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NOW IS THE TIME WHEN TRAPPERS OWN THE WOODS 

Lonely Men, Who Would Have Been Daniel Boone in the Old Days, Hunting fur Animals. 

 

NORTHWOOD. Jan. 21—This is the time of year that the trapper is in his glory. With pack basket on his back carrying bait, 

extra traps, with axe in one hand and, perhaps a gun in the other, and with his feet harnessed in snowshoes, he makes the rounds 

of his line, re-setting a trap here, gathering in a "fur" there, examining other traps, and so on around the line. But trapping isn't 

what it used to be, for there isn't the profit that there was once, nor the pleasure, either. The game laws sling too many scares into 

trappers. He cannot now bait his trap with venison without taking great chances, and last winter a law prohibiting the taking of 

martin was a direct blow at the trapper. Probably one reason for this law is to keep him out of the woods. 

 

Bert Conklin is about the only trapper around here of much account. He was down to Northwood the other day. He says he isn't 

trapping much this year. The men of today who have traveled the woods for a long time tell some interesting things about the 

trappers of old. Bill Light tells of Cowdre, that old woods hermit who came to the settlements no often than some of the settlers 

now go to the woods; there was Atwell who hunted about North Lake, and now the postoffice at that place bears his name; and 

then there was Matchel, who accidentally got shot by a gun trap. French Lewey, 75 years of age, still treads the region at the head 

of the West Canada creek. These old trappers felt most strongly the "call of the wild," and they harkened. They are of the same 

sort as was Daniel Boone and hundreds of others who wanted a good deal of elbow room, and elbow room to them meant the 

silence of hundreds of square miles in the uninhabited wilderness. 

 

Pioneers Impatient. 

Those old pioneers were impatient under the restraints of even the rough civilization found in the frontier villages. And in the 

way the trappers of more recent date loved the supreme freedom of the forest, Johnny Jones tells of walking down a brook far 

back in the woods when he was a boy. It was a wild region miles from anywhere and he was startled to see on the other side of 

the brook a grizzled, whiskered man rise to his feet, like a bear on his hind legs, and in a coarse, deep voice begin to lament: "I 

must move from here today." The boy had occasion to pass by the place the next day, and, sure enough, this old hermit-trapper, 

whoever he was, had left for a region more remote from even hunters. His squalid camp was a little shack thrown up under the 

branches of a balsam tree. 

 

Cowdre trapped in the region of Moose river. He had his log camp on a brook running into the river a little way from Natural 

Dam and a few miles above Thomas Proctor's present camp. In the autumn Cowdre stole away into the wilderness to return 

perhaps not until spring. There was always someone who wanted to go with him, but he preferred to go alone. However, he took 

a liking to Bill Light, then a small boy, and permitted him to go along one winter. Bill says the camp was thirty or forty rods from 

the river, so that if by chance anyone should happen to follow the river, he would not find the camp. Cowdre would not let the 

boy go down to the river, since his tracks might be seen. After weeks of looking upon nothing but the great trunks of evergreen 

and hardwood trees Bill was taken with an intense longing to see some open country, and there the [country] way just a few rods 

away. Finally, one day when the old trapper was away on his lines and it was snowing, Bill ventured down to the river. It was the 

most joyful outlook he had ever seen. But as ill-luck would have it, two lumbermen happened down the river that day, and seeing 

the boy's tracks, followed them to camp. When Cowdre returned he was much put out. Bill told the lumbermen that the way to 

please Cowdre was to cut some wood for him. They did this, cutting a great pile of it, and it pleased the old man so well that with 

a half show of cheerfulness, he permitted them to stay over night. But the boy never went down to the river again when the snow 

was on the ground. 

 

French Lewey. 

French Lewey is probably the last of these old timers. Lewey, though about 75 years of age, steps as firmly and silently as he 

ever did. He is a short man with hands reaching below the knees, and although he is not large, one feels that he is very powerful. 

His teeth are gone, so that he "can't chaw venison no more." For forty years this man has lived in the West Canada Lake country, 

which is at the head of the West Canada Creek. It is as wild as any part of the Adirondacks. Lewey has a camp on these lakes, 

another one to [which he never takes anyone] somewhere in the Moose river [country], and a third on Pillsbury Lake. Then he 



has a dozen others of various descriptions, which he calls his own. He lives at them all. But his chief winter camp is near Moose 

river and here he traps in the winter, and in the spring makes maple sugar and at the same time traps bear as they come from their 

dens. Lewey can neither read nor write, but he knows that Horatio Seymour was a great man and is proud of the fact that he has 

"guided" for him. He has been taken for violating the game law several times and it is said he used to fertilize his potatoes with 

venison. He knows the woods as only a man having always lived in the woods could know them. Were he able to write a thesis 

on the life of deer or the habits of porcupines it would make the ordinary thesis of the college graduate on the eyelids of a 

bullfrog or on the moods of the quod clauses in classical Latin, read like tame essays. 

 

Like Old Times. 

The method of trapping today is a good deal as it was years ago. The trapper has a camp which he calls his headquarters. From 

this camp he makes a great circle, perhaps to the east, traveling over ridges, lakes and streams. He will make a circle of perhaps 

twenty miles and sets traps every half mile or so, according to the "look" of the land. On this line he will have a [couple] of 

"cubby" camps at which he will stay nights, for it will take him about three days to cover this one line. From the headquarters he 

will make another line of equal length and still another one in another direction. Thus, it will take him nine days to go the rounds 

of all his traps. When he has set these traps in the fall it is then his business to keep them baited, keep them from getting covered 

over with the snow and to do a hundred other things connected with the trapper's life. It is a strenuous occupation which demands 

not only skill, but a tireless spirit and a hardy body. Yet few trap because they can make more money at it than at something else, 

but they like to be in the woods, whose whisperings and symbols they understand. 
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