




EARL   GREY'S  APPRECIATION    OF    NOVA  SCOTIA 

Speech  at  Digbv,  Nova  Scotia, 

August  13,    1907. 

It  is  now  almost  three  years  since  I  landed  at  Halifax  to  take  up  the  dutie; 
of  Governor-General.  I  have  employed  the  interval  in  visiting  as  much  o 
Canada  as  possible,  in  making  the  acquaintance  of  its  people,  and  in  learnin; 
and  studying  the  stimulating  and  unending  story  of  her  illimitable  resources 
Every  Province  in  turn  has  captured  my  heart  and  confirmed  my  faith  ii 
the  majestic  future  of  your  Dominion.  And  I  have  no  hesitation  in  sayinj 
that  so  long  as  the  heart  of  the  people  is  sound,  wholesome,  honest  anc 

patriotic — and  you  must  remember  that  no  river  can  ever  hope  to  rise  abov' 
its  source — then  so  long  will  you  be  justified  in  entertaining  the  ambitioi 
to  make  Canada  one  of  the  greatest,  perhaps  the  greatest,  of  all  the  self 
governing  Dominions  which  contribute  to  the  might  and  glory  of  the  Crowi 

and  to  the  civilization  of  mankind.  After  three  years'  study  of  Canada 
ain  prepared  to  hold  the  field  against  the  world — that  great  as  are  the  re 
sources,  advantages  and  attractions  of  her  sister  Provinces,  Nova  Scoti; 

need  not  be  afraid  to  pit  her  charms  against  any  of  her  sister  Pro\-inces 
however  fair  they  may  be.  Any  one  making  a  fair  and  impartial  investiga 

tion  of  your  material  resources  and  able  to  form  a  correct  estimate  of  thi 
effect  of  climate  and  position  on  the  life  and  character  of  people,  can  onh 
rise  from  his  investigation  with  one  conviction,  and  that  is,  if  you  do  no 

reach  greatness  you  have  only  yourselves  to  blame. 

It  is  with  great  regret  that  I  leave  the  shores  of  your  beautiful  Pro\-ince 

I  have  seldom  enjoyed  a  day's  travel  more  than  yesterday,  when  I  motore( 
over  sixty  miles  through  the  famous  Annapolis  valley  which  lies  behind  you 
The  rich  crop  of  potatoes  and  other  vegetables,  the  prosperous  and  com 
fortable  homesteads,  the  soft  and  refreshing  air,  the  evidence  of  general  wel 

being,  and  the  absence  of  any  sign  of  hardship  or  poverty — all  these  thing 
caused  me  to  realize  more  vividly  than  I  had  ever  had  occasion  to  realizJ 
before,  how  great  are  the  privileges  enjoyed  by  the  people  of  Nova  Scotia 
and  what  desirable  advantages  your  Province  offers  to  those  who  comin/ 

from  across  the  seas  seek  to  create  a  new  home  under  the  free  and  happ' 
flag  of  Britain  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic. 
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INTRODUCTION 

MR  SILVER  has  asked  me  to  write  a  few  words  as  an  Intro- 

duction to  his  book. 

Everything  has  its  raison  d'etre,  and  it  is  not  difhcult,  after 

eading  the  present  vohime,  to  see  in  what  direction  Mr  Silver's 
nthusiasm  runs.  Nova  Scotia  is  a  country  with  varied  resources 

n  its  farms  and  orchards,  its  mines,  fisheries  and  forests.  A  man 

vith  a  Httle  money,  some  business  aptitude,  and  a  capacity  for 

vork  will  find  opportunities  for  his  energies,  in  one  direction  or 

mother,  in  almost  any  part  of  the  Province,  and  social  conditions 

vhichwill  appeal  to  him.  On  the  other  hand,  a  man  with  a  settled 

ncome,  and  a  partiality  for  sport,  will  soon  reaUze  that  Nova  Scotia 

^  an  ideal  place  of  residence  for  one  who  is  fond  of  the  rod  and  gun. 

()  the  latter  class  especially  Mr  Silver's  work  will  afford  much 
ilcasure. 

The    admirers    of    Nova  Scotia  and  its  many  attractions  will 

^  (Icome  the  book  ;  and  it  will  be  exceptionally  valuable  to  those 

vho  wish  to  learn  something  of  a  portion  of  the  Dominion  which 

-  not  as  well  known  as  it  ought  to  be.      In  explanation  of  the  lack 

t  knowledge  that  prevails  of  this  nearest  portion  of  our  Colonial 

empire,  it  may  be  stated  that  the  Province  is  a  Httle  out  of  the 

't  aten  track  of  summer  travel,  and  that  in  winter-time  the  num- 

KT  of   visitors    and    tourists    in  Canada    is    not    large.     Perhaps 

)  the  Army  and  the  Navy  the  country  is  more  famihar  than  to 

ny  other  class,   as  Halifax  has  always  been  a  favourite  station 

•r  our  soldiers  and  sailors.     Now,  however,  the  red-coat  and  the 

1  lie-jacket  from  the  Old  Land  are  not  seen  there  as  often  as  was 

ncQ  the  case  ;    and  there  are  those  who  regret  the  policy  which, 

ij^'htly  or  wrongly,  has  led  to  the  absence  of  these  two  emblems 

t  Imperial  Unity. 
While  it  is  no  doubt   a  fact   that  the   Maritime    Provinces    of 
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Canada    are    becoming  better  known,  such  books  as  Mr.  Silver' 
must  be  of  value  in  directing  still  further  attention  to  them.  Hahfa  I 

is  less  than  a  week's  voyage  from  the  United  Kingdom,  and  wit  | 
an  improved  service,  such  as  I  hope  to  see  in  the  early  future,  i  > 
will  be  much  more  accessible  than  it  is  now.     Increased  facihtie 

will  induce  many  to  visit  Nova  Scotia,  and  its  valleys,  rivers  ani 

forests,  w^ho  are  not  yet  acquainted  with  this  beautiful  Province 

There  is  something  especially  fascinating  about  Nova  Scotic 

and  its  sister  Maritime  Provinces.  From  whatever  point  of  vie^ 

they  are  regarded — historical,  industrial,  or  social — they  are  mos 

attractive.  Much  has  been  written  of  their  scenery,  the  sport  the; 

afford,  and  the  happiness  and  comfort  of  their  thriving  populations 

And  it  is  generally  admitted  that  Eastern  Canada  has  a  great  futur 

before  it.  For  some  years  it  has  been  to  some  extent  overshadowei 

by  the  West  ;  but  its  day  has  now  arrived,  and  it  is  bound  to  sluir 

in  the  era  of  prosperity  which  the  whole  Dorninion  is  certain  t 

experience  in  the  next  few  decades. 

I  need  only  say  in  conclusion  that  I  hope  the  volume  will  mee 
with  the  success  it  deserves. 

STRATHCONA. 
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''  I  ̂ 0-DAY  there  is  a  large  number  of  Englishmen  with  no  particu- 

lar occupation  beyond  '  killing  time  ',  dehghtfully  or  dolor- 
ously as  may  be,  scattered  along  the  seaside  resorts  of  the  southerly 

coasts  of  both  England  and  France  ;  some  mere  youths  :  other 

men  at  middle  life  who  find  themselves,  perhaps  through  no  fault 

of  their  own,  without  occupation  and  in  possession  of  an  income 

insufficient  to  wholly  gratify  the  tastes  for  out-door  pursuits  which 

are  usually  bound  up  with  the  English  temperament.  Granted 

the  courage,  and  the  passion  to  gratify  the  ordinary  tastes  of  the 

country  gentleman  for  fishing,  shooting  and  the  rest,  sufficient  to 

carry  a  man  so  far  afield  from  his  familiar  walks  of  life,  within  the 

limits  of  one  short  week  it  is  possible  to  reach  a  land  under  the 

British  flag,  with  healthy  bracing  climate  and  sunny  skies,  where 

exist  glorious  opportunities  for  enjoying  to  the  full  the  pleasures 

of  open-air  life,  and  where  excellent  sport  with  gun  and  rod  is  to 

be  had  for  a  mere  song.  The  working  of  a  small  stock  farm,  or 

the  cultivation  of  a  few  acres  of  apple  orchard  in  the  more  fertile 

portions  of  Nova  Scotia  is  full  of  interest  ;  while  the  possibihties 

for  sport  aft'orded  by  the  countless  picturesque  streams  and  lakes 
of  that  peninsular  province  of  Canada,  and  by  the  ample  tracts 

of  forest  and  wilderness  which  in  Maritime  Canada  still  exist  in 

a  state  of  primeval  wildness,  are  a  most  alluring  feature  to  the 

sportsman.  Rural  fife  in  England  offers  many  great  attractions 

to  the  man  of  large  means,  but  the  man  of  moderate  means  by 

crossing  the  ocean  undoubtedly  gains  many  distinct   advantages 

ix 
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which  should  more  than  compensate  him  for  some  necessary  sacrifice 

of  small  comforts  and  amenities  of  hfe. 

The  opening  up  of  the  Canadian  North-West  of  Canada  has 

been  an  event  of  world-wide  importance,  for  it  has  developed  a 

vast  new  source  of  food  supply  for  the  old  world,  and  is  fast  raising 

Canada  to  an  important  standing.  Here  is  undoubtedly  a  field 

for  the  strenuous  worker  :    the  man  with  his  career  ahead  of  him. 

Yet  for  him  who  understands  and  enjoys  'mixed  farming' 
there  exist  in  Nova  Scotia  immense  fertile  areas  on  which  hay, 

grain,  root,  and  fodder  crops  may  be  made  to  grow  luxuriantly  ; 

there  are  large  tracts  of  wild  pasture  lands  which  may  be  acquired 

at  a  trifling  cost  admirably  adapted  for  profitable  sheep-raising  ; 

there  are  great  opportunities  for  raising  and  fattening  cattle  for 

the  foreign  trade  in  meat  ;  while  the  nearness  to  good  markets 

is  a  special  advantage  which  Nova  Scotia  has  to  offer.  Improved 

farms  with  comfortable  homesteads  are  frequently  to  be  picked  up 

at  a  bargain  where  a  man  may  make  a  comfortable  living  without 

being  called  upon  to  face  the  undeniable  hardships  which  often 

confront  the  pioneer  of  the  prairie-provinces  of  the  West.  There 

is  an  excellent  free  school  system  estabhshed  by  the  Government 

throughout  the  Province  of  Nova  Scotia,  so  that  the  new-comer 

is  sure  to  find  himself  enjoying  good  educational  advantages  for 

his  family,  and  within  easy  access  of  religious  worship,  and  most 

of  the  amenities  of  what  is  known  as  civihzed  Hfe.  For  him  whose 

powers  or  work  and  ambition  have  somewhat  been  spent  along 

the  dusty  roads  of  the  world's  traffic,  for  him  who  desires  beyond 
all  other  things  airy,  pure,  fresh  days  surrounded  by  beautiful 

things — woods,  meadows,  pleasant  streams  for  instance,  with  some 

congenial  activity,  the  seaward  province  of  Nova  Scotia,  with  its 

varied  features,  its  moderate  healthy  climate,  its  striking  similarity 

in  type  among  both  the  vegetable  and  animal  kingdom  to  those 

common    in  the  mother-country,  appeals  as  the  more  fitting  field 

1 
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to  answer  his  complex  requirements.  In  Nova  Scotia  there  are 

unique  attractions  for  a  class  of  men  who  differ  from  the  typical 

strenuous  emigrant  :  the  class  that  may  be  styled  '  the  gentleman 

emigrant  ',  with  independent  means,  not  necessarily  large,  with 
the  ordinary  tastes  of  the  English  country  gentleman,  seeking  a 

fuller  and  more  satisfying  hfe  than  that  of  the  seaside  town  or 

suburban  villa.  In  addition  to  the  pleasures  of  a  life  close  to  nature, 

this  class  may  find  out  here  better  investments  for  their  spare 

funds  and  a  more  promising  field  for  the  energies  and  careers  of 

their  sons,  should  they  have  any,  than  is  offered  at  the  present 

day  in  England,  where  competition  is  so  severe.  Out  here  there 

is  more  breathing  space  in  more  senses  than  one. 

Several  of  the  following  sketches  have  appeared  in  The  Badminton 

Magazine,  and  by  the  courtesy  of  Mr  Alfred  E.  T.  Watson,  editor 

of  this  prominent  periodical  in  the  world  of  sport,  I  am  permitted 

to  publish  the  matter  contributed  to  his  pages.  I  owe  Mr  Watson 

a  debt  which  I  gladly  avail  myself  of  this  opportunity  to  acknowledge 

for  his  kind  encouragement  of  my  early  efforts  to  make  Maritime 

Canada  better  known  to  the  many  people  in  this  country  who  are 

anxious  to  extend  their  field  of  operations.  Some  minor  portions 

of  my  work  have  been  published  in  the  columns  of  Outing,  Chambers' 
Journal,  The  Wide  World,  and  The  Empire  Review,  to  the  editors 

of  which  publications  I  am  under  a  similar  obhgation.  The  game 

license  table,  by  the  permission  of  the  Canadian  Pacific  Railway 

Company,  I  am  enabled  to  reproduce  here  as  particularly  serviceable 

to  those  contemplating  sporting  excursions  to  Canada.  Many 

inquiries  concerning  the  wild  sports  and  country  life  of  this  part  of 

the  world  have  reached  me  from  all  parts  of  the  world,  from  gentle- 

men contemplating  settling  in  Nova  Scotia,  and  the  author  sincerely 

hopes  that  to  such  the  information  afforded  in  the  following  pages 

may  prove  useful.  For  a  portion  of  my  descriptive  account  of 

Nova  Scotia  and  its  resources  I  am  indebted  to  the  booklet  entitled 
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Nova  Scotia :  its  Resources,  and  Opportunities,  issued  by  the 

authority  of  the  Nova  Scotia  Government.  In  some  instances  I 

am  under  obligation  to  General  Hardy's  book,  Forest  Life  in  Acadie, 
published  by  Messrs  Chapman  and  Hall  in  1869,  and  in  others  to 

Mr  John  J.  Rowan's  work  entitled  The  Emigrant  and  Sportsman 
in  Canada,  published  by  Mr  Edward  Stanford  in  1876  ;  a  great 

deal  of  the  descriptive  matter  in  these  two  interesting  works  is  still 

true  of  the  conditions  as  existing  to-day.  Some  accounts  of  sport 

in  Newfoundland  have  been  introduced  as  that  inviting  field  for 

the  sportsman  is  so  very  easily  accessible  from  HaUfax  by  steamship 

and  rail.  To  the  late  J.  Bernard  Gilpin,  M.D.,  M.R.C.S.,  I  owe 

some  facts  concerning  the  natural  history  of  Sable  Island. 
A.     P.     S. 
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Blomindon  rose,  and  the  forests  old,  and  aloft  on  the  mountains 

Sea-fogs  pitched  their  tents,  and  mists  from  the  mighty  Atlantic 

Looked  on  the  happy  valley,  but  ne'er  from  their  station  descended. 

In  no  part  of  the  world  do  apples  take  more  kindly  to  the  soil 

with  such  uniformly  good  results  as  in  this  beautiful  region.  Hali- 
fax, the  capital  city  of  Nova  Scotia,  at  the  eastern  gateway  of  the 

Dominion,  sitting  on  the  shores  of  one  of  the  most  magnificent  of 

the  world's  natural  harbours,  is  the  most  convenient  centre  whence 
the  whole  province  and  the  strikingly  beautiful  island  of  Cape  Breton 
are  easily  accessible  by  steamship  and  rail. 

General  Hardy  in  his  book  remarks  very  truthfully  :  '  In  the 
fields  and  uplands  of  a  thoroughly  cleared  district  (of  Nova  Scotia) 

the  new-comer  from  England  is  scarcely  reminded  of  a  difference 
in  the  scene  from  that  to  which  he  has  been  accustomed.  In  the 

pastures  he  sees  English  grasses,  with  the  buttercup,  the  ox-eye 
and  the  dandelion  ;  the  thistle  and  many  a  well-known  weed  are 
recognized  growing  by  the  meadow-side,  with  the  wild  rose  and  the 

blackberry  as  in  English  hedgerows.  Though  the  house-sparrow  ' 
(alas !  too  abundant  since  these  w'ords  were  printed)  'and  the  robin 
are  missed,  and  he  is  surprised  to  find  the  latter  name  applied 

e\'ery where  to  the  numerous  red-breasted  thrushes  which  hop 
so  fearlessly  about  the  pastures,  he  finds  much  to  remind  him  of  bird 
life  at  home.  Swallows  and  martins  are  as  numerous,  indeed  more 

so  ;  the  titmouse,  the  wren,  and  the  goldcrest  are  found  to  be 
ahnost  identical  with  those  of  the  old  country,  the  former  being 
analogous  in  every  respect  to  the  small  blue  tit,  and  many  of  the 

warblers  have  much  in  common  with  their  Transatlantic  repre- 
sentatives. The  various  birds  of  prey  present  most  striking  simi- 

larities to  those  of  Europe.  The  wasp,  the  bee  and  the  house-fly 
present  no  appreciable  difference,  nor  can  the  visitor  detect  even 
L  shade  of  distinction  in  many  of  the  butterflies. 

'  The  seafaring  man  arriving  from  Europe  will  find  even  less 
)f  di\'ergence  amongst  the  finny  tribes  and  the  sea-fowl  on  these 
oasts,  and  indeed  will  not  pretend  to  detect  a  difference  in  most 

ases.' 

Mr.  Rudyard  Kipling's  chance  epithet  (in  one  of  his  rhymes), 
Our  Lady  of  the  Snows,'  had  the  effect  of  gi\'ing  Canada  a  great 
leal  of  misrepresentation  among  folk  that  do  not  know  her  well. 
)f  course,  there  is  a  vast  dissimilarity  in  the  climate  of  different 
'ortions  of  Canada.  The  mean  temperature,  for  instance,  of  Dawson 

,  ity  is  as  dift'erent  from  that  of  Halifax  as  that  of  St.  Petersburg 
Is  from  that  of  Paris.  In  Nova  Scotia  the  average  mean  tempera- 

:ure  is  about  41  "5°,  with  upwards  of  forty  per  cent,  of  bright  sun- 
shine in  the  year.     Lying  between  the  same  parallels  of  latitude 
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as  France,  spring  comes  a  little  later  than  in  Ontario  or  along  the 

Pacific  coast ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  mild  summer-like  weather, 
often  lingering  until  the  very  end  of  October,  more  than  makes 

up  for  this.  To  some  of  the  more  northerly  portions  of  the  North- 

west Territory  the  term  of  '  Our  Lady  of  the  Snows  '  may  not  be 
inapplicable  for  some  months  of  the  year  at  least,  but  it  has  no  mean- 

ing W'hate\-er  when  applied  to  Canada  generally  :  jxirticularly  to 
her  maritime  provinces. 

There  is  no  province  of  the  Dominion  of  Canada  possessing 
a  more  astonishing  variety  of  natural  resources  than  the  little 

sea-girt  peninsula  of  Nova  Scotia.     Few  indeed    are  the    regions 

APPLE    ORCHARD    IN    BLOSSOM  :    '  HIGH-CREST,'    ANNAPOLIS    VALLEY 

of  the  world  where  vast  coal  fields,  iron  ores,  gold-mining  areas, 
great  natural  water  powers,  the  resources  of  the  forest,  farm  and 
fisheries  are  found  existing  side  by  side.  Hence  it  happens  that 
scarcely  a  year  passes  without  a  boom  in  one  or  other  of  such 

enterprises,  so  that  the  average  of  prosperity  is  kept  at  high-water 
mark,  and  there  are  scarcely  any  of  the  class  of  the  very  poor} 
(with  the  rather  inconvenient  result  that  good  domestics  and  farm 
hands  are  often  very  difficult  to  obtain).  Nor  must  we  omit 

fully  to  gauge  the  importance  of  the  apple-growing  industry, 
which  is  rapidly  being  developed  into  great  dimensions.     The  fit- 
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ness  of  Nova  Scotia  as  a  fruit-growing  country^  and  the  profits 
afforded  by  orcharding  are  a  specially  interesting  feature  to  the 
intending  immigrant.  Under  lo  per  cent,  of  the  land  suitable  for 
cultivating  apples  has  as  yet  been  planted.  There  are  wild  lands  to  be 
had  from  Sio  {£2)  to  $50  (£10)  per  acre,  according  to  location  ;  none 
better  in  the  world  for  the  purpose.  It  is  proved  that  Nova 
Scotia  can  produce  superior  commercial  apples,  such  as  the  King, 
Ribston,  Blenheim,  Falla water,  Golden  Russet,  Nonpareil  and 
Baldwins,  of  best  flavour  and  highly  coloured,  beneath  her  bright 
skies.     The  important  fact  should  never  be  lost  sight  of  that  Nova 

CULTIVATING    THE    APPLE    TREES. 

Scotia  is  nearer  the  British  and  other  European  markets  than 
any  other  part  of  the  continent  :  and  these  markets  are  open  for 

almost  an  unlimited  supply  of  such  apples  as  come  to  their  highest 
perfection  in  Nova  Scotia,  which  are  much  superior  to  the  fruit 
raised  in  the  United  States  of  America.  For  it  is  a  firmly  established 

principle  that  only  at  the  most  northerly  latitudes,  where  fruits 

'  :Ln  be  brought  to  their  full  maturity,  is  the  highest  development 
tu  be  reached  and  anything  like  perfection  attainable.  The  life 
of  an  apple  tree  in  Nova  Scotia  is  from  60  to  100  years,  a  very 
great  advantage  over  more  trying  climates,  where  from  20  to 

30  years  are  all  that  can  be  counted  on.     Thus  in  Nova  Scotia, 
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when  a  man  has  once  estabHshed  an  orchard,  he  is  reasonably  sure 
of  an  income  from  it,  not  only  throughout  his  lifetime,  but  for  the 
next  generati(Hi.  Indeed,  while  lOO  years  may  be  given  as  the 

probable  limit  of  an  orchard's  life,  there  are  many  trees  in  the 
Annapolis  Valley  known  to  have  been  planted  by  the  French 
Acadians,  which  cannot  therefore  be  less  than  150  to  200  years 
old,  and  yet  are  vigorous  and  productive. 

Table  of  Cost  and  Profit  of  Apple  Growing  in  Nova  Scotia.^ 
Cost. 

25  acres  land  at  $30  per  acre     .....  750*00 

1,000  apple  trees,  three  years  old,  from  nursery,  20  cents  .  200*00 
Settingout  i,oootrees,preparingland,etc.,  10  cents  each  .  lOO'OO 

Fertilizing,  clearing,  mulching,  etc.,  first  year      .  .  200-00 

Twelve  years'  interest  on    $1,250  at  5  per  cent. 
Cultivating  during    twelve    years  at    $100  per    year    . 
Fertilizing,  mulching,   replacing  dead  trees,  and  other 

expenses  for  twelve  years        .  .  .  .  . 

Total  cost  till  twelve  years  old 
Income. 

Yield  the  loth  and  previous  years,  500  barrels  at  $1  per 
barrel,  clear  of  charges       .... 

Yield  from  loth  to  20th  year,  average   500  barrels  per 

year — 5,000  barrels  at   $r   clear. 
Yield  from  20th  to  looth  year,  average  2,000  barrels  a 

year,  at  $1  per  barrel  clear=8o  years,  2,000  barrels 
per  year.  ....... 

$1,250-00 

750-00 

I,200-00 

450-00 
$3,650-00 

500-00 

5,000-00 

160,000-00 

$165,500-00 All  expenses  not  herein  provided  for  are  overpaid  by  value  of 
other  crops,  and  all  possible  loss  from  bad    markets  and    insect 
pests  is  more  than  repaid  by  the  average  estimate  of  $1  per  barrel,  i 
as  $2  is  about  the  average  for  the  last  twenty  years.     This  estimate 

is  based  on  thirty  years'  actual  experience. 
The  following  is  a  statement  of  gross  income  of  two  areas  of 

orchard  in  King's  Co.,  N.S. 
Apples  grown  on  12  acres  orchard,  600  trees,  thirty  years  old  : — 

1899.  1,725   barrels,  sold  for 
1900.  995 

1901.  2,000 

1902.  1,220 
1903.  2,037 

$3,968-00 1,403-00 

5.330-00 2,581-00 

4,554-00 
1  Vide  pamphlet  published  by  authority  of  the  Nova  Scotia  Government 

on  Nova  Scotia — its  Resources  and  Opportunities,  obtainable  from  the  Pro- 
vincial Secretary,  Halifax,  Nova  Scotia,  gratis, 
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The  expenses  of  cultivating,  pruning,  spraying,  picking,  packing, 
and  shipping  are  found  to  vary  from  60  cents  to  $1  per  barrel, 
according  to  amount  of  labour  and  the  crop  obtained. 

To  sum  up,  it  may  be  briefly  said  that  the  fruit  industry  of  this 
province  offers  excellent  investments  for  at  least  two  classes  of  men 
coming  here  as  settlers  :  to  those  who  come  with  a  capital  of,  say, 
from  £2,000  to  £3,000  sterling,  and  can  therefore  buy  orchards 

already  in  bearing,  which  will  yield  a  good  interest  on  their  invest- 
ment from  the  start  ;  and  to  those  of  lesser  means  who  come  with 

a  few  hundred  pounds,  and  buy  up  unimproved  lands  and  develop 

AI'lM.E-GATHERIMi     IN      lllE    ANNAPOLIS    VALLEY. 

these.  Lands  suitable  for  this  latter  purpose  can  be  had  from  $10 
{£2)  per  acre  upwards.  By  setting  such  land  with  apple  trees  and 
then  interplanting  with  plums  and  small  fruits  a  plantation  is 
quickly  established  on  a  paying  basis. 

Should  a  man  prefer  dairying,  general  farming,  or  the  rearing 
of  horses  or  cattle,  he  will  find  Nova  Scotia  interlaced  with  river 

valleys,  widely  margined  by  broad  intervale  meadows,  which, 
owing  to  the  overflowing  of  the  streams  in  spring  and  autumn  are 

to  a  certain  extent  self-sustaining,  not  infrequently  growing  3  tons 
of  hay  to  the  acre,  and  capable  of  raising  splendid  grain  and 

root  crops.     He  will  find  broadly  bordering  the  head- waters  of  the 
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Bay  of  Fimdy  large  stretches  of  the  most  fertile  lands  on  the  con- 

tinent of  North  America  :  the  celebrated  so-called  '  dyke  lands,' 
which  require  no  manure  or  fertihzer  whatever  beyond  the  deposits 
of  the  tidal  waters,  which  once  in  a  period  of  from  ten  to  twenty  years 
are  allowed  to  overflow  the  land  in  the  winter  season.  The  great 

variety  of  natural  resources,  hitherto  only  partially  developed  ;  the 
good  transport  facilities,  and  accessibility  to  the  markets  of  the 
world,  render  Nova  Scotia  a  pecuHarly  attractive  field  for  the  safe 
investment  of  capital  with  good  returns. 

\^J.-^M>%,.f^^yT>kr''^    %vs,   ̂ J^f^*  «i"!lK*- 

.V'^ 

'  BLOSSOM    SUNDAY,'    THE    FIRST    SUNDAY    IN    JUNE. 

The  province  of  Nova  Scotia  undoubtedly  possesses  a  number  of 
distinct  advantages  over  almost  any  other  portion  of  the  American 
Continent.  The  importance  of  its  proximity  to  the  big  markets  of 
the  world  cannot  be  overrated.  Yarmouth  has  a  line  of  steamships 
running  in  a  few  hours  to  Boston  and  New  York  ;  Digby  to  St. 
John,  New  Brunswick  ;  Halifax  to  Boston  and  New  York,  Great 
Britain,  the  West  Indies  and  Mexico,  not  to  speak  of  excellent 
railroad  facilities  to  the  United  States  and  Canada  West.  The 

province  itself  is  now  almost  completely  encircled  by  a  good  rail- 
way system  ;  while  the  Right  Hon.  the  Lord  Strathcona,  one  of 

Canada's  best  friends  and  helpers,  while  these  words  are  being 
penned,  is  deeply  engaged  in  an  effort  to  bring  Canada  and  England 
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two  days  nearer  to  each  other  by  the  'AH-Red  '  hne  of  steamships, 
destined  to  knit  together  more  closely  the  distant  portions  of  the 
Empire.  Like  busy  shuttles  ceaselessly  weaving  the  web  of  traffic, 
a  fleet  of  the  very  best  steamships  of  modern  days  will  soon  ply  to 
and  fro,  reducing  as  far  as  possible  the  natural  disadvantages  of 
distance.  The  settler  will  soon  think  little  less  of  the  broad  ocean 

separating  him  from  home  than  if  he  lived  across  the  Solent. 
Lest  any  might  imagine  that  the  writer  may  be  unduly  prejudiced 

in  favour  of  Nova  Scotia,  the  following  encomium  pronounced  on 
this  lovely  province  of  the  Dominion  by  His  Excellency  Earl  Grey, 

Governor-General  of  Canada,  on  the  occasion  of  his  last  summer's 
tour,  is  worth  quoting  as  unbiassed  confirmation  : — 

'  To-day  brings  my  visit  to  Nova  Scotia  to  an  end.  It  is  with 
great  regret  that  I  leave  the  shores  of  this  beautiful  province.  I 

have  seldom  enjoyed  a  day's  travel  more  than  yesterday,  when  I 
motored  over  sixty  miles  through  the  famous  Annapolis  Valley 
which  lies  behind  you. 

'  The  rich  crop  of  potatoes  and  other  vegetables,  the  heavily 
loaded  orchards,  the  prosperous  and  comfortable  homesteads,  the 

soft  and  refreshing  air,  the  evidence  of  general  well-being,  and  the 
absence  of  any  sign  of  hardship  or  poverty — all  these  things  caused 
me  to  realize  more  vividly  than  I  had  ever  had  occasion  to  realize 
before,  how  great  are  the  privileges  enjoyed  by  the  people  of  Nova 
Scotia,  and  what  desirable  advantages  your  province  offers  to  those 
who,  coming  from  across  the  seas,  seek  to  create  a  new  home  under 

the  free  and  happy  flag  of  Britain  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic' 
No  other  land  under  the  '  old  flag  '  shows  such  a  generally 

comfortable  manner  of  living  among  its  inhabitants. 
Nova  Scotia  contains  large  tracts  of  woodland  which  produce 

timber  for  manufacturing  into  lumber  for  exportation.  Large 
quantities  of  pine,  spruce,  hemlock,  hardwood,  deals,  scantling, 
staves,  etc.,  are  annually  shipped  from  the  different  ports  in  the 
province  to  the  West  Indies,  United  States  and  Europe. 

A  large  proportion  of  the  Nova  Scotian  farms,  unlike  those  in 
Great  Britain,  contain  a  wood  lot,  and  this  is  a  great  advantage 
to  the  farmer.  He  has  arable  land  enough  for  raising  all  necessary 
crops,  including  hay  ;  pasture  land  enough  for  the  requirements  of 
the  stock  he  keeps,  and  wood  land  enough  to  supply  all  necessary 
fuel,  fencing,  and  building  timber.  Although  the  coal  supply  in 
the  province  is  abundant,  farmers  usually  provide  their  fuel  from 
their  own  wood  lot,  and  do  so  in  winter  months  when  farm  work 

does  not  press  upon  their  time.  When  the  farm  embraces  200 
acres  or  more,  the  wood  portion  is  often  large.  These  wood  areas, 

combined  with  the  larger  forests  owned  by  the  lumber  manufac- 
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turcrs,  perform  the  very  important  function  of  preventing  high 
winds,  of  promoting  more  frequent  rainfall,  and  of  holding,  by  their 
shade,  the  moisture  in  the  soil,  discharging  it  gradually  to  the 
streams,  and  thus  preventing  droughts  as  well  as  early  frosts.  Should 

the  farmer  wish  to  sell  cord  wood,  he  can  easily  do  so  to  near-by 
towns  and  villages  at  good  prices. 

An  English  farmer  should  not  be  disconcerted  at  the  c(jmparative 
length  of  Nova  Scotian  winters,  for  while  it  is  true  that  the  work 
of  the  farm  has  to  be  accomplished  within  a  shorter  period  than 

in  the  old  country,  there  are  many  advantages  to  offset  this  draw- 
back. Among  these  may  be  mentioned  the  astonishing  rapidity 

of  the  growth  of  vegetation  when  summer  fairly  sets  in,  and  the 
comparatively  small  number  of  days  when  the  work  of  the  farm 
is  interrupted  by  foul  weather  during  the  season  when  crops  are 
growing  and  being  gathered.  The  winter  conditions  also  lend 

themselves  to  facilitate  such  useful  work  as  hauling  firewood,  fer- 
tilizers, lumber  for  building  purposes,  and  other  necessary  require- 

ments of  the  farm.  Moreover,  the  frost  and  thaws  of  winter  save 

labour  by  disintegrating  the  soil,  and  materially  assist  the  farmer 
by  bringing  the  land  turned  over  by  the  plough  in  the  late  autumn 
into  good  condition  for  the  spring  planting :  so  that  hay  and  root 
crops  get  the  early  start  which  is  favourable  to  their  early  maturity. 

The  cultivation  of  all  the  ordinary  varieties  of  small  fruits  can 

be  made  a  profitable  business  in  certain  well-chosen  localities. 
There  are  good  facilities  for  marketing,  and  a  man  with  small  capital 
and  a  thorough  knowledge  of  this  branch  of  agriculture  can  hardly 
fail  of  success. 

Area  of  Nova  Scotia,  21,428  square  miles  ;  one-fifth  part  con- 
sisting of  lakes  and  streams. 

Population,  459,574. 
Fish. Timber. Minerals 

Cod Maple Coal 
Haddock 

Cherry 
Iron 

Mackerel Elm Copper 
Herring  j Birch Manganese 
Alewives 

Oak 
Gold 

Pollack Beech 

Antimony 

Hake 
Poplar 

Gypsum Halibut Arbor-vitae 
Eels Pine 
Shad Spruce  (three  varieties) 
Salmon Hemlock 
Trout Fir 

Grayling Tamarac 
Perch 
Smelt 



II 

THE   LIFE   OF   THE   FARM-COTTAGE   IN    NOVA   SCOTIA 

THE  newly  arrived  should  be  in  no  great  haste  to  invest  his 
money  in  land  before  he  spends  a  few  months  in  looking 

about  him  and  learning  something  of  land  values.  He  should 
school  himself  in  the  necessary,  if  painful,  art  of  driving  a  sharp 
bargain.  Otherwise,  he  may  drop  a  portion  of  his  capital  to  no 
purpose.  Besides  getting  a  comfortable  house  or  a  pretty  view 

from  his  verandah,  there  are  other  considerations  that  should 'guide 
him  in  the  choice  of  a  homestead — such  as  the  social  advantages 
of  his  surroundings,  and  the  opportunities  for  obtaining  sport 
without  undue  effort  and  expense  ;  railway  facilities,  and  good 
schools  should  he  be  the  father  of  a  family. 

Nova  Scotia  is  pre-eminently  suitable  for  the  working  farmer 
with  a  moderate  capital.  To  no  other  part  of  the  Empire  can  the 
small  capitalist  with  a  practical  knowledge  of  farming  emigrate  in 
order  to  obtain  conditions  more  favourable  to  success.  The  man 

who  owns  a  well-cultivated  farm  can  make  himself  as  comfortable 

and  independent  as  a  farmer  can  be  anywhere.  From  the  land  he 

may  acquire  almost  all  the  necessaries  of  life,  while  he  has  the  satis- 
faction of  knowing  that  year  by  year  his  property  is  growing  in 

value. 

A  suitable  homestead  may  be  acquired  from  perhaps  £300  up 
to  say  £800,  and  often  accompanied  by  an  orchard  of  apple  trees 
whose  produce  will  go  far  towards  defraying  the  interest  on  the 

outlay.  A  new-comer  will  do  wisely  thoroughly  to  identify  himself 

with  his  adopted  land,  avoid  sneering  at  things  colonial,  and  endeav- 
our to  place  himself  in  an  attitude  of  sympathy,  while  making 

allowance  for  differences  which  sometimes  may  grate  harshly. 

Leaving  class  prejudices  behind  him,  he  should  not  assume  superi- 
ority for  English  ways  and  ideas  in  all  matters,  big  or  little  ;  for  the 

colonist  can  often  teach  him  things  worth  knowing,  and  give  him 
useful  points  in  practical  matters.  If  these  rules  are  observed, 

and  a  man  has  made  up  his  mind  to  '  burn  his  ships  '  and  leave  the 
old  life  behind  him,  I  fail  to  see  why  he  cannot  lead  a  pleasant, 

care-free,  and  happy  existence  out  here,  and  find  his  compensations 
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for  the  loss  of  his  home  pleasures  in  the  glorious  climate,  the  untram- 
melled freedom  of  an  open-air  life  which  seems  to  me  the  nearest 

to  English  life  outside  of  England,  and  the  closest  to  nature  possible 
in  these  modern  days. 

The  attractions  of  the  mode  of  life  are  worth  some  trouble  and 

a  little  sacrifice  to  those  who  are  sick  of  the  city  and  dream  of  a 

cottage  and  a  bit  of  land.  It  is  a  great  thing  to  find  interesting  out- 
door work  all  the  year  round,  a  little  inexpensive  sport,  and  alto- 

gether lead  a  safer  and  happier  existence  than  in  being  perpetually 
tossed  about  in  the  risky  whirlpool  of  what  is  called  business. 

Many  inquiries  concerning  the  advantages  and  disadvantages 
of  Nova  Scotia  for  the  intending  settler  have  reached  me  from  all 
quarters  of  the  Empire. 

My  inquirers,  roughly  speaking,  fall  into  three  divisions  :  first, 
those  who,  having  little  or  no  capital,  desire  to  make  their  way  by 
agricultural  pursuits  in  a  new  land  ;  secondly,  those  who,  having 
means,  yet  desire  to  take  up  farming  as  a  serious  occupation ;  thirdly, 
those  who,  with  a  settled  income,  are  merely  desirous  of  settling 
down  comfortably  where  a  reasonable  amount  of  fishing  and  shooting 
is  to  be  enjoyed  alternating  with  the  routine  of  the  life  of  the  fields 
and  the  farm. 

The  first  two  classes  of  inquirers  may  find  some  useful  hints 

in  the  succeeding  chapter,  and  more  ample  information  in  the  numer- 
ous pamphlets  and  blue-books  published  by  the  Emigration  Depart- 

ment of  the  Government  of  Nova  Scotia.-^  These  should  bear  in 

mind  that  to  achieve  success  in  any  career  three  things  are  neces- 
sary :  native  talent,  close  application,  and  experience.  The  pur- 
suit of  farming  is  no  exception  to  the  rule.  Sporting  inclinations 

must  be  ruthlessly  suppressed.  The  farmer  must  watch  the  sky 
much  as  a  general  the  moves  of  his  enemy,  and  be  ready  to  take 
instant  advantage  of  weather  changes  either  adverse  or  in  his  favour. 
To  an  unduly  prolonged  stay  on  a  salmon  river  (when  the  June 
run,  to  be  sure,  was  at  its  height)  I  attribute  the  loss  of  a  valuable 
horse,  and  between  the  sudden  appearance  of  a  flight  of  black  duck 
and  the  failure  to  house  in  good  condition  a  fine  crop  of  ripe  oats 

I  can  establish  a  close  connexion.  As  a  general  rule  Rowan's 
remark  is  quite  true  :  '  that  wild  sports  of  the  Canadian  forest 
are  no  more  within  the  reach  of  the  Canadian  settler  who  has  to 

make  his  way  and  get  his  living,  than  is  a  Highland  deer  forest  or  a 

grouse  moor  the  ordinary  property  of  an  English  farmer.' 
To  the  third  class — neither  the  working  man  nor  the  small  capital- 

^  These  are  to  be  procured  by  application  to  the  Provincial  Secretary, 
Halifax,  Nova  Scotia  :    Emigration  Department. 
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ist,  but  the  man  with  fixed  income,  be  it  more  or  less — emigration 
is  not  quite  so  serious  a  matter,  because  he  is  able  to  return  home  if 
he  does  not  find  his  surroundings  to  his  liking.     Success  in  the  far 

W^est  is  often  only  to  be  had  by  the  sacrifice  of  many  good  things 
in  life  which  can  only  be  found  in  an  older  community  like  Nova 

Scotia.     I  might  cover  page  after  page  with  glowing  and  attractive 
pictures  of  the  possibilities  of  rustic  peace  and  cheerful  simplicity 

of  life  out  here  to  one  '  to  the  manner  bom  '  :    the  true  lover   of 
the  life  of  the  farm  and  the  forest.     Not  only  people  w^hose  means 
are  uncomfortably  short  may  profitably  settle  in  the  province  of 
Nova  Scotia,  but  those  with  resources  of  mind  and  pocket  may 
obtain  new  vigour  by  the  return   to   nature,    by  the  enjoyments 

possible  in  a  country  that  is  not  yet  pressed  for  breathing  space. 
Some  patch  of  earth  which  endears  itself  to  the  heart,  carefully 
cultivated  and  guarded,  may  yield  more  continuous  pleasure  than 
any  other  manner  of  life,  provided  that  the  reward  of  a  wholesome 
and  happy  existence  is  held  a  worthier  aim  than  the  ceaseless  round 
of  getting  and  spending  and  the  hot  scramble  for  dollars.     The 

soothing  and  invigorating  sights  and  sounds  of  the  country-side,  it 
may  be  the  flashing  of  the  landscape  under  the  spring  sunshine,  or 
the  good  smell  of  the  brown  earth  as  the  ploughshare  speeds  on  its 

errand  ;    the  response  of  the  land  to  intelligence  and  well-directed 
labour  ;    the  sleek  herds  at  pasture  ;    the  cheerfulness  of  heavily 
laden  fruit  trees,  make  irresistible  appeal  to  these  fortunate  ones  who 

find  farming  a  vitally  interesting  occupation,  and  have  a  deep  instinc- 

tive feeling  for  the  land  '  bred  in  the  bone.'     In  Canada  one  seems 
to  get  closer  to  the  heart  of  nature  than  in  the  old  country.     To 
many  minds.there  is  a  distinct  fascination  in  living  in  a  country  where, 

to  quote  Hookham  Frere,  '  the  Almighty  has  kept  large  portions 
of  the  land  in  His  own  hands.'    The  more  sharply  defined  contrasts 
furnished  by  the  climate  and  the  seasons  constitute  to  many  a 
peculiar  charm.     Each  season  has  its  varied  attractions.     Even 

'  torpid  and  taciturn  winter  '  has  its  keen  outdoor  enjoyments  : 
skating  on  the  frozen  lakes,  snow  shoeing  on  the  powdery  white 
wastes,  sleighing  on  the  highway  worn  to  a  slippery  smoothness 

by  the  winter's  traffic. 
What  can  be  more  beautiful  and  exhilarating  than  a  fine  winter 

morning  after  hours  of  continuous  snowfall  ?  You  look  out  on  a 
white  w^orld.  All  the  soils  and  stains  of  earth  are  blotted  out. 
Beneath  the  clear  blue  sky  the  facets  of  the  snow  crystals  glitter 
like  diamonds.  The  landscape  sparkles  like  some  fairyland.  The 
atmosphere  is  keen  and  bracing.  The  beneficent  snow,  moreover, 
not  only  provides  the  most  pleasant  mode  of  all  possible  travelling, 
but   it  shields  and  enriches  the  soil,  distributes  water  gradually, 
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and  renders  easy  winter  tasks  of  the  farm,  such  as  the  important 
one  of  felHng  trees  and  filhng  up  the  woodyard. 

The  return  of  spring  is  always  eagerly  looked  for. 

Summer  is  coming,  summer  is  coming  ! 
I  know  it,   I  know  it,   I  know  it  ! 

Light  again,  leaf  again,  love  again  ! 

Yes  !    my  wild  little  Poet   

The  first  note  of  its  coming  is  sounded  by  the  wild  geese  passing 

over  high  in  the  air,  bound  for  their  breeding  grounds  in  Baffin's 
Land  or  Hudson's  Bay.  Soon  after,  on  some  warm  evening,  the 
drumming  of  the  breeding  snipe  is  heard  over  the  lonely  marshlands  ; 
a  woodcock  is  seen  feeding  at  the  brookside  ;  the  faint  croakings 
from  little  wayside  pools  tell  that  the  softer  airs  are  reviving  the 
torpid  reptile  life  :  then  httle  green  spears  are  thrust  upwards  in 
the  russet  fields,  and  the  migrant  birds  swarm  over  the  bare  pastures. 
Now  the  plough  is  brought  out  and  planting  is  presently  in  full 
swing.  All  thoughts  of  sport  are  laid  aside  until  seeding  time  is 
over.  By  this  time  the  trout  are  once  more  in  good  condition  after 
the  glut  of  the  mayfl\%  and  excursions  to  the  lakes  with  little 
portable  canvas  canoes  are  in  order. 

The  advent  of  summer  brings  many  tasks  on  the  farm,  a  ceaseless 
warfare  against  the  weeds,  which  if  let  alone  would  soon  destroy  all 

prospects  of  a  crop.  Delightful  is  the  progress  of  the  summer 

season.  All  the  country-side  becomes  adorned  with  purple  masses 
of  rhodora  and  the  crimson  plumes  of  the  kalmias.  The  forest 

glades  throw  gusts  of  perfume  in  the  face  of  the  wayfarer.  The 

Linnaea  vine,  the  wild  cherry,  the  budding  firs,  the  '  balm  of  Gilead  ' 
poplars,  load  the  air  with  their  heavy-scented  fragrance.  Of  all 
summer  tasks  the  gathering  of  the  hay  crop  is  the  most  important  ? 

Autumn  is  a  season  of  prolonged  and  varied  enjoyments.  The 
pleasures  of  garden,  farm,  and  wood  may  be  alternated.  To  the 
sportsman  and  to  him  who  can  breathe  defiance  to  black  care  there 
is  a  loud  call  to  the  forest  and  the  open.  Game  is  at  its  prime. 

Shall  it  be  a  few  days'  snipe  shooting  with  your  trusty  old  friend, 
the  boon  companion  of  many  outings  which  lie  fair  in  the  memory  ? 
Or  shall  it  be  a  plunge  into  the  forest  with  a  native  Micmac  Indian 
as  your  guide  to  try  for  a  pair  of  moose  antlers  for  your  study  walls  ? 

Or  a  search  on  the  hills  covered  with  berry-bearing  shrubbery 
for  his  majesty  the  bear  ?  Exactly  as  taste  and  inclination  may 
dictate. 

After  the  Canadian  autumn  there  comes  the  marvellous  '  Indian 
summer  ' — a  brief  term  of  truce  to  the  encroachments  of  the  colds 
of  winter. 
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The  seasons  have  now  progressed  through  their  circle.  We 

are  back  again  to  the  time  of  the  crackhng  log-fire,  and  the  season 
of  social  activities. 

Heap  on  the  logs 
And  let  the  blaze  laugh  out. 

The  wild  flurry  of  the  winter  drift  against  the  pane  is  little  heeded, 

wh'le  the  flames  from  the  burning  wood  on  the  ample  hearth  are  no 
bad  substitute  for  the  gaudy  sunshine  of  summer. 

Undoubtedly  there  exists  in  Canada  some  subtle  charm  which 

strongly  attracts  the  old-country  man.  It  appeals  to  many  as  the 

most  attractive  of  all  the  colonies.  India, '  the  brightest  jewel  in  the 

Imperial  Crown,'  is  seldom  regarded  as  a  permanent  home.  South 
Africa  is  a  good  place  to  make  money  in  to  bring  home  to  spend. 
Australia  and  New  Zealand  are  too  remote  in  the  estimation  of 

many,  and  generally  speaking  the  climate  is  too  arid.  Canada  is 
the  nearest  colony  ;  its  climate  and  natural  features  most  nearly 
resemble  those  of  Britain.  Its  huge  forests,  great  lakes,  and  noble 
rivers,  its  rolling  prairies  and  majestic  mountains,  lend  it  a  flavour 
of  romance.     Most  Englishmen  when  they  know  it  well  love  it  well. 



Ill 
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THERE  arc  a  great  many  people  of  moderate  means  li\'ing  in 
Great  Britain  to-day  who  would  emigrate  if  they  knew 

of  the  capabilities  of  Nova  Scotia.'  These  words  were  said  to  the 
writer  only  the  other  day,  by  an  Englishman,  who  for  many  years 

past  has  resided  in  the  pretty  little  rural  village  of  Hebron,  Yar- 
mouth County,  Nova  Scotia.  He  lives  in  a  tidy  farm-cottage,  and 

is  bringing  up  and  educating  satisfactorily  a  healthy  promising 

young  family. 

Another,  who  is  not  a  Canadian  and  can  therefore  give  an  inde- 

pendent opinion,  writes  as  follows  : — 

'  Undoubtedly  Nova  Scotia  offers  many  attractions  as  a  place 
of  residence  to  men  of  small  or  moderate  incomes,  who  are  fond  of 

sport  and  outdoor  life,  and  who  from  lack  of  means  are  unable  to 
gratify  their  tastes  in  Great  Britain,  owing  to  the  increasing  cost  of 
all  field  sports,  shooting,  hunting,  fishing,  in  a  thickly  populated 
country. 

'  There  are  opportunities  and  openings  for  the  rising  generation 
which  an  old  and  thickly  populated  country  like  Great  Britain 
cannot  now  offer. 

'  Nova  Scotia  is,  I  may  say,  with  possibly  the  exception  of 

British  Columbia,  the  most  "  English  "  part  of  Canada,  so  many 

people  from  the  "  old  country  "  having  settled  in  it,  and  any  one 
going  there  from  Great  Britain  would  very  soon  feel  himself  at 
home  and  amongst  friends. 

'  A  man  can  buy  a  farm  for  what  he  would  often  pay  in  rent  for 
a  year  in  Great  Britain.  Some  of  his  land  might  be  rough  and 

require  considerable  work  before  it  could  be  brought  to  a  pro- 
ductive stage.  However,  it  being  his  own  farm  and  all  improve- 

ments made  being  for  his  own  benefit,  this  fact  becomes  a  great 
incentive  to  a  man  to  work  hard  and  improve  his  own  property. 
From  an  agricultural  standpoint  the  peculiar  value  of  Nova  Scotia 

is  for  the  man  of  moderate  means,  who  has  a  good  practical  acquain- 
tance with  farming  in  its  various  branches.     To  the  son  of  the 
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small  tenant  farmer,  if  he  is  a  shrewd  hard-working  young  man,  well 
up  in  the  working  of  land  and  the  management  and  care  of  stock, 

and  with  some  capital,  Nova   Scotia  offers  an  inviting  field.'  ̂  
After  all,  experience  is  the  real  test.  From  Englishmen  com- 

fortably settled  in  their  farm  homes  such  statements  as  the  follow- 
ing made  to  the  writer  carry  weight. 

Says  one  :  '  Many  Englishmen  with  a  fixed  income  of  modest 
dimensions  could  live  in  much  greater  comfort  here  than  they  can 

in  the  old  country.' 
Another  writes  :  '  I  am  quite  sanguine  about  the  success  of 

farming  in  the  (Annapolis)  Valley,  and  belie\'e  that  the  right  man 
with  the  right  methods  can  make  as  great  profits  as  in  the  North- 

west.' 
It  must  always  be  borne  in  mind  that  the  impressions  of  a  new 

en\'ironment  of  one  who  has  been  comfortably  situated  in  the  mother- 

land, and  of  another  who  has  been  '  down  on  his  luck,'  muat  of 
necessity  be  widely  different.  To  the  latter  emigration  is  likely 
to  prove  a  relief,  to  the  former  a  hardship.  Many  a  man  has  left 
Great  Britain  who  has  saved  a  wreck  of  his  fortune,  or  who  has  got 
together  a  little  money  by  risk  and  hard  work.  He  comes  to 
Canada,  works  for  wages  for  a  year  or  two,  places  his  money  in  a 
bank,  and  presently  becomes  a  landed  proprietor  ;  feels  he  can 
amount  to  something  in  Canada  ;  becomes  pleased  with  his  greater 
freedom  of  movement  and  the  general  friendliness,  and  sociability 
of  his  neighbours,  with  the  diminished  pressure  of  class  prejudice  ; 
and  finds  the  climate,  though  severe,  a  tonic  to  his  whole  physical 

and  moral  nature.  All  these  benefits  he  has  gained  without  re- 
nouncing his  flag  or  changing  his  language.     To  him  emigration 

^  Mr.  John  Howard,  Agent-General  for  Nova  Scotia,  sent  to  the  Canadian 
Gazette  of  October  17,  1907,  the  following  note  on  opportunities  in  Nova 

Scotia  for  a  certain  class  of  settlers  :  '  There  are  at  present  opportunities 
for  buying  good  land  cheap  on  what  is  called  the  North  jMountain,  which 
is  only  a  small  elevation  with  an  extensive  plateau.  It  hes  between  the 
Annapolis  Basin  and  the  Bay  of  Fundy,  and  much  of  the  land  can  be  bought 

at  extremely  low  prices,  less  than  a  year's  rent  in  England.  "  I  wish," 
says  the  Nova  Scotian  writer,  "  that  I  had  500  good  farmers  from  England, 
Scotland,  and  Ireland  with  a  little  capital  to  settle  on  this  land  and  show 
what  can  be  done.  I  am  certain  the  land  is  good,  and  only  needs  to  be  worked 
with  intelligence  and  patience.  It  is  a  great  place  to  raise  sheep,  all  products 
of  which  bring  good  prices  now,  and  prospects  of  better.  A  great  many 
varieties  of  fruit  grow  here  to  perfection,  and  with  the  improved  methods 

of  marketing  it  has  great  possibilities  in  store."  Nova  Scotia  may  well 
claim  more  attention  among  British  immigrants.  There  are  many  excellent 
chances  in  the  ;Maritime  Provinces  for  the  small  holder  ;  cost  of  living  is  com- 

paratively low,  social  conditions  well  developed,  and  there  exist  no  great 

extremes  of  temperature.' 
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spells  success  from  start  to  finish.  Canada  has  transmuted  adversity 
into  good  fortune.  Take  another  case  :  that  of  a  man  of  gentle 
breeding  brought  up  among  men  of  leisure  like  country  gentlemen 

in  England  ;  a  good  rider,  a  first-class  shot,  a  judge  of  sound  claret, 
and  fond  of  golf  and  cricket.  He  might  find  a  similar  environment 

not  at  all  to  his  taste,  and  feel  acutely  the  absence  of  class  distinc- 
tions and  the  loss  of  accustomed  pleasures.  To  liim  emigration 

might  not  appear  in  cjuite  so  attractive  a  light  ;  at  all  e^■ents  until 
he  had  adapted  himself  to  his  environment,  and  got  rid  of  the 

dead  weight  of  old  ideas  and  habits. ^ 
The  present  opportunity  of  acquiring  improved  farms  in  Nova 

Scotia,  often  including  good  orchards,  at  very  profitable  prices 

may  not  last  very  long.- 

There  is  a  splendid  demand  for  the  products  of  '  mixed  farming  ' 
in  Nova  Scotia.  The  farmer  who  comes  to  this  province  will  come 
to  a  country  where  the  demand  of  the  local  home  market  far  exceeds 

the  supply.  How  is  it  that  oats  are  retailing  to-day  in  Halifax  at 
70  cents  (almost  ̂ s.  stg.)  per  bushel — imported  oats — while  there 
exist  vast  stretches  of  unfilled  land,  which  can  be  had  at  trifling 
cost,  which  could  easily  be  made  to  produce  between  35  and  40 
bushels  per  acre  ?  How  comes  it  that  when  lambs  readily  bring 
from  $3  to  $4  each  ( i.e.  from  12s.  to  i6s.  stg.),  and  wool  is  eagerly 
bought  up  at  30  cents  per  pound  (is.  3^.),  there  are  large  vacant 
tracts  in  various  districts  peculiarly  suited  for  sheep  runs  to  be 
purchased  for  little  money  ?  How  is  it  that  Nova  Scotia  imports 
not  only  large  quantities  of  hay,  oats,  barley,  butter,  eggs,  poultry, 
but  beef  also  from  Prince  Edward  Island  and  Upper  Canada,  when 
home  production  might  be  made  to  pay  a  handsome  profit  ?  One 
explanation  of  this  state  of  things  is  that  there  is  very  little  of  what 

may  be  called  '  good  '  farming  in  Nova  Scotia  :  another  is  that  the 
lure  of  the  West  and  the  nearness  of  the  province  to  the  great 
Republic,  loses  a  great  deal  of  the  young  blood  which  should  enrich 

1  Mr.  Keir  Hardie  was  quite  right  in  his  recent  remark  made  in  Canada 

that  '  adaptabiUty  to  changed  conditions  is  a  first  essential  in  a  new  country.' 
This  faculty  is  far  oftener  found  wanting  in  English  emigrants  than  in  Scotch 
or  Irish,  and  accounts  for  90  per  cent,  of  the  failures. 

-  This  is  particularly  true  within  the  writer's  knowledge  of  the  values 
of  large  tracts  of  land  in  Hants,  Yarmouth  and  North  Queen's  Counties, 
admirably  adapted  for  fruit  growing  and  general  farming,  and  of  extensive 
areas  in  Antigonish  County  peculiarly  suitable  for  sheep.  To  quote  the 
Principal  of  the  Agricultural  College  at  Truro,  M.  Cumming,  B.A.,  B.S.A.  : 

'  A  settlement  of  congenial  British  farmers  can  take  up  lands  here  at  very 
moderate  prices,  and  work  along  lines  of  general  farming  in  the  early  part 
of  their  career,  with  the  idea,  however,  of  having  profitable  orchards  in  from 

ten  to  fifteen  years.' 
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the  veins  of  her  agricultural  districts.  Both  of  these  reasons  point 

to  the  opening  which  undoubtedly  exists  here  to-day  for  muscle 
and  industry  reinforced  by  brains  ;  for  putting  into  the  business 
of  agriculture  the  qualities  which  command  success  in  other  industrial 
pursuits  :    improved  methods,  and  the  power  to  direct  labour. 

There  are  undoubtedly  opportunities  for  those  who  will  take  up 

dairying  seriously,  for  Nova  Scotia,  with  its  well-watered  pastures 
and  exceptional  markets,  is  naturally  a  dairying  province.  There 

are  from  50  to  60  per  cent,  of  the  best  farming  lands  vacant  to-day 
awaiting  labour  to  make  them  productive.  There  are  only  about 
$1,000,000  worth  of  apples  grown  annually  in  Nova  Scotia,  while 
thirty  times  that  amount  might  within  two  decades  be  readily 

produced.  Much  the  same  possibilities  exist  for  almost  all  the  pro- 
ducts of  mixed  farming. 

Nova  Scotia  has  very  large  areas  of  valuable  hardwood  :  beech, 

yellow  and  white  birch,  oak  and  three  varieties  of  maple.  This 
renders  profitable  the  production  of  material  for  wooden  ships, 
flooring,  cooperage  and  the  manufacture  of  furniture,  railway  cars 
and  vehicles.  The  United  States  is  within  measurable  distance 

of  the  end  of  its  hardwood  supply,  which  is  estimated  at  the  present 
rate  of  consumption  to  endure  only  fifteen  years  longer.  During 

the  last  seven  or  eight  years  the  waning  supply,  with  rather  a  tend- 
ency of  decrease  than  increase  in  demand,  has  forced  up  prices  from 

25  to  65  per  cent.  Obviously  Nova  Scotia's  hardwood  forest  cannot 
fail  to  prove  an  asset  of  great  importance,  and  presents  an  attractive 
opportunity  for  investment. 

'  The  tools,'  said  Carlyle,  '  to  the  man  who  can  handle  them.' 
The  farm,  the  forest,  the  fisheries,  the  mining  resources,  the  water 

powers  of  Nova  Scotia — these  are  the  five  quarries  in  the  rough 
out  of  which  those  who  can  handle  the  tools  can  hew  greatness  and 

prosperity.  Providence  has  furnished  Nova  Scotia  with  natural 
resources  on  a  lavish  scale  :  she  is  only  waiting  for  the  men  who 

can  turn  the  opportunity  to  advantage  to  make  her  wealthy  beyond 
Uw  dreams  of  avarice.  Many  such  men  have  arrived,  but  there 
is  room  for  many  more.  The  Steel  Works  of  New  Glasgow  are  the 
direct  result  of  the  life-work  of  Mr.  Graham  Fraser,  who  started 
in  fife  as  a  blacksmith.  The  little  town  of  Amherst  has  been  made 

a  \-critable  hive  of  industry  by  the  enterprise  and  initiative  of  a 
small  group  of  indi\iduals.  The  building  firm  of  Rhodes  &  Curry, 
the  Robb  Engineering  Company,  sending  their  finished  products  to 

J>ritain,  Spain,  India  and  Australia,  prove  what  can  be  done.  '  These 
men,'  to  quote  from  a  recent  speech  of  the  Premier  of  Nova  Scotia, 
'  took  advantage  of  the  natural  resources  and  surroundings  of  their 
particular  towns — master  minds  who  grasped  their  opportunities 



20  TO-DAY'S  OPPORTUNITY  IN  NOVA  SCOTIA 

to  turn  natural  advantages  to  account.'  Individual  energy  and 
initiative  applied  to  agriculture  in  Nova  Scotia  to-day  cannot  fail 
of  the  same  success  which  these  equalities  are  earning  in  commercial 
enterprise. 

'  We  have  thousands  of  happy  homes '  (again  to  quote  Premier 
Murray)  'among  the  agricultural  classes  of  this  country,  just  as 
happy  farming  homes  as  you  will  lind  under  the  flag  of  any  country 
in  the  world.  We  can,  in  my  judgment,  in  almost  every  section  of 
this  province,  where  we  use  intelligence  and  industry,  support  a 

happy  and  contented  population  uj)()n  our  agricultural  lands.  But 
agriculture,  while  it  means  everything  to  the  West,  and  great  as 
it  may  be  in  Nova  Scotia,  does  not  by  any  means  measure  the 

resources  of  Nova  Scotia.  It  is  not  enough  to-day  to  be  a  nation 
or  province  of  one  industry  to  take  a  proper  place  in  the  affairs  of 
the  world.  The  strong  feature  of  any  country  is  in  having  a  great 
variety  of  resources,  and  in  our  variety  of  resources  lies  the  great 

strength  of  our  province. '^ 
The  abundance  of  coal  and  iron  and  other  metals  suggests  that 

these  elements  may  eventually  do  for  Nova  Scotia  w'hat  they  have 
done  for  England  ;  suggest  naturally  the  export  of  these  in  the 

form  of  implements,  tools,  machinery — even  steel  ships — and  other 
finished  products.  This  in  turn  involves  a  larger  field  for  the 
products  of  the  farm. 

Were  the  immense  potentialities  of  Nova  Scotia  fully  understood, 
which  it  is  safe  to  assert  are  rarely  surpassed  wdthin  any  spot  on 
the  globe  of  the  same  area,  there  is  little  doubt  that  a  jet  of  that 

1  The  following  table  shows  that  the  value  of  Nova  Scotian  products 
for  the  year  1907  amounted  to  nearly  $107,000,000,  which  is  a  sum  equiva- 

lent to  an  average  of  $1,000  (^200)  for  each  family  in  the  province: — 
Coal   ....... 
Coke  ....... 
Gold   

Gypsum,  Limestone  and  otiier  IMinerals 
Stone  and  Building  Material 
Pig  Iron     ...... 
Steel   
Steel  Rails,  Rods,  etc. 
Fisheries     ...... 

Manufactures,  Ships  and  Freights 
Products  of  the  Farm 
Products  of  the  Forest 

$13,875,000 

1,925,000 
265,000 

975,000 310,000 1,385,000 

4,100,000 
8,150,000 

9,200,000 

39,800,000 
23,500,000 

3,750,000 Total         ....      $107,235,000 

These  figures  obviously  point  to  no  mean  degree  of  prosperity,  and  yet 
most  of  the  great  natural  resources  of  Nova  Scotia  are  only  in  the  intitial 
stage  of  their  development. 
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great  tide  of  emigration  setting  so  steadily  westward  ^  would  be 
diverted  advantageously  to  her  shores,  where  the  heavy  price  paid 
for  material  prosperity  by  pioneers  of  former  generations  in  raw- 

ness and  discomfort  of  life  is  no  longer  exacted  ;  where  the  right 
class  of  men  can  find  a  fitting  and  profitable  sphere  for  their  activities 

amid  comfortable  and  well-ordered  surroundings  ;  where  the  lead- 
ing problems  confronting  a  new  country — such  as  education  and 

transportation — are  happily  settled. 
The  free  rural  schools  and  high  schools,  the  technical  college,  the 

agricultural  college,  the  Government  educational  institutions  of  the 
model  orchard,  the  model  travelling  dairy,  and  the  experimental  farm, 
all  these  practically  free  and  splendidly  equipped  institutions  offer 
their  advantages  to  all  who  will  embrace  them.  To  quote  Howard  A. 

Kennedy,  author  of  New  Canada  :  '  Probably  no  other  branch  of 
Government  activity  has  conferred  such  immense  and  direct  benefits 

on  the  population  of  any  country  as  the  experimental  farm  system 
of  Canada.  Experiments  are  constantly  being  made  by  men  of 
the  highest  skill  to  discover,  and  even  to  produce,  such  varieties 
of  plant  life  as  can  be  grown  \\ith  the  greatest  success  and  the 
highest  profit  in  all  the  various  climates  and  soils  with  which  Canadian 
farmers  have  to  grapple.  Not  only  is  the  information  thus  obtained 
put  freely  at  the  disposal  of  every  farmer  in  the  Dominion,  but  the 
seeds  and  plants  raised  and  tested  at  the  experimental  farms  can 

be  obtained  by  any  farmer  who  is  willing  regularly  to  report  the 

results  he  gets  from  them.' 
In  concluding  this  chapter  it  may  be  said  as  a  final  word  that  the 

many  favourable  conditions  for  manufacturing  that  exist  to-day 
in  Nova  Scotia  furnish  an  opportunity  to  the  enterprising  capitalist 
which  can  readily  be  demonstrated,  but  which  has  seldom  been 
stated  with  sufficient  emphasis. 

^  The  total  emigration  to  Canada  for  the  year   1907  exceeded  a  quarter of  a  milhon. 



WINTER  :  THE  FROZEN  LAKE. 

IV 

THE  CYCLE  OF  THE  SEASONS 

EVERY  normal  Anglo-Saxon  has  in  his  nature,  however  deeply 
hidden,  some  latent  reminiscence  of  primitive  instincts  not 

quite  eliminated  by  the  habits  of  civilized  life.  V.'e  are  all  more 
or  less  susceptible  to  a  sort  of  nostalgia  for  the  woods  and  wilds, 

where  life  may  be  lived  in  perfect  accordance  with  nature's  demands. 
Hence  it  is  not  because  Canada  is  the  nearest  colony  that  she  remains 
for  so  many  Englishmen  the  most  attractive  and  desirable  of  all 
the  colonies  ;  nor  yet  because  her  climate,  fauna  and  natural  features 

conform  more  closely  to  those  of  the  mother-country,  but  chiefly 
on  account  of  the  glamour  of  romance  which  broods  over  her 

primeval  forests,  boundless  prairies,  and  majestic  lakes  and  rivers. 
The  climate  of  Nova  Scotia,  exhibiting  as  it  does  so  many  phases 

of  deep  interest,  and  presenting  far  sharper  contrasts  between  the 
seasons  than  that  of  Great  Britain,  matures  a  hardy  and  powerful 

race  of  men.  Each  period  has  its  own  fitting  open-air  occupation. 
Even  winter  has  its  peculiar  attractions,  and  the  intense  exhilara- 

tion of  outdoor  exercise  in  the  invigorating  frosty  atmosphere  of 
winter  is  preferred  by  many  to  the  more  languid  pleasures  of  summer. 
The  transition  period  of  a  few  weeks,  which  neither  falls  under  the 
category  of  winter  nor  yet  of  spring,  is  the  only  tedious  interval. 
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At  that  time  the  country-side  wears  a  rather  dishevelled  aspect, 
and  draggled  strips  of  what  once  was  white  snow  fringe  the  edge 
of  the  muddy  roads.  At  length  towards  the  close  of  March  warm 
rains  have  completed  their  task  and  washed  bare  the  tawny  fields 
and  pastures.  Presently  the  subtle  odour  of  spring  pervades  the 

softened  breeze  ;  the  sweep  sap  of  the  sugar-maples  rushes  to  the 
very  topmost  twigs  ;  and  on  all  sides  one  sees  sudden  stirrings  of 

life,  where  erstwhile  the  features  of  nature  reposed  in  death-like 
silence. 

The  first  scouts  and  heralds  of  advancing  spring  are  occasional 

skeins  of  wild  geese  flying  northward  to  their  breeding-grounds  in 

WINTER  ;    AFTER    A    DAY  S    DUCK  SHOOTING. 

sub-Arctic  tundra  or  the  cool  meadows  of  the  Hudson  Bay,  majestic- 
ally cleaving  the  air  in  harrow-like  formation.  So  high  do  these 

wild  geese  fly  that  it  is  difficult  to  make  them  out  clearly,  but  in 
spite  of  the  distance  their  strident  clangorous  calls  smite  heavily  on 
the  ear.  The  bleating  of  the  snipe  is  one  of  the  first  sure  signs  of 
established  spring  weather.  Very  significant  is  that  sound,  dowering 
with  strange  grace  the  lonely  marsh  levels,  hovering  over  some 

low-lying  barren  moist  tract  stubbornly  recalcitrant  to  the  prosaic 
demands  of  the  farmer  ;  the  drumming  of  the  breeding  snipe  high 
in  the  clear  brightness  of  the  evening  sky  sounds  like  some  soft 

reveille  to  tender  blue  skies  and  all  the  pleasing  activities  of  awaken- 
ing nature.     With  April  come  enormous  flocks  of  the  American 
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robin  (a  species  of  thrush),  which  may  be  seen  hopping  about  the 
bare  russet  fields  searching  dihgently  for  stray  earthworms.  The 

rich  strains  of  the  song-sparrow,  the  plaintive  little  trills  of  the  blue- 
bird, the  sweet  low  whistle  of  the  blackbird,  now  mingle  with  the 

drowsy  hum  of  honey  bees  as  the  air  steadily  grows  more  soft  and 

balmy  day  by  day.  The  \'ast  number  of  migrants  arriving  are  not, 
however,  all  destined  to  remain.  Immense  flocks  are  on  their 

way  to  disperse  in  various  directions  towards  the  north,  among 

them  that  to  sportsmen  peculiarly  interesting  owl-like,  russet- 
coated  little  bird,  the  American  woodcock,  which  is  the  very  first 
migrant  coming  after  the  wild  geese,  and  may  often  be  seen,  before 
the  snow  is  thawed  in  the  early  morning  and  evening  twilights, 
feeding  in  the  vicinity  of  warm  muddy  springs,  where  the  temperature 

is  more  equable  than  that  of  the  ice-fed  brooks. 
Not  until  the  middle  of  May  does  vegetation  begin  to  grow 

with  any  rapidity.  To  this  rule,  however,  there  is  one  notable 

exception.  That  sweet  little  trailing  arbutus,  E-pigcea  repens, 
adopted  as  the  emblem  of  the  province  of  Nova  Scotia,  known  as 

'  the  mayflower,'  which  stars  the  sea-green  mosses  with  roseate 
petals,  and  throws  out  gusts  of  delicate  perfume  ere  yet  the  winter 
may  fairly  be  said  to  be  over  and  done  with. 

Near  the  Atlantic  seaboard  the  progress  to  summer  is  like  to 

an  advancing  and  receding  tide,  a  balmy  air  to-day,  harking  back 

to  winter  weather  to-morrow.  By  degrees,  howcA-er,  the  higher 
sun  and  the  tempered  atmosphere  bring  out  the  crimson  flower 

clusters  of  the  red-blossoming  maple  ;  the  graceful  white  plumes 
of  the  Indian  pear  and  wild  cherry  break  like  a  white  foam  over  the 
wayside,  while  masses  of  wild  azalea,  blossoming  profusely  before 
the  birth  of  their  leafage,  cover  large  areas  of  the  barrens  with 
broad  lavender  patches.  The  olive  springy  mosses,  which  carpet 
the  dark  aisles  of  the  coniferous  forests,  are  dotted  with  the  white 

bloom  of  the  star-shaped  pigeon  berry  and  the  tender  purple  of  the 

pendant  '  lady's  slipper,'  while  the  twin  roseate  bells  of  the  feathery 
vine,  LinncBa  horealis,  load  the  air  with  delicious  fragrance.  Soon 
a  new  bright  foliage  is  unfurled  all  over  the  land,  and  the  forests 
quickly  assume  the  appearance  of  a  rolling  sea  of  vivid  verdure. 

The  warm  light  brings  out  into  relief  the  graceful  ta\\'ny  tassels  of 
the  alders  ;  the  tips  of  the  maple  saplings  grow  a  pale  lemon-gold 
streaked  with  blood-red  splashes,  while  the  swamp  \nUows,  lining 
the  watercourses,  glitter  with  a  fresh  metallic  sheen  adorning  their 

bead-like  rows  of  silver  catkins.  Nothing  can  be  brighter  or  more 
varied  than  the  Canadian  spring  leafage  in  its  first  purity  and 
freshness. 

About  the  middle  of  May  the  trout  in  all  the  lakes  and  ri\-ers 
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are  in  the  most  likely  mood  to  take  the  fly.  They  are  now  gorged 
with  the  mayfly  (which  is  black  in  colour  and  otherwise  quite  unlike 

the  English  species)  until  they  have  come  to  the  very  pink  of  con- 
dition. Every  rock  and  bush  at  the  edge  of  the  sheltered  lakes 

is  now  found  on  a  fine  warm  day  to  be  fairly  co\-ered  with  these 
choice  morsels  of  trout  diet.  At  times  the  insect  myriads  rise  on 
the  wing  until  they  suggest  a  cloud  of  smoke.  Vast,  indeed,  is  the 
number  of  lakes  scattered  broadcast  over  Nova  Scotia — often 

connected  by  streams  into  long  chains — affording  means  for  delight- 
ful expeditions,  by  means  of  a  birch-bark  canoe  or  light  draught 

boat,  far  into  the  penetralia  of  the  backwoods. 

SPRING  :    CARRYING    THE    CAIn lT    to    the    IKULT    LAKh,&. 

Early  in  May  schools  of  '  alewives  '  (fresh-water  herring)  begin 
to  migrate  up  all  the  principal  streams — where  their  ascent  is  not 

cruelly  barred  by  the  lumberman's  mill-dams — yielding  an  agreeable 
change  of  diet  to  the  settler  along  the  banks,  and  contributing  to 
the  support  of  his  family  during  the  long  winter  months.  They 
are  taken  by  means  of  dip  nets  attached  to  a  long  swinging  pole 
for  a  handle. 

Capital  sea-trout  fishing  is  to  be  had  in  many  of  the  wood- 
land streams  of  Nova  Scotia.  If  there  should  be  a  run  of  trout  not 

yet  entered  the  rivers,  one  may  take  a  boat  down  any  of  the  long 
estuaries  which  everywhere  indent  the  Atlantic  seaboard,  receiving 
some  woodland  stream  at  its  head.     Here  the  trout  lie  at  the  edge 
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SUMMER  :    THE    FIRST    OF    THE    JULY    RUN    OF    SEA-TROUT. 

of  the  sandbanks,  feeding  among  the  beds  of  golden  kelp  and 
seaweeds,  rushing  out  with  great  spirit  at  any  gaudy  fly,  although 

they  greatly  favour  a  '  white  admiral,'  else  a  fly  made  with  white 
wings  and  scarlet  hackle  about  the  body. 

Many  a  sportsman's  paradise  is  easily  accessible  by  steamboat 
or  railway.  Take  for  example  the  Eastern  Atlantic  seaboard  of 
Nova  Scotia.  The  coast  is  deeply  indented  by  pretty  fiords,  each 

receiving  its  sea-trout  or  salmon  stream,  separated  by  inter\'als  of 
only  a  few  miles.  Take  also  the  romantic  island  of  Cape  Breton. 
Nothing  can  exceed  the  striking  natural  beauty  of  many  of  the 
charming  streams  and  of  the  lakes  embosomed  in  the  woods  by 
which  they  are  fed. 

The  month  of  September  ushers  in  the  shooting  season  in  Nova 
Scotia,  when  all  wild  game  is  at  its  prime.  The  sportsman  can  now 

choose  between  cock-shooting  with  well-broken  pointers  or  setters 
in  the  coverts,  or  snipe-shooting  in  the  open.  Should  his  ambition 
run  towards  big  game— a  head  of  the  giant  moose,  the  graceful 
antlers  of  a  caribou  stag,  or  the  jet-black  pelt  of  the  American 

bear — he  should  hire  a  coupleof  sturdy  backwoodsmen,  or  preferably 
members  of  the  fast-vanishing  tribe  of  Micmac  Indians,  making  his 
way  into  the  interior  by  means  of  a  birch-bark  canoe  launched  on 
any  one  of  the  several  great  waterways  he  may  select.  Here  he 
may  spend  a  couple  of  pleasant  weeks  in  the  heart  of  the  wilderness, 
where  he  cannot  fail  to  learn  much  about  the  interesting  denizens 
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of  the  forest  and  their  ways,  and  will  not  fail  to  bring  back  many 
sylvan  trophies. 

In  the  progress  of  the  seasons  there  falls  in  every  quarter  of  the 
globe  some  brief  term  of  days  surpassing  all  others  in  the  charm 
they  are  capable  of  exercising  over  lovers  of  the  open.  There  is 
nothing  quite  like  the  Canadian  Indian  summer  elsewhere.  On 
the  far  verge  of  autumn  a  warm  sunny  interval  invariably  occurs 
between  the  first  cool  and  fitful  breath  of  October  and  the  dark 

storms  and  biting  cold  of  November  ;  sometimes  a  few  days  earlier 
and  sometimes  later  than  the  fall  of  the  leaf.  It  is  a  brief  term  of 

truce  to  the  encroachments  of  the  cold  of  winter.  There  suddenly 
comes  some  line  morning  a  different  sky,  a  different  atmosphere. 
A  widely  dispersed  brilliancy  of  light  and  colour,  due  no  doubt  to 
some  peculiar  atmospherical  conditions,  flashes  upon  mountain, 
lake  and  sea,  transforming  the  whole  face  of  nature,  until  even 

the  barren  wastes  of  wilderness  wear  an  aspect  of  sparkling  gaiety. 
Something  of  this  magical  effect  is  due  no  doubt  to  the  bright 

colours — orange,  Indian  red  and  flaming  scarlet — which  splash 
the  foliage  not  only  of  the  deciduous  trees  but  of  each  tiny  shrub, 

such  as  the  rhododendra,  azalea,  and  swamp-whortleberry.  The 
rich  blue  sky  wears  a  more  than  midsummer  softness  and  depth  ; 
the  water  seems  more  crystalline  ;  the  sun  sets  in  more  voluptuous 
splendours  than  at  other  times. 

Summer  is  departing  with  its  pride  and  profusion,  while  the 
face  of  nature  for  the  space  of  a  few  warm  transparent  days  is 

SUMMER  :    PLOVER-SHOOTING    OVER    DECOYS. 
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genial  and  serene.  But  yet  there  is  an  indefinable  touch  of  melan- 
choly interest  everywhere  present,  as  if  unseen  the  parallels  of  the 

enemy  were  hour  by  hour  being  brought  closer  to  the  ramparts  of 

summer's  citadel.  Possibly  on  the  afternoon  of  the  fourth  or  fifth 
day  of  this  bright  interval  the  mellow  atmosphere,  under  which 
all  nature  has  reposed  in  dreamy  languor,  yields  to  a  leaden  haze 
which  pales  the  yellow  sunlight.  This  dim  curtain  is  destined  to 
transform  itself  on  the  morrow  into  fierce  gusts  of  wind  and  showers 
of  rain. 

The  gorgeous  pageant  of  the  Indian  summer  is  at  an  end  for 
another  twelve  months.  The  saturnalia  are  over.  The  Canadian 

autumnal  season  in  allegorical  designs  is  not  correctly  personified 

AUTUMN  :  READY  FOR  A  TRAMP. 

in  accordance  with  the  general  idea  by  the  figure  of  a  melancholy 

sad-eyed  maid  ;  rather  it  whirls  before  us  like  some  mad  maenad 

scattering  with  debonair  graces  '  the  magnificent  ashes  of  autumn,' 
left  by  the  passing  of  fierce  flames  of  scarlet  and  gold  over  the 
northern  woodlands. 

Happy  the  sportsman  who,  for  a  few  bright  October  days,  has 

left  '  the  weariness,  the  fever,  and  the  fret  '  of  the  populous  city 
to  wander  through  woodland  paths  ankle  deep  in  the  rusthng  leafage, 

kicking  aside  '  the  flying  gold  of  ruin'd  woodlands.'  He  listens  to 
the  pulsating  reverberations  of  the  rufted  grouse  bursting  into 
the  open  from  the  fringes  of  some  abandoned  clearing,  and 

speedily  drops  into  his  game-bag  a  couple  or  two  of  the  little  red 
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woodcock,  or  a  few  brace  of  snipe  from  the  intervale  levels.  The 

common  little  brown  hare  has  more  than  once  crossed  his  path,  but, 

in  order  not  to  spoil  his  well-broken  dogs  for  '  feathers,'  he  has 
refrained  from  loosing  at  the  little  vanishing  lumps  of  brown  fur. 

He  has  perhaps  discovered  a  spot  where  a  flock  of  '  blue-wing  ' 
duck  are  in  the  habit  of  spending  their  evenings,  by  signs  of 

down-trodden  aquatic  plants,  muddy  appearance  of  the  water, 
and  a  few  floating  downy  feathers.  As  he  lies  in  ambush  for  his 
expected  shot,  he  hears  once  more  the  clangorous  metallic  notes  of  a 

flock  of  travehing  geese,  and  looking  up  sees  a  long  undulating 
straggling  aerial  line,  stretching  away  for  many  a  rood  against  the 
evening  sky,  bent  on  their  prodigious  journey  from  the  far  north  to 
the  sunny  savannahs  which  border  the  Gulf  of  Mexico.  The  season 
has  come  its  full  cycle. 



V 

A  DAY  ON  A  NOVA  SCOTIAN  TROUT  LAKE 

THE  lake,  as  I  first  saw  it,  glimmering  and  flashing  beneath 
the  direct  rays  of  the  midday  sun  like  a  sheet  of  burnished 

silver,  reflected  a  clear  image  of  the  frowning  granite  rock  walls 
running  sheer  down  into  serene  depths.  Directly  in  front,  for  a  mile 
or  more,  the  rough  stretch  of  landscape  swept  away  in  a  succession 
of  bold  undulations,  billow  succeeding  billow,  until  finally,  plunging 
steeply  downwards,  these  broke  into  the  oily  calm  of  its  sleeping 
waters.  The  scene  might  strike  the  casual  beholder  as  a  mere 

melancholy  waste  of  desolate  silence,  or  it  might  exert  an  inexpres- 
sible charm  by  the  unquestionable  fascination  of  its  wild  wayward 

grace  and  a  mystery  of  inexplicable  rugged  beauty.  It  was  a 
stretch  of  landscape  rich  in  variety  of  colour.  The  play-  of  the 
brilliant  sunlight  touched  each  point  of  the  rock  terraces  with  a 

glittering  salience.  Their  exposed  weather-worn  slopes  were  diver- 
sified by  clusters  of  tasselled  alders,  still  wearing  the  fresh  tints  of 

their  early  verdure  ;  splashed  here  and  there  with  the  pale  olive 
greens  of  little  coppices  of  beech  saplings  ;  dotted  with  a  few  black 

'clumps  of  dwarf  mountain  pine — weak  stragglers  from  the  belt  of 
dark  forest  bordering  the  distant  shore,  separated  from  the  lake 
by  a  wide  beach  of  silvery  sand. 

The  air  was  quiet,  save  for  the  clear  bell-like  notes  of  that 
cheerful  songster  of  the  Canadian  wilderness,  the  white- throated 
sparrow,  repeated  again  and  again  from  the  tallest  of  a  group  of 

gaunt  stems  of  fire-killed  pines.  A  pair  of  white-necked  ospreys 
soared  high  overhead  in  majestic  circles,  now  and  again  indulging 
in  shrill  screams,  intended  as  a  menace  to  the  invaders  of  their 
sanctuary. 

On  the  shores  of  the  lake  there  seemed  to  be  no  one  place  more 
likely  than  another  for  a  cast.  Almost  everywhere  the  water 
was  dimpled  by  the  rising  trout.  Faint  puffs  of  a  balmy  westerly 
breeze  kept  incessantly  driving  the  mayflies,  weak  on  the  wing, 
in  masses  to  the  sheltering  lee  side  of  the  boulders  and  behind 

clumps  of  alder  coppice,  until  there  the  atmosphere  looked  as  if 
filled  with  a  dense  smoke.     The  faintest  breath,  catching  the  feeble 
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insects  newly  emerged  from  their  cases,  scattered  them  in  multitudes 
over  the  surface  of  the  lake,  to  be  eagerly  seized  by  the  feeding  trout. 
On  occasions  the  trout  appeared  to  collect  in  a  big  school  and  make 
a  complete  circuit  of  the  lake  at  the  distance  of  a  moderate  cast 
from  the  shore.  Should  one  rise  at  this  juncture,  he  is  usually 
marvellously  unsophisticated  in  his  procedure. 

The  water  fairly  '  boils  '  as  they  break  briskly  in  their  progress 
of  triumph,  greedily  gorging  themselves  until  they  become  almost 
entirely  indifferent  to  the  artificial  lure,  although  positively  ravenous 

for  the  half-dead  ephemerae.  They  can  now  at  length  forget  the 
hard  fare  of  the  long  winter  days  before  the  loosening  of  the  ice, 
when  they  languidly  sought  for  spots  of  open  water  and  disdained 

A    IVl'ICAL    .NOVA    SCOTIAX    TROUT    LAKE. 

not  to  seize  the  bit  of  pork  let  down  through  the  ice  hole  by  the 
rustic  urchin,  or  a  pectoral  fin  of  one  of  their  own  brethren  dangled 

in  the  open  water  of  the  '  run  in  '. 
The  mayfl}^  soon  puts  in  the  pink  of  condition  the  lively  fish 

which  swim  in  the  pellucid  waters  of  such  a  clear  rock-margined 
lake  as  this.  Note  the  small  well-shaped  head,  the  broad  back, 
the  well-proportioned  form,  the  swift  dash  at  the  fly,  and  the  spirited 
contest  for  dear  life  as  the  slender  6-oz.  rod  is  arched  to  the  butt 

by  some  plump  gamey  trout,  not  much  over  the  pound,  whose 
phick  and  leaping  powers  are  often  rewarded  by  escaping  his  fate 
within  the  very  jaws  of  the  landing  net.  How  different  in  every 

essential  from  the  trout  of  the  low-lying  marsh-fringed  forest  lake, 
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with  muddy  bottom  clogged  with  Hly  pads  and  crowded  with 
reeds  and  aquatic  plants  !  At  talkie,  how  pink  they  are  in  flesh, 
and  what  delicious  eating  ! 

Bright,  strong,  and  active  lish  in  the  crystal  lakes  of  the  wilder- 
ness may  glance  with  deserved  contempt  upon  the  flabby  and  sickly- 

THE    GUIDES      HOME. 

looking  denizens  of  the  dim  dark  pools,  overshadowed  by  rank 
growths  of  alder  coppice,  brown  with  the  ooze  of  decaying  vegetable 

matter,  or  of  the  dull  stagnant  dead-waters,  winding  amidst  stretches 
of  rushes  and  sedge  and  sponge-like  sphagnum,  yielding  deep  impress 
to  the  tread  of  man  or  wandering  deer. 

The  eastern  portion  of  the  peninsula  of  Nova  Scotia  is  dotted 
with  countless  lakes  and  lakelets.  Deep  and  intensely  blue  beneath 
a  fair  sky,  their  shores  fringed  with  rock  boulders  and  generally 

studded  wath  w^ooded  islets  of  all  shapes  and  sizes,  they  do  much 
to  diversify  the  monotonous  scenery  of  the  backwoods  by  their 
picturesque  beauty. 

There  is  good  fishing  in  hundreds  and  hundreds  of  such  lakes 
embosomed  in  the  Canadian  forests,  on  many  of  which,  perhaps,  a 
fly  has  never  been  cast.  The  number  of  lakes  scattered  throughout 
the  provinces  of  Quebec  and  of  Nova  Scotia  almost  staggers  belief. 
Many  of  the  large  and  famous  lakes  of  Quebec  are  now  the  property 

of  private  clubs,  but  trout-fishing  on  thousands  of  charming  rivers 
and  lakes  is  open  to  every  one.  Canadian  lakes  frequently  stretch 
away  in  long  chains,  presenting  the  attractions  of  exquisite  scenery 
as  well  as  of  good  sport.     By  means  of  a  light  boat  or  an  Indian 
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birch-bark  canoe  delightful  trips  can  be  made  by  such  lines  of 
water  communication,  and  the  most  hidden  penetralia  of  the  wilder- 

ness can  be  easily  invaded  and  explored. 
To  the  typical  lake  of  the  wilds,  tributary  brooks  come  merrily 

dancing  down  from  far  back  in  the  woods  ;  shaded  by  dark  firs 
and  hemlocks,  full  of  little  falls  and  rapids,  eddying  round  great 
rocks  which  stand  out  from  the  stream,  capped  with  ferns  and  lichens, 
unde  loquaces  lymphce  desiliunt.  Frequently  the  flashing  stream 

expands  into  a  long  stretch  of  amber  dead-w^ater,  broadly  margined 
with  sweet  green  levels — meadows  of  rank  grasses  waving  luxuri- 

antly enough  to  suggest  a  western  prairie.  Often  the  brook 
forms  gravelly  pools  and  eddies  which  closely  resemble  a  salmon 
river  in  miniature. 

The  very  best  cast  is  usually  from  some  rocky  rampart  not  at 

a  great  distance  from  the  '  run  in.'  From  such  a  stand  I  took  the 
'  big  'un,'  which  turned  the  scale  at  four  pounds  and  a  shade  over. 
It  was  a  long  and  doubtful  contest.  The  oblique  rays  of  the  evening 
sun  were  slanting  across  the  gentle  wavelets,  throwing  deep  shades 
from  the  big  grey  boulders  over  the  darkening  water. 

^The  cast  of  flies  hung  nicely  to  my  fancy.     The  trout  '  Admiral ' 
sailed  on  the  delicate  trace  a  few  feet  ahead  of  a  well-tied  '  Nixon,' 

PATIENCE    AND    PERSEVERANCE. 

.and  with  an  artistic  turn  of  the  wrist  I  sent  them  like  thistledown  a 

few  inches  from  the  spot  where  I  had  seen  the  '  big  'un  '  feeding. 
For,  as  large  trout  often  do  (and  small  ones  ne\er),  I  liad  seen  him 
in  a  very  leisurely  manner  lift  his  head,  tlicn  dij)  it  slowly,  showing 

his  black  dorsal  and  tail  ([uictK-   foi-    a    brief  second,  without  dis- 
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turbing  the  water  overmuch.  I  flattered  myself  that  good  Charles 
Cotton  himself  could  hardly  have  done  it  better.  The  pair  of  flies 
drew  away  and  were  followed  by  a  bold  rush,  but  I  brought  them 
lightly  back,  for  he  had  missed  by  an  infinitesimal  fraction  of  space. 

Again  I  cast,  after  z.  brief  interval,  over  the  same  spot.  A 
yellow  bar  apparently  swirled  lazily  up  from  the  depths  of  the 
dark  water  beneath  the  floating  flies  ;  there  was  a  sloppy  blow 
on  the  surface,  and  the  yellow  streak  sank.  Next  a  bright  body 
flashed  on  the  surface  for  an  instant  only,  to  disappear  to  the  tune 
of  a  madly  singing  reel.  The  fish  fought  pluckily  for  liberty,  and 
once  he  threw  himself  clear  in  the  air.     He  seemed  to  understand 

THE     'BIG      'UX.' 

that  the  taut  line  was  his  deadly  enemy,  and  sprang  at  it,  thrashing 
it  with  his  muscular  tail  over  and  over  again. 

At  last  he  seemed  to  come  suddenly  tow^ards  the  landing  net 
as  if  he  had  thrown  up  the  game.  Inch  by  inch  he  approached 
the  gaping  mouth  of  the  bag  net,  cunningly  placed  so  as  to  receive 
him  without  too  much  challenging  his  attention.  But  the  big 
trout  had  evidently  seen  the  whole  process.  His  former  struggle 
was  nothing  to  this  last  great  effort  at  escape.  Once  and  again 
he  reeled  out  a  dozen  yards  or  more,  and  once  and  again,  turn  by 
turn,  I  got  the  line  all  back.  But  still  the  tiny  little  bit  of  bent 
steel  kept  its  hold.  At  last  a  long  reach  out  of  the  arm,  and  the 
prize  was  mine. 

Well  recompensed  for  the  long  stiff  tramp  over  the  boulder- 
strewn  hills,  I  bore  him  for  ever  away  from  the  cool  depths  of  the 
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granite-margined  lakelet,  with  its  cliarming  beaches  of  clean  white 
sand  ;  its  big  grey  boulders  carved  often  into  the  most  fantastic 
shapes,  hurled  everywhere  at  random  as  if  by  playful  giants  ;  its 

miniature  islands — one  a  bare  granite  rock,  crowned  with  a  single 
dwarf  pine  which  has  gained  precarious  foothold  in  a  crevice  ;  its 
tiny  sheltered  harbours  with  deep  black  water  and  winding  coves 
receiving  tinkling  brooklets,  where  at  the  edge  of  bordering  beds 
of  lily  pads,  as  the  water  gradually  deepens,  the  big  ones  are  apt 

to  leap  out  suddenly  at  a  well-flung  fly. 



VI 

•     SEA-TROUT  FISHINt; 

WHEN  the  successful  angler  sur\-eys  a  four-  or  five-pound 
sea-trout  dripping  fresh  from  the  tidal  waters  of  some 

Canadian  ri\'er,  as  he  notes  the  fine  proportions  and  pure  colours 
of  the  fish,  the  graceful  form  of  the  round  broad  back  curving 

to  the  small  well-shaped  head,  the  flashing  lights  thrown  back  from 
the  brilliant  silvery  sides,  the  opal  tints  of  the  lower  parts  of  the 
body,  and  the  delicate  carmine  of  the  stiffening  fins,  he  finds  it 
difficult  to  believe  that  the  sea-trout  is  not  entitled  to  a  name  of 

its  own,  for  all  the  protestations  of  the  naturalists  that  it  is  nothing 
more  or  less  than  the  ordinary  ri\er  trout,  otlierwise  Salvelinus 

fontinalis,  which  has  '  suffered  a  sea  change  into  something  rare 

and  strange,'  by  a  habit  that  has  gradually  been  acquired  of  running 
to  the  ocean,  where  the  bountiful  diet  of  the  sea  has  brought  about 
a  remarkable  development  in  size  and  beauty.  Anatomically 
considered  there  can  be  no  structural  difference  whatsoever  dis- 

covered between  the  two,  sharply  contrasted  as  they  are  to  all 
outward  appearance. 

The  naturalist  has  also  settled  it  that  there  is  no  specific  differ- 
ence between  the  gamy  ouananiche  (pronounced  wonaneesh — a  fish 

in  appearance  very  similar  to  the  well-known  Loch  Leven  trout), 
which  haunts  the  inland  Canadian  waters,  and  the  Atlantic  salmon. 

The  opinion  was  for  a  long  time  held  that  this  interesting  fish  was 

a  '  land-locked  '  salmon,  by  some  means  having  formerly  become 
imprisoned  by  natural  barriers  in  remote  upper  waters,  and  debarred 

for  a  long  period  of  time  from  access  to  the  sea.  Further  investiga- 
tion, however,  has  shown  that  the  ouananiche  cannot  possibly 

be  considered  a  land-locked  salmon,  for  wherever  found  it  can 
run  to  sea  if  it  has  the  desire.  Hence  we  are  brought  face  to  face 

with  the  remarkable  conclusion  that  two  \-arieties  of  the  finny 
tribe  by  which  the  vast  network  of  Canadian  lakes  and  her  thousands 

of  clear  rapid  rivers  are  tenanted  have  this  marked  peculiarity  in 
common,  that  a  certain  proportion  of  individuals  have  developed 
the  habit  of  running  to  the  ocean,  while  others  of  less  enterprise, 

remaining  all  their  lives  in  the  fresh-water  pools  and  rapids,  are 
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seen  to  be  inferior  in  size  and  attain  less  magnificent  proportions, 
although  it  must  be  admitted  that  in  strength  and  courage  these 

are  in  no  wise  inferior,  or  in  any  properties  which  go  to  the  make-up 
of  a  noble  game  fish. 

Careless  of  their  classification  on  the  library  shelf,  however, 

early  in  July  shoals  of  silver-sided  trout  press  in  from  the  sea  toward 
the  mouths  of  all  the  great  rivers  flowing  over  the  ancient  gneiss 
and  granite  rocks  of  the  interior  of  the  great  Labrador  peninsula, 
rushing  down  the  sides  of  her  shaggy  mountains  into  the  cold  Arctic 
tide  ;  advancing  also  into  the  myriad  streams  which  seek  the 
channel  of  the  majestic  St.  Lawrence,  the  noble  rivers  of  New 
Brunswick,  and  the  short  but  picturesque  streams  of  Prince  Edward 
Island  and  Nova  Scotia. 

Perhaps  the  best  sea-trout  rivers  of  the  Dominion  are  two 
beautiful  little  streams  running  into  the  Bay  of  Chaleur,  the  Nou- 
velle  and  the  Escuminac.  No  satisfactory  explanation  can  be 
given  of  the  remarkable  fact  that  no  salmon  are  ever  known  to 
ascend  either  of  them.  It  is  impossible  to  picture  a  more  ideal 

specimen  of  a  sea-trout  river  than  the  Escuminac.  Here  you  see 
a  succession  of  deep  still  pools  overhung  by  steep  shady  banks 
with  gentle  rapids  above  and  long  shelving  tails,  where  the  big 

fish  lo\'e  to  sport  and  feed.  In  both  ri\'ers  are  found  a  peculiarly 
large  and  fine  breed  of  sea-trout — smart  bold  rising  fish  which  take 
freely  and  play  with  wonderful  agility.  In  their  general  character- 

istics they  approach  the  salmon  more  nearly  than  any  other  Canadian 

sea-trout.  They  choose  the  same  stations  at  the  tails  of  the  pools, 
and  rise  at  the  fly  and  play  when  hooked  very  like  the  salmon.  The 
water  in  both  these  rivers  coming  from  the  Shick  Shock  Mountains 

is  gin-clear,  so  that  a  pool  fifteen  feet  deep  looks  as  if  the  bottom 
were  merely  glazed  with  a  thin  sheet  of  plate-glass.  One  can  watch 
every  fish  in  the  pool,  and  see  him  leave  his  lair  to  dash  at  the  fly 
like  a  falcon  at  its  cpiarry.  Most  fishermen  prefer  not  to  see  their 

game,  notwithstanding  a  weighty  authority  has  declared- — 

The  pleasantest  angling  is  to  see  the  fish 
Cut  with  her  golden  oars  the  silver  stream. 

It  is  very  exasperating  to  fish  o\qt  a  six-  or  sc\"cn-poi:rd  fish  in 
full  \iew  taking  not  the  least  heed  of  your  skilful  ;ittempts  at  his 

capture.  I  lia\'c  seen  as  many  as  a  dozen  trout  collected  together 
in  the  Escuminac  behind  a  rock,  and  have  caught  them  all  one 

after  the  otl.er.  After  an  interval  of  an  hour  or  so  I  ha\-e  seen  as 
many  more  come  to  the  same  resting  place  and  all  take  the  fly  in 
turn.  There  is,  no  doubt,  not  as  much  amusement  about  this  to 

most  anglers  as  there  is  in  taking  out  of  deej)  dark  waters  a  fish 
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of  whose  existence  you  were  previously  totally  unaware  ;  a  pleasure 
which  Thoreau  considered  somewhat  akin  to  drawing  the  winning 
ticket  in  a  lottery. 

It  may  happen  that  when  angling  for  sea-trout  one  finds  himself 
suddenly  confronted  with  his  big  cousin,  the  salmon,  as  illustrated 
by  the  following  anecdote  from  the  diary  of  an  old  friend  who,  to 

borrow  Izaak  Walton's  familiar  epitaph,  was  '  a  good  angler  and 
now  with  God.'  This  shows  how  the  unexpected  sometimes  happens 
in  sea-trout  fishing. 

Mr.  Baillie,  graiidson  of  the  Old  Frontier  missionary,  was  fishing 

the  General's  Bridge  River  (Annapolis  Co.,  N.S.)  upstream  for 
trout,  standing  above  his  knees  in  water,  with  an  old  negro,  Peter 
Prince,  at  his  elbow.  In  the  very  act  of  casting  a  trout  fly  he  saw 
a  large  salmon  lingering  in  a  deep  hole  a  few  yards  away  from  his 
feet.  The  sun  favoured  him,  throwing  his  shadow  behind.  To 
remain  motionless,  pull  out  a  spare  hook  and  penknife,  and  with 

a  bit  of  his  old  hat  and  some  of  the  grey  old  negi^o's  wool  to  make 
a  salmon  fly  then  and  there,  he  and  the  negro  standing  in  the  running 
stream,  was  the  work  of  only  a  few  minutes.  This  fly  must  have 

been  the  original  of  Norris'   famous  killing  '  silver  greyt  !  ' 
In  the  early  part  of  the  season  the  sea-trout,  especially  in  tidal 

waters,  prefer  gaudy  flies  such  as  the  red  hackle  and  scarlet  ibis, 
or  a  bright  claret  body  with  white  wings.  A  distinction  must  be 
made  in  the  size  and  colour  of  flies  for  use  in  the  rough  rapids,  or 
in  dark  pools  covered,  as  is  often  the  case,  with  an  inch  or  two  of 

creamy  or  snow-white  flocks  of  foam,  also  between  those  tied  for 
the  dark  water  of  some  streams  which  have  their  sources  from  lakes 

encumbered  with  beds  of  black  mud  from  which  shoots  upward  a 
rank  growth  of  water  plants,  and  these  which  issue  from  clear 
mountain  springs.  The  same  flies  are  not  equally  effective  on  dark 
days,  or  when  the  wind  ripples  the  water  and  when  the  sun  shines 
bright  and  clear.  During  the  fishing  season  there  are  apt  to  be  far 
fewer  cloudy  days  than  bright  ones.  Frequently  the  sun  rises 
and  sets  day  after  day  in  unclouded  splendour.  There  are  many 
picturesque  trout  pools,  however,  where  precipitous  cliffs  shade 

the  water  so  as  to  admit  of  a  couple  of  hours'  good  fishing  both  in 
the  early  and  late  hours  of  the  day.  Were  the  sportsman  compelled 
to  confine  himself  to  one  fly  for  both  bright  and  dark  days,  clear 
water  or  turgid,  he  could  not  do  better  than  select  the  Parmachene 
Belle,  which  is  irresistible  at  almost  all  times  to  a  feeding  trout. 

Many  very  successful  sportsmen  limit  their  range  of  sea-trout  flies 
to  bodies  of  claret,  yellow,  or  orange,  with  wings  of  turkey,  drake, 
teal,  or  woodcock  mingled  with  the  black  and  white  of  the  jungle 

fowl.     The  very  best  trout  fishing  cannot  be  had  except  by  camp- 

\ 
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ing  out.  However,  Canadian  guides  are,  generally  speaking, 
expert  canoemen  and  adepts  in  woodcraft,  and  one  can  often  hire 

good  Indians,  who  are  agreeable,  by  their  wonderful  gift  of  taci- 
turnity, to  one  who  wishes  to  do  nothing  and  think  of  nothing  but 

fish  and  enjoy  the  beauties  of  his  usually  romantic  environment. 

As  a  canoe— whether  of  birch  bark  or  cedar — is  a  sine  qua  non 
in  the  majority  of  Canadian  rivers,  the  angler  should  practise  casting 
with  a  firmly  balanced  body  and  hold  his  movements  at  all  times 
well  under  control.  It  is  true  that  the  little  craft  can  often  be  steadily 

held  by  the  poles  during  the  play  of  a  fish,  but  it  is  sometimes 
necessary  to  run  free  and  trust  the  skill  of  the  men  in  navigating 
the  rapids  while  one  keeps  his  attention  riveted  on  the  struggling 
game  fish.  Whenever  there  has  been  a  heavy  spate  the  Canadian 
angler  looks  forward  eagerly  to  the  few  days  during  which  the 
water  is  slowly  subsiding  to  its  normal  average  condition  as  certain 
to  offer  the  best  fishing.  Both  trout  and  salmon  may  doubtless 
have  run  up  river  during  the  flood,  but  it  requires  the  dwindling 
current  to  settle  them  in  their  accustomed  pools  and  stations. 

A  favourite  '  station  '  for  large  trout  in  a  river  is  an  eddy  behind 
some  shelving  rock  where  flies  and  smaller  fishes  are  carried  by 
the  set  of  the  current.  There  are  some  such  haunts  never  unoccupied 
when  fish  are  running,  for  if  a  trout  is  taken  out  of  one  of  them  his 
place  is  immediately  supplied  by  another  who  has  deserted  a  less 
desirable  station. 

Should  it  be  near  the  time  of  the  full  moon,  when  one  run  has 

passed  on  its  way,  there  will  be  no  long  wait  until  the  next  one 
arrives,  though  the  fish  will  certainly  not  average  the  same  size. 

There  is  undoubtedly  something  about  the  '  bright  regent  of  the 
heavens  ',  when  in  the  majesty  of  full  orb,  which  determines  the  flights 
of  snipe,  woodcock,  and  other  migrant  birds,  and  which  determines 
the  inshore  movements  of  anadromous  fish.  In  the  case  of  the  birds 

it  may  be  that  they  prefer  to  travel  beneath  a  bright  sky.  The 
high  tides  prevailing  at  the  full  of  the  moon  doubtless  account 

for  th€  approach  of  the  fish  to  the  rivers  at  this  time — the  sand 
bars  and  reefs  being  better  covered  up  and  affording  an  easier 
passage  than  ordinary. 

Whoever  has  had  the  privilege  of  lying  at  full  length  on  some 
mossy  overhanging  bank  while  watching  a  large  trout  in  his  lair, 
perceives  that  a  true  figure  has  yet  to  be  drawn  of  him.  Even 
photography  can  give  no  hint  of  the  wavy  circles  from  the  spotted 

dorsal  fin  undulating  loosely  athwart  the  broad  back  ;  of  the  per- 
petual fanning  of  the  pectoral  fins,  of  the  capacious  gills  opening 

and  closing,  the  half-open  round  mouth,  tlie  luminous  brown  eye, 
the  ceaseless  slow  vibration  of  the  powerful   tail  ;    nor  can  pen 
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adeqiiate'ly  describe  the  startling  suddenness  of  the  dart  at  some 
idle  fly  touching  the  surface,  the  cjuick  return  to  the  old  position 

and  the  resum})ti()n  of  the  poise  with  head  ele\-ated  at  a  slight 
angle,  pectorals  all  tremulous,  and  floating  watery  circles,  emanating 
from  every  slight  motion  of  the  body.  It  is  also  worth  while  to 
watch  a  trout  rush  four  feet  up  a  perpendicular  fall  of  water,  pause, 
tremble  \iolently  all  over,  and  in  a  moment  throw  himself  clear  of 
the  stream  and  fall  into  the  basin  above,  at  an  elevation  of  about 
three  feet  more. 

In  low  water  sea-trout  play  about  near  the  mouths  of  all  the 

rivers,  mo\'ing  along  the  deep  channels  cut  through  the  sandflats 
by  the  racing  current  with  the  ebb  and  flow  of  the  tide,  awaiting 
favourable  conditions  to  make  their  ascent  in  order  to  deposit  their 
spawn.     Here,  by  taking  a  boat,  good  sport  may  be  enjoyed. 

It  is  true  there  are  those  who  agree  with  Scrope  when  he  declares, 

'  The  truth  is  I  like  no  sea  fishing  whatever,  being  of  opinion  that 

it  requires  little  skill.'  On  the  other  hand,  a  sea-trout  taken  from 
the  salt  water  is  vastly  superior  to  one  that  is  caught  after  spending 
a  couple  of  weeks  in  the  rivers.  The  change  of  diet,  or  the  effects  of 

the  warmer  fresh  water,  seem  to  have  a  relaxing  effect,  and  speedily 
affect  both  the  appearance  and  flavour  of  the  fish. 

Perhaps  the  most  enjoyable  sea-trout  fishing  is  to  be  had  in  some 

dark  romantic  pool  far  '  up  river  ',  where  the  fish  will  be  foimd  at 
the  edge  of  lily  pads,  or  sometimes  under  the  broad  leafage  of  the 

floating  water  weeds,  or  hiding  behind  banks  of  water  fern  or  half- 
sunken  logs.  Such  fish  are  only  to  be  approached  in  a  light  boat  or 
canoe.  You  must  steal  slowly  and  circumspectly  up  the  calm  water 

('  studying  to  be  quiet,'  as  good  old  Izaak  directs),  showing  no 
shadow  until  you  have  drawn  within  reach  of  the  place  w^here 
you  have  repeatedly  seen  back  fin  and  tail  show  up  as  a  fly  was 
lazily  seized,  or  large  vibrating  circles  where  his  prey  has  been 

struck  at  with  the  broad  tail.  That  he  is  feeding  is  e\'ident  from 
the  brief  intervals  at  which  he  keeps  rising.  Now  see  to  it  that 

the  '  green  drake  '  descends  like  thistle-down.  There  comes  a 

sudden  '  boil  '.  Yes,  you  have  hooked  him — by  the  quick  tension of  the  line  and  the  rod  curved  to  the  butt.  Give  him  no  loose 

line,  but  hold  him  tight,  keep  his  head  well  up,  and  guide  him,  if 
you  can,  out  of  the  dangerous  tangle  of  the  weeds,  away  from  his 
lair,  where  there  may  be  another  giant  of  the  river  in  hiding.  He 
plunges  and  fights  with  great  fury,  but  all  to  no  purpose.  You  slip 
the  net  under  him,  and  he  is  yours. 

Boiling  is  doubtless  the  best  mode  of  cooking  the  sea-trout. 
However,  in  camp  the  more  expeditious  frying-pan  is  usually  called 
into  service.     Say  that  the  beech  or  maple  logs  of  the  camp  fire 
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have  burnt  low  into  scarlet  glowing  coals — burning  without  any 
smoke  whatever — there  is  your  chance  for  artistic  cooking.  The 
frying-pan  is  laid  on  with  several  slices  of  the  best  pork  available, 
and  when  this  is  sufficiently  melted  and  the  pan  sputtering  and 
crackling  with  the  heat,  then  drop  in  the  trout,  split  and  cleaned, 
and  lay  the  thin  brown  slices  of  the  pork  or  bacon  over  them.  When 
the  underside  is  of  a  bright  chestnut  hue  then  turn  over  the  bodies, 
and  it  will  not  need  the  tingling  air  of  the  Canadian  forest  to  sharpen 
the  appetite  into  an  appreciation  of  the  delicious  fare. 



VII 

ONE   SALMON:    A  NOVA  SCOTIAN   SALMON   STREAM   IN 

SPATE 

THE  scene  is  in  Halifax  County,  Nova  Scotia.  The  little  river 
is  roaring  hoarsely  beneath  the  wooden  bridge,  in  heavy  spate  ; 

its  dark  swift  current  racing  with  a  swiftness  and  fury  which  makes 
our  chances  for  a  salmon  indeed  slim.  We  know  that  it  is  as  much 

as  a  fish  can  do  to  keep  himself  comfortable  in  some  quiet  nook 
amid  the  foaming  torrent,  void  of  the  least  bit  of  ambition,  or  say 

of  superfluous  energy,  to  waste  in  chasing  the  alluring  tit-bits  of 
the  fly-book.  Silver  Doctor,  Yellow-leg,  Black  Dose  or  Durham 
Ranger,  even  the  latest  fad  of  an  Admiral  tied  with  white  wings 
instead  of  turkey,  will  only  too  likely  swim  unheeded  within  the 
ken  of  our  intended  victims,  oaring  the  tumbling  waters  with  tireless 
fins,  too  busily  occupied  in  holding  their  own  against  the  rush  of 
water  to  give  attention  to  aught  else.  And  yet  I  feel  very  happy 

and  contented  this  glorious  June  evening  as  I  listen  to  the  height- 
ened pulse  of  the  dear  stream  where  I  have  passed  so  many  delight- 

ful hours,  in  front  of  mine  host's  comfortable  little  cottage,  as  he 
puts  together  my  lifteen-feet  steel-centred  cane-built  rod  made  by 
Hardy  of  Alnwick,  which  has  many  a  triumph  to  its  record  in  the 
series  of  pools  which  are  for  the  most  part  in  sight  from  my  bedroom 

window.  For  first  of  all  I  know  that  the  '  cherry  run  '  of  fish  are 
now  due  in  the  river — and  it  is  pleasant  to  know  that  the  waters 

are  peopled  with  the  gleaming  beauties  e\'en  if  we  cannot  bring  them 

to  the  gaff.  There  are  earlier  runs  but  the  '  cherry  run  '  (when  the 
wild  cherry  covers  the  hillsides  with  white  sheets  of  bloom)  is  the 

best  of  all,  for  the  fish  are  sure  to  be  in  prime  condition,  '  game 
fighters  ',  and  to  make  the  heaviest  average  on  the  scales.  A 
fortnight  or  so  later  the  '  strawberry  '  run  will  enter  the  river, 
smaller  fish  and  not  so  large  a  company — due  to  begin  when  first 
the  wild  strawberries  sprinkle  the  pastures  with  shining  dots  of 
crimson.     After  that  the  grilse. 

There  is  nothing  harsh  in  the  roaring  of  the  waters  :  rather 

is  their  cadence  of  a  soothing  character  :  '  a  sound  of  balm  and 

solace  '.     One  gets  to  regard  his  pet  river  as  an   intimate    friend, 
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and  time  does  not  wither  nor  custom  stale  its  infinite  variety. 
How  charming  this  mood  of  untamed  fury  !  How  the  flood  revels 

in  its  wild  new-found  strength  ! 
Until  the  sun  drops  behind  the  western  hills  in  a  red  glow,  pacing 

the  little  bridge  I  talk  of  fish,  nothing  but  fish,  with  my  genial  host, 
my  guide  to  be  on  the  morrow.  The  old  old  story  was  told  once 

more  of  the  salmon  so  big  that  '  sonny  ',  whom  he  had  sent  up  river 
with  the  gentleman  owing  to  a  bad  '  twist  '  of  rheumatics,  was  too 
frightened  to  put  the  gaff  in.  '  Wonderful  high  water,  sir  ;  kind 
of  dubersome,  but  you  never  know,  bless  your  soul  !  quare  fish  the 

salmon — he  will  not  come  easy  in  this  water,  but  when  he  does 

muzzle  the  fly  he  comes  mighty  savage.'  Thus  my  friend,  summing 
up  his  view  of  the  situation.  Every  now  and  again  we  pause  spell- 

bound to  watch  the  unlocked  for  revels  of  our  woodland  stream, 

usually  so  quiet  and  domesticated,  now  exceeding  all  bounds  of 
decorum  as  it  wildly  spurts  against  the  piers  ;  riots  in  ropy  swirls, 

tosses  hither  and  thither  creamy  masses  of  whitey-brown  fOam  ; 
and  springs  tiger-like  with  an  exultant  roar  at  the  big  grey  boulders 
which  dare  to  oppose  its  tumultuous  passage.  We  can  trace  its 

fascinating  movement  until  it  is  lost  in  3'onder  sleeping  bay  of 
curving  outlines  some  two  or  three  hundred  yards  distant,  and  watch 
it  steadfastly  for  minutes  at  a  stretch  with  unabated  interest  this 
glorious  June  evening  as  nature  smiles  on  us  in  one  of  her  most 
gracious  moods  : 

Now  do  the  woods  with  soft  reveille  ring. 
Now  in  thy  blood  the  challenge  of  the  spring, 
Bids  thee  forget  the  narrow  days  behind. 
The  winter  weather  and  the  winter  mind. 

This  day  has  been  the  first  of  the  warmer  days  of  the  earlier 
summer,  when  that  indefinable  feeling  of  the  awakening  of  a  new 
life  assures  the  angler  that  the  best  season  in  his  calendar  is  about 

to  begin.  The  whole  scene  around  us  is  well  suited  to  '  a  lover  of 
the  angle'.  The  fresh  vi\-id  greens  of  the  bursting  leaflets  of  the 
deciduous  forests,  the  crimson  tassels  of  the  blossoming  scarlet 

maples,  the  dark  glowing  maroons  of  the  ash,  the  tender  terra- 
cotta of  the  Indian  pear  trees,  splash  the  hillsides  with  a  pleasing 

variety  of  colour,  while  here  and  there  the  bloom  of  the  wild  cherry 

bursts  like  white  foam  over  large  patches  of  the  woods.  \\'ithal 
everywhere  in  the  air  there  is  the  pleasing  sound  of  the  nuptial 
songs  of  birds. 

What  happy  walks  we  ha\'e  had  together,  Tan  and  I,  up  the  banks 
of  this  pleasant  little  river  :  our  only  luggage  the  rod  and  gaff  and 

the  well-filled  luncheon  basket ;    starting  in  the  freshness  of    the 
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early  morning  with  the  dew  still  hanging  heavy  on  the  alder  bushes, 
and  the  long  clear  day  ahead  of  us,  to  enjoy  the  fishing  and  the 
resinous  scents  of  the  firs  and  the  fragrance  of  the  forest  flowers. 

Ah  !  these  long  midday  siestas  on  the  mossy  knoll  which  over- 
looks the  Still  Pool,  when  we  steeped  ourselves  in  the  dreamy  peace 

and  glory  of  the  June  river,  and  recalled  some  of  its  many  fishing 

scenes  of  the  past :  the  famous  run  down  to  the  sea  of  that  twenty- 
pounder  through  half  a  dozen  pools  ;  the  saving  of  that  other  fish 
by  cutting  the  line  after  he  had  fouled  a  log,  and  tying  line  on  another 
rod  ;  the  ludicrous  escape  of  that  one  to  whom,  about  to  receive  the 
coup  de  grace  from  the  killing  stick,  came  liberty  by  an  unlucky 

blow  which  struck  the  guide's  fingers  and  made  him  drop  the  still 
very  lively  fish  into  the  river. 

It  is  a  Nova  Scotian  stream  of  which  I  am  writing,  and  like  many 

others  of  that  province  it  has  its  birthplace — its  cradle  so  to  speak 
— in  one  of  those  numerous  lake  basins  which  are  sprinkled  over  the 
interior  in  countless  number,  and  a  short  course  of  some  twenty 
miles  to  the  Atlantic  seaboard.  The  knver  portion  of  the  stream, 
a  strip  of  some  three  miles,  offers  the  best  fishing,  and  only  lately 
seventeen  fish  have  been  hooked  in  one  day  in  this  stretch  of  water. 
It  affords  a  choice  of  some  eleven  good  pools.  In  this  part  of  the 

fishing  world  one  meets  on  almost  every  river  an  Admiral's  pool, 
a  General's  pool,  a  Priest's  and  a  Doctor's.  The  titles  are  all 
reminiscent  of  worthies  not  unforgotten  among  the  angling  frater- 

nity ;  '  good  anglers  now  with  God  '  would  have  been  Walton's  com- 
ment on  all  of  them,  had  he  known  and  loved  them  as  many  out  here 

have  done — '  men  of  mild,  sweet  and  peaceable  spirits  such  as  most 
anglers  have  '.  Other  resting  stations  of  the  salmon  are  the  '  Pet 
Pool  ',  where  the  river  gathers  its  waters  into  an  oily  smoothness  in  a 
narrow  funnel  before  it  plunges  into  a  wild  rapid,  where  many  a 

good  fish  severs  his  connexion  with  the  rod  ;  the  '  Hemlock  Pool  ', 
where  a  large  tree  of  that  species  deepens  the  darkness  of  the 

already  dark  water  with  its  feathery  branches  ;  the  '  Oak  Pool  ', 
where,  beneath  deep  shadows  of  leafage  in  the  turf-cushioned  arm- 

chairs made  by  massive  twisting  roots,  many  an  honest  fisherman 
has  eaten  his  midday  sandwich  and  washed  it  down  with  a  cool 

draught  from  the  adjacent  '  whisky  spring  '  ;  the  '  Still  Pool  ', 
the  cast  of  a  fisherman,  which  must  be  made  with  the  smallest  of 

flies,  gently  as  an  autumn  leaf  fluttered  by  a  faint  breeze  on  the 
water,  where  a  brown  strip  of  submerged  rock  marks  the  chosen 

'  seat  '  of  many  a  fine  fish  ;  the  '  Flat  Rock  ',  and  '  The  Turn  ', 
and  '  Fool's  Pool  ',  and  '  Rocky  ',  and  '  The  Meadow  ',  and  the 
'  Champagne  ',  with  its  creamy  bubbling  water  ;  and  the  '  Foot  of  the 

Lake  ',  and  '  Log  Pool ',  and  '  The  Dam  '.    Is  not  the  reason  for  each 
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of  these  names  writ  large  as  one  surveys  them,  and  is  not  the 
memory  of  each  one  a  dehght  on  nights  when  the  path  to  the  salmon 
pool  is  deep  in  snow  and  the  pool  itself  sleeping  beneath  its  coverlet 
of  ice  ? 

This  chapter  is  written,  as  the  title  implies,  to  tell  the  story  of 

one  salmon  and  ojic  only — and  somehow  that  story  lingers  in  the 

writer's  mind  with  a  greater  charm  than  that  of  many  monsters 
brought  to  the  gravelly  beach  of  the  rivers  of  far-away  Labrador  or 
of  the  seagirt  island  of  Newfoundland.  On  as  fine  and  fresh  a  June 

morning  as  ever  dawned,  we  sought — my  guide  and  I — for  our  fish 
in  the  dancing  waters,  and  found,  as  we  expected,  most  of  the  pools 
unfishable  :  the  customary  dark  streak  of  fishing  water  covered  with 
foam  bells  in  many  of  the  pools  had  changed  to  a  hissing  torrent. 
When  we  reached  the  Pet  Pool  we  found  the  usual  casting  place 

running  madly  as  a  millrace.  Far  on  the  opposite  side — a  goodish 
long  cast  for  a  fifteen-feet  rod — the  river  strayed  in  a  backwater 
against  a  fallen  trunk  of  what  had  been  a  monarch  of  the  forest, 
a  great  red  pine  overthrown  by  some  autumn  gale.  This  bit  of 
water  looked  in  excellent  order  for  a  fish,  and,  as  I  had  but  little 

promising  water  ahead  of  me,  I  determined  to  give  it  a  thorough 
good  try. 

'  A  No.  2  Silver  Doctor  this  morning.  Tan  ?  ' 
'Yes,  sir;  I  think  that  will  do.' 
But  it  did  not  do.  Anglers  may  sa\'  what  they  like  about  one 

fly  being  as  good  as  another,  but  in  the  light  of  my  own  experience  I 
will  never  believe  it.  After  a  couple  of  casts  a  salmon  showed  to 

the  deep  in  the  water — making  a  slight  swirl.  He  then  refused  a 

Fiery  Brown,  Jock  Scott,  Black  Dose  and  Durham  Ranger  succes- 
sively. So  I  changed  to  a  white-winged  Admiral,  peculiar,  I  believe, 

to  this  part  of  Canada.  My  guide,  Tan,  states  that  its  virtues 
were  discovered  and  the  fly  originated  by  Admiral  Stewart,  on  the 

Restigouche.  However  this  may  be,  I  proved  its  merit  in  this  in- 
stance, and  have  since  done  so  in  many  others.  It  is  a  particularly 

useful  fly  when  one  happens  to  be  fishing  late  in  the  dusk  of  the 

e\-ening,  or  in  muddied  waters,  or  amid  floating  sawdust,  or  on  some 
very  dark  day  when  sky  and  water  are  almost  inky  in  appearance. 
So  soon  as  my  Admiral  passed  over  my  friend,  whose  resting  place 

was  at  the  edge  of  some  half-submerged  alders,  he  came  at  it  savagely 
and  got  hooked.  He  began  by  jumping,  and  after  some  highly 
creditable  acrobatic  feats  were  over,  I  had  a  most  exciting  quarter  of 

an  hour,  for  the  odds  against  me  were  very  heavy.  In  the  first  place, 
he  tried  to  rush  down  the  rapids,  which  would  have  meant  a  sudden 
ending  to  the  game,  so  I  had  to  give  him  the  butt  until  the  rod 
bent  almost  double,  and  risk  the  verv  severe  strain  on  the  tackle. 
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This  I  knew  was  sound.  Then  I  had  to  keep  my  eye  on  the  sub- 
merged bushes  and  the  network  of  boughs  which  branched  from  the 

fallen  pine  tree.  After  all,  perhaps  the  hght  was  better  than  in  a 
stretch  of  still  water,  for  here  your  knowing  fish  will  run  you  out 
thirty  to  fifty  yards  of  line  and  suddenly  make  a  dash  for  your  feet, 
causing  the  slacking  of  the  line  and  throwing  large  chances  into  his 
favour.  In  swift  water,  if  you  can  only  hold  on  while  your  fish  is 
working  down  stream,  he  cannot  make  headway  fast  enough 
against  the  rapid  current  to  create  the  danger  of  bellying  the 
line,  and  he  wears  himself  out  more  quickly.  Up  and  down 
my  fish  came  and  went  in  a  game  of  seesaw,  once  or  twice 
skating  along  the  surface  amid  a  smother  of  foam,  and  three  times 
he  nearly  got  into  the  drag  of  the  boiling  vortex,  which  drew  away 
the  water  of  the  pool  in  long  whirling  swirls,  and  viciously  dashed 
against  submerged  boulders  for  upwards  of  a  hundred  yards.  Had 

my  intense  pull  relaxed  for  an  instant  at  one  of  these  critical  junc- 

tures good-bye  to  my  gallant  friend  for  ever  !  Each  time  he  reached 
the  very  end  of  the  pool  and  the  strong  water  helped  to  drag  him 
away  from  my  control,  I  could  scarcely  prevent  him  from  being 
carried  down  stream  by  the  sheer  weight  of  the  current.  \Miat 
happiness  in  the  glorious  fight  he  was  making  and  what  moments 
of  intense  anxiety  !  But  after  the  third  attempt  had  been  made  and 
had  been  checked,  the  issue  of  the  contest  which  for  so  long  had  been 
doubtful  began  to  be  assured,  and  I  at  length  felt  some  confidence 
in  bringing  my  salmon  to  the  gaff,  if  only  I  could  save  him  from 
fouling  the  line  against  the  submerged  wood.  How  nearly  he 

came  to  defeating  me — the  hair's-breadths  by  which  I  succeeded  in 
steering  him  clear  by  tremendous  pressure — are  known  to  my  guide 
and  me  ;  but  all  the  dangers  were  successfully  surmounted,  and  at 
length  in  due  time  the  salmon  glittering  on  the  bank :  a  fresh  beauty 

just  from  the  sea,  with  sides  gleaming  like  hammered  silver,  de- 
lighted us  by  his  magnificent  symmetry,  with  small  head,  tapering 

well  at  each  extremity,  broad  tail  and  immense  dorsal  fin.  I  can 
safely  say  that  I  enjoyed  taking  that  fish  more  than  ninety  and  nine 

others  where  the  fight  was  tamer — and  perhaps  such  is  the  experi- 
ence of  most  anglers.  Moreover,  he  was  my  first  fish  for  the  season, 

and,  brothers  of  the  angle,  ye  know  what  that  means  ! 
The  next  time  I  fished  the  river  I  could  scarcely  make  myself 

believe  that  this  silent  stealthy  silver  stream,  which  I  watched  so 
quietly  gliding  by  me,  was  the  same  dark  river  of  swift  currents  and 
riotous  whirlpools  whence  I  had  taken  the  one  salmon  which  had 
afforded  me  such  moments  of  mingled  pleasure  and  solicitude. 
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Afoot  the  wash  of  waders  and  aloft  the  haze-veiled  blue, 
The  heart  it  needeth  nothing  so  the  cast  falls  clean  and  true  ; 
O  carol  of  the  running  reel  and  flash  of  mottled  back  ! 

A  SUDDEN  swerve  of  the  highway,  and  there  is  the  river — 
ghmmering,  dancing,  sparkhng  along  its  boulder-strewn 

channel,  racing  right  merrily  to  swift  annihilation  in  the  tiny  harbour 
which  twists  stealthily  in  from  the  sea.  We  draw  rein  as  we  reach 
the  little  bridge  with  its  wooden  piers  fretting  the  impetuous  current, 
and  look  outwards  on  the  blue  salt  water  dotted  with  tawny  sails 
of  fishing  boats  :  at  the  white  cottages  of  fishermen  sprinkled 
along  the  shores  :  at  the  background  of  dark  fir  trees,  whose  barbed 

tops  on  the  one  side  are  traced  as  in  india-ink  against  a  cloudless 
sky,  and  on  the  other  are  burnt  and  bitten  into  a  fiery  sunset.  It  is 
the  view  up  the  valley  threaded  by  the  little  salmon  stream  we  have 
come  hither  to  fish  which  more  steadfastly  holds  my  gaze.  Swiftly 
towards  me,  between  serried  ranks  of  coniferous  trees  embroidered 

with  the  white  stems  of  silver  birches,  now^  with  loud  murmurings, 
now  with  soft  musical  purl,  again  fairly  shouting  among  the  grey 
granite  boulders  which  are  strewn  on  its  pathway,  sometimes  slow 
slipping  over  golden  pebbles,  sometimes  swift  sliding  over  glassy 

ledges,  comes  my  fascinating  friend — the  river.  For  friend  and 
companion  for  the  next  two  weeks  this  river  is  to  be  to  me.  At  night 
its  voice  will  soothe  me  deliciously  :  all  day  long  I  will  draw  its 
cheerful  life  into  my  veins.  I  will  study  its  moods.  There  may  arise 
forbidding  moods  ;  but,  like  some  capricious  charmer  after  spent 
anger  rewarding  her  patient  lover  with  an  unforgetable  smile, 
there  is  sure  to  come  at  length  the  sudden  swift  unveiling  of  dazzling 

divine  beauty.  It  may  be  at  sunset-hour  after  rain,  when  there 
unfolds  a  sudden  transformation  into  an  atmosphere  so  clear,  so 
marvellous,  so  brilliant,  that  the  passage  of  light  on  the  river  (which 
is  the  imperishable  heart  of  the  scene)  glorifies  the  whole  landscape, 
until  it  becomes  transfigured  with  colours  never  caught  on  the 
canvas  of  Titian  or  of  Turner. 
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On  the  bridge  stands  Enoch,  my  guide,  gaff  in  hand,  a  true  son 

of  the  forest.  Sixty  winters  ha\'e  not  grizzled  the  heavy  mass  of 
brown  hair  on  his  face  and  head,  though  his  body  is  twisted  with 

the  wet  and  cold.  '  Uncle  Enoch  '  the  village  imps  call  him, 
wondering,  with  little  arms  akimbo,  as  he  returns  from  the  river, 
how  many  salmon  arc  hid  within  the  leather  bag  at  his  side  to  give 
his  shoulders  that  unwonted  stoop.  He  wears  a  drab  woollen 
shirt,  open  at  the  neck,  half  revealing  his  swarthy  breast,  and  a  gift 
suit  of  chequered  Harris  tweed,  at  least  one  size  too  small,  so  that 
his  lean  muscular  arms,  knotted  like  whipcords  and  burned  to  a 

brown-black  by  the  summer  suns,  are  exposed  almost  to  the  elbow. 

Nature's  elemental  forces — winds,  rains,  sun,  frost — have  made  the 

UNCLE    ENOCH    NEGOTIATING    A    DIFFICULT    RAPID   GRID-IRON    FALCS. 

features  of  the  man  too  weather-worn  and  rigid  for  emotional 
expression,  save  that  one  can  notice  a  somewhat  contemptuous 
upward  curl  in  the  corners  of  the  mouth  if  a  fish  is  handled  without 
clue  skill  or  the  pool  has  not  been  covered  in  orthodox  fashion. 

A  quiet  taciturn  man  is  Enoch,  as  if  he  knew  that  a  sportsman's 
first  duty  was  stealthiness  and  his  second  silence.  A  true  sportsman, 
too,  most  thorough  in  all  his  methods. 

'  Throw  out  there  in  the  bubbly  water  and  kiver  the  whole  pool, 
sir,'  is  his  laconic  message,  w^hen  he  notices  that  I  am  missing  a 
likely  looking  eddy  where  a  whirl  or  two  in  the  sable  water,  marking 

sunken  boulders  which  lure  a  salmon  to  rest,  seem  to  him  to  be  escap- 
ing the  searching  sweep  of  my  Silver  Doctor  ;    and  always  Uncle 
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Enoch  is  quite  right.  On  the  particular  occasion  here  recalled,  as 
the  No.  2  Doctor  swings  round  above  the  curl  of  the  wave  that  plays 
at  the  head  of  the  riff,  there  comes  an  upheaval  of  water  dear  to 

the  angler's  eye,  and  the  back  iin  and  pink  side  of  a  large  salmon 
are  revealed,  but  quickly  curtained  by  the  closing  flood.  A  few 

moments  to  rest  him — and  perhaps  there  are  no  more  delicious 

moments  in  the  angler's  experience,  only  to  be  compared  to  the 
delight  of  putting  together  the  rod  for  the  first  time  after  the  long 

sleep  of  winter — and  I  send  the  fly  inch  by  inch  nearer  to  where  he 
broke,  on  the  tiptoe  of  expectation.  But  no  response.  Surely 
my  friend  has  gotten  a  taste  of  its  quality  ?     What  can  be  wrong  ? 

KU'ER    THE    WHOLE    }>OOI.,     >IR. 

'  Perhaps  he  has  moved,  sir  ;  ki\-er  all  the  pool,  sir,  if  you  please,' 
says  good  old  Enoch.  Acting  on  the  suggestion  I  lengthen  my  line 
and  send  a  cast  several  yards  away  to  the  other  side  of  the  ripple 
from  the  rock.  The  response  is  immediate  ;  with  a  sidelong  rush 
that  shows  his  black  back  and  gleaming  sides  the  salmon  seizes 
tlie  fly,  and  instantly  the  line  begins  to  hiss  from  the  reel,  while 
the  rod  is  strained  almost  double.  ^ly  friend  proves  a  very  game 
fish  of  nearly  twenty  pounds,  and  evidently  set  a  high  estimate 
on  the  value  of  his  life,  for  he  fought  long  and  valiantly,  and  left  no 
tactics  untried  to  rid  himself  of  the  toils.  A  series  of  high  springs, 
a  straightway  rush  at  the  pace  of  ninety  miles  an  hour,  electric 
twistings  under  water,  jerking  savagely,  and  striking  lieavily  at 
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the  leader  vvitli  his  tail — all  proved  of  no  avail.  Admiration  for 

his  pluck  almost  made  me  regret  his  fate  ;  but  Enoch's  relentless 
gaff  quivered  for  one  moment  only  above  his  victim  ;  then  instantly 
with  unerring  aim  the  bright  steel  was  buried  in  the  shining  side, 
and  the  metallic  body  was  laid  bright  and  beautiful  amid  the  rushy 
sedges  on  the  shelving  shore.  Here  indeed  was  a  good  fish  saved 

that  but  for  Enoch's  vigilance  I  might  never  have  made  acquaint- 
ance with.  '  Kiver  the  whole  pool '  is  an  excellent  axiom  when 

you  angle  for  a  salmon. 
Enoch  on  occasion  is  good  at  a  yarn,  and  as  we  sit  in  the  shade 

enjoying  the  afternoon  pipe  he  loves  to  recall  stories  of  '  the  Old 

Hunter',  a  retired  colonel  who  once  fished  this  river  with  a  very 
long  rod  (i8  ft.),  bearing  inverse  ratio  to  the  quality  of  his  temper. 

'  Rest  his  soul,  he's  dead  and  gone  ;  he  was  the  best  sportsman 
as  ever  fished  in  these  parts,'  was  Enoch's  epigrammatic  verdict  on 
him  who  proved  Walton's  rule  concerning  the  peaceable  mild  spirits 
of  anglers  by  affording  a  most  notable  exception. 

'  Onc't,'  continued  Enoch,  '  he  was  wexed  by  a  sportsman 
casting  into  his  water  from  the  opposite  bank.  He  said  nothing, 

but  managed  to  cross  the  man's  line  and  tied  it  to  the  bushes. 
Didn't  it  sarve  the  man  right  ?  Onc't  he  thrashed  two  Indians 
within  an  inch  of  their  lives  for  stealing  a  jug  of  old  Jamaica  rum 

cached  at  one  of  his  camps  for  winter  moose-hunting.  Another  man 
annoyed  him  by  unlawful  fishing.  He  found  out  where  the  critter 

hid  his  spears  and  dip-nets  and  other  things  that  are  a  hurt  to  the 
river.  One  day  he  found  a  50-fathom  net  with  a  leader,  besides 
spears  and  bags  and  triangles.  Lord,  it  was  wild  !  and  the  Colonel 
he  gets  wild  too,  and  goes  to  a  magistrate  and  slaps  the  fine  on 
him.  But  that  did  no  good.  So  the  next  time  he  found  this  man 
poaching  he  took  off  his  coat,  for  he  had  wexed  him  too  bad  this 

time  to  stand  it  any  further.  Instead  of  slapping  on  the  fine  this 

time,  he  says  to  the  poacher,  "  If  we  have  a  law  let  it  be  a  law, 
and  we  must  fight  it  out  betwixt  us  right  here  and  now".  The 
man  was  a  shocking  big  brute  of  a  fellow,  but  did  not  stand  up  for 
long  before  the  Colonel  ;  after  three  rounds  he  was  on  the  ground 
howling  with  pain.  He  limped  home  to  his  wife,  very  badly  hurt, 
they  told  me — and  ever  after  the  Colonel  had  no  trouble  on  that 

river  when  they  knew  he  was  out  for  his  sport.  Onc't  he  fit  a  duel 
in  Halifax  because  some  big  man  sent  a  favourite  rod  back  he  had 

loaned  him  with  a  broken  tip.  And  onc't  when  he  was  commanding 
at  a  sham-fight  on  the  common,  on  the  Queen's  birthday,  he  was 
wexed  because  a  company  of  blacks  under  a  white  officer,  wheeling 
to  the  left  instead  of  the  right  by  mistake  in  the  word  of  command, 
came  up  right  in  front  of  a  troop  of  horse  artillery.     The  Colonel 



A  NOVA  SCOTIAN  SALMON  STREAM  51 

was  mad,  yoii  bet  !  and  the  languidge  he  used  was  something  horrid 
and  awful,  although  there  were  lots  of  the  quality  ladies  looking 
on  ;  but  the  men  only  laughed,  for  they  knew  he  was  a  brave  man, 

and  a  tiptop  sportsman,  and  could  not  help  a  bit  of  a  short  temper 

THE    SALMUX     I'OfH,    WKAl'I'ED    IX     WIXTER    SLEEP 

and  swear  words  at  a  time  like  this.  "  Ride  over  the  black  devils  ! 
ride  o\-er  the  sons  of  Belial  !  ride  over  them  !  "he  roared  out  over  and 
over  until  he  fairly  got  black  in  the  face,  they  say,  while  the  coloured 

boys  got  out  of  the  way  of  the  guns  at  best  they  could.' 
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So  with  yarns  of  the  choleric  colonel  did  Enoch  beguile  the  hour 
of  siesta  one  bright  afternoon  as  we  smoked  our  pipes,  resting  on 

the  slope  of  the  mill-dam,  whence  we  had  a  view  of  the  Falls  Pool 
immediately  beneath  us.  It  is  a  good  pool,  but  full  of  sunken  logs 
and  branches  which  a  hooked  fish  is  not  slow  to  take  advantage  of. 
Indeed,  it  is  one  of  those  pools  wliicli  afford  so  many  chagrins  that 

I  would  not  advise  a  man  of  '  mild  and  peaceable  spirit  '  to  lisli  it 
too  often,  lest  he  might  fall  from  grace  and  develop  a  temper. 
Crede  experto.  The  way  of  a  salmon  among  submerged  timber 
passeth  all  understanding. 

THE    RIVER- 

It  is  a  curious  pool  to  fish,  for  you  cast  from  the  dam,  and  as 
you  look  down  upon  the  sunny  water  you  often  see  a  fish  or  two 
sculling  gently  along  with  a  dreamy  motion,  or  else  poised  at  his 
station  on  easy  fin.  You  can  see  the  whole  process  of  his  taking 
the  fly,  and  are  very  apt  to  draw  it  away  on  that  account  before  your 
fish  has  well  seized  it.  Personally,  I  prefer  not  to  see  the  fish  for 
which  I  cast,  as  I  much  enjoy  that  sudden  revelation  of  what  lurks 

behind  the  veil — the  quick  surprise  ;  the  lifting  of  the  curtain  that 
hides  the  finny  tribe  from  observation. 

Our  river  distinctly  divides  itself  into  three  parts  :  the  upper 
is  infancy,  the  middle  is  youth,  the  lower  manhood.     Tl:e  upper 
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reach  is  where  the  waters  are  gathered  into  a  large  lacustrine  expan- 
sion swelled  by  numberless  small  rivulets  teeming  with  parr  and 

with  trout,  big  and  little  ;  in  its  middle  course  the  stream  gathers 
strength  until  it  affords  a  few  fair  pools  where  one  can  take  grilse 
in  midsummer.  But  it  is  to  the  lower  reach  that  memoiy  turns 

most  often  in  other  scenes  than  these  ;  for  here  is  our  battle-ground 
with  Salmo  salar,  here  are  registered  our  victories  and  defeats. 

What  a  lovely  pool  is  Indian  Camp  !  Quite  near  the  sloping 

green  bank  old  Indian  warriors  lie  at  rest  beneath  a  score  of  fern- 
clad  mounds  ;    men  who  long  ago  fished  here  with  their  rude  gear 

THK    KI\  LR   - 

and  made  elaborate  stone  weirs,  traces  of  which  are  still  to  be  seen, 

notably  in  the  Weir  Pool. 

It  is  only  a  stone's-throw  above  tidal  water,  and  when  salmon 
rise  here  they  come  savagely,  with  tiger-like  spring,  apparently 
more  strong  and  lusty  than  after  they  have  lived  in  the  fresh  water 

even  for  a  little  time.  Then  succeeds  '  The  Alders ',  where  brown 
tassels  and  metallic  leafage  dip  in  a  sable  reach  of  water  flecked 
with  foam  bells,  netting  among  their  interlacing  branches  frothy 
fabrics  like  pyramids  of  whipped  cream. 

Next  come  the  Lower  and  Upper  Wing-dams  ;  salmon  pools  of 
great  interest  to   the  fisherman,  for  in  reality  they  are  artificial 
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pools,  not  made  for  the  angler's  delight  expressly,  but  incidentally 
serving  his  purpose.  They  are  structures  built  by  the  lumber-men 
for  facilitating  the  driving  of  logs,  provided  with  a  gate  in  the 
centre,  and  with  sides  set  sloping  to  the  stream,  furnishing  a  sort  of 

funnel  or  bottle-neck  pool,  and  backing  up  the  water  to  a  depth 
which  the  salmon  dearly  loves — anywhere  between  two  and  three 
feet — and  somehow  correcting  the  speed  of  the  current  exactly  to 
his  taste.  Should  any  reader  wish  to  construct  an  artificial  salmon 

pool  here  is  a  valuable  model,  for  above  these  so-called  '  wing- 
dams  '  the  salmon  will  surely  rest  for  a  long  time.  A  fish  hooked  and 
lost  here  on  June  12  of  last  year  was  taken  with  the  cast  in  his 
jaws  by  another  fisherman  at  exactly  the  same  spot  on  June  27. 
He  had  remained  in  the  pool  for  all  that  time. 

For  two  whole  weeks  this  pleasing  river  had  been  to  me  com- 
panion and  a  friend.  Life  by  its  waters  had  bestowed  the  power 

to  enjoy  simple  things.  '  The  gliding  of  the  stream,  and  the  birds 
singing,  and  the  soft  blue  sky,  seem  like  life  passing  in  a  summer 

dream,  as  though  no  winter  stress  could  e'er  come  nigh  a  scene  like 
this,  or  any  human  deeds  seem  louder  than  the  whisper  of  the 

reeds.'  Oh,  happy  state  of  mind,  when  mere  sky  and  running  water, 
rocks  and  trees,  the  fluttering  leafage,  the  glory  of  a  summer  eve, 

the  notes  of  birds  from  the  tree-tops,  can  make  one  forget  that  life 



A  NOVA  SCOTIAN  SALMON  STREAIM 55 

holds  anything  save  rapture  in  it  !  As  I  pause  at  the  top  of  the 
hill  overlooking  the  river,  tracing  my  steps  backwards  towards  the 

ties  of  humanity  which  for  awhile  ha.ve  been  almost  completely 
severed,  I  find  myself  repeating  these  words,  hardly  exaggerated, 

though  originally  referred  to  human  love  : — 

Now  see. 

The  red  sun  drops  behind  the  dusky  hills, 
And  nightly  dews  rise  from  the  sombre  vale  : 

Farewell,  beloved,  for  belov'd  thou  art. 

AT    THE    CLOSE    OF    THE    DAY   RSADY    FOR    HOME. 



IX 

SPORT  ON  THE  SALMON  RIVERS  OF  EASTERN  CANADA 

IN  contrasting  Canadian  inland  waters  with  those  of  the  mother- 
conntry,  one  cannot  fail  to  be  struck  by  the  difference  in  the 

character  of  the  trout  fishing.  Not  only  in  remote  sheets  of  water 
lying  amid  sequestered  solitudes,  which  have  remained  and  will 
continue  for  centuries  unvisited  by  the  angler,  but  even  in  lakes 
and  streams  of  the  settled  districts,  when  trout  are  found  feeding, 
they  are  extremely  unsophisticated  in  dealing  with  the  artificial 
fly.  Not  that  for  fronting  some  occasions  may  not  prove  far  more 
favourable  than  others.  Dear  to  the  heart  of  the  honest  fisherman 

everywhere  are  a  few  fleecy  clouds,  not  sufficiently  dense  to  interfere 
with  the  warmth  of  the  sunshine,  yet  serving  to  veil  the  intensity 

of  the  light  :  sweet  the  curl  of  a  gentle  south-west  breeze  coming 
across  the  meadows  to  darken  the  water.  Yet  such  conditions 

are  apparently  of  less  importance  in  Canada  than  in  England. 

Cautious  approaches  and  the  cast  made  on  the  knees  by  the  chalk- 
stream  fisherman  would  cause  no  small  merriment  to  the  young 

urchins  who  are  given  to  the  practice  of  driving  out  trout  from  under- 
neath the  shelter  of  overhanging  alder  thickets  vi  et  annis  for  the 

purpose  of  '  fly-ing  '  them,  even  in  small  and  shallow  pools. 
When  it  comes  to  Sahno  salar,  however,  it  cannot  be  said  that 

his  habits  contrast  very  sharply  with  his  representatives  in  the 
old  world.  He  seems  to  enjoy  life  more  keenly  perhaps,  and  parts 

with  it  after  braver  struggles.  The  rush  at  the  fly  of  a  thirty- 
pounder  of  the  York  or  Grand  Cascapedia  is  sometimes  almost 

tiger-like  in  its  fierceness.  Something  may  be  due  to  environment 
to  account  for  this.  Perhaps  the  more  highly  aerated  waters  of 
the  rapid  streams,  and  wild  revels  in  the  midst  of  broiling  torrent 
and  mad  cascades,  may  develop  strength.  The  late  Sir  Donald 

Stewart  used  to  say  that  '  salmon  fishing  in  the  heavy  tumbling 
rivers  of  Canada  is  to  salmon  fishing  in  Scotland  what  tiger  shooting 

is  to  deer  stalking  '. 
Alike  is  the  Canadian  salmon,  however,  to  his  European  brother 

in  that  there  are  times  when  he  cannot  be  enticed  by  a  well-flung 

fly  ;    when  he  puts    man's   petty  artifices  utterly  at  defiance  ;    in 
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that  he  generally  refuses  to  rise  well  during  the  waxing  of  the  water 

after  rain,  but  comes  well  with  the  ri\-er  on  the  wane,  while  decre- 
scentia  ripas  fiumina  prcetereunt. 

His  favourite  '  seats',  too,  are  in  the  rough  rapids  at  the  head 
of  a  pool,  else  in  front  of  some  submerged  rock  far  below,  where 
the  water  deepens  and  darkens  at  the  tail.  Here  he  loves  to  lurk 

and  laze  beneath  the  foam-flecked  whimpling  ripples,  and  here, 
when  he  does  rise,  the  old-country  angler  is  familiar  with  the  rocket- 

like rush,  the  javelin-shaped  uplifting  of  the  water,  the  pink  gleam 

1  ISHING    SCHOONER    FROM    CAPE    BRETON    SAILING    TO    SANDWICH  BAY,   AT    THE    HEAD 
OF    WHICH    IS    THE    WHITE    BEAR    RIVER. 

of  the  sides,  and  then  the  brief  glimpse  of  black  dorsal  fin  and  tail 

as  the  fly  is  carried  down  in  the  midst  of  encircling  wa\"es.  In  the 
more  quiet  water  the  fish  seems  to  gain  added  strength,  and  even 

a  twelve-pounder  will  go  off  '  pulling  like  a  wild  horse  with  the  lasso 
about  him  '. 

Everywhere,  even  in  Canada,  the  same  golden  rule  is  to  be 

observed  in  salmon  fishing  :  '  nil  dcspcrandum  ' .  Slight  changes 
affect  the  fish  ;  the  atmospheric  conditions  attending  a  change 
of  weather,  a  calm  after  storm,  or  vice  versa,  will  set  obdurate 

individuals  agog  for  the  fly.  An  exceptionally  warm  day  occurring 
in  a  cold  spring,  or  a  cool  day  in  midsummer,  in  short  any  surprise 
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in  weather — and  such  surprises  are  of  astonishing  frequency.  The 
threatening  eye  with  which  fortune  looks  upon  men  just  before  slie 
means  them  most  good  she  often  turns  uj)()n  the  angler. 

ALMOX    RIVER,     NOVA    SCOTIA. 

Although  salmon  are  often  caught  during  the  brightest  hours 
of  the  day,  the  same  rules  apply  in  Canadian  streams  as  elsewhere. 

Avoid  fishing  a  pool  after  ten  o'clock  on  a  clear  summer  morning 
until  about  five  o'clock  in  the  evening.  In  comparatively  still 
water  the  fly  must  descend  as  lightly  as  a  feather  exactly  on  the 
right  ripple,  for  the  salmon  will  not  offer  to  take  unless  the  fly  is 
precisely  at  a  certain  distance  away.  If  the  water  is  very  still 
it  is  a  good  plan  frequently  to  allow  the  fly  to  sink  a  few  inches, 
then  draw  toward  the  surface  and  again  allow  it  to  sink. 

Many  of  the  pools  in  Canadian  waters  are  surrounded  by  perpen- 
dicular or  overhanging  rocks,  and  in  such  places  it  is  well  to  keep 

out  of  sight  as  much  as  possible,  and  never  disturb  or  approach  the 
water  before  trying  it.  In  hooking  a  fish  it  is  best  to  strike  a  little 

sideways,  rather  gently,  '  doing  something  with  your  wrist  which 
(as  Mr.  Penn  says)  is  not  very  easy  to  explain  '. 

Scrope's  advice  is  very  much  to  the  point  everywhere  :  '  It  is 
indispensable  to  have  a  quick  eye  and  a  ready  hand.  Your  fly, 
or  its  exact  position,  should  never  be  lost  sight  of,  and  you  should 

imagine  every  moment  of  the  live-long  day  that  an  extraordinary 

large  salmon  was  coming  at  it.' 
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Although  the  orthodox  method  of  casting  generahy  answers, 

namely,  '  to  bring  the  fly  round  the  stream,  describing  the  segment 
of  a  circle,  taking  one  step  in  advance  at  every  throw,  occasionally 
giving  short  jerks  in  order  to  set  the  wings  in  alternate  expansion 

and  contraction  ',  yet  there  are  exceptions  to  this  rule. 
For  instance,  take  the  well-known  '  Falls  Pool '  below  the  Grand 

Falls  of  the  Nepisiquit,  in  New  Brunswick,  the  highest  point  of 

the  river  which  the  salmon  reaches.  Here  the  falling  w'ater  in 
countless  ages  has  worn  away  a  deep  gorge  between  precipitous 
cliffs,  raging  and  wallowing  through  a  narrow  channel,  sending  up 

N'olumes  of  fine  spray  to  be  pierced  by  the  rays  of  the  summer  sun 
until  a  beautiful  mist  rainbow  overarches  the  cataract.  Below 

this  is  a  smaller  fall,  where  the  salmon  occasionally  essay  a  futile 
leap.  At  a  little  farther  distance  the  mass  of  foaming  water  rests 
in  a  pool  of  comparative  calm  and  quiet.  It  is  extremely  interesting 
to  stand  on  the  rocks  overhanging  the  river  and  watch  the  salmon, 
their  every  movement  distinctly  evident.  As  the  pool  is  shallow, 
it  would  be  impossible  to  take  any  fish  here,  v/ere  it  not  that  a  great 
fragment  of  shelving  rock,  detached  from  the  cliff,  rests  on  a  ledge 
at  the  base.     Crawling  upon  this  rock  on  all  fours,  and  entirely 

CAMP    ON    THE    NEPISIQUIT. 

concealed  from  view,  the  fisherman  has  to  throw  his  fly  very  lightly 
on  the  pool,  and  allowing  it  to  rest  for  one  moment  only  on  the 
calm  surface,  must  immediately  withdraw  it  if  not  taken.     One 
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clumsy  action  will  entirely  destroy  his  chances,  until  a  fresh  fish 
slips  into  the  pool,  which  is  continually  happening.  This  method 
of  casting  calls  for  a  very  stiff  rod.  The  work  has  to  be  done  with 
the  tip.  One  veteran  sportsman  who  fishes  this  pool  has  fortified 
his  rod  with  a  narrow  double  strip  of  steel  rod  running  from  tip  to 
butt.  The  salmon  meaning  to  rise  will  separate  himself  from  his 
companions,  and  not  until  the  fly  is  at  the  exact  distance  which 
pleases  his  lordship  will  he  deign  to  make  his  plunge  after  it.  The 

'  old  soldiers  '  seem  to  know  the  deception,  and  occasionally  turn 
on  the  side  and  eye  the  feathery  cheat  in  a  sidelong  mocking  way 
that  is  very  provoking.  The  only  fish  hooked  are  those  that  have 
newly  arrived  in  the  pool.  If  the  throw  prove  successful,  the 
moment  that  the  fly  touches,  like  an  arrow  shot  from  the  bow,  a 

torpedo-like  shape  darts  diagonally  tinvard  it,  and  floundering  for 
one  moment  on  the  surface,  disappears  below.  The  other  fish 
appear  to  eye  the  hooked  one  with  amazement,  but  hardly  with 
alarm.  They  evidently  fail  to  take  in  the  situation,  and  draw  aside 
lazily  when  he  comes  among  them,  as  if  to  implore  sympathy  and 
aid.  Seeing  that  there  is  no  relief  here  for  him,  the  fish  usually 
darts  down  stream,  and  the  Indians  bringing  up  the  canoe,  the 
fisherman  steps  in  and  gaffs  his  prey  a  few  hundred  yards  down  the 
river  on  a  sloping,  gravelly  beach  that  seems  to  be  provided  for  the 
express  purpose. 

One  can  here  see  a  procession  of  salmon  passing  into  the  gorge 

and  back  again  from  the  broad  lake-like  basin  below  twice  each  day. 
It  is  easy  to  believe  the  tales  of  canoe  loads  of  salmon  speared 

here  in  the  olden  time  by  the  IMicmac  Indians  when  game  wardens 

were  a  thing  unknown.  What  more  tempting  spot  for  '  burning  ' 
could  the  desperately  wicked  heart  of  the  poacher  desire  ! 

After  vainly  essaying  to  scale  the  falls,  the  fish  slink  back  into 
the  shaded  waters  of  the  canon.  Salmon  are  unable  to  surmount 

a  fall  upwards  of  eight  feet,  and  even  in  effecting  this  much  depends 
on  the  perpendicular  character  of  the  fall  and  the  depth  of  water 
at  its  foot.  The  deeper  it  is  the  higher  they  can  leap.  Highly 
amusing  is  the  ancient  myth  that  the  salmon  takes  his  tail  in  his 
mouth  : — 

And  bending  like  a  bow, 

That's  to  full  compass  drawn  ; 
Aloft  himself  doth  throw. 

Still  yerking,  never  leaves 
Until  himself  he  fling 
Above  the  opposing  stream. 

Next  to  the  actual  play  of  a  lusty  fish  on  the  rod,  perhaps  the  most 
delectable  amusement  of  your  genuine  admirer  of  Salmo  salar  is 
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to  watch  some  salmon  '  leap  ',  where  fish  after  fish  springs  in  the  air, 
nearly  all  falling  backwards,  again  to  renew  the  struggle,  while  few 
only,  with  a  wriggle  of  the  tail,  sail  off  triumphantly,  bound  for 
the  pleasant  pools  in  the  upper  reaches  of  the  river,  which  their  less 
agile  comrades  have  been  unable  to  achieve.  The  successful 
vault  appears  to  be  a  nicely  calculated  arrival  at  the  curve  of  the 
sheet  of  falling  water  at  a  correct  distance  below  the  escarpment, 
where,  after  a  slight  pause,  when  the  body  trembles  violently  all 
over,  a  rapid  quivering  of  the  pectoral  fins  and  tail  puts  the  finishing 
touches  on  the  supreme  effort.     The  heart  of  the  honest  angler  is 

S.A.LMON    LEAPING    THE    FALLS    OF    WHITE    BEAR    RIVER. 

Photograph  by  Dr.  R.  T.  Morris,  New  York. 

often  lacerated  by  the  treatment  accorded  to  this  noble  fish  in 
the  inland  waters  of  the  Province  of  Nova  Scotia.  The  time  will 

come  when,  as  has  happened  in  the  State  of  Maine,  the  policy  of 

annihilation  will  be  succeeded  by  expensive  re-stocking  of  the 
salmon  streams.  An  ounce  of  precaution  in  this  instance  would 
be  worth,  however,  many  pounds  of  cure  in  the  shape  of  expensive 
Government  Fish  Commissions  and  slow  rehabilitation. 

The  interior  of  this  province  is  occupied  by  a  number  of  lake 
basins,  from  each  of  which  a  picturesque  salmon  stream  seeks  the 
Atlantic.  Within  easv  reach  of  the  City  of  Halifax  there  are, 
to  tlie  westward,  Indian  River,  Gold  River,  Ingraham,  East  Rivtr, 
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the  Lahave,  Medway,  Liverpool,  the  Clyde,  the  Shelburne,  and 
the  Tusket,  each  of  which  has  glorious  salmon  pools,  and  once 

fairly  swarmed  with  sea-trout,  salmon,  and  the  useful  gaspereaux — 
in  appearance  something  like  the  herring,  a  member  of  the  Clupeidae 
{Alosa  tyrannus) .  The  catch  of  this  latter  fish  alone  in  1870  amounted 
to  50,000  barrels  a  year  in  Nova  Scotia  and  New  Brunswick,  where 
they  formed  a  welcome  addition  to  the  means  of  the  farmers  settled 
along  the  river  banks. 

The  same  may  be  said  of  Salmon  River,  the  Musquodoboit, 

the  Tangier,  and  the  St.  Mary's  to  the  eastward  of  Halifax.  The 
beautiful  Annapolis,  a  slow  full  river,  flowing  through  long  fertile 
meadows  and  luxuriant  apple  orchards,  has  of  late  vastly  improved, 
and  offers  many  tempting  pools  to  which  the  fish  have  a  free  course 
from  the  Bay  of  Fundy.  Although  in  each  of  these  rivers  (named 
in  the  order  of  their  distance  from  the  capital  city)  the  fishing  is 
free  and  open,  each  season  tempts  a  bare  score  of  salmon  anglers 
to  their  banks.  A  couple  of  fish  a  day  seems  to  be  the  maximum 

of  an  angler's  hopes,  and  it  must  be  confessed  that  on  many  a 
good  fishing  day  he  draws  a  blank. 

Turning  to  New  Brunswick,  there  the  conditions  are  widely 
different.  Her  numerous  charming  streams,  of  far  greater  volume 
than  those  of  the  sister  province,  perhaps  ranking  among  the  noblest 
salmon  rivers  of  the  world,  are  all  leased,  and  the  privileges  of  the 
rod,  with  few  exceptions,  are  only  obtainable  by  purchase  or  favour. 
Every  year  some  streams,  or  sections  of  streams,  are  offered  at 

public  auction  in  the  town  of  Fredericton,  and  prices  are  often  ridi- 
culously cheap  compared  with  those  obtained  for  far  inferior  water 

in  Norway.  The  Restigouche  ranks  high  in  merit  in  comparison 
with  any  salmon  stream  in  civilized  territory. 

The  Miramichi,  not  one  river,  but  several,  draining  an  immense 

tract  of  wilderness,  is  divided  into  two  main  branches,  the  North- 

west and  the  South-west.  The  Metapedia  is  a  fine  ample  river, 
but  has  failed  of  late  for  causes  not  determined. 

Flowing  into  the  romantic  Bay  of  Chaleur,  in  the  Quebec  district 
of  Gaspe,  are  several  rivers  commanding  high  prices,  noted  for 
the  large  size  of  the  salmon  which  they  hold.  The  most  famous  of 

these  are  the  Grand  Cascapedia,  the  Little  Cascapedia,  the  Bona- 
venture  and  the  York,  which  flows  into  the  charming  Gaspe  Basin. 
In  a  beautiful  grove,  on  the  Grand  Cascapedia,  a  few  miles  from  the 
mouth  where  a  mountain  torrent  storms  into  the  river,  nailed  against 
the  wall  of  the  fishing  camp,  is  an  effigy  cut  in  birch  bark  of  a  salmon 

which  weighed  fifty-four  pounds,  killed  by  Lord  Stanley. 
The  season  for  all  these  rivers  is  from  the  loth  or  15th  of  June 

up  to  the  ist  of  August. 
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Along  the  north  shore  of  the  St.  Lawrence  there  is  a  succession 

of  noble  salmon  streams  (accessible  from  Quebec  by  steamer) 
which  are  capable  of  yielding  their  dozen  or  score  of  fish  a  day  to 
each  rod.     The  St.  ̂ Marguerite,  the  Godbout,  the  Wacheeshoo,  the 

SALMON    LE.\PIXG    THE    FALLS    OF    WHITE    BEAR    RIVER. 

Piiotograph  by  Dr.  R.  T.  Morris,  Xej.'  York. 

St.  John's,  the  Mingan,  the  Moisie,  the  Romaine,  the  Natashquan, 
the  Meccatina  and  the  St.  Augustine,  are  the  most  famous  of  these, 
but  all  are  under  lease  to  private  owners  or  clubs. 

Passing  on  to  Labrador,  this  coast  has  recently  been  placed 

among  the  '  accessible  '  regions  of  Eastern  Canada  by  the  powerful 
agency  of  steam,  and  should  interest  the  angler  looking  for  new 
worlds  to  conquer.  The  country  through  which  its  streams  run 
is  very  peculiar  ;  rough  hills  of  laurentian  and  granite  rocks  rise 
near  the  edge  of  the  coast,  and  extend  far  back  from  an  elevated 
tableland,  for  all  practical  purposes  an  unexplored  and  unknown 
territory.  The  hills  are  bare  and  bleak,  or  if  clothed  at  all  with 

wood,  have  nothing  but  stunted  spruce  and  white  birch.  At  inter- 
vals, some  large  rivers,  after  winding  along  the  plateau  in  lacustrine 

expansions  alternating  with  turbulent  rapids,  fall  into  the  sea,  as 
a  rule  offering  a  very  short  course  before  the  ascent  of  the  salmon  is 
barred  by  impassable  cataracts.     The  Forteau  is  a  river  well  known 
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to  many  officers  of  his  ̂ Majesty's  warships  which  patrol  the  coasts 
of  Newfoundland  ;  noted,  however,  more  for  its  sea-trout  than  for 

its  salmon.  The  White  Bear  Ri\-er  at  the  head  of  Sandwich  Bay, 
where  Cartwright  found  his  fishing-station  in  the  middle  of  the 

eighteenth  century,  must  have  at  that  date  simply  swarmed  with 
salmon.  In  one  year  he  killed,  between  June  23  and  July  20, 
12,396  salmon,  averaging  15  lb.  apiece.  He  adds  that,  if  it  had  not 
been  for  interruptions  caused  by  privateers,  he  is  confident  he  would 

have  killed  32,000  fish  or  1,000  tierces. ^ 
This  river  below  the  falls  often  yields  excellent  fly-fishing,  while 

several  ri\'ers  further  north  call  for  exploration.  Sandy  Eil's  River, 
near  Tub  Harbour,  and  the  North-West,  running  into  Hamilton 
Inlet,  excellent  salmon  streams,  can  be  reached  without  great 
difficulty. 

Such  is  a  cursor}-  review  of  the  scope  suggested  to  the  angler 
in  Eastern  Canada.  The  range  offered  is  immense.  The  rod  will 
often  be  carried  far  into  the  wild  solitudes  of  nature  in  its  primeval 
grandeur,  surrounded  by  sombre  forest ;  the  fisherman  will  at  times 
be  called  on  to  undergo,  perhaps,  severe  labour  ;  yet  it  is  surprising 
how  comfortable  it  is  possible  to  make  oneself  in  the  wilds  by  means 
of  a  few  simple  artifices. 

^  Cartwright 's  Sixteen  Years  on  the  Coast  of  Labrador,  July,  177S. 
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'  The  most  exquisite  kind  of  angling,  in  my  opinion,'  said  good 
Sir  Humphrey  Davy,  '  would  be  that  of  angling  in  a  river  never  fished 

in  by  European  before.'  This  supreme  pleasure  may  still  be  enjoyed 
by  the  adventurous  sportsman  in  some  portions  of  Eastern  Canada. 

Note. — I  consider  that  a  Hardy  split  cane  fifteen-feet  salmon 
rod,  with  steel  core  running  entire  length,  the  very  best  for  all-round 
salmon  fishing  in  Canada.  A  smaller  spare  tip  will  fit  this  beautiful 

rod  for  sea-trout  and  brook-trout  fishing. 



THE    HUMBER    RIVER. 

X 

THE    SEA-TROUT    AND    SALMON    STREAMS    OF 
NEWFOUNDLAND 

FEW  indeed  are  the  regions  of  the  world  more  prolific  in  fishes 
than  the  coasts  of  Newfonndland.  Vast  eddies  from  the 

contact  of  the  Gulf  Stream  with  two  branches  of  the  Arctic  current 

form  the  great  submarine  deposits  knowTi  as  the  Newfoundland 
banks,  stocked  with  an  inexhaustible  supply  of  marine  fish  life, 
while  inland  every  tumbling  brook  and  blue  lake  is  populous  with 
trout.  The  salmon  streams  of  Newfoundland  are  becoming  better 

preserved  every  year,  hence  the  fishing  undoubtedly  promises 
rapid  improvement.  The  magnificent  Humber,  pursuing  a  course 
through  the  immense  lake  known  as  Deer  Pond,  and  lapping  the 
base  of  precipitous  chffs,  affords  sport  amidst  enchanting  and 
even  noble  surroundings.  A  very  attractive  trip  is  to  start  from 
Deer  Lake,  with  camp  outfit  and  a  couple  of  good  boatmen,  for  the 
long  pool  immediately  below  the  Grand  Falls.     Two  days  will  suffice 
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to  surmount  the  difficulties  of  the  river,  which  often  runs  into  swift 

rapids.  During  the  two  latter  weeks  of  June,  salmon  should  be 
found  here  in  force,  and  may  be  seen  jumping  the  falls,  six  or  eight 
out  of  water  at  a  time.  None  could  pass  over  the  falls  were  it  not 

for  the  help  of  a  projecting  ledge  a  few  feet  from  the  head  of  the 
falls.  The  pool  affords  fishing  for  nearly  a  mile,  and  after  the  salmon 
are  over  it  becomes  fairly  alive  with  grilse. 

SUXSET    OX    THE    HUMBER. 

On  a  calm  summer  evening  the  sportsman  encamped  on  the 

shore  is  often  startled  by  a  human-like  whining  or  crooning,  or  a 
heavy  splash  off  some  rocky  ledge.  Beneath  the  keel  of  his  boat 
a  flash  of  yeasty  froth,  followed  by  the  emergence  of  a  round  glittering 
head,  tells  him  that  he  is  not  alone  in  the  pursuit  of  the  salmon,  as 

seals  are  sharing  the  sport,  probably  with  a  far  greater  degree  of 
success,  for  they  are  gifted  with  agility  far  surpassing  that  of  the 
salmon. 
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There  are  many  good  salmon  rivers  along  the  southern  coast 
of  Newfoundland,  among  which  the  Garnish,  the  Bay  du  Nord 

(Fortune  Bay),  Little  River  and  Grandy's  Brook  (Burgeo),  may  be 
noted.  In  Bay  d'Espoir  two  fine  streams  flow  respectively  into 
Bay  d'East  and  Bay  du  Nord.  There  are  also  the  La  Poile  and 
the  Rose  Blanche.  All  these  rivers,  however,  are  not  nearly  so  easy 
of  access  as  those  of  the  west  coast,  several  of  which  are  crossed  by 

Reid's  railway. 
The  Terra  Nova  should  soon  become  an  excellent  salmon  stream, 

as  it  contains  a  number  of  fine  pools,  and  has  been  recently  equipped 
with  two  salmon  ladders  at  the  Upper  and  Lower  Falls,  which  once 
barred  the  ascent  of  the  fish  from  the  lower  reaches.  The  Gander 

is  also  naturally  a  fine  river  over  thirty  miles  in  length,  which  should 
go  on  improving.  It  was  ruined  by  former  merciless  methods  of 
fishing,  which  are  now  being  put  a  stop  to.  Cruelly  trapped,  netted, 

speared  and  even  'barred',  small  wonder  that  while  it  once  yielded 
1,000  tierce  of  salmon  it  virtually  became  depleted.  The  method 

of  '  barring  '  a  river  is  to  stretch  a  net  clear  across  from  bank  to 
bank,  which  again  is  usually  '  backed  '  by  another  net  of  small 
mesh  directly  behind  it,  so  that  if  a  small  fish  gets  through  the  first 
barrier  he  is  certain  to  be  stopped  at  the  second. 

The  great  Cod  Roy  is  easily  reached  from  Port  aux  Basques, 
the  western  terminus  of  the  railway.  Its  valley  is  one  of  the  most 
fertile  portions  of  the  island.  It  is  a  shallow  stream,  but  broad, 
often  affording  very  fair  sport.  The  long  estuary  at  its  mouth 
allows  the  nets  to  get  more  than  a  fair  share  when  salmon  are 
running  in  from  the  sea. 

Among  the  other  easily  accessible  streams  on  the  west  coast  there 

is  Harry's  Brook,  where  there  is  a  good  sportsman's  hotel  known  as 
The  Long  Cabin  ;  the  Greater  and  the  Less  Barachois  ;  Fischel's 
Brook  ;  Robinson's  Brook  ;  Crabbe's  Brook  and  the  little  Cod 
Roy — all  of  them  near  comfortable  houses,  so  that  camping  out  in 
the  bush  though  desirable  is  not  an  actual  necessity.  The  pools 
seldom  in  breadth  exceed  a  fair  cast  even  for  a  fifteen-feet  rod. 

It  may  here  be  explained  that  on  the  island  the  terms  lake 
and  river  are  only  quite  recently  being  applied  even  to  large  bodies 
of  fresh  water.  The  early  settlers  who  here  won  for  England  her 
first  foothold  in  the  new  world  were  hardy  mariners  from  Devon 
and  the  West  country.  Consequently  they  had  no  other  word  for 
an  inland  expanse  of  still  water  save  pond,  or  for  a  bit  of  running 
water  save  brook,  without  regard  to  dimensions.  A  visitor  receives 

a  shock  at  hearing  a  sheet  of  water  fifty-six  miles  in  length  referred 
to  as  Grand  Pond.  If  this  is  a  pond,  he  asks,  what  must  the  lakes 
be  like  ? 
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Along  the  Newfoundland  coast  salmon  begin  to  press  in  toward 
fresh  water  about  the  twentieth  day  of  June.  They  follow  the 
enormous  schools  of  that  curious  fish  the  caplin,  which  frequently 
crowd  into  the  shores  in  such  numbers,  for  purposes  of  breeding, 
that  tons  of  them  are  often  picked  up  dead  and  used  for  manuring 
the  soil.  There  are  several  later  runs  depending  altogether  on  the 
state  of  the  water.  Most  of  the  rivers  being  short,  readily  run  off 
in  a  dry  season.  Then  the  fish  will  hang  about  the  estuaries  until 
the  arrival  of  a  freshet,  which  invariably  impels  them  upstream. 

Often  a  pool  near  the  tide  which  on  the  previous  day  contained 
only  an  odd  salmon  or  two,  blackened  by  a  long  stay  in  the  fresh 
water,  will  be  found  to  have  become  filled  during  the  night  with  a 

(,KA.\U     lALLS,     l-.\l'l.<)l  IS     K1\J-.K. 

large  school  of  sea-trout.  These  fish  do  not  run  upstream  in  force 
until  about  the  middle  of  July,  although  a  few  large  ones  come  in 
with  the  salmon. 

They  are  said  to  come  on  in  larger  numbers  at  the  full  of  the 
moon,  when  possibly  higher  tides  enable  them  to  pass  over  the 
sand  bars  and  rapids  with  greater  freedom.  In  low  water  they 

play  about  near  the  mouth  of  all  the  ri\-ers,  moxing  with  the  ebb 
and  flow  of  the  tide. 

If  any  one  cares  for  that  style  of  fishing,  he  can  take  a  boat 
and  often  secure  excellent  sport  in  channels  which  are  cut  through 

banks  of  sand  by  the  racing  tides.     He  must  use  a  large  white- 
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winged  fly,  which  should  have  a  bright  chiret  or  scarlet  body.  If  the 
trout  refuses  this  lure  he  must  spear  a  few  small  flounders  in  the 

shallow  water,  where  they  lie  with  outline  hardly  distinguishable 
from  the  sand,  and,  cutting  a  long  strip  of  white  from  the  underneath 

of  the  body,  attach  it  to  the  fly.  This  invariably  proves  effective. 
This  form  of  sea-trout  fishing  cannot  compare,  however,  with 

the  skilful  cast  of  a  fly  flung  to  descend  hke  thistle-down  just  outside 
the  margin  of  some  lily  patch  in  a  quiet  pool  fringed  with  alder  bushes, 
where  now  and  again  large  vibrating  circles  keep  breaking  the  still 
water  slightly  curled  by  a  gentle  zephyr.  Then  to  take  a  four- 

' pounder  a  man  must  be  a  long  remove  from  Dr.  Johnson's  famous 
definition  of  an"  angler  ;    he  must  be  a  being  of  parts  and  erudition. 
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After  a  run  of  sea-trout  has  made  a  river,  for  several  days  and 
nights  they  will  press  eagerly  upstream,  seldom  lying  many  hours 
in  the  same  pool.  Suddenly,  some  fine  morning,  the  angler  finds 
that  the  run  has  gone  by  ;  but  should  the  water  be  right,  not  many 
days  will  elapse  before  another  arrival  will  take  the  place  of  those 
which  have  passed  up  river. 

In  the  little  Cod  Roy  River,  abounding  in  magnificent  well- 
stocked  trout  pools,  wdth  a  charming  range  of  blue  hills  standing 
out  against  the  horizon  in  two  directions  amid  a  beautiful  sylvan 
environment,  the  trout  fisherman  can  revel  in  his  favourite  pastime. 
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TROUTIXG    UNDER    KILBVDE    FALL. 

Here  fish  after  fish  may  be  landed  between  three  and  four  pounds  ; 
and  rare  beauties  they  are  ;  very  close  of  kin  to  the  aristocrat  of 

the  stream — the  lordly  salmon. 
See  them  on  the  grass  in  the  red  afterglow  of  a  July  evening  ; 

rich  in  colour  beyond  description  ;  their  backs  of  mackerel-green, 
shot  with  zigzag  streaks  of  glittering  bronze  ;  sides  of  molten  silver ; 
bellies  like  pearl,  and  sometimes  touched  wdth  a  blush  of  faint  pink 
or  rose  ;  and  fins  delicately  streaked  with  carmine.  Many  of  them 
drag  the  steel  spring  down  at  four  pounds. 

With  what  unalloyed  pleasure  one  gathers  up  such  rich  spoils  at 
the  end  of  the  long  sweet  summer  day,  and  trudges  happily  off  to 

Tompkin's  comfortable  hostelry,  with  its  widespreading  acres  of 
culti\-ated  intervale  land — rather  a  rare  sight  in  Newfoundland — 
and  hands  over  to  the  cook  a  couple  of  the  shining  beauties  for  his 
evening  repast  ! 

When  sea-trout  are  newly  arrived  they  will  rise,  even  on  a  bright 
day,  at  almost  any  description  of  fly.  Above  the  rocks,  forming  a 
sort  of  dam,  where  the  outlet  of  the  pool  begins  to  curve  before  it 

breaks  away  in  a  wild  dash  to  the  rapids  below,  the  biggest  fish  are 
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likely  to  be  hooked  ;  and  they  are  often  found  graded  in  size  as  you 
walk  higher  up  the  pool  towards  the  inlet.  A  fish  about  two  and 
a  half  pounds  generally  fights  more  gamely  than  his  larger  brethren. 

The  streams  of  Newfoundland  are  becoming  better  preserved 

every  year  ;  hence  the  fishing  will  undoubtedly  improve,  and  already 
has  improved.  In  the  streams  mentioned,  and  in  some  of  their 
branches,  should  the  fisherman  hit  good  water,  he  may  have  the 
good  luck  to  land  a  couple  of  salmon  a  day  ;  but  where  has  not 
salmon  fishing  its  glorious  uncertainties  ?  Salmo  salar  is  the 
same  uncertain,  capricious  creature  in  Newfoundland  as  elsewhere  : 
one  day  rising  greedily,  on  the  very  next  sulking  indifferently  at  the 
bottom  of  the  p.ool  for  no  assignable  reason. 

The  streams  are  all  free  and  open,  without  any  fee  whatever. 

The  first  rod  holds  possession — that  is  the  rule  of  the  river.  A  camp 
may  be  occupied  just  as  long  as  the  owner  of  it  chooses  to  remain. 

Several  noble  rivers  discharge  into  Hawke  Bay,  far  north  on 

that  strip  of  coast  known  as  the  French  shore,  w^here  conflicting 
claims  of  ownership  have  resulted  in  an  international  complication 
not  easily  unravelled.  Amid  grand  scenery,  closely  resembling 
some  portions  of  the  coast  of  Norway,  some  American  gentlemen 

have  erected  a  fishing  lodge,  where  they  resort  annually  and  com- 
mand the  fishing  of  two  good  streams,  which  have  been  not  quite 

ruined  in  the  past  by  poaching  and  overfishing. 

One  of  the  very  best  salmon  ri\'ers  of  the  island  at  the  present 
day  is  Hare  River,  away  up  on  the  extreme  north-eastern  apex  of  the 
island,  flowing  into  Hare  Bay.  To  reach  this  stream  it  is  necessary 
to  take  camping  outfit,  and  proceed  from  the  railway  terminus  at 
Burnt  Bay  by  coasting  steamer  as  far  as  Tilt  Cove  Copper  Mine. 
A  small  steam  tug  carrying  mails  is  sometimes  available,  whereby 
to  cross  White  Bay,  and  to  proceed  within  easy  reach  of  this  attractive 
river.  The  little  boat  hugs  the  rugged  coast,  and  often  threads  a 

pathway  through  an  archipelago  of  interesting  islands.  Good  cari- 
bou hunting  may  also  be  had  on  the  neighbouring  plains,  and  as 

the  Newfoundland  deer  season  opens  July  15,  a  fishing  party  need 
never  be  without  plenty  of  good  venison. 

Some  fifty  miles  from  the  capital  city  is  the  noted  Salmonier, 
which  is  the  home  of  a  small  but  gamy  salmon  that  never  outgrows 

the  size  of  a  well-nurtured  grilse.  There  is  a  fine  surrounding  coun- 
try, where  willow  grouse  may  be  shot  on  the  high  barrens  in  the 

season,  and  w-here  an  occasional  snipe  marsh  is  found  alternating 
with  thick  evergreen  forest.  '    > 

One  of  the  best  known  as  well  as  the  largest  rivers  of  the  island 
is  the  Exploits,  falling  into  an  arm  of  the  Great  Notre  Dame  Bay. 

It  has  its  source  in  Lloyd's  Lake,  known  only  to  the  lonely  fur 
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Red  Indian  Lake,  noted  for  its  excellent  deer-hunting,  and  after- 
wards winds  along  through  a  well-timbered  country  to  the  sea. 

Along  its  shores  the  now  extinct  tribe  of  aboriginal  Indians  were 
accustomed  to  make  huge  .  enclosures  by  felhng  trees  in  order  to 

impound  herds  of  caribou  when  on  their  spring  and  autumn  migra- 
tions. Near  Grand  Falls  the  remains  of  these  ancient  fences  are 

still  to  be  seen,  though  crumbling  to  decay,  as  well  as  the  circular 

mounds  which  mark  the  foundations  of  rude  birch-bark  wigwams. 
The  Grand  Falls  of  the  Exploits  are  heard  rumbling  and  roaring 

at  a  very  long  distance,  and  are  at  least  125  feet  in  height.  An 
immense  volume  of  falling  water,  compressed  into  a  comparatively 
narrow  space,  is  rent  in  many  places  by  large  projecting  rocks, 
while  a  short  distance  below  the  stream  is  divided  by  a  wooded 

island,  which  is  used  as  a  breeding-place  by  countless  gulls.  The 
scene  is  striking  and  wild  in  the  extreme. 

Although  the  Falls  afford  an  imposing  spectacle  they  bar  the 
ascent  of  the  salmon,  which  seem  thereupon  to  turn  their  course 
up  Great  Ratling  Brook.  This  brook,  or  river  rather,  has  three 
very  good  pools  within  a  distance  of  two  miles  from  its  mouth,  so 
that  a  party  camping  near  the  mouth  can  easily  fish  them  every  day  ; 
and  often  excellent  sport  is  to  be  had  here  in  the  month  of  July. 

Say  that  there  has  been  a  gradual  falling  of  tlie  water,  aud  the 
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lish  are  disposed  to  linger  as  they  arrive  in  the  pools  from  the  main 
river,  awaiting  the  advent  of  rain,  careful  fishing  with  a  small 

'  Doctor '  or  '  Ranger  '  or  '  Admiral/  in  the  early  morning  or  towards 
evening,  is  sure  to  be  rewarded  with  success. 

Besides  the  actual  fishing,  the  disciple  of  Walton  will  find  nuich 
to  interest  him  in  a  trip  to  Newfoundland. 

Countless  as  are  the  lakes  of  the  islands,  of  all  dimensions  from 

fifty  yards  to  fifty  miles  in  length,  either  on  the  open  savannahs 

or  else  embosomed  among  the  pines  and  firs,  each  one  seems  to  con- 
tain a  distinct  variety  of  S.  fontinalis.  Various  accidents  of  environ- 

ment develop  novel  forms  and  colours.     Trout  are  sometimes  met 

A    GOOD    FIGHTER. 

with  which  seem  to  defy  classification  under  the  existing  system  of 
nomenclature.  In  one  lake  I  know  of,  with  no  shrubbery  on  the 

shores,  surrounded  by  a  dreary,  glaciated  waste,  the  trout,  appar- 
ently dwarfed  by  starvation,  never  exceed  six  or  eight  inches 

in  length. 

In  the  Museum  at  St.  John's  there  is  a  curious  fish  labelled  a 
'  smut '  salmon,  which  is  said  to  be  a  hybrid  form  not  infrequently 
met  with.  The  ouananiche  on  calm  evenings  startles  the  deer 

hunter  as  it  leaps  up  in  the  waters  of  Red  Indian  Lake,  and  is  also 

found  in  the  Terra  Nova,  Badger,  and  Great  Gander  Lakes.  Rain- 

bow trout  have  been  successfully  introduced  by   the   St.   John's 
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the  waters  of  Loch  Lomond,  spotted  like  the  pard.  Local  conditions 

change  these  fish  somewhat  from  their  typical  character — especially 
the  over  scarcity  or  abundance  of  insect  food.  There  is  no  doubt 
that  a  thorough  ichthyological  exploration  of  the  inland  waters  of 
Newfoundland  would  furnish  valuable  and  interesting  results. 
On  most  of  the  streams  of  Newfoundland  the  air  is  very  fragrant 
in  the  early  summer  with  the  bloom  of  the  balsam  poplar,  or  Balm 
of  Gilead  tree.  There  are  many  rare  and  beautiful  wild  flowers 

— some  deliciously  fragrant,  such  as  the  pink  bells  of  the  Linnea 

TROUT    FISHING.        OUTLET    OF    H.ARRV  S    BROOK,    GEORGE  S    L.\KE. 

hor calls.  That  most  charming  of  wilderness  songsters,  the  white- 
throated  sparrow,  pours  forth  its  cheerful  melody  from  numberless 

tree  tops.  If  one  puts  aside  the  rod  and  strolls  upon  some  neigh- 

bouring '  barren  ',  or  dry  upland  marsh,  he  will  see  perhaps  a  cock 
willow  grouse  burst  from  the  moor,  or  possibly  a  ptarmigan  exactly 
like  the  Norway  ryper,  leading  him  away  from  its  young  brood 
with  a  plaintive  cry  of  distress  and  a  pretended  broken  wing,  drooped 

and  trailed  along  the  moss-covered  ground.  The  harsh  '  honk  ' 
of  the  Canada  goose  may  often  be  heard,  as  siie  takes  her  young  to 

some  grassy  'tussock'  in  the  middle  of  some  secluded  pond,  where 
a  fancied  security  is  obtained  against  all  enemies.     If  the  sportsman 
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wander  into  some  sequestered  meadow  through  which  a  still  brook 
glides  noiselessly,  fringed  with  a  dense  mass  of  shrubbery,  he  is 
very  likely  to  startle  a  caribou  hind  with  her  April  fawn,  or  a  stag 

carefully  nursing  the  soft,  gelatinous,  velvet-co\-ered  sprouts  pre- 
sently to  develop  into  forms  of  beauty  coveted  by  the  hunter. 

There  is  no  country  so  near  England  at  the  present  hour  which 
offers  so  many  attractions  to  the  sportsman  as  Newfoundland.  As 
the  price  of  good  or  even  indifferent  salmon  fishing  in  the  old  country 
and  Norway  becomes  year  by  year  more  prohibitive,  it  is  necessary 

for  the  disciple  of  Walton  to  seek  out  new'  fields,  or  rather  streams, 
where  it  is  possible  to  indulge  in  his  favourite  pastime  at  a  reason- 

able cost.  Some  already  have  done  so,  but  there  is  plenty  of  room 

for  very  many  more.  Superb  sea-trout  fishing  is  only  a  question  of 
being  on  the  right  w^ater.at  the  right  time. 

Newfoundland  is  no  bad  substitute  for  Norway.  The  beauty  of 
the  bold  and  deeply  indented  coast  ;  the  excellence  of  the  fishing 
amid  the  wild  solitudes  ;  the  countless  number  of  lakes  and  streams 

by  which  the  island  is  watered — all  conspire  to  make  of  Newfound- 
land a  veritable  paradise  of  the  angler  for  trout  and  salmon. 

'  Fisherman's  luck  '  depends  largely  upon  finding  the  water  in 
proper  condition.  A  heavy  spate  is  quite  as  unfavourable  as  very  low 
water,  which  now  and  then  occurs  during  the  fishing  season,  and  mars 
for  the  time  being  all  chance  of  good  sport.  After  salmon  have 
remained  for  some  length  of  time  in  fresh  water,  they  rise  tardily  or 
refuse  altogether  in  Newfoundland  as  everywhere  else. 
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COCK  SHOOTING 

WHILE  the  breeding  range  of  the  European  woodcock  is  one 
of  extraordinary  dimensions,  extending  from  the  British 

Isles  and  the  Azores  throughout  Europe  and  Asia  eastward  to 
Japan,  and  reaching  as  far  north  as  the  6oth  parallel  of  latitude, 
the  American  woodcock  has  for  its  domain  only  that  eastern  part  of 
North  America  stretching  from  the  tropics  to  the  waters  of  the 
St.  Lawrence  river  and  the  great  Canadian  lakes,  limited  to  the 
westward  by  the  prairies  and  the  high  arid  plains  which  occupy  so 
largely  the  central  portion  of  the  continent  and  are  ill  adapted  to  a 
bird  which  is  no  lover  of  the  open. 

Nova  Scotia  is  a  noted  breeding  ground  of  the  American  wood- 
cock. Many  of  her  rivers,  slowly  coursing  through  fertile  alluvial 

valleys,  are  broadly  margined  by  level  intervale  meadows  studded 
with  clumps  of  alderbrake,  withrod,  and  wild  willows.  Here  are 

favourite  haunts  of  the  shy  russet-coated  little  bird. 
Of  aU  the  game  birds  of  America  none  is  so  endeared  to  the  lover 

of  country  life,  or  more  highly  prized  both  by  the  epicure  and  sports- 

man. Not  'Bob-white',  nor  even  the  Enghsh  snipe,  inspires 
half  so  much  affection,  and  the  pursuit  of  either  of  these  will  speedily 
be  abandoned  when  a  flight  of  cock  is  reported  in  the  coverts. 

Granted  an  inborn  love  of  sport  sufficient  to  make  light  of  a 

hard  day's  tramp,  and  admitting  that  the  size  of  the  bag  is  not 
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always  a  true  measure  of  the  day's  enjoyment,  a  bright  autumn  day 
spent  among  the  haunts  of  this  engaging  game  bird  has  its  own 
pecuhar  fascination.  Even  should  the  birds  prove  more  wary  and 
sagacious  than  yourself  (a  circumstance  by  no  means  impossible), 
still  a  visit  to  their  haunts  is  well  worth  while — for  the  sake  of  broad 

open  views  of  hill  and  dale  ;  for  the  sake  of  sequestered  vales  such 
as  the  sylvan  god  Faunus,  Nympharmn  fugientum  amator,  might 

have  sought  out  wherein  to  '  hide  him  from  day's  garish  eye  '  ; 
for  the  sake  of  meadows  enamelled  with  brimming  chalices  of  the 

red-veined  Indian  cup,  and  woodland  paths  where  autumn  has 
scattered  its  bountiful  largesse  of  colour  ;  and  for  the  sake  of  the 
dusk  shade  whei:e,  amid  the  trickling  coolness  of  mossy  springs, 
banks  of  sere  brown  and  bleached  pale  gold  ferns,  making  twilight 
with  lush  tangles  of  alders,  load  the  air  with  a  fragrance  sweeter 
than  that  of  the  many  coloured  blossoms  of  summer. 

In  the  backwoods  settlements  of  Nova  Scotia  one  often  falls  in 

with  old  clearings  which  are  seldom  without  their  brood  or  two  of 
cock.  Here  invading  clumps  of  alders,  like  light  infantry  thrown 
out  by  the  wilderness  to  retake  its  vanquished  territory,  furnish 
covert  which  the  woodcock  loves  best  of  all,  beneath  which  the 

deep  rich  soil  is  full  of  choice  angleworms  and  fat  larvae  of  May 
chafers. 

Such  spots  the  birds  commonly  make  for  when  they  arrive 
towards  the  end  of  March,  while  yet  the  skirts  of  winter  lie  on  the 

landscape.  Before  the  nipping  frosty  weather  is  yet  altogether 

done  with,  there  usually  come  a  few  bright  days  when  great  white- 
bosomed  clouds  drive  slowly  across  the  blue  vault  before  a  gentle 
west  wind,  which  flushes  with  delicate  rose  the  bursting  sheaths  of 
the  swelling  maple  buds.  All  the  forest  streams  are  loosened  and 
the  air  is  full  of  the  gurgle  of  running  waters,  as  the  last  remnants 
of  the  snow  are  vanishing  under  the  touch  of  the  spring  sunshine. 
There  is  as  yet  no  thought  of  listening  for  the  strain  of  linnet  or 

song-sparrow,  or  even  for  the  cheery  song  of  the  robin  (red-breasted 
thrush).  The  earliest  migrant  to  arrive,  the  last  to  depart,  the 
woodcock,  hastening  to  make  the  most  of  the  short  breeding  season, 
may  now  be  seen  running  along  the  borders  of  the  warm  springs, 
or  a  hasty  view  may  be  caught  of  its  glimmering  brown  wings  in  the 
dusk  of  the  evening  twilight. 

In  the  daytime  the  bird  is  seldom  seen  unless  disturbed  with 
dogs,  but  at  the  arrival  of  dusk  it  suddenly  becomes  all  activity. 
Darting  athwart  the  pale  clearness  of  the  vernal  sky,  it  may  now  be 

watched  floating  in  moth-like  flight  over  the  briary  tangles  of  alder 
coppice,  or,  with  a  curious  twittering,  flitting  from  the  dry  upland 
coverts  across  the  fields  towards  its  wet  feeding  grounds  in  adjacent 
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meadows.  Occasionally  it  may  be  seen  out  of  sheer  joy  and  sport- 
iveness  slanting  its  body  strangely  sideways,  so  that  one  wing 
appears  pointing  skywards  and  the  other  earthwards,  as  it  sails 

through  the  air  in  a  swift  oblique  descent  to  some  low-lying  alder 
brake. 

Old  clearings  often  afford  grand  sport  during  the  late  autumn. 
Here  one  can  enjoy  the  ne  plus  ultra  of  cock  shooting.  Here  are 
no  dense  thickets  that  must  be  fought  through  somehow  before 
one  can  meet  the  game,  but  the  dogs  may  be  sent  into  the  coverts 

while  the  guns  take  their  chances  outside.     Fair  straight-away  shots 

THE    AMERICAN     WOODCOCK 

{Philomela  minor). 

in  the  open  as  the  birds  dash  out  this  way  or  that  render  cock  shoot- 
ing under  such  conditions  a  fascinating  and  enthralling  sport. 
These  dry  clearings  are  further  useful  in  affording  the  cock 

their  favourite  breeding  places.  Failing  these,  the  birds  will  select 
the  dry  slope  of  some  sparsely  wooded  hillside  abutting  some  moist 
tract  occupied  by  alders,  moose  wood,  or  young  maples.  At  all 
seasons  of  the  year  the  cock  requires  soft  soil  which  may  readily 
yield  to  the  probings  of  its  long  bill.  No  sign  of  the  presence  of 

cock  is  more  welcome  than  their  fresh  'borings',  sometimes  in  a 
straight  row,  but  more  often  in  the  form  of  a  semicircle,  in  muddy 
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spots  alongside  tlic  delicate  prints  of  their  somewhat  long  and 
slender  pink  feet. 

It  is  a  vastly  interesting  sight  to  watch  a  feeding  bird.  The 
point  of  the  bill  is  thrust  into  the  earth  until  buried  to  the  base. 
Then  for  a  few  seconds  the  bird  keeps  perfectly  still  as  if  listening, 
while  the  great  round  eyes  seem  to  assume  a  very  knowing  look. 
Perhaps  some  slight  movement  in  the  earth  has  betrayed  the  spot 
where  an  earthworm  is  lurking.  The  bill  is  quickly  withdrawn,  and 
instantly  a  dexterous  thrust  reaches  the  luckless  worm,  which  is 
drawn  to  daylight  and  quickly  devoured.  That  the  woodcock 

has  an  incredibly  voracious  appetite  and  a  marvellously  rapid  diges- 
tion are  facts  that  have  been  amply  proved.  A  bird  in  captivity  has 

been  known  to  consume  more  than  its  own  weight  of  angleworms 

within  twenty-four  hours. 
Incubation  occupies  about  twenty  days.  The  eggs  are  four  and 

sometimes  five  in  number,  somewhat  pear-shaped,  of  a  light  buff 
colour,  spotted  with  irregular  markings  of  black  and  maroon,  and 
streaked  with  pale  grey.  The  mother  bird  collects  a  few  dry  leaves 
together  in  a  slight  depression  of  the  ground,  and  strews  others 
about  this  rude  nest,  in  order  to  make  it  a  difficult  matter  to 

detect  her  presence  while  sitting.  One's  attention  may  be  drawn 
to  the  exact  spot  not  fifteen  feet  distant,  and  yet  one  may  be 
unable  to  distinguish  her  from  a  parcel  of  brown  withered  leaves, 
until  at  length  one  perchance  discovers  the  gleam  of  the  prominent 
liquid  hazel  eye.  When  at  length  the  bird  is  flushed  she  will  feign 
lameness,  fly  heavily  with  legs  dropped,  and  attempt  the  same 
feints  as  the  grouse  tribe  in  order  to  lead  away  the  intruder  from 

her  eggs  or  young. 
If  not  disturbed,  so  soon  as  the  young  brood  is  able  to  fly  the 

old  cock  leads  them  away  to  the  alder  swamps,  or  beneath  the 
shrubbery  which  edges  some  sluggish  stream. 

The  female  is  greatly  attached  to  her  nest,  and  both  parents 

prove  their  devotion  by  occasionally  carrying  off  their  callow  off- 
spring held  between  the  downy  thighs,  while  the  long  bill  presses 

the  precious  burden  gently  to  the  breast.  Gflbert  White  found  it 

difficult  to  believe  Scopoli  when  he  asserted  of  the  European  wood- 
cock that  pullos  rostro  portat  fugiens  ah  hoste,  but  the  habit  of  carry- 

ing their  young  away  from  danger  is  undoubtedly  common  to  both 

species. 
Instances  of  touching  parental  devotion  have  occasionally 

come  under  the  notice  of  the  writer.  Once  when  a  farmer  was 

improving  the  dry  w^eather  of  an  early  spring  to  burn  his  meadows, 

from  one  of  the  piles  o'  brush  collected  for  burning,- after  fire  had 
been  applied,  a  woodcock  was  observed  to  issue,  and  after  flitting 
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in  e\'ident  distress  round  and  round  the  blaze,  the  bird  at  length 
plunged  into  the  midst  of  the  flames,  making  a  funeral  pyre  for 
herself  and  four  fledglings  wliich  were  afterwards  discovered  burnt 
to  a  cinder. 

On  another  occasion  a  farmer,  while  harrowing  a  piece  of  newly 
burned  ground  reclaimed  from  the  forest  with  a  rude  harrow  made 
of  maple  branches,  passed  over  a  woodcock  on  her  eggs.  Two  of 
these  were  broken.  It  certainly  was  a  most  extraordinary  act  of 
courage  on  the  part  of  the  bird  to  refuse  to  rise  while  the  horses 
were  almost  trampling  her  body  and  the  brush  harrow  actually 
sweeping  over  it. 

AMERICAN-    WOODCOCK    OX    HER    EGGS. 

There  is  always  a  certain  amount  of  mystery  about  nocturnal 
or  crepuscular  birds  which  justifies  an  unusual  interest  in  their 
habits.  A  diy,  level,  open  space  fringed  with  timber  is  a  favourable 

spot  for  listening  to  the  peculiar  night  song  with  which  the  wood- 
cock wooes  his  mate.  First  arises  a  curious  '  cluck-cluck  '  from 

some  patch  of  scrub  near  the  edge  of  the  wood,  where  the  little  owl- 
like bird  is  strutting  like  a  miniature  turkey  cock,  jetting  out  his 

white-tipped  tail  like  a  lady's  fan.  Suddenly  a  dark  form  springs 
high  in  the  air,  quickly  rising  above  the  tops  of  the  tallest  trees. 

Up,  up,  the  bird  soars  like  the  lark,  all  the  while  '  pouring  forth  a 
flood  of  rapture  most  divine'.  One  single  note  with  ever-increasing 
intensity  and  ferxour  passes  from  a  sweet  warbling  at  length  into  a 
quick,  ecstatic,  tumultuous  burst  of  song.     This  he  continues  for 
F.C.  G 
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some  length  of  time,  then  suddenly  pitehes  downward  in  a  zigzag 
flight,  and  drops  into  cover  alongside  his  mate.  He  had  soared 
perhaps  to  a  height  of  two  hundred  yards,  enthralling  the  ear  with  a 
music  that  was  difficult  to  credit  to  a  bird  whose  usual  deportment 

seems  to  convey  a  suggestion  of  deep-rooted  melancholy. 
As  compared  with  his  European  representative,  the  American 

W'oodcock  is  a  small  bird,  weighing  from  five  to  nine  ounces,  the 
female  usually  exceeding  the  weight  of  the  male  by  nearly  two 
ounces.  It  is  eleven  or  twelve  inches  in  length,  and  of  this  the  bill 
takes  up  from  two  and  a  half  to  three  inches.  Instead  of  having 

the  underneath  part  of  the  body  barred  with  dusky  w-aved  lines,  the 
plumage  below  is  a  rich  bufiish  brown,  passing  into  paler  tints  on 

breasts  and  neck,  w^hil'e  the  flecks  of  sooty  black  on  the  dark  tawny 
mottled  back  correspond  so  closely  with  the  fallen  foliage  and  occa- 

sional patches  of  bare  soil  that  many  a  time  the  observer  mistakes 
the  bird  for  a  little  bunch  of  withered  autumn  leaves,  until  from 

beneath  his  feet  he  springs  with  a  sharp  rattling  sound,  and  goes 
off  in  a  blundering,  inaccurate  course,  striking  against  the  thick 
boughs  in  his  hurried  flight. 

The  whole  of  the  upper  surface  of  head  and  body  is  marked 
with  colour  bands  and  charming  ocellated  spots  in  varied  shades  of 
soft  brown,  such  as  so  enhance  the  beauty  of  the  moth  tribe.  Apart 
from  certain  occasional  extreme  aberrations  of  colour,  such  as  half 

or  fully  developed  albinism,  there  is  extremely  little  variation  to  be 
observed  in  the  plumage.  In  this  respect,  as  well  as  in  its  greater 
fondness  for  warm  climate  in  winter,  the  American  bird  offers  a 

distinct  contrast  to  its  European  cousin. 
By  the  first  week  of  August  the  young  of  the  second  hatching  are 

strong  on  the  wing,  and  soon  afterwards  the  birds  nearly  all  disappear 
from  their  usual  haunts.  In  September  they  once  more  collect  in 
good  condition  and  plumage.  Whether  meanwhile  a  southward 
migratory  movement  has  occurred,  or  whether  the  birds  have  been 

hiding  away  in  the  recesses  of  the  woods  to  undergo  their  moulting, 

are  contrary  opinions  w^hich  divide  the  sporting  fraternity. 
When  the  late  autumn  arrives,  and  the  white  frosty  October 

moon  is  bringing  down  fresh  flights  of  birds  from  the  north,  the 
woodcock  does  not  return  to  precisely  the  same  feeding  grounds 
which  it  prefers  during  the  summer  season. 

Instead  of  haunting  moist  alder  brakes,  it  now  often  chooses 
some  dry  hillside  gently  sloping  to  the  west  or  south,  covered  sparsely 

with  graceful  young  juniper  trees  with  foliage  now^  changed  to  a 
pale  grown  gold.  In  such  warm  leas  and  sunny  exposures  it  loves 

to  cuddle  in  the  slanting  rays  of  the  late  afternoon  sun,  and  some- 

times lies  so  close  to  the  dogs  that  it  almost  has  to  be  '  kicked  up  ' 
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in  front  of  the  barrels.  These  later  haunts  resemble  good  trout 

pools  or  favourite  '  seats  '  of  salmon,  in  that  you  may  make  your 
bag  one  day,  and  perhaps  go  back  the  next  to  find  them  peopled 
with  fresh  tenants  ;  whereas  when  you  have  once  thoroughly  shot 
out  an  alder  covert  in  the  early  part  of  the  season  it  is  utterly  useless 
to  try  it  again  until  at  least  some  length  of  time  has  elapsed. 

The  migratory  movements  of  the  woodcock  are  regulated  by 

the  moon.  Severe  storms  occurring  during  the  height  of  the  migra- 
tion often  cause  great  destruction.  A  snowstorm  occurred  in 

February,  1899,  in  South  Carolina  which  killed  many  thousands  of 
cock,  and  left  other  thousands  so  helpless  and  bewildered  that  they 

fell  an  easy  prey  to  foxes  and  hawks,  as  well  as  to  nefarious  pot- 

YOUXG    BROOD    OF    COCK. 

hunters.  It  is  sad  to  relate  that  many  birds  perish  annually  by 
dashing  against  the  wires  of  the  telegraph  lines,  which  are  usually 
set  up  at  the  exact  height  of  their  flight. 

One  of  the  chief  charms  of  carrying  the  gun  after  '  the  little 
red  woodcock',  say  amid  such  charming  environment  as  the  smiling 
intervale  scenery  of  long  fertile  valleys  hke  those  of  the  Musquodobit 

or  Annapolis,  for  w^hich  Nova  Scotia  is  so  justly  famous,  is  that  one 
can  enjoy  the  glorious  autumn  w^eather  to  perfection  when  tramping 
along  the  sheltered  woodland  paths  and  over  the  breezy  hihs.  If 
some  find  the  autumn  a  melancholy  season,  to  the  shooting  man  the 

face  of  nature  never  appears  more  smiling  and  gay.  To  be  a  success- 
ful cock  shooter,  not  only  must  a  man  be  a  good  shot,  but  he  must 
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be  well  uj)  in  the  habits  of  tlie  birds.  There  is  no  experienced  game- 
keeper available  to  post  him  at  a  coveted  corner  where  the  only 

requisite  is  very  straight  powder.  He  has  to  learn,  usually  unaided, 
to  distinguish  the  coverts  which   hold  cock  year  after  year  from 

A    COVERT    IN    THE    AUTHOR  S    GROUNDS,    RIVER    BANK,    LITTLE    SALMON    RIVER, 
HALIFAX,    N.  S. 

POINTER    WORKING    ON    WARM    SCENT. 

those  equally  likely  in  appearance  which  never  hold  a  single  bird. 
A  good  knowledge  of  the  grouna  is  indispensable,  and  cannot  be 
had  except  at  the  price  of  many  a  hard  tramp. 

The  very  best  shooting  is  often  just  pre\'iously  to  the  final 
departure.  One  may  visit  nine  coverts  and  get  almost  nothing, 

for  at  this  time  the  cock  are  here  to-day  and  gone  to-morrow.  Yet  in 
the  tenth  the  happy  sportsman  may  meet  a  score  or  so  of  birds 
which  in  the  depth  of  the  previous  night  watches  have  dropped 
like  tiny  little  rockets  from  a  great  height  into  its  shelter.  They 

may  be  big-throated  nine-ounce  specimens  from  the  fat  alluvial 
lands  of  Tantramar,  or  they  may  be  dwarfed  birds  with  short  strong 
wings  from  the  north  shore  of  the  Bay  of  Chaleur,  where  plenty  of 
their  favourite  annelid  diet  has  for  some  reason  been  hard  to  find  ; 

for  different  flights  of  birds  differ  in  size  almost  as  much  relatively 

as  the  cob  differs  from  the  Clydesdale  carthorse.     Yet,  whether  or 
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not  he  falls  in  with  a  big  flight  of  birds  small  and  stocky  in  body, 
or  a  score  or  so  of  more  largely  developed  morsels  of  tender  flesh, 
during  the  late  autumn  the  thing  is  at  all  times  possible,  and  that 
is  enough  to  keep  up  the  spirits  of  your  born  cock  shooter. 

Successful  sport  maybe  had  in  a  great  variety  of  covert.  Occa- 
sionally, very  late  in  the  season,  when  flights  of  birds  are  assembled 

near  the  seacoast  and  in  the  neighbouring  meadows  and  low-lying 
pasture  lands,  just  previously  to  their  final  migration  towards  winter 

quarters,  they  may  be  shot  on  a  sunny  morning  after  a  severe  night's 
frost  in  perfectly  open  ground,  or  at  least  in  such 'slight  co^•ert  as  is 
offered  by  frost-bitten  bracken.  On  such  occasions  the  birds  are 
apt  to  be  rather  listless  and  to  drop  again  when  flushed  at  no  great 
distance  away.  Instances  of  open  shooting  may  often  thus  occur 

in  the  south-west  corner  of  the  peninsula  of  Nova  Scotia,  in  the 
counties  of  Digby  and  Yarmouth,  where  it  sometimes  happens 
that  the  final  flight  of  birds  does  not  get  away  until  early  in 
December,  after  a  few  inches  of  snow  have  whitened  the  ground. 

Perhaps  an  infallible  find  for  a  woodcock  family  is  where  some 
little  mountain  brook  comes  tumbling  down  to  a  dead  water  over 

a  gentle  declivity,  where,  as  it  flows  on,  here  and  there  a  flat  marsh 
is  formed.     In  this  secluded  marsh  the  tinkling  brooklet  saunters 

and  stops  round  the  natural  vegetation  of  a  hillside  marsh,  which 
is  alder  brake.  Round  the  roots  of  the  alders  it  piles  up  soft  mud, 

and  in  the  mud  feed  many  earthworms  on  the  decaying  vegetable 

matter.     Such  a  spot  is  the  natural  home  of  the  woodcock. 



86 COCK  SHOOTING 

Sometimes  one  can  take  a  post  commanding  with  his  gun  the 
whole  of  a  woodcock  covert.  It  is  not,  however,  always  easy  to  hit  a 

bird  which  appears  above  the  crisp  brown  leaves  of  the  sapless  shrub- 
bery for  only  an  instant,  describing  a  curve  that  irresistibly  reminds 

one  of  the  leap  of  a  salmon  as  it  immediately  pitches  to  earth  again. 
Very  trying  is  this  kind  of  shooting  to  a  young  and  inexperienced 

dog,  for  out  of  his  master's  sight  he  often  falls  into  the  incurably 
bad  habit  of  flushing  the  bird  himself,  instead  of  waiting  until 

his  owner  either  walks  the  bird  up  or  else  throws  in  a  well-aimed 
missile  to  start  it  on  its  way. 

ENTERING    A    COVERT. 

In  many  coverts  it  is  often  necessary  to  plunge  into  the  thick  of 
the  tangle.  One  has  to  listen  carefully  to  the  tiny  bells  attached  to 
the  collars  of  his  dogs.  Suddenly  there  is  silence.  One  cannot  see 
the  dogs,  but  guesses  where  Blaze  is  backing  Rex,  and  makes  a  dash 
towards  the  spot.  Yes,  there  are  the  faithful  fellows,  each  rigid  as 
a  piece  of  sculpture  !  But  there  is  the  fire  of  intense  life  in  their 
glistening  eyes,  and  Rex  has  one  paw  lifted  as  if  he  were  powerless 
to  move  it  ever  again. 

A  fat  old  cock,  that  perchance  has  fed  all  the  summer  in  this 
network  of  light  and  shade,  is  now  perhaps  only  ten  feet  or  maybe 
only  ten  inches  hi  front  of  his  keen  nostrils.     A  step  or  two  forward, 
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and,  as  some  dry  stick  breaks  beneath  the  foot,  up  springs  your 
game  at  length  with  a  startled  rattle.  You  toss  your  gun  to  the 
shoulder,  aim  at  a  vanishing  brown  shadow  among  the  matted 
branches.  Down  comes  a  mist  of  falling  debris  of  splintered  twigs 
and  shredded  foliage.  Perhaps  you  see  a  few  floating  downy  feathers, 
and  fancy  you  have  listened  to  a  fall  of  something  heavier  on  the 
ground.  At  any  rate  you  think  it  worth  while  to  call  up  Rex  from 
where  he  has  dropped  to  shot,  and  you  send  him  in  to  retrieve  ; 

'  Rex — seek  dead — Rex — fetch  !  '  Already  you  have  marked  his 
eager  gaze  fixed  on  the  spot  where  you  hope  the  bird  lies  dead. 
Without  anv  hesitation  he  obeys,  and  soon  a  tender  downy  body 

POINTER    RETR1H\I.\G    WOODCOCK. 

is  transferred  gingerly  from  his  mouth  to  the  palm  of  your  hand. 

You  reward  him  with  a  caress  and  a  '  Good  dog  !  '  and  are  pleased 
to  note  the  air  of  triumph  and  pleasure  at  the  success  of  his  stealthy 

cat-Hke  stalk,  his  staunch  point,  and  the  certain  proof  afforded  of 
the  perfect  nose. 

A  thorough  cock  dog  is  in\-aluable,  and  is  often  not  to  be  pro- 
cured for  love  or  money.  Many  shoot  cock  over  retrieving  spaniels  ; 

but  the  fatal  objection  to  these  otherwise  intelligent  dogs  is  that 
they  cannot  be  cured  of  their  inveterate  habit  of  chasing  the  common 

little  brown  hare,  and  though  keen  and  painstaking  they  are  hope- 
lessly slow.     Setters  are  preferable  on  account  of  their  toughness. 
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APT    PUPILS    AT    REHEARSAL. 

The  chief  objection  to  the  use  of  pointers  Hes  in  the  inabihty  of  their 
legs  and  bodies  to  withstand  tlie  wear  and  tear  of  the  thickets, 
especially  late  in  the  season  when  the  limbs  and  sprays  are  often 
coated  with  ice  and  rime. 

The  woodcock  is  protected  against  the  ubiquitous  farmer's  boy 
by  the  necessity  of  following  it  with  well-broken  dogs,  and  also 
on  account  of  its  elusive  habits.  It  requires  quicker  shooting  than 
the  youth  can  command  to  stop  a  bird  soaring  away  with  sharp 

whirring  whistle  far  above  the  tree-tops ;  nor  is  it  at  all  easy  exactly 
to  mark  down  when  it  settles  suddenly  with  a  curious  backward 
jerking  of  the  body  and  a  strange  upward  flip  of  the  wings,  carrying 
it  a  little  distance  from  where  it  appears  to  go  down. 

The  woodcock  is  so  little  known  to  the  ordinary  American  rustic 
that  even  old  men  see  the  birds  at  close  quarters  usually  for  the  first 

time  in  the  sportsman's  bag.  In  some  remote  backwoods  settle- 
ments the  farmers  know  him  as  the  '  whistling  red  snipe  ',  '  bog- 

sucker  ',  '  night  partridge  ',  or  '  big-headed  snipe  ',  while  the 
right  name  of  the  bird  they  give  to  the  large  scarlet-crested  wood- 
pecker. 

Five  or  six  brace  of  cock  a  day,  with  perhaps  a  couple  of  brace 
of  ruffed  grouse  and  as  many  snipe,  is  considered  a  very  fair  bag  for 
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two  guns  in  a  day's  shooting  in  Eastern  Canada.  There  is  great 
pleasure  in  knowing  that  one  owes  whatever  success  he  may  have 
enjoyed  entirely  to  his  own  skill  and  to  the  accomplishments  of  his 
canine  friends.     His  glory  has  not  been  earned  by  mere  luck. 

It  is  much  to  be  regretted  that  the  woodcock  is  exposed  to  ruth- 
less persecution  when  massed  during  the  depth  of  the  Northern 

winter  within  the  borders  of  the  South  Atlantic  and  Gulf  States. 

Praiseworthy  efforts  are  being  made  to  avert  its  still  further 
diminution  by  arousing  public  opinion  in  America  against  wanton 
and  excessive  destruction. 

Out  of  the  nine  Southern  States  within  whose  borders  the  wood- 

cock retire,  seven — namely,  North  Carolina,  Georgia,  Florida, 
Mississippi,  Arkansas,  Louisiana,  and  Texas — give  the  birds  abso- 

lutely no  protection  whate\'er  ;  all  the  winter  long,  from  the  arrival 
in  the  fall  until  the  departure  in  the  spring,  they  are  killed  without 
mercy,  and  none  prohibits  their  shipment  to  the  markets  of  the 
Northern  cities.  The  two  other  States,  Alabama  and  South  Carolina, 

while  granting  a  fair  measure  of  protection,  still  do  not  cut  off  the 
spring  shooting. 

Hence  it  has  happened  that  in  many  localities  in  the  Northern 

States  where  twenty-five  years  ago  a  fair  shot  with  a  good  dog  could 

secure  forty  or  fifty  birds  in  a  day's  sport,  it  is  doubtful  if  10  per 
cent,  of  the  former  bag  could  be  obtained- to-day.     Even  in  the  most 

MIDDAY    REST. 
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EXERCISIXG    IX     WIXTER. 

favoured  localities  the  decrease  within  the  past  twenty  years  has 

been  50  to  60  per  cent.^  In  the  same  interval  the  birds  have 
certainly  not  diminished  in  Ontario  or  Eastern  Canada  in  any  degree 

approaching  this  striking  decline. 
Fifty   years  ago  the  feathered  hosts  of  the  passenger  pigeon 

swarmed    '  in   numbers  numberless  '    over  the   temperate  regions 

'  SETTER    POIXTIXG    A    COJK. 

1   Vide   Report   Agricultural   Department,    U.S.     Biological    Survey,    by 
A.   K.  Fisher,    1901,  Washington,  U.S.A. 
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of  Eastern  North  America.  To-day  this  bird  is  practically  extinct. 
Probably  no  bird  is  less  like  the  fleet  passenger  pigeon  than  the  little 

owlet-like  woodcock  ;  yet  the  lack  of  protection  against  the  too  heavy 
hand  of  man  may  prove  as  fatal  in  the  one  case  as  it  has  done  in  the 

other,  and  may  ultimately  deprive  America  of  one  of  the  finest  game 
birds  that  ever  graced  a  covert. 

Note. — I  consider  W.  W.  Greener's  12-  or  i6-bore  cylinder,  or 
else  slightly  choked  barrels,  24-inch  barrel,  weighing  in  the  vicinity 
of  six  pounds,  the  most  useful  and  satisfactory^  gun  for  use  in  Canada 
for  cock  and  snipe  shooting  ;  for  duck  and  shore-bird,  curlew,  and 

plover  shooting  Greener's  12-bore  ,  26-inch  barrels  (the  left  slightly 
choked)  and  for  grouse  shooting  Greener's  lo-bore  the  best. 
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SNIPE  SHOOTING 

THE  snipe  is  as  nearly  cosmopolitan  as  a  bird  well  can  be,  for 
he  is  found  scattered  broadcast  over  the  two  hemispheres, 

demanding  only  in  return  for  his  presence  moist  feeding  grounds 
of  ample  dimensions. 

The  '  scaipe-scaipe  ',  as  he  suddenly  rises  quick  as  a  flash  from 
nowhere  in  particular,  is  a  familiar  note  along  the  low  marshy  levels 
of  Australia,  the  dyked  lands  of  Holland,  the  river  bottoms  of 
California,  and  the  vast  sloughs  of  Central  Asia.  He  draws  the 

fire  of  the  home-sick  British  subaltern  in  the  rice  fields  of  India, 

and  is  the  chief  solace  of  the  shooting-man  in  the  Mississippi  Valley 
and  the  Grand  Prairie  of  Illinois.  He  dances  away  unharmed  from 
the  trembling  aim  of  the  tyro  in  the  bog  lands  of  Ireland  ;  he  pierces 
far  into  the  bleak  tundra  of  the  arctic  circle  ;  he  gives  life  to  the 

sunny  savannahs  which  border  the  Mexican  Gulf,  while  in  the  deli- 
cious Canadian  autumn  weather  he  furnishes  the  chief  ingredient 

of  the  very  respectable  '  mixed  bag  '  which  may  be  picked  up  in 
the  course  of  a  long  day's  tramp  across  country. 

While  the  American  woodcock  is  sharply  differentiated  from 
the  European  species,  nothing  short  of  the  tyranny  of  science  can 

compel  the  casual  observer  to  admit  that  the  Enghsh  and  the  Ameri- 
can snipe  are  sub-specifically  distinct,  so  much  alike  are    they  in 
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every  respect  save  for  the  trifling  distinction  that  the  Wilson 
(American)  snipe  rejoices  in  sixteen  tail  feathers  while  the  English 
is  strictly  limited  to  the  number  of  fourteen. 

Another  slight  distinction  lies  in  the  fact  that  the  Wilson  snipe, 
frequently  while  breeding,  and  at  other  times  occasionally,  will 
perch  on  the  branch  of  a  tree,  a  dead  stump,  or  on  a  rail  fence.  This 
habit  the  European  snipe  has  never  acquired.  In  the  course  of 
opportunities  of  observation  extending  over  a  score  of  years  I  have 
seen  the  Wilson  snipe  alighting  thus  in  the  shooting  season  only  on 
three  several  occasions,  twice  on  the  upper  pole  of  the  Canadian 

famous  '  snake  '  fence,  and  once  on  the  branches  of  a  black  spruce. 
This  shade  of  difference  therefore  appears  somewhat  unsubstantial. 

The  Enghsh  snipe,  averaging  upwards  of  four  ounces,  is  perhaps 
an  ounce  heavier  than  his  American  cousin.  Yet  one  occasionally 

meets  a  flight  of  Wilson  snipe,  doubtless  hailing  from  some  peculiarly 
rich  dyke  lands,  which  run  from  five  to  six  ounces  apiece. 

The  dietary  of  the  Wilson  snipe  ranges  from  earthworms  to 
larvae  of  ants  and  beetles,  and  even  to  newts.  During  an  autumn 

of  exceptional  drought  I  once  disturbed  a  large  number  of  both  cock 
and  snipe  feeding  in  the  wet  depressions  of  the  bed  of  a  pond  nearly 

dried  up  completely,  w^hich  held  no  end  of  caddis  larvae  and  wriggHng 
masses  of  tadpoles.  The  birds  resorted  hither  evening  after  evening, 
regaling  themselves  on  the  rich  repast  until  the  supply  finally  became 
entirely  exhausted. 

The  bill  of  the  snipe  is  an  extraordinary  weapon,  flexible  only 
under  very  strong  pressure,  yet  capable  of  entering  fairly  stiff  soil. 
It  is  easy  to  see  how  many  country  folk,  struck  by  the  sight  of  these 
birds  probing  in  muddy  places,  might  hastily  conclude  that  they, 
as  well  as  their  blood  relations  the  woodcock,  got  their  living  by 
suction. 

That  Byron  gave  credence  to  this  popular  error  is  evident  from 
his  well-known  fines  : — 

For  man  is  a  carnivorous  production, 
And  must  have  meals,  at  least  one  meal  a  day, 

He  cannot  live  like  woodcocks  upon  suction. 

But  then  the  poet  was  confessedly  weak  in  ornithology,  as  he  readily 

acknowledged,  when  in  deference  to  the  views  of  an  eminent  natural- 
ist he  altered  his  fine  line  on  the  fall  of  Napoleon  at  Waterloo  from 

'  Then  tore  with  bloody  beak  the  fatal  plain  ',  to  '  Then  tore  with 
bloody  talon  the  rent  plain  '.  This  he  claimed  if  better  ornithology, 
was  also  better  poetry. 

That  snipe  are  very  sharp  of  liearing  I  can  \'crify  from  my  own 
experience.     A  fringe  of  alder  coppice  at  the  edge  of  a  snipe  marsh 
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was  reached  rather  late  on  three  or  four  successive  evenings,  and 
the  dogs  turned  into  the  covert  with  the  little  bells  attached  to  their 

collars  as  usual.  On  the  second  and  each  subsequent  e\-cning  all 
the  snipe  were  seen  to  get  up  in  a  body  and  lea\'e  the  marsh  while 
the  bells  were  tinkling  at  a  long  distance  away.  The  cock,  however, 

took  no  notice  whate\'er  of  this  music  e\-en  when  quite  close  at 
hand. 

The  rare  intelligence  shown  by  the  snipe  in  setting  a  broken 
leg  has  often  been  commented  on.  Some  years  ago  an  instance  came 
under  my  notice.  The  limb  had  been  broken  almost  at  the  middle 

joint.  The  most  skilful  surgery  would  not  ha\-e  set  the  bone  in 

better  shape.  '  A  ligament  of  exceedingly  fine  fibre  had  been  tightly 
wound  round  the  fracture,  and  the  whole  was  coated  over  by  a 
gelatinous  transparent  substance  which  resembled  a  veneer  of 
shellac  varnish. 

The  great  mass  of  American  snipe  breed  in  the  vast  stretches  of 

marsh  lands  which  extend  o\-er  so  large  a  portion  of  the  northern 
part  of  the  continent.  Many,  however,  rear  their  young  in  the 
sheltered  meadow  lands  of  Maine,  Nova  Scotia,  New  Brunswick 

and  the  pro\'ince  of  Quebec.  These  move  slowly  southwards  as 
soon  as  the  severe  frosts  set  in,  and  afterwards  are  overtaken  by 
the  bigger  flights  from  the  north.  Large  bodies  winter  in  the 
Gulf  States,  whence  their  northward  migration  begins  about  the 
1st  of  February.  By  the  ist  of  ]\Iarch  they  have  reached  the 
Carolinas    and  Virginia.      They  cross  into  Canada  early  in  April. 

Unfortunately  in  most  States  these  birds  ha\'e  little  or  no  pro- 
tection under  the  law,  and  lience  are  shot  in  season  or  out  of  season 

with  heartless  indifference.  The  result  of  this  unwise  destruction, 

coupled  with  the  constant  reclaiming  of  marsh  lands,  would  tend 

more  seriously  to  diminish  their  numbers  were  it  not  for  the  inacces- 

sible character  of  their  breeding  range — far  in  the  interior  of  the 
vast  northern  solitude  where  man  in  his  endless  search  for  the  means 

of  subsistence  seldom  or  never  penetrates. 

The  pro\'ince  of  Quebec  with  its  vast  stretches  of  marsh  le\-els, 
broadly  bordering  both  sides  of  the  noble  St.  Lawrence  ;  the  dry- 
dyked  areas  at  the  edge  of  the  great  Bay  of  Fundy,  where  a  man  can 
shoot  snipe  in  his  slippers  without  wetting  his  feet  ;  the  celebrated 
marsh  lands  of  the  broad  Tantramar,  famed  for  its  romantic 

history,  afford  noted  snipe  grounds.  One  half  of  New  Brunswick 
is  rocky  and  sterile  or  else  covered  with  dense  forest.  The  other 

half  is  highly  cultivated,  \alley  and  dale,  with  smiling  orchards, 
having  here  and  there  neglected  strips  of  moist  waste  lands,  which, 
while  they  daunt  the  farmer,  are  the  delight  of  the  sportsman. 
Nova  Scotia  possesses  every  variety  of  soil,  and  all  requisites  suitable 



SNIPE  SHOOTING  95 

for  snipe  life.  The  rich  alluvial  meadows  of  such  noble  streams 
as  the  Annapolis,  Stewiacke  and  Musquodoboit  rivers  have  an 

irresistible  charm  for  this  vagrant  game  bird.  Here  the  long  inter- 
vale valleys,  with  deep  soil  productive  of  excellent  pasture,  are 

ornamented  with  the  graceful  pendulous  foliage  of  tall  elm  trees 
which  the  settlers  agree  in  sparing.  Their  tall  trunks,  adorned  with 
rich  festoons  of  matted  foliage  like  classic  columns  draped  for  some 
great  occasion,  much  enhance  the  natural  charm  of  the  scenery. 

The  snipe  shooter  may  bait  his  horse  at  almost  any  of  the  big 
grey  barns  along  the  roadside,  and  be  hospitably  welcomed  at  the 
comfortable  white  homesteads  nestling  amid  their  luxuriant  apple 
orchards. 

The  very  best  time  for  snipe  shooting  in  Canada  is  when  the 
northern  birds  are  daily  arriving.  This  usually  happens  during 

the  last  fortnight  of  October.  Then  throughout  the  low-lying 

marsh  land  of  Lower  Canada  '  resounds  the  frequent  gun  ',  and  the 
sportsman  enjoys  the  best  days  in  his  calendar. 

Somewhere  near  mid-October,  should  a  fine  warm  morning 

succeed  two  or  three  days  of  a  stiff  nor'wester,  by  all  means  carpe 
diem.  Happy  man  who  is  now  free  to  order  out  his  horse  and  trap 

and  leave  behind,  fiimum  strepitumquc — the  smoke  and  noise, 
brooding  over  the  care-worn  city.  One  need  not  travel  many  miles 

before  he  arri\-es  at  some  low-lying  meadows  where  the  ground 
has  been  largely  given  up  to  its  own  devices,  and  is  being  slowly 
encroached  upon  by  luxuriant  alder  coppice.  Your  dogs  at  this 
season  may  be  up  against  birds  lying  close  to  the  sward  at  almost 
every  turn. 

A  little  brook  will  usually  be  found,  sunk  perhaps  a  few  feet 
below  the  level  of  the  meadow,  in  places  eating  deeply  into  the 
thick  layers  of  deep  rich  soil.  There  are  one  or  two  bends  in  the 

channel — your  faithful  old  setter  knows  them  as  well  as  you  do — 
which  in  snipe  season  are  absolutely  never  without  birds,  and  you 
are  so  well  prepared  for  their  exit  at  these  points  that  you  almost 
feel  ashamed  of  taking  what  seems  to  you  an  undue  advantage  of 
your  knowledge  of  their  whereabouts. 

The  early  shooting,  however,  is  often  not  to  be  despised.  Say 
that  it  is  the  ist  of  September,  the  opening  of  the  shooting  season.  It 

is  quite  possible  that  the  breeding  snipe  may  not  ha\'e  as  yet  been 
disturbed,  for  few  rustics  have  powder  to  waste  on  a  bird  which 

generally  '  snaps  its  fingers  ',  so  to  speak,  at  their  efforts  for  its 
discomtiture.  These  will  be  found  fat  and  lazy  from  tlieir  epicurean 
habits  and  freedom  from  pursuit,  and  allow  a  near  approach  before 
taking  wing. 

It  is  well  worth  while  to  study  at  all  times  the  habits  and  haunts 
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of  the  snipe,  which  vary  with  changing  atmosplieric  conditions. 
A  thorough  knowledge  in  this  regard  will  often  enable  one  sportsman 
to  fill  his  bag  while  another  may  be  making  up  his  mind  that  every 
single  snipe  has  fled  the  country.  It  often  happens,  for  example, 
that  in  the  chilly  nipping  weather  of  late  autumn,  the  ordinary 

haunts  of  snipe  in  the  open  may  be  gone  over  in  \-ain,  and  it  will 
be  fovmd  that  the  birds  have  betaken  themselves  to  the  haunts 

of  their  near  relatives  the  woodcock,  amid  alder  coppice  and  the 
cover  of  sapling  growths  of  beech  or  maple. 

It  is  not  generally  known  that  resident  snipe  frequently  have 
alternative  resorts.  Should  one  find  a  meadow  covered  with  fresh 

markings  indicating  the  recent  presence  of  the  birds,  yet  find  them 
absent,  carefully  examine  the  surrounding  land.  Possibly  back  of 
that  belt  of  dark  firs  cresting  yonder  slope  one  may  be  surprised  to 
discover  a  sheltered  little  bit  of  marsh  of  whose  existence  you  had 
never  dreamed  before,  where  the  missing  birds  hide  away  in  the 
daytime.  Such  a  bit  I  lately  discovered  through  which  flashed 
a  trickling  rill  bordered  by  rank  sedges  and  bunches  of  royal  and 
oak  ferns,  where  the  birds  which  I  could  not  find  on  a  neighbouring 
marsh  were  hid  away  in  safe  seclusion. 

Many  a  bird  the  experienced  gunner  will  pick  up  while  lying  low 
on  some  raw  and  gusty  day.  Suddenly  a  snipe  will  be  seen  to  spring 
from  the  grass  as  if  loosed  from  a  catapult.  Skirring  away  over  the 
rushy  levels,  zigzagging  in  a  wild  reckless  mood,  away  he  goes, 
until  the  eye  vainly  essays  to  follow  his  amazing  aerial  convolutions. 
As  he  watches,  the  little  bird  becomes  once  again  a  visible  speck 
in  the  grey  sky,  whirling  hither  and  thither  as  if  alarmed  at  each 

turn  by  confronting  some  fearful  apparition,  or  as  if  striving 
strenuously  with  some  overmastering  temptation  against  his 
better  judgment.  Suddenly,  however,  their  resolute  mood  passes  ; 
the  bird  has  now  a  definite  idea  of  the  direction  he  wishes  to  travel. 

He  pitches  down  within  a  few  feet  of  the  place  whence  he  had  been 
flushed,  doubtless  while  regaling  himself  on  some  peculiarly  rich 
repast.  On  such  occasions  especially,  his  mode  of  alighting  may 
be  studied  to  advantage.  The  bird  just  before  touching  earth  raises 
both  wings  pointing  skyward,  makes  a  short  turn,  then,  with  a 
sudden  jerk,  pitches  down  backwards.  Snipe  often  appear  to 
alight  when  they  begin  a  low  skimming  flight  close  to  the  ground, 
and  bewilder  the  novice,  who  thinks  that  he  has  marked  them  down 

with  exactness.  Nevertheless,  unless  one  has  witnessed  this  peculiar 

wing  motion  and  jerking  of  the  body  in  the  air,  he  may  rest  assured 
his  bird  has  not  alighted. 

Snipe,  like  plover,  collect  in  a  large  companv  at  times  when  their 

ordinary  feeding  grounds  are  dried  up,  or  happen  to  be  inundated 
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or  ruined  from  some  other  cause.  The  whole  mass  will  sally  forth, 

apparently  looking  for  new  pastures.  I  have  seen  a  large  body 

arrive  thus  at  the  shore  of  a  sedge-grown  lake.  They  wheeled  round 
and  round,  detaching  one  squad  here  and  another  there,  as  the 
ground  invited,  until  all  had  finally  settled  to  the  number  of  several 
hundreds. 

A  good  dog  for  snipe  shooting  is  not  so  difficult  to  obtain  as  for 
cock  shooting,  which  is  done  in  thick  coverts.  The  dog  par  excellence 

for  snipe  shooting  is  a  well-broken  retrieving  setter.  It  is  always  a 

great  convenience  to  have  a  retriever  when  snipe  shooting,  for  with- 
out considerable  practice  it  is  not  easy  to  mark  down  the  dead  bird 

so  that  you  can  walk  directly  to  it,  a  feat  still  more  difficult  when 
several  birds  rise  together  and  you  are  lucky  enough  to  get  a  right 
and  left.  This  pleasing  consummation  is  more  often  attained  in 
snipe  shooting  than  in  any  other  wild  shooting  in  Canada. 

The  hairy  body  and  limbs  of  the  setter  enables  him  to  stand 
the  cold  water  of  the  marshes  much  better  than  the  more  dehcate 

pointer.  One  man  can  do  better  with  a  brace  of  dogs  in  the  field. 

There  is  a  great  deal  of  pleasure  in  watching  a  pair  of  dogs  accus- 
tomed to  work  and  live  together.  A  brace  of  dogs  will  answer 

equally  well  for  two  guns.  Although  often  jealous  of  each  other, 
good  dogs  will  make  their  every  move  subservient  to  the  interests  of 
their  master,  and  seem  to  understand  and  take  as  deep  an  interest 

in  the  sport  as  the  human  biped  who  owns  them. 
All  open  meadows  are,  of  course,  much  exposed  to  the  wind, 

and  must  invariably  be  shot  '  down  wind  ' — reversing  the  usual 
order  of  things  in  shooting.  It  is  the  habit  of  the  snipe  to  rise 
against  the  wind,  and  by  advancing  on  them  with  the  wind  at 
your  back  they  are  forced  to  fly  towards  you  for  a  httle  distance, 
and  give  closer  and  easier  shots  to  the  right  or  the  left  than  if 
approached  in  the  ordinary  manner.  If  you  are  not  blessed  with 
a  dog  which  will  properly  quarter  the  ground,  working  with  nose  up 
wind,  and  crossing  and  recrossing  every  thirty  or  forty  yards,  you 
may  find  it  difficult  to  make  a  good  bag  on  a  very  windy  day,  and 

in  this  case  had  better  give  the  dog  the  advantage  of  '  the  wind  in 
his  nose  '. 

If  your  dog,  however,  understands  his  business,  the  birds  will 
be  less  likely  to  rise  out  of  distance ;  and  even  if  he  runs  in  upon  an 
odd  one  now  and  then,  on  tlie  whole  you  will  fare  better  than  by  a 

dead  beat  '  in  the  eye  of  the  wind'.  Somehow  it  is  a  fact  that 
although  snipe  must  more  distinctly  hear  you  coming  towards  them 

down-wind,  they  will  crouch  and  He  closer  than  when  you  are  beating 
your  way  towards  them  up-wind. 

When  preparing  for  their  autunm  migrations  snipe  appear  to 
F.C.  H 
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wait  for  an  evening  which  exactly  suits  them — an  evening  usually 
with  a  gentle  east  wind,  not  by  any  means  brisk,  bearing  on  their 

quarter — to  speak  in  nautical  phrase.  There  must  be  bright  moon- 
light— preferably  the  clear  frosty  rays  of  the  large  round  October 

or  '  hunters'  moon  '  ;  the  full  orb  of  Wegcmegoos  in  the  Indian  tongue, 
i.e.  the  moon  of  the  fat  month — when  game  is  at  its  prime.  Snipe 
are  essentially  nocturnal  birds,  and  make  all  their  long  voyages, 
and  usually  their  casual  trips  as  well,  from  feeding  grounds  to 
retired  meadows  and  back  again,  between  sunset  and  sunrise. 

In  their  general  grand  migratory  flight  they  are  occasionally 
known  by  some  mischance  to  miss  a  moon,  and  may  thus  be  a  whole 

■month  late  and  consequently  suffer  severely  from  bitter  cold  and 
snowstorms.  One  backward  spring  quite  a  body  arrived  a  month 
before  their  due  time,  and  doubtless  many  perished  of  starvation. 
When  fairly  started  on  their  long  voyage  of  migration,  they  soar  to 
a  vast  height,  and  strike  out  in  the  thin  atmosphere  of  their  high 
aerial  plane  at  a  pace  which  has  been  estimated  at  upwards  of 
sixty  miles  an  hour.  I  have  seen  what  looked  like  a  waving 
rope  in  the  air,  which,  by  the  aid  of  powerful  glasses,  was  found 
to  be  a  large  body  of  arriving  snipe  seen  against  the  dim  greyness 
of  the  autumn  sky.  While  it  remains  true  that  the  snipe  seems 
mostly  to  rejoice  in  the  society  of  its  kind,  on  occasion  it  can 
be  a  solitary  bird  enough,  and  I  once  got  on  very  familiar  terms 
with  a  lone  bird,  which  took  up  its  quarters  near  a  warm  spring 

quite  close  to  my  country  residence,  which  I  forbore  to  fire  at,  only 
too  glad  of  this  fine  opportunity  of  observing  at  close  quarters  the 
habits  of  so  shy  and  interesting  a  creature.  This  snipe  remained, 
strange  to  say,  long  after  his  companions  had  left  for  a  warmer 

temperature.  The  last  day  I  saw  him  was  in  mid-December,  when 
the  heavy  snows  had  cut  down  his  feeding  ground  to  a  few  square 
feet,  and  he  kept  restlessly  on  the  wing,  in  short  circular  flights, 
for  several  successive  hours. 

In  the  spring-time,  and  occasionally  during  the  progress  of  the 
summer,  the  male  snipe  is  in  the  habit  of  mounting  to  a  considerable 

height  above  his  favourite  meadows,  and  darting  downward  sud- 
denly with  great  velocity,  making  at  each  descent  a  low  tremulous 

and  musical  vibration,  which  is  a  good  sound  to  listen  to.  The 
passions  of  love  and  rivalry  are  finding  their  expression  in  graceful 
air  dances  and  sonorous  wing  beatings,  not  as  in  the  case  of  most 

birds  by  vocal  strains,  but  by  instrumental  music  which  *  takes  the 
soul  of  these  wild  wastes  with  joy  '.  There  are  few  sounds  more 
fascinating  to  the  lover  of  the  open  than  the  wing  music  of  the 
breeding  snipe,  which  once  heard  can  never  be  mistaken  for  any 

other  sound  in  nature's  realm.     The  sound  kindles  a  train  of  sug- 
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gestions  ;  hints  of  the  near  approach  of  the  joys  and  freedom  of 

summer,  for  the  day  of  the  arrival  of  the  snipe  seems  to  unquestion- 
ably announce  the  finish  of  the  gloomy  and  taciturn  reign  of  the 

stern  winter.  The  sound  is  produced  by  the  fact  that  the  bird  by 
some  unexplained  muscular  action  turns  edgewise  as  he  drops 
plumb  through  the  air.  He  is  seen  to  soar  almost  out  of  sight, 

where  he  disports  himself  for  hours  in  mid-ether,  sailing  round  and 
round  in  small  circles,  and  at  times  letting  himself  drop  fifty  feet 

or  more,  before  he  again  mounts  on  the  'wing'. 
It  is  during  these  perpendicular  descents  that  this  strange  and 

powerful  hum  is  produced  which  may  be  heard  at  a  great  distance. 

'  In  their  aerial  dance,'  Audubon  says,  '  each  seem  to  call  up  another 
by  the  sound  when  sporting  together  aloft,  whirling  round  each 
other  with  extreme  velocity  and  dancing  as  it  were  to  their  own 

music' 
In  conclusion  it  may  be  said  that  snipe  shooting  is  pursued  in 

Canada  in  the  glorious  days  for  which  the  Canadian  autumn  js  so 
justly  noted.  Nature  does  nothing  here  by  halves,  and  when  she 

sets  out  to  give  you  a  golden  '  Indian  summer  '  day,  she  succeeds 
so  well  that  colours  seem  to  be  brought  out  on  hill  and  valley  never 
seen  at  other  times  ;  the  sky  seems  of  a  deeper  and  more  tender 
blue,  the  water  more  pellucid,  and  the  whole  face  of  nature  seems 
to  be  marvellously  brightened  by  the  exceptional  purity  and  brilliance 
of  the  autumn  atmosphere. 
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Hawnk  !    honk  !    and  for'ard  to  the  Nor 'ad,  is  the  trumpet  tone  ; 
What  goose  cart  lag,  or  feather  flag,  or  break  the  goodly  cone  ! 
Hawnk  !    onward  to  the  cool  blue  lakes  where  lie  our  safe  love-bowers  ; 
No  stop,  no  drop  of  ocean  brine,  near  stool  or  hassock  hoary, 

Our  travelling  watchword  is   '  Our  mates,   our  goslings  and  our  glory  !  ' 
Symsonia  and  Labrador  for  us  are  crown'd  with  flowers, 
And  not  a  breast  on  wave  shall  rest  until  that  Heaven  is  ours. 

Hawnk  !    hawnk  !    E — e  hawnk  ! 
Frank  Forester. 

WHEN  the  first  cool  blasts  of  the  autumn  wind  give  warning  of 
the  approach  of  winter  with  its  icy  fetters,  a  marvellous 

stream  of  feathered  life  sallies  forth  from  the  bleak,  rock-bound 

fiords  of  Labrador  and  Baffin's  Land,  setting  southwards  towards  the 
more  congenial  coasts  of  Florida  and  the  Carolinas.  This  stream, 
composed  mainly  of  immense  flights  of  eiders  and  several  varieties 
of  scoters,  passes  in  the  early  morning  and  the  late  afternoon 
from  headland  to  headland  of  the  Atlantic  seaboard,  pausing 
during  the  mid  hours  of  the  day,  to  become  a  dark  border  of 
feathers  on  the  edge  of  the  ocean.  An  uninterrupted  line  of  several 

miles  may  often  be  met  with  rising  and  falling,  diving  and  disport- 
ing, on  the  long  rollers  rushing  to  the  shore  over  sunken  ledges, 

peopled  with  innumerable  shellfish.  The  spectator  is  astounded 

to  observe,  day  after  day  for  several  weeks,  countless  flocks  sweep- 
ing past  in  rapid  succession,  low  over  the  water,  each  moving  in 

regular  line,  as  if  animated  by  one  mind,  defiling  past  as  if  the  whole 

grand  army  of  sea-fowl  were  having  a  field-day.  From  many  a 
rocky  ledge  and  tossing  boat  along  the  deeply  indented  seacoast 
of  Nova  Scotia  flash  after  flash  salutes  their  ranks  from  long 
ducking  guns  with  queer  buccaneer  stocks  held  by  hardy  fishermen 
in  the  intervals  of  fishing. 

Simultaneously  there  is  another  migration  going  on  of  nobler 
wild  fowl,  brant  and  geese,  vegetarian  feeders,  void  of  the  fishy 

flavour  of  their  shellfish-eating  cousins,  hence  prized  by  the  sports- 
man and  epicure. 

These  also  come  from  the  regions  of  the  polar  bear  and  iceberg, 
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from  breeding  places  on  quaking  bogs  and  inland  peat  beds,  where 
they  have  reared  their  young  amid  the  wild  solitudes  which  only 
the  frigid  zone  affords.  They  differ  from  the  fish  eaters  in  that 

they  take  a  lofty  plane  of  flight,  and  a  direct  cross-country  course, 
not  following  the  coast-line.  Most  wing  their  way  direct  to  the 
sunny  savannahs  of  the  South,  but  some  call  occasional  halts  for 
a  bivouac  at  favourite  feeding  places  on  their  route  ;  becoming 
objects  of  hot  pursuit  on  the  Atlantic  bays,  where  they  are  shot 

at  from  '  sink  boxes  '  over  decoys  ;  on  the  stubble  of  Nebraska 
cornfields,  where  they  are  destroyed  from  the  ambush  of  sandpits  ; 

and  on  the  sand-bars  of  the  Mississippi,  where  they  are  stalked 
from  the  stealthy  scull-boat. 

A    MARVELLOUS    STREAM    OF    FEATHERED    LIFE. 

They  will  run  the  same  gauntlet  of  foes  when  on  their  return 

\'oyage  in  the  spring  ;  over  plains  and  mountains  still  clad  in  snow  ; 
over  ice-bound  lakes  and  rivers,  an  imperious  instinct  of  making 

their  breeding  haunts  inaccessible  to  enemies  dri\'es  them  on  clang- 

ing pinions  back  to  the  stern  North  again  ;  their  welcome  '  ah-hunk  ' 

saluting  the  ear,  the  first  announcement  of  the  finish  of  winter's 
reign,  and  their  thin  aerial  line  the  first  prophecy  of  the  advent  of 
spring  days  to  the  Canadians. 

So  fond  are  these  fowls  of  the  Arctic  Zone,  that  it  has  been 

suggested  they  may  have  originated  around  the  North  Pole  when 
that  region  enjoyed  a  temperate  or  tropical  climate,  as  stated 

by  geologists,  but  were  forced  southwards  by  the  ice-cap  of  the 
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glacial  period  ;  as  it  gradually  receded  following  back,  returning 
to  breed  as  near  as  possible  to  the  old  location  at  the  edge  of  the 

glaciers. 
One  of  their  favourite  halting  places  is  an  immense  shallow 

bay  on  the  coast  of  Northern  New  Brunswick.  More  exactly 

speaking,  it  is  a  tranquil  lagoon,  into  which  empties  an  ample 

river  noted  for  its  sea-trout.  It  is  changed  by  the  ebb  of  the  tide 

into  a  veritable  prairie  of  bronze  sea-grasses  intersected  by  a  wind- 
ing creek  through  which  the  tide  rushes  like  a  rapid  river.  A 

narrow  strip  of  sand,  with  undulating  sandhills  in  the  form  of 
snowdrifts,  separates  its  quiet  waters  from  the  tumbling  surf  of 
the  Atlantic,  and  forms  a  shining  shield  to  fend  off  the  shock  of 
the  white  ocean  breakers  racing  to  its  strand. 

Both  bay  and  river  bear  one  of  those  picturesque  Indian  names 
that,  lingering  on  many  a  river,  mountain,  and  headland,  will 
perpetuate  the  memory  of  the  red  man  long  after  his  feeble  race 
has  melted  away. 

These  simple  children  of  nature  thus  recognized  the  fact  that 
both  are  inseparable,  that  a  description  of  the  bay  of  necessity 
includes  the  river.  For  does  not  the  river  lure  hither  the  black 

bass,  the  sea-trout,  the  aristocratic  salmon — the  support  of  the 
fishermen  ? — and,  best  of  all,  swarming  schools  of  smelts,  w^hich 
in  winter  are  pulled  up  through  cuttings  in  the  ice,  one  draught 
of  the  net  sometimes  capturing  a  ton  of  these  bright,  silvery, 
slippery,  quivering  little  fishes,  pulled  up  as  from  some  mysterious 
subterranean  retreat  ?  Does  not  the  brackish  element  made  by 

the  '  sea-change  '  of  its  waters  nourish  acres  of  luxuriant  sea 
grasses  which  draw  hither  thousands  of  geese  and  brant  ? 

Hence  it  should  be  described  how  many  a  mile  behind  the 

long  stretch  of  evergreen  trees,  which  form  the  background  to 

the  few  fishermen's  huts  dotting  the  white  beach,  it  issues  from  the 
distant  cloud-like  outline  of  blue  hills,  the  nursery  of  several 
noble  streams  ;  how  it  comes  from  the  homes  of  the  beaver,  moose 

and  caribou  ;  through  a  region  of  mossy  silver  birches,  elms,  and 

sugar  maples  ;  passes  the  base  of  many  a  bleak,  bear-haunted 
mountain  ;  sometimes  placidly,  gently,  falls  for  miles  like  a  mirror 

set  sloping  on  Nature's  breast  ;  again  roars  hoarsely  through  gorges 
cleft  in  ancient  Laurentian  rocks  ;  plunges  with  delirious  bound 

over  rock  precipices  into  dark,  deep  pools,  kissed  by  drooping 
branches,  haunted  by  monstrous  greedy  trout  ;  how  its  banks  echo 
to  the  scream  of  the  golden  eagle  and  the  fishhawk,  the  rattle  of 

the  kingfisher,  the  carpenter  work  of  the  big  scarlet-headed 
woodpecker  performed  on  giant  hollow  red  pines,  while  over  its 

highway  there  is  a  ceaseless  w^histling  of  the  wings  of  ducks  hurrying 
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to  and  fro  along  the  estuary  which  the  bay  sends  for  many  miles 
among  the  wooded  hills  to  welcome  its  waters. 

In  the  autumn,  when  the  sportsman  visits  these  scenes,  he 
rejoices  in  the  delicious  light  and  air.  The  summer  fogs  are 
over,  the  atmosphere  has  grown  transparent,  the  breeze,  laden 
with  ozone,  is  clear  and  bracing.  An  occasional  bath  of  storm 
freshens  the  face  of  Nature.  He  will  love  to  think  afterwards  of 

serene  sunny  mornings  on  the  sands  ;  also  of  raw  and  gusty  days, 
when  waves  of  sombre  hue  dashed  on  the  shore,  while  the  shrill 

piping  of  the  plover,  the  loud  challenging  of  restless  geese  added  an 
indescribable  charm  of  wildness  and  desolateness,  when  combined 

AN   IMMENSE   SHALLOW  BAY   FISHERMEN  WITH  HARPOONED  ALBICORE 

IN   THE     FOREGROUND. 

with  the  roar  of  the  resounding  sea.  What  keen  delight  it  was 
to  make  a  heap  of  slain  victims,  kindle  a  pile  of  driftwood,  and 

listen  to  John's  yarns  while  the  kettle  sang  its  familiar  song  and  the 

air  grew  fragrant  with  the  steaming  tea  !  \\'hat  enthralling  music 
was  the  cheery  calling  of  new  flocks  of  geese,  arriving  at  a  vast 
altitude,  from  the  wintry,  mysterious,  distant  North,  while  they 

wheeled  to  reconnoitre,  hailing  their  well-fed  comrades  with  unmis- 
takable gladness  !  They  were  like  wearied  travellers,  tried  and 

hungry,  sighting  a  well-known  inn  where  they  intended  to  take 
their  ease. 

To  be  ready  for  the  lliglit  that  is  always  stirring  at  the  first 
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break  of  dawn,  the  sportsman,  warmly  clad,  embarks  on  waters 
still  reflecting  the  stars.  By  the  time  that  shafts  of  pale  yellow 
and  rosy  light  herald  the  rising  sun,  and  reveal  the  woods  streaked 
with  scarlet  and  yellow  at  the  farther  side  of  the  bay,  he  should 

be  in  position.  That  m.eans  he  should  be  extended  in  a  '  sink 
box  '  1  with  his  lo-bore  Greener  across  his  knees.  Painted  decoys, 
the  counterfeit  presentment  of  geese  and  brant  done  in  wood, 
should  float  around  him  to  the  number  of  forty  or  fifty.  The  best 
guide  of  the  bay,  the  trusty  John,  should  have  sculled  the  canoe 

to  the  sand-spit,  and  have  concealed  his  person  behind  one  of 
the  ricks  of  salt  hay  frugally  stacked  for  winter  feeding.  Then 
there  will  come  shots  of  a  certainty.  See  !  There  is  an  immense 

body  of  birds  far  up  the  bay.  The  rising  tide,  coupled  with  a  fresh 
breeze  that  disturbs  the  water,  is  vexing  them,  as  is  evident  from 
their  peevish  and  querulous  tones.  Sooner  or  later  they  will 

rise  and  disperse.  Presently  some  fisherman's  sloop  flying  along 
the  tortuous  channel  puts  them  up.  Hark  !  There  smites  the  ear 
a  mighty  rushing  sound  like  the  roar  of  falling  waters  produced 
by  thousands  of  strong  wings  beating  the  air.  A  mixed  multitude 
of  myriads  of  brant  and  geese  swarm  in  the  air,  giving  vent  to  shrill 
calling  notes.  Streaming  across  the  sky  they  resemble  at  first  a 
cloud,  then  a  swarm  of  bees. 

The  geese  are  discerned  by  their  forming  into  single  file,  or 

else  into  flights  wedge-shaped  like  the  letter  V.  The  leader  often 
retires,  and  his  place  is  taken  by  the  next  bird. 

Brant  form  into  larger  flocks,  often  of  over  a  hundred  birds. 
The  surest  to  decoy  are  lone  birds,  or  else  small  flocks  of  three  to 
a  dozen.     Some  of  the  moving  host  are  sure  to  drift  within  range. 

It  happens  sometimes  that  a  file  of  geese  pass  at  such  a  height 
that  the  wliole  cheat  becomes  evident.  As  they  take  in  the  human 
form  in  ambush,  they  scold  like  a  parcel  of  fishwives.  Many  flocks 
make  feints  at  the  decoys,  but  sheer  off  playfully.  Some  will  pass 
on  as  if  not  seeing  the  decoys,  and  may  be  enticed  back  by  careful 
imitative  calling,  a  subdued  clucking.  At  length  there  is  sure  to 
come,  sweeping  low  over  the  water  looming  black,  increasing  in 
size  with  astonishing  rapidity  as  they  come  on  at  the  speed  of  fifty 
miles  an  hour,  a  flock  of  brant.  They  may  wheel  once  or  twice 
sportively,  showing  the  white  underneath  their  bodies,  but  are  surely 
lured.  Are  they  not  quite  certain  that  they  have  sighted  comrades 
enjoying  a  breakfast  of  tender  roots  of  sea  grasses  ?     Why  should 

^  The  '  sink  box  '  used  is  an  oblong  box  long  enough  to  recline  in  com- 
fortably. It  is  weighted  down  with  rocks,  or  lead  bars,  to  the  level  of 

the  water,  and  steadied  by  means  of  canvas  flaps  on  hinges.  It  is  usually 
painted  a  dull  grey. 
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they  not  share  in  the  feast  of  fat  things  ?  The  young  birds  among 

them  give  a  pleasant  indescribable  twitter  or  chirrup — short,  quick, 
jerky  syllables  of  sounds — very  cheery  and  sportive.  They  poise 
on  the  wing  and  come  actually  skimming  over  the  decoys.  Two 
barrels  should  now  account  for  at  least  three  or  four  birds  ;  the 

remainder  might  give  points  to  a  homing  pigeon  in  their  speedy 
exit  into  space. 

John  brings  up  the  canoe  and  gathers  in  the  slain. 
Sometimes  the  wounded  give  him  a  long  chase,  both  brant  and 

geese  being  given  to  the  practice  of  submerging  their  bodies  when 
pursued  with  only  their  bills  above  the  surface.  But  John  has 
the  eye  of  a  hawk  for  marking  a  bird  that  is  hard  hit.  It  is  no 
uncommon  thing  for  a  goose  or  brant  to  fly  off  apparently  unhurt, 
and,  after  a  flight  of  several  hundred  yards,  suddenly  spread  its 
wings,  and  keeping  them  set  drop  gently  in  the  water,  to  fall  over 

dead.  It  is  unwise  to  seize  a  slightly  wounded  bird,  for  the  formid- 
able beak  at  the  end  of  the  supple  neck  and  the  spurs  or  knuckles 

of  the  wings  can  be  used  with  tremendous  effect.  If  these 'birds 
understood  their  collective  power,  they  might  revenge  their  wrongs 
by  attacking  and  killing  any  single  sportsman.  As  the  tide  advances 
more  shots  fall  to  the  gun,  but  not  all  such  easy  work  as  described. 
The  birds  grow  more  wary  as  the  day  goes  on,  and  the  light  gets 
more  garish.  Good  marksmanship  is  called  for  to  bring  down  a 
brant  going  before  the  wind,  a  black  duck  or  widgeon  fizzing  past 

like  a  bullet.  The  increased  difficulty,  however,  adds  to  the  enjoy- 
ment of  a  successful  performance. 

When  the  flood  tide  fills  the  lagoon  till  it  resembles  a  magnificent 
lake  the  shooting  is  over  for  the  time  being.  John  is  hailed,  a 

landing  effected  on  the  sand-bar,  and  luncheon  cooked  behind 
the  shelter  of  a  hayrick. 

Then  John  discourses  on  birds.  He  says  dark  clothing  is  '  pizen  ' 
to  them,  and  destroys  all  hope  of  success  ;  that  the  brant  go  away 
first,  but  the  geese  often  remain  till  the  whole  bay  freezes  solid, 
usually  about  Christmas  ;  that  in  spring  they  remain  till  the  middle 
of  June,  when  the  eggs  are  well  developed  ;  that  brant  eggs  have 
never  yet  been  beheld  by  mortal  eye,  though  fabulous  rewards 
are  offered  for  them  ;  that  Indians  decoy  with  bundles  of  eel  grass 
stuck  on  sloping  sticks.  He  mentions  a  curious  method  practised 
by  Indians  for  taking  gulls.  Digging  a  pit  in  the  sand,  they  covered 
it  with  poles  some  nine  inches  apart,  over  which  they  laid  seaweeds 
and  chopped  fish.  The  man  in  ambush  would  drag  down  bird 
after  bird  that  visited  the  bait  wdthout  alarming  the  others. 

John  also  says  that  the  white  throat  patch,  and  the  conspicuous 
white  rumps   of  both  brant  and  geese,  assist  the  flocks  greatly  in 
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keeping  together  during  thick  and  foggy  weather,  the  conspicuous 
white  markings  fore  and  aft  serving  as  useful  recognition  colours, 
supplementing  vocal  cries.  John  is  good  at  yarns.  I  was  wont 
to  season  his  tall  stories  of  carnage  with  several  grains  of  salt, 

until  the  following  experience  befell  me — the  most  impressive  scene 

of  bird  life  I  ever  witnessed.  I  never  afterwards  doubted  John's 
stories  of  marvellous  bags  in  days  when  the  birds,  wing-weary  with 
some  biting  merciless  snowstorm,  put  aside  all  caution  and  came 
on  the  decoys  by  battalions. 

It  was  the  month  of  November  ;  John  and  I  got  out  on  the 
bay  when  a  driving  snowstorm  came  on,  which  turned  to  sleet  and 
hail.  The  night  had  been  so  cold  that  we  had  to  break  sheet  ice 
for  200  yards  from  shore  to  make  the  channel.  It  is  needless  to 
say  we  had  the  bay  to  ourselves.  It  was  too  rough  to  launch 

the  sink  box,  so  we  dug  a  hole  in  the  apex  of  a  sand-pit  and  concealed 
the  box  in  the  sand.  I  had  taken  out  sixty  cartridges — twenty  were, 
unfortunately,  ruined  by  the  wet.  With  the  other  forty  I  had  shot 
thirty  birds.  Then  commenced  a  scene  the  like  of  which  I  never 
expect  to  see  again.  The  cruel  storm  seemed  to  drive  away  from 
the  birds  all  sense  of  fear.  They  almost  brushed  my  face  with 
their  wings.  Then  on  either  hand  they  commenced  to  settle. 
Company  after  company  arrived,  like  some  routed  army  rallying. 
Presently  two  vast  armies  of  mixed  geese  and  brant  occupied 
sandpits  to  the  right  and  left.  They  were  cowed  by  the  awful  storm, 
and  mostly  silent,  but  at  times  a  raucous  clamour  went  through 
the  whole  vast  host.  The  black  necks  of  the  Canada  geese,  with 
the  white  bar  across  the  head,  the  smaller  white  ringed  necks  of 

the  brant  were  uplifted  in  serried  ranks,  and  their  bead-like  eyes 
peered  out  with  pathetic  resignation  into  the  strife  of  the  wind 
and  waters  and  the  pelting  of  the  pitiless  hail.  For  an  hour  I 
watched  this  wonderful  spectacle.  Then  almost  benumbed  with 
the  cold  and  wet  we  poled  the  canoe  homewards  among  the  wearied 
birds  that  were  too  listless  to  get  out  of  our  way. 

While  we  have  been  idly  spinning  yarns  beside  the  crackling 

flames,  and  pulling  at  our  briar-roots,  the  tide  has  been  busily  pour- 
ing out  the  winding  channels  until  the  broad  bay  at  last  seems  emptied 

and  pumped  out  dry.  Under  the  direct  rays  of  the  sun,  rows  of 
geese  and  brant,  among  the  bronzed  weeds,  indulge  in  contented 
conversational  tones,  while  an  astonishing  mirage  causes  them  to 
loom  and  glisten  like  ranks  of  soldiers  in  shining  armour.  It  is  of 
no  use  to  expect  shots  under  such  conditions.  The  gulls  alone 

keep  poised  on  the  wing,  their  day-long  flight  evidently  causing  no 
fatigue,  as  if  they  floated  on  an  upward  air  current.  Otherwise 
all  nature  is  steeped  in  the  languor  of  an  afternoon  siesta.     Crickets 
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chirp  from  ridges  of  starved  grass  or  from  patches  of  yellowish  mosses 
mixed  with  melancholy  bunches  of  reeds,  red  where  they  emerge, 

as  if"  the  soil  bled  as  they  pierced  it.  A  blaze  of  deep  rich  yellow 
from  a  bunch  of  golden  rods  and  asters  surprises  one  as  would  an 
unexpected  ribbon  in  the  bonnet  of  a  Quaker  maiden.  Long  files 
of  geese  wend  their  way  to  still  dark  ponds  of  fresh  water  in  the 
peaty  black  lands,  where  they  will  drink  and  run  the  gauntlet  of 

the  youthful  pot-hunter  lying  in  ambush  among  the  branches  of  fir 
trees.  Sometimes  the  brown,  human-like  head  of  a  seal  emerges 
from  the  wave  and  peers  shyly  around.  Once  the  writer  watched 
some  thousand  gannets  feeding  outside,  evidently  on  a  passing 
school  of  herring.     From  a  great  height  they  dropped  one  after 
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another  with  a  splash  into  the  blue  sea,  emerging  with  unfailing 

certainty  with  a  fish  grasped  to  be  swallowed  in  the  air  ;  the  splash- 
ing caused  by  the  ceaseless  pelting  of  the  sea  with  their  white  bodies 

making  a  curious  and  beautiful  spectacle.  To  while  away  another 

hour  there  are  golden  plo\-er  to  be  pursued  on  the  sands.  One 
can  watch  the  tribes  of  small  peeps  and  snipelets  probing  for  clams 
and  collecting  the  dinner  cast  up  by  the  sea  ;  one  can  pace  the 

glistening  strand  and  watch  the  w^hite  sails,  swelling  before  the 
breeze,  of  tall-masted  barques,  timber-laden,  setting  forth  on 
their  outward  passage,  or  the  snowy  sails  of  the  little  fisliing  fleet 
hovering  over  their  lobster  traps  like  a  flock  of  terns,  or  a  row  of 

velvet  and  bottle-nosed  coots  (scoters)  di\-ing  in  the  surf  after  shell- 
fish, and  indulging  in  a  sham  battle  of  mock  chases  and  retreats. 
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See  !  At  length  the  tide  is  well  on  the  flood  ;  once  more  box 

and  decoys — for  long  on  the  mud — are  floating.  This  afternoon 
is  to  be  dedicated  to  the  destruction  of  geese.  Look  at  the  signs 
on  the  sands,  which  give  us  the  certainty  of  sport.  There  is  seen 
the  impress  of  big  webbed  feet,  and  hundreds  of  holes  scooped 
out  of  the  size  of  their  bodies.  The  birds  have  been  here  last  night. 
They  will  revisit  these  sands  this  evening  and  get  an  unexpected 
reception.  Once  more  in  position,  with  a  loud  whistling  a  flock 
of  widgeon  bear  down  close  overhead,  but  depart  unaware  of 
their  danger.  The  temptation  to  fire  is  resisted,  and  we  have  our 

reward  ;  for  ere  long  an  interrogative  '  honk  ?  ha-onk  ?  ha-a-onk  ?  ' 
is  trumpeted  from  five  large  birds  coming  on  in  a  low  plane  of  flight 
a  few  feet  above  the  water-line,  with  their  black  necks  stretched 
out  stiff  and  stark  and  their  bills  open  to  speak  every  few  moments. 

Now  is  the  time  for  skilful  calhng — better  omitted  if  not  artistic. 
Roofing  the  mouth  with  the  open  palm,  once  or  twice  a  subdued 

responsive  '  ah-hunk,'  '  ah-hunk  '  inspires  confidence.  All  distrust 
is  laid  aside.  There  is  slight  suspense  while  they  overshoot  the 
mark,  but  the  flock  rapidly  wheel,  and  steer  directly  on  the  decoys. 
Poising  their  wings  and  lowering  their  bodies  they  bend  their  heads 
this  way  and  that.  One  might  as  well  think  of  missing  a  haystack. 
The  invariable  spring  in  the  air  at  the  appearance  of  the  gunner  is 
over.  Two  heads  are  well  in  line,  and  with  a  mighty  splash  down 
come  two  ponderous  bodies  into  the  wave.  The  other  barrel  accounts 

for  a  third  as  he  attempts  to  move  off,  with  his  nervous  system 
apparently  prostrated  by  fright. 

Several  other  flocks  share  a  like  fate,  for  never  do  geese  decoy 

better  than  when  returning  to  the  same  point  where  they  fed  unmo- 
lested on  the  previous  evening.  Later  we  move  to  a  spot  under 

the  '  fly  line  ',  which  seems  to  guide  all  the  flocks  coming  in  from 
the  sea  over  a  certain  point — though  the  flights  are  too  far  apart 
to  see  each  other — as  if  their  exact  course  had  been  determined  by 
compass. 

Good  results  can  rarely  be  obtained  by  sculling.  Yet  occasionally, 
taking  advantage  of  the  fact  that  geese  invariably  rise  against 
the  wind,  by  crouching  in  the  canoe  an  insidious  approach  may  be 

made  to  a  flock  on  a  sand-bar.  Some  ancient  sentinel  will  presently 

sound  the  note  of  alarm,  a  rousing  '  ah-hunk  !  '  Then  twenty 
black  necks  will  be  outstretched,  and  twenty  throats  will  vociferate 

'  ah-hunk,  ah-hunk  !  '  Walking  about  uneasily,  they  will  rise 
en  masse  ;  but,  if  luck  favours,  the  gun  may  now  be  within  sixty 
or  seventy  yards,  and  as  they  rise  one  or  two  come  down  with  a 
loud  swish. 

At  last  the  setting  sun  is  reddening  the  sky  over  the  river,  giving 
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back  the  rich  colours  it  has  been  absorbing  all  day  long.  The  birds 
that  have  been  feeding  in  the  estuary  are  beginning  to  stream 

seaward  to  spend  the  night  on  the  bosom  of  the  ocean.  We  know- 

that  at  John's  cosy  cottage,  at  the  mouth  of  the  river,  a  brown  brant 
and  a  pint  of  Hermitage  await  us.  The  canoe  is  headed  into  the 
brilliant  level  rays  of  sunset  lingering  low  down  in  the  rosy  west  ; 
so  the  curtain  falls  on  a  long  day  of  ceaseless  interest,  spent  on  the 
breast  of  the  sea,  under  the  boundless  blue  sky,  the  ozone  from  the 
breeze  and  the  successful  sport  tingling  the  blood  like  some  rare 
old  vintage. 
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MOOSE  HUNTING  IN  THE  BACKWOODS 

IT  is  difficult  to  exaggerate  the  startling  appearance  of  the  gigantic 

North  American  moose — largest  and  most  powerful  of  the 
deer  tribe  now  extant — when  the  spectator  for  the  first  time 
encounters  him  in  his  native  haunts  in  one  of  the  wilderness  tracts 
of  Northern  Canada. 

A  full-grown  bull  stands  8  feet  in  height  at  the  shoulder,  weighs 
upwards  of  three-quarters  of  a  ton,  and  has  broad  antlers  which 
commonly  weigh  70  lb.,  and  have  a  spread  of  nearly  5  feet. 
He  has  a  short  thick  neck,  and  legs  rather  strikingly  slender  for 
his  bulk.  When  in  motion  he  often  seems  awkward  in  gait,  clumsy 
and  inelegant  ;  but  when  he  rears  his  stately  head  in  an  attitude 
of  attention,  the  majesty  and  grandeur  of  his  appearance  are  most 
impressive.  When  he  is  in  the  act  of  charging,  or  in  one  of  those 
fits  of  fury  which  frequently  take  possession  of  him,  his  aspect  may 
be  described  as  almost  terrific.  At  such  times  his  eyes  flash  forth 
a  green  blaze,  and  his  short,  stiff  mane  stands  erect  like  the  quills 
of  a  porcupine. 

His  haunts  are  not  on  forest  trails  ;  he  seeks  more  or  less  open 
country,  with  a  growth  of  small  hardwood  trees,  whose  tender 
young  shoots  and  leaves  furnish  his  chief  food  supply.  Lichens, 
lily  pads,  and  roots  of  aquatic  plants,  however,  vary  his  diet  in 
summer. 

No  wonder  that  the  magnificent  antlers  of  the  moose  are  prized 

as  highly  as  the  skin  of  a  grizzly  bear.  Nor  are  they  alwaj/s  obtained 
at  less  risk  of  life  and  limb  to  the  hunter,  for  the  most  sporting 

methods  of  moose  hunting  put  the  nerve  and  courage  of  the  sports- 
man to  as  severe  a  test  as  he  ever  is  likely  to  endure. 

Let  me  describe  my  first  meeting  with  the  noble  quarry.  It 
was  late  in  October.  The  Canadian  forest  had,  as  is  its  wont,  blazed 

into  scarlet  and  gold  and  disrobed  for  the  winter.  On  gusty  days  the 
leaves  were  whirling  at  our  feet  like  snowdrifts.  My  party  consisted 
of  myself  and  two  Micmac  Indians.  One  of  these  was  an  expert  at 
camp  cooking,  and  the  bearer  of  our  slender  outfit.  His  crowning 
quality  was  that  he  could  make  a  fire  in  a  few  seconds,  even  during 

pouring  rain — a  blessed  gift  in  the  frosty  Canadian  autumn.     The 
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other,  Joe,  was  a  hunter  and  trapper,  accomplished  in  all  sorts 
of  woodcraft.  He  possessed  the  keen  eye  of  an  eagle,  and  that 
bom  instinct  which  enabled  him  to  read  the  pathless  forest  as  an 
open  book,  and  confidently  interpret  every  movement  of  unseen 
animals. 

f  Bronze-coloured  men,  they  were  mostly  silent  and  with  emotion- 
less faces,  save  when  the  fierce  joy  of  the  chase  burned  in  their 

bosoms.  Yet  they  are  not  heroes,  for  they  have  many  human 

weaknesses.  One  is  for  '  fire-water  ',  which  makes  demons  of  them 
for  the  time  being.  Another,  even  more  serious,  is  an  uncontrollable 

excitability  in  the  presence  of  big  game,  which  is  an  incomprehen- 
sible thing  to  the  white  man,  seeing  that  long  custom  should  have 

made  them  cool  in  the  presence  of  moose,  or  caribou,  or  bear. 

But  let  me  give  them  their  due.  These  two  men  had  fought 

their  way  with  birch-bark  canoe  up  the  fierce  rapids  of  the  Nepisiquit 
River,  and  set  me  down  at  the  lower  end  of  a  long,  canal-like  reach 

of  the  upper  stream,  a  hundred  miles  from  the  village  at  the  river's mouth. 

With  this  most  primitive,  yet  most  effective,  of  all  contrivances 
for  alternate  lake  and  stream  navigation,  they  had  braved  the 

impetuous  river,  and  with  spike-pole  and  paddle  had  triumphed 
over   its   troubled  and  angry  waters. 

We  made  camp  on  an  interesting  spot,  where  the  river  took  a 
great  bend  to  the  north,  towards  a  range  of  mountains  from  whose 

loins  sprang  two  other  noble  streams — the  Tobique  and  the 
Miramichi. 

After  a  day  spent  in  the  construction  of  camp  and  of  such  luxuries 

as  table  and  benches  and  sideboard  (not  omitting  the  hunter's 
ambrosial  bed,  made  of  the  tender  tips  of  the  balsam  fir,  spread  six 

inches  deep),  we  started  upstream,  with  three  days'  rations,  for 
Portage  Brook  Meadows,  where  Joe  was  quite  sure  we  would  meet 
big  game.  After  twelve  miles  of  smooth  river,  often  split  into  a 
dozen  channels  by  small  islands,  and  presenting  most  charming 
vistas,  we  drew  our  canoe  ashore  on  a  narrow  beach  of  gravel,  just 
below  where  a  mountain  torrent  stormed  into  the  channel  of  the 

river.  Following  for  half  a  dozen  miles  a  forest  trail,  which  was 
well  indented  in  places  with  the  sharp,  triangular  track  of  the  moose, 
and  also  that  of  the  black  bear  (so  like  the  impress  of  a  human  foot), 

we  emerged  on  a  plain  with  a  cup-like  setting  in  an  amphitheatre 
of  bare  hills.  A  glance  at  intersecting  moose  paths,  where  the  soil 
was  cut  up  like  a  cattle  corral,  showed  us  at  once  that  we  had  not 
journeyed  here  in  vain. 

After  building  a  slielter  at  some  distance  from  the  meadows, 
for  fear  of  alarming  any  wandering  moose,  we  cooked  our  supper  and 
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waited  impatiently  for  the  approach  of  evening.  It  was  the  inten- 
tion of  Joe  to  call  up  a  bull  moose  by  imitating  the  voice  of  the  cow, 

as  the  pairing  season  was  not  yet  over.  For  this  purpose  he  manu- 

factured out  of  the  bark  of  the  canoe-birch  a  long,  trumpet-shaped 
funnel.  As  we  took  our  stand  at  the  edge  of  an  island  of  stunted 
firs  and  spruce  trees  in  the  middle  of  the  plain,  we  noted  gladly 
that  the  wind  had  fallen  till  there  was  a  perfect  stillness.  It  is  of 

not  the  slightest  use  to  call  up  moose  if  a  breeze  allows  them  to  get 
your  scent,  otherwise  they  will  circle  down  wind,  sniff  the  tainted  air, 
and  at  once  take  warning.  Then  a  full  moon  had  risen  over  the 
wilderness,  and  a  cloudless  sky  assured  me  of  sufficient  light  to 
see  the  sights  of  my  rifle. 

Soon  commenced  one  of  those  wonderful  exhibitions  of  skill 

on  the  part  of  the  Indian  which  is  ever  a  matter  of  surprise  and 
admiration  to  the  white  man.  Putting  the  birch  trumpet  to  his 
lips,  Joe  gave  the  call  of  the  cow  moose  in  a  manner  so  startling  and 
truthful  that  only  the  educated  ear  of  the  Indian  could  detect  the 

counterfeit.  The  cry  of  the  cow  is  a  long-drawn-out,  melancholy 
sound,  rising  loud  and  sonorous,  and  falling  gradually  in  cadence  to 
a  murmur.  Then  it  rises  again  strong  and  full,  to  finish  off  abruptly. 
Sometimes  it  rends  the  serene  stillness  of  the  wilderness  like  a  rifle 

volley.  At  others,  it  is  most  plaintive,  as  when  the  lone  Juliet  of 
the  forest  makes  her  appealing  tones  faintly  vibrate  over  the  low 
cedar  swamps. 

Joe  knew  there  were  moose  in  the  vicinity  by  the  fresh 
tracks,  but  we  were  hardly  prepared  for  what  followed  his  skilful 
calling. 

From  a  ribbon-like  stretch  of  dark  green  woods,  which  marked 
the  valley  of  a  brook  running  down  the  side  of  the  opposite  mountain, 
a  large  bull  moose,  attended  by  a  cow,  came  out  into  the  open 

moonlight  and  stood  still.  From  the  opposite  direction  there  sud- 
denly appeared  another  large  bull,  which  had  also  heard  our  call 

and  was  answering  with  the  usual  guttural  croak,  which  is  repre- 

sented by  the  syllables,  '  waugh — waugh  '.  Here  was  an  interesting 
situation  indeed  !  Joe  thought  it  best  to  keep  perfectly  still  and 

await  developments.  Then  a  startling  thing  happened.  The  new- 
comer, seeing  the  bull  in  possession  of  the  cow,  lowered  his  antlers 

and  charged.  The  other  fearlessly  advanced  to  do  battle.  The 
two  met  with  a  mighty  crash,  and  then  such  a  play  went  forward 

as  is  not  often  witnessed  by  man  in  nature's  amphitheatre,  when 
the  Hector  and  Achilles  of  the  wilderness  meet  to  fight  for  another 

Helen  of  Troy.  The  fight  that  ensued  was  terrific,  as  might  be  ex- 
pected from  such  powerful  giants,  at  this  season  of  the  year  in  the 

perfection  of  strength  and  condition.     In  the  dire  struggle  huge 
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boulders  were  overturned,  showers  of  soil  ̂ were  sent  flying 
down  the  mountain-side,  and  small  trees  were  entirely  uprooted. 
Now  one  of  the  combatants  was  pushed  back  on  his  haunches 
for  several  yards  before  he  recovered  himself,  with  a  groan  that 
betrayed  his  strained  effort.  Probably  gaping  wounds  were  inflicted 
on  both  sides.  At  times  the  huge  antlers  interlocked,  and  the 
vast  bodies  went  swaying  and  rocking  this  way  and  that,  as  if  they 
were  inextricably  interlaced  and  both  animals  were  doomed  to 

a  miserable  death.  At  last  the  new-comer,  although  the  heavier  of 
the  two  combatants,  after  a  severe  round,  in  which  he  was  pushed 

heavily  down  the  slope  of  the  mountain,  drew  off,  leaving  his  antag- 
onist in  possession  of  the  field  and  of  his  calm  spouse,  who  held 

aloof  ready  to  bestow  herself  on  the  victor — no  doubt  on  the  principle 
that  none  but  the  brave  deserve  the  fair. 

The  vanquished  monster  went  sullenly  away  in  the  direction 
whence  he  had  come.  Joe  then  tried  another  ringing  call,  to  which, 
however,  he  deigned  no  notice,  being  probably  severely  hurt  in 
the  conflict.  But  to  our  astonishment  the  victor  with  his  consort 

slowly  approached  our  direction. 
Joe  knew  well  that  to  entice  himwithm  rifle  shot  it  was  of  not 

the  slightest  use  to  imitate  the  cow%  as  he  was  already  mated. 
So,  with  inimitable  strategy,  he  lowered  the  mouth  of  his  tube 
close  to  the  ground  so  as  to  deaden  the  sound,  and  then  gave  the 
subdued  cough  which  is  the  challenge  of  an  enraged  bull.  The 
response  was  immediate.  The  bull  stood  listening,  perfectly  still, 
with  every  fibre  of  his  long  ears  stretched  to  detect  the  source  of 

this  new  challenge.  Now  came  a  fresh  proof  of  the  Indian's  fidelity 
to  nature.  The  smallest  hoarseness,  the  slightest  wrong  vibration, 
the  least  unnatural  sound,  would  have  proved  fatal  to  our  chances 
of  a  shot.  But  the  man  writhed  on  the  ground  like  a  serpent, 
making  agonized  expressions  of  countenance  in  his  studied  efforts 
to  counterfeit  nature.  Then  he  went  one  step  further  in  his  art, 
and  broke  off  branches  of  trees  and  thrashed  his  birch-bark  horn 

against  the  bushes,  in  imitation  of  a  challenging  bull  defying  all 
comers  with  his  antlers. 

The  Indian's  art  triumphed  perfectly.  All  caution  was  laid  aside 
by  the  monarch  of  the  Canadian  glen,  which  was  now  swiftly  ad- 

vancing towards  us  under  the  delusion  that  he  was  approaching 
yet  another  claimant  to  his  consort. 

It  is  small  wonder  that  the  novice  at  moose  hunting  ̂ is  so 

often  the  victim  of  '  buck  fever  '  ;  and  that  even  old  hands  are 
reported  as  so  often  missing  their  chance  at  a  bull  moose.  For  one 
thing,  listening  long  and  intently  in  the  woods  strings  up  the  nerves 
to  high  tension.     For  another,  the  cold  benumbs  the  fingers  after  a 
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long  vigil  in  the  frosty  air.  Then  the  advancing  bull  is  given  to 

'smashing  around',  as  the  Indians  put  it — venting  his  bad  temper  on 
the  unresisting  trees,  and  knocking  his  antlers  against  fire-killed 
stumps,  which  answer  with  a  hollow  reverberation  to  his  blows. 
The  sight  of  a  bristling  mane  also  fails  to  inspire  confidence  in  the 

huge  beast's  intentions  should  he  succeed  in  gaining  close  quarters. 
However,  I  was  armed  with  a  Winchester  45 "90  repeating  rifle  ; 

and  though  the  first  shot  failed  to  kill,  the  second  sent  the  big  animal 
plunging  heavily  on  his  knees.  A  third  shot  was  administered  as 
the  coup  dc  grace.  As  for  the  cow,  she  appeared  to  vanish  as  if  by 
magic,  without  the  slightest  noise. 

TUB    lALLEX    MONARCH. 

Under  such  circumstances  it  was  not  a  matter  of  danger  to  bag 
our  noble  quarry,  but  it  often  happens  that  the  most  skilful  caller 
cannot  succeed  in  getting  the  moose  to  come  within  range,  because, 

for  some  unknown  reason,  the  animal's  suspicions  have  been  aroused. 
Then  it  becomes  necessary  to  creep  out  in  the  open  towards  him, 

and  if  the  hunter  has  not  the  nerve  to  stand  his  ground  before  a 
charge  that  can  be  as  frenzied  as  that  of  an  African  bison,  and  send 
a  decisive  ball  into  the  brain  or  shoulder  of  his  foe,  he  had  far 

better  have  engaged  in  other  pastime. 
There  are  other  ways  of  hunting  the  moose  besides  calling  and 

'  still  hunting  '  or  stalking  ;    but  they  are  all  unsportsmanlike,  and 
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in  many  parts  of  Canada  wise  legislation  has  made  them  unlawful. 

'  Fire-hunting,'  or  hunting  by  torchlight,  is  practised  by  the  use  of  a 
bright  light  generally  formed  by  burning  bunches  of  resinous  birch- 
bark  near  lakes  known  to  be  frequented  by  the  game.  The  brilliant 
light  seems  to  stupefy  and  fascinate  the  moose,  who  will  then  readily 
fall  to  the  rifle.  Yet  there  is  an  element  of  danger  even  in  this 
method,  for  a  wounded,  and  therefore  an  enraged,  moose  has  been 
known  to  upset  and  destroy  the  canoe  which  exhibited  the  torches. 

Then  there  is  '  crusting  ',  or  pursuing  moose  on  a  hard  crust 
formed  over  the  deep  snow  by  a  winter  thaw  between  frosts.  The 
game  is  then  taken  at  an  unfair  advantage,  as  the  crust  will 

support  the  hunter  on  snow-shoes,  or  even  when  shod  with  moc- 
casins or  soft  leather  jackboots. 

At  such  times  the  moose  resort  in  companies  to  some  sheltered 
valley,  where  they  trample  down  the  snow  into  what  are  termed 

*  moose-yards  '.  Driven  out  of  these  asylums  the  poor  beasts 
flounder  helplessly  in  the  deep  snow,  and  their  destruction  imder 
such  conditions  is  not  sport  but  butchery.  A  still  worse  method  is 

'  hounding  '  or  pursuing  with  a  large,  fierce  breed  of  dogs,  which 
will  follow  the  trail  day  after  day,  and  finally  drag  their  prey  down 
utterly  exhausted  till  the  hunter  comes  up  ;  this  also  denies  the 
game  the  chance  of  life  which  true  sportsmanship  caUs  for. 

The  writer  cannot  bring  this  paper  on  moose  hunting  and  its 
perils  to  a  more  fitting  conclusion  than  by  the  relation  of  a  narrow 
escape  that  befell  an  Indian  guide  with  whom  he  was  once  hunting 
in  the  wilds  of  Northern  New  Brunswick. 

We  were  camped  near  the  head-waters  of  the  Tobique  and 
Nepisiquit  Rivers,  and  had  made  several  successful  trips  out  of  the 
main  camp,  to  lakes  surrounded  by  grassy  meadows,  and  also  to 
clearings  made  by  abandoned  lumber  operations,  where  there  was  a 
returning  growth  of  fresh  young  forest  trees.  In  such  open  spaces 
we  had  successfully  hunted  both  bear  and  caribou,  stalking  them 
after  the  Highland  fashion. 

It  was  our  custom,  in  the  intervals  of  excursions,  to  rest  in 

camp  for  a  few  days,  stretching  our  bearskins  on  frames  and  pre- 
paring the  antlers,  so  as  to  bring  our  trophies  home  in  good  order. 

One  morning,  after  a  heavy  rainfall,  we  saw  moose  tracks  passing 

quite  near  our  camp,  and  so  determined  to  follow.  The  Indian's 
confident  tracking  through  pathless  forest,  swamp,  and  bog  ;  now 
stopping  to  examine  a  broken  twig,  or  impression  in  the  yielding 
moss  ;  now  noting  a  fresh  disturbance  of  the  water  in  some  muddy 
pool,  was  a  wonderful  exhibition  of  skih.  He  said  that  a  bull  moose, 

with  a  cow  and  a  two-year-old  calf,  had  gone  on  two  hours  ahead  of 
us. 
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The  track  was  traced  into  a  ravine  or  glen  so  common  in  these 
parts  ;  but  this  one  was  unhke  all  the  others  in  that  it  ended  in  a 
cul  de  sac,  the  banks  growing  steeper  as  we  advanced,  and,  as  it 

proved,  ending  at  a  steep  cliff  over  which  poured  a  miniature  cata- 

ract. The  wind  was  blowing  straight  up  the  ra\-ine.  The  animals 
had  scented  us  and  had  increased  their  pace,  breaking  into  a  trot. 

Rounding  a  sharp  turn  abruptly,  w'e  stood  face  to  face  with  a 
magnificent  bull  moose,  standing  a  few  yards  in  advance  of  the  cow 
and  calf  as  if  to  shield  them  from  attack.  I  immediately  fired,  as 
the  animal  had  lowered  his  head  ominously.  My  shot,  however, 
fell  low.  Failing  to  penetrate  the  forehead  and  reach  the  brain,  it 
shattered  the  jaws  of  the  moose  and  aroused  the  full  depths  of  his 
fury.  As  the  great  beast  came  crashing  along  I  again  got  a  shot, 
with  which,  however,  I  failed  to  stop  him,  and  then  we  both  sprang 
aside  to  seek  shelter.  Suddenly  the  Indian  slipped  and  fell  heavily. 
The  mane  of  the  moose  stood  out  straight  on  end,  and  his  eyes  blazed 

as  he  strode  towards  the  prostrate  man.  *  Quick  as  a  flash  the  Indian 
drew  out  from  its  sheath  the  long  Indian  blade,  sharp  as  a  razor, 

which  always  dangles  at  a  hunter's  belt.  Springing  up  even  appar- 
ently while  being  trampled  and  gored,  he  managed  to  drive  the  keen 

weapon  right  home  to  the  great  beast's  heart.  Then  he  sank  back 
unconscious,  while  I,  having  reloaded,  gave  the  moose  the  finishing 
touch.  He  hardly  needed  this,  though,  for  already  his  huge  bulk 
was  tottering,  and  suddenly,  with  an  expiring  groan,  he  collapsed 
in  a  heap,  and  his  great  brown  antlers  smote  the  ground  heavily. 

Then  came  a  moment  of  dreadful  suspense.  Was  the  Indian 
a  mangled  piece  of  human  wreckage  ?  No,  thank  God  !  He  raises 
his  head,  throws  his  long  black  hair  away  from  his  eyebrows,  and  leans 
on  an  elbow.  Then  he  brushes  aside  the  overhanging  shrubbery, 
stands  erect,  and  limps  hurriedly  towards  me. 

That  Indian,  Joe,  still  carries  his  birch-bark  canoe  up  among  the 
lakes  and  rivers  of  New  Brunswick.  He  still  takes  solitary  trapping 
journeys  in  the  depth  of  the  savage  winters  ;  he  still  exchanges  his 

hard-earned  pelts  of  lucifee  and  sable  and  bears  for  groceries  and 
fiery  rum  at  the  tiny  village  at  the  mouth  of  the  river  ;  and  many 
a  time  since  has  he  wreaked  dire  vengeance  on  the  antlered  moose. 
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MOOSE    HUNTING    IN    NOVA   SCOTIA 

HALIFAX,  the  capital  of  Nova  Scotia,  is  one  of  the  few  colonial 
towns  which  combine  most  of  the  amenities  of  civilized 

life  with  the  great  charm  of  being  within  easy  reach  of  cock  cover, 
snipe  marsh,  salmon  stream,  or  the  primeval  forest  haunts  of  the 
moose,  caribou,  and  black  bear.  Owing  to  the  countless  streams 
and  lake  basins  which  stretch  in  chains  across  the  interior  of  this 

province,  the  most  desirable  hunting  grounds  can  be  readilv  reached 
by  boat  or  canoe.  The  unrivalled  climate  of  the  autumn  season 

adds  immensely  to  the  pleasures  of  camping  out  in  the  wilds.  One 
soon  becomes  familiar  with  the  little  tricks  of  backwoods  life  neces- 

sary to  secure  comfort,  and  at  times  capable  even  of  making  luxury 
obtainable.  In  every  tumbling  brook  there  are  fish  waiting  to  hop 

into  the  frv'ing-pan.  The  bush  is  fairly  alive  with  juicy  young 

'  partridges  '  (mffed  grouse),  while  on  every  hand  there  is  abundance 
of  dr}'  firewood  for  the  gathering.  One  should  choose  for  guides 
professional  hunters  or  trappers,  or,  failing  them,  native  Indians,  of 
whom  a  few  families  still  remain  on  the  fringes  of  many  of  the  frontier 

settlements.  Such  men  are  able  to  deprive  '  roughing  it  in  the 
bush  '  of  all  its  terrors. 

No  device  for  wooing  sleep  could  excel  the  regulation  forest 

bed  of  fragrant  fir-boughs,  into  which  tired  limbs  sink  grate- 
fully. No  kitchen  can  look  half  so  cheer\^  as  the  row  of  pothooks 

hung  over  the  ruddy  glow  of  sparkling  birch  logs,  especially  when 

the  air  is  fragrant  with  '  the  something  hot  '  preparing  for  the  usual 
toast,  '  Here's  luck  to-morrow  ',  that  winds  up  the  camp-fire  yams. 
In  such  a  sylvan  home  the  hunter  can  enjoy  unalloyed,  in  one  of 
the  most  perfect  outdoor  autumn  climates  of  the  world,  the  charm 
of  absolutely  wild  surroundings  ;  can  admire  the  changing  moods  of 
the  primeval  wilderness,  by  turns  inspiriting,  grandly  beautiful, 
majestic,  solemn,  sad  ;  can  observe  the  pageant  of  forest  and  river 
life  daily  and  nightly  unfolded  around  him  ;  can  find  exciting  hours 
in  the  pursuit  of  bear,  caribou,  or  the  giant  moose.  Days  of  toil 
in  hunting  big  game  are  sure  to  be  frequently  rewarded  by  gratifying 
success.  How  the  pulse  is  stirred  on  a  bright  October  morning  as 
the  prow  of  the  yellow  canoe  cuts  the  gently  resisting  current,  rifles 
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all  aboard,  together  with  a  few  days'  frugal  rations  !  Across  the 
stream  the  kingfisher's  shrill  rattle  falls,  as  if  in  protest  against  the 
invasion  of  his  domain  ;  a  bracing  nor'-wester  is  calling  forth  from 
the  forest  boughs  a  rustling  note  that  does  not  accord  badly  with 

the  ever-present  music  of  the  rippling  water.  Yonder,  inland,  where 
the  sierra  of  mountains  draped  in  blue  rear  themselves  skyward, 
adventures  and  encounters  with  big  game  are  certain  to  be  obtained. 

About  fifty  years  ago  Nova  Scotia  was  one  of  the  best  and  most 

prolific  moose-ranges  in  North  America,  and  if  now  greatly  reduced 
in  numbers,  there  are  still  a  great  many  of  these  noble  deer  to  be 
met  with  in  the  more  remote  woodland  districts.  Nova  Scotia  is 

admirably  adapted  to  the  moose,  because  her  lakes  are  studded 
with  little  thickly  wooded  islets  where  the  cow  moose  hides  away 
her  fawns,  and  because  the  long  chains  of  swamps  and  mossy  bogs, 
which  run  far  back  into  the  heart  of  the  evergreen  woods,  abound  with 
their  favourite  browse,  and  while  secluded,  at  the  same  time  these 

open  spaces  are  free  from  the  encumbrance  of  dense  timber.  Yet 
it  is  surprising  on  occasions  how  domestic  in  their  habits  moose  can 

become,  forming  '  yards  '  on  some  sheltered  hardwood  slope  within 
hearing  of  the  settler's  axe,  the  barking  of  the  farmyard  cur,  and 
even  where  the  shrill  whistle  of  the  passing  railway  train  wakes 

sharp  echoes. 

It  is  characteristic  of  the  native  hunters  of  every  big-game  country 
to  lure  up  wild  animals  by  means  of  imitating  the  love  calls  of  the 
mating  season.  Thus  the  Indian  shikari  calls  up  the  sambur  stag. 

On  the  bare  steppe-like  plateaux  of  Newfoundland  skilled  hunters 

'  tole  '  the  caribou  stag  by  a  clever  counterfeit  of  his  short  hoarse 
bellow.  In  Canada,  nearly  every  master  of  hunting-craft  is  able 
to  imitate  the  amorous  roars  of  the  cow  moose  until  the  deluded 

bull  comes  crashing  towards  his  doom,  seemingly  bold  and  fearless 
from  the  consciousness  of  his  immense  strength.  Yet  there  are 

men  who  can  never  attain  to  success  in  the  art  of  moose-calling. 
Even  the  most  experienced  professional  callers  differ  widely  in  their 
methods  of  simulating  the  pleading,  plaintive  bellowing  of  the 

cow  moose.  The  Milicete  guide  sounds  a  succession  of  short  quaver- 
ing roars,  ending  as  suddenly  as  if  their  author  were  cut  down  by  a 

stroke  of  apoplexy.  One  veteran  backwoodsman  is  very  successful 

with  a  couple  of  guttural  coughs  or  sobs,  followed  by  a  scalp-lifting, 

blood-curdling  wail,  the  '  spookiest  '  sound  that  any  mortal  could 
possibly  utter.  Another  gives  the  challenge  with  an  ending  sug- 

gestive of  a  note  of  interrogation.  There  can,  therefore,  be  no 
infallible  standard  for  a  novice  to  copy.  It  is,  however,  accepted 

as  a  si7te  qua  non,  that  the  call  must  be  rendered  through  a  trumpet- 
shaped  cone  made  of  the  crisp  bark  of  the  yellow  birch,  which  serves 
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so  many  wonderful  uses  in  the  forest  life  of  America.  It  is,  there- 
fore, quite  plain  that  skill  in  this  accomplishment  belongs  to  the 

practised  woodsman  rather  than  to  the  casual  amateur. 

Perhaps  nowhere  are  there  better  moose-callers  to  be  found 
than  the  Micmac  Indians  of  Nova  Scotia,  the  older  men  far  excelling 
the  younger.  There  is  something  peculiar  to  the  Indian  speech, 
abounding  as  it  does  in  soft  vowel  sounds,  which  lends  itself  readily 
to  the  imitation  of  every  sound  of  nature.  There  is  something  very 

fascinating  in  moose-calling  on  a  fine  autumn  evening,  far  back 
in  the  wilds,  either  on  the  shore  of  some  lake  or  still-water,  or  at 
the  edge  of  one  of  those  dry  grassy  savannahs,  often  the  legacy  of 
an  extinct  beaver  colony,  which  penetrate  the  evergreen  forest  in 
all  directions.  One  must  have  felt  the  sudden  thrill  which  stirs 

the  blood  at  the  first  challenge  of  the  answering  bull,  and  the 
vocal  trail  of  his  hoarse  mutterings  drawing  swiftly  nearer  and 
nearer,  in  order  to  appreciate  the  intense  excitement  which  this  form 
of  woodland  sport  is  capable  of  yielding. 

When  the  calling  is  pursued  at  night  there  is  something  indescrib- 
ably weird  about  the  scene  which  appeals  to  the  imagination  with 

a  pleasing  and  irresistible  charm.  While  the  pale  orange,  full- 

orbed  hunters'  moon  hangs  low  in  the  heavens,  outlining  the  black 
arrow-heads  of  the  tallest  fir  trees  as  if  traced  in  india-ink,  the 
coaxing  tones  of  the  caller  resound  through  the  forest  aisles.  Now 
and  then  the  fiendish  hooting  of  owls  breaks  the  stillness,  or  the 

long-drawn  wolfish  howl  from  some  great  northern  diver  or  loon, 
keeping  vigil  on  a  neighbouring  lake.  Occasionally  one  hears  the 
whimper  of  a  bear,  the  shriek  of  a  lynx  or  the  baying  of  an  old  fox, 
and  often  the  hunter  listens  to  mysterious  forest  sounds  which 
he  is  utterly  at  a  loss  to  account  for. 

Many  an  old  hand  at  the  game  loses  his  nerve  when  at  length 
he  is  confronted  by  the  noble  stag  in  a  pose  of  sturdy  pride  and 
confidence  in  his  own  vast  powers.  The  fingers  tremble,  ever  so 
slightly  perhaps,  after  the  tension  of  the  long  wait,  or  from  the 
cold.  Thus  very  often  the  bullet  flies  wide  of  the  mark,  whereupon 
the  great  deer  steals  away  with  the  silence  of  a  spirit.  Ordinarily 

the  moose,  like  other  wild  animals,  seeks  only  to  escape  the  pre- 
sence of  man  when  threatened,  but  if  wounded,  especially  after 

being  fatigued,  he  is  quite  likely  to  charge  his  hunter,  and  in  the 
mating  season  he  has  been  known  to  do  so  without  provocation. 

The  advance  of  the  moose,  coming  on  boldly,  trampling  the 
underbrush  and  clashing  the  branches  in  a  fit  of  fury,  is  full  of 
interest  and  may  prove  intensely  exciting.  Now  a  metallic  ring 
sounds  through  the  woods  as  the  great  antlers  are  repeatedly  struck 
heavily  against  some  decayed  tree  boll ;  now  comes  a  crackling  sound 
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as  if  a  stick  were  being  drawn  sharply  across  an  iron  paling  ;  now 
there  is  a  shower  of  falling  debris  as  the  game  in  a  fit  of  fury  shreds 

bark  and  foliage  from  opposing  branches  ;  now  a  battle  with  some 

gaunt  fire-killed  pine  stem  suggests  the  hurling  of  a  cartload  of 

rocks  to  the  ground.  '  Biggest  row  of  all '  occurs  when  some  rival 
bull  is  encountered  and  the  mossy  swamp  is  torn  up  as  if  by  the 

ploughshare,  while  two  huge  bodies  go  swaying  this  way  and 
that  in  doubtful  and  protracted  conflict. 

Moose  hunting  is  pursued  at  the  best  season  of  the  year  in  the 
Canadian  forest,  when  the  air  is  bracing  and  the  skies  usually  bright 
and  clear.  The  beauty  of  the  changing  woods  it  is  hard  to  exaggerate. 

It  is  thus  described  in  McGregor's  British  America  : — 
'  Two  or  three  frosty  nights  in  the  decline  of  autumn  transform 

the  boundless  verdure  of  a  whole  empire  into  every  possible  tint 
of  brilliant  scarlet,  rich  violet,  every  shade  of  bronze  and  brown, 
vivid  crimson  and  glittering  yellow.  The  stern  inexorable  fir  tribes 
alone  maintain  their  sombre  green.  All  others  on  mountains 
or  in  valleys  burst  into  the  most  glorious  vegetable  beauty,  and 
exhibit  one  of  the  most  enchanting  and  splendid  panoramas  on 

earth.' 
Both  the  deer  and  native  hunter  strangely  enthrall  the  imagin- 

ation. The  moose,  in  his  whole  make-up,  seems  to  belong  to  a 
remote  and  antediluvian  period  of  time.  The  Micmac  Indian, 

carrying  one  along  the  waterways  in  his  curiously  fairy -like  craft, 
an  invention  for  lake  and  river  travel  which  has  never  been  equalled, 
strikes  one  as  the  ideal  savage  in  his  primitive  state,  and  as  an 

equally  puzzling  anachronism.  Time  seems  to  have  run  backwards 
and  fetched  the  age  of  stone  among  these  glorious  vistas  of  boundless 

dark-green  forest,  breezy  hills,  and  bright,  wood-embosomed  lakes. 
When  the  moose  has  once  heard  a  call  which  attracts  him,  he 

can  travel  to  the  exact  spot  from  a  distance  of  at  least  two  miles 
without  a  repetition  of  the  sound.  No  more  cunning  or  wary  animal 
exists  in  the  American  forests,  nor  any  of  greater  strength  and 
endurance  and  of  nobler  and  more  impressive  appearance.  Startling 

is  the  giant  stride  of  his  stilt-like  limbs,  enabling  him  to  get  away 
from  danger  at  a  tremendous  pace  even  across  the  face  of  country 

strewn  with  seemingly  impassable  tangles  of  fallen  timber.  Mar- 
vellous is  the  keenness  of  his  capacious  nostril,  up  which  a  man  can 

thrust  his  arm,  while  his  hearing  is  wonderfully  acute.  Not  the 
slightest  noise  out  of  the  common  can  escape  the  great  yellow  ears, 
incessantly  poised  to  catch  the  faintest  signal  of  danger.  Even 
on  a  wild  and  windy  day,  when  the  trees  and  dry  limbs  are  cracking 
in  the  gale,  should  the  hunter  snap  ever  so  small  a  stick,  the  deer 
will  start  at  the  sound,  at  once  distinguishing  it  from  the  ordinary 
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noises  of  the  forest.  The  moose  also  displays  astonishing  intelli- 
gence in  his  remarkable  habit  of  making  a  loop  of  a  half  circle  before 

lying  down,  thus  taking  a  position  of  the  utmost  advantage  for 
the  detection  of  any  pursuer  following  his  trail. 

Many  of  the  weaker  animals  of  the  North  American  forest  in 
winter  approximate  the  whiteness  of  the  snows.  The  caribou 
does  not  disdain  to  wear  this  arctic  livery,  but  the  lordly  moose 
dons  a  more  glossy  black  as  the  cold  increases.  The  monarch  of 
the  forest  needs  no  disguise. 

Vast,  indeed,  are  the  domains  of  the  moose.  Frequenting  by 

choice  low-lying  swampy  woods  and  river  and  lake  basins,  he 
ascends  the  banks  of  the  rivers  of  the  North-West  of  America  nearly 
to  the  arctic  circle,  as  far  north,  in  fact,  as  his  favourite  browse— 

the  willow  saplings — grow  at  their  edges.  In  the  forests  which 
fringe  the  shores  of  the  Yukon,  the  Peace  River,  the  Mackenzie  ; 
throughout  that  wild  Alpine  region  which  nurtures  the  infancy  of 
the  Stickine,  and  in  the  wide,  wooded  belt  which  approaches  the 
low  shores  of  the  Arctic  Ocean  to  the  northward,  and  sends  numerous 

spurs  of  forest  jutting  out  into  the  plains  to  the  south,  the  moose 
is  everywhere  abundant.  He  makes  his  home  also  in  isolated  patches 

in  the  North-West  territories,  locally  known  as  'moose-woods'. 
In  the  woodland  districts  of  New  Brunswick,  Nova  Scotia,  the 

south  side  of  the  St.  Lawrence,  in  the  province  of  Quebec,  and  the 
State  of  Maine,  he  still  roams  in  sufficient  numbers  to  afford  the 

chance   of  excellent   sport   during   the   brief   hunting  season. 
Not  only  will  the  immense  range  of  the  moose  and  the  inaccessible 

character  of  the  regions  into  which  he  can  retreat  help  to  postpone 
the  extinction  of  his  race,  but  it  also  contributes  heavily  to  his  chances 
that  he  can  sustain  life  by  merely  biting  off  the  tips  of  any  of  the 
more  esculent  shrubs  and  of  almost  any  of  the  deciduous  or 

'  hardwood  '  trees.  Wise  game  regulations,  and  the  practice  of 
setting  aside  public  preserves,  help  to  increase  the  numbers  of  moose 
and  other  wild  game  throughout  the  Dominion  of  Canada. 

In  conclusion,  let  it  be  said  that  the  bringing  back  of  a  trophy 

to  adorn  the  smoking-room  walls  is  not  the  only  reward  of  a  few 
weeks  in  the  open  after  big  game.  The  relief  of  a  period  of  free, 
untrammelled  life,  for  the  time  being  independent  of  galhng  social 
fetters  ;  the  simple  primitive  pleasures  of  forest  life  in  practically 
primeval  hunting  grounds  ;  the  constant  lesson  of  that  patient, 
])ersistent  effort  which  Nature  ever  puts  forth  even  in  the  rugged 

northern  wilds,  suggesting  the  ever-renewed  struggle  of  humanity 
itself  against  opposing  odds,  altogether  afford  a  pleasing  experience 
which  does  not  readily  fade  from  the  memory. 



XVI 

THE   BEGUILING   OF    THE    MOOSE    BULL 

NO  sound  breaks  the  deep  stillness  of  the  autumn  night  save 

the  occasional  plaintive  moose-call  sent  faintly  vibrating 
over  the  mist-streaked  cedar  swamp  by  the  Indian  hunter  from  his 
place  of  ambush,  amid  fern  bracken  and  alder  thicket,  close  to  the 

edge  of  the  dark  evergreen  forest.  The  sound,  a  low  guttural  bellow, 
now  faint,  now  rising  wild  and  sonorous,  comes  mellowed  through 

a  funnel-shaped  cone  of  yellow  birch-bark,  which  the  man  slowly 
moves  in  an  undulating  fashion  through  the  air.  He  is  taking 
infinite  pains  to  feign  accurately  a  love  call  of  the  female  at  the 
mating  season,  whereby  she  appeals  to  the  wandering  lord  of  the 
Canadian  forest. 

Some  three  hours  have  passed  since  the  sun  dropped  behind 

the  purple  hills,  and  now  the  October  full  moon  lifts  her  copper- 
coloured  disc  over  the  black  spear-like  tops  of  the  shaggy  conifers, 
hastening  on  her  serene  path  towards  the  blazing  constellations 
studding  the  high  heavens. 

At  length  her  light  clears  to  silver,  shooting  great  level  bars 
athwart  the  open  glade,  throwing  into  bold  relief  the  grassy  tussocks 
sprinkled  like  little  islets  over  what  resembles  the  surface  of  a  dark 

lake,  reflecting  glittering  patches  from  little  pools  in  the  hollows, 
and  sharply  outlining  irregular  patches  of  blackness  in  the  shadows 
cast  from  the  fir  trees  clasping  the  little  savannah  in  their  rugged 
embrace.  There  is  the  sense  of  a  certain  awesome  solemnity  hanging 
over  the  scene,  and  a  tense  silence  provoking  the  ears  of  the  listeners 
with  intensity  of  desire  to  hear  some  response  to  the  cajoling  and 
coaxing  tones  of  the  challenge  of  the  moose  horn,  a  silence  that 
would  tempt  some  men  to  shout  aloud  by  way  of  relief. 

Close  to  the  grizzled  redskin,  a  weather-bronzed  Saxon  face 
is  thrust  forward  into  the  circle  of  light,  wearing  an  expression  of 
eager  expectancy,  yet  closely  watching  every  motion  made  by 
the  Indian. 

Suddenly  the  calm  of  the  forest  is  rent  by  a  low  hoarse  croak, 
faint  and  far  away,  borne  feebly  on  the  thin  autumn  air  over  the 
undulating  sea  of  verdure. 

The  plaintive  notes  are  rendered  with  inimitable  skill,  notwith- 
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standing  that  the  effort  is  seen  to  be  extremely  trying  to  the  vocal 

powers,  judged  by  the  ceaseless  contortions  of  the  hard-bitten 
gaunt  features  of  the  redskin.  He  tells  the  white  man  to  put 
out  his  pipe  instantly,  to  break  not  the  least  twig,  and  to  look 
to  him  for  directions,  for  he  will  give  signs  by  the  hand.  With  a 

startling  suddenness  the  series  of  low  bellowings  abruptly  termin- 
ates in  a  wild  choking  sob,  which  goes  pealing  and  echoing  through 

the  still  aisles  of  the  forest. 

Then  begins  the  first  scene  of  a  drama  beneath  the  bright  mid- 
night sky  :  the  skill  of  man  pitted  against  the  sagacity  and  keen 

senses  of  the  wariest  big  game  that  is  hunted  anywhere  in  the 
world. 

Twice  or  thrice  the  moose  gives  answer  at  regular  intervals  of 

about  two  minutes'  duration.  Some  wonderful  instinct  enables 
this  deer  to  come  from  a  distance  of  two  miles  or  upwards  directly 

to  the  spot  whence  a  call  has  once  emanated,  even  without  repeti- 
tion of  the  sound.  He  will  come  on  in  a  straight  line  ;  maybe,  he 

will  make  long  and  frequent  pauses  at  intervals  in  his  advance. 

Hence  the  sport  of  moose-calling  can  tax  the  patience  of  the  hunter 
severely.  Neither  is  it  exactly  an  amusement  for  people  with  nerves  ; 
for  there  is  something  uncanny  about  the  whole  business.  In  the 

first  place  the  moose  itself  is  a  queer  antediknian  type  of  animal  : 
a  seeming  strayling  that  has  travelled  into  the  grim  forests  of  North 
America  in  this  twentieth  century  from  an  unknown  prehistoric 

period. 
Vastly  uncertain  in  behaviour  is  the  moose  bull,  often  displaying 

a  reckless  indifference  to  danger,  born  perhaps  of  a  consciousness 
of  his  vast  strength.  Most  deer  are  gentle  and  timid  in  character. 
Their  large  round  mild  eyes  appeal  to  the  pity  of  the  hunter  even 
when  he  is  compelled  to  slay  that  he  may  eat.  The  moose  on  the 
other  hand  wears  an  almost  ferocious  aspect,  while  his  small  sunken 
eyes  seem  to  twinkle  with  a  treacherous  and  truculent  gleam. 
They  fairly  flash  forth  a  green  blaze  at  such  times  as  he  gives  way 

to  one  of  those  sudden  fits  of  fury  which  so  frequently  take  posses- 
sion of  him,  and  make  him  on  occasion  a  dangerous  enough  quarry 

from  whom  one  had  better  stand  clear  at  close  quarters,  else  see 

to  it  that  his  powder  is  not  'crooked'.  There  are  times  when  his 
short  stiff  mane  stands  erect,  while  he  strikes  madly  with  his  huge 

shovel-hke  antlers  at  the  stems  of  trees,  raining  down  showers  of 
debris  on  his  broad  brown  back. 

It  is  a  custom  of  the  moose  when  advancing,  as  he  supposes 

to  meet  his  mate,  to  make  his  progress  impressive  by  various  exhibi- 
tions of  prowess.  Should  he  meet  a  rival  on  the  way,  as  sometimes 

happens,  then  a  battle  will  immediately  ensue  ;    and  many  are  the 
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startling  tales  of  terrific  encounters  listened  to  with  bated  breath 
around  the  camp  fire. 

At  the  nuptial  season  the  moose  attains  to  tlie  prime  of  condition. 

His  massive  neck  seems  to  ha\'e  doubled  its  ordinary  dimensions. 
His  black  pelage  has  now  become  glossy  as  the  coat  of  a  well-groomed 
horse,  and  his  huge  limbs  and  long  canon  bones  are  ornamented 
with  bright  orange  stripes,  sharply  contrasting  with  the  general 
sombre  tone  of  colour  of  the  grizzled  body.  His  broadly  palmated 
antlers,  now  hard  as  flint,  rough  as  the  bolls  of  ancient  birch  trees, 
become  a  thing  of  beauty  as  well  as  a  terrible  weapon  against  a  foe. 
His  sharp  hoofs,  rather  delicately  formed  for  such  a  great  beast, 
are  formidable  auxiliary  weapons  of  offence. 

At  this  time  he  often  seems  to  forget  entirely  the  fear  of  man, 
and  if  wounded  will  often  charge  desperately  :  sometimes  indeed 
even  without  the  slightest  provocation. 

Returning  after  this  digression  to  our  hunters,  let  us  suppose 
that  an  hour  has  elapsed  and  still  nothing  has  happened  of  a  startling 
character  :  only  the  men  have  listened  to  an  occasional  low  hoarse 
note  vibrating  over  the  forest  at  intervals  of  about  two  minutes, 
growing  distinctly  nearer  all  the  while,  outlining  what  might  be 
called  the  vocal  trail  of  an  advancing  moose. 

Suddenly  however  the  great '  wood-eater  '  begins  what  the  Indian 
calls  'sounding'.  He  has  reached  the  ruined  trunk  of  a  huge 
pine  tree,  and  against  this  he  strikes  his  antlers  repeatedly  until 

the  forest  re-echoes  as  if  to  the  blows  of  a  dozen  woodmen's  axes. 

For  a  long  time  he  keeps  on  '  sounding',  proving  that  his  temper 
is  evidently  'up  ',  perhaps  from  the  disappointment  of  having  failed 
to  meet  a  rival  to  settle  with.  Rearing  on  his  hind  legs  he  hits  out 
furiously,  and  there  follows  a  mist  of  falling  fragments  of  broken 

wood  as  he  delivers  lightning-like  blows  with  his  terrible  forefeet 
against  some  fire-killed  rampike. 

At  length  he  wearies  of  these  pugilistic  exercises  and  moves 

forward  once  more,  giving  utterance  to  a  frog-like  croaking,  the 
weakness  of  the  utterance  contrasting  grotesquely  with  the  bulk 
of  the  giant  whence  the  weak  voice  emanates. 

Will  he  never  emerge  from  covert  ?  Surely  now  he  must  be 
sneaking  round  the  black  edge  bordering  the  little  swamp  ;  but  he 
has  ceased  to  give  voice  or  any  sign  of  his  presence  whatever. 

Now  the  Indian  redoubles  his  efforts,  yet  with  a  certain  masterly 
restraint,  not  overstepping  the  modesty  of  nature.  He  begins  to 
put  into  the  notes  something  of  a  new  and  most  seductive  expression. 

At  close  quarters  he  well  knows  that  when  '  speaking  '  to  the 
moose  one  false  intonation,  one  awkward  quaver  will  send  the 

great  creature  off  into  space  in  ghost-like  silence.     Instantly  would 
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the  game  be  '  up  '  likewise,  were  the  faintest  whiff  of  wind  to  carry 
that  strange  taint  of  the  human  body  to  nostrils  so  sensitive  that 
they  can  discern  the  presence  of  mankind  at  incredible  distance. 
Successful  calling  requires  a  perfectly  windless  night.  Otherwise 
moose  will  reassure  themselves  of  their  safety  by  working  round 
to  leeward  and  ascertaining  if  the  overtures  proceed  from  an 
individual  emitting  the  right  sort  of  odour.  How  far  must  the 
olfactory  powers  of  many  animals  surpass  our  limited  faculty  ! 
which,  by  the  bye,  may  be  on  the  whole  considered  a  provision 
of  Providence  merciful  to  the  human  being. 

The  red  man,  with  impassive  inscrutable  features,  yet  with  a 
blazing  eye  which  betokens  fierce  excitement  held  well  in  check, 
plays  his  part  with  all  the  skill  that  is  born  of  long  experience, 
and  of  an  instinct  inherited  perhaps  from  a  long  line  of  ancestors, 

whose  principal  occupation  in  life  was  doubtless  one  long-continued 
crusade  against  the  beasts  of  the  field,  the  birds  of  the  air,  and  the 
fishes  that  swim  the  waters. 

The  caller  being  an  '  old  hand  '  at  the  game,  presently  resorts 
to  various  little  stratagems  apart  from  vocal  mimicry.  For  instance, 

he  takes  the  cone  of  yellow  birch-bark  and  strikes  it  heavily  against 
the  green  boughs  of  some  beech  sapUngs.  He  buries  the  mouth 

of  his  trumpet  in  the  feather-like  springy  mosses  at  his  feet  in  order 
to  muffle  the  note  as  a  moose  might  do  while  engaged  in  browsing. 
All  his  little  artifices  and  tricks,  however,  in  this  instance  appear 
to  be  of  no  avail.  Our  moose  bull  has  evidently  grown  suspicious. 
He  refuses  to  advance  out  of  cover  into  the  open  at  the  supreme 
moment.     What  is  to  be  done  ? 

Your  redskin  is  ever  equal  to  an  emergency  of  this  sort.  Without 

a  moment's  hesitation  he  suddenly  changes  his  tactics,  just  as  a 
salmon  fisherman  would  try  a  new  fly  with  a  fish  that  is  recalcitrant. 

Again  he  puts  the  birch-bark  funnel  to  his  lips,  and  with  art  inimit- 
able he  gives  the  challenge  note  of  a  rival  bull.  The  response  is 

immediate  and  terrific.  During  all  his  prolonged  silence  the  great 
deer  had  been  standing  amid  the  black  shadows  that  edge  the  swamp 
at  less  than  one  hundred  yards  distance,  quiet  as  any  field  mouse. 
The  challenge  stirs  his  blood.  Enraged  and  maddened  at  the  feigned 
rival  who  would  rob  him  of  the  spouse  towards  whom  he  had  been 
for  so  long  time  stealthily  working  his  way,  he  charges  into  the 
open  with  giant  stride,  plunging  and  slopping  into  the  soft  places 
of  the  marsh.  He  emerges  full  beneath  the  white  rays  of  the  moon. 
A  great  mountainous  black  mass  is  seen  to  stand  out  in  bold  relief, 
while  the  white  rays  touch  with  silver  the  many  glistening  points 

of  the  broad-spreading  antlers,  and  glance  upon  the  sights  of  the 
rifle  now  held  in  terrible  alignment  against  the  shaggy  fore-shoulder. 
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The  huge  ears  keep  nervously  vibrating  while  another  challenge 
rings  across  the  open  arena.  The  fateful  moment  has  arrived. 
The  son  of  the  forest  throws  up  his  hand  as  the  signal  to  fire.  Twice 

the  yellow  flame  flashes  from  the  rifle's  mouth.  Twice  echoing 
reports  jar  the  awful  stillness  of  the  wflderness.  While  the  sickening 
odours  of  the  discharge  are  yet  hanging  in  the  currentless  atmosphere, 
the  black  figure  wheels  and  once  more  is  blotted  out  of  the  zone 
of  light  and  merged  into  the  shadows  which  border  the  little  marsh. 
There  ensues  a  terrific  breaking  of  dead  hmbs,  a  crashing  of  brittle 
timber  :  after  a  few  seconds  a  ponderous  fall ;  then  silence. 

Not  noisily  thus  would  a  moose  disappear  unless  mortally  hit. 
If  slightly  wounded,  steering  his  great  antlers  marvellously  among 
the  densest  evergreen  thickets  so  as  not  to  crack  the  tiniest  twig, 
he  would  have  vanished  with  quiet  mysterious  celerity,  and  have 
left  no  trace  behind  save  the  imprint  of  big  triangular  hoofs  in  the 

sponge-like  mosses.  A  dying  moose,  however,  stumbles  against 

every  obstacle  in  his  pathway.  '  Skin  him  to-morrow  morning — 
other  side  of  little  brook  ' — is  the  laconic  remark  of  the  redskin, 
affecting,  if  he  does  not  feel,  all  absence  of  excitement,  suo  more. 

Groping  their  way  along  a  straggling  forest  trail  the  two  men 
reach  the  margin  of  one  of  those  beautiful  sheets  of  water  which 

in  many  portions  of  Canada  occur  with  such  astonishing  frequency. 
Supplementing  the  light  of  the  moon  by  an  extemporized  torch, 
made  up  of  that  seeming  necessity  of  forest  life  in  North  America, 
the  resinous  bark  of  the  yellow  birch,  they  seek  for  their  upturned 
canoe  hidden  away  amid  the  dense  greenery  which  edges  the  lake 
shore.  y 

Launching  their  fairy-like  little  'craft,  they  bend  their  weight 
to  the  paddles  until  the  water  fairly  ripples  beneath  the  keel  with 

merry  musical  cadence.  A  northern  diver,  or  '  loon ',  as  the  bird 
is  locally  called,  utters  a  startling  cry,  which  resounds  across  the 
still  lake  like  the  baying  of  some  wolfish  beast  rather  than  the 
note  of  a  bird.  Without  other  incident  the  shelving  beach  of 
one  of  the  httle  islets  with  which  the  lake  is  thickly  studded  is 
reached,  where  a  white  tent  nestles  in  the  lee  of  a  huddled  grove 
of  fir  trees.  The  dying  embers  of  a  still  smouldering  camp  fire  are 
quickly  knocked  together  and  fresh  fuel  is  added.  From  a  pothook 
stretched  from  a  bar  supported  on  a  couple  of  notched  stakes,  a 

little  tin  kettle  gives  out  the  grateful  fragrance  of  steaming  tea. 
A  cup  or  two  is  quaffed,  a  pipe  follows  :  then  blissful  sleep  such 

as  is  not  to  be  had  elsewhere  than  on  a  bed  of  '  sapin  '  or  fragrant 
fir  boughs  amid  the  pine-scented  forests  of  Canada,  sweetened  by 
the  successful  issue  of  a  more  than  usually  protracted  and  doubtful 
passage  with  a  more  than  ordinary  vigilant  moose  bull. 
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A    MOOSE    HUNT   ON    SNOW-SHOES 

C  CENE  :  A  rustic  bridge  spanning  the  dark  current  of  a  swift 

river  near  its  effluence  from  a  wood-embosomed  lake,  joining 
the  two  halves  of  a  backwoods  village,  some  two  score  w-hitewashed 
cottages  fronting  a  straggling  street,  each  backed  by  a  few  acres 
redeemed  from  the  fangs  of  giant  stumps  and  huge  rock  boulders. 
The  air  is  full  of  the  buzz  and  whirr  of  the  great  lumber  mill,  fed 

by  a  wing-dam  immediately  below  the  bridge,  as  its  huge  gang-saws 
rip  up  the  fallen  monarchs  of  the  forest,  swiftly  transforming  them 
into  huge  piles  of  yellow  boards. 

Everywhere  snow  ;  often  gathered  into  picturesque  drifts  and 

ridges,  which  mark  the  low-  scraggy  stone  walls  and  the  bristling 

'  snake  '  fences.  The  vast  sheet  of  pure  white  only  loses  itself 
where  it  strays  on  a  distant  hillside  among  the  dark  boles  of  a  huddled 

patch  of  shaggy  spruce  trees  spared  by  the  woodman's  axe. 
Time  :  g  a.m.  of  a  brilliant  morning  of  early  March.  One  of 

those  peculiarly  clear  sparkling  mornings  which  seem  to  belong  to 
the  latter  part  of  the  Canadian  winter. 

Dramatis  personae  :  A  dozen  hardy  athletic  men,  attended  by 
a  pack  of  mongrel  hounds,  some  of  powerful  breed  ;  others  mere 
curs,  yet  showing  some  faint  trace  of  pointer  or  foxhound  blood. 
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Each  of  the  taU,  hthe,  and  burly  hunters  is  armed  with  a  small 
axe  and  has  a  sheath-knife  stuck  in  his  leather  belt.  He  also 

carries  firearms  of  fearsome  description.  It  may  be  some  family 

heirloom,  some  gigantic  prehistoric  '  flint-lock  '  converted  by  the 
village  blacksmith  into  a  '  percussion  '  ;  else  a  '  three-dollar  '  bit 
of  '  gas-pipe  '  from  the  only  village  store,  mounted  on  a  painted 
stock  ;  or  perhaps  a  '  Queen  Anne  '  musket  which  may  have  helped 
Wolfe  to  take  Quebec. 

The  thermometer  shows  nearly  twenty  degrees  of  frost,  yet 
the  hardy  hunter  wears  no  coat.  The  sleeves  of  his  grey  shirt 

rolled  up  above  the  elbows,  and  the  neck  open  to  the  breast-bone, 

expose  a  brown  sun-tanned  skin  apparently  indifferent  to  cold. 
Each  carries  the  old-fashioned  cow-horn  as  a  powder  flask,  and 
a  leather  pouch,  full  of  slugs  and  bullets,  attached  to  the  belt.  Slung 

across  the  shoulders  is  a  canvas  bag  containing  tw^)  days'  rations 
of  hard  bread  and  fat  pork,  while  from  the  bag  hangs  a  pint  mug 
or  small  tin  kettle.  This  completes  the  outfit,  saving,  of  course, 

the  caribou  or  moosehide  network  snow-shoes  not  yet  fastened 
to  the  moccasined  feet.  A  battered  and  shapeless  apology  for  the 
conventional  colonial  hat  of  soft  felt,  faded  by  the  alchemy  of 

sun  and  storm  into  a  rusty  brown,  is  the  ordinary  head-gear.  The 
eyes  of  the  men  are  bright  with  the  fierce  joy  of  the  barbaric  hunt 

in  which  they  are  about  to  take  part.  Their  gaze  is  keen  and  stead- 
fast from  long  looking  out  beneath  the  open  sky  on  forest,  lake, 

and  stream,  where  their  lives  have  been  mostly  spent. 

They  are  'loggers',  men  wlio  all  the  winter  go  on  felling,  trimming, 
and  hauling  the  forest  trees  until  they  accumulate  huge  piles  of 
logs  on  the  river  bank,  which  at  the  loosening  of  the  ice  they  send 

scurrying  full-cry  on  the  swollen  stream  towards  the  mill. 
Although  it  is  a  good  time  yet  to  the  coming  of  spring,  the 

glittering  carpet  spread  over  plain  and  hill  has  changed  its 
winter  condition.  The  snows,  heated  by  the  warm  suns  and  frozen 

up  again  at  night,  have  acquired  a  '  crust ',  hard  enough  to  bear 
dogs  and  men  on  snow-shoes,  which  is,  however,  easily  broken  through 
by  the  comparatively  small  and  sharp  hoof  of  the  massive  moose. 
In  the  soft  green  woods  and  spruce  thickets,  where  winter  lingers 
long  in  the  darkest  recesses  penetrated  by  no  ray  of  sunlight,  this 
crust  is  much  thinner  and  often  absent  together.  The  increasing 
power  of  the  sun  has  already  loosened  some  of  the  mountain  brooks, 
and  a  heavy  stream  is  hurrying  beneath  the  bridge  from  the  forest 
country  attracting  the  March  run  of  big  salmon  from  the  sea. 

Although  the  best  days  for  '  still  hunting  '  or  stalking  moose 
are  in  wild  windy  weather  when  the  branches  of  the  forest  are  creak- 

ing in  the  breeze,  for  successful  '  crusting  '  the  state  of  the  weather 
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matters  little,  so  long  as  there  is  no  snow  or  rain.  The  moose  often 

travels  scores  of  miles  before  he  is  overtaken,  necessitating  the  '  camp- 

ing out  '  of  his  pursuers,  and  when  as  sometimes  happens  a  storm 
of  sleet  and  rain  follows,  on  the  succeeding  day  the  quarry  can  make 
good  his  escape  while  his  pursuers  are  landed  in  an  uncomfortable 
and  perhaps  perilous  situation.  Very  different  is  their  journey 
homeward  when  the  snow  is  soaked  with  rain  and  the  ice  over  the 

brooks  has  become  soft  and  treacherous.  Then  the  sport  becomes 
cruelly  hard,  and  an  acute  attack  of  rheumatism  the  frequent 
consequence. 

On  the  particular  morning  of  the  hunt   to  be  described,   the 
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IX     THE     WINTER     HAUNTS     OF    THE  MOOSE.        AN     EXAMPLE   «OF    THE        SILVER     THAW 

phenomenon  known  as  the  '  silver  thaw  '  had  loaded  each  shrub 
and  tree  to  the  minutest  twig  with  a  crystalline  coating  of  ice  and 
rime,  which  had  transformed  the  wilderness  scenery  into  a  very 

plausible  imitation  of  fairy-land.  The  previous  day  had  seen  a 
brief  storm  of  sleet,  followed  by  a  warm  atmosphere  with  some 

gentle  rain,  terminated  abruptly  by  the  sharp  veering  of  the  wind 
to  the  north.  Snow,  rain,  hail,  and  frost  together  had  done  their 

work  effectively.  An  inch  or  two  of  crusted  snow  had  been  the 
result,  while  walls  and  fences  and  every  spray  of  every  tree  was 
seen  to  be  incrusted  in  shining  ice.  The  heads  and  limbs  of  trees 
were  lowered  and  bent,  the  lower  branches  drooping  and  massed 
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together  resting  heavily  on  one  another,  all  overlaid  with  the  spark- 
ling frost  work.  Viewed  beneath  the  rays  of  the  setting  sun  on 

the  previous  evening  all  the  woodland  had  presented  a  wonderful 
and  magical  appearance.  A  row  of  maples  along  the  village  street 

was  caught  between  the  blood-red  sky  in  the  west,  and  a  heavy 
bank  of  indigo-blue  cloud  which  marked  the  retreat  of  the  storm 
on  the  opposite  horizon.  Against  this  the  trees  fairly  flamed. 
Every  branch  and  twig  appeared  as  if  carved  out  of  rosy  coral,  and 
on  the  top  of  each  tree  the  light  flashed  from  the  ice  as  if  from 
great  waxen  tapers.  Some  of  the  utmost  twigs  burned  like  a 
crown  of  stars. 

The  hunters,  therefore,  were  obliged  to  wait  impatiently  until 

the  rising  wind,  assisted  by  the  thaw  due  to  the  sun's  rays,  should 
clear  the  woods  of  this  picturesque,  yet  for  their  purposes,  awkward 
encumbrance. 

Otherwise  the  thaw  had  happened  opportunely,  for  it  had 

immensely  strengthened  the  crust,  and  had  given  it  sharp  knife- 
like edges  when  broken  which  would  serve  to  cut  the  shins  of  a 

travelling  moose,  and  thus  handicap  him  very  severely. 

At  this  "season  of  the  3^ear  these  deer,  if  undisturbed,  confine 
themselves  to  'yards',  which  are  not,  as  often  imagined,  spaces 
behind  which  they  fortress  themseh^es  against  the  attacks  of  wolves 

and  other  foes,  but  merely  some  hillside  or  '  barren ',  which  they 
have  selected  because  it  happened  to  be  well  sheltered  and  not 
unsparsely  covered  with  their  favourite  browse,  such  as  the  various 

species  of  maples,  withrod,  white-hazel,  mountain-ash,  moose-wood, 
and  other  esculent  deciduous  trees  on  the  tips  of  which  they  sustain 
life.  In  such  favourite  spots  they  will  remain  as  long  as  the  food 

supply  holds  out,  if  not  pushed  from  their  cover  by  the  hunter. 

When  disturbed,  they  in^•ariably  tra^•el  twenty  to  thirty  miles  before 
yarding  again. 

The  space  occupied  by  some  half-dozen  moose  may  be  upwards 
of  half  a  mile  square.  Here  the  deep  snow  will  be  found  scored  in 
every  direction  with  a  network  of  narrow  paths  along  which  the 
deer  invariably  travel  in  single  file.  The  bushes  and  young  trees 
are  often  bitten  away  to  a  height  of  some  ten  to  twelve  feet  from  the 
ground.  Between  their  great  forelegs  the  moose  will  even  ride  down 
a  small  tree,  thus  holding  it  firmly  until  hunger  has  been  satisfied. 

Should  a  number  of  'yards',  as  sometimes  happens,  approach 
each  other  closely,  the  deer,  when  frightened,  can  make  their  way 
from  one  to  the  other,  and  thus  being  able  to  travel  at  their  ordinary 

gait,  a  fast  trot,  they  can  speedily  distance  the  most  expert  snow- 
shoer,  and  baffle  their  fleetest  enemies. 

When  the  snowfall  is  light,  moose  do  not  yard  at  all.    In  northern 
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New  Brunswick  and  Quebec  the  moose  is  far  less  migratory  in  winter 
than  in  Nova  Scotia,  on  account  of  the  greater  depth  of  the  snow. 

Once  he  has  chosen  his  '  yard  '  in  winters  of  heavy  snowfall,  there 
he  has  to  remain,  and  lies  at  the  mercy  of  any  hunter  hardy  enough 
to  invade  his  domain. 

In  the  far  north,  contrary  to  the  general  belief,  snow  does  not 
accumulate  to  such  an  inconvenient  depth.  Hence,  in  subarctic 

regions,  the  moose  only  retreats  from  his  usual  haunts  when  the 

MOOSE    BULL    LISTENING    TO    THE    CALL    OF    THE    COW. 

(Frjin  a  PaitUing  by  F.  C.  Be!!,  HaHfax,  XS.) 

spring  thaws  form  the  much-dreaded  crust  which  furnishes  a  secure 
foothold  to  hunting  packs  of  wolves. 

In  the  '  yard  '  the  animals  feed  from  daybreak  until  about  eleven 
o'clock,  when  they  invariably  lie  down  until  two  or  three  in  the 
afternoon,  after  which  siesta  they  will  again  be  found  browsing 

or  elsg  chewing'their  cud  with  heads  drooping  in  a  listless  manner. 
The  hunter,  aiming  at  surprising  a  yard,  will  endeavour  to  approach 
while  they  are  feeding,  for  at  other  times  the  moose  is  keenly  alert, 
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watching  with  his  wonderful  faculties  of  scent  and  hearing  at  the 
highest  tension.  The  faintest  taint  of  the  air,  the  least  snapping 
of  a  dry  twig,  or  creaking  of  the  snow  beneath  the  moccasined  foot 
of  the  hunter,  is  sufficient  to  send  him  lra\clling  in  liot  haste  for 
a  long  distance. 

Nothing  can  exceed  the  zest  of  a  tramp  on  snow-shoes  on  one 
of  those  superb  sunny  days  in  early  March  which  offer  such  a  sharp 
and  pleasing  contrast  to  the  sombre  skies  which  often  prevail  during 

the  two  preceding  months  of  winter.  The  forest  in  its  white  gar- 
ments, with  all  the  hardwood  trees  silent  and  leafless  standing 

waist-deep  in  the  snows,  becomes  beautiful  and  impressive.  The 
air  is  still  keen  enough  to  be  intensely  bracing.  A  long  tramp, 
which  at  other  times  might  seem  severe,  is  now  a  luxury.  One 
fairly  flies  over  the  crust  of  snow  and  delights  in  the  clear  open 
vistas  among  the  trees  denuded  of  their  .foliage. 

The  little  band  of  hunters  keep  moving- rapidly  over  the  smooth 
pavement  prepared  for  them  across  the  swamps  where  in  the  summer 

the  traveller  would  sink  knee-deep  in  the  sponge-like  sphagnum. 
Lakes,  where  thousands  of  perfumed  water-lilies  reposed  on  the 
trembling  surface  last  July,  can  now  bear  a  team  of  horses  on  the 
thick  flooring  of  ice  which  confines  within  it  the  stems  and  pads 
of  the  queenly  flowers.  Certainly  the  Canadian  climate  affords 
interesting  contrasts. 

After  an  hour  or  two  of  brisk  tramping,  dogs  and  men  reach  a 

moose  '  yard ',  which  is  found  to  be  deserted.  A  number  of  well- 
worn  paths  cross  each  other  among  a  low  forest  of  young  birches 
and  maples,  in  places  soiled  with  the  spoor,  showing  that  the  yard 
has  only  been  recently  evacuated.  Passing  onwards  and  skirting 

a  stunted  growth  of  evergreens  which  fringe  a  '  barren  ',  where  huge 
boulders  strewn  in  the  wildest  confusion  and  tangled  windfalls 

make  the  going  somewhat  difficult,  the  dogs  pause  at  a  single  track 
where  perhaps  an  hour  ago  a  moose  bull  has  passed,  leaving  deep 
holes  where  he  has  thrust  his  long  canon  bones  into  the  snow. 
The  scent  freshens  as  the  trail  is  followed,  until  the  dogs  become 

almost  frenzied.  A  veteran  of  the  hunt,  old  Bang,  with  mutilated 
ears  and  grizzled  muzzle  well  scored  with  ancient  scars  of  battles, 
stands  completely  upright  on  his  hind  legs  and  sniffs  the  suspected 
breeze.  A  cross  between  Newfoundland  and  bull-mastiff,  he  unites 
the  broad  soft  foot  of  the  former  with  the  strength  and  courage 
of  the  latter.  He  is  a  powerful  brute,  who  will  dare  swift  blows  from 
the  forefeet  of  the  moose,  and  rush  in  to  seize  the  largest  bull  by 
the  muzzle  or  by  the  long  ears  while  others  are  taking  him  in  the 
rear. 

The  whole  pack  in  concert  with  noses  high  in  air  suddenly 
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give  tongue.  '  Bang  '  starts  straight  as  an  arrow  through  the  thick 
underbush  and  is  followed  by  the  others,  while  the  forest  echoes 
merrily  to  their  cries.  It  is  evident,  however,  that  the  moose 
has  had  a  good  start  and  is  well  away  from  the  dogs  ;  also  that 
he  is  a  strong  and  cunning  quarry  by  the  giant  stride  and  by  the 
trail  leading  wherever  the  crust  is  less  sharp  to  the  legs  through  the 
soft  evergreen  woods. 

Fainter  and  fainter  the  cries  of  the  dogs  fall  on  the  ear.  The 
hunters  know  that  a  chase  of  many  miles  lies  before  them,  and, 

recovering  from  their  attempt  a  futile  spurt,  settle  down  to  a  steady 

pace. 

DEATH  OF  THE  MOOSE  BULL. 

The  moose  soon  enters  a  dense  forest  of  black  spruce  where  the 
going  becomes  heavy  for  the  men.  For  a  full  hour  he  baffles  his 
pursuers  in  this  advantageous  cover,  but  at  length  they  push  him 
into  the  open.  Here  little  thickets  dot  an  undulating  wilderness 
of  rocks  and  stumps,  broken  also  by  dense  groves  of  alders  fringing 
the  windings  of  a  sluggish  brook.  At  a  spot  where  the  brook  emerges 
from  its  sheathing  of  ice,  and  runs  clear  for  some  distance  through 
a  grove  of  hemlocks  and  pines,  the  wary  deer  bounds  from  the 
bank  into  mid-stream  and  travels  in  the  water  in  order  to  obliterate 

his  tracks.  Now  dogs  and  hunters  divide  into  two  companies, 
some  running  up  stream,  some  down,  until  once  more  they  pick 
up  the  trail. 
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The  chase  now  follows  along  one  of  those  natural  meadows  due, 
perhaps,  to  the  labour  of  ancient  colonics  of  beavers,  which  are  found 

so  often  in  the  heart  of  the  wilds,  and  presently  leads  out  upon  a 
woodland  lake  stretching  away  mile  after  mile,  studded  with 
islets,  and  indented  with  deep  coves  and  bays.  The  moose, 
unlike  the  caribou,  under  ordinary  conditions  avoids  ice.  His 
small  and  pointed  hoofs  render  him  about  as  awkward  on  a  slippery 

surface  as  a  horse,  and  he  will  not  \-cnture  on  the  frozen  surface 
if  he  can  possibly  help  it.  However,  his  sorely  bleeding  hocks  urge 

him  anywhere  away  from  the  knife-like  edges  of  the  broken  crust. 
In  a  trice  every  snow-shoe  is  whipped  off  and,  with  moccasined  feet, 
the  men  swiftly  follow  at  a  run  the  deep  scratches  in  the  ice,  and 

the  blood-red  dotted  trail  reaching  far  ahead  till  lost  in  the  distance. 
Soon,  however,  the  great  deer  tires  of  the  hard  surface  and  bolts 

away  among  the  stems  of  a  tall  forest  of  hemlocks.  He  is  showing 
unmistakable  signs  of  fatigue  :  the  stride  is  shorter  and  the  hock 
leaves  a  deeper  groove  as  it  is  lifted  with  diminished  speed  and  energy. 
Marks  of  the  great  teeth  in  the  snow  show  that  he  has  scooped 
out  a  mouthful  now  and  then,  a  practice  in  which  he  never  indulges 
save  when  extremely  hard  pressed. 

But  now  old  Uncle  Enoch,  the  captain  of  the  hunt,  is  seen  to  be 

casting  anxious  glances  towards  the  low  winter  sun  hurrying  down- 
ward to  the  clear  cold  indigo-like  horizon,  and  throwing  lengthening 

shadows  from  tlie  tall  trees  athwart  the  whiteness.  He  calls  the 

party  to  a  halt  where  a  clear  brook  is  brawling  between  great  grey 
boulders  near  a  fine  grove  of  hardwood. 

'  We  must  camp  here  to-night,  men,  and  take  him  to-morrow.' 
The  words  of  Uncle  Enoch  are  ever  obeyed  by  all  the  able- 

bodied  men  of  the  village,  for  he  is  their  self-appointed  yet  natural 

leader.  Whether  on  his  knees  in  the  trim  little  '  meetin'  house ', 
unburdening  his  conscience  with  his  own  peculiar  potency  of  voca- 

bulary, or  leading  such  a  stern  foot-chase  as  here  described,  this 

hardy  veteran  is  ever  the  prominent  figure.  The  snows  of  three- 
score winters  have  not  stained  with  white  a  single  hair  of  his  head, 

or  dimmed  his  eagle  eyesight,  or  abated  his  physical  powers  by  one 

jot. 
In  the  winter  twilight,  a  single  planet  in  the  pale-gold  east 

shining  brightly  meanwhile,  and  a  delicate  purple  vapour  draping 

the  distant  hillsides,  the  men  begin  to  shovel  with  their  snow-shoes 

downwards  to  the  hard  soil  beneath.  Some  fell  trees  for  the  night's 
supply  of  fuel ;  others  build  a  '  lean  to  '.  A  '  lean  to  '  is  easily  made, 
the  name  explaining  itself.  Two  stout  forked  poles  are  set  up, 

bearing  a  cross  bar,  from  w^hich  slender  poles  are  slanted  to  the 
ground.     This  rude  framework  may  be  covered  over  with  canoe- 
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birch  bark,  or  simply  with  fir  boughs.  An  enormous  fire  is  built 
in  front,  which  must  be  to  the  leeward  if  there  is  any  wind.  If 
the  wind  shifts  in  the  night,  the  camp  may  readily  be  turned  to  suit. 

On  the  levelled  ground  the  small  tips  of  '  sapin  '  or  the  balsam 
fir  are  deeply  strewn  and  the  camp  is  complete.  Nature  seems 
to  have  furnished  the  fiat  leaves  of  the  balsam  fir  for  the  purpose 
of  furnishing  the  tired  hunter  with  a  luxurious  and  aromatic  bed. 
So  quickly  is  a  home  prepared  in  the  wilderness. 

The  fire  is  kindled  on  top  of  the  snow  about  three  feet  above 
the  bed,  but  it  quickly  eats  its  way  down  to  the  same  level.     Had 
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tlie  men  not  dug  the  snow  hole,  they  would  find  the  fire  by  midnight 
in  a  deep  pit  below  them.  The  men  roast  slices  of  pork  at  the 
roaring  flames,  boil  tea  in  their  tin  kettles,  and  with  hard  bread 
complete  their  frugal  supper.  Without  extra  covering  they  fall 
to  sleep  before  their  camp  fire.  At  times  one  or  another  rises, 
stealthily  carries  a  log  from  out  the  darkness  and  throws  it  on  the 
flames. 

A  few  hundred  yards  distant  the  hunted  moose  has  flung  down 

his  stift"  and  bleeding  limbs  for  his  last  bivouac  on  the  snow. 
That  icy  shiver  wliich  passes  over  the  face  of  Nature  immediately 
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before  the  winter  sunrise  arouses  the  men  to  a  new  day.  The  fire 

is  replenished  and  a  meal  is  prepared.  While  the  pale  amber  (Ji)al- 
escence  in  the  east  is  fading  before  the  intenser  light  of  the  rising  sun, 
the  dogs  are  again  laid  on  the  trail  and  the  chase  resumed.  Once 
more  the  tired  deer  listens  to  the  dread  shouts  of  men  and  the  wolfish 

baying  of  the  hounds.  His  bloody  lair  in  the  snow  is  reached  and 
passed  ;  his  great  strength  is  surely  leaving  hnn  now.  The  keenness 

of  the  dogs  proclaims  his  nearness.  Uncle  Enoch's  eyes  are  fairly 
blazing  with  the  excitement  of  the  anticipated  triumph.  Soon  the 
infuriated  rioting  of  the  dogs  tells  the  tale  that  the  game  is  brought 
to  bay.  At  the  foot  of  a  steep  cliff  he  has  turned  on  his  enemies. 
The  snow,  so  lately  of  virgin  purity,  is  now  soiled  and  beaten  down 

by  the  noisy  conflict  of  deer  and  dogs.  '  Bang  '  is  bleeding  pro- 
fusely, while  a  black  cur  lies  quite  still  with  his  ribs  fairly  cut  from 

the  spine  by  blow's  from  the  sharp  fore-hoofs  of  the  moose. 
The  captain  of  the  hunt  now  approaches  and  levels  his  piece. 

All  is  soon  over  with  the  gallant  moose,  which  has  led  his  pursuers 
such  a  dance  of  nearly  thirty  miles. 

While  it  must  be  conceded  that  this  form  of  woodland  sport 
yields  at  times  great  excitement  and  calls  for  extreme  hardihood 
in  its  votaries,  yet  it  may  readily  be  seen  that  it  can  easily  be  abused, 
should  the  snowfall  be  deep  enough  to  handicap  the  moose  too  heavily. 

When  the  great  deer,  as  sometimes  might  happen,  sink  to  their 
bellies  in  the  drifts,  there  would  be  nothing  to  prevent  a  few  hardy 

hunters,  experts  on  snow-shoes,  from  slaughtering  half  the  moose 
of  a  district.  The  floundering  animals  would  sink  exhausted  a  few 

hundred  feet  aw'ay  from  their  yards. 
When  the  snow,  however,  is  less  deep,  and  the  crust  weak,  a 

moose  will  travel  thirty  to  fifty  miles  before  he  gives  in.  Under 

such  circumstances, '  crusting  '  may  be  termed  an  exciting  and  manly 
sport,  only  to  be  followed  by  men  of  perfect  physical  fitness.  '  Crust- 

ing '  has  been  the  chief  winter  pastime  of  the  past  generation  of 
backw^oods  settlers.  It  is  exactly  adapted  to  men  of  very  tough 
fibre,  good  on  snow-shoes,  yet  with  no  particular  skill  with  the 
rifle.  In  this  manner  the  grey-bearded  veterans  of  the  settlements 
have  been  accustomed  all  their  lives  long  to  replenish  their  larders 
in  the  season  of  winter  scarcity  of  fresh  meats. 

W'hile  there  is  much  to  be  said  against  it,  especially  owing 

to  the  butchery  which  it  occasionally  renders  possible,  '  crusting  ' 
has  always  been  a  good  means  of  testing  the  mettle  of  the  pioneer 
settlers,  for  none  but  men  of  the  greatest  endurance  could  be  in  at 
the  death  of  many  a  gallant  quarry. 

Moreover,  the  sport  is  often  redeemed  by  a  spice  of  danger. 
A  bull  moose  will  usually  show  fight,  and  kill  or  maim  many  of 
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the  dogs,  and  even  charge  the  hunters,  unless  he  has  only  been  over- 
taken after  a  very^  lengthy  chase,  when  he  is  generally  too  exhausted 

to  wage  any  serious  battle  with  his  foes. 
The  writer  knows  a  New  Brunswick  guide  who  nearly  lost  his 

life  from  the  attack  of  a  moose  in  winter.  The  animal  charged 
and  broke  his  gun  to  pieces.  In  the  end  the  hunter  killed  the  moose 

with  a  weapon  made  by  binding  his  sheath-knife  to  the  end  of  a 

long  stake,  thus  providing  for  himself  a  most  effecti\'e  kind  of  spear. 



XVIII 

A    BRUSH    WITH    A    CARIBOU 

THE  caribou  or  North  American  reindeer  is  ordinarily  a  timid 
and  inoffensive  quarry.  Every  hunter  who  has  surprised 

a  lierd  is  famihar  with  the  characteristic  pause  caused  by  the  alarm 
or  shock  from  his  sudden  appearance  ere  the  whole  band,  with 

heads  erect  and  scuts  up,  get  away  from  danger  at  a  rattling  pace. 
Yet  there  are  times  during  the  rutting  season,  especially  towards 

its  close,  when  the  stag,  under  the  spur  of  intense  excitement,  be- 
comes very  quarrelsome  and  pugnacious,  and  sometimes  he  has  been 

known  to  charge  the  hunter  in  a  reckless  and  defiant  manner.  His 

prodigious  strength  and  the  dagger-like  points  of  his  peculiar  '  dog 
killers  '  or  '  war  tines  '  render  him  a  formidable  foe  if  incautiously 
allowed  to  get  within  striking  distance. 

A  well-known  New  Brunswick  guide  whom  I  have  often  employed, 
a  Micmac  Indian  noted  as  a  very  successful  trapper,  was  once  knocked 
down  and  received  a  severe  mauling  from  the  sharp  hoofs  and  massive 

antlers  of  an  infuriated  stag.  This  man  was  curiously  nick-named 

'  Lucivee  Dick'.  While  hunting  in  his  company  I  myself  had  an 
exciting  and  dangerous  encounter  with  a  large  caribou  stag  near  the 
head-waters  of  the  North-west  Miramichi. 

My  first  meeting  with  '  Lucivee  Dick  '  was  in  this  wise.  The  sun- 
down shadows  were  lengthening  across  the  main  thoroughfare  of  a 

tiny  backwoods  village,  when  I  heard  a  group  of  ragged  young 
urchins  volleying  whoops  and  yells,  and  vociferating  again  and 

again — 
'  Here  comes  Lucivee  Dick  !     Good  old  Lucivee  Dick  !  ' 
Then  there  strode  along,  followed  by  all  the  village  idlers,  a 

stern  Indian  trapper,  from  whose  back  hung  down  a  bunch  of  pelts 
of  lucivee,  beaver,  bear,  otter,  sable  and  marten,  the  result  of  his 

long  winter  exile  in  the  grim  northern  forest.  The  man  was  one  of  a 

fast  vanishing  tribe,  a  lithe  sinewy  copper-coloured  fellow  with 
impassive  weather-roughened  features  and  fierce  defiant  dark  eyes, 
which  curiously  enough  seemed  to  take  no  note  of  his  immediate 
surroundings.  He  wore  a  greasy  caribou  skin  tunic  which  exhaled 
the  peculiar  pungent  odour  of  the  smoke  of  resinous  forest  fires,  and 
a  queer  cap  made  of  mink  skin  out  of  season,  from  beneath  which 
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strayed  a  coarse  mass  of  black  matted  hair.     A  mongrel  cur  kept 
close  behind  his  heels. 

This  man  is  the  type  of  a  class  that  is  now  dropping  out  of  exist- 
ence in  Eastern  Canada.  In  the  next  generation  his  kind  will  be 

known  no  more  for  ever  ;  there  will  be  none  to  replace  him.  He 

emerges  from  the  forest  at  long  intervals  for  a  brief  \-isit  to  the 

log  cabin  where  his  '  squaw  '  rears  his  dusky  brood  :  stays  until  his 
cash  and  credit  are  both  exhausted  at  the  village  bar-room.  His 

hard-won  peltry  bartered  away  for  Jamaica  rum,  groceries  and  car- 
tridges, he  again  buries  himself  in  the  solitude  of  the  wilderness. 

At  one  season  he  will  be  found  trapping  beavers,  otters,  bears,  and 
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the  smaller  fur-bearing  animals  ;    at  another  he  will  be  shooting 
caribou  and  moose  for  the  sake  of  their  hides. 

In  the  village  this  man  is  a  restless  creature  quite  out  of  his 
element.  He  is  not  to  be  judged  as  one  sees  him  there  ;  but  follow 
him,  as  I  have  done,  on  the  trail  of  a  wounded  caribou  ;  go  with 
him  up  the  rugged  hills  to  surprise  an  unwary  bear  ;  mark  his 

dilating  nostrils  and  flashing  eye  when  with  birch-bark  horn  he 
has  called  up  within  the  reach  of  your  rifle-  the  monarch  of  the 

forest — the  stag  moose  ;  watch  the  energy,  patience  and  skill  that 
he  displays  in  the  construction  of  his  traps  and  deadfalls  ;  see  the 

masterful  manner  in  which  he  guides  his  frail  birch-bark  canoe 
among  the  seething  rapids  of  the  river  ;    note  his  knowledge  of 
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every  living  creature  of  the  backwoods,  from  the  tiniest  bird  to  the 

largest  beast ;  witness  his  never-failing  courage,  hardihood  and 
woodcraft,  and  then  you  will  see  how  superior  he  is  to  the  vicious 

semi-criminal  village  idler,  who  regards  him  as  his  laughing-stock 
and  makes  him  the  butt  of  his  coarse  jests. 

'  Lucivee  Dick  '  had  earned  his  sobriquet  from  a  fierce  encounter 

he  had  once  waged  successfully  with  a  savage  lynx  or  '  lucivee  ', 
without  other  weapon  than  a  thick  oak  stake.  He  told  me  of  a 

pair  of  mighty  antlers  of  which  he  had  caught  a  transient  glimpse 
at  Big  Bald  Mountain  which  resembled  the  winter  branches  of  the 

rock  maple.  My  ardour  to  possess  such  a  trophy  as  Dick  so  elo- 
quently described  prompted  me  to  make  an  engagement  with  this 

hunter  on  the  spot  to  go  out  in  the  succeeding  autumn  in  quest  of 

this  stag  of  many  points — for  not  until  the  hard  frosts  of  late  autumn 
arrive  can  the  caribou  be  successfully  hunted. 

It  is  a  remarkable  fact  that  the  rutting  season  of  this  deer  does 
not  begin  until  the  first  cool  blasts  of  October  give  warning  of  the 

approach  of  w-inter.  Most  other  wild  animals  mate  in  the  early 
spring  when  the  forests  beneath  the  gentle  west  winds  grow  redolent 
of  the  coming  summer. 

All  summer  long  the  '  bulls  '  and  '  cows  '  (as  they  are  locally 
designated)  wander  singly  and  separately.  During  summer  fishing 
trips  I  have  frequently  surprised  a  solitary  stag,  and  sometimes  a 
hind  with  her  yearling  calf  hiding  in  some  secluded  spot,  or  enjoying 
a  sun-bath  on  the  sand  bars  of  some  mountain  river. 

When  October  comes  the  animals  collect  in  a  large  band  in  some 

open  space  cleared  by  forest  fires,  or  where  some  high  mountain 
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pasture,  carpeted  with  yellow  mosses  and  the  reindeer  lichen,  breaks 
the  evergreen  forest.  Such  a  spot  then  becomes  a  vast  battlefield, 
where  bellowing  stags  fight  furiously  with  one  another  till  the  great 
herd  gets  split  up  into  a  number  of  smaller  ones,  each  dominated 
by  a  master  stag  who  has  fought  his  way  fiercely  to  supremacy. 

In  his  sleepless  efforts  to  maintain  his  sovereignty,  never  off  his 
guard  for  a  moment,  incessantly  driving  away  less  powerful  rivals, 
accepting  every  challenge  from  solitary  bulls  or  lords  of  another 
harem,  the  once  grand  and  lordly  looking  stag  soon  becomes  a 
sadly  ragged  object,  and  is  sometimes  known  to  perish  of  sheer 
exhaustion. 

The  annual  rendezvous  of  a  large  herd  was  known  to  Lucivee 

Dick — a  place  where  open  mossy  glades  alternated  with  evergreen 
groves,  at  the  foot  of  Big  Bald  Mountain,  where  caribou  loved  to 

make  their  meeting-place. 
Hence  it  came  to  pass  that  when  the  October  hard  frosts  had 

changed  the  tremulous  leaves  of  the  maple  to  bright  gold  and  scarlet, 
a  party  of  three  stood  on  the  shelving  beach  of  the  Restigouche 

River — the  writer,  and  Dick,  and  a  French  half-breed  Sebattis 

(short  for  St.  Jean  Baptiste) — and  the  thoughts  of  one  at  least  of 
the  party  flew  with  eager  anticipation  to  expected  adventures  among 
the  blue  hills  that  loomed  in  the  distance. 

A  party  of  lumber  men  going  into  camp  for  the  winter  were 
towing  upstream  with  a  team  of  horses  attached  to  a  comfortable 

house-boat.  With  these  cheerful  fellows,  continually  breaking 

into  songs  and  forest  '  chanties  ',  we  cast  in  our  lot  for  a  time,  threw 
aboard  our  luggage,  and  tied  our  slender  cedar  canoe  to  the  rudder 

THE    UPSALWICH    RIVER. 
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post.  It  was  a  marvellous  sight  to  sec  the  sagacity  of  the  horses 
in  negotiating  difficult  bits  of  river.  Towpath  there  was  none.  The 
intelligent  brutes  at  times  were  compelled  to  clamber  like  goats  over 
steep  slippery  masses  of  rock  ;  at  others  they  would  actually  have 
to  swim  across  stream  to  find  a  good  channel,  towing  the  vessel  aU 
the  while.  Soon  we  turned  up  the  Upsalwich  River,  a  tributary  of 
the  Restigouche,  and  parted  company  with  our  merry  friends,  all 
except  a  party  of  three  who  canoed  some  distance  alongside.  They 
were  going  to  explore  some  timber  limits  on  the  Nepisiquit  river. 
We  were  now  obliged  to  force  the  canoe  up  a  strong  river  current 

by  means  of  '  poling '.  As  this  is  the  method  by  w^hich  long  and 
toilsome  journeys  are  performed  up  mountain  rivers,  it  is  worth 

describing.  The  men,  furnished  with  long  iron-shod  poles,  pick 
up  the  bottom  simultaneously  and  force  the  canoe  along  through  the 
strongest  water.  Sometimes  they  ascend  impossible  looking  rapids, 

gaining  inch  by  inch  when  the  '  stern  '  man  has  to  hold  hard,  while 
with  a  swift  short  stroke  the  man  at  the  bow  impels  the  shivering 
craft  forward.  The  untiring  energy  displayed  commands  admiration 
as  hour  after  hour  the  monotonous  click  of  the  pole  on  the  river 
bed  marks  the  slow  advance.  With  a  heavily  laden  canoe  twelve 
to  fifteen  miles  a  day  cannot  often  be  exceeded.  When  the  hunting 
country  is  reached,  the  iron  shoes  should  be  removed,  as  the  click 
is  sure  to  frighten  away  any  big  game  that  might  be  loitering  in  the 
neighbourhood,  and  it  is  surprising  how  the  river  draws  to  its  banks 
animal  life  of  every  description  from  the  surrounding  wild  lands 
if  not  frightened  by  needless  noise. 

At  the  end  of  the  fifth  day  we  had  got  to  our  destination,  and 
proceeded  to  build  our  camp  on  a  knoll  comrnanding  an  extensive 
prospect  of  a  long  quiet  reach  of  the  Nepisiquit  River.  We  made 
luxurious  beds  of  the  tender  fragrant  tips  of  spruce  branches.  A 
huge  fireplace  was  constructed,  and  various  sized  kettles  hung  from 
wooden  pothooks  across  the  crackling  flames.  A  rough  table  was 
also  knocked  up,  and  even  a  sideboard  with  shelves.  This  pantry 

was  immediately  invaded  by  little  striped  squirrels  or  '  chipmunks  ', 
who  scuttled  out  of  their  holes,  stole  a  morsel  of  bread  or  bacon, 

and  then  scuttled  madly  back  again.  Slate  coloured  '  whiskey 
jacks  '  or  Canada  jays,  with  fearless  bravado,  perched  on  the  break- 

fast potatoes  cooling  by  the  pot,  and  with  saucy  scolding  notes 
helped  themselves  on  the  table  itself.  We  rather  delighted  in  their 
bold  confiding  behaviour. 

Big  drab  herons  came  fishing  among  arrowy  schools  of  darting 
troutlets,  and  at  evening  time  there  was  a  constant  plunging  of  belted 

kingfishers  after  their  pre}-.  Musk  rats  plashed  about  the  pool  and 
peered  at  us  with  fearless   bright  eyes.      Once  we  saw  the   brown 
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shape  of  a  young  moose  emerge  from  the  thicket  of  bushes  on  the 

opposite  bank  and  shyly  vanish.  At  night,  owls  of  various  species 
visited  our  camp  fire,  at  times  snapping  their  beaks  ferociously,  or 

indulging  in  blood-curdling  screeches.  A  long  low  howl  at  rare 
intervals  showed  us  that  the  grey  wolf  was  not  yet  extinct  in  this 
region. 

Large  trout  were  to  be  had  by  the  most  careless  method  of  fishing. 
No  need  to  cater  to  a  pampered  appetite  by  artificial  flies  !  It  were 

a  useless  waste  of  tackle.  A  bit  of  rabbit  fur  wrapped  round  a  Lim- 
erick hook,  or  the  pectoral  fin  of  a  brother  trout,  proved  lure  enough 

A    PARTY    OF    THREE    WHO    CANOED    SOME    DISTANCE    ALONGSIDE. 

for  large  speckled  beauties  who  fought  gamely  for  their  lives,  leaping 
out  of  the  water  like  the  salmon.  These  trout  were  a  welcome 

addition  to  our  table,  and  were  often  followed  by  juicy  young 

'  partridges  '  or  ruffed  grouse,  which  did  not  need  the  stimulus  of 
mountain  air  to  prove  delicious  eating. 

We  had  certainly  got  to  the  heart  of  the  wild  backwoods,  and 

the  release  from  all  the  conventions  of  civilized  life  was  truly  refresh- 

ing and  altogether  delightful.  For  sheer  physical  enjoyment  no- 
thing surpasses  the  luxury  of  a  smoke  round  a  forest  camp  fire 

after  a  hard  day's  work. 
A  caribou  hunt  to  Big  Bald  Mountain  was  now  resolved  upon. 

This  involved  a  severe  tramp  of  some  score  of  miles,  where  in  places 

the  going  was  most  difficult,  owing  to  fallen  fire-killed  timber.  Hard 
climbing  up  the  sides  of  forest-clad  mountains,  and  steep  descents 
into  ravines  obstructed  by  tangled  growths  of  cedars  and  firs, 
made  the  trail  at  times  inconceivably  rough  and  difficult. 
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Great  was  our  relief  when  w'e  emerged  into  what  by  comparison 
seemed  a  park-hkc  country — with  pleasant  valleys  and  glades  diver- 

sified by  clusters  of  evergreen  trees,  printing  their  ragged  spear-like 
tops  against  the  blue  sky.  An  experienced  eye  could  tell  at  a  glance 
that  this  must  be  a  favourite  haunt  of  caribou  at  this  season  of  the 

year.  If  any  confirmation  were  needed  one  onlv  had  to  look  around 

and  see  almost  every  young  sapling  tree  partially  denuded  of  its  bark, 
where  these  deer  had  rubbed  and  polished  their  horns  when  coming 
out  of  the  velvet. 

The  succeeding  three  days  were  crowded  with  unmitigated  enjoy- 
ment. Not  a  cloud  diiiimed  the  splendour  of  the  sky.  The  air 

was  crisp  and  invigorating.  The  northern  woods  are  strangely 

beautiful  in  autumn — as  indeed  they  are  at  all  other  times.  Still, 
hunting  on  the  mountains  of  Eastern  Canada  is  one  of  the  most 
fascinating  of  hardy  outdoor  sports,  not  only  from  the  attractive 
nature  of  the  quarry,  but  because  of  the  glorious  wild  scenery,  and 
the  exciting  nature  of  the  chase  itself.  The  climbing  is  just  difficult 
enough  to  ensure  sufficient  fatigue  without  taxing  the  powers  to  the 
uttermost  like  the  inexorable  Rockies. 

After  some  careful  spying  we  came  upon  a  herd  led  by  a  fairly 

well-antlered  stag,  and  were  fortunate  enough  to  witness  his  com- 
bat with  a  solitary  wanderer  that  had  evidently  been  driven  out  of 

another  herd  by  the  leader.  Nothing  can  be  finer  than  a  caribou's 
attitude  when,  challenged  by  a  foe,  he  prepares  for  battle.  It  is  a 

splendid  sight  to  witness.  He  then  looks  every  inch  the  embodi- 
ment of  stateliness  and  strength,  whereas  at  ordinary  times  he  slinks 

along  with  his  neck  level  with  his  body,  his  head  stretched  out 

nearly  straight,  and  his  antlers  almost  resting  on  his  shoulders — 
by  no  means  a  graceful  object. 

A  battle  between  a  well-matched  pair  of  caribou  stags  is,  however, 
nothing  to  be  compared  to  a  combat  such  as  I  have  witnessed  be- 

tween two  well-grown  bull  moose.  It  is  true  that  they  charge  furi- 
ously with  lowered  horns  and  bristle  at  the  neck.  Sometimes  the 

shock  throw^s  one  of  the  animals  back  on  his  haunches.  Yet  after 
pushing  and  struggling  for  upwards  of  an  hour  they  are  rarely  severely 
hurt,  seldom  even  receiving  a  bloody  wound  through  their  thick 
hide.  The  branching  of  the  antlers  seems  to  make  an  effective  guard. 
Of  course  a  flank  attack  is  naturally  dreaded,  and  the  great  concern 
of  the  duellist  whose  powers  are  failing  is  to  get  away  by  spinning 
rapidly  round  so  as  not  to  be  caught  wdiile  turning.  He  bolts  for  a 

couple  of  hundred  yards,  but  is  never  vigorously  pursued — the  victor 
relying  evidently  on  the  moral  effect  of  his  defeat. 

Having  failed  in  securing  a  first-class  trophy,  I  determined  to 
journey   on    to    Little    Bald    Mountain.     Here,    after   preparing   a 
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brushwood  camp  on  the  fringe  of  the  forest,  we  moved  out  into  the 

open  and  ascended  a  grim-looking  elevation  of  bare  rock,  and  swept 
the  surrounding  country  with  field-glasses.  We  could  see  the  lesser 
hills  undulating  below  us  like  mountainous  billows.  Some  were 
nothing  more  than  bare  masses  of  gneiss  rock.  The  eye  could 

readily  trace  the  sinuous  silvery  course  of  the  North-west  Miramichi 
River,  here  in  its  infancy,  but  presently  to  develop  into  a  famous 

salmon  stream  and  unite  its  waters  with  the  Big  South-west  Branch. 

We  were  attracted  by  the  appearance  of  a  park-hke  valley  to 
the  south,  dotted  with  little  groves  of  young  spruce  and  pine. 
Hardly  had  we  entered  this  valley,  proceeding  in  Indian  file, 
than  I  heard  the  snort  or  bark  of  an  unseen  bull  caribou.     Giving 

CARIBOU    CALF    ABOUT    SIX    MONTHS    OLD    (A    PET). 

a  low  whistle  to  the  men  we  all  dropped  in  our  tracks.  Above  the 

low  scrub  the  only  part  of  us  visible  to  the  quarry  was  the  pack 

which  each  man  carried  on  his  back.  ̂ Nline  was  done  up  in  an  enor- 
mous canvas  bag  containing  a  blanket,  changes  of  underclothmg, 

small  tins  of  canned  meats,  and  other  camp  necessaries.  This  was 

securely  fastened  to  my  shoulders.  Suddenly  the  belt  of  spruce  in 
front  of  me  swayed  and  opened,  and  a  lordly  stag  caribou  with  a  pair 

of  magnificent  spreading  antlers  stepped  out  in  that  fine  manner 

which  always  denotes  excitement  or  alarm.  I  immediately  fired  at 
the  coveted  head,  but  it  was  at  the  same  instant  lowered  for  another 

charge  and  my  bullet  went  high  and  sliced  up  the  animal's  left  ear. 
Advancing   to    meet   him   two   accidents   happened   at    once — the 
F.C.  I' 
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breech  action  of  my  rifle  failed  to  work,  and  encumbered  with  my 
load  I  tripped  and  fell  prostrate  over  the  trunk  of  a  fallen  tree. 

It  seemed  to  me  that  the  animal  could  not  make  out  clearly  what 
I  was  ;  at  all  events  in  this  inglorious  attitude  I  sustained  his 

charge.  Happily  his  fury  was  vented  on  the  canvas  bag  on  my  back, 

which  was  torn  to  ribbons,  and  he  passed  o\'er  me  with  parts  of  it 
attached  to  his  antlers.  Like  Fitz-James  I  arose  unwounded  but 
breathless.  I  now  succeeded  in  getting  open  the  breech  block. 
The  frenzied  stag  was  once  more  lowering  his  head  and  blustering 
about,  confronting  me  in  a  menacing  posture.  Pawing  up  the  soil  with 

his  great  splayed  hoofs,  his  sides  liea\-ing,  jets  of  steam  rising  from 
his  nostrils  through  the  frosty  morning  air  as  he  snorted  defiance, 
mane  bristling,  and  green  eyes  snapping  with  rage,  he  presented  a 
fine  picture  of  the  very  incarnation  of  evil  fury.  Had  I  allowed  him 

this  time  to  get  past  my  guard,  the  result  would  almost  certainly 

ha^'e  been  fatal  to  me.  Nerved  by  the  peril,  I  took  a  steady  aim  at 
the  shoulder ;  at  the  same  time  I  ran  towards  the  spot.  The  stag 
reeled  to  and  fro,  sometimes  falling  on  his  knees,  and  at  last  plunged 

wildly  forward  and  fell  full  length  on  the  blood-stained  moss.  So 
ended  the  career  of  this  vindictive  and  resolute  beast.  Then  indeed 

I  lived  some  of  those  moments  which  repay  the  hunter  for  long  days 

of  hope  deferred  and  unrequited  toil — if  indeed  he  needs  any  repay- 
ment, and  does  not  find  life  in  the  Candian  forest  a  sufficient  reward 

in  itself.  For  the  antlers  secured  were  no  mean  prize,  and  their 
brown  curves  still  lead  memory  pleasantly  back  to  the  glowing  coals 

of  the  camp  fire  in  the  scented  pine  woods  with  '  Lucivee  Dick  ' 
drawing  at  a  well-seasoned  clay  pipe  recounting  his  yams  of  hard- 

ships and  triumphs  of  the  chase,  and  of  the  wild  beasts  of  the  forest 

and  their  mar\'el]ous  ways,  for  all  of  whom  he  e\'idently  had  a  loving 
sympathy.  For  instance,  he  discussed  the  short  temper  of  my  very 
pugnacious  friend  by  the  remark  that  he  had  evidently  been  deposed 
and  driven  out  of  some  herd  by  the  master  bull,  and  was  soured  by 
solitary  habits  ;  further  that  caribou  differ  as  widely  as  men  in 

courage  and  boldness — and  at  times  like  human  beings  go  stark  rav- 

ing mad.  I  generally  assented  with  approval  to  '  Luci\'ee  Dick's  ' 
conclusions,  and  in  this  instance  made  no  exception  ;  for  otherwise 
how  could  I  account  for  the  extraordinary  boldness  of  a  deer  whose 

conduct  is  generally  characterized  by  fits  of  stupid  tameness  or 
equally  stupid  panic  ? 
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DEER   STALKING  ON   THE    NEWFOUNDLAND   BARRENS 

COUNTLESS  lakes  and  lakelets  ;  innumerable  picturesque 

salmon  streams ;  broad  stretches  of  upland  moors  and 

marshes  roamed  over  by  restless  herds  of  caribou  ;  a  bold  and 
curiously  indented  seacoast  fringed  with  islands,  which  are  the 
breeding  place  of  myriads  of  wild  fowl  :  all  these  make  the  island 
of  Newfoundland  a  happy  hunting  ground  for  the  sportsman  and 
naturalist. 

He  who  has  once  carried  his  rifle  across  the  interior  of  the  island 

is  never  hkely  to  forget  the  experience.  The  beauty,  wildness  and 

solitude  of  the  country  ;  the  indefinable  charm  of  exploring  the  in- 
most recesses  of  an  untrodden  wilderness;  of  wandering  unrestrained 

across  dry  elevated  plains  where  deer  stalking  may  be  pursued  in 
all  its  fascinating  perfection  ;  the  long  clear  standing  shots  where 
often  the  unbroken  level  prints  the  outline  of  the  quarry  clearly 

against  the  sky  :  all  combine  to  make  still  hunting  in  the  natural 

deer  parks  of  Newfoundland  one  of  the  most  attractive  of  sports. 

Here  on  these  high  mountain  pastures  the  caribou  appear  to  be 
holding  their  own — one  of  the  few  instances  where  the  big  game 
of  America  is  not  decreasing  in  numbers. 
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So  abundant  is  the  game  that  one  can  take  his  own  time  in 

selecting  his  heads,  and  only  requires  to  be  on  his  guard  lest  he  may 
be  tempted  to  take  a  life  which  he  might  afterwards  regret.  For 
it  may  be  very  galling  when  one  has  shot  the  full  complement 

which  the  lawallows  to  be  obliged  to  hold  one's  hand  when  a  monarch 

DL....  .   ......^.....  iUlM  K.\"  KuL"TE  TO  GRAND  LAKE. 

of  the  plains  afterwards  comes  into  view  bearing  a  record  set  of 

antlers — perhaps  to  be  for  ever  after  remembered  with  regret. 
On  the  Newfoundland  plains,  stags  are  constantly  encountered 

carrying  grand  and  stately  antlers  so  magnificent  in  size  and 
symmetry  that  they  cannot  be  equalled  elsewhere  in  the  wide 
world. 

The  fine  development  of  the  Newfoundland  caribou  may  be 
attributed  to  the  abundance  of  food  easily  within  reach,  especially 
the  luxuriant  growth  of  caribou  lichen  with  which  whole  plains 
are  frequently  carpeted  ankle  deep.  Something  is  also  due  to  the 
fine  shelter  afforded  during  the  winter  months  by  the  southern 
portions  of  the  island  of  which  the  herds  habitually  avail  themselves, 

observing  semi-annual  migrations  as  regular  as  those  of  the  wild 
fowl  on  the  coasts. 

The  sportsman  desirous  of  good  heads  should  arrive  on  the 
island  before  the  middle  of  September.  A  close  season  stops 
hunting   from   October    i    until   October   20.       After^  that   date, 
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although  there  is  better  hunting  to  be  had,  the  weather  is  apt  to 
grow  very  inclement.  It  is  well  to  use  as  his  highway  into  the 
interior  one  of  those  several  immense  lakes  which  are  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  features  of  Newfoundland.  Lakes  of  all  sizes 
are  found  universally  over  the  whole  country  in  an  abundance 

am:ix(,   ox   humuer. 

scarcely  to  be  credited.  They  are  to  be  met  with  not  only  in  the 
valleys,  but  on  the  highest  ridges,  and  on  the  summits  of  the  loftiest 

hills." In  fact  the  interior  is  simply  a  vast  network  of  lakes  and  lake- 
lets defying  all  attempts  to  name  or  number.  Of  every  size,  from 

fifty  feet  to  fifty  miles  in  length,  they  lie  amidst  the  open  barren 
reflecting  the  open  sky,  or  in  the  forest  lonely  and  silent,  known  to 
none  save  the  solitary  trapper. 

There  can  be  no  more  charming  road  into  a  wilderness  country 
than  a  lake  or  river  stealing  into  the  scenery  with  many  a  picturesque 
curve,  now  winding  among  open  glades,  now  meandering  between 

steep  lofty  wooded  banks,  or  hiding  in  the  deep  \-alley  it  has  fur- 
rowed for  itself  through  the  countless  ages. 

The  largest  lake  of  the  island  is  Grand  Lake,  with  a  superficial 

are"a  of  196  square  miles.  It  contains  an  island  22  miles  long  and 
5  miles  in  breadth.  This  island  has  a  lake  which  in  turn  holds 
another  island.      This  also  has  a  lake  which  contains  an  island, 
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and  so  on — like  a  nest  of  Japanese  boxes.  From  the  shores  of 
Grand  Lake  the  high  tableland,  where  the  herds  of  caribou  wander, 

can  be  reached  by  three  or  four  hours  of  hard  climbing  up  the 
side  of  a  thickly  wooded  declivity.  Once  arrived  on  the  summit 
there  is  the  glorious  tableland  swept  by  the  thrilling  breath  of  the 
mountain  top,  stretching  away  on  every  hand  far  as  the  eye  can 
reach,  cut  up  by  deeply  worn  deer  tracks,  diversified  by  countless 

lakelets,  by  islands  of  dwarfed  evergreen  trees,  and  by  low  undu- 
lating ridges  of  rugged  hills. 

This  champaign  country  is  the  natural  home  of  the  caribou, 

and  ministers  to  all  his  wants,  including  his  necessity  for  bound- 
less wandering.  Beneath  him,  carpeting  the  plain,  lies  his 

favourite  food,  the  crisp  grey  caribou  moss.  When  the  winter 

snows  cover  this  too  deeply,  he  can  browse  on  the  '  old  men's 

beards  ',  or  the  black  fibrous  moss  hanging  from  almost  every  tree 
trunk.  These  barrens  seem  to  exist  purposely  to  furnish  him  with 
a  magnificent  pleasaunce. 

In  many  respects.  Red  Indian  Lake  exceeds  the  rest  in  attrac- 
tiveness.^  It  was  here  that  the  now  extinct  tribe  of  Beothic  Indians 

loved  to  camp  and  hunt  in  the  brief  but  beautiful  Newfoundland 

summer.  The  Beothics,-  a  branch  of  the  Algonquin  race,  were 
so  barbarous  and  treacherous  in  their  dealings  with  the  early  settlers, 
that  they  brought  on  themselves  a  war  of  extermination,  which 

resulted  in  their  extinction.  After  many  cold-blooded  murders, 
it  became  the  practice  of  the  white  population  to  shoot  an  Indian 
at  sight,  as  if  he  were  a  dangerous  kind  of  wild  animal. 

The  usual  remedy  for  Indian  troubles  was  ruthlessly  applied 

— extermination.  Short  was  the  shrift  granted  even  to  the  squaws 
and  children  when  hunters  surprised  an  encampment  hidden  away 
in  the  forest,  or  in  some  nook  among  the  cliffs  of  the  seacoast. 
This  tribe  were  famed  as  excellent  hunters.  The  caribou  which 

made  their  homes  on  the  shores  of  the  lake  and  its  tributaries, 

ducks  and  geese  in  vast  numbers  during  the  summer,  and  generally 
speaking  inexhaustible  fish  in  the  brooks  which  feed  the  lake, 
yielded  them  an  easy  and  pleasant  means  of  living.     During  the 

1  The  hunter  looking  for  big  antlers  will  soon  have  to  cut  Red  Indian 
Lake  out  of  his  field  of  operations,  as  the  Harmsworth  Company  are  invading 
its  precincts  in  their  quest  of  pulp  wood.  The  upper  reaches  of  the  Gander, 
Terra  Nova  and  Clode  Sound  rivers  ;  in  fact  the  whole  of  the  central  portion 
of  the  interior,  as  well  as  a  large  part  of  the  northern  peninsula,  will  offer 
the  greatest  attractions  to  the  adventurous  sportsman  seeking  heads  of 
forty  points  and  upwards. 

-  The  lake  is  named  after  this  tribe.      On   its  shores  they  found  the 
deposits  of  red  ochre  by  the  assistance  of  which   they  dyed  their  features, 
to  a  deeper  red  than  nature  intended. 
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fine  season  of  the  year  life  was  one  long  prodigious  feast.     Even  in 
the  stern  period  of  winter,  good  vension  could  at  any  time  be  had 

1      •;  _;  ,'■■  A,  ■, 
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from  the  herds  of  caribou  wandering  on  the  neighbouring  barren 
lands. 

There  is  something  about  the  hike  that  suggests  caribou  and 
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Indians  to  one  who  knows  the  habits  of  both.  It  has  bold  rocky 

points,  and  promontories  enclosing  fair  soft  curving  little  bays, 
where  the  woods  descend  with  gentle  slope  to  a  narrow  margent  of 
gravelly  beach.  It  has  occasional  meadows  on  its  borders  which 
are  favourite  summer  haunts  of  the  deer.  These  are  dotted  here 

and  there  with  clumps  of  brushwood,  and  usually  watered  by 
some  mountain  brook  which  with  soft  murmurous  babble  empties 

itself  into  a  brown  oily  *  steady  '  (still-water)  flecked  with  yellow 
lilies  slowly  winding  a  circuitous  path  towards  the  lake. 

The  caribou  come  down  to  its  shores  from  the  neighbouring 

barrens.  All  through  the  summer  the  cry  of  the  '  twillick  ',  or 
yellow-legged  plover,  keeps  time  to  the  lapping  of  the  waves  on  its 
rocky  shores,  and  the  rustle  of  the  western  breeze  through  the 
scrubby  growth  of  the  dwarfed  and  ragged  evergreen  forest.  From 
early  May  to  mid  September,  the  shores  of  the  lake  swarm  with 
wild  geese,  and  the  midsummer  night  is  filled  with  the  discordant 

cries  of  the  *  wabby  ',  or  red-throated  loon,  and  the  harsh  call  of  the 
great  northern  diver.  Emphatically  a  lonely  spot — that  has  for 
its  background  an  uninhabited  wilderness  stretching  away  for 

many  a  league — where  reigns  a  tense  silence,  save  when  on  rare 
occasions  broken  by  these  weird  and  disconsolate  notes  of  the 
northern  solitude. 

Most  enchanting  can  Red  Indian  Lake  appear  at  times — 
either  when  its  crystal  waters  array  themselves  in  the  borrowed 
glories  of  sunrise  or  the  golden  splendour  of  sunset  ;  or  on  quiet 
nights  radiant  with  stars  ;  or  when  the  autumn  mists,  reeling  before 
the  sunrise  into  rosy  shattered  spirals,  are  moving  across  its  surface 
like  the  remnants  of  a  defeated  army,  unveiling  a  glittering  expanse 
as  smooth  as  glass. 

Toward  September  20,  stags  in  large  numbers  may  be  looked 

for  in  the  vicinity  of  this  interesting  lake — which,  however,  is  only 
one  of  many  other  equally  attractive  hunting  grounds.  The 
hunter  has  ten  days  before  him  wherein  to  secure  his  trophies  ere 
the  close  season  shuts  off  his  sport  for  a  brief  interim.  By  the 
middle  of  September  the  southerly  movement  of  the  deer  fairly 
sets  in.  They  will  be  met  with  after  thus  traversing  the  island 
in  their  periodical  migration  from  north  to  south.  Should  the 
weather  be  rough  and  cold  their  march  is  accelerated.  Should 
fine  and  sunny  days  prevail  the  animals  linger  and  loiter  on  their 
route. 

All  the  great  lakes  of  the  interior  lie  across  their  path.  They 
are  seen  to  cross  them  even  when  the  waters  are  lashed  into  wild 

fury  by  autumn  gales,  for  the  caribou  is  a  gallant  and  tireless 
s.vimmer.     Now   and   then   the   bleached   skeleton   of   a   drowned 
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deer  is  thrown  up  on  some  gravelly  beach,  but  this  does  not  happen 
often. 

First  in  the  march  of  the  great  army  come  the  does  and  fawns. 
Sometimes  for  days  not  a  single  stag,  other  than  a  pricket,  may 
be  seen  among  them.     There  are  barren  does  without  a  fawn, 
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and  occasionally  there  are  does  seen  accompanied  by  two  fawns. 
When  this  is  the  case,  the  doe  is  generally  only  a  foster  mother  to 
one  of  them. 

The  September  sportsman  most  frequently  encounters  the  large 

stags  roaming  singly.  They  present  a  far  different  appearance 
from  the  animals  he  may  have  met  in  the  summer  months.  The 

neck  has  grown  stouter,  as  if  strengthened  by  Nature  to  bear  up 
the  new  massive  antlers  she  has  bestowed  ;  the  hair  on  the  neck 

and  breast  has  grown  extremely  coarse  and  long,  and  from  a  rusty 
drab  has  turned  into  pure  white.  More  especially  is  this  true  of 
the  northern  deer  arriving  from  the  extreme  north  of  the  island. 

Though  all  stags  in  September  carry  white  necks,  yet  the  colour  of 

the  body  varies  very  considerably.  There  is  a  variety  of  a  light- 
brown  colour,  which  generally  includes  the  fattest  deer  and  carries 
the  best  antlers. 

Then  there  is  the  white  stag,  more  or  less  white  all  over,  even 
in  summer  and  autumn.  These  are  supposed  to  belong  to  the 

extreme  north  of  the  island.  There  is  also  the  dark  slate-grey 
stag  with  white  hind  quarters  and  a  head  almost  black,  which 
attains  the  largest  size  of  any,  and  carries  a  different  type  of  antlers 
from  the  rest. 

All,  how^ever,  grow  light  in  colour  in  the  winter,  under  the 
protective  care  of  Nature,  assimilating  to  their  surroundings.  When 
the  natives  come  out  on  the  plains  to  take  their  toll  off  the  herds 

in  winter  they  find  their  game  quite  white.  They  clothe  them- 
selves in  white  moleskin  suits,  and  even  have  their  guns  enclosed 

in  cases  of  the  same  material,  understanding  the  value  of  the 

mimicry   of  Nature's   work   for   their   own  purposes. 
In  the  spring  the  caribou  is  a  dirty  greyish  white.  The  hair 

comes  off  in  handfuls  at  the  touch,  and  easily  breaks  off  short, 

forming  ragged  patches.  At  this  season  the  meat  is  poor  ;  the 

hide  is  full  of  holes  made  by  the  '  bots  '  of  the  deer  flies.  Very 
often  the  scent  of  the  animals  is  utterly  destroyed  by  these  pests 

lodging  in  their  nostrils,  and  under  the  palate  in  the  throat.  Yet 
the  caribou  carry  no  vermin  as  do  foxes,  beaver,  and  many  other 
wild  creatures.     The  hide  is  invariably  cleanly  in  this  respect. 

The  antlers  of  the  Newfoundland  caribou,  generally  speaking, 
are  not  in  prime  order  until  the  middle  of  September.  The  old 
stags  lose  the  velvet  first,  but  an  occasional  animal  is  seen  with 
ragged  strips  of  velvet  adhering  even  as  late  as  September  20. 
The  antlers  are  dropped  about  the  middle  of  November,  except 
in  the  case  of  barren  does  and  hinds  with  fawns,  which  preserve 
them  intact  till  the  spring. 

The  habit  of  threshing  the  antlers  against  the  alder  bushes. 
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which  exude  a  reddish  brown  sap  when  barked,  serves  to  give 
them  a  beautiful  chestnut  varnish,  which  much  enhances  their 

beauty. 
The  frequent  thaws  and  rainstorms  of  the  Newfoundland  winter 

often  are  tlie  means  of  forming  a  lirm  crust  over  the  surface  of  the 
snow  upon  which  the  caribou  can  easily  travel  without  breaking 

through.  In  the  winter  the  frog  of  the  enormous  hoof  becomes 

completely  absorbed,  so  that  its  shape  grows  concave,  while  very 
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sharp,  shell-like  edges  grow  well  out  on  the  margins,  assisting  the 
animal  immensely  in  crossing  frozen  lakes  and  scaling  the  steep 
sides  of  slippery  rock  precipices.  The  constant  alertness  of  eye, 
nostril  and  ear,  is  very  remarkable,  as  if  a  watch  were  never  relaxed 
by  these  timid  creatures  for  unseen  foes.  The  hinds  with  fawns 
wear  an  indescribably  anxious  expression,  which  is  so  foreign  to  the 
animal  kingdom  that  I  am  inclined  to  attribute  it  to  the  relentless 
pursuit  of  man,  and  not  to  the  fear  of  beasts  of  prey.  When  an 
enemy  is  sighted  but  not  winded,  it  is  the  curious  habit  of  the 
caribou,  instead  of  merely  turning  its  head  for  better  observation, 
to  turn  the  whole  body  broadside  to  its  foe,  thus  giving  the  hunter 
his  most  coveted  opportunity  for  a  deadly  shot. 

The  foes  of  the  caribou  other  than  man  are  not  numerous. 

Although  the  big  grey  wolf — that  fierce  enemy  of  the  calves  of  the 
great  deer — is  still  reported  on  the  northern  plains  in  considerable 
numbers,  it  is  now  seldom  encountered  in  the  interior.  Having 
formerly  existed  in  large  packs,  it  is  supposed  that  a  migration 
must  have  occurred  across  the  winter  ice-ifoes  of  the  Belle  Isle 
Strait  to  the  coasts    of    Labrador. 

Even  such  a  redoubtable  beast  of  prey  as  the  grey  wolf  could 
at  no  time  make  certain  of  a  successful  foray  upon  an  animal 

endow^ed  with  so  great  speed  and  endurance  as  a  well-grown  cari- 
bou. A  trustworthy  old  Newfoundland  trapper  relates  that 

he  once  witnessed  an  exciting  chase  by  wolves  of  a  couple  of 

'  prickets  ',  or  two-year-old  caribou  stags.  Their  long,  swing- 
ing trot  availed  them  to  keep  at  a  safe  distance,  until  from  the 

nature  of  the  ground  they  were  driven  to  double  on  their  course. 
Both  sides  doubtless  were  going  at  their  utmost  pace.  At  this 
spot  he  measured  the  bounds  of  the  caribou  and  found  them  eighteen 
feet,  while  the  wolves  only  cleared  fourteen,  so  that  the  caribou 
easily  gained  on  them  when  close  pressed.  So  much  ahead  were 
the  caribou  at  times  that  they  rolled  over  on  their  backs  in  the 

snow  to  cool  their  panting  and  heaving  sides,  and  seemed  to  gather 
new  strength  and  refreshment  from  the  act. 

It  is  a  common  sight  in  a  caribou  country  to  see  numberless 
frr  saplings,  about  one  inch  in  diameter,  peeled  and  destroyed, 
from  being  incessantly  used  as  rubbing  posts  to  help  get  rid  of 
the  velvet.  As  the  horns  grow  thoroughly  hardened,  they  are 
boldly  rubbed  against  tougher  materials.  The  rough  bark  of 
some  old  yellow  birch,  or  the  brown  wrinkled  bowl  of  a  hemlock, 
more  readily  assists  them  to  cleanse  the  antlers  from  the  irritating 
substance.  The  best  antlers  are  carried  by  stags  in  the  prime  of  life 
from  four  to  eight  years  old.  They  are  frequently  met  with  showing 
over  forty  points.     Indeed,  rare  stags  have  been  reported  as  carrying 
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between  fifty  and  sixty  points.     The  illustration  shows  the  writer's 
best  head  with  thirty-seven  points. 

Should  the  reader  desire  to  know  just  how  it  was  secured,  let 
him  accompany  two  hunters  for  a  couple  of  hours  to  a  typical 
Newfoundland  barren.  They  stand  upon  the  pleasant  shores  of 
a  lake  lying  upwards  of  a  mile  above  sea  level.  It  is  the  last  week 

of  September,  bright  with  the  warmth  of  the  dying  summer — 
that  tranquil  autumn  time  when  all  nature  seems  to  rest  and  bask 
in  a  mellow  radiance  which  is  the  farewell  glow  before  the  northern 
summer  comes  to  an  abrupt  conclusion. 

m 
From  a  picturesque  encampment  among  silver  birches  and 

pines,  you  look  across  a  narrow  inlet  of  the  lake  over  the  sun-dried 
yellow  herbage  of  a  fiat  meadow,  the  further  side  of  which  is  seen 
to  be  fringed  with  a  belt  of  pine,  firs  and  black  spruce.  Beyond 
this  there  rises  a  rough  and  rugged  mountain  on  the  nearer  side 
bearing  traces  of  strange  ruin.  Wounds  and  scars,  of  the  age  of 
the  ice  period  perhaps,  appear  still  raw.  It  looks  as  if  the  skin  and 
flesh  had  been  torn  from  these  precipitous  mountain  sides  but 
yesterday.  Boulders  wrenched  and  filed  from  the  scarped  rock 
are  strewn  on  the  ledges  in  crushed  heaps. 

At  the  edge  of  an  island  of  dwarf  fir  trees  where  tlie  hunters 
can  command  every  portion  of  the  open  space  spread  before  tliem, 

the  two  men  pause  and  exaniine  fresh  hoof-prints  in  a  deeply 

worn  deer  '  lead  '.     A  dappled  herd  soon  come  in  sight  moving 
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slowly,  cropping  the  tips  of  the  shrubbery  and  the  soft  grey  lichens 
in  their  path  ;  once  in  a  while  stopping  to  sniff  the  air  and  peering 
with  great  round  eyes  in  every  direction.  The  company  is  made 

up  of  does,  fawns,  '  prickets  '  (two-year-olds),  and  a  couple  of  three- 
year-old  stags  in  their  rear  with  antlers  of  no  merit.  Always  alert 
and  observant,  the  does  are  the  keenest  to  scent  danger,  acting  as 
sentinels  for  the  lazy  stags.  Many  a  young  fawn  goes  gambolling 
and  frisking  like  a  lamb  in  the  month  of  May  by  the  side  of  its 
dam.  They  pass  to  the  leeward  of  the  two  men,  until  all  of  a 
sudden  every  ear  is  cocked  at  full  tension,  every  nostril  is  chstended, 

HERD    OF    DEER    SWIMMING    IN    RED    INDIAN    LAKE. 

as  they  detect  that  strange  taint  of  the  air  w^hich  notilies  to  their 
keen  perception  the  presence  of  a  human  foe — although  yet  at  a 
great  distance  off.  A  momentary  pause  till  an  unmistakable 
whiff  convinces  the  most  dubious.  Instantly  with  a  sound  like 

the  charge  of  a  squadron  of  cavalry,  the  herd  is  off  at  a  rattling 
pace  with  their  white  scuts  erect  in  the  air.  After  two  or  three 
bounds  they  all  settle  into  a  long  swinging  trot.  Now  and  again 
they  turn  for  a  short  space,  apparently  to  convince  themselves 
that  the  danger  was  a  real  one. 

After  a  brief  interval  has  elapsed,  at  a  point  in  the  belt  of  spruces 
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in  front  the  boughs  sway  and  open,  and  there  steps  out  into  the 

open  an  immense  doe  with  white  neck  and  rump  and  bluish-grey 
sides,  followed  by  a  lordly  stag  carrying  a  grand  head.  These  two 
are  not  on  the  lead  commanded  by  the  rifle  of  the  sportsman,  and 
a  long  detour  is  necessary,  to  remove  all  risk  of  giving  the  animals 
a  whiff  of  wind. 

In  such  spaces  of  meadow  land,  recessed  between  mountain 

bastions,  '  the  winds  have  a  quare  way  of  blowin'  from  all  parts 
at  oncet ',  as  a  Newfoundland  hunter  once  remarked.  The  men 
are  clad  in  light  brown  suits  which  are  very  near  the  monotone  of 

A    HERD    OF    CARIBOU  :      REID  S    RAILWAY    IN    THE    FOREGROUND. 

colour  of  the  tawny  sun-scorched  shrubbery  and  fulvous  grasses. 
The  doe  walks  ahead  and  her  vigilance  compels  the  men  to  be  very 
slow  and  stealthy  in  their  advance.  The  great  ears  keep  working  ; 
her  nostrils  sniff  the  air  repeatedly  ;  her  eyes  seek  all  points  of 
the  compass  by  turns.  While  that  mood  lasts  the  men  remain 
as  utterly  moveless  as  the  boulders  on  the  shore  of  the  lake.  A 
deep  but  narrow  inlet  of  the  lake,  winding  in  half  circles  through 
the  meadow,  lies  directly  across  their  path.  Slowly  and  deliberately 
their  round  fat  bodies,  projecting  high  above  the  surface,  come 
over  the  water.  Their  great  splayed  hoofs  make  swimming  an 
easy   matter.     Each   limb   is   a   perfect   paddle.     Their  inevitable 
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ease  in  the  attempt  reminds  one  of  the  swimming  of  wild  fowl. 
The  doe  emerges  first  and  shakes  glittering  drops  from  her  sides, 
just  as  a  huge  Newfoundland  dog  might  do.  The  stag  does  the 
same,  but  the  weight  of  his  massive  horns  causes  him  to  stagger 
and  reel  in  a  comical  fashion,  as  if  he  had  almost  lost  his  balance. 

He  does  not  appear  to  have  quite  got  accustomed  to  the  twenty- 
eight  pounds  of  new  bone  on  his  forehead. 

'  These  are  northern  deer,  sir,'  says  one  of  the  men,  handing 
to  the  other  an  express  rifle.  '  Wait  till  you  can  take  him  behind 
the  shoulder,  sir.' 

Will  that  doe  never  relax  her  vigilance  ?  There  !  she  has  gi\-en 
the  alarm  and  is  off.  Her  indolent  lord  and  master  before  deigning 
to  follow  looks  round  to  satisfy  himself  that  there  is  cause  for 
flight. 

Suddenly  he  gives  a  start  which  shows  he  is  aware  that  some- 
thing is  undoubtedly  wrong. 

Nothing  can  be  finer  than  the  manner  of  a  large  stag  when 

excited  and  alarmed.  Ho\ve\'er  listless  he  may  appear  at  ordinary 
times,  he  then  seems  the  very  embodiment  of  strength  and  grace. 

Looking  truly  magnificent,  with  head  erect,  the  noble  creature 

pauses  broadside  to  the  foe.  A  cloud  has  been  drifting  across  the 

sun,  but  suddenly  breaking  away,  a  rift  of  yellow  sunlight  plays 
upon  the  brown  branching  antlers  in  all  their  proud  beauty.  That 

is  his  last  look  around  at  the  en\-ironment  of  awful  and  infinite 
grandeur  which  forms  the  background  to  the  drama.  Two  short 

sharp  reports  of  the  rifle  echo  among  the  hills  and  the  stately  caribou 
plunges  wildly  forward,  and  falling  full  length  in  the  blood-stained 
moss  soon  lies  dead  on  liis  native  barren. 



XX 

'  HELD    lip  '    BY    A    CARTROU    STACi 

ON  a  recent  shooting  trij),  far  away  in  the  interior  of  Newfound- 
land, I  had  an  attendant  guide  who  possessed  more  than  local 

fame.  He  was  the  hero  of  a  desperate  encounter  with  a  frenzied 
caribou  stag,  with  which  he  voluntarily  closed  in  b;ittle  armed 

only  with  a  hunting-knife.     The  story  is  worth  telling. 
At  the  end  of  the  rutting  season  occasional  stags  seem  to  forget 

that  they  were  ever  afraid  of  man,  and  become  really  dangerous 

should  the  hunter  allow  them  past  his  guard.  Such  reckless  char- 

acters are  known  as  '  musky  '  stags,  because  they  emit  from  a 
large  gland  a  very  pungent  and  offensive  exhalation  like  strong 
musk.  At  this  time  their  flesh  is  so  nauseating  as  to  be  perfectly 
uneatable.  They  roam  about  intermittently  uttering  a  short,  hoarse 
bellow  and  a  kind  of  snort  or  guttural  bark,  when  they  are  apt  to 

prove  troublesome  customers  enough  to  one  not  armed  with  a  rifle. 
Their  weapons  of  offence,  besides  the  formidable  antlers,  are 

their  wonderful  hoofs,  splayed  and  broad-spreading  at  all  times. 
In  the  autumn  the  hoof  becomes  edged  with  thin  layers  of  sharp 
horn  like  broken  oyster  shells,  a  wonderful  provision  of  Nature 
to  enable  the  animal  to  travel  securely  across  frozen  lakes  and  along 
the  edge  of  slippery  rock  precipices. 

It  was  the  afternoon  of  one  of  those  typical  autumn  days  when 

rays  of  sunshine,  darting  through  the  gaps  between  the  slowly 
driving  cloud  masses,  flood  the  scene  with  limpid  light,  while  next 
moment  woods  and  water  grow  grey  and  sombre,  and  big  drops  of 
rin  drum  heavily  on  the  bare  rocks  and  drench  the  bushes  with 
moisture.  Harry,  the  guide,  with  his  brother  Alfred,  had  been  out 
for  venison,  and  now^  burdened  with  heavy  loads  slung  over  their 
shoulders,  the  two  men  were  slowly  working  their  way  across  a 
circular  savannah,  from  the  edges  of  which  the  land  undulated 

away  in  a  succession  of  flinty  billows  towards  the  sky-line.  They 
were  making  for  one  of  the  large  lakes,  on  the  shores  of  which  was 

their  birch-bark  wigwam  and  the  little  craft  which  formed  their 
only  connecting  link  with  home  and  civilization. 

Suddenly  the  well-known  note  of  an  angry  '  musky  '  stag  reached 
the  practised  ear  of  Harry,  who  gave  the  customary  low  warning 
whistle  to  his  companion.  Both  sank  slowly  to  the  ground,  quickly 

disencumbered  themselves  of  their  burdens,  and  proceeded  to  exam- 

ine their  firearms.     On   came  the  stag  along  a  w'ell-broken  deer 
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'  lead  '  or  path  until  presently  he  stood  confronting  the  two  men — 
a  magnificent  animal,  snorting  with  rage,  pawing  up  the  stiff  soil 

until  showers  of  debris  fell  over  his  broad  brown  back.  He  pre- 
sented a  perfect  picture  of  evil  fury  incarnate. 

Harry  levelled  his  gun  at  the  heart  of  the  stag,  but  at  the  pres- 
sure of  the  trigger  there  came  no  report — only  the    snapping  of  the 

'BOTH    MEN    WERE    DRIVEN    TO    MAKE    A    HASTY    RETREAT.' 

percussion-cap.     The  powder  in  the  nipple  of  the  antiquated  weapon 
was  wet  from  contact  with  the  rain-laden  bushes. 

An  attempt  on  the  part  of  Alfred  to  finish  the  career  of  the  stag 

(>ndod  with  a  similar  fiasco.  Thereupon,  as  though  recognizing 
tiieir  helplessness,  the  enraged  afiimal  immediately  charged  home, 
so  that  both  men  were  driven  to  make  a  hasty  retreat.  Happily 

for  them  a  large  clump  of  '  tucking  bushes  '  offered  a  convenient, and  for  a  time  an  effective  shelter. 
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'  Tucking  bushes  '  are  peculiar  to  the  sub-Arctic  regions  of 
America.  They  are  simply  stunted  spruce  and  fir  trees,  and  are 
matted  together  so  compactly  as  to  sustain  the  weight  of  a  man,  who 
can  walk  uj)right  over  them  as  if  treading  on  the  shields  of  an 
unbroken  Greek  phalanx.  No  ray  of  sunlight  can  penetrate  their 
dark  recesses,  but  it  is  possible  for  a  man  to  crawl  about  among 
their  twisted  stems  and  obtain  shelter  from  some  driving  storm, 

or,  as  in  this  present  instance,  from  some  menacing  and  formidable 

antagonist.  1 

Over  the  interlaced  tops  of  the  shaggy  '  tucking  bushes  '  the 
bellowing  stag  strode  fiercely,  sinking  through  at  almost  every  step, 
and  vainly  seeking  to  get  within  striking  distance  of  the  intended 
victims  of  his  fury.  The  men,  after  awhile,  both  became  badly 

tangled  up  in  the  dense  cover.  Nothing  daunted,  however,  they 

essayed  to  pick  out  the  rain-saturated  powder  as  well  as  they  were 
able  from  the  nipples  of  the  gun  and  put  on  fresh  caps.  This 
done,  they  once  more  fired  at  the  stag,  but  the  weapons  again  failed 
to  explode. 

The  situation  of  the  two  hunters  now  became  desperate  in  the 

extreme.  Their  adversary,  by  his  keen  sense  of  scent,  could  easily 
discover  their  whereabouts,  although  they  were  hidden  among  the 
roots  of  the  bushes,  and  soon  it  seemed  inevitable  that  he  would 

stamp  out  their  lives  with  his  sharp  hoofs. 
Seeing  the  imminence  of  their  peril  they  established  a  mutual 

understanding  that,  whenever  the  stag  approached  closely  to  one 

of  the  men,  the  other  would  explode  a  percussion-cap,  where- 

upon the  enraged  beast  would  turn  his  attention  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  new  sound.  The  animal  was  thus  kept  going  to  and 

fro  like  a  shuttlecock  off  a  pair  of  racquets.  At  last,  however, 
having  exploded  all  their  caps,  the  desperate  men  felt  that  they  were 
drawing  towards  the  end  of  their  tether.     What  was  to  be  done  ? 

The  assaults  of  the  stag  were  continued  with  unabated  vigour, 
and  every  moment  the  brothers  expected  to  feel  his  hoofs  penetrating 
the  bushes  and  crushing  out  their  lives.  Presently  Alfred,  hard 

pressed  by  the  stag,  made  a  run  of  about  fifty  yards  to  a  juniper  tree 
in  the  open,  up  which  he  clambered  in  hot  haste.  This  tree  has 
fantastic  feathery  branches,  which,  at  a  little  distance,  give  it  an 
outhne  curiously  like  a  Chinese  pagoda  or  leaning  tower.  In  this 
instance  the  resemblance  was  heightened  by  the  fact  that  the  tree 
was  not  quite  upright,  but  leaned  over  at  a  noticeable  angle.  To 
the  horror  of  both  men,  as  Alfred  climbed  higher  to  avoid  the  blows 

from  the  forefeet  of  the  stag — delivered  with  lightning-like  rapidity 

^  It  is  a  curious  fact  that  the  main  stems  of  many  of  these  dwarfed 
trees,  upwards  of  thirty  years  old,  do  not  exceed  one  inch  in  diameter. 
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  the  slender  tree  began  to  slowly  bend  downwards  beneath  his 

weight  !  Inch  by  inch,  lower  and  lower,  the  tree  swayed  and  bent 

with  its  human  freight— slowly  down  towards  the  irate  animal, 

which  pounded  away  at  the  bark  just  below  tlie  unfortunate  guide. 

It  was  e\idently  only  a  question  of  a  few  moments,  when  the  man 

would  be  at  the  mercy  of   the  stag  ;    then   doubtless  he  would  be 

'THE    TREE    SWAYED    AND    BENT    WITH    ITS    HUMAN    FREIGHT. 

t(jrn  by  the  dagger-like  tines  of  the  spreading  antlers  and,  perhaps, 

pounded  out  of  all  resemblance  to  human  form  by  the  terrible  spla\-ed hoofs,  with  their  knife-Hke  edges. 

At  this  critical  moment  a  heroic  resolve  sent  Harry  out  mto  the 

open  to  wage  a  duel  to  the  death  with  the  fierce  animal— a  duel  in 

wliich  \ictory  meant  the  deHverance  of  his  brotlier  from  a  terrible 
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fate,  and  defeat  the  certain  destruction  of  both  of  them.  Quickly 

drawing  his  long  hunter's  knife  from  the  scabbard  which  hung  at  his 
leathern  belt,  he  advanced  boldly,  with  the  bright  steel  ghstening 
in  his  left  hand.  When  he  was  halfway  to  the  tree  the  caribou 
charged  down  upon  him  with  a  hoarse  bellowing  roar  dreadful  to 
hear.  Fortunately  the  hunter  was  practised  in  quick  movements, 
and  managed  to  dodge  the  first  deadly  rush.  Then  came  a  period 
during  which  man  and  beast  hovered  round  one  another,  fencing  for 
an  opening,  and  when  at  length  the  two  combatants  closed  the  man 

managed  to  hold  on  to  one  horn  with  his  right  hand,  while  he  endeav- 
oured to  stab  the  beast  in  the  neck  with  his  disengaged  arm.  The 

vast  strength  of  the  stag — at  this  season  of  the  year  in  the  prime 
of  condition  and  frenzied  with  rage — was  too  much  for  him,  however, 
and  he  was  thrown  to  the  ground,  falling  on  his  back  and  receiving 
some  nasty  thrusts  from  the  sharp  tines  of  the  brow  antlers.  But 
never  for  a  moment  did  he  relax  his  hold  on  the  horn  ;  and  at  this 

juncture  he  remembered  a  trick  he  had  learned  in  his  youth  for 
throwing  domestic  cattle.  With  his  right  hand  pulling  on  the  left 
horn  of  the  stag  he  twisted  the  nose  up  in  the  contrary  direction  with 

his  left,  thus  exerting  a  telling  leverage  on  the  animal's  neck. 
In  the  melee,  however,  his  knife  fell  to  the  ground,  leaving  him 

unarmed. 

His  brother,  who  had  been  watching  this  uneven  combat  with 

spellbound  interest,  now  pulled  himself  together,  dropped  from  the 

yielding  tree,  and,  after  recovering  the  hunting-knife,  ran  to  his  side. 
Locked  together  in  a  fearful  trial  of  strength,  man  and  stag,  striving 
desperately  for  the  mastery,  went  swaying  this  way  and  that,  until, 
with  one  supreme  effort,  Harry  sent  the  great  stag  down  on  his 
knees,  while  Alfred  kept  stabbing  away  in  the  vicinity  of  the  ribs, 
making  small  impression,  however,  the  blade  of  the  knife  not  being 
of  sufficient  length  to  reach  the  vital  organs.  Finally,  with  one 
desperate  drawing  cut,  he  passed  the  sharp  blade  across  the  throat, 
and  made  a  lunge  at  the  spine. 

These  last  strokes  decided  the  hitherto  doubtful  conflict  in  favour 

of  the  men.  The  great  beast  plunged  heavily  forward  on  the  blood- 
stained moss,  while  his  life  slowly  ebbed  away  in  a  red  stream,  and 

Harry,  breathless,  but  only  slightly  hurt,  rose  from  that  perilous 

battle-ground.  Never  had  hunter  been  in  more  imminent  danger. 

Never  was  man's  life  more  bravely  risked  for  another. 
After  an  interval,  in  order  to  recover  themselves  from  their 

exertions,  the  hunters  decapitated  their  late  enemy.  It  was  a 

magnificent  head,  with  forty-two  points,  and  after  adding  the 
trophy  to  their  load  they  set  out  for  their  camp  once  more,  and  this 
time  reached  it  in  safety. 
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The  two  men  are  not  altogether  hunters  ;  they  spend  part  of 
their  time  fishing  on  the  deep,  and  part  in  cultivating  a  Httle 

clearing  by  courtesy  called  a  farm.  However,  they  often  hire  their 

services  in  the  fine  autumn  weather  to  sportsmen  for  a  few  weeks  in 

the  wilds,  and  after  hunting  hours  in  the  field  are  over,  when  at 

'A    FEARFUL    TRIAL )1-     MKL.NulH. 

length  the  welcome  pipe  is  enjoyed  at  the  camp  fire,  the  story  of  how 

Harry  defeated  the  '  musky  '  stag  is  often  called  for,  while  in  all 
the  settlements  his  name  is  honoured.  A  pleasant  smile  greets 

him  from  the  village  lasses,  and  once  in  a  while  a  mother,  hoping 

for  similar  courage  in  her  offspring,  will  name  some  pink  lump  of 

humanity  after  the  hero  of  the  caribou  plains. 
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A  BLACK  BEAR  HUNT 

THE  log  fire  burnt  cheerily,  shooting  aloft  showers  of  red  sparks 
into  the  velvety  darkness  of  the  summer  night,  lighting  up 

the  slanting  tops  of  the  pines  and  the  black  arrow-heads  of  the 
fir  trees  which  girthed  the  forest  camp.  The  flames,  as  they  greedily 

fed  into  the  centres  of  the  great  rock-maple  trunks,  hissed  and 
crackled,  throwing  dancing  discs  of  light  over,  the  coarse  masses  of 
shaggy  black  hair  and  the  tawny  faces  of  my  two  Indian  hunters, 
Noel  (Christmas)  and  Nicola  Glode  (Cloud),  as  they  sleepily  watched 
the  wreaths  of  blue  smoke  curling  upwards  from  their  pipes,  and 
assumed  that  grave  impressive  inscrutable  pose  of  countenance 
which  is  characteristic  of  the  North  American  Indian  in  his  attitude 

of  ease  wherever  you  find  him. 
Bounded  abruptly  on  all  sides  but  the  river  by  the  naked  stems 

of  the  forest,  our  camp  was  pitched  in  a  clearing  on  a  point  of  land 

jutting  out  into  a  famous  trout  pool  known  as  the  Devil's  Elbow, 
where,  deep  in  the  innermost  recesses  of  the  backwoods,  the  impetu- 

ous Nepisiquit,  most  enchanting  of  all  the  woodland  streams 
of  New  Brunswick,  hushes  its  brawling  for  a  brief  space  and  gro\\s 

calm  in  an  oily  sheet  of  sable  foam-flecked  still-water.  Stern 
and  savage,  yet  lovely  in  its  wild  wayward  grace,  there  stretched 
around  us  on  every  hand  the  unbroken  wilderness  which  covers 

the  whole  of  the  central  portion  of  northern  New  Brunswick,  attain- 
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ing  to  a  diameter  of  upwards  of  a  hundred  miles.  It  is  a  tract 
covered  in  large  areas  by  dark  evergreen  forests  and  mossy  cedar 
swamps.  It  is  broken  by  many  shallow  lakes  with  broad  margins 

of  low-lying  marshes  covered  with  a  dense  growth  of  cotton  grass, 
rushes,  sphagnum,  Indian  cup  and  arrow-head,  frequently  scored 
by  a  network  of  deeply  worn  deer-paths.  In  the  more  elevated 
portions  there  often  occur  many  level  savannah-like  stretches  of 
tableland  crowded  with  luxuriant  bracken,  kalmia,  and  berry- 
bearing  bushes. 

house-l;oat.     a  sroi'   10  ueeu  luii  horsks. 

Sometimes  these  dry  upland  plains  assume  curious  terrace-like 
forms  hemmed  in  on  parallel  sides  by  naked  ridges  of  precipitous 
rock,  while  from  the  other  extremities  the  woods  gently  slope 

away  to  other  bench-like  plateaus  of  similar  character. 
This  tract  is  further  varied  by  open  spaces  vast  and  drear,  known 

as  the  '  burnt  barrens  ',  exceedingly  wild  and  desolate,  where  the 
travelling  is  painfully  tedious,  and  the  barren  aridity  is  such  as  is 
scarcely  ever  seen  equalled  elsewhere.  Here  some  forgotten  lire 

has  once  ravaged  the  evergreen  forest.  Spectre-like  the  gaunt 
white  skeleton  stems  of  once  noble  pines  and  hemlocks  stand  some- 

times singly  and  sometimes  in  groups,  at  every  variety  of  angle, 
often  leaning  and  creaking  against  their  comrades,  their  ruin  adding  a 
fresh  touch  of  melancholy  to  the  scene  such  as  the  sight  of  wreckage 

sometimes  lends  to  the  sea.  There  are  yet  other  fire-swept  spaces 
wliere,  as  if  still  cowering  under  the  hot  breath  of  the  llames,  the 
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earth  seems  powerless  to  reclothe  her  nakedness  save  in  tattered 
shreds  and  patches  of  dwarf  scrub. 

Tlic  liunter  })ursnmg  liis  game  in  these  wilds  often  chinbs  to 

the  naked  summit  of  one  of  those  sugar-loaf  mountains,  bare 
flattened  domes  of  rock,  which  occur  as  they  do  in  the  Maine  forests 
at  frequent  intervals.  From  such  a  })oint  of  vantage  he  drinks  in  a 
glorious  wild  view  of  forest  and  lake.  The  bare  hills  which  undulate 

below  him  look  hke  a  tossing  ocean  suddenly  stilled.  The  valleys 
which  divide  them  are  seen  to  be  overlaced  with  the  silver  courses 

of  innumerable  brooks,  some  of  which,  reaching  back  into  solitudes 
seldom  trodden  even  by  the  lonely  trapper,  attain  to  considerable 
volume,  and  at  length  swell  into  ample  rivers.  Another  view 

shows  one  vast  canopy  of  the  mingled  light  and  dark-green  foliage 
of  evergreen  and  hardwood  forest,  where  the  eye  vainly  essays  to 
trace  the  forms  of  individual  trees. 

This  broad  tract  of  primeval  untamed  nature  rejoices  the  heart 
of  the  trapper  by  its  unlimited  possibilities  of  fur,  and  is  dear  to 
the  sportsman  who,  seeking  the  coveted  trophies  of  the  hunt  now 
and  again,  here  attains  the  ne  plus  ultra  of  his  wishes. 

It  is  the  natural  home  of  the  giant  moose,  roaming  the  undis- 
puted monarch  of  his  giant  demesne,  wading  the  shallow  tarns  and 

the  cedar  swamps  on  giraffe-like  stilted  legs,  with  long  prehensile 

tapir-hke  hp  cropping  the  tender  tops  of  the  young  deciduous 

trees  ;  '  yarding  '  in  the  winter  time  on  the  more  sheltered  hill- 
sides. Here  also  roam  bands  of  that  most  ancient  type  of  deer, 

the  robust,  thick-legged  caribou,  capable  of  sustaining  hfe  upon 
glacial  wastes  on  bitter  lichens  and  sour  mosses  ;  crossing  the 

winter  snow-drifts  and  frozen  lakes  by  means  of  the  wide-spreading, 
hair-cushioned  foot  furnished  with  curious  shell-like  cutting  edges, 
which  is  the  beautiful  Arctic  adaptation  to  the  rugged  country 
over  which  they  roam.  Here  in  a  few  sheltered  valleys  feed  small 
companies  of  the  red  or  Virginia  deer,  creatures  as  delicate  in 
appearance  as  the  fallow  deer,  as  slender  and  graceful  in  limb  and 

head,  but  still  able  to  thrive  in  spite  of  their  stern  winter  environ- 
ment. 

That  most  weird  of  the  many  discordant  notes  of  the  northern 

wilderness — the  night  howling  of  the  big  grey  wolf,  until  recently 
here  mingled  with  the  eerie  hootings  of  the  owl  and  the  wild  demoniac 
laughter  of  the  loon.  This  most  fierce  enemy  of  the  calves  of  the 
great  deer,  however,  has  of  late  quietly  slipped  out  of  this  region  ; 
not  becoming  extinct  by  the  hand  of  man,  but  by  that  noiseless 
way  which  wild  animals  have  of  fading  out  of  sight,  ever  retiring 
into  deeper  solitudes  as  their  haunts  become  encroached  upon  and 
breeding  grounds  disturbed. 
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While  the  wolf  has  disappeared  the  black  bear  is  as  abundant 
as  ever  in  this  region.  The  sequestered  feeding  grounds  which 
it  affords,  alternating  with  inaccessible  mountain  fastnesses,  are 
exactly  adapted  to  the  secluded  habits  of  this  stealthy  animal. 
In  Europe,  on  the  other  hand,  it  is  curious  to  note  that  the  wolf 
has  outlasted  bruin  everywhere. 

Even  where  bears  are  fairly  numerous  there  is  only  one  season 
of  the  year  when  they  can  be  hunted  with  the  sure  prospect  of 
success.  This  falls  in  the  early  autumn,  when  vast  quantities  of 

ripe  berries,  particularly  the  huckleberry  and  blueberry,  have  come 
to  their  maturity.  The  saccharine  juices  of  these  wild  fruits  furnish 
the  supply  of  fat  requisite  for  the  long  winter  hibernation. 

THE    WHITE-TAILED    VIRGINIA    DEER,    A    FREQUENT    VICTIM    OF    THE    BLACK    BEAR. 

(Photo  by  Jame;  Turnbidl.)^ 

In  such  broad  open  spaces  as  are  found  along  the  upper  reaches 
of  the  Nepisiquit  River,  also  upon  the  bare  hills  hemming  in  the 
basin  of  the  Patapedia,  a  tributary  of  the  Restigouche,  in  the 
province  of  Quebec,  successful  stalking  is  at  this  season  only  a 
matter  of  wariness  and  skill.  The  usually  sly  and  sneaking  fellows 

boldly  come  out  into  the  open  for  three  or  four  hours  after  sun- 
rise and  throughout  all  the  late  afternoon  and  evening,  in  order 

to  feed  greedily  on  the  delicious  wild  fruits  there  found  in 
astonishing  abundance. 

When  not  engaged  in  feeding  they  frequent  the  long  narrow 
damp  mossy  ravines   which  are  often  found   abutting  the  river. 
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Sonietiines,  liowever,  they  conceal  themselves  in  the  watercourses 

which  descend  from  the  forest  into  the  open,  forming  with  their 
steeply  wooded  sides  a  sort  of  covered  way.  A  peculiarly  sofl 
subdued  light  i)ervades  these  coverts,  which  are  usually  composed 
of  dense  copses  of  black  spruce  mingled  with  cedar  and  hemlock. 

Where  the  deep  cool  verdure  of  the  sponge-Hke  sphagnum  bathes 
the  tree  roots  with  its  chilhng  moisture  the  bear  loves  to  make 
his  lair.  Here,  fringed  with  luxuriant  masses  of  cinnamon  and 
royal  ferns,  he  sleeps  throughout  the  heated  hours  of  the  day. 

The  sportsman  does  not  often  see  him,  it  is  true,  in  such  a  lurking- 
place,  though  he  often  puts  him  out,  leaving  behind  him  a  rank 
and  strongly  offensive  smell.  It  is  truly  astonishing  when  disturbed 
witli  what  silence  and  celerity  he  manages  his  retreat,  seldom 
allowing  of  a  chance  to  cover  him  even  with  the  rifle  held  at  the 
ready. 

Wherever  fores'^  fires  have  recently  spread — and  it  must  be 
said  that  they  keep  recurring  with  astonishing  and  regrettable 

frequency — a  plentiful  berry  growth,  irresistible  to  bruin,  soon 
follows.  Hence  hunters  often  set  fire  to  the  bush,  while  lightning 
in  seasons  of  special  drought  effects  the  same  end  by  an  operation 
of  nature. 

It  was  the  last  day  of  August  when  we  pitched  our  first  camp  at 

Devil's  Elbow.  On  the  previous  day  a  sharp  thunderstorm  had 
cleared  a  sultry  atmosphere,  and  now  a  chill  nor'-wester  came 
sweeping  down  the  river,  while  heavy  driving  clouds  occasionally 

threw  dark  shadows  on  the  river  of  the  hue  of  steel.  But  j-esterday 

summer  was  supreme  ;  to-day  saw  autumn's  reign  established — a 
revolution  in  a  single  night. 

We  were  very  luckily  the  first  hunting-party  '  up  river  ',  so  that 
as  yet  none  of  the  haunts  of  the  big  game  had  been  disturbed. 

On  either  bank  of  the  pool  ran  a  well-defined  '  animal  path  ', 
while  many  freshly  torn  limbs  of  the  choke-cherry  tree,  cranberry, 

and  '  Kinni-kinich,'  or  wild  willow,  betrayed  the  recent  presence 
of  feeding  bears.  The  latter  tree  yields  a  white  acrid  fruit  very 
much  esteemed  by  bruin.  The  heavy  animal  well  knows  that  the 
slender  limbs  of  these  fruit  trees  will  not  support  his  weight,  so 

he  climbs  the  trunk  and  tears  down  the  small  fruit-bearing  limbs 
within  reach  by  means  of  his  great  curved  claws. 

It  was  immediately  decided  to  leave  the  heavy  camp  equip- 
ment and  take  the  lightened  birch-bark  canoe  up  to  the  three 

magnificent  Nepisiquit  lakes  which  feed  the  river  at  its  source, 
then  drop  silently  down  stream  on  some  quiet  evening  after  the 
wind  had  died  away,  in  order  to  surj:»rise  unwary  bears  during 
their  usual  feeding  hours.. 
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Accordingly,  in  the  red  afterglow  of  a  lovely  evening,  we  started 

up  stream,  with  Xoel  at  the  stern  armed  with  spike-pole,  from 
which  the  noise-making  steel  shoe  had  been  removed,  while  Nicola 
took  his  station  at  the  bow  and  kept  a  sharp  lookout  for  game. 

Give  me  an  Indian  hunter  for  such  a  trip  as  this.  The  red  man 

with  his  birch-bark  canoe  is  as  much  an  integral  part  of  this  northern 
wilderness  as  the  black  bear  itself.  After  he  has  succumbed  to  that 

strange  sickness  which  civilization  has  brought  on  his  race,  the 
rivers  and  forests  will  scarcely  seem  the  same. 

Few  persons  know  how  beautiful  and  delicate  a  craft  the  canoe 
is.  It  is  made  only  by  the  Indian.  In  that  the  white  man  has 
never  equalled  him. 

Of  all  the  modes  of  locomotion  a  wilderness  hunter  can  make 

choice  of,  far  and  away  the  most  delicious  is  travelling  b}-  canoe. 
It  is  marvellous  with  what  untiring  energy  and  skill  the  Indians 

mount  the  long  impetuous  rapids.  When  quiet  '  steadies  '  are 
reached  the  hght  barque  rushes  along  with  an  exhilarating  buoyant 
motion  driven  by  the  paddles  through  the  pure  cool  waters.  The 
rare  scent  of  wild  flowers  and  resinous  pine  odours  perfume  the  air. 
Here  the  river  broadens  out  into  shallow  reaches  pouring  over 

glassy  ledges.     Now   and   then   the   canoe   seems   to   liave   scaled 
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triumphantly  the  green  side  of  some  waterspout.  Daily  before 

the  onward  path  callow  broods  of  trout-eating  mergansers  or  shell 
ducks  beat  the  water  into  yeast  as  they  flee  along  the  surface,  as  if 

Justice  were  pursuing  them  for  the  murder  of  untold  innocents, 
while  big  drab  herons  flap  lazily  in  advance  as  rounding  the  points 
new  vistas  are  opened  up,  or  with  a  harsh  cry  black  duck  disturbed 
by  our  presence  rise  from  the  reeds  on  the  wing. 

At  one  time  the  stream  is  like  a  narrow  canal  moving  with  smooth 

yet  swift  current  between  high  sombre  walls  of  spruce  and  hemlock. 
Soon  a  rampart  of  rock  bastions  seems  to  stretch  clear  across  stream 
from  bank  to  bank,  till  a  narrow  defile  splits  the  steep  Laurentian 
rocks  into  a  gorge  through  which  the  river  roars  and  rages  in  white 
fury.  Sometimes  it  happens  that  even  the  skilful  efforts  of  the 
Indians  fail  to  overcome  a  rapid  where  hissing  waters  chafe  the 

base  of  some  precipitous  hillside.  There  a  portage  becomes  neces- 
sary ;  but  one  hardly  regrets  relaxing  stiff  limbs  along  the  stragghng 

portage  path  for  a  brief  interval. 
Late  on  the  third  day  we  came  to  a  round  lake  encircled  with 

a  fine  growth  of  deciduous  trees,  having  for  a  background  an  amphi- 
theatre of  rorriantic  hills.  Here  is  the  lovely  cradle  of  the  Nepisiquit 

River.  Wading  the  shallows  of  the  lake  a  moose  bull,  cow,  and 
April  calf  were  surprised  while  busily  feeding  on  the  roots  of  the 
yellow  lily.  Doubtless  they  had  sought  the  water  to  evade  the 
clouds  of  flies  which  were  in  this  vicinity  a  plague  of  full  Egyptian 

quality.  The  gambols  of  the  calf  were  highly  amusing.  When 
making  off,  at  times  apparently  fatigued  by  the  swimming,  it 
rested  its  forelegs  on  the  hindquarters  of  its  dam.  On  reaching 
the  shore  it  flung  up  its  heels  like  a  colt,  and  for  many  moments 
after  the  others  had  disappeared  in  the  bush  it  remained  boldly 

staring  at  us,  as  if  wondering  what  its  seniors  saw  in  such  insignifi- 
cant-looking bipeds  to  be  alarmed  about. 

It  was  a  serene  evening  as  the  light  bark  canoe  came  gliding 

down  over  alternate  '  steadies  '  and  '  rattles  ',  skilfully  guided  by 
occasional  silent  touch  of  the  paddle,  while  I  kept  a  sharp  look- 

out in  the  bow.  '  Never  seed  so  much  "  works,"  '  whispers  Noel,  as 
we  survey  a  grove  of  cherries  showing  clean  white  wood  torn  by  the 
early  morning  feeding.  Mile  after  mile  we  slip  pleasantly  down 
stream,  now  among  an  archipelago  of  lovely  little  islands,  splitting 
the  fretted  stream  into  a  dozen  branches  rippling  shallow  over  golden 

pebbles  ;  now  apparently  in  a  lake  hemmed  in  by  tree-covered 
banks  ;  while  far  in  the  background  the  silhouette  of  a  blue  sierra 
of  cloudlike  mountains  is  printed  against  the  roseate  evening  sky. 

At  last  a  low  whistle  from  Noel  warns  me  that  he  has  seen 

game.     Ah  !  there  is  a  rusthng  among  the  branches — then  a  tran- 
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sient  glimpse  of  some  black  object,  but  no  certain  target.  The 

canoe  is  held  as  steady  as  a  rock  with  the  spike-pole  pressed  to 
the  river  bed.  The  wind  is  all  right  :  nothing  is  required  but 
patience.  Soon  a  cherry  tree  shakes  violently.  In  another  instant 
a  tawny  snout  emerges  from  the  thicket,  followed  by  the  upper 
half  of  a  slowly  climbing  lustrous  black  body.  The  report  of  my  rifle 
is  instantly  followed  by  that  peculiar  soft  thud  which  always  indicates 
a  deadly  shot.  Then  is  heard  a  ponderous  flop.  My  first  bear  is 
bagged,  and  is  wildly  thrashing  the  bush  in  its  death  struggles. 
Two  other  snouts  appear  for  a  moment  only  above  the  tangle  of 
brushwood,  but  abruptly  vanish.  My  quarry  proves  to  be  a  female, 
and  the  couple  which  escaped  were  doubtless  her  yearling  cubs. 

More  sporting  work  than  this  stealthy  mode  of  hunting  is  a 

day's  stalking  on  the  slopes  of  the  mountain  several  miles  back 
of  the  river.  Here  a  circular  range  of  bare  hills  encloses  in  a  cuplike 
setting  a  meadow,  for  the  existence  of  which  beavers  are  responsible, 
through  which  Portage  Brook  slowly  winds  in  a  circuitous  course. 
Bears  are  sure  to  be  found  feeding  at  this  season,  as  the  surrounding 
hills  are  well  covered  with  wild  fruits.  This  noted  haunt  we  lost  no 

time  in  making  for.  Landing  at  Blue  Ledge,  the  canoe  is  beached 
and  turned  bottom  upwards  on  the  bank.  Each  man  carries  a 
pack  containing  rations  for  three  days  and  a  single  blanket.     A 
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direct  line  is  taken  across  country,  the  scene  growing  wilder  and 
wilder  as  we  advance.  Through  tangled  and  obdurate  masses  of 

timber,  up  the  sides  of  thickly  wooded  declivities,  across  fire-scarred 
stretches,  after  several  hours  of  tedious  travelling  we  emerge  on 

the  bare  top  of  a  dome-shaped  rock-bestrewn  height  commanding 
every  portion  of  an  extensive  open  plateau.  Caribou  are  sighted 
in  the  distance,  and  a  lordly  moose  bull  observed  coming  down 
to  a  beaver  pond  to  drink  ;  but  the  season  for  hunting  this  game 
has  not  yet  opened.  Here  are  patches  purple  with  berries.  There 
could  not  be  a  more  likely  place  for  bears.  We  were,  therefore, 

hardly  surprised  when  a  careful  inspection  with  field-glasses  showed 
a  moving  black  spot,  probably  at  the  distance  of  a  mile.  It  is  easy 
to  lessen  .the  intervening  distance  at  first,  but  as  we  draw  nearer 
caution  is  required.  The  chance  comes  when  the  bear  lowers  his 

head,  snapping  this  side  and  that  at  the  fruit  which  hangs  like 
miniature  clusters  of  grapes.  It  is  easy  to  take  cover  when  he 
moves  and  stares  about  him  with  his  shifty  piglike  eyes.  At  last 
an  approach  is  made  within  eighty  yards.  A  shot  is  fired  and 
goes  home.  Then  another,  aimed  too  high,  sputters  on  a  rock 

immediately  in  front  of  the  now  well-frightened  creature.  He 
takes  it  for  an  enemy  in  front,  and  comes  loping  heavily  along 
right  towards  us.  Should  we  pass  within  reach,  he  would  doubtless 

aim  a  heavy  blow  with  his  fore-paw  which  it  would  be  highly  unde- 
sirable to  receive.  He  is  such  a  ball  of  fat  from  excessive  feeding 

that  he  wheezes  and  whines  as  he  comes  on.  Now  is  the  chance  ! 

There  is  a  white  spot  on  the  breast — a  most  excellent  bull's-eye.  A 
bullet  stops  his  career,  yet  he  has  marvellous  vitality,  for  it  requires 
another  in  the  head  to  finish  him.  He  is  a  fine  specimen,  and 
measures  nearly  six  feet  from  the  stump  of  the  tail  to  the  nose 
extremity.  One  huge  canine  tooth  is  broken  off  short,  no  doubt 
by  the  habit  of  biting  at  trees  in  the  spring,  to  which  the  animals 

are  unaccountably  addicted. ^ 
Noel  speedily  divested  the  game  of  his  black  coat  \\ith  almost 

as  little  difficulty  as  he  would  remove  his  own  jacket.  He  then 
cut  up  the  choicest  parts  of  the  meat  into  small  pieces,  folded  the 
bearskin  neatly  with  the  pieces  within,  and  afterwards  tied  the 
whole  with  bands  of  withrod  (viburnum),  and  with  the  same  bands 

secured  it  across  his  shoulders  as  a  pacl'C,  leaving  the  arms  free 
for  action,  according  to  Indian  custom. 

^  The  male  bear  in  the  rutting  season  has  the  habit  of  rising  on  his 
hind  legs,  biting  and  sticking  his  claws  into  the  bark  of  the  balsam  fir, 

like  a  cat  against  a  table  leg,  at  the  same  time  snarling,  growling,  and  foam- 
ing at  the  mouth.  He  seems  to  take  delight  in  placing  his  mark  high  enough 

up  on  the  trunk  to  distance  all  competitors. 
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That  night  we  made  a  modest  camp  in  a  well-wooded  brook 
valley  which  bore  many  signs  of  being  in  present  use  as  bear  cover. 

Next  morning  we  took  up  our  march  for  a  mountainous  district 
a  few  miles  distant.  Here,  where  the  woods  fell  away  for  a  little 
space  on  the  side  of  a  steep  mountain  slope,  two  bears  were  made 
out  in  the  act  of  feeding.  It  was  not  as  easy  as  it  appeared  to 
get  at  them,  however,  as  the  way  to  them  led  through  a  densely 
wooded  ravine  where  one  could  easily  lose  his  general  direction.  To 
obviate  this  difficulty,  we  stood  Nicola,  the  younger  Indian,  on  a 

A    VETERAN    MICMAC    BEAR    HUNTER    WITH    HIS    SQUAW    AND    DAUGHTER. 

commanding  spur  of  rock,  and  instructed  him  to  make  signals  by 
waving  his  arm  when  we  came  out  at  the  lower  extremity  of  the 
open  patch.  This  answered  admirably.  Guided  by  his  directions, 
I  approached  within  sixty  yards  of  the  two  animals  roaming  slowly 
towards  me  along  a  caribou  path.  I  fixed  my  attention  on  the  leader 

while  I  dropped  out  of  view  between  tw^o  huge  boulders  among  a 
mass  of  prickly  evergreen  tresses  of  the  creeping  ground  juniper.  I 
had  time  to  watch  him  closely.  He  had  a  peculiarly  arched  profile, 
singular  tawny  spots  of  hair  on  his  shoulders,  his  coat  otherwise 
E.C  N 
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jet  black  and  in  good  condition  ;  a  large  diamond-shaped  white  spot 
in  the  centre  of  his  breast.  He  snapped  his  jaws  testily  at  times, 

revealing  his  large  w^hite  teeth.  He  kept  turning  his  tawny  muzzle 
in  ceaseless  circles,  then  for  a  few  seconds  at  a  time  would  sit  up 
on  his  haunches  gathering  in  with  his  hairy  paws  the  berries  he 

loved,  while  muttering  from  time  to  time  a  low  whimpering  grow'l. 
When  he  had  arrived  within  ten  yards  of  my  position  I  stepped 
out  and  confronted  him.  Never  have  I  seen  such  a  look  of  sur- 

prise in  any  animal  before — or  since.  Suddenly,  however,  into 
the  eyes  there  gleamed  an  expression  of  uncompromising  ferocity 
which  was  frank  and  unmistakable.  He  kept  striking  his  teeth 

together  viciously.  I  covered  with  the  foresight  of  my  rifle  the 
white  spot  at  the  centre  of  the  breast,  then  as  I  fired  I  saw  the 
creature  reel  under  the  blow  and  roll  helplessly  down  the  steep 
hillside.  Strange  to  say,  life  was  not  extinct,  and  I  had  to  thwart 
a  desperate  effort  at  escape  by  two  more  bullets  before  all  was 
over  with  him.  In  the  excitement  of  the  melee  I  had  not  noticed 
what  had  become  of  the  other  bear. 

One  day  w^e  emerged  into  the  open  sunshine  on  a  broad 

meadow  cut  up  with  tracks  like  a  cattle  '  corral'.  Here  beavers 
have  formed  their  marvellous  dams  and  dome-shaped  houses 
in  three  or  four  very  respectable  lakes,  for  the  existence  of 
which  their  labours  are  responsible.  When  the  last  beaver 

lake  is  passed  a  ribbon-like  meadow  is  gained,  of  bright  green 
reeds  and  rushes  wdnding  up  among  lofty  hills,  some  of 
which  are  covered  by  a  pretty  patchwork  of  light  and  dark 
green  foliage,  according  as  birch  or  fir  predominate  ;  others  are 

bare  enough  to  admit  of  careful  inspection  with  the  field-glass. 
As  the  hills  enclose  the  valley  in  a  basin-like  setting.  Nature  has 
seemingly  prepared  the  arena  with  a  view  to  scientific  stalking. 

On  the  tallest  mountain,  dome-shaped,  behind  which  flames  the 
sun  sinking  to  the  horizon,  two  black  bears  are  plainly  visible 
through  the  glasses.  Somehow  they  had  killed  a  caribou  between 

them,  and  were  gloating  over  their  feast.  How  moments  seem- 
ingly lengthened  to  hours  as  the  largest  left  his  companion  and 

marched  in  our  direction,  where  we  stood  waiting  on  the  declivity  j 
of  the  opposite  mountain  for  the  favourable  moment  to  make 
our  attack !  What  a  depressing  situation  when  he  was  heard 

to  pass,  with  occasional  snappings  of  dry  limbs,  invisible  in  the 

thick  covert,  and  yet  within  a  few  yards  from  where  w-e  stood 
at  arms !  Fortune,  however,  recompensed  this  discomfiture, 

for  as  we  made  our  breathless  charge,  whenever  w^e  emerged  from 
thick  places  and  obtained  a  view  w^e  saw  the  other,  though  at 
intervals   disappearing,    ever   returning    to    the    bare     rocks     that 
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crowned  the  summit  of  the  height.  At  last,  after  a  stiff  cHmb, 
often  over  precarious  footing  of  loose  rocks,  a  halt  was  called  at 
a  caribou  path  in  order  to  recover  some  of  our  fugitive  breath 
before  the  encounter  which  we  now  knew  was  fated.  When  our 

quarry  was  finally  sighted  he  showed  signs  of  such  alertness  and 
observation  that  a  nearer  advance  had  .to  be  made  with  extreme 

caution.  Whenever  he  raised  his  head  it  became  necessary  to 

stiffen  into  the  rigidity  of  graven  images.  .  When  he  recommenced 

his  hog-like  feeding  an  advance  could  be  made  swiftly  and  boldly. 

In  this  manner  an  approach  was  made  within  eighty  yards'  dis- 
tance, when  a  deliberate  shot  gave  him  a  severe  wound  that  was 

SUNDAY    IN    CAMP. 

not  fatal.  He  circled,  and  then  came  on  straight  towards  us.  It 
was  impossible  to  decide  if  he  was  charging,  or  if  he  was  making 
a  blind  rush.  At  about  forty  yards  another  shot  dropped  him, 
but,  pulling  himself  together,  he  came  on  again,  to  fall  dead  within 
a  few  feet,  shot  through  the  brain.  This  seems  to  be  the  only 
shot  that  will  finish  a  bear  straight  and  lay  him  out  ;  the  body 
can  be  pierced  over  and  over  without  stopping  his  career. 

It  will  be  seen  by  these  easily  won  victories  that  the  bear  is 
not  difficult  to  hunt  at  the  season  of  the  year  when  he  is  greedily 

feeding  and  laying  in  stores  of  fat  for  his  subsistence  during  winter. 
His  voracious  habits  render  him  comparatively  mild  and  sluggish 
at  this  period,   though  after  he  awakens  from  his  sleep  in  March, 
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in  a  lean  and  hungry  condition,  he  often  gives  evidence  of  a  short 
temper,  and  occasionally  adopts  that  simple  rule  of  warfare,  to 

'  go  for  an  enemy  on  sight '. 
I  It  may  hence  be  readily  understood  how  some  make  out  the 
black  bear  a  dangerous  animal,  while  others  brand  him  as  the 
most  arrant  of  cowards.  This  is  only  one  of  many  instances 

where  seemingly  inexplicable  differences  in  observers'  accounts 
may  be  reconciled  by  allowing  for  variations  in  the  character 
of  the  animal  at  different  seasons  of  the  year.  A  desperately 
wounded  bear,  however,  it  is  always  well  to  avoid  at  close  quarters. 
Not  long  ago  a  couple  of  farmers  had  been  worrying  a  bear  all 
day,  which,  mortally  wounded,  had  retreated  to  a  deep  ravine  in 
order  to  hide  from  his  enemies.  The  foremost  man,  armed  only 
with  an  axe,  thinking  to  make  an  easy  prey  of  the  creature,  extended 
on  the  ground  and  bleeding  profusely  from  the  mouth,  aimed 
a  blow  which  the  bear  quickly  parried.  It  then  closed  with  the 
aggressor.  After  a  terrible  struggle  both  bear  and  man  feU  dead, 
and  were  afterwards  borne  away  from  the  steep  ravine  on  the 
same  rude  barrow  of  branches. 

When,  seated  about  the  camp  fire,  the  pipes  are  lit — and  there 

are  no  such  pipes  smoked  elsewhere — tales  go  round  of  bruin's 
cunning    and    stratagems.     The    Indians,    usually    taciturn,    begin 
to  unbend  in  stories  of  their  craft.     There  is  no  doubt  that  the 

weird  hibernation  of  '  mooin  ',  as  they  call  the  bear,   appeals  in    > 
a  greater  degree  to  their  sense  of  awe  than  the  furtive  ways  of   \ 
any  other  of  the  furry  folk  of  the  forest.     Mooin  grows  very  sleepy 
early  in  the  month  of  November,  and  withdraws  from  a  cold  world  , 
into  the  undisturbed  seclusion  of  a  winter  den. 

While  the  moose  is  tramping  defiantly  round  his  storm-swept 

yard,  and  the  caribou  is  '  toughing  it  out  '  on  the  windy  plains, 
digging  for  his  dinner  with  his  great  splayed  hoofs  down  through 
a  dense  sheet  of  snow  to  the  crisp  grey  lichens  beneath  ;  while 

the  beaver's  citadel  is  beleaguered  with  thick-ribbed  ice  ;  while 
the  gaunt  lynx,  made  reckless  by  famine,  leaves  the  wintry  forest 
and  prowls  even  in  daytime  in  the  dangerous  precincts  of  the 
farmyard,  there  is  your  philosopher  mooin  snugly  curled  up  on  a,; 

well-prepared  bed  of  withered  leaves,  dry  ferns,  and  grasses.  King- 

doms may  crumble,  wars  and  carnage  may  con\-ulse  the  civilized 
world,  but  the  echo  of  man's  strife  reaches  not  his  cave  deep  buried 
on  the  mountain  slope.  The  warmth  necessary  to  his  existence 
is  supplied  by  his  own  fat.  Each  day  he  draws  a  small  cheque  on 

his  reserve  fund  of  '  bear's  grease  ',  rich  in  carbon.  By  dint  of 
suspended  activity  and  undisturbed  sleep  this  will  support  life 
until  the  spring  thaws  set  him  free,  to  go  forth  gaunt  and  haggard 
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it  is  true,  yet  strung  and  agile,  to  draw  out  fish  in  the  warm  shallows 

with  his  great  hairy  paws,  or  break  up  decayed  tree-stumps  and 
feed  on  swarming  colonies  of  black  ants,  or  otherwise  forage  for 
a  living. 

By  no  means  the  least  of  Nature's  many  mysteries  is  this 
marvellous  hibernating  habit.  Birds  have  learned  to  evade  the 
severities  of  winter  by  migrating  to  sunny  climes  ;  the  bear  has 

discovered  a  different  method  of  sur\-iving  when  the  wilderness 
fruits  are  exhausted,  and  the  ground,  rigid  with  frosts,  is  wrapped 
about  his  favourite  roots.  Instead  of  starving  he  sleeps,  and 
that  on  a  scale  only  usual  in  fairy  tales.  The  fires  of  life  are 

banked  and  all  the  vital  processes  almost  at  a  standstill.  A  coma- 
,  tose  condition  is  certainly  the  first  stage  of  starvation,  and  may 
have  been  in  the  first  instance  established  by  the  impossibility 

of  obtaining  suitable  food  in  winter  time  ;  for  it  is  well-  known 
that  bears  in  warm  countries  have  not  acquired  this  habit,  as 
they  can  secure  their  usual  food  without  interruption.  When 
going  into  winter  quarters  they  have  been  said  sometimes  in  time 

of  snow'  to  adopt  a  trick  equivalent  to  the  highwayman's  noted 
ruse  of  re\'ersing  the  shoes  of  his  horse,  walking  backwards  for 
a  long  distance  towards  their  dens.  This,  however,  requires 
verification,  for  it  implies  a  higher  degree  of  intelligence  in  the 
animal  than  the  writer  has  been  able  to  discover. 

TWO    VICTIM.S. 
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The  sportsman,  when  hunting  caribou  in  the  tirst  snow,  some- 
times stumbles  across  a  bear's  tracks  and  follows  them  to  the 

den.  Should  the  den  be  that  of  a  female  with  cubs  he  will  often 

find  it  a  comfortable  apartment,  floored  by  spruce  boughs  and 

dried  ferns,  such  as  no  tired  hunter  would  disdain  for  a  night's 
resting-place. 

The  male,  however,  is  more  easily  satisfied.  Behind  the 
tangled  roots  of  some  upturned  tree,  among  a  mass  of  boughs, 
or  in  some  slightly  protected  hollow  in  a  cliff,  he  will  curl  himself 
up,  and  the  snows  soon  cover  him  in  his  rugged  sleep.  Tlie  female 
doubtless  takes  precautions  for  the  sake  of  her  young.  The  cubs 
are  born  early  in  January.  It  is  remarkable  that  the  mother 
secretes  milk  while  in  a  state  of  torpidity.  For  three  and  a 

half  long  dark  months,  without  access  to  food,  she,  weighing  per- 
haps five  hundred  pounds,  suckles  a  cub  less  in  size  than  a  pointer 

pup  at  the  same  age.  A  >ten-day  old  cub  the  writer  once  saw, 
measured,  when  stretched  (jut  from  tip  of  nose  to  end  of  hind  toe, 
only  ten  and  a  half  inches.  It  had  fine  black  hair  on  the  back  and 

dark  slate  on  the  underneath  of  the  body.  It  had  no  teeth,  and 
the  eyes  were  closed.  The  length  of  the  claws  was  remarkable. 
The  specimen  helped  him  to  understand  the  origin  of  the  old  fable, 
that  a  cub  is  born  a  formless  lump  and  licked  into  shape  by  the 
dam. 

A  curious  lair  was  once  discovered  by  some  lumbermen  on  the 
Upsalquitch  River,  who  were  surprised  at  seeing  a  very  large  bear 
one  soft  April  morning  crawl  out  from  under  a  bridge  of  logs,  over 

which  they  had  been  hauling  timber  all  winter  long  without  arous- 
ing the   creature  from   his   deep  lethargy. 

Bear-meat  is  always  kept  simmering  in  the  pot  exclusively  set 

apart  for  the  Indians.  M'hile  sticking  in  a  fork  with  astonishing 
frequency  they  delight  in  presenting  the  subject  of  their  feast  in 
comical  situations.  In  fact,  they  make  out  bruin  a  born  humorist. 

Noel  knew  of  a  bear  which,  after  breaking  into  a  lumber  camp, 
drew  a  molasses  tap  and  rolled  over  and  over  in  the  sticky  syrup  ; 
afterwards,  breaking  up  a  flour  barrel  with  one  stroke  of  his 

terrible  fore-paw,  he  rolled  over  and  over  in  the  flour.  When  the 
men  returned  they  were  astonished  to  find  a  white  bear  in  the 

house.  Was  not  this  bear  having  his  fun — as  what  bear  has  not 
at  times  ?  Once  Nicola  saw  a  bear  seated  on  top  of  a  beaver- 
house,  trying  in  vain  to  hit  the  beavers  with  his  paw  as  they  swam 
past  in  a  tantalizing  manner.  On  another  occasion  he  watched 
a  bear  on  a  large  log  amusing  himself  by  delivering  a  series  of 
blows  on  a  poor  yearhng  moose  calf  he  had  artfully  driven  in  a 

slough  till  it  had  become  '  mired  '.    Every  blow,  dehvered  at  regular 


