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By VERY REV. DEAN HA R RIS *

WHEN I passed out of the Arroyo of theChurches, it was well on in the afternoon
and the sun beat intensely hot upon the
steep trail, while the whole atmnosphere

was motionless and penetrated with heat. No man,
experienced in mountain trails, would trust his life
down these precipitous windings to the best horse
that ever carried saddle. The long suffering "'burro"
or donkey, with the pace of a smail and the look of
a haîf fool, may be a butt for the slings and arrows
of outrageons fortune in animal histories; lie may
be ridiculed and despised in cîties and on the farm,
but in the mountains, amid dangerous curves and
fearful, dipping trails, the donkey is king of ail
domnestie animais.

Thle burro is not, as Sunday-$chool books picture
him, the clown and puppet of domestic beasts. He
is the most imperturbable philosopher of the animal
kingdoiu, the wisest thing in bis own sphere in
existence, and the best and truest friend of the
mountaineer. H1e is a stoic among fatalists, a re-
hiable staff in emergencies and an anchor of hope
in dangerous places. Like the champion of the prize
ring, Joe Gans, or the sporting editor's "king of the
diamond turf," C>' Young, the donkey
"neither drinks, nor smokes, nor chews
tobacco";, in a word, he's a "brýick."

The greatest avalanche that ever thun-
dered down the sides of the Matterhorn,
the loudest detonation of volcanic Vesu-
vins, the roll and hecave and twist: of
Peruivian earthquakes; any one of these
or ail of themn "ini damnable çonspiracy"
could not turn a hair on the bide of
lis serene equanimity. No mnountain
goat, leaping from rock to rock, can give mi
him pointers. H1e is côflteiflmert and
self-possession personified; lie wil eat
and digest what a mule dare flot 'toucli,
and will tlirive where a horse will starve.
Worlc? I have seen hilîs of fodder mov-
ing on tie highway and thought with
Festus that too niuchi learning had made
me mad, tili on closer examination I per-
ceived, fore anid aft of these bis, enor-
mous cars and scrawny, wriggling tails
and under the hilîs little hoofs, the size
of ordinary ink botties. Down the dan-
gerous mountain trails his liead is always
level, lis feet as sure as those of flues
and lis judgment unerring. His mu~scles
and nerves are of steel, his blood cool
as quicksilver i january, and lis hold
on life as tenacions as that of a buffalo
cat. But more tlian aIl this, the burro
is one of the pioneers and openers of
civilisation in Mexico and t he South-~
West. Patiently and without protest or

li inq rne~rried the nacks of the -7

Pilgrim *Fathers landed on Plymouth Rock, Urique
has neyer known waggon, cart, carnîage or bicycle.
lIs archaic population of 3,000 souls, mostly Indians
and Mexican haif-castes, has few wants and no
ambition for what we call the higher life. If the
Wise man seeks but contentment, peace and happiness
in this world, these primitive people are wiser in
their generation than we. I must confess that
among the civilised and haîf civilised races of
Mexico I. found a cheerful resignation and more
contentment than, I expected. Unprejudiced study
of their social and domestic lie leads me to believe
that there is here a much more equitable distribution
of what we caîl happiness than in much busier
and more brilliant life centres. The fertility of the
arable land, the continuously warm climate, the
abundance of wild and domestic fruit and the simple
life of the people are bars to poverty and its dan-
gerous associations. It would, be well for many of
us if we could change places with these people,
drop for a time the life of rush and hurry and
artificial living into which we of the North have
drifted, and take up this dreamy, placid and unevent-~
fui existence. We deplore what we are pleased to

slowly up the side of the opposite mountain. The
air was preternaturally stilland was filled with the
ýreflected glory of the departing suri. The sky to
the east waà like a lake of blood, and under it the
ancient mounitains were coioured in deep purple and
violet. The sun was an enormous bahl of fire float-
ing in the descending heavens and above it were
batiks of clouds through which flashes of bloody light
came and at times hung to their fringes. Just before
the sun- plunged behind its own horizon its light
penetrated the motionless 'clouds in spires, and when
the sun dipped and was lost, the spires of glory
quivered, in the heavens and waves of red and amber
liglit rolled over the atmospheric sea. Sharply out-
lined to my riglit was the mountain rising above the
Urique hike a.crouching lion and holding in its out-
stretched and open paw the unknown and attractive
little village.

It is only nine of the night, but ail lights are
out and the village sleeps. My window is open, I
can hear the flow of the Urique, and as I listen to
its gutrgling waters a cock crows across the river.
The crow of the cock changes my thouglits which
carry me back three years, and bear me to a room

of the "seaside cottage" in the negro
town of Plymouth, Montserrat, West
India Islands. Unable to sleep I am
seated at my, open window.looki ng out
upon the tragic waters of the Caribbean
Sea. The moon swings three-quarters
full in a cloudless sky, the air I breathe
brings to me a suspic 'ion of sulphur
escaping from the open vents of La
Souffriere, the volcanic mnount rising to
the west and dangerouisly near the negro
village. I can bear the washi of the
waves combing the beachi and sec the
'Jumbo lights" in the windows of the
negro cabins to, remind the ghosts of
the dead and the demons of the night
that friends arc sleeping there. It is 2
o'ciock in the mo.rnlng, a sepulchral quiet
possesses the. uncanny place, when-the
cock crows. Then from out a large hut,
down the shore street, there comes a
negro welh on in, years, followed by a
young negress, two women and three
men. They do not speak, nor shake
hands, they exchange no civilities, they
separate and disappear. Who are they ?
Snake worshippers. Great Britain owns
the island and British law prohibits, un-
der penalty, the adoration of the serpent.
Stronger than the law of Great Britain
is the law of African superstition and
the fear of the demnon that dwells in the
white snake, so reverently guarded and
fed by the family who live in the huit.
Agamn the cock crows. Where am I?
Oh, in Urique. There is no noticea-ble
difference in the crow of the cock the
world over. This friendly bird from
over the Urique river warns me it is
getting lat.e. I must go to bed, so "Good-
niglit to iVarmion,"

If there le any state in the Republic
lanco, a of Mexico about which it is difficult to
l~ncO, a obtain accurate or exact statistics. it is

under
osillo.
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