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15 ) Lords of the North

“ Harg it,” drawled Colonel Adderly, a squatty
man with an, over-fed look on his bulging, red’
cheeks, “hang it, you don’t expect Hamilton?
The baby must be teething,” and he added more.
chaff at the expense of my friend, who had been
the subject of good-natured banter among club
members for devotion to his first-born.

I saw Adderly’s object was more to get away
from the traders’ arguments than to answer me;
and I returned the insolent challenge of his uncon-
cealed yawn in the faces of the elder men by
drawing a chair up to the company of McTavishes
and Frobishers and McGillivrays and MacKenzies
and other retired veterans of the north country.

“I beg your pardon, gentlemen,” said I, “ what
were you saying to Colonel Adderly?”

“Talk of your military conquests, Sir,” my
uncle continued, “ Why, Sir, our men have trans-
formed a wilderness into an empire. They have
blazed a path from Labrador on the Atlantic to
that rock on the Pacific, where my esteemcd kins-
man, Sir Alexander MacKenZie, left his inscrip-
tion of discovery. Mark my words, Sir, the day
will come when the names of Dayid Thompson
. and Simon Fraser and Sir Alexander MacKenzie
E,ﬂ will rank higher in English annals than Brad-
iEf dock’s an ?

— “Egad!” laughed the officer, amused at my
uncle, who had been a leading spirit in the North-
West Company and whose enthusiasm knew no
~ bounds, “Egad! You gentlemen adventurers

4 wouldn’t need to have accomplished much to
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