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Lords of the North14

much 'gusto and self-importance as any man of
them. %

Then followed toasts, such a list of toasts as
only men inured to tests of strength ýcould take.
Ironical toasts to the North-West -Passage, whose
myth Sir Alexander liad dispelled; toa-4ts to the

idiscoverer of the MacKenzie River, which brought,
storms of applause that shook the house; toasts

to Il our distinguished guest whose suave re-
sponse disarmed all suspicion; toasts to the

41 Northern winterers," poor devils, who were serv-
ing the cause by undergoing a life-long term of

Arctic exile; toasts to." the merry lads of thc
north," who only served in th.e -ranks wiýhout at-
taining to the honor of partnership ; toasts enough,
in all conscience, to drown the memory of every
man present. Thanks to -4my Uncle Jack Mac-
Kenzie, all my toasts were taken in peppermint,

and the picture in my mind of that banquet is as
clear to-day as it was when I sat at the tableC.
What would I not give to be back at the Beaver

Club, living it- all over again and hearing !Eir
Alexander MacKenzie with his flashing hero»eyc,>
and quick, passionate gestures, recounting that
wonderful voyage of his with a sulky -crew into a

region of hostiles; telling of, those long intermi-
nable winters of Arctic night, when the great ex-
plorer sounded the depths of utter despair in serv.
ice for the company and knew not whether he

faced madness or starvation; and thrilling the
whole assembly with a*description of his first
glimpse of the Pacific! Perhaps it was what 1


