5_56

THE DESERET WEEKLY.

CORRESPONDENCE.

HOSPITAL EXPERIENCEER IN BANTI-
AQO DE CUBA.

Santlago, Sept. 2, 1898,

This has been a particularly trying
day, to both patients and nurses. While
several of the men are at death's door
and many others far too i1l to be moved,
a number of convalescents are openly
rejoicing in the promlse of speedly de-
parture. It cannot be denled (hat the
happiness of the fortunate otes adds a
deeper tinge of blue to the home zick-
ness of their comrades who have no
such bright prospects in the near fu-
ture. Yet more unselfish mortals were
never met than those soldiers ¢f Uncle
Sam. An example of this !s the young
lieuwtenant from northern Michligan, who
occuples a cot in the hospitai corvidor.
and whose minutes on earth are num-
bered, He came through the battle un-
scathed, though weakened, of course,
from 1tz days of hunger and hard ex-
perences. Afterwards, like all hls com-
pany, he had *“the fever”—out In camp
where the men were lylng on the rain-
soaked ground, alternately sweltering at
noon-day, drenched In the alternoon
downpour and shivering with cold at
night. They had low dog tenta, nearly
enough to go around by close crowding,
but no cols, and In most cases not even
a blanket, the men having been com-
peiled to throw away thelr kits before
the fight. No wonder that for days to-
gether only two men out of a regiment
were able to report for duty! An over-
worked army surgeon made occaslonal
rounds, but his only medicine was
quinine, and for men dying of dysentery
there wag no food but the usual heans,
bacon and hard-tack. It would have re-
quired the entire time of a strong man
toe satisfy the demands of the fevered
for water—the nearest well belng hall
a mile away. This young lieutenant
and the chapliain gf his company did
heroic service, forgetting thelr own suf-
ferings In the care of others, spending
thelr last penny t0 procure necessaries
for needier comrades, writing home let-
ters, takng farewe)i words for distant
loved ones and closing the eyes of the
dying. 'The chaplaln read the burial
gervice for elghteen men In one day—all
of them his personal friends. Shortly
aftrewards hls own turn came 1o joln
“the sjlent majority;” and now the
young liewtenant iz dying.

Another hero in the same row, who Is
slowly recovering from a dreadful
wound recelved at El Caney, is best In-
troduced to you In the words of Doctor
Winfild Egan, the Red Cross surgeon
from Boston. Sald he: "Mr. George
Kennen and I were tramping over the
field, thirty-six hours after the battle,
doing what we could to relleve the
agony of myen who yet tay where they
fell, unattended through the long hot
days and longer nights. The handful of
army surgeons wer worklng like Tro-
jans in their improvised hospitai miles
away, but the field was a very big one
and thelr force woefully insufficient.
Among the former I recognized a form-
er college chum—a young New Yorker,
who might draw his check any day for
several hundred thousand dollars.

Shot through the body and writhing
with paln, he lay In the wet grass,
without even a blanket; it was ralning
in torrents and a chilly night was com-
ing on—the third night after the battle.
1 managed to secure a rubber poncho,
(the modest doctor did not say that it
wag his own), and spread [t over my
wounded friend. ‘'No, no,” sald he,
“take It to that poor fellow over there.
I am only hurt—he [s dying.” Obey-

ing his earnest request, we Ilcft
him uncovered and took the ponsho
to the man Indicated. The latter was
a private soldler, whose throat had
been plowed open by a mauser bullet.
During the first twenty-four hours his
pleadings for water agonized all with-
in hearing.

There was no water at hand, had any
of his sufferlng comrades heen able to
give it
subsided to low moans &id life was al-
most extinet. When we bent over him
with a eanteen of the long-desired
water, he was past swallowlng, and
dled with a grateful smlle whlle we
were bathing the poor, swollen throat,
And still my friend refused the poncho,
hut insisted that it was more needed
by a satrippling of 19, who lay near
crazy a8 a loon and babbling of home
and mother. I am happy to add to
Dr. Egan's account that this brave
rough rider, of whom New York may
well be proud, will not die, though he
may be permanently disabled,

Although there 1s so little selfishneas
among the brave boys who faced death
together, the hospital attendants say
that whenever a new lot of men satart
for home, the sight of theilr exuberant
happiness has a corespondingly de-
pressing effect upon the stay-behinds,
raising the fever-pulse fully fifty per
cent. The poor fellows are B¢ home-
gsick that "mal de plas,” as the Span-
iards e¢all 1t, has become a dlstinct
and often fatal disease, which medf-
cine ecanrnot touch. Suddenly the
strafins of "Home, sweet home™ in-
vaded the silence of the hospltal and
an electric shock could not have pro-
duced a mrore marked and instantane-
ous effect. Every man who was able
sprang to his feet and the dying
raised their feeble heads. tears coursed
uncheecked down bronzed and nallld
faces and bury nurses and doctors
paused, 8pell-bound in  thefr weary
rounds. So, even from his grave, does
the homeless poet stl]] touch the hearts
of the world with his tuneful pralsc of
home. TInder the circumstances, how-
ever, It was thoughtless, not to say un-
kind, in the jubilant fellows headed
for "God's country’’—to make that mu-
aic within hearing of their disappoint-
ed comrades.

The surroundings of the hospltal are
1lways [nteresting, though never !n-
apiring: vile-smelling, greenish water
close under Itg corridors; ships at an-
chor in the harbor-—transports, men-
of-war, merchant vessels, Spanlsh
prizes;—ihe sea-ward view interrypt-
¢d1 by the crumbling pink and yellow
walls of the old Morro de San Jago.
On the shoreward side an amphitheater
of low, green hilla, topped here and
there by a now dismantled Spanish
 fort; in front, the gray, proverty-
atricken town, shambling up its steep
decllvity. The “suspect” pen—a small-
,er boat-house a few rods from our hoa-
pital, also built out over the water
land reached by another long pier—con-
tinues to send 4ts frequent cargoes of
yellow fever patients and corpses (o
Sikoney. Day after day, as I 8it In our
,corrildors—keeping the flles off this
slek man, reading to that one, or feed-
Ing another—I see the little boat. with
ts tefl-tale yellow flag, come up to the
stairs of ‘‘the pen.” 1 put myself be-
itween it and my patlent’s range of
, vision; but though we both pretend to
ignore it, we Know too well what 1s go-
ying on. Some stiff, still ghapes, lashed
to planks, are brought down the stairs
and put aboard the boat, followed by a

to him. Now his cries had|

unto death. If the latter are alive

when they reach Siboney, sixteen miles

distant, they wlill go into the great
{ ellow fever hospltal, with perhaps one
*hance in ten of recovery; and the
shapes are bound for cremation some-
vhere down the river,

Cne wof the mnear-by hilla, greener
cthan the rest, with gruesome suggeg-
tions of exuberant verdure, is faced
on its waterside with the high adobe
walls and massive gateway of a Campo
Santa. It needx o funrral urss and
carven crossas to irndicate the purpose
Of that enclesure the vuitares  thuyt
continually circle above it, attracted by
the odors they love, tell Its horrible
{story of bursting vaults and shallow
rented graves from which bones are
evicted to make room for new tenants
Nothlng affects our sick men so un-
pleasantly as the sight of these djs-
gusting butzards, which abound every-
where in tropical countries and have in-
creased a hundred fold !n Cuba within
the last three years. Impelled by theijp
uncanny lnstinet of aprpoachlng death
they often fiy so low over the open 001'-'
rldors cf the hospital that one could aj.
most touch them w'th one's hand and
occasionally a gorged bird drops into
mldst a reeking chunk of2carrion from
lts tired claws, Such is the soldlerg’
horror ©f these most loathsome crea-
tures of the air that a near-by
glimpse of ¢ne wlill sometimes throw g
nervous invalld Into convulsions. And
no wonder—for they have seen them gn
battlefields, perhaps tearing at the fages
of dead comrades. I have heard the men
talk among themseclves about the wyp).
tures and tell each other stories of per-
sonal experiences. They all fee]l that
the nauseous birds form the chlief hor-
ror of war and know too wel] the
meaning of their approach when the
dead are lylng in the underhrush. Qpe
man says that after/ the fightlng a¢
Bariqulri, he lay two days on the feld
wounded in the thigh, shooting at the
buzzards ax they settled down to thelr
feast-—-and that he believes another
hour of it would have left him a ravin
maniae. Do you remember that horrible
old pleture of the Jewish mother mad-
ly beating off the vultures from the
bodies of her flve sons, hanged in a
row ? There_ is a wounded rough rider
in the hospital who looks the personl.
fication of courage, but who trembleg
and shudders whenever a vulture {g
3een, even afar off like a black speck ip
the sky. They say that he fought like
1 tlger In the taking of Santlago and
never flinched in the face of Spanish
zuns but afterwards, when he lay In the
ong grass with a bullet In his breast
‘e went into an hysterical it when he
3aw the vultures comlng, cowerlng
away from them and ecrying like g
frightened child. He knew they would
not molest his own body so long ag
lite lingered in it; but there were atill
shapes Jying all around, upon which the
evil bilrds settled In clouds, There was 5
sound of tearlng—and when the black
clouds lifted, there was nothing left ot
each shape but clean-picked boneg and
bloody rags of uniform. Yet there i a
good deal t0 be said in favor of the
vultures, the scavangers of the tropies
Without them the pestilence which fol.
lows close on the heely of war would
claim more vietimsg than shot and shell
Their work of sanltation, though terpi-
ble to think of--gulded by unerring in.
stinet to corpses hid in the chapparel
which the burlal parties fall to find Is
a8 mecessary as that of their fellows
above the Perstan Towers of Sllence,

Imediately In front of the hosplta] ja
the new “immune” camp—their white
tents strung In triple rows half a mlle
or more along the waterslde streets of
Santlago. When the sun shinesa, the
men appear to be having a pretty good
time—cracking noilsy Jjokes, Ditching
queolts and playlng eards, grouped Im-

lrnournful procession of soldiers, sigk
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