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I am agrain of wheat; plain, com-
mon, 'No i bard; flot distinguished in
outward appearance; small in my in-
dividual capacity, but taken coUlec-
tively, I forma the food of the people,
the real backbone of the nation's
strength. Where flrst I came from,
where first 1Isaw thé light of day is
to me a question almost unanswerable,
Some say that 1 wasa known in the
dawn of human bistory, and that in
the anc jent valleys of the Tigres and
Euphrates I firat becamne a. factor in
the life of mari. Otbhers, equally well
informed, have told me that by the
the banks of the historic Nile, I throve
and prospëred ere pyramid and Sphinx
had reared their solemn form above
the land; and even the Chinese, that
strange people who claim patent
rights on ail the great inventions of
the ages, are said to have known me
since the earliest of the early records
of their country's history. But this is
speculative, and of' litle interest in
this hustling age of frnstle and a-
chiévemen , and Rere I am today, a
Canadian, flot by chance, nor by b irth
but fro m choice; for is il flot true that
in Canada I bave found my true home,
the land where 1 reach the highest
possible point of perfection. And the
story that I want to tell you today is
not anc ient history but the warm re-
cord ofrtecent events; of wagon tracks
in the desert, of burnished bands of
steel in place of rock and morass, and
thriving towvns, and prosperous citieIs
where only a few short years ago the

buffalo roamied, uriharmed in att his
gtory, bytihe banks of the Red, down
the Assinniboia or ini that mightY
valley of copse and plain and wood
bearing the low-toned, musical In-
dian appellation- Saskatchewan.

Yes, 1 arn a Canadian-No i hard
Red Fife. But Red Fife is, as you
know, flot a natije of this country. 1
am frorn Pmported stock. My introduc-
er, one Robert Fife by namne, purchas-
ed me from a merchant engaged in
the Baltic trade and I was first grown
in the vicinity of Peterborough ini
Eastern Ontario. But th'e weevil, tfiat
pest of the wheat field, soon learned
of my presence and I was forced to
abandon that district and then began
that westward march which has car-
ried the banner of prosperity froin
hili to bill, from. plain to plain, across
barren stretches where the coyote
howls and the antelope fiee froin the
iron horse, on and on, in the shadow
of the Rockies, under the fI.cker of
the Northern lights, and everywhere
I go the earth responds to th-_ tread
of marching feet and commerce fol-
lows in my wake.

It was in 1856 that my real migra-
tion began. In that year 1 reached
Minnesota. But it was not tilt 1870
that an event happened that sent mny
old blood bounding through my veins
and paved the way for that great mua-
sure of success in life which has since
fallen to my lot. In that year Ed-
mund N. La Croix introuced in the
west a machine of French invention

which enabled the millers to make
from my hitherto despised body a
fibur equal to the best. That purifier,J
for it was nothing more than a device
for separafimg shorts from flour, was,
to me, the touch of the hand of des-
tiny. From that day my real hiàtory
began,' It was now a forward march,
and on to'vaster fields to conquer.
True, 1 had my troubles, my life was
not always blessed with happiness,my
ways flot always ways of peace, but
when 1 look back and remember the
olden days, 1 can onty hope that in
the present 1 may live a life worthy
of the past, prophetic of a stili more
glorious future.

In the saine year 187o, I crossed
the boundary int Manitoba, what a
historic marchi In a Red River cart
drawn by oxen. Slow! Oh God, how
slow, when compared to modern tran-
sportationi But I did welt on Manito-
ba soit. I grew, and throve, and pros-
pered in that deep, rich loamn as if
Almighty God had, froin the creation
of the world, ordained that I should
pas the remainder of my days in that
haven of rest.

Troubles! My pioncer life was full
of thern. I said I prospered, so I did,
but at first I thought my very life
would be destroyed. Some ycars a
biting frost nipped hopes in the bud
and the promise of a glorieus harvest
wvas dissipated in a single night; then
one ye ir the grass-hoppers came, and
once, yes, more than once, the ramn
failed, the Sun looked down day after
(Jay from a. clear sky, the very soit was
borne of the fields, the brown-baked
prairie seemied as if its natural color
was forever genie, and. at timies 1 ai-
most thought that Ged had forgotten
me, and that my struggie for existenlce
on the plains must go downi in ail the

misery and blackness of defeat. in
those early days we could . flot pro-
duce suoeicient food for the incoming
settiers, and thousands of bushels
were imported every year. But by tbis
time 1 was beginning to take hold. 1
had crossed into the Territories, had
worked my way over the Portage
Plains, skirted the banks of the Sour-'
is and was gradually feeling My way
over the better sections of the Pro-
vince. Then came a magic word. My
brothers and 1 waited with bated
breath. Could it be? Was it a reality?
A railroad, a transcontinental line,
that woutd send out branches and
feeters through ail parts of the coun-
try and gladden the heart of every
niant It came. Years after 1 had cross-
ed to Manitoba, the sound of a con-
struction train was heard in the great
western plain. Oh how 1 wetcomed it.
It brought influx of population, pros-
perity and coinfort, such as I had
neyer dreamed of. But still many of
my brothers had long distances to
travel. 1 remember one time before
the province became a network of
railIroads, 1 was quartered lni the south-
ern part almost 50 miles from Bran-
don. A load was made up, and my
master who was a wealthy man had
a teara of horses-not common in
those days I assure you-- to draw that
loadto0town. The traits were buffalo
traits, or no traits at att, but resolute-
ly we bumped atung the road. At
last we camne 10 a stream, not a large
streain, but too deep for us to ford.
The horses must swim it. I remem-
ber the load was taken off thewaggon
the box followed suit;, the horses
ptunged in and partly swimming,part-
ly wading, stumbtcd across. XVas the
work complete? No, the waggon box
was "plugged", that is, a boat was

Oanada's aroatest Sohool of Business.
Thonsands ol mUes may separate you Iroin our school, but cannot bin<ur voit frein profiting by our traininig by mail. Wherever CanadlaIn

Mail Matter can go, we eaur raclî x ou andt tch you BOOK-KEEPING, SHORTHAND OR PENMANSHIp.

It w'ould take pages of this nmaga/iine ai cost us 1itmdreds o f d(llars to tkil veli ail t1liat NW w-old like to kl\ ou about our School and its
highi-ctass work ; but a postal card, i(l(ressu(l as below, xvilge u edi3e <oiit aluleirie cf oM'-sw hidli are ackiiowledged to be the hand-
somnest ofthie kind i- ii tl 1fie conit iîwnt.

If Yoi wshto aitt ei a1b1n-11îies-ý scliool, write for Cat,,loo ne IL.
If you wish to t:îk our honme courses~, write for Catfalogue C. 1Lî,ther et t1ivu -1 u fi '. for thie askiig- by- addressîng

D. McLachlnn & Co.> Canada Business College, Chatham n t.

I 18

lc

ai
n

ti

a
p<I

tt n


