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2 ON SNOW-SHOES TO THE BARREN GROUNDS

risk of starvation, make the canoe trip the more usual one
with the few Indians that hunt the musk-ox. But, be-
cause of the many portages, you cannot travel so rlqpidly
by canoe as on snow-shoes, nor go so far north for the
best of the musk-ox hunting, nor see the Barren Grounds
at their best, or worst, as you care to consider it. That
is why I chose to make the attempt on snow-shoes.

And why I turned my face towards a country which
seemed to hold naught for the traveller but hardship?
Well—certainly to hunt musk-ox, the most inaccessible
game in the world, and to look upon his habitat at the
period of its uttermost desolation ; certainly also to study
the several tribes of Indians through which I must pass on
my way to the Barren Grounds; and ¢z route to hunt wood-
bison, undoubtedly now become the rarest game in the
world. Possibly, too, I went that I might for a time escape
the hum and routine sordidness of the city, and breathe air
which was not surcharged with convention and civilization.

To him who has scented the trackless wilds, and whose
blood has gone the pace of its perils and freedom, there
comes, every now and again, an irresistible impulse to fly
from electric lights, railroads, and directories ; to travel on
his feet instead of being jerked along in a cable-car; to find
his way with the aid of a compass and the North Star, in-
stead of by belettered lamp-posts. At such a time and in
such a mood the untamed spirit chafes under the pettiness
of worldly strife, and turns to the home of the red man.

"Tis a strange fascination, but strong as strange, this
playing at monarch of all you survey; this demand upon
your skill and endurance and perseverance in a continuous
game of hazard with life as the stake; this calling home
where you throw down your blankets. The mind reaches
out to the freedom and the openness of a life that rises
superior to the great machine called civilization, which
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moulds us all into one proper and narrow and colorless
whole. How little the fenced divisions of ordinary every-
day life seem when you have returned! How petty one
feels on rejoining the hysterical mob which hurries forth
each morning from dwelling to office, and gathers again
each night from office to dwelling.

At all events, whatever the incentive, Arthur Heming,
the artist, and I found ourselves, December 27, 1894, at
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NORTHWESTERN BRITISH AMERICA, SHOWING BARREN GROUNDS AND
MR. WHITNEY'S ROUTE

Edmonton, the end of the railroad. We had travelled
on the Canadian Pacific /¢ Winnipeg and Calgary, and
through the land of the Crees, Blackfeet, and Sarcee Ind-
ians, without seeing anything so picturesque in the way
of costuming as the Winnipeg dragoon and a Sarcee
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young woman resplendent in beads and glittering tin-
sel. I really ought to include the mounted policeman,
for he too has a uniform which, with scarlet jacket
and yellow-striped breeches, is deserv-
ing of greater attention. But the
mounted policeman has that which is
far worthier of comment than uni-
form. He has the reputation of being
the most effective arm of the Cana-
dian Interior Department. And he
lives up to it. These ““ Riders of the
Plains,” as they are called, patrol a
country so large that the entire force
may losc itself within its domains
and still be miles upon miles apart.
Yet this comparative handful main-
tains order among the lawless white
men and stays discontentment among
the restless red men in a manner
so satisfactory and so unostenta-

tious as to make some of our United
cREE HUNTING-sHOE, Otates experiences read like those of
6 feet long a tyro.

The success of the Northwest Mount-
ed Police may be accredited to its system of distribution
throughout the guarded territory. Unlike our army, it
does not mass its force in forts adjacent to Indian res-
ervations. Posts it has, where recruiting and drilling are
constantly going forward, but the main body of men is
scattered in twos and threes over the country, riding
hither and thither—a watch that goes on relief after re-
lief. This is the secret of their success, and a system it
would well repay our own government to adopt. The
police are ever on the spot to advise or to arrest. They
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do not wait for action until an outbreak has occurred;
they are always in action. They constitute a most val-
uable peace-assuring corps, and I wish we had onc like it.
Although Edmonton has but a few hundred population,
it is doubly honored—by an electric-light plant which
illuminates the town when not otherwise engaged, and
by a patience-trying railway company that sends two
trains a weck to Calgary and gives them twelve hours in
which to make two hundred miles. But no one, except
luckless travellers, at Edmonton cares a rap about inter-
mittent electric lights, or railroads that run passengers
on a freight schedule, so long as they do not affect the
fur trade. Fur was originally the reason of Edmonton’s
existence, and continues the prin-
cipal excuse for its being. In the
last three years the secttlement of
a strip of land south and of one
to the north has created a farm-
ing or ranching contingent, but to
date of my visit canned goods ap-
peared to remain the chief article
of sustenance, as furs were cer-
tainly the main topic of conversa-
tion. Edmonton may in my time
develop the oasis upon which it is
built, between the arid plains im-
mediately to the south and the
great lone land to the north, into
something notably agricultural ;
but for many years the town will
be, as it is to-day, the gateway of SARCEE BELLE
the wellnigh boundless fur-produc-
ing country to the north, and the outlet for the number-
less “ packs " gathered by the great Hudson’s Bay Company-.
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And what a company is this —with the power of a king
and the consideration of a partner. A monopoly that
does not monopolize, it stands alone a unique figure in
the commercial history of the world. Given its charter
by the impecunious Charles II. in
1670, the pioneers of this “Governor
and Company of Adventurers of Eng-
land Trading into Hudson’s Bay”
sailed for the southern shores of St.
James Bay, where they sct up their
first post and took possession of the
new country in the name of Prince
Rupert. Here they found a rival
French company, with a previous
charter granted by ILouis XIII., and
an equally keen sense of Indian bar-
ter, so that for many years there was
more fighting than trading. Through
all the long weariness of the French
and other continental wars, the Hud-

son’s Bay Company lived a varied ex-
WINNIPEG DRAGOoN  istence of prosperity and reverses,

but when Wolfe, on the Heights
of Abraham, crushed the power of France in Canada,
the French company entered upon a decline that finally
ended in dissolution. In their stead came numbers
of Englishmen, pushing their way westward, eager to
trade for the furs of which they had heard so much and
seen so little. Thus many trading-posts came into being,
and eventually (about 1780) combined to form the North-
west Fur Company, the longest-lived and most deter-
mined rival that ever disputed trade with the Hudson's
Bay Company. It is not my purpose to go deeply into
historical research, but a brief sketch of this company,
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and how it came in the land, is necessary to a proper un-
derstanding of the country into which I hope to carry the
reader.

The Hudson’s Bay Company had not reached out to a
very great extent, content with the fur gathered by their
half-dozen “factories,” of which York and Churchill were

.

SARCEE AND SQUAW ‘‘AT HOME”

the earliest and most important, and the only means of
communication with which was by the ships that col-
lected the furs and distributed the supplies annually de-
spatched from England. But the Northwest Company
brought a new spirit into the country; they pressed for
trade with such avidity and determination as to carry
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them into parts hitherto unknown, and cause bloodshed
whenever they met the agents of their rivals. It was the
greed for trade, indeed, that quickened the steps of the
first adventurers into the silent, frozen land of the North.
Samuel Hearne, the first white man to pass beyond Great
Slave Lake, made his trip in 1769 by order of the Hud-
son Bay Company, and in search of copper-mines. It
was in quest of trade for the Northwest Company that
Alexander Mackenzie (1789) penetrated to the Arctic
Ocean down the river which bears his name. I have
never been able to appreciate the justice in the command
that knighted Mackenzie and ignored Hearne. The lat-
ter's trip was really a most remarkable one—overland a
great part, and always the more difficult. Mackenzie's
trip, as compared with it, reads like a summer day’s pleas-
uring. ‘

For forty years these two companies traded with the
Indians, and fought one another at every opportunity,
mecanwhile pushing their posts farther and farther into
the interior; but in 1821 a compromise was effected, an
amalgamation resulted, and the Hudson’s Bay Company
reigned supreme. And so it has continued to reign-ever
since; for though it retired from the government of Ru-
pert’s Land in 1870, and handed it over to the Dominion
of Canada for £300,000 sterling, yet, so far as the country
is concerned of which Edmontoun is the distributing-point,
the Hudson’s Bay Company is as much the ruler in fact as
ever it was in law. But this particular section, even though
so extensive, is only one of the many in which, from end to
end of British North America, this company counts alto-
gether something like two hundred trading-posts. Nor
are furs its sole commodity: from Montreal to Victoria
along the Canadian Pacific Railroad, and at the centres of
the Indian countries in which they trade, may be seen the
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“stores” of the Hudson’s Bay Company. Its 42,000,000
sterling capital stock is owned in London, but the busi-
ness of the vast corporation is operated from Winnipeg,
with “Commissioner” C. C. Chipman as its executive
head.

Except that goods are now much cheaper and furs
much dearer, the fur-trading business of this company is
conducted at its inland posts on much the same lines that
prevailed when it was first established. The custom of
barter still exists, and those who have experienced the
difficulties of exchanging with a peddler one article for
another will be interested in knowing how this was met
by the Hudson’s Bay Company.  The original principal
article of trade for which the Governor and Company of
Adventurers first sent out their ships to Hudson’s Bay
was the beaver-skin.
Other furs were soon
traded in, and it be-
came necessary to
have a standard of
trade. The *“made
beaver '—i.e., a full-

grown dressed bea-
ver-skin—was taken ONE ‘“MADE BEAVER’ TOKEN

as the Standard, and FFormerly issued by the Hudson’s Bay Company
every article in goods

or furs priced upon it. Thus, an Indian having brought in
a parcel of furs was told that they amounted to so many
“made beaver.” With this amount, as it were, to his
credit, he went into the trading-store and was told the
prices of the articles he wished to possess, also in “ made
beaver.” Soon it was found more convenient to have a
token which should represent the “made beaver.” At
first thesc were made of pieces of wood with notches to
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represent the value, but were soon replaced with a metal
coin. Quills and bullets were also sometimes used for
this purpose. In the far North, and in fact at many
points not very far from the line of railway, the Indian
still gets his advances to enable him to go hunting, and

A MEDICINE-MAN’S LODGE

’

pays back his debts in the spring-time in “ made beaver,’
or “skins,” as the medium of exchange is technically
known. Though the march of civilization and consequent
competition have made it more difficult to deal with the
Indians, the trade in many respects is conducted as it was
over two hundred years ago.

One surprise at least awaited me at Edmonton. I had
expected—I will be more honest, and say I had hoped—
Edmonton would prove to be a bit untamed and pict-
uresque.  The realization of being on this Canadian
frontier raised memories of other frontier days across the
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line, when Colorado and New Mexico were wild and wool-
ly, and the atmosphere was continuously shattered by
cowboy whoops and leaden pellets.

Edmonton, however, never passed through such a period
of exhilaration. It had its days of waywardness, but its
diversions were cxceedingly commonplace. A few years
ago it was almost surrounded by the battling-ground of
the Crees and Blackfeet, and, as a matter of course, har-
bored red and white renegades. There was little law, and
that little was not respected ; Indians out in the country
killed off their foes from ambush, and in town renegades
revealed their coward’s blood and lack of originality by
stabbing their enemies in the back. There were none of
those blood-stirring nights in town such as we used to
have on our own frontier; no duels on the main thorough-
fare between two * prominent citizens,” with the remain-
ing population standing by to see fair play; no cowboys
to ride into saloons and shoot out the lights; no marks-

AN ENCAMPMENT NEAR CALGARY

men so expert as to knock the neck off the whiskey-bottle
in the bartender’s hands, and no bartenders who under
such conditions did not turn a hair.

There was murdering in plenty in and around Edmon-
ton in the old days, but no man maintained a private
burying-ground. This is not a distinction without a dif-
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ference, as those with frontier experience will bear me
out.

I found Edmonton settled into a steady-going business
community, with many hotels and few saloons, and the
most exciting sight I beheld during my two-nights-and-a-
day stop was a freighter wrestling with himself after a
bout with “ 40 proof.”

Indeed, when I set out, the morning after my arrival, to
get all in readiness in the one day that we might make
the start for LLac La Biche on the second, I doubted if the
citizens had ever heard of the word ““ hustle.” I had been
delayed in leaving New York, delayed in having to stop
over at Winnipeg to get letters of credit from the Hudson’s
Bay Company, and, now that I had finally reached the fron-
tier, I was determined to be delayed no longer if effort of
mine would provide against it. First of all, the shops did
not open until nine o’clock, and I, forgetful of being in a
latitude where the sun in winter does not show himself
before that hour, found myself chasing about the streets in
the dawn that, before coming out of doors, I fancied due
to a clouded sky. At last the shops and the sun opened
for the day, and I succeeded in getting every one on the
move. Still, we should not have been able to get away
next day, I am sure, but for the consideration of the Hud-
son's Bay Company factor, Mr. Livock, and his chief aid,
Mr. Kinnaird, who were kind enough to neglect their bus-
iness to attend to mine. The one happy stroke we had
made was in choosing the Queen’s for our hotel; it was
quite haphazard, but very lucky.

Here I found the best board to which I had ever sat
down in a frontier town, and host and hostess who did
more for me during my sojourn than the bill showed or 1
could repay.
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OFF FOR LAC LA BICHE

I¥ such signs were trustworthy, [ should have been
much elated over the auspicious weather that ruled on the
day of our departure for l.a Biche. Truly it was a beauti-

ful morning, with the temperature some twenty degrees

OFF FOR LAC LA BICHE

below zero, and a glorious sun, which touched the ice-cov-
ered bushes and trees with sparkling brilliancy. When
we started on our 175-mile drive, all Queen’s Hotel, and,

I judged, half the town, turned out to bid us godspeed.
2
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We had two good horses and a strong box-sleigh, and
our load was not heavy, so that I expected to make good
time. 1 had taken only enough provisions from Edmon-
ton to last us to L.a Biche. There was much I could have
taken, of course, in the way of canned vegetables, meats,
ctc., that might have saved me from many a meal of
the oftentimes unpalatable stuff which T secured from
post to post. But I was going into the country for a
purpose, and not for a picnic. I knew perfectly well I
could not carry in a sufficient supply to last until I had
covered the goo miles that lay between me and Great
Slave lake, because of the impossibility of securing
enough dogs and sledges to freight it, and I knew even
if I could eat as a civilized man until I reached that point,
I should be obliged, when I began my journey into the
Barren Grounds, to abandon all hope of eating well, or
even plentifully, and to live or starve as do the Indians on
their annual hunt in that region. Besides, the greatest
cssential to the success of my trip was speed. T had set
out to make my bison-hunt, to get into the Barren
Grounds for musk-oxen, and get back again to Great
Slave Lake on snow-shoes —an undertaking that had
been never before attempted, and which every one as-
sured me I could not carry out. It meant snow-shocing
nearly 1900 miles, and left no time for leisurely travel-
ling; but I was determined to accomplish what I had
planned if it lay within human possibilitics; and thus it
was that we took no unnccessary freight from Edmonton,
for civilized food is so considered in that great North
land. Tobacco was the only article of which 1 took a
oreater supply; but tobacco is not considered freight; it
is always a solace, and becomes on occasion a stimulant
when there is no meat, and an irresistible lure to facilitate
intercourse with the Indians.
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It was well we had a stout sleigh, for, much to my as-
tonishment, the snow seemed little more than a foot deep
anywhere, while in the road it had been worn down by
much travel, and the rocks were numerous and aggressive.
e made twenty-two miles by noon of the first day, and
took our dinner at Fort Saskatchewan, the most northerly
post of the Northwest Mounted Police. Up to this
point of the day’s journey the road had been plain, and
the country not unpleasant to the eye. In fact, in some
parts it is rather pretty, of a general rolling character,
fringed with small timber, mostly of the poplar variety,
though pine is fairly abundant. It looks like, and is, in
truth, a grazing country more especially, though the
horses and cattle I saw en route were rather poor—a con-
dition to be probably expected in a land where every-
thing is new and the settlers lead a hand-to-mouth exist-
ence, as all settlers do. An Edmonton enthusiast—I
think he must have had property for sale—assured mec
with great gusto that the land around that town would
yield from 35 to 75 bushels of wheat to the acre,and from
100 to 200 bushels of oats, the latter weighing 42 pounds
to the bushel; the lumber, however, he acknowledged
“wasn’t much to brag on.”

The one well-defined road we had been following all
day broadened out towards sunset into a valley, showing
in turn scveral depressions in the snow—here much
deeper—which we assumed to be roads. No one at
Saskatchewan was able to direct us intelligently, and not
a soul had been seen since leaving there from whom we
could ask our way. Grierson, who was driving us, and
who is one of the Queen’s Hotel proprietors, had never
before been over the road, but his bump of direction was
well placed and abnormally developed. People in this
country do not scem to consider knowledge of the roads
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necessary to reach their destination. They start off on
the one main and almost only trail, which they follow to its
end, and then they continue on in the direction of their
objective point. Roads are few and far between in this
section, and disappear altogether when you get one hun-
dred miles north of Edmonton. The alleged road to La
Biche, which bears to the east of north, is the longest,
and the end; beyond, all travel is by dogs in winter and
canoe in summer. Grierson knew that Beaver ILake
Creek was the point we were booked to reach that night
in order to make Ia Biche in three days’ travel from
Edmonton, and he was sure it lay to the northeast. So
we pegged on, until finally, after chasing several lights
that turned out to be the wrong ones, and once nothing
less lofty than a planet, which in this far North hung
near the horizon, we found the log cabin of Beaver lake
Creck’s most distinguished settler.

I say distinguished, because his was the only cabin in
those parts which boasted of two rooms and a second
story—an extravagance, he informed us, he had indulged
in with the idea of one day, when the section in which he
had located became more populous, putting a stock of
merchandise into the “other room,” and utilizing the top
story as a dormitory for travellers.

Having refreshed myself in about one and a half inches
of ice-water, I was confronted by this black-lettered
legend on the cabin door: “Bad luck attend the man
that wipes his nose on the towel "—which convinced me
our host was a gentleman of discernment, with a delicate
humor for inciting reform in his guests without offending
their previously conceived sense of propriety.

We left the pioneer of Beaver Lake Creek’s “400” next
morning before the sun was up, and by one o'clock had
gone thirty-eight miles to Victoria, on the Saskatchewan
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River. Itis the site of a Hudson's Bay Company trading-
post, and the end of the telegraph line. Once past here,
the most rapid means of communication is the “ express,”
as the Indian runner is called. To me, as sportsman, the
most interesting feature of Vic-
toria was the fact of its being
about the northern limit of wa-
piti in this particular part of the
continent. Formerly, in the days
of the bison, wapiti were numer-
ous, particularly ncar the Battle
River, but, although they have
not entirely disappeared, they are
not now plentiful, and are to be

had only by the most skilful
hunters. Because of this the Ind-
ians living near Victoria resort

COPPER KETTLE

in which the author brewed his tea

to every device for a shot, but Cepielentiauin
with indifferent success.

This was our longest day's drive, for we had made very
close to eighty miles by eleven o'clock at night, when we
camped, and the road, or rather the multiplicity of roads,
of the afternoon proved even more perplexing than on
the day previous. Our direction lay along the border of
a Cree Indian reservation, and was cross-sectioned at
times with trails, or at least what in the snow had the
appearance of trails, running to the four points of the
compass. We knew we had but one point of the compass
to follow—of that much, at least, we were sure, and pro-
portionately thankful—but that point seemed to be such a
broad one we were constantly at a loss for our precise bear-
ings. I should be very much relieved to know positively
if there was indeed any trail taking a northeasterly course
that escaped us, and shall always regret T did not return
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by that route in the spring on my way back to the rail-
road, and when the snow had disappeared, just to satisfy
my curiosity.

We were making for the White-Fish Lake Indian reser-
vation, where we had been told we could find feed and a
covering for the horses, and a school-master who would
give us a place to throw down our blankets, and the best
of his larder. We were not concerned for ourselves, for
we carried enough to provide a substantial meal, and, I
think, all three of us would have preferred sleeping in the
open to the average cabin. But the mercury had fallen a
great many degrees since leaving Edmonton, a cutting
wind was blowing, and our horses were pretty well worn,
with still forty-five miles to go the next day before reach-
ing La Biche. This was why we pushed on, hoping every
turn would show the light in the distance that meant rest
for us and an extra feed for our team. We finally reached
some straggling cabins of the reservation, but should have
been searching for that light yet if we had not roused an
Indian from his slumbers, whom Grierson, by some start-
ling Cree vocalization, the like of which I never heard be-
fore nor since, at length made understand what we were
after. Then that drowsy child of naturc led the way to a
school-master, but not to the school-master we had been
seeking, whose house was a few miles farther on, we sub-
sequently learned.

The school-master we found was a study in filth. He
lived like a dog in a wretched kennel, and talked like a
cockney Englishman ; indeed, he confided to me he had
come from London, and was living there chiefly to learn
the Cree language, that he might later preach “ Jesus to
the wayward heathen.” Meanwhile he was educating him.
This cockney’s one idea of education seemed summed up
in the single word coercion. If the Indians gathered for
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the dances of their tribe, he scattered them ; if they played
the games of their childhood, he stopped them ; if they
asked for reasons, he told them it was the devil in them
that they exploited and which he wished to cast out. A
logical way, forsooth, of educating the ignorant! And
this is why we find the broken-spirited Indian, who realizes
he is the creature of an all-powerful master whose ways he
cannot understand, so often “ converted,” but only in indi-
vidual cases educated and civilized. e is “converted”
because it requires only outward acquiescence, and he finds
his material life made pleasanter thereby. He is willing
to change his “ Great Spirit ” for the white man’s “ Great
Spirit ” when a few beads or an extra ration make the
trade inviting. But he cannot be educated without being
first civilized, and he cannot be civilized because in most
cases the white man does not know how, or does not find
it to his interest, to make the attempt in a rational way.
At present he distrusts, and sees only that he is being
“civilized ” off the face of the earth, and remembers the
white man in his successive rdles of welcomed guest,
greedy hunter, settler, and exterminator. I am not deal-
ing in heroics, and every one knows that the savage must
disappear before the civilized man; but if we are to at-
tempt the civilization of those that remain let us first en-
deavor to gain their confidence, and then follow it up by
methods which they can grasp.

It is not to be done in one season, nor in two; the civil-
ized red man cannot be brought forth full-fledged, as from
a patent incubator; he can be evolved only after long pe-
riods of gradual and natural development; yet we expect
by mere word of mouth to make him forsake the senti-
ments of a lifetime, of generations of lifetimes. At the
same time he should realize there is a law in the land
which punishes and protects him as thoroughly as it does
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the white man. He should not be allowed to escape with
no severer penalty for furtive \\'ar-patll festivals than that
of being merely herded back to his reservation, when
white men equally guilty would be hanged or shot. The
surest way of civilizing the Indian is through his children,
and possibly their children in turn will cease to remember
that once their ancestors roamed over the country hunt-
ing and learning the lessons of their common mother
Nature, instead of living fenced in on a reservation,
ploughing, and studying the precepts of the white man.
We left the Indian reformer carly the next morning,
after a broken night’s rest on
a dirtier floor than, I think, I
ever saw in an Indian lodge.
We must have proved a bless-
ing to that fellow, for we put
money in his purse, and such a
meal in his stomach as I fancy
he had not had for many a
day. The weather had grown
colder, and one of our horses
gone lame, but our big fur
coats to keep out the one, and
mustang liniment to relieve
the other, put us in travelling
shape. We had broken our
sleigh, and patched it up again
before we camped for our

BLANKET CLOTHING OF THE d 1 . 11 f
e o g s noonday mecal in a squall o

snow, but we had covered by
that time a good half of the distance which the previous
night separated us from our destination. As we neared
La Biche we renewed our troubles over diverging roads,
but this time our direction was so accurate that the delay
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felt convinced we were *in for it.” We were a day in
advance of our schedule, having taken but three instead
of four days from Edmonton, but as an “express” had
_ been sent Gairdner two weeks before to warn him of our
arrival, and as the preparations were only the making of
two pairs of snow-shoes and the engaging of two trains of
dogs and drivers, I could not see that our coming was ill-
timed.

I think, nevertheless, he was glad to see us (especially
Grierson, who had brought along a flask), and he certain-
ly shared the best of his house with us. He told us we
had come at the best time of the year to see the Indians;
that they were always given a feast and a dance on New-
Year's, and that some of them, hearing of our arrival,
would probably drop in that night to dance a little for us.
Well, they did *drop in,” and they did dance, though not
a “little.”” How those creatures danced, and what an at-
mosphere and a racket they created in that house! They
began to arrive shortly after we had finished supper, shak-
ing hands with us solemnly on entrance, and eying us
stealthily after seating themselves in rows against the
walls. Then one of them produced a fiddle, and from the
time the first measure was sounded there was no cessation
until about two o'clock the following morning.

For a while the exhibition was rather interesting, though
never very novel. The common dancing of Indians ap-
pears to be about the same the country over; there is but
one type, though it may assume different expressions, ac-
cording to prejudice or locality. Either they shuffle
around in a circle, or they hop from one foot to the other
in lines or separately, or they do all three, with more or
less vigor and with or without costuming. At La Biche
the dancing is not of the Indian type, but rather of the
kind one sees in the half-breed camps of Canada, and con-
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sists of a species of jigs and reels gone through at a pace
that makes you dizzy only to watch. They have their
dances where several couples perform, but the most pop-
ular seemed that in which separate couples engaged—as
many as the floor would accommodate. These face one
another, and the man enters upon a vigorous exploita-
tion of the double-shuffle, which he varies with * pigeon-
wings " and other terpsichorean flourishes, always making
the greatest noise of which he is capable. Noise and en-
durance, I was given to understand, are the two requisites
to good dancing; but men and women of course wear
moccasins, and only on occasions have board floors to
dance on. It was my luck to happen along at one of
those “occasions,” and to be further tortured by a half-
breed company servant, whose great pride was a pair of
white man’s heavy boots, which he never wore except
when threading the giddy maze.

Half-breeds— French and Cree —constitute the larger
share of population at La Biche, if I may class as its pop-
ulation those scattered over the immediately surrounding
country, and where the settlement consists of just three
cabins besides those belonging to the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany. But, after all, the French blood reveals itself chiefly
in a few Christian names and in the more fanciful coloring
and use of some articles of wear, for there is little French
spoken, the children of mixed parentage almost invariably
adopting the mother-tongue, Cree, which the ingenuity of
Catholic priests has raised to the dignity of a written lan-
guage. There are not more than one hundred Crees who
come into La Biche, which is the most northerly post
where treaty money is given, and they are not increasing
nor even thriving to any very great extent. The annuity
of about five dollars a head is not sufficient to support
and just enough to interrupt keen hunting: they plant a
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few potatoes, which grow here fairly well, but are making
no progress towards self-support, as are those of the same
nation more to the south.

After what I had seen the night before of the prelimi-
naries to the annual feast-day, I did not cxpect on New-
Year’s to be able to make any preparations for our further
progress. Long before we had turned out of our blankets
the house was literally packed with Indians, and by noon-
time the fiddle was going and the dancers had entire pos-
session of the floor. I doubt if I ever saw, outside of some
of the Chinese dens in San IFrancisco, so many crowded
into the same space. I lacked the heart to talk business
with Gairdner, who, I divined from some of his remarks,
had not accomplished, in the way of making ready our dog
brigade, all I had expected of him. T simply pitied him
for the unpleasant and malodorous fulness of his home,
and 1 pitied his half-breed wife and her daughters, who
were kept cooking for and feeding half-starved Indians
from early morn until late into the night. IHeming took
his pencil and scratch pad and I my camera, and we went
out to see the New-Year's-day arrivals and the dogs and
the Indians.

In front of the fort’s stockade were gossiping groups
that grew with each fresh arrival, while scattered all about
the enclosure, just where their drivers had left them,
were the dog trains of the Indians who had come to fill
Gairdner’s house and eat the IHudson’s Bay Company
meat. Therc was no housing nor feasting for these
dogs; in a 24°-below-zero atmosphere they stretched
out in the snow and waited, without covering and with-
out food. The Indians with their blanket coats or ca-
potes, and the dogs and sledges and “jumpers,” made a
picturesque whole against the unbroken background of
snow, but, like all Indian pictures, its attractiveness faded

a
2
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away on close inspection that discovered the dirt of
the man, and the scraggy, half-starved condition of the
beast. These people had never before seen a camera,
and many of my plates show them scurrying away or

IN A 24O-BELU\V-ZER() ATMOSPHERE

turning their backs. It was only after the most elaborate
descriptions to Gairdner, who instructed the interpreter,
who explained to the Indians, that we induced one or two
“types” to sit in our presence while Heming sketched
them. They thought we were making “ medicine " against
them, but were won over by Heming drawing the moose
and caribou, while they watched the animals they knew so
well develop under his pencil.

When we returned to the house the dance was still on;
it was always “on”” during the first thirty-six hours of our
stay at La Biche. Formerly the Hudson’s Bay Company
officers merely “ received ” on New-Year's day; but as the
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Indians have a custom between sexes of kissing on meet-
ing, and as it did not become an impartial officer to dis-
tinguish in this respect between old women and young,
unattractive and attractive, the feast was substituted; so
now the women are fed and danced instead of being kissed.

I hope that New-Year’s night will not be recorded
against me. Those Indians danced until four o’clock in
the morning, and they danced to my utter demoralization.

’

We sat around and watched the ¢ gymnastics” and pre-
tended we enjoyed them until about one o'clock; then we
retired. We all three slept in Gairdner’s office, a tiny
apartment separated from the main room by a thin board
partition, of which a good quarter section in the centre
was removed to admit of the two rooms sharing a single
stove. There was a piece of loosened sheet-iron tacked
to the partition to protect it from the hecat, and my head
was against that partition, and our blankets on the same
floor upon which those Indians sprinted and jumped and
shuffled !

New-Year’s past and the fiddle hung up, I entered upon
the business of our getting under way for Fort McMurray,
the next Hudson’s Bay post to the north, and then indeed
did the trouble begin. First of all, Gairdner earnestly
assured me I could not make the trip I contemplated, that
I could not get into the Barren Grounds at this season,
and would risk my life if I did, and could not get Indians
to accompany me if I would. Then, after finding me un-
dismayed by the lugubrious prospect, he informed me that
he had not been able to get matters ready, nor could he
say how soon we might start. 1le had first engaged two
men, but both backed out, one because he could not get
four dogs together, and the other because he had no house
to put his wife in during his absence. Finally he had se-
cured the services of a half-breed called * Shot,” who, he
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At last, on Friday, January 4th, the impatiently awaited
«“Shot " arrived, with his dogs and sledge in good condi-
tion, but the sledge of the second train broken so badly
as to necessitate its repair. “Shot” had also brought
with him a young Cree Indian called John, whom he rec-
ommended as a good runner; and afterwards, when Hem-
ing fell ill, and John and T pushed on into the country
alone, I forgave “Shot” much of what I had harbored
against him because of his bringing me that Cree. It was
noon before the sledge had been mended and we were
ready to begin packing up for the start. Our personal
luggage consisted of a change of shirts and heavy under-
wear, three silk pocket-handkerchiefs, an extra pair of
Irish frieze trousers, a heavy woollen sweater, stout gloves
to wear inside the native-made mittens, two pairs of Hud-
son’s Bay Company four-point blankets, a rabbit-skin robe
(of native manufacture, and very warm), “ stroud ” leggings,
a caribou-skin capote lined with blanket, a knitted hood, a
worsted tuque, “duffel ’ socks, snow-glasses, several pairs
of moccasins, hunting - knife, strong clasp-knife, a 45.90
Winchester, half-magazine, and 150 cartridges, pills, and
mustang liniment; I had, besides, a compass, my camera
(in a strong zinc box), note-books, and some iodoform, an-
tiseptic lozenges, and sterilized gauze bandages, in case
amputation because of freezing became necessary. Our
provisions included bacon, tea, flour, and a few pounds of
potatoes Mrs. Gairdner was kind enough to boil and mash
and freeze into a pan for us; our one luxury—or rather
mine, for Heming does not smoke—was tobacco. In all
we had just 357 pounds, which I was carcful to determine,
for T was sure “ Shot " would be grumbling about the load,
and swear we had 600 pounds on each sledge, and I wished
to be prepared with figures, as I had said we should go light
purposely to make good time. We took only one night’s
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“Shot” and John might live up to the usual demands
of the country courtesy, and shake hands with the occu-
pants, and gossip about the white men they were guid-
ing over the first stage of their long journey. Shaking
hands always includes the further cere-
mony of filling up the pipes and a drink of
tea, should the host happen to have any of
that luxury, and so when we had left the
last Indian lodge, and crossed the north-
east end of the lake and got well into the
woods, it was sunset, and time to camp.
The going down of the sun is the invari-
able signal for camping, for the twilight is
of short duration, and the Indians will not
run the risk of accident by chopping wood
after dark. And they are quite right. A
cut foot or leg in civilization is ordinarily
little more than inconvenient, but in this
trackless wilderness any wound that handi-
caps a man’s walking may lead to his decath.

And so as the sun begins to disappear be-

low the horizon you grow watchful for a TRACKER's smow,
place that is most sheltered and best wood Ca"adi“z'.,,‘i’l‘,‘?“"sme
ed and necarest the direction in which you 53 feet long
are going.

By the time we had gathered firewood it began to
snow, and we ate our first meal in the open, with backs
arched to windward, and capote hoods pulled up over
our heads to keep the flakes from going down our
necks. That first night out was an interesting one to me;
with recollections of bivouacs in the Rockies, I thought
the fire insignificant and the timber small, but the dogs
sitting on their haunches watching the thawing of the
frozen fish that were to furnish them with supper, and
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the sledges drawn on the banked-up snow at the head of
our blankets, made a scene that was novel to me, and also
somewhat picturesque.

Every one was sleeping the sleep of the weary, if
not of the just, and the dogs had eaten and curled
themselves up in the snow for the night, when 1 finally
threw off my meditative mood and rolled up in my
blankets.

It snowed all night, and when we broke camp the next
morning at six it was still snowing, and there was a cold
head-wind that made us move lively to keep comfortable.
The trail wound through brush and small timber, and
now and again across a small lake, but its greatest length
lay over what is called “muskeg,” which is Cree for
swamp, and the most tiring, patience-testing travelling 1
had ever encountered.

Imagine a landlocked lake swept by furious cross-
winds, and its entire surface churned into choppy waves;
suppose it suddenly congecaled at its angriest moment;
further, suppose a deep layer of miry earth covered by
thick, heavy moss moulded upon it, and stuck full of
close-growing stout brush. That is the muskeg. Now
fancy walking over a succession of uneven hummocks
with brush constantly catching your snow-shoe and slap-
ping your face, and you will have a vague idea of the
difficulties of muskeg travel. ILevel footing is exceeding-
ly scarce, the wind blows the snow “whither it listeth,”
and you cannot know whether you are about to step on
top of one of those innumerable mounds or into one of
the many gutters that cross-section the swamp. You
know after you have taken the step. Nine times out of
ten you land on the slanting side of the mound, and slip
and trip and turn your ankle and use yourself up gener-
ally. It is exceedingly difficult going, and Heming and
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I, who relieved one another breaking trail for the dogs,
found it very fatiguing.

It was storming hard and getting colder, and I was
ahead setting the pace, when, about three o’clock that
afternoon, I came upon a log hut, and two trails that bore
away in different directions. I wish I could have photo-
graphed the scene which slowly materialized from out of
the darkness as I stood on the ecarthen floor within the
cabin while my eyes grew accustomed to the changed con-
ditions. On entering I could distinguish only the fire in
one end, before which squatted a couple of Indians and
a squaw, but gradually the shadows lifted, and I found
myself for a few moments busily engaged shaking hands
with Indians as fast as the new light revealed them. It
was a very small cabin, barely ten feet square, I should
say, with a parchment-covered hole in the wall for a win-
dow, and a door which demanded a bowed head of every
visitor. I do not know how many Indians were in that
hut, but I recall wondering how they arranged for sleep-
ing, as there seemed hardly space for them to sit, much
less lie down. They were about to cat, and several rab-
bits, suspended full length from a deer thong, and minus
only their skins, were twirling and roasting before the fire,
while others were being prepared for the cooking. I was
not partial to rabbit, nor especially happy in the cabin’s
atmosphere, so when I had warmed a bit I went outside
to await the remainder of my party.

Heming and John hove in sight shortly, but quite half
an hour had passed when “ Shot ™" and his dogs loomed up
in the storm, that seemed increasing every minute. Then
“Shot ” and 1 had our first battle royal. He fancied the
smell of the roasting rabbit and the warm cabin; he did
not like the sleet driving in our faces, and he wanted to
camp. I was annoyed at the interruptions to our prog-
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ress, disgusted with * Shot™ for his vainglorious mouth-
ing at La Biche and his halting gait since lcaving there,
and determined that night to reach Hart Lake, which was
only seven or eight miles farther on, and where we ex-

NATIVE-MADE MEXN'S
LEGGING GARTERS,

From an old and lost
design

pected to get fish (of which we then had
none) for our dogs. In language that
was pointed I reminded “ Shot” of my
being the commander-in-chief of our
little expedition, and made him under-
stand we were out neither for pleasure
nor for our health, that we had an ob-
jective point, and intended to get there
without loss of time, and without camp-
ing in every cabin we discovered or being
headed off by every severe storm we en-
countered. ““Shot” spluttered a great
deal at first, and then looked as if it would
give him pleasure to bury his hunting-
knife in my flesh ; but he sulked instead,
and we moved away from the crowd-
ed little house and the roasting rabbits.

There had been a broken trail from
this point to Hart Lake, but the same
storm that was making our walking so
arduous had almost obliterated it, and
night had long since fallen and the ther-
mometer registered 30° below zero when
we reached the cabin of the Indian who
Gairdner had said would sell us fish
enough to last to the McMurray fish-

cry.  But, like all the things Gairdner told us, we found
realization quite different from promise. The Indian
was willing enough to sell, but his cache was fiftecen
miles away ; he had just heard it had been broken into
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and all his fish stolen, so that he could not say wheth-
er or no he really had any; and, at all events, he could
not make the journey in one day, and would not start the
next (Sunday), because it was the occasion of the priest’s
yearly visit to this district. I was sorry to jeopard his
soul by depriving it of the annual shriving, but I believed
my dogs in more urgent need of fish than he of salvation,
and 1 was sure three days’ delay at Hart Lake would
blight definitely whatever hopes of a future reward I
might previously have enjoyed. Therefore I set about to
wreck that Indian’s peace of mind. TFour skins—i.c., two
dollars—quiected spiritual alarms, a silk handkerchief to the
wife secured a promise to make the trip to the cache and
back in one day, and the coup J'état was executed by
enlisting “Shot’s” sympathies through my assuring him
that, fish or no fish, I should start Monday morning, and,
if necessary, feed our bacon to the dogs, and complete the
journey on tea and potatoes, of which latter we had a few
meals left. Thus it was that I got the Indian started off
early Sunday morning for his cache, and saved two souls
and eight dogs.

The beneficence of the La Biche priest extended further
that Sunday than he knew. Heming and I blessed his
coming without stint, for it emptied of its usual occupants
the filthy cabin in which we were obliged to spend the day
and another night, and gave us an opportunity to sweep
the floor and renew intimate relations with water.

When we took up our journey again Monday morning,
with the insufficient supply of fish got from the Indian’s
despoiled caclie, the mercury had dropped to 54° below
zero, and there was no longer a broken trail. Our first
ten miles lay across a lake, and both Heming and I, who
were breaking road, and sinking up to our knees in the
snow, were frequently startled by a rumbling as of distant
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acquiesced in a decision which must have brought him
keenest disappointment.

We had stepped aside for our conference, and 1 have
little doubt “Shot” fancied us planning something for
his discomfort, and was much relieved on learning he was
to return to La Biche. I decided on * Shot " instead of
John, because he understood English enough to admin-
ister to Heming’s wants in case of his collapse. Then,
through “Shot’s” interpretation, I had to win John’s con-
sent to go on with me, and I experienced a very disquiet-
ing half-hour indeed while John underwent the elaborate
process of making up his mind. First he refused; then
he demurred because he had never been in that part of
the country before, and was as dependent on “ Shot” for
guidance as we were ourselves. And again he objected
because he could not speak nor understand a word of
English, and 1 was as deficient in
Cree. However, finally he consent-
ed if I would give him a few pres-
ents, the nature of which I have now
forgotten ; and after we had eaten,
the two Indians set to work divid-
ing the supplics and repacking the
sledges. It was not a very eclabo-
rate task, and did not take long. We
had eaten the last of the potatoes,

and so when the bacon and the tea

and the flour had been divided, the

JOUN blankets separated, and Heming and

I had indicated which was which of

the two seamless sacks that contained our personal lug-

gage, the sledges were packed and the dogs headed in op-
posite directions.

Then we went our separate ways, and I took up my
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journey to the great lone land, over a strange country,
and without even the poor satisfaction of talking my
mother-tongue.

My regret over Heming's falling ill may be better imag-
ined than described. Foremost, of course, I deplored the
loss of a companion on a trip which was to extend over
2800 miles; and of less but still considerable concern was
the sudden deprivation of a helpmate, upon whose hardi-
hood and experience I had confidently counted. Heming
had had abundant snow-shoeing and some dog-sledging,
and I set much value on a knowledge that would, to some
extent at least, facilitate our venturesome undertaking.
And now here I was, just four days out from La Biche,
never having had a web snow-shoe on my foot, nor even
seen a dog-sledge, with six days of travel over an un-
known country between me and Fort McMurray, the
next nearest trading-post. However, unplcasant as the
prospect was, I had thought it all over the night before
as I lay in my blankets after our hard day’s run, and real-
ized the situation as completely as I had settled upon my
course. But it was not a happy afternoon, that 8th of
January, 18935, which saw me, after the separation, trudg-
ing onward in cold and in silence.

If T lamented Heming, most assuredly I did not mourn
*“Shot,” notwithstanding his being the only man in the
outfit who knew the country across which we were to
journey. He had been a sore trial to me from the day
of our departure—nay, even from the very hour of our in-
troduction at I.a Biche
ridding myself of him, though I was at the time like a
ship cast adrift without rudder. Before starting he had

and I confess to honest relief in

deliberately broken his contract, and followed it up by re-
pcated attempts to squeeze more money out of me when
he recognized my helplessness and saw my anxiety to get
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under way. He exasperated me to such a degree that,
knowing an indulgence to my feelings would result in his
refusing to go at all, I remember confiding to Heming the
great hope that my legs would prove as stout as they had
at other times, and cnable me to set such
a pacc as should make “Shot’s” tongue
hang out before we reached McMurray.
Whether the pace was too hot or he
too lazy I cannot say. but certainly when
we were once started he kept me busy
urging him to faster gait; his train was
invariably so far behind as to delay us
ten to fifteen minutes at every “spell”
(rest), which meant a loss of from six to

ALGONGI'S SHOES,  ejoht miles in a day’s travel. It must

Lake Temiscamuga, . o
have been laziness, because he is a half-

o breed of massive bone and great strength
and over six feet in height. He evidently thought me
a “moonyass,” as a “tenderfoot” is called in this coun-
try, with whom he could play any game he chose; and
when he discovered his mistake he grew sulky, devel-
oped a lame knee, subsequently a sore back, and delayed
the morning start by his reluctance to turn out when
called and the length of time he consumed in packing
the sledges. The only day of the four he was with me
on which I got him to set off promptly and travel smart-
ly was the last one, when the prospect of reaching a de-
scrted cabin for the night’s camp carried him on. I could
have forgiven him the lagging behind, for the going was
hard, and he had none of the incentive that added ner-
vous to my physical energy, but his avariciousness at La
Biche and his sullenness on the road hardened my heart,
and I cut out his work on a scale that, I fancy, made the
parting between us one for mutual congratulation.
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And so John and I set out on our journey, neither of us
knowing where the morrow might find us, and I with a
Cree vocabulary limited to Namowyak (No), Ll-ha (Yes),
Kecpee (Hurry), Wal-he-d-che ? (How far is it ?), Me-wali-sin
(Good). I do not know how many miles we covered the
afternoon Heming turned homeward, for I was too thor-
oughly absorbed in thoughts of what was coming to note
the passing, but the camp of that night was, luckily, the
best we made on the trip. It was sheltered from the
howling wind, wood was plentiful, and with blankets, moc-
casins, and leggings hung on poles to dry before the blaz-
ing logs, might even have been called picturesque, unless
that quality may be said to disappear when the mercury
registers 40° below zero ten feet from the fire. We were
not likely to find so favored a spot another night, and I
made John know he should take advantage of the good
fire and prepare “ bannocks” to last us a few days.

The bannock is simply flour and water and grease thor-
oughly kneaded and well baked: the usual method of
cooking is to shape the dough an inch deep to the inside
of a frying-pan, and stand the latter before the camp-fire.
The bannock is not beautiful to the eye nor tempting to
the fastidious palate: moreover, it never rises superior to
that “sadness” which is characteristic of underdone bread
the world over. But the bannock is much better suited
to the needs of the tripper or woyageur, as the snow-shoe
traveller is called, than the light yeast bread of the grand
pays (great world). The bread of civilization is filling, but
lacks substance ; the bannock has both filling and sub-
stance; and when one has nothing to eat but bread and
tea and bacon, and is running five miles an hour from sun-
rise to sunset day after day, substance is a desirable qual-
ity. While John made the bannocks, 1 attended to thaw-
ing fish for the dogs; and when we had both finished and
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lighted our pipes I undertook to hold my first conversa-
tion with him in the language of signs. "

The warning most impressed upon me, by all those
claiming any knowledge of the country into which I was
going, had been against the unreliability of the Indians.
I had been told of their tendency to desert under trying
conditions, and the little there was to read on the subject
emphasized the need of vigilance. That John would grow
discouraged, and quietly steal away from the camp some
night, was a thought which possessed and worried me
considerably. I was prepared to see his dismay as we
plodded on in the hard going, and to hear his grumbling,
even though I could not understand, but I did not propose,
if T could prevent it, awakening one morning to find him
and the dogs gone. So I engaged John’s attention on
this our first night together, and in my best pantomime 1
tried to make him understand that if he stayed with me
to McMurray and was a me-wal/-sin Indian, 1 should be a
me-wah-sin “ moonyass”; but if he deserted me he had
better cut my throat before he left camp, as otherwise
I should follow his trail and kill him. John looked very
wise and scrious during my dramatic recital, and 1 guess
he understood me. Whether he did or not, certainly his
discouragement in the trying days we had subsequently
never reached a mutinous point, and I fully believe he
needed no intimidation to be a “me-wak-sin Indian.” 1
wondered that night, and as the scene has come up be-
fore me many times since I have wondered again, what
that Cree must have thought of this white man who was
pushing into his country at a time when he himself usu-
ally remained in-doors, had pressed him into a service for

which he had no liking, and threatened to take his life
if he forsook it.
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a well-defined depression, which sometimes even showed
the ground. Nothing but fur can insure warmth or even
comfort in this chilling North. Farther along, and before
making my bison or musk-ox hunt, I secured a caribou-
skin capote with the fur on, but until I got one I was a
shivering victim of the wind, for the capote 1 had fetched
from Hamilton, Canada, was useless. Having been made
of unsmoked leather, the first snow-storm soaked and the
fire shrank it; then it was too heavy to run in, and the
blanket lining for warmth was greatly inferior to fur. No
garment can excel the caribou capotes made by the Ind-
ians for exposure in the excessive cold and piercing winds
of this North country. They are very light, and do not
therefore add to the burden of the zoyrageur, while being
literally impervious to all winds, save those deadly blasts
of the Barren Grounds.

The Indian tripper in winter first secures stout moc-
casins and new “duffel,” and next looks to his caribou-
skin capote. Anything may an-
swer for trousers or head cover-
ing, the former, indeed, being
moose or caribou skin, blanket,
or “store pants” got at the Hud-
son’s Bay Company post in trade,
while the conventional hat is sup-
plied by a colored handkerchicf
wound about the head, just above
the forehead and ears, to kecp the

long hair in place. Formerly it NORTHWEST SOCK OF
DUFFEL

was, and still is in the more re-
mote sections, a moose or car-
ibou thong bound by sinew and decorated with por-
cupine quill. But the foot-covering must be of the
best. Moccasins are made of smoked moose-skin, because
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of its thickness (though the thinner caribou-skin is equal-
ly durable), and are really the pride of the Indian ward-
robe. They are the most, and very frequently the only,
decorated piece of his apparel; in presentation they are the
vehicle of regard from one Indian to another; they carry
the first tidings of a more tender sentiment from the
maiden to the young hunter, and are the surest indication
not only of the degree of the woman’s handiwork, but, if
she be married, of the degree of her regard for the hus-
band. '

An Indian’s moccasins are a walking advertisement of
his standing at home. Blessed is the civilized world in-
somuch as its wives are not its bootmakers!

I was not long in reading aright the signs of the moc-
casins, and ever after, when I required
any made at the posts, first sought ac-
quaintance with the husband before or-
dering. No doubt many a pair of shoes
I scrutinized did not represent the best
work of the poor devil's wife, but I
found them at least accurate in deter-
mining his importance within his own
tepee.  Moccasin decoration, in fact,
INDIAN SLIPTERS - practically all Northland Indian orna-

mentation, is done in beads, in porcu-
pine quill, or in silk embroidery. Silk-work is of some-
what recent introduction, confined entirely to half-breeds,
and although rather well executed, is the least effective.
The French half-breeds are largely responsible for the
flower-pattern bead embroidery, which is the vogue all
over the northern part of this country. One sees moc-
casins, mittens, leggings, garters (which, by the way, only
the men wear), all in patterns copied from nature, and
therefore somewhat noteworthy, but not nearly so strik-

—_—




FITTING FOR ARCTIC WEATHER 61

ing as the pure Indian designs of the more southerly
tribes.

The porcupine-quill work is truly Indian, and, at its
best, exceedingly striking, both in design and coloring,
though only the most skilful can do it acceptably, for each
tiny quill, after dyeing, is woven in separately, and the
weaver's ingenuity or lack of it is revealed in the design.
The best specimens of this work are scen in the women’s
belts, though it is put on moccasins, shirts, skirts, gun-
coats, as well as on the birch-bark baskets called rogans,
and used for every purpose. “ Duffel” is a thick blanket
stuff, which, together with “strouds,” a similar though
more closely spun material, the ITudson’s Bay Company
introduced and christened. Duffel is used for socks and
strouds for leggings, and both are manufactured expressly
for the trade in this country. Leggings are used as much
to keep the trousers from becoming ice coated during
the day’s snow-shoeing as for warmth. At night they
are removed, and thus your blankets are kept compara-
tively free of snow. The Indian gets his duffel by the
yard, and when he has cut it into strips about six inches
wide by eightecen inches long his socks are completed.
Their adjustment is equally simple, for he has only to be-
gin at the toes and wind the piece throughout its length
about the foot. The half-breed takes his duffel home,
where it is shaped and sewed into crude socks, and if his
wife thinks well of him, and is clever, she will vary them
in size (as two or three pairs are worn at a time inside the
moccasin), and fancy-stitch them in colored yarn. T tried
both styles of sock, and prefer the Indian’s simpler kind;
it is more quickly thawed out and dried at night; if one
end wears or burns, it may be rcarranged so a good part
covers the toes and heel—the most important to keep
from freezing. Besides, you can fit it more snugly, which
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is, I think, its greatest advantage, because, if you do not
happen to have a wife to direct, or, having one, do not
stand high in her estimation, your socks will be of the
same size, and all too large. Consequently your feet will
slip about, which is most tiresome in
long and hard walking, and the socks
will freeze into wrinkles, and when
your snow-shoe strings have also be-
come frozen they will cut your toes
and instep, and very likely cripple you
eventually. \While your moccasins and
socks should fit snug, they must not
be tight, and your mittens large enough
to be drawn easily over hands already
encased in loose, stout gloves. Noth-
ing should fit tight in the Northland,
otherwise your chances of freezing are
much greater.

The denial 1 practised in the matter
of blankets proved doubly advantage-
ous. It conditioned me so that very
soon I slept soundly and comfortably,
and it proved a blessing to John, to
whom I gave of my surplus. IHe was
very glad to get the additional blanket,
and 1 never encountered an Indian

A wodan's rorcr- throughout my trip who was not thank-
PINg-QuiLL BELT  fu] for any extra covering, even a coat,
that I let him have. This is apro-

pos of the declaration made to the venturer into this
country that the Indians scorn more than one blanket.
I heard it on all sides. “What! two pairs of blankets?
Why, the Indians,” etc., etc. \When these Indians sleep
under one blanket it is because they have no second,
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nor do they keep warm “in the coldest nights.” The
contrary is all miserable boasting. My expcrience con-
vinced me they could stand no greater cold than I;
when it was merely discomforting they were more indif-
ferent to it than a white man, for the very good reason
that while the white man has always been well clothed
and fed and protected, the red man has been half clothed
and fed and never protected. Naturally the latter does
not mind exposures that are somewhat trying on first ex-
perience to the former. For instance, in sitting about
camp, the Indians, as a rule, wore the same coat in which
they had been running, whereas 1 found a heavier one
more comfortable. It was not that the Indians were
warm, but they were used to discomfort. I wrapped up
less than they when snow-shoeing, but more than they in
camp. When it came to withstanding the fearful cold
and withering storms of the Barren Grounds, my endur-
ance was as great, and my suffering, judging from appear-
ances, not so much as theirs. This is because this par-
ticular Indian has no heart, no nervous energy, no re-
serve force. Confronted by the unexpected or inex-
plicable, he gives no urgency to his efforts; he seeks no
solution; he simply gives up. He has none of that do-
or-die sentiment; he prefers to die. Dump an Indian
and a bound white man into a snow-bank, and the lat-
ter would probably freeze to death first, but in a strug-
gle for existence under any conditions the white man
would go farther and keep going longer than the red
man.

As to the bedding question, when I was on my home-
ward journey in May I noted Indians sleeping under the
same number of blankets they had used while T was mak-
ing my way towards Great Slave Lake in January. What
did surprise me at first, however, was the toughness of

5
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more puzzling situation to unravel in determining where
we were.

I felt sure I had not lost the trail, but corroboration was
out of the question, because the road made by our dogs
and sledge rendered feeling the underlying old @ that
had guided me impossible. Going ahead a little distance,
1 found we were on a lake, but could discover no trail,
and the storm made travelling by landmarks impossible
even had 1 known any, which, of course, I did not. John’s
search for a trail proved no happier than mine, and then
he wanted to camp; but I exhausted upon him two-thirds
of my Cree vocabulary in “nzamowyak” (no) and “ kecpee”
(hurry), and we made a wider circuit with no better suc-
cess. This time he was determined to camp; and the
slect was cutting our faces, and the dogs were howling,
and it was miserable. But we didn’'t camp. Again I
made a cast, and this time for a find. 1 was sure of a
piece of trail, but whence it came and whither it went I
could not determine. The snow was cither blown away
or packed so hard it was simply impossible to follow a
trail for any distance. We travelled a little way only to
lose it and begin our searching anew; another find, fol-
lowed closely by a check and yet another heart-breaking
cast. And thus, how many miles I know not, we worked
our way across that Jack Fish Lake in the teeth of a storm
that whirled around us unceasingly, and it was one o’clock
when we crawled up the bank and discovered a cabin
which T knew must be the one where “ Shot ™ had said I
could get fish.

We got our dogs on the leeward side, and then stag-
gered into the cabin, covered from head to foot by ice
and numb with cold. The house was full of Indians, but
there was no exclamation of surprise upon our appear-
ance. Half-frozen men are of too common occurrence in
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the Northland to create comment. They made way for
us at the fire, of which we did not immediately avail our-
selves—for we both had frozen ears and noses—and they
pushed the teakettle nearer the glowing coals; but no
one uttered a sound, though they eyed me with ill-con-
cealed curiosity. By-and-by, when we had thawed out,
John and I drank tea and ate a slice of bacon from our
scanty stock, and then I signed him to get fish for the
dogs; but much talking was followed only by sullen si-
lence, and no fish were forthcoming. Fish we must have.
As I sat pondering over the situation I discovered a fiddle
hanging against the wall, and thought an excellent oppor-
tunity offered of trying the power of music to soothe the
savage breast, so I handed the instrument to John, whom
I had heard play at La Biche, and what with his fiddling
and my distribution of tobacco, it was not very long be-
fore we had the Indians jabbering again, and two days’
fish for the dogs.

The wind was still howling and the snow falling when
we started on an hour later, against the protestations of
the Indians, who wanted us and our tea and tobacco to
remain overnight; but our supplies were too low to war-
rant their consumption in idleness, and we had put an-
other eight or nine miles behind us before we made a
wretched camp in the muskeg, with scarcely wood enough
to make a fire, and not a level spot to throw down our
blankets. It cleared up during the night, and when we
broke camp the next morning at four the moon shone as
serenely as though it had not yielded to a greater and
fiercer power the night before. Before daybreak the trail
ran into some rather open woods, through which the
moon’s soft light played with wondrously fantastic effect,
and when the first streaks of vellow in the northeast her-
alded the rising of the sun, we had left the shadow of the
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trees and were travelling in the muskeg. I shall always
remember that morning as giving me the most beautiful
picture I ever beheld in Nature's album: the sun coming
up on my right, the moon going down on my left—one
bursting forth in all his golden splendor, while the other
slowly withdrew her silvery light. And between and far
below the two heavenly rivals plodded John and the dogs
and I, footsore and hungry, but appreciative.

I was destined to be brought to carth very suddenly and
somewhat ingloriously, for the sun had but just dispelled
the gray gloom of carly morning, and 1 was clipping along
at a merry gait across the deadly muskeg, with a large lake
in sight, and John and the dogs not far behind, when down
I tumbled in a heap with a sprained ankle. Sitting in the
snow chafing my ankle was not going to bring us food nor
get me to the Barren Grounds, so I wound moose-skin
tightly about the injured part, and took my place again
before the dogs. At first I could not stand without the
aid of a stout stick, and we made headway so slowly that
after a few miles I threw away my crutch,and in a deter-
mination to try the power of mind over matter limped on.

I should not advise Christian scientists to put their
faith to such a test; no convert was ever more open to
conviction than I—spirit willing, mind receptive, but the
flesh so mortally weak that every time I put down my left
foot it gave way to the knee. And so, faith failing, I
vowed to get on in the only way remaining. After a while
the pain grew duller, and, my leg giving under me, I dis-
covered the tight binding and the cold had frozen the
flesh. As T could not navigate without the support of the
moose-skin binding, and a frozen ankle, though less pain-
ful, held me up not so well as a twisted one, I was there-
after occupied quite as much in keeping that ankle alive in
all its painful sensitiveness as I was in keeping it going at



BLIND LEADING THE BLIND 71

all. We held our way, however, and the lake I had sighted
proved to be Big White Fish, where I traded some tobacco
for fish for the dogs, but could get none to eke out the lit-
tle bacon now left us.

Here T had my first view of the manner in which these
fish are hung upon stagings—first to dry, subsequently to

DRYING FISH—THE STAPLE FOOD OF MAN AND DOG

freeze, and ever to be beyond the reach of the always half-
starved dogs. There are other stagings, combining larder
and storehouse for the Indian, and more necessary than
his lodge, where he puts his meat, fresh pelts, snow-shoes,
and sledges. Snow-shoes and sledges do not sound pala-
table, but the caribou-skin lacings of the former and moose
wrapper and lines of the latter make quite a succulent
dish, as meals go in this land of feast or famine. Every
Indian cabin or lodge has its staging, and all things eata-
ble are hung upon it for safety. And it is here the dogs
do congregate to voice their hunger in mournful howling,
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and vent their frenzied disappointment in furious fighting.
Indian dogs spend most of their time fighting; when it is
not one another, it is against death by starvation.

If I failed of increasing our supplies at this settlement,
I did get a map, which at least aimed to show me the way
to plenty. It was a puzzling creation, that map, which
one of the Indians drew in my note-book to give us some
idea of the direction of the trail across the six lakes that
lay between us and the next Indian camp on White Fish
Lake. Once at White Fish Lake, and we had but fifteen
miles to John MacDonald’s, on Big Jack Fish Lake, the
McMurray fishery, and home of one of the best-known
voyageurs in the country. But Big Jack Fish Lake was
two days’ travel away, and meanwhile my ankle made life
intolerable, and the map proved more maddening than the
fifteen puzzle. We made only seven miles the afternoon
of the day I sprained my ankle; we had covered twenty
up to noon; but after my rest I could barely move along,
and besides we were continually falling foul of trails,
which appeared coming from everywhere and went no-
where. All this and the following day we travelled over
muskeg, particularly severe on me now, with an ankle so
tender, and really only one foot with which to feel the
road. But, after all, the muskeg was kinder to us than the
lakes, for when we reached these we invariably lost the
trail, to find and as speedily lose it again, while it was ab-
solutely impossible to judge from its direction where it
eventually left the lake. Indians never by any chance
travel straight.  Thoughout the (about) goo miles of trail
I followed from Edmonton to Fort Resolution, on Great
Slave Lake, there is but the single exception of the Slave
Lake portage ; for the rest, it looks as though the original
traveller had sat up all night at Edmonton with a “sick
friend ” and a barrel, and then started to walk home. At
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best its windings are hard to follow, but when one may
advance only by feeling, its difficulties become tenfold,
and yet it is remarkable how skilled one becomes in this
method of procedure. I grew sufficiently expert after a
time, and when there was good bottom to the trail, to fol-
low it running, about a five-mile- per-hour gait, though
there was literally no indication on the snow’s surface of
a trail beneath.

Added to the misery of bodily ailment, the map dis-
tracted me by its deceptions. The lengths of lines
drawn by the Indian to represent the portages between
the lakes gave no indication of the comparative distances.
The first “line ” was short, and we covered it in a couple
of hours; the next one was about the same length, but
we were half a day crossing the country between the two
lakes it joined ; the third line was fully four times as long
as the longer of the other two, yet we were only half an
hour going from end to end of it.

And every little while, when a lost or blind trail dis-
mayed us, and we cast about to find our true course, we
looked at cach other, John and I, and pitied one another
for living. We could not exchange ideas; we could not
have the poor comfort of debating the situation; we
could only make a few imperfect signs, which expressed
little to the point, and seemed frivolous in the face of a
situation so desperate. Once our leading dog, who is al-
ways called a foregoer, found the trail on the lake, and
showed remarkable sagacity, which, by-the-way, we trusted
to our sorrow later. This time, however, he came to our
rescue when we were utterly lost; he ceased following
the imaginary trail I was hobbling along, and, after a few
casts, settled to a steady gait in another direction. John
also thought he had a trail, which he endeavored to per-
suade the dogs into following, but the foregoer held his
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way, and when we investigated we found he had really
the only trail of the three. The snow was deeper on this
part of our route, which made the walking yet harder;
but by one way or another we finally crossed the six
lakes shown on the Indian’s map, and came to White
Fish Lake. Ilere we managed to get just a meal of fish
for the dogs, but none for ourselves, to which, however,
we had become accustomed. We rested two hours, while
I bathed my feet, much to the wonderment of the natives,
to whom it secemed an unaccountable waste of energy,
and rubbed my ankle with some of the mustang liniment
I had fetched along from La Biche. There were but
fourteen miles between us and John MacDonald’s cabin,
on Big Jack Fish Lake, when we set out again at two
o'clock; and the prospect of talking again, and having a
roof over my head, nerved me to faster pace. I was des-
tined to see neither MacDonald nor his house that night.
Some Indians had recently travelled between the two
lakes, so there was a faint trail, which we followed at so
good a gait it was not dark when we came to where the
road led out on to Big Jack Fish Lake. But by this time
a fierce storm had set in, with snow which completely
shut off our view twenty feet distant, and wind that swept
away the last semblance of a trail. I tried to fecl out the
road, then John tried, and then we gave the foregoer his
head; and, sure enough, he went off at a rate which con-
vinced us he must have found something. And so he
had; but we were not secking the road he found. We
travelled about ten miles to get that knowledge.

There is a point which makes out from the north shore
of the lake and divides it into two large bays. MacDon-
ald’s cabin is on the western bay. I supposed John knew
it was. We had held an animated though not entirely
successful conversation at White Fish, which I intended
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should express my wish that he learn the distance, etc.
The Cree for “ How far is it?" is “ Wak-lie-d-che” ; for
“It is far,”” you drop only the “c/ke,” and say “ Wak-lie-6.”
But I was not then so learned. So I had asked John,
“ Walk-he-6-che—MacDonald’s?” and John had replied—
after some discussion with the other Indians— IVa/i-/ic-6.”
I supposed him correcting me, and as this particular Cree
query was my piice de résistance, “IWal-fie-o-ché” —with an
accent on the *“ k¢ —again resounded in the chilly air,
and again he retorted, “1'a/-/ic-6.” Then we wali-fic-o-c/ié’d
and wa/i-/ue-d’d until cach subsided in silence and disgust

at the other’s stupidity.

And so we travelled down the eastern bay of Big Jack
Fish Lake.

It got dark by the time we were well out on the lake:
we could not have seen our way in broad daylight, be-
cause the snow was thickly falling and the wind savagely
blowing as we trustingly followed our foregoer. By-and-
by 1 decided we must be going wrong, for I thought the
cabin could not be so far off as we had come, and I got
John and the dogs turned about to go back and into the
western bay. The storm was now squarely in our teeth,
and the dogs would not face it. They kept turning and
entangling themselves in the harness, while we were faint
with hunger and benumbed with cold, and my ankle
scemed bursting with pain.

I made the nearest approach I could in the storm to a
bee-line for the point, and then followed it around. 1
had not the remotest idea where MacDonald’s house was,
but I knew I should have to find it in the morning to get
my bearings; so after we had gone about as far down the
western bay as we had into the eastern, we camped under
a pine-tree, where wood was plentiful, and ate a piece of
bacon each and drank a cup of tea, after a hard day’s
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tramp—which my pedometer registered as forty - four
miles. Our dogs ate the last of their fish, John and I
were on half-allowance of the poor rations we had, we
were lost, and it did not seem as if my ankle would per-
mit me to walk another step. The world was not very
bright when we camped.

As we sat silently drinking our tea we heard something
approaching, and instantly alert, with that protective and
hunter’s instinct which comes to the traveller of the wilds,
listened intently, until we discovered the swishing, grating
of a snow-shoe heel. It was Kipling, a famous Soto Ind-
jan runner, who had come to invite me to MacDonald’s
cabin, where, but a mile beyond, they had seen our camp-
fire. James Spencer, the Hudson's Bay Company officer
in charge of McMurray, had brought thus far on its jour-
ney the one winter packet that reaches the railroad from
this isolated wilderness, and was returning the next morn-
ing early. Here was good news indeed, and good luck—
the first of my trip. But John had stuck by me, and I
would not leave him on the conclusion of so hard a day;
therefore I sent my grateful thanks to Spencer, saying 1
should be on hand the following morning. And so the
clouds rolled away, and the worry within and the storm
without ceased as I lay down to sleep that night.

It was a very lively scene at MacDonald’s next morning,
and a most interesting one to me; for the packet was
starting on its last stage, and as to carry it is one of the
few honors in the country, the dogs were handsomer and
more gayly harnessed than any I had seen.

It was only seventy miles to McMurray, but the two
days we consumed in getting there were most trying,
and I shall never forget the ten-mile crossing of Swan
Lake the first morning. We camped for dinner midway,
on an island, but it seemed as though I should never
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reach it; and a mirage added confusion by placing it now
near by and then far away, and all the time the hard ice
made running particularly torturing to my ankle. The
tea was made by the time I finally put my foot on that
island. It was exceedingly hard going for men and dogs
all the way to McMurray, for the trail led down Clear
Water River, on which the supplies in early days were
brought into the country, and the snow was deep. We
were all worn, and I was thankful indeed when the light
of Spencer’s cabin pierced the darkness and I knew I had
put 240 miles of my long journey behind me.

How I relished a good wash and a satisfying meal I shall
not attempt to say; few of my readers have gone with-
out either or both, and could not appreciate my feelings.
Nor could I adequately express my gratitude to Spencer
and his wife for their unceasing kindness. I spent one
day at McMurray, which is located at the junction of the
Clear Water and Athabasca rivers, doctoring my ankle
and awaiting fresh dogs and guides; for here John and
his dogs, after a rest, turned back. If Spencer had been

~of Gairdner’s sort I should have been delayed again, for
none of the Indians took kindly to the trip on to Chipe-
wyan, the next post. Those that had promised backed
out, and finally Spencer turned over to me the train
which had brought the packet from Chipewyan to Mec-
Murray. There were four good strong dogs; Francois, a
French half-breed, one of the best dog-drivers and runners
in the land; and “Old” Jacob, a Soto Indian, to break
trail, who as young Jacob was famous for strength and
speed, and even now could beat all but the very best on
snow-shoes. Both could talk and understand enough Eng-
lish to make some sort of conversation possible, and both
knew the road, so that the clouds revealed only their silver

lining as we started out from McMurray.
6
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slighted Chipewyan if I failed to record the further emi-
nence it enjoys in having two streets. I was never able,
unaided, to discover more than the one which separates
the post’s dozen log cabins from the lake, but that may
have been due to the deflection of my compass needle.
At all events, after McMurray, with its four cabins, it
seemed metropolitan, though of its “ census’ of four hun-
dred men, women, and children only a small percentage is
in actual residence. This is equally true of all the posts.
The real dwellers within the settlements are a compara-
tive handful, comprising chiefly the mission people, the
company servants, and a few “freemen,” as those who
have served their five years’ enlistment and set up a little
independency of labor are called. Those that
live within the company’s gates are chiefly
half-breeds. In summer they catch and dry
the fish which forms the chief article of food
for men and dogs, or work on the company
flatboats ; and in winter they spend the short
days in “tripping,” and the long nights in
smoking and talking about their dogs, or in
dancing and sleeping. They have no other di-
versions; no in-door games, no out-door sports.
Dancing and sleeping are the beginning and

ending of their recreation, and I would not MAX’s suor,
9..Q Canadian
venture an opinion as to the more popular;  Ssuow-Shoe
. . Club,
certainly they have an abnormal capacity for ¢ ..
cither.

This applies to the men. Life is a more serious affair
for the women. They too sleep and dance and smoke,
but their sleeping comes as a well-earned respite after the
day’s toil ; their dancing has the outward appearance of a
sacrifice, to which they are silently resigned, and smoking

is an accompaniment to work rather than a diversion in
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itself. The woman is the country drudge. Her work is
never finished. She chops the firewood, dries the fish and
meat, snares rabbits, and carries her catch into the post
on her back; scrapes and tans the moose and caribou
hides, from the latter of which she afterwards makes da-
biche (Northland string) by cutting it into strips an
eighth of an inch wide; laces the snow-shoes, makes and
embroiders with beads the mittens, moccasins, and leg-
gings ; yields the lion’s share of the scanty larder to her
husband when he is at home luxuriating in smoke and
sleep, and, when he is away, gives her children her tiny pret
(allowance) of fish and goes hungry without a murmur.

This is the woman of the post. She of the woods, the
full-blooded squaw, and there are few Indians that ever
take up a permanent abode in the settlement, does all
this and more. In addition to chopping the firewood, she
seeks and hauls it; not only dries, but catches the fish;
goes after and quarters and brings in the game her master
has killed ; breaks camp, and pitches it again where the
husband, who has gone on ahead with no load but his gun
and no thought except for the hunt, and whose trail she
has followed, indicates by sticking up brush in the snow.
When there is plenty she makes her meal on that which
her lord leaves, and when there is little she starves, along
with her children and the dogs.

When in her periodical state she dare not cross the
snow-shoe tracks of the men, nor even follow in their steps.
She must make her own path. And when she gives birth
to her child it is in a lodge by herself, unattended and
apart from the others. If at the time she is with a travel-
ling band she steps aside to pitch her lodge, and next
morning mayhap, with the new-born babe added to her

other burdens, she goes on after the Indians that have not
tarried.
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The Indian is the sybarite of the Northland, and the
only genuine socialist on earth. He holds all the posses-
sions of his country equally with his tribe, feasts and fasts
and sorrows and rejoices in common, and roams where his
legs carry and his gun provides. When there is abun.
dance he smokes his pipe in happy indolence, and his
wife does the work; when there is no meat for the kettle
he shoulders his gun and goes out into the woods, leaving
care and hunger at home with the squaw. But he does
not invariably escape hunger. It is ever a feast or a
famine with him, and it might always be a feast were he
not so improvident and lazy. Clothing and food are at
his very door. In the rivers and lakes there is fish in
great quantity and variety; along their banks, fisher,
otter, mink, beaver, and muskrat; and in the forests,
moose, caribou, bear, lynx, fox, wolf, wolverene, marten,
ermine, and rabbits—to say nothing of the early spring
and autumn migrations of ducks and geese, the packs of
ptarmigan, which in their changing plumage of brown and
white are to be seen summer and winter, and the several
other species of the grouse family that may be found the
greater part of the year. There is no occasion for an
Indian to starve in this country, if he keeps out of the
Barren Grounds ;' but hunting demands skill, of which he
has less than any other red man I ever knew, and a never-
failing cache presupposes foresight, of which he has none
—so that, in truth, he fasts more often than he feasts.

Snow-shoe running, packing, and canoeing are the three
most resourceful fields of the Indian story-teller; and of
the three, running affords him greatest scope for his pe-
culiar imagination.

The Indian of the Northland is neither an ingenious
nor a picturesque Munchausen. He is just a plain liar,
who seems not even to count on the credulity of his
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plentiful in this country, where shanks’ mare is the only
mount.

To be a good dog-driver and to run forty miles a day is
to be a great man in this land of vast distances. There
are instances where men have gone farther, but in most
cases the going has been exceptional, or the “day”
stretched far into the night. In my effort to obtain au-
thenticated information on big runs I found the “day”
most clastic, extending, in fact, the full twenty-four hours,
from midnight to midnight, and the “running” of the
man to include riding on the sledge now and then when
the going was extra good. The best day of actual run-
ning I was able to corroborate was sixty miles, done be-
tween 6 A.M. and 5.30 P.M. by Alexander Linkletter, an
English-Cree half-breed now at Chipewyan, who made
two fires ¢n route. Another half-breed covered eighty
miles between midnight and nine o'clock of the next
night, and an Indian went seventy miles between 3 A.M.
and 8 P.M., but these are notable chiefly because of the
dogs’ endurance, for both men rode most of the distance,
and neither approaches the performance of Linkletter,
who ran every foot of the way.

The condition of the going makes so great a difference
in travelling that thirty miles on one occasion might eas-
ily be a more notable performance than fifty miles on
another. Taking the average conditions of tripping, from
twenty-five to thirty miles is considered a fair day, thirty-
five miles a good day, and forty a big day’s work. The
voyageur considers he is travelling well if he makes two
fires during the day, at which he drinks tea, and sleeps
thirty or thirty-five miles nearer his destination every
night. Spring is popularly spoken of as the time when
‘“the days are long and the dogs go well,” and you travel
longer and farther each day. But as a matter of fact the
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season has little to do with the length of time spent on
the road if you are making a long journey and time is an
object. Indeed, to me the days always seemed long
enough, and the dogs to go well enough. In winter you
start at three, make your first fire at
seven, start again at eight, which is
just about daybreak, having a second
fire at eleven, and camp at three,
which gives about an hour before
dark to cut a supply of firewood. In
spring it is daylight long before you
start at six, and long after you camp
at eight; in fact, in May I wrote in
my note-book frequently at ten, and
it was not really dark at midnight.
In midsummer there is no night, and
in midwinter the short days are of
slight significance to the tripper, be-

souaw Lecoivg  cause the moon equalizes matters by
shining full throughout the period in
which the sun shines least.

I have said that Chipewyan is the practical dividing-
point between two great Indian families, but the traveller
who did not hear their speech, which is altogether dissimi-
lar in intonation and word, would not appreciateit. There
is no very noticeable outward distinction between the
Cree and the Chipewyan Indian, except possibly the face
of the latter is broader. Otherwise they have about the
same physical characteristics— high cheek-bones, large
mouth, African nose, dirty yellowish-ochre complexion,
coarse, straight black hair, and sparse mustache seen occa-
sionally. They are never corpulent, and never clean.
Ethically there is no choice between them : their capacity
and prejudice for lying arc equal, and one is as untrust-
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worthy as the other. Generally speaking, neither the men
nor the women are good to look upon ; but of course there
are exceptions to every rule, and I think the exceptions in
this case are more often Cree. The half-breeds are gener-
ally more agreeable to the eye; some of the women are
even good-looking; and one of them, a daughter of Mi-
chael Manderville, the interpreter at Great Slave Lake, has
excellent features, a sweet expression, and is quite the
belle of the north country, though the wives of Spencer
and of Chipewyan Francois press her very closely for the
honor.

As to philological differences, they are too intricate to
understand without long study, and too many for exploita-
tion here. It will answer our purpose to know that the
Cree nation is one of the largest of the Lenni-Lennappe
family, itself the most widely distributed of the three
great divisions—Floridean, Iroquois, and Lenni-Lennappe.

PAPPOOSE IN ITS MOSS BAG

The Cree is really a plains Indian, and as such superior
to the few of the family in the Northland who are called
Wood Cree. The Tené, or Montagnaise, is the great nation
which spreads between the Rocky Mountains and Hudson’s
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Bay, and extends in its various tribes and dialects down to
the arctic. Of these tribes the chief are Chipewyan, Yellow-
Knives, Dog-Ribs, Slaveys, Hare, Caribou - Eaters, whose
language has mere dialectic differences. Then there are
the Loucheux, on the Mackenzie River, which have a
more distinct tongue, sharper features, almond -shaped
eyes, and are the most intelligent and thrifty Indians in
the country; and the Eskimo, that never hunt more than
a hundred miles south of the arctic coast, have their own
variation of the Eskimo speech, and, notably enough, av-
erage of greater stature than is commonly believed of this
people.

Missionaries have now reached all these tribes from the
different Hudson’s Bay Company posts, and their labors
have been rewarded by the outward acceptance of their
doctrines by a large number of the Indians that come into
the forts to trade. The French half-breeds, and certainly
seventy-five per cent. of the converted Indians, have adopt-
ed the Roman Catholic faith; the remainder have been
won over to the Protestants. The most tangible evidences
of church influence thus far seen are in the very general
disappearance of the medicine-man and the suppression of
polygamy and incest. So far as I could learn, the Indians
never had any defined worship. Their religion was and is
onc of fear. They are ever propitiating the bad spirits,
the demons of their dreams, and the imaginary “ enemy”
of the woods. T have seen burned leggings, worn-out
moccasins, and broken snow-shoes hung up as peace sacri-
fices to change bad luck in hunting or a head-wind in trip-
ping, and T never failed to note the predominant avarice
stronger than the superstition, as revealed by the worthless
character of the offerings. They lean to an inferior species
of “totemism,” although no religious ceremony was ever
attached to its acceptance. Any animal or bird dreamed
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number of virtuous girls is very small, and wisc indeed is
the son who knows his father in this vale of unconvention-
ality. The dead used to be swung in trees or hung from
four posts, where the wind rocked them in their eternal
sleep; now they are buried in shallow graves, and the
wolverene guards them by day and feeds on them by
night.

Priests have not yet taught the Indians the Golden
Rule, nor implanted respect for virginity. Chastity is re-
garded as a virtue to be honored in the breach rather than
in the observance, and fidelity scems by no means essen-
tial to the happiness of wedded life.

The birth of “such a little one "’ to the unmarried girl
is no barrier to her marital prospects, and wifely faithless-
ness never leads to any passage at arms more serious than
a little hair pulling. Nor are the dispositions of these
people amatory.

The men are impelled by that instinct of conquest which
rules in the male the world over, and makes of him an
iconoclastic and a selfish brute.

The women, in their low plane of semi-civilization,
know nothing of nature’s or cupid’s mating, and yields
from love of gain rather than from warmth of constitu-
tion.

These people have not ventured far into civilization.
Take from the Indian his copper kettle, steel knife, and
.30-borc muzzle-loading gun, in which he uses ball in
winter and shot in summer, and give him his bow, his
birch-bark “rogan,” moose-bone, beaver-tooth, and flint-
stone knives, and he is just about where he was when the
Hudson’s Bay Company brought the trinkets of the great
world to him. Agricultural knowledge is of no use to
him, because his country is not susceptible of cultivation,
except in a few rare and isolated spots. And there are
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no native industries of any description, no weaving of
blankets, no making of jewelry or pottery, absolutely noth-
ing beyond some indifferent beading and porcupine-quill
work, which is done by several other tribes, and most
notably by the Navajos in New Mexico.

As for sentiment, they have none beyond that torpo-
rific bliss caused by a full stomach. Yes, they have one
other—fear. They are abject cowards. In an earlier chap-
ter I spoke of a gift of moccasins conveying indication of
a tender sentiment; but that sentiment is relative. The
men marry to have some one to make moc-
casins for them, and the women marry be-
cause, poor things, they have little choice
in the matter, and that little probably sug-
gests it is better to be the servant of one
man than the drudge of a family. There
are no playful displays of maternal affec-
tion. I think I saw just one instance of
the kind on my trip; and, on the other
hand, I saw one young mother take her

crying and moss-bag-enveloped baby out
of the lodge and stand it up in the snow

to weep itself into exhaustion! There are f:l?i\;i\gf
no gentle words to convey the tender TooTH BLADE
solicitudes of courtship, no terms of or-

dinary politeness: only in the ILoucheux tongue can
thanks be expressed. The exposure to which they are
subjected in their wanderings, and the withering of the
famines and gluttony of the feasts, combine to break down
health and shorten life. And the greatest blessing they
enjoy probably is that they die comparatively young, and
go, wherever it may be, to a place which they make sure
cannot be more barren of comfort or pleasure.
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The word “husky ” is Northland slang for Eskimo, and is
generally applied to that arctic denizen himself, as well
as to everything belonging to him. Their dogs (hitched
abreast instead of in single file) are properly called huskies,
and thus it has come about that all dogs used to drag a
sledge are ignorantly so called. The genuine husky is a
distinct species, larger, more powerful, and faster, and is
not easily to be had, since the Eskimos, like the Indians,
are somewhat indifferent to their breeding, and good dogs
arc highly prized. Moreover, there is no communication
between the Eskimos and the more southern Indians, so
that a genuine husky is a 7ara avis below the arctic coast.

The Indians say their dogs are descended from the wolf,
and certainly appearances do not belie them. Names are
more plentiful than dogs, and the most commonly heard
are Castor, Cabry, Soldat, Casar, Cabrel, Coffee, Milord,
the popular ones being those of two syllables, with an R
that may be rolled out to the whip’s accompaniment.
Nearly every post has a Bull and a Whiskey—only the
name of that civilized stimulant can be found in all this
land, though occasional hilarity is developed by some
poor stuff made from sugar, and called beer. Whiskey
was invariably the most forlorn-looking dog in the pack,
while the laziest brutes I encountered were Bulls.

One would suppose that in a country literally depend-
ent on dogs for winter transportation, quantity and at
least some degree of quality would be kept up. And yet
such is not the case. Not only is quality wanting, but
the quantity is limited. The Hudson Bay Company,
strangely enough, seems to have made no effort to im-
prove or even establish a breed, and at their more impor-
tant posts rarely maintain more than one train, and never
more than two. Throughout the length of my trip I saw
just seven trains of dogs that could be called first class—
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Spencer’sat McMurray; two belonging to the Hudson’s Bay
Company at Chipewyan; McKinley’s, the Hudson’s Bay
Company officer at Fort Smith; Gaudet’s, the company’s
officer at Resolution; the Roman Catholic mission’s train
at the same post; and that of Beniah, the Indian leader
with whom I went into the Barren Grounds. Spencer
and McKinley probably have the best two trains in the
country, which they have bred from separate bitches that
had some Newfoundland blood in them, and were the
only dogs I saw that would come to harness on call.
Beyond the “foregoer,” upon whom the meanings of
ma-a-r-r-che (start), e-u-u (right), sa (left), and twhoa are
impressed by a club, and the steer-dog—as the one at,
say, the wheel, to make it comprehensible, is called—
there is no training. The foregoer follows the trail and
sets the pace. The steer-dog keeps the sledge upon a
slanting track, and guides it through trees and rocks.
He must be strong, and is the most important of the four
in rough country. As for competent drivers, they are
cven scarcer than good dogs, but the few are exceedingly
skilful ; and of these, Spencer, McKinley, Gaudet, Fran-
cois and his brother William at Chipewyan, Michael, the
interpreter at Resolution, and the Catholic “brother,”
whose name I never knew, at ‘Resolution, are casily the
best. The difference between a good and a bad driver is
that the former knows how and when to handle his
sledge to ease the dogs, keeps them all up to their work,
and does not “force” (urge) them at improper times.
The bad driver spends his energy in throwing clubs at the
foregoer and lashing the steer-dog, chiefly because the
latter is within easy reach. He permits the sledge to
slide hither and thither, to the exceeding wear and tear
of the steer-dog. Now and then he stops the train and
lashes the dogs all round, and at all times he is forcing
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them. Only trains made up of exceptional dogs last
more than a couple of seasons, and once their usefulness
is passed the poor brutes are turned loose to seek a living
where those for whom food is provided are more frequent-
ly hungry than satisfied.
Their vagrancy is- usually
short-lived—death by star-
vation or freezing comes
speedily to their relief.
The farther north, the
better the dogs and more
gaudy their harness and
trappings. They are al-
ways savage and suspicious
and noisy, but to the south,
towards La Biche, they are
miserable in body as well,
and are hitched to the
sledge with harness purely
Indian, and utterly devoid
of adornment. Curiously
enough, the Indian, who
likes to decorate his own

person, as a rule utterly

HAND-WARMERS OF THE NORTH

ignores that of his dog,

though he may paint the moose-skin which covers the
head of his sledge, or hang tufts of hair or yarn upon
it, as he does sometimes on the toes of his snow-shoes.
All harness is made of moose-skin, but at Chipewyan and
north it is better fashioned, and there are, besides, loin-
cloths, called zapis, covered with bell and embroidery, and
vivid pompons stuck into the collars, and floating ribbons
of many contrasting colors. Add to this a driver in
beaded moccasins, leggings, and mittens, with a L' Assump-
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#7on sash about his waist, a caribou-skin capote on his
back, and a fancifully ornamented and betasselled *“ Tom-
my Atkins”* cap on his head, and the Northland express
is complete and at its best. Indeed, there is no combina-
tion more sprightly than a dog brigade, with its brilliant
and many-hucd zapis, its nodding pompons and streaming
ribbons, and its picturesquely costumed driver. There is
no sensation more exhilarating than running with the
dogs on snow-shoes and a good track, to the jingling of
the bells; when storm obscures the pompons, and wind
drowns the jingle, and there is nothing in the sledge to
eat, the sensation is not so enlivening.

These dogs are certainly notable travellers, from the
best fed down to the puniest of the Indian species, which
are contemptuously called giddes by the half-breeds, and
are not a great deal larger than a big fox. They draw a
heavier load, at a faster pace, on less food, and for a greater
length of time than one would believe without seeing.
The usual number to a train is four, and tandem is the
mode of hitching them to the sledge, which is about
seven feet long by fourteen inches wide, and made of
either two or three birch slats held together by cross-bars,
and turned over at the head like a toboggan. These four
dogs will haul four hundred pounds on a fair track from
twenty-five to thirty-five miles a day. In the woods where
the snow is deep and the trail must be broken the day’s
trip will be fifteen to twenty miles. On a good lake or
river track, drawing a cariole (a passenger sledge), they will
go forty to fifty miles a day, and kecp it up several days,
and this on two white-fish weighing about three pounds
apiece, and given to each dog at night. I saw Gaudet’s
train bring into Resolution five hundred pounds of cari-
bou meat, which remained after supplying two men and
four dogs during a four-day trip on Great Slave Lake.
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FROM CHIPEWYAN TO FORT SMITH III

ceived all along my trip, of not being able to get into the
Barren Grounds and out again in winter, but Dr. Mackay
was good enough to yield to my determination to make
the attempt, and to aid me by advice,and, what was more
to the point, to place two of the post’s best trains of dogs
at my disposal. One of these was for the luggage, and
the other to carry me a day on my journey, and then turn
back, in order that my ankle, still very sensitive, should
have another twelve hours’ rest.  We left Chipewyan on
January 24th, in greater style than I affected at any sub-
sequent time, with Maurice, one of the celebrated Beau-
licu family, running before the dogs, and Roderick Flect
and William Pini, English and French half-breeds respect-
ively, doing the driving. I cannot declare my first expe-
rience in a cariole to have been one of unalloyed pleasure.
It saved my ankle, and for that I was of course grateful;
but despite all the furs it is miserably cold travelling ; and,
what is equally as trying, the cariole keeps upsetting, unless
you are on a well-worn lake or river track, and you, bun-
dled up in furs,are dragged along face downwards, like a
bag of meal, until the driver sets you up again. William
was very attentive, but not all his care madec me regret
when the first day was over and my riding at an end.

We camped that night at the junction of the Peace and
Slave rivers, and when we started the next morning, long
before daylight, the temperature was 35° below zero, and
our route lay down the Slave River. I noted very little
difference between the scenery of this and that of Atha-
basca River—unless possibly the banks of the latter are
somewhat higher and more heavily wooded. In fact,
there is slight change in the scene anywhere in the coun-
try, except that caused by the gradual diminution of tim-
ber as you go north, until it dwarfs into the “land of little
sticks,” above Great Slave Lake, and disappears altogether
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at the Barren Grounds. It is a country where the water-
courses are the highways—for canoes in summer and
snow-shoes in winter. The land is without roads, and
stray where you will you may stand on unexplored soil.
The river-banks are well timbered, but back of them
stretches away, far bcyoﬁd the Indians’ ken, the trackless,
uninhabitable muskeg.

My joy at being out of the cariole was brief, for the
pain of my ankle was intensified by the hard" track on
which we were running, and the ice was full of cracks and
holes, which in darkness are always dangerous to the zoy-
ageur, and were especially so to me in my crippled condi-
tion. We had the coldest weather I experienced before
reaching the Barrens, the mercury touching 50° below the
second night, and beginning at 42° and going to 48° on
the third day. The only relief I had to the monotony of
travel was afforded me by Roderick and Maurice in setting
fox-traps, and my own experiment with a pair of Norwe-
gian snow-shoes (skis), which I had made at Chipewyan,
and that I found inferior to the web shoe for travel in this
kind of country.

Although we were, indeed, going along at a pretty lively
gait, and quite fast enough for my physical condition, my
mental half chafed at the pace, and was impatient to reach
Fort Smith. My cyes had been on this post ever since 1
left the railroad. It seemed the Meccca of my trip, for
there lived James McKinley, the only man who could
give me any information of the Barren Grounds, as he not
only had been stationed at Great Slave Lake, but made a
summer trip to that land of desolation with Warburton
Pike. But the way was hard and the long stretches of
river disheartening. It is an interesting fact that I always
found 1 travelled easier where the river was tortuous, for,
though knowing the distance to be none the less, the



FROM CHIPEWYAN TO FORT SMITH 113

many bends gave heart to reach the point beyond, while
when I came upon a long stretch the bare work of run-
ning stared me in the face, and the distance seemed
doubled. We really made very good time, and arrived at
Fort Smith on the morning of the 27th, having been
three days and two hours doing the 118 miles.

Though prepared for a cordial reception at the post,
since McKinley’s big heart and helping hand are known
from end to end of the Northland, the heartiness of my
welcome and the solicitude for my condition quite over-
powered me. To one coming from the pulsing city,
where it is “every man for himsclf, and the devil take
the hindmost,” it is a somewhat curious sensation to have
strangers that know you but in the passing take such in-
terest in your movements and cxhibit concern for your
comfort.

I was soon sitting in McKinley’s unpretentious cabin,
with the water he had brought soothing my swollen feet,-
and the tea his wife had brewed warming me. When
I was refreshed, McKinley made me lie
down, and then we talked of my proposed
hunt for musk-oxen. He reiterated the
assurances 1 had received ever since starting
that I could not get into the Barrens in
midwinter and get out again. He doubted
whether I could induce Indians to make the
attempt for love or money, but as I was
bent on the effort, advised me to try to se-
cure Beniah, a Dog-Rib leader, and onc of

the best hunters and most courageous Ind- CHIPEWYAN
2 . h I‘I d f 1 TRIPPING-SHOE,
lans in the country. ¢ said none of the 5 foet long

Indians would be at Slave Lake at this time,
and that the only sure way of getting into communication

with them was by sending a runner to Resolution with a
8
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is known of the wood-bison, except that he is gradually
going the way of the plains species, from the difficulties
of maintaining an existence where climate, pasturage, and
man are all against him. Recently a law has been passed
by the Canadian government prohibiting their killing, but
it will be impossible to enforce it, since no mundane powet
could stop a starving Indian from shooting if he got the
opportunity. A check can be put to sending out the hide,
but that would not prevent killing for the meat. More-
over, my inquiry did not discover any
wholesale slaughter of these animals.
Some thirty years ago a sudden and
exceptional thaw in midwinter, followed
by a scvere storm and bitter cold, that cov-
ered the snow with ice which the bison
could not break, caused the death of a very
great many from starvation and freezing.
Again, threc years ago (1892), another thaw
and storm gave the Indians an opportuni-
ty for that diabolical diversion of crusting,
by which method some men reared in the
civilized world hunt deer and moose to
this day, and about fifty bison were then
run down and killed. But these were un-
— usual occasions. Bison are not being killed
ot in large numbers nor shot frequently as in-

dividuals. They range over a country too
large and too difficult to reach, and require more skilful
hunting than the average Indian is capable of. When I
was in the country in the winter of 1894-5 not even a bi-
son track had been seen up to the time of our hunt, and
the head I obtained through the kindness of Dr. Mackay
was the last one shot, and that two years before. So the
extermination of wood -bison through their hunting by
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Indians is not to be apprehended, while the remoteness
.of their country, the difficulties of access—to say nothing
of the dangers of starvation and freezing once you get
there—protect them from the white hunter.

How many wood-bison there are is not easily estimated.
I made diligent inquiry from all sources of information,
and their numbers as told off to me ranged from 150 to
300. Joseph Beaulieu, at Smith Landing, popularly called
“Susie” by the natives that cannot master the English
pronunciation, and another of the famous Beaulieu family,
said he believed there must be a thousand; but then
“Susie” has the common failing of the country, and, more-
over, he delivered himself of this statement when he was
persuading us to take a hunter of his recommendation,
and whom we afterwards cursed with all the depth and
breadth and warmth of English expletive.

The bison range in the country bounded by Peace,
Slave, and Buffalo rivers, which has an area of a good
many hundred miles. As they roam this territory from
end to end, and are usually found in small herds, the one
of fifty that was killed a few years ago being an excep-
tional congregation, and as the Indians never hunt more
than a very small picce of this section in one winter, the
difficulty of arriving at a close estimate of their total num-
ber may be understood.

Personally I am convinced that 150 comes very near
representing their total. Munn and I in our hunt very

- thor