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eitlier furust-clad l«iiik by numbers of coyotes

and wolves; but regardless of tliese, " Marse!" is

the word, and on we run, making fast time.

On our way up I liad f(jund a buck deer

frozen into tlie ice, and liad cliopped tlie antlers

from his head and "cached" them in a tree to

take home with me ; but when I told my new
companions of my find, they were ea^er for the

meat, which they said would be ^ood. I had

not yet eaten drowned meat, but when I came

to think of it I saw there was reason in what

they said, and so promised to do my best to find

the spot where the buck was frozen in. As it

was night—perhaps three o'clock—when we came

to the place, I was a little dubious as to finding

the deer. However, I was born with a large

" bump of locality " and a good average memory,

and presently we were chopping the drowned

deer out of the ready-to-hand refrigerator. This

done we drove on, and stopped for our second

breakfast near the Vermilion. We were through

and away from this before daylight, and hurry-

ing on reached our turning-ofT point early in

the afternoon, where we bade our friends good-

bye, and, clambering up the north bank of the

Saskatchewan, disappeared into the forest.

Taking our course straight for Smoking Lake,

the whole length of which we travelled on the

ice, we climbed the gently-sloping hill for two


