STAG AND WOLF HUNTING IN FRANCE

By Vance

HERE is a theory
abroad that the
Frenchman, because
he can dance and turn
a compliment, can
eiher side staight

r shoot clean. OF
courss, this is mercly an inteenationsl
prejudice. Dull people will go on believ-

e thar Al Ecptilinen, it thlewives

and all Yankees chew tobacco, and not

can change their

even the comic papers
Yy of thinking. De. Pickwicks Elends
were Bagishs Hscrtmgin—ct s Mk T

very good authorities on the hunting of
big game.

1 have seen the London cockneys,
armed 1o the teeth, trailed by dogs, shoos
ing sparrows In the calm Surrey ficlds.

ly first shooting experience in France
was about as stirring. It was years ago
—more years than cither you or 1 would
care to reckon—when 1 was taking my
fint trmp. thiough ths glesenc I of

ne afternoon 1 was loitering
e village north of Marscilles,
vitng for che diligsnce—a yellow-bel:
y me

ost-house
leafless
trees, where the thrushes—the grives of
the Mid—utered dicomolately. As 1

waited there, road came
two_sturdy, black-bessded fllows eith
shorguns. master of the post hailed
them rapturously and fetched his gun, an

old center-fre Of that rst year of 1363,
Three thrushes had settled on the naked
s cach “sporiman” seected s bid,
and, at the ne—two—three!” fired.
Ga bird il to the gun of 1862, The
s of the post shouted with trium-
opened the door of the house
$20 whisted: There trofed ‘out s Tite
half-breed King Charles spanicl.
Rapportt®
his bushy tail the dog crossed
g e bisty (il the oy
Foc many & yosr T jeetsds s Daudet

Thompson

didy ac these heroic sportamen of the

uth, but after a while 1 discovered that
Le Piste was not Funce. and that there
is shooting and shoor

e s 1. P, Bt spread
for leagues, wooded uplands and lean
stretches of mountain land, where you
may still find the stag and the rocbuck,
the wild boar, the wolf, and—now and
then—he wildeat.

OF course, you may do better in the
Tyrol, but in one respect /a_chasse in
France is unsurpassed. Here it is, and
only here, that the stag-hunt preserves its
old dare-devil gaiety and the ceremony
that lent it charm in the chivalric days of

1 have hunted the deer in
Germany, and have seen the Queen's
staghounds loosed on the tame deer of
Windsor; but until a notable day this
year 1 did not know what /a grande
“hasse meant.  Before describing that
golden day when an old stag, adept in
Wickadnew, 1aved himself by deiving out
along the line of his own running a
daguet (that is, a green two-year-old) let
me give you a few preliminary and neces-
sary details.

In France the stag is hunted. The man
who shot a stag would find far less mercy
than he who shot a peasant. One huns
him from afar, and may have many a
good run without having seen the tip of
an antler—the chase, after all, is the

E

The hounds differ greatly in various
arts of the country. The big white
ﬁ Vendée, the longheaded, back
of Gascony, the yel

bt o el
lovers; but the best packs—for instance,
those of the Duchess d'Uzes and the
wx—are cross-bred from the

Saintonge and the foxhound.
or fifty years now this bastarde de
Saintonge has been bred in France, Tall
er, slighter, in the chest and better
oncled thar tha Ecilish Louinl be ks
retained the fine scent, the love for the
bunt, and, indced.

o Ot ‘4950 croves Seve boses sy
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notably that of the Gascon hound and the

bloodhou ubert), but nothing
guite equals these nervous but patient,

ck, bastards of Saintonge.
Ll R gy
bells.

As to the horses—well, no two men
have ever agreed on a definite type of a
good bunter. In Foance, oo more than in

a generic type. An
Tl hae pretty good ever;whzn
and not first-rate anywhere. He scems
to have no enpecnl “preference for the
kind of c he is sent over. OF course,
e is found—ith his equally. indifforemt
brother from Hungary—everywhere in
France. Still, in the best French hunting

stables you will find the thoroughbred, or
half-blood,

that has been traine
It is the
4t sdmirably

e iy

There were about forty guests at the
chiteau that day. The veneur had been
e oady 1n the markiig it beo o Bt
i Aslade iy 3 vy after ol
lowing him for a short distance, he called

off the hounds and came back to the
chiteau. This was at cight o'clock. He
reported that he had started a di
that is, a ten-antlered stag, seven or cight
years ol

y this time we had breakfasted—a
hunter’s breakfast with meat and wine—
and had gathered in the courtyard. The
stabling at the Chiteau des Vaux, as
everything else, is on a princely scale.
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There are owo stablen one for the
dlion and carriage horses; the other for
the hunters, The hunting bl form s
ngle round a huge courtyard
is roofed over with glass; the
stable doors are of mahogany, with
ancls of beveled plate-glass; the interior
me&! of mahogany and white marble.

untsmen were all in the live
e hunt, blue, magenta and_cream 143
and carried French horns. There were a
number of ladies who drove to the meet
in light wagons.

was nine o'clock when we set out,
and there was a six-mile ride, finst along
a white roa
before we came to the
gencu b salked the stag theee houns

We Tunted with two instead of the three
traditonal packs of hounds, znd the re-
lays of horses were sent on
ond pack. Six hou e
among them two old limehounds that had
started the stag. The scent was cold, but
at ot thy ook it . wene o, followd
by the head huntsmas

Grouj cd in a little cross-
the forest we waited.

tened
Tor the notes of the lanef o
the “bién-alle—the old *he’s
off, well off!” that stirs the
blood like a toxic drug. Noth-
ing; a young dog or two
shouting his folly; the women
Whkperiag thell cxitivmonts
the clink of bridle-bits—the
huntsmen had spread far and
wide, half-circling the wood.
Suldealy B 1o the Ift a
huntsman sounde: ue—
T sighied the siag, and the brak fur
fare he blew through his French hom told
us it wa s, doubrless the one old
Jean had started at dawn. In a few
moments the hounds were brought up
coupled, the young dogs yelping with ex-
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they waited, although half-mad to go un-
ol rhc Lo coule v unlemihed ad the

master dropped. his ‘a la v
mes bnmr when rhe) Lcattered to left

Far'to_the right the old limehounds
wees plvng tongue, ind a0 the huse
started the dim, green forest echoing
to the baying of the dogs, the cries of th
Ills, chy Swift ot oF the horses, sod,
here ‘and there, the triumphant horns

aling the Marie de Dampirs fa
ESe x the atag of ten antlem. No: did
1 know until that day how profound a
love for music your deer has. At the
sound of the horn, old hunters say, he
throws up his head and listens; then, if he
hears the far-off baying of the hounds,
tears himself away, bu he goes slowly,
divided between love of music and fear of
the pack

He was old and rue, this sug of oun;
no trick o s was im;
w107 ble i o o e
ning water did not deceive him in his
speed. He took us twenty miles. None
save the head huntsman had caught @
glimy im, had scen him, as the say-
ing is, ,." o, But ol of s bd seen
him par le pied. We had got down on al
fours to study his pznt Sohaped huot-
marks, that never overlapped, as might
have been the case with a younge

Twenty miles; and the

an to puzzle over the tracks; side by

b e e el sharp trail were
the rounder, Tighter hookpents of  two~
oaeulit oy e ai B A e T

went on and the hunt swept on,
getting on all fours to study the turf is
not stag hunting.

By the time we came round to the relay
of horses and_hounds many a horse was

jnded, sod the wornen and. Youn
had trailed off somewhere in the back-
ground.

Another mile brought us out by a little
stream. For a moment the hounds
fambled. Had he taken to the water?

ad he gone up stream or down
be srowed? Suddenly the pack sets off

n full cry, along the water's edge for a
fcw ik than, 3 4 taagaa’ heoph 8

s, and out into a field rough with
the stubble of wheat.

Then again the homs sounded the Ve,
He, the deer, was black, wet, panting, and
going heavily, head down and back

)
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humped up as though he were carrying a
hod; and always, his little tail quivering
with a sort of nervous ement that
scemed in strange contrast to his dull go-
ing. He labored heavily across the open
country; evidently he was making for a
bend of the river to dic in water as a stag
should. But the fresh hounds, they had

Typicl French Hound

made scarely seven miles, were hard on
. He threw himself down for a few

ol et gl
fall again.
And homs were sounding the

h
ballali, the bravest music that ever rang
out over a hunting ficld; the stag, as
though he knew the time had come to
ot to his feet and faced the on-coming
ounds. He stood square, his four legs
straight; he tossed up his head and waited
o be'e o pooud Sl yous g, and
dies ith i head up and bis e on his

o st o s
ek aad fust he might have been the
ronze statue stag. The hounds
girled bim, yelpmg, el et of thien
leaped a ore-legs. The stag broke
|hmu§h ety e yards,

stopped again and fac

¢ hunters were bringing their horses
over the clotted ground as best they could.
The head huntsman and the master of the
hunt—a marquis, white-bearded and old,
but the straightest rider and the keenest
sportman n France—arrived ust us the

hounds, mad now an .)..d contel of
the volco—wore ot on al
ides,  The old marquis leaped from his
horse to give the ‘ﬁmh Blaw to the
.

all approached on foot. The
NO B growling now; the horns
kept up their savage clamor of the Aallali;
the stag waited—watchful, and, 1 like to




308

think, contempruous of death, as well as
of the little creatures who had hunted
him down—and as he stood there, the
marquis leaped through the circle of
hounds, hamstrung him, and, not a sccond
later, dhove & Bunging Laife laso bs heart
The only sound the stag made was a grit-
ting of the teeth—as he ground his jaws
together in rage.

or 4 moment the dogs s allowed
t© mouth the stag; then they were leashed,
...d e e e

n A dix-corst—no, even a  dix-cors
,mmm, we had run down a daguet,
that is, a two-ycar-old. And how had
this happened? The head huntsman had
i own'theory; it was this the ld st

we had ttarted in the morning hed
b St g may
then he had started up this two-year-old
and forced him to Sollow sl tha lice
of his running; miles of this double run-
ning had confused the hounds, and when
upon coming to the river the old stag
took the water, while the young one was
bullied into running on, the hounds had
naturally followed the only trail there
was—that of the young stag. This was
the venear’ her the marquis said
bt gl brought down a
noble stag—evidently he gave up his life
of his own free will, in order to save
Monscigneur Dix-cors, who may have
been his father.

“Or_his uncle,” said the nephew of the
wanules And with thet- we sole hesos.

From the meet 1o the kil we had cor-
ered twenty-seven miles, and we were
fifeeen; miles From the chitesn. We
reached there in time to play a game of
billiards—or chat with the women—be-
fore dressing for dinner; and, by the way,
both in the billiard-room, the lounging-
rooms and dining-hall, all the electric
lights and wax candles were fixed in
brackets or candelabra made of antlers; it
was_the “Chiteau de Sport.”

The ladies came down to dinner wear-
ing the colors of the hunt, and the talk
was all of horses’ legs and hounds’ noses,
of the tracks of the daguer and the dix-
cors, and the vengeance that should be
taken upon a certain peasant, named
Mathurin, who had strung a wire fence
across a nasty corner.

After dinner there were billiards again
and much talk, and old hunting songs
sung and dancing.

P
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At ten oclock a blast from the French
horns announced the last ceremony of the
bunt—la_curée. There are two kinds of
curées, the warm, which takes place di-
rectly affer the stag is the cold,
which T am about to describe.

We descended then into one of the
stable-yards, round which stood a score
oF lackays with Tighted torcher. The
iz ko  horn,
Played the Fosous calle Appropeists
the moment—the “Veneurs de France,”

the “Curée D'Orleans,” the “Bien
Chassee,” and many another joyous Lilt of
the hunt. The perfumed women in the
flare of che torc e Jooked,pretier han
women ever ook by deyigh
We could hear

any lbiod ...d g dngl, Both
ks G i hlpiey e Nl o e
concl o the 1et

By the hgh\‘ of the torches we could
see a black mass lying in the middle of
the courtyard. This was the offal of the

d with the skin, the head and
antlers resting on top. There was a mo-
ments silence; then one of the huntsmen
gopped forward sad blew the rplicuts
bugle notes of the “Honneurs
‘oven 43 e blow, two lackeys came
forward, each with one of the stags fore-
feet on' a silver salver. These were pre-
sented to the honored guests; a youn,
count who had just come of age—an
into his own—being one ecpient, and 1,
as a foreigner, the ot

With this all the hoens blared in
chorus; the lackeys pocke
a louis apicce drew
yere loosed into the stable-yrd. One of

the huntsmen swung the head and antlers
oyt g o the wid sectemment
of the hounds and giving the buglers
another oceasion for waking the echocs.
For a moment the din was tremendous,
Then abruptly the horns were silenced

the way. Ttwas a
signal the hounds understood. They fell
the offal and dined upon what they
had chased. It was the end of the curde;
the end of the days huse—al sere the
dance in the great hall, the goss
balconies, or Fihe toddy in the s

" Whether you take your stag in the cast
of France or in the center—I do not know
anything except by hearsay of the north

have had a good day's work and a
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good day's sport. This pacha of the for-
est runs well and stands well a bay; the
sy it ity divenificd, the for-
hedges are not tricky,
el ool s 196 pounds may
do very well with two horses. The run
from meet to il is uslly between thiny
a miles, though a s
the fore of the Duﬁw- D
Seine-ct-ise, ot led for
e e
e ErbmghEidlowain:ther Meng, i, b
Al

Ok o fispattgontiae bl
largely on the country 1o be got over, bur
it scems to me there is something in
French stag-huning a trifle more cxhilar-
ating than the English game of hunting a

lea-bitten fox across Leiceste: farm-
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tusked than his tamer brother of Ger-
many. , here in these Gallic lands
was his original habitat. The long-haired
Gaul, who weak to fight Casar, carried
the boars head spiked on  lanee—ic
at once ymbol. Nor since
Those deyy hus S Tten s i
when the man (who had, money) could
not chase what Louis XI. called the “sav-
age por pork' T heve, meotioned the mattr
because the cost is tremendous.
Tn thess days. only the Rustina Grand
Dukes, James Gordon Bennett, interna-
tional bankers and a few declassed
oountensr” can affrd 0 go o for thin
royal s
T e At place, the wild boar here is
wally widoabt the Malf-mmed creafire
of the Saxon preserves; and, secondly,

lands. And then it has a lttl of the lord-
Iy air—it calls back the purple days when
the magnificent Louis went out with
and hom to hunt these antique for-
e It may be ther s something the-
il in the sag-hun it o the port of
expects with it more than
the due messare of meclght and orches-
tra. The pacha of the forest is hunted
down with as much ceremony as accom-
panicd the heretic hunts of the days of
the Crusades.
There is another fellow in the French
woods igneur of importance
E‘hi. messire Sanglier, as they call him

He is a big fellow, the wild boar of
France, longer in the leg and better

the necessary cquipage of men and dogs
would deplee e pute of any one cxcept
< wilboeneey thogly of coein certain
peasants, only with home-made
pesrs, besiod only by cur-bred doga,
Vi down many a boar, for this bairy
lord of the uplands is unprotected by the
game sl
An cqipege such as dut provided by
M. Gordon Bennert for Dukes
of Rustia, cost at least $100,000 for the
fortnight. For instance, these
seventy 1o cig unleashed every
s plicgnaiig
back to the kennels at least twenty ill or
wounded hounds, for the wild boar is kin
to the extraordinary Englishman who got
himself known as “Jack the Ripper.”
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is ki horses as well
A I'gal,k:lil::?u. a boar of three
wear out several relays of
e he tums, and even

then he will probably make thrce kills for
cach of his tusks. In the last big boar-
hunt in the forest of Ecouves, which is
about ten thousand acres in extent, thirty-
five boars were got, nearly one hundred
dogs went down, three men were badly
hurt and the cost in horseflesh could
hardly be counted.

boar-hunt begins at dawn, for the
bour s an carly isr, i fucy be s the
first creature abroad in the woods. Then
he is a nomad. He xl«ps usually twenty
miles away from where he breal
good pigueur i snt out beore duight

indward. side

1 Riches) RaRioty’\Ha Mhisbite womes
the boar may have L.. or rooted; then,
with an old lime he goes out on the
trail. It is easy enough to tell the traces.
The grown male, for instance, places the
hind foot exactly where the front has
fallen; the young boar steps short, while
the female steps wide.

boar gets his growth at two. years,
i, GF Conri the Lokt apeet 1t biing
down a grand views sanglier, that is,
“solitary,
tusks. He is old and wicked, this soli-
tary; he wanders alone in the forest, and,
it o saidy he Kills the Fema.lo of his own
Kind, if ihey approsch him; e, runs el

Then the pace is
as dogs.

L
Ed
F
H
o
g
5
2z
23
E‘

it is o ight hours
el

, ;IR I He
is 50 well armed that the man who
ety care o his hosads dhauld be clow
at their heels. Expert as he may be, the
hunter who can drive his spear it the
boar's shoulder before a few of the pack
have been ripped up or disabled, is a
dlever man; and if be brings off Kimslf
and his mount with unslashed skins
by no means 4 novice.

Last January, the Comte du Temple, a
former Deputy, an old soldier of the war
of 1870, and 4 sportsman who has shot

world, invited me
ganized
in,the forest of Orleans, Grim, lile in-
cidental duties interfered with that jaunt,
o e i Temple a
few months later he told me the story of
the killing of the pigache, that is—for it
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fie to interpet chis French hunt
ing slang—the cross-toed b

1z wea 2 big brte, over his seventh
year, and had led them—or, rather,
dodged them—for seven hours. They
were with the third relay of twenty
hounds—Gascony hounds, blue or white
with wine-colored spots, very fast, pa-
tient, rough-voiced and heavy flanked,
ul ‘o ek cah anl Bourah that youocly
et in these i oy Tl
light; they came upon the boar in a nasty
thicket, where a stream cut the cdge of
the foret, The hounds ciled, yelping

then making a dash.
Game ‘out slowly, he srod for & bt
rubbing his back against a tree-stem and
paid no heed to the dogs, though they ran
at_him bravely enough.

Monsear D Tesile spueiog o, s
prenty yards sway when the figuce saw

‘perhaps o second he stood
scratching his back; then, with a queer
little grunt, he shot stmight for horse and
rider. In the forest of Orléans they shoot
the boar. Monsicur Du Temple had a
hammeress twelv-caliber pistol, which
must have made it interesting. When the
bosr wis witin two yarde be fied, ain-
ing long the spinal-colunn. H thought
he had mised, for the boar cipped
mount on the right shoulder, and m:
horse went down.

When Monn:nr Dy Temple ot to his
Tt e
the ild pig lay dzad s probably

ad, d he didn't know it, when he
{ i v g o morent
ng; s 1 heard Monsicur du
Temple describe it—it was in a quict lit-
o o In Autouli—1 i that 1 bd boen
cheated of a pleasure that should have
been mine.

And now one word of the wolf hunting
in France. There are two kinds of wolf

and hounds in Feanc, though
say it i the finest
the fact that the army officers go in for it
so keenly is evidence enough; but I do
know something about the attue.
Tt was in the West of France; there
was an_upland, nasty with rocky fissurcs
t led up to a scraggly wood that had
e bared s Nk W e
an inch and a half of snow on the ground,
already soft, though the sun was hardly
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over the tree-tops as we ascended the hill
There were thrce guns and about i

"The divestesr of the buot had had
his men out since midnight, and they
had seen the tracks of four wolves—a

rec-year-old male, a female (they knew
her by the fact that the entry to the den
was warm—what a_ compliment s there,
by my. brothers o the sex) sad tw

Lang before dewn hey had aplc the
woods in o isolate the wolf.
e shoamir A aor bk sovery she.
stayed, probably, with her cubs. The wolf
was isolated in a half of the round
Yhich ware raged some facty itade-
malion men with trumpets, horns, copper
pans and—knives. They carried knives,
fhese beavo e, becsuse. they did. aot
want to die for forty cents a day without
making a fight for it

It was not yet six o'clock when we, who
were the three guns, came up. Some-

rc in that four-acred square the wolf
stood, sniffing the wind, in quict. The
morning air brought to his nostrils the
sickening odor of that thing called man.
Ferret and squirrel and bird, all sensing
the same inquictude, hushed themselves

" Tha sl alti Bl e iy
with many things. ~Suddenly our host
whistled the three calls that for years have
meant “Wolfs herel wolfs heel” and
the iy agged men o sides of
the

egan to ol copper

a1

pans and blow their tin trumpets and
shout *Ploo! v'loo.
T il sovidsed o i e
den, hushing her cubs and panting; but
e—the rusty fellow—with eyes red with
fear and rage—broke toward the free side
of the square; and there stood three men
with guns.
He came out running loose and long—
a dirty, rusty, brown thing, that stepped
swift and silent among the tree stems.
And when three guns had brought him
lown, we shouted our triumph to the
air. But somewhere, huddled
irze and rocks of her cave, a she-
ol lay and debared sbaut God's prori-
dence and said things and got no answer.
Hunting in France it is an old, old
ts atavistic roots go back to the
s when the Gauls and their blonde she-
beasts threw whetted stones in these
¢ generations of men have
come and gone; always the wolf and the
wild boar, the deer and the rocbuck have
kept them company. It will be many a
y ¥ man has made this a wil-
derness of civilization where only he can

)

1 am writing these words in the forest

of Rambouillet; to right and left of me

President Loubet and his merry guests

are Polnl‘? hares and pheasants, even as

and Napoleon did here in the

co; they are a litle like Mr. Pick-

ie" Risada— linly Hks Tertutin of

I irikcona Dok A theseaieg i bpothares
there is big game in France.




