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FOREST AND STREAM.

[Fen. 12, #dpeen

sapd that rabbits could get no food for a weck
I hope that the physician and not the forest war-
den is right. Crances Lose

The Last Black Duck.

Tug long blue shadows were stretching across
the dazzling whiteness of the snow, settling into
every path and foot track., The last of any
tenderness the winter day had held was turning
into the purple of the horizon-sky which mielted
through a span of cold red to a hard, brilliant
geniith.  As 1 turned, before going in to the fire-
gide to watch the masses of new white oo
hurrving down the river with the ebb, [ saw
four hlack ducks swimming up against the north-
west wind, their dark backs conspicucus amid
the ice and dancing water that was resplendent
in the rays of the setting sun.

The great Belds of ice and the sirong ebh
made the river smooth in spite of the cuiting
wind, amd as 1 again turned to go, the snow
creaking onder my feet, [ resolved to make a
determined effort to outwit those ducks. Gun,
shell belt and glasses were had in a moment and
1 was plunging down the steep hillside, the snow
spurting at every leap.

From the hilltop the river and the ice spread
out like a map, a checkerboard of the elements,
a maze wndersiood, but from the beach how dif-
feresit! Somewhere out in that tangle of re-
lentlessly moving ice were the ducks. 1 knew,
ready to bolt through the air amd disappear at
the shghtest hint of danger or carclessness on
my part. The ice was going past almost as fast
as one could walk, pushing and crowding, rai-
tling and jingling along the shores, the great
piled-up fAoes in the channel moving in silent
dignity. the broken, heaped-together hummocks
Aushicd with pink of the sunset, unshaken by
the waves that lapped their sides. A big foe
was hearing down on me, pushing the little
cakes together and grinding along the edges of
the cove ice, making me horry desperately fo
get out and away before it shot me in. Not to

beat it meant a long wait and a long detour.

anid—nn ducks | was in the nick of time. the
long, narrow canvas boat racing away as |1
jumped on my oars, inoa moment leaving the
home eove aml the pursting ice floe hehind.
Again the scene changed, Clear of shore and its
fidse of heatime, cracking ijce all was silence
amad peace, only the creak of oar locks and lisp
of ey water kept e company as [ sped: away
before wind and tide.  December ice is the ice
to fight; it is tough and sharp and grows,
claiching the water with fang-like fingers even
as you break it; it iz aggressive and limitless:
ahogt it wone of the soff, retreptmg spirit of
the ice of spring.

o [ osoow thie ducks, four specks moa g
opent space. 1 deew up behind a floe and pre-
parcd for action.  Firsi 1 pulled somwe cakes of
fee ower the bnat, thest adpustel the ooderwater
paddles, stowed away my oars anid by Aar on
mv hack 1o padidle.  Cwerhead the stars were
showing hrightly, here and there, as the son
idlenppedd Jower, aml the moon, twn days of the
full, looked ot in silvery paleness from  the
easterm sky. My boat. bess  than
witle and anly showing six inches alowe  the
water, wias mot only painted 1o lonk like e, b
wae eoatil with dee from the water that had
splashial oo her amd was loaded with saeall foes

three  feet
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withal
1 coulf see them plamly without the glasses s
they lightly breasted the waves as they headed
up wind and quartermgly toward me, A train
came along, its steam hillowing uwp, untouched
by the cold air, the rails ringing with the fros.
While the train was passing | ccased paddling,
simply kolding the boat steady. The irain gone
and the ducks settled down, 1 again pushed on,
lower amd slower as 1 drew near. The son
ghunted on their bills and [ could see the gray
patch  on  their cheeks—my time had  come,
Cluickly rising and swinging the big gun with
all my strength, the docks beat me by yands,
With a lisping guack, quack, of opne of the
drakes their silver-lined wings flashed as they
leaped like bomb shells siraight upward,

Swilt as ﬂ'lr].' wers, the sh-n-t WilE 51#”!:;, :.11|.1
one of them came slanting back with a tumb-
ling splash into the water. The second barrel
wits . chean misz and [ waiched the three bore
their way through the wind witil | eould see
them no more, Hut one was mine.  Tis sleek
warm boly lay on my coat, 8 kit of wild natare,
the very essence of all this vast cold, this ice
anid water amd hard, clear sky.

All the ercature comforts that the race of
man must toall and struggle for the wild dock
has as mnature’'s gift— its  beawtiful coat of
[-E::I!"I.rl':r iII.'IFEI."I'IDI:I! alike to trn:l-p:il.' rains and
northern snow, to wind and jee: its wonderful
wings that carey it through the sky and across
continents, s folding paddie-like Tect that sempd
it scwdding over the water or diving under-
tieath, s bl that can stram and puddie from
the water evervthing it needs. The mystery of
life seems hidden in its bright brown eyes,

Twa davs later the river was closed. The
cobil bl won G ity stroggle with the tides,

Juaxn  BrerovcHs.

Disposition of License Money.

Avgona, lowa, Febh 2.=Fditer Forest and
Stream: A the last scssion of the lowa gen-
eral assembly a gun license law was passed. It
was thought ar the time by the “powers that be™
that a license of one dollar each for resident
showvters and ten “dollars each for non-resident
shooters would bring into the State treasdory
alsnzt §ioyoon, and that that money could be wsed
for the protection of game. According to the
press ol ghe State thers has been paid  for
licenses over §roooox  That money is now in
the State treasury and the great men of the
State do mat know what o do with the money,
I wrote to the Governor and also o the fish
commission and asked them to stock the State
with game, as the shooters had paid in the
maavey  amd they ought to have the beneht of
it.  Nothing has as yet been done,

It seems o he & case of having oo much
money.  The authorities act as though the shoot-
ers of the State had no rights in the marer. T
wente 0 the State Press and suggested thag the
State boy several thonsamd Mongolian pheasanes
amil  Hungarian  parridges, also  abost 5000
whitetall reer and place them o the differen
conmties anill gprotect them for five or fen years
There 15 pleity of money oo do e work with
aml the shoobers of the State want something
iline,

T am receiving betters feom all parls of the
Stnie asking i there 1% o way o which this

Steacily. the ducks looked bigges - until -

money can e wsed W stock the State with
game, [t wonld ¢ my ides 1o have the shoo-
ers write 1o the awvthorities and demand that
something be done,  We have paid in oor money
for the work, Now let it be done and dome
well, The shoogers do not object to the ficense
law, but they want the money to go where it
belongs. 1 am inelined to think that  pooooo
shooters will be heard from next fall unless
there 15 some man made o do some work.
There is no reason why we canmot have pleniy
of game, Jonw G Ssath,

Mr. Roosevell’s African Expedition.

THEwE HEoosevert has reported to the Sec.
retary of the Smithsonian Institution that the
expedition under his charge has fGnished its work
in British East Africa and is about to leave for
Uganda, Mr. Roosevelt is expected to reach
Fhartoum Alarch 1. Writing from  Nairoli
under date of Dec. §5. tgeg, he enumerates the
collections made as:

Mammals, large, inosale. ... ... 550
Mamimals, small, insalt. ... ... . .. ... 33
el s L e e e s 2584
Eeptiles and batrachians, about,......... 1.300
Fresh water and marine fishes, abowt, ... 250

Total vertebrates ................... B.403

Beswles these there have been collected a large
number of mollusks and other invertebrages,

‘several thopsand plants, a certain amount of

anthropological material, and about 2000 photo-
graphs. There have also been semt on about
150 skulls of large mammals, picked wp on the
feld, bat without skins. It has recently becen
learned that Mr, Roosevelt has killed two speci-
mens of the very rare white rhinoceros, an adule
feinale and ealf.

(0f the collections above enumerated only a
smill portion has as yet reached the instituetion,

A Deadly Aim.

Tue real origin of the greatest lake hero
story ever told has come to hght in a scrap
book owned by an old resident of Washington.

A gronp o Rq‘:vululiqﬂ:r}' herges were stand-
ing befere an old bar in Washington, and from
the lips of each there Tell wondrous svories of
what he had done in the shock of battle or the
frenzy of the charge. Finally one old {ellow
with long, white whiskers remarked:

“1 was personally acguamted with Georgs
Washington. 1 was lying behimd the breast-
wirks one day, pumping lead into the Britishers, -
when 1 heard the patter afl a borse's hoofs be-
T me. Then came a voice:

“*Hi, there, you with the deadly aim! Look
lsere @ momens,”

“I looked arcond and saleted, recognizing
Caen, Washington, and he said:

**What's your mame

““Hogan," 1 sad

“Nour first namae

*Pai, sir—Pat Hogan'

“Well, Patr) he zaid, ‘ge home,
kitliwg town miadiy men.

“<I think ['d Letter get 4 Tew more, General,”
[ =aid, kind of apologetie.

“ondin he said, fyou've killed too many. It's
slanghter.  And, Pat, don’t call me General;
call me George,” "—Washington Post,
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