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Stretched on the boughs, I listened to the woog
pewees calling their haunting good nights until 1 fej
sound asleep.

IN WHICH
I Learn to Season My Food

The fire warden made a fire some time in the colder
hours of the night. At dawn he was asleep beside white
smoldering ashes. I crawled back to the gorge, fed
Frightful rabbit bites, and slipped back to the edge of
the meadow to check a box trap I had set the day before.
I made it by tying small sticks together like a log cabin.
This trap was better than the snares or deadfalls. It
had caught numerous rabbits, several squirrels, and a
groundhog.

I saw, as I inched toward it, that it was closed. The
sight of a closed trap excites me to this day. I still can’t
believe that animals don’t understand why delicious
food is in such a ridiculous spot.

Well, this morning I pulled the trap deep into the
woods to open it. The trapped animal was light. 1
couldn’t guess what it was. It was also active, flipping
and darting from one corner to the next. I peeked in to
locate it, so that I could grab it quickly behind the head
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without getting bitten. I was not always successful at
this, and had scars to prove it.

I put my eye to the crack. A rumpus arose in the
darkness. Two bright eyes shone, and out through that
hole that was no wider than a string bean came a weasel.
He flew right out at me, landed on my shoulder, gave
me a lecture that I shall never forget, and vanished
under the scant cover of trillium and bloodroot leaves.

~He popped up about five feet away and stood on his
hind feet to lecture me again. I said, “Scat!’’ so he darted
right to my knee, put his broad furry paws on my pants,
and looked me in the face. I shall never forget the fear
and wonder that I felt at the bravery of that weasel. He
stood his ground and berated me. I could see by the
flashing of his eyes and the curl of his lip that he was
furious at me for trapping him. He couldn’t talk, but I
knew what he meant.

Wonder filled me as I realized he was absolutely un-
afraid. No other animal, and I knew quite a few by
now, had been so brave in my presence. Screaming, he
jumped on me. This surprised and scared me. He leapt
from my lap to my head, took a mouthful of hair and
wrestled it. My goose bumps rose. I was too frightened
te move. A good thing, too, because I guess he figured
I was not going to fight back and his scream of anger
changed to a purr of peace. Still, I couldn’t move.

Presently, down he climbed, as stately as royalty, and
off he marched, never looking back. He sank beneath
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the leaves like a fish beneath the water. Not a stem

rippled to mark his way.

And so The Baron and I met for the first time, ang
it was the beginning of a harassing but wonderfy]
friendship.

Frightful had been watching all this. She was tense
with fright. Although young and inexperienced, she
knew an enemy when she saw one. I picked her up and
whispered into her birdy-smelling neck feathers.

“You wild ones know.”

Since I couldn’t go home, I decided to spend the day
in the marsh down the west side of the mountain. There
were a lot of cattails and frogs there.

Frightful balanced on my fist as we walked. She had
learned that in the short span of one afternoon and a
night. She is a very bright bird.

On our way we scared up a deer. It was a doe. I
watched her dart gracefully away, and said to Frightful,
““That’s what I want. I need a door for my house, tethers
for you, and a blanket for me. How am I going to get
a deer?”

This was not the first time I had said this. The forest
was full of deer, and I already had drawn plans on a
piece of birch bark for deadfalls, pit traps, and snares.
None seemed workable,

The day passed. In the early evening we stole home,
tree by tree, to find that the warden had gone. I cleaned
up my front yard, scattered needles over the bare spots,
and started a small fire with very dry wood that would
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not smoke much. No more wardens for me. I liked my
tree, and although I could live somewhere else, I cer-
tainly did not want to.

Once home, I immediately started to work again. I
had a device I wanted to try, and put some hickory
sticks in a tin can and set it to boiling while I fixed
dinner. Before going to bed, I noted this on a piece of

birch bark:

“This night I am making salt. I know that people in
the early days got along without it, but I think some of
these wild foods would taste better with some flavoring.
I understand that hickory sticks, boiled dry, leave a

salty residue. I am trying 1t.”

In the morning I added:

“It is quite true. The can is dry, and thick with a
black substance. It is very salty, and I tried it on frogs’
legs for breakfast. It is just what I have needed.”

And so I went into salt production for several days,
and chipped out a niche inside the tree in which to

store it.

“June 19 .

“I finished my bed today. The ash slats work very
well, and are quite springy and comfortable. The bed

Just fits in the right-hand side of the tree. I have hem-




lock boughs on it now, but hope to have deer hide soon.

I am making a figure-four trap as tall as me with a log
on it that I can barely lift. It doesn’t Jook workable. I
wish there was another way of getting a deer.

“June 20

“T decided today to dig a pit to trap a deer, so I am
whittling a shovel out of a board I found in the stream
this morning. That stream is very useful. It has given me
tin cans for pots, and now an oaken board for a shovel.

“Frightful will hop from the stump to my fist. She
still can’t fly. Her wing feathers are only about an inch

long. I think she likes me.”

How a Door Came to Me

One morning before the wood pewees were up, I was
smoking a mess of fish I had caught in the stream. When
I caught more than I could eat, I would bone them, put
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them on a rack of sticks, and slowly smoke them until
they dried out. This 1s the best way to preserve extra
food. However, if you try it, remember to use a hard
wood—hickory is the best. I tried pine on the first
hatch, and ruined them with black tarry smoke. Well,
it was very silent—then came a scream. I jumped into
my tree. Presently I had enough nerve to look out.

“Baron Weasel!” I said in astonishment. I was sure
it was the same weasel I had met in the trap. He was
on the boulder in front of the hemlock, batting the
ferns with his front feet and rearing and staring at
me.

“Now, you stay right there,” I said. Of course, he
flipped and came off the rock like a jet stream. He was
at the door before I could stop him, and loping around
my feet like a bouncing ball.

“You look glad all over, Baron. I hope all that frisk-
ing means joy,” I said. He took my pants leg in his teeth,
tugged it, and then rippled softly back to the boulder.
He went down a small hole. He popped up again, bit a
fern near by, and ran around the boulder. I crept out to
look for him—no weasel. I poked a stick in the hole at
the base of the rock trying to provoke him. I felt a little
jumpy, so that when a shot rang out through the woods
I leapt a foot in the air and dove into my hole. A cricket
chirped, a catbird scratched the leaves. I waited. One
enormous minute later a dark form ran onto the
meadow. It stumbled and fell.

I had the impression that it was a deer. Without
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waiting to consider what I might be running toward, |
burst to the edge of the meadow.

No one was in sight, I ran into the grass. There lay
a dead deer! With all my strength I dragged the heavy
animal into the woods. I then hurried to my tree, gath-
ered up the hemlock boughs on my bed, rushed back
and threw them over the carcass. I stuck a few ferns in
them so they would look as if they were growmg there

and ran back to camp, breathless.
Hurriedly I put out the fire, covered it with dirt, hid

my smoking rack in the spring, grabbed Frightful and

got in my tree.

Someone was poaching, and he might be along in a
minute to collect his prize. The shot had come from the
side of the mountain, and I figured I had about four
minutes to clean up before the poacher arrived.

Then when I was hidden and ready, Frightful started
her cry of hunger. I had not fed her yet that morning.

‘Oh, how was I going to explain to her the awful need

to be quiet? How did a mother falcon warn her young
of danger? I took her in my hands and stroked her

-stomach. She fought me and then she lay still in my

hand, her feet up, her eyes bright. She stiffened and
drooped. I kept on stroking her. She was -hypno_ti_zed. 1
would stop for a few moments, she would lie still, then
pop to her feet. I was sure this wasn’t what her mother
did to keep her quiet, but it worked. |

Bushes cracked, leaves scuttled, and a man with a
rifle came into the meadow. I could just see his head and

i e
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' Shoulders.?gHe looked around and banged toward the

hemlock forest. I crawled up on my bed and stroked the

hungry Frightful.
I couldn’t see the man from my bed, but I could

hear him.

1 heard him come to the tree. I could see his boots.
He stopped by the ashes of the fire; and then went on.
I could see my heart lift my sweater. I was tern-
fied. |

I stayed on the bed all morning, telling the fierce little
bundle of feathers in my hand that there was deer meat
in store for her if she would just wait with me.

Way down the other side of the mountain, I heard
another shot. 1 sure hoped that deer dropped on the
poacher’s toes and that he would now go home.

At noon I went to my prize. Frightful sat beside me
as I skinned and quartered it. She ate deer until she was

misshapen.
‘1 didn’t make any notes as to how long it took me to

~do all the work that was required to get the deer ready

for smoking and the hide scraped and ready for tanning,

but it was many, many days.

However, when I sat down to a venison steak, that
was a meal! All it was, was venison. I wrote this on a
piece of birch bark. “I think I grew an inch on venison!”
Frightful and I went to the meadow when the meal was
done, and 1 flopped in the grass. The stars came up, the
ground smelled sweet, and I closed my eyes. I heard,

“Pip, pop, pop, pop.”
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“Who’s making that noise?” 1 said sleepily to Fright.
ful. She ruffied her feathers.

I listened. “Pop, pip.” 1 rolled over and stuck my face
in the grass. Something gleamed beneath me, and in the
fading light I could see an earthworm coming out of its
hole.

Nearby another one arose and there was a pop. Little
bubbles of air snapped as these voiceless animals of the
earth came to the surface. That got me to smiling. I was
glad to know this about earthworms. I don’t know why,
but this seemed like one of the nicest things I had
learned in the woods—that earthworms, lowly,
confined to the darkness of the earth, could make just
a little stir in the world.

IN WHICH
Frightful Learns Her ABC'’s

Free time was spent scraping the fur off the deer hide
to get 1t ready for tanning. This much I knew: in order
to tan hide, it has to be steeped in tannic acid. There 1S
tannic acid in the woods in oak trees, but it took me
several weeks to figure out how to get it. You need a lot
of oak chips in water. Water and oak give off tannic
acid. My problem was not oak or water but getting 2
vessel big enough to put the deer hide in.

J
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Coming home from the stream one night 1 had an

inspiration. |
1t had showered the day before, and as Frightful and

| passed an old stump, I noticed that it had collected
the rain. ‘A stump, an oak stump, would be perfect,” I
<aid right out loud to that pretty bird.

o I felled an oak over by the gorge, burned a hole
in it, carried water 10 it, and put my deerskin in it. I let
it steep, oh, maybe five days before I took it out and
dried it. It dried stiff as a board, and I had to chew, rub,
iump on it, and twist it to get it soft. When this was
done, however, I had my door. I hung it on pegs inside
my entrance, and because it was bigger than it had to
be, I would cut off pieces now and then when I needed
them. I cut off two thin strips to make jesses, Or leg
straps, for Frightful. All good falcons wear jesses and
leashes so they can be tethered for their training.

I smoked the meat T couldn’t eat and stored it. I used
everything I could on that animal. 1 even used one of
its bones for a spearhead. I was tired of catching frogs
by the jump-and-miss system. I made two sharp points,
and strapped them to the end of a long stick, one on
each side, to make a kind of fork. It worked beautifully.
Frdsd were one of my favorite meals, and I found I
could fix them many ways; however, I got to like frog
soup fixed in this way: “Clean, skin, and boil until
tender. Add wild onions, also water lily buds and
wild carrots. Thicken with acorn flour. Serve in turtle

shell.”




