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Many of my happiest hours have been pass-
ed in fishing, but few of'them in catching fish.
Like: the ipirateflag of Huck Fin the Red-
Handed; ‘my ‘hook thas: been mnsoiled by blood
asa general yule; { Nobody has so often “come
home tlean;” ag we say in Scotland. Last year
Ireturiied almost every victim of my skill or
lucki4o  the water; thotigh I captured one: of
them"in @ manner not lacking in:dexterity. 'He

. lay in“a fun of water about afoot wide, bor-

dered by heavy woods, and it was necessary
to’float.the fly ‘down to Him from above. ' But
I returned him to life and liberty; also, later,
a number of small’ sea trout in a summer-
shrunken pool in Glencoe.. They rose ‘wildly
| in the gloaming, and had no great reason to
" regret their temerity. It is long since I was

. in touch with a salmon, which I hooked in

‘the Awe with'a small trout fly on a frayed old
cast that had been used through the summer
for brown trout. After running about in a
praiseworthy way he jumped high out of
water ; the cast broke, and I saw him no more.
Once the circumstance would have been 'dis-
appointing, but my heart did not break with
my cast; in fact, even in youth I fished for
sport and not for victory. ' Still; T do like to
raise a trout or salmon and again, and would
like to have another day on the Kennet with
the Mayfly when the large fish are greedy and
roll about like the “‘sea-shouldering whale” of
the poet. {

As a very small boy I was taken to fish in
the Yarrow with worm. The gardener baited
the hook. I lifted out the line; and with it a
small trout, which fell in again. Supposing
that T had. some legal right of ‘recovery, but
not knowing how, to exercise, I walked up
stream, and consulted the gardener, but learn-
ed that there was no remedy. I have been
with a grown-up man whese first salmon de-
serted: him, -and he, turning round, said with
extreme. innocence, “What am I to do now?”

Somebody-an Irish novelist, I think—once

circulated the story that he had stayed.some-

where it rooms which 1 had occupied ,and had
asked the landlady if I were a good fisher. She
replied; YA heautifyl fisher.”  “Does he eatch
anything?” ‘Oh, no, he never catches any-
thing.” : AR PGS Rt

- I'cottld’ only ‘take her first ‘remark as a
tribute to my personal eharnis, but her second
‘was tfie enough. At that time I had only so
much'as héard ‘that there wds such a thing as
dry-fly fishing, ‘and was’ enamored of it, but
did not understand the rules of the game. ‘I
have an‘inconquerable dislike to the trouble
of carrying a landing net; we did not use them
in. Tweed and Ail and Ettrick when I was a

boy. However, I had bought a landing net, .

one of the sort that shuts up with a joint, and
I pushed the handle through the top button-
hole of my coat and let the net hang down.
Having cast over a nice trout and hooked him,

I tried to release the handle of.the net; but it .

would not come out of the buttonhole, and I

had to 'stoop over the stream and try to ladle -

the fish into the net, but in this I was baf-
fled. Since them I have foresworn landing
nets, and if I-do; hook a trout or a sea trout
that cannot or will not make his escape I have
to capture him with my hands, "I have no
further use for him; he has played his part,
and is very welcome to wriggle'away. In the
same humane, spirit, if I hook a'salmon the
+fun is over then, with the pleasant electric
thrill of the first resistance on thé line, and,
for me, anyone is’ welcomie to play him'if any-
one is.in my company; but I admit that if I
am alone I do my best to bring the fish ac-
quajnted: with dry -land, in the absence of gaff
or landing net. : ]
-On analyzing this particular. incensistency
I find that a desire, common to-mankind, to be
believed in. our. most improbable assertions is
my motive. If people do not actually see the
fish they will not accépt: the story that 1
hooked and lost him ; they obey the law of as-
sociation of ideas. They are accustomed to
fee me associated with a fishing rod, but not
~with fish, so they' cannot believe in my ‘con-

’ nection with a- fish whose very existence de-

& on’ my unstupported testimony, like a
ighost’s: * They think of one salmon, where I

d the miraculous draught of

3 .- With this_iﬁc_redulity I have inspired even
total strangers ever since an early age. Com-

ing -home. from a schaclboy .holiday on. the.

Seund of Mull, my little brother and I hap-
 pened, tohave sea trout flies sticking in our
caps. A native of :Renirewshire, obviously ‘a
' just and sober-minded Free Kirk man, met us
in.the railway. carriage, and asked. us what

size trout, if any, we had’ taken. I told him -

- (theyzran frome alh. to:3%1b.), and hesivery
' solemnly preached me a sermon about the -
iquity.of ing: false witness.../The most un-
nestion.that man, woman,-or-child can
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thing; and ‘the~ques-
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of grass, and the bed of the stream is variegat-
ed by many long weeds. ‘If I see the trout
rise and know where he is; then lack of prac-
tice: and ‘natural’ dexterity makes ‘it hard: for
.me to get the fly to him; moreover, I cannot
~see the fly as other people ‘do, and have to
wait for the ripple of the rise. What surprises
me is that in the circumstances I so.often stic-
ceed in getting a. rise out of the tfrout; but
then, my personal equation being of the slow-
est, T'fail to touch him; or*if I'do it'is'with a
vigor that turns him’over: in the water, and
perhaps breaks' the ‘gut. Yet with all these
drawbacks dry-fly" fishing is' more ‘amusing
than sea trout fishing in'a loch with a breeze,
for, though niobody can well avoid getting fish

‘in theSe agreeable conditions, there is no skill -

in it, and a surprising“amount ‘of luck. Of
two men using the same flies with equal skill
in a boat on a Highland loch, one will get

Frazer found that the people are still 'of that
opinion., They are very fine 'trout, and “are
catight in nets or shot with' dynamite bullets.”
Poetic Arcadians —~Andrew Lang in Field.

O

' -THE ANGLER'S APOLOGY

Mr. F, G. Aflalo discourses thus' delight-
fully and candidly in Baily's, seeking a justi-
fication for the “gentle sport,” and finding
what is undoubtedly“the real one, not only in
his own' case, but in that of alt of us who are
honest with our consciences: 'Apology comes
easier to sonte natures than to others. Poli-
ticians fight shy of it." Charles I., 1 think it
was, counselled his ministers never to apolo-
gizé before someone acciised them: and more
recently we have had 4 Prime Minister cite
Frenchto his purpose and refuse to explain
lest he should “complicate” himself.’ When,
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plenty of large trout, the other will ‘scarcely
gebaiwise © T

The dweller in town in summer can scarce-
ly expect sport in the three or four days when
he has a chance at a river. The wind is sure
to be down stream ; there is sufe to be no rise
of flies. “The miller ‘turns the water off; the
neighbors aliove are cutting” weeds.. To get
trout a’'man must live on the waterside and

\ mark -and- seize ‘the rare moments when the

trout are “in a coming-on humior.” . The real
pleasure, as'3 writer of.about 1500 says, is it
the waterside  itself, ‘the running stream, the
flowers, the birds, the air, the' quiet, the an-
cient cottages, ahd the great oaken beams of'
the foot bridges that were not new, perhaps,
in Elizabeth’s time. 'We step éut of otir own
times into the ‘old merry . England, , Shake-
speare’s England, the England of the Blessed
Restoration. Remarks like these on the angler's

pleasure ‘in nature, even if his creel be empty, -

I'read a few days ago in Burfon's “Anatomy
of Melancholy.” = They seemed familiar, and,
in fact,®Burton cribbed them without acknowl:
edgmént from the book nsually attributed to’
Dame Juliana Berners ; and I rather think' that
Walton appropriated them intlie same easy
way.. St !
"“'There are still some pretty encounters on.
- the waterside. 1 once, wearing wadeérs, met
.two innocerit little girls who could fiot cross a
stream, ¥ carried' then over, and gave to one
my solitary trout; to the other a.small‘ coin.

When I came back, later there were the little -
.. Therecis a.great. 1 ; '

s ‘waiting |With great nosegays of wild
rs for me.. On the whole the, unsuccéss-

gler’is happiést’ when he-is looking on,
- watchmg' the skill’ or deriving a perverse con-
n > failures of some more acs

anios

t'the trout of

ing, and i

‘however, a sportsman does endeavor to excuse
himself, he cannot be said to do so without
proyvocation, for that half of the community
which finds no pleasure in sport is always
bringing' one ‘charge or another against him,
whether waste of time, cruelty; or what not.
‘The angler has to put up with all these criti-
cisms, and, in addition, he is usually called an
idiot. ~ Punch depicts him fishing outside a
lunatic asylum, and withstanding the bland-
ishments of an imbecile who invites him to
step inside. Why? “Are patience and perse-
verance the badges of mental disease? Is he,
in short, a fool for fishing, or mere for failing
to catch fish?

His Bpology, if ‘he should think it worth-
while ‘offering ome, must, of course, be suited”

to meet the specific charge brought against
him, but it is often ingenious, since it is only
to be ‘expected that a man who devotes so
much thought'to the luring of fish should be
equal to a little casuistry. .

./ Thus, if he is accused of cruelty, he pleads
Jthat. his victims aré cold-blooded ‘and ‘unable
- “to feel pain.’ Incidentally, he knows perfectly

well that they do. feel pain, both:the fish and

the worm with whch hie' catches it, but the
argument serves. The' charge of cruelty is
sometimes most illogically brought; as well as
that of foolishness, but the two are incompati-
ble; since the fool who'catches no fish cannot
well be accused of erueity Yo them. . Not even
‘the . most rabid humanitarian could conscienti-

the banks of the Thames on Sunday aftermoons
and’ gently watch their painted floats  that
never quiver for hotrs together.  The Sea-fish-
érman has a further excuse to offer, which
wanfiot. be ‘shared’ by him who catches roach
-and _bream; that lie can at least eat the fish
" he catches. “With a few exceptions, such as
<the wrasses and dogfish, they are wholesome

this' plea of economy a very strong one. In

| the first place, it has n6 application to tarpon

ously blame these peaceful sportsmen who line-

‘and appetizing food. ' Yet I'have never thought

fishing, perhaps the finest form of sport with
rod and line.  In:the second, he who: fishes
merely in: order “to provide his: breakfast or
dinner is. wilfully extravagant, for he could
buy better fish at a fraction of the cost of his
day’s outing.  ‘The last and most plausible
apology for angling that one reads of. is that
it takes a man close to Nature. But he would
be quite as close to Nature if he wandered be-
side the singing river with no rod in_his hand.
He would, ;indeed, have nothing elsé to dis-
tract his ‘wandering attention, he still' more
free to watch the gleaming insects and listen

16 the songs ‘of birds, to study the flight of the
- kingfisher, and mark’the shy movéments of

the water-vole. No, the- affinity-with-Nature
plea of justification is'a makeshift, though a
fisherman may be perfectly sincere when ‘lie
avows that the sights and: sounds of a trout
stream in June are no small part of his pleas-
ure, and that he does not measure hi§ enjoy-
ment merely by the weight or number of his
fish. g "

It would seem, then, that I have net yet
found an angler’s apology which commands
my respect, and so much I confess. The con-
templative man’s recreation brings joy to one
man and boredom to another. It is its own
justification. Why-do I fish? I know not,

' 1save that in fishing I find keen delight that

no other form of work or sport Brings ‘me.
There are people who .are always striving,
even "unasked, .to furnish some excuse for
everything they do. Thgse folks have no cour-

_age. They attach ‘too much importance to

what others will think or say: I am always
reminded of the old man in the bar.” He had
been standing lost in thought before air empty
glass, when two young fellows came in and
asked successively for liquor.’ Said the first:
“Give me a brandy and soda, Miss. ' I-I've
just had bad news from home.”

Whereon the second, not to be outdone,
proferred his request; '“And whisky neat for
me, Miss. - 've a bad pain in. my heart.” :

This-was too much for the veteran, who,
rapping loudly on the counter, said .in a: voice
that all could hear: “And give me another
go of gin, Miss—because, I like it{? .

That.is my answer when asked why I fish

—because I like it—F. G. Allalo. i

SHOOTING CAPERCAILLIE IN PERTH-

Forumany years I-shof ovér a ‘district in
Perthshire where fir wodds' abdunded,” and
where capercaillie bred ‘invconsidetable  num-
bers, ‘yet these birds woilld rarely be’ seen ex-
cept ‘when the woods were “driven *with~ the
guns posted ahead in likely positions. In walk-
ing in line through the woods the quick hear-
ing ‘of ‘the birds 'soon détected .our approach,

.and they broke out from the high tops of the

spruce long before a shot was possible.

I have never seen a'big bag of capercaillie
obtained in a day’s sport, ten or twelve being
perhaps the most, biit whether one bird was got
or thirty, the knowledge that siich birds exist-
ed, ‘and that'a chance shot . was possible, added

- very greatly to the zest of a day’s sport, and

for this reason these birds should, in my opin-
ion, be fostered and éncouraged just as much
as_blackgame. - Capercaillie are polygamous,
$0. it is of. first importance. that the hens. be
spared if the species is to be ipereased. Un-
fortunately, tlie hens, as with pheasants and
blackgame, offer the easiest chances, and do
not seem to be so wary as’the cocks.

. A healthy succession of young fir woods
is sure to draw capercaillie; and,. although the
forester may object to.a certain amount of dam-
age to the fir trees, in which the birds prin-
cipally feed in winter, the damage is not seri-
ous enough to weigh against the advantage of
possessing such a fine species of game on the
estate.. Personally, I have never ‘come across
any serious damage, though the woods known
to.me were in many eases strips and detached
clumps, where such damage might have been
the more ‘easily noticed: : : s ?

There was one celebrated wood that comes
strongly back to my memory, where capers
were always to be found, and where a fair bag

. was a certainty, owing to rides and the general

configuration. This weed was of -Scotch* and
spruce firs, some seventy or-eighty years old,
with plantations of younger trees at either.end.
It extended for some three miles dividing
the cultivated land from a grouse moor. Broad
rides .crossed the strip (which ' was, periaps,
200 yards wide) every half mile or so.

The party of four er five guns, prepared
for a rough wild shoot and a mixed bag, would
walk up to this high wood, taking the small
cultivdted fields; the patches of turnips, and the
rough hairy' grass fields in a wide line, tack-
ing.irom side to side as seemed advisable; to
take in the most likely ground. ™ e

And what a fine variety ‘we generally ob-
tained on those bright, erisp, sunny days in
November! A pheasant or two out of the

patch of broom covering: the ‘gravelly knoll
above the small ravine, with the highland
stream of ‘brown water rushing below; or a

duck, a teal, and plenty of snipe in the long

narrow patches of rushy marsh land lying here
and there amongst the poor,.thin,. high-lying
fields. Hares broke out of .these marshes to
right and left, and rabbits were, perhaps, too
numerous (from a fatmeris point of view) in
the patches of whins grazed and rounded by
the shéep. A brace of grouse of so would oi-
fer a shot as they skimmed up the hill, back
to their native moorland, or a covey of part-
o 8 5 Sl v
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ridges would whirr up out of the red bracken.
and break high over the extended line to reach
their habitat in the cultivated fields lying far
below:. K
The guns were never idle and never bored’
on these.rough upland shoots, more especially

.with the prospects of capercaillie ahead. The

walking was firm and springy, the air on a
bright sunny day seemed the' finest in ‘the .
world, a feeling of exhitaration was felt as =
one rose higher and higher, or from time to
time gazed back at thie panorama of richly
wooded: and cultivated:country lying in a haze
of purples and blues, with perhaps a peep of
some-steep snow-capped hills -in the distance;
and do ‘not such days dnd such surroundings
in the home of the ‘capercaillie compare favor-
ably ‘with ‘the days.in g4o-acre flat fields of
prize turhips, or’'the stand on a muggy day
opposite the' dfawing:room windows near a
clamp of ‘hybrid “rhododendrons’ or pampas
gfass for ‘the first rise of 'the'day? "
High spruce firs, feathered to the :bottom,
rise up on either side of the ride, which may be
about twenty yards wide.. A strip 'of blite sky"
shows overhead in 'this ‘grand lofty avenue.
We advance upwards over the rough black .
cart tracks, and pick our way amongst the wet
rushes and pools of water. ‘A grey boulder
protrudes here and there from the peaty soil
and the rough grass. We pass a blow down
and see into the heart of the wood, with the
tangled ‘mass of fallen trunks and branches, .
with- innumerable bore boles of fir trees dim= '
ming out in ‘the distance like pillars in a vast
crypt. As we near our stand the moorland,
covered with brown ling, rises up before us, /
stretching for miles and miles to north, east
and west,-in billowy hummocks 'to. a  high
rounded ridge’ with steep blue hills in the dis~
v A _troop of roe deer break ouit from the
waood: and’ go bounding over, the moor;, follow-
ed by the steady, purpose-like flight of a brace
of ' blackcock, the white on _their bodies .
showing clear = in..the - bright sun. A
cry of “mark” is heard, which raises ex-
pectancy to the highest pitch; The gun is
grasped tight, the eyes strain upwards to the
streak of sky above the fir tops. A quiet but :
distinct swish is heard, but a good view has ©°
been taken; the muzzle follows quickly on the ¢
line, with a backward wrench ahead the trig~’
ger is pulled, and with a feeling of joyful con-:
sciousness one listens for the heavy crash of
the first capercaillie cock that follows amongst
the rotten branches in the thickof the wood

¥

Drive follows drive, but the shots are not
always so sporting as the one above described.
Birds are very apt to.break out on the flanks
and offer somewhat tame shots.  On one occas-
ion I got two cocks as I was hurrying for-
‘ward to a stand ahead. Passing an open space.
caused by a blow .down, a capercaillie swooped
down from a high tree; aAd before he could
top the trees to the right he offered an easy
shot, . At the sanre instant another one rose,
and was brought down with a broken wing.

This instance is not mentioned as(a typical
sporting shot or one that is recalled with pride
for the purpose of stilling the painful con-
sciousness of many bad shots, .but merely to
state; what sometimes occurs, and also to de-
scribe the strange appearance of a wounded
bird which impressed me. As I approached
the: winged coek,” which was of tinuswal size,
he faced round and. made a hissing sound,
whilst his wings were pastly spread and low-
ered.” His‘fathers on the back: of the head and
neck were raised. "The great hogked beak was
partly opened, and the eyes flashed and twin-
kled with an appearance of the utmost ferocity.

An attempt' was mdde;toimy knowledge, to
rear capercaillie by hand, but met with no sue-
cess. -One lot-hatched in an incubator died in
a few days. ‘Another lot hatched under a hen
lived for a fortnight, and: died of gapes. :The
birds-were fed in a’similar manner to pleass .
ants. ' Fresh' fir branches were always present,
which the young birds pecked at—W. M. 8.

in Field.




