CARIBOU HUNTING IN

By the late Bdmund P, Rogs

HEN the
time for
my an-

nual out-
came round
determined to make

the north shore
of the Bay of Cha-
leur. With my In-
dians, Peter and
Jim Gray and Mik
Thoma, a fun o
outfit, and

Gance, T reachied S

tle village at the
mouth of the river and secured quarters
at Mons. Peletier's hostelrie, on the
cach.

At roll call, next morning, Mik re-
ported very drunk, aving some-
where in rhc night ot hold of a botde

i 1 had expected,
iy vy bcgan work about two-
thirds full. When he was in the swoode
no better or more sober man could be

nd. 1 never had to conceal what
little whiskey I carried, when once
fairly started; on the contrary, I always
gave him his “tot” with the rest

After portaging the canoe and stores
over to the river, we camped at_ night
about twelve milés up. We put in the
Sext day hunting ovet the b ~berry
flas after bear, but those pests of the
woods, the black flies (and strange as it
seems, they are worse as you stri
Sorih)! were o mieconts-anil Sy neck
and face were so inflamed from their
bites, that we concluded that no bear
would repay us for the suffering. Even
the Indians, accustomed as they were
to the attacks of the insects, gave in,
and we sturted on the back track Even’
ing_found us again at Mons.

Fortunately a_ telegraph line passed

through the village, and I wired to
Camphellton for atug, and to Mons.
Horace, at St. Alexandre, to have

teams ready Monday moming to port-

ge canoe, stores, etc., over fo St.
Foancis Lake, The' lttle’ French oper-
ator was greatly excited over so many
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messages and their answers.  She told
she had not taken in so much money

At 8 o'clock, A ., Sunday, we heard
the tug's whistle, and, kmdmg up our
traps in a two-wheeled cart, we drove
out to her. To our Yankee noions of
navigation this appeared (0 be a stange

5o shallow is the water,
tao gzad\\zl the fall of the beach,
that the cart is by far the handiest means
of trnsportation. We resched our des
Francis Lake, without fur-
i adventirca

We portaged to the foot of the lake,
and, aber engaging Michel and Ernes
Blicr and their dug-out, sarted down

. Francis River, which forms the
bo\mdary line between Maine and Can
ada, and thence through Beau Lakca,
the Title St Johr's and Four-mile Lake,
Al were loly, with, thei studdings of

islands and_ brightly- shores. Duck
e e T oot enough to
feed all hands.
Upon st ing to_pick up my ide
Sa }Svs HeaT found Ecwas off
ruising (x:, h\mnng u tim-
Ser raris)y o' lefe a fér im0
We

join me as soon
poled up the St. ]olms throngh several
svift apide, and about midday we strucke
the mouth of the Allegash, where we
stopped to “hoil the kettle.” While
smf, our surprise we saw, coming
round 2 neighboring bend, two of the
canoes frequently used by the
Maine hunters. arty included
two young men from Cincinnati, Ohio,
who 'had come from Mooschead Lake,
and were bound down the St. Johns.
frer portaging round the Heavy
Falls, some ten miles up, we bade adieu
to Michel and his brother, as all was
now plain sailing o Hariey's, where

we intended camping. ¢ way I
led a nice lot of duck and a fine mes
of trout. I also tried a shot at a deer

Crossing. the siver sbout four hundsed
yards o

We concluded to put in some time
here on Long Lak, caribou signs being
encouraging. Deer e were
o plentifol. The Tndhans. and serters
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frequently kill the grouse with sticks o
stones, _ The spruce partridge ietods
here. Though not quite as large as the
grouse, it is handsomer, the plumage
being. more decded ed, and
male bird having bright red Mrdes
e Tndians call thern “fool birds,” s
il are they caugh.
one occasion, while paddling up
ke Béntazook Brook, wevaw.a miks
and two females on a small strip of
beach. The male was parading up and
down, with tail spread and wings sweep-
ing_the sand.
ketch em alive, Mr. Rogers,”

said Pet

Following: hie instructions, T placed
the end of my trout-rod in the bow-
man’s hand.  He made a running noose
in the line, which 1 passed over the
bird's head. A yank brought him safely
aboard. These grouse are not so pal-
atable as the ruffed variety, the meat
being brown and someshat biter from
the spruce berry.

We made an’ expedition to McAuliffe
Lake, which is surrounded with numer-
ous barrens. Here we found the cari-
bou roads at least six inches deep, and
evidently used daily to and from water.
While skirting the shore 1 saw a fine
bull leisurely trotting along, some three
hundred yards distant, and evidenly
oblivious of our presence, Petr decided
to paddle closer in under the lee of
* rmall Solind, which yeuld g es
within about one hundred and fifry
vards of where the bull should pass.

is was successfully accomplished; and
we watched his progress as he moved
down the trail, disappearing for a mo-
ment o so n the clumps of balam that
dotted the ban

“Perer, T foar we will lose him. Had

T better not chance it?

of he come near when he cross
creek.”

And 50 it proved. He easily cleared
the creck by a jump of about twelve
feet.

Now, give him shoot” sid Peter.
Standing up in the canoe I cut loos

At the report the bull stopped short.

ith) B eroct ad pointed cars,

was evidently endenonng o

source of the noise. I fired a sccond

shot, and when the smoke blew fo lee-

ward T could see nothing.

DECEMBER.

led the men, as
they sent the canoe fying for the shore
he ball, a so-cxpress, had broken his
neck at 2 clean one hundred and fifty
yards. This was a satisfactory result
of a standing-up shot in a frail canoe.
He had a fine head, with brow poins
almost crossing cach other.
was a beautiful mouse color, s
into pure white at his neck, and he had
fine bell—ic.,
hair under the thre
at this witing, and e far ot e
tected me in many a_succeeding raid.
t day a fine bull acrually
dargnthough ythe seamp: but was off
before 1 could reach my rifle. A few
cvenings afer another come to Sandys
call, and we could hear his short, sharp
bark, a_quarter of a mile off, but draw-
ing each minute nearer. Crouching near

long, h_mimg yhie
<

ro-

the beach. One of the Indians whis-
pered, “There he come;” but  though
we could hear him, we could 1

last 1 made him out o rather 8 moving
dark mass now close ing as
near a0 1 could judge For his i, 1
fired, and heard the thud of the ball a

it struck. We ran to the spof, and soon
saw, by the trail of blood, that he was
hard hit.

woode then we decidad, 0 defer further
search dll morning. We
mail at sunrice, and < o diicorerad
where the bull had Lxm \\pon a bed of
bload-sosked leaves, We now flt don
cured that he was mot for off and 5o it
roved a litle later. A shout from
Bandy drew us to the spot where lny
our quarry, stiff in death. He had only
a fair hea

To me this style of night hunting s
no attraction. Its sole

adling for miles through these Tovely
fakes, rense stillness, broken only
B the wweizd call o Dot oe Sundy
and the excitement (that is natural) of
the answering bellow. 1 have known
as many as five bulls to be called down
in a week, and all circled round us with
out offering a d be relied

5

shot that cou
on. Far more satisfactory and exciting
is the stulking on a crisp October dry,
with the track of your game showing
Plinlyon the v nches oF anns
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We decided fo start for the settlement,
and were soon once more ncar

Lake, As we entered its south end I
heard a hail, “Are you Mr. Rogers?”

on my answering, the man added,

Ll Gl kg
could Bave shown you Iors of caribou®
1 consulted with Peter, and he advised
me to puc in a day, as our new fknd, old
McDonald, was a first-rate scout. He
16d s about hine miles Gack fom the
Iake, to some excellent ground.

We began to hunt ar daybreak, and
about noon we were on the summit of
Beau Mountain, having seen several
bunches of cows on the route. We had
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result.  Peter called again,
bull uttered savage grunts,
moved some ten yards, and again came
© o sand 1 oow had him in plin
view, broadside on, and tumble

T Btmack: Ha es » ible brute:
weighing some five hundred pounds,
and having enormous branching antlers.
The brow-points almost reached his
nose before  turning up, and both they
and the main branches ended in brond
and perfect palmations. Shocking. to
relate, we thice juffers, two of us
well past sixty years, joined hands and
perforr_n:d a vigorous war dance around
our prize.

appacent
and the

somerhmg to eat, and then Peter tried “Mr. Ro‘fers," said Mac, “T will bet
cal ike an echo came a response crop you have the finest
fmm some. buLl and we crouched and he«d in the United States.”

a few minutes 1 saw a_pair
of horns towering over th
Stepping fo the Icf T discovered him,
head on, his white, massive neck

a noble head, and now

show' mountain sheep, moose and deer, that
ave fillen to the rifles of my son,
1f

Archy Rogers, and myscl

ing plainly through the brush. I taok
fired, but with no

o ¢

careful aim an

THIE WHITE OWL'S CRY.

HE moon shines white in the Winter sky,
There’s a gleam of ghostly frost on the trees,
There's a glimmer of wings goes whirling by,

A glimmer of wings and a sudden cry

Do, o ie il i i g “brecze;

Over the white hills decp and

The voice of the great whﬂe owl cries: “Woe!”

The frost-it stars pale toward the day,
There's 2 gleam of rose in the darkling west,
A glimmer of gray in the milky way.
And a wild, weird cry, that seems to say
But 2 single word of a fierce unrest,
Where the lonely wood is white with snow,
And the voice of the great white owl cries: “Woe!”
Wintnnor Packaro.
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