
THE SLOPE 0F THE NORTHLAND
By W. B. FINDLAY

R VERS that run northward 
rests an oak slab brought in fro ;.i

R to the sea; forests of the south, as there is no oak e.

spruce, white wood, Baim 
It bears the foiiowîng inscription:

'of Gilead, poplar, hemlock, 
"Sacred to the niemory of

and baisjam; beits of dlay wide as 
Thomas Bedds, who departcd this

many townships and deep ýdoWn 
life the i 5th day of July, 1850.

tothie foundationof things; water-, 
aged 18 years and *ý nionths."

falis' of marveilous horse-power, 
Fifty-eight years ago on his

and over ail the lakes, rivers and 
way down froiu Moose Factory

forests the quiet of an untenanted,fo 
idcltemnthsyu-

unpeopied land. TPhis is the 'land 
culd goran nof fthe reand here hc

of to-morrow. When men are 
ulgonfateadhr c

weary of rughing to the wind- 
died. Here on the slope over

swept, 'treeless prairie, they wiii 
looking the river, in sight and

turn to this wooded land, heý hbis 
sound of the faîls with its twining

and, running streams will draw 
wreaths of spray and the deep-

them, the charm. of rustiing leaves 
toncd requiem of the waters -

wiil cali to them and the North- 
here he rests. Carefuily through

landwillclai itsown.ail the years has the Company kept

Thlis is the siope of patience. A 1'H. B. Co."1 Canoe carrying Mail from Abitibi Post to Moose Factory-Passing h is grave. He served theni living

Beaten by adverse winds and the N.T.R. Crossing at Abitibi, on August i.5th. and thus have they cared for their

storm-tossed, the ships of the peo- 
l_______________________ iving and watehed over their dead

pie of the Hudson Bay Company 
since 1670 w1hen gay - hearted

cast anchor in'James Bay more than two hundred Charles gave them their charter.

and twenty years ago and generafions of factors This way in the eariy days passed men who had

and agents have looked southward from James Bay in their sýouis no ambition to perpetuate the namnes

istenfing for the sounds of the coming (of the people of relatives by tacking them to river and lake.

of their own colour and race. Therefore, they took the soft-sounding Indian namnes

Trnhterînof nirle British sovereigus the or some fitting term born of surroundings or of

flag has waved on the shore of the Bay and now the crusacs hsw aesc ie imsa

sons of the race are pressing in fr'om the south to the Wthite. Clay, the Black, the Abitibi, the Shallow,

fll the land. the Driftwood, the Moose, the Missinabie, and as

Here aseveywhee, he cotc hae ben.we passed Iroquois Falls working our way down ten

Morethana lmdTe vers ao on, McDouallmiles we came to, a break in the river right in the

felt it was gettinig crowded about Abitibi Pýost and heart of the moose country, cailed the Buck Deer

slipped his canoe intc, the lake, pliaced. lis squaw in Rapids. 'The experts made ready to shoot the

the bow and paddled down the Abitibi River and rapids wvhiie the rest of us walked aboutie portage.

nip the Black tilli he camne toi a fali that made 'him The doctor remarking as 'he walked along that whîle

thinik of tbe rivers of the old land and so lie made he ioved the poetry of motion, stili the land looked

his camp. He sleeps back yonder in a quiet place good to, him.

near the river along which lie trapped and fisheil. A Gold-Mining Outfit. Aotfu Aerias Theoit of therpd e ceon ta

Ris grandsons stili fish and huit but the Ilighland- _____________________Th______ofthcountry___

biood is gone anid they are Indians back to typé and stunned them; tley weýre facing the trip up the

tradiion.river to Lake Abitibi, then over the height of land

lYown the slippery bank of the Black we slîd, a and on down the waters untii they reached the

miedicine man, the <ikief of the engineers who, are Ottawa. Our salutations were simple, for some-

putting the 'T. and N. O. through to the Grand how in the North one finds but little to say and

Trunk Pacific, and the wniter. We left 400 pounids rfew questions to ask. As tley looked up the Buck

of dyn~amite sitting on the batik and two greasy Deer Rapids and found it was forty-one miles to

men wvho wei-e fondliig the parts of a gasoline the lake, the elder one remarked, as if talking to the

engiire and saying short words a'way down in their Balmn of Gilead trees, "Plis is the biggest blanikedest

tîroats. 
country I ever heard of, but it don't mnatter if we

'Phese are the rivets of yesterday, and as our er-t hli.

i8-foot canoe glided aiong and we camne to the Teni miles beiow the Buck Deer "Rapids a bridge

place w.here the Black ruws into the Abitibi and Soo feet long is being thrown over the Abitibi by

this geat ri-jer carried us on norühward, we knew the Grand Trunk Pacific. Onle single span Of 400

we wre n th grat taderout alng wichforfeet wili cross the water. But a mnatter of a few

more than two ,centuries the traders, agents and years and the mroose reigned here supreme save a

Indians of the Hudson Bay Company traveiled. tramp caribou miight wander down and give hattle.

Nothar an .rslpiga it. weta 
As late as the August of this year six Indian.s ina

the Abitibi makes its way toward the Moose, past ,fflbicbakanepsddo rmAiti

deeply-wooded batiks tbat break away into hills and Post to Moose Factory carrying with themn His

vaileys, a rolling country *of clay, deep and ex- Majesýty's mail, being ýthe yearly delivery to James,

haustless. Here one misses the 'greaýt rocks that Bay via the Abitibi and Moose River. 'Phese are

mark 'the rivers farther south. Just an outcropping picked men, they are the artists of the North, know-

shows at intervals of miles and then once more the iflg the northerti waters as a city man knows his

clay. So 'the waters are greyish, cold and un- own street, but as a tale that is told their day is

to ~iieswimer.wearing away and soon the sound of the whistle

goad nopon the whistle of a steam tug went edioing along the muskeg wiiýl pruclaim the arrivai

Tcowgads th river anid the doctor heaved a of the mail train at Moose Factory on james Bay.

'chaing aeloif drIped paddle and declared he Here six years ago everything was unbroken

wsigio relief roppie u-te gliding motion ofth bu-sh. lu î9o5 came the man Hanning; soft-footed

canoe and sit on the top of tIe steamr whistle justanqueh cm aprofesineît wih

for a. change, 
lie faded, but as the mnonths passed even 'be re-

The little tug picked us up, swutig the canOe An indianl Trapper's Canip-Split Pols, Moss and Brush. appeared at broken points in the bush and a quiet

'to the rear an~d puffed onward. We were a smail whisper of his prosence feil arnong the Indians whc,

but cooerate crowd. Two or three gold pros- passed up and down the river. TIe mati Hannini,

pcospsignrth-e't, a few labourers for t~he is still there, $0 is also the rigît-of-way of the

Grn rn aiitoexgineers, a preacher, a Grand Trunk Pacific, w'hich he located, and over

dcoa land-seèlcer, and always the captain stick- the building of whidi lie still presides, a son of our

ing his 'head out of the wheeliouse cursýing us indi- people, for Our soins are the railway buildlers of the

viulyad collectively for pusliing our heads in world-in Egypt, the Souxdan, South Africa, in the

his ine f viion.eariy days of thie Amnerican Wcest, iti China to-dlay
We rachd te Ioquis Fllsjus asthesunand yeqterday in South America-the worid over

- -- ~ -j thev are found. quiet, sure-footed, responsîibe. 'the


