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him lived bis wife, just as hieroic, who
helped him in everything, f rom the preach-
ing to working in the garden to make the
turnîps grow, turnips being the only thing
that they could raise in that soul.

But Mr. Hawes was a different man.
He is dead now and it will make no dif-
ference if I speak of bim. Not that lie
-ever did anything that was discreditable
nor that hie ever said anything that hie
should flot bave said. But the Hudson's
Bay Company does flot like traders that
talk too mucb-nor does any good em-
ployer for that matter, I suppos-and it
-miglit flot bave approved Hawes, were hie
aliv e, in saying xvhat hie said.

He was a quiet littie man who could
smoke for hours at a time without speak-
ing. He had been a sea captain in the
company's service and bad learned the art
of saying nothing in the course of sailing
vessels in and out of the Hudson's Bay.
But it was more than mere quietness that
possessed Hawes. -Tlere was a tinge of
melancholy in it.

I began to think that the half-breeds
had sometbing to do with it. I dropped
,a piece of bacon on the "street" one day,
just outside the general trading store. ht
wvas just a littie picce, but you would neyer

haeforgotten it had you been the one
that dropped it. It was pounced upon
before it touched the ground, flot by dogs
but bv three half-breed boys who had been
W'atching me witb terrible patience.

That niglit I talked to Hawes. His
young wife was putting the children to
bed, and singing a hymn about "Shalh we
gather at the river-" Old Hawes was
in one of bis moods and I knew that the
hymn was worrying him.

"It must be a big responsibility to sec
that flot oniy the men you employ get food
enough, but that their wives and cbildren
are fed, too," I said.

"'Yes," lie answered.
'«Tour people seem pretty bungry," I

remarkcd, and told bim about the bacon.
'iwel !"
'Well-is food so scarce?"

"Vihere do you think food cornes from
in this country?" hie returned. "Don't
yo u know that pretty nearly every ounce
of it bas to be carried out here from Eng-
land? Wben there were five half-breeds
.arotund the post that was not too bad.

There wvas enoughi work for themi to do to
justify the cornpany in feeding 'ern. But
when there's twenty-five and work for
only six, the company can't afford to feed
the wliole crewv-though, Lord knows, it
does whiat it can.")

"Can't the men hunt?"
"Hunit!" lie grumbled. "Thiere's no-

tbing worth while hunting within a hun-
dred miles of here, and besides-they have
lost the knack. They couldn't bunt well
enougli to keep alive."

"So they live around the post, (bing
chiores; feeding the dogs, taking a boat
up the coast to, trade with the Esquimaux,
taking a dog-tcam up, the river in winter
for firewood. I don't need so many. If
I fed 'cmn ail tbere'd be no sense in main-
taining a post in this country at ail. The
company keeps me here to trade food for
furs. If I feed ail the food to tbe brecds,
where arn I going to get furs?"

"Yes, but what's to become of them ?"
'<God knows. They love children, and

it's a good trait in 'eni, I suppose. But
this is no country for loving children.
Fo r i f you do you can't feed 'cmn. More
brats, less food. I've told 'cmn of ten
enough to quit this business of hiavini' chl-
dren. I've told the I3isbop to tell 'cm,
and lie promises lic will, but neyer does.
It would be inconsistent with bis religion,
I suppose. Well-it's littie use training
for the life bereafter if tbey can 't get
enougbi to train on. I'vc twenty-five. AUl
I need is four. If they don't soon quit
bringing more children into the light of
thiis damn country, or unless there's a
plague strikes us, or tiiose people down iii
Canada build one of thecir bigh-falutin'
railways into this country so as to give mny
breeds work, thcerc's going to be another
story like the story at -Factory."

And the ncxt nigbit, iii littie picces, and
very slowly, I hicard the story of
Factory, a post on Hudson's Bay, which bas
since been dismantled. This is the story:

There was a Fludson's Bay post once
tliat began with a poor dcvii of a white
trader, who tried bis best for eiglhteen
montlhs to be faithful, to the memory of a
deaci wifc, when ail lie liad was a photo-
graph and some biair and a letter she had
writtcn bim once. But indigestion f rom
bis own cooking "got hirn," and to savc
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