






























































2 Sport and Life.

Nature marked the elevation of this pass, for it was on a level
with timber-line, which in thege latitudes 1s reached at a height of
goooft. or g500ft.

We had made a long day of it, for water, though nigh at hand,
was ungetatable, and—better reason—were we not heéding for
the promised land, to gain which we had made strenuous efforts?
To man and beast it was to be a veritable paradise. To me it meant
a practically primeval hunting ground, abundantly stocked with
wapitis by the thousand, bighorns, grizzlies, as well as with the
grotesquely-shaped white antelope goat of the Rockies, which latter
was the special object of my expedition. Formy trapper companions
it meant a big harvest of peltry, for had not reliable Indians reported
that the rivers and lakes of this, then practically unknown, region
were teeming with beaver and otter? And, lastly, to the horses,
poor brutes, it held out the promise of grass up to their bellies, good
clear water, and complete rest, wherein to recuperate after the
hardships of forced rides and heavy packs, endured upon a
desperately meagre diet of sagebrush and alkali water.

A last preposterously steep slope of sharp-edged shale, on which
it seemed impossible for man or beast to gain a firm foothold, and
we had at last conquered that forbidding eastern face of the Big
Windriver chain, and were standing on the leight of land from
which we saw both the Atlantic and the Pacific slopes of the great
Continental backbone stretching away into dim distance that seemed
so vast as almost to promise a glimpse of the Pacific Ocean, quite
600 miles westwards of us. The view that burst on our eyes
contrasted strangely with the one upon which we were turning our
backs. For the arid, treeless steppes and bizarrely-shaped hills of
bright red and yellow tints, which are the principal features of the
parched mawuvaise terre landscape of Western Wyoming, were
_ replaced by a glorious vista of boundless dark green forests,
emerald glens and bottom lands, snow-topped mountains of grand
Alpine type, at the base of which lay embosomed beautiful lakes,
or flowed great rivers whose long green stretches were broken
here and there by the white water of rapids. Even the panting,
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there a whole raft of firewood, dry and handy, if you please, to
yours respectfully.”

Such were the sufficiently commonplace incidents of my first
glimpse of the Pacific Slope. Bordered on the one side by the
Continental watershed formed by the Rocky Mountains, on the top
of which we were standing, and on the other by the waters of the
Pacific, about 600 miles away, this strip of country is of great
length, for it extends from the frontier of Mexico for three thousand
miles, up almost to the ice-bound Behring Sea, a land of which. in
the vernacular of the West, one speaks as the Pacific Slope, or:
“The Slope.”

On the occasion in question I was travelling solely for sport:
two or three previous shooting expeditions to Central Wyoming and
Colorado, then still teeming with big game, had whetted my appe-‘
tite, and, experto crede, had taught me at least how #o# to do things
when arranging one’s expedition, so as to obtain really good sport in
those matchless game countries, and to enjoy to the full the un-
tramelled freedom of the breezy West. I had bought my experience
at the cost of many dollars, and some wasted months, for a greener
“tender-foot”’ than I was had, I am convinced, never crossed the
famous old ferry over the Missouri, at Council Bluffs.

There are several ways of “doing the West”; the orthodox
manner, to-day still in use among the well-to-do ‘“ globe-trotting "
sportsmen, is at once the most expensive and the least satisfactory.
For a valet is a more than useless incumbrance when one’s bed
consists of a couple of buffalo robesand a blanket, with one’s saddle
as pillow, one’s bathtub is the nearest creek®, and one’s articles of

* Speaking of bathtubs reminds me of an amusing incident that once happened
to a well-known English sportsman. Sir John , its hero, undertaking a
shooting expedition to the Rockies, included in his vast camp equipage, to the
sore trial of his packers, even a tin bathtub. Sir John’s English valet struck
the very morning the caravan was to pull out of Rawlins, and after some search
among the whisky saloon loafers, a man willing to undertake the duties was at
last found. One of his duties was to fill the baronet’s bathtub every morning.
The first three mornings this was done, but on the fourth, the outfit being camped
close to a branch of the Platte, the valet suggested that a handy pool was close
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toilet comprise but a toothbrush and comb, both the worse for
wear; while one’s wardrobe has been fined down to a flannel shirt
with buckskin strings in lieu of buttons, patched ‘““overalls,”
home-made moccasins that, if dry, don’t leave one’s feet day or night,

and

or, if wet, are dried at the camp fire. Equally a source of worry
and delay is the amazingly complete camp outfit, the folding tables
and chairs, the camp bed and air-mattress, the heavy tents with
hinged poles, and all the other etceteras with which the would-be
explorer usually saddles himself at the advice of the Bond-street
or Cornhill outfitter.  Every couple of hundredweight means an
extra horse; every three horses means an extra man; every extra
man means at least two extra horses to carry his impedimenta. store
of provisions, and himself; and last, but not least, every extra man
adds to the chance of internccine camp feuds, every extra horse to
the probability of trouble and delay in consequence of sore backs,
straying, or of a stampede. To travel light, with an ample store of
everything that is really ecsential, but with nothing that is not
absolutely needed, is the true secret whereby to ensure a good bag
and a good time, especially if the exploration of as yet unmapped
countries happens to be among the objects of the expedition.

A score of years ago, short as that span appears in Old World
time-keeping, things out West were very different to what they are
to-day. The hunting ground might then be said still to comprise
a great portion of that 1200 miles wide, and 3000 miles long belt
of country lying between the Missouri and the apex of the Rockies
known as the Plains. The pick of it all was in the North-west
Colorado, in Central and Western Wyoming, in Montana, the
whole of Idaho, and all the Eastern part of Washington. What are

to the tent.  Sir John, however, was not in the humour to take the hint, and the
engagement between the two came to a sudden termination. more to the
disturbance of Sir John’s temper than to that of his quondam valet. The latter’s
parting shot was full of Wyoming humour. ** You ain’t quite the top-shelfer
you think you is, vou ain't even got a shower-hath for cooling your swelled
head [ Angl. pride], but 'l make you a present of one, boss,” and pulling his
six-shooter, he smilingly made a sicve of the bottom of the hapless bathtub by
emptyving the six chambers into it !
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now States were then thinly populated Territories where settlements,
except in some few mining centres were often hundreds of miles
apart. Only a single line of rail connected the Atlantic with the
Pacific, while to-day some seven or eight trans-Continental lines
of rail communication, and scores of branch lines have assisted in
populating vast districts then still the home of the bison, wapiti, and
antelope. About that time the short-lived boom of the cattle-ranching
industry was commencing to deplete the pockets of English share-
holders, and to strew the plains with the bleaching carcases of tens
of thousands of kine, while in the companies’ balance sheets they
were figuring for years afterwards as among the living and kicking
assets. The truth, now long recognised, concerning the fallacy of
the expert’s opinion that, because the shaggy-coated bison could
withstand the blizzards and extreme winter cold, domestic cattle,
driven from the semi-tropical Texas, would evince a similar
hardiness, had then still to be demonstrated at the cost of millions
of dollars.

Cattle ranching rang the death-knell of big game in some of the
very best game countries in the world.

Some sixty years ago a distinguished traveller paid a lengthy
visit to the trans-Missourian hunting grounds, and has left us an
elaborate account of it. If one compares his narrative of what he
saw with the conditions of to-day, and with those of five and
twenty years ago, it will be seen that the ‘“westward march of
empire ’—to use a favourite American phrase—has been reaching
its goal on the shores of the Pacific at record pace. Civilisation in
the three hundred and fifty years preceding Prince Wied’s visit had
covered less ground than in the past quarter of a century. In
A.D. 1832 it took this traveller forty-s'ix days in a fast clipper to
get from Europe to Boston, and seventy-five days from St Louis
to Fort Union, at the junction of the Yellowstone and Missouri,
where for the first time he saw a bighorn. Twenty odd years ago
it took the writer only ten days to cross the ocean, but it took him
almost as long as it had done the traveller in 1832 to reach the
haunts of bighorn, while, as a matter of fact, the precise locality was
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actually a trifle further east—that is, nearer the fringe of civilisation

—than the point where the Prince had first set eyes on this, the

noblest of America’s game. To-day steamers and railways take
you to that spot in less time than it took me to cross the ocean.
But the bighorn—where are they ?

A curious similarity is noticeable in the old and new sporting
literature of the West, written at periods as wide, or wider, apart
than are the localities to which they refer. With no exception
that I know of, writers on Western sport bewail the extermination
of big game in North America, forgetting, it would seem to me,
that their travels have, in nine cases out of ten, been limited to an
insignificant portion of the trans-Missourian West. Prince Wied,
writing sixty-five yvears ago, and only of the country in the
immediate vicinity of the Missouri, which was then the highway
into the Indian country, leaving quite untouched the great bulk
of the West, deplores the disappearance of bighorn and wapiti.
Lord Dunraven, writing more than twenty years ago, declares the
West as “shot out”” Here is what he says in his *“Great
Divide ” :—*“ An Englishman going to the States or to British
American territory for big game shooting, and for nothing clse, is
sure nowadays to be disappointed.” Both were right so far as the
country they passed through was concerned, both were wrong in
their generalisation. There are even to-day countries, the size of
small kingdoms, in British North America, into which no hunting
party has ever penetrated, and where the frying pan’s capacity of a
few isolated prospectors has, so far, measured the destruction of
game; countries where moose, caribou, and antelope-goat are still
unfamiliar with the sight of white-skinned human beings. It is not
quite correct, therefore, to speak of a total extermination of the
larger species of North America’s fere naturaz, except in relation
to the bison, and even then only partially so, for a few small bands
are reported to still roam the Peace River country. [ enjoyed
unrivalled sport in years subsequent to the period when the author
of the “Great Divide "’ expressed such a pessimistic view, and that
concerning localities not a hundred miles west of the country
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through which he passed. Others as persevering and lucky in
finding primeval spots have within the last ten years obtained
first-class trophies.

The one great detrimental change that unquestionably has
overtaken the once unsurpassed Western hunting ground during
the last score of years is one which only those who have travelled
widely through the West can realise. It is that in those districts—
notably Wyoming, Montana, and Idaho—where sport was made
easy by the absence of dense timber, where all but the most
elevated points could be reached on horseback, where an un-
surpassed climate during summer and autumn added immensely to
the pleasures of the expedition, the cattle raising and mining
industries have so thinned out the more prized species of big
game as to make the success of a hunting trip in most cases
a matter of grave doubt.

Without repeating myself too much concerning details I have
given in a previous volume on my earlier sport in the Rockies, it
will, perhaps, serve a useful purpose if I premise a brief description
of the ways and means I pursued to procure, at comparatively very
inconsiderable cost, sport of the very best kind.

There are three ways of visiting the Far West for sport. The
orthodox mode, to which already reference has been made, is one
to which only a long purse can aspire. As a rule, none but men of
more than independent means visit trans-Missourian countries for

2

pleasure. The frontiersman calls them ¢ top-shelfers,” they are
accompanied by their servants from England, they hire some
western ‘ hunters” as guides, and their expedition is provided
with an amazingly complete camping outfit. They are asked very
high wages—and they pay them.

The second way is cheaper, but far less independent. It is to
get letters to, or, if you chance to be of commanding personal
attractions, endeavour to make friends with, the officers in charge
of such of the frontier military forts that are near good game
ground. There were many of this kind in the northern
Territories; and there, if properly introduced, you met with rare
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Wyoming fort, who fitted us out in right royal style with men,
horses, waggons, and escort, enabling us to visit the Ute Indian
country in the depth of a very severe winter, a few months after
their last outbreak in the autumn of 1879, in which, by the way,
[ had very nearly come to grief. ‘

Far more preferable was the third way : to join a trapper outfit,

Camp IN THE BRUSH.

and, at a cost which, under the circumstances, and in comparison
to the 10 or £15 per diem cost of many “ top-shelfer” expeditions,
must be called exceedingly moderate, turn for all intents and
purposes trapper yourself. Only the most remote districts were
visited by the genuine fur-hunters—by no means a numerous class
—for the much persecuted beavers and other valuable fur-bearing
animals had long retired to a few uninvaded districts, and there
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only could they be found in paying numbers. You enjoyed the
good fellowship of thoroughly trustworthy men, and while they did
their trapping or wolf-poisoning, you, who were tacitly considered
the “boss,” or master, and were also addressed as such, could roam
about at your own free will, gradually extending your side expedi-
tions as you became versed in woodcraft. Of course, for the newly
arrived ‘“ tenderfoot " this roaming about, and not losing himself or
getting into other more awkward dilemmas, necessitated some
preliminary experience in woodcraft. But this, under the tuition
of capable trapper-masters, if one had previous training in other
parts of the world, was soon acquired; and, when once mastered,
the pleasure of knowing oneself perfectly independent vastly
enhanced the charm of life in the woods and in the mountains.

It was not every sportsman fresh from the East or from Europe
who had either the time, opportunity, or desire to hunt for men of
this stamp. The Union Pacific landed him at Rawlins, Greenriver
City, or Ogden ; and while in his innermost soul he felt defrauded
by not finding dead men festooning the nearest trees or telegraph
poles, he expected to fall into the arms of a revised edition of a
Bridger, Kit Carson, or old Joe Clark. At the first glance, perhaps,
his disappointment on this score was not so great; for the modern
representatives of those old scouts of classic renown who forthwith
interviewed him in front of the hotel bar were got up in embroidered
buckskin suits, broad sombreros, cartridge belts, and at least one
large-size six-shooter at the waist. Their hair was long, and their
name some startling imitation of * Buffalo Bill”" or “Wild Will,”
and they claimed to be old Indian fighters, who know the whole
*West as they know their pockets.

[ can, alas! speak from experience of the wiles and of the traps
that waylaid the newly-arrived sportsman; for I was as verdantly
“fresh” as are most strangers, be they bent upon business or
pleasure, when first striking the West. Hence | fell an easy prey
to certain * Bearclaw Joes” and “Scalp Jacks.” “Trundling
tenderfeet outfits through the country ™ was, in the seventies and
early eighties, a favourite occupation for “ ne’er-do-well loafers.”
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The genuine trapper was a very different being, his unobtrusive
and taciturn manners in the presence of strangers being a ready
means of recognising the right sort.

Of the old guard of famous Rocky Mountains voyageurs there
were, even then, but very few left; the two or three I got to know
were grizzly septuagenarians. The younger race were generally
men who had passed a long apprenticeship under old veterans.
The genuine trappers were rarely met with in the haunts of frontier
civilisation. They were out all the year round, visiting outlying
settlements only every six months to renew their stock of “grub.”
Many of them had not slept in a bed for years, and they loved not
the luxuries of civilisation, living a life as independent of social
fetters as it is well possible to imagine. Very few of them ever
married, though many took to themselves dusky daughters of the
soil, a proceeding which earned for them the title of “squaw men,”
and generally resulted in a total cutting loose from white men’s
companionship. Death, which had stared them in the face times
out of number, finally surprised them in the shape of scalp-hunting
redskins, or a fierce eight-day snowstorm in a shelterless region, or
an infuriated she grizzly, or in any one of the many other guises in
which the grim master is wont to call in the lonely hunter’s checks.
Few missed them; and when one failed to put in his appearance at
the frontier store where, in spring and autumn, he was in the habit
of purchasing his modest “ grub outfit,” a casual “ Guess the old
stag has gone up !’ and a regretful sigh on the part of the enter-
prising owner of the general emporium where the unworldly old
buck used to trade his valuable peltry for third-class flour and
adulterated coffee, was about all that mankind spared for the
wanderer. .

Among these rough and uncouth *‘tramps of the wilderness,”
beneath a very shaggy exterior there lay hidden many of the large-
hearted qualities of ideal man in his primitive state. You found

among them men—true men—on whose word one could build, and
on whose quiet, cool-headed, though subdued, courage you could

implicitly depend. Happily, not a few of our best sportsmen who
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the dreaded invasions of the bloodthirsty red man, chiefly the
Cheyennes, followed by the unheard-of ravages of the fiendish white
man’s Border-Roughian war that turned such men as Quantrell
and the first edition of the James boys into beasts more savage than
hyenas, made Port from bis earliest youth acquainted with rapine.

Before he left his mother’s lap, he saw bloodshed; before he
could walk, he saw neighbours strung up and shot ; and before he
could read, he had killed his Indian. He left his home at the early
age of nine; “going West” was his fancy, and the yet untrodden
wilds of the Rocky Mountains his dream. He passed a long trapper
apprenticeship under one of the old guard of fur-hunters, and his
subsequent career as Indian scout in one or two Indian wars on
the plains developed in him all those qualities which made him such
an invaluable companion in a country where certain risks were not
absent if the party was so numerically weak as ours was. It takes
moments of danger to discover a man’s true grit—the ‘bottom
sand,” as a plainsman would say. On the one or two occasions of
such a nature, when I happened to be at his side, his self-reliant’
coolness convinced me that in times of risk, no less than at the
quiet camp fireside, I could have had no trustier companion.

The manliness about Port and other men of his calling is not
that of the bravado, or that of the “bad man ' of literature ; it is
the quiet unobtrusive manliness of a character that, while it knows
not what pusillanimous fear is, yet knows what death is—of
a nature that, while born and bred to carry life on the open palm,
is yet for ever ready to do grim battle in its defence.

Port was full of quiet, dry, western humour. His sallies spared
neither present nor absent ones.

The two remaining men will take up less space. What [ have
said of Port holds good for Edd and Henry. The first of the two
was Port’s junior by several years. Born in the East, he had come
West twelve or thirteen years before, and had ever since been
hunting and trapping.

Henry, the boy cook and general factotum, was a lad of
seventeen, who had been with me for the last two expeditions.






16 Sport and Life.

exasperated by this habit, but the boy soon showed me that he
meant not what his manner implied.
A ludicrous interview to which a half-starved

o

cattle-boss,”
who had lost himself and who happened to stray into the vicinity
of our camp, subjected me, after partaking of our hospitality, shows
that ¢ Thank you" is, according to the laconic and not over polite
manners of the West, a superfluous form. The meal over, I
happened to be left alone with the now good-humouredly satiated
‘“cow-puncher.” ‘“Say, mister,” he began, “aint you the boss as
runs this outfit?” To my affirmative answer he replied, “ Well,
say, that's kinder strange. Why, I'll be darned if you wasn’t the
only cuss who said thank ye when the grub pile was trundled over
to yer side.” 1told him that I hadn’t got over that habit yet; to
which he naively replied, “ Them’s bad habits of civi-ly-sashon.
Out here them tony chin-music don’t pan worth a cent.”

Henry was full of western repartee. An acquaintance once
remonstrated with him in quite undeservedly severe words for some
defective cooking. Being no particular favourite among the men,
the boy answered him “ right smartly,” “ Wa’al,”” he said, “1 was
born for a cook, but the devil stole the pattern and ran off with it.
I kinder reckon he must have loaned it to you.” There was no
more fault-finding.

In the days I am speaking about, an invasion of Indian
Country,” such as was the one we had passed through, by such
a small party had about it a zest-giving spice of risk. Only the
year before while travelling, in much the same manner, through
country even less remote from civilisation, the Indians inhabiting
it had suddenly gone on the war-path without our knowing any-
thing about it till it was almost too late, and we were compelled
to “git out,” with a band of Utes hovering round us for several
days, whose bullets on one occasion came much too close to be
comfortable, while one of them ended the carcer of a personal
friend who had hunted with me but a week or two before.

The country we were now in was claimed by the peaceful
Soshonés, whose fine old chief, the celebrated “ Washakie ’—the
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white man’s friend he loved to call himself—was always exerting
his influence to keep his more turbulent young bucks from joining
any of the warlike demonstrations of other tribes. But the Govern-
ment had recently allowed a much less ruly tribe, z.¢., the Arrapahoes,
under a noted fighting chief, “ Black Coal,”” to share the Soshonés’
hunting grounds, and trouble between the new comers and their
old enemies the Utes, who again were allies of the Soshonés, might
break out at any moment. The fact that the hunting grounds of
the powerful “ Crow ” tribe adjoined immediately to the north only
complicated the situation.

It is now time to introduce the reader to the incidents of our
daily life, and T shall first of all ask him to visit our camp.

There is a business-like air about it which shows that some
of its inmates have lived from early youth in the wilderness, and
have long learnt all the tricks of the backwoods to make them-
selves as comfortable and cosy as circumstances will permit. In
such a camp it suffices to cast a glance at the manner the tent—if,
indeed, there be one at all in fine weather—is stretched; a look at
the way the rifles are secured on stout pegs driven into a handy
tree, and at the manner in which the fire is made up so that the
wind does not drive the smoke in the direction of the tent, to show
that it is not a ‘“ tenderfoot’s ”’ camp.

Everything is in its place: the steel beaver traps with their
stake chains are neatly hung up on a convenient branch; the raw-
hide pack-panniers, of material as stout as sole leather, wherein
are placed one’s worldly goods while en route, are stacked up in
a heap with a sail-cloth cover over them; the saddles, all of the
heavy Mexican type, each with the bridle belonging to it looped
over the horn, and the wooden pack-saddles, their cinche and lash-
ropes neatly hung over the cross-trees, are piled up and similarly
protected by a canvas cover. For no snug packing can be done if
the ropes get wet. In several big “nicks” cut in the camp tree
repose bits of soap, and on a peg hangs what is politely called the
¢ dish-cloth,” which is, or rather once was, an old flour sack. The

two axes and my “antler saw”—really an ordinary butcher's

(e
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saw—recline against the same tree, and from the new coil of half-
inch rope, which the men have brought with the provisions from
the fort, the Kid is just cutting new lengths of lash-ropes to replace
some worn-out ones.

A square piece of elk or moose skin, dry and stiff as a board,
nailed to the top of four upright posts under the spreading boughs
of the camp tree, makes a capital table. The big iron camp bucket,
into which fit all the culinary utensils required for the somewhat
primitive cooking of the party, makes, when turned upside down—
or, as the Kid will persist in saying, “ downside up ”’—a comfortable
seat when any writing has io be done at the table. The four beds,
each consisting of two buffalo robes and a thick California
blanket, are neatly rolled up in their strip of waterproof canvas,
which protects them. When tightly corded, they are slung as side-
packs on to the horses. Of luck, one can speak, if these same
blankets have not to take the place of those worn out under the"
saddles, or those that are lost, for it is one of the most puzzling
things how blankets used as saddle-cloths for the pack-animals will
manage to wriggle out and get lost in a long “drive” over
country where steep ascents and descents cause the packs to shift
if the saddle girths are not constantly tightened. And a blanket
thus lost, is not only irreplaceable, but it generally means a sore
back and a horse rendered unfit for work for a week or two, often
just at a time when the carrying power of every animal is taxed to
the utmost.

Every article of this camp is, as we have seen, in its place, for
the due observance of the old axiom that it is just as easy to put
everything in its proper place at the start, rather than just drop it
anywhere, saves in the end time, trouble, and temper. The
dilemmas caused by untidiness in this respect are often most
vexatious, and never more so than if during the night a snowstorm
covers the ground unexpectedly with half a foot or a foot of snow,
as I have seen it do on many occasions. Where are you next
morning? In the tidiest of camps it is not an agreeable fix to be
in, butin an untidy one it means—well, to put it mildly—some lively
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recrimination, hard language, and the loss of half a day or more in
digging up the hundred-and-one camp belongings scattered in a
wide circle all over the place, while another half day will have to be
spent in drying the ropes and blankets and saddles before the fire
ere they can be used. What wonder, therefore, that all old hands
are punctiliously tidy, and that they can lay their hands, blindfolded,
on the canister containing the stock of precious matches, or on the
whetstone whereon to sharpen their skinning knives, or on any
other small “icta” you like to mention.

Leaving such a comfortable camp is like departing from home.
You have had time to place a layer of soft pine boughs under your
bed, the angularitics of mother earth not being usually thus softened.
You have discovered a delightful stretch of sandy beach on the lake
for your matutinal dip. By means of a few logs tied together by
odds and ends of rope yvou have fashioned a raft, on which you have
pushed out into the middle of the tarn, where, with an improvised
rod—the real article having long ago come to utter grief under the
hoofs of one of the horses—you have landed some splendid trout,
and the experience of the odd hours thus devoted to the gentle art
has taught you that when fishing for the pot, i.e., to feed four
hungry members and an occasional dog or two, a plentiful supply
of fat grasshoppers, vu/go ‘“ bugs,” will accomplish the trick far more
speedily than do artificial flies that tear, or get lost, or turn out not
the right sort, or for which your body evinces a magnetic attraction.

The surrounding hills have been scoured, and yonder, as yet
unnamed, peak, which the aneroid tells you is something over
13,000ft. in altitude, has been climbed in a long day on the rocks
and snow. The topographical details seen from this outlook have
been added to the material already collected, which will assist in
compiling a new map, which, bad as it may be, will yet be an
improvement upon the only existing one, based, as the latter appears
to be, on guess work, and bad guesses at that.

When the actual start comes to be made, one does not get off
as early as was intended. Some of the horses are “ playing mean,”
and object in sundry ways to be packed and to leave such a good

2.C
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camp and such abundant bunch-grass. The packs have to be
re-divided among the lot of horses, or, rather, among the number of
pack-horses, for there are a couple of spare mares, as well as two
colts which were born on the trip, in the outfit. Each horse has, of
course, its own particular pack-saddle, fitted to its back as well as
such simple tools as a jack-knife and a file can manage. Some
have only one cinche or girth, others have two, which latter, if the
animal will stand the double pressure, is always better, for it insures
steady *riding” for the load in a mountainous country. Not a few
horses, however, raise such persistent objections to the double girth
as to endanger the load, however securely it is lashed to their back.
The pack-horses must be packed last, for otherwise they will
roll and try other little dodges to rid themselves of the loads while
the riding horses are being saddled. At last everything is ready,
the men swing themselves into the saddle, the dogs jump about
barking, and, with a loud whoop from the rear men, the cavalcade:
sets itself into motion. For two or three hours the pack-horses
will keep in file without much urging, but as soon as they get
hungry there will be more trouble to prevent them from straying.
Let me say a word here about packing. To accomplish this in
approved western fashion is a thing easier to write about than to
learn. Let it be remembered that there are two ways of ¢ packing,”
the difference lying in the rigging, which again is dependent upon
the ends in view. Where time is less of an object than the ques-
tion of transporting the greatest weight upon horse or mule, the
old-fashioned Spanish aparejo is used. This consists of two great
bags of heavy leather that hang down on either side connected by
a broad band of the same material that goes over the horse’s back.
The part that comes to lie upon the animal's sides is stiffened
with ribs of round willow sticks that can be slipped in and
out for repairs. Inside these ribs is placed a layer of hay,
making a sort of pad to take the strain of the lash-ropes which
fasten the load down. Thus, the pressure of a properly “set up ”
aparejo comes upon the sides, leaving the backbone and withers as
free as possible. The weight of this rig is very much greater than
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that of the pack-saddle, with its cross-trees at both ends, but, not-
withstanding this, far greater weights can be transported on the
aparejo, though the pace can never be more than a walk. All
packing for commercial purposes and the bulk of all military
packing is done in this way, the most unlikely looking articles, such
as safes, big iron cooking-stoves, chests of drawers, bits of heavy
mining machinery, and other unwieldy things, weighing as much as
4oolb., have frequently been transported over steep mountain
passes, though the average load is only about 250lb.

The pack-saddle packing is a different thing altogether. Two
side panniers of stout canvas or leather, the weight in each being
as equal as possible, being slung by loops to the cross-trees; then
comes a top pack, generally a roll of blankets, and over all a
piece of canvas is spread, the whole being kept in position by a
lash-rope forming a “criss-cross” on top of the pack. The secret of
good packing consists in the manner in which the rope is thrown,
drawn together, and fastened down.* There are a number of
hitches, the diamond hitch being the best of all, not only on
account of the fact that it can be thrown by a man alone, but also
because there is less “ give ” about it than any other. To clumsy,
non-nautical hands this hitch is a standing puzzle, and though
[ have learnt to throw the diamond scores of times, the slightest
break in practising it, invariably resulted in a muddle of the worst
kind. I acknowledge, however, that clumsier hands than mine
never handled a rope. A far easier hitch, to which I generally
resorted when doing my own packing, is the squaw, also called
tenderfoot hitch, which is less intricate, but also loosens its grip
more easily, particularly when, having but light loads, you trot the
pack animals. This, of course, tests any kind of hitch most
effectually. Under favourable conditions, with the loads nicely
balanced and fitting snugly into the panniers—one can do with-
out these—and the saddle as snugly fitted to the horse, with ropes

* The rope is provided with a short length of girthing which comes under-
neath the horse’s belly so as to prevent the rope cutting into the horse.
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nice and dry, and worn smooth, so that they ‘“‘come tought,” with that
business-like, tidy look by which a well-put-up brown paper parcel
shows at a glance that skilled hands have made it up, then, I say,
packing is a pleasantly invigorating exercise. Very different is the
aspect of things when ropes are wet, or, worse, frozen, and your
stock of blanket-pads that come between the horse’s back and
the saddle has been reduced by losses or the wear and tear of
a long trip, and you have to use your bedding blankets. For,
under these conditions your hands are as liable to suffer as is the
animal’s back, and, once sore, the greatest and most constant care
is required if the horse is not be rendered entirely useless for
weeks.

As the direction of our day’s ride is plainly indicated by a very
visible landmark in the shape of a fine peak, I ride ahead. Boreas,
my old hunting horse, after his week’s rest and the bounteous
bunch-grass is “feeling good,” and kicks up his heels as a
preliminary exercise to the canter which he knows well enough is
before him.

It is, let us take it, the latter half of October, and the days are
getting short, so no noon camp will be made. The pack-train will
keep on until the base of the aforesaid peak is reached, where
I shall have picked out a camping place by the time the slower
moving pack-horses can get there. A bit of lunch in the cantinas
of my saddle makes me quite independent of the party for the rest -
of the day.

Game is almost constantly in view. On the bare ridges, often
of quite rugged formation, which form the undulations which we
have to traverse at right angles, mule-deer in little bands can
be seen grazing, but no specially good head is among the different
lots, so they are not molested, and a few graceful leaps soon put
the ridge between the deer and the hunter. A couple of old bison
bulls I come upon in a secluded dell lumber away with that awkward
gait so peculiar to them. Their hides are scabby, and not even
worth the cartridges it would take to obtain them. As I pass
through a thicket of quaking asps which cover the bottom of one
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of the gullies, half a dozen white-tail deer jump up and, with
a whisk of their long-haired tails, disappear in the brush. Their
grotesque “ stiff-kneed” bounds, unlike those of any other deer,
as well as the fact that they are rarely seen outside of dense cover,
make them difficult shooting. By and bye I have to cross soft
ground, where a big spring has made the ground for many acres
round it sodden and swampy. Here, apparently, a big band of
wapiti must have passed not many hours before, for the ground
is one mass of tracks; the biggest herd of cattle one ever saw
could not have made more. They were going in the same direction
we are travelling, and they bear out what the Indians had told us,
namely, that all the wapiti in the higher range we have been
hunting in leave it at the approach of winter and collect in the
sheltered breaks and gullies whither we are heading.

As meat is wanted for the pot, a young mule-deer buck is shot
shortly before we get into camp, and by the time the horses are
unpacked and have had their roll in the grass, and the fire is lighted,
I have had the two hind-quarters hanging in camp. There is
nothing left of one of them by the time we four and the two dogs
have appeased our appetites. As we are to move on carly in the
morning, and the weather is fine, the tent is not stretched, and the
evening is passed in the usual pleasant manner, lounging round the
camp fire, each individual busy with something or other. Garments
need the proverbial stitch in time, moccasins want new raw-hide
soles, saddles require a wire stitch or other repairs, lash or cinche
ropes need splicing, hobbles lack new rings to replace worn-out ones,
or the “fire-irons”—the heavy, but sure, Sharp, the Winchester
repeater, and the ‘500 Express rifle

want the tender care which
the mountain man is wont to bestow on his old favourite. Is his
arm not as precious to the burly trapper as the babe is to its
mother? His life may any day depend upon the care which he
has given it, and an irreparable accident to it may have more
serious consequences than if he had broken his own bones.

But space will not permit one to dwell longer on the details of
camp life, for otherwise one could not describe, however briefly,
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the events to which one has hitherto been leading up—namely, the
winter sport which fell to our share after reaching our goal and
taking up our quarters in a cave-like “ dug-out,” which proved the
best possible shelter in the extremely severe weather which set in
later on in November.

In the days I am speaking of there was, as the reader will
probably have gleaned for himself, no difficulty whatever about
finding and shooting game, but rather to remember constantly the
duty one owed to prolific Nature of not killing more than one could
make use of, and of thus wasting life merely for the sake of
gratifying that deplorable lust of killing.

My chief aim in visiting the Rockies so repeatedly was to bag
big heads. To get a dozen wapiti antlers over 6oin. in length,
or a like number of bighorn with a circumference of 17in.and 18in.,
meant the securing of prizes which only a few sportsmen who
have visited the Rockies have been able to obtain. And while
[ will not deny that, notwithstanding great care and discrimination
in the selection of one’s quarry, one now and again killed animals
which, when they lay dead on the ground before one, turned out to
be smaller than one thought, and whose trophies therefore would
not warrant transportation ; these were occurrences which one tried
to avoid as much as possible. Transporting these big heads was
the chief difficulty in my case, as only a few horses were available
for that duty. Transporting wapiti antlers on pack-horses, often
for weeks at a time, is a most troublesome job, not only because
one cannot get more than two heads on one horse, but on account
of their bulk, which makes travel through timbered mountain country
most difficult, if not entirely impossible. It is not always the easiest
sacrifice after a long stalk, or a weary day’s scramble on the rocky
ledges which are the home of the bighorn, to stay the hand which
is instinctively clutching the rifle, and curb that keen desire to make
the proud quarry one's own. The head the animal bears is, as the
glasses tell one, a good one, but not a “best” one, and as there is
more than enough venison in camp already, the beast must not be
killed. Under these circumstances, it was therefore a pleasant
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surprise to discover that the large hunting party of Soshonés, which
we found one morning camped close to us, and amongst whom
there were several bucks we had met before, were, after a few days’
hunting and wasteful expenditure of cartridges, short of ammunition.
The fact was, as I learnt later on, that they had given the greater
part of their stock of this highly-prized article to their allies the
Ute Indians, who were out on the war-path; and, as no fresh
supply could be obtained at the fort, most of the party were deprived
of the means wherewith to obtain their winter supply of meat, which,
of course, is the primary object of the great autumn or “fall”” hunt.
This circumstance opened to me a most desirable chance of
shooting all the game I desired to kill without wasting more than a
few carcases of sheep, which tumbled down places where they could
not be easily got at, for the Indians were glad to make use of
all the meat I could procure for them. Had I desired, and had my
ammunition held out, I could have killed many hundred head, for 1
have never, either before or since, seen so much game as on that
occasion. The bighorn, whose rutting season falls in November,
had come down from the high ground which the old rams seek
during the hot weather, and were now with the does and small fry.
These animals, though not quite rivalling the chamois in agility, are
bold rock climbers; and there is a sturdy pride and consciousness
of strength about the pose of an old ram as he stands on some
crag overlooking his realm, which i1s most attractive to the man
fond of mountain sport. They take a great deal of killing too,
and fine shooting is often necessary, not only on account of the
deceptive nature of distances in the dry and clear atmosphere
of the Rockies, but also on account of their vitality.
With wapiti* I was also very lucky, for, of course, there were
literally thousands. upon thousands from*which to pick and choose.
Had I had more ample means of transporting these bulky trophies,

and had not such unprecedentedly severe weather set in, the like of

* It is probably hardly necessary to say that in America the wapiti is known
as the elk. A great deal of confusion has arisen in consequence, many English
authors believing the American elk to mean the European elk.
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which I never experienced in all the winters I have spent in
different parts of the West, some of them in regions a good deal
further north, I could have delighted many more sportsmen’s hearts
with trophies such as are now unobtainable, and made my own
collection a more ample one. But of course in those days one had
no idea that the extermination of big game would take place with
such appalling rapidity. Tens of thousands were butchered for the
sake of a few shillings obtained for the skin. The end to our good
time came with a heavy fall of snow and the commencement of the
cold spell, to which reference has already been made. Shooting
became practically impossible, and for days raging blizzards
prevented one leaving the “dug out’ at all. When our stock of
flour, tea, and sugar began to wane, we thought it about time
to make a break for the fort. It was decidedly the unpleasantest
journey I had ever taken. What the extremest cold was 1 had
no opportunity to ascertain, for the quicksilver in my thermometer
congealed, but at the fort spirit instruments marked, we were told,
52° Fahrenheit below zero, or 84° of frost, during the week we were
on the journey down from the Sierra Soshoné. For a couple of
days we were travelling over a bare, steppe-like tableland, which
looked on those December days, without exception, the most dreary
spot man ever set eyes on. The wind there was so flerce that
it was impossible to put up the tent or find any other shelter.
From Fort Washakie there were still 155 miles to Green River
City (the nearest railway station), and two passes, one of 10,000ft.
above the sea, had to be crossed. And yet would not one
willingly undergo the same passing hardships were sport such as
then rewarded one's efforts still obtainable?  But railways,
ranchemen, and miners have taken possession of what was once
the sportsman’s paradise. ~Many parts of Montana, Wyoming,
and Idaho are still worth visiting for the sake of sport, but the old
¢lory of those States is gone never to return.
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us rather glance at the cause of the extraordinarily rapid destruc-
tion of the herds of big game that made the hunting grounds on
the eastern and western slopes of the Rockies the best of their
kind in the world. To have to acknowledge that the destruction
of the bulk of big game there was the work of one single genera-
tion is not a pleasant truth for the “ Makers of the West.” Until
the completion of the first trans-continental railway, thirty years
ago, the muzzle-loaders of white men had made no serious im-
pression upon bison and wapiti, upon bighorn and deer. That
gunpowder, whisky, and civilisation generally should have effaced
in four centuries the aborigines of a great continent is a detail of
the world’s history that is even to-day being repeated in other
parts of the globe, and is one which was brought about as much by
the Old World as the New, for had Europe not poured its super-
fluous millions into America the westward march of civilisation
would hardly have succeeded in so speedily elbowing the natives
out of existence, or in linking the Atlantic to the Pacific by a chain
of farms, cattle ranches, mining camps, and deforested lumber
regions. Unjustifiable as the rapid extinction of the red man will
appear to our grandchildren, the extermination of the animals that
dwelt on his plains, that roamed his forests, or that filled his rivers,
must seem even less excusable, for, in their case, protection should
have been as possible, as is in civilised communities the enforcement

being established. According to the New York Shooting and Fishing, the site
selected is an ideal one for the purpose. It will embrace 50,000 acres of
mountainous land lying in the Soshoné Range, the tract being well watered,
and with food plentiful both in summer and winter. Twenty prominent New
York sportsmen have already. agreed to subscribe s000dols. each to carry
forward the enterprise. It is proposed to enclose the preserve with an S8ft.
woven wire fence. It is estimated that 1,000,000lb. of material will be required
for the fencing. A clubhouse, costing 50,000dols., is also contemplated. A
force of guardians will be employed the year round to take care of the property,
and to prevent trespass or poaching. The region abounds in elk, antelope,
deer, mountain sheep, bear, and other big game found in the Rocky Mountains,
besides feathered game of many kinds. No game will be killed in the preserve

during the next five years. It is reported that John W. Mackay and Theodore
Roosevelt, are in the forefront of the movement.
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of laws protecting human life. But the frontiersman, as one knew
him in those days, was not an ordinary personage.

In.his fierce and utterly selfish attack upon Nature, he waged
a merciless war the like of which no country has ever seen, for
in days of older conquests the scientific means of wreaking destruc-
tion in such a wholesale manner were lacking.” The finely-sighted
Sharp breechloader with which he rolled over in one “stand”
as many as forty or fifty bison in as many minutes, shooting them
purposely rather below the heart so that they should not drop in
their tracks and thus scare the herd, is as much an invention of
our time as is the giant powder (dynamite) cartridge, with which
he kills by one explosion literally hundreds of salmon and trout
in a single deep pool. A vastly increased network of railways
assists him in reaching hunting grounds, which in the olden days
would have been far too remote for remunerative ‘skin hunting,”
or the less inexcusable market hunting, for,in the latter case at
least, part of the venison is consumed by human beings. Even the
telegraph wire that reported to him the fluctuations of the fur and
hide market was pressed into service, for in the early eighties,
when the Northern Pacific was being built through Dacota and
Montana, the movements of the ‘ Northern herd,” which was
practically the last big band of bison in existence, was known from
day to day to the gang of market hunters along the railway, who
were supplying the contractors with game with which to feed
cheaply the four thousand navvies in their employ. When this
was happening the cattle ranch business was enjoying its boom,
and the Press of the West, as well as individuals, agreed that the
. bison, if not also the wapiti, doomed anyhow to destruction, could
not be slaughtered too quickly, for were not their thousands
wasting the bunch grass upon which the more valuable domestic
kine, driven in vast herds from distant Texas, were to fatten. As
results too late proved, a large portion succumbed to the
climate, but this discovery came too late; the work of annihilation
had been accomplished. The same merciless war against Nature
was waged by the miner and the prospector : the one, by depositing
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vast masses of worthless “tailings’ and rock déd»ss into fertile
valleys, turning some of the best tracts of California for ever into
a verdureless desert; or by setting fire to the forests in spots likely
to contain mineral wealth. Thus were denuded by conflagrations,
which the writer has known to last in the Kootenay country and
along Puget Sound from May to October, thousands and tens of
thousands of square miles of country covered with the most superb
woods to be seen in any part of the world.

Twenty years ago one C. J. Jones, following the example of
thousands of his fellow-frontiersmen engaged in hide hunting,
received 50 cents (2s4.) for each of the many thousands of bison
he killed. Fifteen years later bison were practically extinct,
save in the National preserve in Yellowstone Park, where game is
guarded by cavalry and by the machinery of law. And this same
man, more far-seeing than his fellows, has become a prosperous
bison-rancher, having raised a numerous herd of hundreds from the -
seven calves with which he started. To judge by the last reports,
he finds a ready sale for his offspring at from 4oodols. to 1000dols.
(£80 to £200) per head, to zoological gardens and museums, and
crowds of sightseers gladly paid 2s4. for a peep at his beasts I*

In the case of the wapiti, one factor that helped to ring his
death knell was the sudden discovery, made about twenty years
ago, that the skin of this deer, which formerly was considered the
most valueless game hide, because porous, was of use in certain
branches of the leather industry. And though the value of the
wapiti skin never approached that of the bison, it nevertheless,
when the latter animal became scarce, held out sufficient induce-
ments to hundreds of skin hunters to penetrate into distant hunting
grounds into which they otherwise would never have dreamt of
venturing.t This hide hunting, which went on until the most

* Since writing the above, Jones has sold his herd.

+ Poland states that from 80,000 to 100,000 wapiti skins are imported into
England annually. ‘The same writer mentions a curious circumstance, i.e., that
in 1890 the Hudson Bay Company bought at one time in London 910 Russian
elch skins for their Indians in Canada.
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vocation as skin hunters, can safely be considered gross
exaggeration ; one-tenth in such cases is nearer the truth.

Let me mention an incident that bears upon what I say, and
which happened to me in the early ’eighties not far from the
Yellowstone Park. One of four skin hunters, who had spent the
preceding winter in a remote mountain basin with which 1 was
acquainted, told me that he and his partners had got 2500 wapiti
skins. Convinced that this was not true, the following cross-
examination ensued. [ must premise that the spot to which they
alluded was 130 miles from a railway station, and could only be
reached by crossing two rather difficult passes; also that the dried
skin (green) of a wapiti stag weighs from thirty to fifty pounds.
To take the average at fifteen pounds is therefore certainly below
rather than above the real weight.

“ How many horses did you have ?” I asked.

“Eleven pack animals and four saddle horses, but we used the
latter, too, for packing,” came the answer. “ Well, how many trips
did you make to get the 2500 skins to the railway ?”’

““Oh, we just loaded down the cayuses, and did it in two trips.”
Taking a charred stick from the camp fire around which we
were sitiing, I made on the canvas of the tent behind me the
following calculation, ““ 11 + 4 = 15 horses multiplied by two (trips)
= 30 horseloads.” Taking a heavy load for crossing the passes
to be 12 skins = 18olb., the number of skins that could have been
transported in the two trips would have been at most between
300 and 400!

This is one instance of many that I have sifted down to similar
proportions. At other times, when the difficulties of transportation
were considerably less, it was easy to trip up the breezy lie by
a calculation anent the ammunition that was used for the feat of
killing 2500 wapiti. To bring down that number it would take at
the very least from 5000 to 6000 cartridges, which would weigh
300 or 4oo pounds, or several pony-loads, and cost very much
more than men of that stamp could afford to spend after purchasing
their winter stores and outfit. In some cases, it is true, and these
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an absurd jealousy of English sportsmen which was far less
noticeable in the territories south of the line.* Some funny tales
could be told about the men who framed Western game laws,
also about the arguments one heard. But to give the devil his
due, no Wyoming, Montana, or Idaho legislator gave vent to such
preposterous opinions about English sportsmen, or gave expression to
such gross slanders about their doings as were to be heard in the
British Columbian House of Assembly when the annual tinkering
of the game laws of the province afforded an opportunity. The
Wyoming, Montana, and Idaho legislatures, composed as they were,
too, of some rough elements, were sensible enough to recognise the
true cause of the evil, no less than the fact patent to every ranch-
man and frontiersman from the Platte to the Snake river, that the
Englishmen visiting for sport their mountain fastnesses belonged to
a class that did not seek to gain pecuniary profits from their
hunting expeditions. They knew only too well that the visitors
were men to whom it was wise to extend open arms. To speak of
my own experience, no welcome could be heartier than that which
greeted me throughout the American West. In British Columbia,
on the other hand, where game was never exposed to the same
danger of extermination, for the density of the woods, which
makes pursuit such a matter of difficulty there, is the best possible
protection against slaughter, a very different feeling towards
English sportsmen visiting the province for sport was often
manifested. Not so much by the up-country scttlers, who knew too
well what such visits meant to them, but by certain professional

* The British Columbian game laws at present in force compel the non-
resident sportsmen, under threats of heavy fine or imprisonment, to obtain a
licence costing 50dol. (£10), and limit his bag of wapiti to two stags; while
the Indians, on the other hand, are under-no sort of control to prevent them
from hide hunting (indeed they are not even told that they must not do so), and
settlers may kill as much as they desire, as they quite rightly should, for their
own use; so that practically the only persons against whom the game laws
of British Columbia, so far as hig game is concerned, are directed, are the
visiting sportsmen, whose knickerbockered presence appears to be decidedly
unwelcome to the professional legislators who framed these laws.
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politicians, who gave expression both in speeches and in letters
to the ncwspapers to invectives of which the following may be cited
as specimens : “ What do we want with titled asses . . . . who
parade upon the streets dressed in the most fantastic style, with their
waistcoats over their overcoats, and their shirts over their waist-
coats. . . . . who take more money out of the country than

" and, alluding to one particular sportsman who

they brought in,’
had dared to criticise the provincial game laws, “who might
be seen driving many a hard bargain with the Indians with all
the avidity of a Shoreditch Jew,”
to the same person, “was a trader who tried to pass as a sport—a
regular Shoreditch Jew.” Mr. Joseph Hunter, M.P.P. (Member of

the Provincial Parliament), the gentleman who expressed these

or in another place, referring

prettily phrased personalities, could hardly be expected to know
very much about the sentiments of English sportsmen as a class,
but at the same time it seems a pity that such bombastic rhetoric
should add insult to the injury done by this fatuous blindness to
his country’s true interests.

How ineffectively the British Columbia game-laws are framed,
and how efficiently they are carried out, the following instance
taken from late numbers of the Victoria ZVmes (July 21 and
August 21, 189g9) will illustrate. According to the evidence pro-
duced before the city magistrate, a more than usually vigilant law
officer attempted to seize a shipment of some twenty-one thousand
pickled and raw skins of black-tail deer, which a Victoria firm of
hide merchants were about to export to San Francisco. Section 4 of
the statute under which this firm was prosecuted, runs as follows:—

No person shall at any time purchase or have in possession with
intent to export, or cause to be exported or carried out of the limits of this
province, or shall at any time or in any manner export, or cause to be
exported or carried out of the limits of this province, any or any portion of
the animals or birds mentioned in this Act, in their raw state : and this
provision shall apply to railway, steamship, and express companies.

To put the result as briefly as possible, the judge dismissed the
case, because, according to a fair construction of the above quoted

D 2
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section, “it is the possession with intent to export in their raw
state which is prohibited, and there is no evidence here of any
such intention.”  Probably he was legally quite right, and that the
fault lies at the door of the legislature, through whose act these
21,000 deer skins were driven on a triumphal car.

Probably all these deer were killed the previous winter by
Indian and white skin-hunters on the numerous densely' timbered
islands that dot the channel between the mainland and Vancouver
Island, and slaughtered in most cases simply for the sake of their
skins, worth a few shillings each, for it appears from the local press
that “hundreds of carcasses of deer may be found rotting on the
mountain sides and in the woods.”

Other writers as well as myself have been accused in some
quarters of crabbing the game resources of British Columbia, and
as many a sportsman’s as well as goldseeker’s eye is turned towards
the North Pacific coast just now, a word of explanation will be not"
out of place here. What constitutes “GOOD " big game shooting
must ever remain a matter of individual opinion. Be that opinion
whatever it may, it should, to give it value, spring from &éond fide
motives that have no connection with any desire to benefit other
than the sportsman. When I say that I do not by any means con-
sider British Columbia the big game hunter’s paradise which it has
been made out to be, it is only fair to premise that my judgment
may possibly be more or less warped by the exceptionally good
sport I had previously enjoyed in American territory—Wyoming,
Montana, and Idaho. For big game shooting I consider the two
countries could simply not be compared, for in the latter the quan-
tity and diversity of big game was as far beyond one’s most sanguine
expectations, as it was below pessimistic anticipations in British
Columbia. When [ turned for the first time towards British
Columbia, entering the Kootenay District from Idaho, 1 very
speedily discovered that the dense forests, even if an equal quantity
of game were there, reduced the sportsman’s chances to a minimum,
save in the case of mountain “goat,” for which British Columbia
is by far the best field that I know, for in their case dense woods,
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though sadly obstructing one’s approaches to the above timber-
line regions inhabited by this animal, do not interfere with
the actual shooting of beasts inhabiting the regions above
vegetation.

Taking it all round, [ can safely say that on many occasions
I have seen in Wyoming and Idaho, in one single day, more big
game, not counting bison, than I have in all the ten or eleven years
put together in British Columbia. When the Montana and Idaho
hunting grounds were first invaded by railway builders, we have
already heard that thousands of navvies were fed for months on
game only; when the same thing occurred in British Columbia—
i.e., the Canadian Pacific was being built through the excessively
rough Selkirks or down the Fraser Cafions—narry a bit of venison
did the navvies ever see. Better proof of the extreme difference
between the game conditions in two countries could hardly be
adduced.

In most of my subsequent expeditions I tried to combine what
sport I could fit in with interests in land and mining ventures,
which entailed the exploration of practically quite wild districts.
For, while disappointed with British Columbia’s big game resources,
I was much taken with other features of that beautiful country.
During the ten or eleven years that I practically resided either
wholly or during a part of the year in British Columbia, I travelled
very many thousand miles on horseback, in coast and river canoes as
well as on rafts, on foot with rifle, and occasionally with my sleeping-
bag on my back, as well as by more civilised means of conveyance
over its mountain trails, picturesque lakes, and rushing rivers, which
teem with trout in quantities probably unrivalled by any other
country in the world. [ have slept on the ground with and without
tents for six months at a time, and from occupying for a fortnight
the inside of a spare boiler on a steamer, have sought ‘“the downy "
in the usual variety of strange places with which every pioneer is
familiar. And what, concerning the question at issue, is more
important, [ have lived several summers and autumns in the
districts that were considered the best game countries in British
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Columbia, and this at a time when they were not yet over-run by
miners. [ have also visited the east and west coast and some
of the practically unexplored interior of Vancouver Island. During
these ten oreleven years peregrinations in British Columbia I have
never seen, much less killed, a single wapiti; and, what is more, I
know of only two visitors who succeeded in shooting any at all.*
I have never heard of a visitor ever killing a moose in British
Columbia, and in the ten years I have only seen one small bull.
In the extreme north of the province a fair number are said to exist,
and this by such an entirely reliable sportsman as Mr. Warburton
Pike, who, in his excellent “Through Sub-Arctic Forests,”” gives a
most interesting account of the sport obtainable in those far-off
regions. To exploit these great solitudes for sporting purposes,
entails wintering, at least once, if not twice, in a very inhospitable
country, where starvation is an uncomfortable possibility. And let
it be said here that none but the extremely hardy and thoroughly
experienced in woodcraft should ever venture to follow that sports-
man’s example, for he is one 1n ten thousand when it comes to
roughing it. Hardships of which the stay-at-home sportsman can
form no conception are as nothing to this born explorer.

Black-tail deer are still plentiful on the islands off Vancouver
Island and on that island, facts to which I have alluded. They are
principally hunted in winter, and the sport they give is but poor.
In some parts of the mainland the finer mule deer (C. macrotis)
takes its place with advantage to the pot and to the gunner, for on
account of the less dense timber frequented by this deer, there
1s more chance of getting a shot at it.

In contrast to the opinion of those upholding the splendid
sporting facilities obtainable in British Columbia, wnprejudiced
observers have from early days onward declaimed upon the

* 1 remember only one instance of wapiti (four inferior ones) being killed by
two non-professional hunters residing in British Columbia (Messrs. Hayes
and Walker), and Sir Matthew Begbie, Chief Justice of British Columbia,
a keen sportsman, himself told me at the time that no such thing had been
done in the last twenty years.
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absence of game on the mainland of British Columbia. Lieutenant
Mayne, R.N., the famous explorer of the country between Jervis
Inlet and Lilloet River, which is to-day practically in the same
wild state in which it was thirty or forty years ago, wrote
thus :

“The same absence of animal life was observable on this journey
as I remarked on my excursion last year. Here, where man hardly
ever comes, one would think game would abound, but we only saw
one deer, half a dozen grouse, and as many small birds. We saw
the marks of several bears and sufficient indications of deer to show
us that the solitary one we had seen was not the only one in British
Columbia.” On page 221, when describing a trip into the interior,
in the neighbourhood of Shushwap, he says: “The absence of
animal life is also very remarkable.” Many other equally well-
informed writers could be quoted in support of my contention
that DBritish Columbia’s big game resources are on the whole
disappointing, and at best very *‘spotty.”

Returning to the question of unbiassed opinions in expressing
views concerning British Columbia sport, it 1s probably needless to
warn the reader against accepting the advice of persons finanecially
interested in booming the sporting resources of a country. Railway
companies and the silveryv-tongued land speculators or “ real estate
agents’’ are the worst sinners in this respect, hence, caveat emptor !
To the amusing, not to call them extraordinary, discussions on the
Game Bill in the House of Assembly in Victoria during the session
of 1892; another typical instance how history comes to be written
can be added. At that time an English resident in Victoria, who
very soon afterwards came rather prominently before the British
sporting world as the editor and chief contributor to a well-known
standard series of English books on sport, was editing a local
newspaper in Victoria. In letters and leading articles he advocated
the repeal of certain game laws then about to be passed by the
legislature, and in doing so he gave expression to opinions
regarding British Columbia’s big game resources which hardly
bore out the very high opinions which he published in the
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English series and other works intended to meet the eye of
the British sportsman. In the latter he says, ‘“there is no
doubt that the home par excellence of the wapiti to-day, is
in the dense timber of the Olympian range in Washington,
Oregon, and, to a certain extent, in Vancouver Island”; while for
bighorn and bear he was even more emphatic in his praise
of British Columbia. These attractive recommendations his
newspaper articles intended for a local circle of Victoria readers,
and written at the time he was completing the two volumes of
the series I have alluded to, do not voice. ¢ There is reasonable
hope,” he wrote, “that Victoria will again this year benefit by
the advent of moneyed strangers prepared to part with their
dollars for the sake of a few hides and horns, or rather for the sake
of the remote chance of obtaining these trophies’ (Daily News,
Victoria, April g, 1892). In another passage he acknowledges
that ““ three parties of good men came back this season from good
hunting districts empty-handed.” From other passages one infers
that one of the objects in inducing Britishers to come out for sport is
to thereby benefit the land speculators and hotel-keepers ; at least,
such is the impression the following passages leave on one’s mind:
“The rich men of Europe come out here to hunt our sheep and
bear and wapitl, leaving a hundred pounds in the country for every
beast which they took out of it. . . . Nor is this the chief part
of the good which the bighorn, fairly killed, brings to British
Columbia. The men who hunt big game must be moneyed men,
more or less, and not only do they bring a good many dollars into
our hotels, but real estate agents will tell you that a large number
of those who come to hunt stay to invest.” To ride with the hotel-
keepers and real estate agents, and to run with the British sports-
men in quest of game in British Columbia, are tasks which, I fear,
it is somewhat difficult to combine, at least, with advantage to the
latter. Of the efficiency of the game laws he speaks thus: “Our
game laws are a dead letter. Nobody minds them a bit,” and pro-
ceeds to declare that of the £r1o shooting licences which every
stranger should procure before he may shoot a head of big game:
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As a general thing, with the exception perhaps of Idaho, the law
has gone to the other extreme, and the bag a stranger is legally
entitled to make is of such ridiculously limited proportions as on
the face of it to suggest that a wide berth had better be given to
the Western States. The resident, on the other hand, enjoys the
wide privileges of a ““settler” who can kill game practically at any
season of the year, and in quantities no law has as yet attempted to
define, always provided that the game is for his own use and no
part of it is sold.

What is the use one may well ask of the Montana law himiting
a stranger to two wapiti so long as there are no officials to see that
this number is not exceeded? In a country where in the wilder
parts you can still travel and hunt for wveeks without seeing a
human being, it would require an army far larger than that of the
whole United States to enforce such regulations.® And even were
such an army available, the investment of £50 in a ‘“ranch”

’

makes the stranger a “settler”” in the eyes of the law.

In one respect care has to be exercised; it is concerning the
trophies. These should not be brought to the railway stations in
numbers exceeding the law’s limit, for blackmailers, prompted by
the reward in the shape of half the fine, have of late years more
than once caused English as well as American shooting parties
considerable trouble and expense. The task of transporting the
trophies out to the railway should be left to your hunter or guide
to accomplish after you have left. If he is worth his salt, he will
manage to get eight or ten picked heads to the railway and dispatch
them, packed in cases, without any trouble.

* How difficult such supervision of less vast areas is, actual experience nas
shown. Thus the force of cavalry that guards the National Park has often
proved useless in preventing regular poaching raids, in some of which the small
remaining herd of bison has severely suffered
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or a bighorn with horns an inch or two larger than the best of his
own killing, remains a matter of indifference.

The line we draw in other departments of sport between the
amateur and the professional can, and should be, extended, to the
realm of sporting trophies. But in those books that deal with the
latter, such as Rowland Ward’s “ Records of Big Game,” we find
that the naturalist’s rather than the sportsman’s interests are
consulted, some great pair of antlers bagged in some remote
corrie of the Rocky Mountains by a “horn hunter” or hide
hunter,” or a giant bighorn head obtained by some nameless
meat-hunter’'s Winchester, ranking, by merit of its superior
dimensions, in front of the trophy which rewarded a journey
of 10,000 miles and the hardships incidental to sport in the wild
regions where such noble game can still be found. In books of
this type the name of the owner of the trophy and not that of the
sportsman who bagged it, is given if, what is often the case, these:
two are not identical.

The great private collections of natural history specimens,
highly interesting and useful as they no doubt are, which figure so
prominently in these books, can be formed only by rich men, and
the collector need not necessarily be a sportsman in the sense of
the word here used.

In the following pages the question of trophies has, in the first
place, been dealt with in this spirit, and the reader will find
collected together the records of most of the principal spoils of the
chase obtained, not only by English, but also by foreign sportsmen.

What superb trophies could still be obtained half a generation
ago could well be seen by the visitor to the American Trophy
Exhibition, held, in 1887, at Earl’s Court. It was a loan collection
the like of which the present generation will probably not see
again, for only those who took upon themselves the endless trouble
and responsibility of inducing owners of choice trophies to
dismantle their walls of their treasures, can form an idea of the
hard work and the immense amount of correspondence it entailed
upon those who initiated the movement.
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the Field and elsewhere, this honour was accorded to the head of
the second largest wapiti I have ever killed.*

I am tempted to indulge in this blowing of my own little
trumpet in vindication of a trophy I am rather proud of, as the
writer of the chapters on American big game in the ““ Badminton
Library,” stated that according to the catalogue measurements
the édest wapiti head in the American Trophy Exhibition was
Mr. Cooper's.t Had he said the longest instead of the best, |
should have had nothing to complain of.

But, after all, the superiority of one head over the other was in
this, as in most other instances, strictly speaking, only a matter of
opinion, and not one of absolute fact, which latter, I contend, it
would have become had a fourth point of merit—namely, weight—
been added to length, width, and circumference, which were the
three dimensions which the experts decided were the essential
ones. :

In Austria and Germany, where antler lore has for centuries
been made a regular study, the best judges consider that the most
telling point of merit is the weight of the antlers. In the instance
under discussion the circumferences of the antlers were invariably
taken between the bay and tray tine. At this point of measure-
ment Mr. Cooper’s head taped iin. more than mine; but, on the
other hand, as several careful though unofficial measurements amply
proved, my antlers kept their beam much further up than Mr.
Cooper’s, and unprejudiced persons acknowledged that there could
be no doubt that my head was the heavier of the two. [am very
sure that, could both sets of antlers have been detached from the
stuffed heads on which they were unfortunately mounted, and then
placed on the scales, my trophy would have been found to weigh

* The catalogue said (p. 23) that it ““ has justly been selected by many as the
best head in the room for weight, length, and symmetry,”” and (p. 38) “for size
and spread of horns it is by far the best.”” The Field (May 21, ’87): “ The
first for size.” The Sporting and Dramatic: * Carries off the palm as the
finest wapiti head in the show,” &c.

+ Field, October 6, 1894.
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pounds heavier than the other. Weight would thus have spoken
the determining word in this friendly rivalry.

While on the topic of length, I may mention that the longest
wapiti antlers I have ever seen was a wonderful old head I picked
up on the Grosventre Creek in 1880. It measured 68in. The
longest head I have ever killed myself was a 64in. head.
Unfortunately it shared the fate of two of my largest bighorn
heads, which were lost to me by a fire which destroyed a log cabin
where I had them stored. I believe I am right in saying that no
European sportsman has killed finer heads.

My favourite head of all is one of over 6oin., with peculiarly
long and gracefully shaped tines of good curve—the sur-royals are
2ft. in length—and for this reason I am tempted to reproduce a
likeness of it as it hangs in my study (see Frontispiece). The
grizzly old stag that carried it gave me one of the most exciting
stalks man ever enjoyed.* Two other fine heads were presented by
me to two great Continental collectors; one of the trophies hanging
in the great dining hall at Reinhardsbrunn, amid giant red deer
heads of past centuries grassed by the matchlocks and flintlocks
of the Dukes of Saxe-Coburg; while the other is hanging in
Langenburg, the ancient castle of the Hohenlohe dynasty, amid
similar “ good and worthy fellows.”

Measuring heads is ticklish work, and should not be undertaken
by the owner if he wants to quote the result. What made the
American Trophy Show such an interesting event was not only the
fact that most of the best heads in Europe were collected together,
but chiefly because they were measured by impartial and reliable
judges according to one and the same principle. Anybody who has
ever had to do with measuring antlers knows only too well the
perplexing variety that exists of taking measurements, and how
easily mistakes, notwithstanding the best intentions, will occur.
As already observed, the weight of antlers would add an important

* [t was described in an illustrated article in the //lustrated London News,
Nov. 6, 1886, and pictures of this head have appeared in the principal sporting
papers of England and the Continent.

E
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“point of merit” of scientific value to the dimensions arrived at
by means of the tape, and it is to be hoped that in future more
attention will be paid to 1t by English sportsmen.

MR. OTHO SHAW'S WariTI HEAD,

Showing the healing process.

Abnormal formations are far less rare with the wapiti than
with red deer, and some very curious malformations are known
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among the former trophies. Not the least so is the deformed head
exhibited by Mr. Otho Shaw at the Trophy Show (see illustration),
which those who saw it there, will probably remember. The blow
which had fractured the skull, a year or more previous to his death,
had failed to kill him, and, as Mr. E. N. Buxton very correctly
says, ‘ Nature asserted herself in an attempt to throw a bridge
over the cavity.”*

Curious as this malformed head is, one of my own shooting has
also features of interest.. It is one of the only two 18-point wapitis
I have ever shot, and though of very moderate dimensions so far as
beam and length are concerned, it was no doubt a very old stag.
The abnormal character of the head lies more in the whole type than
in any one particular. The whole growth (see illustration) has about
it features reminding one rather of the woodland caribou. It was
shot, however, so far from the nearest caribou country (I killed it in
1879 in Central Wyoming), and a crossing of wapiti with either of
the two Rangifer species is so extremely unlikely and unknown, that
one cannot regard the resemblance as more than a chance one.
Singularly enough, the coat of this stag was of an unusual grey,
and the hair seemed to be more brittle and coarse than ordinarily.
With these details I became acquainted in a sufficiently unpleasant
manner, for this stag very nearly proved to be the last one I was
to grass. It was about the middle of the rutting season, and the
country I was in (the Fort Casper Hills) was simply alive with
wapiti, whose weird whistling and clash of antlers in angry combat
seemed to be going on all day and all night. The country being
very broken, it was difficult to spot big heads, and still more
difficult to follow one's selection across the timbered ravines and
gullies that criss-crossed the country in every direction. However,

* An even more curious instance was brought to my notice by Sir Douglas
Brooke, when showing me his father’s most interesting collection. A fallow
buck, in a fight with another buck, had lost one antler as well as a piece of the
skull, which came off with the horn. The wound, very serious as it was,
nevertheless healed, and the following year the buck not only shed his antlers,
but the newly-formed bone came off too.

E 2
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there, one or the other would probably have bagged a 6oin.
wapiti.

Why I consider their western jaunt such a successful one,_is
that they obtained within two months all the principal North

Mr. H. SEfON-KARR’s Waritt Heabp.

American big game, from a nice bag of white antelope-goat on the
Upper Columbia, in the Kootenay district—ground I knew well as
harbouring these beasts within sight of steamer communication,
and which then had not been hunted much—to wapiti, bighorn,
bear, and the smaller deer. Communication between the then
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of obtaining decent wapiti heads in America. That nothing like
record heads can be bagged is a sad truth, for the number of
animals has within the last two decades shrunk by at least
nineteen-twentieths. At the same time, good heads can

[r————————

- Wapitt Snor BY MR. T. BaTE, oF KELSTERTON,

occasionally still be got, and, as the best evidence of this, I am
tempted to reproduce the photograph (see illustration) of a fine
trophy of the dimensions given in the table, obtained by
Mr. Moncreiffe as late as 1896 in what is now considered a
“shot out’" region, namely, the Bighorn Mountains in Wyoming.
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1/

In Rowland Ward’s third edition there are several other heads
over 55 inches in length. I have not mentioned them, first of all,
because I could not find out whether they were killed by
sportsmen, and secondly, because some of the dimensions given

Sir EpMunp LODER'S REMARKABLY WIDE WariTi HEAD.

by him are quite impossible.  Thus, the twenty-third head is said
to measure 42 inches round the burr!

Having now dealt with some of the principal wapiti heads
known to me as the legitimate trophies secured by English or
foreign sportsmen, I will mention a few interesting specimens,
either bought or picked up, of which I have record. One of
the most remarkable I know is Sir Edmund Loder’s immensely
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wide head (see illustration), which he bought many years ago in
Colorado. When I first saw it hanging on the walls—unfortunately
rather high up—in the very interesting and complete museum at
Leonardslee, I had to take two good looks before I realised the
extraordinary outside spread of this head, which is no less than 6rin.
Being also very massive, though not of great length, its weight
(42lb.) approaches that of my heaviest pair of antlers, which I
believe could claim to be the record weight, .., 48lb. This head,
owing to house-moving and absence, Sir Edmund could not
exhibit at the Trophy Show in 1887. The American Trophy Show
of 1887, at Earl’s-court, contained also heads acquired by purchase
or gift.

The head which was pronounced to be the most beautifully
shaped wapiti at this exhibition was shown by Mr. W. A. Tulloch,
who obtained this grand twenty-pointer from a professional
hunter (Dick Binningham) in Montana. It was killed in 1883,
the year in which was perpetrated such wanton slaughter in
the “Bad Lands” of Montana. The ‘“pearling’ and shape of this
pair of antlers were as near perfection as any I have ever seen.

A British collection, containing the best show of wapiti antlers
acquired by purchase, is Lord Powerscourt’s well-known Samm/lung
at Powerscourt, his beautiful country seat near Dublin. It contains
some very remarkable wapiti heads, one, the longest in England,
being 64} inches in length, and another 55 inches in width (outside),
as well as some very fine Continental red deer antlers. To-day
this collection is without question the best one of its kind in this
country, where, as a matter of fact, antler collecting has hitherto
been strangely neglected. Lord Powerscourt has travelled much
on the Continent, and few men know the unrivalled Austrian and
German collections, on the lines of which he has shaped his own,
better than he does. Some of the rare ancient trophies of the
chase mounted on curious carved heads could not be bought to-day
at any price.

An interesting pair of wapiti antlers, which Caton pronounced to
be the longest pair known to him, is in possession of Messrs. Parker
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Brothers, the well-known American gunmakers in Meriden, Conn.,
U.S.A. They were found in the quicksand in the Saline River,
Kansas, with only the points visible, the remainder being totally

|

FiNeE 20-poINT WaPITT HEeap ExuiBiTep By MRr. A. L. TULLOCH.

Shot 1883, in Montana, by Dick Binningham.

submerged in the sand. It is probable that the animal attempted
to cross the river and was lost in the quicksand, for the entire
skelelon was found embedded. They are (see illustration) a very
perfect pair of antlers, ot the following dimensions: Length, 59in.
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(bay) ; of the last 15%in. remain, the girth at the point of fracture
being 5%in. The length of the brow antler must have been at

Some OF THE AUTHOR'S TROPHIES IN ScHross MaTzex, TyroL.

(In foreground “abnormal Wapiti Antlers.)

least 2ft. 3in., measured from the burr. These dimensions indicate

proportions much in excess of anything we have at the present
day.”
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shovels of unusual size, can be seen in the picture of the corridor
where I have a number of my trophies hanging. Both heads I
picked up years ago, not very far from the spot where I got my
biggest heads, viz., on the western slopes of the Big Windriver
Mountains, of which favourite region I am glad to be able to
reproduce a good photograph. In this locality I saw more and finer
wapiti than I have anywhere else. '

Not all that one reads about largest wapiti heads on
record can be believed. Thus last year the Z%7e/d contained
a detailed notice, copied, I believe, from an American paper,
of such a gigantic Colorado trophy, ‘the largest pair of
elk-horns in the world,” which the Emperor of Germany
was about to receive as a present. Measuring ¢ 12ft. from
tip of beam to tip of beam across the skull,” it gave other
astonishing dimensions.  Being interested in the matter I wrote,
some five months afterwards, to the person named as the donor,
and also to the Emperor of Germany’s chief private secretary, with
the view of finding out what truth there was in the notice. The
former left my letter unanswered, the latter replied that nothing
was known to the Emperor of such antlers.

Sometimes, strange to say, men who consider themselves
good judges are taken in by made-up antlers. A case in point
occurred, as it is perhaps hardly necessary to remind the reader,
some thirty-six years ago, when the late Mr. Frank Buckland
was deceived by a “record” red deer head from Transylvania,
which Lord Powerscourt had a short time previously bought
through a friend in Vienna, without having himself seen the
head. These antlers continued to figure in the “Encyclopaedia
Britannica” and in Rowland Ward's “ Horn Measurements” as
the largest red deer antlers in the world. Their recorded weight
of 74lb. was so manifestly impossible that I was led to examine
into the matter, with the result that soon afterwards [ was enabled
to publish a letter from the owner in which he freely acknowledged
the spuriousness of his trophy (F7e/d, Jan. 26, 1895).

[ little thought at the time that I should have to lift the curtain
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owner of the head, suggesting that he should subject it to a closer
examination, and tap the upper length of either antler with a
hammer, which would cause particles of the cement to become

Wipest Wapitt HEaD oN RECORD.

Reported outside width, 68in. Property of W. F. Sheard, Tacoma.

dislodged. A letter received from him by return of post confirmed
the correctness of my conviction concerning the true character of
the antlers, a large piece of the stained cement being enclosed as a
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proof of the skill employed in the manufacture of these spurious
antlers.

In the recently published third edition of Rowland Ward’s
‘““Records of Big Game,” the faked-up Oregon head is omitted,
and in its place, as the largest wapiti head on record, we find a
head belonging to Sheard, the Tacoma taxidermist, and which,
it is stated, measures ‘7oin. in length, 68in. in outside width,
and 14tin. in circumference. No such head, [ am convinced, is in
existence, the compiler of “Records” having probably copied
into his pages the largest dimension of each of #/Zree wapiti heads,
and endowed one head with these three record dimensions. That
this is the case 1s proved, it would seem to me, by a letter published
in the New York magazine Recreation, and signed by Sheard, in
which he distinctly speaks of #47ee heads. The passage in question
runs: “ I will show you a pair of elk horns that are perfectly even,
which spread 68in. between the extreme outside edge of the main
beams. [ will also show a photograph of a pair of elk horns the
left beam of which is 70in. long, the right beam 68{in. long, spread
62in. [ will show you a photograph of a pair of elk horns that are
14%in. in circumference around the burr, spread 58in.”  As this
letter appeared in a well-known New York periodical, American
sportsmen and naturalists probably know all about these three
heads, and it would be interesting to learn their opinion about
them.*

* | take this opportunity to add the following further explanation concerning
this matter. On observing in the third edition of ‘“ Records’’ the mistake into
which I consider its compiler had fallen, | wrote at once to Sheard, in order to
make quite sure, asking him to send me a photograph of the long (70in.) head,
he having previously sent me a photograph of the widest (68in. trophy). His
reply, under date of June 10, 189 | runs as follows: ‘I have no photo of the elk
head 7oin. length and 62in. spread; the plate got broke, and this head is sold.
But I believe I sent you a photo of the elk head that spread 68in; if not, I will.”
The photograph he sent me is the one here reproduced. On receiving this
letter 1 mentioned in a letter to the Fre/d the fact that Rowland Ward had
endowed his record wapiti head with dimensions that I thought it did not
possess. This letter appeared in the issue of Sept. 9. 1899. In the following
week’s Field (Sept. 10, 1899) there appeared an editorial note stating, in

F 2
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One word more and I have done with this record head. It is
to express regret that Sheard, the owner of this wonderfully wide
68in. trophy, did not leave the antlers unmounted. It would have
allayed any possible suspicion of the spread being artificially
obtained, and, besides, would have permitted the weight to be
ascertained at all times. 1 do not think that it is too much to say
that natural history lays upon all persons claiming to be the owners
of record specimens the moral obligation to facilitate as much as
possible a verification of their claim.

In the eyes of the connoisseur of antlers the wapiti head—and
be it the finest ever bagged-—lacks one important point of merit,
one which distinguishes the European red deer, and endows a fine
head of that species with a beauty all its own. It is that wapiti
antlers never form a “crown’ or cup-shaped cluster of tines on
top, but invariably bifurcate to the very end. I am convinced that
there is no regular crowned wapiti head in existence; the one
depicted by Caton, and which he says is the only one he has ever
met with, has the crown only on the right side.

The student of the older literature on America is struck by the
scarcity of written and pictorial records relating to the wapiti,
considering that this deer was plentifully represented in the Atlantic
States. With one single exception, none of the early travellers who
published their accounts in the latter half of the sixteenth and the

reference to my criticism, ‘ that on the authority of Mr. Sheard (the owner
of the specimens), who supplied Mr. Rowland Ward with the particulars
he gives in his ‘ Records of Big Game,’ the measurements and locality as
published are correct.”” In the face of the evidence which I have adduced in
the above, I am inclined to think that the editorial correction is based upon
a mistake, and that the cable inquiry which I am informed was made by
Rowland Ward simply proved a fact which was never in dispute, viz., that the
dimensions he gives are correct, the fact that they belong to two or three
trophies and not to one having probably escaped the necessarily brief cable
inquiry. That one and the same wapiti head should be by far the longest,
by far the widest, and by far the thickest in the beam of which we have any
record, is, so far as my experience goes, so extraordinary a combination as to
be next to impossible, and this view, I may add, is shared by all those versed in
antler lore with whom I have conversed about it.
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first half of the seventeenth century, and which in many instances
De Bry’s diligent graver adorned with copious illustrations, contain
a picture of this deer. The exception I allude to occurs in
Laudonniere’s narrative, illustrated by Le Moyne, a French artist,
who accompauied the former in his expedition to Florida in 1564.
It is (see illustration) a picture representing the Indians’ method of

STALKING WAPITI IN THE SIXTEENTH CENTURY.

(From Laudonniére's Narrative of his Expedition to Florida, A.p. 1564.)

stalking wapiti, for which purpose they threw deer skins over their
bodies so as to enable them to appreoach their quarry.®* The artist
who drew the picture had evidently not realised the peculiarity of
wapiti antlers never forming a crown on top, and probably copied
a handy pair of red deer antlers.

* Messrs. Osgood and Co., of Boston, republished in 1875, in a small
edition, this highly interesting narrative.
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It is rather curious that such a close observer as Caton, having
at his disposal the material and the best of opportunities to
ascertain the live weight of adult wapiti, has failed to give us a
single weight excepting in the case of a three-year-old stag after a
journey of four days on steamboats and railways. This animal he
appears to have actually weighed (650lb.), while of older specimens
in his own park he invariably only speaks of “estimated ” figures
(up to 1000lb. or 1100lb.). Itis all the more gratifying, therefore,
to be able to state that it was left to an English sportsman-
naturalist, Sir Edmund G. Loder, Bart., to ascertain in an accurate
manner the clean weight as well as the measurements of a fairly
large wapiti stag.

He furnished me with the following particulars concerning the
largest wapiti he killed in Western Montana.* Irom root of tail
to tip of nose, 108in.; tail, with hair, 74in.  Girth, at brisket, 6ft.
Circumference of neck, 54in. Weight, without entrails or liver,
lungs and heart, 752lb., but as he was killed on October 4, the fat
was all gone. Weight of liver, lungs, and heart, golb. It is
therefore certain that the beast as he entered the rut must have
scaled over goolb., and most probably close upon 1000lb., a weight
which some of my largest stags must have exceeded by many
pounds, for according to my notes several taped as much as
7it. 2in. girth at brisket. I should therefore not be the least
surprised to hear that a really big stag was found to exceed
1100lb. live weight as he entered the rut. Considering that
to-day stags exceeding 53st., or 746lb. (avdp.) dead weight are

* This stag was killed in the Flathead country, where the forests are a good
deal denser than in Wyoming and Eastern Montana, so that it was not a typical
wapiti country, but, as Sir E. Loder's trip was undertaken with the special
object of getting Rocky Mountain ‘“ goat,” following for this purpose a route I
suggested to him, it was impossible to combine in one expedition visits to any
of the few remaining really good wapiti countries, where he probably would
have killed some larger wapiti. Mr. E. N. Buxton’s expedition in 1884 to the
Windriver Mountains, in Wyoming, for which 1 also supplied him with
particulars of route, &c., was, so far as wapiti were concerned, more
successful.
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reported to exist in Europe, a 11oolb. wapiti would be far less
remarkable.*

To the connoisseur in antlers the Pacific Coast districts of
Oregon and Washington present less inducements than those of
the interior, say Western Wyoming, and Eastern Idaho, which may
be considered to be the best places for really fine antlers. Of
course, as these are more or less timberless highlands, where game
is far more easily seen and pursued than in the dense coast forest,
the remaining bands of wapiti will be killed off in a very few years,
and certainly the next generation of sportsmen will be relegated to
the less attractive coast regions, where a rainy climate and dense
timber not only make sport far less enjoyable and much harder
work, but renders the bagging of good heads if not impossible, at
least more a matter of chance.

One of the regions deserving the attention of sportsmen are the
Olympic Mountains, in the north-west corner of Washington.
They are a rugged mass of irregular and steep ridges, some of
which attain a height of over 7o000ft., rushing streams and small
lakes occupying the forest-clad depressions. Fortunately for the
sportsman, no paying mines have so far been discovered in the
Olympic Mountains; and another circumstance favouring him is
the fact that the Government has caused several trails to be opened
by which means some fair hunting-grounds can be reached. It is,
of course, no longer an untrodden wilderness, but, at the same time,
the roughing that has to be undergone to obtain good sport,
though perhaps of a mild sort, will be sufficient to give zest to the
expedition.t

* 1 am alluding to a big Caucasian stag, of which Prince Demidoff has pub-
lished an interesting account in the ‘“ Encyclopzdia of Sport,”” Vol. L., p. 308.
He tells me that this stag as he dropped must have weighed even more, for in
order to weigh the carcass it had to be cut into pieces and carried down, and the
weight thus ascertained (53st. 4lb.) made no allowance for loss of blood. It seems
almost incredible that red deer of this weight should exist in Europe to-day,

t+ For further details I think the visitor could not do better than inquire
of Mr. W. F. Sheard, g10, A-strect, Tacoma (Wash.), who, though I can only
speak fromn hearsay, as 1 do not know him personally, seems willing to assist
sportsmen visitors so far as he can.
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The Biological Society of Washington has lately proposed
to mark this difference between wapiti inhabiting the Rocky
Mountains and those frequenting the Pacific Coast districts by
calling the latter Cervus roosevelti, or Roosevelt’s Wapiti, a dis-
tinction with which I entirely agree. The following is the
description given by Mr. C. Hart Merriam, of the Smithsonian
Museum :

General characters : Size, large; head and legs, black (probably only
in winter pelage) ; skull and antlers, massive; beams of antlers relatively
short and straight, with terminal prong aborted.

Cranial characters: The skull of Cervus roosevelts, compared with that
of Cervus canadensis from the Rocky Mountains, is much larger, broader,
and more massive. The frontals are not only conspicuously broader but
are very much flatter, giving the cranium a different profile. The muzzle
also is much broader. The cavities in front of the orbits, on the other
hand, are decidedly smaller.

The antlers are large, heavy, and relatively short, with the terminal’
prongs aborted, so that the total length from burr to tip is about soomm.
(about 20in.) less than in well-formed antlers of the Rocky Mountain elk.
The brow, bez, trez, and fourth tine are similar to those of the ordinary
wapiti, but above the fourth the antler is flattened and sub-palmate, and
ends in two or three sharp points, the tips of which reach only slightly
above the tip of the fourth prong.

Geographic distribution : Roosevelt’s wapiti inhabits the dense
coniferous forests of the humid Pacific coast strip, from near the northern
end of Vancouver Island southward through the coast ranges of
Washington and Oregon to north-western California.

It will be seen that this description does not refer to another
very characteristic difference, namely, the more rufous colour of the
coast district antlers and their smoother appearance. Rarely does
one see finely pearled antlers, for in consequence, I suppose, of
the density of the timber they appear much more “ rubbed,”’ 7.e., less.
pearled. To me, if I may express an opinion, they lack some
points of beauty possessed by most of the trophies obtained in the
Rockies proper.

Concerning the present distribution of the wapiti, a few remarks
may be offered in correction of the misleading statements made by
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Ward in the second edition of his “Records,” in which he says that
the wapiti is to be found in the Alleghany regions of Pennsylvania,
Virginia, North Wisconsin (?), Minnesota, &c. It seems hardly
credible that in a text book of this sort, written A.D. 1896, there
should appear such an incorrect statement as that wapiti still inhabit
the Alleghany Mountains of Pennsylvania, or the Virginia hills,
where they became extinct in the first quarter of the present
century.

Caton, the best authority possible, states that in the woods of
North Illinots, a region many hundreds of miles further west, and
one which became settled up a century or two later than Virginia,
the last wapiti was seen in 1820, or thereabouts.

From Wisconsin and Minnesota the wapiti has, [ am informed,
also long disappeared.

A few remarks concerning an historical landmark made of
wapiti antlers may not be out of place. Prince Wied, in most
respects a painstaking and observant investigator of early days, has
left us, in his interesting account of his travels in what is now
Dacota and Montana, a somewhat brief account of the famous
Elkhorn Pyramid on the Prairie & la Corne de Cerf. It was one
of the early historical landmarks on the banks of the Missouri when
fur-traders and trappers were the only whites who visited the trans-
Missourian West. Composed, so he says, of certainly more than
1000 pairs of wapiti antlers, the pyramid was about 18ft. high and
15ft. in diameter when he saw it in 1832. His account of its origin
varies triflingly from other contemporary reports, according to
which it was the result of a certain famous fall hunt by a Sioux
hunting party, armed, it must be remembered, not with flintlocks,
but with the less effective bow and arrow. According to Prince
Wied, the antlers were contributed by different hunting parties at
different times as offerings to ensure “good medicin” on future
occasions. He also remarks that the strength of the party making
the offering was marked in red strokes on the antlers. Long after
it had disappeared many a camp-fireside legend busied itself with
this curious pyramid, increasing its altitude, it is needless to say, to
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treble its real height, and making of the 1000 pair of antlers
10,000 ! *

As probably the majority of these trophies or sacred offerings
were picked heads, the finest of their kind, it is regrettable that
this traveller did not take the trouble to ascertain the dimensions
of the largest, for it would have thrown light upon a vexed question,
l.e., whether wapiti antlers have experienced the same deterioration
within the last fifty or 100 years, which, for instance, is noticeable
when we compare trophies of European red deer, say, of the
seventeenth century with those obtainable to-day. To judge
by the measurements of the finest head obtained by his party—a
twenty pointer with a length of antlers of 4ft. rin. in a straight line,
and a weight of 26lb. —such deterioration has not occurred, for
many better heads have been obtained in our days. Another
fact would seem to corroborate this assumption, namely, that
among the old heads dug out of bogs and quicksands there
are, as already mentioned, few of superior proportions to those of
to-day.

Another matter of interest in connection with wapiti heads is
the following. That the normal number of tines on wapiti heads
is twelve, and that fourteen, sixteen, eighteen, and twenty-point
heads are very much rarer than among red deer, 1s a well known
fact. Among the many thousands of wapiti antlers I have
seen there were not half a dozen of more than eighteen tines,
and among the 400 or 500 stags I have killed myself or had a
share in killing, almost all of which were picked animals,
there were only two heads of eighteen and not one of .more
points.

* The Scientific American tells us that at Mammoth Hot Springs, in the
Yellowstone Park, there is a fence made of wapiti horns. It encloses the greater
part of the grounds of photographer F. Jay Haynes’ studio. The fence is
composed of over 300 selected * elk”’ horns. All of them have twelve points, and
a great many have fourteen points. They were shed in March, 1895, and were
gathered in June of the same year by Mr. Haynes and three of his men, within
a radius of ten miles of Mammoth Hot Springs, and within four days’ time.
There were about 2500 wapiti in the park then. :
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year before that twenty-four points!¥ To what must these quite
unusual instances of extreme bifurcation be ascribed? If to the
artificial feeding during the major part of winter and early spring—
for those seasons are extremely trying ones in the elevated and
inhospitable regions where this experiment was carried out—it
would be an unanswerable argument in favour of the writer’s
theory that artificial food influences the growth of antlers more
than anything else, a hypothesis which a certain school of Scotch
theorists combat as not in accordance with their theory that heads
are inherited.t

‘“Setting back ’—that is, putting on a less number of points on
the new antlers than the animal carried the preceding year,
and which often occurs with the red deer of Europe—seems to
occur also with wapiti, though the circumstance that by far the
largest number of old wapiti bulls carry only twelve points is
apparently a strong confirmation of the theory that nature in
the wapiti’s case limits the growth to that number, a limitation
known also in the case of other deer. Western hunters frequently
assert that the reason one so rarely finds more than twelve-tined
heads is caused by the fact that all the older wapiti bulls, who
would have more points, get killed by the young ones, or rather by
the twelve-pointers, who at that period are in their prime. My
own experience, and that of others who have been among wapiti

{

during and after “whistling time,” does not confirm this theory,
though, in view of the characteristic of wounded deer always
seeking the densest covert, one must not jump at too hasty

conclusions in this respect.

* In counting the points the German fashion, which obtained also in England
in old days, of doubling the number of tines on the antler having the most
points, was followed. The antlers are preserved in the Arco Palace in Munich.

+ Iam glad to be able to say that a friendly peace has now been established
between my most formidable opponent, Mr. Allan Gordon Cameron, and
myself, for, as he was good enough to write to me, when asking me for some
special information anent a work he is preparing on the distribution and
affinity of the stag group, he has seen reason to modify his views upon the
points concerning which we were most at variance.
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Another circumstance that I noticed, and one that my previous
and subsequent experience with wapiti during the rutting season
confirms, was that the master stags were by no means distinguished
by the largest antlers, but appeared, with a few exceptions, to be
the largest in body.

To watch wapiti fighting—a sight that in the old days
frequently stirred the heart of the sportsman who had the patience
and skill to get close up to the scene of battle—was to witness
grand exhibitions of endurance and prowess. Not quite so quick
in their movements as the European red deer, they would yet rush
at each other with the same angry impetuosity, and one could often
hear the sound of clashing antlers for some distance off, and be
guided by it to the spot where the battle royal was proceeding ; the
hinds, graceful but coy representatives of their sex, calmly looking
on, nibbling at the grass, and, while permitting forbidden attentions
from the younger stags, taking apparently but slight interest in the
issues of the mortal combat.

So far, however, as my experience goes, only a minority of
these engagements terminated fatally—at least, on the spot. The
majority of fights between old bulls that I have had occasion to
watch ended in consequence of the exhausted state of the
combatants, who finally would drop on their knees, and, with
antlers apparently inextricably interlocked, thrust and push till
their last particle of strength was exhausted, and their panting
breath issued from their open mouths like so much steam.

One more than ordinarily striking battle I once watched in a
then nameless range of mountains in Western Wyoming, on one of
‘those bright moonlight October nights one would like so much to
live over again. The air was keen with {rost, while a thin vapoury
mist veiled the depressions in the broken surface of the country.
Distant “ whistling” of wapiti lured me from our snug camp fire
soon after an ample supper had satisfied an appetite made
ravenous by a long day after some distant bighorn. With my pipe
and old Express, I strolled forth into the still bright night. The
wind came straight from the direction of the band, now hardly more
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than half a mile off, but separated from the *‘ sink ” where we were
camped by a belt of forest, through which a slow-flowing stream
meandered. [t was the home of generations of beaver, who had
dammed up the stream in numerous places, thereby forming large
pools. At the head of each was to be seen a patch of beaver-meadow,
with smooth green sward. As I entered the forest [ found it alive with
wapiti, moving about in the semi-darkness in spectre-like silence,
while now and again a broad moonbeam, stealing its way through
some break in the bower of branches overhead, would cast its light
upon a doe or young stag startled by signs of my close presence,
standing with pricked ears, peering into the darkness that hid
all but the dimmest outlines ol my form from their ken. Slowly
and cautiously I pursued my walk. My moccasined footfall
disturbed but few of the deer, and I soon reached the brink of a
smooth, glade-like beaver-meadow, rather larger thar the rest, and
now bathed in the mellow, silvery light of one of the brightest full
moons | have ever scen. Every blade of the velvety sward
appeared to sparkle, and the surface seemed as smooth and level as
a billiard table. There were only a few wapiti on the meadow, but
they were all bulls, and “ whistling”” away as if it were the first,
and not the third or fourth, week of the mating time. This
whistling 1s always a singularly weird, inimitable sound, and one
that can only be likened to the quairt and yet melodious strains of
an Aolian harp; the stillness of the night, too, as well as the other
surroundings, added to its peculiarity.

Off and on, while making my way through the forest, I had
heard the clashing of antlers; but it was mere play in comparison
to what I was presently to see. On reaching the glade, I had
seated myself on a fallen .log, overlooking the tranquil scene, and
there, hidden by the deep shadow of some overhanging trees, I was
effectually screened from observation by the wapiti peopling the
meadow. [ had not been seated for more than five minutes, when
suddenly the whistling on the glade stopped, and the half-dozen
stags who were just then close together in the centre, dashed off
in different directions, as i1f a bomb had fallen in their midst; and
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probably they had good reason for doing so, for the stately old
wapiti bull who, with majestic gait, stepped out from the deep
shadow into the flood of silvery light, was no doubt a match for any
two of the young striplings who had disported themselves on the
glade. Slowly he stalked toward the middle of the meadow,
occasionally whistling, but more frequently stretching out his
distended neck and lowering and raising his head, as if testing the
supple strength of his shoulder muscles, in all the consciousness of
his unvanquished strength. He was not further than seventy-five
yards from me, and in the bright light I fancied T almost could see
the eye of the noble beast, or count the branching tines, as he
swayed his many-pointed antlers to and fro. One by one, with
furtive tread, the young fry returned to the glade; and presently a
couple of young ones, more venturesome and impudent than the
rest, actually made a boldly planned but feebly executed dash
towards the master stag, for before they got within reach of his
massive horns, five feet long, they swerved to one side and began
-butting each other with considerable vigour. Not long, however,
did this by-play last, for presently another great wapiti, moving at
a fast trot, came out of the forest, and put the young combatants
to much the same sudden rout as the first master stag had done
when he appeared on the scene. The latter, however, stood his
ground, and for a minute or so the two' faced each other, all but
their heads motionless. The last comer did not appear alone on
what was soon to prove a hard-fought battlefield, for four or five
hinds had followed him out of the forest. With gingerly step,
raised heads, and pricked ears, they came out into the open.
Probably they had been alarmed by some sign of my presence,
and were now on the gui/ vive, while their lord—quite oblivious
to other danger—had centred his attention upon his rival.  How
the two stags approached each other, as well as the actual com-
mencement of hostilities I was prevented from seeing, for the wary
hinds, making a circle, as if to spy out whether the coast was
really clear, had placed themselves between the two stags and my
hiding-place.
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Soon the clashing of antlers and angry snort of the combatants
told its tale, and, as | knew from former experience that stags while
they are fighting are quite oblivious to what occurs around them, I
stepped out into the light, and gave a low shout, which sent the
non-combatants in double quick time back into the forest.

Probably I might have walked close up to the stags without
interrupting the tussle; but 1 was afraid that one or the other, or
both, might turn against me, as I knew our European red deer do
during the rutting season, and an Express is but a poor weapon
at night time. So I kept at a respectful distance, some twenty or
thirty yards from cover, and from there I watched the fight for quite
half an hour. For several minutes at a time the antlers appeared
mextricably locked together, and as one of the stags seemed the
stronger, though not the more agile of the two, superior weight
would in those moments enable the heavier animal to fling his
adversary from side to side, without, however, being able to free
his own horns wherewith to do grievous injury to his foe. Before
long one was on his knees, pressed down apparently by main force;
then the other, staggering back, would for a brief moment halt
before rushing with deadly intent at his adversary; but by the time
he had regained his breath, and was ready for the onslaught, the
foe was on his legs again, and antler crashed against antler with a
force that seemed irresistible.  The heavier of the two stags
appeared to be well aware of the one advantage his superiority in
weight gave him, for the tactics just described were repeatedly
tried by him, only to be foiled by his agile adversary, who
invariably managed to regain his feet and receive the charge with
lowered head and antlers en garde. The combatants had moved
about the meadow, much as expert boxers would, though after a
quarter of an hour’s fighting, weight had told its tale, and the
smaller stag had to retreat more frequently than ever, and the
adversaries were fast approaching the edge of the forest at the
latter’s back. Here a last stand was made by the defeated one,
and a ten minutes’ tussle ended by bringing both on to their knees ;
and here, too, the repulsed one received his death wound, though 1



The Wapiti and his Antlers. 81

failed to see exactly how it was inflicted, the movements being so
rapid and the light too indistinct. It appeared to me, however, that
the weaker stag, on regaining his feet first, made a dash at his foe,
but from some cause or other his lunge missed its aim, and, while
the impetus carried him past his still kneeling adversary, his whole
flank was exposed to the thrust of the latter’s horns. The next
second he was down too, but this time with a heavy thud stretched
out at full length, just out of reach of the kneeling victor’s horns,
who, too exhausted to rise, kept butting at the body which he could
not reach. A minute later they were both up again, but the battle
was decided, and the wounded hart fled into the forest, where I
found him the next morning dead, with a ghastly slash two feet in
length, that had ripped open his side and penetrated to his vitals.
While on the subject of deer and their antlers, let me say a
word or two here concerning the subject of measuring stags
antlers. Some years ago the columns of the Fie/d contained a
lively correspondence anent this very matter, a well-known sports-
man, writing under the nom de plume of “ Smoothbore,” having
started the ball by suggesting that it was high time that there
should be established an uniform principle of measuring and
judging antlers, horns, &c. As everyone knows who has given
attention to the subject, the usual run of English sportsmen either
do their measuring according to their own ideas, or do not
sufficiently regard certain useful features connected with, or
bearing upon, natural history. It was, I thought, a most timely
suggestion, for do not British sportsmen go further afield than any
other? To judge by some of the replies, the go-as-you-please
spirit, which has hitherto tabooed scientific accuracy, is still very
much to the fore. “Smoothbore ” suggested that a committee of
experts should issue a circular to all well-known sportsmen and
naturalists with the view of collecting expert opinion for the
purpose of framing a definite standard of measurements and points
of merit.* “Smoothbore,” with whom, I must add, I am not

* Field, Nov. 9, 1895.
G
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personally acquainted, had been good enough to single me out for
the leading position upon the committee, and though I at once
strongly deprecated my qualifications for this post, I had no
hesitation in expressing my conviction that such a scheme, if
properly carried out, would not only fill a long-felt want and
prevent the now-existing confusion, but also would lead the way to
the publication of more correct sportsmen’s handbooks than are
some of those which at present figure under that title.

Among the opponents to ““Smoothbore’s”” proposal was one
gentleman in particular, whose somewhat vehement criticism¥*
forced upon one the conclusion that he had failed to grasp
the real object which “ Smoothbore” had in view. Had he
understood it he would hardly have written that ‘“the proposal
to establish a committee to tell me what I prefer to estimate
for myself jars upon my sporting instinct, and violates the true
sentiment of sport.”” In further explanation of what his sporting
instinct is like, he stated that ‘“the trophy in my own collection
that, perhaps, I value most, is a miserable little six point red-deer
head, badly set up by a country stuffer—the head of the first stag
I ever killed, © A poor thing, but mine own.””

Now, so far as | grasped “ Smoothbore’s” proposition, nobody
had the slightest intention of dictating to any sportsman which
of his heads he himself should value most; on the contrary,
his own opinion, as that of the sportsman who killed and owned
the trophy, would, in accordance with the ordinary principles
governing a judge or jury, have no weight whatever with a
properly constituted committee. Reverse this writer’s case,
and say that his first stag, instead of being a “miserable little six
pointer,” had been a twenty-four pointer of extreme size, as was
that of a lucky young friend of mine. Would he have written in
the same strain? But leave all such personal considerations out of
play. Certain it is that till some such basis of common agreement
be arrived at, confusion and inaccuracy will reign in a department

* Field, Dec. 14, 1895.
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of natural history which should be the most attractive to the
British sportsman, with his unrivalled chances to make sport yield
useful scientific results. Take it this way: I think 1 am safe in
saying that there are not two men in England to-day who know
the correct details of the three best red-deer heads. In Rowland
Ward’s second edition of his “ Records of Big Game,” there are
no fewer than ten mistakes in the three lines concerning the
three largest heads he gives, in addition to which errors two of
the three trophies he mentions deserve by no means the rank
he gives them! To these and to other instances of carelessness
to which I shall have to refer, “Smoothbore’s’’ committee would
speedily put an end, and if for no other reason, its results
should be welcomed by all those who prefer simplicity com-
bined with scientific accuracy, to loose, haphazard ‘estimates,”
inaccurate measurements, and the inclusion of faked-up make-
believes.

It is not uninteresting to drag from the yellow leaves of
“Annals of Sporting” of the year 1822 (Vol. II.,, p. 305) the
following account of what was probably the first introduction of
the “wapeti” into England. According to this source it occurred
about the year 1817 at the instance of Lord James Murray,
subsequent Lord Glenlyon, who gave 1000 guineas for four. They
were put on a farm near Datchet, where the breeding from the
stock was “attended with complete success.” Part of the produce
were subsequently “sent to his lordship’s estate in Scotland, seven
remaining on the farm.” Two more, male and female, arrived
(1821 7?) at Glasgow from South Carolina, and were taken by way
.of Liverpool to London by canal. They were natives of the Upper
Missouri, where “they are domesticated and supply the inhabitants
of that far secluded district. They also draw sledges, bounding
along at a swing trot nearly twenty miles an hour.” According
to the Literary Gazette of Oct. 12, 1822, a herd of wapiti were
exhibited at the Egyptian Hall. They were probably the lately
imported Upper Missouri animals.

Since then a number of wapiti have been imported into England,

G 2
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though for purposes of crossing them with red deer, to improve
the latter's heads, I should call it an unsatisfactory proceeding,
for the crossed heads soon lose the more beautiful red deer type.
Probably the last addition to the semi-feral fauna of this country
was made by Sir Peter Walker, Bart., who introduced in 1893
into his park at Osmaston Manor, near Derby, some fourteen
females and six male wapiti which had been captured by Mr.
Root, of Laramie, Wyoming. In 1896 the biggest stag set up a
head of nineteen points,and eleven young wapiti were born that year.

In conclusion, I should like to say a word upon the relatively
inferior quality of trophies shown at the few trophy exhibitions
that have been held in the United States. To the sportsman the
lack of such a show at the otherwise so wonderfully complete
Chicago “ World’s Fair,” was a sad disappointment, and deprived
the world of what could have been made one of the most interesting
sights. For though the Smithsonian Department exhibited some
good specimens of stuffed ‘animals, there was no attempt at a show
of trophies. Lately some sportsmen’s exhibitions have been held
at New York, but the quality of the heads, as can be seen from the
accompanying list of the best heads, taken from an American paper
(Fishing and Shooting), was by no means as good as one expected
to find in the home of the wapiti, the bighorn, and the moose.
There are hundreds of superior heads hanging in English country

houses.

Girth Length. Spread
Mountain sheep ......... 161 . ... 423 ... 25%
Virginia deer ............ 4 22 153
Wapiti .ooooooeeeeee, 61 ... 561 . 468
Mule deer ............... 5 . 267 ... 283
Caribou ............ Lo 5T 50 ... —
Musk ox voovvviihniniins 2938w 205 ... —
Buffalo bull............... 14 ... 185 ... 32

MoOSE ....oivivininannn. . 8L L Z I 41
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experience in the shooting of adult males of this species ever
published 1n Europe.

Well do [ remember my first introduction to a picture of this
beast in the quiet halls of the British Museum Library. After
writing my ticket for Richardson’s Fauna Boreali-Americana,
I was duly requested to repair to an inner room, where two
gigantic volumes were brought to me. Of such enormous size
are they that they can be opened only on a very large table, and
they were conveyed to me on a smoothly-running young railway-
truck! There, amid a bewilderingly ample margin, on a page the
size of a dissecting table, I found, not a picture, but a sort of
nightmare of the animal. From these works I turned to Ord, from
Ord to Gray, from Gray to de Blainville, Hamilton Smith,
Raffinesque, Ogilby, Desmarest, Harlan, Sundwall, Fischer,
Agassiz, and more than a dozen other authorities, winding up with
a second careful perusal of Lewis and Clarke’s account of their
famous expedition to the Rocky Mountains in the first decade of
the present century, and to the remarks by Professor Spencer
Baird—America’s greatest then-living naturalist.

The result was as puzzling as it was amusing, if levity be
permissible in the study of dry science, for I found that, with the
only exception of the last-named authority, none of these writers
had ever seen either a live or a dead Rocky Mountain “ goat,” and
that some of the earlier writers had built up very elaborate theories,
and published long and very scientific accounts of it, on the
strength of such exceedingly scanty material as has already been
mentioned. I further found that the twenty-three authors who had
written about this mysterious beast had given it thirteen different
generic names; and, furfher, that some ranked it among sheep,
others classing it as a goat, some as a deer, while others spoke
of it as belonging to the chamois tribe; only one of the early
authorities, z.e., de Blainville, coming to the same, and undoubtedly
correct, conclusion at which Professor Baird arrives, 7.e., that it
belongs to the antelopes with the generic name Aplocerus
montanus.  English authorities spell the name Haplocerus
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Leyden, and two good specimens (male and female) in the National
Museum at Washington.

The result, so far as information concerning its home went, was,
if possible, even more meagre than that which existed concerning
its appearance and its habits, &c. ‘“The highest peaks of the
Rocky Mountains,” where ‘human foot cannot follow them,”
appeared a favourite phrase when describing their home.

My curiosity and eagerness to kill one of those mysterious
animals was naturally roused to a high degree, and my next
expedition, undertaken the following year, had only one end—
namely, to find goat or perish in the attempt. Several of the older
writers, who seemed to furnish the few at all reliable data regarding
the locality of its home, at best scanty information, but which the
rest (always with the exception of Professor Baird) had found
sufficiently authoritative to copy and make the most of, spoke more
in particular of the Pacific Coast ranges as the home of the
animal. Vancouver it was who, almost a century ago, had secured
in that region, during his renowned expedition that led to the
circumnavigation of Vancouver’s Island, that much-prized Indian
breech-clout sample skin, upon which so many learned theories
were established. It was in consequence of this and other in-
formation that I made the Bitter-Root range, on the boundaries of
western Montana and Idaho Territory, the goal of my 1882 trip,
and there at last my patient hunt was rewarded by a bag of nine
head. Subsequent expeditions, undertaken in the years 1883,
1884, and 1885, however, proved to me that the true home of
this game is British Columbia, especially the Kootenay district, in
the easternmost portion of that province, where the animal appears
to grow rather larger than in the coast ranges of British Columbia.

The chase of the white ““goat,” -or, as it properly should be
called, antelope-goat, is a most exciting one, if the surmounting of
obstacles counts for anything. Indeed, as I look back, for purposes
of comparison, to the swccessful days I have had after chamois
in different parts of Europe—for the unsuccessful ones, of which
there were a goodly number, slip one’s memory with gratifying
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smaller, and their horns are also a trifle shorter and not quite
as thick at the base®* They are jet black and smooth, and,
while they are much less crooked, they are as sharply pointed as
those of the chamois, making them very formidable weapons.
When wounded, they are decidedly nasty foes to tackle. I
have seen four or five large hounds either disabled or put to the
rout by a wounded female goat, while an old ram would, I should
say, remain master against half a dozen dogs so leng as he could
not be tackled from the back.

There are two ways of hunting it: firstly, stalking (or still
hunting, as it is called out West); and secondly, with dogs to
“tree ’—i.¢., corner them on ledges or crags, giving the sportsman
time to get up to them. The former, of course, is the only manner
really worth going in for, though sometimes, as the ground is
always of the roughest, and the narrow ledges to which these
amazingly sure-footed beasts ordinarily take refuge are not the
easiest to crawl along, even following the hounds is sufficiently
arduous work to please an average climber. Where I found them
the first time—.e., the Bitter-Root Mountains—they had probably
never been hunted before, for the few Indians who remained in
that locality after the battle of the Big Hole river, in the Nez
Percés’ War of 1878, never penetrated to these uplands. They
had all the deer and wapiti they wanted nearer home, and white
men had probably never penetrated to regions above timber-line.

The sportsman of to-day is far better oft than was his
predecessor in bygone years, when he set to work to obtain
reliable information respecting the home of the mountain ante-
lope, or about the animal itself, for now scores of men have
shot them and know all about their geographical distribution. In
those days it also took him very much longer to reach the place
than it does to-day, when the numerous railways of the north-
west traverse countries which harbour this game. ]

* 1 do not agree with Mr. Pike when he says in the Encyclopedia of Sport
that the horns of the female are usually the best.
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Passingly, 1t may be mentioned that the Great Northern
and the Canadian Pacific (Crow’s Nest branch) traverse the
Kootenay country, which is one of the best grounds for them. It
is a region which the writer visited before any of the three trans-
continental northern railways were built, and when it still took as
many weeks to reach it as now it takes days, and when a leaky
canoe or a fagged horse were the only means of travel.

But it had its good sides, too; for, unlike the traveller of 1899
who steps from his luxurious Pullman, a “car-weary” and slack
individual, whose soft muscles are hardly fitted to tackle the
inaccessible haunts of this game, his predecessor, on the other
hand, reached the hunting ground in prime condition. The
inside as well as the outside of the man was thoroughly toughened
by weeks of rough camp “grub” and hard beds, with mother
earth as a mattress, a saddle as pillow, and the star-lit sky as a
tent. They were experiences which made him capable of
enduring the hardships, and of enjoying the sport, and caused
him probably, when it was over, to vow to return again another
year and do likewise, or perhaps even better.

In taking the reader back to the good old days, I will ask
him to accompany me on my first successful attempt at shooting
antelope-goat on the head waters of the Big Hole river, and then
request to be favoured with his company on an expedition to
the aforesaid north-westerly corner of Montana, and the southern
part of Kootenay. The former is a land of serrated mountain
chains, rushing rivers, beautiful lochs, fine forests, and open
prairies, more verdant and pleasing to the eye than the parched
" steppes of eastern Montana, and less difficult to travel through
than the wilds of the Selkirks of British Columbia, immediately
to the north.

In the three preceding years I had hunted on the breezy
mountain ranges of Wyoming, Colorado, Idaho, and eastern
Montana, but I had failed utterly to find my game elsewhere than in
the imagination of romancing trappers and guides, a circumstance
that created in my mind a decided tendency to look upon all
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“goat’’ stories with a good deal of suspicious reserve. [ heard a
great number of such tales. Men told me that they had shot,
knifed, lassoed, stalked, staked in pitfall, and otherwise “ gone for”
the mysterious beast. And in their turn they had been gored,
spitted, “treed,” butted, trampled on, and generally roughly handled
by redoubtable old rams, and though the stranger in the land in this
instance declined to be “filled up, boots and all,” with these hoary
old myths of the ultra Western type, they yet generated in me an
irrepressible desire to get at the bottom of these wonderful natural
history revelations. A letter I received in May, 1882, from a
reliable friend residing in western Montana, declaring that he had
actually seen not a live, but, what was the next best thing, a dead
mountain goat, made me pack my trunks and engage my passage
in hot haste. ;

Two or three weeks later I was in Butte City, that promising
mining town, the “Leadville” of Montana territory. Here I
“outfitted,” and, joined by my aforementioned friend, we were in a
few days on our way to the Bitter-Root Mountains. Our party had
a businesslike look about it; the men and the seven or eight horses
were old friends of former seasons, and our minds were of equally
businesslike bent. We wanted goat, and goat we would get or
perish in. the attempt. As the country we were about to visit
was strange to us, we decided, on reaching the last outpost
of civilization, to hire a local guide acquainted with the trails
that led up into the chain on which the animals had been seen and
even killed.

It was an isolated, long abandoned, old mining camp called
“Dead Man’s Flat.” The dozen or so ‘old-timers” who still
resided there were one and all willing to take their-oath that they
had slaughtered goats since they could handle shooting-irons. We
picked out three from which the man was to be selected. The
choice was not the easiest. The first was known as the fellow
““who could stand more rest than any other man in the territory,”
or, in other words, was supposed to be the laziest man in Montana.
The second was reputed to be decidedly a “bad” man, an old-
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time Virginia City vigilante, known as “Judge Neversweat.”
According to his own story he had gained this name by the
equanimity of mind exhibited by him at a certain most critical
moment of his life, when he held at bay, with an #n/oaded revolver,
four doomed and desperate men thirsting for his life and their
liberty. Judge Neversweat evinced much anxiety to act as our
guide across the Bitter-Root Mountains, every foot of which he
professed to know from his “prospecting” days. “We'll have
a blank good time, you bet your bedrock flume on that,” he said,
adding, soffo voce, “ Anyhow, as long as the whiskey don’t peter
out.”” His indignation when informed that this was not likely to
occur, for the reason that on principle we never took whiskey on
our shooting trips, was at first rather amusing, then startling, to
behold. The mere idea of a good time without unlimited whiskey
was a dire imposition, nay, an insult to frontier manhood. He was
too angry to give vent to the usual unbridled flow of bad language;
his otherwise loud voice toned down to an angry snarl, his eyes
glittered, his form grew erect, his whole being assumed an austerely
dignified air; in one word, Judge Neversweat became polite. It was
a mood the half dozen mountaineers, silent witnesses of this scene,
seemed to understand and to fear, for they all suddenly discovered
they had business elsewhere, leaving us, as I heard one mutter,
“to our own funeral”” Then spoke up the Judge: ““ Gentlemen,
let Judge Neversweat po-litely inform you, on the first call of his
hand, that this yar camp aint lost no goat; and if this yar straddle
aint going to find your approvement, Judge Neversweat’s record
aint one that’ll stand a second call.”  Our egregious exhibition of
insular prejudice cost us some odd dollars. Judge Neversweat had
not, we found, included a call to the nearest saloon among those
incompatible with his *“record.” Of the three men from whom we
decided to pick our guide, the third man, known as Arcles, enjoyed
a more harmless reputation—none less than that he was *‘the
biggest liar this side of the Rocky Mountains.” He was the son of
a French-Canadian—hence his name, which was the phonetic
rendering of Achilles—and of a mother with rather more than less
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Indian blood in her veins. He had grown up with the lusty north-
west.  On his seven fingers, which were all a certain cold winter
had left him, he could count as he was proud to tell you, all the
white “‘ladies” he had ever seen. His language was free, even for
the West, his aim having apparently been to select and incorporate
in his vocabulary the most blasphemous terms of both English,
French, and Chinook. He was of a sanguine temperament, and
what with the exhilarating champagne-like atmosphere which is
such a constant temptation to indulge in talk commensurate with
the gigantic size of one’s surroundings, it was no wonder that
Arcles was found to be worthy of his reputation. Aside from the
fact that his qualification to act as our guide was about the biggest
of all lies he had ever fabricated, he proved a willing fellow and
a good cook; so while we did his guiding he did our cooking,
a combination satisfactory to both parties.

A peculiarity of the several great mountain chains in the
interior of the Pacific slope, such as the Bitter-Root, Coeur d’Alene,
and Selkirk ranges, are the vast stretches of exceedingly dense
forests which clothe their precipitous slopes up to an altitude of
7000ft. or 8oooft., in unbroken, and then practically untrodden,
masses. The western slopes of the Bitter-Root peaks make no
exception, and this we saw when, after two days’ travel through a
partly open country, we reached the foot of the chain, and camped
on one of the last open grassy spaces. At an early hour the
following morning we entered the forest, hoping by a long day’s
scramble to reach timber-line ; for the country looked comparatively
easy to cross, and we could not imagine that, with our pack animals
trained to such work, we possibly could fail to penetrate the dark
green maze that mantled. the slopes in a primeval luxuriance of
growth. But the forests of the Pacific slope belie appearance, and
as our guide had begun his duties by telling us, just as a sample
of his powers in the way of yarning, that he knew a trail which
would lead us in six or seven hours up to timber-line, we spent
more than three days in getting through the woods, intersected as
they were by bits of burnt forests and numerous ““windfalls” of
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trees thrown pell-mell over, under, and astraddle of each other by
gales or avalanches. There are few more temper-trying moments
than when you find yourself ‘ stalled ” in one of these traps. After
an hour’s hard and incessant work with two axes, you have managed
to penetrate one or two hundred yards into the labyrinth of fallen
trunks; now creeping under an uprooted tree slanting against a
frail support, a slight push liable to send it crashing down on you;
then “stomaching’” a prostrate log three or four feet in height, and
by angry tugs and strong language coaxing your horse to follow
you, which he does by a grotesque buck-like leap, putting to a sore
test the “ give” of the lash-ropes that fasten his pack; here clearing
away with yourhands a tangle of “snags,” which protrude like daggers
from the fallen giant trees; then cautiously testing the miry ground
in spots which are liable to engulf man and horse. After perhaps
an hour's work, you have reached the centre of the ““windfall,”
when suddenly you find yourself brought up by a formidable barrier
of trunks higher than your head, and garnished with a nasty chevaux
de frise of snags of more than ordinary density. It is impossible
to penetrate it, and you turn to your right, and then to your left,
vainly seeking an outlet, but there is none visible. Nothing remains
but to turn back and retrace your steps; but, lo! a similarly
desperate state of things faces you, for, as you happen to be on
ground sloping downward, the side of the barrier which you now
face is much higher, and therefore more impassable than the one
you breasted on your way into the snare. You are “ corralled,” and
without the aid of the axe, wielded by sturdy arms, you cannot
possibly escape. In burnt timber the difficulties are much the same,
if not greatcr; for many of the burnt trees are still standing,
requiring apparently but a push to send them to the ground. Here
the pack-horses, with their unwieldy packs, become a source of
imminent danger. You cannot lead them, for there are not enough
men ; they refuse to be driven, and so you have to let them pick
their way at their own sweet will, bumping against fragilely poised
trees, which come down with a force that is liable to stampede or
to kill the beasts.
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Notwithstanding all these difficulties that hamper travelling,
these upland forests, where not swept by fire or avalanches, are
very beautiful, and they grow more so the further north-west you
penetrate. The trunks, as you approach timber-line, are clothed
with the fantastic “ beard of the Alps,” pendant tresses of grizzly
moss, often more than a yard in length, hanging in festoons from
the gnarled branches of the larger pines. When fierce gales sweep
through these elevated forests, these tresses wave to and fro ina
weirdly fantastic manner. The flora, too, is more varied than on
the eastern ranges; the beautiful, inimitable blue of the Alpine
gentians, sunk in their mossy cushions, the delicate perfume of the
wood orchids, and the trailing creepers of the clematis, all remind
one of the Alpine uplands of the Old World. On approaching
timber-line, where the dense forest scatters out, patches of snow,
the last shreds of the deep, solemn pall that had covered living
nature for the past seven months, begin to show in the gullies and
ravines.

Towards evening of the fourth day we at last stood on the
breezy slopes of the great chain, some 8oooft. or goooft. over the
broiling Atlantic and Pacific coasts. One or two avalanches, where
the snow was still piled up 3oft. high, had to be crossed before we
reached a small rock-embowered lake, where further progress with
the pack-train became impossible. It was a lovely sheet of water,
the further side enclosed by huge walls of rock that rose sheer from
the water’'s edge to an altitude of many hundred feet. Thrice
beautiful it appeared that day to the parched men and animals of
our party, and it needed not the order to camp to strew an inviting
bit of smooth emerald green meadow, lapped by the water of the
lake, with the loads of the horses. The next minute the jaded
animals were rolling on the refreshingly cool turf, and the “bosses”’
were throwing aside their scant garments to dive from a great
protruding boulder into the limpid depth of the lake.

But where are the goats, the reader will exclaim.  They
are nearer than we think, for presently there is a hushed cry
of amazement, and all eyes are turned to the top of the great walls
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at the farther end of the tarn. There, on the *“saw tooth” top of
these singularly bold cliffs, we see, clearly outlined against the blue
horizon, some five or six snow-white apparitions, which, on
examination with the glass, prove to be the long-looked-for,
much-doubted mountain antelope. We have come, we have seen,
but we have yet to conquer.

In the waning light of the afternoon and evening an unsuccess-
ful stalk was tried, for the wind was unfavourable, and the game
had probably seen us. So no wonder that long before we had
climbed the ridge, which, on reaching it, we found to be broader
than it appeared from below, our quarry had vanished. The whole
ground, however, was tracked up by the sharp and unmistakable
impressions of their hoofs, while long, tangled masses of the woolly
hair of their winter coat, which they evidently were just then
shedding, festooned the rocks, against which the animals were
apparently in the habit of rubbing themselves. Irom these and
other signs we conjectured that the giddy ridge we were standing
on, with deep, almost sheer precipices falling off on both sides, was
a favourite resort of our game. And so it proved to be, for
nowhere else were they so frequently to be seen as on precisely
such ridges, which formed the highest points in the neighbourhood.

For the next few days we saw little of each other, for when we
returned to camp at or after dusk, hungry and fagged by twelve
or fourteen hours’ stiff rock-climbing, the morrow’s stalk made us
seek our cosy sleeping bags at an early hour. Our party got, all
told, fifteen of these beasts, of which nine fell to my rifle.

In those parts of the Bitter-Root Mountains visited by us,
-stalking is about as difficult as it can be; for the slopes, where they
are not actual precipices, are covered with masses of débris, loose
slabs, and boulders, with the sharpest corners and edges imagin-
able. On this ground it is nearly impossible to approach game
noiselessly. - Let you be ever so careful and circumspect, using
knees, toes, and fingers, you cannot proceed very far before a slab,
poised in a secure-looking position, will rattle away from under
you, and in nine cases out of ten start a miniature avalanche of

H
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stones, awakening the echoes among the impending cliffs. I found,
however, that so used do the denizens of these rocky wastes get to
such noises from their own inability of moving over these slopes
without starting rocks, that, so long as they do not see or wind you,
they will not be alarmed. The antelope-goat is a singularly fear-
less animal, while its innate curiosity -will lead it to face signs of
danger from which most other wild animals will flee.

Let me relate one incident that will prove this. I had sighted
a solitary ram grazing on one of the frequent amphitheatre-shaped
steep slopes, but well down about the middle of the declivity, while I
was on the top of the knife-backed ridge. Unfortunately the goat had
seen me, and had taken to his hoofs, but in a very leisurely manner,
keeping in his flight a course parallel to mine, 7.e., approaching
neither the top nor the bottom of the slope. It was a very long
shot, and my trial shot, taken very steadily while he was making
one of his frequent stands, missed him a little to the left, proved
that my distance judging was fairly correct. I hoped to get nearer,
so I reserved my fire, and for the next three-quarters of an hour a
most exciting steeplechase took place, my only course being to
follow out the ridge. A chamois would have put himself beyond
danger in a few minutes, though our respective paths were not
smooth ones. Indeed, his was as rough as mine, huge boulders,
piled over ecach other, or separated by dark yawning chasms,
generally too broad even for a goat’s muscles, making progress
very slow. But no doubt there was a good deal of fooling about
the old billy’s proceedings, for from time to time he would squat
down and take a rest, much amused, no doubt, by the frantic
scrambles of his breathless pursuer above him, clearly outlined
against the horizon, and feeling very sure that the shaking aim
would be anything but dangerous to him. In this he was right ;
for eleven times in the course of that singular race did I throw
myself flat on some handy rock, and take as deliberate aim at my
distant quarry as my unsteady hands, trembling from the exertion in
the trying atmosphere of these high altitudes, would allow. Eleven
times the bullet whizzed past him, once detaching a fragment of
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rock, which must have hit him, for I could distinctly perceive him
make a side jump. [ was very nearly at my wind’s and wits’ end,
fagged out by my run, which, as [ looked back, I saw covered very
nearly the whole semicircle of the ridge, and which, as I afterwards
found, was keenly watched with glasses by my friend and some of
the men from their camp, far down the mountain side. The worst
about it was that by this time I had ounly one cartridge left. Hunter
and hunted were approaching the end of the semicircular ridge,
where it fell off in one enormous precipice, a configuration of the
ground that, of course, would shortly terminate the chase, a
continuation being only feasible to winged creatures. The ram
was steering for a tooth-like crag, separated from the main ridge by
a profound abyss. Here, evidently, he felt himself secure, and as
I watched him sit down very leisurely to take in all the fun of my
defeat, very uncharitable sentiments escaped my parched and
breathless lips. A quarter of an hour’s much needed breathing
spell gave me at this juncture a chance to survey the ground a little
more critically than I had hitherto done. It would have been folly
to risk my last cartridge at an impossible range. The old billy was
evidently feeling very much at home, and, as I could easily see with
my glasses, kept his gaze steadfastly fixed in my direction.

The formation of the ground, as 1 presently discovered,
favoured the employment of the following ruse: Retiring
behind the top of the ridge, I took off my canvas jacket and
hat, dressed up a handy stone with these garments, and slowly
lifting it on the top of the ridge, deposited it there, in plain
sight of the watchful ram. Then | disappeared from his vision,
‘and made a long detour, including a disagreeable creep along
a ledge of shelving rock, in places only a foot or two in width,
with the object of getting round the great buttress of rock at
a considerably lower level, and so approach the ram from a
direction he little expected, to within one hundred and fifty
yards or so. It was an anxious minute as | lifted my head inch
by inch over a projecting ledge, and there, in plain view, saw
my game, his gaze still fixed upward at my dummy. For full
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five minutes [ lay there; what with the excitement and my
breathlessness, I instinctively felt that every minute thus gained
would bring my bullet an inch nearer to my quarry. When
finally the old ‘500 Express sped its solid 48ogr. bullet, the ram
was my meat.

A most singular, not to say fantastic, habit of the antelope-
goat is worthy of special notice. It is the practice of sitting
up on his haunches like a dog, and, when anything startles him,
to raise his front legs from the ground and sit up much in the
position of a begging poodle. The hide and hair on the rump
of old animals are quite worn, and much thicker than else-
where.  On one occasion I approached such squatting goats
to within sixty yards. On another occasion a friend and I left
camp together for a long day after goat. We had not pro-
ceeded very far along a steepish ridge when we discovered
almost simultaneously, two different “ outfits”’ of goats. Mine,
three in number, were lying on a narrow shelf of rock, over-
hanging a stupendous precipice, about twelve hundred yards
from, and considerably below, us. His, four head all told, were
yet lower, and were rambling about on the green sward
surrounding a tiny glacier lake. Among the former there was
a big ram—a sight which made our pulses beat high. Deciding
to separate, I took the route along the top of the knife-back
ridge, hoping to be able to circumvent, while he took a lower
level, and was to work down to them under cover of a buttress
of rock.

An hour’s scramble along the ridge, where in places perfect
sure-footedness and freedom from giddiness were imperatively
necessary, brought me to the spot selected by me from below as the
point of vantage from which I could cut off the only two ways of
escape, should the goat take an upward course after my friend had
opened fire on them. I lay down panting on a projecting crag,
which was so small in size that my legs dangled over the brink of a
perpendicular wall of rock, several hundreds of feet in depth, that

here formed the end of the ridge. My friend, who appeared not



The Antelope-Goat of the Pacific Slope. 101

much larger than a fly, was making fair time down the slope, using
hands and feet to find what was in most cases very precarious
footing. A few weeks before 1 had made a successful stalk down
this very declivity; and, as on that occasion I was saved from a
very bad, if not fatal, fall, only by the merest chance, and hence
knew its dangerous character, I breathed more freely when finally,
following my instructions respecting details of his course, he reached
the bottom. Notwithstanding that he had sent quite a number of
boulders rattling down the precipitous declivity, the nearest band of
goat had shown no marked alarm; and, as I could watch them from
my post, while his view of them was obstructed by intervening
rocks, 1 let him know by a preconcerted signal, watched with
glasses, that the goats were yet in their old place. He was now at
the bottom of the rocks, which surrounded him in an amphitheatre-
shaped half circle, a configuration I have always found most awk-
ward and puzzling in regard to the wind. What I feared came true.
He had not proceeded many steps on the extensive snow-field in
the direction of the goats, which were still 700yds. or 8ocoyds. off,
when I saw them rise on their haunches, evidently alarmed by an
obnoxious whiff. They could not see my friend, and his progress
across the hard snow was naturally noiseless; and yet, after a
minute or two, led by the large billy, they made off for the top of
the ridge with the intention of crossing it. Now was my time to
get near the point where the beasts were evidently proposing to
cross the ridge. Hardly had I done so when I heard the booming
report of my friend’s ‘500 Rigby. This turned their flight slightly
to one side, so that for the next ten minutes some ““tall” climbing
and crawling along uninvitingly narrow ledges had to be accom-
plished. But I got my shots in, though at very long range, bagging
two goats, one of whom had been wounded by my friend.

I may here mention that no sportsman should venture to stalk
goat without having provided himself with a sheath for the muzzle
of his rifle. Made of the stoutest sole leather, covering about six
or eight inches of the barrels, it should slip off and on with perfect
case. Not only will it protect the muzzle against hardly avoidable
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jars and knocks, but, so protected, the rifle can be used in
critical moments as a sort of alpenstock, in which character I have
known it to save life and limb. A 6ft. bamboo pole, consisting
of three jointed lengths, answers the purpose, of course, much
better, and is of the greatest assistance in goat country. On my
first visit I lugged about with me a young pine tree, 7ft. long,
and as many inches in circumference, and weighing half a ton—
at least, that appeared to be its weight when the alpenstock and
the very fagged goat hunter were stalking campward in the dusk
after a long day.

Goats are uncommonly slow in their flight, the nature of the
ground in most cases forbidding rapid running. If the animals are
not absolutely on the very top of the ridge, you can generally get
in eight or ten shots before they get out of sight, which is decidedly
a redeeming feature; for I have found that, when stalking this
game, the majority of the shooting has to be done at long ranges.
If you know your rifle, and have the chance of marking the first
two or three shots, so as to ascertain the distance, taking your
shots, of course, from a steady rest, you will finally get your
hand in, and, with a little care, surprise yourself by the close shoot-
ing a good rifle and fine sights can do. The new small bores are,
of course, far and away better for such shooting than the old-
fashioned Expresses, not only on account of their greater accuracy
but also owing to their higher velocity, and consequently flatter
trajectory. Only those who have actually tried either the 256
Mannlicher or the Mauser can appreciate their wonderful accuracy.
With the former at rooyds. a certain phenomenal shot has put
five consecutive bullets within a circle not larger than a threepenny
bit. While, to show the advantage of a flat trajectory, the following
details will illustrate the immense advantages of the *256 Mannlicher

over a '500 Express.
Dropat  Drop at Dropat Drop at
1ooyds.  200yds. 300yds.  4o0yds.

+256 Mannlicher . 33in.  153in. 38in.  74in.
e MR, G bl ) 6% in. 3oiin.  82in. 170N,
138gr. powder ... ) -
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Putting it into other words, this table reads as follows: If you
under-estimate the distance and use the rooyds. sight at a beast
which is really zooyds. off, the -256 Mannlicher bullet will strike
about 8in., while the ‘500 Express will strike 18in., too low. If you
under-estimate the distance still more, and use the rooyds. sight at
a beast which is really 300yds. off, the Mannlicher will strike 274in.
too low, while the ‘500 Express will strike no less than 5ft. 63in.
too low. If you under-estimate the distance not quite so much, and
use the 200yds. sight at a beast which is really 3ooyds. off, the
Mannlicher will strike r5in. too low, while the Express will be
3ft. 33in. too low, differences which will turn an otherwise effective
shot into a miss.*

After brittling my two victims, I had a long afternoon left for
another stalk, and by crossing a steep ‘“divide,” or ridge, I hoped
to strike a fresh band not alarmed by our fusillade. Two hours’
stiff climb took me to the place, another vast amphitheatre-shaped
semicircle of rocks, with a lake or two in the arena, and numerous
goat trails up and down the precipitous slopes. My glasses soon
betrayed to me, on the opposite side of the amphitheatre, two goat
feeding apparently on rock and snow, for there was not a trace of
vegetation visible to me. The basin was about a mile and a half
in diameter, and the animals were about half-way up, the most
awkward place for them to be in. As a rule, it is of course wiser
to approach all mountain game from above, and the further
advantage attached to a stalk along the ridge of the semicircle—
l.e., of having a chance of discovering another goat on the off-side
of the slope—decided my course.

Apparently the distance was not more than a mile and a half,
but it took me a couple of hours to do it, every foot of the way
being downright climbing, now straddling huge slabs standing on

* These details, which I think many a sportsman will find of practica use,
have been worked out by Sir Edmund lL.oder, Bart., and Hon. T. IF. Fremantle,
two experts, whose practical as well as theoretical knowledge is probably
unequalled. The latter’s ““ Notes on the Rifle’” should be read by every sports-
man interested in or using the new small bores.
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end, then again letting myself down miniature precipices formed
by awkwardly shaped boulders piled upon the ridge. Keeping as
much as possible on the off-side, I finally got to the spot where
I thought I was just above the goats. For the last hour I had
had no chance of seeing my game, hence was unaware that, while
I was approaching them, they had taken an upward course, and were
actually within 6oyds. or 7oyds. of the top. My surprise, therefore,
can be imagined when, on raising my head over the ridge, with my
rifle slung over my shoulder, I found myself face to face with them.
At this moment a stone gave way beneath my feet, and they
looked up, seeing, however, only my head. Keeping the latter
perfectly still, T slowly got down my rifle, but before I succeeded
in this both goats had squatted down on their haunches, and,
raising their forefeet from the ground, occupied the position
I alluded to. It was the strangest sight imaginable, but I was too
eager to enjoy it long, and I rolled them over, and, alas! down the
slope to the very foot, with a right and left. One, a young ram, on
receiving the bullet, made a high leap in the air, pitching on his
head when he came down. Fortunately, their fall down the almost
perpendicular declivity did not injure the horns, though their
bodies were in a jelly-like condition.

I have already mentioned that British Columbia is the true home
of the Haplocerus. A description of my first goat hunt there will
make the reader acquainted with a picturesque district as well as
with some of the obstacles which the stalker had to face, when
invading that then perfectly wild and practically unknown district.

To-day a four days’ railway journey takes the traveller from New
York across the main Rockies to the attractive Flathead country, as
good a starting point for a summer’s hunt as there is left. If he is
a lover of canoe work he has a good chance of trying his mettle by
taking to the rushing Kootenay River, and following it through
the more than hundred miles long canons it has burrowed through
the southern extremity of the Selkirk range, till he reaches at
Bonner's Ferry more open country. It will make him acquainted

)

with all the mysteries of canoe travel, “ portaging,” running swift
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water, shooting rapids, negotiating whirlpools, and other exciting
incidents. If he wvalues his life he will, however, have an
experienced man in the bow of his craft, for at most stages of the
water it is a decidedly dangerous trip.

In the year | made the trip in question, the Great Northern had
not been thought of, and even the Northern Pacific was still under
construction, so it took me four weeks travel from the Atlantic,
including a long horse-back journey to reach Bonner’s Ferry.
There it became necessary to abandon horses altogether, and to
cover the rest of the distance—some 160 miles—by canoe down
the Kootenai river and lake (in British Columbia this name is
spelt Kootenay) to the foot of the mountains, which were said to
harbour the game I was seeking.

Bonner’s Ferry, now a prosperous settlement with a newspaper,
an important station on the Great Northern line, and the starting
point of several steamers, was, in the days I am speaking of, a
place that had a name, but only one white inhabitant, by profession
a trapper, Indian trader, and miner, and last, but not least, father of
an extensive half-breed family, which filled to overflowing the two
log shanties of which ““ Fry’s ranch” consisted.

It was an extremely out-of-the-way spot, the only means of
reaching it being a zig-zag Indian trail winding through dense
forests for many a weary day’s travel. Walla Walla was the nearest
“city,” and when Fry made his bi-annual trip ““to town’ to
exchange his peltry and gold dust for flour and goods for his Indian
trading-post, it meant an eight or ten days’ ride each way.

Near his ranch was a large Indian village of American
Kootenais, as they were called, to distinguish them from the
Kootenays, another part of the same tribe who lived immediately to
the north in the same valley but on Canadian soil. Domiciled on
the banks of the Kootenai river, one of the principal head waters of
the Columbia, these Indians were more canoe than horse Indians.
the surrounding country being much too densely timbered to allow
the general use of horses. After the austere and sullen Indians
of Wyoming and Eastern Montana, I was much struck with the
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pleasant, laughter-loving Kootenais and Kootenays. They were
also by far the most unsophisticated and primitive aborigines I had
ever met. A breech cloth, a string of blue and red glass beads
round their necks, and a curiously-shaped conical white felt hat,
adorned with mink and sable tails, being the only clothing the males
sported, while the women wore a nightgown-like garment of coarse
sacking imported by astute Fry from Walla Walla. Their zeepees
were picturesquely situated under a grove of fine old cottonwood
trees. Outside each tent, resting on light trestles, one saw one or
two canoes lying bottom upwards and covered with mats or boughs

A KooTexay Inprax Pine Bark CANOE.

The shape is peculiar to this tribe.

to prevent the sun from cracking the frail bark of which they are
constructed. Their shape was peculiar to the tribe, and very pretty
“lines " these craft possessed. Both prow and stern, slightly
turned up, were pointed and shaped similar to the ram of an iron-
clad. When not too heavily laden neither touched the water, so
that only the broad rounded bottom of the canoe rested on the
surface, making the craft a crank but swift traveller.

Several of the younger bucks understood Chinook, that hotch-
potch of French, English, Spanish, with a good many Indian terms
thrown in, which used to assist intercourse between the whites and
the numerous tribes of the Pacific Slope. My wants were soon
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known among the tribe, and, as high water would soon oblige the
whole tribe to vacate their present camping place, and disperse on
hunting and fishing expeditions, I had no trouble in finding what I
wanted, /.e., two Indians and a good roomy canoce wherewith to
reach the northern end of the great lake into which the river
emptied, from where we would “ pack” to good goat-ground on the
mountains which rise steeply from the lake. Half an hour's
consultation produced the man: a youngish “ buck™ of smiling
face and fine physique, his bristly jet black hair covered by the
usual cone-shaped hat adorned with more tails than | had seen on
any other. In his arms, nursing it as a woman would her baby,
he fondled one of the few Winchester rifles then to be found in the
tribe, while his brawny chest showed very distinctly the marks of
a bear’s claw. He was, as | at once surmised, a noted hunter, and
" really belonged to the Canadian Kootenays whose hunting grounds
I was intending to visit.
Terms were soon arranged, a dollar a day for him and the same
for hi