time,"

“That he shall,” sald a gruff voice,

coming from the direction of the
rmined bullding.
“Hola, Antonio! Is that you? Come

here and help me guard this prisoner,
Bring a rope and we will fasten hie
arms till the captain comes, then |
will have him liberated,”

Antonlo shafMled forward ont of the
shadow, but as he came into the moon-
light Tommy noticed that, instead of o
rope, he carried a long knife! The
prisoner notived it also, and turned to
the boy with appealing gesture,

“Ho, Antonio! what are you doing?
Drop that knife and get the rope! He
I8 not your prisoner; he's mine—mine,
1 tell you!" ghrieked the Loy, as An-
tonlo, saying nothing, still advaneesd
on the unarmed soldier, “Stand back,
Antonlo, or I'll shoot you!"”

But the savage mozo, whose blood
was now inflamed with puassion, did
not stand back; but with an  oath
sprang upon the prlnounr and Tpmasl-
to, confused by this unexpected turh of.
affairs, held his fire. The Spaniard,
secing that his life was threatenedl
more by the knife of the Cuban lhan
the revolver of the young Amerlmn
hall dropped his arms and was Ina
posture of defense when Anlnuln
sprang upon him, He canght the
blow in his left arm, and with his
right hand gragped the villain by the
throat.

Antonio was no match for the strong
young soldier, whose severe training
had made him lithe and agile; and,
although the latter was unarmed, he
soon had his antagonist at his merey,
Forcing him to the ground, he placed a
knee against his right arm and an-
other on his breast, and then held him
writhing there, The tables were now
most strangely tnrned; the captive was
now the captor. Tommy was bewil-
dered. One thing was still clear to
him—he was vet master of the situn-
tion, for he could hold elther of the
men off with his weapon. But which
was he to regard in the light of an en-
emy? Auntonio had been unfaithful to
his trust; the Spaniard only a shoes
time before was fighting against his
friends. Something must be done, and
quickly, for the soldier was choking
the life out of the mozo; yet he conld
not relense him, lest he spring ugain
at him with his knife,

“If the senor will get me a rope,”
said the soldler, I will release his
friend, after I have hound him, and
ugaln become his prisoner. For if 1
hold him much longer here it will cost
him his life.”

That was the only alternative, and
Tommy ran for a rope, returning with
which the soldier bound Antonio's arm
to his shle, and then released him, It
wias none too zoon, for the man was
gasping for breath. As soon as he
came to himself, however, he glared
savogely at his captor and tried to
reach the knife again, But he wag se-
curely bound, and his efforts weore
futile.  Meanwhile, the wound in the
soldier's arm was bleeding profusely,
and Tommy could not allow even an
enemy to bleed to death, He made him
strip off his blouse and tied a bandage
around the arm, then brought water,
which he gave to both the combatants,
The soldler recelved it gratefully; but
Antonlo, after he had c¢leared his
parched throat, turned and cursed him,

“Yes, you take the part of this rene-
gade against me! Buat walt, wait till
the captain comes! You will see what
vou will get!"™

The boy said nothing, but he had no

“TOMMY NOTICED THAT INSTEAD OF A ROPE HE CARRIED A LONG

KNIFE."”
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fears os 1o what would be the captain's

verdiet, Stil, he walted anxiously for
him to come. At lagt he heard the
tramp of hoofs, and soon a troop of
horge galloped Into  the  moonlight
At thelir bead was a lumiliar figure,
but mounted on o vwhite horge- -not on
the gallant Llaek  stallion—and  his
face was half concealed in o bloody
bandage, But it was the chief, for his
volee soon reassured them, though it

manding when
wrotp awalt-

became grufl and com
hiz gage met the strange
ing Wis coming,

“What! Antonlo bound a prigoner?”

‘El, my good master! These men
have plaved me falge! They would
have taken my life!™

“Tomasito, what does this mean?”
sternly demanded the captaln,

Tommy told bim, narrating the
events as they had happened,
“S0? You rascal!” he thundered,

turning to Antonio, and placing a hand
upon his holster, as if to draw a pls-
tol. "1 have a mind to shoot you, as it
Is, Did 1 not glve this young man into
your care? You were under his com-
mands, miserable deg! What was It to
you that he should wish to save a pris-
oner?"

“Oh, my captain, pardon! I did not-
I -1 wanted to share in the fight."

“Oh, oh! Well, the next time you
shall have your share of blood and
fighting. Now be off, Go saddle the
beasts, we must start at ounce for the
mountaing, There is no time to lose.”

Antonio’s bonds were cut and he
sneaked off, while the chief turned to
the soldier,

“You seem an lonest mah enough,
but vou were found fighting on the
wrong side. You couldn’t help it, I
dure say, so it was not your fault, Will
you serve us well, if I trust you?"

“"(Gladly, captain,” sald the soldier,

i sélzigg the chieftajn’s hand and kiss-
dng 1t,

“Well, then, get into the ranks. You
shall havé a gon to-morrow, and soon
you will be pnt to the test. Come,
Tomaslto, here 1s the pony. Mount and
away! We have some tough climbing
to do, you know. Was 1 hurt? Only a
cut from a brave man's saber—no
polson in It. "Twill soon be healed.
Yes, poor Diablo received his quietus—
shot from under me, That's the hard-
est blow next to losing my brave men.
But it's the fortune of war, Forward!
to the stronghold!™

And the troop charged up the trail.

SHORT-SIGHTED SCIENCE.

A Spirit That Has Bred Ceontempt for
the Past,

I am a student of society and should

deem myself unworthy of the com-
radeship of great men of sclence
should 1 not speak the plain truth

with regard to what 1 see happening
under my own eyes, says o wrliter in
the Forum, 1 have no laboratory but
the world of books and men In which
I live, but I am much mistaken it
the sclentific spirit of the age is not
dolng us a great disservice, working in
us a certain great degeneracy. Scl-
ence has bred in us a spirit of experi-
ment and a contempt for the past. It
hus made us credulous of quick fm-
provement, hopeful of discovering
punacens, confldent of success In every
new thing. [ wish to be as explicit as
carefully chosen words will enable me
to be upon a matter so critical, so rad-
leal as this, 1 have no Indletment
against what sclence has done; I have
only a warning to utter against the
atmogphere which has stolen from lab-
oratories into lecture rooms and into
the general alr of the world at large.
Science—our sclence—ig new. It is a
¢hild of the nineteenth century., It
has transformed the world and owes
little debt of obligation to any past

age, It has driven mystery out of
the universe: it has made malleable
gtuff of the hard world and laid it

out In its elements upon the table of
every class room, Its own maslers
have known its limitations; they have
stopped short at the confines of the
physical universe; they have declined
to reckon with spirit or with the
stuffs of the mind, have eschewed
sense and confined themselves to sen-
sation. But thelr work has been so
stupendous that all other men of all
other studles have been set staring at
thelr methods, Imitating their ways of
thought, ogling their results. We look
in our study of the classics nowadays
more at the phenomena of language
than at the movement of spirit; we
guppose the world which is invisible
to be unveal; we doubt the efficacy of
feeling and exaggerate the efficacy of
knowledge: we speak of soclety as an
organlsm and belleve that we can con-
trive for it a new environment which
will change the very nature of its con-
stituent parts; worst of all, we belleve
in the present and in the future more
than in the past, and deem the newest
theory of society the llkellest, This
{g the disservice sclentific study has
done for us, it has glven us agnosti-
¢lsm in the realm of philosophy, &

entific anarchism in the fleld of poll-
tles, It has mwle the leglslutor confi-
dent that he can create, and the phil-
osopher sure that God cannot. Past
experience i diseredited and the laws
of matter ure supposed to apply tc
spirit and the make-up of soclety,

Treasure Buried by the Indlans,

Joseph Omslicker, a farmer, found
$10,000 while digging o cellar for a new
hou:e at 8t Joseph, Mich, The money
wus Ju @ rusty tron box and consisted
mostly of geld coln.  Owmslicker kept
hiﬂ find n eeeret sote time, but
finally sold ble lerm and came to Chi-
; It I8 sabd the money was burled
Indlan chilef thivty-five years
prevent It belng stolen by a pive
£01 came here
Yedi's 4o to find  the
money, Which, he auid, bad been buried
on the bank of u sueawm, near & pine
tree, but was unsucesssful,
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