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DUKE

OGS have personality as well as people, and good or bad
oceurs in much the same way. The women we like
best are usually married to disagreeable men, and we often
wonder what our delightful male acquaintances found attrac-
tive in their wives either before or after marriage. Excellent
persons frequently own dogs of little or no character, while
dogs with strong qualities may have masters who are weak
or wholly negative. That was the case with Duke. His
master was a vain and petulant ne’er-do-well; a smug
exemplar of the complacent race of guides. We shall have
small business with him.

The best way to introduce Duke is to exhibit him in the
midst of his cherished vocation. Picture to yourself therefore
a cocker spaniel either sitting on his haunches or running
furiously about under a spruce tree. His face is upraised
toward the limbs, on one or more of which sits a flock of
grouse, or spruce hens, who lean down like blessed damosels
from the gold bar of Heaven. Their foolish heads are all
turned aslant as they watch the dog with round quick eyes.

Duke has driven them up from the ground and holds them
steadfast by a continuous yapping, so violent that the recoil
flings back the flaps of his long drooping ears. His brown
eyes blaze and his jaws drool with excitement. Only at
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intervals may he stop for an instant to nuzzle a fallen bird or
to note what the hunter is doing.

When the last bird had fluttered down, or taken flight,
Duke would start off hot-foot in search of another bevy, and,
having put them up in the same way, would prance vocifer-
ously underneath while the hunter, beginning on the lowest
row, picked off the birds one by one with a small bore rifle and
worked regularly upward to the right or left.

Duke was a true sport. He had neither animosity nor
greed. Pursuit alone engaged his interest, and he had no
great concern for the vietim, once he was assured of its
death. Yet it was astonishing to behold so much zeal in
bringing about the end of a fellow-creature. It was a
veritable passion.

Now a fanatic is not, ordinarily, a comfortable eompanion
for a pleasure tour, and there are many objections to taking
a dog on a cance trip. It always means an extra mouth to be
filled, and this often requires the transportation of additional
provisions. The animal must be kept away from the food
during its preparation and out of the canoe if he is large
or wet. He is liable to wander away from the party unless
watched, and he is ever under foot in camp. He takes
advantage of your indolenceé or preoccupation, and he
presumes on your affection. Altogether he demands as much
attention as a child. Our predicament therefore was acute,
for Duke was both a dog and a fanatic.

Joe, the half-breed guide, had come aboard the boat in
the night. We discovered him at daylight with Duke at his
heels, and when he hoped we would not object to having
the dog with us on the Agawa, we felt both indignation and
disgust, for it was too late to send him back. As the trip
progressed we became more reconciled. We found the dog
to be less trouble than we expected and far more interesting
than the lazy half-breed, who had brought a mirror, like a
school girl’s vanity bag, in which with nauseating frequency,
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he admired his ill-assorted features or arranged his greasy
hair.

Duke had no vanity. He was a serious dog. He rarely
ynbent and while politely appreciative of caresses he never
invited attention. He ate what was obtainable and liked it.
When camp was moved by water he ran along the shore,
unless constrained, mournful and rebellious, into the eanoe.
In spite of his name Duke had no claims to royalty nor even
to high birth. Indeed his quarterings showed the bar
sinister. Furthermore he had not been raised on the sheltered
home system. Far from it. He was a soldier of fortune
whose life of hardship had developed all the resourcefulness
of a street gamin, He furnished his own entertainment by
day, and at bedtime dug himself in without ceremony at the
foot of a convenient tree. Owing probably to his school of
adversity he seldom barked idly. It was only in course of
his business or during uncommon emotional stress that his
voice was raised. In this respect he resembled the forest
animal more than the domestic dog.

His master declared that Duke ‘““was a good pa’tridge
dog,” and mentally we credited Joe with this one truthful
statement, not much in itself but a beginning. Apparently
the dog had considered the pleasures and pitfalls of existence
and picked out his career. For pursuit of the grouse he would
sacrifice food, water, or sleep at any time, either his own or
ours. From his standpoint he was generously tolerant of
human ineptitude in smelling out spruce hens. It was a
tribute in a way to his canine self-esteem, but our inability
to follow him closely when the scent was warm evoked a
certain bewilderment. If he admitted our power he must
doubt our intelligence. The dilemma was unavoidable.
He was selfish? Yes, intensely, but other qualities recom-
mended him strongly to our affection.

He had mannerisms, too, without which such a temperament
could hardly exist. One of these was unusual and effective.
He would gravely raise his right paw and wipe it over his eye
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as if the lid were paralyzed and must be helped to wink. We
called this maneuver the ‘“high sign,” for he seemed to use it
as a friendly greeting much as we would shake hands. To be
sure he often overdid it just as the Indians will salute one
with the double-barreled “bo-jeu, bo-jeu,” and again when
extraordinary joy or honor is intended, will multiply the
salutation indefinitely. Still the “bhigh sign” was a very
captivating expression of the softer side of the dog’s nature.

Now “an enthusiast is often absurd but never languid,”’
and Duke was generally up and away at dawn. It is the hour
when night prowlers retire to their dens and the sunshine
folk come out of their sanctuaries in search of food. The
grouse were sun-worshipers, and Duke added himself to their
congregation and became an exhorter. As we dressed we
could hear him off in the woods yelping with crazy persever-
ance at the early bird. For several days we struggled against
the net which finally settled over us. Let him bark his head
off. Why should we care? He was not our dog anyhow.
Then the tempter would whisper, “It would take only a
moment to get those birds for breakfast. They must be
near by. At least one ought to find out.” Thus inclination
doth make weaklings of us all.

After a few surrenders, descent was easier, and soon
we made it a point to take a large piece of bread or a couple of
biscuits as we departed, for we felt a subconscious certainty
that we should be gone until late afternoon.

The results of our indulgence were quickly apparent.
Fishing had to be abandoned while we gratified the ambition
of the spaniel. Trout disappeared from our menu, and while
we do not dislike the flesh of the grouse but rather look upon
it as a delicacy, yet think of the conditions. We had grouse
three times a day, and still we failed to overtake the replenish-
ment. It finally came to the point where we picked off the
male birds only and flung a stick at the rest. Yet even so the
supply was excessive. This, together with an insurgent
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desire to fish and a recurrent impatience under the monopo-
listic paw of Duke, occasionally provoked revolt.
One such incident comes to mind. We had left the dog
tied to a tree and supervised by Arethusa and Joe while we
traveled four or five miles up stream to work a particularly
difficult but productive pool. In the midst of our operations
we noted the swirl of a big fish which rose short to the fly.
To cover his hiding place advantageously required a change of
position. The pool was fathoms deep and guarded by
overhanging banks, thick set with alders. Clinging to a
leaning stem with one hand, we lowered our feet slowly and
guietly into the water until we touched some kind of a ledge
or foothold about breast deep. Still grasping the alder stem
which assured our return though it imperiled our stability, we
managed awkwardly to put out the fly. It was fruitless. As
the line flew back for a second attempt there was a commotion
on the bank above and little Duke came hurtling through the
alder tops. He plumped full upon the spot where the fly
was to fall and his face was aglow with doggy smiles as he
splashed joyously toward us. The fishing terminated then
and there, and putting up the rod in vexation we seized the

. gnawed fragment of rope which dangled from the animal’s
neck and took the trail homeward. Twice on the route the
culprit escaped and led us on breathless climbs up steep
ascents before he could be recaptured. From positions of
honorable attainment beneath his high-perched quarry it
was necessary to drag him by force, and the mutual indigna-
tion accompanying the action excited, in us and probably in
him, a pervasive but very human feeling of profanity.

After several experiences it might be supposed that we
would welcome an opportunity to be relieved of our irrepres-
sible guest, but humanity is consistently inconsistent.

From a yacht in the bay some men came up river fishing.
They discussed flies and trout, weather and trails, camps
migratory and fixed. They talked with Joe, petted Duke,
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homiry

and went their way. In a few hours they passed through on
their return, and soon afterward we remarked the absence
of the dog. Then the mis-begotten lout of a guide confessed
he had sold the animal secretly to the sailors. We were
grieved and angry, but also impotent. We realized at once
that we had lost an important feature of our expedition.
Indeed we would have parted with Joe much more cheerfully.
Our philosophy was sorely taxed and we went to bed
smouldering with rage.

The next morning we chuckled exultantly as we heard
Duke’s eager voice. He had fled from bondage and was
signalizing his arrival by treeing a partridge on his regular
beat. We dressed hurriedly, seized a piece of bread and a
Iump of chocolate, filled the mateh box, made sure of the
compass, and went to his aid. Duke recognized our approach
only by a greater vehemence of attack. Having secured the
bird we swung back to the trail, traveled up river for a mile
or so, and then turning sharply to the west entered a ravine
of beetling crags and falling water, and spent the day in
deliberate gratification of the dog.

It was dark when we reached camp. The yachtsman had
called to reclaim the fugitive, as we had anticipated, and had
waited around for several hours as we had hoped he might.
He explained that Duke had seemed quite contented until
daylight when he made a hasty but thorough inspection
of the ship. No one was awake but the cook, and having
received his breakfast from this functionary the dog promptly
jumped overboard and swam ashore. We never learned
exactly what argument the sailor put forth, but evidently
Joe had been unsympathetic and close fisted, while Arethusa
exploited her helplessness before such obvious realities.

Thus far the situation developed agreeably, and we arose
next morning expecting to repeat the performance, but after
wandering through a short streteh of low land we happened
to climb a hill which commanded a view of the lake some three
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siles away. Over leaden waters a small beetle was scurrying
}ﬁ;orously off to the west. It was the yacht. We glanced
¢ the sky and understood. Bad weather was brewing and
the boat was shifting her anchorage from the broad
“unsheltered bay to a snug harbor among the islands.

: The impressive picture tempted us to linger until the
-pageant of the rain advanced majestically up the lake.
~Wide, high columns with a dense smoky overhang swept on
hefore the wind. When our retreat began the forest was
gtirring sullenly with preliminary creaks and groans. A
wild blast drove in like a flourish of trumpets. The trees
bowed their heads, and amid wail of wind and roar of water
the hills veiled their breasts in the storm. It was a typical
North Shore tempest. Rain drops beat upon leaf and twig
with the patter of bullets and deluged the earth with spray.
The river, too, was bearded with jets several inches high where
the ash-gray missiles fell. At the river also the wind found
boisterous freedom. Skimming along the twisted tree tops
it swooped down into the sculptured channel with a rush that
bent back the trunks at the water’s edge like javelin throwers.

The rain pelted through our clothing remorselessly, and
wayside underbrush slapped us on all fronts with its collected
floods. We were drenched to the skin, and drained and
squashed as we walked like a supersaturated sponge.

So fierce was the storm that all outside activity except
the most primitive was abated. The tent was our refuge.
Here we passed the time with a book or in repairing our
gear, and rarely ventured out except on brief excursions for
food or firewood. For the first twenty-four hours we heard
only the howl of the gale, the crash of falling timber, and the
loud drumming of rain on leaves, river, earth, and canvas.
Then while the downpour continued, thunder began and rolled
incessantly. Rippling rivers of fire showed a gray desolation
of forest on either side of the amber torrent which foamed
through the narrow rock-strewn course. Along this plunging
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speedway the storm could be seen at its fiercest. Bits of
cloud, rain, and tufts of spuine wrenched from wave crests
scurried wildly up stream, and sheeted ghosts raced by in
swarms. It is possible, doubtless, that the good Lord might
send more terrific thunderbolts to those hills and more
stunning reverberations, but, doubtless, he never did.

Amid the boom and rumble of Heaven’s artillery, the dog
disappeared. The incident was not uncommon and at first
caused no uneasiness, but when night fell we began to be
anxious. Arethusa remembered him rolled up on a dry
spot near the tent about noon, but no one had seen him
since.

Bedtime came, and Arethusa pushed her feet down into
her sleeping bag with a long luxurious sigh. She jerked them
back with an exclamation, for she had thrust them straight
into Duke’s warm ecurly hide. Duke was in retreat.
Evidently he was gun shy when it came to pieces of large
caliber. He licked Arethusa’s feet ingratiatingly with his soft,
wet tongue and whined a piteous little prayer in vain. He
might nationalize our labor but not our sleeping bags. Friend
Duke was dragged forth protesting every inch. In compensa-
tion he was given some duffel for a bed and an apparent
equivalent of sweaters and coats for cover, but the substitute
was not satisfactory, and twice in the night he tried to creep
back into Paradise only to be detected and driven off. In the
morning we found him hidden beneath Arethusa’s canvas
headpiece, but never before, nor indeed afterward, was he
known to forsake his open-air burrow.

For four days the rains fell and the floods came. The
V-shaped valley of the Agawa drains rapidly, and soon the
slopes and cliffs were covered with streams and waterfalls
in lines of foaming silver. The river rose until our domestic
gauge showed an increase of thirteen inches. The water,
turbid from hillside scourings, ran like a flume, and fishing
was impossible.
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We had planned a permanent camp, but when the trout
ceased to rise we considered a site higher up. By such a move
we could work the upper river more carefully, but besides this
open justification was an unspoken but stronger desire to
avoid another visit from the yachtsman which we felt might

occur.

So we put Arethusa and Duke, the lunch and the fishing
gear into the cance. The men stepped into the river, seized
the craft by bow and stern, and started. Near shore the
‘water varied in depth from ankle to knee, but the current
piled foam to our hips. Through eddies, backsets, and the
down rushing flood the boat went fitfully forward while we
pushed and pulled and stumbled and at times lost footing
altogether on the slippery stones of the bottom.

Duke was a small dog, but he occupied the entire canoe
as he dashed madly from end to end and from side to side
in his eagerness to identify the adventitious odors from the
woods. To Arethusa, any information he might obtain
seemed trifling compensation for the danger she ran of
upsetting during one of those headlong charges which vocal
orders only momentarily restrained. And so in one of his
numerous efforts to scramble past she seized him by the
neck and pinioned him in her lap, and here he remained
until the ascent was finished, though he never ceased to
analyze the air-borne tidings, and to shiver and whine over
his exciting discoveries.

Where hills or cliffs shoulder into the river an upright
wall is formed, and at the base of such places we frequently
found the water so deep or the flow so swift that we
were forced to enter the canoe and cross to the other side.
This maneuver, in spite of our fiercest paddling, often cost us
two hundred yards of our hard-won advance. For five hours
we drove onward until at length we paused at the Half-way
Pool to reconnoiter. This point gave convenient access to
the upper river and yet was remote enough for our diplomatic
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needs. Fishing of course was futile, but the water seemed
promising under normal conditions, the ground inviting for
a camp, the outlook inspiring, and as we lunched and dried
out is was agreed to change.

Then we descended. The word is really too mild. The
trees swept by in an indistinguishable mass, and we whisked
around bends with a centrifugal force that almost hurled us
into the bushes. Five hours to ascend, and we race back in
eighteen ecstatic minutes.

The whole of the next day was spent in shifting camp,
and this means much in a country where distance is measured
by time rather than by space. The mileage was not great,
but the trail was rough and irregular. Yet travel by water
was much worse, and the useless canoe was temporarily
abandoned.

The duffel was assembled and apportioned, and swinging
up our packs we filed through the ancient woods like a
procession from Pilgrim’s Progress. Duke, attached by a
cord, was in the van. He led the party, not with intelligent
care and foresight, like the blind man’s dog, but willy-nilly,
as the tug leads the lumber schooner. Have you ever
attempted to conduct an active dog in leash, along a trail
which requires over and under, up and down, by, through,
around, across, and the entire flock of prepositions adequately
to describe? Heaven help the blind man who might be
dependent upon Duke’s ministrations! The projects, duties,
ideas, and urgent aspirations he tried to execute required
all our patience to correct, thwart, and restrain.

None the less we did finally arrive but in truth ‘‘dog
tired,” and with a temper as sensitive as a compass needle.
Joe went back for another load while we selected a place for
the tent, cleared away shrubbery, built a fire, and established
our routine.

In the week that elapsed before the river subsided we
busied ourselves in photographing, cutting trails, and easing
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Duke’s ardor for grouse. We no longer opposed this pursuit.
The stars were against us. At least we said they were.
We took the smooth and pliant way and tried merely to guide
and limit the dog’s activities.

Time passed with dreamlike rapidity, and the march back
began. As we paused a moment at the old camp for a last
look around and to pick up the canoe, we found a note from
the yachtsman in which he reproached us in good, set terms for
a more than implied dishonesty. In view, however, of his
own disingenuous conduct in trying to filch the dog from us
by stealth, we were only agitated pleasantly.

We pushed shoreward and found the Big Lake so calm
that a speedy junction with the fish-fug was effected. Once
on board we puffed away south, and in a few hours had the
satisfaction of bidding the half-breed farewell. With Duke
it was otherwise. Our relation to him had passed through
numerous gradations, from resentment to indifference, and
from open admiration for his intelligence and independent
spirit to a warm affection. Duke was singularly proficient
in his business, such as it was, and straightforward in his
dealings. What more could be said or expected of a comrade ?
No, we parted from Duke with the grief we should feel
for a very dear friend whom we never expected to see
again.

The snows fell and nurtured the earth, spring rains
softened it, and the summer foliage of the North Shore came
to fulness. On the cool, lustrous and crystalline bosom of
Lake Superior the fish-tug bears us again to the Agawa.
Once more we drop overside and enter upon those lovely
brown waters which constitute the natural home of the
brook trout. In no other medium do the fish possess such
abounding vitality or display such richness of color. Indeed
these Pactolian currents add their gold to the saffron sands
of the bottom and even send a tawny gleam into the sun-shot
shadows of the big rocks.
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Up the Agawa, after three miles, the canoes eannot be
paddled profitably, but when the water is favorable we
avoid extreme loads on long portages by placing our duffel
in the boats, which we then push or drag up stream as beasts
of burden. To make our present journey easier we also
planned to move one day and fish the next until we came to
the Half-way Pool where we had stopped the previous year.
The method was born of wisdom, for in this way our daily
task could be apportioned to the endurance of our flabby
muscles, and the body could gradually accustom itself to
the stimulating conditions as it tightened up to augmenting
fatigues. It is in these first trials that the exhilaration of
the North Shore leads to excesses, and also to a weariness
50 profound that in the dilatory darkness of that country
sleep falls upon one with a bludgeon and steals away all
consciousness and perception until the rays of the rising sun
bore through the fabric of the tent.

There came a day therefore when we urged the canoes
heavily and irksomely up a long drawn aisle of alders. Noon
approached and we began to seek a favorable landing place
for tea. As we scanned the shore line with hunger-sharpened
eyes we sighted a queer dark object on a flat stone which
stood out from the bank. We studied it thoughtfully, for
it resembled nothing we should expect to find along that
river. It might be a beaver, but why so incautious, and why,
t00, such shameless idleness? It might—and yet—well, as
usual we sought help,

“Amik, Tawab?” Is it a beaver?

“Animosh,” a dog, he replied without hesitation.

We stopped and turned in astonishment, How in the
name of all the gods would a dog be here, seventy-five miles
at least from any settlement ?

““Mebbe run away, mebbe somebody leave him.” Thus
the impassive Tawab. We drew nearer. There was no
sign of life.
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