
ON SNOW SHOES TO THE BARREN GROUNDS
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I
^\\i to llic iiortliw est. lu'iiiiiiiiiiy b'li

(l;iys" joiiriicv Ik'voihI (Irciit Sliivc

Luke iiiul riimiiiiL;' down to tlio Arctic

OccMii, willi lliHisoii Jjiiy as its eastern

and (Ileal licai' Jiaivcand tlic Coppci-niiiic

River as its western l)oiindaries, lies the

most, complete and extendeil desolation on

earth. 'J'hat is the IJarren Grounds, the

land whose approximate ::3(I0.(I()() scpiare

miles I for its exact area is iiiiknonn i is the

dwellinj,''-place of no man. and its storms

and sterility in its niosl noi'thevly i)art

are withstood the year round hy no livin*,^

creature save the musk ox. There is the

timberless waste where ice -laden blasts

blow with hurricane and ceaseless I'ui'y

that l)id your blood stand still and your
breath "ome and <:-o in ])aiut'ul stinpin<i"

g'asps; where rock and lichen aiul moss
r«'place soil and trees and herhaye; and
where death by starvation or freezing;'

doji's the footsteps of tlu^ explf)rer.

There are two .seasons and only two
methods of penetrating this yreat lone

land of the North—by canoe, when the

watercourses are free of ice. and on snow-
shoes durinji' the fr(r/eii period, which oc-

cupies nearlv niiu' of the year's twelve
months. The deadly cold of winter, and
greater risk of starvation, make the canoe
ti'i[) the more usual one with the few Ind-

ians that hunt the musk-ox. Hut. because

of the many portages, you cannot travel

so rapidly hy canoe as on snow-shoes, nor
go so far north for the best of the musk-

ox hunting;', .lor see the Barren Grounds at

their ix'st. or worst, as you care to consid-

er it. Thai is why 1 chose to make the

attempt on snow-shoes.

And why did I turn my face towards a
country which seemed to hold luniyht for

the travellei' bul hardsliip^ Well—cer-

tainly to hunt musk (»x, the tnost inacces-

sible yaine in the world, and to look upon
his habilat at the period of its uttermost
desolation: certainly also to study the

several tribes of Indians throuj;li which
I must i)ass on my way to the Barren
Grounds: and cii ruitfe to hunt wood-
bison, undoubtedly now become the rar-

est jianie in the world. Possiljly. too, 1

went that I mi<^ht for a time escape; the
hum and routine soi-didness of the city,

and breathe air which was not surcharjred

with convention and civilization.

Arthur Ileminjj, the artist, and I found
ourselves, Decemi)er 27. 1S!U, at Edmon-
ton, the end of the i-ailroad. We had
trav<'lled on the Canadian Pacilic vid
"Winnipeti' and Cal^-'ary, and throujrh the
land of the Crees. Blackfeet. and Sarcee
Indians, without seeinj,'- anything;' so pic-

trvesque in the way of costumiiif,'- as the
AVinnipeji' drajjoon and a Sarcee young"
woman respleiulent in beads and olitter-

ing- tinsel. I really oujrht to include the
mounted ])oliceman, for he too has a
uniform which, with scarlet jacket and
yellow -striped breeches, is desei-ving of
greater attention. But the mounted po-
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