CANOEING ON THE CUYUMEL.
BY E. W. PERRY.

CC\ TO, sir; you can never get u
the Cuyumel to the Spanis
country. No white man ever

id it.” So said the wholc
camp of traders and rubber gatherers at

Uslpa-tanti.

7 not?”

“Because the river is full of rapids
and cataracts; the woods are swarming
with deadly snakes; there are hundreds
of tigers, and warces that are worse
than tigers, and there are lots of moun-
tain lions, too. No, there’s no use talk-
ing about going up the Cayumel”

t ook nearly a week to get a crew
for my canoe. There were in it threc
unwilling men and one seill more reluc-
fant woman, wife of one of the crew. 1
had to buy the accounts of cach of the
men before they could or would leave
the traders to whom they were in-
debted. Practically the traders own
the men who spend months in the
orest, gathering rub-
cr, and skins and sarsaparilla, fo ex-
change for a little powder and shot, a
few yards of bright prints, and a go
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quantity of rum and water, colored red
and called wine, in order fo dodge cus-
toms. duties.

morning we left the dozen or
more bamboo-walled, leaf-thatched huts
of Ualpa-tanti, crowded with Waikas
from the lower Patuca, Sumos from the
banks of the Uampu, and renegades
from Nicaragua and other places, who
found in these forests safe refuge from
pursuing_justice.

Two days later Démaso,
the ‘broad, shovel-shaped the
pipanti in which we were gliding quictly
up_the river, said:

“El Cuyumel, seior.”

The canoe turned toward the clear
current that forced itsclf a little way
toward the middle of the cream-colored
flood of the Patuca, the Mississippi of
Honduras. A minute later we hnded
on a clean sandbar beside the smaller
river, which gets its name from the
finely-flavored, hard-fleshed fish which
love ‘to lie in its swiftest rapids.

Ebat gathered a few sticks of dry
driftwood and made a fire. Damaso

standing on
bow o




CANOEING ON
skinned an iguana, and cut it into bits.
Eloy brought tipe bananas from the
peclcd chem, and Juliana
ey ashore the p
puPP . ot yet ol taough w ook Paa
out flinching on a world of sunshine and
shadow. She made for him a snug bed
in the old wool hat which she fook from
her head. Then she washed her hands
and face in the river, taught to do so by
years of dwelling with white people, and
was ready to do her part toward getting
breakfast. It was high time, for, after
the insane custom of these folk, we had
started ar dawn, before cating @ mouth-

ful, and it was now near noon.

A kettle of water was soon_boiling,
Into it Juliana put a bit of salt and a
few of the ripe bananas Eloy ha

stirred them

celed.
A little later sh riskly
with a st

of its bark. Filling a tin_cup with the
ot stem, S e I it what you
will; © “Wabool”—Juliana
offered it 1o me.  After supping this 1
could wait with much show of patience
until. breakfast was ready.

y the time T had swallowed the wa-
bool the iguana was cooking in one
pot, a hatful of iguana cggs were boil-
ing in another, platanos were sizzling
cheerfully in monkey fat in the skiller,
and Dimaso was squatted beside the
fire watching the roasting of the hind-
quarters of  monkey

Meanwhile the two Sumo lads, splash-
ing_about in the river, dxso)\'cred a doz-
en baby alligators a liftle way up stream.
They were in a shallow place cut off
fiom che river by a small log hlf buri-
ed in the coze. ~ The boys quickly c:
fured every one of the unlucky licde
reptiles. Some they tied up in the vincs,
scarcely thicker than  Knitting-needles,
that reach from che bragches, forty
feet above, to the water,  They left the
unhappy Tt beasts suspended, squirm-
ing and whining with pitiful squeaks
like those of a very young puppy in
mych, trbulation,

o you hang the poor things

i R
“I have much fear that the mother
will nor find them at home when sh
comes, if we S tic thom; they
might run avay, he rascal grinned
styly, and offered o Juliana three ‘or four
of the captives as_cspecially tender fid-
bis, for b breakfst, She waved  them
aside with an emphatic remark about
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scalding both boys if they bothered
around her. So the scamps contented
themsclves with breaking the necks o
their vietims and chucking them into
the river, “For breakfast for the papa

agarto.” 1 made them kill those hang-
ing in the vines, hat they might be put

ut of misery, and also that future dan-
gcr o satle, babies and other v stock

bread or

t e I
ot vegetables break-
<t might have not been entily sacs-
< had cen well sup-

phed Ywith plantains, o plitancs. This
species of banana s the only variery I
now of that is fif to cook, and is always

a most welcome substitute for bread
and vegetables. The sub-variety named
butuco, from which the river Patuca

cross semon like a somewha

triangle one and one-half to two inches
across. Fried, it tastes like fried green-
ing a plcs when stewed it resembles
stewes hes, and i incooked,
Tipe coniition s firm, yellow substance
s a nutritious and most pleasant foo
natives roast, bake, boil and fry
(hem, and they hive becn made up,in
as many ent as are possible
N served,
they are far more palatable than the
tubtr, and what will interest practical
olitical cconomists, and the farmer
more particularly, the plitano will yield
vastly ‘more food per acre for a
amount of Lbor, ame and money than
can be had from potato
Gmes o lving wuller st of o
stances, without benefit of meat or fire,
most people would, doubtless, prefer
ripe plitanos to raw pofatoes.

On the whole, our breakfast was
rather tempting. The stewed iguana
was as white and tender as any spring
chickens the iguana cgs, cach in size
and shape muc] e
mealy as to velk, whde e albuminous

‘fluid, or it would have
e Dol T Bon g oy
tinued. The monkey meat was dark,
tender and toothsome, as might be cx
pectd of flsh fattencd on frut alone.

ove all, the coffee was excellent.

there is any one thing at which
Juliana is better than anything clse, not
excepting steering a canoe through
troutied waters, it 15 at making coftee
But then, she is a superior woman,
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skilled in all_the ways of woodcraft in
the wilds of Mosquitia.

ow delightful the siesta after break-
ast. The san and firted
comfortably to one’s back. The breeze
blew softly, cooling the noonday
deliciously, and the shade of the over-
hanging honey locust was beautiful in
its delicate tracery against the sky
flecked with snowy clouds.

“Al camino, sefor.

h, yes; the rond. Is it time to
start? Can it be that two hours have
gone while I blinked once or twice at
those clouds?”

For half a mile or more the river was
wide and deep, gliding placidly beneath
beautiful overhanging arches of bam-
boo, or under gigantic branches of the
ceiba—the silk-cotton tree, iokns b
Here and there stood a rubber tree,
killed by the deep gashes of reckless
bberaatheri ccacionally chere
was a locust from which dangled pods a
foot long or more, flled with plump
eeds bedded i sncnvwhic, coton
relet s e
Sunlight fell on the banks it warmed
into_riotous blossoming fuchsias and
ovely orchids, and curious plants of
names unknown were reflected in the
unruffled current

From limbs that reached far out over
the stream hung vines that, as soon as
they touched the water, sent out a mul-
titude of threadlike roots. In fime, a
these vines grow they will become thick
and hard and rough, and will draw them-
selves up into short, wavy folds, and
curious twists and stra

climb.

In many places the banks were walled
by s o dense and strong that 2 man,
could not force his way through with”

out cutting a path. In such places
the iguana loves fo stretch his green
lengeh on the grass tops, basking in the
sunlight, or nibbling the tenderest of
the voung leaves, or dozing away the
midday hours. If he becomes alarmed.
he skims over the bending fops of the
tall grasses and is_gone. If the day is
unusually warm he may lie at case
along some branch, from which, i
frightened, he will to the water,
perhaps twenty feet below, with pro-

THE CUYUMEL.

237
digious splashing, and flash across ifs
surface. He doesn't swim. He simply

skims along the top. So marvelously
quick are his movements that he has no
time to sink deep enough to make
svimming_possible
uanas are stupid animals, or whim-
or it may be that cusosty eeps
fom moving at dmes, whe
dmgcr theeatens. For they will ‘often
il as death while watching the
coming of a canoe, and make no move
when the Indian points out 1o his dull-
atrone the exact location of
hey have lin in this way
have fired two and even three
shots at them, and at other times have
one like a Hlash at the first motion
toward the gun.

Rounding a charp bend, we fuced o
wall of black I once formed a
drke that made ‘s Jake of al the valley
for miles above. Now there is a_ for-
tuous cleft, scarce ten feet wide in
places rhrough wh ch the ri

So short and sharp
re the Hende, that hard Iabor and roud
skill are necessary to work a_forty-foot
pipanti through to the open reach above.

The walls of this gorge, jewcled with
millions of angular bits of snow-white,
shining quartz, are of thin sheets, crum-
pled s one might cruh a quie of .
paper out of shape. Many of these Loy~
ers of tar-colore are no more than
& Sirinth, of an och thick, and, &1l ke
polished. smoorh bv the countless floods
that hav down from e
s toahit i St Rl
resistless force through bl
rosky bartir,

The pase is only 4 few rods long.
Above & the ves 1w beoad sl il
balf 5 miles At the heed of this quiet
feach is a rapid where one of the Sumo
fads, caught p his spear and ‘stepped
overboard, Widing aninst the ruciun
stream he stopped now and then to bal*
G onine B oy Bom sl side
peer intently into the swift waters,
Clines sidewie: at us 1o 5ex, whether &8
Bot we ware flled with admiration of
his grace and beauty, give a jab at the
place where the fish was—and look
si

imaso stood s foolishness as long
as his patience

held out, then caught u
s owh spear and plunged through the
racing rief instant he

paused beside a bowlder. There was at
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qick thrust, and the haf of the spear
arted spasmodically to and fro down
the current. There was no flourish
about the act. nor did Juliana make any
fuss about guiding the pipanti, by a
slight turn of the paddle, 5o that we in-
tercepted the floating shaft. Drawin
it gently to her, she lfted the cuyumel
into the canoe. It was wenty
inches long, and seven inches from
back fin to white belly.
car was a bit of steel five
inches long and half an inch wide, with
barbs_along the edges. The girl killed
the fish by a blow, then forced the
barbed stel on and ‘out, mumed it and
pushed it back chrough the wound.
his freed the cord of spun pita fiber,
which passed through a hole in the
spearhead and was fastened to the shaft.
he wound the cord fight around the
lower end of the slender pole, pressed
1he it o steel to The sodbr Bied B
it, and the spear was ready for the cap-
ture of another fish.

When sunset drew near the pipani
was beached on a sandbar. The. twi
Boye gathered frewood. Dimaso. stuck
decp into the sand two of the tough poles
ased for pushing the canoe upstzcam,
and used ‘the third 1s a ridgepole for
supporting che cent-iy. Under this my

cot was set up, the rubber bag
that kept my clothing dry during the
ay was opened, and a pair of thick,
eavy blankets, woven on primitive
looms by Indiahs of Honduras, were
spread on the cot. ry woolen
underclohing and an old suit of clothes
< Inid on the blankets, and 1 plunged
Into the rive that i ahways at the sight
temperature for bathing, as the rivers
e wsully i che topice.

After a thorough rubbing down, the
yoolens It delightully wamm and ' soft

n ample su fish, monkey,
iguana, platanos and cggs followed, and
a genrous bowl of coffee finished the

ast. that time the stars were
ririg lin. Whe. mamow stip 6f sky
visible between the tree-tops, and were
reflected from the dark river.

umos squatted near the fire,
murmured gossip of the traders’ camp;
and told yarns of adventure in the
forest hereabout. Once in a while some
bird of the mzh( lifred up his voice in a
wild_squall. every monkey within
Bewing jabbired Tokatly, and o store
of other beasts and birds stirred into
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noisy life. Floating on the night air
came now and then the hoarse bellow
ing of the alligators, and once there
a_curious rumbling, snarling

e group at the fire looked nervously
around, huddied closer together, and
stirred the fire into brighter blase.
Dimaso ganced toward et where

the odge of my cot, an.
marked in Spanich:

“The black tiger cries. He smells the
smoke and the meats. 1 have no fear,
Besides, the patrone has a good rifle, and
a pistl, that fires many cimes. 1 have
no_fea

e siger wanse wyidog® il Joo
liana. “He smells him. He shall not
have him. Give your machete to me,

dmaso.”

“Many tigers are in this forest,” said
Eba, pecring into the fickering had-
ome. My father was. @ brave hunter.
Weny Bt Milled heside #his sver
many.”

ome conversation in the Sumo
tongue_followed, then Dimaso asked
permission to spread their blankets nea
my cot under the tent-fly

“The rain may come fo-night,”

said

Eary in the moming the voice of thy

ow ey rose. i the forest, loud
cnough for a brute fifty fimes his size.
At dawn we started, and a little later
stopped to get a bunch of plantains and
a few pinc-apples growing on the ri

bunk; e womads ot way sgsinet

s

the stream an oceasional band of capu-
chin or white-faced monkevs scrambled
about in the trec-tops, More frequently
fhelr lurger black cousins gathe

some tree near the river, an e

soundly for intruding in wilds for cen-
turies given up to untamed life. It was

shoot two or three of them each
day, and so_ keep the dinner-pot well
supplied wich meat. A well grown and

fattened one weighs from twelve
to fiftcen pounds, and is as_tender and
sweet as a' year, old baby. How tender
(0 swect That in ayblody can lcash
casily by experiment, for there are
plenty of babies.

One morning we turned into a little
creck, where 3 fish smaller than, the
cuyumel was supposed to abound. A
fallen tree soon ‘stopped the canoe, so
Dimaso and his two aids waded up-
stream to hunt for dinner. Juliana
held the pipanti against the grassy
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bank, vaited with that fullncss of

patci s M

Fie outh of the Spanish saying, “Man

ana es ot dia,” and a deep conviction

that as “to-morrow is another day,”

there can be no reason for hurrying.
Juliana petted her fat and clumsy

y 2 fow minutes, meditaced for a

then lazily plucked a flower

growing on the bank b

ing off the fleshy pefals she broke off the

curled stigma and pressed it repeatedly
«gmm the rich brown skin of
plum; . The white pollen left a

Sitvioct imprior, With the suen of
another of tﬂe flowers she printed a row
of the white marks across her breast,
from armpit to armpit, like  this,

000000

a line of perfect scrolls, and a hint of
the orgin of the scoll i decomive at

One day while waiting for_breakfast
T saw another illustration of the ways

seen in the ornamentation Sf pott
Sad otk srorks: GF sitivle. hanlicra
ne of my Indians broke off a har
tendril from a vine and threw it on the
sand, where it was trampled under foot.

During the sicst chat followed the el
he pic endril, which left in
the Fand o decp Ampzm( of a scroll. He

amused himself by printing lmcs of
such impressions in various combina-
tions. Is it not more than likely that
women, having moulded their vessels
of clay, used such tendrils and sticks of
plescing shape to print in the plastic
material a border of pretty lines like
those they had seen accidentally made
by guch il presed inco, the carh:
afternoon the paddles dipped

silently into the still twer. The wiem
st was high overhead, beyond. ch e
clouds floating before the never ceasing
Sthoast taes. The Tomeat was sieep
The breakfast had been nusually good,
and T had caten hearrily, for onc is
ys Bangey for such e breakfasts
in these forests—and all was peace.
Juliana poked my foor with the paddlc,
with which she was steering, and
whispered

v iy RO —

“Where?” T awoke at the word.

Her only reply was a glance in the

mu ow
eside her. Pull- mgh, Sadiskiphed oves his £
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direction of the tapir, aslecp in his bath.
nly the upper part of his face and his
S el e o
fully rolled over on the floor of split
bamboo, on which 1 had been sleepng,
catly sised my cifle, and
e ball passed over the aimals head.
The next Phulle siruck the water, as
v @ the fin bad been'to0
.

started for the bank in a hurry, and
caughe in bis choulders che (hud ball,
and down he tumbled in a hea
The men dug their paddles Fieep into
the water, and slapped the surface with
the dripping blades, They yelled like
fiends and pulled for the shore, and
hoited Again:, The Bow) of the ahbe
drove up on the sand, and the men
piched our and fan < che tapir. He
e one kick
Let Ind possed rhzo\\gh i pine:
; nie, for those.

skinning the-loins of the game. The
Berkshire
by scat-

inch thick on che back, and s
that it would have made leather
of great use in daciplinary schools.
As he rose from the river this tapir
was as big as a yearling bulloc
ut he served me a scurvy trick by
<hrisking. under the mercles tapeline
until he was no than a fully,
Fown and well-frtened porker of
Festern culture. T it possibly thar big

game ever serves other people in that

way? Nevertheless his
shrink In the pot, possibly because he
was killed in the dark of the moon.

appearance and flavor the loin was much
ke lean pork, and yer somewhat like

ccf

When 1 lay half asleep one after-
soon, Dimaso piked up His conch and
blew a most sonorous blast. His two
dusky lssxsran(s lapped theis paws o
their mouths and yelled. Then 1 knew
(ot w wet heiting s deslling
where women were. In those woods it s
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picking up stray crawling things among
each other’s raven tresses; anyway,
they are likely to be in severe undress,
Consisting of 1 ¥ iirlof cisht
inches wide, wound about their hips. It
is but fair that time should be given
them to puc at least 0 widkh of coton
sheeting on over the breechcloth.

Wil be Sevidence of greater tact if fime
be given for painting faces and bosoms
and ‘ams vich sors and angles ctcles
and streaks of
R S s et g
ind ankles with strings of beads wound
round and round uncil they form. bands
an_inch o wide.

When ther have done all this the
dames are in full dress, although some
there be who are rich and ful of vanity,
and will disply 3 loose blouse of corton

rint. this has not yet gained wide
awor, perhaps because public opinion
s against such extavagance, perhaps
because a blouse hides the pretty de-
vices in ochre, painted on the brown
and glossy skin. But, whether or not

cheip full dress consists of more. than, a
pecklace and paint above che bips, the
Indies are ready to welcome

g
2
S
2

village will, on
retext or another, man-
age to pass through the hur, slowly
enough to allow the visitor's glances to
take in cach and every charm.
more lingering the glances the beteer
and mortal offense will not be given by
ponted complinents audibly expresed.
ipanti rounded a point,
fore ns shenhid u bl x matle of hioat

one sufficient
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and
the e

uiet river. Three huts stood on
edge of a bold bank at the farcher
of the placid reach of water. It was
camp Lanuza, the “Hulero” His
was the only family living within tweny
miles of the spor. On o Tow, Bat rock ot
the base of the bluff we fo\md an casy
landing, and e top of the ascent
RE S ot Sogar OF e e’
sers, backing vociferouly, At the sige
of the bluff stood a plump, middle-aged
woman and a pretty gitl who might
have been anywhere between sixteen
and twenty—an expert may be able to
tell the age of an Indian girl of the trop-
ies wichout loeking at her tect

d f
grmned Cheectully e e e
curs vigorously, and all came scram-
Bling down the path togerher, The
Wotbn: ghtad 3 sttt 10 Jilles
cgan helping her unload our
trastos from the canoe, and lugged them
to the hurs. Although t
i words were ‘spoken
v any of the parey.
knew that we e welcome, Ambody
would have been welcom
news from
and the great stirring outside world of
the lower Patuca, where at least threc
hundred people dwe!
In a few minutes after we reached the
landing the mistress of the
grinding corn ac the metatl, the
was cutting up an armadillo upt\\red
that day by the Boy, and Juliana wes
squatied by the fire, baking tortillas
he two Sumo lads were paddling about
i vain search for fish, and 1
was swimming in the clear mountain
vaters of the Rio Blanco, which ther
Jorns the Cayumel.

JACK FROST.

JE O}, 01 Jack Frost i olly sprice

The' b touch be il and s head be
white;

For he skims the vile and e linbs the hil

Just as in days of

B By W W e ot e

When the dead leaves

And the dry owigs clash wich  whistle sheill,

His icy breath

brown leaves whiel 4 he scurrics by
dight of the wintry sky,

s o mad with joy: But he Furres past
And laughs them all o scomn.

He binds the brook with his icy b
And he breathes hoar-frost on the gray uplands;
Tonger grows each night than the Est

And colder grows each morn

Hul sings the vind chrough rhe bare tree-tops,

WHle oo T ey phin thre lios
A blanker, rhite,

soft an
Of snow, bright gliscening in the sun,
S Al mgn begun;

nd the snow-bird cries, as olr-head he fies,

Tn gladness at the sight.
E  Fasosate Counmias.



