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PREFACE

Rerrosrecy forms the tenth work completed by the Author
during a period of forty ycars—giving an average of four years’
preparation to cach. The respective periods of study have been,
however, concurrent and cumulative throughout; that of the
present volume synchronising with the full three-quarters of a
centuryspecified in the title, and including the experiences of some
sixty overseas expeditions afar—“ wherc’er the billows roll,
IFrom the world’s girdle to the frozen Pole.”

Thus, while the supply of “raw material” has always been
adequate, and the bricks have never lacked straw, the mcthods of
manufacture—(to wit, my interpretations of Wild Nature)—
stand for judgment both now and in the days to come.

There is always a risk of Reminiscences degenerating from
their proper function—that of conserving garncred harvests—
into mercly senile garrulity :—

“To hushand out Life’s taper to the close,
And keep its flame from wasting by repose.”—GOLDSMITH.
That dal.lger has been foreseen and, I trust, avoided: since
therc are chapters in the present work—they shall not be
specified—which justify the issue of the whole: while some of
those in lighter vein at least record phases of thought and of
activities which have completely passed away and are already,
in great part, relegated to oblivion—“IFor each age is a dream

that is dying, or one that is coming to birth.”
vi aj
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Scarcely, nevertheless, will I claim for Rerrospect equal
standard, as regards personal field-exploration, with my two
previous post-war works: though the animal-studies of my
late cousin, Joseph Crawhall (some of whose drawings recently
realised £1000, and far more, by auction in London), and Mr
W. H. Riddell’s series of coloured plates, will compensate

for any deficiency

ABEL CHAPMAN.

Houx1y, WARK,
NORTHUMBERLAND, April 12, 1928.

“Who thinks a perfect piece to see,
Thinks what ne’er was, nor is, nor e’er shall be.
In every work regard the writer’s end,
Since none can compass more than they intend ;
And if the means be just, the conduct true,
Applause in spite of trivial faults is due.
As men of learning, sometimes men of wit,
T’avoid great errors, must the less commit.
A perfect judge will read each work of wit
In the same spirit that its author writ ;
Survey the whole, nor seek slight faults to find,
Where Nature rules and rapture warms the mind.”—PoOPE.
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ONCE upon a time—'twas a glorious Spring morning in the
long, long ago—the Author was a-fishing North Tyne. His
companion was an old gamekecper, Robert Ternent, who had
served his father and himself during a period of forty years.!
Now Ternent was a born enthusiast, onc of thesc ebullient
spirits whose exuberant optimism—call it not egotism—ever
bubbled over to refresh a thirsty carth. The river that happy
morning ran brimming over, foam-flecked and moss-brown
from the moors—in short, in finest ply: also the wind blew
soft and warm from the west. Possibly thcse favouring facts
—conjointly with the Genius of the Glad Season—cach added
its quotum to the resilience aforesaid.

Though I had the advantage of the down-stream position
yet my rearguard consistently scored more rapidly; and
presently that exuberance burst all bounds. “Mr Abel,” he
exclaimed, “I think I’'m the best fisher on North Tyne!”
Agreed, nemine contradicente, and operations proceeded. Ten
minutes later came a brace of bcauties on one cast. There-
upon followed a second inebriatc explosion of joy—“Mr Abel,
I’'m the best fisher 2 the world!” Again agreed, amidst cheers
by all within earshot (which comprised a passing curlew).

Well! in somewhat analogous spirit—call it not egotism—
the Author, in ecstatic day-dreams sometimes awakes to find
himself *hazily wondering whether books such as his are (su7
generis) “the best in the world”? Whether they, too, are
destined—like Ternent’s ebullience—to refresh a thirsty world ?
sltghtly parched, in this area, by our dear old friends the Dry-as-
Dusts and “dermatologists” who, ’tis said, love “to learn more
and more about less and less.”

1 0beit at Houxty, 17th December 1906,
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Is that equally agreed? I fear not—at least not unani-
mously ; since sounds of insurgence reach me from the far left.
“Of a class apart” is the sinister amendment. Well, perhaps
that is a better dcfinition—less aggressive, non-committal.
Let it stand.

Writing in onc’s seventy-seventh year, and with that long
span mainly devoted to this followinig-up of the spoor of Wild
Nature —the wildest for choice—having also in view the
opportunitics enjoyed for the pursuit of that study, not only
at home, but in some of the most savage spots that still
survive on earth—it is no very extravagant claim to indulge
in a day-dream? For few men living, if any, can base con-
structive conclusions—be they right or wrong—upon a broader
or more comprehensive experience. Truisms, it has cynically
been said, are sometimes true: and an equal remark may
perchance apply to day-dreams--the latter, moreover, inspire.
Nor need 1 offer any apology should the day-dream revcal a
secret confidence (and pride) in the sterling value of my life’s
work—faults and failures innumerable, despite.

“ALL CLEAR AFT!”




CONTENTS

PAGE
CHAPTER 1
SixTY YEARS ON THE BORDER MOORS . . . I
The Old Style and the New— Grouse Disease.
The Twelfth of August 1927.
CHAPTER 11
THE Mookrs IN Min-WINTER . . . . . 24

(1) Wild Adventuies in Snow , (i1) Close of the Season of 1882.

CHAPTER 111

Sixty Years' WILDFOWLING ArLoat, oN DBritisi Coasts
AND OVERSEAS . . . . . . 35
(1) A Retrospect ; (i1) Three Memories of Wildfowling Alloat.

CHAPTER 1V

THE TRGUT ON THE BORDERS (Salmo fario) . . . 56

Reminiscences of Sixty Years’ Anghng.

CHAPTER V

TROUTING IN EARLY SPRING . . . . . 67
On the Borders.

xi



xii CONTENTS

CHAPTER VI

MEeMORIES—FAR AND Wbk (B1G-GAME)

Prologue.

(1) Wild Boar (Spain); (1) In Spitsbergen, Ist August 1881; (1)
On the Roof of Norway; (1v) “Benighted” — In the Bush-Veld of
North-East Transvaal ; (v) In the Bush-Veld of North-East Transvaal ;
(v1) “British Fast Alrica,” now Kenya Colony.

CHAPTER VII

THi SPaNisH Ipex (Capra hispanica) .

(1) The Shadow of Death; (11) After Forty Years; (111) Riscos de
Villarejo.

CHAPTLR VIII

THE PHILOSOPHY 0rF NATURE-STUDY

Stray Thoughts on. the Conditions of Ammal-Lite, 1ts Instincts, and
Inter-relationships.

The Theory—or Fantasy-—of “ Colour-Protection.”

Camouflage 1t Sea.

CHAPTER IX

TuE PHiLosority or NATURE-STUDY (continued)

“Colow-Protection.”

The Lion by Night.

Scent—Its Strength and Range.
Bittern, and some I'alse Analogics

CHAPTER X
THIRST .

An Emgma of the Aliican Deserts,

CHAPTER XI
SCENT .

Scent in Ducks, Bustards, etc.
Rabbits—Their Sense of Smell.
“ Scent "'—(Zlephants).

PAGF

76

97

ITI

129

142

150



CONTENTS xiii

CHAPTER XII PAGE
MEMORIES—ANGLING 157

(1) Disillusioned . . . or “the 3.20 Goods"; (11) Dispossessed ; (111)
Meggat ; (V) Angling Humours; (v) A First Experience in Salmon-
Fishing—Border Esk and Liddel Waters.

CHAPTER XIII
SALMONOLOGY . . . . . . 168

A Story of Two Disastrous Winters.

(1) The Epic of the Winter of 1924-5; (11) A Salmon Yarn with a (?)
Problem ; (111) The Catastrophe of 1925-6 ; (1v) An Unrecorded Habit
in Salmo salar.

Life-History of the Salmon.

CHAPTER XIV
Fricur . . . . . . . . 184
(1) Speed ; (11) Height.

CHAPTER XV

THE SArEGUARDING OF WiLD-Lire . . . . 198

Penal Legislation and/or Sanctuaries ?

A Personal Retrospect—The Sabr Sanctuary, South Africa.

Reflections on the ¢ International Conference on the Protection of
Wildfowl ”

CHAPTER XVI

SpANIsH MEMORIES, 1871-1914 . . . .o217

The Coto Doifiana and Marismas of Guadalquivir.

CHAPTER XVII
FLAMINCOES . . . . . . . 240

(1) Th@r Nesting Habits ; (11) A Physiological Problem.
Another Memory—(Entirely ditferent).

CHAPTER XVIII

SpaNISH MEMORIES (continued) . . . . . 247

Wildfowling 1n the Marisma,
Morning-Flight in the Marisma.
Teal.



Xiv CONTENTS

CHAPTER XIX

My ONE Dav IN A ScoTTisH DEER-FOREST
An Impression of Thirty Years Ago.

CHAPTER XX

ComMUNISM IN WiLDh NATURE

CHAPTER XXI
IN WILDER SpPAIN
(1) Winter.

CHAPTER XXII
IN WILDER SPAIN (continued) .
(11) Spring.
CHAPTER XXIII
IN WILDER SPAIN (continued) .
(11) Spring.

APPLNDICES

A.—UnsoLvi.D PrOBLEMs

(1) Adolescence in the Bird-World; (1) An Unknown Region; (11r)

Colour-Change n Living Feathers.

B.—*“THE SEEING EYE REVEALS BUT DOES NOT INVENT”

C.—THEr ORIGIN OF THE SABI SANCTUARY, NOW THE *‘ KRUGER
®

Nartionar Park’

Postscript—Twenty-seven Years Later.

INDEX

PAGE

265

272

281

299

310

318

336

339

347



ERRATA

Pacr
31, foot—for “subnival” read “subniveal”

106, in title—for “cinercus” read *“monachus”
119, ninth line—for “intelligensia” read ““inteligensia”
143, foot—for “alfa-grass” read *halfa-grass”

311, mid—jor “out-thurst” read *out-thrust”

Page 103—Mr H. . Witherby suggests that the Pipits
brecding on Grédos may have been either Tawny
or Alpine Pipits.






ILLUSTRATIONS

FULL PAGE, COLOURED

Flamingoes Nesting 1n the Spamsh Marisma —Zrontisprece
The Glory of the Moorland—August

Bird-Life on a Moorland I.och-—Spring .

Grouse 1n November .

A Trout of North Tyne .

First Salmon of the Season

Big-Game in the Rift Valley, British E 1st Afnca, 1904
Spanish Ibex (Capra Hispanica) . .

His Kingdom (lL1on)

Day-Dawn on White Nile

Desert-Hued Denizens of the Sahara

Wild-Life on White Nile

Iunting-Craft of the Lion

Big-Game on the Northern G'uaso Nyero Brmsh East Afr:c'x .

Old Male Salmon 1n Full Nuptial Array .

Lammergier, Sierra Bermeja, Spain, March 29, 1891
Big-Game on White Nile, 10.5° North Lat., near Lake No
Marsh-Harrier and Garganey-Drake

Our Castle of Arcos, Southern Spain

Great Bustards, Southein Spain .

FULL PAGE, BLACK-AND-WHITE

Moor and Lgch in Northumbria .
“Speechful amidst the Silences ™
Wildfowl on the North-East Coast
Sunset on White Nile, March 16, 1919
Salmon-fishing, Blindburn Pool, Houxty, September 1924
Dry-Fly Fishing, The Cioy's Stieam, Houxty, May 11, 1927
The Dry-Fly on North Tyne, Houxty, May 1927 .
A Hatch of March-Browns on North lyne, IIouxty, Apnl 1924
Trophies from Africa .
Trophies from Norway
Xy

PAGE

12
16

.

2

74

94
100
114
116
126
128
136
145
180
196
210
264
292
294



xvi ILLUSTRATIONS

Trophies from British East Africa

Spanish Trophies at Houxty

Ibex at the Riscos de Villarejo, Sierra de Grédos

Great Bustard, at La Jedula, Jerez .

Ibex at El Risquillo, Sierra Morena

Riscos de Villarejo, Sierra de Grédos

In the Sahara—* Assimilation to Environment ”

The Electric Flash of Feline Eyes

Bull-Elk on Fjelds of North Norway

Bustard-Driving.  Spain . .

Overlooked (Fleph'mts)—-—l’ﬁologf avure .

Sea-Trout (Salmo truita) and Bull-Trout (Sa/mo emov)
Salmon-Iishing at Houxty, October 12, 1927
“Shoulder to Shoulder” (Salmon Running)

Houxty Burn i Flood. Espmill Linn, December 1924 .
The Harvest-Time for Scavengers .

Houxty Buin, Ice-bound. November 1925 to J anuary 1946
The Challenge. Bull-Fighting. By Joseph Crawhall .
The Spanish Bull-Fight. By Joseph Crawhall .

After the Stroke. By Joseph Crawhall . . .
Red Deer in the Coto Dofiana, Spain. By Joseph Crawhall
Red Deer in Dofiana. By Joseph Crawhall .
Red Deer in Dofiana. By ]oseph Crawhall

Lesser Koodoo

A Monterfa (Mountam—IIunL) in Sxern Morena, at el R)sqmllo

Marqués del Ménto .
Greylag Geese on the Sand-Hulls of Cardo-luch'd——l) awn
Our Castle of Arcos . . . .
The Castle Crag at Arcos
Great Bustard Showing-Off

IN TEXT
Young Curlew—June

May on the Moors
Spring-Time on the Moors

. . e -
A Cheviot Grouse. Goldscleugh, Dccembcr 10, 1592. (Shot and Sketched by

Alfred Crawhall Chapman) .
September on the Moors .
Young Peewit. Houxty, May 29 .
Grouselet—Emmethaugh, North Tyne, June 18, 1927
Young Blackcock. Shot on First of September .
The Minstrel of the Moors
Young Blackcock. Shot on First of October
Dipper in December . .

PAGE
90
97

108
108
108
110
122
130
138
152
156
160
166
168
170
174
176
216
216
216
217
224
228
230

232
236
282
288
310

N

SR §

10
13
19
20
21
25



ILLUSTRATIONS

Greyhen (Zetrao tetrix). Norway, October 1895 . .
November on the Moors . . .

Old Blackcock —December

A Wmter Songster

Blackcock . .

Another Winter Songster

Brent Geese

Brent Geese

Brent Geese

Brent Geese

Grey Plover

Godwits

Brent Geese

Grey Geese in the bpwmsh M'msmw

A Flight of Wigeon

Wild Geese in the Spanish M’!l‘lsm\

Herring-Gull .

Malformed Trout . .
Buffalo-Bulls, nght-'md-Left, Whlte lee, 1<ebruary 19, 1914 .
Three-Horned Rhinoceios (Rhinoceros bcornis), 28-mnch horn

“Close Quarters.,” Majada Reul, Coto Doiiana, 1903

Vultures in Spanish Sierra

Norway—DBull-Elk in the Sub-Arctic I orest

Bee-Eater . .

Roan Antelope. 'Ir'msv‘nl 1899

Hunting-Dogs (Lycaon pictus). qumdo, B. E. Al'rlca, August 1904
Impala. Transvaal, 1899 .

Elephant Eight Yards long. Lake bohl, B. E. Afrlcm, l' ebru. uy 23, 1906
Oryx Beisa. Lake Bauingo, B. E. Africa, August 1904 .

Bird-Life on Lake Nakuru, B. E. Africa, August 1904

The Apex of all the Spains, Corral de la Veletta, Sterra Nev. 1da

Desert Wheatears . . . .
Rock-Thrush (Monticola :axatzlzs) .

% Getting under Way ""—Black Vulture (Vallur monac/lus)

“The Way of an Eagle in the Awr"” (Lammergeier)

Wart-Hog. White Nile, January 26, 1914 .

Weird Bird-Types on White Nile. Darters and Open Bllls

Sults in the gpanish Marisma

Avocets on the Guadalquivir

Stone-Plover. Foot-prints rectilineal

Finch-Larks (Pyrriulanda)

“ Protection that fails to Protect”

Spamsh Lynx (Lynx ;mrde/lus)-—-l‘ rom specnmen lt Homty

Vultures Soaring . .

Great Bustards . . . .
Osprey mobbed by (_,urlews, (;ulls, and l\ooks Houxty, May 24, 1927
Hen-Salmon on the Redd. . . . .

Xvil

PAGE

oI
103
104
106
107
113
116
118
120
121
123
124
131
151
152
167
169



xviii ILLUSTRATIONS

PAGE

Old Male Salmon-Kelt, Weight 32 lb., showing Gib completcly Penetrating
Frontal Bone of Skull. Iouxty, January 3, 1925 . . . 172 and 173
Sea-Trout, 23 Ib. Length, 18§ inches ; gmh 10 inches. Houxty, July 18 . 181
“ Crumbs that Fall” . . . . . 183
Vultures Soaring . . . . . . . . R ¢:1
Vultures Soaring . . . . 18
Griffon Vulture. San Cnstobml March 25, 1910 . . . . 187
Geese and Ducks in the Spanish Marisma . . 188
Marsh-Harrier (Adult Male). El Juncal, Jerez, February 8, 1908 . . 190
Lammergeier. Sierra Bermeyt, Murch 31, x896 . . . I0I
Vultures Soaring . . . . . . 19§
Cranes in Migration . . . . . . . . 196
% Imponderabilia . . . . 197

Marsh-Harrier (Circus a’rugmosus) Young of the Yewr Shot m Spam m
June 1883 . . . . 200
Marsh-Harrnier. Old ma]e. bhot in Morocco, M arch 1872 . . 201
Montagu’s Harrier (Circus cineracens).  Adult female.  Spain, April 1891 . 202
Montagu’s Harrier. Young of the year. Spam, June 1883 . . 203
Osprey at Houxty . . . . 208
In the Houxty Sanctuary. Osprey, May 21, 1927 . . . . 208
Roe Deer in Houxty Sanctuary . . . . 209
Sketch-Map of the Sabt Big-Game banctuary (F r‘mbv‘nl) . . . 213
In Dofiana. (From Unexplored Spain) . . . . 218
Wild Boar. By Joseph Crawhall . . . . . . 219
Wild Camels in the Spanish Marisma . . 221
Spanish Imperial Eagle (Agutla adalbertr). Adult Coto Domm, Apnl 1891 . 223
Booted Eagle (A4quila pennata, male). Coto Dofiana, June 1872 . . 226
Booted Eagle ((4gusla pennata, female). Coto Dofiana, Apnl 11, 1872, .227
Not always Safe to follow Females—(for Stags) . . . . 230
Suspicion.  (From Unexplored Spain) . . . . .o232
Spanish Dormouse (yoxus lusitanicus, in Sp"tmsh u Ln'on ") . . . 234
Dwarf Water-Shrew (laciyura etrusca) . . . . . 235
Grey Geese alighting on the Smd-Hnlls-—Dawn . . . . 237
Trunk-Plan of Pinsapo Pine (Aézes pinsapo) . . . . . 239
Stilts in the Marisma, May 1883 . . . . . <243
Stilts disturbed at their Nesting ()uarters . . . . .. 244
Two Generations of Spamish Wildfowlers . . . . . 250
The Third Generation! . . . . . . . 251
Greylags alighting in the Mamma . . . . . . 253
Pochards plunging in “ Hurricane Flight ” . . . . . 25§
Avocets . . . . . . . . . 256
A Couple of Grey Gecse . . . . . . 288
Wigeon dropping towards Decoys (Spam) . . . . . 259
Pintails espying Decoys (Spain) . . . . 259
Marsh-Harriers—Adult Males. Lake N 0, Wh\te Nile, Sudau . . . 260
Bonelli’s Eagle (Aquila bonellii) . . . . 262

Ant-Hill of the Branching Type. Cheetah “ standing by ” . . . 273



RETROSPECT

CHAPTER 1
SIXTY YEARS ON THE BORDER MOORS

‘“Remembrance and reflection, how allied !
What thin partitions thought from sense divide.”—POPE.

A SURVEY of such a period as the last sixty years, even when
limited to the narrower aspect of field-sports alone, involves
reviewing a series of striking changes. Were the retrospect
broadened in scope and extended to a centennial, those changes
would expand to something resembling a revolution. Still,
without harking so far back, there are those now living who
have eye-witnessed cataclysms of change the like of which had
never before, during 6000 years of recorded history, been com-
pressed within less than one brief century.

Hardly a circumstance of everyday life but has undergone
revolution—some have been revolutionised half a dozen times.
So swiftly has one vital change pressed on the heels of another
that no sooner has some time-honoured institution been super-
seded—oft, in its turn, to be displaced by a later innovation—
than those venerable predecessors are almost as totally forgotten
as though they had never existed. The stage-coach, the flint-
and-steel, the “copper-cap” of Hawker (0ds7z 1853), the
Clyde - built ' clipper and a hundred other old friends have
vanished as completely as the mastodon—not only superseded
and “scrapped,” but blotted out of memory. And as with
things, so with men. Memory almost ccases to function. The
latest idea or device is taken seriously, as it were a matter of
course—accepted, adopted, absorbed ; sometimes without reflcc-
tion, and as though it had been with us always. To-day we

A
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have no longer a yesterday ; there is no time for such luxuries
as retrospect or reflection. Possibly “'Tis folly to remember,
‘twere wiser to forget.” In an era of almost inscnsate haste
and of kaleidoscopic change, a colossal oblivion is perhaps a
consequential corollary.

A short hundred years ago some of Nature's vastest forces
remained undiscovered, barely suspected, certainly unexploited—
steam and electricity, for example. To-day those two mighty
powers have been harnessed, tamed, domesticated. Already
the conquest of the upper air seems assured: the sca-depths
have surrendered to navigation.
The elements that erst enthralled,
are now enslaved: while the
sequence of invention proceeds
without a check. Day by day
there spring on us fresh marvels
too numerous to specify, and faster
than age can absorb their import.
Only a score of years ago, the
automobile inaugurated yet an-
other revolution—many of these innovations reacting directly
and fundamentally upon our special pursuit. No longer need
a day’s grouse-shooting involve turning-out in the dark, dressing
and breakfasting by candle-light, jogging, say, ten miles in a
dog-cart, or catching some horribly carly train as of yore. The
gunner, along with the rest, takes all these modern advantages
for granted—breech-loaders vice flint-and-stecl, with its cumbrous
paraphernalia of powder-flask and shot-belt, wads and caps . . .
smokeless powder in place of villainous saltpetre that obscured
the landscape . . . cordite that dcfies Newton’s Laws of
Gravity, telescope-sights, prism-binoculars, and a thousand other
mechanical utilities.  Should an inquiring mind pause to
wonder how the world ever got along without these things—
well, the thought is promptly dismissed . . . with a shudder.
Or if, in idle hour, one may speculate on what the next
centennial may have in store—better at once abandon a futile
quest . . . with a gasp!

Younag CUrLEW—June. .
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How many, nowadays, can recall the irksome process of
recharging the old muzzle-loader after every shot fired—an
operation that involved about a score of separate actions, some
intricate? The ramrod had to be withdrawn; two charges of
powder meticulously measured from the flask and tipped into
barrels; wads found in this pocket or that, each &itten to avoid
windage, inserted and rammed home; similar processes gone
through in detail with the shot; then the caps to find and fix,
finally replacing the ramrod—all this, very often in pouring

MAY ON THE MOORS.

rain! How much nicer to have the cartridges, ready-made,
in your pocket? Yect the muzzle-loader served me well for six
seasons, 1864-1870.

Another item has almost certainly passed into oblivion—the
immense advantage that accrues to the modern shooter from
smokeless powder. I had forgotten it myself till a few years
ago when, having occasion to use a favourite old duck-gun on
the coast, and being doubtful of her power to resist the new
explosive, I had some cartridges loaded with black powder.
The result was a revelation. At once, on firing the first barrel,
an opaque cloud of sulphurous fumes filled the horizon, shutting
out all further view of sea and sky, game and everything else.
One wondered how Hawker used to bring off his brilliant
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sequences of rights-and - lefts tand frequent “cannons” under
such conditions? But he did—just as in cricket we are now
told that, on the perfect wickets of to-day, Grace would never
be got out at all!

But my pen runs riot and must be restricted to our special
subject, that of grouse and the moorlands during the past sixty
years. Therein equally all conditions have undergone change;
men and methods alike metamorphosed beyond all recognition
—everything is altered cxcgp? the everlasting hills themselves.
At least those great physical features remain permanent, no less
beautiful, no less imposing and inspiring. The August heather
blooms purple as of old; green bracken lends its charming colour-
contrast to every cleugh and corrie; the same old screes of riven
rock bestrew the steeper slopes; while above, great grey crags
dominate a landscape still glorified by the majesty of silence
and solitude. Externally, no salient change in the vast brown
bosom of the moorland leaps to the eye; yet none of those few
who can remember the moors of sixty years ago but realise a
difference the moment it comes to traversing them. The system
of surface-drainage has long transformed their surface, solidify-
ing and reclaiming much of the erstwhile plastic and water-
logged peat. Where in carlier days the gunner was wont to
splash ankle-deep through viscous and semi-fluid substances,
he now revels in firm foothold, and can thus keep a roving eye
far aficld without risk of falling into unsuspected pitfalls, or
finding himself suddenly embogged to the waist in sphagnum-
camouflaged morass. The far-flung expanses of flat flow and
moss which in winter used to form shallow lagoons beloved of
wild geese, now yield a moderate subsistence for black-faced
sheep (themselves interlopers), and the geese have Jong sought
congenial resorts afar. So universal on the Borders does
surface-drainage obtain that to-day scarce any considerable area
of moorland retains that pristine marshlike character — only
those sporadic spots where the lie of the land, or adverse water-
sheds, forbid the withdrawal of superfluous moisture. Hence
nowadays men may follow grouse year after year without
once encountering moorland of the primeval type. Nor, be it
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admitted, is the experience, if met with, an unmixed joy.
There survive here and there spots which neither guns nor
drivers can be persuaded to traverse: but these are few and far
between.

One minor point. In a utilitarian age it is perhaps akin to
heresy to abuse any innovation that is efficient and cheap.
Nevertheless, the modern wire-fence must be detestable to
@sthetic eye—its hideously straight lines replacing Nature’s
own landmarks of curving contours or winding watercourse.

SPRING-TIME ON THE MOORS.

This superficial change in the moorland character has had
little faunal effect. The geese have gone, but grouse at once
adapted themselves to new conditions which, to them, were
probably favourable; while the rest of the moorland forms (so
far as records go) remain unaffected either one way or the
other. Nor can any definite change in the natural habits of
grouse during these sixty years be safely stated. They are
often assumhed to have become wilder and more wary, That
may be so—especially where heather has been unduly reduced
by burning or impoverished by overstocking of sheep: though
I doubt it in general sense, for very distinct recollections
remain in my mind of how wild grouse were in my earliest
days; that is to say, that even on the Twelfth most well-grown
broods were utterly unapproachable; nor could they be

A2
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dominated until each had been followed up again and again
and finally “broken” by that style of hunting-craft which long
ago I essayed to describe both in the Fiel/d and subscquently in
my books on the Borders—descriptions which I cannot now
improve.

The case remains the same to-day. Upon ordinarily broken
moorland, the feat can still be achicved with the wildest, but it
prepostulates the posscssion both of first-rate hunting-dogs and
infinite patience. Moreover, the work involved is hard in the
extreme, and totally out of harmony with modern ideals, since
after August, it may only mean, say, five or six brace bagged
during an equal number of hours’ hunting—a rcversion to old
Esau which nowadays scems unthinkable!

The hunting-dog, like all else, has suffered transformation.
In those earlier days I cannot recall ever seeing a retriever on
the moors—nothing but pointers and setters, the latter for
choice, pointers being less hardy and apt to succumb to cxtreme
severities of weather. I recollect a dear five-year-old bitch,
“Joy” by name, actually dying on the hill during a December
blizzard : another, though carefully tended at night, was found
dead in her kennel next morning. The only drawback to setters
was that in very hot dry scasons they suffered more from heat
and lack of water. On the other hand, being of broader and
more human intelligence, setters made most efficient retricvers,
provided they were entered to that special service from puppy-
hood. Then the work came, as it were, natural to them, and
it always seemed to mc a thousand pities that that invaluable
trait in the character of a setter was so seldom availed. A
rcetrieving sctter did the work of two dogs and, in most cases,
better than the substitute! All this refers solely to the earlier
style of hunting and is quite out-of-date to-day. For modern
grouse-driving, the retriever is all one needs, nor would that
work be suitable to a sctter. Still, the loves and the joys of
those earlier years—and decades—grow into a man'’s life: they
cannot but survive even though mercly to mention them may
appear, as it were, a reproach to methods that have superseded
them. It is not intended so.
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Hunting-dogs of the above type—dogs, morcover, under
complete control—were none too common even thirty or forty
years ago. To maintain a team of first-rate sctters year after
year in constant sequence, was never a light undertaking.
Their possession bespoke infinite care and skill both in

A CHEVIOT GROUSE. Goldscleugh, December 10, 1892.
(Shot and Sketched by Alfred Crawhall Chapman.)

selecting and afterwards in preparatory training. Too often
days on the August heather, long anticipated as a living joy,
degenerated into a melancholy exhibition of dog-breaking—a
function which should have been completed long in advance.
The Twelfth is no time for that. Small wonder that the
hunting-dog fell into disfavour, almost into desuetude. Many
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of the younger generation, it is probable, have no adequate
conception of what first-rate dog-work used to mean and was
capable of achieving. Their ideas must often be based on the
pictures and prints of those days—say Edwin Landseer’s—
wherein Don and Ponto steadily point and back each other
in knee-deep stubble, and with a covey of partridges beneath
their noses. With grouse (save a few backward broods) that
would rarely occur, even in August: for the red grouse is of
bold and intractable spirit, little apt to share the confiding
disposition of the more homcly partridge. Given good covert

SEPTEMBER ON THE MOORS,

—as on the moorland—the partridge never becomes really
difficult of access; whereas it often haps on the Borders that
grouse, even on the Twelfth, are as wild as partridge in
November: while, should the day be wet, they may be seen
sitting bolt upright, like so many champagne bottles and
challenging the gunncr to approach within 300 yards.

'Tis but a crude idea that associates game-shooting over
dogs on later lines, with the “ Don-and-Ponto” standard of old.
However wild they be, grouse can still be secured by skilled
dog-work—given the right type of dog and the field-craft that
knows to exploit canine resource. Its mcthods and devices are
quite too varied to recapitulate; but the said craft excludes all
such primitive notions as point-shots in open heather. The
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ethics of sportsmanship, equally with these in every other
branch of human activities, vary with passing periods—perhaps
for better, perhaps for worsec. Modern standards demand the
accomplishing of far more, and in far less time, than satisfied
our fathers. That change inevitably reacts upon the gunner’s
attitude towards game. Whereas, a generation agone, that
attitude was rather a passion for intimacy and close familiarity—
even affection—since the hunter “loved game as though he
were the Father of it”—his successor can scarcely take more
than what may be assessed as a coldly official view, sincc game
for him has become little more than a target.

One’s first grouse, one’s first salmon, or stag, or wild goose,
or other notable achievement, must ever remain a cherished
memory. My own dates back to the Twelfth of August 1866,
while learning the rudiments of the art of shooting with a
typical sportsman of the old school, my uncle, George Crawhall—
the mentor to whom I owe the best of grounding in field-craft.
Deep in the heather beneath Pero’s nose crouched a grouselet;
in his anxiety that I should score my first, my uncle took it up
and released it by hand. That absurdly easy shot I missed
gloriously, but killed with the left when the covey rose at the
shot; and bagged two more, all threc adults, on that day.
Since then I have harboured a secret joy that the real start was
not quite so ignominious as kindly intended. As some excuse
for shooting cheepers at all, it was then the custom to secure
enough to make a “pout-pic” for dinner on the Twelfth.

From that period onwards throughout my 30-odd years
devoted to dog-hunting exclusively (followed by another thirty
serving a second apprenticeship!), a main strategic objective
was so to work one’s ground as to concentrate the grouse in
favourable “killing heather,” especially towards evening. Then,
however unapproachable they may have been throughout the
day—often hopelessly so—still, when broken and scattered,
about the feeding-hour these impossible grouse seemed almost
at our mercy. Oft one felt surprised at the potency of human
Dominion, But of grouse-strategy with its varied schemes,
I scarce dare write for fear of the risk of repetition.
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“Subscription Moors.” — One other transient method of
moor-shooting—in my view the least worthy—was the vogue
of Subscription Moors, the system of which may be exemplified
by a single instance—that of the famous Bowes Moors. On
the Twelfth of August 1872, no fewer than #ki#¢y guns “broke
cover,” as the newspapers put it, each shooting separately
over dogs. No less than 1099 brace of grouse were killed, the
highest individual score being 85} brace. Five guns excceded
50 brace, six others 40 brace—so that Hawker’s “bungler”

Younc PeewIT. Houxty, May 29.

can’t have been out that day! Amidst ubiquitous armies of
prowling gunners, the wretched grouse may well have become
demoralised. No sooner had they run the gauntlet of one
shooter than they must have flown right in the face of another!

But, after all, the great change during these sixty years has
been the almost complete supersession of the once universal
system of the Chase, in favour of Driving that is now equally
universal. To discuss or compare the merits of the one or
the other is mere waste of time —not worth a penful of ink.
Already the subject has been thrashed out ad nawseam and
every aspect, useful or other, has been formulated from either
side. The change, moreover, was imperative—in a sense,
evolutionary. For it followed consequentially upon the altered
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conditions of this country and of country life—social, agricultural,
financial, in the widest sense of each.

Again, the vastly increased facilities of travel had placed
regions formerly remote and practically inaccessible, almost at
our doors, both at home and abroad. No more striking illustra-
tion of the last fact need be sought than Colonel Hawker's
graphic picture of the grouse-shooting expedition he undertook
in 1812. The journey as far as the county of Durham entailed
an expenditure in time and money alike that would take a
traveller nowadays to the Great Sahara! He then proceeded
to put up (without lecave or licence from anyone) at a little ale-
house in the midst of the now famous Bowes Moors, and was
quite pleased to kill one grouse where thousands have since been
shot in a single day. This was on 29th October, and the
Colonel adds: “In August it is common for a bungler to kill
his eight brace in a day.”

This, however, is an under-estimate, since within my own
knowledge double or treble the number stated were often
secured by a skilled gun. On Twelfth August 1827, my grand-
father shot 28 brace to his own gun—a single flint-and-steel
that weighed 6 lb,, and with a barrcl 3 ft. 9 in. long, calibre
five-eighths of an inch, equal to the 20-bore of to-day. That
venerable firelock I still possess. This bag was made in
Hexhamshire, Northumberland, not very far from the scene
of Hawker’s classic expedition. In those days of limited
locomotion the pursuit of grousc was virtually confined to
residents in the immediate neighbourhood of the northern
moors, nor had sporting-rights much, or any, pecuniary value.
How different is thc case now, when every barren acre that
may—cven presumptively—hold a grouse is sedulously assessed
for rates and taxes.

The change from hunting to driving fell with startling
abruptness. There intervencd no graduated evolution ; rather
it resembled a landslide. Within a decade or two the ancient
craft of the Chase—the craft of Nimrod, a “mighty hunter
before the Lord ”—which had epitomised our human Dominion
over the lower creation since history began, was submerged,
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superseded, and relegated not merely to oblivion but often to
derision and occasionally to opprobrium.

Well, ancient systems do run their course, and ’twere silly
to repine.  Still, it is small wonder if the “ Lone Hunter” of old
did display some sense of resentment when made the butt of
cheap invective and scathing diatribe. Equally, on the opposite
side, the leaders of the New School had long been subjected to
criticisms quite as ignorant and as illogical. Action and re-
action are equal, and the pendulum swung too far either way.
It amuses to recall—but strictly “without prejudice,” as the
lawyers say—some of the philippics of those days. At first
it was the Disciples of the New Cult—that of the “driving-
line,” with butts and bezaters, flags and flankers—who for years
formed the favourite objectives of journalistic invective and
stinging satire.

For them, it was perhaps an unfortunate coincidence that
the simultancous development of hand-rearing with the adop-
tion of driving, should have led to an abnormal increase in the
quantity of game thus obtainable. Phenomenal “bags,” such
as then were first recorded, lent themselves to these pleasantries
in print, and the pen of the ready-writer was quick to exploit a
popular theme. The turning-point was marked by the publica-
tion of the Badminton Library in 1893. That work, in sober
and impartial terms, summarised the history of a revolution
which had already changed the cynegetic world. One nced
not agree with its arguments; but, right or wrong, those
arguments at least reduced the flood of reckless and rubbishy
screeds that had raged for a decade to the semblance of sweet
and tempered reasoning. That was not the case with a subse-
quent series, entitled “ Fur and Feather,” which, a few years
later, essayed not merely to knock the carlier ideal flat, but to
trample on its remains! Such a standpoint, nevertheless, could
never be regarded either as courteous or becoming—far less as
justified by fact—towards a system that had served our fore-
fathers for generations, and which they had raised to the level
of a High Art—a definition that can never be applied to the
more mechanical methods that have superseded it. All those
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who did not at once embrace the New Cult were contemptuously
classified as “ pot-hunters ”—rather stupid abuse, and inconsistent
to boot, having regard to the net results? Equally inapposite
was the inference that the Old School knew no more than to
“ potter about after an old dog.” For all dogs are notold; they
are not born old ; and personally I would as soon shoot over a
ferret or a guinca-pig, as over a pottering dog in a big country.

GROUSELET—EMMETHAUGH, North Tyne, June 18, 1927,

The only dog suitable to the “Fur and Feather” authoritics
would be of the electric type!

No, the dog to my mind has always been the resolute
tearing two-year-old, with free shoulders and swinging stride,
who covers the hill like a racehorse—the sort that is apt to
bring some modern keepers’ hearts into their mouths, and
paralyse their five wits lest “the brute” should run the game
off their sheet of the ordnance map. Our ideal may be a bit
headstrong. "That is not nccessarily a drawback. It may mean
that the dog knows—or thinks he knows—as much as you, and
the man has not mastered his métier who is too proud to learn
from a dog. For choice, select a second-scason setter who, in
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his first year ran regular riot, snapped at young grey-fowl,
barked at grouse and ran “fur” as far as he could see it. There
you have raw material that may be worth the making—or it
may not. I guarantec nothing. All depends on thec master.
But be just; of two things one. Abandon the hunting-dog
for good and all, if you will; but don’t, please don’t insult his
memory.

Possibly, ere that memory shall have been closed down in
total oblivion, a few remarks on the hunting-setter of the
past century may be appropriate—premising that they refer
exclusively to that spccialised type which, by long sclection and
training during generations on moorland, had developed to a point
as nearly approaching perfection as human limitations permit.

Nowadays one sometimes reads rhapsodies about “the
pleasure of watching good dogs work.” Though almost
stereotyped, the phrase is equally vacuous and misleading.
For it conveys an implication that the merit of good work is
purely canine. That is not the case at all; for, unless the
“good work” is ambilateral, the true gauge of its merit has
not been so much as conceived—much less attained. To train
any intelligent dog to hunt mechanically—that is, by quartering
his ground with meticulous precision—as though moorland lay
in squares like a chess-board—is as casy as shelling peas. To
inculcate in that dog the higher arts of hunting-craft—say, for
example, that he select one such “square” and ignores the rest—
is the beginning of artistry. That is an initial first step. There
follows the cstablishment of mutual confidence and the sensed
necessity in the canine mind of co-operation in a joint enterprise.
The setter possesses preciscly those cssential qualities which
his master lacks: but it is the master alone who can develop
those auxiliary resources and bring the dual powers—those of
instinct and those of intellect—into fullest fruitage. Dogs are
not automata, though too often regarded as such—a fatal error
which dwarfs their capacities. Whether the major merit of
success accrues to the human or to the canine element in a
mutual co-partnership, is a problem that varies individually,
Probably, as often as not instinct should be adjudged the
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winner—on points: but, in the w/tima ratio, it is to man—to
“hunting man” with his controlling power and master-mind
—that any supreme degree of success was ever due.

In time, with practice and patience, dogs of first-class calibre
become not merely subordinate auxiliaries, but quite capable of
acting independently. Thus they can be deputed to hunt,
unaccompanied, a stretch of country—say one of the big rough
enclosures that fringe the moor. Such space a fast setter will
range in half man’s time, while his watching master smokes a
restful pipe by the gateway : but ere he leaves that stance, he
has full confidence that not a covey of hill-partridge, not even a
lone young blackcock, has been left unfound.

In a big country wherc game is scarce and scattered, few and
far between, it was often advisable to run two dogs at once—which
term does not mean foget/icr, since the pair may be working
separate hillsides, hundreds of yards apart. In such case (and
indeed at all times), knowledgable dogs will constantly and
habitually look to their master for signals dy Zand: but, in case
of necessity, two whistles, pitched in different keys, should be
used. Each dog comes to distinguish the sound of a signal
addressed to himself, and to ignore those intended for the other.
The whistle, by the way, should only be uscd exceptionally,
since the less noise the better.

One more example of how canine instinct may be developed
to a level equalling reason. An cxperienced sctter, when sct
to hunt to leeward, will spontancously so cxtend its range of
ground ontiBwds as to be, in effect, hunting backwards—that is,
working the arca between itself and its master,

One charming test of mutually established confidence—
(though not always a criterion of quality)—is when one’s dogs
instinctively recognise their master as Supreme. The keeper
feeds and tends them for wecks, possibly months: yet at once,
on the appearance of their master, for those faithful crcatures
no other being exists on earth!

Our whole subject is frankly out of date—almost fossilised !
Yet has been here granted a half-grudging space as thoroughly
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appropriate in a book of Retrospect. Otherwise, its intrinsic
interest is worthy rather of a volume than a paragraph.
Fortunately such volumes already exist. There is Colonel
Hutchinson’s classic work, and another admirable example in
The Scientific Education of Dogs for the Gun, by H. H. (London
1890), one sentence from the Preface of which may aptly be
quoted :—* After 37 years’ enthusiastic study, [ continue learn-
ing every day and am convinced that no man has yet discovered,
or probably ever will discover, the extent to which the instinct
of animals, particularly that of the Dog, can be cultivated and
improved into a Reasoning power little inferior to that of an
educated man.”

Apropos, but alluding to totally different subjects, to wit
Ants, Sir John Lubbock wrote: “Their mental powers differ
from those of man not so much in kind as in degree” (duts,
Bees and Wasps).

Fain would I further refer to an article of my own in the
Badninton Magazine of 1890.

(4N MEMORIAM]
MY DEAR DOGS

Dointers.—Bob, Nilo, Dan, Shot, Pero I1, Joy, Sam.

Setters.—Dash, Luce, Rap I., Morris, Sandy, Jock, Saxon, Rap II., Rap
111, Nell, Cora, Hector and Fiera, Jupiter and Juno (Jove and Siu
for short), Rap 1V., Kate, Gyp.

[In 1906, I lost an invaluable kennel of setters—accidentally poisoned
while out at exercise. I was in East Africa at the time and have never
simce been able to remedy or counteract that disaster. ]

There were others; but several of the above represented
well-nigh the acme of canine merit—the truest and most
faithful friends that heart of hunter could desire. To-day I still
possess one inestimable Treasure,

Sentiments such as these may interest in retrospect, but
are idle in practice. They belong to a past epoch. Be the
change for better or for worse, it was inevitable and irrevocable,
The altered circumstance of the age had already signed the
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death-warrant of the styles of sport pursued by our fathers.
They were as dead as the dodo and to shed posthumous tears
were a waste of time and energy, not to mention ink.
Grouse-shooting under the earlier dispensation was largely
a sort of one-man pursuit in the wilderness. To-day it is
rather transformed into a social function—a brief transference
of Mayfair into the moorland. Well and good, but in a
retrospect there can be no harm in recalling earlier phases.
Nor is classic authority lacking to show that the ruder school
had its adherents in long-past epochs. Thus we read that when,
in heroic age, the storm-tossed Trojans sought the Latian shore
and slew confiding stags by the dozen—bis septem ingentia
corpora—yet young Ascanius, son of Aineas, found that:

“Tor him too peaceful and too tame
To crumple up the driven game ;
He longed to face the gnashing boar
And hark the tawny lion’s roar.”

ZENEID 1V., Conington’s translation (adapted).

Nor is the heroic sentiment dcad to-day. Ascanius serves
but as a prototype, since many of our most brilliant exponents
of modern gunnery are equally distinguished in the wildest
hunting-fields of the world. Some who, at home, may count
by the thousand head in a day are among the first to
undertake risks in the roughest of the raw, content with
the chance of, say half-a-dozen hard-carned trcphies in a
month. Personally I subscribe to the Arab doctrine that
“The time spent in the Clase is not counted in the Span
of Life.”

No, the cult of Esau has not passed away, nor will it ever
pass; though its disciples (in these crowded islands) are wont to
lie low, pursuing their craft unseen, and even unnoticed in the
daily press. In the wider world beyond, our “ white hunters”
flourish exceedingly, nor could Nimrod himself have brought
venatic science to higher perfection than that of our compatriots
in Africa or India. Esau, moreover—so we are told—is but a
figure of yesterday, in historic sense. Ages earlier, the instincts

B
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of the Caveman had been implanted in our human nature, the
accumulated inheritance of thousands of generations.

One aspect of the changed condition of field-sports it is
legitimately permissible to regret—that is, its bearing on the
outdoor study of natural history. The self-hunter of old was
necessarily a field-naturalist in embryo, since a working
acquaintance with the life-habits of his quarry formed an
integral component in his armoury. True, in the first instance
his observations were limited to the immediate objects of his
pursuit, but the habit of observation grows—it is infectious
and contagious, and once aroused will continue to expand and
develop while life lasts. Therein lay the genesis whence
evolved the field-naturalist. Even one generation ago the
majority of field-sportsmen took a living pride in combining
the twin qualifications. To-day no such stored knowledge
availsto help. The Gordian knot has, so to speak, been cut when
individual initiative, field-strategy and tactics have been replaced
by a sort of mass manceuvre. One regrettable result is that
the hunter-naturalist has become, certainly not extinct, but
relatively rare and in corresponding degree one of the twin
pillars of zoology has suffered appreciable loss! A priceless
treasure has been thrown away.

Accentuating the sentiment (and incidentally landing me
a “backhander” on the jaw!), I recently read this astounding
gem in the modern literaturc of grouse-craft. In a book which
tells of morc grouse being killed in a day than this Author
shoots in a decade, it is written: “ The practice of driving has
been most beneficial to the stock, since it brought to book the
tough old grouse which used, in the old days, to live so long

1 Zoology, that is, as hmited to field-observation of wild Nature. Omne
instance of the artificial methods of modern research may be specified.
When the Parliamentary Grouse Committee desired to learn the natural
history of the grouse, instead of studying their subject on its native heather,
they had a few dozens of captured grouse sent to London and placed under
the observation of a gamekeeper who had never before seen a live grouse.
Certain minor details might, no doubt, be more easily ascertained thus than
by observation in the wild ; but, with that exception, the plan wasa good
illustration of “how not to do it.” The result is now clear to see.,
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that their spurs became true weapons of offence, enabling them
to drive and harry the younger birds in the breeding-season,
and so damage the breed.” . . . It leaves one speechless. From
motives of the commonest Christian charity, the name of this
cgregrious scribbler shall remain unwrit.

One small personal memory may deserve record. The
incident occurred during the interregnum—shall I call it the

YounG Brackcock. Shot on First of September.

unregenerate period, while yet self-reliance (or was it conceit ?)
and the pride of dog-control still formed main factors in field-
craft >—and long ere the joys of the “ incoming shot ” had dawned.

It befell towards evening, after a long day on the moors
with my dear old friend and co-author, the late Walter Buck.
Between us and our quarters in the valley far below there
intervened a single semi-isolated hill. B. had elected to take
a shorter cut homewards down a glen which flanked this hill
on the right; meanwhile, I made a detour around it with the
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hope of adding a final brace or so to the bag. This last hill
proved to be full of grouse, and with a strong brecze in our
faces these grouse all swung round right-handed to regain the
main moors behind. Thus it befell that they passed straight
up the glen down which B. was pursuing his homeward way—
_and he was prompt to realise
_ his opportunity. Shot after

- shot rang out, and watching
. from the higher ground above
I could see, as each pack
- swung backwards up the glen,
_ grouse after grouse crumple

up to fall far below. On
our rejoining it transpired

~ that B. had gathered eleven
" grouse in some four short

Whose wild-rippling cry heralds the spring, mm.UteS—prObably more than
blending with the music of countless rills’ during  the whole arduous
—dancing waters that pour from the daY’S work preceding.
thousand hills. Undoubtedly it was a rare

and exceptional incident ; yet

B.s intense satisfaction came as a yet rarer revelation to me.

“Gladly would I slave for hours,” he said, “to get just such

three minutes as those, at birds coming in fast and high

overhead.” So I reflected there must be SOMETHING in

Driving after all?

THE MINSTREL OF THE MOORS.

GROUSE DISEASE.

The problem of grouse-disease (or what is popularly under-
stood by that term) appears to be unfathomable. Almost it
may be questioned whether, during the last forty years, we
have advanced one practical step forward in our knowledge of
the blight—a step, that is, towards its effective treatment and
remedy. True, we have the carefully elaborated Report of the
Parliamentary Grouse Committee of 1905-1911, which essays to
diagnose its multiple causes; but that work, while a triumph
of skilled and patient research, appears to be rather of scientific
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interest than of practical utility. On the Borders, at any rate,
there are to-day whole hill-ranges where the status of grouse is
worse than ever before. That, of course, does not apply to all;
but moors which formerly yielded, say 300 brace, now barely
carry a breeding -stock. Comparative figures were easy to
adduce, but figures are notoriously tiresome playthings; hence
I prefer to relate an amusing conversation with a moorland

YOUNG BLACKCOCK. Shot on First of October.

gamckeeper, which is only too typical of the situation. In
answer to a question of mine why he had sent me no bird-
notes of late, his reply was that he had observed nothing worth
recording. Then, suddenly, as an afterthought: “Oh, by the
way, I dzd see one rare bird last week.” . . . “What was that?”
... “Well, it was a grouse!” This, on a moor that used
commonly to yield 6o or 80 brace and upwards in a day’s
driving.

In general, the Genesis of grouse-disecase may safcly be

B2
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summarised as “the pricc we have to pay for maintaining a
stock of moor-game at a higher level than Nature designed.”

Forty years ago I essayed to set out in the Field, in
the terms just cited (since incorporated in both cditions of
Bird-Life of the Borders) my views and experiences to that
date; and the long interval has neither added to nor
materially altered the conclusions then reached. Whether
there exist cryptic causes, as yct undiscovered and unsuspected,
that conduce to grouse-disease or otherwise, at least (as above
suggested) the most obvious explanation lies in human
greediness.

From the modcrn voguc for “quantity” there results an
attempt to exploit Nature on the moorlands beyond the fixed
ratio of economics—alike as regards both grouse and sheep.

Notoriously the system of Driving, combined with grcater
attention to the heather-crop, a7 first vastly incrcased the stock
of grouse. But the insuperable limit—even at this second
standard —was reached . . . and overpast. The present
melancholy state of the heath-clad hills may thus be duc
solely to that fabled attribute of the Dutch, who are said to
‘“give too little and ask too much.”

Tur TWELFTI OF AUGUST 192).

The Twelfth of 1927 shall have a niche to itself, not
merely because it happened to be the Author’s sixty-second,
but chiefly because it rejoiced eyes wearied by long sequence
of sorry blanks and melancholy memorics while, ycar after
year, grousc—the chiefest ornament of the mountain-land—
seemed gradually to be disappearing from their ancestral
domain. Once more we could revel in the grateful spectacle of
great defiant covies, such as we had not scen for ten or a dozen
years. Already, a month before the Twelfth, the young were
as big and as strong as their parents. Though in actual
numbers a mere fraction of their pre-war abundance, yet
these great pelting broods at least promised a revival of joys
already well-nigh forgotten.
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By mid-July the prospect seemed assured; yet well we
remembered other years when the fairest promise had been
suddenly swept aside, as it were at the cleventh hour, and the
rosiest forecasts falsified! This year there occurred no slip
‘twixt cup and lip; but it goes without saying that great strong
covies in all the glory of health and vigour are not to be had
for the asking, and the delight of difficulty was enhanced by
the ceascless rains of a diluvial summer. An excellent index
of the conditions on this Twelfth is afforded by the fact that
never once (nor on the 13th either) did I fire the second barrel :
so the count worked out at 13 grouse in 16 shots, all singles.

Such a total may seem almost too trivial to record. It zs
trivial—even for me!—though by no means my lowest. Still
the record may have a bearing in another sense. The vogue
for “big bags,” with maximum results in the minimum of tiine,
has infused an entirely new standard into the ethics of shooting.
But phenomenal results may not in themselves provide the
truest criterion, either of the full joys attainable, or of skill in
moor-craft—together with the hunter's pride in that skill.
Results, after all, must be measured by opportunity, and quite
conceivably the gauge of a few bracc where cach unit may
represent a minor triumph in tactics or strategy, can induce a
warmer sense of self-gratulation than is inspired in another who
counts by hundreds?

! Thus in 1922, when, up to mid-July, all scemed to be going well,
suddenly, and from some cause quite impalpable to us, almost the entire
crop of grouse perished when alrcady three-quarters grown, and the whole
season proved the worst within my memory. Almost precisely similar
catastrophies befell both in 1918 and 1924, except that n each of those
years the “wash-out” of the young broods occurred a month earlier, about
mid-June. In 1919 and again in two subsequent seasons the young grouse
disappeared, as by magic, during May—that is, shortly after being hatched.
In none of these cases was any general cause perceptible ; nor were the
parents affected.



CHAPTER I1
THE MOORS IN MID-WINTER
I.—WILD ADVENTURES IN SNOW.!

IN the heart of the Cheviots lies a sequestered valley, surmounted
on three sides by a rampart of heather-clad hills that reach
clevations of 1000 to 1500 fect. In length the main valley
may extend to two or three miles, and is supplemented on
either flank by lateral gorges, shaggy with self-sown alder,
birch and bracken, that stretch far up the lower slopes. One
charm of this spot lics in its inaccessibility. Ten or more miles
to the southward, a branch line—a sort of toy railway—runs, or
limps across the moorland; while northwards, on the Scottish
side, a similar three-trains-a-day service lies a trifle further away.
In winter—especially in scvere seasons such as we are here con-
sidering—both these approaches are liable to be laid off, snow-
blocked, for days on end. Our valley is then cut off from the
outer world — how delicious, provided you are on the spot!
Otherwise, the effort to gain the Elysium may cost tears and
gnashing of teeth. Maybe 'tis worth all that.

The first of the two occasions I propose to describe occurred—
well, it was fifty-four years agone, yet the memory remains vivid as
of yesterday. During the early days of December heavy snow-
falls had effectually blocked all access from the southward ; but
on the Seventh of that month the northern track was reported
cledr to within five miles of our objective—clear, that is, by
driving tandem some ten miles along the narrow pass-way
excavated by snow - ploughs and with six-foot snow -walls

! This and similar yarns were indited in the long-ago; but always
suppressed—as a monstrum horvendum cui lumen ademptum—lest their
truth should be doubted, a contingency I need no longer anticipate.

24
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standing vertical on cither hand. The last few miles, we (my
brother J. and 1) did on foot, carrying our gear, till we met the
keeper, old Ritchie Ewart, at the fell-gate. Under such climatic
conditions, the bulk of the moor-game are driven to assemble
on the lower slopes of the hills and even grouse are constrained
by the rigour of the hour to assume arboreal habits, perching
on birch and alder to feed on the buds, or on the red haws of
the thorn-trees. The first
shot, nevertheless, was at a
pair of mallards, springing
from the swollen burn and
both secured, though only at
the cost of a knee-deep cross-
ing through icy waters. The
glass revealed several packs
both of grouse and black-
game, some on the sheerer
slopes where strong winds
had left patches of heather
exposed ; others perched on
birches or thorn. All were
wild and vigilant to the last
degree, the only possibility of
access being either to stalk
a marked pack from some
ridge above; or, alternatively, to organise a series of little
pop-drives, with the chance—often remote—of a single shot on
each—all this, it will be self-evident, involving severe labour.
The exact sequence of this day, however, shall not be re-
capitulated in detail; chiefly because I kept a more careful
record of a similar venture in the same valley seven years later,
presently to be described. The net result, when dusk fell,
amounted to six-and-a-half brace grouse, two of blackcocks, two
mallards, and a golden-eye duck; then, burdened with these, we
cssayed the homeward journey to our quarters—three miles
over a 1000-foot moor in full two fect of snow. The open track
was so completely obliterated that, in the darkness, we soon
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lost all trace of its direction and presently were floundering
about, often waist-deep in drifts and snow-wreaths. This, after
the antecedent labour of a strenuous day, proved almost
too much for our strength—at least, speaking for myself, I
remember flopping down in the snow for a rest. Both my
companions urged that to stop was to perish, and possibly
they were right, but for an extraneous incident—may it shock
no susceptibilities to relate! We had with us a bottle of
whisky, intended to serve over the two remaining days of the
shooting-season. Well, we drank it almost to the dregs that
night—drank it »eaz from the neck—and whisky was more
potent in those days. Yet no ill-effect did we suffer, either at
the time or next day—indeed, it lent new vigour to exhausted
muscles and enabled us to master that long, long uphill grind
through thc merciless snow. Such a deed under normal
circumstance might well-nigh asphyxiate; in the conditions of
that night I remember the strong stuff going down sweet as
cream. Next day, moreover, we both shot in our top form—so
it was clear no ulterior results had ensued. For the two days,
the two guns had put together exactly 20 brace of moorgame and
wildfowl. How small such a result appears nowadays on paper !
Yet what labour (and what joys!) it had cost to amass!

That the risks run in these snow-traverses of moorland in
mid-winter are very real is shown by an incident which occurred
that same day. A man, endeavouring to reach a station on the
little railway to the southward, totally disappeared; nor was
his fate known till three weeks later when, on the snow melting,
his remains were found in the bed of a steep-sided hill-burn.
Into this snow-masked death-trap the luckless wayfarer had
evidently fallen unawares, and the avalanche of snow that
followed his fall had overwhelmed him.

I11.—CLOSE OF TIIE SEASON OF 1882.

The snowstorms that, on the Borders, inaugurated the
month of December 1882 were memorable enough, though
without quite deserving such extravagant descriptions as local
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newspapers induced their readers to believe—* Surpassing in
violence anything within living memory,” and so on. For thrice
within the preceding decade we had endured climatic cataclysms
fully as severe, besides others almost as bad. No blame is
imputed to the overwrought journalist who, working against
time, burns the midnight oil to catch some “special edition”
in the “wee sma’ hours”; it is so much easier, in the quiet of
one’s own study, and with tabulated records in diaries that cover
decades, to compare and correlate cach such hibernal outrage.

Well, only four days yet remained of that grouse-season
when a letter arrived from our keeper, stating that the ordinary
road was snow-blocked, but that he thought, if we came by the
mid-day train and went on a few miles farther to the mail-
station, we “might get through.”

It was 3 r.M. when, on the snow-wreathed platform, Robert
met us, looking blue and rueful. His story was brief. The
dogcart he had abandoned six miles back in a drift; the horse
at a village ncar by. Thither we procceded on foot, and at the
little inn, after council held, decided to proceed. Darkness was
already settling down ; the snow lay from a foot deep to six or
more in the drifts; moreover, it still drove heavily from the
north-cast, and we had some ten long miles of a rough moor-
land road to cover. At the cnd of a mile—the snow-blast
driving horizontal and hardly endurable—my companion W,
ill-preparced for such ordeal, decided to turn back. The decision
was taken just in time; for scarce had he installed himself at
the village inn than in trooped the whole of the passengers
from that belated train, which had been brought to a standstill
amidst mountainous snow-drifts just beyond the station. W.
had secured onc of the two available bedrooms !

Meanwhile, Robert and I, hanging on to the horse’s lee
girths, and so getting what shelter was possible from the blast,
plunged ahead through deep snow and deeper darkness. We
kept at it, always making good, but the first five miles took three
hours to accomplish. Near that point was a cosy refuge where
we would fain have rested awhile; but, our clothes, being frozen
into boards, a stoppage, cven for a few minutes, was inadvisable,
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so, like Xenophon in the Anabasis, we “ pushed forward” the
remaining four miles. These proved to be the worst of all, for
no vestige of a track was visible, and we cven passed the
abandoned dogcart unseen beneath the snow. The final stage
occupied over two hours, and it was past nine o'clock ere we
reached our quarters, after a night’s work that stands out
prominent among memories of many a tussle with the elements
on our Border hills. And, after all, these labours were lost!
for a continuance of the storm on the following morning, with the
added depth of drifted snow, forbade all access to the higher levels.

Such facts may perhaps appear unworthy of record. The
loss of an odd day’s sport more than forty years ago must
seem a mere triviality? In those carlier days, however, the
secrets of bird-life (including that of the grouse), as it subsists
under such conditions upon high moorland, had never been
told. No book, within my knowledge, so much as alluded to
the subject; nor had ornithologists ventured to explore these
points at first-hand-——my own works still remain the only wit-
nesses. Hence a concrete instance of the difficulties incidental
to the quest may prove neither trivial nor inappropriate.

A minor episodc of that night remains graven on the tablets of
memory—whether worthy of immortality, [ cannot tell. At once,
on reaching our destination, I had noticed our hostess smiling a
mystic and inexplicable smile; but, being myself beyond the
speaking stage, had failed to diagnose its cause till she handed
me a looking-glass; then I knew. I‘rom my moustache, on
either side, depended silvery icicles that looked a foot in length!

Next afternoon, simultancously with the failure of my
second attempt to ascend the hills, W. arrived, after five hours’
passage on the mail-sledge. He had lost nothing; neither had
he suffered our trials and tribulations! Meanwhile, however,
the keeper, at another point, had succeeded in reaching the
moor and returned at dusk with a brace of grouse. These he
had shot as they flew from one of those “snow-burrows”
described later in this chapter. The site of that particular
warren we had observed in a previous winter.

Friday morning (g9th December) at last broke fine, and
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brilliant sunshine glorified the whole wide snowscape. Cheviot’s
massive symmetry lay clad in unbroken radiance, while its
satellites stretched away, league beyond league, in spotless
purity of snow. Nothing save passing cloud-shadows, or the
dark contour of crags or screes, broke the uniform beauty and
the solemnity of the scene.

The nearer fells being unscalable, our hopes for this day
centred on reaching that sequestered valley alrcady described

GREVHEN (Zetrav tefrix). Norway, October 1895,

above ; and, as expected, it proved to be the refuge of half the
moor-game of all the fells around. Grouse, however, were at
first rather conspicuously absent—for a reason to be presently
unfolded—but blackcocks in great packs that, at a distance,
might be mistaken for rooks, with their attendant greyhens,
crowded the boughs of birch and alder along each straggling
glen. Before starting operations in earnest against the game,
fowling-craft dictated, as a preliminary, to try out the main
burn for wildfowl—mallards, wigeon, or golden-eye, driven in
from the frozen lochs above. This hour’s work proved full of
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living interest. From the first bend of the burn sprang a heron
almost underfoot, squawking and in superb disarray—a mix-up
of long beak, long neck and legs, and huge wings, quite
needlessly flustered to find a “gun” right atop of him—herons
we do not shoot. Everywhere busy dippers darted to and fro,
alighting on the ice-edge to warble a bar of song, or emerging in
mid-stream from a dive. They had reason to be busy ; for each
gravelly shallow swarmed with great spawning salmon. Broad

NOVEMBER ON THE MOORS,

brown backs, huge shovel-tails and dorsal fins clove the current,
and around each wallowing pair the waters flew in spray. The
scene afforded a striking contrast in wild Nature’s ways. While,
under the rigours of winter, the warm-blooded tribes are hard set
to procure a bare subsistence, here the cold-blooded fish were
revelling in the paroxysm of procreative passion! That such an
idyll, albeit ichthyic, should have its setting staged amidst semi-
arctic conditions—with snow-wreaths enveloping the burn, and
great green icicles like hoary stalactites impending the bridal
couch—well, it seems incongruous to shuddering human sense.
Thrice having to ford the burn to recover a mallard that
had fallen beyond it, I took occasion to creep right up to the
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very tails of spawning salmon, rolling and splashing, but quite
oblivious of my proximity. The dippers, and trout also, hang
closein rear of each pair, both eager to snatch any flotsam and
jetsam—no blame imputed to either, since the bulk of these swept-
away ova are bound to be lost. Lxcept for the dippers, birds of
the smaller crcation arc, at such seasons, chiefly conspicuous by
their absence. Alert parties of redpolls and tits among the
alders, a chance tree-creeper, robin, or wren are about all one
may sce. But to-day a cock bullfinch, perched on a snow-laden
hemlock, lent the only touch of brilliant colour to an Arctic scene.

After this interlude along the burn, attention was transferred
in earnest to the game—the blackcocks still in evidence, guzzling
woody birch-tops in lack of more nutritious food; but grouse
strangely invisible. No reader need fear that any mere
rigmarole of sporting incident shall be inflicted. All #t is
irrelevant, save only as it may scrve to elucidate points in
Naturc’s cconomy. Still, surely it is legitimate to recall that,
both on this day and the next—the last of the season—we did
enjoy those inspiring moments of minor triumphs that are ever
dcar to memory? The first objective in all such operations is
to spy out precisely the cnemy’s position, with any “advantages”
it may offer; then to decide on the strategy required—whecther
stalking, outflanking, or a pop-drive at short range—the details
in either case needing careful working-out.

At once we discovered the secret of the invisible grouce.
They were not absent; on the contrary, seldom have greater
numbers been congregated in this relatively narrow valley.
But all were hidden from sight, deep-buried bencath the snow.
On crossing the crest of a steep brae, on the slope of which
(beneath the snow) grew long and shrub-like heather, there
“bolted ” from their burrows, some 30 yards bclow me, over a
score of grouse—not a sign of which had I seen, nor suspected
their presence, till first two, and then the rest in a cluster,
suddenly flopped out from their hidden holt. It was the same
all along the fellside, almost each abrupt brae sheltering a sub-
nival colony of grouse. If approached from below (that is, in
full view), the refugees would invariably take wing far beyond
range —showing that a good look-out had been maintained,
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although not a bird was in sight. On other occasions I have
seen afar the head and neck of a grouse—sometimes two—
evidently acting as sentries. To-day that precaution seemed
entirely neglected. The omission, however, hardly affected
our “dominion,” since the binoculars at once detected any
broken snow-surface, and in cach case such index betrayed a
“warren.” Approach from above was then easy. On one
. occasion I pushed a buried
& pack iuto a sort of cul-de-sac,
__a rocky corner wherein they
~ appeared utterly to have lost
~ their bearings, so that nine
fell ere the survivors got
, L clear.

Grouse do not invariably take to burrowing upon the appear-
ancc of snow ; but they possess some ancestral intuition enabling
them to divine that a particular snowfall is predestined to last
long unbroken. In such case, they at once set about systematic
excavations ere subsequent frosts shall have steeled the soft snow-
surface. Whenever you discern such signs, know, ye shepherds
and hillmen, and lay your account for a prolonged storm.

Instructive and most interesting it is, on the melting of the
snow (perhaps three or four weeks afterwards), to study the
extent and architectural completeness of these grouse-warrens.
Far and wide they spread bencath the snow, with lateral
chambers and ramifications that command stretches of sweet
young heather—thus assuring not only shelter but abundant
food-supplies, however prolonged the storm. There depend,
moreover, upon these snow-burrowing habits of grouse, im-
portant evolutionary and genealogical corollaries; but as
these have already been traced in detail in my Borders and
Beyond, further reference here would be superfluous.

The blackgame, as usual during heavy snow, roosted in the
trees, their favoured quarters being where a clump of alders
clustered thickly together in some sheltered cleugh. On the
thaw, however, we found where onec pack of 1§ or 20 had
roosted regularly beneath the snow. Their retreat boasted
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none of the elaborate architecture of the grouse-warrens,
being merely a single big chamber, roughly circular, and
about six feet back from the entrance, wherein all had
huddled together—their heads all radiating outwards. Black-
game provide no separate
“bedrooms”; nor, of course,
a canaculum, since (unlike
grouse) they never feed—
only sleep—beneath the snow.
The combined heat of so
many, however, creates a
vertical upcast air-shaft, rising
from the centre of the roof;
and the scent which emanates
from this must constitute a
distinct source of danger.
Any fox prowling to leeward
would assuredly pick it up:
and some years later, after
a prolonged snowstorm, we
found on a moss near Houxty the mangled remains of three or
four greyhens which, as clearly shown by spoor, had been caught
and killed by a fox under precisely such circumstance.

It is to note that the observations above recorded date back
between forty and fifty years, and at that remote epoch—almost
prehistoric nowadays—no conception of these “fossorial” habits
had yet dawned on the horizon, whether scientific or venatic.
When the facts stated were categorically set out in my Bird-Life
of the Borders (first in 1889, more fully in the second edition, in
1907), their accuracy was regarded with grave doubt and
suspicion. One of our leading zoologists fzwice accused me of
misinterpreting the ways of wild Nature. Perhaps his doubt
was not altogether unjustified—anyway, my critical friend has
full shrift and absolution !—for such is the rubbish that to-day
passes current as “natural history,” that it behoves our savants
to maintain not only rigid criticism but actual incredulity.
Still, I would mildly suggest that that incredulity be tempered

C

A WINTER SONGSTER.
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with some degree of discretion. Such discretion, in the present
case, would have avoided clogginﬂ the wheels of knowledge.

All that day we had “stuck-in” to our work—scrambling
through drifts shoulder-deep,
- climbing over hidden obstacles,
oft tumbling into unseengullies,
and so on—till the approach
- of darkness brought the realisa-

» . ‘ tion that physical powers were
unequal to accomplish the long homeward trail. The memory of
that ordeal of seven or cight years carlier remained vivid ; but the
drastic remedy that then proved effective is not one to try twice.
Fortunately, a Dews ex machina appeared in our friendly shepherd,
who proffered hospitality and whose good wife speedily made
all snug for the night. Next morning, moreover, our strategical
position for further operations was vastly improved, and that
advantage we proceeded at dawn to exploit for all it was worth.
When at last, after a second glorious day, the lowering sun had
closed one more grouse-season, and we set forth on the homeward
tramp, the panniers were Joaded up with 26 brace of moorgame
and wildfowl, and even the moon-flitting owls hooted us a hearty
FAREWELL.

ANOTHER WINTER SONGSTER,



CHAPTER III

SIXTY YEARS WILDFOWLING AFLOAT, ON
BRITISH COASTS AND OVERSEAS

I.— A RETROSPECT.

WERE a Retrospect of the art and practice of wildfowling afloat
(and almost equally the life-study of the fowl themselves)
extended to the full century —say to Hawker's day —the
history might well-nigh be summarised in two words, “NO
CHANGE"—truly a remarkable reversal of the parallel con-
ditions on the moorlands, as outlined in the former chapter!
To-day, precisely as when IHawker wrote, the active pursuit of
wildfow] on salt water, and equally the study of them in life, is
limited to a minute minority ; while the great world alongside
peacefully pursucs the cven tenor of its way, gloriously care-
less of the mere existence of such extrancous trifles. Even
the few who decign to give wildfowling a second thought,
contemptuously dismiss it as an occupation only fit for sea-
fishermen, polar bears, and similar pachyderms.

It is a singular anomaly. On thc one hand the familiar
birds of the country-side arc subjects of intensive study, pro-
vocative of a ceaseless flow of literature, technical or fugitive;
and inland Britain is virtually one grcat game-preserve where
sporting - rights command high rentals. . . . Yet, in exact
reverse, this pursuit of wildfowl on the open coasts—though
free to all—without cost—is almost totally ignored ; left to the
sole enjoyment of a few fishermen-fowlers who supplement the
scanty earnings yielded by the harvest of the seas by inter-
mittent attacks upon the hordes of wildfowl which each winter
seek the refuge of our shores. Yet this sea-game, in actual
numbers, far exceeds, arca for arca, that of all our inland

80
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gamc even under the most favourable conditions and artificial
propagation. ‘Nevertheless, with the exception of, say half a
dozen amateur enthusiasts in each sea-board county, hardly a
soul gives our coast-wildfowl a second thought. Few ever trouble
to go and see them —wondrous as are the spectacles they
present. The vast majority are totally unaware of their bare
existence outside of books or museums. The apparent anomaly
is accentuated by the fact that this pursuit brings into play a
combination of yachting and boat-sailing, together with gunning
—a triplice of popular sports
that, one might conclude,
would ensure its attractive-
ness, despite all uncertain-
ties and “hardships.” That
aspect, however, has never
appcaled—Strange that the
freedom of ocean wave, the
thrills of “a wet sheet and
a flowing sea and the wind that follows fast” should awaken no
response in DBritish breast—at least aboard a gunning-punt—
Strange that such joys should stir no Viking blood !

No suggestion must be inferred that an experimental
expedition’ is herein recommended, or that such enterprise
would be worth anyone’s while to undertake. For nothing in
the cynegetic world is clearer than the fact that wildfowlers
(like great poets) are born, not made. They form a class apart.
Those in whose breast the flame burns innate, already know as
much as I can tell: the rest would merely incur “discomforts” (?)
and disappointments, and probably vent a savage ire on those
who had been foolhardy enough to advise such ill-starred
venture. No, let those good folk stick to their stubbles and
turnips ; or, if so fortunate, to the heather.

Writing in the /7e/d more than thirty years ago, the Author
was rash enough to extend such an invitation—partly in the
following terms:—*The flood-tide is running strong, with a
fine off-shore breeze: as the smart gunboat cuts through the
seas and spray curls crisply over her bows, the spirit of the
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young fowler will be stirred to its core as he sees on every
side, on wing or wave, new bird-forms that he had never seen
before nor his philosophy ever dreamt of. The variety of types
entrance the sense of sight. Some are weird, like the grebes
and loons; others stately, such as mallards and sky-cleaving
skeins of geese; many trim and smart; but all full of vivid
life and character, beautiful, and specialised each to its assigned
method of living and its own struggle for existence. What
are they? Our young friend will come to know them all in
time—to know them intimately; say, in a year or twe (but
better, in ten!) But let him remember that none can be truly
introduced to sea-game on paper, nor learn Nature’s lessons

from printed page.” The invitation met with no response
and is not repeated. ’

To what primary cause this psychological gulf be attributable
is an enigma. Game being abundant and universally distributed,
present no difficulty in finding or killing—the question is merely
of the relative quantity that may be killed. Wildfowl, in direct
reverse, are not found everywhere—not even in every county ;
but rather concentrated in special resorts congenial to their
reclusive nature, proportionately less so to our own, and usually
far from the haunts of men, and then chiefly in winter. At such
time and place, though one may see ten-fold more in a day than
is conceivable with game,yet there may occur no opportunity of
securing them. With world-wanderers—cosmopolites of space
such as these—a skilled fowler may spend days, even weeks of
laborious toil, daily within sight of wildfowl in thousands, yet
unable to obtain a single unit, Within that little fact are

Cc2
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perhaps comprchended both the drawbacks and the glories of
wildfowling afloat! But surely such are worthy foes?

“Tribes of the air, whose favoured race
E’er wander through the Realms of Space—
Free guests of earth and sea.”

Not only do wildfowl far exceed game-birds in mere
numerical bulk, but equally so in their variety of tribes, genera,
and species do they outstrip their dry-land cousins. England,
after all, claims but four kinds of game-birds, and thosc four of
more or less equal habit and restricted range: whereas on salt
water the web-footed hosts count up into scores of different
species and there are, in addition, whole tribes of the “hen-
footed ” orders—the waders, most graccful of all. The habits
of sea-game, morcover, vary in equal ratio with their variety
of classes and orders. Somec come only in mid-winter ; others
in spring, or in autumn ; while at both the latter seasons there
pass along our coasts migrating hordes in through-transit to the
uttermost parts of the earth. Again, while here, some feed by
day, others exclusively by night, or perhaps according to the
tides—rcgardless of the periods of light and darkness. Thus
the moving panorama of bird-life presented—espccially at dawn
and dusk, but also throughout both day and night—might, one
would anticipate, have proved a loadstone irresistible to the
feeblest naturalist: but no such magnetism has evolved. It
may be bold to say so; but, in my considered view, much of the
life-histories of this great section of British birds—their ranges
of space and of habit, their plumage-phases and varied processes
of development (often extended over years) — remain to-day
less understood or, more accuratcly, misunderstood and mis-
described, than is the precise classification and identity of
many foreign birds that inhabit the ends of the earth, Our
ornithologists of the Cabinet have cver devoted vast cnergies
and ability to such investigation of /far-away creatures, to the
virtual neglect of well-nigh one-third of our British avifauna.
They prefer the sorting-out of dry skins from afar, and the
conferring of irrevocable Latin names (in triplicate) upon
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denizens, say of Pacific islands or of far Cathay—crcatures
that they have never themselves scen in life!

“These things ye should have done,
And not to leave the other undone.”

Well! we remain as far as ever from resolving our cnigma,
the psychological enigma w/y wildfow!l and wildfowling should
evoke such abounding enthusiasm in a handful, while ignored
and despised by all the rest. Undoubtedly the hard service of
wildfowling afloat by day and by night in mid-winter—cspecially
in those severe seasons which always yield the best resuits—
demands qualities of endurance and dogged perseverance,
together with the love of adventurc and of a certain degree of
danger, which hardly enter the domain of ordinary field-sports.
A potential drawback is the solitude of this service, which con-
flicts with the cult of gregariousness; while the constitution of
a prize-fighter, or a polar bear is oft presumed to be a primary
essential.  With reasonable precaution, the latter is not
necessarily the casc; though the dictum of the veteran fowler,
Buckle, comes near thc truth, “It’s aye the toughest dog as
gets the most.” No craven suggestion of degeneracy merits a
moment’s thought, for the anomaly flourished a century or two
ago cxactly as it does to-day. Thercat we leave the enigma—
insoluble.

Even in poetry wildfowl find no place. Wordsworth, it is
true, once sang of the aerial evolutions of “waterfowl” (by the
context, the poet clearly meant wil/d-duck), and Burns briefly
lamented their innate abhorrence of the human race: but with
those exceptions there occur—so far as my reading goes—no
specific references in all the inspired writings of our pocts.

The oversight is the more conspicuous by comparison with
the graceful eulogies sung of all our fireside favourites—song-
thrush and “ouzel,” robin, nightingale, skylark, swallow, and

1 Conceivably, as knowledge progresses, this system of *dermatology?”
may prove the better way. Such eventuality, nevertheless, appears in my

eyes so unthinkable that I burn my boats and remain content in this and
several cognate matters to await the verdict of another generation.
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the rest—each of which might boast a volume all to itself.
The poets might, of course, crush such criticism with the apt
rejoinder :—

“A taste exact in faultless fact, amounts to a disease.”

Three illustrations of the divergent points-of-view from which
wildfow]l and wildfowling are regarded by different mentalities
may be added. The first is a recollection dating back to
boyhood’s days. At that time one of the most adventurous and
far-travelled hunters, a man
who revelled in risks with
dangerous game, Capt. H. A.
Levison, who wrote under
the pen-name of “The Old
Shekarry,” essayed to try his
fortune with wigcon by night.
His emphatic verdict ran
roughly as follows (I have
becn unable to turn up the exact reference) :—* Not for all the
wildfowl on earth would I undergo such an ordeal again—not
cven if the gunning-punt was fitted throughout with watertight
compartments after the manner of a lifeboat, and furnished
moreover with store of rugs and hot-water bottles—also with
life-belts, buoys and rafts, and even a keg of old cognac.”

Another letter reads :—“ No, thanks; I won’t venture again.
There is something fascinating about that punt-gunning on the
coast—it is so gloriously wild and rude. I’'m glad I've seen it
once, but once is enough. To tell you the truth, I did not get
over the effects of that trip for three or four weeks and decided
that the business was too rough for me. I cannot stand the
exposure and my constitution won’t run to spending half the
night in a wet canoe and coming in to breakfast on a starfish
at 6 AM. No, I won’t come again.”

A third letter strikes the converse note. Read its en-
thusiasm :—“1 have now done four seasons’ fowling, so begin
to understand it a Z#z/e; but learn some new lesson every time
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I go afloat. What a glorious game it is! I no longer care if "I
never shoot a grouse or a partridge again, and sometimes think
I will sell my horses and give up hunting too.”

Wildfowl in Legal Aspect.

No aspect more specchfully betrays the general apathy and
confusion of thought in all that concerns wildfowl, than the futile
succession of legislative enactments that during the past fifty ycars
have adorned (?) the Statute-Book. Having mysclf throughout
the whole period preached a truer Gospel, 1 have no thought of
further cfforts to put the world right! That consummation
will never arise wnti/ . . . until some CABINET MINISTER shall
himself take up the pursuit of wildfowling. Admittedly the con-
tingency is hardly probable, since C.ABINE? MINISTERS (capitals
please) are not built of that stuff. I write trembling; but
not only with supreme respect, but even with a latent suspicion
that there may exist an exception—possibly two. By “not built
so,” I mean in the sense that the brawn and muscle of a coast-
fowler would not per se be deemed a full qualification to devise and
direct delicate details of diplomacy. Still! should the suggested
contingency materialise, that c1s/8E7r 3zNISrER, as the fresh
light burst upon him, would be the first to exclaim :—* Well!
that old Voice in the Wilderness was right all the time, if only
we'd had the wit to understand.”

But though none of our great law-givers may he in the least
likely to adventure their lives (and reputations!) aboard a

! Were a serio-comic exception permissible, it would be on the lines
that Parliament should devolve its functions ad Zoc and appoint the Author
its sole Plenipotentiary to draw up an Act which would settle this matter
once for all. Necessanly the Plenipotentiary must be left independent of
all the present Parliamentary advisers—Doctrmaire ornithologists, Dicky-
bird Societies of the sillier sect, and the rank and file of cranks, faddists,
and sentimentalists at large. Already these estimable folk have had a
4o0-years’ innings: but (having no practical grasp of the subject or the
vaguest notion of what that term “wildfowl” imports to those who know)
the only outward and visible sign of their prolonged activities consists of
some dozen Acts of Parliament (with hundreds of “Orders in Council?”)
lying stranded wrecks along the shore.



42 RETROSPECT

gunning-punt, at least we have legislators of the first rank who
are skilled exponents of a sister-craft almost as strenuous, that
of salmon-fishing.

Now, most seriously do I address this question point-blank
to thesc great men. What would be their view—what would
be Viscount Grey of Fallodon’s view—if it were legally enacted
that their spring salmon-fishing in February, March and April
—(the cream of the season, by the /a/lodon Papers)—should be
prohibited because the trout are not ready till May ?

Yet that is precisely the injustice that Parliament has
decreed to the wildfowler. March is sometimes his best
month—not seldom his only one—to reap a scanty and pre-
carious harvest from the hordes of forcign wildfowl that, in
severe winters, seck the refuge of our shores. DBut that scanty
harvest is denied him. Why? Apparently lest he shoot by
mistake some . . . hoopoe, or golden oriole, or other cockiology
specimen (none of which, by the way, are herc at all in March).

Now will our good salmon-fishing Legislators kindly answer
the above question? I rather challenge a reply—(that challenge
isn’t so bold as it looks, since no response is possible; none
but the Silence that speaks).

Recently I read in the Z7mes an account of a duck-shooting
held in India last Apré/ (1927) by the Viceroy with some of the
great Indian Rajahs—1069 duck being killed on the first, 539 on
the second day. No blame is imputed-—quite the reverse; the
shooting was absolutely in order: for better sportsmen do not
exist than the Indian Rulers, nor any less capable of taking an
unfair advantage of their game. Yet, at home, such a perform-
ance would have subjected the sportsmen concerned to incalcul-
able fines—if not to imprisonment! How do our hysterical
“ Protectionists” explain that what is perfectly right for a
Viceroy and Maharajahs in India should bc a crime in a
British wildfowler? Will anyone answer that? Again I
challenge a reply; yet—

“ Answer comes there none ;
And this is scarcely strange, because
They’re speechless, every one.”—A/ice (adapted).
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While our four British game-birds have their own specific
and sensible game-laws, each with its appropriate close-time;
yet the whole great Order of Wildfowl (which are equally as
important to the fowler as game is to the inland gunner) are, if
not totally ignored by the Legislature, at least contemptuously
dismissed in sZv words, thus :—

“Ducks (all species).
Geese (all species).”

All these hosts of winter wildfowl are promiscuously lumped
in together, alongside tomtits, skylarks, swallows, summer-
warblers and other heterogencous creatures, with which they
have no cencecivable connection or affinity. It is a sorry story—
long-drawn bungles in high places that might provoke mirth but
for their melancholy. Knowledge and wisdom are not synonyms.

Now, let us quit preaching and turn to the practical aspect
—in short, let’s get afloat on salt water !

II.—THREE MEMORIES OF WILDFOWLING AFLOAT.
(1)—Its Trials, its Triumphs, and its Tears.

"Twas midnight when we awoke—one of those stilly, bracing
nights that mid-winter oft vouchsafes, when the very winds are
vanquished by the severity of the frost. The thermomcter
stood at 16° Fahrenhcit and the whole landscape lay enveloped
in snow down to full-sea mark. An hour later we were afloat
on a silvery sea so calm as to seem asleep under the stars and
a third-quarter moon riding high in the zenith. Our spirits
also soared aloft, for (though we knew it not yet) this was to
prove a red-letter night in our annals. At three-quarter’s flood
(3.30 AM.), in the half-light of a “false dawn”—aided by a
flicker of Aurora borealis—we brought off quite a good shot
at wigecon. Their company had appcared no more than fifty
strong, but nicely grouped—all busy feeding under the moon-
rays: so that a baker’s dozen was empunted in that nocturnal
obscurity. Two hours later, ere yet it was fully light, a fairly
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smart right-and-left had added a couple of mallard-drakes—in
our hearts the “ Pride of Dominion” soared to full-flood level!
But all that is quite off the point of this yarn

Shortly after daybreak, geese in thousands had appeared,
pack succeeding pack, coming in from sea. But during all the
morning hours these wildest of all wildfowl persistently derided
our efforts to secure an interview with their clamorous hosts.
Never, in fact, had we approached within a quarter-mile. Only
once had local environment—(which, being interpreted, signifies
a twelve-inch slope of some intervening mud-bank)—appeared
even slightly to favour our endeavours: and that half-chance
was dissipated by an untimely shot fired by some shore-gunner
a couple of miles away. That “Pride of Dominion” began to
ebb. As Burns sings of wildfowl :—

“Man with all his pow’rs you scorn ;
Swiftly seek on clanging wings
Other lakes and other springs,
And the foe you cannot brave
Scorn at least to be his slave.”

Towards noon the tide was running out strongly, leaving
bare vast verdant stretches of zostera-clad ooze.  Such, however,
was the tense severity of frost that the last thin film of receding
salt-water had frozen hard ere yet the mud was entircly exposed.
As a result, this film of ice denied both to the geesc and all
other wildfowl alike, their expected breakfast on the zostcra
marina : hence their hungry skeins were kept constantly a-wing,
flighting hither and thither in search of fresh feeding-grounds
as the falling tide laid further stretches dry. Wherever onc’s
cye might rest, seca and sky were streaked and scamed with
shifting files; while the still air resounded with a wild-clanging
chorus—sights and sounds in themselves a sufficing reward.

The strategy of the wildfowler, afloat and ashore, is ever
directed by opportunity—that is, he must be alert to seize the
slightest advantage that may be offered by any temporary
difficulties of his quarry—scldom, indeed, do any grave diffi-
culties befall these astutc cosmopolitans! That morning we
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were quick to perceive one chance thus offering—small enough,
yet tangible. So far as it was safe, we navigated the gunboat
up one of the tidal creeks that intersect those leagues of rotten
ooze: but at frequent intervals as the tide fell, dropping back
stern-first so as to keep our craft afloat with an inch or two of
salt water beneath her keel. It meant of necessity, a long and
weary wait ; and that on the merest off-chance that—in so vast
a space—one or other of those picturesque packs of geese should
pass within gunshot of our concealed and camouflaged ambus-
cade. Somectimes a passing pack &7d arouse transient hopes;

but these geese—such was their luck—each time crossed our
bows beyond all reasonable range. There was abundant reward,
nevertheless, to an eye appreciative of Nature’s wilder scenes,
in thus watching, unseen, the wonderful panorama that kept
unfolding over those wide wastes of tidal wilderness.

One may wonder what proportion of the forty-odd millions
who (we are told) inhabit these Islands, have ever personally
witnessed thesc matutinal scenes? Dossibly the answer would
involve a calculation in decimal points—with several antecedent
cyphers preposed. One may wonder if two folk in every ten
thousand have even seen a brent goose on the wing? or would
recognise it if they did? The minute minority, moreover, who
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do see, are mostly actuated rather by material results—say a
dozen geese at a shot (price, five shillings a couple)—than by
any abstract love of the observation of wild-life. Poor dear
Pachyderms! All the outward and visible joys—the successes
and the failures—you share equally; but this inward grace is
denied you—likc the Peri at the Gate, you stand (but not
disconsolate !).!

All around our post in that creek was displayed a constant
sequence of these inspiring pictures. At closest range, there
trxppcd by actlve companies of the wadmg tribes—among the

: most graceful of the whole
feathered race.  The frost-
bound flats being sealed
. against their utmost efforts,
~ these beauties — my be-
 loved “Globe - Spanners”
of the Borders and Beyond
—were to-day restricted
in their search for break-
fast to that narrow margin
of unfrozen ooze that lay awash—the margin whence the
tide had only momentarily receded—and beyond that, so far
as wading permitted, to the shallows outside. The first of
these groups “censused” consisted exclusively of dunlins, all
nimble as frightened mice, but in a variety of costumes.
The crowd which followed, though otherwise identical, enjoyed
the company of two grey plovers—a species which, though

1 A word or two respecting the Brent Geese may be appropriate. These
wildfowl are only “Britisk” in the limited sense that they seek the refuge
of our shores in severe winters and then by tens of thousands—usually af7er
the New Year. But, even so, they newver touch British soil, being exclusively
marine in their haunts. By night, they sleep at sea, and only enter tidal
mud-flats to feed. DBrents never go inland, nor trespass a single yard
above the full sea-mark. Hence, as above remarked, few see them, and
their case is a matter that concerns wildfowlers alone and no one else.
Further, Brent Geese do not breed within three or four thousand miles
of our shores: and their breedmg season falls three or four months Jazer
than the dates which prevail in our Islands—that is, affer midsummer.
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habitually sociable, is never gregarious, seldom seen more than
a dozen at most together. The plovers were, of course, con-
spicuous by reason of their being about four times bigger than
their temporary pals—Tritons among minnows. Third in this
passing show, came a score or two of knots (77inga canutus),
rotund fluffy balls of grey, ncarly as plump as golden plovers
and reputed even better eating. The knot has a distinctive
personality in his clan—less agile than the nimble dunlins,
ring-dotterels, stints, sanderlings and others of that ilk (by
reason of shorter limbs)—and also disagrecing in that knots are
intolerant of alien intrusion in their ranks—they “keep them-
selves to themselves” Yet, while not sociable, knots are

GODWITS.

essentially gregarious, as may be gathcred from the recorded
fact that as many as 160 have been killed at one shot. The
present little company had breakfasted early, foi they settled
down in siesta right in front of our gun-muzzle—so near that the
difference between adults and crescent-spangled yearlings was
clearly distinguishable. Redshanks come in a somewhat similar
category, shunning as a rule the society of other species ; though
ncver themselves congregating in the vast assemblages customary
with knots. This morning the few that fed past us were in threes
and fours.

A handsome wader that was in constant evidence both to
cye and car (but never within shot!) was the godwit (Limosa
lapponica). These in great clamorous packs, hundreds strong,
kept flying hither and thither in search of ice-free feeding-
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grounds, “barking” and whistling, but never happening to
alight near-by. Possibly the half-seen apparition—the long low
grey gunboat, was sufficient to arouse their alert suspicions;
for godwits in midwinter count amongst the wariest of sea-
gamec—hardly casier of access than the geese themselves, Only
twice during fifty-odd years of coast-fowling have I got “upon
terms” with their big battalions, and on each occasion on just
such bitter mornings as this—when the flats were frost-bound
and the hungry godwits constrained to feel along the very verge
of the ebbing tide. Only within that narrow limit were their
deep-probing operations possible; hence twice in the half-light
of dawn has human “Dominion” prevailed, the two shots
realising 40 head (23 and 17), as already related in my Arz of
Wildfowling, p. 220.

Throughout these hours we had, it will be understood, been
lying prostrate on our chests—flat as any flounder—hardly
daring to raise an cye much above the coamings: and the
total height of that superstructurc was precisely 137 inches.
The attitude is not convenient to the human frame. Elbows
and knees should be constructed—not of poor flesh and bone,
but of reinforced concrete: while the neck-muscles should be
of whipcord—if not of steel wire: but terrestrial joys can rarely
be realised without corresponding pains. Lying supine thus,
we had munched our sandwiches and tried to drink bottled beer
from the neck. Now the accepted principles of hydrostatics
hold that fluids will not flow upwards—they “seek their own
level” Herein Nature’s law was shattered—by suction! since
necessity knows no law!

Then at length the moment arrived ... the crucial
moment long awaited, yet scarce definitely expected. Virtue
and paticnce were to reap their reward. While yet suffering
that un-gargantuanfeast . . . itcame. Broad away on our right,
500 yards distant, a great gaggling phalanx of geese were
directing their course straight upon our position—so straight
that it seemed doubtful whether the big gun could ever be
brought to bear. Already we were manceuvring to bring the
gunboat’s bows round to starboard—hoping thus to take the



SIXTY YEARS WILDFOWLING AFLOAT 49

shot “coming in,” straight ahead—as at driven grouse: when
the geese, each unit soliloquising gently in conversational tones,
swerved six points inwards. Three seconds later the fast-
flying phalanx was crossing our bows right ahead—range 80
yards, elevation 15. By “tipping” the stancheon-gun till her
butt touched the bottom -boards (as the result showed), an
absolutely mathematical trajectory must have been attained:
since, during brief seconds, the shot appeared to have cut a
clean gap through the centre of their column. Eight geese fell
directly on our front; while two more, heavily hit, sloped away

to fall dead some 500 yards to leeward—an excellent result
from a gun carrying no more than 10 oz. of shot.

That day we had the assistance of a following-boat, which
for the last hour or so had been “standing by” in the open
water half-a-mile astern, and which at once made sail to retrieve
the two distant geese. By the time we had collected our own
eight, we saw that our “Fleet-auxiliary” had arrived as near
the two “droppers” as the tide would permit. Then brother
Walter stepped overboard and set out on a laborious trek
across the mud. It was according to the tradition of our craft—
for we kill nothing uselessly. Still, there was an obvious element
of risk in crossing rotten oozes always deep and in places
dangerous. Each step was at least ankle-decep — some half

D
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knee-deep, threatening to drag the sea-boots off his feet:
hence progress was slow and halting. Probably half an hour
had elasped ere W. reached the hard-earncd prizes; and by
that time the falling tide had forced both the attendant boats
to drop back, yard by yard, so as to keep afloat. We were now
a full half-mile apart and, with the interval increasing every
minute, it became clearly impossible to pick up our plucky
“retriever.” W. also promptly realised the situation—that

GREY GEESE IN THE SPANISH MARISMA.

he was marooned—and resolutely set off for the main shore,
distant some two miles, and soft mud all the way. What he
suffered on that enforced tramp cannot be told. Even on
reaching terra firma, therc still remained some five or six
miles to walk—encumbered with sea-boots, gun, and geese—ere
a dogcart could be obtained. Hence it was long hours after
dark ere he regained headquarters—he had recovered the
geese, but at a price which was excessive.

The day's bag thus totalled 25 head—ten geese, fifteen
ducks; but it had cost eighteen hours of the toughest work to
secure, besides a lesson we have never forgotten.
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(2)—The Tragedy of the Sea-Star.

During one of the severe winters of the late ’seventies, a small
cutter-yacht of four tons register arrived in the harbour where we
had then established our headquarters, and her owner suggested
that we might combine to use the yacht as an advanced floating
“base of operations” off-shore, keeping both gunboats in tow.

The proposal hardly appealed to my judgment as a really
workmanlike proposition, because the Sea-Sfer was in no
sense adapted for the serious service of wildfowling in shallow

A FLIGHT OF WIGEON.,

tidal estuaries. She drew too much water, having not only
a deep keel, but an extra leaden kelson fitted beneath it; aud
was altogether more suitable for summer-cruising than for the
specialised winter-work in view. Still, the idea had a flavour
of adventure about it and we decided to put it to the test.
For a few days there did accrue some advantage in possessing
an off-shore base, well out, whence the real enterprise could be
initiated—that is, we sometimes commanded a position in rough
water which would have been inaccessible in a less seaworthy
craft such as a gunning-punt, with her puny 6-inch freeboard.
The following days bequeathed quite a number of happy
memories: for we enjoyed quite reasonable success in wild-
gunning, the weather at the time being of the bitterest, the
whole haven a sheet of ice, with piled-up floes as far as eye
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could reach, and wildfowl in that abundance which I have so
often endeavoured to describe—ocuvlar proofs which, never-
theless, appcar to be incredible to those good folk who #never
go to see for themselves! One particular dawn yielded the
heaviest shot at wigcon that had then fallen to my lot. That
aspect, however, need not here concern us. It is not the
progress of the venture, but its somewhat catastrophic conclusion
that I propose to relate. That final night, when we set forth
in the small hours, though bitterly cold (about 12° frost), was
a flat calm, starlight, with a nearly full moon on the western
horizon : but ere we regained the yacht, about ten o'clock, a fresh
breeze had sprung up from the north-east, rapidly increasing in
force and bringing with it a succession of blinding snow-squalls.
In the tiny cock-pit of the yacht—some six feet square by
four feet high, illumined by an oil-lantern slung from a hook
above—we were making the best we could of a crcpuscular
breakfast, interrupted at intervals by the “ Watch-on-deck”
removing the hatch-—(thereby flooding the cabin with swirling
clouds of snow)—nominally to report, through the depths of a
huge hairy beard, that—“The wind’s still in the north-cast.”

1 A Report on the Present Status of Wildfowl in Europe, recently issued
by the British Museum, contains the staggering statement that so alarming
is the decrease of wildfowl, that unless propped up on legal crutches, a
risk of their total extinction is threatened. The Author, having studied
and pursued wildfowl from one end of Europe to the other—and far
beyond it—has no hesitation in affirming the precise reverse. Namely,
that, in their own selected resorts, wildfowl abound to-day in the same
immense aggregations as ever existed for half-a-century past. The Report
cited is attested by names that command respect in each of their varied
spheres: though not one of them (within my knowledge) has had any
personal experience of the pursuit of wildfowling. The Report has one
comic aspect, worth a brief reference. Of the eight learned societies upon
whose authority it is based, one, we read, is entitled “ The National Trust
for Places of Historic Interest and Natural Beauty”—a most laudable
object, but what conceivable connection has 1t with wildfowl? On the face
of it, the opinion of the Ancient Order of Antediluvian Buffaloes would
surely be equally valuable and appropriate? . . . With all due deference 1
would ask—and ask most seriously—do not such methods of inquiry
approach the category of those “absurdities that borrow the similitude of
sublimity”?  For further remarks on the subject, ¢f. pp. 334-5.
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Obviously there was an ulterior object in vouchsafing that
intelligence at fairly frequent intervals. We knew it quite well,
but for a while preferred to ignore the “oblique oration” and
only insisted (pretty stiffly) on the hatch being shut down.

It should be explained that our crew on deck was singular—
that is, it comprised but oze hand who combined the offices
of pilot and helmsman with those of the “Midshipmite and
bo’sun tight, and the crew of the captain’s gig.” The multiple
man was, however, an old favourite; so that, at about the
fourth time of asking, we relented and, what time he took his
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tot, the helm was neglected. Now it is notorious that hirsute
navigators (during a snowstorm) are fairly speedy in performing
the opcration in question—it is merely a matter of moments.
But at that point, the navigable channcl was both narrow and
tortuous, while the ebb-tide ran strong. At any rate, we felt a
scrape, a sense of arrested progress . .. and the Sea-Star was
aground. For such contingency we were totally unprepared,
had no suitable appliances at hand, and such small efforts as
we could make availed nothing. Then, as the tide rapidly
ebbed, the cutter took a serious list to starboard and it became
evident that, as the water left her—with her crank build—she
would presently fall over on her beam-ends. That, within
half an hour, was the sequel. Such makeshift “strutts” as we
had at hand—oars, boathooks, a spare spar or two—snapped like

D2
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matchwood the moment the vessel's weight came upon them
. .. then the starboard gunwale sank beneath the tide, salt
water poured inboard, and in some threc minutes the poor
Sea-Star was a stranded and sunken wreck. Quickly the keel
slipped down the sloping bank into the deeper channel and not
a sign of the ship showed above-water, Meanwhile, of course,
we had transferred ourselves, with guns, gear, and all that was
portable, aboard the gunboats alongside; and thus eventually
reached the shore; though still several miles from the haven
where we would be. So ended my first and last yachting
cruise.
(3)—The Caprice of Fortune in Fowling.

The hour was 4.50 AM. of a December morning. From
straight ahead and beneath a waning moon, there resounded
that inspiring concert, the sibilant chorus of massed wigeon
when, in fowlers’ phrase, these ducks are “all of a charm.” Itis
a concert that none hear save the midnight fowler. Alternately
the volume of sound dies down almost to silence; then in
swelling crescendo rises for half a minute to a fury of blended
voices. This is the wigeons’ expression of Grace after meat,
since during several hours this might they have been enjoying
an uninterrupted meal on their beloved zostera and (like
higher types) are noisicst when full-fed.

Meanwhile, foot by foot as the flood-tide flowed over the
flats, our gunboat crept nearcr, and all portents pointed to
“Dominion” (for once in a hundred times) being entrusted
to human power. Ah, for the vanity of hope! Though not
yet within sight, we knew by sound—Dby the long-drawn musical
whee-poo of the drakes, blended with the purring growl of their
mates—that we lay at the threshold of success. These are the
critical moments in wildfowling, when the slightest mischance—
say a single straggler or an intrusive curlew springing the
alarm —may wrest from the fowler’s grasp the reward of a
hard night’s labour.

Then, within brief seconds the whole outlook changed—the
skies suddenly became overcast; great black clouds obscured
the moon, darkness deepened across the spaces, and for ten
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minutes a torrential rainfall splashed aboard us and raised
phosphorescent flashes all over the dark oozes around. Being
now certainly within shot, ’twould have been madness, in
throttled moonlight, to risk going nearer and I had half
decided to fire 4y sownd only, when . .. Oh, thrice blessed
Fate! from a rift in the pall ahead, there reappeared that
chief helpmeet of the midnight fowler, the moon.  7/wen we saw.
Where the wigeon crowded thickest was quite three points
away on the starboard bow, . . . quickly we corrected the error -
and brought the gun to bear. In the result, we gathered on
the spot 19 wigeon and a mallard-drake—whereas, had we fired
by sound, half-a-dozen would have been the utmost reward.

Ere the spoils were collected, a fresh breeze had sprung up,
cutting off our retreat—at full sea and with miles of open water to
cross, the homeward voyage in a gunning-punt was too dangerous.
That enforced delay, nevertheless — horribly annoying as it
was (four solid hours of shivering and suffering)—produced
an advantage. As day dawned we descried three more wigeon,
making our night’s total 23 head: and hardly had these been
safely empunted, than there loomed in view a long-shore
gunner, prowling along with his dog—Ilucky that that trio
fell to their legitimate owners?

It was nearly noon erc we got home to breakfast, little
better than human icicles. That condition, however, is more
or less a normal incident in this precarious pursuit; and only
serves to recall less favoured occasions, when equally strenuous
labours have gone all unrewarded by a single feather. This
luckier morning we had, at any rate, over a score of tangible
units; besides—far more valuable—these intangible memories.




CHAPTER 1V
THE TROUT ON TIIE BORDERS—(SALMO FARIO)
REMINISCENCES OF SINTY YEARS ANGLING.

So voluminous has grown the literature in honour of our friend
the Yellow Trout that one may properly hesitate before adding
thereto. Such reluctance may explain the fact that, hitherto,
the Trout (though often lovingly mentioned) has never yet
had a chapter of mine devoted exclusively to himself But
for that sentiment, I should have loved to let my pen run
riot!

It is, nevertheless, the charm of the vernal environment of
trout-fishing almost as much as the personality of the trout
himself that has inspired countless idylls, both in poctry and
prose, throughout the angling age. Sometimes these con-
comitant amenities of trouting secem to be granted higher rank
than the craft itself . . . or even the trout! That, however
much the graces of literature may excuse it, cannot be justified
in fact. By all means revel to the full in these subsidiary joys
~—in the “primrose by the river’s brim,” in the brimming river
itself, running moss-brown and foam-flecked, redolent of spring-
scents and resonant with the trill of new-come curlew, with
glad music of bird-song and of dancing strcam . .. in the
wealth of wood and water, with their new-born plant-life.
Drink all this in—revel in it: but, after all, the trout must
take first place. He demands nothing less. . . . For his
undoing, nothing short of sheer concentration, of mental
absorption, will suffice. The naturalist who, in esoteric ccstacy,
overlooks that Primary Rule, is bound to fail as an angler.
None can truly do two things at once. But there is time for

56



s MR
W pdimiin

SALMON-FISHING,

DRry-FLY FIsHING, THE Croy’s STREAM, HouxTy, May 11, 1927.
(Riddell : Photo.)

[To face p. 56.







THE TROUT ON THE BORDERS 57

both ; and should the firs# be the chief object, better leave the
rod on its rack that day.

These collateral aspects of trout-fishing nced no repetition
here—already they have occupied legions of abler pens. The
trout himself shall be our subject; and perhaps there remains
one pronounced character of his that has failed to secure its duc
meed of adulation—that is, the charm of his individual variation.
No two trout are cver precisely alike. In each, one discovers a
fresh idcal—a new gem in Nature’s infinite artistry, revelling in
a riot of colours that embraces the whole scale of chromatics.
No other British species rivals the trout in this—unless it be his
neighbour, the Red Grouse (and then in wholly different degrece).
You may have killed thousands; yct the plecasure of examining
and admiring the infinite range of their colour-scheme never
palls. Sparc a few of those crowded April minutes—albeit the
Ephemeride are hatching-out in millions—a dozen speckled
beauties laid out on the grass will reveal every time a fresh
lesson in Nature’s inexhaustible wealth, alike in colour, in
design, and in contrasts. To-day, for instance (29th April), the
gill-covers of onc victim displayed a glory of celestial blue—a
fragment, as it were, of the summer Hcaven! But that blue
was heavily starred with bold black spots—the effect cmphasised
by deep sage-green above, by graded gold below, and by the
rutilant prismatic verdurc of the flanks.  Alongside lay another;
but here the carulean hues were replaced by palest sea-green,
quite spotless, save for two tiny stars; while the body-colour
was “expressed” (to borrow the “fashion”-phrase) in glancing
shades of steel-blue, varying from opalescent to “lapis-lazuli.”
Even the fins (pectoral and ventral) differ as between dark
brown, sage-green, and brightest golden-orange; while the
irides vary from dark, through hazel to palest gold. Of seven
trophies laid out on another noon, six ran pretty well through
the whole gamut of body-coloration; but the seventh marked
quite a new note, his flanks being suffused with a rich and rare
orange-bay, or amber—though all were taken from the same
stream.

But after all, the apparent colours of trout, their Tyrian
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dyes of purple and gold, partake rather of the hues of a rainbow
—reflexes or refractions, dependent as much on the play of light
as on any tangible tones from an artist’s palate—

“As though the rainbow were in-tail,
Settled on him and his heirs male.”

A very generally accepted thesis runs that, after spawning
(which occurs in October), the trout remains in a more or less
emaciated condition, kelt-like, throughout the winter, not fully
recovering till the spring—nearly half the twelve-month. Then,
after six months of semi-torpidity, the sudden transition of the
aquatic ephemerida from their nymphal to the flying stage, by
enabling the trout to gorge on winged insect-food, suddenly
restores his pristine strength and cnergy. The story reads
prettily and coincides with the poesy of angling : but is it true?
While far from disputing its general bearing, it is yct open to
suggest a doubt of its operation in particular.

It is common knowledge that the trout has a healthy appetite
—not to call it voracious: moreover (differing thereby from his
sea-going congeners, the salmon and bull-trout), the river-trout
continues to satiate that appetite throughout the twclvemonth.
With him, there occurs no break in the habit of continuous
feeding ; as is the case with the migratory Sa/monide named,
which latter have learnt to depend solely on marine sustenance
—gorging in salt water, starving in fresh. The home-staying
Yellow Trout has no necessity for such intermittent feeding,
nor are his appetites subject to scasonal fluctuations. Year-in
and year-out, he “takes his meals reg’lar,” and both digestion
and the food-supply wait upon appetite. Hence the incidence
of spawning—so grave, often fatal, to his sea-going congeners
—by comparison, affects the river-trout but little. For him,
lacking neither winter food, nor the ability to digest it, the
strain of reproduction is quickly restored—as, in graded ratio,
is also the case with his semi-migratory cousin, the sea-trout
(Salmo trutta).

Thus the vernal hatch-out of the ephemerida affords no such
specialised bencfit to trout as anglers and poets are wont to
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assume. True, the event constitutes a landmark in the cacnary
life-history of the trout—much as new potatoes or green peas do
in ours! That and nothing more: for it should be remembered
that, long before they hatch, these very water-insects, in the
form of nymphs and larvee—creepers, caddis, and the like (not
to mention river-shrimps, etc.)—are already sharing the river-bed
with the trout and afford as abundant and as nutritious a food-
supply as they do in their subsequent winged phases.

The belicf that a trout is a sort of convalescent till he has
recuperated his system by a gorge on insect-food in April, may
be correct, but is not my experience locally. Our angling season
opens in March, and it would be difficult to diagnose a physical
inferiority (whether in flesh or in fighting qualities) between
many a March trout and those captured a month or so later.
In days long prior to legal scasons, Colonel Hawker's Diary
frequently recorded catching trout in the Test at Longparish,
as early as the New Year—cven in December—and already in
fair takeable condition. Here is a couple of such extracts :—

“1818, January r4th.—Began fly-fishing, and in about an hour
caught as many trout as I could well carry, exceeding generally a pound
each, and in such perfect season that most of them dressed as firm, and
as red as a salmon, and had on them a fine curd the same as in July.
« « + On the 27th, in half an hour, killed 10 very large and very well
seasoned trout.” (Vol. i, p. 158 and p. 160.)

The two further extracts refer to December :—

1842, December 29th.—So mild was the weather that I put my
fly-rod together and soon caught 6 brace of trout . . . broiled for
dinner, they were quite as good as in the early fishing-scason.”

“1827, December 4th.—In little more than an hour, caught 6
brace of fair-conditioned trout.” (Colone! Hawker's Diary, Vol. i,

p- 325; Vol. ii, p. 233.)

In no sense are the above remarks intended to deprecate
existing close-secasons—quite the reverse: effectually as the
trout “ protects” himself, yet a full measure of legal protection
and an ample reprieve are his due. Here the intention is
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merely to demonstrate the physiological fact that, with the
yellow trout, the “kelt-stage” is relatively a trifle when com-
pared with the grave handicap which that condition imposes
upon the migratory (and solely sea-feeding) Salmonidee
Inscrutable to us, as are many of Nature’s dispensations, the
decree of hers that the migratory members of this race, after
revelling in richest food at sea—should starve for long months
on end in the rivers—is among the hardest of comprehension.
For, incidentally, it involves the undertaking, while in reduced
condition, of the strain and stress of reproduction without any
corresponding means for restoring energy—an ordeal that, in
practice, proves fatal to no small proportion of their love-lorn
numbers. That ordcal our stay-at-home trout is almost entirely
sparcd.

“ April Dozens.”

[ Were not trinomialism an abomination to me, I might here be tempted
to employ it for once, and so restrict the locale of our subject, as “ Salmo
Jario houxtiensis.”)

By comparison with the “ April Dozens” so often recorded on
the Borders in days of yore, the smaller numbers that nowadays
serve to satisfy angling ambitions seem rclatively paltry ; and
the causes of the decrease form an intercsting subject for
speculation. The first question to decide is:—were thosc
multiple dozens of tradition ever normal captures in the Border
strcams? Sccondly—werc they a// of “takeable” size? Or,
alternatively, had a spirit of imagination (or exaggcration), with
which the angler-genus has—whether rightly or wrongly—so
often been credited (or discredited!) induced a previous
generation to magnify their creels? Never would I dare to
refute the suspicion in its entirety; yet my own angling
diaries cxtending back some half-century or more, do at least
tend to corroboratc some of those ancient records. For many
cntries run from four to six or seven dozen of trout captured
in a single day—often by one, usually by two rods. Unluckily
we kept no record of the weights in those earlier days, and a
suspicion suggests itself:—Were those all zakeable fish? Well,
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quite recently, by a lucky chance, I uncarthcd — amidst
voluminous accumulation of odd notes and papers—a pencilled
scrap that seems to answer the question. It described a day’s
fly-fishing on 2oth April 1886, when the total for two rods was
six dozen: but the mere accident that one of these was a

curiously malformed trout (as sketched), appears to have led
me to weigh and measure the lot, with the following result :—

Seven to eight inches . . 26

Eight to ten ”» . - 32 | Two biggest . 13} and 14} inches.
Ten to twelve . . . 11 | Malformed fish (as sketched) 12,
Above twelve ” . .7

Total 76 Trout, of 213 1b.

The above basket (with many another) was made at
Ramshope Lodge, at the head of Redewater, where that
stream issues from Carter Fell, and forms, to the best of my
recollection, a typical example of the numbers and average
weights obtainable in these days. No angler, alas! can ever
fish there again, since the lovely rushing streams and swirling
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rock-pools of old are now submerged beneath the great Reservoir
of Catcleugh, two miles long, and constructed to supply Newcastle
(sixty miles away) with water. This impounding of head-waters
is undoubtedly one contributory cause that has adversely
affected the Salmonide by destroying their upland spawning-
grounds.!

Furthermore, two minor records of ten and a dozen years
earlier, quite incidentally, point to a similar conclusion. Twice
at least, during the “seventies,” a casual note occurs in the
Diary to the effect that a 12-lb. creel would not nearly hold
four dozen —“they filled a ‘hare-pocket’ as well.” That
suggests a reasonable average in size—say, three to the pound,
which is roughly as much as may be expected locally. For
most of the Border streams, with their rapid courses, rocky or
stony beds and frequent floods, are comparatively ill-adapted
for the production of trout-foods. One never sees, for example,
those masses of waving water-weeds, ladies’ tresses (Conferva
rivularis), and the like, that in southern rivers form such
prolific nurseries of insect-life,

Another yarn I am fain to add—at the risk of its being
condemned as senile garrulity. Some forty years ago, on
20th May, in a bitter east wind, my brother-in-law and I had
fished the lovely Lanton water on Glen from early morn till
long past noon. Hardly had we secn a fin move and already
my sister was seeking a sheltered spot for lunch, when .
close on our front, a perfectly straight stretch some 4o yards
long, suddenly became a-boil with rising trout. The stream
ran in on a right-angle bend, very strong and turbulent at its
head and the east wind blew straight up it . . . so that, for
half an hour, I enjoyed not only the ecasiess, but the most

I The above water, it should be added, lay nearly twenty miles distant
from the nearest railway station in England, twelve from the nearest in
Scotland. It was, moreover, strictly preserved and seldom fished.

In that year my total score—including a trip to Denmark, Sweden, and
South Norway (the Telemark)—amounted to 1000, of which 180 were
“coarse fish,” the remaining 820 of the Salmonide (see Wild Norway,

chapter xi.). The following season, fishing on the Borders alone, the
total was 49o.
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deadly thirty-minutes of my angling carecr. The operation
was simplicity itself—as easy as shelling peas! Three casts—
right, left, centre—step up two yards and repeat . .. and a
trout at almost every throw—sometimes two, once even three!
In those days we seldom used a landing-net, so that each
capture had to be stranded on the gravel. Ere that short pool
was fished-out, forty-two trout were encreeled—weighed at Kirk-
newton station at 17} lb. By then I had advanced to a 16-lb.
creel; but even so, it needed to be supplemented by the
‘“hare-pocket” once more! After lunch the rise shut down
dead, though fly continued abundant. Never another fish did
we get. . . . Caprice??

Note that in those days neither Glen nor Till had suffcred
invasion by grayling. Years later, on catching my first (in 1897)
in the latter river, I was puzzled to know what it was.

Possibly the above may appear a digression; yct it tends
off and on, towards the original point-of-view that, while trout
have not seriously declined in wezg/t, yet in numbers there is a
lamentable decrcase. The causes of that decreasc are far too
varied for consideration here. Briefly, may be rccapitulated
some of the morc obvious sources of damage:—(1) The
impounding of hcad-waters, already alluded to; (2) The
universal surface-drainage of moorland; (3) The noxious
chemical ingredients in sheep-dips; and (4) the tarring of
riverside roads.  Incidentally, the vast increase in the numbers
of trout-fishers ought not to be passed over in silence. To-day
there are scores where of yore hardly one would be seen in a
month! Hence many waters are “ower sair fisht” This
leaves aside the greater question of pollution generally. Lesser
interests must necessarily be subordinated to greater; but that
does not imply that our fisheries should be needlessly sacrificed.
Neither salmon nor trout cost the country a copper: on the
other hand, they produce in solid food and contingent profits
... Well! See the Blue-Books (or the White-Books) for

! Mr A. G. Bradley in his Romance of Northumberland and in Clear
Waters, records almost identical details as regards average weights of
trout captured during his long angling career.
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precise figures down to decimal points. In his Lzfe-History of
the Salmon, Mr J. A. Hutton, I notice, puts the annual take
of salmon in these islands at 6ooo tons; or, in hard cash, a
million-and-a-half sterling. Add trout, and you may double
that; while if the intrinsic value these fish afford us in sport
be quotable in terms of specie, you can double that again.
Now capitalise six millions at twenty years’ purchase and you
have a nice little asset of a hundred and twenty millions!
Will any financier dispute that calculation?

In North Tyne, the best sport-giving trout arc those of
from half to a full pound in weight. Rarely is it that on fy
(that is, sunk fly, my only standard), the angler will capture
many that exceed the latter magnitude—rarer still after the
month of April shall have sped. That month represents,
locally, the cream of our angling scason—virtually, the only
montl when big trout are wont to take fly freely during the
hours of daylight . . . and for which “cream” I have oft, in
bygone yecars, hastened home from the uttermost parts of the
Earth.

[It is not of course, every April—nor a// April—that fulfils
these joyous anticipations. Many conditions-precedent subsist,
and thesc do not nccessarily materialisc.]

Once trout much exceed the size named (1 1b.) they abandon
further interest in the Ifphemeride and degenerate into
cannibals, with unsightly heads, tecth like sharks and mouths
like sepulchres! These overgrown trout—(corresponding with
Salmo ferox of the Scottish lochs)—are dour and sullen fighters,
relying rather on sheer strength and weight, a dogged pully-
hauly, deep-under, and scldom showing till near ready for the
net. Their minor brethren, on the contrary, are full of frantic
dash and energy, lunging and leaping like acrobats, darting

v Cannibals.—All trout, of course, are cannibals, since all will devour
smaller fry (of their own kind or otherwise) so soon as their jaws will open
wide enough to engulf such prey. Many a half-pounder, although caught
on fly, will be found to be gorged, right up to his back-teeth, with troutlets
and minnows—to say nothing of worms, caddis, creepers, shrimps, and the
other comestible debris of the river’s bed.
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hither and thither till oft onc scarce knows where they are—
“Everywhere by turns and nowhere long.” For a while a
fighting half-pounder keeps one’s heart in ones mouth.

In the South—so at least one gathers ffom reading—the
angler’s main skill lies in /ooking the three- dr four-pounders,
say of Test or Itchen. Once that feat is accompllshed one
hears less of the subsequent struggle. Hence I glean—perhaps
quite wrongly—that, within limits, the fighting qualitics of
Salmo fario sometimes run in inverse ratio with his avoirdupois?

It was Andrew Lang, as I recollect, who (after testing them
both) put the fighting qualities of a half-pounder on the Borders,
as compared with the more plethoric monsters of the South, as
that betwixt a London Alderman and a Scottish Clansman.

So totally unamenable in North Tyne are these larger
trout to the seduction of insect-food, that an angler who relied
solely on “fly” might well remain in ignorance of their very
existence in his oft-fished waters. That existence, nevertheless,
is not difficult to prove on lawful occasion. During summer-
floods the spinning minnow (natural) sometimes forms an
irresistible lure to unsuspected giants. It reveals the presence
of trout that never succumb to fly, and of sizes not dreamt of
in the philosophy of the fly-fisher. The more of these cannibals
that can be taken out, the better for the welfare of the river.
On a favourable day in May, one may land as many as a dozen,
running from one to two pounds weight, and sometimes more,
My own heaviest record remains at 2% lb, a fish of 21 inches,
caught 23rd May 1906 ; one such “criminal,” weighing 1} 1b,,
and measuring 1