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CORRESPONDENCE.

HOUSEREEPING IN BANTIAGO
DE CUBA.

Santiago de Cuba, Aug. 18th.

When Surgeon General Sternberg's
female immunes arrlved In Santiago, a!
month after the battle, no provision had
been made for them. They walted two,
days on board the Ollveite In the har-
bor, when General Wood, mllitary gov-
ernor of the city, came to Mlss Barton|
and sald: “"For God's sake tell me|
what to do with Sternberg’s nurses?
There s work enough for them in the
hospltal, but where can they eat and
- gleep? They c¢an't remain on the
Ollvette, for she goes to sea {omorrow;
nor can they stay every hour of the
twenty-four with the men in the hos-
pital. There are some Yyoung ladies
from good families among them, and
they munst have aultable protectlon
when not on duty.”

It was really not Miss Barton's busl-
ness, in the misslon of Cuban relfef on
which our good Presldent had sent her;
but since the surgeon general had neg-
lected this branch of his own depart-
men!, she promptly shouldered the bur-
den. *“Send the nurses ashore,” said
she. They can go to work at omer
in the hospital, and before night a
place shall be provided tor theam,”

An empty house was Immediately se-
cured, furniture rented, mnecessary
erockery and cooking utensils pur-
chaged and a couple of Cuban negresses
engaged to do the work. But who
could spare time to superintend the
thing? One glimpse of the slip-shod
servants who understood no word of
English, showed the pecessity of a head. |
The Immune ladles had come to
“nurse,” not to house-keep, and every
membher of the Red Cross party was al-
ready overworked to the limit of endur- |
ance. At thls juneture your c¢oire-
spondent-—-who is merely a visltor In
Santiago—offered her servieces as mat-
ron, pro tem, for the nurses home.
‘“Why could you? Would you?" said
Miss Barton, with a sigh of relie’.

‘'l ean and T will, was the answer.”
Bhow me the house; 8end me the
brooms, mops, soal, servants aud ra-
tions; and you may tell the ladies that
dinner wlll be walting for them at 7
p.-m."” And so I assumed my lnglorjous
role among the workers in Cuba,

“I dreamt I dwelt In marble halls”—
a dream came true. Ours is a big, bare
palace, the once splendid hotne of aoma
proud grandee, but like fta owner,
now decidedly down at the heel, 1ta
hilgh celllnged rooms, mostly without
partitions and partly dividad by lotty
arches, present an imposing wvista of
“magnificent dlstances,” courtyards
and corridors. Double doors of stained
glass, extending half way up, afford
mome privacy to the bed-roonis, while
admitting free ciroulation of alr. The
beautiful floor are of white and enlored
marbles, lald in patterns, llke 2 patch-
work qullt; walls frescoed and painted
‘In panels, the rafters hidden by white
oanvas, stretched taut overh2ad; and
the great windows, without glass, vnd
openr from floor t0 ceillng, are furnlshed
with Iron bars outslde and latticed
shutters within. Nothlng can be mora
pictutresque than the anclent casas of
Bantlago—all stuecoed and palnted In

time-mellowed tiats of rosa ink,
sky Dblue, pea-grem and vellow;
their projecting roofs oy red

tiles covered with the moss of centuries,
their quaint verandas, barred windows
and. enormous doors. But every one of
them [s typically Castillan in charae-
ter—z brave and beautiful front,
dwindling to unparalleled poverty and
meanness behind the outward showing.
.Like other palaces of the old reglme,
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| swer for table-cloth,

ours was extremely dirty, infested with
vermln and void of every convenience.
Soap, water and eterpal vigllance have
somewhat modified the firat-mention-
ed evlls and necessity mothers many
makKe-shifta In the latter time. The
hired furniture, for which alone we pay
$26 per month, (the rent of the empty
house is fifty dollars, American gold)—
conslsts in a hundred chairs, marble-
topped stand amnd cane couch in the
parlor, rickety side-board and dining
table, two useless kerosene lamps, and
In ecach 4leeping apartment a ward-
robe, dresser and bare Irom bed-stead,
without matrasses or coverlng. Fifty
United States dollars bought a very
limlted supply of pots, pans and dishes
—and most of those articles are lacking
which are consldered Indlapensible !m,
every northern kitchen. Hence *“the
mother of loventlon™ turns every emp

tied tin can into service, fta edges
neatly hammered with a stone; every
crate, box and meal-sack a3 eagerly
selzéd upon and devoted to some im-

poriant use, and a lard-pail is regarded
as little short of & boon from heaven.

Have we occaslon for & bread-board,
and rolling-pin—the clean bottom of a
dish-pan serves the former purpose, |
while a glass bottle does excellent
duty In the latter capacity. Every)
trunk masquerades as couch or table;

a ward-robe Is pantry, eup-board andi
locker; the sheets of an army cot an-

and a cambrle
peftlcoat has been converted into nap-|
kios. To be sure, we might dispense |
with such luxuries as the two last
named—but when ‘the wearled nurses

return at night, aching in every flbre|
from a long day's toll, thelr refuge
ghould bear the hearest possible resem- |
blance to a real home. If the reader'
Imagines that under these conditions!
the house-mother's task is an easy one,
let him, or her, come and try 1t awhile.
We are subsisting upon army rations,
eked out by Red Cross supplles—such
as beans, bacon, hardtack, cormeal,
tinned beef and coffee—plentiful and
good in quallty. The daily menu—
bacon, frled mush and coffee for hreak-
fast: tinned beef, beans and hardtack
for dinner—will sustain 1ite Indefinitely
and serves exceliently well even every
day for a week. But eternal sunshlne
Exows monotonous In tlme, and ‘the
best things pall when too often re-
beated? Our kitchen is a falr sample
of Castiltan character In architecture.
Beyond the vast, marble-fioored sala
and dinlng-room, a long, arched eorrl-
dor leads past open court-yvards and
rows of bed-rcoms to the rear of the
casa, where some holes In the thick
adobe walls—windowleas, dooriess, dark
and destitute of every convenliinge,
constitute the cultnary department.
There fa nelther table, chalr, shelf, nor
cip-board. The dishes are washed on a
mond of adobe, out in the open patrio,
where—if Cuban customs were strict-
Iy followed, they would be Teft tIN
wanied, to dry themselves at leisure In
the sun. The =so-called range {8 an
adobe altar, breast hlgh and faced
with broken tlles, with three holes in it,
the alze of amall plant-pot. In each hole
you bulld a separate -charcoal fire,
bottom-side up, 8o to say—that l=, with
the kindilng on top. It emoKes, of
course, like "all possessed,” while you
fan It vigorously with -anything at
hand: and by the time the blaze gets
well "golng.,” the charcoal has burned
out and you must begin agaln, Over
these tiny fires all the cooking fa done
there being no oven,no gas.no other al-

ternative. As cultivators of the Chris-
tian graces.these Cuban ranges are
without a parallel;and when one has so
posseased her soul In patience that she
can prepare a three-course dinner wlth-

out once mislaying her temper, she is
surely ripe for a better world.

Our servants match the Kitchen to s
T. They are elderly negresases, with
families of their own, and like mother-
blrds, they nlghtly convey to ‘he home
nest every morsel of food not carefuily
locked up im the wardrobe. Their
every-day costume 4s distinetlve if not
appropriate. It consists of a slngle,
volumlinous white skird, very short |n
front and trafling behind, with a low
necked bodiee and short, puffed sleeves,
leaving the skinny arms bare to the
shoulder. The front of the corsage is
elaborately embroldered and secured
by a string at the ¢op, tled so loosely,
4f tled at all, that a strip of bare bronza
back stands confessed to the waist-
line. The wooly heads, gray with the
welght of vears, are topped with gaudy
turbans; the bare feet are thrust into
slippera of white canvas, and when my
lady walks abroad she covers her Eip=
Ing back with a bedraggled white =itk
shawl. Both women conslder them-
selves monuments of ¥irtuous Industry
in consenting to lend a helping hand to
las Americanas—for could they not,
like all thelr nelghhors, be welj fed
without werk, so long as Cuban relief
supplies hold out. But they are not
injuring thelr constituttons by hard
labor!  When not silting In the fropt
windows, smoklng ecigarettes and gos-
siplng with frlends outslde, their aim-
legs step-shod feet go slapplng about
the marble floors, llke the stars, "up-
hasting yet unresiing.” The glow
monotonous slap, slap, slap, of those
heelless slippers so wears upon the
nerves that one Indulges {n strange
filghts of faney a3 to what might an-
celerate their movemenis. Should the
seven angels of the Apocalypse, carry-
ing the seven golden viala fileqd wilthy
wrath, heralded by trumpet notes and
wrapped about with awful glory, come
knocking some flne day at our front
door—slap, slap would go those same
slow feet toad mlit them.

My family of nineteen ineludes Miss
Annle Wheeler, a daughter of ex-Goy-
ernor Packard of Louisiana, severs
Iadles from New Orleans, two Cubangs
Ifrom Key West, and several others
from various parts of the South, al}
madly !mmunes, recrujted for the
work by Mrs. Curtls of Washington,

As every moment of time mus: he
spent to the best advantage, where
such an ocean of suffering i3 . to be
staild by a few frall hands, we break-
fast at 5:30 am.;, and immedlately
afterwards each goe3 on her own ap-
pointed way, {o hospltal, dispensary or
oomsultarlo. The dinner hour la set for
7:30; but often it 1a 8, or even 9 p.m.
before the tired ladles can leave thejr
presaing dutles, to sanatch 3 hasty
meal; and then go eiraight to bed for
a few hourg:needed rest. It your
imagination 1s fertlle enough, you may
perhaps fancy some of the exper:ments
I have tried by way “of making a
change In the dally menu with the ma-
terlals at hand—essaylng Freneh toast
of hiardlack soaked in condensed miik
and fried in bacen fat; hash of canned
beef, minus potatoes and a chopper:
corn bread, baked In A frying-pan over
an uncenrialn chareeal fire, and savory
ragonts compounded of all the odds
and ends obtainable. Occaslonally I
ransack the city marKet In ssarch of
something new, and then my experi-
ences are indeed varled and entertain-
ing.

On such occasions I am accompanled
by one or both of the elderly hand-
maldens, who, in addltion 4o itheir
tralling white skirts and silken shawla,
wear each a wide amile, which ghe
would fain make wider were 1t not for
the positon of her ears, Up and down
the steep and "QITty streets we itoll—
those everlasting slippers slapplng the
stones a few paces behind me: until the



