THE WILD HOG OF LOUISIANA.

BY GEORGE RENO.

prises, more replete
with dramatic sifua-
tions, than hunting the
wild boar in a Louisiana
forest. This may scem a
rash statement; but let him
< who doubts epver the cane
; palmetto_jungle of the
Creole State, accompanied by a pack of
good hounds, an " he will mever doubt
again, and he b part in the
enterfainment for the first time, will
never forget it, Compared with ir,
shooting birds Decome: tme, killing
deer seems murder, and fishing, 1s you
think of the time wasted berween  bifes,
absolutely spiritless. While chasing. the
wild hog you have no time for re-
flection, no_opportunity for contempla-
tion oF anythidg forcian to the sport;
but you may have, if not carcful, a
chance to exchange places with your
game, and become the hunted, instead
of the hunter. And woe beride you if
caught! You will get no
Tor & man: sullcing, Bom enmani T can
imagine no greater relief. Once on the
trail of a good-running porker, the music
of the hounds in your cars, the spirit of
your horse aroused, and you will forgee
Al ele. The wild gallop ‘over the ma
nolia ridge, the plungy into the stiff
dense cane, the scramble through cl
clumps, the, boar at Bay, the
B2 dash Tor Tiberty, the
S s, i rough-and-tumble
fight, the tusking, the growling, the
ke of the knifey and all 1 over with
the hog.
How you have fared in the meantime
depends much on your ability to keep
of the way of the enemy's tusks.
If you don't, sooner or later, get a few
gouges from the swinging, thrusting,
cutting ivory of his upper jaw well
you have beea prudent, bt you v
‘missed lots of
e charm of hunting the wild hog is
that he ‘ghts back And right royal
battle doet he give. Sometimes, when

orid, he sbandons s position
of aexense, ma the attack, o

the Yo 2s the. ins
ot S o B b
ook out! He comes without warnin;
like the bolt from a cross-bow, and if
you are afoot nothing but a “death-

ator

of” or a quick “shin” up a couple of
stout canes will swve you.
ago the carly French

and Spanish setdere of Lousitna. infro-
duced the hog ino the then wild terri-
tory. When chance gave him his lib-
erty he fled to the forest, and neither he
nor his offspring has since been held in
Bondage. The dense jungles of palmetto
and cane have aflordtd him 3 compara-
tively safe retreat, and there, against the
roots of an upturned tree, he makes his
fight o the death He iv the Montenc-
grin of his tribe, and though others ma
chim and invade his tesitory, e will
give them a warm reception. Young
Sioats caught and penned will refuse. 0

and wear chemselves out i ther

The wild heg feeds in droves of fiom
five to fifty. Pickets are always posted
on the ourskirts of the feeding-ground,
and the first warning you have of his
presence is a sudden loud grunt an-
swered by the drove; a_rushing soun
a spasmodic waving of palmetto and
cane, and they are gone. A chance shot
at  rtseating tal will be the most you

Let me state here, however, that the
wild hog is not the legitimate prey of
any one who may chance through the
woods with a gun. All owners of hogs
running in the forest are required to
register their private mark a the county

or parish seat.
ogs are usually marked before be-
ing weaned, and the operation requires

"3

ty and tact on your own part and
Wl more on- that of your doge. Only
the best hounds are used for
this purpose. Two of them seive the
mother by cither car and lie alongside,
taking every turn, jum,

Vith B, 3 i all three viere. harnesced
together. In the meantime you, wit
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the assistance of the younger dogs, are
atehing the ltde oncs and masking
th nother breaks away—
el o v oo vt
she s agin caught

T remember my last hunt,
athough one of the crowd probably re”
members it still better. The day was
Dright and warm, n the latter part of
November. The ground was covered
with mast, and the hogs, as a natural
comsequence, were in Seelient eondi-

W sk iR e Glamtalion
course dinner: rabbit gumbo with mus-
cadine wine, broiled baggas, snipe on
chicken with
roast ’possum,
fd with dresing, and sweet poatoes
o the side; rce. pucding, g preserves
and grape ie.
Four of my friends were out from
town, representatives of good old
creole families: Hemandez, La Tille,

Bruseau, and my cousin Renaud. Our
horses were saddled and waiting at
the en rose-covered gallery.

The hounds, called up by a few sharp
blasts from the horn, were leaping
around us, fails wagging, cars flopping,
cach giving vent to his approval of the
programme in low, sweet sounds, such
as only a blood-hound can utter when
pleased. Black Dick and yellow Simp-
son were whetting their_heavy ma-
chetes, or cane-knives. My mother
stood i the doorway watching the pic-
. Behind her stood “Aunt Liddy.”
in the parish, her old black
Fice oiling in reriia ot comipliments
passed upon her dinner.
Sister Annic was mounted and vaiting

for us. Keep her from the hunt? Not
if she hend the horn! Emilc would
cut rhs cane and vines w rred

her way
Suddenly old Beauregard gives
sharp bark. A stranger has appeared
at the gate—hardly o sranger, cither

is Perkins, the insurance agent. No,
Perkin would not permit himadlf to be
a stranger long in' any localiry. Diffi-
dence was not one of his peculiaritics.

“Good afternoon, everybody”  he
called from the gateway. “How about
those dogs?

Cing esured [KEEIE eSS TRk
vicigus he came up the pat

t Soulre M1 going ‘hog-

hunting.” Just my luck to be afbot
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“Sorry, Mr. Perkins, that all our
horses are, as you see, in use.”

“Yes, too badl 1 used to be very

oo ies hounds- Chased reany & jurk.
ELDit in Wantes, Dt never mid hogs,
A low needs  hone, Tsuppone

*There it Masy in the comal
gested Anie, with a twinkle of mischief
o her oy

Ty she Tw
broke, T mean?

d—beg pardon, is she

v's all right, if you can once
a  remarked La Tl

“Tl catch her, if that's all > replied
Perkins. “Just give me a rope and
Mary's miné, sur’s my name is Perkins.”

One of the darkies handed him a
lariar, and we all followed Perkins to
the corral

fary was an old gray mule with
all her race peculiarities strongly de-
veloped.  She had never been known to
stop or star at a_command When the
word was given she would always fum
and look at you with a “wait ill I'm
ready” air that was extremely aggra-
vating. This whim of Marys had to be
humored, or trouble would immediately
ensue.

There she stood, tail foward us, with
her head in the shade of 3 pecan tree
Perkins stopped at the entrance of the
corral.

- How do you work s noose”

war

he

e et i how
it, and Mr. Perkins prepared s
capture.

Perkins had one peculiarity which
produced a kind of mental shock to his
auditor whenever displayed. He would

cent look imaginable, ask some smpid
question.

“Better take some corn so she won
suspect anything,” suggested La i
handing him an ear.

ideal” assented Perkins, and,
armed with a lariat in his right hand,
the ear of corn in his lefr, extended like
an olive branch toward the mule, he ad-
vancedcautio

usly.
asy now” whisj

spered Bruseau.

Mary switched her tail at a fly. Per-
kins looked a
“That’s all rxgl]rﬂx]l» a fly,” assured

Hernandez.
Mary turned her big head toward
us.



-
366 OUTING
Perkins paused and thrust the corn in

her_diection
y now,”

called Renaud
Mary espied the corn; she rurncd,
looked at Perkins, and then, with de-
liberate calmness, started toward her
would-be _captor.

ow is your chance!

shouted La

le.
Perkins threw the lariat.
but the mule came on
Mary grabbed the car of corn. Perkins
e 2 move for the corral gate, her
long-cased highness following. W al

It missed;
ust the same.

layghed
ce here, foks, s i 2 put-up job;
chat e’ am

A saddie was soon procured, and Per-
king Pzepued to mount.

You 'may need a whip,” remarked
La Tille as he climbed the field fence
in seasch of a swi
ohe shittish?” asked Perkins,
hcldmg her head.
“Oh, nol only a litde mulish at

times,” replied Kenaud.
La Tille rerurned with a good stout
switch.
< you are; Dick, haven’t you got
dhis sadle o fr backe” e semathed,
he shoved ic a lile forwas. Sxmp'
son gave Mr. Perkins a leg
Taise  the rather stout, short1¢
little gentleman to Mary's back.
kins stood in the stirrups a second, took
the reins from La Tille and settled him-
self back in the saddle with a proud and
satisfied smile.
But Mary was no longer the patient,
docile drudge. There was a
mulish malice in_her eye. Her cars lay
back, pointed dircct at Perkins; her
heels were throwing sand and gravel in
the direction of Mars. sommnng was
the mater with Ma

“What
matter

as
Lc( me get offl” Perkins shouted.

insured?” asked La Tille;

but_ Perbine disdained to_reply.
e your feet out of the stimups!”

I called, “fearing he would be thrown
Perkins obeyed; but Mary continued to
Lick juse the same. With one violent

1t she bounced her burden out of
e radile. oo her shilders,

FOR  FEBRUARY.

Strange denouement! Mary's hind
egs were down on the ground once
more. Her cars straightencd up, and
she commenced calmly to chew the ear
of corn which had been dropped. La
Tille’s gympsum weed bur had worked
From under the back of the ‘saddle. and
dipped o the ground. Peskins folloved
suif

“See here, boys, that was a put-u
job on me, or that mule ain’t properly
broke.”

But afier Simpeon bhad readjusted the
saddle, tightened the girth and ridden
her around the yard o B e P
kins’ courage came back to him, as-
sisted, I think, by a few words of sym-

¥ and encouragement from my

Simpson helped him to mount in
safety, and we started fwo abreast down
the white cotton rows, around a ficld
of waving sugar-cane, through a little
grove of pecan frees, until we came to
the rail-fence separating us from the
woods. Black Dick had preceded us to
chis point, and semoved the sider, Each
horse took the fence casily, as did May,
in spitc of Perking efforts to hold her

W it o info the forest
—the most st fascinating, the
most weirdly picruresque spot 1 know.
We had broken in upon the stillness of
death, and yet all was life, living hoxu-
riance, perpetual green. But few trees
drop their ‘leaves in that latitude—only
alien beech, hickory and walnut—imm
grants from colder climes. But cven
these were green now. Jack Frost had
only nipped  little; he Rad bitten noth-

as yet.

he ‘bright carmine cones or seed-
pods of the magnolia nestled like red
yax twpers in s dak glossy leaves.
The massive, gnarled live-oak,
boll, gum, pecan, all locked arme.

Pendent stalactites of Spanish moss
hung_gracefully from every vine and
branch—a silvery fringe draping Na-
fure’s ruggedness.

We were riding along the edge of a
magnolia ridge. Simpson and Dick,
with sharp cane-knives across their
shoulders, were ahead. Perkins, su-
-, presiely hipey brought up fhe rear

lary was behaving beautifully. A
dense cancbrake was on our right. We
had seen several turkey wallows, but
so far mo “hog signs.” The hounds

pl\m%cd
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scattered in all directions. They were
trained bounds, five of them, and knew
v prre after hogs, and norhing e,

cting along  wit
Mary? 1 called to Berkin

chnful‘ Tve got
knew T woul

Ties ol 38
e'f just stuck to

Qucr again ensued for some minutes.
“This is real exciting, ain't it?" re-

marked Perkins. “But where are your
e

ogs?
& shore, sharp basly, vy off on our
left, came in cr. Old Dan had
sttuk 4 frosh trail, Beausegurd sud-
denly tore across our front to join Dan.
The others were soon with him, sending
back glad yelps.
ss_the magnolia ridge we gal-
loped o join in the pusa.
n, P T called. He
came, Mary ol e i any other
way.

of the hounds was delight-
ful Thiie wetd biser, il 2l sers n
If the trail grew col oubrful,
the time of the Smsic shackened, but not
the busden of the cong. It (old of joy
and wivmph, perbaps of vemtion—ce-
of despait. And how dhstiner was
Pl ot el Lol

Were six years ol
on wild beact. They oaly spok ocea-
sional veteran's caution. When
Rkl 52 1n ey paler i sonbd tisas
from their throats. If the enemy was
pushing them hard you heard no whine
“nothing but deep” breaths, low growls
and crunching jows

ot s, oA
pups, o B e et
came of a race that no fea
They are descended from the blood-
hounds of Cuba. They will fight to
the death any beast they have cver
met, whether panther, bw or wild

boar, They are young ind enthusiastic
i the ke, When on the taail ey
like o talk all the fime, When' the

enemy is baved they are kept back with
difficulty. When he makes his_rush,
they are the first to seize, the first to
suffer from his tusks. 1f badly hurt
they will howl, but it is with rage, not
fear. Give up? Run away? Never!
They dic first!

A demse jungle of palmetco, cypress

and cane lay on our left. Along its
Has e ige s susing e it
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A povice hgs na idea of the speed of the
wild hog, but his run is seldom long.
When ood, e turms into. the  thicket

and tries to escape unnoficed, or_hunt
a good place to make his fight; for, if
found, fight he must and wil:

g the cdge of the
hoorl var, Dat the

had goc hung around. ihe body with a
sarsaparilla vine; Emile was Heeing it
with his mac] c(c

Suddenly a bouncing shoat shot from
s cancbrake and balied atron the

dge some sixty feet ahead. Diana,
ups, was after it. Renaud

his heavy colt and gave

shots in quick succession,

one of which tumble it over. But

hroat,
drove had scatiered, most of them
into the deep jungle on our lcft.
Suddenly came two quick, eager barks
from Beausegard then an awial squeal-
. He had captured

B

Each dog was
the drove. What a racket came from
the cancbrake! In we all plunged as
best we could. Dick and Simpson cut-
ting the way, we gor there at hst. Onc
of the younger dogs had joined Beaure-

d. They held the sow by the cars,
ord and Fat, but oby how she did sque
and fight! No one dared to shoot for
ear of injuring the dogs.

“atching a glimpse of one car, 1 saw
she_was unm: gave the order
o Dick, who jumped astuide her back,
reached down, and, with his shar)
ath knife cut her noisy throat. Fo
got a slight bite on his hand from ber
jaws, but after sucking the wound for 0
moment, a pice of old shir Fed it all

he sow was dead, but her avenger
was nearer than we dreamed. A des-
perate. plunging through the palmerto
on our left was followed by short, sav-
rage grunts, and with an angry rush
one of the largest boars 1 ever saw
charged down on us. He had heard
the squeals for help and came fo the

reggue

k, boys, climb!” T shouted.
This war . goneral scmibling in al
directions. We gave him a few shots
from our revolvers, but none apparent-
Iy took cffect. Beauregard and two of
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the pups immediately tackled him, but
he gave them an awful fight. His huge
tusks cut deep at every stroke. The
batele in the cane waged wild and fu-
rious. I feared for my younger dogs,
and yet could not well help them. A
few sharp blasts from Bruseau’s horn
brought old Dan and Rusher on the
scene; and how they did pirch i

The ‘old boar, srong ‘and brave as
he was, soon found himself getting the
worst of it, as he couldn’t protect his
flanks. With one mighty rush he broke
vy and plunged into the swamp, with

ogs ‘in ursuit. Diana was
badly bure, but she’ Emped bervely after
the leaders.

We could not well follow, bu listened
antiously to the running. Several fimes
shey for 2 moment brought him ta by
but he broke and ran again, evidently
in cearch of a suitable place i which o
make his last fight.

The sounds were growing fainter; he
must be a half-mile away. Again the
noise of the battle arose. The dogs are
more cautious than at first. Now he is
running again; they come nearer; the
hounds are working him toward_us.

Down the ridge, a_quarter of a mile
from us, and not fifty yards from the
dge of the jungle, was a nest of up-

Tnto
plunged, derermined
to_make his fight for I

enaud, we must kill that boar
now, or he will finish some of the
dogs,” said La Tille.
F« zeed and we. 1Ll dismounted.
There Perkins,  still
asmdc rhc mule.
‘Where have you been?” asked Re-

naud.

“I have been watching the hog you
shot” he. replied.
oPdiduct see the fight in the

il
"Nos but Tm going to see chis one”
he answered. “They ety quict
there. mow, and 1 think T4 | just follow
you, bos n and sce the fun.”
S LR

T
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tered the jungle afoot. Perkins turned
Marys head toward the dogs and said
“Get up!” But Mary didn't move. She
preferrid to remaiy with the horsen
Which Annie and Emile were holding
for us. Perkins dug his heels into her
ribs and brought the stick he carried
down on her back. Mary turned and
gave him a pitying look, hesitated a
moment while forming her plan of ac-
dion, and then plunged into the thicker

c mile, straight for the scenc

of Agion.
“Whon, Mary” called Perkins. He
was getting too close, and, worse than
all, o ough vine had casght bim.
“Whoa!" Whoa, Mary!” But it was
uscless.

She is within two lengths of the hog,
whese foming mouth, glistening eyes
S Eavake aints bid | dehance o all
comers.

The stretching vine has dragged Per-
kins off the saddle. “Whoa, Mary!

— it, boys, somebody stop her!”
But My never stopped. Bericine
clung 6o/ et with Jprion, dedpereion.,
Suddenly the vine bfoke, the riale
went on, and Perkins came in a heap
to_the ground.

his ‘new cvolution of the cnemy cvi-
dently decided his hogship. With a sav-
age grunt and rush he came straight for
the prostrate agent. But old Dan_and
Beauregard met him half way. Each
scized an ear, while the others attacked
his_flanl

“Take ‘em off Take 'em off” yelled
Perkins, still on his back.

The battle, now fiercer than ever,
waged on all sides of him; tangled up
in he vine, with gnashing teeth and
angry tusks playing too close for com-

erkins was really in a serious

plight.
all made a rush to his assistance,

but lirle La Tille, the author of his

bast troubles: gotithors, fiser, and

lacing his heavy revolver between_the

Egmmg boar's shoulders, fired, The

over; but
swore “Twas a put-up jo

erkins dlw, ays
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THE VETERAN'S LAST FIGHT.



