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was carried low, almost to the level of his 
knees, on a neck of colossal strength, which 
was draped, together with the forelegs down 
to the knees, in a flowing brown mane tipped 
with black. His head, too, to the very 
muzzle, wore the same luxuriant and sombre 
drapery, out of which curved viciously the 
keen-tipped crescent of his horns. Dark, 
huge, and ominous, he looked curiously out 
of place in the secure and familiar tranquillity 
of his green pasture.

For a distance of perhaps fifty yards, at 
the back of the pasture, the range of the 
buffalo herd adjoined that of the moose, 
divided from it by that same fence of heavy 
steel-wire mesh, supported by iron posts, 
which surrounded the whole range. One 
sunny and tingling day in late October—such 
a day as makes the blood race full red through 
all healthy veins—a magnificent stranger was 
brought to the Park, and turned into the 
moose-range.

The new-comer was a New Brunswick bull 
moose, captured on the Tobique during the 
previous spring when the snow was deep and 
soft, and purchased for the Park by one of 
the big Eastern lumber-merchants. The 
moose-herd had consisted, hitherto, of four 
lonely cows, and the splendid bull was a


