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men less fit, physically, mnentally, morally, than if e

in the fields, bepeath a smnokçless sky. Add to this

the hooligan, who is being exportede along with

the cottons and woollens of tngiand, to stock the

Caniadian market, and hie may well ask, is this not

a clear case of community of interest, when.all
Canadians should join to keep these people out?

Mr. Bourassa's hooligan, like the Paris apache,

and the New York gangster, is a by-product of

city life. He springs from parents who have made

a~ poor tbiiig of their lives. He bas failed to fit

himself for factory work; and so he bas drifted

into petty crime. Take himi ail in aIl, he is not a

desirable person, especially at nigbtfall. We re-

spect his eccentric ability, we sometimes envy the

romance of bis life in the underworld; yet, some-

how, we feel we cannot do without the police-force
that controls him. But that is not Mr. Bourassa's

iridictment against hlm. The Nationalist leader
looks to the fu~ture, to the time wJien bis hooligan

will endow Canada witb (presumably) other little

hooligans, who will be bad playmates for our chu-m

dren, and will lead themn into evil ways.
Now this is precisely what the hooligan is.least
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likely to 4». He made a failure in.,England: hie

may nmake a. failure in Canada; but, take 1dm ail

in ail, hie cornes of a stock inherently sound, 'whic h

should right litseif under good conditions. The

great rush citywards in England began about 1780.
For one hundred and thirty years it bas persisted;

and it bas been due mainly to the prospect of higher

wages, which the manufacturer presented to the

wretched peasant. It has attracted to, the towns,
nlot the duil and unambitious, but the venturesomie
flot the mientally weak, but those whose imagina-

tion was fired by this spark of hope. In them-

selves, those who have flocked and do fiock to, the

towns are a finer stock than those who remain on

the country side of England. Bad housing, bad

drainage, and bad conditions of labour have made

the modern hooligan. But England was consistent,
in that she manuifactured the hooligan, like every-

thing else, out of the best material that she could get.

.Acquireld cbharacteristics, whether they be bad

phiysique or bad habits, if we rnay believe the biol-

ogîsts, are not inherited., They may be perpetu-

ated by bad conditions of if e: under good cQndi-

tions they- will disappear. This was a stock, of

somne value,ý which bas lost its value through e;!c1
posure. Canada can off er conditions most favour-

able. to reco very. Canada cain profit more than any

country, by the brain and muscle or a good stock

of men. Australia, whose .situation is similar, bas

for many year.s refused to do so. Now bier politi-

cal leaders comnplain of under population. She bas

the resources, but she bas not got the men. 'She

could see no use. for the hooligan.
London, Paris, New York, Toronto, ail attract

te tbem the best and the most enterprising men.

AIl of themn take from those men more than tbey

give them. The nervous strain and the physical

discomforts of the cities are not healthy. Toronto

must deal with'them; for the present, in'spite of

bier versatile adviser, she can do littie good by

refusing admittance te, bis hooligan. The samie con-

ditions which produced bîi in England, or for

that matter in France and in America, will produce

him here. But if we can by somie meanis reduce

the strain, if we can abolish the discomforts; above

ah, if we can. produce a stable industrial system,
then we need not fear the hooligan, whether bie be

Canadian or foreign-born.

Q ua ra'n ttle Ca-mp
Story of the Hard Lines of Life in a Gold Camp That Made Sark an Unheralded Hero

them~ agTn -1, eT e

T 1E tougbest of the leathered stampeders
trailing up Dyea ValleY by the aurora'sT lîght stopped and rubbed bis eyes as if
their kecen vision had for once played hini

f aise.
"Oh, yeur lamps are alrigbt, Sark," bis grinning

comnrade assured bim. "Yon's a golden-haired chee-

chako in the lead. Saw him break camp on the

beach. Tons of baggage. Ail Indian-packed. M./ust

have money. Just look at that outfit."
Sark frownied. "'Tbat's what 1 arn lookinig at.

He can bring ail the luggage bie can. pay for, Bas-

sett, but why in thunider does he want to pack a
kid?"

"Eh? Kid ?" Tom Bassett's body, bending under

its f orty-pound load, straightened like a released

bow. He stared at the back of the nearest Indian

buick. Strapped te that back, papoose-fashion, in a

sbeath of blanket wýs a boy of five or six. H1e had

bis heatl stuck out, peering at the buge bulk of

"isn't it a whopper ?"
1 back at the ingenuous ques-
the lad's man-borse witb one
the blanket sheath. Tom Bas-
eard him explaini»g how they
oot, going up by Canyon City
d-. ctppn nf the Scales and on

"At least,
shift bis
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f eet. -The bucks will 'tend to, the baggage and
the boy.",<

"'What'!ý bis namnel
"Whose? The father's?"
"Blast the father! No! iHe ought to be shot for

briniging himi here. What's the kid's naine? First
name, 1. mean ?

"Don't know. Man's name's Challis. From the

States, a f ellow toid me on Dyea Beach. Looks as

if be came f romn the peachland part."
"Wby didn't be leave the kid in the peachland,

eh ?" demand'ed Sark, fiercely.
"Widower ' the f ellow said. Widower without re-

lations. No place to leave him."
"His wife's relations, then ?"

"Aren't any."
"Muhi! Areni't there f riends and tbings? You

know, Bassett, the Dawson Trail's no place for
infants."

"Or peachland fathers," supplemented Tom. "But

what you lagging about? What's griping you?

Turning paternal, youi big black gorila ?"

"Maybe sol" Sark growled, and fell to bis plod-

ding again.
"Faster," urged Bassett, pulling bis arm and

swinging past the cheechake outfit. "Yonder'st.. i..,.4

~j~fl~fl hefore

-BUT Sark and Bassett did see them again. A late

autumn gale was holding ahl the Linderman
boats at the béad of Bennett when two hired boat-

mnen lîned Challis' craft through the mile-long neck

of bad water connectÏng the two lakes. In spite

of warning and protest they pushed on. The wind

blew a hurricane, but one boatman attending the

sail and the other holding the steering sweep, they

tacked into the teetb of the stormn.
Sark and Bassett watched themn, and Sark cursed

Challis. for bis ignorant f 1oolhardiness. And even

while bis anathemas rang, the sal split like a rifle-

crack, the boat kicked- round viciously, snapping the

steering oar. Then tbey saw ber tossed like a

chip on a wave-crest to plunge bottom-up in the

trougb.
Sark turned upon bis coinrade a face as bard as

tbe crater 'rocks. "Ever tbink such a mild, peach-

land man could be a murderer, eh ?" be demanded

in an awful voice. "H11&s drowned that kid. 1 told

hlm hie would . H1e told me to go to bell. Now

where do you suppose be'll go bimself ?"

Bassett gave a start. "You've gone batty on that

boy," he accused. "Mold on, Elric. You know an

accident-"
"Accident !" roared Sark, in interruption. "Didn't

we tell bim?"
And witb that he wheeled and dashed along the

beach. Tom Bassett sprinted after, and a half-niile

away they came upon the boat tossed bigb on the

shore. It was stihl bottem-up, broken-backed, and

battered. Tbey set shoulders to it to heave it over:

As it tilted back against the boulders, they both

gave a cry.
Lashed te 'the seat amidsbips was the boy.

Sark's fury and violence of motion went from

him suddenly. H1e stared helplesshy, and it was

Tom Bassett's hands that f elt the beating of the

heart and passed carefully over the limbs.
"Sound as a dollar," he announced, "but haîf-

drowned. Wbat be wants is the water shaken ont

of him and blankets and hot drinks. Rere, lift!I

We got to run for the tent.",
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