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BONAPARTE’S TROUBLES.

JOHUN N. CoLE.

Number 1.

Bonaparte came into the world in
April, 1886. He was of setter parent-
age, without a pedigree; color, black
and white. Talk about contrary, un-
promising pups! He was the worst
I have ever seen. When 4 months
old, he had to be dragged into the
woods, like a young calf; but he
pointed a woodcock, and at 5 months
a ruffed grouse. That saved his life.

The neighbors hated him; so did
my wife, and an inclination to roll in
mud holes and then to dry himself on
the best bed did not increase her love
for him.

Before he was 8 months old I had
shot 27 grouse and woodcock over
him. The second year he preferred to
flush birds. One day when he jumped
a grouse, I fired at the same time,
killing the bird and putting 12 shot
into Bone. He looked at the bird,
then at me. His face showed he had
arrived at a conclusion. So it proved,
for he never again broke a point.

When hunting woodcock, I have
seen him on the run, nose in the air,
catch a scent and stop so quickly his
hind legs would rise as if he were
about to turn a somersault. He
would stand in any position in which
he happened to alight.

When 2 years old, he one day dug a
bottle of whisky out from under the
sidewalk. and carried it home to me,
frisking his tail joyfully.

Bone would not obey a command
in the field, but after a time he would
get his ideas from my motions. Then
we understood cach other, so we got

along all right. One of his tricks was
to hunt up birds while I was eating
my lunch. Hé would walk to a clump
of bushes, come to a point, start again,
with nose in the air, and continue this
until I followed, when he would lead
me to the birds.

Cats were a delight to Bonaparte;
he liked to see them climb trees. One
evening [ had been fishing, and just at
dark, in a little gulch near the creek,
the dog thought he saw a cat. He ran
his usual bluff, but the cat proved to
be a skunk. The expression on
Bone's face seemed to say, “That is
the worst cat 1 ever saw. I am sold,
sure enough.”

He rubbed himself into respectabil-
ity as soon as possible; but never for-
got the cat. The following year, on
going to the same place, he recognized
the spot, rubbed himself in the grass,
looked at me, and wagged his tail, as
if saying, “Don’t you remember that
great joke?”

Bone gained a reputation as a wood-
cock dog, and he had few equals on
ruffed grouse. He would never re-
trieve on land, and only the first bird
of the morning from water. No
amount of persuasion would induce
him to go in again that day.

"Except when I was on business
trips to Duffalo, he was always with
me. On my return, he would mect
me at the station. \When I was driv-
ing, he would keep his position under
the buggy, and woe unto the dog
that molested him. Bone was cock
of the walk, and was so recognized
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by several bulldogs that had inter-
viewed him.

During the summer, he slept, from
choice, on the mat at the front door.
Nothing could cross the lawn in safe-
ty after the lights were out. One
night when I was away from home,
he ran a man into a barn and kept
guard at the door an hour. My
neighbor, who saw the performance,
preferred not to interfere, so the in-
truder made his escape.

When I moved to Montana, g
years ago, I gave him to a friend in
Gowanda, N. Y., where he still lives,
loved by all our old friends. For
nearly a year after I left he made
daily trips to the train, looking for
the return of his old master. The
man who owns a faithful dog has a
friend indeed. 1 would be just as
glad to see my old dog again as I
would to see the dearest human friend
I left behind.

TWO PICTURES.

A. L. VERMILYA,

On the walls of my cosy, book strewn den
Are two pictures, neatly framed;

One is “A Glimpse of a Fairy Glen,”
The other “Good Luck” is named.

One shows a tent in a woodland nook,
With the sun just going down
O’er the mountain top, where the light-
shafts look
Like the spires of a distant town.

And grouped round the camp fire’s cheer-
ful glow
As they watch the fading day,
Are men, telling stories of long ago,
Or smoking their pipes of clay.

You can almost feel the air grow chill
As the cool breeze sweeps along;
You can almost hear the lone whip-poor-
will
As he chants his plaintive song.

In the other view is a placid stream,
Where the sun-kissed waters glide
'"Tween the grassy banks where the lilies
dream,
As they rock on the silv'ry tide.

In a boat fast moored to the nearer shore,
Are two bright eyed little girls;
They have gathered of blossoms a goodly
store,
Which they toss where an eddy swirls.

From the bank a man casts a dainty fly
Far out on the river cool,
For the bass that lurk where the green
weeds lie
In a shady, crystal pool.

These are the pictures that bring to me
In my den on the city street,

The sound of the whisp’ring maple tree,
And the wildwood odors sweet.

Which is the better? Ah, who shall say?
I have never made the choice:

Both breathe of a mellow autumn day,
Such as maketh the heart rejoice.
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A COON HUNT IN A CANADIAN FOREST.

O. M. ARNOLD,

The fight you are making for the protec-
tion of game is worthy of material support,
and I enclose fee for a year’s subscription.
The inherent nature of man to kill is a
heavy handicap against you in the race on
which you have entered, but the gradual
disappearance of game in all parts of the
country may act as a warning and offset
the natural inclination.

In my boyhood I was fond of dog and
gun. My father was a good hunter and
my mother was an ideal shot. I have often
seen her select a chicken walking in the
yard and shoot it in the head, offhand, with
a rifle. Their home is in Kent county,
Western Ontario. Not many years ago there
were plenty of wild pigeons, quails, grouse,
ducks, geese, wild turkeys, black squirrels,
rabbits, ground hogs, foxes, deer and
coons. Most of them have disappeared on
account of not being protected. I live in
the beautiful Muskoka Lake District of
Ontario. Until recently deer were found
here in herds; now they arc scarce. In
Ontario we have a game law which limits
the number of deer any person may take
in the open season, but that is offset by the
number of persons who hunt. The law
is supposedly enforced by officers who
are appointed by the government without
regard to any qualification save political
good conduct. The game warden is
clothed with extraordinary power. He may
be, and is. informant, prosecutor and, be-
ing ex-officio a justice of the peace, judge
of his victims. These are generally poor
settlers who only come within the scope
of the law by killing for food during the
close season.

The result is there is little killing done by
scttlers, and during the open season the
country is overrun by hundreds of hunt-
ers and trainloads of hounds. who carry
on a war of extermination. They slaughter
deer in the water and on well marked run-
ways as if the poor animals were deadly
enemies of man. If hounding were prohib-
ited not only would deer increase but good
still hunters would be developed. Now
therc are few worthy the name.

My favorite sport was coon hunting. An
article in March Recreation. by W. A,
Bruce, brings to mind my last coon hunt.
Mr. Bruce apparently did his hunting with
Lounds. T never fancied them for coons.
[ have found them too apt to run the back
track. Their power of discrimination is
not good. It is anything but pleasant to

fell a big tree and find it the one the coon
left hours before. The hounds I knew
were also inclined to run foxes, or perhaps
spoil an evening's sport by pouncing on
an unwary skunk.

A coon in front of a slow hound always
takes a big tree. That does not happen so
often with a smarter dog. They are often
forced to take a small tree or be caught
on the ground.

The best coon dogs I have known have
been yellow dogs—collies and crosses of
other breeds. The proverbial uselessness
and meanness of a yellow dog must have
been imagined by some person who never
owned one. My last hunt was with a yellow
dog. He was a collie, above the average
in size. As a pup he had a bad reputation
in the neighborhood where he was raised.
He fell into the hands of a man who pre-
sented him to my father as a sort of prac-
tical joke. The dog had a fine head with
plenty of brains and eyes that bespoke his
every mood. We all soon fell in love with
that hitherto despised yellow dog. He
turned out well and proved a great coon
dog. When he barked up a tree a coon
was surely there.

The time of which I write was a fine
fall evening. The frost had cleared the
trees of leaves, and there was just enough
moonlight to enable one to go through the
thin woods without a lantern. 1 had gone
home from school for a few days, and was
sitting in the dining-room reading. Sud-
denly there came a scratching at the door
and the dog began to whine. I hastened
out and the yelping of dogs told me a
coon tree had been cut on an adjoining
farm. and that the gamec had got away.
The dogs followed fast on the track,
through a bit of brush, across a cleared
field and over the highway into our woods.
It was what we called a swamp coon, old
and wary. He knew exactly where he
was going. It was to a stately elm, the
largest on the property. The coon had oft-
en escaped hy reaching that tree.

After calling me out the old dog started
for the noise, but a word from me brought
him back. Soon the other dogs became
quict, and as there was no immediate sound
of axes I knew the coon had reached the
big elm. The animal frequented a corn
field near where he was first put up. His
tracks. frequently seen in mud and soft
ground, showed that he was a big fellow.
My father had given our neighbors permis-
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sion to cut the big tree the next time the
coon took refuge in it. On other occasions
they had left him there and hunted a new
quarry. That night, however, they decided
that the tree must come down and the coon
be captured at all hazards. Thus it was
that at length the merry sound of the axe
broke the stillness of the night.

The sound again put fever into the veins
of my dog. I put a chain to his collar and
told him we would go. The gladness of
his soul, if dogs have souls, was expressed
in his eyes and accentuated by the wagging
of his tail.

On arriving at the woods I saw by the
cutting which way the tree would fall, and
took a position where I would be safe from
falling limbs.

We waited patiently enough until the
cracking of the tree as it started to fall set
the old dog wild. He had often heard that
sound, and knew it was the prelude to a
keen chase and perhaps a fierce fight. I
unsnapped the chain and held him by the
collar with one hand while I closed his
mouth with the other. The time had not

" come to make our presence known.

The
swish and crash of limbs as the great elm
came roaring down through the other trees
was too much for the dog, and he set up a
lively fight to get loose. When the tree
struck it shook the earth. I had to let the
dog go, even at the risk of his being struck
with pieces of limbs which continued to
fall. A coon is seldom hurt or killed by
a falling tree. That one was no exception
to the rule. - Almost immediately he leaped
from the top and made off at marvelous
speed in the opposite direction from the
light and the other dogs. As he ran past
me I whistled for my dog, but he was al-
ready on the track and he.caught the coon
in a few seconds.

The other dogs were not yet through
the top, and were hunting for the track,
followed by the boys with the lantern. I
had the fight all to myself. Over and
under they rolled. each growling and fight-
ing in his own particular fashion. When
the other dogs arrived on the spot the fight
came to a sudden end, and a coon paid
with his life for the crime of living.

THE VOICE OF THE HILLS.

REV. R. S. STRINGFELLOW.

I know a place where mountain peaks
Look down into valleys deep;
A place where the clouds come down to
rest
And where the storm gods sleep.

I have seen the spirit of storm come forth,
With his frown and his ghostly shroud,

And revel awhile in the valleys below;
Then back to his home in the cloud.

Back to the gulch’s hollow throat,
And the cavern's yawning gap;
Far in his cloud pavilion
He goes for his evening nap.

I have seen him come from his chamber,
And. like an eagle in his flight,

Cover the stars with shadowy wings,
Placker than Egypt’s night.

Then have I seen the Morning rise,
With glittering lances of red,
And send the retreating storm fiend

Back to his mountain bed.

I know the winding valleys,
“ . All dark with hoary trees,

That cast their elf-like shadows,
And quake with every breeze.

Far from the noisy railroads,

That tell of the haunts of men,
Back in the wooded gulches

Where the panther makes his den.

Dack where the rivers start and flow,
Fresh from the everlasting snow;
Splashing the rocks with fleecy spray.
Leaping the boulders and cliffs in the
way.,
Down to the hills below.

Farewell to the dust and the crowded

streets !

Farewell to society’s empty sweets'
The mountains look down through the haze

with a smile

And bid me come with my rifle a while.



WHENE VAN TCRIVE UF MY GUN AN RF O[T FY AVER °
L3



WHERE THE BIGHORN ROAMS.

W.

Last fall the opportunity came for K. and
me to go to the extreme Northwest for big-
horn and mountain goats. My outfit con-
sisted only of one corduroy suit and an
extra pair of trousers: 2 heavy flannel
shirts; 2 suits of underwear; an extra
weight football sweater, for night; a rul.
ber blanket; a pair of Hudson Bay Com-
pany 4 mark blankets; a sleeping bag and
toque, or night cap; 3 pairs of lumbermen’s

socks; 2 pairs cotton socks; hob-nailed
shoes: Penetang shoe packs: 2 pairs of
moccasins; felt slippers: handkerchiefs;

towel and soap. These all went in a large
canvas waterproof bag. called in the North
a turkey. Besides these, I took a small
leather carryall, into which 1 put reels and
fishing tackle, hand mirror, comb. shaving
apparatus, memorandum books, thermome-
ter. a few medicaments, needles, tliread, and
such small things.

Although we were 2 days in reaching
St. Paul, the real journey scemed to begin
there. As K and [ boarded the Great
Northern train the thrill of anticipation was
keen. ‘lhe journey West from St. Paul
up to the backbone of the Rocky mountains
was interesting but not exciting. The trees
in sight might nave been counted: but
when we began to descend the other side
everything was changed. Canyons and val-
leys, swift running streams and rivers, and
great forests of firs. pines and spruces made
a delightful change. We finally reached
Spokane. and about 2 o'clock in the morn-
ing of the fifth dav we and our belongings
were dumped out at the lonely station of
Wenatchee. There the railroad crosses the
Columbia river. where it takes its second
turn and starts West on its final journey to
the Pacific. It comes to Wenatchee from
due North 70 miles, and up that distance
we were to go to the Bend, where the river
comes down from the Northeast.

We made a perilous passage in the dark
from the station with our trunks down to
the river, the banks of which seemed at that
time the sides of a good sized canyon. We
couldn’t see the water when we got there,
but could hear it rushing and boiling along.
I had heard the current was swift; it
sounded that morning like a cataract. The
little steamer which goes up twice a weck
was chained to the I'J;ank. and we climbed
on board and lay down on the deck to wait
until daylight.

At 5 in the morning | was awakened by
the efforts our craft was making to get
started. [ was at once impressed with the
fact that the boat was built strictly for
business. It had a strong, scow like hull,

B. LEE.

with a square stern, across which, the ex-
treme width, towered a great paddle
wheel; a slightly built superstructure of a
cabin; and extremely powerful engines.
The machinery seemed to take up most of
the room, and it was all needed, for this
stretch of 70 miles of so-called navigable
water is said to be more dangerous than
the Yukon. The fall is 504 feet in the 70
miles. The steamer goes up twice in some
weeks, and some weeks it doesn’t go at all.

The current averages 6 to 10 miles an
hour, with 2 heavy rapids. the Methow and
the Entiat, thrown in. In some places wz
secemed barely to move for some minutes,
the volume of water was so tremendous.
The color was a deep blue or green, more -
intense than that of Niagara; indeed, I can
find no standard of comparison except with
the Niagara below the Whirlpool, as seen
from the Gorge railroad. The Columbia,
pouring its mighty flood, second only to
the Mississippi in volume, through these
outposts of the Cascade mountains, is still
not dwarfed by its environment.

Back from the river, with a high water
mark of 40 feet, the mountains rise, with no
sign of vegetation except sage brush. It
reminded me of the Arizona desert in the
brilliant sunshine, except that this river
might irrigate 2 or 3 arid Western States.

The catch of salmon in the Columbia sup-
plies most of the civilized world with the
canned commodity. They are taken by all
sorts of mechanical contrivances in the
early part of the summer: the wheel, an
arrangement which scoops them out whole-
sale, being the most deadly. I was tempted
by the sight of some fish as we ran by the
points. and laboriously got out about 400
feet of troll, but caught nothing except the
blades of our big paddle wheel.

Virginia City. the head of navigation,
was reached at 8 p. m. It contains a hotel,
a post office, one store and 5 houses. Just
before reaching there we passad the mouth
of the outlet of Lake Chelan, which lies
about 40 miles West in the heart of the Cas-
sade range. The United States Geographi-
cal Survey is now exploring it. and has
sounded to a depth of 2.750 feet in the lake
without reaching bottom.

The next morning we started due North
100 miles, by a primitive 2 horse wagon
called a stage, for British Columbia, where
we had been led to believe the bighorn and
the goat could be found in their most un-
sophisticated state. It was extremely dusty,
for the Eastern slope of the Cascades, un-
like the Western, resembles a desert. and
there had been no rain for months. Sage
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brush abounds, and in the valleys and along
the foothills there is plenty of bunch grass.

Okanagan, and the
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GOING UP THE SIMILKAMEEN RANGE.
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moon, fording the Similkameen river, on
and up until we reached the last ranch. 1
never knew just where or when the frontier
was crossed. The cavalcade as we started
the next morning was quite imposing; §
saddle horses and 5 pack horses. The lat-
ter are not led, and have no bridles. It
was interesting to see them instinctively
take the zigzag course when we began to
climb. 1 wished at one time that they
had been led, for one of them got to buck-
ing on the side of a mountain and finally
rolled until the pack got loose, and my bag
never stopped until
it reached the bot-
tim of a canyon.

We kept on all
that day, and the
next morning, turn-
ing sharply to the
West,

we com-
menced to climb in
earnest. We were
going up the Si-
milkameen range
about 7,000 feet
above the valley,

and I found that
everything up to
that time had been
child’s play. It is
risky to camp high
up at that time of
the year, but if one
is going to hunt big-
horn he must camp
where they live. Of
course, one can not
hunt on horseback,
and if he camps low
he will have to
climb some hours
every morning to
get where he may
hope to see his
quarry. So we kept
on and up all day

with the ‘horses.

For the first hour or 2  whenever I
had doubts about the ability of my
animal to connect with the elevation
where his forelegs might be placed,
I promptly slid off. 1 soon found,
however, that the horse was per-

fectly unconcerned, no matter how hard
he might be struggling, so thereafter I
hung to the pommel of the saddle and
looked at the scenery, which ‘was well
worth it. Away to the North, over wave
after wave of pine covered mountain and
valley, was Eagle pass on the Fraser river,
through which the Canadian Pacific rail-
road works its way to the ocean. Sharply
defined against the Western horizon was
the serrated line of the Olympic range on
the coast: and more than 150 miles to the

South the snowy summit of Mt. Tacoma,
nearly 15000 feet above the sea, was a
ghostly phantom, seen now and again in the
clear sky of that upper region.

Finally we reached the land of stone
slides and ice. There the canyons run
themselves up and out of soundings to the
humble dimensions of small valleys. The
only trees left are dwarfed and twisted into
all manner of forms by the violence of the
mountain winds, and the weight of snow
and ice from which they are free but a
short portion of the year. It was late when

we reached a spot where we could camp,
but a cheerful fire relieved our depression,
and we felt at home as we sat down to a
big supper of venison, potatoes, bacon,
beans, stewed prunes and tea. As we ex-
pected to move on in the morning, we rolled
ourselves in sleeping bags and blankets
under some low spruces and pulled the tent
over us for a tarpaulin. The weather
changed in the night, and we awoke to
find ourselves with an additional blanket
of 2 inches of snow. The clouds were
thick above, around and below us, and it
was snowing and blowing a gale.

 That storm lasted 3 days and kept us
right there. We got the tents up, kept big
fires going and were comfortable in body,
but the delay was exasperating. The tem-
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perature went down to 7 degrees and snow
fell 18 inches deep on the level. That was
one of the chances of camping high. We
afterward learned that the sun was shining
most of the time in the valley far below.
He appeared to us the fourth day and we
started, traveling all day over the ridge,
and finally going into camp somewhat
lower down, on a slope with a southern
exposure, where the snow might be ex-
pected to melt. I had hoped to get some
fishing in the little lakes, but found them
better adapted for skating rinks.

The next day was clear and warm. Soon
after daylight Carlos and I started in one
direction and K. and Edouard in another.
As we did not expect to return before
night we took some raisins and chocolate
in our pockets for lunch. We kept going
all day, down one deep canyon, and then
straight up to the top of the mountain.
Thence we returned to camp by a ridge
overlooking some likely spots. My guide's
favorite way of ascending a mountain was
to use a stone or rock slide, which is some-
thing like the track an avalanche leaves,
as a kind of ladder. It was hard work,
and was made still harder by the need of
going quietly. One stone dislodged and
sent rolling on its way to the bottom might
spoil a chance. There were places, too,
where I had to give up my gun and be
pulled over the points where I could not
get a foothold. The more precipitaus and
dangerous the point the more frequent
were the sheep tracks and signs. Bighorn
hunting gives one the joy of surmounting
real difficulties.

I had an opportunity to kill an ewe the
third day, when trailing a cinnamon bear.
This bear had deliberately and maliciously
led us to abandon our main enterprise by
appearing to Edouard, who was looking for
the horses and had no gun. Edouard said
the distance was 30 feet, and that he knew
this because the bear and he stood and
examined each other for some time. The
report of the animal's size sent us after
him with our guns; but we tracked him
without getting a shot. However. we came
on a band of 12 sheep, all ewes, and had a
fine opportunity to study them. They came
trotting. along over the rocks, going to af-
ternoon tea somewhere, 1 suppose. When
K's rifle banged they were on the edge of
a bluff where an elevator would have been
the proper thing; but they were down it
and off in an instant. All but one, which
we had the pleasure of eating. It was like
the best mutton, with a venison flavor.

The proportion of ewes to rams is about
10 to one. and the latter are generally found
alone. The one which I had the good luck
to meet we discovered about 11 in the
morning after 4 hours’ hard work up and
down a rough mountain range. He was

half a mile away, and, seen through the
glass, was a typical picture of his race
He stood motionless on the edge of a great
cliff for some minutes, apparently enjoying
the extended view. The wind was blowing
a gale diagonally down the mountain, and
it was impossible to get above for a shot.
There was no cover to hide a nearer ap-
proach, except some scattering trees and
one small canyon. We waited some time
in the hope that he might work toward us,
and thus give me an opportunity to shoot.
Instead of doing so, he began to move
higher, and we were obliged to follow,
keeping at about the same distance, but be-
low a shoulder of the mountain and out of
his line of vision. He led us a climb of about
2,000 feet, and then after a while went
down again and took us far below the
point from which we started. It was then
about 3. and Charlie said we would have to
get nearer and take our chance. We man-
aged to reach the canyon without being
discovered by the ram, and about 20 min-
utes’ work took us across and up the nearer
side. Then for 200 yards we crawled flat
until we reached some trees and stood up.

Something alarmed the ram at that mo-
ment. He gave a jump which seemed, to
my excited vision, to take him 50 feet
farther away, and I had to shoot! I shot
twice; and as he ran along below, only his
head and the top of his back showing, I
shot twice more with no hope of hitting.
I then sat down to reflect and smoke a
cigarette, the first since morning; but
Charlie was down the mountain, making
for the canyon we had crossed, and called
me to follow. I rolled a good part of the
distance, and finally brought up near him at .
the edge of a high cliff. Our bighorn had
stopped a while, but was now going
on the full jump through a little
draw into the big canyon about 200 feet
off. Only one bullet had touched him. It
was enough. It had passed in back of his
shoulder and completely through his body.
He was a 3 year old, with the horns, of
course, ot small size, but with a won-
drously wise expression.

It was then 4 o'clock, and having had
nearly 5 hours of the most interesting stalk
I can ever hope to experience, we started
up the mountain in the face of a driving
storm of rain, which became snow as we
got higher. -1 was completely encased in
ice and snow, which on top of the range
was almost driven through the texture of
my clothes. When, late in the evening,
we turned into the light of our camp fire
we made an impression on K. and the
others that they will not soon forget. A
complete change into dry woolens, a big
drink of whiskey and ginger, and a tre-
mendous supper, sent me to bed comfort-
able and happy.



A MOUNTAIN TRAGEDY.

A.

It is a beautiful afternoon in the pic-
turesque and rugged West. The air is
clear, and cliff and gorge, rock and rivulet,
make a picture such as no artist can ever
hope successfully to transfer to canvas,
and such as can be seen only in this en-
chanted land. Here Nature reigns su-
preme and undisturbed.

On a smooth rock, at the foot of a
trail which winds its devious way far up
among the mountains, a hunter is reclin-
ing. His buckskin garments and general
air and make-up denote that he is a well-
seasoned denizen of the West, a rover of
mount and plain. His rifle stands at his
side, in a cleft of the rock, and his only
business. at present, appears to consist in
enjoying the autumn sunshine and the ma-
jestic mountain scenery.

Anon he glances dreamily up the trail,
when his eyes open wider as he discerns,
far above him, something of interest. Now
he sits upright, and looks intently. High
up among the rocks, and so far away that
he appears but a pigmy, a man stands a
short distance from a bend in the trail,
and close to a towering mass of jagged
rocks with paths running among them in
all directions. His gun is at his shoulder,
and he appears to be waiting for some-
thing. Perhaps he has seen some animal,
and is waiting to catch another glimpse of
it as it rounds the bend in the pass, on its
downward way.

The hunter down the trail is really in-
terested now. He takes a small field glass
from his pocket, and standing up, surveys
the scene above him.

“Great rattlesnakes!” he ejaculates, after
gazing steadily up the pass for several
seconds: “what’s the matter with the
chap? Is he glued or froze to the rocks,
with his gun p’intin’ at nothin’? One of
them tenderfeet, I reckon, that’s stoppin’
down at Baker’s. Don’t s’pose the cuss
can tell 2 covote from a sand peet. or a

broncho from a sufferin’ Sam. There’s
game, too, plenty. Grizzly. sure as
shootin’!” In his excitement, he takes a

few steps forward. the glass still at his
eyes. :

Around the bend slowly shuffles the
great bear, and then comes the faint re-
port of a rifle from the rocks above. The
grizzly rears on his haunches, while his
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huge paws claw at his breast. He is hit
hard. In an instant he catches sight of
his enemy, and dropping on all fours, he
makes a rush at the shooter. The man
bravely stands his ground, and twice
raises his rifle to his shoulder as if about
to shoot, but does not do so. He seems
bewildered, and just as the wounded and
infuriated beast is almost on him, the man
turns and flees, carrying his rifle with him.
Man and beast quickly disappear among the
rocks.

“Well, by the jumpin' Jews!” exclaims
the man in puckskin, taking the glass from
his eyes; “of all the fool tenderfeet I have
ever happened to run across, this one beats
the world, with several smaller planets
throwed in for good measure. He is surely
a green image. Must have been kinder
paralyzed like. 'Mazin’ bad fluster a man
must be in to wound a grizzly an’ then
jest stand around till the varmint is plum
ready to chaw ’'im. Ought to pumped
lead into the critter long as it held out.
Don’t pay to take no chances on that sort
o' game. From the East, prob’ly, an’
thought a grizzly a mild sort o’ beast.
Bet it kinder surprised him when he see
the varmint pacin’ along to’'rd him with his
war paint on. Dash bust a fool, anyway!”

It is mid-afternoon by the time the
Westerner reaches the spot where occurred
the peculiar battle between the tenderfoot
and the grizzly. “Must have scairt the chap
clean across the divide,” he says, as he
moves along. Now, he rounds a sharp
angle in the trail, and with one swift
glance his eyes take in the scene of a
tragedy. A few feet apart lay man and
bear—both dead. The man was chewed
and clawed in a shocking manner.

“Holy pilgrims!” exclaims . the hunter,
“the poor chap got his game, but not quick
enough. One bullet won't do for a grizzly.
Why didn't he shoot him up more?”

He picks up the rifle, a repeater, and as
he gazes at it, a look of anger and disgust
spreads over his face. A shell is tightly
wedged in the action. rendering the weapon
absolutely useless. With an imprecation,
he raises the rifle above his head, then
hurls it far down among the rocks. It is
not a Winchester or a Savage; it is the
other kind.






HOW WE LOST OUR MULES.

NELSON YARNALL.

After the Phil Kearney massacre, and
the treaty of our government with the
Sioux Indians, under which Forts Phil
Kearney and C. F. Smith were aban-
doned, the mules from those posts were
sent to Fort Laramie and turned over to
the quartermaster there to be foraged
through the winter. When Laramie re-
ceived its allotment for forage no allow-
ance was made for animals from other
posts. As hay and grain could not be
had so late in the scason, it .as thought
best to place the mules in charge of com-
petent employees, and send them out to
be herded on the grass for the winter or
until forage could be brought out from the
Missouri river.

Accordingly the mules were placed in
charge of a man named Daniel McCall,
who chose from the post employees a
competent cook, one teamster, 2 day
herders and 2 night watchmen, a Mr.
Smith and me being employed for this
duty. We prepared to make ourselves as
comfortable as possible, drawing from the
quartermaster good tents, axes and cloth-
ing; from the commissary a liberal supply
of provisions, and from the ordnance de-
partment good guns and ammunition. The
mules were counted and receipted for by
Mr. McCall, and we started for the graz-
ing grounds on the Laramie river. about
20 miles from Fort Laramie in a Westerly
direction. .

There were something over 100 animals.
They were poor; but although the weather
was cold, it being midwinter, the grass
was so plentiful on the range that in a
short time they had gained in flesh won-
derfully, and when turned out of the corral
would run and play like colts. It was sur-
prising to see so great a change in so
short a time, as well as amusing to watch
them in their playful moods. :

The place chosen for our camn was in a
beautiful grove of cottonwood trees,
which, beside affording excellent shelter
from the cold winds, furnished an abun-
dance of good fuel and material for a
corral. This we made by felling trees in a
circle.

After our tents were pitched and every-
thing prepared for the remainder of the
winter we congratulated ourselves on the
good time we would have. Antelope and
deer were plentiful, and a good supply of
meat for our camp., with an occasional
choice cut for the commanding officer and
the quartermaster, was almost a sure
thing, we thought.
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On the North and South sides of the
river were low, broken hills, with coulees
coming into the river at short intervals.
This broken, hilly country terminated on
the South side about a mile to the East
of our camp, and a comparatively level
plateau extended thence Eastward 4 or §
miles, making an ideal place to hunt ante-
lope. The rough, hilly country to the
Westward of this platcau afforded an ex-
cellent hunting ground for deer of both
kinds. It was also an excellent hiding
place for Indians, as we soon learned.

It was my custom to retire at sunrise
and sleep until our noonday meal was
ready. Then, if not rested, I would retire
again in the afternoon.

One fine day, after I had eaten my din-
ner, I shouldered my gun and went after
a deer. I had not gone far, however, when
I saw fresh moccasin tracks. I imme-
diately returned and reported what I had
seen to Mr. McCall, but he thought the
tracks might have been made by some of
the coffee coolers from the post, who
might be out hunting. I argued that the
coffee coolers would not hunt in our vicin-
ity without visiting our camp.

The matter was dropped, however, and
nothing more thought of it for a short
time. We had enjoyed, for a month per-
haps, the pleasant time we weré foolish
enough to anticipate, when one morning
while Mr. McCall and party. excepting one
day herder, the cook and me, were absent
at the post for the purpose of renewing
our supply of provisions, a stalwart Sioux
Indian appeared in our camp. I had
turned the mules over to the day herder
and had retired to try to make up some
of the sleep I had lost the previous night.
The cook was busy baking a Dutch oven
full of fat deer’s ribs, and 1 had just gone
to sleep when the cook's head appeared
in my tent, and in a voice which I thought
sounded a little shaky he said,

“Yarnall. for God’s sake, get up: there’s
an Indian in camp and I can’t make out
what he wants.”

“Perhaps he smelled the meat you are
cooking and came in to have a feast,” I
answered.

I knew the sign language, and as I was
the only man in camn who could talk with
an Indian, I dressed and walked out to
the camp fire, where the Indian was sit-
ting, eyeing our oven of meat. I waited
some minutes for him to open the con-
versation, but as he showed no inclination
to begin. I asked him, in the sign lan-
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guage, where he was going and what he
wanted.

He replied, in what seemed to me the
easiest and most graceful signs I had ever
seen, that he was on his way to the Cache
La Poudre, to visit friends.

1 asked him if he was alone. He replied
‘hat he was, and added that he had come
a long way; that he had no meat, and
was very hungry. I told the cook I
thought the Indian lied; that it was my
opinion he was in our camp as a spy, and
might soon return in a very different man-
ner. All of which I now believe the In-
dian fully understood. I had some other
conversation with him about hunting buf-
falo, going to war, etc., after which the
cook gave him his breakfast.

After eating what seemed to me enough
to satisfy 2 hungry men, the Indian
mounted his pony and rode away, but in
the opposite direction from the Cache La
Poudre. This greatly increased our fears
for our safety. The cook, especially, was
greatly frightened, and I imagined I could
see his knees tremble.

I again retired, after sending word by
the cook to the day herder to be on the
alert, and by no means to allow the mules
to wander too far from camp. I could not
sleep, however, and soon arising, sug-
gested to the cook that we would best for-
tify ourselves, as I fully believed we would
be attacked. We accordingly piled logs
around our tents, which afforded fair pro-
tection from any possible attack. My gun
was an old Spencer carbine, of 50 or 52
caliber, and when fired the ball traveled
so slowly that at a few hundred yards an
Indian would have plenty of time to dodge
the ball if he should see the smoke from
the gun when fired. On one occasion I
fired it, at a distance of 600 yards, at a
band of antelope, and on watching them
some seconds after firing, was surprised
to see 2 of them tumble over. I proposed
to exchange guns with the cook, his being
a modern Springfield, but he would not
hear of it.

On the following morning, after giving
the day herder instructions and turning
the mules out of the corral, I had just re-
tired to my tent and rolled myself in my
blankets when I heard the clatter of a
horse’s hoofs on the frozen ground. and
the voice of the herder exclaiming, in the
highest accent possible,

‘In-di-ans! In-di-ans!! In-di-ans!!!”

I leaped out at once, but was only in
time to see the herd disappearing over
the crest of the hill, with 9 Indians close
behind them, yelling like demons and
shaking their blankets at the frightened
animals. If it had been amusing to see
them kick and play, at times, it was much
more than amusing to see how quickly

they climbed the hills and disappeared. 1
would not have believed it possible for a
mule to run so fast had I not seen the
stampede with my own eyes.

There were left standing around the cor-
ral, enjoying the morning sun, a number
of mules. 2 of which we secured as quickly
as possible. Neither the cook nor I had
a saddle, but we mounted hastily and all 3
of us started in pursuit. It was a foolish
thing to do, but we felt the loss of our
charge so keenly that I believe had we not
been fortunate enough to secure a mount
we would have started after the redskins
on foot.

We urged our mounts forward as fast as
they could go, anxious to come up with
the Indians, but of course were unable to
do so. We followed the trail until after
noon, when, seeing the hopelessness of
further pursuit, we returned, reaching our
camp at one o’clock at night, about as
sore and as tired a trio as could be found
anywhere. I have since often thought
how fortunate for us that we were unable
to come up with the Indians.

On our return we attempted to withdraw
poisoned arrows from 6 mules that had
given out and had been wounded by the
Indians; but we were unable to do so. as
the arrow points were too firmly imbedded
in the flesh. The poor mules afterward
died of their poisoned wounds. Two of
them tried to get back to camp, but were
too weak to do so and died on the way.

After preparing a hasty meal we all re-
tired, and it seemed to me I had just gone
to sleep when I was awakened by the fa-
miliar voice of McCall, who, in decidedly
unpleasant language and accent, demanded
of me the whereabouts of the mules. It
transpired that while we were in pursuit
of the Indians, McCall and party had re-
turned. Finding the mules and us gone,
they naturally supposed we had run away
with our charge. Hastening to the post
they had reported the matter and had re-
turned with a party to follow us.

After explaining to McCall the true sit-

uation. and that we were not the guilty

parties. we were informed we must take
the trail again.

This time we were furnished saddles. b
2 of McCall’'s party remaining in camp.
and, mounted on animals that had only
been ridden 20 miles, we again started in
pursuit. The Indians then had 24 hours
the start of us, and our chance of coming
up with them, without a change of horses,
was a hopeless one. We pushed along,
however, until after nightfall, when we
came to a small stream, a tributary of
Horse creek. Southeast of Fort Laramie.
There we halted for the night. After un-
saddling we found the little stream was
frozen entirely dry at that place, and we
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were unable to get water for the horses.
We managed to get a drink ourselves by
melting snow. There was no timber along
this stream, and as the weather was very
cold, the only way we could keep from
freezing was by dividing our party into
reliefs, keeping one man at work gathering
the little willows that grew along the
stream and adding them to the fire.

1 managed to get a little sleep during
the night by rolling myself in my overcoat
and lying near the fire; and what sweet
sleep it was! I shall never forget how
hard it was to arouse myself when called
to do my half hour's gathering of willows.

At the first peep of day we were in the
saddle and following the trail, which then
bore a little North of East. At about 10
o'clock we came to the main stream of
Horse creek. There we halted long
enough to water our thirsty animals and
to prepare a cup of coffee. This, with a
few pieces of dried buffalo meat the In-
dians had lost and I had picked up, and
some hard bread, made a meal we greatly
enjoyed.

After eating our scanty breakfast we
mounted and again took up the trail, which
then bore still more to the North. About
loaded with logs, such as are commonly
used in the West in building houses. We
wondered how their owners could have
escaped, as they were in advance of the
Indians and directly on the trail. Our
fears were soon confirmed, for on ap-

proaching the wagons we found the har-
ness cut to pieces, and the bodies of 2
men near. They had been scalped and
horribly mutilated. One of the men was
bald, but had a light growth of hair around
the lower part of the head, which the In-
dians took as a scalp. It has been asserted
that an Indian warrior will not take the
scalp of a bald person, but in this case
they appropriated what little hair remained
on the poor unfortunate man’s head.

We found an axe near one of the
wagons, with which we cut the frozen earth
and buried the bodies as well as we could.
The men had been hauling logs to build
a road ranch on the North Platte river,
near Scott’s Bluffs; but there was no clue
to their names, as the Indians had taken
every vestige of their clothing.

We followed the trail until nearly sun-
set, when we came to the North Platte
river. There we found the Indians had
crossed and were evidently so far ahead of
us it would be impossible to overtake
them with our jaded animals; so we gave
up the chase and turned toward Fort
Laramie. We camped at the Cold Spring
ranch that night, and on the following
day rode in to the post.

I have lately been looking over the his-
tory of Sitting Bull, and find that one of
his most daring feats was to “run off a
whole herd of mules.” In all probability
the herd of mules he ran off was our
charge.

SNOWSHOEING ON MOOSEHEAD LAKE.



THROUGH FOREST AISLES.
See page 32

KNEE DEEP IN JAXNUARY.
See paze 32
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THE TRUE STORY OIF DADDY BINKS.

ERNEST T. SETON.

Poor old Daddy Binks kept a corner
grocery in a back street of Portcoma, in the

State of Washegon. As a boy 40
years ago in Pennsyland he had
been fond of an occasional shoot,
and once or twice after he went

West he had had a lovely time, killing 6
ringtail pigeons with his own hands, on
the most glorious of these occasions. That
was the crowning exploit of his life. But
alas! it was 35 years ago, and never once
from that day to this had his lot been
anywhere but among the grocery boxes,
working from dawn till nearly midnight
to do his duty by his family. An appar-
ently interminable task, for the family
didn’t seem to know when to stop coming,
and had already transgressed the tradi-
tional limit of the baker’s dozen.

But Daddy Binks was a cheerful soul.
He stuck to his job, and buoyed his spirits
continually with promise of a day’s shoot-
ing some time. This long deferred hope
grew first into the daring ambition of his
life; then, after years of waiting, it be-
came too good to be true, and was glorified
into an iridescent but impossible dream of
Paradise. Sometimes in the 5§ minutes
smoking time that Daddy allowed himself
after dinner, he would indulge in a little
day dream and see himself out again with
a gun. a real shooting gun! as when a free,
wild boy. Sometimes he went a little far-
ther and pictured himself proudly arriving
home with 6 or cven 7 ringtail pigeons in
his hand, while all the neighbors would
crowd around and hooray and join in his
triumph: for cverybody without exception
loved dear, harmless old Daddy Binks.

For 35 years he had been in this hopeful
state of mind. when an unexpected, an
almost impossible, combine of good luck

not only put it in his power to go hunting -

but actually forced it on him.

At first the idea of really going was
soinething of a shock; but when he saw
the gun his friend loaned him and pored
over the map of the duck grounds his en-
thusiasm soon reached the old time fever
heat.

All in due course he reached the
grounds. Again luck was with him. He
came on a wonderful flight of mallards,
and Daddy blazed and blazed. The ducks
kept falling. falling, and Daddy grew
younger with every shot till he got away
back long before the years of discretion,
and in a perfect delirium of joy. Oh, the

cestacy of that day! Seventy big fat mal-
lards, when a ringtail pigeon would
have set his cup a-brimming!

Oh, the glory of that return home, that
march up the main street of Portcoma,
with all the neighbors rejoicing in his joy!
Cesar? Alexander? Dewey? Pah! not for
a moment! They never had such a draft
of unmitigated happiness. It would be
his last, probably, but what of that! Here
was enough for a lifetime.

Next morning the Portcoma Blaatter
came out with full particulars and old
Daddy began positively to swell and feel
himself an important member of the com-
munity. Within the next day or 2 he was
posing as an authority on ducking and
recommending this gun, that powder and
such a boat with the air of an expert. In
each case, of course, it was the article he
had used on his one duck hunt.

It is wonderful how the fame of the
great spreads. One morning there came
to Daddy Binks’ grocery store a letter
from a great editor, 4,000 miles away. It
was a polite, almost deferential, note, stat-
ing that according to the Portcoma Blaat-
ter he, Mr. Binks, had on such a day killed
70 mallards with his own gun. Was it
true?

Daddy swelled with pride to see how
his fame had rolled from ocean to ocean.
He at once wrote the editor a full account
on the back of an old invoice. It was not
only true. it was less than the truth, for
5 more mallards had been winged and were
subsequently secured! (They were really
contributed by deceitful friends, who
wished to swell Daddy’s bag and happi-
ness, so the old groceryman could claim a
one day bag of 75 mallards.) A record
surely! :

For one short month his joy was com-
plete. Then there came to his happy home
a marked copy of a great sportsmen’s mag- -
azine and Daddy’s eye soon lit on this
item :

THAT NOTORIOUS PORTCOMA GAME HOG.

D. Binks, the notorious game hog. has
outraged the feelings of every decent
citizen by a shameful slaughter of ducks.
He not only admits, but brags, of having
killed 75 mallards in one day.

Poor, harmless, old Daddy Binks! Sev-
enty-five ducks in 35 years; 2 ducks per
annum! He was dumbfounded by the ex-
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posure. His shame had gone farther than
his fame. Publicly denounced and held up
as the vilest of the vile, he was utterly
crushed. The first blow was terrible in its
unjustness. He had not buoyancy enough,
self-assertion enough, to recover. But his
friends rallied round him. The Blaatter
came out with a stinging retort, that the
Eastern editor never saw. It did old
Daddy some good, but could not reinstate
him. The old man was forever shut up on
the subject of ducking. The last light of

his dull, grocerman life was quenched, and
he went his way as before, but everyone
could see he was a changed man. He was
carrying a load that could not be talked
away. No wonder his friend who lent him
the gun swore. )

“I'd rather 1,000 real game hogs should
go unscorched than to see a nice, harmless,
old man like that all broken up with an un-
just roast! If I ever get a chance I'll—"

He didn’t say what, but all the town
knew and said they would, too.

MADAME WOODCOCK AT HOME.

HOMER G, GOSNEY.

I send you herewith a photo of a
mother woodcock and her nest. She is
still here, and nothing would please me
more than to take you to her nest and
give you a chance to look at her. [ don't
bother her
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bird looks higher than her nest, while she
is just opposite and on a level with it. In
photographing the nest I threw my focus-
ing cloth over a few twigs to prevent the
sun from shining on them when the ex-
posure was
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A WINTER CRUISE IN NORTHERN MAINE.

CARROLL BARKER,

In March, 1892, after the coldest days of
a long, cold winter had passed, my father
and | decided we had time enough before
sugar making to go into the woods to
some of the large ponds near the Canadian
line for a week’s fishing for trout and
togue, and perhaps to get a few pounds
of spruce gum. When we had set the
time I put on my snow shoes and went
across lots to the neighboring town of
L., where my chum lived. I found him
ready and willing to go with us. I told
him to take snow shoes, a gum picker,

sons’ farm, where we left our horses and
sled. We then packed our provisions and
blankets on the moose sled, put on our
snow shoes, and began a 6-mile tramp
over Carry mountain to Big Carry
pond. We followed an old snow shoe
track, made while the snow was thawing.
On such a track the snow packs down, so
that when it freezes it makes good travel-
ing. After many mishaps and falls we
reached the pond. There we found an old
camp built by togue fishermen several
years before. We cleared out the snow

OUR MOOSE SLED.

an ice chisel and some fishing lines, and
we would furnish everything else.

We were ready to start the next morning
at 4.30. My father had 2 horses hitched to a
straight sled, 12 feet long, boarded around
the sides to hold the various articles on.
We had snow shoes, a Winchester rifle, ice
chisels, and a moose sled, blankets, and
provisions to last a week. Four miles
were through an evergreen swamp, im-
passable in summer. The thousands of
small spruce trees, rich, dark green, againit
the snow, were extremely beautiful.

About 9 o’clock we reached Sam Par-

that had drifted in, prepared firewood and
cut a hole through the ice for drinking
water. When that was done it was nearly
dark. Parker went to a small cove and
cut a few holes that night. When he came
back he had a beautiful togue that weighed
3% pounds. We fried it for supper and
ate it from pieces of hirch bark. At 9
o’clock we turned in.

In the morning I was the first one up,
and went to the pond to try my luck before
breakfast. I caught 3 togue, which I car-
ried to camp and we fried them for break-
fast, All that forenoon we cut holes and
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set lines. It was rather slow work, for
the ice was 3 feet thick. At noon we had
about 50 holes cut, and had caught per-
haps 12 togue and one square-tailed trout.
After noon, leaving Parker to watch the
lines, Father and I went to the Middle
Carry. We did not catch any togue there,
but got about 50 small brook trout in 2
hours.

While we were there an old trapper
came across the pond to us. He showed
us a fine otter skin and 3 beaver skins he
had taken from his traps. He said he and
his partner, Sam, had been trapping in the
woods around there for 20 years. He
opened a meal bag that he had strung over
his shoulder and showed us about 50 trout,
which he was taking home to his family,
but they were much larger than any we had
caught. He said the pond was the head of
the Middle Carry and had not been much
fished. In the summer it was so marshy
fisherman could not get to it, and few
knew where it was. As he left the pond
he remarked that we could not catch fish

after 12 o'clock. We laughed at him, but
not a trout could we catch after noon.
The reason I do not know; but it did not
matter, as we had all the trout we wanted
to carry, 192 in all. I think the lot would
have weighed 75 pounds. About 3 o'clock
we started for the camp at the Big Carry.
My face was so sore that every little twig
and branch that hit it cut through the skin.
At length we arrived in camp, tired but
happy.

Next morning we took in our lines in
the big pond and found a few togue on
them; also that somebody had taken 20 of
the lines while we were away. The thief
had come on to the pond from the Middle
Carry and had gone back the same way.
It was no use to look any farther.

Parker and I picked gum the rest of the
day while Father stayed in camp. We got
4 or 5 pounds. of poor quality. During the
night it rained, and froze enough to make
the snow shoeing good. In 2 hours we
were back to our team and ready to drive
home.

REVERIES.

ARTHUR HAZLETON.

When the winter storms are howling,
And the snow is drifting deep:

When the fields are bleak and barren,
And all nature seems asleep;

Then I love at eve to linger
By the fireside's genial glow,
Dreaming of the scenes of summer,
Sylvan scenes where rivers flow.

Oh, sweet mem'ries!

And again I roam. in fancy,
In the woods, where squirrels play,
Or by sparkling streamlets wander,
FFishing all the livelong day.

Then T take my rod and tackle,
Fondly look them o'er and o’er,
As I hear the water plashing
On a lake’s enchanted shore.

Dream of summer!

How they fill my heart with cheer!
Round me float the balmy breezes,

Though ’tis winter. cold and drear.,

First Member: Don't you think we
should read a book that will do us good?

Second Member: But how can we? We
must be up to date, you know, and there
hasn’t been anything published for years
that will do us any good.—Judge.



FOUR GOOD CAMERA SHOTS.

RED TAILED HAWK. ( Buteo Borialis)

BLUE BIRD ENTERING ITS NEST.

HORNED OWL,
A PORTRAIT, . .
. Highly commended in RecreaTioN’s Fifth Annual
Highly commended in Recrearton’s Fifth Annual hoto Competition. Made with Eastman No.
Photo Competition,  ° 4 Cartridge.
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A STRANGE INCIDENT

w.

Yesterday, as tw1l|ght was deepening
with a tinge of eve,” 1 sat in my den idly
poring over an old war book, dreaming for
the thousandth time the fiery dramas of
40 ycars ago, when through my open win-
dow was thrust a head from which issued
a voice:

“Nelson! Come out here, quick!
something great to show you.”

It was my friend, Mr. Freet, sportsman,
friend of RECREATION, and gentleman. He
was evidently in a state. and as we hurried
out together he reiterated:

“It’s great! Something for RECREA-
TION.” Presently he said in calmer mood.
“A flock of quails in one of the trees,
right here in the heart of the city. They
are calling. Listen!”

Just then, from the tree he indicated, out
against the sky they launched themselves,
flying over the louses, going Westward.
in the direction «f the White House. 6 of
them. They flew well above the housetops.
and in a moment disappeared. How came
they to visit the city’ Was it to present a
petition to “Teddv” for protection against
the game hog? \VWe have read in RECREA-
TIoN of eagles. hawks and wild geese
dropping into the streets of cities, and I
have known, personally, of deer paSsmz
through a Colorado town, and of a cin-
namon bear being killed in the heart of a
mountain town in the West: bnt to have
a covey of quails fiy into the heart of u
great Eastern city coppers my king.

I've

H. NELSON.,

The street lamps were lighted and elec-
tric globes were shimmering everywhu‘e.
Was 1t, to them, thc dawn of a new day?
Had the lights bewildered them?

Mr. Freet and I stood and watched them
disappear toward the West. and pitied
them heartily. They seemed so small and
helpless. so friendless and so persecuted.
In all this great city there were. perhaps,
not 100 men who, seeing them, would not
have thirsted for their blood. From the
bottom of my heart 1 reymced to hear
Freet say, “Poor little fugitives! I hope
they'll reach safety”; but I realized that
with their limited powers of flight they
would perhaps fall long before they could
pass the thronging dangers. and taen, in
the merciless hearts of men they would
meet short shrift.

Perchance “He who careth for the spar-
rows that not one of them f{fall to the
ground” neglected may have guided them
to slielter and safety. I hope so.

I am glad to find in Mr. Freet a true
disciple of the new gospel of game pro-
tection. He has been, from its infancy, a
constant., enthusiastic reader of RECREA-
TION, and is an energetic, persistent apostle
of decency in the field; has sent in nu-
merous iists of subscribers, and on all
occasions preaches the New Covenant of
the L. A. S. Where one so often comes in
contact with bristles it is a pleasure, now
and then, to meet a man whose skin is
smooth.

LY

WE WANT OUR BRE-EE-A-A-A-K-FAST.
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WILL A BULL MOOSE FIGHT?

SHOEMAKER.

DR. A. C.

I have several times noticed. in RECREA-
TION, accounts of bull moose showing fight.
I have also heard lumbermen tell of being
treed by angry moose that disputed their
right of way in the woods.

As bearing on the point, I will narrate
my experience last fall on the head waters
of the Little Tobique, at Nictan lake, New
Brunswick.

A friend and 1 were there 4 weeks,
hunting moose and caribou. My friend
got a moose the morning after our arrival,
but I was not so fortunate. One morning
my guide, Dave Cremin, was paddling me
up the lake, keeping about 50 yards from
shore. We heard a sudden crash in the
brush. The noise lasted but an instant.
Dave sounded a call on a moose horn.
There was no reply. The call was repeat-
ed, and immediately we heard something
coming with a rush as if to land on top
of us. The animal stopped near the wa-
ter’s edge, hidden by the brush. The guide
took the moose horn and by gently splash-
ing in the water produced sounds exactly
like those made by a large animal while
wading. That was more than the bull
could stand. He left the cover and walked
50 or 60 feet into the water, coming with-
in 75 yards of the canoe. After a long look
at us he turned and went back to shore,
where we heard him grunting loudly. He
came out again, a little farther up the lake,
and looked us over once more. Then he
made off toward the hills, occasionally giv-
ing an angry grunt, as if he resented the
awakening from his dream of love. 1 did
not shoot at him because he was an under-
sized animal with small, nubby horns.

Every morning and evening for a week
we paddled around the lake without seeing
another bull, although there were always
2 or 3 cows feeding in the inlet.

At last the guide proposed we go to
Foster's caribou holes—a chain of small,
deadwater ponds, 6 or 7 miles from Nic-
tan camp. Accordingly we packed a small
shelter tent. sleeping bags and provisions
for several days., and started. Arriving
where we were to camp, we left our packs
and went quietly to the water holes.
There was no moose in sight; though one
had evidently just left, as the water was
soiled and there were fresh tracks. For
the remainder of the day, while Dave put
the camp in order, I watched that hole
faithfully. The next morning I was there
before light, but not even a cow moose
put in an appearance. Late in the day we
went the length of the deadwater; there
were plenty of signs, but nothing else.
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About 7:30 that evening, just as the full
moon rose over the ridge behind us, we
heard a moose calling. The sound came
from the direction of the water holes, 4
mile away. While we were arguing wheth-
er to go there or not, the call was repeated
loudly. In a few minutes we heard the
long, weird, plaintive call of a cow moose,
which was at once answered by the bull.

I immediately took my rifle, and telling
Dave to follow, went in the direction of
the sounds. I thought that by going quiet-
ly along the deadwater we might get near
enough to the bull to obtain a fair shot in
the bright moonlight. When we got in the
woods, however, it was so dark we could
keep on the trail only by feeling for the
blaze marks on the trees. In that way
we stumbled along, sometimes on the trail,
but more often off, until we came within
200 yards of Foster’s pond. There we
heard something coming toward us. The
guide was beside a big spruce and at once
stepped behind it. I remained perfectly
still, standing in the trail.

Presently a dark object appeared on the
trail and stopped about 60 feet from me.
I took a step toward the guide to ask if he
thought it was a cow or a bull. When I
moved, the animal disappeared to one side
of the trail, but its place was immediately
taken by another. That was surely a bull,
as we could distinguish the horns when he
put_his nose to the ground and raised it
again. I wanted to shoot, but the guide
told me to wait; he was apparently more
interested in the actions of the animals
than in my shooting. Finally he said, “Let
him have it!” I threw the gun to my
face and fired.

Almost before I heard the report I saw
the moose coming at me like a rocket. If
the brute had been as large as he looked
to me then, he would be the record breaker
of the century. With ready courtesy I
tried to step aside and let him pass. My
foot caught, I fell, and the animal went
directly over me. In an instant I was up
again and shooting, and had knocked him
down. “Come on,” cried Dave, “and fin-
ish him!” Before we got near, the moose
was up and off. Again I fired and knocked
him down, only to have him spring up
and run. I put another bullet in him and
down he went the third time. That
left me but 2 more cartridges. We were
almost to the moose, when once more he
got up and ran. I fired my remaining
shots at him, but did not think either took
effect. By that time the guide was dancing
like a madman and swearing like a pirate,
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while I stood with an empty gun, calling
myself a fool for having left camp with
only 5 shells.

Dave wanted to follow the animal, but I
could not see what we stood to gain by
that, our only available weapon being a
small hunting knife. 1 knew the moose
was badly wounded, and, if not disturbed,
would not go far. We decided to return
to camp and take up the trail in the morn-
ing.

Neither of us slept much that night. I
did fall in a doze and was dreaming that
a big moose was carrying me off on a
marvelous rack of horns. What became
of me I don’t know, for Dave called me to
breakfast. By the time that was finished
it was light enough to travel. We had no

A MUSHROOM BED.

In July RECREATION was an account of
some person at Akron growing mushrooms.
You printed also a photo of the beds.
Thinking another picture of mushrooms
might be interesting I mail you a photo
of the mushroom bed in our cellar. We

have mushrooms for ourselves every day
in the year. The accompanying photo
shows how they look now, and is an ama-
teur picture taken by my father, Dr. J. W.

Marshall.
V. C. Marshall,
Owen Sound, Ont.

difficulty in picking up the trail, and, with-
in 50 yards of where he went down the
third time, we found the moose, stretched
at full length, and dead. He had run in all
about 150 yards after I first fired. but it
was in a circle, and he lay within 60 paces
of where we first saw him.

One shot had hit the point of his shoul-
der, smashing it to pieces: 2 had entered
the hips, reaching the lungs; and another
had struck back of the shoulder, going
through and badly tearing the lungs. Evi-
dently he had run until he fell dead. I
used a .303 caliber Savage.

Now what I should like to know is this:
Did the moose charge down the trail with
the intention of attacking, and knowing
what he was up against?

THEY WILL RETURN.
REV. F. C. COWPER.

The days of the hunt are past and done,
The fun and the frolic are over;

I lounge by the fire; high hangs my gun,
While curled on the hearth sleeps Rover.

The crack of the log gives cheer to me,
I care not for blasts that are blowing :
The smoke of my pipe floats lazily;
I stare at the embers glowing.

Ho! Rover! Heigh! Rover! What's that?

What troubles are wove with your
dreaming?

You quiver, you whine, my good hound

pup;
The scent must be lost, to all seeming.

I, too, have regrets of hunting days,
Though the pelts swing thick from the
rafter;
But the winsome weed my grief allays,
And I shed only tears of laughter.

The winter will wane, the months slip by
Of the meadow hay and the clover:

Then, ho! to the mountains will I fly,
With my gun, my pouch, and my Rover!

Professor : If a person in good health,
but who imagined himself sick, should
send for you, what would you do?

Medical Student: Give him something

to make him sick, and then administer an
antidote,

“Don’t waste any more time here; hang
out your shingle.”—New York Weekly.



HUNTING IN

THE ARCTIC ROCKIES.

A. J. STONE.

1 left Fort Norman in July with my
white man, 2 Indians, Donnel and Clise,
and some dogs, for pack animals, bound
for the mountains North and West of the
Fort. We traveled 50 miles down the Mc-
Kenzie in a large birch bark canoe before
starting on our march across the mus-
keags for the mountains.

A strong head wind was blowing when
we started, and soon increased to such a
gale as to cover the river with whitecaps
and drive us ashore, where for 48 hours
we were storm bound. This was an un-
welcome incident, because we had but
scant store of provisions.

However, at length wind and river
calmed, and we paddled all day and late
into the night, only putting to shore to
make tea. At 1 a. m. we reached the point
where we were to land and begin our
march, a 3 days’ job for the natives. A 2
hours’ nap and we were off for our trip
to the mountains. Notwithstanding the
leanness of our larder, our packs were
quite heavy. What with camera and plates,
traps for small mammals, 65 pounds of
salt for curing large skins, piles of moc-
casins, cooking outfit. canvas for shelter,
changes of clothing. guns and ammunition,
we sank to the knees at every step.

I was determined if possible to beat the
“2 sleeps,” 3 days' record, knowing full
well what I should be obliged to endure
on that trail. And such a trail! Many
times it faded utterly, and my Indians
were forced to put down their packs and
search for it. i

Leaving the river, we passed first
through a fringe of small spruce, ¥4 mile
wide, and thén plunged into a dreary,
monotonous, desolate, moss covered waste,
never steady on foot till we reached the
mountains. One is never certain of his
footing. One moment he feels solid. then
down he goes; again he fancies he is
about to step into a hole and careens his
body accordingly. only to step on a con-
cealed stick and rise instead of sinking.

Willow and scrub spread everywhere.
The scrub lies athwart your path. the wil-
lows interlock. Whatever direction you
take, everywhere are moss hummocks and
pools. I often wondered at my endurance.
Small black flies and mosquitoes swarmed
everywhere. I was their meat. They were
tired of Indian blood. The white man
with me had grown up in the country and
was nothing new to them. I was a deli-
cate morsel. and on me they fastened.
For a while I fought them, but it was no
use. They were too many, and to wear
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a head net was impossible in that brush.
I had but one hope, the mountains; and
toward them I strained, panting and sweat-
ing from exertion.

Before reaching the mountains we
skirted a number of small, circular lakes.
Not many of them contained fish, but
dacks and loons with their young were
abundant. The water, which we had to
wade. was often very cold, as it rested
on a solid bed of ice, and our feet and
legs would become numb as if paralyzed.

After one night's sleep on a corduroy
bed made of brush, the second after-
noon we came to an extensive field
of sand. Beyond that, a mile off, rose
the abrupt mountains, and at no great
distance I could see a deep, rugged
canyon piercing the range. That was the
Carcajo river. Debouching from the
mountains, it spreads, in times of freshet,
over the flats a mile wide. A soft breeze
blew across the sandy waste on which
we had entered, and as we proceeded we
struck a current of cold air, which cleared
away our tormentors. Relief! U-m-m-m!
Until one has endured the tortures in-
flicted by the insect pests which swarm
here he can form no idea of the sufferings
they produce. My eyelids were swollen
into great rolls; my hands, face and ears
were raw.

Leaving our comfortable sand plain, we
soon reached and crossed, in succession,
several branches of the Carcajo, and pres-
ently came to the main stream. The In-
dians reported it very low and we stripped
and waded it. The current was rapid,
probably 10 miles an hour. QOur method
of making the passage was of Indian in-
vention and was as follows: A long pole
was found, and cach clung to it as we
waded in abreast. In that way the upper
man broke the current and the others
supported him. The water was not very
cold, and I took occasion to lave my
poisoned flesh in the cooling stream. We
camped at the foot of the mountain where
the unchained river breaks from its gran-
ite prison and rushes to the plain. Latitude
65° 45’ N.

Gazing along the high walls of the.
canyon I discovered a moving speck of
white, which under the glass proved to be
a sheep. Another and another! Already
game in sight! Had I possessed wings it
would not have been far to them, but as
I must travel on foot the journey was
long and the way difficult, so I turned in
for a night of comfort and rest.

Next morning we climbed over a diffi-
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cult ascent for 2,500 feet, when the coun-
try broke off into a succession of ridges
and buttes, like the bad lands of Da-
kota. Farther on a series of higher ridges
with little muskeags between, and at least
a higher and still more rugged country.
There, in a canyon, provided with scrub,
we made camp, believing that would be
our headquarters during our hunt.

Next day 3 sheep were killed. The
first was lost over a precipice. The second
and third we got. The 2 following days
we drew blanks. Thereafter I organized
side trips. The first, of 4 days, only
brought us one specimen, but the second,
of 8 days, resulted in 10 good catches.
Then a long period of hard luck; then
better fortune.

That was no pot hunters’ paradise. Ani-
mals were scarce and wild, yet persistent ef-
fort filled our main camp with specimens,
clean and perfect, with all the bones neces-
sary, and all properly tagged and tied up in
bundles. In one direction only our efforts
were fruitless. I could procure no caribou.
In late fall and winter they go into that
country, but not in the summer. During
that season they range far back in the
rugged recesses of the mountains. 1
made a strenuous effort to reach them and
marched straight toward the heart of the
mountains for 2 days, crossing a stream
which nearly wound up our carthly affairs.
We plunged in just above a roaring cata-
ract and though we plied our ..ccustomed
tactics of pole and line, we were almost
borne off our feet 100 times. When we
finally reached land I lectured the fellows
heartily for rushing so hastily into danger.
The second evening we reached a stream
that we could not cross, and, reluctantly
abandoning our quest, returned to main
camp

Therc I discovered that I was suffering
from blood poisoning. My hands were
swollen and covered with painful ulcers.
To carry all our specimens 'on our backs
was impossible, so we decided to con-
struct a cache on the Carca)o. where dog
sledges could reach them in winter. We
set about the task at once. building it on
a level bed of rock above high water mark.
We carefully arranged the specimens in-
side so as to admit air, covered them with
canvas and oiled duck to keep them dry,
and above all that put a double layer of
timbers, piling stones around and ahove the
whole,

My hands grew worse; the disease was

spreading to other parts of my body, and
I found it necessary to hasten back to the
Fort. Despite my condition, I was in ex-
cellent shape for travel, and during the
long, arduous journey across the muskeag
I did not once feel fatigue. For nearly
40 days I had subsisted on sheep alone,
yet I experienced no ill consequences.
The quantity of fresh meat, if fat and ten-
der, which I could consume was wonder-
ful. A fat rib from an adult male nicely
roasted before a camp fire is a sweet, re-
freshing morsel, though a round of suck-
ing doe is not quite so palatable. The
flesh of the lamb is insipid. The brains
and :onguis all fsll to me and‘were good.
*

Strikingly noticeable in the mountains
is the absence of flowering plants. Only
a few varieties were seen.

Not a single field of snow was crossed
and there was no snowfall while we were
in the mountains, but soon after leaving
them we could see them clothed in white.
The weather was fine; only a few cold
rains fell, and now and then a thunder
shower visited us. But smoke and fog at
all times obscured the view and prevented
me _from securing photographic scenes.

Neither grouse nor ptarmigan were met.
We sighted one caribou, the only animal
beside sheep seen on the whole trip.

The muskeag is fairly well stocked with
moose. Black bears are also found there;
wolverines, marten, lynx and beaver along
the small streams and in the lakes. A few
grizzlies are found in the mountains.
Caribou are abundant in some places, but
just what kind I am unable to say. I
hope later to be better informed.

When I reached the Fort I was in
frightful condition from the blood poison.
Addressing myself faithfully to the task
of doctor and nurse I soon pulled to
healthy levels. It seemed delightful to be
a well man once more.

My Indians did well as Indians go.
Most of such people are not clean,
but as filth organizers mine could give
cards and spades to any others I ever saw.
To live among them, to be compelled
to use them, and to witness their loath-
some habits is one of the most abomina-
ble features of Northern travel.

The 1st of September found the coun-
try in autumn dress. Making sledges,
snowshoes and other preparations for
winter for Great Bear lake and the Cop-
per mine was then the life of our camp.

Harold: You shouldn’t wait for some-

thing to turn up, old chap;

you should

pitch right in and turn it up yourself.

Rupert:

But it's my rich uncle’s toes,

old chap, that I'm waiting for.



TIGER HUNTING IN INDIA.

C. E. ASHBURNER.

Although only the 15th of March, the
weather was so hot that dinner was served
in front of the row of tents which had
formed our home at Gurwaryhaan for near-
ly a month. If we dined with no roof over
us but the Indian sky it was not because
we were in any sense roughing it. Our
commissariat officer knew his duty too
well for that. Fifty miles from the
nearest town, we fared as luxuriously as
if we had been in London or New York.

Though the silver and glass had been
transported for miles in bullock carts over
rough roads, not a scratch nor a chip bore
witness to the fact. Our Portuguese cook
was a prince among cooks, and with a
ring of stones in lieu of a range, could
turn out a dinner fit for the most fastidious.

Now to the diners came the dignified
Mahommedan butler and said gravely,

“A big tiger near Oobra, sahibs. She
kill 2 bullocks and one old woman this
morning.”

Orders were given to our Bhul shikari
to take his men out early next morning,
find the tiger’s tracks and watch the jun-
gle in which she was until our arrival.
Guns, rifles and cartridges were examined
and given over to the care of the head
shikari who was to accompany us.

By 5 o’clock next morning we were all
astir; but before starting I will introduce
my companions. First, our generous host,
whom I will call Brown. Not more than
middle sized, he was strong and full of
dogged British pluck. “The sort of man
to have at your back in a row,” I once
heard him described.

Of Mrs. Brown, it is only necessary to
say she was worthy of her husband, and
just the wife for a man whose life was
spent mostly in the wilds.

The third of our party was a lank, bony
voung fellow, a captain of cmalry No
horse was too difficult for him to manage,
no country too rough for him to ride
over; but he was too reckless, when
cxcited, to suit most sober minded shikar
parties. Then there was Tompkins, a boy
of 18 years, who had been more than 6
months in the country without learning a
dozen words of the language. Having on
one occasion succeeded in slaughtering a
fawn, he considered himself a great au-
(homy on every subject connected with
sport. This youth had been consigned by
his father to Brown's care, and should be-
fore this have passed his first examina-
tion in Hindostani, and have joined a na-
tive regiment. Finding life pleasant and
his quarters good, he did not trouble him-

self to study, and was still unprepared for
his examination.

The dream of my life had been to visit
India. Having at length attained my de-
sire, I considered myself lucky beyond ex-
pression in having received an introduc-
tion to Brown and his wife. To be intro-
duced to a man in India means that you
share his house or camp, eat at his table,
ride his horses and generally enjoy your-
self as if you were his oldest friend.

At last we were off just as the sun rose.
First down a steep path to the river, then
in single file across it, a scramble up the
farther bank, and we came together in
the broad road cut through the jungle.
We saw the usual jungle sights: the track
of a bear; a magnificent nilgau, or blue
bull; a herd of spotted deer; monkeys
that’ swing from bough to bough; and
peacocks, parrots and innumerable other
birds on all sides.

We kept on at a steady canter, being
anxious to reach the scene of action as
early as possible. We swept past a large
native village, with its high walls and nar-
row gateways, recalling the days when the
villagers lived in constant terror lest the
nearest Mahratta chieftain should swoop
down upon them. At last we left the
road, and half an hour’s riding over rough
ground took us to another village. Be-
yond that we came to a magnificent grove
of mango trees, under which we found a
small camp pitched by our servants and
refreshments awaiting us.

Near by stood Brown's head shikari,
who long before daylight had sent his
men in search of the tiger’s lair. He re-
ported having followed the brute into a
dense thicket of perhaps 20 acres, which
was then surrounded by men stationed in
trees about 50 yards apart. This plan of
ringing a tiger is called getting him into
a ghira, and when surrounded in this
way the chances are 20 to one he will
mect his fate. He is driven from th»
covert toward the sportsmen either by
elephants or by men walking in line and
tapping the trees. If he is inclined to go
the wrong way, the native nearest him
has merely to make a slight noise; then
the animal either retreats or moves in
another direction until brought up by a
bullet.

There we were joined by Captain W..
who brought a good shikar elephant well
known throughout the district. This ar-
rival gave us the use of the elephant for
beating purposes, and made another g:n
available.
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After ordering the formation of another
ghira, outside the first one, we took a
hasty luncheon and, leaving our horses,
walked to the neighborhood of the ghira.
Arriving there, we were stationed by
the shikari at places where he said the
tiger would probably pass. Then Captain
W. mounted his elephant, and, rifle in
hand, rode into the ghira. Mr. and Mrs.
Brown were seated on a native cot fas-
tened 12 feet from the ground in a tree
growing out of the bank of a dry water
course.

In the middle of the jungle the elephant
gave notice of the proximity of the tiger
by trumpeting and by striking his trunk
on the ground. At last our enemy was
afoot and trying to break out of the ring.
At every point he was driven back. This
went on for 20 minutes, during which
time Captain W., on the elephant, could
not, owing to the density of the jungle,
get a shot. The tiger then jumped into
the dry watercourse and walked toward
Brown’s station: but when within about
70 yards he climbed the opposite bank and
followed along the top. Just opposite
Brown’s position was a clear space where
he hoped to get a shot at the tiger as it
passed. On came the tiger, walking quiet-
ly. and Brown was about to fire, when, to
his surprise, the tiger fell dead.

Tompkins, who was over 100 yards
away, had seen the tiger, and. contrary to
all sportsman'’s etiquette, fired at him, not-
withstanding the animal was opposite
another man. It is also contrary to rule
to fire at a tiger more than 40 yards away,
unless he is escaping, as at over that dis-
tance there is no certainty of killing him.
A wounded tiger is extremely dangerous.
Had this one been merely wounded we
should have been obliged to beat him up
at the risk of injury to some of our men.
When spoken to on the enormity of his
conduct Tompkins said that the tiger was
so large it seemed impossible to miss it.

~

He appeared well satisfied with himself,
notwithstanding the plain talk he heard on
that occasion.

The dead tiger was strapped on the back
of the elephant and sent to camp, while
we returned to our tent in the mango
grove where we had left our servants and
horses.

Before we arrived we received word by
a messenger that 2 friends of Brown’s had
a wounded tiger in a ghira in the vicinity,
and wished him to bring his party and
help finish the beast. We were only too
glad to join our forces to theirs, and
sent word to that effect. When we reached
their camp we learned that they had
wounded a tiger early in the morning,
but having few men and an inferior
shikari, could not succeed in killing their
game. We lost no time in making the
necessary arrangements for walking up
the wounded tiger, it not being safe to at-
tempt to drive him out,

It was agreed that 3 men should take
one side and 3 the other, each with a
trustworthy Bheel behind him to carry
spare guns and ammunition. The rest of
the Bheels we sent around the jungle in
which the tiger lay, to get up into trees
and act as stops. Giving them time to
take their positions, we walked into the
jungle toward where the wounded tiger
lay. We soon had notice of his where-
about. The trees under which he lay
were full of monkeys shaking the branches
over his head and swearing at him vigor-
ously. We walked close up. but the beast
would not charge, though he greeted us
with many roars. Finally he charged out-
right in front of Brown, who fired at his
chest as he bounded toward us. The ex-
press bullet hit him fairly in the center of
the chest, and he turned a complete som-
ersault, striking me with his hind quarters
and knocking me down. I was naturally
much startled and had quite enough of
tigers for one day.

Hopkins: Old Brown is going to marry
off one of his daughters pretty soon.

Popkins: How do you know?

Hopkins: The gas metre man told me.—

FEnchange.
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A FREAK ELK HEAD.

I send you herewith a photo of a 3-beam
clk head. This head is certainly a curi-
osity, having 3 separate beams, which
start from distinct burrs. The right
beam is a good 6-pointer; the main or
upper left beam comes from the
head about an inch and a half lower
down than the right beam; the third

beam has a scparate
bar below and near-
er to the center of
the forehead than
the main left beam.
A close examina-
tion shows that this
is not due to an in-
jury received while
young, as some
might suppose, but
is a natural growth
of the skull. Tac
man in this picture
is Geo. M. Glover, a
well known guide of

this section, who
has worked with us
a good deal. This

elk was killed about
a year ago along the
rim of Fall River
basin, in  Unita
county, Wyoming, and is now in the pos-
session of Col. S. Y. Seaborn. Detroit.
Mich. I have lived among the elk many
vears, and have hunted and guided in what
are considered the best elk districts in the
Rocky mountains, but I do not know of
any other head like this.

Albert Hill.
Alexander, Wyo.

A FREAK HEAD,

NIMROD’S THOUGHTS.

Old Nimrod paused at Nature’s shrine,
As music sweet from marsh and brake,
- By wild fowls’ luring voices made,
Filled all the air o'er hill and lake,
In one grand melody.

Nimrod listened, and memories sweet
Filled his heart, by the song revealed;
Memories fair, of marshy streams,
Of forest dells, of camp and field,
In the long time ago.

Nimrod spoke: “I would rather be here
At the springtime flight, or in summer’s
glow,
Or by the burning logs of a winter’s fire,
Where memory pictures come and go,
Than to wear a crown.”

CRITICAL WORK.

Ilighly corimended in Recreation’s Fifth Annual
Photo Competition.

WAITING FOR LUNCH,

Highly commended in Recrearion’s Fifth Annual
Photo Coiapetition.
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COLORADO HAS ONE.

I hand you herewith a photograph of
Herbert Gardner, of this city, who claims
w0 be a hunter, but judging from the pict-
ure, I should not class him as such.
should like you to write him and ask him
if this is his killing, made on the Bear
River Flats, Utah, in 2 days. If he admits
this butchering as his work, should like
to have you class him with the rest of
your pigs.

C. A. R, Colorado Springs, Colo.

I did write the old hog and ask him if
the report was correct, but he evidently

smelt something besides his own filth and
declined to answer. No decent man ever
thinks of being photographed with such a
lot of game in this age of the world. Gard-
ner is one of the old fashioned, backwoods
breed and deserves to be branded G. H. on
his forehead and on each cheek.—EbiTor.

A young man contemplating matrimonial
felicity, took his fair intended to the home
of his parents that she might be introduced
to the old folks. )

“This is my future wife,” said the young
man, proudly, turning to paterfamilias,
who was a canny Scot. “Now, father, tell
me candidly what vou think of her.”

The old man eyed the blushing bride-
elect critically for fully 2 minutes, then
answered, with deliberation:

“Well, John, I can only say you have
.shown much better taste than she has ' '—
Exchange.

A POACHING WARDEN.

Not a thousand miles from Ludington,
Michigan, there is a game preserve owned,
or leased, by the Kinney Creek Game Club.
A few weeks ago, in anticipation of the
encroachment of poachers, the club decid-
ed to hire a game warden to protect their
interests, and selected a man from town,
named Bates, for the position. The season
for duck shooting in Michigan had not
opened when the new warden reported for
duty, but the first night he was out he de-
termined to do a little poaching on his
own account. Accordingly he set out some
decoys soon after dusk, seated himself be-
hind a blind, and awaited developments.

Within half an hour he heard a familiar
“quack,” “quack.” and saw some dark ob-
jects swimming around the decoys. Mr.
Gamekeeper, who should have been pro-
tecting the interests of his employers. fired
both barrels of his 10-gauge into the flock,
bagging 8 of them. Procuring a boat he
picked up the ducks and started into town
to boast of his prowess.

Alas for the game hog. who didn’t know
a wild duck from a litter of pigs. When
he reached town with his prize, he learned
to his discomfiture he had wasted his
powder on some tame Pekin ducks belong-
ing to a farmer some 2 miles down the
river. There was a grand laugh at his ex-
pense, and the expense was increased a
few days later when the club received a
bill from the farmer for the loss of his
ducks amounting to $4.75. It was paid and
deducted from the gamekeeper’s first
month's salary. He isn’t shooting any
more ducks now, even if the season is

open.
Mallard Drake, Chicago, Ill.

THE SNOW PHOTOS.
(See page 18.)

I hand you herewith my dollar for mem-
bership in the League, although I need the
money for many other things.

Before I began to read RECREATION, I
thought I did not have much sport unless I
could kill something every hour; but now
I more often hunt with my camera than
with my gun. I am sending you by this
mail some photos of the beautiful snow
which has covered everything. It was 4
inches deep on the telephone wires, so you
can understand how it clung to every-
thing. It did a lot of damage to fruit and
other trees: but oh, what beauty met my
eyes on putting up the window shades. I
had my camera in less than § minutes. The
views were taken before the snow was dis-
turbed, early in the morning, and while it
was still snowing.

D. H. Darling, Guilford, N. Y.
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The man who quits when he gets enough, with plenty of game still in sight, is a real sportsman

TO RESTRAIN THE INDIANS.
Magdalena, N. M.
Editor RECREATION :

As the time is about ripe for the Indians
to come down on their annual slaughtering,
I hope some preventive measure can be
taken at headquarters. The Indian bureau
should stop their agents on the reserva-
tions from issuing these hunting passes,
when it is against the laws of the Terri-
tory that this slaughtering should continue.
From reliable parties I hear that one small
party of Indians secured about_ 200 pelts,
much of the meat being wasted, no doubt.
This was their hunt last fall before the
L. A. S. was in force here. It is nothing
unusual for the Indians to round up a
bunch of antelope and kill every one of
them. At least it was not at one time; but
antelope are so scarce now it may be diffi-
cult to find a bunch. If the agents would
use their influence to keep the Indians on
their reservations, we should be saved a
great deal of trouble, perhaps bloodshed, as
our citizens are determined. These agents
may share in the spoils, namely, venison
and buckskin; as at all the agencies there
are small stores, or trading posts.’

This is a great game section, but if this
slaughter continues much longer it will be
anything but a game field. At present our
division is not strong enough to cover the
entire section, of which we are in the cen-
ter, or nearly so, but as soon as we are al-
lowed a secretary we shall try to increase
the membership. W. P. Sanders.

To Mr. Sanders I replied:

Following is a copy of a letter I have
;vl_'itten the Commissioner of Indian Af-
airs :

Hon. Commissioner of Indian Affairs,
Washington, D. C.

About a year ago I had some correspond-
ence with you regarding the killing of game
in New Mexico by Indians. I am now in
receipt of a letter from the Chief Warden
of the New Mexico Division of the League
of American Sportsmen, calling my atten-
tion to the fact that a great deal of game
was killed by Indians in New Mexico all
last fall, in violation of the Territorial
laws, and asking that steps be taken to
prevent a repetition of such slaughter this
year and for all future years. I respect-
fully request, therefore, that you take up
this matter with your agents in New Mex-
ico and that you positively prohibit the is-
suing of passes for Indians to leave their

respective reservations for
during the fall or winter,

You are doubtless aware that the elk is
practically exterminated in New Mexico
and that but few antelope and deer are
left there. I am safe in saying that there.
are scarcely 200 antelope left in the entire
Territory. At the earnest solicitation of
this League the Legislature of New Mex-
ico enacted a law last winter prohibiting
the killing of elk, deer, antelope and moun-
tain sheep at any time prior to March, 1906.
It is believed that if this law can be en-
forced, even to a reasonable extent, these
species of game will rapidly increase, and I
trust we may have the hearty codperation
of your department in enforcing this law.
The better class of residents of that Ter-
ritory are deeply interested in this case and
a large number of the best business men
there are members’ of this League. They
are cooperating with us diligently in our
efforts to save the few remaining animals
of these various species from extermina-
tion and they will heartily appreciate
whatever efforts you may put forth to
keep the Indians on their reservations. I
should be glad to be advised of your ac-
tion in this matter.

any purpose

I append the reply of the Honorable
Commissioner :

Mr. G. O. Shields, New York:

I am in receipt of your communication of
the 23d ultimo. In reply, you are informed
that the respective Indian agents and
school superintendents in charge of the In-
dian reservations in New Mexico Terri-
tory, have this day been fully advised rel-
ative to the statements made in your letter
as to the destruction of game in the said
Territory, and have been instructed to take
such action as may be necessary to pre-
vent, so far as possible, a repetition of the
evils complained of in the premises,

W. A. Jones, Commissioner.

It is well, known that one of the most

. serious problems in the case of protecting

the wild animals of the far West is that of
preventing the Indians from slaughtering
the game. Ever since its organization the
League of American Sportsmen has been
laboring with the Indian Bureau with a
view to preventing as far as possible any
of the Western Indians from leaving their
agencies, under any pretext, in order that
they may invade the hunting grounds to
kill game there in violation of the State
laws or the laws of reason and economy in
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native life. As a part of this work I have
recently written a circular letter to all the
Indian agencies in the Western States, of
which the following is a copy:

As you are, of course, aware, the Indians
of most tribes in the West get permission
from the agents each summer or fall to
leave the reservations, under some pretext
or other, and when once they go into the
game countries they destroy great quanti-
ties of game. Some of this hunting is done
in close season and some in open season;
but, in any event, the white settlers in the
. vicinity invariably feel aggrieved. Some
of them always complain to this office and
ask that measures be adopted to stop this
killing, whether legal or illegal. There are
always 2 sides to every such case and the
Indians are entitled to a certain amount of
consideration; but the game has become so
scarce everywhere in the West and is so
sorely threatened with total extermination
that all thoughtful men, especially all
nature lovers, East and West, are extreme-
ly anxious that every precaution should be
taken henceforth to reduce the killing, by
white men as well as Indians, to a mini-
mum.

You are doubtless aware that, realizing
the danger of the total wiping out of cer-
tain species of wild animals in New Mex-
ico, the Legislature of that Territory at
its last session, in obedience to an urgent
request made by this League at its annual
meeting 2 years ago, passed a bill prohib-
iting the killing of antelope, deer, elk and
mountain sheep at any time prior to 1906.
There is no longer any reason why the
Indians should be allowed to hunt in that
Territory at any time. There is no game
they would care to kill that may be legally
killed at any time.

I do not assume to instruct you as to
how to handte the Indians under your
charge, but I do venture, as the President
of this League and as a representative of
its 7,000 members, distributed throughout
the entire United States, to beg you to do
everything possible to prevent the Indians
under your charge from killing any of
these species of game within the time
above specified. I realize that it may be
necessary for some of these Indians to
leave their reservations at certain times. I
also realize that nearly all permits granted
in such cases are abused. The majority
of the Indians have no regard for law.
Neither have they any sentiment on the
subject of protecting the game. They care
not how soon any species of wild animal
is exterminated. It, therefore, rests with
white men, and especially with the Indian
agents, to do whatever may be done for
the preservation of these grand animals.

This League represents the best thought
of the whole country on the subject of

game protection. You can readily under-
stand this when I tell you that the League
includes in its membership the President
of the United States, 7 members of Con-
gress, the Governors of 7 States, including
your own, the ex-Governors of at least a
dozen States and at least 100 members of
the Legislatures of the different States.
Furthermore, our membership includes
hundreds of prominent men in all walks
of life.

Added to this, I speak for the 330,000
readers of RECREATION, nearly all of whom
are friends of game protection. I say this
advisedly, for I have waged such a re-
lentless warfare against market hunters,
skin hunters, and game destroyers of all
classes, for the last 5 years, that I have
alienated nearly all such from my list of
readers. On the other hand, I have re-
formed thousands of men who were at some
time or other thoughtlessly destroying
game and who have written me -that after
reading RECREATION a few months they
have seen the error of their ways, have .
quit all such destructive work, and have
joined the ranks of game protectors.

I, therefore, earnestly beseech you to
coOperate with us in every way possible
in this great work and especially to refuse
to grant permits to any of the Indians un-
ger your charge to leave their reservations
in any case where there may be the least
suspicion that they will slaughter game
when they get away. If you will give us
your assistance in this way, you will there-
by merit, and I shall see that you are ac-
corded, the hearty approbation and the
thanks of every ane of these thousands of
good men I have mentioned. Should be
glad to hear from you on this subject, and
shall await your reply with keen interest.

Sportsmen and nature lovers of the far
West are again requested to notify me of
any cases that may come under their notice
of Indians hunting off their reservations in
violation of law. In order to make such
reports effective with the Indian Bureau
it is necessary that detailed information
should be given. If possible the names
of the Indians should be obtained. In
most cases this is impossible; but in every
case the complainant should ascertain to
what agency the Indians belong, where
they have been hunting, dates on which
the killing was done, and all data pos-
sible. In every case where suchsreports
are made to me I transmit them to the
Commissioner of Indian Affairs, with a
request that the agent giving the permit
may be called to account and restrained.
if possible, from giving passes to such
Indians in future to leave their reserva-
tions.

The Indian Department is kindly dis-
posed toward efforts of this character to
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preserve the wild animals in the far West
and most of the Indian agents themselves
are with us in sentiment. If, therefore,
those interested in this work will make
such complaints in every case that comes
under their notice, the unlawful killing
of game by Indians may be rapidly cur-
tailed and eventually broken up.

Following are copies of the replies which
I have received to date:

Fort Belknap Agency, Harlem, Mont.
Mr. G. O. Shields, New York:

Aside from being a reader of RECREA-
TiIoN and a consistent lover of sport, I
fully realize the importance of protecting
game in every way possible. Acting in an
official capacity, I have explained to the
Indians of this reservation the importance
of preserving game and I frequently impor-
tune them against its wholesale slaughter.
They seem to wunderstand and ap-
preciate the condition, and while parties
adjacent to the Fort Belknap reservation
have complained in the past that our
Indians leave without permission and kill
game at all seasons, I have always been
able to trace these depredations to the va-
rious bands of nomadic Cree Indians who
infest this State, and not to our Indians,
who are made scapegoats and are some-
times unjustly punished. I give you my
assurance that I shall at all times heartily
cooperate with your splendid organization,
both personally and officially, in keeping
down the destruction and willful slaughter
of game. No passes are given to Indians
in large bodies to leave this reservation
for the purpose of hunting, and as our po-
lice are active and vigilant I can safely say
that no violations of game laws occur
among these people, ’

M. L. Bridgeman,
U. S. Indian Agent.

Crow Agency, Mont.
Mr. G. O. Shields, New York:

I am in perfect accord with the senti-
ment expressed in your letter. As you
state, it is an undeniable fact that there are
2 sides to the question. The Indian side
of this question is entirely different from
that of the settlers making complaints from
time to time. To begin with, under the
treaty with the United States entered into
between these Indians and the Govern-
ment, in 1868, the privilege was extended
to these Indians of hunting on any un-
occupied Government lands, no limit of
time being given or season stated. The
Indians of this reservation, however, ob-
serve the game laws to a greater extent
than .do many whites surrounding the
reservation. I do not believe any of the
Indians have killed antelope since the pass-

ing of the act by the Legislature, men-

tioned by you in your letter. A hunting
party of Indians seldom leaves this reserva-
tion, and then only in open season. I am
always glad to cooperate in the preserva-
tion of what.little game is left, and should
be glad to hear from you at any time in
the future. J. E. Edwards,
U. S. Indian Agent.

Kiowa Agency, Anadarko, Okla.
Mr. G. O. Shields, New York:

The Indians of this agency never leave
their reservation to kill game. There is
but little large game left in this section.
The Indians who have lived on the reser-
vations of this agency do but little hunting
of any kind. The country has been justly
famous for quail and chicken shooting, but
there is reason to believe that the day for
such sports in this section will soon have
passed. The whites that have come here
incidental to the opening of this reserva-
tion have had no respect for game laws
of the Territory, and have killed the birds
for subsistence without remorse. I re-
spectfully suggest that you make an ap-
peal to the Territorial authorities to stop
this wanton destruction of the birds.
While I remain agent for the Indians I
shall endeavor to prevent violations of
game laws on lands allotted to the Indians
and all agency reserve lands. Indians sel-
dom kill the small birds. I am under the
impression that the Territorial authorities
have recently been considering the matter
and appointing wardens when applied for.

James F. Randlett,

Lt.-Col. U. S. A, U. S. Indian Agent.

Tongue River Agency, Mont.
Mr. G. O. Shields, New York:

I am fully in accord with you in your
views with regard to the indiscriminate
killing of wild game by Indians or others.
For the past 3 years I have given no hunt-
ing passes to the Northern Cheyenne
Indians, and few other passes to visit dis-
tant reservations, as I am satisfied that

" the frequent visiting of Indians from one

reservation to another has a great tendency
toward keeping up their nomadic mode of
life, which is a great drawback to their
civilization.

You may rest assured I shall use every
endeavor to prevent the Northern Chey-
ennes from killing or in any way molesting
wild game of any kind. These Indians
will be kept on their reservation as far as
possible. . Clifford,

. U. S. Indian Agent.

Fort Peck Agency. Poplar, Mont.
Mr. G. O. Shields, New York:
I am in full accord and sympathy with
sentiments contained in your letter. For
3 years past | have refused permits to
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Indians to hunt either in the open or the
closed season. 1 have also caused the
arrest and conviction of Indians killing
game out of season. As you say, the
Agents on the different reservations could
in a large measure stop the wanton de-
struction of game by Indians. I will cheer-
fully assist your association in any way I
can. I have been a resident of Eastern
Montana 20 years, and have seen with sor-
row the extermination of large game.
The Northern part of this reservation is a
great rendezvous for antelope during the
winter, and I will see that the Indians
leave them alone.
C. R. A. Scobey, U. S. Indian Agent.

Sacaton, Ariz.
Mr. G. O. Shields, New York:

I am pleased to say that the Pima, Pa-
pago and Maricopa Indians under my
charge, numbering about 9,000, are strictly
subordinate to the agent. In no case have
I had any complaint of their violating the
game laws. It shall be my pleasure to
cooperate with the League of American
Sportsmen in enforcing these laws. I am
careful in giving the Indians permits to
leave the reservation, and in guarding
against any violation by them of the Ter-
ritorial laws.” I have no fears of their
violating the game law. They are obedient
to instructions, a peaceable and law-abiding

people.
Elwood Hadley,
U. S. Indian Agent.

Nez Perce Agency, Spalding, Idaho.
Mr. G. O. Shields, New York:

The Nez Perce Indians are, by the
courts, declared to be citizens of the United
States. They can not be restricted from
leaving this reservation and going
wherever they please and whenever they
please. The only way to get at them is
by enforcing the State law against the
crimes of which you write. I have cau-
tioned, admonished and advised these
Indians to be careful in the slaughter of
game, to use all of the meat and hides,
wasting no part of said game, and to kill
only such as they actually need for their
own consumption. I assurc you I have
your cause at heart, and will do all T can
for the protection of game in this section.

C. T. Stranahan, U. S. Indian Agent.

Cheyenne and Arapaho Indian Agency,
Darlington, Okla.
Mr. G. O. Shiclds, New York:

Nothing would give me more pleasure
than to comply with your suggestions and
request, if the case in point had any bear-
ing on this reservation; but it has not.
The Cheyenne and Arapaho country was
thrown open to white settlement in 1892,
and no game to speak of abounds. There
are some birds and small game in the

sparsely settled districts, but that is all, and
every effort is made to enforce game laws.
Yours is most certainly a laudable under-
taking, and 1 wish you every success.

Geo. W. H. Stouch,
Major U. S. A, U. S. Indian Agent.

Cheyenne River Agency, S. Dak.
Mr. G. O. Shields, New York:

I concur in the views expressed by you.
It has been my policy since assuming
charge of this Agency to grant no passes
to the Indians of this reservation for the
purpose of hunting beyond the borders of
this reserve at any season of the year,
nor permit them to carry firearms when
visiting any other reservation. Since re-
ceiving your communication and noting
the deep interest manifested in this mat-
ter by your association, I shall take pleas-
ure in using every possible precaution with
the Indians under my charge to prevent
them from abusing the game laws.

Ira A. Hatch, U. S. Indian Agent.

Blackfeet Indian Agency, Browning, Mont.
Mr. G. O. Shields, New York:

The Indians of this reservation do little
hunting. The game laws of Montana are
severe, the game wardens seem to be alert,
and the slaughter of game is minimized.
I assure you, however, of my hearty co-
Operation in attaining the aims of your
League.

James H. Monteath,
U. S. Indian Agent.

Rosebud, S. Dak.
Mr. G. O. Shields, New York:

Of rourse I will co6perate with you in
any way possible to protect the game.
These Indians do not leave the reserve for
the purpose of hunting. They may kill a
few ducks and chickens on the reserve, but
this is done in season, and the law is not
violated in any way.

Chas. E. McChesney,
U. S. Indian Agent.

'STRANGE VISITORS.

September 6th I went to Upper Lake
Minnetonka to bring my wife and baby
from a short outing. The forenoon was
mine; I spent it in fishing and got a few
bass. While casting, a flock of 6 birds
came so close I could positively identify
them. They wecre snow geese (anser hy-
perboreus) in the bluish gray immature
plumage. Late in the afternoon my wife
and I saw what I thought was the same
flock flying back over the train at Spring
Park. Where did those birds come from?
There is no record of their nesting any-
where in Minnesota, and they were about 8
weeks ahead of their migration.

H. W. Howling, Minneapolis, Minn.
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CAMPING OUT AND COOKING.
Cheyenne, Wyo.
Editor RECREATION :

“When in the woods I live on common
food, good and nourishing, that will last,
when taken at 5 o'clock a. m., till I get
back at night. Every hunter who goes
into the woods is nearly sure of his own
meat, if not venison, then rabbits or chick-
ens; but he should also take some break-
fast bacon, as a change and for the grease
or lard he can get from it.

Everybody ought to know. how to make
bread, but we find among campers many
who can not bake it. Light bread should
never be made, because it is a great deal
of trouble and necessitates extra dishes.
Make sour dough or baking powder bread.
Four sour dough, mix flour and water
with a half teaspoonful of baking soda and
let it stand in a warm plage till the dough
gets sour. Then use enough sour dough
according to the flour you have to make a
stiff paste. Mix well, but do not make a
rock of it. Roll out and bake in a hot
oven. For baking powder bread, make
same as sour dough and put.3 or 4 table-
spoonfuls of lard in flour for shortening.
Make into - biscuits. They bake quickly
and can be used even after they are one or
2 days old by being dipped in cold water
and warmed.

Meat may be fried, stewed, baked, etc.
When frying bacon, fry till done, then pour
off the grease and cook 2 or 3 minutes
longer.

A good way to handle a grouse is to
clean it thoroughly, but leave on feathers;
stuff with cooked apples and dumplings;
paste soft clay all over the bird so that no
feathers show; lay in a bed of hot coals
and bake till done. Break off the clay and
the feathers, skin and leaves will come
with it, leaving the pure, juicy meat, which,
with gravy, bread, butter, coffee, potatoes,
beans, rice and apples will give you a din-
ner fit for the gods. Rabbits can be cooked
in the same way by leaving on hide.

When cooking beans, always pour on hot
water; cold water chills them, and they
take longer to cook. When baking biscuits
in a Dutch oven, care should be taken not
to burn them. Make common biscuits and
have bright hardwood coals. Do not have
a blaze or your oven will get too hot.

Pancakes made of sour dough are good
for breakfast. Mix as much flour as you
want with half as much sour dough, add
salt and mix with cold water into a soft
batter.

When frying potatoes have your frying
pan 1-3 full of lard or grease and cover
it. This steams the potatoes and does not
take long.

Venison can be dried by cutting it into
strips of 6x10x2 inches, leaving no

bones. It can be dried behind the stove,
and is good to take for a lunch. Before
drying venison let it lie in saltwater half
an hour.

Rice can be cooked in water with a little
salt added.

For making gravy, take 4 tablespoonfuls
of lard, one tablespoonful of flour, a little
salt and pepper. Let the flour and lard
brown in a frying pan. When brown, add
one cup of water and cook till it thickens.

Canned corn and tomatoes are good to
take into camp if you do not need to econ-
omize weight, as tomatoes can be served
raw and corn can be cooked in 2 minutes
in a frying pan with a little grease. Dried
fruit should always be taken along, as it is
quickly cooked. Dumplings can be made
by mixing flour and baking powder, salt
and water into a dough. They are good
with potatoes, beans, meat, biscuits and
rice.

Pie and cakes are hard to make on a
camping trip, as eggs are hard to carry.

A delicious variation of the monotony of
camp fare can be made with little trouble
from simple materials, and will set off the
Sunday table in a way to make the rusty
old camper, far from the haunts of men,
think of his mother’s table in the days
when he wore linsey-woolsey, and lived in
the dear old home, before the world had
grown little, and sour, and mean. Slice
green apples thin, cutting always across the
core. Drop these into a thin batter of flour
and water, with a spoonful of baking pow-
der, a pinch of salt and a dash of pepper.
Take them out, slice by slice, each in a big,
stirringspoonful of batter, and drop them
into a kettle of boiling lard. They will
swell out like Democratic politicians, and
get presently brown as berries. Served
with syrup made from sugar, brown if pos-
sible, they will add a gusto to the meal
which the habitués of Delmonico’s never
get with their terrapin or canvasback.

Should a surplus of meat be cooked at
any time, and allowed to stand cold, it may
be utilized with potatoes. Cut both up into
small chunks, the meat fat and lean, the
potatoes peeled, and stew down in kettle
or frying pan, keeping covered and season-
ing to suit with salt and high with pepper.

The feast of the camper, on ranges where
he may be found, is the roast ’possum,
smothered in his own gravy, and garnished
with sweet potatoes, peeled, and cooked in
the same oven or pan.

Max Brown.

WHY PROTECT COONS?

Baltimore, Md.
Editor RECREATION :
There is much work to be done in this
State, and the L. A. S, can be made to
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yield an influence heretofore not known.
We have a State Game and Fish Pro-
tective Association, and while this has
been instrumental in doing much good,
there is still ample room for great im-
provement. The L. A. S. could work in
harmony with the State forces as already
constituted, with increased protection to
our game and fish. Our laws relating to
the latter need radical changes, while
many provisions might be made throwing
greater protection around our game. I
hope to go down to Annapolis this winter
when the State Legislature is in session,
and make a personal thing of seeing that
amendments are made to existing laws,
meant to protect, but which do not protect,
and which but ill-advisedly complicate the
game laws of this State. They are meant
for good, but being the product of men
who are not acquairted with the charac-
ter and habits of the game they would
protect, the laws work both a hardship to
the game and an annoyance to the true
sportsman.

For instance, in certain counties in this
State, it is unlawful to catch, kill or trap
the raccoon in the months of October and
November, nothwithstanding Dame Nature
has supplied him with a luxurious growth
of hair that he may stay out late on sharp,
frosty nights, and be prepared to rest
comfortably when the cold blasts of win-
ter come in earnest. But the same law
says you can catch, kill and trap him in
March! What a travesty on the do-
mestic rights of the poor coon to legalize
his or her slaughter in a month when the
hair is beginning to shed, and what is
worse, at a time when for obvious reasons
the mother should receive every protec-
tion! It is well known that coons bear
young in April. But why agitate the sub-
ject by protecting the coon at all? He is
here to stay, from Maine to Florida, is
hunted but little as compared with other
animals, and when hunted is seldom
caught. Why fill our law books with game-
law rubbish? We want to get right down
to the merits of each and every particular
case, and drive home that protection which
the thing considered may require. I am
not hostile to the coon. I am his friend
and will protect him in a fair fight, while
in a fair chase he is well equipped to suc-
cessfully protect himself. I mention the
above to illustrate that we do not need
more legislation, but better. Then, would-
be violators will have a wholesome respect
for both the letter and the spirit of the
law. In the case of the raccoon, I have
positive assurance that he does much dam-
age in localities thickly settled, and within
reach of his depredations. In one case, a
farmer, attracted by my dogs some morn-
ings ago, appeared on the scene and found

your humble servant high up‘’in a tree
trying to get a coon out of a hole.

“Why don’'t you cut the tree down?”
he called up. .

“Don’t want to cut any good timber,” I
replied.

“That doesn’t make any difference. Cut
every tree in the woods if you can break
up these d—d coons.”

“But I don’t want to break them up;
only to catch this one alive.”

“Well, I want them broken up. My
corn looks as if a gang of hogs had been
through it,” etc.

Worse than all, the ravages of this ani-
mal in breaking up quail and all other
kinds of bird nests can never be known
or determined. In a chase one morning
last summer, I have a witness, with my-
self, to the fact that a coon which had
been chased up an old post, with the dogs
below, barking, flushed a-mocking bird out
of a hole, and while the bird made frantic
circles in the air and repeatedly darted
down at the coon, that little animal, with
both eyes on his tormentor, ran first onc
paw and then the other in that post hole,
then both paws, and taking out 5 eggs,
one at a time, ate them as suavely and
complacently as a boy would eat peanuts at
a circus. So why protect the coon in
October and November and murder by
legal enactment the mother coon as she
gets ready for housekeeping in March?

I should like to join a party of gentlemen
some_ time, to visit the big game country,
principally to hunt with a camera. If you
know of such parties going out, I would
thank you if you would kindly mention my
name in that connection.

J. E. Tylor.

CALIFORNIA’S GAME LAW.

Game Warden J. J. Chapman came in yester-
day from the Elizabeth_Lake country with zymore
quail hunters in tow. He caught Henry Reynolds
and John Coe in the act in the fine quail country
betwecen Newhall and Lancaster, and took them
before Justice Barkley, of San Fernando, who
promptly fined them $25 each. This is Chapman's
’}ch conviction in 2 months.—Los Angeles (Cal.)

imes.

Mr. Chapman is doing first-class work,
and should be encouraged. So, also, should
such judges as Justice Barkley. It is to be
hoped others will follow their good ex-
ample.

For the benefit of intending visitors to
California I give a synopsis of the game
laws of this State.

The sale of all game except ducks is
prohibited.

Quail and duck season: October 1 to
February 1.

Dove and trce squirrel season: August
1 to February 1.

Deer season: August 1 to October 1.
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Bag limit: 25 quails, 50 ducks, 50 doves,
daily; 3 deer during the season.

Does, spotted fawns, antelope, elk and
mountain sheep can not be killed at any
time.

No game whatever can be had in posses-
sion during the closed season.

Night shooting is prohibited.

No game can be transported from the
State except for scientific purposes.

No killing of meadow larks except
where the birds are destroying crops, and
then the owner or tenant must do the kill-

ing.

For the purpose of enforcing the laws
each county may have a game warden, with
a salary of $50 to $100 a month, and not
more than $25 extra for expenses.

The limit on the daily bag of ducks and
doves is twice what it should be, and no
one should be allowed to kill more than 12
tree squirrels in a day. As far as I can
learn, nearly all county laws have been
abolished since this new State game law
was passed. It is fortunate such is the
case, as it makes the law uniform through-
out the State. The farmers where I was
last summer kill doves all the time, and
a number put out poisoned grain to thin
out the doves. An article on the food
of doves might prove of interest to Cali-
fornia readers, and I for one should be
much obliged for a little light on the

subject.
H. V. S. Hubbard,
Los Angeles, Cal.

MR. SETON NOT GUILTY.

One of Colorado’s deputy State game
wardens, named Bush, arrested John B.
Goff, a noted guide and ranchman, who
lives near Meeker, and Ernest T.
Seton, the well known author, artist
and naturalist, in October last, took them
before a justice of the peace and charged
them with baiting a bear trap with venison.
The case was tried before a jury composed
of some of the largest tax-payers in the
county, and Bush failed to produce a
particle of evidence to sustain his charge.
After being out only a few minutes the
jury returned with a verdict completely ex-
onerating both Mr. Goff and Mr. Seton
and characterizing the charge as malicious
persecution. Mr. Seton subsequently pub-
lished the following statement of the case:

To the Editor of the Herald:—
In your issue this morning you quote from
Denver papers a statement that is calculated to
do me much injustice. You will, therefore, I
, allow me to correct the impression.
was arrested_in Colorado for being in com-
pany with John B. ff, who was charged with
setting a bear trap with venison. In the court
it was abundantly proved that:— X
_First—I never owned or set a bear trap in my

Lif
§eoond——Tha! I had not carried a gun or fired

a shot or killed or trapped any animal on the
whole trip.
hird—That my only weapon was a camera.

Fourth—That Mr. Goff was wholly innocent of
the_charges made.

vifth—That the game warden, named Bush,
was seeking a little cheap advertising.

Sixth—71he verdict was: *“We, the jury, find
the defendant not guilty as charged, and believe
the prosecution to be malicious.”

Seventh—It was proved on behalf of Mr. Goff's
dogs that they were trained so they would not
chase a deer. Interesting side evidence of this is
found in Scribner’s Magazine for October. In
that issue, President Roosevelt, who hunted with
Mr. Goff last winter, enlarges on the remarkable
fact  that these hounds are among deer the year
round, and yet are so well trained that they
never think of following deer. I may add that
my own observation on a hundred different
occasions entirely confirms this.

Ernest Seton-Thompson.
New York, Oct.

11, 190I1.

No further evidence will be needed by

the thousands of readers of RECREATION

who know Mr. Seton to completely exon-
erate him and Mr. Goff.—EbDITOR.

BROKE NON-EXPORT LAW.

I enclose clipping from Minneapolis
Tribune which may prove of interest to
you. Judging from the men having so
many trunks they were game hogs as well
as evaders of the law. Let us hope they
will get the limit. You get so many words
of praise for RECREATION and for your
splendid work for game preservation that
it seems superfluous for me to add any, but
I want to tell you how thoroughly I enjoy
the best sportsman's magazine on earth,
RECREATION, and of my respect for your
fearless work in the extermination of fish
and game hogs and the encouragement of a
manly, self-respecting race of sportsmen.

H. A. Allen, Minneapolis, Minn.

The clipping enclosed by Mr. Allen is
as follows:

Frank C. Hale made a clever haul of game
that was being shipped out of the State. Mr.
Hale is attorney for the game and fish com-
mission, and he had noticed trunks goin
through Minneapolis, checked from the duc
grounds. He secured a bench warrant leveled at
the handy gentleman named John Doe, went to
the Milwaukee depot and seized three trunks.
Ther were nicely stocked with ducks, fine ham-
merless guns, cartridges and expensive hunting
paraphernalia, and the ducks were at once ap-
propriated. The owners will’ be enabled to se-
cure their guns and equipment if they will come
forward and prove property, and pay a certain
sum for every bird shipped. The law evaders
will have to do a sum in arithmetic before they
ascertain whether they would rather lose the
guns or pay the damages.

I reckon that is about the most disagree-
able “hail” storm those fellows ever got
caught in. The next time they go duck
shooting it would be well for them to char-
ter a balloon to take their game out of the
State if it happens that the State they hunt
in has a non-export law, as most States
have nowadays.—EDITOR.
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MR. EMRICK NOT THE WRITER.

The statement on page 288 of October
REeckEATION about the White Bear hunter
violating the game law is surely incorrect.
I do not think any of those men at White
Bear ever kiled a deer in their lives.
About Floodwood and Grand Rapids I
know nothing., but am positive the first 4
mentioned in the item are not guilty. 1
enclose a letter I have received from Mr.
Fmrick. Mr. Fullerton surely knows Mr.
‘I'urner. I think he was appointed special
warden last year. :

Any man who will sign another man’s
name to a letter is not of much account.
1 can almost swear that neither Mr. Griggs
nor the Kitsons ever killed anything larger
than a duck. I met Mr. Emrick about 6
months ago. He was a stranger in town
and 1 have never seen him since. That
item is a fake story and not written by
Emrick. It is all right to roast the right
party, but I'm sure the 4 are not guilty.

S. B., White Beir Lake, Minn.

The letter above referred to is as fol-
lows: .

I wish you would tell Mr. Turner, Mr.
Kitson and brother and Mr. Griggs that
the statement in October RECREATION 1s a
lie. Any man who is so low as to sign my
name to an article of that kind does not
amount to much. I do not know any of
those gentlemen whose names are men-
tioned and who are accused of violating
the game law. I was in White Bear only
one day, about 6 months ago, and net since
that time have I even passed through that
town. I am not a game warden and never

was. . )
Chas. H. Emrick, West Superior, Wis.

ONLY HOGS; NOT LEAGUE MEN.

Two more game butchers were caught
here last summer with fledgling prairie
chickens in their possession. The men, H
L. Hubbard and A. J. Teer, both members
of the L. A. S., drove to the shooting
ground in a buggy, which they left by the
roadside. A farmer passing looked in the
vehicle and saw some dead birds. There-
upon he drove the outfit to Dodge City
and delivered it to the sheriff. When the
hirers of the rig reached town after a_walk
of 11 miles, they were taken before Judge
Labrand and fined $19 each. The farmer
received $10 as a reward for their capture.
Dr. Milton, of Dodge City, was the prose-

cutor in this case.
D. A. E, Newton, Kans.

You are mistaken in saying these law
breakers are members of the League. They
are not. 1f they had been they would
have had more sense than to shoot chick-
ens before the opening of the season or

to shoot fledglings at any time. Hubbard
and Teer have learned a valuable lesson,
and it is hoped they may hereafter

. be willing to wait until the season opens

and until young birds are able to fly at
least 100 feet.

If D. A. E. will give me the name and
address of the farmer who gave these law
breakers the long walk into town I should
be glad to send him RECREATION one year
free of charge. Furthermore, I should be
glad to send the magazine to 100 other
farmers on the same terms if they will
adopt such summary means of rounding up
game hogs as this man did.—Ebpitor.

A CHRONIC HOG.

I feel it my duty to write you about a
game hog of this place. He is a passen-
ger conductor, running between Chicago
and Rock Island on the C. R. I. and P.
Railway. His name is H. R. Huntington.
About Jan. 20 he went to Letts, Iowa,
hunted 2 days and brought home a grain
sack full of quails. I understand he did
his hunting on the Letts farm; but, at any
rate, he got the quails and boasted that he
had a right to shoot them, as the owner
of the land said he might. I am certain he
had no license to shoot in lowa, and even
if he had he had no right to shoot quails
in close season. This is nbt his first of-
fence. He goes to Dakota every year and
slaughters all the prairie chickens he can.
He was never known to take out a license
in any State. He was dropped from the
gun club here on account of his greedy
nature. He is known among the men here
as Old Grab All. It is time he was brand-
ed. Am informed the quails in question
were disposed of in his usual way, that is,
handed around among the officers of the
railway for a stand-in. No doubt Hunt-
ington will deny this if confronted with
it, but anyone here can, and I think will,
tell you the nature of the beast. I have
notHing against him but what I have stated,
but that is enough. I appreciate the good
work you are doing and never miss a
copy of Recreation. Huntington claims
to be a sportsman. If he is I am not. He
has a son who is said to be a close second
to the old man.

A. R. P, Blue Island, Il

A LOVER OF QUAILS.

Your magazine is the best one for the
true sportsman that I have ever read. I
am an old prospector and spend most of
my time on the desert or in the mountains,
consequently am not in close touch with
civilization.

The best way to protect the birds is to
confine the shot gun to clay pigeons. T kill
all the quails, ducks and grouse I want
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with my rifle. I take about 6 quails, 2
ducks and 4 grouse for my limit every
year when I happen to be where they are,
anywhere but near my camp. I never kill
any kind of game that comes to my spring
to water. I have a flock of 57 quails at
my spring now, and the man who would
shoot them would have a hard time of it.
I brought the old birds from the Colorado
river, 70 miles, on burros, and turned
them loose in the moumtains 4 years ago.
Now, there are a few at all the watering
places in these mountains. It has been so
dry here for the past 3 years that the
quails did not mate. This year they secem
to have done well. I know where there are
thousands of quails. They are not shot at
exccpt by the Indians and an occasional
prospector. 1 do not wish any of th»
game hogs to learn where these birds are.
Let the good work go on. Why mnot
get the gun clubs to limit themselves
to 10 birds each in a season for 10 years?
The birds would increase by that time
so each member could take, say, 15 in a
scason. .
John Packer, Danby, California.

GAME CONFISCATED.

I enclose a clipping taken from the Port
Jervis Gasette. 1 am a staunch supporter
of game protection and of RECREATION.

John Dougherty, Jr., Rio, N. Y.

The chpping enciosed states that Dr.
Joseph Kalbfus,, secretary of the Pennsyl-
vania State Game Commission, accompan-
ied by State Game Warden Joseph Berrier,
of Harrisburg, went to Glen Eyre, Pike
county, recently to investigate charges that
members of the Bloominggrove Park As-
sociation have been violating the game
laws. A number of English pheasants,
several native pheasants and some grouse
were discovered in the possession of N. S.
Smith, President of the Park Association;
R E. Bretnall, of Newark, N. J.; Robert
Post and another son of the late Andrew
J. Post, of Jersey City; and John Kusser
and Benjamin Kusser, of Trenton, N. J.

President Smith assumed the responsi-
bility of the appearance of the men when
wanted to appear to answer to the charges
preferred, and the secretary of the State
Game Commission permitted them to re-
turn to their homes. The game was
shipped to the Lackawanna hospital,
Scranton, in conformity with the State law,
which provides that all game seized must
be sent to the hospital for the care of
wounded soldiers.

Dr. Kalbfus intends to prosecute these
narties in the middle district of the United
States Court in Pennsylvania. the offenders
being liable under the Lacey law.
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DO NOT KILL GREYS.

I should like to hear from some good
squirrel hunters of the best method to hunt
these animals, especially in a country where
they are scarce and quite wild. I have
been hunting several times lately, and the
last time I tried a new plan, which proved
all right. I sat down and waited till I saw
or heard a squirrel. If I had been walk-
ing around I should probably have fright-
ened them and the chances are I should
not even have seen one.

Fred C. Haist, Anita, Iowa.

ANSWER.

You should not kill gray squirrels or fox
squirrels at any time. They have become
so scarce and are so seriously thrgatened
with complete extermination in all farm-
ing districts that all sportsmen should
henceforth declare them pets instead of
game animals and do everything possible
to preserve them. They are among the
most beautiful and interesting of all the
small mammals of this country. The rapid
encroachment of civilization on the forests,

* the rapid growth of public taste for out-

door sports and the thoughtlessness and
greed of most shooters have doomed
these innocent creatures. It is now the
duty of all nature lovers and all sym-
pathetic sportsmen to come to their rescue.
—EbiToR.

CAPE COD NOTES.

For a number of years shore birds have
been decreasing in number on Cape Cod,
but last year they were fairly abundant.
Near my camp at Sandwich marshes I saw
a flock of about 200 golden plover, a thing
not seen there in 10 years or more. Cur-
lew were more plentiful than ever before.
During the years of scarcity large flocks
of golden plover were observed far out at
sea, flying southward. They avoided the
cape and Nantucket, probably to dodge the
pot hunters who haunt these parts. At
Nantucket dough birds used to be killed
in large numbers. I have hunted the best
grounds on the cape 10 years, yet have
never seen a dough bird. They were worth
money and were exterminated. There was
a large spring flight of beetlehead and yel-
low legs, but they did not return in equal
numbers. I would protect all kinds of
hore birds at all times for the next 5 years.
If all the States on the Atlantic Coast
would protect these birds for 5 years the
good old days of flights and fun would
surely return. I believe in uniform laws,
in all the Coast States at least. I would
prohibit Spring shooting and the sale of
game and have November and December
constitute the open season for grouse,
quail and woodcock.

E. E. P, Eastham, Mass.
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BELGIANS INCREASING.

The Belgian hares, or common English
wild rabbits, burrow in the ground. They
dig their own burrows and do not have to
use old prairie dog or coyote holes. They
come out to feed in the early morning and
about sundown; the rest of the time they
are underground. These rabbits have in-
creased here enormously of late years, al-
though the occupier of a piece of land, as
well as the owner, has the right to shoot
them. The coyotes, which possibly might
keep rabbits from ingreasing too quickly,
are killed for the bounty. While the rabbit
is a novelty they may command fair prices,
i. e, 25 cents, dressed; but when they are
numerous I don’t suppose they will bring
more than 5 cents each. Common rabbits,
i. e, Belgian hares, retail at 12 cents in
England. To get any sport with them fer-.
rets must be used to drive them out. I
fully expect the time will come within 15
years when this rabbit will be a pest in
California. R. L. Montague,

Oroville, Cal.

Until that time no one should use fer-
rets on them. The ferret is the servant
of the game hog, and no decent sportsman
should ever go into partnership with
either.—EbITOR.

L. A. S. STOPS ILLEGAL SHOOTING.

I am happy to say that owing to the
untiring, eternal vigilance of sportsmen
throughout this country illegal bird shoot-
ing has been stopped. Have heard of only
one breach of the law. Reliable persons
tell me that certain aforetime market
hunters did no shooting last summer, be-
cause there was no market for birds at
Saratoga. The boys have gone at the
root of the matter, and by frightening the
club houses and dealers, have put a quietus
on hunting. This result the State Fish
and Game Commission was never able to
accomplish, and, in my opinion, never dared
try. The credit is due entirely to L. A. S.
members and a few other men who are
not, but ought to be, members. Among
the latter is D. H. Hall, owner of the
QOaks, Cossayuna lake, who, although across
the river in the next county, is interested
in game protection here. He keeps a house
patronized by wealthy bass fishermen and
bird shooters. He rigidly observes the
game laws and requires his patrons to do
the same. If we can continue the present
condition of things 2 or 3 years, ruffed
grouse will rapidly increase in this sec-
tion. J. D. H., Schuylerville, N. Y.

GAME INCREASING IN MASSACHUSETTS.

Game is plentiful here. I saw several
deer last summer. The law protects them
until 1903. Grouse, rabbits and foxes are
also plentiful. There should he a honnty of
s0 cents to $1 placed on foxes and game

RECREATION.

would increase rapidly. @We have game
wardens here, but they are not of the right
kind. They allow certain pcople to hunt or
fish in close season. Our trout law is wrong.
It prohibits catching any trout under 6
inches, and this year the open season is
May 1 to September 1. Instead of the
6 inch clause the season should have been
shortened ; lots of the short fish caught are
so much hurt by the hook that they die if
put back in the water.

There are gathe hogs here as well
as in other places. I showed one a copy of
RECREATION a short time ago and he hap-
pened to turn to a page on which one of
his kind was roasted. After reading he
said there was nothing in the magazine he,
cared for. He said, “We have such damned
game laws a man can’t shoot any game,
and if he does he can’t sell it withoyt get-
ting pinched.” H. Turner,

Monroe, Mass.

ALASKAN BEARS.

In July REcreaTiON, which reached me
at Nome, I find a request for information
about the bears of Southeastern Alaska.
There are found the common black
bear and the large brown bear, commonly
called cinnamon bear. I know of no others
on the islands. On the mainland near
are found what local hunters call silvertip
and baldface bears. 1 believe them va-
rieties of the cinnamon. Over the glaciers
near Yakutat roams the blue, or glacier,
bear of the Mt. St. Elias region, an animal
smaller than the black bear.

I shall spend 2 months collecting
curios along the coast between Yukon and
Kuskkokwim rivers. Having a phonograph
with me I hope to obtain records of the
songs and stories of an interesting but
fast vanishing people.

- L. L. Bales, Alaska Guide,
St. Michales, Alaska.

GAME NOTES.

RECREATION is the best sportsmen’s
magazine published. I live in Yonk-
ers, 15 miles out of New York
City, and although so short a dis-
tance from town game is plentiful. I do
a good deal of shooting; that is, I shoot
whatever I think is worth while and law-
ful. Within 10 minutes’ walk from one of
our strects there is a swamp and there, a
week ago, we killed 6 woodcock in 2
days. How is that? Does it not speak
well for game protection? I am much in-
terested in all sorts of sports and read
cvery word of your valuable magazine.
There are also several trout brooks around
here. Last summer one of our club mem-
bers caught a trout weighing 1 pound and
10 ounces. I hope you will continue to suc-
ceed in your fight against game hogs.

Samuel G. Cooper, Yonkers, N. Y.
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Eleven owners of the town of Wood-

stock, who own over 2,000 acres each, have

notices that any person hunting on their

s will be a trespasser. It has made the crack

shots who visit oodstock to_shoot woodcock,

qb‘:iill and grouse look serious.—Kingston (N. Y.)
y Leader.

The crack shots spoken of above are
mostly game hogs or pot hunters in the
Western part of the town. I have had over
2,000 more acres posted and we are going
to protect quails and other birds if it is
possible. There is a flock of 15 or 18
quails that makes its headquarters near our
bouse. I am going to bait them and see
if I can get them to feed with the chickens.
I am sure quails are being shot before the
season by rabbit and squirrel hunters. If
we could have a uniform season for all
game it would be a good thing.

W. S. Mead, Woodstock, N. Y.

_Lowpox.—Sir Harry Hamilton Johnston, Spe-
cial Commissioner for the Uganda Protectorate,
has returned to London after an absence of 2
years. He brings stories of U?pda rivaling any
traveler’s tales of Darkest Africa. Sir arry
relates that the country surrounding Moanteigon
is totally depopulated, as a result of intertribal
wars, and is consequently marvellously stocked
with big game as tame as English park deer. Z
bras and antelopes can be approached to within
10 yards, and there is no sport in killing them.
Elephants and rhinoceroses are also abundant, and,
according to Sir Harry, lions in Uganda are too
busy eating hartebeeste to notice a passing cara-
van. The prehistoric giraffe has been discovered
in this country by the Commissioner, who pro-
poses to maintain the region referred to as a na-
tional park He photographed a race of ape
men in the Congo forest differing entirely from
Stanley’s pigmies, and secured p onogl.-aph rec-
ords of their language and music. ir Harry
says that 12 varieties of rubber trees are found
ic?nn that ‘country in inexhaustible supply.—Ex-
ge.

One morning last July, Dr. P, of this
city, and I went torcaz shooting in the
manflares, at the mouth of the Rio Cafia,
3 miles from Trinidad. We stationed our-
selves on a sandy beach, and in less than
an hour shot 12 torcaces as they passed
over us to their feeding grounds. It was
great sport. Quails are abundant; their call
is heard everywhere. In May a flock of
bobolinks, or reedbirds, in full summer
plumage, appeared in this vicinity. Imme-
diately men and boys with trap cages and
bird lime, scattered themselves all over the
country. Many birds were caught.
bought 2 after considerable trouble for $2
each. They are handsome birds and sing
beautifully. O. A. Fischer,

Trinidad, Cuba.

Some folks want a cannon when they
bunt grizzly, but all they really need is a
little grit. My partner and I have about
2000 sheep on the range. A grizzly came
to camp and killed 5 of them. Next morn-
ing we started out to get even. My part-
‘per carried our only gunm, a 32-20 Win-

chester. Our dogs followed the trail into
a gulch, and when we caught up with them
they had 2 grizzlies at bay. A single shot
from the little gun killed one bear instant-
ly. Then the lever got locked in some way.
The other bear had our best dog down.
My partner went in with his knife and
killed the brute, receiving 3 bad scratches
in the mix-up. Bear are much too plentiful
here. Herder, Grant’s Pass, Ida.

Game in the upper peninsula is not as
plentiful as formerly. In this section it
consists ,chiefly of rabbits, with a few
grouse and fewer ducks. I live on the
shore of Green bay and see great flights of
ducks, but as there is nothing for them to
feed on here they do not stop. The deer
allowance has been cut down to 3; one of
the best moves Michigan’s legislature ever
made. There was great slaughter of deer
last season, mostly around Floodwood and
Balsam, 9o miles from here. The shores
of Green Bay north of Menominee afford
splendid camping grounds, and a prettier
spot could not be found

Gilbert Taylor, Menominee, Mich.

The law is enforced in this sec-
tion of Montana. Deputy warden fol-
lowed me 100 miles to see that I had a
license to hunt. Good work! An elk came
to camp a week ago, 6 points, and the meat
is now prime. Sheep are in evidence in
Montana, but are protected. Missed a
dandy herd just across the line, but hope
to get one later. Trout here are plentiful
and grouse abundant. Deer tracks are
numerous ; the animals are probably lower
down now. All sorts of game passes here,
including bear and moose. Charles Marble
is proving a good, careful guide.

T. P. Berens, M. D,,
) Salesville, Mont.

Quails are exceedingly plentiful. I have
counted broods of 20 young birds.

Cotton tails are here ‘in countless num-
bers and jack rabbits may be found behind
every sage bush.

Of larger game, we have coyotes, coons,
deer, antelope and a few mountain lions
and bear, to say nothing of bobcats, or
lynx, that are the bane of the ranchero who
has sheep or chickens.

This seems an exceptionally good year for
game of all kinds. W. W. Schmidt,

Las Cruces, N. M.

Around Fort Mitchell we have turkeys,
quails, squirrels, rabbits and some deer.
Eight or 10 of the latter were killed near
here last fall. Turkeys are more numerous
than they have been in years. We have
also a fair number of woodcock. Have been
doing my best to protect game and have
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made many enemies by killing hounds on
my farm. I had a most enjoyable hunt
last fall with 3 friends trom the North. We
were out 8 days and bagged a number of
turkeys. R. A. Thompson,
Fort Mitchell, Va.

I have been a reader of RECREATION for
3 years and my love for it increases as each
issue is received. Owing to the enactment
of strict game laws in this State all kinds
of game is increasing. The work of the
League is needed, however, as we are not
without hunters with swinish propensities.
But with uniform laws for the protection of
game a sufficient amount can be indefinitely
preserved. Long live RECREATION, the
sportsmen’s magazine. -

Edw. McGaffick, Salem, O.

Game here wintered better than for a
number of years. Elk are increasing; so,
also, are sheep. Black tail deer are fairly
plentiful, and there are a few white tail in
this section. Antelope are gone entirely
from these parts. Moose are scarce, but
still there are a few. Trout are abundant
and gamey. Blue grouse are plentiful.
Owing to your efforts game is bound to
increase; RECREATION is heard from on all
sides. H. H. Todel, Bozeman, Mont.

You are doing good work and I wish
you success. We seem to have more song
birds this season than for a long time past.
There are fewer English sparrows, for
which we are thankful. There is little
game near Boston except for those who
know the country thoroughly. They can
do fairly well. There is a good supply of
bass, pickerel and perch to be had by those
who are patient and skuiful.

A. L. Belcher, Reading, Mass.

I have been a reader of RECREATION near-
ly 2 years, aad can most heartily say it is
the best sportsman’s periodical I ever read.
Before I began to read your magazine I
was more or less reckless as to the quantity
of game I killed, but it has entirely changed
my views. I used to kill 30 or 40 quails in
a morning’s hunt, but now am satisfied
with a dozen a day.

Frank Mims, Mobley, Ga.

In reply to G. C. Edward, Buffalo, Ill,
in September RECREATION, as to sowing
wild rice: It should not be sown in less
than 3 feet of water. Sow in the fall on
muddy bottom. Two years ago I sowed a
small lake near here with Canada wild rice.
It is coming up nicely now. Rice should
be soaked 24 hours before glanting.

F. S. Wilson,
Elk Rapids, Mich.

This has been one of the best seasons for
game birds we have had in years. Prairie
chickens are plentiful; coveys run 8 to 20
birds each. Red Head, Teal and Mallard
afford splendid shooting. Heron Lake is
full of duck feed and large numbers of
ducks hatch there. There has been little
illegal shooting so far.

R. C. Darr, Lakefield, Minn.

The synopsis of Michigan’s game law in
September RECREATION contains an error.
The open time on grouse, quail and wood-
cock is October 20 to November 30; not
October 1 to November 30, as stated.
Quails are abundant here but, as we have
no local warden, many birds were shot out
of season.

John Grey, Augusta, Mich.

Game is well protected in-this State.
Deer and moose are plentiful North of
this place. A guest at this hotel is going
to his camp in the woods, taking a_camera .
instead of a gun, as formerly. RECREA-
TION is having its effect.

John McGabhie,
Greenville, Me.

The game laws of Iowa are doing some
good, it seems, although they are not en-
forced as strictly as they should be. Quails
and chickens are on the increase, as, also,
are all other birds. Fruit tree growers are
beginning to see the necessity of protect-
ing birds. Stempel,

Macedonia, Iowa.

Hunting season on wild fow!l opened here
August 15, and prospects are good. We
have blue, ruffed and sharp tail grouse here.
A few Bob White quails have been intro-
duced and seem to do well. Large game is
abundant in the mountains.

D. E. Danby, Rathdrum, Ida.

Keep after the game hogs until they are
ashamed. Your position and the manner
in which you handle them are admirable.

W. D. Wells, Brooklyn, N. Y.

A yearly subscription to RECREATION is
one of the most practical and useful pres-
ents you could possibly give a man or a
boy who is interested in nature study, fish-
ing, hunting, or amateur photography.

All boys instinctively love the woods.
RECREATION teaches them to love and to
study the birds and the animals to be found
there. If you would have your son, your
brother, your husband, or your sweetheart
interested in nature let him read RECREA-
TION. It costs only $1 a year, and would
make him happy 12 times a year.
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IN

A subscriber sent
clipping :

Mrs. N. F. Prescott reports enjoying a fishing
trip in the Granite State. Only 2 or 3 days were
spent in camp, and 314 trout were caught by Mr.
and Mrs. Geo. Gilman and herself.

I wrote Mrs. Prescott for confirmation
of this report, and append her reply:

On my return from the White mountains
1 found your letter. I was much surprised
to hear my fish story had been put in
print, but will confess the statement is true.
1 was sojourning at Campton, N. H. We
fished 2 days and camped 2 nights. I do
not know the names of the streams we
fished. Mrs. N. F. Prescott,

Malden, Mass.

Wonders never cease. Here are 3 people
living in New England, which is looked
on as a seat of learning, culture and many
other things that good people strive for,
yet they seem densely ignorant when it
comes to a question of taking fish. They
took over 100 trout, each, in 2 days. Of
course the trout were fingerlings, but that
makes the offence all the more serious.
It 1s more than likely that many of the fish
were under the legal length, and that
these people violated the State law. In
fact, it would be almost impossible to take
100 trout from any stream in New Eng-
land, within a week’s fishing, that would
measure over 6 inches. It is safe to say
that 75 per cent. of the trout these people
caught should have been promptly returned
to the water and allowed to grow to a
reasonable size. Instead of this, it seems
that Mr. Gilman and these 2 ladies kept
all the fish to swell their count. At least,
nothing is said either in the printed report
or in Mrs. Prescott’s letter, about havin
returned any of them to the water.
deeply regret that some game warden did
not happen along about the time these
people were finishing their record to ex-
amine the contents of their fish baskets.
However, Mr. Gilman and his party have
now to face the public and answer to the
charge of having caught 3 times as many
trout as they should have caught.—EbrTor.

DARKEST NEW ENGLAND.
me the following

MONTANA LAW DEFECTIVE.

It was the hope of those who deplore the de-
struction of those noble trout streams, the Yel.
lowstone and the Rocky Fork, that the law to take
effect Nov. 1 would put a stop to their defilement
by coal dust, and that in the course of years
they would restored to purity. However, a

sal of the law proves this hope to be vain.
t is expressly provided in the law that it shall
not interfere with coal washing where the refuse
is turned inte the streams. at being the case
law not have cumbered the statute

r-

6

~ .

books, as it is absolutely farcical and useless. The
Yellowstone river varies from a murky color to
an inky blackness. The source of defilement is
an inky deluge from the coal washings, and
within a mile it is thoroughly incorporated. Be-
ing a fine dust the coal was! inxs float with the
river for probably 200 miles. t Columbus the
water is so thick with it that the river is ruined
as a trout stream. At Billings the Horr wash-
ings make the river perceptibly blacker than
Clarke's Fork after it receives the contribution
from Red Lodge.

The slack from Red Lodge has not been quite
so destructive as the finer dust from Horr, but
under the new law it will be worse than before.
The coarse slack thrown in at Red Lodge did not
float far, but is packed between the boulders like
a coarse black powder. That was bad enough
to destroy a splendid trout stream, but now the
filth will more thoroughly incorporated with the
water. When the question was asked what the
coal company will do with their waste, the reply
was:

*Ob they will just wash it in.
up a fine washing plant.”

The Horr nuisance has destroyed 175 miles of
the finest trout stream on the continent. The
Red Lodge plant has ruined about 8o miles of an-
other stream inferior only in size. The finest
trout streams left in Eastern Montana are the Still-
water and the Boulder rivers, both rising in the
Big Snowies, and ’Futting into the Yellowstone
from the South. here is coal along both of
these rivers and their tributaries, and within a
few iear.s they too will be destroyed unless the
next Legislature shall enact an honest measure for
the suppression of the nuisance.

The defilement of these rivers is a serious loss
to the States, not only in depriving the citizens of
the greatest attractions for their summer outings,
but of the inducements for all outside sportsmen
to visit Montana; and all this is to save the coal
companies a little preliminary expense and in-
convenience. The sight of the Yellowstone now is
enough to make angels weep. It is a heastly
shame.—Independent.

They have put

UP TO THE COMMISSIONERS.

The Dodge Manufacturing Company, of
this borough, makers of clothes pins, dump
the refuse of their plant, such as chips. shav-
ings, sawdust, etc., into Mill Creek, a trout
stocked stream. The Borough Council and
the. Borough Solicitor have each in turn
tried to prevail on the company to cease do-
ing so, but to no purpose, and the com-
pany continues.to grow bolder and bolder.
The refuse sinks, as soon as it becomes
water-sczaii2q, to the bottom of the stream,
and there lies to a depth of one to 3 feet.
Is there not some action we can take in the
name of the League of American Sports-
men to prevent this? Thanking you in ad-
vance for your advice, I am

Ira L. Murphy,
League Warden for Potter County, Pa.

This is the same old story. The sports-
men of the country are so slow in coming
into the League that we are without funds
to prosecute any cases outside of the city.
Even here, all money used in these cases
comes out of my pocket. .

T
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Your State has a Fish Commission, and
this commission has money at its command
with which to enforce the fish laws. These
men could stop the manufactiring com-
pany from dumping refuse into the stream
in 10 days if they saw fit to act, but un-
fortunately they are politicians, and
as a rule igncre appeals made to
them by sportsmen, no matter from
what part of the State they come. The
only redress I can suggest is that a general
demand should be made on the Governor
for the removal of these men and for fill-
ing their places with live, energetic sports-
men It is not likely your fish laws
will be enforced to any considerable extent
until these men are forced to seek other
employment.--EpiTor.

BIT OFF MORE THAN HE' COULD
SWALLOW.

Stenekin, Wash.

PHILADELPHIA AND NEW YORK PLEASE
NOTICE.

Last summer the city of Baltimore
passed an ordinance forbidding the sale of
striped bass under half a pound and white
perch under !4 pound in weight. The com-
mission fish dealers in Baltimore made an
arrangement with the local fish warden, by
which they were not to be fined if their
consignees shipped fish under weight, but
the fish were to be returned to their orig-
mmal owner. The dealers then sent no-
tices to that cilect to all our buyers and
shippers here. This is how it works:
Baltimore gets all the large, fine, eatable
fish, and New York and Philadelphia, our
other 2 principal markets, get all the scrap
fish and underweights. Boston, our other
fish market, gets nothing but extra choice
fish, as it is worse than useless to send
scrap fish there. The people will not buy
them at any price. Of course, in a small
place like Boston, it is easy to educate the
people to this standard, but in cities like
New York or Philadelphia it is too mugh
work. It seems to me, however, it would
be much easier to pass a city ordinance
than a State law. If an ordinance similar
to that of Baltimore were passed in Phila-
delphia and New York, and our shippers
notified it would be enforced, those cities
would then no longer get the worst end of
the deal, and the little fish would be turned
loose and allowed to reach maturity. This
would make it better both for fisherman
and consumer. The market is the place to
regulate all game and fish laws, and it is
a}most useless to bother with anything
else.

We are having a great fly of fowl now,
more than I have seen for several seasons.
Some, of course, stop with us; but the
majority have gone farther South.

A. S. Doane, Waterlily, N, C.

LAW-BREAKING FARMERS.

One night in October last Deputy Game
Warden Wallace Smith, of Logansport,
Ind.,, with 2 assistants, undertook to arrest
several farmers who were spearing fish in
the river a short distance below that city.
The warden found the men In canoes in the
middle of the stream and ordered them to
come ashore and surrender. The men
headed their canoes toward the shore at
once and started in, but when they neared
the shore one of the fishermen drew a re-
volver and fired at the warden. The offi-
cers returned the fire and several shots were
exchanged in rapid succession, but with-
out effect. Meantime the officers turned
to get under cover in the woods and were
met with a volley of bird shot and bullets
from several pals of the fishermen, who
were hiding among the trees. A lively skir-
mish ensued with the bushwhackers, and
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the officers ran for their team, jumped into
their wagon and started to drive away.
The farmers continued the firing and the
warden fired at one man at short range
and brought him down. At last accounts
this man was dying, and it is to be hoped
he is well planted by this time. Unfor-
tunately the wardens were unable to iden-
tify any of the law-breakers. They saw
the faces of those in the canoe by the torch-
light, but that was not strong enough to
enable the wardens to recognize the men.
The farmers have threatened for some time
past to make trouble for any warden who
might interfere with what they term their
rights. On the other hand, Warden Smith
is determined to break up this unlawful
fishing. It will be interesting to watch
the fight and see how it may come out.

A WARDEN’S STRANGE DEFENSE.

Arthur Chase, Perley Stevens and I went
fishing September 10. While at the pond
Chase shot a duck. He was arrested by
Game Warden Arthur Salmon, of Maple,
Vt., and fined $10 and costs. After the
case was settled I talked with the warden,
and, among other things, asked if he had
ever arrested anyone for taking undersized
trout. He replied that he had not, and
said any warden taking up such a case
would be kicked out of the county. He
added that he would not have bothered
Chase if the whole town had not been at
him for letting 2 fellows shoot ducks on
the same pond the previous week.

D. R. Logan,
East Craftsbury, Vt.

This is a strange line of defense for a
game warden to put up to cover an official
act, and I should like to know what War-
den Arthur Salmon has to say in explana-
tion of his strange argument, not to call
it by a harsher name.—EpiTOR.

WELCOME TO THE PEN.
In reply to an inquiry as to the truth of
an item lately printed in the Seattle
(Wash.) Times, I received the following:

Your information is nearly correct. T.
Bowes, A. Van Epps and I caught over
2,000 trout in 3% days. The trout, which
were rainbow and cut-throat, were hooked
with flies in the Icicle river, on the Eastern
slope of the Cascade range. None of the
fish were wasted, but salted down and
given to friends. A. Van Epps has an ac-
knowledged record of 700 trout in one day,
caught in the same river.

W. M. Inglis, Seattle, Wash.

All right, Inglis. Step right into the fish
hog pen and take your companions with
you. You are welcome to the muckiest cor-

_ner you can find. Van Epps, who is appar-

ently the big boar of the bunch, may stick
his head in the drain while I broadcast his
record.—EbITOR.

'NIBBLES.

Should like to know if any readers of
RecreAaTION have had trouble with the Bris-
tol steel rod. I bought one before going
away last summer. In pulling the line off
the reel it snapped the tip. It was bent
but little at the time of unreeling. I think
it must have been a defective rod.

C. R. B, New York City.

The tip undoubtedly had a flaw in it
which was overlooked by the workman
when putting the rod together, and by the
inspector. If you will report the case to
the Horton Mfg. Co., Bristol, Conn., they
will doubtless send you a new tip and make
no charge for it—EpiToR. * -

A subscriber at Victoria, British Colum-
bia, sent me a cut and an item clipped from
the Victoria Colonist. The item states that
John Longmaid, of Helena, Mont., caught
during his visit to Victoria 328 trout. I
hold Longmaid’s acknowledgment of the
truth of the story; he adds that his best
day’s catch was 29 fish, weighing in all 61
pounds. The cut mentioned shows a white-
bearded individual in a chesty pose beside a
lot of fish. It is written: “With age
cometh wisdom; and with grey hairs dis-
cretion”” But there are exceptions. A dis-
creet old fish hog nowadays would not
send his picture to the papers.—EpIToR.

A friend and I made a trip last summer
to Point Fortune, Quebec, 50 miles from
Montreal. While there we caught 35 fish,
mostly pike and bass. We hooked many
more, but threw them back, keeping no pike
under 12 inches and no bass under 7. We
saw an old Frenchman fishing. He had a
box full of fish, and all small ones he
caught he threw ashore. He said it was
bad luck to put them back in the water,
and got angry when we tried to argue with
him. We heard a fellow who had been to
St. Margaret boast that he had caught 250
trout in 2 days. G. M. Miller,

Montreal, Can.

That ad. put in RECREATION a few years
ago has kept my cottages rented ever
since. I have built 2 more, and they are
rented, too; so, for goodness’ sake, don't
tell anybody I have any cottages to rent.

There are some good fish left yet in
Lake George, but not every amateur can
catch them. Most of the large fish wear a
rich and varied collection of decorations
in the way of fancy spoons, flies, and all
that sort of thing, that they have captured
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from men who thought they knew just
how the thing was done.

Silas H. Paine, New York City.

Mr. Valentine Raeth, of Milwaukee, has
been appointed a State game warden. He
is vice-president of the Wisconsin Game
Protective Association and has done a
great deal for the protection of game and
fish. The first time he was out he con-
fiscated a 50 foot net, which was used for
unlawful fishing. On his second trip he ar-
rested a man from Waupun for hunting
ducks without a license, at Fox Lake. Mr.
Raeth will make it hot for game and fish
hogs in this State.

Aug. Plambeck,
Milwaukee, Wis.

.

C. L. Bering landed a 5 foot 7 inch tar-
pon, weighing 9o pounds, after a lively
fight of 55 minutes. With a fierce rush the

fish started up the channel with fly-
ing leaps, and after running out
some 300 feet of line changed his
course arpl came back to deep

water. The boat’s course was likewise
changed, and after an hour’s following and
leading he was landed, the first of the seca-
son.—Houston (Tex.) Daily Herald.

Charles Kirkbride and I have just re-
turned from a 3 days’ fishing trip to Lew-
iston Reservoir. We caught 150 black bass,
137 rock bass and any number of perch.
There is plenty of sport there.

A. Wilson, Findley, O.

You are either an egregious liar or a
dirty, low down sneak, and if you are tell-
ing the truth, your companion is of the
same breed.—EbITOR.

One Saturday in August a friend and I
went to Chamberlain’s Lake, 6 miles West
of here, to shoot frogs. We took a frog
spear and torch, but the dock leaves stood
so high and thickly that it was impossible
to use the spear. With a rifle we killed 22
large frogs. Frog shooting requires a
great deal of patience and caution, and is
really excellent sport.

P. H. Woolman, South Bend, Ind.

In September RecreatioN Kit Clark says
black bass are more gamy than trout. It
is my experience that a half pound trout
will fight harder than any bass that swims.
The brook trout is the king of fishes in
my opinion. F. T. Wilson,
Elk Rapids, Mich,

Captain Bingham and Major F. L. Hays, who
fished at Mackinaw last season, caught in 2 weeks
about 200 fish and about 65 of that number were
fine bass.—Sunday Review, Decatur, Il

I wrote these men, asking if the report
was true, but received no reply.

W. E. and Fred Terrill made a record as fish-
ermen a few days ago. They fished one day in
Stowe, Vt., and secured 339 trout, which weighed
27 pounds.—Exchange.

And thus have the Terriils shown their
bristles.—ED1TOR.

A black bass was caught in one of the
lakes near here, August 6, which weighed
between 9 and 10 pounds. It was seen by
hundreds of people. L A S,

Belding, Mich.

A SUGGESTION FOR 190a.

A yearly subscription to RECREATION fur-
nishes one of the most delightful, instruc-
tive, entertaining presents you can possibly
give a man or boy who is interested in na-
ture, in fishing, shooting, amateur photog-
raphy; or, who is fond of the woods. the
fields, the mountains, the lakes or the
rivers.

Many of the presents which people give
their friends afford pleasure only for a few
days, or weeks. A subscription to RecREA-
TION means solid comfort a whole year.
It reminds your friend 12 times during the
year of your kindness and generosity.
There are many men and women who for s
years past have annually sent in long lists
of names of friends, accompanied with a
check, in order that these friends might be
made happy a whole year. Would it not
be well for you to adopt this plan?

Try it and see how grateful the recipient

will be.

The boat you had the Racine Boat Man-
ufacturing Co. send me as a premium is
the prettiest one I have ever seen on the
Conemaugh river. It is neat and fine in
every way and I can not understand how
you can give such a valuable premium for
2? subscribers to your magazine, as the boat
alone is worth $25. The Racine Boat Com-
pany certainly understands its business, and
I will not hesitate one minute in recom-
mending it to anyone who intends
buying anything in its line. Everybody
who sees the boat is delighted with it, and
all who have tried it say it is like a duck
on the water. They all wonder how you
can give such a valuable premium for so
few subscribers.

GC. E. Welshons,
Pitcairn, Pa.
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Anybody can keep on shooting all day, but it takes a gentleman to quit when he gets enough.

THEY DEFEND THE SAVAGE.

New York City.
Eprror RECREATION : N

I do not agree with M. L. Parshall, of

Chesaning, Mich., as to what he says about
the Savage rifle. I will give you the ex-
perience of she last 2 notches on my Sav-
age stock. My guide and I were going
up Fish river, Me., in a canoe, and as we
came around a bend we saw 2 deer, about
75 yards from the boat. I fired, and the
guide remarked that I had missed, as he
had seen the splash of the bullet in the
water on the opposite side of the deer.
The deer turned and ran into the woods.
We paddled up to where the deer had eh-
tered the woods and got out. At the
place where the deer was standing when
shot was a lot of the contents of his en-
trails scattered on the ground. Neither
of us knew at that time whether my bullet
or the deer had dropped the contents.
About 10 feet farther we found blood
and commenced to trail. At 40 feet we
found a part, if not the entire, entrails
hanging on a bush 2 or 3 feet from the
ground, and at 75 yards we found the deer,
lying down to die. The deer was about 9
months or a year old. The spots were
just going off. The bullet, a soft nose,
went through the belly without touching a
bone, making a hole that let the entrails
out, and in which I could have put my
wrist. The bullet went clear through,
striking the water, which the guide had
seen.
Second notch: I shot a doe. The ball
struck in her hind quarters about 3 or 4
inches from the top of her back. She
never moved from her tracks. On inspec-
tion, I found the ball had struck the back
bone, shot from the side. and instead of
the bullet “flying into bits,” as Mr. Parshall
says, the bone flew into bits, and the bullet
kept going until it went throughand cut on
the other side.

The flesh of both of the deer was lac-
erated 4 and § inches around the bullet
hole, like jelly. The last deer was old
and tough.’ In fact, we were unable to
eat the meat on account of its being so
tough. Of course I did not know that or
I should not have shot her. In camp one
of the guides wanted to know what I had
done to the meat. The guide who was
with me was not a believer in the small
bore until he saw these 2 deer shot. When
we came out with the first deer, knowing
then that we had struck it. we examined
the contents scattered on the ground, and
satisfied ourselves that the bullet had

- —
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knocked them out. There was an experi-
ence in both flesh and bone.
Terry Smith.

Ironwood, Mich.
Editor RECREATION:

RecreATIoN for October contains an arti-
cle entitled “A Fault of the Savage Rifle,”
written by M. L. Parshall, of Chesaning,
Mich. My experience with the Savage, as
well as with other rifles, has been con-
siderable, and I have met with the best of
results with the Savage. Judging from
what Mr. Parshall says, I suggest that per-
haps the cartridge used was at fault, rather
than the gun. He admits the velocity and
trajectory of the Savage are all that can
be desired, but adds that its penetrating
power will not even compare with that of
a 38-40. :

Standing at a distance of 110 yards, 1
have shot both soft nose and wire wound
bullets through a 6-inch, dry maple plank,
with the Savage. Like Mr. Parshall, I
have seen a deer shot squarely in the
shoulder; but instead of the bullet flatten-
ing against the bone, it came out on the
opposite side, leaving a hole which meas-
ured fully 7 inches across. In another in-
stance, the bullet entered the back of the
head and came out between the eyes, bring-
ing most of the front of the head with it.
I have also seen a deer shot in the back,
just over the hips. The bullet followed
the back bone a sufficient distance to
splinter 7 or 8 vertebra; drove some of the
pieces of bone through the hide, and came
out on the top of the shoulder. Soft nose
bullets were used in the instances given.

Experience has taught me that where
there is sufficient velocity, penetration will
depend on the weight of the bullet. If the
bullet flies to pieces on coming in contact
with a hard substance, the fault is with
the carriage rather than with the rifle.
I have used both Winchester and U. M. C.
cartridges in the Savage with good results.
The wire wound bullets manufactured at
the National Projectile Works are good,
and leave the gun clean; but should they
rub one against another when being car-
ried, the silk on the wire frays out, dust
accumulates in it, and the bullet becomes
too large for the chamber. I have found
this so in using them with both the Savage
and the Winchester.

In reloading Savage cartridges, I have
ohtained excellent results with the Laflin
& Rand Rifle Smokeless, and think it the
best smokeless powder made.

I have a Savage, a 30-30 Winchester and
a Winchester shot gun; but the Savage is
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my pet. This is entirely unsolicited, but
I like to see honor fall where honor is
due. W. W. Prentice.

I notice Mr. M. L. Parshall, Chesaning,
Mich., speaks of the fault of the Savage
rifle, because the bullets fly in pieces at
short range. 1 am guessing he useq U M.
C. ammunition, as that same fault was
found by both my companions in Colorado,
and neither one used a Savage; while I
used a Savage and Winchester ammuni-
tion, and had but one bullet break, that
being the closest standing shot 1 had while
there. The bullet struck at the point of
shoulder, smashing the bone and tearing
the jacket so the lead left it. One small
piece of lead lodged on the skin near the
root of the tail, the balance of the bullet
passing on and out of the deer. 1 saved
the piece, as it was something of a curi-
osity, being lead that stayed in the same
from a Savage. One of my companions
said his 30-30 would scarcely ever shoot
through a deer within 100 yards if it struck
a bone on entering. I found the jacket,
minus about !4, midway between en-
tering and exit of bullet. I know the Sav-
age people recommend the U. M. C. am-
munition, but the Winchester ammunition
does well enough for me.

Now, I want to learn. Is there any
semi-smokeless powder that one can use
in strong loads in brass shot gun shells,
and that will not swell and spoil the shells?
I have a gun bored expressly for brass, so
I can not use paper shells. I always used
American wood powder. When they
stopped the manufacture of powder I
bought what I thought would last me while
I hived, and may be it will, but it is get-
ting low. I don't wish to throw my Le-
fever away and don't want it rebored to a
10 gauge; so if there are any readers of
the magazine that have had satisfaction, I
wish they would give me the benefit of

their experience.
Stubb, Orwell, Ohio.

In October Recreation M. S. Parshall
writes about a fancied fault of the Savage
rifle. Now, I am the proud possessor of a
Savage, and have killed moose, elk, deer
and bear with it. Of the last, black,
brown, grizzly and polar; and I have yet
to discc rer a fault in the rifle.

In the rame letter Mr. Parshall wants
to know how far to hold ahead of a deer
~unning at 100 yards. That depends on
how fast the deer runs. The bullet of the
303 Savage travels about 2,000 feet a sec-
ond, and the time it takes to go 100 yards
is about 1-6 of a second. If the deer
travels 20 feet a second, for example, in
1-6 of a second it would only travel
1-6 of 20 feet, which is 3 1-3 feet; the dis-
tance it would be necessary to hold ahead.

J. Wills, Seattle, Wash,
-
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DEFENDS PETERS' GOODS.

PrainweLl, Mice

EniTor RECREATION :

- With your permission, I should like to
say a few words, unsolicited, through
RECREATION, in defense of the goods man
ufactured by the Peters Cartridge Com-
pany. For several months past your sub-
scribers have read a number of articles,
published by you, which, if true, would
convince them that this company is plac-
ing in the market ammunition of little o1
no value, but it happens that many of us
have been using at least a portion ot these
goods, and from experience know that the
writers have made many mis-statements;
not intentionally, of course, but through a
lack of that good judgment and sound dis-
cretion which it is necessary for a person to
have before criticising the acts and doings
of another. It is impossible to remember
the names of the correspondents, but one
stated that the .22 short smokeless. cart-
ridges, when fired, did not carry up as
they should. Another found fault because
so many of them missed fire. 1 am not
sure whether he referred to the smokeless
or the semi-smokeless. In your November
number John C. Cracknell, of Oakland,
Cal,, says emphatically that the Peters
cartridge, .22 long, both smokeless and
semi-smokeless, is a failure. He is just
as emphatic in saying that the Remington
gun of a certzin grade has the fewest de-
fects of any gun made in America, and
that for closeness of pattern and penetra-
tion it is inimitable. Now, we all know
that the Remington people make a fine gun,
and perhaps'as good as is made; but when
Mr.  Cracknell makes the positive state-
ment that it has the fewest defects of any
American gun, and that for closeness of
pattern and penetration it can not be
equaled, he is making an assertion which
your readers will at once see is not cor-
rect. It is merely a mistake of judgment
on his part, and not intentional. He may
be like a great many others who own a
gun and think it is the best in the world.
This is because they are wedded to their
guns, and do not use any reason in mak-
ing their assertions. We all know that
there are other firms in the United States,
whose names it is not necessary to men-
tion, manufacturing shot guns which are
as good as the Remington. Otherwise,
why do so many professional and ama-
teur shooters use them in preference to
the Remington? Mr. Cracknell also states
that the new U. M. C. .22 caliber smoke-
less cartridge is the only accurate .22 cali-
ber smokeless on the market. There is
another positive statement which your
readers will also probably doubt to some
extent. That this cartridge is accurate, no
one will dispute, as the U. M. C. Com-
pany manufactures ammunition as nearly
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perfect as can be made. What I take
exception to is the claim that it is the
only accurate smokeless .22 on the mar-
ket, as well as the further statements made
by him against the Peters ammunition. If
Mr. Cracknell wished to do justice to the
Peters Company when firing 25 consecutive
shots at a quarter inch center, why didn’t
he place his gun in a vise instead of tak-
ing a rest? It may be that when shooting
from such a position with a cartridge in
which he had, apparently, no confidence, he
could not do so well as he did with the
U. M. C. cartridge, and his gun may have
wavered just before firing, as it certainly
does with a great many shooters.

During the season, in a new single shot
“inchester, I have fired about 1,300 rounds
of the Peters .22 semi-smokeless short,
and 300 rounds of the .22 long, not the
long rifle. 1 never had one cartridge miss
fire out of the bunch. As nearly as I could
tell, from my experience both in the field
and the gallery, all of each kind were of
equal strength, and placed the bullet di-
rectly in the spot pointed at. I do not
mean by this that I hit the mark every
time, but when I did not it was neither the
fault of the gun nor the cartridge, but of
the man behind the gun. Of course, I do not
shoot from a’ rest, and were I not able to
shoot offhand I should not shoot in any
other manner. So with Mr. Cracknell
and the qther critics; the fault has always
been in the man and not in the gun @ the
2mmunition. From experience we know
that many of us are too prone to com-
plain and find fault when the trouble is all
with ourselves. For instance, a few weeks
ago a young lady in my office, with my
associate, went hunting. She used a Rem-
ington single barrel shot gun, with U. M.
C. smokeless shells, loaded with Dupont
smokeless powder. When she returned I
found that 15 of the shells had missed fire.
There was a splendid chance, through
RECREATION, to roast the manufacturer of
the shells; but I had used several thousand
of them in another gun and never found
one which refused to explode, so we sub-
mitted the matter to our former gun
dealer, who declared the heads of the
shells were sunken. A straight edge soon
disproved his theory, so of course there
was another opportunity of abusing the
Remington people for ing a poor gun;
bat I insisted on the lock of the gun being
taken apart, and the next day we were in-
formed that the old oil in the lock had
gummed and caused all the trouble. Such,
po doubt, would be the similar experience
of all the kickers if they would only use
their heads a little more, and their pens a
little less. We find these difficulties aris-
ing not only with the gun and its ammuni-
jon, but with rods and reels, and in fact

with all our undertakings. If Mr.
Cracknell wishes us to believe what he
says about the Peters ammunition let him
be mocre careful about the other state-
ments made in his letter.

Mr. Truitt, one of our gun dealers here,
tells me he has used, this season, 1,500 Pe-
ters semi-smokeless .22 short, and that they
have given him entire satisfaction, as well
as their 12-gauge shot gun ammunition.

I like your magazine very much, and
would not be without it. In fact, a few
years ago I discontinued the American
Field and subscribed for RECREATION.

_If Mr. Harry Cranston will wipe out his
rifle, after shooting it, with 5 or 6 oiled
rags, or until the gun is perfectly clean, I
think it will not rust. Then if he wishes
he can wipe it dry, or leave it oiled. 1 like
olive oil the best. Ed. J. Anderson.

THE MAUSER AND THE MAN.

Quite a discussion has run through the
gun and ammunition department of RECRE-
ATION relative to the value of the captured
Mausers recently sold by the Government.
One _correspondent claimed they were only
old junk, valuable merely as war souvenirs.

My experience is the opposite of that

statement. For the benefit of several in-
qullrers in our magazine, I beg to unfold my
tale.
. Last fall, on starting on a Western hant-
ing trip, I bought 2 Spanish Mauser
military carbines, 19 inch barrels, one a
German model, 7 mm. box magazine, the
other the Argentine model, 7.65 mm. Lee
magazine. These I took with me. My
reason for choosing the carbines was that
they could be packed in my trunk. I also
bought 100 rounds each of German cart-
ridges for the 7 mm. and 100 U. M. C.s
for the 7.65 mm, The former were all de-
fective, being split in the neck.

Before going into the woods I tried the
guns on targets, and found them accurate
and powerful. Notwithstanding the de-
fectiveness of the German cartridges, they
proved much the better ammunition. The
U. M. C’s invariably dropped the primers
in the discharge, thus clogging the action.
Besides, they were not nearly so powerful,
nor were they so accurate.

I used the .weapons for shooting deer,
and found them in every way satisfactory.
When the season closed I shipped them
home.

Deciding at St. Louis to go farther
South, I bought another Argentine model,
with perfect German ammunition. Be-
cause of their great range, in trying these
I nearly always removed the bullet from
the shell, poured out %4 the powder, an’
then replaced the bullet. This was tc
guard against accidents which might at-
tend their long flight,
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In Wilton, Ark., T tried this carbine, and
at 5o yards, with a full charge, it drove
the bullet through a 16 inch green gum
tree. The hole at the exit was scarcely
larger or more ragged than at the en-
trance, showing that the force of the dis-
charge was not-nearly spent. Considering
the toughness of the tree, the shot was re-
markable, and proved that the weapon had
not been rendered unserviceable.

I have had an Infantry Mauser con-
verted into a sporting rifle by altering the
stock, and it is a beauty. The dealer who
dressed it up for me showed it to a New
York sportsman, who was so pleased with
it that he bought 2 of them and had them
altered to hunting models. I have not
heard as to his experience with them.

1 have another in military stock, which
I shall not change; shall try it and report

results. .
E. E. Stokes, New York City.

U. M. C. VS. PETERS.

Judging from the gun and ammunition
department, you have a great many readers
who use the .22 calibre rifle. I send you

target, 10 shots,
made with 2 dif-
ferent makes of
cartridges, ~ dis-
tance 40 yards. I
don’t send it be-
cause it is an ex-
tra good one, but
merely to show
those readers of
RecrReaTioN who
are interested in
22 calibre rifles
the difference be-
tween the car-
tridges. It was
made with a Ste-
vens' Ideal, using
.22 long rifle car-
‘tridges. The up-
per 5 shots were
made with the U.
M. C. and the low-
er 5 with Peters
cartridges. The
sights were Ly-
man’s combination
in each case. In
March RECREA-
TioN Mr. Shiffer
says of the Peters’
cartridges: “They
surpass all others
in range, penetra-
tion and accu-
racy.” Why does
. a cartridge that
“surpasses all

others in range, penetration and ac-

eany little accounts.

curacy” fall 2 inches below another at
40 yards, 12 inches at 100 yards and 24
to 36 inches at 150 yards? Perhaps Mr.
Shiffer can explain it. It is evident he
never tested the 2 together or he would
not have made the statement he did. He

. carries the idea, too, that the .22 long is

more accurate than the .22 long rifle.
That is another case in which his statement
is incorrect. The .22 long can not be com-
pared with the .22 long rifle, as regards
accuracy. Why not give actual results
after a thorough trial and not so much
guess work? | A. M. Hare,
Bay City, Ore.

MARLIN CORRESPONDENCE.

I know nothing about the shooting quali-
ties of the Marlin rifle. In fact, I always
liked the Marlin rifle; but the Marlin peo-
ple! Hear me! Two years ago a friend
of mine was in the Maine woods, 2 days
away from the nearest railroad and one
day away from the nearest post office. To
get to the post office was a day’s trip with
a canoe, 22 miles. He broke one of the
springs in the lock of his Marlin. That
was no fault of the rifle. He wrote to the
Marlin people to send him another spring,
and when he came out of the woods he
would send the money, not knowing the
amount. A polite letter came back, saying
that on receipt of 30 cents they would send
the spging, as they did not wish to make
To send the 30 cents
would have required a man, a canoe and
2 days, down and back, and then a man, a
canoe and another 2 days, down and back,
to get the spring, unless the man waited
for it several days. There is no necessity
to give names. The Marlin people can
find my friend’s letter on file if they keep
files, or their letter, if they keep copies.

Terry Smith, New York City.

A box of guns from Wyeth Company,
St. Joe, Mo., received by a dealer here,
contains a pamphlet entitled “A Court
Document,” by Marlin. Have the last shot,
old man, and if he can’t stop you, don’t
you stop. The last few copies of RECREA-
TION contain just what Marlin deserves,
and I for one would not use anything he
could make after he has treated you so

unfairly.
F. R. Fouch, Parma, Idaho.

I suppose you have seen the book the
Marlin Arms Co. is sendling to people
round here, entitled “The Real and Origi-
nal Game Hog Drawn by Himself.” I
think it will do the Marlin folks a lot of
harm. I had decided to get a rifle of them,
but should not think of doing so now. I
hope you will prosper in your good work.

John R. Gillam, Cowansville, Quebec,



GUNS AND AMMUNITION. 53

1 had a Marlin repeating shot gun, but it
was no good. It would choke up and
would not work. It would not extract if
the shells happened to be damp.

John A. Cooper, Deleware, Ohio.

16GAUGE HIGHEST TYPE.

Noticing the inquiry of Mr. Jones, of
Slate Hill, Pa., in RECREATION some time
ago, relative to the power of a 16 gauge
gun, 1 beg to state my experience with
that gun. For 25 years I used a 12 gauge
gun, commencing with the old lift action
Parker and following with W. & C. Scott,
Greener, Schaefer and Lefever, all in 12
gauge. With the advent of nitro powders
I saw no use for the 7% and 8 pound guns
I had been using, and I gradually reduced
the weight till I used a 6}4 pound gun.

It then occurred to me that a 16 gauge
gun would be a deadly arm, so I ordered
one, 3 years ago, with 2 sets of barrels, one
pair 28 inch, cylinder bored, for birds, and
one pair 28 inch, full choke, for heavier
shooting. The cylinder pair, stocked,
weigh 5 pounds and 6 ounces; the full
choke pair, stocked, 6 pounds and one
ounce. With this pair I have killed, the
past 3 winters, some 36 turkeys in the
South, and many ducks. These barrels
were bored for a 274 inch shell, and 1 used
3 drams of powder to one ounce of No. §
shot. Many times at 40 and 45 yards I
have cut down wild turkeys on a cross
shot, badly breaking them up; and once
at 60 yards I killed a fine old gobbler, a
most surprising shot. The cylinder pair
are bored for a 2 9-16 shell, and with 234
drams of powder are deadly for grouse,
woodcock, quails and snipe. This little
gun, to my mind, represents the highest
ideal of a sporting arm.

E. O. Damon, Northampton, Mass.

." «BEST MODEL FOR LYMAN SIGHTS.

In January RecreatioN A. S. Mosse
asks for some information regarding Ly-
man sights on the '95 model, 30-40 Win-
chester. I once used one, but lately
changed to a 303, same model. I find the
sight more handy than the one on the old
models; it does not catch in brush, as the
older style did when raised. There is one
objection I have found to the new model,
and that is this: When carrying the rifle
over the shoulder, the lever is sometimes
worked loose by rubbing, thus changing the
elevation of the sight. If one 1s care-
ful that can be easily prevented. Besides
that I can see no other cause of complaint.

In the same issue of the magazine was
a question re shooting large game with
shot guns. When in India, I used to shoot

pigs in the coffee plantations. I found the
best charge up to 30 yards was 9 moulded
shot 3 in a layer, in a 12 bore shell, or 3
layers of 4 each in a Io bore, with 3
drachms of powder for 12 bore, 4% for 10
bore. After putting the shot in I used to
pour over them hot candle grease. When
this is discharged from the gun, it goes like
a bullet for 35 or 40 yards, unless it strikes
something, in which case it makes a ter-
rible wound, like that of a 50-100 express
bullet, but with less penetration.

J. F. Campbell, Peutichin, B. C.

BANKS ON THE 25-20.

I read in September RECREATION an in-
quiry as to the accuracy of the 25-20 car-
tridge, compared with the W. C. F. 32, and
the 22 long. I have found the 25-20 as ac-
curate as any rifle cartridge I ever used,
and its destructiveness is remarkable for
its size.

I have shot jack rabbits at 100 to 175
yards with the 25-20, with the most satis-
factory results. The bullet usually goes
through the body at those distances.
Have shot at targets 200 to 300 yards, with
the 25-20 and have always found it ex-
tremely accurate.

I doubt whether the 25-20 would prove
satisfactory as a squirrel or quail gun, ow-
ing to its strong penetration; but do not
know of any better for rabbits. Do not
think the 22 short can be beaten for a
squirrel gun. I have read RECREATION
several years and consider it the best
periodical in its line.

S. E. A,, Sioux City, Ia.

TO KEEP SMALL CALIBRES CLEAN.

I have noticed several complaints from
readers about being unable to clean and
keep clean their 30-30's, 30-40’s and other
small calibre smokeless powder rifles. They
will have no trouble if they will try my
plan. Use a bristle brush cleaner, dipped
in water and rubbed on a cake of sapolio
until a little adheres. Run through barrel
several times, after which rinse, brush and
run through several times more. Run a
few wet rags through to thoroughly re-
move sapolio, then a few dry ones, and
the gun will be perfectly cleaned. An oiled
rag run through after such a cleaning will

keep the barrel in pérfect condi-
tion. The sapolio will not injure
the  bore. When guns are put
away, either before or after clean-

ing, they will not rust nor pit if breech
block is left open, providing, of course,
they are not wet inside.

George McLean, Denver, Colo,
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When a bird or a wild animal is killed, that’s the end of it. If photographed, it may still live and its educational
and scientific value is multiplied indefinitely.

DO DOES LEAD?

I noticed Mr. Sperry’s letter in August
RecreaTioN. I have had much experience
with big game during the last few years,
working as collector for several museums
and studying _animals in their natural
haunts for the purpose of perfecting myself
in taxidermy. My observations may, there-
fore, be of some value td Mr, Sperry.

With elk it is a fact that an old cow
leads the bunch. The bulls always stay in
the rear. I have often seen them with their
noses out and horns thrown back along
their sides, trying to follow the cows
through the quakers, or small pines. With
deer it is about the same. I spent 2 years
in Routt county, Colo.,, without doubt the
greatest deer country in the world. I
learned that does, fawns and young bucks
stay together, and old bucks go in bunches
by themselves. Antelope work a great deal
like sheep and goats and seem to have no
regular leader while feeding. When they
go to water, sometimes a buck leads, some-
times a doe; but in either case it is always
an old animal. As_for any big game pro-
tecting its young, I have never seen it at-
tempted. All they think of is themselves
and their own safety. When they are fright-
ened it is always the swiftest one that leads,
be it doe or buck. Bert R. Beymer,

Omar, Colo.

After living 21 years in the mountains of
Montana and Idaho I am of opinion that
neither deer nor elk have recognized lead-
ers. The frightened dash of a bunch of
either of those animals is usually led by a
doe, but only because the bucks have more
curiosity and linger an instant to locate
the cause of the alarm. I have often
watched bands coming out of the mountains.
When the animal in advance stopped a
moment to feed, another would take its
place, and so on until all the individuals in
the band had been, for a time, leaders.
Horses are the only animals which have
regular leaders. Even they will not al-
ways follow. In that case the leading horse
gets behind the others and drives them
where he wants them. I have seen does
protect their fawns, but never but once
saw a buck show fight for any cause. He
was a whitetail and was badly wounded.

There is no game on the mountains that
will fight if it has a chance to run. This
region is full of bear, mountain lions and
panthers but the only brute in it with grit
enough to attack a man is the mosquito.
Neither boards, netting, canvas nor
smudge smoke will stop him; unless you

break his back with a club he is bound to
get you. V. Emerick, Boise, 1da.

A doe usually leads a band of elk.
Twenty years ago elk were exceedingly
abundant here. I was then carrying Uncle
Sam’s mail on horseback through the
mountains and often saw several bands in
a day. It was not uncommon to see an old
cow leading a bunch. After running time,
which begins here with the full moon in
August and continues through September,
the old bulls leave the band and do not re-
turn until spring. Spike bucks and occa-
sionally forked horns remain with the
bands through the winter. We have no
deer save blacktails, and they do not band.

X., Hill Lake Harbor, Ore.

In reply to Lyman B. Sperry, would say
I spent the summer of 1897 in Oregon, and
had a good chance to study the habits of
deer. I have often watched for deer at
the licks and noticed that the does always
led. The bucks came leisurely in the rear.
When danger threatened the buck would
give warning and allow the doe to escape
first. These habits were first brought to
my notice by William Asher, an old hunter
and guide of West Fork, Ore., who has
spent his life in the wilds of that country.
F. W. Weisman, Swanton, Vt.

My experience gained during a 22 years’
residence in the Big Horn Basin convinces
me that does always lead. Bucks are al-
ways in the rear or near the rear of the
band. This applies to elk, deer and ante-
lope. Among the half-wild range cattle
either a cow or a steer leads, usually the
former; a bull never.

Otto Franc, Meeteetsee, Wyo.

RECENT ARRIVALS AT THE NEW YORK
ZOO PARK.

Mammals.—2 Canadian Beaver, gift_of
Hugh J. Chisholm; 1 Florida Deer, gift
of Mrs. Arthur Duane; 1 Bonneted Ma-
caque, from Ceylon, gift of Mrs. F. Cor-
des; 1 Capuchin Monkey, Bolivia, gift of
Mrs. George H. Bridgman; 1 Capuchin
Monkey, gift of Master Willie Samuels;
1 Pinche, gift of Miss Miriam S. Coe;
1 Fox Squirrel, gift of Mrs. G. A. Gep-
pert; 1 Family of 7 Opossums, gift of
H. C. Wells; 1 Red Fox, gift of Ferdi-
nand Kaegebehn; 1 Squirrel Monkey and
Coati Mundi. gift of F. N. Koziell; 1
Three-Toed Sloth and 1 Two-Toed Sloth,
from British Guiana, in exchange; 2
Orang-Outans, from Borneo, purchased; 1
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Equine Deer, in exchange, from the Phil-
adelphia Zoological Gardens; 2 Guenon
Monkeys, 2 Squirrel Marmosets, 1 Colum-
bian Black-Tailed Deer, 6 Kangaroo Rats,
3 Minks, 2 European Brown Bears, pur-
chased.

Birds.—2 Jungle Fowl, gift of Homer
Davenport; 2 Black-winged Peacocks, gift
of Homer Davenport; 2 German Nightin-
gales, gift of Louis Fleischman; 1 Blue-
fronted Parrot, gift of P. Kelly; 3 Quail
or Bobwhite, gift of Mrs. Helen Miitz; 4
Yellow-crowned Night Herons, and 4
Black-crowned Night Herons, gift of C.
D. Brown; Ring-necked and Peacock
Pheasants, received in exchange; 2 Black
and 3 Turkey Vultures, purchased; 12
Brown Pelicans, 7 Indian Peacocks, 2
Javan Peacocks, 2 Sandhill Cranes, 4
American Flamingoes, 12 Magpies and 2
Great Blue Herons, purchased.

Reptiles—1 Cuban Boa, gift of General
Daniel E. Sickles, apd another of same
species, gift of J. A. Ruiloba; collection
of 17 rare lizards from the cafions of
Northern Arizona, gift of Barnum Brown;
collection of 12 Florida snakes, gift of
Thomas DBarbour; 2 African Rock Py-
thons, 2 Black-tailed Pythons, 2 Bull
Snakes, 7 Texas Coachwhip Snakes, 28
Horned Toads, 6 Rainbow Snakes and 24
snakes of various specics from South Car-
olina, purchased; 409 serpents and lizards,
representing 24 species collected in Hamp-
ton County. South Carolina, by R. L. Dit-
mars and Charles Snyder. The following
specimens have been born or hatched
from eggs in the Reptile House: 33 Chick-
en Snakes, 47 Black Snakes, 11 Ribbon
Snakes, 15 King Snakes, 29 Florida Gar-
ter Snakes, 23 Cotton Mouth Moccasins,
11 Copperhead Snakes and 6 Banded Rat-
tlesnakes.

BREEDING PHEASANTS AND QUAILS.

Santa Cruz, Cal.
Editor RECREATION :

I raised, last season, from § hen pheas-
ants, about 60 young birds, all of which
are doing well. I hatch the eggs under
bantams. The chicks are put in a pen
2x4x7 feet, the sides and top covered
with one-inch mesh wire. In one end of
the pen I place a box about 2 feet wide
and the width of the pen. The front of
the box is closed with slats, just far
enough apart to permit the chicks to run
through. Build the pen where the sun can
reach it as much as possible. Feed the
chicks finelv chopped hard boiled eggs.
chick weed. lettuce and maggots. The last
can be had without much trouble by plac-
ing a piece of meat where it will be fly
blown and then burying it in a tub, cov-
ered with moist bran. The chicks should
be fed after the first 2 weeks and have
_plenty of clear water. Pheasants will

-
breed satisfactorily in confinement, if left
to hatch and raise their own young.

Quails, also, can be raised in confine-
ment, but will do better in the field if not
disturbed. That, at any rate, is the case
with Eastern Bob White when bred in the
West. I am exchanging California valley
quails for Bob Whites, which I turn out
where they will be afforded good protec-
tion,

Like yourself, I am spending every dol-
lar I can raise for the protection of game
and fish. 1 am organizing county fish and
game protection associations, and they are
doing much good work. I want to see
every county compelled to appoint a game
warden. Persons who have no regard for
the law should be made to obey it. I want
to see a county license law in force, and, in
addition, a State license as well. Those,
coupled with the laws we now have in this

tate, would solve the problem of game
protection. A person who can afford to go
from one county to another to hunt can

. afford to pay to the county of which he is

not a resident and in which he wishes to
shoot, a small license fee. The sale of all
game should bs prohibited, and the bag
should be limited.

I wish REcCReATION and the League of
American Sportsmen all kinds of success,
for in them is our only hope for efficient
game protection. Walter R. Welch.

A FRIENDLY GROUSE.

How is this for a companion piece for
your nighthawk, or whip-poor-will, episode?
Yesterday morning my neighbor, Mr. C. A.
Briggs, saw a large bird flutter against my
porch screens and fall to the ground.
Walking across the lawn, he found a full
grown ruffed grouse, which he captured
and kept until noon. As I was going in
the country in the afternoon, I invited Mr.
Briggs to join me, and we took the bird
with us and released it in an ideal resort
for its kind, in the native brush and tim-
ber, unfrequented by hunters, some 5 or 6
miles from this city. When released it
flew gently to the ground, alighted but a
few feet from the buggy and showed so
little fear and such assurance that I doubt-
ed its ability to take care of itself; but it
soon began to strut and move through the
brush with that familiar p-r-r-t, p-r-r-t, ap-
parently saying, “You are all right and 1
knew it all the time.” To make sure that
we were not abandoning a wounded bird
to become the easy prey of its manv nat-
ural enemies, Mr. Briggs alighted and put
the bird up, when it quickly and satisfac-
torily demonstrated its ability to handle
itself perfectly, although it showed no ap-
parent haste to part company, and only
flew a short distance before settling down.
We could not wholly exclude the idea that
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the bird would remember us kindly if we
were to meet again. The bird was docile
until we came to natural timber, when he
became interested at once and plainly indi-
cated a desire to be released. While driv-
ing through open country or past artificial
groves he remained perfectly quiet, but
each patch or grove of native wood inter-
ested him keenly. The incident seems pe-
culiar from the fact that ruffed grouse have
never been numerous here, and are now
practically extinct. Mr. Briggs is a sports-
man, and an active member of the L. A. S,,
as the many applications you have received
bearing his name as witness will testify;
so.the grouse fell in good hands.
Henrv A. Morgan, Albert Lea, Minr.

PURE CHINESE.
In August REcrReaTiON I notice a re-

view by Mr. Darlington of my article on’

Chinese pheasants. 1 hope his request
that we hear from others will be granted,

but should like to add a few facts to my .

first article in direct reply to him. Mr.
Geo. Horne, of England, who has im-
ported and raised many pheasants, says:
“The original home of the pure English
pheasant is the Thasis river, Trans-Cau-
casia. In the pure bird the whole coloring
is inclined to a dark, rich red, the sides
being extremely dark. English pheasants
in England to-day are totally different
from what they were when first introduced
and hardly any 2 are alike. The Chinese
pheasant, by inbreeding. is rapidly losing
all traces of the original bird we had
from the Thasis river.”

Hon. O. N. Denny, of Portland, Oregon,
lived in China and Corea 14 years. He
raiscd Chinese phcasants there and intro-
duced them into this country. He objects
to their being called Mongolian, as it is
not the correct name.

In a letter, Mrs. Denny savs: “These
birds are the pure ring-necked China
pheasant, absolutely pure, no matter what
anyone may say to the contrary.” They
are common all over China, Corea and
Mongolia. She adds that she never heard
of one being called Mongolian in the East.
Mr. Davenport, of New Jersey, who has
the largest collection of pheasants in the
world, says there is a Mongolian pheasant,
but it has never been seen in this country.
It is twice as large as the Chinese.

I have been raising the Chinese birds 6
years, and they breed true to type and
markings. If Mr. Darlington breeds birds
of various sizes and markings, some with
collar perfect, others with but little white
on neck, from the same matings, it proves
beyond any doubt that there is English
blood in the stock. That mixture is al-
ways casier to raise than the purc blood.

H. R. Foster, Ashby, Mass.

COONS DO CALL.

I note what Mr. Wakeman says about
coons making a noise. Until 3 or 4 years
ago I always doubted that coons could
call to one another. My wife and I were
camped on one of the tributaries of the
Saginaw river. I heard during the night
this so-called copn or screech owl call di-
rectly across the stream from our tent.
I got up to investigate and found a young
coon in a trap across the river.

The animal made a noise much like the
screech owl’s call. The coon would rise on
tip toes, hump up his back and make this
sound, repeating it every 2 or 3 minutes.
The call that coon gave at least 50
times while I watched him was a hoo-hoo-
hoo in rapid succession and on a key near
to the moaning dove's note. A man might
hear this call all his life and not know it
was a coon’s, but I happened to be fortu-
nate in seeing what I have related.

R. P. Alden, Saginaw, Mich.

We had 35 half-grown coons in our
show window. As soon as the lights were
turned out at night and everything was
quiet, they would make a noise similar to
that made by a screech owl or a tree frog.
I can not say whether the sound was made
by the male or the females. It was of suf-
ficient volume to be heard 300 or 400 yards
under favorable conditions. I have had
vbserving hunters tell me that during
mating season coons will call and answer
from one wood to another at sundown, and
later. I don't think anyone will question
the ability of a coon to make a noise when
he is nailed by a dog. These coons were
captured in a rather peculiar manner. A
turtle net, which had been baited with fish,
was pulled out of the river and left over
night on the bank. The next morning it
had a mother coon and five youngsters in
it. Claude Rapp, Troy, O.

WOLF AND FOX TRAPPING.

No one can tell Mr. Carey the best way
for him to trap wolves and foxes, because
a method successful in one man’s hands
may prove an utter failure in another’s.
Mr. Carey must experiment for himself, al-
ways remembering that when intelligence
is pitted against brute cunning the odds
are with the latter. .

For wolf trapping use a No. 4 trap with
8 inch spread of jaws, a 6 or 8 foot chain
with a 3 pronged drag hook, and a clog of
about 40 pounds weight. For foxes use a
No. 2 trap ivith 47§ inch spread, a light
chain and grab, and no drag. Many trap-
pers use the common single spring rat trap
for foxes.

Dip your traps in fresh blood of. any
kind: dip. also, a clean pair of gloves. Let
all dry. and thereafter do not touch traps
or bait save with the gloves. Chuose your
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ground carefully. Dig holes for t = chain
and toggle and a shallow one for the trap,
putting the sod and earth you remove on
a blanket. Cover chain and trap with
earth, and carry surplus dirt to a distance.
Before covering the trap put moss or wool
beneath the pan so dirt can not get under
to hinder the working. Then cover with
14 inch of earth. Smooth the dirt with a
brush or a rabbit skin. Then, if you have
done your work well, you will find it hard
to tell just where the trap is buried. Bait
for wolves with scrags of fresh meat on
which rabbit hair has been sprinkled. For
foxes use scraps of fried beef rolled in
honey ; or use riice, fish, poultry or rabbits.
If you have been clever you will miss your
trap the second or third morning, but you
can easily follow it by the drag or grab
hook trail.

1f Mr. Carey has no luck with this meth-
od I shall be glad to give him others. Have
often wished RECREATION would devote
more space to trapping lore.

Old Trapper, Gardner, Mass.

COLLECTORS SHOULD BE RESTRAINED.

I fully appreciate the efforts you are
making for the preservation of our
game, fish. and song birds. Enclosed is
an advertifement from The QOologist, an
ornithological magazine, showing plainly
where our song birds are going. Can
nothing be done with such fellows as How-
ard? Have they a special license to col-
lect birds’ eggs to sell?

C. Bloom, Kalamazoo, Mich.

The ad. follows:

I am collecting this season in Southern Ari-
zona in the Huachuca mountains. [ am securin,
many rare and desirable sets, including red-faced,
Virginia, Audubon’s, black-throated gray, Lucy's,
olive, Grace’s, and Sonora yellow warblers;
Coues’, vermillion, sulphur-bellied, olivaceous and
buff-breasted fly-catchers; Stephen's whir-poor-
will; rivoli, broadtailed, cactus and black-qéinned
hummers; Arizona and long«:rested jays; Scott’s
oriole; hepatic and Cooper’s tanager; rock and
canon wrens; canon towhee, painted redstart,
Arizona junco, pigmy nuthatch, chestnut-backed
bluebird, white-necked ravens and many other
varieties too numerous to mention here. Nests
with all sets not larger than jays.

O. W. Howard, Ft.

ANSWER.

No doubt some of these collectors who
advertise birds’ eggs and skins for sale
have special licenses from their respective
State authorities for making such collec-
tions, but even so, privileges thus con-
ferred are usually abused. No man should
ever be allowed to collect such specimens
for sale. Schools, colleges and museums
that really need eggs and skins for study
and for educational purposes can afford to
send out their own collectors, and this
commercial traffic in such specimens sbould

uachuca, Ariz.
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be ]_]larohibited. Several States have laws
prohibiting the buying, selling or having in
possession for sale of any song or insec-
tivorous bird or part thereof, and alt other
States should pass such laws in the near
future.—EbITOR. j

COLORATION OF GOLD FISH:

I have a friend who has kept gold fish
several years. She has been fortunate in
rcaring them and they seem perfectly
healthy. Among the number have been sev-
eral with black markings, and an especially
handsome one of a beautiful copper color
with considerable black on back, sides and
head; but after a few months the black
disappeared and the fish became the ordi-
nary gold color. They appear as healthy
as the others. Please tell me the cause of
the peculiar coloration and of its disap-
pearance. M. D. Blanchard,

Los Angeles, Cal.

ANSWER.

The coloration of domestic gold fish is
a purely artificial one, which has been ac-
quired through many generations of culti-
vation. The original color of the species
was a greenish or coppery olive with ten-
dencies toward golden and blackish. It is
no uncommon thing in a brood of gold fish
to find all sorts of colors from the original
to the ordinary red. These colors, however,
like those of other domestic animals, are
more or less unstable, the tendency being to
revert either to the original color or to take
on blotches of black or white. These
blotches later frequently turn to some other
color, often red or greenish. The phenom-
enon 1s a purely natural one and does not
in any way indicate a diseased condition of
the fish. If it is desired to perpetuate the
black or bronze colors, the individuals
showing those characteristics should be
used as breeders. Even if the colors disap-
pear in the individuals selected, they are
likely to reappear and remain more per-
manently in their descendants.—EbiTor.

REFERRED TO MY READERS.

Twelve years ago or about the time Ok-
lahoma was opened up, hawks appeared
here about the middle of September, com-
ing from the South and going North.
They remained only a day or 2. For 6
years following they were not seen. Since
then they come every fall, always going
North. Persons living 30 to 50 miles West
of here say the birds pass over there as
well. T think I can distinguish 4 varieties
—red-breasted, band tail, small slate col-
ored and black. 1 should like to know
where they go, and why.

Elmer Dukelow, Hutchinson, Kan,
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. UTAH DIVISION.
Hon. Johan Sharp, Chief Warden, Salt Lake City.
. VERMONT DIVISION
W. E. Mack, Chief Warden, Woodstock.
VIRGINIA DIVISION.

Franklin Stearns, Chief Warden, 13 N. 1ith St.,
C. O, Saville, Vice Wardep, Richmond; M. D. Hart;
Sec.-Treas., 1217 East Main St, Richmond.

WASHINGTON DIVISION.
F. S. Merrill, Chief Warden, Spokane: Munro
W yckoff, Sec.-Treas., Pt. L ownsend.
WEST VIRGINIA DIVISION.
J. M. Lashley, Chief Warden, Davis.
WISCONSIN DIVISION.

James T. Drougli‘\t. Chief Warden, Milwaukee; Dr.

A. Gropper, Sec.-Treas., Milwaukee.
WYOMING DIVISION.

Dr. Frank Dunham, Chief Warden, Lander H. E.
Wadsworth, Sec.-Treas., Lander.

Applications for membership and erders for kdf{‘/‘
shoutd be addressed to Arthur F, Rice, Secretary, 23 W,
24th St., New York,

y

188, The
es.
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LOCAL WARDINS IN NEW YORK.

County, Nameof W Address.
gew Yotrk. gonrad L. Meyer. f W, Broadway
vingston .
Chambe ! ain, Mt. Moms.
Nassau, Wlllett Smith, Freeport, L. I.
Albany, C.D. ohnson. Newtonville.
Allegany, . D. Holden, Belmont.
Broome. ohn Sullivan, Sanitaria Springs
Mathewson. Binghamton.
Cayuga, Haskell, Weedsport.
Cortland, {: A Wood. Cortland,
Chemung, red Uhle, Hendy Creek,
' A. Baker, Elmlra.
) E. P. Dorr, lcﬁ; S. Morgan
Erie, unldmg. Buffalo.
o Marvin H. Butler, Monlla
Essex, W. H. Broughton, Mori
Franklin, as. Ecc St. R ris Falls,

. . J. Martin, McColloms.
Montgomery, Charles W. Scharf, Canajoharie.
QOneida, . M. Scoviile, Clinton.

Orange, ilsor, Lrans, Middletown.
} Hamﬁton Kidd, Newburgh.
Richmond, ewis Morris. Port Rlchmond
St. Lawrence, Dr.B.W.Severance, Gouverneur.
.N. Clark, Sevey.
Schenectady, {7 W. Furnside, Schenectady-.
Suffolk, . ]. Fellows, Central lshp. L.IL
Ti g.eo."lh‘,a T, Onent. L.1
10€2, .
Washington, C.L.Allen, Sanﬁ Hill.
I A.S. Temple, Whltehall
. g; E. Barber,
Westchester, George Poth, Pluaantvxlle
- has. Seacor, 57 Pelham Road,
New Rochelle.
y H. E. Braman, Keene Valley.
?clo‘l;mmhz:. A. B. Miller, Jackson's Corners,
range, Thomas Harris, Port Jervis.
Onondaga, James Lus Memphis.
Y ates, B. L. Wre Penn Yan.
- Seyrnour Poineer, Branch Port.
Dutchess, H.DelLong, Pawling.
e gu:ob Tomp kins, Billin lﬁ
Q-:eens, erard Van Nostrand ushing, L.1.
" W.S. Mygrant. 6 Elton Street,
u P. A. Geepel ooty
LA, pe 5 473 Gran ve.,
Astoria, L. 1.
Ulster, M. A. DeVall The Corners.
ey Wm. stock.
efferson, C.E. th Order. Watertown.
Herkimer, D. F. Sperry, Old Forge.
Rensselaer, Benj. McNary, th.
Oswego, .E. Mannlng. Wat Utica St.

Putnam, . L. Bi dz fac Falls.

Schuyler, G.C. Fordham, Watki
IOCAL WARDENS IN OHIO.

Stark, aIEelelsen, Massillon.

Franklin, Brook Terry, 208 Woodward Av.,
Columbus.

Cuyahoga, A. W. Hitch, 161 Osborn St.,
Cleveland.

Clark, Fred C. Ross, 169 W. Main St.,
Springfiel

Erie, David Sutton, 418 gackson St
Fulto! L. C. Berry S atndusky

ulton, . C. s wanton.

Allen, S. W. Knisely, Lima,

Hamilton, W. C. Rippey «6% Eastern Ave.,

incinnati

Knox, Gnnt Plullnps, Mt. Vernon.
Lorain, T. J. Bates, Em:-

Ottawa, Frank B Shlrley, ide.
Muslnngum, Frank Abell, Zanesville,
Suoto. J, z Portsmouth.

yle, Hillsboro.
LOCAL WARDENS IN CONNECTICUT.
Fairfield, George B. Bliss. 2 Park Row. Stam-
Harvey C. Went, 11 Park St Bridge
- Samuel Waklee, Box (in btratford
Litchfield, Dr. H. L. Ross, Box 100, C

naan, Ct.

Middlesex, Sandford Brainerd, Ivor) ton.

County. Name of Warden. Address.
New Haven, Wilbur E. Beach, 318 Cha 1 Street,

| New Haven, Ct.
' D. J. Ryan, 188 Eb}nzabeth St.,
y.

LOCAL WARDENS IN MASSACHUSETTS.

Norfolk, Otlando McKenzle, Norfolk
o . Wrentham.
" WL Fuller East Milton.
Suffolk, Capt. W §tone. 4 Tremont Row,
Boston.

LOCAL WARDENS IN NEW JERSEY.

Mercer, Jos. Ashmore, 124 Taylor St.,
i Trenton -
Mercer. Edw. Vanderbilt, Dentzville.
) Trenton.
o Roland Mitchell, 739 Centre St.,
i Trenton.
Morris, Joseph Pellet Pompton Plains.
o l:e, Dover.
il Francls E (,ook, Butler.
“ Calone Orr, Hibernia,
Somerset, G. E. Morris, Somerville.
Sussex, lmc D, Williams, Branchvile.
Union, A. H. Miller, Cranford.
C. M. Hawkins, Roselle
Wamnn,  {{00 YORRE, .. | Phillipsburg.
Monmouth. Dory-Hunt, Wanague.

LOCAL WARDENS IN PENNSYLVANIA.

{)eﬂ’erson, Lohn Noll, Sykesville.
erry, amuel Sundy, Lebo
Warren. Goodwill Hill,
uniata, Cliﬁord m‘r Qakland Mills.
enango, G.D ct  Pleasantville
Potter Ira Murphy, Coudersport
. Wiley Barrows, Austin.
. Chas. Barrows,  Austin,
Crawford,
. Jasper Tillotson, Tillotson.
o Geo. T. Meyers, Titusville,
“ J. B, Buel.
Cambria, W.H. Lambert. 720 Coleman Ave.,
Johnstown.
Butler, F.J. Forquer, Murnnsville.
Allegheny, S. H. Allen, - Natrona.
Beaver, N. H. Covert, Beaver Falls.
. W.R. Keefer, o
McKean. C. A. Duke, Duke Center.
L. P. Fessenden, G.anere.
Lack, Wm. Weir, Moosic.
Carbon, sa D. Hontz, East Mauch Chunk
Cumberland, l C. Gill, Mechanicsburg.
Wyoming, “yrus Walter, Tunkhannock.
Tioga, E. B. Beaumont, Jr., Lawrenceville.
L o ) G. H_f Sémmnl. o lWest(":eld.
ycoming, as. J. Brennan, Oval.
. {3 D. Kurtz, Cammal.
Montgomery, Walter Lusson, Ardmore
“ L.C. Parsons. Ardmore.
Bradford, Geo. B. Loop, Sayre.
Clarion, lsaac Keener, New Bethlehem.
Cameron, * Harry Hemphill, Emporium.

LOCAL WARDENS IN MICHIGAN.
Kalkaska, H Dunham, Kalkaska.
Kalamazoo, C. . Miller, Augusta.
Berrien, A. Palmer, Buchanan.

Cass. Thomas Dewey. Dowagiac.

LOCAL WARDENS IN VIRGINIA,

Mecklenburg. H. Oﬁ‘burn South Hill.
ng 'LI ontague, Palls,
ythe, Hughes, Chatham Hill.

Km & Queen, ). Ba Newtown

Louisa, Hams, p% eﬁove

Henrico, J Lynham, 412\ arshall
Richmond.

East Rockingham, E.J.Carickhoff,  Harrisonburg.

LOCAL WARDENS IN WYOMING.

Fremont, Nelson Yarnall, Dubois.
Uinta, N Peterson }]ackson.
Carbon, Klrk ‘;er. Medicine Bow.
Big Horn, Dyke, Clark.
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LOCAL WARDENS IN TENNESSEE.

Sumner, W. G. Harris, Gallatin

Stewart, (]:ohn H. Lory, Bear Spring.
Robertson, Springfield.
Montgomery, P. W, Humphrey. Clarksville.

LOCAL WARDENS IN NEBRASKA.

County. Name of Warden. Address.
Hall, E.C. Statler, Grand Island
LOCAL WARDENS IN NEW HAMPSHIRE,
Cheschire, S. C. Ellis, Keene.
bullwan, G. A. Blake, Lempster.

J. W. Davidson, Charlestown.
LOCAL WARDENS IN VERMONT.
Wm. J. Liddle,,  Box 281, Fair Haven
LOCAL WARDENS IN ILLINOIS.

Rock Island, D. M, Slottard, 1ath ave and 17th
St.. Moline.

LOCAL WARDENS IN OKLAHOMA.
Kiowa and CorAnanche Nation,

Rutland,

. Cooper. Ft. Sill.
LOCAL WARDENS IN IOWA.
Clinton, D. L. Pascol, Grand Mound.
Pattawattamie, Dr.C. Engwe. Crescent.
LOCAL WARDENS IN WASHINGTON.
Okanogan, James West, Methow.
LOCAL CHAPTERS.
Albert Lea, an. H. A. Morgan, Rear Warden
Angelica, N. C. A. Lathron, 5
Austin, Pa,, W.'S. Warner, "
Boston, Mass. Calét W. 1. Stone, o
Buffalo H Gardiner,
Camma\ Pa..’ B. A. Ovenshire, "
Carbon (':o Pa., E.F. Frey, o
Charlestown, N. H., W. M. Bushwell, "
Coudersport, Pa., 1. L. Murphy, "
Cresco, lowa., , L. Platt, "
Bavns. W. ‘;vl b, HFI zen, "
owagiac, Mic .
Eva.r?sgvﬂlé. Ind," FM leg »
Fontanet, 1 ‘W. H. Perry, "
Ft. Wayne. an W.L. Waltemarth o
Ho kmsv:l‘le Ky .» Hunter Wood "
J’ ianapolis, Ind., B)se h E. Bell. '
Jerome, Ariz., A. Hawkins, "
ohnsonburg, Pa.,, W.]. Stebblns. "
Kahspell ont . John Eakright,
Keene eedle, o
Lake Co Ina Dr. R.C. Mackey, .

E. B. McConnell, .

L ort, Ind,
e hanics lsu Dr H.Swartz. '

Mechanicsburg,

New Albany, Dr. J F. Weathers, ““
New Bethlel em. i‘a B Isaac Keener, "
Penn Yan, N. Y., H R. Phillips, A
Reynoldsville, Pa., C . Hoffman, "
Rochester. N, Y., C. H. McChesney .
St Paul, Minn., 0. T. Deniy, . '
Schenectady, N.Y., ]. W. Furnside, -
Seattle, Wash., . Kelly, u
Syracuse, N. C. C Truesdell, "
Terre Haute, Ind,, C.F. Thiede, .
The Dalles, Ore,, C. B. Cushing, o
Winona, Minn, C. M. Morse,
DISCOUNTS TO LEAGUE MEMBERS. .

The following firms have agreed to give
members of the L. A. S. a discount of 2
per cent. to 10 per cent. on all goods bought
of them. In ordering please give L. A. S.
number:

A Co.,Syracuse, N. Y. Guns.
%)y:\?::ggrt ;l‘;nlie ?\rmys Co., Norwich, Conn.
Gundlach Optlcal Co., Rochester, N. Y. Photographic

goods. ,
Co.,Rochester,N.Y.Photographic goods.
?k‘:rl(?::sl?\sl;:k (O'mn and 'sportmg Goods Co., 1528
Arapahoe St., Denver, C
James Acheson. “Talbot St.. St. ‘Thoma Ontariso,

Sporting goods.

Shot

LIFE MEMBERS OF THE LEAGUE.
. D. Ellis, 136 W. 72d street, New York Cit
Rice, 155 Pennington avenue, Passaic, IJ .
. A. Valentine, 5 W. 3sth street, New York

g.:»s

City.
. A. Anderson, 6 E. 38th street, New York City.
\é Fraser, 478 Greenwich street New York
. S. liowne, care National Bank Book Co., Hol-
d'o e,

Mass
Miller, 108 Clinton street, Defiance, Ohio.
F. Pierson, 20 W. sz2d street, New York

lt

geton 80 W. 4oth street, New York City.
Seympur, Lis Wall street. New York City.

. Nesbitt, Maple street, Kingston, Pa.

. Beard, 204 Amity strcet, ‘lushing, L. I
l-erry. 1720 Old Colony Bldg., Chicago, IlL
Levn P. Morton, 681 sth avenue, New York.

xlfnams, P. B. 156, Butte, Mont.

. B. Fearing, Newport, I

H. Dickinson, Moosehead Lake, Me.

renzo Blackstone, Norwich, Conn.

. L. Prescott, go W. Broadway. New York City.

. S. Edgell, 192 Broadway, New York City.
ershon, Saginaw, Mich.

Hon. H. W. arely: East Lake Mich.

George Carnegie, Fernandino, Fla.

. L. Underwood, sz Fulton street, Boston, Mass.

'E. Butler, Jerome, Ariz.

Mansfield FerrY 183 Lincoln Park, Boulevard,

Chicago, I

Austin_Corbin, 192 Broadway, New York City.

J. S. Brown, 241 South sth’ street, Rcadmg. Pa.

There are thousands of men in the
United States who should be life mem-
bers. Why don’t they join? Will some
one please take a club and wake them up?

om b o>
8 ’

n= mbom-—;n

) e
=€ >§'!"U,= ZOTHm

0g

. SALE OF GAME CAN BE STOPPED.

Mr. C. C. Truesdell, Rear Warden of the
Syracuse, N. Y, Chapter of the League,
has sent me the following letter:

Mr. Chas. Truesdell, Syracuse, N. Y.:

I regret to disagree with the League in
regard to bill relating to the sale of grouse.
I am opposed to such a law. So is our
club, and I have already made our objec-
tions known to the members of our Legis-
lature and our Senator. If you get the bill
passed you will make a grand mistake, be-
cause it is so unjust that you can never
enforce it. It would be a dead letter on
the books and a dead weight on other laws
that are not unjust. You ask taxpayers to
pay their cash to make the laws, and pay
game protectors to execute the game; yet
you would prohibit the use of the game,
save to a small percentage, viz:
those only who shoot. Why ask the
people to produce game birds at such a
cost and prohibit their use?

Z. L. Parker.

This is an old man. He wants to eat
all the game himself, so his children and
grandchildren and their issue will not have
indigestion. C. C. Truesdell.

To Mr. Parker I replied as follows:

Mr. C. C. Truesdell has sent me your
letter. I beg to give you in reply some
information which you may not have ob-
tained from other sources, and which will
no doubt interest you. You say it will be
impossible to enforce a law prohibiting the
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sale of woodcock, grouse and quails. There
are 24 States in the Union which already
have laws on their statute books prohibit-
ing the sale of certain species of game at
all times of the year. The quail is one of
the birds included in all of these laws.
In some cases the prohibition also
includes ruffed grouse, prairie chickens,
wild turkeys, etc. Such laws are, of
course, always aimed to protect the species
of game which, through thoughtlessness or
greed of sportsmen, or game dealers, or
game hogs, have become so scarce as. to
require rigid and vigorous measures for
their protection.

These prohibitory laws are being en-

. forced in all the States referred to. This
League alone has convicted 330 people
for violations of such laws within the past
year. Ohio has a law prohibiting the sale
of quails at all times, and about 250 people
were convicted in that State last year for
violations of this provision in the law. If
such laws can be enforced in other States,
why not in New York?

If we succeed in getting the bill through
the Legislature at Albany, you may rest
assured this League will see that it is rig-
idly enforced throughout the State. That
is what this League was made for, and it
has certainly shown itself competent thus
far to carry out its intentions.

We may not succeed in getting the bill
through this year, but if not we will go at
it again next year as soon as the Legisla-
ture assembles, and we shall keep at it
until we pass the bill. We shall not stop
at prohibiting the sale of quails and
woodcock, but we shall have laws
prohibiting the sale of all kinds of
game, at all times, in all the States
of the Union, within 5 years. There
are thousands of people- demanding the
passage of such laws in States where they
do not already exist, and there will be
hundreds of thousands demanding them
within the next few years. Game is not a
legitimate article of commerce. It belongs
to the people of the State in their sovereign
capacity, and it is a fundamental principle
of law, as old as the hills, that a man may
take from the public property enough for
his own use, but he may not sell any of it.
The Supreme Court of the United States
has said that a man who kills game and
reduces it to possession acquires even then
only a qualified interest in it. He may use
it as food or may use the skins of game ani-
mals for clothing, or for any other do-
mestic purposes, but he may not sell.

The Government allows the settler to go
on Government land and get all the tim-
ber he needs to build his house, his barns,
his fences, his bridges, and even supply
his family with fuel, but let him cut one
tree and sell it. and he then commits a
penitentiary offence, G. O. Shields.

THE NEW HAMPSHIRE DIVISION.

Chief Warden Brooks has lately sent out
a circular letter in which he says:

As we are entering on another year, this
seems an opportune time to review the
year just closed. Comparing the present
condition of this division with that of a
year ago, the result is gratifying, although
not so much so as I wish. A year ago this
division was organized with 25 members,
and E. W. Wild was appointed Chief War-
den. In May, Mr. Wild, for lack of time
to devote to the work, resigned and C. M.
Brooks, of Keene, was appointed to fill the
vacancy. At that time there were 44 mem-
bers in the State. In the next 6 months
the division doubled its membership. Hav-
ing passed the 50 mark we were entitled
to a Secretary-Treasurer, and Sideey Co-
nant, of Keene, was appointed to that po-
sition. Two local chapters were organized,
one in Cheshire county, F. P, Beedle, Rear
Warden, and one in Sullivan County, W.
M. Buswell, Rear Warden. Several local
game wardens were also appointed. The
division has distributed the League printed
matter throughout the State. It has also
printed circular letters and the State fish
and game laws, etc, for distribution to
members and sportsmen.

A word to the members: Do not think
your duty ended when you cast your vote
for the division officers. What can these
officers do without the support of the mem-
bers? Comparatively little. You will prob-
ably say, “How can I support them?”” There
are several ways. First, by renewing your
membership immediately on its expiration.
Second, by inducing 2 or 3 of your friends
to join the League. Do you realize what
it would mean to our cause if every mem-
ber secured 2 new members this next year?
It would more than treble our influence;
and every member owes it not only to his
division but to the National League to get
to work. Third, keep your eyes open for
violations of the fish and game laws, re-
port all cases to the League officers and
assist these officers to prosecute the offend-
ers. If every member will take it on him-
self to do these 3 things, the next 12 months
will see the League an important factor in
fish and game matters throughout the
State. .

To the readers of RECREATION and sports-
men who are not members, let me say a
few words. Join the L. A. S. at once. We
are working for your interests, and in re-
turn you should give us your support by
joining our ranks. Send your name to
the division officers and we will gladly
explain our work to you and listen to your
suggestions.

To those who wish to join or renew and
do not know how to do it: Send your
name, your address and your dollar
to the Chief Warden. We will see
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that your money is sent %o the

proper authority and your name en-

rolled on the books. Give us your moral

and financial support and we will work

for the best interests of the fish and game.
Clarence M. Brooks,

Chief Warden New Hampshire Division.

DO THE SAME IN YOUR TOWN.

Two more State divisions of the League
have recently been organized. These are
North Dakota and Oklahoma. This brings
the total number up to 40, and we hope to
organize the remaining 11 States during
the coming winter. Will not the members
of the League in Alabama, Alaska, Arkan-
sas, Delaware, Georgia, Indian Territory,
Louisiana, Maryland, Mississippi, North
Carolipa and South Carolina kindly stir
themselves? The experience of sportsmen
in the 40 States already organized shows
what is possible. It would be just as easy
to enroll 25 members in each of the States
not yet organized as it was to get them in
those that have completed their quota. It
only remains for some earnest, energetic
man in any good sized town to turn out,
collect the dollars and send them in with
the names. It is entirely safe to say that
25 applications for League membership
can be had in any town of 2,000 inhabitants
anywhere in the United States if the right
man will take the work in hand and push
it one day. For instance, there are
119 members in Albert Lea, Minn, 3I In
Angelica, N. Y., 43 in Austin, Pa., 31 in
Cresco, Iowa, 40 1in Davis, W. Va, 31 in
Dowagiac, Mich., 69 in Evansville, Ind,
79 in g::rome. Ariz., 26 in Kalispell, Mont.,
55 in The Dalles, Oreg., 58 in Coudersport,
Pa., 25 in Carbon County, Pa., 56 in Car-
mal, Pa., 29 in Cheshire County, N. H.,,
58 in Ft. Wayne, Ind., 29 in Glenns Ferry,
Idaho, 36 in Hopkinsville, Ky., 50 in
Bowling Green, Ky., 25 in Fontanel, Ind.,
44 in Johnsonburg, Pa., 64 in Logansport,
Ind,, 50 in Lake County, Ind., 30 in Min-
turn, Colo., 28 in Mechanicsburg, Pa., 25
in New Bethlehem, Pa., 64 in New Al-
bany, Ind.. 27 in Penn Yan, N. Y., 27 in
Owego, N. Y. 25 in Reynoldsville, Pa.,
56 in Seattle, Wash., 34 in Terre Haute,
Ind., 57 in Winona, Minn., 44 in Wichita,
Kan., 27 in Victor, Mont., 30 in Ralston,
Pa., 52 in Lewiston, Mont, 50 in Mis-
soula, Mont.,, 44 in Carson, Nev., 43 in
Lead, S. D.. 31 in Providence, R. I, 29
in Steubenville, Ohio, 27 in Ludington,
Mich., 29 in Oklahoma City, Okla., and 27
in Cheyenne, Wyo. Then why should there
not be 25 in any other live town in the
country ?

AN EXCELLENT PLAN.
The protection of our game birds from
the hog and the pot hunter isa question that
ought to be uppermost in the minds of all

League wardens and members. Plans for
the coming campaign ought to begin to be
worked out. Where a member or warden
is alone in the field it is almost impossible
to get sufficient evidence to convict. I have
thought of a scheme, and offer it for con-
sideration. I have interested some farmers
and obtained their consent to post their
land, and have ordered made at my own
expense 100 signs forbidding hunting or
trespassing. Each will be signed by the
owner of the land on which it will be
placed. The land owners have promised
to put them up according to
my directions and will inform me
of all trespassing. In return I have
promised that I will prosecute any and
<1l persons caught on the grounds with a
gun or in any way violating the law. We
know that “fools rush in where angels fear
to tread,” but after one or 2 fools are
caught, others will take warning. In this
way we can give the birds a place to stay
where they will not be molested. So far I
have posted nearly 1,000 acres of the best
quail ground in this section, and the first
person caught on it will get the full legal
dose. . Wm. S. Mead,

L. A. S. Warden Ulster Co., N. Y.

This is an excellent plan and one that
has been in operation for several years past
in many localities. The League also fur-
nishes cloth posters, in any numbers de-
sired, to any person who will agree.to put
them up. In these posters the League of-
fers a reward of $10 for any person con-
victed of violation of the fish or game law
of any State, and we pay such rewards
nearly every week. Persons interested in
the preservation of game and fish, no mat-
ter where, are invited to send for such
number of these League posters as they
can place to advantage.—EDITOR.

PASTE IT IN YOUR HAT.

The fourth annual meeting of the L.
A. S. will be held in Indianapolis, Ind., on
the second Wednesday of February, 1902.
Eligible for membership therein:

All general officers of the League.

All chief wardens, vice wardens and
secretary-treasurers of divisions.

All delegates chosen by the several divi-
sions, and the chairmen of all standing

. committees.

Members who may determine to attend
are requested to send notice to the Secre-
tary at once, in order that a hall of suitable
size may be engaged and proper arrange-
ments made for hotel and other accommo-
dations. We hope to have at least 30
States represented in this meeting. We
especially invite all local wardens to be
present. It will greatly benefit the cause
to have the members from various States
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and from various portions of each State
meet, become acquainted, exchange views
and ideas, and thus fit themselves for bet-
ter and more effective work at home,

LEAGUE NOTES.

While I can not give you an accurate
report of the work done under our new
game and fish laws, which went into force
March 8 and May 11, 1901, respectively, I
can tell you approximately what has been

done. Over §4,000 have been re-
ceived  from non-resident  licenses.
About 135 convictions have bcen

made and about 100 of the number have
contributed $20 each to the game and fish
protective fund. About 150 seines and nets
and about 35 fish spears have been seized
and destroyed. This is a reasonably fair
showing, but by the last of the year it
will be more than double this.
Hon. E. L. Littleton, Indianapolis, Ind.

I am surprised to hear that my member-
ship in the L. A. S. has not been kept up
for the past 2 years. I supposed that mat-
ter had been attended to. I presume, how-
ever, I must have overlooked it. I there-
fore enclose the amount of my last 2
years’ dues, in addition to $25, which I
understand entitles me to a life member-
ship in the League. This will prevent the
possibility of any further neglect to pay
dues, and I am glad to belong to the
League, as I thoroughly approve the work
you are doing.

Austin Corbin, New York.

November 7th I rcceived a letter from
Mr. R. L. Brashear, of Bowling Green,
Ky., enclosing a check for $53, in payment
for an equal number of League member-
ships. The names of the applicants were
enclosed with the check.

About once a weczk some man some-
where wakes up and decides that he will
go out and get the boys to join the League.
He goes at it and almost invariably gets
every sportsman he approaches on the sub-
ject. Strange that the other fellows don't
wake up.

George Bauman, of Marblehead Junction,
Ohio, and Alec Nielsen, of Venice, Ohio,
were arrested on the charge of catching
undersized catfish in violation of law. The
arrests were made by Game Warden David
Sutton, Frank Shirley and G. H. Whitford.
Mr. Sutton is a member and a local war-
den of the L. A. S. The accused men
pleaded guilty and were fined $25 and costs
each. This is another example of the good
work done by the wardens of the League.

Matters are coming our way all over the
State. Lately a man was fined $68.50 for
having a wild duck in his possession out of
scason. His attorney argued that a dead

duck wasn’t a wild duck. The next day a
man was fined $36 for having illegal nets
in his possession. In the same week
a man was drowned in the adjoining county
while seining. Providence seems on our
side. Hon. Frank L. Littleton,
Indianapolis, Ind.

IT WILL LAST A YEAR.

A yearly subscription to RECREATION fur-
nishes one of the most delightful, instruc-
tive, entertaining presents you can possibly
give a man or boy who is interested in
nature, in fishing, shooting, amateur
photography ; or, who is fond of the woods,
the fields, the mountains, the lakes or the
rivers.

* Many of the presents which people give
their friends afford pleasure only for a few
days, or weeks. A subscription to RECREA-
TION means solid comfort a whole year.
It reminds your friend 12 times during the
year of your kindness and generosity.
There are many men and women who for 5
years past have annually sent in long lists
of names of friends, accompanied with a
check in order that these friends might be
made happy a whole year. Would 1t not
be well for you to adopt this plan?

Try it and see how grateful the recipient
will be.

A major and surgeon of the army sta-
tioned in the Philippines writes us that re-
cently, when the chief nurse of a small
base hospital in Southern Luzon was sent
away, there was a great struggle among the
§ nurses remaining for the vacant po-
sition, which meant a distinct increase in
pay. Each one of the 5 came to the office
of the surgeon in charge, to show cause
why she should be appointed chief nurse,
and why none of the others were entitled
to that distinction. TFhe young Solomon in
charge was “up against it”; but gave the
following decision: “Each one of you must
write on a piece of paper her exact age,
and send it sealed to me. The oldest
woman will be made chief nurse.” There
is still a vacancy as chief nurse in a small
base hospital in Southern Luzon.—Argon-
aut.

RECREATION'S FAIRY.
F. E. TARBOX.
There once was-a man,
So I've heard say,
Who shot everything
That came his way.
There was also a fairy,
So light and airy,
Who lived in a bog
Just like a frog;
She changed that man,
With gun in hand,
Into a hog,
With a set of bristles
Like last year’s thistles.
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It takes thirty years to grow a tree'and thirty minutes to cut it down and destroy it.

NATURE SANCTUARIES.
J. W. LLOYD.

1 should like to interest all naturalists,
game preservers, natural history societies,
village improvement clubs, and the like, in
the work of establishing Nature Sanctu-
aries; that is, places where, as far as may
be, all animal, vegetable and mineral na-

ture would be left free, wild and un-

changed.

Now that the League of American
Sportsmen, the Audubon Societies and
others are working for bird and game pro-
tection as never before; since forestry is a
profession and the preservation of forests
is attracting national attention; now that
books on nature are multiplying and grow-
ing so popular as to be found in almost
every home; and that Yellowstone Park is
actually such a sanctuary, the time seems
ripe for this movement. :

What I have to propose is this: That
every township in the United States buy
and set apart a piece of land, however
small, and dedicate it to Nature; a place
where no wild animal shall ever be mo-
lested, tree cut, flower picked, or stone
removed.

If you have at all the soul of a natur-
alist, think of being able to reach, within
an hour’s walk, a place where the wild
birds and beasts are so unafraid, yet nat-
ural, that they fearlessly go on with all
the usual processes of their lives as in-
differently as if you were a tree, or a graz-
ing ox. Tnink of a place where the tree
lies where it falls; where no texts or
odious advertisements are painted on the
rocks, no initials carved on the trees, no
flowers pulled, roots and all, no “improve-
ments” made! What a place for the lover
of wild nature, of study for the student, of
rest for the weary! Think what such an
untouched spot would look like at the end
of a century!

In almost every township in the United
States there is some bit of wild waste land,
practically valueless for agriculture, that
could be bought for a small sum and
turned into a sanctuary. The more bar-
ren, hilly, rocky, rugged or swampy, the
better. Often the more utterly valueless
such a place is, agriculturally or commer-
cially, the more picturesque it is to the
artistic eye, the more fitting in every way
for the uses of a nature park. It would
be an advantage, however, if in the spot

chosen there should be a great variety of
surface, soil and condition, swamp and hill,
stream and pond, wet and dry, clay and
sand, slope and level, evergreen and de-
ciduous forest.

In most of the forest States little would
be necessary except to enclose such an
area and leave it to nature. In the prairie
States it would, no doubt, sometimes be
necessary practically to crecate the sanctu-
ary by planting trees and introducing the
animals. The need of a place of the kind
is tenfold greater in the prairie than in
the forest lands, for many children in the
open regions have never even seen a wild
grove. To cultivate the soil thoroughly at
first, and make one thick, broadcast sow-
ing of mixed trce seeds and nuts, would
probably be all the work ever necessary,
even there, except fencing and buying a
few animals.

How vastly superior such a place would
be to a formal park, with fancy pagodas.
concrete walks, arranged shrubbery and
signs of “Keep off the grass”! How su-
perior to a menagerie of prisoned brutes,
or a museum of stuffed victims, to an act-
ual student of nature! “Wild Animals I
Have Known” might then be the boast of
every schoolboy.

The sanctuary should belong to the
community, although, of course, there is
nothing to prevent rich men from having
private ones on their own estates. The land
could cither be presented to the township
by benevolent citizens, or bought by the
community, collectively, and held as pub-
lic property. The more everybody is in-
terested in its possession and maintenance,
the more its ends are likely to be sub-
served.

While the ideal of such a place is that
of absolute wildness and undisturbed na-
ture, there would probably not be many
places where such an ideal could be quite
consistently carried out. Probably in all

places animals actually dangerous to hu--

man life would have to be excluded. Rat-
tlesnakes and copperheads would certainly
be condemned, though it is to be hoped
that all other snakes would be spared.
Weasels would probably have to be
checked or extirpated, not only because so
wantonly murderous to poultry, but be-
cause they might be equally so to birds,
rabbits, squirrels, etc., thus defeating the
very ends of the sanctuary; and unlimit-
ed otters might soon exterminate the fish
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in a small lake. Obviously, in a smalf pre-
serve, the balance of life could not be pre-
served as in a great wilderness. Army
worms, gypsy moths, and their ilk, could
not be given benefit of sanctuary, and
most farmers would require that coyotes,
foxes and such “varmints” be refused.
Along this line a sort of compromise
would be necessary, and perhaps the only
way to effectively meet the difficulty would
be to place each sanctuary in charge of a
forester, or keeper. This forester should
not be a rough, coarse specimen, a police
guardian merely, but a man of gentle
character, fond of animals and wild life,
sympathetic to the artistic possibilities of
the primitive and sufficiently educated by
observation and study to name and explain
to visitors the various animals, flowers,
rocks and trees they might be curious
about. He should be firm and vigilant, but
a gentleman. Necessarily he should be a
good shot and a skilled trapper, able to re-
move undesired animals without frighten-
ing the others. Such a keeper would be
an absolute necessity to prevent poaching,
intrusion of dogs, cats, stone throwing
boys, flower thisves, bark thieves, rock
painters and the like vandals. He could
be domiciled in a little house of logs’ or
stones in the middle of his domain, a house
made as much like its wild surroundings
as possible.

The position of forester would be an
ideal one for a naturalist, especially if his
tastes were literary or his health delicate.
To this man’s judgment could be safely
left the task of keeping a wise balance of
life in his little world, preventing any one
species from extirpating another or be-
coming a nuisance to the public. He
might properly be required to keep a jour-
nal of observations on the weather, the
habits of animals, etc., which would be
valuable as a book of reference. His
value as an experienced teacher to visitors
and students should be great, too.

The sanctuary should be open to all
well behaved visitors, at all hours; but
these should not be allowed to take into
the park dogs, firearms, axes, traps, or
other instruments likely to violate the
sanctuary. They should not be allowed
to deface or injure, or make frightening
noises, remove anything, or to leave lunch
baskets, boxes,-paper, ‘bottles, or such rub-
bish. Perhaps the best way to secure
these ends would be to require each
would-be visitor to get permission from
the forester, giving promise to respect in
all things the objects of the sanctuary.
To save repetition, the forester could have
them sign name and address in a book,
under a printed pledge, and then give each
a badge to be worn conspicuously when-
ever in the sanctuary; permission and

badge to be recalled from anyone guilty of
violation.

In one important respect the letter of the
sanctuary might be broken in the interest
of its spirit. Those who have observed
nature, or read Wilson Flagg, know that
all small birds and quadrupeds prefer a
jungle, or tangled thicket, such as coun-
try roadsides show, to a great forest to
breed in. Yet, if left to itself, the sanc-
tuary would in the course of half a cen-
tury have only majestic trees, with little
underbrush or cover for the shy and timid
nesters. To obviate this, I would advise
that a strip of perhaps 2 rods’ width, about
the borders of the sanctuary, be made into
and kept a thicket. This could be easily
done by partly severing the trunks of the
larger trees every § years or so, and bend-
ing down and pleaching the tops. The
admission of light would cause an imme-
diate junglelike growth of weeds, briars,
sprouts and vines, mingling with the
plashed tops, till nearly or quite impassable
to man and the larger animals. This
would quickly become the chosen and true
home of most of the smaller ‘creatures in
the sanctuary, especially the birds. In the
breeding season it would swarm with life
and ring with music. Possibly, for the
shyer birds, one or more such jungles
might be profitably made in the interior.
Most of the minor plants and wild flowers
would thrive better in these thickets, too,
than under the great trees; and where only
a small sanctuary could be afforded it
might be better to make the greater part
of it of this character.

This surrounding jungle hedge would
serve several other ends, also. It would
attract birds, rabbits, etc., from the outside

- world, repel pursuing dogs, help to keep

out horses, cows and such grazing beasts,
and keep out the vision of the outer civil-
ization from the nature-seeker wandering
within. In stony countries the farmers
living about the sanctuary would esteem it
a privilege to be allowed to throw the
stones from the clearing of their lands into
this hedge, and might be encouraged to do
so, as these stone heaps would be ideal
castles of refuge for woodchucks, rabbits,
chipmunks, red squirrels, mice, snakes, and
such small fry.

Birds and small mammals might be en-
couraged, if necessary, by judicious doles
of grain, nuts and seeds; especially if the
natural supply were lacking, in times of
terrible cold or after severe winter storms.

It would be well, too, to surround the
sanctuary with a close wire fence to ex-
clude dogs and grazing animals.

Animals once resident in the neighbor-
hood, but now extinct, or practically so,
might be reintroduced, as raccoons, wood-
chucks, wild turkeys; and a few desr
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would be a beautiful feature. The many
advantages of such a sanctuary are so
self-evident they hardly need pointing out.
Nevertheless, I will mention 2 or 3.

As a means of discouraging the wanton
cruelty of children and developing a sym-
pathetic love for the lower animals and in-
terest in their life and habits, it could not
be excelled.

To an animal artist or photographer, it
would be paradise.

As a place of refuge and refresh-
ment for brains overwrought and souls
saddened by the conflict, artificiality and
shams of modern life, it would be worth
inestimably more than its cost. There is
no sanitarium like pure nature.

HOW TREES GROW.

¥ enclose clipping from a recent issue
of the New York Journal, and appeal to
all the brethren of the woods to say if this
be true.

In Washington, Me., is a tract of 1,000 acres
from which the spruce and pine timber has all
been cut in the past 35 years. The tract was for-
merly owned 'by the father of the late Judge
Richard D. Rice, of Augusta. At the time of the
death of the elder Rice no timber had been cut
from the land except what had been stolen by
timber thieves, who then infested the State.

So extensive had this thievery become at one
time that Rice determined to put a stop to it, and
to that end he employed a blacksmith to make a
great number of iron spikes. He had 2 of these
spikes inserted, one on either side, in cach of the
most valuable trees on the tract, and on each
spike were stamped his initials, “\W. R.”

After that the mill men, who generally knew
where their logs came from, would not take any
that they suspected of being from the Rice lands
for fear the teeth of their saws would be knocked
off against the *W. R.” spikes. Not being able
to sell the logs, the thieves quit stealing from
Rice’s land.

Some years later, when the land was cleared
of timber by its new owners, the story of the

ikes was recalled. It was concluded that Rice’s
blacksmith could not reach higher than 7 feet
from the ground and so the operators sawed off
the trees at that height, expecting to steer clear
of the spikes. But they forgot to allow for the
growth of the trees and many a saw was ruined
by the “W. R.” spikes, which were found 25 to
30 feet up in the trunks.

This assumes that trees grow from be-
low, like the Irishman's house which was
built by putting one brick under another
till the building was completed.

Trees increase their ‘hcight by new
growths from the extremities of the
branches, new twigs each season. A spike

driven into a tree 7 feet from the ground
in 1901 will be 7 feet from the ground in
2001, if the tree should live so long. Am
I not right?

W. H. Nelson, Washington, D. C.

You have correctly stated the facts.
Trees grow in length at their extremities;
hence a spike driven in a tree at any
height remains at that height.—EbiToRr.

DESTRUCTION OF WESTERN FORESTS.
Muth of the pleasure of my trip to
'Frisco was spoiled by smoke from forest
fires. All along the Northern and South-
ern Pacific railroads there was hardly a
moment that one could not look out of the
car window and see one or 2 forest fires
raging in the hills. Thousands of acres
of timber have been destroyed. It was so
smoky I was unable to see Mount Tacoma
at any time, going to or returning from
Tacoma. The train conductor told me he
had not seen Rainier for a month, on ac-
count of the smoke. :
Mount Hood, the beautiful snow peak,
and the pride of Portland, was also invisi-
ble, as was St. Helens, although the rail-
road passes within 10 miles of the latter.
Surely something could be done to pre-
vent these terrible fires. They destroy in a
few weeks what it takes centuries to pro-
duce. Many of the fires, no doubt, are
caused by the carelessness of camping par-
ties, prospectors and others; but I believe
most of them are caused by sparks from
the locomotives, in the dry season. If the
Legislatures of these Western States would
enact laws inflicting severe penalties on
persons causing forest fires, and requiring
the railroad companies to clear up all dead
and down timber within 200 feet of their
tracks, the danger of fires would be greatly
reduced, and the forests, what are left of
them, saved. A. S. A. Himmelwright,
Darby, Mont.

STATE SHOULD CONTROL ITS FORESTS.

Dr. Judson F. Clark, the newly ap-
pointed Assistant Professor of Forestry at
Cornell University, who is traveling in
Germany to study forestry methods, writes
interestingly from the Black Forest: “The
forest area under State control is be-
ing rapidly enlarged by purchase of old
meadows and of private forest property.
Most of these newly acquired areas pres-
ent phases of the interesting and very
varied problem of transforming a ‘selec-
tion’ forest into something better. These
small private forests, managed under the
so-called selection .ystcm, are usually not
managed at all, and by the time the owners
are ready to sell to the State th: condi-
tion of the property is often little better
that a cut-over Adirondack woods.”

Just as with us; the State gets the prop-
erty when it has lost its value to the
private pocket, when it is already mis-
managed and time must elapse for it to
become productive again. This observa-
tion also gives proof of our contention, that
forestry, real forestry, is not profitable to
the small owner; it takes large capital,
long-continued existence; otherwise the at-
tempt at forest management is soon
abandoned.
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“Whata Man Eats He Is.’
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SCHWEITZER BREAD.

A combined system of milling and bread-
making has been recently introduced in
Paris, the object being to convert 100
pounds of wheat into 100 pounds of bread
at a low cost and at the same time fur-
nish bread of a superior quality. It is
stated that official analyses by the National
Agronomical Institute and by the muni-
cipal laboratory of Paris demonstrate that
the Schweitzer bread contains more nutri-
tive material than ordinary bakers’ bread.
The bread, known as family bread, pain de
menage, is sold to the working classes for
about a cent a pound less than ordinary
bread.

Just as coffee is better if freshly roasted
and ground, so, it is claimed, bread is bet-
ter if made from freshly ground wheat.
The flour in this mill, which is a part of
the establishment, is ground only in quan-
tities sufficient to meet the daily needs of
the bakery.

According to Consul W. P. Atwell, “The
wheat arrives in a boat, which is moored
in the canal on whose bank the bakery in
Paris stands; elevators hoist it into bins,
whence it is carried by an immense ele-
vator to the top of the mill and turned
into the different cleaning and separating
machines. After all foreign substances
have been removed and the grains of wheat
have undergone a thorough brushing and
washing, they are clean and shiny. To pre-
vent the possibility of dust remaining in
grooves of the wheat kernels, the grain is
run through a Schweitzer appliance, which,
seizing each grain lengthwise, splits it ex-
actly in the groove.

“The wheat thus cleansed passes into the
mill, composed of flat, circular steel grind-

ers, grooved in such a manner that they .

accomplish the decoration of the kernel
and its granulation into meal at the same
time. These grinders are movable, but do
not touch. so that, instead of crushing the
wheat and producing a very fine flour, a
considerable portion of the outer and harder
part of the wheat, containing gluten and
other nutritive properties, is retained in the
flour. The bran alone is expelled.
“Attached to the mill are the works for
kreading the meal, water, and yeast into
bread. All of this is done mechanically,
the works being separated into 3 stories.
Special yeast is prepared in the upper story
in rooms heated in winter and cooled in
summer. The yeast, flour, and the salted
and filtered water are carried down by ma-
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chinery into kneaders having the form of
half cylindrical tubs, rotating on 2 pivots
placed in the axis of the kneading troughs,
so the tubs may be placed at a lower or
higher angle in order to accelerate or re-
tard the kneading.

“One person can attend to 2 Schweitzer
kneaders, regulating the distribution of the
dough, and thus the kneading of 2,000
kilograms (4,409 pounds) of dough an
hour is accomplished. The steel arms of
the mixing and kneading machinery, soine
of which are stationary and others mobile,
stretch and work the dough much better
than hand power.

“The wheat, salted water, and yeast au-
tomatically enter one end of the tub, and
dough in an endless skein of pale yellow
issues from the opposite end. This dough
finally falls on tables on the ground floor,
where it is weighed and made into loaves
of every shape and size. Small wagons
are charged. with the shapes. which then
go to the raising room. Each floor has a
fermenting room kept at an even tempera-
ture.

“The dough after rising is carried by
wagons into the baking room, where it is
placed in Schweitzer ovens heated by gas
from retorts arranged in such a manner
that the gas does not enter the oven, and
the heat is so regulated that the baking
operation goes on automatically.

“In connection with this model estab-
lishment is a laboratory for the chemical
examination of the samples of wheat sub-
mitted for purchase. Mr. Schweitzer has
mills, ovens, and kneaders of various
dimensions that may be worked by ma-
chinery or hand power. The latter system
enables the farmer to grind his own wheat
and make his bread from an unadulterated
and wholesome product. It is regarded as
particularly adapted to the colonies.”

JAM BRICKS.

According to the London Daily Tele-
graph; “Commercial journals in the United
States are just now directing much atten-
tion to the vast development that is taking
place in California and elsewhere in the
manipulation of fruit pulps and jam, and
it seems that something like a revolution
in the enormous industry is by no means
an impossibility in the near future. Some-
thing of the kind has been foreshadowed
in this country, and observant visitors to
the great exhibitions of groceries and con-
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fectionery at the Agricultural Hall last
autumn did not fail to note the promi-
nence assigned to partially boiled-down
fruits with a view to their ultimate con-
version into preserves, seeing in the idea
a possible valuable resource to the British
market gardener, now so often handicapped
by glutted markets and low prices. The
aim, however, of the American experts is
to go yet farther and to work their pulps
with the due proportions of sugar into
practically jam bricks. One need not be
very old to remember how housekeepers of
the recent past used to pride themselves
on the stiffness and firmness of their
damson or cherry “cheeses,” which could
be stamped out in fanciful forms with a
pastry cutter and were not even sticky to
the touch. Those were due to careful
boiling to exactly the right point, after
processes of putting the fruit through fine
sieves and bringing the sugar to candy.
This, on a wholesale scale, is what
American jam makers want to accomplish,
and many experiments in that direction are
now being carried out.

Indeed, so far has it gone that a firm
of wholesale dealers in American produce
submitted to the British War Office a
number of specimens of these jam bricks
for the use of the troops in South Africa.
pointing out the valuable saving that would
be effected in freight and transport could
oiled tissue paper take the place of the
-present tins, glass jars or crockery pots.
The samples received the fullest considera-
tion, as the condensed soups supplied
through the same house had won special
commendation from Earl Roberts. The
preserves were not adopted, however,
which, it may be said, did not cause
any surprise to those concerned, who
are themselves the first to admit that
there are still obstacles to be overcome
before a perfect solidified preserve is avail-
able. That these will be surmounted
within the next few months no one has the
slightest doubt, and meantime the samples
in this country are attracting much in-
terest throughout the grocery trade. The
problems have been overcome with respect
to mincemeat, long regarded as impossible
of compression; and the traveler, the
soldier, the sportsman, or any other to
whom small bulk is a consideration, can
now purchase a hard, heavy cube of about
2 or 3 inches in size, from which a few
fragments chipped off and moistened with
sherry, brandy and water or milk, will
prove an excellent presentment of the fa-
vorite Christmas delicacy.

Incidental to these inquiries, many in-
teresting facts were to be gleaned as to the
growing part that fruit pulps from abroad
are playing in the manufacture of English
jams. When a single order rrom one noted

firm alone amounts to 28 tons of apricot
pulp from California, it will convey some
idea of the magnitude the system is at-
taining. Plums, pineapples, quinces, apples,
and peaches are also largely utilized in
this way, and the latest triumph, as it is
claimed, in this direction is that of being
able to send to this country strawberry
pulp. Small wonder, indeed, that the Brit-
1sh grower has cause for complaint that
the demand for his products is not what
it was. With the treatment of this ma-
terial on such a scale, it is not astonishing
that those who know the wonderful cli-
matic advantages of California for drying
should advocate the carrying of pulp prep-
aration a step farther and presenting the
jam itself without the costly encumbrances
of old fashioned packing.

GRAPE JUICE AND SWEET CIDER.

Fermentation is due to the presence of
micro-organisms which, like mold spores,
abound in the air. They gain access to the
juice or cider after it is pressed, or they
may have adhered to the fruit and have
been washed off in the juice. These fer-
ments are minute plants and grow in grape
juice or cider in the same way that yeast
plants grow in bread dough. Their growth
may be prevented by sterilizing the juice as
well as the vessels used in connection with
the bottling of the product. Heating is
the simplest, safest and most effective
means of sterilizing; but great care is nec-
essary in order to so control the tempera-
ture as to secure thorough sterilization
without injuring the flavor of the product.
A report of the Canada Experimental
Farms gives an account of a series of ex-
periments on the best means of sterilizing
grape juice. The conclusion, which prob-
ably applies to sweet cider as well as to
grape juice, was that “the natural flavor
of grape juice may be preserved intact by
raising the temperature of the juice grad-
ually to 170 degrees F., keeping it at that
point 10 minutes and then quickly bottling
it, taking care to use absolutely air-tight
and thoroughly sterilized vessels. These
vessels should be taken from a tank or
kettle of boiling water, immediately filled,
and corked or covered with the least pos-
sible delay.”

The use of antiseptics, such as salicylic
acid, is considered unwise. They are un-
necessary, and unless used with great cau-
tion may be injurious to health. Further-
more, the manufacturers, seldom, if ever,
state that antiseptics have been used and
the purchaser is deceived. Grape juice is
frequently given to invalids. In such cases
it is especially important not to administer
drugs which may be dangerous.
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EXPLORING OLD GROUND.

In the spring of 1899 an expedition of 126
people sailed from Seattle, Wash., on a voyage
of discovery along the coast and inland waters of
Alaska. This expedition, the result of a plan on
the part of Mr. E. H. Harriman, of New York,
to take his family on a summer cruise in those
waters, included, in addition to Mr. Harriman's
immediate family, 25 men of science, represent.
ing various branches of research, including well-
known professors in universities on both sides
of the continent and leaders in several branches
of government scientific work; 3 artists; 2 physi.
cians; 3 taxidermists; 2 photographers; a chap-
lain, stenographers, and a tull crew.

The above is an extract from a circu-
lar issued by Doubleday, Page & Co., of
this city. The book mentioned therein has
been in preparation ever since the return
of this great “expedition of discovery,” and
is now offered to a patiently waiting and
expectant public.

The idea of calling such an outfit
an exploring expedition, a discovering
expedition, or a scientific expedition is
amusing to anyone who has really ex-
plored or discovered any of the wild coun-
try of the North. Here was a party of
126 people, snugly quartered on an ocean

steamer and provided with all the luxuries:

possible to carry on such a craft. The
steamer cruised among the islands and
through the sounds and bays of Alaska
“discovering” certain glaciers, bays, val-
leys and mountains that had been famil-
iar to hundreds of fur traders, trappers,
revenue officers and real explorers for 50
years past. Small parties went ashore
from the steamer here and there and made
short trips up the mountain sides or over
the islands, accompanied by the official
photographers, and had themselves photo-
graphed in various poses, with bhack-
grounds of glaciers, or mountain peaks,
or island forests, and the public is now
given a chan-e to see just how these “scien-
tific explorers and discoverers” look, when
they stand up against these natural for-
mations. The price of these pictures of
these great explorers, and such text as
the authors have seen fit to prepare, is $15
a copy. Three sample photographs are
sent out with the circular announcing this
book. These so-called discoverers, Pro-
fessors Colville, Brewer, John Bur-
roughs, John Muir, Mr. Emerson, and
Dr. Gilbert are standing in what they
evidently consider their most captivat-
ing poses and the pictures seem to say
to the observer, “this style, $15.” It would
be interesting to know. just how many
people will pay $15 for copies of this
book. Of course, Mr. Harriman will pre-
sent each of his 126 guests with a copy,
and these people will value it as a sou-

venir of a great junket; but it would be
strange if any large number of other peo-
ple should put up their good money to
see pictures of these people, and pictures
of glaciers and islands that have been
illustrated hundreds of times in magazines
and books, and to read of rivers and moun-
tains and glaciers that everybody has read
of hundreds of times and several of which
this great “exploring” party rechristened
in honor of themselves or their friends.
We shall see what we shall see.

The shameless copying of borrowed ideas
is one of the most amazing phases of book
producing to-day. It can not be called
literature. It is a mad rush to put between
covers whatever can be made, on any pre-
text, to sell. Woe the day when Elizabeth
wrote of her German garden! Follows a
host of unimportant women who rush into
print with volumes of what Emory Pottle
calls “garden truck.” They think they see
a chance to prate, before the public, of
themselves, their husbands, their servants,
and their children. “The Garden of a
Commuter’'s Wife” is one of these efforts.
It purports to be by the gardener and is
published by The Macmillan Company,
New York.

It seems a pity that a writer who can
?roduce such charming literature as “A
ourney to Nature” should give his time
to putting forth such a machine-made book
as “The Making of a Country Home.”
However, Mr. Mowbray is a newspaper
man and accustomed to writing whatever
will turn a penny. “The Making of a
Country Home” is-not to be considered as
literature, but it may be an honest attempt
to give information. It is published by
Doubleday, Page & Co., New York, and
;vill be sent on approval if desired; price,
1.50.

“A Year in a Yawl,” by Russell Double-
day, is the third tale of an adventure se-
ries, especially interesting to boys. The
trip described in this latest book was made
by 4 boys, in a boat of their own construc-
tion, over 7,000 miles of water.

On request this book will be sent, post-
paid, on aporoval, to be paid for if wanted
or returned if not. Published by Double-
day, Page & Co., New York; price, $1.50.

If you wish to make several of your
friends happy give each of them a year's
subscription to RECREATION. At least once
every month they will think kindly of you,

€9
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SUBSCRIPTION RECEIPTS FOR 3 YEARS
AND 11 MONTHS.

Read the deadly parallel columns:
189 896,

5. 1806. 1900. I9OI.
January ... $379  $723 $3,205 $3,903
February .. 256 693 2,151 3,267
March .... 300 1,049 1,919 3.710
April ...... 342 645 1,570 2,760
May ...... 292 902 1,377 3,303
June .... 307 770 971 3,016
July ...... 345 563 854 2,000
August 300 6o1 1,262 2,245
September . 498 951 1,464 1,940
October 438 069 1,842 2227
November . 556 1,054 2, 2,570
Dccember . 652 1,853 4,742
$4,671 10,773 23,741

November shows a gain of $510 over same
‘month last year. More hot stuff for the
man who is trying so hard to kill RECREA-
TION.

SAVE THE GREY SQUIRRELS.

The grey squirrel is threatened with ex-
termination, and will soon disappear unless
vigorous measures are adopted to save him.
Shall this be done? Or shall we allow
this bright little denizen of the woods to
follow the buffalo and the wild pigeon?

The grey squirrel is one of the most in-
teresting and beautiful of our smaller mam-
mals. His grace and skill as a climber;
his frequent and daring leaps through
space, from tree to tree; his saucy, merry
chatter; his industry and forethought in
providing food for winter are such as to
command the admiration and respect of
every man, woman and child who studies
him. He is easily tamed and in many city
parks are dozens of grey squirrels that
habitually eat from the hands of visitors.
Who could have the heart to kill one of.
these beautiful and confiding animals after
having seen it eat from the hand of a child
in Central Park? I would as soon think
of killing the child as the squirrel; and one
would be just as much like sport as the
other. .

The squirrel does not like solitude. He
shuns the deep forest and follows civiliza-
tion. He haunts the small patches of
woods among the farms. Thus he is easy
game for those who see fit to hunt him.
The forests are every year being denuded.
The patches among the farms are becom-
ing smaller and smaller everv year. Thus
is our sprightly little neighbor becoming
an easier mark from year to year. Every
farmer, every farmer’s boy, every city
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sportsman, is after him; and he is doomed
to total annihilation if the pursuit goes on.

Should we not be ashamed of ourselves?
Would it not be another crime on our
hands to,wipe out this lovable and con-
fiding little creature? Have we not, as
sportsmen, enough to answer for already?

Then let us call a halt. Let us spare
the grey squirrel. Aye, let us save him.
Let us henceforth declare him not a game
animal, but the special friend, the forest
comrade, the protége of American sports-
men. Let us all refuse to shoot him or al-
low him to be shot, where we can possibly
prevent it. Let us secure the enactment
of State laws prohibiting the killing of
grey squirrels at any time.

What say you, my brother sportsmen?
Let me hear from you.

ANOTIIER CORMIER GAMF.

N. E. Cormier, Chief Game Inspector of
the Province of Quebec, who made himself
notorious 2 years ago by some questionable
transactions with Dr. W. A. Wakeley and
some friends from this city, is in trQuble
again. This time he made a grand stand
play and got himself talked about in the
newspapers by threatening to punish
Judge Gaynor, of Brooklyn, for hunting
in Quebec without a license. While sit-
ting around waiting for Judge Gaynor and
party, Mr. Cormier encountered Mr. S.
Scudder, of New York, a friend of the
Judge. Mr. Scudder expressed a desire
to settle the charge against his friend, and
it is said Mr. Cormier exacted a license fee
of $25; another $25 for so-called fees “cor-
rectionelle,” and another $25 for Mr. Cor-
mier’s unspecified expenses. It is reported
that Mr. Cormier also required Mr. Scud-
der to pay $150 for license fees for 3
servants whom Judge Gaynor and party
had taken with them into the woods. When
the Judge returned to civilization and
learned what had been done, he produced a
license which he had taken out at Ot-
tawa, on his way into the woods. and for
which he had paid $25. The Judge has
filed a written complaint against Mr. Cor-
mier, with Premier Parent, at Ottawa, and
if this transaction does not result in Mr.
Cormier’'s summary dismissal from the
Government service, many sportsmen who
have been up against Mr. Cormier’s queer
games would like to know why.

Six city sportsmen were shooting quails
on a farm near New Castle, Pa. Thev
were armed with high priced guns and
were guided jn their search for birds by
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several high bred dogs. Presently a farm-
er's boy named Reed McBride joined the
party, more as a sightseer and student than
as a shooter. He was armed with a single-
barrel shot gun and chaperoned by a pug
dog. He was in the act of climbing a 10-
rail fence when a quail got up in front of
one of the good dogs. The shooter whose
turn it was fired first his right and then
his left barrel at it. The bird went on.
The boy, who was astride the top rail
at the time, topk a shot at the bird and
dropped it, and the pug retrieved it in good
shape. The dog, who seemed to be well
versed in the matter of courtesy, delivered
the bird to the city sportsman who had tried
so hard to kill it. The boy patted the dog
on the back and said O. K. The city chap
in turn passed the bird over to the farmer’s
boy and said to his friend that this was the
first pug he had ever seen trained to re-
trieve birds.

Game and Fish Commissioner Harris, of
Colorado, has made another big haul of
law breakers. This time the victims are
Indians. ‘Mr. Harris went to Meeker in
October last and organized a posse of 8
men, including Sherif Amick, Deputy
Sheriff Aichers and 5 cowboys. All the
men armed themselves with Winchester
rifles and 6-shooters, mounted themselves
on good horses and raided a camp of Ute
Indians who were slaughtering deer on
White river. They captured 4 bucks, a
contingent of squaws and pappooses and
200 deer hides. The Indians were turned
over to Sheriff Amick, were lodged in the
County jail, and will be dealt with accord-
ing to law. Mr. Harris is doing splendid
work. and if the sportsmen and other tax-
payers of the State will stand by him he
will certainly break up the vast army of
gime hogs, white and red, that have for so
many years been slaughtering the game
of that State.

John R. Goodall, a commission merchant

in San Francisco, Cal, was arrested
over a year ago for having quails
in his possession during close season.

convicted and sentenced to
pay a fine of $20. He appealed to
the Superior Court, and in the trial
there the judgment of the lower court was
affirmed. In August last, Mr. Goodall filed
a petition for a rehearing. This petition
came up in court Oct. 12 and the motion
was denied. This was the last resort for
Goodall, so he walked up to the captain’s
ofice and settled. It is safe to estimate
that his lawyer’s fees and other expenses in
this case have aggregated at least $500, so
Mr. Goodall will probably deem it wise te
keep on the safe side of the law in future.

He was

The American Copper Extraction Co., of
Rahway, N. J., was recently fined $100 for
discharging poisonous chemical matter in
the Rahway river. The company fought
the case openly, and the fact that the court
sustained the complaint of the State Fish
Commission and punished the offenders es-
tablished an important precedent in the
interest of fish protection in New Jersey.

Major John Dunlop, Dr. Brinkman, and
Dr. St. John, of Hackensack, N. J., went
to .vew Brunswick last fall and had an in-
teresting hunting trip. Major Dunlop
carried off the honors of the trip by killing
a moose and a caribou. The heads were
shipped to a taxidermist in Bangor, Me.,
to be mounted and will later be on exhibi-
tion at the major’s home.

I am informed that a moose head ex-
hibited by the Ontario Government at the
Pan-American Exhibition has a spread of
67 inches. Can any reader of RECREATION
verify this statement? The moose is said
to have been killed at Powassan, Ont.

Traveling man to Kansas farmer.

“Where do you get water?”

“Up the road about 7 miles.”

“You haul water 7 miles for your fam-
ily and stock?”

“Yep.li

“Why in the name of sense don’t you
dig a well?” .

“Because it’s jest as far one way as the
other, stranger.”—Exchange.

When Tillie used to cross my path,
Afoot, or riding on a wheel,

Her passing-by an aftermath,
A breath of violets, would reveal.

But in her auto, she, to-night,
So fast that it could not be seen,
Rushed by me; and though failed my sight,
I knew she passed—by gasoline.

I have taken RECREATION several years
and always read the advertisemepts as
eagerly as the stories. When 1 get
through with it I lend it to at least a
dozen of my friends, all of whom say it is
one of the best of sportsmen’s journals.

J. E. Kirkbride, Boulder, Colo.-

She: You don’t know what it is to love.

“I don't, eh? Haven’t I been to every
play, read every popular novel in the last
six months, got into debt hopelessly, had
my agpendnx removed, and all fer your
sake ?"—Exchange.
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A LADY'S VERDICT.

She whose guardian angel guides her
wandering feet to the Rock Island Railway
may well bless that celestial caretaker that
he has so wisely chosen. The exigencies of
climate in Washington, D. C,, that city of
frequent weather changes, put it into the
wise head of my physician, some months
ago, to order me to fly to the mountains of
Colorado for the sunshine and healing de-
nied by the Capital City. A kind and
thoughtful friend, who had taken an
interest in my welfare, procured my
ticket via the Rock Island route
from Chicago to Denver. I was for-
tunate in having the  gentlemanly
assistance of a friend from Cincin-
nati to Chicago, and was placed by him in
the Rock Island depot, whence a train, due
to start at 10 p. m., was to transfer me and
all my worldly wealth—the latter packed in
a trunk—to the Queen City of the Plains.
My experience with the road began with
the agent in the depot at Chicago. The
little details concerning transportation,
which are so puzzling to inexperienced lady
travelers, he attended to for me with an air
of being favored rather than of conferring
a benefit. When the train was announced
for departure I was assisted to my place
and made as comfortable as if I had been
the officer’s sister. Let it be his guerdon that
a lonely girl, a stranger in that great city,
is deeply sensible of his gentle goodness,
and profoundly grateful for it. The cars
are marvels of splendor and miracles of
comfort. What a wonder the American
railroader is, as a purveyor of luxuries!
As much at ease as if at home I made the
long journey from Chicago to Denver. The
trainmen were considerate and watchful,
the conductor a prince and the porter a
guardian.

The management has provided a road-
bed over which their trains roll without
jar. One glides, instead of jerking and
jolting. Talking is not an effort and doz-
ing is natural. But the dining car! What
can I say that will give the prospective
tourist an idea of the delights which wait
on appetite there? Not only is the menu
extensive and elaborate, but the cooking
is perfect. Everything that comes before
the traveler is prepared with the highest art,
and it is placed on the table in the most al-
luring fashion. There, if nowhere else, the
invalid can eat. It looks good; it smells
good; it tastes good. There you call for
what you want, and pay for what you get.
It is dinner a la carte, served piping hot,
tempting and -satisfying. All you have to

do is to eat. The cook and the waiters
have done the rest. )

Dear girl in the sizzling, drizzling, freez-
ing East, do you contemplate a visit to
the mountains, with their sunshine and
their balm? Come to Colorado, over the
Rock Island road. Come go Boulder and
learn what it can be to live where Nature—
not the politicians—furnishes the wind.

Edna C. Nelson,
Boulder, Colo.

QUAIL SHOOTING IN NORTH CAROLINA

An experienced sportsman and regular
visitor to the North Carolina shooting
grounds has the following to say of the
quail prospects this season:

Reports from the different sections of
North Carolina credit quails as being more
plentiful this winter than they were last.
A reasonably diligent hunter with fairly
good dogs can easily find one to 2 dozen
bevies a day. Topographically there are 2
hunting sections in the State, the Piedmont
or that part of it comprised in the foot hills
and rolling lands, and that East of it,
which is leveller to the coast. As far as
birds go, there is little choice. In the foot
hills there are fewer briars and sand burrs,
rather more open cover shooting, and more
exercise. The level section is easier to get
over, and so location is a matter of choice.
In the river sections of the Piedmont, the
better hunting will be off the river bottoms,
owing to' the numerous and high freshets
last summer, which washed the bottoms
out, destroyed the corn and wheat and
drove the birds back; but as these bottom
lands are narrow, it will make no material
difference to the sportsmen in regard to
their location. The open season of North
Carolina begins November 1. Many sports-
men prefer December for their annual quail
shooting because then the climate is more
bracing for field work.

The Southern Railway has issued its
“Hunting and Fishing” for 1901-1902,
which gives localities and stopping places,
and it would be well for sportsmen not in-
formed to open correspondence with some
of the persons named. The book is with-
out bias, and aims but to help the hunting
fraternity.

The Polk Miller Drug Co., of Richmond,
Va,, is using RECREATION to call attention
to the merits of “Sergeant’s Dog Reme-
dies,” a line of preparations Mr. Miller has
sold with signal success for the past 1§
years. Possibly more dogs have been cured
by the timely use of these well-known
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preparations than with any other similar
line existing. Polk Miller, who originated
them, and who is an author of consider-
able note, is president of this company, and
for 40 years has had practical experience
in treating the various diseases peculiar to
dogs. A revised edition of his book on
“Dogs—Their Ailments—How to Treat
- Them,” including a pedigree blank, can be
procured by sending the company 3 cents
in stamps. This book, because it gives an
accurate description of the more frequent
diseases with which dogs are afflicted, will
be found invaluable to every dog man and
kennel owner.

The Pneumatic Mattress & Cushion Co.,
whose advertisement appears elsewhere in
this issue, a concern with which every
sportsman should be acquainted, intend
to introduce themselves more widely to the
sportsmen of the country during the
coming year. To this end they have
contracted for advertising space in all the
leading sporting publications and have had
an exhibit at the Philadelphia Sportsmen’s
Show. They will undoubtedly be repre-
sented at the Chicago show, and have al-
ready contracted for large space in the
New York show. If sportsmen remain ig-
norant of the ease and comfort secured by
the use of the Pneumatic mattress while
camping or at home it will be their loss.

Geo. H. Daniels, G. P. A, of the New
York Central Railwayy is issuing a month-
ly bulletin called “The Four Track News,”
every number of which contains a large
quantity of reading matter of deep interest
to every person in search of general infor-
mation. A good deal of this material is se-
lected from the best newspapers and mag-
azines in the country, and covers a wide
range of subjects. Other portions of it re-
late to the operation of the New York Cen-
tral System, and to the country, the towns,
cities, mountains, lakes, etc., which it
reaches. It is well worth the while of any
person who wishes to be well informed on
all the topics of the day to subscribe for
“The Four Track News.”

The Massachusetts Audubon Society has
arranged with the Taber Prang Art Com-
pany to publish a bird calendar for 19o2.
I have received a copy of this calendar, and
it is truly a beautiful production. It con-
sists of 6 large plates of exquisite drawings
of birds, and a calendar for 2 months is
printed on each of these plates. The bird
pictutes are reproduced in colors, with all
the spirit and fidelity of the original water-
color paintings. A description of each bird
appears on the back of each plate. The
calendar sells at 50 cents, and every bird

lover should have a copy of it. Address
Harriet E. Richards, Secretary, Berkeley
Street, Boston, Mass. Please mention
RECREATION.

The President suspender, which is ad-
vertised in RECREATION, and which is made
by the C. A. Edgarton Manufacturing Co.,
Shirley, Mass., is the most perfect article
of the kind I have ever worn. When you
need another pair of suspenders, try this
brand. If your furnisher does not keep
them, and offers you something “just as
good,” you should decline it, and should
write the manufacturers for price list. In
doing so, please mention RECREATION.

The Ideal Manufacturing Co., of New
Haven, Conn., has issued its new Hand
Book No. 14, which, as usual, contains a
lot of new and valuable information to
rifle, pistol and shot gun shooters. There
will, of course, be the usual large demand
for these books, and lest the edition be ex-
hausted before all are supplied, it would be
well to write for a copy at once. In doing
so please mention RECREATION.

The Savage Arms Co., of Utica, N. Y.,
has recently issued a circular regarding
rifle sights. This is the result of a great
deal of study, of many experiments and of
a large correspondence carried on by the
Savage people, with users of rifles. Every
big game hunter and every target shooter
should have a copy of this circular, and can
get it for the asking. Please say you saw
it mentioned in RECREATION.

H. J. Putman & Co., Minneapolis, Minn,,
have issued the finest catalogue I have ever
seen of hunting boots, shoes and mocca-
sins. The illustrations are superb and the
descriptive text is complete and specific
in every way. If you expect to buy a pair
of hunting boots, shoes or moccasins, I
advise you to write for this catalogue
at once. In doing so, please mention
RECREATION.

Sept. 3, 190I.
Messrs. Hemm & Woodward,
Sidney, Ohio.

Gentlemen: I have tested the wick plugs
to my satisfaction, and heartily recommend
them to every sportsman.

Rupe Barmby, Boston, Mass.

The New Jersey Aristotype Co. is lo-
cated at Nepera Park, N. Y., instead of at
Rochester, as was stated in a recent num-
ber of REcReaTION. The company belongs
to the General Aristo Co., and the Eastman
Kodak Co. is its trade agent.



THE GRIZZLY I PID NOT KILL.

C. M. COLEMAN.

It was in the fall of 1899, in the Gal-
latin basin, Montana, near the foot of Old
Baldy mountain. I was a tenderfoot, with
a quenchless thirst for the blood of a
grizzly. My friends banked low on prob-
abilities, but I still hoped. 1 had camped
and hunted six months in Montana and
Idaho, but no grizzly had fallen to my
rifle, and the hunt was almost over.

Anceney had returned home. Levinski,
the boy Charley, and I were moving camp.
We stopped in a little park to repack the
horses, and missing some articles, sent
Charley back to find them. Becoming im-
patient over the delay, I called him loudly.
I received no answer, but heard distinctly
something crashing through the bushes in
the creek, and supposed it to be Charley
and his horse. I was vexed at his failure
to answer, and commented severely on it to
Levinski, who thought I had been deceived
by the wind. I knew better, but said noth-
in%;1 and we sat down to rest and wait.

y rifle was on my saddle, and my
horse was grazing among the pack atumals.
Levinski’s rifle was also out of reach.
Hearing a further noise, 1 looked toward
the creek, and saw a large black animal
approaching us. I thought it was Charley’s
horse, coming through the high bushes.
Levinski remarked at the same time that
Charley’s horse was returning bare-hacked.
This confirmed my impression, and I re-
sumed our talk.

Suddsnly Levinski threw himself back-
ward, and rolling over and over down the
hill, got up and ran, looking for his rifle.
Turning, I saw a grizzly, as big as a cow,
at the edge of the bushes, within 50 feet,
rolling her shoulders, and snapping her
jaws ominously. I was utterly helpless,
having only a hunting knife, and she was
so close that I felt sure if I moved she
would rush. I believe she would have
charged in another instant, had her atten-

tion not been directed from me to the

horses, which took alarm, and rushed

through the bushes with a great uproar.

At that instant Levinski returned, but
had some trouble with his rifle, and when
he did shoot the bear was passing behind
some large trees, so he missed. At the
sound of the rifle a cub, which we had not
seen, ran back toward the creek, in an op-
posite direction from its mother. I rushed
for my rifle, but my wretched cayuse was
scared. Precious moments were lost in
calming him and getting my rifle from
the saddle, and though I ran my utmost,
and almost burst a lung climbing the
mountain, | never saw the bear again. The
dogs overtook her, but were driven back,
and she made good her escape. If I had
had my rifle 1n hand at first, I should
have had a splendid shot at the greatest
game animal in the world. ‘at such close
range and under such favorable conditions
that I should certainly have killed her.

Levinski had hunted bears for a living
15 years, killing over 200 in that time.
many of them grizzles of the largest size,
and he declared that one to be the largest
he had ever seen; also the s=cond black
grizzly he had ever seen. She was within
100 yards of us when I called Charley,
and must have heard me; yet she fearlessly
approached us, with our horses and dogs,
as if we had been a band of sheep.

We were both furious. I hope the atten-
tion of the recording angel was fully en-
grossed in another quarter during the next
hour, and I can not yet recall the affair
without losing self-restraint. Having ex-
hausted our vocabularies, we remounted
and resumed our journey, the dogs and
horses seeming to share our gloom. Even
killing a fine bull elk a few days later
failed to cheer me. To this day I have not
killed a grizzly, and shall probably never
kill one. Sic transit gloria mundi!

Briggs: They say those India Yogis can
keep their minds fixed on vacancy for

hours at a time.

Griggs: That's nothing. I spent a whole
week recently rcading the short stories in

the magazines.—Life.
74
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WHEN IN DOUBT REMEMBER THAT

The ONLY AMERICAN FOLDING PLATE CAMERA that
was awarded a MEDAL at the PARIS EXPOSITION is the

WIZARD

Gse Long Focus Cycle

Wizerd, Sr.

1)
is elegant, d and serviceable, It
only has the longest bellows of an ol its
kind on the market, but is also unique in
beiwmvided with a ificent TRIPLE
Co TIBLE LENS SYSTEM, which
UTILIZES this BELLOWS CAPACITY

lifications. We make our own Lenses.

TION

It hu come to our notice that lenses are bem sold under a title whose similarity
is calculated to deceive the unwary. msu bear our mame, and we
mudon the phototnpuc bm: that we are in mo relzec connected with
other firm or A respectfully request tha when they ask for our J:vd
they assure th ves that they are being supplied with goods bearing the name

Manhattan Optical Co. of New York
CRESSKILL, N. J.

TEN TO ONE SHOT

Anybody can take pict;n'es _
with a

‘That
cannot be taken with any other

A Camera, Focal Plane Shutter, and Focusing finder,
showing full-sized image combined.

Reflex focal plane shutters supplied to any reversible back Camera
Send for illustrated catalogue,

REFLEX CAMERA CO., Yonkers, N. Y.

Mention REcazation

v
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AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHY.

« For sport the lens is better than the gun. ”

I wisk to make this depariment of the wutmost
useto amateurs. 1 shall, therefore, be glad to
answer any questions and to print any items sent
me by practical amateurs relating o their expers-
ence in aphy.

THE BEAVER PICTURE

I send herewith my negative vote in
the matter of awarding to Mr. Balch the
first prize in RECREATION’S contest. 1 have
devoted over 10 years to the study of sci-
entific photography, especially along the
line of trick, or monstrosity, work.
have read carefully all articles that have
been published on this subject, and I draw
my conclusions from those articles, togeth-
er with the experience I have had in this
class of work. I agree with the writer in
July RECREATION in every particular, with
the exception of the size of the nearest
beaver as measured on the negative. Be-
fore considering myself qualified to talk on
this matter 1 took a photo of a stuffed
coon, using a §x7 Karona, at a distance
of a trifle under 10 feet, and, after a care-
ful measurement, the coon’s length, exclu-
sive of tail, was 114 inches.

Beaver are hard subjects indeed, chiefly
on account of their shyness around things
that have been recently disturbed. Unless
the noise made by the opening of the shut-
ter was slight, the beaver would have beaten
a hasty retreat. They are sensitive in this
particular, and really have more common
sense than they are usually credited with.
All objects on the negative being in sharp
focus, would at once suggest the use of a
small stop, and it would not be an easy
matter to obtain a good negative even in
the bright sunlight with a _one second ex-
posure. Therefore, Mr. Balch has evi-
dently made a bungle about this. I have
taken pictures of minks in Arkansas; and
on account of the color of the animal it
has been a difficult matter to get a good
negative without the use of a small stop
and plenty of time. If anything, the beav-
er is a more difficult subject, because of
the lack of contrast between his color and
the probable surroundings; and to say that
those beaver remained absolutely motion-
less for the period it would require to im-
press the dry plate, is absurd in itself. It
is my opinion, based on actual experience,
that those beaver were killed and placed in
a position as near to life as possible, and,
after they stiffened sufficiently to insure
their rapidity, they were placed in position
to be photographed; thus accounting for
the much talked about string. I did this
same thing with a favorite dog that had
been poisoned, and I challenge any person

not familiar with the facts to prove that
the dog is not alive. If you desire it, I
will send you a proof to substantiate my

statement. g . Way, Lincoln, Neb.

Readers of RECREATION in this village
have become interested in the beaver pic-
ture discussion, because we have some
ground for thinking the picture may have
been made on Blackwater brook, or one of
its branches, in this county of Aroostook,
instead of in Penobscot county, as claimed,
and within 3o miles of this place. Also,
things have come to our knowledge, out-
side of what has been written, which war-
rant the suspicion that the animals may
have been dead when photographed.

But be these things as they may, there
are 2 reasons why Mr. Balch must con-
tend that the beaver were alive when the
picture was made. First, because he so
stated and therefore must continue to as-
sert. Secondly, because, in this State,
there is a perpetual close time on beaver,
and has been ever since 1893. The orig-
inal act creating said close time, which I
drafted, would have expired by limitation
in the spring of 1897, but before that it
was renewed for another period of 6
years. Under the provisions of that act
there is a penalty of $25 for each beaver
caught, killed or destroyed. In 1899 the
Legislature gave the Commissioners of In-
land Fish and Game authority to grant
germission to persons to take beaver; but

am informed they have never availed
themselves of the authority given, except
in a few instances to take beavers alive
for park purposes. 1 assume, therefore,
that Mr. Balch had no authority from the
commissioners to take beavers. If he had,
that fact can be easily ascertained by writ-
ing to Hon. L. T. Carleton, chairman of
the commissioners, at Augusta, Maine. So
it will be readily seen that if the animals
in the picture were dead, somebody is un-
doubtedly liable for violation of the law,
unless it can be shown that the beavers
died of old age, whooping cough, cerebro-
spinal meningitis, or some other disease to
which they are subject.

If the beavers shown in the picture were
alive when the photograph was taken, then
Mr. Balch richly deserves his $100, for he
has performed far more than an ordinary
feat in photographing them at work. If
they were dead, then somebody should ex-
plain just how they came to their death.

Geo. H. Smith, Presque Isle, Me.

I have been closely following the dis-
cussion on the genuineness of the beaver
photo by Mr. Balch. I do some hunting
and trapping, and my experience in that
line convinces me that the pictured beav-
ers were dead. One important point your
experts have overlooked. They say there
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is a string tied to the paw of the animal
on the left of the photo. Don’t you no-
tice an upright switch a little to the left
of the base of the tree the beaver is resting
on? To steady the beaver against the
tree, Mr. Balch propped its paw with that
switch. Where the switch meets the paw
it forks to the right and comes between
the naw and the range of the camera.
That part of the switch being more ex-
posed than the rest, the light glistens on
it and makes it appear white. As you say,
the body does look unnaturally large
around the chest. The eyes of the beaver
on the right have the dull, glassy
look of a dead animal’s; but the damaging
evidence on this beaver is its ears, which
are laid back. If it was quietly cutting
wood, as Mr. Balch claims, how is it that
it had its ears back, a position they would
assume only when the animal was fright-
ened or in a fighting mood? The marks
in the fur are immaterial; wet fur will
often stick in bunches.
Byron Dickson, Olney, Pa.

I have read the whole controversy on
Mr. Balch’s beaver picture with much
interest. From the comments of
those who seem familiar with the
habits of beaver. I have drawn my con-
clusions. I have had a little experience
with photography, having been in the busi-
ness 4 years, and have found it hard to
get so distinct a picture at the time of day
Mr. Balch claims to have taken his, espe-
cially at that time of year.

W. W. Wilson, Washington Depot, Conn.

Mr. Balch does not deserve any prize.
I am an amateur photographer, and do
not think such a negative as Mr. B.s can
be made after the sun is down, without
giving at least one second’s exposure, and
I think 5 seconds would be better.

C. C. Spooner, Bull's Bridge, Conn.

I have taken many photos of game, and
the 2 points that strike me as being most
against Mr. Balch are the matter of light
at 4 o’clock in the woods and the apparent
distance of the camera from the beaver.

H. K. Bogart, Mesa, Colo.

PRACTICAL INTENSIFICATION.

One of the most common difficulties that
worry the amateur is how to deal with thin
negatives. Whether through ignorance or
through a desire to secure all the detail in
the beautiful scene before him, the nega-
tive is often much over exposed. Conse-
quently, in developing it is impossible to get
the requisite density, and the negative, al-
though full of detail, will not yield any-
thing but a flat mealy-looking print. To
get the requisite density to give good con-
trast it is, of course, the proper thing to
expose gorrectly, but as this is not always

done the next best thing is to have recourse
to intensification. Thin negatives, caused
by over exposure or under development, are
much improved by intensification, the high
lights becoming more intense and the nega-
tive more vigorous. Under exposed nega-
tives are often thin and the details imper-
fect. If slightly under exposed they may
be improved by intensification, but if much
under exposed and the detail is not there,
intensification would only make matters
worse, and nothing remains but to throw
the negative away. !

Many formulae have been advocated for
intensifying, but that most commonly used
is bleaching the negative in bichloride of
mercury, and blackening again in dilute
ammonia water or sulphite of soda. This
answers well if carefully done, where only
slight strengthening of the details is need-
ed; but the real intensification is but little
and hardly worth the risk to the negative.

There is risk in the process, and it {s bet-
ter to practice on some discarded negative
before treating any pet subject. The prin-
cipal cause of failure is lack of cleanliness
in the dishes employed and want of
thorough washing between the various pro-
cesses. There must be thorough washing
to remove all of the previously used chemi-
cal from the film.

A formula which I now use gives me the
best satisfaction. I got it from a profes-
sional friend who uses it exclusively, and
who purposely over exposes his negatives
and afterward gets the required density by
the use of this intensifier. The intensifica-
tion is real, and care must be taken not to
carry it too far. The solution acts in pro-
portion to the amount of silver contained
in the film, the high lights becoming more
intense as they contain more silver, while
the shadows containing less silver are less
affected, thereby increasing the contrasts.

It is easily controlled, quick in action,
and the solutions can be used repeatedly
until they cease to act. For use prepare
the following:

1. Bichloride of mercury ...... 96 grains

Bromide of potassium....... 96 grains
Distilled water ............. 12 ounces

2. Crystallized cyanide of potas-
SIUM t.o.vt vevenn vuvennnn 90 grains
Nitrate of silver ........... 96 grains
Distilled water ............ . 12 ounces

The solutions should stand 2 days before
being used. The negative must be per-
fectly fixed and thoroughly washed.
Place it in a tray containing sufficient of
No. 1 solution to cover the plate. Rock
the tray gently. If only slight intensifica-
tion is desired remove before the plate has
whitened through to the back and as soon
as it has grayed all over the surface. For
stronger intensification allow it to remain
until it has whitened through to the glass.
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The plate is then removed and washed
thoroughly in running water to remove all
the mercury solution; then immersed in
a tray containing No. 2 solution, where it
quickly changes and where it must remain
until the grayness has all disappeared from
the back, but no longer, as the cyanide 1n
the solution would then begin to reduce the
density. The plate should then receive a
final washing which should be thoroughly
done to ensure permanency. The secret of
success in intensifying is to remove all the
chemicals from the film before and after
all operations by thorough washing.

Both solutions are deadly poison. They
should not be used by anyone having cuts
on the fingers or sores on the hands.—
Wally, in the Camera and Dark Room.

DARK ROOMS EVERYWHERE.

When on a photographic tour it is some-
times desirable that the exposed plates be
developed, to ascertain if proper exposure,
composition, lighting, etc., have been ob-
tained. Most photographers leave the de-
veloping of the plates until their return
home, being under the impression that it is
impossible to do otherwise. It is, however,
a simple matter, and one that well repays
the slight trouble involved. I have devel-
oped plates in log cabins, farm houses and
city hotels, with perfect cleanliness, as fol-
lows:

Every room being a dark room at night,
requiring only the closing of doors and
drawing down of window blinds, the only
articles necessary are 2 trays, one for the
developer and one for the fixing bath; a
folding candle lamp, one yard of oilcloth,
a packet of powdered hypo and a bottle of
developer. Also borrow 2 ordinary pails,
each half filled with water. Laying the oil-
cloth on the table, pin the corners up so
as to form a large dish, place the lighted
candle lamp in the center with the develop-
ing tray in front and to the right side, the
fixing tray in front and to the left side.
Just behind the lamp place the 2 pails. one
to the right and the other to the left. All
operations will be conducted over the oil-
cloth dish, and not one drop of any kind
can fall on the floor.

Close and fasten the doors, throw a towel
over your shoulder, draw a chair up to the
table and sit down. Take the first plate
from the holder, rinse it thoroughly in the
pail on the right side of the table, place it
in the developing tray, and, when developed,
rinse off again in the same right-hand pail,
to stop developing. Having carefully in-
spected the plate pass it over and into the
fixing tray, where 1t remains while plate No.
2 is being developed; after which the first
plate is removed from the fixing bath to
the left-hand pail. slightly rinsed, and stood
up on end, face in toward. the sides of the

pail ; the second plate, meantime, going into
the fixing bath. Leave the plates in the left-
hand pail an hour, after which stand them
around the outside of the pail to dry and
pack them in the morning. These negatives,
of course, contain some hypo, which would
in time spoil them, there?ore wash them
thoroughly on returning home.

To change the plates 1n the holders during
the daytime, draw down the .blinds, making
the room as dark as possible. Turn down the
bed covers and place the holders with the
exposed plates in the center of the bed,
with a box of unexposed plates alongside.
Replace the bed covers, and by passing the
arms underneath, one can, without diffi-
culty empty and refill the holders. The
film side of the plate is easily recognized by
aplying the finger nail. Place the exposed
plates in the box and close it before lift-
ing the covers—W. B. Blackhall, in the
Canadian Photographic Blue Book.

CHAT HERE AND THERE.

Waxed paper such as is used to wrap
around butter is a fair makeshift for a tray.
I used 2 pasteboard boxes recently for de-
veloper and hypo, merely pressing 3 thick-
nesses of this paper down in the boxes first.
A ream of such paper costs about 25 cents,
and it will be found excellent for this and
other photographic purposes. A funnel
made of any stiff, clean paper is just as
good to return chemicals to their bottles
with as a glass funnel, and does not have
to be washed, since it is cheap enough to
throw away each time.—E. W. Newcomb, in
the Photo American.

Did you ever have a plate fall into the
camera when the slide had been drawn
from the holder? It sometimes happens,
and one need not lose the plate if he hap-
pens to wear a dark coat. Cover the front
of the camera with the coat, push the hand
up one sleeve and remove the lens and
front board while the bellows are extended.
Let the lens stay in the sleeve while you put
your hand through to the plate, and then
by turning the camera over, the plate can be
replaced with one hand.

A handy little instrument is a reducing
glass. It is merely a round, double concave
bit of glass on which I pasted a few strips
so as to form a parallelogram, but that little
tool tells me at a glance whether things
compose or do not, and aids me in mak-
ing them compose if they do not. One can
not take in a whole landscape or room so
well by looking at the scene itself as by
looking at a reduced picture of it, and that
is where the reducing glass comes in.

It is remarkable what a great improve-
ment is cffected by ruling a line around a
print, on the mount, with a blunt instru-
ment. A dulled punch a I-vitting needle,
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or, for wide lines, a piece of bone, will in-
dent a line on the softer cardboard, and,
properly done, the labor is well rewarded.
I have made several points of bone, and rule
ordinary dark cover paper close to the print
with one or another of these tools, to the
great betterment of my picture.

Transparent celluloid diaphragms, dyed
slightly yellow with picric acid, may be used
for ray filters, diaphragms, and to afford
nearly as much light on the plate as full
opening would, yet yielding the effect that
the real opening in the diaphragm does or-
dinarily as regards definition. Diaphragms
made of wire screen have been used to ob-
tain light and definition at once, but this
wrinkle is better, and is not impracticable.

Excellent thin brass for pinhole photog-
raphy can be secured by buying a cheap card
of pearl buttons. What the brass is there
for is not made known, but it is the best
and thinnest brass I know of.

COMPOSING THE PICTURE,

Never place the principal object exactly
in the center of the plate; nor the sky line
half way up the plate, These are 2 well-
worn art rules, .

They are so far correct that in g9 cases
out of 100 the final picture of a pictorial
worker follows them more or less closely.
Yet if you were present when the worker
was composing his picture on the ground
glass, I think you would often find him
wilaly transgressing these laws. An al-
most safer law for the beginner would be:
Get in as much as you think advisable on
your screen, as much sky and as much
foreground as you think you may possibly
need. In fact, take in rather morc than
you will need. Allow plenty of margin
around the edge of your future picture.
Compose only as far as the main objects
and the general motif are concerned. Leave
questions of shape and size till later.

The view on the ground glass screen
should merely be the egg of the final pic-
ture. It is a work of art in embryo. The

real business of polishing it up, of toning’

down, of adding final touches, of cutting
out what is not wanted, and so on, comes
only with the trial proofs. FEach print
should be carefully considered, carefully
cut, carefully sunned. This, after all, is the
true composing.

The trimming knife is, in the hands of
the skilled worker, the most useful aid to
composition in existence. Ruthlessly cut
away everything that is not absolutely
necessary, that does not contribute some
real help, to the tout ensemble. Do not be
afraid to make your print small, or of an
odd shape. Narrow prints, upright or hori-
zontal, are often highly effective: but do
not be pinned down to one style. Let each
picture be just the right shape for itself,

whatever that may be; and do not shirk
seeking long and carefuliy till the right
shape is discovered. Remember always
that you are trying to produce a composi-
tion of your own brain; not an advertise-
ment for your lens.—Photography.

PROTECT YOUR LENSES.

Few photographers realize the care taken
in the manufacture of a first-class lens.
There is scarcely an industry in which the
standard of workmanship is so high; yet a
lens, when it reaches the photographer,
frequently receives no more attention than
any other portion of his outfit. After many
years’ use, the surface of a lens, with or-
dinary care, should be in as good. condi-
tion as when the instrument left the op-
tician’s hands; but how many do we see
free from scratches, or from blemishes?
The durability of a lens was forcibly im-
pressed on my mind recently by seeing one
the surfaces of which were in perfect con-
dition, although the lens had been in use
10 or 12 years. If lenses are left attached
to the camera, keep them capped when not
in use. If taken for use out of doors, carry
them in a substantial leather case. Clean
your lenses periodically and keep them in
a dry place, where the temperature is even.
To clean the lenses, unscrew them from the
tube and carefully dust them with a camel’s
hair mop; then moisten the corner of a
perfectly clean old linen duster with
methylated spirit, and, after wiping each
surface, rub it quite dry and polish it with
the other end of the duster, folded into a
small pad. The chief thing to avoid is the
rubbing of any dust or grit on the surface
of the lens and thus scratching it. It is,
therefore, recommended that each surface
should be dusted with the brush, and that
only well washed, soft linen rag should be
used for the polishing cloth. Dust the
lenses again before returning them to the
tube. They should be screwed well home,
but not too tightly, or the lens may suffer.
—The British Journal Photographic Al-
manac.

ON EXPOSURE.

I wonder how many amateurs ever made
a calculation of the latitude their instru-
ment gives them in the matter of exposure
when making snap shots.

Take the case of an ordinary lens and shut-
ter for snap shot work, an ordinary make
of plates, a lens working at /8 to /64, a
shutter with speeds from 1 second to
1-100th second, and, say, Cramer plates,
ordinary to special rapid, and I think it will
surprise many amateurs to know that the
greatest possible snap shot exposure with
these combinations is 38,400 times the least
possible.

This takes no account of the light, the
other great factor in exposure calculations,
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which introduces a still greater range. The
calculation considers only the mechanical
adjustment of the instrument and the plate
speed.

I am not insulting the great body of ama-
teurs by suggesting that anyone, even the
veriest tyro, would be so fatuous as to use
cither of the extremes of combination
given above. But I know of an actual case,
revealed by a beginner's note-book, in
which 2 exposures made within 20 minutes
one June evening were as 1 to 80. The ex-
posuress were made from a window, in the
hope of catching a fine effect of lighting.
On developing the first, sufficient over ex-
posure was shown to lose the desired effect.
The second exposure was immediately
made, and, on development, of course there
was not a sign of any fine effect on the
plate. My friend was astounded when I
pointed out that the second exposure was
8 times less than the first.— Amateur
Photographer.

PHOTOGRAPHY IN THE PUBLIC SCHOOLS

I do not wish to advocate an additional
burden for the already overtaxed brains of
school children and make the study of pho-
tography in all its various branches obliga-
tory. That would probably take from our
beautiful art and fascinating science a
great deal of its charm. I shall be satis-
fied if this article creates an interest in
and a discussion of the question. The
teaching of the fundamental principles of
photography in school, with some practical
illustrations, can be made a joyful and use-
ful pastime to the little student.

There is no other educational factor
which could possibly have a greater influ-
ence on a child’s character and faculties
than the practical and intelligent use of the
camera. It trains the eye early to form a
quick judgment of visual objects. It com-
pels the child to concentrate its attention.
It forces it to be careful and clean, if it
desires excellence and superiority. With
advancing expertness and skill, the child
will be ready for the scientific instruction.
The first want is a compendious book,
which sets forth in plain language the
great features of the science, without per-
plexing the beginner with too much detail.
In this respect many of our most popular
works are defective—Johannes Meyer,
M. D, in the Camera and Dark Room.

SINGLE TONE FOR PLATINO.
Can you give a formula for making
Aristo single tone for platino paper?
Would it be a good idea to take a de-
veloping formula, powder the chemicals
and mix together, then, when you want to
develop, dissolve the necessary quantity of

the powdered chemicals in the proper
quantity of water? .
F. K. Beek, Galion, O.
ANSWER.

The only formula I can recommend is
that sold by the American Aristo Company
for obtaining black tones without the use
of gold first and then platinum. Hypo
must be used afterward to fix. There is
no combined toner and fixer, if that is what
you mean, that I would recommend for
platino. If such a thing exists Mr. Tom
Pattison, of Jamestown, N. Y., care of
American Aristo Company, will tell you of
it.
I do not believe you could mix the va-
rious chemicals intimately enough to use
portions of powders. You would be likely
to get too much of one thing and too little
of another. Some do this sort of thing with
drugs and believe it right, but I don’t like
the proposition.—EbITOR.

TOO MUCH EXPOSURE.
I am using a § x 7 Al-Vista camera, and
crown plates. So far I have not been

able to make a decent print. I use
Solio paper and Eastman’s developing
powders. 1 thought I was getting a good

camera when I bought a 7f Al-Vista, yet
my plates are yellow; not clear and trans-
parent, as I think they should be.

C. N. Truman, Ash, Col.

ANSWER.

From your account it would appear you
are giving far too much exposure. Wide
open lens and bright sunlight would re-
quire an exposure of about 1/200 second in
your clear atmosphere, and it is a wonder
you got anything at all.

Your camera is all right, as are the de-
veloping powders and paper. Try a dozen
Carbutt B plates, and when the light is
good get a focus with wide open lens; then
stop down to f32. Give 2 seconds in bright
light if the scenery is fairly open; one sec-
ond if very extended, such as a distant
view from an eminence, and 4 or § seconds
if in the shade and the object is near. [
am sure I shall have better reports from
you if you follow this advice.—EbpIToR.

HOW TO PROTECT YOUR FINGERS.

Take 5 or 6 discarded 4 x 5 films, place
them in a tray and pour hot water over
them, or better still, immerse in a solution
of caustic lye for an hour or 2; wash,
then dry, trim, cut into narrow strips
and put in a wide-mouth bottle, and
pour in a mixture of 2 ounces ot alcohol
and 2 ounces of ether. This will readily
dissolve the cenuloid. Add 14 ounce of
castor oil. This is essential, as it prevents
the film from cracking. After the mixture
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is dissolved each finger should be dipped
into it and the hands swung rapidly
around for 2 or 3 minutes so the solution
can set. The hands must be thoroughly
dry " before applying. This will protect
them all the time they are in the solu-
tions, either developing or toning. After it
is no longer required it may be dissolved
off with a mixture of alcohol and ether,
or sandsoap and a nail brush, leaving the
hands white and stainless. For those who
are poisoned easily by photo-chemicals this
is a capital substitute for rubber gloves,
which are always cumbersome and decid-
edly unhandy.—Camera Craft.

TO TRANSFER FILMS.

It often happens that a negative cracks
so the film is not broken, and with a new
glass under the film it would be just as
good as ever. Put the negative in a tray
containing one drachm of hydrofluoric acid
in 10 ounces of water. Soon the edges will
begin to pucker. Then the whole film
raises without aid. Transfer to thin cellu-
loid, face down. The thin celluloid. like
rollable film in thickness, forms a good pro-
tection to the face, and a carbon can be

rinted from the back by single transfer.
t is much more difficult to transfer to thin
celluloid than to glass, for unless watched.
and the clips changed, it will buckle and
ruin the print. Immerse the celluloid under
the film, draw both up carefully, and
stretch out on a glass plate; then smooth
down the emulsion on to the celluloid and
clip the whole tightly to the glass. Use a
coat of albumen first, on either glass or cel-
luloid, to make the film stick. Slight en-
largement may ensue, though not generally,
if the plate had an alum bath.—Professional
and Amateur Photographer.

A RECREATION CAMERA CLUB.

The suggestion by L. Goodrich, San An-
tonio, Tex., in September RECREATION, is a
most excellent one. By all means let us
have a RECREATION camera club, meeting
every summer in some picturesque resort.
Professional photographers have a conven-
tion yearly; why can not we have one?
Hundreds of us would be delighted to
meet kindred spirits a week or so each
year. Let us choose a central point noted
for its scenic beauty and hold our first
convention next summer. We could no
doubt obtain special railroad rates, and the
expense of such a trip need not be great.
We might arrange for lectures on photog-
raphy by eminent amateurs. At any rate
we could learn much by comparing pic-
tures and talking them over. If Mr.
Shields will have a button designed for
our club, we will wear it as oroudly as the
L. A. S. men wear theirs, Flood KECREA-

TION with letters on this subject, and we'll
have a great time next summer.
Homer G. Gosney, Savanna, Il

INTENSIFICATION WITHOUT MERCURY
UR CYANIDE.

Make up the following:

No. 1.—Potassium bromide.... 120 grains
Water ......... e 2 ounces
No. 2.—Sulphate of copper.... 240 grains
Water .......... ..... 2 ounces

Mix, and if necessary filter. Bleach the
negative in the above solution; then give it
a brief rinse, and redevelop the image in
any developer except pyro-ammonia. Wash
and dry. If preferred, the darkening may
be produced by immersing the negative in
a 5 per cent. solution of silver nitrate.
Then refix and wash. The first method is
simple, and will be found satisfactory in
most cases.—Photographic Record, Man-
chester, England. )

TO DETECT HYPO.

Pour into a deep tray a small quantity
of the water or solution and throw in a
few pieces of granulated zinc, after which
add a few drops of hydrochloric acid. Place
above the tray a filter paper wet with a
solution of acetate of lead. If the least
trace of hyposulphite remains in the solu-
tion, the paper will become brown, and
afterward assume a black metallic appear-
ance. This action is due to the formation
of hydrogen sulphide, which escapes to the
surface and colors the paper by forming
lead sulphide. In this way it is always easy
to determine when the washing is finished
or to examine a solution suspected of con-
taining hypo.—Photographer.

SNAP SHOTS.

1 have a camera, 4 x 5, made by the Man-
hattan Optical Company. It has a double
lens and the focal length is 8. To make a
picture sharp to the corners I must use 16
stop and the sun must be shining bright.
Exposure must not be longer than 1-5 of a
second. Can I get a lens that will give the
same results under the same circumstances
by using a 4 stop?

L. H. Plummer, Chicago, Il

I have made thorough tests of the Ne-
pera Chemical Company’s new tablet de-
velopers called Lotol and find them excel-
lent. They are cneap, uniform and give
splendid results in every way. Those who
do not care to be annoyed by using the M.

. formul®, and use prepared solutions,
will find this a great convenience and sav-
ing while excellent results are attained.—
Exchange,
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MY FIRST EXPERIENCE ON SNOWSHOES.

W. L. GRAVES.

It looks easy to do, and, in fact,
it is, after you know row; but it
takes practice to go well on snow-
shoes, or skis, as we called them.
My first experience was in Western
Idaho in the winter of 1892. 1 was
there on a visit to my brother, and
being ardent sportsmen, we longed
for a heavy fall of snow, so we could
try our luck with blacktail deer.
Thanksgiving morning we awoke to
find 12 inches had fallen during the
night, and it was still commg down
in great flakes.

“Now for our hunt,” said my
brother. We put in most of the day
getting ready. We had to go 10 miles
in a boat and then pack everything
on our backs § miles farther. Slush
ice was running in the river, but it
did not trouble us. We made the
run down the river in 2 hours, tied
our boats and shouldered our packs.
My brother had web snowshoes and
got along very well, but I had none,
expecting to use a pair of skis he had
up at the cabin. I traveled a long 5
miles that day. The fall of snow had
increased until it was over 2 feet deep,
and my pack, which weighed 60
pounds when I left the boat, weighed
200 when we reached camp. When
we got straightened out and had a bit
of supper, I promptly turned in, for I
was tired.

We were up early next morning
and ready to start at sunrise. I put
on the skis. They were good ones,
well seasoned and light. I had re-
ceived instructions from my brother
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how to use them. He slipped them on
and made a little run around the camp
to show me how to do it. We had
our plans mapped out for each day’s
hunt. The first day we were to work
West of camp. I was to go over the
mountain while he was to go around,
and we were to meet at the farther
side. Anyone familiar with skis
knows how hard it is for even a good
snowshoer to climb a mountamn, but
I persevered, and after 2 hours of
stipping and falling I stood on the
crest.

While resting and getting my bear-
ings. I heard rapid firing to the
Southwest and I knew my brother
had started a bunch of deer. I
knew, too, that we should have veni-
son for supper, as he seldom missed
a shot. My surmises were correct.
He stopped 3 deer before they got
out of reach.

“Now,” thought I, “if I want a
hand in this business I must be mov-
ing.” T knew the runway was around
the foot of the mountain, and if I
could get to it in time I should have
a shot. There was a slight decline
at first from the crest, free from
brush, trees and rocks. I went d:iwn
it like a race horse, but about Ralf
way down it suddenly grew steeper.
I flew. No railroad train ever went
so fast. I was scared, for down be-
low me, near the foot of the moun-
tain, I could see brush and trees. I
knew that if T should run into a tree
at the rate T was going there would
not be enough of me left to hold an
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inquest over. I had my guide pole,
and 1 had been told that one must
sit astride the pole to take the weight
off his skis. 1 proceeded to put these
instructions to the test. 1 began to
slow up, but I ran over a big boulder,
and when the guide pole slipped off,
it threw me out of balance and
started me on another course, while
the snowshoes kept straight ahead.
Of course we parted company. I
went rolling and sliding down
through the snow in every conceiv-
able position, lost my gun and hat,
and finally brought up ian a small
clump of brush about 100 yards from
where 1 started to fall, but with no
bones broken and only one or 2 little
patches of hide gone from my face.
I straightened up as quickly as I
could, picked up my hat, and began
a search for my gun, which had fallen
quite a distance from the line of my
glide. I dug down in the snow and
soon brought it to light: then started
on down toward the runway. It was
not so easy, as I had not hunted up
my skis, which had lodged in a clump
of small brush a quarter of a mile
away. I made fair time, however,
and on turning a point of brush I
came out in full view of about 20
mule deer. I determined to try a shot.
Selecting a large buck, I fired, and
had the satisfaction of seeing him fall.
I went on down, dressed him and
then hunted up my skis. Return-
ing to mv deer, T started around
the trail, dragging him. T soon met
my brother, who took hold with me,
and we went back to where he had

left his 3. We hung them all in a
tree, out of reach of wolves, and went
to camp, well pleased with our morn-
ing's work. After dinner we brought
in our game on a toboggan.

Next morning we skirted a small
lake, going Last. I had the web
shoes and my brother wore the skis;,
but I got into trouble again. As I
was crossing a ravine, I caught the
toe of one web under a willow which
had been bent over witl. the weight
of snow. I turned a flipflop, or tried
to, but my web hung on to the willow.
Unlike the skis, which are loose on
the feet, the web was tied hard and
fast: so there | hung. After much
squirming and twisting, I managed to
get loose. Of course my gun was
lost again, and I had an hour’s search
in the willows before 1 found it.

That day we got 2 deer, and the
next day 2. My brother said that
would make him enough meat for the
winter. He liked to kill his meat just
after the first fall of snow, as it was
then in better condition than at a later
time.

\We made another toboggan and on
the 2 we took all our deer to the river,
loaded thein in the boat and started
for home. Then our work com-
menced, for the ice, which had been
slush before, was in large cakes and
frequently bumped against us, taking
us back down the river at each bump:
but by hard work we finally reached
home.

I afterward became expert on hoth
skis and webs, but T never forgot
my first experience with them.

“This is a world of sorrow.”

“A shadowy vale of woe.”
And such frequent declarations
Are what help to make it so.

—Washington Star.
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COL. TAURUS.

J. w.

He was my friend and I loved him. He
was 4 years an inmate of my home, and he
won and retained the affection of the fam-
ily. During the winters of t:ose years he
was my constant and often sole com-
panion in the pursuit of big game in South
Florida wilds. We were both ardently de-
voted to field sports, and in the open sea-
con we spent weeks at a time together in
the woods. I never saw his equal at stalk-
ing a deer, and he never tired of hunting.
During the time he was with me I never
heard his voice. In early youth he had
contracted influenza, which, failing to kill
him, bereft him of voice and the sense of
smell. Happily his hearing and sight were
not impaired, and he grew up with con-
siderable intelligence.

He was different from all other mutes
I have known in that his temper was
amiable and his countenance was frank and
pleasant. You looked in vain for that
drawn, painful expression so common with
mutes. His large brown eyes always re-
turned your look with a smiling light, and
he was everybody's friend. Having been
brought up in the backwoods of Southern
Florida, and his opportunities being fur-
ther limited by his affliction, the Colonel
had his prejudices. He had great con-
tempt for all dogs, especially hunting dogs:
he disliked swine, and detested colored
people. His hearing was acute. I never
had to speak twice to attract his atten-
tion, but I have heard my colored man,
Steve Tatum, bawl at him at 40 paces
without receiving the slightest recognition,
The Colonel and 1 became acquainted
through our mutual love of hunting. Be-
fore knowing him I rambled the woods
day and night with a professional hunter
named Kirkland, and many a buck and
gobbler died by our rifles. Kirkland was
a typical Florida cracker, but able to read

and write and with more than ordinary
intelligence. He had spent his whole life
hunting. As was to be expected, he had
his idiosyncrasies and superstitions. He
was so fully convinced that a deer’s eyes
would not shine. that is, reflect a jack light,
on the first night after a new moon that
he would never go out on those nights
no matter how much entreated. Neither,
according to his theory, could deer be
found the following day; so he stayed in
camp 24 hours once a month. Another su-
perstition of his was that venison would
not spoil, no matter how unfavorable the
weather, if you cut away and destroyed
the particular part of the carcass indicated
by the sign of the zodiac at that particular

BRADY.

time. For instance, if the almanac showed
the sign in the loin, the loin must go. But
he knew all about game, its habits, where
to look for it at different seasons, and how
to approach it. Few deer that he saw
escaped his rifle.

Lying around our camp fires at night in
the solitude of the forest we talked of
many things. One rainy night he told me
about Taurus. It was a peculiar story, and,
briefly stated, about as follows: One morn-
ing his wife saw a weak and emaciated
little fellow looking wistfully. through the
fence of their cabin clearing and moan-
ing in pain. She went out to him, and
when through fear he tried to retreat, she
leaped the fence, overtook and detained
him. The waif was nearly dead from hun-
ger and exposure and was covered with
vermin. He was given food, a bath con-
taining insecticide, and was put to bed.
It was quite an episode in the cabin. The
Kirklands had no neighbors, and where
the little chap could have come from was
a mystery. No one came to claim him,
and as time passed Kirkland evolved the
theory that the little fellow was of good
family, had fallen, or been thrown from a
tourist Pullman car, and had subsisted in
the woods as best he could until chance
led him to the cabin.

That winter was an inclement one, and
before the waif’s terror had worn off the
exposure he had undergone brought on
influenza and he came near dying, but final-
ly recovered.

At first he had been dubbed Colonel,
but later the name Taurus was added, after
the zodiacal sign at the time of his appear-
ance. Kirkland told me much of Colonel’s
ability as a hunter; how he could track
a deer by sight better than a panther could
by smell. and could by hearing locate tur-
keys in the high brush,

One day at the beginning of a close sea-
son I received a letter from Kirkland say-
ing that as he could hunt no more until
fall he was going to work in a distant part
of the State. He requested me to give
Taurus a home, urging that he would be
a valuable hunting companion for me in
the winter months and would give no
trouble in the off season. After some re-
flection I consented.

Taurus came, and I was greatly surprised
at his appearance. I had imagined a tall,
lank, weazen-faced cracker, gibbering and
making signs. He was, on the contrary,
short, stout, deep chested, with full round
face, fine eyes, and was the embodiment
of good nature and geniality. With never

89
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a word he walked right into our affections
and made himself at home from the first.

I°had been given to understand that his
one accomplishment was hunting; so he
lounged around the premises in idleness
through the summer. He became popular
with the town children and played with
them in the streect a great deal, but his
play was rough at times, his humor seem-
ing to lack a balance wheel. Occasionally
he would throw himself against a boy with
such force as to hurl him to the ground,
and sometimes he took liberties with the
girls that mussed their skirts and ex-
posed more white than was seemly. These
excesses seemed to spring from no evil de-
sign, but from the exuberance of an inno-
cent, childish nature.

If his tomboy capers were rebuked he
would instantly retire to the front ve-
randa and sit on the steps in a contrite
attitude the remainder of the evening.

He was suspicious, and nothing escaped
his sight. If a stranger came on the lot
he watched him continually, and would
openly follow any negro, clearly evincing
his opinion of the dishonesty of the race.
Two things invariably made his angry,
tramps and skunks. He drove the former
off the premises, and in hunting he annoyed
me by always stopping to kill any luckless
skunk the trail led us on. He did this feat
deftly, too.
by a skunk but once, and as my remons-
trances had been in vain I was secretly
gratified at his mishap.

As the hunting season approached he
became restless, and when at last we were
off he seemed beside himself with joy. He
loved the solitude of the forest, the chase
and the cheery camp fire under the pines
by the lakeside.

Tn our rambles I talked to him a great
deal and he answered by signs and glances.
He never carried a gun. He had learned
the art of trailing a deer by his sight while
living with Kirkland, and he seemed to
consider that his only part of the work
and the sport. It was marvellous how well
he did it. T watched him a long time trying
to learn his method. but I never got beyond
the patent fact that he looked not close
under foot for the track, but 20 or 30
feet ahead. He knew a fresh trail from
an old one instantly. On the open sand hills
this was something that always puzzled me.
In good weather a track 24 hours old and
one 3 hours old were alike to me, but not
so to him. He never made a mistake in
that respect. When we struck a fresh trail
he took the lead and I walked a few steps
behind. If the trail led across rough ground
where grass, leaves or pine necedles were
thick I sometimes had to wait for him a
little, but he always, or nearly always,
lifted the trail across, and he knew in-

I never saw him get perfumesd"

tuitively when we were approaching the
bunch of palmetto or bush clump where
the quarry lay concealed.

Sometimes we would follow the trail
of a buck only to have me empty a maga-
zine without effect; this did not annoy
Colonel so much as it did me. He would
calmly start off across country to find
another track.

One season we found a hard problem in
the spoor of a large buck, distinctly
marked. The outer section of the rear right
foot turned outward, and this made that
buck’s track easy to distinguish from all
others. We got on it several times, and
after following it long distances it would
seemingly disappear from the face of the
earth. Wide circuits over soft ground
would not raise it again. Once we lost the
trail on an open sandy hillside where it
should have been plain. While waiting for
Taurus to puzzle it out I happened to
raise my eyes to the crest of the hill, 500
yards away, and there stood, outlined
against the horizon, the most magnificent
buck I have ever seen. His majestic head
and antlers were beautifully poised, and
he was looking down the slope at us in
apparent disdain. I called Taurus’s at-
tention to him. While we stood foiled but
admiring, the buck sprang gracefully over
the crest and disappeared. We went on to
the top and viewed the track. It was the
same one we had been trailing.

Other hunters had followed that marked
trail. My brother-in-law, Moore, had seen
the track and followed it many hours at a
time. He and Taurus and I quit other
tracks when we found this. We named
the buck Slewfoot. He was so elusive that
after a season or 2 others stopped hunting
him and followed less cunning quarry. In-
deed some hunters began to believe that
Slewfoot was a phantom buck. He was
frequently seen, but always under such
circumstances that he escaped. One time
as Moore, Taurus and I were driving into
camp on the North end of Crooked lake, our
rifles in their cases under the wagon seat,
Slewfoot arose in front of us and stood
like a statue. (See Frontispiece). There was
a desperate clutching at the gun cases, but
before we were ready the buck ran slowly
and graccfully over the hill and away. The
most tantalizing part of it was that he
passed in an oblique course within 30 yards
of the wagon. His eyes and the poise of
his head denoted defiance rather than fear,
and the stateliness of his motion negatived
the idea that he was running from us
Moore was livid with vexation, and I felt
my heart beating in my throat. Taurus was
sitting in the rear part of the wagon when
[ turnedtolook at him. His attitude plainly
said that the poor mute, usually so gay and
frolicsome, was now dominated by fear.
After a moment T understood it. The fre-
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quent unexpected appearance of the buck,
always at inopportune times, had at last
converted Taurus to the belief that the
animal was a phantom. Moore and I ex-
changed a knowing smile, and I think each
of us registered a silent vow that our mute
friend should yet assist at the funeral ser-
vices of Slewfoot.

Three hours later we coaxed Taurus to
take up the trail for us, hoping we would
catch the buck napping some miles away,
but several hours’ weary marching brought
us to a dense swamp several miles wide,
where we gave it up. Although we were
successful in bagging less desirable game
we saw no more of Slewfoot on that trip

The desire to kill that particular buck
now became a passion with Moore and me.
And so fearful was each that the other
would get him we used to run away from
each other to hunt him alone.

I felt that I had the advantage in hav-
ing Taurus. He would: not have gone
with Moore without me.

Toward the close of one season Moore
slipped out alone for 3 days in the vain
hope of catching the charmed buck off his
guard. When he came in he gave me an
account of the trip in the presence of
Taurus. He said that twice while gliding
about with eyes alert he had turned to find
Slewfoot gazing at him from the top of a
hill in the rear. Another time he had a
point blank aim. when the gun snapped and
the noise betrayed him.

Taurus looked wise, but whether in the
belief that the deer was a phantom and
therefore protected, or from something
else, he could not tell us.

But when Moore was gone a thought
came to me. In all probability the buck
saw more of Moore than the hunter had
seen of him, and had perhaps seen him
drive off for home. Now he would ex-
pect a season of rest and would be less
guarded in his rambles. Therefore it was
a good time to kill him. So Taurus and I
went, secretly, as Moore had done. We
found Slewfoot's trail without difficulty.
What was morz, we found Slewfoot him-
self. He was walking up the side of an
open hill among the pines. apparently un-
concerned. Taurus trembled perceptibly.
‘1 opened up at 75 yards with a 38-55 and
felt sure he was my meat. Long before he
was out of rangz | had emptied the mag-
azine. At the last shot the buck stopped,
whirled around, gazed down the hillside at
us a few seconds and then galloped off.

Taurus threw himself on the ground
without the least manifestation of surprise
or annoyance. I was angry and said
things.

The next season when we went out we
did not search for Slewfoot’s trail. When
Taurus would pass it over and give pref-

erence to another both Moore and 1 would
pretend not to notice. One time Moore
was coming into camp by moonlight from
a turkey roost and surprised Slewfoot on
a knoll within 100 yards of the camp fire.
On that occasion Moore carried a shot gun,
and although he pulled both triggers and
his buck shot tore the foliage in line, the
buck galloped off. That clear miss at 40
yards fixed Moore; he went over to the
“phantom” party.

Taurus and I had many happy days and
nights together around Crooked lake that
season, but did not waste any more time
looking after Slewfoot. Sometimes we saw
his track alone, sometimes with a herd.
Occasionally we heard that some other
hunter had emptied a magazine at Slew-
foot without effect, and that always made
us fecl better.

In the fourth season Moore and I hag
great sport. Emboldened by the posses-
sion of several pairs of fine antlers we be-
gan hankering again after Slewfoot. It
seemed Taurus was similarly affected. He
began to follow up the trail with avidiy,
and we got the phantom in 2 or 2 close
places. One time he made so muchr noise
in getting into a swamp his materiality -was
abundantly apparent: but his usual luck
?gtended him and we came out without
him.

One evening while the full moon was
rising Taurus and I sat on the piazza.
There were but 2 more days before the
close season would stop our fun. Taurus
was watching the smoke curl from my pipe.

“Taurus,” 1 said, “let's drive out to
Crooked lake to-night and kill Slewfoot
to-morrow.” He sprang off the veranda
far out toward the gate in glee at the prop-
osition.

In 10 minutes, with Steve Tatum driv-
ing, we were on the way; at midnight we
were in camp. Next morning Taurus and
I found the trail. We followed it with the
dogged persistency of Indians. It went
everywhere, sometimes in swamp, some-
times in oak hummocks, but mostly in the
high, open pine hills amid the small deep
lakes. At noon we were still tramping;
at 2 we were tired; at 4 nearly worn out
with the long strain; at 5 we found him.
Taurus was staggering and his eyes were
watery with fatigue: the strain had been
terrific. We followed the cunning old buck
all day only to find him back at the big
lake. lying in a patch of palmetto on a
narrow point of land near our camp.

The lake was miles wide, and we had
him cornered. I was sure he was there,
for the trail led in and had not come out.
We had approached quietly and Slewfoo:
was probably asleep. 1 motioned Taurus
to go around and enter the.palmetto from
the opposite side.
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He hesitated. He seemed weary, and
I thought I saw that same fear in his eyes
I had noticed before; but I did not mean to
lose Slewfoot then. With some temper
manifest in face and gesture 1 motioned
Taurus to go in and force the buck out. He
turned and was gone. I took my stand at
the best place, facing to catch the light
from the setting sun on the rifle sights.
In 2 moment I heard Taurus leap into the
palmetto with a great noise, and instantly
the startled buck sprang up and came on
{0 his death. I held my fire until he was
within 30 feet and broadside on. The
tf»ullllet crashed through his body and he
ell.

I ran forward. The buck sprang up and
bore down on me. I threw in another car-
tridge while stepping backward, and as I
did so was tripped by a loop of grape vine
and fell prone on my back, the cartridge
exploding overhead. The buck charged,
but the same vine that tripped me caught
in his horns and swung him upward and
outward from me. He disentangled his
antlers and again charged, as [ was getting
to my feet.

Taurus came up with a great rush. He
threw himself directly between the buck
and me, and caught him by the neck. Quick
as thought the animal tossed Taurus high
in air and he fell at the base of a large pine.
In a second the infuriated deer was upon
him. 1 fired and the bullet went through
Slewfoot’s heart, but it was a half second
too late. His horns went through and
through the prostrate form of my friend.
bending his body like a hoop around the
base of the tree. There was a wide opening
of the Colonel’s eyes, a shiver, and he was
dead.

Steve Tatum came from camp at my call,
and we considered what we should do. It
was 30 miles home and night was coming

on. It was preposterous to think of haul-
ing the mangled body of Taurus 30 miles
in a tunting wagon. When the full moon
was high and no sound was heard save the
haoting of owls, Steve and I dug a grave
with an axe and a board, and by tearing up
our 2 camp chests made a box long enough
for a rude coffin. In this we placed the body
of my silent friend, and as we looked at him
for the last time we did not try to suppress
our tears.

He rests out there now on the highest
sand ridge at the North end of Crooked
lake. From his grave you can see the
water glinting for miles to the Southward.
It is a pretty place, but solemnly lonely,
and perhaps Slewfoot’s progeny browse at
night near the grave of my friend.

I do not hunt much now, but I go out
to Crooked lake in the heated term to rus-
ticate, and, if the truth must be told, to be
near Colonel Taurus. On one of my re-
cent trips I carried a marble slab that now
stands at his head as a testimonial of my
regard. On it one reads:

Hic jacet,
| CoLoNEL TAURUS,

Who died down yonder
where the antlers are nailed
to the pine, that I, whom he

loved, might live,
I Like Byron, the cynic, I erect
this stone to the memory
of my Best Friend,

A DOG.

The ornithorhyncus went over the hill
To view the remains of a pterodactyl.
“A queer bird was Terry,
A funny one, very”;
Said the ornithoryncus a-scratching his

bill

—'Carolyn Wells, in Judge.



HUNTING FOR A PLACE TO HUNT.

H. H. TODD.

Our quartette had hunted together each
season until it became natural to ask,
“Where shall we go next fall?” During
the spring of ‘99 we planned a grand trip
to ldaho. How careful were our prepara-
tions! We wrote to all parts of the State,
and after culling out the answers thought
we had struck a nugget. Three of us left
New York September 4. on one of the
luxurious trains of the New York Central.
The views along our beautiful Hudson, the
Mohawk valley, and the prosperous farms
and cities of Western New York, and of

At Granger we took the Oregon Short
Line, to find many similar scenes, together
with the fertile valleys and prosperous
farms of Southern Idaho. At Diamond-
ville the track runs over the opening of a
coal mine, and the sidings are filled with
modern 50-ton steel cars loaded with black
diamonds awaiting shipment. Thrift and
progress are on every hand. Passing
through Oregon and Washington, we took
the stcamer at Riparia for Lewiston, and
that is a delighttul sail, with its many
turns, and steep cliffs on either side. The

GREEN RIVER, WYOMING.

Ohio and Indiana, passed in quick succes-
sion. and in a few hours we were in the
great city of the middle West, Chicago.
From there to Omaha by night shows the
progressiveness of the Chicago, Milwaukee
& St. Paul Railway, with sleepers equipped
with electricity and in each berth a scpa-
rate lamp. From Omaha by the Overland
Limited found us in a luxurious hotel on
wheels. Its dining service can not be ex-
celled. while the combination car, with its
library. periodicals, writing facilities, its
barber shop, bath, and café, to say nothing
of its comfortable armchairs, leaves little
to be wished for. The scenery is grand
and the changes rapid, flying past the great
cornfields of Nebraska,. W. F. Cody's
ranch. and reaching the foot hills of the
Rockies. where with an extra engine the
ascent begins. At the different stations the
4 and 6 horse stages wait for the mail,
which reminds of bygone days, when they
were the only means of transportation
across the plains. The buttes of the
Green River valley look as though they
had been placed there to fortify the town.
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NEZ PERCE INDIAN BOY AND H{iS CAYUSE.

trip seemed short, and we were sorry when
we reached the end. IFrom Lewiston to
Grangeville, 74 miles by stage, was novel,
but a little tircsome, although a large part
of it was throueh historic ground. passing
over the battlefield of the Nez Perce
Indians. with the monument erected tc
Licut. Foster standing in the middle of the

stage road down Cottonwood hill. Cross-
ing Camas prairie we reached the town of
Grangeville, Idaho. made famous by the
gold strikes at Buffalo Hump. There we
met our guide, M. A. Bates. He assured
us that we would reach the Chamberlain
basin in about 4 days, but when we looked
at the outfit he had provided we doubted
it, for another such lot of crow baits it
would be hard to get together! Gaunt,
sore, and worn out, they seemed hardly
able to get around: but Bates assursd us
it was their nature, and that they were in
good condition for the trip, so off we
started, at 4 P. M. Monday, camping about
10 miles out.

The next morning we were awakensd by
a lot of Nez Perce squaws and children,
who had been after huckleberries and were
homeward bound. It was a novel sight to
see the squaws straddling the horses, with
the papooses strung on behind and before,
and we tried to take a photograph, but
with poor success, as the Indians are very
superstitious. One lad of 14, after much
persuasion, allowed us to snap him.

That day we made about 30 miles. We
rcached Adams’ camp at noon, and had an
experience we will all remember. We were
passing through a stretch of burnt timber
when a wind storm struck us that felled
the trees in all directions. Closs by us
they would crack and tumble with a roar
that was anything but pleasant, so we were
glad when we reached the clearing, and
could listen to the cannonading from a
distance. That night we stayed at Boulder
Creek.

WARRENS. IDAHO.
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FORDING THE SALMON RIVER,

The third day we passed through the
oiu mining town of Florence, out of which
it is claimed over 5o millions of dollars
have been taken, and nightfall found us at
the State bridge on the Salmon river, ready
to take a well earned rest. The fourth
day we used up in climbing the 14-mile
hill. from the Salmon river to the hot
springs, where we stayed over night to get
a bath in water that came out of the
earth at over 100 degrees. The fifth day
found us at Warrens, which is a thriving
mining town, where many pack outfits
start from. All around it the ground has
been worked with placer mines, until the
whole valley looks like the seashore, with
the sand piled up in drifts. The Chinese
still work the old diggings, making small
wages.

At that time our troubles began to
thicken. As we had thought, our horses
were used up, and we were apparently as
far from our hunting ground as when we
started. After a conference we demanded
of Bates a new outfit; also to know
whether he knew where he was going. He
admitted that he did not know the country
very well, and finally consented to hire
an extra guide, and get some new horses;
so on the sixth day we started with new
hopes, fording the South fork of the Sal-
mon river about noon. The river was
waist deep, with a swift current, and many
round boulders on the bottom, so we had
to be cautious as we rode across. but
made it without mishap, and camped for
the night about 5 miles beyond. on Elk
creek. The seventh day we had a rather
rough trail, lost one horse in the woods
by not picketing him. and another. which
was completely fagged out, we had to leave
behind. We had seen no game since we
started, and we began to.think we were

up against it. That afternoon we crossed
a high ridge, from which we could see
the Bitter Root range, 60 miles away, and
camped on Smith’s creek, reaching there
about 8.30 P. M.

The 8th day we werc positively as-
sured that we would be in the basin in 2
days, but with past experiences, we took
the statement with salt. However, we
started early, leaving the pack to follow,
and reached Mosquito Springs, where we
found the coldest water I have ever had
the pleasure of drinking. About dusk,
Bates came hurrying along, leading a pack
horse, and gave us the pleasant informa-
tion that most of the pack horses were
lost, so they would not reach us that
night. You can imagine how we enjoysd
that. Eight days out, no sign of game,
with worse prospects, and our outfit lost!
That was indeed a pleasant outlook; but
we dined on what we had and spread our
blankets for a sleep.

The next day, of course, we had to wait
for the packs to reach us. We fell in
with a scout and prospector, known as the
Yellowstone Kid. whose outfit consisted of
2 jacks and a dog. He had killed a bear,
so we had our first fresh meat. While
waiting, we hired him to take us out, and
came back in the evening with one black-
tail deer, which was the only animal shot
on the trip. About sundown our outfit ar-
rived, minus one more horse and part of
the pack, including my boots, which, be-
ing wet, had been thrown over the pack
to dry.

We engaged the Kid for a week, and on
the 1oth day we reached Ramie Meadows,
where we expected to find game, but, like

COL. R. E. MOSS, AND THE BEAR HE DIDN'T GET.
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ON TOP OF THE BITTER ROOT RANGE.

the rainbow, it was not there, as we found
after diligent search. The evening of
the 11th day, we held a council of war, and
were inclined to quit, but decided to
give the guides one more chance. and on
the 13th day we arrived in the Chamber-
lain basin, which we were to have reached
in 4. We made camp about 4 P. M., and
Billy insisted on going out to find some
fresh trails to work on in the morning.
Night came, but no Billy. In the morning,
after we had eaten breakfast, along came
Billy, sidling into camp. In answer to
questions, he said he had gone farther than
he thought, so made a fire and went to
slecep. He had not seen any game, but
came on a very hot trail in the middle of
the night, and when he turned around, the
seat of his trousers told the rest.

We hunted there faithfully 2 days, with-
out seeing a hair, and then, as our time was
limited, and our spirits down to zero, we
started for home. We had many experi-
ences, such as a dry camp and no water
for 24 hours, but not a sign of game.
Finally we reached Grangeville, 3 wecks
out, having seen only one deer on the whole
trip and a bear cub. tied to a post in one

_ of the back yards of Grangeville.

I would not have you think from this
that there is no game in Idaho. There is
plenty of it, but you must get the right
guide to take you to it, or at least one who
knows the country over which he travels,
which our guide did not. Of course we
came home much disappointed as to
trophies, but we had obtained a wealth of
experience. We had had healthy exercise,
rough, plain fare, and the climate, which
would alone repay for the trip. We had
enjoyed the grandeur of the scenery in the
mountains, as our horses wound their way
along the narrow trail, with the river
many hundred feet below, and again as we
stood on some peak, and through the clear
atmosphere saw ridge after ridge of moun-
tains in the far distance, with beautiful
lakes nestling down in the valleys. We
felt fully repaid. It was with deep regret
that we started on our homeward journey.
The small animal life, the grouse shooting
and the trout fishing, added no small part
to our enjoyment; so that after counting
up both sides we felt that, after all, we
had a good time. As to game, we were no
hogs any way. for as members of L. A. S.
we can get lots of enjoyment out of a trip
without slaughter.

“Good mawnin’, pahson, what kin we

do foh you?”

“Oh, I'se jest makin’ a pastoral call.”

“Well, goodness me!

kill a

out an’
News.

Den I'll go right

chicken.”—Indianapolis
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PLY FISHING.
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THE FARMER'S PETITION

A. L. VERMILYA.

Now the autumn days are with us, and
the hunter's got his gun

Sighted fine for every object from a grizzly
to a bun;

And we farmers have been humping to de-
vise some kind of plan,

So that when the season’'s over we'll still
have the form of man,

'Stead of being mossback angels, wobbling
lonesome in the skies,

Wearing overalls and whiskers and a look
of pained surprise.

For the blithesome city sportsman is a
most peculiar cuss;

He will shoot a feller’s head off, and then
say, “Glad it is no wuss.”

He will shoot with all the rashness that at
home he shoots the chutes,

And he'll fill us full of bullets. from our
scalp-lock to our boots

But it's really quite annoying, when the
hunting season’s gone,

To go limping round on crutches, with
our features kinder drawn .

And our systems out of kilter, having most
too many holes,

Which let in the chilly weather onto our
immortal souls.

So we’ve got up a netition—listen, sports-
men, here it is—

It’s a very mild production, and the read-
ing runs like this:

“We, the farmers of the backwoods, most
respectfully do pray

That you hunter chaps won't shoot us when
we happen in your way.

And believe us, we are sorry—mighty sor-
ry—that we’re here

Mother—What!
ing again,
don’t fight.

Johnnie—Yes, I know that.

Johnnie?

Just when all you city fellers want to shoot
the moose and deer;

But you see our farms are scattered round
the country hereabout,

And ’twould seem most awful cruel for to
drive us farmers out,
Course, we know we look like ‘critters,’
from our trousers to our hair,
’Cause you say, whene’er you shoot us
*‘Thought it was a deer or bear!

But we can’t help looking wildish, living
careless-like and loose,

And a second glance would tell you that a
farmer ain’t a moose.

Shoot our chickens and our turkeys; shoot
our horses and our calves;

Shoot the atmosphere and landscape into
quarters, thirds and halves;

Shoot the sheep within the pasture; shoot
the piglet in the pen;

Shoot the cows around the straw-stack;
shoot our oxen now and then;

But while all _the. game you’re shooting—
everything both low and high—

"We do beg most blamed respectful that

you'll ‘kindly pass us by.

For a bullet in the liver or a buckshot in
the back

Is most cussed inconvenient, and it puts

" us out of whack.

We ain't what you might call anxious to
get riddled like a sieve,

For, you see, it's kinder nat'ral for us
chaps to want to live;

Therefore, if you come a-hunting while
the autumn breezes blow,

Though you shoot up all our live stock,
let the busy farmer go.”

Have you been fight-

Good little boys

1 thought

he was a good little boy, but after I hit
him once I found he wasn't.—Somerville

Journal.



HUNTING IN THE BAKER RANGE.

T. C. AUSTIN.

The ever restless spirit of the pioneers
of the Northwest is like the tide of the
ocean, beating and throbbing against the
rocky shores in its effort to escape its im-
prisonment. The old hunters and trappers
of the Hudson Bay Company first opened
the pathway to Puget sound. disclosing a
field of adventure which scveral genera-
tions have been unable to ecntirely sub-
due. It is only within the past few years
that the mountain fastnesses surrounding
this great body of water have been ex-
plored and the leaves of Nature's book
opened to the hungry eyes of the natu-
ralist.

The Baker range of mountains was, until
the summer of 1886, an unwritten page,
never having been trodden by the foot of
civilized man. During the early part of
that year gold was discovered on the
Similkamcen river, one of the tributaries of
the Columbia, East of the Cascades. The
gold seekers were compelled to make a
long, circuitous route, through British Co-
lumbia. in order to reach the new El
Dorado, and the fact that they were re-
quired to pay tribute to their British
cousins was exceedingly disagreeable to
them. An effort was accordingly made to
pierce the then unexplored Baker range,
thus securing a trail altogether on Ameri-
can soil.

Accordingly, on the 12th of July, 1886, a
party, consisting of William Powell, an old
‘49er; Professor J. Y. Collins. an enthu-
siastic naturalist; Banning Austin, an ex-
perienced civil enginecr, thorough woods-
man and experience hunter: T. H. De-
haven, Samuel Belford and David Meyers,
all hardy men. leit Bellingham bay for the
purpose of making the necessary explora-
tion.

Each man carried on his back a pack
weighing about 60 pounds. This included
rations< for 2 weeks, which they supposed
would be ample time in which to reach the
mining camp.

The first few days of their journey were
uneventful other than that they were
amazed by swarms of mosquitoes in the
valleys. On the morning of the 16th. while
traveling in the valley of the North fork
of the Nooksack river, they came in view
of the great glacier of Mount Baker, about
10 miles away. The sun was shining on
the face of the crater, in which the glacier
is formed, showing thousands of feet of
ice and snow, over which danced every
color of the rainbow. Added to this, the
noise of the rocks and ice, tumbling from
their lofty heights, made the scene grand
and awe inspiring in the extreme.

25

The country over which the men had
passed was an interminable jungle of
fallen timber and underbrush, and as they
approached the mountains, new difficul-
ties were encountered. Immense can-
yons blocked the way, while the streams
which they were compelled to cross were
ice cold, being fed by the snows on the
mountains. These streams they found full
of trout, which partially repaid the trav-
elers for the suffering encountered in
crossing them.

The next morning the journey was re-
newed, all the party being in good spirits.
Now and then they halted to regale them-
selves with the wild huckleberries covering
the mountain sides. During one of the
pauses Powell, who was slightly in ad-
vance, shouted for Austin, who carried
the only gun, that he had routed a bear.
Hastening forward, Austin discovered a
black bear cub ensconcéd in a fir tree
about 100 feet from the ground. A single
shot disposed of it and furnished the party
with the first fresh meat they had had
since starting. That night they camped
at the foot of a red butte, which they
named Baldy.

Four of the party ascended this moun-
tain the following day, in order to obtain
a view of the surrounding country. On
reaching the summit Austin looked down
the mountain side, and, about 1,000 fect
below, discovered 2 mountain goats slowly
working their way toward where he was
standing. Onward they came, slowly but
surely, passing the edge of an immense
precipice, over the dizzy heights of which
one misstep would have hurled them on
the rocks several thousand feet below.
The hunter at once began working his way
toward the unsuspecting animals, and suc-
ceeded in getting within about 200 yards
when he opened fire. The first shot
missed. but the second took effect. when
over the goat went, falling at least 100 feet
before striking. It dragged itself about
1.000 feet farther, to a large bank of
snow, and gave up the ghost. The action
of its companion was indeed pitiable.
Glancing down the mountain to where its
mate lay, it made its way down by a dif-
ferent route and lay down by its side. The
dead goat was easily secured, and the meat
formed a welcome change for the prospec-
tors. Professor Collins preserved the head
and horns, carrying them all through the
toilsome journey.

The party procceded to the Northeast
side of the mountain, and as the atmos-
phere was extremely smoky, decided to
again ascend and then try to make ob-
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servations, On the morning of the 20th
the ascent was made. The smoke hung
low in the valleys, and therefore did not
interfere materially with their view.
The scenery was most beautiful. To the
North and East they could count over 100
peaks; while vast fields of snow extended
North as far as the eye could reach. At
intervals could be heard the roar of an
avalanche, as some great bank of snow
broke from its moorings and started
downward on its journey of destruction.

The camp was on the head of a small
stream. It was decided to follow down
that, and on the morning of the 22d the
men arrived at the Chilaweyak. The
course they had marked out took up this
stream, and undauntedly they again
turned toward the region of perpetual
snow, through interminable intricacies of
fallen timber and underbrush.

The provisions were beginning to run
low, and no game had been seen since the
goat was killed. On the 26th it rained all
day, and all hands remained in camp.
rolled up in their blankets, until the gnaw-
ings of hunger drove them out.

Starvation then began to stare them in
the face. The allotment was one biscuit a
day each to each man, with such berries as
they could find. The fearfully hard work
of tramping over the rough country they
had encountered. together with the lack of
provisions, began to tell on them, espe-
cially on the old members of the party.

By almost superhuman exertion they
reached a point, on the night of the 27th.
where they could see the head of the
stream they were following. The next day
they turned more to North, determined
to get above the jungles and nearer to
snow line, with the hope of securing meat
of some kind.

Owing to the extreme weakness of some
of the men, camp was pitched at 3 o'clock.
while Austin took his rifle and went on
up the mountain in search of game. He
traveled but a short distance when he saw
7 goats standing on a cliff of snow and
ice looking at him. He stepped behind a
rock for the purpose of stalking them.
when the whole band wheeled and dis-
appeared.

He then started toward the summit and
had gone but a few hundred feet when.
looking to his left, he saw a fine buck
within easy range standing on a cliff of
rock. Never in his life had he been so
anxious to make a sure shot as then. Care-
fully he rested his rifle on a cake of ice
and pressed the trigger. At the report the
goat tumbled over the clif and out of
sight into one of the rifts of the glacier.
As Austin attempted to extract the shell
it stuck fast, and as he was tugging at
the lever 6 more goats came picking their
way down the ridge on which he was
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standing, passing within 30 feet of him.

He broke every blade from his knife,
but to no purpose, and was compelled to
watch the animals pass out of sight. Then
he returned to camp to give the sad news
to his comrades. As he entered the camy
his white face startled his companions, and
Professor Collins hastened to ask,

“What is the matter, Banning?
you seen a ghost?”

“No,” he replied; ‘“worse than that. I
have been within 30 feet of 6 goats and did
not get one of them.”

For a time the men were almost stupe-
fied. That shell must be removed or they
must starve. They commenced to work
more carcfully than ever before. The gun
was taken apart, piece by piece, and the
barrel heated. To their delight, the shell
dropped out, and general rejoicing took
the place of despair. The rifle was then
put together and greased with a piece of
bacon rind, all they had left.

The next morning it was raining quite
hard, but meat must be had; so the gun
was tried, found to be all right, and Aus-
tin, accompanied by Dehaven and Belford,
with their pack straps, started up the
mountain. After a climb of 3 hours they
got above the clouds. While walking
along the summit 4 goats were discovered
on a Iedge, some distance below; 2 old
ones and 2 k

Belford and Dehaven remained on the
summit while Austin went in pursuit of

Have

the quarry. He soon got within range,

and the first shot killed one of the old
goats, but she fell into the canyon below,
out of sight. The next shot knocked the
other over, and after falling and rolling
down the mountain, several hundred feet,
she also disappeared over the same fright-
ful precipice.

The little ones were next attended to.
One of them went after the dams, but the
other was finally secured, after a perilous
climb., by Austin and Dehaven, of fully
1,000 feet.

The hunters then returned to the camp
highly elated but extremely tired and hun-
gry, having gone the entire day, the most
perilous of the journey, on their one bis-
cuit each. They arrived late, but sonn re-
covered their spirits while enjoying broiled
goat meat, and shortly rolled up in their
blankets to dream of home.

During the night the fire burned low.
when 2 of the men got up to replenish it
and saw the most beautiful sight they had
ever beheld. They described it as follows:

“The clouds had settled below us and
the moon had arisen full and beautiful.
It shone down on the clouds. making them
look, as they wound down the different
valleys, like gigantic snow white robes,
while about the camp, in all directions,
arose lofty peaks. which seemed to pierce
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the heavens. Occasionally a bright streak
of light would dart through the snow white
fleece, to be followed immediately by a
heavy roll of thunder, seemingly shaking
the mountains to their foundations.

“On an immense glacier to the Southeast
the moon’s rays fell full and bright, mak-
ing the great wall of ice reflect all the
colors of the rainbow. Now and then a
great mass of ice and snow would go
crashing into the depths below, the jar
of which, coupled with the thunder,
brought to mind the vision of Faust on
the summit of the Brocken.”

The next day the journey was resumed.
Occasionally the party would come to a
small park, of 8 or 10 acres, in which grass
was growing luxuriantly, while bees were
humming and several varieties of song
birds sent forth their music, making a
pleasing contrast to the desolate country
through which the men had previously
passed.

Two white ptarmigan were killed, dur-
ing the day, and were added to Professor
Collins’ collection. Several bands of goats
were seen, but none killed. Camp was
made early, and the next morning Austin
and Collins started for the summit of the
mountain on a hunt, as the meat secured
the day before was all gone.

Shortly after reaching the summit 7
goats were scen in one band. standing on
the edge of a deep canyon. Collins con-
cealed himself, while Austin went to the
head of the draw on which they were
standing. Austin soon reached the desired
point. when Collins showed himself to the
suspicious animals. The band divided, 4
going up the draw while the others fol-
lowed around the canyon on the snow.
The first 4 came within 50 yards of the
hunter, who opened fire, killing 2 with the
first 2 shots. One of the goats rolled into
a crevice in the snow, while the other
tumbled down the mountain side fully
2000 feet, lodging against a big boulder.
A third shot broke the leg of another goat.
The rifle spoke again. when the animal
ran a short distance and fell dead.

Austin followed the fourth to the edge
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of the snow, getting within about 200
yards of it, and by a fortunate shot laid it
dead in its tracks.

Thrce of the goats were carried into
camp and were estimated to welgh 200 to
250 pounds each. The next morning the
fourth one was secured, and proved fully
as large as any of the others. The party
was thus well supplied with meat, and re-
mained in camp 3 days jerking goat meat
for the remainder of the journey. They
christened this Goat Camp.

On August 2d the men started for a
large lake, which they could see, about 6
miles to the North, and which they
reached during the following morning.
On the 4th they continued their journey
along the East shore of the lake, and
about 9 o’clock came on the ruins of an
Indian camp, which had probably been
used many years before, while hunting in
the surrounding mountains.

A short distance farther they came to a
glacier stream, and while deliberating on
the course to take discovered a grave in
one of the most desolate and dismal spots
imaginable. A cedar tree near bore the
following inscription:

“Sacred to the memory of Michael
Brown, a native of Galway, Ireland.
Drowned in Chilaweyak lake, October
1oth, 1858. Member of the gth U. S. In-
fantry. Found June 18, 1859, and buried
by his comrades. Age, 26 years.”

The present party were probably the first
white men to visit this grave since the
burial of the soldier, a quarter of a cen-

tury before.
A two hours’ march up this glacier
stream took them to the old U. S.

boundary survey of 1858 which had been
cut 15 feet wide through the wilderness,
but was grown up with underbrush.
That was virtually the end of their adven-
tures and sufferings, although they had
to travel 3 days more over country similar
to that through which they had passed. be-
fore reaching Cowley’s ranch on the Fort
Hope trail. where they procured their first
square meal since leaving Puget sound.

“Well, if you haven’t still got that red

vest!” i
met the robin.

exclaimed the jay bird, when he

“They are still the proper thing.” an-

swered the robin;

iy

“at least, the jays have
not taken to them yet.” L
The early worm here putting in an ap-

pearance, society chit-chat was laid aside
for the practice of benevolent assimila-
tion.—Indianapolis Press.
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AN UNINVITED GUEST.

STANLEY

We were out after grizzly, Tom Long
and I, and we intended to have 2 at least,
for each wanted a skin to exhibit in future
years as undeniable evidence of his prow-
ess. It was to secure these trophies that
we had come from the East to Montana,
armed with expensive and deadly rifles
and with ammunition enough to carry on
a general engagement with a whole drove
of bears should occasfon arise. We had
secured the services of the best guide
to be had, an old hunter named Jim Hol-
den, and we were on the hills in late Oc-
tober and in a region where, we were as-
sured by Jim, we should find bear. We
had already seen a black one, and had
blazed away at it as it disappeared in the
scrub, but without apparent effect.

We had set up our tent close to the edge
of a slight bluff descending perpendicu-
larly about 15 feet, at the foot of which
was a hollow where water had gathered
over an area of perhaps an acre. Consider-
able vegetation surrounded this miniature
lake, though the water, at the time of our
visit, was not more than 2 feet in depth at
its deepest place. which was close to the
little bluff. The lake, or rather pond, was
a decided convenience to us, and we
camped close to the bluff with regard to
ease in letting down a pail to get water
for cooking purposes. We were there to
stay until we found bear. We were sup-
plied to the queen’s taste: a native of the
valley, with 2 burros, having brought up
our traps and much canned food and then
departed.

Supper was over, our pipes were lit,
and Tom and I talked wisely and well of
bear. We hadn’t talked of anything else
for days. We talked of means and meth-
ods and of what we would do in an emer-
gency. I noticed that old Jim smiled oc-
casionally as he listened, but any contempt,
covert or expressed, on Jim's past could
not affect either Tom or me.~ We knew our
business. We’d never seen a wild grizzly,
either of us, but that didn’t matter. We
had shot almost everything else in our
time and felt that we should give a good
account of ourselves under any possible
conditions. Tom waxed grandiloquent and
was disposed to quiz our guide.

“I'l tell you what it is, Jim,” said he,
“theres been a lot of humbug about the
danger attending a meeting with your cin-
namon and your silvertips and all the
other big bears out here. and ahout big
fights of which you tellows blow so much.
You hunters have formed a sort of pool
for lying abhout bears, each one aof you

WATERLOO.

standing by the other. That’s the size of
it. I don't believe a grizzly ever tackled
a man unless the grizzly was cornered or
too badly hurt to get away. It's all rot;
you're a lot of bragging Ananiases!” and
he threw a cracker at Jim, who chuckled
rather grimly as he dodged.

“You'll know more about bear in a day
or 2,” he said.

“Will I?” said Tom, “oh, will I? Why,
man, it's a dead cinch on a bear when
you've got a good repeater. You could
kill an elephant with such a gun. It's only
a matter of keeping cool. You can’t help
pumping him so full of lead before he gets
to you that he’'s a dead bear. They're
lumbering brutes anyhow. Why, I believe
I could murder one of them with this.
I'd run around him and ram the point
into his cervical vertebrae”; and Tom
flourished an awful hunting knife, a foot
in length and absolutely new.

Jim only chuckled again, while I joined
in with Tom to tell how easy it would be
to kill a grizzly, even with a club, if one
would keep moderately cool; but, finally,
tired of the chaffing, we decided to turn in,

Old Jim simply spread his blankets and
crawled in between them, but Tom and I
scorned such ancient devices for comfort
in the mountains. We knew the night
would be cold, so we got out some quarter
inch rope from our pack, spread out our
blankets, rolled ourselves up in them and
then lashed them about us as old Jim
lashed the loads on the burros. We said
we were mighty certain then that we should
not kick the covers off during the night
and wake with cold backs, cold feet, rheu-
matism, etc. We certainly did sleep warm.
We had had a hard working day of it, and
within 10 minutes from the time we lay
down I was contrasting the volume and
quantity of my companion’s varying snores.
In another 10 minutes I was asleep myself.

I was awakened by the most blood-curd-
ling yell it had ever been my lot to hear.
No! “blood-curdling” doesn’t describe it!
It was blood-solidifying! I lifted my
head, only to see old Jim dive under the
edge of the canvas farthest from the en-
trance and there disappear. and to see Tom
flopping about like a bheheaded chicken. It
was he who had emitted that yell. I
couldn’t understand it. I turned toward
the entrance. A head had been thrust
through, a head which seemed to me as big
as a barrel. It was that of a grizzly! Then
I yelled myself.

‘lwoOf 'll

There was no time for fooling with the
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rope fastenings of my blankets. I flopped
and rolled with all the energy of deadly
tright toward the side of the tent where
Tom was. He had got a hand free and
was tugging at the canvas. There was an
angry growl, and the bear came tearing in
just as we rolled out, almost together.
Tom was ahead and kept rolling. while I
made as good a second as possible. It
was all over in a moment. Tom suddenly
shot out of my range of vision. He had
dropped somewhere. The next instant
there was a splash 15 feet below, which
sounded as if a whale had broached. I
tried, hurriedly and bunglingly, to release
myself from my blankets, when—

“Woof!”

The bear was ripping away at the tent
cloth. 1 didn’t hesitate any longer. I
thought of home and of the friends of my
childhood and rolled over after Tom. 1
missed him by about 3 feet. When about
half drowned, and after I had caught up a
gallon or so of cold water and weeds and
a beetle or 2, I managed to lift my head
above the surface. Tom had accomplished
the same feat. We got out of our bedding
—1I don't know how—and stood close up
against the edge of the bluff.

“D'you 'spose he’ll follow?” gasped Tom
in a whimper.

I didn’t answer. I grabbed Tom by the
arm, and, bending low down in that water,
which made the marrow in our bones
frappé, we crept silently along by the bluff
until we were yards away and then madc
such a rush as we could across the pond.
There was a tree on the bank. We
climbed into its lower branches and sat
there shivering. To our ears came again
an occasional “woof” and growl from the
site of the tent.

“I b-b-blieve he's g-got old Jim!” chat-
tered Tom, and I thought so, too.

“Let’s call for him,” I said. “We’re safe
enough ourselves, anyhow.”

We shouted together, and, promptly,
there came back an answer from the vicin-
ity of the tent. We knew then what the
situation was. A few yards from the tent
stood a solitary tree, a scrub oak, 6 or 8
inches in diameter.

“Where are ye?” roared Jim.

We called back in explanation, and then
came an inquiry the most cruelly insulting
ever made by one human being of another.

“Ye've scen yer bear. Are ye both
keepin’ cool ?”

First Doctor.—Has

an acute stage?
Second Doctor.—I
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Keeping cool! We who had wallowed
in and clambered through an acre of ice
water! Through teeth that played like
castanets we cursed the man in the other
tree and threatened to kill him in good
time if the Lord but spared our lives; and
the old villain only laughed. But the ‘case
was getting serious.

“What's the bear doing?” I shouted.

“He’s got the tent ripped to pieces and is
gettin’ away with the provisions. He's big
as an ox.”

“What shall we do?”

“Do? Nothin” but wait until he goes
away. That is,” Jim added, “unless you
thought to take yer guns along, or Mr.
Lorimer’s got that big knife with him.
There’s a good chance now at the old fel-
ler’s vertebray. He's got his head down
in the pork kag.”

It was awful, this derisiveness on the
part of Jim, but we were helpless. We
were in no mood for retort. We were
getting more and more benumbed with the
cold. Then Jim started out in another
vein, and more honest and earnest, telling
us to clamber to the ground and dance
about until we got our blood in circulation
again. It was a beautiful and inspiring
spectacle as we followed his advice. We
danced furiously until a degree of warmth
did come to us; but we kept mighty close
to the tree, though reassured by continu-
ous verbal bulletins from Jim as to the
bear’s whereabouts and occupation. It was
a fearful night, the hours passing like days
to everybody save, of course, our visitor.
It was dawn when he sauntered away, for
the time, at least, the best fed monster of a
grizzly in all Montana. He didn't pass
within 100 yards of us, but Tom and I were
in that tree again when Jim called to us
that the brute was leaving.

We gathered at the camp and there held
counsel. Tom wanted to kill Jim as a pre-
liminary to the procecdings, and the guide
was finally spared only because we nceded
him. The place was the finest wreck of
a camping ground ever seen. Jim himself
cheerfully admitted that: and of provisions
for a month not more than debris enough
to last a week remained. Still, the tent
could be patched together, after a fashion,
the guns and cartridges were all right, and
the mecting terminated in a council of war.
We were bloodthirsty. Jim was with us
there, for he had been cold himself. We
wanted the life of that particular bear.
We got it, too. But that is another tale.

the trouble reached

should say it had!

I've paid 46 visits and I haven't received
a cent on account!—Judge.
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MY FIRST CAMPING TRIP.

REV. J. H. FULLER.

My impressions of the necessities for a
camping outfit were obtained from books
on camping written by people who, I fear,
had never camped. I learned that all a
true woodsman needed was a large stock
of matches, kept in a dry place, a quantity
of salt pork for frying fish, and plenty of
salt. Accordingly I laid in an enormous
supply of matches, of the 7-day variety,
made a corner on the hog market, and took
salt enough to preserve all the 6-inch trout
in New England. After carrying them

many miles over dogs and through under- -

brush, I added them to the offerings which
others had already made to the god of
folly.

My first night in camp was passed under
the canopy of heaven. The day had been
long, the road hot and dusty. Night found
us far from our intended camp, on the edge
of the woods. This was not in our sched-
ule. On their first trip all campers have a
schedule. The darkness increasing so we
could go no farther, we sought a shelter,
reluctantly abandoning our schedule, which
would have landed us in an abandoned
house 2 miles farther on. Beside the road
grew a thicket of evergreens. My camping
book had told me that in an emergency
such a place was excellent. It failed to
state wherein the excellence consisted.
Relying on that book, whose author I
should like to meet, we halted for the
night. Beneath the young hemlocks grew
a luxuriant moss, and spreading our blan-
kets on it. we prepared to sleep. After
15 hour we perceived that we were founded
on a rock. We should have preferred
sand.

Another fact began to make itself felt.
The rock on which we lay sloped toward
the road; a gentle slope. indeed. but suffi-
cient for our discomfort, since at its foot
was a puddle. When we felt the cold
water percolating among our toes. we
moved up. That operation we repeated 31
times before morning. As our time period
was 15 minutes, I was able to tell the hour
without consulting my watch. Time wore
heavily on my soul. and the rock wore
sorely on the nether portion of my
trousers. Had I known the names of the
stars, doubtless I should have passed
the night addressing them personally, for
they were many and beautiful. The es-
thetic side of the situation did not, how-
ever, appeal strongly to me at the time.
But as the Psalmist says, “Weeping may
endure for a night, but joy cometh in the
morring.” After a substantial breakfast of

I

cake, which we ate in order to save it, we
shouldered our packs, brushed all the dew
from the hemlocks down our backs, and,
with appropriate remarks, pushed on.

After a few hours of tramping through
the morning air, so refreshing after our
night of torture, we came to a dilapidated
sawmill village. There we hired a team
and were jolted for 2 hours more, when we
were deposited with our luggage close by
an abandoned sugar house, where the trail
entered the woods. “The jumping off
place,” our teamster, Jack Tinker, called
it, and as he rattled homeward he turned
for one last look at us, as though he feared
we would really jump off. Late afternoon
found us 5 miles in the woods, with a wind-
fall covering over 100 acres before us. We
could neither follow the trail nor pick it up
again on the other side. Fortunately for
us. we found a clearing at the left, and
there we passed a comfortable night in the
best preserved log shanty of a deserted
lumber camp. Most of the buildings were
wholly or partially in ruins.

Bears were the topic of conversation the
next morning at breakfast, for during the
night we had occasionally heard on the
mountain side strange crashings and weird
howls.

“Don’t vou fellows get scared of bears.”
said Tobias; “if we run across one, I'll
take the gun and bore him plumb through.”
Fritz, my other companion, winked slyly
but said nothing. To this day I fear he
was the author of the weird howls.

At breakfast we enjoyed for the first
and I trust the last time a new dish,
which was the child of necessity. Our
bread had been knocked to bits by the hard
journey. and the only available way to use
it was to fry it with pork in our new fry-
pan. To our boyish cyes it almost seemed
sacrilege to degrade our frypan, bought for
frying sweet, toothsome trout, to this hum-
bler duty. but we swallowed our pride and
our breakfast. “Porcucere,” we called the
product, dignifying it with an aristocratic
name. in which Latin scholars will perceive
our attempt to combine the name of Ceres
with porcus.

Armed with fishing rods and rifle my
father had reluctantly allowed me to take.
we started gaily down the brook which
flowed past our camp and would lead us to
Paul stream, the goal of our endeavors
and the theme of many a merry liar. All
day we followed the winding brook, angled
the dark-speckled trout from deep, shady
pools, and put them in the basket by our
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MY FIRST CAMPING TRIP.

side, tramped along abandoned lumber
roads, through wild grass to our shoul-
ders, and by mid-afternoon ate our dinner
on the bank of Paul stream with a feeling
of conquest and self sufficiency that might
well be envied.

The darkening slopes of hills and moun-
tains warned us to return. Expecting to
move our camp to that place the following
day, we set out. It was raspberry time,
and now and then we passed through open

places where bushes heavy with berries -

grew in profusion. Paths made by some
clumsy animal passed through them at all
angles, and the scent of crushed berries
filled the air. *Bears eat ‘rosberries,’ ” said
Tobias; “‘perhaps we'll see one.”

As we drew near our camp we were
straggely silent. Perhaps some good angel
sent us a presentiment of the danger ahead.
What the others thought, I know not, but I
was thinking of the noises of the previous
night and of the crushed raspberries. How
easy it would be for a bear to take posses-
sion of our camp and provisions. A night
without supper and no breakfast! How
hungry I felt! And then, suppose Bruin
should prefer live meat to canned beans?
Heaven forbid!

We emerged from the woods. O ye
gods! There he was. his forepaws on the
window sill, his huge head motionless,
framed in the window like a picture of
Satan. I handed the gun to Fritz. In his
nerve and aim I had confidence. T opened
my knife for use as a shell extractor and
took a handful of cartridges. “We must be
ready for a quick load,” I muttered. For
better observation, Tob‘as mounted the roof
of an old stable near which we stood.

“Shoot steady and quick.” I whispered,
as Fritz swung the gun to his shoulder.
Dead silence followed the sharp crack. In
breathless anxiety we loaded and fired
again. That time the bear moved: his
head swayed from right to left and back.

“They always do that before they
charge.” whispered Fritz. *‘Let’s give him
another.” And so we did; but no sign, no
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charge. I heard only a piece of loosened
bark fall harmlessly from the roof of the
old stable to my feet. On the ridge pole
sat Tobias, doing service as a spectator.
Suddenly he leaped to his feet and gave a
vell of unbounded joy.

“Boys, it’s only my old white-toed stock-
ings that I hung in the window this morn-
ing to dry.”

But his emotion was disastrous. The
shaky old roof swayed, creaked, and broke.
Down through the rotten boards went To-
bias, his white face eclipsed by a cloud of
flying shingles and dust. We dug him out,
but reproached him not. We were too
thankful that we had escaped “what might
have been.”

That night, when we went to the brook
for water, we found in the sand one large
track that had not been there in the morn-
ing. It had not been made by us, for we
could not make another like it with the
hand. Truly old Bruin had visited our
camp in our absence, but preferred his diet
of raspberries to the uncertainties of can-
ned beans and young boys.

Do not scoff at my bear story. Most
men have a bear story, but are they all as
creditable to their chief actors as this of
mine? Did I not act as a brave man
should before a real bear? What matter,
then, if after the trial was passed, the dan-
ger was found to be unreal?

One other fact I beg you to remember,
the credit of which belongs wholly to Fritz.
The 3 shots struck within a 2-inch circle
between the eyes of the false-faced bear.
Fritz fired from a distance of about 15 rods.
You may be sure we were no nearer.

That night was our last in the woods.
As the shadows of the mountains grew
longer, and the sun went down in all the
glories of a summer night, we ceased talk-
ing and listened to the melancholy evening
song of the white throated sparrow. It
made us homesick, too. We decided to
move on the morrow and finish our outing
at a small pond nearer civilization and
farther from the haunts of bears.

Snifles—We are gradually doing with-

out things.

We now have horseless car-

riages, smokeless powder, wireless teleg-

raphy, and—

Biffles—Yes, and sunless springs, rain-
less summers and snowless winters.—New

York Herald.
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ON FORBIDDEN GROUND.

J. WILLS

In June, 1900, the little steamer “Tussler,”
12 tons burden, left Ketchikan, Alaska, for
home, coasting along Southern Alaska and
down the peninsula as far as Dutch Har-
bor. Thence we went t¢ St. George Island
and lay to leeward for shelter. We went
ashore, which is forbidden ground, and
the blue foxes followed us like dogs. Six
of them even followed me aboard the boat.

St. George is one of the Pribiloff group
which the North American Commercial
Company has leased from the United States

and polar bears. We saw a few sandhill
cranes, in a lagoon in the middle of the
island.

After a stay of 8 days at St. Mathews, we
pulled out for St. Lawrence, which is 175
miles Northeast by North. We had a hard
trip, as the sea was mountain high, and the
wind was fierce. Several times I thought
the little steamer would never make the
island. but she finally reached shelter be-
hind Southeast Cape. The land runs back
several miles, is low and full of fresh

There are over 800 foxes on the island. Established 4 years. Original start comprised 25 foxes, mulec
and females

Government. The U. S. S. “Rush” came
and dropped her hook alongside. That
put a stop to going ashore any more,
though we looked with longing eyes at the
seal rookery.

Next morning we pulled out for St.
Mathews, 235 miles Northwest by North,
from St. George, and 475 miles from Dutch
Harbor. arriving there after a 36 hours’
run. We went ashore and filled our tank
with fresh water. This island is unin-
habited except by patch and white foxes

water lagoons. Thousands of emperor
geese breed in those lagoons. With a
Savage rifle I killed 7 geese and 2 white
swans in one hour. With the exception
of 2 geese all were shot through the
head. I made one shot on the wing with
solid point ball and got 3 geese. We could
have killed hundreds of thes birds and
swans, but there being only 5 in our crew
we had all we could use, and thanks to
REcreATION, I have long since lost the de-
sire to kill all in sight just for the sake of
killing. Unfortunately we had no camera.
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“BOB GIVE HIM A YANK WHICH STARTED HIM ROLLIN’ AGAIN.”



A DEER RETRIEVING DOG.

E. B. COLLINS.

Jake and me was runnin’ a ranch up on
Roane creek and we thought we could
make somethin’ out of the shootin’, so we
kinder give out over in Debeque that we
could accommodate a few people what
wanted to do some huntin’. The first folks
what come ’long was a man and his wife.
This kinder stumps my pardner, for he
‘lowed things warn't fittin’ and he didn't
know just how to cook for lady folks;
but it warn’t long till they made Jake think
everything was first class, for they didn't
miss any meals and had no kicks comin’.

These folks didn't do much shootin’.
The lady just killed a few ducks so as to
have a change in the meat, as we only had
venison. The gentleman he was after
jack rabbits. When he would get a jack
he would bring him to the ranch, skin him
and cook all the mcat off his bones: then
set the bones all back in the places where
they belonged, and just study them a
long time. You see, he was onc of them
sculpter fellers what makes all kinds of
animals out of mud and rock; and he
makes them look like they was sure alive.
He was larnin’ how to make a jack rabbit.

Well, the next folks what come was 2
men from way back East what wanted to
do some deer shootin’. I says to Jake,
“These fellers just come out here to sce
how many they can kill, then go back
home and blow about it and make their
friends think they are great hunters; hut
it don't go with me. ['m the game warden
for this here district and I'll just tell them
the're allowed to kill only 2 deer apicce.
and they better look for horns before they

do too much killin".”

You see, does was plenty. They had
come down off the high tops and was
feedin’ low down so you could just knock
'em over as easy as you could shecp in
the pasture. But I didn't get no chance
to say nothin’ to them fcllers 'bout this.
for they just jumps out the wagon and
tells their guide to look after the horses
and their traps, as they was goin’ up the
gulch to look round before dark.

They comes back just as supper is ready
and kinder makes theirselves known to the
sculpter feller and his wife. When they
sets down to supper they asks about the
deer shootin’ 'round there. The young fel-
ler he said he had come a long way to
shoot a deer and was goin’ to stay until he
got one: said they had seen quite a number
of does in the gulch just before dark, but
as they were after horns they didn’t do any
shootin’.  So says to Jake. “I guess
these fellers ain’t no butchers, shootin’ for
some town market.”

The next motnin’ they gets up early, goes

1z

out and breaks the ice in the water bucket
so as to wash. The young feller he just
blows the water like he's skeered he’ll get
some on his face, and then he says he likes
to wash in ice water. After they gets a
good breakfast they starts up the gulch. [
says, “"Better take Bob 'long. He's good on
deer, and if you wound one he’'ll keep on
his trail till he rounds him.’

They didn't seem to think much of Bob,
as he was scraggly and not much for looks,
part shepherd and the other part just_dog,
you know; but he begged so hard they
whistled him along.

They comes back that night dead tired
and hungry as bears; said they didn’t
know they had gone so far till they started
back, but as they was well paid for the trip
they didn’t care 'bout bein’ tired.

After they had their supper. the young
one he starts to tell me 'bout Bob. He
says, ‘“Say, Ike, you know you got the
best dog ?'or deer that ever went over the
hills after them. He don't only round ’em
up, but he brings 'em to you. I killed a
200 pound buck this afternoon and Bob
goes and fetches it right to me.”

Now, you see I knowed Bob; he
wouldn’t weigh over 30 to 40 pounds, and
when this young feller commenced to tell
us ‘bout bringin’ him a 200 pound buck, I
just thought "twas time to call him off and
ask him to explain, as I didn’t want Bob's
reputation hurt as a deer dog.

So he says, “Ike, 'twas this way: The
buck was with a lot of does feedin’ way low
down the mountain, and when we come up
he winded up and started for the rim rock.
After he gets up there he had to circle
round so as to get out. As he come my
way, I commenced to pump lead after him,
the third shot strikin’ him just back of the
shoulder and rangin’ back. Down he went.
He would try to get up and when down he
would go again. I saw he was hard hit.
so did no more shootin’. Bob was stand-
in” by my side all the time, givin’ little
low whines and anxious to go after him.
so I says, ‘On Bob, bring him down.’ Boh
starts up, goin’ round and round till he
gets up on the rim rock, where the buck
was. They had quite a scuffle, and the
deer fell off the shelf as it were, and
started to roll down the mountain. He
lodged in some brush, but Bob come on
after him, got hold and give him a yank
which started him rollin’ again. This was
repeated till the deer was at my feet.”

This explanation seemed to satisfy all
the folks. so I told him T knowed Bob was
an awful smart dog and I believed under
certgnin conditions a 30 pound dog could
retrieve a 200 pound deer.



ON THE TRAIL OF THE

"H. H.

Early one warm morning in May we left
Pasadena for a pedestrian trip to the high
Sierras of Central California. Our party
comprised my friend A. H. Conger, his
son Harry, a strapping youth of 15, and
me. Three burros laden with provisions
and camping supplies constituted our out-
fit. We, roughly but comfortably clad,
trudged behind.

Evening found us 12 miles out, thorough-
ly tired and willing to camp in any old
place affording wood and water. Next
morning an early start carried us across
the wash of Big Tejunga canyon before the
day grew excessively warm. Our camp the
second night was near the San Fernando
tunnel of the Southern Pacific railroad.
The third day tried us severely. Hot,
dusty roads, with a fierce head wind, made
walking hard, and at 1 p. m. we camped in
a green pasture on the Newhall ranch.
About sundown Conger went shooting near
camp, returning shortly with 7 fat young
cottontails, giving us material for a fine
stew.

Next day we pegged steadily upward
through the Castaig canyon, leaving the
wagon road to our right and taking a good
mountain trail to Miller’s ranch, at Oak
Flat. There we camped under some fine
oaks, but feed and water were scarce. That
day was notable for the large coveys of
quails seen along the road. the dry season
seemingly having prevented them from
pairing. The next 2 days we hunted and
enjoyed the scenery.

From that point our route lay up the
Piru. A short distance from where we
struck the creek is a fine ranch owned by
an eccentric English bachelor. Surrounded
by his horses, cattle and bees he lives the
life of a patriarch, barring howling chil-
dren and scolding wives. Two miles far-
ther up we made an early camp, as the
threatening skies foretold rain. We re-
mained until Monday morning, when we
traveled Northward up the canyon, which
broadens into a wide meadow at Bailey
ranch. About 2 p. m. we cut into the main
wagon road again, West of Necnach.
I killed a large male glossy ibis. or bronze
curlew. We camped for the night at Gor-
man’s, on the old Fort Tejon road. Vast
masses of black clouds rushed over the
summits and poured through the pass,
driven by a furious wind. The weather,
to a Southern Californian, was fearfully
cold, so after a hasty supper we crawled
into our blankets, pulling the double folds
of our tent over us.

Next day we made 18 miles down hill

FOUR FOOTED LOCUST.

ROSE.

to Rose’s station, passing through a grove
of the largest and most stately oaks in
California. Passing Castac lake, we reached
the ruins of old Fort Tejon, an adobe
structure built by the Mexicans to over-
awe the Indians. At the top of the pass,
over 4,000 feet above sea level, I saw a
flock of stilts circling over a cienaga.
Hastily seizing the shot gun I ran to the
fence and as they flew by gave them both
barrels, dropping 6. Then Harry took the
gun, and following them across the pas-
ture secured 5 with one shot. Though not
first class eating they made a palatable stew
for supper.

From Rose’s station to Granite station,
through Bakersfield and Poso Bridge, the
road passed over alkali flats and dreary
barren hills, except in the irrigated dis-
trict about Bakersfield.

The road Northward from Bakersfield
leads over barren hills for 25 or 30 miles.
The region was once carpeted with flowers
and bush grasses, but the sheep, that “4-
footed locust,” as John Muir aptly terms
him, has destroyed its beauty, and to a
great extent its value. At Poso Bridge
we found a few cottonwood trees in a dry,
sandy wash. A well dug in the dry chan-
nel furnished water. Poso Bridge and
Granite Station, 12 miles farther on, are
just sheep shearing points, as many as 60,-
000 being shorn there semi-annually.

The Monday following we passed
through Glenville, a pretty mountain vil-
lage, and camped among pines and cedars
at Burton’s, 9 miles beyond. The next day
we reached the end of the wagon road at
Parson’s mill. There we found a fine or-
chard, and bought some excellent apples.
Steady plodding pulled us over the bald
summit at the head of White river, and we
camped in a deserted cabin at Tobias
meadows, about 7.000 feet above sea level.

Off in the morning, we followed a good
but rocky trail over high ridges and through
dark canyons. We stopped for lunch at
“Dirty camp.” where years of sheep fold-
ing have covered the slopes with droppings
and given the place its name. We camved -
for the night beside a fine stream at Dry
meadows, where countless sheep ba-a-a-ed
all night. At least 200,000 sheep are now
trespassing on the National Forest Re-
serve in these mountains, doing enormous
damage to young trees and shrubs and in-
cidentally to the water supply.

June 15t we reached Kern lake. This is
a widening of Big Kern river and was
formed in 1868 by a landslide occasioned by
the great earthquake. Much timber is stiil

113



ON THE TRAIL OF THE

standing half submerged. The lake abounds
in gamy trout of great size. Ordinary tackle
is far too light, and though we hooked
many fish we brought but few to book. The
largest one taken I landed after a 35 min-
ute struggle. He measured 22 inches and
would have weighed 44 to 5 pounds.
There are many larger ones in the lake,
some 30 inches long having been taken.

We obtained saddle horses for a trip up
Whitney creek, which heads high on Mt.
Whitney, and is the home of the famous
golden trout. They are found only in that
and tributary streams. Light golden yel-
low, heavily striped with carmine and with
bright carmine bellies, they are wonderful-
ly beautiful. We caught many.

On the trip Conger saw a female canvas-
back duck fly into a hole 30 feet from the
ground in a big pine stub. As it was the
breeding season she doubtless had her nest
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there. I never before knew any of our
ducks nested in hollow trees, except the
wood duck, fulvous duck, and occasionally
the merganser. We surprised an old mer-
ganser with her brood one morning and it
was amusing to see the fluffy little rascals
clamber on their mother’s back as she
paddled rapidly down stream.

Leaving Kern lake June 12, we made
Little Kern crossing that day. The next
day we took the Jordan trail to Camp Nel-
son, on a branch of the Middle Tule river,
reaching there at the close of the second
day. We renewed supplies and went leis-
urely down the river to Portersville, stop-
ping 2 days at the house of the Porterville
fishing club, where we were cordially re-
ceived. At that point we sold our outfit,
and taking the train, reached home the
next day, bronzed, tough and hearty.

AMATIUR PHOTC AY GFO G. CANTWELL.

A KLONDYKE SUN EFFECT.

John Smith, of Mars—Tesla seems to
be sanguine that he will be successful in
communicating with the people of the

Earth.

William Jones, of Mars—I wonder if the
Earth has a Tesla, too?—Life.
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IS THERE AN IBEX IN THIS
COUNTRY?

For 20 ycars past I have been hearing
rumors and reading newspaper accounts of
the appearance of so-called ibex in ldaho.
Montana, Oregon, Washington or British
Columbia. I have always regarded these
stories as pipe dreams and have run down
several of them. In each case where it had
been claimed that the ibex had been killed
the specimen proved on examination either
a female mountain sheep or a white goat.

The region in which it is claimed the
ibex has been found has been worked over
by fur traders and trappers for 200 years,
and if there were such an 