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through the Hudson Straits, down the

Hudson Bay, to drop anchor in the mighty
River of the Moose. Once a summer a six-

fathom canoe manned by a dozen paddles

struggled down the waters of the broken

Abftibi. Once a year a little band of r-d-

sashed voijagcurs forced their exhausted

sledge-dogs across the ice from some unseen

wilderness trail. That was all.

Before her eyes the seasons changed, all

grim, but one by the very pathos of brevity

sad. In the brief luxuriant summer came
the Indians to trade their pelts, came the

keepers of the winter posts to rest, came
the ship from England bringing the articles

of use or ornament she had orde-ed a full

year before. Within a short time all were
gone, into the wilderness, into the great

unknown world. The snow fell; the river

and the bay froze. Strange men from the
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