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managed to, extract a feeble smudge from thc
Cuban cigar. "il beli6%-ed in it. I liked Canada. I.
believed in Canada."

It sectms chronologically certain that Sir William
believed in ibis country quite a bit sooner than any
other Yankee that amounted 10 anything. It also
secins rallher odd that a few years hefore lie began
to swear by the C. P. R. and the country that lie-
longed 10 the C. P. R., Jim Hill1 should have been
rnaking railway gridîrons in the northwestern
States. It w-as a case of swap. Some say that
1H11l believes in Canada quite as imucli as Van
H orne docs-but not in the C. P. R. 1 didn',t ask
Sir William about Mr. ll, the Canadian who
ixîvented "the cost of higli living." But I should
like t0 have a book on America collaborated by
these two- railroad magnates; one born in the
United States and making bis fortune in Canada;
tother just the other way round.

"inm a Canadian !" said Sir William, with energy.
'l'lie idea sirnply hiad to have room. From lying

alinost pxrxîe across the broad of the vast sofa hie
struggled upriglit and leaned like a tremendous
grargoyle out of bis own amplitude. He emitted
a litige puif of smoke and batted it 10, one side
because hie couldn't sec through il.

"Fna Chinese wall protectionist," he went on.
"I dont mean merely in trade. Though tbat's
.somiething. I miean--everything. I'd keep the
Ainerican idea out of Ibis country."

(Whicb is more tban we ever could do wben we
got at least three of our railroad chiefs from the
United States.)

Heavens! was ibis nian also--an Imnperialist?
And if so, wbat kind? You remember how in his
palmy days on the C. P. R. the all-red route began
to (levelop f rom Liverpool 10 Hongkong. I know
tuost of us don't believe that the C. P. R. made
Canada and gave hier place in the Empire; jUst as
niost of us are rather weary worshipping the
C. P. R. and talking about il, when no matter which
way you turn the thing will flot down. And somte-
how ii qccemed 10 me that Sir William Van Horne
would bave bebield another paradox in-the Empire
minus the C. P. R.

'Il saw what those Americans would do," hie
went on. "Tbey bad no use for the C. P. R. You
reniember the McKinley Bill. Well-tbat was a
pretty good stiff job of proîectionizing; but the
wall hadn't more than begun t0 settle when along
came the Dingley Bill and plugged up the holes.
Then 1 remnembered the days, of the broad and
the narrow gauge. Ohio bad the broad. The
narrowv hegani at the Mason and Dixon line. And
wben y ou got f rom the broad to the narrow you
were in another world. Well-I'd have Ît Just
the saine way aI the forty-ninth parallel. We must
keep ail the national differences we have-and in-
crease them, Canada needs individuality."

Mark you-he did flot say Independence.

T was inevitable that we should ciail up the shades
iof Goldwin Smith. Time was when the

newspaper differences of opinion between Sir Wil-
liamt and the Professor summned up just about ail the
national and international sentiment there was in
thiis country. And how they dJid differ! Not only
iii op)iions--but in physical makeup: and Sir Wil-
liam blas a profound belief that a man's avordupois
and aniatomiy have a subtle working relation to
the kind of brain hie bas and what that brain does.
imagine bis brain housed in Goldwin Smith; and
vice versa. One camne up from tbe south and
wvorkedl like a Trojan to build the Chinese wall.
Thle other camne ovrr froni Oxford and laboured 10
abolishi the forty-nintb parallel f rom the national
geography. Such is te individuality of man.
Canada had to be a big country to bold two sucb
antipodean intellects.

So far as we cati judge now the Continental
idea is dead. Sir William Van Horne lias done lis
sitare ini killing it. Hie expects to remain a citizen
of Caniada even while be finishies up the job of
railroading Cuba. His castie in Montreal will
neyer lie occupied by anybody else wbile hie is
a1ive. lie believes in E.mpire. lie considers Kaiser
Wýilhelmi perhaps the greatest Emiperor tbat ever

1ivýed. lie can explain more things about the
Kaiser than miost of tbe diplomnats. 11e does not

b lie i the German war scare. He believes that
wvarsbips are but synibols or pawns in the gamne.
The real war 10 bis mind is bound to be in trade.

H1e calledl the secretary again; dictated a jagged
letter to sornie Cuban engineer with a Spanish nar * e,
concerning grilles and staircases and wbat-nots ini
somne new station in Cuba. At the saine tinte lie
wrote a fresb letter himself; drîving a frail pen
with terrific eniergy-I'm sure a fountaîn pen would
lastIibu about three minutes.

Th1 is done, bie was ready for another cigar;afres1x start on the cycle of psycbological argument.

lie told several stories about the Kaiser; how lie
g'ot information for his consular reports concerning
the Laurentîde Paper Co.-informaîon wbich lie
biniself, President, did not possess, for the Kaiser
neyer permits an agent to make a copy of such;
ditto, the mines of B. C.; similar the story of how
the Emperor got German rails on the road front
Argentine 10 Cbili-involving a State breakfast 10'
Von Strumni, the rail-maker; similar again when
the Kaiser expended a State dinner te, gel the
Hamburg-American line mbt something or other-
I just forget what; and finally how expertly Wil-
helm, by cunning study, found out wbat it was
worth 10, Germany 10 steal American art stridents
f rom Paris and gel them mbt Berlin.

"He's lte greatest administrator of modemn
limes," declared Sir William. "There are alleged
great personages in Europe not fit t0 polish bis
boots. 1 told tbat to -"I mentioning the name
of a very distinguished British noblewoman.

"What do you think of Roosevelt?" 1 asked himi.
"Oh, 1 know Roosevelt. H1e is popular; an astute

politician; knows what the people want-but lie is
only an imitation compared 10 the Kaiser. Roose-
velt knows the philosophy of humbug. Thatt's somte-
thing. We need some better word than humbug 10
express wbat il means. The world is ruled largely
by humbug."

Here cam-e a discourse on the comparative evolu-
lion of language and modemn civilization. Sir Wil-
liam had ail the theories. Himself-might compile
a dictionary; with pungent definitions, thoughlihe
did not say so. Thlen as to music-

11e performed a web of smoke and spoke froni
the thick of it as lie broaded bis back again fiat
across the sofa.

"Beethoven was not intellectual," bie said. "His
symphonies are emotional."

Hie spoke with suchi facile empliasis that il would
scarcely have been a shock 10 see him go 10 a piano
and play the Adagio of Beethoven's Ninth iover
against that of Tschaikowsky's Patbetique. There
is a music comparîmnent in bis brain. Trust a man
of bis make, cogizant of plants and animaIs, birds
and f.owers-to have some music in bis soul.

"Art is not pmoperly intellectual," hie said. "A
pictue-",

lHe inspected the tip of bis cigar.
"One in the Royal Academy, say; painted by a

cold intellect I look at il; judging it by points 1
see that il sunis up 10 a5 gond picture; but it doesn't

move nme. 1 probabiy yawn. On the other liand-
show me a canvas- painted in an esasy of passion
by a mari of feeling and no, intellect, and l'Il stay
with that picture as long as aniy."

As in tbe philosopby of style-bie quoted Spencer,
who, tbouigl a mai of freeing intellect, had a col-
laborative, discursive brain flot unlike Sir Wii-
liain*s-minus bis paganistie natuiralisin.

Fie reverted to Cuba; with sorie sncb gusto as
before lie hiad belauided the cold fascination of
Canada andtlhe C. 1>. R. 1 wondered why. No
nee(l 10 ask hiin. lut bis furties lie raiped mbt
the land of sîîowxshues anîd ilioccasinis, wlîeul the
fires of yontb were bnminig high. In bis sixties,
wben the teniperature of bis nierves bad dropped
a few points, bie cavorted mbt Cuba ho coniquer il
hy rediscovery.

"I believe in tire gospel of sweat," lie sait. "'l'lie
Oulv thing wrong xvitb ns in Canada îs--we don't
Mweat enotngl. l)own iii Cuba-J sweat iîîy boots
full !"

H1e spoke with tire vebienience of a splendid
savage. Fie meant it. No rai ever camne ton lbard
for Sir William ; no fog too (lank and thick ; no
sunlsbine ton bot and cmisp; no snow ton dieep.
Therein lie bias the soul of a truc pagan artist.
Down at Minister's Island in the Bay of Fundy lie
lugs bis easel andi palette otto1 the dIrearv flats
10 start sonte fresbi ondline of a tbing on a caxîvas:
does it in the dlark and tbe main x ii itte cenergy
of a yuubth just learning t1e joy of paitît.

l'le rooni wx s noxv dark; but for the passioniate
palpîitaio~n of Sir Willianm's cigar. 1 rose 1o go.

'"Don't litrry."
"Tbaniks-but l've becen biere tbree Itours."
Fie langlied xvitli ilitîcb joy.
'Hgh! Wbat's tme ?"
Neyer once had lie looked at his watcb. lie led

the way down ho thîe great hall wiueîe tue picture
men were stili working. Txvn exuberant Scotch
collies Ieaped upon F'ini iike xxolves. I Le talked t0
theni like cbiidren. 1 wondered lie hadn't a couple
of pet bears and a vonng lion or so.- Kike Fitz-
simmons, hie might have wrestle(i with a pony.
EFven at the dont- be seenîed bo extide pilosopiiy
and ideas. ieî hiad but sketclîed the vagnest ont-
line. Stnmp Ilîn and lie xvotld stay ti) tilt daylgltt.

A miost interesting nian, i.nyclodiIc. lPoctic.
Paganistie.

Somethiing of tlie quality of Nikisch.i lie uniglit
bave coii-iirue a li tîngarian rhapsouiv front tire raiti.

Blazing a National Highway

Thos. W. Wilby, *ho te maklag luit Before L.wving RAWliZ on hUn Pour-ThOusand-MiIe Trip, Mr. Wl1br Backed his Car
a Aultomobile Trip ovn the intW th* Oca Alld FUIed & Bottle with Water, 'Wbich ho vI Take
Propos" NationalîIhwa7. to the. Pacille Océaun.
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