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A GLIMPSE OF THE PAST.
------ ♦-—

May \t plm*e Your Royal Hiyhness, Mr. President and (ienth na n:—

As you aiv awarv, fatv has plum l ni<* in a position
wIkiv I Imw thv privilege of In a ring many H|xvrhvs while making 
none myself. So, ton lay, I am but the humble who of those eloquent 
voices, which, in their time, hehl mighty sway, and most of these 
have since passed into the peace of eternal silence.

I have Is-eii toll I to speak half an hour, wherein 1 hope to sketch 
lightly wnie of the events of half a century; but, first, let me express 
tile pleasure 1 feel at meeting you, Mr. President and the members 
ot tin- ( anadian t lull, among whom I am glad to recognize main old 
friends. . May 1 add also, my keen appréciation of the large and 
<listingui>h(‘d audience, which has done me the honour of being 
here to-day.

I entered the Parliamentary service of old Canada on the first 
day of May, Is."ill, the seat of Government living, at that date, in 
the ( ity of lomnto. The Government then in power had assumed 
office on the tith of August, in the previous year, and was composed 
as follows :—

Foe Lower Canada.
The Hon. G. K. Cartier, Premier and Attorney-General, Fast ;
The Hon. A. T. Galt, Inspector-General ;
The Hon. X. K Helleau, Speaker, Legislative Council, L.C.
The Hon. L. X . Sieotte, Minister of Publie Works ;
The Hon. Charles Alleyne, Provincial Secretary;

For Vppkh Canada,
The Hon. J. A. Macdonald. Attorney-General, West ;
The Hon. P. M. \ ankoughnet, Commissioner of Crown Lands;
The Hon. Sydney Smith, Postmaster-General;
The Hon. John Ross, President of the Council ; and 
The Hon. George Sherwood, Receiver-General.

Every one of these gentlemen rose to positions of honour in the 
service of the country. The names of Sir John Alexander Macdonald 
Sir George Etienne Cartier and Sir Alexander Galt, were, in their 
time and later, household words in Canada, and since the days of 
which I speak, all have paid the last debt of Nature, and have passed 
away, warm in the regard of their countrymen.
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There1 wan a Legislative Council of 34 members, of whom 24 
were elective; twelve of these came from each of the two Province», 
Vpper and Lower Canada. The legislative Assembly consisted of 
l:t(l menders, and my father was Speaker of what was, then us now, 
termed the Lower House.

What struck me forcibly was the general good style and old 
fashioned courtesy of both Houses, as well as the excellent tone of 
debate, and the almost total absence of personal references. These 
legislators of long ago were men of good breeding and polite manners, 
and during the years that have passed, 1 have often felt that, when 
any politician aimed at becoming a Statesman, he could not begin 
better than by licing a gentleman.

At the modest cost of I2S.(K) a month, 1 found comfortable 
quarters at Ellah's Private Hotel, situated on the corner of I ront 
and Hay Streets, where my father was living with Mr. Alexander 
Campbell (afterwards Sir Alexander), a member of the legislative 
Council, Mr. John Hoss, President of the Council in the then (hivern
aient, and several other gentlemen mostly members of either House.

Among those I met at this most pleasant Hotel, was a Doctor, 
solving in the Royal engineers, with the relative rank of Major. 
Of our large circle, this officer was the only one who, later, turned 
out not to I*1 a gentleman, though possessing much the same style 
and I rearing as the rest of our party. Wearing two war medals and 
several clasps for active service, with the reputation of having shown

at bravery and of having Ixiui a cool principal in a duel when the 
jiponent had liecn wounded, the astounding fact was revealed by 

death, a few years later, that this medical officer had been a woman. 
Very pathetic seemed the story1 of this lonely lady, who, in some 
mysterious way, had lived more than a dozen years wearing the 
uniform of Her Majesty's Army; and, amidst many stirring scenes 
and much activity, hud concealed the secret of her sex.

One of my earliest experiences was a Ball at ( lovermnent House, 
then occupied by His Excellency, Sir Edmund Head, who, in 1S34, 
had been appointed <>overnor-Oeneral of Canada.

Time has somewhat dimmed my memory, but this was my first 
Ball, and 1 can recall many of its scenes; among these, comes the 
charming vision of a lithe and graceful partner, whom 1 secured for 
an early waltz. She was a French-Can ad ian lady, and as energetic 
as she was fair to six1. "The Dawn of lxive” was the name of the 
waltz; the lady’s has faded from my mind, but 1 pray she may be 
now a grandmother with feminine decendants as beautiful as she 
was then. The soft strains of the exquisite music rose and fell, 
and my partner seemed to be floating while I remained but a dull
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clod of earth cursed with heavy, all-pervading feet—"I want"— 
I said, eargely—and paused breathless. "What is it you want”— 
said the soft voice close to my ear. “1 want to stop"—1 gasped 
sadly—and a welcome pause enabled me to explain that I was wear
ing a most adhesive pair of rather countrified India rubbers.

I.ater, at »up|ier, 1 tasted for the first time a famous vintage 
of champagne, and 1 learned that its name was “Clicquot,” the 
product of a vineyard owned by a lady of that name, and only 
familiar as a beverage to the Crowned Heads of Euro|*\ My father 
had told me not to drink more than two glasses, and I remember 
that 1 was careful to obey him. The wine of Madame Clicquot and 
your humble servant have been strangers ever since.

Among the notable men of that day was Sir Allan MacN’ab, 
a typical Scotch gentleman and a Baronet, who, afterwards, became 
Speaker of the Legislative Council and continued in olfiee until his 
lamented death, a few years later. As though it were but yesterday, 
1 can see his broad breast covered with a bright red tartan. Once, 
I hapjiened to follow in his wake at some social function where each 
guest was announced at the drawing-room door. He was accom
panied by his brother, the Chief of the Clan Mac Nab, who went first. 
When the servant asked his name, the tall Scotchman drew himself 
up and answered impressively: "The MacNah.” “And yours, sir”— 
said the man in livery to Sir Allan, who, with a twinkle in his eye, 
responded: "The other MneXab.”

A few months later, we were ordered to Quebec and the first 
Session opened there on the 2Sth of February, 1 still. Ottawa had 
been determined upon as the future seat of (lovernment for Con
federated Canada, and alsiut this time the Public Works Department 
undertook the construction of the splendid buildings which are now 
occupied on the hill, to which many additions have since been made.

Quebec was a most delightful station in those days, having a 
large garrison consisting of the 2nd Battalion, 17th Regiment, the 
4th Battalion, lillt h Rifles, and four Companies of the Royal ( 'anadian 
Rifles, with two Batteries of Royal Artillery and a detachment of 
Royal Engineers.

Parliament was prorogued on the lllth of May, with the under
standing that it would meet again to welcome Albert Edward, 
Prince of Wales, during the coming summer.

On the lxth of August, I860, Ilis Royal Highness was receiv’d 
at Quebec amidst general rejoicing, and on the 21st the two Houses 
of the Legislature presented joint addresses, expressive of loyal 
devotion and attachment to the good Queen his mother.
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The Prince of Wales had Ix-en vested with the power of con
ferring Knighthood, and lx)th Speakers, Sir Narcisse Bcllcau and 
niy father, received this honour.

There was a dinner-party in the evening, and I was presented 
to His Royal Highness, who looked very slim and youthful in his 
well fitting scarlet uniform. He gave me a cigar of delirious flavour, 
and some sensible people told me that 1 ought to keep it always, 
and hand it down to pospterity. Vnhappily, I was young and 
foolish, and getting away into a quiet place with a young officer, 
proceeded to smoke with fastidious deliberation. My memory is 
dim as to what followed, but I do remember that, at the last, the 
ceiling began to wave softly, and the floor to slant in various direc
tions, so that standing on it became a matter of acrobatic skill ; and 
when, later, my mother came to me, I could only express a fervent 
wish to lie down and die. This was my first and last smoke for 
many a day.

On the 2">th of August, His Royal Highness completed the task 
for which he had been induced to visit Canada—the laying of the 
Corner-Stone of the Victoria Bridge at Montreal. A week later he 
proceeded to Ottawa and there laid the Foundation-Stone of the 
Parliament Buildings, whence he journeyed through the western part 
of the Province, llis course was marked by the greatest enthusiasm, 
and from first to last, it was one grand, warm hearted ovation.

Then, as now, the people of Canada were loyal British subjects, 
true to the Empire in heart and soul, reverencing their Queen, and 
thankful for the grand traditions which had made England the 
greatest country in the world. They thought of the Mother Land 
with all those tender feelings which cluster round the magic word 
“Home.” May God grant that this condition be long continued.

We were now on the eve of Confederation, and time will not 
permit me to dwell longer on our pleasant sojourn in old Quebec 
a City famous for its historic associations, and rich in splendid 
memories of the mighty dead.

In the days of which I am speaking there were no typewriters 
or telephones, and 1 have to this day a pewter inkstand which was 
given me when 1 joined the Service in 1869, a quaint old memento 
which has stood on my desk for more than half a century.

In 1861, Sir Edmund Head returned to England, and was suc
ceeded by Viscount Monck, whom I remember as a very genial and 
energetic Irishman, who was generally popular.

I-ord Monck was the first Governor General who occupied 
Rideau Hall, when the seat of Government was fixed at Ottawa,



in 1867, and I have a vivid recollection of doing duty in an old 
fashioned sentry-box near the front door, during the first Fenian 
Raid, being at that time a private in the Civil Service Rifle Corps.

We reached Ottawa early in the year 1H67, and the first Dom
inion Parliament assembled on November fith of that year. It was 
pleasant to l>e the occupants of such fine office's, and we were greatly 
struck by the natural beauty of the City as well as by its stern morality.

The police were very busy making people good, and there* we*re 
awful stoiie*s e»f how wicked citizens used to kill each e>the»r, anel 
quietly elrop the* corpses over the* cliff be*hinel the Parliament Build
ings. No doubt these* tale*s we*re* exaggerated, but the*re certainly 
hael beu*n religious ejuarivls, and I re*me*mber h<*aring a most elis- 
tinguist Jurist re*gre*t that, having a ge»oel shot at a famous statesman, 
he had missed getting him by the* untoward aerie lent of a bad |M*r- 
cussion cap.

Is it not strange* that the* bitterest ejuarrels emanate frenu 
questions of piety, and re*mind one e>f that Irish Roman Catholic 
prie*st, who, viewing his floe*k engaged in a physical discussion on 
parish matters, remarked: “Just loeik at the* darlins’ elown there 
bating each other for the lore of GW.”

About this time I met Mr. Thomas D’Arcy McGee anel greatly 
admired his eloquence anel genuine Irish humour. The*re* were 
none so bright anel witty in the* lleiuse* at that time, and seats were 
always well filleul whe*n it was known he was going to speak.

I we*ll remember a certain evening whe*n, in his usual original 
style*, he attacked the* then Acting ljoael(*r e)f the* House*, Sir Ge*orge* E. 
Cartier:—“Suppose, Sir, ” said he, “any honemrable membe r hael a 
friend in town whom he wisheei to entertain, elo you think, Sir, 
feir one moment, that be* would bring him here* to this House to show 
him the Ship of State drifting helplessly anel hopelessly alemg with 
such a figure-head as that at the prow? No, Sir, he* woulel take* him 
anywhere else—to a fire—if there* happened to be one that night.”

Again, I recall a rathe*r fe*stive night at Duignan’s Private Hotel, 
which was situated on the* corner of Sparks anel Bank Streets, where* 
a numbe*r of us lived anel enjoyeel ourslves, as young men are* apt to 
do. There were cexd el rinks anel tobacco, anel some* revelry, when 
we he*arel a step on the* stairs, anel a moment after, Mr. McGex* ap- 
peanul:—“Gentlemen,” saiel he, in his rich Irish voice, “I happened 
to Ik* passing on the* opposite side of the* street, anel I saw the* house 
with its cold stone walls anel closoel elex>rs, anel a warning voice 
whispered to me as I lingered :—“Thomas, you ought to go home,”
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but 1 looked again, and heard the clink of glasses and the sound of 
merry laughter, and another, and a stronger voice said:—“D’Arcy, 
you’d better go in"—and here I am."

Hia welcome was warm and the fun went on with added lest. 
Presently, a young Civil Servant, who was under the impression he 
could recite, attempted "The Bridge of Sighs": Mr. Met ice was all 
attention, and those who sat near him saw that he was apparently 
moved by deep emotion. His handkerchief was in his hand, and we, 
who were close to him, heard him murmur: “Poor girl,—poor girl,— 
she's murdemt again."

Months later I walked home with him to his rooms on Sparks 
Street, which were not far from my own. The night was a remarkable 
one, for it was the fourth of April, 1st IS, and later, 1 learned that we 
were dogged to his door by those who, on the following night, shot 
and killed him. Then, tie was alone, having parted from some 
friends at the adjacent corner of Sparks and Metcalfe Streets. And 
so, twenty-four hours later, he died a martyr to free «itcech and the 
country he served so well.

It fell to my lot in due time to be present at the execution of 
Whalen, who was convicted of this murder, and I ran recall that 
the gaol yard was lined with troops, and that each man carried a 
proper supply of ball cartridge, but the scene was quiet and solemn, 
and no excitement marnai ttiis last stern enforcement of the majesty 
of the law.

I ’.arly in 1K72, 1 became Acting Sergeant-at-Arms of the House 
of Commons, and of those whom 1 then saw in the Chamber, but one 
remains there to-day, in the person of the Honourable John Haggart, 
who is now the senior member of the House.

Parliament in Session is an interesting study, but above all, 
it is full of esprit ite corps. Memliers have certain rights and privi
leges, and woe betide the man who attempts to curtail or interfere 
with them. A Liberal will fight for a Conservative or rice rerun, 
if any Member is attacked or unjustly treated, outside the line of 
politics.

The Speaker thus generally receives the greatest deference and 
respect, and his rulings are rarely questioned or disputed.

There is, too, one inanimate object in the House which must 
always awaken historic memories, and which is found in almost all 
legislative bodies: 1 mean the Mace, which is the emblem of the 
Power and Authority of Parliament.
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History records that, in the House of Commons at Westminster, 
then1 have been hut three Mares: the first one disappeared wlten 
Charles the First lost his life on the scaffold, ami its ultimate fate 
remains a mystery. Later, Cromwell ordered another Mari' to l>r 
made, and it is remarkable that some years after, he scornfully 
referred to this same Mare as “That Bauble," desiring it to lx- re
moved from the Tahir during that eventful Session of 103.), when 
the great Protector dismissed the Parliament ; this so-called “Bauble” 
also disappeared. The third Mare, which is now in use has no date 
nor inscription, beyond the initials “C.K.” It first appeared in the 
House on the Restoration of Charles the Second, in 1000.

I cannot Iran' the Mare of the Commons of Canada further 
hark than 1841, the date of the Union of Upper and LowerCanada, 
and there is good reason to believe that it was manufactured at 
that time, the cost being SI,*><10.00.

Through all its shining years the Canadian Mare has remained 
intart and unsullied, and has had but two surprises: one, Ix'ing at 
Montreal in 1K41I, when the mob burned the Parliament Buildings, 
and carried it to Sir Allan Mac.Xah'x rooms, in the Donegana Hotel. 
The second surprise was in 1!H).>, when Mr. Speaker Sutherland, 
gave orders to have the time honoured initials “V.R." removed, 
and those of the reigning Sovereign substituted. "The date,” said 
the then Speaker, “should be changed,” and this order was al-u given. 
The idea was quaint and original, but was not seriously regarded, 
and, happily, no change was made.

The Prayers of Parliament an1 always uttered with closed 
doors ami pro|ier solemnity, anil alternately, in French and Knglish.

I remember an Knglish Speaker, who, ix'rhaps prematurely, 
appealed to Heav il in the former tongue, and tin1 witty comment 
of Alonzo Wright, M.P., who expressed a hope that <K>D understixxl 
what was Ix'ing said, as he felt sun- no one on earth ever would.

Mr. Davin was, in his day, a source of great amusement to the 
House, and held a high place as a humorous and original speaker. 
He, like D'.Vrcy Mctiee, was often most entertaining, and his Irish 
wit and quick repartie never failed him. I can recall a very pointed 
attack which he made on a certain Government which hail incurred 
his temporary displeasure:—“What is it,” said he, "Mr. Speaker, 
that I sei1 Ix'fore me; a Government, it is true, but one which dele
gates its powers to Deputy Ministers who rule il. Sir, I cannot fill 
these empty skulls with brains: men style them a Cabinet, but to 
my mind. Sir, they arc only a Cabinet of Antiques."

I rcmemlx'r two scenes in the Knglish House of Commons, in 
which Irish Members figured, on Ixith occasions exhibiting the
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peculiarities of the most amusing people on earth. A Member hail 
been addressing the House at tiresome length and became annoyed 
at frequent interruptions.—“Kir,” said he, “I regret to call attention 
to the unseemly noises which appear to !*• coming from lioth sides 
of the House, and 1 w ish to tell honourable gentlemen, here and now, 
that I am not addressing them, Sir, I am speaking to posterity.”— 
And then there came from far hack in thet'hamber a thin Irish voice 
which said : “They'll be /«'stems’ to you noon, if you yo on."

The other is an allusion to the supposed grasping character 
of land owners in Ireland “Mr. Speaker," said this orator, "such 
is the rapacity of the Irish landlord, that, if placed alone upon a 
desert island, his first act would l>e the despoiling of the pocket« of 
the naked tarage*."

Here, too, we have some s|x-rimena of robust English from 
Members of our own House : Away hack in the seventies, Mr. John 
Hillyard Cameron, an able and distinguished lawyer, shaking in 
defence of Sir John Macdonald, during a fierce debate when political 
feeling ran high, eulogized his Chief with warm eloquence.—"Sit,’ 
said lie, “I do not believe in these cries of corruption which come so 
glibly from honourable gentlemen, and I do I relieve that, for every 
dollar we spent, the opposite party spent two dollars; and, when 
1 hear honourable gentlemen getting up and boasting about their 
purity, 1 confess I don't believe them; for my experience of life has 
taught me that the man who is most virtuous, usually says least 
alxiut it. Sir, we were boys together, and from that day to this 
day, I have stood here at his bark, a humble, but, I trust, a useful 
follower; and in all these years, whatever may have been said alxiut 
mv right honourable friend’s tendency to bring Members from that 
side of the House and place them upon this side, this fact stands out 
in clear prominence, that he is here before you to-day, a poor man 
and a pure man."

Mr. Alexander Mackenzie was no less warm in his fervent 
Scotch earnestness in regard to the loyalty cry which seems to have 
been with us ever since : "Sir,” he retorted on a later occasion, 
“I am sick of the continued cries of disloyalty which come with such 
a bad grace from the opposite side of the House, and in replying to 
them, 1 cannot do better than quote the words of a great English 
Statesman, who, upon Ix ing similarly taunted, replied: “Mr. S|>eakcr, 
1 hold myself second to no man in loyalty to mv Gracious (Jueen, but 
because I am loyal to her, I do not think 1 should also lx- loyal to 
her man servant, her maid servant, her ox and her ass."

Many years have passed since 1 listened to those earnest voices— 
now forever silent—but their very tones are still fresh in my memory,
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for every word was uttered with the sincerity of conviction, and none 
who heard them could doubt their strong devotion to the o|>|M>site 
parties which they served so faithfully and so long.

May 1 close these reminiscences of parliamentary amenities 
with a couple of doubtful compliments paid to honourable friends: 
“Mr. Speaker," said a leading Member from New Brunswick, “1 have 
listened with great interest and some amusement to the remarks 
which have fallen from the lips of my honourable friend; in reference 
to the policy of his Government. Why, Mr. Speaker, the policy of his 
Government is the policy of the late Government—and there he 
sits, an effete politician, dandling upon his knee the posthumous 
child of a previous administration and counterfeiting the joys of 
paternity.”

Still more pungent are the words of another I-eader, in allusion 
to an equally distinguished opponent :—

"Sir,” said he, "in the light of the astounding statements which 
we have just listened to at such inconvenient length, I think 1 am 
justified in saying, that, had Sapphira lived in the time of the honour
able gentlemen she would infinitely have preferred him to Ananias.”

The most turbulent and unruly scene I have ever witnessed 
in the House was on the 10th of May, 1K7S, such I wing the last day 
of the Second Parliament. Utter chaos and confusion held high 
carnival, leading men on both sides used language which 1 do 
not care to repeat, while eyes flashed and fists were clenched, and 
front ranks pressed closer to each other. Luckily, this row of 
perhaps ten minutes duration, was quelled by the arrival of Hlack 
Hod, and the only blows struck were those of that official as he 
hammered on the front door. Hut Parliament had passed through 
a violent spasm, and its speedy oblivion was not unwelcome.

In my experience of public and official life, I have found no evil 
more to be guarded against than that intolerable disease which is 
popularly known as “swelled head"; there is no more hliiditinc 
mental malady, for it turns the once modest uwn into something / 
which his fellow creatures rare to see but rarely. Happily, such/ 
cases are not epidemic here, but everywhere, where men are placed 
in positions of sudden and wide-spread authority, they are to be 
found.

There was once a little man in a town in France, who was 
accosted by a stranger who asked: “Can you tell me the way to the 
Post Office, my good man?" And at once came the inflated reply :
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“Sir, I am not a good man, I am the Mayor." Similar in thought 
was that self-centered citizen, who—

"Wondered what they’d aav 
When he died;

What the Pmaz would write about him,
What bin friends would think about him,
What the world would do without him,

When he died;
But they didn’t even know—when he died."

And now, gentlemen, let me apologise for having offered you 
something very different from the eloquent anil learned addresses 
to which you arc accustomed. My story has been but a simple 
one, with no merit save its truth.

In the years that have gone, history has seen many important 
changes: There arc- Telephones and Wireless Telegraphy, Type
writers and Aeroplanes, Motor Boats and Automobiles, Strikes and 
Suffragettes, Smokeless Powder and Weapons of such range as to 
put the enemy out of business when he is miles away, but above all 
these facilities for rapid life and sudden death, we are proud and 
contented in the possession of a Country of vast and valuable re
sources, of groat areas, and possessing all those natural advantages 
which, in the golden future before us, must make Canada one of the 
richest Nations of the earth, and the happy heme of many millions.
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A GLIMPSE OF THE PAST.

May 11 pfease Your Uiiyal High tie**, Mr. Prexident and tirnth nan:—

As you are probably aware, fut cL hits pi urn 1 lur in a position 
"hen1 I have the privilege of hearing many speeelies while making 
none myself. So, to-day, I am but the humble echo of those eloquent 
voices, which, in their time, held mighty sway, and most of these 
have since passed into the peace of eternal silence.

I have been told to speak half an hour, wherein I hope to sketch 
lightly some of the events of half a century; but, first, let me express 
the pleasure 1 feel at meeting you, Mr. President and the mendiera 
of, the Canadian Club, among whom I am glad to recognize many old 
friends. May 1 add also, my keen appreciation of the large and 
distinguished audience, which has done me the honour of being 
here to-day.

I entered the Parliamentary service of old Canada on the first 
day of May, 18511, the seat of Government being, at that date, in 
the City of Toronto. The Government then in power had assumed 
office on the (Ith of August, in the previous year, and was composed 
as follows :—

Fou Lower Canada.
The Hon. (i. E. Cartier, Premier and Attorney-General, East;
The lion. A. T. Galt, Inspector-General;
The Hon. X. F. Belleau, Speaker, Legislative Council, L.C.
The Hon. L. V. Sicottc, Minister of Public Works ;
The Hon. Charles Allcyne, Provincial Secretary;

For Upper Canada,
The Hon. J. A. Macdonald, Attorney-General, West;
The Hon. P. M. Vankouglmet, Commissioner of Crown Lands;
The Hon. Sydney Smith, Postmaster-General;
The Hon. John Boss, President of the Council; and 
The Hon. George Sherwood, Receiver-General.

Every one of these gentlemen rose to positions of honour in the 
service of the country. The names of Sir John Alexander Macdonald, 
Sir George Etienne Cartier and Sir Alexander Galt, were, in their 
time and later, household words in Canada, and since the days of 
which I speak, all have paid the last debt of Nature, and have passed 
away, warm in the regard of their countrymen.
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There was a Legislative Council of 51 members, of whom 24 
were elective; twelve of these came from each of the two Provinces, 
Upper and Lower Canada. The legislative Assembly consisted of 
130 members, and my father was Speaker of what was, then as n< v, 
termed the Lower House.

What struck me forcibly was the general good style and old 
fashioned courtesy of both Houses, as well as the excellent tone of 
debate, and the almost total absence of personal references. These 
legislators of long ago were men of good breeding and manners,
and during the years that have passed, 1 have often felt that, when 
any politician aimed at becoming a Statesman, he could not begin 
better than by being a gentleman.

At the modest cost of S2N.00 a month, 1 found comfortable 
quarters at Kllah’s Private Hotel, situated on the corner of Front 
and Hay Streets, where my father was living with Mr. Alexander 
Campbell (afterwards Sir Alexander), a member of the Legislative 
Council, Mr. John Hoss, President of the Council in the then Govern
ment, and several other gentlemen mostly members of either House.

Among those I met at this most pleasant Hotel, was a Doctor, 
seiving in the Royal Engineers, with the relative rank of Major. 
Of our large circle, this officer was the only one who, later, turned 
out not to bo a gentleman, though possessing much the same style 
and bearing as the rest of our party. Wearing two war menials and 
several clasps for active service, with the reputation of having shown 
great bravely and of having been a cool principal in a duel when the 
opponent had been womend, the astounding fact was revealed by 
death, a few years later, i hat this medical officer had been a woman. 
Very pathetic seemed he story of this lonely lady, who, in some 
mysterious way, he ved more than a dozen years wearing the 
uniform of Her M y's Army; and, amidst many stirring scenes 
and much activity, had concealed the secret of her sex.

One of my earliest experiences was a Hall at ( iovernment House, 
then occupied by His Excellency, Sir Edmund Head, who, in 1S54, 
had been appointed Governor-General of Canada.

Time has somewhat dimmed my memory, but this was my first 
Ball, and 1 can recall many of its scenes; among these, comes the 
charming vision of a lithe and graceful partner, whom I secured for 
an early waltz. Site was a French-Canadian lady, and as energetic 
as she was fair to see. “The Dawn of Love” was the name of the 
waltz; the lady’s has faded from my mind, but I pray she may be 
now a grandmother with feminine decendants as beautiful as she 
was then. The soft strains of the exquisite music rose and fell, 
and my partner seemed to be floating while I remained but a dull
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clod of earth cursed with heavy, all-pervading feet—“1 want"— 
I said, eargely—and paused breathless. "What is it you want”— 
said the soft voice close to my ear. “1 want to stop"—I gasped 
sadly—and a welcome pause enabled me to explain that I was wear
ing a most adhesive pair of rather countrified India rubbers.

Later, at supper, 1 tasted for the first time' a famous vintage 
of champagne, and 1 learned that its name was “Clicquot,” the 
product of a vineyard owned by a lady of that name, and only 
familiar as a beverage to the Crowned Heads of Europe. My father 
had told me not to drink more than two glasses, and 1 remember 
that I was careful to obey him. The wi te of Madame Clicquot and 
your humble servant have been strangers ever since.

Among the notable men of that day was Sir Allan Mac.Xab, 
a typical Scotch gentleman and a Baronet, who, afterwards, became 
Speaker of the Legislative Council and continued in office until his 
lamented death, a few years later. As though it were but yesterday, 
I can see his broad breast covered with a bright red tartan. Once, 
I happened to follow in his wake at some social function where each 
guest was announced at the drawing-room door. He was accom
panied by his brother, the Chief of the Clan Mar.Xab, who went first. 
When the servant asked his name, the tall Scotchman drew himself 
up and answered impressively: “The MacXab.” “And yours, sir"— 
said the man in livery to Sir Allan, who, with a twinkle in his eye, 
responded : “The other MacXab.”

A few months later, we were ordered to Quebec ami the first 
Session opened there on the 2Sth of February, 1800. Ottawa had 
been determined upon as the future seat of ( lovemment for Con
federated Canada, and about this time the Public Works Department 
undertook the construction of the splendid buildings which are now 
occupied on the hill, to which many additions have since been made.

Quebec was a most delightful station in those days, having a 
large garrison consisting of the 2nd Battalion, 17th Regiment, the 
4th Battalion, 00th Rifles, and four Companies of the Royal Canadian 
Rifles, with two Batteries of Royal Artillery and a detachment of 
Royal Engineers.

Parliament was prorogued on the 19th of May, with the under
standing that it would meet again to welcome Albert Edward, 
Prince of Wales, during the coming summer.

On the 18th of August, IStiU, His Royal Highness was receivd 
at Quebec amidst general rejoicing, and on the 21st the two Houses 
of the Legislature presented joint addresses, expressive of loyal 
devotion and attachment to the good Queen his mother.
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The l’rinro of Wales had l)een vested with the power of con
ferring Knighthood, and both Speakers, Sir Narcisse Belleau and 
my father, received this honour.

There was a dinner-party in the evening, and I was presented 
to His Royal Highness, who looked very slim and youthful in his 
well fitting scarlet uniform. He gave me a cigar of delicious flavour, 
and some sensible people told me that 1 ought to keep it always, 
and hand it down to pospterity. Unhappily, 1 was young and 
foolish, and getting away into a quiet place with a young officer, 
proceeded to smoke with fastidious deliberation. My memory is 
dim as to what followed, but I do remember that, at the last, the 
ceiling l>egnn to wave softly, and the floor to slant in various direc
tions, so that standing on it became a matter of acrobatic skill ; and 
when, later, my mother came to me, I could only express a fervent 
wish to lie down and die. This was my first and last smoke for 
many a day.

On the 25th of August, His Royal Highness completed the task 
for which he had been induced to visit Canada—the laying of the 
Corner-Stone of the Victoria Bridge at Montreal. A week later he 
proceeded to Ottawa and there laid the Foundation-Stone of the 
Parliament Buildings, whence he journeyed through the western part 
of the Province. His course was marked by the greatest enthusiasm, 
and from first to last, it was one grand, warm hearted ovation.

Then, as now, the people of Canada were loyal British subjects, 
true to the F.mpire in heart and soul, reverencing their Queen, and 
thankful for the grand traditions which had made England the 
greatest country in the world. They thought of the Mother Land 
with all those tender feelings which cluster round the magic word 
“Home.” May God grant that this condition be long continued.

We were now on the eve of Confederation, and time will not 
permit me to dwell longer on our pleasant sojourn in old (juebee, 
a City famous for its historic associations, and rich in splendid 
memories of the mighty dead.

In the days of which I am speaking there were no typewriters 
or telephones, and I have to this day a pewter inkstand which was 
given me when I joined the Service in 1851), a quaint old memento 
which has stood on my desk for more than half a century.

In 1861, Sir Edmund Head returned to England, and was suc
ceeded by Viscount Monck, whom I remember as a very genial and 
energetic Irishman, who was generally popular.

Lord Monck was the first Governor General who occupied 
Rideau Hall, when the seat of Government was fixed at Ottawa,
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in 1867, and I have a vivid recollection of doing duty in an old 
fashioned sentry-box near the front door, during the first Fenian 
Raid, being at that time a private in the Civil Service Rifle Corps.

We reached Ottawa early in the year 1867, and the first Dom
inion Parliament assembled on November 6th of that year. It was 
pleasant to be the occupants of such fine offices, and we were greatly 
struck by the natural beauty of the City as well as by its stern morality.

The police were very busy making people good, and there were 
awful stories of how wicked citizens used to kill each other, and 
quietly drop the corpses over the cliff behind the Parliament Build
ings. No doubt these tales were exaggerated, but there certainly 
had been religious quarrels, and I remember hearing a most dis
tinguas! Jurist regret that, having a good shot at a famous statesman, 
he had missed getting him by the untoward accident of a bail per
cussion cap.

Is it not strange that the bitterest quarrels emanate from 
questions of piety, and remind one of that Irish Roman Catholic 
priest, who, viewing his flock engaged in a physical discussion on 
parish matters, remarked: “Just look at the darlins' down there 
bating each other for the lore of God.”

About this time I met Mr. Thomas D’Arcy McGee and greatly 
admired his eloquence and genuine Irish humour. There were 
none so bright and witty in the House at that time, and scats were 
always well filled when it was known he was going to speak.

I well remember a certain evening when, in his usual original 
style, he attacked the then Acting leader of the House, Sir George E. 
Cartier:—“Suppose, Sir, ” said he, “any honourable member had a 
friend in town whom he wished to entertain, do you think, Sir, 
for one moment, that be would bring him here to this House to show 
him the Ship of State drifting helplessly and hopelessly along with 
such a figure-head as that at the prow? No, Sir, he would take him 
anywhere else—to a fire—if there happened to be one that night.”

Again, I recall a rather festive night at Duignan’s Private Hotel, 
which was situated on the comer of Sparks and Bank Streets, where 
a number of us lived and enjoyed ourslves, as young men are apt to 
do. There were cool drinks and tobacco, and some revelry, when 
we heard a step on the stairs, and a moment after, Mr. McGee ap
peared :—“Gentlemen,” said he, in his rich Irish voice, “I happened 
to be passing on the opposite side of the street, and 1 saw the house 
with its cold stone walls and closed doors, and a warning voice 
whispered to me as I lingered :—“Thomas, you ought to go home,”
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but I looked again, and heard the clink of glasses and the sound of 
merry laughter, and another, and a stronger voice said:—"D’Arcy, 
you’d better go in”—and here I am.”

His welcome was warm and the fun went on with added zest. 
Presently, a young Civil Servant, who was under the impression he 
could recite, attempted “The Bridge of Sighs”; Mr. McGee was all 
attention, and those who sat near him saw that he was apparently 
moved by deep emotion. Ills handkerchief was in his hand, and we, 
who were close to him, heard him murmur: “Poor girl,—poor girl,— 
she’s murdered again.”

Months later I walked home with him to his rooms on Sparks 
Street, which were not far from my own. The night was a remarkable 
one, for it was the fourth of April, 18(18, and later, I learned that we 
were dogged to his door by those who, on the following night, shot 
and killed him. Then, he was alone, having parted from some 
friends at the adjacent corner of Sparks and Metcalfe Streets. And 
so, twenty-four hours later, he died a martyr to free speech and the 
country he served so well.

It fell to my lot in due time to be present at the execution of 
Whalen, who was convicted of this murder, and 1 can recall that 
the gaol yard was lined with troops, and that each man carried a 
proper supply of ball cartridge, but the scene was «juiet and solemn, 
and no excitement marred this last stern enforcement of the majesty 
of the law.

Early in 1872, I became Acting Scrgcant-at-Arms of the House 
of Commons, and of those whom I then saw in the Chamber, but one 
remains there to-day, in the person of the Honourable John Haggart, 
who is now the senior member of the House.

Parliament in Session is an interesting study, but above all, 
it is full of esprit de corps. Members have certain rights and privi
leges, and woe betide the man who attempts to curtail or interfere 
with them. A Liberal will fight for a Conservative or rice versa, 
if any Member is attacked or unjustly treated, outside the line of 
politics.

The Speaker thus generally receives the greatest deference and 
respect, and his rulings are rarely questioned or disputed.

There is, too, one inanimate object in the House which must 
always awaken historic memories, and which is found in almost all 
legislative bodies: I mean the Mace, which is the emblem of the 
Power and Authority of Parliament.
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History records that, in the House of Commons at Westminster, 
there have been but three Maces: the first one disappeared when 
Charles the First lost his life on the scaffold, and its ultimate fate 
remains a mystery. Later, Cromwell ordered another Mace to be 
made, and it is remarkable that some years after, he scornfully 
referred to this same Mace as “That Bauble," desiring it to be re
moved from the Table during that eventful Session of 1035, when 
the great Protector dismissed the Parliament ; this so-called “Bauble” 
also disappeared. The third Mace, which is now in use has no date 
nor inscription, beyond the initials “C.R.” It first appeared in the 
House on the Restoration of Charles the Second, in lUUO.

I cannot trace the Mace of the Commons of Canada further 
back than 1841, the date of the Union of Upper and lz>wer Canada, 
and there is good reason to believe that it was manufactured at 
that time, the cost being 81,500.00.

Through all its shining years the Canadian Mace has remained 
intact and unsullied, and has had but two surprises: one, being at 
Montreal in 1840, when the mob burned the Parliament Buildings, 
and carried it to Sir Allan MacXab’s rooms, in the Donegana Hotel. 
The second surprise was in 1005, when Mr. Speaker Sutherland, 
gave orders to have the time honoured initials “V.R." removed, 
and those of the reigning Sovereign substituted. “The date," said 
the then Speaker, “should be changed," and this order was also given. 
The idea was quaint and original, but was not seriously regarded, 
and, happily, no change was made.

The Prayers of Parliament are always uttered with closed 
doors and proper solemnity, and alternately, in French and English.

1 remember an English Speaker, who, perhaps prematurely, 
appealed to Heaven in the former tongue, and the witty comment 
of Alonzo Wright, M.P., who expressed a hope that GOD understood 
what was being said, as he felt sure no one on earth ever would.

Mr. Davin was, in his day, a source of great amusement to the 
House, and held a high place as a humorous and original speaker. 
He, like D’Arcy McGee, mils often most entertaining, and his Irish 
wit and quick repartee never failed him. I can recall a very pointed 
attack which lie made on a certain Government which had incurred 
his temporary displeasure:—“What is it," said he, “Mr. Speaker, 
that I see before me; a Government, it is true, but one which dele
gates its powers to Deputy Ministers who rule it. Sir, I cannot fill 
these empty skulls with brains: men style them a Cabinet, but to 
my mind, Sir, they are only a Cabinet of Antiques.”

I remember two scenes in the English House of Commons, in 
which Irish Members figured, on both occasions exhibiting the
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peculiarities of the most amusing people on earth. A Member hail 
been addressing the House at tiresome length and became annoyed 
at frequent interruptions.—“Sir,” said he, “I regret to cull attention 
to the unseemly noises which appear to be coming from both sides 
of the House, and 1 wish to tell honourable gentlemen, here and now, 
that I am not addressing them, Sir, I am speaking to posterity.”— 
And then there came from far back in the Chamber a thin Irish voice 
which said : “They'll be listenin’ In you soon, if you i/o on.”

The other is an allusion to the supposed grasping character 
of land owners in Ireland:—“Mr. Speaker,” said this orator, “such 
is the rapacity of the Irish landlord, that, if placed alone upon a 
desert island, his first act would lie the despoiling of the /uiekets of 
the nokeel savages."

Here, too, we have some specimens of robust English from 
Members of our own House: Away back in the seventies, Mr. John 
Hillyard Cameron, an able and distinguished lawyer, speaking in 
defence of Sir John Macdonald, during a fierce debate when political 
feeling ran high, eulogized his Chief with warm eloquence.—“Sit,’ 
said he, "I do not believe in these cries of corruption which conic so 
glibly from honourable gentlemen, and I do believe that, for every 
dollar we spent, the opposite party spent two dollars ; and, when 
I hear honourable gentlemen getting up and boasting about their 
purity, 1 confess I don’t believe them; for my experience of life has 
taught me that the man who is most virtuous, usually says least 
about it. Sir, we were boys together, and from that day to this 
day, I have stood here at his back, a humble, but, I trust, a useful 
follower; and in all these years, whatever may have hern said about 
my right honourable friend’s tendency to bring Members from that 
side of the House and place them upon this side, this fart stands out 
in clear prominence, that he is here before you to-day, a poor man 
and a pure man.”

Mr. Alexander Mackenzie was no less warm in his fervent 
Scotch earnestness in regard to the loyalty cry which seems to have 
been with us ever since: “Sir,” he retorted on a later occasion, 
“I am sick of the continued cries of disloyalty which come with such 
a bad grace from the opposite side of the House, and in replying to 
them, I cannot do better than quote the words of a great English 
Statesman, who, upon being similarly taunted, replied : “Mr. Speaker, 
I hold myself second to no man in loyalty to my Gracious Queen, but 
because I am loyal to her, I do not think I should also be loyal to 
her man servant, her maid servant, her ox and her ass.”

Many years have passed since I listened to those earnest voices— 
now forever silent—but their very tones arc still fresh in my memory,
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for every word was uttered with the sincerity of conviction, and none 
who heard them could doubt their sttong devotion to the opposite 
parties which they served so faithfully and so long.

May 1 close these reminiscences of parliamentary amenities 
with a couple of doubtful compliments paid to honourable friends: 
“Mr. Speaker,” said a leading Member from New Brunswick, “I have 
listened with great interest and some amusement to the remarks 
which have fallen from the lips of my honourable friend) in reference 
to the policy of his Government. Why,Mr.Speaker,the policy of his 
Government is the policy of the late Government—and there he 
sits, an effete politician, dandling upon his knee the posthumous 
child of a previous administration and counterfeiting the joys of 
paternity.”

Still more pungent are the words of another Leader, in allusion 
to an equally distinguished opponent :—

“Sir,” said he, “in the light of the astounding statements which 
we have just listened to at such inconvenient length, 1 think 1 am 
justified in saying, that, had Sapphire lived in the time of the honour
able gentlemen she would infinitely have preferred him to Ananias.”

The most turbulent and unruly scene I have ever witnessed 
in the House was on the 10th of May, 1878, such being the last day 
of the Second Parliament. Utter chaos and confusion held high 
carnival, leading men on both sides used language which 1 do 
not care to repeat, while eyes flashed and fists were clenched, and 
front ranks pressed closer to each other. Luckily, this row of 
perhaps ten minutes duration, was quelled by the arrival of Black 
Rod, and the only blows struck were those of that official as he 
hammered on the front door. But Parliament had passed through 
a violent spasm, and its speedy oblivion was not unwelcome.

In my experience of public and official life, I have found no evil 
more to be guarded against than that intolerable disease which is 
popularly known as “swelled head”; there is no more blighting. 
mental malady, for it turns the once modest wan'into something / 
which his fellow creatures care to see but rarely. Happily, such/ 
cases are not epidemic here, but everywhere, where men are placed 
in positions of sudden and wide-spread authority, they an1 to be 
found.

There was once a little man in a town in France, who was 
accosted by a stranger who asked : “Can you tell me the way to the 
Post Office, my good man?” And at once came the inflated reply:
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“Sir, I am not a good man, I am the Mayor.” Similar in thought 
was that self-centered citizen, who—

“Wondered what they'd say 
When he died;

What the Press would write about him,
What his friends would think about him,
What the world would do without him,

When he died;
But they didn’t even know—when he died.”

And now, gentlemen, let me apologize for having offered you 
something very different from the eloquent and learned addresses 
to which you are accustomed. My story has been but a simple 
one, with no merit save its truth.

In the years that have gone, history has seen many important 
changes: There1 are Telephones and Wireless Telegraphy, Type
writers and Aeroplanes, Motor Boats and Automobiles, Strikes and 
Suffragettes, Smokeless Powder and Weapons of such range as to 
put the enemy out of business when he is miles away, but above all 
these facilities for rapid life and sudden death, we are proud and 
contented in the possession of a Country of vast and valuable re
sources, of great areas, and possessing all those natural advantages 
which, in the golden future before us, must make Canada one of the 
richest Nations of the earth, and the happy heme of many millions.




