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A NIGHT'S SPORT IN CAPE
BRETON

wun, Nat
unveils the face of a lover, revealing with
bewitching abandon the wealth of he
ravest charms, her smiles and towrs.  If

o devoteos of rod and

lowering clouds scatter the fashing rain
oy

s, ight werrily they patter uy

d pooting packet, glancing i
polishied surfuce like buckshot from an
iron target, Rave sport when  your

favorite dog starts the swift- winged jurt
ridye quail, or  speeding  rabibit A
vognl glamor over all the sutumn wod
coloring of grandsst dyesand rarest hues,
the perfur pulsing through the
tinted tre Then the old gun spnk
sharply and to the point
me the

W greater fuscination

we-shooting by might hore
letinable when one rocks
£ goose-boat, white, spoct

val, frail as o dreams, tossing

X upon the ever ngitated son
Phe day vanishes i royal splendor, the
reds and golds pale, fade and die.  Night
bends luminous-eyed like 4 dusky lover
ahove the sighing wave Then every
neeve seems to be gifted with o sense of
hearing as you listen and wait for the in
tying gees
1 slowly paddled towand the sand bar

with my boon companions Dan and Joe

Hy Hoating with the tids, lazily dipping
the white paddle blades deep in the

waves of the Bay, that lay sheltered from
oisterons wind by two rugged capes
which towered high above the dark water

The southern shore was sparsely settled

Tiny spuces of cleared land dotted with
the tishers’ whitew Lcattages showed
amid long stretches of fire that goed
solemmly  down upon  the  water, and
seemed to whisper in answer to the

Ares es of the w

north side a wee villy

Upon the
nestled down
close to the sea, and the ocenn wind wan

dered st will up and down its narrow
ets, Over all brooded the wild tewn

quility of u perfect April duy

Our destination was o far extendin

sand bar, bare and brown, and intersocted
Iy two arrow water-ways, the north and
south  channels.  Woed covered e
desolate, no glamour of glinting sunlight
could  beautify nor tinted  cloud forms
wdd one charm to the lomely desolation
Far up on the sand lay the slowly decay

vibs and timbers of & whilom stately
bark, like the bone
todon blenching uy
Sahara

Tt was yet early evening when we cast
our little anchor in the waters of the
southern channel.  Keuneth  Melvor,
the * ring  eatcher, had  tenveled
from his home beside distant Black Br
to tell us that Mira Hay, beyond False
Bay Beach, hundreds of wild geose Iny
amped. Under night's  mantling

e oolossal
n tinisture

o
shudows they would fly over the ores
cont-shaped bench hetwoen the hills to
the praivie-like flats  troop in like rogi
ments, warshalled by the most ancient
of their host

An he shoore an angger your hot
shust pelow Shon M gl 's fish house,
for the geese will that way,
me poy, and, py v will

gitten a ferry coot shanse to them now
This and other claborate instructions

wrrulous old Highlander communi
to Joe in nysterions whispers
fd old tisherman knows the
hhits of the stately migrants.  For sixty
"

yenrs, spring and autumn, he has
them come and go, passing and re-passin
his lonely hom He knows when th
first geese of the season will wing their
wiy in lines and Vs f
when the last will disappear over the long
point of Sheppard’s Bar

Cow Bay has always heen a favorite
resort for the migrating armies, It af

m the south, and

THE ADVOCATE.

ounds ance of

the shadows grow dense, then in the first | high upon the
WOurning women

gloom of night they tly in to
known pasture. 1
they may rest upon the stroam until mid
night, and when none but veteran hunt

ers are afloat, sw

fur

wi silent
swift, as if from the clowds
ere brave Pepperell and his val

the walls of fated Louishurg, French | now over the
ofticers from that ity were guided by | heralding their
Mic Mac Indians to the **Bars,” during | peculiar music

the oose shootin NN Tradition | of the bhoat thrilling to the We lay silont, watchful, rend
ropents many a tale of love and adven- | clamor of the approaching game. The | sudden hiss of swift wings, a shad
ture wherein the brilliant and chivalvous | good old gun was held in readiness for o | athwart the stars, o flash—bang ' a

gentlome I France wre the pri

i | wwift swing

ul nctors
grny

As the sun touched the
fircrowned hills, over the cold blue of | o

|
the Bay was poured a stream of  warm | of five leaped upward as the gun touched | the fallen g

Is an ample resting place, and its wiles | hoard by startlod seamer
d-covered swnd bars are uneivaled | On the morming suceceding
fishin
found thrown | duty when the main body of geose u

iles from land. | was unbroken save when at long

his apparition
The geose repose in wid-stroam until | mantlea and

is heard in the white

but clear us a bugle
g hills enme the | an incomin
keouk, ki wk

knew they were miles s

, wx down the | of goese to
night came warning notes | to banish all military regime. U g

innt Massachusetts militin rushed agninst | of their app

by their own | to and fro like an army surprised
Lerouched in the bottom | night, retreating in disorder

and lightning
his 1 know, many o plump | outlined agninst the sky
e forms swept into

pull. Suddenly, | down fell two dusky forms, striky

v wodge

, visible but for a | Joe, with many expressions of
o blue that

ongg Tines of | socond in- the suall space

sied our ambuseads

o of & sentiy my

the appear- | vals the sharp chall

hoats dis- | out.  Alert pickets seem to be always o,

the wail of | feeding
A sudden flash, followed by  loy
roport, told that hunters fa

flock. 'The sir wes fil
of wild sounds.  Hundrey
wing, and & panic scem

with acla

rer, | down the bay, and over the snd dune
rganized bunches of fowl tow wildy

and

unseen hut

dark | thud, thw

, fur away on the s

ldled into the shoal water, g
the tiny oraft

He soon returned wi

golden-red light A thin white wist | the shoulder, bodies hissed | two fine birds, and with & trivmgh,
came  rolling in from the ocesn It | down unseen, to strike the water with o | flourish laid them beside the other
twigd  about  old uthern  Head sounding  splash paddled over to We slowly returned to our ancho
benutifying the stern headland  with | where they lay, three groat gray besuties, | and waited satisfied, yet loth t
mntehless raiment,  Quickly the shad- | their gray.white gleaming upon | without one more rally It was now o
ows  deepened, obscuring the entire | the durk wave, It was a proud moment | most midnight. The tide came rus)
southern shove wad resting like & gloomy | for Joe as he slowly paddled buck to our | in over the bars, covering them w
wintle upon the bosom of the Bay. | anchorage with our fow]l beside him, for | deepening water. In silence we lift
Truly, this is & perfect night for goose- | the geese w plump after a winter in | our anchor and turned our skiff howe
shooting,  Glide along in your tiny boat, | the marshy paradise of the South ward

wr unchor quietly in the lee of some huge

ive-cake stranded upon o sand-bar; there | no sound of g
is u clear blue sky ahove to veveal the | ness. Down behind the veil

[issing gime
To e there was sowething awe in- | slowly sank
spiri

hemmod us in like the walls of & grave, | depths.  The »

from which we could sce the splondor | sver the waters,

f the henvens, The stars came peering | presence was g

ut of their blue depths, and s tiny eanoe | ments, the obseuring fog rolled away -
AWy o Another Iarge

of a silver moon went sailin

ward the west in o beautiful sen of szure, | view far heyond

We lay upon the warin rugs in the hot- | nesr the over-arehin

tom of the bont and, shrouded in our | no lager than

misty wmbuscnde, waited for the in flyi could only lie

upon their retreating
Joe st in the stern.  Beside hin lay | werdge swopt

an old Queen Anne musket.  The shat | Flock suec

apparently effective mwnmer.  With one | fowl wer

huge brown hand Joo held the idle seul- | by

Ting oar, the other rosted enressinglyupon | The noise o

the old musket
To me it was o thing

lowed by
drend waiting
the slight ipress of a finger to seattor
contents, lock, stock, and harrel in death

uts, | quictly expressed £l
) Dun bt he laughed and
said: “That gun was never discharged
since the great August gale in 1873, and
is only earried to insure mre good luck

to sportsinen fortune enongh to secure
Jowe for guide
Claed i white shooting cont and turban

his swarthy face dark by conteust in the

gloom, Joe apy w n veritable
Arabian Neer heguiling the lng
ging moments with quaint stories of the
old-time settlers and of the huy that lay
hohind us. - As Morein Bay, it was known
to the eonrtiers of old France ani n
in verse amd story for its wealth of rugged
heauty. 1t is now known as the unclassic
and plebeisn Hay de
logends cling to its
wmighty bluffs, and to the
fisher folk ench story is a living truism

1At

I found myself listening intently to
as if from his shroud,

Joe, vej

L poet “Old Ormond

Assuming a solemn tone he told how in
silent watches of the night, notably ni
preceding distrous  marine st

gigantic cow rides upon the heaving wa
1t plunges to and fro with angry tossing
of ghaustly white horns and awful swirl of
wighty tail, until the waves roll one
angry mass of seething foum : then the
awful form disappears with a loud bellow | [E3

Another hour slowly passed.  No sign,

mist the canoe-shaped o

into the silent | vight was end

about it all.  The pall of fog | stars seomed to g
aht wind came mowning | Mim River the geese were sfe frw

and as if some unseen
g hor teailing gar- | Moe, in Outing for April

soemingly very

sparvows.  We | the first of April, but all the
wnze longangly
forms ws the great

lod flock in quick suceession
We could henr them settle
or wire in a vory primitive but | the flats, until we knew that hundreds «

mcoming was fol
slinost oppressive calin that
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Shoveward, with slow-dipping
the dark. | we rowed with all thestrange fascinatio
curtaining | Of midnight besuty entreating us
linger, but we knew that when the ti
flats our sport for th
, wd in the quiet o

underir
The solemn | Tashed over th

the loud-voiced breechloader.— W §

sailing into

rois the biggest f
A of it not merely w

T'ne lurgest wiv
They lovked | and he is reming
Nt 1o

wand. RUPTURE CURED

This we guatantee to do

ily wy
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s

RiIcE LEw
«+ TORO
. M. DAVISON,

4 Front 8. E., Toronto

" Vo
Tacife an

bamil

OMMERCIAL Hi
Prop. Sest 81,00 ..?5

Toror

HOUS|
ocial Hat
es, $1.00

Proprietress

TORONTO, ONT.

L 20




