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PREFACE

‘YT has been said by some one, within recent
[ years, that all the places now unexplored
- were so miserably bad that no one would
care to have anything to do with them. The
caribou country of northeastern Labrador may
or may not be an exception to this rule. There
are worse regions to wander in. Moreover, the
people are to be considered. Not every one cares
for native races, but most wilderness travelers do.
I have myself found the Labrador people well
worth while.

The Indian names I have used need some ex- .
planation. Assiwaban, the name of the fine
stream the George River people come to the coast
by, is pronounced As-si-waw-ban. It means
“Waiting place,” from a deer pass near the coastal
height of land where the Indians camp and wait
for the migration to come from north. The river,
or brook, as the shore whites call these larger
streams, is best known to the bay people as Frank’s
Brook, from the name of a one-time resident near
its mouth. These personal names given to bays
and rivers are more or less subject to change,
accordingly as the settlers change and succeed
one another. One year the river may be Smith’s,
another year Jones’s, and in due time, perhaps,
Robinson’s. I have taken pleasure in rescuing
the names of some of these clear Indian rivers,
particularly the Assiwaban, and the N6-ta-qua-non,
from the ignominy of shifting white nomenclature.
Likewise I have used the Eskimo name O-pe-tik
Bay for the Merryfield Bay of Low’s map, partly

v
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because the latter name is not used now, even by
the shore people, who have reverted to the ancient
designation, never in fact abandoned by them, of
Opetik.

Mistastin means, as nearly as our clumsy out-
door English permits, ‘“Where the wind blows
everything off the ground,” that is, moss and
trash and light soil.

The personal names are mostly explained in the
text. Kamoques is pronounced in three syllables.
In Ashimaganish the accented a is like a in father.
I am sorry to say that the name of old Nijwa is
incorrect, although Nijwa is something like it.
The meaning of her actual name is Snipe, yellow-
leg snipe. Ah-pe-wat, as well Ah-pe-wbt, means
an imbedded pebble, as in pudding-stone. “You
know the little stones that grow inside a rock?”
said old E., my chief source of information in such
matters, “They are Ah-pe-wat.” As to Pi-a-shun-
a-hwao, who by the way is a worthy son of the
great chief at Ungava, old E. explained, “When you
shoot anything handy, that’s Pi-a-shun-a-hwao.”
The a in the first and last syllables of P.’s name s
long, as in fate; the other @ might be o or uk.

One or two English names I have changed, for
reasons which are commonplace. One cannot be
wholly unrestrained when writing of living people.
The happenings related, however, if not exciting,
are at least true. I wish I had felt competent to
deal with the subject of Dr. Grenfell’s remarkable
mission work, as well as that of the Moravians.
I owe much to the kindness of both establishments.

The map inserted is rather a sketch. The
coast is taken mainly from the sea chart, a poor
reliance. Inland the distances are only estimated,
and the courses taken with a small hunting com-
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pass, but the longitude 64° 25, at the west end of
the portage between the Kanekautsh lakes, should
be a pretty good one. It fixes the position of the
George River ten or eleven miles west, a rather
important matter. I should not care, however, to
insist upon the exactness of even this observation,
as it is not easy to keep one’s timepiece steady
in such rough travel as was involved. Still we
had three good watches carefully rated.

The Montagnais route by the No-ta-quanén is,
of course, not drawn to scale. Like all Indian
maps, it is made only to travel by. For this pur-
pose, however, their maps are often better than
ours. One needs to be used to their method.

I have named the regular Indian height of
land crossing at the head of Hawk Lake, the
Quackenbush Pass; the fine trap headland at the
west end of Mistastin Lake, Walcott Dyke, and
the low but commanding hill at the outlet of
Mistinipi, and from which Dr. Howe and I took
observations in 1910, Howe Hill.
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NORTHERN LABRADOR

Chapter 1

LABRADOR

NTERIOR Labrador, if a country of severe
winter conditions, and not too easy to

ERRATA

P. 26, line 1, according to Gosling, the original name
of Battle Harbor was Batales, meaning boats.

P. 187, line 1, for white-headed read pike-headed.

P. 288, line 8, for 4road-winged hawk read rough-
legged hawk.

111€ 1011g  Aldiue Luddl Ul LUIC poliiidula,
rocky, berg sentineled, and barren, has failed
in the eyes of navigators from the first. To hardy
Leif Ericson it appeared a “land good for nothing”’;
he called it Helluland, ‘Flat-stone land,” and
sailed away. Worse yet was old Jacques Cartier’s
oft-quoted title, “The land which God gave
Cain”; a sincerity, touched by whatever of tem-
perament, which brooks no counter. He spoke
as he saw. Butitis to be remembered that Jacques
Cartier was born to sunny France, and saw only
the blasted outer shores of the peninsula — per-
haps in one of its sunless, harder moods. It is
fortunately true that the exposed coasts of the
world are not always to be taken as an index

1
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Chapter 1

LABRADOR

NTERIOR Labrador, if a country of severe
I winter conditions, and not too easy to
travel in at any time, is not quite the desola-
tion it is generally believed to be. Unavailable
for most purposes it is, even as regions of its
rather high latitudes go, and of course an utter
wilderness, but its name is worse than it deserves.
The peninsula is seldom cold in summer, and if
its rivers were less difficult it would be more widely
known as afield of travel; and also, from its great
extent, as a nearly inexhaustible one. As it is,
however, the usual summer wanderer is not in a
way to make much impression upon its spaces.
Nor, after all, does such a country appeal to the
many. It is too elemental a land.

The long Atlantic coast of the peninsula,
rocky, berg sentineled, and barren, has failed
in the eyes of navigators from the first. To hardy
Leif Ericson it appeared a “land good for nothing”’;
he called it Helluland, ‘“Flat-stone land,” and
sailed away. Worse yet was old Jacques Cartier’s
oft-quoted title, “The land which God gave
Cain”; a sincerity, touched by whatever of tem-
perament, which brooks no counter. He spoke
as he saw. Butitis to be remembered that Jacques
Cartier was born to sunny France, and saw only
the blasted outer shores of the peninsula — per-
haps in one of its sunless, harder moods. It is
fortunately true that the exposed coasts of the
world are not always to be taken as an index

1



2 IN NORTHERN LABRADOR

of what is to be found within, and the coasts of
Cartier’s bitter word are faced to polar blasts
unbroken.

The trouble with interior Labrador, the great
tableland, is less climatic than geological; it has
little soil. The lastice-cap, which left the country
only a little time since, as things go, ground away
the rocks, already old, to'their hard, unweathering
base; and upon this foundation soil makes but
slowly. If there were enough soil almost the
whole tableland would be forested high.

Yet climate brought the ice-cap, and climate
has played its full part. The present period finds
the peninsula surrounded by cold seas, ice locked
for many months of the year, never ice free ex-
cepting on the very south. The winds from all
shores are cold. What the aspect of the country
was when the broad interior sea from Hudson’s
Bay south, the Central Sea, made for warmer
currents, none can now say. lhere has been time
and change enough for anything. This long-
enduring land, one of the oldest primal faces of
the globe, may have been the cradle of the human
race. It lies in moderate latitudes, little as this
may have counted in the past, for coal and
fern fossils are found still farther to the north.
England, with its scarce-freezing winters, lies level
to the east; the extreme of Scotland is broad off
the swirling ice fields of Ungava Bay, as high in
latitude, almost, as the farthest northern extension
of the peninsula. The northern limit of Labra-
dor’s main body is only the parallel of 60° a
parallel which in many places cuts through settled
lands, through waving wheatfields often, around
the world.

In the earlier ages of the unchanging old
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peninsula its territorial neighbors were only in
the building. Other lands, far and near, were made
and unmade, the sea came and the sea went,
while this old cornerpost of the continent held
its ancient place, not much changed in outline,
but wearing, wearing, wearing down through in-
conceivable time. Wide were the transforma-
tions of other areas of the hemisphere, and by
comparison rapid, a turmoil of continental forms.

So it is that the actual age of what one now
sees in the peninsula is hopelessly beyond reckon-
ing. In valleys eroded far into the older rocks
have been found deposits of the more recent
Cambrian measures, laid down since the valleys
were completed. The valleys had been cut down
in previous ages by a process so slow that our
minds fail before it. Yet this “recent” Cambrian,
laid in after the valleys had reached their depth,
has been thought to date back twenty-eight
million years. Even then the tale is not told.
The under rock, the ‘“basement complex” of
geology, is believed to have been formed from
sediments too; the real foundation is below.

Now the peninsula is mainly an uneven waste
of low hills and ridges. The glacial moraines and
the terraced drift of the valleys bear trees only
sparsely, save to the south and in low valleys near
the sea. So recently was the ice-cap over all that
the innumerable Indian-known lakes of the plateau
have not had time to drain themselves by cutting
down their outlets or to become silted up by
material from higher levels. Their life falls within
the historic old-world period. Six thousand years,
a negligible span geologically, may well cover
the time since the ice departed. Until then,
while the glaciers were still moving seaward, the
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coast was flanked by bergs from its own inland,
and the stately procession which now passes from
Baffin’s Bay along the coast may have been locked
in the north, or forced to a distant offing.

Exploitation in the modern sense has found no
foothold, save for a few lumber and pulp opera-
tions in the outer valleys of the south. Minerals
may well appear on the western side, difficult of
access now, and there is iron in quantity on the
southern slope and in the central north, but the
archzan rocks of the main part of the country
are not very promising otherwise. In the north-
east are recent rocks of more hopeful aspect,
occupying an area remarkably described by Regi-
nald Daly, in Dr. Grenfell’s “Labrador.” Better
opportunities for prospecting on the western side
will follow the building of the Hudson’s Bay rail-
road from Manitoba.

The ultimate future of the semi-barrens, which
stretch away from the middle country to Ungava
and the polar north, may be as pasture ground for
domesticated reindeer, in the hands of some
northern nomadic race — perhaps Lapps or the
present Eskimo-white strain of the shores. Mean-
while the one product of the interior, not to be
wholly superseded even if minerals are found, is
fur, which will not soon fail. This is its only yield
to the world. Most other regions of earth left
to the hunter races are being fast invaded, they
are more amenable to the modern purpose, their
borders are approachable the year around. But
isolated Labrador, avoided to this day in the great
westward march of civilization, may yet be known
as the “Last of the Fur Countries.”

Whatever its economic future, the invitation
of the country to the wilderness traveler, the
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EXPLORATION 5

traveler with a taste for unworn places, is unusual.
Nowhere are such clear, unfished rivers, mapped
and unmapped, large rivers and small; nowhere are
such white-moss hills as those of the semi-barrens,
velvet to the feet and fair to the eye. More than
all are the lakes. Its lakes are Labrador’s glory.
Wide over the plateau they spread, along the water-
sheds and in the higher valleys. Nowhere are
such lakes,— from the tiny ‘flashets” of the
Newfoundlanders, their mission only to reflect
the sky, to great Michikamau and Mistassini,
with their far water horizons. ILake Mistassini,
the largest, is a hundred miles long.

Nor is it easy in this day to find the primitive
hunter life as unchanged over a large country as
in Labrador. Over their great territory the people
still wander at will, knowing no alien restraint, no
law but their own. The unwritten code of the
lodge and the open, the ancient beliefs, are still
theirs.

Not a few districts of Labrador are still un-
explored. None of them is very large unless in
the far Northwest, but particularly in the central
area and the northern half of the peninsula gen-
erally, there is fresh ground for the seasonal visitor,
the minor explorer, for a long time to come. It is
true that some of these regions are not easy of
access, for the rivers are strong and the distances
great, but there remain good regions which are
near and accessible. It may be taken that no
white man has ever crossed the country from side
to side. It would be a journey of ten or twelve
hundred miles. Yet, absurdly enough, several

of us who go into the country are announced to
have “crossed Labrador.” So with Mrs. Hub-
bard, and Dillon Wallace, and Mr. and Mrs. Stephen
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Tasker and myself. Corners of it some of us have
crossed, but in trips not exceeding half the width
of the main peninsula. There is a difference be-
tween being two hundred miles from a base and
five.

Before the time of Low, whose report came
out in 1896, it was difficult to get much informa-
tion about the country, particularly the middle
and northern parts. There was not much trouble
about the southern slope to a distance east of the
Moisie, for the main rivers had been more or less
mapped. But the most interesting parts of these
rivers, their upper headwaters and the lakes of
their watersheds, had been left untouched. In
the southwest, however, on the Saguenay branches,
and on the Outardes and Maniquagan, surveys
had reached farther.

There had been some other observations by
good observers, though lacking instruments of
precision. One of the best known of these ex-
plorations was by Henry Youle Hind, in the early
sixties. He saw the fire-swept country about the
head of the Moisie, and was impressed by its
desolation. ‘““Words,” he wrote, “fail to describe
the awful desolation of the Labrador tableland.”
Hind had imagination beyond most Labrador
travelers, and his gatherings about the Indians,
who naturally attracted him, show unusual illumi-
nation. In those days they were being forced
from the ruined plateau to the Gulf shores, to
perish untimely from the damp climate and unac-
customed diseases. Hind’s book was long the
standard upon Labrador, and is still interesting.

The lower Hamilton was visited in 1887 by
Mr. R. F. Holmes, who brought away a good sketch
map of the river as far as Lake Winikapau. His
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objective had been the Grand Falls, then assumed
to drop sheer from the plateau level of near two
thousand feet elevation to the level of the sea.
Deficiencies of equipment caused his early return.
The falls are really a little more than three hun-
dred feet high.

In 1891 Cary and Cole of Bowdoin College
reached the falls, two hundred and fifty miles
above tidewater, followed closely by Henry G.
Bryant and Arthur Keniston, who measured them.
While Cary and Cole were away from their boat
at the falls it caught fire and burned, and they
were left to make their way by a serious foot-and-
raft trip to the coast. Dr. Low happened to be
at Northwest River Post when they came out,
looking the hard experience they had had. They
came swimming across the river, some two miles
wide, on a log in the remnants of their clothes.
Low afterward told Stuart Cotter, 2 Hudson’s Bay
Company friend, that the unconcerned way in which
they took the whole matter was extraordinary.

In the Northeast occurred the journeys of John
McLean, about 1840. From Fort Chimo, on
Ungava Bay, he followed the Indian route to
Michikamau, thence descending past the Grand
Falls to Hamilton Inlet. In 1838 he made a
notable winter walk from Chimo to Northwest
River, some six hundred miles, following North-
west River itself for part of its course, and re-
turning by much the same route. The stark
lifelessness of the country at times was much the
same then as now. “We saw no game,” was his
significant remark regarding the return trip. It
is unwritten history that fifty miles from Chimo
the party gave out and were saved the fate of
Hubbard, who in recent years met his end by
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starvation on the same route, only by the efforts
of an Indian, who had strength to force his way
to the post and send back relief. The parallel
with the case of Hubbard is singularly near, and
quite identical as regards the rescue of his com-
panion, Wallace. A white man of each party
was saved by the devotion and endurance of an
Indian. The occurrences were sixty-seven years
apart. As to McLean’s discovery of the Grand
Falls, there is no reasonable doubt that they were
visited some years before his time by David
Dixon, or Dickson, a trader. This was told me by
his grandson, whose name is Hewitt, and who now
lives in Boston.

One more notable journey was made during
the later period, that of Father Lacasse, who
traveled with Indians in 1875 or 1876 from North-
west River Post to Chimo over substantially the
same route, as far as Michikamau, followed by
Dillon Wallace in 1905.

These explorers belong to quite a recent time;
their period is the modern one of much writing,
of reports and books and magazines; therefore we
all know them. But it would not do to take
their part as being more than a small proportion
of the white man’s wanderings that went on in
the peninsula previous to the time of Low. Traders
and missionaries, the latter the Jesuits and their
successors, the Oblate Fathers, and before all if
not through all the old Coureurs des Bois, traveled
and drifted with the Indians from the very be-
ginnings of the early French period. Of most of
their wanderings, as of their experiences, no record
exists. They always traveled with Indians, and
the network of Indian routes extends to Ungava
and the treeless north.
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Little less negligible for present purposes were
the voyagings of Hudson’s Bay Company people
during the long period when inland posts were
maintained, for the employees of the company
were enjoined to silence about the country, and
what records they made are not available. Now
the only remaining post of the company in the
main interior is at Nichicun, near the geographical
center and apex of the peninsula, and few, if any,
of the Hudson’s Bay Company officers at the
shores are qualified to undertake inland travel.
The title of “Inland Man” is all but extinct.

Such was the position of exploration to the
early nineties. Until then the maps of the main
part of the country showed few dependable
features. Some of the principal lakes were laid
down, usually wrong in place, shape, and size,
and often in drainage. Likewise certain of the
larger rivers, known by their estuaries at the
coasts, were almost an equal credit to the draughts-
man’s imagination, and a firm range or two of
mountains was apt to be thrown in. There was
some foundation of report for most of the features
shown, but to any one planning to travel in the
country the maps would as well have been left
blank.

Now, chiefly in the early nineties, came the
real surveys of Low, to whose methods of accuracy
the main tableland was as a clean page. The
wide-spaced gridiron of his travel routes is shown
on his well-known map of 1896. His notable
journey from Lake St. John to Chimo by Mis-
tassini, Nichicun, Kaniapishkau, and the Koksoak
remains the only diametrical crossing of the country
to this time. The pace had to be unremitting,
rainy days and Sundays alike, and the expedition
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only just caught the Hudson’s Bay Company
steamer in the fall, on its way south. The voy-
ageurs of his principal expeditions were not
Indians of the regions visited, but Montagnais
from Lake St. John. Transported provisions
were depended upon to the high level, where fish
netted in the lakes considerably took their place.
It is to be noted that in the interminable water
courses of the central area local guides were
absolutely necessary to his effective progress.
As one of his Indians told me in later years, with
the ring of appreciation, “We always had a guide!”
For the want of one, in a later year, Low had to
give up going from Lake Naokokan to Nichicun,
only a few miles’ distance. He was several days
trying to find the outlet of Naokokan, the lake
being large and masked by islands, and finally
gave up and returned down Maniquagan River,
which he had just ascended. He was short of
provisions, else he would of course have made his
way through, a matter only of a little more time.
Afterward he learned that the outlet was very close
to the inlet he had entered the lake by. In the
matter of supplies a remark of his in Dr. Grenfell’s
“Labrador” is worth remembering: “A good
supply of provisions means good-natured canoe
men, willing to go anywhere without a thought
of danger, whereas the suspicion of starvation
will change the same men into a discontented,
mutinous crew.”

The most important work done since Low’s
return is Mrs. Hubbard’s exploration of Northwest
River, while scarcely less to be appreciated is
her good travel map of George River. A later
journey made by Mr. and Mrs. Stephen Tasker,
from Richmond Gulf to Chimo, a distance of
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nearly five hundred miles, required perhaps as
much hardihood as any that could be named,
being a single-canoe voyage in a nearly gameless
country, the men of the party shadowed, more-
over, by responsibility for the safety of the
woman passenger. The voyageurs were George
Elson and Job Chapies, men to whom was due
much of Mrs. Hubbard’s success in 1905.

After the completion of Low’s work it was my
fortune to fall upon some of his old voyageurs at
Lake St. John, one of whom was John Bastian, a
Scotch Montagnais now near Murray Bay. He
was one of my two companions, in 1899, during a
midwinter walk to Mistassini Lake, on Rupert
River, the third member of the party being Robert
Richards, a Scotch Cree from Hudson’s Bay, and
a remarkable man. He has died lately near the
Saguenay River. John, the principal guide, spoke
little English then, but a good deal of evening
talk went on about the interior and I came into
quite a little light on the country and people,
including the Naskapi of the North, besides
getting together a small stock of Montagnais
words. The trip was my beginning in the Indian
North.

Our falling together as a party, the two Indians
and I, was a chance happening, yet if only from
events which might be taken as in sequence, and
in some sort affecting various lives, the occurrence
might well have been ordered and meant to be.
That initial trip was favored in all respects, and
though others followed in which one or both of
these men took part, up many rivers and over
many heights of land, we always looked back to
our first venture together as in a light of its own.
In a sort it was a first experience for us all, white
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and Indian; we saw with the same eyes, and passed
into a relation which none of us had expected.

By the time I shifted to fresh ground in the far
Northeast, and again needed their help, both men
had positions as guardians of club territories, and
I did not try to unsettle them. Some vicissitudes
would have been spared me if I had, and as the
world has gone with them their fortunes might
have been none the worse. At any rate this
narrative, largely that of a good deal of hali-
solitary wandering, would have had a different
face.
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Chapter 11
NEWFOUNDLAND

HE Atlantic Labrador, Labrador North,

I begins at the Straits of Belle Isle. There

are two ways to get there, one by Bay
of Islands on the west side of Newfoundland, the
other by St. John’s on the east side, and either
of these points of approach can be reached mainly
by rail. A long canoe, however, such as I took
in 1903, is an awkward piece of baggage on an
extended railroad journey, and not caring to watch
at day and night junctions to keep it from being
left, I held to the sea route thoughout. I left
Boston on the Plant Line Olvette, the 20th of
June. There was a change at Halifax to the Red
Cross Sylvia, with a day or two of waiting, then a
run of some fifty hours to St. John’s, and the rest
of the voyage to Cape Harrigan, nearly a thousand
miles as one goes, falls with the Labrador mail-
boat.

I had it in mind to see the coast at least, and
form an idea of what could be done at some future
time in the way of a trip inland. 'This might be
all that was practicable on a first random visit.
But what I was really hoping for was to get into
touch with the Indians of the Northeast, the primi-
tive Naskapi of George River.

" My old southern slope men had told of them,
with a touch of the superiority those with white
blood are apt to feel, as wild and unchanged.
Then Low, in his last report, had mentioned them;
according to him they lived about the large Indian

13
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House Lake on the upper George, depended almost
wholly upon the caribou, rarely visited the shore,
and were more independent of outside resources
than any other Indians of the peninsula. Some
of them came to a grown-up age without ever
seeing the shores. By Low’s account the short,
rapid rivers of the eastern slope were unnavigable,
and the Indians came out to the Atlantic only in
winter, a few of the young men hauling furs on
long, narrow sleds and hastening back with the
few articles that they cared to trade for.

Indian House Lake itself had long seemed to me
the most promising objective for a summer trip
of any region of the whole peninsula. It was un-
explored, being indicated on the map only in
conjectural dotted lines. It was large, fifty or
sixty miles long and a good many wide, and aside
from its distinction as a last retreat of the primitive
hunter, it lay in the heart of the northeast range
of the barren-ground caribou, and well within
the borders of the elsewhere inaccessible subarctic
barrens. Here the great zone of the Barren
Grounds, the Reindeer North, extending from the
Atlantic to Behring Straits, can be reached by the
convenient Labrador mailboat, which sails fort-
nightly from St. John’s, and the step from
ship to shore places one on the very verge of the
little-known plateau.

For a good many years previous to the winter
of 1903 it had appeared to me likely that a foot
trip could be made from the coast to the middle
George, but there seemed no way to be sure of
this without making a visit to the coast, and the
fact that the Indians found the country too hard
for summer travel gave my speculations a real

basis of doubt. If, early in 1903, I had not fallen
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in with Dr. Grenfell in Boston, it is possible that
I should never have staked anything so precious
as a summer vacation on the doubtful chance of
getting at the Indians, still less on the finding
worth while a mere visit to the coast without
seeing them. But to my surprise and extreme
interest Dr. Grenfell told me that he had seen
Naskapi at Davis Inlet in summer, even treating
some of them professionally (‘““veterinary surgery”
he called it, not being able to talk with his patients),
and he insisted, against my objections, that they
had some habit of coming out in summer, though
by what means he knew not. If I would go by
the mailboat to Fanny’s Harbor at Cape Harrigan,
his friend, Tom Spracklin, would put me across
to the Hudson Bay post in Davis Inlet. This was
enough; as summer came on I got together
enough of an outfit to avoid being helpless after
leaving the steamer, and departed for St. John’s
in time to get the first mailboat of the season.
The venture was only a reconnoissance; I had no
safe plans beyond getting eyes on the coast.
Halifax — quiet, seafaring, much fortified Hali-
fax —is a comfortable place to wait. The old
red-coated British garrison is gone, much regretted,
but its works remain. The modern change in
warfare is here plain to the eye. The imposing but
grass-grown citadel on the hill, enormously costly
in its day, is out of the reckoning. At the present
time the real defense lies with certain inconspicuous
moundy places far down the harbor, with few or no
guns in sight. So also with the defenses of
Quebec and its obsolete citadel, which I have been
told cost thirty millions sterling. Yet if, how-
ever, as an officer once related, it saved Canada
to the flag, the account may have balanced. At
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Halifax I bought an old relic of a greenheart salmon
rod, but all the better for the many salmon it had
fought, for three dollars.

While we were coming down on summer seas
from Boston, the Sylvia from New York had been
creeping on behind us in heavy weather. On the
bridge, when she came in at last, was Leonidas
Hubbard, Jr., with Mrs. Hubbard, George Elson,
and Dillon Wallace, also on their way north. 1
had known they were coming, but they were
surprised at seeing me. If Mrs. Hubbard, pale
from the rough passage, had been told at
that time what her career was yet to be on salt
and fresh water she would doubtless have been very
unresponsive. But once on terra firma she forgot
the past, and we all wandered the town together
while cargo matters were going on.

In time we were off, our two Oldtown cances,
twin craft, side by side on the deckhouse. They
were eighteen feet by thirty-three inches by
twelve inches deep. Hubbard’s weighed eighty
pounds, mine ninety-one. The unusual weight
of mine gave me sore thoughts, going alone as I
was; the boat had been ordered in Boston at
about sixty-five pounds, and came from the
factory too late to be changed.

In the two weeks before we reached Hamilton
Inlet we talked plans to rags, discussing at times
whether I should join the others on their Northwest
River venture. With more time I should have
done so. I feared that they would even have to
winter on the ice-bound coast, as indeed they did.
Their chances would naturally have been better
if I had gone along, if only because a second canoe
would have given room for more supplies. As to
going with them for merely the first of their trip,
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which was discussed, I should share only the heavy
up-hill stage of the journey without seeing much
that would be worth while, and perhaps have to
come back alone over long portages with my heavy
canoe. I should get most of the bad and little
of the good. The lower part of the larger Labra-
dor rivers is usually uninteresting, while the first
heavy-loaded weeks of such trips with their fre-
quent portages are apt to be of a back-breaking
sort and only justified by what follows in the
easier waters of the level plateau beyond. On the
other hand, Hubbard was not quite willing to go
on with me to the northern coast. This would be
risking his season’s opportunity on rather poor
chances, uncertain as the practicability of getting
into the interior from that side appeared then.

For more than a day from Halifax it was foggy,
and by the time it cleared we were well into the
great fishing waters under Newfoundland. Here
it may be said, the North begins. The air loses
its sea languor, the water looks clearer and colder;
the craft are open fishing boats, the seabirds are
plainly northern. The change of latitude, as we
fared toward Cape Race, was plain. Whether
it was the many boats with their two tanned sails
that most appealed to us — boats of fishermen
sawing endlessly with long arms, “jigging” for
cod in the early dawn — or the larger strange birds
that wheeled about or skimmed the smooth swell,
it would be hard tosay. Slanting low over the bow
flew a large, uncanny bird, with no head or eyes
distinguishable, merely a sharpened spindle in
body,— black, or nearly black above, white below,
from end to end. “Two wings on a mackerel,”
sang quick Dr. C., who was standing with us, and
the simile was just. It may have been a Greater
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Shearwater. Proper birds, such as ducks and
gulls, have necks and heads, or at least eyes and
a visible beak.

The cliffs along by Cape Race, the southeastern
corner of Newfoundland, are not very imposing
from a few miles away, though high enough when
near. Deep water comes to their very foot.
Before the present lighthouse was built the place
was one of the dreaded spots of the sea, with a sad
history of wrecks upon its uncompromising shores.
The great ocean pathways are near. Such was
the set of currents at certain junctures of wind
and tide that in time of storm and darkness a
passing ship was carried almost certainly into
the grip of that iron-bound lee. No skill of the
mariner availed; lead and line showed no shal-
lowing, the log gave no reckoning of the drift.
Without warning came the breakers and the fateful
cliffs — by many a ghast lookout seen all too late.

In the placid dawn a few fragments of ice
floated wide set over the silver. The level of the
surface seemed lifted far above the seas we had
left; the impression of high latitude was remark-
able. We were, in fact, in Arctic water, the eddy
and edge of the polar stream. The sun was still
far below the horizon in the northeast, passing
imperceptibly around; it was hard to believe that
it would ever reach the sky line.

As we bore around the land there opened up,
three or four miles away, our first unmistakable
polar ice. It was only a bluish, irregular boulder
of one or two thousand tons, touched by the east
light, but one who grew up under the spell of
Kane and Parry and Franklin sees with almost
unbelieving eyes such a messenger from the real
Arcticc. We were come upon the actual polar
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world. Where this worn berg first yielded to the
stream the north star was high to the zenith.
Men in skins, perhaps, had seen it slowly pass, the
wheeling burgomaster, the walrus and white bear
on the moving floes.

Further on, a fine cleft berg appeared close to
eastward, and more bergs during the few miles
to St. John’s. The greater bergs stood near the
narrow entrance to the harbor, a grand barricading
fleet. This entrance is scarcely distinguishable
from outside. When I asked Captain Farrel if
he could go in at night or had to wait outside,
he said with a turn of the thumb toward the tall
bergs seaward, “We have to go in! Better than
to bum around in that stuff!” So it might be,
but it looked a hard choice.

St. John’s is the portal of the north Atlantic,
and lives by its prey from the sea. Countless
cargoes of cod have come through its narrow gate
since Jacques Cartier, in 1534, found the Basque
ships established there. Countless have been the
seals, and the stream of salmon and sea trout and
the furs and skins of the North has never been
stayed. Now the sealing is not done by schooners,
but steam sealers. Small, strong, with sloping
bows to bear down the ice, they lie idle from spring
to spring, bunched in twos, threes, and fours
along the east side of the harbor. The city is
on the west side, stepping up on wide slopes. Its
buildings are wooden, to an extent, and not old,
being replacements after the great fires of recent
times.

Now we were to learn something of the way of
northern mailboats, the way of steamers in ice-
bearing seas. The Labrador boat, it appeared,
might be back from north in a week, or she might
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not, depending on the ice,—not the weather, but
the ice. At Tilt Cove, two days north, she would
be reported by telegraph, we would be notified
if we were near. We need not engage staterooms
in advance, there would be room.

There was nothing for it but to go fishing.
There seemed not very much else to do. On a
holiday just then eight hundred people were said
to have gone out by railroad for trout. By rail
we went to Whitbourne, some way out, then down
the Broad Cove branch ten miles as best we could;
there was no train that day. Mrs. Hubbard drove
with the luggage, the rest walked. We camped
at Broad Cove, near the telegraph, among many
shallow ponds. The country was burnt and deso-
late. Many kinds of gulls were about, with little
obvious occupation but to exercise their remark-
able breeding-time vocabulary. A cackling note
prevailed; almost all were weird or discordant.
They may be love notes, but— ! Early one
morning we were waked as one person by the
broken squawks of some large affair that flew
close over. Elson was sure it had a very bad pain.
It may have been a gannet, if they commit such
disturbances. These cries, over the desolate re-
gion, were disquieting to the ear, a little as of the
underworld, and according too well with the rocky
burnt waste.

The streams were low and sea trout had not
come up. There were yellow-bellied trout in the
ponds, sometimes with black parasitic spots,
these apparently due to the low state of the ponds.
We caught fish enough for our uses, mostly from
quarter to half pounders, or less. They were
what the St. John’s trouters call mud trout, which
curiously is their most complimentary term.
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“They were real mud trout!” a fisherman would
say in climax, when describing his catch. In
truth they were the best, as far from a “muddy”
tasting trout as possible. I suspect them of being
a distinct variety, these yellow-bellied trout of
the shallow, black-bottomed ponds, perhaps the
Marston trout.

We had a good time of it. The Hubbards
had a tent on one side of the railroad bank and
the rest of us on the other. We scattered about
the different ponds. Aside from the gulls there
was nothing unusual in the way of wild life. Some
geese bred in the region, Wallace saw an otter,
and there were loons, also beaver—somewhere.
In a few days a message came from the Reid Com-
pany, and the party divided, some for Harbor
Grace, which was very near, the others to see the
baggage aboard at St. John’s.

We were off toward night July 2 or 3, with fog,
but made Harbor Grace in two or three hours,
where many passengers came on. In the cabin,
with five staterooms and a small ladies’ saloon,
there were twenty-four persons, and we now had
light on the steamer’s information bureau. What
we had heard was obviously true; there was no
need of engaging staterooms, for no more than a
berth apiece could possibly be beld in the pressure
of such numbers, and we did get the berth. It
would have been a hardy individual who would
have attempted to play dog in the manger with
a whole stateroom. There was, of course, a good
deal of camping about in chance places, and small
ventilation.

For days it was foggy and little above freezing,
with a sea and growing wind from northeast.
There was no place to be warm. On deck the
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vicious air went to my bones, and below it was
chilly too, with bad air. The Newfoundlanders
took it well, standing unconcerned about the open
deck by the hour while I was seeking the sheltered
places and was never comfortable. It was a bit
mortifying to find myself so distinctly inferior,
though these people were younger and seemed an
unusually burly lot. But after a day or two,
happening to observe how one of my stateroom
mates was dressed, I saw a light. Getting into
my kit I put on all the clothes I had along, begin-
ning with two good suits of winter underclothes and
ending with the usual overcoat. Coming on deck,
burly with the rest, I shivered no more.

Not many gulls appeared, but beds of shear-
waters, locally ‘““hagdowns,” and other kinds,
stretched along on both sides at times, and single
birds skimmed the waves rapidly with their
pointed wings. They are never seen on land here,
though their season on the coast is the natural
breeding time of all the other seabirds. It used
to be thought here that they managed to lay their
eggs on the water, as swallows have been thought
to winter in the mud at home. Their breeding
place is now known to be in the far Antarctic.
They are sea travelers indeed.

Ice was visible at all times, save in close fog.
The navigation in such weather involved much
more than familiarity with the coast, and the
working from port to port up the coast, in and out
and away in the fog and moving ice and at times
among islands and shoals, was an inspiring feat
to see. The voyage requires a native seamanship
beyond all taught navigation. Eighteen feet the
steamer drew. There are not many men who
could take a deep craft the thousand miles north
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and back, with fifty stops each way, often in tight
little harbors, and not take bottom somewhere
along the way. Beyond the straits of Belle Isle the
charts are of little use; beyond Hamilton Inlet
there is practically no chart. Even if there were,
the innumerable passages would be confusing in
fog, and the moving ice islands of the open deeps
are beyond all charting. The weather may be
foggy a third of the time, as average runs go. Some-
times the tide currents foil the log; slowly the vessel
creeps and the lead is plied. Perhaps the anchor
goes down. Or a blast of the whistle may bring
an echo from some known cliff, far or near, and
the place of the ship located. Sometimes the short
blast comes back instantly, R-r-rhatt! like an
angry blow, from the face of a berg just beyond
sight in the fog, and the screw reverses. In a
dense, brilliant fog, lying low, the blue sky may
appear overhead for hours. Nothing of that
year’s trip was better worth while to me than
seeing Captain Parsons take his ship north and
back again, good weather and bad. Trip after
trip he does it, year after year.

The old Virginia Lake was a sealer, not com-
fortable and not very clean. She was lost in the
spring sealing of 1908, crushed by the ice. Now
the larger Invermore, with her luxury of cleanness
and space, has taken her place, and one travels
more comfortably nowthan from Boston to Halifax.
The old boat was apt to be inhumanly crowded at
times, with no reckoning of the impossible second
cabin. Four persons in a very small stateroom
was the rule, generally with the port closed.

Tilt Cove was the last of our five or six stops
on the island, then with thick weather and a strong
sea the captain headed wide to the northeast for
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many hours, past the straits, finally turning west
to feel for the mainland. Toward night a long
liner or cattleboat slipped across our bows, ghostly
in the mist, and it was remarked that we were off
the straits, for the stranger must be making for
them. The passengers were largely skippers,
going to their fishing stations. Although they were
all familiar with the coast and could take a schooner
almost anywhere upon it, none of them paid any
attention to the log over the stern or noted the
courses. It was not expected of them. I had
been doing this very thing, thoughtlessly, going
often to the log with my pocket compass, but I
became conscious, from the reserve of the skippers,
that it was a breach of etiquette; Parsons winced
a little at first, but in such matters he was as easy
a man as ever walked a bridge. In the end he
offered me his charts, and I got a living idea of the
way his game —surely a man’s game — was
played.

We overreached to the north a little, as was
meant to be, and the guesses of the skippers when
we came upon the high Labrador shore were mostly
for Spear Harbor, a little north of Battle Harbor,
and as I remember they were right, even in the
fog. Battle was not far back.

Here Mrs. Hubbard left, to return south alone.
The voyage in the small uneasy steamer had left
her weak, and the desolation of the place, doubly
forbidding in the gloomy northeaster, confirmed
her depression at the parting with her husband.
If this were the nearer Labrador, what would it
be nearly a thousand miles farther north? Whether
this was her thought it was almost an inevitable
one; it is certain that at the parting she expected
never to see her husband’s face again. They had
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been married only a year or two. In the months
following she was hopeful, if not confident, but
in the end the premonition of that evening at
Battle was fulfilled.



Chapter 111
THE ATLANTIC COAST
BATTLE was named for a fight between

Indians and Eskimo there in early days.

From there to Hamilton Inlet, some
hundred and fifty miles, are dozens of fishing
stations. Among them the mailboat follows the
winding passages with little outlook to the open
sea. Wonderful are the deep, shut-in harbors,
such as Punchbowl and Square Harbor; not
merely sheltered, but shut in by steep, rugged
hills. There are no wharves anywhere; the ship’s
boat goes ashore, and shore boats come alongside,
these chiefly to see the doctor. Few come when
fish are plenty; there is no time for ailing then, but
when there are no fish the doctoring takes long;
it seems as if the steamer would never get away.
Dr. Boyle turned none away, nor hurried; day
and night he was rowed to shore cases whenever
called, sometimes a distance of miles. Bad teeth
were common; many with tied-up, swollen faces
came aboard, sometimes to roar most lustily under
the forceps.

Some of the crews of young men pulling about
the harbors or coming in low with fish from the
cod traps, were not only handsomely built and
of great rowing power, but had a spring and reach
which I had come never to expect in sea rowing.
I believe that a crew could be found here which
with proper shaping up would win all races. They
might go through a good deal of rowing gear at
first.

26
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At that time the best of the employed people
about the fishing, perhaps even the sharemen,
found no fault if their season’s work returned
them $100 all told. This was all, there was no
winter work excepting odd jobs about, getting
wood and the like, with a little netmaking or
boatbuilding which ordinarily brought no cash.
Some men went to the mainland mines, however,
by the railroad. Latterly such resources, other
than fishing, have increased, and with winter
work a successful man may have an income of $200.
With comparative prosperity the old unfortunate
credit system began to decline, and the efforts of
Dr. Grenfell on the coasts about the straits have
hastened the same economic end. During the
period from 1903 to 1909 many small schooners
were built by fishermen formerly on wages, the
price of fish being high, and many did extremely
well, as things go in the island. What the bad
year of 1909 and the worse one of 1910 will lead
to, in abandonment of fishing for work in the
States and in Canada, is yet to be seen. There are
very many of the former fishermen — virtually
all Newfoundland men have been fishermen—in
Boston, generally doing well.

From Battle Harbor to Port Manvers, more
than five hundred miles, almost all the coast is
masked by islands which extend out from five
to twenty miles in something like an archipelago.
The “runs” and passages are ‘“drowned valleys,”
formerly with running streams in them, for the
coast was once higher than now. Generally the
passages are deep, the water line being well up on the
slopes of the former hillsides. These slopes of
the present shores can generally be trusted to
continue on down some way without change, and
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schooners bear on sail in unknown waters with a
freedom astonishing to a stranger. Seventy or
eighty feet of water is common in the harbors.
Outside the islands the water may be shallower;
the debris carried out by the former glaciers from
the inland ice-cap has levelled up the outer valleys.

Coming from south the islands north of Battle
look barren enough, but have, after all, a certain
greenness, and even small trees and bushes in
sheltered places. They are gardenlike] in com-
parison with the gray rock hills farther north.
Inland there is a good deal of forest. As we passed
across some open bay a vista would open showing
most invitingly the mountains and valleys of the
inland country. Hubbard and I, much together,
looked with lingering eyes upon the far sparsely
forested hills. They were inviting hills to the
feet, and save the fur hunters of the bays in winter
no white man had traveled there. To our eyes it
was the very unexplored land of our dreams.
Again and again we said: ‘“‘If we were only there!
If we were only there, on those hills!”

At Indian Harbor we parted for the last time.
The tragedy of the expedition is history now and
needs no telling. A good deal of undue criticism
has descended upon the means and doings of the
party. They meant to ascend the large North-
west River, which discharges into Grand Lake at
a distance of about two hundred miles from
Indian Harbor, but missed it and took a smaller
stream. They were traveling on the other side
of the lake from Northwest River, the mouth of
which is masked by an island, and as they had been
told by local people that it was “‘up at the end of the
lake,” they kept on accordingly and went up the
lesser river which flows in at the end.
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The mistake of itself by no means involved
disaster to life; in truth the water dangers, at
least of the large violent river they meant to ascend,
would have been much the greater. They had
a gill net, the most serviceable means of support
in such a region, but it was somewhat worn and
soon went to pieces. As to the outfit generally,
I would willingly enter upon the same venture
with what they had, but it would be necessary
to have a good game year to get through to
Ungava. The alternative would be retreat. The
party happened upon a bad game year, and were
overtaken by early cold weather in a district
where native Indians have starved under similar
circumstances. It is to be noted that winter is the
only starvation time in Labrador. They might
well have turned back a little earlier than they
did, but the main cause of disaster was their being
wind bound for nearly two weeks while the run-
ning water behind them was becoming too cold
for trout, which had left the riffles by the time
they were on the home road, and starvation
followed. Their “Windbound Lake’ was not large,
and fate alone could have brought about so
unfortunate a happening as their being held there
such a length of time. Not in a hundred seasons,
it may be thought, would the same thing happen
again. In lesser sort a certain ill fortune fol-
lowed the party almost throughout, whatever
their skill and judgment, as when one has bad
cards through an evening, though the mathemati-
cal chances may be a thousand to one against it.
Small expeditions into uninhabited regions of this
sort can only be entered upon on certain assump-
tions, chief of which are thatnoone is to be ill, no
one is to have a serious accident, and on the whole
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good luck is to attend — better luck than average.
Bad luck, especially if recurring, is inadmissible.
Suppose George Elson had turned his ankle fifty
miles out from Grand Lake on the return, or his
lumbago had laid him out for a week — the whole
party would have perished, almost surely. Sup-
pose Carey and Cole, whose boat was burned
two hundred and fifty miles up the Hamilton, had
disabled an ankle. Suppose they had had any
approach to a run of bad luck after the boat was
lost. On the other hand, suppose that the Hub-
bard party had happened to turn back a few hours
before they did, before the wind came up — which
might just as well have been — they would all
have come out at Grand Lake laughing, though
with an appetite for something besides trout.
In the matter of criticism let him who has lived
as long as Hubbard did on a desolate country,
who has kept as high a spirit, cast the first stone!
Most of us minor wanderers who have been
many times out have to thank fortune rather than
our wits that some unforgotten day or night was
not our last.

At Indian Harbor is Dr. Grenfell’s northern-
most hospital, kept open only in summer. His
work is appreciated by the fishermen, however
his co-operative stores are viewed by the traders.
He represents the modern humanities on a coast
where before they were peculiarly lacking. The
medical side on the coast now, what with the strong
staff of Dr. Grenfell, the regular doctor of the mail-
boat, and the year—round Morav1ans in the north,
is falrly in hand.

At Indian Harbor and about the outer Hamil-
ton Inlet generally is a striking display of black,
eruptive rock which has forced its way up through



|

GEOLOGY 31

fissures in the whitish granite. The mainland has
risen and settled in its long history, apparently with
the going and coming of its ice-cap overload, not
to reckon in its immense losses of rock material,
these largely gained by the adjacent sea floor.

In places the raised sea beaches are as much
as five hundred feet above tide, yet the bottoms
of the present drowned valleys are well below
water. The fissures which have opened along the
coastal line of weakness are visible from Belle
Isle to at least five hundred miles north. 'The older
ones are filled level with black trap, planed even
with the granite by glacial wear. For miles, in
places, the black bands may be seen stretching
across the naked rock hills. The larger ones are
apt to be weathered a little below the bare country
rock, and the universal fertility of weathered
lavas is shown by the firm green moss which car-
pets the sunken strip, as does grass an old road.
Where the fissure crosses a hill crest a square
notch may appear on the sky line, cut down ten
or twenty feet and twenty or forty feet wide.

The old trap seams were filled with the molten
upflow at a time when the present level was
blanketed by a great thickness of rock measures
now ground away. The later movements, for
everything is still in motion, are accompanied
by the opening of “dry” seams, without the erup-
tive trap. So fresh and clean are the irregular
walls of some of these newer fissures that one
wonders if they have not moved a little over night.
Occasionally the movement reopens an old trap
seam, the black trap either sticking to one side or
being wholly loose in blocks. Inland there is

no sign of these fissures; there the country rock is
solid.
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The mailboat wvisits Rigolet, some hours up
the Inlet, either going north or coming south.
From the Hudson’s Bay Company post there, the
Mealy Mountains rise imposing in the southwest,
looking fully two thousand feet high. The inland
climate is warm in summer and there is a fair
show of light spruce on the hills west. Among the
trees, especially on high slopes, the caribou moss
gives a distinct whitish appearance to the ground.
The unattractive adjective “mealy” doubtless
came from this appearance, but the fine ranges
deserve a more sounding name. Their Indian
name also means whitish. Kénamou, the name of
the large river which drains the mountains from
south, means ‘“Long Lake.”

From Hamilton Inlet north the shores are
distinctly more desolate, but the water spaces
among the islands are wider, and fine bays stretch
away to the rivers of the mainland, where snow-
streaked mountains appear somewhat back from
the coast. Sometimes those mountains show
fresh snow in midsummer, as in 1908, when the
ranges north of Hamilton were dazzling white.

Beyond Hamilton the fishing stations are
fewer; and with the rising hills of Mokkovik and
Aillik comes the Moravian Mission field and its
sparse Eskimo population. All along from the
Straits the bay people who came aboard showed
traces of Eskimo descent. Everywhere was a
little of the blood, showing plainer to the north,
as the days passed, until at the missions there
appeared a good proportion of the unmixed race.
Hopedale, a little north of Mokkovik, is one of
the older stations, begun more than one hundred
and forty years ago.

Almost immemorial now to this strong breed
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of the shore is the devoted paternal hand which
has saved them so long from extinction as a race.
The work is less known and appreciated than it
deserves. If missionaries anywhere are entitled
to the crown of achievement in an obscure and
desolate region it is these. Their families, as an
example of peaceful living, dwell under the same
roof at each of the stations, a test of the human
relation which if only in the absence of outside
diversions involves rare qualities. The household
work is relieved by Eskimo servants, but the cook-
ing not so. 'The way of Eskimo women is not the
way of fastidious housewives, and save for some
recourse to the white daughters of the bays the
more intimate work of the household is done by the
wives of the missionaries themselves.

Such peoples as the Eskimo are ever children
in the presence of advanced races. They are to
be led when they can be led, restrained by a firm
hand when for their good; it is for the worse that
the means to this end are rarely ample. The influ-
ences of summer traders and of fishermen, who are
generally traders too, must bring vexation to the
Moravian path. Their chief support comes from
England, where is the head of the order. A store
is kept at each mission, but the mission proper
receives nothing from it. The uncommercial na-
ture of even the trading part of the establishment
is shown by the fact that the balance for the year
is usually a loss, to be made up by contributions
from abroad. A set price is paid for fish; if the
market falls below it the mission loses, and vice-
versa, but the people are saved uncertainty.

The season was rather an early one, but snow
in streaks and broad patches showed frequently
along the slopes through July. Pieces of shore ice
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drifted aground with wind and tide, and about
sea and shore were fragments of fresh-water ice
from bergs. To our unwonted eyes the luminous
turquoise and azure of the thinner forms and
underwashed caves were of almost startling beauty.
One must see to realize. Occasional massive
bergs were grounded along the coast wherever
the water was deep enough to let them in. Seven
eighths of their mass is under water. They are
apt to have long projections, underwater capes or
tables that cannot be seen in windy weather, and
the steamer keeps well clear. It is told that once
a large steamer was caught amidships by a rising
tongue of ice, as a berg turned partly over, and
raised bodily out of water. By one of those
touches of luck that ice navigators have to have
she tilted forward, slid off, and was able to go
along. Summer bergs are rather well avoided.
A captain would lose his rating if he went near a
summer berg unnecessarily and anything hap-
pened. Parsons is careful about them; it is fairly
safe to say that he will never lose his rating, at
least in that way.

The bergs are dazzling in the sunshine. In
a photograph, when taken near, water and sky
are apt to come out almost black by contrast.
One can scarcely give them little enough time.
As the summer goes on they become opaque, dead
white, in dull days, but a stab of the oar brings
up on hard blue ice at the very surface. As they
waste or lose fragments they change level, perhaps
turn over, and the smooth, wave-washed band
and groove of their old water line appears slanting
at one angle or another with the water. One side
of the berg, revolved up from long submergence in
the warming sea, may be rounded and smooth,
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with many clear, blue veins; these are regelated
fissures opened in its progress down the uneven
Greenland valleys. Another face, lately rifted,
may be of sharp crystalline fracture, texture such
as only living crystals have. Indeed the bergs
are gigantic crystalline masses, pure elemental
separations, the like of which neither land nor
sea has to show in any other form.

Although, when close by, the tall walls and
pinnacles of ice running up one or two hundred
feet are wonderfully imposing, the ice is most
beautiful — and at times the tall ice comes near
to being very beauty itself —when distance
heightens the shadows and gives effect to its shape.
Some bergs appear fragments of elemental struc-
tures, at least their squared blocks; in some
lingers the greater design, foundation, plinth, and
shaft, and, if indeed a little aslant, the icicled
cornice. Man’s architecture in all its forms is
hinted at, and often the forms of living creatures,
natural or grotesque, but the spirit of the ice is
mainly architectural: the gods of the North had
their temples, and these are their fragments. The
bergs are Nature’s Greek phase.

Yet, ice and all, the question whether Labrador
is not the safest rock coast in the world to navigate
is worth mentioning. This is not merely from
its innumerable shelter places and deep channels,
ground out smooth by glaciers, but also in summer,
from its usually moderate winds and smooth sea.
A really heavy sea I have never observed north
of Belle Isle, not such as one sees on home coasts.
In this is compensation for having ice about,
for bergs do a good deal toward breaking up the
ocean swell. Although there may not be more
than four or five bergs in sight at one time, from
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the steamer run, the polar stream is from one to
two hundred miles wide, and somewhere, beyond
sight, there are more and larger ones. The tops
of some of them look to be a half mile long,—
majestic, slow-moving islands, showing just above
the horizon. It is small ice that can come near
the shore.

What the places, what the granite ways,
where such great masses may be launched without
breaking, may well be wondered. No matter how
even are the slopes, the outer edge of the ice would
naturally tend to float up, with tremendous
force, as it became submerged. Upon all the
glacial frontage of the long Greenland coast
there must be few places where the greater ice
islands can take the sea whole. Some one re-
markable conjunction of slopes may yet appear
where the thing can happen, the more reasonably
that such bergs are not common. Yet, after all,
the structural resistance of such bergs is not to be
underrated. If floating two or three hundred
feet above water its total height would be near
two thousand feet, and its cross section nearly
square. The great tables of the Antarctic, larger
than any of the north, launch themselves success-
fully in great numbers. Such marvelous debouche-
ments into deep water as prevail in Greenland
occur nowhere else in the northern hemisphere.
The great Alaskan glaciers discharge into shallow
water on the submerged continental shelf. There
is no tall ice on that coast.

With all the thousands of schooners that visit
the coast, and many larger craft, life is seldom lost
by drowning. For one thing, so favorable are the
slopes that a craft is likely to drive actually
ashore and permit one to get out. Some schooners
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are wrecked, they are mostly soft wood affairs,
but I am not sure that a summer wreck has brought
a drowning since I have been on the coast.

Long periods of calm prevail, more especially
in the north. The fishermen tell of glassy days
at Mugford, and north, which run on until they
lose time, becalmed, which they can ill afford.
Of course the open sea is never quite flat, for unless
in strong land winds there is always some heave.

When blows come on, as they do, it is not
an uncommon thing for a crew to put out all the
ground tackle available and get ashore, especially
when the alternative is lying in a harbor with
other schooners to windward. These, of course,
may drag and smash their way through the fleet.
This practice of abandonment has a doubtful
look at first; certainly it is not sticking to one’s
ship. It must be a curious sight to see twenty
or thirty schooners tossing to the wind, deserted,
and the crews scattered among the shacks on shore
hugging the fire. But they are right. When there
is anything better to be done they do it, and they
know.

They know the sea, and whatever can be done
upon it they can do as few can. I have not sailed
much with them, but something of the ordinary
day’s doings of the fishing schooners came to me
during a little run, in 1907. I wanted to get from
Hopedale to Davis Inlet, some fifty miles, and
after a good deal of visiting about such craft as
were in the harbor I got Captain Eliot, of Twil-
lingate, to take me as far on my way as he might
happen to go. His schooner was the Cambria.
He would not bind himself further, for he was
looking for fish, and his whole voyage, his year’s
fortunes, might turn on his seizing upon some
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chance opportunity to locate in a good “berth.”
He could neither be bound to my course nor have
my concerns on his mind. But he agreed not to
put me off in a dangerous sea. Several other
northbound captains had refused to take me at all;
though well enough disposed, they could not be
bothered; mind and craft must be wholly unbound.

Captain Eliot towed out of the harbor with a
rowboat to a streak of light air outside and got
me on some twenty miles that day, to Windy
Tickle, through the region of islands and bays
known as Malta. Once during the forenoon,
while most of the men were below, “mugging up”’
on hard bread and tea, there came a hard thump.
The men questioned its being a rock, and mentioned
ice. No one went up, but it was remarked that
she struck hard. Presently they did go up — for
whatever purpose. Soon the skipper and another
came down, without comment, and we beat along
in the fresh breeze, the water land-sheltered and
flat. When I suggested to Eliot that he must have
sailed these waters many times, he replied, “No,
not as far as this.” Still he knew pretty well
where to go. “When we have been a time or
two over a route we know it well enough to sail it.”

He was watching everywhere for fish. Here
and there along the islands or in far bays were
lying other schooners. Off he would go in the
rising breeze, for a speck of a hull or a masthead
showing over some low island, down overboard
into the boat towing behind, and away for a talk
and a visit. His purpose was to find out that the
other skipper was getting fish, if he was; the latter’s,
as a rule, to conceal the fact if he could. No crew
on fish wants neighbors. Boats coming in from
the traps were scanned, boats jigging vainly to
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find a “sign” of fish were noted. Nothing es-
caped observation. A boat low down with fish
would be a certain find. But it was early in the
season, fish were scarce, and all the schooners
floated high. Eliot had not a fish aboard and was
keen accordingly. “What’s the use of talking
with the skippers?” I asked, “they won’t tell you
the truth.” “I can tell pretty well by the way
they talk,” he answered. Almost always, I think,
he could tell; there were a good many indications
to go by. So we went, often several miles about
to one ahead, finding nothing worth stopping for.
That night we lay in deep, precipitous Windy Tickle.
Setting off as the tide began to fall in the morn-
ing we went fast upon rock bottom. The schooner
being light the matter was probably no worse in
any case than the loss of a tide, twelve hours, but
Eliot, acting with great energy and steadiness,
putting off a boat anchor and keeping his sails
drawing full, got off in twenty minutes. I had
thrown up my hands in his behalf, given up, and
told him so; the tide was falling and it seemed
useless to try long.

We went off the rock with wind and tide carry-
ing us rapidly, the long rope to the boat anchor
paying out fast overside, spinning up from the
deck in jumping loops and coils that were dangerous
to go near. In order to save the line and kedge
a man sprang to the job of fastening a float to the
end of the line before it ran out overboard. Re-
markable to see was his clever fence with the
snatching coils, risky to approach, and the time
was short; but before it was too late he actually
cuffed a hitch around the float without ever really
laying hold of the line, and the trick was done.
There had not been an excited word throughout,
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unless from me, much less swearing. When I
talked, afterward, “We expect to be on bottom
some,” was all the skipper said, though he owned
the boat.

- After the kedge and line had been picked up
we moved for the open reaches beyond the tickle,
under full sail. But we were not done with old
Windy yet. I had gone below and was talking
with the cook in the large space forward when a
low boom came from beneath, followed by an-
other a little louder, with some jar, though the
schooner kept on — we were rolling along on loose
boulders that lay on the level rock bottom at
the head of the tickle. I looked at the square of
light above at the top of the ladder with an impulse
to climb, then at the cook, who seemed steady
enough; and the cook so taking it, I did not care
to be the one to bolt. Several times we struck,
the boom sounding rather impressive in the
empty hold. After staying a decent time below I
went up, presently remarking to Eliot as to our too
easterly position. “There isn’t hardly water
enough for her at this tide,” he observed, but
slacked no sail. Then we ran into the open bay
beyond.

Eliot had never been there before. When he
asked once where to go I could say little, having
been over that water only in small boats. “We
have mostly to go by the slope of the shores, in
places where we haven’t been,” he remarked,
and in answer to a question, “Yes, we often have
to go where we don’t know the ground, when we
are beating.” But there was no indifference;
going up the run there were always three pairs
of eyes, side by side, scanning the water ahead.
The intentness of the three lookouts never fal-
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tered, yet it seemed to me useless to look for any
but very high shoals.

In a few miles we drew up on a schooner ahead.
“There’s a pilot for us,” said Eliot. “Are you
sure that she knows where she is going?”’ I asked.
“He’s a neighbor of mine and knows this ground,”
he answered. With shortened sail we followed
on in the track of the other schooner. I should
not have known that Eliot had been anxious, but
I now saw his relief. Five miles from Davis
Inlet the pilot schooner turned sharply, more than
half round, and went off down a long passage toward
the open sea. I happened to be just taking some
tea and hard bread below, but before I got started
on it Eliot put his head into the gangway and asked
if I was willing to get off there. I certainly did
not care to — the wind was strong and there was
an annoying slop on; moreover, I wanted my tea
and bite, my “mug-up,” before going to work.
But Eliot had already done a great deal for me,
there was a question of sporting blood, and in a few
minutes I was overside and bobbing about in my
canoe, empty and rueful, but with honor saved,
the schooner off down the passage like a bird to
overhaul her pilot. My mug-up came two or
three hours later, with some Eskimo I knew, who
were camping on the “Red Point” below Davis
Inlet Post. It had been a vicious wind and hard
rowing, though happily the run was landlocked.



Chapter 1V
FANNY’S HARBOR

dale to Fanny’s Harbor, and I scrambled

upon Tom Spracklin’s stage, tostay longer

thanI then imagined. Tom stared a little, but agreed

to take me in—it was a matter of course. Afterward

the people of the place said I looked a poor risk,

for a person knocking about, and what with leav-

“ings from old malaria and the marks of a coldish
voyage with evil ventilation, perhaps it was so.

Cod had not come in, but Spracklin had a gill net

out for sea trout, and we did well for food.

Fanny’s is on the east side of Cape Harrigan
Island, with a short, narrow entrance, which has,
of course, a rock in the middle. “There is always
a harbor rock,” the fishermen say. The harbor
is small and rocky, but the shore is low to the west,
where are flat moss tundra and the shallow dead
ponds common to all bog places in the North.
Tom’s literary imagination, which I was to appre-
ciate later, led him to remark on there being “a
million geese over there in the fall.” There are
a good many, dropping in from north on September
days.

The island is three or four miles across. Out
to sea are shoals and rocks, and here the pack
ice makes its July stand against all craft. This
was an early season and the pack just let us in,
stringing off to sea for good by nightfall. In 1905
it was strong the 22d of July, and the Virginia
had to turn back south, after some hours of heavy

42

EARLY the 8th of July, 1903, we ran from Hope-
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ramming; she had to go into dry dock afterward
at St. John’s, to touch up herscrew. Thewestern
hills of the island, gray and desolate, are six or
seven hundred feet high, and offer a good lookout.
Soon settled, I took my rifle and paddled over
to the level moss ground around which the hills
circle. The head wind was almost too much for
the single paddle, and my progress was made a
subject of depressing comment after I got back.

The island is Arctic enough, and was to me a
new utterly northern world, none the less so for the
bergs always in the offing. Just out of steamer
confinement, I walked with quick feet. What -
looked like grass, in the lower lands, was moss.
Much of the footing was velvety and firm, even
on the bogs, though in places they were like bogs
everywhere. The early flowers were many, some
with stems an inch long, some less; the best quite
like our bluet in shape, but a marvelous pink in
color, and growing in dense patches the size of
one’s hand. It is all but stemless. An Eskimo
woman has called it, from description, the Irok,
but there may have been a mistake of identity.

In damp places the white blossoms of the bake
apple or cloudberry showed above the moss, and
where it was drier those of the familiar service-
berry and of the northern blueberry, clinging flat
to the ground. On the hills were scattered bould-
ers, lichened on sheltered faces, and little plats
and streaks of moss, though at a distance the hills
appeared to be of absolutely lifeless gray rock.
That there should be animal life in such sheer
desolation seemed out of the question, still less
that it should turn out a rabbit pasture, but near
the top of the highest hill I came upon my first
Arctic hare. They are invisible enough when not
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moving, even on the barerock. Itwasasif one of
the smaller boulders had risen near my feet and
hopped away, and its size was astonishing. It
would not do to say that it looked as big as a sheep,
whatever the fact, but it certainly was con-
spicuous. Captain Bartlett, of the Roosevelt, tells
me of weighing them in the far North at sixteen
or seventeen pounds. A good New England fox
weighs only twelve pounds. The summer hare
is mainly blue gray. In winter the tips of the
ears remain black, but the rest is white, a wonder-
ful long dense fur, white to the very skin. Our
common white hare of the forests is brown below
the tips of the hair, and the animal looks small
and ill clad by comparison. TheArctic hare lives
chiefly on the coast islands, where there is least
danger of wolves and foxes. Its superiorities
extend eminently to the table, but the beautiful
skin, handsomer to my mind that that of the
Arctic fox, is not durable, and brings only five or
ten cents at the store.

At about ninety yards the hare stopped and
I fired. He went off holding up his fore leg, and
for a long time I followed on, finally to a rock
pile, a natural refuge. I was sorry to leave him
maimed and took a great deal of trouble trying to
recover him. What puzzled me was that there
was no trace anywhere of blood or hair. I gave
up quite depressed, and it was months before I
learned that this hare frequently runs on two
legs, holding up its front paws. The shot was
doubtless a miss, more probably as I had never
fired that rifle before.

A large gray loon I shot floated out with the
tide. There were horned larks blowing about
the rocks, and a small, slaty bird with a striped
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head. Between two small ponds a muskrat was
carrying grass or roots up a little brook. There
were some flocks of ducks out of reach, and many
gulls. Next to the hare the most notable creature
of the day was a great brown eider duck which fairly
lifted me by thundering up from between my feet.
It skimmed far over the tundra like a shearwater.
There were six eggs, laid on a filmy mat of down;
the nest was in a dry place several rods from water.

Although not getting the hare was a disap-
pointment to me, one is not always sorry for
shooting badly, and so it turned out on a ramble
of the second morning. In a little cliff not far
from the harbor lived some ravens. It was a
convenient and prosperous location for them, for
their home ledge was near the harbor and stage,
and the leavings from the fishing kept them in
plenty. The fishing being scarcely on as yet there
appeared nothing of doubtful quality for them to
eat, and as some one had told me that raven’s
meat was white and good, unlike crow, I thought
it a good chance to try one. They were not shy,
but the wind was coming in quick, pushing gusts,
and my first shot was a miss. The bird took no
notice, being occupied in balancing itself in the
wind, with many flirts, but presently flew a few
yards to a sheltered shelf. As I prepared to try
again a second raven lit beside him, and I paused
to observe their meeting. Ravens have a dignity
absent in the crow, and the trait was manifest.
For some time I watched them. Their fine
unconsciousness of being observed, though I was
near and in plain sight, was as that of high per-
sonages. I might not have existed, was not
even accorded notice as an intruder. I began to feel
uncomfortable. Their personable presence, their
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affectionate courtesy toward each other, became
too much for my purpose, and before long,
thankful that my shot had missed, I took myself
away.

That afternoon I went southwest a couple of
miles, across the low ground, and over a pass
which leads to the schooner anchorage in Windy
Tickle. There was a little scrub spruce in the
pass, and dwarf birch, the ‘“deerbush” which
caribou like so well in summer. It is an agreeable
bush to the eye, with shiny, roundish leaves,
neatly scalloped, and the size of a dime. The bush
has the general habit of our home laurel and alder.

There had been quite a wind, and consequently
no trouble from mosquitoes. Turning back the
breeze lessened, moving with me at about my
own speed. I had no gloves or other defense, and
shortly mosquitoes began to be annoying. Before
long they had grown to a thick swarm, raging like
wasps. I had supposed I knew all about mosqui-
toes, from many years of trout fishing. On a still
evening on the Bersimis we had, Indians and all,
been wretched in spite of ten punk fires going.
But now I became almost frightened. I had
been tired, walking all day after the inaction of the
voyage, and sorry to have to walk back across the
yielding bog land, but that matter of regret soon
vanished from my mind, and forthwith I took to
a hard run, thrashing with a branch and only
wishing that my other hand was not occupied
with my gun. Winded, I would turn and walk
slowly back into the breeze until good for another
run. Eight hundred of the enemy, as I reckoned,
followed into the canoe and kept the affair going
while I crossed the half mile of harbor. One has
to have both hands in paddling, unfortunately.



CAPE HARRIGAN ISLAND 47

I had had my lesson,— was ‘“blooded.” Never
from that day — and for some years following I
passed much of the summer in that country —
have I gone away from shelter without special
means of protection.

So with each new companion from south,
there is the same assurance based on past experi-
ence, the same onset when mosquito conditions
arrive, the same half panic, and the acquisition
of a permanent memory. None ever forgets.

As to getting over the twenty miles to Davis
Inlet, Spracklin would have been glad enough
to take me, but was short handed. He thought
some of the “Labradorians” ought to come along;
however, if not, he would rig his jack, which only
needed a bit of calking, and get me over. Mean-
while I talked to Bella Lane, over at Jim Spracklin’s
place, across the harbor entrance; she lived in the
next bay and knew the way of things. Some
Naskapi were down in June, and would be in
again soon. Opetik Bay was the place, fifty
miles north. There seemed to be reason for
thinking they had some large lake not far inland
where they summered. The near lake, in the end,
proved a myth, but Bella, who by the way had
looks, was rather nearer right than most other
coast people I have asked about Indians. The
inland is none of theirs.

I was rather restless, but in a day or two
Labradorians came, in the persons of Sam Brom-
field and Sandy Geer, and would take me to the
Inlet. Their price was high, but they were stiff.
Long afterward Sam’s conscience stirred, and he
told me that, in what was certainly a neighborly
spirit, Spracklin had coached him up,— the
American was “bound to get across.”
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Yet at nearly the same time I musthave qualified
as a neighbor too, in some imperceptible way,
for from that day on Spracklin’s kindness to me
was unfailing. I fell often upon his hospitalities
and for years was as glad to see his face as any
on the coast.

It was late in the day when we got off, towing
the canoe in an uneasy slop. For a couple of
miles we were outside the cape, heading for an
island called the Devil’s Thumb. The name is
not so farfetched; the outline of a bent back
thumb can be imagined, and for the rest the name
of his Highness and one part or another of his
anatomy is always in order where rocks and out-
door people are. The Thumb is unspeakably
barren. It is the seaward member of the cape
group. Traces of lichen scurf show on the land-
ward side, but facing the north the high, steep
hill is utterly naked, a monument to the incon-
ceivable winter gales. In a more tolerable latitude
the entire rock might yet be ground up for fer-
tilizer, for it appears to the eye to be wholly of
whitish or pink feldspar.

For a while we were under the sheer cliffs of
the main island, and Sam watched the puffs
nervously. Well that he was undersparred, as
all open-boat people go when their shores are high,
— and few shores are otherwise on the Labrador.
His two stout masts, unstayed, were ready to be
jerked from their sockets and laid down if the
“lop” became too sharp. The relief to a boat
in a seaway when this is done is remarkable.
The local rig is simple. The after sail generally
has a sprit and boom, the foresail a sprit only,
and there is often a bit of a jib. Among the cod
fishermen tanned sails prevail. I have wondered



NT

At Rep Por

Davis INLET







SAM BROMFIELD 49

if there was an esthetic side to this, beyond the
mere matter of wear. Certainly the eye does not
demand the white of sails in the North — more
white on a sea where shining ice and ghostly fog
are one’s lifelong enemies — not #near to, at any
rate. White sails may be harmonious, but when
one is satiated with ice upon ice, and thick weather,
and pickled air from the bergs and salt ice-pans
of Baffin’s Bay, one doesn’t mind resting the eye
upon a bit of warm brown here and there.

Sam’s mind eased as we made the wider waters
and lower shores beyond the Thumb. The long
sculling oar took up the work as the wind failed
and talk began. Sam Joquens is Sam in his glory,
altogether to my profit on that trip; it took some
chilly hours to get to the Davis Inlet Post, and by
the time we were there I knew a good deal about
the region. The conversation was pleasantly
personal in places, Sam waving gently at his long
stern oar and I bunched in wraps beside him. His
all-round gray whiskers gave him age enough to
make me naturally deferential. As we progressed
he looked down at me sympathetically. “I sup-
pose you are about my age, about sixty?” A
little aback I finally came in, “Well — er,— not
quite that, yet.” He acquiesced, perhaps doubt-
fully. It was rather hard, for I still had fifteen
years to go. There was more tact in his question
than appeared, so I learned later. Only fifty-
five himself, he had placed his age higher to save
my venerable feelings.

We passed Kutalik or Massacre Island close
and were off the Mountaineers’ Rock, a small
affair awash at low tide. Sam told its tale. In
old days when warfare between the Eskimo and
Mountaineers of the inland was unrelenting the
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Eskimo of the neighborhood were camped on the
smooth moss ground of the western side of Kuta-
lik, where their old rings of tent stones are still
visible. While the men were off hunting Indians
descended upon the women and children, killed
them all, threw them into the sea, and departed.
As the Eskimo men were returning one of them saw
something floating and threw his spear, finding
then that he had transfixed the boot and foot of
his own wife, killed with the rest. It was late
in the day, and the Mountaineers’ Rock lay toward
the sunset, some three miles away. The Eskimo
noticed that the rock seemed higher than usual.
As the tide came to its height they saw the Moun-
taineers leave the flooded rock and paddle up the
bay beyond to the mainland. They had been
concealed under their canoes, placed close to-
gether, and it was these which gave the rock its
unusual elevation. The Eskimo followed them
after dark, surrounded their camp, and speared
them to a man.

Some say that Eskimo men as well as women
were floating in the water that day. At all
events the story shows how things went between
the two races, from Maine, perhaps, around the
northern shores to Alaska. They have little taste
for each other to this day, although white influence
at the shores has ended the fighting. There is no
doubt that, man for man, with the primitive weap-
ons, the Eskimo was at no disadvantage; but the
Indians acquired guns first and gradually forced
the shore dwellers out of the Gulf of St. Lawrence
and to the north.

The Indians’ families, back on the country,
were probably not much exposed in the fighting,
while those of the Eskimo were, as they could be

T —
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easily found along the shores. Yet it is not likely
that the initiative has always been with the
Indians. The two main causes of trouble among
simple people in the world at least have been
infringement of territory and woman stealing;
and the Eskimo, while at a disadvantage from
their shore habitat, have doubtless had some
share in aggression and its proceeds. There are
some Indian-looking individuals among the Es-
kimo. The case of Indian-Eskimo adoption, on
the other side, is strong. Maine Indians show
Eskimo peculiarities of skull. A Cree I traveled
with in 1909 remembered that the old people on
Hudson’s Bay used to tell of adopting Eskimo
women and children; and the practice, broadly,
of adoption from among their captives, even of
men, has been widespread among tribes of the
temperate area. The well-known fact that at the
height of their power the Iroquois tribes had as
much foreign blood, chiefly Algonquian, as of
their own, is in accord with the continental ten-
dency.

To-day, " nevertheless, it is rather hard to
imagine a pure Indian of northeast Labrador
marrying an Eskimo. Their antipathy seems
racial. The Eskimo seems to regard the Indian
as a hateful predatory creature of the wolf or
panther kind. The Indian view is not so easy to
assume; the Eskimo revolts him a little; his dirt,
his lack of dignity, his diet, his smell. The Indian
has given to him what to his own mind is almost
as bad a name as he could, for the word Eskimo
is Algonquian for Eater of the Raw. The Indian
is particular in having his food cooked.

Late in the winter the Eskimo of the coast go
inland for caribou nearly to the height of land,
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but only in strong parties, so far as I can learn.
Many of the white or partly white shore people
tell of going into the interior one or two hundred
miles, always in winter, but really they do not
go far, and ““signs of Indians” are mentioned with
bated breadth. Some of the shore people are pretty
well acquainted with the individual Indians now,
for the latter are peaceable enough at the shore,
but a shore person hunting alone at a distance
inland would, I think, be made uncomfortable if
discovered.

Sam was wholly interesting about the bay life,
the hunting for deer and seals, the trapping for
fur. The walrus is rare now; sometimes a strag-
gler comes along from Chidley way, and sometimes
still a white bear. Black bears are common
game, though not too plenty; silver foxes, the
dream of all Labrador hunters, are caught in some
numbers, and Sam had had his share of them.
There were otters and some few martens in the
valleys near the coast.

Summer was given up to fishing. The mid-
summer fishing was for sea trout and salmon,
which lasted until the cod came in. All the
people of the coast were hunters and fishermen,
there was no attempt at planting this ground;
they lived by rifle, net, and trap, only the cod
coming by the hook.

Open boating is apt to be a cold, long-drawn
matter in northern waters, and such was this voy-
age with Sam. The last of the trip to the Inlet
rests much with the tide: if it is falling, strong wind
is needed to get up; if rising, all goes well in any
case. The post, with its flagpole and row of white
buildings, shipshape as Hudson’s Bay Company
stations always are, is backed by quite a hillside
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