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8o all was lort. The oldest child was
then but a week old, and the family
were thrown almost naked upon the
world to subaist upon charity as best
they could. The boy in her husband‘s
employ was killed with the machete
before her eves, for what reason she
did not know. We say many children
without a living relative; and In one
house a number of old women cower-
ing in the corner llke frightened ani-
malg, thelr husbands and sons having
all been killed. We Intended to take a
coach from Arroyo deNaranjo to Cal-
abazar, a diatance of perhaps one
league; but the Bpanlsh army had ap-
propriated all the horses and there
wag no nlternative but to walk, As we
were starting, the S8panish comfmandant
met us—a young fellow who happened
to be a gentleman—and courteously
tendered ua nn escort of soldiers. When
we declined the honor, saying that we
felt no fear: he politely but firmty for-
bade us to go without the escort.
Baid he: "“You don't know what you
are undertaking., One or two persons
might possibly go unmolested, but
there are tooc many of you: {our party
hnd been increased by several ac-
quaintances at Nnranjo. your Corres-
pondent being the only American);
poldiers were stationed rll along the
way, on purpose to prevent the pass-
ing of parties. You will surely be
taken for insurrectionists, or spies. or
fired on from the forts farther off.”
We saw the philosophy of the shot-
gun policy and concluded to accept
the escort. Thereupon the command-
ante dispatched a message post haste,
to summon & squad of soldlers, and
another on the run to notify the little
forts along the llne that we were not
to be molerted. At last we set out—
a funny cavalcade with two ladles in
the center, soldiers to the right of us,
soldjers to the left of us—marching
down the middle of the dusty road un-
der the burning =sun, How feeble and
hungry the alleged “guards’ looked—
mosty boya in their teens, in their blue
cotton suits nnd satraw hatst If it
came to a conflict with flets, every one
of us could have vanguished half a
dozen of the diapirited fellows; but each
wna a walking arsenal, with gun and
knife and machete. Arriving at Cala-
bazar, the chaina stretched across the
highway, which served as a dead-line
‘for the reconcentrador, were removed,
the sentinels in the forts saluted a3
we passed, and the escort stragegled
back on the weary way to Naranjo.
Later, on returning by train to Habana
we learned the wisdom of the com-
mandnnte's precaution. There had
been skirmishing that day within a
league of the town last visited. The
Bpanlards had not come off victorious
nnd consequently were In unusually
vielous moods, and the lives of a party
of Btrangera—Cubane headed toward
the recent "scene of action” would not
have been worth much. As It was we
murmurs about “"American spies.” My
harmless notebook came near getting
us into serious trouble, as it waBs sus-
picioned to contaln a plan of the
Bpanish fortifications. Fortunately the
camera was left at home that day, and
for the first time In my life T blessed
myYy inability as an artiat; for otherwise
I should have been sketching some of
thore picturesgque forts, Had such a
picture been found upon me it s
doubtful if I would now be writing
thia letter.

Lo: Fossos, that den of death in
fiabana, where o few weeks ago the
reconcentrados were dying at the rate
of 100 a day, hna been transformed into

a tolerable decent hospital—thanks to]

the Red Cross. Paint, soap and water
- have been usd without satint, conven-
jence have been added, ‘and physicians
and nurses are in. dajly attendance.
One who visits the place by day is pro-
foundly impressed by the mprovement,
but “‘eternal vigilance' ts the price

of 1, or rather, eternal
fcrubbing. Los Fossos 18 the general
sleeping place for the whole of the
army .of beggars, mostly reconcentra-
dos, who swarm the atreets of Havana
by day seeking what they may devour.
At nightfall they drag themselves back,
with all their sores, flith and infirmities,
to the only shelter they know; soup is
dispensed, and they lle down and wait
for another day of beggary. Then the
pencil is worthy the penecil of Dore.
Wrapped in thelr rags and tatters, some
almosinaked, men, women and children
lle in long rows on the floor, in the
fourtyard, under the carts, wherever
a human body can find room. Many of
them are orphaned children—here and
there a solitary little wretch alene tn
the weary world or a bevy of father-
less and motherless brothers and sist-
ers, clinging to one another for pro-
tection, but Los Fossos ia infinitely bet-
ter than tt used to be, since all are now
tolerably sure of somet hing to eat at
least once a day, through the bounty of
the United States. Formerly it was the
morning task of the charitable to go
about among the melancholy heaps of
humanity and pick out the dead from
the living—taking dead children from
the mother's arms or finding perhaps a
dead maother with erying children
crawling over her. Ae aras? Yes, we shed
shed them:; and they continue to flow,
day after day. But works are more to
the purpose. These poor souls demand
sympathy—and more than that, they
need substantial ajd.

The Red Cross Society continues to
have more or less trouble with the
Bpanish authorites in Cuba. Unex-
pected obstacles are constantly pop-
ping up like Banquo's ghost, “and de-
Inys are the order of the hour. Just now
there i8 & "kick® In the custom house
over an Insignificant box of toys—
which would be regular God-send In
the new orphanage if the waifs could
only get hold of them. Although Spaln
gubscribed to tlie treaty of Geneva long
before the United Statez came into the
told, she has never expected the "Amer-
ican Amendment,”” the terms of her
trenty providilng only for saick and
wounded =oldiers In time of war, If it

were not for the world’s opinien, it Is
| doubtful if she would admit the Ameri-
yean Red Croes at all Into her island
colony, since the Cubans are about the
only ones to be benefitted. For the
orphanage just establizshed, Miss Bar-
ton leased a commodious house In a
quiet suburb of Havana, a beautiful,
old-fashioned casa, with large alry
rooms and ample grounds, the once
luxurous home of % titled Spaniard. All
was ready for the reception of seventy-
flve orphans when the first “hitch” oc-
curred, Unfortunately, we had been
speaking of it as the "Children’s Hos-
pital,” because naturally all the starv-
Ing walfs nre ailing. Just as the children
were about to be moved in, the Aleald!
decided that it was Againat the law to
establish a hospital outside of certain
1Imits; but after a few weeks delay the
necessary papers were made out under
the name of an "asylum,” and things
proceeded exactly ar had been firat in-
tended. Only thirty-five children be-
tween one and six years of nge are
there at present—all full orphans, mosat-
Iy taken from Los Fosgsos. Many are
too _feeble from long continued hunger
to sit up, and a number of them will
probably die. When they first entered
the stately portals and snw the marhle
| loors and beautiful frescoes of the old-
‘tlme palace, their delight and astonlah-
ment was unbounded. Sald one girl,
“Eata el Cielo?'—"Is it heaven?*' The
work of preparing them for thelr new
{ home was a tedious one for the nurses.
Most of the waifs had never been prop-
erly in their llves; ail were filthy be-
vond degree; one boy of six years had

never worn any sort of garment, and|

felt the
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After all had

as

the scrubbing brushpnr?gdhndugd:t
shorn of their tangled'und den eeln
populated locks, they were arrg 'e; h’;
garments of varlous sorts from}a bi
box of pecond hand clothing bear[ng
the =ign of the United Stateg Reg
Croas, glven a supper of oat-menl apd
milk, and put to bed. About 9 g'clock
I went over to look at them. It was a
sight for angels to see—the row:Bof
neat white cots, each with itg spotless
sheets and pillows, and under t}?g soft
blanket a sleeping child who had never
before known the luxury of g clean
bed, The beautiful but gomewhat
dilapidated cherubs on. the frescoed
walls, seemed to 100K down with r 1t
on the suffering-worn cheryhs belﬂw’f
the fragrance of flowers ﬂBnted lli
through the windows, the hgallowed
benedietion of the moon rested upom
all. Never In its palmiest days gid r{?le
old casa of the Spanish aristocrat so
richly merit the biessings of hepven
The new orphunage is under the direct
superviglon of the well known pDr, A.
Monae Lesger and hls wife, of New
York City. Dr. Lesser, us ;everybody
knows, is the surgeon-in-chief of the
Red Cross hospital at New York—the
only one in_America, I beljeve—which
was founded abaut four yearg p by
his wife, then Mlsa Bettina Hgo'?ker
When n young girl thia lovely lagy be:
gan to nurse the poor In their homes
She found that love for the professlori
was not the only requirement of the
proper nurse and In 1°91 ghe eptered
the Mount Sinat Tralning School for
nurses. In two years she wag gradu-
ated, recelved the prize medg] of her
class, and Immediately resymed her
former work. Mainty through her
efforts, withln one month a little fund
was started for the establishment of a
hosepital, which quicklv developed into
that most beneficent institution. The
New York Red Cross Hospital and
Training School for Nurses, Doctor

Lesser leaves a Iarge practiece at home ~

among the wealthy clasy T
metropolis, and of coupse ma°funp(;'|'d
labor of love in Cuba is financjalty &
great loss to him: but he 13 heart and -
soul in the work and will remain here T
until the orphanage 18 well under way.
Fvery afternoon he recelves the poor
for gratuitous treatment. Ajthough
the institutlon is not yet a week old.

they come by Acores, with all their
woes and Infirmities, to await their
turn in the consulting-room. The

phyvaiclana in Havana have been cor-
dially invited to co-operate, and many’
lend thelr aid and counsel,

Dr. Hubell. Miss Barton's long-time
right hand man, Ie of courae one of the
Red Cross pariy; also Dr. E. Winfleld
Egan, a well known young physgician
of Boston, who has accompanied Miss
Barton on =everal previous expeditions: *
and two or three other trusted assist-
ants, all giving thelr time nand service °
gratuitously.

Where does the money come from? Is
there dnnger that the supplles will
mive our ?7—are questions often asked. -
To the latter 1 ean confidently reply
that the bounty will not fajl—if T know
my counirymen—as long as. pressing
need continues. As to the large aums
of money required—a great deal hns
been contributed from wvarious sources,
aubseriptions atarted by newspapers, -
funds raiged In churches, private dona- -
nations. ete. The Christlan Herald of
New York, acting for the Christian
Endeaver, hag promised to furnish
410,000 a month for six months, Misas
Rarton herself hna a conslderable for-
tune, every penny of which Ia conse- .
crated to Red Cross work. TWhenever
a new calamity reguires her aid, she
telegraphs the Associated Pressa thnt >
phe Id going. and starts off at once:
and funds never fail to fiow in where
she is at the fore. In mnny cases the’
primary needs of man have had to be:
supplled; toole and materials bought.



