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‘great lone land,’ the frozen west, with its herds of bison sand
its Indian tepees, known to you only in the pictured desolation
of its unending snow; now crossed and inter-crossed with rail.
ways, settled 400 miles from the American frontier, and sen

north and south the packets of its daily papers from its tweo
provincial capitals. And of this country, fertile as the corn
plains of Hungary, and the crowded flats of Belgium, do wou
know the size? It is this. Put together the whole German
Empire, the republic of France and your England and Scotland,
and you shall find place for them in our two new Provinces.
Or take together across the boundary from us, the States of
Maine, New Hampshire, Vermont, Massachusetts, Rhode Islang
and Connecticut—all the New England States and with them
all the Middle States of the North—New York, New Jersey
Pennsylvania, Delaware, Ohio, Indiana, Michigan, Illinois,
and Wisconsin, till you have marked a space upon the map
from the Atlantic to the Mississippi and from the Ohio tq
the lakes—all these you shall put into our two new provinees
and still find place for England and for Scotland in their
boundaries.

This then for the size and richness of our country. Waowulg
that the soul and spirit of its people were commensurate wigh
its greatness. For here as yet we fail. Our politics, oy
public life and thought, rise not to the level of our opportunigy
The mud-bespattered politicians of the trade, the party men ang
party managers, give us in place of patriotic statescraft the
sordid traffic of a tolerated jobbery. For bread, a stome.
Harsh is the cackle of the little turkey-cocks of Ottawa, fighting
the while as they feather their mean nests of sticks and my
high on their river bluff. Loud sings the little Man of
Province, crying his petty Gospel of Provincial Rights, grudg.
ing the gift of power, till the cry spreads and town hates town
and every hamlet of the country side shouts for its share of
plunder and of pelf. This is the tenor of our polities, s
as its undertone the voice of the black-robed sectary, wwigh,
narrow face and shifting eyes, snarling still with the bigotry of &
by-gone day. This is the spirit that we must purge. Thig



