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‘TTACKED by Ferocious Sin' Blas Indians,
Whose Mountain Fastnesses He Was Explor-
ing, Dr. von Teuber Drilled Four Men with One®
Bullet and Fought for His Life with Their Companion

(Copyright, 1911, by the New York Hersld Co. All rights resesyed )

R. F. B. VON TEUBER, formerly official
photographer for the Isthmian Canal
=¥ Commission, a naturalist and ethnolo-
gist of note, tells here the story of one of the
adventures that befell him when he penetrated
‘he wild country lying back of tbe San Blas
coast of Panama a few years ago.

Dr. von Teuber, who is an Austrian by birth
and education, first became interested in the
strange San Blas Indians and their equally
strange country when serving aboard the Ori-
enta, Panama revenue cutter, as a physician.
He has made three attempts to explore the re-
gion and is now arranging a fourth expedition.

While his purpose in entering the country
was entirely peaceful, he repeatedly found it
necessary to defend himself against the na-
tives, and the ineident of which he tells, which
took place during his second expedition, is of
the thrilling and desperate kind which should
more properly fall to the lot of a fighter and
adventurer than of a scientist,

AN BLAS Is mystery. To
speak of the San Blas
coast, the San Blas moun-
tains, the San Bias flora
and fauna, the San Blas
minerals—particularly of
the San Blas Indians, is
to venture up the line
where

knowledge ends
and hazy conjecture be-
gins,

Science has never tab-
ulated San Blas. Eth
nologists, geologists, nat-
uralists—explorers of all

kinds who do the pioneer

DR F. B.'VON TEUBER work in strange lands
and su
penderous techmical velumes so necessary in the scien-

exact data for those dry text books and

titic conquest of the world—have never reduced San
Blas to a matter of formulae, diagrams and Latin
terms.

San Blas, loosely, s n rip of territory Iying along
the Caribbean east of Colon in the Republic of Pan-
ama. Hedged about by mountain ranges, impenetra-
bie jungle, treacherous shores, and inbabited by some
of the wildest and least inteliigent of savage races, it
remains # no man’s land almost at the very threshold
of that great nndertaking of modern civilization—the
canal.

Storfes of wus rich gold deposits, of its invaluabie
mahogany forests, have tempted the treasure seeker

and the exploiter as keenly as its scientific possibilities
But all
attempts to profit by its wealth, material or otherwise
have met with failure, sometimes through the difficnl-
ties of its natural pesition, more often through the
ferocions suspicion and untamed hostility of its vari-
ous 1

have attracted the more sober Investigator.

bes,

And so T think you can see what a fascination the
word San Blas has for a man with some scientific en-
thusiasm, with some tasté for sclientific discovery and
with a great deal of curiosity and love of strange ad-
venture.

1 wade preparations for an expedition into the San
Blas region in.the winter of 1907. 1 had had some
previous experience there and I understood fully what
I was attempting. My object was to obtain a com-
piete collection of native implements and weapons,
skulis from the burying grounds and information on
My dis-
coveries | intended to offer to the Smithsonian Insti-
tutien,

The Papnama-Playa-Chico-North Bay Expedition, as
we called 1t, was formed in Colon in December. Under
my leadership were my brother, Carl von Teuber;
William Bartlett and Jolinu Bradley, of Boston, and
Deuton Smith, of Norfolk, Va. At the last moment
we added another recruit, a Spanish American, Blanco
who afterward proved himself a valuable
and faithful member of our party.

Our eutfit cousisted of Mauser rifles, wilh both steel
and soft nosed ammunition; Smith & Wesson 45's,
Uunked States army knapsacks, two fiy tents, rice,
sugar, sall. crackers, dried fish, coffee, tea and a set
of mediecal supplies. The average weight of the packs
was sixty-eight pounds to a man.

We started from ( on Janunary 9, 1908, in the
govermment laduch, runuing up the coast to Playa de
Damas. After & stop here we took up our march
along the palm fringed coast and on January 19
reached San tsabel, the furthest ‘outpost of Panaman-
fan civil nulh-.rm Our plan was to cot inland ffom
San Isabel and find the head waters of the Mandinga
River, which we purposed to follow down to the Mos-
quito Gulf, thus completing a cincult through the heart
of the 8an Blas country.

Our troubles began at San Isabel. Bradley had
fallen ill of a fever that bafled my diaguosis. The
news of vur coming had fpread through the region and
had eseited the natives, who are incredibly sensitive
to and fearful of the approach of whites. Every at-
tempt was made to dissuade us from our purpose.
The blacks of San Isabel, descendants of Congo slaves
and deeply detested by the San Blas Indians, made all
kinds of obJections {o furnishing us with guides—the
only genulne one beiug their dread of the mountain
tribes into whose territory we wished to advance.

On Januatry 22, however, we made a start with two
‘negroes who took us Inland some miles by canoe and
were fitlally iaduced 1o lead us into the jungle. Many
a fq,tuo y{r( bas been made to couvey in words some
idea of & virgin tropical forest, with its heart breaking
barriers and hopeless density, a steaming, fetid hell of
fusli’ vegetation” where men go mad in their frenzied
contest: mun perverse pature. My own must re-

lauguage, customs and racial characteristics.

by uamnie,

mnl‘ wate. ﬂu&e it to shy that we were
pl Into torment such as only the trackless wilds
of . Len JAmerica can inflict upon in-
truders.  Wo hewed' otir ‘way literally foot by fout,

stambiing Ao Pifalls, eritieslied by ‘stout creepers
and wiylaid by clouds of ticks 4pd other Insect pests
untfi out strengeh weot fraw us and we on - h-\e

’ we“};"lhﬂ‘ weakness and despuls,

Yed upward at a stff .ﬂﬂb A< W Wewe now
elimbing the const range. There Was bo vestige of a
“Weé were all -m. for our tramp up to San Lsalel

had gone up again and he was delirious at times. Bart-
lett showed signs of the same trouble. Al in all we
were in pretty bad shape when we copquered the
aseent and the negrdes, pushing over a last stretch,
brought us to a little creek, which they said was a
tributary of the Mandinga.

Penetrating the Wilds,

At this ‘point the guldes refused to 'go further and
we allowed them to return.’ We made camp as best
we could in the thicket, slept the sicep of exhaustion
and with daybreak attemnted to resume the trail
breaking. Without the assistance of the blacks we
found progress impossible. Lacking their subtle in-
stinet of diréction and jungle travel we were helpless
in the maze of giant ferns, bamboos, hs
palms, interlaced and grown about with poisonous
vines and thorny shrubs. Snakes added to our dan-

dwoods and

gers, and the ticks became such a torment that we
light smudges and
Finally, as our only

were forced to stop frequently,
smoke them out of our clothing.
refuge, we took to the little creek.

The stream here was narrow and not deep, but its
bed was treacherous and precipitous. Wading in sin-
gle file. we sometimes sank to our waists in quicksands,
sometimes descended sheer, rocky slides, where the
water overwhelmed us and shot us, drenched, briised
and gasping, to the pool below. Fallen trees impeded
us, Iying breast high across the water course. Through
and over these various obstacles we dragged ourselves
constantly exposed to ambush and attack by hosti
on either flank, but sacrificing caution in our desire to
reach the Mandinga.

For three days we followed this wretched creek.
suffering terrible hardships, with never a dry stitch of
clothing upon our bodies, living on s
black coffee and such tiny fish as we
with our hats in the shallows. Our camp each nigit
was pitched where a strip of sand or rock offered room
for a fire. Bradley
and Bartlett continued to show signs of intermittent
fever. On the twenty-eighth, our supplies having been
rendered almost useless by water. Smith was so for
tunate as to bring down a wild Loar and we had our
first meat meal.

crackers and
uld scoop up

Our spirits were none too high.

Soon afterward we came upon a faint trail opening
upon the bank of the strean. Owing to the windings
of the creek, which we had not dared to leave, we had
made a direct advance of some seven miles only, ac-
cording to my observations, and 1 decided to foliow
the trail in the hope that & might prove a short cut
between two loops of the water course. Such, in fact,
it turned out to be, and in the afternoon we were
again on the creek. In climbing down the steep em-

bankment Bradley fell with his pack aud accidentally
fired his rifle, the shot narrowly missing my brother.
Another imerval of wading brought us to a point
where the creek flowed Into a considerable river, un-
doubtedly the Mandinga.

We had now reachied our ohjective, but our situa-
fion was not much improved
ley was down with a temp« ire of 101, Bartleft was
in little better shape. We ld no craft nor the means
of making any, and the Indians, with whom we had
expected to treat, remained obstinately hidden, The
shyness of the
ble. We could not doubt that we bad been observed
and that a gathering of gthe tribes would resuit.

The very night of our arrival at the Mandinga
brought the first alarm, ' We were encamped on the
shore of the creek, on a bed of dried palm leaves alive
with scorpions and red ants, whose attentions were

adequately reinforeed By mosquioes and sand flies.
Hlm—p was hardly to bg fhought of, and when there
came”a rustle in the thigket, followed hy a pinging
shock through the tent. we were up and under arms
on the instant. We found that a peisomed spear had
been launched 4t us, peneétrating the canvas and bury-
ing itself in the tent pole. There was no indication
of the whereabouts of the encmy whe had sent this
sinister message, but we took good ecare to insure our-
selves against further surprises of the kind. With our

on that account.  Brad-

savages worried us as promising trou-

rifles, we raked the thicket
fire in a half circle.
Hostllities had now been declared through no fauit

thoronghly, swinging our

of our own, and we put ourselves in a posture of de-
fence, dividing the watches and setting outpests. On
the following day we were aware of the approach of
a considerable bedy of natives along the sbhore of the
river. We were ready for them, but made peaceful
signs, and presently a group came into view, unarmed,
as if inviting a conference Leaving my followers
with levelled weapons, I walked forward and ad

Iy built men
of a coppery brown, with straight, black hair, naked
amd econsiderably

dressed the group. They were powerf

save for a girdle of twisted bark,

taller than the coast Indians of the San Bl
to the dreaded mountain

§ country.

They bel

nged, as [ saw,
tribes with whom their brethren of the coast are con-

santl t war, a people even less approachable and

wore savage than the lowlanders.
One of them answered me in fairly good English.
“You go 'way,” “No white man
bhere. You go 'way—back.” And he pointed up the
creek by which we had come. “Indian no sell sand
Some time before the Panama Canal Commission

he said directly.

had attempted to open negotiations with these natives
for the sale of sand from the rivers to be used in the
concrete work on the canal. The agents were unable
to make the Indians understand why they should part
with their sand, and the incident served only to excite
the suspicious savages to the highest degree.

* ¥

EW YORK is full of mes. We talk about our

ubiquitous selves .ip ladies’ magazines and

Sunday supplements, with Hinstrations show-

,ing a few Flatiron buildings and a border

desigu of ‘tight skirted lady jourmalists and
Brooklyn bridges.

We prate that art is long, funds are short and hall
rooms small; we sigh whole windy columnfuls of
career stuflf and rave of the professional woman and
her rewards, even while we ¢ry ourséives to sleep on
our lonely and dingy pillows.

Back in eur native Xenia, Ohio, and Brownsville,
Pa., our erstwhile friends rock thelr bables
and read our latest contribution to the Home Com-
fort. We are made honorary members of the Ladies’
Al and Literary Soclety, aud the Daily Gaszette eulo-
.gim us frequently and fondiy as
ville girl.”

“a former Browns-

Meanwhile we wrile coutinuously, and occasionally
we sell; we sleep i fourth floor becks and dream of
Xenfa's wide vermmlns: we fewd our careers with adl
our fm'rxlm- and sturve onr stomachs. - We eschew
marriage, dote on platonics, addbess bur wen frivnds
as pal’ and “u!d bow " bt réRd Robert W V’h-.m.em

T tried to tell the Interpreter that we did not wish to
touch the sand, that we ¢ould not return the way we
had come, that we were {1l and must hasten down the
Mandinga to the coast. They remained sulten and
hostile.

“You no go'v we kill,” was the ultimatuin of the
interpreter, and on these terms the conference closed.

My party was greatly disheartened by our faliure to
get the frlendly ald of the Indians in procuring a
canoe or g raft. Our diet now consjsted eutirely of
rice and coffee.
any of the relics for which we had ¢ome among these

There seemed no chance of obtaining

people, and all of us were eager to reach the coast.
Attacked by Indians.

1 started next morning from the camp and made my
way along the shore of the Mandinga to determine our
chances of continuing the journey on foot. Retreat
It was equally unthinkable
should remain where we were. 1 did not

was out of the question
that we
want to come to open warfare with the savages. The
only solution seemed a hurried disencampment and a
forced march.,

I had my machete, with which I made myself a pail
and carried my Mauser, loaded with a clip of steel

Jacketed ammuni nile

on. I had gone perhaps a

down the stream and was hewing through a thicket

when I eaught the sound of voices out in the stream
Working my way to the bank, I saw a large canoe,

fashioned from a s log of mahogany, containing
six mountain Indians, who were paddling up stream
Jeaning my rifle against a tree and throwing down
my mache w of them and
above my bead, bailing them

I stepped out in full vie

threw both my hands
with a laugh.

I'hey were perhaps forty feet distant when they
heard and saw me. Nothing could have been more
peaceable and disarming t
I had not the sl of any danger.
no weapon. My hands were up. I
both in

an my pose toward them.
test id I showed
called to them
glish and in Spanish that I wanted to talk.
They jabbered excitedly together for a moment and

the canoe was suddenly headed in my direction. The
man at the bow and the man at the stern paddiled vigor-
ously. The other four stood up, seizing their spears.

I was sill unaware of any aggressive intention on
their part when the man in the bow dropped bis pad-
die, reached to the bottom of the canoe before him,
brought up a musket and fired it at me point blank.

In the horror and panic of the instant I felt that the
» had taken effect about my abdomen and groin.
aggered back under the shock, clutching at the
tree for support, and my hand fell upon my rifie. So
far as I was capable of thought 1 was sure that I
was done for. It was the primitive fighting' instinet,
the impulse of the stricken man to return an unpro-
while yet he has the strength. that
brought the weapoh to my shoulder and my finger to
the trigger.

voked blow

Behind the Mask- of the Girl Bohemian.

Whole hordes of usvhaunt the theatrés and hotel
lobbies, ghoulish: for “Why I am a:Suffragette’” or
“The Stage as a Career’ interviews from the latest
divoreée or millionndlre wifebeater. The ollowing
morning we slip loug coats over our flannelette
kimonos and hasten to the newsstand for a papen. A
dynamite explosion has'killed our beadliner and the
scoop is reduced tos half a stick benéath the Ucath
notices. We accordingly reduce breakfast to an egg
boiled over the gas jet and fish up a tin of crackers
from the trunk.

We frequent tea reoms and are mach given to “tind«
ing places” The “find” is usunlly a subeellar done
in weathered ok quﬂ wWith an atwosphere of Bohemla
and spaghetil, but l,n nltra-Boliciban moods we ferret
out a sixty ceat tahle @'hore diuner where we drink
water tumblers of pale pink sherry hod have our
choice of Bungaridn goirlash or bofled hutibut:

We speak lightly of unterviews and iwportant edi-
tors,; but fail to remark that we have waited ‘ve
bours for five minutes of curt editorial attention. We
write home of fashféukble Neéw ¥ork us If we too
gave monkey dingers and enjoyed anuual nervous
breakdowns.  We seld. pleture postals of our'selves
fuxuriating I «ixty horse power:limousines, bhut full
to note that the pleture was taken i a dvda-dighted
Elghith avenue galler¥ und 1hat the sixty horse puwer
18 bistait cardionid,

We write of ope

g el | di

i aud art tulk' futimately

* %

this is, after we happen to meet the dramatic editor in
the subway and ride as far Forty-second street with
him. We inform our second cousin who lives in
8t. Louis that all the new spring hats are small and
that floweps are used entirely, omitting the fact that
our vwn is proving an exception and is a large flat
with a ribbon bow from two seasons before.

Sometimes we “arrive;” we write a book or a play.
Sometimes the book is a best seller, but not often:
sometimes the play is a success, but not often. Then
we bpy Long Island swawp lands, afford a Japanese
chef, and earnest young men in Spillville, Towa, write
for our autograph and tell us that ours iz the book
which has most influenced their lives. Paradoxically
enough, we may write to-day and awaken to-morrow
rich in royalties and fame. But then we write back
to Xenig in the spirit of the lowly and talk of egg
omelets and interior decorating.

Sometimes we marry: It wmay be the sporting editor
or the man who picks up our umbrella on the ele.
vated—we marry shamefacedly, but we stow the pad
and pencil pretty far down in the trousseau traak.

Often we Just plod on, flushing our tin foil =t Xenia
and Brownsvitle, cold creaming the wrinkles and welt-
Prout My Gagden'y stories.  We are
chosen -.;r\lm“:;;:-;- to the dest haby of the gl who
“u g on the Stae, and we tey not

When we the phioet
okl pal’ specle. face dowiw

ing  wenthiy

At do ek oy
o wish things day we 1

ul wie of the

e it st

SCIENTIST AMONG PANAMA SAVAGLS

I fired once, T heard the satages scream, saw e
standing group melt in a heap of writhing bodies andl
outflung arms and the canoe tilted as the four who
had been standing amidships fell across the gunwiles.
A violent trembling seized me, and deadly sickness, 1
leaned against my tree, feeling that the hand of death
was upon me. When [ looked again the Indians were
struggling about the overturned canoe In a ruddy

froth. Two were floating away upon the current.

Two others, one conghing his

ast breath with a pune
tured lung, clung to the dugout. Another, he who had
shot me, was swimming down stream with his weapon
and powder horn heid high. The last, the man who

had paddled at the stern, was coming straight for

me.

Such Is the Blas Indian. He fights like the
jaguar, a any odds and withont knowledge of
fear. This savage, who had seen four of his com
panifons drilled like beads for a string with the deadly
steel bullet weapon, hurled himself toward me
with a face lemoniac exposing himself to
my fire while he swam shorewsard He carried a

1igged spea d and when within his depth

d

e shallows and up tl

ged with the ye
of a wild heast thr

n and the in

I was fous, what wit

of the s

tense \wl the terrible
effect of

but I was all

my fire. I do not he I was afraid,

ngle I certai t that m)

side was she¢

und beh

vway. 1 had siid to the

the tree, clu

1g my rifle a shaking grip
dreadful ery aroused .me and by the time I

n around the dis

face of the

before my blurred vision. He was

within king distance, his tense, muscled fi
throy the spear cast, the wet hair plaste
o his = ng es, when I tted out e appa
pur ng desperately at the trigger and yelling
] know not what primal yell of rage and xlvﬂ.x}\ e
1 thrown myself backward into the
thi itely afterward All my Impressious
of affair come to me through a red haze,
ke glin from a fantastic dream. [ re-
member 1 the und rush, pausing (o
press ¥ numbed side and to look
stupidly = red stains on my hand when I brought

AWa) o more tha

inute or two could

have passed hef ny last enemy was upon me.

It was the one who had fired the musket; he who

had paddled in the bow. He had swam ashore,

Inaded and tracked me. He was crouching to draw
upon me again when I dodged away around a, close
grown clump of palms.

Men do strange things, play strange games, at the
tensgest and most desperate moments of life. There
the San Blas hills a child
might have langhed to see the naked warrior and the
white man play at tag among the trees. I discovered
an unexpected agility. My opponent was no livelier
or trickier than 1. I clawed around to the right, cir-
cling swiftly as he followed, but checking and turning
back as he sought to outwit me.

1 do not know why I fled him, unless it was that [
was sick at beart with the slaughter. But we played
the senseless game arourd the palms until my anger
‘ame back to me at being chased hither and yon, and
with a spring I came to meet him.

I knocked up his anclent musket as he did my rifle
and each w

in that lonely jungle of

a hand upon the other's weapon we
space. He bore me backward with the
grip of his naked feet on the earth and dashed my
shoulder painfully against a trunk. But here I had
& purchase and I buried him back, releasing my hold
upon the musket and bringing down the muzzle of my
own rifle. With the last shot in the elip I killed him.

wrestled for

The Race with the Canoes. L

Staggering back to the shore I wadéd out to the
overturned canoe. The wounded savages had ali dis-
Whether any of them reached shore or not
I shall never know

appeared
It had come to me suddenly that
here was the craft we had all wanted. I bad the dug-
and partly bailed out before I thought to
look at my wound again. T found that the charge had
licted no injuries more serious than bruises and lac-
The musket had been loaded with insufficient

behind a collection of pebbles, nails and metal

erations
powder
slugs

I attempted to paddle the waterlogged canoe up
stream, but made slow work of it, and was presently
aware of a whole fleet of similar craft far down the

river coming up. I made haste to get to shore again

and to press on toward the camp on foot. The cances
passed me in spite of my frantic efforts to keep the lead
and warn my companions. Stumbling threugh the
jungle, running, falling, running again, I was forced to
keep out of sight from the water and in my haste I
made but poor progress. As I neared the camp I heard
firing ahead of me and was certain that the fleet of
I attacked the party.

As | came out into the little clearing where gur temts
stood 1 found my brother, Smith and Bartlett plugging
away with rifle and revolvers across the water. The
canoes were in plain view and were crowded Wwith
natives who were standing up and pop-popping with
their muskets 3ut they were firing at the opposite
bank of the creek, not toward ns,

For a moment I could not understand, untis, 'seéing
puffs of smoke from a hostile shore and observing the
stature and costume of the natives in the cances, I
knew that these new arrivals were acting as allies
instead of foes. They were coast Indians on an Inland
The mountain Indians, their hereditary
enemies, had made an attack on the camp, and the
newcomers had joined heartily in the fray, through no
friendliness for the whites, indeed, but through the
bitterness of their ancient feud. 3

By this timely aid the mountain natives, whase fek
lows bad attacked me, were driven off. After some
chaffering the coast Indians agreed to take our party
down to the Mosquito Gulf. We surrendered our
rifles and supplies, installed Bradley as comfortably
as possible on the bottom of one of the dugouts, and
embarked, quite willing to escape the jungle on any
terms.

We were taken, against our “ux to ngndmgn laland
and later to Candi Island, off the coast, beinb held
treacherously in captivity at each place for some days.
Finally, by threats and pleading, we were allowed to
proceed to San Isabel.

Bradley died while on his way to Colon with Smith
and Bartlett in a small salling vessel. Blanco was
shot and kllled at Sdn Isabel when some of the Mai-
dinga natives, who had followed us there and were
lugering in the vicinity, attempted to hurn the hut
where I had stored such relics as & bad been able to
collect while in captivity. My brother and 1 finally
Wor {lwar of the Nan Blas country In safety, having
fulled of the snecess we had boped for, but bringing
With us wiett Is stil) the most satisfaetory collection
of sclentific data and curlositics so. far wlllunnl in
taat, wild aud usccessibla tvglon. &

canoes hi

expedition.




