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THE WINNIPEG WOLF
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It was during the great blizzard of 1882
that I first met the Winnipeg Wolf. I had left
St. Paul in the middle of March to cross the
prairies to Winnipeg, expecting to be there
in twenty-four hours, but the Storm King
had planned it otherwise and sent a heavy-
laden eastern blast. The snow came down in a
furious, steady torrent, hour after hour. Never
before had I seen such a storm. All the world
was lost in snow - snow, snow, snow - whirling,
biting, stinging, drifting snow - and the puffing,
monstrous engine was compelled to stop at

the command of those tiny feathery crystals of
spotless purity.

Many strong hands with shovels came to the
delicately curled snowdrifts that barred our way;,
and in an hour the engine could pass - only to
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3a NpbB I'BT CpelHAaX YUHUIIEICKUAT BBJK
10 BpeMe Ha roJjigMaTa CHeXXHa BHeJIMLA Ipe3
1882 r. B cpegaTa Ha MapT Tpbruax ot Cent [loJ,
KaTo ce HaZiABax 3a [iBaJieceT U YeTUPHU Jaca Ja
npeceka IpepusaTa U Ja CTUTHA A0 YWHUIIET,
HO LIapsIT Ha BeTpoBeTe Oellle pelIns APYyro u
W3IpaTHy JieJleH U3TodyeH BATHP. Yac ciep 4dac
CHEr'bT BPbXJIUTALIE IPOCTHO U YIIOPUTO BBPXY
3eMsATa. HUuKora npes »kuBOTa CH He 6SIX BHXKAAJ
TakKaBa BuesvLa. llesuaT cBAT u34ye3Ha 1oJ CHe-
ra - CHAT, CHAT, CHAT, 6ecHeell, JIIOT, Xallell, [0-
PUBUCT CHAT - U NYXTALUAT, Yy OBUILEH JIOKO-
MOTHUB Oellle IPUHYAEH Ja CIpe Mo 3amnoBeJ Ha
nyxecTuTe eQpUpPHU KpUCTasueTa C HEMOpOYHa
YHUCTOTA.

MHoOro CUJIHM P'bLi€e C JIOTIaTH ce 3aexa Jja Ipo-
OUBaT I'bT NpPe3 U3SALIHO HAJJUIJIEHUTE CHEXXHU
NPECHH Ha I'bTS HU U MAJIKO [0 MaJIKO JIOKOMO-
TUBBT Ce MpUJBMKBAllle HAMpeJ - caMo, 3a Ja
Ce HaTbKHE MaJIKO MO0-HAaTaThK Ha Jipyra mpec-



stick in another drift yet farther on. It was dreary
work - day after day, night after night, sticking
in the drifts, digging ourselves out, and still the
snow went whirling and playing about us.

“Twenty-two hours to Emerson,” said the
official; but nearly two weeks of digging passed
before we did reach Emerson, and the poplar
country where the thickets stop all drifting of
the snow. Thenceforth the train went swiftly,
the poplar woods grew more thickly - we
passed for miles through solid forests, then
perhaps through an open space. As we neared
St. Boniface, the eastern outskirts of Winnipeg,
we dashed across a little glade fifty yards wide,
and there in the middle was a group that stirred
me to the very soul.

In plain view was a great rabble of Dogs,
large and small, black, white, and yellow,
wriggling and heaving this way and that way in
a rude ring; to one side was a little yellow Dog
stretched and quiet in the snow; on the outer
part of the ring was a huge black Dog bounding
about and barking, but keeping ever behind the
moving mob. And in the midst, the centre and
cause of it all, was a great, grim, Wolf.
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na. Pa6oTara Gellle y>kacHa, [ieH cjieJ ieH, HOII]
cJieJ] HOL HUE Ty 3aT'bBaxMe, Ty Ce OTPHUBaxXMe, a
CHEr'bT MpOoJ'b/DKaBAllle /Ia Ce BUE U Jla TaHIyBa
0KOJIO HaC.

»JBajleceT U JiBa 4aca o EMepchH” - 6elle
KasaJl KOHAYKTOP'bT, HO U3MHHAxa MOYTH JiBe
CeIMUIIM B HeNMpecTaHHO pas3puBaHe, MNpeau
Ja cturHeM EMepchbH M 06J1acTTa C TOMOJIUTE,
KOUTO CIMpaxa LieJiusd Hanop Ha cHera. OTTam
BJIAKbT TpPbrHa M0-6bpP30, TOMOJIOBUTE TOPHU
CTaBaxa BCe MO-I'bCTH U MOCJIe B NMPOb/IKEHHE
Ha LleJIU MUJIM Ce JIBUXKexMe Tpe3 I'bCTU T'OpH,
TYK-TaM INpeceyeHU OT HSAKOe OTKPUTO MSCTO.
KoraTo Ha6amxuxme CeHT BoHudeiic, u3ToyHa-
Ta NOKpallHMHA HAa YUHUIIET, IPecsiKoxMe 6'bp30
MaJiKa MoJIsiHKa, UpoKa okoJsio 50 sipAa, U Tam
CTaHaX CBU/IETEJ Ha CI[eHa, KOSITO Me IMoTpece 0
J'bHOTO Ha JyniaTa.

flcHo ce BmKalle OrpoMHa CIOPHS Ky4eTa,
roJieMH ¥ MaJIKH, YepHH, 6eJId U PUKaBH, KOU-
TO Ce BbPTSXa HECIOKOMHO B KP'bI' U IIO/ICKAaYaxa
HacaM-HaTaM; eIHO MaJIKO pHU)KaBo Kyue ce Gellle
NpOCHaJI0 6e3’KM3HEHO Ha e/lHA CTpPaHa BbPXY
CHera; OT BbHIIIHATA CTpaHa Ha Kpbra ce MsTa-
1le Y Jiaellle OPOMHO YepHO Ky4e, KoeTo obaue
npe3 LsIJIOTO BpeMe ocTaBallle 0-Ha3a/l OT 0CTa-
HaJ/IMTE. A B cpeZiaTa CToellle IpaMa/ieH, 3JI0Bell]
B'BJIK, [EHThP U MPUYMHA Ha BCHYKO TOBA.



Wolf? He looked like a Lion. There he stood,
all alone - resolute-calm - with bristling mane,
and legs braced firmly, glancing this way and
that, to be ready for an attack in any direction.
There was a curl on his lips - it looked like
scorn, but I suppose it was really the fighting
snarl of tooth display. Led by a wolfish-looking
Dog that should have been ashamed, the pack
dashed in, for the twentieth time no doubt.
But the great gray form leaped here and there,
and chop, chop, chop, went those fearful jaws,
no other sound from the lonely warrior; but a
death yelp from more than one of his foes, as
those that were able again sprang back and left
him statuesque as before, untamed, unmaimed,
and contemptuous of them all.

How I wished for the train to stick in a
snowdrift now, as so often before, for all my
heart went out to that Gray-wolf; I longed to go
and help him. But the snow-deep glade flashed
by, the poplar trunks shut out the view, and we
went on to our journey's end.
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Bbak sin? Ta Tou npuanyaiue Ha JbB! CToe-
le caM-CaMUY'bK, pelIuTesieH, C HacTpbXHaJa
KO3MHa, CT'bIIWJI 3/IpaBoO C pa3KpayeHH Kpaka, U
norjexJzjaile Ty TyK, Ty TaM, FOTOB Jia mocpewi-
He HanaJleHue OT BCUYKHU CTpaHU. CBUTUTE My
YCTHU HamnoA0651Baxa Npe3puTeiHa YCMUBKA, HO
npejnoJiaram, 4e TOBa M/iBalle OT BOMCTBEHOTO
pbM:KeHe U 03b6OBaHe. BojeHa OT Kyde, KOeTo
NpuaMYalle Ha BbJIK U KOeTo TpsibBalle Jja ce
cpaMyBa OT o06HA MOCT'bIIKA, IJIyTHULATA KY-
yeTa ce HaXBbpJIUXa BbPXy Hero, 6e3 CbMHeHHE
Hall-MaJIko 3a JBajeceTd n'bT. Ho orpomMHOTO
CUBO TJIO Ce MeTHa HacaM-HaTaM U YyXKaCHUTe
4eJIIOCTH 3aTpakKaxa: Tpak, Tpak, Tpak. CaMoT-
HUSAT B'bJIK He M3/laBallle HKaK'bB 3BYK, HO OT pe-
JUIMTE Ha HEMPUSATEJUTE My Ce pa3Hacslie He
e/IUH NpeJCMbPTEH CTOH, He3aCerHaTUTe Ky4de-
Ta OTCKayaxa Ha3aJ, U o OCTaBsxa KaKTO Mpenu
HEYKPOTHM, HEBPEIUM, U3IBIHEH C IIPE3PEHHE KbM
BCUYKH TSIX.

MHoro Mu ce Mckallle B TO3M MOMEHT BJIAK'BT
OTHOBO J]a Ce HaTbKHe Ha CHeXKHa [IpecIa, KakTo
4ecTo HU ce Oelle CAy4YBaJIO JOTOraBa; Is/JI0TO
MU CbplLe OCTaHa IIPpU CUBHA BBJIK, KOIIHEEX Aa
My ce npuTeka Ha nomoiu. Ho 3acumanara ot
CHera NoJigHa OTMMHA O'bP30 Kpal NpO30pLHUTe,
CTBOJIOBETE Ha TOINOJIMTE 3aKpUxa IJejKaTa U
HUe NPOoJb/DKAXMe KbM KpaliHaTa LieJ Ha Hallle-
TO II'bTYBaHE.
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This was all I saw, and it seemed little; but
before many days had passed | knew surely
that I had been favored with a view, in broad
daylight, of a rare and wonderful creature,
none less than the Winnipeg Wolf.

His was a strange history - a Wolf that
preferred the city to the country, that passed
by the Sheep to kill the Dogs, and that always
hunted alone.

In telling the story of le Garou, as he was
called by some, although I speak of these things
as locally familiar, it is very sure that to many
citizens of the town they were quite unknown.
The smug shopkeeper on the main street had
scarcely heard of him until the day after the final
scene at the slaughter-house, when his great
carcass was carried to Hine‘s taxidermist shop
and there mounted, to be exhibited later at the
Chicago World's Fair, and to be destroyed, alas!
in the fire that reduced the Mulvey Grammar
School to ashes in 1896.
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ToBa e BCMYKO, KOETO BUJASX, U TO € TBBP/E
Masiko. Camo cJsief; HAKOJIKO IHU 06aye pa3opax,
Yye CbM MMaJl YeCTTa /a 6'bJja CBUZeTeJ Ha PeJIKO
3peJuiie; 6WUJ CbM BHU/sJ HA JIHEBHA CBETJIMHA
e/lHO HEOOMKHOBEHO U YyJIECHO ChIIECTBO - Ca-
MUS YUHHUTIETCKU B'bJIK.

CpabaTta My e MHOT'O CTpaHHa - TOW MpeJIo-
YyyTas rpajZia npej ropata, MMHaBaJ paBHOAYII-
HO Kpal oBIeTe, 3a Jla U361MBa Ky4yeTaTa U BUHa-
I'M JIOBYBaJI CaM-CaMUY'bK.

KaTo paskasBam ucropusaTa Ha ['apy, KakTo
ro Hapuyaxa HFKOH, CIOMeHaBaM BCUYKO, KOETO
€ U3BeCTHO Ha MEeCTHUTE KUTEeJIH, HO TBbP/ie Be-
POSITHO € MHOT'0 OT I'PaXkJJaHUTe Jja He ca YyBaJlU
3a Hero. /lo yuiMTe Ha caMO/J0BOJIHUS GaKaJIMH
OT IJIaBHATa y/IMLia HalnpuMep He Oelle CTUI-
HaJI0O HHUILO [0 JAeHd Ha IocJeJHaTa CXBaTKa
Kpal KJlaHMIaTa , KoraTo IpeHecoxa Tpyna Ha
OTPOMHHUA B'BJIK [0 Mara3uHa Ha Xak 3a npemna-
pUpaHe Ha XKUBOTHU. OKauuxa ro TaMm, a MaJiko
MO0-K'bCHO T'0 M0Ka3aXa Ha CBETOBHOTO H3JIOXKe-
Hue B Yukaro, 3a fja 6bJe 3a CbxKaJlleHUe YHU-
IIOKEH 110 BpeMe Ha Io0)apa, KOMTO NpeBbpHA
y4YUIMLeTo Ha MasBU B KyNnuMHa IemneJs Inpes
1896 .
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It seems that Fiddler Paul, the handsome
ne‘er-do-well of the half-breed world, readier
to hunt than to work, was prowling with his
gun along the wooded banks of the Red River
by Kildonan, one day in the June of 1880. He
saw a Gray-wolf come out of a hole in a bank
and fired a chance shot that Kkilled it. Having
made sure, by sending in his Dog, that no
other large Wolf was there, he crawled into the
den, and found, to his utter amazement and
delight, eight young Wolves - nine bounties of
ten dollars each. How much is that? A fortune
surely. He used a stick vigorously, and with the
assistance of the yellow Cur, all the little ones
were killed but one. There is a superstition
about the last of a brood - it is not lucky to kill
it. So Paul set out for town with the scalp of the
old Wolf, the scalps of the seven young, and the
last Cub alive.

The saloon-keeper, who got the dollars for
which the scalps were exchanged, soon got the
living Cub. He grew up at the end of a chain,
but developed chest and jaws that no Hound
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Enun nen npes roHu 1880r. [lon CBupuoTo,
KpacUBUAT Oe3/leJIHUK, KOUTO MpejlnovyrdTalle
Jla X0 1 Ha JIOB, OTKOJIKOTO /ia Ce 3aJI0BM 3a H-
KaKBa pabora, 6pojellle € MyliKa U3 3aJleCEHUTE
OperoBe Ha YepBeHaTa peka, 621130 0 Kuazo-
HaH. U3BeJH'bK TOM BU/IF KaK OT e/lHa AylKa Ha
Opera U3CKOYU CUB B'bJIK, FPbMHA HACAYKH U IO
y6u. [los1 u3anpaTu Ky4eTo Jia pady3Hae U KaTo ce
y6e/y, ye B JIETOBULIETO HAMA JIPYT FOJISIM BBJIK,
NpOI'bJI34 BBTPE U 3a CBOE HAU-TOJISIMO y/IUBJIe-
HUE U paZlocT OTKPU OCeM MaJsKU BbjdeTa. [le-
BeT NIpeMUM 10 feceT posapa!l Kosko v npaBu
Bcuuko ToBa? HaBsipHO 1ssio cbcrosinue. To
3ay/|psl CUJIHO C eJlHa COMa U € IOMOLITa Ha CBOS
pHKaB NeCc U36U BCUYKHU B'bJIYETA, OCBEH €/IHO.
CbiecTByBa [0BepHUe, Ye yOMBaHETO Ha NIOC/Ie/ -
HUSA 4YJIeH OT >KUBOTHMHCKA 4eJisiJi HOCH Hellac-
THe. U Ttaka, [los1 ce ymbTH KbM IpaZia ¢ KOXKUTE
Ha cTapaTa BbJYHMLA U Ha CeleMTe MaJIKU BbJl-
YyeTa U C [0CJIeJHOTO KUBO B'bJIYeE.

KpbuMapaT, B 4MHUTO K06 NMOTbHAXa 3aMe-
HEHUTEe Cpelly J0JIapd KOKH, CKOPO MOJIYYHU U
’KUBOTO BbJ4e. To M3pacTHa 3aBbp3aHO 3a eJHa
BEPUTa, HO 'bpPJUTE U YEJIIOCTUTE My Ce pa3BUxa
TOJIKOBQ, Ye HUTO eJHO Ky4e OT Ipajia He MoXe-
1ie Jla ce MepH c Hero. /I'bp>kaxa ro B BOpa, 3a
Jla pa3BjiMYa IMOCETUTEJIUTE, a Pa3BJEYEHUETO
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