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PREFACE.

—_———

THE exploration or adventure, which I have included
in this volume of my travels, will at least serve the
purpose of comparing the different countries described
from a sporting point of view, from the fact of their
having been the experience of a single individual,
within the short period of a decade, and partly in
the intervals of a military service which included
a campaign. If from a literary point of view the
- chapters appear to be of varying, and I hope increas-
ing merit, that fact must be ascribed to the different
epochs at which they were written. Some have been
condensed from my contributions to certain periodicals
with the kind permission of the Editors, such as those
of Land and Water, The Alpine Journal, and The Field.
I can at least claim for them the advantage of strict
fidelity to fact, and of having been mostly penned
upon the spot.

4 4929
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TEN YEARS WILD SPORTS IN
FOREIGN LANDS;
OR, TRAVELS IN THE EIGHTIES.

SPORT AND TRAVEL IN NORWAY.

Salmon Fishing at Baeverdal—Sea-fishing—Red Deer still-hunting on the
Island of Hitteren—A lucky Stag— Another Misadventure—Mosquitoes
—Trout Fishing on the Flats—How we sent Venison home—Small-
game Shooting—Securing a Hind under Difficulties— Deer on the Island
of Tusteren—An Adventure in Trondhjem.

Ox arrival at Christiansund we exchanged ourselves
and belongings from the good ship Zsso into a steam-
launch called ZLincoln, which we had hired for 18 kr.
to take us to a river called the Baeverdal, which was
reached late in the evening after a few hours’ steam-
ing, on the 25th of July. I had just left Sandhurst
and expected to be ¢ gazetted” in October and receive
Her Majesty’s Commission in a line battalion. Be-
sides hoping to catch a good many salmon we had also
undertaken, on behalf of a friend, to endeavour to
settle a long-standing dispute between him and some
of the native proprietors of the river over an old fish-
ing contract. The fir-clad mountains were mirrored
in the still waters of the little fiord, which became
gradually more contracted as we proceeded. After
we had continued blowing our whistle for some time
we at length succeeded in attracting attention, and
a Norwegian put off from shore in a diminutive boat
B
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which soon landed us with our numerous boxes and
cases of provisions.

Seated in the midst of all this luggage was to be
seen our ‘“tolk,” or interpreter, whom we had named
¢ Ferguson,” after Mark Twain’s courier, for he owned
an unpronounceable Norwegian name. Carts and car-
rioles having been summoned we soon arrived at the
farmhouse where strangers were usually received. It
happened that certain wedding festivals were in pro-
gress, which we wisely declined to participate in,
knowing how much beer and ‘“aquavit” we should be
expected to swallow, for the tossing and heaving we
had sustained on the rolling German Ocean caused us
an imaginary sensation that the solid earth itself was
still moving like a vessel beneath us. Two hours
later my friend was rushing along the bank of the
Bacverdal trying to keep up with a salmon at the end
of his line which was making for some rapids, and next
moment I had the pleasure of gaffing a fish for one
of the most skilful fishermen who ever threw a fly.
It was a fourteen-pounder, and, curiously enough, the
heaviest of any of the forty-six fish we landed during
the next four weeks. My companion kept to the fly
the whole time. After landing eighteen fish during
the first fortnight, the river fell and he scarcely moved
another fish afterwards. I therefore became an ex-
ponent of the use of the worm as bait, and proved its
superiority under certain conditions by capturing the
remaining twenty-eight. The following will show
what T mean. It was customary with us to leave off
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fishing on Saturday evening at six, when the Norwegian
Sabbath commences, and to fish again on Sunday even-
ing at six, when it ends. This usually took place in the
best pool on the river, close to the house, in presence of
the greater portion of the inhabitants, numbering some
fourteen souls. One Sunday my friend, after trying
the whole pool twice carefully without raising a fish,
turned and spoke jocularly in Norwegian. ¢ The next
performer will now oblige the company with a worm.”
In a few minutes I had taken two salmon from the
same pool.

Our best day on the hills above the house gave us
eight and a half brace of ryper or ptarmigan, shot by
walking them up without dogs. After these tramps
we generally spent the next day in a boat on the
fiord, when fifty whiting-pollack were often brought
back, besides cod and whiting, and one or more
white-throated or red-throated divers, which were
carefully skinned. My fishing line was once broken
by a large fish which had seized the bait, immediately
after which my companion had a bite and wagered it
was the same fish. Hauling the line in we found an
enormous cod at the end with my broken line dang-
ling from his mouth.

On August 1st we visited a small lake among the
mountains, one of the sources of our river, and caught
fifteen trout in half an hour weighing almost exactly
three-quarters of a pound apiece, besides shooting
some ducks. We walked back for some miles in
heavy rain and made up our minds that it was more

B2
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fatiguing to walk in rainy than in fine weather. The
day after the rain I hooked nine fresh-run salmon in
one small pool near the sea, gaffing and landing five.
One day, while crossing a steep face of rock, I slipped
with rubber boots on and fell into a deep pool in the
river, laden with a heavy bag of brown trout. I
recovered my rod from the bottom of the pool next
day, having been obliged to let it sink in my efforts
to reach the opposite bank by swimming.

After quitting Baeverdal I joined a friend, son of
the Hon. Mr. Justice Denman, at Christiansund, on the
Tasso, which landed us on the long flat island of
Hitteren, on which we had leased from some farmers
the right of shooting red deer over their land. Nor-
wegian red deer have generally finer horns and are
heavier than Scotch red deer, one having been killed
by my brother on the small island of Tusteren, a short
distance to the south of Hitteren, weighing when
cleaned necarly thirty stone. The tolk ¢ Ferguson”
was sent round by a rough cart road to Strom, while
we walked across the island to the same place to the
hospitable roof of old Egersen. Next day a note from
our interpreter arrived, written in very bad English,
asking for more ponies, and stating that he ‘“‘tank
plenty bandy up de hill.” Tle meant trouble, not
brandy. At Strom we agreed that whatever foreign
matters might be present in the milk and fadbrod
that the interior of aboiled egg must necessarily be
uncontaminated.

On the 31st of August we walked to a small hut
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called Stromsdal, which had been built for deerstalk-
ing purposes, packing up our belongings on ponies, and
next day megot tidlig, before daybreak, we were ¢ still-
hunting,” or creeping silently through the woods on
the chance of coming on a stag. I had handed my
rifle to the Norwegian who was with me to hold for a
moment, and unknown to me he had moved the safety
bolt, rendering the trigger immovable. In a few
moments we suddenly came upon a Krone yort, one of
the most magnificent stags I ever saw, browsing
quietly within twenty yards of us in an open glade of
the forest, so mnoiselessly had we approached. Over
what followed I draw a veil, for the remembrance is
painful, the struggle with the safety bolt with cold
hands, the crash in the underwood, and—he was gone.

Yet once again he was seen. P had just
arrived and was out early. Having passed through
a wood, he was ascending an incline to obtain a view
of a hollow beyond. At this moment his rifle, which
was resting on his shoulder, from some unknown
cause went off, and this same stag, so the Norwegian
declared, was seen making tracks in the dim distance,
having been alarmed by the report of the rifle, which
was a single-barrelled one, nor was there time to
reload. My friend declares he was carrying the
weapon ‘ at the slope,” and that nothing was in
contact with the trigger. Nor was the third of our
trio left without mishaps, for on one occasion a car-
tridge missed fire, and on another the mechanism of
the trigger went wrong at a critical moment. After
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this the animal shifted his quarters and was not seen
on our shooting ground again, though we never
ceased to hope that his head might grace one of our
ancestral halls, and so he may still be roaming over
the barren lands and through the forests of Hitteren,
unharmed.

During August it had rained every day, and it is
worthy of remark that the 1st of September was
cloudless, and hardly any rain fell during the month.
Consequently it was too dry for wood-stalking. A
few days later we left for another stalking-hut called
Varli. The luggage on this occasion was dragged
across the hills on sledges, though there was no snow
on the ground. By this method much heavier loads
can be moved by one pony than if they were
% packed.” The mosquitoes rendered the first night
here one of agony and made slecp impossible. T have
rarely seen them in greater numbers since, even in
Lapland or the backwoods of Canada. We found
ourselves compelled to return to Strom immediately
without attempting to hunt. DBut after a rainstorm
we came back once more and found these pests less
numerous than before. When not after the deer, for
we each took our turn stalking, I usually fished for
trout on what were known as ¢ the flats,” or barren
swampy ground covered with innumerable small lakes
and streams. One evening I came to a lake where
the trout were congregated at one end. I had not
hitherto done much, but without moving five yards I
caught seventy-five, averaging half-a-pound apiece.
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As darkness was coming on, and I was sufficiently
burdened for a tramp of some miles back to camp, I
thought it prudent to stop fishing, otherwise I might
have caught far more than I could carry. Fishing
occasionally at odd times I caught altogether five
hundred trout in three months.

On the 18th of September we packed and sent away
six haunches of venison, separately doné up in crates,
to six different friends at six different places in the
United Kingdom. Not long after this my friends
left for home. After a stormy passage of more than
double the usual length, they found on landing at
Hull that in some inexplicable way the whole of the
venison, weighing some twenty stone perhaps, had
reached the same fortunate recipient. Embarrassed
with so much meat, he was yet filled with admiration
of the generosity of the sender, and of Norway as a
game preserve. LEvery one within ten miles had
venison for dinner for days after. It was supposed that
the labels bearing the addresses were, with the one
exception, washed off by rain or by some storm in the
German Ocean.

On the 25th of October, snow and ice covering the
ground, I also crossed the island like my companions,
on my way home, after having shot quite a number
of woodcock and blackgame, which had become plenti-
tul on the commencement of the cold weather. On
my way I shot a hind for food. When first I saw
her she was feeding, and although up wind soon
became conscious of my presence, and ran behind the
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trunk of a tree, from which she gazed for a considerable
time in the direction in which I was crouching with-
out daring to move. She then became convinced that
some danger was threatening her and started off, but
stopped once more for an instant just on the crest of a
hill, as deer often do, giving me time for a fortunate
shot in the neck. As this occurred on what was not
our ground, and as the steamer was to pass early the
following morning, I felt in considerable difficulties
how to secure the venison. Haviug struck upon the
little harbour where the steamers call, more by good
luck than anything else, just before dark, I fortu-
nately found one of our own men from Strom there
with the sledge in which he had brought my luggage,
and by promising him a share of the venison I induced
him to accompany me about midnight, with the sledge,
and to promise not to mention the fact to the others.
After a long search we at length succeeded in finding
the quarry, which I had covered with boughs of trees
to keep off birds of prey.

We might have been spared the trouble, as old
Christopher did not call me in time either for this or
the next steamer the following morning. A terrible
revenge was wreaked upon him for the same offence
on another occasion by two sportsmen, for they blew
him up with gunpowder placed at the back of the grate.
It seems that they had both been seized with the same
idea, and, unknown to each other, had both placed
powder there. The result was an explosion that kept
the family occupied for some days in a series of minor
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surgical operations of extracting bits of coal from his
posterior person. At this time of year the belling of
the stags was continuous. By means of ¢ calling”” or
imitating the sound they make, one of the largest
stags ever shot on the island had been obtained (I
believe by my friend, Admiral W. R. Kennedy). Num-
bers of deer had died during the preceding winter
(1880) and their carcases were constantly found on
our shooting ground, but especially on the east coast
of the island.

Not knowing how to occupy my time till the next
steamer sailed, I took a boat and rowed over to the
proprietor of the island of Margaree, whom I found
employed in frothing-up in a tub the blood of a cow
they were killing, for the purpose of making cakes.
He wanted 10 kr. to beat the island for us in search of
grouse or ryper, which extortionate demand I refused,
but sent ¢ Ferguson ”’ ashore to make inquiries, who
presently came back and reported that such a thing as
a ryper had hardly ever been seen on the whole
island.

On my way to England I stayed three days on
Tusteren. On the first day no one could be got to
go with me, as they said the last Englishman walked
so fast that he had evén tired out the blacksmith. On
the third day, after driving a deep-wooded valley
where we had heard a stag belling and seen tracks in the
snow, and which being sunless was unbearably cold,
nine stags were reported to have gone over the fyeld.
This I hardly credited, as we had beaten the whole
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over twice, but was compelled to ascribe it to a desire
on the part of the inhabitants to please by inventing
an agreeable fiction.

I must describe one other adventure in Norway.
I had just returned from a river called the Orkla, and
wasin bed in an hotel in Trondhjem with a cold. My
interpreter, a useless fellow whom I had just paid off as
not requiring his services any longer, had previously
informed me that a farmer in the valley of the Orkla
had telegraphed to the Politikammer or Constabulary
that he had not received a sufficient sum for the hire
of his pony. I found on calling, that no such tele-
gram had ever been sent. My presence had been
required for purposes of identification, as soon after
the landlord, knocking at the door, announced that
‘““five policemen ” wished to speak with me. Secure
behind the rampart of my eiderdown coverlet I bade
him show them upstairs, and in clattered three of the
police with the sworn interpreter and the town clerk of
Trondhjem. Some portentous-looking official papers
were unrolled and read aloud, which informed me that
I was required to pay a thousand kroners or suffer
arrest. I had been mistaken for another Englishman
who had made a contract with some of the Orkladal
farmers for the salmon fishing in their river, and
owing to their continuing to use nets, contrary to the
stipulation, had thrown over the whole arrangement.

On my return to England I received a telegram at
Hull ordering me to join the Berkshire Regiment at
Gibraltar.



THE ISLANDS OF SARDINIA AND CORSICA.
Fever — Cagliari — Rough Weather — Terranova — Tortoli— Lanusei— We
start on a.Hunt for Moufflons—Camp—Driving the Game—Unruly
Natives—The Rope Trick—Return to Cagliari—Earl of Mayo—Game
Laws — A Successful Chase — Trout Fishing in the Flumendosa —
Antiquities of Sardinia—Salt Lake Fisheries—Snipe Shooting—Oristano
— An Amateur Sculptor —Tunny Fishery —Wine—Mullet Fishery—
Corsica—Shooting—Sea Fishing.
THE Island of Sardinia suffers from the stigma of a bad
name. In the time of the Romans it was held to be
one of the unhealthiest of their colonies. Cicero writes
to his brother, who, for his sins, was located in the
north of the island: ¢‘Take care of your health;
although it is winter, remembering that it is Sardinia.”
It is the same now. The tourist who tells such of his
friends as know the tradition about Sardinia that he is
going thither will be advised to make his will before
he sets forth, and to prepare to be carried off by the
“ intemperie”” (as the fever is called by the Sards)
within a week or two after his arrival.

But, in truth, it is only in summer and autumn that
the lowlands of the island can be called unhealthy, and
even then it is more salubrious than many parts of
Italy, and year by year with cultivation, drainage, and
the planting of eucalypti in the marshes the country is
improving.

Cagliari, the capital in the south, is quite charming,
for its sca view across the gulf towards the mountains
of Pula, for the boldness of its rocky site, for its ancient

sepulchres in the neighbourhood, its museum of anti-
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quities (including a multitude of Sard idols), for its
delightful public gardens, and its ancient Roman
amphitheatre, carved out of the solid rock, facing the
sea.

One of the curiosities of Cagliari is its saline, or
shallow salt-water pools, used for the extraction of
the national supply of salt. The salt itself is stacked
in portly pyramids below the town, bordering the
¢ stagni,” and the convicts, in their red caps and striped
cotton pants and blouses, may be seen laboriously
towing heavy barges of this salt by the canal into the
sea, whence it is shipped to Spain and elsewhere.

The other chief towns of Sardinia are Sassari, in the
north-west; Iglesias, in the south-west; Oristano,
among the marshes in the west; Nuoro, in the centre,
among the mountains; and Ozieri. At Iglesias the
lead mines are very extensive.

We left Cagliari one Monday in February, 1884,
in a coasting steamer for Tortoli, about one hundred
miles distant, on the east coast of the island, where
we hoped to arrive about midnight. The party con-
sisted of M. de Casanuova, Mr. Hore, and myself.
Soon after starting, however, a pretty stiff gale came
on, before which we ran, not unpleasantly, till we
found peace round the point of Capo Carbonaro, the
south-east corner of Sardinia. We were informed by
the captain that, unless the wind dropped or shifted
to the south, he would be unable to land us. Although
we held a special ¢ prolongation ” from the préfet, we
had four clear days only for ““la chasse aux mouftlons.”
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We were accompanied by a Sard interpreter named
Meloni, who besides his native language, namely Sard,
knew but a few words of Italian, and described him-
self as ‘“gran cacciatore e preparatore d’animali
diversi.” The wind obstinately continuing to blow
we found ourselves next morning at Terranova, hav-
ing passed our destination without having been able
to disembark. As we were passing Tortoli during the
night, I went upon deck and found the steersman
gesticulating, and altogether it was clear that ¢ some-
thing was up.” At last I found that the wind had
extinguished the binnacle light. I lost no time in
bringing assistance, when, upon re-lighting the lamp,
the ship’s head was found to be pointing north-west,
or nearly straight ashore, with land not more than
four or five miles distant.

At the little inn called ¢ Locanda 1’Avvenire,” at
Terranova, we passed the time pleasantly enough, ex-
cepting during the night, when some late arrivals
commenced thumping the floors with what sounded
like ponderous brickbats, apparently annoyed at find-
ing the best apartments already occupied; finally we
left in another steamer of the Florio Company for
Tortoli once more, which was reached at midnight,
after calling at Orosei and Siniscola. We then drove
for two miles to the village, while some bullock carts
were hired for eight francs to take the luggage on to
Lanusei; and, after sleeping in an inn for a couple of
hours, we left at six o’clock in the morning for the
same place in a small diligence which goes thither



14 TRAVELS IN THE EIGHTIES.

daily, taking five hours. We found the village most
picturesquely situated upon the side of a mountain,
about two thousand feet above the sea. We were
kindly received by the préfet and by an English-
man living here in connection with some mining
enterprise.

Meanwhile, as we intended starting as early as pos-
sible in the morning for our camping ground among
the mountains, arrangements had been made with the
hunters and beaters to pay them five francs a day for
each horse and man, the man to beat if necessary, and
two francs a day for a man without a horse.

After great deliberations, on the following morning
the men, most of whom were collected outside the inn
where we had taken up our quarters, demanded five
francs a day each, independently of the horses. Their
food and wine of course we had to provide; and this
for twenty men for three days, as well as our own
and the baggage, had been packed upon eight horses.
Their demand, of course, was purposely made when
everything was ready for starting, while we were
already two hours behind time. Aecting upon advice,
and without showing the least impatience, we pro-
ceeded to remove the loads from the horses ourselves,
and to declare our intention of returning, offering
however, four francs. We also offered five francs to
each man if a moufflon was killed.

This at once had the desired effect, and things hav-
ing been amicably arranged we proceeded on our
way, reaching our destination the same evening.
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The spot we chose for our camp was a lovely one, in
a valley lying east of a curious tower of rock on the
summit of a mountain, resembling a ruined castle on
a gigantic scale, marked ¢ Perdaliana” in the maps,
shut in by steep hills on three sides, which were
clothed with myrtles, arbutus, and other plants. Our
tent was shadowed by a huge ilex with charred trunk
and gnarled roots. Having deposited the baggage
safely, and left three men in charge of the animals, we
proceeded to drive for moufflons. For this purpose
about twelve guns were placed along a ridge that] we
had passed en route, about fifty or sixty yards apart, the
Sards giving themselves the most likely places, while
five men made a circuit, and turning when about seven
hundred yards distant, walked back towards us, yel-
ling at the top of their voices. This drive was pro-
ductive of no results. We then had three more beats
in different directions, near the same spot, but nothing
was seen. _

As we advanced through a glade where the evergreen
oaks were exceedingly thick, about half a mile from
camp, and close to the head of the valley where we
were to begin the last beat for the day, we came upon
three old male moufflons, but several of the men being
in the direct line I was unable to fire. This was the
first sight we had obtained in Sardinia of these wild
sheep, of which during the next three days we saw
nearly fifty. I believe these interesting animals may'
be seen in England. Several have been sent to the
Prince of Wales by H.M. Consul at Ajaccio, while at
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Monte Carlo some are in captivity, young moufflons
being frequently caught in April.

During the evening the men amused themselves by
shouting impromptu solos in turn before a huge fire,
some laudatory of ourselves, some possibly otherwise.
Their chief theme seemed to be that the Englishmen
next year might return and pay them for another hunt
and give more wine.

The wine and bread, of which very large quantities
had been brought, it was found impossible to apportion
without causing a mutiny. The amount was intended,
and was amply sufficient, to have lasted three days.
But what with camp followers, who made their appear-
ance towards night, and the drunken proclivities of
the remainder, horses had to be sent several times for
fresh loads of wine and provisions from Lanusei.

Next morning the sun had long been above the
horizon when we left camp for the summit of the hill
above.

On reaching the ridge a wonderful panorama was
seen spread below. Long rows of cliffs of basaltic
formation were crowned with forests of evergreen oak.
The intense clearness of the air made any attempt at
judging the distance hopeless, and brought into con-
trast the intense black shadows under the ilex-trees
and the light colour of their foliage. During this
beat, which was the best we had, I saw a great
number of moufflons. But during the whole of onr
operations an immense amount of time was wasted in
endless and incomprehensible discussions among the
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natives. At last ten guns were posted round the head
of the valley, the wind blowing straight across,and thus
giving the game scent of those on the windward side.

In about an hour and a half the yells of five beaters
commenced, all being apparently at the bottom of the
valley at first. Soon a large herd of moufflons ran down
into a wood at the bottom, and back past the beaters,
who were doing their work very badly, and were un-
armed. Five other moufflons came straight up the
side of the hill towards one of the Sards, who fired
and missed, causing three to turn down again.

‘What appeared to astonish our Sards more than
- anything else, on the following morning, was the fact
of our bathing in the stream, the external application
of water (or internal, when wine is to be had) being
distasteful to them. DBeing by this time thoroughly
convinced that more annoyance than sport was to be
obtained from these drives, the beaters beating worse
each successive time, all four of us, including Meloni,
remained behind in camp, while the natives, after
eating, retired to renew the chase, and were successful
in shooting a red deer, which was a welcome supply
of meat.

In the evening we instructed Meloni to inform
them that if an Englishman was bound with cords,
however securely, he would immediately free himself.
I was then fastened to the roots of an ilex-tree, some
distance from the camp fire, by hide thongs, after
which they all made their way slowly back, leaving
me, as they imagined, a prisoner ; but to their amaze-

c
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ment they found that their supposed prisoner (who
had frequently performed the “rope trick ”” before) had
managed to reach the fire in advance of them, and
was calmly seated in front of it, apparently buried in
meditation. Never shall we forget the looks of horror,
by the light of the blazing logs, on the faces of that
crowd of ruffians, at what they thought a supernatural
translation. Next morning we quitted Perdaliana.
After four or five hours through a lovely valley we
reached Gairo, and were put up by the mayor. He gave
us dinner, which he cooked mostly himself, after some
delay, which was compensated for by an astonishing
number of courses, and enormous oranges from Mitis.
On the opposite side of the valley, in which flows a
tributary of the Flumendosa River, is perched a re-
markably situated village named Alasso. Eventually,
after an exceedingly cold journey of twenty-four
hours, in a diligence, we reached Cagliari once more.
The only event that afforded us any amusement by
the way was a certain native on the outside of the
conveyance, who gravely seated himself upon a bag
belonging to a middle-aged priest, the owner being in
the interior of the coach, and judging by the loud
crackings that ensued was committing serious injury
to the contents. 'When we drew his attention to the
fact he replied, *Far niente,” as much as to say, “No
matter.” We subsequently found that Meloni had
given half our venison to one of the consuls, and had
taken the rest himself, all of which we thought proper
to cause to be returned to us.



THE ISLANDS OF SARDINIA AND CORSICA. 19

During this tour in 1884 I was thus unsuccessful
in obtaining a head of one of those wily and much-
sought-for animals, the moufflons or wild sheep pecu-
liar to Corsica and Sardinia, excepting one presented
by a native hunter.

Next time, however, in 1885, in company with the
Earl of Mayo, the expedition was a successful one as
regards these peculiar animals. It would be desirable
to begin at the beginning and describe how the mouf-
flon is to be found, and where, as on these sort of
expeditions the start is often the most difficult part.
First of all, moufflons are only to be found in any
numbers in the eastern and central portion of the island
—Gennargentu and neighbouring ranges. During
the day they keep themselves concealed in the woods,
which consist mostly of ilex or evergreen oak, or in
the maquia, which, averaging four feet, completely
conceals them. The only chance of finding them in
order to stalk them is when they feed at sunrise. The
country is excessively dry and stony, and the animals
themselves are wilder than the average Rocky Moun-
tain sheep. The usual and most successful way of
hunting these animals, then, is by driving, which, to
make sure of killing, requires from fifteen to twenty
guns. One of the large wooded valleys is chosen
which lie around Gennargentu, and the guns line one
of the side ridges, and more especially the crest above,
should the wind serve, for the moufflon is in the habit,
when disturbed, of seeking higher ground. Never
more than four and often only three men enter the

c 2
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valley on the opposite side to beat, and make up for
small numbers by great noise. All this makes the
game very wild, as often as not they break back, and
the chance of any particular gun getting a shot is
very small. The largest bag I ever heard of, was a
party of twelve guns getting four sheep, six deer, and
some boars in five days. Red deer are found on the
same ground as the moufflons, and usually break down-
hill. No fallow deer are found near Gennargentu.
These used to be found in the south-west corner of
the island, near Pula.

October is the best time to hunt the moufflons, but
is not so healthy as December. After October, in
the mountains, it freezes every night, though the
days are warm.

The game laws in the southern half of Sardinia
(the province of Cagliari) differ from those in the
northern (the province of Sassari). In the former all
shooting ends on the first day of February. In the
latter partridge may not be killed after the last day of
December, but everything else up to the end of March.
The best moufflon ground lies in the southern pro-
vince. As a matter of fact, the game laws are not
enforced. The greater part of the moufflons are killed
in April (when they have young) by the shepherds, who
all carry guns, and who remain near the coast with
their flocks during the winter. Pigs—semi-wild, and
resembling the wild boar, which also abounds—are
found all the year round in the mountain forests, and
are frequently shot in mistake for the latter. Snipe
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are abundant in marshy localities. Twice with three
guns we have killed over eighty couple in a few hours.

In Corsica the game laws are much more strictly
observed than in Sardinia; but every year the
authorities are becoming more strict in the latter
island with regard to their observance. Except in
the towns, and with regard to exportation, the regula-
tions as to the killing of wild animals are, and always
will be, but a dead letter, and for this reason, that in the
mountains and smaller villages almost all the natives
carry arms. In addition to the ordinary licence,
there is one to carry arms for purposes of self-
defence, and with or without this licence almost
every one goes armed. The labourer going to his
vineyard to work in the morning carries with him
his gun, for the private feuds are innumerable, like
the ““vendetta ” in Corsica between individuals; and
between certain villages there is much ill-feeling.

As in Corsica, so in Sardinia, there are a few out-
laws, who live mostly in the mountains. There is
nothing to be feared from them. On one occasion
when the English servant, on another when I myself
was alone in camp, parties of rough-looking men
made an inspection of the tents. The first-mentioned
presented a six-shooter at them, upon which they
made off. On no occasions should large sums of
money be shown. Though there are ¢ black sheep”
everywhere, the Sards may truly be characterized as
quiet, hospitable, and gentlemanly.

On our arrival at Cagliari from Tunis licences had
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to be taken out, and in the evening we left for
Tortoli, on the east coast of Sardinia, by the small
coasting steamer, from which place the Syndic of
Tortoli kindly sent us on in his own carriage to
Lanusei. At this place the Syndic (Cav. Gaviano)
had been particularly obliging on a previous occasion,
and Lord Mayo now presented him with a magnificent
carpet from Kairwan, the sacred city of Tunis.

Most of the camp furniture required can be bought
in Lanusei. The nearest place for moufflons from
Lanusei is the forest of Tricoli, but, being equally
near to the town of Gairo, it is much hunted. This
forest lies west of Lanusei, and shortly before our
arrival a herd of upwards of forty of the wild sheep
were seem.

On the following day a start was made with sevens
horses and several men towards Perdaliana, the extra-
ordinary rock previously mentioned and forming,
next to Geennargentu, the most striking object in the
landscape of this part of Sardinia, and from which
the ancient Phenicians must- have copied their
“ nurhags,” with the ruins of which Sardinia
abounds. Near this, camp was pitched, and, as
we had determined not to drive or beat the country
at first, the men were sent back to Lanusei with the
exception of two. As I mentioned in a previous
letter, they are excessively unruly, and threatened
to have a hunt on their own account before they
returned, which we had considerable difficulty in pre-
venting them from doing.
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Next day at sunrise the mountain of Perdaliana
was ascended and carefully surveyed. During our
absence from the camp a small herd of about eight
moufflons passed within fifty yards of it, pursued by
dogs belonging to some hunters of Gairo, who came
up shortly after. The moufflons stood for a moment
in a cluster while Bernardo, one of the men, fired at
them. The following day no moufflons were seen in
the morning, but at mid-day, with the assistance of
the dogs, some five or six were dislodged from a small
wood in a gulley to the east of the rock of Perdaliana,
and, later on, three more from the Samela and Sanougi
woods towards the west. Next day a Mr. Wood, a
‘mining engineer, one of the few Englishmen resident
in Sardinia—with the exception of the officials of
the railway company, which is English—came from
Lanusei with a large number of beaters and dogs,
and the large wood of Letini was beaten, which lies
between Perdaliana and the Flumendosa River, the
guns being on the ridge above the wood. Three red
deer broke down hill and crossed the Flumendosa,
followed by all the dogs, who returned soon after,
excepting a terrier, who came back next day.
Shortly afterwards three ram moufflons came and
stood in the maquia, near the Earl of Mayo, only
the splendid curved horns being visible. He secured
one of the ram moufflons with a shot which passed
through the spine, and subsequently through one
of the horns of the animal, which now decorate
the ancestral hall at Palmerstown. The remaining
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two disappeared into the wood, and were not seen
again,

One of the chief attractions of the landscape round
Perdaliana is its intense solitude. From the mountain
summits not a single human habitation is visible, and
the only sign of life is the distant smoke of the char-
coal-burners’ fires, who threaten soon to annihilate
the ancient forests altogether, with which at one time
there is no doubt the whole island was covered. The
mountains are cut and seamed with watercourses
and covered with cistus, myrtle, erica, globularia,
and arbutus, forming the maquia of Sardinia, and
the maquis of Corsica, and called by the Sards tufera,
leone, ilichi, murmuru, and murdegu. Most of the
deeper gulleys and all the valleys are filled with
dense woods of evergreen oak.

Our next move was to the guard-house of Mr.
Wood’s lead and silver mine of Oreddu, half-a-dozen
miles from the hamlet of Villanova Strasaile, on the
road from Lanusei to Nouro, and situated on the
Flumendosa River, under the shelter of a steep hill,
wooded to the summit and visible from an immense
distance. Here it was even colder at night than
at Perdaliana, the rising sun revealing both dogs
and horses covered with hoar-frost.

The first day’s work consisted in beating the wooded
gorge of Astilasso, high up under the snows of Gen-
nargentu, which was stated not to have been disturbed
for five months; then a wooded valley farther west,
called Seugarguri, where Bernardo, who was posted
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close to an affluent of the Flumendosa at the bottom,
succeeded in killing a hind. Next day’s hunt con-
sisted of two beats, both in the direction of Lanusei;
the first a treeless rocky valley called Samatta-su-Leone,
and next, the wooded valley of Terralei. On the way
five of the wild sheep were started from the bed of a
stream, and from Samatta-su-Leone three went in the
wrong direction, pursued by the whole of the dogs.
The Flumendosa and its affluents, as well as the
Coghinas, the Tertinia on the east coast, and most of
the other streams, swarm with trout, not large, but
excellent eating, and of which a small sackful (one
hundred and thirty) were easily caught with fly next
day in the Flumendosa, which, as before mentioned,
flows pear the Orredu mine, and were taken into La-
nusei. Some days later I ascended Gennargentu,
sleeping at Lansenusa, a mine lower down the river,
where I expected to find a guard-house, but nothing
excepting the walls remained. Two Sards, brothers,
hired with the horses, made incessant difficulties, as
they wished to go to the Cantoniera of Bonamela,
whence in fine weather horses can be ridden to the
summit, but owing to the amount of snow on the north
side of the mountain, I knew from previous experience
on Monte Rotondo in Corsica that the ascent on that
side would be difficult. The mountain is usually’
ascended from Laconi or Fonni on the west side. An
interesting and hitherto unattempted expedition would
be to follow the course of the Flumendosa, which takes
its rise from the snows of Gtennargentu, to the sea at
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Muravera. Owing to the nature of the country, it
would probably be impossible to use horses the first
part of the way. The start might be made from Aritzu,
reached from Laconi, or from Lanusei, reached by the
new road from Cagliari to Muravera, where the river
has lately washed away the large stone bridge. This
road as far as Monte Acuto passes through as fine
scenery as any road in the island—a narrow gorge with
grotesque rocks and tremendous granite precipices
covered with luxuriant vegetation of beech, larch, and
oak, and competing in grandeur with the gorges of the
Chiffa and of the Issa near Algiers, or even with the
famous Chabet-el-Akhira, also in Algeria, between
Bougie and Setif. Chirra Castle, which is passed on
the road, seems quite unknown, unless mentioned by
General la Marmora in his great work upon Sardinia.
Belowit,and in an inaccessible position on the face of the
cliff, are passages hewn in the rock, perhaps like the
Giants’ Tombs (sepolturas de los gigantes), of Pheenician
origin. Of the latter there are but few visible in this
part of the island.

In the hundreds and thousands of ¢ nuraghe,” or
mysterious erections of stones, which belitter the
island, an imaginative man might see a superb supply
of ready-made fastnesses for rogues and vagabonds of
the brigand type. Whatever the first purpose of these
‘““nuraghe” (whether temples, or tombs, or sacrificial
altars, or fortresses), they stand now simply to puzzle
our wits. In the interior are invariably found cham-
bers, sometimes three stories in height. As we go
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down to Cagliari by railway, dozens of their broken
towers are seen from the train. A herd of goats may
be browsing in the broad shadow of one of them.
Lounging against the low dilapidated entrance of
another may be seen two or three Sard shepherds,
bronzed like the stones of the nuraghe itself, under its
cloak of orange lichens, with their guns on their shoul-
ders, and their wiry little horses cropping the thistles
hard by. Or it may be a festa morning, and the nuraghe
on the skirts of the village (with a broad panorama
visible from it) are trysting-places for the lads in their
best goat’s-hair jackets, or for the lasses in all their in-
herited bravery of gold chains and bodices of brocaded
satin.

The main salt lake fisheries of Sardinia are those of
Oristano and of Cagliari, though round the island are
a few smaller ones of the same description.

Round the Gulf of Oristano are four large lakes, all
of which I visited ; but, as the fisheries are all con-
ducted on the same principle, a description of one,
Cabras, will suffice.

The town of Cabras was reached early one morning
in a broken-down conveyance—the best to be obtained
—with an order from Cav. Egisio Carta to his head
fisherman, Luigi Lioniglia; the distance from Oris-
tano being about five miles. A boat and men were
procured, with a Sard called Giovanni Loi, who, after
a great deal of trouble and exertion, would take no
further payment than a cigar. These lakes swarm
with wild fowl of all sorts, especially coots, and a few
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flamingoes. They are tamer than at Cagliari, where
they are continually hunted. The natives never
shoot snipe, as they dislike getting wet, and also are
unable to hit them.

The fishery is situated on three streams, which con-
verge and flow from a lake into the sea. A medisval
tower has been converted into a dwelling, and around
it are the reed fish traps. Barriers of upright reeds,
with half-inch intervals, have been erected in various
positions, having doors, and suited to the varying
depth of water in the stream, the Tirse (which is one
of the largest Sardinian rivers), the water here being
brackish. The fish, as they descend, are admitted
through V-shaped openings in the fence, placed at in-
tervals of ten feet, into large compartments, that are
capable of being closed when there are enough fish in-
side. The depth varies from 1 foot to 4 feet. In these
compartments the fish are either speared or netted by
fishermen wading in naked, or else are driven into a
smaller enclosure called the death-room (camera del
morte), whence they are extracted by hand or scoop
nets. There are yet smaller chambers than the camera
del morte, used when, owing to floods, there are but
few fish, abouta yard square and with the usual funnel
to admit the fish, out of one of which I saw scooped
crabs (some edible), sardines, eels, soles, large prawns,
and a fish like the carp called Jupo. Over each barrier
is areed house for the guard or watcher. The sardines
fresh from the water resemble young herring. The
Cabras boats are quite peculiar, and resemble a shoe
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more than anything else. . They are rowed in the
English way, while the Cagliari rowers face the bows.
Farther south lies the 8. Giusta Lake and fisheries,
and last of all, those of Mercedi, each with a village
peopled entirely with fisherfolk, by far the finest look-
ing of all the natives of Sardinia, the women being
comparatively handsome. The contrast between these
and the agricultural part of the population is very
remarkable.

The old Roman city of Tharrus is within half a day’s
ride of the town, and here the enterprising stranger
may well expect to pick up afew intaglios and numis-
matic treasures. Quite apart from more bulky archeeo-
logical spoil, Tharrus contests with Pulaand 8. Antioco,
the honour of being the richest quarry of antique relics
in Sardinia, and the museums are full of inseriptions
and sculptuary from this old city by the sea.

Snipe may be got at Terranova, and near Musei, and
at Ardara, at which latter place I was accompanied by
a small French chasseur, who called his dog by blowing
a large horn for it, and applied to it the epithets,
“brigand ” and “assassin,” and afterwards fed it with
eggs.

Oristano is healthy all the year round; but prior to
the completion of the aqueduct bringing water from
Bonarcado, on Monte Ferru, it was deserted in
summer. Kven now the natives assert that eating
the larger and coarser of the grey mullet gives fever.

Oristano is not magnificent like Sassari, which in its
public buildings strives, with complete success, to
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humble Cagliari, its rival for centuries; but it is
full of old-world fragments. The girdle of its walls,
many centuries old, may still be traced among the
mud-built cottages which now surround its better
buildings. It has a pleasing cathedral, a surprising
number of old churches, and if any one should be
desirous of enjoying a hearty laugh, let them visit the
garden of Signor Vandolino C , just outside the
town. The landlord of the hotel insisted on taking
me there one afternoon. Close to the entrance is a
bust of Pio Nono (rotto—rotting away, as my guide
explained). The paths are lined with busts of Sar-
dinian celebrities of both sexes on pedestals, and
there are some ‘of enormous size of the late King
Victor Emmanuel—on the whole the queerest speci-
mens of amateur modelling ever seen. An olive-
tree in the garden, called Elleonora’s (the Guidichessa
of Arborea), measures twenty-two feet in ecircum-
ference round the trunk.

Before leaving the subject of sport in Sardinia, I
must mention the tunny fishing. This lasts from
early in May until the middle of June, though at the
northern fishery of Asinara, off Porto Torres, it is
protracted until the end of June. No one who enjoys
a little excitement should lose the chance of being
present at one of the slaughters, as they are called,
which take place on an average every other day
during the season. The three large fisheries are
those of Porto Scuso and Carloforte in the south,
Bosa off the west coast, and Asinara.
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But for the man who does not care to go out to
sea for several miles in a little boat (a necessity at
Asinara) to view this sport, the Carloforte ‘‘ tonnara ”
may be recommended over the others. IHere the net
is set between the mainland of Sardinia and the islet of
S. Pietro, about four miles to the west, and the inter-
vening water is often as calm as a small inland lake.
The ladies of Carloforte make pleasure parties for
the slaughter; their husbands and brothers attend to
the sails and oars, while they sit gaily on every
available square foot of space in the boat, and, with
their parti-coloured parasols aloft, glide over this
summer sea to an accompaniment of songs.

And wine in Sardinia is so cheap ! That of Ogilas-
tra, which seems to me supreme, costs a penny a
pint, and a tumbler of luscious Muscat costs no more.

Trout abound in some of the mountain streams
both of Corsica and Sardinia—for instance, in the
Tavignano in the former, and in the Flumendosa in
the latter island.

Although the Corsicans assert that the finest sea
fishing grounds in the Mediterranean lie round Cor-
sica, yet larger catches than at any station round
this island are made in the vicinity of some of the
great salt lakes of Sardinia. I am wnting this letter
from Cagliari, the capital of the latter island, where
enormous numbers of grey mullet are caught in
curiously-shaped traps placed in the openings that
connect the lake and the all but tideless sea together.
Long lines of flexible reeds are also to be seen stuck
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firmly into the mud in the lake, with a line baited
with young mullet on which eels are caught. The
fish from this lake, and from the still more extensive
ones at Oristano, have made the fortunes of numerous
individuals. The Sard eel-spearers, in flat-bottomed
boats, in their picturesque dresses of black and white,
are an interesting sight.

In both islands a license to carry a gun is legally
necessary, though the native sportsmen rarely possess
the former. On my first arrival at Ajaccio in Corsica,
the landlord of the Hoétel de I’Europe secured for me
the services of a native chasseur, who carried his gun
and my own through the crowded streets in perfect
disregard of the officials whose business it is to ask
for these permits de chasse, explaining after, with a
significant gesture, that no Corsican was ever asked
for one. This reckless sportsman was accompanied
by a spotted dog, which, during the day, killed a
hare, to his master’s great delight. Most of the
land in the vicinity of .Ajaccio is cultivated and
nominally preserved, though hardly any game is to be
found upon it owing to its being shot over by almost
every one possessing a gun. During our wanderings
that day, when near the high road, the sudden appear-
ance of a mounted official caused my friend to sink
down into the high grass, dragging me with him, till
the noise of the horse’s heels had died away.

Even Ajaccio is not wholly free from Mediterranean
fever, to which the residents especially are more or
less subject. During the construetion of a portion of
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the railway line to Bastia, the workmen suffered
severely until the planting a grove “of Eucalyptus
globulus counteracted the miasmic exhalations. Cor-
sica is a land of strong wines and strong waters. The
wines from the interior are specially potent, while the
waters of Orezza should, in some cases, be taken only
by medical advice. Living, except in certain cases,
is most inexpensive—a dinner at Vivario for example,
near Corte, consisting of five courses and a bottle of
wine, cost me less than eighteenpence.

Poor as the Mediterranean is in its yield of fish,
good catches are made round Corsica, many of the
inhabitants being fishermen by trade. Most of the
larger fish are taken by long lines at night, and only
in certain places. A line that I put out in the bay
of Ajaccio one night, with fifty hooks carefally baited
with pieces of octopus, when visited early the follow-
ing morning, was found to have taken nothing but a
small conger.

A day may pleasantly be passed catching the
numerous elegantly and variously coloured fish with
which the rocks and shallows abound. One morning
in December I rowed across the bay. A wicker
basket filled with shrimps was sheltered under a seat
from the somewhat too powerful rays of the sun. On
reaching a long ridge of submerged rock we dropped
a heavy stone secured by three fathoms of rope.
Every crevice of rock or morsel of gorgeously-coloured
weed was visible through the clear water. Two long
cane rods, with each three yards of line, a yard of gut,

D
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and a medium-sized hook, with a piece of lead as a
sinker, completed the outfit. Shrimps are soon put
on a hook. The only necessity was to cast as far as
possible, and let the bait sink. This was followed by
an instant nibbling. Not once was the same species of
fish landed twicein succession. I had just taken the
hook from the mouth of a small crimson and blue fish,
and was in the act of lifting into the boat one of the
very brightest pea-green colour from nose to tail, when
an exclamation from the boatman showed me that he
had hooked something unusual, which turned out a
31b. octopus, which we had great trouble in killing by
repeated stabs after it had explored every corner of the
boat—a squirming mass of arms each 18in. long. A
species of small white fish may be caught in great
numbers in the harbours, but are not much esteemed
as food.

Young fish like whitebait, with immense quantities
of enormous sea-slugs, are frequently the only result of
careful hauls of the net. DPilchard, tunny, and an-
chovy, prawn, lobsters, red and grey mullet, turbot,
and other fish are taken in places round both islands.

With regard to banditti or brigands no one need be
afraid of them in Corsica ; and the same might be said
with equal truth of its neighbour, Sardinia, where an
enforced sojourn in the mountains while an ear or some
other portion of anatomy is sent to one’s friends as a
sample, with more to follow, is a thing unheard of at
the present time.



FLY-FISHING ON THE OSTRA DAL RIVER, SWEDEN.
Lake Siljan—Posting up the Ostra Dal—Trout-fishing at Sarna—A Native
Angler— A Surveyor — Fishing at Foskran — Successful Angling at
Helsjofors—Alone—A Maniac—Lake Rogon—Elk.
THE following account of a fortnight’s travel in search
of sport upon the Ostra Dal River will serve to show
that recommendations of sporting localities in guide-
books are often too vague to be of much practical
benefit until the angler discovers the particulars for
himself.

The text in question ran as follows, and would have
been correct with regard to the river of my choice,
had those words been added which are printed in
italics :=—‘“ Among the best waters for trout and gray-
ling are the Messna and Laagen, which fall into Lake
Mjosen, the Storsjo and Foemundsjo, (#ke kighest por-
tions of) the Ostra Dal Elv and other streams falling
into Lake Siljan, in Sweden.”

Lake Siljan is a large expanse of water situated
near the centre of southern Sweden, and boasting of
railway communication at its eastern extremity. The
Ostra and Westra Dal Rivers unite and form the Dal
River, which joins the Gulf of Bothnia at Gefle.

We were at first quite without information as to
where the angling commenced, but soon learned that
pike abounded in the lake (Siljan) and that a few trout
could be caught with cross-lines, while the captain of
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the steamer pointed out to us,among the cargo on board,
a barrel full of the most gigantic earth-worms I ever
beheld, being almost as long and thick as adders, for
the purpose of baiting night-lines. It was obviously
hopeless to attempt any angling in or near the lake
itself. The shores were somewhat densely populated
with villages, being moderately elevated, and partially
timbered with forests of pine.

From the western end we followed the Ostra Dal
River by carriole along the post road, from the point
where it flows into the lake, for two whole days
without finding any angling worth our stopping for,
putting up the first night at Elvdal and the next at
Sarna, the last posting stage being a long one of thirty-
six miles from a hamlet called Osen.

Up to this point the Ostra Dal consists of a broad,
clear, shallow, rapid stream, containing pike, notwith-
standing several falls and rapids. At Sarna, in the
neighbourhood of some lakes formed by the river, the
best angling for trout and grayling was said to com-
mence.

Next morning we embarked in a boat upon these
lakelike stretches of the river, accompanied by the
landlord of the keskievari or skyutstation, also armed
with a rod and well-chosen flies mounted on fine gut.
A native sportsman has a boat and small fishing lodge
some distance down the valley, but otherwise the
banks of the stream are quite without human habi-
tation. But just where the river leaves the lakes
aforesaid is naturally a great fishing place from Sarna,
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and the method used is to anchor in mid-stream with a
~ heavy stone tied to a long rope, and shift position
occasionally down the current by raising the stone
for a moment, and continuing the process as far as a
swift rapid some half mile lower down, the ascent of
which would be troublesome. The boat is then poled
up stream again and the process gone through once
more. Big trout are never caught here, and our bag
by the evening amounted to a little over forty trout
and grayling, mostly of diminutive dimensions. Most
of these, however, were caught in a tributary stream
which just at this point flows down from the north-
ward. '

The next day we resolved to explore this stream
farther and ascertain whether higher up it might not
offer even better angling prospects. We, therefore,
made across the forests with a guide, with the idea of
striking upon it about ten miles higher up and mak-
ing our way down to the old spot once more, where
some falls and deep pools promised at any rate a
certain amount of fish. It became evident, however,
that pools were quite the exception, and that every
part was almost of equal depth, and equally fishable,
without any indication as to where fish might belying
in such a wide area of angling water.

At last, a fine-looking pool was reached, which
yielded, to our surprise, only a couple of fish; and a
short distance lower down another pool brought the
same result ; the explanation was not long in present-
ing itself, for we suddenly came face to face with an
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elderly native peasant almost as tall and attenuated
as the long rod he was bearing, accompanied by three
women, carrying fishing rods and a bag of worms,
which explained the unwillingness of the trout in rising
to the fly. He informed us that for twenty years he
had fished this stream, accompanying the remark with
a liberal pinch of snuff from a large horn box. Upon
this we said that after trying the next small pool we
should return to Sarna. Having thus overtaken and
passed these native anglers and being therefore enabled
to fish in water which they had not previously disturbed
with their worms and string, a trout or a grayling rose
to nearly every cast, until the sound of a heavy step
behind and the splash of a heavy line and a worm in
front of the flies we were manipulating informed us
that nothing more in the shape of sport could be
expected unless we could prevent this disagreeable
elderly peasant from scaring the fish in the remaining
part of the river. One might readily have judged,
from his facial expression, that to bid him remove
himself and his rod would have been the surest manner
of inducing him to remain just where he was, and thus
give us time to fish over the coveted piece ahead.

‘“Gabort!”

“Ya skall ga hvar jag vill,” was the reply, as
plump fell the long horsehair line again in the eddy.
The stratagem had proved successful.

We had now remained long enough in the rustic
hamlet of Sarna.

The choice in continuing the journey lay between
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descending the wild portion of the Osra Dal Elv,
partly by boat, as far as the falls, and afterwards on
foot to the main road, and thus returning once more
to civilisation ; and crossing the mountains into Nor-
way. We chose the latter alternative, and the next
day found us at Idre Kapell, the end of the landsvag,
or post road, and the commencement of the skogvay,
or track, which eventually dwindled away intonothing.
Near at hand on the north stands a solitary mountain,
Stadian, offering the prospect of a limitless panorama,
and frequently ascended. The river at this point be-
comes subdivided into numerous smaller tributaries,
each stocked with an abundant supply of fish.

The nearest way to civilisation, without involving
a retreat by the way we had come, consisted in reach-
ing, in a day and a half’s march, the southern extremity
of Lake Foemundsjo, on which it was said that a small
steamer had just been placed, which would bring us
to the post road at its northern end. This end, how-
ever, by mountain valleys never before traversed
throughout by any traveller, might be reached by
attaining first the large and secluded Lake Rogon.

A surveyor engaged on charting the portions of
forest belonging to the Crown, with a party of men,
was to set out the very next morning for the hamlet
of Foskran, a day’s march in this latter direction, and
we determined to accompany them, having secured a
porter to carry our luggage upon his back. The
surveyor’s maps, which he kindly allowed us to copy,
were found invaluable.
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One or two fishes were caught upoﬁ the way up,
wherever the road approached the stream, and also at
two points where some considerable rapids made a series
of pools, and at other likely spots ; but it was evident
that this was the fishing ground for the dwellers at
Idre. The higher one advanced, the more replete
with trout, mostly of small size, did the river appear,
until nearly sixty were added to the bag with the
assistance of the surveyor, who had found a long rod
and worm hook, with the usual horsehair line, lying
about near one of the huts, and having procured the
necessary bait, was using it with great success.

The small house, however, was most uncomfortably
crowded, and would have been unbearable when the
remainder of the party arrived, for the apartment was
already full of the surveyor’s men, who occupied them-
selves in sitting mutely in every available position
and staring blankly at those who happened to be
opposite to them. It was but half a Swedish mile
(about three and a half English) to Helsjofors, a log
house at the confluence of the Storan and Hagaan,
into which the river now divided. It could be ac-
complished, moreover, by boat up a pretty winding
stream. The former stream was the larger, but with-
out human habitation, while the latter headed not far
from Lake Rogon, and boasted, besides, of two log-
houses, where, doubtless, fresh guides might be pro-
cured. Just before arriving at Helsjofors a lake of
moderate size was crossed, in which after asking my
permission to delay for the purpose, for the night air
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was cold and damp, the boatmen laid down six long
nets, making fast one end to the shore. The men
rowed out at daybreak to examine and take in their
nets, but there was nothing whatever captured. Mean-
time I had landed, at the inflow of the Hagaan, twelve
of the finest trout I had hitherto seen in the Ostra
Dal Elv or its tributaries, with lake trout flies, scaling
just under a pound a piece.

Two log-houses or shanties now lay ahead of us,
both named Hagadalen, one distant twelve English
miles, and the other six miles farther, and beyond
them a wild and unknown tract of uncertain breadth,
and about which there was no information except that
a house, whether inhabited or not, existed near Lake
Rogon, but perhaps twenty or even fifty miles across
the frontier from the upper of the two hamlets. A
quick march of three hours along an ill-defined track,
across wooded uplands, mounting ever higher and
higher, and enjoying at each step a wider view over
the seas of forest and ridge, plain and mountain,
which gradually unrolled themselves, brought us to
the lower of the two shanties rejoicing in the name of
Hagadalen.

Not a single human being was visible. The bearcr
of the baggage stated that he must at once return,
and insisted with equal certainty that the inhabitants
were not far distant and would surely appear before
night. And depart he did, after making a meal of
whatever he could find to eat. We were now alone
for a period of uncertain duration. IIe had assured



42 TRAVELS IN THE EIGHTIES.

us that the family (of whom it consisted he could not
tell) were out haycutting, but we found subsequently
the scythes in an out-house. True, the ashes in the
large grate still possessed a faint supply of caloric,
but there was no bread (flad-brod) or cooking utensils
visible, denoting the probability of the inhabitants
having gone for the day to some distant hut or saeter
on the mountains. The stream had dwindled into a
mere brook too small to invite any one to angle. To
sleep was the only remaining resource. It was with
a sense of relief that some hours later we woke at the
sound of a woman’s step upon the threshold. We
offered to pack on our own backs the whole of our
luggage and afterwards row the boat, if she would
only guide us at once to the upper farmlet; but some
washing of clothes had to be finished first, which
meant two hours occupied in boiling and beating the
different articles.

At length we were able to embark in an exceedingly
small and almost perfectly circular boat, reminding
one of those craft known upon some parts of the
Thames as “cockles,” and with an unconquerable
propensity to spin round and round instead of advanc-
ing. The lake crossed, a short march brought us to
the edge of another, on the far side of which could be
dimly discerned a log hut and some out-houses—the
outposts, not of civilisation, so wretched were they,
but of human habitations, on the natural frontier
between Sweden and Norway. The lofty fjelds over-
hung the lake, which reflected their steep, bare slopes.
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For what seemed a long period we remained, the
woman and I, shouting and howling with the best of
our vocal powers, making wood and mountain ring,
and waking the wild echoes, till to our joy we saw
a boat put off from the distant shore and soon found
ourselves in the farm hut which we had seen.

It was yet light, though past midnight. The wind
had increased, and was now howling round the dismal
dwelling with a force that caused it fairly to shake.
Nor was the interior more inviting. An old man, so
wrinkled and withered as scarcely to resemble any-
thing human, was endeavouring to pacify his son, a
maniac, with a very repulsive-looking bowl of sour
milk.

The dreadful cries of the madman seemed strangely
in harmony with the howlings of the storm. The ad-
venture was decidedly of a romantic character.

When a start was made next morning with the
only abled-bodied inhabitant as baggage-carrier, the
maniac had been tied in a chair with ropes as a pre-
caution, but was indulging in the most startling ges-
ticulations, and it was with a full sense of relief
that we turned our backs upon the hut and com-
menced the long march over the frontier into Norway,
till, after a hard climb, the wild expanse of Lake
Rogon could be discerned from the summit of the
divide glittering in the distance far below. Lake
Rogon is about thirty miles in length from east to
west, and fifteen in breadth, of irregular shape, and
surrounded on three sides by high mountains.
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Although an inhabitant of the hut at Hagadalen for
twenty years, our guide had never even seen the
hamlet which we knew existed somewhere about the
centre of the farther side of Lake Rogon—a long
march, as one could see, of apparently twenty miles,
over three distinct ranges of mountains which inter-
vened. The lowland lying along the border of the
lake was exceedingly rough and stony, and composed of
aggregations of ancient moraines, rocks, and boulders,
heaped up in the forms of ridges and pyramids. In
addition to this, the lake sent out long arms and
bays like miniature fiords, which it would have been
necessary to circumvent. It was evidently better
to keep to the higher ground, though the weather
was wild and stormy ; nor did he know what a certain
prominent wooden beacon signified situated immedi-
ately over Hagadalen—such is the ignorance of the
peasantry in these out-of-the-way districts—and which
was evidently the point of meeting of the boundaries
of Norway, Jemtland, and South Sweden ; moreover,
though

Strong as an ox, and ignorant as strong,

he had never travelled westward as far as the next
habitation of human beings. The lower parts of the
range were remarkably stony, and hardly a blade of
grass was visible. In place of grass the ground was
covered with a thick layer of crisp, lemon-coloured
moss, which gave a wintry sensation and resembled
a coating of yellow snow upon everything far and
near.
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Late in the evening we struck upon a small fishing-
house upon the bank of the Lake Rogon, containing
boats and nets, and hence there led a well-marked
pathway which conducted us to four log houses called
Kaarinsjon, for that we found was their name, amid
pouring rain. This was the only human habitation
in the vicinity, and the next lay thirty-five miles
distant upon the shores of the long Lake Foemundsjo.

Lake Rogon in an angling capacity was disappoint-
ing. It swarms with large pike. True, we bought
from an old man that evening a fine two-pound trout
for half a kroner, which he had netted that day.
But the next day the rod brought us in nothing,
though it was sedulously employed while we jour-
neyed to the distant end of the lake in a boat, halting
for an hour for dinner, and putting up some ryper
from the rocky shore. The water is as clear as glass
and paved with enormous rocks and glacial débris,
forming a succession of huge subaqueous caverns.
Nevertheless, we saw a sight that to meet with we
would gladly have travelled double the distance.

Where a brook enters the lake in a small ecircular
bay we had landed with fly-rod, to secure, if possible,
a dinner. The wind was blowing freshly from in
front, and some bushes behind made it a work of art
to throw the flies successfully farther than a yard
or two. One smart pull from a good fish we gof,
however, and no more, and at the same moment a
large pike made several plunges through shallow
water in pursuit of some small fry. Not far distant
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from this spot the boat had to be hauled a short way
overland and re-launched on a succession of small
connected lakes, until it was finally dragged ashore
for the commencement of the long and tiresome march
on foot which was to bring us, in eight or ten hours,
to the Foemundsjo and civilisation.

The ground was covered with elk tracks (Cervus
alces), to such an extent that I could not forbear
constantly shading my eyes in search for one of these
animals, for the sun was low and shining just over
the trees from the north-west, in which direction we
were proceeding.

Two men from the last hamlet had come as guides
(for a strong wind upon the lake had rendered it im-
possible for a man, singly, to row a boat against it to
the westward) taking everything between them upon
their shoulders, in the leather wallets or knapsacks
usual among the peasantry. Now they suddenly
stop, being considerably in advance, and we all sink
to the ground, for the crackling of birch branches is
heard in front, and some large mass can be discerned
in the direction of the rays of the setting sun, making
its way directly towards us, down the wind. It is
an elk! Never before have we seen one. We have
no rifle, and these animals are, at present, out of
season. Its enormous antlers can now be seen, still
in the velvet. It resembles the pictures of elk one
has often seen, and we attempt to get out a sketch-
book. It makes a hopeless subject, however, never
remaining for more than a moment in the same
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attitude, and being, also, partly obscured by the trees
intervening. It occupies itself in tearing down and
devouring the young branches of the birch. The
men are getting impatient, and talking in quite an
audible tone to each other, but as we have no gun,
and may not shoot if we had, this is of no conse-
quence. Yet the huge animal has evidently heard
nothing. Meantime the mosquitoes have become
such an intolerable pest that it is necessary to keep
rubbing one’s hands and face, which are being veno-
mously punctured as though with the pricks of
minute and numberless needles tipped with poison.
Their trumpeting in the vicinity of one’s ears makes
it impossible at last to hear the movements and noises
made by the elk. We know that these must be con-
siderable, for occasionally one hears a crack at the
breaking of some large branch, making a louder sound
than the humming of the myriads of the mygyg.

It now occurs to us that this may be the reason
which is also preventing the elk from hearing our
movements, though he could plainly see us if he
turned his head.

This suspicion becomes so much like certainty that
we can fancy we discern the cloud of mosquitoes
which must be hovering about his large ears, so near
is the animal to us now, not more than seven yards
away. Suddenly more crashings are heard behind,
the first elk looks round, and now we see another
following with rather finer horns. The breeze shifts
a point. In a moment more we must be discovered
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by our scent. The moment has arrived. The leading
elk suddenly stops and starts back with uplifted neck.
Both stand for a second motionless and then dash
away with headlong speed, throwing up earth and
stones and breaking branches in their wild retreat.

The same night we reached the Foemundsjo, and
the next morning the high road, where I was able to
find a carriole to take me into Roraas, which is on the
Christiania Trondhjem Railway.



TROUT-FISHING IN SWEDISH LAPLAND.

Remarkable Position of a Trout-hook—How to reach Lapland—TI cross the
Divide—Commence Angling— Wonderful Fishing— Another Lake —
Children left to themselves—Netting—Following the Seddvastrom—A
Waterfall—The Seddvajaure—A deserted Hamlet—Duck Shooting—
Lapp Witch at the Ringselet—Plenty of Trout—Gaikvik—Swallows
and Gnats—Great Horn Lake—Angling at Arjeploug—Large Trout—
Grayling—Fish-trap at the Mill—The Furia Infernalis—The Udjaure—
Monstrous Trout—ZFishing in the Shellefteo—The Rapids—Bastusele—
More Rapids—A lonely Settler—The Umeo—Angling in the Great
Umeo Lake—Char—Remarks about Touring in Lapland—The Lapps—
A Wolf Hunt—Grouse in Lapland—Reindeer.

‘WHATEVER may be the reason which causes Swedish
salmon to disregard an artificial lure, the Swedish
trout has no such scruples. He considers (till he has
tried it) that the very rudest apology for a spoon bait
is good wholesome food. On one occasion I actually
caught one that already had, firmly fixed in his in-
terior, a brass hook. This hook was an inch and
three-quarters in length, and eight and a quarter
inches of twisted wires were fastened to it. The last
three inches trailed from his mouth, and seemed in
nowise to inconvenience him, for he seized my spoon
bait with great ferocity, and was found to scale just
seven pounds.

This brass hook and its appendages lie before me
on the table, and once formed part of a long line, laid
in the Shellefteo River. In some Swedish rivers the
trout fishing is good from source to sea. In others
jack abound. But above the zone of the fir and pine

E



50 TRAVELS IN THE EIGHTIES.

char became numercus, and trout are found in in-
credible numbers ; but since their dimensions are only
moderate, and gaining the upper parts of the rivers
necessitates a long and tedious journey, they will
form no strong attraction to the angler. In some of
the lower waters, where the volume of the stream is
heavy, correspondingly large trout are to be caught.
Perhaps the best way to reach Lapp fishing is to
take a Wilson steamer to Gtothenburg, and the rail
to Stockholm, whence a coasting steamer lands the
traveller at the mouth of any chosen river, where a
comparatively large town is nearly sure to be situated.
But T had decided to cross Lapland from the North
Sea to the Gulf of Bothnia. Taking steamer, there-
fore, from Hull to Trondhjem, I there changed into a
coasting boat, and reached Bodo in about a fortnight
after leaving English shores. I thought it would be
an interesting journey to follow the Shellefteo River
from its source to the sea, and therefore journeyed
from Bodo inland by the Junkersdal to a point upon
the main Swedo-Norwegian divide named Markness,
close to which was situated one of the main sources of
the river. I found it consisted of a diminutive log
hut high up on the great watershed between Nor-
wegian and Swedish Lapland, and the stream that
flows past it may be called the source of the Shellefteo.
During the journey towards the sea, a distance of
several hundred miles, I made it a rule, partly for
food and partly for sport, to fish all the streams con-
necting the inland lakes together, while my luggage
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was being carried across from one rickety, swampy
boat to another.

I was using a small twelve-foot rod, and not par-
ticularly fine tackle, yet I caught so many fish that
by the time I had arrived at each lake my arm was
quite tired, and the bag nearly full, with occasionally
a supplementary supply on a string. On leaving
Markness with my two lugg<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>