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HUNTING LICENSES, 1899.

Season license for forelgners, $25.

Season license for Ontarlo people, $16.

Non-resldents, who require only a few
days’ hunting, will be charged only
$1.50 a day.

N. B.—The above hunting license al-
lows the licensee to kill avery kind of
game coming within range of his rifle
or shot gun during the season provided
by law for the killing of such respee-
tive game,

AS TO CLUB AMEMBIERS.

Non-resldents, namely, bona-flde ac-
tive menibers of clubs, duly incorpor-
ated under the laws of tne province
or llcenstes of tishing and hunting ter-
ritory, have no llcenses to pay to tish
and hunt on thelr territory.

Non-residents, namely, invited gueste
and honorary meinbers of clubs or M-
censees of fishing and hunting terri-
tery, have to pay the full license tee.

1he holder of the license shall, at all
reagonable timag when required, exhibit
the same to any gamekeeper or to any
person having ex-officlo such quallty,
under penalty of the forfeiture of the
license, without prejudice to the pen-
altles enacted by Article 1410, 59 V,, ¢.
v, 3. 8.

The above applies also to membership
certificate of a duly incorpurated club.

o

Trout.

Brlbg forth the ioyal coachman, boys,
The hacklets and the others;

Tuke down the reel, the rod and lino
My plgcatorial brothers.

Unfurl the long-top wading boots,
And gently soak tho leaders,

For these last days of biithesome May
Are all trout-fishing breeders.

Brush up the good oid falry tales
Of many a charming scason,

Antedfluvian though they be
And lacking rbyme or recason.

Tho spo.tsman’s eye will brightly shine
Q'cr tales of battio royal,

And tho' the tellivg hints ¢f age
Not one will prove disloyal.

Revisit all the fishing grounds
im fancy’s broad dominlon,

And hear again tho war of words
To back cach curt opicion—

Of fiies and casts and reels and rods
And fishlore goood and plenty,

The thrill will catch you as it did
\When you were onc and twenty,

—J. B. Dorman,

Qo

How much I'm wishing to go a-fishing
In days so sweet with musie’'s bahin!
‘T'is not a proud desire of miue;
I ask for nothing superfine:
No heavy we'ght, no salmon great,
To break the record, ~v my lino:
Only a little stream,
\Whose amnber waters softly gleam,
Where I may wade, through woodland
shade,
Apnd cast the fly, and loaf, and roam:
Only a trout or two, to dart
From foaming pools, and try my art:
No more I'm wishing—old-tashioned fish-
log,
Apd just a day on Nature's heart.
—=From *“The Angler's Wish,” by Henry Van
Dyke.
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WHEN THE MOOSE IS RIPE

By Frank H. Risteen

HEN moose are ripe and the erop
is good, it is the unexpected
that may always be expected to
occur. You will seldom find

your game at the pre-appointed time or
place. The conditions are always novel
and peculiar,  Perhaps ¢ince the world
began no bull mouse was ever killed by
a sportsman in precisely the same man-
nev ag any other bull moose, 1t is this
glorious uncertainty—this shufiling of
the cards by hidden hands—that lends
to the life of the big game hunter its
everlasting charm,

In the month of September, 1897, an
amateur friend and I started up the
Sou-West Miramuchi from Bulestown,
en route for Miramichi Lake. The lake
had no speclal repute for moose, but
reliable reports had reached us of thelr
being seen in the summer months,
splashing about llke great water-dogs
in the deadwater that connected the
lake with the maln river, and we deter-
mined to investigate., We had two log
canoes manned by four of the stoutest
pclesmen that ever faced a rapld. Three
days we toiled (or they did) against
a current swollen by recent raing., Next
niorning we re-embarked bright and
early, hapy in the thought that by noon
we should reach our camping ground
at .the mouth of the deadwater,

The rising sun flashed upon the drip-
ping white spruce poles as we hugged
the northern shore of the stream. A
faint suspiclon of =. st curled upwards
from the face of the foam-flecked
water., We had just passed McKliel's
“bogan” and were entering a rarrow
rassage way between a low grassy is-
let and the shore, when Don, the lead-
ing man in .he head canoe, seemed to
be selzed with a fit. His pole was ar-
rested in its downward stroke, his stur-
dy form stiffened fn an attitude of cat-
aleptic rizidity, and from his trembling
lips, came the startling announcement:
“Moose! moose!” Glancing up the shin-
ing incline of the rapids, I saw a large
bull muose leisurely crossing the river
about 200 yards away. Here, on the
very threshold of our hunt, before we
had even reached the promised land,
was our opportunity. There was only
one thing to be done.

The roar of old Habeas Corpus, by
which name was known the faithful
Martini rifle that had never failed me
yet, was followed at once by the report

of Arthur's weapon trom the second
canoe & few yards astern and a8 many
feet nearer the centre of the stream.
Two spouting jets of water, one beyond
the moose, the other falr in front ot
him, showed where the bullets struck.
The moose, then about midstream,
turned about, making for the southern
bark, from which he had emerged.
Arthur’s canoe shot alongside, and I
beheld that precocious youth, pulling
trigger as fast as he could load and
alm, with a cornco* f..mly clinched be-
tween his teeth.

About this time the men began
to distribute the English language
in a very reckless way. First
they would try to hold the canoes steady
in the tossing flood fn order that we
might shoot. Next a panic would seize
ibem lest the moose should escape, and
they would pull up stream for dear
life. Never to be forgotten was
the din the rifiles made up the val-
ler of the river, echoing from hill to
hill that peaceful autumn morn. How
the fusilade aflected the moose it was
impossible to state. He had by this
time reached the southern shore and
scemed to be making futile efforts to as-
cend the steep, bushy bank. We could
see from where the water-line rose
uron his flanks that wne water on that
shore was several feet deep. The vital
question formed ltself in every mind:
Was it the steepness of the bank, or
the wounds he had received, that kept
the monster still in sight? The :anoeg
had advanced by fits and starts and
were now almost opposite the noble
game, the loudly barking rifles and the
excited shouts of the men resuliing in
a pandemonium something lke this:

“Boys, he's done for! He can't git up
the bank!”

“No, he ain't! The bank’s too stecp.
Give it to him for your life. He's just
lookin’ for a place to git up!”

“Now, let him have it! I'll hold the
canoe!”

(Bang. Bang.)

“That’'s the stuff! Did you see the
fur fly? That last ghot fetched him?!”

“No, it dldn’t! Shove her over, Dan!
Shove her over! Look, he's swimmin’
up the shore!”

(Bang).

“¥Xeep back, Bob, or you'll git the top
of your heac¢ blowed off!”

“Boys, we're goin’ to lose him! Ho>
ain't hurt a mite! Oh 1 could k!l that
moose with a plate of beans!”



