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HAVE done a great deal of deer-
hunting in the South, but have
never had the pleasure t© enjoy that
favorite pastime in the North, so

am in no position to compare the fw

Morcover, my Southern hunts have been

confined fo a beautiful sea-island on the

Georgia coast, The island to which

refer, is one of the chain which extends

the length of that coast. It is owned
in its entirety by one gentleman, and its
game is therefore protected against the
public, and has consequently become

Very numerous.

At cither end of the island is a beau-
iful little sound, some four or five miles
in width separaing it from the acoinn
islands, while a river, which empties into
another of theee sounds, separates it from
the mainland. island t
dose st tonBned isd wery seldom gor
away, cxcept when put info the surf at
one end by the dogs, when they can
occasionally swim o the next island.
This is very rare, however

Such is the place where we fourteen
had been invited, by a most hospitable

city was not very capacious in cabin
accommodations, but guite spacious out-
side, where we sat enjoying the weather
of g fine Southem winter du:

e got across the sound, and in
ull sight of the which, one of the thiee
deer-drivers, as was_his wont, started
blowing his bugle. This was to let the
colored people on the island know that
we were coming, and fo be on hand at
the wharf. The bugler claimed that
the reason he blows his bugle is not so
much to wam the colored people of our
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approach, as the deer. Drawing himself
ap in 2 proud maner he would say,
“Boss, when I blow dis horn I can hear
dem deer say, Dere come Chas. Grant,”
Ve arrived at the wharf, and wi

thicee ‘grestad by soviral of the lind
negroes, and a few of the pack, which
had sauntered down on the wharf, scem-
ing to know that a few days of hunting
was before them, and giving vent to
their delight in such noises as only
a_pack of deer-hounds can make.

5 welcome could have been finer to
a crowd like ours than secing these
hognds and heating their fumilir voices.

Ther ed, the stalwar,
bc«mmg Taced neiro, whe i Lindatas
crsonificd; and by his side was Daddy’
Bob dum

the short and

“whiskey-cough® is well known to al
those who have ever hunted on St.
Catharine’s Island.

After we had been escorted up fo_the
“Big House” (as the darkics call it) by
these celebrities, we arranged oursclves
in our comfortable rooms, and then
gathered downstairs in the dining-room
with the table chairs drawn in a large
semi-circle about the big open fire. Of
course the first night we had no veni-

Afrer dinner, when the table was
again drawn b the chairs were

drawn around the fire and the post-

prandisl cigars lihted, we fell to joling
and singing or whatever best pleased
us. Occasionally our congenial circle

would be broken to make room for
Charles, who would come in, from time
to time, with a log fo keep the fire go-
in

Trer an tow o # o e cogonal
chatting about the fire, Daddy
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“whiskey-cough” was heard out in the
antry. This simply meant that he,
ick and Charles were waiting for their

cvening tip before refiring fo the quar-

ters. The door was opened and there
stood the privileged three. For students
of human nature, there is a fit subject
in viewing these thiee Just about o re-
ceive their tip. s grin there is
more scal good nature and lack of con-

than is often while Charles,

Ch th contiary, Shaws i ks rianser

that he has been to fown foo often to

maintain that extremely natural dispo-
sition common fo a gao de

" country darky, such as Dick
addy Bob's manner on such occasions
musing. He tries to retain his

dignified bearing, but afer the drink s

well down he cannot restrain an expres-

by entire satisfaction in the shape
of an *Ah!”

The first audible sign of life next
morning was the sound of Charles and
Fis Dugle i the hall below, closely fol-

by his appearance, with a big
armial of light Wood, in the bedrooms

“Git up, Boss, and you Mas' Charlie. T
can hear dem deer jist talk in de woods
now: git up, gentlemen, git u

The drives are sometimes of two or
three square miles in area, and again
only a couple of hundred yards long by
so many wide. In the large drives are
Sencrally found the larges bucks, but
Very often in the Smaller ones you can
get out three or four very large bucks.
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Breakfast finished, we got our car-
tridges and guns together and went out.
into the yard, where the dogs and two
wagons were waiting, while Charles,
Disk and Daddy Bob £l o 2 discussion
42 to whif. deive we should fist fake,
First, all three disagreedq; then, after
anich expounding on Chadles's part and
sssenting. on Dieks, it wes dechled that
g el
the house fo start with.

It was a fine clear day, and as we
took our seats in the big wagon and
drag it was with a feeling of freedom
which only o hunter can enjoy. We had

short ride through the pine barren
Which Ties between the house and the

cach. Presently the ‘Boss” motioned
back to us from the dog to-be quit, a
we were nearing the

When the plice was reached which
ave, were togrivesithe operation: of
stringing the standers commenced.
“Mas’ Charlie, you stan’ right dere,
near dac big ping, and keep 3o’ eye dis
way, an t him git by if you
See it Yo whistle fo show de nest
stander whete you i, o he worlt shoot

Yo

Finally, after Charles had placed il
the standers, he blew several short blasts
G b hiee, which wad a signsl 15 Dick
and Daddy Bob to put in the dogs. The
“Boss,” who was the last stander, be-
fore taking his stand, hitched the wagon
back of the road, well under cover.

Soon after Charles’ hom had sounded

LUNCH IN THE PINE BARRENS.



AN EARLY START.

Dick and Daddy Bob were heard 'way
off in the distance clapping their hands
and shouting in short, img whoops.
They were then “putting the clogs

Now the sporc had begun and all of
us were on the sharp lookout lest a
“sneak deer” should be startled by the
noise and pounce out upon one of us.

Soon a complaining cry is heard
from Violin, which signifies that she is
cager to let loose in full cry after a big
buck, or, perhaps, has had a whiff of
some cold trail and cannot restrain her-
self. Then Apollo’s somewhat deeper
voice is heard amid che cncouragement
of Dick and Daddy Bob’s whoopi
Again. or 5 whil ot s soand is hestd,

THE SPOILS OF THE CHASE.
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which by no means lessens
our alertness. folin’s
oceurs more fre ucnd) and
pollo’s and Flute's and
Khicers and Nellics. Now
Drum’s deep voice is heard
—no mistake this time.
They are on a hot trail, for
when that venerable veter-
an gives tongue there is
something near by,
hat music is more beau-
tiful than the sound of a
pack in full cry in a big
pinc barren on @ clea, cold
y? How it echoes back
o
air with sound! The pac
comes within_two hundred
yards of us. No telling but
that any moment a big bucl
might dash out of that thicker of scrub
oak or yonder bunch of palmetto.
Charles has evidently gotten' a glimpse
of antlers. ‘It is out,
Boss! look out! look out!” Bang! bang!
the Boss has gotten a_shot. The buck has
caught sight of the Boss, and wheeled,
and is now running down the linc.
Bang! further down the line.
the pack comes in hot pursuit,
with tails erect and noses close to the
ground. Here comes Charles from
the far end of the drive, down the
road, to see what has been done. His
duty has been to stop the dogs if
the deer gets by without showing any
igns of being hit, or fo let the dogs
o on if he has been hic
‘Miss urn, Massa Charlie?”
he asks.
“Yes, but he was hit when
he came home; let the dogs
on.”

o on

After a fow moments the
cry of the dogs died away
and then three long blasts
were heard from the Boss's
hom ‘way up the road. This
meant that the drive was
over. It was a signal for all
to gather at the wagon.
Here many questions were
asked by all as to who got
shots and who didn’t, and
who hit and who didn’r,
and such.

Soon Charlic is spied
through the trees, and dan-
gling by the side of Mary's
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forelegs are scen two slender legs of 2
fan_color

When he rode up to the wagon in all
his glory, he was heard to ick,
dis is a wishous buck, but de Boss fix
um.

was pronounced the Boss's deer by
Chades as his shot was the first and had
taken cffect.

uck was summarily put in the
wagon, and we then started out for an-
other drive.

After the next drive, which was ac-
companied with cqual success, we, being
more or less hungry, took our midday
lunch. In the afternoon we took two
more drives, and added fo our bag an-
other buck and a fine, doe.

we often heard it said that hound-
ing deer is not thoroughly sportsman-
like. If you have ever taken such a
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Bunt as [ have described, where the
r has many more than even chances
with the hunter, T think you will agree
“ith me it I8 thorhghly epoFramaniibe,
and certainly a sport rife with pleasure
and excitement.
After our four days’ hunt and we
were again installed in the boat on our
ome; there were hanging from
the awnin pole on_deck seventeen fine
saddles of venison. We were thoroughly
cased with our trip—many thanks fo
our kind host—and were right in our
rediction that after the first night roast
Beet, for dinner, would be supplaned
by venison. < had gotten clear
of the wharf, Charles startedon his bu-
gle, and between breaths he was heard
to say, “I can hear dem deer sayin’
now, Tank God, Charles Grant done lef
dis place.

ROUNDEL.

[} SQUNT him out—the tyrant sl
The wingéd god with childish pour,
Befoe whose aim the mighty fl—

T count him out,
Wee victor in full many a bout,

Kings among men arc in thy thrall—
1 cannot put thee, Love, to rout!

Some shafts are sped beyond recall,
Some rankle deeply—never doube!
But henceforth, arrows, bow and all—

count him out.
Hiien Famsaigy.



