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.London, April,6th.-~While M- Alfred
Lyttleton presided at the colonial
office, some- preliminary. arrangements
were made for the holding of a confer-
ence in London for the purpose of hav-
ing the merchant shipping laws of the
empire brought into line and revised.
This was at the earnest desire of ship-
owners. The shipowners’ parliament-
ary committee have now approached
Lord Elgin on the subject and had
from him an intimation that he  “has
already informed the Governor-General
of Australia and the ‘Governor of New
Zealand that he is anxious that the
conference proposed by his predecessor
on the subject of merchant shipping
legislation should take place as. soon
as possible.” Lord Elgin apparently
ignores both South Africa and Canada
in this conference and shipping men
who are naturally anxious to include
two such important colonies are mak-
ing a further representation to the
colonial secretary to induce him to ex-
tend his invitation to.these colonies.

The Chinese Envoys.

With its accustomed and comprehen-
sive hospitality, the city has been act-
ing the part of host to the Chinese
commissioners who have come to Eng-
land to learn something of our political
and social institutions. Part of the en-
tertainment took the form of a lunch-
egn, at.which complimentary speeches
were made by hosts and guests. Seem-
ingly the chief of the Chinese commis-
sioners is a sanguine personage, for he
expressed the:belief that the outcome™
of the mission would be the develop-
ment of suth close relations between
the: Hastern-and Western world that,
before “many” yedrs, some future Lord:
Mayor would . be .heard toasting his
Chinese guests in.the language of Con-
fucious and the Oriental visitor r%plyi
ing in the language of Shakespeare:
There is a touch’' of the “Heathen?’
Chinee” in this- remark, but it was a
pretty little flight of fancy, and its
realization will depend as .much on
: N An 2 Pelkin, "All' things ‘eon-
sidered, with all its virtues our city
Co.fiiliou wsTdbéut as-conservative as
the, Chinese themselves. .

Feline Luxury.

To be a royal-$avorite is-to ensure a
comfortable - existence at least for a
time. The feline ‘world should; there-
fore, look with eyes of envy on their
fortunate brothers who happen to bhe
the pets of royalty.. For the favorite
cats belonging to the various members
of the royal family dwell in state as
befits the ‘“‘cats who can look at the,
king.” They live in a two-storied villa
situated in grounds surrounding Wind-
sor’'Castle. ‘A small gravelled path
leads to the front door. You enter the
parlor to find it.furnished with com-
fortable cushions on the floor for pussy
to lie at her ease and suspended from
the ceiling are colored gelatine balls,
filed with peas for her to amuse her-
self with. ‘This is the cats’ playroom.
The windows of the villa are hung
with muslin curtains tied back with
blue ribbons and a staircase leads up
to the first floor on which are the din-
ing rooms and bedrooms. Each cat
has its own.little. wooden bed with a
full complement'of sheets, blankets,
quilt and bedding necessary for the re-
pose of a royal pet. After rising in the
morning their highnesses partake of
a-light breakfast of rice and fresh fish,
after: which they- take nothing till din-
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ner;- when raw meat and fresh milk
figure prominently on the menu.

Barrie’s ‘“Josephine.”

Evidently Mr. J. M. Barrie was in
one of his most whimsical moods when
he set about/ writing his latest produc-
tion, which ‘a well packed house wit-
nessed at the Comedy theatre this
week. He has followed closely in the
footsteps of Mr. Barnard Shaw, but
perhaps with a more playful spirit than
the latter.. ‘Josephine,” the critics
agree, does not .deserve the title of
play,. because there. is no dramatic
background and it is merely a poli-
tical satire. All the leading politicians
are portrayed. We see Lord Rosebery,
Mr. Balfour, Sir Henry Campbell-Ban-
nerman, Mr. Chamberlain, Mr. Win-
ston Churchill, in a word, all the play-
‘ers on the political stage at the present
moment—in fact; it is an amusing skit
on.the present political situation. Those
interested in politics will, no doubt,
see and enjoy Mr. Barrie's little piece,
but to the ordinary man in the street
it is slightly bewildering. Besides,
people look to Mr. Bernard Shaw for
this sort of thing, and the general
opinion seems to be that Mr. Barry’s
attempt falls far short of Mr. Shaw’s
plays. In fact were-it not for some
wittily ironical passages and a general
air of freakishness, the production at
the Comedy would be put down as
rather tiresome. The part of ‘“Jo-
sephine”—Mr. Joseph Chamberlain—
marvellously: well- acted by Mr. Dion
Boucicault, caused considerable amuse-
ment. One quite forgot at times that
he was not really a woman.

“Ragging’” Inquiry.

Considering the disgusting nature of
the recent ‘“‘ragging’” case in the Scots
Guards, it would not be surprising if
the authorities had not given it pub-
It .says much* for their deter-
mination ‘to pyt an end to this form
i’ that” they” should

. fig@mry made. One must
admit ‘that; fHeVictim does not come
out”aktogethér "with flying colors and
ohe 2 not “help:the inclination to be
on the.side of the young officers who
took *&uch stringént measures to show
their disapproval of.& - hrother officer.
He certainly ‘was‘not & Very desirable
comrade from all aecounts, and we
should imagine the sentence on his
brother officers would -net:.-he very
severe, unless the army council in their |
determination to maintai\n discipline |
should “think otherwise., Tt is obvieus
thatsthey .wish to stamp out this prac-
tice once for all, and everybody agrees
that “ragging” is detrimental to the
interests of the army.

Zola’s Foresight.

The French papers draw
to an interesting fact in

attention
connection

at Lens in which over one thousand
miners were buried alive. They. recall
the fact that Zola anticipated this
event in his great novel “Germinal,” |
describing with marvellous - exactness
the lives of these miners and foretell-
ing most of the features of the dis-
aster which happened lately—first of
the wreck of the mine, the belated res-
cue of the men after many days, the
revolt of the miners against the en-
gineers and the eventual strike. All
these things have happened as we
know, but even Zola’s book seems to
have fallen short of the actual facts,
realistic as it was. The horrible dis-
covery that after three weeks men
should be ‘brought up alive, points}
vividly to the fact that “truth is |
stranger than fiction.”” Those respon-
sible for the inadequate searching of

’ihll-mmerm--muuH“lm" """lH““"l\IH“"“' 2 '““,I”'

| figure.
! that we know that first attention must
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the mine have very justly come in for
strong censure. Speaking to a repre-
sentative of an English paper who was
on the spot, I received a vivid descrip-
tion of the scenes, which, he told me
would live in his own memory forever.
Zola in his most realistic imaginings
& d not come anywhere near the truth.
The horrible sufferings of the miners
is almost equalled ' by the ‘agonized
suspense of their wives and children,
whose hopes are daily raised by the
thought that still their relatives may
be brought forth "alive, and they
realize also that if things had been
properly managed those precious lives
might have been saved.

Food Adulteration.

In the House of Commons this week,
a select ¢ mmittee appointed to inquire
into questions relative to the butter
trade, threw some sidelights on the
general practice of food adulteration.
The revelations were certainly not cal-
culated to improve one’s appetite either
for food or drink. It seems that but-
ter itself can be made up of several
products other than actual butter, so
as even to deceive experts. So far has
this adulteration been carried-at the
present time that it has become abso-
lutely necessary in the interests of the
consumer to apply for stringent meas-
ures to put a stop to it. New regula-
tions will also be the result of this in-
quiry with regard to other comestibles
which contain pernicious-coloring mat-
ter or so-called preservatives, and this
more especially applies to imports
from the colonies.

In Fashion’s Realm,

There is at least advantage that will
arise out of the popularity of the
Princess Robe and that is that women
will once again have to pay the utmost
attention to their figures. It must be
confessed that the loose blouse styles
of latter years have got us into care-

3 ' | less"ways in this respect and for some
| time the
| tioned outlines which, when all other
| claim§ to beauty failed, at least earned
! for the possessor the coveted boon “a

well-moulded, well-propor-

fine figure,” have been conspicuous by
their absence. It is strange in an age
when physical development is the one
and’ only ideal, it should so happen
that -the queenly, willowly figures

| should never be seen—that,”in fact our
| grandmothers whose whalébone arti-

ficialityswe scoff at, are'far before us in

‘ this'respect. Reform, I venture to:pre-

dict, lies in the severe test that the
Princess style applies to the modern
Our defects become so obvious

be given to the fit of our ' corsets.
Therefore, a good day is coming -for
the corsetiere. Hygenic enthusiasts are
in despair, of course, for the effects of
vears of preaching are vanishing into

thin air at the first whisper that fash- |

ion decrees a ‘“‘whaleboned monstros-
ity” of byegone days to be. indispens=
ible to the change in styles. But we
have become sensible and enthusiasts
may take heart of grace that their
warnings have not been wasted, for we
nowadays realise thgat the extreme
methods adoptd by our grandmothers
of squeezing the body:into any shape
required by fashion does not really
mean beauty of form. We insist on
comfort, and proper hygenic adaption
of the corset to the body and not visa
versa as in the old days. The day of
the corsetiere is undoubtedly returning
and the four-and-elevenpenny era Is
disappearing, for a good figure is im-
possible to acquire unless we wear the
most perfect fitting corsets—and they
cost money !
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THE SCHOOIL BELL.

Early ‘every day

Children wend their way,

Even through the rain,

Down a winding lane,

There beside a pool,

Stands the village school.
“Ting-tang,” the cracked bhell goes at

eight,

Ting-tang, I tell you, don’'t be late.”

Gambolling on their way,
Like young lambs at play,

I know |
found,” !

over that hard crust any longer.
where a better meal can be
chirped Mr. Sparrow at last, and he flew
off down the road to a cab-stand, where |
he did.a cake-walk round and round the |

nosebag.
‘““Hard times, eh?” sald the horse, as he
looked down on the sparrow at his feet.
“Hard crusts, you mean,” said Mr.
Sparrow. ‘‘People don’'t grow beaks, else

Troops of children come
There, apart, walks one,
Slow as snail's her pace,
¥ Pinched and paie her face.
“Ting-tadhg,” the school bell says, ‘“past
" eight,
Ting-tang, I warn you, ‘it is late.”

“Take my hand, dear Prue,
I will wait for you,”
Whispers kindly Bess,
With a fond caress;
Hand in hand they come,
Slowly, in the sun.
“Ting-tang,” the school bell calls,
eight,
Ting-tang, you laggards will be late.”

“past

As the bell gives out,
Foremost children shout,
“Hurry, hurry, dé;
One more stroke or two,”
Quickening her pace,
Flushes Prue’s pale face—
“Ting-tang,”
Ting-tang, d'you “uear the church clock
chime?”*

DINNEXR FOR TWO.

/

Oh, what a tug-of-war was going on |

over a hard bit of crust! Mr. Sparrow
was- pulling against Mrs. Sparrow with
might and main, and a rare fight they

the bell says, ‘Just in time, |

they’d know how hard the crusts are. I
| wish they would soak them first. Now,
{ what we want is a shower of rain to
| soften them.”

“Did you say shower?' said the cab
| horse, looking out of his soft, brown eye
| at Mr. Sparrow, as he shook the nose-
| bag round his neck. ‘‘Here’s a shower for
{ you,”” and out come, oh! such 'a lot of
! grain. ‘“‘My master calls me a ‘wasteful

beggar.” but I can’'t make him under-
| stand that I always remember the Lon-
| don sparrows, however hungry I am. So
| Just make a good meal while you are
about it.”

You may be sure that Mr. Sparrow
| didn’t wait to be told twice; but I am
| sorry to say that he was so greedy he
{ d'd not remember to thank his kind
| friend the horse, who meanwhile had
| driven off with a fare.

{ A GUILTY CONSCIENCE.

| I'm a pretty little white kitten, with
green eyes; but I'm not very good; in
fact, I've had a guilty conscience.

| T'll tell you how I got it. %

{ Everyboy petted me until Inky came,
| then everybody petted her. She was a
| black kitten with blue eyes, and I'm
afraid I hated her.

{ One afternoon Inky and I had.a splen-
{ did game, running and jumping through
\ the dead autumn leaves that were lying

1

heel of a hansom-cab horse waiting for a | different kitten to-day.
fare, who was enjoying a bite from his | a new lecaf.

i

about the path. We tore about, up and
down, the leaves’ flying before us in all
directions.

Presently Inky became very much in-

| terested looking down the well at her

shadow. A . very wicked thought came
into my head.

In a playful manner - I bumped up
against Inky as she leaned over the edge
of the well, and—in she fell.

One piercing ‘‘Meow!”’—then all was

had. “I’'m not going to break my beak | silence.

I felt quite nervous, so ran indoors.
It was teatime. My mistress gave me a
saucer of milk, sc I soon forgot all about
Inky.

It’s a long time since then, and I'm a
I've turned over

I'll tell you why I turned. it.

that I felt guite miserable.

| of leaves, which kind should you choose?
I had Inky so bad on my conscience |

I never dared &0 near tne well. Some-
times, just{Pefore teatime,. I heard her
“Meow! Meow! Meow!” until my hair
stood up straight all over me.

* ’. i - * *

But a strange thing has happened.

The other moreing I sat and sadly
thought: “I’m getting to be a sort of
coward ever since—"’

“Grisel—da!” 3

I jumped. violently, and fell off the
chair, bump, on to the floor.

It was Inky's voice, and—there—inside
the kitchen cupboard, all bandaged up
with white rage, lay Inky, her very self.

“‘Griselda, dear, don’t run away. I'm
so tired of being all alone.”

‘‘Oh, Inky! How did you get out”

“I fell into the\bucket, and Cook puilled
me out. I cracked my head, though.
But what’s the matter with you, Gris?
You look extra white!”” .

“I've got a gullty conscience, and It
makes me feel very queer. But I think
it's getting better now, thank you, Inky
dear. Don’t let us talk about it.”

So I got rids of My guilty conscience,
and am quite good now.

“LI'L’ FELLER.”

h &
When the weary winter ends,
Li'l" feller,
With the daisies we’ll be friends,
Li'l’ feller!
There’ll be birds on every bough
‘Where no bird is singing now—
We'll be happy anyhow, 3
Li’l feller!
IIL.
Heaven is dreamin’ in your face,
Li'l' feller,
Angels for your kisses race,
Li’l’ feller! v
Here they come—a watch to keep
When you're smiling in your sleep—
They’re a-lovin’ you a heap,
Li'l’ feller!
III.
In the gardens o’.the Spring,
Li’l’ feller,
Soon the rose-sweet winds shall sing,
L'l feller!
Every flower that feels the fall
Of the dew your name shall call—
You, the sweetest. rose of all,
Li’l* feller!
—Frank L. Stanton.

WHEN ADAM WAS A BOY.

Earth wasn’t as it is to-day
When Adam was a boy;
Nobody’s hair was streaked with gray
When Adam was a boy.
Then when the sun would scorch and stew
There wasn’t anyhody who
Asked, “Is’it hot enough for you?”
When Adam was a boy.

There were no front lawns to be mowed
When Addm was a boy;

No kitchen garden to be ‘hoed
‘When Adam was a boy.

No ice-cream freezers to be turned,

No crocks of creaAm that must be churned,

No grammar lessons to be learned,
When Adam was a boy.

Therc was no staying after school,
When Adam ‘was a boy,

Because somebody broke a rule
‘When Adam Wwas ‘a boy.

Nobcedy had to gosto bed

Without a sup of° btoth or bread,

Bedause of somjetling done or said, -
‘When Adam was a boy.

Yet life was pretty dull, no doubt,
When Adam was a boy;

There ‘were no baseball clubs about
When Adam:was a boy.

No street piano stopped each day

In front of wheve:he lived . to play;

No. brass band eyer marched his way,
When Adam was a hoy.

There were no fireworks at all
When Adam was a boy;
No one could pitch a drop curve ball
When Adam was a boy.
But here is why our times are so
Much better than the long ago—
There was no Santa Claus, you know,
When Adam was a boy.
—Woman’'s Home Companion.

THE ROBIN.

Coral-throated songster, clear,

Be thou glad! for Spring is here,
Spring is here, with love and joy;
Now thine 'art in song employ.

Now reward has come at last
For thy patience in the past;
Hopeful thro* the winter drear,
See fulfilment -now appear.

Seraph silver-voiced, thy strain,
Tells of sunshine-after rain,

Tells of how, thro’ Winter’s blast,
Thou had’st hope, and held it fast.

We have heard thy sparkling song,
Tho’ the frosts were hard and long;
Love’s bright time is here again;

Charm thy mate with sweet refrain!

RIDDLES.

‘When does coal remind you of a poet?—
When it burns (Burns).

Why is the ‘“‘Children’s Corner’ like a
Christmas stocking?—Because it is full of
good things.

When is a floor not a floor?—When it is
wood

If you were going to make a dress out
they would not

—Evergreens, because
f

pleasureable possession.

Most Popular Piano in Canada is

THE NEW SCALE WILLIAMS

Conservatories of Music—Schools—Convents—use the New
Scale Williams Piano exclusively.

Concert artists—professors-——accompanists—teachers—prefer it.

Homes in every section of the Dominion count it their most

The New Scale Williams is Canada’s favorite.
“The New Scale Williams Piano is magnificent.””—Ben Daviés, England’s famous tenor.

Write Williams Piano Co. Ltd., Oshawa, for copies of 1llustrated booklets
on the history and construction of a Piano, or call at tie local warerooms.

M. W. WAITT & CO. Lid,, - 44 Government St., Victeria

o ® : f
BY W. H. FITCHETT, LL.D., AUTHOR OF “DEEDS THAT WON THE EM PIRE.” 3
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Part 1.

Emerson once said that the imud.of
all the Continents had gone to the
making of the Englishman; and it is
certain that the modern Briton is com-
pounded of strange elements, ‘“Saxon
and Norman and Dane are we,’”’ as
Tennyson sings. And yet from this
compound has emerged a type com-
pact, definite, and stubbern; in energy
and resisting power equal te anything
Listory has ever seen.

A Race Map of the Empire.

But the British Empire of to-day,
ke the individual Englishman, is an
amalgam of strange opposition. Its

| color scheme might well distract an

a:tist. Of the 400,000,000 subjects over
whomi Edward VII reigns only 50,-
600,000 are white skinned; the remain-
irg 350,000,000 are black, brown, or
coffee colored. A rdceé-map of the Em-
pire would be of as many colors as
Joseph’s coat. It is a Christian Em-
rire, and yet it includes in.its compo-
sition more Mahommedans than Tur-
key, and more '‘Buddhists than Japan.
Who makes any study of that greater
Erngland outside the' narrow seas is
prrofoundly impressed with this mix-
ture of races through all the provinces.
At the Cape there is the indigestible
Dutchman, to’ say nothing of Kaffirs,
Hottentots, etc., a human compost to
which has now been added a Chinese
element. In Canada every fourth in-
habitant is French in blood and speech
and type. In the United States one-
tenth of the population. if of negro
blood, and the other nine-tenths are a
strange compound of lav and Magyer,
of Croats and Fins, of Germans and
Jews and Russians. Race-purity is a
factor of great value, and an Austra-
lhan may be forgiven for reflecting with
pride that the most absolutely British
community outside Great Britain is
found in -Australia and New Zealand.

Transplanted France.

Canada offers perhaps the ‘most
striking example of this strange mix-
ture of races which characterizes the
British Empire; and some aspects of
the mixture in Canada are very strik-
ing. It is surely a paradox that the
freest, happiest, least-burdened, and
most contented bit of France—of hu-
man, not geographical France—the
world possesses owes allegiarice not to
President Loubet, but to King Edward
VII. It is not to be found beneath the
tricolor, but under the Union Jack. A
million and a half of Frenchmen live
in Canada almost as a separate com-
munity, and if they were to have the
choice of being “dumped!! down in
sunny France itself—say in:their ‘Brit-
tany or Normandy-—they would ener-
getically reject the offer. : For: they
have,.easier lives, lighter burdens, -a
larger freedom, and a more complete
security for everything they:hold sac-
1ted under the: British flag than France
itself could give them. There is no
conscription in Canada! 'There are no
revolutions on the banks of the St
Lawrence! No law for the dissolution
of monasteries or for the shutting up
of clerical schools is possible in the
latitude of Quebec. These: French
Canadians plough their lands in peace.
Their taxes are absolutely light and
are self-imposed. They have their own
newspapers and schools. Their priests
raanage all their affairs for them. They

regulate their politics, choose their lit- !

erature, and levy their own tithes—if
necessary by process of civil law. And
these one and a half million French-
men enjoy the whole process.

For there are Frenchmen of the
Bourbon times and type. They repre-
sent the one successful bit of emigra-
tion on a large scale France has ever
known. They came to Canada early in
the seventeenth century, with their
seigneurs ahd priests, and they settled
tcgether on half feudal terms. The
Bourbons have gone; the se gneurs
have disappe::¢d, or been bought out;
the red flag of England has taken the
Llace of the white lilies of ancient
France. But these little clusters of
T ench emigrants have grown till they
caver a prov.nce. And the Church re-
mains and ruies them as absolutely as
it ruled Freach peasants in the days
of, say, Louis XIV.

A British Parliament With a French
Accent!

These French Canadians naturally
have the public affairs of the province
in which they are a majority so over-
4 helmingly in their own hands, and
in the Montreal legislature—one of the
many parliaments within the circle of
the British Empire—all the debates
are in French. In type of faces, in lan-
guage, in spirit, in ideals it might be
a French vrovincial assemblv. The
French element, too, is both visible and
audible in the Dominion parliament.
Sir Wilfrid Laurier, as all the world

among whom is divided the business
of ruling the British Empire. Yet he

lish has still French cadences running
through it.

minion parliament and hear one min-
ister of the British crown after another
rise and reply to some
other in English which smacks so
strongly of the latitude of Paris.

All this, in a sense, is very admir-
able. The Briton, at bottom, and for
all his insularity and Philistinism, has
a fine magnanimity. He respects no-
body so much as a tough and gallant

foe, and after thrashing him soundly |

hfe is willing to share with him if not
his last coin, yet all h*~ political rights

.and commercial advantages. In this,

as in many other unsuspected charac-
teristics, both of temper and policy,
the Briton is but the  Roman of Cae-
sar’s time translated into modern
terms. Did not Rome take frankly into
the circle of her Empire all her con-
quered foes?

There is one monument on the citdael
hill- in Quebec which is a parable in
stone.” It is the great pillar raised by
Lord Dalhousie in 1828 to the joint
memory. of Wolfe and M&ntcalm. A
hundred and fifty years ago, from the
very spot on which the monument
slands, Montcalm’s batteries flashedf

| time in the circle of the Empire.

question or |

| so obstinately in
| though wise men regret the separate-
| ness of the Canadian

wrathfully across the St. Lawrence
against the British ~guns on’ Poirit
Levis; and! Wolfe’s guns flung back,
day and night, their answer in red
flame. What would the  blue-coaled
French gunners in Quebec citadel, or
the red-coated British artillerymen on
Point Leévis have thought had they
been told that a little more than a cen-
tury later a tall monument to both
their leaders would stand on that very
gpot?

‘“Mortem virtus communem, famam
historia, monumentum posteritas de-
tit,”” runs the inscription of “Valor
gave them a common death, history an
equal fame, and after ages a common
monument.”

The tall column is a sign not only
of ancient strife, but of the peace
which obliterates the scars of strife,

and not many like it can be found in-

the world. ' And the monument on the
hill of Quebec is a happy symbol of the
political peaceé in which under the shel-
ter of one political system the descend-
ants of both the races who contendéd
on the Plains of Abraham dwell to-day.
It is another sign ‘of the happy relation
betwixt the races that it is a member
and representative of the defeated race
who to-day is prime minister of Can-
ada.
Race Separateness.

The one puzzling thing in ithese Can-
adian Frenchmen.is their curious sep-
arateness. This is obstinate, conscious,
deliberate. They do not intend to melt
into the general population. A--hun-
dred and fifty years after- Hastings,
Normans and Saxons had become. orie
beople; but a hundred-and fifty years
after the fight on the Plains of Abra-
ham the Frenchmen in Canada are as
little British as if they had never left
their native villages. They- dwelt:to=
gether. They speak their own language
and have their own schools.” There are
no inter-marriages with the rest of the
population, and scarcely ahy inter=
course. They fly the tricolor: ‘on fete
cays as well.as the Union Jack. They
grow fast, for. that curious shrinkage
ol the birth rate which is-the ‘menace
of modern France ‘does not in the least
apply to these transplanted French
folk. They marry early, and the scale
of their families is 4 proverb through-
out Canada. They do not move on to
new districts, but they buy ‘out, or
rush out, from their province settlers
alien in faith and race to themselves.
There are whole“towns in Lowér Can-
ada which twenty-five years ago were
at least half British and Protestant;
lo-day they are wholly French and
Catholic. These Canadian French are
censcious of their separaténess. They
value it; they are jealous of it. They
resent the suggestion thé,t they 'may
ever melt into the genéral population.
All the- precedents of history seem to
fail in their case. Under a common
system of government, within'the same
geographical bounds, in the ‘enjoyment
of the same liberties, the races remain
almost as separate as oil and water. .

Part IL

The one separating force which keeps
French and British in Canada from
vital union is by universal consent the
Roman Catholic church. Sir Wilfrid
Laurier himself frankly admits this.
“I am,” he said to the present writer,
“a Roman Catholic: but my faith in
the doctrines of my church does not
mean that I accept all its ecclesiastical
policy.” And it is part of the policy of
the church to keep its French flock
seéparate. The policy is not courageous
or noble. The faith that must be kept
in a separate and air-tight compart-
ment to save it from perishing is hard-
ly of a robust type, But the policy of
the Roman Catholic church in Canada
is intelligible enough. The Treaty of
Paris guaranteed the conquered French
freedom in the practice of their reli-
gion “as far as is consistent with Brit-
ish law.” But “British law” to the
French Canadian means that enacted
by the provincial parliament, which is
itself French and Catholic almost com-
rletely So the Roman Catholic church
:..Joys privileges and rights in this lit-
tle patch of the British Empire such
as it does not possess in Italy or Spain.

Ecclesiastical Privileges:

Churcn property is untaxed; the
ctchools «f the province are managed
completely by clerical boards; the
priests have the right of tithing over
their own flocks, and the tithe is a
civil debt, and can be enforced in the
civil courts. It takes precedence, in-
deed, over local taxes. In no other
civilized land, in a word, can there be
fcund so complete an éxample of the
authority of the priests over their
fiocks—an authority which has in it a
flavor of mediaeval times—such as ex-
ists in Canada. It is natural, under
such conditions, that the churci of
Rome should seek to make its flock,

f 1 | like the bride in Solomon’s Song, “a
knows, is one of the half a dozen men |

garden enclosed.” But it is hardlv a
good service to the Empire, or to Can-

¢ : | ada—or even to the French Canadians
is a typical Frenchman, and his Eng- |

themselves—which is rendered by the

| church of Rome in keeping its follow-
It is an odd experience, in- |
deed, to sit in the gallery of the Do- |

ers thus separate. These , Canadian
Frenchmen are inevitably and for all
They
share its citizenship; they are guarded
by its flag. Why should the separat-
ing lines of races and speech be kept
existence? But

French, they
reed not wonder at it. Suppose_that
after Hastings Normans and Saxons
had been parted by some profound dif-
ference of religious ~faith;" that the
Normans, say, had been Roman Cath-

| olics, and the Saxons convinced and
| Evangelical Protestants!

Here would
Lave been a separating force whose
effects would certainly be visible to-
day.

Are the French Canadians Loyal?

It is a question to be asked in Can-
ada itself only with bated breath. Are
these French Canadians loyal? And
the answer depends, of course, upon
the sense attached to loyalty. They
are loyal to Canada; they do not want
to see the tricolor or the stars and
stripes fly  over Quebec. 'They know
that of all who speak the French
tongue they are under the most envi-

“ion government—have,
‘sense "of "the Empire as a whole,

| politfcs of the

=
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able political conditions. But th.
of loyalty that penetrate so deepl:
heart-ofthe Briton—pride of race
sense of common blood, the tie of
mon speech and of a common hj,
—certainly do not exist in the ¢
dian French. It would be unreas;
te expect them to exist.

‘Would these Canadian Frenc
for the British flag? They wou
i* may be suspected, fight for
flag. - It was not Sir Wilfrid
who sent the Canadian contin
South Africa, but a wave of
sentiment throughout non-Frenc},
ada, which would have swept Siy
frid Laurier out of political ex
i7 he had resisted it. And there -
rot many Frenchmen in the c«
gents! The larger-minded ¥
Canadians—men like Sir Wilfrid
rierand his colleagues in the Do
no -doubt

Wwould fight il any battle that se;
Ix- threatened it. But for the av:
French Canadian the political he
is very narrow. He knows, it m
suspected, ne loyalty beyond his
province.

‘Wild Dreams.

Some of the younger French
dians have, indeed, strange
They cherish visions of ag indep:
French state on the St. Law
with Quebec as its capital and pe:
the' white lilies as the symbol
flag. Has not Great Britain
herself even carelessly magnani
with regard to its outlying pr
Twice in. the last century, after
turing the Cape, she gave it t
the Dutch. The French West |
are a British gift to the tricolor.
Eritain gave the Ionian islands b
Greece within living memory;
she fire a shot to keep, say, Aust
o1 Canada jtself under the Britis}
Would she” send another fleet u
St. Lawrence and fight anothe
on the Plains of Abraham to keep
bec a Brifish province?

Perhaps not; but it is grimly
that Canada would! Only a tiny
noisy section of the French
a$ a matter of fact, cherish :
about.an independent Frenc
the. St. Lawrence, and the dre:
lunacy. But it undoubtedl
certain wild and more or less
heads.

? Sir Wilfrid Laurier.

Sir * Wilfrid Laurier
Prime “Minister of Canada
interesting study. The pre
bad the choice between
President Roosevelt an
Sir Wilfrid Laurier; ¢
Cdhadian! He is a real fa
‘itish Empire.

“8ir Wilfrid Laurier's face is not com-
bative; it is not the face of an enthu-
siast or of a man of action. It sug
gests rather the face of a French pre
fessor, studious, abstracted, refined;
little bit weary of wrestli \
youthful human stupidity. F
forehead a ridge of shining

runs back over the skull,

thick pad of hair on either side
face is thin, pallid, deeply scrib!
over with a network of fine lines.
general effect is that of a pensi
slightly overtaxed gentleness. Sir
frid Laurier has an exquisite couw
His voice is soft; his English

and perfect, but his syllables

care and finish of a man who is s

ing in what is not his mother tongu

With all his apparent simplici
manner, the Canadian Premier has
skill of a great diplomatist. Hzs
fine gifts of mellifluous, if not of m
netic speech; but he is hardly
blooded enough for a great orator
cannot be said that his name is
to any great and history-making 1
ures. He is not a leader after (
ham’s type, an administrator of I
merston’s temper, a debater of ('l
berlain’s edge and force. There
iron enough in his blood or in I
per to rule in stormy times. Bu
charm of manner is a real force,
he represents admirably what 1
called. the decorative side of Db«
He says always the right thing
says it at the right moment and i
right way. There is nothing
about him, and he happily sym!
that political concert of races
though it is far enough from bt
living union, is yet the ultimat
in .Canadian Dolitics.

His air of bored and over-taxed
ence suggests the question wheths
Wilfrid Laurier is tired of publi
and regrets having devoted hims

himself,

it; and he frankly says “Yes,” somes

times at least he regrets his vocatic
But Sir Wilfrid Laurier’s regrets ha
not the depth of Burke’s bitter sayi
—\\"Hivh so many politicians would
peat—‘What shadows we are,
what shadows we pursue!” His
dictment of public life is that.it is |
work, has few prizes, and leaves a 1
at the end of his career almost
tainly poor and quite certain to be f
gotten.

The French, when thoroughly ass
ilated, will no doubt add some fine ¢
ments to the Canadian type. They
give .a touch of brightness, of gal
of art, perhaps, to the strong-bod
strong-brained, and masterful Scot
reserved, enduring, commercia
minded Englishman, who make up
bulk of the population. But the an
gamation is slow in coming, ;mx}
in a degree which contradicts all
nrecedents of history.
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teur photographer whd
by receiving an appoin
,ﬁ.ny H.R.H. the Princ

"and party in that capa
"greater part of their

ada, has returned. H
Vancouver Friday nig!
says, was a grand suc
time the royal visitor 1
tik he reached Winnip
was superb. While ru
shores of the Great La
was dirty and extremd
rain- falling almost co
continued until the sp
rived at Ottawa. It ¢
while the party was in
sun shinning out glori
ing the spirits and

pleasure derived by thd

naught and his suite i
ments to which they 1
asg the guests of honor

In Mr. Langley’s opi
trips through the int
Columbia and the Nor
most enjoyed by His
No stops of any lengt
this province, but
crowds were found wa,
of the Prince's train,
cheers rent the air as i
different depots.

When the higher al
mountains were reachel
and every member of
mueh impressed with
the sScenery, and werd
gazing upon the snow
and the deep mysterion
bottom of which, sca
at the distance, could
streamg falling hundr
their mad rush for the

At Castle mountain
up in order to allow
party to indulge in
climbing and sheep
count of which has al
by the telegraphic dis
according to Mr. Lar
early in the morning, f
having been secured t(
sportsmen. After an
ing’s work they foun
the vicinity of the sn
the tablecloth was s
licious cold luncheon, 4
as a‘result of the appd
the strenuous exercise
mountain air, was ser
sheep were seen, and
the foreign departmer
bagging one. 'The nex
train proceeded on it
while Capt. Wyndham
son and others contil
coming on later by n
car.. They found, Mr)
two dead sheep hangi
They had apparently
previous day by poact
til needed. It was tl
Langley avers, which
port that the royal pa
vantage of the permi
the government to she
to slaughter the gam
ly. He states that thd

A short stay was 4
bert Canyon. Here Pr
a place with the engir
order to view the mag
better advantage. A
ley’s splendid collecti
has one showing the
engine and the distin
of his staff grouped ¢
cowcatcher.

It had been the i
royal train to make
Morley, Alberta, the
the Stony tribe of Inc
be the wealthiest.na
minion. sBefore reactk
ever, information was
case of smallpox had
the natives, and these
celled. Mr. Langley
very much disappoint
elaborate preparation
tion and entertainme
bected guest. As it w
slowly through the se
Indians. gorgeous in
fantastic apparel, rod
whooping and yelling
sorts of clever and
and, in fact, making
tlear as possible duri
&t their disposal.

The Calgary recept
descsibes as one of
ceived. The large d
fully decorated, the
tarpeted, guards of h
on all sides and the
B short distance aw
Bave the King.” Whq
left his car he wal
tanks of what was kn
tadets, a corps of yo
Imating fourteen yeui
M attractive uniforms
€88 wag’ escorted to
_adJomS the denot, ar
thorus of girls, we
“’:hitt‘, with the may(
tlals awaiting his ar
Bsual ceremonies a c
Ing incident occurred,
the khaki cadets, a §
°d the platform and
At.its conclusion he
tarily embarrassed
EOCUment up placed
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han?” .the Prince r
laugh. The boy, inst:
mistake, presented th
ﬂtting apology.

While the Prince ha
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‘ribe, a special trip be
leadquarters, which g
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