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A CURIOUS EXPERIENCE 
BY THEODORE ROOSEVELT 

I L L U S T R A T I O N S FROM PIIOTOORAPIIS BY A L E X A N D E R L A M B E R T , M . D . 

|N 1915 I spent a little over 
a fortnight on a private 
game reserve in the prov
ince of Quebec. I had ex
pected to enjoy the great 
northern woods, and the 

sight of beaver, moose, and caribou; but 
I had not expected any hunting experi
ence worth mentioning. Nevertheless, 
toward the end of my trip, there befell 
me one of the most curious and interest
ing adventures with big game that have 
ever befallen me during the forty years 
since I first began to know the life of the 
wilderness. 

In both Canada and the United States 
the theory, and, indeed, the practise, of 
preserving wild life on protected areas 
of land have made astonishing headway 

since the closing years of the nineteenth 
century. These protected areas, some of 
very large size, come in two classes. First, 
there are those which are public property, 
where the protection is given by the state. 
Secondly, there are those where the own
ership and the protection are private. 

In eastern Canada, as in the eastern 
United States, there has been far less 
chance than in the West to create huge 
governmental wild-life reserves. But 
there has been a positive increase of the big 
game during the last two or three decades. 
This is partly due to the creation and en
forcement of wise game laws—although 
here also it must be admitted that in some 
of the provinces, as in some of the States, 
the alien sportsman is judged with Rhad-
amanthine severity, while the home of-
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On the Tourilli Rive; 

fender, and even the home Indian, are but 
little interfered with. It would be well if 
in this matter other communities copied 
the excellent example of Maine and New 
Brunswick. In addition to the game 
laws, a large part is played in Canadian 
game preservation by the hunting and 
fishing clubs. These clubs have policed, 
and now police, many thousands of square 
miles of wooded wilderness, worthless for 
agriculture, and in consequence of this 
pohcing the wild creatures of the wilder
ness have thriven, and in some cases have 
multiplied to an extraordinary degree on 
these club lands. 

In September, 1915,1 visited the Tou
rilli Club as the guest of an old friend. Dr. 
Alexander Lambert, a companion of pre
vious hunting trips in the Louisiana cane-
brakes, in the Rockies, on the plains bor-

156 

dering the Red River of the south, and 
among the bad lands through which the 
Little Missouri flows. The Tourilli Club 
is an association of Canadian and Ameri
can sportsmen and lovers of the wilder
ness. The land, leased from the govern
ment by the club, lies northwest of the 
attractive old-world city of Quebec—the 
most distinctive city north of the Mex
ican border, now that the Creole ele
ment in New Orleans has been almost 
swamped. The club holds about two 
hundred and fifty square miles along the 
main branches and the small tributaries 
of the Ste. Anne River, just north of the 
line that separates the last bleak farming 
land from the forest. It is a hilly, al
most mountainous, region, studded with 
numerous lakes, threaded by rapid, brawl
ing brooks, and covered with an unbroken 
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Lake Etheleen. 

forest growth of spruce, balsam, birch, 
and maple. 

On the evening of the day I left Quebec 
I camped in a neat log cabin by the edge 
of a little lake. I had come in on foot over 
a rough forest trail with my two guides or 
porters. They were strapping, good-hu
mored French Canadians, self-respecting 
and courteous; whose attitude toward 
their employer was so much like that of 
old-world guides as to be rather interest
ing to a man accustomed to the absolute 
and unconscious democracy of the West
ern cow camps and hunting trails. One 
vital fact impressed me in connection with 
them as in connection with my Spanish-
speaking and Portuguese-speaking friends 
in South America. They were always 
fathers of big families as well as sons of 
parents with big families; the big family 

was normal to their kind, just as it was 
normal among the men and women I met 
in Brazil, Argentina, Chile, Uruguay, and 
Paraguay, to a degree far surpassing what 
is true of native Americans, Australians, 
and English-speaking Canadians. If the 
tendencies thus made evident continue to 
work unchanged, the end of the twentieth 
century will witness a reversal in the pres
ent positions of relative dominance, in the 
new and newest worlds, held respectively 
by the people who speak Enghsh and the 
people who speak the three Latin tongues. 
As I watched my French guides prepare 
supper I felt that they offered fine stuff 
out of which to make a nation. 

Beside the lake an eagle-owl was hoot
ing from the depths of the spruce forest 
—hoohoo—h-o-o-o—hoohoo. From the 
lake itself a loon, floating high on the wa-
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Packing with a tump-line over a shaky bridge. 

ter, greeted me with eerie laughter. A 
sweetheart sparrow sang a few plaintive 
bars among the alders. I felt as if again 
among old friends. 

Next day we tramped to the comfort
able camp of the president of the club, 
Mr. Glen Ford McKinney. Half-way 
there Lambert met me; and for most of 
the distance he, or one of the guides, car
ried a canoe, as the route consisted of 
lakes connected by portages, sometimes a 
couple of miles long. When we reached 
the roomy, comfortable log houses on 
Lake McKinney, at nightfall, we were 
quite ready for our supper of delicious 
moose venison. Lambert, while fishing in 
his canoe a couple of days previously, had 
killed a young bull as it stood feeding in a 
lake, and for some days moose meat was 
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our staple food. After that it was re
placed by messes of freshly caught trout, 
and once or twice by a birch-partridge. 
Mrs. Lambert was at the camp, and Mr. 
and Mrs. McKinney joined us there. A 
club reserve such as this, with weather
proof cabins scattered here and there be
side the lakes, offers the chance for wom
en of the outdoor type, no less than for 
men no longer in their first youth, to en
joy the life of the wonderful northern wil
derness, and yet to enjoy, also, such sub
stantial comforts as warmth, dry clothes, 
and good food at night, after a hard day 
in the open. 

Such a reserve offers a fine field for ob
servation of the life histories of the more 
shy and rare wild creatures practically un
affected by man. Many persons do not 
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realize how completely on these reserves 
the wild life is led under natural condi
tions, wholly unlike those on small artifi
cial reserves. Most wild beasts in the 
true wilderness lead lives that are artifi
cial in so far as they are primarily condi
tioned by fear of man. In wilderness re
serves like this, on the contrary, there is 
so much less dread of human persecution 
that the lives led by such beasts as the 
moose, caribou, and beaver more closely 
resemble life in the woods before the ap
pearance of man. As an example, on the 
Tourilli game reserve, wolves, which did 
not appear until within a decade, have 
been much more destructive since then 
than men, and have more profoundly in
fluenced for evil the lives of the other wild 
creatures. 

The beavers are among the most inter
esting of all woodland beasts. They had 
been so trapped out that fifteen years ago 
there were probably not a dozen individ
uals left on the reserve. Then they were 
rigidly protected. After ten years they 
had increased literally a hundredfold. At 
the end of that time trapping was per
mitted for a year; hundreds of skins were 
taken; and then trapping was again pro
hibited. 

The beaver on the reserve at present 
number between one and two thousand. 
We saw their houses and dams every
where. One dam was six feet high; an
other dam was built to the height of about 
a foot and a half, near one of our camping 
places, in a week's time. The architects 
were a family of beavers; som.e of the 
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Beaver cabin on Lake Lirette. 

branches bore the big marks of the teeth 
of the parent beavers, some the marks of 
the smaU teeth of the young ones. I t was 
interesting to see the dams grow; stones 
being heaped on the up-current side to 
keep the branches in place. Frequently 
we came across the animals themselves, 
swimming a stream or lake, and not much 
bothered by our presence. When left un
molested they are quite as much diurnal 
as nocturnal. Again and again, as I sat 
hidden on the lake banks, beaver swam to 
and fro close beside me, even at high noon. 
One, which was swimming across a lake at 
sunset, would not dive until we paddled 
the canoe straight for it as hard as we 
could; whereupon it finally disappeared 
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with a slap of its tail. Once at evening 
Lambert paddled his canoe across the ap
proach to a house, barring the way to the 
owner, a very big beaver. It did not like 
to dive under the canoe, and swam close 
up on the surface, literally gritting its 
teeth; and now And then it would slap 
the water with its tail, whereupon the 
heads of other beaver would pop up above 
the waters of the lake. 

The beaver has developed habits more 
interesting and extraordinary than those 
of any other rodent—indeed, as interest
ing as those of any other beast—and its 
ways of life are such as to enable it to pro
tect itself from its enemies, and to insure 
itself against failure of food, to a degree 
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very unusual among animals. It is no 
wonder that when protected against man 
it literally swarms in its native forests. 
Its dams, houses, and canals are all won
derful; and on the Tourilli they were eas
ily studied. The height at which many of 
the tree trunks had been severed showed 
that the cutting must have been done 
in winter when the snow was deep and 
crusted. One tree which had not fallen 
showed a deep, spiral groove going twice 
round the trunk. Evidently the snow had 
melted faster than the beavers worked; 
they were never able to make a complete 
ring, although they had gnawed twice 
around the tree; and finally the rising 
temperature beat the teeth, and the task 
was perforce abandoned. 

I was surprised at the complete absence 
from the Tourilli of the other northern 
tree eater—bark eater—the porcupine. 
Inquiry developed the fact that porcu
pines had been exceedingly numerous un
til within a score of years or less. Then a 
mysterious disease smote the slow, clum
sy, sluggish creatures, and in the course of 
two or three years they were absolutely 
exterminated. In similar fashion from 
some mysterious disease (or aggregation 
of diseases, which sometimes all work 
with virulence when animals become too 
crowded) almost all the rabbits in the re
serve died off some six years ago. In each 
case it was a universally, or M êll-nigh uni
versally, fatal epidemic, following a pe
riod during which the smitten animals had 
possessed good health and had flourished 
and increased greatly in spite of the flesh 
eaters that preyed on them. 

Of course such epidemic disease is only 
one of many causes that may produce 
such extermination or reduction in num
bers. More efficient food rivals may be a 
factor; just as sheep drive out cattle from 
the same pasturage, and as, in Australia, 
rabbits drive out sheep. Or animal foes 
may be a cause. Fifteen years ago, in the 
Tourilli, caribou were far more plentiful 
than moose. Moose have steadily in
creased in numbers. But some seven years 
ago wolves, of which none had been seen in 
these woods for half a century, made their 
appearance. They did not seriously mo
lest the full-grown moose (nor the black 
bears), although they occasionally killed 
moose calves, and very rarely, when in a 
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pack, an adult; but they warred on all the 
other animals, including the lucivees when 
they could catch them on the ice in win
ter. They followed the caribou unceas
ingly, killing many; and in consequence 
the caribou are now far less common. 
Barthelmy Lirette, the most experienced 
hunter and best observer among the 
guides—even better than his brother Ar
thur—told me that the wolves usually 
made no effort to assail the moose, and 
that never but once had he heard of their 
killing a grown moose. But they followed 
any caribou they came across, big or little. 
Once on snow-shoes he had tracked such a 
chase all day long. A single wolf had fol
lowed a caribou for twenty-five miles be
fore killing it. Evidently the wolf deliber
ately set about tiring his victim so that it 
could not resist. In the snow the caribou 
sank deep. The wolf ran lightly. His 
tracks showed that he had galloped when
ever the caribou had galloped, and walked 
behind it when it became too tired to run, 
and then galloped again when under the 
terror of his approach the hunted thing 
once more flailed its fading strength in
to flight. Its strength was utterly gone 
when its grim follower at last sprang on it 
and tore out its life. 

After a few days, the Lamberts and I 
shifted to Lambert's home camp, an easy 
two days' journey, tramping along the 
portage trails and paddling across the 
many lakes. It was a very comfortable 
camp, by a beautiful lake. There were 
four log cabins, each water-tight and 
with a stove; and the largest was in effect 
a sitting-room, with comfortable chairs 
and shelves of books. They stood in a 
sunny clearing. The wet, dense forest 
was all around; the deep mossy ground 
spangled with bright-red partridge ber
ries. Behind the cabins was a small po
tato patch. Wild raspberries were always 
encroaching on this patch and attracted 
the birds of the neighborhood, including 
hermit and olive-back thrushes, both now 
silent. Chickadees were in the woods, 
and woodpeckers—the arctic, the hairy, 
and the big log-cock—drummed on the 
dead trees. One mid-afternoon a great 
gray owl called repeatedly, uttering a 
short, loud sound like that of some big 
wild beast. In front of the main cabin 
were four graceful mountain ashes, bril-
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liant with scarlet berry clusters. On a 
neighboring lake Coleman Drayton had a 
camp; the view from it across the lake 
was very beautiful. He killed a moose on 
the lake next to his and came over to din
ner with us the same evening. 

On the way to Lambert's camp I went 
off by myself for twenty-four hours, with 
my two guides, Arthur Lirette, one of the 
game wardens of the club, and Odillon 
Genest. Arthur was an experienced 
woodsman, intelhgent and responsible, 
and with the really charming manners 
that are so much more common among 
men of French or Spanish blood than 
among ourselves. Odillon was a strong 
young fellow, a good paddler and willing 
worker. I wished to visit a lake which 
moose were said to frequent. We carried 
our canoe thither. 

After circling the lake in the canoe with
out seeing anything, we drew it ashore 
among some bushes and sat down under 
a clump of big spruces to watch. Al
though only partially concealed, we were 
quiet; and it is movement that attracts 
the eyes of wild things. A beaver house 
was near by, and the inmates swam about 
not thirty feet from us; and scaup ducks, 
and once a grown brood of dusky mallard 
drifted and swam by only a little farther 
off. The beaver kept slapping the water 
with their broad, trowel-tails, evidently 
in play; when they are wary they often 
dive without slapping the water. No bull 
appeared, but a cow moose with two 
calves came down to the lake, directly op
posite us, at one in the afternoon, and 
spent two hours in the water. Near where 
the three of them entered the lake was a 
bed of tall, , coarse reed-grass standing 
well above the water. Earlier in the sea
son this had been grazed by moose, but 
these three did not touch it. The cow 
having entered the water did not leave. 
She fed exclusively with her head under 
water. Wading out until only the ridge 
of her back was above the surface, and at 
times finding that the mud bothered even 
her long legs, she plunged her huge, home
ly head to the bottom, coming up with, 
between her jaws, big tufts of dripping 
bottom-grass—the moose-grass—or the 
roots and stems of other plants. After a 
time she decided to change her station, 
and, striking off into deep water, she 

swam half a mile farther down the lake. 
She swam well and powerfully, but sunk 
rather deep in the water, only her head 
and the ridge of her withers above it. She 
continued to feed, usually broadside to 
me, some three hundred and fifty yards 
off; her big ears flopped forward and 
back, and her long snout, with the pro
tuberant nostrils, was thrust out, as she 
turned from time to time to look or smell 
for her calves. "The latter had separated 
at once from the mother, and spent only a 
little time in the water, appearing and dis
appearing among the alders and among 
the berry bushes on a yielding bog of pink 
and gray moss. Once they played to
gether for a moment, and then one of 
them cantered off for a few rods. 

When moose calves go at speed they 
usually canter. By the time they are 
yearlings, however, they have adopted 
the trot as their usual gait. When grown 
they walk, trot when at speed, and some
times pace; but they gallop so rarely that 
many good observers say that they never 
gallop or canter. This is too sweeping, 
however. I have myself, as will be re
lated, seen a heavy old bull gallop for 
fifty yards when excited; and I have seen 
the tracks where a full-grown cow or 
young bull galloped for a longer distance. 
Lambert came on one close up in a shal
low lake, and in its fright it galloped 
a-shore, churning through the mud and 
water. In very deep snow one will some
times gallop or bound for a dozen leaps; 
and under sudden fright from an enemy 
near by even the biggest moose will some
times break into a gallop which may last 
for several rods. More often, even under 
such circumstances, the animal trots off; 
and the trot is its habitual and, save in 
exceptional circumstances, its only rapid 
gait, even when charging. 

As the cow and her young ones stood 
in the water on the bank it was impossible 
not to be struck by the conspicuously ad
vertising character of the coloration. 
The moose is one of the few animals of 
which the body is inversely counter-
shaded, being black save for the brownish 
or grayish of the back. The huge black 
mass at once attracts the eye, and the 
whitish or grayish legs are also strikingly 
visible. The bright-red summer coat of 
the white-tail deer is, if anything, of even 
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more advertising quality; but the huge 
bulk of a moose, added to its blackness, 
makes it the most conspicuous of all our 
beasts. 

Moose are naturally just as much diur
nal as nocturnal. We found them visit
ing the lakes at every hour of the day. 
They are so fond of water as to be almost 
amphibious. In the winter they feed on 
the buds and twig tips of young spruce 
and birch and swamp maple, and when 
there is no snow they feed freely on va
rious ground plants in the forest; but 
for over half the year they prefer to eat 
the grasses and other plants which grow 
either above or under the water in the 
lakes. They easily wade through mud 
not more than four feet deep, and take de
light in swimming. But until this trip I 
did not know that moose while swimming 
dived to get grass from the bottom. Mr. 
McKinney told me of having seen this 
feat himself. The moose was swimming 
to and fro in a small lake; he plunged 
his head beneath water, and then at once 
raised it, looking around, evidently to see 
if any enemy were taking advantage of 
his head being concealed to approach him. 
Then he plunged his head down again, 
threw his rump above water, and dove 
completely below the surface, coming up 
with tufts of bottom-grass in his mouth. 
He repeated this several times, once stay
ing down and out of sight for nearly half a 
minute. 

After the cow moose left the water she 
spent an hour close to the bank, near the 
inlet. We came quite near to her in the 
canoe before she fled; her calves were far
ther in the woods. I t was late when we 
started to make our last portage; a heavy 
rain-storm beat on us, speedily drenching 
us, and the darkness and the driving 
downpour made our walk over the rough 
forest trail one of no small difficulty. 
Next day we went to Lambert's camp. 

Some ten miles northwest of Lambert's 
camp lies a stretch of wild and mountain
ous country, containing many lakes, 
which has been but seldom visited. A 
good cabin has been built on one of the 
lakes. A couple of years ago Lambert 
went thither, but saw nothing, and Cole
man Drayton was there the same sum
mer; Arthur, my guide, visited the cabin 
last spring to see if it was in repair; other

wise the country had been wholly undis
turbed. I determined to make a three 
days' trip to it, with Arthur and Odillon. 
We were out of meat, and I desired to 
shoot something for the table. My li
cense permitted me to kill one bull moose. 
It also permitted me to kill two caribou 
of either sex; but Lambert felt, and I 
heartily agreed with him, that no cow 
ought to be shot. 

We left after breakfast one morning. 
Before we had been gone twenty-five min
utes I was able to obtain the wished-for 
fresh meat. Our course, as usual, lay 
along a succession of lakes connected by 
carries or portages. We were almost at 
the end of the first portage when we 
caught a glimpse of a caribou feeding in 
the thick woods some fifty yards to the 
right of our trail. I t was eating the 
streamers of gray-green moss which hung 
from the dead lower branches of the 
spruces. I t was a yearling bull. At first I 
could merely make out a small patch of 
its flank between two tree trunks, and I 
missed it; fortunately, for if wounded it 
would probably have escaped. At the re
port, instead of running, the foolish young 
IJUU shifted his position to look at us, and 
with the next shot I killed him. While 
Arthur dressed him Odillon returned to 
camp and brought out a couple of men. 
We took a shoulder with us for our pro
vision and sent the rest back to camp. 
Hour after hour we went forward. We 
paddled across the lakes. Between them 
the trails sometinies led up to and down 
from high divides; at other times they 
followed the courses of rapid brooks which 
splashed noisily over smooth stones un
der the swaying, bending branches of the 
alders. Off the trail fallen logs and boul
ders covered the ground, and the moss 
covered everything ankle-deep or knee-
deep. 

Early in the afternoon we reached the 
cabin. The lake, like most of the lakes 
thereabouts, was surrounded by low, 
steep mountains, shrouded in unbroken 
forest. The fight-green domes of the 
birches rose among the sombre spruce 
spires; on the mountain crests the pointed 
spruces made a serrated line against the 
sky. Arthur and I paddled off across the 
lake in the light canoe we had been carry
ing. We had hardly shoved off from shore 
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before we saw a caribou swimming in the 
middle of the lake. It was a young cow, 
and doubtless had never before seen a 
man. The canoe much excited its curios
ity. A caribou, thanks probably to its pe
culiar pelage, is a very buoyant swimmer. 
Unlike the moose, this caribou carried 
its whole back, and especially its rump, 
well out of water; the short tail was held 
erect, and the white under-surf ace glinted 
whenever the swimmer turned away from 
us. At first, however, it did not swim 
away, being too much absorbed in the 
spectacle of the canoe. It kept gazing 
toward us with its ears thrown forward, 
wheeling to look at us as lightly and read
ily as a duck. We passed it at a distance 
of some seventy-five yards, whereupon it 
took fright and made off, leaving a wake 
like a paddle-wheel steamer, and, when it 
landed, bouncing up the bank with a great 
splashing of water and cracking of bushes. 
A caribou swims even better than moose; 
but whereas a moose not only feeds by 
preference in the water but half the time 
with its head under water, the caribou 
feeds on land, although occasionally crop
ping water-grass that stands above the 
surface. 

We portaged beside a swampy little 
stream to the next lake, and circled it in 
the canoe. Silently we went round every 
point, alert to find what the bay beyond 
might hold. But we saw nothing. It was 
night when we returned. As we paddled 
across the lake the stars were glorious 
overhead and the mysterious landscape 
shimmered in the white radiance of the 
moonlight. Loons called to one another, 
not only uttering their goblin laugh
ter, but also those long-drawn, waiHng 
cries, which seem to hold all the fierce 
and mournful loneliness of the northern 
wastes. Then we reached camp, and 
feasted on caribou venison, and slept 
soundly on our beds of fragrant balsam 
boughs. 

Next morning, on September 19, we 
started eastward, across a short portage, 
perhaps a quarter of a mile long, besides 
which ran a stream, a little shallow 
river. At the farther end of the portage 
we launched the canoe in a large lake 
hemmed in by mountains. The lake twist
ed and turned, and was indented by many 
bays. A strong breeze was blowing. Ar

thur was steersman, Odillou bowsman, 
while I sat in the middle with my Spring
field rifle. We skirted the shores, examin
ing each bay. 

Half an hour after starting, as we 
rounded a point, we saw the huge black 
body and white shovel antlers of a bull 
moose. He was close to the alders, wad
ing in the shallow water and deep mud 
and grazing on a patch of fairly tall water-
grass. So absorbed was he that he did 
not notice us until Arthur had skilfully 
brought the canoe to within eighty yards 
of him. Then he saw us, tossed his great 
antlered head aloft, and for a moment 
stared at us, a picture of burly majesty. 
He stood broadside on, and a splendid 
creature he was, of towering stature, the 
lord of all the deer tribe, as stately a beast 
of the chase as walks the round world. 

The waves were high, and the canoe 
danced so on the ripple that my first bul
let went wild; but with the second I slew 
the mighty bull. 

We had our work cut out to get the bull 
out of the mud and on the edge of the dry 
land. The antlers spread fifty-two inches. 
Some hours were spent in fixing the head, 
taking off the hide, and cutting up the car
cass. Our canoe was loaded to its full 
capacity with moose meat when we start
ed toward the beginning of the portage 
leading from the southeastern corner of 
the lake toward the Lambert's camp. 
Here we landed the meat, putting cool 
moss over it, and left it to be called for on 
our way back on the morrow. 

It was shortly after three when we 
again pushed off in the canoe and headed 
for the western end of the lake, for the 
landing from which the portage led to our 
cabin. It had been a red-letter day, of the 
ordinary hunting red-letter type. I had 
no conception that the real adventure still 
lay ahead of us. 

When half a mile from the landing we 
saw another big bull moose on the edge of 
the shore ahead of us. It looked and was, 
if anything, even bigger bodied than the 
one I had shot in the morning, with ant
lers almost as large and rather more pal-
mated. We paddled up to within a hun
dred yards of it, laughing and talking and 
remarking how eager we would have been 
if we had not already got our moose. At 
first it did not seem to notice us. Then it 
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looked at us but paid us no further heed. 
We were rather surprised at this, but pad
dled on past it; and it then walked along 
the shore after us. We still supposed that 

action, and I could hardly beheve the 
moose meant mischief; but Arthur said 
it did; and obviously we could not land 
with the big, black, evil-looking beast 

Colonel Roosevelt and Arthur Lirette with antlers of moose shot September 19, 1915. 

it did not realize what we were. But an
other hundred yards put us to windward 
of it. Instead of turning into the forest 
when it got our wind, it merely bristled up 
the hair on its withers, shook its head, and 
continued to walk after the canoe along 
the shore. I had heard of bull moose dur
ing the rut attacking men unprovoked, if 
the men were close up, but never of any
thing as wanton and deliberate as this 
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coming for us—and of course I was most 
anxious not to have to shoot it. So we 
turned the canoe round and paddled on 
our back track. But the moose prompt
ly turned and followed us along the 
shore. We yelled at him, and Odillon 
struck the canoe with his paddle, but 
with no effect. After going a few hun
dred yards we again turned and resumed 
our former course, and as promptly the 
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moose turned and followed us, shaking 
his head and threatening us. He seemed 
to be getting more angry and evidently 
meant mischief. We now continued our 
course until we were opposite the portage 
landing and about a hundred yards away 
from it; the water was shallow and we did 
not wish to venture closer lest the moose 
might catch us if he charged. When he 
came to the portage trail he turned up it, 
sniffing at our footsteps of the morning, 
and walked along it into the woods; and we 
hoped that now he would become uneasy 
and go off. After waiting a few minutes 
we paddled slowly toward the landing, but 
before reaching it we caught his loom in 
the shadow, as he stood facing us some 
distance down the trail. As soon as we 
stopped he rushed down the trail toward 
us, coming into, the lake, and we backed 
hastily into deep water. He vented his 
rage on a small tree, which he wrecked 
with his antlers. We continued to paddle 
round the head of the bay, and he fol
lowed us; we still hoped we might get him 
away from the portage and that he would 
go into the woods. But when we turned 
he followed us back, and thus went to and 
fro with us. Where the water was deep, 
near shore, we pushed the canoe close in to 
him, and he promptly rushed down to the 
water's edge, shaking his head, and strik
ing the earth with his fore hoofs. We 
shouted at him, but with no effect. As he 
paraded along the shore he opened his 
mouth, lolling out his tongue; and now 
and then when he faced us he ran out his 
tongue and licked the end of his muzzle. 
Once, with head down, he bounded or gal
loped round in a half-circle, and from time 
to time he grunted or uttered a low men
acing roar. Now and then he smashed 
a small tree with his antlers or pounded 
the ground with one of his mighty fore 
hooves. Altogether the huge black beast 
looked like a formidable customer, and 
was evidently in a most evil rage and 
bent on man-kiUing. 

For over an hour he thus kept us from 
the shore, running to meet us wherever 
we tried to go. The afternoon was wan
ing, and a cold wind began to blow, shifting 
as it blew. He was not a pleasant-looking 
beast to meet in the woods in the dusk. 
We were at our wits' ends what to do. At 
last he turned, shook his head, and with a 

flourish of his heels galloped—not trotted 
—for fifty yards up beside the little river 
which paraUeled the portage trail. I 
called Arthur's attention to this, as he had 
been telling me that a big bull never gal
loped. Then the moose disappeared at a 
trot round the bend. We waited a few 
minutes, cautiously landed, and started 
along the trail, watching to see if the bull 
was lying in wait for us; Arthur telling me 
that if he now attacked us I must shoot 
him at once or he would kill somebody. 

A couple of hundred yards on, the trail 
led to within a few yards of the Httle river. 
As we reached this point a smashing in the 
brush beyond the opposite bank caused 
us to wheel, and the great bull came head
long for us, while Arthur called to me to 
shoot. With a last hope of frightening 
him I fired over his head, without the 
slightest effect. At a slashing trot he 
crossed the river, shaking his head, his 
ears back, the hair on his withers bristling. 

"Tirez, m'sieu, tirez; vite, vite!" called 
Arthur; and when the bull was not thirty 
feet off I put a bullet into his chest, in the 
sticking point. I t was a mortal wound 
and stopped him short; I fired into his 
chest again, and this wound, too, would 
by itself have been fatal. He turned and 
recrossed the stream, falUng to a third 
shot; but as we approached he struggled 
to his feet, grunting savagely, and I killed 
him as he came toward us. 

I was sorry to have to kill him, but there 
was no alternative. As it was, I only 
stopped him in the nick of time, and had I 
not shot straight at least one of us would 
have paid forfeit with his life in another 
second. Even in Africa I have never 
known anything but a rogue elephant or 
buffalo, or an occasional rhinoceros, to at
tack so viciously or with such premedi
tation, when itself neither wounded nor 
threatened. 

Gentle-voiced Arthur, in his delightful 
habitant's French-, said that the incident 
was "pas mal curieux." He used "pas 
mal" as a superlative. The first time he 
used it I was completely bewildered. It 
was hot and sultry, and Arthur remarked 
that the day was "pas mal mort." How 
the day could be "not badly dead " I could 
not imagine, but the proper translation 
turned out to be "a very lifeless day," 
which was true. 
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On reaching Lambert 's camp Arthur 
and Odillon made affidavit to the facts as 
above set forth, and this affidavit I sub-
]iiitted to the distinguished Secretary of 
Mines and Fisheries of Quebec, who ap-
]Droved what I had done, and who treated 
me with every courtesy and consideration. 

On the day following that on which we 
killed the two bulls we went back to Lam
bert's home camp. While crossing one 
lake, about the middle of the forenoon, a 
bull moose challenged twice from the for
est-clad mountain on our right. We found 
a pawing place, a pit where one—possibly 
more than one—bull had pawed up the 
earth and thrashed the saplings round
about with its antlers. The whole of the 
next day was spent in getting in the meat, 
skins, and antlers. 

I do not believe that this vicious bull 
moose had ever seen a man. I have never 
heard of another moose acting with the 
same determination and perseverance in 
ferocious malice; it behaved, as I have 
said, hke some of the rare vicious rogues 
among African elephants, buffaloes, and 
rhinoceroses. Bull moose during the rut 
are fierce animals, however, and although 
there, is ordinarily no danger whatever 
in shooting them, several of my friends 
have been resolutely charged by wounded 
moose, and I know of and have elsewhere 
described one authentic case where the 

hunter was killed. A boy carrying mail 
through the woods to the camp of a friend 
of mine was forced to climb a tree by a 
bull which threatened him. My friend 
Pride, of Island Falls, Maine, was charged 
while in a canoe at night by a bull moose 
which he had incautiously approached too 
near, and the canoe was upset. If fol
lowed on snow-shoes in the deep snow, or 
too closely approached in its winter yard, 
it is not uncommon for a moose to charge 
when its pursuer is within a few yards. 
Once Arthur was charged by a bull which 
was in company with a cow. He was in a 
canoe, at dusk, in a stream, and the bull 
rushed into the water after him, while he 
paddled hard to get away; but the cow 
left, and the bull promptly followed her. 
In none of these cases, however, did the 
bull act with the malice and cold-blooded 
purposefulness shown by the bull I was 
forced to kill. 

Two or three days later I left the woods. 
The weather had grown colder. The 
loons had begun to gather on the larger 
lakes in preparation for their southward 
flight. The nights were frosty. Fall was 
in the air. Once there was a flurry of 
snow. Birch and maple were donning the 
bravery with which they greet the on
coming north—crimson and gold their 
banners flaunted in the eyes of the dying 
year. 

Antlers of moose shot September 19,1915, with Springfield rifle No. 6000, Model 1903. 
This rifle, now a retired veteran, is not heavy enoug îi for steady use on heavy grame ; l)Ut it is so handy and accurate, has much penetra-

tipu, and lieeps in such good order, that it has been my chief hunting-rifle for the last dozen years on tliree continents, and has repeatedly 
killed heavy game. With it I have shot some three hundred head of alt kinds, including the following ; Lion, hyena, elephant, rhinoceros 
(square-mouthed and hook-nosed), hippopotamus, zebras of two kinds, wart-hog, girafi'e, giant eland, common eland, roan antelope, oryx, 
wildebeest, topi, white-withered lechwe, waterbucks, hartebeests, kobs, impalla, gereuuk, gazelles, reedbucks, bushbucks, klipspringer, 
oribis, duikers, steinbok, dikdik, monkeys; jaguar, tapir, big peccary, giant ant-eater, capybara, wood-deer, monkey; cougar, black bear, 
moose, caribou, white-tail deer; crocodile, cayman, python; ostrich, bustard, wild turkey, crane, pelican, maribou, ibis, whale-head stork, 
jabiru stork, guinea-fowl, francolin. 
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" What have you d o n e ? " inquired Rabhage, grinninLj;. — Page 173. 

T H E HUMAN EQUATION 

By Lawrence Perry 

ILLUSTRATIONS BY GEORGE W R I G H T 

^ H O M A S BABBAGE arose 
from his comfortable arm
chair on the vine-covered 
veranda of his home and 
eyed with malevolence a 
lean, red, rumble-seated 

motor-car which was effecting a rather 
noisy stop in front of the house. Through 
his mind ran the thought that an unpleas
ant situation loomed. The alert, jaunty 
poise of his friend Barlow and the demurely 
amused expression of the attractive wom
an at his side strengthened the suspicion. 
Barlow's first words established it beyond 
debate. 

" Thomas," he called, " we've come to 
take you for a ride." 

BalDbage arose slowly, 
168 

' 'A ride ?'' His manner was one of hesi
tation, and certainly his demeanor lacked 
graciousness, all of which brought a grin 
to the motorist's face. He raised his eye
brows at Miss Taddiken and then glanced 
toward the porch. 

"A ride, yes. I want you to try the new 
car—the Red Rover—eh?" Whether he 
tried to conceal it or not, the note of tri
umph was more than an impalpable ele
ment in his voice. 

Babbage came down the walk and 
opened the gate. 

"How do, Miss Taddiken? " He viewed 
the light-waisted car with an apprais
ing glance. "Pretty nice, William. I 
heard you had one—but I—I don't 
think I'll " 
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