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done all this and shall we balk at this poor colonial question?
At it then, like men, shrewd representatives of Ottawa and
Westminster, trained in the wisdom of the ages. Listen not
to those who would block the way with a non possumus on
this side, a non volumus on that. Find us a way, shew us a
plan, a mere beginning if you will, a widow’s mite of contribu-
tion, a mere whispering of representation, but something that
shall trace for us the future path of Empire.

Nor is guidance altogether lacking in the task. For at
least the signs of the times are written large as to what the
destiny of Canada shall not be. Not as it is,—not on this
colonial footing, can it indefinitely last. There are those
who tell us that it is best to leave well alone, to wait for the
slow growth, the evolution of things. For herein lies the
darling thought of the wisdom of the nineteenth century, in
this same Evolution, this ready-made explanation of all
things; hauled over from the researches of the botanist to
meet the lack of thought of the philosopher. Whatever is,
is: whatever will be, will be,—so runs its silly creed. There-
fore let everything be, that is: and all that shall be, shall be!
This is but the wisdom of the fool, wise after the fact. For
the solution of our vexed colonial problem this profits noth-
ing. We cannot sit passive to watch our growth. Good or
bad, straight or crooked, we must make our fate.

Nor is it ever possible or desirable that we in Canada can
form an independent country. The little cry that here and
there goes up among us is but the symptom of an aspiring
discontent, that will not let our people longer be colonials.
"Tis but a ery forced out by what a wise man has called the
growing pains of a nation’s progress. Independent, we could
not survive a decade. Those of us who know our country
realize that beneath its surface smoulder still the embers of
racial feud and of religious bitterness. Twice in our gener-
ation has the sudden alarm of conflict broken upon the quiet
of our prosperity with the sound of a fire bell in the night.
Not thus our path. Let us compose the feud and still the
strife of races, not in the artificial partnership of an Inde-



