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In Lafcadio Hearn's evocative novella, "Chita: A Memory of Last Island," the author immerses readers in the exquisite wanderings of a young man's reminiscence of a vanished paradise on the Louisiana coast. Hearn's lyrical and impressionistic style captures the ethereal beauty of its landscapes, interweaving themes of nostalgia, memory, and loss against the backdrop of a devastating hurricane. With its rich descriptions and haunting atmosphere, the narrative serves as both a tribute to the unique Creole culture and a reflective exploration of human experience in the face of nature's wrath. Lafcadio Hearn, an enigmatic figure of the late 19th century, was captivated by the cultural complexities of New Orleans and its surroundings. His diverse background as a Greek-Irish expatriate and his experiences in Japan gave him a distinct perspective that informed his depictions of Southern life. This place deeply resonated with Hearn, and his keen observations of the interplay between man and nature, compounded by his personal encounters with loss, culminate in the poignant storytelling found within this work. "Chita: A Memory of Last Island" invites readers to explore the delicate interplay between beauty and transience. Hearn'Äôs haunting prose and vivid imagery make it a compelling read, drawing those interested in regional literature, the complexities of coastal life, and the evocative power of memory into a world that remains both familiar and eerily ephemeral.
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In "The Osage Tribe: Two Versions of the Child-Naming Rite," Francis La Flesche delivers a meticulous ethnographic study that examines the significance of the child-naming ceremony within the Osage culture. Through a dual narrative approach, La Flesche presents two distinct versions of this rite, highlighting the variations in ritual practice and the symbolic meanings behind them. His rich prose blends precise anthropological observation with lyrical descriptions, situating the work within the broader context of Native American studies and the early 20th-century movement toward cultural preservation. Francis La Flesche, a prominent anthropologist and member of the Osage Nation, drew deeply from his own heritage in crafting this pivotal text. As one of the first Native American ethnographers, his unique position allowed him to bridge academic scholarship and Indigenous knowledge, making his insights particularly profound and authentic. La Flesche's interest in documenting these rituals stemmed from a desire to preserve the rich cultural tapestry of the Osage people amid increasing pressures from modernization and assimilation. This work is essential for readers interested in Indigenous cultures, ethnographic studies, and the artistry of ceremonial practices. La Flesche'Äôs illuminating exploration offers a rare glimpse into the heart of Osage spiritual life, making it a valuable resource for scholars, students, and anyone seeking to understand the complexities of Native American traditions.
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Brazilian Tales is an evocative anthology that illuminates the breadth and depth of Brazilian literature from the late 19th and early 20th centuries. This collection brings together a vivid tapestry of narratives that explore themes ranging from social inequality and cultural identity to existential introspection, reflecting the diverse experiences and climates of Brazil's society. With a harmonious blend of realism and modernism, the anthology offers readers a window into the multifaceted world of Brazilian storytelling, where each tale stands out in its distinct narrative voice and literary innovation. Pieces in this collection showcase the beauty of narrative craft and the vibrant cultural mosaic that is Brazil. The assembly of authors in Brazilian Tales includes some of the most influential literary figures of their time, whose works collectively advance the understanding of Brazilian ethos and introspection. Carmen Dolores, Machado de Assis, Medeiros e Albuquerque, and Henrique Coelho Netto each contribute unique insights drawn from their rich cultural heritage and personal experiences. Their stories often intersect with major literary movements such as Romanticism and Naturalism, providing a rich tableau against which the characters'Äô lives unfold. This anthology marks a significant confluence of voices, creating a resonant discourse that underscores the complexity and beauty of Brazilian literature. Readers of Brazilian Tales are invited to embark on an enlightening journey through the annals of Brazilian narrative art'Äîa journey that goes beyond mere storytelling to interrogate and understand the myriad facets of human condition and societal structure. This anthology serves as a remarkable educational tool, offering a rare glimpse into the diverse literary traditions of Brazil. By immersing oneself in these tales, one can appreciate not merely the stories themselves but the cultural dialogue they create, challenging and expanding the reader'Äôs perception of Brazil's literary canon. Whether for academic inquiry or personal reflection, Brazilian Tales promises a rewarding exploration of literary finesse and cultural insight.
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In "Tales of the Alhambra & Chronicle of the Conquest of Granada," Washington Irving masterfully weaves together the rich tapestry of Andalusian history and folklore. This dual work juxtaposes poetic narrative and historical account, blending romantic tales inspired by the enchanting Alhambra Palace with a meticulous narrative on the tumultuous fall of Granada. Through his eloquent prose and vivid imagery, Irving captures the essence of Spanish Moorish culture, combining elements of the sublime and the historical with a lyrical style that invites readers into a realm of wonder and introspection. This juxtaposition reflects the broader literary context of the early 19th century, marked by a burgeoning fascination with exotic locales and an emerging Romantic sensibility. Washington Irving, a pivotal figure in American literature, was profoundly influenced by his travels in Europe, particularly in Spain, where he developed an admiration for its diverse cultures and storied pasts. His deep-seated interest in the intertwining of history and myth, alongside a romanticized view of the Spanish landscape, propelled him to document the historical narratives and enchanting tales of the region. Irving's ability to meld his experiences with imaginative storytelling reflects both his personal journey and a broader movement in literature that sought to celebrate heritage and explore identity. "Tales of the Alhambra & Chronicle of the Conquest of Granada" is not merely a historical account; it is an invitation to explore the rich cultural heritage of Spain. For readers intrigued by the complexities of history entwined with the marrow of creativity, this work serves as a bridge to a forgotten world, providing insight into the spirit of a bygone era. Whether one approaches it from a historical, literary, or cultural perspective, Irving'Äôs enchanting prose will leave an indelible impression, making this a must-read for anyone passionate about the interplay of history and literature.
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In "Guatemala, the Country of the Future," Charles M. Pepper offers a comprehensive exploration of Guatemala's social, cultural, and economic landscapes, painting a vivid portrait of a nation poised for transformation. His literary style is marked by eloquent prose that seamlessly weaves personal anecdotes with analytical insights, providing readers an intimate understanding of the country'Äôs complexities. Set against the backdrop of 20th-century Latin American development, Pepper's work can be contextualized within the broader discourse on post-colonial identities and the challenges of modernization, all while addressing the persistent echoes of historical colonialism. Charles M. Pepper, a seasoned observer of Central America with deep roots in regional studies, draws on his extensive experiences living in Guatemala. His background in anthropology and political science positions him as a credible advocate for the nation, allowing him to elucidate the profound changes taking place within its borders. These experiences imbue the book with authenticity and urgency, revealing not only the optimism surrounding Guatemala's prospects but also its struggles with corruption and inequality. This book comes highly recommended for those interested in Central American studies, as it illuminates a country often overshadowed by its tumultuous history. Scholars, students, and general readers alike will find Pepper's insights both enlightening and crucial for understanding the dynamics of a country that may well be a beacon of future development in the region.
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In 1910 the Secretary of the Interior of the Philippine Islands did me the honor to invite me to accompany him on his annual tour of inspection through the Mountain Province of Northern Luzon. In the following pages I have tried to describe what fell under my notice during the journey, with such comments, observations, and conclusions as seemed pertinent.

I should like here to thank Mr. Worcester for having invited me to join him, and Major-General Duvall, United States Army, for allowing me to accept. My thanks are also due the various officers and officials of the Insular Government who placed me under obligations by their hospitality and other courtesies and by the never-failing patience with which they received and answered my many questions. To my friend Colonel J.G. Harbord, United States Army, Assistant Director of Constabulary, I am beholden for instructions sent out in advance of the journey to the various Constabulary posts on the itinerary, directing them to offer me every opportunity to accomplish the purpose of my  trip. Except where otherwise indicated, the illustrations are from photographs taken either by Mr. Worcester himself, or else under his direction. Some of these, as shown, were lent to me by the National Geographic Magazine of Washington, and others by the Bureau of Insular Affairs of the War Department. My best thanks are due and given in each case. Dr. Heiser was kind enough to let me have a few photographs taken by him. To Lieutenant P.D. Glassford, 2d Regiment of Field Artillery, I am indebted for the map of Northern Luzon and for one or two other illustrations copied from Jenks’ “The Bontoc Igorot”; to Father Malumbres, of the Dominican Monastery in Manila, for information relating to Padre Villaverde and for the portrait of that missionary; it is to be regretted that this portrait should be so unsatisfactory, but it is the only one available. The frontispiece is by Mr. Julian Miller, who has lived in the Igorot country, and whose drawing is from life.

C. De W.W.

West Point, N.Y.,

January, 1912.
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Highlanders of Northern Luzon.—Meaning of the word “Igorot.”—Trails.—The Mountain Province.—Nature of the country.



It is to be regretted that the people of the United States should in general show so little interest in the Philippine Islands. This lack of interest may be due to lack of knowledge; if this be so, then it is the duty of those better informed to do all that lies in their power to develop the interest now regrettably absent. Be this as it may, it is assumed here that most of our people do not know that a very large fraction of the inhabitants of the Philippines consists of the so-called wild men, and that of these the greatest group or collection is found in the mountains of Northern Luzon.

These mountaineers or highlanders constitute perhaps, all other things being equal, as interesting a body of uncivilized people as is to be found on the face of the earth to-day. The Spaniards, of course, soon discovered their existence, the first mention of them being made by De Morga, in his “Sucesos de las Islas Filipinas” (1609). He speaks1 of them as inhabiting the interior of a rough mountainous country,  where are “many natives who are not pacified, nor has anyone gone into their country, who call themselves Ygolotes,” Here we have the first form, the classic form according to Retana, of the word now universally written Igorrote, or in English Igorot. The word itself means “highlanders,” golot being a Tagalog word for “mountain,” and I a prefix meaning “people of.” De Morga mentions the “Ygolotes” as owning rich mines of gold and silver, which “they work as there is need,” and he goes on to say that in spite of all the diligence made to know their mines, and how they work and improve them, the matter has come to naught, “because they are cautious with the Spaniards who go to them in search of gold, and say they keep it better guarded under ground than in their houses,”

The Spaniards at a very early date sent armed exploring parties through the highlands and maintained garrisons here and there down to our own time.2 But they never really held the country.

The Church, too, early entered this territory, the field being given over to the Dominicans,3 who  furnished many devoted missionaries to the cause. But here, too, failure must be recorded in respect of permanency of results in the really wild parts of the Highlands. It has remained for our own Government to get a real hold of the people of these regions, to win their confidence, command their respect, and exact their obedience in all relations in which obedience is proper and just.

The indispensable material condition of success was to make the mountain country accessible. Only those who have had the fortune to travel through this country can realize how difficult this endeavor has been and must continue to be, chiefly because of the great local complexity of the mountain system, but also because of the severely destructive storms of this region, with consequent torrential violence of the streams affected. But little money, too, can be, or has been, spent for the necessary road-work. In spite of the difficulties involved, however, a system of road-making has been set on foot, the labor needed being furnished by the highlanders themselves in lieu of a road tax. Very briefly, the system is as follows:

(a) The first thing done is to open what is known as the “meter trail,” i.e., a trail one meter wide, at a grade not to exceed 6 per cent, and where possible to be kept at 4 per cent. At certain  points where the absolute necessity exists, a 10 per cent grade is admissible for very short distances, as at river crossings, but only where a gentler grade would involve a long detour at great expense.

This “meter trail” weathers for one year, and thus automatically develops its own weak spots. These are repaired as fast as discovered (which is practically at once, by reason of constant supervision), and the trail thus hardens, as it were, into something approaching permanency.

(b) The next step in the history of the trail is to widen it to two meters, the same general course being followed as outlined in (a). As a satisfactory state of permanency is reached we come to

(c) The final widening, draining, and metalling of the trail to accommodate wagon traffic. The trail now becomes a permanent road.

In many cases only wooden tools have been available, and the lack of money has compelled a sparing use of explosives. Nevertheless under this system there now exist in the Mountain Province 730 miles of excellent horse trail of easy grade,4 and what is significant, the people of the highlands are using these trails, and so becoming peacefully acquainted with one another. 

The Mountain Province itself is the outcome of the difficulties encountered in governing the wild tribes so long as these were left in provinces where either their interests were not paramount, or else the difficulties of administration were unduly costly or difficult. Established in 1908, it has a Governor, and each of its seven sub-provinces a Lieutenant-Governor, the sub-province as far as possible including people of one and of only one tribe. The creation of this province was a great step forward in promoting the welfare of the highlanders.

A word must be said here in explanation of the nomenclature of the mountain tribes. Generically, having in mind the meaning of the word, they are all Igorots. But it is the practice to distinguish the various elements of this great family by different names, restricting the term “Igorot” to special branches, as Benguet Igorot, Bontok Igorot, meaning those who live in Benguet or Bontok. The other members are known as Ifugao, Ilongot, Kalinga, and so on.5 Lastly, the following extract from the “Census of the Philippine Islands”6 gives some idea of the mountain system in which dwell the people whom we are about to visit. 

“West of this Valley [the Cagayán] and separating it from the China Sea, stands a broad and complex system of mountains, known as the Caraballos Occidentales. Its length is nearly 200 miles, and its breadth, including the great spurs and subordinate ranges and ridges on either side, is fully one-third its length. The central range of the system forms the divide between the waters flowing to Cagayán River on the east and those flowing to the China Sea on the west. Its northern part bears the name Cordillera Norte. Farther south it is called Cordillera Central, while the southern portion is called Cordillera Sur.” “At its south end the Cordillera Sur swings to the east, and, under the name of Caraballos Sur, joins the Sierra Madre, or East Coast Range.”

This description, it must be understood, gives no adequate idea of the local intricacy of the system, while at the same time it is precisely this intricacy, both vertical and horizontal, that increases the cost and difficulty of making roads, and that has served in the past to keep the inhabitants of these regions apart. 




1 See Retana’s edition, p. 183, Madrid, 1909.




2 It is interesting to note that as late as 1889 General Weyler, then Governor-General of the Archipelago, in establishing various comandancias, drew up regulations for the treatment of the natives, etc., as remarkable for lenity and good sense as his later measures in Cuba were, whether justly or not, distinguished for severity.




3 For an account of the early missions of this order, see the Manila Libertas of May 23, 1910.




4 Report of the Secretary of the Interior, Philippine Islands, 1910; Washington Government Printing Office, 1911.




5 See “Census of the Philippine Islands,” Vol. I., p. 453 et seq., for a discussion of the non-Christian tribes.




6 Vol. I., p. 60 et seq.
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Annual inspection of the mountain tribes.—We set out from Baguio.—Pangasinán Province.—Agno River.—Reception by the people.



Every year Mr. Worcester makes a formal tour of inspection through the Mountain Province to note the progress of the trails and roads, to listen to complaints, to hear reports, devise ways and means of betterment and in general to see how the hillmen are getting on. This tour is a very great affair to the highlanders, who are assembled in as great numbers as possible at the various points where stops are made; during the stay of the “Commission” (as Mr. Worcester is universally called by the highlanders) at the points of assemblage, the wild people are subsisted by the Government.

The trip is long and hard, nor is it altogether free from danger. Preparations have to be made two months ahead to have forage for animals, and food for human beings, at the expected halts, while everything eaten by man or beast on the way must be carried by the cargadores (bearers) who accompany the column, since living off the country is in general impossible. Under these circumstances but  very few guests can be invited. I was so fortunate as to be one of these in 1910; how fortunate, I did not realize until the trip was over. For although an American may ride alone unmolested through the country we visited, still he would see only what might fall under his eye as he made his way; whereas, on this official trip, thousands of people are brought together at designated points, and one can thus do and see in a month what it would take a much longer time to do and see under one’s own efforts.

This year (1910) the party was made up of Mr. Cameron Forbes, the Governor-General of the Philippine Islands; Mr. Worcester, Secretary of the Interior; Dr. Heiser, Director of Health; Dr. Strong, Chief of the Biological Laboratory; Mr. Pack, Governor of the Mountain Province; and of two officers besides myself, Captain Cootes, 13th Cavalry, Aide de Camp to the Governor-General, and Captain Van Schaick, 16th Infantry, Governor of Mindoro. General Sir Harry Broadwood, commanding His Majesty’s forces at Hong Kong, had been invited, but at the last moment cabled that his duties would prevent his coming. Unless he reads this book he will never know what he missed! As we passed through the various sub-provinces their respective  governors and one or two officials would join us and ride to the boundary.

On account of the difficulties of supply and transportation, we were requested to bring no muchachos (boys—i.e., servants), so we had to shift for ourselves. Our baggage was very strictly limited; each man being allowed two parcels, one of bedding, and the other of clothes, neither to be more than could be easily carried on the back of a single cargador. Mr. Worcester took along for the whole party an ingenious apparatus of his own contrivance for boiling drinking-water, as all streams in the Philippines at a level lower than 6,000 feet have been found to contain amoebae,1 the parasitic presence of which in the intestines produces that frightful disease, amoebic dysentery. We were especially desired to leave our revolvers at home, and had no escort.

Accordingly, our mounts and kit having been sent on a day or two in advance, we set out from Baguio in motor-cars, April 26, at eight A.M., of an extraordinarily fine day. The day before it had rained mercilessly; not only that, but clouds and mists had enveloped us so that one could not see  twenty yards ahead. We were nearing the rainy season, and conditions were uncertain, but this morning the gods were on our side and we could not have asked for better weather. We went down the splendid Benguet Road, following the bed of the Bued River2 to the railway, a drop of over 4,000 feet in thirteen miles. Strange to say, the stream had not risen at all, a fortunate circumstance, as one hundred and sixty bridges are crossed in the drop, and at times a rise will wash out not only the bridges, but all semblance of a road.3 At the railway we turned south over the great plain of Pangasinán. This, in respect of roads, is the show province of the Archipelago and deserves its reputation, one hundred and twenty miles having been built. Those we passed over this day would have been called good in France even. Our passage was of the nature of a progress, thanks to the presence of the Governor-General. Simple bamboo arches crossing the road greeted us everywhere, Mr. Forbes punctiliously raising his hat under every one.  All the villages had decorated their houses; handkerchiefs, petticoats, red table-cloths, anything and everything had been hung out of the windows by way of flags and banners. Across the front of the municipal building of one village was stretched a banner with this inscription, “En honor de la venida del Gobernador General y de su Comitiva” (“In honor of the arrival of the Governor-General and of his retinue”), and then below on the next band, “Deseamos iener un pozo artesiano” (“We should like to have an Artesian well”), which led Mr. Worcester to remark that four years before the banner would have demanded “independencia” (independence), and not an Artesian well.

Even in Pangasinán, good roads must come to an end, and ours did as we neared the Agno River. For this blessed river is a curse to its neighborhood, and rises in flood from a stream say seventy-five yards wide to a rushing lake, if the expression be permitted, half a mile and more across. Our car finally refused to move; its wheels simply turned in situ, so deep was the sand. There was nothing for it but to walk to the river bank, where we were met with many apologies. A bamboo bridge had been built across the stream a few days before so that our cars might cross, but yesterday’s rain had washed it down, and would we try to cross on rafts?  We looked at the rafts, bamboo platforms built over large bancas (canoes, double-enders cut out of a single log), the bamboos being lashed together with bejuco (rattan, the native substitute for nails), and decided that no self-respecting motor would stand such transportation, but would go to the bottom first by overturning. So we got our stuff aboard the rafts, were poled over, and made the rest of the journey to Tayug, our first considerable halt, in carromatas (the native two-wheeled, springless cart). Fortunately the distance was short, the carromata being an instrument of torture happily overlooked by the Spanish Inquisition.

At Tayug a great concourse of people welcomed us, with arches, flags, and decorations. The presidencia, or town hall, was filled with the notabilities, and Mr. Forbes was presented with an address by one of the señoritas. Suitable answer having been made, we adjourned, the men first, the women following when we had done, according to native custom, to the side rooms, where a surprisingly good tiffin had been got ready for us, venison, chickens, French rolls, dulces (sweets), whiskey and soda, Heaven knows what else, to which, all unwitting of our doom, we did full justice. About two miles beyond Tayug lies San Francisco, the initial point of our real mounted journey. The people along this  part of the road had simply outdone themselves in the matter of arches, there being one at every hundred yards almost. At San Francisco the crowd was greater than at Tayug; and here was set out for us another sumptuous tiffin, in a house built the day before for this very purpose, of bamboo and nipa palm. Access to it was had by a ladder and we sat down at a table, while the señoras of the place waited on us, every inch of standing-room being occupied by people who had crowded in to see the performance of the Governor-General and of his comitiva! And perform we did—we had to! Ducks, chickens, venison, camotes (sweet potatoes), peppers, beer, red wine—no one would have thought that but three-quarters of an hour before we had just gone through the same thing. But it would have been the height of discourtesy to give way to our inclination by showing a lack of appetite; moreover, it is not often that a party is held in a house built to be used merely one hour. So we did honor to the occasion, but had to let out our belts before mounting immediately afterward. 
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