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WE are now entering the penumbra of the Champlain Tercen-tear 'at Quebec;,'and most people have decided whether
they wiil make the venture, or stay at home and read about.

it in thxe papers. There is, mucli to be said in favour of oth plans.
Undoubtediy the celebratio)n wii be an. historie event. The pageant
wiii present to the eye a series of'living pictures'cuiied from the mnost
picturesque features of our eariy history. We wili witness the
discoverers and founders of Canada at work, and wiii bce able to realis3e
in some dcgree the sort of world in which they laboured. We will
even be shown glimpses of the Frenchi courts which these men of
courage and restless enterprise left to face danger, hardship and toi]
amidst savage conditions and savage men. Ail this sounds, very
hackneyed to write it; but I rather anticipate that we wiiI get a better,
sense of the meaning of the words when we see the very figures who
did these things playing their roies under our eyes.

XXIHILE doing a littie reading for the affair, I have been strudc,
as neyer before, with the reality of the pioneer spirit. Here

was Champlain, for instance, enjQying a pension at the court of Henri
Quatre in Paris, the most civilised and iuxurious court of the day.
Hie was geographer to the king, and could have iived the life which
at that timeý seemed most attractive to ninety-nine out of every
hundred of his feilow-men. But there was a fire in lis blood which
wouid not leit him rest in the iap of luxury. As soon as lie heard of
an expedition venturing out to explore the mysterious regions of the
New Worid, lie was eager to go with it. Nor was it that lie wished
to win renown in this way which would advance lis position at court.
Apparently he did not care two straws about lis place at court, except
ini so far as it enahled him to Let the ear of the king and forward

tliousand such chip-gathering generations corne and go, and cast the
fiickering liglit of their casual fires upon the narnes of the Builders
carven over the portais of the edifice that lasts.

WEhave such mnen in our day; but we ean liardly see them for the
thronging crowds made up of the rest of us., They neyer did

jostle each other. But Cecil Rhodes was s 'uch a man. His accidentai
wealth may have disguised this fact fromi us somewhat, but he only
got his weglth because it w'as the chief, weapon of the time. in which
he lived. He was realiy an Empire-builier. Then Lord Cromer
nust, have had something of. that 'spirit. There are men of this

Icharacter scattered through-out the country to-day who are thinking
more of the future of the nation than of their own littie piles of
"chips"; but they lack the opportunity or the ability to build higli
enough.for the idiers to see. We stumble over their work on the
way to the "'show grounds," and heartily curse them for cranks. Bu 't
they are the "village Champlains" of the present, scorning our ruder
Fontainebleaux in this tinsel age, and building as best they can the
superstructure of the nation which Champlain died to found.

A NOVEL WELCOME.

P RINCE ARTHUR 0F CONNAUGHT is an 'enthusiastic soldier,
and lie has had a thorougli military training. On one occasion;,

says M. A. P., when he was travelling by steamer along a Canadian
river, lie saw a man standing, on the bank who was waving a pocket-
handkerchief tied to a stick. The Prince immediateiy pulied out his
own handkerchief and waved back again. "Why did you do that ?"
asked one of lis suite. '"The man signalied the words, 'Welcome to
Canada,"' replied Prince Arthur, "and I signalied back again, 'Thank
you.' "It is wor-thy of note that aithougli there were a number of
officers on board, the Prince, was the oniy person who was able to
read the stranger's message. It mnay be remarked, en passant, that
Prince Arthur Waàs some time ago awarded a certificate of proficiency
as an instructor from the Aidershot School of Signailing.

"THE TIME IS OUT 0F JOINT."
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