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Dillon Wallace : The Lure of the Labrador Wild  before purchasing it in order to gage whether or not it would be 
worth my time, and all praised The Lure of the Labrador Wild: 

0 of 0 people found the following review helpful. a fascinating story of survival.By romancegirl1963I purchased this 
book for a family member who is a descendant of Mr. Hubbard. she loved this book. if you don't know this story, you 
will enjoy this book. it is a fascinating adventure.2 of 2 people found the following review helpful. Absolutely 
OutstandingBy David J. BeislerThe Lure of the Labrador Wild is one of, if not the best, novels about exploration and 
adventure I have ever read. Wallace's writing is so descriptive you can almost feel the hunger pangs of starvation and 
feel the sub-zero temperatures, rain, snow and wind. The story reveals the true character of the three explorers and 
their love for and loyalty to each other when it seems they are the only living beings left in the world. You cannot help 
but share their pain and grief as they slip deeper and deeper into the tragedy of their expedition. The fact that it is all 
true and actually happened makes it even more incredible. I immediately ordered Walace's sequel to this great book in 
order to, like Wallace himself, finish the expedition originally undertaken so hopefully by Leonidas Hubbard. Don't 
pass up this excellent book.0 of 0 people found the following review helpful. not great print or formatBy jrebThis is 

http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=B00B0XKN9O


one of my favorite books of all time. I was disappointed with the beginning pages, in French. The type for the text of 
the book looked more like an old computer-printer font than a font that I would like to read. The size of the book was 
not conducive to carrying around to enjoy when possible.

Three years have passed since Hubbard and I began that fateful journey into Labrador of which this volume is a 
record. A little more than a year has elapsed since the first edition of our record made its appearance from the press. 
Meanwhile I have looked behind the ranges. Grand Lake has again borne me upon the bosom of her broad, deep 
waters into the great lonely wilderness that lured Hubbard to his death. It was a day in June last year that found me 
again at the point where some inexplicable fate had led Hubbard and me to pass unexplored the bay that here extends 
northward to receive the Nascaupee River, along which lay the trail for which we were searching, and induced us to 
take, instead, that other course that carried us into the dreadful Susan Valley. How vividly I saw it all againHubbard 
resting on his paddle, and then rising up for a better view, as he said, Oh, thats just a bay and it isnt worth while to take 
time to explore it. The river comes in up here at the end of the lake. They all said it was at the end of the lake. And we 
said, Yes, it is at the end of the lake; they all said so, and went on, for that was before we knewHubbard never knew. A 
perceptible current, a questioning word, the turn of a paddle would have set us right. No current was noticed, no word 
was spoken, and the paddle sent us straight toward those blue hills yonder, where Suffering and Starvation and Death 
were hidden and waiting for us. How little we expected to meet these grim strangers then. That July day came back to 
me as if it had been but the day before. I believe I never missed Hubbard so much as at that moment. I never felt his 
loss so keenly as then. An almost irresistible impulse seized me to go on into our old trail and hurry to the camp where 
we had left him that stormy October day and find if he were not after all still there and waiting for me to come back to 
him. Reluctantly I thrust the impulse aside. Armed with the experience gained upon the former expedition, and 
information gleaned from the Indians, I turned into the northern trail, through the valley of the Nascaupee, and began a 
journey that carried me eight hundred miles to the storm-swept shores of Ungava Bay, and two thousand miles with 
dog sledge over endless reaches of ice and snow. While I struggled northward with new companions, Hubbard was 
always with me to inspire and urge me on. Often and often at night as I sat, disheartened and alone, by the camp-fire 
while the rain beat down and the wind soughed drearily through the firtops, he would come and sit by me as of old, 
and as of old I would hear his gentle voice and his words of encouragement. Then I would go to my blankets with new 
courage, resolved to fight the battle to the end


