
IV PREFACE.

I

wliicli, by tlic way, becomes singularly attaclied to

a man when lie is dead, or supposed to be dead

—

grew anxious to go out to look for him.

As the British Xation could not all go out at

once, or together, it endeavoiuTd to select one or

two individuals to carry out its wishes.

It will be only necessary to state here, that the

Britisli Nation did not select the writer of this

book, who forthwith turned his attention from

African tropic zones to American frigid ones, and

s(artud out upon a lonely cruise.

Many tracks lay before me in that immense

region I call " The Wild North Land." Former

wandering had made me familiar with the

methods of travel pursued in these countries

by the Indian tribes, or far-scattered fur-

hunters. Fortunate in recovering possession of

an old and long-tried Esquimaux dog—the com-

panion of earlier travel— I started in the autumn

of 1872 from the Red River of the North,

and, reaching Lake Athabasca, completed half my

journey by the first week of March in the following

year. From Athabasca I followed the many-wind-


