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po“f‘
ments of the true Spo! St
oldtime sporting m
intercsting and not
mmman who e
Juck-decoy.

Each succeedmg ;

oort—if sport it could b
Wl more into desuetuds,
this present century awill
et ther numbered amongst:

lim past, never more to be

Most probably, in these days
;memen, so deeply attachec ‘
dhr antling of the duck-decoy"

be deplored For. although

o fear the extinction

ome sadly ‘decreased—in' some places at a1
(mu-—durmg the -past few 'years, and we
could not afford to have their ranks further de-
Jleted by such hea.vy ‘tolls ‘as was the case in
the “good old days,” when'the decoys were in
full working order, and the army of gunners -
hut few compared with today. R
]t is on record that so thany as two and
threc hundred fowl haye been netted in a single
dav on one decoyialone, and that thousands of
duck, widgeon ‘and’feal—to say nothmg of
raret birds—were sent #p to the marketsiin a.
season from :the decoys of the Lincolnshire
fens, where in 'those days the’ w!ldfowl s:mply
med in legions:

It is obv1ous that a continual dram like thlS
the gunners’ resources weuld be most disas-
in these degenerate times (degenerate as
regards quantities of fowl). And though now
the wildfowler would not for a moment tol-
erate with joy the'existence of such serious. in-

means of a narrow ;

ap by-a -
wﬂdly-ﬂutterang (
But the' clamori
heard no more.
use and is but a ‘past,
gated into obhvxod—-and forgotten,
- Pushing through the tangle undergrowth

! of the outer wood, you can hea

lings of the few mallard
once mighty: army-of long age, and the sharp:
tinging cry of a coot and the querulous note of
.a green plover breaks the s:lence,,where once
the resounding quackmg of cotntless wild-
fowl delighted the“ear of the 'coy-man.
Climbing the bank-on which' the thick eov-
er of larches is platnted you are: ¥reeted Ly a
whirring ‘of wings, and:the stillness ‘of -the
surroundings’'is brc?hght to an abrupt end. - “The
stidden invasion of ‘man.produces a general
stampede——as it usually does; ‘116 matter how

upon his sport, yet the genuine sports- , good his intentions are—and the ‘nrallard, gose

man cannot butigive.a lingering thought to the
ingenious contrivance by which such vast aum-
bers were caught at'one fell swoop: An;d there
ist, too, have beén something of a "kuidred
pirit in the décoy-man, livingihis i
vhc wild and selitary places'of e
knowing intimately,.as he d1d ‘the i&é‘ »
ent species of wildfow] and ofh ? ed .

G
hreulx omnected therewith; and rnusb«have
held as great a fascination fo those who took
part in it. SRR ;g,? T SR

But the ’coy-man’s occupatlon is gone, and
doubtless a less romantic and. more uninter
esting employment now: claims-him. -

It was with a feeling of gratitude and
pleasure that we were .recently privileged: to
visit the site of a ruined duck~dec9y, and a few:
words anent it may not'be unappfeciated.

Down in a (leep valley, far from the busy

wnts of man, is clustered a ‘thick, tangled
larch wood. - The curling films of mits linger
long in its deep shades, for the sun needs be
well up in the heavens’ere his generous heat is
uiticient  to' make. itself  fel through the
dense leaf-canopy.

\djoining the wood is a small but pictur-
csque lake, gleaming like a sheet of silyer
W A\‘wl with gold where the sunlight glitters
onits rippling wavelets, and beyond stately old
oaks and graceful silver birches form a charm-
ng 1mckground to the view. Infinite solitude
—a brooding calm that enamates a potent and
far-reaching spell—reigns over the whole.

re, indeed, can the Nature-lover commune
v and entirely with his Mistress ,and be
| undisturbed by outside interferences.
cre is a subtle enchantment about the lonely
that is well-nigh irresistible, and which
cals directly to the heart of sportsman and
uralist alike. A glamor that lures him ‘un-
Tesisting into its tangled fastnesses. And the
Quictude of this abode of innumerable twit-
: birds is quite as it should be, for in the
't of this lonesome larch wood—neglected
wrgotten——lles a one-time  prosperous
lecoy. It does not take a very wvivid
ination to conjure up -a. mental picture
1ecov in-the days of its prosperity, when
dreds of wildfow! came from far and near
ihe secluded hollow to fall innocent victims
the seductions of the decoy—man : .

Standing for a moment in the cover of the
ihick undergrowth one can readily appreciate
HIE W isdom in erecting. the decoy in such a
"idand solitary place. Once in the depths of

¢ wood one-feels indeed “far from the mad-
ng crowd”; and taking into consideration
quiet and peace is most vitally essential
ne wisheg to keep ‘wild-fowl in any number,

Hlesw'ht of choosmg such propitious sur-

idings strikes one at once.

- narrowwinding stream, rippling merrily

ts way through the woodlands, muyst have, .

ui most - invaluable as ‘a feeder for- the

1

k¢ beyend the wood: was a great attractron
v the passing ‘fowl: =

Ih goné-by days-two prmclpal kinds of de-'
§'s were.emplayed for the capture of duck.

‘ trap decoy.--In-the centre of the po
‘1 island well woodedyand a channel some
t wide by 2 feet deep was cut through the .
n wlle thereof. =Owerithis channel were-placi
'gle irons cyrved to @ dits and ¢ d w"ft o
Wire- “netting, “whilst at eith
;‘““r operated from ‘;bmle nto ut
ank of the pond.” ‘This hut or sight<h
2150 served the purpose—as the latter nameJ
dic n’tﬁbﬁof watching for thc wxldfowl a “peep

Batl,y s
One kind being" the pipe decoy and the other =

siping in gdiet gurglings a moment before, P~

lift themsel¥es on swift piiions Over the tree-
tops. A prétty little teal, feeding quietly inthe
oozy bed; follows suit, and the- coots and water-

.+ hens skim’ t;he shallow ‘waterin. the effort of

putting a8 great a’ distande as possible between
. themiselves and the intrudeg—whilst a- king-
fisher, in. gaudy raiment of blue and gold and -
green AR rapidly, through ‘the: “dark alley- -

vy =trees. &Ev‘ident‘ly’there are togth-
"some dainties in those pools’ wh:ch ‘darkle un-

der. the-everhanging branches, -

There is a feeling’ praetncaﬂy akm $0. SOr=:.x

‘row as youk gaze op the ‘abanﬁoﬁed siter 2 “The .
pond i§ now but a few inthes™in depth, save
where ‘a stagnant: pool lies glittering amongst
the riotous crop of weeds that springs ‘up pro-
fusely’ from . the alluvial . bed. 'The -curved
irons-of the decoy-trap: stand gaunt and naked:
-amongst the trees on the'island, ‘and the wire’
netting has lone, long ago d:sappeared Even
the:narrow wooden gangway over which the
decoy-man ‘was wont to travel to procure his
spoils has fallen into absolute decay, and the
rotten supports stand out of the shallow water
with lichens and water-moss clinging to their
weather-worn sides, Here, built in the bank-
side, is the sight-house; and curiosity tempts
you to descend into its sunless atmosphere.

To all appearance, a genération has elapsed
since the foot of man disturbed the deposit -of
~dead leaves on the stone steps leading into i,

and you Teave a clear imprint on the thick car--

pet that has’'accumulated .during many years.
The door, fallen from 'its rusty hmges lies
athwart the doorway, and, as’you push it
aside and enter, a damp odor of wet earth and
mossy places assails you:

There 'is a spyhole—a‘narrow. slit cut in
the stonework and on a level with the trap—
“and theré is the windlass used for raising and
lowering the trap-doors. - Time  has left  its
indelible traces over all,’ from -the rust-en-
crusted cogs of the windlass to:-the crumbling
door and the lichen-covered walls. And it is
with a deep sigh of regret that you turn your
back on its somewhat cheerless aspect. 7o i

Truly times have vastly changed since the
days when the decoying of wild-fowl was a_
recognized calling, and it is doubtless due to
the encroachment of. the - railway. and  the
rapid growth of the population and to “mod-
ern progress,” that the wildfow! have forsaken
their once-beloved haunts and emigrated else-
where to wilder and more desolate places. The
old ‘ever gives place to the new, and so the
duck-decoy has yielded to the punt-gun and the
breech-loader.

Leaving the larch-wood, one feels a keen
satisfaction in having seen a most interesting
relic of “old-world associations,” a fast disap-
pearing link with the “good old times,” when
the coach Horni echoed over the distant valley
and hill,'and the merry jingle of harness made
music Wlth the hoof-heats of the fong:i -hands,
_and you cannot but have an abiding regret fo
the dismantled and forlorn duck-decoy dymg'

1 d—now but a-neozyshallow—and the smallvs in-the hollow of the woodlands—a ~memorial

“to'the skill ‘and ingenuity of man in circum-
“yenting ‘the wariness of that most wary of:
tds—the _ ‘wild duck—Arthur ; Sharp in

O

FISH THAT HAVE BEEN

: Theee a reapectable adage wl’u ‘
at’ We eannot eat our-cake and
' "W d whxch loves wisi :

‘represent the

hr‘

BT
was the odd;pa i
fly. time—an no, |
definite hatch of fly. f any kind—an ;
‘crept up and looked over and then withdrew:
into the- meadow ; and how he cast once, and
twice;, and yet agm.tf .
fish “rose warily -am Wonld: do: no more than
inspect the fly." “I am qmte sure,”” he went on,
“that he could se¢.mg ‘and that was why he '
came short’? ~Sotheistory went on 1o tell

how Ingrove crept cautiously away and spent :

“intervening “hours ofi"the lower water, and
how he met Ephemerxs ‘who_had a 2-pounder,
“and said gaily to hlm}” You ‘wait, 1 shall do
better than that” And thus we: approached
the evening and the great moment. The eye

of Ingrove flashed, his formi stitfened, his arm -

tookon the motion.of &ie who dasts a fly un-
derhand. “ “I lay down-quite flat.” | For a Jit-

. tle Fngrove would have done it again, then-and
. there on the carpet. omid thend got the zuly

‘over him and he tookt it-the mement it fell.”
‘THere followed an ‘anmiated: destrt fm%n of the
battle—for a‘penny Lagrode would have fols
lowed the trout acre
pence I, holding immginationis+ landing . net, .
d hawe beer hardsat his: htedseand so the-
tory 'drew to'its trigmp nnntJEbnﬂhsxbn and
to the: aftistic finate T, Which' Efhcmeris was
reminded that m’a.ny a,,wovd speken in Je@t ‘has. .
an earnest result.  The adventmmavah SJmply

re-lived: from 'start: to “finishi> Of seourse’ ‘you‘

_can’catch Your trowt” ahd have i

‘What is -perhaps | rgore remarka,ble s ‘that
you have a trout which-yon never:caught. ‘This
was revealed to-me also within the last few
days. We were: seated at tea zmd‘ convyersa-
tion, since ' Caradoc’” Was rhere had - ‘the
Penydwddwr for,its’ startmg\ point,. its middle -
and its end, - He is quite passionately addicted
to'the Penydwddwr, frofr which: we catch ex-
tremely small quantities "of extremely small
trout evefy spring, and so'am 1. Séveral years
ago there was a really nice warm day there,
and he filled his basket. Therefore we go each
year now in the hope-of another: . This; how-
ever,.is a digression; “and’ so was Caradocs
dream about being back at Eton, which he told
at great length I merely mention it because it
~evoked reminiscence of a dream from the third
member of the company, who also joins'in the
annual expedition. This dream was much more
pertinent, for in.it the dreamer had: actually
been beside the Penydwddwr, captured a fish
—10, in reply to' Caradoc;. riot a “breakfast”
fish, but quite a good dne—and was engaged
instubjugating another.of great size when the
dream ended.” I have ‘related the dream very
badly, but:there was much more finish in the
original version, passages about how the fish

jumped, and how it .weighed three-quarters:

of a pound. (this elicited from Caradoc a com-
placent remark that hehad once catight a'trout
there - which “really’’. 'wel.ghed three-quarters
of a pound; we whittled it down to. 11 Y40z
 after a little argument), and how annoyed the -
dreamer was on waking-up too seon. I ¢annet
hope to couvey. 2 just xmpressxon of the animat-
ed manner in which it was all deseribed, so I
shall not try. But 'the narrative cIearlyshow‘ed
that the fish was just as real to the dreamier
as an actual fish would have been. It will be
remembered as vividly as'an actual fish, and
will be added to the store of experiénces in
the happy valley. This, then,proves my sec-
ond point. You can have a trout which you

never caught, Other proofs could be adduced, -

but it might -be invidious to enlarge on the
theme of that too vivid 1magmat10n which ulti-
mately leads to complete faith in its creations.

There may really be.a man here and there who

has invented some large fish whxch ‘which to
entertain his friends, and has done.
oughly that ‘he now believes that ‘it ‘was s0.
I am all, for charitable mterpre :

~ I now come to!the last p},ea.sj g
thxs mqmry. It .poss;ble to_

‘the great

ossqthe ra{om; and-for two-

“ what do you kitow about that?

i
battle with
en wddwr——but 5

“Nope,” remarked, he gutde; ,, eftly tgmt—"
le

es and dry
er. the blaze,

the pyramid

snspendmg the« kettle . ““You

weity fellers “re not the only fools 't come to

the ‘woods n’ 1 remember one time when I
made a darned fool of . myself.

I have laughed a lot ‘bout . xt'smce tho!T -

was ‘pretty mad 'bout it at the time.
““You krow,” taking a potato out of * the
pocket of ‘his mackinaw and peeling - it with

- his hunting knife, “whar that trail rans down:

by the old lumber camp to the ﬁ%-mﬂe’ Waal,
we'd had an early snow that. year n I was
watchin’ the park line 'n moggin’ along n’
thiuk:ng 1'd be blamed ghd to glt in by the
fire n™ warm my feet-wheh I run ’'eross a bar

track: Say, that bar had feet bigger'n a fryin’

pan and he'd headed south to east to Hamilton
Mountin’’

“Here's whar 1 started to foller Mr. Bar.
*Long 'bout. ten rods I seen whar he’d been
‘scratchin’ the bark i’ I declar to goodness that
bar must have reached ten or 10 feet without
stretchm.

;. had a full magazing Rem mgton an’ T

s;w 1ot was. ﬁﬂed to: 't:é bﬁ be‘fore I+did

‘any: more nrackm

e "‘i must "have ‘folfered that cuss five miles

B ’s was gettm dark I .hdd. Jjust:made up my
“mind.t0.quit; when I-slid off a .rock and
= plunked 'down’ not-more’n ten feet from ’im.
“Waal, it was run or shoot, I touldn’t run so 't
% <! had to. shoot. 1.raised iy gun and begun
to pump lead, 'n he stood nght up 'n took
’em s fast as I could pump ‘em:in, Fmally
.he got down on all fours: and ambled away, ’
as I started to load up again, I happened to
-look down by my feet, 'n there was every goll
darned’cartridge an’ not one of em shot off !
“Imight as well’s been usin® a putty blower!
1 had pumped that thar gun cleaner'n a spank-
ed baby and hadn’t shot off a/smgle shell! Say,

C G. Burr,
erld and Stream

IN MEMORY OF OLD GROUSE

(The Companion of Ca.:ig;in (iottinghsm, of Red Deer,

Hes dezd Hes gane, Red Deer will mourn
The finest dog, that e’er was born;

The  Captain low, . his head will’ bend

In serrow to his faithful fnend

The. Captam lo’ed him, like.a brither.

Ye ne’er saw one, w:thoot the ither.
Grouse‘twas his friend, sae.staunch and .true.
Baith gwid and bad ‘luck saw him through.

The muckle clumsy, towsie tyke,

I'm sure there never was his like;

For nag Retriever, Pointer, Setter,
Could dae a thmg, Grouse couldna better.

Nae wounded duck was ever found,

Taé pine, and dee; when Grouse was round;

Nae bird, that ever cleft the air,.
‘When hit, escaped, if Grouse was-there.

Nae mortal thing, wi wings tae fly
Could e’er escape his eagle eye’;

The birds in"Heaven all got a frxcht
When .Grouse . ‘arrived - the ither

nicht.-—
L G. C in Rod and Gun

The members of the Brmsh Sea Anglers
Society on Wedresday last listened to what
the lecturer, Mr. Percy C. Fdwards, described
as “a chat on the fish and fishing in British
Columbia.” The son of an old and distinguish-
ed member, no mean angler himself, and for
some years past a resident in Vancouver and

now on a wisit to England, the Jecturer dis- -

played a- full. knowledge -of. his-subject. - As
hie isialse a very expert -photographer the
slides illustrating his remarks were of great
excellence and imterest.

coast and: in the rivers, but chief interest was

taken ‘irt ‘his account oi the sea anghng ob-;
 tainabl

twigscand -

vvvvvvvvvav”vvvvvvvxﬁ.v‘v’yY‘vv)vv,v

1

At some length he .
‘described the commercial fisheries- on the f

Sport for the month
Foe the Anglet—-Trout-fxshmg from~
" March 25; grxlse and s?rmg salmon-~ i
fishing.. = ¢
~For the Shooter——Geese and brant, whxch
may be shot on Vancouver Island and
islands 'adjacent thereto-—-BU‘I‘ NOT
SOED, "

' March zs—-—Trout—ﬁshmg legally opens for
salt. and fresh water.

i

Spnng salmon at thelr best thls month

A POEM FOR.LorVERs; OF DOGS .

e

Do you love dogs"’ 1f the answer is in the -

affirmative, the followmg fines will strike a re~

sponsive chord in’ your heart. Nearly half a
century ago they .were printed in a weekly
paper. . The authorship was not given, and to-
day probably cannot be ascertained unless .
some reader of this magazine holds the secret.

It is not necessary to argue ‘that the verses are .
of high merit; it. cannot be controverted that 1%

they embody sentiment;

T amonlya dog, and- I’ve had- my day, 3
So, idle ‘and dréaming, stretched odt I°lay

- Int'the ‘welcome warmth ‘of the shmmer’ sun,

" A poor old hunter whose work is* dotte.

Dgeam? Yes, mdeed though 1am but a dog.
Don’t I dream of the partrldge I sprung by the

log, ¢
Of the quivering hare and her desperate flight,

Of .the nimble squirrel secure in’his helght,

JFar away in the top of the h1ckory tree,

. Looking down safe and saucy at Matthew and

me,

Till the hand true and steady a messenger shot;

And' the creature upbounded and fell, and
was not?

Old Matthew was king of the wood rangers
then;

And the quails in the stubble, the ducks in the*
fen,

The hare on the common, the birds on the
bough,

Were afraid. They are safe enough now,

For all we can harm them, old master and I.

We have had our last hunt, the game must go
by, 358 5Ly :

While Matthew sits fashioning bows in. the
door :

For a living. “We'll never hunt more,

For time, cold, and hardship'have stiffened his
knee;”

And since little Lottle dxed often I see

His hands tremble sorely, and go to his eyes

For the lost baby daughter so pretty and wise.

Oh, it’s sad to be old, and to see thé blue sky
Look far away to the dim fading eye;

To feel the fleet foot growing weary and sore
That in forest and hamlet shall lag evermore.

T am going—I hear the great wolf on my track;
Already around me’his shadow falls black.

One hunting cry more Oh, master, .come nigh;
And lay the white paw in your own as I.die!

Oh, come to me, master, the last hedge is
passed-—

Our tramps in the wildwood are over at last;

Stoop lower, and lay my héad on your knee.

What! Tears for a useless old hunter like me?

" You-will see little Lottie again by and hy.

I sha’n’t.
. sky.

Tell her, loving and trusty beside you I died.

And—bury me,, master, not far from her side;

For we loved httle Lottie so well, you and I.

Ha, master, theishadaw ! Fire law—it is night:

There was never.a sound m, the still morning’
‘heard,

But the heart of the hunter hlS old ]acket
stirred, :

They don't have any dogs in the

" As he fluig himself down on the brute's snaggyv

- ! coat; ;
And watched the famt hfe m its qmvermg :
throat e i

Till it stopped quxte at last. The black wolf had ,

¢ .won,
Aad: the death-hunted hound mto cover had : :




