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JACK MINER IS OUR
JOHN BURROUGHS

Three Thousand Wild Canada
Geese Just Ending Visit to
Him in Essex County.

I

8IRDS LOVE PLACE

[he Owner of the Sanctuary ls
« Their Friend, Doctor, Den-

. tist, and Qsteopath.

By. FRANK YEIGH.

ANADA has a Joun Burroughs
in another John, otherwise
known as Jack Miner.

He's -our Canadian Burroughs fin
his leve of nature, his open-minded-
ness, his big heart, his habit of hos-
pitality and his sympathetic touch
with every beast of the field and fow!
of the air. As a dog knows his

* master, so a bird knows his bene-
factor, and thousands of winged
creatures have Jack Miner on their
list of friends. He is known among
them, all the way from Mississippi
and Louisiana and the two Carolinas
to our Northland backyard of the
Hudson Bay parish. .

Ask any one of the three thousand
wild Canada geese at present so-
journing at Jack’s bird sanctuary, up
in Esgex county, and the gander
daddy of each goose family will honk
his gratitude on his and their behalf.

I was up At Uncle Jack’s bird ranch
the other day and while he was
mending the broken wing of a mother
goose, I slipped over to pord No, 1,
crowded to its cement edge with hun-
@reds of fat and glossy beauties, and
eped them straight what they
thought of Jack Miner and why they
thought what they thought. It was
all done “unbeknownst” to him,
though his bird-loving little sen Jas-
par (he of the curly hair in the film,
who feeds the robin from his hand)
haqd his.youthful eye on me.

Gander Tom Johnston answered for
his thousand fellow and sister birds.
Tom honked his reply in eloquent
terms and agnid much wing-flapping
applause and noisy trumpet calls
from the rest of the flock,

“It's this way,”” said Tom, when he
had silenced the noisy brood, “this
bird you call a man Issued Iinvita-
tions some years ago for us geese to
visit him on our flights south and
north. You see, we'ré real Canudians
like the Indians, and we're p{oud of
our name of the Canada Goose. But
we were suspicious of his intentions.
Other two-legged birds had tried to
feed up on lead pills, forced into us
from a long iron stick, and it sent
lots of us to our bird heaven. But we
looked him over and decided, on his
looks, to take him at his word and
we're still taking him. I remember
the ftirst flock that ventured to try
him out. ‘Good-bye, brothers,’
konked some cheerful relatives, when
they sailed on and we safled down
on the Miner farm, “we’ll never see
you again.'”

Free Meals For All

{3 NY trouble with him?” you ask.

“Nct a hint or a bit. He's
kept his word to the birds; he's been
a father, mother and rich uncle and
sympathetic aunt to thousands of
our winged tribe; bhe's our doctor,
surgeon, dentist and osteopath.”

“Anything else?”

“Well, rather. In our goose langu-
age, he's a honky-dandy. It's one
continual banquet—corn-on-the-cob
twice a day, brought right to our
feeding-ground, with water to drink
and dessert pickinge in the adjoining
fields, Why. I've put on two pounds
of weight since I flew here- from
Georgia, where I and my family
wintered. It's our winter resort.
Ever see our name in the Social
Column of the Wild Goose Gazette?”

Tom had an exciting time later on
that night, He was on patrol duty
beside his mate. Among the tributes
Jack Miner pays to the Canada
gander is his loyalty to his nesting
partner. It is a case of faithfulness
unto death, if need be.

First, Klondyke, the Miner Aire-
dale, chased a stray cat to and under
the barn. The cat, in running for its
life—a streak of black in the dark—
nearly bumped into gander Tom
who, in turn, pursued the terrified

pussy, who is still running. Then
Klondyke, coming too near the nest,

Tom took after him, and the dog also |

ran, It was Tom’'s bad night as he
caught sight of Jack and me watch-
ing the cat-dog-and-goose mixup.
Our turn then came, as he hissed
and honked at us in disgraceful
language and, with extended wings,
flew at Jack. But Jack spoke him
fair, told him, in the gander's own
tongue, not to get excited. and sure
enough the big bird backed to the
side of his perturbed spouse, folded
up his wings and put the soft pedal
on his acrimonious tongue. And
Tom will stay loyally by his post for
the weeks necessary to produce a
new family.

It was just after
commotion among the three thousand
geese in the three sanctuary ponds
announced their evening
Lake Erie, three miles away, where,
a mile from shore, they would have
a night's sleep in safety on the calm
waters. A wonderful flight it proved
to be, as battalion after battalion of
birds took to the air with a rush of
wings that sounded like rustling silk.
sSwish—swish—swish, as flock after
tlock—some in scores, some in hun-
dreds—circled aloft and then headed,
V-shaped, for the lake, Wild trumpet
calls from the gander leader filled
the still night as they marshalled
their families. Se they sailed into
the twilight world of the west,
mounting higher and higher as they
flew over the intervening Nn-Man's
Land so as to be safe from any stray
pot-hunter.

The Great Sun-Up Flight

UT Jack’s bird ranch was by no
means deserted. He has planted

a row of treces especially for the
robins and hundreds of the chirping
redbreasts filled the branches for the
night. Martins disappeared intn their

sundown that a [

flight to:

The President of Hayti

BRE is President Dartignenave

of Hayti. If he lives through his
term, or two years more, he will have
the distinction of being the first
president of Hayti to serve his full
term of seven years. All the others
have been either murdered or killed
by bandits within a short time after
their election. President Dartignen-
ave can thank the U. S. marines, now
in Hayti, for his eomparatively long
official life,

birdhouses, after a fight with the
sparrows; doves centred in the barns,
and then a lonely blue heron streaked
athwart a clear sky—detached from
all his feathered brethren—to a safe
marshy retreat.

So we humans, after a good night
look at Venus and the dipper and a
sky crowded with star worlds, and
after a rocking-chair hour before a
log fire, jained the geese and the
robins and the Wyandotte hens and
Tom and “Klon” and Jasper's grey
and black squirrels, in the beautiful
land of sleep.

“Hi, there,-are you awake?” came
the startling challenge’ from Uncle
Jack at an unholy early hour the
next morning. What a wonder-world
sleepy-heads miss! The sun was
sending out a few scouts of light; the
silver grey of the morning was
crawding out the black of the nigat,
when my host suddenly’ cried, as we
stood in a field, “Listen! hear him?
see him?”

“Hear—see, what?” City folk are
blind and deat anyway. It was the
herald of the wild goose army—the
advance gander acting as the official
announcer, as the three thousand
flew high over the Miner sanctuary
and settled, again in families, all
ready for the corn breakfast that was
ready for them.,

So we watched, in a thrilling
silence, the aerial flight between the
break-o’-day and sun-up, until Uncle
Jack spoke; “I say, friend, the wild
Canada goose knows a heap more
than some of us humans do,” as he
looked at me in a most personal and
penetrating way., o

By the time this article appears in
The Star Weekly, Uncle Jack’'s shyee
thousand visitors will have started on
their annual non-stop flight to Hud-
son’s Bay—except Tom Johnson, who
is staying behind, to oversee, in a
proper parental way, the expected
new arrivals from eight plump eggs
in the nest on the north side of the
barn.
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DEAN OF SENATE
PLANS REFORM

Senator Power, the Oldest
Member, Thinks Senators
Should Be Elected.

LTHOUGH the much criticized
A Senate of Cangda is composed

of men, for e most part, of
advanced years, all with the excep-
tion of five have been appointed dur-
ing the Laurier, Borden, and Meighen
administrations. The senior five are:
Senators Power, now the dean of the
chamber, Bolduc (speaker), Poirier,
Lougheed and Montplaisir. The four
last named alone survive of those
appointed during ihe premiership or
Sir John Macdonald.

Hon. Lawrence G. Power, of Hali-
fax, now the senior member, has seen
forty-five years of service as a sen-
ator, and is the sole survivor of the
period when Mr. Alexander Mac-
kenzie headed the government. Un-
like a great number of his colleagues
he served no apprenticeship to
politics in the House of Ccmmons,
but was appointed directly to the
upper chamber and was looked upon
as a very youthful member; though
he had thirty-six years to his credit
it was the fashion to speak of him as
the “boy senator.”

Born close en eighty years ago at
Halifax, he was educated at St
Mary's College in that city and in [re-
land, whence his parents came, at the
Catholic University, and at the Har-
vard Law School (LL.D.) He was
active in politics and municipal
affairs, and was a member of the
genate of the University of Halifax.
In the Senate of Canada he rapidly
acquired a leading position both as
a debater and practical statesman
and so it was but an almost ineyit-
able step, twenty-five years after his
entrance to the chamber, from the
floor to the speaker’s chair, and he
filled the office of ‘president with
dignity and general acceptance for
four years. His long experience in
the Senate, though a staunch up-
holder of the bi-cameral system of
legislation, has led him to the conclu-
sion that a change in the constitu-
tion of the Senate is desirable and
has no hesitancy in declaring hig
views and explains them in effect as
follows:

such

Aim to Get Big Men.
P RESUMING that in

matters it is as well to “go
slow and let the people think,” he
says: “Consideration of any reform
of the Senate must be preceded by
an examination of the weak points of

the House of Commons where it is

Little Stories of Well-Known People

N

“My daddy is a Liberal, sir.”

w w

people all of the time.”

4 w
a little girl of his acquaintance.

“Well, what does he do?”

LITTLE boy said to the Hon. Hartley Dewart, leader of the On-
tario Liberal party, “Why do people take different newspapers?
1s it because of their politics?”

“Very often. What is your daddy?”

Mr. Dewart clapped him on the back approvingly.
And you are going to be a Liberal, too,”
“No, sir; the Globe hasn't any funnies,”

In one of his recent speeches, J. J. Morrison of the United Farmers
of Ontario, came to a pause with the following: “You can’t fool all the

"Whereupon a powerful voice from the audience flung it him: “So
that is the reason you do not believe in making it a People’s Party.”

The Hon. W. R. Rollo, minisfer of labor of Qntario, .was accosted by
“] know what a minister of labor does,” she said.

“He preachés to everyone else to work.”

“That is fine.

”

"

seen that bills and resolutions are
too frequently imperfect, too care-
lessly passed, and through defective
drafting need great revision by some
competent body outside the ‘popular’
house. Too. frequently excessive
party spirit or appeal to lacal feel-
ing is seen instead of a single eye
to the public good. Sometimes, too,
measures result from panie, tempor-
ary considerations or for the promo-
tion of local or personal interests.
There never was a time when a re-
vising chamber was more required
than at present, and while the Senate
does its work well it has a tendency
to be timid and does not display
proper independence. And j* has a
weakness of a serious character aris-
ing from the fact that when a gov-
ernment has been in power for some
time appointments of its supporters
only become too numerous and the
chamber out of balance and likely to
become partizan.”

Asked how he would correct the|
weaknesses of the present chamber,

Senator Power expressed the opinion
that there should be ninety-six dis-
tricts created to be represented by
the present occupants, and ‘as
vacancies arise each district should
elect a senatarial representative, the
Senate and Commons voters’ list io
be similar as well as the electoral

procedure, save that the senators
would be elected for life. There

'should be no addition to the num-

hers, and the -system once in opera-
tion woyld remedy tne defects eof

that now existing. [t would make the
Senate more independent and less
timid in action afid as the constituen-
cies would be three times, or nearly
so, as great in population as these
of the Commans this would result in
the selection of men of sterling
ability and professional and business
standing in the community.
. .

BIGGEST U.S. LIAR

R. J. W. DAVIS, the retiring Am-

erican ambassador to Great Bri-
tain, recently told an amusing after-
dinner story concerning one of his
countrymen who entered a train in
the United States carrying a large
and varied assortment of (fishing
tackle.

There was one other man in the car-
riage. He looked up.

“Been fishing?”’ he tnquired.

“Sure thing. Just come from Massa-
chusetts.”

The other man raised his eyebrows.
“But it's the close season for fishing
there,” said he,

‘Oh, I never worry about that,” was
the answer. “I go just the same, and
I get trout that size. Huge fellows.”
He indicated a size.

“Yes, that's all very well,” said the
other. “But do you know who I am?”’

“NO." o

“I'm the
chusetts.”

“Indeed?
am?”’

‘Can’t say I do.”

“Well, I'm the
America.”

game steward of Massa-

And do you know who I

biggest Illar in

MUTE IN PARLIAMENT

OR nineteen years Sir Courtney
Ilbert, who is retiring, has been
clerk of the British House of Com-
mons. He has described himself as tue
Commons’ “professional mute, obliged
even to refrain from strong language
through long and dreary nights of de-
bate.”

Sir Courtney is fond of the siory of
a constituent who listened from the
strangers’ gallery to a speech by his
member.

Meeting the M.P. afterwards, he said,
“There are some parts of your speech
that I find it hard to understand. "

“Point them out,” replied the mems-
ber, who was a bit of a wag. *“I'li re-
write the other portions. I intended
the entire speech to be that way.”

Palmists Read
The Prince’s Hand

They Tell Him He Is Fond of
Nature and Beauty and That
He Will Live Long.

LONDON, ENG.
HE Prince of Wales spent a
crowded two hours at the ex-
service men’s exhibition at the
White City.

Not long after he entered “Profes-
sor” James, late of the ith East
Surreys, invited him te have his hand
read. The Prince smilingly held out
his hand and laughed heartily when
he was told in solemn tones, “You
are fond of the opposite sex, good-
natured, very thoughtful, pcssessed
of big ideals, and keen on sport.”

“Very true and very flattering,”
wae the Prince's comment. “Wkat s
your fee?”

“gixpence, sir,” replied the palm-
ist.

The Prince, wishing to pay more
than the usual fee but having no
change, turned to his equerry, bor-
rowed five shillings, gave it to “Pro-
fessor” James and passed o7 smil-
ing,

Prof. Conrad Lyle also read the
Prince’s hand, He said: *“You have

wonderful long life line gnd fairly
good health throughout your life,
Any little weakness that you might
have would occur in the upper part
of the chest. The head line droops
towards the mount of the moon, de-
noting a keen imagination.

“You would have done well f{f it
had been necessary to take up horti-
culture, poultry farming, cattle
breeding, or anything near to rature,
The nearer you get to nature the
better it will be for you.

“you have got good powers of or-
ganization and of control, and woyld
be very successful in controlling
others.

“You are very artistic and fond of
beauty in your surroundings in all
forms, and you should be good at
drawing, designing, painting, and
music, Music, especially, is well
ghown, but more an appreciation of
music than cultivation.”

The Prince agreed to this, saying
he was “very fond of musie, but did
not like practice at all”

A BRITISH OIL KING
ANCY boxes covered with shells
and insecribed “A Present from:
Margate” laid the foundation to the
fortune of Sir Marcus Samuel, tie
British oil magnate, who has just re-
tired.

His father sold these boxes to. holi-
day-makers and was thus able to send
his son abroad, where he acquired tne
commercial knowledge which brought
him millions. ¢

HE appointment was after lunch
T at his office in the west block.

On Wellington street, near the
entrance, 1 was overtaken by Sir
George, who was always a brisk
walker.

“These historic buildings are begin-
ning to look almost out of date, don’t
they?” he asked, noticing my gaze at
the structure whence he has observed
the late morning sun now during
nearly ten solid years. *“They were
fine when I first used to come here;
but, compared with the new Houses
they seem dingy, and scarcely fit the
times., Let us go in through the
basement door. The elevator comes
down there, and saves the climb up
the steps. It’s not quite as public as
the other way—more suited to a con-
fession,” he concluded, with the dry
humor that has seldom overflowed,
though it has always been available,

Soon we were in the room of the
minister of trade and commerce, and
Sir George began to talk about him-
self, first remarking that he supposed
it was better to give out than to be
drawn out.

“Do you know,” he began, “when 1
look around and back, I think 1 must
have come out of the Ark. 1| was

commons thirty-nine years ago. ]
became minister of marine and
fisheries in 1885, and was minister
of finance when Sir John Macdonald
died, and 1 carried the bag until the
grand old party came to grief in
1896. To have been minister &f
finance under five prime ministers is
something of a record. When I re-
| flect on the changes 1 have seen since
t1806 it isn’t wonderful that those
:,vears of my prime scem antedelu-
|vian. Why, 1 had been in the cabi-
'net four years before' 1 was married.
The third time 1 went to England on
official business I felt as if 1 was
carrying all the financial responsi-
bilties of the world on my shoulders:

eleven million dollars. White and
Drayton would spend that much be-
fore shaving in the morning. 1 have
budgeted for about only half of what
we scem likely to regard as a normal
deficit on our side-lines of national
tinance, the national railways.”
“Well, Sir George,” 1 broke in, *it
is a unique experience to listen to Sir
Noah, though you never emulated
your ancestor who once got drunk.”
»] imagine Noah became a prohi-
bitionist after his intoxication,” re-
plied Sir George, “though, long before
his lapse, he had sen-e enough to
come in out of the wet. But 1 was
a prohibitionist as soon as 1 came to
years of discretion. I forsook a pro-
fessorship to lecture on temperance.
Though T have since had many other
wide interests 1 have never forsaken
my first evangelistic love. Drink was
never a temnlation to me. “Wine,

THE CON

elocted a member of the house of
y I was our most brilliant man, though

for my job was to arrange a loan 0(i
most
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No. 32—SIR GEORGE FOSTER

By Emil Longu?-Bcau.

women and song” has an alluring
sound; but it never gat farther than
my ears. For forty years 1 have been
able to fill up on a blue book and
a biscuit. 1 am still a believer in the
efficacy of water.”

“You are a Baptist, I believe,” said
L

*“Yes, in moderatign,” was the an-
swer. “The Baptists are very strong
in parts of my native province. In
some counties they are as preponder-
ant as the Catholics are in Quebeec.
But, though 1 helped to form the
Baptist Union while I was in the
political wilderness, 1 prefer to be
called 3 Free Christian. 1 have al-
ways been in the Conservative party,
but have also always been a bit of a
radical, in comparison with. some of
my friends. You knew Nicholas Flood
Davin?”

“Not personally, but very well by’
repute. He used to look upon wine
when it was red,”

“poor Davin,” said Sir George. “He

Sir John used to say that if he had
had a little common sense he Wwould
never have been heard of. Whatever
he did with wine he had sound
views about women. In 1895 he
moved a . resolution in favor of wo-
men’s suffrage, Though | was in the
cabinet 1 supported it; and re-
ceived a good deal of chaff from
some of my colleagues, | sometimes
wish that chaff was the worst stuff
given me., 1 wish also, if I must be
candid, that | had done more chaff-
jing and less blistering, My, but |
had a tongue in the old days, and 1
used it in a way that deserved the
double edged compliment paid me
by a Toronto paper—that 1 was the
effective debater in parlia-
! ment; but nobody loved me when |
sat down.”

“What would you teach a class of
young politicians who desired to
serve their country more than they
wanted to aggrandize themselves?” ]
enquired. '

“Well, that's rather a large order,”
responded the parliamentary daddy of
them all. *“1 don’t think I'll answer
that directly, but will draw a little
on what a long and sometimes bitter
experience has taught me, It is quite
true that at one time, and speaking
politically, nobody loved me—I1 might
have been a fat man. Maybe | would
have mellowed sooner—and y u know
I have mellowed, glory be—if I had
had experience of how the "modern
generation beings up father. My
friends tell me it'’s a great thing to

be taught some of your p's and Q's

by your own bright children, who re-
flect some of your own faults suffi-
ciently to make you realize Low mueh
they, as well as you, have missed.
Borden’s first cabinet was strangely
lacking in paternal experience — did
you ever notice that about half of us
couldn’t muster a son or daughter
between us?”

“Andy Broder frequently comment-
ed on it”

“Did he? Borden never noticed it.
As to myself, not having been born
with an excess of geniality, and be-
ing of a frugal mind, and always,
too, something of a solitary—another
misfortune—I never associated very
intimately with my fellow members.
Lecturing on prohibition is apt to be-
get a certain austerity, unlsss yau
happen to have a disposition like
Pussyfoot Jghnston's. They used to
say 1 scarcely ever spoke to our
supporters during the session, unless
they spoke to me. | was aloof with
my friends, and unnecessarily bitter
with my opponents. That wasn’t all
my fault, The party orthodoxy led
you to accuse the other side of faults
of which unlimited gall was the
least. You developed an excess of
spleen yourself. But, to be fair te
the George Foster that was—and he

wasn't really a bad chap—l must say
that a man with something more than

Bir George always was & brisk

walker. -~

Talks With Big Men About Themselves

the average gift of speech, and a turn
for dissection, doesn’t always realize
the distance between his articulation
and that of ordinary individuals—
Pardon me for being as blunt as that,
hut you are not lJooking for false
modesty, Such a man was [, Things
that hurt the other
strike me as particularly out of the
way, because I was quite willing to
take as good as I gave; but wvery
few could pay me back in my own
oratorical currency.

“I won’t go into the details of how
1 came to see that the kinder side of
life is the better side—I mean pub-
licly, of course, for on the domestie
side I have had great good fortune,
which remains with me. The differ-
ence with me is remarkable. I don’t
think any man in this House of
Commons has a single unkindly
thought towards me; and I haven't
an unkindly feeling towards anyhody
there; though it's quite a trial some-
times, to suffer fools gladly.”

“You spoke of the disadvantages of

an unusual gift of speech, Sir Geaorge.
May 1 ask you how you rank your-
self as a speaker?”

“You certainly don’t want me to
err on the side of reticence, do you?”
he replied, “I may tell you I don't
rank myself as highly as I once did;
though, to be open with you, I really
think I speak better than I ever did.
On this continent we have top much
supposed that oratory is the mere
multiplication of resounding words.
New Brunswick in my youth was
very subject to Yankee influences;
and I suffered a little in that way.
I've been told that a city editorship
would have compacted my style.

“] am at my best in a sustained
argument that 1 have had time to
prepare. At other times I'm too ver-
hose and have too few original ideas.
While I have always had a remark-
able facility I never had much origin-
ality. I can’t at the moment recall
any phrases of mine that have
caught the public fancy. 1 am not a
coiner of phrases that stick.

“As we are on the candid side, per-
haps I may tell you a story about my
speaking that has not been told be-
fore. . Just after being elected for
North® Toronto in 1904, I presided at
one of the temperance meetings that
were then held SBunday afternoons in
Massey Hall. I hadn't anything new
to say, and after going on some time
I said I wouldn’t stand longer be-
tween the audience and the speaker
of the day. ‘Hear, hear,’ came from
a voice on the ground floor. 1 did
not stop as soon as I intended, and,
though the comment struck me
rather forcibly at the time, 1 thought
no more of it until several years
afterwards I met the commentator,
who recalled the incident.”

“Rather an unpleasant man?”

“Not at all,” said Sir George. “He
told me that he was not then a resi-
dent of Canada, though he became
one shortly after. He was spending
a week in Toronte that Sunday and
dropped into the meeting unex-
pectedly. He thoeught I was very
laboriously trying to say something
about temperance, and succeeding in
really saying nothing. His interjec-
tion was intended to speed up the
meeting. As I still went on, he said,

0 ?‘2 askeg_tho‘xpa.n sitting next ‘"him, ¢

fellow didn't:

‘Who is this old windbag? and got
the answer, ‘That ain’t no windbag;
that’'s the honorable G. H. Faster.’
So, you see, 1 had one admirer, even
if it was my eoff day.”

“But why repeat such a story so
long after the event?” I asked Sir
George,

“Just a little vanity, on my- part,”
came the genial response. “My for-
mer critic waa something of an artist,
as well as a very frank man. He
added that he gave me that piece of
old information because he had fre-
quently heard me since and wanted
me to know that his judgment had
been absolutely reversed on ex-
perience.” i

“Quite decent of him,” I said.

“More than decent,” from 8Sir
George, “I had so seldom been a
chairman that I forgot that brevity is
the soul of presidency, It is a mis-
take to suppose that whenever you
are on your legs peaple expect a full
speech from you, Occasionally it is
better to send them - hungry away
than to surfeit them with discourse.
I've been learning a good deal these
last dozen yeays. Fortunately I. had
become a grateful pupil in the
hardest of schools before wé returned
from the bleak hills of opposition in
1811. But it was good—mighty good
—after fifteen years, to be able to put
your foot once more under the dining
table of a private car.

“Of course, even then, everything
wasn't lovely. I don’t mind telling
you I would like tp have been minis-
ter of finance again. But 1 took
White's elevation philosophically.

And, if I haven't made the mark I°

hope to make in the cemmerce de-
partment I think, on the whole, the
country has done well by my service.
Two of my characteristics, though, 1
shall never cure. I hate te spend
public money; and I want- to do too
much of the work of my office my-
self. I simply can’t help answering
letters that I should never see; and
I'm afraid to do bold and costly
things that would riot have been pos-
sible in Canada’s penurious days.”

“For instance?”

“For instance. early in the war we
talked largely about capturing a
goodly share of Germany’s export
trade. A coavention of manufac-
turers was proposed. To- launch a
eampaign to that end. I asked a well-
known trade propagandist to handle
the matter. He told me several thou-
sand dollars should be spent on
familiarizing the public with the idea,
before the manufacturers assembled
at Ottawa. That frightened me, and
the convention didn’t meet. Still, my
department has done more advertis-
ing in my time than it ever did be-
fore. We spent barrels of money on
‘Bat an apple a day’ advertis-
ing’ I wonder what would have
happened if Bordep, in 1911, had
taken a suggestion that was made by
one of our Liberal allies whe had
himself made a fortune while he was
in politice. It was that Melvin
Jones, head of Massey-Harris and
minister of trade and commerce. How
little the country knows of what it
has missed!”

The reader will not take too
literally the observations of leading
men about themselves recorded by
Mr. Longue Beau, but will under-
stand that they are what the
speakers would be likely to say
confessionally

Lalthough they sometimes

LEMIEUX'S TWO
SEATS IN QUEBEC

Have Brouéht Him into Trouble
in Commons — A ' Distin-
guished Parliamentarian.

A SUPREME ORATOR

Something of Laufier's Grand
Manner—His Speeches Choice
Essays — His Record.

By M. GRATTAN O’LEARY.
R. RODOLPHE LEMIEUX,

whose representation of two
constituencies in the Cem-
mons has brought him before the
commijttee on privileges and elections,
is among the decreasing number of
distinguished Canadians in parlia-
ment. Although a comparatively
young man, he has been in the House
of Commons for a quarter of a cen-
tury; has been solicitor-general, post-
master-general, and minister of
marine; has worthily represented the
Dominion on the stage of interna-
tional affairs; has been honored by
the governments of France and
Japan; and to-day, with reputaticn
assured, sits in parliament as the in-
tellectual successor of Laurier. a
brilliant career still ahead of him.
Mr. Ernest Lapointe’s many bril-
liant qualities have recently brought
him to the fore as a potent figure in
French Canada, but they bpave not
been sufficiently outstanding to dim
the light of Mr., Lemieux’s suprem-
acy. Mr. Lapointe is elogquent, ardent
and practical, but his oratorical <ifts
are inferior to those of Mr, L.emieux,
his experience and knowledge sparser,
his prestige less great and ais per-
sonality less interesting. There o¢
something of the atmosphere, of iie
“grand manner,” of Laurier about
Lemieux. Like Sir Wilfrid, he is a
lover, and a master, of the best in
English literature; has the same ad-
miration for the British character and
constitution, the same revereace for
the great figures and achievements of
mid-Victorian Liberalism. It is al«
ways a pleasure to sit in the press
gallery and hear a speech by Mr.
Lemieyx. His addresses, mostly de-
livered without notes, are really the
choicest of essays, enriched y nvota«
tions from the noblest in British lit=
erature.

His Political Heroes
LADSTONE, Peel, O'Conaell and

Bright are his political heroes,
nare a
place in his speeches with the great
writers and statesmen of Trarnce;
and not even Dr, Michael Clark ex-
cels him in the art of apt quotation,
Mr. Lemieux’s oratory, indeed, i3 one
of the prized possessions of a House
of Commons conspicuously arren ef
orators. Less direct and practical
than Mr. Lapointe and Dr. Clark,
more florid than Sir Wilfrid Laurier,
his ardent, impassioned, soms=times
tempestupus style has gan irresistible
appeal to the ear. Although at his
best when denouncing his ‘oes, or
dwelling upon the glories of rhe T4db-
eral past, some of his fineat addresses
have been upon other and tess con-
flicting themes. Of this :lass was
his oration upon Laurier, which will
take its place among the finest flow-
ers of Capadian parliamentary .la-
quence. Its close—direct2d to the
Quebec members who sat with fear=-
dimmed eyes behind him—has .o ele-
vation and a solemn Dbeauty that
would not be unworthy of Linccin or
Bright. He was speaking a lust fare-
well of french Canada to her great-
est son, and said:

“We "say farewell and we thank
you. We thank you for having thus
gathered around you your awn
peaple, the  descendants of those
Canadians of old, the last to give~up
the fight in that last battle, who,
with souls anguished by defeat, es-
corted tne Marquis of Montcalm from
the gates of Old Quebec to the Cha-
teau St. Louis, We thank you for
having lifted them up to you and
invited them to share your glory.

“Tarewell. Close to your resting
place, amid maples and poplars,
adorned by the coming spring with
luxurijant foliage, we shall many of
us congregate to pray in the tongue
of your ancestors. The field wherein
you lie, whose tender embrace you
received, will be light to vou. For it
i{s part of that native land whose
history is three centuries old and
whese motherly womb will some dav
cover our meanness with its vastness
and shroud our nothingness with its
perennity. Adieu!"

The Famed Lemieux Act
UT it is not alone in the sphere
B of eloquence that the career of
Lemieux has been great. He gave
to Canada one of its most practical
pieces of" legislation, famed the world
over as the Lemieux Act; and under
his administration the postoffice had
its most prosperous years. In the
war, too, he was a tower of ~trength,
and although his opinions on con-
scription were not those of the ma-
jority of his countrymen, the death
of his only son on the battlefield told
that his heart beat true; and ' so
doyghty an opponent as Sir Sam
Hughes has paid tribute to his ser-
vices and his patriotism.
The  circumstances under which
his representation of two constituen=

cies are brought before the commit-"
tee on elections, hardly do him credit.
His position, certainly, “is hostile to
his professions of Liberalism, and a
denial of the principles of really re-
sponsible gavernment. Nevertheless,
while all should desire to see Mr. Le-
mieux deprived of one of his seats,
few should care to see him deprived
of both, The House of Commons can
ill afford to lose much of intellect or
talent. It has row upon row of men
who, cold, hard and unimaginative,
know little of parliament's traditions,
and are careless of them; it has all
too few with the culture and the love
and knowledge of what government
means that distinguish Mr. Lemieux.

Hard to Please
I\IRS. HATTERSON: “What! you've
had fourteen cooks in three
months?”

Mrs. Catterson: “Yes, and I didn't;

—~u—please any of them,” =




