THE WAY OF THE WEST

the head of the table sat Thomas Shouldice,
radiating good-will. A huge white pitcher of
steaming golden coffee was in his hand. He
poured a cup of it brimming full, and handed it
to the little priest, who sat near him.

“ Have some coffee, father?” he said.

Where could such a scene as this be enacted—
a Twelfth of July celebration where a Roman
Catholic priest was the principal speaker, where
the company dispersed with the singing of “ God
Save the King,” led by an American band?

Nowhere, but in the Northwest of Canada,
that illimitable land, with its great sunlit
spaces, where the west wind, bearing on its
bosom the spices of a million flowers, woos the
heart of man with a magic spell and makes him
kind and neighborly and brotherly!
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