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SHOOTING.

e B
DUCK SHOOTING AT TSAKHOLO, BASUTOLAND.
'W'ITH BUGGIES, mounted black boys, mounted Basuto

police, orderlies, and all the paraphernalia necessary
for camping out, we made a gallant show as we filed out of
Mafeteng one bright June afternoon. §., E. M., and I had
for a long time been promising ourselves some duck shooting at
Tsakholo, and as the weather was propitious, and we had had
good reports from the natives as regards the number of birds,
we had decided to make a day of it. Tsakholo is a big lake or
marsh about nine miles from Mafeteng; it is about two miles long
by probably three-qrarters of a mile broad, and as it is only some
2ft. deep it offers good facilities for shooting. A small river
runs into it ab its northern emnd, which frequently widens into
deep pools and small marshes, which are often the temporary
mbode of snipe. We arrived at Tsakholo some little time before
sunset; it could easily be seen and heard that the birds were
ﬂ;elx;e, bus it was Llecitfed that they were not to be disturbed that
1

As wrranged, we were up at sumise. A oup of steaming hot
%?see, and we were ready for the first drive. It was a typical

ul morning; the air was shm& and biting, not a cloud
in the sky, and not @ breath of wind ; the smoke of the camp fire
ascended ‘straight into the air in one thin columm. It is always

gaid that when a man has spent some years of his life in this
country he cannot get away from the fascination of the veld; he
may, after having “ made his pile,” proceed to the old country and
pub in a couple of years or so there, but he feels that there is
alwn¥a something calling him back to the veld. It is the
recollection of mornings such as I will attempt to describe
which fascinates him. We have our bad weather the same as any
other country. I have known it when it has been bitterly cold,
with wind, stow, and sleet for days on end ; but then at the finish
of it the clouds disperse, the wind drops, the African sun makes
g_a appaaf rbnncre once l((norfe, andhone !‘((l:ames that it isl\vorl.u ﬁﬂx:e

liscomfort, of a week of rough weather to enjoy only one fine

land winter's day. W

And now to proceed with my story. I omitted to mention
when describing the lake that af the north end, where the river
flows into it, ib is covered with reeds in different sized clumps.
some 3ft. to 10ft. high; at the south end the water is quite open
and low. The day was started by sending aboub a dozen
beaters to the open end, whilst the four guns fook up positions
amongst, the reeds. The beaters were armed with every descrip-
tion of weapon for the purpose of making noise—empty paraffin
tins, with knobkerties to use as drumsticks, revoivers and
Martini-Henri carbines to fire into the air, all came in handy for
‘this kind of work., The first hundred yards or so of wading into
water up to our knees was most uncomfortably cold, but before
we had taken up our positions we had warmed to the work.

It now only remained to wait until the beaters commenced,
and we had not long to wait for that. Two ducks coming over
my head, and both of them missed, was the firstsign to me of their
start. 8. was posted on my right, and a couple of reports from
that direction showed me that he was also ‘having some sport.
Now a small ot of seven came along ab a terrific pace, but see-
ing me swerved to the left, going well over E., who dropped
their leader. Another small lof, into which I both
barrels successfully, quickly followed by couples and small and
larger lots. There is 10w 1o time to se¢ what the other guns are
doing; the fun is fast and furious, and I succeed in accounting
for three move birds before the drive is over.

There is now a long wait to enable the beaters to drive
over the ducks that have broken back, and in the meantime
my boy successfully retrieves my five, three pink-billed
teal and two yellowbills. There is just time to have
@ pipe, and the birds are coming over once more, this time only
couples and single birds, and as they are very much wilder
only succeed in getting two out of ten shots, but, from what I
can see of the other guns, they are no more successful. This has
taken up another half hour, and as we are all fecling a bit
“peckish” we return to the camp for breakfast at about the
same time. The bag is not bad—twenty-five ducksand a spurwing
goose so far, and very equally divided amongst the four guns.

perience this sort of thing beforc ome can realise
the huge appetite developed by two hours’ shooting on a keen
winter’s morning ; but everything in time comes to an end, and
at last all are satisfied, pipes ate set going, and after half an
hour’s chat we are once more mndi for work,
programme now is to give the beaters a rest, and work the
river and the reeds for the stragglers and ducks that have sought
sanctuary from the beaters. S. and I take the river, leaving
M. and E. to work the marshes at the mouth of the lake, and
account for the ducks which we succeed in driving back. This is
much easier work than before. 8. iakes one side of the river
and I the other, and it is not long before we come to the first pool,
on the surface of which there are twelve pink-bills. The banks
are high at this part, and a short detour and twenty minutes’
stalk brings us right on to them. There is a big flutter of wings
as the startled birds rise, and four barrels are into them; three
of them are down, two to S/s gun and one to mine, and the
other nine return to the lake, possibly to give a_shot to M. and
E. In this way we worked the river for some miles with varying
success, in the course of which I bagged a have. Hares have
become scarce in theso parts, owing to the ruthless way the
natives have of killing off anything that they can geb at, and it
is quite the exception to see one nowadays. We now come to a
wide marsh, which looks just the thing for snipe, eo, slipping
No. 8's into our guns, we decide to devote the remainder of the
morning to the longbills, They are apparently scarce this year,
as an hour and a half's hard work only adds five to our bag.

It is now some time after midday, so we start on our long tramp
back fo camp, meeting horses which were sent for us halfway,
and for which wo were thankful. A peg of whisky, followed up
by a lunch which was done ample justice to, and we feel that we
arve entitled to rest a bit. and talk over the events of the morn-
ing. During the course of our rest B. offered to wager anybody
that he would knock over a sardine tin three times in succession
with a navy revolver at twenty paces, and he did it. o is
really a good revolver shot, and the loss of our shillings will
serve to remind us of the fach.

After this little diversion we decide on finishing up tho day’s
i vo on the lake. The tactics are very similar to
drive, only the birds had by now become

AN UNSUCCESSFUL RHINO HUNT IN BURMA.
N THE OCTOBER HOLIDAYS LAST YEAR I set off to
try for a rhino—the two-horned hairy rhi of
Burma—in the hills near Cape Negrais. I was delayed one day
by the rough water near the mouth of the Bassein River, which
threatened to swamp the small and ancient launch, and forced
me to take shelter at a small fishing village for the night. Next
day I tracked the island at the mouth, and, crossing the shallow
western arm of the river, set off to cross the low hills to a village
facing the Bay of Bengal. Thence I went some ten miles into the
hills and camped at a small stream. Next morning I started early
or some wallows affected by rhino, crossing the fresh tracks of
a solitary bull bison near the camp. A tramp round one set of
wallows disclosed nothing but some twenty days’ old tracks and
again the tracks of the bison. After a rest and some lunch
crossed to another ridge to visit more wallows, bub again found
nothing but old tracks. About 2 pm. it l)c&an to rain, and 1 set
off homewards, and yet again came on the old bison’s tracks. This
time they were absolutely fresh, and he had gone into a patch of
ass—n almost non-existent feature in these evergreen-cov
ills, but which here had grown up on a small landshp.

I said I would just walk round it to see if he were still inside
or had gone on. I did not wanb to shoot, as I was afraid of
scaring rhino, which I was very keen to bag, never having suc-
ceeded in getting one before, 1 had pub my spare 8-bore
cartrid ges—paper ones—in the bag when the rain began, and the
bag was with a coolie behind, the local village headman, a

newh. xcitable Bu D ing with the 8-bore. I started
with a single barrel ‘577 to get round the patch, and on the far
side saw the bison just coming out of it, feeding quietly. The
temptation was too much for me, as he a good head, and 1
fired at him with the ‘577, and as he bolted hit him again far
back. He then galloped round in a ecircle and drew up, facing
down on us some twelye yards off. He was snorting and throwin
his head about, and I thouiht he meant charging, but could not
make us out, as we had subsided under a small thorny bush.
took the double 8-bore, and, kneeling, fired at his head, which
covered his body, without apparent result, I then fired the second
barrel again at his head,which he still kept low, facing us. The
headman was meantime imploring me in_ anxious mepcrs to
shoot, shoot. I gave him the 8-bore to load, and then found the
cartridges were with the coolie up a _had then only the
single ‘577 wherewith to stop his charge, which the thorn bush
cerfainly would not do, and dare not fire, except to kill.

The headman was by this time surreptitiously occupied in
cutting twigs and creepers to clear a way for himself to roll out
to the mext bush, and interspersed his operations by further
agonised Tequests to kill the beast. After what seemed like a
quarter of an hour, but was probably in reality less than a
minute, the coolie, thinking the bison must be dead, got, down
from his tree and ehowed in the open below us. Wi i
snort the bison jerked his head down and up and step forward,
but in doing so he exposed the lower parf of his neck and chest.
I fired just below the chin, and, to my relief, he topfed over,
with his neck broken. Both 8-bore bullits had hit his head, one
damaging an eye and the other breaking his lower jaw. The two
first, sixonf.s were too far back. Tt was a considerable relief to all
the party when he fell, but the noise of firing effectually scared
any rhino there were in the neighbourl l, a5 the next day was
an absolute blank. T accordingly started homewards and marched
back over the hills, to find at the village on the river side of the
range news of the fresh tracks of a rhino some six miles in. I
arranged to start before dawn after him, the camp following on
—a_couple of coolies in charge of the circle headman—later to
@ place which my hunters gaid they could find in the dark from
anywhere. Believing this cheerful fallacy, I actually declined my
compass when my servant ran after me with it.

‘We got on to the tracks, and followed them from half-past six
till after 8 p.m. across the main range and on to the western
slopes. They were then still pointing away, and seemed no
fresher, so we decided to make for the camp. After some two
hours' climbing up and down we arrived at the identical place
where we had dropped his tracks, haying mistaken a spur for the
main ridge, and entirely lost our direction. There was no sun
visible, and a drizzling rain was falling, and the jungle all ever-
green and canopied, with mo chance of seeing distant features.
The men said they had made_a slight mistake in the ridge, and
would get across the main ridge right next time, set
off again, only to land up on the very same stream, only lower
down and farther away. The stream was recognised by a. peculinr
kind of carp, only found in it, which could be seen in the pools.
We tried again, and on getting to the top of a ridge, and finding
the men had no idea where they were, I decided to make for the
sea coast, as it was getting dark and was raining, and as I had
no desire to sleep in the jungle in wet clothes without food. On
arrival ab the sea coast we could always find the village T had
slept in two mnights before. We caught a transient glimpse of
the sunset, and started off downhill, subdued, but consoled with
the thoughts of rice and a roof. 2

went well {ill the bottom was reached, when we gob into
a veritable maze, a dead flat tree-canopied stretch of junglo
lying in the angle between two big epurs, with nothing whatever
in the gathering darkmess to show how to go west. A stream
there was, but it twisted and ramified so much that it was useless
as a_guide. Each of us had his own ideas of the right way, and
acted on them with equally bad success. Finally, putting myself
in the middle, with two men in front and one behind, some ten
yards separating cach, we sta lowly ahead. This was going
straight, at any rate, and it ultimately brought us to some
abandoned cultivation, where we struck a path and blundered on
in the dark to the village, arriving there at nearly eight, dead
beat. One man, an opium-eater, being on short commons, gave
up abt an unoccupied hut, bub about nine hunger drove him
to the village. The last half mile was oyer rocks in dark jungle,
and my box of matches was quickly finished in trying to avoid
falls. At the village the headman tock me in, fed me_om rice,
plantains, and illicit spirits, supplied a _new cotton blanket, and
T clept, bt only so well as the over-tired sleep.

Next morning a ten-mile trudge brought, me back to the river
village where T had left my servants, and just after me appeared
the circle headman from the camp which we had failed to reach.
He had been firing his gun at intervals all night to enable us to
locate the camp, and was much relieved to find us nfcl.;md sound.

'00TMAN.

BISON SHOOTING IN SOUTHERN INDIA.
TT ‘WAS ON A CINCHONA ESTATE in South India, and we,

friend, who lived a couple of miles away, and borrow-a rifle.

. was awfully excited about the matter himself, and after
we had dinner and talked the matter over he lent me
his pet ‘450 and a lot of cartridges. After the ‘577 and ‘450
struck me as being very light, and scarcely heavy enough to stop
a bison should he charge. A., however, &aid he had shot three
bison in_one evening with it, so, reassured, I got back to my
estate. Early next morning we started again with a bobber;
pack of dogs, and, getting to the scene of the previous night’s
adventure, took up the tracking where we had last seen the bull
disappear. Here we found drops of blood, which became fresher
as we proceeded, until we came across some quite crimson and
fresh. I got in front with the rifle now, and the shikari brought
up the rear; the dogs we had left on the hill in charge of the
dog boy. We had not gone much further when we heard an
angry snort and o tremendous crash.

Waiting with both hammers at full cock, we expected the
wounded bull to charge, but he preferred to get away, and his
impulse all that morning was to move further on. We fol-
lowed him up again, but with the same result, He would let
us get near him, and then snort and crash away. This went on
for some time till we had got into the heart of some very thick
undergrowth. It was jungle which had been felled once upon
a time, and which had come up again. Experienced readers will
know how very hard it is to follow up in a thicket like that.
The game he was now playing might have lasted all day, so we
whistled for the dogs to be let loose. ey came down {he hill
with @ scamper, and, taking up the scent, passed us, giving
tongue, and went straight on towards the bull, and began to

ay him. We could hear them about twenty yards away yapping
their throats dry; but_ the bull never heeded them unless they
went very near, when he would snort and sweep round with his
horns. We could see the bushes moving as he did so, bt the
place was so thickly overgrown that, peer as we might, we could
not seo the bison. ~His presence rather overpowered otr hobbery
pack. They were more used to sambur, and had never tracked
a_bison before. They would go in and worry a bit, then the
bison would snort and shake his head, I suppose, and the pack
would all rush back to us.

After a time we threw concealment to the winds, and, getting
on a log, T waited while my shikarl shouted and made weird
noises; but, the bull never stirred. Then he threw pieces of
bark and clods of earth where we could see the bushes moving.
Still the brute never moved, but kept quite quiet until one of
the dogs went too near, when he would snort tremendously and
set the cover in his vi’cini'.y all moving. At last I turmed to
Baloo and asked what on earth we were to do. He grinned
and said he had never known a bison behave in like manner
before. But at last inspirafion came. I made Baloo lie behind
the big log I was on, and told him not to move, whatever
happened, and, calling the dogs, patted them all round to revive
their drooping spirits, and then lifted them to a final onslaught.

They responded right gallantly, and went into the fray

ks, I could hear little

then she

with perfect chorus rks.
Nettle's (a fox terrier) voice above the rest;

gave a squeal, and came back to me. She been hurt a
little, and always made a. fuss over her injuries. It did seem a
shame to send such a mite to tackle so big a job, so I handed

her down Baloo, who covered her up with a waterproor,
despite her violent struggles to escape. The other dogs were
still at it, however, and bushes were moving frequently, so I

teserved ome barrel, and fired the other bang into the moving
thicket. This made things liven up. The old bull turned Tound
and made off.
I followed close by now, and just gobt another shot in as he
disappearing. ttle had escaped, and could hear
her excited bark again. The bull stopped, and,
creeping up very close, I saw him lying down and looking
very sick. When a bison lies down closa by you may bet
he has got practically to the end of his tether, 8o I went up
to within ten yards of him. Baloo got up a tree and shouted
out to me to be careful, as he would be dangerous now. But I
could see his poor eyes all getting glazed, and when Nettle went
up to his nose and almost looked into it he merely raised his
huge head, and dropped it as & *450 bullet sped its ki
through his massive head. D.

PROTECTION OF GAME IN NOVA SCOTIA.

THE new game laws passed in the Assembly for Nova Scotia are
of a rather strict arder. The use of dogs is prohibited, except for
feathered and small game, and any dog found hunting moose,
caribou, or deer may be shot. Caribou and deer are protected
throughout the province until October, 1910, under heavy
penaltics, as also are beaver. Snares, pits, nets, or traps are
prohibited alike for large game and for game birds. Only ono
moose may be killed in a season by any person, and the person
killing it must notify the secretary of the Game Society within
ten days, and furnish particulars, while any person selling moose
mea musb satisfy u, justize of the peace that it hias bee legally
killed before receiving a permit for ils sale. In the island of
Cape Breton moose are entirely protected till 1915. The holder
of a licence may take home one mounted moose head, but other
mounted heads, dressed skins, and live mammals or birds may
only be exported by special permission. The mon-resident big
game licence costs £6, and all guides must be registered, There
is considerable restriction ag to the game birds; the number of
grouse allowed to be shob in one day is five, of woodcock ten,
while the killing of introduced birds, such as the pheasant, black-
game, and il is altogeth terdicted. Punt gunning
is not allowed. Seasonal or other protection is afforded to various
song birds, &c., bub anyone, native or foreigner, is permitted to
destroy the English sparrow when and where he pleases.

DECREASE OF GAME IN SWEDEN.

Sir,—Having read “ Snowfly's” interesting and accurate article
on “Game Birds in South Sweden,”I think I can give a reason
why the blackgame there are diminishing,

1, too, have a shooting in the province of Smaland, and T have
found that as soon as the owners of shootings leave the place the
poachers’ golden time commences, and continues throughout the
winter. Nearly every cottager has a gun of some kind, though
no gun licence, and the way they shoot is generally thus : Their
dogs (a kind of beagle) find the birds, and follow them until they
have perched in a tree, at the foot of which the dog remains,
barking furiously. The whole attention of the bird being fixed
n with careget g se and shoot the




