








N



A WOMAN'S WAY

THROUGH UNKNOWN LABRADOR










THi \LTHOR

(Erom the r//'(/(l‘//[,‘/ /;\// o ,\‘{/:///tl/‘/A




A WOMAN'S WAY
THROUGH UNKNOWN
LABRADOR

AN ACCOUNT OF THE EXPLORATION OF

THE NASCAUPEE AND GEORGE RIVERS

By Mrs LEONIDAS HUBBARD, Junior

WITH PORTRAITS AND ILLUSTRATIONS

TORONTO
WILLIAM BRIGGS

1908






TO
ELLEN VAN DER VOORT HUBBARD
HIS MOTHER,

WHOM HE LOVED

LEONIDAS HUBBARD

HIS FATHER,

WHO WAS ONE OF HIS HEROES







PREFACE

THis book is the result of a determination on my
part to complete my husband’s unfinished work,
and having done this to set before the public
a plain statement, not only of my own journey,
but of his as well. For this reason I have
included in the book the greater part of Mr
Hubbard’s diary, which he kept during his journey,
and which it will be seen is published exactly as
he wrote it, and also George Elson’s account of
the last few days together, and his own subse-
quent efforts.

I hope that this may go some way towards
correcting misleading accounts of Mr Hubbard’s
expedition, which have appeared elsewhere. It
is due also to the memory of my husband that
I should here put on record the fact that my
journey with its results—geographical and other-
wise—is the only one over this region recognised

by the geographical authorities of America and
Europe.



PREFACE
The map which is found accompanying this
account of the two journeys,

which I am indebted to the courtesy of the
American Geographical Society, sets forth the

work I was able to accomplish. It does not claim

to be other than purely pioneer work. I took
no observations for longitude, but obtained a
few for latitude, which served as guiding points

in making my map. The controlling points of

my journey were already astronomically fixed.'
The route map of the first Hubbard Expedi-
tion is from one drawn for me by George
Elson, with the few observations for latitude
recorded by Mr Hubbard in his diary as guiding

points. My husband’s maps, together with other

field notes and records, I have not had access
to, as these have never been handed over to me.

Grateful acknowledgment is here made of
my indebtedness to Mr Herbert L. Bridgman and
Mr Harold T. Ellis for their help and counsel
in my work.

Here, too, I would express my sincere apprecia-
tion of the contribution to the book from Mr
Cabot, a descendant of the ancient explorers, who

! Northwest River post, Luke Michikamau and its outlet, and the
mouth of the George River.

and for the use of
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PREFACE

X1

is peculiarly well fitted to speak of Labrador.
The great peninsula has been, as he terms it,
his * playground,” and by canoe in summer or on
snow-shoes in winter he has travelled thousands
of miles in the interior, thus placing himself in
closest touch with it.

To Dr Cluny Macpherson for his generous
service I am deeply grateful.

I'o George Elson for his loyal devotion to
Mr Hubbard and myself my debt of gratitude
must ever remain unpaid.

To Dr James E. C. Sawyer, my beloved pastor,
I am indebted for the title of my book.

MINA BENSON HUBBARD.
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INTRODUCTION
BY WILLIAM B. CABOT

LABRADOR

TueE name Labrador has come

to be associated
with cold and

desolation. The conditions over
a large part of its territory are in fact those
of the Arctic circle. Visited by English ships as
early as 1497, its inhospitable shores have turned
southward the course of European migration for
more than four hundred years. The coasts still
remain the scene of merely primitive pursuits. Few
but fishermen and fur-{iraders push through its

midsummer ice. Modern enterprise, but for a few

pulp or lumber workings in the low levels of
southern valleys, has passed by to more inviting
fields. As to the interior, the wide table-land, it
is enough to say that even now, in the world-wide
pressure of modern exploitation, it probably con-
tains not one settled resident of pure white race.

When it is considered that the peninsula lies
substantially between the moderate latitudes of
50° and 60°, its conditions seem

in fact extra-
ordinary.

Nowhere else do polar currents main-
tain their influence so far from the actual Arctic.

A



2 LABRADOR

An imposing stream of stately northern ice, some-
times two hundred miles wide, makes its way not
only down the long eastern coast of Labrador,
but far south to the Newfoundland banks and the
latitudes of the Mediterranean.

The like of this majestic stream of tall ice
does not exist upon the globe; in the northern
hemisphere there is nothing approaching it. The
Greenland current and its adjacent lands are really
a long narrowing tongue of the Arctic, projected

into regions which otherwise would be mild of

climate and occupied by a fixed population. As
it is, compared with other places of the same lati-
tude, of equal sun, the peninsula has by climate
an indifferent inheritance. In the same zone with
London, Paris, St Petersburg, its cities, beyond
the rare trading station or mission, are fishermen’s
cabins and the northern igloos; no nearer the
traditional Arctic than the wheat lands of the
Saskatchewan, the temperate valleys of British
Columbia, than almost the entire cultivable belt of
the Russian Empire—its little soil returns practically
no unfrosted crop ; and the grey uplift of its outer
islands, unlighted, unchanged, from the grounded
bergs of Belle Isle to the rock-borne graves and
huge desolation of Nachvack fiord in the north,
stands facing, as if in final antithesis, the smiling
shores of old-world civilisation.

It is noteworthy that two other peninsuias,
the Labrador’s only companions in extent, are
also of comparative sterility. The three— Arabia,
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EXTENT 3

Labrador, Alaska—are the greatest land forms of
their kind, with no near rivals in size. Although
of these the Labrador is least habitable, all three
are wanting in the elements which invite permanent
occupation.

The peninsula is generally reckoned to include
the country northward from a straight line drawn
from the south end of James Bay to a point near
Seven Islands on the Gulf of St Lawrence, with
an area of 511,000 square miles. Actually, the
neck of the peninsula would seem in fairness to
be nearer to a line drawn to the mouth of the
Saguenay River, and this would give an area of
some 600,000 miles—not very much below that
of the Arabian peninsula, with its 845,000. By
either method of calculation it must be acknow-
ledged as second largest of the great semi-detached
land forms; while its boldness of outline and wide
separation from other large land masses go far to
confer upon it equal rank with its one superior in
extent.

The area of the Labrador is perhaps larger than
is generally realised, partly because the maps upon
which it is presented are of small scale, usually
showing upon the same sheet the whole breadth
of the adjacent continent. In the presence of a
geographical neighbour of such overwhelming pro-
portions the peninsula makes but a modest showing,
even with its really considerable longer diameters
of 950 and 1,200 miles.

The surface of the peninsula is mainly an uneven
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plateau of 1,000 to 2,000 feet elevation, rising to a
slight apex a little south of Nichicun in latitude 58°.
Many great rivers gather about the central area,
plunging sooner or later into deep, ancient valleys
and passing swiftly to the seas of all coasts. Those
flowing into Hudson Bay westward are not much
below the level of the country, which slopes more
gradually on that side than toward the other coasts.
Along the various watersheds are thousands of
great and small lakes. The central country is a
network of water-courses.

As a rule the lakes of the plateau are not deep.
In one of the largest Dr Low dropped a hatchet
fastened to a sounding line when several miles from
land. It stopped after going a few feet, and some
effort followed to clear the line and let it go on, the
episode ending with the discovery that the hatchet
had found bottom in six or eight feet of water.

On the contrary, the two greatest lakes of all,
Mistassini and Michikamau, are of unusual depth.
They drain respectively westward into Hudson
Bay and eastward into the Atlantic. Mistassini,
100 miles in length, is somewhat the greater. Its
low shores are considerably grown with stunted
spruce, under which the subsoil remains frozen
through July. During much of the summer its
great body of cold water, chilling the warm south-
western winds, is overhung with clouds and cheer-
less with drizzling rain. Michikamau, high-lying
and broad, with bold shores, is by far the more
inspiring of these sea-like expanses.









PHYSICAL CHARACTERISTICS 5

Some of the narrower lakes or river expansions
are the deepest of all, Mouchalagan giving sound-
ings of more than 600 feet at a point quite near
shore. Fifty miles inland in the north-east, on an
unmapped river called by the Indians, Assiwaban,
a single sounding in the Natuaashu expansion gave
275 feet at ouly 250 yards from land. The bottom
of the lake was at least 100 feet below sea-level.
Greater depths might have been expected in other
places, from the configuration of the shores.

The deep inlets which occur along the Atlantic
are all submerged river courses, ““ drowned valleys,”
eroded long before the last ice period. At present
the region is rising, as is shown by the raised sea
beaches all along the middle coast. The ancient
Eskimo camping - places are now inconveniently
high from the water. Near Cape Harrigan the
present rate of elevation seems to be a foot in
twenty years. The depth off-shore is usually less
than in the inlets. The ice-cap would appear to
have carried out the débris of previous ages from
the interior, pushing it beyond the outer islands
as a terminal moraine, which, reaching well to the
surface, accounts for the comparative shallowness
existing. Behind were left the interminable wastes
of rounded granite hills which are a feature of the
interior. The effect of this endless succession of
low elevations upon the unaccustomed traveller’s
mind is peculiarly depressing. 'To the unhardened
explorer the following expression of Henry Yule
Hind, upon visiting the high region about the head
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of the Moisie, appears tolerably well justified :—
“Words fail to describe the appalling desolation
of the Labrador tableland.”

Trees of some size are not wholly wanting
over any large area of the peninsula, unless in
the unexplored north-west. In the south-west,
even the tops of the hills are forested. Spruce,
larch, poplar, and the various birches are not
totally absent to latitude 60° on Ungava Bay.
The river levels of the south - western districts
are widely timbered with the small Banksian or
Labrador pine. With its graceful tracery against
the sky, it appears more southern in aspect than
any of the other subarctic trees. Its leaves are
eaten by caribou, rabbit, and the half-migratory
spruce partridge. The latter as a contribution to
the kettle is important. In spite of its long winter
periods, with little or no other food than the pine
leaves, it remains free from the bitter resinous taste
which would naturally be expected.

Before the central country is reached, the hill-
tops and higher levels become everywhere bare of
trees, and in the last 300 miles toward Ungava
there is almost no wood, excepting in unusually
sheltered spots and in the deeper valleys.

The people of the Labrador inland are a
remnant. Less than a thousand families of these
roving Indians now remain. Yearly, with packs
of fur, they visit some trading - post, all except
two of which are situated upon tidal shores.
Their most necessary purchases are arms and
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FUR BEARERS |

utensils, cloth, and
Liquor, in spite of good laws, is rather
frequently conveyed to them, although not during
recent years by the Hudson’s Bay Company.
Occasionally a family remains inland over a second
year, usually after a poor hunt; some outgoing

neighbour, perhaps, taking along the catch of
the first year.

ammunition, knives, axes,
tobacco.

The fur - bearing animals are the
marten, beaver, otter, wolverene, fisher-bear, lynx,
fox, mink, ermine, and muskrat.

The red fox is especially large and handsome.
Its black or “silver ” variety frequently commands
a price of from one to five hundred dollars.

They
are taken chiefly in the north-east.

A curious varia-
tion seems to occur from one period to another in
the relative proportion of silvers and reds taken.
In 1907 there were brought in at one point
seventeen silvers, twenty “cross” foxes, and one
hundred and thirteen of the common red ones.
Yet during some periods almost no silvers at all
are caught, whatever the abundance of their red
variety. All three colours may appear in one litter
of the common red fox. It is a remarkable upturn
of fortune’s wheel that brings to the hunter one
of the finer skins, the equivalent, perhaps, of his
ordinary earnings for as much as one or two
years. An Eskimo at Hopedale received five
hundred dollars for a pair of matched silvers this
year. Occasional prices are yet higher.

In general the better hunters make incomes
which are really handsome when their limited
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requirements are considered. Furs to an average
annual value of about one thousand dollars for the
twenty-nine years ending in 1904 were brought in
by a mountaineer in the Lake St John district.
Latterly the deer-skin tent is found only in
the north, the use of cotton cloth having become
general. The families move as may be necessary,
passing to fresh ground as the game becomes
thinned. In many districts the part of the women
and children in gaining subsistence is quite as
important as that of the hunter, whose principal
effort may be directed toward taking fur. The
surest reliance, usually, is fish. On the shore of
some lake the lodge is raised, the nets and snares
set near by, and the hunter is free to care for his
distant traps, while the family bring in the fish,
rabbits, and ptarmigan, which constitute the living.
The ptarmigan are commonly shot, a light gun
being usually available for camp use. The hunter
may go unarmed, taking only his small axe and
dog. He sometimes sleeps far out on a line of
traps, coming home finally with perhaps a lynx
or porcupine, or a few spruce partridges snared
from trees with a noose tied to a pole of fishing-
rod dimensions. No game is more valued for the
kettle than the beaver, and this not more by the
natives than by the chance traveller, whatever his
traditions. The lynx and porcupine are also in
favour, the white meat of the former being
specially liked. The other fur-bearers are rarely
aten excepting in times of scarcity, the diabolical
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INDIAN CUSTOMS 9

wolverene last of all. In the season of open water

ducks, geese, and muskrats vary the fare. The
fish are of peculiar excellence, from the ouinanish,
trout and lake trout to the less valued pike and
red and white suckers. The northern
is generally reckoned the best of all.
The people of the northern barren lands are
often limited in winter to caribou and fish, the

whitefish

former uncertain in their migrating movements,
and the latter more or less dormant and unavail-
able under the seven to nine feet of ice which
covers the lakes.

Woodland caribou are found in moderate

numbers in the timbered areas of the south,

mixing sometimes with the barren ground variety

from the north. The latter still move in great

migrations from the northern shores about Ungava,
scattering in the timber south as far as the coast
near Belle Isle. Along with these in

some
numbers are the wolves.

Their long high-pitched
howl, the ultimate note of the wilderness, falls
occasionally upon the ear of the twilight camper.
This, and the cry of the loon from the lakes,
with the crowing bleat of the ptarmigan in the
low scrub, are the chance evening sounds of the
barrens.

Throughout much of the country the hunting-
lands have been passed down by customs of inheri-
tance similar to our own. Two days’ travel, it may
be, in width, by three days’ in length, is held by
the same family from one generation to another.
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In the want of a son, a daughter’s husband may
succeed to the hunting, the daughter’s mother
perhaps living with the young people. Although
the hunting regions of the peninsula afford as
much as two or three hundred thousand acres to
each lodge, subsistence is nevertheless precarious.
In the south some reserve provision is usually
taken into the hunting-grounds from the coast.
Northward, serious straits and actual starvation
are not uncommon. From the St Lawrence
region fires have run over immense areas of the
inland in dry times, burning the very soil from
the rocks. The great fire of the Saguenay ran
from near the St Maurice River to the Romaine,
700 miles, sweeping the country from the gulf
to the Height of Land. With the ruin of the
best game districts the caribou diminished greatly,
and the people of the plateau were forced to
the shores. Hind’s account of the misfortune of
these refugees is pathetic in the extreme. Failing
the air and sunshine of the high interior they
passed into gloom and despondency, falling a
ready prey to pneumonia, consumption, and the
various diseases of an unwonted mode of life.
The southern half of the country is occupied
by the Montagnais or Mountaineers, a branch of
the Cree family. Their dialect is near enough to
the Cree to permit convenient intercourse. The
Nascaupees, who hunt northward into the barrens,
are properly Swampy Crees, who very possibly
left their ancient home south-west of Hudson
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FISHER FOLK 11

Bay to escape the Iroquois incursions of two or
three centuries ago. Something of the old fear
of the Iroquois still exists among hunting Indians
from the St Lawrence north. The mother still
frightens her children with the name. A strange
canoe in the distance, a party on the snow, still
bring the thought of the dread *“ Nadowessie.”

The Mountaineers and some of the northern
people are nominally Christians, being under the
influence of the Catholic Oblate Fathers on the
Gulf, and the Church of England missions on
Hudson Bay. Their old beliefs are not wholly
relinquished. The pagan Indians of the north
often have more than one wife, and their way
of living is little changed by contact with the
white race.

The eastern coast in summer is given over to
the fisheries. In 1907 some forty-four hundred
schooners cleared from Newfoundland for the north,
practically all for the Labrador cod fishing. Fifty
thousand fishermen, perhaps sixty, take the chances
of the early ice, and sooner or later either scatter for
the short season among the shore stations of the
southerly coast, or, fishing as “floaters,” enliven
the littoral to the latitudes of the walrus and white
bear at Nachvack and Chidley.

A fixed population occupies sparsely the bays
as far as Nain, subsisting by fur-hunting, sealing
and fishing; they shade in complexion from the
sea - bronze of the pure white to the uncom-
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promising colour of the wind-blackened Eskimo
at Hopedale and Nain, and are referred to some-
times as “livyeres.” As do the unmixed Eskimo
from Nain to the north, they sweep the shores
with dogs and komatiks the winter long, seal-
hunting and visiting, and driving far up the inner
bays to the rivers for firewood and the inland
game. Scarcity of food occurs often enough, with-
out, however, actual starvation. A few livyeres of
Hamilton Inlet hunt far inland, going by water.
Lumbering is in progress near the head of the
Inlet. Trading posts have been long established
at Rigolet and Northwest River, and the popula-
tion here and in Sandwich Bay adjoining is con-
siderable.

Governed, however lightly, by Newfoundland,
the fishing-coast is traversed by a mail steamer
from St John’s to Nain every two or three weeks
during open water. A physician, whose dental
forceps are no mean part of his really good equip-
ment, treats all comers at the hundred stopping
places of the round trip. Well known is the
extraordinary establishment of the Deep Sea
Mission, with its hospitals, co-operative stores,
and, not least, the hospital ship, Strathcona, whose
unremitting voyages have gone far to lift from
a neglected people the pathetic consciousness of
needless suffering. The Mission has risen at the
hands of Dr Wilfred Grenfell, who is his own pilot
upon the Strathcona, and with something like a
charmed life navigates the whole intricate coast.
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While quite a literature has grown up in
connection with the Deep Sea Mission, the work
of the Moravians remains comparatively unknown
to the outer world. Since the year 1770 they
have numbered the Labrador Eskimo among
their several aboriginal charges. Missions are now
maintained at Mokkovik, Hopedale, Nain, Okkak,
Hebron, Ramah, and Killinik. Many natives about
the older stations can read their own tongue. They
are taught, given medical treatment, and tided over
the occasional bad fishing seasons. Deaths from
starvation do not now occur. All products of
the people are bought at the Mission stores; seal
skins and seal boots, blubber, codfish, salmon, trout
aribou meat, and fur.

The very existence of these Eskimo as a race
depends upon continuance of the present paternal
system of the missionaries. At the mercy of
ordinary traders their end, through poverty and
disease, would be speedy. Their ultimate future
seems not too bright, yet a race whose courage is
tuned to meet indifferently the walrus and white
bear with hand weapons, or the dangers of the
far-shifting ice edge in winter, is not without
claims upon the more fortunate. They number
nearly a thousand ; a cheerful, well-disposed people,
perhaps as far as any from raising the question
whether life is worth living.

Few missions of all history, perhaps none at
the present day, bear stronger witness to the
power of religious devotion than this of the
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north. To surroundings more sternly repelling,
refinement and cultivation could not well be con-
signed. The visible reward is mere existence. In
summer the ship comes, though in the north it
may fail. There are visits to the cabins in the
bays, the services, the dealings at the store—and
the years go on. Ninety dollars is the annual
salary of the missionary in charge, fifty-five that
of the storekeeper, with house-room, but only part
of the living. At seven years old the children
must go; they must be educated across the sea;
they do not return. Yet missionaries are not
wanting ; enough have the call.

Exploration of the peninsula, contrary to pre-
vailing impressions, has been extensive. Dis-
regarding the wunrecorded wanderings of the
“Coureurs des Bois” of the early French period,
and the unmapped and little known journeys of
their missionary successors and of a few chance
fur-traders in still later years, the accumulation
of more or less available material is surprisingly
large. From the crossing of the neck of the
peninsula to Hudson Bay by Pére Albanel in
1674, with his incidental passage of Mistassini, to
the now historical voyages of the Hubbards, it
is probable that nearly all important features of
land and water, excepting in the far north-west,
have come under the eye of some intelligent
traveller.

More than thirty names of explorers of note
are listed in Dr Low's report to the Canadian
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TRAVELS IN THE INTERIOR 15

Geological Survey. For many years previous to
the great interior work of Dr Low, communicable
knowledge of the more remote inland was confined
almost wholly to officers of the Hudson’s Bay
Company, whose plateau trading posts, now only
two in number, were reached by river and lake
voyages which left few large districts untraversed.
The company’s established policy of reserve pre-
vented publication of the extensive information
acquired during its operations. From a map
made by two of its officers, however, the dotted
outlines of the region about Nichicun were trans-
ferred to the present map of the Geological Survey
by Dr Low. An excellent map was made by
Pére Babel during his wanderings with the Indians
from 1866 to 1870, covering certain waters in the
same region. The two volumes of Henry Yule
Hind, long the standard work of reference on
Labrador, brought together a large amount of
information which is still interesting. The estab-
lishment of Fort Chimo was made by an inland
journey in 1827, from Richmond Gulf. This
route now appears upon the map as surveyed by
Low. It was followed by Mr and Mrs Tasker
of Philadelphia in 1906, during a daring single-
canoe journey in which they were accompanied
by Mrs Hubbard’s chief men, George Elson and
Job Chapies.

In 1839 John M‘Lean, a Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany’s officer, discovered the Grand or M‘Lean
Falls of the Hamilton. These were first measured
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by Henry G. Bryant of Philadelphia in 1891, their
height being a little over 800 feet, and they were
visited the same summer by Messrs Cary and Cole
of Bowdoin College.

The first passage from Fort Chimo to Hamilton
Inlet, by the Northwest or Nascaupee River, was
made by M‘Lean in the winter of 1838. With
a small party he started from Chimo in January,
left Michikamau February 5th, arriving at North-
west River Post, February 16th. Returning he
reached “ highest land,” doubtless somewhere about
Michikamau, in fourteen days, taking eighteen
days more to Chimo. During recent years Pere
Lacasse made the journey in summer with Indians.
The journey of Leonidas Hubbard, Jr., in the
same region, followed in 1903. Mrs Hubbard’s
journey, two years later, took place as the first
tracing out of the important stream now locally
known as the Nascaupee.

The only inland exploration, accompanied by
the accurate methods of a full surveying party,
was that done by the government expeditions of
the Province of Quebec, and of the Canadian
Geological Survey. The operations of the former
were confined to the southern slope and the neck
of the peninsula towards James Bay, a large total
of work nevertheless. Systematic explorations of
the farther interior were carried out by Dr Low
during the years from 1892 to 1895, involving
a series of remarkable and successful journeys.
Especially notable were the expeditions of 1898
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DR LOW’'S WORK 17

and 1894, covering inland travel amounting to
4,460 miles. From Lake St John he went to
Ungava by way of Mistassini, Nichicun, Kania-
piskau and the Koksoak River. On January 19th
in the next winter he started from Hamilton
Inlet, upon snow, hauled canoes and outfit 300
miles before the breaking up of the rivers, spent
the open - water season surveying Michikamau
and the greater branches of the Hamilton, and
descended in the fall to the St Lawrence by the
Romaine and St John Rivers. His report on the
Labrador Peninsula, published by the Canadian
Geological Survey at Ottawa, is a large, closely-
printed book of nearly four hundred pages, treat-
ing in detail of the geography, geology, zoology,
and botany of the country, together with its
history, climate, and inhabitants.

The only large scale map of the peninsula now
available is that accompanying this report.

An exploring or surveying expedition of persons
foreign to the country must take provisions for
nearly its whole stay inland. The one great
difficulty, especially if the party is unused to such
travel, is in carrying the necessary supplies over
the portages. Even the problem of finding the
way would be comparatively unimportant if a
party could go light with merely their individual
kits. The labour of heavy portaging over rough
obstructed ground is quite beyond the strength
and endurance of unaccustomed persons. The

native Indian can go light, often getting most
B
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of his food as he goes, and appearing almost
indifferent whether he is carrying his canoe over
the trackless hills, or is paddling smoothly over
the lakes between portages. On the other hand,
Low required a week, even with his Indian crews,
in crossing the Ten Mile portage of the Bersimis,
which a light party of four Indians and two white
men have passed in little more than a half day.
The portage includes a mountain upwards of 1,000
feet high. If actual progress is taken account of,
the efforts of a fully-equipped party of amateurs
over such ground becomes rather a burlesque.
A sad handicap, in truth, is the “white man’s
burden,” amusing as it is to the aborigines.

John M‘Lean’s winter travel was a fair example
of what may be done by professional methods.
The summer route up Northwest River is some-
what longer than the winter one. An Indian, with
his family, expects to take fifteen or sixteen days
in going from Northwest River to Michikamau in
summer ; a party of Indian men, going light, ten
or eleven days.

The main question of equipment, of fixed out-
fit, is almost strangely simple. As it is through-
out other parts of Northern Canada, so in the
Labrador, the explorer's means of progress are
still those of the primitive Indian; and of
forms differing but slightly, if at all, from those
handed down from time immemorial. In winter
the snow-shoe, the tabanask, and it may be the
dogs; in summer the portable canoe, the paddle
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and setting-pole, and the portaging strap—these
are the long time insignia of the fur countries,
indispensables of the northern way, of which it is
not too much to say that passing now to serve
the sports of our civilisation they will remain the
principal legacy to later times of their aboriginal
inventors. As to the canoe itself, the substitu-
tion of canvas for bark has proved measurably
an advantage, as also a metal tip for the setting

pole is often worth its transport. In the matter

of clothing, for day or night, little has been gained.
Our textiles, if they wash better than skins, wear
comparatively ill; and the moccasin, save for
wading stony rivers and like service, remains
unequalled. For wading purposes a thick-soled
shoe of firm leather with hobnails is excellent,
and will serve also to save feet

and moccasins
on stony portages.

For ordinary canoe trips, involving only a
quarter or a fifth the total distance in land
portaging, strong moccasins last some weeks with-
out repairs. Our vegetable threads rot rapidly

when often wet, involving frequent repairs,

although the leather may not be affected. The

sinew used for sewing by Indians and Eskimo

outlasts the other material of the moceasin.

Unless one has a spare change of footwear mend-
ing may become necessary at most inconvenient

times. Stout bags, tent cloth, ete., furnish toler-

able material for moccasins. Heavy canvas ones

might well be better than those of leather for
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wading, the latter sort being a source of danger
and something like torture when used on slippery
round shingle in river - beds. For long trips,
summer or winter, woollen foot-wraps—the piuas-
hagan of the Indians—are better than stockings,
requiring no repairs and being easily dried.

To the problem of food supply, the vital one
of wilderness travel and existence, our advanced
age has contributed but one important agency—
the gun. Even this by no means supersedes the
native means of taking food. Snares and wooden
traps, spears for deer and fish, and above all the
gill net, these in the hands of the indigenous race
still, in main, supply the living throughout the
greater part of the northern inland. In the farther
north-east, when fall supplies become exhausted
and the long cold of midwinter finds the people
in extremity, it is still the old wooden hook to

which is committed the sometimes forlorn hope of

attracting, in the utmost depths of the lakes, the
semi-torpid namaycush from his winter retirement.

Beyond the primitive means already mentioned,
with of course some form of tent, few appliances
could be readily named which in any indispensable
way have served the progress of such expeditions
as that of Mr Hubbard. Steel axes, knives and
hooks may be reckoned—these by the way being
improvements on the old stone age implements
chiefly in material. The compass has doubtless
been essential, even in the presence of Indian
companions ; likewise the modern means of making
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fire. At any rate no white traveller should be

without matches, watertight in metal case, and
he should not only have a pocket compass, but
what is not so common a possession, the requisite
confidence in its indications.

As to the net, it must be said in justice to

Mr Hubbard’s forethought, that he had by no
means planned to make his trip without one.
Arriving at Hamilton Inlet, however, at the height
of the fishing season, when the netmakers were
pursuing night and day their greatest and fleeting
opportunity of the year, he was unable to get
a new net made, and put up hopefully with what
was to be had.

Then followed the ascent of the Susan, the
arduous drawn-out journey across country and
the dwindling of physical strength to the point
of peril, by reason largely of the failure of ordinary
tackle to meet the needs of the party. The doubt-
less unfortunate mistaking of the Susan River for
the larger Nascaupee was partly caused by undue
confidence in the official map, supported by the
assurances of the shore people that the river came
in “at the end of the lake.” Probably enough
it was the same shore people who furnished Dr
Low the descriptions from which his conjectural
outlines were afterwards dotted upon the map.
While blame for the inaccuracy of such broken-
line details does not attach to the map-maker,
it reflects little credit upon local sources of
information that even Dr Low should have been
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so considerably misled as to features near and
familiar to the life - long dwellers of the inlet.
As to inland features it is to be mentioned that
the map of the Canadian Geological Survey is
the only one here referred to.

In it the outline of Grand Lake was not only
inaccurate as to the mouth of the Nascaupee, but
much out of place and drawn half as long again
as it actually is. Likewise upon the Atlantic slope
east of the George recent observations have shown
the important Barren Grounds River, flowing from
south-west, to be little more than imaginary ; the
drainage system of a large part of its supposed
basin being occupied by two rivers which flow
from about west for nearly a hundred miles from
the coast, and empty at points many miles apart.
Neither of these rivers is locally called Barren
Grounds River, this name being given by the
Indians to what we call the George.

The uncertainties attending a journey through
such a country without guides or maps are evident
What might not be so well realised,
in the inevitable comparison of Mr Hubbard’s
frustrated achievements with the successes of Low
and others, is that the great work of the Ottawa
Survey would have been impossible without native
guides, unless by a relatively enormous outlay
of time and expense.

It is no more than due to those concerned
to maintain that the feat of self - support over
such a route for nearly three months is hardly
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paralleled in the history of similar unprofessional
parties. The month of cold weather, following
the long reducing earlier period, found them in
a position to tax the resources of the hardiest,
most capable natives of the soil. Lest it be
thought that a good degree of practical woods-
manship would have kept them from arriving
in such straits let it be realised that the little-
known history of the dwellers in the country
abounds with instances of distress in just such
situations, and we of another mode of life—and
death—cannot well realise how rarely it is that
the hunter of the farther north can feel himself
for a whole season secure from starvation.

Once cold weather has set in not all the
woodcraft of the Americas is sufficient to insure
the traveller’s subsistence throughout a long cross-
country trip in the north-east. Native Indians,
settled in well-known and chosen places in advance
of cold weather, have an excellent chance of
getting along; yet even with these, in the very
country where our party turned back, a starving
time occurs every few years, and perhaps half
the people are dead in their lodges by spring.

Such was the end of certain families hunting the
middle part of the ground traversed by Hubbard.
For twelve years the district remained unhunted.
On George River these happenings seem not
especially due to modern destruction of the game,
but correspond with old conditions which appear
to have existed for generations.

Accordingly
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John M‘Lean’s account of his cold weather journey
between Ungava and Hamilton Inlet, seventy
years ago, is largely a succession of references to
narrow escapes and death from starvation. The
circumstances of this journey from Northwest
River post to Chimo are singularly like those
of Mr Hubbard. He would surely have died
had it not been for an Indian who left him fifty
miles out, and fortunately had strength to reach
the post and send back relief. Yet M‘Lean had
followed this life as a profession for many years,
had local guides and due equipment. A storm
compared with the one which windbound Mr
Hubbard’s expedition would have sealed his fate,
and his “Twenty-five Years in the Hudson Bay
Territory ” would never have been written.

To the south-westward of the region we are
concerned with, lies the basin of the great East
Main River, many hundreds of miles long, which
discharges into Hudson Bay. On this river, for
a long term of years, the deaths from starvation
were more than from all other causes combined.

Southward from East Main River about
Mistassini Lake, the Indians could not subsist
without the aid of the Hudson’s Bay Company
according to the formal report of Dr Low to the
Geological Survey.

In abandoning the canoe and Beaver River
Hubbard showed confidence in the remaining
strength of the party. The land route was
known, the Beaver was not; and his experience
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with unknown rivers had been disheartening. His
confidence was justified, if narrowly, as to the
others. Few persons are competent medical
advisers for themselves, and there is reason for sup-
posing that Hubbard was not one of these. With
him the spirit was ever dominant. His remnant
of endurance was for the others to estimate.

Within but a day’s march of safety, for
a strong man, the end came. During his last
weeks of life the central figure of these events
met the sterner tests of manhood as few are
given to do. In the presence of his later diary
the spirit of unfriendly criticism may well forego
its mission. This might be otherwise. Not un-
naturally might the party’s last period have been
marked by surrender to fear, by the selfish dis-
regard of one another’s fate, or worse, which has
appeared too often in connection with similar
straits. Then, as the world goes, the cynic’s
criticism, the irreverent touch, might be expected.
Yet even then it could be urged that judged in
such a spirit few expeditions to the north would
escape a bad showing. Many expeditions into such
countries as northern Labrador have lost men, or
escaped doing so by a mere chance. The list is
long.

In uninhabited regions fate is often near. Few
are the travellers of the north who have not chanced
upon the day when a *trivial happening” would
have led to a tragic end, and they who have known
the northern way can best understand how unkind
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were the happenings which bore against unflinch-
ing Hubbard and his companions from the time
they resolved on retreat.
It fell to Mrs Hubbard, by an impulse which
does not need explanation, to complete her
husband’s work. The final tragedy of his ex-
pedition had aroused wide concern as well as
interest in the circumstances. The event was
followed by much printed comment, which if ]
almost always sympathetic and responsive to

Mr Hubbard’s elevation of spirit, was often 1
accompanied by criticism of his equipment and (
capability. It may be said that in no instance '
did this criticism come from any of the few who t
by experience or study of the subject of subarctic t
travel were qualified to pronounce in such a matter. |
The confidence and freedom of the various writers t
in their criticism was nearly in proportion to their I
unfamiliarity with such travel. h
In bringing together for publication the avail-
able material bearing upon the expedition it fi
became evident to Mrs Hubbard that only by n
actual performance of the original undertaking ! te
could her husband’s name be cleared from the | a)
reproach of having entered lightly upon an ill- u
advised and dangerous project. In the absence s}
of information about the country she could not ol
otherwise qualify herself to impart to others her ri
conviction of the reasonably good conception and be
management of the venture. 1 of

So it came that she set forth, with her two ! fo
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canoes, from Hamilton Inlet. She mapped the
great Northwest or Nascaupee River, encountered
the caribou migration at the Height of Land,
observed the primitive Nascaupee Indians of the
George, and made her way finally to Ungava
Bay on Hudson Straits. These were the objects
for which her husband had risked and striven;
to her courage and steadfastness nothing that he
had hoped for was denied.

The most important of the results was the
mapping of Northwest River. Its source, as the
outlet of Michikamau, had already been astro-
nomically located by Low. Half the length of
the river, more or less, had been navigated by
the Indians, the other half not even by them.
The only known white man who had ever travelled
the summer portage route of the Indians was
Pére Lacasse. M‘Lean, in his winter journeys
had not seen the upper course of the river at all.

The size and importance of the river made its
final establishment upon the map, a contribution
much appreciated by geographers, and was one
to minister to the pride of any explorer. The
approximations of the official map are peculiarly
unfortunate in their inaccuracy. Seal Lake is
shown upon a branch far from its proper place
on the main river. The important sweep of the
river to the north is a feature wholly unguessed
before Mrs Hubbard’s return. Her running map
of the river, not only in geographical interest, but
for the practical purposes of the traveller is as
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sufficient as if accurately surveyed, and her results
from the longer George River, if of necessity
somewhat less reliable, are so good as to be in-
dispensable to the future voyager.

The migration of the Labrador caribou has
been observed by few of our race, and will be
seen by few or none in future. The great herds
are diminishing. So with the Nascaupees in their
hunting grounds, with their skin tents and un-
changed ways—all will soon pass.

Yet they who read will most linger upon the
strength of purpose which underlay the achieve-
ment. The husband’s spirit descended upon the
expedition. Courage and devotion failed not the
untried leader, nor skill and faithfulness the men
who kept their trust.

The long-time traveller of the north must
adjust his eyes to a new horizon before seeing
as it is this latest picture. The embarkation of
a woman, slight, young, with her four Indians,
the journey through the ill-omened wastes where
her husband’s march had ended; the unfailing
thought to fulfil the purpose of him who had
gone, to save his memory — these are not the
commonplaces of summer trips. The long weeks
of delay on the fierce Nascaupee, the voyage
through great Michikamau and the vast caribou
herds about the Height of Land, the hoped-for
meeting with the Mountaineers and Nascaupees
upon their “Barren Grounds River,” where many
have starved, and the entry into the post at
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Ungava unshaken and unharmed—the tale may but
slowly unfold itself to the imagination. Almost
six hundred miles was the distance; up the
untraversed Nascaupee, swift, wild, and down the
almost equally unknown George; from Hamilton
Inlet to Ungava, the “farther place” of the
Eskimo.







A WOMAN'S WAY
THROUGH UNEKENOWN LABRADOR







CHAPTER 1
LEONIDAS HUBBARD, Ju~ior

THERE was an unusual excitement and interest
in Mr Hubbard’s face when he came home one
evening in January of 1903.

We had just seated ourselves at the dinner-
table, when leaning forward he handed me a letter
to read. It contained the very pleasing informa-
tion that we were shortly to receive a,

<

for us,
rather large sum of money. It was good news,
but it did not quite account for Mr Hubbard’s
present state of mind, and I looked up enquiringly.

“You see, Wife, it means that I can take my
Labrador trip whether any one sends me or not,”
he said triumphantly.

His eyes glowed and darkened and in his voice
was the ring of a great enthusiasm, for he had seen
a Vision, and this trip was a vital part of his dream,

The dream had begun years ago, when a boy
lay out under the apple trees of a quiet farm in
Southern Michigan with elbows resting on the
pages of an old school geography, chin in palms
and feet in air. The book was open at the map
of Canada, and there on the other page were
pictures of Indians dressed in skins with war
33 c
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bonnets on their heads; pictures of white hunters
also dressed in skins, paddling bark canoes; winter
pictures of dog-teams and sledges, the driver on
his snow-shoes, his long whip in hand. The boy
would have given all the arrow-heads he had for
just one look at what he saw pictured there.

He was born, this boy, of generations of pioneer
ancestors, the line on his mother’s side running
back to Flanders of three hundred years ago,
through Michael Paulus Van Der Voort, who came
to America from Dendermonde, East Flanders,
and whose marriage on November 18th, 1640, to
Marie Rappelyea, was the fifth recorded marriage
in New Amsterdam, now New York. A branch
runs back in England to John Rogers the martyr.
It is the boast of this family that none of the blood
has ever been known to ‘show the white feather.”
Among those ancestors of recent date of whose
deeds he was specially proud, were the great-
grandfather, Samuel Rogers, a pioneer preacher of
the Church of Christ among the early settlers
of Kentucky and Missouri, and the Grandfather
Hubbard who took his part in the Indian fights
of Ohio’s early history. On both mother’s and
father’s side is a record of brave, high-hearted,
clean-living men and women, strong in Christian
faith, lovers of nature, all of them, and thus
partakers in rich measure of that which ennobles
life.

The father, Leonidas Hubbard, had come
“’cross country” from Deerfield, Ohio, with gun
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on shoulder, when Michigan was still a wilderness,
and had chosen this site for his future home. He
had taught in a school for a time in his young
but the call of the out-of-doors was
too strong, and forth he went again. When the
responsibilities of life made it necessary for him
to limit his wanderings he had halted here:; and
here on July 12th, 1872, the
Hubbard, Jr., was born.

manhood ;

son, l.eonidas

He began by taking things very much to
heart, joys and sorrows alike. In his play he was
always setting himself some unaccomplishable task,
and then flying into a rage because he could not

do it. The first great trouble came with the

advent of a baby sister who, some foolish one told

him, would steal from him his mother’s heart.

Passionately he implored a big cousin to
that little baby out and chop its head off.”
Later he found it all

“take

a mistake, that his
mother’s heart was still his own, and so he was
reconciled.

From earliest recollection he had listened with
wide eyes through winter evenings, while over a
pan of baldwin apples his father talked with some
neighbour who had dropped in, of the early days
when they had hunted deer and wolves and wild
turkeys over this country where were now the

thrifty Michigan farms. There were, too, his

father’s stories of his own adventures as hunter
and miner in the mountains of the West.

It seemed to him the time would never come
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when he would be big enough to hunt and trap
and travel through the forests as his father had
done. He grew so slowly: but the years did pass,
and at last one day the boy almost died of gladness
when his father told him he was big enough now to
learn to trap, and that he should have a lesson to-
morrow. It was the first great overwhelming joy.

There was also a first great crime.

While waiting for this happy time to come he
had learned to do other things, among them to
throw stones. It was necessary, however, to be
careful what was aimed at. The birds made
tempting marks: but song-birds were sacred
things, and temptation had to be resisted.

One day while he played in the yard with his
little sister, resentment having turned to devotion,
a wren flew down to the wood pile and began its
song. It happened at that very moment he had a
stone in his hand. He didn’t quite have time to
think before the stone was gone and the bird
dropped dead. Dumb with horror the two gazed
at each other. Beyond doubt all he could now
expect was to go straight to torment. After
one long look they turned and walked silently
away in opposite directions. Never afterwards
did they mention the incident to each other.

A new life began for him with his trapping.
He learned to fish as well, for besides being a
hunter, his father was an angler of State-wide
reputation. The days on which his father accom-
panied him along the banks of the St Joe, or to
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some more distant stream, were very specially happy
ones. His cup was filled quite full when, on the
day he was twelve years old, a rifle all his own
was placed in his hands. Father and son then
hunted together.

While thus growing intimate with the living
things of the woods and streams, his question was
not so much “What ¢” as “Why?” As reading
ame to take a larger part in life and interest to
reach out to human beings, again his question was
“Why ?” So when other heroes took their places
beside his father for their share of homage, they were
loved and honoured for that which prompted their
achievements more than for the deeds themselves.

Passionately fond of history, with its natural
accompaniment geography, he revelled, as does
every normal boy, in stories of the wars, Indian
stories and tales of travel and adventure. His
imagination kindled by what he had read, and the
oft-repeated tales of frontier life in which the

courage, endurance, and high honour of his own
pioneer forefathers stood out strong and clear, it
was but natural that the boy under the apple trees
should feel romance in every bit of forest, every
stream ; that his thoughts should be reaching to-
wards the out-of-the-way places of the earth where
life was still that of the pioneer with the untamed
wilderness lying across his path, and on into the
wilderness itself.

Though born with all the instincts of the hunter,

he was born also with an exquisitely tender and
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sympathetic nature, which made him do strange
things for a boy.

One day a toad hopped into the beeyard and
his father was about to kill it. 'The boy petitioned
for its life and carried it away. It came back.
Again it returned and
this time was taken clear to the river.

Again it was carried away.

Once a much loved aunt came to visit at his
home bringing the little sister a beautiful, new doll.
That night she trotted off to bed hugging the new

treasure close. The boy did not love dolls; but
when he saw the old, rag baby left lonely and
forsaken he quietly picked it up and carried it to
bed with him.

Years afterwards, when on a canoe trip on the
Moose River, a disconsolate looking little Indian
dog came and sat shyly watching us while we broke
camp. We learned that the Indian owners had
gone to the bush leaving him to fare as he might
through the coming winter. When our canoe
pushed out into the river there was an extra
passenger. We brought him home to Congers,
where he immediately carried consternation into
the neighbouring chicken yards, convinced that he
had found the finest partridge country on earth.

When sixteen the boy went to attend the
Angola (Indiana) Normal School. Here his deci-
sion for Christ was made. He was baptized and
united with the Church of Christ. Three years
later his teaching took him to Northern Michigan
where he found a wider range than he had yet

e
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known, and in the great pine forests of that country
he did his first real exploring. Here were clear,
cold streams with their trout and grayling, and here,
when his work admitted, he hunted and fished and
dreamed out his plans, his thoughts turning ever
more insistently to the big, outside world where
his heroes did their work.

He entered the University of Michigan, Ann
Arbor, in 1893. High strung and sensitive, with
a driving energy and ambition to have part in the
larger work of the world, he suffered during the
early part of his course all the agonies that come
to those of such a nature while they grope in the
dark for that which they are fitted to do. He
reached out in many directions in his effort to
provide the needful money to enable him to take
his course, but without a sense of special fitness in
any. It came, however, with his earliest attempts
in journalistic work. The discovery, with its
measure of self-recognition, brought a thrill that
compensated for all the dark hours. He now felt
assured of success.

His life in the University was one of varied
and unceasing activity. In his studies history,
literature, psychology claimed his special interest.
He was an enthusiast in athletics, and found his
field in running and boxing. The contest was as
the wine of life to him. He was active in the
literary and debating societies, and prominent in
the Student’s Christian Association, attending and
taking part in the work of the local branch of the
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Church of Christ. His first newspaper work was
done as an amateur on the college press. Then
came assignments from the local dailies and corre-
spondence for the Detroit papers.

He possessed the “news sense” to an unusual
degree, delighting to take “beats” from under the
very feet of his brother reporters.

In 1897 while he was still in Ann Arbor,
just before Dr James B. Angell, President of the
University, left on his mission to Turkey, a telegram
came from a Detroit evening paper directing him
to see Dr Angell and ask why he had changed his
date of sailing.

Dr Angell was not in the habit of telling
reporters what he did not wish them to know,
and when asked the question replied: *“ Haven't
a word to say. I really don’t know anything
new at all.” Then with a smile, which he fondly
believed to be inscrutable, he remarked: “ Why, I
don’t even know whether I'll go to Turkey or not.”

A few minutes later those last words of the
President were reported over the wires, without
the sarcasm and without the smile. That very
evening, in big headlines on the first page, it was
announced that there was some hitch, and that
President Angell might not go as Minister to
the Court of the Sultan.

The correspondents of the morning papers
hastened to see President Angell, who insisted
that if he had made such a remark it was in fun.
But it was unavailing. The despatch had stirred
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up the officials in Washington, and the morning
papers that printed the President’s explanation
printed over it the official statement, that the
Porte was objecting to Dr Angell, on account
of his close relationship with the Congregational
Missionary Board.

After his graduation in 1897, he took a position
on the staff of a Detroit evening paper. Much
of the two years of his newspaper work there
was spent in Lansing covering State politics. In
this line of work lay his chief interest, though he
by no means confined himself to it.

His work made it possible for him to indulge
his bent for dipping into the by-ways of human
life. Utterly fearless, resolute, persistent, there
was yet in his manner a beautiful simplicity, a
gentleness and interest that rarely failed to dis-
arm and win admission where he desired to
enter. Added to this equipment were a fine
sense of humour, a subtle sympathy, and a
passionate tenderness for any one or anything
lonely or neglected or in trouble. So, as only
the few do, he learned “ Why.”

Here amidst the struggles and temptations,
the joys and disappointments, the successes and
mistakes of his busy life, one hero rose surely to
a place above all others, a place that was never
usurped—*“ the man, Christ Jesus,” worshipped in

the years that were left, not only as the Redeemer
of the world, but as his ideal hero.
This was his manliest man, so grandly strong
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and brave, yet so inexpressibly sweet-spirited and
gentle, with a great human heart that, understand-
ing so wholly, was yet so little understood ; that
in the midst of overwhelming work and care and
loneliness hungered for human love and sympathy,
giving so generously of its own great store,
receiving so little in return. Here he found the
strong purpose, the indomitable will, the courage
that, accepting the hard things of life, could yet go
unfalteringly forward, to the accomplishment of
a great work, even though there was ever before
Him the consciousness that at the end must come
the great sacrifice.

In 1899 he decided to launch out into the
wider field, which journalistic work in the East
offered, and in the summer of that year he came
to New York. Many were the predictions of
brother reporters and friends that he would starve
in the great city. It was a struggle. He knew
no one, had letters to no one, but that was rather
as he wished it than otherwise. He liked to test
his own fitness. It meant risk, but he knew his
own capabilities and believed in his own resource-
fulness. He had thoroughly convinced himself
that the men who achieve are those who do what
other men are afraid to do. The difficulty would
be to get an opening. That done, he had no
fear of what would follow.

He began his quest with a capital of less than
five dollars. There were many disappointments,
much weariness, and a long fast which came near
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to persuading him that his friends’ predictions
were perhaps about to be fulfilled. But he got
his opening.

Staggering with weakness, he had lived for two
days in momentary dread of arrest for drunken-
ness. Then just when it seemed that he could go
no farther, a former acquaintance from the West,
of whose presence in the city he was unaware,

met him. Among the first questions was: “ Do

you need money?” and forthwith a generous

That day
one of his special stories was accepted, and only
a few days later he was taken on the staff of
the Daily News, where soon the best assignments
of the paper were given him.

fifteen dollars was placed in his hand.

“Do you know why you are getting the best
work to do here?” asked one of the new friends.

“Why?”

“It’s because your white.”’

This position he retained until May of the
following year, meantime contributing to the
editorial page of The Saturday Evening Post.
Then an attack of typhoid lost him his position ;
but he had made loyal friends, who delighted to
come to his aid. Something of the quality of
his own loyalty is expressed in an entry in his
diary shortly after leaving the hospital.

“ Many
good lessons in human nature.

Learned much
about who are the 7eal friends, who may be

trusted to a finish, who are not quitters, but it

! Generous and wholly honourable.
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shall not be written.” During the period of his
convalescence which he spent among the Shawan-
gunk Mountains of Sullivan County, New York,
he decided that if it were possible he would not
go back to newspaper work. A friend had sent
him a letter of introduction to the editor of
Outing, which in August he presented, and was
asked to bring in an article on the preservation
of the Adirondack Park as a national playground.
The article proved acceptable, and thenceforth
most of his work was done for that magazine.

In September he wrote his friend, Mr James
A. Le Roy.

“My pear Jim,—I think that regardless of
your frightful neglect I shall be obliged to write
you another note expressing sense of under-obliga-
tionness to you for that letter. It is the best
thing I've run up against so to speak. As a
result of it I am to have the pleasure of hasten-
ing Detroitward. There I shall register at the
House. 1 shall sit in the window with
my feet higher than my head, and wear a one-
hundred-and-fifty-dollar-a-week air of nonchalance.
When the festive Detroit reporter shys past
looking hungrily at the café, I'll look at my
watch with a wonder-if-it's-time-to-dress-for-dinner
air and fill his soul with envy. This has been
the dream that has haunted me ever since those
childhood days when you and I ate at Spaghetti’s
and then went to the —— House to talk it
over. I shall carry out the dire scheme and then
—well, then, if Fate says for me to hustle across
the Great Divide, I'll go with the feeling that
life has not been in vain.”

- o~
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Later, January 14th of the following year, to

the same friend, who was then in Manila
secretary to Dean Worcester.

as

“You may think it wondrous strange that
I should be here in Canada in mid-winter when
I could as well be south. There is a mystery,
and since you are on the other side of the world
[ don't mind telling. I am here on a filibustering
expedition. I made a firm resolution some months
ago that a certain portion of Canada should be
annexed to the United States. I am here fostering
annexation sentiment, and have succeeded so well
that the consent is unanimous, and the annexation
will occur just as soon as L. H., junior, is able
to pay board for two, which will probably be a
matter of a few weeks. So don’t be surprised if
you receive a square envelope containing an
announcement which reads something like this:

Mr and Mrs

of Bewdley, Ontario,
announce the

- of their daughter

to

Mr LroNipas Hussarp, Jr.”
On his return to New York, a short time
later, he was assigned a trip through the Southern
States. Hence a telegram, on January 29th, to
a quiet Canadian town. On January 31st a quiet
wedding in a little church in New York, and
then five months in the mountains of Virginia,
North Carolina, Tennessee, and among the forests
and cotton plantations of Mississippi.

Besides the work done for the magazine on this
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trip, he gave the Atlantic Monthly two articles,
“The Moonshiner at Home,” and * Barataria:
The Ruins of a Pirate Kingdom.”

During the fall, winter and early spring, our
home was in Wurtsboro, Sullivan County, New
York, a quaint old village in the beautiful Mama-
kating valley. Here he hunted and fished and
worked. February found him on a snow-shoe trip
in Northern Quebec with the Montagnais Indian
trappers, the outcome of which was his “ Children
of the Bush.”

On April 1st, 1902, he entered the office as
assistant editor of Outing. Here was a new field
and another opportunity for testing his fitness.
He threw himself into the work with character-
istic energy and enthusiasm, and his influence on
the magazine was marked from the first. He
soon succeeded in projecting into it something of
his own passionately human personality. In the
fall of that year a noted angler commented to
him on the change in it and his responsibility.

“When a big salmon comes to the top, there
is a great swirl on the water. You don't see the
salmon, but you know he is there,” he said.

Office work left little time for writing ; but in
the early autumn of that year a vacation trip to
the north shore of Lake Superior gave him two
articles, “Where Romance Lingers,” and *“ Oft
Days on Superior’'s North Shore.”

In January 1903 the trip to Labrador was
decided on, and his preparation for it begun.
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Before the winter was over his plans were made.
On May 13th it was arranged with the magazine
that it should go as an Quting expedition. The
preparations held for him the many difficulties and
trials common to such undertakings, but also,
perhaps, more than the usual pleasures.

The big map of Labrador looked back from the
wall of the little study in Congers. We stood
before it a long time discussing plans and possi-
bilities. Then an eager, happy face was turned
to me as he told how he would write the story
and how he would have grown when he came
home again.

On June 20th he sailed from New York with
his little party.
In January following came that short message,

“Mr Hubbard died October 18th in the interior
of Labrador.”

In March were received the letters containing
that final record of his life, which took from the

hearts of those who loved him best the intoler-

able bitterness, because it told that he had not
only dreamed his dream — ke had attained his
Vision.

It was a short, full life journey, and a joyous,

undaunted heart that traversed it. Almost the

most beautiful of its attributes was the joyousness.
He was “glad of Life because it gave him a
chance to love and to work and to play.”
He never failed to “look up at the stars.”
He thought * every day of Christ.”
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Sometimes towards evening in dreary November,
when the clouds hang heavy and low, covering all
the sky, and the hills are solemn and sombre, and
the wind is cold, and the lake black and sullen, a
break in the dark veil lets through a splash of
glorious sunshine. It is so very beautiful as it
falls into the gloom that your breath draws in
quick and you watch it with a thrill.

Then you
see that it moves towards you.

All at once you
are in the midst of it, it is falling round you and
seems to have paused as if it meant to stay with
you and go no farther.

While you revel in this wonderful light that
has stopped to enfold you, suddenly it is not fall-
ing round you any more, and you see it moving
steadily on again, out over the marsh with its
bordering evergreens, touching with beauty every
place it falls upon, forward up the valley, unwaver-
ing, without pause, till you are holding your breath
as it begins to climb the hills away yonder.

It is gone.

The smoke blue clouds hang lower and heavier,
the hills stand more grimly solemn and sombre,
the wind is cold, the lake darker and more sullen,
and the beauty has gone out of the marsh.

Then—then it is night.

But you do not forget the Light.

You know it still shines—somewhere.
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CHAPTER II
SLIPPING AWAY INTO THE WILDERNESS

[T was on the 15th of July, 1903, that Leonidas
Hubbard, Jr., my husband, with two companions,
set out from Northwest River post, near the head
of Lake Melville, for a canoe trip into the interior
of Labrador, which he hoped would not only afford
him an interesting wilderness experience but also
an opportunity to explore and map one, and
perhaps two, large rivers, the Northwest River
draining Lake Michikamau to Lake Melville, and
the George River draining the northern slope of
the plateau to Ungava Bay.

Misled by information obtained at the post,
which corresponded with the indications of the
map he carried, that of the Geological Survey of
Canada, Mr Hubbard took the Susan River, which
enters Grand Lake at the head of a bay five miles
from its western end. The Susan River led them,
not by an open waterway to Lake Michikamau,
but up to the edge of the plateau, where they
became lost in the maze of its lakes. When
within sight of the great lake the party was
forced to begin a retreat, which Mr Hubbard did
49 D
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not survive to complete. He died in the far
interior, and the object of his expedition was
not achieved.

It seemed to me fit that my husband’s name
should reap the fruits of service which had cost
him so much, and in the summer of 1905 I my
self undertook the conduct of the second Hubbard
Expedition, and, with the advantage of the infor-
mation and experience obtained by the first, a
larger crew and a three weeks' earlier start,
successfully completed the work undertaken two
years before

My decision to undertake the completion of

my husband’s work was taken one day in January

of 1905. That evening I began making my plans

and preparations for the journey. Towards the
end of May they were completed, and on the
evening of the 16th of June I sailed from Halifax
for the Labrador, arriving at Northwest River
post, the real starting-point of my journey, on
Sunday morning, June 25th.

[t was with characteristic courtesy and hospi-
tality that M. Duclos, who was in charge of the
French trading post, placed himself and his house
at my service, and our coming was celebrated by
a dinner of wild goose, plum pudding, and coffee.
After the voyage from Halifax it seemed good
to rest a little with the firm earth under foot, and

where the walls of one's habitation were still.

Through the open windows came the fragrance
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of the spruce woods, and from the little piazza
in front of the house you could look down and
across Lake Melville, and away to the blue
mountains beyond, where the snow was still lying
in white masses.

The settlement at Northwest River consists

mainly of the two trading posts, the French post
with its three buildings—the house, store and oil
house—on the right bank of the river, close to its
discharge into Lake Melville, and higher up on
the opposite shore the line of low, white buildings
of the Hudson’s Bay Company post. A few tiny
planters’ homes complete the sum total of its
greatness.

Monday morning the work of preparation for
departure into the wilderness began. My crew
numbered four, chief among whom was George
Elson, who had loyally served Mr Hubbard in
1903, and who, with rare skill and rarer devotion,
had recovered Mr Hubbard’s body and his photo-
graphic material from the interior in the depths

of the following winter. The other two men were

Joseph Iserhoff, a Russian half-breed, and Job
Chapies, a pure blood Cree Indian. These three
men were expert hunters and canoemen, having
been born and brought up in the James Bay
country, and they came to me from Missanabie

some 700 miles west of Montreal. The fourth

was Gilbert Blake, a half - breed Eskimo boy
trapper, one of the two young lads of the rescue
party George Elson had sent back two years
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before, when his heroic, but unsuccessful, efforts
to save Mr Hubbard’s life had brought him to
Donald Blake's house. Through the courtesy of
M. Duclos, in whose service he was employed at
the time of my arrival, he was released that he
might go with me. The men were splendid,
capable - looking fellows, with an air of quiet
dignity and self - possession about them, which
comes from conscious ability and character.
Gilbert was a bright - faced, merry-hearted boy,
with a reputation for being a willing worker,
which he fully lived up to on the journey. All
seemed thoroughly to enjoy the prospect of the
trip, and their assurance greatly added to my
ease of mind.

A deeper touch of anxiety was added for me
by information obtained at Rigolette to the effect
that the Hudson’s Bay Company’s steamer, Pelican,
my only means of return to civilisation before the
closing in of winter, would be at the post at
Ungava, my destination, the last week in August.
That left us two months to make the journey,
which, at the shortest, would carry us across 550
miles of Labrador wilderness. It seemed a great
deal to expect, but the men were confident and
only eager to be started.

The task of unpacking, rearranging, and com-
pleting my outfit was not accomplished when night
came. A number of the things I had counted on
procuring at the posts were not to be had—the
stores being almost empty of supplies. However,
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M. Duclos and Mr Cotter of the Hudson’s Bay
Company cheerfully raided their own domiciles to
supply my lack ; substitutes were improvised, and
shortly after noon on Tuesday the outfit was com-
pleted and loaded into the canoes. To my great
satisfaction they were found to carry the load
easily, riding well out of the water.
There were two canoes, canvas covered and
19 feet long, 13 inches deep, 34 inches wide, and
with each of them three paddles and a sponge. The
remainder of the outfit consisted of 2 balloon-silk
tents, 1 stove, 7 waterproof canvas bags, one dozen
10 1b. waterproof balloon-silk bags, 3 tarpaulins,
392 lbs. of flour, 4 lbs. baking powder, 15 lbs. rice, 20
cans standard emergency rations, 12 lbs. tea, 12 Ibs.
chocolate, 60 lbs. sugar, 20 lbs. erbswurst, 1 oz. cry-
stalose, 4 cans condensed milk, 4 cans condensed
soup, 5 lbs. hard tack, 200 lbs. bacon, 14 lbs. salt.
There were kitchen utensils — 8 small axes, 1
crooked knife, and 2 nets. The outfit of firearms
consisted of two rifles, a 45-70 with 60 rounds of
ammunition, and a 38-55 with 100 rounds. FEach
of the men had a 22 cal. 10-inch barrel, single shot
pistol for partridges and other small game. KEach
also carried a hunting knife, a pair of light wool
amp blankets, and an extra pair of *“ shoe-packs.”
For myself, I had a revolver, a hunting knife,
and some fishing tackle; one three and a quarter
by four and a quarter folding pocket kodak, one
panoram kodak, a sextant, and artificial horizon,

a barometer, a thermometer. I wore a short skirt
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over knickerbockers,
which were attached
and hunting knife.
brimmed soft felt.

a short sweater, and a belt to
my cartridge pouch, revolver,
My hat was a rather narrow
I had one pair of heavy leather
moccasins reaching almost to my knees, one pair of
high seal - skin boots, one pair low ones, which
M. Duclos had given me, and three pairs of duffel.
Of underwear I had four suits and five pairs of
stockings, all wool. I took also a rubber automobile
shirt, a long, Swedish dog-skin coat, one pair leather
gloves, one pair woollen gloves, and a blouse—for
Sundays. For my tent I had an air mattress, crib
size, one pair light grey camp blankets, one light
wool comfortable, weighing 31 lbs., one little feather
pillow, and a hot-water bottle.

It was 8.15 r.m., July 27th, when the last details
of preparation were completed, and we were ready
to start with all Northwest River to see us off.

“You will be all right, Mrs Hubbard,” said
Mr Cotter. “ At first I did not think you could
do it, but I have changed my mind. You can do
it, and without any trouble too. Good-bye, and
the best of success to you.”

The farewell wishes of M. Duclos and M.
Fournier, his assistant, were not less enthusiastic.
M. Duclos ran forward a little, kodak in hand, and
as the canoe glided past up the river, he said: I
have ze las’ picture, Madame.”

A few minutes’ paddling carried the canoes

round the point, and the two posts were lost to
sight.
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It did not seem strange or unnatural to be
setting out as I was on such an errand. Rather
there came a sense of unspeakable relief in thus
slipping away into the wilderness, with the privilege
of attempting the completion of the work my
husband had undertaken to do. Everything looked
hopeful for my plans, and I was only glad to be
really started on my way at last. Behind me in
my canoe sat the trusty hero whose courage and
honour and fidelity made my venture possible, and
who took from my shoulders so much of the
responsibility. Through George Elson I engaged
and paid the other men of my party, and on him I
relied to communicate to them my plans and my
directions and desires.

It was a perfect day. The air was clear as
crystal, and the water, the greenwoods, the hills and
mountains with lines and patches of white upon
them, the sky with its big, soft clouds made such
a combination of green and blue and silver as I
had never seen except in Labrador. Before five
oclock we had passed the rapid at the head of
the three-mile stretch of river draining Grand
Lake to Lake Melville, to which alone the natives
give the name Northwest River, and turned into
Grand Lake.

The thought of Grand Lake had troubled me
a little. It is forty miles long and four miles wide,
and only a little wind is needed to make such a
body of water impassable for loaded canoes. M.
Duclos had offered his yacht to take us to the
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mouth of the Nascaupee River, but when we were
ready to start there was not enough wind to carry
her past the rapid, and we decided not to wait.
On entering the lake we turned to the right and
landed to put up our first sails. Soon they were
caught by the light breeze and, together with the
quick paddle strokes, carried the canoes at a rapid
pace towards Cape Corbeau, which rose high and
commanding twelve miles away.

At 6 r.m. we landed for supper, hard tack and
bacon and tea, and then as quickly as might be
were on our way again. There was need to make
the most of such perfect conditions for passing
Grand Lake. Sunset, and we were nearing Cape
Corbeau. Then came twilight which was almost
more beautiful, and T sat sometimes thinking my
own thoughts, sometimes listening to George and
Job as they chatted with each other in Indian.
Ten o'clock came, and still the dip, dip, of the
paddles went on. Now and again they were laid
across the canoe, and the pipes came out, or the
tired arms rested a little. It was not till eleven
that we finally turned in to camp at Silver Pine
Lodge, having made twenty -two miles of our
journey. The sky was still light in the north-west.

The men soon had a roaring camp fire, for it
had grown cold after sunset. We had a second
supper, and at 12.45 a.m. I made the last entry in
my diary and went to my tent. Meanwhile, the
light slowly shifted from west to east along the
northern sky, but did not fade away. The men
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did not put up their tent, but lay beside the fire,
for we meant to be up betimes and try to make
the mouth of the Nascaupee River before the
lake, which was already roughening a little, became
impassable.

At 3 am. George called, “ All aboard.” A
quick breakfast, and we were started. Paddling
straight towards Berry Head we passed it about
six o'clock, and by 8 a.m. were safe on the Nas-
caupee River, where the winds could not greatly
trouble us.

The sand-hills stand about the wide-mouthed
bay into which the river flows, and many little
wooded islands lie at its head, and in the river’s
mouth, which is entirely obscured by them, so
that it is not until you are close upon them that
the river can be seen. For a mile we threaded
our way among these islands and found ourselves
at the mouth of the Crooked River where it enters
the Nascaupee on the north. The two river
courses lie near together for some distance,
separated only by a sandy plateau, in places little
more than a mile wide.

At 10 a.m. we halted for lunch, and after the
meal the men lay down in the willows to sleep.
I tried to sleep too, but could not. The Susan
River had been so rough and hard to travel, and
this river was so big, and deep, and fine. The
thought of what missing it two years before had
cost would not be shut out.

After a bite, at 3 r.m. we were off again, and
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had gone only a little way when George exclaimed,
“Who's that? Why, it’s a bear.”

On the farther side of the river walking along
the hill was a huge black bear. I had never
before seen one anywhere but in the Zoo, and
the sight of this big fellow enjoying the freedom
of his native country gave me quite a new sensa-
tion. At first we decided not to molest him.
A full supply of provisions made it unnecessary
to secure game now, and at this time of the
year the skin would be of no value. The men
sent a few rifle shots in his direction, though
not with any thought of their hitting him. They
had the effect of making him quicken his pace,
however, and the trail took him up to the top
of the hill where, as he went leisurely along, his
big form clearly outlined against the sky, he
proved too great a temptation. Suddenly the
anoe shot out across the river, and on the other
shore ran into the mouth of a little stream at the
foot of a big sand-hill.

Job hurried off with the rifle, and George
and I followed as I was able. We had to cross a
broad belt of tangled willows, and to know what
that means, one must do it; but the prospect of
at least getting on the edge of a bear chase is
great inducement when once you become a little
excited, and I scrambled through. The hill was
steep and thickly strewn with windfalls about which
the new growth had sprung up. Its top was
like the thin edge of a wedge, and the farther
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side dropped, a steep sand -bank, to the stream
which flowed at its foot. When we were hardly
more than half-way up, there was the sound of
a shot and a funny, little, shrill cry from Job.
Bruin had been climbing the sand-bank, and was
nearly at the top when Job fired. The bullet
evidently struck him for, doubling up, his head
between his legs, he rolled over and over to the
foot of the bank. When I reached the top of
the hill he was on his feet again and running
down along the edge of the stream. There had
been only one cartridge in the rifle, and Job
rushed down the hill to the canoe for more.

Joe and Gilbert had crossed the river meantime
and were landing near our canoe. The stream
turned abruptly round the foot of the hill close
to them, and 1 wondered what would happen
when Bruin appeared suddenly round the bend.
Evidently Bruin had the best eyes—or nose—
for, on coming to the bend, he turned suddenly
and started back up-stream; but again changing
his mind he made up over the hill where we had
first seen him. I was still panting and trembling
with the exertion of my climb, but I took out
my revolver and sent a few shots after him. It
is hardly needful to say they did not hurt the
bear. When Job and Gilbert came up with the
rifles to where we were standing he was just
disappearing over the top of the hill, having
apparently been little injured, and so the chase
was not followed up.
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Our camp that night was on a high sand-bank
on the north shore of the river. The place chosen
looked rough and unpromising to me, for the
ground was thickly strewn with windfalls. All
this part of the country had been burned over
many years ago, and was very desolate looking.
The men, however, pronounced the place Ma-
losh-an! Ma-losh-an! (fine! fine!) and in less
than an hour the tents were pitched and m de
comfortable. New experiences seemed to be
coming thick and fast, for we had supper of
porcupine down on the rocks at the shore. I
did not like it.

I used my air mattress that night, building it
up at the head with my dunnage bag, and at the
foot with boughs. My hot-water bottle was also
alled into requisition, for it was cold. They
were both better than I had hoped, and I slept

as comfortably as if in the most luxurious
apartment.
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CHAPTER III

CLIMBING THE RAPIDS

Tue call < All aboard,” came at about six o'clock
on Thursday morning. We had breakfast, and
started at 8 a.m. A cold north-west wind was
blowing, and an occasional light shower fell. The
sand-hills on either side of the river grew higher
as we went up, with always the willows along the
water edge. Miles ahead we could see Mounts
Sawyer and Elizabeth rising blue and fine above
the other hills, and thus standing up from the
desolation of the burnt lands all about; they
ame as a foreword of what was awaiting us
farther on.

Not far from camp we took another porcupine.
There were beaver signs too, willows cut off' and
floating down-stream along the shore. Leaning
over Job picked one up and handed it back to
me to show me how cleverly they do their work.
A rabbit ran up from the water edge. Now it
was a muskrct lying in among the willows. He
was evidently trying to decide which way to go,
and in a moment or two began swimming straight
towards the pistols that were being loaded for him.
61
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I was a little startled and exclaimed, Why, what'’s
the matter with him? Is he hurt?” Where-
upon the men laughed so heartily that the rat
almost escaped. I did not understand that it was
the swift current which was carrying him against
his will directly towards us, and could only think
that he must have been sick, or hurt perhaps, to
make him do so strange a thing. From that time
forward, “ What’s the matter with him? Is he
hurt ?” became a byword in camp.

Thirteen miles above Grand Lake we reached
the portage route by which the Indians avoid the
roughest part of the river. It leads out on the
north bank opposite the mouth of the Red Wine
River, passing up to the higher country, through
a chain of lakes, and entering the river again at
Seal Lake. By this route the Indians reach Seal
Lake from Northwest River in less than two
weeks, taking just twenty-one days to make the
journey through to Lake Michikamau.

The trappers told us that, going by the river,
it would take a month to reach Seal Lake. I
wished very much to keep to the river route,
because Mr Hubbard would have had to do so
had he not missed the way, there being no Indians
within reach, at the time he made his journey,
from whom he could obtain information. Yet
our time was short. From an Indian, whom we
found at Northwest River, I had a map of the
portage ; but it was crude, and we should not be
able to make the trip as quickly as the Indians
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even at best. It was quite possible that a good
deal of time might have to be spent looking for
the trail, for it was old and would not be easily
found. It was hard to decide what was best to
do.

Going ashore the men hastily examined the
trail. The council which followed resulted in a
decision to keep to the river. The work would
be harder, but we should probably make as good
progress and reach Seal Lake as soon as by going
through the lakes.

Above this point the river swings more to
the north, and the current grows swifter as you
ascend. A little before noon we landed at Point
Lucie, a high, sandy point, which stands out into
the river at the foot of the first rapid. Here the
trappers leave their boats and make no attempt
to take canoes farther up, but portage their pro-
visions and traps the remaining forty miles to Seal
Lake. It semed quite thrilling to have arrived
at the wonderful rapids I had heard so much
about. It made me tremble a little to think of
sometimes being on them in a canoe, for there
was so much water, and the river looked so big.

Below Point Lucie a broad bed of loose rocks
reached high up at its foot, and in the curve
of the point were great sand and gravel-covered
hummocks of ice. For some distance below us
the farther and right bank of the river was lined
with huge ice-banks, still ten and twelve feet thick,
which extended up almost to where the river came
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pouring out from the foot of Mount Sawyer, in a
leaping, foaming torrent. At this point the river

a mile wide, which broke the water into channels,
the widest, deepest, and swiftest of which flowed
along the farther shore. The smaller and shallower
ones curved into the bay above Point Lucie. A
short distance above us several of these united,
and from there the water was deep and swift and
poured round Point Lucie with tremendous force.
Around the curve of the bay and stranded in
the river-bed were more ice-banks.

While George, Joe, and Gilbert were busy
preparing lunch Job disappeared into the woods.
Some time later he came back with four stout dry
poles. They were about nine feet long and two and
a half inches in diameter at the lower end. After
lunch the work of shaving and shoeing them began,
and the crooked knife came into use. It was fine
to watch Job’s quick, deft strokes as he made them
ready. The “shods” George had brought from
Missanabie. These were made at Moose Factory,
and were the kind used throughout the James Bay
country. They were hollow cone-shaped pieces of
iron a quarter of an inch thick and open down one
side, so that they might not break with the strain.
They were four inches long, rounded and solid at
the small end, and on either side, about an inch
from the top, was a hole to admit the nail which
fastened the pole in place. When finished they
looked as if meant for heavy work.

spread out over a bed of loose rocks about half
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All being now ready to proceed George said :
““We will get in around the point, Mrs Hubbard.”

I wondered why, and concluded it must be
because the water was so swift at the point. 1
still wondered why George did not stay to help
Job; for as all their conversations were carried on
in Indian,

I was in darkness as to what was to
happen.

In silence 1 waited for developments.
A little distance above the point, near where the
water was deeper and not so swift, I looked back,
and to my astonishment I saw Job poling the
canoe through the swift water alone. But this
was mild surprise compared with what was await-
ing me.

We were soon in the canoe, and for nearly half
a mile they poled up the swift current. The water
was deep, and sometimes they bent over the poles
till their hands dipped into the water.

It seemed
as if they must certainly fall overboard.

I expected
every minute to find myself perforce taking a
header into the deep water.

Sometimes we brushed
the edge of a big ice-bank.

The moment the poles

were lifted the canoe stopped its forward move-
ment, and if they were not quickly set again it
began to slip back with the current. At last the
water became too shallow and rough and we went
ashore. Here the portaging began, and I climbed
up over the ice-banks and walked along the shore.
Even while ice and snow lingered, the flowers were
beginning to bloom, and 1 found two tiny blue
violets. On reaching the deepest part of the bay
E
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I turned to look back. Job was bringing one of
the canoes up the rapid with two full portage loads
in it. I could scarcely believe what I saw, and
ran eagerly down to secure a photograph of this
wonderful feat. But my powers of astonishment
reached their limit when later I saw him calmly
bringing the canoe round the bend at the foot
of Mount Sawyer and up into the narrower part
of the river. Now I was not alone in my wonder.
Both George and Joe watched with interest equal
to mine, for even they had never seen a canoeman
pole in water so rough.

Job looked as if in his element. The wilder
the rapid the more he seemed to enjoy it. He
would stand in the stern of the canoe, right foot
back, left forward with leg against the thwart, with
set pole holding it steady in the rushing, roar-
ing water while he looked the way over, choosing
out his course. Then he would move the canoe
forward again, twisting its nose now this way, now
that, in the most marvellous fashion, and when he
drove it into the rush of water pouring round a
big rock the pole would bend and tremble with
the weight and strain he put upon it. Sometimes
I could hardly breathe while watching him. After
taking one canoe some distance above the bend
he went back for the second, and all the remainder
of the afternoon Job climbed hills of water in the
canoes.

That evening our camp was again on top of a
high bank thirty feet or more above the river. Joe
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and Gilbert put up the tents, while down at our
camp fire at the shore George made the bannocks
and Job skinned, dressed, and cooked the porcu-
pine. When it grew so dark that I could not see

to write I went to help cook bannocks. It seemed
good to be near the fire too, for it was growing

cold. George and Job chatted merrily in Indian,

Job evidently as fond of fun as George. The fun
suddenly came to an end, however, when Gilbert
came down to say that the

: tube of my bed-pump
was missing. It was

too true. The thing was
not to be found anywhere.
when the stuff was handed
morning.

It had been dropped
down the bank in the

It seemed a quite serious matter to me, know-
ing as I did from past experience that I cannot
sleep on the ground long without growing very
tired, when I lose my nerve and am afraid to do
anything. I did not like to think of the possibility
of either growing desperate and wanting to turn
back or breaking down under the strain of going

on. Some one would have to go back for the tube,

and time was precious now.

[t would be trying
to lose a day. While

I sat rather disconsolate
considering the situation, George conceived the
brilliant idea of having Gilbert turn himself into
an air-pump, which he did quite cheerfully, and
very soon my bed was as tight and firm as need
be, and peace reigned again.

When at last we assembled for supper it was
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nearly 10 p.m., and the stars were (-omi.ng out
over Mount Sawyer. The meal was a quiet one,
for all were tired, and well content to listen in
silence to the music of the river, as softly the
night-gloom gathered unto itself the wilderness.

AT

o o o

DI

Fripay
wonderf\
Labrado
one nuis
They ha
and whe
found th
a meal ¢
seemed t
squealing
some of
ground w;
reminded
While
walked alo
men did n
all except
against goi
careful, but
grew more
be near the
were so st




P B TN

CHAPTER 1V

DISASTER WHICH THREATENED DEFEAT

Fripay morning was warm and bright. It seemed
wonderful to be having so much fine weather in
Labrador, and not a fly or mosquito as yet. The
one nuisance we had met was mice or lemmings.
They had been busy with my hat in the night,
and when I came to put it on that morning I

found there was a hole eaten in the crown and

a meal or two taken out of the brim. There
seemed to be thousands of them, and they ran
squealing about everywhere, great fat fellows,
some of them as big as grey squirrels. The
ground was so perforated with their holes that it
reminded one of a porous plaster.

While the outfit was being brought up I
walked along the shore watching the rapids. The
men did not like to see me go near the river at
all except when in the canoe, and warned me
against going to the rapids. 1 promised to be
areful, but not to keep away altogether, for they
grew more and more fascinating. I wanted to
be near them and watch them all the time. They

were so strong, so irresistible. They rushed on
69
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so fast, and nothing could stop them. They would
find a way over or around every obstacle that
might be placed before them. It made one wish
that it were possible to join them and share in
their strength. About a mile above camp 1
stepped out on a great boulder close to where
they were very heavy. The rock seemed large
enough so that I could scarcely fall off if 1
tried; but when the men came up George said:
“ Mrs Hubbard, you must not do that.”

“Why?”

“You will get dizzy and fall in.”

“But I do not get dizzy.”

“Maybe you think you will not. It is all
right when you are looking at the rapid, but it
is when you turn that you will fall. It is very
dangerous. If you are going to do that we will
just turn round and go back to Northwest River.”

That settled the matter.

The river here became impracticable, and Job
went forward to hunt out the trail. The sand-
hills at this point stood back a little from the
river. The low-lying land between was thickly
wooded, but up on the hills the walking was good.
So the trail was cut straight up the bank which
was eighty feet high and very steep.

If any one supposes that cutting a trail means
making a nice, smooth little path through the
woods, let him revise his ideas. The hill-side was
a network of new growth and windfalls. Now
and again | made the mistake of calling them

i
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|
deadfalls. Certainly all women, and perhaps a
few men, would think the mistake pardonable
could they see the trail which led straight over
the tangled heaps of fallen tree-trunks. I watched
the men carrying the canoes and their heavy loads
over these with wonder almost equal to that with
which T had looked at Job’s work in the rapids.
The outfit made about four loads each for them,

and when it was all safe on top of the hill, Joe sat
down trembling like a leaf. George looked a bit
shaky, and Gilbert very hot and tired.

Joe said: “In a week George and 1 will be
hardened up so that there won't be any trembling.”

Job said : “ Always hard.”

By noon it had grown very hot. There was
scarcely a stir in the air, and the sun beat down
on the sand-hills in no gentle manner. The
perspiration ran down the men’s faces as they
carried, and the flies were beginning to come.
After lunch Job set up two impromptu wigwams,
stringing a tarpaulin over each, and under these
shelters the men rested till 4 r.m. By camping
time the outfit had been moved up over the
portage about a mile, and I had learned some-
thing more about what packing means.

All day it had been slow, hot work, and the men
were tired. 1 thought I would take a hand in
making camp and getting supper. We had a
beautiful camping-place, its only drawback being
the distance from the water supply, for we were
now 200 feet above the river, and some distance
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back from it. The ground was dry and moss
covered, and the scattered spruce supplied the
carpets for the tents which were soon ready for
the night.

There were bannocks to be made again, and 1
helped to cook them. It was no small surprise to
find how much art there is in doing it. At first I
thought I could teach the men a lot of things
about cooking bannocks, but it was not long
before 1 began to suspect that I had something
to learn. They were made simply with the flour,
salt, baking-powder and water, but without any
shortening. This made them tough, but they
carried better so. As George said: “You can
throw them round, or sit on them, or jump on
them, and they are just as good after you have
done it as before.”

In cooking them a piece of the dough is taken
and worked into a round lump, which is pressed
flat into a frying-pan. It is then placed before
the fire till the upper side of the bannock is
slightly browned, when it is turned and replaced
till the other side is browned. As soon as the
bannock is stiff enough to stand on its edge it is
taken out of the pan to make room for more, and
placed before a rock near the fire, or on a pair of
forked sticks until it has had time, as nearly as can
be calculated, to cook half-way through. Then
it is turned again and allowed to cook from the
other side. In this process the possibilities in the

way of burning hands and face, and of dropping
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the bannocks into the fire and ashes are great. 1
seemed to take advantage of them all, but if my
efforts were not much help they certainly furnished
amusement for the men.

FOLLOWING THE TRAIL

The task is a long one
too, and it was nine o'clock when supper was ready.

Job, who had been absent for some time,

returned now with a report that three-quarters of
a mile farther on we could again take the river.
Despite the day’s work he looked all alive with

interest and energy. He loved to pole up a rapid

or hunt out a trail just as an artist loves to paint.

Supper over, we sat at the camp fire for a little
while. The sunset light still tinged the sky back
of Mount Sawyer, and from its foot came up the

roar of the rapid. Now and again a bird’s evening

song came down to us from the woods on the hill
above, and in the tent Joe was playing softly on
the mouth organ, *“ Annie Laurie” and * Comin’

through the Rye.” After 1 had gone to my tent

the men sang, very softly, an Indian * Paddling
Song.”

A stream of bright sunlight on the roof of my
tent roused me on Saturday morning, and mingling
with the sound of the river came a

gain that of the
“ Paddling Song.”

At breakfast all were exclaim-
ing over the wonderful weather, George insisting
that he did not believe this could be Labrador at all.

That morning I was to make my maiden

attempt at following a new trail, and when the
last load was ready I went first to try my fortunes.
The trail meant just a little snip off the bark of a
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young tree here, the top of a bush freshly broken
there, again a little branch cut showing that the
axe had been used. There was not a sign of any
path. The way was not always the easiest, and
sometimes not the shortest, but it was always the
quickest. My heart quite swelled with pride when
I reached the river at 8.830 a.M., having missed the
trail but once, and having found it again with little
delay. Already it had grown hot on the hills, and
the mosquitoes were beginning to come, so that
it was good to be back at the river again; but
before the men went away for more loads I had to
promise very solemnly that I would not go on the
rocks by the rapids.

By noon the whole outfit was at the river, we
had lunch, and the men rested an hour and then
we were off again. A mile of paddling and two
short portages brought us to the head of what the
trappers call “ Three Mile Rapid.” The river was
very picturesque here, and in midstream were great
swells which curled back like ocean breakers as the
torrent of water poured over the boulders of the
river-bed. I smile now remembering how I asked
George if he thought I should see anything so fine
as this rapid on the rest of my journey.

Splendid as the rapids were, it was a great relief
to reach smooth water again, though the current
was still swift. Passing a bend half a mile above
we came in sight of a beautiful wooded island, and
saw that we had reached the edge of the burned-
over country. It would scarcely be possible to
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convey any adequate idea of the contrast. The
country had been grand with a desolate sort of
grandeur softened by the sunshine and water and
the beautiful skies, but now the
darkly-wooded hills was not only
weirdly beautiful as well.

When we had passed Mabelle Island the hills
seemed to close round us and were covered with

river with its

grand but was

tall, pointed evergreens, so dark in colour as some-
times to seem almost black. Always these have
been beautiful to me, with a mysterious kind of
beauty which sends through me feelings akin
to those I had when as a child I dreamed over
the wonderful pictures the Frost King left in the
night on the window panes. The river ahead was
too rough to proceed along the south shore, and
the men decided to cross.

It was very fearsome
looking.

Through a narrow opening in the hills
farther up, the river came pouring from between
dark, perpendicular walls of the evergreen in a
white, tossing rapid, widening again to one only
less turbulent. A heavy cloud hung over us,
throwing a deeper shade on the hills and turning
the water black save for the white foam of the
rapids, while down the narrow valley came a gale
of hot wind like a blast from a furnace. We
turned out into the river, and all paddled as if for
life. The canoe danced among the swells, but in
spite of our best efforts the rapid carried us swiftly
down. It was a wild ride, though we reached the

other shore in safety, and looking up the river I
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wondered what might be in store for us beyond
that narrow gateway. When we passed it would
the beyond prove as much like Hades as this was
suggestive of it? It seemed as if there we must
find ourselves within the mysteries.

After we landed, George turned, and in mildly
approving tone said: “I have seen lots of men
who would jump out of the canoe if we tried to
take them where you have been just now.”

Job’s quick eye had seen that the canoes could
be taken through the narrows on the north shore.
And when this part of the river was passed all
suggestion of Hades vanished. There stretched
before us Mountain Cat Lake, for beauty, a gem in
its setting of hills. It was half a mile wide and
two miles long. In the lower part were two small
wooded islands, but the upper part was clear.
Long spruce covered points reached out into its
waters, which still flowed so swiftly that instead
of paddling we poled along the shore. It was
amping time when we reached the head of
the lake, where the river comes down round a fine
gravel point in a decided rapid.

George remarked : “That would be a fine place
for Sunday camp.”

“Then why not camp there ?” I asked.

“Oh, no,” he replied emphatically ; *that would
not do at all. There would be no Sunday rest for
me. I'd have to be watching you all the time to
keep you away from that rapid.”

A little way up the river we came to another
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point which seemed even finer than the one at the
head of the lake, and on this we made our Sunday
ramp. There was no noisy rapid here. On the
opposite shore a long wooded hill sloped down to
a point a mile above camp, round which the river
came from the west. The sun was almost touch-
ing the hill-top, and below were low, gravel flats
covered with fresh spring green and cut by little
waterways, still as glass, and reflecting the sunset
colours. In the river above us were small wooded
islands, and away beyond them the blue ridges.
It would have been beautiful at any time, but now
in the calm evening, with the sunset light upon it,
it was peculiarly so, and seemed in a special way
to accord with the thought of the Sabbath rest.
There was not a word spoken in reference to it,
but about the men and in the way they did their
work was something which made you feel how
glad they were a resting time had come.

When the outfit had been landed, and the
canoes drawn up on shore, George walked up the
bank a little way, and there, with folded arms,
stood quite still for some time looking up the
river.

Presently I asked: “ What are you thinking,
George?”

“I was just thinking how proud I am of this
river,” he replied.

It seemed luxurious on Sunday morning to be
able to loiter over washing and dressing, to get
into clean clothes, to read a little, and to look at
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the day itself. I had strained both feet the day
before, and they were quite swollen, but did not
hurt very much. My hands and face, too, were
swollen and sore from the bites of the flies and
mosquitoes. Having a rooted dislike to wearing
a veil, I had deferred putting one on; but it
was plain now that Labrador flies were soon to
overrule all objections. When breakfast was
announced at 10.80 a.M. the men had been for
a swim, and appeared shaved and in clean clothes
—Joe and Gilbert in white moleskin trousers.
Everything was done in lazy fashion. Every one
loitered. It was washing day for all, and by noon
the bushes along the shore were decorated in spots
in most unwonted fashion. Later, walking up
the shore a little way I came upon Gilbert
cutting Joe’s hair.

In the afternoon the men lay in the tent or on
the bank under the trees reading their Bibles and
singing very softly, almost as if afraid of disturbing
the stillness of * the silent places,” some of the fine
old church hymns. A thunderstorm passed later,
but it lasted only a short time, and the evening was
fine. Job took a canoe and went up the river
scouting. As we sat on the shore by the camp
fire, after 9 p.M., and supper just ready, he came
floating down again. The river carried himm swiftly
past us and he called * Good -bye, Good - bye.”
Then all at once the canoe turned and slipped in
below the point. He reported the river rapid as
far as he went or could see.
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Monday we started at 8.80 a.Mm., crossing
to the other shore, where 1 walked along a
bear trail on the flats, while the men brought the
canoes up by polling and tracking. The morning

ras wonderfully clear, and millions of dewdrops
glistened on the low growth. The *country,” or
“ Indian,” tea which grew in abundance was in
blossom, and the air was filled with fragrance. It
seemed to me the most beautiful morning we had
yet had.

As the river grew more and more difficult part
of the outfit had to be portaged. Two miles
above camp about half a load was put into one of
the canoes, and slipping the noose of a tracking line
round the bow George and Gilbert went forward

with it, while Job and Joe got into the canoe to

pole. Had it not been for my confidence in them

I should have been anxious here, for the river was
very rough, and close to shore, where they would
have to go, was a big rock round which the water
poured in a way that to me looked impassable.
But I only thought, *“They will know how to
manage that,” and picking up my kodaks I climbed
up the bank to avoid the willows. I had just
reached the top when looking round I saw the
canoe turn bottom up like a flash, and both men
disappeared.

I stood unable to move.
Joe came up. He had caught the tracking line
and held to it. Then I saw Job appear. He had
not been able to hold to the

Almost immediately

anoe, The current
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had swept him off, and was now carrying him
down the river. My heart sickened at the sight,
and still I could not move. Then an eddy caught
him, and he went down out of sight again. Again
he appeared, and this time closer to us, for the
eddy had somehow thrown him in shore where
the water was not so deep. He was on his back
now and swimming a little, but could neither get
up nor turn over. I wondered why the men
stood motionless watching him. Then it dawned
on me that George was holding the canoe, and
[ found my voice to shout: *“ Run, Joe.” Joe's
own experience had for the moment dazed him,
but now he suddenly came to life. Springing
forward, he waded out and caught Job’s hand
before he was carried into deep water again. As
he felt himself safe in Joe's strong grasp, Job
asked: “Where 1s Mrs Hubbard? Is she all
right ?”

At first he did not seem able to get up, but
when George, on reaching the canoe, turned it
right side up, and to the utter astonishment of
every one, it appeared that nearly the whole load
was still in it—the sight revived Job. He got
up and came ashore to the canoe, which was
found still to contain the two tents, one rifle, my
fishing - road, the sextant, and artificial horizon,
a box of baking-powder, a box of chocolate, my
sweater, three of the men’s coats, and one tarpaulin.

It seemed nothing less than miraculous, for the

little craft had been bottom up for several minutes.
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During the reckoning Job heartened rapidly, and
was soon making a joke of the experience, though
this did not hide the fact that he had been well
shaken up.

For a time thankfulness at the escape of the
men, and that so much of the outfit had been
saved, made me oblivious of everything else.
Then gradually it came to the minds of the men
what was missing, but it was some time before
the list was complete, and I knew that we had
lost all the axes, all the frying-pans, all the extra
pole-shods, one pole, one paddle, the crooked
knife, two pack-straps. one sponge, one tarpaulin,
my stove, and Job’s hat and pipe. The loss of
the axes and the pole-shods was the most serious

result of the accident, and I wondered how much

that would mean, but had not the courage to

[ feared the men would think
they could not go on without the axes.

ask the question.

Soon they began to upbraid themselves for
putting both tents and all the axes into the same
canoe ; but there was no mention made of turning

back. All seemed only thankful that no lives
were lost.

While Job and Joe were changing
their wet clothing, George and Gilbert, as quickly
as possible, prepared lunch. Job, however, was very
quiet during the meal, and ate almost nothing.
Later, however, I could hear George and Joe in
fits of laughter. Job was entertaining them with
an account of his visit to the fishes. According

to his story, he had a most wonderful time down

there. F



CHAPTER V
TO THE BEND OF THE RIVER

Bevoxp this point our progress was slow and
difficult. There were days when we made less
than two miles, and these were the discouraging
days for me, because there was ever hanging over
me the thought of the necessity of reaching
Ungava by the last week in August—if I meant
to catch the ship there. However, by poling
and tracking, by lifting and dragging the canoe
through the shallow waters near the shore, or
again by carrying the entire outfit over the sand-
hills or across boulder - strewn valleys, we won
gradually forward.

It frightened me often to see the men take
their packs where they did. Sometimes it was
over a great bed of boulders, where the reindeer
moss was growing. This moss is a delicate grey-
green colour, exquisitely beautiful in form as
well, and as a background for the dark spruces
is wonderfully effective. We found it growing
luxuriantly almost everywhere, except in the
burned districts, and in places it is six inches in
height. When dry, it is brittle, and may be
82

CHAP, V]

crumb
is ver)
as slip
appeari
tree-tr
variety,
perilous
making
might )
led alo
where t
and wh
that of a
There w
Nascaup
any bear
had bee
woods w
above us
of them,
one I m
Here anc
the spruc
their ext
valleys. |
and barre
On the
by short st
to do. TI
lest T migl
many warn



car, v,) THE PORTAGE 83

crumbled to powder in the hands, but when wet
is very much the consistency of jelly, and just
as slippery. Through the wooded land the soil
appeared to be simply a tangle of fallen and decayed
tree-trunks grown over with thick moss of another
variety, in which you sank ankle deep, while dark
perilous looking holes yawned on every side,
making you feel that if once you went in you
might never appear again. Sometimes our way
led along a fine bear trail on a sandy terrace
where the wood growth was small and scattered,
and where the walking was smooth, and even as
that of a city street, but much softer and pleasanter.
There were many bear trails through this lower
Nascaupee country, though we did not again see
any bears, and one might actually think the trails
had been chosen with an eye to beauty. The
woods were very fine, the spruces towering far
above us straight as arrows. They were, many
of them, splendid specimens of their kind, and
one I measured was nine feet in circumference.
Here and there some balsam was found among
the spruces.

their extent
valleys.

These were true virgin forests, but
was limited to the narrow river
Out beyond, the hill-tops rose treeless
and barren.

On the portages the outfit was taken forward
by short stages, and I had a good deal of waiting
to do. The men did not like to leave me alone
lest I might possibly encounter a bear, and I had
many warnings to keep my rifle ready. and not to
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leave my waiting-place. Secretly I rather hoped
a bear would come along for I thought I could
manage him if he did not take me unawares.

Besides the interest of watching for the bear
I hoped to meet, I had, while we travelled in
the more open parts, the hills both up and down
the river to look at, and they were very beautiful
with their ever-changing colour. Mount Sawyer
and Mount Elizabeth were behind us now, and
away ahead were the blue ridges of hills with
one high and barren, standing out above the rest,
which T named Bald Mountain. I wondered much
what we should find there. What we did find
was a very riotous rapid and a very beautiful
Sunday camp.

Waiting in the lower wooded parts was not
as pleasant. Once | announced my intention of
setting up my fishing -rod and going down to
the river to fish, while the rest of the outfit was
being brought up. Sudden consternation over-
spread the faces of the men. In a tone of
mingled alarm, disapproval, suspicion, George
exclaimed: “ Yes; that is just what I was afraid
you would be doing. I think you had better
sit right down there by the rifles. There are
fresh bear tracks about here, and Job says they
run down there by the river.”

I could not help laughing at the alarm 1 had
created, but obediently sat down on the pile of
outfit by the rifles strongly suspecting, however,
that the bear tracks were invented, and that the

N
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real fear was on account of the river. It began
to be somewhat irksome to be so well taken
care of.

The mosquitoes and flies were now coming
thick and fast. I thought them very bad, but
George insisted that you could not even call this
a beginning. I wore a veil of black silk net,
but the mesh was hardly fine enough, and the
flies managed to crawl through. They would get
their heads in and then kick and struggle and
twist till they were all through, when they im
mediately proceeded to work. The men did not
seem to care to put their veils on even when
not at work, and I wondered how they could
take the little torments so calmly.

On the morning of July 6th we reached the
Seal Islands expansion. Around these islands
the river flows with such force and swiftness that
the water can be seen to pile up in ridges in the
channel. Here we found Donald Blake’s tilt.
Donald is Gilbert’s brother, and in winter they
trap together up the Nascaupee valley as far as
Seal Lake, which lies 100 miles from Northwest
River post. Often in imagination I had pictured
these little havens so far in the wilderness and
lonely, and now I had come to a real one. It
was a tiny log building set near the edge of
the river bank among the spruce trees. Around
it lay a thick bed of chips, and scattered about
were the skeletons of martens of last winter’s
catch. One had to stoop a good deal to get in
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at the narrow doorway. It was dark, and not
now an attractive-looking place; yet as thought
flew back to the white wilderness of a few months
before, the trapper and his long, solitary journeys
in the relentless cold, with at last the wolfish
night closing round him, it made all different,
and one realised a little how welcome must have
seemed the thought and the sight of the tiny
shelter.

In the tilt there was no window and no floor.
All the light came in through the doorway and
a small hole in the roof, meant to admit the
stove pipe. Hanging on the cross beams were
several covered pails containing rice, beans, flour,
lard, and near them a little cotton bag with a
few candles in it. Thrown across a beam was a
piece of deer-skin dressed for making or mending
snow-shoes ; and on a nail at the farther end was
a little seal-skin pouch in which were found needle,
thread, and a few buttons. A bunk was built into
the side of the room a few feet above the ground,
and lying in it an old tent. Beside a medley
heap of other things piled there, we found a
little Testament and a book of Gospel Songs.
The latter the men seemed greatly pleased to
find, and carried it away with them. We took
the candles also, and filled one pail with lard,
leaving one of the pieces of bacon in its place.
Already we were regretting that we had no lard
or candles with us. They had been cut out of
the list when we feared the canoes would not
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hold all the outfit, and later I had forgotten to
add them. The men were hungry for fried cakes,
and the lard meant a few of these as

a treat
row and then.

Gilbert had hoped to find an axe here, but
although he hunted everywhere there was none
to be found. He did, however, get his little
frying-pan and a small pail which made a welcome
addition to our depleted outfit.

That day we portaged nearly all the afternoon.
[t was rough, hard walking, and occasional showers

fell which made it worse. There was many a

wistful glance cast across to the other shore where
we could see a fine sand terrace. There the walk-
ing must be smooth and easy; but we could not
cross, the rapids were too heavy.

During the afternoon we found the first and only
fresh caribou tracks seen in the lower Nascaupee
valley. Some fish eagles, circling high above us,
screamed their disapproval of our presence there.
We saw one of their nests at the very top of a
dead spruce stub, some sixty feet or more above the

ground. This was one of the very many things

on the trip which made me wish I were a man.
I could have had a closer look at the nest; I think
I could have taken a photograph of it too. Now
and then came the sweet, plaintive song of the
white-throated sparrow.

Towards evening it began to rain fast, and as
if with the intention of keeping at it; so George

called a halt. As I sat down on a pile of outfit
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he opened up the men’s tent, and, spreading it
over me, directed me to wait there till my own
as ready. George’s tone of authority was some-
times amusing. Sometimes I did as I was told,
and then again I did not. This time I did, and
with my rifle on one side and my fishing-rod on
the other, to hold the tent up, I sat and watched
them making camp and building the fire.

All day the mosquitoes and flies had been
bad, but now the rain had coaxed them out in
redoubled force, and they were dreadful. I could
feel how swollen my neck and ears were, and
wondered how I looked; but I was rather glad
that I had no mirror with me, and so could
not see. Now and then I had spoken of my
suspicions as to what a remarkable spectacle I
must present. George, manlike, always insisted
that I looked *just right”; but that night, in an
unguarded moment, he agreed with me that it
was a good thing I had not brought a mirror.
For the first time we went into a wet camp.

It poured steadily all day Friday, and we did
not attempt to go forward. 1 slept again after
breakfast, and then did some mending, made veils,
and studied a little. It was very cold and dismal ;
but the cold was always welcome, for it kept the
flies and mosquitoes quiet. Our camp was on
high ground, and from the open front of my tent
I could look down over a steep bank thirty feet
to the river, racing past with its ceaseless roar.
Sometimes I wished I could reach out and stop
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it just for a minute, and then let it go again. I
wished rainy days might not come often, though
I fully expected that they would.

About 3 r.m.
I heard ¢

 stir outside and going out found
George and Gilbert making a fire. It was not
so simple a matter now without the axes. The
small stuff had to be broken, and then whole trees
were dragged bodily to the spot and laid on to
be burned off a piece at a time. When fallen
stufl’ was scarce, standing dead trees were by hard
labour pushed over and brought in. The big fire
felt very good that day.

It was not raining quite so fast now, and after
dinner I sat watching George while he mended
my moccasin where the mice had eaten it, and
sewed the moleskin cartridge pouch to my leather
belt. He finished putting the pouch on, and
handed the belt back to me with a satisfied smile.
Instead of taking it I only laughed at him, when
he discovered he had put the pistol-holster and
knife-sheath on wrong side first. There was no
help for it; it had to come off again, for the
sheaths would not slip over either buckle or pouch.

I comforted him with the assurance that it was

good he should have something to do to keep him
out of mischief. ~When the mistake had been
remedied he showed me how to make a rabbit-
snare. Then the rain drove me to my tent
again, and I had supper there while the men

made bannocks. It was horrid to eat in the tent
alone.
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The barometer was now rising steadily, and 1
went to sleep with high hopes of better weather
in the morning. When I awoke the sun was
shining on the hills across the river. How welcome
the sight was! KEverything was still wet though,
and we did not break camp till after dinner. 1
did some washing and a little mending. The
mice had eaten a hole in a small waterproof bag
in which I carried my dishes, dish-towel, and
bannock, and I mended it with some tent stuff.
An electrician’s tape scheme, which I had invented
for mending a big rent in my rubber shirt, did
not work, and so I mended that too with tent
stuff. How I did hate these times of inactivity.

It was one o'clock when we started forward
again, and all afternoon the portaging was exceed-
ingly rough, making it slow, hard work getting
the big pile of stuff forward. To add to the
difficulties, a very boisterous little river had to be
bridged, and when evening came we had gone
forward only a short distance. We had come to
a rather open space, and here the men proposed
making camp. Great smooth-worn boulders lay
strewn about as if flung at random from some
giant hand. A dry, black, leaflike substance
patched their surfaces, and this George told me
is the wakwanapsk which the Indians in their
extremity of hunger use for broth. Though black
and leaflike when mature, it is, in its beginning,
like a disk of tiny round green spots, and from
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NORTH POLE CAMP
this it gets its name.
pisk—a rock.

91

Wakwuh—fish-roe ; wana-

It was a very rough place, very desolate look-
ing, and far from the river. It made me shudder
to think of spending Sunday there. So the men
were persuaded to try to reach the head of the
rapid, which was three-quarters of a mile farther on,
taking forward only the camp stuff. We were now
travelling along the foot of Bald Mountain seen
from the hill on Monday, and passing what is known
by the trappers as North Pole Rapid, which was the
wildest of the rapids so far. 'The travelling was
still rough, and the men were in a hurry. 1 could
not keep up at all. George wanted to carry my
rifle for me, but I would not let him.

I was not
pleased with him just then.

We reached the head of the rapid, and it was
beautiful there.

A long terrace stretched away for
miles ahead.

It was thinly wooded, as they all
were, with spruce and a few poplars, smooth, dry,
and mossy, and thirty feet below us was the river
with North Pole Brook coming in on the other
side. It was an ideal place for Sunday camp.

Though it rained hard through the night the
morning was beautiful, and again I breathed a little
sigh of thankfulness that we were not in the other
desolate place farther back. The day would have
been a very restful one had it not been for the flies
which steadily increased in numbers, coaxed back
to life and activity by the warm sunshine. 1 wanted
very much to climb the mountain behind our camp
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in the afternoon, but I could not go alone, and
the men were taking a much needed rest. So I
wandered about watching the hills and the river
for a while, took a few photographs, and lay in the
tent. Towards evening the flies swarmed over its
fly front getting in in numbers—one could not tell
where or how. Still they were nothing inside to
what they were outside. At supper I hated to
put up my veil. They were so thick I could hardly
eat. Finally George came to the rescue, and waving
a bag round my head kept them off till I finished
my meal.

While we were at supper Job walked silently
into camp with a rifle under his arm. He had a
way of quietly disappearing. You did not know
anything about it till you found he was not there.
Then suddenly he would appear again, his eyes
shining. He had wonderfully fine eyes, so bright
that they startled me sometimes. Full of energy,
quick, clever, he went straight to the point in his
work always without the slightest hesitation. When
you saw these men in the bush you needed no further
explanation of their air of quiet self-confidence.

Job had been up as far as the bend of the river
where we were to leave the Nascaupee for the
trappers’ cross country route to Seal Lake. A
little above this bend the Nascaupee becomes
impassable. It was three miles away, but Job
reported, “ Fine portage all the way to brook.”

It was just four next morning when I heard
voices at the other tent. Then all was quiet again.
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At six the men went past with loads. They had
brought up the outfit that was left behind on
Saturday. The day was fine, and we made good
progress. George said ; *“ Oh, it’s just fun with this
kind of portaging.” It was nevertheless hot, hard
work. I felt resentful when I looked at the river.
[t was smooth, and appeared altogether innocent
of any extraordinary behaviour; yet for the whole
three miles above North Pole Rapid it flowed with-
out a bend so swift and deep that nothing could be
done on it in the canoes.

All day the flies were fearful. For the first
time George admitted that so far as flies were con-
cerned it began to seem like Labrador. We ate
lunch with smudges burning on every side, and the
fire in the middle. I was willing that day almost to
choke with smoke to escape flies ; but there was no
escape. In spite of the smudges there were twenty
dead flies on my plate when I had finished lunch,
to say nothing of those lying dead on my dress of
the large number I had killed. 1 had to stop caring
about seeing them in the tood; I took out what
could be seen, but did not let my mind dwell on
the probability of there being some I did not see.
When drinking, even while the cup was held to
my lips, they flew into it as if determined to

die. Their energy was unbounded, and compelled
admiration even while they tortured me. How
the men endured them without veils and without
words I could not understand.

For more than two miles above our camp we
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kept to a fine bear trail. 'The walking could not
have been better, and was in sharp contrast with
what the trail had led us over for the last few days.
Then we turned to the right and climbed to another

plain above, beyond which rose the mountain.

A bear trail led along the edge of the terrace,
and while the men carried T waited hopefully rifle
in hand. Ever since our bear chase back

near

Grand Lake my imagination turned every black

spot I saw on the hills into a bear, to the great

amusement of the men.

But no bear appeared.

Soon mist gathered on the hills, and the specks

on the plain below began to move faster and grow

larger. Job led the way with a canoe.

He stopped

to rest at the foot of the bank, while George came
past and up to the top at great speed.

“The showers are coming.

We shall have to
hurry or you will get wet,” he said.

Every day my admiration and respect for the

men grew. They were gentle and considerate, not

only of me, but of each other as well.

They had

Jolly good times together, and withal were most

efficient. Gilbert was proving a great worker, and

enjoyed himself much with the men.

a merry, happy-hearted boy.

He spoke English quite easily and well.

He was just

Joe was quiet and
thoughtful, with a low, rather musical voice, and a
pretty, soft Scotch accent for all his Russian name.

Job did

not say much in English. He was very reserved
where I was concerned. 1 wanted to ask him a

thousand questions, but 1 did

not dare.

George
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/as always the gentle, fun-loving, sunny-tempered
man my husband had admired.

Our camp was perhaps 100 feet above the river
which here came down from the north-east round
the foot of Bald Mountain, and less than half a mile
below us bent away to the south-east. At the
bend a tributary stream came in from the north-
west to merge itself in the stronger tide, and
together they flowed straight on at the foot of a
long, dark-wooded ridge. Here at this stream our
portage route led out from the river.

When the showers had passed we had supper,
and as we sat at our meal the sun came out
again, throwing a golden glow over all. Clouds
lay like delicate veils along the hill-sides, some-
times dipping almost to their feet. Walking back
along the edge of the terrace 1 watched till they
gathered thick again and darkness came down over
all. It was very wild and beautiful, but as an ex-
quisite, loved form from which the spirit has fled.
The sense of life, of mystery, and magic seemed
gone, and I wondered if the time could come
when beauty would cease to give me pain.

When I returned to camp the men had gone
to their tent. A tiny fire was still burning, and I
sat watching it till the rain came and drove me to
my little shelter again.




CHAPTER VI
CROSS COUNTRY TO SEAL LAKE WATERS

IT was still raining Tuesday morning, and camp
was not moved till afternoon, when we crossed the

river. Though smooth here, it flowed with fearful

rapidity, and in mid-stream carried the canoe, as if

it had been a feather, at locomotive speed. Three
quarters of a mile above where we crossed the
course of the river bent away to the east, and
we could see the water leaping and tossing in a
wild rapid as it came round through the opening
in the hills. I had a great wish to see the fifteen
miles of it which flows between this point and
Seal Lake. I would have given much not to
have to leave the river at all, but above that
point it could not be travelled in the canoes,
and 1 dared not take the time to portage which
indeed would also have been impossible.

The region we were now to traverse, I learned
from Gilbert, was great marten country, and so I
named the tributary stream we followed, Wapustan
River. Our way led along a continuation of the
river terrace we had travelled since leaving the
head of North Pole Rapid. During the earliest
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part of that day’s march it was particularly hard
work to get over the windfalls. At first it
seemed as if I could not; but after a struggle
they were passed, and we had again a bear trail
to follow. On the way we passed great beds
of blossoming cloudberries, which with blossoms

of the bunchberry, the ILabrador tea, and the

pale laurel, made up the list of flowers found so
far. Towards evening we stopped to make camp
at the edge of rougher country, a mile and a
quarter up the Wapustan. The map grew slowly
during these days, and the desire to reach Seal
Lake grew stronger and stronger.

Near the camp was a big boulder, and lying
round and over it were numbers of wigwam poles.
They were very old, and looked as if it might
have been many years since they had been used.
George said it was a winter camp. In the winter
time the Indians, in making their camps, dig down
into the snow to a rock to build their fire. At a
number of places on our journey we found poles
lying round a boulder in this way.

When camp was nearly made, Job came in
triumphantly waving an axe over his head. He
and Joe had taken some of the outfit forward as
far as Duncan M<Lean’s tilt, and there had found
an axe. There was great rejoicing over it
he should carry the axe with the sugar

I had been shooting at an owl that

Job said
after this.

afternoon—
from a distance that made it quite safe for the owl ;

and while the men prepared supper I cleaned my
G
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revolver. I was greasing it and putting some of
the grease into the barrel when George said:
“Don’'t put too much grease in it. If you put
too much in the bullet will just slip and——"

“ Might kill something,” I finished for him.

Then came George's rare laugh. It is like a
baby’s in that it expresses such complete abandon
of amusement.

Presently he asked : ““ When you were shooting
at that bear the other day, where did you aim ?”

“Oh, any place,” 1 replied; “just at the
bear.” Peals of uncontrolled laughter greeted
this announcement and cooking operations were,
for the time being, suspended. When they were
able to go on with the preparations for supper I
could now and then hear them laughing quietly to
themselves.

Bed seemed specially good that night, for I
was very tired. How long I had been asleep I
could not tell; but some time in the night 1 was
awakened by sounds outside my tent, as of some-
one or something walking about. At first I
thought it was one of the men; but presently
decided it was not, and became very wide awake.
I thought about the bear trail, but did not quite
believe it was the bear either. Presently something
shook the branches of the tree my tent was tied
to, and they rattled fearfully on the tent close to
my head. I sprang up, and as I reached for my
revolver remembered that there were only two
cartridges in it. Quickly filling the empty
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chambers 1 waited, ready to give battle to what-
ever it might be; but the sounds in my tent
evidently alarmed the intruder, for there was
silence outside after that. 1 was a good deal
disturbed for a while, but growing calm again I

finally went to sleep. In the morning the men

said it was probably a rabbit jumping through
the low branches of the spruce tree.

We made a mile and a half that day, and
towards evening halted at the edge of a pretty
little expansion in the river; it was the most
charming camp we had yet found. There were
a number of tiny islands here, some with a few
trees, and some just the bare rock with fringes
of fresh green marking the fissures. The water
slipped over ledges into pretty pools, and from
our camp to the other side there was a distinct

downward slope. My tent was pitched about

four feet from the water's edge above a little
fall, and directly over an otter landing.
George warned me, “ You will have to kc(-p

your boots on to-night. That otter might come

along and get hold of your toes, and drag you
into the river.”

“ Would an otter really harm me ?” I asked.
“ Perhaps it might be a bear instead of an
otter,” he replied, evading my question. “They
are all great fellows for any kind of metal. If
it's a bear he'll just get hold of that screw on

your bed and take it right off. You'd better put

a bullet inside, and then when he takes off the
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screw it will blow into his mouth. Hell think
a fly flew down his throat, and cough. Then you
could run.” George’s eyes were dancing with
amusement at his own pictures. Presently he
went on: “I think—oh! you keep a rifle in there
though, don’t you ¢”

“Year"

“Don't you think you could handle salt a
little better than a rifle?”

This was insulting ; but I was laughing too
heartily to be properly indignant, and he con-
tinued: “ You might put a little salt on his tail
Maybe you could put that otter out of business,
too, if you had enough salt.”

A duck flew past, dropping into the water a
little way above our camp, and George sprang
for a rifle. He shot, but missed, which I assured
him was only proper punishment for the slighting
insinuations he had made in regard to my shooting.
Job and Joe went fishing after supper—but got
nothing. It was a fine evening with a glorious
sunset, beautiful evening sky, and a splendid moon.
George said: “Fine day and fine breeze to-morrow.”

My sleep was not disturbed that night by
either bear or otter, and we were up and started
on our way the next morning at 7.30. A rough
portage of three-quarters of a mile was completed
some time before noon, and beyond this the canoes
were kept in the water most of the day. At lunch
Gilbert brought me a dandelion. I was greatly
pleased to get it, and later I saw several of them,
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I found also blue and white violets, one of the
blue ones a variety 1 had never seen before.

Towards evening the hills had melted away.
We had come up to the top of those which,
twenty miles back, had looked high, and now we
could look back and down to those which there
had also seemed high. A new thrill came with
this being up among the hill-tops, and I began
to feel like an explorer.

The tents were pitched near a pool of smooth
water, deep and darkened by shadows of the ever-
greens on either shore. On the farther side of
the river were low, wooded hills, and opposite
our camp a brook came tumbling through the
wall of evergreens into the river. Just above
the brook a high, dead stub, with a big blaze on
it, showed where we were to leave the Wapustan
to cross to Seal Lake.

It was not until noon on Saturday, July 15th,
that we left our pretty camp, for it rained steadily
in the meantime. Then we started on our cross-
country trip, working up to the north, from
which direction the brook flows. A two-mile carry
brought us out on Saturday evening to a lake
at its head. After dinner on Sunday we again
went forward with a whole mile of paddling to
cheer us on our way. From the head of the
lake another mile of good portaging brought us
at last to waters flowing to Seal Lake, and we
were again in the canoes to taste for a little the
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pleasures of going with the tide. For long we
had been going against it—and such a tide!

Our way now led through three exquisitely
beautiful little lakes, to where their waters drop
down over rocky ledges in a noisy stream, on
their way to the lake we were trying to reach.
Here on the left of the outlet we made our
amp.  On either side rose a high hill only
recently burned over—last summer Gilbert said.
George, Gilbert and I climbed the hill back of
our camp in hopes of catching a first glimpse of
Seal Lake, but we could not see it. What we
did see was very fine, and I stood watching it
for some time after the others had gone back to
camp. KEastward the great hills rose rugged and
irregular, and farther away in the blue distance
the range lying beyond Seal Lake, all touched to
beauty by the evening light.

Slipping down the hill again, I reached camp
just as the supper was ready, and after our meal
George, Job, Gilbert, and I crossed to climb the
hill on the other side, which rose 540 feet above
our camp. It was 7.45 p.M. when we started;
but a brisk climb brought us to the top in time
to see the sunset, and one of the most magnificent
views I had ever beheld. Some miles to the
sast was the lake winding like a broad river
between its hills. In every direction there were
hills, and lying among them little lakes that were
fairy-like in their beauty. George pointed out
the ridge of mountains away to the south-west

vi.)

whicl
where
head
I nan
Tl
showe
'as St
a blaz
long,
1t was
and h:
and Gi
and s
mile b
water.
and thq
out of
Aft
the qui
hymns,
Hill Fa
the siny
Song.”
full mo
boughs
The
inspirati
shortly &
for the
off with
again, ']




vi.] THROUGH THE VALE BEAUTIFUL 103

Mr Hubbard, and
where he thought they had crossed it from the
head of Beaver Brook, their “Big River,” and
I named them Lion Heart Mountains.

The wind blew cold on the mountain, and a
shower passed over from the north-east; but it

was soon gone, and the sun set over the hills in
a blaze of red and gold.

which he had crossed with

The way down seemed
long, but when we reached camp at 10.15 p.m.
it was still quite light. Joe had been fishing,
and had four brook trout for my breakfast. Job
and Gilbert had gone down the valley prospecting,

and soon came in with the information that a

mile below camp we could put our canoes in to the
water. Beyond, there would be two short portages,
and then we should not again have to take them
out of the water before reaching Seal Lake.

After I went to my tent there floated out into
the quiet night the sound of the men’s favourite
hymns, “Lead Kindly Light,” «“There is a Green
Hill Far Away,” *“ Abide with Me,” and, as always,
the singing ended with their Indian * Paddling
Song.” When I put out my light at 11 p.M. a
full moon was throwing shadows of the spruce
boughs on my tent.

The view from the mountain-top seemed
inspiration to the party, and on Monday morning,
shortly after four, 1 heard Job’s axe making ready
for the early breakfast. By 5.830 a.m. they were
off with their first packs. Then all was quiet
again. The tiny mirror-like lake was yet in shadow
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though sunlight touched the tops of its encircling
hills, and I wished that I might wait, till it was
time for me to go, on the summit of the one
we had climbed last night. When the last load
was ready I, too, went forward.

It was a glorious morning, with just such sun-
shine as one would wish for a day so eventful.
The trail led down into a valley opening eastward
to Seal Lake, and walled in on three sides by
the hills, On either hand reaching up their steep
slopes were the spruce woods with beautiful white
birches relieving their sombreness, and above—the
sheer cliffs. A network of little waterways gave
back images of delicate tamaracks® growing on long
points between. Not a leaf stirred, and silence,
which is music, reigned there. The valley was
flooded with golden light, seeming to hold all in
a mysterious stillness, the only motion the rapids;
the only sound their singing, with now and again
the clear call of a bird.

After reaching the point where the canoes could
again be launched, it was but a few minutes till
we were in the rapids. They seem very innocent
to me now, but then running rapids was a new
experience, and it was tremendously exciting as
the canoes sped down the current, the men shout-
ing to each other as we went.

Two more short portages, which led down over
a fine bear trail cut deep into the white moss; two
brisk little runs in the canoes, and we reached

! Larches.
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smooth water, where, rounding the last bend in
the brook, we could look straight away eastward
into Seal Lake. A little way below the bend
our brook joined a river, coming down from the
north - west, which the trappers call Thomas
River.

The lake was little more than a mile wide
where we entered it, and extended southward
nearly two miles. Gilbert pointed out the opening
in the hills to the south - west where the
Nascaupee River leaves the lake, and 1 had
George and Job paddle across that I might see
it. A continuation of the hills, south of the valley
we had passed in the morning, swung round the
south shore of the lake and culminated in what
I called Santa Claus Mountain; for the outline
of its rugged top looked as if the tired old fellow
had there lain down to rest, that he might be
ready to start out again on his long winter
Journey. 1 knew then that the beautiful valley,
through which we had just passed, must be that
vale where his fairies dance when it is moonlight.

About the outlet the country was wild and
rugged, and from the point where the river
leaves the lake the water breaks into a tossing
foaming rapid. According to the trappers, the
river from this point to Bald Mountain rushes
down a continuous rocky slope, the hills in many
places rising perpendicular from its edge.

Turning again we passed northward up the
lake. It proved to be a succession of lake expan-




106 SEAL LAKE WATERS [cmar.

sions, narrowing in one part, where it is bordered
by the cliffs, and the current is very rapid. The
lake is surrounded by hills of solid rock, some of
those on the west rising abrupt and separate, one,
Mount Pisa, distinctly leaning towards the east.
Much of the surrounding country has been burned
over, being now grown up with white birch and
poplar, and at the narrows the angles in the
cliffs are marked by lines of slender birch reach-
ing from the water's edge to the summit. A
short distance above, two large brooks enter from
the east. Many of the long, low points which
reach out into the lake are spruce covered, but
away on the hills could be seen only the more
delicate green of the birch and poplar. There
are a number of islands lying mainly near the
shore; and from its northern extremity an arm,
which according to the trappers is thirty miles
long, stretches away to the west. The river enters
the lake round a low, sandy point, and about the
inlet the country is lower and less rugged. On
the way up we saw several seals. Gulls, ducks,
and geese were there in numbers, and muskrats
were plentiful.

It was after 7 r.Mm. when we went into camp,
having made nineteen miles since morning, and
every foot of the way we had been surrounded by
scenes of exquisite beauty; for Seal Lake in the
calm of a summer day, with the summer sunshine
upon it, and the beautiful Labrador sky above,
is altogether lovely. When the day’s journey
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ended I had seen so much that was beautiful,
and so varied in its beauty, that I felt confused
and bewildered. I had, too, not only seen Seal
Lake, I had seen the Nascaupee River flowing
out of it; our camp was on the sand-point where
the river enters it, and, best of all, there came
the full realisation that I was first in the field,
and the honour of exploring the Nascaupee and
the George Rivers was to fall to me.

It was Monday, July 17th, three weeks less
a day since we had left Northwest River post.
According to the daily estimates about one
hundred and fifteen miles of our journey had
been accomplished, and now our next objective
point was Lake Michikamau.



CHAPTER VII
OFF FOR MICHIKAMAU

IT was well for me that a mind at rest, on at least
one very important point, was my portion that
night, else the night-long fight with the mosquitoes
had been horrible indeed. They seemed to come
out of the ground. When despair of getting any
sleep had taken possession of me, I turned with
such calmness as I could muster to the task of
killing them off. By diligent application 1 hoped
in the end to secure a little respite. To interest
myself I began to count my kill ; but when it had
reached one hundred and fifty, and yet they came,
I gave it up. I was still busy when the morning
light came to reveal hundreds of the vicious little
beasts clinging to the slope of my tent.

At breakfast I learned that the men had fared
little better. Usually they had the advantage of
me where mosquitoes were concerned, for with four
pipes going in the tent the mosquitoes had little
chance; but that night pipes were of no avail,
and there, too, the mosquitoes were master of the
situation.

On Tuesday it rained, and we did not break

camp till the following morning when at 9 a.m. we
108
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were off for Lake Michikamau. Travelling was
now much less difficult than it had been, though
the river continued rapid. Our course, a few
miles above Seal Lake, turned directly west,
and as we entered L.ake Wachesknipi high hills
appeared ahead, showing deepest blue and purple
under the cloudy sky. Again we made nineteen
miles, taking on the way one partridge, two geese,
and a muskrat, and camping in the evening at the
foot of Red Rock Hill. Here we were destined
to remain for two days on account of storms of
wind and rain.

How I disliked the rainy days, for I was not
very patient of delay. There was little one could
do in camp, and lounging in a tent when you are
not tired has few redeeming features.

After noon on Thursday Job set off to climb
the hill. In the evening when I went out to supper
the ground under the tarpaulins, which were strung
up for shelter on either side of the fire, was covered
with fresh cut shavings. Job had returned, and
was carefully putting the finishing touches to a
new axe handle. He said he had been up among
the clouds, and reported two heavy rapids and a
little lake a few miles ahead.

The following afternoon albeit it was still
raining, the men prepared to climb the hill again,
and I wanted to go too. Job, however, assured
me that it would be impossible as the hill was
altogether too steep and slippery. I was much
disappointed. It seemed such an ignominious sort
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of thing too, to be an explorer, and have one of
my party tell me I could not do something he had
already done, and was about to do again, just for
the mere pleasure of it.

That it might not be too trying I had George
go with me in the canoe up to the rapids. The
first one, Seal Rapid, was almost three miles above
our camp, and it came down from the west swing-
ing to the south round a high sand - point and
entering a small lake expansion. We landed at
the head of a little bay south of the point, and
crossed to see the rapids. They were very wild
and fine, but fortunately they did not extend far,
and about three-quarters of a mile of portaging
would put us on smooth water again. Here for
the first time we found the rocks along the shore
and in the river-bed of varied and beautiful colours.
There were among them red and green and blue
of many and exquisite shades—the greens being
particularly beautiful. From near the head of the
bay several small lakes extended westward, and
through these we thought the Indians probably
made their portages. It was quite late when we
returned to camp, the journey back being a rather
hard paddle against a strong head wind. The men
had already returned from the hill bringing a few
partridges with them.

It was nearly midday on Saturday when we
left Red Rock Camp, and the rain was still falling
a little ; but the prospects were for a fine evening
and a dry camp, so it was decided to push on as
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already we had been delayed more than half the
week. Soon the rain ceased. and, passing the
portages round Seal and Cascade Rapids, we found
ourselves on smooth water again. The sky cleared
as we proceeded, and an occasional gleam of sun-
shine lent its charm to the scenes of quiet beauty
through which we were passing. The river was
soft and smooth as satin, with a slightly raised
cushion-like appearance, that I had never noticed
on smooth water before.

About the middle of the afternoon, as we

rounded a bend of the river, we saw far ahead on
the low drift shore, five large black objects close

to the water edge. There could be but one animal

of such size and colour in this region, and I became
quite stirred up over the prospect of an encounter
with what looked like a bear picnic. 1 watched
eagerly as we approached, rather wondering how
we were going to manage five of them, when in a
most inexplicable manner they dwindled suddenly,
and my five bears had become as many ducks. It
was the first time I had ever seen so striking an
example of mirage. We secured three of the
transformed bears, and on Sunday morning had

stewed duck and fresh bannocks for breakfast.
Owing to the enforced rest through the week
we decided to go forward on Sunday. After a late
breakfast the task of loading the outfit into the
canoes was not yet complete when Gilbert was

heard to exclaim: “ What's that? A duck? No
it's a deer.”
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Immediately all was excitement. Up in the
little lake above our camp a caribou was swimming
across to the north shore. The movement in camp
suddenly became electrical. The last of the load
was thrown into the canoe. 1 stepped in as
George cut the rope, which tied it to the willows,
and we were off.

I was much excited at first, especially as the
aribou was a long distance away, and I was sure
he would reach land before we could come near
enough to shoot him. He was almost ashore, and
in my thought I saw him bounding up over the
hills away out of our reach, and was glad. When
George took the rifle to shoot I was not in the
least afraid for the caribou, because I knew he
would not be hit—and he was not. But, Alas! 1
soon learned that it was not meant he should be.
The bullet dropped, as it was intended to, in front
of him, frightened him, and turned him back into
the lake. My heart sickened as I realised what
it meant. He was so near to safety. If he had
only gone on. If he had only known.

The men were now almost lifting the canoe
with every stroke of the paddles, and she threw
the water from her bows like a little steamer.

We were soon up with the caribou, and I pulled
my hat down over my eyes while the deed was
done. We were so close that George thought he
would try to kill him with his pistol. When I
looked up, after the first shot, the caribou was
ploughing through the water just as before, After
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the second I could see him trembling and blood
on the water—but he was still going on. Then I
asked George to take his rifle and settle the matter
quickly. He did, and the sound of the water as
the caribou made his way through it ceased. 1
did not need to look again to know what had
happened. He was towed ashore, skinned and
dressed, but how I wished I could think of him
as speeding over his native hills, rather than as he
was. Yet, too, I knew it was well for us that we
had secured the supply of fresh meat, for although
we had considerably more than half the original
supply of provisions, we were still far from the
Journey’s end.

It was a three-year-old stag, Job said, and
when the operation of skinning and cutting up
had been performed, we had about 250 lbs. of
fresh meat added to our supply.

The day was now fine, though occasional light
showers passed; but these rather added to the
beauty all about us than otherwise. The river
was proving a succession of lake expansions, for
the most part not more than half a mile wide.
Rugged, barren mountains rose in all directions,
and I had the feeling of being up among the hill-
tops, as if these were not whole hills, but only
their tops. The trip was proving so beautiful and
easy that my state of mind was one of continued
surprise. I had none of the feeling of loneliness,
which I knew every one would expect me to have.
I did not feel far from home, but in reality less
H
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§ homeless than I had ever felt anywhere, since I any
I knew my husband was never to come back to me. amot
i So far I had encountered none of the real stress camp
i of wilderness life, everything had gone well with /4
us, everything was made easy for me; I had had brillia
no hardships to bear, and there was the relief of was 4
' work to do, work which would for ever associate out, &
my husband’s name with the country where he with |
hoped to begin his explorations. For long months directl
of darkness I had not dreamed that I could ever like a
have the gladness and honour of doing this. Now Gradu
it seemed that I might almost count on success. beautit
As we continued our journey the river grew Th
more and more mysterious, ending apparently river ¢
in each little lake, and keeping us constantly portage
guessing as to the direction in which our course mile los
would next lead us. The inlet in the numerous well my
expansions was unfailingly concealed, so that not seven f
until we were almost upon it could it be made our way
out. Most mysterious of all was the last lake of when th
our day’s journey, where the rush of the entering we saw
river could plainly be seen, but appeared to come wide, wi
pouring forth from a great hole in the side of a in from
mountain. As the current swung round the upper accordiny
end of the lake it made the last half hour’s work leaves th
| decidedly exciting. We landed to camp for the of rough
night on the first portage since passing Cascade the river

Rapid, nearly twenty miles back. portage r
We had caribou roast ior supper, and, to my The r
surprise, I found it one of the most delicious plain, the

things T had ever eaten, altogether different from height, an
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any venison I had before tasted. An astonishing

amount of that roast was stowed away before the
camp was quiet for the night.

115

The northern lights were that evening very
brilliant. When I put out my light at bed-time it
was as if a bright moon were shining. I looked
out, and above were three broad circles of light
with long-pointed fingers raying up to the centre
directly over my tent as I watched. It seemed
like a benediction from the hand of God Himself.
Gradually they drew off to the north-west in great,
beautiful scrolls.

The day following, Monday, July 24th, the

river continued most bewildering. Beside the

portage at our camp, we had one, about half a
mile long, farther up where the old trail was quite
well marked, and carried us past a fall of about
seven feet with a heavy rapid below. All day
our way led among high hills till towards evening,
when they spread out to the north and south, and
we saw ahead a terraced sand plain, several miles
wide, with the hills again beyond. Here, coming
in from the north - west, was a brook, where,

according to our map, the Indian route again
leaves the river. 'This meant another long stretch

of rough water, but our plan was still to keep to
the river as far as it was possible, finding our own
portage route where necessary.

The river’s course was now cut deep into the
plain, the banks being from thirty to forty feet in

height, and the current very swift. The plain had
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once been sparsely wooded but was burned over
and very desolate looking now. Huckleberries,
cranberries, and Labrador tea grew in profusion,
and were in blossom, while patches of reindeer
moss were seen struggling into life where we made
our camp.

During the last part of the day’s journey the
current had been increasingly swift, and some
distance ahead we could hear the sound of a heavy
waterfall. We reached it the following morning
about two miles or more above our camp. It was
a beauty, about thirty feet in height. The canoes
could be taken close to the foot of the fall, and
after a short carry over the high, rocky point were
put in the water again not twenty feet from the
brink of the fall.

As the morning was fine, I had walked from
camp to the fall while the men brought up the
canoes. I was striding along the terrace, not think-
ing at all about my surroundings, when I suddenly
became conscious of a most delightful fragrance,
and looking down I found myself in the midst of
a tangle of the long, trailing vines of the twin
flower (Linnea borealis), sweetest of all Labrador
flowers, with hundreds of the slender, hair-like
stems bearing their delicate pink bells. How
delighted I was to find it. Other Labrador
flowers were beautiful, but none so lovely as
this.

Above the falls the river was very rough, and
in the next half or three quarters of a mile we
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made three more portages, and landed a little
before noon at a high, rocky point on the south
shore, to find ourselves at the edge of the hill
country again. Here the river was crowded
between high, rocky hills where it flowed too swift
and deep for either poles or paddles,. We could
keep to it no farther, and so made camp, for
now some scouting for a portage route would
be necessary.

While at dinner that day a thunder-shower
passed. The thunderstorms of Labrador seem very
mild and gentle as compared with those we are
accustomed to. Later it settled to steady rain.
Job went scouting, and the others lay in the tent
most of the afternoon, Joe and Gilbert not feeling
very well. Trouble—change of diet with a little
too much of it. Job on his return in the evening
reported the river bending away to the south-west
a few miles farther on, and impassable as far as he
could see. There would be a long portage west
and south, but the country was not very rough, and
a number of small lakes would give some paddling.

The following day all the men, except Job,
were ill, and camp was not moved till Thursday
morning. When evening came, the outfit had
been taken forward three and a half miles. The
three small lakes we had passed had given about
one mile of paddling, and at night our camp was
made at the edge of the fourth, a tiny still water
pond.

The flies were that day worse than I had ever




118

OFF FOR MICHIKAMAU

[evap, vir

seen them. My veil proving an insufficient pro-
tection, I made myself a mask from one of the
little waterproof bags, cutting a large hole in front
through which I could see and breathe, and sewing
over it several thicknesses of black veiling. There
were as well two holes cut at the back of the ears for
ventilation—these also being covered with the veil-
ing. Pulling it over my head I tied it tight round
my neck. It was most fearful and hideous to look
upon, but it kept out the flies. The men insisted
that I should have to take it off when we came
to the Nascaupees else they would certainly shoot
me. The flies were in clouds that day, and
even their tapping on the outside of my mask
made me shudder. I ached as I watched the men
carrying their heavy loads, for it was very, very
hot, and they wore no protection whatever. How
they endured so uncomplainingly I could not
understand, and they rarely wore their veils. It
was an unspeakable relief when the clear, cool
night closed in, and for a time put an end to the
torture.
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CHAPTER VIII

SCARING THE GUIDES
I AwokeE on Friday at 2.30 am. The morning
was clear as diamonds, and from the open front of
my tent I could see the eastern sky. It glowed a
deep red gold, and 1 lay watching it. An hour
later the sun appeared over the hills touching the

peak of my tent with its light, and 1 got up to
look out. The mists had gathered on our little
lake, and away in the distance hung white over
the river.

Gilbert was busy getting wood and preparing
the breakfast. Soon I heard him at the door of
the men’s tent saying, “ All aboard.”

“ Any mosquitoes this morning, Gilbert ?”
“Not a one. Too cold.

By Garge, but it’s
cold this morning! I

went down to the lake
and tried to wash, but I had to l'ave off.

It was
too cold.”

Shortly I heard them at the fire. The click
of the cups told me that they were taking a little

tea and bannock before starting to carry. Then
119
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all was quiet, and one load had gone forward to
the next lake, nearly a half mile ahead. When
all but the camp stuff had been taken forward,
we had breakfast, and by 7 a.m. we were in the
canoes.

Our course led us south through two little
lakes, with a portage between, for something more
than two miles. Here the second lake bent away
to the south-east, and we landed on our right at
the foot of a low moss-covered ridge. Beyond
this we hoped to see the river. As we climbed,
new heights appeared before us, and it proved to
be about three-quarters of a mile to the top, from
which the ridge dropped abruptly on the west,
and at its foot was a long, narrow lake. At first
I thought it was the river, but, when it became
clear that it was not, my heart sank a little. Had
we been wrong after all? Had the river bent
away to the north instead of the south as we
supposed ?

Job and Gilbert outstripped us in the climb,
and now we saw them disappearing across a valley
on our left in the direction of a high hill farther
south, and we followed them. As before, new
heights kept appearing as we went up, and when
the real summit came in view we could see Job
and Gilbert sitting on its smooth and rounded top
looking away westward. How 1 wondered what

they had found. When we came up with them
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there, to the west, around the south end of the
opposite ridge, we could see the river flowing

dark and deep as before. Above, to the south-

west, were two heavy falls, and at the head of
the upper and larger one the river widened. There
were several islands, and it looked as if we might
be coming to the expansions near the upper part
of the river. One lake beside that at the foot of
the mountain would make the portage route an
easy and good one.

The view from the mountain top was magnifi-
cent in all directions. To the north the hills lay
east and west in low, regular ridges, well covered
with green woods ; and thirty miles away, on a few
of the highest of them, were great patches of snow
lying. East and west and south were the more
irregular hills, and everywhere among them were
the lakes. It was very fine; but to my great
regret I had left my kodaks in the canoe.

The greenwoods interested Gilbert, who was
looking for new trapping grounds for himself and
Donald Blake. We had come more than fifty
miles from Seal Lake, the limit of his present
trapping grounds, and he quite seriously con-
sidered the question of extending his path up to
those hills the following winter.

Turning to George, I said: “ Why shouldn’t 1
come up here after dinner with my kodaks, and
take some pictures while you men are making the
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portage? The walking is not rough, and I couldn’t
possibly lose my way if I tried.”

He looked quite serious about it for a moment,
and then said : “ Well, I guess you might.”

Slipping down the south end of the hill a little
yay to see that there were no rough places where
I should be in danger of falling going down, he
returned, and with the manner of one who is
making a great concession said again: “I guess
you can come up here this afternoon. You could
go down this way and meet us at this end of the
lake. You will be able to see when we come
along in the canoes.”

I was delighted, and after a half hour on the
hill - top we started back directly towards the
canoes, It was very hot among the lower and
more sheltered sand - hills, and for a long time
there was no running water to be found; but
when we did come upon a tiny stream crossing
the way, hats were quickly turned into drinking-
cups for one long, satisfying drink. The miles
back to camp had always a way of drawing them-
selves out to twice the usual length. George
insisted that it was but two miles to the canoes,
but to me it seemed quite four.

Lunch over, we rested a little, and then armed
with two kodaks, note-books, revolver and cart-
ridges, bowie knife, barometer and compass, I
was ready for my climb. Before starting George
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said: “1 think you had better take your rubber
shirt. It is going to rain this afternoon.”

I looked at the sky. It was beautiful, with
numbers of silvery clouds floating lazily over the
hills. It didn’t look like rain to me, and I had
something of a load as it was. I said: “No, I
don’t think I shall. T should rather not have
any more to carry. It is not going to rain.”

George said no more, and we started. At the
little bay reaching in at the foot of the mountain
we parted, and I went on up the hill. It seemed
beautiful to be going off without a guard, and to
think of spending an hour or two up on the hill-
top, quite alone, with a glorious sky above, and
the beautiful hills and lakes and streams in all
directions. I should be able to get some character-
istic photographs and it was a perfect day for
taking them. No time was wasted on the way,
and the two hours proved all I had hoped.

The canoes did not come, however, and know-
ing that the men must have had ample time to
make the portage, I decided to go down to the
lake. Certainly by the time I reached it they
too would be there, for a thunder-shower was
coming.

When only a little way from the summit,
I looked down into the valley and there, quite
near where I was to meet the men, I saw some-
thing, which looked like a huge, brown bear, lying
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down. 1 stopped and watched it for a while,
hardly knowing what to do. I had been deceived
often, but this was not a mere black spot. It
had definite shape and colour. Though 1 knew
but little about the habits of bears, it did not
seem the thing one would expect of a bear, to
be lying there on the moss and rocks at that time
of day. Still I did not know.

Finally, T concluded that the quickest way to
settle the question was to go and see. I had
my revolver, and if it proved a real bear I would
not this time aim “any place; just at the bear.”
I hurried on trying to keep the disturbing object
in sight, but I could not. When the valley was
reached it was nowhere to be seen, and I con-
cluded I had again been deceived.

The storm had now come on, and there was
still no sign of the canoes. 1 decided that if
I must be drenched and devoured, for the flies
were fearful, I might as well be doing something
interesting. I set off for the ridge on the further
side of the lake with something of the feeling a
child has who runs away from home, for it had
been constantly impressed upon me that 1 must
never go away alone, and I recognised the justice
of the demand; but I meant to be careful, and
probably should not go very far. Wading across
the brook, which drains the lake to the river, I
climbed up the ridge and was delighted to get
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a fine view of the falls. I went on to the top,
but still there was no sign of the canoes, and I
walked northward along the ridge. It was like a
great mound of rock set down on the surface of
the earth, its top rounded and smooth and bare,
while on either side it dropped abruptly almost
to the level of the lake, ending in a precipice a
mile from where I had climbed it. When I
reached its northern end I could see the little
bay to which the men had carried the outfit.

Imagine my astonishment when, looking across,
I saw the two canoes turned upside down over
the stuff to keep it dry, and the men around a
fire drinking tea. I was not a little annoyed to
find that they were quite so ready to leave me
alone in the thunderstorm, knowing that I had
nothing to protect me, till suddenly I remembered
how I had been advised to take my rubber shirt
—and then I thought I understood. I was to
have a lesson in taking good advice when I could
get it.

[ laughed a little and thoughi: “ Oh! I know
something better than that. This afternoon 1 shall
‘go where I like and do what I please,” like the
little fly, and have ‘one good time.’”

Taking out my revolver I fired two shots to
let them know where 1 was, and started back
along the top of the ridge to look for a place
to climb down. There was a still higher ridge
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between me and the river, and I knew that from
it T could see more. I stopped to take a photo-
graph of a great boulder set on top of some
smaller rocks, and while doing so heard two rifle
shots from the other shore. Evidently they had
Just discovered where I was. 1 fired once more
in reply, and then disappeared down the other
side of the mountain.

It was steep, and I laughed to think how
terrified they would be if they could see me; but
this afternoon as I had thrown off restraint, I
chose the first place where descent was possible,
and let myself down along a rather wide crevice
where some earth had gathered, and a few bushes
were growing. I went fast too, for I meant to
go just as far as I could, before I was rounded
up and brought into camp. Between the two
ridges was a bog, and I tried to cross it to save
time; but it threatened to let me in too deep,
and I had to give it up and go round. I was
only a little way up on the other hill when there
came the sound of two rifle shots from the lower
end of the lake. Evidently the discovery of my
whereabouts had aroused very spirited movement.
On I went, faster than ever. The flies were
desperately thick, and I kept a piece of spruce
bough going constantly over my face and neck to
keep them from devouring me bodily. I could
feel my ears and neck wet and sticky with blood,
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for some of the bites bleed a good deal. Still
what did flies matter when you were free. That
afternoon I should go just as far as I thought I
could, and get back to camp by dark.

To my disappointment, when I reached the top
of the ridge I still could not see the river, for it
disappeared between high, rocky banks, and could
only be seen by walking close to the edge. I
decided to go along the ridge as far as 1 could,
and then, slipping down to the river, to return
to camp that way. About two miles out on the
ridge I sat down to rest and look about a little.
The rain passed, and a fine breeze put the flies to
rout at this highest point.

I had been seated there but a little while
when, looking back, I saw one of the men, which
proved to be George, running as if for life along
the top of the ridge where they had first seen
me. I could just make him out against the sky.
Then he disappeared, I could not tell where.
After a time 1 began to hear shots. The sounds
were very faint, but followed each other in quick
succession. I laughed, and thought I knew what
was happening where they came from. The shots
seemed to come from the ridge I was on; but for
some time I could not see any one. Finally, I
caught sight of one of the men. He was waving
his arms about wildly, and I could hear very
faintly the sound of shouting.

Then another
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figure appeared, and they started running towards
me.

Suddenly T became frightened. Perhaps all
the excitement was not on my account after all,
and I began to wonder if something dreadful had
happened. Had any one been hurt, or drowned ?
I started quickly towards them, but, as soon as
they were near enough for me to see their faces
plainly, I knew that I had been the sole cause
of the trouble. It was George and Job. The
perspiration was dripping from their faces, which
were pale and filled with an expression, the
funniest mixture of indignant resentment, anxiety,
and relief, that could possibly be imagined.

When they came up I smiled at them, but
there was not any answering smile. Then George
began to remonstrate with me. He stood with
folded arms, and serious, reproachful face, and said :
“Well, I guess you very near done it this time.”

“Very near done what ?” I asked.

“Why, you have just about had us crazy.”

“Had you crazy! What about?”

“Why, we thought you were lost.”

“Didn't you see me over there on that ridge
when I fired those shots?”

“Yes, we did; and when we got up to the
other end of the lake we fired two shots, and
we thought you would come back then. I went
up the ridge to meet you, and when I saw you
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were not there I was sure you went dewn to
the rapids. Then I ran down there, and when
I did not find you there I thought you either fell
in that rapid, or got lost.”

“But I promised not to go to that rapid.”

“Yes, I know you did; but I thought when
you went up there on that mountain may be
you would go to that rapid any way.”

“Well,” 1 said, “when I got to the end of
the lake, and saw you were not coming, and
the thunderstorm was coming on, and the flies
were so bad, I thought I might as well be doing
something nice while the storm was wetting me,
and the flies were eating me.”

“Yes, that is just what we said. ‘Who
would ever think of your going up there in
that storm?’”

I laughed again, and George went on still
trying to impress on me the evil of my ways.

“Job, too, he was coming running, and he
was sure you were lost. When I came to meet
you, and could not see you on the ridge, and
then went to the rapid and could not see you
there, we began to walk faster and faster, and
then to run like crazy people. Poor Job, he
could hardly speak, and neither could I, and out
of breath, and half crying all the time. Oh, we
an never trust you to go away alone again.”

I said : “ Very well, George, I'll make a bargain
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with you. If I can have some one to go with
me whenever I want to climb a mountain, or do
anything else that I think it is necessary to do
in my work, without any fuss about it, I promise
not to go away alone again.”

So the compact was made.

As we walked back to camp George talked.
“ And you did it so quick too. Why I was watch-
ing you up on that mountain where you went this
afternoon, and you were so busy and running about
up there, as busy as a Labrador fly. You looked
Just like a little girl that was playing at building
something, and 1 thought how you were enjoying
yourself. Then the first thing I knew I heard
the shots on the other side of the lake. We
did not see you at first. We just looked across
the lake and could see nothing, and we wondered ‘
about those shots, and who could be there. Then

Joe said : ¢ Look there, up on the mountain.’

“Then we saw you, but we never thought it was l
you. Then Joe said: * Why, it's a woman.” Then
we only knew it was you. KEven then we could ]\
not believe it was you. Who ever would think
to see you and the little short steps that you could l
go away there, and so quick too. Why, we couldn't .t«
believe it. The men got on to me too. They said
they never saw anything like the way you do. d
They said they had been on lots of trips before, and H

where there were women too, and they said to me
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they never were on a trip before where the women
didn’t do what they were told.”

I laughed again, which George seemed to think
was very hard hearted. He looked quite as if he
could not understand such callousness, and said :
“Yes; you don't care a bit. Do you?” where-
upon I laughed harder, and this time he did too, a
little.

Then he went on: “Oh, I just thought I was
never going to see you again. I'm never going to
forget about it. I was thinking about how you
would feel when you knew you were lost. It is
an awful thing to be lost. If 1 had never been
lost myself I wouldn’t know what it means to be
lost. And what would we do if you got lost or
fell in that rapid? Just think what could we do?
Why, I could never go back again. How could
any of us go back without you? We can’t ever
let you go any place alone after this.”

Then after a thoughtful pause. *“ And to see
you, too, the way you look. Just as if you would
never scare anybody.”

When we reached camp it was growing dusk.
Joe and Gilbert had just finished putting up my
tent. 'They, too, had been out on the ridge.

Though I could not help being amused at the
unexpected success of my little plan to be even
with them for leaving me alone in the storm, I was
really sorry. I had not meant to frighten them so
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much. They were all very quiet, their faces, with

the exception of Gilbert’s, were distinctly pale, and
hands trembled visibly. The brandy bottle had but
once before been out, but that night, when my bags
were brought in, I handed it to George, that they
might have a bracer, and be able to eat supper.
Later on I was to learn that the game had not
yet been played out. Again the joke was on me.

They drank it all !




CHAPTER IX
MOUNT HUBBARD AND WINDBOUND LAKE

Tue day following no one was astir early. 1 think
no one slept much. I could hear from the other
tent the low hum of the men’s voices far into the
night. Mosquitoes kept me awake. About 2 a.m.
I got up, lighted my candle, and killed all T could
find, and after that I had a little peace, but did not
sleep much. It was then growing light.

There was a general limpness to be observed in
camp that morning, aggravated by a steady down-
pour of rain; but before noon it cleared, and the
men took all but the camp stuff forward. We had
supper late to avoid the flies, the still night gather-
ing round us as we ate. Rising close above was
the dark mass of Lookout Mountain, the lake at its
foot stretching away into the gloom, reflecting dimly
the tinge of sunset light in the sky above. By the
camp fire, after our meal, the men sat telling each
other stories till Job and Joe broke the little circle
and went to their tent. Then floating out on the
solemn, evening silence came the sound of hymns
sung in Indian to old, familiar tunes, and last the
* Paddling Song.” With what an intense love the
one who was gone ** away " had loved it all. I could

138
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not help wondering if sometimes he wished to be
with me. It seemed as if he must.

On Sunday morning it rained, but cleared before
noon, and at 11.80 A.M. we were on the river. That
afternoon and the day following we passed the
most picturesque part of the river. There were
Maid Marion Falls, where the river drops fifty feet
into a narrow gorge cut out of the gneiss and
schists of the Laurentian rock over which it flows;
Gertrude Falls, a direct drop of sixty feet, which
for dignity and beauty is unsurpassed by any feature
of the Nascaupee; and Isabella Falls a system of
falls and rapids and chutes extending for more than
a mile, where the water poured over ledges, flowed
in a foaming, roaring torrent round little rocky
islands, or rushed madly down a chute. About half-
way up there was an abrupt, right angle bend in
the river, and, standing at the bend looking north-
ward, you could see through the screen of spruce
on the islands, high above you and half a mile
away, the beginning of the river’s wild mile race, as
it took the first flying leap out over a wall of rocks.

The rock colouring was a deep red brown, and
in some places almost purple. The perpendicular
surfaces were patched with close lying grey-green
moss, and in places with a variety almost the
colour of vermilion. The country was not burned
over, and everywhere the beautiful reindeer moss
grew luxuriantly, setting off in fine contrast the
tall spruces, with occasional balsams growing
among them.
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A mile and a half of very rough portaging
brought us at 3 p.m. to the head of the falls,
and there we found ourselves on a lake at last.
Perhaps few will understand how fine the long
stretch of smooth water seemed to us. That day
the portaging had been very rough, the way lying
over a bed of great, moss-covered boulders that
were terribly slippery. The perspiration dripped
from the men’s faces as they carried, for it wa
very hot. The big ILabrador bulldogs (flies as
large as wasps) were out in force that day, as
well as the tiny sandflies. One thing we had to be
thankful for, was that there were no mosquitoes.
The men told me that there are never many where
the bulldogs are plentiful, as these big fellows eat
the mosquitoes. 1 did not see them doing it, but
certain it is that when they were about in large
numbers there were very few mosquitoes. They
bit hard, and made the blood run. They were
so big and such noisy creatures that their horrible
buzzing sent the cold chills chasing over me when-
ever they made an attack. Still they were not so
bad as mosquitoes.

And now we were afloat again on beautiful
smooth water. The lake stretched away to the
south-west six and a half miles. We camped that
evening on a rocky ridge stretching out in serpent-
like form from the west shore of the lake above.
The ridge was not more than fifty feet wide, but
it was one mile long. The rocks were grown over
with moss, and the willows and a few evergreens
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added their touch of beauty. These long narrow
points were a characteristic feature of the lakes of
the upper plateau. In this and the lakes above,
through which we passed the day following, there
were many small, rocky islands, some of them
willow covered, some wooded. The shores every-
where were wooded, but the difference in size in
the trees was now quite marked. They were
much smaller than on the river below. The
water was clear, and we could see the lake beds
strewn with huge boulders, some of them reach-
ing to very near the surface. Here we began to
see signs of the Indians again, occasional standing
wigwam poles showing among the green woods.

Passing four of these lakes, we came to where
the river flows in from the south down three
heavy rapids. On the west side of its entrance
to the lake we found the old trail. The blazing
was weather worn and old, but the trail was a
good one, and had been much used in the days
long ago. The portage was little more than a
quarter of a mile long, and we put our canoes
into the water again in a tiny bay above the
islands.

While the men took their loads forward I set
up my fishing-rod for the first time. Every day I
had felt ashamed that it had not been done before,
but every day I put it off. T never cared greatly
for fishing, much as I had loved to be with my
husband on the lakes and streams. Mr Hubbard
could never understand it, for more than any
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other inanimate thing on earth he loved a fish-

ing-rod, and to whip a trout stream was to him

pure delight. As I made a few casts near the

foot of the rapid, my heart grew heavier every
minute. I almost hated the rod, and soon I took
it down feeling that I could never touch it again.
In the bay above the falls we saw a mother
duck and her flock of little ones, the first we

had seen so far on our trip. In the afternoon

we passed up the short reach of river into another
lake, the largest we had yet seen, stretching miles
away to east and west, we could not tell how far.
We could see, the men thought, about ten miles to
the east, and twelve to fifteen west. The lake
seemed to average about four miles in width.
The narrowest part was where we entered it, and
on the opposite shore, three miles away, rose a
high hill. It seemed as if we might even now be
on Michikamau, perhaps shut from the main body
of the lake only by the islands. From the hill we
should be able to see we thought, and so paddled
towards it.

The hill was wooded almost to the top, and

above the woods was the barren moss-covered

rough. It
me as we climbed that I should be
stifled with the heat, and the flies, and the effort,

but most of all with the thoughts that were
crowding my mind.

summit. The walking was very
seemed to

Instead of being only glad
that we were nearing Michikamau I had been
growing more and more to dread the moment
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when I should first look out over its broad
waters. Sometimes I felt that I could never go
on to the top—but 1 did.

The panorama of mountain, and lake, and
island was very impressive. For miles in every
direction were the lakes. Countless wooded
islands, large and small, dotted their surfaces, and
westward, beyond the confusion of islands and
water around us, lay the great shining Michika-
mau. Still we could see no open way to reach
it. Lying along its eastern shore a low ridge
stretched away northward, and east of this again
the lakes. We thought this might perhaps be
the Indian inland route to George River, which
Mr Low speaks of in his report on the survey
of Michikamau. Far away in the north were the
hills with their snow patches, which we had seen
from Lookout Mountain. Turning to the east
we could trace the course of the Nascaupee to
where we had entered it on Sunday. We could
see Lookout Mountain, and away beyond it the
irregular tops of the hills we had come through
from a little west of Seal Lake. In the south,
great rugged hills stood out west towards Michi-
kamau. North and south of the hill we were on
were big waters. The one to the south we hoped
would lead us out to Michikamau. It emptied
into the lake we had just crossed in a broad
shallow rapid at the foot of our hill, one and a
half miles to the west.

George showed me, only a few miles from
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where we were standing, Mount Hubbard from
which Mr Hubbard and he had seen Michikamau ;
Windbound ILake and the lakes through which
they had hoped to find their way to the great lake ;
the dip in the hills to the east through which they

had passed on their long portage. He pointed out

to me a little dark line on the brow of the hill
where the bushes were in which they had shot
the rabbit, and on the eastern slope another

dark shadow showing where they had shot the
ptarmigan.

So much of life and its pain can crowd into a

few minutes. The whole desperate picture stood

out with dread vividness. Yet I had wished very
much to see what he had shown me.

At the rapid we were but a few minutes poling
up to the big water south. Then after two miles

of paddling, still southward, we rounded a point

and looked westward straight into Michikamau
and the sun. It was 5.52 r.\.
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