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Pers onali1*ties an d P ro bl1em s
No. 1 9-Henri Bourassa

Who BeIDeen Intelleclualism and Splendid Delirium is A lways More or Less Misunderstood.

A Tthe conclusion of Premier Borden's $35,-
000,000 address. tbe House of Commons,
Conservative, Liberal, Nationalist, Labour
and Socialist, rose and sang "God Save the

King !" It iW fot recorded wbo started the tune.
Probably the Speaker. It is doubtful in what key.

Perbaps about F sharp.
Tfhere may have been a
sligbt discord. Quite
likely the Cabinet took
it a tone higher than
the Opposition and Sir
Wýilfrid. Quite as likely
at least four National-
ists mumbled it somne-
wbere down about E.

It May have been
bad Music, but it was
fine singing. Tt is con-
ceivable that the Que-
bec mnembers sang it in
F re n ch - officially.
Let's hope tbey did.
Suppose any Germnan

members sang it in Deutsch? Or Scandinavians
as a Norse saga? What matter? It would have
been the polyglot, non-partisan, ail-Caniadian ren-
dering of the anthemn to which armies have walked
over Most of tbe known world; played
by ships' bands on the seven seas; twanged on~
banjos and piffled on tin wbistles and stuttered at
by the B flat cornets of the village bands and prairie
bands and bands of ail creeds, colours and tongues,
played by ail orchestras f romn the rattidtrap of the
burlesque theatre to the sublimnest epical outburst
of a buge symphony orchestra in the Crystal Palace
with a ten-foot biLy drumn wbacked by a two-hand

By AUGUSTUS BRIDLE
Bourassa who reads only bis articles 'or hears bim
in public speech. None doubts tbat he is one of
the most effective impassioned orators in Canada;
able to stir tbe superficial emotions, of a French-
Canadian Sunday-afternoon crowd to tbe top notch
of frenzy. None disputes bis tho.rougb, practical
scholarship.' He is a keen student'of history. 11e
has mastered Guizot and Gibbon and Macaulay and
Froude, and has probably some very drastic opinions
about Parkman and Kingsford. And there is nobody
outsîde of Col. Roosevelt better able to make dry
history snap and crack witb present-day meaning.

0 RATOR and scbolar as be is, that's only the
tedious outline of the man who for more than

ten years now, since Parliament first took a practical
interest in the wars of an Empire present or future,
bas had courage, or nerve, or audacity, or fanaticism
enough to think as differently as possible from as
many other people as possible on as many subjects
as he can, Mr. Bourassa goes tbe limit. Nice dis-
tinctions neyer hamper bim. Yet he has a shrewd
dialectic m~ind. H1e neyer hesitates as a matter of
policy. H1e plunges. In medias res i is bis motto.
H1e must have an audience; a clientele; opposition.
If Conservatives or Liberals decided to agree with
himn on any question of polîtics he would probably
invent another difference. 11le has no ear to the
ground. Sir John Macdonald was neyer an exainple
for him. H1e is as radical as Roosevelt or Lloyd
George. No compromise; no intellectual quarter;
no bumns and baws if you please; but consider the
miatter in extenso, up to the hilt and draw red-blood

Montreal on the race question; his many lectures and
political addresses to ail sorts of audiences, intel-
lectual and othel-wise; his numerous pamphlets and
editorships; bis fuliginous attacks upon the Liberalý,1
bis recent alliance with the Conservative party
affecting reciprocity; his subsequent defection when
the Conservatives began to jilt him, more or less
secretly at first, afterwards openly-

1 remembered tbem aIl with a sort of timidity,
waiting in1 the ante-room of bis far-back office in
the newspaper precincts of Le Devoir, whicb from
its titie would convince every Frencb-Canadian of
his duty to Canada. How would it be possible to
.talk to this man; as morose as Byron, as disgruntled
as Carlyle, as revolutionary as Voltaire or Tom
Paine? Seceded from the Liberals, out of j oint
with Conservatives, no0 particular alliance witil
Labourites or Socialists, fiung back as a forlorn
hope upon bis Nationalist party whicb be bad created
-wbat was lef t for suicb a man but to tear bis hair
and cruncb bis teeth?

AIT very easy to imagine about Henri Bourassa;
and aIl very wide of tbe trutb.

As I listened, tbere came over the rumble of
presses below and the click of linlotypes bebind, die
sound of a tremendous clarion voice, dictating in
English. Trhe words 1 could not make out. 11e
was, beyond a tail, glass partition, in a long, glooiuy
room. H1e was tussling with somne imaginary foe;

it was no6
L-e Devoir

111l-

been


