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BDBHG £ CABIPING i THE ALBERTA IIEDERES

The Trapper.

s EVERAL years ago a story I re id
In one of the leading magazines,
descriptive of the Canadian West
and the great and almost unknown
game-infested wilderness laying
north of the Saskatchewan River,

awakened in me a longing to visit this primi
tive land, to see for myself the vast reaches
of undulating prairie and brush land, and to
follow the old Indian trails leading north,
Past crystal lakes, and over rushing streams
with quaint tragedy suggesting Indian names,
until the last sign of civilization was left far
behind and our own new-made trail wou:d
oe the onlv one to follow hark. i

By WM. C. BARTLETT

IN SIX PARTS-PART 1

This, I suppose, was the "wanderlust," or
tlie "call of the wild," of tlie primitive man
in mo. But, whatever it was, it grew on me,
day by day, until at last I mentioned it to my
friend Bill, and his friend the Professor, and
proposed that we cut all other engagements
and go.

Bill and the Professor were delighted.
They declared it was just what they had
been thinking about for the last six months,
and that they would be ready to start in a
week.

That night we met in my friends' cozy
bachelor quarters and outlined our plans,
discussed and decided upon the guns, ammu
nition, and other paraphernalia required for
the trip, and the next day set to work getting
the outfit together. The end of the week
found us aboard the west-bound train out of
Parkersburg, West Virginia, and on the way
to the big land away to the northwest, the
land of the "Chinook” and big game.

Our first night camp was in Columbus,
Ohio, our second in Detroit, and the third
found us aboard a swift lake steamer bound
for Port Arthur, Ontario; there we transfer
red to a train over the Canadian Northern,
and at 2 o'clock in the morning, eight days
since leaving home, we unloaded ourselves
and baggage onto the station platform at
Vermillion, a little mushroom town in the
province of Alberta, Canada.

The morning following our arrival in Ver
million, we repaired to the town li,very-
stable and there procured the services of a
driver—who was also a guide—a team of
bronchos and a light spring wagon were then
secured, in which we made a preliminary ex
cursion into the “Hog-back,” a strip of hilly
wooded country to the north, bordering the
CAll^Vi bnnlr nf --- tt* .
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returned the following day, as we found that
game and fish were scarce on the south side
of the river; the game having been fright
ened out by the encroaching settlers, while
the fish it seemed had never existed: why, I
will explain later.

It was long after the sun had set when we
again drove into Vermillion. We had cov
ered seventy miles in the two days' drive,
over a trail so new that at times it was hard
ly to be distinguished from the untrod prai
rie, which it traversed.

On the way back we made our plans for
the future, the main feature of which was a
two weeks’ trip into the Moose Mountains,



seventy-five miles due north. In this region
(|t was reported) hlg game, such as moose,
elk, deer, bear, wolf and lynx were plentiful,
and the fishing unexcelled. The report of
fish was one thing
that decided us on
Long Lake. For,
since our arrival In
the district, we had
not even sighted a
minnow, a surprising
fact considering the
thousands of beauti
ful fresh-water lakes
that dot the whole
country, from one of
which a fish had
never been taken.

At Darling’s ranch,
where we had taken
dinner the day be
fore, wewere inform
ed that it was on ac
count of a small wa
ter bug which
swarms in all the
lakes and streams of
the region, making
them untenable for
the fish; but I was
of the opinion that it
was due to the thou
sands of water fowl,
which make these
waters their home,
and have devoured
the spawn and young
of the fish, until they
have become extinct

I found proof of
the correctness of
my surmise in the
fact that north of
the Saskatchewan, in
the mountainous re
gions where the lakes
are generally sur
rounded by high
hills, the ducks were
comparatively scarce,
while gold eye, pick
erel and white fish
were plentiful.

We were up bright
and early the next
morning and, after
breakfast, repaired to
the Western Canada
Trading Company’s
store. We had made
out a list Of provi
sions and other es-

leads through forty-five miles of the most
beautiful country the world can produce, to
the government ferry over the Saskatche
wan.

The day was Ideal. The sun was shining
bright and warm out of a cloudless sapphire
sky—as only an Alberta sun can shine—and
flooding with a golden yellow light, the wide

reaches of undulat
ing prairie land that
billowed away ahead,
and melted into pur
ple mauve where the
low distant divide
merged in the sky
above Scores of yel
low-breasted mead
ow larks rose from
the trail side; as we
passed the wayside
thickets the robin
red-breast darted out
in jerky flight, and
the native whiskey
jack rose from sos-
katoon and poplar,
and, light as wind
blown thistledown
seemed to float away
to neighboring brush
or coppice.

Everyone was in
good spirits, and
lounged back in sat
isfied ease, coatless,
and with the inevita
ble pipe going, while
the Professor in giv
ing vent to his exub
erance, roared out
what seemed to the
rest of us an extem
pore medley of dis
connected notes, but
which he declared to
be a correct rendi
tion of “Dreaming."

Grouse was wanted
for supper, so each
of us kept his eyes
busy looking for
them, along the way,
Bill and the Profes
sor even getting out
and beating the
grass covers on
cither side as we
drove along. At last.
after we were abour
fifteen miles out. I
discovered a flock
sitting In the grass
about forty yards to
the left of the trail;
nothing but their
heads was visible.My First Shot Intercepted a Second Bird and Two Fell Almoat Together.

sentials for a pro
tracted stay in camp, so we were not long in
getting together and packing our outfit on
and around the same familiar “Democrat” in
which we had been riding for the last two
days.

Our food supplies consisted of sugar, cof
fee, flour, bacon, candles, a few’ potatoes and
onions, soap, condensed cream and several
absolutely necessary edibles. Our cooking
equipment Included a large frying pan, or
skillet, a coffee pot, several buckets, a boil
ing pot, spoons, knives and forks, piepans
for plates, tin cups for coffee, and a small
two hole sheet iron camp stove. We also
purchased several heavy blankets and such
heavy wearing apparel as we would need If
cold weather caught us. A heavy wall tent
completed the outfit

Our old driver of the two preceding days
was on the box, or rather, on a huge pile of
coats and blankets, which, for lack of room,
had been piled on to his seat Then, every
thing being ready, with eaclP of us perched
some place on the load, we were off for the
moose country, followed by the best wishes
of a good part of the town population, assem
bled to see the "Yankees” off.

Driving north to the edge of town, we
crossed the Vermillion River by way of a
substantial new bridge; then swung north
west over the old "half breed” trail, which

and it was only my
early experience, gained in shooting prairie
chicken, that enabled me to distinguish
them from the dry weed stalks which sur
rounded them. Knowing that the Professor
would go banging away with his rifle if he
knew they were there, I quietly requested
the driver to stop the wagon: then getting
out, walked up and flushed the covey. My
first' shot intercepted a second bird and two
fell almost together. My second was a clean
kill, and my third bird wheeled at the shot,
flew a short distance at right angles to its
first course and fell dead in a small thicket
of poplar brush. That was all we needed-
one apiece for supper—so I gathered them
up and walked back to the wagon. The
Professor was very much hurt because I had
not let him shoot their heads off with the
rifle. I agreed with him that the birds would
not have been shot up so badly had I known
and been more considerate of his wishes.

Remarkable as it may seem at this late
date, every now and then we passed the
white bleached skull of a buffalo—one of the
relics that comprises all that remains of the
mighty herds which once roamed the sur
rounding prairie; one, sticking on the end of
a pole, placed there by some passing trav
eler, had the outside shell of one horn still
clinging to the core, while others lay as per
haps they had for the last thirty years, star-



Ing through eyeless sockets at the passer-by,
a silent reminder of the cruelest slaughter
and grimmest tragedy that the Western
plains have ever known.

Here was the favorite winter range of the
buffalo In the years gone by. Here thev
were plentiful, and here they made their last
fight for existence against the remorseless
horde of white destroyers who relentlessly
followed and shot them down until the last
woolly brown coat had been stripped off. and
the carcass left as it lay, to be torn to pieces
and devoured by the wolves, and only the
bare bones left to work the scene of trag
edy: the stripped skull gleaming white
through the yellow buffalo grass, like marble
marking a fallen monarch's grave.

Old George Atkinson, a Scotch half breed
who was later employed by myself and
others to guide us on a subsequent trip, told
nte that he had been employed as a buffalo
killer, by a party of whites, when buffalo
were plentiful—thirty-five years before—fin-
said) that he had killed hundreds of them
in the Vermillion Valley. The method em
ployed was to ride up with the herd—a very
easy matter when mounted on a fairly good
horse—and then shoot them down as fast
as he could load and fire. The point se
lected for the shot was the hollow depres
sion just in front of the hip bone; tin- bullet
ranging diagonally forward and downward.
and generally killing instantly. After th-
"Killers" came the "Skinners" with wagons.
and the hides were stripped off and piled
into the wagons until a load was secured, or
there were no more buffalo to kill. Ami
still you hear people contend that it was th-
Indian who destroyed the buffalo. Worse
still, one writer claims that the gray wolf
was responsible for his extermination, a
statement which any one who has traveled
the old buffalo trails and talked to the active
principals in his destruction, cannot help
but brand as foolishly absurd. It was the
unprlncipaled white man and his greed for
the dollars the hides would bring, and the
passive Indifference nf a government which
should have stopped the slaughter that was
responsible for this crime.

As night was approaching wo kept a look
out for a place to camp, where water and
fuel would be easily accessible and plentiful.
Coming out at least onto the edge of a low
terracelikc line of bluffs which marked the
termination of a wide meadowlike valley, we
decided to cross to the opposite side where
on a low hill, nestled a small white walled
cabin with surrounding corrals ami out
buildings, and make it the scene of our first
night camp.

Descending into the valley we crossed a
small creek in which the Mallards were hold
ing some kind of a convention. Here Hill.
gun in hand, slipped over the tail gate of
the wagon to try for a potshot and the rest
of us drove on up the hill, and selecting a
nice smooth spot, back of the corral, pro
ceeded to make camp and prepare supper.

After bringing water, the Professor tack
led the pitching of the tent, while I began
operations on my grouse, and by the time
Bill got in with his duck story the tent was
up and my grouse—nice young ones—were
broiling over a fine fire of live coals: the
coffee was set to boil over another fire, the
kettle hanging from the end of an inclined
stake, Indian style, and several slices of
bacon were put to fry in our big camp
skillet: a can of condensed cream was
opened, and the bread—we had brought sev
eral loaves—cut in generous slices. Then,
the driver having finished caring for the
horses and rejoined us. each man was given
a piepan, tin cup, knife, fork nnd spoon, and
the announcement made "Supper’s ready."

There are some who read this who have
always lived in the East, where the sullen
roar of civilization eternally drowns the
voice of nature. There are some who travel:
but always where the repulsive dust and
smoke, cast up by the world's tramping mil-

1 know a song ilial Hu- bluebird is singing,
(hit. in (ho apple tree where he is swinging.
Brave little fellow! The skies may be dreary,
Nothing cares he while bis heart is so cheery.

Hark! How flu* music leaps out of his throat!
Hark! Was there ever so merry a note?
Listen awhile, and you’ll hear what he’s saying
Up in the apple tree swinging and swaying.

tunnel ami lh<- works of man have forever
hidden from view, or destroyed entirely, tin:
beauties of the natural world as it was. It
is difficult to make one of either of these
two classes nndersland what firn- words
those are—"Supper's ready"—when uttered
under the above conditions. There are some
of you who sit humped up over a pile of
letters dictating to your stenographers, or
poring over a ledger, with big dollars al
ways before your eyes. Of course, you
can't understand; but then- are others who
have beard the words spoken by a man
standing in the red glare of a campfire, a
huge broiler of smoking grouse in one hand,
a steaming coffee pot in the other, a blue
sky with pale stars just beginning to appear
overhead, and gradually verging into orange
in the West, where the sun, like a great
globe of crimson fire, lias just set: a soft
breeze, scented with the peculiar, delightful
odor of lake and prairie, blowing always
from the opposite side of the fire, and
around him the mysterious sounds of the
wilderness; lhe chuckling of ducks as they
pass overhead on whistling wing: the call
of the loon, weird mid uncanny, echoed from
a faintly gleaming, distant lake, and the
troubled whimper and wail of a lonely coy
ote sounding out where the prairie rises in
purple black outline to meet the darkening
sky. Under these conditions, with a healthy
appetite, and trouble thrown to the winds,
those who love experience, will agree with
me that these two words are among the

Everybody set to: Grouse, bread, bean
coffee, and <-v<-u the bacon disappeared as
by magic, and when it was all over I kne
that there were no invalids in the outfit.

•lust as we finished and were lighting 01
pipes, a coyote, stationed on a near hil
began his serenade—an old-time joke of h
on the tenderfoot. The Professor leaped t
his feet ami yelled for us to listen to tht
pack (?) of wolves. The animal evident!
heard him and redoubled his efforts: no
giving a close imitation of a general do
fight, then changing to cats, and windin
up with a grand climax of dogs and cat
together, in mortal combat. The Professo
in the meantime, became wildly excited. I
was the first coyote he had ever heard.

One of the most, if not the most pleasar
features of a night camp is the period c
peaceful repose, which follows the evenin
meal: after the crude dishes are washe
and cleared away, wheil the pipes have bee
filled and lighted with :. glowing brand frot
out the blazing campfirf, that has been pile
high with fuel previously cut for the pu:
pose.

Then It Is that one feels at perfect peac
with the world and all mankind, a:
stretched out at ease on the windward sld
of the warm blaze we contentedly puff awa
on corn-cob or briar and tell the tales c
times gone by. or sing the old songs wit
the easy tenor and bass that all know, whll
the firelight flickers and flares in the gentl
night breeze, and dimly, lights a vague clrcl
of the....... . thrash vHaH the vlH
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trunks of a near-by birch thicket loom dim
and undefined, like a row ot waiting ghosts.

Then it Is that you talk and grow silent
watching the fire burn lower and lower, and
you look across at the other boys and they
too are quiet, and nod, nodding lower, and
lower, like the fire, and It is bed time.

Thus it was that Bill, the Professor, the
guide and myself passed our first evening
In camp.

Early In the evening the old half-breed,
who lived in the white walled cabin I have
previously mentioned, came over and paid
us a visit lasting well Into the night We
learned from him that It was twenty miles
yet, before we came to the river. He was a
very nice looking fellow, well dressed, but
wearing the Inevitable wide, stiff-brimmed

gray hat and beaded moccasins. He told us
that he owned IGO acres of land, 150 head of
cattle, and about fifty horses; therefore, by
allowing a fair average for live stock and
acres, and then doing a little skilled esti
mating, one can soon come to the conclusion
that Pat LaVeal, as this breed was known,
was fairly well off.

Bill had cut a lot of long grass from a
neighboring lake side, and, having piled it
in the tent, he spread our blankets and
robes out with the hay beneath, and our
bed was ready; whereupon, we turned In, to
sleep like cubs in February, until the soft
robe flush in the East spreading upward and
outward and flooding the moist, drowsy
landscape with a soft light proclaimed the
dawn of another day.

AN OLD-TIME SHOOTING MATCH
By H. AYERS EVANS

ALTHOUGH the days of the once re
nowned mountain rifle in the hands of
the no less renowned mountaineer

have well passed, the memory of that old
gun and its never erring bullet yet remains.
Remembrance ot the old full-stocked rifle
with its hickory ramrod run through slides
under the barrel and the ever-present pan
of tallow In the side of the stock also brings
recollections of the old-time shooting
matches in which it played a most promin
ent part

The days ot the muzzle-loading rifle and
plenty of game have given place to days of
the repeating rifle and scarcity ot game.
Likewise have the shooting matches ot long
ago given place to the trap shooting of the
present day.

In the palmy days of the mountaineer for
anyone to be a poor rifle shot was a thing
unknown, and It might be said there was no
man in that howling wilderness of what is
now the thickly populated region embraced
by McDowell County, West Virginia, and
Buchanan County, Virginia, but who prided
himself on his marksmanship. At the many
shooting contests that were held each year
the shooting abilities of all participants
were put to a rigid test

The preparations for a contest of this
kind were simple. The date for the match
was noised abroad, and on that day men
and boys would gather from miles around.
Some mountaineer would come driving
one or two fine beef cattle. He would
fix his price on these ar.d sell enough
"matches” at $1 each to rover the fixed
price of the beef; a "match” consisted of
eight shots, and no restrictions were placed
on the number sold to any one party. But
no shooter with pride In his reputation
would cast a doubt on his self-confidence
by buying more than one match, so long as
there were enough present to take them all.
There was rarely any difficulty about this,
as $12 or $14 was a high price for a beet In
those days, thus limiting the number ot par
ticipants to twelve or fourteen at most

With the matches all sold,, the next thing
in order was the appointing of judges to
.............. * it. — .1., _ «• ... . .. 

Each man had an Individual board, or tar
get, with his name marked on the back. He
would fix the target to suit himself, usually
by cutting a white paper into forks, boot
jack shape, tacking it on the board and
painting the background with wet powder.
With the target fixed to suit his fancy, the
marksman would cut his center. This was
simply two fine lines crossing each other,
and made with a sharp knife. The center
was not necessarily in the middle ot the
spot at ■which the shooter aimed, but was
cut where he thought he would place the
bullets by aiming at the fixed target. It the
gun shot over or wide, the center was cut
there, and there was no objection to this.

At the end of the shooting the judges took
charge of the boards and decided the win
ners. This after much measuring and due
deliberation. Sometimes the measurements
were close and difficult, but no one ever
complained of a decision once given. Say
.two men had cut the center of the marked
cross with the centers of their bullets—then
the one using the smaller bullet was the
winner.. This was decided by taking a bullet
from each man, splitting them in the middle
and Inserting the bullet halves in the holes,
flat side out. Then a continuation of the
lines originally forming the center was
drawn across the flat surface of 'the split
bullet and the distance measured from cen
ter to circumference. In this way the win
ner was easily declared.

The beeves shot for were always divided
into five choices, ranging from choice ot the
hind quarters as first prize to hide and tal
low to the winner of fifth prize. To win an
entire beef required the five closest shots.
The writer has many times heard stories
told of these old-time matches by one who
as a boy took an active part in many ot
them. I will tell of one of these contests,
although the thrilling Interest of the nar
rator’s own words are lacking.

Among the best shots and most enthu
siastic participants In these friendly tests
ot skill were Alex Payne, Mac Bucket, Geo.
Rowe and many others whose names I can't
recall. Then there were the Kelley boys,
William and Ferrell, mere lads of sixteen

Sat;

deliver the shot Ferrell was a true
the forest, strong and Compactly bul
steel gray, penetrating eyes searched
most minute details ot everything
him; he always shot with both ey.
and scorned to take a rest. He was
upon askance when he entered a shoot
test, and many there were who
gladly have ruled him out had not th<
ot right and wrong forbidden any t
of this. The gun these boys used h
ably been in the family for several
tlons. It was unusually long and he
of big bore. Alex Payne called it
punkin slinger,” and this not wltho>
it one judged by the size of the bul'
Payne would have given the best co
place for this old gun, for many a
had placed Its big bullets just a llttl
the center than he could put them, t
Ing him the better part ot his tem
much beef.

On the day set for one of these
Alex Payne appeared on the grount
new rifle and was In great hopes ot
the prize. “Here comes Ferrel a
with their old punkin slinger,” he
the Kelley boys arrived. "But I
there ain’t no beet here for that
today. I've got a new gun here thai
seven balls through one hole with
ago than yesterday and I guess I
about repeat the performance toda

At least a dozen marksmen wei
ground, including Mac Pucket with
noted for its close shooting. Arra
tor the contest were soon made,
shooting commenced. Payne fired
shot with much care and dellbera-
the sixty-yard line. "Two inches
under,” called the man attending tt
"Gosh all hemlocks," grunted Pay
loader, "Say, put In a little mor
and see if we can’t raise her a 11
won't get no beet here with sich s'
that.”

While PajTie fired his eight shot
with much care and many bant
marks, the Kelley boys steadily 1c
fired, and said nothing. At the e
shooting It was found Payne had
choice, young Kelley second, Pucl
a young fellow’ named Hagerman fc
George Rowe won fifth choice.

Payne called young Hagerman a
talked with him in low tones; th<
turned to where stood Pucket togei
the Kelley boys.

"Say, Mac,” said Payne, "the fo
here are jest about equal owners
beef. Now let’s buy out this man’s
taller and shoot for the whole beef
man here will put up his share
mine, and we'll put our first an
choice ’ginst your third and Feri
ond. We will let Kelley and Hag<
the shootin', and if you all win,
drive the beef home on Its feet, bei
live close together."

"Why, that errangement suits
right. What do you say, Ferrell
Pucket

"Yes, I’m willing to shoot for t
beef,” replied Kelley.

Payne was highly elated. He km
man was a fine shot “Here, Ro
will ye take fer yer hide and ta
called to the winner of fifth prize.

"Why, I reckon It ain't worth
dollar," said Rowe.

"All right, boys, we’ll give th!
quarter apiece fer his hide and tai
Pavne. “I euess I’ll use "


