GREATER CANADA: AN APPEAL

1 OW, in this month of April, when the ice is leavin.g our
rivers, the ministers of Canada take ship for this the
fourth Colonial Conference at London. What do they_go to do?
Nay, rather what shall we bid them do? We——t}.le six million
people of Canada, unvoiced, untaxed, in the Empl}‘e, unhee(.led
in the councils of the world,—we, the six mlll.xon colonials
sprawling our over-suckled infancy across a contment:,,——wl.lgt
shall be nor message to the motherland? Shall we stl}l whine
of our poverty, still draw imaginary pictures of our thin herds
shivering in the cold blasts of the North, their sh‘epherdg
huddled for shelter in the log cabins of Montreal and Toronto?
Shall we still beg the good people of England to bear yet g
little longer, for the poor peasants of their colony, the' burden
and heat of the day? Shall our ministers rehearse this Wormn.
out fiction of our ‘acres of snow,’” and so sail home again, stil}
untaxed, to the smug approval of the oblique‘ politicians of
Ottawa? Or, shall we say to the people of Lngland,v “The
time has come; we know and realize our count..ry. \:\ e will
be your colony no longer. Make us one with you in an Empire,
Permanent and Indivisible.”

This last alternative means what is commonly ecalleg
Imperialism. It means a united system of defence, an imn.
perial navy for whose support somehow or other the whaole
Empire shall properly contribute, and with it an imperig)
authority in whose power we all may share. To many people
in Canada this imperialism is a tainted word. It is too muel,
associated with a truckling subservience to English people
and English ideas and the silly swagger of the hop-o’-my‘
thumb junior officer. But there is and must be for the trye
future of our country, a higher and more real imperialism thay,
this—the imperialism of the plain man at the plough and the
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