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him lived his wife, just as heroic, who
helped him in everything, from the preach-
ing to working in the garden to make the
turnips grow, turnips being the only thing
that they could raise in that soil.

But Mr. Hawes was a different man.
He is dead now and it will make no dif-
ference 1f I speak of him. Not that he
ever did anything that was discreditable
nor that he ever said anything that he
should not have said. But the Hudson’s
Bay Company does not like traders that
talk too much—nor does any good em-
ployer for that matter, I suppose—and it
might not have approved Hawes, were he
alive, in saying what he said.

He was a quiet little man who could
smoke for hours at a time without speak-
ing. He had been a sea captain in the
company’s service and had 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. -There was a tinge of
melancholy in it.

I began to think that the half-breeds
had something to do with it. I dropped
a piece of bacon on the “street” one day,
just outside the general trading store. It
was just a little piece, but you would never
have forgotten it had you been the one
that dropped it. It was pounced upon
before it touched the ground, not by dogs
but by three half-breed boys who had been
watching me with terrible patience.

That night I talked to Hawes. His
young wife was putting the children to
bed, and singing a hymn about “Shall we
gather at the river—” OIld Hawes was
in one of his moods and I knew that the
hymn was worrying him.

“It must be a big responsibility to see
that not only the men you employ get food
enough, but that their wives and children
are fed, too,” I said.

“Yes,” he answered.

“Your people seem pretty hungry,” 1
remarked, and told him about the bacon.

“Well!l”

“Well—is food so scarce?”

“Where do you think food comes from
in this country?’ he returned. “Don’t
vou know that pretty nearly every ounce
of it has to be carried out here from Eng-
land? When there were five half-breeds
around the post that was not too bad.
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There was enough work for them to do to
justify the company in feeding ’em. But
when there’s twenty-five and work for
only six, the company can’t afford to feed
the whole crew—though, Lord knows, it
does what it can.”

“Can’t the men hunt?”

“Hunt!” he grumbled. ‘““There’s no-
thing worth while hunting within a hun-
dred miles of here, and besides—they have
lost the knack. They couldn’t hunt well
enough to keep alive.” \

“SO’——”

“So they live around the post, doing
chores; feeding the dogs, taking a boat
up the coast to trade with the IEsquimaux,
taking a dog-team up the river in winter
for firewood. I don’t need so many. If
I fed 'em all there’d be no sense in main-
taining a post in this country at all. The
company keeps me here to trade food for
furs. If I feed all the food to the breeds,
where am 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 ’em, I suppose. But
this is no country for loving children.
For if you do you can’t feed ’em. More
brats, less food. I've told ’em often
enough to quit this business of havin’ chil-
dren. I've told the Bishop to tell ’em,
and he promises he will, but never does.
It would be inconsistent with his religion,
I suppose. Well—it’s little use training
for the life hercafter if they can’t get
enough to frain on. I've twenty-five. All
I need is four. If they don’t soon quit
bringing more children into the light of
this damn country, or unless there’'s a
plague strikes us, or those people down in
Canada build one of their high-falutin’
railways into this country so as to give my
breeds work, there’s going to be another
story like the story at Factory.”

And the next night, in little pieces, and
very slowly, I hcard the story of
Factory, a post on Hudson's Bay, which has
since been dismantled. This is the story:

There was a Hudson’s Bay post once
that began with a poor devil of a white
trader, who tried his best for ecighteen
months to be faithful to the memory of a
dead wife, when all he had was a photo-
graph and some hair and a letter she had
written him once. But indigestion from
his own cooking “got him,” and to save



