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dc» xl ish
fresh! but that

lanigy, moiibay e lesat),
A few flakes of dry, pow-
dery snow falling. be-
low zero. Hole as big as your head in
the tens tying to hiver ourselves into
gerspxﬂnon, according to unscientific
and slangy Blank; can just sce four stars
through the hole; handy thing A holes
Jighting (or trving 1o F gho) the
fire. Wants to i can e B
teeth chattering, — dlways was an
ass.
Thermometer, as 1 was saying,
Oh! this won't do at all; 00 much like
the regulation Polar diary. So here goes
for a new departure (new departure, by
the way, is rather neat; saw it chalked u

they had newly departed to—probably to
the bankruptey court or the next steer).
But all this is beside the question and
does not interest us in the least.

Flowing into (Georgian Bay, Lake
ton, about htitude 46° 157, and longxmdc

—(nothing like purting in a latitude or
a longitude, it is so very convincing, so
Tnathematically solid and cormecth

my part, in my wildest railing
aFainsr human deceit and nature in gener-
loubt the most romantic stories

that begin with a latitude such an
aad lengitude <o and so; i is oo much
like throwing stones, which is dangerous
when one lives in a nice lirtle glass cor-
fage of one’s own.

continue. About the above-men-
tioned latitude and longitude a river
empties itself through five different mouths
into_the bay. The name of this river is
the Mississauga, which being interpreted
into_the brutal Saxon tongue signifies
% siver with many mouthe.

The last mile of the castern or main
branch runs about due north and south.
At the northern end of this stretch, on the
westen side, stands the Hudson Bay Com-
pany’s post, consisting of the storchouse,
D lorge Fame building, and a low-lying,

Tortable Iog cottage where the store.

cr and his family live.
 post is situated on an island form-
ed by this main branch and a smalle
ne. It is a low-lying, flat piece of land
e i satonE ety Richy poe
lar and jack pine, and many a gamey
parsidge have | knocked over g it sose
a whirr among these same birch and
poplas in the grand October davs, when
the leaves are pretty nearly all fallen, and
ew remain are crumpled and with-
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ered to half their natural size and rustle
sadly among the dry branches.
the cover is not too thick and the birds
1ot too tame.  The ring of your double
barrel is sharp and clear in the bracing
autumn air, cool enough to color your
cheek and ¢ye and give a spring fo your

step. Ah! those are the days, lad, and
chat is lifel Do you know itz Have
you huned duck in the marshes, with the
‘mist hanging in great waves over the rice
and bulrushes, seen the day in long crim-
son shafts come creeping up in the cast-
ern sky? While now and then, as you
push your canoe along, a hoarse, rather
guttural ah-h-h, a-h-h and a litdle whirr
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marks the mud bank where you have
startled some snipe at his breakfast. And
later on, when the bays and streams have
frozen actoss, the geese and  wavies
(white gecse) come down from the North
~then what stalking, wading and wetting
you get. What rejoicing there is ar the
post when you are for-

tunate and make a bag!
How good everything
i cial-

—1 am no
udse; puzaling your
chewing your pen
handle and déstroying
 your chest and lungs in
the wild desire to write
something both wirty
and amusing for people

temporal O mores!”
ut this is not a wi
oose chase—I wish to

descriprion of one.
though I might write
s on a subject so
enthralling; but it can-
not be. We are looking
for big game now!
From the post you
can sce three-quarters of
a mile about northeast
up the river to where it
bends around fo the west

the east shore
there are_scattered In-
iandwellings, little log
shantics, the most of
them about twenty by
fwenty-five  feer,  and
standing among  them,
relics and reminders of
former times, the regular Indian bark wig-
; logs and no less shaggy,
unkempt Tnaih posics loitr about, when
they are not at their usual employment—
the doge hauling fish on their hrde sleighs
and the ponies wild hay from the marshes
2t the fver mouth,  Thelr masters the
1l off, and take life

Indians, seem very we
casily; they are happy-go-lucky, honest
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and upright, fill they become civilized,

they lie and steal on a par with
the rest of the flock.

In on of the shanties lives Boney
Kewsh, their cl w-legged,
bent-up old Anp, who loves a gossip as
well as any tea-drinking old lady, and,
hen'he can gor it, 2 e “Skilzwaboo®

w
At the sscaid bl of fhe sives wnd bk
from it a short distance. is a small clear-
ing with two shanies on if; the smaller
one, with a rough snake fence around it,
is the stable; the occupants, 2 span of
ry little oxen, stand munching
ity st the doce, The larger one
log shanty like the former, perhaps a litle
more pretentious, having besides the door
lows, while from a rusty old

stove pipe through the roof a thin bluish
wreath of smoke floats upward above the
dark spruce background il it mingles
with and is lost in the deep blue of the

sky

This is the home of “Wabun Anung”
the Moming Stan), a good hunter and
cughbred Tadiar, * Nany:s mils have
we wrmped together through the great
silent northern woods. Honest, obstinate,
laughter-loving fellow, with his_sturdy
breadh of back and buLl neck! If he
a trifle stout you will find, when you know
bim better, e e
the art of walking despite the su-
Pt e A shy, reticent man_till
he is quite surc of you, when he is talka-
tive enough, with a sailor’s love of a yarn,
though, at fimes, T fear prone to cxagger-

But when we na
awgo” (1 a day 2 bchmd), N
. or fancy we sce, a halo? The flicker-
firelight hanging over those dead
ashes, buried bencath so many autumns’
Jeaves, and by dhac light docs not he face
at jovial friend (with the stubble on
s chin) Took handsomer by for, despite
che stubbl, ha it docs to-day,at unh,
perchance, though his face is as smooth
@ @ ladys, his person clothed in purple
d fine linen, nd o s T
Hand 7 While in those days so long ago,
fit for our special dclectation by that
Slickring, waning poplas fic, i wvas porks
and hard tack in your fingers and a jorum
o smone tex 1o waeh i€ ows, disbed 5
appetite sauce, a digestion that a
camel ight be proud of, and 1 chort
pipe as dessert—a dessert that
Tt BT on ot g
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Te it any onder dhat the range of the
right and loft et ha
i e

ot there is a fllow feeling among all
e sportemen—Go ol fk
thire ste iy other peanle e themn the
wide o, ey gty o and under
stand each other. . They suck away at
thei papes. with ¢ jovi] Took i the sor-
ners of their eyes, and do not care particu-
Joly  the tonms o Tncoum 2 bt s

the years pass away and the leaves fall
And “Wabun Anung” is one of them,
and a good fellow, too, though his bow is

a little long and the arrow flies a little too
st

ht.
However, this is all twaddle and beside
the question. 1 see my audience are
coming impatient. It s not reminiscencent

goose chases” in the autumn
or maudlin sentimentalisms of ashes and
buried friendships (which none of us now
adays believe in) they came to hear. It
is a shor at big gume they wantl Anda
shot at big gane they shall have, if they
will be patient and follow me!

T remember it was a raw, unpleasant
cvening, a wind from the northeast, cold
and penetrating, that cut one to the mar-
row, sweeping down the stretch of river,
a(hermg the snow up in fine powde
ftte s and Ainging dlouds SF X i
one’s face with stinging force. For it is
very cold up there, to the north of Georg-
ian Bay, and we have breczes occasionally,
ca’s paws, that wreck big steamers and
make the gulls scream.

1 had made arrangements to stay that
night—never mind what night—at Wabun
Anung’s shanty, as we were fo start at
sunrise the next morning to hunt cariboo.

So after supper a the post I made up
my pack, a gray blanket, wi pro-
visions wrapt up in it, Indnn B
With this on my b«ck, my rifle—a
Winchester repeater cahbrh\wer my
dhoulder, T walked up to Wabun Anungs.

T found the family all at home. Wabun
Anung’s wife, a very stout, not particu-
farly. Tovely old squaws, though what her
crsonal charms might have been when
& ool st o B 1 ot sy

There she sat, howcvcr, Jooki
contented gt i
pibe ih her rmouts Lusly enElgcd in mak-
Ing a pair of mocassins for her liege lord,
who sat, also smoking, in an old rocking
chaicby the way, che only onc in the
shanty with_a contempt_sublime
G Ry Lt

2
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dhings he did not offer his guesc—your
humble servant. He merely, on o o
trance, remo»cd bis pipe g en
emit 1 cloud s
tation, “Boo da). Leaving
et shife for myselt, which 1 d
Selssting & coinibn, slnging don by
pack, raking out my pipe and imitar
ing His lordship, which 1 flatter myself
18id o perfection
But his squaw was not the only

oncin the room. Fn daughter, a i
about fourteen years of age, was pecling
potatocs. She w: e as ugly ‘as her
mamma, and like bl o s ar

e, lightly inclning toward embonpoint
SR2 Lok sbout s much nofice of me a5
her mother did, which amounted fo none
whatever.  This would have been crush-
ing from a woman of any other nation-
ality; but from a squaw—1 shrug my
shoulder were like the rest of

their sex—puing, o say the lest. A
fig for_beaury's smiles, be they dazk o
fair. Thcv are quite as sweet to

Smith, who_calls to-morrow. Chccnng
reflection!  So what need we care while
our limbs are strong, our digestion good
—for there are cariboo browsing on’ the
hills to the north! So just keep to lee
ward, Tnd; @ steady hand, ool erve and

for the matter of
thag, e il foret her amils 2
as she docs, and sodd west
wind and the snowshoemg not too heavy.
Bu there was one other person  there
who found s mimresting: | 1 Judge so by
the way he—for said person was a fat lit-
y—i about_and looked at

tance behind the e b hosted
and showed his white teeth, an
quickly he placed che proceting fire be-
fween us when 1 out, giving
jatap 85 ough T mewat 1o tach hin
“Boochow gitche nish nobbec”
day, big Tndian). T did
the fat, little chap! and seated him
on my knee, where he watched me, his
head cocked and white tccth and ‘yes
arkling, not a bit afraid of the cho-
gmmx}r (white man).
“Anisuena costa keen aquevasas

(what

67
is your name, little boy?), and little boy
mswczed, in correspondingly little voice,
“Ta Oh, that I could give the

mmmnm
en cowin kekandou kem” (I
not understand you), I said. But. ’rq a
was his name, an
all T could get from him, though 1 dis-
covered fter on that he feant and tried
very hard to say
T T e i ol il
T sketched him. Tt was rather difficulr,
for he would contipually hif i posiion
from one leg to the other, removing
e rom his pockets and putting Them
behind his back, then back to his pock-
ets again, while every now and then he
would say, impatiendly, in his soft little
voice, “Wee-weep” (hurry up). 1 finished
at last and caggie a certun likeress, Wa-
bun Anung, his wife and daughter were
tremendously tickled by it and laughed
heartil

&

“Bic Game.”

Two hours before daylight next morn-
ing v were up, and, after arranging our
packs, sat down to a breakfast of por
Botatocs, hard tack and black tea, afr
which we sat by the fire, smoking, till we
could see by a faint whitish look in the
castern sky that day would soon break.
Then, knocking the ashes out of our
pipes, we slung our packs on our backs,
ouir rifles over our shoulders, and, putting
on our snowshoes at the shanty door, we
started for the hunting grounds along a
tral leading due north through the woods.
There is very little talking done now,
and will not be fill camp is made for the
sight, Tramp, tamp, wamp is the or-
of the day, and tramp ‘it is with a
cance.
n entering the woods we each cut a
stick about three feet long; and very
useful we find it to knock off the snow
which balls on our shoes and the masses
which hang on the low balsam branches,
which otherwise we would dislodge on
passing, smothering ourselves for a_mo-
ment in a drift and sending a_handful o
so down our necks, or rather the neck of
the man in front.
feer hour we walk along a trail
which s heen Blasid ot years befors,
a part of it being used for a winter road
to' Green Lakes, where there is another
Hudson Bay post some one hundred miles
farther north.
he country through which we are

Cuaprer 11

ven;
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passing is thickly covered with spruce,
Cedar and balsam, with birch, poplar and
occasional clumpé of maple ‘growing on
the ridges. These ridges run about cast
and west at right angles to the tra
up we go, ever crossing them (they

OUTING FOR DECEMBER.

with only a trust in your luck to keep you
on your legs. Down you go for a good
thice hundred feet till you reach a flat
covered with ash trees; in the middle of
this winds and creeps the Pottogoosing,
a sluggish stream about thirry feet wide.

ibs on the hillside), for the whole country
is a hill or a gentle slope rising from the
Mississauga and i it greatest

cight some four and a half miles north,
when it suddenly drops off so stecply that
you have to catch at the trees to steady.
Yourself as you plunge, slip and stumble

Wabun Anung has a mink trap here in a
hollow old stump, covered by the last
snowfall.

Finding the chain, he hauls it out and
finds it shut, with a lietle furry paw in
it. With an cxpression of disgust he
throws it away—it is only the paw of a
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squirrel. Indian curses on_the whole
racel—but for it he might have had a
mink. So the little bright-eyed chap
may shiver his life out in some hollow
stump, or be caught and eaten by a pine
marten for aught he cares.
Tick the stammp.in His_blood-dyed, leafy
nes, little chattering busybody!

t'is a relicf to throw down your pac
for a few minutes while the trap is s
resct and pull n & long breath, which
seems to take the creases out of your
chest, for twenty-five pounds feels q\u(e
that weight after an hour and a_ half of
bill limbing

The trap is set all foo soon and we are
off again, Wabun Anung in front, walking
with a long, strong, swinging stride from
the hip. One admirés it in the morning, by
soon your admitation is somcwh\r (oned
down, and in
chance, sre ctossing the lnse lake with @
hollow feeling in the region of your stom-
ach, and a very decided sensation of
weariness about the legs, if you no longer
admire, you cannot buf marvel, for ©
swing in the long stride remains.

nother six miles is passed, and, going
down a hill, a track crosses ours; it looks
about three or four days old and is al-

r apare leading along the hill side. Wa-
bun Anung stops, looks at it a_minute,
then turning fo me with a_grin, pro-
nounces that singular, soul-stirring word,
“Moose!” with a guttural intonation.
Moose tracks they are sure enough, a
wandering one, for there are really none
in the country, but the moose_that left
at trail is now no more, for Negickaus
{the Little Otie) Tound i four daye
fore, and its flesh is now roasting in his
lodge on the banks of the Mississauga.
wover, it is @ sign of big game. So
i ik e the nxt F
Bsiher: sl and o half snd we cxoss
a lake on the further shore of which, in
a lietle sheltered bay at ifs inlet, we
e b A e o
and lights the fire, while T gather an

armful of brush and get a pail of water.
There is very Ticle siing by the cam
fire done now, for our backs, wet witl

perspiration, are freczing, while our faces
are roasting; so, swallowing our pork,
hard tack and tea, and only staying long
cno\\gh to light our pipes, we pus

Anorhez half mile brings us to Mo-
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kooming Lake. Our direction is straight
down the middle o a low poin in the
istanc:

A Ialf rumble, Il scamble down 2
pe bk a

sce a
e S s it e
acks and weeping salt tears.
standing in a bay, right aciess the mouth
of whid, s m shore o shore,
isa 10ng Tt oF opeh wates) ld 4 the
north wind, and black as ink it looks
against that glittering sheet of snow,
How the waves dance! seeming © laugh

—inhuman merriment—

reat ruined wall, rising bluff Fom the
ark water, circle the lake aroun
Ve gaze and gaze again, shift our
sifles from one shoulder to the other, ty
to imagine we are happy and love 4
dancing, cippling water that poets are so
witing al wonder if they
Seould contime 5 da/ssin (heu delight
fully pretty, enthusiasti fo escape
the leaping wavelets—I Harcer myeclt
dhat iy poeticaly expressed_—they were
obliged, that afternoon, to
inch Hhiose ctarnal Bills to reach that
Iying point, carrying heavy packs, wi
whenever ‘you would stop suddenly,
bringing up against a tree, ‘would slide
from your shoulders, only prevented from
taking part in the avalanche of snow,
rapidly forming in front, by the tunk line
carching aroun. roat and half
strangling en readjusting your
you murmur some(hmg soft am{ ap-
Fropriare 1 yourself, ant et,
sweet smile, while the erspmnon e,
down your face, and che snovw, from the
tree you have ollided with, ' meanders
down your neck, you seat yourself on the
el of your snowshoes and sart a ey
bresto pop business in which you sudden}
ccome the central figure in an a
down, down, you go, while your smile md
happy thoughts increase, when, lo! your
mad career is stopped by sliding smddle
legs into a small balsam tree, w -
sponds gaily—if I may use the expression
~_by ntantly deposiing on your unpro-
tected head about a ton md a half o
snow-speaking very roughly. When the
balsam has annoyed an: i you as
much as it can, you dig your way out,
taking as m\uh Snow as possxblc from
our pockets st your
Tack e the awenticth time, i Your
Eettered Tacultes, and. i you are of an

alanc]
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casy-tempered, jo
fun!
Everybody docsn't oty s
W L dllomable o atos Moo
By this time your Indian has probably
reached the botfom of the hill and is dis-
cmng m((v the swamp at its foot,
necessifating a race fo carch him, which
increases a hundredfold your chance of
2 headlong tumble. You seach the bot-
tom at last, only fo climb, very likely, a
Imuch woree bIuft than the one hefore.
Thus we passed the afternoon, arriving at
the end of the lake with only sufficient
dayhghr lefe to make our camp for the

yous disposi(ion, you
G e

we were cating our supper we
s\\ddcnl) heard _that nown whirr,
then anither and another, and thice part-
ridges flew info_the to irch tree
just above our heads, and sitting there
clearly outlined against the evening sky,
made an excellent mark.

icked up my rifle, intending to try
and and eye.
owin  buskeezo! o
Wabun Apung said qui

my
"

ot shoot)

appeechs bay thaw Shecsal? (eurbon
b ety “clost o-night).

You may be sue I laid down my rifle
as quickly as T had p t up, and
we, e e o el
qui the whirr sounded again,

and one after the other they dived off into
the sno

Wabus Ao ks s wood g the
fre and, stching ouselves out on the
balam brush, we ¢ pipes and
puff contentedly, gazing 'into the blazing,
crackling camy

hat storics you will hear then!  How

snaxghr his iz fics and hovs long his

bow becomes!  Kind-hearted, jovial old

chap, e camp fir lighting up his
dark face!

Tt any et e sportsmen love
those old fimes when our limbs are stron,
lowe the sound, which, perchance, only
comes to us now in dreams, of the
creak of the snowshoes o the long swing-
ing ticless stride in the crisp mering

Hut here we wake and find our-
elves not on a wholesome bed of brush
with the bright stars shining down upon
us, but in one with white sheets; we groan
mA turn upon the snowy yd.low. to fll

cep again thinking of the cariboo
bwwsmg on the hill fops away to the
north. But T am wandering 100, and
must return to camp, for the night is cold.
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il gbout g o'clock e sit or lie by the
yams and smol
< logs on
4 rolling Surscves in o Dlankes are
soqp again in the land of dreams.
very two or three hours we wake, and
getting up throw more wood on the fire.
A fow nights of this kind of thing and
you leam 0 il aclcp almost che. mo-
ment you lic
The following moming we are up
about daylight, and after breakfast—at
which, by the. way, we see joimed by the
three partridges in the same birch top—
& our pipes and star off again.
he country here is not mountainous,
but rather low and rolling; cvery litrle
vay e coss a sight kol generally with
bare of trees, the rock coming to the
subface and covered with ichem. The
sides of these knolls are wooded wi
stunted jack pine, vith prce and codar
yamps, the home of the hare, beeen.
Here'we startle one, which goes zigzag-
ing away in quick jumps, noiselessly,
Tike o white phantorm, it e il four-
ished high in air; for fifty yards or so its

<

we are lost to view.

cars cocked u
Another milé or owo and Wibun Aning

suddenly 1 am about a hundred
feet bebind, Turning toward tae, at the
same time pointing fo the snow, he says:
“Adick omah” (cariboohere).

There s not much doubt about that,
for the snow s tamped down and in
places scraped awas mines the
Face, poking s stick info them, and
tells i in & minute or two that they
were here two days bef; seven
e el S
they tell is to me a scaled book. Rur
\Vabun  Anung can read and understand
that bave fith. My heart
gresa \ great leap, for 1 see by the racks
That they ate Reding sad wil
ability, unless they have been smled
which is_not at all | < within o
coupl of miles of us “at the Furthest.

Animanick_adicke” (how many cari
boo) 1 ask Wabun Anung, who has laid
down_his pack and is loading his gun.
Glancing gt the tracks for an Instant, he
snpws:

lip the coves offmy 1ifle sl ming
e roper working
order. By this time Wabun Anung has
Ris un Ioaded and his pack on s ba
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So we will off again to test the accuracy
of his woodland lore.

tracks are on one of the numer-
ous lietle hills, and from one to_another
the cariboo have traveled single file, only
stopping to feed on the tops.

or & mile or so we follow the wal,

Wabun Anung walking ahead, every no
i s e Bt ke eoigh
e ocas e with i ek Thei b

cops again and, telling me that we are at
g e e i
down hi P«c‘k and pulling his ax¢ out of

is it beside it

T bl cxample, also leaving my
mitts, which are too conspicuous, being a
bright scarler.

And now the excitement begins. Not
a twig must we break, for the cariboo
may sppea at any moment.

Tt is a proper day for still hunting, a
light it -aather gacee tha & bress
blowing and snow falling, which deadens
sound; occasionally we stop to listen and
pesr about.

What is that sound we hear off to the

right? We stop again and hol,
breath. We can almost hear our hearts
beating in the great stillness. There it is

sggint A nibbing, grating nose
Only a tree or branch, rubbing against

another.  On we tuck my ri
under my arm, thrust my hands into my
pockets and fry to quict the cxcitement
which 1 feel s growing at all this watch~
ful expectancy and straining of every
nerve and sense, by watching Wabun
Anung’s face, which is a study, so dark,
and his jer black eyes so quick and keen.
This expectancy s clling on bim, to0
s it will on any lover of sport and truc
Bunter. 1t doge not unnerve the bhand; i
steadies i, 1 think, for it is not the trem-
s, Blinding. beat hless excitement  of
at longing to Il that

savn ome
to the f ont at such times, rho\\gh L may
love and admire the thi

We are crossing er swale now,
with a knoll before us. Wabun Anung

71
is some twenty feet or so ahead. Up the
side of the hill he goes.  Suddenly T see

bim star ST it he tears off

s gun cover, rushes to the hill top, anti,
(hmwm up ‘his gun, takes a rapid aim
and fires!

Two scconds later T am beside him, my
rifle full cook, and Wabun Anung load”
ing like mad!

uck he fired at T never see—nor

e again; for with two leaps it is under
cover of the woods and gone forever!

But_seventy yards ahead, on the far
side of a clump of jack pine, T sce, plung-
ing madly llongl a weeping, eddyin
swirl of snow flying over and a
them,  small herd: nched together
ks o e cabbe

Right before them, twenty yards or so,
is an open space in the direction they are
running; they are sure to cross it. 1 will
make assurance doubly sure and wait i
they do; re now the bullet will
probably st ke o trec or branch and

ance. ~ All this passes through my mind

ke o i bl Wabon, Auung Tuds,
saying: “Buskeesool buskeesoo!” " (shoot
shoot).

Hut they never cross the open, it is a
hill side with the woods running along to
their right. They furn—a whirl of snow,
a plunge, and they tgo are under cover,

and, like' the buck, “gone forever!
s long breath—it is no fime for
words, my heart is too ol

Slowly T uncock my rifle,
the butt on the toc of my glance
at Wabun Anung. We grin at cach
other in a fecble, heart-broken way and
say nothing

We have bungled it all wretchedly and
we know it.

Wabun Anung recovers first, and go-
ing over to the tmail of the buck examines
it. But nothing has happened to take
from the strength of those grand leaps.
No red blood dyes the spotless whitencss

of the snow. It is a clean miss, and a
long, narrow track in a drift shows the
direction of the bullet.

and dropping
e T gl

To be contimed.




