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JOURNAL, &c,-RETURNING.

[The following, the remainder of the Journal of my journey from the Hudson Bay Territories, is

written from memory, as the original papen were lost in Lake VViuipeg.
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On Monday,tho 10th, the Hudson's Bay Com-

J)any's Express Canoe left for Canada. I applied

or a jiassagc, hut wjis refused ; consequently had

,to gul a jiiivj'te conveyance. I was, however,

aftered a passage to England in the Friace

tupert.

I had made arrangements with Mr. Mason, who
Ihad given his canoe and men, to convey Mr.

""yerson, at our own charge, to Norway 1 1 ase

and lied River; but those arrangements had to

be set aside ; and procuring provisions, tfec, with

till haste, in my own single canoe, and with two

[lien, I turned my face homeward. Even at the

ifar end of a long journey there is pleasure in

roinji home.

On the lOth, with the evening tide, which

rises here ten ck twelve feet, we left York Fac-

"v. The tide bore us along over twelve miles.

[That night we slej>t on the beach. The night

ins colli, and accustomed, for some time past, to

variu bed-rooms, I did not slee]i much.

1 will describe our mode of travelling up York
liver. The men alternately towed the canoe by

ithhly fathom cod line. The tow-path is uot a

planked one; rocks, stones, sand, and sonietinies

Iwator breast high. Thus, for about a hundred

[miles, and with a strong current pulling the

(caiioe the other way, we travelled u[> York Hiver.

[I walked nearly all the way, and tired enough I

was when we got to the " Hock," which crosses

the river like a mill-dam.

A.t Fox River we came upon a flock of young
wild geese. The geese could fly but a little, and
we had a '' wila goose chase." Every man to his

goose ; in water and out of watei', through brush,

over b'ier, heads up, heels u]\ every man to his

goose ! The banks of the River at this place

are forty or fifty feet high, and in going down
the River at this same place, in company with

Mr. Mason, we killeil twenty geese. He was too

stout to roll about the banks and bushes in chase,

but perhaps did as iiv" ' service to the common
good, with a canoe in tJie river, by piokinf;' up
the dead as they I'olled down the steep bniik.

The proceeds of this chase were six geese in ex-

cellent condition.

The chase being ended, we were ready for

lunch ; so we set about it. A friend at the Fort

had given nie three bottles of ginger beer; and as

I ft'lt somewhat thirsty from the excitement of

the chase, my cook, John, set about drawing the

cork of one of the bottles. He apjicared to do it

awkwai'dly, and as I was dubious of an explosion,

I slopped him, saying, " Take care, John. Give

it to me : Take care !

!" Pulling a cork—that
was nothing; John could do that; perhaps had
done it too often : but John and my hows-man, an

'

elderly man, now were good mcndiers of Norway
House Mission, and showed themselves, during

the time they were with me, to be consistent

Christians. What made the drawing of this cork

dangerous, John wished to know ? His curiosity


