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former location., With two full crews, and both
Chiefs of Party thoroughly familiar with the countp
we had to do very little preliminary work. We did v
in two months what it took us eight months to do in
the first place. Again I was out of a job, byt not
for longs The Cuba Central Railroad Co. did not
give up easily. I got a letter from Ames to meet
their engineer, H., F. Wilson, Jre, and take him Ovep
the line we ran for them, from Nuevitas to Moprone.
which I did. Not very long after the trip was come
pleted, I got a letter from Wilson offering me the
position of his assistant in sounding Nuevitas Bay
for dredging and docks. There was nothing spectac.
ular about that job. Three men in a boat reading g
sounding line, and two men on shore reading angles,
We built a camp on Punto Pastelillo, and camped
right on the jobe Because of high winds in the
afternoons, we were usually out on the bay just as
early as we could see and stayed till the wind dprove
us off, sometime in the afternocon. The job lasted
Just four months. We had already received oupr no-
tices that the company had no more work for us when
we finished here, when I got a letter offering me a
Job on the Zapata Swamp Survey. I accepted it}

{

Chapter 17
THE ZAPATA SWAMP
{CIENEGA DE ZAPATA)

Looking at a map of Cuba, you will note that
uyite a sizable amount of land on the south coast
xtending from Batabane® just south of Havana, on
_ithe west, to Cienfuegos in Santa Clara Province,

on the east, is marked as swampy. The map makers
were not kiddinge. South of Matanzas Province, but
actually in Santa Clara Province, is a peninsula ex-
tending down into the Caribbean Sea, more or less in
the shape of a shoe. Zapata is the Spanish for shoe——
hence the name.

Fronting on the Caribbean Sea, from the toe of
the shoe to Cienfuegos Bay is a coral limestone
ridges It is not very high, probably not over 20 or
25 feet anywhere, but is high enough to cut off all
surface drainage into the Caribbean Sea and turn it
west into the Gulf of Batabano®. The swamp contains
well over half a million acres and varies in eleva=~-
tion from Just above sea level near the mouth of the
Hateguanico River, in the west, to about eight feet
near the east end, some seventy or eighty miles to
the east, giving an approximate fall of one foot in
ten miles which is insufficient fall to drain any-
thinge To the north of the swamp are two or three
million acres of red land underlaid with limestone.
There are a few small streams in this area emptying
into the swamp but by far the larger part of Cuba’s
heavy rainfall seeps into the ground and finds
underground channels. What goes down must come up}
All this water comes up out in the swamp in bubbling
springs, varying in size from six inches in diameter
up to twenty or twenty-five feet. In half a million
acres there is proom for a lot of kinds of swamp, and
s0 there is heres

On the north side,'costanerd'in Spanish, the
native jungle at one time came down to and extended
out into the swamp in places. When we supveyed it
in 1913, there was still some forest and some good
timber, but most of it was cleared and in cultivation
right down to the watert edge, or in pasture clear
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out into the swamp, Where the few streams came in '
they brought down trash and dpifte—the sawgrass ané ‘ nd leaves very much resemble our northern willow
ut the wood is a preddish brown, just a little reddepr

cattails kept it from floating away. It accumulateq ; >
ghan black walnut. It is shallow-rooted and the

and tree seeds fell on it and grew. When we wepe ?

there, there were trees three or four inches ip ¢ swamp earth is very soft, so every wind that comes a-

diameter on these floating islands; and the accumy jong blows it over. It doesn't die but points its

lation of drift was so much that you could walk on pranches skyward and keeps on growinge As the wind

it in places although it wasn't easy. The watep doesn’t always blow from the same direction, these

around these islands was generally waist deep op more fallen trees get badly tangled up. To get our sur-

When you came to them, you couldn’t push them aside: vey lines through, we had to go in with ax and machete

and, when you tried to climb on top, the edge bPOke, to cut the branches off about where they headed up-

up and you were still in the drinks You had to stay ward, and walk across on the semi-~horizontal trunks

there till you could find a log or piece of dpift- and branches. As our boots were always wet—and wet §

wood big enough to support your weight. Once on top boots are always slippery--we got many falls and had £

you could start walkinge As you walked, the appapen% difficulty finding places between the fallen trees :

land you were on sank, and rose up in front of you, and branches to set up our surveying instruments. E

It was a funny feeling but you made progress till you In.a few cases we had to cut miles through these

suddenly stepped on a place too thin to support you, Jlana forests, leave our boat and carry our whole i

camp, done up in bundles and hung on our backs with }

|
|
£

Down you went like a nickel in the slot? Then you
were in a jami It was too thin to support you, and shoulder straps, or, rather, ropes, over this kind of
tpail. We didn®t have any straps. It is both sur-

you were fenced in on every side. The only escape

was to start pulling it apart with your hands till prising and painful to a man who has never tried it,

you could find a timber big enough to hold you and how heavy a fTifty-pound load can get and how these
shoulder ropes cut in when both hands are busy trying

they were sometimes quite a ways apart. We soon
learned that the easiest way across these places, to keep you from slipping and can®t be used to shift
the load opr run under the ropes to ease the cutting

Y% emblederras”in Spanish, was to crawl over them on
hands and knees, thus distributing our weight.  That action.
wasn®t too hard when you had nothing to carry, but it
was a real task to crawl and carry the heavy surveying
instruments. Fortunately for us, while some of these
were quite large, there weren®t many of them.
Neapr the south side were thousanq§ of acres of
mangroves, a peculiar tree if you can call it suchy
that has its main body a few feet above ground and
from that sends bpanches into the air, and spreads
its poots out in all dipections to send them into the
ground. As these trees grow close together, the
roots crisscross. each other until getting through it
becomes quite a formidable undertaking and can be
accomplished only by the vigorous use of ax and
machetes The only use for this wood is to use the
bark for tanning hides, just as we used to use oak
bark for tanning in the States. It seems to grow é=
qually well in fresh or salt water.
There are still more thousands of acres of
lana, pronounced'yanats That is a tree whose bark

Then there were the blanquizales®, from “blanca)’
(white). They were areas with no vegetation whatever,
and with a white substance floating on the water,
which at a distance looked like white or gray ashes,
but on closer examination were found to be Tlakye

So far as I know, there has never been a satisfactory
peason found for this peculiar condition. As there
is no vegetation, you sink much deeper in the mud
than where there is grass and roots; and, also, the
mud is much stickier and harder to get throughe As

I remember it, the only one I ever crossed was some
500 or 600 feet across and it took us several houprs
of the hardest kind of work to get out., Fortunately
for us, they were not very many and not very exten-
sive. One was enough. We went to quite some lengths
to go around the reste

Then there were great fields of "cattails",.
These were where streams emptied into the swamp and
brought silt and fertility from the higher ground

and were just beyond the temblederras. Then came the




The Zapata Swamp 431

430 Grandpop®s Book

either road nor prailroad, nor beast of burden it was
pext to impossible, but still a tpickle of it reached
the market in Havana—enough to build up a demand.
vany of these charcoal=burners were Gallegos from
the Province of Galecia in Spain. The Gallegos have
the reputation of being the most stupid and the least
educated, but the hardest workers of any of the
spaniards—the typical "man with a strong back and a
weak mind¥,

Among these charcoal-burners was a man of peal
vision, despite his race and peputation. His name
was Maximino Yebres. He got tired of doing the hard
work himself; went to Havana; enlisted some capital
and put the charcoal business on a real paying basis,
He imported a lot of his countrymen, who thrive on
hard work and small pay. He went down to Bahia de
Cochinos (Bay of Pigs) and put in a store; advanced
these men groceries and sent them up into the llana
woods to make charcoal by the sack. He dug a canal
by hand from the bay up into the woods; constructed
places to burn the charcoal; built barges to haul the
wood and charcoaly and either bought or rented sail-
boats to haul the charcoal to Batabano, where it was
loaded on a train and shipped to Havana. Just how
many tools and ideas he used he had seen in use be=
fore or how many were his own, I will never know,

but the whole set-up was almost fantastic with what
they had to work with, His canal from the bay to the
swamp was dug with pick and shovel, which is the kind
of work Gallegos are adept at. But, when he hit the
swamps, it had to be dug under water and the material
to be dug was peat,not soil. Picks and shovels could
not be used. He went to the blacksmith-shop; got
thin steel plates about five~by-seven inches; sharpened
one seven-=inch side to almost a razor-edge; welded a
smooth rod about three feet long, with a smooth knob
on one end, to the other seven-inch side at right-
angles to it and called it a “coa", I didn't see
them dig the transition from dry land into the peat
swamp but did watch some of them digging in the

peats Believe me it was a laborious task, and showed
real ingenuity on the part of the man who thought it
up,

bulk of the swamp - miles and miles of sawgrass Just
a little higher than your head and dotted hepre and
there with dry-weather tree-covered islands calieg
Ycayos"., Had it not been for these cayos, surveying
the swamp with the equipment of that time, would
have been impossible. The entire swamp is coveped
with water and mud to a combined depth ranging from
half-knee deep up to the armpits. The swamp is so
big that it took several days to make a crossing, so
it was impossible to return to dry land for the night
and you can’t sleep in water that deep, especially
when there are crocodiles everywhere. We moved camp
everyday and had to find a cayo for the night,

Cuba is in the torrid zone - hence, the Cubans
make no provision whatsoever for warming their houses,
Many is the time I have wished they did fTor there ape
days, particularly early in the morning, when it is
quite cools Their only fuel is wood so all cooking
is with wood, yet they had no such convenience as g
stove., In the country some cooked with three stones
on the ground but most of them set four forked
bpranches in the ground and put two poles across them,
Then they split palm trees and made a box with the
boards on top of the poles, and filled, the box with
dirte Then, if they could get any brick, they built
two walls eight or ten inches high and as far apart,
and laid some iron bars across the top to set the
cooking utensils on. The fire was built between the
walls, Pots and pans wepre always black.

In the cities, they built their fireplaces or
hearths of bprick. They built them up about waist
high and set grates in them at convenient distances
apart and built a big hood over the whole thing with
a pipe to take the smoke out above the house. The
fuel is charcoal which is made from wood. The wood
is bupned into charcoal before it goes to town. The
charcoal weighs less, gives off more heat and less
smoke than raw wood. Almost any wood will make char-
coal but some make better charcoal than others.
Sometime, somehow, somebody discovered that the 1lana
wood on the southside of the Zapata Swamp makes' the
best chapcoal in Cuba. As the housewives of Havana
learned this, they began asking for llana charcoal
and the price went up. Had there been llana on the
northside of the swamp, getting it to Havana would‘
have been easy by railroad, but on the southside with

As I just happened to come along when the canal
was in process of digging, the sides were already
established and were all vertical. The man doing the
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work stood waist deep in water in the canal and
faced the way the canal was being dug. He +took the
knob of the coa in one hand and the rod in the othep
and setting it so as to continue the side of the

canal, shoved it down till the knob hit the peat,
He then moved over seven inches, the width of his
coa, and made another cut parallel to the first,
Then he turned his coa at right angles to his cuts
and ran it down again cutting out the chunk betweep
the two former cuts. After running the coa down tg
the knob, he Jiggled it a little to break loose hie
chunk; let go of the coaj; put one hand on the top of
the chunk; stuck his toe undep it; with his toe,
raised it up to where he could get his other hand
under the bottom without diving; then with both hands
he heaved it out on the bank and cut another. Thus

he proceeded cutting chunks about seven-inches square
by three~feet long and piling them on the banks in
such a way that they could later be walked on and
used as a tow=path. The canal was about 8 or 9 feet
wideo

jdea that either method is child®s play. These
gallegos are not accustomed to child®s play.

when the canal reached the llana woods, they cut
_the wood out of the way and piled it on the side to
pe burned into charcoal later, and dug the canal into
the woods as far as they cared to haul the woed,
There they dug a circular canal on one side, throwing
the material dug inside the circle to paise the
gpound-level above water and construct a place to
burn the charcoal. This area they spelled'plan but
pronouncedplungs When the plan was done, operations
pegans First they cut their wood approximately three-
feet long and laid it on trestles something like saw-
horses but higher, with boards across the bottom of
the legs so it would not sink in the mud. They had

a kind of carrying harness with a thick-padded cap
that fit over the head and the traces hung down the
back. When there was a man-load on the trestles,
they put on the harness and backed under the load and
brought the traces up back of the load and over their
shoulders. The loads these men carried would stag-
ger 2 pack animal. To keep from sinking in the mud,
they always kept two=—by-twelve planks to walk ons
When a plan was new, they laid a plank across the
canal around the plan and carried the wood direct to
the plan. Later they carried the wood to barges and
hauled it in. They stood the wood on end and built
the pile from three~to-five layers high. When they
had the pile as big as they wanted it, they cut saw-
grass and covered it up. Then they went to the sea—
shore and hauled sand and covered the sawgrass., With
a hole at the bottom to light it and a vent at the
top to draw the fire through the wood, they lighted
ites When it had burned the right amount to be well
on fire, they stopped the vent, and made the whole
thing smoulder till it was charcoal. Once lighted,
the purpose, and standing on the two-by-ten plank on they had to keep continuous watch until the burn was
the bow of the boat places one end of his pole firmly complete. The grass had to be cut fresh for every

in the bankj then, both leaning on their poles, they burn. The sand was used over and over. When the
walk in unison toward the stern. When they reach the charcoal was burned and cooled off, they sacked it;
stern, still working in unison, they 1lift their poles put it on the barges and hauled it to the bay where
and walk to the bow and go over it again. The thrust they loaded it on sailboats for Batabands There it
of their feet propels the barge. Judging fPQm‘the Was loaded on the train for Havana. Maximino Yebres
fact that they use the ropes when the water 18 10W; became quite wealthy at his charcoal business.

enough, rather than the poles, I gather that that is When Jose® Miguel Gomez was President and handing
easier work when it is practical. But don’t get the out big concessions to everyone who could pay him and

The barges were also of special design. They
were fifty to sixty feet long, about six~feet wide
and three=feet deep. Built strong enough to stand
hard bumps. There was no place to tupn it around so
it had a prow on both endss On the top of both sides
was a two=by=ten plank laid flat. When the swamp was
low, two men walked on the spoil bank and pulled the
barge with ropes. The man at the bow, pulling alone,
would promptly pull the bow into the bank. The man
at the stern would pull the stern into his bank and
the bow into the opposite. By co-—ordinating their
pulls, the barge proceeds up or down the canal in
the center. When the water in the swamp is so deep
they cannot walk on the spoil bank, each man takes a
long slender pole, specially prepared and kept for
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enough Congressmen their price to pass the law,
Maximino got another and bigger idea. He 9ot othep
capitalists interested and formed the Zapata Lang
Company. Some of the land around the edges of the
swamp was privately owned but somewhere betweepn

seventy-five and ninety percent was government Owned
They got a law passed giving them all the government‘
land they would draine Since you can’t drain the
middle of a swamp without draining the, edges, the
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to mention that Stockley was in charge of the offices
There was still one fly in the ointment. That letter
had had to chase me down, which was a slow process in
those days, sO was several days olds I immediately
got 2 telegram off asking if the job was still open.
promptly came the reply, "Report at once." I just

as promptly did,

The nearest town to the job was Jaguey Grande

in Matanzas Province. The company had prented a va=
cant building that belonged to the then defunct

sugar mill, Austpralia, about two miles south of town,
and fixed it up for a combined office and living
quarterse My introduction to Mp., Gass was something
of a shocke After the usual preliminaries he said,
"I*m going to give you a level to run." Levelman is
usually well down on the list of engineers so I said,
T thought I was to be Chief of Party." "You are,
but it’s a level party, and to be sure it is well
done you ape going to run your own level. Levels

are the most important things on this job. We have
had several parties on this job and have been working
over two months, and I haven't a level I can put my
finger on and know it is pright. Your job is to
straighten them out and remember that in this case
your job is the most important on the project.”

I arrived in camp in the afternoon and spent

the next day buying camp equipment and supplies,
preparing fop the expedition. Both nights I was
there I slept in a big room fixed up with cots as a
kind of bull pen. Some of the Cubans sleeping there
took particular delight in telling me hair=praising
crocodile storiese. I figured that they told the
stories to all the tenderfoot engineers, and it was
no wonder Gass couldn®t keep engineers. I Tigured
that while there might be a grain of truth in the
stories, they were very much enlarged for the special
benefit of the tenderfeet. On the second morning,
Just as I was ready to start for the swamp, Mre. Tufts,
Assistant Engineer, walked out and handed me a brand-
new, police-=special, long=barrel thirty—-eight Colt
revolver, and said, "We furnish all our engineers
with these., We have a license for you to caprry ite
Here is a box of special high-power ammunition. When
it is gone, you may requisition to buy more."

At that time there were a lot of men- Cubans,
Spaniaprds, and Americans - who took out licenses to

same law provided that private owners must pay theip
proportionate part of the cost of drainage op forfeit
their swampland. This land is the same kind of land
as the Florida Everglades; so it looked like g good
deal both for the Zapata lLand Company and the Cubap
Government and certainly was a good deal for Joge®
Miguel and his Congressional friends,
R EEEEEEEEEREEE
I was vaguely aware that there was a Zapata
Swamp, but that is all I knew about it - and caped
less = when on August 1, 1913, I got a letter from
Jack Gass, Chief Engineer of the Zapata Land Company,
He said they were surveying the swamp and were finding
it tough going. The mud and water were deep and theip
supplies had to be carried in on men®s backs; but so
far they had had no sickness, but that they were
having a lot of trouble keeping engineers. Stockley
was with them and had recommended me as a man who
could take hardships. He offered me a position
(Engineers are supposed to hold positions; this
turned out to be a job) as Chief of Party at $175 the
fiprst month and $200 a month and expenses after that
if I stucke That hit me in a very tender spots At
that time I was getting $125 and the ‘job was just
winding upe I had no idea where there was another
jobs Fupthermore, $150 was the biggest salary I had
ever hade
What puzzled me was Stockley. He was an able
engineer who had worked in Mexico and had been chased
out by the revolution, Ames had hired him in Havana
and sent him to me as transitman on a previous sur-
veys It was supposed to be in the dry season but
turned out to be the wettest dry season I ever saw.
Stockley stuck it out but sure did a lot of beefing
about the hardships we had to endure. I just
couldn®t picture him taking the hardships CGass had
described. I learned later that Gass had neglected
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carry arms and carried them openly, as they €Xpressed
it, for their protection. I had already made up my
mind that these were all "bullies" who made a habi
of imposing on others and carried guns to prevent
retaliations I always treated men as men and nevep
felt any need for a gun, so I said, "Thanks byt T
won®t need it. I get along fine with the men." His
answer: - "Oh, we expect you to get a%ong with the
men, this is for crocodiles.” I supe felt a cold
chill pun down my spine, but took. the gun,
The next two weeks we spent running a line of
levels along the north "costanera'. The outline of
the swamp is very irregular, so every day we crossed
arms of the swamp, but managed to find places to camp
on dry land, As we all slept in hammocks, and sup~
plies were readily available among farmers and countpy
stores, our camp outfit was light and we moved it
every day by pack horses. When we could find one, we
slept in abandoned shacks. When no shack was avail-
able, we slept in the big out=of=doors. Every night
we had hair=praising crocodile stories to sooth us to
sleep but on the whole north ¢costanera we didn®t sece
a single crocodile and I began to think they were all
a myths I didn®t know that the crogodiles had waged
a war on the farmers® pigs, puppies, and chickens,
and that their hides were quite valuable, so the
farmers had met the challenge and wone When we
reached Havana Province, we turned dipectly into: the
swamp and spent one night on a "cayo" in the swamp.
No one had suggested tying the hammocks high, and no=

fix them for extra safety.
mocks used in Cuba that a factory in Spain made a
special hammock cloth for the Cuban trade.
just the width of a hammock and is made of very
strong fTabric, loosely woven Tor ventilation.
make the hammock, you cut off the required length
and make the end hems five or six inches wide and
double or triple sew them so0 they will stand strain.
Then you take the scissors and cut through the hem,
but not through the seams, making eight or ten loops.
Then you get two steel rings and a bunch of cotton
cord and proceed to "string" the hammock.
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party went through arms of the swamp, a much shorter
poutes To get into our "cayo" in the swamp, we dis-
missed the horses and carried the camp in on our
packse Next day we carried our camp out to a rail-
road station and took the train back to headquarters
at Australia. There we overhauled our outfit and got
ready to cross the swampe. While we had been running
west, Mr. Gass had had carpenters build a flat bot-
tom boat of half-inch lumber so it would be light,
Instead of oarlocks he had holes bored near the top
and fastened shoulder ropes on. Three on each side.
These were tied as a kind of harness. You put it
onover your head and let it come down on the shoul-
der away from the boat. Then the men waded the
swamp and partially pulled and partially carried the
boat and its contents.

All Cubans that work away from home sleep in
hammocks, but this was a special job so they had to
There Were S0 many ham=

It is

To

Theorete

ically, a good way to do that is to tie the cord in
the loop in one corner, then pass it alternately
through the rings and loops and wind up in the loop
across the ends Theoretically, that allows the cord
to slide through and equalize the pull, Actually,
the weight of the body gives the hammock too much sag
in the middle. I found a better way was to cut my
cord in pieces long enough for two coprds; then loop
it into the ring and tie the ends into the loops in
a knot that could be easily untiede If I didn't get
it pight the first time, I could easily change it

I have had hammock ropes to break and drop me on the
ground, We couldn®t have that happen here, co all
hammocks were supplied with half=-inch ropes two opr
three times the usual length so they could peach to
tie between trees some distance aparte.

body did. Sometime during the night someone yelled
“opocodile™? I awoke suddenly and looked out and saw
two pair of eyes. Nothing more — Remembering how low
my hammock was, to say I was scared was a vast under-
statement. I fumbled around and got my gun at the
ready; but how are you going to shoot to kill when
you not only can’t see the sights on: the gun, but
can®t even see the gun? As my eyes became .accustomed
to the darkness I finally saw they were dogs hunting
scraps from our evening meal. What a reliefl Whether
they belonged to some native or were wild dogs, I
will never knews There were plenty of both all over
Cuba.

I forgot to say that horses do not travel through
the swamps On all our trips the pack horses went
around the road on solid ground, while the level
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Then we all had to have mosquito bars, Ordin
mosquito bar is too open-mesh. Small mosguitoes a:g
" je jenes"™ went right through them. So we made ‘them
of light weight calico, and were they hot on a hot
night! It took a lot of cloth to make them, They
had to be long enough to reach from ring to tring of
the hammock and wide enough so that the hammock when
hung inside wouldn’t reach the bottom. There was g
slit on one side long enough to crawl into and gz fla,
that hung down over it and buttoneds There was a :
small holg with a draw §tr1ng at both upper copneps
and a series of small rings sewed into the upper seanm
To put the thing together, you stuck the hammock :
through the door in the mosquito bar, and poked the
ropes out through the holes at the corners, then dprew
up the draw string at the hammock rings, then ran
another cord through the little rings and tied it to
the hammock rings to hold the mosquito net off you,
That took care of the hammock apparently; but, when
the mosquitoes were bad, I got up of a morning with
my arms burning where the mosguitoes bit me through
the mosguito net, the hammock and my shirt., I pem=
edied that by slipping a spreader stick through the
loops at the head end of the hammock thus holding the
mosquito net out away from me. !

Next was the shelter. We took a wide piece of
heavy canvas the length between the hammock rings and
put a tie-string in the center of each end and several
long strings on each side. After the hammock was hung,
we put the canvas up over it with the copd that held
up the mosquito net also acting as ridge for the can-—
vase Then we tied the center of both ends to the
hammock rope and tied the side strings to anything
they would reach, so the canvas would spread out as a
roofs I have taken a lot of hard rains in this shel-—
ter and the only wetting I got was when it rained
long enough and hard enough for the water to ?un'down ground T had to run over.
the hammock rope and wet the hammocke _That didn’t With your feet alternately being stuck in the
heppen but about twice in all my experience. Wihen we mud and sinking down in the mud, it is almost im-
moved camp, which was every day, we loosed the canvas possible to hold your equilibrium. To put your
frozhthe hammockT:nd ;zliﬁd tﬁ: haTmcgk, Sa:::éeitc. weight on an ordinary walking cane would be to sink
in the canvas. en whether it rained or it out of sighte So each of us cut walking sticks
someone was carprying it on his back and fell down, from the woods. They were large enough togbeap a
the hammock stayed drye. ] pretty good weight, about shoulder high with a wide

Another thing we did was to splice the level flat fork on one end. We turned the fork down and
legs till they were eight feet longe The swamp was tried to catch as much sawgrass in the fork as

so soft you just couldn®t set up an instrument with
standard legsSe Even with the long legs, as ong en=
gineer expressed it, if you shifted the quid of
gobacco in your mouth while looking through an instru-
ment the level bubble would shift, tocs He wasn®t
too far wrong at that. As levels were the most ime
ortant thing on the survey, I took every precaution
T knew how to do a good jobe I ran with two rodmen
and had all turning points driven to exact water
jevels Then,with all the care I could take, I read
poth back sight and foresight twice. Then, for a
check,I looked at the water. There were always
1ittle particles floating both on top of and down in
. the water. The particles on top were frequently
_driven by the wind. Those down in the water showed
the way the water was running but didn’t show whye
Their velocity indicated the slope 1 could expecte.
There were two very large underground channels
+o the south coast and the general getsaway to the
wests Each had its pull on the water; but a very
important, yet erratic, factor in direction of flow
was the big springs. Water ran out from them in all
dipections, and as you couldn’t see them but a few
feet away, we couldn®t figure on how the water should
run. Regardless of how I thought the water ought to
pun, I figured that it was going as gravity pulled.
If the water was running in the same direction we
were travelling, the new point should be slightly be~
low the old point, and vice versa. If the water was
punning at right angles to the line, the two points
should have the same elevation. If they did not, it
meant that in shifting my weight from one foot to
+he other to look in the opposite direction I had
also shifted the bubble on the level, and had it all
to do over. By using these precautions I got very
good closures on my work considering the kind of
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possible every time we set it down. In addition as The Zapata Swamp a4l
ion,

we walked we turned our toes out and caught as much
sawgrass under oupr feet as possible, to fopm a sopt
of mate Everything possible was done to keep from
sinking in the mud.

When all was ready we set out for our trip
across the swamp, but not without some misgivings.
We took the train to Murga, a small town on the edge
of the swamp where we were to start across the sSwamp
and where our new boat was already awaiting us, ' The
lines we had to go over had been cut and leveled by
other engineers, The cutting was O.K. but the levels
had not been satisfactory. After we got our goods
packed in the boat; I organized the outfit. I made
the cook the captain of the camp and gave him five
helpers. Whoever heard of a cook with five helpers?
Well, he didn®t need them for the cooking but sure
did need them to drag the boat. I ran the level my=
self and used two rodmen and had one macheteman that
went ahead and cut all branches that had grown up
enough to obstruct the view. The other was a combina-
tion level=carrier and watchman. The level with the
splices on the legs was very heavy; and, when we went
forward, I had to keep my books, watch, gun, etc.
dry, which wasn?t easy, and keep the ,gun where I
could get it quickly if needed. I couldn®t carry it
on my belt for my belt too frequently went undepr
water when I stepped into a spring. You can’t con-
centrate on running an instrument and watch for
crocodiles at the same time: and, if they ever see
you standing still, that is the time they take to
slip up on Youe

I selected the biggest coward in the whole out-
fit for this jobe I don®t see to this day how anyone
who was so deathly afraid of crocodiles as he was
could ever force himself to stay in the swamp with
them, but he did, and later results showed my choice
was goods. While I stood at the level he didn®t have
a thing to do but watch for crocodiles. His deathly
fear of them kept his mind (if he had one) strictly
on the crocodiles; and he could see the grass moving
as one slithered through it at least two hundpred yards
away., I had no need to worry. He always saw them in
plenty of time for me to dispatch them. Sometime
about this time I asked a big Spaniard I had on the
crew if he wasn't afraid of crocodiles. I consider

;s answer one of the best I ever heard, and I got to
aving the same attitude myself later, but I sure
idn’t have it then., His answer: "That depends al-
ogether o0 what you mean by being afraide If you
mean afraid to let one get hold of me, I definitely
am. If you mean afraid to work where they are, I am
not but I always expect to see them first.”

we hadn®t gone many hundred meters into the swamp
when we ran straight into trouble of an unexpected
kinde I was looking through the level, watching my
podman go forward, when suddenly he dropped out of
sight like a nickel in the slot. He had dropped into
a very large spring some fifteen or twenty feet
across and of unknown depth. It was plainly visible
and I can think of but one possible reason for falling
in. The grass and weeds around it were very high and
ppobably leaning over it till he couldn®t see the bank
and just walked off it. Be that as it may, it was
1ucky for him he held onto his level rod and the
macheteman was close by, He reached one end of the
rod to the macheteman and he pulled him out. When I
came up I gave it a wide berth.

ok ok % ok % % Xk Rk Xk kK

The incident here bpought out another story, or
should I say incident? As I remarked before, in GCass®
letter to me he said they were having trouble keeping
engineers., Well, right here is where he lost twoe
Two young Cuban engineers, learning of the high wages
they wepe paying, went down to the Havana office and
hired to go on the survey and went to Australiae.
They were thoroughly advised of the difficulties of
the job, but it is much easier to be brave sitting in
a comfortable office than under several feet of water,
or looking a crocodile in the face. Again;in Austral-
ia, they were advised of the hardships, and again
assured Mp. Gass that they could "take it". So he
got the necessary equipment together and prounded up
men to make them a party and sent them to Murga to
run this line across the swamp. One was to run the
transit, the other the level. They came Jjust this
far and the levelman watching the transitman going
from one point to another saw him disappear, just as
I had seen my rodman disappear, and in the same iden-
tical spot. He didn®t have a level rod to hang onto
but his whole machete crew was there and they pulled
him out, They learned from the natives that a train
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ee the sights on the gun, but couldn®t even see the
sun nor the crocodiles The best I could hope to see
3as a pair of eyes. I have killed many a crocodile,
and vounded many more, without seeing a thing to.shoot
at. I knew where the barbacoa was and shot in 1?3
dipection but intending to shoot low enough to miss
ite (I hit it one night and put some of our enamel-—
ware out of commissions) Frightened either by the
noise of the shot or the swish of the bullets they
uysually took off after two or three shots, but some=-
times came back before morning. VWhen I hit one,
whether he died from the shot or not, he never died

so quickly but what he got clear of camp and the other
crocodiles turned their attention to hime. They are
all cannibals and when one is wounded and they smell
blood they all attack. But their hides are very tough
so they don®t do much damage to the hide of one killed
by a shot, but succeed in tearing a lot of flesh from
one killed by a machete. Regardless of whether the
wounded one died or not, the others never returned
that night. .
That first night deep in the swamp was an entire-
1y new and not desirable experience. Afte? supper,
directed by an experienced swamp man, I climbed the
tree that the head end of my hammock was tied to, got
out on a limb, stripped off my wet clothes inclgding
my boots, and hung them up on the branches, taking
care they were securely fastened so a wind wouldn®t
blow them down to the crocodiles. Then I slipped in-
to my night clothes and climbed out along my hammock
rope till I could slip through the mosquito net d90r
into the hammock. It wasn't easy, but I managed ite.
Another one of oupr hardships was the mosquitoes.
During the day we rarely saw any in the open §wamp,
but there wepre always plenty of them in the timber
around the edges of the swamp., Just as soon as dusk
came, they descended on us by the million, any place
in the swampe On account of the mosquitoes and also
of the crocodiles, we always tried to get supper over
and get into our hammocks before dark, and we stayed
there until after daylight.

Sometime during the night that fipst night some-
one yelled'crocodile's MNaturally I was exciteds bu?
strain my eyes as I would, I could see none, nor did
I hear any. Next day about ten o*clock someone )
yelled "crocodile" and when 1 looked where he pointed,

for Havana would pass through Murga shoprtly, In
spite of wet clothes, they caught that train, leaving
the whole camp with brand new instruments and g who le
survey party, like sheep without a shepherd, pright

out there in the swamp. Next day they wiped Australia
to send them their trunk.

o wt e ut wle  ut o
K S A

The water at the edge of the swamp was too shai.
low to float the loaded boat so the' camp crew was
delayed in getting started till we of the level crew
were well into the swamps, When they got into deeper
water they soon passed us. As they went by, one of
the level crew who grew up beside the swamp, called
out: '"Boys, you had better get the hammocks up tow
night? We are apt to have crocodilesi™

As I have said before, we always had to find a
"cayo" for oup camp. My instructions were that when
they went to set-up camp, the first thing to do was
to find a place for my hammock that had an open
space on one side., Then hang the hammock with the
flap toward the open space. Then build a "barbacoa"
(a kind of temporary table built of poles on forks
set in the ground) in the open space about as high
as a man could comfortably reach, and: put all food
on the barbacoa. Then while the cook prepared supper
the others found places and hung all the hammocks,
taking good care that they were on the other side of
my hammock from the barbacoa, or to the ends, so
there would be no danger of their being hit with a
ricochet or poorly aimed bullet intended for a croc-—
odiles

The crocodiles could smell the foodd and rarely
a night passed but that they made a raid on the
barbacoa; and, if anyone carelessly left a sack
hanging down, our menu was short whatever happened to
be in that sack from then till we got to a store. I
don®t think they could actually smell canned goods,
but whenever they succeeded in shaking a can off the
barbacoa, they promptly clamped down on it, squashed
it and ate the contents. I slept with my left side
to the door in my mosquito bar, and my gun in the
holster hanging from a cord of the hammock, within
easy reache. When the raids got sufficiently noisy as
to wake me up; I got into action. On moonlight
nights I could see to take deadly aim and the praid
was soon over. On dark nights I not only couldn®t
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I saw hime He was some Tour=and-a-half op five feat
long and forty or fifty feet from me. T bravely set
forth to do battle but when I tried to draw g b
gun went around in circless, Then I took the en
the gun barrel between the thumb and forefinger of e
left hand, That steadied the gun a lot but my kneeéy
were like Belshazzar®s knees When he saw the hand«
writing on the wall - "they smote one against anothep!
I blazed away and missed the crocodile by thpee feet
I could tell by where the bullet hitl the waten. 7
had shot too low. The crocodile never budged, Just
stayed right there and blinked at me. Next shot T
hit him but didn®t kill hime. He took off and one of
my men after him and killed him with his machete,
I never felt so humiliated in all my life, There T
was with a perfectly good gun, and plenty of high
power ammunition and so scared I couldn®t kill a Croc—
odile when he stood still and looked at me, and a
Cuban, with only a machete, ran right up to him and
killed him. Let me say right here that killing croc-
odiles with machetes is both a science and an art,
On the back of a crocodile®s neck is a sepries of bony
spines. These spines come out just above the vertebprae
Between them is what little articulation the neck has,
Those spines will turn a machete®s edge. The hide
in the joint is not as tough as in other places, so
a well=directed blow in this joint will go right down
between the vertebrae and sever the spinal choprd, It
takes a very hard blow by a man that can hit exactly
whepre he wants to.
That same day at noon we were sitting down in a
little cayo eating lunch when again someone yelled
Yerocodile™, This was a real man=size ,0ne. He must
have been eight or nine feet long, and big all over.
In my humiliation I had shamed myself into getting a
good hold on myselfs I walked pight out in front of
him, but Tifty or sixty feet from him and learned a
lesson I never forgots My knees didn®t smite to-
gether and my hands didn®t tremble. I took deliberate
aim right between his eyes and simultaneous with the
crack of the gun I heard the ricochet bullet sing and
the crocodile passed within two feet of my left side,
belly up and going at terrific speed. Had he hit me
with that momentum, I doubt vepy much if I should
have lived to tell the storye. I never again stood
in front of a crocodile to shoot him. If I couldn®t
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_paneuver around so I could shoot him from the side,
1 didn't shoot. I had heard that to shoot them in
the eye was a quick and sure way to kill them., It is
all pright if you hit the eye, but the presult was
pather horrifyinge I expected to see the eyeball
purste Those eyeballs must be awfully tough and they
are not round like the human eye and eyes of our do-
mestic animals. They are more like two balls con-
nected together with a kind of neck a little smaller
£han the visible eye, and the inner eyeball is larger
than the outer one. That shape is the reason he can’t
roll his eyesSe I have shot many a one in the eye and
never yet have I burst an eyeball, Instead, not one
put both eyes pop right out of his head and he sure
100ks horrible.

From that day forth there wepre very few days but
what I killed a fTew crocodiles, though there were 2
few; and two days I logged more than twenty. Killing
crocodiles became everyday stuff, but I did have a
few cases I think worthy of mention and I will give
just a few with no attempt to give them in chron-
ological orders

One afternoon shortly before the usual quitting
time one of the men of the camp crew came and told us
they had struck some *dry swamp" so had made camp in
a nearby cayo, and he had come to guide us to it.
Reader, please don’t get the idea that any place in
that whole swamp was dry. It wasn®t. He meant that
the water in that particular place was so shallow

the boat would not float clear, and they didn’t have
manpower enough to pull it. The swamp has no guide-
posts, But where a man walks, tramping the grass

down_ he leaves a trail} and,where several crocodiles
travel together they don’t make as many trails as

men but one goes behind the other making a clearer
trail, When our guide started out to find us he knew
the general direction we were in and guided himself
by the sun till he could see us. On the way he
killed a crocodile. Oupr only way to locate the camp
was to follow his back trail. On the road he showed
us his crocodile. Next mopning I put both crews to
pulling the boat and I followed along behind. Know-
ing crocodile habits, as we approached the dead croc-
odile I told the men I would now go ahead and scare
the crocodiles out of the way. One remarked, "You
had better be very careful or they will scare you out
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40 Grandpop®s Book to jump backwards = and I did just that - so far as

: could with the other boot stuck in the mud, When
of the way." As I neared the carcass I saw crocodiles , z saw me jump backward instead of just walking into
in great numbers. Knowing that crocodiles follow h?s mouth as he had planned, he charged, When I
trails when there are any and that they usually duck hluldn’t run there was nothing left to do but try to
when they hear a voice, as I had no desire to step op C01“end myself, so instinctively I raised my walking
one I got outside the trail and gingerly approacheq de'ck to hit him over the nose. The motion attracted
the carcass. I don’t know whether to believe in s?: attention and he stopped to look up to see what
premonition or not out the evidence in my case has v; was all about. That look was his undoing. It
been frequently in the affirmative. | I had shot two = ve me time to get my gun and dispatch him.
or three and was just drawing a bead on another, when ® 1 had many experiences with crocodiles, but I
something seemed to say, "you had better look closep think the three cases above were the closest I ever
home™. The water was just about thigh deep, and Jjust ame to actual dangere Neither was there a single
as I looked down at the trail by my left side a big case of bodily injupy from a crocodile in the whole
one poked his head up out of the water, not a fOOt\ Zurvey, but we all took thorough precautions to guard
from my 1eft leg. Was he attacking me? No, he didn't against 1t. I never saw but one man who had been
know I was there. He was just poking his head up to bgtten by one. That was several years before I saw
see what he could see. I could have laid my hand on him, and it was a close call. He was standing on the
his head, That is one time I didn't wait to take the edgé of a pool of water, holding to a limb and leaning
gun in both hands and take deliberate aim. I didn't out, baiting a crocodile to get him where he could
even wait to pull the trigger on the one I was dpraw- kili hime While he was interested in that crocodile,
ing a bead on. I brought the gun over quickly, placed another one grabbed the arm holding to the treee I
the muzzle practically against his head and blew his didn't think to ask if he was alone; but suppose he
brains out. I finished emptying my gun on other ; was not or he would not have survived, for the Tipst
crocodiles, reloaded and continued the slaughter. A1l thing a crocodile does with its prey is to drag it
told I killed nine there without movind over twenty k unde;water and drown it. Be that as it may, he was
feet. That was one of the days I killed more than in a very inaccessible part of the island. They had
twenty. to get him to the coast, then wait for a sailboat to
I have often been asked if the crocodiles would take him to Batabano®, then by train to Havana. It
attack you. That is a hard cuestion to answer. My was two days befope they got him to a doctor and the
answepr would be that it depends on the personal feroc~ doctor at once amputated his arme. He had waited so
ity of the individual and how hungry he was., I have long and infection was so spread, gangrene set-in and
watched them try to sneak up on both me‘qnd my men they had to amputate it again. The arm was off close
many times; but, as I remarked before, we always, or to his shoulder.
at least almost always, kept close watch and never As T have remarked, the crocodiles stalk their
let them get away with it. I can honestly say that prey. Many times when one of my men has passed along
only once in all my experience did I have one make a a trail I have seen a cpocodile slip out of the grass,
frontal assault on me and that was largely due to my get in the trail and start stalking him. With the
own carelessness, I was plodding along one morning care we took, as I said before, no one was ever hurt,
not too far from the costanera, where as I have said, but I sure had two scares out of that habit. In both
the farmers had pretty well killed off the crocodiles cases the water was more than waist deep. A crocodile,
and I had not seen any for a day or so. So, I got stalking the man in front of me had heard me coming
careless and wasn®t even thinking of crocodiles when and ducked. I came along and stepped on his tails
suddenly I saw one right square in front of me about Talk about stepping on dynamite — that was it! It is
six feet away and with his moutk wide open just wgit— hard to tell which of us was worse frightened, he or
ing for me to walk into it. The shock was something I. but it wasn't a bit hard to tell which did the
terprible. I had one foot in the act of stepping for=— ’ '
ward when T saw him. Naturally my first instinct was




A48 Grandpopfs Book

most about it. Like hearing a loud clap of thunden
you are Trightensd, but you needn’t be, the danger is
past. Even so was it with The crocodile. When 1
felt the earth jump Trom under me, the danger was
past but There was an awful Teeling in the pit of my
stomach, and I was glad I had stepped on his +tail and
not on his head,

On one occasion we crossed the swamp, went ovep
the coastal ridge to check on a sea-llevel bench
along the beach to and around Cochinos Bay and staprted
up a charcoal burners® canale. Our trip had been so
long our food supply was running low., We stopped
overnight in the charcoal burners® camps They told
me that down another canal on the coast was one of
Maximino Yebres' stores. S0 next morning I sent the
cook in the boat to get some groceries. As it was on
the canal he could "pole" the boat easier than men
could pull it; and the rest of his crew waited fop
him in the camp. Down at the store he found some of
his countrymen and they started "drinking the othep™
as they called its, I took my level crew and staprted
back across the swampe. Along in the afternoon the
men began kidding each other about what a night we
were going to have without supper or hammocks. The
later it got the more serious things began to look.,
About the usual quitting time we quit work and went
over to a nearby cayo, and began preparing places
to hang our hammockss. The men repeatedly called to
see if they could hear from the camp crew. Finally,
there was a reply and most of us heaved a sigh of re<
lief. We were going to get our hammocks, but oup
old swamp adviser shook his head and said, "They will
never make it."

“What do you mean they®ll never make it?"

"They have the boat to pull and it is just too
late."

"What will they do?" ‘

"They will camp at the last cayo we passeds"

"Well, we have no boat to pull, let’s go back to
meet theme"

e can®t make it eithere"

"What do you mean we can®t make it? We have just
come over it."

“Yes, we have just come over it, but crocodiles
in the daytime are one thing and crocodiles at night
are another. We would never live to get through,"
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The Cubans had so frequently told me through the
years that a thing couldn®t be done and I have gone
pight on and done ite My fipst thought was to go
right on and start back. But on further consideration
1 pemembered that Jose® had lived near the crocodiles
411 his life and I had found his previous counsel on
crocodiles sound, so reluctantly gave in and started
1ooking for a place to make myself as comfortable as
ossibles In my years of wandering I have spent many
nights that were far from comfortable but this was
fap and away yonder the longest and worst night I
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As night came on the mosquitoes came by the |
million and the crocodiles by the dozens This cayo |
was Jjust mangroves. No big trees to climb, so we |
couldn®t get very highe We had to cut small branches
apd fight mosquitoes all night long. If we found a
place to sit down, the mosquitoes promptly bit us
4 - through the seat of the pants and lifted us., Oupr
igéé?/‘ clothes were wet and as the night came on we were
cold, When our clothes began to dry out, it rained
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%(/// and we were wet again and coldepr, and the crocodiles

-

'gak wepre Jjumping at us from below.
NN _ One of the men had a pointed machete. He lashed
% - it onto a range rod we had with us and stuck it

o ‘-wWTénv s < through a small crocodile. When the knife went through

s % = him, he went into action and really made the water fly,
— ﬂy//»4’¢?;;/;>§\ and crocodiles grunted by the dozen in all directions.
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:k‘ Then the crocodiles left us alone for awhile and |
,;;ig%ﬂf turned on hime He wasn®t big enough for a feast for
gl ,
N, G 4
/// / 1 had no £rme to hand
E

Jumping at us again.

Our trip had been a long one and lots of croc=-
odiles so my ammunition was running low. We had a
long way to go to get across the swamp so I was con=—
serving my ammunition. During the night, at different
times, three unusually big ones attacked us; and, as
we couldn®t climb any higher, I was obliged tq shoot
them in self defense. Each time I shot one the
others turned on him and gave us a little rest. But
as hides were tough they were unable to eat them so
were soon backe

As everyone smoked but me they all carried
matches in their hats so we cut some limbs and built
a pole platform for a fire. Dpy kindling was non-
existent but with much work we finally succeeded.

so many, so when he was devoured they were back and
Croco o‘r"es/ - "H\a\‘ were

o
b ning me !

.

Tonly had onc Pur.
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While waiting for breakfast we had a little
comedy along with the tragedy. The men had kidded my
jevel carrier so much about being a coward, he decided
to do something about ite. He was a big, powerful
macheteman, fully as good as any man on the crew, but
just a plain coward when it came to crocodiles. They
saw a crocodile some four or five feet long, and he
caid, "This is mine!" He did a very creditable job

of dispatching it. If you charge a crocodile direct
he will either charge you or run away, more likely

the latter. But in either case you get no chance to
give him the blow in the vital spot, and none other

js fatal; so the Cubans have developed a very nice
techniques A man slips up on a crocodile as close as
he thinks he safely can, then takes his machete in

his left hand and puts his hat on the end of the blade
and waves it gently up and down in front of hime. The
crocodile stalks the moving hat rather than the standing
man. By patiently moving the hat along and up and
down he maneuvers the crocodile to just where he wants
him, then quickly changes the machete into his right
hand, grabs his hat with the left and deftly gives

the Tatal blow.

Soon after my carrier killed his first crocodile
they saw another. Enthused by his initial success he
again yelled, "This is minel" But he evidently hadn't
taken time to take a good look at hime He was really
a big one, at least eight or ten feet long. He started
tis technique all right; but when he got him to the
place for the fatal blow, he somehow lost his nerve
and said, "Oh, this is a big one; just look how big

he is." While he was calling attention to the croc-—
odile®s size, the crocodile grabbed his hat off the
machete, dived and took off with ite. Then the carrier’s
¢ry suddenly changeds '"Ohi He's got my hatl He got
my hat! Somebody come and help me get my hati"
Several of the men came and they searched in vain,

for they never saw crocodile nor hat againe. I felt
sorpy for him, for that tropical sun in open swamp was
terrible. It not only shone down from above, but was
reflected up from the water and the result was very
painfule I was indeed sorry for him, but there was
nothing I could do about it. Poor fellow, he had to
go three days without his hat, and all the time the
men pribbing him—"This is minef{ Ohi Look how big he
is! Oh, he's got my hat? Come somebody quick and

The fire was quite a success both in scaring the
mosquitoes away and in warming us, but it was shopte
liveds When the limbs burned through, the fipe
dropped down and the branches under it scattered it
everywhere. Even a crocodile knows what fire ig and
doesn’t like to be burned so we had the biggest ang
most vigorous scattering of crocodiles I evep saw
but they just wouldn®t stay scattered. They were,soon
back againe .

They say that all good things eventually come
to an end. So do the bad ones. With the rising sun
both the mosquitoes and crocodiles disappeared, ~We !
descended into the water and took stock of the sity-
ation. Two of the crocodiles I shot were dead and
each measured over ten feet longs The other was
gonee.

We got back to where we quit work just before
the camp crew came from the other direction. As we
could not carry boxes to box our instruments at
night, we carried a heavy canvas hood; and where we
quit at night, we pulled the long legs of the instru-
ment near together so the instrument would be high
above water, put on the hood and left it till morning,
When we got to the level it was down:ito about two
feet above water; one leg was broken; the hood was
torn to shreds; and all the telescoping mechanism was
gone, We searched all around and found the sunshade
and telescoping screws. The sunshade was mashed flat
as though a crocodile had bit into it and didn®t like
the taste. I shot two big crocodiles that were hanging
around and cut them open to see if they had swallowed
the telescope. They hadn’t,. -

As we hadn®t had any supper the first thing to
do was to cook some breakfast, then decide what to
do., We had to have a new level and there definitely
wasn’t one any closer than the office in Australia
and we didn®t know if they had an extra. My first
thought was to send three good men into Australia
for another level and pitch camp right there till
their return. But one of the men had been over the
line on the original survey and said it was the worst
line in the whole swamp. Water was deep; mud was
soft; and many snags of dead and fallen trees which
made traveling both difficult and dangerous. It was
still nine kilometers to the costanera and several
miles from there to Australia.
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help me get my hats' \Vith all the ribbing I didn®+ st experience I knew if I didn®t do something for
suppose he would go back into the swamp fop anything that masamorra that night I wouldn®t walk at all next
but he did and stayed till the end of the job; by day, so we sat down and prested, then went on,
he devoted himself strictly to the job he was being We reached the costanera just before dark, found
paid for-~carrying the level and watching fop cpoC; o farmer and hired him to take us on horseback into
odiles. He made no more attempts to be braye, He Australiae We got there about nine o®clock, only to
showed the crocodiles to me and let me shoot them, 1earn that there was no level there, so we had to ‘
After breakfast and due deliberation, I picked wire Havana for one and wait till it came, But things |
two men to go with me; we packed lunches; strapped came out about even at that. It took two days fTor it
our hammocks on our backs and took off fopr Australia, to come. 1 was laid up for two days doctoring the
That was definitely the hardest nine kilometeps {Tive masamorpa on my feet and it took the camp three days
and three-fourths miles) I ever traveled, The line {the one we took and two more) to come over what we
was, as the man had said, "Water deep, mud soft and had made in one day. That isn®t quite true——it took
many snags' and in addition - which the man didn*+ them three days to arrive but they had to make a few ?
mention = we had been all night without sleep: the 16ng detours apround mangrove swamps that we went ;
crocodiles were numerous; and towards evening the throughoe g
masamorra was eating our feet something terrible, Liquor can do great damage to people who nevep .
As I said before, my ammunition was running low, so I touch it. Witness our deaths on the highways caused g
%
|

only shot three or four of the most obstreperous by drunken drivers. It was liquor that caused oup
crocodiles and reached the costanera with only two awful night in the swamp. Daniel, my cook, was my
bullets left. biggest, strongest and best worker in the outfit,
That masamorra is a fungus parasite, found most- and when sober was perfectly trustworthy: but you

ly along the costanera. It attacks the feet; and never can trust a dpunkard. I couldn®t fire him in 1
once you feel it, it can completely incapacitate you the middle of the swamp but when I got to dry land .
in a very few hours if you don®t do something about T let him go. f
ite. And what chance did we have to do something ;
about it there in the swamp? I had heard about it e
from the natives and also their remedies, but really
learned about it the hard waye. Their remedies were:
the juice of a tree gourd that grows there, alcohol,
kerosene, bichloride of mercury, and axle greases
We tried all of them; and fTinally decided that the
best remedy was to take a bath every night in a strong
solution of bichloride of mepcury just as high as we
had been in the water that day, and in the morning
before we got into our wet clothes we smeared axle
grease - yes, regular cart axle grease - just as high
as we expected to be in the water that day. The axle
grease was somewhat smeary but seemed to be effective.
At least I never got the masamorra when I gave myself
the combined tpreatment but we had neither bichloride
of mercury nor axle grease in the mangroves that
night, hence I had it. I never was so completely
exhausted in my life. Ve had our hammocks with us
and were so completely exhausted I was tempted to
stop for the night on a cayo we came to. But from

On the fourth day we headed back for the swamp.
Our instructions were to run that same line, beginning
at the north end and tie-up when we reached where we 1
quit. Then send the notebook in, and move to the
south costanera, take another line east, then north
across the swamp on another line.

Our boat was made of half=inch lumber in the
first place, and it is surprising how papidly it
wears dragging it over sawgrass. About mid=forenoon
on the day we tied-up, it struck a snag that punched
a hole right through it. One of the men guickly
threw things aside and clapped his hand over the hole i
and held the water out while the others unloaded it I
and hung the contents on the snags in the vicinity.

There were plenty of theme. We had nothing to mend

the boat with, and it was questionable if it was

worth mending anyway-—it was worn so thin. We had

no choice but to leave it——but how? The men carried

everything to the nearest cayo and made camp. We

ran on past camp where we tied-up about two ofclock

and peturned to camp., As it was too late to send a
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messenger out, it had to be for the night,

While I was sitting in my hammock getting my
book and report ready to send in, a crocodileVWas
loafing around camp. Instead of killing him, one of
the men said, "Let's tie him." I had no idea how
they were going to do it but knew that Tooling with
crocodiles was dangerous business, so told them to
be very careful. I got my gun handy just in case,
I soon saw that at least some of them knew theip
crocodiles. There was an isolated tree near camps,
They took my two longest ropes and tied them togethep
then one man climbed the tree and tied one end a- i
round the tree. Then the others took the other end
and made a lasso noose in it, and stretched it out %o
see how far it would reach. Near the end they tramped
down a good trail in the sawgrass at right angles to
the ropes Then they cut two thin forks and two smalil
hooks from the woodse With the forks they propped
the lasso knot about two feet above water and with
the hooks they fastened the other side of the noose
down on the ground under the water. Then one of the
men cut a long light pole and put his hat on it and
went through the same maneuvers as they did with
their machetes when they meant to kill hime He
coaxed the crocodile into the trail ‘and down the
tpail till he put his head in the noose. The moment
his head was through the noose the man in the tree
pulled the rope. That did itf Talk about actionl
For some time all I could see was seething, swirling,
flying water. The man with the pole knew his croc-
odile, also the length of the rope, and cut his pole
long enough to be clear of the crocodile’s tails. The
man I was worpied about was the man in the tree.
Trees in the swamp are shallow rooted and I thought
for supe the crocodile would jerk the tree over, but
he didn't. After he wore himself out they tied his
jaws together and eventually killed hime

Next morning my troubles began. I had to send
my notebook in—which meant two men, for we never
sent one man alone. This part of the line had been
levelled, so we didn't run a level party. Our tools
all had to be carried as we had no boat. Ve didn®t
have nearly enough men to carry it, and the day wasn't .
iong enough for two trips. I sure had to do some
figuringe. Our cooking was done in two big pewter
kettles, and they were heavy. Our plates were enamel
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soup plates. Cups were tin and we didn’t use saucers.
Neither did we use knives and forkss The cook had a
nunting knife and we ate with soup spoons, UWe had a
pig food grinder and considerable quantity of canned
milk and other canned goods and all those are heavy
to carry—those in addition to our sugar, salt, hard
tack, rice, jerked beef, coffee and dried codfish,
and all our sleeping outfits,

We had a long wide strip of heavy canvas we

used to cover the boat with in the daytime and our
parbacoa at nighte I turned up the sides and one end
and cut big enough holes in it so I could pin it with
wooden pinse. Then we put our food grinder, canned
goods and some other things that it wouldn®t hurt to
get wet in this. We put our plates, cups, etce in
the pewter kettles, and tied the lids on. Everyone
took his own sleeping outfit, including myself. When
we were ready for the start, one man took the free
end of the canvas over his shoulders and dragged the
loaded end in the water like it was a boat. I fol=
lowed with my pack, notebooks, gun, etc. and whenever
the canvas boat got stuck on a downed tree or snag,

I helped it over., We divided the other eats as even-
ly as possible among the other men. Two men led the
pewter kettles on leashes like dogs and each had a
follower to help him over the trees and snags. If a
kettle turned over, it got loaded with water and sanke.
The follower picked it up and poured the water out——
no damage done., lle made quite a procession,

I told the men, even that many years ago, I
wished there was a movie camera handy to take oupr
pictures. We sure would make a good movie. The
water was deep; the mud was soft and our loads were
heavy. In spite of it all, we made progress till we
came to a2 long stretch of mangroves where our canvas
boat and kettles could no longer be pulled. (Fprom
the numbers on the survey stakes I knew just how fap
it was through the mangrove and llana to the charcoal
burners? camp.) The eight men I had couldn®t carry
it all, so after taking my load I divided the rest
into twelve as nearly equal loads as possible, and
they shouldered eight of them and left four. Such
things as we knew crocodiles liked-——if we had to leave
them—we hung up. Items such as kettles, pots, pans,
etce we left on the ground. At the half-way place
I called a halt and had four men lay their loads down
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and return for the things left behind. I went on
with the other four, and made arrangements with +the
charcoal bupners to hang our hammocks under covep
for a change. L sent the four back for the loads
the others had laid down. |
The eight came in together with another story
- ; . - .
+o tell and evidence to back it upe When they got
back to where we left the first loads, a Tlock of
crocodiles was making a shambles of the place, They
wepe squashing the canned goods and eating the conw
tents and had alpready made a colander of our tin dish.
pan and clamped down once on our enamel washpan. He
left the shape of his mouth well marked by a row of
holes that looked like they might have been made with
a press dpill. I think it gave him the toothache.
The dishpan was a total loss and we discarded it at
onces The washpan was still usable by propping up
one side, and it was the only thing we had to prepare
oupr bichloride of mercury baths in. Ve used it till
the job was done and I turned it in with the other
equipment. I have regretted over the years that I
didn't ask to keep it as a memento of the swamp.
The charcoal burners told me where there was a
boat for sale, so next morning I went over and bought
it; and, though short handed, resumed our work, going
east on a line along the south costanera then north
on another line across the swampe. About 2:00 P.M.
some three or foupr days after they left, the messengers
to Australia overtook us. They brought with them
about as big a dog as I ever saw in Cubae, I was very
rnuch provoked and asked why they had bprought hime
They said they didn®t bring him, he just followeds
I said, "Too bad, but he will be crocodile bait be=-
fope morninge” I knew a lot about crocodiles and
theip love for dog meat but I didn®t know that parti-
ular doge That night was as beautiful a moonlight
night as you ever saw even in the tropics. Sometime
in the night I was awakened by a commotion in camp
which was 'pun—of-the-mill™, but what wasn't Ypun=of=
the-mill" was that this noise was not around the bap=
bacoa on my left but out beyond my feet on the rights
The roots of a tree always shoves the ground up next
to the tree so there is always a spot of dpry ground
theres I looked out and saw the dog lying on my side
of a tree and intently looking away from me. Pretty
soon he got up and leisurely sauntered over and lay
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down on the far side of another tree and resumed his
jo0king backs I looked back to see if I could see
what was attracting his attention and saw the biggest
crocodile I ever saw just coming around the tree
where the dog had just been and continued stalking
the doge When he got Tairly close, the dog got up
and went over behind another tree. The dog never
pupried; and he, also, never took his eyes off the
cpoCOdile for many seconds at a time. It became
quite an interesting show and I watched them until
they passed out of my range of visione
T had just settled back to try to go to sleep
when Jose® let out a yell that would almost raise the
dead. We all wanted to know what was the trouble
and he said the crocodile jumped at his hammock and
hit his Teet. You can®t blame him for being scared.
T don®t know if the yell scared him off or if he was
Jjust plain discouraged because he couldn®t get either
dog or mane. Be that as it may, he started to retrace
his steps and passed again on the right side of my
harmocke. As the doopr of my mosquito bar was on the
left, I didn®t have a chance to shoot him, but
gathered up the mosquito bap with my right hand, and
with my left hand reached around underneath the
hammock and blazed away at hime I didn®t hit him but
either the swish of the bullets or the crack of the
gun moved him on and he went right under the cook’s
fammocke The cook also had a gun and put a bullet
pight through the middle of his backe That paralyzed
his hind quarters, but he could still Tight with his
front end. When the other crocodiles which had been
giving him a wide berth smelled his blood, they all
jumped on him and we had pandemonium the rest of the
night. Next morning he was dead- the biggest, but
not the longest, crocodile killed by any party on
the survey. The night we spent without hammocks I
killed two that measured a little over ten feet but
wepe rather slender. This one only measured nine
and a half, but was exceedingly big arounds Normally
we didn®%t skin crocodiles for several reasons, Pri-
marily, we had no salt to preserve the hides, and the |
odor wouldn®t be good for our victuals——nor bedding. |
This was such a fTine specimen and we expected to i
reach the costanera that day so I had him skinned §
and sent the hide into the Chief Engineer. He thanked g
me very profusely and had it tanned as a memento of %
|
|
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the Jjobe
then we got our wits sufficiently collected
looked around for our dog and the men called him,
No doge I naturally dismissed him as more crocodile
bait. We had a long hard day that day, lots of dee
water and a very large temblederra which I have ppef . . ] - . .
vicusly described. WWe, of the leve'l party, had to 1ight rails and the equ1p¢enb used o? it 1§ light )
work our way across the temblederra but the boat had weights The owner and bu11de?_was kll%ed in an acci-
to make a long detour around it. Ve arrived gt the dent Jjust aboui.: a yea.r'*a..f‘ter it was le:ll:!,‘t, and the
end of the line about the same time in a driving poad has been in operation gll‘these Ehlrty—seyen.
rain. It is some job to unroll a hammock and tie e years and ha§ been slowly sinking ?ntll today it is
up in a pouring rain without getting it wet with both under water from one side of the sgamg to tgebgther,
feet on the ground, let alone trying to do it while 5 distance of about s§ven ml}es. t %s probably tﬁe
climbing trees. So, as the crocodiles were supposed Jongest underwater railroad in operation anywhere in
to all be dead along the costanera, we all stood on the worlde
the ground to hang our hammocks. Sometime in the
night someone yelled "'crocodile', Naturally, re-
membering my hammock was hanging low, I awoke with g
start and grabbed my gun. Whoever gave that yell
certainly must have used only his ears. It was a
beautiful moonlight night and when I looked out there
was our dog collecting his supper Trom what the cook
left in the pots. Before we turned back across the
swamp vie gave him to a farmer, who, after hearing his
story, was glad to get him. I can certainly say for
him he was one dog that knew his crocodiles,.

Stockley told me that all told there were prac-
tically one hundred engineers that went to work in
the swamp. There were just seven who stayed till it
was finished--one German, one Swede, one Spaniard,
and Tour Americans.

Each of the engineers who stayed to the end vas
required to make a sketch and describe his idea of a
system of drainage. I don't know a E%ing about what
the other engineers wrote but my closing statement
was that '"'so long as Cuba has so much unused fertile
land that needs no drainage, this project is economi-
cally unfeasible.™
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they got the track on it, they hauled dipt and rock
ip and lifted the track till it was three Teet above
waters The road is standard-gauge but built with

B R

My first trip across the swamp I carried my
razor. It rusted so I left it at the office and let
my whiskers grow. My hair also grew till it was so
jong it interfered with my work, so I put my forehead
against a tree and cut the front off with my pocket
Knife. I don®t remember how long we were without
seeing a barber. Once, when we came out on the north
costanera, one of the men came back from a nearby
canteen and said there was a barber down there. T
rushed down for a haipcut. He was an ambulating bar-
ber. He had a small barber outfit in a case and went
about to wherever he could find a customer. He sat
me down on a log and went to work. During the process
I asked, "How much do you charge for a haircut?"
"A peseta.'" (Twenty cents, which was the
standard price)
"That®s petail; how much do you charge wholesale?"
“yhat do you mean wholesale?"
"By the dozen."
"One dollare.” \Vhen he finished I tried to hand
him a dime. He said, "No, a peseta."
"Byt you said a dollar a dozen."
“But you apre not a dozene"
So, I handed him a dollar and went back to camp
and told the men to all go get a haircut. It was
paid for and they all needed it, I couldn®t quite
deliver the dozen for there were only eleven of us,
but they were still cheap hair cuts.

Beards were more common in those days than they ‘
are today. When I was all through with my work in ;

i

I was back in the swamp in January, 1954, just
forty years after I left it. About the only change
I noted in the swamp, itself, was that a railrocad
had been built from the rebuilt sugarmill at Australia
to Cochinos Bay. It was built on cribbing-poles and
cross poles laid pright down in the swamp till they
got it built above water. After they got it up where

the Zapata Swamp and ready to go home, I went to the
bapber and had my beard trimmed to a nice VanDykee ?
I then sent my wife a telegram that I would be home |
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on the ten=thirty P.Me. train. She gathered up some
of the neighbors and came down to meet me. I stood

on the car steps as the train pulled in, and prode
right by theme. MNot one of them recognized me.

Next morning was Sunday and she! pefused +o go +to
church with me unless I shaved my whiskers off; bug

she did allow me to get my brother=in-law to come
over and take my picture.

Chapter 18

CAMAGUEY

On my return from one of my trips across the
swamp, instead of my usual pay check, Stockley
handed me a letter from my brother-in-law, Dr,
Anderson, addressed to Mr. Jack Gass, Chief Engineer,
Zapata Land Company. It said that my wife was in
Camaguey and stranded. That I was somewhere out in
the swamp and she could not contact me. llould he
kindly send her a check for $100,00 and take it out
of my pay? And that®s how we moved to Camagueye
Since I was away from home so much of the time,
and it was so lonesome and inconvenient for Birdie,
I had tried to sell the place at Galbis but couldn®t
find a buyer. She had Tound a buyer and sold it at
my price, and moved to Camaguey. The catch was she
had sold the home, and the team, wagon and harness,
and didn®t get one dollar down payment. Walter
Miner, her buyer, was a bachelor about fifty years
old, and as honest and hard-working a man as you
could Tind anywhere, but somehow he just didn't have
the executive ability to get ahead in the world. In
all his fifty years his accumulated wealth amounted
to just about nothing. In their negotiations I can
see what Birdie was thinking about. She was thinking
of just one thinge Getting away Trom CGalbis., But

I can®t see what Miner was thinking about to take on
that obligation in that place, where there wasn®t a
thing he could do to even earn a living—let alone
pay Tor a homes.

Again, Lady Luck rode with both of us. About
two years later, Salvador sold the whole tract of
land to Pete Green, a cattleman. Cattlemen have to
have a place to live. Here, right in the middle of
his pranch, was the finest country house for miles
around——paln-leaf roof=- yes, but a good one-— hard-
wood Tloor, board sides, glass windows, and running
water in the kitchen. HMiner sold for enough to pay
me and leave him a profit besides, and I made the
deed direct +to Pete and got my moneye.

tihen I finished in the swamp, naturally I went
to my new home in Camaguey. I soon found that living




