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{jjonu into and conic out of Edmonton by several

(liHerent directions, I felt that I would run hvo

little risk in venturing to prophesy that it

would ])y-an«l-l>y become a great metropolis.

The second day of January, 1863, saw a con-

siderable party of travellers wind out of the

gate of the Fort and, descending the hill, take

the ice and begin the race down the Big Sas-

katchewan; Mr. Chatelaine, of Fort Pitt, and Mr.

Pambrun, of Lac-hi-biche, with their men, mak-

ing, with our party, a total of eight trains.

There being no snow, we had to follow the

windings of the river. For the first eighty or

ninety miles our course was to be the same,

and it was pleasant, in this land of isolation,

to fall in with so many travelling companions.

It was late in the day when we got away,

but both men and dogs were fresh, so we made
good time and camped for the night some

twenty-five miles from the Fort. Climbing the

first bank, we pulled into a clump of spruce, and

soon the waning light of day gave place to

the bright glare of our large camp-fire. Frozen

ground and a few spruce boughs were beneath

us and the twinkling stars overhead.

There being at this time no snow, our home
for the night is soon ready, the kettles boiled,

the tea made and pemmican chopped loose, and

though we are entirely without bread or fruit


