
REPUBLICS HAS NO LAWS, 
NO LAWYERS AND NO ARMY 

tt et eet ee ee 

(By Negley Farson in New York 

Sun.) 

Encamp, Andorra.—If you are weary 

of the daily grind of modern 
city life, 

if your feet are beginning to drag 

and you feel that just for a little 

while you would like to sit down by 

the road—then come to Andorra. 

Andorra is a republic, a little clus- 

ter of free valleys in the Pyrenees, 

about seventeen miles long by ten 

wide. It is a little country in a cup, 

for it is bounded on the north by the 

passes of France, on the south by 

those of Spain, and it is shut off east 

and west by sheer walls of brown 

rock from 6,000 to 10,000 feet high. 

There life is being lived very much 

as many of us have dreamed 

should be. It isn't so much what it 

dorra has to offer that gives it fits 

chanm—it is what Andorra has not. 

Andorra, for instance, has no army 

or navy—it has no written laws. It 

no 

ja 
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has no railroads, no street cars, 

lawyers and no landlords. It has only 

one road. It is so small and remote 

that it has not even a moving picture 

theatre. It has never seen Chartie 

Chaplin! 

But it has flocks of red goats that 

roam the steep hills, thousands ani 

thousands of fat woolly sheep, drowsy 

cows chewing their cuds beside swilt- 

flowing streams, Andorra has a 

President who is paid $4 a year. H2 

makes nothing out of it, he told me. 

And when I asked him what his offi 

cial duties were he said: 

“Relations with foreign Powers.” 

These relations are not so insignifi- 

cant as you might think—as you wiil 

and 

see from my interview with the Pre- 

sident. 

The Chief Executive. 

A peasant girl took me to him, 

walking with me along the dirt 

through the little stone houses of En- 

camp. They were sturdy little chalets, 

built of unfinished brownstone, with 

the stable on the street floor and open 

haylofts under their scalelike slate 

roofs. 

She led me past some women who 

were washing clothes in a hot sul- 

phur stream, under a square portal 

exactly like a medieval gate—which 

it was—up a rickety flight of wooden 

steps and into a low-beamed white. 

washed kitchen-fiving room, whers 

Don Roc Palleres was even then en- 

gaged in the duties of State. He was 

signing a document for an old peas- 

ant lady, which he duly sealed with a 

huge metal stamp. Fortunately his son 

spoke a little French, as my Catalan 

was very bad—and that was the only 

language Don Roc knew. 

“Bon jour, M. Le President,” I bow- 

ed to Don Roc. 

republic.” 

Don Roc bowed 

shook hands. 

“Yes,” he admitted, when I had 

asked him to elucidate upon the po- 

litical relationship of Andorra with 

both France and Spain—*“it is a bit 

complicated.” 

The situation was something lik: 

this: While everybody in Andorra 

speaks of Don Roc as the President, 

and while even I addressed him as 

such—he is not really a President. He 

is a Sindic. His real title is Sindic 

Procurador General des Les Vaiis 

d’Andorra. 

“I come from sister 

gravely and ws 

Can't Be a Citizen. 

really in 

semi-inde- 

And Andorra is not an 

dependent it 

pendent—under the dual protectorate 

of France and the Bishop of Urge!, 

And both Spain and France 

are very jealous far 

spheres of interest in Andorra are con. 

cerned. Bach country has the right to 

to Andorra, a sort 

republic, is 

in Spain. 

as as thelr 

appoint a viginer 

of militia governor and judge of pet- 

ty crime. And each country, alternat- 

ing, has the right to appoint a civil 

judge of appeal. 

Don Roc was a skinny little man, 

bald, blue-eyed, with a hooked nose, a 

preoccupied expression—and scrofula. 

He was dressed in hempen sandals, a 

black-sashed suit of shabby brown 

corduroys and a blue shirt with out 

any collar. He also wore a frock coat. 

He was a peasant, but a dignified one 

and whether his job was great or 

small he was on top of it. There.were 

a lot of blank forms on the desk be- 

fore him, which, his son told me, were 

passports. I asked for one as a sou- 

venir. 

Consternation fell on the Kkitchen- 

living room. Don Roc arose solemnly 

and beckoned his son inte a corner. 

They held converse there 

while I zazed through the wiadow at 

Andorra’s watered fields and 

capped mountains. Then both of them 

togother. 

Snow- 

came back. 

“My father 

rather red in the face, 

request. 

said tLe son, 

“that the can- 

regrets,” 

\ You see she not grant that 

bearer of that 

titled to claim Andorran citizenship.” 

passport will be en- 

And Andorran citizenship is not so | 

settles 

cannot 

i a stongoe? 

famiy 

until 

easy to obtain. 

Andorra 

Andorran: 

down in his 

be 

third generation. 

The Other Side of It. 

I lay on my back and looked 

through the oak branches at the sky. 

What luck to have found 

it—this tiny little count-v that had 

been tucked away in the Pyreness 

since the days of Charlemagne’ It 

was the freshest spot in ail Europe. 

And yet there was “uncle” dcwn there 

in the Hotel Paulet—always egrounsing 

away about Barcelona. Ah, thai was 

a city, he said. Give him Barcelona 

—and life! 

There wasn’t the slightest doubt in 

uncle’s mind but that any man was a 

fool to stay in Andorra if he 

possibly get away from there. 

dorra was a prison, 

to serve a life sentence. 

Uncle was the handy man at the 

Hotel Paulet. He was the brother-in- 

law of the proprietor and was a“ 

ways bitterly conscious of his ineligi- 

bility to vote. Only the head of the 

house may vote in Andorra. Uncis 

must have been at least 45, but he 

was the hands and feet, not the h2ad, 

of the Hotel Paulet. 

The Hotel Paulet never receives 

visitors in winter, and in consequence 

has no heating whatever. We ate with 

our overcoats on in an 

room, and tried to heat ourselves 

with red wine. But immediately that 

counted as 

up 

Andorra! 

An- 

in which he had 

icy dining 

was over we raced down for the kiich-; 

en stove, around which “the 

lived. 

The Family Hearth. 

The proprietor, his fat wife, their 

soft-eyed daughter—and uncle. Uncle 

was a cynic. 

It is unfortunate that many 

by dts violence. The salts that rush 
through the system may not even 
‘penetrate the film poisonous matter 

that has coated the colon. A long list 
of drugs will “loosen the bowels” but 

‘what is the best way to CLEANSE 
them ? 

‘The world’s best laxative is one that 
Mother Nature makes in her own labo- 
ratory, It is the bark of a tree, called 
CASCARA. The Indians used to chew 
this bark—and reach old age without 
a sick day. Ut is the best thing there 

13 today, for any system; best for the 

~ dblood. The most bencficial n ts action 
on the bowels, of anythng yet disclos- 
ed. [For many reasons: 

First of all, there is no HABIT 

people 
judge the thoroughness of a laxative 

formed from cascara. 

not weakend, 

occasional use. The occasions when 
one needs this aid grow less and less. 

The bowels are 
but strengthened by its | 

Its influence is long<felt. You don’t! 
fix 1 yourself worse bound-up the day 
follwing. You do find the bowels 

more i: d to mcve of their own 
volition. ‘The candy Cascaret that | 
every drugstore always has in stock 

is the ideal form of cascara. 

the [95> 

could 

family” | 

When we courteously 

A Doctor Talks 
About Cascara 

WITH THE WOLF CUBS 

of Wolf 

196. Ot 

The total enrollment 

Cubs in the Distridt is now 

this figure 141 are in the city, 29 in 

Devon, 15 in Woodstock, 10 in 

Centreville and one lone Cub at 

Crock’s Point. 

It is expected to form a new pack 

at Stanley in the near future. 

The following Scouts 

as Wblf Cub Instructors: 

Scamell with the 3rd (St. Ann's) 

| Pack, Harold Doherty and Dollard 

Hanlon with the 4th (St. Dunstan's) 

Allen Douglas, David Bur 

Thornton and Kirby 

Coombes with the 1st Devon Pack. 

Troop Leader Donald Swift 

taken on the work of Acting Asst.- 

the 4th Pack. 

the 1st 

members of 

the field 

are acting 

Douglas 

Pack, and 

pee, Eugene 

has 

Cubmaster with 

Saturday, Devon 

city 

back of 

Ath- 

Last 

Pack 

packs hiked 

lB. N 
lete's Badge were passed and a 

and 

and several 

to 

for the where tests 

place-building competition other 

games were carried out. 

On 

Raymond 

Cubmaster W 

5th (S: Anirows) 

instructions the Cath- 

first aid 

successful bean 

by the 4th (St. 

vn Tuesday evening, 

Wm. 

St 

Monday evening 

of the 

Lack gave 1€s} 

1 Pack 

4 most 

edra in 

supper 

Dun- 

un- 

WAS 
| 
5°61) 

given 

Pack 

Fie Cubma st er Simcock 

{Scouts from the Dunstan's 

| Troop assisted the Cubs in serving 

up The 

Cubmasiter as 

guest. The new Troop neckerchief 

of royal blue and gold has 

‘adopted by the Pack. The Rev. 

Milligan that arrangements 

‘are under the early acquisi- 

tion of a Pack flag. 

afterwards. 

attended 

‘and cleaning 

Distridt a 

been 

Fr. 

reported 

way for 

WITH THE BOY SCOUTS 

| The Earl Haig Troop under Scout- 

| masiter Albert Slipp spent Monday 

in the woods out beyond Marys- 

ville. 

The 2nd. 

Saturday 

Monday 

Fredericton Troop srent 

at Doran's Field and 

assembled at the end of 

York Street after spending the niern- 

ing in an inter-patrol tracking and 

stalking comipetition. After lunch 

was cooked and footbail, 

Wrestling and other games were en- 

on 

eaten, 

joyed and an outdoor ceremony of 

investature was conducted when 

Jack Bidlake was invested as a 

| Tenderfoot Scout, dinner was then 

cooked and the troop returned to 

the city early in the evening. Scout- 

master Robt. Fitzrandolph and Assi. 

Scoutmaster Alex. MacRae were in 

charge and Prof. Robt. Pugh was 

a guest of the Troop. 

DISTRICT NOTES i 

The Boy Sdout Christmas Top 

praised the food — uncle coughed. 

When he carried up the hot sulphur 

water each night for my bath he nad 

| a sarcastic remark with each bucket. 

| The sulphur water was boiling hot 

and came from a natural pool. Very 

| convenient, except that the pocl was 

| a considerable walk 

| from the hotel. 

the nill 

Uncle had to make 

| this trip about tem times a night— 

with two bwckets. 

Poor uncle! No wonder we could 

not see eye to eye. We had come up 

to Andorra expecting dint and dis- 

comfort. Instead we had discovered 

a® congenial hotel and the most de- 

lightful picnic park in all Eurcpe - 

for that is what Andorra is. We 

never wore hats; we ate our lunch 

beside a new stream before a new 

vista of smowy mountains each day. 

We sprawled in the warm sun. 

But uncle—carrying up our bu-lets 

bath water at night—was faced 

with the realities of Andorra life. 

would 

for 

down 

of 

ol 

have to keep on doing this. 

in Andorra things do not change 

The 6,000 Andorrans were not pione- 

ers who could punch on to a new coun- 

try beyond. they were peasants on 

land which had reached its maximum 

development long before they were 

born. 

Stovs are Heng ih “and the 
organization for this work is already 

underway in many centers through- 

out the Dominion. 

Fredericton's Toy Shop of last 

year was a splendid success when 

over 1000 toys were collected, re- 

paired and distributed to the less 

fortunate chilaren or the city and 

the children of settles in York 

and Carleton Counties. By the end 

of next week it is expected that 

the local organization will be com- 

plete and work will be well in 

hand. 

In the last bulletin issued by Dis- 

trict Headquarters to the Scoutmas- 

ters, co-operative public service was 

stressed. It was pointed out that “the 

primary object behind all district 

undertakings is that of citizenship, 

trilining and character building” and 

that ‘the normal boy is keenly, en- 

thusiastically willing to do public 

service where it is directed and re- 

cognized.” The Christmas Toy 

Shop is one of the public under- 

takings in Scouting which gives the 

opportunity, direction and recogni- 

tion. 

Nurse—Bobby! What would your 

father say if he saw yo: ud broken 

that branch off? 

are not so 

well made now as they were before 

the war. 

Bobby—He'd say trees 

Nervous and Run Down 

The Least Koise 

Would Bother Her 
Mrs. R. Burton, Oshawa, Ont., 

writes:—“Three years ago 1 was so 
nervous and run down I could hardly 
bear to have the children make a noise 
it would bother me so. 

“A friend advised me to take 

and after taking two boxes I began to 
feel stronger, looked better and the 
color came back into my cheeks, and 
now I am feeling fine again 

Price 50c. a box at all druggists and 
dealers, or mailed direct on receipt of 
Li by The T. Milburn Co., Ltd., 
oronto, Ont. 

Sweetened instantly 
happy again in five parts. You are 

minutes. 

Don’t depend on crude methods. 
fAmiploy tse best way yet evolved in all 
the years of searching. That is Phil- 

lips’ Milk of Magnesia.! 

Be sure to get the genuine Phillips’ 
Milk of Magnesia pregcribed by physi- 
cians for 50 years in correcting excess 

acds. Bach bottle contains full direc- 
tions— amy drugstore. 

Just a tasteless dose of Psillips’ Milk 

of Magnesia in water. That is an 

alkali, effective, yetharmless. It has 

been the standand antacid for 50 years 

among physicans everywhere. Omnje 

spoonful will neutralize at once many 

times its volume in acid. It is the 

right way, the quick, pleasant and efli 
cient way to kill the excess acid. The 
stomach becomes sweetthe pain de- 

Pa pr 
Fema 

NOVEMBER WIND AUTUMN AS HARLEQUIN 

The Autumn comes in bright hued (From Poetry) 

mikley dressed | There is a stir of voices in the air 

And tries to play the fool with | The beat of mighty wings high over- 

funny face head; 

And yet we in his buficonery may |Out of the night with trumpet and 

trace ianfare, 

A grief that he would keep from be-| The hosts of death are calling to the 

ing guessed. | dead! { 

In a wild flood the long dark waves 

Beneath his hollow laughter and go sweeping 

repressed Searching each cranny of the earth 

Confusion lingers and his inner and sky; 

brace And in ‘their wake they leave a sound 

Aghinst it we may read in his gri- of weeping 

mace For frail and lovely things gone 

And gaiety unnaturally stressed. down to die. 

EE gp a TUT) 

Although pathetic it is well that Treasured or trivial these tides dis- 

grief cover ’ 

Should wear the mask of pleasure! Dreams that were hidden long and 

and our tears f quietly 

Be crowded back with foolery that|And when the last great gust is 

cheers. past and over 

Nothing is left but stark reality 

A sorrow crushed with happy make-|The world looks skyward very cold 

belief and clear 

Remains innocuous and with delight |After the windy tumult of the year. 

Oft bnidges over chasms of dismal —JOSEPHINE JOHNSON 

blight. 4 ee 4 

—PETER FANDEL in Detroit jee 
News. THE WISH OF A MERE MAN 

2 BL i Be Let me live in a house that is not 
arming First — e Family Her- . 

ald and Weekly Star, Montreal, Can- a 5 
ada’s National Farm Journal, and a In a house that is not too span 
home magazine included. A year for go that, whenever I want to stick 
a dollar or three years for $2. ‘Won- a 
derful! My feet up on things, I can. 

JOB PRINTING 

Mail 

All Work Guaranteed Finest Quality and 
Artistic Workmanship 

The Largest Plant in the City 

We Aim To Satisfy The Most 
Exacting Customer 

PROGRAMMES ENVELOPES CIRCULARS 
BILL HEADS 
REPORTS POSTERS CARDS BOOKS 
BUTTER WRAPPERS 

LEGAL FORMS 
and all other JOB PRINTING WORK 

Come in and see our samples of any of the above 
Orders by Mail Promptly Attended to 

N o Job too large or too small to receive our 

FREDERICTON, N. B. 

LETTER HEADS 

WEDDING INVITATIONS 

HONEY LABELS 
AUCTION SALE HANGERS 

immediate attention 

Printing Co. 


