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: I'he Late Mr. Anson Mc¢Kim
i | Reminiscences by Ex-Recorder Weir, of Montreal,
Specially Contributed to the "Canadian Golfer"

I OU have asked me to contribute  service. He wounld be glad to arrang:
; : some reminiscent appreeiation of  for the artist’s honorarium, ete. Du
the late Anson MeKim of the bois came and thrilled us all, khaki
Roval Montreal—something to aceom- doetors and the rest, with some goi
pany his portrait which you are print geous prelude for cello and organ, and
ing in this issue.  There are others yon afterward that most uplifting and en

should have asked to do this, for | trancing **Nol Kedri”’' of Max Bruchs’
knew our lamented friend as a golfer. These were the kind of things Anson
but sheghtly ; if | comply with your re MeKim liked to do.

quest, 1t 18 because | do not like to de But as to what was said on the Haw
cline one of this nature and also because thorne Green. When we holed ot
I happen to have preserved a distinet MeKim remarked before we moved ofl
recollection of an afternoon and even- to the next tee:— "This 1s where Logan

g spent as his guest at Dixie, oh, quite wants his eremated ashes spread when
ten years ago.  And yet, to tell the the time comes; I never play this hole
truth, I have forgotten all about the without thinking of it."

golf we played that day—all exeept “Quite what a poet like Logan would

what was said between us on the Haw wish, " | rejoined.

thorne Green “1 didn't know John E. Logan was a
In the evening of the day I have in  poet,”” said my friend. ‘1 thought he

mind we were sitting out on the ver- WAas l|[||l\' a broker."

andah  after dinner with Logan and “Poet he was,”" I replied, ““and bet

others, listening to our friend’s fine ter known as such, perhaps, under the
victrola, which he had brought out name of Barry Dane.”” And then |
from town, knowing there would he a quoted from **The Squaw’s Lament:"
number of grass-widowers and desolate
hachelors who would reaet to the solace
of the music. And there we sat till
late, under a white midsummer moon,
listening to Caruso, Scotti, Melba, Sem

A blood-red ring hung round the moon
A blood - red ring, ah, me!
[ heard the piping of the loon,

A wounded loon, ah me!

brich and others of the very best: for I must shake hands with Logan and
MeKim had fine taste in musie. 1 re apologise for not knowing his quality,”’

memher, for example, not long after said MeKim: and he did so that night
the war began, that it was announced 1n his own pleasant way.
i the echureh we both attended (in the Sinee then, Logan has gone (1 don't
off season of golf) that the Me@Gill  know about his ashes) and now MeKim
Medieal Corps would be present on the has followed. Not long ago [ chron-
i following Sunday. He suggested to  icled good Fayette Brown's passing.
me, a8 a4 musie committee man, that it Rare spirits all, as we now see
would be a nice thine to embellish the There must be something fine about

occasion by having Dubois, our super- the Great Change that so glorifies our
| exeellent “eellist, and a Belgian by na friends
il tionality, play something during the R. STANLEY WEIR.
] |
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Mr. Anson McKim, of Montreal, late President, A. McKim Advertising Agency, Ltd
Director of the Royal Canadian Golf Association, ex-President and Captain
of the Royal Montreal, and one of the best known golfers of the East




