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SCOTIA’S SONS AT BANQUET |
BOARD HONOR ST. ANDREW

‘Dinner at Royal a Great Success—Rev. G. M. Campbel
Delivers Eloquent Oration on the Home Land, Her Tra-
ditions, Her People, and Her Great Sons, Burns and
Scott---Speech and Song Make Hours Quickly Pass.

LY

Nearly 200 of the members of St. An-
drew’s Society with their friends and in-
vited guests sat down to dinner in the
Royal Hotel Friday in honor of Scot-
land’s patron saint. Today is St. An-
drew’s day but the dinner was arranged
for last evening instead. There were six
tables, each of which was very prettily
decorated with smilax, wreaths and cut
flowers. At the head of each was seated
one’ of the officers of the society, while
the president, C. K. Cameron, sat neaf

* ™<the centre of the ldng table.

'S

The walls of the dining room were
draped with flags, conspicuous among

» which was the lion rampant,” banner of

Scotland, side by side with the Canadian
flag ahd the colors of the British empire.
The whole,seen under the vari-colored
electric lights, made a very pretty effect.
‘The scene in the banquet hall was one of
much animation.

Five Guests.

There were only five guests of the society
i—COol. E. T. Sturdee, president of St.
! George’s Society; John Keefe, president
1of the Irish Literary and Benevolent So-
iciety; Chief R. A. C. Brown, of Clan
Mackenzie; Rev. W. 'W. Rainnie, of Mill-
town (N. B.), and Arthur P. Hazen, of
ithe Bank of British North America. Their
Honors Lieut.-Governor Tweedie, of New
{Brunswick, and Lieut.-Governor Fraser,of
{Nova Scotia,. had also been invited but,
lowing to illness, were unable to attend.
/Some members had personal guests pres-
ent. The following is a list of
many of those present:—Reverend R.
‘A. Armstrong, Harold A. Allison,
T. E. G. Armstrong, Dr. Silas Alward,
iF. F. Burpee, C. W. Bell, D. S. Bell, F.
Neill Brodie, Ald. J. B. M. Baxter, James

~ Bryden, W. H. Barnaby, R. A. C. Brown,

C. K. Cameron, J. Roy Campbell, James
Christie, J. Wilford Campbell, R. C.

“a Cruikshank, Rev. G. M. Campbell, Alex.

Comrie, Rev. Gordon Dickie, C. H. Easson,
Stewart Fairweather, F. W. Fraser, G. W.
F¥leming, J. R. Ferguson, C. H. Ferguson,

A Ald. J. H. Frink, Alex. Gunn, J. B. Gil-

lespie, C. A. Grey, J. F. Gregory, Rev.
A. A. Grabam, Major J. J. Gordon, J.
D. Hazen, M. P. P., Rev. E. B. Hooper,
W. H. Harrison, A. P. Hazen, J. G. Har-
rison, Andrew Jack, Dr. P. R. Inches, C.
F. Inches, S. R. Jack, James Jack, G. W.
Ketchum, R. B. Kessen, John Keefe, A.
G. Leavitt, D. W. Ledingham, Paul' Long-
ley, William Murdoch, Andrew Malcoim,

James Manchester, D. A. Morrison, J. R. |

MclIntosh, Dr. L. A. McAlpine, H. L. Mc-
Gowan, Dr. A. W. MacRae, S. J. Mec-
Gowan, Leonard McGregor, Ald. J. Me-
Goldrick, J. P. Macintyre, Adam P. Mac-
intyre, Dr. M. McLaren, B. R. Macaulay,
Alex. Macaulay, H. E. MacDonell, E. H.
McAlpine, Fr A. McLeod,. Alex. McMil-
lan, S. McCleland, Hugh McKay, Col.
Ogilvie, R. B. Paterson, C. B. Pidgeon,
James Paterson, H. C. Page, James Pow-
rie, John Rogerson, R. H. Robb, Geo.
Robertson, M. P. P., G. M. Robertson,
Struan Robertson, G. C. Roy, James F.
Robertson, H. R. Ross, Thos. Stothart,
Dr. F. Smith, J. R. Stone, John A. Sin-
clair, Dr. A. D. Smith, Dr. S. B. Smith,
Frank Starr, Col. E. T. Sturdee, Mayor
Sears, Eben Turnbull, Alex. Turner, Wm.
Vassie, Dr. T. D. Walker, John White,
¥. S. White, Dr. W. W. White, Dr. Thos.
Walker, Alex. Watson, Dr. James Walker,
Alex. Wilsoh and Ald. John Willet.
front page of the menu bore a fine
: of the president of the so-
dety, Ok K. Cameron, surrounded by a
border of saised work in various tints. In-
side was phinted a list of the officers and
on the title page opposite, within a border

7\*' of conventional Scottish thistles, besides

Sy

the usual information was the motto:

Fripn wi’ frien will here be meetin’

Gieh ilk ither a herty greetin’.

The bill-of-fare, toase list and programme
were printed on a white St. Andrew’s
cross against a blue background. The ban-
quet consisted of the following dishes:

Grape Fruit. Cocktail Martine.
Scotch Broth. Oyster Soup.
Spanish Olives. Salted Nuts.
Boiled Chicken Halibut. Shredded Lettuce.
Pommes de Terre.
Braised = Sweetbreads. Orange
Sheep’s Head Singit.
Boiled Turkey with Dressing. Boiled Ham.
Roast Beef. Yorkshire Pudding.
Roast Goose. Apple Sauce.
Scotch Grouse, dressed.

Haunch of Venison, with jelly.
Wild Duck. Currant Jelly.
Mashed Potatoes. Green Peas. Curly Kale
Chicken Salad. Macaroni and Cheese.
Celery and Cheese.

The Haggis.

Plum Pudding. Hard and Brandy Sauces.

A ’ Snow Pudding.

Soft Custard.. Mince Pie. Apple Pie.
Champagna Jelly. Charlotte Russe.
Fruit. Assorted Nuts. Layer Raisins.
Confectionery. Ice Cream. Coffee.
The Passin’ o’ the Mull.
Harrison’s orchestra of five pieces play-

ed selections during the evening.

When the feast had been done due hon-

* or to, with all the old time observances,
the usual loyal and patriotic toasts wer:
duly honored. Enthusiasm ran high when
“the president proposed The Day an’ a’
Wha Honor It, and all accorded it the
standing honors.

Rev. Dr. Campbell's Speech.

Rev. George M. Campbell, who respond-
ed, was received with prolonged applause.
His eloquent address was punctuated fre-
quently with loud cheers, fe

This is the eve of St. Andrew. The leal-
hearted, true-hearted sons of Caledonia,
are turning back the pages of memory and
pausing over the records that awaken
anew the longing to see the heather bloom-
ing in their ain countrie. Again, with
true Scottish fervor, you have—“Wi’ a’
the honors three’—received the toast pre-
eminent at the festival of St. Andrew—
“the day an’ a’ wha honor it.” As I rise
to reply, my brither Scots, each from his
own view-point seems to see, away in the
distance, on life’s horizon, .a dusky spot
of island whose hills and dales, made
sacred by the impact of their fathers, are
«ven now purpling with the light of St.
Andrew’s Day.

The vision recalls memories of auld Sco-
tia the hame of our sires and the “pi-
broch .pealing,” assembles in the north
land, and south land—in the auld land and
the new land *a’ Jock Tamson’s bairns—
the loftiest and the lowliest to talk over the
auld days, with their companionships and
their pleasures, to tell the stories, and sing
again the auld Scotch songs that throb
and glow with pure inextinguishable love
for dear old Scotland.

The land that we love best,
Where bonnie purple heather decks the hills
from base to_crest,

Where streams go swaetly singing, as they
ripple by the lea,
Oh, my heart is full of
across the sea!
You ' would not have \bidden me here

Fritters.

nging for this land

i

tonight, at any rate you would not have
done well to bid me here tonight, if, on
the “day an’ a’ wha honor it,” you had
thought I should try to say much that is|
original. When Scotchmen meet on the!
festival of St. Andrew, they meet as chil- |
dren forebye the canty board—only to re- |
call old memories, to think again old
thoughts—and to utter common words.
And surely the sons of Scotland may be
permitted, with a large measure of en-
thusiasm, to rehearse the gifts and graces |
of their patron saint, and the glories of |
the dear old fatherland—‘“a night a year.”

Occaslion for Reverence.

=3t is an occasion for reverence rather than
ridicule where mediaevalism blossoms into |
romance. For some it is easy to despise |
and make fun of the airy legends which |
assign patron saints to Christian lands,
and amongst them the ancient legend
which tells of the cross-torn corpse of the |
brotherly disciple borne to the lone,gre_v#
Fifeshire town for its final rest. For me |
these ancient legends °contain inspiration |
as well as instruction and only when I
find essential truth more suggestive and

Rev. G. M. Oampbell.

impressively expressed than in the stories
of St. George, St. Patrick and St. Andrew,
shall I be content to do without them.
With great satisfaction I turn to our
venerable legend of St. Andrew, and under |

its shadow I .eit me down with great de-
light. When such traditions fall in ruinsl
before the attack of the accurate historian,
“their very dust to me ig dear,” beeause
it is the dust of gold.: When a man’s
breast heaves with noble emotions, you
cannot explain it by the expansion of the
pectoral muscles; when a woman sheds a
tear you cannot resolve it all into salt and
water by chemical analysis; when sap flows |
in spring time all through root and trunk
and limb, and makes the mighty tree ex-
pand and burst forth into cluster of blos-
soms and fruit, you may be sure there is
something more vital than material juice.

In the sheltering of Scotland un-
der the patron saint, whom we name to-

night, is eomething moure spiritual
and essential than any. mere legend
or superstition. It meant the vital

attaching in an age nearer the beginning,
of a whole people to one who walked with
Jesus Christ—the committing of a nation |
by a secondary bond to Christianity, the
attaching of Scottish people all the world
over to one another in bonds of brotherly
kindness and charity; and the consecratin
of themselves afresh to the perpetuation o
all that was noble and- good in the home !
land when Scotland stood at her best. !

The toast of The Day an’ a° Wha Honor |
It admits of a wide latitude of interpre-|
tation, and I shall think of it as embrac-|
ing the land and genius of the Scottish;
people. |

The impact of Scotland and her sons|
can be felt all the world over. In all the'
far-spread waters of human life, a cur-;
‘rent flows with a distinct forcz and tem-!
perature ‘and quality of its own, which is
affecting more or less the whole; and that'!
current takes its rise in the

“Land of brown heath and shaggy wood; ’

Land of the mountain and the flood;
Land of our sires.”” {
Scotland is a small and awkwardly situ- |
ated country, shouldered back from Eng-'
land and so set out of the way that you|
can sez nowhere from it except its own|
islands and a doubtful piece of Ireland.!
Her history is that of long keen tussle|
with hindrance and difficulty, a stormy sea |
on her every frontier of shore, her land§
difficult to subdue, for its soil was slow|
and sullen, and its skies grey and cold;!
her lines of life were hard and the strug-;
gle for cxistence was sore; her nearcst‘,
neighbor an embittered foe, and her sons|
were not given to compromise. {
As a nation she was born in stress and |
pain, and with travel, throes of }'n\'asionf
and faction, she was ever and again re-|
born, reformed, covenanted, rallied to
some higher ideal and some new deparb}
ure. So the genius of her life bzcame in-|
dustry and pluck and pemseverance; theT
bed-rock down to which every man who|
would stand the strain had to sink his|
life was character; and the most recur-
rent and persistant cffort of her history |
was to make the law of God the rule of|
every man’s life. Thus to emphasize our|
country's history and character is not the|
effervescing of our feelings, as we gather|
undar the inspiration of St. Andrew’s day |
50 near—it is my calm transcript of the
writings and estimate of our eoher,
thoughted historians. |
Memory and history reproduce the out-!
ward features-of the land: but they are|

DENIAL THAT KING CARLOS’

/

THRONE IS

IN DANGER

i

Lisbon, Nov. 26—So sensational, not to
say fantastic, have been the reports con-
cerning the Portuguese internal affaine,
which the newspapers abrdad have been
publishing for some time past that I so-
licited an interview from Senhor Franco,
the premier, who received me in his resi-
dence, in Rua Imenda, where he has been
for some time pas{ a prisoner on account
of a slight attack of influenza. Senhor
Franco said:

“You cag judge for yourself what truth
there is in the reports circulated among
the foreign press. Does this look like a
city on the eve of a revolution, as the gov-
ernment’s enemizs would have one be-
lieve? People follow their daily occupa-
tions and amusements peacefully. Mem-
bers of the royal family are daily seen
driving 8bout. Thers is no slackening in
the business of commervial circles.

“Of couree, the recent financial crisis
abroad has made iteelf felt here, but even
then proportionately less so than in many
of the other countries, and not a single
business firm has come to grief through it.
Public, order has not been disturbed, nor
does it show any signs of being so.

“The fact cannot be sufficiently empha-

sized that discontent is secretly limited to |

a small group of malcontents, who find
thameselves thwarted in their aspirations or
ambitions. On discovering that all efforts
to draw public opinion to their side by
distorting facts has failed utterly here they
procexded to try their methods abroad by
opening a campaign of defamation against
the government. There again they have
failed conspicuously, for you will notice
that the majority of foreign papers really
support the Portuguese government.

A7778 CFRARLES

“1 considered it ry to pend

temporarily some of the principal Portu-
 guese newspapers, and there again I had
an ample proof, if any was ne2ded, that
public opinion did certainly not approve

3 the inflammatory articles which caused
e suspension; for the disappearance of
these papers did not, as you have seen,
raise a single protest or the slightest out-

cry. This would not, as you may think, be
the case if, as they were never tired of
asserting, they were merely expressing the
country’s opinion. "

people its own qualiiies of strength and
courage and brightness?

The hill country people are noted for
faith, courage, devotion and outlook. The
soil beneath their fzet, the sky above their
heads, the conditions requiring them to
fight the elements, tend the flocks, culti-
vate the field, or train the vine, all enter
into and dstermine national character.
Fach country produces its own type of
man; and between each man and his na-
tive land is begotten a holy affinity that
we call patriotism.

Love of Oountry.

Scotchmen, like all hill people, possess
an ardent love of country. The- snow-
cappad and misty mountain tops, the
heathery hills, the bosky dells, the wimp-
ling burns, the gnuany leas, the rocky
and majestic shores, against which old
ocean has tossed her crested billows in all
the centuries, are reproducsd in. Scottish
life, and come to expression in ardent love
of country.

The mountains of our fatherland may
be bare and poor; but the Highlander
thinks more of these hills whose granite
has entered his blood, than the Oriental
does of his gardens of barbaric splendor,
his alluvial plains, and his rivers whose
sand contains diamonds and gold. The
Scot, as he looks upon the heathery rocky
steep says, “These hills are mine. There
my father breathed an air that could not
long be inhaled by tyrant or by slave.
Phere amid the grandeur and solitude of
nature they communed with the Eternal,
and thete, for Christ’s crown and coven-
ant, when demanded by the true inter-
ests of the race, they cheerfully laid down
their lives.” _ .

This passionate love of native land is
written upon every page of Scotland_’s
history, in the wealth of her poetry, in
the strains of her national music, and th.e
joy with which her sons poured their
heart’s blood upon her holy altars.

For the strength of the hills we bless Thee

Our God, our father’s God!

Thou hast made thy children mighty
By the touch of the mountain sod.
Thou hast placed our ark of refuge

Where the spoiler’s foot ne’er trod;

For the strength of the hills we bless Thee
Our God, our father’s God.

For the dark resounding caverns,
Where Thy still small voice is heard;
For the strong pines of the forest
That by Thy breath are stirred;
For the storms on whose-free pinions
Thy Spirit walks abroad;
For the strength of the hills we bless Thee
Our God, our father's God.”

The love openly avowed by Scotchmen
for “the land of brown heath and shaggy
wood,” is a traditional rather than a per-
sonal sentiment. It appeals to the past
more than to the present. When a
Scotchman calls for an expression of Scot-
land’s chivalry, he is sure to recall the
events of centuries ago. The “Scots wha
hae wi Wallace bled,” are for the time

fbeing greater than any of their succes-

sors, although many thousands since have
shown .equal courage. If he calls for a
gong it is Sing to Me the Auld Scotch
Songs, the Songs My Mither Sang, or
Should Auld Acquaintance Be Forgot.
And it is here that veneration for t.he
past; a veneration sanctioned by centuries
of achievement in “Arms in Art 'an.d
Song,” which is so strong a characteristic
of Scéttish character, asserts itself.

The Scotchman’s Heritage.

To be born on Scottish soil, or of Scot-
tish blood, is to bethe heir of all the tra-
ditions, the legatez of all the virtues of a
great dominating race. Wherever you
find a Scotchman, whether on land or sea,
whether in peace or in battle, whether in
business or in the professions, whether
governing subject races in "the ¢ast, or a
freeman among freemen in our Canadian
commonwealth, whether guiding the 'aﬂ‘airs
of state, or directing great commgrcml en-
terprises, thinking or acting, discoursing
of metaphysics, or theology, or law, or
medicine, or science, writing prose or
poetry—there you find a born leader of
men, sitting on the foremost seat, and,
whatever may be the undertaking, con-

'ting it to success.
dultlgfegrring to a remark of Max O'Rell
about the French people, and its appro-
priateness to the sons of Scotland, Mr.
Campbell gave a number of amusing inci-
dents and stories illustrating Scottish pe-
culiarities, and then, continuing, said:

Among the many marked characteristics

not and cannot be dissociated from the‘of the race, are the apparently contra-
people, thair characters and their labors.| dictory ones of force and tenderness. On
And the people of no country so fully re-y "o the buildings of the University of
ficet in their lives the rugged character! porjeen these words are inscribed:

of the land that gave them birth as the “They say; what they say; let them say.”
natives of Scotland. The firmly planted motf:o’ is the language of a man who
mountain bared to the northern winds,' o« that his conduct was right, and that
and calm and unshaken by storm or tem-| he was resolved to follow out his course
pests, has in its essential features been re- | of action regardless of the clamor of ton-
produced 'in the calm unwavering courage | gues. | know not the origin of these bold,
of Scoteh character whenever confronted ! jefiant words; but to me they are sym-
with opposition or adversity. The bloom-| polic of the forceful and resolute, and per-
ing brae sides, the rippling brooks and haps, somewhat defiant nature of the Scot-
the sun-kissed hills come to personifica-| tish people.

tion in Highland Mary and Bonnie Jean. This characteristic has been - generally
There may be sternness and apparent in-! recognized. Froude in his History of Eng-

differencs in the solitude of her glens; but
just beyond the rhadows here and there
is a sunny nook guarded by a milk white
thorn and cheered by the music of the
mavis—whose song is one perpetual chorus

of happiness and hops. Who would not

land, speaking of Scotland, says that “turn
where you will in the story of Scotland,
weakness is nowhere; power, energy and
will are everywhere.” This spirit of the
race is today as forceful as ever. It has
carried our brothers to the highest posi-
tions in the history and service of the em-

pire and, associated as it is usually with
high moral character, it has resulted in

eminent services to mankind.

The Boer who, telling of the dread of
her countxymen for the Highland soldiers,
spoke of them as “half-men and half-wo-
men,” was nearer the truth than he re-
alized, for in valor they are men, in ten-
derness they are women. Has not our
Scottish poet said:

‘“Nowhere beats the heart so kindly,

As beneath the tartan plaid.”

Another characteristic of our country-
man is his wonderful power of peaceful
adaptation. This is quite ‘as conspicuous
as his ability and tenderness, He wastes
no time in quarrelling with his circum-
stances—he sets to work to master them.
He will grumble less about his dinner and
the bed he has to lie upon than any other
man 1 know—just as when he has over-
come his difficulties and made money he
will say less about it than anybody else.
This all comes from the composition of his
blood—Celt and Saxon and Dane—and ex-
plains why he is such a splendid colonist.

Economic reasons send the sons of-Scot-
land all over the world. The lure of new
lends draws them, and in all the phases
of the nation’s life the part played by the
Scotch immigrant and his descendants is
both honorable and' praiseworthy. He is
a person of intelligence and some knowl-
edge. He is a rare exception, if his gene-
sis were not cast in_a home, however poor,
where the Kirk and the school occupied
a warm corner in the parental heart, and
where the earliest recollection he has as-
sociates itself with Domsie and the .desk.

There is no romance in all Scotland that |
equals the struggle of those fathers and |
mothers to educate their children, and |
there is no finer illustration of personal |
heroism than the struggle of those indi-|
gent youths. to avail themselves of their |
cpportunities. Then it also ought to be|
said that the Scottish parochial schools farj
transcend any school system in Great Bri-
tain, and will not suffer in comparison
with the best of other lands.

Welcome to Canada.

Here then are some of the qualities
that place a racial mark on Sandy and |
help him upward—his ability to size up a !
situation and seize opportunities, his |
thrift, his canny propensity, his love of |
work and thoroughness and “dourness,” his :
social qualities, seriousness and humor, his’
reverence and hereditary love of religion. |
In addition to these, as I have just re-!
marked, the facility with which he adapts |
Eimself to the laws and institutions and |
customs of the country makes him a most
desirable immigrant—for whom (anada
has a most hearty welcome. Not that he
ccases to be a Scotchman—that is quite
impossible. He cannot lose the burr on
the end of his tongue, he cannot cease to!
think of those hills and glens from which
he came; he cannot cease to love them.
As long as he lives Scotland will weave the
glamor of her scenery, her history and her
poetry into the very texture of his soul.
He will never forget the land of his father.
Strong yearning will often come for

‘““A breath of the moorland,
A whiff of the caller air,
For a sight of the flowering heather
His very heart is sair.” 2
, Of course Sandy has his faults, like all
his neighbors, and some of them are seri-
ous enough; but I am not the man to air
them the day. Some of them are exag-
gerated, and some under-estimated; ay,
by Sandy himself; but for all that there
is enough left in him to make him a de-
sirable acquisition to our citizenship and
a building force in the nation.

It is a great destiny, Scotchmen in
Canada, to which the God, who ‘“hath
determined the bounds of your habitation™
hath called you, in common with other
nationalities, to lay in this broad. rich,
well watered land, and under these favor-
ing skies the foundation of a greater
Brfain in which to conserve all the good,
and retorm all the evil, we have inherited
from our fathers; keeping jealously what
has been so hardly won, and handing it
down not only undiminished, but enlarg-|
ed and perfected to the coming time. It |
is yours to lay the foundations of institu-
tions and a national character that may
continue for centuries and affect the wel-
fare of a thousand generations.

I would urge upon you the weighty fact,
‘that the deepest root, the truest inspira- |

tion, the only effectual guarantee is in;
copying the noble habit of our fathers.

‘““The cheerfu’ supper done, wi’ serious face,
They round the ingle form a circle wide;
The sire turns o'er, wi’ patriarchial grace,
The big ha’ Bible, ance his father’s pride;
His bonnet rev'rently is laid aside—
And, ‘Let us worship God,” he says, with
solemn air.”

Faith in God.

“From scenes like these old Scotia’s,
grandeur springs.” From scenes like these
only can Canada’s grandeur spring. The
epirit of the Scotch Covenanter; the epirit
that breathed in the prayer that rose from
clay cottage and mossy hill-side, the spirit
that consoled Wallace on the scaffold, and
encountered Edward at Bannockburn. We
know something of it in Canada. It is
here. It crossed the ocean with our fathers
—the spirit of God-feari law-abiding,
liberty-loving home, dying if need be for
country. No race, or nation will ever be

love a land that has imprinted upon’ its
i

great, or long maintain greatness, unless

it hold fast to faith in a living God, right-
eousness, and personal immortality. To
man, as to the nation, every gift is breath-
ed upon by this hope’s perpetual breath.
I am here, not to make an argument, but
to affirm a fact. Where this faith lives are
found courage, manhood, power. @ When
this faith dies—courage, manhood, power,
national greatness, also dies.

In the midst of these associations, with
the memories of illustrious sons of Auld
Scotia, who have ‘“honored the day,”
crowding upon me, I should be disloyal to
two great benefactors of my boyhood, if I
did not write their names larger upon the
scroll of St. Andrew—Robert Burns, Sir
Walter Scott.

Burns. :

Readings in history and literature have
brought me nothing so consoling as Burns
and his song. 'It was a dull, dreary day
into which he came as a sudden force. The
life of church and college in Scotland was
monotonous and hopeless. Birds ' sang,
rivers flowed, flowers grew, human life
was married and given in marriage—and
no one saw the beauty or sang the glory
of it all. All of a sudden there appeared in
our Scottish fields, a farmer lad-poet

{ philosopher, friend—with one intense long-

ing:—
“That I for puir Auld Scotland’s sake,
some useful plan of beuk could make, Or

ising a sang at ‘least.”

God gave him a love of common things,
the love of flowers and of birds, the love
of home, the love of father and mother
and woman and child, the love of country,
and, above all a country worth his lové.
And he sang of Scotland’s hills and glens,
of Scotland’s homes,”and Scotland’s sons
and daughters. He brought to Seotland
and the world the message of love and
hope, and reverence for God and man.

Humanity walks more erect, the mean-
est flower has an added ' beauty, the
humblest task a new dignity because of
the song of Burns. God gave him also
the company of his own thoughts, and
companionship with the mighty dead. It
is said “Scots wha hae wi Wallace ‘bled”
was composed by Burns on horseback, in
the night, in a terrible storm, when he
was drenched to the skin. With what
days of toil, nights of slezplessness, hun-
ger and thirst, would you or I buy the
immortal ecstacy of that ride when the
battle hymn of Scotland burst upon his
intellectual vision. The peasant poet was
in good company that night when the
Wallace and the Bruce rode beside him.

Scotia’s bard belongs to literature; but
he belongs to nature more. You do not
think of him as having his place with il-
lustrious bards, in libraries of poetry and
song, high and dusty in bookshelves; but
you are almost tempted—for instinctively
you feel it is his trye place—to look for
him in nature books among the birds
and flowers. You would not be surprised
to hear the mocking bird, the bobolink,
the hermit thrush whistle his music. Since
he was born into tha world, ybu can hard-
ly think of the world, certainly the world
for the Scotchman, existing without him.

While the morning and the evening re-
joice, while the brook murmurs, while the
lark sings and bobolink carols, while the’
daisy blossoms and the rose is fragrant
and the heather blooms in Scotland, the
songs of Burns shall dwell in the soul,
nestling in the ear because of their music,
and in the heart because of their mean-
ing.

¥rederic Lawrence Knowles wrote on a
fiyleaf of Burns’ Songs this gppreciation:

’Phese are the best of him,
Pathos and jest of him,
Earth holds the rest of him.
Passions were strong in himg
Pardon the wrong in him,
Hark to the song of him.
Each little lyrical
Grave or satirical

Musical miracle.
Robbie Burns.

Sir Walter Scott.

Ay me! It is becoming lang syne since
I, with mouth and eyes wide open, first
drank in the wondrous stories, so admir-
ably told by Sir Walter Scott in the Tales
of a Grandfather, of Sterling Brig and the
gallant exploits of Wallace, and his treach-
erous betrayal when Monteith turned the
loaf, and his dauntless bearing at the trial,
and his tragic death; the story of the
Bruce and his landing; of the spider that
failad to swing himself to the beam six
times and got there the seventh, with the
lesson it taught to the Bruce and to us;
and the taking of Edinburgh Castle by
the scaling of the precipice; and Bannock-
burn, where the Scottish army knelt in
prayer; and the pilgrimage of the Black
Douglas, with the heart of Bruce to the
holy sepulchre; and his death in Spain,
where, casting the silver case holding the
heart of Bruce into the ranks of the
Moors, he cried: “Pass thou first, thou
dauntless heart, as thou wert wont of
yore and Douglas will follow thee or
die;” and the finding of the bones of
Bruce 500 years after in a marble tomb
in a church in Dunfermline, and of the
great concourse of people in
passed in single file by that tomb that
they might sec all that remained of the
gteat King Robert who restored the Scot-
tish monarchy—then the stories of Ran-
dolph, of Montroze, of Claverhouse, of
Fifteen and of Forty-five, and also of

tears who
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John, Duke of Argyle, who, when Queen
Caroline told him she would make a hunt-
ing ground of Scotland, answered: “in
that case, madam, I must go-down and get
my hounds ready;” and of many another
worthy son, who sealed fidelity to land
and covenant on the scaffold, and “who
climbed the lofty ladder as ’twere the
path to heaven.” What shall I more say
but that the stories entered my blood,
and that the Scotchmen of the auld land
and the new land are the fleshed copies
of the shorter catechism B8ir Walter’s
Tales of a Grandfather, and the songs of
Robert Burns.
«The lovers of freedom can never forget

The glorious covenant band,

The sires that on Scotland’s moorelands met,
Each name, like a seal on the heart is set,

The pride of that dear old fatherland.”

Scott and Burns—Burns and Seott—two
immortal spirits have made Scotland an-
another
Athens. They revealed to the world the
romantic history of the country, taught
men the quality of the people, and asso-
ciated their own names with every hill,
and rock, and river, and glen.. They
dwell forever in a mishty'compamon:hxp,
giving new charm to Scottish scenery and
Scottish history. |
“Their spirits wrap the dusky mountain;
Their memories sparkle o'er the fountain;
The meanest rill, the mightiest river,
Rolls mingling with their names forever.”

With all who honor the day we have
once more refreshed ourselves with the
breath of a far country—the homeland of
our sires. We have stirred anew our love
for Scotland, and the Scotchmen who
made Scotland; and strengthened those
feelings that endear it to our hearts, and
bind us to its memories and its future.
Ours—men of Andrew—are the nation
and the memories, the inspirations, and
the future; the opportunities of Scottish
race, of covenant blood, of British free-
dom.
“gtan’ up then, ilk ane in his place,

A roosin ‘toast I fain wad gie ye:

‘Scotland, the birthplace o’ our race,’
A noble mither she’s been to ye.

'| And tho’ in ither lands ye bide,

Or hameless wandering seldom see her,
She’s livin’ yet, your joy and pride,

A health to Scotland—God be wi’ her.”

After De Witt Cairns had sung Scots
Wha Hae, B. R. Macaulay announced that
the installation of the officers of the so-
ciety would take place. Mr. Macaulay, as
past president, installed O. K. Cameron
into office as president and he in turn in-

.stalled the other officers elect. De Witt

Cairns then sang as an encore, “I'm a
Scott frae the tap to the tae.”

Kindred Societies.

The president then proposed Kindred
Societies, coupling with it the names of
Col. E. T. Sturdee and John Keefe, Col.
Sturdee expressed his thanks for the en-
thusiastic manner in which the toast had
been honored. He emphasized the faot
that St. George’s and St. Andrew’s socie-
ties were largely alike in aims and the
prosperity of one rejoiced the members of
the other. Both societies were too small,
1,000 members each in a city like this
would not be too many. They were none
the less loyal Canadians because they be-
longed to these national societies. Rather
were they more so because they were
;mnm'd ing to bear the best ideals of the old
and.

He referred to the statement of the
president of St. Andrew’s Society that the
past year had seen the demand on
the charitable fund. On the other hand,
he said, the demand the present year on
the funds of St. George’s had been the
largest on record, largely because of needy
immigrants. He thought it hardly fair
that the societies should thus be called on
and hoped that something might be done
for them by some one else. :

Mr. Keefe, president of the Irish Liter-
ary and Benevolent Society, returned
thanks for his kind reecption. He said
that when he entered the room he felt
thoroughly Irish; but whether it wds in
the air or not he fully entered into the
spirit with which they honored St. An-
drew’s day. In concluding a humorous
speech he "hoped that in all time to come
the kindred societies might go on hand
in hand and help to build up Canada as
a great nation.

David ‘[urner sang very acceptably
lady Nairn’s beautiful song The Auld
Hoose. v

Dr. McIntosh then proposed The Land
o’ Cakes an Brither Scots. Rev. W. W.
Rainnie, who responded, was greeted with
cheers. He reviewed characteristics of the
Scot and told a number of delightful
stories illustrating Scotland’s humor. The
Scotch character, he said, was a blend of
the most resolute courage and woman-like
tenderness.

Rev. Gordon Dickie proposed The Land
we Live In. It was, he said, the best land
—after Scotland.

E. H. McAlpine spoke of the stability of
the Canadian nation and said the greatest
development that the world has ever
known will take place in Canada in the
next 25 years.

Mr. McAlpine concluded his speech with
a glowing tribute to Sir Wilfrid Laurier,
the two first premiers of Canada, Mac-
donald and Mackenzie, and Lord Dufferin,
an Irishman, and the greatest governor
general Canada ever had. \

The president then proposed Our Guests
to which Mayor Sears, Dr. Thos. Walker,
Rev. E. B. Hooper and J. D. Hazen re-
sponded in felicitous &xeches..

Mr. Hazen remsrked on the singularity
of the fact that he was the only member
of the legislature who was present. It is
eald, he continued, that the back is broad-
ened to the burden, but his back
would have to be a good deal broader
than it is to bear th~ burden of all the
iniquities either o” wne dominion or the
local parliament.

8. J. McGowan sang Scotland Yet, with
fine spirit. .

Ald. McGoldrick also made a few re-
marks, after which Alexander Gunn sang
the March of the Cameron Men, all join-
ing in the chorus. Mr. Bryden sang, Will
ye no come back again.

C. F. Inches then proposed the ladies,
which was received with enthusiastic hon-
ors and responded to by F. W. Fraser and
Rev. R. A. Armstrong, after which Mr.
Turner sang Green Grows the Rushes O’.

Dr. W. W. White followed with a few
remarks, after which the health of the
president of the society was proposed by
Col. Sturdee and one of the most success-
ful and enjoyable anniverearies in the long
history of St. Andrew’s Society was
brought to a close with Will ye no come
back again.

.The committee in charge of the arrange-
ments was composed of: James Jack, con-
vener; J. Roy Campbell, Dr. Murray Mac-
Laren, John P. McIntyre, Alex. Watson
Ald. J. B. M. Baxter, J. R. McIntosh, A.
Gordon Leavitt and Charles W, Bell.

MANITOBA SCHOOLS MUST
FLY UNION JACK TO GET
GOVERNMENT GRANT

Winnipeg, Nov 30—The department of edu-
cation has notified the secretary-treasurer of
each school district in the province that a
declaration by the teachers with regard to
flag flying must be completed and returned
along with the regular half yearly return at
the close of the term. ‘‘Without this declar-
ation we wil not be able,” says the depart-

ment, ‘‘to recommend the payment of legisla- | being found in eight places.

tive and municipal grants.” The teacher has

|
!
|

STATION BLOWN
UP; TWO KILLED

Maine Central Depot at Bruns-
wick Practically De-
stroyed

BOILER EXPLODED

Heavy Parts of Heating Apparatus
Hurled from Basement Through
Roof — Several Injured and One
Likely to Die; Others Have Miracu-
lous Escape,

Brunswick, Me., Dec. 1—The explosion
of a boiler which was a part of the heat-
ing apparatus at Maine Central railroad
station here, killed two men and caused
serious injury to several others shortly
after midnight today.

The Dead.

Wm. B. Woodward, night baggage mas-
ter, aged 55.
Walter Harris, car inspector, aged 35.

The Injured.

Joseph Terrio, laborer, employed by the
railroad; broken thigh and other injuries.

Fred Sylvester, American Express, night .
agent; badly cut about the head and legs.

The accident occurred shortly after 12
o’clock and about thre¢ minutes after the
departure of the night trains heavily
loaded with passengers for Bangor and!
Portland. Baggage Master Woodward had |
been accustomed every night to go to the|
cellar of the station to fix the fire im-
mediately after the departure of the mid-
night train. Tonight he had just goxe
into the cellar when the explosion oc-!
curred o

Miraculous Haoape.

One of the two boilers of the hot water
heating apparatus blew up through the,
floor of the waiting room, where several!
persons were standing, and passed oub.
through the roof, which was entirely de-,
molished. The persons in the waiting'
room, among whom were Mr. and Mrs. |
C. J. Bailey of Portland, and George:
Dudley, conductor of the Lewiston train,
had a remarkable escape from injury the
flying mass of metal passing within a few,
feet of them in its ascent through the'
roof.

Mrs. Bailey suffered severely from ner-
vous shock, but was otherwise unharmed.
There were several people outside the sta-
tion on the platform and others in the
train for Lewiston and Bath, which were
waiting the signal for departure.

With the exception of Car Imspector
Harris and Jos. Terrio, none of the people
on the platform were injured, although
pieces of slate from the roof and bits of
brick and stone fell over a wide range.
Harris and Terrio were standing near the
window of the ticket agent’s office on the
outside of the building. Both were buried
under the debris. Harris’ skull was crush-
ed and bones of his legs were broken.

The body of Woodward, badly mangled,
was found in the cellar, close beside the
place where the boiler had been.

Fred Sylvester was in the express office
in one end of the building when the ex-
plosion occurred. His injuries were mnot
regarded as serious.

Clyde L. Pinney, the night operator and
ticket agent, was in his office almost di-
rectly over the battery of boilers. The
explosion threw him several feet but he
was -not seriously hurt.

Building a Total Wreck.

The main building of the station is near-
ly a complete wreck and it is believed that
it will have to be entirely reconstructed.
It was built about eight years ago and was
considered practically fireproof, being of
brick and stone comstruction. Although
no fire followed the explosion the fire
department was called out and its mem-
bers assisted in the search for the bod-
ies. Although the search was still go-
ing on at a late hour tonight, it was
thought that all the visitors had been ac-
counted for and that no more bodies
would be found.

The departure of the trains for Bangor
and Portland a few minutes before the
explosion occurred is regarded as a most
fortunate circumstance as the people from
these trains had spént the ten minutes
regularly allowed by the schedule at this
station in walking up and down the plat-
form and through the station and prob-
ably more would have been killed had the
explosion occurred while the trains were
in.

Another May Die.

Brunswick, Me., Dec. 1.—With the ex-
ception of C. J. Bailey, of Portland, all
the persons injured in the explosion of a
boiler at the Boston & Maine Railroad
station here early today, which killed Wil-
liam B. Woodward and Walter Harris,
were reported to be getting along as well
as could be expected. Mr. Bailey, who
with his wife was sitting in the station
on his way to Bangor to be treated for
nervous prostration, was reported tonight
as being in a critical condition. Although
sustaining no serious cuts or bruises the
shock to Mr. Bailey’s already broken down
nervous &ystem has caused his wife and
physicians grave anxiety. Mr. Bailey with
his wife and George Dudley, conductor of
the Lewiston train, were in the waiting
room of the station when a section of the
exploded boiler crashed up through the
room within a few feet of where the group
was waiting. Mr. Bailey was superintend-
ent of a eanitarium in Conway (N. H.),
until his health broke down from over-
work. i

In addition to cuts about the head and
legs, Fred Sylvester, the American Ex«
press agent, is suffering from a broken
wrist, it was found today, and it will be
several weeks before he is able to resume
his duties.

The cause of the exploston is as greah
a mystery as ever. Coroner William I,
Gordon called a jury today and examined
the ruins of the station and the fragments
of the boiler but arrived at no conclusion.
They will hold another meeting Tuesday.

The monetary damage to the station ig
placed at between eight and ten thousand
dollars. A large force of men was at worly
today clearing away the debris and erecte
ing a temporary shelter for passengers.

SCOTT ACT OFFICER
RAIDS CHATHAM BARS

Chatham, N. B., Nov. 30—Chief of Polic&
Lawson raided the Canada House last even-
ing and found gin, whiskey and beer all ready
for St. Andrew’s celebration, At George Mor=
ris’ he found only temperance beers.

This {s the tenth raid this month, liquox
Fourteen cone

victions have been secured.
Yesterday Peter Archer was fined $50 and

to swear that the regulations respecting the 'gosts, and a large amount of liquor was de<
flying of the Union Jack at echool have been | stroyed.

complied with during the term and that the

Union Jack in use in the school district is ‘Bl%wserLHoun, stuffed in the pockets of
old coa

in good condition and repair.

Two bottles of whiskey were found in the

g




