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champion Hackney femnale.
Undoubtedly, Calgary's Eighth Annual Horse

Show was an unqualified success.
The cowboy had his day. He drove out the

Indian, He was driven out himself, first by the
wire fences and then by the automobile and the
crush hat. Western civilization, always a revolu-
tian rather than a process, is seen at its hectic height
in such a city as Calgary, and at the horse show it
is focussed into a high-light, impressionistic pic-
ture. Twenty years ago a gang af cow-punchers
in f rom a roundup could make more noise than a
camp of Piegans at a suni-dance. What cowbays
are leit are pretty well absorbed into the new civili-
zation. Like the miounted police, they learned ta

adapt themselves ta new conditians. The cawboy
is flot altagether lamnenting the change when a
prominent cattle-man is president ai the Calgary
Horse Show Assçciation.ý The brancha in his day
was a fine institution, Just as the cayuse was in the
buffala days before the cattle came an the ranges.
The broncha stili survives. The cayuse is just
about extinct, except an the Indian reserves. Nearly
thirty years ago Rev. A. B. Baird, then preacher in
the Presbyterian church at Edmonton, and writer
ai editorials an the Edmonton Bulletin, wrote a
classic lament on the passing ai the cayuse, whose
uitility an the great plains was as marked as that ai
the camel on the Sahara. If the samne gentleman,
naow a prafessor in Manitoba University, cauld have
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been at the Calgary ilorse Show in 1913, he mnight
have been moved to a still mare inspiring reflection
an the development of the horse in modern times.
And he might have listened with half-amused in-
terest ta the poetic plaint ai the cowboy cantinued
f ram the head oi this article:

"Take me where there ain't no subways,
Nom no farty-story shacks;
Where they shy at automobiles,
Dudes, plug hats an' three-rail tracks.
Land ai prairie grass an, cattie,
Land ai sage bush an' ai gald;
Take me back there ta the rangeland,
Let me die there when T'm oid."
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The Cleric Who Consolidâtes Human Inierests Ini a Great Organiza lion of Spiritual Dimensions*

--Quo off icium ducit, se quere." Whither duty
ads, f ollow. .. . Ancestral motto of the Cody
ýmily from Cornwall.

ÇJENERABLE H. J. CODY has one supreme
purpose ta achieve before he becomes a
ripe, middle-aged mani. It is the biggest
and most expensive thing ai its kind in

anada. It is over 200 feet long, nearly a hundred
et ta the top ai the nave-and there's a great

semient under the fluor of that. There are great
Iws ai superb pillars supporting a tremendous ana
oomy groin-work ai timbers. There will be
ilendid stained glass windows. There is ta be an
-gan costing over $30,000. Some day there will

,t -nwpr crotmn, n)erhaDs $200,000. By that

By AUGUSTUS BRIDLE
as you hear in any cathedral tower. Ten o'clock.
The rector was still busy with his curate mnapping
aut a week's itinerary over thirty square muiles.

It was a lovely sound. Lest yau might think Dr.
Cady is a dreamny, meditative parson thumbing a

vice are marks ai the true Liberal or Progressive.ý
There is no reason why an Evangelical shauld nat
be a mild sort ai bigot. Ail depends upon how much
intolerance he includes in his evangelismn.

Dr. Cody has neyer been considered a bigot.
Nevertheless, he may have a few extreme evan-
gelical sticklers in his church ta whomn certain catn-
cessions have to be made-as a matter ai polity;
j ust as he has other mien who are broadly catholic in
view. It wauld be a miracle if so eclectic a congre-
gation as St. Paul's ever were built up without com-
promises and adaptations. And St. Paul's is no
miere definition af catechism. It is a strangely humian
aggregation oi diverse people, aIl astutely cen-
tralized by the recta! who, whatever nxay be his
precise catechetical creed, knows better than any-
thing else the personal and the httman equatian.
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