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Wherein a Lad Sees Makers of History 17
“1 don’t object to his land, nor to his colonists,
nor to his dower of ponies and.muskets and
bayonets to every mother’s 3on of them,” broke
in another of-the retired traders, ¢ but I do object
to his drilling those same colonists, to his import-
ing a field battery and bringing out that little
ram of a McDonell from the Army to egg the
settlers on! It’s bad enough to pillage our fort ;
but this proclamation to expel Nor'-Westers
from what is claimed as Hudson’s Bay Terri-
tory._:”_" .
* ¢« Just listen tothis,” cries my. uncle pulling out

‘a copy of the obnoxious proclamation and reading

aloud an order for' the expulsion of all rivals to

the Hudson’s Bay Company from the northern

territory.

“Where can Hamilton be?” said I, losing in-
terest in the traders’ quarrel as soon as they went
into details. £

“ Homre with his wifie,” half sneered the officer
in a nagging way, that irritated me, though the
remark was, doubtless, true. “ Home with his
wifie,” he repeated in a sing-song, paying fio at-
tention to the élucidation of a subject he had
raised. “ Good old man, Hamilton, buf since
marriage, utterly gone to the bad!” =

“To the what?.” I queried, taking him up
short. This officer, with the pudding cheeks and
patronizing insolence, had a provoking trick of
always keeping just inside the bounds of what
one might resent. “To the what, did you say

Hamilton had gone?”
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