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distance by 3 O'clock in the afternoon,
which ccrtainly is flot bad going.

We could flot hielp loving Moise and
Emile, especially whcn they thanked us
for whiat thev said was the first buman
kindness thcy hiad ever knowvn in ail their
lives. It is none too cheerful an existence
they live up there, although thcy are cheery
under it. Half-clothed, often hungry, with
only nioceasins to protect their feet in the
liard work of tracking on the rocky shores
and oftentirnes working under hiard mas-
ters, life for them bias srnall past, littie
present, and absolutely no future. Despair'
is the bcst they cari get out of life; and
yet thec shamcd uis hy their fortitude and
clicerfulness. 1 ecrtainly sbould like to sec
these tw.;o red friends of ours again, and I
arn going to, if 1 can.

Our guides told us that at present the
lynx are very scarce in that part of the
country, because the rabbits have moved
away. They tbink marten are flot quite
so abundant, althoughl they shiift a good
(leal. rfhey stili get plenty of mioose, ai-
though they think thiat now it is barder
to "et moose and bears than formerly.
God knows what the future wvill be for
thiese people who live on the fur trade of
the North, in case the fut growvs scarcer.
Perhaps agriculture wvil1 corne in at just
the righit tirne; althougli agriculture is
somcething wv]iicli these "breeds" of the
North fancy no more than our own In-
(hans. Ccrtainly thcy must soon compete
with white farmers, who at first are also
huinters and trappers.

Our party f rom the Grand Prairie got
into, the Landing the day after we did,
and soon we wieail cnibarked for our
retuiri journey, wvhich perhaps it wotild be
unintercsting for me to describe further
than to Say it wvas ýa continiinus lark. The'
nighits ivere noiv growving cooler, and we
biad full frost the iast night we spent on1
the trail. Mine beingshiort for rnany of
uis, wve hiurrie(l back home, flot stopping to
shoot ducks at Lesser Slave Lake, and niak-
ing the miscrable portage over to Mirror
Landing as fast a,; we could. We hiad a
banquet at Athabasça Landing, anti there,

in the far-off North country, I ate as good
a dinner as 1 ever did, and heard as clean.
cut, high-class a set of speeches as I ever
listened to. The next night we'j sýpenlt at
Eggie's half-way house, I think, f rankly,
the most detestable roadhouse I have ever
seen and a disgrace to so good a coulntry.
One day later we were once more back in
Edmonton, where we had yet another ban-
quet, a sort of love feast for us ail, for we
had congratulations there on breaking ail
known records for northiern travel. We
were glad to sec again this bustlîng and
km ndlv northerni city; or, rather, western
City, for it is just like a big western Anieri-
can town, and since it got so many rail-
ways is long past its old trading days.

We averaged over sixty-six and a haif
miles of travel for cach day out,' over
seventy-five miles a day for most of the
time. XVe travelled over 2,000 miles out
f rom and back to Edmonton. We started
JUlY 27 and returned on August 29. We
hiad two days' stop at Fort Verînilion.
Certainly the wildest reaches of the world
are small today. On September 3 some
of our partv were back in Chicago, and
the next day others of themn were at their
homes in New York!

As a sporting country, thiere is no doubt
of the accessîbilitv of this district, or for
that inatter as a farming country. Little
by littie the ploughi, without possibiiity of
heing retarded, is edging its way north as
,weli as wcst. WVho shall say that the
tlrcams of our large-mînded host shall 'lot
corne truc; and who, indeed, may drcani
wvisel, enough and boldly enough for days
likeC this in the history of the worid ? What
w~as once the East is now the WTest, and
w~hat but lately ivas the West seerns nOWf
to have rnoved North. Just bow far north
it is going, and how fast, I for one have
been too much amazed to venture any
prophecv. Ail I know is, there is a Pca.ý'
River country .and to sc it is one of the,
most initeresting experiences apt to befilI
a traveller or sportsman today. But in a
few vears, I fear, it will no longer be the'
frontier.-By, B. K. M'iller, in Recreaio.
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