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			Caribou swimming across a lake.
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			Message from the Publisher

			.

			The Boone and Crockett Club was founded by Theodore Roosevelt and George Bird Grinnell in 1887. Two years earlier, Grinnell, then editor of Forest and Stream, wrote a critical review of Roosevelt’s book, Hunting Trips of a Ranchman. Roosevelt paid him a visit to discuss the matter. During that meeting Grinnell presented a strong case about his concerns on the future of hunting and conservation. TR was in agreement, and thus began a lifelong friendship that lead to the founding of the Boone and Crockett Club, the first private hunting and conservation organization in North America. The two also went on to collaborate on numerous books about hunting, conservation, exploration, and adventure. Since its early days, B&C has had a strong tie with publishing and furthering hunting and conservation.

			In 2012, we launched our B&C Classics series of hunting and adventure books, including works from TR and Grinnell, as well as William T. Hornaday, Charles Sheldon, Frederick C. Selous and other adventurers from the late 1800s through the early 1900s. Each title in the B&C Classics series is selected by a committee of vintage hunting literature experts and is authored by a Boone and Crockett Club member. 

			Unlike other reprints of these hunting and adventure books, the B&C Classics series has been meticulously converted resulting in high-quality, digitally remastered eBooks and paperback editions. Many are complete with vintage photos and drawings not found in other editions. This attention to detail helps transport readers back to a time when hunting trips didn’t happen over a weekend, but were adventures that spanned weeks, months, or even years.

			We hope you enjoy the books we’ve selected for this series. They will give you a strong sense of our hunting heritage and provide hours of entertainment for anyone who loves adventure and the outdoors.

			Julie L. Tripp

			B&C Director of Publications

			Missoula, Montana

		

	
		
			Preface

			.

			All the best years of my life, from youth till middle age, were spent as a hunter of African game. During that time the love of the free wandering life in countries still well stocked with the richest and most varied fauna to be found on the face of the earth, grew with the years, till it seemed to me that I could never be content to live any other life than that of a nomadic hunter.

			But as time went on the game that was of value became ever scarcer and scarcer, civilization gradually spread over the old hunting grounds, and the old hunters either died or had to turn their energies in other directions.

			It is now a good many years since I ceased to make my living by my rifle, but in view of the length of time during which I did so, and the eventful character of the life I then led, it is not, perhaps, remarkable that my thoughts still often wander back to a past of stirring and glorious memories. Nor is it surprising that I sometimes grow restless and dissatisfied with life in this highly civilized country, and long with an irresistible longing to taste the joys of a hunter’s life once more.

			Those to whose lot it will fall to criticise this book, will possibly find it more surprising that I should have had the hardihood, after having already written so much on the subject of sport and travel, to publish the record of the few unimportant hunting trips which have been the outcome of my restlessness during the last few years.

			I can only hope that in these transcripts from my diaries, written nightly over the camp fire, when the events described were fresh in my memory, they will find here and there matter of sufficient interest to incline them to extend to me once more the same kindly consideration they have always given me in the past.

			With the ever-growing brotherhood of young and vigorous big game hunters, I cherish the hope that this plain tale of the latest wanderings of an elder brother of the craft may find some favour. May it not only afford interest and information, but act as an incentive to the undertaking of hunting trips to one or other of those vast and still unexplored hunting fields of North-western Canada, which are still almost virgin ground to the British sportsman.

			American Alaska, in the central portions of which all the species of great game inhabiting the far north-west of the American Continent, are still extraordinarily plentiful, is at present closed to the sportsman. Closed, too, by laws which do not seem to have been inspired by any great measure of common sense. For although the few wandering sportsmen, who under kinder legislation might visit the country, and spend a good deal of money in it, for the sake of a few good heads of moose, caribou and wild sheep, are inexorably barred out, the game is by no means being preserved. 

			The Indians, now no longer armed only with the archaic weapons of their forefathers, but with Winchester rifles of the latest pattern, kill what they will, without any restraint, and find a market at the mining camps for all the meat they can bring in; whilst white meat hunters are equally destructive. Prospectors and trappers, though they do not often destroy game unnecessarily, are each and every one of them more harmful to the wild fauna of the country than the average sportsman, because they kill whatever comes first to hand, whilst the latter seldom shoots anything but old males, the elimination of which does not reduce the power of increase of a species.

			One often reads some very caustic criticisms concerning the selfishness, and thoughtless savagery of the head-hunting sportsman, and I admit that it is quite arguable that the Indian hunter or white prospector or trapper who shoots a lot of female moose, caribou or wild sheep, in order to provide himself with a supply of meat for the winter, has a better justification for what he does. He has the justification of necessity, which the sportsman has not. Still it is the men who live in the country, and who of necessity are constantly killing the game, without regard to age or sex, who will gradually bring about its extinction; not the casual sportsman looking for a few good heads of old males.

			Loving as I do—with the passionate love of one, all the best years of whose life were spent in the wilderness—the sight of wild animals in their natural surroundings, I look upon the gradual extermination of game throughout the world by the encroachments of civilization upon their haunts, with the utmost regret. Consequently I am of the opinion that Mr. E. N. Buxton and his colleagues deserve the warmest thanks of all lovers of wild life, for the strenuous efforts they have made and are making to preserve from destruction the wild fauna of the Empire.

			However, there are yet vast areas of British Africa and the far north and west of British North America, where big game is plentiful, and where Europeans will probably never settle down. In such wild and inhospitable regions I hope and believe that if the game is not exterminated by natives armed with modern weapons, well stocked hunting grounds will be available for enterprising and energetic British sportsmen of moderate desires for a long time yet to come.

			In the following chapters will be found a description of my first moose hunt in Central Canada, together with accounts of caribou hunting off the beaten tracks in Newfoundland, and the pursuit of moose, wild sheep, and caribou in the almost virgin hunting grounds of the Yukon Territory of North-western Canada. Where I hunted moose near Lake Kippewa seven years ago, is now I believe the centre of a great mining district; but in Newfoundland and the Yukon Territory the conditions will be found much as I have described them, probably for a long time yet to come. 

			When I first visited Newfoundland in 1900, I found that caribou hunting was almost entirely confined to shooting these animals from ambushes, as they passed southwards across the railway on migration to their winter feeding grounds. This form of sport had no attraction whatever for me, and I, therefore, left the railway and made a little trip southwards to St. John’s Pond.

			On this trip I was not very successful in finding caribou, but I convinced myself that considerable numbers of these animals never went north across the railway line in the spring, but remained the whole year round in the centre of the island. I saw, too, that the only way to get to this country would be by canoe up one of the shallow rocky rivers which take their rise in the interior of the island.

			At that time there was not a canoe to be had anywhere in Newfoundland—only heavy boats with which it was impossible to get far up any of the smaller rivers. So in 1901 I imported a sixteen-foot bass wood canoe from Canada, and a canvas folding canoe from America, and with their help reached St. John’s Pond without much difficulty and carried out a successful hunting trip in the country to the south-west of the lake. No British or native white sportsman had I believe ever shot there before, and, indeed, much of the country I traversed was, I believe, wholly unexplored.

			As far as I know it was this successful hunting trip of mine to the interior of Newfoundland by means of canoes in 1901, which first turned the eyes of the more energetic of those sportsmen who have visited the island in recent years, to the possibilities of the sport to be obtained in the unknown interior of the country. My friend, Mr. J. G. Millais, has gone far beyond me, on the path I think I first pointed out, and during the last few years has explored much of the interior of the island, discovered much well-stocked deer ground, and brought home the most magnificent collection of caribou heads ever shot by one man. That ardent and energetic young big game hunter, Mr. H. Hesketh Prichard, too, as well as several other well-known sportsmen, have also recently made successful journeys to the interior of Newfoundland in search of caribou.

			In 1905 I paid my third and last visit to Newfoundland, and with the help of a canoe and two good men, penetrated from Red Indian Lake to King George the Fourth’s Lake, which I believe had only twice previously been visited by white men; the last visit having been that of Mr. Howley, the veteran surveyor of Newfoundland, thirty years previously.

			In 1904 and again in 1906, I visited the Yukon Territory of North-western Canada, and made two very successful hunting trips up the Macmillan River. Up to 1902 this fine stream was absolutely unknown except to a few trappers. During that year, however, a surveying party under the leadership of Mr. R. G. MacConnell was sent from Dawson by the Canadian Geological Survey to explore its course.

			The country, however, lying between the north and the south forks of the Macmillan and north and south of both those streams still remained entirely unknown and unexplored, so that when in 1904 Mr. Sheldon and I hunted over the mountain ranges lying just south of the north fork, we were in a country where in all probability the foot of a white man had never trodden before.

			We had with us but one man a piece, and as the country in which we found ourselves was absolutely uninhabited, Indian guides or packers were unobtainable, and we had therefore to carry all our camp-gear, blankets and provisions up into the mountains on our own backs, and thus hunted under great difficulties; but still with fair success, all things considered.

			We could not move about much, and so did not cover much ground, and thus failed to find the wild sheep rams of which my friend was particularly anxious to secure specimens. We saw a good many ewes and lambs, however, so that the rams must also have been in the district, and we should no doubt have found them had we had any means of transport save our own backs.

			During this trip I had the good fortune to shoot a magnificent specimen of a moose, carrying a head which rivals in size and weight all but the finest heads of the giant species of moose (Alces gigas) found in the Kenai Peninsula of Alaska.

			In 1906 I reached the upper waters of the south fork of the Macmillan River after twenty-two days’ hard work against a very strong stream after leaving the Yukon River.

			During this trip I secured several fine specimens of Osborn’s caribou, the largest and handsomest species of caribou that exists, and was also fortunate enough to shoot another moose with a very fine head. I also shot a fine specimen of a black wolf.

			The entire skin of my finest caribou I preserved and presented to the trustees of the Natural History Museum at South Kensington, together with the complete skin of a Newfoundland caribou which I shot and preserved in 1905. These two specimens, splendidly mounted by Rowland Ward, of Piccadilly, may now be seen in the Mammalian Gallery of the Museum, and form, I think, an interesting addition to our unrivalled zoological collection.

			Many of the photographs which illustrate this book were taken by myself, but my best thanks are due to Mr. S. H. Parsons, of St. John’s, Newfoundland, who has given me permission to make use of some very excellent pictures of caribou swimming, and other subjects, as also to my American and Canadian friends, Messrs. Sheldon, Osgood, Rungius and Cameron, who were hunting on the Macmillan River in 1904, all of whom have placed at my disposal complete sets of the photographs they took during that year.

			F. C. Selous.

			Worplesdon, Surrey,

			April 26th, 1907.
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			CHAPTER I.

			A MOOSE HUNT IN THE FORESTS OF CENTRAL CANADA.

			It had always been one of my ambitions to visit some district of the great North American Continent where moose were still to be found, and to hunt this giant deer in its native haunts.

			For many a long year, however, Fate decreed that my life was to be passed in a part of the world far removed from the great northland, and gradually the hope of ever seeing one of these quaint ungainly old-time looking beasts grew somewhat faint, though it never entirely left me.

			However “tout vient à qui sait attendre,” or rather, if I may paraphrase that familiar French saying, “He who really wants a thing will sooner or later get an opportunity to go after it,” and so in the autumn of 1900 the chance came to me to make a hunt after moose.

			Having made some preliminary arrangements by letter, I arrived at Mattawa, in the Province of Ontario, Canada, on the evening of September 24th, bringing with me a single-shot .303 bore rifle, a few cartridges loaded with Dum-dum bullets, and a kit bag containing blankets and spare clothing. At Mattawa I purchased a supply of provisions at the Hudson’s Bay Company’s store and hired for the trip a few cooking utensils, two small tents and two birch-bark canoes.

			With the kind assistance of Mr. Colin G. Rankin and Mr. E. O. Taylor, the superintendent and manager of the Company’s business at Mattawa, I got everything packed the day after my arrival, and on the morning of September 27th took the train to Lake Kippewa, accompanied by a half-breed guide named George Crawford, and his boy Joe. I found George Crawford a keen and experienced hunter, and a most excellent fellow in every way, and his nephew Joe, who was almost a full-blooded Indian, a very good tempered willing servant, and a wonderful packer, for, although only fourteen years of age, he thought nothing of carrying a load of eighty pounds.

			I must confess that during my two days’ stay at Mattawa I was somewhat taken aback by the number of hunting parties constantly arriving there from various parts of the United States and Canada, all intent on securing that much-coveted trophy, a fine moose head. However, I reflected that the country in which all these eager sportsmen, I among them, were about to hunt, was very vast, and covered entirely, except for its rivers and lakes, with forests of a density which must be seen to be understood, and concluded that there were probably enough bull moose in these primeval solitudes for all of us, if we could only find them.

			A three hours’ journey by rail brought us to the south-western shore of Lake Kippewa, where we embarked on a fine steamer—the “Hurdman”—which is employed in carrying stores to the various lumber camps on the lake shore, and which bore us forthwith across Lake Kippewa, and then through Hunter’s Lake to an old abandoned landing stage, distant about a mile and a half from Lake Bois Franc.

			The passage through the various sheets of water known collectively as Lake Kippewa, all of which are studded with innumerable islands, amongst which the steamer threads its way often through very narrow channels, would have been a most interesting experience had the weather been bright and fine, with the sun shining on the forests with which every island on the lake, and every portion of the mainland that was visible, is covered. Forests in which the dark-foliaged spruce and balsam are intermingled with the maple, and birch, whose leaves were now all glorious with the rich and varied tints which mark the advent of the Indian summer. But the sky was dull and threatening, and entirely obscured with rain-charged clouds, which hung low over land and water, whilst a cold wind blew from the north which was far from comfortable.

			We pitched our tents that night near the old landing stage, and the next morning, which was bright and fine after the sun had dispersed the mists, carried all our belongings over a rough trail through the forest to the nearest point on Lake Bois Franc. It took us three journeys to get everything across. On one of these, George Crawford excited my admiration by carrying a bag of flour (100 lbs.) on his back, and the heaviest of the canoes, weighing probably another eighty pounds, balanced on his head. With this load he walked the mile and a half of the portage without stopping to rest.

			I found the Indian way of carrying a pack, the weight of which, though it rests on one’s back, is supported to a considerable extent by a broad leather strap passed across the forehead, a most excellent one, and the easiest method of carrying a heavy load, though liable at first, and especially when walking on uneven ground, to strain severely the muscles of the neck.

			After having repacked the canoes, we embarked on Lake Bois Franc, and paddled about three miles to an old lumber camp, where we established our headquarters. In the afternoon we paddled to the other end of the lake, some distance up a beautiful little creek, on the sandy bottom of which we saw a few moose tracks not very old. We passed several great northern divers on the lake, and noticed a good many grebes, somewhat larger than our English dabchick. We remained in the creek until the evening, and then George gave some calls on his birch bark trumpet, in imitation of the bellow of the moose cow. These calls, though repeated at intervals until it became dark, were, however, unheard, or at any rate met with no response from a bull.

			During the night it again came on to rain, and continued to do so until after noon the next day. As soon as it cleared up a bit, George and I paddled across the lake, and threaded our way through the dripping woods to a small lagoon about two miles distant. Here we saw a good many moose tracks, some of them evidently those of large bulls, so we determined to fetch one of our small tents as quickly as possible, and then hunt the surrounding country.

			Accordingly, on September 30th, we carried a tent and the smaller of our two canoes, together with blankets and a few days’ provisions, to this promising-looking hunting ground. In the evening, George again called for moose until long after dark, but there was no reply, and but for the occasional hooting of an owl, the great forests by which we were surrounded were absolutely voiceless.

			The next day was the first of October, the opening day of the hunting season in the county of Pontiac, Province of Quebec, and in the early morning George and I set out to look for moose, following an old lumberer’s trail which after a mile or so brought us to a small swampy lagoon. Here George gave a call on his birch bark trumpet, and shortly afterwards, an animal which I of course thought was a bull moose, bellowed loudly not far away in the forest behind us. George, however, pronounced it to be a cow and not a bull moose.

			Thinking that there might be a bull in company with her, we at once commenced to make our way in her direction, skirting along the lagoon just within the shelter of the forest, which grew to the very edge of the water. Before we had gone very far George who was in front, stopped suddenly, saying that he had heard something in the forest behind us like the noise of a bull’s horns brushing through the spruce trees. This sound had been quite inaudible to me, as African malarial fever, or the large quantity of quinine I have taken to counteract that malady, has somewhat dulled my sense of hearing; but I soon heard a distinct rustling in the bushes, and then the sound as of some large animal walking in shallow water. 

			“It’s a bull,” whispered George; “he’s coming towards us along the edge of the lake.”

			There was apparently no wind at all, but we were afraid that the keen-scented animal might smell our tracks, so we started to meet it, threading our way cautiously but quickly through the forest.

			As we advanced the noise made by so large an animal walking in the water became more and more distinct, so I presently stepped out beyond the edge of the timber along the trunk of a fallen tree, to see if I could get a view of it. I at once caught sight of a bull moose—the first I had ever seen—coming slowly towards me, and walking knee-deep in the water of the lake just outside the forest. It looked immense, and its horns showed up well, and appeared much larger than they really proved to be when actually measured. When I first saw it this bull moose was not more than two hundred yards away, but as it seemed to be coming much nearer along the edge of the lagoon, I thought it better not to fire at once. However, after it had come a little nearer in full view, it suddenly left the water, and turned into the forest, after first passing through some bushes growing in the lake, above which only its head and horns were visible.

			We now again advanced cautiously through the forest to intercept our quarry, and heard it give two or three low grunts. Then its dark form came dimly into sight amongst the trees which grew very close together. It was not more than fifty yards off, but the stems of the trees hid it to such an extent, that, moving as it was, I should probably have missed it and hit a tree had I fired hurriedly.

			As George and I had halted suddenly on the instant when the moose first became visible to us, we were not hidden from it behind the stems of trees, but we stood perfectly still, and the doomed animal never turned its head towards us nor seemed in the least suspicious of danger, but came steadily forward. It had none of that appearance of alertness or timidity usually noticeable in wild animals in countries where they are much hunted by man or constantly preyed upon by carnivorous beasts.

			The bull had now changed its course, and was advancing in a line that, had it kept, would have brought it past us almost broadside on at a distance of not more than thirty yards. I was afraid, however, to wait any longer, lest an eddy of wind should betray our proximity, and as soon as I could get a clear view of the front part of its body through the trees I fired. Just at that moment it was in a dip of the ground, so that its legs and part of its body were hidden from view, and my bullet struck it rather high behind the shoulder, but this shot would certainly have proved fatal, as it pierced both lungs below the backbone. Immediately I had fired, I ran in, pushing another cartridge into the breach of my single-shot rifle as I did so.

			The ground here rose rather steeply from the lake, and the wounded moose went straight up hill, but after going some twenty yards, stopped and, turning broadside, looked back, giving me a splendid second chance, of which I was not slow to take advantage. At this second shot, which pierced its heart, the giant deer gave a spasmodic plunge forward, and then rolled over dead.

			I was mightily pleased to have at last shot a fairly good specimen of a bull moose. George pronounced it to be five years old. Its horns had a spread of forty-nine inches, and carried eighteen points, and it stood six feet one inch in perpendicular height at the withers. After taking the whole of its inside out, I skinned and quartered the carcase, and then weighed the sections with my small Austrian scale. The result was as follows:

			__________

			Head with skin of neck attached: 48 kilos

			Rest of hide: 30 kilos

			One forequarter with greater part of neck: 100 kilos

			The other forequarter: 90 kilos

			One hindquarter: 66 kilos

			The other hindquarter: 60 kilos

			__________

			Total: 394 kilos

			__________

			Taking the kilo at two pounds three ounces this would be equal to eight hundred and sixty-two pounds clean, which is the weight that George pronounced to be that of a fair-sized moose bull of about five years old. It was, however, in very low condition and would certainly have weighed over nine hundred pounds clean, had it been shot a month earlier, and as the paunch, intestines, liver, heart and lungs weigh about one-fourth of the total weight of an animal, its live weight at that time would have been at least one thousand two hundred pounds. An exceptionally large and fat bull moose would of course weigh a good deal more.

			We soon had some meat frying in the pan, and though it was naturally neither tender nor juicy, I was glad to eat any kind of meat after having tasted nothing but bacon since leaving Mattawa.

			As it was still early in the morning when the moose was shot, we were able to get back to our main camp on Lake Bois Franc with the head and a load of meat the same evening. It took me almost the whole of the following day to skin and clean my first moose head, but in the evening George paddled me across the lake into a very nice looking creek, where he called for moose but failed to get an answer.

			Whilst paddling up the creek we caught sight of a white-tailed deer standing amongst some reeds. At our approach it gave one bound and disappeared in the forest which here grew close down to the water’s edge. As it jumped it threw up its broad fluffy tail, exposing the snow-white hair of the undersurface, and looking for all the world like an African reedbuck.

			On October 3rd we returned to the little lake where I had shot the moose two days previously. On our way there I heard a ruffed grouse drumming, and creeping close up to it, watched it displaying itself on a fallen tree. Ultimately I cut its head off with a .303 bullet, as I thought it would make a welcome addition to my larder. It was a very handsome cock bird with a fine ruff of black feathers round the neck.

			I thought it very curious that a ruffed grouse should be drumming at this time of the year, as I had imagined that, as in the case of European game birds, such manifestations were only indulged in during the breeding season, but George told me that ruffed grouse may often be heard drumming in the autumn during fine weather. In the evening we again called for moose, but got no answer and saw nothing. During the night it rained a little, and the weather became quite warm and muggy.

			For another week we hunted daily and travelled many a weary mile through the sombre forests to the south of Lake Bois Franc. We happened on many beautiful little lakes and swampy lagoons, in one of which was a small beaver house evidently inhabited, as it had been recently built. Although during this time we came across three moose cows with calves and a young bull with a small head, no broad-antlered monarch of the northern forests ever crossed our path until on the morning of October 9th.

			Early that day we came on the track of a big moose bull soon after leaving camp and followed it for six hours. Then we gave up the pursuit, as judging from certain signs, George declared the great deer to be so far in front of us that there was no chance of overtaking it. Taking a bee line through the forest my trusty guide brought me back to our camp at one end of a beautiful little lake late in the afternoon. It was a most lovely evening so perfectly still that there was not a ripple on the surface of the water, and when we had had something to eat, and the sun had just set, George proposed that we should paddle up to the head of the lake and try a call.

			We were nearing the end of the lake, and George had laid down his paddle, and was about to raise his birch bark trumpet to his lips, when we heard a low grunt in the forest behind us. “That’s a bull,” whispered George; “he’s coming down to the lake.” We turned the canoe round as quickly as possible, and almost immediately heard a slight rustling amongst the spruce trees, and then saw a cow moose preceded by a calf, walk out into the lake until they stood knee-deep in the water.

			I felt terribly disappointed, but George again whispered,” It was a bull that grunted, look out, he’ll be close behind the cow,” and almost as he spoke, a great bull moose, the broad palms of whose antlers I at once noted, came into view.

			He was but an average specimen of his race, but standing well out in the lake with head turned towards the gorgeous glow in the western sky, and with the dark spruce wood behind him, he looked grand beyond the power of words to describe. He appeared so manifestly a survival from very ancient times, that I could not help experiencing a curious feeling that the picture before me was unreal, a memory perhaps of something that I had seen ages ago, possibly in a former incarnation. But George’s eager whisper, “I’ll paddle you close up, don’t move,” and the feel of my rifle, rudely disturbed my dream, and brought me back to the nineteenth century.

			George now commenced to propel the canoe towards the family of moose, with absolute noiselessness, and although we were in full view of them it was only the calf that seemed to notice us at all, but though it looked several times intently in our direction it did not appear to suspect danger. The cow was moving slowly through the shallow water with her nose down, apparently drinking, and the bull kept pace with her a little nearer the shore, his body being almost entirely hidden by hers.

			I was within seventy yards of them when the cow at last moved forwards, and left the mighty bull standing in full view. He was then almost facing the canoe with his head down on the water, either drinking or more probably eating some part of the water lilies, which were growing just where he was standing. It would have been madness to have fired at him as he stood in this position, as the bullet would in all probability have broken up in the thick skin and great muscles at the back of the neck.

			So I waited, and soon he raised his head and turned a little towards the cow, and then I fired as well as I could-it was fast getting dusk-for the point of his shoulder, and saw immediately that I had hit him about right, as he flinched when the bullet struck him, and as he tried to turn I saw that his left foreleg hung useless from the shoulder. I believe this bullet would have killed him, but I fired three more into him as he turned round and stumbled towards the shore of the lake. He just managed to reach dry ground and fell dead close to the water’s edge.

			All this time the cow and calf had been standing quite still, looking curiously towards the canoe, and after the bull had fallen they still remained standing. Then the calf walked very slowly and sedately to the shore, and was soon followed by the cow. On reaching the edge of the forest they halted, and, although we were now within twenty yards of them, the cow came back to the lake-side alone, and with nose outstretched, stepped up to where her lord lay dead, and stood looking at him for some time, evidently quite at a loss to understand what on earth had happened to him. She then walked slowly back to her calf, and as we stepped ashore to inspect our prize, we could still see the whitish legs of the two animals as they stood amongst the trees quite close to us. After that I paid no further attention to them.

			The dead bull was a fine animal. I measured his standing height between two poles held perpendicular to one another—the one at his wither, the other at the heel of his forefoot—and I made his standing height six feet two inches to the top of his shoulders, on which grew long coarse hair quite four inches in length. George pronounced this moose to be an old bull past his prime, but his horns were quite worth having as they measured just fifty inches in greatest spread and were well palmated with eighteen points. He had evidently been fighting desperately quite lately for the possession of the cow he had attached himself to, as his head and neck had been much bruised, no doubt by blows from the horns of a rival.

			I spent the following day in cleaning and preserving the headskin of my second moose, and, as my license only entitled me to shoot two of these animals—only one may now be shot—I started on October 11th for a place called Snake Lake, not far from Mattawa, where George thought I might get a white-tailed deer.

			After several days still hunting, during which I saw several does and fawns, but never a buck, I at last got a shot at and killed a four-year old stag with a pretty, though not, of course, a very large, pair of horns.

			On the following day, October 20th, the weather was very fine without a breath of wind, and George declared that it was useless going after deer as one’s footsteps on the dead leaves which now lay six inches deep on the ground all over the hard-wood forests, would be sure to attract their attention and drive them off long before it would be possible to see and get a shot at one. As it seemed probable that this weather might last for several days, and I was anxious to get to Newfoundland before the end of the month, I resolved to bring my first hunt in the forests of Canada to an end and get back to Montreal as quickly as possible.
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