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III.—A WOOD-BISON HUNT. 

Cl H I P E W Y A N lias many clairiiis to dis-
) tinctioii. Built substantially upon 

one of the luiuierous rocky points wliicli 
break the one hundred and fifty miles of 
Athabasca Lake's north shore line, it is 
the most picturesquely situated and most 
jiopulous oasis in this silent white coun
try. It is headquarters of one of the 
foui- districts into which this vast fnr-
beariii"' land of one million square miles 
is divided by the Hudson Bay Company; 
the chief forwarding point for the nier-
uhandi.se which tiie company sends in for 
trade, and the fur the Indians send out 
as pay; a general distriljuting- post-oHice 
of the four yearly mails which reach this 
land, whore man is hut a mere track upon 
the snow, and not above one hundred of 
the roughly approximated ten thousand 
read English writing. It is the most im
portant North-land mission of the Roman 
Catholic Oblates Fathers, and it is prac
tically the northern boundary of the 
Cree and tlie so\ithern boundary of the 
Montagnaise Indian family, which in its 
various branches spreads toward the Arc
tic Ocean. 

I am sure Dr. W. M. Mackay, the Hud
son Baj' Company ofHcei' in charge, and 
his right and left bowers, " N e d " Camsell 
and ' ' S a m " Emerson, would consider 
that I had slighted Chipewyan if I failed 
to record the further eminence it enjoys 
in having two streets. I was never able, 
unaided, to discover more than the one 
which separates the post's dozen log cab
ins from the lake,but that may have been 
due to the deflection of my com|)ass nee
dle. At all events, after Mcilurray, with 

VOL. XCII.—NO. 549.-38 

its four cabins, it seemed metropolitan, 
though of its " census" of four hundred 
men, women, and children only a small 
percentage is in actual residence. Tliis 
is equally true of all the posts. The real 
dwellers within the settlements are a 
comparative handful, com))rising chiotly 
the mission peoi)le, the company servants, 
and a few "freemen," as those who have 
.served their five years' enlistment and 
set up a little independency of labor ai'e 
called. Those that live within the com
pany's gates are cliielly 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 comiiany 
tlat-boals; and in winter they spend the 
short days in "tr ipping." and the long 
nights in suH)king and tallcing about 
their dogs, or in dancing and sleeping. 
They have no other diversions; no in
door games, no out-door sports. Dancing 
and sleeping are the beginning and end
ing of their recreation, and I would not 
venture an opinion as to the more ])0i)u-
lar; cei-tainly tlioy have an abnormal ca
pacity for either. 

This applies to the men. Life is a 
more serious affair for the women. They 
too sleep and dance and snjoke, but theii' 
sleeping comes as a well-earned I'espite 
after the day's toil ; their dancing has 
the outward appearance of a sacrifice, to 
which they are silently I'esigned, and 
smoking is an accompaniment to work 
rather than a diversion in itself. The 
woman is the country drudge. Her work 
is never finished. She chops the fire
wood, dries the fish and meat, snares I'ah-
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bits, and cari-ies her catch into tlie post 
on her hack; scrapes and tans the moose 
and caribou liides, from tlie latter of 
wliich she afterwards makes " babiclie " 
by cutting it into strings an eiglith of an 
inch wide; laces the snow-shoes, makes 
and etiibroiders witli beads tlie mittens, 
moccasins, and leggings; yields the lion's 
share of the scanty larder to her husband 
wlieii he is at home luxuriating in sniolie 
and sleep, and, when he is away, gives 
her children her tinj ' pret (allowance) 
of fish and goes hungry without a mur
mur. 

This is the woman of tlie post. She of 
the woods, the full-blooded squaw, and 
there are few Indians tliat ever tal;e up a 
permanent abode in the settlement, does 
all this and more. In addition to chop
ping 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 
cam)), and pilches it again where the hus
band, wlio has gone on ahead with no 
load hut his gun and no tliought except 
for the hunt, and whose trail she has fol
lowed, 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. 

The Indian is the sybarite of the North
land, and the only genuine socialist on 
earth. He holds all tlie possessions of 
his country equally with his tribe, feasts 
and fasts and sorrows and rejoices in 
common, and roams wliere bis legs carry 
and there is game for his gun. When 
there is abundance he smokes his pipe in 
liappy indolence, and his wife does the 
work; wlien 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 by no 
means invariably escapes luuiger. 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 lish in great quantity and 
variety; along their banks, fisher, otter, 
mink, beaver, and musk-rat; 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 tlie 
greater part of tlie year. Tliere 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. 

The dogs share equally tlie good luck 
or misfortune of their masters. The Ind
ian is more regardful of liis dogs than of 
his women, for dogs are less numerous 
than squaws, and necessary to liis sup
port. The driver lashes them merciless
ly with his whip and beats them bru
tally with clubs, but he never fails to 
include their rations in his sledge-load, 
nor to divide his last fish for their bene-
iit. It is not goodness of heart that stirs 
his consideration, but fear for liis own 
safety and the loss of an indispensable 
draught animal. Without liis dogs he 
would be compelled to pack on his hack 
what he now packs in the sledge, to drag 
his game out of the woods, and carry his 
furs to the post, while the loss of dogs 
en i-oi(te might mean for him delay, star
vation—possibly death. 

In the great civilized world the dog 
has been called man's best friend ; in this 
limitless stretch of snow and desolation 
and need he may be declared man's only 
friend; in the grand pays he lias 
earned the trust without the test; here 
in this lone land he is being continuous
ly tried, and never found wanting. He 
has no pedigree, and he niay be of any 
color, but liis usual appearance is that 
of a fairly long-headed, sharp-nosed mon
grel, well tucked up behind, with big feet, 
and a coat of hair equal to that of a. cub. 
To call these dogs " huskies" is an error 
common to nearly every one who has had 
anything to say on the subject. The 
woi'd " l i u sky" is North- land slang for 
Eskimo, and is generally applied to that 
arctic denizen himself, as well as to every
thing belonging to him. Their dogs 
are properly called huskies, and thus it 
has come about that all dogs used to drag 
a sledge are ignorantly so called. The 
genuine liusky is a distinct species, lar
ger, more jiovi'erful, and faster, and is not 
easily to be had, since the Eskimos, like 
tlie Indians, are somewhat indifferent to 
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their breeding, and good dogs are liighly Roman Catliolic 
prized. Moreover, there is no communi
cation between tlie Eslcimos and tlie more 
sontlierii Indians, so that a genuine hus
ky is a vara avis below the arctic coast. 

The Indians say tlieir dogs are descend
ed from the wolf, and certainly appear
ances do not belie the assertion. Names 
are more plentiful than dogs, and the 
mostcommonly heard 
are Castor, Cabry,Sol-
dat. Caesar, Cabrel, 
Coffee, Milord, the 
popular ones being 
always those of two 
syllables, with an R 
that may be rolled 
out to the wliip's ac
companiment. Near
ly every post has a 
Bull and a Whiskey 
—only the name of 
that civilized stimu
lant can be found in 
all this land, though 
occasional hilarity is 
developed by some 
poor stuff made from 
sugar, and called beer. 
Whiskey was invari
ably the most forlorn-
looking dog in the 
pack, while the laziest 
brutes I encountered 
were Bulls. 

One would suppose 
that in a country lit
erally dependent on 
dogs for winter trans
portation, quantity 
and at least some de
gree of quality would 
be kept up. And yet 
the facts are directly 
the reverse. Not only 
is quality wanting, but the quantity is 
limited. Tlie Hudson Bay Company, 
strangely enough, seems to have made 

mission's train at the 
same post; and that of Beniah, the Indian 
leader with whom I went into the Bari'eu 
Grounds. Spencer and McKinley proba
bly have the two best trains in the coun
try, which they have bred from sepa
rate bitches that had some Newfoundland 
blood in them, and were the only dogs I 
saw that would come to harness on call. 

Beyond the " fore-
goer.''upon whom the 
meanings of ma-a-r-
r-che (start), e-u-u 
(right), ja (left), and 
ivhoa are impressed 
by a club, and the 
steer-dog—as the one 
at, say, the wheel, to 
make it comprehensi
ble, 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 ;ind rocks. He 
must be strong, and 
is the most impor
tant of the four in 
rougli country. As 
for competent driv
ers, they are even 
scarcer than good 
dogs, but the few are 
exceedingly skilful; 
and of these, Spencer, 
McKinley, Gaudet, 
Franyois and his bro
ther William at Chip-
ewyan, Michael, the 

WAu-BONNET. interpi'etcr at Reso

lution, and the Cath
olic "hrotlier," whose 

name I never knew, at Resolution, are 
easily the best. The ditl'orence between 
a good and a bad driver is that the former 

no effort to improve or even establish a knows how and when to handle liis 
breed, and at their more important posts sledge to ease the dogs, keeps them all 
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—Spencer's at McMurray; two be
longing to the Hudson Bay Company at 
Chipevvyan ; McKinley's, the Hudson Bay 
Company ofDcer at Fort Smith; Gaudefs, 
the company's officer at Resolution; the 

up to their work, and does not "force" 
(urge) them at improjjer times. The 
bad driver spends his energy in throw
ing clubs at the foregoer and la.sbiiig' 
the steer-dog, chiefly because the latter 
is within easy reach. He permits the 
sledge to slide liither and thither, to the 
exceeding wear and tear of the steer-
dog. Now and then he stops the train 
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and laslies tlie dogs all round, and at all 
times lie is forcing- tliein. Only trains 
made up of exceptional dogs last more 
than a couple of seasons, and once tlieir 
usefulness is passed the poor brutes are 
turned loose to seek a living where those 
for whom food is provided are more fre
quently hungry than satisfied. Their 
vagrancy is usually short-lived — death 
by starvation or freezing comes speedily 
to their relief. 

Tlie farther north, the better the dogs 
and more gaudy their harness and trap
pings. They are always savage and sus
picious and noisy, but to the south, tow
ards La Biclie, tliev are miserable in bod v 

HAND-WAHMERS OF THE NORTH. 

as well, and are hitched to the sledge 
with harness purely Indian, and utterly 
devoid of adornment. Strangely enough, 
the Indian, who likes to decorate his own 
person, as a I'ule utterly ignores tliat of 
his dog, though he may paint the moose-
skin wliich covers tiie 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 
fashioned better, and there are, besides, 

loin-cloths, called tapis, covered with 
bells and embroidery, and vivid pompous 
stuck into the collars, and floating rib
bons of many contrasting colors. Add to 
th is a driver in beaded moccasins, leggings, 
and mittens, witli a L'Assumpfion sasli 
about his waist, a caribou-sl;in capote on 
his back, and a fancifully ornamented 
and betasselled "Tommy Atkins" cap on 
his head, and the North-land express is 
complete and at its best. Indeed, there is 
nocombiuation more sprightlj' than a dog 
brigade, with its brilliant and many-hued 
tapis, its nodding pompons and streaming-
ribbons, and its ])ictui-esquely costumed 
driv'er. There is no sensation more ex
hilarating than running with tlie dogs on 
snow-shoes and a good track, to the jing
ling of the bells—when storm obscures the 
pompons, and wind drowns the jingle, and 
thei-e is nothing- in the sledge to eat, the 
sensation is not so enlivening. 

These dogs are certainly notable trav
ellers, from the best fed dowji to the pu
niest of the Indian species, which are 
contem|)tuously called giddes by the 
half-breeds, and are not a great deal 
larger than a big fox. They di-aw a hea
vier 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 feel long by fourteen inches 
wide, and made of either two or three 
birch slats held together b.y ci-oss-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 keep 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 i-emained after supply
ing two men and four dogs during a four-
day trip on Great Slave Lake. Some 
great stories are told of the loads drawn 
by the Mackenzie River dogs, whose tails 
are docked short, to give a more -work
manlike appearance, and keep the meek 
and lowly from advertising their shrink
ing nature and spoiling the aijpearance 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



ON SNOW-SHOES TO THE BARREN GROUNDS. 363 

of the train by sticking tbe offending' 
tail between tlieir legs. It is said that 
eiglit or nine liundred, aud even a thou
sand, pounds are commonly hauled in 
the Mackenzie district by four dogs. 
But I am inclined to class these stories 
with those I heard concerning the won
derful strength of the old-time packers. 
When I was going in on snow-shoes 
marvellous tales were related for my 
benefit of men who had carried five 
and six hundred pounds, and of one 
])articular giant who had loaded him
self with seven hundred pounds, and 
had written his name on the wall with 
three hundred pounds' weiglit tied to 
his wrist. When I was coming out on 
tlie Hudson Bay Company's flat-boat I 
discovered no Indian or half-breed who 
packed more than two liundred pounds 
on his back, while tlie name-writirjg 
Hercules had left no successor. Snow-
slioe I'unning, packing, and canoeing 
are the three most resourceful fields 
of the Indian story-teller; and of the 
three, running aft'ords him greatest 
scope for his peculiar imagination. 

The Indian of the North-land is nei
ther an ingenious nor a picturesque Mun-
cliausoii. He is just a plain liar, who 
seems not even to count on tiie credulity 
of his hearer for acceptance of liis tales. 
He lies by choice ratlier than from ne
cessity, and should tlie necessity occur he 
makes a virtue of his lying. Nor is he 
abashed if discovered. Really I believe he 
views every plain statement as a lost op
portunity. Every camp fire, every meet
ing at the post, invaiiably becomes an ex
cuse for the discussion of dogs and the 
recital of astonishing feats of snow-shoe 
I'unning. The fact that no one of the as
semblage ever did or ever could perform 
the extraordinary feats recounted does 
not detract a particle from the quality of 
the story or its enjoyment by the listen
ers. It's a case of the man with the last 
story having the best of it. Still, with 
all liis vainglorious talk, the Indian is 
an unhesitating admirer of real prowess, 
and good runners are indeed plentiful in 
this country, where shanlfs' mare is the 
only mount. 

To bo a good dog-driver and to run 
forty miles a day is to be a great man 
in this laud of vast distances. Tliei-e 
are instances wliere men have gone far-
tlier, but in most cases the going has 
l)een exceptional, or the " d a y " stretched 

THE NORTH-LAND SHOEMAKER. 

far into tlie night. In my effort to ob
tain authenticated information on big 
runs I found the " day" most elastic, ex
tending, in fact, the full twenty-four 
hours, from midnight to midnight, and 
the " r u n n i n g " of the man to include 
riding on the sledge now' and then when 
the going was extra good. Tlie best day 
of actual running I was able to corrobo
rate was sixty miles, done between 6 A.M. 
and .5.30 P.M. by Alexander Linkletter, an 
English-Cree half-breed now at Chipe-
wyan, who made two fires en route. 
Anotlier iialf-breed covered eighty miles 
between midnight and nine o'clock of 
the next night, and an Indian went sev
enty 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 tlie 
performance of Linkletter, who ran every 
foot of tlie way. 

The condition of the going makes so 
great a difference in travelling that thirty 
miles on one occasion might easily be a 
more notable performance than fifty miles 
on another. Taking the average condi
tions of tripping, from twenty-live to thir
ty miles is considered a fair day, thirty-
five miles a good day, and forty a big day's 
work. The voyageur considers he is trav
elling well if he makes two fires during 
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SQUAW LEGGING. 

the (lay, at which 
he drinks tea, and 
sleeps thirty or 
thii'ty - five miles 
nearer liis destina
tion every night. 
Spring is popular
ly spoken of as the 
time when " the 
days are long and 
the dogs go well," 
and you travel 
longer and fai'ther 
each day, but as a 
matter of fact the 
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 al
ways 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 eigiit, which is just about 
daybreak, have a second fire at eleven, 
and camp at three, which gives about 
an hour before dark to cut a supply of 
firewood. In spi'ing 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, 
aud it was not I'eally dark at midnight. 
In midsummer there is no night, and in 
midwinter the short days are of slight 
significance to the tripper, because the 
moon equalizes matters by shining full 
throughout the period in which tlie sun 
shines least. 

I have said that Chipewyan is the prac
tical dividing-point between two great 
Indian families, but the traveller who did 
not hear their speech, which is altogether 
dissimilai' in intonation and word, would 
not appreciate it. There is no very no
ticeable outward distinction between the 
Cree and the Chipewyan Indian, except 
possibly the face of the latter is broader. 
Otherwise they have about the same phys
ical characteristics — high cheek-bones, 
large mouth, African nose, dirty j'ellow-
isli-ochre complexion, coarse straight 
black hair, and sparse mustache seen oc
casionally. They are never corpulent, and 
never clean. Ethically there is no choice 
between them : their capacity and preju
dice for lying are equal, and one is as 
untrustworthy as the other. Generallj ' 

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. Tlie half-breeds ai'e generally more 
agreeable to the eye; some of the women 
are even good-looking; and one of them, 
a daughtei' of Michael Manderville, the 
interpreter at Great Slave Lake, has ex
cellent features, a sweet expression, and 
is quite the belle of the noi'th country, 
though the wives of Spencer and of Chip
ewyan Fran9ois press her very closely for 
the honor. 

As to philological difi'erences, they are 
too intricate to understand without long 
studj', and too many for exploitation 
here. It will answer our puri)ose to know 
tliat 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. The Cree is i-eally a plains 
Indian, and as such supei'ior to the few 
of the family in the North-land who are 
called Wood Cree. The Tene, oi' Mon-
tagnaise, is the great nation which 
spreads between the Rocky Mountains 
and Hudson Bay, and extends in its va
rious tribes and dialects down to the 
arctic. Of these tribes the chief are 
Chipewyan, Yellow Knives, Dog-Ribs. 
Slavej's, Hare, Caribou - Eaters, wliose 
language has mere dialectic differences. 
Then there are the Loucheux, on the Mac
kenzie River, which liave 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 

PAPPOOSE IN ITS MOSS BAG. 
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speech, and, notably enough, average of 
greater stature than is commonly be
lieved of this people. 

Missionaries have now reached all these 
tribes from the olitferont Hudson Bay Com
pany posts, and tlieir labors have been 
rewarded by tiie outward acceptance of 
their doctrines by a large number of tlie 
Indians that come into the posts to trade. 
The French half-breeds, and certainly 
seventy-five per cent, of the convert
ed Indians, have adopted the Roman 
Catholic faitli; 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 wor
ship. Tlieir religion was and is one of 
fear. They are ever pi'opitiating the 
bad spirits, the demons of tlieir dreams, 
and the imaginary " e n e m y " of the 
woods. I have seen burned loggings, 
worn-out moccasins, and broken snow-
shoes hung up as peace sacrifices to 
change bad luck in hunting or a head
wind in tripping, and I never failed to 
note the predominant avarice stronger 
than the superstition, as revealed by 
the worthless character of the offer
ing's. Tliey lean to an inferior spe
cies of "totemism," altliough no reli
gious ceremony was ever attached to 
its acceptance. Any animal or bird 
dreamed of used to be, and is yet in a 
minor degree, taken as the dreamer's 
totem. The medicine-man lias gone, 
hat has left tlie old superstitions and 
the pronounced fatalism, which the mis
sionaries have not succeeded in destroy
ing. 

They conform to the ceremonies of re
ligion, but little of true Christianity has 
been developed. It has been a change of 
method rather than of heart. Formerly 
female babies were killed on birth; now 
they live to become beasts of burden. 
Parents used to be strangled wlien they 
grew too old to seek a living; now they 
are left to slowly starve to deatli. In the 
old times men openly exchanged wives 
for a shorter oi' longer period; now the 
number of virtuous girls is vei'y small, 
and wise indeed is the son who knows 
his father in this vale of unconvention-
ality. The dead used to be swung in 
trees or Ijung 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 regarded as a virtue 
to be honored in the breach rather than in 
the observancJe, and fidelity seems by no 

THE BELLE OF THE NORTH COUNTRY. 

ineans essential to the happiness of wed
ded life. 

These people have not ventured far 
into civilization. Take from the Indian 
his copper kettle, steel knife, and .30 bore 
muzzle-loading gun, and give him his 
birch-bark " rogan," moose-bone, beaver-
tooth, and fiint-slone knives and bow, and 
he is just about where he was when the 
Hudson Bay Company brought the trin
kets of the great world to him. Agri
cultural knowledge is of no use to him, 
because his eountiw is not susceptible of 
cultivation, except in a few rare and iso
lated spots. And there are no native in
dustries of any description, no weaving 
of blankets, no making of jewelry or 
pottery, absolutely nothing beyond some 
indifferent beading and porcupine-quill 
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work, which is done by several other 
tribes, and by none so well as by tlie Na-
vajos. 

As for sentiment, they have none be
yond that torporiflc bliss caused by a full 
stomach. Yes, they have one other — 
fear. They are most abject cowards. In 
an earlier paper of this series I spoke of 
a gift of moccasins conveying indication 
of a tender sentiment; but that sentiment 
is relative. Tlie men marry to have 
some one to make moccasins for them, 
and the women marry because, poor 
things, they have little choice in the mat
ter, and that little probablj' suggests it 
is better to be the servant of one man 
than the drudge of a family. Tiiero are 
no playful displays of maternal affection. 
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 babj' out of the 
lodge and stand it up in the snow to 
weep itself into exhaustion I There are 
no gentle words to convey the tender so
licitudes of courtship, no terms of ordi
nary politeness: only in the Loueheu.x 
tongue can tlianks be expressed. The 
exposure to which they are subjected in 
their wanderings, and the withering of the 
famines and gluttony of the feasts, com
bine to break down health and shorten 
life. And the greatest blessing they en
joy probably is that they die comparative
ly young, and go, wherever it may be, to 
a place which they make sure cannot be 
more barren of comfort or pleasure. 

It must not be supposed that my re
searches at Chipewyan taught me all 
this, or that all I have said applies to the 
country immediately about that post. 
But while I am figuratively resting my 
ankle under Dr. Mackay's roof I have 
told something of the people and the 
country into which I am pushing. I 
I'ested only one day at Ciiipewyan, aud 
with the exception of a most interesting 
visit to the Roman Catholic mission, in 
charge of Bishop Grouard (who is pursu
ing tlie only practical course of Indian 
civilization by beginning with the chil
dren), I spent my time getting my feet 
and ankle in condition for the onward 
journey, and in talking with the doctor, 
who is one of the real and prominent "old-
timers." Two others are J. S. Camsell, 
the Hudson Bay Company officer at Fort 
Simpson, on the Mackenzie, one of the 
most popular factors and hardiest voy-

ageurs in the couutry, and C. P. G-audet, 
in charge of Fort Good Hope, on the 
same river. 

Nothing commanded my earnest atten
tion more completely than this mission 
of the Oblates Fathers, with its bishop, 
thi'ee brothei's, six nuns, forty scliool-
cliildren, and a saw-mill. Here, hundreds 
of miles from skilled labor, they have 
wliipped out the ])lanks for their church, 
invented a written language, somewhat 
after the Egyptian in character, taught it 
with slight modifications to both Chipe
wyan and Cree, printed and bound the 
Testaments and the Bible for distribution, 
and gone out into the woods to hunt 
their meat, and to sutfer from cold, ])ci'-
haps to starve, along with the Indians lo 
whom they would preach theWordof God. 
I care not whether one's form of belief be 
for or against the doctrine preached by 
these men, one must be petty indeed who 
does not respect these workers, who, East 
and West, North and South, have gone 
far in advance of the i)ioiieer, far beyond 
the plaudits of civilization, to carry their 
faith into the verj- heart of the wilderness. 

Of Chipewyan itself there is little to 
say, other than it was from this point, 
then a post of the Northwest Compan}-, 
that Sir Alexander Mackenzie in 1789 look 
liis departure for his voyage of discovery ; 
and here, too. Sir John Franklin spent 
some time previous to embarking on the 
trip which resulted in the starvation of 
several of his pai'ty, and eventually in his 
own death. 

I was given the same assurances here 
that I had received all along my trip, of 
not l)eing able to get into the Bari'en 
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 oth
er to carry me one day on my journej', 
and then turn back, in order that my an
kle, still very sensitive, should have an
other day's rest. We left Chipewyan 
on January 24th, in greater style than I 
affected at any subsequent time, with 
Maurice, one of the celebrated Beaulieu 
family, running before the dogs, and Rod
erick Fleet and William Pini, English 
and French half-breeds respectivelj-, do
ing the di'iving. I cannot declare my first 
experience in a cariole to have been one 
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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 try
ing, the cariole keeps upsetting, unless 
you are on a well-worn lake or river 
track, and you, bundled up in furs, are 
di-agged along face downwards, like a 
bag of meal, until the driver sets you up 
again. William was vei'v attentive, but 
not all his care made 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, Icmg 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 
the Atliabasca 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 
tlie country, except tliat caused by the 
gradual diminution of timber as you go 
north, until it dwarfs into the " l a n d of 
little sticks," above Great Slave Lake, 
and disappears altogether at the Ban-en 
Grounds. It is a country where the wa
tercourses 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 be
yond the Indians' ken, the trackless, un
inhabitable muskeg. 

My joy at being out of the cariole was 
Ijrief, for the pain of my ankle was inten
sified 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 uoi/ageur, and 
were especially so to me iu my crippled 
condition. We had the coldest weather I 
experienced before reaching the Barrens, 
the mercury touching 50° below the sec
ond night, and beginning at 42° and go
ing to 48° on the third day. The only 
relief I had to the monotony of travel 
was afforded me by Roderick and Mau
rice in setting fox-traps, and my own ex
periment with a pair of Norwegian snow-
shoes (skis), wliich I bad made at Chip-
ewyan, and that I found inferior to the 
web shoe. 

Although we were, indeed, going along 
at a pretty lively gait, and quite fast 

enough for my physical condition, my 
mental half cliafed at the pace, and was 
impatient to reach Fort Smith. My eyes 
had been on this post ever since I left the 
railroad. It seemed the Mecca of my 
trip, for here lived James McKinley, the 
only man who could I'eally give me any 
information of the BaiTen 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 I'iver disheartening. It 
is an interesting fact that I always found 
I ti'aveiled easier whei'o llie river was tor
tuous, for, though knowing the distance 
to be none the less, the many bends gave 
heart to reach the point beyond, while 
when I came upon a long stretch the 
bare work of running stared me in the 
face, and the distance seemed twofold. 
We really made very good time, and ar
rived at Foi't Smith on the morning of 
the 27th, having been three days and two 
hours doing the 118 miles. 

Tliough pi'epared for a cordial reception 
at the post, since McKinley's big heart 
and helping hand are known from end to 
end of the North-land, the heartiness of 
my welcome and the solicitude for luy 
condition quite overjjowered me. To one 
coming from the pulsing city, where it is 
"every man for himself, and the devil 
take the hindmost," it seems curious to 
have strangers that know you but iu the 
passing take an interest in your move
ments and exhibit concern for vour com
fort. 

I was soon sitting in McKinley's unpre
tentious cabin, with the water he had 
brouglit 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 pro
posed hunt for nmsk-ox. He reiterated the 
assurances I had received ever since start
ing 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 secure Beniah, a Dog-Rib leader, 
and one of the best hunters and most cou
rageous Indians in the country. He said 
none of the 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 Res
olution with a letter to Gaudet, the Hud-
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son Bay Company officer herds that liave been sacrificed to man's 
in ohai'ge, asking- Lirn to greed. 
send after Beniali, who Tiie muskeg where be ranges in the 
would very likely be hunt- North-land shows no trail, and if it did, 
ing in the woods six or it would remain undiscovered, for it is 
eight days' journey from impassable to the liunter in summer. 
Slave Lake. Meanwhile and in winter is covered by snow to the 
he was organizing a wood- depth of several feet. Really little is 
bison hunt with Henry known of the wood bison, e.xcept that he 
Toke Munn, an English- is gradually going the way of the plains 
man, who had been in tlie species, from the difficulties of maintain-
country a year, and made ing an existence where climate, pasturage. 

CIIIPKWYAN 
Tl i r i ' l ' ING-SIIOK 
—TlUtlCK F E E T 

a summer and 
an autumn trip 
into the Bar
rens, with the 

hard luck of getting only a 
musk-cow head, after a most 
trying experience, and they 
would be glad to have nie join 
them. This accorded with my 
plans niceh', for I had intend
ed making a bison-hunt, and 
it could now be accomplished 
without loss of time—an im
portant consideration — while 
Beniah was being found and 
brought to Resolution. Con
sequently an " e x p r e s s " was 
despatched to Resolution, and 
pending the return of Munn, 
who was in the woods trap
ping, and would be back the 
following day, I rested while 
" M c " told me of the country 
and its people and its life, 
which he has learned so well 
in his twenty years' residence. 

Tlie wood-bison is the once 
familiar species of our own 

CKEE H U N T I N G - S H O E -
SIX F E E T LONG. 

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 power 
could stop a starving Indian 
from shooting if he got the op
portunity. A check can be put 
to sending out the hide, but 
that would not prevent killing 
for the meat. Moreover, my 
inquiry did not discover any 
Avholesale slaugliter of these 
animals. 

Some thirty years ago a sud
den and exceptional thaw in 
midwinter, followed by a se
vere storm and bitter cold, 
that covei-ed the snow with 
ice which the bison could not 
break, caused the death of a 
very great many from star
vation and freezing. Again, 
three years ago, another thaw 
and storm 
gave the Ind
ians an op-

Western plains, grown heavier in his portunity for that dia-
retirement from the old life, when the bolical diversion of 
trail of his huiiter never grew cold, and 
he rested neither by day nor night. He 
is the same animal with a more rounded 
stern, acquired by his life of compara
tive restfulness, and a heavier, darker 
robe to protect him from tbe colder 
climate of his adopted home. How 
long ho has been in this country there tliese were unusual oc-
are no means of knowing. The present casions. Bison are not 
generation of Indians, and their fathers being killed in large 
before them, have always hunted him in numbers nor shot fre-
a desultory way, but there are no tradi- quently as individuals, 
tions of an earlier bison, and the country They range over a coun-
in which he roams tells no tales. There try too large and too dif-
are no well-beaten trails, such as those flcult to reach, and i-e-
whicli on the plains last even to the quire more skilful hunt-
present day, to remind us of the vast ing than the average 

crusting, by which meth
od 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 

LOUCHRUX S H O E -
SIX FEKT LONG. 
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Indian is capable of. When I was in the 
counLiy last winter not even a bison track 
liad been seen up to the time ol' our hunt, 
and the head I obtained tlirough tije kind
ness of Dr. Mackay was the last one shot, 
and that two years before. So the extermi
nation of wood-bison tliroug-h iheir hunt
ing by Indians is not to be apprehended, 
while the remoteness of their country, the 
difficulties of access—to say nothing' of the 
dangers of starvatioTi 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 in-
(juiry from all sources of information, 
and their numbers as tokl otf to me 
ranged from 150 to 300. Joseph Beau-
lieu, at Smith Landing, jiopularly called 
' ' Susie " by the natives that cannot mas
ter the English pronunciation, and anoth
er of the famous Beaulieu family, said he 
believed there must be a thousand; but 
then " S u s i e " has the common failing of 
the, country, and, moreover, he delivered 
himself of this statement when he was 
persuading us to take a hunter of his I'ec-
ommendation, and whom we afterwards 
cursed with all the depth and breadth 
and warmth of English expletive. 

The bison range in the country bound
ed by Peace, Slave, and BuH'alo rivers, 
which has an area of a good many hun
dred 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 congregalion, and as the Indians 
never hunt more than a very small jiiece 
of this section in one winter, the diffi
culty of arriving at a close estimate of 
their total number may be understood. 

Personally I am convinced that 150 
comes very near representing their total. 
Munn and I in our hunt very thoroughly 
covered the larger portion of their more 
southerly range, and discovered the tracks 
of thirteen; Munn in a subsequent liunt 
in a more northerly part of their range 
saw the tracks of forty; neither of us 
heard of any signs between these two 
sections, or Peace River way: and I, 
wliile at Slave Lake preparing for mj^ 
musk-ox liunt, set inquiry afoot for signs 
of them in tlie most northei'ly piece of 
their range, without getting enough en
couragement to warrant delaying my 
start for the Barren Grounds for another 
attempt to bring out a bison head of my 

own killing. So that we two were the 
tirst to practically cover, one way and an
other, their entire range in one winter, 
and yet we heard of only fifty-three! 

To plan a hunt was one thing, but to 
get started quite another. Half a dozen 
Indians told us by the hour how much 
they knew of the bison country and 
how undoubted their prowess, but whose 
knowledge, on clo.se questioning, we 
found little more tlian our own. So 
we spent two days separating fact from 
fiction before finally deciding Calome 
and Bushy to be the only two of the lot 
worth considering. But Calome wanted 
a rifle foi' himself and a sack of flour for 
his wife before he would even discuss 
wages, and Bushy was uncertain of the 
section which we liad decided to hunt. 
Meanwhile "Sus ie" sent word that he 
had secured a good hunter, Jerenii, who 
knew the country well, and was cer
tain to find bison. We decided on Jer-
emi for our guide, and Smith Landing, 
sixteen miles south of the post, as our 
starting-point. It was 3.30 on the after
noon of February 1st when McKinley, 
Munn, and I got under way for the Land
ing, with two trains of dogs carrying our 
sleeping-robes, twenty pounds of bacon, 
fifty pounds of flour, three pounds of tea, 
and six pounds of tobacco, to last live of us 
for the eight days we expected would com
plete the hunt, and it was 6.30 when we 
had gone the eighteen miles tliat brought 
us to "Susie's " cabin. We limited our 
own supplies to the last degree, because 
we knew the going would be heavy and 
the fish for the dogs more than a load, and 
we counted on the snares we had taken 
to replenish our stock from the rabbits 
that swarm the woods. Hunting in this 
country is a very different affair from 
hunting in any other. It is impossible to 
take a supply of good provisions, or even 
a good supply of the poor provision the 
land afFoi'ds. We were particularly lux
urious in havir.g bacon and flour, for 
usually dried fish and dried caribou meat 
are all that may be had. I t is out of the 
question to be well fed or comfortable; 
fish for the dogs must be carried, distances 
are great, travelling fatiguing, and hunt
ing hard. Then there is the extreme dif
ficulty of getting good hunters—the Ind
ians are great braggarts but poor hunters 
—and the annoyance of making terms 
with them. They invariably want every
thing in sight while negotiating, and sub-
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sequently discover either a starving wife, 
wliom you feed,or moccasinless feet, whicli 
you cover. But " S u s i e " assured us in 
Cree, Cliipewyau, Freiicli, and in the lim
ited English at his command, of whicli he 
is very pi"oud, if uncertain, that we should 
have no trouble of any sort with Jeremi, 
or Joseph, his aide-de-camp. And so we 
accepted Jeremi in confidence,for "Sus ie" 
is aii important personage among his peo
ple, who trade willi him, and always refer 
to him as a bourgeois, which, curiously 
enough, in this country is a complimeut-
ary title indicating superiority. 

Jeremi was one of the most unique 
tatterdemalions I beheld on my trip. 
Munn and I instantly dubbed him the 
Ancient Warrior; not that his appear
ance was forbidding, or that he ever re
vealed any predilection for the war-path, 
except perhaps when Joseph helped him
self too generously to the grease in the 
frying-pan, but he looked as though he 
might have just come off a "march 
through Georgia," and there was a weari
ness about every motion that suggested 
long and arduous campaigning. He 
was tall and gaunt, with an appetite 
for tea and grease I never saw equalled, 
and a costume which baflHed description. 
Two thick locks of hair hung forward 
of his ears and down to his chin, a turban 
whose original color had long since been 
lost to view encircled his head, and 
crowning all was a very small cap he had 
got from some trader many j-ears before, 
and which sat rakishly on one side or the 
other of his head, and consistently fell off 
every time he departed from the perpen
dicular. His preparations for sleeping al
ways afforded me a great deal of quiet 
amusement. He would squat Indian fash
ion (and Indian fashion ditfers from tailor 
fashion only in that the feet are crossed be
hind and are sat on) before the Are, warm
ing his back and stomacli alternately; then 
he would heap up a pile of frozen rabbits for 
a pillow, roll up in his robe, and lie down 
to snore. Very high pillows, by-the-way, 
are common to all these Iiulians ; they 
gather everything loose about camp and 
stow it away under their heads, until they 
are raised a couple of feet. It was always 
a wonder to me how they slept at all, 
thougli I found in the Barren Grounds, 
wliere there is no brush to soften your 
bed, and you lie on rock ciiiefly, and al
ways on your side, that a moderately high 
pillow is desirable, as it relieves the shoul

der from bearing the entire weight of 
your body. 

It was rather late in the afternoon of 
February 2d when we left the Landing 
on a southwest course, which took us to 
and up Salt River, and finally to a tree
less twelve-mile stretch, on the edge of 
which we made a wretched camp in the 
increasing cold and with insufficient fire
wood. There " Susie," who had also de
cided to make a try for bison, joined us 
that night. This made us, all told, a com
pany of seven, which was not to Muiin's 
liking, and certainly not to mine, for of 
all things I have ever shunned, none has 
been avoided more studiously than a 
large hunting party. However, there 
was no way of mending matters. The 
wind grew stronger, and the mercury fell 
to 40° below, which not only froze the 
noses, ears, and chins of all of us the next 
moi'ning crossing the open country, but, 
what was more serious, put such a crust 
on the snow that hunting an animal so 
wary as the bison was next to impossible. 
For two days we journeyed on toward 
the section Jeremi " knew so well," going 
through a fine game country of swamps 
covered with coarse grass, and surrounded 
by willows, small patches of pine, spruce, 
and poplar, and plenty of moo.se signs 
everywhere. In fact, this part of the 
country is one of the best game districts 
in the North. On the morning of the 
third day, being at the edge of the bison 
country, Munn, "Susie," Jeremi, and I 
went on ahead looking for signs, " Mc " 
preferring to remain with the outfit to 
bring up trains, and pitch camp where we 
might indicate, as we did seven miles far
ther on. In a very cold wind we tramped 
for about twenty-five miles—stopping once 
to build a fire, that the Ancient Wari'ior 
might warm his feet, and again to eat a 
frozen biscuit we had each fetched—across 
small lakes, over marshes cut up by creeks, 
and along thickly wooded ridges, but the 
sight of not a solitary bison track rew'ard-
ed our search. 

"Sus ie" and Jeremi were both much 
disappointed, for they had confidently 
expected to find signs in this j)articular 
section; so the next morning, our ])ro-
visions having run low, McKinley, "Su
sie," and his Indian turned back for the 
Landing, while Munn and I set Jeremi 
and Joseph to making snares, determined 
to lay in supplies here before going deep
er into the bison country. Then, too, 
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we knew two sons of Jeremi's would be 
passing on their way to a cache of dried 
moose meat. So we bettered our c:imp to 
protect us from the wind, and while our 
two Indians caught rabbits, Mumi and I 
chopped firewood, and smoked, and drank 
tea. 

Wha t truly astounding quantities of tea 
and tobacco one consumes, and what a 
craving for gi'ease one acquires in this 
uncongenial clime! I found the strong 
black plug traded to the Indians a desir
able stimulant in the Barren Grounds, 
where a pipe and a cup of tea constituted 
one's bill of fare for several days at a 
time, and tea to be mucli more bracing 
than coffee. Coffee is tlie alleged luxury 
of the North-land, and only to be had at 
an occasional officer's table; but grease, 
in point of fact, is the real luxury. Only 
eternal vigilance will save your cache, 
and nothing less persuasive than a shot
gun rescue it from the liands of its Indian 
discoverer. W e staid in this camp two 
days, and in that time snared rabbits 
enough to last us and the dogs a week-, 
and to ftU me with revulsion at the very 
sight of one. 

There is something peculiarly offensive 
in rabbit after continuous diet. I have 
lived at one time or another during my 
hunting experiences on one kind of game 
for periods of varying length, but nothing 
ever filled me with such loathing as I'ab-
bit. Indeed, it is commonly said by the 
Indians that they " starve on rabbit," and 
after my experience I can easily under
stand it; you may eat until you are sur
feited, but after a couple of hours' hard 
travelling you feel as empty as though 
in the midst of a prolonged fast. There 
is neither nourishment nor strength in the 
meat, and yet the rabbit seems almost to 
be manna for the otherwise God-for.saken 
land. In countless nmnbers they skurry 
over the entire country, .and are just the or
dinary rabbit known everywhere, except 
that here they change to white in the 
winter, and on the lower Barren Grounds 
double in size, and become arctic hares. 
P]very seventh year their numbers are de
creased a good half by a mysterious and 
deadly disease, and then the Indians suf
fer, for no one can say how many depend 
on them for subsistence. If there is cari
bou or moose meat or fish at the lodge, 
it goes to the hunters, who must face the 
storms and withstand the hardships of 
travel; but the "squaw men," the old 

men, and certainly the women and chil
dren, more than once during the year 
owe their very lives to the rabbit. So, al
though despised by me, he is revered in 
this home of snow and hunger. 

We moved only fifteen miies the first 
day we broke our rabbit camp, keeping a 
sharp lookout all the way, and passing 
over a country filled with curious bowl-
shaped depressions that ranged from ten 
to fifty feet in depth and proportionately 
wide, and at night the Ancient War
rior's sons turned up to gladden our 
hearts and relieve our stomachs with 
dried moose meat. Dried meat, by-the-
way, caribou or moo.se. wdien at its best, is 
abotjt as thick as sole-leather, and of the 
same consistency ; when it is poor it some
what re.sembles parchment in thiclcness 
and succulence. It is made by cutting 
the fresh meat into strips, which are hung 
in the sun to dry, and subsequently over 
the fire to smoke, and is the ordinary food 
on these expeditions, because dried it is 
so much easier carried about. It is not 
toothsome, but it is filling, and that is the 
main desideratum in this country. Fresh 
meat is the hunter's luxury. 

The coming of these two hoys gave me 
my first insight into the relations be
tween Indian parents and children. They 
arrived, one -with a badly frozen cheek, 
the other with frozen fingers, and both 
shivering with cold, yet Jereuii scarcely 
turned his head in greeting-, made no sign 
to give them room by his own warm place 
at the fireside, nor showed paternal solici
tude for their sufferings. They scraped 
away a little snow at the edge of our 
camp, avul there rolled up in their blank
ets, wliile their dogs and ours, by the light 
of a glorious moon, mingled in an ani
mated fight that lasted a good part of the 
night, and was waged vigorously around 
and over us. The dog is the one member 
of the Indian family that is no respecter 
of age or sex. But the boys pay the 
])enalty of youth, as their sisters and mo
thers do of womanhood. 

We were now where the sight of bison 
was an hourly expectation ; we had come 
over one hundred miles into their range 
without a glimpse of a track, new or old, 
and Munn and I decided our quari-y to 
be. as iiuleed he is, the I'arest of the 
rare. We travelled all day along and up 
and down ridges, where men and dogs 
could scarcely drag the sledge for fallen 
timber and sharp ascents, and where the 
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.IERf:MI WAS T()(l gllCK WITH HIS GUN. 

SHOW was deep, a n d breaking- t rai l exces
s ively liard, especia l ly with tripping'-slioes 
1)11 which yon s u n k to the kiiee, a n d wi th 
t h e toe of wh ich you ba rked y o u r sh in s 
as y o u raised A'our foot after every step 
to shake off the sliovelful of a ccumula t ed 
snow. I n th is fashion we worl^ed ou r 
way for abou t t w e n t y miles, and ye t saw 
no s igns. B u t we did h a v e a fine c a m p 
in the woods t h a t n igh t , wilh a roa r ing , 
wai ' in ing fire, a n d such a gloi'ious a u r o r a l 
exhil i i t ion as I h a d neve r before beheld, 
n o r ever a f t e rwards saw surpassed. Now 
t h e r e were d a n c i n g waves of c h a n g i n g 
red a n d violet cx] )anding a n d n a r r o w 
i n g a n d w h i r l i n g across the sky in 
p l iantoni d a n c e s ; t h e n gi 'eat r a d i a n t 
s t reaks of g o l d e n - g r e e n i s h pierced the 

h e a v e n s lik'e i r idescent s e a r c h - l i g h t s of 
i n c o m p a r a b l e power a n d br i l l i ancy . I t 
was all so s t a r t l ing ly br i l l i an t a n d won-
dei 'fully beaut i fu l . A n d I l ay on m y 
back, wi th the I n d i a n s on one side a n d 
the dogs a l l a round , a n d s tared a t the 
magnif icent spectacle, a n d foi'got tlie 
rabbi t s . 

T h e I n d i a n s h a v e n o definite idea touch
ing- t he a u r o r a ; in the i r a l w a y s ap t no
m e n c l a t u r e they call it the " l i g h t s t h a t 
move q u i c k l y , " a n d in genera l accept t he 
exhib i t ion as mere ly t h e sign of wind or 
fine weather . The Dog-Ribs say it Is t he 
spir i ts of the i r ances to rs h o l d i n g a d a n c e ; 
a n o t h e r tril)e varies th i s on ly by substi
t u t i n g f ight ing for d a n c i n g ; bu t there is 
rea l ly no a t t emp t at so lu t ion . These 
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Indians are too thoroughly occupied in 
solving the problem of living. They do 
claim, however, that the aurora is at 
times audible, and some scientists bear 
them out. Personally I can add little 
certainty to the uncertain information 
on the question. Twice on my trip, at 
night, when there were auroi-al displays, 
1 heard noises somewhat like the rustling 
or crackling of a silken banner standing 
out in the wind, but whether it was made 
by settling or cracking snow and ice, or 
by the aurora, I cannot affirm. There is 
little opportunity to test the matter in 
winter, for, what with storms and winds, 
an absolutely still night is as rare as a 
day in June. 

The next, our ninth out from the Land
ing, was the memorable day of the hunt. 
It opened in hope—for we were in the 
heart of the bison country—and closed 
in despair, for in one short hour we had 
seen and chased and lost our game. 

We broke camp at daj'light, to reach 
on this day the lake about which we ex
pected to find bison, and the country we 
penetrated had not before been hunted 
by the Indians. It was broken into num
berless little gullies and ridges, none of 
which Jeremi missed in his wandering, 
and the snow was so deep, and dead 
timber and thickly grown small fir so 
formidable, we made haste very slowly. 
Wha t with clearing a way for the sledge, 
disentangling the dogs, and keeping on 
our feet, we advanced but twelve miles 
all day. W e were in an unexplored 
country, and the Ancient Warrior was 
lost. He invariably carried us to the top 
of the highest ridge that lay anywhere 
within striking distance of our course, 
and, once there, would send Joseph up a 
tree to scan the horizon, while he sank 
on his knees in what had the appear
ance of a supplication for light on the 
darkness of our way, but was in reality 
his habitual attitude wlien filling his 
pipe. From one of these ridges we saw 
Caribou Mountain near by, really not 
more pretentious than a foot-hill, but 
which in this flat country bears the dis
tinction of great altitude. 

So we travelled on, wearied by the very 
hard walking, and wondering if indeed 
there were any bison in the land. At 
one o'clock we crossed a lake, but not the 
lake, where we saw fresh moose and cari
bou tracks, which we could not of course 
afford to follow, at the risk of scaring 
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the big game we were after, much as we 
should have liked fresh meat. Just after 
crossing the lake the Ancient Warr ior 
bore to the right of a sharp little ridge, 
and Munn and I gave the dogs a spell of 
a few moments, while we lighted our 
pipes, and joked about the old man hav
ing overlooked the ridge, and concluded 
he must have gone snow-blind. But even 
as we talked he turned to the left and be
gan slowly plodding up the ridge; where
upon we agreed he was about to send 
Joseph aloft again, and was seeking high 
ground. Perhaps he, in fact, was — I 
never asked him—but Munn and I had 
hardly reached the foot of the ridge when 
Jeremi came hurrj ' ing back as excited as 
a phlegmatic Indian ever gets, and we 
suggested he had seen the "enemy," which 
these superstitious creatures are ever en
countering, to their utter demoralization. 

But the Ancient Warr ior had the joke 
on us this time, for he fairly whisper
ed, "Buffalo." Instantly Munn and I 
wore tingling. At last the game we had 
tramped so far to gel was at hand; heart
breaking trails, leaden snow-shoes, and 
rabbits were forgotten as the hunter's 
blood swept through our veins at the 
mention of bison. We four gathered 
closely in a little circle, and then in sub
dued tones Jeremi told Joseph, in Chipe-
wyan, and Joseph, a few words at a time, 
translated to us in North-land French, that 
the ridge was literally covered with tracks, 
that they were fairly fresh, that we would 
leave the dogs where they were under cov
er, and take up the bison trail at once. 

I do not become stirred easily, but 
when we got on top of the ridge and the 
tracks were before me, my heart quick
ened, and there seemed no obstacles I 
could not surmount to reach my quarry. 
There were the tracks, sure enough, like 
those of cattle, qnite fresh—probably yes
terday's. We moved slowly along the 
ridge, Joseph, Jeremi, Munn, and I, in 
Indian file, scanning the willow-surround
ed swamps on either side, each stepping 
in the other's shoe-prints, but making 
quite a bit of noise, nevertheless, for the 
snow was hard, and the shoes crunched 
and cracked it to an alarming effect on 
the nerves of the stalking hunter. For
tunately a strong wind blew in our 
faces. In half a mile the tracks multi
plied, and were very fresh—made that 
day—so we took off our snow-shoes and 
continued on as noiselessly as possible. 
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And now the ridge, hitherto thicldy 
covered with poplar and pine, became a 
bare backbone wliich stretched away for 
about 125 yards between swamps, and 
ended in a sliarp rise tliiokly grown with 
small spruce. 

W e had not advanced ten yards far
ther when we discovered, simultaneous
ly, I fancy, for we all crouched and drew 
our rifles out of their coats together, a 
shaggy head about 115 yards in front of 
us. A second and careful look told 
me it was a bison cow about two years 
old, with forehead sprinkled with either 
gray or white hair on a background of 
light brown. She was standing under 
the spruce, and just over the rise of the 
ridge, so I could see only her forehead, 
eyes, and liorns, which were about six 
inches long, and straight out from her 
head, with slight curve at tips; I could 
not see her muzzle. The wind was in 
our favor, and she had not scented us, 
though from her vantage on the knoll 
she had heard and evidently seen us 
before we sighted her. 

Munn and I had not before hunted 
bison, but our hunt ing experience was 
sufficient to make action under such 
conditions intuitive. We knew for sure 
there was a herd over the ridge. We 
wanted a bull, and had no idea of firing 
on a heifer. We expected, of course, Jer-
emi would work around to the side and 
under the ridge, and up to where we 
could view and get a shot at the herd; or 
retreat and camp several miles away, 
to make another approach next morn
ing. The heifer inight scamper back to 
the cow, but she could not put the herd 
to flight, and meanwhile we should make 
our way along the ridge, perfectly certain 
the herd would not run until they scented 
or saw us, or we made undue disturbance. 
It was a splendid chance for a skilful 
stalk, just the situation a hunter loves 
most dearly. I did not consider the pos
sibility of the Indians' shooting, for they 
had agreed at the Landing not to fire un
til Munn and I had done so, and "Su
sie " said they would keep their word, 
and I trusted them. I know more of 
these Indians now than I did then. 

All this of course ran through my 
head in the few seconds I was taking my 
look at the heifer, and Jeremi's stealing 
off to the right and a little ahead rather 
corroborated my mental survey of the 
situation. Suddenly, however, up went 

the guns of Jeremi and Joseph. There 
was no time for remonstrance, and Munn 
and I, in sheer desperation that luck 
might direct the bullets, threw up our 
guns also; those of the Indians exploded 
before we had ours fairly at shoulder, but 
we pulled trigger, chiefly because of that 
instinct which makes one's muscles at 
times work in sympathy with one's wishes. 

I was so stunned by the sudden turn of 
affairs, so exasperated at the Indians, that 
I was sorely tempted to empty the maga
zine of my rifle into them. I knew I could 
not possibly have scored; I felt sure Munn 
had not, but hoped against hope that he 
might have got his gun up for a sight. 
I did not think the Indians had, for they 
can hardly hit a barn door a hundred 
yards off. If I thought at all of their 
scoring, it was that we might have meat, 
which we needed, but even that, I am 
sure, I did not consider. 

The one miserable thought that we had 
lost what had been a good chance of get
ting a bison head was uppermost, for this 
herd would run for days, and entirely 
beyond our reach. Simultaneously with 
the shooting the heifer disappeared, and 
we ran to the top of the knoll in hopes of 
a shot at the flying herd, but not a hoof 
was in sight, so rapid had been their 
flight, although the ridge opened to view 
five hundred yards away. 

We discovered a few small drops of 
blood where the heifer had stood, counted 
the beds of eleven cows, and noted the 
snow beaten down into patlis leading tow
ard the end of ridge and muskeg to the 
r ight; and then began a mad race along 
the faint trail of blood, in hopes that the 
heifer might have been more badly wound
ed than the blood showed, and turned aside 
(as is their custom when hard hit) from 
the fleeing herd. But we had only a hard 
run in the deep snow as recompense. 

And then we returned to our sledge and 
sat down in silence, and with the bitter 
realization that the bison-hunt was at an 
end. We did not say mucli, Munn and I ; 
words could not do our feelings justice. 
There is hunters' luck, and tlie sportsman 
who has sought big game, and experienced 
its operations for and against him, can 
sound the depths of our disappointment. 
To have got near bison at all was re
markable, but to have succeeded after a 
long hard hunt in getting so near, and 
actually seeing them, only to have our 
cliance for a kill spoiled by the stupidity 
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or viciousness of our Indians was too keen 
a grief to be soothed by mutual condo
lence or by cursing- Jeremi. 

W e went on another day, and saw 
more trades of the same herd, but none 
others, and then we turned our faces 
For t -Smith wards. For three days we 
travelled by the compass, for we were lost, 
cutting our way through forests of small 
fir, grown so closely as to render progress 
almost impossible to a man, much less for 
a train of worn-out dogs. The going was 
very hard, and hunger, our provisions be

ing gone, less easy to bear now following 
upon our disappointment. On the fourth 
day we came oxit on our trail, and that 
night Munn and I reached McKinley's 
cabin, after covering forty-eight miles 
between 7 A.M. and 8 P.M. Before we 
slept we poured our tale of woe into 
" Mac's " sympathetic ears, and then we 
all decided the only chances of success in 
a bison-hunt to be—time enough to cover 
their entire range from north to south, 
and once on their tracks, binding the 
Indians hand and foot. 

A MOTHER IN ISRAEL. 

BY HJALMAK IIJOKTII BOYESEN. 

I. 

\
NOTHER child," murmured Judah 

Memlinger, "anotl ier sorrow." 
" Shame on thee, J a d a h l " said Racliel, 

his wife, pressing tlie new-born babe to 
her breast. "Blessed be the name of the 
Lord!" 

"Blessed be the name of the Lord I" 
her husband repeated, humbly, and with 
bowed head, as he stared with mournful 
eyes at the tiny intruder. 

"The child is not well favored, I th iuk , " 
he remarked, at tlie end of a long pause. 

" I t is a male child. The Lord has 
done well by him,"said Rachel, severely. 

Baruch, the elder son, four years old, 
had stolen into the huslied sick-room in 
his father's wake, and stood near the door, 
biting his thumb with suppressed agita
tion. 

"Come, Baruch, and see thy new bro
ther," said his mother. 

Baruch, with an acute sense of his un-
worthiness, sidled up to the bed. There 
lay a puny little yellow thing with black 
curly hair, and one small wrinkled fist 
clinched under an embryonic nose. Ba
ruch stood long staring at him in silent 
wonder. Then, in a spirit of enterprise, 
he raised liis liand and tentatively touched 
his cheek. 

" Baruch," said the mother, warningly, 
" beware that thou dost not hurt thy new 
brother!" 

Baruch withdrew his linger as if it had 
been burnt. 

Judali Memlinger was by trade a fur
rier, and worked for a Jewish master who 
had the finest store in Odessa. He was 
neither a handsome nor a clever man; 
at least Gentile eyes would not have pro

nounced him either. He wore the two 
long side curls of the orthodox Jew, and 
his black forked beard was rusty and 
weather-bleached at the ends. There was 
in his eyes something shy and alert, as of 
a hunted thing, and a peculiarly anxious 
and uneasy look was habitual to his fea
tures. Of stature he was small, crooked, 
and round-shouldered, and the wide-skirt
ed black caftan slouched about his thin 
legs. The waxen pallor of his face told 
of late hours and sedentary labor in the 
close, over-heated workshop. 

Everybody wondered why Nathan 
Rosenhain, a physician and a scholar, 
gave his daughter in marriage to so hum
ble a man as Judah. It was, indeed, 
whispered that he did it as a punishment 
for permitting her heart to stray beyond 
the Ghetto. Afterward, it was said, Na
than had relented somewhat, and had al
lowed her to move her piano to lier new 
home. For that piano was the a])p]e of 
her eye. It had come all the way from 
Paris, and it had a most lovely tone, and 
was beautifully inlaid with ivory and 
motlier - of-pearl. The neighbors often 
Xiaused under Rachel's windows and stood 
listening to her wonderful playing. Some
times she poured forth a tempest of sound, 
with strange wailing, sighing, lamenting 
choi'ds interspersed; and sometimes she 
lost herself in melodious musings, full of 
sorrowful resignation. Tlien, at the end 
of a year, a child arrived, and a change 
came over the spirit of Rachel's playing. 
A new tenderness awoke in her and drove 
away the fierce rebellion. 

Pour years after the birth of Baruch 
another son was born to Rachel, and she 
rejoiced again and thanked the Lord. She 
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