








PREFACE.

JHERE is no portion of the Dominion of which so little is generally
, known as “Our North Land,” a term which I have applied to that
vast expanse of territory stretching from the Atlantic to the
¢ Pacific, and from the fiftieth parallel to the Arctic Circle; and
yet I venture to say that there is no other part of the continent which

presents a greater variety of interesting features—features interesting
to the student of natural history ; to the lover of travel, romance, and
adventure ; to the man of business, on the look out for opportunities of
profitable trade and commerce ; to the miner and prospector; to the
promoters of railway and steamboat lines ; to the student of meteorology ;
and especially to the young, who should improve every opportunity of
extending their knowledge of the physical geography of their own country.

The following pages are founded chiefly upon the experiences of the
Canadian Government Expedition to Hudson’s Bay and Strait; Mr.
Klotz’s overland Expedition to Hudson’s Bay ; Dr. Bell’s Hudson’s Bay
Explorations; the Travels and Explorations in the North-West of Dr.
Selwyn, Mr. Marcus Smith and many others, and the Travels and
Experiences of the. Author.

I have endeavoured, from the information thus obtained, to give an
account of the vast resources of the region in question, to describe the
industries now in active operation, and to point out the possibilities of
their future development. The export from the products of the oil-bearing
animals of the waters of Hudson’s Bay alone amounts, at the present
time, to over $150,000 annually, and may be increased to five times that
amount ; in many districts the fur trade is yet in its infancy ; and the cod,
salmon, and trout fisheries offer large and sure returns to almost any extent
that capital and labour can be found to develop them.







































18 Owr North Land.

there was no prophet to foretell England’s glory, nor was there
anything in the general appearance of the country upon which a
high degreg of future greatness could have been predicted. Lati-
tude is one of the secrets of Britain’s importance.

History is ever repeating itself, and the political transforma-
tions of the Old World may yet, to a great extent, be re-enacted in
the New. Here on this continent the trend of all material progress
is north-westerly. The flow of immigration is north-westerly, and
the Great Creator, as if to make way for the advance, has pl_lshed
back, as it were, the cold of the Arctic nearer to the Pole, and spread
out the vast fertile belt of the North Temperate Zone from the
Great Lakes to the Mackenzie River ; so that may not this England
of the New World yet bécome to the Western Hemisphere all that
the England of the Old World is to the Eastern ? :

For many years Canada has held an obscure place among the
countries of the globe. Our borders have been pictured as the
abode of perpetual snows, and our people as indifferent, easy-going,
indolent. But a change is taking place. The narrow, little, rugged
country on the margins of the St. Lawrence has extended its
borders from Atlantic to Pacific, and to the Aretic Circle of the
north ; the harvest-patches of Western Ontario, once the pride of
United Canada, have blossomed into boundless fertile prairies,
stretching away toward the setting sun, and pushing their golden
fields far above the fifty-fifth parallel. With these changes have
arisen national questioﬁs of trans-Pacific and transcontinental trade,
and Canada is putting on the garment of preparation to enter the
race of nations.

Canada’s progress is but another evidence of the strength and
productiveness of the north, but another development of power and
commercial importance in high latitudes, and it will probably
achieve the greatest advancement to which the race has yet
attained. Canada has soil enough for the happy homes of a
hundred millions of people. Bread and beef may be produced
within her boundaries to feed a hundred millions mqre; and, aside
from all this development of husbandry, the resources of the
Dominion will sustain the most gigantic industrial enterprises.
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-from the International Boundary on the south to the Arctic Circle,
Canada contains very divergent interests—interests predicated upon
the physical geography and natural resources of the country, which,
even under the best conducted parliamentary rule, must frequently
clash, setting Province against Province, and section against section;
or, perhaps, more properly speaking, the Provincial against the
Federal authority.

Nova Scotia was the first to apprehend this danger and to
raise this cry. Before Confederation was an accomplished fact, in
1867, and while the scheme was being agitated, some of the people
of that Province looked upon the promised Intercolonial Railway as
an effort to change the natural channels of commerce. If built as a
Government measure, they reasoned, the Government would be in
duty bound to sustain it by encouraging in every possible way such
inter-Provincial commerce as would enable Montreal and Toronto in
a great degree to supplant New York and Boston in their trade
relations with Halifax and St. John. The one was a natural
channel of commerce, the other artificial. Both were advisable, but
the latter could become self-sustaining only under a tariff sufficiently
protective to cut off a great portion of the shipping trade between
the United States and the Maritime Provinces—a policy which the
people down by the sea have not yet been able to ‘fully reconcile
with their geographical position.

But Confederation was accomplished, the Intercolonial was con-
structed, and the days of the high tariff were inaugurated, not to
protect the railway, but resulting in such protection all the same.
Immediately Nova Scotians began to trade with Montreal and the
cities of Ontario, and in such proportion as this was done the Inter-
colonial reaped a benefit and the shipping trade between Nova
Scotia and the United States suffered loss. All this was probably
in the interests of the Dominion, as a whole, and possibly for the
ultimate’ welfare of Nova Scotia, but many of the people did not,
for a long time, readily accept the new situation ; in fact they do not
accept it yet.

History again repeats itself. The case of Manitoba in 1880
and 1881, in respect of the Pacific Railway, was very much the
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same in many ways as that of Nova Scotia touching the Inter-.
colonial at, and subsequent to, Confederation. For that matter the
respective positions of the two Provinces remain unchanged, and are
likely to continue in the same way for years to come, unless Nova
Scotia finds more than her due in receiving the Atlantic terminus
of the Canadian Pacific, which is improbable. The parallel, how-
ever, is not without its disagreements. Manitoba, in 1878, had but
a small population, and the Province was only beginning to be
thought of as a field for immigration. The Canadian Pacific Rail-
way, undertaken to connect British Columbia, commercially, with
the Dominion, to which it had been united by political ties, seemed
to open up the vast fertile prairies of Manitoba and the North-
West to settlement and cultivation.

The expenditure of large sums of public money, and the richness
of the soil in that region, together with the prospect of early railway
communication between Manitoba and the Eastern Provinces over
Canadian territory, caused a rush of immigration. In a short time
Manitoba contained a numerous and enterprising population, and
Winnipeg was on the road to great commercial importance. This
development brought new conditions, and consequently new ideas,
to the settlers. In 1880 the Syndicate, or Canadian Pacific Railway
Company, was brought into legal existence by Parliament, and the
railway transferred to that Company on terms which gave consider-
able alarm in Manitoba, principally on account of the so-called
twenty years’ monopoly clause. - ‘

The people saw themselves shut out from the markets of St.
Paul and Chicago by the Canadian protective tariff, as also by the
twenty years’ protection to the Canadian Pacific Railway Company,
and looked to a long future subject to a “grinding monopoly,” as
the more violent were inclined to characterize it. Impatient at this
prospect, an effort was made to secure the construction of railway
communication with the United States, by Provineial Legislative
enactment, but the veto power of the Federal authority was exer-
cised and the charter disallowed. Following this, the Legislature
placed other enactments on the statute book authorizing the con-
struction of lines, contrary to the provisions of the Syndicate
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bargain, and these, too, were promptly disallowed by the Central
Government.

Meanwhile, discontent in Manitoba was beginning to take root,
Liberal politicians seized upon these acts to prejudice the people
against the Dominion Government, and every effort was made to fan
the discontent into a flame of open defiance of the Federal authority.
In the midst of this agitation Providence visited the farmers with
heavy frosts, and consequent bad harvests. This visitation, together
with scanty railway communication, greatly augmented the feeling
of discontent, which, manipulated 'by designing politicians, cul-
minated in several political meetings at which unwise and mislead-
ing resolutions were passed, calculated to discourage immigration
and otherwise greatly injure the Province.

Somehow this agitation gave rise to a movement in favour of
the construction of a railway from Manitoba to Hudson’s Bay, or to
the establishment of the Hudson’s Bay route from Manitoba to the
markets of the Old World. As far back as 1879, charters had been
obtained from Parliament authorizing two such roads; but nothing
had been done under them, and, until the beginning of 1884, few
people in the North-West became at all interested in the project.
But now the “Hudson's Bay Route” became the only streak of
sunshine in the “Manitoba agitation.” Resolutions were passed
declaring faith in the practicability of the route, urging the
Dominion Government to grant substantial assistance in opening it,
and recommending the Provincial Legislature to authorize the Local
Government to undertake the construction of the railway on the
credit of the Province. :

Pursuant to the will of the people, the Manitoba Government
applied to the Central Administration for the extension of the
boundaries of the Province northward to Hudson’s Bay. This
application was made with a view to bringing the proposed railway
under Provincial authority, but the scheme was met by considerable
opposition and the extension asked was not granted. On the other
hand, the Dominion Government took the question of the proposed

route into consideration, and determined to do everything possible
to encourage it.



24 Our North Land. =

Indeed the Federal Administration was forced into action by the
threatening attitude of Manitoba. True, their hands.were already
more than full with a practically bankrupt railway company; and
not only so, but, as it would seem, any action leading to the
immediate discovery of the practicability of the proposed Hudson’s
Bay route might have a tendency to impair the already doubtful
credit of the Canadian Pacific, and in that way embarrass the
country generally, which stood committed and re-committed to the
construction of the Pacific railway. Nevertheless, the people of
Manitoba would not be appeased short of prompt and decisive
action, and made a strong effort through their Provincial Govern-
ment to secure such Federal legislation as would bring the matter
within their own control. Hence Parliament voted the funds, and
an Expedition was fitted out to enquire into the navigability of the
waters of Hudson’s Bay and Strait.

‘T do not know how much, if any, faith the Federal Administra-
tion had in thé possibility of establishing a commercial highway
over the waters of Hudson’s Bay and Strait as a transportation line
for the carrying trade of the Canadian North-West; but, supposing
they had none, they were all the same justified in yielding to the
importunities of Manitoba, to the extent of investigating the yues-
tion. In the North-West it was quite different; there the people,
without a full knowledge of the character of the ice, which might
or might not wholly destroy the navigation of the Strait nine
months in the year, determined in their own minds that the Maker
of Hudson's Bay had created that vast inter-ocean and placed it in
the centre of the northern portion of the continent for purposes of
commercial intercourse between them and the countries of northern
Europe, and all ice arguments melted before their sanguine faith.
The trend of the mighty streams, including the Red and Saskat-
chewan systems, was toward Hudson’s Bay, and the bent of the
people followed the rivers. They remembered that when the
Northern Pacific promoters launched that enterprise they were
ridiculed and laughed at by the Union and Central Pacific people
and the Union and Central Pacific people’s friends; they remem-
bered also that when this ridicule and this laughter died away -






CHAPTER IL

THE HUDSON’S BAY EXPEDITION.

THE QUESTION OF THE HUDSON'S BAY ROUTE IN THE HOUSE OF
COMMONS—THE SELECT COMMITTEE—THE EVIDENCE— DEPAR-
TURE OF THE EXPEDITION.

Our work is a step in progress

Of the onward march of man ;

We open the gates of another road
To the wheels of a mighty van.

/HE question of the Hudson’s Bay route was removed from the
2 recklessness of a misguided agitation in Manitoba to the
%)‘ House of Commons of Canada where, on the eleventh of
‘"  February, 1884, Mr. Joseph Royal, M.P,, of St. Boniface,
moved : “That a select committee, composed of Messieurs Abbott,
Brecken, Casey, Dawson, Desjardins, Foster, Macmaster, Paint, Rispel,
Ross, Royal, Scott, Watson, White (Cardwell), and Woodworth, be
appointed to take into consideration the question of the navigation
of Hudson’s Bay, with power to send for persons, papers and records.”

Mr. Royal supported his motion by an able address, in which he
threw considerable light upon the subject of the navigation of our
northern waters, and pointed out the great advantages the route, if
found navigable, would be to the people of Manitoba. He was
followed by the Hon. Edward Blake and the Right Hon. Sir John
A. Macdonald, both of whom supported the motion, and evinced a
desire that steps should be taken as soon as possible to increase
our knowledge of the navigation of Hudson Strait. The motion
was adopted, and the committee at once commenced its labours,
holding its first session on the 22nd of February, at which Dr.
Robert Bell, Senior Assistant Director of the Geological Survey of
Canada, was examined at length. He had, in the course of his pro-
fessional duties, visited the immediate shores of Hudson’s Bay, or the
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country surrounding it, each of the six years from 1875 to 1881,
both inclusive, and was therefore in a position to give much
valuable information to the committee. Besides, he had passed
through Hudson Strait, and had been to considerable trouble in
collecting information from others concerning the navigability of
those waters.

Heiving travelled much over the country, he gave it as his
opinion, based on an extensive knowledge of engineering, that
there were no great obstacles in the way of the construction of a
railway from Winnipeg to Hudson’s Bay. He further stated that
the Bay and Strait were open long enough each year to be utilized
for ordinary commerce, or to the extent of four and a-half months,
and possibly longer. His own language was: “We know them
both to be open for four and a-half months at least ; say, from the
middle, and certainly from the end, of June until the middle of
November.” The Doctor gave a full account of the resources of
the Bay and Strait and surrounding country, all of which was
exceedingly favourable to their value.

Staff-Commander J. G. Boulton, R.N., was examined on the 26th
of February. He had been to Ungava Bay, but his personal
knowledge of the Bay and Strait was very limited. “What I
would wish to do,” he said, “ would be to offer a few suggestions as to
what I consider the best way to acquire further information, and to
establish the duration of the navigable season, which seems to me
to be the great object. I should first propose that the Dominion
Government would hire a steamer—one of the St. John’s, New-
foundland, steamers, for instance, which are always at hand; and
her captain should be one of the St. John’s sealing captains, well
experienced in ice navigation—if possible, the captain of the same
vessel—and he should have the selection of his crew; and if you
want a pilot, the Dominion Government could apply to the Hud-
son’s Bay Company for a man who has been in their service,
Perhaps one of the mates of the two vessels, Ocean Nymph and
Prince of Wales, which go to York Factory now, might be lent, if
there is no retired man who would be suitable and available for the
wox;k. The British Admiralty should also be applied to for a sur-
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veyor. In addition to the gentlemen I have enumerated at present,
namely, the surveyor, the captain, the pilot, and the crew, I think
there should be six or seven small parties taken out in the vessel, to be
landed at points in the Strait hereinafter mentioned, to be left all
winter and picked up in the following spring. These parties should
consist of a Canadian gentleman in charge, with some slight know-
ledge of how to make a local survey and the use of instruments,
with a couple of men, one of whom should be an English-speaking
Eskimo, who, I think, could be picked up at York Factory.
That would make about twenty altogether in all the parties. The
Admiralty surveyor would have charge of the Expedition, and would
select the localities for the landing parties, and direct the course of
the vessel through the Strait, subject to the information of the
sailing-master in all matters relating to ice, because the gentleman
from the Admiralty might not be acquainted with the ice, and, if a
surveyor, the chances are he is not. Then there comes the question
of coal for the steamer. The distance from St. John’s, Newfound-
land, to York Factory and back, is about 4,000 miles, and the vessel
would probably burn about 450 tons of coal; therefore it would be
necessary to have a vessel large enough to carry that quantity
of coal, to take her there and back. 1 think the vessel should
leave St. John’s on the 5th of July,arriving at the Strait about the
12th of July. She should then proceed, under the guidance of the
pilot, to York Factory; the surveyor making a running survey and
taking a line of soundings across Hudson’s Bay. The vessel might
visit Churchill, which probably would be a most suitable place for a
terminus—the west harbour of Churchill—as well as York Factory.

“Then, I think, the officer in charge should endeavour to pro-
cure half-a-dozen English-speaking Eskimos from the Hudson’s
Bay post at York Factory, one of whom should be landed with each
party to act as interpreter, in the event of visits from northern
Eskimos during their stay on shore. The vessel should then
return toward the Strait. Party No. 1 should be landed on
Mansfield Island, with material for building a hut, a ycar’s pro-
visions, a small boat, and a few instruments, as may be determined
upon hereafter. The vessel should then proceed, and similar pa.r'ties
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be landed—one at Cape Wolstenholme, and another at Nottingham
Island. The fourth party should be left either on the highest of the
Upper Savage Island group or on North Bluff; that is, in the vicinity
of North Bay. Another party should be landed in the vicinity
of Cape Hope on the mainland side, just opposite to the position
mentioned on North Bay. A couple of parties should also be left,
one on Resolution Island, and the other on the northernmost of the
Button Islands, so as, between them, to command one of the most
important positions in the Strait. With reference to the return of
the vessel to St. John’s, running surveys should be made according
as the amount of open water and the quantity of coal remaining
would permit, and this should be continued until the vessel finally
returns to St. John’s, leaving the parties in the Strait. The follow-
ing summer a similar vessel should be hired again and engaged to
pick up the parties landed.

“I will now speak as to the duties of the parties landed. The
principal object of these stationery parties is that, from their com-
manding elevation, assisted by a good telescope, the daily condition
of the ice, as far as they could see, particularly at the close and
opening of navigation, the character of the ice, and the drift or set
of the ice, and so on, could be ascertained ; also the nature of the
currents, their velocity, etc. In addition to this a record of meteoro-
logical phenomena should be kept, the instructions in regard to
which might be obtained from one of the Dominion observatories
before starting.” ‘

On the same day the examination of Dr. Bell was concluded,
when, in answer to the question :—

“ Supposing that the Canadiai Government resolved to send a
steamer to Hudson’s Bay for the purpose of increasing our know-
ledge of that region, what matters would you consider should be
attended to by the party in charge ?” he said:—

* Well, there are so many things that could be done which would
be of great value that it is hard to say what would be the most
important. I will begin by speaking of the approximate surveys
‘which might be made, and which would certainly greatly improve
the charts now in existence and solve some of the problems already



30 Our” North Land.

referred to by members of the committee, such as the supposed
channel between Bay of Hope’s Advance and Mosquito Bay. A
track-survey might be made of both sides of Hudson Strait; the
astronomical positions of the more prominent headlands, which
might have reference to the navigation of the Bay, might be obtained;
the positions of the more important groups of islands should be
determined ; soundings might be taken everywhere; the rise and
fall of the tide,and the time of high water at full and change, should
be ascertained, all of which would benefit navigation very much.
The positions and nature of harbours of refuge should also be
determined, and the most desirable points at which to place beacons
or lighthouses. So much for geographical data. Then, as to the
question of the fisheries: it is extremely important to ascertain
whether or not cod and other valuable food fishes exist. Meteoro-
logical observations of all sorts and magnetic observations might be
taken, which would be of very great interest indeed. The magnetic
pole lies at no very great distance northward of Hudson’s Bay, and
observations in regard to the dip and variation of the compass and
other magnetic phenomena would be both valuable and useful.
Observations in regard to the aurora borealis, which is a conspicu-
ous phenomenon in this region, might also prove highly interesting.
But, to my way of thinking, the geological part would be one of the
most important. A vessel cruising around Hudson’s Bay would
afford such splendid opportunities of visiting widely-separated
localities, as well as the islands otherwise inaccessible, that we might
accomplish as much in one year as would be possible in many years
in our usual way. Many of the problems in regard to the rock
formations and the economic minerals of this extensive region could
thus be easily solved. It would also give us an opportunity of
bringing home large geological and mineralogical collections, which
would be impossible where specimens have to be carried on men’s
backs or in canoes; but if we had a ship alongside we could transfer
them to it at once. I do not think that an hour would pass that
something could not be recorded which would afterwards turn out
to be valuable. It appears to be a perfect mine of information,
waiting to be explored.” . :
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Mr. M. P. McElhinney, of the Department of Marine and
Fisheries, furnished the committee, through Mr. Smith, the fol-
lowing remarks, based upon his observations of the log-books
furnished the Government by the Hudson’s Bay Company :—

“The ice during the years 1870, 1875 and 1883 appears to have
been exceptionally heavy, the ships having taken seventeen, twenty-
two and thirty-two days, respectively, to get through the Strait.
The passages made during the seasons of 1871, 1872, 1873, 1874,
1876, 1877, 1878,1879 and 1881, the Strait was passed without any
detention from ice, excepting from cautionary measures during
foggy weather., Ice was seen at times, and intervals of fog, requiring
great care in sailing. A steamer could have been kept moving to
better advantage than a sailing vessel.

“The earliest date of entering the Strait, given in these loors
was July 19th, 1871, the ship taking ten days to get through. The
earliest date of passing through was July 28th, 1879, taking six
“days to get through.

“The shortest time through was made in 1876, the ship entering
on August 19th, and getting through August 23rd, being in the
Strait only four days. The longest time given was in 1883, the
ship entering on the 22nd of July and not getting through until
August 23rd. The detention here may have been caused by the
ship getting _]ammed in the pack-ice and being obliged to drift

with it.
“There is no record in any of these logs as to the date of the

closing of the Strait. The latest given of passing out was October
27th, 1883, having sailed from Moose Factory October 7th. No
loose ice was seen in the Bay or Strait ; only a few icebergs in the
Strait. '

“I am of the opinion that steamers fitted for the work could
make the passage with very little detention from ice as early as
August 10th, entering after the 1st, and keeping along the north
shore, avoiding the pack-ice.

“Three months’ navigation is all that could be depended on,
extending from the 1st of August to the 1st of November.”

It will be seen from the evidence submitted to the committee,
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that there was a difference of opinion as to the duration of naviga-
tion in Hudson Strait. Mr. McElhinney, with the log-books of the
Hudson’s Bay Company’s ships, covering thirteen years from 1870,
to guide him, said that “three months’ navigation is all” that can
be _counted upon; while Dr. Bell, from personal experience, to a
certain extent, felt sure that four and a-half months, at least, could
be relied on.

Such was the tenor of the evidence submitted to the committee,
viz.: that by Dr. Bell, decidedly favourable; that from Hudson’s Bay
Company, decidedly unfavourable. The other witnesses examined
threw but little additional light upon the subject.

The committee made a lengthy report to the House, in which
they endorsed the project of sending an Expedition to Hudson’s
Bay, and concluded in the following language :—

“To declare that it will be time enough to pay attention to the
question of navigating Hudson’s Bay when the railways become
insufficient to move the traffic of the North-West, appears to us to
be an erroneous view to take of the matter. What we have to do
is to promote production by offering to it new and more favourable
conditions.

“There also results, from the evidence gathered by your com-
mittee, a necessity for the Government to examine a great number
of questions intimately connected with the navigation of Hudson’s
Bay and Strait.

“ Without the intervention of the State, this navigation will
remain what it is at the present moment: uncertain, of short dura-
tion, without any attraction for capitalists. In this direction,
several have set forth their opinions as to the nature of the exami-
nations which the Government might have made, and as to the
organization and character of a proposed surveying and exploring
Expedition.

“ They almost all agree in stating that these observations should
cover a period of at least three years, and should be conducted by
means of observatories, erected on the shores of the Strait, as well
- as on certain places on the coasts of Hudson’s Bay.”

While this enquiry was in progress at the capital, a select com-
3
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Second Mate,
Alfred King, of St. John’s, N.F.

Stewards,
John McGloudry, Chief ; Solomon King, Assistant.

Enginemen,
William Ruxton, Chief ; R. H. Bridge, Second.
Cooks,
Robert Allison, John Hanrahan ;

and one oiler, three firemen, one blacksmith, two trimmers, and
twelve able-bodied seamen.

The time was occupied from the 15th to the 22nd of July in
filling the Neptune with coals, lumber and supplies for the observing
stations, and in completing arrangements for the trip. The Hon.
A. W. McLelan, Minister of Marine and Fisheries, and Mr. William
Smith, Deputy Minister of Marine, arrived in Halifax on Sunday,
the 20th; and, by Monday following, all the members of the Expedi-
tion were on hand ready for the departure. At three o’clock on
Tuesday, all being in readiness, the Neptune, with all on board, left
the marine wharf, when the Minister, Deputy Minister, and a
number of the citizens of Halifax, gathered to bid us adieu, and wish
God-speed to the Expedition.

As we backed away from the mnarine wharf, those on the dock
gave hearty cheers in honour of the event. These were responded
to heartily by those on board, after which the latter joined in singing
“Auld Lang Syne.” On leaving her moorings, the ship was taken
up to Bedford Basin, and swung, in order to ascertain the error of
the compass. We then steamed out of the harbour, dipping flags
with the ensign on the buildings of the marine dock, and with that
of a German man-of-war at anchor near the Dartmouth shore.. It
was six o’clock in the evening before we were fully outside, into the
swells of the Atlantic. A stiff breeze, with showers of rain, welcomed
us to the ocean.
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and Company, one on the mainland and one on George’s Island, and
the lighthouse on Greenly, constitute all there is to be seen, except
the stunted vegetation which spreads over the somewhat level sand-
stone formation of the coast. These were not more attractive than
the immense icebergs which studded the Straits like small white
islands. .

Capt. Blandford, the agent of the Job Brothers’ station, at once
recognized the Neptune, which he commanded in his last sealing
voyage, taking the almost unprecedented catch of 42,000 seals, and
pushed out from the shore in a fishing-boat, and, assisted by three
fishermen, pulled toward the vessel. They had a struggle. At
one minute the little
craft stood perpendi-
cular, bow upwards ;
at the next her posi-
tion was vreversed ;
every now and then
the waves broke com-
pletely over the men,
but they struggled on;
there were moments
when we entertained
serious fears for their
safety, but they came
through, and were
soon on board, greeting their old friends of the Neptune’s crew
warmly.

I cannot pass this strange-looking country called the Labrador,
which is geographically, and ought to be politically, a part of the
Dominion, but which, through some mismanagement or mistake
of inter-colonial affairs, has wrongfully drifted under the wing of
Newfoundland, without making a few observations on some of its
more striking features. It extends from Blanc Sablon to Cape
Chidley, and embraces the country eastward to the height of land.
Along the Straits of Belle Isle the country is quite level, owing to
its sandstone formation ; but, in the interior, and to the north of the

v o yite s LR, -

THE LABRADOR GOAT.
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Straits, the ancient Laurentian gneiss hills rise in rugged declivities
two, three, and even four thousand feet above the level of the sea.

The chief products are the cod, halibut, herring, salmon, trout,
seal, and fur-bearing animals. The coast is severely inhospitable.
Agriculture is not attempted, and only alimited extent of garden-
ing in turnips, lettuce, beets, potatoes, etc., is found possible.
Domestic animals, except dogs and wretched-looking goats, are not
kept. The dogs—miserable, snarling, yelping, haggard, wolf-like
brutes—are exceedingly valuable. They are to the settlers in
winter time all that horses are to the people of Canada, hauling
their sledges for hundreds of miles over Tocks, ice, and mountains
from station to station, and the logs, from which boards are
whipped, from the interior down to the settlements on the coast.

The population of the Labrador consists of fishermen, principally
Newfoundlanders, a few French Canadians,
Moravian Missionaries, Montaignais Indians
and Eskimos, and, of course, Indian and
Eskimo half-breeds. The number of in-
habitants varies according to the season.
During the fishing months there are gener-
ally scattered along the coast, in schooners,
on the islands, and at the stations, about THE COD—LABRADOR.
twenty thousand souls, while in winter this
number dwindles down to less than five thousand. All yield a willing
obedience to the laws of Newfoundland, but, fortunately, they are
not over-governed. Once or sometimes twice during the year, a
Judge, or marine justice, is sent out on ship-board. He makes a
judicial tour, so to speak, of the principal settlements, administering
such law and justice as the necessities of the people require. There
are no custom-houses on the coast, but the revenue-cutter appears
periodically.

At some of the stations along the coast where a wretched white
population, employed only during the fishing season, remains during
the winter, there is much suffering and want. Sometimes the
people actually, or nearly, starve, especially when the fishery has
proved a failure. They insist upon establishing themselves on the
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bleakest portions of the coast, merely because, by so doing, they will
be close to the fishing grounds.

The climate is severe, but healthy ; and doctors,where such exist,
have little to do except to look after the poor half-starved fisher- .
men and their families, many of whom suffer from exposure, poor
food, and a disregard of the simplest rules of health. The poor
creatures have no ideas beyond the cod-fish. They live and die,
ground under the relentless heel of debt, always from hand to
mouth, and without a shilling to call their own.

The fishing stations are almost too numerous to mention. There
are Hudson’s Bay posts at Cartwright Harbour, at Rigoulette, at
Hamilton’s Inlet, at Davis Inlet, and at Nachvak; and Moravian
Mission stations at Hopedale, Zoar, Nain, Okkak, Hebron and
Ramah.

There are not more than a hundred Indian families altogether,
but as you go northward the Eskimos are met with in consider-
able numbers. All the natives seem to lead a happy life, and in
many respects are better off than the white people. They are expert
in hunting and trapping, and thoroughly acquainted with the
country. As a rule they are sober, honest, and industrious ; but the
Newfoundlanders give them a pretty bad character. The Indians,
and further to the north the Eskimos, frequent the interior, hunt-
ing and trapping furs. They bring the catch to the coast and
exchange it at the stations for pork, flour, tea, molasses, powder,
shot, tobacco, ete. " They are plentifully supplied with food from
the flesh of the deer, seal and small game which abounds on the
coast and in the interior.

There is nothing connected with the natural appearance of the
country or condition of the people to impress one favourably. The
few houses scattered here and there, occupied by the whites, are
mostly neat and clean, and wear the appearance of extreme isolation.
There is but little fortune-making, now-a-days, on the Labrador.
The fishing vocation is one attended with great hardships, and much
exposure to the cold, and not infrequently to considerable danger ;
and, withal, the returns reaped scarcely repay the pains and labour
expended. -
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Icebergs may be met with on the Labrador coast, in great
numbers, almost any day, except in the winter season. At times we
counted as many as twenty or thirty from the Neptune’s quarter-
deck. They were of various sizes, and of many shapes, and, reflect-
ing the strong light of the sun, presented a most picturesque scene.
An iceberg looks like a small mountain of gypsum, or, if you please,
a well formed elevation of white marble ; or, better still, it looks like
Jjust what it is, a huge pile of solid ice.

But one steaming along the Labrador will not only be enter-
tained by icebergs, and the strange wild character of the bold, rocky
coast, but by the wind-storms as well. If you have never been
in a Labrador wind-storm, then you have never been there at all.
It is always blowing furiously. Clearing Belle Isle, we steamed out
into the North Atlantic. The wind—we knew it would—freshened
into a strong gale, and the western sky became a picture of wild-
ness. Clouds were being driven rapidly with the upper currents,
and, as they parted or passed over the face of the setting sun, and
mingled their dark shadows with his dazzling rays, the deep shades
and bright colours with which the horizon was painted rendered
the scene intensely thrilling. The Neptune was rapidly carrying
us from the sight of land, upon which we feasted our vision all day,
and steaming out upon the increasing swells of the angry sea. It
was plain to the captain, and indeed to all on board, that the night
would be exceedingly rough; but that was not all, the furious gale
was directly ahead, so that but little progress could be made.

Lieutenant Gordon and Captain Sopp held a hurried conversa-
tion in the chart house on the advisability of putting into a harbour
until the wind should subside. I think the captain was in favour
of adopting such a precaution, not ‘so much to avoid danger, as
none was apprehended, but to save coals, as steaming against the
strong wind could avail but little. However, Lieutenant Gordon,
using his usual phrase, thought she would “slip along,” and urged
that course, which was adopted. :

The wind increased in strength. The seas rolled higher and
higher, and the Neptune began to roll and pitch. Most of our men
were driven below, and, turning in, sea-sick and disheartened, did
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not much concern themselves with the prospect of the night. They
were too much occupied with their own wretched condition. Mean-
while the conduct of the vessel became worse, and, now and then,
great seas were breaking with a smashing sound over the starboard .
bow. The waves ran very high, very uneven, and furious withal ;
but our ship fought them bravely, not, however, without much
groaning, and creaking and trembling. At one moment she was
thrown violently on her side with a heavy sea pouring and dashing
across her decks. She received the blow quietly, then shook, as
with anger, and, mounting the swell, rode in majesty out of the
trough upon the long waves. But these triumphs were ever des-
tined to be of momentary duration ; again and again was she
pelted, and dashed and thrown by the sea, and again and again she
came forth, trembling and shaking and groaning, but in the power
of a conqueror.

But, while the Neptune was fighting and conquering the waves,
she was utterly regardless of her passengers and the movable objects
on board. Everything not stationery was sliding and slamming and
knocking about the cabin, pantry and state-room floors in a terrific
pandemonium. Sea-sick expeditionists were forced to brace them-
selves in their berths in order not to be thrown out upon the floor.
Sick cans were tossed from their places and upset, and thrown into
and out of the beds. The dishes in the pantry seemed to be in a
promiscuous heap, dashing about the floor and against the walls,
In short, every movable thing was in aggravated motion, beating
against the floors, walls, and striking against each other. The wind
was terrific, the waves relentless, the night wretched, the men dis-
heartened, and the seamen angry; but on, or rather up and down,
and sideways, we rode, pitching and rolling, and rising and falling,
shaking and trembling and groaning, while without, the noise of
the elements acded a doleful, surging, moaning, wailing sound. We
were simply rolled and pitched about all night, intensely sick,
intensely blue, and intensely out of patience.
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to pay him twelve dollars therefor. He was to be on board the
Neptune the next morning at three o'clock, and he kept his
appointment to the minute.

We had scarcely reached the harbour, before the Nain Mission -
buildings and Eskimo huts, on Wednesday, when we saw approach-
ing boats and kayaks containing the missionaries and natives
of the Moravian capital. They were all welcomed on board. The
Eskimos were much delighted with the ship, but the Moravians
met with a sore disappointment. The Chief Superintendent came
with his mail-bag, fully believing the Neptune was one of their
own vessels, and highly confident of receiving letters and papers
from the fatherland. It was really distressing to see his coun-
tenance drop on being informed who and what we were. This
intelligence did not, however, disturb the delighted curiosity of the
Eskimos. They were much amused with all they saw, and examined
the steamer from one end to the other, making curious ejaculations
at the wonderful engines, fire-arms, ete. I undertook to interview
them, but their stock of English was too small, and the attempt
was an utter failure. I learned, however, that they had all been
Christianized, at least so far as'to receive Christian names. Instead
of the Eskimo Pudolik, Komakin or Kikastouk, they boasted
such biblical cognomens as David, Jonathan, Caleb, Nicodemus and
Benjamin. These civilized: and Christianized natives were not
unlike the pure savage specimens that we met with in the Straits
afterwards, except in this small matter of names.

Superintendent Bourguin extended a polite invitation to our
party to visit his village. This was heartily accepted. The boats
were lowered, and, in half an hour, more than a dozen expeditionists
were investigating the curious town. We were first conducted to
the great receptionsroom of the mission-house, and treated to lager
beer. The German will have his lager wherever he goes, and we
all voted the Moravian German much the better for it. Owing to
a regulation of the Government, liquor of all kinds—lime-juice only
excepted—was excluded, except in one or two very isolated cases
of a clandestine character. These had not gone far enough, for
those who strictly obeyed the official order begged from those who
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partly disobeyed it ; and, long before the day of which I am writing.
the last of the smuggled spirits had been improvidently imbibed.

We drank the lager with the relish of people who had taken a
drink before, and knew how to appreciate a good thing. It tasted
very much like Canadian lager. 1 noticed that the offer of a second
glass round was objected to, by those most entitled to speak on our
behalf, only to the extent of ordinary politeness. The brethren—
that is what they call themselves—found it an easy matter to force it
upon us. This lager they manufacture themselves from imported malt.

When we had been formally introduced all round, our party
dispersed, each man looking up something of interest after his own
tastes. We all had more or less important duties. Lieut. Gordon,
with his magnetometer, set about the difficult task of ascertaining
the variation of the compass; Mr. Stupart, with his dip-circle, deter-
mined the dip of the magnetic needle; Mr. Burwell ascertained the
height of the great rock hills forming the background to Nain ;
Dr. Bell went forth in quest of geological and botanical specimens;
Messrs. Fox and Ashe busied themselves taking photographs of the
Eskimos and the towering gneiss cliffs that overhung the valley
on all sides; the ship’s crew entered upon the less attractive work
of storing the vessel with fresh water, while Capt. Sopp enjoyed
himself in a leisurely way becoming the dignity of his position.

I attached myself to the Rev. Hermann Jannasch, one of the
missionaries, because “Brother” Jannasch could speak the best
English. The staff at the Mission consists of Rev. T. Bourguin,
Superintendent, and Brothers Jannasch, Weiz and Wirth. These
all do missionary duty in their turn, one acting as store-keeper
each year. These reverend gentlemen are comfortably housed,
with their families, in a large two-storey and a-half building, sub-
stantially built, and they seem to enjoy all the luxuries possible to
the sterile climate in which they live. They have plenty of well-
trained, obedient Eskimo servants. Their store-houses, of which
they have several large ones, are well filled with supplies suitable
to their own wants and to the protitable trade which they carry on
with the natives in connection with their Christian duties. They
have also quite extensive gardens, a neat, well-kept grave-yard, a



46 Owr North Land.

commodious church, and all other characteristics necessary to com-
parative happiness.

There is a wide difference between the condition of these trader-
evangelists and their slave subjects, the Christianized Eskimos. -
The latter live in rude huts made of flattened poles, with sort of
turf or thatched roofs, without floors, except of the earth, without
furniture, and in the midst of filth and dirt. Nothwithstanding, I
would be doing an injustice not to say that their condition is much
better than that of their brother natives who have not been subjected
to the influences of Christianity.

The very best of feeling exists between them and their masters,
the missionaries. This is due to the honourable dealings of the
latter, and equally to the good nature of the Eskimos. There
are about two hundred natives residing at Nain ; and, to the great
credit of the missionaries be it said, every one of them, of sufficient
age, can read and write in their own language. There are two
reasons why they do not learn to speak English: one is, that the
Germans speak but little or no English themselves, the other, that
they are of opinion that to learn any language but their own is
degrading; and, despite all the Moravians have done, they have
not been able to drive this out of their stubborn heads. There are
about forty-five Eskimo huts, besides the frame buildings belonging
to the missionaries. These are clustered together a short distance
from the mission, or indeed close to it, on a little plateau about
thirty-five feet above the level of the harbour and at the foot of a
range of hills over one thousand feet high.

I have said that I attached myself to Brother Jannasch. This I
did wholly from a selfish motive—that of pumping him, so to speuk,
concerning Nain, and the Moravian stations generally. With this
affable gentleman as my guide and informant I first visited the
burial-ground. It is an enclosure of about an acre, well protected
by a neat picket fence, about three hundred yards from the cluster
of dwellings, accessible through gates, from which, leading at right
angles all over the yard, are pretty gravelled walks. Upon entering
one is struck with the cleanliness of the place. Kach grave is
marked by a small wooden tablet, about 8 X 14 inches in size, two
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inches thick, and fastened to the ground, one over each grave.
These are numbered from one upwards, and contain also the Chris-
tian name of the deceased in blackened letters engraved or sunken
in the tablet, together with the dates of the birth and death of the
person commemorated. This burial-ground has been in use one
hundred and twelve years, and contains over nine hundred graves.
It is very level, well kept, and, I should say, a credit to Nain.
I read on one tablet, the oldest of them all :—

No. 1.
BeaTA BRAZEN.
702

It was that of a child of one of the earlier missionaries, so that
you will see the Germans and Eskimos use the same ground for
their dead. There were nearly a thousand inscriptions, of which the
following are samples:—

No. 321. No. 555. No. 548.
La, Noa, JONATHAN,
1849-1850. 1818-186G4. 1822-1864.

From this attractive burying-ground we entered the not less
attractive chapel, a long, narrow, low building, but neatly built.
One end of it is used for a school-house, the other, and the larger,
for a church. The school-room contains blackboards, with various
Eskimo text-books and other apparatus suitable for imparting
the rudiments of an Eskimo education. They make use of the
German alphabet in all of these books, and have by great industry
reduced the Eskimo language to writing, and brought it within
grammatical rules practical to the natives. The Superintendent is
now engaged on a new Eskimo grammar, which he intends to have
printed in Germany this year.

You will be surprised when I tell you that the church contains
an organ. It was brought out from Germany nearly half a century
ago, and had been in use for a long time previous to that. Did I
say an organ ? Well, it is a melodeon, or rather a cross between a
harpsichord and a melodeon. It is a peculiarly-shaped instrument,
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something after the fashion of an old style, high cupboard. The
pipes are of tin, in its natural colour ; the bellows are operated by
pulling out at one side a leather string and allowing it to recede ;
the keys are of bone ; it contains six stops, and is cased in some sort
of wood of dark colour, probably mahogany. Its tone is a combina-
tion of the organ, the harmonium, and nearly all other musical
instruments you can think of, but is really very sweet. At least it
sounded so to me in that far-off out-of-the-way and desolate village
church.

Evidently the natives are very fond of music, and I was not
long in discovering that the missionaries show a commendable enter-
prise in meeting their inclinations in this respect. Hence, the choir
of the Moravian chapel at Nain will compare favourably with that
of a modern church in Canada. I refer more particularly to its
numerical and vocal strength. Besides the organist, who is always
a pleasant-looking missionary’s wife, and the twelve leading Eskimo
singers, there are eight Eskimo violinists. With this combina-
tion the whole congregation joins in right good earnest; and my
informant said: “The house is filled with music to its fullest
capacity.” I do not know what he meant by this expression, unless
it was that an augmentation of the choir would raise the roof. The
church will seat about two'hundred, but as many as three hundred
have crowded into it.

The Moravian festival season begins about the first of November
and continues until Easter. During this period they have three
services each Sunday, and nine during the six working days. So
that if the Eskimos get small pay for their services in procuring furs
and fish for the Moravians, they make up for it in the number of
religious services to which the missionaries treat them.

They have large hymn-books, containing both hymns and tunes,
printed in Eskimo. One of these includes most of the popular
Sankey collection. So that the husky of Nain can sing, “ Gates
Ajar,” “The Home Over There,” “Bye-and-By,” in his or her
own tongue, with considerable ease, and sometimes with good effect.

The gardens are an attractive feature of Nain. They are all
neatly enclosed by board or picket fences, approached through
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pretty gates. They are detached, located here and there as places
of suitable soil and shelter were found. The chief esculent grown
—potatoes—looked well, but had to be covered, to protect the tops
from the frost every night, with strips of canvas. They are planted
in narrow beds, over which hoops are bent in such a way as to
prevent the covering from coming in contact with the tops. Turnips
and beets are grown plentifully with less trouble. So also are
rhubarb and winter onions. The cabbages, and lettuce, and spinach
were looking well, and the peas in the hot-beds were almost ready
for the table. But the most beautiful phase of the gardens was a
large variety of flowering plants. Of these the Moravians are
passionately fond.

Nain is abundantly supplied with pure spring water, which is
conducted from a flowing spring on an elevation about three
hundred yards distant, to the Mission House, in wooden pipes.

Observing such fine buildings and such an extent of tidy board
fences, I enquired where the lumber came from, and received a
curious answer: “The logs,” said Brother Jannasch, “are cut some
five or six miles inland, where there is a plenty of moderate size,
say from eight' to ten inches in diameter, and are hauled to the
town in the winter season by the dogs; here they are sawn into
boards or dimension stuff, as required, by whip-saws by the men.”
This was the whole story, simple but astonishing.

You will have observed that the Moravians have a double
mission on the Labrador. First, that of Christianizing the Eskimo;
secondly, that of carrying on a good trade with their converts. If
I have placed the second where the first ought to be, I know the
Moravians will overlook the error, because they did their best to
persuade me that the income or profits from the trade which they
maintain with the natives does not more than pay one-half the
expenses of maintaining the missions. Now I would not disbelieve
a good, pious Moravian ; they are about the most upright people in
the world, and certainly on the Labrador; but I was forced to the
conclusion that they were making a slight miscalculation. The
Chief Superintendent of them all, Rev. Mr. Bourguin, was the very

picture of a sharp trader. A thin, spare, cold, calculating, selfish-
o 5
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heather, or bog, or stunted vegetation of some kind, relieved the
dullness of their uniform colour. Higher up near the clouds on the
great precipices, we could see, here and there, a rough, broken
garment of moss, the growth, probably, of a thousand years. The
summits were capped with perpetual snow in many places, that
sparkled and glowed in the morning sun, as its rays broke through
the parting clouds, like crowns of glory. The prospect was strange
and wild—strange in the angularity of the steep declivities, bold,
rugged, barren and desolate, yet, altogether, as one passes within
the entrance, combining to inspire a sense of security.

From this entrance to the Hudson’s Bay Company’s Post at
Nachvak, the distance is about twenty miles, and the wonderful
channel leading thereto, from a half to.two miles wide, winding and
very picturesque in its course. We were in this curious inlet most
of the day, or from eleven o’clock until early evening, before we
cast anchor before the lonely buildings of the post. The whole
distance is a succession of most impressive natural scenery. On
either side the rocks lift their snow-covered heads almost perpen-
dicularly for more than a thousand feet above the water, and in
many places nearly two thousand feet, and are moulded in such a.
variety of shapes, ranges, peaks, precipices, terraces, shelves, ravines,
ledges, etc., as to daze the wondering admirer.

On the one hand we were alike delighted and awed by a dashing,
foaming, roaring torrent, tumbling down at an angle of 45°, storm-
ing against the rocks, turning in sharp curves, throwing its foam
high in the air, and falling from ledge to ledge, or dashing in mad-
dened fury from some lofty cliff to a lower range, hiding the spot.
from view by filling the space with white mist or spray ; while on the
other our deepest admiration was called into expressions of wonder
and praise by smaller rivulets hanging down, as it were, from the
higher rocks, like beautiful white silken cords, pouring their waters.
into the blue abyss at the feet of these eternal hills, one or two
thousand feet below their source. A day in this spot was but an hour;
nor could we have grown weary of the scenery in a whole week.

Our stay at Nachvak was during the night only. We left with
the first light of the following day. At the post there are but three
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buildings—a very small residence and two small storehouses. These
are located on a little piece of land at the water’s edge covered with
bog and grass, nestled at the base of a range of hills of solid, barren
gneiss. The harbour is at an abrupt bend of the inlet, where the
deep water approaches close to the rocky shore. It isa safe and
pleasant anchorage. 5

The post is conducted by Mr. Ford, brother to the Mr. Ford who
conducted us from Ford’s Harbour to Nain. He has a wife and
two children and two or three servants, and about twenty miserable-
looking, snarling dogs. There are a few Eskimos scattered in the
neighbourhood, but hardly to the extent to merit the title of a
population. The place is excessively lonely, barren and unfruitful
in every respect, except that the bay is alive with cod and trout, as
are all the inlets of the Labrador. Game is also plentiful,

At this place, lat. 59° 4’ N,, long. 63° 51’ 30" W., the ice does
not form in the harbour until the middle of November, and fre-
quently not until the first of January, and it always goes out by
the middle or 20th of June. This isin accordance with Mr. Ford’s
record of seven years.

With his dogs and skin-covered koamatik, Mr. Ford makes
winter trips for two or three hundred miles along the coast, gather-
ing furs from the natives. We had the dogs harnessed to this
curious sledge, and obtained photographs of the buildings with this
outfit in the foreground. Lieut. Gordon obtained only a very few
furs here, but was repaid for the trouble of going by securing the
services of Mr. James Lane, an Eskimo half-breed, as interpreter.
He proved to be of great service in Hudson Strait, and was a
valuable acquisition to the Expedition.

I may as well break the thread of the narrative at this point,
for a few moments, to state that observing station No. 2, which we
were unable to place on Resolution Island for reasons that will be
given further on, was located on the north side of Nachvak Bay,
about five miles from the entrance, at a place called Rumford’s
Cove. This station was placed in charge of Mr. William Skynner,
of Toronto, with Messrs: Rainsford and Jordan, as station-men. It
was decided to call Mr. Skynner’s location “ Skynner’s Cove.”
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the understanding that he was to do that little only when driven to
_ 1t, contrary to instructions, to receive orders from every one, and to
obey no one, to enjoy knocks and kicks and slaps, and to amuse
himself with abuse ; to hide away with the slightest prospect of his-
being wanted ; to steal everything he canlay his hands on ; to keep
himself as ragged and dirty as possible, and to sit cross-legged on
the top-gallant yard in a gale to amuse the sailors. Supposing him
to have been engaged for these purposes, Johnny filled the position,
varied as it was, to perfection. During the whole of our voyage I
did not observe him to laugh, or even smile, except at receiving a
kick or a cuff. That he had come to a state of training in which
abuse was a matter of solid comfort to him, while on the other hand
words of praise and commendation were an abomination, there can
be no question. _

~ We whiled away the time of Sunday and Monday, until Tuesday
morning, the best we could. Being continually in the fog the con-
versation naturally turned in that direction. We discovered the
causes, or thought we did, in the comparative temperatures of the
air and water, and finally came to the conclusion, which we considered
generous, that owing to the confluence at the entrance to Hudson
Strait of the cold water from Baffin’s Bay and the warmer water
from Hudson’s Bay, fogs were produced ; and that in the Strait where
these conditions do not exist, fogs do not occur.

The fog went with the darkness of Tuesday morning, and we
renewed our course toward Cape Chidley, sighting land at eight
o'clock. At twelve o’clock, noon, we were steaming through Grey’s
Strait, between the Button Islands and Cape Chidley, looking for
aharbour. It had been decided, for some reason, to place station No.1
on the mainland, therefore no effort was made to secure an anchorage
on either of the islands. At one o’clock we had turned the Cape,
and were moving toward Ungava Bay.

We had on every hand many evidences of the high latitude of
our position. Besides the low temperature were the barren rocks,
and the numerous large patches of snow, which, whenever we
approached the land, were visible on the high rocky coast.

As we neared the rocks of the main shore, just round the cape,
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it became evident from appearances that we had hit upon an excel-
lent harbour. The Neptune was taken into the bay with great
care, and anchored in ten fathoms of water at five o'clock of a
beautiful evening. As soon as the clanking of the anchor’s chains
had ceased, Lieutenant Gordon said: “This place shall be called Port
Burwell, in honour of Mr. Burwell, the observer, who is to take
” and Port Burwell it was called accordingly. We made
a landing immediately.

Port Burwell is a pretty cove or bay, well sheltered by Flat
Point on the north and a lonely high circular projection of the land
on the south, which we called Cape William Smith, in honour of the
Deputy-Minister of Marine. The entrance is well guarded from the
north-west winds, and is one of the finest harbours of Hudson Strait,
probably the best. The holding ground is good, and there is room
in the basin to accommodate from fifty to a hundred ships. The
harbour is, in one sense, almost a landlock. In it a vessel could
outride the worst possible storm in perfect security. The water is
from ten to twenty fathoms.

The place was fairly alive with cod, and the men belonging to
the ship took some ten or twelve quintals in a few days. The
shores were for the most part high and rocky, but there are one or
two gently sloping ravines, covered with a sort of bog-turf. Even

charge here;

the stmmits have in some places a rough, thin garment of moss.

On the evening of our arrival, in company with the Expedition
geologist, I made a voyage along the coast, to discover what we
might and enjoy ourselves hunting. We were accommodated with
one of the Neptune’s boats and. two men, or rather a man and
boy Johnny. Our little excursion also included Mr. Fox and Mr.
Skynner, of Toronto.

I mention this side expedition particularly, because we made an
important discovery, and met with very much of interest. This
discovery was an addition to geography in the way of a channel
running through from Ungava Bay to the ocean on the Labrador
coast. I do not refer to the channel some twenty miles south of
the cape, indicated on the published maps, but to one hitherto
unknown (but supposed by Lieutenant-commanding Alexander
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Murray, United States Navy, to exist in 1860), about eight miles
south of the cape. We explored this channel and called it McLelan
Strait, in honour of Hon. A. W. McLelan, the Canadian Minister of
Marine and Fisheries. We were absent three days, camping most-
of the time on the shores of the little channel, where we met with
Eskimos. These, consisting of two families, were camped in a
little ravine on a small inlet off the Strait, where the barren gneiss
kills towered on either side for more than four hundred feet above
the water’s level, in almost perpendicular cliffs. Here, in this se-
cluded valley, walled about by high cliffs, were the ruins of an
Eskimo village, where, perhaps a century before, when these
, curious people were more nu-
merous, dwelt a thrifty popu-
lation of over three hundred.
From the appearance of the
ruins, and by the aid of the Ex-
pedition interpreter through
whom I made many inquiries
of those now residing at the
cape, I learned much about
this now ruined and &eserned,
but once flourishing town. It
was originally, and thesplace
is still, called New-nan-go,
which, in Eskimo, means a
hidden place. The town had been constructed on a small cone-
shaped hill, composed of gravel and boulders. The huts or dens
were merely small excavations, circular shaped, about ten feet
under the surface, approached by small subterranean passages.
There was a row of these around the little elevation, at the base ;
another row a little further up, extending around in a circle, and
nearer the top ; still another, and of course more contracted circle ;
while at the top, and over all, was the dwelling of the Ut-ter-ick, or
chief. The circle next below him, comprising about six dens, had
been the dwelling-places of the Utterick’s chief men. As you
descended toward the base of the hill, not more than thirty feet

ESKIMO SNOW HUTS.
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high in all, the huts or caves were smaller. In this heap of ruins
there were probably ten or fifteen dwellings, yet well defined, while
originally there had not been less than forty. This number would
be more than doubled in the winter, by means of snow houses,
which, in the case of villages, are built up among the mounds of the
underground caves.

In these cave-huts we found numerous relics, such as thrown-
away stone shot and bullet moulds, old rusty pieces of lances and
spears, and other evidences of Eskimo industry. Two or three
bore evidence of recent habitation, and, upon inquiry, I learned that
old chief Ki-ur-chur, the last of the long line of illustrious Ut-
tericks, who have ruled the Cape Chidley natives for centuries, and
who, in late years, takes up his summer residence on the extreme
northern point of the cape, resides, in winter, with his two wives
and large family of children, in one of these caves, at the seat of
power of his royal ancestors. I paid the tented castle of Ki-ur-chur
a visit, of which I will speak presently. i

From the ruins of ancient Newnango, I visited the Eskimo
tent a little way off, where a native named Komikan, with his
brother, two sons, wife and daughter, and a little papoose whose
sex I could not guess from its great youth, resides, and has his

" miserable being. The tent was made of skins of the reindeer, held
up by a few drift poles picked up on the sheres, and held down
around the bottom by heavy gneiss boulders which were everywhere
at hand. Near the tent, strung on cords of walrus and seal-skin
were vast quantities of black seal’s flesh, in all stages of drying,
seal’s blubber, seal’s liver, seal’s hearts, and even seal’s entrails, which
are stretched, dried and made into very light water-proof garments.
Among the stones at hand were vast heaps of oily blubber and seal
flesh mixed together. Thus was Mr. Komikan’s larder well stored ;
nor was he wanting in venison and wild fowl.

Passing within, the scene was one well calculated to sicken an
ordinary stomach. The stench was intense, but, so to speak, a sort
of oily stench, and therefore slightly endurable. On one side were
huge piles of venison, seals’ carcases, seal blubber, in a promiscuous
mass, well-besmeared with blood and grease. Behind these were
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rolls of seal and reindeer skins, white fox skins, rabbit skins, swan
skins,and skins of all kinds of birds. At the other side was a large
flat stone, on which sat the stone lamp, partly filled with seal oil,
with a bit of mess for wick, from whicli a blaze was flickering and -
burning languidly. Close to this sat two Eskimo children, one
about four years old, the other five or six. They were very greasy,
and exceedingly dirty. Between them, rolled in a piece of pelt,
lay the baby, or last addition to the papoose department of the
family. They were partaking their noon-day meal, or rather eating
because they felt like it, which is the only rule of eating among
them. They have no regular hours for meals. The boys were also
feeding the baby, and boys and baby alike were covered with seal
fat and seal blood from head to feet. Near to them was the carcase
of a seal, stripped of the pelt and entrails. About two quarts of blood
and oil had settled in the cavity of the body. This had been their
soup, and was now their syrup. With pieces of seal’s liver they
were dipping into the liquid, and enjoying a sort of dessert, every
now and then mopping the face of the helpless little babe with a
piece, and painting its fat little cheeks with erimson by their efforts
to get the food into its mouth, which the struggling infant bravely
resisted.

Further along, at the back end of the tent, raised ontwo or three
layers of uneven boulders, over which several thicknesses of soft
deer skins were spread, on which was every conceivable object in
the way of knives, fish-spears, pieces of raw-hide line, work-bags of
skin, pieces of leather, etc., was the family bed, and the family
lounge: a sort of general “turn to.” I did not investigate, but
probably its crawling population exceeded the number of inhabitants
in the whole Dominion. On this bed lay Mrs. Komikan, the good-
man’s wife, very sick, and by her side, in cross-legged style, reclined
Miss Kirtalabanafilda Komikan, her daughter, very handsome, but
very dirty. Her long black hair, hanging down in three well-kept
braids, was ornamented with some strings of beads which had been
ingeniously interwoven with the plaiting. I spoke to her, bowing
as politely as I could. She was very shy, and only blushed. I
learned that she was very proud, and had refused several offers of a
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husband. She is waiting, it is said, until the chief’s son, at the cape,
her cousin, gets old enough to take a wife; for it must be nicer to
be the wife of an Utterick than the slave of an ordinary hunter,
especially the first one, as the first always rules the second.

Here I must mention that on our return, in September, we
learned that Mrs. Komikan
had died, and been buried or
laid away up among the cliffs
of Newnango.

Turning from this wretched
abode of the Komikans, we
continued our tour of observa-
tion, and were richly rewarded,
ascending the steep acclivities
to a height indicated by the
barometer of five hundred feet,
on the summits of which I pro-

cured some interesting botani-
cal specimens. The scene was
full of interest. At the foot of one of these ranges, near to the
channel, a curious spectacle was observed, rudely described by the
following impromptu lines, pencilled on the spot :—

AN ESKIMO GRAVE.

Upon the eternal rocks of the north,

And close by the wild and swift tidal wroth
In a dark sheltered cleft ;

Where perpetual snows arch summit and peak,

And the winds beat hard on the barren and bleak
Mountainous range ;

Where the seal and the walrus lazily play,

And the grim polar bear comes up from the bay,
Lonely and strange ;

Where the desolate waters from Ungava Sea

Meet the swift-flowing-current at the Cape Chidley
In tidal return ;

Where the sun circles low in the southern sky,

And the sea-gulls drearily scream as they fly.

LA casual glance, and, lo !
Covered o’er by the hands of the tawny and brave.
I discovered the lone and desolate grave

Of a poor Eskimo.
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again narrows down to four or five hundred yards. In places it
divides into two and sometimes three channels, forming small barren
islands. Its cliffy shores rise to a height of three and four hundred
feet, and are rugged and broken with occasional gulches, or deep
narrow ravines leading inland, such as the picturesque little slope
upon which we encamped. The whole distance through is not over
sixteen miles.

In some of the narrowest places of the channel, the tide race, at
both ebb and flood, is over ten knots an hour, while in the event of
a contrary wind, it is torn into lashing rapids to such an extent
that no boat could venture upon it. The scenery presented on every
hand to one travelling through the strait, is wild and sometimes
thrilling. Every now and then the hill-walls of the iron-charged
rocks, which rise almost perpendicularly three, and occasionally four,
hundred feet above the water, give way to low, narrow, hidden
civcuitous turf or bog-carpeted raviney, from which dark cavern-
like gulches lead every here and there to the perpetually snow-
capped summitsabove. Through these gulches, or following in their
precipitous and broken descent, flow pretty, white silver streams,
filling the air with their soft cold spray. Dashing against some
projecting reef and round the sharp curves, and again violently upon
some little islet, the sweeping tide-race breaks into the roar of a
cataract, while the pure white mist-mantled rivulets, leaping from
the lofty cliffs within the diverging valleys, mingle their sounds
with this roar of the greater voice, as mingle the sweet contralto
strains of a church choir with the deep rich melody of the sanctuary
congregation. Such is the channel which I assisted in discovering
and exploring, and which I had the honour of suggesting should be
called McLelan Strait.

The physical geography and characteristics of Port Burwell, and
Cape Chidley, at once become matters of interest. Here we have
found an excellent harbour so close to the Atlantic that we
may expect it to become the supply point for future operations in
Hudson Strait. It is recognizable by the mariner in approaching it,
after rounding Cape Chidley, by Flat Point, and Cape William
Smith. Flat Point is a small island thirty feet high, and the termi-
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nation of the north-west of the peninsula of Cape Chidley. From
this shore the cast coast of Ungava Bay trends W. S. W, four miles
magnetic, var. 50° W., to an islet forty feet high close to the coast.
The point of which this islet is the extremity forms the southern
arm or shelter of Port Burwell, and is called Cape William Smith.
The position of Flat Point is lat. 60° 29" N., long. 64° 44’ W.

Cape William Smith lies about six miles W. S. W. magnetic,
var. 50° W. from Flat Point. The shore in the locality is compara-
tively low. Position, lat. 60° 24" 44” N., long. 64° 44" 40" W,

Cape Chidley is the northern extremity of the Labrador coast,
at the entrance to Hudson Strait, is one thousand five hundred feet
high, lat. 50° 25" N., long. 64° 11" W,

The cape proper is the southern of two high islands, apparently
bold-to, and appears when seen from the southward as an island with
two lumps, the western being the higher, from which it is easy of
recognition. The northern of these two islands is about one thousand
feet high. There is every appearance of deep water between these
islands, and between both and the main shore. From the northern
island the Labrador trends south-west, mag. 50° var. W., a distance
of about ten miles, to an opening which is the entrance to McLelan
Strait. These rocks lie S. S. W., five and one-half miles distant from
the cape, the centre and highest one being fifty feet above high
water. The other two are about thirty feet high, An isolated rock
thirty feet high is the northern of the outlying rocks which skirt
the coast between the cape and Nachvak. From the cape the coast
trends N. by W. mag. ten miles, thence N. W. } N. mag. a further
distance of six miles to Flat Point.

The Button Islands, composed of four large and three or more
very small ones, lie to the north of Cape Chidley. The east
point of the South Button Island bears N. E. by N. mag., eight
miles distant from Cape Chidley, and a detached island one
hundred feet high, off the nearest point of the West Button Island,
N. E. by E:. mag., eight miles distant from Flat Point. South
Button Island is about five hundred feet high, and is faced by small
cliffs, and has two smaller islands at the south and west extremities.
West Button Island has, generally, the same appearance, but is
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much higher. There is apparently a good passage between South
and West Button Islands. The detached island to the westward of
West Button Island, one mile, is round and cliffy, about one hundred
feet high.

Grey Strait is the passage between Cape Chidley and the
Button Islands. It is apparently clear of shoals. The Neptune
steamed through it on both the outward and the homeward voyages.
The narrowest part of the eastern entrance is about four miles wide.
The flood and ebb streams in the Strait are of nearly equal duration
and strength, the former running into and the latter out of Ungava
Bay. The velocity is ahout six knots an hour, off the cape. There
1s considerable race; and, where the stream is opposed by strong
winds, a breaking sea is formed, which is dangerous to very small
vessels. During strong westerly winds in Ungava Bay, the squalls
in Grey Strait are severe. '

I must now mention something about the Eskimo Chief Kiur-
chur, his two wives and large family, who reside in the summer
season on one of the islands at the extreme northern point of Cape
Chidley. He is a man of over fifty, of the usual high cheek-
bones, black hair and eyes, and insufficient beard. He wears a great
cap of bright red cloth, decorated with beads and precious stones,
polished from pieces of latrobite and labradorite, and other gems
indigenous to that rock-bound coast, and is otherwise attractively
clad. His cai) is stuffed with the down from many ducks, until its
diameter will measure twenty inches. He has put away skins,
except for the severity of winter, and wears a sort of common cloth
of European manufacture, procured, no doubt, at Fort Chimo. He
has plenty of dogs, and, as a mark of royalty, his private koamatik
is covered with reindeer skin and is drawn by ten dogs. He keeps
two servants, a man and woman, who are married. These two do
all the drudgery of the family, the younger of whom are indulged
in idleness. Chiefs and their families used to be supported by
frequent contributions from their subjects—and in this respect they
are not unlike civilized chiefs ; but now that the Eskimo population
has become so small in this Utterick’s district, the older members of

his family are compelled to work for their living. His two wives
5
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“are rather plain-looking women, the eldest being much broken, so
that if she ever did possess any natural charms, they have long
since been supplanted by the hideous wrinkles and other traces of
Eskimo old age, which is the most horrid sort of ‘old age I have
ever met with. The elder wife rules the younger, and the latter
submits with a willing obedience.

Some of the chief’s daughters are quite handsome—one in partic-
ular. Her name is Put-away-all-talk, which I am sure would never
do for a white lady; but it is very appropriate for Miss Kiurchur,
or Princess Put-away-all-talk, because she is of but few words.
She is like all the Eskimo girls, extremely diffident, and bashful to
a fault. She is extremely fond of fine dress, is quite tall, slender,
well formed, with small hands and feet, long pretty eyelashes, a
well shaped forehead, a handsome nose and chin, rather a plain
mouth, a remarkably fair complexion, with rosy cheeks and lips,
and beautiful jet-black hair, extending nearly down to the ground.
She is anxious to marry, but is extremely particular, and has refused
all offers up to the present time. Her sister, or half sister, is as
ugly as the princess is beautiful; she is as grim, and greasy, and cold
and lazy as a polar bear.

Game is plentiful at Port Burwell. There are a greéat variety of
ducks, and abundance of ptarmigan. Sharks made their appearance
frequently near our boats, whales came to the surface now and
then, so did the walrus and seal; but they did not put themselves
very much in our way.

The work of landing lumber and supplies and erecting the
station buildings was begun on Tuesday evening, August 5th; and
so well was the work managed that, by three o’clock on Friday
afternoon, a space of less than three days, the task was completed,
a triangulation survey of the harbour made, magnetic observations
taken, and we were ready for departure, having enjoyed fair weather
during the whole time. The observations taken showed the position
of Port Burwell to be lat. 60° 22’ N, long. 64° 48" W. The result
of the magnetic observations taken was: variation of the compass
49° 29° W., and the dip of magnetic needle 82° 9'.
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north of the entrance from the mouth of Davis’s Strait ; Big Island
on the north side of the Strait, close to the mainland, called North
Bluff; Charles Island about fifteen miles from its south. shore, and
about the same distance north-west of Cape Weggs ; Salisbury, -
about forty miles from the north-main coast, with Mills Island
twelve miles to the north-west of it, both at the mouth of Fox
Channel; and Nottingham, near the centre of the Strait at the
entrance to Hudson’s Bay.

The smaller or group islands are the Buttons, about five miles
north of Cape Chidley ; Lower Savages, north-west of Resolution,
and between it and the north-main shore; the Middle Savages and
Saddle Backs, lying close to the north main coast, about sixty miles
north-west of the Lower Savages, close to, and east of the Upper
Savages; Big Island at the entrance to North Bay ; and the Digges
six miles west of Cape Wolstenholme, at the south side of the
entrance to Hudson’s Bay.

The water in the Strait is uniformly very deep ; between Reso-
lution and Cape Chidley it is three hundred fathoms. The centre
of the Strait to the west will average from two hundred to one
hundred and fifty fathoms, getting shallower as the entrance to
Hudson’s Bay is reached. There are no shoals or dangerous reefs
to render navigation precarious. The same may practically be said
in regard to fogs and gales; fogs occur, but are usually of short
duration. Heavy gales are of rare occurrence. In this respect the
Strait is in happy contrast with the ever-squally Labrador coast
The variation or error of the magnetic needle, in its application to
navigation to Hudson Strait, is as regular and reliable in its varia-
tion as in any part of the world. Tt is about 50° W. at Cape Chid-
ley, and at the entrance to Hudson’s Bay, say at Nottingham Island,
about 55° W. There is no local magnetic force to interfere with one
navigating the centre of the Strait, and the compass, that is, the
patent Sir William Thompson compass, may be depended upon, but
the ordinary marine compass is practically worthless. This arises
from the close proximity of the Strait to the magnetic pole, on
account of which the directive force acting on the needle is greatly
diminished.
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In certain seasons of the year the navigation of Hudson Strait
is greatly interrupted by ice—ice formed in the Bay and Strait, and
that which comes down Fox Channel in the summer. It is estimated
that these ice-floes were heavier this and last year than for the
previous twenty seasons; “and yet the Neptune,” says Capt. Sopp,
“if she had been bound for Churchill with a cargo, or from that
port outward, this year, would not have suffered more than twenty
hours’ delay on account of ice, or anything else.” But more of this
anon.

The shores of the Strait are high, bold and barren, consisting of
the Laurentian gneiss formation. The waters abound in whales,
porpoise, walrus, seal, and many kinds of fish, while on the shores
and the borders of the lakes and streams of the interior, fur-bearing
animals, deer, white bears and a great variety of small game, are
plentiful. The Eskimos inhabit both the north and south shores,
and the borders of the rivers and lakes inland.

Friday night, August the 8th, was calm and pleasant, and
Saturday morning found us in sight of Resolution Island. There
was a light fog early in the morning, but by eight o’clock it was all
gone, and the morning was cold and clear and bright. We spent
the whole day looking for a harbour on the shores of Resolution,
among the Lower Savages and on the north main coast to the west
of the islands, but without success. By one o’clock a north-west
breeze sprang up and the waters were lashed into a heavy sea, so
that the Neptune’s boat was sent ashore with great difficulty, on
two occasions, in a fruitless search for an anchorage. We met with
plenty of icebergs, and the coast was well decorated with large
sheets of perpetual snow, while the higher ranges of rocks were
completely covered.

About four o’clock in the afternoon, a heavy storm with a north-
west gale set in, and we were compelled to steam out from the rocks
toward the centre of the Strait, there to roll and piteh, and dodge
about during the night. It was indeed a dark, rough, gloomy night,
the Neptune riding the heavy seas which rolled in lumpy, uneven,
and rapid succession, sometimes breaking over the decks with
great violence. A good many of the men—and conspicuously the
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writer—turned in, sick enough, and wished themselves back to
Canada. 4

Sunday morning brought us no improvement. The weather
was still thick and the seas running high. We sighted land again, -
and coasted along for some time ; but the storm was too heavy to
venture near enough to the coast to look for a harbour. By nine
o’clock a blinding snow-storm set in from the south-east, and our
condition was gloomy enough. In the midst of these adverse cir-
cumstances, Lieutenant Gordon decided to cancel that station (to be
located on Resolution) for the time being, at any rate, and gave
orders- to push on toward the Upper Savages, where, at North
Bluff, station number three was to be located.

At ten o'clock on Monday we sighted the dreaded enemy of the
navigator in the Hudson Strait—ficld-ice. From a distance it
did not look very formidable. There was only a snow-white streak
on the horizon, extending from the Middle Savages out into the
Strait, as far as the eye, aided by a powerful telescope, could see,
and, for at least twenty miles, perhaps much farther. There was
one compensation to be derived from these ice-floes. As we ap-
proached them the swell subsided, and close to the water was as
smooth as glass.

But if this field-ice was powerful enough to subside the waves
it was also able to reduce our speed, although the Neptune steamed
through it something after the fashion of a Grand Trunk snow-
plough in a Canadian snow-drift.

This strip of ice, about three miles wide, was not very solid, and
but little difficulty was experienced in making our way through it.
The operation, however, to those who experienced it for the first
time, was very exciting. Great blocks or pans were split or smashed
into pieces as if mere glass shells. In some instances they were
borne down under the ship’s keel, and held there to midships, when
they would shoot up on one side, or, if broken, on both sides, rising
fifteen or twenty feet above the water, only to fall back again,
crushing to pieces other masses of the same material.

For some three miles the good ship went smashing and tearing
and crushing through this mass of ice, like a vast machine of des-
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truction, clearing a water-way for her strong body with apparent
ease, only trembling and jolting now and then, when the heavier
pans were met with. But with a sailing vessel it would have been
very different. Such a craft would have been helpless.

Early in the afternoon we again encountered ice, which proved
to be more formidable. It extended, as before, out from the north
coast towards the centre of the Strait beyond our aided observation,
narrower than the first, but the pans were thicker and more com-
pact. For several lengths the Neptune ploughed through it as
before, but was finally brought to a halt. However, she was not
defeated. Backing up about a hundred yards, the ship was put
under full steam, her solidly constructed ice-smashing prow directed
for the unyielding obstruction. Coming up with great force, the
havoc was most terrific. Great piles of ice were smashed into atomis,
split, torn asunder, or overridden. The ship groaned and trembled,
but moved onward with irresistible force, erushing and smashing all
before her. This display was kept up for four or five lengths of
the vessel, with an impatient, fretful tremor. Again she came to
an unwilling halt, but was not yet conquered. Revérsing her power-
ful engines, she drew back once more, and again advanced towards
the foe, snorting with pent-up vengeance, and forcing her impreg-
nable front through and over the ice, and winning another victory.

Half a dozen of these wonderful feats carried us through to the
open water beyond. We were by this time quite near to the land,
and on the east coast of Big Island, Near the entrance to North Bay,
a suitable harbour was discovered, in which the Neptune cast anchor
about four o’clock in the afternoon. The harbour is formed by a
narrow ridge of rocks that run out parallel with the coast, over
which we could see from the yards of the ship the open water of
the Strait. ‘
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two deer, and you may be sure they were served on the Neptune
for breakfast the next morning. ‘

Captain Spicer’s trading station is located about thirty miles
west of Ashe’s Inlet, on the north-main coast of the Strait. The
Captain is an old whaler, an enterprising Connecticut Yankee, who
has maintained a profitable trade with the Eskimos for several
years. He has the only trading post on the Strait. We made an
attempt to visit his establishment but could not accomplish the
desire.

The darkness of the stormy night was upon us, and, with our
native visitors, by means of the Expedition interpreter, we settled
down to obtaining some information about that section of the won-
derful north. They first entertained us with the story of a shipwreck.

“They say,” says Mr. Lane, our interpreter, “that only a short
time ago—they don’t say quite how long—most likely a month or
more, how that a schooner (a yankee vessel), they think it’s a yankee
vessel, got stuck in the field-ice off here, in the Strait ; she drifted up
and down the shore about five miles off, they thinks, most likely it
was five miles, for days and days, with the heavy winds and tides.
Finally, they says how the crew got out of the vessel and made a
camp out of the sail (most likely the sail from the schooner) and
camped on the ice-pans, not a great ways from the vessel. Then
they says how most likely they got provisions and coals from the
ship and built a fire on the ice, and cooked most likely salt pork.
Then they says how most likely the Eskimos gathered on the shore
and watched the sufferers, for most likely, they saiys, the sailors
suffered from the cold. Then they tells me how the schooner got
nipped in the ice and went down, most likely in a hundred fathoms
of water. Then they tells me how the men drifted about on the ice-
pan for days. Then they says how they finally lost sight of them,
but they says most likely there was a favourable wind and they
were driven towards the shore and escaped to the land, and most
likely went to sailor Spicer’s.”

Such was the story of the shipwreck, and upon close enquiry we
found'that their account was probably truthful, although they could
not be certain of the escape of the crew.
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A suitable place had been selected on the rugged shore for the
station buildings, and work was to have been commenced on the
morning of Tuesday, the 12th of August, in landing lumber ‘and
supplies; but the circumstances forbade an attempt. The Neptune-
was entirely surrounded by ice, so thickly jammed that the harbour
presented a scene similar to that of mid-winter. With each ebbing
tide it would pass partially out, but with the returning flood it
returned, thicker and more formidable than ever. Indeed, the ice
seemed to be gathering outside as well as in the harbour.

With such an immense mass moving to and fro, the Neptune’s
anchors were found insufficient, and steam was kept up to render
such assistance from time to time as was necessary. Notwith-
standing this, we moved into and out of the harbour, with each tide,
nearly a hundred yards. In this condition we lay all day on
Tuesday, unable to do anything except to land a small quantity of
lumber in the evening.

At four o’clock eight huskies came on board, without kayaks,
by walking on the ice, jumping from pan to pan. They brought
with them a large quantity of reindeer meat, for which Captain
Sopp gave them knives, powder, bullets, and tobacco ; dealing, I
think, in a spirit of liberality with a view of fostering their custom.
This was ‘considered the best means of advertising in this latitude
and among this peculiar people, especially when it was remembered
that we had unequal competition in the person and presence of
Captain Spicer, who resided but thirty miles distant, and perhaps
less. We took good care to explain, patriotically of course, to these
poor creatures, that Captain Spicer was a foreigner—a Yankee
foreigner, at that—an interloper,—one who had no business in the
country ; that he was a smuggler, etc.; in short, we called him hard
names. And not less emphatically we told them that we were the
owners of the soil (rocks) ; Canadians: the right people in the right
place, and that they should trade only with us. We told them also
of our great and good mother, Queen Victoria, and of her noble
Governor-General, Lord Lansdowne, and indicated that, perhaps
—with an emphasis on the perhaps—very likely, one day, the
same good Governor-General would make a treaty with them for
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all this country (these rocks), and give them “tobaci-mik,” and
powder, and shot, and guns, and even tea and coffee. They smiled
credulously, but didn’t understand what was meant, or if they
understood at all, one thing is certain, they didn’t care a plug of
" “toback ” whether we were Canadians or Hottentots.

Here, in company with Dr. Bell and Mr. Fox, I made another
trip inland. We made the excursion in the interests of geology and
general discovery, and more particularly general sport. After
climbing the rocks for an hour we were about a mile inland, and
two hundred and fifty feet above the water. After that the pro-
gress was much easier, but it was little less than rock climbing all
the time. We did not succeed in getting more than seven miles
from the vessel, nor in making discoveries of any great value. The
deer kept out of our way, and we carried our rifles that day for
naught. The ptarmigan were more obliging ; we could easily kill
them with stones.,

We journeyed over a rough, uneven country. It was alternately
very wet and very dry. The long ranges of rough gneiss rocks,
heaped about, were dry enough, but hard on the feet;while between
there were curving ravines, partly covered with bog, which were
always wet and interlaced with running streams, or dotted here and
there by ponds of water.

Wedﬁesday, Thursday, Friday, and the most of Saturday, the
13th, 14th, 15th and 16th, were spent in Ashe’s Inlet. Friday
brought in more than a dozen Eskimo women and their dirty little
papooses, naked, and tucked down the backs of their mothers under
their seal-skin jackets next to the skin to keep them warm. Satur-
day morning another squad of natives boarded the ship, with such
peltries as they had. We traded with them as with all the others,
giving tobacco, powder, ete., and taking their skinsat our own prices.
At noon, on Saturday, we had twenty-seven natives, men, women,
and eight papooses on board, and when we were about to swing
ship it was a curious sight to see these thirty-five souls piling into
one small boat to return to land.

We left Ashe’s Inlet, all being in readiness, and the station
buildings having been completed, on Saturday at two o'clock. It
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water's edge. They seemed to be in good circumstances, and, as we
afterwards learned, were tented in large numbers about six miles
further up the Sound. They were greatly delighted at our presence,
and when informed of the intention to -build a house and leave
men 1n charge of it, they shouted and danced round each other like
children let loose from school.

I had “an .interesting day with the natives on Monday. They
had gathered on the shores of Stupart’s Bay—for that is what Lieut.
Gordon decided to call the place, as soon as he decided to place an

STUPART’S BAY.

observing station there—where the men were erecting the station
buildings, to the number of about thirty or forty, all greatly delighted
with the impression that we were to establish a permanent dwelling
place there. They had hitherto travelled three hundred miles to
Fort Chimo in order to exchange their peltries for such necessaries
as could be obtained at that place, and the establishment of the
station, so far as they could understand it, was bringing civilization
and commerce to their very doors, and they welcomed the movement
enthusiastically.

Our interpreter, Mr. Lane, explained matters to them, and he,
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more than any one else, became their hero. They watched the per-
formance of the erection of the buildings in wonder and amazement,
giving utterance to peculiar sounds, expressive of their pleasure
and surprise as the structures were sheeted in ; but when the rafters
were put into position, and the roof was taking shape, their astonish-
ment knew no bounds. It was an achievement beyond the power
of their imaginations, and they were overcome with the wonders of
the white people.

We visited their camp, about three or four miles away, and
obtained some skins of the reindeer and the seal, and had the
pleasure of some broken conversations with them. I began to study
the Eskimo language, and succeeded in commanding a few words,
and in making myself partly understood.

I had 1n my hands a Snyder rifle, which attracted the admira-
tion of a young hunter. I allowed him to examine it, and remarked,
“oonla-ko-olik,” which means, “ It is a rifle.” He was greatly pleased
with the idea that I could speak his tongue, and went into a rigma-
role of gibberish of which I understood nothing, and to which I
responded : “Ontuke,” which is, “I do not understand.” Then his
countenance dropped, but to revive him I said: “ Ki-chin-a-coma,”
which is, “I will give you tobacco.” His smiles returned, and ex-
tending one hand he waited anxiously, for all Eskimos love tobacco.
Exhibiting the tobacco, I asked, “kito-ma-shima-yuk ?” This
demand for deer skin brought another cloud to his face, but after
a moment’s pause he shouted out, “ko-le-tuk,” meaning a woman’s
dress of deer skin. He exhibited two of these, made of beautifully
dressed skins, with shoulder hoods for papoose, and the inevitable
long tails, the only distinguishing mark between the dress of the
men and that of the women. He laid them on the ground, and I
placed four plugs of black tobacco near by and asked, “Oonah,
oomung de ?” or, “ will you take this for that?” He nodded assent
and the trade was over, but not until his exclamation of “ Match-a-
mic,” had softened me to the extent of one card of matches.

I then asked for “poyea,” or seal skin. He brought from his
bag of the same material four large sking, and the same performance
was repeated. I obtained them for four mean little black plugs of
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tobacco, and felt that the native had been badly swindled; while, on
the other hand, he seemed to think he had struck a bonanza, and
grinned all over his great broad ugly face.

With a disposition to continue the traffic I inquired for “ Nan-
nuk,” or white bear skin. . He exhibited a piece about eighteen
inches square, and I brought out some more tobacco, but he shook
his head and wanted “og-jik” (powder). I had none of this. Then
he wanted “in-nip-a-lowlite,” (gun caps); I had none; and then he
shouted “ de-vine-looka,” all of which meant only “ shot,” but I had
none. However, he was not to be easily discouraged and called for
a “ shi-powit,” or a pipe. I had only one, and could not part with
that, so I said, turning away, “ ok-shan-i,” or good-bye. This was a
good stroke—I mean a business stroke. He came to time without
delay and called after me: “ Pish-shee-yon-ma-go-lova-too-goot,” or
“T want to trade.” I then exhibited two plugs of black-strap, and
asked, in a decided tone of voice, as if it were my last offer,
“oomungde ?” He yielded, and I became the happy owner of this
small piece of valuable skin.

Just then a new arrival advanced, and, extending my hand, I
said carelessly, “kan-we-kuk” (how are you). He took my hand
and shook it heartily, and spreading out his skins, said, ‘ pish-shee-
yon-ma-go-lova.” I turned him over to a companion who relieved
him of his peltries, giving in return therefor as little in value as I
had done for the goods obtained from the first.

Every man on ship-board, as soon as we got into Hudson Strait,
became a trader, from the cook’s-devil (Johnny) to the skipper, and
for weeks it was unsafe to leave powder, shot, tobacco or any other
article of commerce lying round loose, as they were liable to be con-
verted into peltries sometimes without the consent of the proper
persons. All obtained something, and got that something cheaply.

Later in the day, I attempted to interview one of the natives,
through an interpreter, without much success, as follows:—

“ Are there many natives in this section of the country ?”

« He says most likely there is.”

“But don’t he know ?”

“Yes, he says most likely there is a good many.”
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“ He says most likely they does.”

“Do they not know that it is wrong to have more than one
wife 2”

“ He says most likely he won’t go on.”

“ What does he mean ?”

« Most likely he is sulky and won’t answer.”

« Have the natives here ever seen a vessel before ?”

“He says only one of them has.”

“He says most likely he won’t
tell you anything else.”

During the day a number of us
made an excursion in one of the
Neptune’s boats, about three miles
along the coast, on the north side
of Prince of Wales Sound, and going
on shore we walked about two miles
when we found sevffyal Eskimos in
tents, made of skins, all, as usual,
dirty and filthy. In our wanderings
among the hills and rocks we came
to a little inlet, a narrow arm of
the Sound extending in among the
rocks, entirely hid from view until
the traveller approaches the water’s
edge. There were natives residing
on both sides of the cove. It was
evident that something unusual

was going on. An old chief, with
his great red cap, stood upon a cliff
near his tent on one side, while, upon
the waters of the lake-like inlet, a
boat and half a dozen kayaks filled
with huskies were apparently enjoying a holiday. Upon making
enquiries, I found that the chief’s only child and daughter, a native
beauty, had just given her hand in marriage to a young Eskimo.
The event was much out of the order of marriages, as the newly-
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CHAPTER X.
STUPART'S BAY STATION.

CHARACTERISTICS OF THE ESKIMO—DESCRIPTION OF THE KAYAK—
THE DIFFICULTIES OF INLAND TRAVEL—THE “ AMERICAN MAN "
—ESKIMO VILLAGES—ARTICLES OF TRADE.

Where the swan, and the duck, and the curlew breed,
And the geese, by thousands, come to feed,

And the reindeer bound on the rocky plains,

And the Husky thrives on his hunting gains.

Sound, Stupart’s Bay, I must not pass the place without
referring to some of their peculiarities. Their customs and
characteristics are, for the most part, similar to the North
American Indians, and the points of greatest difference are where the
difference of latitude and climate enforce a change. They wear but
two garments—generally of seal-skin or reindeer skin—jackets
which they slip on over their heads, and sort of trowsers of the same
material, with skin boots. There is a hood on the jacket which
they pull over their heads at will. The men and women dress ex-

actly the same, except that there is a long narrow trail or tail to the
jackets worn by the women, generally decorated with trimmings.
They never put any clothing on the infants. These are kept in a
completely nude state until about one or two years of age, protected
from the cold by being tucked down the backs of their mothers,
under their loose jackets. When they become hungry they crawl
up and over the naked shoulder of their mother, and when supplied
crawl back again. They look very dirty, and in this respect greatly
resemble their parents.

The Eskimos, in their original state, or as they are found to-day,
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when uninfluenced by Christianity, have no religious inclinations
whatever. They worship nothing and nobody, and have no ideas
of a future state that are very well defined, except that which is
usually found among the other savages of North America. They
haye no doctors, take no medicines, and are (I was going to say,
therefore,) seldom sick. When they die their bodies are laid away .
on the rocks, and covered over with boulders.

They have no regular hours for eating, but eat whatever they
have on hand whenever they feel like it, which is quite often. They
seldom all eat together, except when they have been half starved
for some time, and are lucky enough to take a deer or seal. Then
they eat enough to make up for the deprivations of the previous
days of hunger. They do not keep track of the days of the week,
know nothing whatever of the Sabbath; but they have a sort of
record by moons and winters. They have no summers. Their
store of knowledge is very small. The men are adepts in the use
of the gun, the spear, or the harpoon; the women sew neatly,
and display good taste in making garments’ from skins. Both are
moderately industrious, generous toward white people, and willing
to do most everything they are told. They are something like the
Indian, but more énterprising. If they are filthy, they are honest;
and if they are below the Indian in the first, they are above him in
the latter. But the corrupting influences of civilization soon over-
come their natural inclinations. They learn to steal with the
greatest ease, and take delight in practising the art when they have
learned it. ]

One of the most attractive features of Eskimo life is the kayak.
What the canoe is to the Indian, the kayak is to the husky of the
north. They are not the same in shape, in construction, or in any-
thing else, except in weight and the dangers to which a greenhorn
is exposed in attempting to navigate them. In shape they are
similar to an old-fashioned weaver's shuttle, and draw less water
than the ordinary canoe. They are about thirty feet long, not more
than two feet from top to bottom at the centre, and about thirty
inches wide at the same point. The top is straight from forward
point to stern point, except that from the centre to the ends each
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way they gradually become narrower, until at the peints the width
is not over two or three inches; and from the centre, each way
toward the ends, and toward the top as well, the bottom slants

upwards and outwards, until at the points the thickness is about’

two inches. It is flat at the bottom, but much narrower than at
the top. The frame is of strong wood, and the whole is covered
with seal-skin carefully sewed together and stretched over tightly.
There is a round hole in the top, at the centre, formed by a hoop to
which the seal-skin is attached. The Esquimo sits in this hole,
with his feet stretched out toward the forward end and his head
and shoulders above it. In rough weather he wears a thin water-
proof jacket made from the bladder of the walrus or other mammal,

THE KAYAK.

that stretches something like rubber. This is drawn down over the
hoop, so that the waves may pass over the kayak again and again,
and not one drop of water enter it. A kayak will accommodate
but one person at a time,

In one of these kayaks the Eskimo paddles about, sometimes
making very remarkable speed, quite a little monarch of the north-
ern seas. On the flat top of his little craft, secured by loops of
walrus-skin, are his lance, his spear and his hook, while by his side,
partly in the kayak, is his faithful gun. At his back is a buoy,
which looks the image of a seal, because it is no more or less than
the pelt of a seal tightly filled with air. Attached to this is a
harpoon at the end of a piece of walrus hide thirty or forty feet
long. If the seal or walrus comes near enough, he is harpooned

-



Stupart's Bay Station. 89

and when he can no longer be held by the line he is allowed to go,
buoy and all ; but the latter betrays his whereabouts, and not only
secures his capture, but is often the cause of attracting other seals
which are secured also. It is a swht. to see an Eskimo fighting a
walrus in one of these kayaks. The latter invariably attempts to
pierce the kayak with his tusks; but when he makes the venture,
in his fool-hardy courage, he not only fails to succeed, as the little
craft moves too easily in the water to give him any power over it,
but receives a harpoon in his side, or is plerced to the heart with a
deadly lance. With the buoy attached, to keep his prize from
sinking, he paddles it in tow to the shore.

The natives use but one paddle in the kayak ; but it is not the
same as that used by the Indians in the canoe. It is a double
paddle; that is to say, both ends are flattened, and, in paddling,
first one end is used and then the other, on one side and the other
respectively. The central portion of the paddle iz round, and the
water is prevented from running down upon the hands, as the
instrument is used, by pieces of skin which are placed tightly around
at the proper places. A new beginner will have some trouble in
navigating the kayak, and it will be well for him, at first, to keep
in shallow water. It tips over with the slightest provocation, énd,
as you can extricate yourself from the hole with some little diffi-
culty, and as you are precipitated into the water head first, it
becomes a matter of importance that-you either know how to
balance yourself properly or are prepared for a plunge bath. One
of the Neptune’s crew, in making the attempt, went over head
first into ten fathoms of water; but, as he was a good swimmer, he
soon managed to kick himself loose and take rescue in an adjoining
boat. He was fearfully wet and cold, but got some redress by
soundly cuffing the boy J ohnny for laughing at him. A good many
others laughed that were not ‘cuffed at all. We all admired the
kayak, but none of us ventured to test the delightful pleasures of
riding in one. It does not take long however to learn to handle
one, and I would recommend kayak clubs as a means of healthy
amusement for young Canadians. ‘

We remained at Stupart’s Bay from Sunday noon until Friday
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evening, the time being occupied in putting up the four buildings
required for the work of the station, in making a triangulation
survey of the harbour, and by inland excursions from which we
learned something of the character of the country. We had so much -
bad weather that but little progress was made in the latter. On
Tuesday, and again on Thursday, I went inland with the Expedition
geologist, some seven or eight miles each day, but we saw little of
interest except native villages or Eskimo settlements of three or
four huts each, in the shelter of the deep gulches which abound
cverywhere on the coast. There is no way to get inland except on
foot, and the walking is exceedingly bad. It is a continual climbing
up and down over hills of barren gneiss rocks, very sharp and un-
even, and across ravines in which running streams have to be forded
by jumping from rock to rock, an operation frequently attended by
the accident of slipping into the cold water. The coast is every-
where very much broken, exceedingly uneven, severely barren, and
cut into innumerable islands and headlands by gulches, inlets, bays,
_coves, ete., into which the tidal wave comes and goes at the rate of
from five to eight miles an hour according to location. So much is
this the case that an attempt to follow any one direction inland will
be frustrated before half a mile is travelled by a guleh, perhaps
over a hundred feet deep, or a winding arm of the sea, with steep
precipitous rocky shores, so that a decided change in the direction
will have to be made. There is often considerable danger attending
this travel on foot among the rocks. In attempting to descend the
cliffs to the bottom of one of these gulches one is often compelled to
return by precipices which forbid further progress; and in the
effort to make another course it is quite possible to lose one’s way
and become, as it were, a prisoner in the rocks, so that the traveller
is required to be on the look-out constantly.

The “ American-man” is an absolute necessity to the traveller
among the rock-hills of the north, as alse to the fishermen and
others who navigate the coasts. It may be that all do not under-
stand the meaning of this term. An “ American-man” is simply a
few boulders piled‘one upon the other on some hill-top, so as to
attract the eye and serve as a guide. There is such a sameness in



Stupart's Bay Station. 91

the coast a;ld in the interior .that one cannot judge in the least -
where he is going by the appearance of the country. The sun is
seldom in sight, the sky being for the most part overcast, so that he
can scarcely be depended upon as a director. Under these circum-
stances, the “ American-man” is indispensable. It is but little
trouble to build one, as loose rocks of all sizes are to be had every-
where.

It was by such means as this that we marked our route inland
in the excursions we made while at Stupart’s Bay. Here and there
in the journeys we would chance upon a native grave. Some of
them were marked only by a few well bleached bones, and the har-
poons, knives, spears, etc., which the unfortunates used in their life-
time. These things are always placed by the side of an Eskimo’s grave,
and it is held to be such a curse upon any one who is evil-minded
enough to remove them, that they are generally left to rot and rust
long after the mortal remains have disappeared altogether. In the
case of a female, her cutting-knife, needle-case, ete., and clothing are
placed under the rocks with her body.

The three small villages that we visited, all within seven or
eight miles of our anchorage, contained a population aggregating
less than seventy-five souls. They are all a dirty, wretched set,
improvident, and therefore alternating between extreme poverty
and plenty, such as it is, according as the hunt proves successful or
unprofitable. They live in tents of walrus or seal skins in summer,
and in snow or cave huts in the winter. They generally eat every-
thing raw, and their food consists of the flesh of seals, walrus, por-
poise, reindeer, sea-trout, salmon, and fowl, such as geese, ducks,
ptarmigan, etc. They sometimes cook the fowl, and frequently the
flesh of the deer. This is done generally in stone kettles, heated
over stone lamps: a sort of trough hewn from a piece of rock. The
fuel is oil, of course, of which they generally have plenty, the wick
being lichen moss such as the deer feed upon. With this arrange-
ment they can cook with ease, but their preference for raw flesh
generally dispenses with that trouble.

The interior of these tents was very much the same as those
that we had met with elsewhere. They were filthy beyond
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description. Great heaps of blubber, seal or walrus fat were lying
along the sides, while at one end the bed of skins on the rocks
generally supported from two or three to half a dozen women and
children, lounging in a half nude state, unwashed, uncombed, and ;
unconcerned. The women were sometimes leisurely sewing on
moccasins, jackets or other skin garments. In one of the tents we
met with a very aged woman. She was haggard, grey, bald,
wrinkled, decrepid, rickety, cross, dirty, half blind, half naked,
toothless, with finger nails nearly an inch and a-half long, skinny,
half crazy, unable to walk, out of patience, talkative, and unhappy.
She was probably seventy years of age, and will soon leave all that
is mortal of her to be frozen, and bleached, and dried and decayed
upon the rocks. :

In the same tent was a little child—there are often representa-
tives of three generations dwelling in one hut—just old enough to
toddle around, with her dirty black hair long enough to hang down
over her black eyes and dirty face, with her one secanty garment of
deer skin, and with her hands and face covered with blood. This
child was a scene to be pitied, perhaps, but for us,to be laughed at.
She was half sitting on a rock, with one hand newly dipped in a
dish of stone partly filled with mixed seal-oil and blood. She had
been eating the raw flesh from the carcase of a seal, and drinking
this mixture of blood and oil; and, child-like, she was bedaubed with
it in such a way as to indicate that her appetite was good and that
she had not yet been trained in the art of eating, as she probably
never will be.

" The men generally do the trading when they are at hand, and
will foolishly part with anything they have, not only skins but
spears, lances, harpoons, hooks, fish-spears, or anything, for tobacco-
powder, shot, gun-caps, knives, etc. Most of the men have guns,
probably loaned to them, as a business stroke, by traders, and they
seem to be pretty well acquainted in the use of them. Besides
several pelts, we, obtained from them one or two harpoons, and
various articles illustrative of their mode of life.
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2. Recording the register of the dry and wet bulb thermometers,
also every four hours, taking out the force of vapour, relative
humidity and dew point, recording the anemometer, ete.

As the primary object of the whole Expedition is to ascertain for.
what period of the year the Straits are navigable, all attention is to
be paid to the formation, breaking up and movements of the ice.

Each station is supplied with a sun-dial and time-piece, and the
clock is to be tested each day when there is sunshine about noon.
A table of corrections is supplied for the reduction of apparent time to
local mean time, to this the difference of time will be applied to 75th
meridian, all entries being made in the time of this meridian, and
observations will be taken regularly at the following times through-
out the year, viz,, 3 k. 08 m., 7 L. 08 m., 11 k. 08 m., a.m. and p.m.

Each morning the sums and means of the observations taken on
the previous day will be taken out and checked over; they will then
be entered in the abstract books supplied for the purpose.

After each observation during day-light the observer on duty is
to take the telescope and carefully examine the Strait, writing
down at the time all that he sees, stating direction and (when possi-
ble) velocity of tide, movement of ice, if any, and also describe
the condition of the ice, whether much broken up, solid, field,
ete., ete.

Each day the time and height of high and low water is to be
carefully observed, and during the open season the character of the
tide will be carefully noted -for two days before and three days
after the full and change of the moon. For this purpose a post
marked off in feet and fractions of a foot is placed in the water at
low tide in some sheltered spot, and the height of the water noted
every half hour during the rise and fall of one tide on each of these
days—the height to be noted most carefully every five minutes
during the hour of high water and the same at low water ; the five
minute observations will also be taken for one hour during the
most rapid portion of the rise. Special observations of barometric
pressure are to be taken in connection with these tidal observations.

All remarks in regard to the movements of*birds, fish, etc., and
also the growth of grasses, will be carefully entered.



T e

Objects of Observing Stations. 95

As it was impossible to give the officers in charge of stations
detailed instructions which would be of service in every contingency
which might arise, they were required to observe and enforce the
following rules:

(a) “Every possible precaution is to be taken against fire; and
as it is anticipated that the temperature can be maintained consider-
ably above the freezing point inside the houses, two buckets full of
water are always to be kept ready for instant use.

(b) “ As the successful carrying out of the observations will in a
great measure depend on the health of the party, the need of exercise
is strongly insisted on during the winter months, and also that each
member of the party shall partake freely of the lime juice supplied.

(¢) “Each party is supplied with a boat; but unless some emerg-
ency require it, it must be a rule that neither afloat nor ashore must
any of the party leave the station for a greater distance than they
can be sure of being able to return the same day.

(d) “ As soon as possible after the houses are completed and the
stores all in place, the party will set to work collecting sods, grass or
any other non-conducting material ; and before the winter sets in the
whole house is to be covered with this, boards overlaid and snow
packed over all; the assistance of the Eskimos should, if possible,
be obtained, and the whole houses arched over with snow.”

Besides all this work, Mr.Stupart will make extensive observations
in terrestrial magnetism. The magnetic action of the terrestrial globe
produces results greatly affecting the mariner’s compass, hence it
becomes necessary not only that navigators shall be acquainted with
these forces, but that, as they differ in different latitudes, they should
have a knowledge of these differences, which can be obtained only
by a long series of observations. In order that the navigator of
Hudson Strait may be able to intelligently read his compass, and
therefore avoid running upon the rocks, it is absolutely necessary
for him to be acquainted with the magnitude of the magnetic forces
in every portion of the Strait. This is done by recording such ob-
servations as Mr. Stupart will make during his stay at the place
which bears his own name.

I have gathered from Walker’s work on Terrestrial and Cosmical
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Magnetism the following observations bearing upon the magnetic
work which Mr. Stupart is to perform. They will no doubt be
interesting and instructive to the reader:—

The question is best opened by making two propositions, viz.:

1. If a rigid rod be suspended freely by a string without torsion,
passing through its centre of gravity, its position will ordinarily be
horizontal, whatever be the vertical plane in which it is situated.

2. If, however, a bar of magnetized steel be thus'suspended, this
horizontality of position and indifference as to the azimuth of the
vertical plane in which it hangs no longer obtains. On the con-
trary, it is found that when the bar comes to rest, its direction
makes a certain angle with a horizontal line. in the vertical plane
containing the bar and the suspending string ; this vertical plane
makes a certain angle with the meridian of observation.

Now the causes producing these effects is called terrestrial mag-
netism. ,

The angle which the horizontal needle of a compass makes
with the meridian of the place of observation is called the declination
(or by some the variation),and is said to be so many degrees east or
west, according as the north pole of the needle deviates to the east or
west of the meridian.

The vertical plane passing through the magnetic axis of the
needle is called the magnetic meridian.

The angle which the vertical plane needle makes with a hori-
zontal line in its plane of motion (supposed to cpincide with the
magnetic meridian) is called the dip or inclination, and is said to
be north or south according as the north or south pole of the
needle is below the horizon.

The horizontal needle furnishes the means of determining the
intensity—or isochronous oscillations of the horizontal needle when
displaced from its position of equilibrium on either side of the mean
position,—of the horizontal component ; and the direction and plane
of action being known, the resultant force, or infensity, is known in
magnitude and direction.

To show at once the value of these magnetic observations to the
navigator, it is only necessary to state that the declination or varia-
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the slope, just over the Neptune’s stern, were the four small build-
ings of the station, with Mount Bennetf, an elevation named by
our commander, just in the back-ground. On three sides of us were
high rocks, decorated here and there with spots-of frozen snow,
while away to the south the long ranges of the main shore were
covered with newly fallen snow. To seaward, as far as the eye
could discern anything, was a vast stretch of field ice.

Weighing anchor, the Neptune headed towards the latter, the
men and crew on board cheering Mr. Stupart and his assistants as
they rowed away to the shore. In a quarter of an hour we were in
the midst of the ice, battering away at it in right good earnest. At
first the pans were scattered and we got along without much diffi-
culty, but they became thicker and more compact, until the good
ship was compelled to stop. Reversing her fan, she backed away,
and again advanced in a more promising direction. By this
method she made some little headway, but the progress was very
tedious. At ten o'clock in the evening we were about ten miles
from land, but still in the ice, which was so compact as almost to
defy advance.

The tearing, and crashing, and smashing sounds were by no .
means pleasant, added to which, the lurching, and rolling, and
raising, and pulling of the ship made all on board feel uncomfortable.
The captain longed to be “outside” in the centre of the Strait,
where, of course, the water was free from obstruction; but darkness
intervened, and we were doomed to keep company with the relent-
less ice. The Neptune laid to, and all was quiet again, until the
returning light of Saturday morning warranted a renewal of opera-
tions. \

The propeller was put in motion at daylight on Saturday morn-
ing, and by half-past six o’clock we were through the ice into open
water. Capt. Sopp estimated that we had made our way through
over twenty miles of field ice, all more or less compact, between
Stupart’s Bay and the open water, which was reached just before
breakfast hour on Saturday morning. It began to snow and blow
at an early hour, and continued until noon. The afternoon was a
mixture of snow and rain, with moderate winds and spells of partly
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fair weather. About two o’clock in the afternoon we were pa,ssing
a stretch of. field ice,. which ever kept to starboard. It was
about ten miles in length, and was the first we had seen near the
centre of the Strait. The water was quite smooth during the after- .
noon.

The Neptune encountered heavy ice-floes at half-past three
o'clock on Sunday morning, the 24th August, and was.kept busy
enough fighting them for over fifteen miles, or until we found an an-
chorage on Sunday evening about 4.30 o’clock. At times we enjoyed
say an hour, and once nearly two hours’ freedom, but the day’s
journey was fully three parts through ice, some of it not very heavy,
while in other places it was almost beyond the power of the Nep-
tune to penetrate.

Sunday was exceedingly fine and bright, especially during the
afternoon, when we enjoyed the additional blessing of warmth. The
temperature was not very high, but the bright sun made it appear
warmer than it really was. As we approached the shores, first of
Salisbury then of Nottingham Islands, the ice became heavier, and
while the Neptune was struggling with the thickest of it, trying to
make what appeared to be a good anchorage on the east coast of
Nottingham Island, she became entangled in the ice, broke her pro-
peller, and had to make her way to the cove with a one-winged fan.
This lop-sided navigation, consequent upon the accident, cast a
cloud over our spirits and took much enjoyment out of the day. It
was the first time we saw Capt. Sopp really out of patience. In
short, he was out of temper to the extent of using unparliamentary
language. There was another fan on deck, brought along in case of
accident; but it required two or three days and much difficult labor to
put it into position, so that, everything considered, the accident was
no small misfortune.

The scene around us during our last ten miles’ approach to
Nottingham Island, and while we were coasting among the ice in
more than one unfruitful attempt to make an anchorage, will not
easily be forgotten by those on board the Neptune during that
experience. The work of erushing a passage through the ice, which
was exceedingly heavy, called every nerve into play. It was a
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carnival of the elements. Great pans of solid blue ice were smashed
into pieces and ground up like corn between mill-stones. The pans
had been driven so closely together by wind and tide that there
was not room for them to swing out of the ship’s way, and their ~
strength, although they were often six and eight, and sometimes
twenty-five feet thick; and twenty by fifty yards in superficial
measurement, was not sufficient, except in two or three instances, to
stop the ship. In the jamming and smashing consequent great
pieces were often driven upwards on their ends, and thrown with
great force against each other. In such cases the havoc was fearful
to look upon. On several occasions the martingale and guys nar-
rowly escaped being torn away.

As far as the eye could see, from Nottingham to Digges’s Islands
on the south coast, some forty miles, the field ice lay wedged in
tight and fast, covered with four or five iriches of newly fallen snow,
while to the west and north lay the bleak, barren rocks, covered
here and there with liberal stretches of perpetual snow, of Notting-
ham and Salisbury Islands. This wild place, this inhospitable
island Nottingham, was to be the home, for a year or more, of Mr.
C. V. De Boucherville and his men. It ought to have been called
“De Boucherville’s Disgust,” for he looked upon it, if one may be
allowed to judge by his countenance on that occasion, with feelings
of unmitigated disgust; and I am sure that it required a lively
exercise of all his nerve power, of which he possesses a liberal store,
to reconcile himself to this voluntary exile.

As soon as we had come to anchor, a number of us landed and
selected a place for the buildings. The harbour proved to be a
very good one, and the place was duly named Port De Boucherville.
The whole coast, as far as we could judge at ebb tide, was alive
with a great variety of ducks. In about half an hour Mr. Lane, the
interpreter, with his kayak and gun, bagged twenty of them.

While on shore, about five o’clock, I observed from the high
rocks, about half way between where we stood and the cliffs of Cape
Wolstenholme, forms which I took to be vessels. I immediately
called Lieut. Gordon’s attention to them, and he, upon leoking, came
to the same conclusion. We had no glasses with us and could not
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make certain of our discovery; but on reaching the ship a man was
sent aloft. He reported a brigantine about twelve miles to the
south, fast in the ice ; a schooner three miles west of the brig, and
about the same distance to the south, also fast in the ice ; a barque,
in line with the other two, but two or three miles still further to
the westward, likewise fast in the ice. He also reported that, so
far as he could make out, the whole channel between Nottingham
and the south main shore was blocked solid with field ice.’

If ever mortals were guilty of the truthfulness of the saying,
“ misery loves company,” some of us were. We had put in a very
bad day in the ice, and would have been helplessly fastened a dozen
times with a less powerful ship than the Neptune; we had come
to a safe harbour, but on a most wretched coast ; we had broken
our propeller, and had only another to depend upon, and that might
be broken in the next battle with the ice; for these and other
reasons we were a gloomy lot. And I fear that the discovery of
these sailing craft, revealing as it did the fact that there were
others, not far off, in perhaps a much worse predicament than our-
selves, brought with it a sort of gratification to which human
weakness is nearly always subject under such trying circumstances.

I had predicted two or three days before that we would find the
Strait blocked with ice opposite Fox Channel, and that we would
overhaul the Hudson’s Bay ship, stuck in the ice, before reaching the
open waters of Hudson’s Bay. The prediction was laughed at as
nonsense, especially by Dr. Bell, who was so enthusiastic in favour
of the Hudson’s Bay route that he could not be persuaded that it
rained when it poured ; or that there was any wind, when it blew a
gale of thirty miles an hour; or that there was any ice, when the
Neptune was rearing and plunging in the midst of it like a mad
bull; or that it was cold, when the mercury was down to 32° above,
and when he was pacing the deck, compelled to wear a great coat of
. reindeer ; in fact, he was almost ready to believe that the propeller
had hit a whale rather than the ice. But,alas!he was overcome by
the weight of accumulated evidence. With ice on the right of him,
and ice on the left of him, and ice in front of him, as far as the eye
could wander; with three vessels stuck in the ice to the south of
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of those on board, a little before nine, and ten minutes later we
were struggling in the heavy field-ice, making our way slowly from
Nottingham.

The reader will have already observed that no Eskimos were met
with on Nottingham Island. We did come across indications of old
camping grounds, but these were such as not to show a recent
occupation of the island. Three or four dilapidated cachés were
also discovered. They were made of loose boulders, and had been
put up, probably, by the natives, to protect walrus blubber or meat,
as well-bleached and partly-decayed walrus bones were scattered in
the vicinity.

I should say that the neighbourhood of Nottingham Island
would make a profitable walrus fishery. One day off Port de Bou-
cherville I counted at one time between seventy and eighty walrus
either swimming in the water or sunning themselves on the ice-pans.

We found the ice so much jammed that; after making a few
miles from the harbour in which the Neptune had been anchored,
she laid to, and waited for the tide to loosen it. After a stop of
three hours, another attempt was made with better success, and by
five o’clock in the evening we had penetrated ten or twelve miles of
it, mostly heavy, and found our way into partly open water.
While passing through this we came pretty close to the barque
which we had seen in the ice. She had a good breeze from the
* eastward, and was using all her canvas in a pretty well-managed
endeavour to make headway. A little later we passed the schooner
so closely that we could plainly see, with our glasses, the stars and
stripes which she had hoisted to her peak in token of recognition.
The Neptune dipped flags with her and steamed ahead. We soon
left them and the two other vessels we had seen far in the rear.

Night had scarcely settled upon us when again we were in heavy
ice, which became so much of an impediment in the darkness that
we were compelled to lay to until daylight the next morning. Oper-
ations were resumed at three o’clock on Saturday morning, and for
fully five hours the Neptune struggled with the ice, meeting with
considerable difficulty. Before nine o'clock, however, we had left
the Digges Island, off Cape Wolstenholme, far behind, and entered
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the broad, placid, warm waters of Hudson’s Bay, with the low,
sandy, barren, flat rocks of Mansfield Island before us. We greeted
the warmer water and the general prospect with feelings of delight.
and I fancied all on board entered into a better spirit of thanks-
giving for having escaped, for the time being, the inhospitality of
Hudson Strait.

The coast of Mansfield Island is exceedingly low and flat, and
the water is very shallow for a considerable distance from the shore.
We spent the most of Saturday coasting along the eastern and
southern shores of the Island ina fruitless attempt to find a suitable
anchorage, so as to erect an observing station. One of the Nep-
tune’s boats was sent ashore twice, but on both occasions she brought
back the report that there was no harbour, and no fresh water to
be found. y

In our observations of the coast during the day, we noticed a
curious formation of rocks rising in the shape of the ruins of an old
castle, from the dull level, much resembling the ruins always to be
met with on the Rhine. There was a little field ice skirting along
Mansfield Island, but none to interfere with navigation. While
looking for an anchorage on Mansfield we could see to the north-
eastward the distant shores of Cape Wolstenholme, and the Digges
Island, and far away to the south-east, near the entrance to Mos-
quito Bay, the masts and sails of a vessel, probably a brigantine.
But the most interesting objects that came within the reach of our
glasses, were two polar bears, probably the mother and her cub,
walking leisurely over the low, flat, barren rocks of Mansfield Island.
Upon noticing the Neptune, three or more miles distant, they ran
away into the interior.

On the last occasion upon which the boat was sent ashore on
Mansfield, Dr. Bell accompanied the men and procured a handsome
collection of botanical and geological specimens, together with some
shells. There was no sign of animal life of any kind on the island
save the bears to which I have referred, and two or three long ago
deserted Eskimo cachés. Everywhere the prospect was utterly
bleak and barren.

Before darkness overtook us on Saturday evening, Lieutenant
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Gordon had decided to abandon Mansfield Island altogether. 1In
the first place, because no suitable place for erecting an observing
station could be found ; and secondly, because, so far as we could see
on the spot, no great object could be served by the maintenance of
a station there, even were it possible to establish one. He gave
orders, and the Neptune was directed towards the most southern of
the Southampton Islands, which we sighted about ten o’clock on
Sunday morning, August 31st. In leaving Mansfield by the south-
west, the Neptune encountered considerable ice, but it was not very
heavy, and was penetrated without difficulty.

Most of Sunday was spent in an unsuceessful effort to find a
suitable harbour or anchorage on Southampton, so that an observing
station could be erected there, but the attempt was given up on
Sunday evening. The day was exceedingly fine, and, as on the
previous Saturday, in coasting Mansfield, every opportunity was
afforded for approaching close to the shore and making a thorough
examination of the coast, and yet a landing could not be made. It
was thought that a station on this island would be useful in watch-
ing the channel between it and Nottingham, and also in making
general observations as to the character and movements of the ice in
the north-western portion of Hudson’s Bay, and it is to be regretted
that the attempt to find a suitable place on the island was unfruit-
ful. The Neptune approached the shore near Cape Southampton,
and coasted along to the south-east of the island, in a north-cast
direction, some twenty miles beyond Carey’s Swan’s Nest. About
two o’clock in the afternoon it became apparent that the search for
a harbour would end as it did, and that we were burning coals to
no good purpose, and Lieutenant Gordon ordered the ship about.
Her course was directed towards Marble Island; but at noon on
Monday, thanks to the sun which was shining brightly, our latitude
and longitude showed the Neptune to be in the entrance to Chester-
field Inlet, a great distance to the north of Marble Island. The
mistake had been made by a miscalculation in taking the departure
from Southampton, and by the variation of the compass, which
Lieutenant Gordon had not been able to ascertain by*magnetic ob-
servations since leaving Nottingham.






CHAPTER XIV,

THE STORY OF MARBLE ISLAND.

A DESOLATE GRAVE-YARD-—MONUMENTS WITH HISTORIES—WRECK
OF THE “ ANSEL GIBBS ~—A TALE OF SUFFERING AND DEATH—
THE LOSS OF SIX WHALERS IN THE WELCOME—CURIOUS RUINS
—WRITING ON THE ROCKS.

Alas ! for the crew of the barque ““ Ansel Gibbs,”
They were wrecked on a cold, barren shore,

Far away in the north where the wind and the sea
Chant the songs of the deep evermore.

AL RRIVING at this place we were both surprised and disap-
i pointed. Disappointed at not finding natives or inhabitant
of some kind, and surprised at seeing so many indieations
of the dead. No human form of any kind met our gaze.
All was motionless. Over our port bow, on the gravel of the shore,
far above high water mark, where patches of grass relieved the dull
monotony of the scene, were a small pile of common boards, half-a-
dozen barrels, a large tank, a tub, an old rocking-chair, a boat
bottom side up, a castaway anchor, a window, and the lumber for a
shanty, a hoop jigger, a small stove, and a quantity of material left
there by the whalers. Further to the left and directly to the south
of us on a high gravel ridge was a string of graves, some twenty in
number, marked by large well-formed wooden monuments, crosses
and short pieces of boards. The scene about us was singularly im-
pressive. In the stillness of the morning, while the sun was yet
low in the eastern horizon, bathing the vast sea over which its
refreshing rays fell toward the little island, in golden brightness,
and before the breeze had yet awakened into life : without the voice
of beast or bird, or the breath of life to stir the atmosphere, and ere

/
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the crew of the Neptune had been fully aroused, I stood upon the
quarter-deck of our good ship and surveyed this prospect.

It was the most north-westerly point that the Expedition would
reach, and it appeared to me, some way, that to have reached it, with
the good old flag of the Dominion floating over us, was no small
achievement. I regarded it as, to us, the signal of Canadian progress
a sign of the ever onward march of British power, British commerce,
and British freedom ; and, I thought of it, as to future generations,
embalmed in history, a landmark of Canadian advancement which
shall have added much importance to the werld’s greatest Empire-
Kingdom. It was, indeed, the place and the hour for contempla-
tion, and I 'could not readily turn away from its opportunities.
Standing where I was, and looking back, so to speak, over the in-
habited portions of Canada, and then over the history of the people
of Canada, and over the history of Great Britain, and over the
history of modern times, it seemed to me that, stretching from the
land of the Norsemen, and the waters of Archangel, to “ India’s coral
strand,” all peoples, and tribes, and tongues, from the earliest days
of Chaldean power down through the history of Assyrian, Persian,
Grecian, Roman, and Anglo-Saxon supremacy, have, in the progress
of the arts and sciences, in the growth of political institutions of
government and civil liberty, in the development of commerce and
the advancement of industrial pursuits, and in the rise and glorious
reign of Christianity, been moving forward north-westerly. The
contemplation, visionary in one sense, was real in another, and his-
tory was the source of its inspiration. The general course of human
progress, for thousands of years, has been to the north-west ; it was
still in the flood tide of its strength north-westerly, and the flag of
the Dominion, floating from the mizzen-peak of the Neptune in the
little anchorage at Marble Island in the north-western waters of
Hudson’s Sea, in the early morning light of September 2, 1884, was
beckoning that progress onward to higher latitudes.

Mankind, in all ages, in marching along
The highway of commerce, by mighty and strong
Impulse of progress, invariably throng

A course that leads north-westerly.
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used in burying the dead on Marble Island or not; nor was there
any evidence that even graves had been excavated in the ordinary
way. The mounds of small stones were at least three feet high, and

suggested the idea that the rigours of this northern climate may
have forced them to adopt, in a great measure, the Eskimo style of
disposing of a dead body. They may have been able to dig or clear
out a small trench, of suitable length and breadth, ten or fiftecn
inches deep, and then, placing the body in it, cover it over with
gravel and small stones, raising the mound that still characterized it.

DEAD MAN’S ISLAND —MARBLE ISLAND,

At any rate the burials must have been very rude, and such as to fill
the mourners with feelings of the deepest sorrow., )

There were nineteen of these graves, as nearly as I could make
out, which, considering the short space of time the island has been
used by the whalers, looked like an alarmingly excessive death rate.
Between cohsumption and shipwreck, and the severity of the weather,
a good many had been taken off, breathin;g their last, and leaving
their poor bodies upon these cold rocks, where the winds of almost,
perpetual winter blow in pitiless and withering blasts.

I looked upon the inscription on the tablet, “Erected to the
memory of the larboard boat’s crew,” of the Abbie Bradford, lost
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in the Welcome,” on the 5th of Sept.., 1874, commemorating the
six whose names I have given. Here was a key unlocking a most
thrilling piece of history. The record of the last days of these men
of the Abbie Bradford’s larboard boat was forced upon me unaided”
by the imagination. They were “lost in the Welcome.” Now
this “ Welcome ” is Row’s Welcome, a body of water lying in the
extreme north-west portion of Hudson’s Bay, a strait, really, leading
from Hudson’s Bay into the Frozen Strait that further leads easterly
into the northern part of Fox Channel. It is a large sheet of water,
known now as the “ American whaling ground.” Standing by this
grave I can see the Abbie Bradford far up in the troubled waters of
Row’s Welcome. The look-out-man has discovered a whale from
the crow’s nest at the foretop. He descends, takes his place at the
helm of the larboard boat, which has been let down and manned,
ready for the chase. The course is given and four men, bending
to the oars, a fifth at the swivel-gin, and the helmsman, making up
the doomed six, they speed away. On and on, rising and falling
with the swell, turning this way and that, to avoid the floating ice.
At length the monster of the seas rises, it may be, but fifty or sixty
yards from their boat, and blows the water with tremendous power.
Turning the gun upon him, the harpoon is discharged into his fat,
oily side. Down he plunges! But to rise again, perhaps nearer
than before. And now, we cannot tell, but it is not improbable, he
turns his mighty tail with a well-directed, irresistible blow towards
the boat, smashing it to pieces, or sending it high into the air to fall
again emptied of its coutents. However it may have occurred, it is
useless now to conjecture. There are so many ways in which death
and destruction could overtake a frail boat in the Welcome, that to
speculate as to the particular manner in which these six men were
precipitated into eternity, is needless. One thing we know, they went
down into the cold waters of Row’s Welcome to rise no more until
the seas shall give up their dead. There is but little now to per-
petuate their memory, save it be the aches of broken-hearted
widows and mothers and sisters, in the bereaved New England
homes which were darkened by their death. But their noble-hearted
comrades, who had fellowshipped with them in the hardships of
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the whale fishery, let it be spoken to their praise, have erected this
monument on the spot where they would have carefully laid their
bodies could they have recovered them. It is very simple, very
plain, and badly lettered; yet it stands away up in that far north
land, declaring to the God above and to all who find shelter in the
little harbour, that those whose lives it commemorates died in the
discharge of their dangerous duties, and were mourned over by true
and affectionate friends.

Here is another slab that speaks in powerful language : “ Erected
by the crew of the barque George and Mary,” to mark the grave
and perpetuate the memory of George Verino, “ who died of con-
sumption,” in 1878, in the twenty-second year of his age. Poor
George Verino! at the age of only twenty-two; away up on the
barren rocks of inhospitable Marble island, he dies of consumption:
There are marks about his grave that indicate how he was beloved
by all the crew. The little mound had been sodded over with a
stunted grass turf, obtained with some labour and exertion from a
neighbouring valley, no doubt to keep the grave green, as a token
of the way in which his memory should be kept by his comrades.
Poor Verino had died after facing the grim monster for many long
weary days, as all consumptives die, wasting away and sinking
under the influence of slow disease. How lonely and how heart-
sick he must have been in the dark, dirty, grave-like forecastle of
the little barque. Spring came late in June, but theré were no open-
ing flowers or budding trees to gladden his heart; there were no
singing birds to bring his soul into close communion with its Master. °
Loved ones were far away; he longed to be with them, but death
held him in its grasp. The bible that his mother gave him, it he had
. been so careful as to preserve it, was read long and often. The
photographs of relations and friends were his best companions; and,
more than likely, he pressed to his lips the likeness of one dearer
than all others, the one whom he had promised to love and protect.
He could see her no more in this world. How sad were the last
days of poor George Verino. But he escaped, we trust, to the better
land ; and it matters, I faney, but little to him to-day, that the point
of his departure was in the ever frozen regions of the far north.
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There is a high board cross erected over the grave of Daniel
O'_ange_u,iwho “died of consumption, Dec. 24, 1876.” The tablet
gives no record of his age, but its form indicates the faith in which

he died ; and the fact that it was erected, so far as I can judge from |

the other graves, by Protestants, indicates that, meeting death
calmly and deliberately, he made request concerning his burial and
the emblem of his church that so appropriately marks his last
resting place in this lonely spot.

Of? the fourteen whose graves are marked by numbers, and
whose names and numbers are inscribed on the large wooden
monument, under the title of “Bark A. G.: crew” and “Bark
0. J.: crew,” what shall I say? Was it shipwreck that brought
them all to their graves, or was it disease, or were they all frozen to
death? I cannot tell. It makes one almost shudder to look upon the
little mounds of stones and read the only half intelligible inscription.
In their last hours there was great distress. They came to their
end in some awful calamity. That is enough. Let us turn away
from these graves, and hope that no friend of ours will have such
an end. =

About five o'clock in the afternoon I discovered on the gently
sloping rocks on the side of the narrows leading from the outer to
the inner harbour, a vast quantity of writing which had heen execu-
ted with a small brush and black paint. It proved to be of consider-
able value in éxplaining, to some extent, how the victims of the
fourteen graves, of which a description has just been given, came to

"their deaths. The inscription, “ Bark A. G.,” evidently meant the
barque “Ansel Gibbs;” for I was able to decipher from the writing on
the rock the following head-lines over about thirty names: “Survi-
vors of the crew of the barque Ansel Gibbs, wrecked on the 17th of |,
Oct., 1872.” There were following about thirty names, but many
of them were so much obliterated that I found it impossible to make
a complete list. Near by was another list of those who had “died
from scurvy” during the winter following the loss of the vessel.
These names were mostly intelligible, and I was enabled to ascertain
that they were the same as the list already given the reader, quoted
from the wooden monument in the burial-ground. There were, how-
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ever, some slight differences. There were just fourteen, the same as
on the monument; but the name “Antoine” was written “F.
Antoino,” the latter, no doubt, being correct. The name “ Battisto”
was written “Baptiste,” and that of “ Hadle” “ Hadley.”

Not far from this writing on the rock were the remains of a
hurriedly built stone hut which had no doubt been thrown up to
protect and shelter the unfortunate crew of the lost vessel. In this
hut, with such food, clothing, etc., as they had been able to save
from the wreck, the winter of 1872-3 was passed, or endured, by
such of them as survived its hardships. Fourteen of their number,
one after another, were carried off, victims to scurvy. It must have
been an awful winter ; and I can fancy that death would be little
else than a relief to those who became a prey to the disease.

Following along the shores of the narrows and of the inner har-
bour, I came upon an old wreck lying partly out of the water. It
might have been the remains of the “Ansel Gibbs;” but what was
left of it indicated the size of a schooner rather than that of a
barque, especially the dimensions of the timber; but, notwith--
standing, if the “Ansel Gibbs” did not exceed three hundred tons,
the wreck in question might properly be said to be what in all
probability still remains of her.

As for the six victims whose names are recorded on the eastern
side of the monument under the heading “Bark O. J.: crew,” I
cannot separate them from the crew of the “Ansel Gibbs.” The same
names appear, fourteen in all, both on the monument and on the
rock. They may have, at some previous date, belonged to a barque
called “0. J.”; or, indeed, the “O. J.” may have left part of her
crew to winter with the * Ansel Gibbs.” = It is very difficult to say.
One thing, however, is certain: the whole fourteen died and were
buried on that far-off, desolate island, and their memories share
alike in the one monument.

The letter left by Capt. Fisher of the barque “George and Mary,”
quoted above, deserves some attention. It shows, in the first place,
that these American whalers are in the habit of communicating
with each other in this way. T take it that the “George and
Mary ” came in last year, and possibly found, on her arrival, a letter
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from the captain of the “Abbie Bradford,” that is, if the latter
barque remained there the previous winter. The letter left in the
bottle, which we read and carefully replaced, was no doubt intended
for the outgoing ship of this year, and that one of those passed in -
the strait between Nottingham and Cape Wolstenholme is the
vessel.

The letter revealed the fact that they had spent a hard winter;
yet they were, able to saw themselves out of the harbour and reach
open water in this extreme northern part of Hudson’s Bay by the 7th
of June. T am sure this is most remarkable, and furnishes another
certificate of the navigability, to some extent at least, of Hudson’s
Bay.

There is an outer and inner harbour at Marble Island. A narrow
channel leads from the outer harbour to a little basin further in
among the rocks. This channel at high water will float an ordinary
vessel which, when inside, is like being taken within the four walls
of a huge enclosure. In these harbours the whalers spend the long
eold winters; and, as the number of graves indicates, suffer and
sometimes die from the inclemency of the weather, especially those
of weak or diseased lungs.

Lieutenant Gordon spent the day at Marble Island, finding the
latitude and longitude, the dip of the magnetic needle, and the
variation of the compass. This work he completed by two o’clock,
except the calculations, and set about making a triangulation sur-
vey of the harbours, and taking soundings. By nine o’clock in the
morning Dr., Bell, with three of the Expedition hands, started out
in a boat on a geological excursion. He coasted around the western
end of the island, obtained a good collection of specimens, and re-
turned at seven o’clock in the evening, without making any remark-
able discoveries.
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CHAPTER XV.

FroM MARBLE ISLAND To0 CHURCHILL.

RAIN, WIND, FOG AND HEAVY SEAS—ROLLING AND PITCHING, AND
WAITING FOR FINE WEATHER — SEA-SICKNESS — ARRIVAL AT
CHURCHILL—CHEERING PROSPECT.

5 37K left Marble Island at seven o'clock on the evening of
(-,,"—\yf‘t Tuesday, September 2nd, and steamed ‘towards Chur-
f chill. The sky had become covered with clouds, the

evening was cold, but there was as yet only a light
breeze and smooth water. This pleasant state of the weather, how-
ever, did not long continue. Before midnight the seas were rolling
high and the Neptune was labouring in the swell. With each ad-
vancing hour the wind became stronger, and the vessel rolled and
pitched with great violence.

We reached a point off the mouth of the Churchill before day-
light on Thursday morning, but the furious storm of wind and rain
which characterized nearly every mile of our voyage from Marble
Island, was still raging. It had grown worse instead of better.
The wind was blowing at the rate of forty and forty-five miles an
hour. ¥

It was impossible to approach the coast while the weather was
so thick, therefore the Neptune was laid ‘to, and allowed to beat
about with her bow to the gale all day Thursday, the 4th, all night
Thursday night, all day Friday, the 5th, and I was going to say, all
night Friday night. The only exception to this was that during
Friday night we approached nearer to the coast, in the hope of
being able to make an entrance on Saturday morning. At six
o'clock, a.m., we sighted Knight's Hill beacon, which is twenty-five
miles south of Churchill harbour. At ten o'clock we were off the
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mouth of the Churchill, with the three beacons and old Fort Prince
of Wales plainly in sight. The storm had abated so that now the
wind was down to ten or fifteen miles an hour, and the mist was
becoming light.

Our record from Marble Island to Churchill was one of wind
and rain and storm and sea-sickness. The Neptune “ weathered
the gale ” beautifully, so they all said ; but I was not in a condition
to appreciate her style. Confined to my berth from Tuesday even-
ing until Saturday morning, by a fit of sea-sickness, which was
wretchedly bad, I was in no mood to appreciate anything. In fact,
I had but small regard for the doctor who visited me only on the
third day, and then went away leaving me as a medicine, I suppose,
nothing save the remark, “lay on yourside and don’t eat too much.”
Now I couldn’t lay any other way, and hadn’t eaten a mouthful for
nearly three days, and you may be sure that, for once in my life, to
say the least, I entertained feelings of contempt for a doctor. The
advice was no doubt good, in its place, but I was the last man on
earth to require it. I could have gone up to the mizzen cross-tree
and enjoyed a smoke in the rigging, as easily as to have eaten a
mouthful. I told this at the Neptune’s dinner-table, intentionally
at the doctor’s expense, a few days afterwards, but it turned out
to my own cost, and none laughed more heartily than the doctor
himself. I don’t care how seriously sea-sick one becomes, he must
expect to be laughed at by those who, by some strange freak of
nature, escape its horrors. But there are times at sea,—times
when the winds howl and screech furiously, and the waves toss
their angry tongues into the rigging,—times when sea-sickness be-
comes, as'it were, a sort of common heritage to all on board. Such
was to some extent our 'experience in the memorable trip from
Marble Island to Churchill ; and, although very sick myself, I derived
no small degree of comfort from the fact that the fellow in the
next berth was a fellow-sufferer.

The mist and the rain and the wind of Saturday morning—
all slightly abating—did not prevent us from enjoying the sights
that greeted us on entering the Churchill River. On the right were
the beacon and the long, low ruins of old Fort Prince of Wales,
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relieving Eskimo Point of its dull outline, to some extent, and pre-
senting a strangely interesting feature. On the left were the beacon;
the flag-staff, the ruins of an old discarded battery, three common
looking storehouses, and a high, long trestle pier, scattered along on
Battery Point. Passing between the two headlands, where the
entrance to the harbour is less than half a mile wide, and where it
required full speed from the Neptune’s engines to overcome the
combined strength of the ebbing tide and river currents, we steamed
into one of the grandest harbours on the North American Continent.
Dr. Bell, who was familiar with the mouth of the river, was the
Neptune’s pilot, and right well he performed the office.

Port Churchill is a beautiful basin, from a mile to a mile and a
half in width, and from two to two and a half miles in length ; and
averaging from five to twenty fathoms of water throughout; but
beyond this magnificent harbour the Churchill is not navigable for
even the smallest craft.

From the harbour, the present Fort Churchill, as it is improperly
called, is not visible. The trading post is some four and a half niiles
farther up the river, hid by the intervening high rocks. The only
attractions observable in the harbour are the old fort on the north,
and on the south the remains of the old battery, three storehouses,
and the high, long trestle landing pier.

There was considerable rain throughout the whole of Saturday,
so that but little progress was made in making examinations on
shore. The men were put to work obtaining ballast, and it was
decided that the trip up the river would not be undertaken until
Sunday morning.

I had almost forgotten to state that while we were yet steaming
into the harbour, the smoke of the Neptune was observed by Mr.
Spencer, chief trader, Mr. MacTavish, chief clerk, and their half-breed
servants who were at the lower storehouses attending to some
work. This brought them over the point in great surprise. They
had been watching and waiting, long, anxious weeks, for the arrival
of the Hudson’s Bay Company’s vessel, but' as yet they had waited
and watched in vain, and were beginning to become greatly dis-
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couraged. The previous year had been one of delays approaching
almost to disaster.. The Ocean Nymph had not reached this post
until very late, owing to the exceptionally large quantity of ice met
with in the Strait, and was unable to make the return voyage, and -
was laid up all winter in Churchill harbour. She had but three
months’ provisions, and with a crew of fourteen men, Chief Trader
Spencer found himself without sufficient supplies, necessitating lqng
tedious trips overland to York to procure them, in order to provide
for his unfortunate guests.

As I have said, this rendered the winter unusually hard, and put
things out of joint generally, so far as communication with the home
office was' concerned. The inhabitants of Churchill had not been
informed as to the steps taken for their accommodation the present
year, Of course they knew that a ship would have to be sent out,
but the sixth of September had been reached, and that .‘ship had not
yet arrived. The prospect was, indeed, gloomy enough. If by any
mishap the outcoming vessel should not be able to get through, the
winter must, per force of circumstances, bring them many hardships,
and impose upon them many privations. No wonder, therefore,
that they had started up in surprise and expectancy at noticing the
smoke of our steamer. They were not long, however, in deciding
who and what we were. Already the overland mails from Winni-
peg had informed Mr. Spencer of the agitation going on in Manitoba,
concerning the proposed Hudson’s Bay route, of the projected enter-
prise of constructing a railway from Winnipeg to Churchill, and
lastly, of the fact, that during the month of September, he might
expect the honour of a visit from the first Canadian Government
Expedition to enquire into the navigation of the northern waters of
the Dominion.

They must, therefore, have been greatly disappointed, but they
were not the less cordial in bidding us welcome on that account.
Jumping into one of their two-masted whale-boats—a small craft
kept for handy use—they came alongside, borne by the current and
wind with great speed, while the Neptune’s anchor chain was yet
clanking at the bows. In a few minutes Messrs. Spencer and
MacTavish, with four half-breed servants, were on deck, and the
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pleasant duty of hand-shaking was performed with unusual warmth
by all parties concerned.

Dr. Bell, who was well known to Mr. Spencer, received "an
exceptionally hearty welcome from that gentleman, and was pre-
vailed upon to accompany him, at a later hour, to the village, as
his guest for the night, and, as it afterwards turned out, the whole
time we remained in that port. The Chief Trader also extended
the hospitalitie$ of Churchill to Lieutenant Gordon, Capt. Sopp, and
such members of the Expedition as were still on ship-board, in a
most cordial manner; but as the weather wds unpleasant, and the
day well-nigh spent, the invitations could not he accepted until the
following Sunday.

Saturday afternoon in Churchill Harbour was a pleasant relief,
notwithstanding the rain. We seemed to be somewhere in the vicinity
of civilizatiqn again; and although the much talked about railway—
proposed railway—from Manitoba to this point was not yet con-
structed, we could almost realize, by a stretch of the imagination,
that we were within a twenty-four hours’ Pullman trip of old Fort
Garry. Since leaving Nain, on the Labrador coast, we had not seen
so much in the way of vegetation as a tree: not even a stunted
spruce bush ; but, at Churchill, far away in the distance, on almost
every hand, were real Canadian forests. The trees were not large
on the coast, nor very close together; but,as I was informed, farther
inland %he timber was of good size, and of much value. We had
high hopes concerning the Sunday that was to follow. We were to
have the first opportunity in six weeks of attending church, and
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actively engaged washing, or combing, or shaving, or fixing on an
unruly collar that was too short or too long, or torn at the button-
hole. By nine o’clock the work of transformation was complete ;
and, let me say, the change was such-that almost every man was
filled with astonishment at the appearance of the others. There
was our Mr. Fox, the Expedition photograph artist, for instance.
He had become careless of his appearance, possibly because every
one else had become the same, and also because his whole energies
had been fully concentrated on picture making and picture taking.
To see him was to see a camera in one hand and a set of wooden
legs in the other, with a package of prepared plates under each arm.
But the idea of going to church was sufficient, for the monient, to
tear him from the idol of his heart. He laid aside his photograph-
ing paraphernalia long enough to black his shoes and tie on a pair
of patent leather leggings, to adjust a stand-up collar, and to
straighten out a pair of long-neglected kid gloves; but, no longer.
Not he! Instead of a cane he carried, on the way to the house of
God, in his right hand, the legs of his instrument, and instead of a
prayer-book he pressed to his bosom, under his left arm, the same
old camera, fully determined to photograph both preacher and
congregation: a determination which, as the reader will see, he
carried out to the fullest extent.

We started from the Neptune at nine o’clock in a boat manned
by four.of the ship’s crew. The party consisted of Lieut. Gordon,
Capt. Sopp, the aforesaid artist, the chief-engineer, Mr. Laperriere,
aud the author. Three miles of the distance were made in the boat,
the other mile overland, and the whole journey was accomplished
in less than an hour. The little village, at the foot of a hill, burst
upon our view while we were upon its summit. There were not
more than a dozen buildings, and these were closely huddled together,
some of them painteda sort of dull red. It is called the New Fort—
I cannot tell why ; because it is very ancient, and was never in any
way connected with a fort—unless it be for the reason that it is not
as old as old Fort Churchill at the mouth of the river, and that it
took the place of that fort as thé abode of the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany’s officers about a century ago.
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The present residence of the chief trader has a record of over
thirty years, and is still in a good state of preservation. It is a
small cottage, with only four or five rooms ; but is comfortably fur-
nished, and best of all is well tenanted. Here we were received by.
Mr. Spencer, and introduced to his good wife and four little children.
He has two not at home, one at York Factory, and one attending
St. John’s College at Winnipeg. And here also we met Mr. Mac-
Tavish, the Rev. J. Lofthouse, and were rejoined by Dr. Bell.

The Rev. Mr. Lofthouse becomes at once a person of interest to
my readers, for one reason in particular. He is, as you will have
supposed, the missionary stationed at this post by the Church of
England, and is a pleasant looking, affable young person, well quali-
fied to get along in a quiet way, without occupying any more space
in the world of thought and action than the small duties of his
limited sphere require. He came out from his Yorkshire home in
1882, and has been since located part of the time at York. He had
only a few days before completed the journey from that place to
Churehill along the coast on foot, a distance of over one hundred
and fifty miles, in order to meet the outcoming Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany’s ship as soon as she reached her first anchorage on the west
shore of the bay. Do you ask why he could not wait for her arrival
at York? For the best of all reasons! If arrangements have not
miscarried, his future wife comes out with the vessel to join him in
matrimony and the cares of married life in his adopted home on the
shores of Hudson’s Bay. As soon as these circumstances had been
communicated to me, I told him that I felt quite sure the much
longed-for and, no doubt, constantly prayed-for ship which we had
undoubtedly passed in the Strait would sail into the Churchill
before the close of the day; but his confidence had become shaken
in such prophecies, and my attempt at consolation.was a failure.

There is a good deal of romance connected with the story of the
reverend gentleman’s courtship. After becoming settled in his new
north-western home he bethought him of the necessities of his new
position. Of course the comforts of home could not be complete
without a wife, and neither at Yotk nor at Churchill was there to
be found a person suitable. In fact there were no ladies—unmarried
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ladies—at these places at all, except Cree ladies ; and although some
of these are really beautiful and fairly well-educated, they are not
Jjust suited to the necessities of the parsonage. Under these circum- - «
stances, the Rev. Mr. Lofthouse exchanged photographs, through
friends in the old country, with a young lady whom he had never.
seen, but of whom he knew something by hearsay. The courtship,
the proposal, the acceptance, and the whole business had been com-
pleted in the narrow scope of two letters ; but let not the reader
suppose it lacked sentiment and feeling on that account. Far from
it. On the contrary, I fancy, the intended bride, and I am sure the
intended bridegroom, were greatly overcome by the peculiarity of
the circumstances. They were to meet as strangers, as lovers
betrothed, promised, engaged, and for the purpose of marriage.

I can imagine that as Mr. Lofthouse gazed at her photograph, he
would ask himself, “I wonder if she is large or small ; her likeness
looks well ; she is the picture of goodness, indeed, she is beautiful in
the photograph ; but the photo cannot speak or smile, and I want
to meet the original.” And T can also imagine that, as the adventur-
ous young lady looked upon his likeness, she would say, “ He looks
splendid, doesn’t he 2 I wonder if I’ll like him ?2” and so on.

But I thought of the young lady who was coming out to be his
wife, and of the hardships she must endure on the voyage in a
rough sailing vessel, and of the privations she will suffer in this
northern climate. Supposing her to be in one of the ice-bound
vessels we had passed in Hudson Strait, it struck me foreibly that
she will have merited a pretty good husband by the time she reaches
Churchill. But I suppose ladies will never cease making endless
sacrifices for shiftless man. There has never been a time in the-
history of the world when the pioneers of civilization were lacking
of good, true, brave, noble-hearted women; and the history of
Churchill is but another demonstration of it. Where men dare to
go, women will venture to follow:

Our pleasant conversation in Mr. Spencer’s residence was sud-
denly brought to a close by the ringing of the chapel bell. Mr.
-Lofthouse observed that it was time for service, and hurried aV\;ay

across the yard, passing through a swarm of husky dogs towards the
9
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church. The little population were following his example. It was
a red letter day for Churchill. The visit of the Neptune was an

‘event overshadowing all others, in nearly every respect, for a whole

century. She was the first steamer that had ever entered Hudson’s
Bay, and was a source of indescribable wonder to the natives. Our
mission was nearly altogether unexplainable to them ; but it was all
the more a matter of debate on that account.

The servants’ tenement row, as I must call it, a- long low building
divided in some six or eight apartments, and the abode of about
fifty souls, half-breeds, was alive with commotion. Every one from
old “Uncle Sammy ” and “Granny Gray * down to the little children,
of whom there was a surplus, seemed to be engaged in an effort to
rise equal to the occasion ; and I must do them the justice to say that
they succeeded as far as it was within their power. They were all
making their way across the well-kept yard to the little galvanized
iron church, the men dressed in their best, with bright-coloured

" handkerchiefs tied about their necks, tassels hanging from their

ornamented caps, and with prayer-books in their hands. The women
did not appear to be as particular in the matter of dress as the men.
Half-breed women never are,so far as I can judge. They wore plain
black dresses, with common-looking shawls thrown over their heads,
and looked stupid. The children were gay, happy and frolicsome.
They had togged themselves out with every available article within
their reach. One little boy not over five years of age, trotting
along by the side of his mother, wore a high beaver hat, higher in
the crown than he was long by two or three inches. He presented
a most comical sight, and it was with some difficulty that I dis-
suaded Mr. Fox from an attempt to photograph the little fellow on
the spot.

There was nothing very remarkable about the little church. It
was of galvanized iron outside, and sealed with matched boards
inside. In size it was about thirty feet long by eighteen feet wide,
and might seat fifty or sixty people. There were three windows on
either side, each containing eighteen panes of glass, and shaped in
the usual church window style. A good sized bell was suspended
in the steeple, which pealed forth the call to worship in right good
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At one side, near the railing, was an old melodeon that has been
in use at Churchill for about a quarter of a century. I cquld not
learn where it came from. It issadly out of tune, very rickety, and
can’t last much longer without repairs.

When we had all been seated, the parson wearing his surplice
behind the desk, Mrs. Spencer at the melodeon, and the congre-
gation on the high-backed benches, numbering altogether nearly
forty, the service commenced in the usual Episcopalian style; but
when we came to the following very appropriate references in the
canticle, I was so forcibly reminded of our experiences in Hudson
Strait as to forget my devotions :—

“Q ye dews and frosts, bless ye the Lord, praise him and magnify
him forever.”

“Q ye frost and cold, bless ye the Lord, praise him, and magnify
him forever.”

“Q ye ice and snow, bless ye the Lord, praise him, and magnify
him forever.”

I had always regarded the Church of England ritual as a master-
piece of English, but never before supposed it to contain so many
special references to the peculiar characteristics of Hudson’s Bay and
Strait.

The reverend gentleman read his text in a clear voice: Isaiah lv.:
6 and 7: “Seek ye the Lord while he may be found, call ye upon
him while he isnear;”

“Let the wicked forsake his way, and the unrighteous man his
thoughts, and let him return unto the Lord, and he will have mercy
upon him, and to our God for he will abundantly pardon,”

In the first place we were impressed with the idea that the price
of salvation was the asking or seeking it ; but to be found it must be
sought while it may be found, as there was a time coming to each
person, who failed to seek, when it cannot be found. The method
of sceking was very simple. The command was: call upon God.
“ There was life for a call on the merciful One.” A good many
people stumbled over this simplicity. The call was to be made
« while he is near,” as there are times in the lifc of every one when,
through special providences and otherwise, God is nearer than at
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others. The price of salvation also included forsaking sin. Every
man had an abundance of sin, therefore no mistake need be made
about forsaking it. Evil companions, dissipation, etc., were to be
forsaken, and evil thoughts were to be subdued. Further, the price
of salvation included returning unto God. One might have some-
thing to give up in forsaking sin, but he had much more to gain in
returning to God. When these conditions were complied with, the
seeking, forsaking, returning sinner was to be abundantly pardoned.
There would be no half-way measure, but a full whole-souled par-
don. To illustrate this abundant pardon, the preacher told a story
of a young Scotch lad, well brought up by Christian parents in a
country place, who at a certain age left his home in Scotland to
enter upon a business life in the great city of London. There he
met with evil companions, got led into gambling dens and stole his
master’s money. Being discovered, his master told him of the fear-
ful wickedness of his crime ; but to his great joy and surprise said
he had decided, in, view of his great temptations, to forgive him.
The young lad began to weep with joy, and to thank his employer
that he was not sent to prison, and was told that he was not only
fully forgiven, but was to be reinstated in his old position. This
added surprise to his astonishment, but it was not all yet. His
master went on and said that he had decided not only to fully for-
give him, and to fully reinstate him into his contidence and employ-
ment, but to promote him to a higher station. Such, said the Rev.
Mr. Lofthouse, is the character of God’s abundant pardon.

It seemed to me, however, that the illustration went a little too
far. It was all right perhaps for the London merchant to have for-
given the wayward young Scotchman, and even to have reinstated
him, but the promotion business looked too much like placing a
premium on rascality. However, it was a pretty good sermon to
meet with away up in Churchill ; and one who had not been treated
to a sermon for so long was not disposed to find fault, especially as
the hearty singing, aided by the screaky melodeon, had a tendency
to smooth off small rough edges of doctrine. In the afternoon I
visited the Sunday school, conducted by the parson, and found some
twenty children, mostly girls, much interested in the exercises.
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It was amusing to observe the tactics of our Expedition photo-
grapher at the close of the morning service. Scarcely had the last
syllables of the benediction died on the parson’s lips, when that
enterprising young man approached him and, introducing his subject, -
remarked that the Canadian people were deeply interested in the
welfare of the Hudson’s Bay missions, and were most anxious to
learn everything possible concerning them. To meet this require-
ment, and in order to carry .back with him tangible evidence of
church work in the far north, he had ventured, even on the Sabbath,
and even on the occasion of visiting the Lord’s house, to bring along
with him a small camera, and—would the parson be so kind, would
he think it out of place, would it be possible, and would the people
not be too much shocked ?

The parson looked greatly bewildered, and the young man saw
plainly that the point must be reached without delay as the congre-
gation was rapidly separating.

“ Would it be too much,” he asked, “ to get the people together at
the door of the church, just for a few seconds; and there, with their
shepherd at their front, I could secure a photogra.ph of the whole,
the little church included, in less than a minute. The people of
Canada would be so glad to see such a picture.”

The reverend gentleman began to understand the position. He
thought that perhaps the emergency would warrant the seeming
disregard of the Sabbath ; and, after a few hurried words with the
chief trader, gave his consent and began to get the motley crowd
into position. As Mr. Fox, with a great rubber coat over his head,
began to adjust the lens, while an ugly looking husky dog growled
threateningly at his side, I said, surely the energy and enterprise of
our artist has reached a climax. But the photograph was secured,
and I do not suppose the sermon lost any of its good results in con-
sequence.




CHAPTER XVIL

CHURCHILL PEOPLE AND INDUSTRIES.

THE HALF-BREEDS OF CHURCHILL—THEIR CONDITION, HABITS, ETC—
UNCLE SAMMY AND GRANNY GRAY — DESCRIPTION OF CHURCH-
ILL VILLAGE—THE COMMERCE AND INDUSTRIES OF CHURCHILL—
OLD FORT PRINCE OF WALES.

PR HERE is neither an Eskimo nor yet a resident Indian popula-
/ ‘ tion at Churchill. The inhabitants of the place number
about forty. These are Chippewayan half-breeds, except the

Y officers of the post and their families. There are, however,
about two hundred natives in the neighbourhood who visit the
fort, off and on, during various seasons of the year. The Indians
(Chippewayans) come in the early spring to trade, bringing with
them the valuable skins of the otter, the deer, and the martin, the
mink, the silver-grey fox, etc. The Eskimos visit the fort, generally
during the winter, laden with white bear, deer, white fox, wolf or
other fur-bearing skins. Inthis way a considerable traffic is carried
on, to the great profit of the Hudson’s Bay Company and to the
many hardships and privations of the natives, who, however, appear
most in their true element when half naked, half starved, and
very dirty.

The half-breed population of Churchill, less than forty souls,
dwell, with a few exceptions, in a long, low building, owned by the
Company, in which they are sort of tenants at will. In the best
sense of the term they are nothing more or less than slaves. They
are called servants. The name, perhaps, suits their condition and
circumstances best. There is generally a sort of engagement or

agreement between the men and the Company. They are engaged
for periods of from three to five years, at stipends ranging from one
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pound to two pounds ten shillings a month, and are always paid in

merchandise at Hudson’s Bay Company’s prices—prices that are

never complained of because there is not the slightest advantage in

complaining, but which are large enough to make up for the in-
frequency of purchases. They live and die in the service of the

Company, enjoy but few privileges, few comforts, and have no oppor-

tunities of learning anything-about the world in which they live.

From the large number of children among them, and their very
healthy condition, it is plain to be scen that they are on the increase.
They are provided with all the absolute necessities of life in full
supply. They are seldom in want of food, except occasionally when
the supplies at the post run short, as the country is full of deer,
wild geese in their season, and small game; and, as the Company'’s
agents treat them honourably, their condition is one of comparative
comfort. In conversation and manners they are véry simple, plain,
dull, and quiet people ; and, in speaking with them, one is impressed
with the dense ignorance of all things in which they live. Their
knowledge of mechanics is confined to fire-arms and sailing craft.
A steam engine is totally beyond their powers of comprehension.
One of them,"in looking over the Neptune’s machinery, thought it
could not have been made by man : that it must have grown. I was
interrogated at some length by a Churchill breed above the average
in intelligence, concerning the proposed locomoty,” as he called it,
that Canada was going to “send” from. Fort Garry to Churehill.
He had no idea whatever of a railway, and thought of the project
as a vast machine, the movementsof which might be hard to control,
and dangerous in the extreme.

« How high is a locomoty ?’ he asked. I told him, and then he
observed, “ I hears it is a terrible thing to yell: Does it yell most
in the day time or in nights?” My explanations were not intel-
ligible to him. He meditated for a while, and then broke out:
« How does they fasten it?” I compared it, to some extent, with
the engines of the Neptune, but soon learned that I had made a
fatal mistake. That man is irrecoverably confused with the idea
that a railway is a sort of ship, and I found it impossible to afford
him any light on the subject. ’

»
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But .any reference to the half-breed population of Churchill
without mention of Uncle Sammy, and Granny Gray, would be
doing violence to the simplest rules of justice. Uncle Sammy is a
white man, a native of England, and is considerably over eighty
years of age. He has resided on the shores of the bay for about
three quarters of a century, and is the grand old patriarchal ancestor
of the Churchill breeds. His wife, not quite so aged, is a Chippe-
wayan squaw, active, intelligent and happy as a clam. The old man
is as deaf as a granite boulder, and hasn’t heard a sound of any kind
for years. He walks as straight as a Crimean soldier, and feels him-
self to be of considerable importance. He is very white, and begins
to look much the worse of wear, and will soon lay down to rest in
the historic burial-place, on the banks of the Churchill. These two
old people are as much a part of the village as is old Fort Prince of
Wales, a feature of Churchill. Around these are the children of the
fourth and fifth generations, who look back to the boyhood days of
old Uncle Sammy Gray with some such feelings as Canadian
children contemplate the childhood of Abraham, Isaac or Jacob.

Churchill Village has nothing attractive in its appearance. The
buildings are all, except three or four store-houses, a little distance
away, within a square not exceeding two acres, and are enclosed by
a high palisade, now partly broken down. The little church, with
its tiny steeple and bell, gives an air of civilization to the place,
while the everywhere prowling husky dogs, of which there are not
less than fifty, lend the hamlet an air of lazy animation. The do-
mestic animals consist of two cows, two calves and a bull. Thereis
an abundance of good pasture at hand, and hay of a fair quality is
plentiful, so that the chief trader and chief clerk’s residences are
well supplied with butter and milk at small cost.

The grave-yard, a little way in rear of the buildings, on the side
of the hill, is poorly kept, and presents no very interesting points.
There are but two tablets containing inscriptions. All the other
graves have been neglected, and are scattered among the scrub, here
and there with but little, and sometimes nothing, to mark their
exact location. Churchill is an exceedingly healthy place, there
having been but three or four deaths during the past ten years.
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The stockade, or palisade, that once surrounded the place is fast
going to decay, and in many places is entirely broken down. It has
a generally dilapidated appearance, and what is still standing has a
slope outwards and sideways, which says plainly enough that its
usefulness as a stockade has gone. The entrance faces the river,
‘which at this point was nearly due north. The buildings consist of
Mr. Spencer’s house, which stands at the west end of the enclosure.
On the north side is one long wooden building which from its ap-
pearance might have been built a century ago. This is the servants’
tenement house. Opposite to this is the little church to which I
have already fully referred. Next to this is the clerk’s quarters. It
is a low, long building. Next to this is a small hut, the dwelling
of one of the principal hunters of the village. Then comes the
store-house, work-house or factory, the dairy of the chief trader,
and the stock-house, and further on,” the magazine, built from stone
- with a lead-covered roof.

The little garden seemed a lonely feature of the place. It is not
more than sixty feet square, and I was informed by Mr. Spencer
that the soil of this garden had been carried in baskets and barrows
from a considerable distance. It contained turnips and a few other
vegetables, but these had made but little headway and would not
be able to reach maturity. The turnip tops are used as greens ; the
roots never develop to be of much service. :

Outside of the palisade, and on the river’s bank, is a large oil
refinery where the blubber from the walrus and porpoise is “tried
out.” This building contains large cast iron tanks, and is other-
wise equipped for reducing blubber on a large scale. It contained
a number of casks of oil, and a few hogsheads of biubber, all of
which emitted an odour not in anywise desirable. A long pier or
wharf extends from this refinery out into the stream, by means of
which boats are loaded and unloaded. Down on the south shores of
the harbour there are two other refineries, both larger than that to
which I have just referred.

I had intended to say something concerning the commercial im-
portance of Churchill,—to speak of the trade with the natives, and
the oil industry which is being rapidly developed, and will do so
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in a general way further on. Early every spring two large boats
are sent up to the walrus grounds just to the north-west of Marble
Island. Last season this enterprise was conducted by Mr. George
MacTavish, chief clerk, who, with a crew of half-breeds and Indians,
took twenty-two large walrus in a few days, and could have easily
secured as many more, only that the blubber from the carcases of
those he captured more than loaded his boats. He experienced a
very successful trip, with the exception that one of his Indians
died suddenly of heart disease during the voyage up.

Aside from the walrus hunt, Mr. Spencer is developing a large
porpoise, or white whale fishery, on the very shores of Churchill
harbour, where, with his nets and traps, he took last season one
hundred and ninety of these mammals of immense size. By extend-
ing his facilities, five hundred or a thousand might be taken an:
nually. As I have said, two large blubber refineries have been
opened at Churchill, where the fat from the porpoise and walrus is
refined and placed in casks ready for shipment to Europe. This
oil, together with the furs which are taken from the natives in ex-
change for merchandise, and the ivory from the walrus, make up an
annual budget at Churchill of great value. These products of the
Dominion are exported each year in the Company’s ships, and find
a ready market in the old world, to the great advantage of the
Company’s treasury.

I was greatly struck with the advantages of Marble Island, or
the west main coast in that vicinity, for a trading station. If an
enterprising company were organized with even a moderate capital,
and established properly in the north-western portion of the bay,with
all the appliances for whale, porpoise, and walrus fishing, and with
plenty of marketable merchandise to exchange with the natives for
furs, the enterprise would unquestionably be fruitful of very large
returns. I wonder that this opportunity has not been improved
long ago.

Since the arrival of Mr. Spencer at Churchill, some seven years
ago, he has worked successfully to develop the porpoise and walrus
fisheries. “Thoroughly understanding the business himself, he went
to work, erected buildings, built boats and nets, and was soon doing a
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flourishing business. Last spring they secured nearly two hundred

white whales, as they call the porpoise. Three years ago Mr. Mac-

Tavish, who is an enthusiast in the interests of the company,’
coasted the whole way from Churchill to opposite Marble Island,-
where he has since done an extended business with the nativesin oil

and walrus ivory. Last spring his visit netted the company two large

double lugger loads of oil and about two hundred pounds of ivory.

The rendering or “trying out” house is a large two-storey building at

the fort, fitted up with huge vats for receiving the blubber and oil.

The method of capturing the porpoise is as successful as it is in-

" genious. A huge net is securely anchored at the bottom of the river,

and is so placed that when the tide is in it lies on the bottom and offers

no impediment to the progress of the animals up stream. Just before

" the tide turns, however, the hunters raise the net, and as the water

recedes the porpoise are prevented from returning to sea. As the

tide ebbs the animals are left high and dry on the mud, and are

easily despatched by the hunters. They depend for their fresh

meat here on the reindeer, or barren ground chribou, hundreds of

which are sometimes killed in a single season.”

The accountant’s department at Churchill contains some things
of interest. Chief axilong these is the accountant himself, Mr. Mac-
Tavish, who is a young man of pleasing address, very obliging, and
thoroughly conversant with his work. The accounts are kept in
£s.d, as in the old country. “One may see here,” says a con-
temporary writer, “ the names of the Indian hunters who receive
credit from the company at this post. One, for instance, has received
eredit for a couple of blankets, powder and shot, a kettle, and so on.
For these he will pay next spring, when he comes in with his furs,
and receive a new credit. At Churchill, however, very little credit
business is done. The trade with the Indians is small, the great
bulk of the business being with the Eskimos, who come down once
or twice a year from the far north. No money is used in any
transactions with the natives, the unit of exchange being a beaver
skin. Thus a bear skin is worth so many beavers, and the same
with every other kind of fur or article kept for sale in the store.
Small pieces of sticks about three inches in length, and branded,

.
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¢ pass as beaver skins,’ are given or taken in exchange for every-
thing at the store.” _

Churchill has its full supply of miserable, snarling husky dogs.
They have no horses, but these dogs take their places. A good dog
is reckoned to haul fifty weight on a sledge, so that with a team of
six or eight dogs, three or four hundred pounds can be transported,
often at the rate of fifty miles a day. In fact these dogs are indis-
pensable to the natives and people of the north generally.

Before leaving Churchill Village, I must mention the generous
hospitality of Mr. Spencer, the chief trader, and his good lady. We
had the great pleasure of dining with them on Sunday, the 7th. The
table was a sight that could not fail to sharpen the appetite of any
Canadian.  There were
fat, delicious wild geese,
nicely roasted, and there
were ducks of various
kinds cooked in like man-
per; and there was fried
curlew, and roast curlew,
and fried snipe, and
broiled snipe, and ptar-

migan on toast, and a
variety of other small OLD FORT PRINCE OF WALES.
game. O, such a dinner!
Such a variety of game! And then our host made each one at the
table feel that he was sole proprietor of all the birds that had been
served. There was but one thing lacking. It was not ale. We had
something better than that; but they had no potatoes. Instead,
turnip leaves were served in the style of greens. There was havoc,
that day, among the game at Churchill! I cannot tell who ate the
most, but everyone seemed to feel that his whole duty was not done
until he had partaken liberally of every kind and variety, and, so
far as I could see, every one’s whole duty was discharged without
stint. ’

On Monday, the 8th, Mr. Spencer and family, accompanied by
the Rev. Mr. Lofthouse and Mr. MacTavish, visited the Neptune.
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They had with them a number of men-servants to manage the boat
in which they made the journey, and two maid-servants to look
after the four children. Capt. Sopp had ordered the cabin put in good
order, and directed the steward concerning some extra attentions to-
the dinner, so that everything possible was done to make their visit
pleasant.

The day was exceedingly fine, warm and summer-like; and in
the afternoon we all made an excursion to Old Fort Prince of Wales,
on Eskimo Point, about two miles distant, and spent several hours
among the very interesting ruins of that long-ago deserted post.

Old Fort Prince of Wales was commenced about 1735, and com-
pleted, probably, in 1760, by the Hudson’s Bay Company, I suppose
to protect their possessions from the French ; but it was not much
more than completed when La Perouse captured it, and carried its
commandant, Samuel Hearne, a prisoner to France. But for this,
and the destruction of the fort, as also that at York, the French
Government is said to have paid a good sum at the close of the
war.

It is the old Roman style of fortress, about three hundred and
fifty feet square. The outer walls, which are a little over six feet
thick, of’solid masonry—the face stones being all well dressed—
were originally about twenty feet high. They are now somewhat
dilapidated, and in places partly broken down, but -the present
average height is still over sixteen feet. Within, nearly everything
has fallen into decay. The walls of the barracks and officers’
quarters are still standing, but will not hold out much longer. They
have parted every here and there ; many of the stones have tumbled
down,and at the ends they are tottering to their fall. The arch
over the main entrance has collapsed, and partly fallen into the
passage. That portion which still remains in position has assumed
a threatening attitude, and the visitor passes under with feelings of
insecurity.

The parapets are well covered with grass, and afford a very
pleasant promanade. The inner walls are in a good state of preser-
vation, and will stand for centuries to come. From the ramparts
one can see a vast stretch of ocean and landscape, and the prospect,









CHAPTER XVIIIL

THE ATTRACTIONS OF YORK FACTORY.

ANCHORAGE IN THE OPEN WATER—A VOYAGE IN A YORK BOAT—
THE STREETS AND BUILDINGS OF THE ANCIENT METROPOLIS OF
YORK—THE CREE SETTLEMENT-— GREAT XKINDNESS OF THE
HUDSON’S BAY COMPANY’S PEOPLE—SICKNESS—DEATH—A MUR-
DER TRIAL.

N URING our stay at Churchill Lieut. Gordon made arrange-
490 ments with Chief Factor Spencer to act as meteorological
observer. The anemometer was erected on one of the
buildings, a thermometer shed was set up, and the baro-
meter hung in a suitable place. Mr. Spencer had received the
proper instructions, and on Tuesday evening, the 9th, the Neptune
was ready for departure. We steamed out of the harbour at dark,
on our way to York Factory, taking with us Mr. George MacTavish,
Chief Accountant at Churchill, who availed himself of the oppor-
tunity to make the journey.

On Wednesday evening we arrived off the mouth of the Nelson
and Hayes Rivers; but the water was quite shallow, and darkness
having overtaken us, the Neptune was laid to until morning. The
weather was quite thick all day, but there was only a moderate
wind. Thursday morning brought us but little improvement ; but
at nine o’clock it was clearing, and we were in sight of the beacon
on Beacon Point, a narrow, low point of land, at which the waters
of the Nelson and Hayes Rivers unite. Our captain knew that
there was no harbour at York, and therefore approached the “five
fathom hole” anchorage, fifteen miles off the Fort, with great
caution. Mr. MacTavish acted as pilot. He was quite well ac-

quainted with the ground; but by some miscalculation we went a
10
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little too far in, and at ten o’clock, for the first time, the Neptune
struck the bottom. She turned a-starboard without difficulty, and
was promptly taken out over her tracks some two miles and
anchored. The lead was being swung constantly when she touched, se
that it must havebeen a sand-bar that camein contact with herbottom.

The vessel was anchored fifteen or eighteen miles off the post;
her ensign and house flag were unfurled; the small gun on the
forecastle-deck was discharged some four or five times; and the
whistle was sounded to its fullest capacity, in the hope of attracting
the attention of the people on shore. Twelve o’clock came, and
there was no sign of any one approaching. The swell was quite
heavy, and none of the Neptune’s boats were large enough to weather
it. At last Mr. Lane, the interpreter, was induced to undertake the
voyage to land in his kayak. His frail skin eraft waslowered to
the turbulent water, and the brave Eskimo half-breed entered it.
With his paddle flying from one side to the other to steady him in
the waves, he rose and fell on the surging bay like a sea-gull speed-
ing away towards the beacon. He had not gone out more than two
miles when, from the mizzen crosstrees, the boatswain sighted a boat
approaching in the distance. Guns were then discharged and the
whistle blown to recall Mr. Lane. He understood the signals and
returned ; but the York boat did not beat her way out until five o’clock

She was in charge of Chief Accountant Cowie, who had with
him the well-known pilot, John Smith, Dr. Matthews, and six men.
They all had supper on ship-board. They had heard of the Expedi-
tion, and were on the look-out for us, and when they saw the smoke
of the Neptune they knew the long looked for company’s ship had
not arrived, but that the Expedition had. Nevertheless, they were
prompt in sending off the boat, which would have reached our vessel
by noon had the tide and wind not been unfavourable.

Lieutenant Gordon, Dr. Bell, Messrs. Laperriere, Fox, and the
writer, accompanied them back to the Factory. We left the Nep-
tune in their excellent boat at seven o'clock in the evening, and
arrived at York Factory at three o’clock on Friday morning. The
journey will never be forgotten by those who made it. Beating
about in the open water in the darkness, sending up rockets and
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burning blue lights to attract attention, in the hope that lights
would be exhibited on shore by which we might be guided ; run-
ning on rocks and shoals, and anchoring until the incoming tide
would float us offagain ; now hoisting the sails, and then shortening
them, as the case required. Thus we put in the night in a sorry
plight, indeed. At ten o’clock tea was made over the fire-kettle,

ARRIVAL OF OCEAN NYMPH—YORK FACTORY.

and served with bread, butter, and canned beef. At one o’clock
coffee was likewise made, and served with pie. On the outward
trip one of the men had shot a fine goose. This was picked, cleaned,
and roasted or cooked in some way over the fire-kettle, and devoured
by the men. By these diversions the night was worn away, enliv-
ened now and then, despite our condition, by songs and jokes.

At three o'clock in the morning we reached the landing, and
walked up through the gate into the great yard, on the broad board
walks of York Factory, greeted, as ever, by a host of contemptible
husky dogs, growling and snarling and yelping. We were well
entertained, and slept soundly until eight o’clock, when we were
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greeted with one of the most beautiful mornings that ever delighted
the human heart. '

I went forth to view the beauties of York Factory, and found
much to admire. The general appearance of the village is pleasant
to look at. Asa Hudson’s Bay post it is by no means what it has
been, and yet nothing has fallen into decay. The buildings, of
which there are about fifty belonging to the post proper, many of
them large and handsome, are clean and bright-looking, and must
have been erected at great espense. The main factory building is
a square, with a court-yard in the centre, being over two hundred
feet on each side. The front centre is'three storeys high, the other
portion two storeys. It is of wood,as are all the buildings belonging
to the place. It stands back about three hundred feet from the front
palisade, which runs along parallel with the Hayes river, upon
which it fronts. On the right, as you enter through either of the
two gates, is a row of buildings extending from the palisade back
to the factory, or to the end of the long summer house on a line
with the front of the factory. These are the department store-
rooms, net houses, stores, shops, etc. The summer house was used to
accommodate the officers from inland posts when visiting the factory.

On the left is a corresponding row of buildings, of the same style,
two storeys high. These are the “ old trading rooms,” the provision
house, ete. As I have said, the great factory is in the form of a
square, extending back about two hundred feet. There are rows of
buildings parallel with the sides of this square, extending all the
way round. These are the chief factor’s residence, the chief ac-
countant’s residence, residence of the clergyman, the doctor’s house,
the church, the school-house, the hospital, the servants’ houses, the
middle-men’s houses, the photographic rooms, the general offices
the library, the cooper-shop, the blacksmith shop, the bake-house,
and many other buildings. The high palisade extends completely
round the whole, but there are a few buildings outside of it, notably
the Indian church, which is capable of accommodating over three
hundred, and is an imposing structure with a high tower
surmounted by a large cross.

In front of the factory building are the gardens, divided by the
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two main walks leading from the esplanade along the river front.
The principal features of these gardens were potatoes and turnips,
which are doing as well as could be expected in that latitude.
Away to the north of the village, about three miles, are the ruins
of old Fort York, which was captured and destroyed by La Perouse
in 1782. Between this and the new fort, as it is generally called,
and near to the latter, is the powder magazine, enclosed by a high
palisade, and the grave-yard. Near to the entrance of the latter is

i)

CREE INDIAN CHURCH, YORK FACTORY.

a grave, enclosed by a picket railing, with a large grave-stone upon
which I noticed the following inscription :—-
Sacred
To the memory of
WILLIAM SINCLAIR, Esq.,
Chief Factor
Honourable Hudson’s Bay Company’s Service,
Who died 20th of April, 1818.
Age, 52 years.

“ Behold Thou hast made my days as an hand-breadth, and my
age as nothing before Thee. Verily, every man at his best estate is
altogether vanity.’

Erected as a testimony of affection, by his son.
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Within the high picket fence there are a large number of graves,
most of them marked by tomb-stones, but there is nothing particu-
larly interesting in the inscriptions on them. Two are written in
Cree, and attract attention on that account. In speaking with the
doctor I learned that York has not of late been considered very
healthy. There were twenty-five deaths Jast year, fourteen of them
in a single month. The greater number were taken off by an epi-
demic of bronchitis. Last year, however, was an exceptional ex-
perience in this respect : two Indian children died of cholera.

Passing from the grave-yard I visited the little church within
the palisade, where the white people attend service under the
ministry of the Rev. George Winter of the Church of England. It
is a neat little structure, much like that at Churchill, but about
double the size. It contains a melodeon, and is otherwise well
appointed. Next to it is the school-house, just outside of the pali-
sade. It is a neat, clean, well kept building, where in the summer
months school is kept up from eight o’clock in the morning until |
about five o’clock in the evening. There are, including white and
Cree, about one hundred and twenty-five children. These have but
one teacher, the Rev. Mr. Winter, but are taught separately.

The white children attend school, and English branches are
taught from eight to half-past ten in the forenoon. From that hour
until five in the evening the Indian children are taught in Cree, to
read and write, and to apply the rudiments of arithmetic. Great
progress has been made in the education of the Cree Indians. The
same syllabic characters are used as in teaching Chippewayan. A
number of useful text-books have been printed, and, through the in-
defatigable efforts of Mrs. Mason, the mother of Mrs. Fortesque, wife
of Chief Factor Fortesque, the entire Old and New Testaments have
been printed and published in the Cree language. I look upon it
as a great credit to the efforts put forth at York Factory, on behalf
of education, that almost all the Indians there, who are of sufficient
age, can read and write with ease in their own language. I visited
several of the Indian houses close by, and found copies of the Cree
bible in all of them. As a test of their knowledge of the Seriptures,
and their ability to read and understand them through the medium
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of their own language, I got two or three of them who can speak
English to turn up certain passages and translate thém to me, in
their own broken way. By looking at a copy of the English trans-
lation, I was enabled to see that they were familiar with all the
passages which they read, and explained them with the greatest
ease. .

The Indian village is located about half a mile to the south of
the post, and contains about three hundred inhabitants. There are

YORK FACTORY—SIDE VIEW.

about fifteen well-built houses, and a large number of pole camps.
The village is alive with children and dogs. They seem to have
entered into a contest to see which can make the most noise, but
the dogs have out-done the children. A striking feature of the
Indian settlement is the large clay oven, in which baking is done,
once a week or so, for the entire inhabitants of the place. A fire is
made, the oven is heated, and then, each family having its dough
ready, the pans are placed in, to the number of twenty or sometimes
thirty, the door closed upon them, and when the bread is done the
squaws select their respective loaves and carry them home. This
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oven is a great convenience. It was built by the Company several
years ago.

York Factory, aside from the Indian population, a great portion
of which is ever on the go and come, has a few half-breed inhabi- -
tants. The servants of the Company number over thirty men, each
being, of course, the head of a family. The Chief Factor, Joseph
Fortesque, Esq., who has been in charge, off and on, for nineteen
years, left this year with his wife and family, provided the Hudson’s
Bay Company’s ship has reached York, and departed for home, on a
year’s leave of absence. He is succeeded, temporarily, by Murdock
Matheson, Esq., of La Cloche, Ont., who had taken charge just before
our arrival. Mr, James Cowie is Chief Accountant; R. W. Matthews,
M.D,, is the Medical Officer; Mr. Geo. Mowat is the Second or Fore-
man; Mr. John G. Mowat is the Foreman’s Clerk ; Mr. Wm. Wood
is Storekeeper ; Mr. John Smith is the Pilot; Mr. Archie Arthurson
is the Cattle-keeper, and so on. There are no horses at the post, but
five or six cows and some young cattle are kept.

The hospital at York Factory is a most valuable institution. It
was founded through the efforts of Dr. Matthews, who has left
nothing undone in any way calculated to improve the health of the
people, and minister to the comfort of the sick. It contained two
patients at the time of my visit. One, an old man, who had been
taken from his filthy camp, a sufferer from scurvy. He is doing very
well under the kind attention of the Company’s doctor, and the oblig-
ing matron of the hospital, but cannot last long. Age and disease will
very soon bring him to his grave. The other was a young Indian
lad, suffering from rickets. He has greatly improved under the
doctor’s treatment, and there are some chances of his recovery. The
regulations of the hospital are posted up in the patients’ room in
both English and Cree, and are dated July 30th, 1883. The insti-
tution has been but a short time in operation, and is much in need
of funds. Dr. Matthews would be glad to hear from philanthropic
Canadians in aid of his efforts to make the hospital a permanent
success.

There is nothing remarkable to record in connection with the
services at the churches, In the Indian church congregational singing
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is successfully encouraged, and the natives enter into the responsive
service with apparent relish; while at the little chapel, within the

palisade, divine worship is made attractive by a choir of school boys,
and the melodeon.

Last year, 1883, the quiet of York Factory was disturbed by a

murder. In a brawl between two Indian women named Nancy
Natainew and Mary Quaqua, the former threw an axe at the latter,
which she managed to avoid, but it struck her son, a small boy, John,
on the head. He died from the effects of the blow two days after.
The woman, Natainew, was duly tried before Justice Fortesque in
the school-house. Chief Factor Fortesque, besides exercising some
Jjudicial functions as the head officer at the post, is a Justice of the
Peace for the North-West Territories of Canada.

Dr. Matthews, acting as Clerk of the Court and Crown Prosecutor,
interested himself in bringing the murderer to justice; but, before
the trial proceeded far, he found himself surrounded by many and
great difficulties. At the outset, the natives were loud in their
denunciations of the conduct of the hostile squaw, and manifested
the greatest desire to see her brought under the penalties of British
law ; but, as the trial proceeded, their manner became greatly changed.
All the feelings of their race became aroused, and they looked upon
the prosecution as a piece of tyranny or persecution on the part of
the Hudson’s Bay Company. Before the trial came on they had
seen the whole affair, and related every phase of it with great exact-
ness; but in the witness-box they knew nothing about it whatever.
Indeed they were dumb. As the examination progressed, the
feelings of the natives became more intense in favour of the prisouner;
and finally the woman, Natainew, became a martyr to the fullest
extent of their appreciation of the idea.

It was plain that anything like conviction by the use of Indian
witnesses would be an impossibility, and Doctor Matthews gave the
case up, leaving it to the discretion of Justice Fortesque to deal with
the squaw as he might think fit. She was sentenced to one month
imprisonment, and to the worse penalty of having her beautiful,
long, black hair cut off close to her head. This punishment, in the
eyes of her sympathisers, was nearly as bad as hanging. To have

ale
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the hair cut off is, among these Indians, a mark of the greatest
disgrace.

As soon as Nancy had served out her thirty days, she lost no
opportunity in exciting the feelings of the natives. They sympa-
thised with her, and she took every possible method of showing that
she appreciated their sympathy. On a Sunday morning, while on her
way to the church, walking erect and stately, she was frequently
honoured by special marks of attention: the Indians, men and wo-
men, drawn up in open file near the Fort, so as to attract the atten-
tion of the Hudson’s Bay Company people, shook hands with her
one after another, and took every method to fully reinstate her in
the good graces of the “best society.” Nancy’s hair gradually
renewed its existence, and, to-day, it is half as long as it was before
the penalty was administered, and she is quite indifferent to all that
has bappened, notwithstanding that, in a wide sense, she committed
a double murder. As I havestated,the child died from the effects of
his injuries, and the child’s mother, whom Nancy endeavoured to
injure, died soon after her child, from the fright. She was in a delicate
state of health at the time, and never recovered from the shock.

This affair must not be looked upon as characteristic of the
Indians on Hudson’s Bay. They are a quiet, peaceable set, very
obedient to the Hudson’s Bay Company’s officials, and altogether very
industrious. They are anxious to make the most of their oppor-
tunities, educationally,and put to the best use what little knowledge
they have been able to acquire. They are already sufficiently in-
formed to know that their condition ought to be still more improved
by the advance of civilization, and they are very anxious to see the
iron horse coming through from Winnipeg. They have heard some-
thing of a locomotive, but have no ideas of a railway ; and, so far as
I could judge from what they said, they think the great iron ship
would come snorting over the rocks to their very doors, provided
Canada and the Hudson's Bay Company agree to allow it. Several
years ago, when they were told that the Canadians were about to
send out an Expedition, a number of them set to work and built
houses to sell to the expected new settlers. They never came, and
the Indians now occupy them themselves; but they stand ready to
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sell out, and return to camp life, if by so doing they can encourage
immigration and facilitate the railway.

In this respect they differ somewhat from the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany’s officials. The latter, for the most part, discourage, as far as
they can do so by talking against it, the possibility of navigating
the Strait. They do not want their trade interfered with, as a
matter of course ; and besides the people at York see perfectly that
the road, if built, will never come to that place, as they have no
harbour. At Churchill there is a better feeling, and they, with one
accord, anxiously hope to see the enterprise succeed. The worst
opposition to the proposed Hudson’s Bay route that I have met with
is that expressed by the acting chief officer at York, Mr. Matheson.
He simply ridicules the whole thing. It is quite different, however,
with Dr. Matthews, who has given the subject much attention. He
is a believer in the practicability of the navigation, and is most
anxious to see the people of Canada make use of it.

The Hudson’s Bay Company’s officers at York are all provided
with excellent houses, well and comfortably furnished. They have
any number of servants, and live, in some respects, in considerable
style. The warehouses are heavily stocked with all kinds of mer-
chandise suitable to the trade of that northern country. Everything
from a needle to an anchor, and everything in its place, may be
seen as one passes through the storehouses. The only things upon
which there seems to be any limit as to quantity are the provision
stores. They keep only a supply sufficient for two years, and, as in
the case of last year, when supplies had to be sent to Churchill to
meet the requirements consequent upon the detention of the Ocean
Nymph, they began to grow painfully less: so much so, that when
we left York, they were beginning to feel exceedingly anxious least
the outcoming vessel might not arrive, as in that event provisions
would positively run short before another year. When we left
Churchill, it was thought that perhaps the Company’s vessel, not
having arrived there, might have found it advantageous to go on to
York first, but our arrival at the latter place dispelled this conjec-
ture.

We left York Factory in a York boat for the Neptune at three






CHAPTER XIX.

AN Excitinég PoLAr BeArR HUNT.

FROM YORK TO CAPE DIGGES — A PLEASANT VOYAGE ACROSS THE
BAY—ESTABLISHMENT OF AN OBSERVING STATION AT DIGGES—
A GLANCE AT CAPE WOLSTENHOLME—CAPTURE OF THREE POLAR

BEARS—DEPARTURE FROM DIGGES—ARRIVAL AT DE BOUCHER-
VILLE—WEATHER NOTES.

2 UR ship steamed away from the mouth of the Nelson and
: | the Hayes, at eight o'clock on the evening of Friday the
JJi 12th of September. The course was taken toward Cape
G Wolstenholme, where Licutenant Gordon had decided to
establish an observing station, in liev of Mansfield Island. As I
have stated, a landing could not be made on Mansfield, on account of
the shoals which prevail along its shores. Moreover, an examination
of its position demonstrated that a station there would not serve the
objects of the Expedition as well as at the Cape opposite the station
on Nottingham. The distance from Nottingham to the south main
shore is not over thirty-five or forty miles, so that the two stations
will be able to determine in a measure to what extent navigation is
obstructed by ice in that channel.

The voyage from York to Digges Islands occupied four nights
and three days. We enjoyed delightful weather the whole of the
way, except that on Sunday there was a light fog until the middle
of the afternoon, and on Monday a thick fog until about the same
hour. There was also a light rain during most of Monday night
There were no heavy winds, the temperature was compara-
tively high, and the Neptune bowled along in smooth water for the
whole distance. On Monday afternoon we were off the south coast
of Mansfield Island, in ten fathoms of water, and were compelled to
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bear to the southward, a little out of a direct line from York to the
Digges, in order to keep in deep water.

I have intimated that we did not arrive at the Digges until
Tuesday morning. This is correct, only because we had to discover
our own anchorage. The Neptune could have reached the desired
land by eight o’clock on Monday evening, but was compelled to lay
to until the following morning, in order to have the benefit of day-
light in looking for a harbour. At the break of day, on Tuesday
morning, we made toward the outer Digges, with full steam ; but at
seven oclock a blinding snow-storm overtook us, and for three-
quarters of an hour falling snow was so thick that one could not see
fifty yards in any direction. However, it soon passed over,
and we steamed along toward the islands, which were now but a
little distance off, with the lofty snow-covered headlands of Cape
Wolstenholme a little further to the east, glistening under the rays
of the morning sun, breaking through the drifting clouds.

At eight o’clock, the remarkably good luck which had followed
us at every step, was crowned by our steaming into a magnificent
little harbour on the south-west side of the outer large Digges
Island. The place was called Laperriere Harbour, after Mr. A. La-
perriere, the observer to be placed in charge. A very suitable place
for the station buildings was at once chosen, and before ten o’clock
the men were at work landing lumber and supplies, and the car-
penters in getting up the frame of the observatory.

The island just off Cape Wolstenholme was selected for the
station rather than the mainland, because, while affording every
opportunity for watching the south portion of the channel between
the Cape and Nottingham, it also furnished a position for observing
the entrance to Hudson’s Bay.

I had settled myself down for a day’s writing on Tuesday, but
was disturbed about two o’clock in the afternoon by a rush to the
cabin of Messrs. Fox and Laperriere, accompanied by the assistant
engineer. They were all out of breath, and most intensely excited,
and began to pull down the ship’s rifles in the most frantic manner.

“Steward | steward! quick; get me a couple of packages of
express cartridges. Hurry !” said Mr. Fox, as he examined a “ Henry”
belonging to the Neptune.
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The steward, already infected by their manner, made great haste
in complying with the request, and upset my ink bottle in his
efforts. I asked three times for an explanation before any one of the
excited trio took the time to relieve my curiosity. At length Mr.
Bridge, the engineer, blurted out :—

“ On with your coat. Get your rifle. Come! the hills are filled
with bears !”

It seems that Mr. Bridge had gone out alone with a shot-gun in
search of game, and had walked inland on the island about a mile,
when he found himself face to face, about fifty yards off, with five
gigantic polar bears. He is of a most excitable temperament, and
works himself into a perfect worry over the slightest ruffle in the
every-day affairs of life, and his condition and manner on the occasion
to which I refer were beyond telling. He had managed to part
company with the bears, although, he says, they followed him for a
considerable distance. He came to the shore, completely out of
breath, pale with excitement, and trembling from the realization of
the great escape that he had made. Here he communicated his dis-
covery to Messrs. Fox and Laperriere, who were running a base line
from which a triangulation survey of the harbour was to be made,
and altogether they had come to the ship for guns and ammunition,
fully resolved on pursuing the bears.

Putting aside my manuscripts I readily joined them. In three
minutes we were in one of the Neptune’s boats pulling for the shore,
five in all, each equipped with a Henry rifle and ten explosive cart-
ridges. Reaching the shore we started up a narrow ravine towards
the spot where Mr. Bridge had left the bears. Nearing the place, a
halt was made, and, after a hurried conversation, we placed our-
selves under the command of Mr. Fox, who had had a little experi-
ence in deer hunting in Muskoka. We were to be guided in our
actions by him.

For the present only general instructions were given. The
advance was to be made carefully, and when we had approached to
within a hundred yards or less, one or two were to fire, and the others
were to hold themselves in readiness to lead up the attack, so as to

hold the white monsters in check, while those who had emptied

11
’



162 Our North Land.

their rifles were re-charging. We were to keep very close together,
so that if the bears came down upon us in retaliation, as we
expected they would do, the danger of shooting each other would be
minimized.

On we went under the leadership of Mr. Bridge and the general-
ship of Mr. Fox, but not very far, when our gulde turned in wild -
excitement.

“Halt! drop!” said he, acting upon his own words before they
were fully uttered.

We dropped, so to speak, about as quick as we knew how ; and
I am right in saying that the act was performed so abruptly that
each man'’s heart slipped up into his mouth.

“ Where are they ?” whispered three voices simultaneously.

“Raise your head,and gaze over there, said Mr. Bridge, his eyes
distended with emotion.

We obeyed his direction, and beheld a sight that extra,cted from
our breasts, in less than an instant, every trace of bravery or hero-
ism that we possessed, and we possessed a great deal. Indeed, we
had even contemplated a hand-to-hand combat, and provided our-
selves with belts and sheath-knives against such a necessity. We
had even counted the cost of an embrace from these creatures, and
had gone through a battle in our minds with them, in which we
received many a cruel blow and many a dangerous scratch, but
from which we had come, conquering heroes, with each of these five
monsters lifeless at our feet. There was not even room for fear in
any one of us, so full of brave determination to dare and do were
our noble breasts. Such a thing as want of courage had not been
mentioned, nor even thought about. .

Alas! how quickly things change. Just over the rocks, on a
little piece of marsh below us, by the side of a lake no larger than
a potato patch, and near to the base of a range of cliffs raising their
sharp, precipitous ledges for more than a hundred feet above them,
were these ugly brutes. We looked at them and were terrified.
The shock was both mutual and simultaneous.

Mr, Bridge had a lump in his throat, and therefore he didn’t
speak ; Mr. Fox had a lump in his throat, and couldn’t speak; and
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the writer had two lumps in his, and was too busily engaged trying

to swallow them, at that moment, to utter any lengthy sentences.

The others were no better off, and, of course, silence reigned in our

camp for at least half a minute. That half minute brought, with its

~ close, unspeakable relief, solid relief, born of the fact that these
fearful-looking brutes had not observed us.

There we lay like fine, helpless babes, no one daring to raise the
hammer of his rifle. The bears were within easy rangz, but they
were completely out of danger. The guns were trusty and powerful ;
the charges were deadly;
we were all good shots;
the bears were in excel-
lent position, just far
enough from one another
so .that each man could
pick outhismark. Every-
thing was favourable,
but we didn’t shoot! Not
a bit of it. Why? be-
cause we didn’t feel like
shooting bears of that
sort. They were not the
kind we expected to find
at all—not according to A POLAR BEAR.
contract; and we had a
perfect right to back out there and then, and we backed out accord-
ingly.

" They were five or six feet longer than the bears we had come to
kill; they must have weighed over a thousand pounds avoirdupois
each, and we didn’t go up among these rocks to interfere with bears
that would weigh more than three or four hundred pounds. One
of them opened her mouth to yawn a-little in the sun, and her jaws
were more than eighteen inches long, and we didn’t want bears with
Jaws more than six inches long ; another raised himself up on his
hunkers, and stuck his sneaky-looking nose up into the air about
eight feet, and every man of us knew that we didn’t want a bear
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that was eight feet high sitting on his hunkers, In short, there
were many and strong reasons why we didn’t want them. We had
no room for them on the Neptune; and, what is more, we had no
means of transporting their carcases to the boats, suppose we did
shoot them. Taking the matter altogether, we came to the unani-
mous conclusion, each man for himself, without argument or per-
suasion, without favour, but with a surplus of intimidation, that we
didn’t want and wouldn’t have those bears.

What did we do? Why, we took council together, reasoned
together, as it were. The lumps had gone from our throats, and our
voices kindly returned.

“See here,” said Bridge; “we are not afraid of those bears, or
anything of that sort; but we don’t want to make fools of ourselves.
Those bears are valuable, and we don’t want to lose one of them.
Suppose we were to fire “

“Don’t talk so loud!” expostulated one of our party, knitting
his brow into a terrible frown of disfavour, and interrupting Mr.
Bridge.

“As I was saying,” says Bridge, in a lower tone, “ we are not
fools, but we don’t want to scare those bears. Suppose we were to
fire, each man of us picking out his bear, ten chances to one, two or
three of them would get away and we would run ourselves out of
breath chasing them, and, perhaps, in the race shoot one another.
Now, sir, I'll tell you what to

“ For heaven’s sake, talk lower,” broke in another.

“As I was saying,” says Bridge, “T’ll tell you what to do. I
will go back

“Kasy; lay low ; that brute is looking this way!” interrupted
yet another. We laid low accordingly.

“ As I was saying,” says Bridge, “I will go back to the ship and
bring out “

Here I could not help interrupting Mr. Bridge with an intimation
to the effect that I was a good runner, and could go to the ship,
most likely, quicker than he could. I thought it most unselfish to
make the suggestion.

At this juncture, not wishing to frighten the bears away, and




An Exciting Polar Bear Hunt. 165

having a most important point to settle, we withdrew a short
distance where less restraint in discussion was necessary. At length
it was decided that I should go to the shore of the harbour where
Lieut. Gordon and. Capt. Sopp were taking magnetic observations,
and where the men were working on the buildings, and procure a
staff of men and more guns, in order to surround the brutes and
capture them in their tracks. This was a most noble, self-sacrificing
decision on our part, and one which I had special reason to appreci-
ate, as it gave me an opportunity to discommode myself for the
benefit of my companions. We might have fired upon them there
and then, but we didn’t; and we most commendably denied ourselves
the rarest sport in the world, for the present, in order, by waiting
for assistance, to capture them all.

Iran toward the Neptune as fast as my legs would carry me,
and was very soon completely out of breath. When within sight of
the ship and the men at work upon the beach, I looked back—not
before—and saw, to my surprise, Messrs. Fox and Bridge following
me at a spirited canter. When they came up, I learned that they
were prompted to follow, in order to hurry me up. The other two
were close behind them. They came away in order not to frighten
the bears: an exceedingly wise move.

We spread the alarm, and were soon organized for the attack.
Marching under the leadership of Lieutenant Gordon, about fifteen
strong, we carried nine rifles, six bowie-knives, and five axes. The
riflemen took the lead, flanked by the lancers, who in their turn
were supported by the axe-men. As we hurried along up the narrow
valley, Mr. Fox explained in sentences, very much broken by the
want of breath, how that we had gotten all ready to charge upon the
bears ; but that, in the very moment when our hearts were running
over with the pleasure of shooting polar bears, we remembered that
perhaps, as there were only five of us to five bears, possibly one
or more of them might escape, and we would be blamed for
recklessness.

I supported Mr. Fox by the remark that we had, I thought, acted
most prudently ; and never in my life were my words more in
harmony with my honest convictions.
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But we had reached the spot, and, peering over the rocks, found
that two had disappeared round the bluffs, the other three having
moved over to the foot of the high cliffs where a ridge of snow,
sheltered from the rays of the sun by the high wall of rocks, skirted
the range. One of them was looking up the cliffs, as if to pick out
a passage from ledge to ledge by which he might reach the summit.

. Our force was then divided. Four were sent forward, ordered
to charge upon the bears. The remaining five were to follow up
and relieve the advance as soon as their rifles were discharged. All
being ready, the order was given, and four men dashed forward in
open view to the enemy. The distance was about two hundred
yards at the start. This was reduced by at least fifty yards before
the brutes began to move. They looked at our advancing host in
great surprise, and, I suppose out of respect to our numbers, decided
to move on. Instead of escaping up the ravine they undertook to
climb the cliffs, at which, I am bound to say, they are decided
experts. Stretching up their great paws to a sharp ridge eight or
ten feet above them, they can haul up their immense bodies in a
manner that fills one with wonder and admiration.

We were within a hundred yards, or nearly, when the foremost
had ascended the steep rocks some twenty or thirty feet, and the
others were rapidly following. The word was given to fire. At
this point discipline proved a failure. The great desire to have a
hand in the sport outweighed the orders of our commander, and, from
the nine rifles, explosive and'Snyder bullets fairly rained against the
cliffs.

The uppermost bear was first struck in the hind leg by Lieu-
tenant Gordon. She was not badly injured, but, turning found, gave
vent to horrifying growls that might have been heard for more than
a mile away. She was now ready for the fight, and manifested a
disposition to descend rather than make farther effort to escape.
Meanwhile the others had reached her height upon the rocks, and
one of them pushed on up, from ledge to ledge, until at least seventy-
five feet above the frozen snow at the base. Here he received a
bullet which disabled him, and he turned his face toward us, Jjoin-
ing the first in giving vent to his anger and pain.
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The first, after growling for a few seconds, scaled two or three
more ledges, reaching an altitude of about sixty feet, when she
received a bullet in the head from the rifle in the hands of Mr.
Laperriere, and fell backwards. Her descent was one of the most
thrilling spectacles that the eye of any hunter has ever been
favoured to behold. Her well-formed, beautiful white body, not less
than eight hundred pounds in weight, came tumbling down from
terrace to shelf, and from shelf to ledge, and from ledge to sharp,
craggy, projecting rocks, striking them with a dull, sickening thud,
falling ten or fifteen feet at a stretch, until, rolling over and over,
her lifeless carcase came to our very feet on the snow heneath.

No sooner had the dead bear come to rest on the snow, than a
bullet from Mr. Fox’s rifle entered the side of the huge brute at the
very summit of the cliffs, exploding in its passage through his body,
and causing the blood to burst out in a torrent upon the naked
rocks. Falling over, lifeless, his immense body rolled from the
shelf upon which he met his death, and fell to the snow beneath,
a distance of some seventy or eighty feet, striking against the
rugged spurs along the face of the dizzy precipice, and causing
the blood to gush out in spurts, sometimes in streams, leaping up
three and four feet above the falling body, and painting the rocks
in crimson.

The third bear had also reached to within a few feet of the top
of the cliffs without receiving more than slight injuries. I had
given him my best attention, had hit him twice, but had not put an
end to his energies to escape. At length I was lucky enough to
strike him in the shoulder, and he fell backwards, descending to the
snow as had the other two before him.

The whole performance occupied a little less than ninety seconds,
and was one of the most exciting situations of sport that one could
possibly look upon. Leaving their dead bodies, we hurried on up
the narrow opening between the high ranges of rocks, hoping to
overtake the other two, but they had hid themselves or departed
out of our reach.

Evening was now upon us, but we skinned the three bears and
carried their heavy pelts, together with two quarters of the meat, to
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the boats, and took them to the Neptune. But this does not finish
my bear story. There were three valuable skins. Who owned
them ? That was a question not so easily settled as you may
imagine.

You will observe that we had shot nine bears. Each man had
shot his bear. It was not a matter of doubt, not a thing he would
hesitate in swearing to, but a thing of the greatest certainty. He—
each of us—had taken deliberate aim, had watched most carefully,
and had seen the brute fall a victim to his correct marksmanship.
Besides, he had run to the body as soon as it reached the snow, and
examined the very spot at which he had aimed, and found, on:that
identical place, a hole corresponding to the character of the bullet
used. Yes, we had killed nine,—each man his bear ; but somehow
they wouldn’t go round. Six were missing. There was a mis-
calculation somewhere, but who could doubt the oft-repeated and
importunate assertions of each member of the hunting army? Such
a thing would be an aggravated insult. Reason and common sense
were in favour of the claims set up. It was the first time we had
fired at polar bears, and, being only seventy or eighty yards away,
it was most unlikely that we were going to make a miss-shot. Then,
again, the brutes were so large, how could one miss hitting them ?
But, notwithstanding, the number of dead bears was insufficient to
sustain these assertions. There was a mistake. Some one was out
in his calculations, and altogether we were six bears short,

To meet this difficulty, Lieutenant Gordon was unanimously
voted sole and final arbitrator, and was to award the bears as he
might see fit, and with his decision we were to abide content. He
hit upon a happy solution of the difficulty. The three bears were
pooled, so to speak, into shares. Each of the nine gunners was
awarded a full share. Three shares represented a bear, and the
bears were designated by numbers, and their names attached to
each number. Under this arrangement it was only necessary for
one man to purchase the shares of his two partners to become the
sole proprietor of a bear skin. The bidding was spirited. Bear
shares shot up with a buoyancy that would do credit to the gold
market in Wall Street in war times. One dollar was offered and
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laughed at. Two dollars were indignantly refused. Three dollars
were considered an insult. Four could not be entertained. On the
one hand, bear skins were set forth as the summit of human ambi-
tion: to possess one was a passport to great distinction. On the
other, bear skins were held to be mean, dirty, greasy, good-for-
nothing pelts. Those who were anxious to buy, spoke depreciatingly;
those who wished to sell, extolled them.

The bear-skin business was the rage of the Neptune for three or
four days. Nor were the transactions confined to cash. Walrus
tusks were offered and sometimes accepted in part payment of shares.
Eskimo ladies’ dresses of deer skin, with long tails trimmed with
fancy furs that had cost many a plug of black strap, were reluctantly
given up, with an occasional harpoon, or spear, or lance, or model
kayak thrown in. '

The skins, with the heads and paws attached, were hung up on
oars that were lying above the deck, and left over night. Now,
our expedition geologist, Dr. Bell, was away up on the higher rock
ranges, three or four hundred feet above the water level, taking
photographs during the whole of the afternoon in which the bear
hunt took place. When he returned to the ship, in the evening, and
learned of the sport that we had enjoyed, he looked like an injured
man, but he prudently said nothing. On Wednesday forenoon the
doctor, with one of his most delicate surgical lances, set himself at
work removing the skin from the long hand-like paws, devoting
himself to the task with the relish of a surgeon performing a most
difficult operation. His conduct excited most agonizing suspicion,
Could it be possible, we asked ourselves, that the doctor contemplated
appropriating these skins to increase the attractions of the Ottawa
Geological Museum ? Surely not. We were all patriotic enough,
and were ready to make most any sacrifice in the interest of science ;
but the line must be drawn somewhere, and we had irrevocably
drawn it at polar bear skins.

One of the men who, at great cost, had purchased a controlling
interest in skin No. 2, eyed the doctor with an air of one whose
property rights were being infringed. He could endure the suspense
no longer, and broke out:
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“1 say, doctor, what in thunder are you doing with my bear
skin ?”

“Your bear skin? Indeed!” said Dr. Bell, with a roguish
twinkle in his right eye, continuing his operations. “I guess not,
sir 1”7

“You guess not! What do you mean, sir? TI'll give you to
know that this is my skin. Itis skin No. 2. I own a full share in
it, and have purchased one of the other shares, and have bargained
for the third, and don’t want any one to meddle with it.”

“0, you don’t, aye ? And so you have bargained for the third
share, have you? And suppose I have already purchased it, what
then ? One share ought to give me the right to skin the paws, to
say the least,” added the geological man, tauntingly.

“What do you say ? You have purchased the third, have you ?
We will see about that.” And the two-thirds proprietor of skin No. 2
turned away frantically.

Here was evidently a dead-lock. At first sight the two-share
proprietor would seem to have an advantage, but at first sight only.
‘When two-thirds is pitted against one-third, and the latter is backed
by science, patriotism, and a national museum, the odds, if any, may
turn out in favour of the museum,

I suppose I have already detained the reader too long with this
white bear story ; but apologies are useless.

The Digges Islands, to which I have incidentally referred more
than once, are a group of some fifteen or twenty, lying off the north-
west of Cape Wolstenholme at the south side of the entrance from
Hudson Strait to Hudson’s Bay. One, the largest, is some five
miles wide and eighteen long. The othersare all very much smaller,
some not more than two miles in circumference.

We had anchored at the largest island, and the one situated
farthest from the coast, nearly twenty miles, and perhaps more,
north-west from the Cape. We travelled pretty thoroughly over it,
and judged it to be five miles wide by about eighteen miles
long, composed of entirely barren rocks, with an elevation of from:
thirty to four hundred feet above the level of the water. The hills
were draped about by winding ravines or bog-marshes, through
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which narrow curving rivulets found their circuitous routes to the
sea, often falling down steep cliffs or over precipices from the higher
summits, Here and there patches of snow were met with, and,
scattered in every direction, the water was decorated with small ice-
pans floating to and fro with the wind and tide.

We had met with no ice whatever, while in Hudson’s Bay, but a
day’s northerly wind brought us to Digges’s vast stretches, which,from
the hills, we could see lying to the north and east of our anchorage.

The work of erecting the station buildings and landing the
necessary stores at Laperriere Harbour was pushed forward as
rapidly as possible, and on the 20th of September the task was com-
pleted, and we were ready to continue our homeward voyage. About
eleven o’clock in the forenoon we took leave of Mr. Laperriere and
his two men, Messrs. Quigley and Maher, and pushed on toward
Nottingham Island. Having favourable weather, and the ice being
so thin or scattering as not to impede the progress of the ship, we
reached Port De Boucherville a little before six o’clock in the even-
ing, having been absent from the place just three weeks. We came
in contact with some scattering pans of ice while entering the har-
bour, in the same place where the Neptune’s propeller was broken
three weeks before ; but, beyond having to smash three or four of
them, no obstruction was met with. We did meet, however, with
some forty or fifty walrus. They were sleeping in twos or threes
on small sheets of ice, or swimming round in the water. We shot
two, but they sank before they could be reached.

We found Mr. De Boucherville and his men, Messrs. Inglis and
Easdaile, both well and happy. They had not been visited by natives,
nor even had a polar bear exhibited himself. They had secured
plenty of ga.me, one or two foxes, some seals,and were getting their
house in order for a walrus hunt ; but, up to the date of our arrival,
they had been so much engaged in banking their house and prepar-
ing for the winter, that they had not made many excursions of any
kind. The report they had to give us of their experience was there-
fore somewhat uninteresting. Their stove had not worked well,
especially in baking. However, they gave us some splendid bread,
which was an improvement over that served on the Neptune.






CHAPTER XX.

O~ THE ROCKS .OF RESOLUTION.

THE HOMEWARD JOURNEY—VISIT TO ASHE'S INLET—STUPARTS BAY
AND PORT BURWELL—ATTEMPT TO MAKE A LANDING ON RESO-
LUTION ISLAND—FAST ON THE ROCKS—ARRIVAL AT ST. JOHN'S,
N.F., AND HALIFAX, N.. .

JHE Expedition left" Port De Boucherville at daylight on the
> morning of Sunday, the 21st September, and steamed away
¢ toward Ashe’s Inlet, on the northern coast of the Strait,
%" hoping to be able to pay Captain Spicer’s trading-station at
North Bluff a visit on our way. We met with but very little ice,
only here and there a lone island pan. The day was fine and the
water smooth. On Monday there was a light wind blowing about
twelve miles an hour from the south, which made the water a little
lumpy. The mist that rendered the morning rather thick cleared away
by noon, and we spent most of the day coasting along from four to
six miles off the rugged north shores of the Strait, west of Big Island.
We had the bad luck not to be able to find the Spicer trading-
post ; and while we were yet scanning the coast carefully, in the
hope of sighting some trace of it, the boatswain announced Ashe’s
station, which was no little surprise. We anchored in the harbour
at three o’clock, and were welcomed by Mr. Ashe and the men with
him, as only these lonely mortals could welcome us. They were all
well, and well contented. The large number of natives with them,
when we left, had taken leave of the station a day or two after the
Neptune sailed, and none had made their appearance since. For
this, they said, they had no regrets, as they were great beggars and
much in the way.
They had colleeted a number of deer and seal skins, half a dozen
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arctic fox skins, and other pelts; but the greatest attraction of their
collection was the long ivory horn of the narwhal or unicorn. The one
which they had obtained from the Eskimos was over five feet long
—a most curious specimen of natural history. '

They had experienced very good weather, with occasional flur-
ries of snow, but no heavy winds. They had had one gale of fifty
miles an hour, but it was of short duration. The mean temperature
of the last two weeks in August was set down at 36° Fah. above -
zero. One or two light fogs were noted, but they had seen little or
no ice since we left them.

They recorded the greatest rise and fall of tide which we met
with in the Strait, a maximum of thirty-two feet.

They gave us an aceount of a visit, a day or two after we left
them, of some thirty natives in a large skin boat, a sort of family
craft. They were a happy lot of beings, and parted with such
skins as they had for miserable black tobacco, without demanding
much of that. They remained round the station a few days and put
off again, promising to return as soon as the ice made. '

A change was made with the men at Ashe’s station. Messrs.
Skinner, Rainsford and Jordan came back to the Neptune, and Mr.
Ashe was given Messrs. Keating and Drysdale, the men originally
set down for him. Mr. Skinner and his assistants came on board to
be taken back to Resolution, where another attempt was to be made
to find an anchorage.

At six o’clock, p.m., we were off for Stupart’s Bay, on the south
shore opposite, a distance of about sixty nautical miles. The trip
across was marked by a heavy swell, which struck us about four
o'clock the next morning, caused by a heavy wind from the south-
east. The Neptune was laying to waiting for daylight in order to
make the harbour at the time, but she rode the waves in good style,
yielding readily to the motion of the water on account of being but
lightly ballasted.

We cast anchor in Stupart’s Bay at nine o’clock on Tuesday
morning, the Neptune still rising and falling and rolling in the
swell which, owing to the south-easterly wind, came into the anchor-
age, which is slightly unprotected at that quarter.
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At Stupart’s, as also at Ashe’s, on the north shore, the rocks
were weil covered with newly fallen snow, and the general appear-
ance of the country was wintry enough. As at Ashe’s, the ice had
departed from Stupart’s, and the water was wholly unobstructed.

The Eskimo population encamped near the station was still there,

“and had been considerably augmented. I visited one village the day
we arrived, consisting of seven camps and over sixty.inhabitants. A
little way beyond there were still others. A number of these people
are in the habit of visiting the station buildings daily. They are
peaceful and quiet, but quite persistent beggars. They are not
allowed to enter the house where the men reside, but they crowd
round the door and avail themselves of every opportunity to request
“tobbacimick,” or other, to them, necessaries of life. Often, while
the station-men are eating their meals, ten or fifteen of these curious
visilors well nigh darken the windows, watching them. Every
movement of the white man is the cause of wonder and amazement
to them.

As soon as the Neptune’s whistle rent the morning air all the
Eskimos for miles round rushed to the shore, nearly a dozen paddling
rapidly out over the surging waters toward the ship. A
number of us went on shore and began to traffic with them, giving
tobacco, powder, shot, and gun-caps in exchange for deer and seal
skins, bows and arrows, model kayaks, and other curiosities of
Eskimo life. '

We were entertained at Stupart’s by a curious freak of an
Eskimo boy named Podolik, who, with a piece of lead pencil which
he had obtained at Ungava many months before, and a bit of brown
paper which he had picked up near the station, had made a neat
outline map of the whole coast of Prince of Wales Sound. Upon
examining him through our interpreter, we found that his effort
was based upon a good knowledge of the shores in that vicinity.
He told us where trout could be had in large quantities, pointed out

the best sealing grounds, and described the coast for nearly a hundred

* miles to the eastward. He was a bright boy about fourteen years

of age.
A number of us dined at Stupart’s, finding their cook well up
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in the business. We enjoyed the meal very much.: Lieut. Gordon
occupied his time at this station getting the magnetic instruments
into adjustment, and assisting Mr. Stupart in the magnetic work.

The Neptune left her anchorage at five o’clock p.m, and took
her course toward Resolution Island. = We were accompanied out of
the harbour by six Eskimos in their kayaks. We were steaming
about half speed, say ab the rate of four miles an hour, but they
found it quite easy to keep abreast of us, which pleased them
greatly ; but, when sufficiently away from the shore to open out full
speed, they were at once left behind. This greatly surprised or
annoyed them; or both, and they gave up the race, returning some-
what disgusted.

The voyage from Stupart’s to Resolution occupied two nights
and a day. The second night, we laid to most of the time waiting
for the light to aid us in a search of the coast for a harbour.
During Thursday, the 25th, there was nothing to relieve the dreari-
ness of the sea save a good view of the Middle Savages, which
appeared in the distance—a pretty chain of mounds rising in
symmetrical beauty above the troubled waters of the Strait.

The morning of the 26th was fine and cold, with some wind-
We were approaching Resolution on the south-west coast; and a
little before nine o’clock what appeared to be a pretty well sheltered
inlet was observed. This Lieut. Gordon decided to explore in the
hope of finding an anchorage. Mr. Barry, the Neptune’s mate, was
despatched with four men in one of the boats, to examine the place,
make soundings and report upon its condition. We followed him
in for some distance, going dead slow, one of the ship’s crew taking
frequent castings of the lead over the side of the vessel as we
advanced. At a little before nine it became apparent, even before
Mr. Barry returned, that the place would not afford us the desired
anchorage. The Neptune came to a halt and began to swing under
the force of the wind. She was allowed to come about, and, when a
little more than half way round, her bow, or the forward portion of
her keel, came upon the rocks, giving her a shock which sent all on
board staggering to keep their feet. The captain at once gave the
signal “full speed astern,” and ordered the helm “hard-a-starboard.”
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Under the pressure of this movement, the ship careened partly over
on her side, and grated heavily upon the rocks. For a moment it
seemed that her entire bottom was upon the rocks, and the wildest
excitement prevailed. The idea, fortunately in error, that the tide
was ebbing, seemed to seize all on board. Had this been correct,
and had we been unable to get off the rocks at once, the most serious
consequences would have undoubtedly followed. The tide has a
rise and fall of about thirty feet at the place, and, as it was then
about flood, the Neptune in a few hours would have been left high
and dry. Besides, a fresh breeze was springing up from the north-
west, the water had already become quite lumpy, and heavy swells
were making their appearance, sending their spray, now and then,
over the ship’s rails. To be held on the rocks in this condition for
any considerable length of time might result in shipwreck. Happily,
however, the tide had not reached its full flood, and had about an
hour yet to rise ; moreover the diligence and skill of Capt. Sopp and
his active crew were crowned with success. After grinding, and
twisting and careening on the rocks for a little under eight minutes
the Neptune was gotten off, and began to move away from the shore ;
but not until pieces of her keel, some three and four feet long,
came to the surface of the water, inicadting the severity of the
struggle that had been going on beneath us.

It would be difficult to describe our feelings while we were
struggling to get free from the rocks; but still harder the task of
telling how we felt with the first evidences of liberty. The former
brought to us, in the swiftness of thought, pictures of a winter’s
hardships on Resolution Island, with insufficient shelter, without
adequate clothing, and with no readily available means of communi-
cating our condition to the people of Canada ; the latter swelled our
hearts with a mighty pulsation of thanksgiving for deliverance
from anticipated horrors.

The Neptune lost no time in getting away from the land into deep
water again; all h andsbreathed much easier ; and there was a dispo-
sition shown, I think, by-the commander of the ship, to get away from
the island altogether. This was not acted upon at the time, how-

ever, for we coasted along toward Cape Best, and by noon were
12



178 Our North Land.

again investigating an inlet not more than five or six miles north-
west of the Cape. A boat was sent in as before, and, after remaining
for a considerable time, returned with the report of “ten fathoms
and no bottom,” as far as they had gone. From this, the conclusion
was reached that we had at last found an anchorage; and I am of
opinion that, with more care in entering, we might have secured a
harbour sufficient to our wants. The Neptune was taken in, “easy
a-head,” for some distance, then “dead slow,” with frequent castings
of the lead from her side, when, at fifteen minutes after one o’clock,
we struck with considerable force against rocks that must have
reached nearly to the surface of the water. The shock was so great
that several who were in the cabin at the time were knocked almost
entirely off their feet. No great damage, however, was done. The
Neptune had a portion of her breast-plates torn away ; but at that
point she was about seven feet thick of solid timbers, and, of course,
gave no signs of leaking whatever. She was backed away from
‘the enemy at once, and no further effort was made to get in. We
coasted along to the Cape, and rounded it at a little distance, rolling
and pitching in the sea which had now become quite heavy under
the force of the increasing wind ; but the coast presented no signs
of affording an anchorage, and Lieut. Gordon decided to abandon
the island altogether.. The Neptune was accordingly put about and
her course was directed towards Cape Chidley.

We anchored at Port Burwell (Cape Chidley) early on the follow-
ing morning, where we found the observer and his men enjoying good
health. Their experiences during our absence were not of a remark-
able character. The ice had not visited them, and there had been
nothing to interrupt their dull monotonous life, except the occasional
visits from Eskimos, who came for purposes of trade.

From Port Burwell the expedition steamed to Nachvak, an inlet
on northern Labrador about ninety miles south of Cape Chidley,
and established an observing station there, in charge of Mr. William
Skynner, of which an account has already been given.

The voyage from Nachvak to St. John’s, N. F., was exceedingly
rough, and the ship laboured in the heavy swell for four days ; but on
the morning of Saturday, the eleventh day of October, the Neptune






CHAPTER XXI.

PERSONAL AND IMPERSONAL.

BRIEF PERSONAL SKETCHES OF LIEUTENANT GORDON, CAPTAIN SOPP,
AND DR. BELL—THEIR PECULIARITIES AND CHARACTERISTICS.

AVING purposely hurried through a narrative account of the
movements and acts of the Hudson’s Bay Expedition, I
will now ask the reader’s attention to a consideration of
the various features of the Hudson’s Bay region that came

under my notice; but before doing so, will make a few obser-

LIEUT. ANDREW R. GORDON, R.N.

vations,of a personal kind,
concerning the chief men
connected with the enter-
prise.

Lieutenant Andrew R.
Gordon, R.N., Assistant
Superintendent of the
Meteorological Service of
Canada, and Commander
of the Expedition, was
born on the 13th of Feb-
ruary, 1851, in Aberdeen,
Scotland. At the age of
thirteen he enlisted in the
British Navy, in which he
remained for ten years,
reaching the position of
Lieutenant. He has been

five years connected with the meteorological service of the Dominion,
and is considered one of the most efficient men in the employment

of the department.
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For many reasons, in placing him in command of the Expedition,
the Government made an excellent choice. He is pretty well versed
in the science of navigation, and has had much experience in the
practical application of that science, though not, of course, in the ice-
bound regions of the north. He is acquainted with the use of mag-
netic instruments, an important qualification for one navigating the
northern waters of the Dominion. In every way, so far as experi-
ence, education, and character can fit a man for any station, Lieu-
tenant Gordon was well prepared to undertake the very important
respounsibility of commanding the first Expedition to enquire into
the navigation of Hudson’s Bay and Strait.

He is young, ambitious, thoughtful, persistent, unassuming, cheer-
ful, obliging, a little headstrong, tenacious of his own opinion, seep-
tical of the opinions of others, very English in his views, and equally
English (although a Scotchman) in his nationality. He is strict in
the observance of Christian ordinances, and of a high moral charac-
ter. He conducted during the voyage a brief service, condensed
from the Church of England ritual, each Sabbath morning in the
cabin of the Neptune. He was well liked by the officers and men
of the Expedition, and will long enjoy their fullest respect and
highest esteem.

The more than ordinary abilities of Captain W. Sopp, master
of the Neptune, demand that he should receive some notice. He
was born in Earnley, Sussex, England, on the 15th of December,
1840, and first “went to sea in September, 1854, as a boy, in the
coast trade. In 1857 he became an able seaman. In 1861 he re-
ceived a second mate’s certificate, and the papers qualifying him for
first mate in 1863. In 1867 he received a captain’s certificate, and
commanded his first vessel, the Isabella Ridley of Liverpool;in 1868,
He has been in command of vessels from that date until the present
time, continuously, and in the employ of Messrs. Job Brothers and
Co., of St. John’s, Newfoundland, since 1870. He commanded the
Neptune in the Greely Relief Expedition in 1882, and reached the
high latitude of nearly 80° N.

Captain Sopp is a tall, quiet, unassuming man, with some very
marked characteristics. He is cautious almost to excess ; a thorough
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navigator, well acquainted with almost all navigable waters of the
globe, and enjoys the most implicit confidence of his employers in
every respect. He is a man of most exemplary habits, sober, steady,
honourable, and, withal, a gentleman of considerable culture for one
who has made his home on the high seas from the age of fourteen
years.

One of his peculiarities is that of repeating his remarks, prefacing
his words, the last ‘time, with “I say.” As for instance, “ A head
wind is a miserable thing. I say, a head wind is a miserable
thing.” He is a man of even temper, nearly always in a good
humour, but holds his crew at a considerable distance. Having in
his early life experienced all the hardships of a sea-faring life, he
is not over tender-hearted in the care of his men, especially in regard
to their diet. In fact, I don’t think he will ever be guilty of extra-
vagance at his own table, much less in boarding his crew. He is
essentially a plain man, plain in speech, in dress, and in appearance,
and appears just a little dull; but this appearance is very deceptive.
He is, on the contrary, very keen, wide-awake, always on the alert,
a close observer, and constantly well posted concerning every act
and movement of those whose acts and movements concern him.
Like all sea captains, he is talkative, good natured, and covered with
smiles in fine weather and fair winds; but in the storm, or in a
contrary gale, he is impatient, cross and sour. ' Indeed, the weather
has much to do in souring or sweetening seamen. They are sort
of barometers of the weather, without being aware of it. Before
we had been at sea a week, I fancied I could tell when a storm
was approaching by the captain’s countenance quicker than by the
mercurial column. No better man, it seems to me, could have been
found to command the ship in the first Hudson’s Bay Expedition.

Robert Bell, M.D., LL.D., F.G.S,, and Assistant Director of the
Geological Survey of Canada, the Geologist and Medical Officer of
the Expedition, was born in Ontario in 1843. He was first educated
in the public school of Dundas, and afterwards at the Grammar
School of L’'Orignal. Subsequently he took a full seience course at
MeGill College, Montreal, where he obtained the degrees of M.D,,
C.M, C.E. and B.S. or B. Ap. Sc,, and LLD. at Queen’s. He com-
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menced his college career in 1858, which was continued more or
less uninterruptedly for a considerable time. From 1863 to 1868 he
was Professor of Chemistry and Natural Science in Queen’s Uni-
versity, Kingston, Ontario; but, from 1857 to the present time, he
has been, in one way or another, connected with the Geological
Survey of Canada. He has taken an important part in the work of
the department with which he is connected, and his name is inter-
woven with the geological survey of the country from Gaspé to the
Mackenzie River, and from Lake Erie to Hudson’s Bay and Strait.
He has devoted six years to
an examination of the Hud-
son’s Bay country, and is
well acquainted with its
geological character and
mineral resources.

His eminent qualifica-
tions, and the lively interest
which he has taken in the
question of the Hudson’s
Bayroute,fullyentitled him
to the prominent place on .
the staff of the Expedition
which he received.

He made the most of his
very limited possibilities in
connection with the Expe- DR. R. BELL, LL.D., F.G.S.
dition, secured many excel- (Assistant Director of the Geographical Survey.)

lent photographs, collected

half a cart-load of botanical specimens, including plenty of moss;
procured little shrimps, shells, star-fish and worms of all kinds from
the bottom of the bays, by dredging ; skinned lots of poor, innocent
birds; got half a ship-load of very common looking rocks ; drowned
hosts of little fish in alcohol; talked generously with various
members of the Expedition on scientific subjects, which they knew
nothing about, to please them ; petted and caressed his plants; nursed
and counted and turned over his rocks in pure love of them ; made
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himself agreeable to every one, and convinced all, without ever
referring to the subject, that he was not satisfied with the narrow
scope afforded for his work in connection with the Expedition.

He was enthusiastic on only one topic, that of the navigation of
Hudson’s Bay and Strait. This subject had completely mastered his
naturally reserved nature, and, when speaking on it, he was always
extravagant. If we found ourselves exposed in a gale of thirty or
forty miles an hour, and one should happen to observe:

“ Doctor, this is horrible—an awful gale!”

“O, pshaw ! it's only a little blow, only a temporary thing.”

Or, if a blinding August snow-storm rendered it so dark as that
those on the quarter-deck could not distinguish the foremast, and

one remarked :

“ Well, doctor, this looks a little bad for the Hudson’s Bay route.”

He would answer quickly and sharply, “ Why so? Not at all.
They have snow-storms in the Atlantic worse than this, and yet they
navigate those waters. Pshaw! this is nothing.”

Or, if we had been all day in a dense fog, and some one happened
to remark that fogs were frequent, or that the Strait was likely
subject to fogs, the doctor would, with the greatest ease, talk the
whole fog out of existence. As for ice, the Neptune might plunge
and tear amongst it all day, and yet the doctor could see nothing in
it to interfere with navigation. It was only when she broke her
propeller that he yielded to any extent at all, and even that he
seemed to regard as an exceedingly small matter.

Dr. Bell was understood to be not only the Expedition geologist,
but physician as well. However, when the Neptune got to sea we
found that he had no medicines except away under the hatch,
where they could not readily be had. Fortunately we had no occa-
sion for their use, except for minor complaints. The general health
of the men and crew was exceptionally good throughout ; the only
exception being that of the writer, whose continual sea-sickness,
while not enjoying the repose of a harbour, rendered him constantly
uncomfortable. The doctor pulled a few teeth, made up half a dozen
or so simple doses as they were required ; and, as no one was seriously
sick, and as he fortunately appeared averse to over-dosing, but little







CHAPTER XXII.
GAME orF THE HubpsoN's BAy REGION.

THE PTARMIGAN, OR ARCTIC PARTRIDGE — THE WILD DUCKS AND
GEESE — OTHER WILD FOWL ~— THE CHARACTERISTICS OF THE
REINDEER, OR CARIBOU — SINGULAR TRAITS AND CHARACTER-
ISTICS OF THE POLAR BEAR.

Rocky Mountains, and northward to the Arctic, abounds in
game. Were its plains, and cliffs, and streams, and lakes not
so difficult to reach, it would be the best available hunting
ground in the world ; and I doubt not, as our means of communication
with these districts are improved, hunting expeditions to the far
north will become one of the most attractive features of Canadian
sporting life.

Foremost among the game birds is the grouse, or ptarmigan
(Lagopus Saliceti) as they are properly called. They are grey in
summer and white in winter. They differ from the real grouse by
having the toes thickly feathered as well as the legs. These abound
from southern Labrador north-westward throughout the entire
Hudson’s Bay country. They breed mostly a short way inland
where they are not disturbed, but shift toward the coast in the fall.
They travel in flocks or coveys of from ten to twelve, and afford
good sport except in the more unfrequented territories where they
are so tame that it is impossible to raise them. They are delicious for
the table, excelled only, I think, by the curlew (Numenius borealis)
which make their appearance on the shores in the fall season, pre-
paratory to starting for warmer latitudes. They generally arrive in
immense flocks, and feed upon the small berries which are found
along the rocky shores and barrens within the northern portions of

p——
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the vegetation belt. They come down to the beaches at ebb, and
return inland at flood tide. They are very plump, and sometimes, when
shot on the wing, burst upon falling to the rocks. Like the ptar-
migan, the curlew are too stupid to fly readily. I frequently dis-

PTARMIGAN —GROUSE.

charged both barrels of a fowling-piece into a flock, killing three or
four, and yet they would not fly, nor even run away. It is
exceedingly easy to kill them, and although the sport approaches to
cruelty, it is very pardonable for one travelling in that region, as
their flesh is exceptionally palatable. Our cabin table was often
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made attractive by curlew and ptarmigan stews while in the Strait
and they never failed to meet with keen appetites.

Wild geese—the ordinary Canada wild goose, I think—are
numerous everywhere in the Hudson’s Bay region. While we were
at York, an Indian shot nearly one hundred in a single day, within
six miles of that place. They were fat, and, to my taste, equal to any

WILD DUCKS (EIDER, ETC.).

game we secured. There are various other kinds of geese, aside
from the ordinary Canada specimen, but we met with only a few
and never more than half a dozen together. These are smaller, and
not so desirable for the table, and afford less sport in shooting,

; WILD DUCKS (‘‘ HOWDENS™).

as they will often come down within ten or fifteen yards of you,
and stand looking in great astonishment until blown to pieces, as
members of our party sometimes treated them.

Of wild ducks we met with so many varieties that I cannot
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undertake to describe them. They are very numerous. In some
places we saw them, in droves of a thousand together, enjoying the
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