
Wherein a Lad Sées Makers of Histo'y il

eclipse Braddock." And he paused with a quesw
tionin supercilious smile. Sir Alexander was

a first cou-sin of yours, was he not ?
My uncle flusheà hotly. That ý1'ghting refer.

ence to gentlemen adventiurers, with iùst a pcr-
ceptible'emphasis of the adventurers, w-as not to
his taste.

Il Pardon me, Sir," salid he stiffly, Il you forget
that by the terms of theïr charter, the Ancien'

and Honorable Hudson"s Bay %Company have îhe
privilege of being known as gentlemen adventur-
ers. And by the Lord,» Sir, 'tis a gentleman ad-
venturer and nothincy else,, that stock-jobbing

scoundrel of a Selkirk has proved himself
And he, sir, was neither Nor'-Wester, nor Cana-
dian, but an Englishman, like the --commander of
the Citadel." My uncle puffed out these last
words in the nature of a defiance, to the Englisi'

officer, whose checks took on a deeper purplîsh
shade; but he returned the charge good-humor-

edly enough.
"' Nonsense, MacKenzie, my good friend,"

laughed he patronizingly, l' if the Right Honor.
able, the Earl of Selkirk, were such an adventurer.,
why the deuce did the Beaver Club down at Mon.

treal receive him with open mouths and open arms
and

"And open hearts, Sir, you may say," inter.
rupted my Uncle MacKenzie. And I'd thank

you not to " good-friend' me," he added tartly,
Now, the Beaver Club was anv organization

ai Nor-Westers renowned for its hospitality.


