THE ALAMANCE GLEANER

X

. =

VOL. LV.

GRAHAM, N, C., THURSDAY APRIL 11, 1929.

x —

NO. 10.

DOINGS OF THE WEEK

NEWS REVIEW OF
CURRENT EVENTS

Mexican Rebels Beaten and
Slaughtered at Reforma; -

Wisconsin Votes Wet.

By EDWARD W. PICKARD

EXICO'S revolution, or at least a

great portion of it, was drowned
in an ocean of blood last week, If fed-
eral statements are reliable. The reb-
el army of General Escobar, comman-
der In chlef of the movement, having
been driven for miles by the troops of
Gen. Juan Almazan, concentrated In
the eity of Jimines, Chihushua, and
for several days fought desperately to
hold the place. They were well en-
trenched &and Almazan gives them
credit for extreme bravery. But the
assaults of the federal infaniry, artil-
lery, cavalry and alr forces were too
much for them and they withdrew
from the city to Reforma, 12 miles
away. General Berrato's cavalry,
meanwhile, was huorried to the north
of Reforma and there destroyed all

bar and other rebel generals saw
were trapped and fled, leaving
infantry to fight alone. These
took refuge behind their troop tralns
and the battle there was described by
Almazan as the bloodiest in years of

The entire action, which began at
Corralitos on March 81 and ended in
the smashing victory at Beforma, was

eral Calles he praised highly the work
of all branches of his army, and also
pafd a compliment to Escobar's mill-
tary abllity. In Sonora and other re-
glons the rebels, at last accounts, were
gtill carryingon. The aviators in raids
over the federal fortifications at Naco
created a lot of excitement by drop-
ping two or three bombs on the Amer-
fcan side of the international boun-
dary, one of them injuring an Amer-
fcan motion plcture man. This and
the possibllity of similar Incidents
gave considerable concern to the
State department In Washington.
Mexican federal troops held at Fort
Bliss, Texas, after their retreat across
the border when the rebels captured

States Attorney Tuttle of New York,

i

Morgan threatened
Washington" if his baggage was not

may be the only persons to suffer, if
any, will be certain custom officials,
TUYVESANT FISH and some of
his friends are exercised over the
fact that his crulser yacht was held
up In New York harbor by enforce-
ment agents and searched for contra-
band liguor.
was fired upon.
on the vegsel, Federal officials in
New York after Investigation declared
the action of the enforcement men
was entirely proper since the boat did
not stop at thelr signals and the
shots were fired high in the alr.

YRON T. HERRICK, American

ambassador to Parls, died
denly from heart fallure, and all
France was thrown into deep
ing for he was beloved by the en
nation and was considered the
friend of France ever sent there
the United States. Officlals of
est rank, and representatives of
countries  hastened to the em
with thelr condolences, the press was
fllled with articles landing the dead
American, and the government at once
arranged to give him an elaborate na-
tional funeral with full military hon-
ors—an unprecedented honor. After
simple ceremonles In the American
embassy, during which orations were
dellvered by Premler Polncare, Gen-
eral Pershing and Quinones de Leon,
Spanish ambassador to Paris, the
cortege set out for the American pro-
cathedral. The pallbearers were: M.
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to Brest by the embassy
there turned over to the French -
erment which transferred It to

light crulser Tourville as a salvo
19 guns was fired. The crulser was to
bring Mr. Herrick's remalns to the
United States, being due In New York

"% 4

bearing Mrs. Parmely Herrick, the

pession of congress,
heard, the most Important was Sec-
retary of Agriculture Hyde, who sald
he was giving his personal views but

statement, resulted In a reduction of
the gross public debt by $108,980,352;
and the net balance of the general fund
on March 31 was more than $350,000,000
greater than a month before, funds
thus being avallable for further re-
tirement of government securities
during April. The reduction of the
public debt during the fiscal year end-

and congressional leaders are agreed
that it is too early to consider tax
reductions, preferring to walt until it
becomes certain that income tax rev-
enues will maintain the present high
level,

MPLOYEES of the Loray cotton

mill at Gastonla, N. C., are om
strike and last week they became so
demonstrative that the police became
alarmed and called on the governor
for help. Several units of the state
National Guard were ordered to the
town and the disorders were quelled.
A committee of strikers called on J.
A. Baugh, general manager of the
mill, and presented a serles of de-
mands, including a forty-hour, five-day
working week, & minimum wage of
$20 weekly, and changes In working
conditions. Mr. Baugh rejected the
demands. Half a dozen textile mills
in Bouth Carolina are closed as a re-
sult of strikes.

The Brotherhood of Rallway Traln-
men and the Brotherhood of Loco-
motive Firemen and Enginemen have
started a nation-wide campalgn for a
six-hour day to combat unemploy-
ment. Thelr opening meetings were
held In Faneull hall, Boston. Time-
thy Bhea, assistant president of the
engineers, told them that they must
go to congress for a bill of rights to
“protect men who ate belng cast Into
the junk heap.” OContemplated rall-
way consolidation plans, he sald,
meant that thelr unlon alone would
have at least 20,000 more men out of
jobs. A series of regional meetlngs
throughout the country was planned.

MANULLAH KHAN, former king

of Afghanistan, began last week
the drive by which he hopes to regaln
the throne he relinquished. With 30.-
000 soldicrs he marched on Kabul and
there were vague reports of heavy
fighting with the troopa of Bacha
Bachao, the self-made king. Amanul-
lah's forces were sald to be armed
with Ruossian rifles and ammunition,
which was taken to mean that the
Soviet government had iInterested It-
pelf In his behalf. Prince Omar Khan,
member of the Afghan royal famlly,
who recently escaped conflnement in
Allahabad, Is reported as llkely to
take the fleld against Amanullah, sup-
porting his own claim to the throme.

HANCELLOR SEIPEL, who for

six years has managed the affairs
of the Austrian republic, has resigned,
together with his cablpet which was
made up of men from the Christian
Soclalist party. Opposition to Doctor
Selpel had been Increasing since the
great riots of July, 1927. He sald he
could bave continuned to resist criti-
clsm as a government official, but that
be could not hold his office In the face

AT THE
EIGHTEENTH
HOUSE

(® by D. J. Walah.)

HE houss was the seventeentb

one, and she felt a faint stirring

of the hope which had seemed

for the last two hours to be dy-
ing within her breast. Seven was a
lucky number. The seventeenth house
could pot fall to produce encourage-
ment of some sort.

It was a pretty little house like a
dozen pretty little houses on that
street where at the door of each she
had met abrupt refusal. All the
houses were small and pretty except
one, the big white house In the corner.
The blg white house was the next one,
the elghreenth,

Lillle Moffat approached the seven-
teenth house with more confidence
than she had felt before. She mount-
ed the stepa and touched the bell.
The name on the door was Derry—
D. J. Derry. David—Danlel? She
wondered what the D. stood for while
she listened for footsteps. But no
footsteps came. Yet she was sure
there was somebody In the house for
she could hear volces, She rang
again and with real disappointment
declded that nobody was coming to
the door. Turning she moved away.
As she went down the steps a voice
spoke from a window above her.

“What do yon want?"

Lillle looked up. A black-eyed,
chubby-chinned woman, wearing a
boudolr cap, leaned over the sill. The
black eyes seemed to plerce the near-
leather side of the bag Lillle carried,

*0Oh, you're an agent!™ sald the
woman. “I guess it's just as well 1
didn’t come down then. 1 don't want
any of the stuff you're selling.” Suod-
denly she leaned a little farther.
“Why don't you go to work doing
something respectable?” she demand-
ed. "1 don't think much of people
that run around with a bag trying to
swindle fnlks out of their money, just
because they are too lazy to work.
They're worse than tramps.” She drew
back from the window and Lillle
heard her humming, off the key, a
straln of “0 Sole Mio.”

The color that had been whipped
Into Lillie's face by the cruel words
vanished and left her as white as a
faded little woman of forty-silx may
become when she Is under stress of
terrible circumstances. Tears came
to her eyes and her lips quivered
She falrly had to feel her way down
the street.

“After that,” she thought, “1 might
as well go home.™

And yet how could she go home
with all the hope of her venture nul
of her and look Into John Henry's
questioning eyes? She had never had
a secret from John Henry In all the
twenty-seven years they had been
married and she could not begin now
when he was lald op with three bro-
ken ribs and a broken collar-bone. It
had been bad enough to have such an
accident befall him, but It would be
almost worse to fall In a project when
they so needed a little extra money.
And the firm had told her that FlufMs
Fanitless Flavors sold like wildfire:
people were simply crylog aloud for
them : agents were making $10 a day!
Ten dollars a day! She had been a
bt dazzled. perhaps, and John Henry
had sald: “It will get yon out In the
alr. It Isn't gond for you to mstay
cooped up In here all the time with
me.” The truth was John Henry
couldn’t bhelp groaning a hit_at the
pain of knitting bones, and every
groan distressed her. [f she were out
of the house for a little while each
day he could groan as much as be
pleased.

“No, | won't go home,” sald Llllle
to herself. *“I'll take the next streel
and pretend that I'm just starting in;
somebody Is sure to buy of me. And
I won't let what that Mra. Derry sald
hurt me, bécause— She couldn’t
have known what it Is to have a bro-
kep husband who has never been able
to save much because his mother
lived to be elghty-nine and had to be
doctored every minute—"

Ehe blinked away the tears. Then
she saw that she was close to the hig
white house on the corner, the for-
midable aristocratic house which
seemed to look down on all the small-
er ones. The elghteenth house! No
use Ip going there. Those heavy lace
curtains at the windows forbade you,
the great front door was a barrier
which only the elect might pass. And
the name, Mra. Lawrence! She had
beard of Mra. Lawrence; she had even
seen her, coldly remote through the
plate glass windows of a limousine.
No, she couldn't go there, and yet.
she bad promised bherself to take
every bouse as she came to It, to be
frightened away by bpone.

*“It can't be much worse than what
I've gone through.” she told herseif.

She mounted the steps and rang the
bell. A moment's walt and then the
door opened. An elderly mald Inter-
vened

door? msked the mald, reading Ll
lie's errund expertly.

“I—1 don't koow,” Lille murmured
In dismay. BShe drew back a step.
“I—1 beg your pardon.”

The door closed automatleally, but
It opened sgain the next Instant

“One moment,” sald the mald
“Mrs, Lawrence wishes to see you.
Please come In" Her tone hbad
changed.

Bewlldered, Lillle followed the mald
into & wide, beautiful room with a
glowing fire that the spring chill
mnde very acceptable. Mra, Lawrence
came forward from the fire. She was
a woman vot much older than Lillie,
but her halr was llke snow. Under
this white halr was a beautiful face,
high-bred, serlous, with no color save
In the very red llps and bright blue
eyes,

“Come to the fire,” Mra Lawrence
sald. “Take this chalr,” and she all
but helped Lillie into the downy
depths of such a receptacle for s tired
body as only great wealth can pro-
vide. She took the opposite chair ard
began to talk bpaturally, pleasantly,
drawing Lillle out to talk In return.

In a few minutes Mrs. Lawrence
knew all abont John Henry's broken
bones and how he got them.

“He must be a very brave man to
paint & church steeple,” she sald. *1
can scarcely get my feet off the
ground that 1 don't feel dizzy."

There was a movement and sound
and Lillle, turning, saw the elderly
mald pushing a tea-wagon toward
them. Upon the wagon was a lea
service, finger lengths of hot-buttered
toast, and some crisp little cakes.

“It 1s-jost my afternoon tea time,”
explalned Mrs. Lawrence. “lI hope
yon feel like jolnlng me In a cup of
Oolong.”

Over thelr teacups the talk grew
somewhat more llvely, for Lillle wos
belng cheered Inexpressibly., When
at last she dared stay no longer she
arose and tried to express her enjoy-
ment of the entertalnment.

“The pleasure has been mine,” re-
plled Mrs. Lawrence. “1 am so much
alone and so lonely since—since my
hushand died." She paused perceptl-
bly. *1 have enjoyed your company
very moch. You have done me good.”

“If 1 have done you good, oh, think
how much good you've dope mel”
breathed Lillle.

Nothing wus sald about Fluffs
Faultless Fiavors. Indeed, Lillie nad
for the time forgotten all about them.
But when she got home she remem-
hered and she told John Henry. But
just as she had known he would, Joho
Henry understond.

“You got more out of that experi
ence than If you had sold the whole
outfit,” he sald.

Lillle was to get more yet out of
the experience, tor that evening came
a messenger with fowers and frulf
for the Invalld. And every day there
after the offering was repeated More
than this, Mrs. Luwrence drove to the
door In. her limonsine and In the sight
of the neighborhood made a friendly
little eall,

And to be added to this ls one
thing more: Llllie sold out her entire
stock of favors that very week.
Everyhody bought of her! Mra Law-
rence had done that for her, tool

City Fathers of Rome
Had Traffic Problem

With a prospect of ZH0000 motor
vehicles on the rouds In 1028, every
United States municipality that boasts
more than ove Maln street Is giving
though to the trafie problem.

To llsten to our traMc experts, one
would think they hacd something en
tirely new on their hands. Why, even
ftome had the same question to tackle.
The Lamp, published by one of the ol
companlies, has an (nteresting article
on transportation (n those duys The
Applan way, Ut sayx had become a
veritable race couree. In and out
between the lombering ox carts and
stately litters, Roman youths used to
drive their nolsy charlots at a reck-
less pnce. A jaywalker's only chance
was to emulate his namesake and Ay
acrosa. Finally, Caesar bad o pass »
law nbout it

Early American travelers had thelr
traffic tronbles, too. Stage conches
used to whirl over the rocky roada
at breakneck speed—sometimes golng
ns fast as 15 miles an hour. But the
passcngers never © piained. They
woere too busy keeping thelr respec-
tive vertebhrae In proper sllignment.

German City Forests

The municipal forest of Bitterfleld,
Germany, the city in which are situ-
ated the largest lignite mines In the
world, must soon be felled, for It
stands above rich veins of the val-
ugable fuel, which Is here obtained by
surface mining. Bot a German city
without an adjoining forest Is unthink-
able, hence it bas bheen decided to
reforest large areas {n which the cnal
has been exhausted. German pines
and firs grow so rapldly that a fulr-
slzed wood will arise in 25 years.

Hand Wasa't Firm
Mrs. Benham—Out boy peeds s firm
hand.
Benham—TYes, and it's just my lock
to have the chills and fever.

“Havent you come to the wrong

oy

Scene In Alglers.

(Prepared by the Natlonal Geographic
Boclety, Washington, D. C.)

HE long, sweeping curve of &

crescent bay—the storied Bay of

Alglers—here fringed with yel-

low sand, there, at one end,
edged with gleaming binck rocks, and
everywhere backed by the steep slopes
of a seml-circular chain of low hills
rising abruptly from the water's edge
and crowned with white villas In ver-
dant gardens flaming with Bougain-
villen and poinsettia.

Behind the hills iles the narrow, fer-
tile plain of the Mitidja, In spring-
time hlazing with the varied hues of
wild fowers, the yellow of oranges,
the green of cornflelds and vineyard.

Towering above the plain In rugged
grondeur the mighty chaln of the At-
Ins mountnins, seeming to support the
heavens on thelr snow-cind shoulders.
And the clouds gather round their
peaks and leave the sky clear and
hlue., almost ns blue as the wnters of
the Mediterranean below.

At one end of the bay are the spa-
clous harbor, the busy wharves, and
the terraced houses of a white city
climhing to the hilltop.

Alglers, the White Clty! [Its story
rune from Hercules and the Golden
Apples to the Hesperides through the
forgotten chroniclea of Numidian,
Roman, Vandal, Byzantine, Arah and
Turk to the iast of the Bourbon kings,
to Napoleon IIl, and the French re-
publle. Not a century ago It was the
haunt and headquarters of the cruel-
eat, most blondthirsty pirates that the
world has ever seen; today It Is a
hright and beautiful city of modern
France.

Alongside Its quays lle great steam-
ers heing londed with the produce of
a honntigl Innd ; Its wharves are plled
high with ensk and case. Immediate-
Iy over them rises a high, cliff-
like wall plerced With caves—mer-
chants’ warehouses and offices In
vaulta .

Two Contrasting Quarters.

Along the summit of this wall
stretches the beautifol Boulevard de
Ia Republique, the begionlng of =
quarter that might rival the best bit
of Paris between the Opera and the
Selne, a quarter of well-hullt streets,
where the broad sidewalks sheiter
onder narcades, of shady squares
where white mnsques front busy cafes
and palm trees wave hefore the elee-
tric trams that link the town with the
suburbs stretching around the curving
bay.

This Is the quarter of theaters, ho-
tels, and eommercial offices, of attrac-
tive shops, of crowded streets where
nutomobile and electrie tram dispute

the right-of-way with fAve-horsed
carts, Welldressed European men
and  short-skirted.  silk-stocklnged

French girls pass velled women and
stately Arabs In flowing burnooses.
But a short distance back from the
seaward wall the level ceases and the
gayly colored, crowded houses climb
on each other’s shoulders up the steep
hiliside, as If striving to look over
their neighbors' heads out to sea.
Here is the native quarter, and In
it dwelt the pirate population that
lired by bloody crime on the face of
the waters. Every bhelng In it—man,
woman snd child, Moorish pasha and
Christian slave—had a personal fin-
terest In watching each sall that lift-
ed above the distant horizon. It might
be an Algerine rover loaded with
plunder and chalned captives It
might be the herald of a Frankish
fleet coming to batter down the pirate
stronghold and set free the sla
Upward &nd still upward
tops bhouse, until one comes

Kasba, once the palnce fortress of
the Dey,' the tyrant of Algiers, who
claimed his share of the booty that
each murderous seawolf brought home,
whether it were plunder from sacked
towns on European shores, or weep-
Ing women from [Italy, France orf
Spain.
Houses of the Nativea

The houses hemming the streets
thrust out thelf upper stories, sup-
ported on Inclined wooden struts, un-
til they are not a yard apart. Often
they are bullt completely ncross, so
that the narrow lane must pnss under
them In a dark tunnel. The few win-
dows, asmall squegre openings, are
barred with gratings bent outward;
and here and there a painted face
Inoks out from them and smiles down
Invitingly on the wayfarer.

But usuvally the houses present &
hlank front to Lhe outer world—
blank, that Is, but for a carved door
with a small, twisted column on elther
side and a stone crescent ahove It

One of these doors opens und three
tiny children toddle out, iaughing—
one a boy In a red fex and a small
shirt, the others little girls with flow-
ered hlonses, colored skirts, and gandy
handkerchlefs twisted around their
heads.

The open door glves a glimpse of &
wee tiled hall with a dwarfl stairense
twisting out of sight,

Farther down another door stands
Invitingly ajar. [Pass through It out
of the dim alley nnd you are in an-
other world. A hright courtyard
opens to the biue sky nbove. Twa,
three tlers of galleries with gayly tilt-
ed parapet wall§ top carved stone er
marble pillars; a vine swings across
the vold; flowers In pots or Bougain-
villeas dash notes of glowlog color
Into the vourt on which women look
down and call shrilly to the serving-
malds seated on the paving stones he-
low, cleaning great brass water jars
of old and graceful desimm.

Figures In the Streets.

Out again Into the dark lunes and
vaulted tonpels. Stand aside and let
this porter pass: — Bent double, he
larches heavily up the steep ascent, m
band around his forehend helping to
support the welght of the Iimmense
burden on his back. With his red cap
twisted about with a dirty kerchief,
his torn shirt and baggy trousers, his
bare feet thrust into heelless slippers,
he resembles—and 1s like to him In
featore as In faith—a hamal, or por-
ter, of Constantinople tofling op the
equally steep streets of Stamboul.

Out of a dark alley come two white
robed fignres, velled to the dark eyes
that, lustrous and beautifol, shine un-
der the hlack eyebrows and falr fore-
heads. Massive sllver and gold neck-
laces hang on thelr bosoms, broad sii-
ver bracelets adorn thelr wrists and
heavy anklets surround the sllk-stock-
Inged ankles thrust iotn dalnty siip-

8.
w\\‘l!h a lingering backward giance
these two enter slowly a carved mar
ble portal leading into a hall walled
and floored with flower-designed poree-
lain tiles. Inscriptions In French and
Arahic tell us that this is the entrance
to the Moorish baths, open ta men un-
til noon, to women In the afternoon.
The falr ones flock to it, for It is thelr
lounge, their cluh. their glimpse of so-
cial life. thelr gossip exchange—it
and the Mohammedan cemeteries oo
Fridays.

The narrow alley dives Into another




