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LLA CHASSE-GALERIE:!
By the Author of ¥ Le Vieux Montrésl," sle., ete

WITH PICTURES BY HENRI JULIPN.

1.

R ELL, then, since you seem to
desire it so very much, I will
tell you a roarin’ story that
ought to be a lesson to all of
_ you. If there is among the

Tl crowd any renegade who in-
tends to Tun &3 chasse-galerie or the lonp-giron,
he had better skip and gooutside tosee whether
the owls are ing in the storm, In con-
verse with Old NiEk himg::ﬂ bﬂlg':ausp I i::_c:l]ld
to-begin m ma a = @
croet 'I'ha: HE' bi::ra. regaﬁar gbag:k to Jr
dighie, ﬁ:ﬂﬂm;m me;,lztrths ﬁmc,tuEtER
a 2 tyman's sou! by promising hi
kimf nonsense. I have hill]d em:mg%l of that
in my young dayy to understand his tricks.”

Not & man moved. On the contrary, all
gathered eloser round the fireplace, where the
cnoklﬂdiir:&gad the igion-chest, and upon
whigh be tnken E: gseat on a camp-stool,
preparatory to relating his experience under the
wiles of the mawoais erprsi,

IBwason New Year's eve of the year 1853,in
the; of the forest, in the Ress bmber camp,
at the of the Gatineau River. The winter
had fairly et in, and the snow outside had al-
readypﬂzd up to the roof of the shanty. The
boas, aceording to custons, had ordered the dis-
tribution of the contents of a small barrel of
{nnm rum among the men, and the cook

ad rermunated early his preparations of a suc-
culent sagewd of pige’ feet and of a large 1in full
of gliszantes for E&Eﬁ New Year’s dinner. A big
ketti¢, hall fuli of molasses, was already sim-
mering on the fire, as there was to be a candy-
pull to finish the evening’s entertainment.

»Evey man had his pipe with good,
steong ian tobaceo, and a thick cloud of
siiake darkened the interior of the shanty. A
few pi es thrown at intervals on the
fisg produced a reddish glare that illurzinated

ETlis narcative is founded on » popular soper-
stitlon dating back ta the days of the awrrure drs fois,
under the French régime, and perpetoated smong the
voyageers i the Cansdion Morthwest. The shanty-
men of & lmer date have taken up the tradition, and it
is in the French settlements, bordering the 51, Law-
rence River, that the nds of fu charee mlerie are
’Fﬂ well koown at present thwe. wriler
has ek muny sn 0ld voyepesr whe wlirmed most posi-

the tude faces of the men with curous effects
of clzir-chscrr.

Joe, the cool was a homely little man whe
lzughed at his own physical defects, and who
did not take offense when his comrades chaffed
him on the subject, and called him 2 Jocsw,
the hunchback. He had worked in the shan-
ties for the last forty years, and his experience
was only equaled by the facility with which he
could relate his adventures when he had taken
a giass of denne vieille Jamatgue.

I was telling you,” said Joe, “that I wasa
pendard in my youth, but it is long since T
mended my ways, and now I never joke zbout
religious matters, I po to confession regularly
every year, and what | am about te relate rock
place years and years ago, when I feared ni
Liew, ni diable. It was on a night like this, 2
New Year's eve, thirty-four or thirty-five years
ago. Gathered round the fireplace with all the
eamarades, we made merry ; and if it is true,
as we say in French, that "small rivulets make
farge rivers,’ it is just a5 true that staall drinks
empty large barrels. And in those days, peo-
ple drank more than to-day, and evenings of
thig kind generally ended in a boxing-match,
outside, in the snow, The rium was no better
than it is_to-might, but it was dengrement bon,
1 can assure you. [ will be frank with you and
tell you that about eleven o'clock my head
began to feel dizzy, and I lay down on my buf-
falo-robe to take & map, while waiting lor the
midright jump that we always take over the
head of a pork-barrel, from the old year inta
the new one. We will repeat the same thing
to-night before we go io visit the neighboring
camps to wish them the compliments of the
season.

I

“ I HAD slept for quite a while, when I was
rudely awakened by a second boss, Baptiste
Durand, who said to me: ¢ Joe, it is past mid-

tiweiy thet be had seen hark cances traveling in mid-
air, tull of men peddiing and singing awsy. under the
protecrion of Beelzebub, on their way from the timber
camps of the Ouawa to pay a Aying visit to their sweet-
hearts at home.

It iz hardly necescary to apalogize for having nsed io
the narrative expressions typical of the rude 1= and
character of the men whose language und snperstition
it is the intention of the writer to partray.
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night, and you are late for the barvel-jump, The
camarades have gone to the other camps, and
I am going to Lavaltrie to see my sweetheart.
Will you come with me?*

# ¢ g Lavalirie, said 1, ' are you crazy P We
are three hundred miles away from there, and
yon could not travel the distance in two months,
through the forest, when there are no roatls
beaten in the snow. And whal abont gur work
the day afller to-marrow ¢

i+ frbdele # don’t you vnderstand me @ We
will travel in cur bark canoe, and to-mormow
moming at six o'clock we will"be back here for
break fast.'

v understood,  Baptiste Durand proposed
that 1 should join him and run /s cAasse-
palerte ; Tisk the salvabien of my soul for the
fn of going to give 3 New Year's kiss to my
dende at Lavaltrie. ‘That was a little too much
for me, 1t was true that 1 was a mawzass sufel,
that 1 did not practise /e redigton, and that I
took a deink too much now and then; but
between that and the fact of selling my soul to
e dfitdde there was a big difference, and 1 said :
" No, sirce | s wn fonnerre !’

4 Oh, you are a repular old woman,” an-
swernd Baptisle tauntingly, * There is no dan-
gerwhaiever, We can go to Lavaline and back
m six hours. Don't you know that with Ja
chiasse-girlorie we can travel 150 miles an hour,
when one ean handle the paddies as well as we
all sto.  All there 15 to it is that we must not
pronaunce & semr di fow Licn during the voy-
age, and that we must be careful net to touch
the crosses on the stegples when we travel.
‘That 's easy encugiy, and, to be all right, ali a
man has to do is te look where he goes, think
about whal he says, and not touch a drop of
liguor on the way, I have made the trip five
times, and f diadle has not got me yet. Come,
moesr ieny, stifien up your courage, and in twa
hours we will be at Lavaltrie. Think of Liza
Ciuimbette, and the pleasure you will have in
kissing her “ a happy New Year” There are
already seven of us to make the trip, but we
st e two, (our, six, ot eight, to make vp the
crew of the canoe,’

- Yes, that s all fight, but you must make
an engagement with e Jadés, and he is not the
kind of & dowrgeols that 1 want to make any
Laargan with,”

A simple formatity if we are careful where
we e amd oot o drink. A man is not a child,
prndter !t Come ol The armaredes are wait-
mg outside, and the canoe s already in the
cleanny, Come, come!”

*And L was Ted outside of the shanty, where
1 saw the six men who were awaidng us, pad-
dle in hand. The large eanoe was Iying on a
snowhank, and bolnre 1 had time to think twice
about it 1 was seated in the bow, awaiting the
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signal to go. | must say that my mind was
somewhat confugsed, but Baptiste Durand, who
was a hard customer,—for, it was said, he had
not been to confession for seven years,—gave
me no tiune for reflection. He was standing
in the etern, and exclzimed in 2 ringing voice:

“*Are you ready

*tReady.’

* ! Repeat after me,'

“And we repeated together:

“+ Satan / king of the infernal regions, we

romise to sell you our souls, if within the fol-

owing six hours we pronounce Jfe mom dx don
LXew, your master and ours, or if we torch o
cross on the voyage. On that condition you
will transport us through the gir, wherevet we
may want to go, and bring us back sound and
safe to the shanty, Acadrs, dcabras, Acabram
Fais nous vayager par-deisus les moniagnes

i1l

“ THE last words were havdly pronounced,
when we felt the canoe rising in the air to a
height of five or six hundred feet, I felt s
light as a [eather, and at Baptiste’s commanid,
we commenced paddling like sorcerers that we
were, At thefimst stroke of the padile the canpe
shot out like an arrow, and off we went undoer
the protecting wing of /e diadle himself, it
I'u.iri{mtcck my breath away, and I could hear
the bow of the canoe whizsing through the
ensp air of the night. '

% We went faster than the wind, and during
the first fifleen minutes we sailed over the forest,
without perceiving anything else than the dark
heads of the great pmes. It was a beautiful
night, and a fult moon lighted up the sky like
the midday sun. It was terribly cold though,
and our mustaches were fairly froxen, while
our bodies were ailin a perspiration. We were
paddiinﬁrlike demons at work in the lower re-

ions. We soon perceived & bright, glistening

elt of clear ice, that shone like & mirror. 7hat
was the Gatinean River; and then the liphts
in the farm-houses, which were mostly lit up on
New Year's eve. We began passing the :in-
covered steeples as quickly as telegraph-poles:
fly past in a raitway-train, and the spires shane
in the air like the bayonets of the soldiets dgill-
ing on the Champ de Mars,in Montréal, On
we went ke fows les diadles, passing over tor-
osts, Tivers, towns, villages, and leaving behind
us a traif of sparks. It was Baptiste Lhwernnd,
the possédé, wTu steered the canoe because he
knew the route, and we s00n came to the Ot-
tawa River, which we followed down to the
Lac des Prux Menlapnes !

“+ ook out there, said Baptiste; “we will
just skim aver Montréal and fnghtes some of
the lellows whe may be out at this hour of the
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night. Joe,clear your whistle and get ready to
sing your best capoe-song, ! Conol o'deorce,
my boy.

‘=-"1?cunimn of the tip had braced me
up, and | was ready for anything. Already we
could see the lights of the city, and with
an adroit stroke of his paddle, Baptisie brought
us down on a level with the summit of the
towers of Notre-Dame, [ cleared my throat
and sang © Camef o’ Zzovee, while my camarades
joined herrtily in the chorus.

Y4 Mon pire n'avait hlle que mo,
Canot d'écorce qui va voler,

Et dewsus 1a mer il m'envoic :
Canet d'écoree qui vole, qui vole,
Canot d'écorce qui va voler I’ etc.

1v.

“ AuTHOUGH it was well on toward two
o'cloek in the morning, we saw some groups
of men who stopped in the middle of the strect
to wabch wa %:dbjr, bug we went %o fast that in
a twinkle we Montréal 2nd jts suls-
urba, We were néaring the end of our voyvage,
and we commenced counting the steeples, —
Lungue Pointe, Pointe-aux-Trembles, Repen-
tigny, St. Sulpice,—and at last we saw the
two shining spires of Lavaltrie that med
amomg thcgdark- ines of the doﬁn.

“1 Look out over there!' shouted Baptiste,
“We will land on the edge of the wowd, in the
ficld of my godfather, Jean-Jean-Gabriel. From
there we will proceed on oot to go and sur-
prise our cquaintances in some fricef or dance
m the neighborhood.”

“We did as directed, and five minutes later
our canoce lay in a spowbank, at the edge of
the wood of Jean-Jean-Gabricl. Westanted in
Indian file to go to the village. It was no small
job, becanse the smow reached to cur waisis
and there was no trace of zny kind of a road.
Bapiste, who was the most daring of the crows,
wenk and knocked at the door of his godfather's
house, where we could see a light, but thers
was ;b one there except a servant, who 1okl
us that the ofd folks had gone 1o a swague at
old man Robillard's place, and that the young
peaple of the village—boys and girls— were
across the 5t Lawrence at Batissette Augé's,
at the Frise Afisdre, belaw Contrecoeur, where
there was a New Year's hop.

=4 Letus gotothe dance at Batissette Augd's,
said Baptiste ; * we zre sure 1o find our sweet-
hearts over there.

“iTet us go to Batissette Aupé's!’

_“ And we returned 1o our canee, while cau-
tioning one another against the great danger
!hat was tn pronouncing certain words,
In touching an}r:hmg in thi shape of a cross,
and especially in drnking liquor «f any kind.
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We had only four hours before us, and we
tnust return to the shanty before six o'clock in
the morning, il we wanted 10 escape from the
clutchen of Old Nick, with whom we had made
such 2 desperatc bargzin. And we all knew
that he was not the kind of a custorner to let
us off, in the event of any delay on vur part,

Wi Arabris, Acabras, Acabram ! Frit nons
voyager par-destus s momilagaer?' shouted
Baptiste once more,

# And off we went again, paddling through
the air, hke renegades that we were, every one
of us. We crosscd the river in less time than i
requires to tell it, and we descended in a snow-
bank close to Batissette Augé's house, where
we could hear the laughter of the dancers, and
see their shadows through the Lright windows.

“We dragged our canoc on the riverside,
10 hide it among the hummocks produced by
the ice-shove,

% ¢ Now," said Baptiste, in a last warning,
‘no nonsense ! Do you hear? Dance as much
as you can, but not a single glaw of rum or
whisky, And at the it sign, foilow me out
without attracting attention, We can't be too
carefull’

# And we went and knocked at the door,

Y.

“ e Batissette came and opened the door
himself, ani we were receiverd] with open arms
by the ]g’.ueum, who knew us all.

“+ Where o you come from ?'

“¢] thought you were in the chamtiers, up
the Ciahineay ?”

*+What makes you come so late?’

“¢ Come anil take a smile

* Bapliste came to the rescue Ly saying:
L First aml foremost, let us take our coats off,
and giveus achance te dance. That s what we
came here for, and if you still feel cupousin the
mearning, [ will answer all your questions.”

% For my part, ! had already spied Liza
Cuimbeite, who was chatting away with little
Boisjoli of Lanorie. | made my révérence in
due style, sl at once suked for the favor of
the siext dance, which was & four-handed reel.
She aceepled with a smile that made me for-
get that § had nisked the salvation of my soul
tr» have the pleasure of pressing her soft white
hartl in mire and of cuthing pigennwings as
her partner. Duoring two hours the dancing
went on without stopping, and, if [ do say se
mysell, we shanty fellows cut a shine in the
dance that made the hayseeds tired Dedure
marning. [ was 50 Lusy with my partner that
at fizst [ did not netice 1hat Bapliste was vis
iting the dufet rather often with some of the
other boys, and once I caught hm lifiing his
elbow in rather a suspicious manner. But I had
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no ides that the fellow would get tpsy, afier
zll the lecturing he had given us on the road.
When four o’clock struck, all the members of
our crew began to edge out of the house with-
out altracting attention, but I had to drag
Baptiste before he would consent to go. At
last we were all gut, with just twe hours before
us to reach the camp, and three hundred miles
to ride in our canoe, under the protection of
Eeelzebub, We had left the dance like wild
Indians without saying good-by to anybody,
not even to Liza Guimbette, whom I had in-
vited for the next cofiflon. [ always thought
that she bore me a grudge for that, because
when I reached home the next summer she was
Madazme Boisjoli.

“ We found our canoce ail right in the hum-
mocks, but I need hardly tell you that we were
all Eut out when we found that Baptiste Du-
rand had been drinking. He was to steer the
boat, and we had no time to lose in humoring
the fancies of z dranken man, The moon was
not quite so bright as when we started from the
camyp, and it was not without misgivings that
I toclk my place in the bow of the canoe, well
decided to keep a sharp Jockout ahead for ac-
cidents, Before starting 1 said to Baptiste :

“¢ Look onot, Baptste, old fellow! Steer
straight for the mountain of Montréal, as spon
as you can get a glimpse of it

“¢] know my business,” answered Baptiste
sharply, *and you had better miud yours.”

“What could I do? And before I had time
for further reflections :

Wi deabris? Aeabraz’ Acabrams Fais mows
vayayer par-iessus les montagnes !’

¥I.

“AND up we went again like lightning,
steering southwest, il the wild way in which
Baptiste managed our boat could be called
steering. We passed over the steeple of the
church at Contreceeur, coming pretty close to
it, but instead of going west Baptiste made us
take a sheer toward the Richelieu River. A
few minutes later we were skimming over Bel-
ceil Mountain, and we came within ten feet of
striking the big cross that the Bishop of Gue-
bec planted there, during a temperance picnic
held a few years before by the clergy of his
diocese,

“*’I'o the right, Baptiste | steer to the right,
or else you will send us all to e deedle if you
keep on going that way.!

" And Baptiste did instinctively tumn to the
right, and we sleered straight for the mountain
of Mantréal, which we could perceive in the dis-
tance by the dim lights of the city. [ mustsay
that I was becoming frightened, becauseif Bap-
tiste kept on steering as he had done, we would
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Bever rc;:t’:a&the Gagineﬂ;ﬂ ge, agd'fa diadle
ol _ kimg his fipe, ae ] supposed
at .thgmba.rc idea of ma.]?ing aNew Yﬂgﬂ meEs
of us. Andl] cantell you that the disgster was
not long in coming. While we were passin
over the city, Baptiste Durand uttered = yel
and, flourishing his paddle over his head, gave
it a twist that sent us plunging into a snows
drift,in a clearing on the mourtainside. Lucks
ily the snow was soft, and none of us were
hurt, nor was the cacoe injured in any way.
But Baptiste got out and declared most em-
hatically that he was going down-town to
ve un gerre. We tried to Teason with him,
but our efforts proved useless, as is gemerally
the case with &s ivrogues, He would go down
if & diadlz himself were to catch hold of him
cn the way, [ held a moment’s consultation
with mer camaradss, and, before Baptiste knew
what we were about, we had him déwn in the
snow, where we bound him hand and foot so
as to render him incapable of interfering with
pur movements, We placed him in the bottom
of the cange, and gapped him b9 as té prevent
him from speaking any words that might give
ug up to perdition.

“And * Acabris ? Acabras’ Aegbram!' up
we went again, this time steering straight for
the Gatinean. I had taken Baptiste's place
in the stern. We had only a litie over an
hour to reach camp, and we all paddied away
for dear life and eternal szlvaton. We fol-
lowed the Ottawa, River 2s far as the Pointe-
Gatineau, and then steered due north by the
polar star for our shanty. We were fairly fly-
g in the air, and ever;thing was going well
when that rascal of a Ba managed to
slip the ropes we had bound him with and to
pull off his gag. We had been so busy pad-
dling that, the first thing we knew, he was
standing in the canoe, paddle in hand, and
swearing like a pagan. I felt that our end had
come if he pronounced a eertain-sacred word,
and it was out of the question to appease him
in his frenzy. We had oniy a few miles to go to
reach camp, and we were floating over the
pine forest. The position was really terrible.
Baptiste was using his paddle ¥ke a shillalah
and making a seufinef that threatened every
moment to crush in some one’s head. [ was
50 excited that by a false movementof my own
paddle I let the cance come down on a level
with the pings, and it was upset asit struck the
head of a big tree. 'We all feill out and began
dropping down from branch to branch like
parindges shotfrom the tamarack-taps, 1don't
know how long I was coming down, because
I fainted before we reached the snow beneath,
but my last recotlection was like the dream of
a man who feels himiself dtopping down a well
without ever reaching bottom.



g

|
=
=
e
3
-

ENGALED BF F. H, WELERGT R,

TEHIE: AT BATISSTTTE ALNGE'S,




£f4 CHASSE-GALERIE.

Loz

YIl.

% ApouT eight o'clock the next moming, I
awoke in my bunk, in the cabin, whither some
of our camarades had conveyed us after having
found us to our necks in a neighbering snow-
bank, at the foot of 2 monster pine-tree. Hap-
pily, no one was seriously hurt, although we
were all more or less bruised and scratched,
some having secured even Dlack eyes in our
way downfromthetree-top. Wewereall thank-
ful that nothing worse had befallen us, and
when the camarader said that they had found
us sleeping away in the snow the effects of the
previous night's frolic, not one of us had any-
thing to say to the contrary. We all felt sat-
ished that our escapade with Old Nick rermamed
unknown in the camp, and we preferred leav-
ing our chums under the impression that we
had taken w# perre toe many, to telling them
ol the bargain we had made 10 satisfy 2 pass-
ing fancy. So far as Baptiste Durand was con-

cerned, there is no doubt that he had forgotten
the latter part of his voyage, but he never al-
taded to the fact, and we followed his example.
It was not oll many years afterward that | re-
lated the story of our arenfrrers, just as they
happened on that memorable New Year's eve,

“All I can say, my friends, is that it is not
so amusing as some people might think, to
travel in mid-air, in the dead of winter, nnder
the guidance of Beelzebub, running /z chzsse-
paderie, and especially if you have uxr furogne
ta steer your bark canoe. Take my advice, and
don't listen to any one who would try to rope
you in for such a trip.  Wait until summer be-
fore you go to see your swecthearts, for it is
better 1o run all the rapids of the Ottaws and
the 5t. Lawrence on a raft, than to travel in
partnership with Z drabds himself,”

And Joe, the cook, dipped a ladleful of boil-
ing molasses from the Dig kettle on the fire,and
declared that everything was now ready for
the candy-pull.

Honord Beangrand,
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