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OUR DUCKING TRIP

The “Erle Eau,” Kent Co., Ont., Is
known far and wlde «nd has bece m?
tamous fur its duck shooting, box ing
and fishing, and natural advantages to
those seeking a few days or weeks ut-
ing. The summer months can b+ spent
fn cottages or beneath tents ajacent to
the borders of Its waters, where a gra-
voly beach glves room and comfurt to
beaters and bathers, during the weeks
of the summer months. Its waters are
dotted with numerous row-boats and
graced with the wide-spreading wings
of speedy yachts and sallboats. In the
distance, on either side of the Inke,
gradually widening, are the marsh lands
streteching  back to the timter with
numerous ponds, channels and flate
nearly the entire length of the Eauy,
and woe to the belated spartsman who
is so unfartunate as to become lost at
nightfail in ity vast expan«e. At the end
or ag commonly called the foot, s the
Provincial Park, where i3 the fine com-
modious dwelllng of the Park Ranger
The Park enclosure contains about
three or four acres, with an eight foot
wire fence surrounding it. The enclos
sure contains moose, deer, wild turkeys
English and Mongolian pheasants., {he
land about the Park and dwellings, and
for many miles to the south, is of a

sandy nature, connecting with loam soil.

as it nmears the marsh. The timber is
chiefly’ pine, scrubby oak, and occasion~
ally a few ash with swamp willow, The
formation of the land at this point i3
remarkable, having the appearance of
gradings or as If large trenches had
been made for breast works and the
hand of Time had somewhat levelled
it. The north slde of the Eau juins
the mainland, a rich and fertile farm-
ing country, the homes of many weal-
thy farmers and retired gentry. The
cntrance to this veritable Paradise is
at the south, where it flows and ebbs '~
to.the treacherous Lake Erle, having an
entrance of three hiundred (300, feet
wide, on the c¢ast side Is the historic
“Pond Eau’ lighthouse and Its keeper's
dwelling, so strengly fortified by the
massive erib work on the sldes of the
channel.  The Jdiht is red and white
tflagh. to distinguish it from the other
lHrhthousek, and its popular and well
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always on hand to welcome visitors and
friends. Across from the lighdhouse Is
the terminus of the Lake Erfe and De-
trolt River Railway, where 1s construct-
«d an immenge dock and slip entrance
for recelving the Lake ferry cdar coal
boat “Shenango.”’

It was at this te-minus we landed
on the 18th October, after we had first
bid adleu to uvhe flourishing town of
Leamington, the Gas City ot the
Garden of Ontarlo. Our merry party
of duck shooters who were to make
world’s records on this event were as
follows: Bert G. Woesteott, John (on-
over. Louls . Johnstone, the ‘““Chef”
and the writer, not omitting his dis-
tinguished and well trained polnter dog,
*Budd Lansdowne.” Ouc outfit was a
paraphernalia of perfection pertiaining
to a ducking outfit, two large heavy
weasher tonts under whoch our comfirts
of the outlng were to be stored. The
boats were already at the grounds a8
welt as the decoys and other articles
that were not perishable goods, The rn
occupicd something over one hour. about
a0 miles, and soon we were in sight of
the spat that would afford us many
days’ sport and pleasure. Well, you pes-
ky duck shooters, you had better get
2 move on, came from the good natured
bagzageman, and after greasing up, we
fell to and soon had our traps piled oft
and ready for ferrying across to the
proapective point of camping. We were
fortunate in obtaining a large flat boat
for transportation, in which we packed
our valuables, koeping the perishable
goads always handy for manipulating
in case of wet feet, which is not un-
common among duckshooters. We wWere
soon under way and with a favorable
run, made our landing. All hands
Jjumped out, and gave the old familiar
spot a warm grecuag. After the tents
“ad been <ot and well staked and the
oo ¢ 2. .08ed to accommeodate the
outfit, the Chef,” Jim, began his end
of the campalign and In a few moments
the odor of steak, (not moose) foretold
that a three o'clack dinner would soon
be awalting us.

Our house is made of canvas and
#taked well to the ground. The “Chet”
announces diuner. Oh! what a weleome
ssund, for steak, potatoes, peas and

cern 18 on the bill of fare, After the
oravings of the inner biped had been
satusfled we enjoyed the fragrance of
cigars, After finlshing the storing of
the boxes and chests, It - as suggested
a trip be aade to the ponds for pros-
pecting. The marsh baats, especially
designed for that class of shooting,
were got ready and in which wero
stored @ good amount of wild grass and
high rice stalks for screening the boats,
It needed, from the sight of any sus-
blcious birds, The channel connecting
the head of the chain of ponds lay ol ige
at hand and easy of access, where our
boats lay aid soon we were off to our
prospective grounds. J.C., the writer.
and L.G., in order namecd, pushed off
while B. G. W. made a shore trip down
the Eau, and across te the ponds be-
low. John allewe2 as the weather was
somenhat mild ‘that our prospects
would not be very Inviting for a full
bag that evening. As we pushed
through the finst pond occaslonal coots
would offer long shots, which wer. de-
ferred on account of the chances of
Jumpling rice ducks. As we rounded the
first point a teal on cross flight came
a little too close to John and his pumper
answered with one to its oredit. Each
one pushed on to thelr choice of loca-
tion, securing as good a cover as could
be obtained, and pitching ou: a fewx mal-
lard decoys we were soon ready for all
comers. In the meantime “Burt” had
reached his destination, a pass between
two large ponds that formerly hal yleld-
od profitable returns to his game boat.
Glaneing about I =aw that my com-
panians were Iying low, which indicited
birds in sight. In the distance were 2t
pair of mallards working toward our
locality and well up, and would about
cross Bert's position. Suddenly they
quickly ascemd, two shots biroke the
stillnesz, and the two ducks collapeed
to grace the Interlior of the shooter’s
hunting coat. A small flock of gadwells
ciame near glving me a shot, they veer-
od away and pass«d clase to Lewls, ap-
pavently, he securing one with his sec-
ond chot. a drake. We had no more
shooting until about sundown. 1 was
thinking over the past labors of the
day and musing on the enjoyment that
the future two weeks would afford us,
when I was suddenly disturbed by the
swish and rustle of wings; above me
and too high for a shot, was a flock of
black mallards making a general sur-
vey of the fesding grounds, quickly
working castward. Soon thoy circle
and retrace the track made, ecach cir-
cult lower and lower; now they have
seen my decoys and with a sharp swing




