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The tables of the “British Exchange'' 
dining room literally groaned with the 
weight of the good things that were 
spread upon them last Fridey evening.
The occasion was the. annual St, An
drew's dinner, and in addition to the 
usual delicacies of the seaton, the palat
able and truly national dishes y slept, 
Braxy Home, Brothac and Bruts, 
Caald Kail, Scotch Heid, Athol Brace, 
Scotch Broth, Ac., were on view.

The ehsit was occupied by M. 0. 
Cameron, the popular Chief of theOode 
rich Caledonian Society, and ex-Chief 
Hutchison did the honor, of viee-chair. 
Punctually at 8:30 the chiela tjok their 
eaais, after which ex-Chief Hatehieon, 
holding aloft the historic

HAGGIS,
marched around the dining hall to music 
furnished by Pipers McKay and MeDon 
aid, end deposited the smoking “Chief
tain of the puddiu’ race” before Chief 
Cameron, who at onee delivered Barns’ 
well-known address.

Amongst the guests on the occasion 
were Thus Gibson, M. PP., Wroister 
Thus Straehan, ex-Reeve of Grey town 
ship ; Dr Campbell, Chief of Seeforth 
Caledonian Society ; R. Csroiichael, 
Seeforth ; Dr McDonald, Chief Rod 
MoKensie, and Pipera McKay end Me 
Kenxie, Kintail ; Chief McCrimmon, 
Jaa. Hunter, John Boyd, A. MePher 
son, D McDonald, Lucknow, and V 
Paton, Ingeraoll.

The Teas! Use
After the bountiful spread furnished 

by the genial proprietor of the “British 
Exchange," Mr O. B. Cox, had been 
done ample justice to by the large 
gathering, the tables were cleared, end 
Chief Cemeron introduced the toast list, 
with

“The Queen end Royal Family," 
which was duly responded to by the 
singing of tha “National Anthem,”

“The riasirtnnt -f the United States, 
owing to the unavoidable absence of 
Oooeal Chilton, was endorsed by the 
dating of “He’s a Jolly Good Fellow.”

“The Land We Left" was coupled 
with the names of D. McDonald, and 
T. Straehan.

Mr D McDonald, in rising to re
spond, stated that the bill of fare oon- 
y eyed to him the first intimation that he 
was expected to make an attempt at a 
speech tonight. He said : I think it is 
a fitting end proper thing that Scots
men should gather around the feetive 
board on the natal day of their patron 
mint to do honor to hie memory, and 
place their national virtues before the 
world. I say this, said he, because the 
predominant religion of the country, the 
caution and thrift of its people, end 
their so-called clenniihneas have bast 
made the unmerited butts for ridicule 
and sarcasm. (Hear, hear.) It has been 
untruthfully said that the Scotchman is 
a poor fallow, incapable of making much 
beyond prayers and money (laughter) ; 
and that he is a man who wants to 
monopolisa all the good places in this 
world and the world to come ; who 
beeps the ooi.imandments and every
thing else worth keeping (renewed 
laughter,); who «wears by Holy writ and 
bit political newspaper (hear, hear) ; 
who serves God every Sabbath day and 
Mammon the rest of the week. (Laugh- 
ter.) It has been said farther that farth
ings were introduced to allow Scotch
men to be generous; end with an utter 
disregard of truth he has been charged 
with being fond of seeing spirits—on the 
table (loud laughter); and, lastly, it has 
been said that Sootchnmn have refused 
to allow that downtrodden and persecut
ed race, the Jews, to use the marts of 
their country for trade and commerce. 
Hut if I mistake not, every one of these 
libels and slanders have now been with 
drawn, and withdrawn by the veiy 
auth us thereof. (Loud applause. ) It 
that bad not been done the gathering 
bare to light would have been a full 
refutation of the calumnies. He thank 
ad them for coupling his name with 
the toast, and resumed his seat amidit 
loud applause,

Mr Tboe. Strachsn was glad to be pre
sent, to see the old friends whom he had 
learned to respect so highly in former 
years. When he on- the invitation he 
could not resist the thought of wishing 

be once more amongst the old friends 
long ago. Although only a young 
when he left Scotland, there was 

no place where he would prefer to be 
born in than Scotland, nor would any 
other person if they fully appreciated 
the iituation. (Loud laughter) Though 
Scotland was on)y a small a peck on the 
lace of the globe he did not see how the 
world could get along without it, for it 
bad produced great men in its warriors, 
statesmen and poeta, who had done much 
to meold the world’s history. In the 
days when the ancient Romans subju 
gated England, the Scots not only held 

> own, but the enemy had to build 
to keep them from encroaching on 
preserves. (Applause) He did not, 

this, wish to disparage other nattons, 
merely to show that Scotchmen, the 

orld over, had a country and a history 
‘ which they might well be proud. This 

an occasion when Scotchmen had 
privilege of holding up the lend of 

air nativity; and if a little aelf-glori- 
lation was indulged in, it was highly 
irdooable nnder the circumstances, 

-tighter. ) He had not expected to re

ply to this toast, bat he could not resist 
the temptation of saying hie best word 
for the land whose bills and dales, end 
notables and history were so dear to hit 
heart. (Uheera and applause).

By request Mr Straehan, then sang a 
Gaelic tong, which was one of the 
features of the evening.

“Sootia’a Bsrd—Robbie Burnt,” was 
received with three times throe end a 
tiger. » •

Dr Campbell, Chief of the Seeforth 
Calédonien Society, ably responded as 
follows : Chief Cameron end gentlemen, 
I bave to thank yon for the honor you 
have conferred upon me in inviting me 
to respond to the toast, “The immortel 
memi ry of Robert Burns” The memo
ry of Sootia’e Bsrd is entwined with my 
earliest recollections. I read hie works 

bile a boy in the back woods of “Old 
Lanark.”' Books in those days were 
“like angel visits, few and far between ” 
And I could have used the language of 
our own McLachlan, in reference to 
them :
“1 bee but four hooka, end I read them by 

turns.
There's the Bible, Boot's Worthies. John Bun 

yen sud Burnt,"

There ia a different phase of lore here 
from the others I have mentioned. Or 
take still another in which the calm 
depth of long-wedded and happy love 
utters itself, so blithely yet pathetically:

• “John Anderson, my Jo John.”
Here we have that love that has with
stood the storms and winters of thirty, 
forty or fifty years, and has come forth 
true as steel end pure as gold. The 
soil guidwifo takes the band of her 
g ray-haired spouse and

“John Anderson, my Jo John,
We clamb the hill thetrithor ;

And mony e canty day, John,
We've had wl' sue anlther ;

Now we maun totter down, John ;
But band in bond we'll go.

And sleep thegither at the foot,
John Anderson, my Jo."

Or fur ftiendehip deeply rooted in the 
past, where is the long to compare with 

Auld La eg Syne.”
“We twa has paidl’t i" the barn,

Free morning sun till dine ;
But sees between at braid bee roar’d 

Bin auld lang syne."
Then fur comic humor of eoartship thaïe

walla
heir

he

And I would say that, with the excep
tion of the Bible, no other book has had 
such an influence in moulding my ehar 
acter or shaping my destiny for good or 
for evil as the works of Robert Burns 
And I would here remark that my admi 
ration for his works grew with my 
growth and strengthened with my 
strength—so that when I had occasion 
11 visit the old land a few years ago, it 
was with intense pleasure that I made 
a pilgrimage to the shrine of my favorite 
poet end visited those places he had im 
murtalizu'd by his undying song We 
stood inside of that lowly cot where 
over 130 years ago a child was born 
who wea destined to Immortality —

' had the patent of true nobility in his 
ooasesaion—the passport to eternal fame 
[f Burns h*d out been a true poet—if 
hie writings hid not had the stamp of im
perishable genius upon them—his name 
would long ago have been forgotten— 
his works have perished from the earth.
But what do we find I Hit fame is still 

the increase. His centenary was 
celebrated in a manner in which no man’s 
oeotenary ever was celebrated before 
His monument has beau planted on the 
Thames embankment in the world’s 
capital, and his bust in Westminster 
Abbey, amongst the great and mighty 
men of the grandest empire up m which 
the sun ever shone, and still the sun of 
his genius shines on in ever increasing 
splendor, all undiin med by the years 
that have flown. His works have now 
reached the 432d edition, while they 
have been trarslated into nearly all the 
modern languages of earth—procleiminj : 
him to be the poet not only of Soutient I 
and of Sootamen—bat of the world at 
large. And still hie memory ia fresh 
end green—still he blooms in immortal 
youth—still in our imagination, he 
walks—

••--------------in glory and in joy.
Behind the plough on the mountain side."

Burns was, by sll odds, the greatest 
ganius—the most wonderful mao the 
18th century produced.
“Like some tall cliff that lifts Its awful form. 
Swells from the rale and midway leaves the
Though round its breast the rolling clouds 

are spread. „ ,
Eternal sunshine settles on ltsjiead.
Yea, the “eternal eunahiue" of immor
tality, settles on our poet’s head today.
As to his poeitiou as a poet we would 
say that he was the greatest poet that 
ever sprang from the 'masses, end lived 
and died in humble life—and one of 
the greatest poets the world has ever 
produced, Take even hie prose writings, 
especially his letters to Mrs Dunlop, and 
those to his brother poets, and they 
would be considered models of composi 
tion even in our own day. His poems, 
such as “The Cotter’s Saturday Night,” 

Tam O'Shan ter,” “The Vision," “Ad
dress to the Da’ii, ’ “Man was Made to 
Mourn,” and others have rarely been 
equalled. It ia, however, as a song 
writer that the star of the peasant bard 
shines forth in peerless splendor. He 
has composed two hundred of the finest 
songs iu our language, and forty of these 
have never been equalled in any tongue 
or nation. To give you a few instances in 
which he has given their ultimate and 
consummate expression to fundamental 
human emotions—four songs may be 
mentioned in which a different phase of 
love hat been rendered for all time. 
First let ua take—“Of a’ the airts the 
wind can blaw." The idea here ia that ot 
newly-wedded love. The poet had left 
hie young wife in Ayrahire and had gone 
to prepare a home for her at Ellialand. 
After " the labors of the day—perhaps 
wet and weary—he would look towards 
the hills tha* separated Dumfries from 
his native county, and think of hie 

bannie Jean and then he sang out, 
clear and beautiful, the love strain in 
question, one of the best lie has ever 
penned. Then take his song, “My 
Bonnie Mary.” Here we have a diflerent 
phase of love—the soldier is going to 
light the battles of his country, and he is 
leaving his sweetheart Oil the shore 

The trumpets sound, the banners fly,
The glittering spears are ranked an ready ; 

The shouts o’ war are heard afar;
The battle closes thick and bloody ;

But it's not the war o' sea or shore.
Wad make me langer wish to tarry :

Nor shouts o' war that’s heard afar—
It's leaving thee,my honnie Mary.

Or take that popular song :
“Ye bunas an' braes o’ bon nie Doon.” 

Hero the scene’changos and we have toe 
poor maid who" has been deceived and 
deserted, or in the inimitable language 
of Burns—

••---- My fause luver stole my rose.
But, ah ! he left ike thorn w,’ me,

“Duncan Gray cam here te woo."
For that contented spirit which, while 
feeling life’s troubles, yet keepe “Aye 
* heart aboon them s! ”—we have “Con 
routed wi’ little, end nantie wi’ mair. ’
For wild and reckless daring, ming
led with e dash of finer feeling, there ia 
“McPherson's Farewell." For patriotic 
heroism, what can compare with—

■Boots wha hae wl’ Wallace bled."
The grandest war ode in any language.
Or for personal independence, if self- 
aaserting man hood,^take—

“A man’s a man for a’ that."
These are a few of the permanent emo
tions of the human mind to whioh 
Burns hat given expression for ell time. 
Burnt knew no blood royal on earth, 
uor indeed any blood but the rich, ruddy 
blood of the honest m-jn and bonnie 
lasses by whom he was surrounded. To 
him always and everywhere—

An honest man, though e’er sae poor.
Was king o’ men for a’ that."

“God hath made nations of one blood,” 
was the burden of hie gifted song. He 
sang the universal brotherhood of 
with all hie heart and all hie soul 
and all his strength, in a manner 
in which no man ever sang before 
him and may nerer do again. In this 
he shewed great insight into the big, 
throbbing heart of humanity, and his 
writings have done much to make pro
per fusion of'all classes of society. In 
this respect Bprns has been a benefactor 
of our race. The rich and poor are now 
seeking a truer platform on whioh they 
can unite fur the furtherance of the 
great ends of our existence. Nature 
loves fusion end bates iaulatjpna, and 
nations are strong in proportion to the 
completeness of their class fusions, and 
weak in proportion to their class isola
tions Robert Burns has twanged out 
the Divine idea of human brotherhood 
from the sympathetic strings of his great, 
big heart—and ice are all of one blood to
night. It waa when piercing with hie 
eagle eye the pretontions and shams 
that alienate man from man in this vale 
of testa that he composed his immortal 
poem :

“A man’s a man for a’ that."
Since the great port of Nature passed 
from Nature up to Nature’s God, what 
mighty forces have Men at work to 
bring about the realisation of hie grand 
prophetic, glorious dream ! The cheap 
postal system of the world, daily, hour
ly we might aay, sends messages to all 
lands, proclaiming our poet’s prophecy— 

“It’s coming yet for a’ that." 
Thousands of printing presses, with 
ceaseless enterprise and energy, sound 
the beautiful strain,

“It's coming yet for a’ that."
The railways careering along the valleys 
of the world, carrying oiviliz ition and 
freedom in their train, whistle,shrill and 
clear, the stirring strain :

' It's coming yet for a' that."
The vast fleets of steamships ploughing 
the waves of old ocean, carrying ihe com
merce of the world from shore n shore, 
beat the same millennial music with 
their paddles :

• It’s coming yet for a' that.”
The telephone, with the magic sound of 
the human voice, shouts the happy news 
from town to town and from city to city:

“It's coming yet for a' that."
The electric telegraph, impatient of it» 
noted compeers in arts, civilization and 
improvement, sends lightning-footed con 
Tiers beneath the waves of the mighty 
deep, proelaiming the joyful sound :

“It's coming yet for s' that.”
While from ten thousand centres of civi 
lizition, the electric light with its pen 
etrsting rays—harbinger of light and 
liberty to the world—flashes its cheering 
beams athwart the gloom while its twin- 
brother, the everlasting thunder,awakens 
the echoes among ten thousand hills and 
tosses the glad news from summit to 
summit- proclaiming the heaven-born 
message to all lands :

“It’s coming yet for a* that.
When man to man the world o er 

Shall brithers be for a' that."
A duet by Messrs Thoe Gibson, M.PP., 

and Thus Straehan, “A Man's a Man 
for s' That,” with the alternate verses in 
Gaelic, was capitally sung at this stage. 
This was followed by a song as fully ap 
predated, by Jas Hunter, of Lucknow, 
and “Castles in the Air," by R Car
michael, cf Seaferth.

A Scotch tctI by Messrs Rod Mac- 
Kenzie, Alex Mscpherson, Colin Mac 
donald and Dr Macdonald here worked 
the enthusiasm up to fever pitch, and 
was greatly enjoyed. During the even
ing Mr A P McLean and others of our 
townsmen showed that they could hold 
their own in the dances of the Gael.

A finely delivered recitation by Mr 
Paton, of Ingeraoll, “Qn the Birth of

Bums,” preceded the passing of the toast 
list to the hands of the vios-ehairman. 
ex Chief Hutchison, whose first toast was 

“The Day an’ a’ wha Honor Is," 
coupled with the name of Thoe Gibson1,
M PP.. for East Huron.

Mr Gibson was warmly greeted as he 
rose to respond. He had not expected 
to be here on this occasion, for when he 
got the invitation signed by “D 
McQillicuddy,” he thought it wee a 
practical joke put up by that 
irrepressible Irishman, and at first 
he could hardly realize the fact 
that the position of secretary of a Gala 
donian Society, even pro tern, could be 
entrusted to a son of Erin, but, u; e i 
carefully reading the invitation, hi* bet
ter judgment triumphed, and he had 
decided to come along and see hie old 
friend “Dsn,” and the other Scotchmen 
who would forgather on the occasion.
(Loud laughter,) Away back in the 
Sixties he had spent many pleasant days 
in the county council, and made many 
warm friendships in Goderich that had 
lasted up to the present time. Perhepe 
another reaaon why he hid at first 
doubted the genuineness of the invita
tion was that the dinner was fixed for 
the 89th of November, and he knew 
that November 30tb waa St Andrew’s 
night, but mature consideration forced 
him to believe that the day had been 
put ahead so that there would be no 
chance of encroaching upon the Sab
bath ; or perhaps the keeping of the 
anniversary would be counted from the 
time at which the proceeding! were 
brought to a dose. (Hear, hear, and 
applause. ) Much bad been said and 
much could be said in honor of the day 
they were now celebrating, bat time 
would not allow him to enter opon the 
subject to soy great extent. The 
poetry of Burns had done much 
to elevate the Scottish character.
In proof of this the speaker 
cited twenty-two lines from “Tam 
O'Shsnter,” which he averred for dee 
eriptive power and versatility oonld 
not be equalled by any other twenty-two 
lines by any other poet of any country,
He then dilated upon the literary, in
ventive and statesmanlike qualities of 
Scotland’» eons, and brought up history 
to show that their place waa always in 
the front rank. But, though loyal to 
the land of hie fathers, he was nene 
the less loyal to the land of hie 
adoption, (hear, hear,)—a land i i 
whioh all had the privilege of 
taking a high place regardless ef here
dity, a land where integrity, industry 
and sobriety were the letters patent for 
positions of power in the community. 
And here he would impress upon his 
countrymen the necessity of avoiding 
what bad almost got to te looked upon 
as a national vice—the use of intoxi
cants. He was able to enjoy himself at 
meetings of this kind as well as the live
liest among them, and yet he could say 
that although well up in years he had 
never known the taste of ardent spirits 
(hear, hear, and applause,) and he was 
too old now to change hie way, and 
would continue on the old line to the 
end. (Loud applause. ) Like Haul before 
Agrippa he would Ilka all hit country 
men to be not almost, but altogether, 
persuaded as he was upon this line. 
(Loud and prolonged cheers )

Song—’’Rouble Burns,” by R. Car
michael.

The Sister Societies,” was the next 
toast honored.

Dr McCrimmon, Chief of the Luck
now Caledonian Society, was loudly 
cheered as he rose to reply. He was 
pleased to be with the Goderich society 
and had enjoyed himself most heartily.
He hid partaken of everything Scotch 
within reach on the table (laughter) and 
had taken in and highly relished the ex 
cellent speeches. When Lucknow held 
its Scottish gatherings he waa always 
glad to welcome the friends from Gode- 
rich, who hive ever been kindly dispos
ed toward the Caledonians of the north
ern village. (Hear, hear. ) He did not 
altogether agree with Mr Gibson's re
ference to Mr McQillicuddy. We all 
knew the latter to be an Irishman proud 
of his country,but always ready and wilt
ing to further the interests of any 
nationality. In past years no one had 
done better work to advance the inter
ests of the Caledonian Society in Luck
now than he, and the fact that he had 
a “Mao” to his name led the speaker 
to hope that there must be a Scottish 
■train in him. (Loud laughter ) In con
clusion the speaker regretted there 
were not more frequent occasions like 
the present for the enjoyment of the 
social and intellectual qualities of the 
sons of the heather.

Song—“Scotland Yet,” by Mr Paton. 
Song—“The Pride of Glencoe,” by 

Mr Straehan.
“The Land We Live In,” waa coupled 

with the name of Mr J. T. Garrow, Q C 
Mr Garrow, who waa enthusiastically 

received, said : I am pleased to meet so 
many old friends around the board to do 
honor to Auld Scotia's patron saint. I 
have not in the past attended many each 
meetings, although as good a Scotchman 
—or at least Scotch-Canadian—aa any of 
you, but if this is an average Caledonian 
supper you may count me as hereafter 
with the greatest of pleasure a Caledo
nian. 1 do not intend to make a speech, 
even if I were able, on the thSrne you 
have given me, “Tha Land Wo Live In.” 
The subject ia a large one, and as the 
hour n late, and I know Scotchmen are 

ot fond of long speeches, 1 will be 
rief. But although not able to make 
uoh an aidreia as I would like, I will 

yield to oo one in the love and admira
tion which we all bear toward* the home 
of our ancestors. I am not aware of any

•neb slender resources has made, and ta 
making such a mark on Ae page of hu
man history. It is said that on the day 
of Bannockburn the whole population of 
the oonatry didn't exceed 300 000; at the 
accession of James to the throne of Eng
land it waa only 1,000,000, and even to
day it is rather under that ot onr own 
fair Dominion of Canede. In this con
nection, I ask, Is there e grander 
spectacle in the world’» history than 
that of the fighting atrength of thie 
paltry 300,000 confronting undaunted 
on the edge of that historic morass 
near Ban nook barn the power end 
pride of the mighty Edward ? (Ap
plause.) That they were able to do so 
successfully must ever remain one of the 
marvel» of history. But they have bed 
other end, happily, more peaceful Ban
nockburn» since, tor their whole subse
quent history has been a series of victor
ies over mighty opposing forces of every 
kind, in ell the various walks in life, at 
home end abroad. But nowhere has 
their energy and indomitable persever
ance, their undaunted pluck end practi 
oal bravery been displayed to greater ad
vantage then in colonial life. It seems, 
for some reason, to do s Scotchman good 
to transplant him. (Laughter.) He 
takes upon himself then e new and alto 
gather more vigorous growth Take our 
own Dominion. Unr Premier in the House 
of Commons, is that able old Scotch- 

1, Sir John Macdonald, who has, I 
believe, held that high office for a longer 
period than that of any living man at 
home or abroad. Whom did he tucceedl 
That other equally able.altheugh perhaps 
less fortunate Scotchman, the Hon 
Alexander Mackenzie. Again, our local 
premier st Toronto is another noble Soot, 
the Hon Oliver Mowat. Then in com
merce we have onr Aliens end Ogil
vie», our Gordons end Mackey», out 
Browns and Gillespies, our M c 
donalds and Moffetts, in fact the 
whole noble bead roll of the 
most prominent men in the Dominion 
in commercial life is » succession of 
Scottish names. In my own profession, 
that of lew, have we not, to say nothing 
of others, a email Clan Cameron of our 
own; all, from the late John Hilliard at 
its head and including our own worthy 
chief who »o acceptably presides tonight, 
bright end shining lights! But time • will 
not admit of even mentioning more of 

foremost colonial Scotchmen. It 
must suffice to say that, go where you 
will, here or elsewhere around the world, 
you will always find the sons of the 
heather either at or very near the top, 
and those below bound to get there in 
time. Now whet, we may ask, it it that 
makes our countrymen so successful > 
Some say hit thrift, born of his narrow 
resources at home; but thrift would not 
account for it all. My friend, Mr Mac
donald, who spoke to a previous toast, 
hae mentioned as one of the Scotchman's 
peculiarities hie power of “appropriating” 
things, end be mentioned a number of 
instances. But, strangely, he omitted to 
mention that we have boldly and in the 
face of history not appropriated—that is 
too mild—but boldly stolen the Sainted 
Andrew as our patron, and qualified him 
for that high office by dubbing him 
Scotchman; well, aa Scotchmen have 
willed it so, it most be so— s fig for his
tory! The good St Andrew must now re
main a Scotchman till the ciaek of doom. 
(Prolonged laughter and loud applause.) 
But will thrift and the “predatory in
stinct" account for all ? Must we take no 
account of Scottish pluck, of Scottish 
bravery in the face of danger, of his 
perservetance and endurance, of his ad
aptability to surrounding circumstances, 
of Scottish pride acd self respect, of his 
love of truth and hatred of shams, nor 
of his affection for home and kindred, 
nor above all of his lore of God and of 
country 1 These are the things that make 
Scotchmen great, and which we of Scot
tish blood, in building up this new coun
try, should strive to imitate if we would 
not become degenerate aona of noble sires. 
We ate too apt to make unfair compar
ison between this fair Canada of ours and 
the glorious old land. We, Canadian 
born, sigh for a country with a history, 
we would like a literature of our own, 
we want a past in addition to the glorious 
future plainly before us; all this is quite 
natural, but we forget that we are at 
the beginning of our career while Scot
land is hoary with centuries of develop
ment. Time and a glorious past have 
thrown a glamour over every hill and 
valley in it. Yet they there bad their 
insignificant beginnings as we are having 
ours. After all it is not the hill and the 
dale that makes Scotland what it is. 
Without the people the country would 
be e more wilderness; very fair to look 
upon, I admit, but still a wilderness. 
You must clothe the hills, and people the 
valleys with the heroic race fr >m 
which we spring to give them enduring 
human interest; wait patiently and we 
too will have all we now lack and sigh 
for, and that Scotland has in such abun
dance. Like Scotland, we here belong to 
the “true north” of Tennyson. And it is 
but history speaking when I remind you 
that in all times the northern people,have 
ever been the conquerors and ultimate rui- 
eraof the world. We have a noble coun
try here of infinite capabilities, in which 
we have but to be true Scotchmen in the 

-best sense to make it the happy home of.

of 
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country, and in a small way partook of 
the hardships of which I speak, and 
therefore “racy of the soil,” knew 
whet I speak, when I say that then 
already In onr adopted lend 
amount of latent heroism, 
a strength of character end purpose 
which we are too apt to overlook, 
bat which will at some time or other 
give a good account of itself. Nor, 
peeping for » moment behind the 
friendly mists which time end distance 
lend, need we regret that onr lot is wet 
in Canada, rather than in the mother
land. It is better for both of as at it Is. 
Better for Scotland, and for England, 
aod for Ireland too, that, through the 
discovery of Ameriw, thie noble vent for 
their pent oo and mostly miserable popu
lations was foond. Here we have great
er scope end e clearer atmosphere in 
which to work ont whet I firmly believe 
to be e nobler destiny. Un trammeled 
by traditions and by the spoiler’s plw of 

rested rights” we have here the noble 
opportunity of working oat to n satis
factory result the great problem of a free 
g'lvernment “of the people, for the peo
ple, by the people. Let ns then, wnile 
always keeping a warm corner in onr 
hearts for the old land, be none the lew 
honest, manly, patriotic Canadians, ever g 
remembering that true patriotism de
mands as its foundation a real and not » 
■ham freedom.

Song—“Bonnie Charlie’s now Awe’,” 
by Mr Hunter. •

Song—“We’ve Aye Been Provided 
For," Mr Carmichael.

The Professions,” was coupled with 
ihe names of Mr F. W. Johnston and 
Drs Shannon and Taylor, who ably re
sponded I

Song—“Half-Past Ten,” Mr Robert 
Dickson.

“A Galashiels Episode,” was nwtly 
told by Mr Gibson, the finale bringing 
down the house.

"The Parliaments of Canada,” was 
briefly replied to by Mr M. C. Cemeron.

Song—“The Queer Folk o’ the Shew,” 
was sung by Mr A. P. McLean with 
dramatic effect.

Song— “Mary of Argyle,” by Mr R.
S. Williams, in excellent style.

Song—“The Sprig of Shilleleh," by 
D. McGillieuddy.

Song—"The Five O’Clook ’Bos,” by 
Mr R 8. Williams.

“The Municipal Institutions,” ww 
responded to in an interesting manner 
by councillor Humber. He was not a 
Scotchman, but it gave him pleasure to 
see how loyal Scotchmen were to the 
land of their fathers. Our best efforts, 
irrespective cf race, should be put for
ward to develop the great country in 
which onr lot waa now cast. (Ap
plause.)

Reeve Proud foot had hoped to be 
left off the list of speakers, and did not 
intend to give an address. He was per
haps the beet racial blendjin the room, 
being an Irish-Sootch Canadian. There 

no necessity for dilating on the 
municipal institutions, as the press kept 
the doings of that body before the light 
of day. (Applause.)

Song—“Muldoon, the Solid Man,” by 
R Carmichael.

Song—“Bonnie House of Airlie," by 
J. Hunter.

“The Press,” responded to by D. 
McQillicuddy.

Song — “ Toddlin’ Ben,” by Mr 
Paton.

“The Ladies,”—Drs Shannon and 
Macdonald.

“The Host and Hostess,” waa fitting
ly replied to by Mr G. B. Cox. He had 
endeavored to keep up the credit of the 
old "British Exchange," and it gave 
him pleasure to know that hie efforts 
were appreciated by all who had been 
present during the evening.

At this stage, Mr D. McDonald, of 
Lucknow, moved a vote of thanks from 
the visiting brethren to Chief Cameron, 
of Goderich, and strongly compliment
ing Goderich Caledonian Society on the 
success of the gathering.

Chief Cameron, in rising to respond, 
received the proverbial “three times 
three, and another.' Hr was in good 
fettle, aod had enjoyed a most pleasant 
evening. The hour was late, he said, 
and Scotchmen like to do everything in 
good order, and he Relieved the duty of 
the hour was now to adjourn, after the 
singing of “Auld Ling Syne," in good 
Scotch fashion, and seek the repose 
which even Scotchmen required after 
work well done, and an evening well 
spent. (Cheers and loud applause.) He 
had been an active worker in getting up 
the first Caledonian dinner ever held in 
Goderich, and he had also taken much 
pleasure and pride in resuscitating the 
celebration of the anniversary. Last 
year the dinner was a success, but he 
believed this year we had improved up
on its predecessors. He was proud of 
the position he held as chief of the 
Caledonian Society. He had in the 
course of his life occupied some impor
tant places, but in none of them did he 
take the pride that ho did in being 
Chief of the Goderich Caledonian So
ciety. (Loud applause.) He was pleased 
ti see so many brother Scots fr um out
side points, rejoiced to know that they 
had thoroughly enjoyed themielves, and 
hoped to see them and many others pre
sent next year to celebrate the anoiver-

smiling millions. Nor are we lacking injsary of Scotland’s patron saint—for the 
the heroic element. What greater heroes | success of this evening ensured the per-
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have we in modern times than the 
neer settlers of this colony—men 
left their fixed habits and the narrow 
life of the old land to hew out for them
selves and their children, in the wilder
ness of Canada, a new and a larger habi
tation. (Renewed and continued ap

petuation of the celebration in Gode
rich. (Cheers ) He closed a rousing five 
minutes’ address amidst prolonged ap
plause and loud cheers.

The plessant evening’s entertainment 
was brought to a close by the singing 
of “Auld Lang Sync" shortly after the

< r modern, whichwith 1 pi-»-) 'l, who spent», youth in the •’wee. .me'hour, a,ont the,-to'.”


