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LONDON LADY’S GRAPHIC NARRATIVE
OF MEXICAN REVOLUTION INCIDENT

Mrs. Carr;Harris in the Thick of It---Government
Troops Desert Cananea and Insurrectos Take

Possession---Good Order and Behavior
of the lnsurgents.

HE following graphic narra-
tive of an episode of the
Mexican revolution is from
the pen of Mrs. Marlon
Carr-Harris, daughter of
Mr. and Mrs. Donald Mc-

Lean, of this city. Mrs. Carr-Harris
writes from her  home, Cananea,
Sonora, Mexico:

For some days We had known that
the Insurrectos were not far away, but
we had heard this so many times and
found later that they had journeyed
farther, that none paid much attention
to it. On Thursday it was known that
they were at the Ojo de Agua—eight
or nine miles away, where the pump-
ing station 18 located which supplies
us with water. That day my husband
told me he thought we should be wise
to iill some tubs with water, as the
Mexicans in town had been warned to
o s in case the supply should be cut
on. So I filled the big porcelain tub
and fastened a sheet across the top
to keep out the dust. Nothing hap-
pened. The Federal soldiers In town
still stayed at the barracks. That
night the bridges on the railway be-
tween here and Naco amd Nogales were
burned, which cut us off from that
means of communication with the out-
side world.

An Interrupted Bridge Party.

On Friday afternoon the Bridge Club
met at half-past 2, and we were wait-
ing for one meniber ‘'who was late. We
were talking revelution and the next
dance at the club, and the ordinary
topics of more or less importance,’
when the telephone rang. In a few
minutes our hestess appeared and an-|
nounced that the United States con-|
sul (whose wife was the tardy bridge
player for whom we were waiting)
had telephoned to say that ofticial
notification had arrived that the rcbels
were on the way toward town, and the
warning was sent to enable foreigners
to get out of danger.

1 have always enjoyed reading
Byron's “Night Before Waterloo,” when
into the midst of all the gayety and
brightness and “sound of revelry by,
night” in Belgium’s capital came the
bugle call, “To, arms!” But I fancy it
will always mean just a little more
from this time. No more Bridge Club.
We all scrambled home as quickly as
possible, and then came the question,
What to take and what to leave?

I had often wondered what one
should dc in the case of fire, with only
a few minutes to the good, and now I
seemed in a fair way to find an an-
swer t@ the question. First to get
word to my husband, who was, I knew,
at the mines, away up in the hills. 1
called up the time office of the shaft,
where I knew he should be, in the
hope of having a man sent under-
ground to find him. No one answered.
1 called. three offices at the Capota
mine; still no answer. I had alreadv
telephoned the mining engineering of-
fice down town.

Finally someone answered from the
mines, who proved to be the assistant
superintendent, and to_ him I poured
out my tale of woe. He at first did
not understand the situation, and
said: “Yes, I've sent a man down, and

sald, ‘Please don't let him wait too
long, for we'll simply have to hurry.”
Then I expect I must have seemed
rather excited, for he asked: “Nothing
has happened, has it, or is there any-
thing new?” “‘Oh, yes, the official
word has come that we have less than
an hour to pack up. The rebels are%
almost here.” “Oh” (with a world of|
understanding in it); “well, don’t vou'
worry. I'll hustle your husband a little
and he will be there soon” (this is very |
soothing tones).

1 then packed some clothes and a;
few valuables, and on going to the/
door found people on the Mesa put-
ting up the Stars and Stripes on their
houses: so 1 dragged forth a very|
dusty British flag and proceeded to|
put it up. I hate to confess that later
a very mervous and excited mortal ask-
ed what flag it was. I began to think
it would be all lost upon the poor;
rebels if a being of such almest human;
intelligence as herself failed to grasp,
the meaning. However, I merely ask-|
ed her if she had ever heard of a place’
called England, and explained that
they used the flag occasionally over
there. !

Watching for the Rebels. |

The men began to come home from,
the down town offices, and my tele-|
phone called constantly—people ring-!
ing me to leave the house, as it is a!
wing of the large house occupied by
the Federal representative, and might
be attacked. Soon up came the mule
team with my husband and his two
Mexicans, and 1 and my suitcase and
kodak were bundled off to the offite,
as A. saild most ,of the people were
leaving the Mesa.

Crowds in front of the municipal
buildings—soldiers and policemen rid-
ing about everywhere. On all the tall
buildings men with field glasses look-
ing for the approaching rebels. On[
the roof of the jail, which had been;
surrounded with a barricade of gand-,
bags for months past, |

were many

' guards on the lookout. Down the street;

flashed a motor, flyving an American
and a white flug—Col. Green on his,
way to meet the rebels, and {f posalble‘
help to come to terms. Some time be-|
fore another motor with the gencral|
manager of the company and a Mexi-|
can Interpreter had left on the same,
errand. Down at the offices everyone,
was waiting until word should come |
as to the result of all this. I went up,
on the flat rooof of the general office,
but nothing could be seen of any ad-
vancing army.

Up came a wagon from the post-
office, with all the contents of that]
importapt instituticn, with the heope |
for safe keeping. The company, hnw-f
ever, would not receive them, as their
position of necessity must be an en- |
tirely neutral one,

Mr. Y . one of the heads of the

“Well, have
picked out, Mrs. ..
hadn’t thought much about it, but pos-’
sibly we might stay where we were !
for a iittle. “Don’'t vou think you;
would really be much more comfort-,
able and quite as safe at our house?|
There are several people there, and you

he will be up after a while” Well, 1

and Mr. —— will be more than wel-
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SUFFOLK’S BUCOLIC POET

'ROBERT BLOOMFIELD ¢

\

Ilvanhoe in the Winnipeg Telegram.

Fifteen years ago there lived in In-
gersoll, Ont, an undertaker, James
Mcintyre, who made coffins for a liv-
Ing and wrote poetry for reereation.
Instcad of attaching himself to the
graveyard school of poetry, as might
have been expected, he chose to sing
of the joys of a farmer's life. He sang
of the output of the dairy, of cheese
and lard, of milk pails and red-
theeked dairy maids,
exports of cheese and pork—then
limited to what they are today—
moved him to some of his loftiest
flights. He made some touching
poems on the bee, but the favorite
source of hlg inspiration was “that
noble antmal, the hog.” Whenever
Mcintyre finished a poem he sent it
off to the Toronto Globe, the editor
of which devoured it in secret, and
then with much rejoicing read it to
his staff, who also marvelled at the
diction and the rhymes. The next
morning it delighted the pork-lovers
and lard-eaters of Ontario. I count-
ed that a great day when a new poem
by M:Intyre appeared in the Globe.
Often T turn to his cheesy effusions
yet, for I have carefully preserved
them in my scrapbook. They are a
little mouldy now, but this is a just

fate when you consider the nature of

their themes.

1 have been reminded of poor old
Mcintyre by a lttle volume which
was presented to me yesterday by my
friend, Mr. Butters, of Ipswich. The
fame Butters should have been
enough of {itself to suggest McIn-
tyre, but the little book which he
gave me 1s a collection of poems by
Suffolk’s bucolic poet, Robert Bloom-
fleld, Bloomfield was brought up in
8uffolk, but moved to London, where
he hacame & “ladles’ shoemaker.” But
his heart was back on the Suffolk
farm, where he had spent his boy-
hood, so he composed a long poem
modelled after Thomson's “Seasons,”
which he called “The Farmers Boy.”
Bloomficld describes the events of -the
different seasons from the farmer’'s
standpoint, With great simplicity and
sometimes with praiseworthy melody.
he sings the joys of an agricultural
Hite. In one passage on spring he
pictures Mary and Giles milking the
cows. Then Mary has to churn, while
G.Ilol, the hired man, hag to feed the
Pigs. These lines would have delight-
ed the soul of James Mcintyre:

And now the dalry cleims her cholc-

{ est care,

And hait her houwsehold find employ-
ment there;

8low rolls the churn, its load of clog-

sing cream
At once foregoes its quality and

Prom knotty particles first
wide,
Congealing butter’s dished from side
: “to side; |
i Streams of new milk thro' flowing |
coolerg stray, i
And snow-white curd abounds, and'
i wholesome whey. [
1

floating

|
And now let us turn to Giles. He is

He drains the pump, from him the|
i fagot burns; |
From him the noisy
the.r food;
While at his hecls run many a chirp-
t ing brood,
{Or down his
{ stand,
With equal
| hand.
Thus wastes the morn, till each with
i pleasure sees. f
The bustle o'er, and press'd the new-
made cheese.

hogs demand
path in expectation

claims upon his strewing

this little
“The

The best-known poem in
book is Bloomfield’s ballad on
. Horkey,” the Suffolk harvest home.
He tells of the merrymaking. of the
‘qualities of ale that Mary, Giles, Su-
sle and Sam consumed, and of the
Igiggling fiight of the dairygmaids
from their amorous pursuers. Sue ran
around the cow shed from the fleet-
footed Simen,

Still they kept up the race and lnugh,'
And round the house we flew;
But, hark ye! the best fun by half

Was Simon arter Sue.

She card not, dark nor light, not she,
8o, near the dairy door

She pass'd a clean white hog, you see,
They'd kilt the day before.

High on the spirket there it hung,—
“Now Susle—what can save ye”’
Round the cold pig his arms he flung,
And cried, “Ah! here I tfave ye!”

The farmers heard what Simon said,
And whot a noise! good lack!
|Some almost laugh’d themselves to

eath,
And others clapt his back.

We all at once began to tell
What fun we had abroad;

But Simon stood our jeers right well;
He fell asleep, and snor'd.

In spite of the fact that “abroad”
and “snord are not very well mated,
we feel sure that 8ue and Simon
were, and that there was worse poet-
ry than Bloomfleld's written in Lom-
| don between 1800 and 1823,

{ “Hooroo for you,"”

l IVANHOR.

It will all be a sort of plcnie
performance, but I'm sure we can
manage beautifully.” We thanked him
and said we should be very glad.
Staying for the Excitement.
Soon appeared the right-hand man
of the general manager, who told me
that automobiles were coming from
Bisbee and Douglas to take the wo-
men and children across the line. They
would be here by 7 o'clock, and while
of course no one wanted to go very
badly, at the same time it wasn't a
question of sentiment, and the best
thing ,was to go. I then and there
registered a solemn vow that if any
other women decided to stay in eamp,
Bisbee and Douglas could look in vain
for me. If everyone else went I would
be only in the way, but if others stay-
ed as well, we could manage to stow
ourselves away and bother no one.
Mr. Y—— drove us first home and then
to his house. Everyone appeared most
cheerful—people with children a little
more anxious, naturally. We found
practically all our friends there. Are
you going to Bisbee? Are vou going
to stay? What are you going to do?
etc. After a brief conversation with
my husband, I found that he did not
insist on my going, as some of the
men did with their wives, as he knew
the anxiety would be as great away
from camp, prebably greater than the
actual danger on the snot. Also 1
questioned Mr. Y-——, who has a very
level head and can be depended upon
“Well,” he sald, with his dry litte
smile, “in my official capacity I say
yes, go, by all means; it's really your
duty to go. But if you want my can-
did opinion, I'd be hanged if I'd go."”
said: “T'll be hang-

come.

ed if I'll go, either.”

Soon away out across
could be seen three tiny
ing through the darkn
from Bisbee and Douglass. Later we
could see more and more, and soon
they fairly whizzed through the town,
and before long those who decided o
leave had done so, and were started
on their fifty-mile ride through the
gorgeous mooonlight across the piains
to safety.

Those of us left behind sau about
and  discussed thi every little
while stopping to listen to a telephone
m The general manager had not
bLeen to locate the rebel leader, and
Col. Green had not yet returnci. ihe
mayor had said that it the reiels had
a strong force and did noi InFIst upd
too stringent terms, he would su
render the Lown. So we all hoved tt
were hLunches and bunches of Ins
rectos. 'I'he night dragzed on. Final-
ly the most ol us tried to sleen, the
men on cots, window seats, anywhere.
Fhe attack, if there were any, was ex-
pected at daybreak. In the morning —
nothing doing. Three of us went over
to our own houses, our husbands hav-
ing gone to their offices.

Federals Leave Town.

Mine had gone first, to see if the
house still stood, and found everything
safe. At 11 o'clock it was anrounced
that the Federals were leaving. They
would not stay and hand over their

the plains
lights creep-
—the motors

of depositing them with the company | arms, so were allowed 70 miles distance,

from town. There was something sad-
dening in thelr leaving. The soldiers
marched to the train, and all who
had occupied Federal positions left
also. A line of box cars and flat cars

company, came along and said to me: ]wns their only means of transportation,
vou a place of refuge and to think of those who a day be-|patred and revenge towards
» 1 said I really | fore had been all-powerful forced now | gividuals of the old regime, and things

to fly in this way had much that was
pathetic in it. How are the mighty
fallen!

The hero of the rebel forces in this
district is Juan Cabral. His home is

here in town, across the road from us,

indeed. It was a proud day for his
people, for his father esvecially. Some
time ago--several months—he had been

forced to leave town on account of his
| rebel tendencies, and now he was com- |
| ing home at the head of hundreds of)
| men. Mr. Y told us that we should

be wise in staying at his house, as
something might happen quickly; the
people were so ex ited, everything
simply buzzed. “Resides,” he said “it's
a great shame to break un the party.”
However, at 3 o'clock we decided to
leave, so we started for the Mesa and
bome. Such crowds were hurrying to-
wards the railway station, we wander-
ed off in that directoin, but reached
there just too late to sec the Feder-
als leave.
Welcoming the Rebels.

All this time the rebels were coming |

nearer and nearer, and away out one
could see the long black line moving
slowly toward town, while innumerable
lttle black specks could he seen hob-
bing along from town towards them.

the last of the Federals.

Then the townspeople formed them-
selves Into a proce on to go out to
meet the Insurrectos. Everywhere
could be heard “Viva Mad®ro!” “Viva
Juan Cabral! Viva!" A band headed
the procession, carrlages joined In, hun-
dreds walked with banners
white and green, the M xican eolors, all
crowding along the wide dusty road.
Everywhere were Americ with
daks. We did not follow quit~ to the
meeting place of the two bands, but
waited a little distance from the end
to see the whole long array march past.
First came those who had gone out
from town, among them a decorated
carriage with Juan Cabral's father and
other members of the family. The fa-
mous leader of the Insurrectos is just
26 vears of age, and has shown great
skill in carrying on his campaign, as
well as much consideration fows for-
eigners.

And now, amid wild cheers from the
crowds on both sides of the line of
march, one long succession of deep
“Vivas!"” slowly came the whole long
army of Insurrectos, all mounted and
heavily armed. Thelir leaders had been
decorated by admiring friends with
huge wreaths and festoons of follage,
the redoubtable Cabral almost weight-
ed down with his share of the laurels
It made one feel queer to think what

' these men had seen—the fighting and

pillaging and bloodshed generally, with
all the hardships they had been forced
to undergo. A dark, stern, almost
forbidding-looking lot they were, with
their huge cartridge belis—some with
three to their credit—and their threat-
ening-looking rifles. They surely meant
business. They rode slowly along the
Plaza, or park, and there were speeches
and music and a general celebration.
Soon Cabral and his supporters were
at work assigning men to the different
municipal positions, and in an aston-
ishing short time the town was patroil-
led.

Mr. Y—— telephoned us that night te
say that in a conversation with Juan
Cabral, the latter said that owing to
the fact that our house was in one with
that of the former mayor (the whole
bullding being company property), he
was sending a guard to see that no
enter! Mextcan should attempt
to work off hbh lugirfuou energy by

late tenant.

ko-|

| Eweryome has been filled with wonm-
dor and admiration since the arrival of
the Insurrectos, for there has been such
splendid@ discipline among them from
the very moment of their appearance
in camp. Juan Cabral ordered all
saloons closed, and closed they have
been ever since. The American
residents say that no army of Amerl-
can soldiers turned loose in town after
months and months of hard riding
among the hills, remote from any sem-
blance of town life, would have be-
haved so well, and I am quite certain
that Tommy Atkins, even on his best
behavior, could not have done better.
Soon after the Insurrectos arrived
there was another excitement—so many
things seemed to be happening at once
that one more counted for very little
by that time. On the Mesa, the level
residential district of the town, is the
municipal building, the Palacio, and
the rumor spread like wildfire that the
Federals had left hundreds of pounds
of dynamite here, with wires attached
to a clack timed to go off at 9 o'clock.
thoughtfulness was suppoesed to be
the Federal soldiers that afternoon.
It has been impossible to find out

was so strongly believed at the time
that the retelscamped in a large field

One man, an electrician, cut the wir

credited with the
did), thereby breaking the current of
the munictpal buildings share of ‘th
explo8ion, but he has since been mys-
teriously dismissed from the company
for being rather too greatly blessed
with conversational powe and whe-

is not known. D
as if
the

imagination
it was just as
really

erful
course,
the dynamite were

exciting
there

were badly frightened.

Some of the Federals who did not
leave town have decidedly fzllen upon
evil days. They have leen in jail,
.nnd the mob of townspcoble = ned de-

Cabral was responsible for the safety
of some of them, and would probably
bhe very glad to see the last of them
and know that they were across the
| line, but one of them is especially hat-
{ ed by the people, and after attempting
'to escape, once more gave himself up
to the authorities. It is stated that
;rm-y were taken from jail
| and even lined up agai a brick wall,
! supposedly to be shot. The soldiers
had no authority to ghoof them, and it
| is said had no intention to do .
was merely a cant  little  way
! making them uncemfortabie.
Cabral interfered, and ence more put
a stop to this very cold-blooded per-
formance.
The Corrupt Old Regime.
The ‘erage foreign resident
not realize the graft that has been car-
ried on under the old order of things.
The municipal construction w ork was
dene hy convicts, who received almost
nothinz for it, a huge bill being pre-
sented to the Government
EIZIY’}:P part of which went into some-
one’'s pocket. In a recent piece
! work done here, it is said that 2,000
| pesos ($1,000 goid) was charged for
| nails, while all that were used conld
Le carried in one workman's tonl out-

for it,

| fit for the day, practically
| heing stone. Then so many
suspected of rebel leanings have been
driven out of town, and it is w ispered
in some cases done away with. Hence
there is much ling

pecial in-

| of thls sort are harder to discipline
than the ordinary and perfect ortho-
ldox desire of the rebel soldiers for a
| etraight out-and-out fight.

i On the Sunday following the surren-
der of the town, which took place the
day before (or Saturday), most peo-
| pla were once more in their houses,
feeling perhaps little olse than a desire
to rest. The two days before had been
so nerve-racking. ‘The actual arrival
of the Insurrectos, while exciting, was
largely an interesting and pleasurable

More dynamite prepared with similar|

i

across from Col. Green's house, rather| pyych welcomed, as it formed a
than take any chances at the \‘“”“‘_'k"“ll»reath!ng space.

S| took a book and announced firmly that
attached to the clock (at least he i3)1"yas not to be disturbed untii tea-
statement that hel ;.

ar or ] rere aided by ¢ V- |
ther or not these were aide I by a pu\(\ {! tones.

elimi ie ran-—f ve ¢ sup- i
pre lxmmant.‘s, ; m,‘r”:) Io‘r \t(‘mﬂjl N ::]Il lfrom the first arrival,
posed that such was the casze and some .o 4 v enjoying a very

|
|

-mi P .seape. | &
termined that they should not escape ‘'at home,

i
|

|

one uightu\'urm. and ar

Jt te

: of, 1
However,!

|

doeg!| and hear

l

the €
| the saddest sort of performance T ever

of  saw,

l

all the work | dic
of those' how

e

sort of excitement. It was the uncer-
tainty ‘their coming that was|
hardest to endure, Would the president
surrender the town without any fight-
ing? Would the Federal soldisrs be
content to simply and literally “fold
their tents like the Arabs uud silently
steal away?* Thelr leader, Gen. Chia-
pas, had little desire to de anything
so peaceful. The Arab act did not ap-
peal to him, and he is a fighter pure
and simple. Everyone knew this, and
had he not acted as he did (under or-
ders) and left the town decently and
GAL FOUR 6..6..86..

in order, there would have been a very
different story to tell.

For nine days these Insurrectos had
been practically within slgnt of the
town, and !t grew to be a tash to keep
them from making an advance upon i
Everyone is loud in praises of Juan
Jabral. He seems a bit afier the order
of Madero, who combines the daring
and bravery of a soldler with the chiv-
alry of a “very perfeet gentle knight.”
One can imagine how Cabral’s soldiers
might have welcomed any sort of op-
position, but, fortunately, there was
none. The departing soldiers could

stowed away at the barracks vacated by | cateh a brief glimpse of the victorious

rebels as they drew near the town, but
were content to pursue the even tenor

whether or not this was true, but it},e their way.

A Breathing Space.
advent of Sunday was very
sort of
In the afternoon I

The

A—— thoughtfully volunteered
to see any weary soul who might strug-
gle in, so 1 left him to his fate. In
crossing the hall T was greeted with a
beaming face. ‘Is everyone all right
here” 1 thought I'd come and see how
you all were,” in drawling Southern
So I had perforce to stay. Soon
I saw a head moving past ine windows
townrd the front of the house. “There's
old Eddie!” Thls came in joyful tones
who was com-
special brnn«'!
of cigarettes. Almost at once “Eddie
appeared, very glad to find somcone at
home. Soon another festive youth pre-
sented himself. 1 heard you hadn't
one to Blsbee, so hoped to find you
and ask how you staod every-
thing—sort of fun, wasn't it?" Lastly
we heard: “I couldn’t resist the British
ttag. You shouldn’'t have hung it up
if vou didn't want to see me,” and a
fellow -countryman walked in. All men?
Oh, yes, after the order of most mining
camps. They como from all over the
o a most interesting lot.
The afore-mentioned “Eddie’'s” collec-
tion of experiences could rival any-
thing I have ever read, and to hear him
11 of them is one of the greatest treats
waginable.
Several of the men, it seems, spent
memorahle Friday night at the
where they played Slough or Solo
rosy -fingered dawn appeared.
were anxious to compare notes
our experience at Y —'8,
gsome of which bad been funny, as
usually happens when people don't
bother to display anything but thelr
r feelings.
“Well,” said one narrator, as we con-
luded our experiences, “1 think it was

the
club
until
They

watching those poor chaps satting
They sure looked pretty geedy.”
sald another; “I thought it was
sad, too, until I heard about that dyna-
mite they left behind, and  “ter that I
in't care how sad it was. Just think
much sadder it would have been
if T had been blown up and you lost
i (Loud sniffs and sobs from the
Isteners.) “Cheer up, J— Thank
heaven you are safe. old man. We've
got you vet. Have some more tea, and
don’'t feel so badly.”

Soon wa were left alone, and later
wandered off to listen to the band in
the Plaza, where all was brightness
and laughter. Only the presence of a
khaki-clad figure, with well-filled car-
tride belt, his spurs clinking on the
pavement as he strolled along, with an
occasional glance towards some dark-
eyed Senorita, bore witnesy to the new
order of things brought about by what
someone has described as “the most
gentlemanly  revolution he had ever
heard of.”

out.
“Yos)”

Twovfispec;fs ;)f Erance
3 Politics and the Peasant

! [G. K. Chesterton, in London Daily News.]

(.

reading all the best

journals just

MAN
English

the
is the

that
Iracce

T -

g 8N pression
0 Ok

(BBED) cvent in

isumc time betore
rastir and menacing; there had
{the practical revolution of the

strike, the practical dictatorship

Briand, the battle in the vine coun- Spread
tinitliy this fall of the Gov-|bhave much! T have mouniains!
as rich!
of red, iphat tragic blow of the air which a few < onversation I had .with him on

jlry; and
{ernment, which came as abruptly

|weeks before had struck one of
{members dead where he stood.
Now, I happened
when the news of this first tragedy
and convey an atmesphere which
which I felt to be France
us in  England,

try
I felt, and
itself. To

something
the actual scene

was
upon

disaster. This
what one felt
of it. "

I was away in those eastern high-
lands where France (so to
clings to the rising mountains,
they break away and shoot up into the
sky as Switzerland. More to the north
was that gap that is the great gate

met a peasant who was like thousands
of the peasants all round, a Jack-of-
all-trades. Among other things, he
owned a ramshackle
’un excellent horse,
could drive me anywhere;
was, as far as appearance
rather like a very rude beggar.
clothes were coarse and
his face was rugged, but sharp;
was always in a sweat from drudger-
jes. A man who looked like that would
be “moved on” in London, if he tried
to open the door of a cab. Well, I got
Ih!m to drive me away over the hills,
and, finding that the mountains grow
taller, grander, and (one might say)
more incredible at every turn of the
road, 1 persuaded him to make a day’s
journey of it and to rest the horse
in a high village, where (as every-
where in that country), one could get
good wine and bread and an omelette,
at least.

Now, when I stopped befors the
cottage that could thus become an im-
promptu inn, I did exactly what every
Englishman of my ubfortunate class
would have done in my place, I ad-
dressed the driver with nervous cor-
dtality and extreme vagueness, and

at the or by anyl!said that I supposed he would like to
other expressions of 1ll-will toward its!

have some lunch, too, offering him a
gew francs for the purpose.

1

now En:cum.
would have the general imv“!lm carringe at
chief again, and still it was a puzzle to him.
fall 'I said it again, in French, which, how-
iy 5 ! T . i ! X »f the mintstry, which may mean the ¢ver bad, wasg at least unmistakable;
Canada's great A Gibeonite, that serves them all by The long train of hox cars moved out :-‘nll:u:sn of the A\,,,,_“a,,,\.nﬂ bloc. For and | i
| turns; | = t'rance had seemed | Whereupon
been | burst
train 'Jaughter, and slapped his trouser poc-
of ket about

was scattered abroad, and I want to'the begt

1
|
|

into Germany, and is guarded hy the,the wine manufactured
Lion of Belfort. Among these hills 11t was, he assured me, the best wine

!
I

He did

He

not understand what it
said I had better pay for
the end. T sald it

this time I
this

into an

made myselt clear.
amazing scarecrow
ungovernable fit of

slx
hand,

times with hia squat,
exclaiming: ‘“Money; 1
1 am
1 am very rich!” And after the
the

its road home 1 think it perfectly possible

that he wasg considerably rpicher than

to be in France I am.

He talked about his dog, which was
dog in the world; his son,
who was the most promising cook in

France  the world; his horse, which was the
seemed to be full of all this crisis andlml\st astonishing horse in the world;
lke ne seemed to tind Inexhaustible glor-

ies In his patch of property.
end of the Jjourney,

At the
warned by that

speak) | prodigy of the noon, 1 offered him no
til extra tip, but only two

good clgars
that somebody had given me. He at
once replled by giving me a bottle of
by himseif.

in the world,
That is all that happened;

only as
we drove into the town

the papers

carriage with | were flaring with tke dreadful death
with which he'!of the French Minister of War, and the
and he NarTow escape
goes, |mler, My friend had never heard

His |either of them. He took no interest In
threadbare, | Politlcs,
hgirort of mutiny among slaves.

of - the French Pre-

of

1 think he thought politics a
He was
a free man. I think my sociological
friends really ought to remember that
there are many milllons of him in
Europe.

«

MINARD'S LINIMENT CO., LIMITED.
QGentlemen,—In  June, 1908, had my
hand and wrist bitten and badly mangled
by a viclous horse. I suffered greatly
for several days, and the tooth cuts re-
fused to heal until your agent zave me
a bottle of MINARIYS LINIMENT,
which I began using. The effect waw
magical. In five hours the pain had
ceased, and in two weeks the wounds
had completely healed, and my hand and
arm were asg well ag ever. Yours truly,

A. E. ROY,

Carria; e

B Antoine, P. Q. .

BLONDES AND BRUNETTES

=
i

Richard Le Gallienne Discusses
Them—Man’s Primal Love
For Blond Things,

R. RICHARD LE GALLI-
ENNE writes in Munsey's
Magazines on the merits of
“Blondes and Brunettes.”
“I see by the papers that
a very ancient controversy,
old as that of light and darkness, has
once more bheen raging in mortal
bosoms,” he says.

“It appears that certain prophets of
evil toll the passing bell of blonde
beauty and foresee Its ultimate
eclipse in a night of raven jocks and
coal-black eyes. This was predicted
some fourteen years ago by Henry T.
Fintk in his treatise om ‘Romantic
Love and Personal Beauty,’ wherein
he saw, so to speak, the finish of the
last blonde In a dime muscum. With
Mr. Finck it {s the Spanish beauty
first, and the rest nowhere. His pas-
sion for ‘the ladies of Cadlz’ equals
Lord Byron's, and he writes as if in-
spired by a love-potion brewed by one
of those Andalusian brumettes who, to
his mind, prefigure ‘the perfected wo-
man of the millennium.’

“‘Who round the North for paler
dames would seek?” he quotes con-
temptuously; and that his is no hasty
conclusion five hundred odd closely-
printed pages of crudition on his
pleasant and witty subject bear wit-
ness.

Defenders of Blondes and
Brunettes.

“The brunettes may rejoice in
well-equipped a champion; but,
doughty as Mr. Finck is, the
blondes—need one say it?—are no less
well defended. As a matter of fact,
they seem to have had it pretty much
their own way in literature, from the
time of Eve, of whose blondness Mil-
ton had no doubt. He says that she—

80

As a vell, down to the slender waist,

Her unadorned golden tresses wore

Dishevel'd, but in wanton ringlets
waved,

As the vine curls her tendrils.

“Adam's legendary first wife, Lilith,
‘the witch he loved before the gift of

and powers.

complexion, if we may trust Rossettl,
who apparently knew more about her
than any other poet, and who tolls us
that ‘her enchanted hair was the first
gold! The same poet,
place, sings of—

Youth, with still some single goldé
hair i
Unto his shoulder clinging.

“Yps, that famous authority, Fouth,
{s mostly ‘solid’ for blondes the
youth of the world and the youth of
the Individual alike. One might ven-'
ture, I think, on the dictum that &
man's first love is always blonde, b:l
his last love brunette. te sp
of the blonde tresses of Beatrice, and
is not Venus herself always Venus
aurea, ‘the golden Aphrodite?

“Color, anyhow, is a mystery. Sel-
entists do not pretend—er only pre-
tend—to explain it. That it has some
profound meaning hidden away in the
depth of things, and that differences
of color stand for spiritual differencea
correspondingly marked or subtle, no
sensitive person doubts. There are,
as we know, highly gifted beings who
profess to see the colors of the soul.

deed, there is a whoule mystic liter-

ture on the subject worthy the ate
tention of the curious.
Man’s Primal Love For Blonde Things

“From the beginning, mankind
seems to have had a marked prefer-
ence for blonde things, a sense of se-
curity in their presence, a feeling that
their blondness stood for a central
beneficence and innocence in their na-
ture; whereas darkness of hue has
been similarly suspected as standing
for hidden and possibly evil qualities
1t 1s not, I think, too
fantastic to see in this man's primi-
tive fear of che dark, and to trace the
universal preference for blonde wigs in
artificial periods to his ancient wore
ship of the sun,

“From the point of view of beauty,
perhaps the ideal type would be that
dreamed of by some artists in which
blonde halr will be combined with dark
eyes, eyebrows, and eyelashes, and
skin llke ‘the nut-brown maid' Na-
ture. of course, does occasionally pro-
duce fascinating examples of that
type, and perhaps evolution is going

Eve,’ seems to have been of the same

in that direction.”

ROYAL ASCOT’S ROYAL ORIGIN

Planned by Queen Ahne Two
Hundred Years Ago—Has
Brilliant Record.

OYAL ASCOT"” has enjoyed
the favors of kings and;
queens for 200 years, It was
in the summer of 1711 that
Queen Anne while driving

. across Ascot Heath noted
its fitness for her favorite sport of
horseracing.

She stopped to slze up the situation
and forthwith ordered a “round heat”,
to be prepared and also announced her,
intention of presenting a plate to be
raced for. The “round heat” was duly
made and the Queen herself opened|
the racing life of Ascot by being pre-|
sent at the first meeting. From that
time its history has been a brilllant
one.

One of the great features today is
the so-called “Royal Progress,” mean-'
ing the tmposing arrival of the King'
and Queen with outriders and sundry!
trappings of more or less brilllance.
the first real attempt at this Royal
Progress (the Fnglish write 1t with
capitals) was in 1814, but on that oc-
casion the people were so enthuslastic
over the fact that the allies had en-
tered Paris and peace had been de-
clared that they very nearly swamped
the carrlage contalning the royal
party. |

It was after the Prince Regent had
ascended the throne as King George
IV., says the Gentlewoman, that he
instituted the Royal Procession, riding
on to the course up the New Mile in a
coach and four with a splendid retinue
and attended by the master of the
royal buckhounds. |

A writer of the time makes a cur-
tous comment on the spectacle. He
notes that ““the uniform cleanliness of
the servants and their appointments
do Infinite credit to the persons In
charge of the establishment,” and fur-
ther informs us that the King after-
ward “ate potted meats and fruits at
the roval stand.”

During the reign of Willlam IV. the
brilllancy of Ascet waned constder-
ably, but this was due more to lack of
management than to lack of interest
on the part of the King. Like his pre-
decessor, he was a patron of the
course and attended the meeting in
semli-state.

King Hit*by Stone.

It was In 1832, when he appeared
with the Queen at the window of the
royal stand to acknowledge the saluta-
tion of his subjects, that he was
struck by a stone hurled at him by
one of the crowd. There was con-!
slderable excftement at the time, but
luckily the King escaped without in-
jury and the Incident produced a
great burst of loyalty fromn the as-
sembled crowd.

There were seven carriages and a
phaeton in the procession In 1834. The'
occasion was especially Interesting In
that 1t was the first time that the
voung Princess Victorla had attended
a race meeting. She was In the first
carriage with the King and Queen and
the Duchess of Kent.

In 1838, when the royal cavalcade
of seven carriages drove up the New
Mile and the young Queen Victoria,
attended by a large party of outriders
and the yeomen prickers of Windsor
Great Forest, made her first appear-
ance at Ascot as Queen, it was the oc-
casion of great excitement and en-
thusiasm. “The Queen was attired in
a pink slip over which was a lace
dress; she wore a white gouge pokel
bonnet trimmed with pink ribbons and
ornaments with roses inside and out.”|

Another interesting year was 1844,
when the stern autocrat Nicholas I,
Czar of all the Russias, was on a visit'
to this country. The royal procession |
then was exceptionally brilllant and|
included the Emperor of Russia, the
King of Saxony, with Queen Vlc(urlai
and Prince Arthur. Little did anyone;
think that within a few years Bala-|
clava, Sebastopol, Alma and Inkerman
‘would be red with the blood of many,
who were then acclaiming the Czar;|
least 80 he, for it was on this occallon“
that he offered to present annually the
Emperor's Plate to be ruced for in
place of the Gold Cup, and in fact for
the following eight years the Gold
Cup gave place in the programme to
the Emperor's Plate.

.ml Progresses.

In all the Royal Progresses at Ascot
until the end of the nineteenth century
members of the royal buckhounds hel
an importa The Master of the
Buckhounds had supreme control eof

the course and was senior steward
until the abolition of the royal pack.
It had become, therefore, the accepted
order for the Master of the Royal
Buckhounds to ride at the head of the
cavalcade and to be attended by the
huntsmen and whippersin.

The course had been cleared by the
band of special constables in top hats
and armed with pecullar poles painted
blue and striped with red, and
then amid the waving of hats and
vociferous tokens of loyalty the pro-
cession passed up the green. There
were nine open royal carriages, each
drawn by four horses with outriders.
In the first sat Queen Victoria with
poke bonnet and holding a minfature
parasol. ‘'here are several stories told
of the high spirits of tne Wueen at
this meeung and the enthusiasm wiln
which she entered into the racing even
to putung her arm through a glass
winaow in her excitement to watch
the nnish ot one ol the races. it

It used to be a favorite expression
that the sun always shone when the
Queen went amung her people, but 1360
proved thie excepuon and the  Royal
‘rogress from \Windsor was made in
worrential rain.  As It proved it was
the last occasion on which Queen Vic-
toria visited Ascot, for after the death
of the Prince Consort, altheugh by ne
meang withdrawing her pationage, the
Queen did hoi  attend another ruace
nieeting.

A great deal of present distinction in
which Ascot is held is due to the never
failing interest King FEdward took In
its welfare. As Prince of Wales he was
a constant patron of the royal race
meeting and his marriage in March,
1863, lent additional interest to the proe
cession at Ascot that year.

When it became known that he would
attend the races in semli-state, accom-
panied by his bride an enormous crowd
assembled on the heuth to welcome the
10yal couple, Headed by the Master of
the Buckhounds, Lord Colville, wear-
ing his sllver coupleg (the badges
of hig office) and followed by the royal
Luntsmen and t(he whips, royal park
keapers, footmen and postilions gay in
unftorms of scarlet and gold, the pro-
cesston  of elght or nine carriages
moved up the course amid tremendous
enthusiasm,

With the abolution of the Royal Buck-
hounds len years ago one picturesque
item in the procession was lost, but
hing Edward continued the ceremony
which has become so popular, and the
spectacle lost little of Its color. Ac-
companied by Queen Alexandra and
our present King and Queen the pro=
cession usually consisted of eight car-
ringes, each drawn by four bays with
postilions In the familiar scarlet and
gold llvery and headed by outriders im
scarlet,

The tradition wag maintained with the
usual distinction by King George and
:Jueen Mary at the recent Ascot meete
ng.
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DO WE SLEEP TOO MUCH?
Perhaps, on account of popular
opinion and personal habit, we waste
much time in a jellyfish condition that
could be more profitably spent fn ac-
tive pursuit of our ambitions. The
answer, of course, depends upon the
nature of our occupation. If there is
much muscular effort involved, with a
corresponding large ameunt of waste
in the cells and blood, eight hours or
more are probably negessary. But if
our work is of a sedentary nature and
mainly of the brain, there {s naturally
a smaller quantity of accumulated
waste, and less time is required for its
removal. Many are the Instances of
great men, past and present, who have
lived healthfully and worked unceas-
ingly and strenuously on only four or
five hours of sleep, or half the labor-
er's portion. Surely we are not to
suppose that those men were or are
physically different from others, but
rather that by inclination er necessity
they have developed a hablt of sleep-
ing intensely for a short period, in-
stead of lightly for a longer period
with resulting gain of time and ef-
ficlency.—Fred. W. Eastman in Ate

lantic.
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