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a ' $ 9  The theatric ti ar  nit11 Spain brought about no more 
tlifficult problem than the occupation of maddened Ha-  e 
vana, \vith its 28,000 still undefeated Spanish troops 
and its fr izging cloud of Cuban irregulars, \vllose futile 

' '77 buslln-acki~lgcit'orts nere  supplemented by the men n.110 

1 (lied at El Caney and served Schley's guns ! The peace 

f protocol, useless until availed of, enabled the United 
States to s r i ~ d  " a militar! organization " to at  once take 

'99 	 cli~r_rrcof IIavan3 Provinces. This organization of 9 
officcrs ancl 233 in-n-the so-called " Cutcher Cat-
talion," \ \  as comn~~ncled by Major Richard Henry Sav- 
age, Secontl L.S. \-oluntecr Engineers, \\I10 just thirty 

ears l ~ e i o ~ ehad been the confidential aide-de-caml~ and 
staff ciigineer officer of the heroic General Geo. 13. 
Thomas. 

011  Sorember ar ,  1898, one month and nine da! s 
before the date of the legal surrender of Havana, this 
" color " battalicn of Ohio, Indiana, and Illinois 1'01~11-

teer Enqineers \ \as sent by the President, the Secretary 
of \Var, General Xliles, and General Corbin under orders 
" to report to hlajor-General F. \'. Greene at Havana 
for duty." This battalio? laid under the shotted guns 
of 5Iorro Castle on Xovember 26, 1898, and occupied 
the lfarianao hill on the evening of the same day (alone) 



until, some weeks later, the Seventh Corps came to re- 
enforce it. 

The  arrival of the first armed landing party was dra- 
matic! At three a.m., Kovember 26, the steamer 
" Florida " ceased under the walls of hIorro Castle its 
bee-line course from Port Tampa and Dry Tortugas. 
The battalion commander, roused by thc steamer cap- 

I 

Morro light, still glaring defiance, as on tlic \ia! \vhcn 
the castle sent a huze shell ril111in~ throa~11 the " \\-il-

I 

no details as to the landing. Havana was escitetl to a 
frenzy. and no one knew how long Castellanos's feeblc 
hand could restrain any mob. The lonely commander 
roused his officers and men, breakfast was hastily dis- 
patched, the men took arms, filled their belts \I it11 the 

1 

, 

a 

I ' 

Spain flapped defiantly. 
I n  the dreaming city, whose blinking. lights nou7 went 

ally unfurled the ~ a ;  Department colok, the . ~ n i t e d  
States flag and the crimson banner of the Engineers 
with its silver castle. 

Slowly the royal ensign came down on old blorro. 

p-
kc-
r. 
t, 

".. 



being dipped three times, which salute \\.as returned by 


s dra. the " Florida's " ensign. A few whispered \\ords, an(!, 

with the pilot in charge, the " Florida " turned west, 


tam 
racing on by the great Santa Lucia water batteries.

lle ill 
Now dozens of horsemen could be seen scurrying along 

tugas. the varied shores. In an hour the " Florida " dropped 
' cap- her anchor off La  Playa, the only landing for the triune 
nd on city of hlarianao, Quemados and Lissa. 
~ithe A great ferryboat s\vung out eight hundred yards 
\\hen from the shore. The men, in heavy marching order 
Kl- (four companies), with the major at their head, s\\-ord 

in hand, poured off the boat at  the rickety landing where 
cified two thousand riff-raff had gathered. Major Szvage 
to a grasped the hand of the gallant and accomp!ished l la jor-  

'eeble General Francis Yinton Greene, the first man in wait- 
lnder ing at the strand. Then, with colors proutlly displayctl 

dis- and bayonets fixed, the little column of fours swiftly 
I the covered the league between the shore ant1 l larianao Hill. 
rake On,  in the sweltering sun, past graveyards anc! grin^ 
'0, a redoubts, through lines of blockhouses, the \Yestern bo!-.; 
reds marched with their long, swinging stride. To the west. 
;of in the rolling country, the saucy outpost flags of eight 

thousand Cubans mocked the banners of the twenty-one 
;ent thousand intrenched Spaniards, within \vhosc lines the 
~ t e d  pioneer battalion passed, while the hills rang with warn- 
on- ing bugles. Before noon the crest of 3Iarianao hill 
ted was held by forty sentinels with loaded guns. I)\?h ~ ~ d  
'ers 	 night the first white city in Havana Province gleamed 

out! The unerring sagacity of General Greene hacl pro- 
vided a little train of flat cars. By night the reserve 



i v INTRODCCT LON. 

amrnlinition and ration boxes, \yell disposetl, made a 
place of rcfuge in case of any  sudtlen attack ! ( i l l  tlie 
summit of tile l~i l l .  \ ~ l i e r c  m r  inlai~ts!. firvv0111~1 reach 
tlie rcdoubts and harracks of tlic Spaniartls. in reverse, 
i:unti-d ~ h t .  first Vnited States flag raisctl 1)). I\nicric;iti 

I 

i 
t
1 

c)f slatternly Culjan irrcg:.ulars \vcr.c stcr~il!. Iicl)t (!tit oi 
the lincs. Iiu~itlrctls of the people 1 l a v a ~ i a  lintl tlrivcn 
out to see thc huge  " ;\nicricanos " , ~ itllc Jli<sirsilqri 
\.-!!t,! ! l ~ o z c ~ i sof Spa~iis l i  c~t'ficcrs of hi.11.11 rn:~l; wcrc 
sii~gl!. cscortctl across tlic lines 1,y sc~itincls to intc.svic\v 

L 

rr 
ft 

I tlic \7nnl;ec Cnmnia~~t lan tc .'I'llc evcn i~ lg  tell in tlic 
hush of suspcnsc. Ccforc thc major's tent a s i ~ i ~ l e  I,ra>.i F 
lnt t lc  1:lntern was n signal to  tlic guar( l  tl1:tt :ill \\.as 

officer ~f the highest rank lint1 stolen in to  say that lie 
" fc-rct! I:c 

' 
coultl not restrain his men froni conling 

up  tlie 1:ill " . 
" I can," s a d  tlie conlmanrlcr, " for \ \e  ill p ~ l c  up  a 

I\ all of your Spanish tleatl arountl us  ! ,\ntl my country 
\I ill $end a hundretl thousand men to find o u r  I)oc!ies ! " 

T h e  long night \Yore away in a vague unrest Day
1,rcke to  find thousands of  the curious pressing arountl 
tlie Yankee lines, while the tired-out commantlcr, who 
had watched, s ~ v o r d  in hand, in the night ,  snatcl~et l  a 

few \\inks of  tvelcome sleep. The situatinll \uaq a 
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ngdr 2 thrilling one. A single accidental shot, a drunken man's 
On babb!e, or the petulant frenzy of some fiery Cuban or 

rta;? ~i~wlefeatedSpaniard, would have brought on a mas-
leittg, sacre. The sternest martial law was proclaimed by 
DYT!ig General Greene, not an officer or man being allo~i~ed to 
adonti leave the lines. In 2 iver!c the tension was relaxed. The 
. , ,
!lilt!p, battalion quartermaster, pistol in hand, arriving on a 
Ynoa~ direct freight steamer four days later, piloted the train 
at oi of forty n7agons through the excited Havana mob to 
driwa the beautiful suburb \\-here the color battalion of the 
;issippi Sccond Engineers represented all the majesty of the 

United States. The cable had flashed news to \Vashing- 
t r v i e ~ ~  ton which made officials hreathc freer, a ~ ~ t l  

&€It 

the thirty 

in the regiments of the Seventh Corps began their on~vard 

b r s  journey. 

l m.5 The men and officers of the Second Engineers for 

night. tncfiry-nilie days repressed the absurd pretel~sions of the 

RaS il bombastic and untrustworthy Cubans, as well as the 

~anisl~ natural ire of the starving and undefeated Spaniards. 

at he Gallant and unreavartled Western boys of the color bat- 

ming. talion! They shared their rations and pocket money 
~vi th  the sorrowing Spaniards, who began to melt away, 
homeward, in the silence of defeat. Not a breach of 

, 

fll' a 
~ntr!' 	 duty marred the lonely occupation by the First Bat-

talion. They kept their country's honor unstained!
:s!" 
Day -4nd when, twelve days after their arrival the Spanish 

~und commander surrendered the triune city to a guard of 
forty men, who held the Lissa bridge-the gatewaywho 
to Havana-the work was easy for those who came 

h d  a 
later. For, following on after this little band, within 

5 a 



, 	 was easy now, and the color battalion had made the way 
smooth for the whole Seventh Corps. 

The first armed march of United States troops in 
Havana was the march of this command. They hoisted 
the first United States flag after 402 years of Spanish 

Manuel de Ciria, Marquis de Cervera, and it also carried 
the only United States engineer flag taken to Cuba 
which ever flew before tile Spanish soldiers in arms. 
The still unexplained " Story of the Maine " is told in 
these brilliant pages by the oficer who, sword in hand, 
led his men, at the surrender of Havana, on January I .  

1899, where twenty thousand men had comfortably ar- 
rived later to make good the difficult and perilous \\.ark 
of . the pioneer organization in the dangerous occupa- 
tion of Cuba! 

I 


' 



BOOK I. 
f Span 
mbfr rc FORHERINHERITANCE. 
rom Dt: 
j0 Calllto 

to Cuba CHAPTER I. 
In arm: 

LOVE A LA MODE DE HAVANA. 
s told i: 
in hand The sheeted rain which had hidden the stony mesas 
nuar! 1 and the palm-fringed savannah, ceased at last. Golden 
ablya r  sun lances pierced the overhanging leaden mist, and as 
us ro rh  Seiiora Juana Agramonte moved sulkily to the window, 
o c c u p ~h e  full glory of a Cuban sunset gilded the far blue 

mountains fencing off the narrow bight beyond Guana- 
jay. 

The still beautiful Gulnare, who ruled over Ha-
cienda la Sevilla, cast an anxious glance westward to 
where the grim trocha divided the insurgents of Pinar 
del Rio from the starving " reconcentrados " hovering 
near her, under the shadows of grim Butcher Weyler's 
blockhouses. 

"SPa for  Dios ! He comes not ! May the blessed 
Virgin guard him if they have sent him to the front! " 



THE HACIENDA O N  THE HILL. 

b;fled Spaniards were huddled within their fortified 
lines, nhile that black Jlarshal S e j ,  the defiant llaceo, 
romped victoriously over the hills of I'inar del Rio. 

-qs t1:e Angelus solemnly souncled from the to\\ er of 
the oltl church at SIariailao, the impatient \\ oman seized 
a nial~tilla, and, quicl,!) t l i r ~ \ \ing it over her graceful 
!,cad, passed out upon the I~rc~nc! plaIzza. 

Siiacling her e) es i\it11 her i,!ue-r clnctl liand, tlie mis- 
tress of the l~antlsomest cstate in IIainna pro~ince  
gazed eagerly donn  the rcatl to thc north\\artl Slle 
iiexcl looked \\cst\\artiij LU \\;icre the laqt ra! .; o i  the 
sun shone out on tlie ra\\ rctl 11nci of the rctloul)t*. 
gleamed upon tlie sides of tli, K121 111: \\ liitc' I,locl\-
houses, and sparkled upon the thin 1)luc ~nctallic net-
\~oric of tlie cruel barbet1 \\ ire allactis 

The rattle of an arlnoretl train speeding along \jest- 
ward shook her breast n i th  ne\\ alarms for her absent 
iover " They \\ill not dare to send 11-ellcr's altle-de- 
catnp out there, to face the merciless Cuban machetes 1 " 

slle znurmured. 
With swift strides she measured the length of the 

gra11dold mansion ! 
Crowning a superb hill, u i th  its half-mile avenue of 

royal palms, L a  Sevilla grandly overlooked torty tllou- 
sand acres of the richest land on earth, sweepitlg far 
away in an emerald sheen of growing cane to the dim, 
serrated peaks of the south. 



!h~ Fair as the garden of the Lord," she murmured, " 

3 ' it shall, it must, be mine! Oh!  God, if Max would 
IQ cnly come. I f  there is another," she mused, sadly, 
ion, " some slim-waisted young patrician of the Cercle de 
t\l, Havana," and then her face darkened as when the black 
Iio tbrt~ado breaks upon the shadowed seas. 
toarr She turned and sprang forward as the crouching 

tigress leaps, for a martial-looking horseman was now 
cantering smartly along toward her under the royal 
palms, planted when her dead husband was a babe. 

tht r " H e  must not see me," she muttered, " waiting for 
1,11n here, like a peasant girl for her lover," and she fled 

d ! J Iay in a fond woman's deceit. 
7 n  the great dra~ving-rooms she paused before the 

edoub nearest mirror. The face which met her gaze was still 
> b,jL ,:rmgely beautiful. 

S o  ! I am not too old yet," she whispered, speaking 
liic n 

sclftly to herself 
Despite hcr thirty-five years, there was still the glow g \it* 

of that fatal bcauty 11hich had brought proud old Don 
a b h r  

Romero Agramonte to the tninkling feet of Juana 
i~dedr 

Garcia, the star of Seville, Spain's dancing siren, the 
l e t e ~ '  

idol of the casinos. 
Major h4ax Lomenstein, A. D. C .  to His  Excellency, 

of tll 
Don Valeriano Weyler, Governor-General of Cuba, was 
in a practical mood as he cast the eye of a connoisseur 

''" ' O '  over the splendid sugar estate unrolled below him. His 
military cogp d'oeil s~vept from the crested villages of 

liarAIarianao, Quemados, and Lissa far out to the debata- e dlm 
I.le lands nhere the poor starving villagers were now 

1 herded under the Spanish rifles. 
I 
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'. This is worth my while, even with Seiiora Juana as 
a fair incumbrance," resolved the German military ad- 
venturer, as he tossed the reins to the waiting mozo. 
" Donnerwetter ! There's the child though-I must 
make sure," the avaricious Teuton grumbled, for in his 
frugallv-inclined German heart, Love and Lucre were 

I t stately tread into the great drawing-rooms, where the 

Juana Agramonte stood there, smiling, ivitli a warn- 
ing finger on her lip, until the old servidor had glided 

feared that you were out there-kvith the troops." 
" No such luck, mi querida! " answered Lowenstein, 

shortly. " You know that I am tied to the old man's 
side by this cursed gun-selling business. If it were not 
for you, I would throw it all up and go home! " He 
was now keenly watching the effect of his words. 

" You would leave me, Max,"the ex-dancer cried, 
her eager arms encircling him in a passionate grasp. 

" That all depends on you, Juana," coldly answered 
the staff officer, leading her to a divan. " Let us dine ! 
I have been in the saddle for hours, inspecting these 
Catalan cattle. I have somethine serious tn tdl vnlr 



1,1011 

it had, in the old days, brought courtly Marshal, haughty 
Don, and glittering diplomat to their knees before her. 

'Iq' $4 The presence of a half-blind old duenna restrained none 
of her Castilian ardor, and her French of the coulisses 

lucre was as perfect a safeguard as the officer's guttural imita- 
tion of the Parisian accent. 

Juana Agramonte felt, in her heart, a chill which she 
'the'i could not explain. All men had heretofore yielded to 
'" her \vllile in the flush of her peerless spring loveliness ;"'but, alas! the hot midsummer days were on now ! This 

cold, blue-eyed German, with the heavy martial features, 
was as stolid and inimitable as the leaden statue of 

hadgil Carlos 1'. in the Prado. 
Madame Xgrarnonte \vas not of a literary turn of 

lbed mind, and was ignorant of Byron's satirical remarks 
I P S '  about woman first loving the lover, and then love 
)nflStf  itself, when custom had given it a property of easiness. 
)Id Sole mistress of her own actions, she had always faced, 
\\ere" without a blush, the memories of Lowenstein's almost 
e!" t unopposed conquest. Here, in La Sevilla, she was queen 
s of the realm, and \\hen she had liberally psid 1:i~tcher 
ercn$ IYeyler for a due measure of military protection, she 
e \\as reasonably safe. 
nsrved Juana Garcia had indulged in no illusions when, 
usdmc'fifteen years before she had given her bejeweled hand 
~gthe3 to the snowy-haired old planter who sho\vered diamonds 
ell pu upon her. 

Love! A thing for the sport of callow boys and 
r a n d 1  brain-sick giris ! The hcart-an organ of purely me-
whi~h~hanicalvalue in her own sleek anatomy. This was 



I X i  THE HACIENDA ON THE HILL. 

her cold creed. And she had lived up to it, until trapped 
by her own passions. 

The young gallants of Seville had laughed derisively 

! whose visit to spain was ostensibly to place his only 1iF 
child, a prattling girl of three, in the experienced hands 
of his sister in Madrid. 

But Don Enrique de Guzman, who dared to try to 
revive some old-time recollections in the fair Juana's 
mobile heart, even during the honeymoon, pitched for- 
ward, falling stone dead after five minutes' feeble 
sword play. The fierce Cuban planter had been the 
deadliest sword in Havana in his vouncrer days. . " 

Stern old Agramonte quickly bore the beauteous bal- c 

lerina far away from the scene of her maddest triumphs. rI 
1 Though her daily life was a dream of luxury. Juana IL 

Garcia, the saucy queen of beauty, soon paled into the 
white-faced Juana Agramonte, a virtual prisoner in her 
gilded cage at La Sevilla. 

Her lord and master was draconian in his severity, 
and often, in the long years of her marriage, she had 
gazed out over this same smiling paradise of La Sevilla 
through eyes blinded with hopeless tears. 

Every one of the two thousand dwellers on the broad 
domain feared Don Romero, and yet served hinl with 
the dumb fidelity of the whipped spaniel. .. 

The passive, inert, housewomen, with lurking coal- 
black eyes, watched her every movement. The village 
priest was stricken in years, and the ex-dancer knew but 
too well why none of the great families ever called at 



"'PI the splendid white marble mansion erow~liog the lordly 
hill. 

lsrn They were all blue-blooded aristocrats, these haughty 
.'peninsulares," allied to proud old historic families ;and 


lust all Havana province sternly resented the introduction of 

edlla a light o' love ballerina into their stately functions. 


One essay sufficed the embittered Don Romero. 

tot? When his ravishingly beautiful second wife sat through 

'bar. a whole evening at the governor-general's annual ball 

:hedl to the " gente fina," he ceased to battle with the Cuban 

s' ier Mrs. Grundy. 

been Only from her opera box at the Tacon, did Juana 


Agramonte, with a princess's ransom in jewels as a 

tousb' setting, shine out as a baleful I7enus upon the wild- 

iurnph hearted young gallants below her. 

I, Juan Husband and wife soon led separate existences, and 

into th  yet the cold-hearted old intellectual voluptuary asked 

r in he1 nothing more than his bare rights of possession. 


These he enforced with a relentless cruelty, on guard 
everity against all mankind. 

,he hau When death had at last claimed her aged spouse, 

Sevilla Juana Agramonte's fiery heart leaped up in a mad, secret 


joy. She saw him carried away to the Campo Santo 
:broad without one tear of sorrow, a single sigh of regret. 
n with A fierce delight filled her-place, power. pleasure, and 

a golden future loomed up. Shrouded at home in black, . 
coal- she secretly joyed to see the long cavalcade of men 

vi]]ag~bear away forever the cold form of the man who had 
Bwbut been a remorseless tyrant from the first. 
led at A child of the gutters-left a manorial princess alone 
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in the world-she had now neither friend nor adviser, 
and so she nursed alone her bright illusions, until the 

I Sefior Abogado, the family lawyer, called, a month after 
her husband's demise, to enlighten her upon the pecu- 
liarities of the Spanish laws of succession. 

At  bay, like a baffled tigress, she heltl her peace uritil 
a man of affairs from Madrid arr~vetl  later, armed with 
powers from a new tyrant-the aged sister of the dead 
man. 

But, with feline adroitness, she held her peace ant1 
bided her time. The five years betiveen her I~ushantl's 
death and the coming of this higll-born German Princc 
Charming had been fillet1 up  u it11 hidtlen leaves i11 the 
book of her life which, she fancied. \yere all no\\. turned 
down forever. Her  past amourcttes \\ere all forgotten 
in the wild sweep of the passion \\hich made her the 
adventurer's secret slave. 

When the great white stars trembletl far abate in the 
liquid blue, Juana Agramonte led her sullen lovcr out 
into the inclosed garden. The huge mansion inclosed 
a veritable Eve's paradise. On this silent n ~ q h t  the 
splash of the fountain mingled 1 ~ 1 t h  the shrill chirp of 
the cicada. 

The orange trees mingled their waxen l e a ~ e sR ltllb 
the broad fronds of the banana ; the fragrant t rop~c  lncq 

. clung to acacia and rose shrub. and the perfumetl sl,~? 
breath of the garden stirred her slumbering passiolli 
to madness. 

I n  the s~mmer-house they faced each other in silence. 
the lady of the hacienda and her lover. 



Tell me now-tell me all, Max!  " whispered Juana. 
ubi, H e r  mind reverted to that unforgotten day, only a 
3nis tnelve-month past, when, leaning from the balcony of 
thepr her town home, she had first showered rcscs down upon 

General Weyler's handsome young aide-de-camp. 
leacr, 'Ihe mute messages of these eyes had been the signal 
mdl ior  the lighting of love's still unextinguished torch, 
ithtC and, on this night, a passionate woman, whose life had 

been but one living lie, yean:ed for the truth. False 
peace' herself, in every fibre of her nature, she panted to know 
hush  her guilty lover true. 
a n P ~  " I may have to leave Havana soon," slowly said the 
fes in handscme adventurer. There are ominous rumors of " 

, \~ f tw  \Yeyler's recall. H e  is the only strong man in the army. 
forgot1 I must then go  to German), and if I go, I may not 
e her 11 return," the woman at his side convulsively grasped 

his arms, " unless-unless," he sullenly added, " you tell 
lve in th I  n ~ ethe nhole truth." 

Then he shivered as her voice rang out, thrilling with over 
vibrant jealousy. 

lght tht " Your business-your trumped-up business-some 
chirp oi flaxen-haired, flat-faced German girl ; some hochn~ohC-

geboren f r a u l ~ i n .  Go! You are lying to me! Tell me 
,,,,,th the truth! You have sworn to marry me! You, the 
ic vines tnan whose faith has been the 1% hole world to me ! " 

d sp,c! The  phlegmatic German stolidly lit a papeCito, while 
assiolls his accuser raged in all the fierceness of her wrath. 

" You ask me for the whole truth," he bluntly replied. 
'' I ask you for the same. Why did you not tell me that 
there was a child; that you are but a tenant here; that 
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these broad acres are not your own;  that you are but 
here on sufferance." 11The  ignoble lover fairly trembled as the maddened 

" And this is your faith, your loyalty, your honor;  11 
you, who have humbled yourself at  my feet. Beware! 
By the God above us! There is death in the air to- 
night! I am still mistress here, lies or no lies! \Vhere 
got you this story? Speak, coward, or I will kill my- 
self before you ! " 

There was the flash of a poniard in the pale moonlight. 
and the alert athlete struggled long till he had \vrenchetl 
it from the hands of the woman who felt that thc truth 
was hers at last; that love itself was a lie. 

Shamed into unwilling caresses, the adventurer es-
sayed every art to calm the storm \vhich \vas of his o\vn 
conjuring. The meanness of his sudtlen accus;ltion 
smote him heavily. And, yet, skilled of old in tleceit, 
he wove his own tissue of lies to further c111ncs11 t l~e  
woman whose head had so often lain upon his Ijreast. 

" Listen," he said. " You kno\v that \ve livc here 
upon a volcano. Two hundred thousand Spaniar~ls 
have filled yawning graves here since these Cullan ~lla,l- 
men first left the canefields and rotlc out to \var. tllcir 
pathway marked by blazing hacicntlas. ll-c!-lcr, Ili111-

self, is desperate. He is betrayed 11y his u~ltlcrli~i:,.~. 
Spain is bankrupt. Yello\\; Jacli has slai11 liis tV11s t , f  

thousands. One adverse \vavc of I~attlc nin!. at Inst rc,J 
over our trocha lines The fleet is but half fllrilisll:~. 
The treasury is empty. Intrigue and baseness tic 111,'

I 



hands of the queen regent, the baby king may never 
wear his crown. Our  army is a fever-stricken mob. 
I can not protect you. I fall with Weyler's fortunes. 

rhos If he is recalled, then I am a marked man. The assas- 

B ~ , , ~  sin's knife, the dungeons of Cabafias, the betrayal to the 
Cuban bandits, all these are Spanish methods. e air 

nt " I have a sacred trust to others to discharge-to my 

kll l r  	 chief. If I go, I may not return. My sole fortune is 
my sword-my noble name-and if you are not mistress 
here, how could you share my fate? 

~onli; 
" You know that I am poor: your daily life is the rend 

golden luxury of a queen. If Ilieyler falls, I can not 
he t r u ~  

linger safely here, and, if you are not the rightful lady 
of La Sevilla, why join me in a double misery-a poverty

urer r 
which, leaving us helplessly fettered, is only a disgrace 

hls 01 
before the world. Will you go out into the world with 

'usatl me-over  the seas? I swear to you that the whole rot- 
I dece 

ten fabric here may crumble any day." 
esh The sobbing nroman raised her head. 
last' '' Who poisoned your mind against me? " she faltered. " he I t  was at the club," the adventurer rejoined. " I 
amart overheard two men talking of La Sevilla, of the past, 
" I n a c  of your dead husband. And old banker Ilenoz then 
' j  the broke in, ' Rich,' he babbled, ' not an acre is her own. 
, llin There was an heir. Seiiora Agramonte has life posses- 
r ' l l l ~  sion, for residence only. Don Romero left a young
' daughter somen here in Spain to whom the whole vast 

St ' O  estate will descend on her becoming of age.' One of the 
s~eakers  demanded, ' Il'hat becomes of the orphan's 
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what Cuba i s ? '  I left them in disgust. No\\ ,  \\hat 
can you say to this? " 

The woman at his side pressed her hand upon her 

" And this is all? " she gasped. " S o  more? No 
slanders; no foul abuse of the \\oman \\horn you have 
sworn to  marry. There is no such girl ! Let them bring 
her forlvard. I am the sole mistress here. \Yould you 
have me hear the secrets of my life to the rabble? You 
find me here-on my throne-ant1 here I \\ill live and 
die. Xntl, now I ask ~ o u .  \vhon~ tlo you trust? Your 
p!ightetl I\ ife, the \\ oman \\ 110 has pivcn you more than 
her life, or do you hcrtl \\.it11 tllcsc jackals of the Havana 
clubs. I'our f ~ t c  is in your o \ \n  hantls. \\'hen you 
leave me to-night. Mas ,  let it be forever, unless you are 
a man, a soldier, a caballero." 

Ee11ir.d the mask of each nature lurked the naked 
truth, \1hich was veiied, even when the soldier, three 
hours later, flung himself on his horse and rode slowly 
down under the long line of palms. 

There had been pledges whispered anew;  burning 
words; oaths of fidelity, and vows rene\\ed under the 
silent midnight stars. Lying eyes and lying lips had 
answered each other's challenges. 

As Max Lowenstein dropped the reins on his horse's 
neck, he saw himself in the pale moonlight-his real self 
-the paltry patchwork of lies and shams. 

A disgraced offshoot of a German guard regiment, 
banished for swindling a t  cards; the secret agent of a 
low cabal, now busy in peddling the rejected rifles and 



obsolete ammunition of a meanly avaricious Kaiser to 

'd FpCr 
cruel Spain, loitering on the verge of bankruptcy, ruin, 
~ n ddefeat. 

more! Partner in the robbing of Cuban revenues with the 
swarm of cormorants hovering around the brutal Wey- n yJu!,'. ler, the renegade adventurer knew that he was only a 

figurehead staff officer; in truth, only the secret col- 
Ibld! lecting agent of that arms-peddling syndicate whose~ b l e ; 1 

siveep is from Corea to the Philippines, and from For- '' l i n r  niosa to Buenas r\yres. 
"'; $ A human hyena, following for profit the red flag of 

rapine, wherever blood flows or the standard of revolt 
"Hart is rsised. An active agent in enlarging Germany's 
vhen!ol sphere. A huckster of surplus instruments of scientific 

youat human butchery. 
" Can I trust her," he growled, as a rustling in the 

naki 1)ushes caused him to jerk out his revolver and spur his 
er, horse along. H e  gloomily groivled : " I must find out 
e s l o ~the truth. \\'it11 the money, yes ;without it, she may go  

to thc devil. I \vi!l speak to \\'eyler. Who would know 
burnir i f  not lie? .And yet can I trust h im?  Yes! " he almost 
der ti shoutcd. " If I give him a share of the plunder. H e  
ps hr shall be my guide. There is but one true friend in the 

\vhole ~vorld-gold, good yellow gold." 
hers( The stalwart Teuton laughed, wise in his o\vn conceit, 
ialst as he cantered into Narianao, where a warm weicome 

awaited him in the cafP of the Headquarters Hotel. 
imen I t  ivas thronged with the Spanish officers, in \vliose 

of purses jingled the yellow gold \vliicli represented two- 
irds of the monthly rations of their half-starved com- 

L 



panics. The dim streets were crowded with the gaunt 
peasant lads dragged away from old Spain to die under 
the machete, in the loathsome grip of yellow jack, or the 
burning grasp of the calentura. 

But, while the mule bells tinkled outside, and the dis- 
cordant cries of the motly street crowd sounded on the 
air, there was the clinking of champagne glasses, the 
gurgling laugh of all-too-facile women, the rattle of the 
dice box, and the twang of the guitar within. 

As Major and A. D. C. Max Lowenstein entered, 
Pepita, the lustrous-eyed singing girl, threw him a rose 
from her hair. The victorious young gallant glanced 
at his own reflection in the mirror. Rosy, vigorous, and 
glowing, he was well satisfied with his counterfeit pre- 
sentment. 

He felt again the clinging arms of the woman who 
had pleaded with him under the roses of La Sevilla. 

" She loves me, that is enough," he chuckled, " and, 
if she has the gold, she will serve my turn. But I must 
find out. Weyler must know the whole history. He 
has the smug priests, the lying lawyers, the greedy offi- 
cials, all under his iron hand. Here \\ill be money 
enough for us both, and once I am master at La Sevilla. 
Sefiora Juana shall soon learn to sing another song." 

Whereat, being a philosopher, Max Lo\venstcia 
twisted his mustache, ordered a bottle of champagne, 
and drew the flashing-eyed Pepita down upon his knec. 

Far above him, on the crested hill of La Sevilla, the 
great hacienda lay steeped in the drowsy peace of nighk 
The herds were all gathered under the great 



'' 
Cc 	 thatched shelters; the tired laborers dozed in their ham- 
mocks, and only the faintly wafted music floated out 

&,or, 	 from the officers, where the swarthy Spanish sergeants 
of the plantation guard made merry with the graceful 
Cuban girls. 

In her own realm, the great state apartment,. Juana 
Agramonte sat alone, her beautiful eyes peering out to 

'Ie the west. Q'L 


Far down below her blazed the red watch fires of the 
' lean alert soldiery who lurked behind those cruel 
Imai0 '  barbed wire lines. Scattered over the rolling savannah 

[lank were the twinkling lights of the distant pickets. 
mUslr A dropping shot or a weird, thrilling bugle note alone 

told of far away alarms, and the distant hail of the 
sentinels was faintly borne on the murmuring breeze of 

nan \\h night. 
villa. The lonely woman had followed with her eyes the 
d, ''an form of her retreating lover. Her bosom was now filled 
t I mk with new alarms, with a strange unrest ; and for all his 
ry, r last protestations, the one who bore the yoke of sin with 
edy 00 him was not deceived. 

moln " How much does he really know?" she suddenly 
Sev~ll asked herself. 
song The scales had fallen from her eyes. With a con-

jenstc 	 temptuous wave of her hand, she cried : 

Ipagr " I t  is this he loves-this blood-stained La Sevilla- 
s kne not me. He would be lord of all this." 
/la, tb  And yet the adventurer's words had roused her to 
nigh action. The departure of the governor-general. the 
Falm hnward sweep of a victorious revolution, the red tie of 
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war rolling in upon the stately pleasure homes of Mar-
ianao and ITedado. 

She shuddered as she thought of the fierce-eyed mon- .. 

grel horsemen ; those grim night-riders who left only 
death and ruin in their track. II 

.' Does \\'el ler abandon his task ? " she musctl 
" Then all is lost. For his blood-stained, mailed hand 
?as been Spain's heaviest flail." 

She gazed out on the fields once tilled by the hosts of 
slaves. whose crumbletl bones had long since mingled 
with the soil. There, belon. her, lay the teeming Canipo 
Santo of La Playa, with its ghastly harvcst of thou- 
sands. 

" Poor Cuba," she \\hispered. Sotliing hut l~lood. " 

the blackened raftcrs. the de\lastatctl fields-a hell upon 
earth ; a paradise with poisoned breath ; a tleath-haunted 
Eden." 

She recalled those joyous ~vantlcring (lays of her 
youth ; the Ivild shouts of applause : tlic 5ca of ~ ~ p t ~ ~ r n c t l  
faces ; the soft, star-lit nights of Scvillc : the pleading 
voice of the lover beneath hcr I\ indon. 

And then came back the death in life of her iron chain 
of marriage ; the long years of slavery : the galling yoke 
which had b o ~ ~ n d  her to the dead man. 

She bounded to her feet as the dawning danger came 
back to her. i 

I " If he should find that girl, this half-hearted lover$ 11 
How much does he know? I must think, think ! " 

The last five years of her life passed in revie\v agai 
before her. There were memories which burned in he  



bcsom's core. Too well she knew the nrlce paid for her 
suzerainty. Her face hardened as the pride of life 

d m  swelled her pulsing veins. 
it or 

" I t  is a long road you would travel, Don Maximo, 
nry golden-haired lover. The sister is dead ; yes, dead 
and buried in far-away Madrid. The dead make no 

dhzr sign! And, la niiia, the child whose eyes would not 
know Cuba, is safe, safe in the hands of strangers. A 

lasts stranger in a strange land. 
nm$ '' I must see the old administrador civil. He  alone 
Can, knows the secret of Elisa Alvarado's child. I can stop 
f tha the old miser's mouth with gold. These babblers at the 

club ! Fools ! " she laughed. Let them find her ! There" 

t biosn is nothing left of her in Cuba save the baptismal regis- 
~ l l u p o  ter, ' hlercedes, daughter of Don Rotnero and Donna 
launtt Ellsa Agramonte.' 

" r o r  five long years Pablo Ortiz has carefully kept 
of hi niy secret. I t  is his own crime, as well as mine. And 

,turn[ 11e shall \latch Max for me-watch him till I find him 
leadln LrLlC Cr false ! " 

Her eqes softened as she whispered: " If Max is 
chal true, my heart will tell me how to reward him. If lie is 

,gyol false," she muttered, " he shall die like a dog-if he 
betrays me-I swear it, by the mother of God ! ' 

And yet, for all her stern resolve, doubt haunted the carr 
guilty woman's pilloils. For outraged love is always 

lover its own avenger. The hard-hearted woman, whose eyes 
,, had never softened at the sight of her suitors' anguish, 

agair now clasped her hands in agony as the face of Max 
in her rme up before her. 
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The mistress of La Sevilla, sorrow-stricken, recalled 
the days before the jealous devil had found a hiding 
place in her bosom, and fought away each maddening 
doubt-the days when burning passion fed her one 
dear delusion. 

And while she wrestled with the dark spirits hovering 
over her, the handsome lover, whose bond-slave she had 
become, revelled out the starry night below there, in 
Marianao, with that burning-eyed gypsy Pepita in the 
frenzied dance. 



CHAPTER 11. 

""! The rattle of gold had ceased, the click of the cas- 
.th'a 	 tanets was silenced in the deserted cafe when Max Low-
)''m~ 	 enstein bade the keeper of the posada rouse him at dawn. 

The clinging lips of Pepita were forgotten, for over his 
sleeping draught the German systematically built up 
his plans for the exploitation of Juana Agramonte's 
loosely-held fortune. 

" See that my horse is sent up by your trustiest man, 
Otero," said Max. " I will take the first military train 
to Havana." 

He  burned now to set Butcher Weyler, ever greedy 
for gold, on the track of the missing heiress. 

" I must act at once, before the old scoundrel is re- 
called," mused Lo~venstein. " While he still has power, 
lie may build up my fortunes, and also add to the stolen 
hoard of three millions in Spanish gold which the brute 
has ready to ship to Spain. Dare I trust him? 

" Yes, for he fears the arms syndicate. If he were 
to try to betray them, a German fleet \vould soon knock 
nld 3lorro about his ears. And if he betrays me, he 
shall feel their vengeance. S o  ! He ~vould not dare." 

I
, As the innkeeper led the n7ay to the best room re-

cerved for the governor-general's trusted aide, the sol- 
dier carelessly questioned : 

1 8 
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" Who are the oldest residents here. Otero? I wish 
to make some researches for tlie general." 

'. There's but one man, Serior, who has lasted out the 
hell on earth of the last twenty years here." said Otero. 
" 170u \?ill find old Padre l la teo  Ruiz up here at the 
parish church. 

" Man and boy, he has been forty years niuml)li~lg 

rotted in Cabahas, or bcen fed to tlie buzzartls." 
" So." grumbletl Loivenstein, as lie tlisposcd hi~nself + 

to rest. " There's an itlea. I'll go  up in tlie m o ~ n i n g  
and reconnoitre. There may be some starving sacristan 
fello\v, \\lion1 I can easily bril~e. -4s for tlie pricst. 1'11 
wager that Ile is tlie best friend of this sly one over 
there. \\'omen and priests always fight each other's 
hattles. Cut \Yeyler can surely reach him. ant1 make 
the o!tl scarecrow talk. IIe has a \yay of his on n." 

Thus  it \\.as that. \ \ M e  the thrill in^ Soanisli I )u~les  

paid his reckoning, and strode s\viftly up  the tlcscrted 
street to \;here the old white church gleamed out on 
Jlarianao hill. 

The Angelus was musically soundirig out from the 
tower where a sacred image posed high in air, spread 
out its arms in vainly imploring peace. 

A few black-robed women crawled along snail-!ib 
t? the open door of the church, as Lowenstein reac 
!!--- r - ~ trf tlie hill. 



'b He gazed upon the shot-scarred outer walls, peered 
into the dim interior, and then Ivalked around the 

OU'; stronghold of God's mercy, where a dozen times the in- 
'&  habitants had refuged themselves from the wild insur- 
e gent riders. 

-1s he entered, with one sweeping glance of his falcon 
u m b l ~  c!-es. he saw fair La Sevilla spread around below him, 
h f k  smiling in its inviting richness. *-Isudden thought pos- 

'h~b'l:sessed him. He had noted the widespread ruin for 
tivent\- miles around, the grim work of a merciless 

ihilk partisan Ivar. Even now, in the far distance, the great 
morn: coluntns of rolling smoke told of the blazing cane fields 
sacnit. 2nd the tlcvastatetl haciendas. . . 

)rlest,l " She secnls to he a ' persona grata.' " lie gro\vled. 
one v8 ' Even s\vortl a~:tl flame ~ L L S Sby her!  

:h otht " I'hen shc pays for it, ant1 not alone in Havana. 
ind IIK 'l'licl-c arc tltc others. I \\-ontier if she deals \\-it11 both 
xn." 11;lrtics. They can all 11e bought, ant1 a word to IVeyler 
sh bui :\-ill ruin her. Rebel, insurgent. official, and reconcen- 
Iventul tratlo-all \\-ant the red goltl. Spanish protection and 

('uban honor arc 110th in the market." ; 

: 'I-1" tinkle of the silver \,ell told of the solemn offices 

,d o f  the mass. as the young man enterctl the oltl church. 
ffc furtively gazed upon the fatletl mural decorations, 

from tile thinly decoratetl altars, the poverty-stricken interior. 

ir, spr Here I\-as no pomp of that great church \\.hose history 
9s the record of the \vorltl's civilization, only a faithful 

sflail-,old man ~v i th  a single acolyte, ministering to a few 
,reac;~rief-stricken \vido\vs. 

For a few minutes the adventurer studied the face of 
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" I'll get nothing out of Padre Mateo Kuiz," mused 
Lowenstein, while he surveyed the strong features of 
the noble-faced padre. " There is both power and wis- 
dom written there." 

The clank of marching men recalled him, and he has- 
tily dropped a peso in the poor box, passing out into 
the street, now blazing \\.it11 the fierce morning sun. 
A hobbling old sacristan \\as busied in the antechamber 
there, and he follo\ved the handsonle young stranger 
into the open air at a signal. 

The sight of a Spnnish golden .\Ifonso loosened the 
old man's tongue. and oilly the shriek of the locomotive 
at the station above. causetl I,o\venstei11 to break off 
and stride down the hill with the slashine s t e ~  of the 

run to Havana, the young man digested the sacristan's 
tale. 

" If the Padre and Tuana are i>la\-inrra CramP.t l n i ~ l > l ~  

The old man had run dobvn the history o f  the rlgra- 
I montes. II 

1s a noble place, La Sevilla, the 01i1y one left near US 

now. Donna Elisa, an angel, dead and gone, these 
many years! The old setior lies in the Canlpo Santa 
Seiiora Juana might be a heretico as well, for she liev@ 

i comes here. W e  never go there. Of course. shc V.& I 



buslt a second wife. They tell strange stories of her early 

, life in Spain. And Padre Mateo is Cuban-born. They 


mu% like us not. 

U T D ~ b  '' There was a child. Ah, sefior! but fifteen years 

lndd1\ ago the blessed innocent was taken away to Spain. 


Dead? Yes, I fear so, for Padre Mateo has never heard 
l h f h &  since the old don's death. He  was a wild man, but- 
Out vi+ cristiuno catolico ! All is over now ! The estate, 
lng $1~pues, sefior, I suppose it will surely go to the Crown, 
~hamk, when the Sefiora Juana dies. 
StTangt " I have heard Setior Pablo Ortiz himself say so to 

my master many times. He  is the JCfe Superior de 
enedtt Administracion Civil, and he knows all the history of 
tomot11 these great estates. He  has ruled us, yes, with an iron 
~reakr hand, for ten long years." 
'p of 11 " Then he is the controlling spirit," murmured the 

German. 
an ho Max Lowenstein did not regret that golden Alfonso, 

icristar miser at heart though he was, for long before he de- . 
scended at the estacion under the prim guns of the 

,legan outer forts, he had noted down in his pocketbook the 
name of Sefior Pablo Ortiz. 

he With systematic German assiduity, he had reasoned 
out all the probabilities before he sprang into the victo- 

Yes! ria and drove down to his bachelor quarters at the Hotel 

near Inglaterra. 
" I have it," he resolutely decided. " Either Setiora 

,e, 
o San Juana and this Cuban-born priest are secret friends. 

he nev and he is her ' PO-between,' in her dealings for safety 
with the Cuban chiefs. or else she is linked with this she uc 
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official Pablo Ortiz, and between them they have smoth- 
ered the child's interests and are now eniovinc the rev- I I 
enues jointly. It may not revert to the Cro\vn, this 
fair La S ~ V ~ I I ~ ,  to the atlministratIor. IIbut go perhaps 
\Yho knolvs? 

" The one course ~vould give licr secret C'ul)a~i pro- 
tection, ant1 the other, the C'roivn's clcspotic privileges. 
.-lritl, perhaps, \-el\.et-eyeti tlcvil as shc is. slic is sl!. 
e:?ou?h to \vorli 1 ~ 1 t h  thcsc schcmc.s." 

I t  \vas only after an clal)oratc toilct ~nilitaire ant1 a 
carefully stui!ictl 1)rcalifnst tli:~t the ~io\ \ .  rc' .;~)!~,~~(lc:~t 
aide-tle-camp prcsc~ltctl Iiin~srli ;!t tlic 1)nlacc i l i  the 
governor-general. Scvcral plans of action I i ; ~ t l  I)ic~i 
adroitly turned over aiitl al)antlo~~ctl one 1)y o~i<, .  

" I have it." lie tlccitlctl. as lie n i ~ ~ i i i ~ t r ~ l  tlic ct:!ir.; to 
the room of tlie gencral staff. '' I i  lir i.q i l l  :I ;:! ) t  1111-1 1 1  

mor. 1 1 7 . - i ! l  open tlie sul>jcct: i f  not. I \ \ . i l l  sl(,c11 ~ \ . c l -  tliis 
business." 

tering-eyetl young Spanish ~nniccoc-1;. ( ' : ~ l ) t : ~ i ~ iJosi 
Gomez rallictl his I~rntlicr aitlc ul1011 hi- In t c  ;~pl~:~:~rnllce. 

" It's all riylit, oltl ni:un." lic rnttlul 1111. 
.. -l.l~eycn-

era1 has not asked for you. TIc I)rc:~lifnstc(l \ \ - i t 1 1  the 
latest favorite. Sciinritn Tsal)cl 1-ula~in. :111(1. i l l  i;lCf. 

came donn here in Iicr coup6. 
" The hand is playing on tlic T'rarlo. tllc. ln(lics are 

out, the (lay is not too Tvnrnl. ant1 tllc nc\vs fro111 the 
front is good. Let us go ant1 tnlic n turn." 

7 .

I sw\.ered the major. " Go ant1 find a seiiorita I,\. 



lStn self. They all know the very handsomest man on the 
jher staff.""' As Lowenstein unbuckled his sword and sent in his 

btra name, he muttered : 
" If I only dared to trust to her," but he feared the 

l b m ~vengeance of his stern master. Though well he knew 
""l't the reckless young divinity who ruled over Weyler's iron 
he I' breast, he, too, well knew the cold resentment of that 

pitiless Spanish heart. 
'Irean .' There's one woman in this deal, that's enough,"
I PIE^ he murmured. " I will tempt him with the yellow gold. 
Ce 01 LLromen we can always get-easily won-but gold is an 

had 1 Intermittent blessing." 


ie Lon enstein as a philosopher of the Dresdener Bank 

e stqr school. 

good Brave as the German spy \\;as, he held his breath as he 


po:er entered the great hall in the second story of the palace, 

\\here Field-LIarshal Don \.aleriano Llieyler was busied, 

11th~ bending over a long map of Cuba, stretched out upon a 
,tam great table. 

He  walked to one of the open French windows, and 
7 h e  I. there gazed do\vn upon the motly throng in the street, 
j nl th  nhile the black-nhiskered tyrant of Cuba was busied 
1, in I\ ith the movement of multi-colored pin-markers upon 

that map. 

ladies The graceful women strolling below under the lin- 
dens gazed up invitingly at the general staff room; 
the echoes of a distant waltz floated down the Prado, and 

iingly the nodding palms threw their graceful shade over the 
,,,broad balcony in front. But one voice was heard in the 

b .  



long hall as the stern dictator harshly gave out his 
orders in a rancous voice. 

The flying fingers of secretaries followed his im-
perious words; slim clerks noiselessly slipped along the 
halts of the vast edifice; the clatter of departing order- 
lies could be heard below, and the notal~les of Havana, 
gathered in the great anteroom, where tiniidly waiting 
the great man's nod, while the hot-hearted young aides 
broke off their tales of love and clue1 in their staff 
room, to be sent off with errands forel)otling death, 
prison, or starvation to the helpless islantlcrs. 

The  German major shivered as lie licartl the man 
who held two million lives at his tlisposal, tlcs~)atcli man-
date after mandate. There \\.as riot a soul iri tlic great 
city sweltering on its fetid bay under tlic gririi 1)atteries 
who did not tremble at the nanle of tlic l~ur ly  1)utcher 
\vhose breast glitteretl with tlie blood, l~ought insignia 
of Spain. 

Every inmate of the long gra!. palace, \vhosc \vhite 
facings and cool colonnatlc invited tlic \vn!.inrcr. started 
up in terror at the alert stcp of the tliin 1 i l ) l ) ~ ~ Irli;!n of 
fifty-eight, over \vliosc Iielmct \vavcct !hc. n.liitc piumes 
of a field-marshal. 

Lo~venstein vain!!. trictl to avoi(1 Iicarirlg tlil* r~l:llless 
mantlatcs ~ v h i c l ~cnmc frtr.11 tliosc ticrcc.ly ~i~,i..t;l~:hed 

lips on this pleasant aftcr~ioon. 
The glean1 of grccn o n  tlic hills I)cyo~~tl I(cgI:i was 

graceful, tlie \vhite sails glenn~rtl 011 tllc the 
chorus of the street ventlcrs rose cIicerfuIIy fronl low, 
the blue of hope gleamed tloivn from Ilc;l~c~:'. ;I&; 
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Out 	 yet still that pitiless voice went on, the draconian deal- 
ing out of blood, death, misery, and shame. lI7eyler'I' was sending out individual orders for the arrest and 
summary .execution of a hundred suspected notables. 

'gorr The German leaped to his feet as General Weyler's 
voice sharply recalled him. '' And now, major, your 

""report from the lines of hlarianao. I intend to make 
"D 	some changes there ! " 

He \\as at the dictator's side in a moment. The 
governor-general was leading the way to his private 
room \\,lien the secretary-in-chief announced a deputa- 

the tion. 
atcllr .' Let those peddlers wait! " harshly replied the re-
tllee yent's lieatlsmati. as he closed the door. There was a 
1bar cloud on the governor-general's face ivhicli his asso-

bu ciate in ~ n f a m ~  could not understand until Weyler broke 
~tIn( out  in 11rat11 Ihe storm soon broke out in bitter words. 

.. They arc p;css~ng me from Germany now for the 
lose too tiela! c(l half-n~~llion payments upon the last ship- 
er s <  ment of arm< You must officially silence them! Write 
=d m thcni ant1 tell them that the taxes are not in yet! I have 
,te loaned the money as a favor to the Spanish bank for six 

~ l l o l ~ t l ~ s .So \ou  must hold them off! " 

, , -1he craft! German's eyes gleamed with a secret joy. 
I \ \as allout to ask !ou a favor. general," he said. 
" Anything-an~thing in reason," roughly inter-

rul'ted \C'e?ler. Only use the cable-and,-through " 

ba! , \ ou r  consul-general, too ! Then they ill believe you." 

Irn hP Lo~benstein well knew to whom the ten per cent. 
I~onus ~ o u l d  go for the use of the delayed payment on 

1 s  \ 2  
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the sl~arp-voicetl ?\lausers ant1 the n~erciless cartridges 
once destined for French hearts. 

" I  \\,ill do your Excellency's \\-ill," he humbly re-
plied. " ant1 at once, 1,efore I sleep. making report in 
tlie morning." 

" CJootl." ,yrn~itetl \\'eyler, as lie lit a cigar ant1 
t l ~ o u ~ l i tof tlie littlc dinner \\-it11 Sefiorita 1sal)cl soo 
a\vait him. " So\\.. your inilitary report on \Inrial 
outer lii-es ! " 

he hen tlic astute Gernian soltlicr of fortune Iiatl fill- 
islietl liis cslinustivc technical statement, thc cli 
sinote tlic tnl~lc iv i t l i  liis fist. 

" Ji-1st ;:s 1 lint1 ica~-ctl! It is this otltlying popu;ntion 
I)ct\\.ccn t l i c  lilies of t l ~ c  armics \\.lie ictch :lntl carry.- 
\:-llo ljctt-n!- all tnlr tlctncli~~ic~its,-\\-1101)afilc us i l l  

\:.ny ! So\?-.1 have \\.ark for you.-sccrct \vc,rk ! You 
must I;~:o\v m! plans ! I linvc 111arkctl off arcns :iround 
cvcrj- to\v11 ant1 post \\-e holtl in Cul)a. \vitlc c~nou!;l~ to 
raisc pl:iiitai~is. yams, corn, ant1 s\vcct potatoes cnough 
in tlirce nio~itlis to I;ccp all tlicsc pcople I,ct\vccl? the 
to\vns alive, i f  tlicy ~vorl;! 

" I shall call all the o u t l y i ~ q  ppopuiatious in. ant1 push 
my pickets out to tlic outcr I)ou~itlnrics of cac.l~ I'll 
fecd thcse people, but only for tlircc nlonths. 

" If they have then raisctl a crop tlicy \\-ill puU 
through, if they give themselves up to laziness, then: 
hc fiercely siarled:  " let them starve! " 

'' Eut, general," ventured Lo\\-enstein, there d" 

zlrvays be daring Cubans sneaking \vithin these li 
" I knot\. tllat," coldly answered the man of 1,1 

- . . I 



.. For these gentry I have had secret lists prepared with 

hun; a price on the head of every dangerous man known by 
.' !lame. 
tl"! I@. 

" For  the so-called insurgent chiefs there is a regular 
tariff of rank! S o w ,  I will not \veary my troops with 

a tibt 
1:ul:ting thcse b e g ~ a r s  down. I t  is the sun-the calen-

Isabtl! 
tura-thc yello\v jack which kills my brave Spaniards. 

'n'lir' ' 1  u-ill hare the gold ready, and for each man 
: :cught in alive, or his head delivered over to us, the 
::rici. shall be paid, head for gold! As soon as hunger 
~,l-esscson thcse fello\vs they ivill begin to betray and 
.,;I c~ut the ~ n c s t  daring! 

IgpoIJt '' ;\ftcr tllrec n:oiiths there \vill be a desert around all 
andt i - illy posts! Ey tliat time I will have destroyed most of 
e u s l n  ! :c  smaller chiefs, and my reconcentrados, these sneak- 
l'ork! :::;; go-bet\vcc~i~,\\.ill be deac! or else all poiverless to 
Ireas21 : ( in  t!lc lines! T11cy \\.ill be too weak to travel very 

" e enoo, i;.r 
toes er " \\-hy? " gloomily asked the major. 
betneir " I k n c n  the Cu1:ans ! They will not work. They 

\\-ill  not plant, but hunger will force them to betray! " 
n,and " Cut the great Generals. Garcia, Gomez, AIaceo? " 
each! resolutely qucriec! the German. 

IS. " I niay reach t ~ v o  of tllem through cabals or  nego- 
"ail1 tiation ! " \Yey!er dryly answered. As  to the third- 

ess, ::iaceo-I \\.is11 otlly to get him lured ~vithin our lines. 
" I am sending Captain JosC Gomez to S e w  York on 

there :! sccret mission to effect the preliminaries to trap him. 
.,-se jinc \ i e have friends in their juntas. Once over my trocha, 

of hjc I will have a train load of gold for that half-negro's 



head, and you, major, a practical soldier, here, under 
my own eye, shall watch the front of Marianao. 

" No one but you must know ho\v the blow will be 
dealt ! You shall have my utter confidence! You spoke 
of going back to Germany. Do you accept my commis- 
sion? Obey me, and I \\-ill make your fortune! " 

" Hear me first, your Excellency." gravely replied the 
adventurer. I \\-ill strike as your r igl~t  l . ~ n dfur you, " 

if you \vilI only aitl me as I tvisli! I have a secret to 
unfold to you ! " 

An hour later, Major Max Lo\vcnstcin passetl out of 
the secret cabinet \vit11 the light of victory shining in his 
eyes. " As a colonel, the secret agent of \\-cylcr, in 
full control of the lines of llarianao, thc sccrct of La 
Sevilla will soon be mine." hc rctlcctctl. " for none may 
dare to \vithstand nie there ! 

" And I was \vise 1101 to tell him of Schar I'ablo Ortiz, 
the administrator. Let \\-c!-ler liimsclf look u p  the his-
tory of the girl! H e  is a crafty fox. I f  slic lives he 
can summon her, as a loyal subject of Spain, tu return 
and appear to claim her riglits. She \voultl I)e unclcr his 
legal control. H e  can tliro~v the estates finally into our 
joint possession ! 

" And I may later get at oltl Ortiz. 
" If the girl lives she may be marriageable now : the 

story would make her so. I \vill deceive Juana ! \Vcyler 
can hide the child, if he wills, until I am marricd to 
her. And then Sefiora Juana can try l ~ c r  stage steps 
again! " H e  laughed merrily. 

These visions of budding glory were golden in L t y  



. u1 

enstein's mind as he hastened away to the German 
\ ,\A Club to send the lying dispatch to those anxious-hearted 
i,!military creditors in the thrifty Fatherland. His oil- 

"m: folding of the story of La Sevilla's illegal occupancy 
brought unhappiness, however, to one heart, for La 

epiied Sefiorita Isabel Fulana wept tears of jealous rage over 

1 tor 
a message which delayed the vice-regal lover's coming 
to that neglected dinner. 

S ~ C R  
The happy Lowenstein was dressing himself for a 

grand ball at  the Cercle de Havana when the splendid 
equipage of tlie governor-general left the palace of the 

ling li bishop of Havana. The fox had awakened ! 
Lying back in his carriage, pondering over the 

ret strange disclosure of his secret agent, General Valeriano 
'One. il'eyler laughed in his sleeve. " A clumsy fool, my Ger- 

man peddler scoundrel ! 
How did I ever come to overlook poor old Don 

]pthi  Ramon Agramonte's death! I remember him in my 
'ellit earlier service here Let me see. How shall I get rid 
tor t  of this sharp-eyed fellow, Lowenstein, for a week? 
undf '' Ah! a trip forthwith to inspect the fortifications of 
) Into 	 Santiago; the steamer leaves at daybreak! By the time 

that he returns I will have bagged both my birds! I 
will then let him go up there and watch this fiery-hearted 

non ex-dancer. If he tries to meddle later, I will find a way 
! \Ye to quiet him. The Bishop's idea is tlie best one of all. 
1arr1cdLa Sevilla, a s  a nest of detected conspiracy, of course 
age st falls into my hands. I f  there has been any treasonable 

communication I will grasp the property and-buy it in 
I in L(through an agent ! I f  not-tlien," lie laug-lied, " it's all 



\\:it11 a suddcn return from his official rcspcct for  r<-
ligion slio\vn I)! his pompous visit to  the Iiisliop, tllc 
g o v e r l ~ o r - ~ c n e r a ltlmvc hack to his palace, and ,  modest- 
ly c n t c r i n ~  a cli~scil co11l)C. then mntlc tlic hcart of Se-
tiorita Ts?l)cl r u l a n a  nlcrry a t  a littlc s u l ~ l ) ~ r\\.hi& 
anlpl! ato~:etl fo r  tlic lost t1illnc.r \\.liicli Ilntl I~rougllt  
tears to  tlii' 1)ri~Iitcst cycs i l l  all C'ul):~. -1'lic. governor-
yel:crr\l cnliltl ulll,c.iitl Iiin~seli ill ;\ latly's 11cl\\-cr ! 

I'ritlc aiitl linl)l)i~ic~ss fillet1 thz Ilcart i ~ i1 l ; l s  I.c;\vcn- 

t~ l l i j  t1uartwsl1~. :I i c l l ~ \ \ ,aitlet-tlc-cniiil), 
" JTou arc. 111 c o  to Sailtiago nt tla!.l~rc~~li.c.olonel," 

I I i i i r  a s  I : I i t I  I t i I I " T h e  
illstructions i rc~ni IIis ~ ? s c c . ~ ~ c i l c \ .;~rc. uii~!c,r- 11is o\\.~i II 

\\-lien tlic ovcrjo!.c[l . \ In1 ol)c~ic,ll rllc ~ r c a t  ciivclope 
thc  cc~iiirnissio~i of cc1101ic.l xrcc.tc.11 11is L'!.v~;. ' '  This  is 
the title of io r t~ i l l c :I c:ln trust l l i r i i  no\\.." Ilc' 1,roudly 
niurniurcil, " for  lie truhts mc ! .* - a II

\\-it11 Iinsty ort1i.r; to Ilis niati. tllc llc.\vly-~~i:~tlc col-
onel brqan to tllrcatl Iiis c:~t-ciill iiistruc.ti~lil;. " Here 
is a letter. cc~mll~antlr~ntc..'" sol)crly sail1 his  1:iqaro. " It 
was  1)rougIit 1)y a special I i icsscn~cr .  ant1 I \\.as to  give 
It t o  you-instantly ! " 

\\-it11 gr im sclf-sufficicncy,tlic soltlicr of fortiinc broke 
the seal of the missivc. I~Ic\vcll I<nc\v tlic li:untl\vriting 
\\.liicli hat1 sui~imonetl  hini often to that  scentctl rw 
~ a r t l c n  in L a  Scvilln. \vlicrc. ~ i n r l r rthc ~ i l v c rc t n r c  tht 
I~ur i i ing  lips of Juana Agramonte had spoken in lo& 
om11 eloquence. 



[ I  liLlonnerwetter! She is true, after all! " the  egotist 

bF muttered, when he dropped the letter. I t  was 2 woman's 
m last appeal couched in all the passionate tenderness of 

despair. 
er With a just appreciation of all the possibilities of the 
I br future, the departing dupe of Weyler saw his valet 
gorp Pedro clatter away in the early dawn bearing the reply 

I which his mechanically sentimental German nature had 
evolved to the fond self-surrender of the lady of La 

lp, Sevilla. 
The cool breeze was pleasant on the bay as Lowen- 

c c ~  stein was rowed out under the still shining stars to the 
Santiago steamer. H e  left behind him the sleeping city 

, \vith its thousands of tired heads resting on the pillows L \  


of care. 

,t ,, " It \\.ill not be so lonely up  there at Llarianao," pleas- 
. 'I antly thought the young blonde giant as he was received , 

on board n,ith all the honors of his new rank. The offi- 
i e  pr 

cial way had been made smooth for him. " There will be 
Juana. I shall be supreme in the secret command of 

-madl 

tlic lines; there is always little Pepita, and it will be a 
S I~ed of roses." 
garo Happ j  are those who know all in their own conceit! 

AIany a light heart would be stricken with a sudden 
chill " if we only knew-if we only knew !" 

tuneb  But bravely the good ship " Reina Mercedes " dashed 
lddnout on the crisp blue waves, gliding past pleasant Ma- 
ented tanzas while the tired aide-de-camp slept. 
starL* Kot a misgiving disturbed his slumbers, and yet, even 

1in"%liile he slept, the bewildered Padre hlateo Ruiz was 



awaiting His  Lordship, the Bishop of Havana, in  the 
apartment of the bishop's palace, to which he had been 
conducted by a night journey made in the great pre- 
late's own carriage. 

The crolvning honor of his life had come upon him, 
and. as the good man anxiously \vaitetl tlic summons of 
the &piritual ruler o f  the ''Si~'?t2prffil'l/~~/(t(/(.C./[htr," he 
tvondercd at tlie courtesy \vliicli hat1 sent tlie bishop's 
own secretar! to say, in his al)sc~icc, tlic orisoris of the 
Church at tllc lonely altar n i  1Iariniiao. 

I t  was long aitcr tlic princely I~rcaliiast \\.llich fol- 
lotved their ~nceting. \\lien the I:i>liop, n man of in-
scrutable face, tlisriiisscd his gucst " to talic tlle air'' 
in the Iiuspit:~l)lc cliargc (,i tllc clianccllor 11i the dio- 
cese. 

Driviny out on t l ~ c  jilcnsnllt lines oi \-c.tl:~c!ll, Padre 
XIateo's \vriril.rlctl fncc nssun~ctl n ne\v gr:~\.it!. ior the 
book of !lit past 11x1  I)cc11 ul)c~ictl, nntl tlicrc \ \ : I .  nuthing 
hicldcn 1:n\\. isom t l ~ c  Iiccn glaliccs ~i t l ~ t t;IIl>tcrc man 
\\-110 \\-ore tlic episcopal ring. 

The sca i)rcczc plnyctl \\-it11 the ol(l 111:111'~ locks.s~.;111ty 

H e  gazccl satlly on tlic cr~~\v(lcd aruund
cities I , i 1 1 1 ~l'iL.:itl 

him. He murmured a prayer: " I f  i t  is ( ; o t l ' ~  \\-ill, I 
\\.auld sooner be there, under tlic sot]. t11a11 111) \vrotig!" 

H e  was sore distraught, yet not afr;li(l, i,.i-Ilc had 
told but truths, and it \\-as iamily histor>.. 1 1 r i t  c l o t  trine, 
~vliicli had busietl the great prelate a n ~ l  tllc vc~l~~able 
priest for three long Ilours. 

From a vigil of  impatient sighs. Jun~ln .\gratllonte 
had awakened i11 princely La Se\-iIla to l-ea(l tllc \vords 



lna" a,:\\.licli brought once more joy to her heart. The loving 
eh'i \\-ords \vhich brought back the light to her eyes. " He 
Bps, con~es back here-in a week! I nlust hasten! " she 

ioyously cried, as she bade then1 order her carriage. 
.. Cut one lurking danger hovers over me no^! " she 
,i,iirrnured. " The administrator-11c must be told of 

rCiik tllis gossip in Havana! That girl's name must be 
thfb,  1,urietl away from tlie memory of man! I t  is his safety 
lsaal -3s nell as my olvn ! " ?.I lirough the streets of AIarianno, tlic carriage 1)ore . .i \\I!; t licl happy \yoman on, until tilt. ;:.,.!;:!t.r:r;y coac!iman 
man :i:tltctl hefore a splendid Iiousc, siintictl \\ it!:) c1n:yificent 

,ke d ~)nlms.  
oi :. .l'lic tloors ant1 \vinc!c~n.s \\.err :.I! (,' - ' - - ' .- , !>.. .  ntch-

' ill1 m ~ j o r  tlonio 1iastr::ctl t i i  \\-el.-.!?:: .' : .-:! ,:~~cst. 
!dado " Sick. my Got1.-!)crhn; ;. .!;.:.<I. - -. ,:. : 

. 
:1 ! !lcvcr 

,,ity, i: o ~ i l t lline\\- ! " g:~spctl!lit c\...::ct' : : :;: .:- . :', , :.:rotle 
7 .na. 1.1) to tlic main tloor ant1 iet fr!]; !!I<% :-,.:,:~;:i.::: ;1c.1 1c1ier. 

a,lstc 
' 

I t  \\-as five minutes I)ci,:rc r: fri~iitcr:eil i-.-~ni~l~eared 
I;i i! t l  tlie s\vinging portal. Tlic ho~~s:-stc\vnrtl gravely 

sa,l:', ( 1  Sciiora ;lgraniniite into the tlim (Ira\\ ing-room. 
dead; " Tc11 me.-quiclily ! Your master? " she cried, 

God.r ".;cpii?g his arm convulsively. 

do n! 
" Sclior Pablo Ortiz-was arrested-at midnight, 

.,.:(! taken a~vay-God knows \\here-" sobbed the , for !: . . 
r -11t1iful retainer. " You know Cuba !" not d~~ 

, ,\gran 
,d the 
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For t\vclit!.-four Iio~ir?;after the ~ii!.stc,riou* tlisap- 
pcarancc of that csceilclit ~ ) u l ~ l i ciunc.tio~l:lr!.. Sciior 
1'al)lo ( )rtiz. Scfi(II-:I ! I I~ I I~ : I  l):\c,c(l lier .\;~-:i~ilf 11it<\ 

rnnms in ail ~;:-IIII!. c ~ ft lcq~air .  I lcr  :il)lcst .;l)ic.; could 
oiil!. t c l l  11cr t11:it Al:iri:i~~:it~t l ~ c ,( I \ * ,  vllrr*. i l l  (lrc,:i(Ic(lt~ 

alyx-on~.li tlir a ( l~n i~ l i s t r :~ t l ( ,~ - '~  read all rcsi(lc1~cc. 'I'l~c!. 

tlic si;ns of :I 1 i C \ ~visit:~tio~lo i  J .c l l~ \v  J:IL.I~ i l l  tliose 
c1os:Yl (!(~ol-s. 

lint tllc niistrc~ss oi 1-2 Scvilla nltrllc I<lic\\ 1)cttcr. A 
sutltlen joy leaped into her hcart as silc rcccived a '  
tclcrram al i~iounci~i rColoncl N a s  Lo\\-cnstcili's safe 

,.
I 	 amcar !  " She shutltlcretl. for slic k~ic \ \  Ilo\\. qrcretlv I 

tli,: i -cI(~:t l :~s 1)utcllcr cclul(l clcnl tllc 1)Iow. 51):~1isli 
" .\n(l, i f  !I? carric.?; t o  tlic pave all prc~of o i  the a-,f,-,-.,,.!,:.c ( l f  ?, Icrc-c(lcs ;\yr;~nltrlltc, tlicn I am safe ! " The 

r - ! ,  utl 1 : ~ t l  its silvcr lining aftcr all. 
!-or. s!ic, alonc, of all livinx mortals, klie~v that ha 

rl:ntl I i~isI)a~~(l 's  insister, the latvyer Spain, and tbt 
family abogado in Cuba had sought the silent sh@ 



Donna Juana laughed as she recalled the keen craft 
I\-ith which the administrador had concealed ex7en the 
place of hiding, the identity, and the appearance of the 
legal heiress of the v 2 s ~  cstztc. 

7'11zt hidden kno\vledge had been his means of black- 
.\YE \I 

..,.?...,,ilisg her, and a most potent one. Half the enor- 

:rioui :.:.:~;s annual revenues of the estate had gone to 0r:iz 

mar! : since their league of crime. I t  had been her steady 
nerve, ivith a last threatening a disclosure to the crown, : patl 
\\ hich kept the villain at bay, \;.it11 this sum. 

it ipk 
" I \\-oulcl lose much, pcriiaps," sLe iiad bravely cried, 

10 d~r; 
" I ~ u t1 . o ~\vould lose everything-)~~ur place, and, per- 

Tileyp 
Iiaps. your life! For, hark you, sir ! Even my dis- 

J a t k i u  c:,rcled lovers iioold \\-real; a rcngealice on you sllould 
ailything peculiar happel? to me." 

.\lid. brave no\\., \\-hen laci:?g clanger, tile ex-dancer 
Ie ~':unled herself I~efore the glass. '. 1Iax  is n o ~ v  a 

i.,,lc~l:el, lie \\-ill soon be n ~ a d e  chief of the lines here! 
\\lic.n lie rnarrics me, Ortiz \\-ill be forcetl to be dumb, 

in -!~c;ultl lie re-appear. 11e1-r (lie s:j easily by accident, 
beenit licrix. .\ntl !.et. I t?iust lose no time ! '' 

11ever'A. I\\-l~ilcD(:li:;a Jua~:a.  writin:; to I1c.r absent lover, ivas 
ho\~~c~niula t ingtlie busy bee, ant1 the tlelighted Teuton aid- 
the blo;rlc-c::ni;) \\.as por i~ig  over the old cohorns and culverins 

~~ioiti:~?!olclc.ring Santiago, that on the \\-alls of the forts of 
nsafe!"activc rcpresentati\-e of the queen-regent, Governor-

(;cl:cral \-aleriano \Yeyler, \vas follo\ving out the same 
.ne\\r tha~tllriity maxim. " Time is money." 

and I Ie s~niletl affably upon the obsequious crowd two 
silentsklays after tlie velierablc parish priest of Marianao had 



been translatetl to the luxurious Ilcrsl)i[aiitic> cii I l i ~  
titular lord alitl I)isllul). 'l'llc tllru~i;: 11ati aasclni,lcd 
to 11utc tile clictator's progress to the \: llari. \; llcncc, 
o n  iii> sui);rl, stcan1 I:i~~ilch, " 1-2 !-~l:.lla." 11: 1)uri)uscd 
1,) clcpnrt c ~ ~ i i  i~isl) i~ctio~i:ill ~i tllc l1;irlic;r i1:1-:> 


(,l,i!. il1:it clicl-;:ctie. !.~:IIII;;. :iiclc, 11:i.j111-J O ~ L ' .  (;,1111ez 

. .

( ~ c l c y ; ~ t L ~ ~(1::~. ?r:11ic 11). l ao , s iL ~ ; . > : L , , ~ I  > J:I I ,~) ro : ; i !~ i i~  
i i i  attc:lci:l!lcc. 1,.11::1 lllc >tiicattu-lilic !-ac.11~ tl:irtctl a\va! 
iro111 t l ~ c  l;i~idi:~g :i111icI :I stor111 v i  cl~t,.i.... " 1  -i;,lt 11i.y-

1 .Z;>(I  I ~ . , ~ ( I I ~ ( I,>r .I ! I .k*(7( ~ /i<ly!" 
" I I)elic\-c tl!:it I Ilavc lust 110 t i ~ l l c . . "  ;ro\\Ic11 tlie 

I;i ' l t l  r~i;il-sl~:~l. c! c el\.~.r :!s Ilc cast Ilis tlcli;l~t~~tl tlic 111ui- 
~ l r ~ l  ~ , i  tlleirI::!;,> 5!):1i:1; ~ I - O I I I ~ < II I ~ I I I ,tIlro\\ii~; O I I I  

rLLl:I:;,; . : I ,  ,..,, ~ I - I I : I I  ~ i l : i s t l ~ ~ ~ i ~ l, , I : , ; ~ I I I S  :111(1 11:i~st:lff. 

.. ,I ' : )  .'.t;ci-, c.rictl. ; I >  I I seated
c':i>tlc.." 11c grut'11~ ~ 

Iii11i~c.li(:,I- ~ l i ~ ~ ~ : i ~ ~ l ~ - l ~ o a t ,i : ~t11e stcril ( , i  the ~p lc~~ t l i c l  
; I I : ~  l i ~ . ~ l ! t ~ c l  :ii111 i~i~pcrial :i t.i<;~r, 111:icIc o~i ly  ior ro!.;iI 
1il)s. 1!c \ , , : i ~  c ~ : l l ~ i ~ l !pI:11111iiig a 1 1 c ~ tl i t t l e ,  stroke oi 
llusinc?s. 

It I:arl, in i,ict, I)ccn a I~u>y  t\vo days. 

Onl!. t l : ~I:ov~~r~iur-g-c""nl that all 
e ~ i  C'ul~a l;tir\v 

tllc ni-~lii\.cs 11i .\lnria~ino ~);irisll \vcrc I)cili:;. tlcftly cop- 
ied, i l l  re- tile i;i~ilily .\:,.I-anlontc. \vllilc t l ~ c  nodes st 
I-cctur oi tlic 11urnl)lc parish languislletl in the hospita- 
ble al-nis o i  tllc I)iiliol) of I lavalla. 

Certain tlisclosurcs " for tllc gootl of tlic crown" 
hat1 alrc:itly rcaclictl tlic governor-gencrd's cars, which 
tile rcnii~iiscellt I'atlrc Iiuiz hat1 divulged to the 1,ishop's 
chancellor ovcr several bottles of that esccIIc~lt Spanish 
rcd \vine, \vhicli gives color to the cheek and a new light 
to the flagging soul. 



0:: n~ 

It15 
The " annual inspection " of the official accounts of 

j 
. the administrador civil of XIarianao was now going on, 

::I. ;: 

lx TI. 
\\ith both secrecy and celerity, for the entire records 

1~ had been removed to Havana, and now they were un- 
r:> 

tler the guard of a special leporello of that aged but 
sost I; alert military Don Juan, the victorious IYeyler. 
-p...

I"li"" 

" The good man will be too tired to undertake it him- 
d3itt' self," mused Don Valeriano. 
' ' I .. I t  is a good thing that I have the books," growled 

\\-eyler, as he signed for Major Gomez to approach. 
6 r m , h  They were fifty feet from any keenly attuned ear, and 

!Ytl!i. 

If Ortiz lies, I can trap him in a moment. And, 
dfl2g. fool that I was to overlook so long La Sevilla; th- 
as h t ,  1)ishop tells me it is worth three millions. 
lispas " I t  can be confiscatetl to the crown, to secure an  
a ~ ~ d i i ,accounting of the moneys due this young girl. Yes," 

ttle str  tlic dictator frolvned, " but if she is produced, the clergy 
\\-il l  surcly \\-ant sonle Va& me Dios ! There is 
L~ ; ( :~ ig l lfor all I \\-ill need i:i this little matter! " 

;,lev t!. Gcneral I\Teyler noted the young aide, standing a t  
,,deid ; :~cn t io l~ ,\\-it11 espectant eyes. " Sit down, sefior com- 
b

le tl,e:i::~~~clante,"lie affably purred. " \There did you put 
,[he h,:tl~cadministrador ? " 

" In the leu-est casement cf Xtares, in the darkest 

tile t,<orner. I took him around by the waterworks, blind- 
, ,tolc!ed. H e  tloes not even Icnow where he is! H e  was 
j ea15, 

,o the bl: 
'ii:t driven through Havana. and I had the carriage 

l~lentSP':r:!ted in a cornfield behind the town. The house a t  

,d a n€iy 
i iarianao is under the eyes of my spies. Kot  a soul 



I " I rcnic.ml~cr yottr iatllvr. n truc il.i(.i!,! I ' i  5pnin.'' 
gravely nnsi\.c~-v(l tl;c ~ c ~ r ~ i . r ; ~ l .  ' '  J I t ,  I( ii 1 1 ,  I 1 ) I I ~ C , I - fam-
ily aiii011g his former (_'ul,nil iri~il(1.; l " 

The faint snccr \\-:I.: 1:ot 111 - t  u1,111l1 1 1 ~ ,  \., ltl!lz man. 
who rctl(lc1lct1 cvc11 u1lrlc.1- tllc ('ul~;lrl I ~ r l , ~ ~ z t . .  

" S o t  n soul. your erccllci~cy. I all1 :1101lc in the 
tvorltl, ant1 lily s\vortl is my fortunc. TIIC ~o\.crnment 
confiscatctl all m! fntl~cr's prrqx3rtx I,csi~,r~. rctt~rned 
to his allcgiancc xftcr tllc '6s to '78 ma(l~lcr.;." 

" I am glad that iio one Iino\\.s !.ou i l l  Sc\v York 
City," slo~vl! snicl \\*cylcr. f i s i n ~his stcrn c ~ c s  on the 
young man. " You \vill go on tllcrc to conclu(1c these-
cret mission ivhich has so weII I,ccun ivith yotlr work 
at Marianao. I n  civil clothcs. \:-i611 1.0 f:lmily gabbers 
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14th.-.. to annoy you, no past lovemaking, you can aid me there 
$I, 

ad. :o make your future fortune and to punish the enemies 

;OU1 They had swept down the bight of thc bay, leaving 
the superb panorama of the city and its opposing guar-

cdi. tlian fortresses behind them. 
1h' S~vingingin to the south of Regla, above them on the 

hill fro\vnetl the oltl star fort of Atares Castle, " the 
KC$.' invinci1)le." the grim keep \\.hose sole privilege of flying 

the silken Hag of all Spanish iorts attestetl the victory 
ed? o f  its tlefenders over the 1)ulltlog English ! I t  \vas the 

1)roatl stone of honor of faithful Cul)a! 
i !  . i s  they nearetl the landing \vherc the guartls of honor 
3.1 \;we alrcatly visible. General \\-eylcr gr i l )~)e~lthe ! - U I I I I ~  

,iki: nian's liantl. 
" FIar1.r !.ou. youilg s i r ! ' '  Ile I~arshlpcried. " Up 

tllerc in that ditch-" 
" Lopez ant1 the I~raggartYankee Crittentlel~,with 

fifty othcrs, \vcl-c fusilatletl in ' fifty-one.' 
" I'm going to execute all nl!. o\vn Yankcc prisoners

yon? 
tllere. 'fliere arc yet graves to tlig in that oltl ditch, 

le. 
ant1 if you see anything there to-day. remet~il)erthat

alone \mu have very poor eyes. I f  you ever fit~tla tongue, 
gonr -\.ou may lie \\.it11 the silent ones there yourself. 11y
he re: -I)usil~essis with the enemies of Spain." 

The young officer saluted in silence, and tappet1 the 
I Se\' medals on his 1,reast in a mute protest, as the great pro-

totype of Alva relapsetl into a moody silence. 
cludet' The cloud of buzzartis soaring over Xtares welcomed 
1?our their friend, the governor-getleral, who held Cuba for 
nil? ga the boy king. 



.Above them, ns tlic!. \\.ere \vhirlctl u p  the proud 
kce~) ,there \\.as I I I I ~ ,pair ~ i l o u r l i t ' ~ ~ lc!.is ~ ) c c r i ~ l gout of 
:t lii~lskctr!. Iool)l~olcil:tr,  t l ~ c 'g:0(~111! :t~:;lc o i  tiit stone-
rivc.ttccl tlitcli o i  t l ~ cil Jrtrt5s. 

.\ 1 1 1 ~ ~ 1 1\ \ ~ l l l l  I,11r\\.11, ! t  \vlicrc I l C  \\.:is -:I l l l l s l ~ ~ ~ l l ( ~ ~a 
i:itI~cr.:I I I I : I I I  ( i f  l)ri(l<,i11i11 \ \ c ~ t l t l ~ .: i ~ i l I  : ~ : I c ~ ~ > ~ - I ~ s ; I ~ , ~ , I I  

!1111(,tl-\\111111e:tr1\11, ~ i ~ l i l l xl l l l \ \  l l l l i  I : :<  I l l .  ,l:l-!!illl tollin,, 
t , i  t l ic* l ~ ; i s ~ i ~ l xI I L ~ Ii l l  1 1 1 ~ .littlr v ~ ; i : ~ < < ,I . ,  i t  I $ ! .  

Sl111t I I I Y  il-OIIIl1i111 \ \ ; I<  tlic. . - 1 1 1 ~ 1 . 1 1  - 1  111!11~.1-11 >\vcc~)Oi 
i 1 1 ~i ~ - i ~ i ; - i ~ i ~ -liills : ( . , ; i i i ( l  1101 -<,<. tli*: I I I - ~ , : ~ I I  11Ilirvaul1 
I , i  I ~ V : I \ . ~ > I I  ; lie C.IJII!(I1 1 1  l t  111 l t t ,  1111. \ \  : I \i! ; ;  ~ ) : ! I I I I . \  ; the 
i ~ s - ~ i ~ iri1.11 > : I \ : I I I I I : I ~ I .t i l t ,  1:0l1!t. I~il!, i l l  tlicir 

. .
.;cniicirclc* " \ \ - i t 1 1  .~ . :~r tc l -~ .~ l<.III<,*i.1.' I:,. i ; i r l ; :  r l l i  -<.." and 
i l l  t l i ~I I I I ~ \ ~ I ~ I L ,< i lc ,~~t ,clli 1 1 i \  I ! I I :~ ; ;<~1 1  ! I ( ,  ( . O I I I I I  only 
1ic:ir tlic I I C ; I I ~ I I ;  I I ~ >, l \ \ l i  I I<:II- : .: ! I \ ~ I  1 1 1 c  I I ~ : I ~ , L ~~ i a ~ f -1 1 
I I I J L I I - cry , I [  I I I V  i:t;!y x , I I ~ ~ I I < , I  I I ~ I ~ I I II I I L  1:1 .-\ \\:I!I<;1110ve 
Iii111. .\ I I ~ < , : I I ~ I ! .  3ilc111,~,lli 11c:ltIi I I ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ I I I ~ I1 \ , < , I  tlic old 
stron,glioItl. 

It  \v:t.; 1, ,]I: :lit,.r I I I I I I . ~ I < I  $11.\!. 1t t .11  I \ ; ( ,  , lf~-~(.rrshad 
toastc(1 tlir ! I I I I I I X  IIII!. l<i~ix.i, 1:i.l ~ ~ I I I ~ , ,\vlien 
i ; c ~ l ~ r : l l\\-c!.lrr, \ \ < ; ~ r i c ~ l11111 \ \  i l l 1  I I I \  i ~ ; . ~ i ) c ~ ~ t i ~111 of the 
pccrlcss 111(l ~ t r o ~ i x l ~ , ~ I ~ l .t ~ ~ l l c ~ lt 1 1 ~  C . ~ ' I I I I I I ; I I I I ~ : I I ~ ~and 
\ ~ l i i s ~ ~ c r c ~ lto hi111 f ~ vI I ~ ( , : I I ~ ~ I I ~I V I  1 r t 1 ~ .  .. -I'lic p r i < o ~ ~ ( . r s; t l i t l  111irr<ac~,r\.c.: I I I I I I I I I ; I ~ Ii l  , I I  ctores!" 

I t  ~ v a st 1 1 ~1:ist ~iiiIita~-!.t1rt;tiI. ..
I lic stcrli ~ o v c ~ r ~ i ~ ~ r - ~ c ~ ~ c r : ~ I\\.:is OIII!. (II I I O \ V V ( I  I)y his 

watchful ;\itlc an(l tllc ro rn~i i ; l i~~lnn t;I> Ilc (-;irciullyin-
spcctctl tlie c:~sc~iiatcsfilled Ivitli tlic ;\lnuscr c:lrtridges 
of his secret partners. I l c  slnilctl a quir t .  \vclltisll smile. 

" I \\.is11 to sce if thcsr  a r c  gootl ciiougli fo r  tllc YD 
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thep 
Q:ng !, kee hogs," he placidly observed. " Commandant, send 

ji thi, a sergeant's guard down into the ditch. We will take 
some samples of  these cartridges ourselves." 

huk Major Jos t  Gomez \\.as paler than even the son of a 

'-dn:. Cuban apostate general might be as he follo\ved the 

r:&; 
go\,ernor-general tlo\vn to tlie angle \\.here the lonely 
man still pecretl out into the gloom. 

" =\re you :lrrnc(l? tlc~i~n:i:ic.tl\\.c!.ler, with a glance " 

:rn 
 at his aide's giltlctl dress-s\vord. 
'lib" Tl i e  y0111i.: ~ i lan  tal)pi(l tile llcavy revolver butt hidden 

P 2 ' ~  111icIer ~ i i s  coat. 
~ i l i zi: 

" Tali? tlie licy from tlie turnl.tey. Send liini away 
; thrif ;111tI ope11 this ccll. 5tn13tl :!t tlie tloor. ~vitliin call, ant1 
:caul! 

1 ) I I ~of I i ca r i~~g ,  "mind you ! 

!]oar:; 111 6i.c n~ii l i~tcs.  
tl~c-rc\ \ as  silence in the long. damp 
i\d? corritlor, savc tlie inurniur of thc t\\-o voices cclioing in 

i that lo~lcly ccll. 
*fhe official rcvic\~- of tlic acts, pul)lic ant1 private, of 

oficr: :tiat crziii~e~:t I ~ O I IPaI~lo Ortiz, lasted for f ~ ~ ~ ~ c - t i o ~ i a r ~ ~ .  
timr. ;L llali l i ~ u r .  l'lie \vhicli hat1 bccii so coldly an ~ c ~ i c c  

lection , , i t  ilcss iii t l l c  courts of justice. \vas no\v ,childishly 

nandar i)lcatling, as the tcrrifictl nlan ans\vercd the questions 
.II:~I-III!. Ilurlctl at Ilim I]\. tlie arnlctl t\.rant. \vliose rude 

[ion vc:i..c cnrrictl the colt1 accent of tleath in every tone. 
'. .l~itl." saitl tlic inquisitor. " you have no\v told me 

lo,yed, ,. ycr!. fact ant1 tlctail of the history of Sefiorita AIercetles 
carefi\ -~ -x ix )~ i t e .  heiress of La Sevilla. YOUt11c r ig l~ t f l~ l  

car on the cross that no one knows where she is hut 
er 

: , ' I  ;~1i(1tliat you have richtly divulged to me no\v her iolfish 
for the 1-~;:1place of abode? " 
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I 	 Perez, now at the convent school at Fort Lee, New York, 
registered as an  orphan and as a niece of Felipe Gon-
zales, of hilatanzas, is the child whom you seek. The 
banker's drafts will prove it. The nuns have my letters 
ant1 the girl is tiow tiearly riineteen. -411the letters, the 
chiltl's pictures, all are in tlie strong I)os I~uried under 

' 

p q x r .  .\ gIc3.111 of 1iol)c sliot across Ills \van face as 
' 

tlie govcr~lor-gcncral Iiiniscli \vitrlcssc.(l tlic signature, 
ant1 tlicr~ ll)scrvc(l. \\.it11 a mollitic(l sniilc : 

" 1 sli11ll kno\v to-niorro\\. ii  this is truc.. an(l you will ' 

hear iron1 nic axain." 
7'hc iron (lour Ila(l Iiartllx claslletl \\.lien tllc dictator 

took a last glance at the 1)oor \vrctcll. 1)r;iyirig there on 
his I;~iccs I~ciorc. all iron crucifix affisctl to tlic \\.all. 

I'alc as I)ravc. nlc.11 can \\.hiten. \\.as JIajor Jose Go-
mcz. \vIicri lic licartl tlic liars11 ortlcr: 

" Se~x l  tlic conlmaritlantc to mc, a ~ ~ t l  go down tlicn 
ant1 takc co~lln~antlof the firing part!. in the ditch 
I)elo\v." 

The passing I)ell \\.as still mour~lfully tolling below 
them as Josk Gomcz stood at last. s\vortl in hantl, before 
the waiting firing party. H e  dared not cvcn turn his 1 
I~eatl as a cringing man was pushed for\vartl h t o th 

I 	 forgiving eyes now watched, wolf-like. from the loop- 11 
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hole of the cell, where the governor-general had pur- 
"b sued his crucial inquiry into the whereabouts of the 

n~issing heiress of La Sevilla ! 
"lipi You are to try these cartridges," said the comman- 

clant of the fort. as he thre\v a score on the ground, and 
IVem!:: then fled away. H e  escaped one horror of a soldier's 

ltttt, 1i ie. 
buried1. Gornez motioned to the stolid-faced Catalan peas-

ants, clad in their sleazy blue jackets. The  gleaming- 
adsig ~,yctl 1)rutes \\-ere but too reatly to try their new Mausers, 

wan I; :wd froni al)o\-c a hoarse voice then gave a signal which 
he iig the affrightctl (;c;mc.z iolIo\\-ctI \\-it11 a \\-aye of his s\vord. 

Therc \\-as a deafening explosion, a hollo\\~ groan, 

and!( nncl sdmetlling prolie aritl shapeless lay thcre arnong the 
rank I\-ectls, c.5 l l a jo r  Gomez tletl like a \\-raitli into the 

1 the El tlark gallery. 


i i n g f h ; .  I I e  stiSic!:ctl illto stolic as a stcrtl voice tlemaridetl: 


he sall .. . \ ~ i t I ,tlrc anmunition I 
" 

jor Jo! " It is gooti." i:zlttrctl tllc !.o~rng aide. 
" ".\ntl you arc perfectly sure that you saw nothing? 

len go " S o t l i i ~ ~ ~ .cscclle!:cy." stan~mcrctl the young man, 

in thP c~i~ltcliir~gat Iiis cravat. " I pray you Ict tne retire. The 
air is close-1 iaint ! " 

olling 
I le  fell sc~lseless at tlie feet o i  the governor-general 

2s the tyrant p:issctl s!o\\-ly do\\-n the corritlor. having 
first carefully placc<l ilie (lead official's last lvritiog in 

ven tu' 
an inner pocket of his tunic. 

ard in. .. He kne\\- too much. the sciior atlrninistrador, far 
back too m~rcll." gro\rled tlie dictator. '' h ~ l d .  11on. t11anks 

I "'I to hini, 1 k~loiva little niore than even my good fricntl- 
m the 
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my good fricnd-the bishop. I<~~o\v lcdgeis a clan-

had revivetl the y u u n g  ot'ticcr. \ \ . I ~ I J  Iiatl IICCII " seized 
. ..\\.it11 a sutltlcn vcrtlxo, tliat \\'cylcr :,.ravel! u i ( l : 

" You ~lcctl :I a ic\\- tl:~! ~ r .  1 \\.ill send rc%t i ~ r  5 .  111aj1 
a special tl-ai~i out  t o  l l a r i a ~ ! a ot o - ~ ~ i < l ~ t .  \v~l lpub-1 7 0 ~ 1  

licly i11trc)~lticc I ~ I I I1 ' ; I~I!o  . ~ I \ . : I ~ : I I ~ <  111~.tc~~ipc~rary1 ; IS  

successor o f  tlic ci\.il 
. . 

1 \ \  1111 11;1s been ; :{l~l l~i : i>tr ;~~li  , 

caIle(1 a\\.a!. to 51):1i11 ( ) it 1 1 ~ .C ' I . O \ V I ~  ).''t11),):I ! J I I > ~ I I V > >  

\\.c!.lcr ~ : L I I ~ ~ I I  C I Y L ~ . ~  1 1 i >  5 , , t~ ) r , l s ,t o  I I O ~ C  ( ~ i  
'' I ~ cstire t o  11(1si;i!l t ! ~ ( .  (,ftiL,i:~l \ \ I~icl i  Don I I ! ; : ~ ~ ; I I ~ , ~ . - ,  

1'aI)lo ~ v i l l~ L I I - I I ~ S ~ I!t 811. :1111l I 111 ii:  :I:>( 1 ti1111:11i(1 bring : 
to  11ie. S C : I I ~ ( I ,  tllc i i - 1 1 1 1  > t r o : ~ < - l ~ o x  .I I I I ( ~ L , I - [lie Iil)rar! 
flour, \\ I I ~ L . I I  L . I I I I ~ : I ~ I I :  1111:. ~i tllc ~f t i~. i :~l1,:111rrsof thisI 

g e ~ i t l c ~ ~ l : ~ ~ ~\ \ l i t  1 I I : I> xt ~ I I C  .\.. t t )  I 111S ~ I : I ~ I I .  )< l'al~lo, 8 

he \vill t:~l;c ~.11:1rgc I li : i l l  ~ l b c .  1.1111. ~ I I\ i l ~I I C X .  :~~id.\vitli 
110 C!.C for t l i c  1):lst. \ \ i l l  I . C , ~ I I ~ I ~  t11(, I I : ~ I ; I ~ C .t o  I I I C  ; i t  Then 

T h e  sl~atlo\\-311i 1 1 i ~ l i t  ~ . ~ I I > c I I  cvcning,1 1 ( ~ \ \ . 1 1  11i;it 

Ili(lil~g alilie ~ I I C  llierrx littic 11:1rt! two at~ I ~ I I I I L , ~  of 

Seiiorita 1sal)el I:ulali;i'2;, ant1 :I ~ I - I J I I ~ I  g l i ~ , i ~ l s~i who 
healxtl cortll o11 a r:~\v, rctl 1110111111 111 1 1 1 ~(litc11 of 
i l tarcs .  

L igh ts  t\vinliletl i l l  hut ailti Iiull ; I I I C ~I,c,\vcr as the 
n igh t  wind stirrctl the retlcctiolis of t11c t\vililili~lg stars 
in H a v a n a  bay, ant1 thc ~)risoli rat ~)IayetI untlisturbed 
that  night  in the cmpt!. cell in tlie cascmatc of the dd Hcastle. 
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uba: O n  far  La Sevilla's crested hill, Juana Agrairlu:;t<
' 

!e oi b. 	 leaned out of her casemate ant1 asked the unpitying 
stars if her lover would be true for aye. 

, ,  

And, so in fear and trembling. in madness and mirth, 
i331c 

1ii 	 night fell on Havana, the hapless Sodom sleeping un-
der a suspendetl s\vord. -\nd tlie day broke to usher in 
new horrors !

Ie 
Colonel Alas Lo\venstein's return a \vcek after Gcn- 

110 !& 
era1 \\'eyler's " experimental test of tlrc cartridgcs," 

LIOB~ 
found an unusual activity in the governor-geiieral's

o r d i  
palace. 

:, 11,11:, The  staff \\.siting-room \\-as tlenutletl of all its 1)ril- 
"dan: liant young officcrs. anil tllc \\-hole circle of Havana's 
. ' l t  defenses hail been rigidl! insl)ectctl. 
lapKri The general's I,ro\v \\-as glooii~y aitcr hc. reccivctl his 

aide's reports as to the Santiago's tlefcnscs. 
11ce a:. " I have sent JIajor (;omcz ofi o n  special dut!.. for 
~ a l a c r  some time," he said. You must talic up  your quarters " 

,llclli, here at the palace, so that you can ljc near mc night and 
',,YOU: day. I am thro\\-ing out 111). lines ant1 c~sta1)lisliiiig tlie 

zones for the rccoi~ccntrados. 1 \\-ill slio\\- tliesc in-
liat el,. surgent banditti that they have 110 night-cappetl grailtl- 

,. oi :  mother of a Campos to tlcal \\.itli. .lntl, look !.ou. 

g]loul, Lowenstein, your Gerniat~ I~acliers have dared to ca1)le 

he dl: on to me for security for the tleferrctl payments 011 the 
arms. 

" You must cable them in >-our o\vn cil~lier. Sn)lgl-c.
)\per i 

,lklifl! deDios! I f  they dare to pus11 me. I \\.ill reject the 

Jndist whole consignment as being ' belolv qualitv.' disapprove 

, o f t :  the bills on a secondary inspection, and they can then 
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me. IIasten a\vay ant1 scntl off tllcsc clispatches. Re-
110rt to nie hcrc, \vlien !,ou a r ~1liovc(1 ill. T h e  adju-
tant \ \ , i l l  assign you rooms near to ~nilic*. 110 not leave 
tl:c palace io r  all iiistalit. 11ic.n. \\.itllout nl!, kno\vledge. 
1.011 	 :ire to l)c :it 1 1 1 ~c-:III-:I:I!. a:i:l 11i;Ilt." 

' 1 . 1 1 ~  ht:~rt!c(l I - ~ I > C , ~ : : ( ~ L ~I ~ : I ~ I L I ; L ( ~  to (lc!:I\\:I!, his mas- 
tur.5 l ) i ( l ( l i ~ ~ ~ ,  sto:c I ~ I I ; ~ ,  0111 111s 11c~ar1 in:111<1I I : I ~ \  : , II I Q ' I I S  

:i lcttcr to 5ci11:s:~ : I >JII;III:~.i lc. > ! ~ ~ i l c , ( l  lie .!il(lcil the last 
-c!;ru>~,. '. I<<y!!, 1,). tlic 11~,:1rvr- l i c t  i~ t r ~ ~ s t \ \orthy. 1 

11a1-c.11ot t c l ~ x r : ~ ! ~ l ~ .  111 . t  <-I1 (.;III 1111e.1r11i t ~ . 1 1111~.ali. and 
11~1111~iic.i l l  !'lJllr Il<,:lst! '' 

I I t ,  I ) ~ c : I I I I c ( I  ; I >  l ~ c  rattle~ I - C C ~  Iic:t1-111 1 1 ~liorscs' 11o~)is 
:I\\:I!-, : i l l ( \  tlicn !)c,iit I l i 3  I ~ L . . I I \  ~ ) v c rt11v ciplivr (\ispatches 
I i l i  r I : I 1 I I i r t ~ ~ i c ." Gott be. 

Y ! ' I i . " l i  t l i i ~c l ( , ~ i lcilr;rccs lii~iiself at 
nlc I losc nly cll:uici :it 1.2 5vvi:l;l. ; I I  Ju;1;1;i, an(i the 

:\t ortlcrl!. 	 tIic (lie-t:~tor sl~owed Iiour t11c 11cst ~ l l c l r ~ ~ i ~ i c  
n snlililig i:icc a. I~ack under Iic rt,ntl tlic rc,plic3 Il;~.\l~<,rl 
tlic clccall fonni. 

" J*ou ; ~ r ctlisn!is.~c(lt i l l  clcvcl~ (~'<.lOcli. \\-1ic.11 you will 
ritlc out \\.it11 me," saitl \\.cylcr. " I)ut k c c l ~  \\-itllin sum- 
riionin: tlistancc. I Ilavc 	 p;ll)ers tosonic i l l l l ) ~ ~ r t ; i ~ ~ t  
I(>oli ovcr." 

(;c.llcraI \Yc!.lcr s ~ ) u ~ i ~ tIiis private c;lI)i~ict a s  the aide 
lc i t .  Oncc  t l ~ c r c ,  lie Kavc llinisclf u p  to plcasant an-
ticipations. 



'P!rttl " This fool has now put off his peddler-masters now 
lPaldp for  a year. Good. H e  little knows that his every move- 
n TI ment in his rooms is reported! Not the ear of Diony- 
Dn, sius, but the devil's eye is the concealed loophole in his 

? \ In  chamber. I will soon have his letters to her, and her re- 
plies, for the ' mozo ' would betray his Maker for a hun- 

a lr dred pesos. H e  is a Cuban-born ! " 
1111 1 Unconscious that his valet, horse-boy and orderlies 

were only the secret spies of his chief, Colonel Lowen- 111 

,,,,, stein bent his head over the letter which his returning 

el rr messenger brought, an hour later, to his new quarters. 
H e  sprang to his feet in a sudden rage as he read the 

3 h closing lines of the impassioned love story. " .\ new ad- 

iher I 
n~inistrator civll already in possession at  llarianao, and 
the military command has been given to another! Here 
is some hidden devilment ! " 

ge+1 I l e  paced his rooms in a vain rage. Too well he knew 
uana that smooth-tongued lad>-killer, Colonel ?\lanuel de 

IIcrrera, the Marquis de \ .~llar ,  a Spaniard of the blu- 
est strain and fiercest mood. X man not to be lightly 

Ctatr Ijraved ! 
~d b a ~  This fellow is a pet of iVeyler's,-a man far too " 

pouerful for me to fight openly! H e  will soon find the 
\ h e n  \\a! over to La Sevilla. There will be the little dinners 
,\\i in the pleasure garden; there will be walks under the 
nt p d  stars. And I, chained to him here, may lose both the 

\\oman and the domain ! I t  is the work of hell itself! " 

etas t ,  H e  saw but one star of hope now gleaming out. 
.' if'eyler would never dare to touch me! A German! 
Sever! I must hold her to my heart now, for I depend 



on alone f o r  a sharc of the future's harvest. I dare 
170t speak to him of this opcl~l!.. 

" I f  [ lycrc 0111y in (;crrnany I coul(1 11;tvc him threat- 
enctl 1,y nl!. a.;.;c,c-intcs ! " Iiut Iic I;nc\v also t11:it the go"-
c ~ 1 l ( j r - ~ y : r r : ~ l  I I : I+ IN  ) r (  (( ' r  :i !c1:kr i f  heC.OII!I~ (lcl:~y hi.; 
triet\  10 ? I ,  ; \cr;  5 - ti!c .;(,;I.;. '' . \ I ~ I \  l ) ~ , . i ~ \ t ~ . ; ,11c might 

!I.;c.l1(1 111c 11I ! 'i:::!r- (!< , I  !;i, I .  1 i:!l! u111i\ s t i ~ c111:icl1et~~ . r.. .. i c ,  l 1 :1 (1  ilo r i ~ . i t t , ~ l~ I I I : I I I  pro-11acc.1)'. ! , I I :~ . ! I :  I ( 

t i 1 1 1 , 1 ! I I I . . \ I I ~  he 
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Shah 

when Gomez returns. You and he are my right and left 
hands. The others are men forced on me by rank, blue 

'$0 blood, or  court favor. Only danglers on the Prado, in 
l r the clubs, or  at the feet of some worthless girl! You 
I1r\ \\rill receive only my personal orders! " 
In1' That night General Weyler laughed heartily over the 
lted1 intercepted letters. H e  read them in the boudoir of that 
1 ~ - charming young person, Setiorita Isabel Fulana. 

" They are active correspondents," mused the governor- 
)i,lrd1 general. " By tapping this current of love, I can soon 

~ 1 , ;  find out if Donna Juana has any secret relations with the 
b r r ,  ~nsurgents, and also what deviltry Lowenstein is up  to. 

1102d H e  is a likely fellon. I shoultl not like to lose him, but- 
if I did, there \\7ould be one-half saved out of the com- 

[ref I mission on the arms'  Xncl. there are shoals of these 
long-legqetl German ritters to replace him ! Every man 

I f 1  a 
can be replnced in this \\orltl ! " In  his foolish pride, 

t I l l \  

he forgot hiniself ! 
111 

" This nornan Juana is a deep one. She has avoided 
the church, it seems. Diablo! -4Cuban wife without a 

ral A' confessor! And, so it seems that she has no dealings 
\\ ith the padre! If he is an insurgent sympathizer, then 

ILa':'' the good hishop \\ill soon trap him ! A man of blameless 
life, atloretl I)!. all. 

tar ni " .All! If I find this ivandering young heiress, she 
I ~ ~ u i d  ma! 1,e installed at  L a  Sevilla until I have unraveled 
rlanao the hidden past. I t  \\.ill take some months to follo\v 

t lo\~n the books of the gentleman \vho has gone to Spain. 
la] rep Co~lvent-bred, she ill, of course, be religious. S&a 
,,, \atL por Dios, antl so. through her, the padre can be watched 
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by the I)ishop, and the girl ' spiritually tlirected ' my
old friend ! 

" It ~vould be a glorious victory if 1 could cluietlv 
make La Sevilla tnine, ' in due process o f  la\\.' and so 

stop the leak in our lines at llarianao. Sonleone has 
long aitletl the rellels out there \\it11 a tlcvilish ingenuitx, 
I t  I catch them-\vhether facletl priest or stage beauty- 
they shall ' go 11ac.k to Spain ' by the Sam? road that the 
adnlinistrator fount1 so i ~ l v i t i ~ ~ g l y  !o1)~11" 

That very night, \vhile \\.cylcr listc~lul tu  I ~ a l ~ ~ l ' ~  
guitar-\\ llilc I)onna Juana gloatctl over Ilcr lover's let-
ters-\vhile Lo\vcnstcin I)lockctl out his iuturc villainies 
-oltl I'atlre l latcc~ Icuiz sat in his little ar l~or  t~ntler the 
sllatlo\\.s of the oltl c1111reh at llarianao. 

Ilut one iccl~lc taper t\vi~lklctl on the altar, and he \\.as 
revolving in his rnin(l the sutltlen iricrltlshil) of the bish- 
01) of I lavana ant1 the suave 11osl)italitics o f  that week of 
sple~ltlor. Tro11l)lctl i l l  his milltl. Ile l)on~lcretl over the 
sutltlcn tlcl>arturc of tllc a(l~ninistra(lor and the abrupt 
change of corn~nanticrs at Jlarianao. 

" Do they suspcct me?  " Ilc tin~i(lly asked himself. 
I-Ie sighetl as he thought of the steel hanti of the church 
under the vclvct glove. The  old sacristan interrupted 
his reverie. Here is a beggar who demands to see " 

vou ! " 
The priest shuddered as a tall young countryman 

glidctl to his side. " M y  Gotl ! tvhy have you come?'4 
faltcrctl the old mail. 

There was an answering whisper, " I came from 
Pillar tlel Rio to give you a letter! I am going back to 
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Padre Ruiz seized the joung nian's hand and quickly 
hurried him through a little cloor into his o\vn bedroom. 
There was no light burning I r i  the a~)artnient, but the 
moonlight streanietl in through the iruri bars of the 
long, open \vindo\vs. 

T h e  sacristan follo\vctl tlierll silently, for he had 
noted his master's abject terror. :\ little oratory 
opened out of tlic priest's ruoru, and at  this door the 
Padre paused. \\'atcli here. Dolllingo! " lie whis- " 

pered. 
Once within tlic littlc room, the I'adrc \vlieeled aside 

a moveable altar with its liigll scrc.cn. The little room 
had no opening save the door througli \\Iiich they had 
entered. " Follow me;  stoop lo\v. my son;  Domingo 
will wheel back the altar." 

By a little staircase the t\\.o men groped their way 
u p  into the half story left over the oltl one-story mason- 
ry rectory, as an air spacc. to fend off the merciless 
summer heat. 

There  was a table and chairs, a couplc of rude pal-
lets, and a few utensils scatterctl arouritl The priest, 
with trembling hands, lightetl a ra~ltllc. 

http:scrc.cn
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" Beware of the light, Padre," whispered the stal- 
wart beggar. 

" Ah, my son! The tile roof has been doubled, and 
this attic sheathed twice inside, to prevent a single 
ray of light finding ~ t s  way out. How many friends of 
Cuba have owed their lives to this friendly shelter! 
Give me the letter now. I will read it and return. 
Domingo will bring you food. You have fasted? " 

" I have been lying in the ravines along the lines 
for two days, with only raw plantains and ditch water," 
answered the young man. " Only when a drunken 
Spanish sentinel slept could I pass the lines of the 
blockhouses. But once in Lissa, this morning, I 
mingled with the children of misery until it would be 
dark enough to steal in here. I dared have nothing 
on my person, lest they should search me and find the 
letter." H e  fell on his knees before the old man. " I 
crave your blessing, holy father! " 

With a choking voice, the padre blessed him, and 
stole down the stair. 

Left alone, the young man gazed around the loft. 
He  sprang up in alarm, as the singing Spanish bugles 
wailed out their mighty retreat. There were fifteen 
thousand troops scattered now in a half moon from 
La Playa's whitening surf, on, past Lissa's rocky hills, 
to the three mountains below La Sevilla. From there, 
a triple barbed-wire entanglement, with a trebly pick- 
eted line, ran twenty miles to Sandago. 

" Thank God ! Here are arms !" he cried, as he 
grasped a carbine and its cartridge belt. He threw a 
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loaded revolver on the pallet by the table. "The.car-
bine for  tlie Spaniards." he muttered, " the revolver 
to save me, at  the last. from shame! " 

Here, in the loft of Padre Ruiz's rectory, was a good-
ly store of military furnishings. H e  started as old 
Donlingo hobbleti up  the stair bearing a tray laden 

I n  a fc\\ mumcnts lie rcturnetl \\it11 a crock of water 
. . 

arltl a Hask of the life-giv~n:: juice of the Spanish 
grape. 

Stantling silently, tlic sacristan \vatchcd the young 
man cat like a faiiiishctl ~volf .  \\.hen t l ~ c  Cuban SDV 

" Don't you kno\v me. I )ominp)?" he queried, 
" I-itklc :\nclrCs. \vlio scrvc(l tllc altar here for two 
ycars ? " 

The sacrista~l joyously claspctl 110th his hands. 
" 1 iz(;w I I I ~ ./);(IS ! I:ut, nly cycs arc almost blinded 
now. :\lit1 you Ilnve Kro\vn. you Ilnvc changed! " 

" Eucno ! proutlly aiis\vcrccl tlie young man. " I" 

Ilave c h a n ~ c t l  nlucll in tllc four  !.cars in the American 
school on thc I Iu(1so11. but the last t l~ rce  ycars of war 
havc matlc a man of me." 

I t  was intlcctl true. The rags of the beggar could 
not hitlc the grace of the sincivy form of the young 
guerilla. 

Tall inti lithe. \\.it11 flashing (lark ryes. Ilc \v:$ 
resolute young David. but his face \\-as slinrl~:*.~!, .i 


I 1 




hardened with the hideous uncertainties of a war with-
out quarter. 

" You are right, sefior," answered the sacristan. 
" Not a Spanish butcher of them all here would ever 
know Andres Gomez, the little acolyte of Marianao! 

Seven years changes a man,' says the proverb. How 
did you get here? The roads are drenched with Cuban 
blood on all sides, and the buzzards have fattened on 
our bravest." 

He held o ~t a bundle of cigars. "You are perfectly 
safe here." The spy lit a tabaco, and threw himself 
wearily into a chair. 

" Tell me, first, ' said he. " This room-these arms 
-the cunning hiding of the entrance by the altar. 
What does it all mean? " 

" Hijo mio," answered the sacristan. " You know 
there are a hundred of the richest families in Cuba 
\\rho have their summer homes scattered all along here 
from Santa Clara to Vedado, to Buena Vista, 
Marianao, Quemados, and Lissa. Only here can they 
reach these life-saving breezes on the high ground, al- 
ternating day and night, which drive off the malarial 
vapors and kill the germs of el vomito. 

" Now, all these people are forced to bow the knee 
to Spain. Wretched people ! Their lives, their town 
houses, and their summer houses are all under the 
control of the governor-general. T o  them, the Spanish 
bugle is only the signal of an impending death. All 
are born insulares. They hate the cormorant ' penin-
sulares,' the greedy officials, the brutal soldiers, the 
corrupt officers. 
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"But these great estates all lie scattered far out, fan- 
like, f a r  over Havana and Pinar tlel Rio provinces. 
And so, these domains are exposed to the vengeance 
of the insurgents, the pillage of tlie ' nanigos,' the ex- 
action of every petty bandit, a thief at heart, who robs 
and murders under the sliado\v of flagless Cuba Libre! 

" These families have one-half their wealth in great 
town property, securities, ant1 busi~iess;  the other in 
these vast stigar ant1 tol~acco plant at ions. Their 
daughters remain at home in the po\vcr of the Span- 
iard! Their sons have stole11 a\va!. likc you, to join 
tlie patriots in thc rnountains. ( In the one side, the 
Spaniartl must be paitl ; on the other. tlie outside for- 
tunes must hc savetl from total \vrccli, ant1 so tribute 
is paid to both parties ! 

" I t  is licrc that these patriots at heart meet by 
stealth: licrc that they n r r a n p  for tlclivcring letters 
ant1 messaKcs; licrc, througll I'atlrc .\l;ttco, they co- 
operate \\.it11 the I:cvnlutio~i:~ry J111lta i l )  Sew York, in 
I'aris, in I<cy \\.cst. a11tl clsc\\-licrc. I t  is the post of 
honor of tllc Cul)an cause in thc \vest ! " 

The you~!g ~nlan's cycs I;i~ltllctl. " . . \~l t l  you, Do- 
r n i n ~ o ,  an(l nly tlcnr o l t l  nl:tstcbr, arc the two heroes, 
stantling on tllc vc,rKc c ) i  tllcir gravts !" 

" 1-ou arc ri;l~t. sttior." sinll)ly s:iicl Porningo. 
" Rut rnnstcr ancl I ,  t lo \v  011Iy ; ~ i v ; ~ i ttIlr call to the 
i'arnl)o Sntlto. 1-ou arc a trirtl sol~licr. I can see. Yet 
peal-c has its t ln l l~c~-s  as \vcll as \v;tr! 

" L\'c \ \ - i l l  011 t l lc  cause, till f i ~ l ~ t  llcrc silr~ltly ior 
help comcs from thr ~lor t l lc r~i  stars over thcre. As 
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. . for our hiding-place, the entrance is covered by the 1 

Kow, your own wanderings ! Tell me." 
The  young soldier laughed bitterly. "It's a brief 


recital. I ran away from the Military Academy at 

Poughkeepsie with a chum. We acted as messengers 

and interpreters for a dozen officers who were fitted 

out by the Junta. From Key West we finally reached 

Trujillo, Honduras, on a banana steamer. That was 

three years ago. 


" We were landed at last from a hide drogher near 

Cape San Antonio-just turned adrift in a yawl. From 

Belondron, we made our way into the mountains and 

joined hIaceo. NIy poor chum was killed in the very 

first fight. I \vas left alone in the world. I dared 

not try to communicate with Padre Ruiz. I feared to 

bring a bloody vengeance on him. These three years," 

the young man murmured, " have passed in a horrid 

dream. Marching, fighting, sleeping in canebrake and 

swamp, sickening, starving, and living the life of the 

Cuban soldier. 


" Tracked like a nolf, I have threaded the wilds 

of Santa Clara, Puerto Principe, and Santiago. My 

American education made me useful, mv face was 

unknown, my obscure birth a protection. I have twice 

been sent back to the United States. I once floated for 

tcn long days in an open boat off the Salt Key banks, 


. till pickecl up, half crazy, the last survivor. 

" I have served with El  Chino Gomez, with the great 
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Garcia, and that stern fighter, JIacco! ?'hey have even 
sent me into Havana city as a sp!.. ant1 I livetl i:! I[>-
tanzas for  three molitl~s a s  a muleteer. 

1:rom m) last Ainierlcan trlp 1 boltll~ returnetl 1 ,  

Havana, three months ago, as a scrvnilt t o  an I<ligl 
tourist, \ \ ho  \\-as going to see a great c,state out i :  
I'inar tlel liio." The !out11 groa~ictlas hr  grave11 
said: I \vent \vith 11in1 to C'abaii;!~ a1111 Jlorro, anti" 

I have seen our rilcli shot tllcrc likc t l o x ~ .  \\.it11 their 
backs turned in slla~~lcs. I Iiavc spar'tl tllc u~iarmec\ 
prisoner up  to this time, but nl!. ~iiacllctc, after this. 
A~lo\\s 1 1 0  nlcrc! ! 

\\ lien I \ \ , i \  at 1a.t haft ;it tllc to \ \n  of 1'1nar del 
Iiio, nl). gootl i:nglisll iricmtl sc-nt out all escort \\.it11 
nlc illto tlic rllou~ltai~ls. I tlic mail \\.hicli clcslivc~rc~tl 
I hat1 l)rougi~t from St,\\.York. nncl. \\-llc~i I joi~ie(l 
(icneral l laceo.  I \\.as ortlcrctl I)! Ilinl t o  steal througll 
tlic lillcs \\.it11 tllcsc~ tlisl)atcllcs ior I'atlrc I<uiz. 

" So o ~ ? cl)ut nlc, i l l  our little I)an(l. knc\v thc grou~l(l 
asou~ltl l l a r i a~ lao  tliorougllly. So," Ilc saitl, \\it11 a 
faint smilc. " I \\-as turnctl Ioosc to get i l l  Iicre, with 
ortlcrs to tlcstro!. my tlispatcl~cs, i f  run to earth, and to 
(lie n~rltcly. I Ierc I an1 ! " 

l ' l~c rc  \\.as tlic soun(l of three raps on the \vall be-
II)\Y. " You arc safe h t r e  untlcr (;otl's roof," hastily 
crictl the oltl sacristan, a s  he hobbled away to resume 
his \\.atch I)rlo\v. 

l'hcl-c \\.as a heavy tread upon the stair, and Padre 
Ruiz entercd the little retreat. His  face was very sol-
emn as  lie said: "Did you know the contents of these 
lcttcrs you brought, my s o n ? "  
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" ic'othing, padre mio! Only that they were of life 
zild death ~inportance. I have fulfilled my trust. 
lay for a week hidden among the canefields and cattle 
runs of I%lo Alto, a great estate forty miles from here. 
There the l?egroes and old women brought me tor-
t~llas and meat. Else 1 had never seen you. 

' The Spanish cavalry hunted me like a fox, and I 
lnj in a muddy lagoon, with my head hidden in a bunch 
l i i  reeds, my body under water, while they watered 
their horses with111 ten Faces of me. Oh! I t  was hor- 
ril~le! " 

It  was midnight before the priest had finished the 
n~inute cluestionlilg of the happy youth. " I t  is God's 
\\ ill," he soleinilly said, as the bell sounded the passing 
of another da j .  

* k-ou are to be the instrument of great things. Tell 
me, dld you see anyone you knew at Pal6 Alto? I t  is 
a grant1 old estate ! " 

The young soldier shook his head. " How should 
!-a homeless wanderer, an orphan, the child of pov- 
er t j  ? But for jou, I should have dled by the road- 
,ide, \\hen you took me in, a half-starved, wandering 
bo). T h e r ~  is a Spanish general now holding high 
state there Tliey tell me that it was once the seat of 
a great Cuban famlly, and the grave, fire, and sword 
have swalloned them all up." 

The old man's hands were moving in a silent sup- 
plication, nllile his lips murmured a mhispered prajer. 
" And, your orders from General Llaceo? " 

"Were to obey you; to lay my life down for Cuba at 
, r 

J our bidding,'' answered Andrits 
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" Did you-did you tell him, my son, tllat you knelv 
me? " I 

I 

I 
I 
I 
1 

I 
I 
1 

I 
I 

" No. I feared, padre nlio, to complicate you. 
living man or  woman has a true friend in Cuba ! The 
lips which kiss to-day. betraj to-morro\v; the hand 
which saves the one d a j ,  ma) doom to death the next, 
or  take the Judas gold o i  a bartered I~fe.  

" IVhom the Span~afds  can not kill, their death is 
co~npassed by purchase, \ \ ~ t h  m11itc.d goltl. Even our 
own soldiers sa! that l l a cco  s I:catl \ill1 be sold for 
its \veight in dlan~uncls! " 1lc hlgllcd, a s  ilc o\vned the 
cro\vning shame of the half-breed Cuban race. 

" You ditl \ \ isel \ .  I N \  son. \ ou  d ~ d  \\ell. God watch 
over and guard you. So\\. !uu said \uu \yere going 
back to Se\v  Yorli. So j o ~ r  arc. I,ut i t  is I who will 
send you. Cuba Liljrc shall be nlurc than a ]lope-it 
shall be a blessed truth. l'hc Icttcrs \\Iiich ~ o u  brought 
to me indicate the d a n s ,  tlic mcans of landinp the artil- 

r [, 
L 

I 

6 k

11 
I 1 " As long as he holds tlle hills of I'inar del Rio, thc II 

funds, the bills on London, to pay for the great con- 
signment. You arc to rest 11cre for a tvcek in hiding. 
Then I will scntl \ou out bv Uahia Honda to Kelt. 
York, disguisctl a s  a div~l~it! st~ltlent. T l ~ e r e  is a!!- , 

I " When you are  shaved and tonsured, when thls (I-.:.. . /!Ix' 
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chamber has paled your face, and I prepare the dis- 
guise, I will go down with you on the train to Guana- 
jay. Padre Villareal will meet us there, and he will 
take you in his carriage over the mountains to Eahia 
Honda. He will get passports to go on to New York 
with you to report to his religious associates; at the 
last moment he will be taken ill. You sail alone with 
his messages." 

" But, padre, there are clouds of Spanish soldiers 
there. The road is lined with the butchers. I ne ti,. 

is ironclad! " said the young soldier. " I t  carries a 
picked guard of fifty men ! " 

" I know all, my son," gravely replied the padre. 
" The Spanish sword hangs over our head, but, aimed 
at the church, it only uselessly cleaves the viewless air. 
The church is omnipotent. I shall hide you below, in a 
secured retreat, while our patriots come to me here with 
the funds. They will have to pick up drafts on London 
in moderate sums to avoid governmental suspicion. I 
have a dozen sets of robes below. Your disguise shall 
be ready to-morrow, and Domingo will be tailor, bar- 
ber, valet, and all. 

" You must not view the face of anyone of the noble 
hearts who bring me the funds to purchase these arms. 

, God prosper Maceo! He writes me that with these 
supplies he can hold out two years." 

" I thought that I would go back to the general," 

, ,& 	 murmured the young man. " Ah ! It  \vould be unsafe 
to trust this great fortune to the chances of the prowl- 
ing Spanish guerillas. Do you see that either I or 



I'adre \'illareal are wit11 \ o n  every moment till you 
are on the high seas, under the 1:ritish Hag, sailing 
direct for S e w  York City. 'I'he furl(ls a le  all insured, 
secrctl!, an(! i f  ~ o t l  shuultl die I)! sea. \\hit11 God for-

1 1 i o  or  I is I I I I 1 1 r 1  'L'lic migli:!. 
sliicltl t l lc .  IIoI!. C'lir~rcl~\\. i l l  sl~cltcr y o i ~ r  sli~m:,crs. 

I l'rc~utl, Iiill)l)y. :11itl l~lcssctl an1 I to I i ~ i o \ \ .that your etlil- 
cation (n~!. littlc. clti'cri11~ t o  your life ) .  1i:is matlc. you a 
hcro in the c:\use." 

'l'hc o I ( 1  m:lll I - 1 ~to go, after liitirlg his \\ithered 
har1tl in a iorl(l l)cnctlictio~~. 

" Stay, i;ithc~r." carl~cstly cri~,tl .\11tIr-~s. springing 
to his sitl~,. " 111 all t11c sc sc\.c~l !.(.:Irs. I I I ; I \ . ~  \v:li;;:l 

to ask you ollc clutsticll~--:~ni 1 1:r11!- ;I \\.;~ii. nrl outcas:. 
a l~astnril-11orr1 I<vc,r~ \\.11y have you ? ever so 11t1ri1111~~. 

ncvcr s lx~kcr~ nl!. i;rtl!~.r:111il 11111tl1cr3 
" 111 tlic cnnlp I Ii:ivc t r~r l~ct l:i\\.;\y i l l  silci~ce \\hen 

askc(i ~i oi! p:lrrnta-c 1 1 1 ~pa-1. t I t ~ i l e -
I 

cilcss (_'t11)~11~otiil):~iliorisjccrctl 111~'in tile (lays when 

I 
I 
1 I hnttlctl to rcscllt tl~{,ir i~rsult.;. I nril ;1 soltlicr now; 

I \\.ill soon Il:~vc a r;ir~I;. I nrll ~ o I I I; .\l:~cco snitl. ' Be 
succcs.qful. 1iL.r to conic I)nck. I)c truc. a l~t l  I shall give 
yc~u a cal)tnili's cloul,lc s tars! '  1 ; I ~ I ;  !.(,u, as a gen- 
tlcriiar~, a c-nbrz//cro, ( l o  ~ o ukno\v  a n j t l ~ i n gof my 
birth? " 

The young man's voice trcrul~lctl i l l  its fond entreaty. 
\I'ith a solemn gesture tllc patlrc turned. There were 

I1 

I 

\ 1 

I m 

I!
. 
! : 
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tears in his eyes, as he faltered: " Ask me not. I can 
not lie I must not speak. Your life is young. Shad-
ows fall soon enough on us ! " 

" Listen ! " proudly cried AndrCs, with flashing eyes. 
" I stand before you in beggar's rags. I have often 
gone on in front of blue-blooded caballeros on the field. 
I have faced death a thousand times. I go to face it 
again. You know that Spanish spies swarm every-
where. I know that they do in New York City, on 
ship, on train, and at Key West, even. They are with- 
in our closest lines. I left you a raw boy of fifteen- 
I come back a man of twenty-two, for three years a -

veteran. I fear nothing. Do not let me die with 
the truth locked in your heart. God might call you 
home any day. And, then? " 

The priest sank into a chair. " I t  is the will of God 
that I should speak," he muttered. " You are brave, 
my dear boy, you are strong in truth and honor. Maceo 
writes me what you have been to him: I know what 
you did in gaining the light of knowledge in these long 
four years. Listen to a sad story. You will need 
all your bravery! God be praised! You bear a Cuban 
heart ! " He sighed, and began sadly : 

" In the Ten Years' War, from sixty-eight to seven- 
ty-eight, there was no braver insurgent general than 
the rich planter who owned the superb domain of Palo 
Alto. Start not, my son; the very Palo Alto where 
you refuged! 

" In the prime of manhood, a soldier who had trav- 
- eled the world, knowing every form of cosmopolitan 

" 



7 2  THE HACIENDA ON T H E  HlLL. 

life, he was a formidable foe to the baffled Spaniard. 
His reckless bravery, his success, his great talents, may 
have made him secrct cnemies anlong the insurgent 
leaders. Be it a s  it may, he attained thc conlmand of 
a great column, and t1ic.11, growing ambitious, disdained 
the control o f  his superiors. I was then. a s  now, offer- 
ing my lifc up, a possible daily sacrifice. for liberty!" 

T h e  young man drew closer t o  thc old ~~r i c s t ' s  side 
as he  sobbed: " Sis ycars after the beginning of the 
war, there camc to us a tliundcrclap of tlcicat, shame, 
and misery. 'I'lic brilliant general l~at l  allo\ved his 
wholc comniand. priceless then to us, to be entangled 
in a gloomy tlefilc.. 'l'licrc \\.as a hitleuus I)utchcry, and 
the Spanish firing partics laugllcd as they reloaded 
their sr-noliing guns ! 

" Our  causc \vas tloornctl from that very hour. One 
after another the t l isl~cnrtc~~ctl  chicis fell &\Yay. Some 
\Yere chasctl to their clcatli, some surrcnrlcretl and made 
terms-others. (;(>ti llavc nierc!. on  tllcir so111s. sold out 
to the Spaniartl. ant1 gavc 111) their iaitliiul follo\vers 
to slaughter." I'atll-c Ruiz ~);~usctl ,  n storm of grief.ii i  

" 71'liis ni;~n--this nl;Ill t)i \\.lion1 you sl)cali? " eagerly 
crictl :\ntlri.s. 

" \\-;is oficially rtp,rtctI tlcatl." ~ n ~ u r - ~ l i ~ l l lsaid 
thc priest. " Iiut a \vo~tlltlctl ('ul,;in r c ~ i r ~ ~ c c .  five years 
later in I'nris, fou~ltl I~inl t l i~ l i~ ig  a, ' ; ~ t  great cafe wit11 
tllc Sl);l~lisl~ ; ~ ~ i l l ) a ~ s : i ~ I ~ ~ r .  

" 'l'licrc. \\.ere jc\\r,ls 011 tlic tr;litorSs fingers; lie was 
living iu tile Iiciglit of 1uxu1-!-. 'l'11c I);~triot dashed 
a glass of \vine in tllc i;\cc of t\lc nl;m \vIio liad sold 
an army to sllame-tllcrc-l)cforc tI1(.111 all ! 

http:t1ic.11
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" There was a meeting at Fontainebleau the next 
morning, and the Spanish embassy buried with pomp 
the traitor, who fell at  tlaybreak, under Delgado's 
avenging pistol." 

AndrCs Gomez's head had wearily dropped upon his 
hands, as, with a white face, he sat at  the table. H e  
dared not look into the old man's sorrowing eyes. 
" The story came back to us, and was told with bated 
breath, for we were all under the hell of the Spanish 
butcher then. Another page of Cuban treason, but-he 
-this man-was the first to break our lines, the first 
Judas. Ah ! God, not the last ! 

" There was a priest," the old man sobbed, " who 
confessed a beautiful dying woman before this-a 
\\oman n h o  had been chased anray from Palo Alto 
with her babe in her arms." 

The quick, gasping sobs of the young man now 
broke the a\\ ful silence of the room. " I only know," 
whispered the padre, " that the crafty general had left 
her to be chased away by the Spaniards, who apparent- 
ly confiscated the great domain. 

" I t  was done to give color to the story of his death 
oil the battlefield. You know 1101~the buzzards and 
the nild hogs obliterate the grim work of the sword! 
Alas! the priest knew from her lips of the husband's 
shameful secret visit under escort. 

" JYhen he begged her to share his golden shame 
on the Continent, Manuelita ParCdes faced him in all 
the scorn of a betrayed wife: ' My husband is dead- 
you Spanish dog,' she cried. ' I am a Cuban, born 

m 
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".\.1:(1 I!()\\. I ~ t r t l i  tllc inthcr n11tl tllc l , ~ y  \vllom he . 
tell I.; -\;a!.. arc, clvn(1 ! \ -ou,  III!. I)()!., arc. alone in the 1 

I ! .  T \ \ - i l l  slio\\ >-onyet your I~rnvc riiotller's grave, 
\\.it11 tlic i:iscril)tio~~.' .\Iariuclit:l I'ar&les; sicltlpre 
fil! '" 7'llc pri:.st ccnsvtl, his c!.cs \vcrc fiscd on the I 
floor. I' " Tllr I X I I I ~ ~o f  tlie man \vho soltl his troops to 
sllnn~c." Imar-scly tlcmantlctl Xnt1ri.s. clutching at his ,I 
Ircast as i f  to tear out the licnrt from his aching bosom. I 

" Gcncral Calisto (;omcz, of I'alo :Ilto, the man who 
f(,!l. as 1-ucifcr fell, out of the bright and starry skies 
into the tlcepest liell !" I 
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" I have no father, even in memory!" groaned 
.Andrks. 

"You have a Father," cried Padre Ruiz, opening his 
arms. " I am His humble minister, and you are my 
son ! " There was only the sound of the mingled sobs, 
as the youth dropped his head, like a tired child, upon 
the aged man's breast. 

In an hour, silence wrapped the old church in its 
dusky pall of night, save when the Spanish sentinel 
hoarsely challenged the rounds, or halted some late 
reveler. 

The youth had fallen into a deep sleep of exhaustion, 
but even in his dreams his lips parted in a smile, as 
he whispered, "Mi wadre qurrzda ! Manuelita 
Par6des--sic7/@re$eZ! " Life had taken on a new 
meaning for him. 

The few faithful of the scattered flock were aston- 
ishetl a \\eel< later, when Padre Ruiz, follo~ved by a 
stout mozo descended the hill to Quemados station. 
The priest from neighboring Lissa said three masses 
before the old man returned from his visit to Guana- 
jay. 

Scoivling soldiers, leering officers, and thievish army 
follo\vers jostled the old man and the tall, smooth-faced 
candidate a t  his side, as the train rattled along the 
r o ~ g l l  military railroad. 

" Dan111 these black rob.es, the scarecrows," inuttered 
Ensign Gonzales to a mate. "Look at that hulking 
young brute glozing over his breviary. H e  would look 
better with a Mauser over his shoulder and a cartridge 
belt around his lazy loins ! " 
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The  insolent subaltern droppetl liis eyes as the ~ ~ o u l l g  
candidate turned on him a glance o f  sutldcn fierceness. 1 

H i s  companion jogged his elbo\v. " Fool," said he. 
"Remember General \\'eyler's orclcrs! Don't abuse 
the clergy. They arc the eyes dntl ears of loyal Spain." 

" Forget not your pronlisc." \vl~isl)crctl the padre. 
" Rerncn11)cr !.our n~is?;io~l--!our visit to Maria \.elas- 
co, your oltl nurse." 

Three t1aj.s Iiitcn I'atlrcs Ruiz clin~l)c.tl his secret stair- 
case in the tlarkllcss t r i  t11c 11i;l1t. .\ Il~ili clozcn eager 
men atvaitetl in t l ~ c  s t ro r i~ l~o l ( l  I ~ i l l ) tlierc ulltlcr the 
tiles. "il~~zigus! //c~r~trr~~zos! "" he crictl. ?'he tele- 
graph has told mc o i  the steamer. of t l ~ c  safe s a i l i ~ ~ c  
Padre 1-illarcal has scr~t Inc tllc 1-:iti11 \vortls agreed 
upon. In  a \vcek. si.a [)or I)ios, Ilc \ \ . i l l  sent1 me the 
cipher dispatch annou~ic i r~g t11c snic tlclivcry of our 
funds. I 

"It was sent untlcr seal to our  fiscal agents, to be 

" Your messenger sccnls !.oung for such a task. I 
had a distant glimpse of him." saitl the chief of the 
secret Cuban' council. "\l'ho is he ?" 

" He is God's child, and my o\vn so11 ! " solemnly 
answered the padre. They glided away, marveling at , 

his words. 
" And now to pray that Maria 1-elasco, through 

Andres, may save Mercedes Agramonte from the ty-



CHAPTER V. 

" OFF WITH THE OLD LOVE ! " . 
It,was a month after Padre Ruiz had dispatched 

Andrks Gomez to Kew York City by the secretly veiled 
route of Bahia Honda, when the old priest sat in his 
garden and watched two officers riding down the road 
in the glaring sunlight, westwardly toward Lissa. 
There was nothing in tlie passing of two military 
officers to excite remark, but he sprang to the window. 

" That man is the image of Andres, poor boy! " he 
murmured, as, with disgust, he recognized Colonel 
Max Lowenstein, inspector of the lines, as the chief of 
the party, followed by twenty bronzed, blue-clad Span- 
ish cavalry, their loaded carbines at a poise. 

" The other one, so strangely like! " muttered thc 
astonished priest. 

H e  fell on his knees before the little altar in his 
room, and prayed. " My God ! How long, 11o\v long ? " 

For he hungered and thirsted now, for nejvs of tlie 
absent son of his heart-the unhappy, fatherless boy. 

I t  was a sad time. The heavy hand of Colonel Man- 
uel de Herrara was now clutching at the throat of the 
little triune city, perched upon its limestone hills. 

The rattle of musketry daily told of the end of those 
who were " pasado por las armas," atid these poor 
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victims \verc fl~111g illti) tile I I : ' ; I I . ~ s ~  c l i l ~ . I l .  \ \ . i t l l u ~ ~ t'. bell, 
book', o r  candle." 

S o  priest o r  n u n  tvas ])c'rrl~ittc'~lto tc)llcll tlie car-
casses of tllc \vrctcl~c(l " i ~ l s u r ~ - c ' ~ ~ t . i . "  

1:ift~. 11~011sa1i(? I I I I : I S I I I ~ Y ~ .11:iIi-it:~rvc.(l \\.rc*tc-l~c..\. ~111-
l i o ~ ~ s ~ ~ l .  > l ~ i \ . c t r i ~ ~ <111c'. l ) r ~ ~ ! ~ y t ~ ~ lI I I I ~ L Y I ,11c,rt\ 111 I\>; i l l  

zo11c.s" 11ct\vcc.11 Il:iri;i~lao :11111 I 'il:;!~ ( i c  1 j < i l  I .  

111t l : ~ , I ~ ~ V I I ~  x r , ~ t ~ : ! , i .  :\1111 i i 1 ~ 1 i r ~ ~ ~ ~ tc l v l ~ ~ t ~ t l ~ l ~ ~~.:tit~rilI:i 
. .

\!:i,<c11 :I 1111rri11\\:ir  to 1 1 1 ~ .  I < : ~ I I C . !'I'ilc ,o:\ri::; 
Z:II-(;<I I I O \ C , ( I  1 1 1 1  i l l  111vir :~ir!, ,.!.,.IC -, . . I I ~ I \ ~ ; ~ I ; ~t 1 1 ~p/:lcC, 
oi t i ~ c  l:itc.\t ~ . : I ~ I I : I ~ ( < .  

I i;1ccsar11 ;ic.ti\.it~ \\,-<,;1t.r. !!i ~ t ,  1111\ 1 4  ,1!,.,(.,1 I IO\ \ .  for i
t 1 1 ~cro \v~i i~ l ;  priz~s, t11c.  1 1 ~ ~ : i ~ l  \ I I ! ~ I I ~ I  \l:!i.cx( I !  I 

( ) I \  tllis -11111ly 11lorl:ill; \i.l! l c  r 1 1 ; 1 , 1  cl;~;::i!c.I;:,l IC ' I I I I I ~ I V I1;:ix l .o\vc1~~tc~i:1 l l : ~ ' ~1 ,  ,-<'. ( ;, ~ ! I I [ ~ Z110\vi1:111~! ) I .  

t o  1~ L.cil~:i. to  . i ~ i ~ l t l y  vxc,t.t~tv :I 111ib?i111i11i ;r;~vc im- 
I)Urt:lilCc.. I 

1 I I t I ! ' I : i r i .  " I call 
t I I : I I i I I I I I I I ! Tlie !I 

11in11\ \ I I ~ l ~ r i ~ ~ g si t  t o  I I IC.  i i  I I C  i ,  3 yv11tlc111a11,sl~all 
1)c n gcnc5r:ll I ~ ~ ~ i ~ l r c  ! "1li;11t 

.\s t11c r1111 pri(,<t s011~11t 11is p1:ii-c- I I \ \ ~ a t ( - l ~ f ~ ~ l ~ ~ c s s~ by Ithe c r n t ( r y  \\.i1111o\;.. 11(* ~~ lnr \ . c , l~ , ( ltllc tlcvilish inge- :II 

nuity nf tllc 11c\v n ( l l ~ ~ i ~ l i s t r n ~ l o r -  ici\.il. 
"I'nl~lo ( k t i z  \vas 211 niiy tllici," 111111.t1llirctl the padre, 

" 1 ~ 1 tthis 11c\v scnrtryc is n c icvour i l ,~  I)c;\~.t. SOhouse-
I~oItlwas free iron1 s c n r c l ~ ,  t11c ' xi~: tr~\ i ; lcivil.' t~ragged 
up lwforc P a l ~ l o  .\lvaraclo I ~ i ~ l a l ~ o  iant1 hintl, seiiora 
and thc  tlrah of thc  streets alike!" 
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The trebled line of sentinels shot at night the inno- 

cent beings blundering on their lines ; the baleful watch- 

5res of war let up a zone of sixty miles in circuit, and 

the secret Cuban committee dared no more to meet in 

the retreat under the red-tiled roof. 

X meaniug word from the pulpit, old Domingo's 


furtive messages, cjr a few gestures at a funeral over 

the corpse of some one happily released from this hell 

on earth, alone could signify to the banded hearts, un- 

c!cr the sword, that so far all was well as to their New 

York envoy. 

1he tlel~atable zone was snrept by day and night of 


all forage, useful animals, and means o i  subsistence. 

.The area, a league wide around the fifty towns covered 

by the lines, showed no upturned furrow, no planted 

field. Gaunt and wolfish-eyed, the reconcentrados . 

Iloveretl in idleness under the shade of the palms by 

day, and'at night sought the ravines, fleeing " like the 

covey to the rocks." 


I t  was their only shelter for wife and daughter from 

the l~rutal  pass io~ :~  
of the swarms of armed men of both 

contending parties. 


" X hell upon earth," mourned the silver-haired 

padre. " Would to God that I were dead ! " he prayed, 

as he closed the window against the glaring, death- 

dealing sun. His only protection was his poverty and 

his unarmed helplessness. 


And yet, he fain would linger on earth to hear of 
the success of AndrCs Gomez's mission. I t  was true 

. that the little local knot of patriots knew that the bank 
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drafts had been duly delivered at  Kew York. The 
veiled Latin message had been received from Padre 
Villareal. But there was as yet no news of the am- 
val of the arms so vital to Alaceo's success, and no 
tidings of the gallant boy. I n  hope deferred their 
hearts sickened. 

" H e  \iill do something madly desperate," mourned 
Padre hlateo. For the young soldier's last words came 
back: " I have no father, not even in memory! And, 
as my life belongs to Cuba- if there is one above who 
is the Father of the orphaned, I go  to Him. 

" But, please God, not to fall on Cuba's last battle- 
field, till I have Iiissed the earth of Rlanuelita ParPdes' 
grave, the mother \\.I10 left a princely house a beggar- 
with her babe in her arms, and left all, even the dis- 
honored name of Gomez behind ! " 

A gleam of hope animated his sorro\~ing soul. 
" Andrks may havc achieved his mission, and be ~tork- 
ing his way up  from the other end of the island," he 
mused. The resemblance to the officer who had ridden 
by returned to haunt him. "No!  I t  could not be he! 
H e  \~oulcl never trust his fiery temper \vith a Spanish 
escort. I t  n ould siirclv 11etr2v h i m  And  he would 

foraging expeditiotis for ne\ i  s. Padre Ruiz dared not 
venture out among tlle Spanish officers at any time, lest 
his poor sanctuary should be violated and the local junta 
be sacrificed to the wrath of the Spanish butchers. 

For  now, Weyler's untiring hand was striking every- 
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hounds in silence, save for the great Cafe Alfonso, 
~vhere the officers drank and diced their stolen ration 
money away, spending the remnant of the gains upon 
the lustrous-eyed harpies who follow the hot-hearted 
soldier-the Paphian guerrillas of war ! 

Alone this afternoon, under his little arbor, he sor- 
rowed over the failure of AndrPs Gomez's secret em-
bassy, the duty nearest to his own heart. 

The letter from New York of Maria Velasco, his old 
housekeeper, had opened a long vista of the past .to him, 
and it was from her, as well as AndrPs, that he fain 
\vould have cheering news. 

X charitable family of rich refugees had taken Maria 
away to the land of liberty and safety, in those dark 
days after General Calixto Gomez's treachery in seven- 
ty-five hat1 given up the disorganized insurgents of the 
Ten Years' War to a horrible Spanish vengeance. 

And, " after many years," she, the faithful woman 
\zho had waited on the beloved Elisa Agramonte when 
she ruled over La Sevilla, had sent traces of the where- 
abouts of the defrauded orphan to whom the broad 
domain rightly belonged. 

Forty years of introspection had given Padre Ruiz 
an insight into the ways of men. 

" Where thy money is, there thy heart will be also! " 
he murmured. 

In some vague way, he connected the oily benevo- 
lence of the Bishop of Havana, on the visit which had 
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I so signally honored the poor parish priest, with a da. f 

Isire to trace out the lost heiress. 

I " And, why not?  " he murmured. I 

I 
" To-day, in magnificent La Sevilla, this polluted 

\-enus, this dancer clueen, holds her orgies \\lit11 Manuel 

I cle Herrera, the commandante of LIarianao. Oh! for , 
I the vengeance of God ! " I 

The old priest well knew that long lines of poor 
\\retches had been dragged up  before the adn~inistra- 
(lor civil, and the I larquis  de I'illar, seated there by 

I the side of the beautiful witch who ruled over La 

Sevill?. tI 

serva1:t s. 11 110 be\\ ailed the old days when gentle Elisa 
Alvarado ruled La Sevilla, before the coming of the : 

Spanish dancer. Only the old servants from the 
hacienda stole over to mass or  confession now. 

" Padre," sobbed old Elvira, the housekeeper, "they 
drag tlic poor men t ip  there, before the table reeking 

I 
with wines. ' Do you know these to be good men?' 
asks Colonel Herrera, fixing his wine-swollen eyes on 
the sefiora. She only pouts and smiles cruelly. The 
!?en atlministrador shakes his head fiercely. ' Ladrones 
todos ! ' 

" ' Then, captain, you may as well shoot them all! 
There'll be no mistake to speak of!  I don't want fever 
to break out in our jail. If they were good men, they 
\vould be now in the Spanish army.' " S o  speaks Her-
rera. For  the last month, this Saturnalia of blood had 
gone on, until even the deaf old padre could recognize 
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the sharp, crashing platoon volleys a t  the fall of night. 
Kot even a ditch grave in the Campo Sailto was 

given these doomed wretches. Their carcasses were r /
t h ronn  into the boiling pool under the culvert below 
the red redoubt on Marianao hill, where the fetid 
streaim in the ravine creeps to the sea, laden with the 
sen agc of three populous towns ! 

Acci G \  er all, the pall of death, the brazen skies only 
dvttcd 11it11 the soaring buzzards by day, the grewsonle 
silence only broken at night by the shrieking bugles of 
alarm, or  the sharp crack of the sentinel's rifle. 

I: \ \as  these conditions which enabled Governor-
General \-aleriano IVeyler to cable to His  Nost Chris- 
tlan l l a j e s t j ,  the schoolboy King of Spain, through 
1115Nost .2ugust Mother, that " pacification was ener- 
get~call! proceeding." The pac~fication of the yawn- 
Ing ant1 hungry grave ! 

' (>ill) ma) God grant that AndrPs returns to me, 
that I ma! k n o ~ \  little l lereedcs Xgramonte far  away 
frcm the clutches of these intriguers," mused the padre, 
as he rose for the solemn vespers " Should they find 
her, the! \\.ill bring her back here-perhaps marry her, 
perforce, to some court favorite. If she resists, there 
is the awful choice-the death in life of a convent, the 
shameful death, after a dishonored life, in Cabaiia's 
fortress! Pray God that AndrPs may have reached 
her side ! " 

A strange, passive wisdom now animated the old 

padre's every act. H e  felt that some dark drama was 

being played, in which he would not even be an  on- 
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looker, the gage being the superb estate worth three 
millions. 

" I t  is only gold they want ! Gold-blood-stained, 
bought with sacrifice of soul and body-that red gold, 
for which family honor and kindred have been always 
betrayed ;gold, the clinking, yellow reward of every hu-
man villainy; gathered up, only soon to drop from the 
palsied hand of death or to be cast abroad by the riotous 
heir; to  be the prey of the fortune hunter. Oh! cos-

Living for years " in the foremost and focal flame" 
of revolution and butchery, the padre wisely decided 
upon a policy of absolute silence. 

The bishop, the officers, this wanton woman, the 
alcaldes and thieving officials, none of them dare to 
haunt the sacred shades of this deserted church ! God's 
oasis in the desert is a rotten paradise! I will avoid 
them! If the sword falls, if I am betrayed, I will die 
here, but only at the steps of the altar! I will never 
desert my post ! " 

H e  feared no clumsy spies, no busybodies, for a half- 
dozen poor women left widowed by the war, had taken 
possession of the unoccupied wing of the rectory. 
These faithful drudges with their fatherless children 

Domingo's slrghtest wish. 
The offerings of the faithful kept them alive; their 

herds of children scoured the hills for plantains, cocoa-

I 
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nuts, bananas, and brought in, now and then, fish from 
the shores, where thousands of lazy Cubans choose to 
starve with the larder of the sea open at their lazy 
feet. 

There was but one galling dread, some sudden de- 
scent of the watchful military. Some one of the little 
circle of the secret junta might-through drink, or 
pride, or love-boast of the star chambe; there over 
the altar under the red tiled roof. 

With a stern resolution, Padre Ruiz had prepared 
ample stores of kerosene above in the altar, with bun- 
dles of rags ready to saturate! The doors below, 
heavy iron barriers, always kept locked by day and 
night, to admit air, but not thieves, would delay the 
search party long enough for either Domingo or him- 
self to fire the attic. 

"If we are left alive," he reasoned, "the flames will 
keep them away! If we are dead, it matters not ! Dead 
men tell no tales! " 

For years, he had kept no scrap of paper save the 
humdrum records telling of the slow revolutioil of the 
wheel of human life in the parish: " birth, baptism, 
confirmation, marriage, death, burial, . . . the 
simple annals of the poor." 

The essential facts of birth and death being, after all, 
the o0 and 360" in all human life, whether king or 

. - cadger, beauty or drudge, saint or sot ! 
For the round of existence begins in its circle-a ra-

dius more or less extended, according to rank. Fortune 
is merely the weird play of circumstance. Begins, mark 
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you, at o-nothing-and whether a clown or  a Wallen- 
stein, a Crorn~vell or  a Messalina, a Wasl~ington or a 

Caligula ; ends, after the sweep around the circle, in o-
nothing-meeting, touching and abiding with the zero 
from which fate swept the marker of Tiine on-the 
nothingness of life ! 

Hurnbly pious, fanatically patriotic, benevolent, de- 

vout, and yet trusting i:i that Father who guides the sea 

1 

I 
I , 
i 

bird home over t!le darl<ened and trackless wave, Padre 
' I hIateo Ruiz only prayed that in trying to save that one 

I young life, f a r  away, from the schemes of those who 
\vould rob her of fair La  Sevilla, he had not sent to a 

I 
I 

I 
I
i 
i 
j 

treacherous death the gallant boy 1~110had no father- 
not even in memory! 

Wary and cautious, Padre Ruiz had already set all 
his house in order. H i s  old " logic," his half-forgotte11 
boyish studies. returned to prove to him that there was 
more than a sudden official hospitality (long forgotten) 
in the affability of the Bishop of Havana ! " Who dines 
you well, will ask a favor," is an old proverb! 

And Padre Ruiz. over his glass of Xeres de la Fron- 
tera, slyly smiled a t  the futility of the Bishop's brother- 
lv advances. 

1 

" They can never reach her save through me," he ! 
concluded. "Maria Velasco is true as steel! Andres 

,. 
would die and make no sign ! The Bishop of Havana 
is a good man, per se, there can be no one behind him 

I but this bloodv butcher Weyler, who has forced him 



H e  was pacing the floor in a supreme content, 
thanking God that the only real lady of La Sevilla was 
safe under the northern lights, when a messenger glided 
into his room. "I came, Padre, disguised as a peddler 
from Bahia La Honda with a message from Padre Vil- 
lareal." 

With a sinking heart, the startled priest read the few 
words scrawled in latin : "Taken away by strangers. 
Sothing known. Coming." There was one key word 
\~liich proved that the message was from a living 
XndrPs. 

In the hour of his vain boasting, the old man was 
brought down, humbled to the dust! 

"This is the work of Pablo Ortiz," he moaned. "I 
can see it all ! His sly disappearance ! May God pro- 
tect us all !" 

And all that night, the old man's pillow was wet with 
bitter tears, though he knew not that the green lizards 
glided in silence over the grave in Atares ditch, where 
the administrador civil gave up his life after telling all 
that he knew! A notable victim to the fatal policy of 
frankness ! 

O n  this very evening, beside a picket fire fifteen 
leagues toward the green blue mountains of Pinar del 
Rio, Colonel Max Lowenstein and Major Jose Gomez 
made merry in the bivouac. 

They had ridden far afield at the head of their fierce- 
eyed cavalry, and the wine had flowed fast and free. 
There was a reckless, defiant mood now possessing the 
German adventurer. 
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For  weeks, he had been busied in posting picket and 

His  stern chief at  Havana had loaded him with 
praise and given him carte blanche, but kept him, a 
human meteor, moving out on the very line of battle, 
even as  Uriah the Hittite was deftly given the post of 
honor in olden days. 

The  astute German well knew that he had no true 
friend in the hard-hearted crew riding under the black- 
browed Weyler; and yet, he yearned, after the fashion 
of his kind, for briiderschaft. 

ventures, he began to see that the soldier of fortune is 
never trusted. 

Even on this very day, when he had tried to linger at 
L a  Sevilla for a half-day's march, Major Josi. Gomez 
had sternly reminded him of the black chief's resent- 
ment. "I do not care to rot in the dungeons of Morro, 
Colonel," flatly said Major Gomez. " You may take 
chances with LVevler! I never wil l  1 T will ride on and 

ments and a chronometer at hand!" 
SO, \\ it11 a raging heart, Colonel Lowenstein had rid- 

den by within the very sight of the grand portico of 
La Sevilla! Absence had fed his still unslaked pas- 
sions, and Juana's letters, still tender and loyal, were 
after all but a Door balm to hic. anuint lc  h w r t  

' 
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I t  was while systematically drinking the young Major 
into a confidential mood, that Lowenstein became sud- 
denly suspicious of his "silent partner" in the traffic in 
arms and his possible partner in the future division 
of La Sevilla. 

"Gott im Himmel !" he gasped, " I am alone out here 
with this sly Spanish fellow ! I might be betrayed ! I n  
Havana, I an1 under the eyes of the whole German col- 
ony ! Eut here, there would he no one to tell the story !" 
H e  practiced his old bier knez)e arts  until the boastful 
voung Lothario at his side swung around upon his ad- 
ventures in S e w  York. "Secret mission, my boy," 
purred the colonel. "It  was only to plunge into New 
York's gayeties ! The ,American f7auZeins-hein ? " ) 

"I (lid deliver the governor-general's instructions to 
the consul-general," proudly began the Major, "to lay 
the ground\\ ork for the purchase of old Llaceo's head ! 
Eut,  Caramba, I was swindled out of my reward! 

"I had to go  and get the prettiest girl in the world 
out of a convent, and then, turn her over to the keeping 
of two sour-faced old nuns! Dios! what a beauty! 
Cut, Papa IIreyler only trusted me with the legal pa- 
pers, and evel] the Spanish consul-general sent his wife 
along to see the young goddess safely on board the 
steamer. And, never a single glimpse of her did I get 
on 'La l'igilancia' till, in one of those cursed close car- 
riages with the little solid windows with a cross cut in 
them, my lady was whisked away to the Visitation con-
vent at  Havana. dfa7nnrcdrDios! I trembled when 
the governor-general asked me if I had even spoken to 
her! I told him not." 
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‘i a Forget even her riame,' said he, ' it may cost you 

yotlr l~e l t l  to remember ! ' 
" AI:~ ,  a prett! name, too," the nnaudlin roj.sterer 

babbled on. " blercedes Xgrannol~te, o\v~;s a big place, 
too, do\vll here-La Sevilla. God ! what's that ?" 

I t  \\.as ten n~inutes  before the detachment drove off 
a fev C-uban night pi-o\\lers \\I10 had ridtlan l)y alld 
boltll! ell~piied their revolvers into the lines, firing point- 
blanl\ at the bivouac lights. 

A half an hour later, Colonel Lo~venstein gloomil! 
said:  " I  must Ic.ave )ou in con~rnai~tl  and go back to 

IIarianao to hate  my nound dressed. One of those 
fools of ours cut IIIC badly lvith his s~vord  bayonet while 
rsIIjing bei~ind the tree from behind nlnich I mas 
firing." 

I t  was indeed true that the Gernlan held up a blood! 
and a handaged arm. The little dash had sobered 
Major JosC Gomez, and in three hours, with an escort 
of ten men. Max L o n  enstein, lvith a raging devil in his 
heart, rode as the crow flies straight back to hlarianao. 

I t  n a s  morning when he reached the sleepy town and 
11e was forced to wait until the afternoon to see Mad-
2rne Juana Agramonte. That lady had been for two 

glaring sunlight. 
The colonel's handsome face wore a look of undue 

~te rnnessas  he stood with his bandaged arm in a sling 
:? lvelcome the returning goddess. 

C-:--c.thing in his face tc 
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tint there was a quarrel imminent. Cehicd her, as a 
s3c;al shield, the Marquis de Herrera and the new ad-
nlinistrador were en train. 

711e eyes of the men met in an undisguised hostility 
in the pxfuxctory introduction. I t  was an hour be- 
i ~ i - c  the e:icited German could induce la sezora to ac- 

al:cl, mean at heart, a spasm of reckless suspicion ob- 
scuretl his usuallj well-poised mind. The coquetry of 
lia~!amt. Juana with the noble marquis had enraged 
ille renegade. 

Xncl so, TI ithout n aiting, he broke out into a storm 
of accusation. He  feared now to lose his share of the 
golden spoils. "And so, madame, 1i0t content with 
I ~ i n g  to me about the o~vnership of this estate, you 
1:aw doomed that innocent girl, Mercedes Agramonte, 
to all the horrors of the l'isitacion convent ! 

" You 11ill, of course, divide the spoils, and she, will 
probablj end her career as one of IYeyler's broken- 
hearted, cast-off mistresses ! Your share n ill be half 
the plundcr-is that so? I know all. I know who es- 
corted the girl down from Xew Yorli to the very gate- 
nay  of the nunnery! And your new lover, this hulk- 
ing brigand Herrera-" 

"Sot  another word, you coward," cried Juana Argra- 
monte, pale faced, as she clapped her hands for 
the servant in waitino. "Manuel shall sheathe his 
sword in your heart to-night! I know all now-of 
Pepita, the strolling dancer -" 
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" What were you, but a caf6 \vanton when old Agra- 
monte found you in the gutter," raged Lo\~enstein, 
but he ceased, as the rattle of a scabbard announced a 
hasty visitor. 

Glaring at him like a tigress at bay, Juana saxv the 
grand form of El Segrito, the governor-general's 
famous negro orderly ! The huge black grinned as he 
handed the colonel a paper. " Forthnith, I am to re- 
port your departure, b j  telegraph, from the station." 

Colonel Lo\venstein tore open the dispatch. iiatl 
his clumsy ruse of the self-inflicted ound been discov- 
ered? He  growletl, " Say that I leave, and, on the in- 
stant !" The black dashed an  ay n ithout a word. 

"I leave you forever !" snarled Max. 
"Go, and may all the fiends of hell pursue you." 

shrieked Juana, darting by him xvith the s~viftness of a 

As Lowenstein mounted his horse, the heavy hand of 
Colonel Herrera was laid upon the bridle, the marquis' 
face was black with passion. 

"In a week, Sefior," coldly said Lowenstein. "I ride 
to the front on the governor-general's orders! You 
dare not stay me, now!" There was the gleam of a 
revolver in the rider's hand. 

" Hasta luego ! " yelled Colonel Herrera, as the mad- 
dened German galloped away, never turning his head 
"I will have that cur's heartblood," he swore by all 
the saints and all their bones, but he forgot the defeated 
adversary that night, when Juana Agramonte, at his 
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" It's off with the old love and, on with the new," 
raged Max Lowenstein, as he rode swiftly forward, fol- 
lowed by El  Negrito, mounted on a huge white horse. 

"I am to conduct you to the new camp," said the re- 
formed " nanigo," the chief scout of IYeyler's cloud of 
irregulars. " There is trouble at the front,' the black 
grumbled, smacking his huge lips at the scent of blood. 
" I took Major Gomez over to the train, and your com- 
mand is in a place of ambush selected by me. It is 
' alerta ' no\\,, for El  Toro, Chico Velasquez, and El 
Matador have stolen within our lines ! " 

Late that night, Colonel Lo\venstein rode into the 

Not even a single fire \\as permitted, nor the glean1 i l 
of a tabaco. " It  is for life and death," \thispered El 
Segrito. " I will watch the guards. Sleep you! I 
have arranged your couch." 

The stalwart German thren- himself on the rude bed 
of seraDes and horse cloths. draining the ruin bottle 

that brute Herrera! I dare not brave IYeyler! She 
will lose heart and tell me all ! Perhaps I may yet save 
the money due on the arms! I will kill that brute, get 
what Icanandgohome.  Yes . . . horn:" 

All the next day, Max Lowenstein lay with an aching 
head in his hidden lair. El Kegrito visited the con-
cealed troopers, and stole in to bring the food and 
water. "Be ready," the negro whispered. "I will rush 
to you when they enter into our trap !" 
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A strange aching in the back, a dimness of vision, a 
horrible nausea overcame the burly German as night 
fell upon them. "KO! S o !  I can drink no more. 
Water! IVater," he raved, as El Segrito forced the 
bottle to his lips. 

And then, irith visions of the far-away vineclad 
banks of the Rhine clouding his e j  es, the sick man's 
head fell back in a deadly stupor. 

Tn-o days later, iil the governor-general's secret 
cabinet, General IVeller smiled softly as El  Negrito 
made his brief report. "The drugged liquor fetched 
him. That last drink \\-it11 the poison laid llim out." 

"Here is a hundred doubloons," sharply cried the 
dictator. "A hundred more if you bring me his body 
with no mark on it. Go ! " 

There was a stately military funeral in Harz:;a a 

His friends certainly have done him great honor. Now Ito send for Madame Juana Agramonte and to give her 
the ordre du jour. Colonel Herrera certainly has made 1 
the running." And down below in the guardroom 
that night, El Negrito was gayly playing off the second i, 
hundred doubloons at monte. 

4 



C H A P T E R  VI. 

I N  THE CONFESSIONAL. 

The long days of the fetid, steaming Cuban summer 
dragged s lo~i~ly along. Drenching, heated sheets of 
ivhite rain obscured the far blue mountains and hid 
the sculptured headlands washed by the sapphire seas. 

Llarianao was now crowded by a licentious rabble 
of soldiery, and the roads were all lined with the dead 
and dying. 

I n  these days of horror, pity stole into even the flinty 
hcart of Juana Agramonte, for, while war's havoc 
devastated the fair land, the incessant guerrilla butch- 
cry continued, and every grove and ravine had its set- 
tlement of starving reconcentrados. 

The fields were all swept clear of beast and crop, at 
night the red glare of burning canefields marked the 
grim reprisals of the maddened insurgents. Luxurious 
country houses scattered out as far as Guanajay were 
left either as roofless wrecks or else filled with the en- 
feebled soldiery; were mere lazar houses, where "calen- 
tura," yellow fever and smallpox preyed upon the poor 
peninsular peasants drafted over from Spain to feed 
11-eyler's deathmill. In these dreary days, the mistress 
cf 1.a SeviHa was left with abundant food for re-
flection. 
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Colonel Herrera was no mere squire of dames. His 
iron l ~ a n d  at  the judgment table, his ringing voice on 
tllc parade, his ceaseless hunting do1v1.n of the foes of 
Spain, had endeared him to the brute who had earned 
from the whole world his deathless sobriquet of Butch- 
e r  II'eyler. H e  \vas ever in the field. 

And yet, the man who had supplanted the dead Low- 
enstein \\-as a jealous and watchful lover. His vigil- 
ant  tenderness had posted t n o  companies of special 
sharpshooters as a picket guard around La Sevilla. 

There was a military telegraph tying together the 

at  the mansion on the hill uncle: the royal palms, and in 
all the vides spread desolation only L a  Sevilla smiled 
out fair as a garden of the Lord. 

The three towns of Alarianao, Quemados, and Lissa 
were now a single, strongly fortified camp. Great re- 
doubts, linked in a cross-fire chain, covered the whole 
ground from Chorrera in a semi-circle over to the 
southwest, fronted by the sharpshooters, blockhouses, 
and the beautiful old arched stone bridge of Lissa, 
~vhich now bristled with rapid-fire guns. 

There arose rifle-pits, too, in fan-like sweeps, throw11 
f a r  out to the west, and every ravine and defile was 
picketed by clay ancl ambuscaded by night. 

Without, in the league-wide zone, the human buffers 
of the starvinx thousands were humzm a!.rm clockc 
to signal the coming of the stern Cuban riders, who 
asked for  no quarter, who qrimly stripprd th? prisoners 
naked, bound their hands, ancl then, with the gleaming 
machete, butchered the helpless shrieking victims. 

, 

, 

, 



Clouds of the starving reconcentrados daily besieged 
Don Pablo Alvarado, the suave administra'dor civil, 
begging him for food. "Dig, plow and plant, my chil- 
dren! The land is fertile," was his dry rejoinder, as he 
would saunter up to La Sevilla for the dainty "al- 
muerzo," or, the superb evening " comida." 

Over Juana Agramonte's dainty table Colonel Her- 
rera and Don Pablo now exchanged suave congratula- 
tions upon " the progress of the pacification." 

"I reported to General Weyler," gayly said Colonel 
Herrera, "that the ground would soon be all clear in 
our front-that these people would not labor! And so, 
one benefit is, that hereafter when we find a living man 
between our lines and the insurgents' outposts, we are 
justified in shooting him, at once. It  saves us all the 
bother of trials. Truly, an economic arrangement! " 

"What did the General say?" demanded Alvarado, 
helping himself to an ortolan. 

"That he wished to see the last of this human scum 
swept into the Campo Santos," placidly replied Herrera, 
as he drank a glass of champagne to the health of the 
entrancing hostess. 

And yet, on the night of this particular banquet, all 
three were haunted with their individual cares. The 
shriek of the ironclad train sounded always in their 
ears. " I must leave you, Juana," whispered Herrera. 
"They blew up a bridge to-day and killed forty and 
wounded a hundred of my poor men. 

"Where they get their dynamite, God only knows. 
Weyler told me that he had found out that brute of a 
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Dutchman, Lowenstein, had been engaged in secretly 
i 	trafficking with the rebels, through some German Jew 

friends whom he protected. That's what Weyler had 
him killed for !" 

"My God ! Manuel," faltered Juana, "I thought he 
died of the ' sun guarro,' or yellow fever! " 

saber through his heart for daring to insult you. I 
must go out now and attend to my wounded! These 
insurgents make my life a hell on earth." 

And he tore aside the clinging arms of the woman, 
who whispered, "Don't leave me to-night, Manuel. 
The very air is full of horrors." 

"Don Pablo shall come and see you every day," he 
soothingly said, as he grasped his saber and cap and 
sped away. 

The two men left the hacienda together. As they 
walked down the hill in the moonlight, with a fright- 
ened face, Don Pablo unbosomed his own fears. " I am 
in a constant danger of my life," he muttered. " General 
Weyler still insists that a nest of cons~irators is in ac- 
tive ferment here in Marianao. I have spied, I have 
punished, bullied, threatened and even spent my own 
gold ! I am baffled at every turn. You know what will 
happen if Weyler enrages himself! " 

"See here, Pablo," he said, "the old priest is poor. I I 
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, . 	 Go and see Padre Ruiz ! Those fellows all love money, 


the good yellow gold ! Go to a mass or so ! Ask the old 

fool down to dinner ! Fill him up with good wine ! H e  

can unlock the secrets of the confessional, if he will. 

He  can pick up all the women's babble." 


"A s u ~ e r b  ~ l a n ! "  iovouslv cried the administrator. 
"I will even offer to repair his church! There are a 
few shotholes in it! If there are plotting rebels here, tiathe old men can be trapped through their churchgoing I :' 

wives, always timid-the young fellows, fiery lovers 

all, through their sweethearts! I'll go and see him to- 

morrow." 


When they separated, Colonel Herrera said gravely: 

"See here, Pablo, you and I live under the impending 

sword! There's that young fellow JosC Gomez. H e  

has been made Colonel and Chief Aide to Weyler in 

place of the hulking Dutchman, whom El  Negrtio put 

out of the way. 


" Now, Gomez is a gambler, a man fond of ' le beau 
sexe,' he is poor, he lives a showy life! Feed him up 4l 

pockets always filled and then you have a friend at 
Weyler's ear ! Don't forget this ! Mz~cho ciudado! IFnyase rl .  con Dios! Send for the old padre and give 
him a good dinner ! He is half starved ! Get out your 
very best wine! That will loosen his tongue, and re- 
member, do not spare the doubloons." 

Left alone to her own moody misgivings, Juana Agra- 
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monte had sought her boudoir. The house was a 
very fortress now, with the gardenwalls all loopholed 
for musketry. There were even sandbag barricades 

rc' ,-
i' 

splendid gardens. 
Down in the summer house in the midst oi the beau- 

11 , 

tiful retreat where she had parted with the man be- 
trayed to his death by the brutal "nanigo," the young 

1 -
1: 

lieutenant of the guard was making merry with Rosine, 
the pretty French maid, who was the arbiter of Madame 
Juana's toilet mysteries. 

triple guard lines, she shuddered as she gazed at her - -
own blanched face in the glass. The face of her dead 
lover, Max Lowenstein, returned this night to haunt 
her. "Killed-murdered-out there alone!" 

At last, she knew the dreaded hand which had 
stricken down the man whose lips had sworn so often 
an undying love. 

I 
death, the nameless horrors of the Spanish prison or- 

deal, or secret assassination ! \ 

= I angle of Atares ditch. "It was he," she murmured, 
''who held up the long fraud for these five years since 
my cold-hearted husband died. I t  was his hand, not I 
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law I" 
She laughed aloud, in her nervous fear, at the craft 

- which the dead Ortiz had shown. "He never dared 
to allow me to sign a paper or make a public appear- 
ance. 

"He handled the revenues ! There is nothing to bring 
up against me ! Nothing 1" 

And yet, a nameless terror possessed her. Too 
well she knew that Weyler spared neither innocent nor 
guilty ;too well she knew of white-bosomed women torn 
from their homes at night, to languish in the dungeons 
of Morro and Cabaiias, to be abandoned later to the 
brutal lusts of guardsmen and jailer, and finally to be 
strangled by common hangman, after the fierce negro 
convicts had despoiled the naked bodies of the tremb- 
ling wretches. 

"Never!" she cried, springing to her cabinet and 
secreting a vial of poison and a dagger in her bosom. 

The dagger was the very one which the dead Max had 
wrested from her in her access of jealous fury. The 
poison was a gift of an old Voudoo negro queen. 

How often in the years of her slavery to the unbend- 
ing old Agramonte had she dreamed of mingling 
three drops of the colorless fluid with his morning cof- 
fee. 

Fear, abject physical fear, alone had restrained her, 
for well she knew the old planter would have slain her, 
even were it with the last convulsive grasp of his 
hands. 
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Her eyes fell upon Max Lowenstein's picture, where 
she had thrust it away out of the sight of the saturnine 
Herrera, a lover whom she instinctively feared, and yet 
dared not betray. 

She was at the turning of the roads of life! Her-
; rera's boundless influence over General Wevler was her I 

as she gazed down upon the picture in her hand. "He 
was a matchless swordsman. " Poor Max ! He would 
have slain Manuel Herrera as he did our best duelists, , 

who called him out! I would then have been his slave r 

"And he lied to me-for mere money." I
She threw the picture down in disgust. "The brute 

would not even tell me who brought this girl from 1 
New York! He would have held that secret over me. 
to keep me his slave! And-he did know! I t  is well 
that he died ! If Manuel does not know, he can soon find 
out," she softly smiled, as she ceased, and then whis- 
pered, "I shall make myself beautiful for him." 1 

With a thrill of triumph, she recalled how the strong 1 
man had yielded to her pleadings, and lost in the maze I 
of her clinging arms, had told her all the story .of 1 

" proved the cartridges," were now known to her. 
"This man, Colonel Gomez, he is young, ardent, 

handsome,-" she trembled and then dismissed the 
thought. She well knew that the fierv Herrera would 
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brook no rival, and, with a sinister smile she recalled 
the fact that only the gray-haired Alvarado had been 
brought to the hacienda by the man whose secretly 
prisoned ward she was. La Sevilla was now the Castle 
Perilous for any lovesick swain. 

Cunning, ignorant, vicious, Juana Garcia had early 
learned all the arts of the cafe and the intrigues of the 
streets. 

And now all her past life rose up to aid her ! " I will 
cleave to the strongest, and let the others battle for me. 
Manuel shall be both my slave and my shield. I will 

It came to cheer her that the mysterious claimant, 
that Mercedes Agramonte, whom she had never seen, . 
had already been hidden away for a month in the Visi- 
tacion convent by the crafty Weyler. " He may be 
working slyly on the young girl's ignorance," she 
mused. She well knew that all the private papersbf 
the dead official, her secret partner in crime, had been 
removed. 

This was another lovewon secret of the fiery Manuel, 
given up in a tender mood. 

The beauty drained a glass of fiery cordial, as she 
laid her head upon her pillow. " The governor-general 
has surely only peaceful schemes," she satisfactorily 
decided, " for, he could have reached me any day for 
the last two years, and any hour in the past month ! If  
he sends for me, I have only my womanhood, my igno- 
rance, and Manuel to protect me. As for Max and the 
old miser, Weyler must have learned nothing from 
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them; otherwise, I should have worn handcuffs instead 
of bracelets long before this." 

There was a triumphant smile on the face of la 
Seiiora Juana Agramonte the next day as she drove 
out of her gates in a superb victoria. There was an 
escort of honor riding in front, and, whispering words 
of comfort was her lover, seated at her side. "The 
general desired me, Juana querida, to bring you in 
to Havana to dine with him! He  has often heard of 

for the royal standard floats over you! " I 
With feline quickness, Juana Agramonte veiled her 

rising fears, and, in her mind, swore to give the ten- 
derest gleams of her midnight eyes to the great dic- I 
tator. 1 

On the field where she could fight fair, so far she 
had found all men alike-her willing and easy victims! 
It  was the battleground of her choice ! 

Colonel Herrera laughed merrily as they drove along 
through Marianao to see the administrador civil, pomp- \ 
ously parading the venerable priest, in his volante, ,
through the village street. " The wary old fish has 
at last taken the bait! " he chuckled. " Once that we 

! 

get all we can out of him, when we have trapped his 11 

secret friends, these damned insurgent, crawling spies, 
then his carcass can go to the boneyard, and my friend 
Pablo can get all his gold back! If I can fool this art- 
ful old priest into betraying his flock, then, Don Vale- 



riano will make me a general. It is a day of days-for 
good luck ! " 

When the afternoon shadows told of the approaching 
hour for vespers, Padre Mateo Ruiz was driven home- 
ward in the happiest of moods. I t  was not the handsome 
donation of the administrador for the parish, it was 
not the promise of a repair of the church, but the happy 
news, fettering through an enemy's hands, of the safe 
arrival of the great shipment of arms and munitions 
for which the absent AndrCs Gomez had risked his un- 
happy young life. 

By the happy chance of a passing emissary playing 
the " double spy," the padre had known for two weeks 
that AndrPs had safely returned and joined again the 
heroic Maceo ! His bosom beat with pride to know the 
gallant boy, now a captain of a picked company of one 
hundred irregulars, and already gaining honor on the 
firing lines. 

When the administrador had opened his heart in a 
wooden-horse confidence of the old Trojan brand, the 
priest was secretly entranced with joy ! 

" You see, amigo ~uio," confided Alvarado, " ive 
must close up every rathole! This devil of a Maceo 
appears now with artillery, with a good store of re-
peating arms, and he has successfully landed a heavy 
consignment of dynamite, ammunition, medicines, and 
weapons. Enough is known that he had aid from those 
practiced in the local arrangements of our lines, and 
with powerful friend? here, at  Bahia Honda, and Guan- 
ajay 
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" I n  the last two weeks, a dozen explosions have cost 
us three hundred lives, paralyzed our railroad, and 
damaged us a half-million pesos. General Weyler can 
have you made a Bishop ! You must help us ! Come 
to my house, my friend. Your place at table awaits 
you! Money," he lowered his voice, "you can freely 
demand from me ! No ! Do not deprecate ! I respect 
your holy office. A loyal churchman, you need name 
no names, only indicate to me, to your friend, your fel- 
low-laborer here, how to set the snares ! Let them catch 
themselves ! " 

I t  was indeed a tempting bait! But the sudden ' 

growth of affection of the Bishop of Havana had 
alarmed the old priest, forgotten, in poverty, for twenty 

way can I come to you and aid with my reports- 
secretly, at night! Otherwise, my intimacy with you 
would frighten away the game. The people here would 
take alarm at seeing their poor old priest the intimate 
of your luxurious home! " 

" Rightly said, and wisely judged," decreed the ad- 
ministrador. " I t  shall be as you wish. And all of 
my officials and the military will have orders to avoid 
troubling your church or rectory, for then the net will 
be open-the birds will surely come! " 

To  know Andres safe, successful in his mission, and 
promoted to high rank; to know the Lone Star victo- 
rious by the confession of Weylef's intimates, was a 
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joyous bulletin, but, yet, the ominous message of the 
- - lad grated upon his heart ! 

" Taken away by strangers-nothing known.", The 
words weighed upon his heart like a death sentence! 
" Can Ortiz have discovered the girl through Maria 
Velasco's imprudence, and spirited her away to Spain? 
Poor lamb! I t  is her fair inheritance they would rob, 
for the time has arrived when she should claim her 
own. Even murder, or burial in a Spanish prison con- 
vent, may be her portion ! " 

The old padre was dreaming over the possibilities 
of the sudden departure of the wily administrador, and 
all ignorant of his death. " Some one has betrayed 
her! " he sighed, as he robed himself for vespers. 

I t  was a scene of Oriental luxury in General Wey- 
ler's private dining-room that night, when Colonel Her- 
rera retired to order the orchestra to delight the gover- 
nor-general's fair guest with its superb music. 

The table gleamed with silver and golden plate, and 
Seiiora Juana Xgramonte fo.und that the stern dictator 
knew how to sue with pleading eyes. The general had 
been a courtly host, and, on her chosen battleground, 
the star of old Seville shone out in witching, baleful 
fire. 

The jeweled hand trembled in Weyler's grasp as he 
seized the moment of Herrera's absence. " Sefiora 
Juana," he whispered, with burning accents, " I shall 
come to see your paradise of La Sevilla! I have a 
charge to lay upon your loyal soul! You, lovely one, 
may be a signal friend of Spain. A countess' coronet 
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would become you! Colonel Herrera shall, of my 
coming, advise you! You know the trammels of eti-
quette! But when I come, he can be sent away! I, 
the governor-general, need you ! May I rely upon your 
welcome-upon your secrecy ? " He  kissed her slender 

I ! And the compact was sealed in wine.s ~ a r k l i n ~  I 
1 mingled with kisses ! When, two hours later, the car- 1 

i 
I1 ita Isabel's pretty dovecote. " This handsome she-

devil, Madame Juana, will serve my purpose as a lay 
I figure, now that La Sevilla is ready to drop into my 
1 hands-a rich plum ! And Herrera," he laughed, " will 
1 

I gladly marry her, with a good promotion ! Thank God, 
I have the power! The game now is mine. Now for , 
the pretty pigeon in the convent! She shall flutter 

I down to my wrist! Caral~zba,what a racket Isabel 

i will make! I must keep-the whole matter under the 
i rose ! " 
I I t  was at the hour of ten, when old Padre Ruiz was 

closing the creaking doors of the church at Marianao, 

that a chorus of yells rang out, and a half dozen shots 


I whizzed around him ! As a man rushed into the arch- 


I way, the priest's heart told him of the absent AndrCs' 

fight to reach him with the tidings he craved. When 

old Domingo slowly opened the doors, and the soldiery 

poured In, Padre Ruiz stood in the door of his confes- 

sional box all unmoved. " Search the church if you 



' .' will !" he said, as he sank to his knees in prayer. And 
' .. the baffled bloodseekers found in truth no one ! "The 

a dog has escaped !" they yelled, and rushed out. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

WEYLER TAKES A TRICK. 

I I entry of the sacred precincts of the parish church of 

the old priest, which awed him. 
"Pufzica fidcs, my dear sefior," sturdlly rcmarkec! 

Padre Mateo. " I have never sought fr~endship with 
the Spanish secular authorities. In  twenty ycars of 
tumult, the shadow of the cross on my church has al- 
ways protected even the criminal refugee! This brutal 
intrusion, while I was busied in the confessional-" 

" A fatal mistake," purred the startled civilian 

I n  fact, a carriage soon rattled up to the gate, the 
waiting driver saluting the padre. 

" The fugitive surely entered your church," contin-
ued Alvarado. 

" And ran out at the side door, escaping assassination 
in the house of God ! I am told that he darted through 
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one of the alleys opposite and gained the canefields be- 
yond the town," coldly said the priest. " And now, 
sir, for the first time in fifty years, the -Angelus will not 
ring from Marianao tower ! 

" I have sent word to all the faithful that all re-
ligious observance is suspended by force; I will con-
tinue to say my duty masses in private. I leave the 
living, sir, in your hands! Their blood be on your 
head ! The dead rest in the hands of God ! There lies 
a corpse to-day in the chancel! It will never pass 
armed guards at the door of the house of God ! " 

With a severe bow, the venerable padre strode down 
the walk. He never noticed the startled official hurry- 

, 

ing alone at his side. 
" To the bishop's palace in Havana ! " the priest cried. 

'' Aild, pronto! " I 
In five minutes the administrador reached the 

church, whence the cries of a furious mob resounded. 
I t  was with difficulty that the frightened Alvarado 

could reach Colonel Herrera, who, sword in hand, sat 
upon his horse, only waiting now to give his irritated 
troops the order to fire. 

A motley crowd of men, women, and children were 
pressing up even to the bayonets of the guard. " Vzva 
el padre! Fueran 10s soldados!" resounded on all 
sides. The church side entrances were all closed and 
barred. The main doors were locked, and old Domingo, 
with a cross bearer and four robed acolytes stood bare- 
headed upon the steps. I t  was a crucial moment! A 
defiance to the armv ! 
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"This is your work, colonel," murmured Alvarado. 
"Let me now try my hand! " He whispered to his 
chief a few words and the marquis grimly smiled as-
sent. 

There were stormy cheers when the alcalde promised 
that in half an hour the last soldiers should he with-

with a wave of his sword, Colonel Herrera dismissed 
the main body of the guard. I 
parish priest of Lissa, with his full religious staff, in 1 

The church doors were slo\vly swung open by old 
Domingo, and the sacred procession disappeared with-
in. While the sound of weird chanting arose from the 
dim interior, a body of twenty civil policemen, in plain 
clothes, posted themselves around the church and rec- 

said: " Alvarado, you are a genius! Come over and 
have breakfast with Sefiora Bright Eyes ! This trick 
is worthy of Weyler himself! " 

As the administrador's carriage drove up, old Do-
m i n g ~ ,  the sacristan, trembling with rage, shook his 
fist after the two retreating dignitaries. "AndrCs 
Gomez is lost! " he murmured. " The wolves leave us, 
true, but these lice of Egypt, the police, will never quit 
us by day or night! " 
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I t  was indeed true that the sacristan had fathomed 
Alvarado's crafty design. The humble official had not 
been deceived by the simplicity of Padre Ruiz's man-

. ner. 
" I will trap the old fox now," mused Alvarado. 

" Day and night the civil police shall never quit their 
post! If they have hidden the wounded Cuban spy 
within the church inclosure, he will only leave it for 
the yawning grave ! " 

When, late that night, Padre Ruiz returned from 
the hospitable embraces of the Eishop of Havana, a staff 
officer on the gallop had already carried the apologies 
of the courtly commandant of Marianao for the seem- 
ing sacrilege. 

There n a s  a touch of sarcasm in the words, " Our 
men, trailing a Cuban assassin, who had slain two of 
our sentinels and \vounded a passing staff officer, found 
blood stains leading into the church, and we can find 
no marks of an exit! We did, however, find his h e a ~ y  
revolver, of American manufacture, and one of the new- 
est model ! W e  leave the whole matter with the civil 
authorities and your lordship to explain to the gover- 
nor-general the mysterious translation of the hard-
pressed insurgent spy, who mas in plain view till he 
turned the corner of the church ! " 

Alas! Father Ruiz groaned, in agony of heart, that 
night, as he watched poor Andres Gomez, moaning on 
a bed of pain, in the secret retreat under the tiled roof. 

The heavy ball, passing through the shoulder, had 
mercifully broken no bone, but opium alone would 
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1suffice to  control the sufferer's moans in his fevered 

ravings. There was danger of detection should he rave. 
"He may die, and I never know the truth ! " sorrow-

fully cried the padre. " Only Domingo and I are left 
to guard him. I dare not summon a surgeon. On 
feast days and Sundays we must both be in the church! 
\Vhom will God raise up to help us now ! I dare trust to 

On his way to Havana, he had warned all the secret 1 
junta to avoid the rectory. 

1 
And now, in these exciting times. the only intelli- 

I 
j 	 gence station of the desperate Cubans left unsealed by 

I 	 Colonel Herrera's vigilance mas useless to all the 
friends of liberty, whether within or nrithout the lines! 

! 	 " H e  can tell me nothing; some great design may 

I 
I 	 fail through his mental aberration, and, i f  he dies, I 

may lose forever the story of Mercedes Agramonte. 

I All the next three days, by the bedside of the young 
captain of irregulars, the sacristan and priest anxiously 

1 	 relieved each other. The swarming police spies hovered 
without, and the sole barrier betmeen the inmates of the 
rectory and a shameful death was the frail lock of the 
priest's private oratory and the fear of a further sacri- 
lege. Even by stealth, Domingo and his master dared 
not g o  out and seek the drugs and remedies needed for 
the severely wounded youth. 

Well they knew that every spy in the three towns was 
now eager to earn the reward of five hundred Alfonsos 
now posted for the body, dead or alive, of the mounded 
Cuban spy, who had been discovered hidin, u between 
some cars on a side Y of the military road. 



Trained to dissimulation, however, by the sad creed 
of war, and a life spent under the tyranny of Spanish' 
officials, the padre calmly received the profuse apologies 
of Colonel Herrera and the administrador on their 
formal visit, when the excitement had somewhat sub- 
sided. His faded eye never drooped when Colonel 
Herrera spoke of the tell-tale blood stains leading only 
in one direction. 

" I t  may be so, sefior colonel," placidly answered the 
priest. " I saw nothing of these blcod stains. As you 
remember, it rained heavily all the night after the 
shooting, and I presume that both the incoming and 
outgoing marks are now gone! And, besides, a mob 
of a thousand have trampled my poor gardens into a 
brickyard." 

The baffled officials were forced to be mute before 
this \\-ily anslver, and yet, as they drove away, Herrera 
struck the pommel of his s~vord in anger. " The old 
black robe knon s something ! " 

I t  was true! Padre Ruiz knew of the staggering 
fugitive crouching on that night in the dim confessional 
box, while he, kneeling and covering him with his robe, 
only rose to stand at the door of the little cabinet while 
the soldiers rushed through the church. I t  was a frail 
defense, but it saved a life for Cuba-the shadow of that 
black robe ! 

He knew, too, that the blood of the victim had sunk 
into the porous red tiles of the church floor, and of DO- 
mingo's care in effacing the last trace. 

" Thank God ! " he cried. " There were no papers 
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on AndrPs! " A careful search had revealed nothing, 
and the poor, gaunt insurgent captain now lay clad 
in clerical garb. His face had been closely shaven, his 
locks clipped, and his countryman's disguise was laid 

, away in a niche in the crypt below the high altar. 
I The useless cartridge belt had been burned, and the I 

I tell-tale cartridges all buried deep in the adjoining de- , 
I serted Campo Santo. 
I O n  his knees before the shrine, where, for thirty 
I years, he had prayed for Cuban liberty, the broken 

I old man implored the mercy of God ! " If he dies, we 
i may not be able to safely remove the poor hero's body; 
i if he lives, he is locked in a cave of death! We can 

never get him out of here ! " so sadly mused the sorrow- 
I 

ing man. " His poor, wounded body closes the last 
i channel left open for Maceo's dispatches, and, my God!i
I i that ma! not be lost while he lies in that dreadful 

! stupor! Discovery means annihilation for all of us! " 
1 The neek \\hich ~ a s s e d  bv in horrible. crawl in^ 

.
I i administrador civil assured the ecclesiastic that he I 

would never be annoyed again by the military. " My 
chosen men are peaceful, civil, quiet, and sober! YOU 
will be relieved soon, my dear padre, from all further 1 .  

!I 	 anxiety. His Excellency, Governor-General Weyler, is 
coming himself to make a house-to-house canvass of the 
three towns ! The lurking spy will surely be found, and, 
then, I can get his order to relax my precautions for 
your safety! " 

\\'ith a sinking heart, the priest learned of this im- 1, 
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pending visit. " We are trapped--doomed-lost !" he 
moaned, as he tossed upon his sleepless couch that night. 
And yet he dared make no sign of his inner sorrows! 

By noon the next day, the whole lines of Marianao 
knew that the governor-general, with a brilliant staff 
of fifty officers, was quartered at El Recreo de la.: Tr6s 
Rosas, on the pleasant -heights of Buena Vista, two 
miles from the church. 

The distant clamor of battle was borne back from 
the front, where three heavy columns were endeavor- 
ing to pierce the fastnesses of Pinar del Rio. 

The three towns now swarmed with wounded; the 
shriek of the troop trains resounded and the dead-carts 
were ever busy in their rough, jolting volrages to the 
teeming charnel at La Playa. 

I t  was Domingo who warned his master, on his re- 
turn from a secret medical foraging expedition, that a 
cordon of trebled pickets had been drawn simultaneous- 
ly around the three towns of Marianao, Quemados, and 
Lissa, and that a house-to-house search was going on- 
the civil inhabitants being forbidden to stir abroad until 
it was achieved. 

Through the streets of Marianao, in the splendor of 
the setting sun, came the stern dictator riding with an 
escort of lancers, and followed by a superbly uniformed 
retinue. 

Some vague premonition of suspicion led the padre 
out to the doors of his church. And there, while the ser- 
geants' squads were rudely rushing through house after 
house of the pretty town, the old man was forced to si- 
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lently follow the governor-general in his keen examina- 
tion of the church interior. Old Domingo led the glit- 
tering bevy of staff officers through the various offices 

' 
and outbuildings, while the fearless priest answered the 
harsh general's pertinent queries. 

I t  was sword against gown, and the craft of the 
churchman at last triumphed! But, with a quaking 
heart, Padre Ruiz gazed at the handsome young colonel, 
who, from his prPcis book, supplied all the lapses of the I 
great man's memory. 

When the general at last mounted his horse and clat- 
tered away, Padre Ruiz sank, ashen pale, upon a bench ,
" Follow-follow on ! Hasten, Domingo ! " he whis- 

the aged priest fell into a deadly swoon, gasping: " It 
can not be! There are no more of the accursed race! " 

For three ~vretched suspects had been dragged forth 
from hiding, and shot forthwith under the lindens of 
AIarianao. 

Colonel Herrera \\-as absent casting the dragnet in ]
Quemados, and Colonel JosC Gomez was also charged 1 
with a careful selection of the doomed ones from the 
score of poor victims caught in the purlieus of Lissa. 
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can be fusilladed next week! I t  will keep the example 
fresh in mind !" 

The governor-general smiled as he gazed on the 
beauty of Sefiora Juana Agramonte. I t  had been a 
masterstroke of Michiavelian policy which had domi- 
ciled the petulant Sefiorita Isabel Fulana at the Recreo 
de las Rosas, and now that his handsome junior aide 
and the embarrassing Herrera were busied for a good 
twenty-four hours, the ruler of Cuba proposed to have a 
few meaning private words with the woman whose 
beauty fairly startled him on this soft summer night. 

A rifle shot away, the startled priest was studying 
the features of the sleeping AndrCs. " A  Spanish 
colonel of the staff, a stranger to Cuba-it is a wonder- 
ful resemblance-and yet, Domingo tells me that this 
young stranger, Weyler's favorite aide, has been here 
only a year! Thank God, there can be nothing of the 
dead past to haunt this poor soul! A hero in rags- 
a knight of old in a beggar's tatters-hunted like a 
wounded stag by the scent of his own blood ! " 

As he leaned tenderly over the young man, Andres 
opened his eyes with a first glimmer of returning rea- 
son ! " Padre ! padre ! " he whispered, as the old man 
leaned in ecstasy above him. " I brought the arms in ! 
Our Lone Star is advancing, and Cuba shall be free! " 
Then, the blessed angels of sleep came and ministered 
unto him, while Mateo Ruiz fell on his knees thanking 
God for a life yet spared. 

The murmur of angels' wings alone trembled in that 
holy cell of refuge, as the prayers of the venerable priest 
faltered from his lips. 
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I t  was merry now in Juana Agramonte's boudoir, 
where Valeriano Weyler, led along by the pride of the 
eye, the music of a thrilling voice, and the witching 
presence of the woman who delayed the fatal moment, 
was dreaming olden dreams in that passing scene so 
fair. 

Under the velvet lashes, the pleading Spanish eyes 
were fixed upon him, and the careless touch of Juana's 
rounded arm drew away the crafty schemes for a mo- 
ment from his spider web. 

" How is it that your beauty n-as veiled from me so 
long, 111iq ~ i e ~ i d a ?the gencral said, his eye falling be-" 

fore the burning passion of the woman who now fought 
for life on her own vantage ground. 

There were tears, dian~ond tears, trembling on her 
fringing lashes as, with a heaving breast, she told all 
the story of her slavery to Romero Agramonte. 
" Alone, young, a stranger in a strange land, seiior 
gobernador, I was left in the hands of that cold-hearted 
miser, Pablo Ortiz ! What do we Spanish wives know 
of laws, of rights, of justice? Here, on this lonely do-
main, he was my legal master! I was as wax in his 
hands. And he buried me here-a living corpse ! " 

" Tell me all, Juana," eagerly cried Weyler, as he 
drew her head down upon his breast ! " On the honor 
of a Castilian, you shall be sheltered by my name, pro- 
tected by my sword ! " 

Their eyes met, the unspoken question was answered, 
and Juana Agramonte lied for her life, as the trembling 
Circassian wrenched from the blue Georgian hills, lies, 



in wordless passion play, to become the hidden tyrant of 
a sultan's heart ! 

I t  was an hour later in the garden, under the listening 
roses, that the dictator bethought him of the fair-
bro~ved girl prisoned do\vn there in the Visitation con-
vent! H e  had in these last days traversed the superb 
savannahs of L a  Sevilla, and the archives of the dead 
Ortiz had given him all the details of the revenues. I t  
was a princely heritage! Here was a golden Atlantis 
and a guardian angel for the realm ! 

" Il'ill you give me your life, Juana, for the Crown- 
for Spain-for myself, if I give you my heart? '' 

There n a s  the pressure of burning palms, the meet- 
ing of fevered lips in answer. " I kno\v that you have 
told me the truth, and now I tell you that your old 
enemy xi11 trouble J ou no more. Pablo Ortiz will never 
return from Spain ! 

" There is a girl, the child you told me of-the one 
ivho was carried away to Spain ! She lives, she is near 
us no~v-even here, in Havana ! The  church has a long 
memory, and I dare not hide her forever! But," he 
whispered, " she kno\\-s nothing! She is alien to your 
hlood-to mine ! 

" You shall live and die mistress of La Sevilla-you 
shall be a secret queen in Havana-you shall rule my 
heart-if you will only do my biddiqg! " 

The head of the dancer was 110117 resting on his bosom 
and he read the answer in her eyes. 

" Herrera ! " she whispered. " I fear him ! " H e r  
faltering whisper was smothered in a storm of kisses. 

" H e  is my creature! " cried Weyler. " You are  
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sacred to me from this nlonient ! I will send him away 
to Santiago, thence he shall go  on to Spain on recruiting 
duty! " 

" I will place young Gomez here in command, and to 
shield us from these lying creole tongues, I will send to 
you a trusted friend, a woman of rank, to remainihere 
with this girl. I dare not brave the church too far! She 

monte was a Cuban cur-his first \\rife of the same 
traitor blood. This callow girl is of the rebel spawn. I 

The stars looked down upon their guilty compact, 
and, with murmuring vows, as she lay in his arms, they I 

Weyler went happily away, musing: " I alone know 
the history; the priests are baffled, the others are all 
dead! " mused the general, as he rode away to Buena 
Vista. " The stake is three millions ! With this wom- 
an I can win! The game is on, and I have taken the I,
first trick !" H e  laughed as he rode along. " After a14 
she can only turn the girl over to my fancy ! They are 
both in my power! " 



\ 

CHAPTER VIII. 

The lines of Marianao quivered under the unceasing 

gadfly attacks of the Cuban insurgents in the long 

months which followed the secret compact between Don 

Valeriano Weyler and the now reckless mistress of La  

Sevilla. 


The summer rains were ceasing and the bare zone of 

death between the lines was marked no more by the red 

fires of war! There n a s  nothing left to burn! 


From sheer self-protection, the burly spider of Ha- 

vana had been forced to throw out a chain of strong 

battalions five miles beyond his barbed-wire trocha and 

his bristling advanced rifle-pits ! The reconcentrado 

zone n a s  now only Xceldama-a field of blood; Gol- 

gotha, a place of skulls-for the sword had swept off 

all the arms-bearing men-starvation had carried'away 


/-
the ghastly-eyed \\omen and the plaintive, hollow-

cheeked children. 


The mask had now been dropped by both sides. 

There was 110 black flag carried by either royalist or 

insurgent, but the black heart guided the bloody hand ! 

The absence of the wary Colonel Herrera was deplored 

by the suffering troops, for Colonel JosC Gomez, the 

new commander of the lines, had found a daily task 




of special duty lingering a t  the feet of fair Seiiorita 
Isabel Fulana, still queening it at Euena I'ista. 

R4urmurs and mutinies now fiiled the iantl. The 
Spanish flag \\-as going backward ! Even in Havana, the 
fierce " peninsulares " growlet1 at  Weyler's contitlued 
failures, for even the heaviest columns of Spanish 
troops failed to reach the ha\\k's nest, whence the re- 
morseless Antonio Maceo darted clown upon unpro- 
tected flanks and rear!  The  buzzards followed the 
beaten hounds who penetrated Pillar del Rio's gloomy 
gorges, and stayed to  fatten upon the awful harvest of 
the slain ! 

Even the boy king, busied nit11 his marbles in the 
Escurial; the haughty regent, and the grim Council of 
IVar in far-away Madrid, knew now that Weyler's 
heavy flail only beat the empty air!  

The enraged governor-general now made his head- 
quarters at  La  Sevilla for half the sultry summer days, 
urging to the front crowded trainloads of his unwilling 
conscript victims! The cuartel general was located 
down in Quemados, but the blue and silver of the 
Spanish lancers guarded the beautiful oasis of La Se- 
villa, the one green spot in all this red lvreck of war! 
S o  one now left the sheltering lines of the blockhouses 
around the triune towns, for some mystic influence 
scemed to divulge all the sly plans which were made only 
by the governor-general and his chief of staff, JOS; 

Gomez. And yet these plans all failed ! 
" It is beyond all reason," raged Weyler. " I give 

Gomez his secret orders here--only here. He is true- 
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that I can swear to !Fear alone would keep him faithful ! 
He saw that fool Ortiz die-it was an object-lesson 
not to be lost! I am true to Spain, Valga me Dios, and 
besides us, there is only the household ! " 

As the general spoke, his eyes fell upon the pale, 
proud face of the orphaned girl, Mercedes Agramonte, 
seated submissively at the side of Seiiora Juana Agra- 
monte, and that stately dame, Donna Dolores de Val- 
masida, whom Juana knew but too well, now was 
Valeriano Weyler's keeper of the Castle Perilous. 

kyhen, a week after the entente cordiale between the 
governor-general and the lady of La Sevilla, Sefiora de 
Valmaseda, had arrived at La Sevilla with the fair 
young prisoner of the Visitacion convent, there was 
not an eyebrow lifted in the three towns. 

Fear kept all aloof from the dangerous presence of 
the dictator, and the " gente fina " were all scattered. 
The rich had refuged in either of two continents-
the " officiales " kept their distance perforce, and the 
" hoi polloi "thanked God for the distance, which in this 
case left no enchantment. 

Havana province, " from olden usage," accepted the 
ambulatory court of the governor-general \vithout a 
query! I t  had been ever the same-the great Concha- 
$artinez Campos, the courtly-Weyler, and all their 
other rulers, whether king, stork, or log, possessed a 
plenitude of " nieces," " cousins," and women " rela-
tives," all strangely fair to view, and very few of these 
stricken in years ! 

Trade paralyzed, agriculture dead, the shop empty, 
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the mart idle, from Havana to Santiago, from Matanzas 
to Cienfuegos, all waited " beneath the furnace blast," 
for the final crash of the pine against the palm. 

" Los Yankees " seemed, to friend and foe alike now, 
to be the only barrier between the unhappy people of the 
'"siempre fie1 isla de Cuba " and an utter annihilation! 

IYithal, terror stalked abroad, rapine ruled by day 
and murder by night ! The half-starved soldiery lived 
on the s ~ o i l  of the land or the crumbs of their thievinv 

officers, and the gilded aristocrats of Weyler's przto- 
rian guards ravaged the family circle and turned night - 1 

I into day over the dice-box and the wine-cup. 
I In  fetid Havana, the slimy crabs of corruption, the 
, 
I 

cormorants of commerce, craftily divided their rob- 
beries with the officials. xvl~ile an armv nrithout courage. 
purpose, or hope was driven to the front, but scantily 
furnished forth, to die under the rcmorseless machete, 
or else writhe in the agonies of " el vomito." 

Aild yet, the pompous dispatches of Valeriano Wey- 
ler were weekly cabled to Spain-" The pacification is 
progressing." It  \\-as the peace of death. the truce 
of the grave, the mute armistice of annihilation! 

Sefiora de l'almasida had easily dropped into her 
r61e of running mate to Juana Agramonte. While the 
tide of mad revel ran high around Marianao, the swim- 
ming sea of superb luxury quietly mantled in sapphire 
and gold around La Sevilla. 

1 I And yet, as the governor-general eyed the three la- 
dies upon the porch on this summer afternoon, he 
blushed to own that he dared not face the clear, honest 

j/
I 

I 

-. I 

b 
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eyes of the slim stranger, the simple, convent-bred girl, 
who, even yet, was ignorant of her rights as the legal 
heiress of the only flourishing plantation left in Havana 
province. 

It had been a marvelously well adjusted scheme! 
Once a week the Lady Superioress of the Visitacion 
convent came out, drawn by her ambling mules, to 
visit " her dear pupil! " The Bishop of Havana had 
reported, " after due inquiry," that he was uncertain 
kvhether the putative Rlercedes Agramonte was not, 
after all, only the natural daughter of the dead adminis- 
trador civil, who had given her the name of " Dolores 
Perez," a collateral family name of his own. Inter arms 
silent leges. The hurigry lawyers, the club circles, the 
sly bankers, the crouching jackals of the press were 
all silent, and so, there was no voice of the past to awak- 
en any lingering childish memories in the breast of Mer- 
cedes Agramonte. 

A daily report of the \vatchful Sefiora Valmaseda, the 
heart confidences of Juana, and an examination of all 
the unsuspecting girl's letters to her far-away Amer- 
ican schoolmates pfoved her pure mind to be as un- 
ruffled as " still St. hlary's lake, where the swan floats 
doubleswan and shadow." 

The chains which bound \;Creyler to the prehensile 
Juana were forged heavier daily by the artfully hidden 
intercourse. The possession of the estate was undis- 
turbed, and the one lurking danger, the omniscient 
Church, seemed to be now fenced off by the double spies 
hovering around the young heiress. 



Unmoved by the horrors of the distant war, Mercedes 
Agramonte walked around the p~rad i se  of La Sevilla, 
a Una among the lions-" the norld forgetting, by the 
world forgot." 

" I am as yet no nearer the legal title," growled the 
impatient Weyler. " I was a fool to bring her here." 
And yet he reflected that if he had not toted the child 
on from S e w  York, time would have, in some strange 
revenge, revealed to her the storq of the waiting wealth ! 

" I must get this place into m y  hands," he growled. 
" What if I marry her to Gornez! And then, send him 
away to Spain-well rewarded ! The old arrears to the 
C r o ~ r n  could be brought up in court and I could con- 
demn the estate! " 

Then the fascinating shape of Juana rose up before 
his eyes. " She \vculd soon knoiv all ! God knows what 
her clraft may lead her to! " He decided to wait, for 
Juana Agramonte was now his keenest spy, trying'to 
unearth the secret 3f the local junta of insurgents, who 
still defied him. For, though none could come in or out 
of the lines, his baffled plans told him of enemies within 
the gates. 

The wounded Cuban spy had never been appre-
hended, and even the tireless Administrador Alvarado 
owned that old Padre Ruiz had foiled him ! The severe 
face of the priest rose up before the altar in the old 
church-the straggling black-robed women still haunted 
the deserted church, and the civil police, keenly guard- 
ing the " iglesia " and the Campo Santo, reported no, 
suspicious prowling around the suspected locality ! 
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The hospitalities of thc admini'strador and even the 
governor-general's adroit courtesies \\ere all coldly re- 
pelled by the astute old man, who artfully kcpt the 
shadow of the cross between him and his enemies 

Only the old padre and this delicate girl, seated there 
on the portico, had managed to I;eep out of the reach of 
Weyler's spies, and a sudden thought possessctl the dic- 
tator as one day he saw the black-rohetl 1Icrcetlcs IIIO\ c' 

away toward the church, wit11 a s t ~ i r t l ~  serving-\roman 
in her train. The fan ancl prayer-11ool; tolcl of l ~ c r  des- 
tination-the fair face \ \as hidden by thc fringing man- 
tilla. 

The uneasy general rose, and,  l~itltling Scfiora \-al- 
maseda follolv him. hc \ralliccl (lo\\-n i ~ t o  the q;~rdcn.  
with a significant glance to Juana. s\\ inging there in 
her hammock, a risioii of Sevillan l~cauty.  

I n  the leafy retreat. \-aleriano \T7e! lcr gazed fisedl!. 
at  the \vonian of fifty \\hose rich dar1.r eyes alone s p o l i ~  
of a beauty long flcd. 

"Dolores." he kindly said. "you ant1 I hare  been 
friends since I 11-as the penniless lieutenant, and you-
the star of Havana! In  all this hell on earth. I truct 
only you !" The duenna choked back a sob for her lost 
youth. 

"Tell me," he  earnestly said, " ~ r h a t  manner of child 
is this ?" 

" She is a sealed book, Valeriano," earnestly said Do- 
lores. " Juana she seems to instinctively dislike ! I have 
noted her quiet avoidance. T o  me, she is ever the 
same-gentle, quiet, and yet unapproachable. H e r  
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daily books, of course, are in the language I read not. 
Her  letters you all see; her occupations are her birds, 
the flowers, her music, her painting, her reading, and 
\vithal. she keeps up a proud reserve that I dare not 
break in upon. Only the Church, the Church, always 
the Church, is her passion! Twice a day al~vays does 
she go to the croaking old padre over there ! She labors 
at the altar; she has re-dressed all the shrines ; she goes 
to confession meekly, and hardly a day but that old Inez 
does not carry a huge basket laden with delicacies over 
to the padre. I have been afraid for her going out at 
night, but the police, of course, know them both! " 

" How-she goes out at night? " cried the startled 
general. 

"Often," placidly answered Dolores, smoothing down 
her silk gown with her plump hands, sparkling with 
diamonds. "You are always busied with Juana," she 
faltered, " and I have no power over her! " 

The man \\-I10 trusted at heart no humail being was 
now thrilling with a new suspicion. 

"Damnation !" he cried, "I must look into this! Tell 
me, is there no sleek young neophyte, no lingering gal- 
lant, no smooth-faced young clerical voluptuary, over 
there?" 

"Only poor old Domingo and the grizzled padre," 
laughed Dolores. " A weather-beaten Don Juan and a 
moribund Leporello, both of them on the edge of their 
graves !" 

JVeyler stooped and kissed the hand of his love of the 
bygone years ! " Watch her," he whispered. " She is 

e " 

1 



Cuban born, Cuban blood, she bears a Cuban heart! If 
the young monkey mascluerades under a guise of piety, 
then you must detect her! You are not too old to wear 
a diamond necklace ! S o t  a wort1 of this to Juana !" 

" Trust to me, \7aleria~~o,"sighed the duenna, as 
\il;eyler lit a cigar antl ~valketl rapidly away, leaving the 
now ailxious woman to a host of new imaginings. 

" Perhaps," she murmurecl, " in far-ofi ;\nlerica, 
among the ' hereticos ' s l ~ cmay have learned tleceit." 

Whereat certain t \~ inxt . s  of co~iscience I~rought  back 
her own precocious youthiul (lays. S o  one knows in " 

hoiv many \vays a Spanish \\-oman can cleccive! " she 
murmuretl, as she plucketl a rose, antl sauntered np to 
the now desertetl portico. 

Tt \\as tlirrc (lays :liter \\hen Dolores \\-as enabled 
to whisper to the general that Inez, the self-constitutetl 
attendant of the !.ouiig heiress. \\-as the \I-iclo\\- of a 
Cuban insurgent. \\-I10 hat1 1)een 1;illetl t ~ v o  seasons be- 
fore. " This is the Ijcginning of the necklace," laughed 
\\'ej-ler, as I IC  tire\\- a rich ring from his finger. 
" l17atch the pretty dove ! Do not disturl, her ! Let her 
go out as she \\ill ! " 

That night, Coloi~cl JosP Gon~ez sat late, receiving ccr- 
tain confidential instrtlctious from his chief at  Euena 
Vista, and the sparkling-eyed seiiorita, Isabel Fulana, 
blessed the happ)- chance \vhich had brought her prince- 
ly lover back to her in such a high good humor. H e  
had stolen away from " his duties " at L a  Sevilka to lay 
a little snare, all of his own devising. 

The governor-general merrily noted next'day an old 
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beggar woman who skillfully stole along after Seiiorita 
Mercedes Agramonte and her attendant maid, as they 
wended their way to the two o'clock mass of the fiesta! 
I n  godless, loveless, heartless, hopeless Cuba, every 
other day is Sunday, or a "grande fiesta." 

Three times a day Colonel JosC Gomez now paused, 
on his half-Arab barb, to exchange a few words with 
the old beggar woman, who had found a little lair in 
the one long street whence the church door could be 
seen. 

And General T'aleriano Weyler at the table now keen- 
ly watched the blooming roses of the young girl's cheeks 
deepen daily. " Is that only Cuba's balmy air? " he 
murmured. His practiced eyes caught the fluttering 
signal flags of love ! 

I t  was at the vesDer hour. a week later. when Mer-
cedes Agramonte stole quietly into the little sacristy of 
the church, with her little hands straining,at a heavy 
basket. The brown-skinned maid, kneeling before the 
nearest altar, knelt in an agony of prayer. Without, 
only the tramp of the police or the cries of the street 
venders disturbed the brooding silence. 

"Come. mv dauphter !" whisnererl P2dre R i ~ i z ."the 

, - - - - - - - -

-I----


way is open now ! I will follow !" 
And up the stairway into the loft the li~ht-footed 

0
I 	 maiden sprang, blushing as old Domingo smiled, stand- 
ing there ready to wheel the movable altar against the 

I 
I unmasked door. Mercedes' Cuban heart had awakened ! 

When Padre Ruiz entered the little attic, AndrCs 
Gomez and Mercedes were seated, hand-in-hand, their 

I 

I 
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young eyes meeting in the sweet ecstasy of a first love. 
ci 1s it for to-night ? "gravely asked the priest. " Yes," 

resolutely answered AndrCs. "hlercedes has brought 
me here the servant's clothes-the passport is ready- 
the carriage will be waiting under Buena Vista hill, to- 
night at ten o'clock !There is no moon ! 

"The boat will lie off the Maquina wharf, and a man 
waits at Domingues' house in Havana to take me to it. 
Once on the steamer ' La Aguila,' the Scotcl~ engineer 

' 
will put me down in the fireroom. There are to be 
clothes on the boat! I \\,ill throw the womanish dis- 
guise overboard !" 

The old priest's voice was solemn in its accents as he 
said : "Kneel down, my children ! Let me bless you !" 
When the lovers rose. Padre Ruiz seized a hand of 
each ! " Say adios, now ! I \trill leave you-for to-night 
-there must be not a moment's delay ! Once that you 
pass the town limits. you are safe, And& ;but, delay not 
an instant, to-night! I will return and give you, An- 
d r e ~ ,  my last advice! Remember my signal ! Three 
light raps below !" 

Around the two orphans hovered God's angels as they 
murmured their loving farewell. AndrPs Gomez, in his 
plain garb of the student, was now pale-faced, but his 
manly figure belied the somber hue of the ecclesiastic. 

Strength and vigor had returned, and all a lover's 
light shone in his burning eyes! "You have saved my 
life, beloved Mercedes," he fondly whispered. "I go 
only to claim you when the Lone Star flies in triumph 
Over Havana !" 
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"Ah ! God !" cried Mercedes, "There is the danger- 
ous path-the sea-the exile-the return-the battle-
field !" 

"God will bring me back to you," he cried. "Life 
has brought us together, not death ! You are my other I 
heart, my other soul !" 

' IYhile they murmured the last pledges of a deathless 
love. below. in the church door, the old ~ r i e s t  eved the 

~ i ~ t lh t  drew o ~ i t  his last peso to place in her ~vrinkled 
hand. 

" l l a y  God reuard 1ou," croaked the old woman, as 
the priest, startled by the declining sun, went back into 
the church. In five minutes, the graceful form of Mer-
cedes Agramonte appeared at the open door. , 

Standing there, in the flush of her beauty, the maiden 
of nineteen was a marvel of n itching beauty. 

Tall and slender, her wistful eyes shone with the 
fawn's innocent glance, her dark hair veiled a brow 
serene and unshadoned by sin ; her delicate lips were 
moving still on a prayer for the gallant soldier for whose 
life she was now risking her own. 

Behind her, walked Inez, whose face darkened as the 
old hag stretched out her hand for an alms. 

"It is bad luck!" she murmured. "My God! if we 
should fail-then-death alone awaits us both!" They 
were in the tiger's jaws ! 

But, serene and stately, the young goddess walked 
swiftly down the street where peon and soldier, officer 



and smug shopkeeper gazed reverently at the Rose of 
Marianao ! For who there did not now know the angel 
of the poor ! 

The fair girl passed on, her heart beating high with 
love and hope ! "It is the day of all days for the escape. 
The general is absent for three days at Pinar del Rio; 
it is the darkest night of the month; the steamer with 
one trusted friend ;our faithful allies in Havana are a11 
ready ! No ! There can be no failure now !" 

And so in the golden sunset she saw only the promise 
of God's mercy and a happy sunrise; knowing of An- 
drks' final release from his long imprisonment. 

A messenger was to bring back to Padre Ruiz the 
news of the passing out beyond Morro's guns of the 
hero of her girlish heart. 

For, love had drawn her to the altar of the church; 
the old priest had trusted to her innocent soul; for he 
had found an ardent Cuban heart beating in the breast 
of the beautiful orphan. 

The story of her lonely girlhood, gained in the con- 
fesslonal, had unlocked the old man's heart, and he easily 
fathomed the design of the governor-general. To  gain 
by a marriage with some minion, or  a compliant relative, 
the control of the vast estates of La Sevilla 1 

Long had the priest pondered before he brought the 
young people together; but, Cuba's cause prevailed, 
and-in the face of impending death-the flower of love 
had blossomed. "Remember, my daughter," he had 
said with pride, "not even the butcher, Weyler, dare tear 
you from my altar ! The Bishop of Havana has told me 

I 
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that, as an orphan, you are a ward of the church, and- 
here-at the shrine of the Blessed Virgin is your one 
refuge and your only safeguard ! Inez, faithful heart, 
will warn me of any danger !" And ilfercedes had be- 
come a heroine for love's sake! There she could defy 
even IVegler! It  xvas, indeed, through the innocent 
hands of the Rose of blarianao that all the deadliest se- 
crets of the hidden local junta now reached tlie strug-
gling heroes in the far-away blue hills of Pillar! iller-
cedes and her maid mere ilIaceo's last trusted spies 
Inez Ortega laughed, in a bitter triumph, ~vhen, at night, 
she ~ v o t ~ l d  steal out from Valeriano JITeyler's love re- 
treat and then bear away to the sixarming human hive 
of Lissn, the ciphers which baffled every move of the in- 
furiated general ! 

Cehind his chair at table--listening at every door--the 
harefooted Cuban mozos and soft-cyed waiting girls 
iccretly watched their haughty enemy ;and Inez nightly 
sallied forth, unscathed, a humble courier, to revenge 
tlie man n h o  had fallen before the merciless Spanish 
rifles ! 

And, on this night of nights, she lvould seal her final 
triumphant revenge accomplished. The underground 
railroad would be safely cleared away at last! For 
Padre Ruiz had secretly conveyed all the incriminating 
vieapons Into the crypt below, and walled them up with 
Domlngo's aid ;a serving boy was to sleep above in the 
attic ; and then, the searchers would be welcome at the 
open door. The new meeting place was to be the com- 
mon gathering-place at the water fountains near Lissa. 

I 



There would be nothing left to incriminate anyone in 
the church. Prudence had already devised other meet- 
ing places for the secret junta of Cuban sympathizers. 
On the street; at  the market ; on the r a ~ l \ \  ay , and ljy 
dint of innocent visits to Havana thcv p ~ s s e d  from 
mouth to mouth their datlgerous secrets A\lltl I n c ~  
would safely pass them on ! 

When the distant sei~tinels ca!lcd off the liour of ten. 
with a wildly beating heart. llercedcs \qramonte stole 
along the main street of l larianao,  folio\\ etl 1)) her tall, 
rawboned lvaiting-\\ oman, Incz, the 11ra\ t. go-bctn ce:i 
of the rebels. Seitlier the graceful gr-l ~ior thc tall half- 
breed wido\v salv the IurLing form of tile ;,,ggar \\ oninn 
hobbling along in the shatlo\\ s l ~ c l ~ i ~ i t l  Rut, thz thanl 
old spy was eager for 11-cj ler's gal11 ! '.Ilia 1 There is 
a little plot here," chucl\lctl thc liaq. 

" Wait for me here, Incz." \I liispcrctl the irighteiie 1 
girl, as she pushetl her maitl into a tlai-1, n.i;le of the oltl 

1 church portico. "Follol\ me 11o1:ie. 1; i t l~ciuta wortl. 
after he leaves me." faltered the gallal-t o~-pli.u~ girl, \\!lo 
boldly risked her life to s a w  the \\ ountlctl ip! -the dar-

I ing soldier of the Lone Star!  llcrcctlcs stole alone into 
1 the darkelled church, passing the gusrtl-lines of t11c 

police without raising her head. 
I n  five minutes she returned, follo\\ed 11y a peasant 

woman bearing a bundle. Ou t  into the tlarkness they 
passed, crossing the street and rapidly turning a corner 
to the eastward. 

There, in the shadows, the disguised soldier bent his 
head down and passionately kissed the girl's lips. I t  
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Ivas love's fatal imprudence "For God ,  for  Cuba; for 

1 our love, darling! Go! Andr65," she whispcrtd, as 
it11 resolute hands she p ~ ~ s h e dh ~ mforward " Hasten, 

my beloved ;not a moment can you xvait 1 " 

1 bVith her tremhl~ngfinger, she traced the stgn of the
1 cross on 111s forehead, and then. k ~ s s i n ghtm paksionate-
I

1 I 
I\-, fled back along the street to ~5 here Inez anaited her. 

Their retreating figures \ \ere soon 1q5t 111 the gloom 
of night. The  young soldler darted forward into a 
cornfield, folloived by the crouching beggar \iroman; 

1 and, as the old police spy cast a s ~ ~ l e ' h r rasjumed in-
! firmity, she \\laved her hand to a dozen liorsemen. who 

I 
I swiftlj rode out of a side street 

I At her side the leader bent d o ~ v nfor instructions. 
I "Send your men all round the field," she cried 'He is

I making for Havana, disguised as a \\roman ! Gallop 
do\vn to Colonel Gomez! Ride for your life!" 

I 111five minutes, Colonel Jose Gomez was galloping
I 

I d o ~ v nthe Euena Vista road! HIS orders were to trap 1 
the whole party ! The  field was now ~ u r r r ~ u t ~ d e dby the 
horsemen, and Colonel Gomez's heart beat in triumph,

I as he saw the two lights of a carriage waiting there 
under the hill by the ravine leading out of the field. 

I n  ten minutes, the wild riders were skirting the road, 
along which the carriage trundled eas~ly.  "I will get 
the whole nest now;  I will soon be a general! " the 1 

I
colonel exulted. H e  was moving leisl~relyalong w h a  
his lieutenant rode out of the cornfieid. I 

I 
"Quick," whispered Gomez. "Dash back to Que-

mados and telegraph on to the guard a t  Buena Vista to 1 



arrest every carriage passing down the road! Have a 
platoon ready ; this fellow may be armed and desperate ! 
I will follo~v on ! Aly revolver shots will bring the men 
to my aid !" 

A league down the road, the lights of Euena Vista 
shone out, and as the covered carriage crawled slowly 
along in the darkest s l ~ a d o n ~ s  an  hour later, there was 
the dash of l~orsemen, as Colonel Gomez rode up  with a 
triumphant shout. 

A brief struggle; the rising and falling of carbine 
butts, and then, securely tied and gagged, the wounded 
Xndrks was soon 1) ing unco~lscious from a deep gash in 
his head, as 11 it11 the speed of the wind the carriage ~ v a s  
driven onn ard to IIavana. 

The lieute~lnnt, n it11 a loaded revolver, sat at  the side 
of the u::fort~mate captive, n-liile Colonel Gomez paused 
at the Iluena \ ista tc!egraph station only to send the 
~velcomc 11cu s on to his chief at Pinar del Rio. 

"Capturetl man to-night, escaping from AIarianao 
church in the d~sguise  of a peasant \lloman. IHave put 
guards around La Sevilla, the hacienda, and the church ! 
\Yill confine prisoner in Cabaiias fortress, and to-night 
personally search him and report to you by telegraph. 
Sefiorita Mercedes Xgramonte aided the spy to escape." 

The  very happiest man in Cuba that evening was the 
governor-general, Don \-aleriano Weyler. H e  laugh- 
ed merrily as he pinched the pretty ear of Sefiorita 
Isabel Fulana. "This is royal news!" he cried. "The 
old priest's rat's nest was, after all, the storm center! 
H e  shall hang ! And, so, Miss Innocence has been cut- 
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the boy a general! I can proceed now and confiscate 
La Sevilla legally as the forfeit an insurgent! I won-
der," he mused, with an artful smile, " if 1can introduce 
this pretty baggzge as my niece-in that little Temple 
of Virtue at Alarianao." 

H e  lit a cigar with a sense of delightful ease and com- 
fort. "Next to Antonio AIaceo's head, this is the best 
windfall of fortune that I could hope for !" 

While he smilingly \vatched La Fulana's feet twink- 
ling in the Jota Arragonaise, he gave orders for a special 
train to be prepared for the daybreak start. 

"If the brute talks, I may trap Mace0 through him; 
if he does not, a rawhide lariat twisted with a bayonet 
will soon choke the truth out of him-then, I'll shoot the 
rascal ! " 

Gomez, the nameless orphan hero, the fatherless soldier 
i 	 of the Lone Star. "If he gets to New York, he will be 


able to join the first filibuster party and so reach his 

friends again in Pinar del Rio mountains. Thank 


' 

I 
i God, all is well !" I

And kneeling in her own room, passionately implor- 1 	 ing the Blessed Virgin, Mercedes Agramonte, with tear- 1 
stained lashes, tremblingly awaited the news of her 
lover's sailing in safety until the dawn. Alas! For 1 

I
silver-haired priest-for dark-eyed beauty-when each 
awoke, a regiment of soldiers, in hollow square, sur-
rounded both the hacienda and the old church. 



Knots of frightened townsmen gazed from afar at 
the new warlike demonstration ! With pallid lips men 
whispered, "Who next?" For they knew the axe was 
soon to fall! And, dumb with agony, the heartbroken 
old priest knew that his plan had failed. H e  made 
ready for death ! 

There was a night of horror in a lonely cell in Ca- 
baiias fortress, where Colonel JosC Gomez had followed 
in a steam launch, the boat containing the captured 
youth. 

With his own hands, he tore off the clinging garb of 
womanhood from the manacled prisoner, searching even 
the last rag of his strange vestments for treasonable 
matter. 

When the light of his dark lantern flashed full in the 
face of the youth, Colonel Gomez started back in 
amazement. "My God! Who are you?" he cried. 
" This is the vengeance of hell itself! " For, the two 
alien brothers stood face to face-at last. And, far 
away, Botcher Weyler laughed. " The game is mine! 
I have the spy now ! I will twist his heart out if he does 
not speak." 
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.\T THE L1SS.Z BRIDGE. TIIE TABLES TURNED.  

The defiant prisoner gazed in silence upon the y6ung 
Spanish colonel standing there, resplendent in his rich , 

uniform. There \\-as a grim horror in the lonely cell 
zt the end of the Ion est tier of Cabafias dungeon. 

Cclo~v them the lapping of the naves on the stony 
crag  was only broken by the listless tread of the sentinel. 
,'indri.s Gomez well.kne~v why the lonely cell had been 
selected as his place of future torture. His  blood only 
boiled now to know n h o  had betrayed him. "Inez, the 
servant, won over by Weyler's gold !" he mused. "Ah ! 
God ! lTThat a fate will engulf poor Rlercedes, and the 
dear old Padre !-" 

"Tell me your name," sternly said Colonel Gomez. 
"For God's sake ! Speak ! Jlieyler will put you to the 
question to-morrow !" 

AndrCs gazed long and earnestly at Jos6, and then, the 
whole horror of the situation broke slowly upon him. 

"Throw me to the sharks waiting under the Cabafias 
slide, seiior," he bitterly said. "I am a captain of Cuban 
irregulars-a soldier of the Lone Star-and a man who 
is ready to die for Cuba! Your strangler is ready! I 
am manacled, and the grim monster sharks wait below! 
I know how your prison windows open. One poor 1 



wretch who escaped has told us of the horrors of Morro, 
the hell of Cabaiias. I have no name ! I never had a 
father ! And, I will die mute !" 

"Listen!" cried Jose, the soldier of the boy king. 
"You are mine for an hour! By the memory of the 
past, I swear that I will free you. Come over to us! 
You shall be a loyal soldier of Spain! The general 
will send you away to Barcelona-only give over the 
trade of rebel! If you will not speak, I will tell you I 
am the son of Calixto Gomez-a loyal Spanish general 
-who gave up fortune and friends for his sovereign's 
cause. 

"And, by the face you bear, you must be the brother 
1~110was driven out of Palo Alto, when the storm of 
war levelled our home !" 

Then all the outraged scorn of AndrCs Gomez's soul 
broke loose in a fury of wild wrath. 

Clenching his manacled hands, he told all the shame- 
ful story of Calixto Gomez's betrayal of his brethren 
unto death. 

"I am no Gomez !" he cried, with streaming eyes. "I 
am the son of Manuelita ParCdes! Our accursed 
blood owes one life to Cuba-it shall be mine ! Mine to 
wash away the stain of a father's treachery ! Think you 
how his soldiers died under garrote and machete, curs- 
ing the man who sold them to shame ! I am AndrCs- 
AndrCs, the nameless! No Gomez-AndrCs de Pa- 
rPdes !" 

The white look of horror had stolen over JosC Gomez's 
face! He clasped his brother's manacled hands with 
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streaming eyes. "And, I, a loyal soldier of Spain, 
swear that my life shall wash away the stain! Mine/ 
alone! You shall live for Cuba! YOU shall be free! 
See ! Brother ! You shall go forth !" 

He grasped the enfeebled youth's hands and unlocked 
the handcuffs with a key chained to the dungeon key 

! 
I 

v-hich the jailer had given the general's aide. 
1 "Sever !" gloomily answered XndrPs, as he threw 
1 himself don n on the rude bed, and covered his face with 
i 	 his hands. 

I 

"Listen ! Hear me!" cried Jose, drawing out his 

! ' loaded pistol. "You shall hear me! I, too, am Man- 
! uelita ParCdes's son ! Her fond breast nourished me, as 

later, it did you! 
"I n-as educated in the Spanish military schools in an 

utter ignorance of this horror! ;\I? father's death was 

"Here, on the governor-general's staff I never knew ! 
I I never heard! Hen, could T ? T am l o n l  t n  Snain. ar, 

1 I 	 will-on the battlefield ! Sot  here-not here-in these 

I r 	 my boat lies under the wall, here, at the lighthouse 
steps. The passage leads down ! I will keep the cloak ! 
There is a steamer leaving- here at  davbreak. I will ~ u t  
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Cuba ! And, after that, I swear, even if we meet on the 
field, it shall be man to man, if you will! Spare my 
honor, Andres, my brother !" 

"And leave you to be a sacrifice to Weyler's wrath?" 
answered AndrCs, scornfully. "Never !" 

"I can avert that," pleaded JosP! H e  saw his answer 
in AndrPs's eyes. The young Cuban shook his heat1 
mournfully. 

"Leave me to my fate," he stubbornly replied, hold- 
ing out his hands for the handcuffs. 

"Now, by the mother who bore us both, I will scatter 
my brains here, at your feet, if you will not yield! 
There shall be found one Gomez who is not afraid to 
die I" 

The click of the pistol aroused AndrPs, who threw 
himself into the Spanish officer's arms. 

"Brother !" he murmured, "I will take a Cuban's life 
from you-for our mother's sake !" 

In the darkness, when JosC had turned his flash-lan- 
tern, AndrCs told of the loyal Scotch engineer, still wait- 
ing for him out there, on the steamer, whose huge black 
hulk threw a dark shadow toward the hfaquina wharf. 

"There is no time to lose, AndrPs," whispered JosP. 
"They change the guard at six o'clock! The steamer 
sails at five !" 

With lightning fingers, the change of raiment was 
soon accomplished. Springing to the window, Colonel 
JosC then opened the fatal frame which had so often 
been swung to allow the dead bodies to be pitched to the 
hungry sharks below, a sheer descent of seventy feet, 
with only a ledge here and there for a goat path. 
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The transformation was now complete. 
"Here," whispered JosC. "The countersign 'Moroc- 

co' ; the parole, 'Prim' ;the field officers' parole, 'Alfon- 
so.' Do not flash the light! Turn to the right! It is 
one hundred steps down! I will be waiting at the 
boat before you ! I keep my cloak ! I will leave these 
scattered womanly rags as a decoy! Lock the door 
and push the key into the room through the wicket. 
Go now! For our mother's sake! Take my pistol! 
Speak to no one-save to give the countersign ! " 

The sleepy sentinel lifted his head as the young officer 
clanked down the hall ! From the little guard-room, the 
guard relief stopped their cards to cast a lazy glance 
at the handsome staff colonel on his \\ray out-to envy 
him, his splendor and his rich pickings at Weyler's 
side. 

Within the cell, with a wildly beating heart, Colonel 
Jose listened to hear the scream " Alerta! " the sound 
of shots-perhaps the crack of a suicide's revolver. 
" Gracias ci Dins!" he murmured. " I t  is time! " 

Tossing the rejected disguise out of the window he 
sprang through the aperture where the shimmering bay 
shone blue against the somber shadows of the night! 

In five minutes, the plash of oars was heard under 
the frowning n,alls of Cabafias, and, lit by the fierce red 
eye of Morro's light, the barge sped swiftly on to the 
" La Aguila," from whose black funnel smoke was al- 
ready pouring out ! 

"Here, by the coal barge, brother! " whispered 
AndrCs, as the steamer's sides rose high above them. 



" Give me back the passport-keep all the other pa- 
pers ! " 

Under the cover of JosC's cloak, AndrCs had slipped 
off his brother's glittering tunic 'and trousers! There 
was but a moment, as the barge grazed the side of the 
coal hulk. The brawny form of Angus McPherson, the 
engineer, leaned over the rail of the barge. 

" Who's that? " he gruffly cried. 
" Do you want any more coal? " was AndrCs's 

answering keyword of the agreed-on challenge. 
" Come aboard ! Jump into the coal barge ! I'll come 

down to you ! " was the reply. 
When AndrCs released his Spanish brother's hand-

grip, he found a heavy purse thrust between his nerve- 
less fingers. 

And then, with a " Give way, all! " the boat shot 
away, as LlcPherson hauled the exhausted youth 
through a coal port into his stateroom ! 

When Jose's boat reached " La Maquina " wharf he 
handed the coxswain a silver peso. " Go! Take your 
men up and give them something to drink! " he said, 
as he proceeded, when left alone to resume his braided 
jacket and gold-striped staff trousers. 

Rare-headed, grimy with coal and soot, half-dressed, 
but happy at heart, AndrCs Gomez lay locked in the 
Scotchman's room, as half an hour later the swift 
" Aguila " swept away seaward, her screw churning up 
the phosphorescent foam as Morro's baleful red light 
swept astern ! 

".Thank God ! There is no dispatch-boat lying now 
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in the harbor! " cried Colonel Jose, as he hailed a be- 
lated carriaae returning from depositing a load of all- 

I f  
I' When the handsome young colonel arrived at his 

quarters, he sent his waiting orderly back to Quemados 
with his charger. " I will have time to look over these 

i papers, to re-arrange my official toilet, take the first train 

I
I for Marianao, and then, meet the general on his arrival I 
I at noon." 

With a strange smile, Jose went to his pistol-case and 
took out his second pistol. " AndrCs, the Cuban spy, 
my double, took away my other pistol," he murmured. 
" Thank God, it is as it is ! And, 1%here shall we meet 
again ? " 

The loyal young soldier was sick at heart with the 
disclosure of a father's shame! 

" I t  is well! " he sighed. " I must make such a re- 
port as I can ! Then, to trust to luck-and-my future ! 
With a dishonored name I can only die like a man, 
fighting under the flag which is honestly mine-the 
banner of Spain !" 

I t  was in the blazing furnace-heat of high noon that 
Governor-General Weyler descended at the little rail- 
way station at Marianao. 

While the huzzas of the obsequiods crowd resounded, 
the general motioned to the pale-faced young chief aide 
to enter his carriage. 

"TO the administrador's! " the dictator cried. 
"Drive quickly! )' The few hundred yards were soon 
traversed, and the general grimly noted the solid lines ' * 

.. 



of troops surrounding the old church and the dreamy 
pasadere of La Sevilla. 

"You made no arrests here, colonel? " he anxiously 
said. 

" I left all for Your Excellency," answered JosC Go- 
mez, his heart now bounding with secret apprehensions. 

" And the spy-you have him, all right? " 
There was the flash of white, wolfish teeth, the hard- 

ening of the cruel face, the closing of the thin, cruel 
lips. 

" In  the question cell at Cabafias Fortress, Your Ex-
cellency! Here is the receipt for the prisoner, who de- 
clined to give rank or name ! I searched him, with my 
own hands. My orders of commitment were that he is 
' incommunicado ' to all but Your Excellency person- 
ally. I have with me all the articles found upon the 
suspect !" 

Over the breakfast table, Colonel Gomez, in the pres- 
ence of the sly administrador, related the meager details 
of the apprehension of a recently wounded young man, 
endeavoring, in woman's garb, to escape from the 
padre's house and church by means of a waiting car- 
riage, and the evident collusion of Sefiorita Mercedes 
Agramonte. 

"Ah !" joyously exclaimed the governor-general. 
" Let old Panehita be brought in. I will have to put 
the screws on this defiant young rebel-spy to make him 
talk ! 

" First, I need to have Panchita's story ! Then, Miss 
Mercedes, the pretty minx, shall tell her tissue of con- 
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vent-schooled lies-after that-the old fox of a padre! 
" I wonder if I dare garrote a priest! I think, Sefior 

Alvarado, he had better be quietly dealt with !" 
Both the listeners shuddered, as General Wevler 

governor-general's face, but the leathern-faced old 
virago clutched a handful of good Spanish gold as she 
retreated. 

" Damn the old priest's slyness! " growled Weyler. 
" The whole affair has occurred without his church 
and house, after all ! This pretty minx went in without 
her maid and returned, followed by a woman, apparent- 
ly her maid! But the old fox of a padre is not liable 
herein ! 

" And missy, herself, she will have her story; some 
altar dresser, some old beneficiary-that will be her ex- 
planation. The man disguised in woman's clothes was 
only caught on the road three hundred varas away. It 
was a mistake ! There is not evidence enough to punish 
them-to deal with them as I would! I must frighten 
the girl, and boldly search the old priest's house ! When 

Alvarado, do you go down to the church and bring the 
old man here forthwith under a strong escort ! " 

The administrador bowed and s ~ e d  awav. with his 

I will use you, my young friend, as an ambassador. 



Take my carriage and drive quietly over to La Sevilla! 
Give my compliments to Seiiorita Mercedes Agra-
monte ! Bring her here ! Stay-she can be accompa- 
nied by her maid, Inez ! I rely on your prudence ! Do 
not frighten her! " 

When the carriage reached the foot of the hill, the 
young colonel turned and saw a dispatch-bearer wildly 
spurring his way along to the administrador's man-
sion. 

" The flight is discovered! " he laughed. " And 
AndrCs is now a hundred miles out at sea! I have 
paid off my father's dishonor! Now to revenge my 
Cuban mother ! This girl shall not suffer !" 

He thought now, with a wistful, yearning affection, 
of the shadow mother whom he had never known, as 
Andres, his stranger brother, met in the shadow of 
death, had painted the dead Manuelita ParCdes in the 
few moments of his passionate revelation in the con- 
demned cell. 

Brushing aside the soldiery, Colonel Gomez entered 
the shaded drawing-room of La Sevilla. There, with 
blanched faces, Juana Agramonte and Seiiora de Val- 
maseda awaited the envoy of the great dictator. 

With graceful courtesy, the colonel murmured a few 
words as to an apprehended attack. 

" The governor-general will call and assure himself 
of your safety, very shortly, ladies," he apologetically 
said. 

When he had delivered the message of his chief, he 
awaited, with a beating heart, the arrival of the Rose of 
Marianao. 
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When, left alone in the drawing-room, Jos6 Gornez 
faised his eyes, the pale-faced girl who had glided into 
the room uttered a faint shriek, and then clasped her 

- .' 

1 .  " No ! not AndrCs-but his S~an i sh  brcitile: TosC ! " 

1 '  taken. I released him! Remember. we are to be 

That is your only answer. And Weyler does not even 
know Andrks' name. You are safe. Tell yaw miaid 
the same." 

" But the padre-they will kill him! " faltered Mer- 
cedes. 

" Hasten ! Compose yourself ! Remember-you 
know nothing ! -God will guard your old padre 1 Wey-
ler dare not kill a priest-not even he! Come, now, 
come !-and show neither interest nor fear I Our lives 
depend on that ! " 

Half an hour later, with a proudly placid face, Mer- 
cedes Agramonte came out of the council room where 
General Weyler, with the administrador, had plied her 
with questions. 

" Either that girl is a narrow-brained, convent fool, 

ktlows nothing-nothing-nothing ! And that blubber- 
ing fool of a maid ;she, too, is useless to us !" I 



' 

. a 

Inez's stubborn resource of choking sobs and stormy 
tears, with a ha!f-Indian stolidity, had raised the 
general's ire to a white heat. " Let them drive home 
alone, Colonel Gomez! " shouted the infuriated gen-
eral. " The girl goes back to the Visitation con-
vent, bag and baggage-that's all! I will telegraph to 
the Bishop to send up the prioress! " 

" Now, sir! " shouted Weyler, throwing an opened 
dispatch down on the table, " read that! What does 
that mean ? " 

Colonel Gomez had been a hundred times under fire 
and he knew he took his life in his hand when he lifted 
the paper. 

" I t  means, General," he slowly replied, " that some 
drunken sentinels have allowed outside friends to aid 
this fellow to escape ! He was manacled, safe and sound, 
when I left at f~ur-fifty, this morning! I followed out 
your own orders to the hair! " 

Alvarado's face blanched as he read over the ominous 
lines : 

" Prisoner in condemned cell escaped. Window bar- 
rier opened from outside. Cell found locked. Hand-
cuffs in cell. Morning guard change discovered flight. 
Please send orders. " ORTEGA. 

" Commandant. Cabafias." 

Weyler sprang to his feet. " Send an orderly on a 
gallop for a special engine to be made ready ! Get over 
to Morro and Cabafias. See the chief of police and se- 
cret service. Give description of the man. Offer a 
thousand doubloons for him ! 
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bread and water! kemain at headquarters ! I come 
do147n to-morrow ! Away, now, away-your future de- 

.,pends on it ! " 
The old veteran's voice was thick with passion ! 
" You can not blame me, general," steadily said the 

colonel, meeting his eye without quailing. 
" No, no ! " hastily retorted the dictator. " Get away 

and catch him! That's all. Now for the priest! By 
God ! he shall speak ! Bring him in !" 

Like one who rides for life, Colonel Gomez swept 
past the window, racing away to the railway station, as 
Padre Rlateo, entering quietly, addressed the arbiter of 
his fate. 

" You have sent for me, Seiior General? " he placidly 
said. 

Ant1 then, the storm burst upon the unprotected head 
of the old ecclesiastic. With an unmoved face, Padre 
Ruiz listened to the rolling un of  everv acci~ration~ I Y P -

face \\-hen he simply said : " I am in your power! Do 
with me as you will ! I have privately notified the Bishop 
of Havana of your civil police espionage. I have been 
a virtual prisoner for a month ! The outrage is not for 
me to redress ! I leave it for the Bishop ! " 

" Hark ye, Seiior Padre! " growled Weyler, " your 
den is being searched even now! If there is a scrap 
of incriminating evidence found, you will die the death 
of a dog! " 



" In any case," soberly answered Padre Mateo, " it 
is my hour of prayer! I f  I die, it only shortms my life 
but a few weary days! " And then drawing forth his 
breviary, he applied himself to the offices of the Church. 

The infuriated man, upon whose coward soul a hun-
dred thousand innocent lives weigh heavily ere the day 
of judgment, grasped the book and cast it away. 

" You have taught this callow girl all the arts 
of the Cuban rebel-the sleek go-between-the protected 
lvoman spy ! She is the agent of the throat-cutting in- 
surgents ! " 

Padre Ruiz rose, picked up his book, and dusted it 
calmly upon his frayed gown. 

" I have taught her, Sefior General, the secret of her 
birth, which has been denied her-the story of her 
sainted mother's Christian life-the knowledge of her 
lawful inheritance is hers now ! 

" And, Seiior General, far beyond your power, in the 
hands of the highest councils of the Church, the story of 
the robbery of the orphan is recorded! You may not 
have robbed her-but you now, withhold her rights! 
The daily riot and revel in her home is shameful- 
where you make merry with the defrauded orphan's 
goods! The records of her birth; the story of Pablo 
Ortiz's desperate villainy, aided by your quondam 
friend, Sefiora Agramonte; the means that you have 
taken to try and involve her as a Cuban suspect, and 
confiscate her fair inher i tanceal l  this is now far be- 
yond your reach-far over the sea ;not alone in Amer- 
ica, but, also, in Spain ! 
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" And even though I die here in vour shambles. an 

richest hacienda owner in Havana Province has been so 
far smuggled through life under an assumed name, and 

into your favor! And even now, while you threaten, 
the B i s h o ~  of Havana knows of vour armed desecration 

life-take it ! 
" But spare that innocent child! Harm one hair of 

her head if you dare ! There is a higher power than the 
sword! Even you fear it, Seiior General! The hour 
of my service at the altar approaches ! I t  is my sworn 
duty to perform it!  I go now, and if your soldiery drag 

steps ! " 
With a fearless and defiant brow the old man passed 

out, and betook himself along the dusty road to the 
solemn labors of his self-devoted life. 

" Follow him, Alvarado," growled Weyler. "We 
are defeated! Report to me the result of the search 
of the house by telegraph. Keep the old fool quiet! 
As for me, I go to Havana ! 

"And, hark you ! Sefiorita Mercedes and Dolores 
Valmaseda will leave here to-morrow forever! I have 
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a good excuse-the boldness of the insurgents' recent 
attacks! Juana can stay! " he muttered, " for, the devil 

takes care of his own! " 
As he stepped into his carriage that night, General 

Weyler ordered off all future surveillance of the church. 
"The nest is deserted, the birds are flown--of course 
you found nothing! I t  has been a clumsy failure, but- 
I will lay down a heavy hand at Havana! That spy's 
capture vdas reported to his friends; the secret insur- 
gents of the city aided his escape; for, damn them, they 
have money-and that has unlocked the dead man's win- 
dow of the condemned cell ! " 

Two months later, La Sevilla was deserted, save for 
the restless-eyed woman who waited there now for Va- 
leriano Weyler's infrequent visits. 

Storm and battle raged along the lines of Marianao- 
the fierce return of death by the machete being the 
Cubans' exchange for the Spaniards' platoon volleys. 
And the reconcentrado zone was now but a wilderness 
of lonely graves ! 

Padre Ruiz, seated in his lonely room, mourned, with 
Domingo, the bright presence of the fair girl who had 
vanished from their sight. Not even a word from the 
frightened Bishop ever came to tell where the graceful 
head of the Rose of Marianao was pillowed. 

But one gleam of happiness lit up the old priest's 
heart. From Inez he had learned that Andrks Gomez 
had safely passed out into the light far beyond the silver 
flashing foam of the Antilles. 

And, scourging Pinar del Rio, Weyler's forces now 
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drove the desperate rebels afar, scattering them like 
chaff, while the insurgents chased the wearied inaaders 
back to their very gates. 

One, in the lead of the Spanish forces, ever sought 
for the death-the happy release of death-due to a 
son of the dishonored Calixto Gomez. I t  was the un- - ,
happy Jose, now deserted by fortune. 

It was in the early gray of a chilly Cuban morning, 
in the early fall, when three score of lean Cuban horse- 
men dashed out upon a tired-out Spanish escort, almost 
within sight of the Bridge of Lissa. The cracking 
Mausers were not as quick as the mel-ciless machete, 
and when their young officer fell, the surviving Span- 
iards were quickly bound and dragged into the bushes 
for the stripping naked and the horrid decapitation. 

" Leave this officer to me !" shouted AndrCs Gomez, 
, as he leaped, pistol in hand, from his horse. "Take 

that big, black brute away and kill him! He  is El Ne- 

him! " 
The tables had turned, and the brothers were face 

to face in deadly fight at the Lissa B r i d ~ e !  



1 CHAPTER X. 

I N  HACIENDA LA SEVILLA. THE FACE AT THE WINDOW! 

When Captain AndrPs Gomez had dragged his 
wounded brother aside into the dense chaparral, with 
the aid of his orderly and a couple of file closers, he 
quickly gave his orders to the two junior officers. 

I " When you have killed and stripped all these brutes," 
he cried, " retire your forces and wait for me hidden in 
La Honda gully. Three hundred of our men will ren- 
dezvous there to-night. Be sure to take all the arms and 
ammunition ! Pick up every weapon ! We need them ! 
Is El Negrito dead ? " 

" We are taking his head to show to General Maceo," 
grimly said the second in command. 

" But, what will you do here, Captain? The Span- 
iards will be pouring out like hornets soon ! There goes 
the alarm-gun at the Lissa Bridge now! " 

" I will keep my first platoon," hastily cried AndrCs. 
I " Throw off a couple of your saddle hammocks. I willI 

I 
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I 	 hide up here in an old cave that I know, put this fel- 
low to the question, and, if I get the Spanish password, 
I may go into Marianao to-night. Go on ;the command 

I will join you at midnight ! " 
, In ten minutes, there was nothing but the stripped and 

decapitated bodies of the slain Spaniards left, blacken- 
ing in the wild outpour of the sun's heat, to tell of the 
fight, and the buzzards faithfully pointed to the column 
pouring over Lissa Bridge-the spot where the gigantic 
headless carcass of El Negrito was propped up in the 
road, with a machete pinning him to a palm tree. 

The onrush of the Spanish columns was checked, by a 
sudden prudence, where the trampled ground showed 
all the evidences of a desperate conflict. 

" Bear off the dead ! " gloomily cried Major Valeria. 
" I will not follow these damned Cuban wolves into the 
bushes !" 

Kot a half a mile away, in a gully, where the great 
springs feeding the three towns gush out, AndrCs Go- 
mez was bending over his senseless brother's hndv! A 

I cut with a few machete strokes, had eased the wounded 
colonel's hasty transportation. 

I 
Once within the cave, Andrks gave hasty orders to 

the horseholders to disappear at once with the animals. 
" Five of you are enough ! Wait with the horses ready 

, i 	 for us at El Chorro rock to-night, at ten ! We will steal , 
back one by one. Away now ! Leave only this Spanish 

I ' officer's horse and trappings !" 
I , The score of men left were hidden in an ambush 



arouqd thg mouth of thg cqve, while And& with 
R s ~ e ,his orderly, bent sver the w o u ~ d e d  man. 

" Not so bqd! " cheerily cried Apdres, as he forced 
a draught of ngttndie~ztebetween his brother's lips. 
" Stunned and bruised, when his horse fell qnd rolled 
aver him I The glancing machete blow was a cut as he 
yas  falling l " 

With awakened brotherly love he loosened the 
colonel's tunic and found him to be otherwise unin- 
jurcd. 

" See here, Pepe 1 " sharply cried the captain of ir- 
regplars. " Steal down to the wells! Give the Cllban 
yhistle ! Some of the water girls are alwayl: hanging 
around there, alvaiting our signals ! Your sweethearts, 
a dozen of them, are surely there. I must get word to 
Inez to come out here with help and carry away this 
woupded man 1 She can be back here wit11 help by 
dark, and I\ e can hide within range till his friends take 
him safely away. Tell her that I am here and will meet 
her. Let her give the signal three times! She must 
bring some ' mozos ' from tbe hacienda-no lovesick 
Spanis11 soldiers ! Can J ou do this ? " 

" I can steal through the Spanish lines by day! I 
never failed, Captain 1 " proudly cried Pepe, as he 
plpnged into the chaparral. 

" A life for a life ! " murmured -\ndrPs, as he soaked 
his handkerchief from the cool canteen just brought 
him, and laid it on the wounded man's brow.. 

17 half an hour, to the inexpressible delight of 
AndrPs, Colonel Jose slowly faltered, " Where am I ? " 
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Even in the darkness of the cave, the stricken soldier 
recognized the loving voice. " Hush, Jos6 ! We must 
whisper ! My men may overhear ! Listen ! I will save 

. your life ! You shall be taken back to your lines ! My 
God !what a war ! Brother against brother ! " 

Kneeling at his wounded brother's side, as the hours 
slayly passed away, Andr6s learned of t k ,  whole story 
of the governor-general's wily plan to ruin Mercedes 
Agramonte. 

Without, there was no sound as the fierce sun slanted 
to the west to indicate that a score of desperate men 
lay ambushed in the cave, which had an entrance into 
another cleft in the rifted limestone leading toward El 
Chorro rock. 

The adventurous Pepe had glided back, even enticing 
a couple of village maids to bring up a water jar and 
a basket of tortillas, into the bushes where, one by one, 
the ambushed men stole down to break their fast. 

Three pickets, stealing through the underbrush, had 
already reported the arrival of carts to drag away the 
bodies of the slain in the high road, and the free rovers 
of the chapparal breathed easily, as they gained their 
needed rest. 

" The death of El  Negrito will keep them within 
their lines for a day or  so, captain," said the wily Pepe. 
" Then, in a week, they will march a regiment down 
the ' camino real ' for a few mi le<  kill a foxxi nnnr r r r a n -



! ? For, Carmelita told me, at the well, there are three 
thousand Spanish troops now encamped at La Sevilla! 
They are going to make a raid down to San Christobal 
next week! Let us get out to-night, but come back 
later, and burn La Sevilla ! There is an enormous store 
of forage and materials gathered all around the old rat- 
hole) " 

T o  the infinite delight of AndrPs, his brother was at 
last enabled to rise and move slowly around the cave ! 
The long day had been spent in a heart commune in 
which the two sons of Manuelita ParCdes worshiped 
together the memory of the mother whom neither of 
them could recall, even in a single glimpse of the be- 
loved face. 

" Let there be peace between us, Josd." impulsively 
cried AndrCs. " Take this little silver crucifix that 
Maria Velasco gave to me at S e n  York! Our dead 
mother gave it to her \\.hen she ~ m s  our childhood nurse ! 
Let us now swear a pact! You can easily get trans- 
ferred to Santiago or Principe pra~ince in the east! 
Some clay the war will be over! Even the yawning 
grave may find no foad, and, if I stay here in  the west 
and you in the east, our souls will be guiltless of a hroth- 
er's blood. I know how brave you are! And-I-am 
also a ParPdes," he sighed. 

" You have told me that Weyler has sent Mercedes 
Agramonte, the woman who saved my life, far away- 
out of Cuba-to hide her from the clerical friends \\-ho 
would save her inheritance ! 

" I swear by my mother's grave that I will find her if 
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I rove the whole earth over! But not uiltil the fiag 
of fuba Libre waves in triumph ! Ah ! brother; ~vould 
to God that once, by our mother's grave, we could kneel 
together, and whisper to her, ' Your loving sons are to- 
gether, heart and hand ! We are now quits-a life for 
a life! You will be conveyed home at dark! I orily 
ask, as a gentleman, a caballero, that you will institute 
tlo pursuit for twelve hours ! " 

Colonel Josi: bowed his head and said : " iZli Izcrtnalto! 
I swear it ! " 

" I wish you to go away to Santiago," cried Andrks, 
with gleaming eyes, " for I shail take a bloody vefigeance 
for the betrayal of poor Mercedes! Who was i t ?  " 

" Alas! I know not! " sadly answered the colonel. 
" I t  is only the accursed greed of gold wHich urges 
LYeyler on to confiscate La Sevilla ! I can now see +fie 
whole game! This young girl once complicated with 
the insurgents, a decree could be signed by Weyler for- 
feiting the finest estate in the province! Then, through 
that wily crab Alvarado, it would be bought in for a 
song ! 

" Listen, brother," said the colonel. " The governor- 
general has a hoard of three millions of b i sos  in S~an i sh  

I 	 starved-the nhole campaign of Weyler has been a 
failure. 

"He has filled his own coffets, the officials and undkt- 
I officers steal what they can, and tiur pobr men drop iii-

to fever graves, or wither, rinfed, in the infected dospi- 



tals-if they escapk the hdchete! Bi! bonifoited! 
Weyler will be forckd to leave Cuba! Fai1tif.e sttii-es 
him in the fdte ! " 

" God grant that I may live to find Mercedes!" 
pi-ayed Andres, as he gfasped his brother's hand. 
"Your men are brave and half-starved ! Our men are 
brave, and yet, live like the beasts of the field ! Yams, 
wild plantains, corojo nuts, the palm cabbage, are our 
only food! Our beds are the noisofie chaparral, the 
fevered swamps, the mudholes, and the sedgy 1a-
godns !" 

" It is the sad legacy of our fathers-of that cruel 
Spgih, which has devoured all her colonies," gloomily 
cried Colonel JosC. " Let us respect each other's honor 
as soldiers! AndrPs, we are quits ! A life for a lifk ! I 
diill avoid you ! I will leave this human ghoul and seek 
a distant post! I only live to wash the stain from the 
!came of Gomez with blood loyal to Spain, and, not dis- 
honorable to a man ! " 

"And F, bhly live to find out who betrayed that inno- 
cent child who risked her life to save mine-to revenge 
thzt crinle. Then-welcome death-for I shall never see 
her mofe !" sighed AndrPs. 

When the three shrill whistles of the Cuban signal 
sounded under the hill at nightfall, AndrPs stole away 
for a few whispefed words with the faithful Inez! He 
came botfnding back with the leaps of a leopard on the 
chase. 

"Hdsten, Jose ! Hasten, brother of my soul ! Your 
skirriiilhers are entering- the glen on the other side! 
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The water girls were closely followed up. Inez waits 
below with your horse! Your story is that he dashed 
off into the chapparal and you were found insensible 
by a strolling beggar ! She will tell her own ! Here is 
the pistol that you gave me on the night I escaped the 
horrors of Cabafias! And now, Vayase V. con Dios! 
Listen ! God be with you ! Go! go! VC-e must be 
soon away ! " 

A dropping shot in the ravine below now told of the 
suspicions of the soldiery! Pepe seized the young 
colonel's hand and tore the weeping brother from his 
Cuban brother's embrace ! 

"Va~zorzos!" he cried. " Another ten minutes and, it 
win be death for all of us ! " 

Dashing on through the dark, winding cave, AndrCs 
Gomez led his men out to the ravine leading to El 
Chorro ! 

With catlike tread, in single file, the insurgents 
dropped quickly from boulder to boulder, running down 
the clefted rifts, and in a half hour, had safely regained 
their own outpost at El  Chorro ! 

Fromathere, the young leader could see the blazing 
lights of La Sevilla, where Valeriano Weyler gave a 
feast for the officers who were to  lead out on the mor- - . 
row the strong brigade to San Cristobal I 

Already a score of the mounted insurgents had rallied . 
and were busily engaged in dividinp the militarv loot of 

even of belts and sandals, for the needs of the Army of , 

i Misery.
I I 

I 
I 



Pepe came in, breathless, the very last of the insur- 
. gent pickets. 

I " I saw him safely join Inez, captain," whispered 
Pepe, who had divined the unhappy secret of the fatal 
brotherhood. 

" He is safe ! Thank God ! " cried Andres. " For 
he saved Mercedcs from that brute's vile snares! 
Listen, Pepe! Lye \\ill gather another hundred of our 
men, and whal  tlie i,iigCLC..!ii25 L-L L..o days' inar,h 
away to the so-~th, \\ c \ $  :.i go ill al;cl srnoke out the vile 
rats' nests ! I C : ~ ~ J  1 ., ~-~.c~~:-s--L~it ,\:2. i fire and sword 
shall surelq punish t:lcse brutes ! " 

" Right, captali, ! L L L J  Pepe ! " Inez,.,I c . \ ~ l ~ ~ m e d  
has promised to shou nie a covered way where neither 
their rapid-fire guns nor rifles can reach us! I know 
who betrayed qou and the dear girl at the church ! 

" I t  was that handsome devil, Juana Agramonte- 
Weyler's mistress-the serpent-who had Inez fol-
lowed, and put spies on the young lady going to and 

p 
 from the church. . 
" Old Panchita, the beggar queen, has been spending 

broad doubloons, and laughing over her three liberal 
paymasters-the governor-general, the administrador, 
and the woman who has robbed this poor orphan girl ! " 

"Hasta laiego ! Hasta luego !" shouted Andrks, as 
he leaped into the saddle. " I t  shall be so ! Come on, 

I men! We  must be twenty leagues away at dawn! " 
The fierce thirst for revenge now burned in his veins, 

for Pepe had told him of the " dead angle " through 
which a body of men could reach the mansion of the 
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administrador, and then the shqded gardeps yhere 
Juana's lovers had waited for her in her varying moods. 

But one seed of all Weyler's plantipg had borlle the 
bitterest fyuit ! Mercedes hgramonte had disappeared, 
leaving no trace! It was the faithful Inez n h o  bad 
given the young captain the old man's message. " They 
have takeri her away forever. Perhaps to old Spain! 
None of the clergy know, and our secret friends in 
Ketv York have written and telegraphed the same to 
Padre Villareal. 

" For us, for Cuba, for our cause, s l ~ c, ., sacrificed 
her liberty forever! " 

These words had roused the sleeping tiger in Aizdres 
Gomez's heart. A desperate thought possessed him after 
Pepe's recital of the little refuge under the lines of Mari- 
anao, left by the hasty Spanish engineers-the dead 
angle-which ltd up to the house of the administrador. 

In  the long hours of the three days, while Pepe, the 
scout, carefully reconnoitered the ravine of the water 
wells, exchanging his local knowledge \\ ith that of Inez, 
Captain AndrCs Gomez formulated every detail of his 
plan of revenge ! 

IIe carefully selected one company of the three under 
his command and arrayed them from head to foot in ihe 
uniforms and accouterments of the dead Spanlqrds, 
taken from the reserve store in the cave at El CF~rro. 

Caps, guidons, guns, belts, the cockades, and medals 
of the dead, all went to make up the verisimilitg$e p f  a 
compqpy of Spanish light ipfantry. 



and arranged every detail, the company of disguised 
insurgents practiced every movement of the Spanish 
drill and guard ceremonies under their sergeants and 
corporals. 

Four days after  the San Cristobal expedition had 
sallied out, there was high revel in Marianao, for ru- 
mors of brilliant successes had been sent back from the 
front ! 

I t  was after midnight when the last lights went out 
in the mansion of the administrador and in L a  Se-
villa; only the rose-colored lights from Juana Agra-
monte's boutloir gleamed out to the \vest. 

The platoon of Spanish guard in the leafy gardens 
had joined in the revel of the town, and only a faint 
halloo coultl be heard n o ~ v  and then, wafted up from the 
distant (lancing halls of Narianao. 

I t  \ \as  on the little plateau above the wells that 
i1ndrC.s Gomez left his company to give his last in- 
structio1.s t~ Pcpe. now arrayed as a sergeant of the 
Spaniqh T7a!ci,, I T  regiment ! The dozen men of Pepe's 
detached g~ial-d leaned upon their muskets and stolidly 
awaitetl their chief's orders by the silent-drill system. 

AndrLs, in full Spanish regalia, \\.as the very picture 
of his gallant brother ! 

"Thank  God, Jose is at  Havana!" ejaculatetl 
AndrPs, as he unsheathed his s\\ ord. " Remember. 
you march straight on the administrador's house! Pick 
up the first sentinel! Make your rounds! I will give 
you fifteen minutes after you strike the wall ! You are 
to do your work and then, breaking ranks, clear out 
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beyond the ravine, and cover our retreat from the rocky 
ledges around the cave! Remember, every man who 
loses his way rallies at El Chorro! Not a man is to 
turn back to help me! I will lead the men out ! " 

As a shooting star trailed down the blue-black sky, 
Andrks waved his sword to his men, for Pepe's forlorn 
hope had already disappeared in the darkness ! 

In column of fours the disguised " mambys " boldly 
crossed the sabaneta, until the angle of the inclosure 
of La Sevilla was reached ! 

Crouching in open order in two lines behind them, 
stealing along in the darkest spots, the other two com- 
panies of the insurgents glided on in silence. 

Armed only with machetes and two revolvers each, 
they were ready to back up the attack of the leading 
company. 

There was no sound but the distant wail of a night- 
bird, as AndrPs listened to the " Alerta " ringing music- 
ally down the line of Spanish sentinels. 

Five minutes' breathing spell only had elapsed when 
the young captain heard the "Alto! Qz~ielzo d r v ?  " ring 
out from the puardoost at the corner of the administra- 
dor's garden. 

And then, the niahtwind wafter back Pe~e ' s  bold 

D m  " Now !" cried Andr6s. " Yar~zosa d ~ l n j z t ~Remem-
ber the cry, 'Bayamo!' When we retreat, it's every 
man for himself !" 

There were a half-dozen men without muskets at 
the head and rear of the leading company ! Breaking 
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out from the darkness the desperate man led.'his column 
directly toward the huge stacks of forage lining the 
western walis of L a  Sevilla! 

A little watchfire burned in ,a  gully below, and two 
sentinels lazily rose a s  the supposed Spanish columil 
moved directly up  to the paseo entrance of the man-
sion! I t  was the captairi himself who answered the 
hail, " Valencia regiment ! " 

" I have a requisition for hay for my men's bivouac," 
calmly said AndrPs, as the two sentinels grounded 
arms. 

In another moment, they were lying on their backs 
tightly bounc!. their mouths muffled \\it11 a torn serape ! 

" Quick ! Drag them behind the ha! stacks I " hissed 
AndrPs. 

" The  countersign or you die ! " demanded the leader, 
with his knife at the first man's throat! 

The poor nretch muttered Carcelc~na." The  gag " 

replaced, the same r o ~ g h  ceremony n a s  rrpeated wit11 
the other. 

" Let two men take them to the rear! Spare them ! 
Now, quicli ! with the haybundles and the fireballs ! Go 
on, and relieve the guard, now ! " 

AndrCs sent on a sergeant's guard,  nhich  moved 
down the west side of the mansion, turning by the east 
and sweeping around by the south! There was still a 
brooding silence on the hill a t  the administrador's man- 
sion. 

The company was now divided into four platoons, 
and AndrCs dispatched them after the advance squad, 
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now picking up the unsuspecting sentinels ! " Remem-
ber my signal! Two shots from my revolver; then 
break the windows, throw in the fireballs, and pile up  
the burning hay at the burst-in doors ! " 

The crouching machete-and-pistol men had now sur- 
rounded the garden once sacred to Juana's lovers ! 

When the first dusky form appeared on the portico 
of La Sevilla, having made the round, A11drci.s drew 
out his heavy pistol ! " For Mtrcedes's sake ! " he cried, 
as he rapidly pulled the trigger twice ! 

And then arose a babel of the fiends of hell! The 
crash of shattered glass, the sound of breaking doors, 
the shrill yells, " Bayanzo! "B a g u ~ ~ z o !  arose on all sides 
of the lonely hacienda! 

In the gardens, the cries of the awakened Spaniards 

The west \vind bore huge tongues of fire sweeping 
into the o~el led unoer windows of the v a ~ t  hacienda 1 

The ring of the riAe and flash of the machete told of 
death's harvest, as the score of poor wretches in the 
mansion only reached the threshold to fall before the 
insurgents' n~urderous frenzy. The interior of the man- 
sion was now a sea of rolling flame ! 

" There goes the alarm-gun! " shouted Andres to 
his bugler, as a deep boom sounded from Lissa bridge! .-

" Sound the retreat! There is nothing alive in the 
house now ! " 

The sharp staccato notes of the Cuban bugle rang .;., k,out, as AndrCs led his four platoons back into the 



shadows, far beyond the red glare of the burning 
stacks ! 

His clouds of skirmishers lined the clefts and caves 
of the long ravine, hidden in the darkness, and ready 
to cover the retreat of the main body ! 

It was but a hundred yards to the edge of the sa-
bankfa, and, already, the clattering hoofs of the Span- 
ish cavalry resounded on the main road ! 

They were met with a withering fire from the skir- 
mishers hidden behind garden-wall and hedge ! 

Yells of triumph arose as the horsemen broke and 
fled, and then, as a great column of fire burst up 
through the central dome of La  Sevilla, there was seen 
for an instant at an upper window a rvhite-robed form ! 

Two arms were tossed aloft in agony, and a wom- 
an's piercing scream echoed far above the yells of the 
rebels ! 

Then, as the roof fell in, and the go1 I < i l  sparks soared 
skyward, the last lurking machete-man crept down into 
the glen ! 

Drums were beating at the head of the high road 
leading westward from Marianao as a column of hastily 
roused men boldly dashed out over the sedgy sabalzffa,  
where AndrPs had posted his four platoons in echelon. 
Each squad-leader had his separate orders ! 

The two right platoons fired from the darkness, 
crashing volleys into the mass of bewildered infantry 
now stumbling out into the darkness, retiring alter- 
nately in rushes of a hundred yards ! 

The two left platoons, facing northeast, decimated 



the main guard, now bravely rallied, and led on by the 
disgraced officer of the picket lines. 

Clearly reveal& in the red light, and smote in flank 
by the skirmishers in the ravine, these devoted soldiers 
at'last broke and ran, while the skirmishers glided off 
to the depths of the ravine, racing away like stags for 
El  Chorro ! 

Sternly defiant, Andrgs Gomez, at the head of his 
rear guard, doubled up with a withering fire the broken 
troops, pressing out once more on the high road ! 

I t  was only when the whole four miles of the lines 
of Alarianao rang with the shrill bugle chorus, and 
signal lights flashed from the sea to the savannah seven 
miles away, that the young leader gave the order to 
disperse ! 

" Every man for himself! Not another shot! " he 
cried, and the pursuing brigade, clumsily floundering 
along in the darkness, found nothing at dawn but their 
own dead, the harvest of empty cartridge shells, and 
the blackened ashes of the doomed house where sin had 
reigned and the wanton beauty had rioted with the 
orphan's substance ! 

In the cave leading to the fastnesses of El  Chorro, at 
daybreak, Andres questioned his lingering subordi- 
nates. The three hundred men, save a faithful score of 
guardsmen, were already a dozen leagues away, hidden 
in thc trackless chaparral. 

The story of Pepe was a brief one. " W e  knifed the 
sentinels after coming on them as the guard relief. 
Three men in the rear and three in the front of the house .: 

. . 
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burst in the doors, and I found Inez's plan of the interior 
to be correct. 

( " Alvarado, startled by the noise, rushed to the rear 
door to escape. His  headless body lay across the thresh- 
old, when we fled, hearing your signal shots, and fearful 
of bringing the main guard down on you. The brute 
died by my own hand! " 

Pepe drew his blood-stained machete. " There is the 
blood of the brute who sent hundreds of victims to the 
firing squads ! 

" One of the men brought his head along! When we 
picked up Inez in hiding at  the well, she made him 
throw it down there, so that the poor villagers can knokv 
of our Cuban vengeance on the spoiler of the poor! " 

" And-Juana? " said Andris, with his eyes averted 
from the reeking machete blade. 

Inez, the insurgent woman spy, stood before him. 
"You must take me away with you into the hills of 
Pinar del Rio," she faltered, hiding her head in her 
hands. " Domingo tells me that it was her face which 
was seen at  the window when the roof fell in. He was 
the last man to leave. He  was picking up the arms of 
the dead sentinels. H e  saw my cruel mistress for the 
last time on earth! And I-if I ever returned-they 

I 	 would either crucify me or burn me alive, for-Weyler 
was her slave." And, so, La Sevilla was left in ashes 
without a mistress, only the smiling fields to greet the 

I rose of dawn. 
The sharp signals of the outlying pickets told of the 

nearness of the lumbering columns, now vainly beating 
the bushes for their hidden foe. 
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that will carry dismay even to the iron-hearted Butcher 
of Havana. There are horses at  El Chorro. You, Inez, 
shall PO to hide in our hos~i ta l  in the hills." 

which faced the lines of Marianao. 
Hidden in a cleft, with his field glasses, he could see 

tlie black smoke still rising from the funeral pyre of the 
;\oman who ~vould have sold the innocent hlercedes to 
poverty, death, shame, or trapped her for the Spanish 
garrote. 

behind me. There is but one thing left me now-death 
on the battlefield." 

He  had heard with an agonized sinking of the heart 
that Padre filateo Ruiz had been transferred from Mari- 
anao to Matanzas. and made chaolain of a transnnrt nlv- 

blo~dhounds far awav into the h711e Tlncnnnuered hillr; 

old church at Marianao. 
Haunted by the tender smile of the woman he loved, 

he recognized Weyler's vengeance for the priest's skill- 
ful secret aid to the children of the Lone Star flag. 

Fighting like a wild beast for six months, in the fierce 
western campaign, Andres Gomez did not even waste 
one heart throb when the disgraced and defeated Weyler 
was ordered back to Spain and threw down the broken 
truncheon of command. 



CHAPTER XI. 

AT #.\NTI.\GO ! '' EKOTHERS AFTER .\LL ! " T H E  TRUE 

STORY O F  T I I E  " I I . \ INE " FlZOlI DYIKG LIPS. 

long year of horror and starvation-of futile chase 
and blootly battle-the beginning of tlie approaching 
death grapple, passed a n  ay in lingering scenes of mer-
ciless reprisal. 

Cnmpos a11d \T7e>ler had given n a )  to kindly old 
T l l a i i c~ant1 still. the retl glare of buri~iiig cane lit up the 
s~oanna l~s .  

Far- a n  a! 1)y the \vestern trocha, tlie heroic Antonio 
?,Iaceo hat1 iallcn in a tloubtful fight, his remains mis- 
eral~l) 1)utcheretl 11) mongrel hands. 

The field glasses, I\ atch, and 1)ody plunder of the dead 
hero alone attested his obscure death. And now, the all- 
ssnce of the lion-hearted leader \\ as felt in the breaking 
up of the tlislieartened Cuban bands-an army no 
longer. 

Gold, slyll- distributed, began to buy the betrayal 
of chief after chief; the insurgents were slowly forced 
back into the n~ounta ins ;  their cause now hopeless and 
desperate, the Lone Star flag was drooping to its fzll. 

I n  the wide zone once held by AndrPs Gomez's bold 
irregulars, the rifles of his men glittered no longer in the 
moonbeams ; the flashing machete shone no more in the 
sunlight. 
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Gaunt, famished, devoid of supplies, without medi- 
cines, even with their cartridge pouches empty, the few 
lurking insurgents were now mere bandits without set- 
tled military purpose. 

Gomez and Garcia were no longer names to coniure 

were spread abroad to delucte the few still formidable 
men into a betrayal of Cuba under the guise of pacifica- 
tion and " autonomy." The formidable lines of Mari- 

One by one, the few survivors of the secret junta of 
i Marianao mere singled out for prison or butchery. 
> The angelus still sounded out from the tower of the old 
t 

church of Marianao ; but Domingo, the sacristan, sadly 
mourned the vanished face of Padre Mateo Ruiz. 

4I ,P',! 
z There was a stranger ministering now at the deserted 

altar. Fear, force, and fraud ruled the fever-infected 
station, where, without the lines, the poor victims of the 
reconcentrado policy rooted in the now barren fields for 
ground nuts or the straggling yams. Sown with graves, 
waste and barren, denuded of its live stock, the once 
blooming province stretched far off its lonelv desolation 

I 

. . -

Spanish bugle as the undertone of a merciless war to 
the knife. 

Old Domingo, bowed and spent with sorrow, waited 



in vain for some sign of the existence of his beloved 
master. As the weary months rolled on, he knew not 
whether death had overtaken Mateo Ruiz at his post, or 
the bitter vengeance of Valeriano Weyler had reachetl 
him, immuring him in some moiiaster!. cell in Spain. 

The townsmen still shuddered at tlie awful vengeance 
taken by Weyler for Xtldrbs Gomez's mad attack. 

Fifty poor \vretches, fallen into the drag net after the 
return of the pursuing c o l u n ~ n s ~  had been shot, liiied up 
against tlie blackened walls of La  Sevilla. 

But, the vagrant winds had long since scattered beau- 
tiful Juaiia ilgramonte's ashes afar, ant1 her quondaiil 
lover \\.as now safely over the s e x ,  ha\-il?g 11or:lc a\;-a!. 
his secret hoard of niillictis, thp fruit of' starvation am1 
rapine, the price of a generation of C u i ~ a ~ i  blood. 

Those rotileaus of golden ..llfoilsos t.:~ch represeilteti 
a starvetl Spanish soldier's life, aiitl, uiit1i.r a ne\\- goy- 
ernor-general. the s\varln of official jaclials still ciranlc 
the heart's blootl of tlie Spanish arm!-. 

Day by (lay, Domii~go 11auilte:l tlie ~ i l i a g e  \\ells, ant1 
only leariietl I,\- stealthy \vhispers of the tleath t ~ iInez, 
the faithful wonla11 spy. 

Surprised in a hidden hospital of the Cubans, while 
nursing the I\-ounded, she had died fighting, like a man, 
by the beds of the helpless, when tile Spaniard celebrate(1 
his victory by burning all-prisoners, sick and dead-in 
one huge Moloch fire festival! 

But never a word of the fate of the desperate Andres 
Gomez reached the faithful old sacristan. A vague 
rumor that he had gone on a distant personal quest fin- 
ally reached the old man. 
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But. whether it was a mission to America, or a quest 
in search of Garcia or Gomez-whether he sought for 
Padre Ruiz, or  had followed the nlysterious path of the 
Rose of biarianao-no man knew, and the defiles of E l  
Chorro sheltered no longer the reckless partisat1 and 
his gaunt brown riders. I t  was the beginning of the 
miserable end, and the garrote \ \as ready. 

Eleeding Cuba unavailinglj stretched its hands to the 
pitiless heavens in~ploring aid, and the Star of Hope- 
the Sor th  Star-burning blue and faint, seemed farther 
off than ever. 

r.7

1 lien, a sudden wave of horror snept  over the civil- 
ized n orld on a February day of ninety-e~ght, and old 
Domingo, on his knees, prayed that the breeze from the 
north mig11t soon bring the clash of the resounding arms 
of the avengers of innocent blood. 

I t  \ \as in the middle of the month of ?\lay that old 
Domingo, leisurely divesting himself of his vestments 
after vespers. 11 as called into the well-remembered room 
where Padre l la teo  Ruiz had so often held secret con- 
verse m ith the friends of Cuba. 

X carriage had drawn up before the door of the rec- 
t o r ~ ,  and the new priest, Felipe Hinojosa, handed the 
old mail a bulk) envelope. 

" You are to go to No. 129 Calle de Paula, Havana, 
and deliver this letter to Sefior Benito Rodriguez. 
Await an  answer and bring it back to me." 

The new rector was a swarthy peninsular, a man 

n110kept his o n n  counsel. H e  tossed a golden Alfonso 
on the table. 

. . 
\ 

-L-- , 

I 



f "You will need refreshment," he curtly said, as he 
4 turned away. 
' 

Old Domillgo bowed and sought the little room, 
where, for fifty years, he had harbored himself from the 
storms of the world. 

He donned his black robe, took his hat, knelt down 
and said a last prayer before the little shrine in his room. 

Stealing silently out of the dim old church, he dropped 
the golden Alfoizso in the poor-bbx, an offering of love, 
and then, bending down made the sign of the cross with 
the holy water on his withered brow. 

" I suppose that I will he relieved soon," he mur- 
mured. " Domingo's time has come at last ! " 

As the carriage rolled along in the dr- ty  streets he 
turned and cast a loving glance at the old church, fading 
away in the twilight. 

" Gone, all gone," he murmured. " The Padre, beau- 
tiful Rlercedes, our brave A n d r k ,  all the friends of my 
youth. lliar, misery, and woe, the open grave alone 
are the heritage of unhappy Cuba." 

The old sacristan never lifted his head as he was 
driven along through bands of fierce, armed men. They 
were now shouting and singing in their drunken frenzy. 
"Mzierte 6 10s Ai~zericalzos! Mzlerte ci 10s Yankees! " 

I 
I For, old Spain had madly thrown the gauntlet down 

/ to the young colossus of the North. 
But, when the hill was reached overlooking Havana, 

: where Santa Clara, Principe, and San Nazario gritlned 

; defiance from the heavy black guns, the driver halted 
/ the carriage. 



"Los bzlques d e  10s Yankees!" he cried, pointing 
with his whip. 

Far  out at sea, in a semicircle of golden light, the a 

masthead-lights of the American blockading fleet glit- 
tered, and, \vith fitful flashes, the searchlights played 
up and down upon the dark vault of heaven, like giant 
fingers of living light. 

" I t  is the beginning of the end! " solemnly said Do- 
m i n g ~ .  Sha pol. Dios! " And then they drove slowly 
down into the darkened city, here the wild red cyclops- 
eye of the nIorro light still burned balefully at the dark 
entrance of the filth-poisoned harbor. 

When the \I-agon rattled along into the Calle de Paula, 
old Domingo, xvith a shudder, gazed out on the black- 
ened waters of the bay. 

There a hideous blood-red signal-lantern burned over 
the twisted and half-submerged wreck of the " Maine " 
-the horrible sunken coffin of two hundred gallant men. 

" God forgive Spain! " murmured Domingo, cross-
ing himself. '' This cowardly crime is the shame of the 
nineteenth century. Spanish honor lies buried in that 
awful steel coffin ! " 

" I wonder why he sent me away," mused the old 
sacristan, as the carriage halted. " Padre Hinojosa 
seems to be now the guardian of the estate of La Sevilla. 
The new administrador seems to take his orders in all 
things. 

" I wonder if Weyler left him behind as his secret 
tool ! Poor Mercedes ! Poor orphan, deluded, robbed, 
and hunted from her birthright! If only AndrCs had 
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met her in happier days," he absently dreamed, wea 
the possible future of the two orphans as he lifted thZ 
knocker of the door. The lonely two-story house seemed 
to be the haunt of the poorer classes alone. 

A repulsive-looking ?nozoopened the door. 
" Sefior Benito Rodriguez? " demanded the old man. 
"Upstairs to the right, first door," gruffly answered 

the servant, as he dived down into a half-subterranean 
den. 

In ten minutes, the street door was stealthily opened. 
The driver stolidly held his hand out for the letter 
handed him by the servant, \vho muttered : 

" Tell Padre Hinojosa it's all right, the old man will 
stay all night ! " 

While the \\,heels rattled away, two brutes, kneeling 
over the form of the dead sacristan in the death-trap 
above, were busily looting the few silver coins in his old 
leather bolsa. 

" Carniizba!" growled the first, as he toye away a 
silver medal from the poor old victim's pulseless breast. 
"Who would have thought the old brute had so much 
blood in him. Come, let us send Fernando up here to 
clean up the floor ! " 

And then, leaving the mutilated cadaver to be tossed, 
under cover of darkness, into the bay, the two murder- 

I 
I 
I 

1 
I, 
I 

I 

old man who had long been marked for a secret ven- 

hours later, Padre Hinojosa listened with glee 
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to the message of the returning driver. Standing before 
the church, he handed the man a silver phso. 

"Bzseizo! " he carelessly said. " I'm going to give the 
old man a long vacation. He needs it !" 

When left alone, ~vi th  a quickened step, the new priest 
sought the sacristy. Grasping the bulky volume of the 
parish records, he threw its dog-eared pages open at the 
earlier dates. 

In a moment he had skillfully abstracted a leaf. 
" They are not numbered, these pages-no one will 

ever kilo\\. Xow, Senorita Mercedes Xgramonte, here 
goes your title to La Sevilla," he gro\vled. " The old 
man had to be put out of the waj.  H e  was forever 
poring over these dangerous records." 

When he had burned the leaf tvith the baptismal reg- 
ister of Ifercedes hgramonte, the artful secret agent of 
the departed IYcyler calmly lit a cigar. 

" Sow, if the transport people have only pushed that 
tottering old idiot hfateo Ruiz overboard, then, La Se-
villa goes either to us or-the church. If it goes to our 
friends, it is a fortune; if it goes to the church, we can 
lease it for a song. I t  is a good day's work." 

And the pitiless midnight stars shone down on the 
headless body of the poor old sacristan, that night, float- 
ing around the tangled wreck of the " Maine." Do-
n~ingo, the sacristan, was relieved forever ! 

Though disgraced, relieved, and sent home to be a 
living witness of the failure of the futile policy of blood, 
Valeriano Weyler had left behind him his agents of dark 
intrigue carrying on many a deed without a name, the 

i 



most co~vardly, being the vengeance upon the old man 
whose only criine was a suspicion of being a lover of 
liberty. 

'\I-!idc the battle-lanterns of t!le American fleet shone 
far out on the blue Caribbean tide off blorro, a hunted, 
half-s'lar~etl,ant1 clesperate man n a s  slon-ly makillg his 
1~3y(1:(1\\.11 tlii-01ig11 the \vilds of 3latanzas, Santa Clara, 
and I'uerto Prii~cipe to Santiago de Cuba. 

.\i?tlr:s (;oinez, \~ountlcd,  torn, ant1 battle-scarred, 
had cutli\-c! all ltis illusions at tnci~ty-three.  H e  saw. -. 

:it last ,  r!?e 11.-!lo!cl 1iitlcc.u~ s11am of tlie Cuban 1-isilig! 
--Isol(!ier at lieart, 11c re~ol ted  at the cold alld pitiless 

n:urilcr of a fen. ci?!ra.ppecl Spanish picl<ets. ITe l<nen- 
\-:c!l t:,(:1.1;;,11 t l ~ tthi. Cubans dared not face tlie Span- 

! iards ii: tile fieltl ns men. 
I l e  !I.?!-:! all the gro\;-ing- ::murmurs of dissension in 

the ra:,l.:; c~itllc motle!. Imntls, n-ho nere nlcrely bandits 
u!:c!er :l:c g ~ l i s eof re; u!ulion. Their leaders-bah ! 

(<::I-.i:i 2 ~ ~ 0  ??-ere 1~0th (:,-i~icz busied in 1;illing off each 
ot!?c.r':. ;,I-:.tc.r-sicns. I:c;11 hat1 left AA~lto::~io IIaceo, the 
I : : 

. . ,
: , I :

. 
:i ':e :~!~a,qh:erctl n-itl~out aicl ! T o  his 

s!i;an!c, .\i:c!ri< li::c\\- t!!at General Garcia could never 
csplai::~ t11c sil~gu!ar !eniei!c\- of the Spaniards tolvard 
tlie stra\\--stuhctl lion ~vhorn they had captured, feasted, 
and turnctl conten~ptuousl!- loose. 

And, " el Chino! " Gomez, the wary old fox-his 
ablest deeds consisted in evading service as a snldier of 
fortune, an alien to Cuba-doubted, distrusted, and ever 
playing his on.? shifty game. 

This c- - " :!:-.?.-sh:!n of Cuban patriotism, where 



power only meant plunder; patriotism masked cow-
ardice and corruption ;and the profession of arms was 
disgraced by the cold, individual butchery of helpless 
sentinels, and a few poor out-post prisoners. 

Well knowing that the Cubans never struck a line of 
battle, they did not run away from, AndCs Gomez 
stumbled along through the west seeking the American 
lines. 

" If they do land," he muttered, " I may die under a 
flag which bears no stain of foul disgrace." 

The vision of Mercedes rose up before him to haunt 
him. 

" Dead, dead, poor child! She, too, who would have 
gladly died for me," he kissed the little ring which she 
had given him, and swore to join her in that dim 
shadow-world of death which rolls around and encom- 
passes all life. 

" I will find the Spanish bullet at Santiago to open for 
me the gates of Paradise," he swore, in his lover's deli- 
rium. 

" Thank God that Weyler dragged JosC off to Spain. 
I shall not die by a brother's hand." 

" Poor Jose ! Gallant, game, and loyal ! God go with 
you! " sighed the orphan, as he laid his brows on the 
drifted forest leaves, to dream of the vanished Mercedes, 
the sacrifice of innocence, the poor lamb slain for Cuba's 
hopeless cause. 

" They killed her," he growled, as he gripped his 
heavy machete in his uneasy dream. " And, she died 
for me, for me alone !" 



I t  was on the night of July first, when AndrCs Gomez, 
revolver in hand, rode cautiously through the under- 
brush leading to the American lines. 

Five gaunt horsemen, their looped-up hats bearing 
the Cuban star, followed him, with their carbines at a 
poise. 

There were the flashing camp-fires of a victorious 
army, stretching now from General Calixto Garcia's 
" prudent health resort," far away to the north~vest, on, 
past the gallant Lawton's heroes of El Caney, and down 
to where the lion-hearted Joe Wheeler still held the 
blood-bought slopes of San Juan. 

Gliding and slipping around in places of " safe de- 
posit," the thieving Cuban camp-folloners gleaned the 
aftermath of the blood-soaked battlefields. 

They were a local \%ring of those Cuban heroes whose 
chiefs were feasting on chicken and champagne in S e \ v  
York and Key West-whose " armies " \\.ere either 
hiding on the far-away blue hills with Gomez, or e n j o y  
ing a good night's rest with the brave Garcia, who had 
now thrust the whole American army between his five 
thousand men and any stray Spanish bullet. 

Down belo\\. in Santiago, the sad-hearted Cervera 
was getting ready for his self-immolation on the altar of 
Spanish honor, while General Toral floundered among 
Blanco's bombastic orders and bent his brows over futile 
Spanish cablegrams. It was cowardice on the Cuban 
side, incapacity on the Spanish, and the Americans 
bravely shedding their blood for a thankless mongrel 
people. 

i 
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" Who comes there? " hoarsely cried the sentinel at a 
picket-post, as AndrCs Gomez rode out into the light. 

" Cuban officer, with important dispatches for Gen- 
s
eral Wheeler," answered AndrCs, riding forward and 

dismounting as the whole picket-guard sprang to arms. 
" Damned suspicious," growled a young lieutenant. 

'*How did you blunder in here? " 
" I lost my way," simply replied AndrCs. 
" I should say you did," vigorously retorted the 

officer. 
-

" You have been between the lines, and I guess you're 
the only Cuban who has risked his skin since n e landed 
at Siboney." 

After ten minutes' parley, the field officer of the day 
receipted for and sent on the dispatches. 

" I \\ill have to keep you here till I know its all right, 
joung man," growled the old veteran. " You speak 
English far too well for a born Cuban." 

" I was educated in New York," angrily retorted 
AndrCs, dropping his hand on his machete. " And, I 
die! not come here to be insulted." 

" Stop this nonsense," gruffly cried an old surgeon, 
\\caring the silver leaves of a lieutenant-colonel. " I 

nodded the doctor. " I need an interpreter on God's .
work of mercy. The poor fellow wants to communi- . 

In  the little " first-aid " shelter, down in a hollow 
behind a natural bomb-proof of overhanging rock, lying ':" 

<' ,
- .  
i:ili, 

t .- -Ye. 



5 	 among a dozen badly wounded men, was a young man, 
whose blue and silver uniform, sadly blood stained, told 
of the Spanish staff. 

" A gallant fellow," muttered the surgeon. " Fought 
like a lion out in the open. The boys had to pot him, to 
make his men break." 

The remark fell on deaf ears, for AndrCs Gomez was 
now on his knees by the dying man. The rough nurse, 
who held the lantern, brushed away the mist from his 
eyes, as AndrCs fondly kissed the pallid hands of the 
wounded man. 
"Madre dc Dios! illi Iaenizaiio ! JosC," he faltered, 

as he marked the telltale bloodstains on his brother's 
breast, where still shone the war medals of proud, old 
Spain. 

" This is my brother, Colonel Jose Gomez, once of 
General Ilieyler's staff," whispered AndrCs to the 
startled surgeon. 

" How long will he live? " 

" I give him half an hour. 13e careful," slowly said 


the surgeon, as he grasped AndrCs's arm and drew him 
1 from the tent. 
I 

" Explain this! " the doctor sternly said. " It's myI 
1 duty to make you a prisoner! " 

1 " Ah, God! I fought for Cuba, and he for Spain," 

: hoarsely cried AndrCs. " W e  were separated in my in- 

1 fancy, and only have met once on the battlefield, out in 


the west." 
'' Hasten, then, seiior," solemfily said the surgeon. 

..* " The hand of death is upon him. I will give you all the 
privileges of a gentleman." 



There was a dumb agony in the young soldier's face 
, 
., 

which appealed to the old frontier doctor's frosty heart. 
Andrks threw himself down by JosC, whose eyes ,. 

feebly gave him a loving welcome. The watchful regu- 
'-lar sentinel at the door of the tent turned his head away 

at the sight of Andrks's inexpressible anguish. .-
With that mysterious grace of God which often 

blesses the last half hour, there was a return of strength, 
and Josk's trembling lips fell into the musical language 
of their infancy. 

A feeble finger pressure was his only sign of life be- .-
yond the silken whisper of the dying! 

" 1-ou are all right, AndrCs nzio," he murmured. *-

" The war will soon be over. Cervera has no coal; his -

ships are only half outfitted. Toral will soon let go. I t  --
was Linares who would have fought it out! I was be- 
side him." 

" A hero," proudly cried Andres. "They all say so ! " :.. 
The death-damps were already on JosC's brow as the - - . 

surgeon, with infinite skill, raised his head and gave him :. 
the last restorative. 

" Thank God, I die before I see Spain's flag come -: 
down," he g~sped .  (. 

" Listen, Andrks, there are happy days yet for you. ;.;, 
The Yankees will take Cuba, and-never give it up ! I . 7 
followed Weyler back to Spain only to find Padre Mateo r;e
k i z .  Weyler killed them all-he and his agents-but .,kc 
he dared not slay the old priest. 

OW 
" Ruiz has sent the story of Mercedes to powerful 

men in the Church. No matter where you are on earth, jtb 

+,* 
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they will find you out. Stay here-stay in Havana- 
the Church will surely find you. Weyler has lost all 
his power. Beware, however, of his staff-his spies--
his old confederates." 

There was a long pause, and again the feeble whisper 
reached the loving brother's ear. 

" Mercedes lives, hidden away somewhere, I know 
that, and old Ruiz will find her through his friends. You, 
my brother, will live. Wait for her ! Find her ! 

" A s  for me--one prayer-one last brotherhood ap-

" Bury me with my mother. Find out her grave!- 
you wil: find it out-for, I have shed all my Gomez blood 
for Spain, and on my tomb carve only tlie words, ' JosP 
ParPdes-a loyal Spanish soldier.' Up there, I belong 
to her. I have no other name now." 

When Andrks's sobs had ceased, JosP closed his eyes, 
speaking as if in a dream : " You will avoid Weyler's 
old friends. Shun all the lonely places. Blanco and 
Castellanos are both loyal soldiers. But, there is that 
devil Isabel, Weyler's last mistress! She stayed behind 
to revenge him and carry out his damnable intrigues. 

" I t  was by her help that the crowning crime was 
brought about-the crime that lost to Spain her colonies 
forever. The star of Spain has set ! Listen ! I will tell 
you. There was a desperate circle of Weyler's staff 
officers who made up a secret cabal after his departure. 
They knew his secret wishes-his mad thirst for venge- 
ance upon the coming Yankees. 

"H e  thought if the ' Maine ' were blown up that 

-
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Glanco and Castellanos would be at once recalled-that 
he \$ot~ld be sent back at once to Cuba as dictator-and 
that he could hold Havana and Alatanzas provinces 
against the Yankees, until Germany, Austria, and Italy 
~vould interfere-perhaps even France! French capi- 
talists oivn the Spanish debt! 

" There \\as a little infamous resort, in the suburbs 
of Havana, out by 1-edado, bejond the Santa Clara 

' ,i \ ile 1;rcnchinan lcept this, and there the t1ic;solute 
clubmen of Hakana often veiled their n ild orgies it it11 
degiadcd n omcn of rank 11ho Icd double lives. 

" I-Iere Isabel, I\'e;\ler's tiger-hearted mistress, ~ n a d e  
her headquarters after he left, using his golrl and the 
discontented and desperate staff-officers to foment dis- 
cord and trjillg to thnar t  Clanco's honest plans for au- 
tonomy. She \vished to see \ITey!er once inore rule the 
nhole of Cuba free-handed, and be his secret quecn. 

" Desperate moman, desperate devils, all they needed 
was ready money and skilled help. There is a ma11 in 
Havana n h o  owns enormous Spanish steamship inter- -
ests. H e  n as Weyler's confidal~t. H e  saw his own vast - .  
business interests doomed to a future ruin. 

" Mad and deluded by the lying reports of the strength I 

of our fleet, he supplied the money, and the use of his . 
wharves near the Maquina. ...

C .  
'' He wished to bring on a war-to fill his pockets- ib,

the fool! All that was needed was an  instrument-a 
skilled diver ! ;. 

" The so-called wife of the Frenchman-Isabel's go- 'mnr 
"I 

t 
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between for her new lovers-seduced the wife of a poor : 
Havana diver. H e  was inflamed with drink, given a I 
few doubloons. and then, the infamous bargain was soon 
made. The great merchant gave the shelter cf his 
wharves, a steam launch, and abundant supplies. This 
he could do with no suspicion. 

" Weyler's ex-staff officers, still powerful, obtained 
the milyes and the needed explosives from the engineers' 

I 

" Ynder pretense of repairs these things were all got 
) together. 'I'he fina! barpain alone remained to be struck. 
It " Six thousand dollars in S ~ a n i s h  pold was the mice 

" One thousand \\.as given to the poor dupe's wife, one + 

thousancl more to him, at  the den on the Vedado road, 
on the night before the ' Maine' horror. 

" Four thousand more was to be paid to the wife on 
the completion of the deed. 

" Ah, Gotl! " groaned JosC, " I was tempted also! 
But, I thought only that a riot, a horror, some infamous 
outrage \\auld occur. They feared me-and so, they 
sent me away to Santiago here to look over the defenses. 
I would have nrarned the American authorities, so help 
me God ! 

" 011the fated night, the merchant's t ug  went early 
lip the harbor, towing a small boat with the two weight- 
ed and half-submerged contact mines. 

"Under cover of the early darkness, the last details 
were arranged by the inhuman brute and his two com- 
panions. 



" Slowly the boat was drifted down, towing the two 
lever contact mines, as innocent in appearance as buoyed 
fish nets. 

" Once they were firmly caught on the fore chains of 
- the ' Maine,' the harmless little boat was pulled off be- 

yond the ' Alfonso XIII.' and the ' City of Washington.' 
" There was a copper insulated cable strand leading 

into the boat, in case that the lever contacts failed. 
" The whole world knows the record of that horrible 

night! I t  is true that loyal old Elanco and the Spanish 
government are guiltless of that innocent blood. The 
murderous legacy of Weyler's ill-will brought this all 
about to urge on a cot:$ d'btnt. 

" Ah, Spain, Spain! " groaned the dying man. " If 
Cervera had only boldly sailed into Havana ;if the whole 
army hzd been concentrated around it, with an able gen- 
eral to defend it, fhere would have been two hundred 
thousand Yankee graves in front of our lines before the 
royal flag could have been torn from Morro! " 

I' JosP," entreated AndrPs, " the miscreants, what bc- 
came of them? " The dying colonel moved uneasily. 
" Landing near Cabaiias, the exhausted diver was plied 
with aguadiente. One of the desperadoes who had 
duped him met him, and he was thrust into Cabafias, 
where he was beheaded and tossed to the sharks. They 
feared his disclosures. A captain of the fortress guard 
told me that the two boatmen divided a few doubloons 
and were then smuggled off to Santander. This captain 
was killed here in the first skirmish, the night before 
the battle of Las Guasimas. He told me on the picket 
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line that the ravings of the drunken boatman caused hinl 
to go  out and explore the den at El  Vedado. The staff 
officer had arranged with a friend in Cabafias to put the 
diver out of the way, and the French restaurateur, him- 
self, died suddenly two months after the ' Maine ' explo-
sion. That was Isabel's work, the fiend, but Weyler's 
mistress now lives in luxury in Havana, and his old staff 
adherents rally around her. The crime was all in vain. 
The plot to recall Weyler failed miserab!~! Spain has 
lost Cuba, but the death of the victims of the ' hfaine ' 
can not be charged to us ! This is the truth, so help tne 
God! I t  was the work of the steaniship owner and 

Jose lay in a stupor for a half an hour, while the 

will be happy with llercedes, 1111 Iwr1110110. but the Yan- 
kee will hold your land forever-our unhappy birth- 

" Your insurrection has only been fomented by a 
band of rich malcontents secretly stirring up the baser 
elements. I t  is the rich against the poor. The sugar 
and tobacco planters-the lazy loiterers in Paris and 
New York-the cabals of capitalists at the great Hotel 
Waldorf-the American journalist pirates-the foreign 

had a bank, shipping houses, countless agents, ey.

social spies, and trusty friends watching all the Nen' 
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" Your ' Cuba libre ' is a dream, a myth-you have 
loosened the whirlwind! Can you not see we did not 
nant war! We could have struck a terrific blow in 
March upon the Yankee coast. Why did we not? We 
really wanted peace. All their naval bombardme~t has 
not silenced a single Spanish battery ! We x i  ere forced 
into war by mere pride, against our will," he groaned. 
" If the fleet and whole army had been drawn into Ma- 
tanzas and Havana, we could have held out for five long 
?ears. I$'e\~ler was a brute, but a good soldier. He  
would never have given up. You are avenged ! He was 
your bitter enemy. He  has lost us Cuba wit11 his useless 
bloodshed, and the fair island will be the prey of the 
craft) Anzerzca~zo. The American flag will never come 
down. ' Cuba libre ' a msckery-there is the hand of 
fate-t11-t brutal murder of the ' Maine ' which brought 
the war on us unawares. We are ruined, and you will 
be betrayed ! And I thank God that I have not lived to 
see the flag of Spain trailed in the dust ! " 

There was a sudden rattle of dropping shots. With a 
last frenzied effort the soldier raised his feeble head, his 
eyes lit with the battle fire. " Alerta ! alerta ! " he loud- 
1y cried, and then sank back with a feeble moan. 
" Where's the light? AndrPs ! AndrPs ! Brothers after 
all ! " A fit of choking coughing came on, and AndrCs's 
hopeless eyes implored the doctor's aid. 

The surgeon sprang to the bedside as the red blood 
streamed from the sufferer's open wounds. The sight- 
less eyes were now staring upward, and Jose Gomez's 
hand lay cold and pulseless in his brother's palm. The 
Soldier of Spain was mustered out forever ! 
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! " There's a Spanish flag under his pillow," sadly said 1 

I 


the army doctor. " The boys would not take it from 1 

him. Cover him with that. He was as brave a man as I
ever drew a sword !" I 


" And, as loyal-God rest his soul ! " sobbed AndrCs, 

as he buried his head in his hands. I 


I


There were pitying foemen who stood with uncovered 


i
heads when Jose Gomez was laid to rest under the royaI 

palms the next day. 

I
Wrapped in the battle hallowed flag of Spain, the man 

who had washed out the stain upon his name with his 

I 


heart's blood slept under the vigil of the gaunt young 
 I 

Cuban so!dier m ho had sheathed his sword forever. 

" Free to go, am I ? " wearily answered Andres, when 


the surgeon told him that his official character had been 

' vouched for. " The whole world is the same to me now. 
I 	 Friendless, penniless, my birthright enjoyed by the 


stranger, and-Mercedes lost to me! " His brother's 

ho~efu l  words returned to him. " I will wait until I 

can lay his bones by our mother's ! There is a comrade 

or two who will help. If the assault is made on Havana 

I may throw my life away there-as uselessly for Cuba 

libre, as he laid his own down for Spain !" 


Fifteen days later, when the Stars and Stripes were 

hoisted upon Santiago, AndrCs Gomez stood under its 

protecting folds possessed of nothing but his brother's 

sword, whereon were carved the royal arms of Spain ! 


Alone, out there by the royal palms, he sought coun- 

sel of the stars as he watched, with chivalrous love, by 

the grave of the man who had saved him from the hell 




I; of Cabaiias, and whose head had lain on his bosom after 
the fight at Lissa Bridge. H e  seemed to hear a message 

I 
in the wailing night winds-a last message from Jose ! 

lrait until Havana is opened. If there is no 
siege I may hear from our secret friends some tidings of 

-g\.
Padre Mateo Ruiz. ' 

"And if none come to me, then, as a common sailor, 
my way to New York. 

- j old Maria Velasco still lives at the convent. '..-. 
"-'E Failing that-then, I will go to Matanzas and Barcelona 



1 
CHAPTER XII. 

THE SURRENDER OF HAVANA-SENORITA ISABEL MAKES 

A PROPOSITION-THE ROSE O F  DAWN. 

It was the first of January, A.D. 1899. A blazing and 
merciless sun beat down upon the blue Caribbean, swel- 
tered upon the human wolf den of Havana, and glowed 
upon the frowning fortresses encircling the bav, where 

, to-day, only one unarmed transport of the King of Spain 
' 

lay waiting to take away the last Spanish governor-gen- 
era1 of Cuba. 

There were hundreds of dingy blue uniforms swarm- 
ing upon the ramparts of Atares, the " invincible "; 
Yankee bayonets gleamed on the walls of Principe, San 
Nazario, and Santa Clara; and the grizzled gunners of 
the Second U. S. Artillery were lounging expectantly 
behind the ramparts of Morro Castle, Cabafias, and San 
Diego. 

I n  the whole city, " Spanish honor " had left but one 
sullen, gleaming, red and yellow banner, mournfully 
drooping on " Morro," to be the single evidence of the 
final surrender. 

" Spanish honor " had cut away the halliards from 
flagless Cabaiias-in the other forts, the Spanish colors 
were artfully " lost," and a bare flagstaff at half-past 
eleven, rose nakedly above the governor-general's palace. 

1 
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Spanish dignity was avenged by this bit of puerile child's 'j' 

In  the great audience room there, Governor-General I-
-Castellafios, with misty eyes, realized how deftly the 

Adefeated Blanco had fled away, in a hasty resignation, 
leaving to him the dishonor of giving up the almost in- . 

-vincible lines of Havana and Matanzas with no defense 
-of tamely surrendering a huge army, supplied for a -
five years' campaign, and all this, without firing a single . 
shot to defend the boy king's disappearing heritage of 
the sea. The shame of Bazaine at Metz, was duplicated. . 

I t  was the curse of the " Maine " which curdled the - . 
manly blood in the Spanish heart. 

From daybreak, sullen crowds had gathered all along 
- \  

the city front, from Castle de la Punta to the San JosC -
storehouse. The Prado and Plaza de las Armas were . . 
now filled with a dense but silent mob, and, long before 
the fatal hour of noon, every window was filled, every .'-
house-top crowded. Women, light of head, cold of . *  . 
heart, in gala dress, smirked at Spain's final disgrace. -s -The sidewalks were packed with the mongrel dwell- 
ers in the Cuban capital-the city was gay with the flag 

I I. 
of the American union, and the so-called " colors " of 

. P .  _ 
" Cuba libre " now timidly crept out into the unaccus- ;',.,.tomed sunlight. Even the coward could be brave behind 
Yankee walls of steel now ! k,J~ 

The better residents were all huddled in the dingy in- ' 6 c ' r  
teriors of their gloomy houses, and a restless murmur !*Qft 

of expectation filled both mart and bazar. I t  was the ,hrr 
closing scene ! a \ i t4* 
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While no cheers relit the air, there \ \as  heard along 
the deserted streets the resounding tread of the victon- * 

ous army of the United States, bearing hefore their col- 
umns the flag hich never goes hack. A manly chorus, 
" O n  to Havana," was the cadenced rhythm of those 
marching feet. They had kept their oath! 

From Vedado, from Buena Vista, from hlarianao, 
canic the blue-clad hosts of " Fitz " Lee, with their 
bayonets fixed, and gleaming rolvs of cartridges shin- 
ing out untler the barrels of the Iirag-Jorgensens. 

I t  n as a visit " in state "-a " morning call "-in re-
turn for the jeers \chic11 followed General Lee out of 
Havana \zhen he sailed a x a y  \\1t11 his promise to  re- 
turn sailing over the 1;odies of our unrevenged dead ! 

The gallant 1 irginian had kept his plighted word, and 
four ,hnerican major-generals waited before the Hotel 
Ingla te~rato see the United States " officially " call upon 
Spain, leaving its " carte tle visite " in the abandoned 
throne room of the King of Spain. 

O n  came the marching columns, closing in, ceaselessl! 
moving for\vard, the dust-brown ranks offering neither 
jeer nor menace to the impassive multitude, I V ~ Osul-
lenly gazcd nithout a single welcoming cheer. 

The proud " Old Glory " kissed the morning breeze, 
and beside it was carried, in the heart of every regiment. 
the flags of States which had once fluttered on oppos- 
ing battle lines in the old war days when American 
brothers rended each other's hearts. 

An awful hush went over the town as the hour of 
noon approached. For, the Yankee lines had at  last re- 
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morselessly closed around the governor-general's palace. . :'!;5!' 

There was a cluster of well-armed Americans at every iflg 

they vanished in an expectant silence. And so, the slow 
grinding mills of the gods had finished the grist of four 
hundred long years of blood and shame. 

Down on the Prado, a hundred thousand eyes were 
bent toward Morro as the cathedral bell sounded the first 
note of noon. 

Suddenly the drooping royal flag slid down from 
Morro's lofty staff, and then, in an instant, broke out 
upon Rlorro and Cabafias the star flag of the free ! 

A mighty shout rent the air-for all the American 
soldiers had found their voices-as the strains of the 

governor-general's palace. 

years of remorseless tyranny. 
As he stepped into the waiting barge, he could hear 

the frantic yells of delighted thousands-for the wreck 
of the " Maine " was now swathed in a superb American' 
full-sized battle ensign, whose consecrated folds touched 
the grecn water lapping against that hideous steel coffin. 

And the dead of the " Maine," still prisoned in that 
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gloomy submerged casket, were a t  home again. They 
were in their own country once more. The " Maine " 
rested on American soil! The martyrs were grandly 
avenged. 

A haggard-eyed young man, in a facled Cuban riding 
suit, with no mark of rank save his soldierly bearing, 
silently watched the Fourth Virginia ("  Fitz Lee's 
own ") wildly cheering the Star-spangled Banner and 
the crimson flag and silver castle of the Second Engi- 
neers. 

When Wheaton (all unconscious of his growing lau- 
rels in the far-away Philippines) led the Second Engi- 
neers, the First Texas, and the Second L o ~ ~ s i a n a  up  
the broad causeway in proud review, AndrCs Gomez 
sadly turned away, his heart bursting 11it11 grief, as he 
stood there iriendless, penniless ; and in all that wilder- 
ness of proudly borne flags he saw no Cuban banner 
borne in honor. H e  had thrown his young manhood 
away. 

There n-as no Cuban note in the beautiful. defiant 
martial music which rent the air-only the familiar notes 
of the ringing bugles of the color battalion of the Second 
Engineers, as they carried their United States colors 
first, before the swarm of golden-sashed generals, for 
whose fame these sturdy blue ranks had toiled without 
reward in storm and sunshine, facing fever, death, and 
privation. 

To the general-the star and the golden sash-the 
brilliant honors of life's luxury-filled evening; to the 
private soldier there is left the hospital, the soldier's 
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forgotten grave, and the cold neglect of the community 
which passes by, in haughty scorn, the humble units 
which make up the resistless thousands! 

" Verily, I say unto you, he who gathereth the increase 
is not the one who diggeth the field ! " 

AndrPs Gomez had been driven on by some resistless 
spirit to wander into Havana in search of Padre Mateo 
Ruiz, the keeper of the secret of Mercedes's fate. 

H e  was now only a waif of fortune, with merely the 
bitter memories of the desperate struggle as his barren 
reward. 

MTith3 growing wonder, he marked the stolidity of 
the easily-recognized Spaniards, and the lazy indiffer- 
ence of the mongrel Cuban crowd. " The one mourns 
not, the other cares not to rejoice," he bitterly mur-
mured, and then the words of his dead brother came 
hack to haunt him. " Spain has lost Cuba forever-the 
Cuban cause has been a bootless one-and the American 
flag n ill never come down ! " 

The few silver coins in his pocket would only fence 
off starvation for a few days; he was a stranger in a city 
of three hundred thousand without the answering gleam 
of a pair of frisndly eyes. And the spoiler reveled in 
beautiful Palo Alto, the princely hacienda of his birth, 
not\- escheated to the crown. 

" I will seek for news of the Spanish transports. I 
will try and find some of Jose's fellow officers. I will 
go out to Marianao and try once more for tidings of old 
Domingo, and then throw myself into the hav from T 
Punta ; for beg I can not, and, place and fortune are lost 
to me forever. 
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" This Cuban revolution is a failure--only a bloody 
memory now-but for these fighting Yankees the Span- 
iards mould have thrown us all into the sea, in three 
months more." 

H e  saw how the factions of the leaders had lost their 
cause, as once before they sold it ! 

Threading the crowd, he threw himself down on a 
bench in the park, while the dense throng poured up the 
Prado to witness the triumphant review of the dozen 
regiments which had made the formal march into Ha- 

There was good reason for the strained calm, the dead 
tide-water of this passive submission ; for a dozen more 
regiments were massed in readiness without the city's 
lines, the guns of the forts were all now manned by 
Yankees, the flower flag gleamed on every keep, and a 
menacing American squadron lay within rifle shot of 

I t  was an awe-inspiring proof of the concrete power 
of the long-derided Americans, and the lesson struck 
home to every quivering heart. 

While AndrCs dreamily closed his eyes he listened to 
the babble of two valetudinarians, seated, umbrella in 
hand, near him. The planter garb of the one, the light, 
careless city attire of the other, proved the " paisano " 
and the " ciudano." 

".There, you see, Benito," began the towllsman, " how 
our journals and officials lied to US! Our  fleet was to 
ravage the Yankee coasts. I t  was proved to be not even 
fit for sea. The Yankees were to be found divided at  

-. 
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home, and their government would have to fight the Ftrha 
South, as well as Spain. That was the story! it21 . 

" I lived twenty years in New Orleans. See the flags .:i:< 
of the Southern States waving in yonder procession! .(i,iii 

" Alabama and Florida, Georgia and Mississippi, :!:)in 

North and South Carolina, proud old Virginia, and, at 
the head, Texas and Louisiana, with the Ohio, Indiana, 2idi: 
and ~llinois Engineers! Lies, all lies! Even our spies it,,; 
lied to us and swindled Spain ! " .:! 1: 

secrets here, that the officials and importers divided 
I,,,... . .,.. 

pearly twenty millions of stolen pEsos in Havana district ,..: ...L..,.. : 
alone. .. ... ,,.,

.! . 8 8 :  

" That money would have fortified the island, given .;:.,, 

us a half million tons of coal, and finished all our stra- .I;,': '' - C! . ,,
tegic railroads." ..-:li- >., ,,, 

" I t  would have been better," mused the townsman, ., , 

" if either Weyler had been allowed to finish his job of 3 ::i: 

\vl~olesale extermination, or else, Blanco had been per- 
-'. 
:.
., :: 

abandoned him to his fate. 
" Tf Blanco had used cash instead of bald talk Gout  '.'!:' 

autonomy, the insurrection would have dissolved as in ,<.;it 

c-ventp-eight-by purchase. America could not then .<!kc: 
have interfered." 

i- - . ._ 
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" Perhaps SO," placidly answered old Benito ; " but, 
my dear Tomas, remember that the Spanish comman- 
ders all sold protection in the outlying districts. They 
were busied in filling their pockets as the war went on- 

" And, not without a sly, tacit understanding with the 
so-called Cuban generals. 

" I have paid both sides at once to let my plantation 
alone! I hired two companies of Spanish soldiers. out- 
right, from their colonel, while at the same time my 
intendant was feeding and supplying the outside insur- 

" I entertained royally every passing set of Spanish 
officers, and secretly bought cartridges from the under- 
lings of Weyler so that the rebels outside could use the 
arms they had stripped from our dead. I had to do it, 
loyal as I was. I t  was either that, or a choice between 
a Spanish Mauser ball or a Cuban machete. 

" A dozen times I have saved my own hacienda from 
fire-by promising the insurgent chiefs money. " If 
you burn it you'll get nothing," I told them, and they 

ever rule us. Those flags will never come down," he 

"Bzleno! They will make a11 the money they want, 
and yet, give us a good government. Mark my words: 
In a year from to-day the rich Yankees will own every 
thing of value on the island, save our individual lands." 

" What are we to do," gasped Tomas. 

-
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" We must go to work," calmly replied Benito, " or 
go to the wall. I t  is fate! You know the insurrection 
was a humbug-only a war of organized gold against 

" Our rich classes here-merchants and absentees- 
all wanted American protection ; a stable government ; -
the benefits of a close union; Yankee enterprise, and a 
iosteriilg of our sugar a i d  tobacco interests. 

" In  five years, there will be five million cattle in Cuba 
~rilder Yankee rule. To-day, there are not five hundred 
thousand." 

" You are right," sighed Tomas. " The golden days 
of dolcc fur ~~zeri tein Cuba ended with the great Concha 
and the cutting off of our slave labor. The whole world 
is an open market now. We must compete to live. And 
our lifeblood has been long drained by Spanish corrup- 
tion. I welcome the Yankee rule-for, property will be 

" Only an insider, like you or I, can see that the Cuban ..-
chiefs were merely a mass of adventurers, living on --.: 
forced tribute-plunder-the hope of future govern- .L-

mental reward, or the funds doled out by rich schemers 
like our friend Don Antonio, the Monte Cristo of :\P 

JJUI 

" And," cried Benito, as he lit his cigar and prepared t a  

to stroll away, " the hearts of the people have not really qtcp 
been in the rising since '95. ad 1; 

" Gomez, Garcia, and Maceo burned all the interior \\ 
villages and huts, left the women and children to starve, dm,
and then, forced the unwilling men into the Cuban 8, 

*'1onl 

1 
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f 	 ranks. Poor devils! They had either to join the ban- 
dits or else fall under the Cuban machete. If they ref- 
uged with the Spaniard, there was only left to them 
death by starvation in the reconcentrado lines. Poor 

1 
Cuba! Land of blood and tears! Vanzolzos, awzigo! 
Let us forget the past. The future must be a paradise 
compared with the hell r e  have lived in." 

" Of course," murmured Tomas, " and Spain has, a t  
last, paid the penalty of its double-dealing. If, when the 
fiends ble\v up the Yankee battleship, the government 
had promptly avowed it to be the work of crazy brutes, 

t paid for the cruiser, and given over five millions indem- 
nity, the king ~vould not have lost his dominions beyond I

I th4?7ie Yankees would not have dared to act. The 
I\ hole 11orld ~vould have been against them ! 

" If they meant to fight, they should have drawn all 
our forces in here ; let old Grandmoth& Blanco go into 
retirement; sent out a real soldier, and rallied every 
thing around us. Eut, the regent mother's kitchen cabal 

trusted to it. \Ve deserve our shame ;we have brought 
about our own humiliation. And there is the cause of 
it all. That shattered hulk down there-the crime of 
the century. Spain should have disavowed the act and 
paid the bill ! " 

" We are paying, n o w !  " groaned Benito, as the two 
old men sauntered away. 

The last words which greeted the astonished revo-
lutionists were Tomas's gloomy predictions : 



I 
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" In  ten years, English, German, and Yankee capital 
will own the island-from end to end ! It  is the ' arrival 

i of the fittest ' n o t  the ' survival.' " 
I Andrds Gomez was left almost alone in the swelter- 
i 

i ing square where the blinding Cuban heat-rays poured 
1 down. He mechanically wandered out into the shade, 
I bending his steps to that Visitacion convent which had 

been Mercedes's last prison-home-a place of sorrows 

" If I only dared to try to make a friend of the ser- ~ n k n  

riage suddenly stopped and 
him to approach. 

A bitter smile played on 
womanly signal. 

a fluttering fan signaled A,. 
12. E ( 

his lips as he obeyed the F 
l a d l  

"The  queen and the beggar," he murmured, as he 1 
lifted his sombrero, for, though he could not see the 
face concealed by a filmy veil, the voice was velvety; bnc* 

..:. 3 
" Colonel Gomez, you are to be my prisoner," the lady 

merrily said. 
.i \\q;,"Alas! madame," sadly faltered Andrks, " he sleeps 
;, ,.'( 

-iin a soldier's grave at Santiago." .r., : 

With a quick movement, the woman dashed her veil 
:::rf 

aside. She was rarelv beautiful: but her witch in^ fare '"%-

had whitened into the allo or of marhle 

his brother," solemnly said the astounded wanderer. 



The jeweled hands were clasped upon the beautyTS 
bosom. 

"Dios ~n io !  NOW,I know ! " she faltered. Come 
into my carriage. 1must tell you something." 

AndrCs hesitated for a moment. His shabby ex-
terior brought t ~ l e  blush of shame burning under the 
bronze of the Cuban sun. But when he saw the woman's 
blazing eyes, he obeyed her request. 

" Drive out on the Vedado road," sharply cried the 
unknown. 

I t  was when they were beyond all observation, that 
the stranger ordered a halt. 

A score of yards away, down by the seashore, there 
was a clump of royal palms and a cluster ot rocks. 

" Follo~vme ! " she cried, leaping out as lightly as a 
fawn. 

" Kow, Sefior Capitano," frankly began the fair in- 
cognita. " I will be brief. I hold your future in my 
hands. You seek for ;1Ierckcles Agramonte, the rich 
orphan girl, the Cuban spy of La Sevilla. Kay, hear 
me ! Do not give way to anger ! 

" I found some papers in the hands of Weyler--one 
of Weyler's staff officers," she hastily cried, " papers 
that tell the whole story of her deportation. The whole 
private report is there. You love that girl ! She will be 
rich now--curse on the Yankees who make her so ! 

" The Church would gladly keep her out of Your 
hands. You know why! I wish to leave Cuba for- 
ever. 

I " 1 intended to trade on the clergy; but You, sefiorj 
I 
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il 

will suit me better. I have a long score to pay off-to 
:y 

'+,.: 

clean gold ! " 
" Alas! I am penniless! A Cuban soldier-a man 

, -
. .̂  .'

, 

long robbed of his own," was AndrCs's reply, as his '1 .. .,,. 
throbbing brain reeled under this tantalizing disclosure. ' - .'-

., , .... <.. . 

to follow me to-day, you will never hear of me again. -'.. 

But, for the dead Jose's sake,: she faltered, " I would . :'-: ', 
help you. I am desperate, and I must leave Cuba for- -.:? ::: 

- ... ~...., ever. ... .ca .. 

" I \\rill give you three days! You can see her friends! :t\:::~ 

Come here alone, in three days-come to this very place ::?:: +, 
-the Six Palms-come at noon. You can find out her :,, ?.e 
friends! I dare not; but with the papers once in your f,'1.i 
hands, you are then the master of the girl's destiny, and h:-ii 
you hold the Church, too, in your power. The papers :tfl? 
came from Weyler himself ." :I!' 

There was the ring of truth in her voice. Zt Q! 
" I know you," cried AndrCs, with a sudden intui- !3hd3 

tion. " You are Isabel-the woman whom Weyler wor- ?;&, 

up all the general's intrigues. You must have some 

friends ! You must find them ! 




" Listen : I will send you back to town in my carriage. 
" You can easily find out some revolutionists of your 

own party who are rich-who once knew Elisa Alva- 
rado, her mother. They were all Cubans at heart. Go 
and seek these friends. Love, future, happiness is before 
you! Even the rich lawyers would undertake it. Go, 
or I shall deal with the Church, and bury the girl for- 
ever in a convent life. Her fate is in your hands ! Mark 
you ! If you even name my name, if you bring a com- 
panion here, I will seal my lips. And, young sir, the 
papers do not come with me. I shall have help at hand. 
But come back here alone in three days-at noon! " 
She resolutely walked away. 

The bewildered soldier looked back from the carriage 
to see the resolute adventuress looking out fixedly upon 
that blue sea beyond whose silver shores lay her free- 
dom. The leaven of fear was working in her darkened 
soul ! I t  was the time of settlement for past sins ! 

Andres aimlessly halted the carriage at the market; 
under its cool colonnade, he entered a restaurant and 
bade the " mozo " bring him a cup of coffee. 

The carriage had dashed off on its return, before he 
stepped within the entrance of the famous market res- 
taurant. 

Seated there, with his head bowed in his hands, he 
dreamed desperate dreams of every scheme to obtain 
help. 

" Mv God, if the Padre were only here," he g2oaned. 
There were curious eyes fixed on the haggard but 

handsome face of the young insurgent. 



* I 4  THE HACIENDA ON THE HILL. 

Dozens of the guests had seen the departed Colonel 'yeu 

were ignorant. ~d ' 

The coffee stood long untouched before him as he 3ght11 

mused, until, with surprise, he saw beside him, in a D I ~  
shady corner, the two elderly critics of Spain who had er ,L  
babbled in the park. They were evidently rich habitues ,ithe 
of the city. I on 

Their repast was almost finished, and AndrCs Gomez .es at 

started from his chair when the old planter solemnly ;htzSqa 
raised his glass, " T o  the memory of Manuelita hut,l 
ParCdes," he sighed. " The Lily of Palo Alto ! When 'cor 
she died, the curse came down upon Calixto Gomez. ,a rm 
And curses on the man who sold his followers to shame. ego\ 
We are paying for his treason now." give 

" She was your sister, Benito, was she not? " said the ,,,, 
townsman. 

she took away, and mother and child are sleeping in the, aride 
grave. 

" I was in Spain when she died; the whole story of "Go 
iiiend

the horror came to me later. I never found her grave." 
ladre : 

" Sesor," gravely said AndrCs, as he stood before the 
old planter, " I can take you to my mother's grave. For lkhc 

if Manuelita Paredes was your sister-she was my "Qnf 

mother !" h,f ,  

The planter struggled to his feet. Wit] 



"YOU are-" he cried. 
"AndrCs ParCdes Gomez--once captain of the Cuban 

irregulars-now a homeless wanderer," the young man 
said. " The Spaniard enjoys my birthright. I have 
fought in the whole war ! " 

" Did you not know that the Crown had taken it 
over, failing heirs, after your father's death in Paris? " 
said the excited uncle. 

" I only know that my brother JosP, who died on the 
lines at Santiago, might have some day gained his 
rights," slowly said Andris, speaking as if in a dream. 
" But, I am a rebel-an insurgent captain ! " 

" Come away with me," cried the old man, opening 
his arms. " Palo Alto shall be yours yet; it was one of 
the government sequestrations, but I have ' El  Toledo ' 
to give you. If you are NIanuelita ParCdes's son, you 
have a home in my heart. How can you prove this? " 
he criecl, with a sudden qualm of doubt. 

Old Sefior Tomas Cortez hobbled up to them : 
" The church registers, of course," he began. 
" Yes, yes! " joyously added the overjoyed Benito 

ParCdes. 
" God help me ! " cried AndrPs. " Sefiores, my last 

friend on earth was lost when Weyler made away with 
Padre Mateo Ruiz, the rector of Marianao. He educated 
me-he knew all-and even the old sacristan Doming0 
is gone. Padre Ruiz is dead! I have sought him, in 
vain, for seven long months." J 

With twinkling eyes, the rich old merchant, Tomas 
Cortez, called the " mozo " to bring champagne. 
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" Sit down, amigos," he cried, merrily, " I can bring 
the dead back to life ! Mateo Ruiz was my dearest boy- 
hood friend. He is now on  the transport ' Catalonia,' 
coming next week to Matanzas to take away the last 
Spanish troops. I have a letter from him bidding me 
come over to Matanzas, when the garrison goes away, 
to meet him, as he fears Weyler's old accomplices here. 
The ' Catalonia ' is even now on her way !" 

"Then, thanks be to God, I am saved!" cried 
AndrPs. " Know me as Andrks ParCdes only, for I 
know my father's shame. It  was Padre Ruiz who told 

" And you shall be my son ! " was the old planter's 
. joyous response, as he opened his arms. 

The wine flower merrily as the old hacieadero ques-
tioned his nephew. 

" Let us go to my house. You are both my guests," 
was Seiior Cortez's device. " This young man needs 
rest, and, if I must say it-an outfit." 

There was no sleep that night for the delighted 
Benito ParCdes, who had found a new joy in his lonely 

The stars were low in the west when the planter had 
heard the last of Andres's long recital. 

The happy old man grasped Andrb's hands: 
" There are to be no more sorrows," he said. "Rest 

here ; let me be your banker; you are now my son and 
heir ! Tomas Cortez knows Isabel, for he often handled 
Weyler's secret funds, and the inner life of the great 
man was an open book to him. She shall have her ten 
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thousand P ~ S O S ,and I will double it when you bring me 
face to face with Mercedes. You shall keep your tryst 
with her. We will turn all over with Cortez to-morrow. 
He  is wise and prudent. I will see him over his morning 
chocolate. We will waste no time. He  knows where 
she is-he can reach anyone in Havana with his wealth 
and knowledge. You are to only wait for Padre Ruiz, 
and then both of your must seek out Mercedes. 

" There is only one thing to fear. Not a soul in Cuba 
must know. You two will travel in different ships, and 
only meet when landed far away from Cuba. 

" If the girl is in France or America, you can find her ; 
if she is in Spain, then I will go over with Ruiz and 
you can go on to Paris and wait for us there. 

" For, I have kept up an open friendship with Spain 
to save my life and estates. I am not, like you, brave 
boy, under the ban." 

In a week, the watchful league of Weyler's friends 
sought for Sefiorita Isabel in vain. She had vanished 
from the scenes of her empire over Spain's headsman. 

On an arctic morning in Montreal, two men, a month 
later, faced the bitter February blasts as they toiled 
along through the snow drifts in a sleigh to the entrance 
of the Convent of the Sacred Heart. 

The old priest, wrapped in swathing furs, was still 
pondering over the mysterious incarceration of the CU- 
ban heiress in a Canadian convent. 

" Here, my beloved son," he said, " in a land of 
absolute freedom, under the English flag, Mercedes 
~ o u l dbe able to leave at any moment. 
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Catholic land of olden grace." 
" You forget, Padre," quickly answered AndrCs Thl 

Gomez, " that the dear girl is ignorant of life. She IlerS' 

knows nothing of the power of wealth. She, like me, meek 

is penniless. For, the Cuban princess has never come 'OUSt 

into her own." 1 

I' Gracins 6 Dios. we will soon know all." 

drawn with the haggard lines of care. 

tered. 

Cabasas prison," solemnly said the Padre. " Here we perti. 
are! " And they entered the portals of the house of ir.anlij 
peace together. Thrr i 

Andres Gomez paced the floor of the great reception- 
room. 

He well knew that Padre Mateo Ruiz was in official 
converse with the Lady Superioress. 

And the crawling hands of the clock mocked the 
young lover's beating heart. Would that door never 
open ! 

At last, there wis the sound of a hand upon the door 
knob, and as a slight form clad in black glided into the 
room, AndrCs spranp forward. 

pericr,-,-- - ' f-r-ysrd in dread, when the Lady of "Wn 
-*-..a 
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La Sevilla gave one glad cry, and sank sobbing upon his I 

breast. 
There is no joy that kills, and in a few moments 11 

you stay here, mutely? " 

" Ah, Andrks," the loyal girl whispered, with tears 


and smiles, " I swor: on the cross to Weyler that I 

, would remain passive here, if he would only spare the 

Padre's life and honest old Domingo. I t  was for you, 
too. for I was promised clemency. They told me that 
the war would soon be over; that the chiefs would soon 
submit, and that you, AndrCs, should be pardoned." 

Her head fluttered down on his bosom as she whis- 
pered: " I did it to save your life, for I knew that you 
would find me out, if you sought the wide world over. 
They hid me away from the storms of the world here, 
and, now I know, in the hope to deceive me and blind I 

you. Rilt, these angels here were innocent, and my lips 
1 were sealed by my oath." 1 
I 

I t  \\-as half an hour later. when the lovers separated 

until the priest could bring the widowed sister of Sefior 

Tomas Cortez to escort the young heiress to New York. 


" Old Maria Velasco waits you in the dear old con- 

vent at  Fort Lee," said the happy priest. " She will go 

back with us." 


" After our marriage, Mercedes, my darling," said 

Andrks, now the nicture of a caballero in the light of 

prosperity shed onhim by old Benito ParCdes7s fatherly 

bounty. 




" Listen, AndrCs," whispered Mercedes, " I am a 
i 	 Cuban at heart! You have faced the storm of battle a 
1 	 hundred times for our birthplace. If you want me, 

as you say your uncle Beriito calls for you-" she 
paused and lifted one rosy finger in her first command 
-" you will find me waiting for you at the altar of the 

knelt and prayed for your life, you will find Mercedes. d 

L-ct us go back to the land where love joined our hearts, d 
here let God ioin our hands." 6 

upon them. L 
.cedes shyly gave her lover her blue-veined 0 

hand to kiss, at the brief parting, her trembling lips were . I 

ove's golden day ! 	 I 
1 
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