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years Deep-
river Jim has
fished the
streams and
lakes of the
United States,
tracked game in
its forests and
cruised its wil-
derness waterways. He has a deep
knowledge of woodcraft, but he
doesn’t think he “knows it all.”
Guides, game wardens, fishermen,
hunters, trappers, mountain climbers,
explorers, campers, timber cruisers,
Indians, sportsmen and naturalists
have joined with him in making the
Wilderness Trail Book a book pro-
duced by outdoor experts.

We Guarantee the Trail Book. Your
money will be instantly refunded if
you are not fully satisfied.
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PROBABLY you've already seen it advertised—

heard it talked about—meant to buy one—didn’t

get around to it. Don’t delay any longer! It's the
best ever—both for usefulness and entertainment,

More than 80,000 copies have been sold and stayed
sold on a money-back-if-not-satisfied basis.
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The four pages reproduced here,
one-quarter actual size, are repre-
sentative of the 320 interesting and
thrilling pages on outdoor subjects
which the Trail Book contains.

Trail Book Contents:

320 Pages . .. 170 Pictures
77 Articles on hunting and fishing

111 woodcraft ideas—unusual wooderaft
lore

104 articles on birds and animals

66 camp recipes, tested and proved out
of doors

12 grub and outfit lists, for short trips
and long

24 true stories of the deep woods

17 first-aid directions, priceless in emer-
gencies

Contents arranged by months for
easy reference Handy pocket size,
4127 x 7”. Fully indexed.
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Capt. Chas. Askins, Jr. &= _—
apt. Chas. Askins, Jr G

S i
Former All Around Pistol and Revolver
Champion of the United States and One of
the World's Most Successful Shooting Coaches

Will Teach YOU How To
Become A Better Shot

Capt. Askins has written a book which completely sums up his vast
handgunning lore. Written for both beginner and expert, this practical
manual will be invaluable to all who use it. The methods outlined are
those which the author has used in winning at one time or another
practically every worthwhile championship. The system of gun
handling advocated is entirely original and is based upon the firing of
more than a quarter million rounds of cartridges. The beginner who
will study carefully the fundamentals described and illustrated will find
that his skill in shooting will improve to a marked degree. The expert
will learn facts that will help to make him a champion. By reading
this book, you will become a better shot on the range and in the field
and you will gain expert knowledge of pistols, revelvers, ammunition
and ballistics.

_— | THE CONTENTS R B

Y The Appeal of Pistol Shooting, Keep in Physical Trim,
.~ Buying the First Handgun, How to Stand When Shooting,
| How to Grasp the Handgun, The Gun-and-Hand Contact,
| How to Manage the Trigger, How to Adjust the Sights, The

Basic Training, Slow Fire, Advanced Training At Fifty Yards,
Rapid-Fire Shooting, Trying to Anchor Shot Groups, Trading
For A Used Gun, Match Shooting Psychology, The Confi-
dence to Win, The Pistol Team and the Coach, Selecting a
-45 Automatic, Successful Handling of the .45 Auto, Primary
Handgun Ballistics, Shooting by Instinctive Pointing, The
Pistol in Modern Warfare, Hitting Thrown Targets. Index.
U N 214 pages Hllustrated with 99 Halftone Plates.
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Include a WINCHESTER Sholgun

—Among Your Hunting Pals

HERE shotgun sport is at its best the choice of hosts of veteran hunters
is a Winchester. Pioneer manufacturer of modern firearms. Winchester
has been a pace setter in constant improvements. Today you get the priceless
benefits of Winchester’s 75 years of “knowing how.”

You'll find a Winchester shotgun a trusty pal that will hold a place in your
affections right along with “Spot” and “Boy.” Strong shooting, smooth work-
ing, dependable in performance, it can be relied upon for consistent contribution
to the satisfaction and success of your shooting.

Model 12 has long been famous for its close, hard shooting and its superb
handling. It is beautifully balanced, comes up, points and swings with the right
feel and hang for quick, accurate shooting under any conditions. Hammerless.
Triple-safety, jam-proof repeater action.

Model 21 brings the finest in Winchester design and manufacture to the popu-
lar hammerless double-barrel field. Offered in a wide variety of styles.

In the streamlined Model 24 you have a nice handling, modern-design arm,
that offers exceptional value in a surprisingly moderate-priced hammerless double
barrel shotgun.

Whatever your choice, you'll be glad you made it a Winchester.
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Name your bome
Wwe I!nve it

-~ Most hunters have
+" decided preferences
about the game they
want to hunt—but here
in La Province de Qué-
bec you can choose the game you're
looking for and find it!

Here, you'll find moose, white-tail
deer, black bear, partridge, jack-
snipe, grouse and woodcock . . 3
wild game a-pleaty!

Seasoned French Canadian
guides are waiting to. take
you to the real hunting ter-
rimry'ﬁou'vz been seeking—
and there's grand fishing,
too;, if you have a way with a
rod er line.

No passports are needed to come- o
Canada, and vacation dollars buy more
.+ - 50 plan your hunting trip to La Pro-
vince de Québec NOW!

Bring your own guns o Canada by applying for a
mit to H. D gcully. Commissiones of Customs,
tawa, or Co Dy ood, Commissioner
R.CM.P., Justice Building, Ottawa. Stmply send
credentials, such as lener‘frnngocal police depart-
ment. 3tate name, addr::z
‘gecupation, | Ppul SE 2
duration of visit, destipation
in Cunada, and description,
make and serial number of
each gun. Name your port
of enty and, when granted,
your permit will be sent for
you to pick up at said port
of entry, For hunting and
fishing ficenses, apply to the
Fish and Geme |oformation
Service, or the Department of Mines and ‘Fisheries,
Parliament Buildings, Québec Clty,
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ds usual, emitting well-aimed

expectorations of tobaceo juice
at the grasshoppers along the path.
Horace, it aht)uﬁl be noted, was as
-‘much of a fixture around the Kenne-
bago country as the dozens of blue
lakes that nestled in the Maine hills.
Sixty vears of guiding had aged him
but little, except for an increasing
stoap of his shotilders, caused by many
seasons of ncliig as a pack horse for
his sports’ voluminous luggage.

He is one of that placid breed of

men who are not bothered by haircuts
or taxes. He tells time by the sun, and
the seasons by the disuppearance of
the ice from the lake or the arrival of
winter snows. Never given to ver-
bosity, it was weeks before he: would
volunteer any remark except to ven=
ture, “Should a tried a Cuhill,” whena
trout sitruvk short.
. Once he made so hold as to ask why
1 liked to fish Kennebago Lake in
September—when perhaps other
wilderness lakes held tiout easier to
catch, He and I beeanie betier friends
when I'told him that to me trout which
are accustomed to. flies are more fun ta
catch than are the uneducated fish that
will rise to almost anvthing.

This year Horace had a secret—and

H ORACE wus sitting by the dock

*“Lemme see that Cahill.” said Horace. and
squinted at it long and critically

the glint in his eye and his feverish
yank of the mator cord gave himaway
even before he t@ld me, “Biggest damn
trout I ever seen,” was about all he'd
say, but by careful persuasion it
gradually came out that an extra large
sgliaretail had taken resitlence under
a Tock outcropping not far from one of
the picnic grounds.

Horace had seen the fish three times;
but his sports had been unable to hook
him and Hotace seemed rather in-
censed that he had not been asked to
try his Juck with the rod. *“Could a
caughi him with a Cahill,” he said. As
to how big he was, Horace would only
extend his arms far be-
vond the bounds of
truth, “You'll believe
me when yvou see Him,”
he said. “Biggest damn
trout in the lake—go
over egight pounds—
and you know there's NJ
big trout in here. You
remember the one Bill
Edson caught off the

pe

dock—over. suﬁ pounds—and this cmes
twice as big.”

At my suggestion that we make a
bee line for the place, Horace only
grunted, and allowed that we shotild
fish along the shore so we'd get to the
pienic gmund about noon. So
picked upa pair of trout for lunch: and
finally eased-our boat around the curve
of the shore to & prefty spot with a
fireplace and spring. “No
one around here knoWs
about this trout,” said
Horace, as he dum ed
potatu slices into the skﬂlet

“I'm telling you—but you'd
best try a Cahill if you'want
to catchhim,”

It was not uniil lunch
was over and Horace had
crammed an odorous and
ageless pipe with my to-
bacto that he led me along
the shore to where the rock
ledde overhung the lake.
“He's down there—and I'd a come here
this morning except. that the sun wasn't
right to see him,” was Horace's final
remark, whereupon he sat on a nearby
stump, hghted his pipe and watched as
expectantly as an old bachelor at a
burlesque shaw, :

OF COURSE. it would have been
rude not to “try a Cahill,” s0 a
Cshill it was, and 1 quietly sneaked
down mear the rock’s edge and flipped
it info the water, giving it the most
lifelike action I could manage. True,
I was doing it largely to please Horace,

OUTDOORS



The line began to pay out from the reel as the great fish made for the protection of the ledge

because his story of the fish was a bit
too fabulous to believe—and fish that
size ate rarely where you want them
to- be anyway. Therefore, I could
hardly eredit my eyes when from out
tinder the rock where 1 stood slowly
moved a great dark shape.

1 made a mentdl note that it was a
topue, and a big one at that—but I
couldn't understand why a togue (or
lake tioiit) wotld be so near the sur=
face in Septembe; and I looked closer,
The great trout’s fins were brilliantly
marked; his lower sides of sumnset
orange; and his spots of a brilliance
that only a great Maine male sguaretail
could boast. As I peeked pver the
ledue, his every line showed brightly
in the clear water.

The trout moved majestically toward
the fly, looked it over, and returned
to his lair, with a chgmty which be-
spol\e his contempt for man-made flies
‘and such odd aﬂc{] sundry creations.

Horace watched me wipe the cold
perspiration from my brow and his

eves twinkled behind the tobacco:

smoke.
“Well, T tried a Cahill,” was all I
could say.
“Lemme

see that Cahill" said

Horace, and sguinted at it long and.

critically. “He should a liked that—
but that damn trout’s probably kept
up with fashions in flies almost as long
as-you have. He keeps his mouth shut
and kibitzes while 'the smaller trout
‘keep theirs open and get caught. Smart

old kibitzer, danged if he ain't. ‘How'
about trying a Lady Doctor—or maybe:

.a Black Gnat?”
We looked for naturals on the water
and finally selected a dun-colored dry

'SEPTEMBER, 1941

fly that seemed to be a perfect imita=-
tion. [ went down near the water's
edge again, carefully keeping out of
sight, and dropped the little fly on the
water, where il bobbed up and down
on the tiny swells. Out, as 'before,
came the trout. He steadily watched
the Hy as he approached ii—seemed
to open his mouth—hut instead of
sucking it in, he returned to the shelter
of the rock as on the prévigiis journey.

“Them educated trout are fussy as
all hell,” said Horace, and, fishihg in
his pocket he produced a black leather
purse and dumped the contenis into
his hat. Finally he selected a fly,
looked it over eritically, and gave it to
me. You're right—it was a Cahill—
a Cah.il.l that had been through the
wars!

“I've caught b1g trout on this one,”
said Horace. “You try it.”

When I'd tied the ﬂy carefully onto
the light leader I handed the rod to
Horace and motioned to the lake,
Horace looked the rig over critically.

“Nice rod,” he observed. “Once I
had a rod as good as that, but someone
swiped it offen me. Never could afford
another. Maybe someday someone’ll
gimme one. You better take it. You
came a long way to.catch that fish. Me,
1 can catch 'em anytime.” But he
needed little more urging to fry for
that fish. “If 1 get him, I'll put him
back and you can try for him later,”
he said—and artfully tossed the fly into
the ripples. I could tell by his expres-
ston ‘that the trout had come out again
—and by his change of expression, that
the trout had gone back.

We tried streamers, djﬁs, wets, and
nymphs—but net another sign of

can, be.
:had finished breakfast and ‘were:
bobbing down/the lake.

the big troot did we see: that day..
“Either he seen us or maybe he just
got tired,” said Horace.

So we tried some sundown fshing.

along the shore—picked up and re=

lehsed a dozen or 'so nice fsh, and re=:
turned to camp just as the lights were:

going on,
“Don't tell M. York about that ﬁsh 2
said Horace, as he stored the oars in

thie locker =nd ‘covered the miotor..
“We'll try for him again tomorrow:,

He'll snap at something before yol go
home.”

THE problem of how to catch'the!

trout kept me awake almost: all

night. The special rules for Kenne-

‘bago lake call for flies only—and flies:

no larger than number eight. Evi-
dently no imitation of the natural foods
would suit the fish, for I'd presented
them with all the skill T possessed..
Perhaps the answer lay: in| the sage:
ad\nce of Herbie Welch,
“Fish don’t take Hies just because!
they are hungry,” he once said. “They:
sometimes take them because they are

‘Curious; sometiimes bécause they ™ ale

angry; or again in the spirit of play.”
What fly did I have that would ex=

cite this big trout’s curiosi Y his anger;:

and that he might like to play-with? I

picked out a fufly maribou silver
doctor streamer, as the logical answers:

put it in my hat, and went to sleép..

Morning dawned bleak and cold as:
only an early morning in the North!
Before the sun was up, we:

“Guess I'll try him from the water;:
( Continued on page 54)
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:Dear Barney:

_ Hello, you watery-cyved old flea
Jheaven, and how are all the cat chasers
down your way? You're about as good
a correspondent as one of those con-
erele coach dogs the hoss has stuck on
his front lvwn; afid just about as useful,
ioo, Any mult that goes throush life
with ambition to hunt nothing but
ryeeoons, well! _ .

Life seemns 1o conlinue to flow
through my granite-like arteries, but
don™t ask me why, My rheumatism is
filways with me and {he kids still get
a fiendish deligsht in viding oy my
aching back. I still spend most of my
time sleeping and 1 can think of no
mare enjoydhile pastime,

I 1old you aboul iy lwao sonsg, Presto
and Whizz, didnt 17 Presto left here
some time ago and [ understand he's
down vour way with e hoss’s son.
‘There's a real chip off the old hlack,
Barney. He's got speed, eluss and color,
and I blushingly admit that he's nearly
as gand looking as his old pep. Laagh
i you like, it T votice Wintiie. the
Tabrador you used to like so well, loft
you as lonesome as a WPA worker
withent his shoval as soon s my ¢lpssic
form crossed her line of vision!

Btit T must 1ell vou abant Whizz, If
I can keep ealm enoagh I'll relate all,
but T'll admnil thot youngster neurly
ool me down!

T didn't see much of him until he was
full grown, aid T tell you just sceing
him was pretly much of a shock. He
favors his motler more than my side
of the fumily. Practically all white. he
has a little spot of black en his left
shoulder. und another under his chest.
He's taller than Presto and heavier
than T din, and adted like a real cham-
pion when 1 first met him. The boss
spent a ol of what he calls “folding
money” to Wave him properly edu-
cated, and I'll confess I was really

praud of him when he arrived
at the old homestead. He was
very polite and sufficiently
proud to make all the Chesa-
pealees and Airedales in the
kennels treat him with respect.

The hoss took him into the
field after he'd been around
Ionf_f, enough to know where
be lived and who the hoss was,
I Happened to be doing nothing
that day, so I amused myself
by curling up on the top of a
grassy knoll overlooking the
soulh pusture where they were
hunting and T saw the whale
thing.

Whizz swalked at heel just
the way I like to see a cham-
piom walk; c¢lose enough to
the bows's heels to make him think he
wis [ollowing instruclions, and with
hik nose just far enough ahead of the
heel to prove that he wasnt eating
dust.,

When the boss told him to "find
hirds,” he wus off like a shot, but
paused before he'd gone twenty feet,
shiffuil a hush and answered the call
of nature. then irotted straight as a
charge of number eight shot to an-
other clump of brush and pointed, as
pretty a point as I've seen in many
a day,

The bpss walked ahead, flushed the
covey of =ix quail. and fired twice.
Diwn cime one hird, Whizz dropped
to shot and didn't move until the boss
cammanded, then ke loped over, picked
up the hird and brooght it hack, and
sat down like a real son of Bang to
offer il. )

I'll ¢onfess I wenl back to the house
feeling guilc proud of my pup. Perhaps
I boasled a Fijit]e ton much about it,
because Jerry, the Tridh Seller, for no
reason at all, removed about half an
inch ol meat from my left ank, and

before I had a chance to ireat him
similarly, was gone.

But I still felt that my two pups were
okay, and thal even though I'm get-
iing along in years I've accomplished
something in fathering such excellent
progeny.

THE boss ook a real liking to Whizz,
that was plain. Daily they'd go to
the south or east pasture, returning
hours later with the boss loudly prais-
ing this or that qualification of my pup.
I ate it up. I felt the praise was as much
for me as for Whizz, until I suddenly
realized that something was entirely
serewy! Whizz was usurping miv place!

For years I've had the run of the
house, The boss has a big place and
more dogs than you'll see in the aver-
age kennel. but I've always been the
only one allowed in the house. When
there's a steak dinner I get my chunk
and the rest of the mutts get their
canned horse meat. When the family
{akes an automobile ride it's unthink-
ahle to go without mie taking my time-
honored place beside the boss, and in

And then there came a forrent tind) howls




the winter there's a rug in front of the
fireéplace that's my particular bed.

1 didn’t get too upset about Whizz's
gétting a piece of my steak after one
of the boss’s dinner parties; there was
more than 1 could eat, anyway. It
didn’t burn me tp too much when the
boss took Whizz for a ride in the car
and he sat in-my seat, The boss was
goiiig info the city and T don't like the
city. It’s noisy and dusty and the boss
always leaves me alone in the car while
he spends hours going in and out of
buildings, and then he takes me into
a dark, cool place with a very peculiar
odor, something like a silo, where he
seatsh f on a high stool and drinks
iquid of sofme sort out of a tall glass.
T haye to lie on/the floor under his feet
and listen to him tell some of the
darndest stories about me and my ac-
complishments. But, when I came home
one chilly evening and entered the
big room to find that pup lying on
my bed, well! Everything just went
black! ,

I may be getting old, Barney, but I

‘unmiistakable evidence that my

teeth are still sound, o
back of my cheeky son”
But it was of no use.

boss came home and flopped in
his usual chair. T went over to
say hello. He tugged at my ear
and said, “Hello, Bang. you old
son-of-a-gun, and where's our
pup tonight?” and then left
me flat and started bawling
for Whizz at the top: of his
lungs. The hig ox came tearing
through the house like an ele-
phant, and to my utter disgust,
jumped into the boss’s lap!
Our family ¢ame from British
nobility! I was overcome at
such a nauseatihg scene,
Imagine, a son of Bang a
lap dog!

But, as I've said before; I'm not a
pup any longer. A few years ago I'd
have fought for my rights even with
my awn son, but wow, well, T just took
the easy way. Perhaps i i
but I called it passis
didn’t do anything about it, figuring
that Time, that most marvelous healer
of all wounds, would straighten eévery-
thing out sooner or later.

And tempus wasn't long in fugiting,
Every year the Glen Harhor Country
Cilub holds a field trial for setters and
pointers, and ever since I've favored
the houschiold of my boss with my
royal presence, he has emerged from
{he fleld with his pockets full of pretty
ribbons, and his stomach full of seme-
thing' which appears to be a very
weighty liguid judging from the great
difficulty he seems 1o have in carrying
it. Between e and members of my
immediate family ‘we've managed io
¢lean up those trials regularly.

ILLUSTRATED BY
BRUCE ADAMS

els were full o .
evenr a few scotties and
dly ‘brought along.
3 winting 4
Long tables were built up in what used’
to be the barn, but is now what the
boss calls a “whoopee room.”

AT HE extreme east end of the barn
- aré several huge troughs from
which horses used to drink: The bo

a game was played. The

drink these mixtures; the more ho
rible they appear 3 1y
smacking of lips

as “"Gawd, but that's goo

follow, The one w

being wrapped in: the arms of
pheus in various poses of entire
don, a favori iy

1y ug.ngreu;inn usly c}'r:pef ’
fore the festivil r

got realls




“—get in here, Matt. I had a bite”

The Gift Horte Had No Teelth

By Clyde Ormond

A ATT LARSEN, although under

M twenty, has fished the Snake

River for years. But strange

as It tinAy seem, he'd never been on g
bank-tishing trip;

You see, Matt builds hoats. floats
'em down the Snake, atid skims the
cream of the trout fishing, while the
bank-anglevs cuss beeanse the good
holes are always on the ether side, or
down around the next bend, or
E’uougb that mile of inipencirable

wush.  And seversl times during the
i’d‘uﬁ maonths, Mait has opened his big

eart and faken me and Lee Harris
along to help lap up the cream.

Lee saw a chatice to get even
“Remember,” he confided to me the
other day, “Matt's always had a
boat's=eye view of fishing the river
But you can'{ do justice to the pot=
holes from a‘bosdt. Let's take Matt up

8

to Calamity, and show him fishing as
is, For real Tunkers.!

‘Now Lee is an anglor. He: can
cateh trout béhind a spuuklur ‘And
like all trouters, he has his gwn pet
seasin and method.  Lee’s {avorite
technigue would chill the soul of, a
purist. When the South Fork gets the
color of siucco, and almost as thick,
Lge goes: to town—to the pbt—-’hule&.
that is,  White grubs, sinker, short
line, and a lpdder like a "vello string—
he brings home ‘lunkers that make
other men's eyes pop out.

“It's simple.)” he ingists. “When he
water gets so muddy they come to the
bank for air; well, you jﬁsﬂ qt‘it,k close
alomg the udgc and get 'em.’

It isn't nigger-fishing, Lee further
dffirms. He says it's more sophisti-
oated, and calls it an “Ethivpian Pisca-
torial.”

Last week the rviver was muddy
enough, and sufficient driftwood was
seething and boeiling down through the
highwater mess to make Lee grin. And
the big stories were coming in, too.
The Clark boy got a seven-pﬂundez
A native brought two into an Irwin
store that sagged the scales (and the
spectalors’ jaWS} gine pounds:

Hence Lee's gusto, and the swell
chande to turn the tablés and play host
to Matt,

SATTIRDAY morning found the
three of us jointing wp rods along
the Father of Lrvigation, in upper Swan
Valley, I noticed Lee glancing merv-
ously down into the swnlmg river

over the cutbank, He was a bit un-
certiin,
“ 'S matter Lee?" I asked.

“She's dropped a good foot. . . .
Not mnuddy enough, either.”

Matt and [ Jooked at the water. It
was slill thick enough te plaster with,
And the black chunks of driftwood

still  hummed along, bobbing and
plungtng. mid=gtream . . . the chalky,
foamy “fringe of water hissed and

lapped’ into the willows along the
hanlks,

“Aw, well eatch trout,” Mutt as-
sured Lee. “I've never béen uvn the
river when T didn't.”

That was just it. Matt had never
heen on the river—always in it. I
hoped Lee and | were going {o be able
Lo entertain him.

By then Lee had a white grub und
a thunk of lead big enough to babhitt
a windmill, dangling from his dry fly
rod. Like a war-horse sniffing pow-
der, he plunged over the cut-hank,.
“Look out. little fishes,” he grinned,

“here T come. _

Matt and T watehed, while jointing
up. Lee picked g spot right in the
center of a tanple of slowly revelving
driftwood. Deftly he dunked the grub
between two slicks, and let it sink.

Suddenly his rod tip wiggled. Lee

licked his lips. bunged his eyes.
hunched His broad Qhouldezs, and
reared back. It's -a good thing he
missed that trout. He'd have torn his
head right off.

“Hot dog, boy'" he upp\ed “Get

in here, Matt. I had a bite.”

Mutt didn’t seem in any hurry. For
spme reason [ eotldn’t undﬁr‘itand he
just printed and grinnmed . . . then

icked his way down thmugh the wil-
ows to' where a jutting lava formed
a back-wash close to the tangle of
brush near the bank. 1 pocketed the
tamera, got my own rod, and follawed.

Before we reaclwd the water, Lee
vipped out again. “Hot dog, I gottim!”
Buit it was-a kind of luke-warm vip, 1
uoticed_

“Git 'im?” 1 hollered.

“Sure”—definitely flat.

Matt peered through the ‘wligws
“Fold him up: so we can see,”

Lee held the trout aloft. He'd go
all of eight itiches.

Matt was ppreciative but awfully
gober. 31 dn't say anything for
minutes. Then with a dryness: brist-
ling leI.h razzberries, he dmw]ed out

OUTDOORS



‘to Lee; “What was. that you said you
caught?”

“Never you mind, young man. That
was only a starter.”

Just then the tip of my rod twitched
out toward the muddy back-wash
where I'd cast. I snapped up—
missed . . . pendulum-dunked the
white grub back into the mud again.
“Boy—!" I 'gasped. _

Matt was watching. “You want lo
push on the line when he first bites,”
he assured me saberly. “That is, with
big trout.” Innocently he stripped out
line and cast.

T miilled that over. Matt looked
guileless as a baby. And he seemed
intent upon ‘admiring
the scenery. But some-
thing. in his atlitude
stritek me as  being
razzberry flavored.

Suddenily the rod
jerked again. T waited
a second—“pushed”
as Matt said, then gave
him the butt. That
trout followed my line
rizht out of the water—
all eight inches of him,

Matt regarded him,
wriggling in the brush
behind me. But Matt
is toov polite to -snilf
“See?” he asked hy
way of accenling his
fishing instructions:

F ANYTHING fur-

ther was needed to
make me and Lee
aware that we were on
the spat, it came with-
in five minutes. Lee
felt-anather nibble. He
felt morally certain it
was a lunker mouthing
his grub., With- an en-
thusiasm that proved
to be unwarranted, he
heaved baek, The
“lunker” sailed rpight
up over his head. It
was nearly as big as
the cthers. o

Matt must not have
seen, hecause he was
ctaning  wvertically up
into the blue and
cloudless. “"Looks like
a -gopd day,” he re-
marked, apropos of
nothimg.

And to add insult to injury, Lee and
I took a hdlf dozen of those youthful
trout within thivty minutes: - A brout
cr & bite to each little pot-hole, then
move to the next. As -each “little
feller" was landed, Lee's lower den-
tistry gripped harder on his upper,

“By gosh man, we gofta get a big
one,” he swore. “Mattll think we're
a heek of a pair.”

I'felt the same way. But T was be-
ginning to wonder about the big. one.
_Matt, as yet, hadn't scored. I
thought that odd, knowing what he
do. But at cach additien to the
bag, his grin reached farther hack.

1 he found the most irrelevant
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Camera, rod—everything worked according fo Hoyle. except

things to remark about. The weather.
The trees. The government. And
his remarks always immediately
followed the announcement of a
nibble. _ )

Then I caught him. Glancing a rod
below mie, to where Malt was soaking
his line, I saw his rod jerking. “Matt,"”
I choked, “you got a bite! Lookit!"

With splendid indifference, he went
right on with his conversation—never
missed a stroke. “—and so 1 says to
Herk, ‘Herk’, I says—"

“Matt, you got a bite!”

Almost regretfully, 1 thought, he
looked: down at his line . . . watched

it bob, jerk, setlle, tug-tug. . ..

“Oh that. Yes, It does Took like one.
Then again, it deesn't. It's likely the
current.” He gazed in rapt medita-
tion back toward the sky. “—and ds I
was saving to Herk—"

It wasn’t hecause Matt disliked his
fishing. He's 1il'ua!. cinght the eream of
the fishing so lopg, that the skim milk
is Aat. ‘And he knows dartied well that
big trout have off days. And he knew
Lee and I didn't have the river drop
just thit day, oh purpase. Magbe we
shouldn't have said quite so much,
though, about nol being able to take
the real big pot-hole lunkers from a
boat.

I swoie I'd gel o big one or bust,

MATI‘, certain now that the “little
¥1 feller” had spit out the hook;
reeled in and headed toward a jutting
bank lava farther downstream. It was
sunnier there, for him to loaf. Lee and
I, now the worthy opponents with the
burden of procf galling us, headed up-
stream.

At the head of lhe long stretch of
lava jumble, there was a swirling,
foamy hole leading in toward a bank’
cottonwood. “We mizht get a big one
there,” Lee hoped out loud and anx-
iously. “Get in there, boy. We just
golla get.a lunker sumewheres.”

While Lee baited up, I cast out into
the foum . . . let the line settle and
twist around with ihe
current.

Suddenly the line
straightened. The rod
tip went tug-tug.
Thinking it was just
another little feller, I
twitched up. The hook
set solid, and there
wasn't any “give”.

“Oh boy!” T yelped.
“A big one, Lee!”

“Hang on, boy—"

IIWOW!”

Lee's voice choked
with the relief of an
angler's salvation from
a piscatorial purgatory,
“Hang onto him, boy.
Just wait till Matt sees
that bahy— Here, T'll
re¢l in and give you a
hand.” Lee heaved his
outfit bankward, and
got down to the water’
ed7e . . . parted the
willows. “Watch that
briish. boy! Den't let
him tangle—"

The lunker’s fight
was deep, kinda slow,
but powerful. And he
was hooked salid. 1
felt I could handle him
with luck. 'Then the
awful thought of
losing him, and Matt's
disbelief, gave me an
idea. “Hey, Lee!" 1
gulped out through a
mouthful of stripped-
inline ,“git the camera.
If we lose him, why—
And try and snap him
just as he hreaks
water."

Liee is quick on the draw. He caught
him just as he bhroke water all right.
He shapped the shuiter expertly. I
played the lunker magnificently. And
then: Lee looked at me, and T looked
al him. And we each saw a pricked
ballon,

The lunker was a sucker.

Matt, never one to miss an-opperiu-,
nity, had seen the fight, and wandered
up. He'd watched the praceedings
from the top of the cyt-hank. His
voice was castual and very sweet
“_—and unless we get some frost, there's
going to he a swell crop of cheke-
cherries this year, That is, uiiless—"

{Continued on page 53)



Yucalan Bob Whites

T NHE study of Mayan citadels
brought Allen Williams and me
to Yucatan. And while the tem-

ples we visited gave us glimpses of
musty magnificence, it was a grandeur
of the dead past. Hence there was a
partmuiarly vital quality in our ex-
periences as we explored nearby fields
-where fast-flying hirds set our hearts
thumping.

We thought of these birds often as
we photographed and sketched the
ruins of an ancient <ivilization.
Thoughts led to plans with the result
that a Kunt was arranged for the last
day of our stay in Yueatan.

The evening pr eceding our shooting
sexcursion-was spent at the home of a
friend in the picturesque town of
Merida. And our friend Roger was anl
excellent host. He served a delicious
‘meal of wild duck, loaned me a beauti-
ful French double- barrel shotgun, an-
mounced that he had obtained a guide
for us dnd promised a supper of quall
a la Yucatan for the next night if our
lhunt should be successful,

“Your guide will be Senor Itsa,”
‘Roger explained. “He's the official
hunter for the governur's tahle. He
doesn’t speak English, so you'll have a
chance to ity out your high school
French. Itsa’s an old-timer of paris,
.and a darned good ment hunter. You
should have plenty of good shooting
-over his excellent dog, old Boh, The

By R. W. Ovington

last titne T went with Ttsa T bagged
thirty quall in a couplec of hours. But
I warn you”—Roger’s eyes twihkled—
“watch out for the henequen. The
points of those plants are spearlike and
they can give you some nasty wounds.”

The next morning | was awakened
before the alarm clock rang by cocks
crowing in crescendo over the city, I
lay in bed and listened. Then it began
lo get light. I heard the tapping of
military drums and reveille, then the
raucous alarm clock reminded me that
I was soon to go.quailing.  Adlen awoke,
we dressed quickly and had just fin-
ished breakfast when a decrepit auto-
mobile stopped outside Roger’s home:

Twa then got out of the car. One,
who obviously was Senor Itsa, bade us

“Bonjour, comment allez vous, mon-
sieurs?” The other man, a much
younger Mexican, greeted us with
“Budnos Dias, senors.” Tht young man
—we learned later that his name was
Jack—ushered us into the tonneau of
the ear where we shared the seat with
two beautiful pointers.

Shorily after leaving the town we
transferred from the automohile to a
flat car that was pulled along narrow
gauge rails by a dusty and mangy male.
Thus we passed many fields of hene-
quen and several tnearthed Mayan
ruins. No one knows what lies beneath
the cullivated surfaces of those fields
and at the time we did ot care. Qur
interests were centered on hunting and
ithe spm"hng ‘delights of the present.

“Isn't that good hunting ground?"
Allen asked once as we passed a birdy-
looking field,

“Non, Monsieur—pas du toul!” Iisa
answered and I giathered the henequen
plants wore too high for the dogs to
range. It'was impossible to walk any-
where except in the row you started in.

Finally we arrived at a field of hene-
quen in itg fifth vear of growih so the

plants were about two feet high. Just

o sugpestion of moriing warmih was

-~ to rise out of nowhere

felt as we unhleashed the dogs and
headed north -across the sun. And
henequen all around.

HENEQUEN? The henequen plant
is similar in -appearance to the
magay plant—another variety of cac-
tus. It is slate green in color with each
stiff tip black :and hard as steel. Tt
makes hard going for men and dogs;
that I realized as seon as we left the
Hat car at the point selected by Itsa fer
the beginning of sur hunt.

The lTpos:tuons were interesting! Itsa
was off to my left—and Jack was near-
by with an eye on his youngster
pointer. He surveyed that dog with the
same interest with which an impresario
observes a protege.

Both dogs approached a low cover
and froze at the same instant, polnting
at each other. Itsa moved:-up and I did
likewise—and Jack issued. a word of
warning, when Laccidentally stumbled
too near a henequen plant. From under
my feet three birds exploded and it
was some time before I had - my gun up
and at "em. 1 missed clean with both
barrels! These Yucatan guail just seem
The birds
veered crazily in Iisa's direction,
rocketed skyward and the old pot
hunter downed all three.

“We got them!” Jack shouted: But
both dogs were still on peint! There
were more birds in that eover. But [
was ready this time. I even held the
gun up as [ wanted oneé of these birds
50 1 could study it for speciesand gen-
eral description.

Zoom!—Two birds aimed right at me
—and they darn near took my Arizona

‘Stetson right off my head. Allen, who

was so Austered that he entirely missed
the picture of my tryving to get un-
1angled from ke little French double—
was following ‘behind. I held the gun
higher—and believe me, that gun had
grown tothesize of an unwieldy howit-.
zet'in those split seconds

Itsa marked the location of the birds
and whistled the dogs to them after
retrieving. Darned if they didn’t range
right over the marked spot, which both
of ‘us had covered. The birds knew
when and:where to get up. Jack had
no gun—and that's the .place they
pick#d. In quick succession they flut-
tered not over six inches from the

ground, being careful to keep a row of

henequen between themselves:and the:
flying lead.

Qur next encountér wak quarterwise
into the sun. Itsa worked to the west,
and Jack, who had collared the pup,,

Jack's pointer pup retrieved my bird:
OUTDOORS:



‘Our flat car conveyance. Note the henequen and palms in the background

walked close to me. Allen was quite
a distance away, trying to get a picture
of us with the palms in the background.
0Old Bob covered an unbelievably large
area and suddenly came to a siop,
straddling a dangerously sharp hene-
quen plant, but managed to hold his
point directly in frant of Itsa. The
dogs gave Itsa the field so I relaxed and
gat all set to watch the fun.

Itsa moved in—too close—and a
flushed bird caught him off guard. In-
stead of the thing flying the way any
quail should, it doubled back over the
astonished dog’s head and sailed across
my field, whistling loudly. Somehow,
I got my gun up and blew the bird to
smithereens; as it was so close I hadn't
thought o wait. Old Bob retrieved in
grand style dfter jumping three hene-
guen rows and laid the mangled bird
in-my hand. The “sixes” left enough
to recognize, thank goodness.

At this point, Itsa whistled Old Bob
in for water—as the warmth of this
southern sun, even at -this hour, had
the dogs panting. Bob drank Heavily
of the refreshing “aqua” administered
from a World War vintage canteen.

FQ;R the moment T forgot what 1 was
doing and tried to cross a row of
henegquen without giving the plants
enough rooifi. I ended up on the
grotfid with a terrible jab on the knee.
Wow! My profanity could be heard for
quite a'distance! The steel-like points
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went right through the heavy pants
and cut deep. Itsa snickered somiething
in French—something that my limited
knowledge of the language did not in-
clude! “From now on,” [ resolved
aloud, “these local ice-picks are to be
given a wide berth as far as I'm econ-
cerned.”

“Well—you have the
there —" Jack remiarked.

“But how In tarnation can you
frain vour dogs to avoid this kind
of stuff? It's positively deadly, and one

right idea

Yucatan guail

jab would fay them up for weeks!™

Jack’s English wasn’t perfect, hut it
was adequate. “Oh, they learn much:
the same as yvau did—semetimes with
painful effects!” .

Honestly, to see the dogs run through
{hese plants and even jumip .over them:
was a never-ending source of amaze-:
ment. It was fascinating to follow:
their %raceful movements in this true:
obstacle-style of hunting. Even the
pup kiew the tricks. Just then it was
his tuck to find game. He came to a
right angle point, head north and tail
west. What could that mean? Judging:
from what had transpired so far I
sliduld be ready for anything! Itsa was
watching and had been warned that T.
was a good shot from the States, but up
to now the proof was-sadly lacking:

I moved up to do or-die. The hene-
quen in this spol was lower than in
most places and -there was low bush
about. thirty féet away. 1 caught my-

self almost going with the:safety -on,

but snapped it up in time to swing lon
three birds that took off in three dif=
ferent directions! The alr seemed -f-u-fjf;
of whirring wings, but the little French
double lived up to ail my expectations:
I miade. a clean double kill. T guess1
showed Iisa! He banged two shells and
picked the last one out of the sky with
a clever bit of gunning. o

Iisa suggested that-we go to the ruins

‘of an old hacienda where he 'hoped

{Continwed 'on page. 31)
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clock hands had reached that

zero hour of clamorous ringing,
I awoke and gently set the indicator
at silent. Then, contentedly, I lay still
—realizing that this was a Sunday
morning in the month of May. There
was no hurry about rising. I might
even go back to sleep if I so desired.
But it was a privilege to just curl up
ard philosophize like old Confutius,
body still and relaxed as though float-
ing on a wave of black velvet, mind
clear and so sharp in the last dream-
ing vestiges of the subconscious, that
all the pictures belore it were infinitely
beautiful and finely etched in the still-
ness.

Just outside my window the hirds
were tuning up—readying a tribute
to the rising sun. There was a song
sparrow: I cpuld hear one singing so
sweetly and piguantly—the first six
notes rising sharply and the kettle
trill a level of pure ecstasy. I visioned
the bird swaying on the topmost twig
of a new-leafed birch sapling, glad
face to the sky; the sky a wash of gold-
flecked pink, and the light just bright
enough so that it would he possible
to make out that diurk, distinguishing
bloteh in the center of the bird's breast,

There would be a little huddle of
robins too, perched in the apple iree,
all fliffed up to keep warm and carol-
ing dreamily as those first red sun
shafts splintered through the branches.
All sorts of birds would be out there,
from the' tiny warblers already hop-
ping about dn search of small insect
prey, to the crows flving into the sun-
rise. ‘It was to be an ideal day.

I thought of Juhn and immediately
saw Himi in my mind’s eve, He was

3 T FIVE a.m., before the alarm

12

wading far out into the turbulence of
a great trout stream. It was a {amous
stream, a river far-fatned for its fight-
ing trout. I could see the current pile
up in a little rim of white water around
his waders—and yel the water wasi't
white, for at that moment the sunlight
touched it and the incredible alchemy
of nature brought a flush of pink and
gold all blended with the darker
greens and blues of the awakening
river,

John had flown three hundred miles

for a few hours' fishing. He'd prob-
ably take a fish of long and thick pro-
portinng, too; 4 silvery fighter designed
to smash the water inte whirlpools
with his lightning lunges. John had
asked me 1o go along and:share:the
sport, but I'd refused. There was
suthething more important—

I'HAD it all planned, Not ihat I
wanted to kill a mess of trout, er
even one of record size. It was just
that I wanted one morning to fish a
little stream-—alone. The idea went
back guite a way.

Wheit T was a small boy I used to
play hookey from school on warious
mornings in sun-swept May. In those
days I felt a strange, almost holy ela-
tion in the experience of wading down
thiough the richest, grcenest meadow
grass this side of heaven, in listening
to the red-winged blackbird, whose
domuin Iinvaded, and in occasionally
shiking out a lusty brook troiit from
the black-water podls and the shallow
golden runs of my brook. For it was
my brook. It was the only one T ever
fished, during my early youth, and I
like to think that I have taken more
of the dusky little Jontinalis oit of its
clear waters than any other single
fisherman,

But the years have flowed a flood
tide since the days of grammar school
and righteous hookey. 1 wasn't even
certain that I'd be able to
find {that stream, let alone
tike trout. But neéver-
theless, I arose and
dressed for the adventure
ahead. Ther I found my

lightest creel and.a slim bamboo rod.
Hunting 4around, I gathered up a pair
af light boats—then flung them back
into the closet and chose a pair of ten-
nis shoes.. The bait was all put up,
yes—in a tin can. I had dug those
worms the evening before, furtively
and with ohe eye cocked [or possible
intruders. Charley or Bill might have
seen me and asked fool questions,

I rolled out the bike. My car sload
in the drive and the sun glanced a
beckoning brilliance from its hood, But
I was adamant -and my usual laziness
was pverwhelmed by the glorious idea
of making this one ttip as simple as
possible. PerhapsThada superstitious
fear that only in this silent, unobtru-
sive way might T recapture the joys of
earlier angling expeditions.

The bike was a professional racing
maodel. It was worth more than one
hundred dellars and had carried me
to a number of victories on easlern
hoard: tracks .and road surfages. If
that pedigreed lightweight had been
animate, no doubt if wauld have blown
a tire at the mere thought of carrying
an angler over rough country roads
in the springtime. But the speedy little
cycle held together and, after a ride
of some eléven miles, T drew up by
the roadside and sighed a great sigh.

The braok was there. It was just
as | remembered it, although the alders.
seemed to have grown alarmingly.
The water was dark in the shadows,
but superbly clear.

Out over the meadow I saw two
black ducks sweep down in a lknifelilie
landing. The red-winged blackbirds
were fumbling over themselves with
joy, calling “O'ka-lee, O'ka-lee” And
each call was like a year rolling off
my life lintil ehceagain T was the kid
who played hookey, standing in the
same warm sunlight, making those last
minute fitments hefore matching wits
with the swift little meadow 1rout,

It was the same, except thut I Was
a man mow, and my eguipment was
better, I'd pruned down a leader to
20 inches and attached a No, 4 forged
hook. The last time I stood thus, on
this bank, it was a madil order gut hook
that I attached to the end of my cotton

I saw two black ducks
sweep down . . » Once
again [ was the kid who
played hookey




line. I used nonot in those
days a sturdy hirch pole
and later & telescopic rod,
needed no assistance in
snaking out my brookies.

l PARKED the bike up
- agatnst an oak of
mammoth proportions
and saluted the tree with
a mock bow. If anvone
had observed me at that
moment they would
surely have deemcd me
insane. But I wasn't any
more distracted than usu-
al. It was just that things
were working out per-
feetly. T would have been
absolutely satisfied if I
had fished the entire
stream and registered
nary a nibble, for cer-
tainly creeled fish are no
meore than a [ractional
part of the jov in a May
morning's meqndermg
down a tiny meadow
stream.

But I did catch fish. At
first there was a savage
little strike and the ling
ran off in a steady flow to
terminate suddenly in a
series of twitches where
it entered the water and angled away
under the raik meadow grass,

I set the hook and felt that light rod
of mine spring alive. But the troul was
small, barely 6 inches. 1 careflully
removed him from the hig size 1 hook,
wetting my hands {irst so that T might
not injure that delicate spotted skin.

There were no hoot tracks in the
mud, along my route, and 1 concluded
that the brook was left pretty much
alone. So much the better, I thought;
there may he a few trout large enough
to take home. I guided the bait down
through a grassy opening and saiv the
greedy current suck it into a dark sec-
tion of the bank. There came that
satisfying, solid twitch again and I
casually set the hook. This time the
rod tip wirithed down the moment I
tried to lift it. The line became a siz-
zling are where it cul across the cur-
rent and, unider a ecanopy of grass
which bent all the way over the stream,
a dynamic something that was wide
and dark and shining, wallowed
heavily!

It was a brief baitle but my heart
was still pounding wildly when I finally
netted and held that trout in my hands.
It was a beautiful thing of speckled
tints against a mottled background;
13 inches long!

I derived a real joy in arranglng a
pallet of green marsh grass in the bot-
tomi 6f my creel. Then I put that fish
in the basket and admired him for an-
other interval heforc turning once
Bgain to the business in hand.

Selecting a medium-sized pink
wortn, (the kind that murdered *
when T was a kid), 1 threaded rt on
the hook and pmked my way careftlly
down stream for several yards,

‘There were eleven,

Things got better and hetter. 1 no
soonetr fowered that pink, squirming
garden hackle to the water than a
vicious hrookic knifvd up and had it!
Amazement hooked that trout and my
sense of lumor responded when T saw
him dangling 4 feet above the stream,
suspended from the howed tip of my
d-gunce rod, while his inttial swirl
still lingered an the water. That fish
was more than legal, but 1 was par-
ticulaely mellow for several reasons
and so I let him go back to his lair
under the hlack grass roots.

From that point on I began to take
fish eut of almost every bend and pool.
Muosl of theso I returndd to their nditive
element, but those over 7 inches in
length were slipped in beside their
larger hrpther on the wet grass in my
creel. They were all dark and vividly
calnred, evidently nutives. In size they
ran from 7 to 10 inches, but they were
plump and beautiful fish.

I felt no envy whalsoever towart
John, fishing that famous river. This
trip of mine had become perfection
itself. Somehow I even douhted that
he'd understand my wading down a
thin little muouddw stream in a pair of
tennis shoes, The water was delight-
fully eool; nat the stunning cold of
early spring that one experiences now
and then when a treacherous hoot
gives way during the April campaign.

THE hours had flown swiftly and it
L was nearly noon, I found a firm
spot beside the strowm. aind sat down
to re-arrange my trout. Again 1
feasted my oeyes on thelr sleelthwess.
when 1 counted
them, and I was sllrnt'ch that T had
somaty. The litlle brovk had execeded

my fondesl hopes. 1disjointed my rod,
It was time to quit.

The two bladk ducks that I had
jumped, upon first entering the swamp,
came hack, circled warily and planed
in, The sun was comfortably warm.
Like Browning, T found that all was
right with the world.

Later, pedaling briskly toward
home, I planned another trip such as
this. I had found mere pleasure in
ishing this elear meadow braook than
I had ever experienced in casting dry
flys over “good water.” I'd discovered
something rare and 1 planned o make
the most of it. I wanted another taste
ol this complete perfection. . . .

Of gourse, that never came to pass;
I'm afraid that it never will

To every sportsman, I think, there
comes a day like this, a day when
heaven seems very near. And then
that day is gone and there remmin
memories, hut nothing more—unless
it be a fadéd picture of the vaich.

Once in a lifetime one may recap=
ture some sin;_ale experience or a mood
long forgotleri. Semething made up
not alone of the fish ereeled, or the
day, or the thoughts, but composed
of all these thihgs and more: the wild
ducks flying, the cry of a familiar bird,
the nusta]gm memories that ha.ppen
to flood back just when the complex
mind is attuned to receive them

1 kniow that ilis: is trie, for T treas=
ure a hright recollection of one day
when all the strangeness of growing
older was put aside-and, once again I
wis a kid in wel tennis shoes standing-
upon the banks of the first stream I
ever fished. A day when the red-wings
were calling and two ducks volplaned
down through'the warm sunshine.
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THROUGH the car window the
green hemlock seemed to stretch
endlessly from the highway, 1
glanced at the speedémeter and it read
600 miles from home. And I thought
that now we had surely come far
enough; At last we liad nearly teached
that virgin paradise; that gem of a luke
where the smull-mouthed bass grew
Tusty and pot-heltied from ease.

Hank had learned its location in

mid-summiet from a fellow who knew
a fellow—and  throughout the winter
meonths he had been glamorously ex-
ploiting if. So now we were almost
there at last; Hank and Ed and I—ull
of ug but Seotty. Poot Scotty! 1 re-
member the sadness that was mirrared
in 'his eyes as we stopped before the
pumps of his filling station.

“Wish I could manage this trip.”" he
had suid longingly. “But shucks—
what am I beefin’ about? I'll be down
on the Whitewater when the run's on.
Good luek, and good fAshin'!™

His parting shot rang in my ecar as
Hank slipped the ear into gear. We
all waved, and T glanced baek thiough
the rear window, and saw Scotty
standing beside the pumps with his
hands measuring off a pood three fect.
He was wishing us a lunker., Yea bov,
I thought! Big hass. tackle busters,
he-man fish in a he-man country!
Wow! Theh I retnembered the sad-
ness in Scotty's face—poor Scotty.

. We crossed the fiver. and I sensed
the familiar urge to turn in at the road
on: the edge of the bridge—the road
“that led down to the water. A lone
fisherman was fly casting the riffle
above the bridge, Hank saw him too.

“Bet that's Ory Jackson,” he said.
“Ory has small-mouth itch—he just
ean't wait for the run.” Hank paused
a moment. “That's what's wrong with
the Whitewater!” he suddenly blurted.
“¥ou get three or four days’ good
fishin’, when the run's on, and the rest
“of the season nothin' but stray bass out
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‘We set up the tent in record time

of the degper
holes.”

“1f you're
lucky, vyou
do!”™ Ed put
in. “Where
we're goin’
you don't wait
for a run. Big
fish. Mister!
Lunkers all
the time. To

Bive ymu an
idea—" Ed
lifted hHis

hands and

peeled off an immense measure as
Scotty had done, umil Hank coin-
plained that Ed's hands were obstruct-
ing the windshield.

We all laughed then, but T still
thought of the Whitewater behind
ug. I had taken some dandies dur-
ing the run, not so big perhaps as
they grew in this paradise lake, but
two pounders, anyway. 'Courtse, there
were ineonveniences on the White-
waler.

It being the local stream, just about
every bass man in town fished it. And
when the small~-mouth came up from
the lake, there wasn’t room to spit on
ils banks. Your line forever straved
over the neighbor's outfit, and when a
bass was hooked, everybady reeled in.
I've seen some mighty fine bass come
out of the Whitewater, and I've seen
some mighty sweet tangles on its
banks, but, all in all—

THE car lurching off the highway

jerked me out of my thoughts. We
had swing into a sandy trail which cut
through the heart of the forest. The
green pine crowded right up to the
trail, Sweet odor of balsam clung
thick in the air. A big buck deer
stepped out of the woods, stood palsed
in the clear a moment, then whirled
with a crash into the brush. And then

“The water ha

Four pounds and eleven ounces of reward for 600 miles

of driving

By William D. Trausch

I caught a sparkle of swater through
the trees,

I'll never forget the awe that came
over me as we reached the lake. Golly,
it ‘was pretty, just as Hank hat said.
that greenish. blue of
depth, and the thick forest which
hommed its sides threw shadows ifi
dark spires upon the surface. The
trail stopped abruptly, but Hank drove
on over a faint path which twisted
through the irees clear to the water's
edge. Then we glimpsed a cabin, and
an old man watching us from its door-
way.

He was just “Pop,” Hank informed
us, as the fellow who knew a fellow
had told him. Pop had lived here, hoy
and man, for fifty years, and as we set
up camp, he babbled out his loneli-
ness. .

Yup. there were plenty bass in the
old lake. Yup, maost of 'em had vet
to see a lure. Live bait was best,
though. Pop never used anything but
“vittle bait.” Oh, anything worth
chewin’ on would do. A chunk of
liver, or a piece of turtle meat. or a
fish eye. Pop didn't have any faith at
all in the wood, and paint. and metal
conglomerations.

Prompted by his words, we set up
the tent in record time, and not bother=
ing to eat, hurried down to the shore.

OUTDOORS




We climbed into the old flat bottom,
and headed out for open water.

There I found a lifelime surprise
from the caddis fly. I had met him
before, out fishin', but never in such
great numbers. For the sun had
dropped behind the western hump,
and now, from the foliage of every
tree, every bush, every grass blade
came Mr. Caddis. The air was thick
with him, and he stuck to the boat,
to our hats, our necks: wherever he
lit, he remained. Millions of his clan,
wings fluttering out last minutes,
dropped into the water, until the sur-
face resembled a carpet under which
the evening swell failed to break
through.

Then followed the slurp of feeding
fish. Never have I heard so many
feeding fish. The water top fairly
hoiled white,

“Golly,” Hank
listen to 'em!” _ _

But the next thing I heard was the
gwish of his short rod. The redhead
plug avched out toward shore. lit in
the mush of caddis fly with a muffled
gplash, and then wiggled down under
{he carpet where its action might have
a chance {o woik. And the nmish had
barely closed over its entrance into
the water when the line leapt taut.

It leapt taut with a peeuliar “zing,”
and water shot from its upper braids
ih a fine spray. Then the bass broke
water. 1t might have been the evening
shadows, or the dim light, or the fact
that the water which clung to him
marking his flight added length to that
fish, but I swear it was the biggest
bass I have ever seen.

The redhead plug swung like a
pendulum in his huge jaws. The water
which elung to him splattered back to
the surface. He hung arched in mid-
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whispered, "just

The scene Ed visual-
ized as we started out
with the fly rods

air a moment, then
slapped down on the
water top. Hank's rod
writhed and doubled
like a living thing as he
fought that fish. For
ever so long Hank and
the fish. battled it out,
and the light was almipst
gone when he finally
netted it. '

I romember the gas
of admiration wh}uﬁ
escaped 'Hank as he
lifted: his fish into the

boat. 1 toek my scale

out of the ]‘uggaﬁe hox'and =
we weighed him right '

there. Golly, he looked
big as:a whale as Hank
slipped the hook in his
gl]i]s. The stlence was in-
tense us Hank squinted in
the dim light. He lit a
match and leaned closer
to the digits. I saw the
pointer flutter in the
fickering light, then it
slowly came to rest. Four
pounds, e¢leven ounces!
Golly! Golly gosh! I eould
feel my heart go jitter

There were pan fish
aplenty

bug, and it seemed to be hammering
out that figure. Four pounds, eleven
gunces!

I grabbed my rod, and flicked the
biait put inta the darkness. And I was
conscious of the abrupt change that
came with the dight. The caddis fly
wasn't swarming over the water in
stuch great numbers now. The shurp
of [eeding fish had diminished to an
oceasional rise.

But I kept casting. And I might as
well have saved the energy, for the
biss refused as though a submarine
alafm had been sounded.

“Just wait (]l morning!” Hank
enthused as I rowed back to camp. He
glanced at the big bass. “Yea, boy,
just wait tll morning!”

Hix words ran through my niind as
I turned in. I admit I felt a tinge of
disappointmerl. I I had hooked but

one of those feeders!
But a soft night breeze
was flapping the tent,
and the tiny inlet behind
my cot was making
melody into the lake,
so—as Hank had said,
there would be to-
morrow!

WE BEAT dawn by
a good hour, and
Hank, busy over flap-
jack turning, discovered
we had forgotten coffee.
There was a postoffice
and general store a mile
from the crossing. Pop
(Continued on page 56)

Two jows poked out of
the water
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To get out of a strange country, first “lay your line™

Y COMPANION and I were

I ealing supper at our Flattop
: camp when a 'man plunged
into our circle of firelight and fell at
our feet. He was a lost and comipletely
done-up deer huntor,

We gave him stimulants, revived
him, fed him judiciously, put him to
bed. He wasn't so hndi"* affected by
exposte and metital strain
as he might have been. Next
morning he was able o tell
us what had happened.

Same old story, He hecame
separaled from His party
walked over a hill, walked
over another, turned and
walked over a third—and
there he was, completely lost.

Luckily for him the weather
was mild, since he had spent
two' da‘ys and nights out all
alone, with nothing more to eat than
the lunch he had carried in his hunt-
ing-coat pocket. He had lost his hat
and gloves, but otherwise he was fully
and warmly clad, It was the mental
anguish of being lost mare than any-
thing else which had unnerved him.
We set out to find his party. The camp
was less than a mile away. He had
been wandering around in a ten=mile
circle, and had stumbled in'on us quite
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by accident. And it was a goed thing
for him that he did.

If only city men who go afield got
lost it would be easy to inditt them

and tell them if they couldn't do any:

better they had better stay home. But
all of us, regardless of how experi-
enced we may be, get lost at times.
Even professional outdoorsmen, if you

OS

By Charles B. Roth

can draw them out, will admit that
they have spent many a night out in
the wilds alone, lost from the rest of
their ‘party and the world.

I DON'T know how many men perish
every year because they lose their
way in the woods. But I know that
newspapers publish accounts every
fall of searching parties trying to
rescue missing hunters. Occasionally

vou read of tragic sequels: “Found,
frozen to death” . . . “Found at the foot
of d ledge,” ete.

Getting lost is the easiest of all out~
door sports. It doesn't take any
special aptitude, training or practice,
but comes naturally to most persons,

Fot example, voii deéide some bilght
morning to take a little walk from

camp, You are tempted by a
bird or & butterfly or the
possibility of geiting a shot
at a deer., You walk and
walk. You know that all you
need to do to get back is turn
around and retrace your sleps.
But when you decide it's tirme
to do that you realize that
you are in unfam_i[iar sur-
roundings. You don't re-
member that patch of trees.
That mountain deesn’t look
familiar. Where does this trail lead?

Man, you're lost!

What you do when that fact is
realized, tells whether you're an ex-
perienced outdoorsman or a tyro who
should rely upon street signs in finding
his way aboéut.
~ The first thing to do when you are
lost is to adopt the -outdoorsman’s
philosophival attitude. He sits down
and thinks. The inexperienced trails=
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man starts -out, like one, of Stephcn
Leacock’s blzarre haroes, " and dashes
off in .all directions.”

The expérienced man lights his pipe.
“Then hie deliberately reconstructs the
path he took in arriving where he is.
He recollects landmarks. He tries to
remember what he saw on the out trip,
where he saw it. Everything that
coiild possibly have a bearing on his
,directions he revives in his mind.

Fre long he'll hit upon the secret
of his location—and start off in an
entirely different direction’ from that
which he might at first have thought
the way to camp: To the veteran
woodsman being lost is just another
little prokilem in the day's work. Those
old timers are lost oftener that you'd
suspect. The only difference between
them and the tenderfoot is ‘that they
know how to get out of their pre-
dicament.

TLiet's find out what being lost means
and how you can avoid the experi-
ence or at Jeast come out of it safely.

HE first and most important safe-

guard against getting lost is a good
sense of direction. Some persons will
tell vou that they have it. Others will
admit they lack it. Now, a sense of
direction is not, strlctly speakmg,
sense at all: it is an acquired skill

What we call a sense of direciion
is merely greater pawers of observa-
tion than are possessed by the average
citizen, A rian with these powers will
subconsciously make note of land-
marks as he goes along. When he
starts back he will, ‘subconsciously
perhaps, look for these. They will
lead him aright. Thé other man will
go along. thinking heautiful thoughts
and not paying the slightest attention
to where he'is. He will get lost, bean-
tiful thoughts and all.

You will deduce from this that the
sense of direction is ‘something you
can. cultivate. See more as you go
alorig. Observe more closely. De-
velop the sense, even in the city.

I think the greatesi of trailblazers
among white men was 130-pound Kit
Carson. He knew his way over the
entive westérn half wof the United
States before there was a road or a
trail. Apparently he never got lost.
‘His was a marvelous sense of direc-
tion.

Gene‘l‘al J. C. Fremont reveals Car-
son's-secret in one of his accounts of
their journeys together, They were

onee i the Sierra Nevadas and, for

the moment, Carson, the guide, had
lodt the trail. ‘He stood there ponder-
ing. Finally:

“We will go through that notch,” he
antounced 1o his boss. “The trail to
the Pacific is right over there.”

When you are lost in the woods
the first thing o do is convince your-
self that you're all right. "You're
wall, ain’t yé? You're warm enough,
ain’t ye? You're not starved yet, air

ye? Then what you got to worry
about? You'll come out all right”

Photo by U. 5. Forest Service
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'he paity went foiward, | Carsot
was right: they found the trail where
he said it would be.

“How did you know the trail was
here, Kit?"" Fremont asked.

Carson confessed that he had recol-
leécted an odd-shaped miouritain top
to the left of the trail though he had
seen it only onceeaild that sixtleen

‘years before!

There is the kind of memory for
places which a man nceds if he is going
ta have an unerring “sense of direc-
tion.” You ean eultivate it,

Now, this sense of observalion
aperates in another and a very prosaic
but important way. A man in town
wouldn't attempt fo run his business
without facts, mor will an outdoors-
man attempt to travel a trail without
knowing where he is at'every moment.
He never starts along a trail, for in-
stance, until he has made sure in what
direction it is headed—north, soutl,
east, west, When he starts out he
makes an observation of the direction.
He goes, say, an hour in that direction,
then turns in another. He makes note
of that. Another hall hour and an-

otlici change,  Of that he also makes:
note. At thes end of the- day, he has a
mental map He can easily retrace to.
safety—hecause he:- knows where he
was at every minute.

THE best way to acquire the ability
to keep from being lost is to prae-~
tice observation daily in your ordinaiy
affairs. None of us pays enough-at=
tention tp landmarks, even on his.own
street. We pass a eertain corner for
ivea.rs and never know there is a yel=
ow house on it until one day we open:
our eyes and see a yellow hotse.

If a man will practice developing:
this ability to see and then to remem-.
ber what he has séen he will be able!
fo acquire a sense of direction that
will lead him out aright, no matter
how badly he may be lost in the woods.
It is a simple art, one easy tp acquire..

Qut of doors it is also an important art.

But suppose, in spile of youriprée-
cautions, you have become lost. What
must you do?

I started in to tell you a little while
ago. Sit right down and think things

(Continued on.page 44)




Y FIRST shotgun was a long,
y siigle~barrel contraption, ten
gauge, with a thirty-four-inch
length between chamber and muzzle,
a stock reinforeced by copper wire. and
a kick that would make & mule blush.
At present it would seem heavy and
awkward to a boy of fifteen: but to
me, it was perfect. I wouldn't have
taken the world and half the stars
for it.

Farm life in our secluded mountain
valley was often lonesome, but wild
fowl were plentiful. There were ducks
i the marshes, and sage hens on the
foothills; hence the desire for a gun
was regarded as a natural instinet. Like
growing pains, measles, and chapped
- hands, gun fever was expected at a
certain age, if not soconer.

Dad was ready when I put the ques-
tiofi to himu  “Can I have a shotgun?"

“Sure,” he replied. But there was a
twinkle in his gray eyes. “It's possible
to have midst anythitig in reason.” he

added, “if you want.it badly enough,™

I knew what he meant, for I had had
previous experience with his sturdy
etonomic philosophy. “All right, T'll
siive my money,” I agreed.

That night I nailed a narrow wooden
box to the unfinished staircase near
.my bed i the laft; and for many weeks
my odd nickels and dimes and quarters
went into it. Meanwhile the gun I
wanted furnished a constant incentive
for saving. It was owned by a neighbor,
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who was offering it for sale, and who
let me see and handle it frequently
while he told of the wonders it had
accomplished in his hands, And the
trade nidme cut into the chilled steel
barrel seemed to justify everything.

“THE GREAT AMERICAN LONG
RANGE DUCK AND GQOSE GUN,”
it read. “Oh. boy!" I exelaimed, sight-
ing along its gleaming barrel. I bet
she's a daisy,” By the time I turned
vver the money and took the prize, this
glamaorous legend was burned into my
brain {orever.

IN THOSE days hunting was still one

of the praclical aspects of life, and
the boy who was excused from farm
work for a half day 1o go shooting was
expected to Bring home &t ledst the
meat basis of a meal for the family. If
he was lucky, he might furnish food
for several meals; if unlucky, and he
returned empty handed, he might ex-
pect a good razzihg and no end of em=
barrassment. But the old ten gauge was
dependable. If placed within any rea-
sonable distanice from the gamie, and
aimed with merely a fair degree of ac-
curacy, it would get resulls,

This was demonstrated the first day
after I became the proud owner. It was
ldate in the haying season, and Father
permitted me to take the gun to the
field, where there were several good
duck ponds: I cached the weapon in a
clump of bunchgrass next to a sum-
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mer-fallowed wheat field, and went
about my work of raking hay in one of
the adjuining swales, taking good care
to keep hoth eyes and ears alert to the
approach of whirring wings and driv-
ing bodies in the blue sky overhead.

What expectancy! The elatter of the
rake teeth in the damp moss of the
meadow, and the creaking of the har-
nesses, the swilching of horses™ tails
against the ravages of flies, together
with the pungent smell of new-cut hay
slowly being formed into windrowsand
bunches, were hul vague impressions
belonging lo an ouler world of com-
maonplaces,

The real heart throbs of life, the es-
setice of experierice and anticipation,
lay hiddcn in the bunéhgrass. The glis-
tening barrel, the oiled brown stock,
the caressing trigger—when the mo-
ment came, would 1 be ready? The
placid pond beyond the nearest knoll,
and the silent, flitting forms of yellow
butterflies, as well as the gentle cludk-
ing of a mud hen in-a marsh of tall cat-
tails seemed trying to teach me the art
of silf-gontral,

THe ducks would come—seon; They
did come, like winged phantoms across
the dazzling sun. and [ abandaned iy
team, and sprang for the gun: On the
opposite side of the knoll, ouf of sight,
they lighted on the pond, I had to crawl
through soft, plowed ground to get

‘close enough, even for a wild shot. I

must have looked a sight in my faded
OUTDOORS
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A few feet ahead. towering on his
hirid legs. close to'a hawthorn bush,
was a huge brown bear

overalls and giay slouch hat, prapell-
ing myself by my elbows and knees the
distance of three hundred yards along
the furrows. But what really worried
me was the possibility that my beating
lreart would solind so loudly as to warn
the black squadron of invaders before
I cauld get wilhin shooting distance.

Brushing my hat off to be ¢riumpled
into the dirt, I pressed on. Shrinking
closer and closer to the earth, and
breathing with more difficully as I
neared the top of the knoll, I suffered
from the impendihg terror of the mo-
ment. What if I missed?

The gun was heavy, I was having a
hard time keeping it out of the dirt,
but T wriggled like a snake. At last a
strip of white water dotted with black
hodies seemed to rise like a mirage
from the thin air. In the short pause
between breaths I drove the gun to my
shoulder, took a wohbly aim, and hung
back on the trigger. Boom! The earth
seemed to shalke. [ sprang to my feet,
wildly swinging mv arms, including
the gun. “I got em! [ zot ’emi” I
shiotited {o the entire universe. Then

ran to the pond, from which the

tartled flock had fled—all excent the
four fat mallards [ Tetrieved,

“In a few minutes I was dashing up
the meadow beyond the plowing. In
one hand I held high the ducks, in the
other, the fowling piece. “Dadl”? I
yelled, ignoring my startled horses.
“Lookee here! Lookee here!”

T"HE Great American Long Range
L Duck and Goose gun became my
companion h many a youthful adven-
ture. One twenty-fourth of July, which
in the community where I lived was a
holiday, nearly everyone else in the
neighborhord went to a distant lake
resort] Friher, however, was staying
home to stiend o some farm wo~k He
seemer’ never to have a day tree trom
- ‘work. But I chose to take my gur and
ride into the hills,

“It's perfect nons<ens- * he declared.
"This T made nc siterit to deny as I
saddled and oridled my pony, and
called my dog, riding away with a
vague impression .. Dad’s stalwart
form dissappearing into the bern.

It was one of those completely cloud-
less mornings, featuring the pungernt
odors ot sagebrush and the sharp.
glimmering outlines of distant moun-
tain peaks. The horizons, banked with
aspen groves and dark pines, seemed
to reach out o the edges of the uni-
verse. I let my bay mustang amble
along at his ease, while I held the gun
‘aerpss the bow of my old Spanish
saddle and gazed lazily at the hills.
Frequently range cattle started up
through the brush. I whistled, and let
my little yellow dog, Bill, give them a
‘short run. I was enjoying the delicious
abandonment of freedom.

Thoughtlessly 1 went deeper into the

- (Continned on page 48)
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if the “wall-eye” has received his

due meed of praise; I mean as a
gamefish, for we are all agreed that he
has: feww equals, gustatorily speaking.
Be it said in this connection that you
unfortunates who are compelled to
seeure yvour wall-eves from the market
da not know how delicious a fish he is,
\.ith all due respect for cold-storage,
“freezos” and such modern canvenien-

S OMETIMES I find myself doubting

environment, which is true of all
fishes.

The colar is a yellowish=brown with
transverse darker markings. As al-
ready emphasized, the colors vary
somewhat in different waters, and with
the age of the fish, In the Great Lakes
the voung fish are knawn by commier-
cial fishermen as “hlue pike,” and
sometimes one has diffliculty in can-
vineing netters that the “hblue pike” is

ces, a wall-eye fresh from clear, cold
Wwater is an altogether different propo-
sition,

Epleurean authorities to the con-
trary nolwithstanding. a frozen wall-
eye loses a certain piquancy of flavor,
a wild tang which the freshly caught
fish possesses. Of course much de-
pends upon the character and quality
of the water he inhabits; but give him
opportunity to choese and he selects
moderately chill water, pure water,
every time, The wall-eye of northern
lakes and dtreams, where the memory
of ‘winter frosts lingers the summer
through, possesses a greater delicious-
ness than his brother fromimore south-
crn elimes.

Though it is threshing old straw, it
scomis necegsary {o pause long enoligh
to give this gelden fish his exact soien-
tific status. Everyone knows thdt he is
not a pike at all, dves not belong to the
pike family, which consists of pickerel,
great pike and muskellunge: instead
he is a perch, first cousin to our com-
mon, ever-delicious yellow perch. I
suppose we are justified in saying he
heads the [reshi-water perch family,

‘There are two wall-eyes, by the way,
one known as the sauger, while the

- other is “wall-eyed pike.” The differ-
ence is not great, rather too technical
for the average lake and stream fisher-
man; a matter of internal machinery
rather than color, though we think of
the sauger as not so darkly eolored as
the true wall-eye; however, it is well
to remember color is not a safe guide,
«depending to a certain extent upon
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mafiter of the pyloric coecaattarhed ts-
the stomach; the sauger possessing
51077,4 much shorter than the stomzach,
while the other has only 3, each of
nearly egual length and abuul, as long
as thE stomach. 5o you see; it'is in this
cage “internal machmery and not
color, as aiways in naming fish. While
ong may say wall-eye stands at
the head of tlie perch family, he is not
belittling the common yellow: perch,
which must have an article to itself
sometime;

ONE question more often asked even
than. “When is a wall-eyea pike?”
is this, "How large can a wall-eye
grow?” The wording reminds one of
the ancient frontier siory of the man,
chased by a buffalo he had wounded
who climbed a tree to escape: bt the
hulTalo climbed wup after him. At which
point ‘one of the hearers interrupled
with, “But man, buffalo can't climb
trees!"” The old fellow never hatted an
eye, hut withering his skeptical audi-
tor with a glance, “Did you ever seen
buffalo try to climb a tree?” “Well, no,
hut you see—" *T don’{ see nothing,
only this, if you never saw a huflalo
try to climb a tree, why the heck are
ye so tarnal ecertain he cant?”

No one may say how large a wall-eye
could grow, if he put his mind to it;
hil there are some mighly fish on
record, “American Food and Game
Fishes” savs, ‘“Ti—lhe wall-eve—
varies greatly ih size, the maximum

The WALL-EYE
Gor Stubborn Scrapping
And Excellent gafdtg

By 0. Wasrren Smith

not a separate species. Then, too, the
various names applied fo the fish, add
to the confusion. In more southern
loealities it is known as “salmion,” or
*jack-salmon,” abput as meaningless
and misleading a name as one can
imagine. Sometimes it is “jack.” Again
we hear it called “blowfish” and
“ckow,” though no one can say why.
Surely this is enough of popular
names.

As has already been said, the wall-
eve is not a plke, helonging instead to
the “pike-perches”—Stizostedion—adf
which there are three, shall T say,
members: Wall-eyes, sauger and
yellow perch. As a rule, the wall-eye
possesses darker transverse bands
than does the sauger, or sand-pike,
more closely resembling the yellow
perch. The one point differentiating
the two, a structural point, is the

length being about 3 feet and the maxi-

mum weight ‘about 125 pounds. But

examples of this size are very rarc.
Specimens we1ghmg even 15 pounds
are mot common” Moest wall-eye
lovers will agree without doubt. I saw
@ specimen ‘which tipped the scales ai
13 pounds once upon a time. No, it was
not my good fortune to be the lucky
angler. 1 am sure that specimens
weighing over 10 or 12 pounds are

gpuite tmusual;

Something like a quarter of a cen-
lury ago, I ran the St. Croix River,
which helps.divide Northern Wisconsin
from Northern Minnesota for some dis-
tance. We fed daily upon medium-
sized wall-eye, of which there seemed
to be & great abundance; only a few’
minutes casting with a “plug” would
supply us with a meal.

I doubt very much if one could feed

OUTDOORS



as continuously upon trout and rot
became-a bit satiated.

The flesh is firm, sweet flavored and
delicious. The we secure In the
market, innowise compare with those
freshly taken from cool water. In the
Middle West they '‘rin"™—seek the
headivaters to spawn—immediately
after the suckers; and I know of no
fish that ean eq_ual i tastiness wall-
eyes of early spring be-
fare the f&mpETature o}
the water has risen to
any great extent and
“when there is no decay-
ing vegetation to con-
‘taminate.
 Of course, as always,
‘the condition of
“water controls lo a great
extent the favor of the
fish. A wall-eye from a
‘weed-infested lake or
slow-moving stream, is
not to be mentioned in
the: same breath with a
fish of equal size taken
from clear, clean, and
moderately chill water,
either in tastiness or
scrapping ahility, a little
matler of which the
Reader may convinee
‘himself by investigation.
Let me add, too, that the
fish served in restau-
_rants, perhaps kept in:a
frozen condition fordays
if not weeks, lacks utier-
Iy that peeuliar piguant
flavor of the fresh-
caught one. I will admit
'T am a crank upon this
subjeet,

PROBABLY to. most
anglers the wall-eve
is:a live-hait fish, so we
will speak of that
method first. 1 think I
have said elsewhere he is
preeminently a live-bait
fish, and while that
stands, -1 am ready to
admit that he is a lover
of a moving lure, yes,
even of an artificial fly under proper
conditions; of which more later.

The most taking live-bait is un-
"doubtedly a-shiner minnow, because
he s by and large a ﬁsh-eate_r, a
voracious fish-eater: his form and his
arrangement of teeth should convinee
the most skeptical. 1 have said the
shiner minnow takes' first place as a
bait and 1 thmk that true, because of
his “visibility" in. the first place, and
because all game fish seem to have an
especial 'liking: for members of the
shiner family.

Just the same the “creek” or “mud”
minwow is good, and because of its
“wonderful tenaciousness of life
especially, commends itself to the
live-bait angler. Let me add, hawever,
that the live and lively shmer wﬂl
take two fish to the mud-minnow's one.
With the modern aerated minnow-

ils the live-baiter should have
ﬁ‘:tle trotble ini carrying a moderate
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steck ‘of even the “tender” shiner.

Now as to tackle , . . Well, little or
much could be said, so I am going to
atterdpt that difficult feat, steering
between the Scylla of pauciloquy and
the Charybdis of verbosity. (What
right have I to hope for success when
two-thirds of the fishing articles one
reads are wrecked upon one or ihe
other?)

As a rule the walleye is found inhabiting rivers, below
dams, in deep, shaded pools or where incoming creeks af-
ford chances ot adventuring minnows and an occasional frog

The fish is generally thought of as
a live-bait fish, and while he is pre-
eminently that, he is also a free taker
of various artificial lures. However,
let us think first of fishing with live-
bait, not pausing to argie the forever
unsettled question of legitimacy of the
method; for, to our way of thinking, a
fisherman can be as true a sportsman
when employmg live-bait as when
using Tuzzy-wuzzies.

While the wall-eye is a minnow-
taker by preference, he wlll not refuse
a medium-sized frog, or even a gob of
plebian earth-worms. The shape of his
mouth, and the form of his teeth indi-
cate clearly that he requires plenty of
fuel to keep his internal machinery
running, Minnows are the preferred
live-bait, as already remarked, and it
is with those that most of us guest his
royal highness, the kmg of the fresh-
water perch tribe. He is a strong, un-
guestioning taker, grabbing and

swallowing swiftly. Seldom, even: when
well-fed, does he mouth the bait with’
the epicurean delicacy of a surfeited
black-bass. When hungry he tikes
with unhesitating eagerness. Seldom is
there any difficulty in hooking the fish.
He takes with the courage of a Mac-
beth, saying, "Lay on, Macduff, and
damn’d be him that first cries, Hold,
enough!”

For greatest. sport I
am recommending (of
all things) a 7'z ounce
fly-rod and automatic
reel. Not just to take
wall-eves, but to derive
most spert. This rig is
not for every one, be-
cause one Truns Tisks,
takes chances; the wall-
eye being a doughty and
consistent fighter. The
minnow—a shiner pref-
erably. thHough a miud=
minnow canbeemployed
and is more durable hy
far than the shinef—
should be hooked
through the mouth, out
of the gills and hack
through the body. Of
colirse Grle can not cast
—with afly-rod—overly
much when employing
this method of impaling,
for the minnow -wi i
double down on the
hook in a most unnatural-
position indeed.

If the angler attaches
the bait by hooking-
thraiigh thelips, 8s some
advise,. a short-biting
wall-eye will nip off the
minnow just back of the
hook. Unless hungry he
is a bit “careful” in tak-
ing bait, remember that.
There are “minnows-.
harnesses” and “frég-
harnesses” aon the
market, but somehow
they donotappeal tome.
Always give a taKing
fish time to swallow the
bait, wherein live-bait-
fishing differs from all lure fishing. The'
wall-eye does not take the bait side-
wise, retiring to turn and swallow, but'
from the rear almost universally, so,
too quick a jerk will inevitably leave
the angler with a hook to which is
attached the head of a minnow. .

Some may wonder why I recommenﬂ
a fly-rod faor this sport when a caster
eould be employed with more certain
results. For the sport secured; Brother:
for the sport secured! To handlea two-
pound wall-eye on a fly rod, playing
from an automatic reel, surely givesthe
angler certain thrills he never had be=
fore. Inrivers, below dams or in eddies,
the fish puts up-a marvelous scrap; and
the angler will be kept busy, gwmg
slack and retrieving; for the fish can
and will put up a surprisingly well-
sustaired battle; one, the user of a long
cane pole and ﬁxed line, who throws
the pike out over his head ‘ds soon

(Continued on page 37):
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inshore, sall water fish, a prime

{avorite with those who seek the
less strenuous in piscatorial sport. At
many localilies and especially alung
the New England coust ihis botfom
feeder is also familiavly known 1o most
ol us as Scup.

The Porgy is an aceommodating fish,
a real sunmimer rover, ever presenting
himselfl at the accessible fiching sputs
here, there and everywhere in soem-
lngly increasing numbers. In Dbrief,
this inshore dweller affortls houis und
hours of genuine, inexpensive sport
and grand diversion to fishernen
throughuut the entire: season.

The same goes for the unadored,
sEprightly little OUTDOORS duy
cruiser of the. month, our own
“PORGY.” We believe vou'll find her
addandy eraft to own, ene you'll enjoy
building and one
voi'll take pleasure
in sajling.  Also, like
its ‘namesake, we ex-
pect the liftle: bout
will shortly "be
around” in numbers,

PORGY runs: to an
overall Jength of
21-0". The extreme
beam ouigide the
sheer plank at stalion
=5 is 6-97. The
draft is approxi-
mately 1°-9”. PORGY
is of flat hottom de=
sign. so eusy in all
departments to fab-
ricate and assemble.
The hull lines havy
been well worked out
in all respeits.
PORGY is not oo
beamy at the hottom
and.isgracefully
flaved all along the
topsides. There's plenty of freeboard
throughout and: the general gutbeard
appearance is one of sleek rakishness.

Foiward there's & short deck termi-
nating in a lightly constructed swanky
shelter. The drawings elearly indicale
just how this is arranged. Since
PORGY is not primarily intended as
an  out-and-cut cruising unit, the
¢ahin intérior is shoewn as a rather
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PDRGY.—au exceedingly popular

plain  arranpemont, Same however,
does provide shelter {rom the sudden
showers, the quick squally kick-ups
amil the extreme heat of a blistering
sim, - Also, it's a fine place safely to
store dishes, pats und various diticles
of cquipment and duffle that are of
value. Bevond this, there's plenty of
space within 1ls limits (6 sl up a small
canking outfit and prepare o tasty meal
in decenl fashion.

The cockpit is af ample scope to
allow for free maneuvering of the fish-
ing tuckle ov for pleasuteful lounging
on extended day sailing trips. All in all,
fur a erdft in simple taste, PORGY
should Bl the bill very nicely indeed.

The motor can be any of the mediom
duty unily approximating 8 to 10 h.p.

There’s no naed to load this boat with

an engine of excesgive power. We
recommend ot least a twin eglisder,

By Cliff Bradley

full-size drawing out of the boat’s lines
after the manner of the Laying Down
Plan, In a beat as simple as PORGY
this part of the jub is qtiite elementary.

Then the preparation of ithe forms
can be undertaken. There will be
eight of these. Each will be made to
the reguired dimensions at the different
stationis. The Table of Offsets gives
the necessary dimensions for the ot
From the outset however, remember
all the dimensions are given to the
outer face of the planking and allow
accordingly.

The forms can ' be made of spruce
or any cheap but fairly decent boards
af about 157 (Hickness and 6 width.
Stay them securely so there will be no
likélihood of distortion when, later on,
they are put under the strdin of bend-
ing the various pieces about them,

Tlie &term should be fashioned to
shape from a selected
piece of white oak,
sided to about 3" or
a little more. This
must  be carefully
bevelled and finally

bl even some of the very siull lour-

cylinder creations of low power and,

light wejght would work ouit to advan-
tage. With the propetly balanced unit
PORGY will consistently reel off 8 to
D miles per hour all day long. What's
muoie lo the point shell do it efficiently
without putting undue strain on the
boating budget.

Canstruction will commence with a

rabbetted to receive
the side planks. The
stem-knee that halds
the stem piece to the
flat keelson will be
sawed from a suita-
bly grained oik erook
of about: 214" thick-
ness.

The Detail of the
Transom ‘clearly
o0 shows how this com-

ponent should bhe
made up. This will
be from 3i” whiie
oak, braced and
cleated just as called
for by the drawing.
The stern knee that
holds the transom to
its designed rake can be cut from a
white oak ecrook of about 112” thick-
nese.

Even though PORGY is a boat of
21’-0" overall length her fabrication is
really but glorified skiff construetion
and we suggest the assembly be done
bottom side up. So—set the frame
parts in this manner. Carefully fasten
and krace each Individual piece so it
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Is in truel relation=
ship to' the other
parts that com=
plete  the craft's
skeleton.

Thie' Aal keelson,
chine E{eees and
plank battens are
all  fromi straight
gramed white: oak

planed to the
spemﬁéd sizes on
the different
diawifigs. Then
the necessary
notehes for all
these picces will
have to be care-
fully cut. Wheén
the chines :are
sprung .into place
along the botton
edge of the molds; -
fastenthem in such i i
a manher as (o b
allow for easy re-
moval of the
serews when it
comes time (o take

out the forms. et
Putting the screws o
through a short e 4

cleat fastened 1
along the side of '
the muald is about . Lm Fa.
the easiest method. Fte e
The topsides
should be planked
with first quality Fromond]
white cedar,

[ veome
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/{Hat same is- afﬁxed
1o the bottom both

central and plumb
threughout its
cntire length.

EFORE up=
turning the
hull, ‘the rub sttips
and proteeting
edge strips along
the <¢hine  should

i W@ ssn
chom Th oG B eI

S oaw

£ P v

be securely fas-
tened in place ds
indicated on the
plans.  Here the
planiked hill is in
readiness for turn=
ing right side up.
Take eare at this
stage and don’t
hutry. ‘Endeavor
to. do this wopera=
tion without in=
juring or ‘marring
any portion of the
boat, Of course the:
hull will now have

to be blocked and

staved in a. level
position prepara-
tory lo receiving

wray -
W Sior Amaer.aT
f.\ crowg w STom Ty

the dress up por="
tions. As each in-
dividual frame

mold is removed

affix a temporary
cross brace to in<
sure the hull hold-
ing its fair sweep=

smooth planed on
both sides to 33"
thlckness..stx
strakes on each side- will work out
nicely. Stait with the lowest strake,
the one ‘that goes along the chine, and
work to the sheer strake. Alternate

from side to side during planking

operations, pufting one plank on the
starboard side and then changing to
the -port side. Beneath all face join-
ings and along all seam edges put a
goodly smearing of lead paint 6r one of
the suitable marine compounds.

With the chine edges planed fair, the
hottom planks can:next be laid. These
should be in white cedar and fastened
thwaitship. They will be of 78" thick-
ness and of not too great a width
Strips of about 57 to 6” width are guite

ample. Make all the edge seams with
care in order to instire a real water-
tight joh, A slight “out planed” V to
recelve the caulking cotton is quite
desirable, Keep the seams snug and
tight however, on the inside. Here
again, thick paint or one of the marine
seam compounds should be applied at
all contacting faces.

The entire boitom should next be
planed smooth and fair along the
sweep of the sides, then sanded and
properly painted. The Sectional Pro-
file shows how the keel and shaft-log
are to be arranged. One adtmanition
here would be to fasten this assembly
in a most rigid manner. Also see to it

TOL CovERING % MEARIE PiYin oo D:.

SHELTER * B/DES =
FRONT D FramintE
Py wooo —

s

Bfﬂﬁ)g X245 oAk

ing curvature.

All the internal
parts of PORGY
are of plain design and the fitting of
the floor timbers, side frames, clamps,
deckings, ete., will be straightforward
work presenting no difficulties. ‘The
engine bed must be of such arrange=-
ment as to suit the partlcular motor
that is to be installed. The motor
manufacturer’s installation sheet will
render all the information needed for
fabrieatling this however.

The work on the shelter, comhijngs,
ete., should be done in accordance with
the notations on the drawings. How-=
ever, see 1o it that all parts are securely
fastetied to thelr ecompanion pieces.
Lightness here is very desirable so

(Continued on page 57)
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LTHOUGH summenr officially
A ends wilh the autumnal equinox,
Labor Day has come to mark the
season'’s elose for most practical pur-
poses.  Mountain and seagide resoris
put up the shutters as though they
feared that the next day might bring
a hlizzard, parents rush their offspring
hoine for a Hing with the dentist he-
fore schodl epens and the natives of
deserted summer capitals dare to cross
the main stem for the first time since
the Fourth of July.

It js too bad that this defeatist mopd
of inevitable farewell should extend to
the activities of so mahy anglers as
well. The golfers keep on golfing and
the tennists keep on tennising and
while it might be argued that these
fnlks don't know any better, we {eel
that their persistence is

JANES

an in September and in several barder
slates, as woll as in Candda, fishing
camps are remaining open today. and
are attracting the bovs who know a
good thing wheti they see it. Square-
tails, landlocked salmon, lakers, pike
and muskies come up from the deep
water raring to go and ready to twist
vour rod into a corkserdw from shecr
high spirits, Ind number of these same
lacalities, the seasan on bear and cer=
iuin other game opens in September,
{on, ‘and yout ean pack the artillevy
along with your rod and enjoy a double
feature,

It other places. the bass and pickerel
are going to town and, of course. surf
fishing doedhi’t really hit its stride until
garly autommn. So if you are one of
those Labor Day give-uppers, we sug-

SMOKE

gast that yvou get in touch with your
favorite fishing camp and plan to spend

a few davs there this Septembsr.
Brother, vou'll be surprised’

HIS:is'a good time of year to get out

the scatter-gun, too.  With the hird
season coming up, vou can do the ald
eve: some good whanging away at
crows ar at the clay pigeons. It re-
duces the fever that begingto strikein
with the cool nights and it pays off
whaen the first grouse thunders up from
the birches:

For most of us, the hunting season
is short and swieet—a little bird hunt-
ing, mavhe a few ducks, a crack at a
fox now and then, anda few times out
for deer. Ewven then, we don't get too
many shots. Aside from wildfowl, how
many shells did vou ‘fire-at game last
season? No one ean expect to shoot
like Daniel Boone these days when we
hunt only a few weeks out of the year.
How are we going to make up for our
lick of practice? The answer is sheet
and trap shooting.

I was talking to an old guide up in

Maine this summer. He

a laudahle virtue which
anglers well might
copy. For by discard-
ing their rods in Bep-
tember, these anglers
nee tossing away some
of the best fish and the
pledsantest fishing of
the entire season. Of
all the year, the month
of September holds
some of the most hal-
eyon davs. The sun
still shines brightly, the
days are mild but the
enervating heat of
surnmer has passed
away., The walers are
coating, the figh are be-
ginning to move again
and the insect plague is
over.

Many anglers have
already seen the light

[3PORTING GUUUS T ||

doesn'l mess with the
birds much but he does
like his fox and-rabbit
hunting and here'’s
what he had to say
about the pigeons.
“When [ come over
here to the lake in the
spring. I eouldn't hit
the water if I fell out
of a canne. T'm almost
ashamed to point a gun.
But I get out on the
skeet range every daxr
and by the time I go
hack home in the fall.
I do pretty good. T
won't hit a fox every
time but if T don't,
Mister man, I sure
scare hell put of him”
, If there is a Skeet
Club in your neighbor-
hood, you ovwe it to

but many mere are
missing the fun. Up
north, particularly,
some of the finest fly-
fishing of the year goes
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"My son has been promoted to mess sergeant and he writes that
the boys complain because they dont get much fish to eat. So
just send that outlit to him—yes, at Fort Devens, Massachusetis.”

— vourself to join it. The
boys that belong are
usually a pretty geod
bunch, interested. as
vou are, in hird shoot-
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ing, conservation and the improvement
of hunting and, remember, organiza-
tion is the answer to both these ques-

" tions. You will have a lot of pleasant
hours and constructive ones, as well.

But it may be that there “ain't no

such animal” as a Skeet Club in your
neck of the woods: In that case, why
not go in with your shooting pal and
buy a trap? They aren’t expensive,
particularly those hand affairs and the
pigeons cost practically nothing. You
can get in some excellent practice out
in some handy back .
pasture. Don’t make it
too cut and dried, how-
ever. After you've
taken a few going-
away and crossing
shots, don’t be afraid to
experiment. Have the
trap-tender get behind
some bushes while the
gunner walks down the
field, carrying his gun
as he would in hunting.
When the trap springs,
have the pigeon go any
which-way, unknown
beforehand to the gun-
ner. That way, vyou,
don’t make such an im-
pressive score at the
time but you eat more
game later.

MYUTDOOR fire-

places, confined a
few years ago to clam-
bake groves and public
picnic areas, have blos-
somed like a rash in
back yards and gar-
dens the country over.,
These outdoor grills, or
barbecue pits if you
prefer, are of all varie-
ties, shapes and sizes
from the simple
crossed-slab type to
the de luxe oven
models which, with the
addition of a baby
grand piano, would
make comfortahle
dwellings.

Some work better
than others but all of
them are fun and serve
to bring the outdoors
home to everyone, a handy thing in
these days of holiday traffic. With a
few friends around to watch you work
and a sirloin smoking on the grate, you
can have all the pleasures of a meal
in-the woods without many of the dis-
advantages, such as forgetting to bring
the salt or sitting down in a patch of
poisen ivy. If you haven't already es-
tablished one of these affairs on your
ancestral acres, you should be about it,
letting your taste and conscience be
your guide.

Whatever size and type of vietual
toaster you decide upon, here are a
few general items to keep in mind.
First, the success or failure of your
grill depends in large part upon the
adequacy of your draft system.
Therefore, where possible, it is well to
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“Get my flashlight out of that bucket!

keep the fireplace away from shelter-
ing trees and shrubs and to have it
facing the prevailing winds in your lo-
cality.

In choosing materials, your own
preference and the location must be
your guides. If you use fieldstones,

however, keep away from sandstone
and limestone which absorb water and
also tend to crack and chip when
heated. Firebrick is probably the ideal
but fieldstone, of course, is more rustic
Whatever you use for

and informal.

S
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practical for camping!”

the outside, the firebox should be lined
with firebrick.

If you live in the south, you don't
need to worry much about your foun-
dation, a bed of cinders or mortared
rocks will suffice but up north your
supports must go below the frost line
to prevent spring settling and crack-
ing. Or you can rest the fireplace upon
a thick slab of reinforced concrete.

Be sure to have your firebox raised
from the ground so that air can circu-
late freely underneath the fire. This
can be done by placing iron bars be-
tween the bricks or stones from three
to six inches above the ground and lay-
ing your wood across these. When
charcoal is to be used, a wire screen or
basket will prove ideal. This opening
below the firebox should have a door
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Indirect lighting ain't

so that the draft can be regulated on
windy days.

Most people like a chimney for looks
and for carrying away smoke, as well
as for completing the draft system. It
need not be very large, three or four
feet will suffice, Have the flue opening,
lined with fireclay, at the rear of the
grate and be sure that it is large enough
in proportion to the size of the firebox.
Have the interior of the flue and chim-
ney as smooth as you can get them, A
butterfly damper will aid immeasura-
bly in controlling the
draft and assuring red
hot coals for broiling.

Here is a formula for
mixing mortar to be
used in outdoor grills.
Mix together while
dry, two bags of Port-
land cement and one
bag of hydrated lime
added to three times its
volume of clean sand.
Mix with just sufficient
water so that the mix-
ing hoe is clean when
lifted from the mortar.

Your eulinary abili-
ties will be given in-
creased scope by tho
addition of a simple
oven to your grill. And
if you feel that you're
not quite ready to go
into pastries and cas-
seroles, still, an oven is
a handy thing to have
on a picnic for keeping
rolls and potatoes
warm while the chops
are broiling. Ovens
may be made of brick
with a metal door or
they may be entirely of
metal, a simple box ar-
rangement let into a
part of the firebox. If
yvou will just think of
your outdoor fireplace
as a cook stove and in-
corporate into it in
rough form the same
system of drafts, dam-
pers and gadgets con-
tained in such a range,
you can't go wrong.

It is a good idea to
ransack second hand
stores and antigue shops in the neigh-
botrhood for cranes, skillets, iron forks,
kettles, grates, trivets and so on which
go appropriately with outdoor cook-
ing.

YOU'will be glad to learn that, in‘the
pressing demands of the times,
Uncle Sam has not forgotten the cot-
tontail. All of us have a warm spot in
our hearts for this cheerful salad-eater
who earries his powder puff astern.
Here are a few facts, gathered in a
four-year study on the part of certain
Wildlife Cooperative units of the rab=
bit situation. These findings were made
in Towa and Missouri but we imagine
they would be the same in Rhode
Island and Oregon.
(Caontinued on page 49)
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HE: q‘hm’p-buttcd tool that

I bullt a continent is still

lindispenisable, and espe-
clally so throughout the winter.
Not evely counlry dwellernow-
adays is forced 1o hunt for his
meat, but he can't get along
very well without an ake.

What kind of an axe? Al-
though there are dozens of
varieties, most of these fall into
one ‘of two generadl types. Ohe
type is the deuble-hiiied tool,
the axe of two cutting edgeﬁ,
oile edge always ih hand for
rough, work and the other
l{een]y sharp, ready for fine.
But 'as a general purpase tool
the double=bitted axe is un=
desirable. And for anything
ather than specialized use in
the expert hands of a profes-
sional logger it is dangerous.

The other general type of
axe 15 the more Familiar single-
hitted tool having a flat head
and a curved blade. The lenglh
of ils Helve may wvary [rom
about twenty inches to three
feet, according (o individual
axe. In its smaller. belt sizes
the helve may he even as short
as ten inchies to one foot.

Granted the steel is of good
quality and its edge is sharp, the
siriking and cutting power of
the single-bitted axe resides in
three factors. One of these is the pres-
ence of a curved hit. Any eflective axe
must have a curved bit. A straight cut-
tmg edge: such as is found on hatchets
is next to useless for servious work, It
doesh't permit of a slashing hlow,

The second {actor is the weight of the
axe head. The third is the length of the
handle. Added striking force can be
put inlo any axe by giving it a longer
handle. arly, you can get added
striking power wnh even a short handle
by putiing on a heavier head. But
in either case you need to be ecareful
not to throw the tool as a whale out of
balance. Weight of head and length
of-helve; ought 1o be in proportion.

There is such a thing as getting the
right petrsonal fit as to length of handle.
A certain axe thal feels right in the
hands of one man may not {eel right
at all im the hands of another, Much

- depends upon the length of a person’s

reach. A man may bay an axe with
a handle that is oo long or a head that
is oo heavy. There's an old rule as
to length of helve which says it ought
not to be any longer than the distance
from palm of hand to ground, that is,
with arm dropped against side of leg.

THERE ismo special standardization
of axe sizes but there is a common
classification of these ranging [rom
what is known as a “full” axe 1o a
“guarter” axe. A full axe is one
weighing in the vicinity of five pounds

-and carrying a helve up to three feet,

The head of a three-quarter axe will
weigh about three pounds, (ypical
fengf.h of handle being twenty-eight
inches. A half axe head weighs about

one pcund less and has two inches less.

Extremes in axe sizes, a full axe and

a small belt axe

The woodsman stands on a
big log. chopping first one
side, then the other

of handle, A quarter axe runs
to two pounds or under with
handle carried down to any de-
gree of shoriness you care to
make it

The full axe is too hefty a tool
for most peeple. The three-
quarter size ig far more suitable
for the average run of axe users.
As for length of helve, if yvou
don’t like what vou've got you
can change to something either
longer or sharter, This goes
for any weight of head.

The gliatter axe ushers yvou
into the belt axe class. You
can’t expect this class of tool to
perform as effectlive service as
a heavier and longer-handled
implement but if carefully
chosen it can do remarkably
well. Carrving convenlence is
of course the object. As for
striking power, the rale of big
axes similarly applies. A curved
hit is better than a straight hit.
The heavier the head and the
longer the handle, the more
powerful the axe. But so long
as weight and lenglh combine
to give proper balance, length
in this case is usually more de-
sirable than weight. An axe head at
the end of a tweniy-inch helve travels
with greater velocity than one attached
to a twelve-inch helve.

A suitable compromise in belt axes
for carrving cotivenicnce and reason-
ahle power is une of fourteen to six-
{een inches in helve length. Some of
these smaller tools are built too much
like big axes. It is a mistake for
cutling edge to be too long in pro-
portion 1o the lighi weight of the
tool.

The helve of any axe, large or small,
ought to be of straight-gr ained hickory
or ash. And the axe must be properly
hung. In case it is the least bit off-
cenler in relation to line of blade, re-
ject it at once, forthere’s no better way
to misfire with an axe than swinging
a warped or otherwise off-center
handle. You ecan easily test for true-
ness of hang by sightling along under
edge of handle and bit of the axe.

Be sure that handle is firmly wedged
An axe that keeps flying off

in axe.
its helve is not only a pest: it is ex-
tremely dangerous as well. A wedge

of hard-wood is generally more re-
liable than one of iron. An extra helve
is a useful article to have on the
premises. You'll nced it soconer or
later.

Worrying a stub of broken helve out
of an axe is sumetimes a real job. In
case you can split, pound or augur it
out, all to the good. But very often
the job can he done only with heating.
Here you need to be careful not to
draw the temper, One way is to wrap
a wet cloth around the blade as high
as handle and bury the rest in coals.

(Continued on page 60)
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Combination court and saloon, presided over by Judge Roy Bean in Langiry, Texas. Photo shows the arraign-
ment of an alleged horse thief. Judge Bean once found a dead man under the railroad bridge at Langtry. The
deceased had a six<qun in his holster and $35 in his pockets. Judge Bean fined the corpse $35 for possession of

a gun and then confiscated the weapon.
killer, stating, “I've locked through all my la

‘ HE time was late July of 1878.the
place was Lincaln, New Mexico,
and things were really happen-

ing.

" In the McSween house were Billy
The Kid, Charley Bowdre, Hendry
Brown, Tom O'Phalliard, McSween,
Florencio Chavez, Jim French, Harvey
Morris and some others, The Murphy
faction, led by old “Dad” Peppen, had
just set the house on fire and it was
getting uncomfortably hot. Ringed in
by a circle of guns, it looked like
curtains for the Kid and his bully
boys. Steadily the fire ale into the
willow-thatched roof, filling the room
with a blinding, choking smoke. Night
was coming on.

“We'll make a break for it when
dark comes,” the Kid announced.

“Hell of a lot of good that’ll do,”
Hendry Brown said, “Them coyotes
.out thar is hangin’ just over the 'dohe
wall watchin’ the back door. We's as
¢ood as dead men right now.”

The kid snarled at him. While there
were ammunition and live targets
there was still hope: that was the Kid's
ﬁsyehulogy. The smoke thickened, the
heat became unbearable and the tim-
‘bers of the roof were falling into the
rooms to burn and well nigh suffocate
the trapped men. It was black night
now:

“Who'll be first out?” the Kid asked
his followers. J

“PIL try it,” said Harvey Morris.
Through ithe door he plunged. A hail
of bullets ripped into his big-frame.
 Pancho Semora and Vincente
‘Roinero then sallied out and piled up
on topof the dead Morris. Tom O'Phal-
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Handguns
and
Handgun
Shooting

By Capt.
Chas. Askins, Jr.

PART 28—GUN FIGHTERS OF THE
OLD WEST

liard was next to make a break and
miraculonsly enough won through.
Felipe Salazar was cut down as he ran
and McSween, Billy's dearest friend,
also fell.

Last man to gquit the burning Mc-
Sween home was that tough little gun-
swipe, William Bonney, alias Billy the
Kid. He vame-out like a leaping puma.
A wild vell floated up on the hot July
night. The ringed-in band of killers
had their man! Forty guns roared and
flashed. Slugs fell about the Kid like
pebbles on a iin reof. Seeing a man
above the wall firing quick shots at him
the Kid flipped up his old Convincer

When a cowboy shot and killed a Chinese the judge acquitted the
w books and I can’t find where it says it's againgi the law to kill a Chink.”

and feully drilled the man between the
eyes. It was Hank Beckwith who a
moment before had shot down Me=
Sween, That score was evened.

Twice more the racing, plunging
Kid whipped up the ald cutter and two
more men fell, both badly hit. Billy
ihe Kid had won through. With' forty
guns against him, pointed by cool and
deadly marksmen, he had rtan the
gantlet of death, killed one hombre
and crippled two others and he was
1ot even scratched.

His taunting laugh—wild and hard—
flvated back to the chagrined amhbush-
ers.

THAT little piece of shooting turned
L in by the leading old time gangster,
Billy the Kid, was to my nation the
sweelest piece of gunnery credited to
any of the gun-slingers of the late 70's.
It is Lhe neatest piece of murder which
I can credit to Billy and I've lovked
into his record pretty closely. Billy
Bonney was in a tough spet that eve-
ning and he won through with a display
of powder: burning which most defi-
nitely ‘did not tarnish his already
enviahle record as a killer. Then there
was the time when:Billy met a hombre
by the name of Joe Grant over in Fort
Sumner:

There is preity good reason to be-
lieve that Mr. Grant had been sent into
Billy’s bailiwick with the intention of
putting his light out. The Lord knows
the irrepressible Mr, Bonney had many
chemies, and this together with his-
penchant for going South with others’
livestock hadn’t endeared him to'the:

(Continued on pege 50),
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SEPTEMBERS TORRIDITY AND EARLY AUTUMNAL GLORIES

EADER, did you ever think of it,
R that September may run the

whole gamut of Lhe year's
weather—torrid heat, frigid cold, rain
and snow, low-hung ‘clouds and spar-
kling skies, dead stillness and hartling
winds? Yes, every climatic change and
meteorological vagary known to the
outdoor man and woman. There is no
heat more fatiguing, enervatitig and
exhausting, than that of September;
while, by the same token, there is no
cold more penetraling than that which
the month offers, because our hlood is
thin as well as our clothes,

Well, I like quixotic weather and
people, I am tired of folks who “run
true to paltern,” are altogether stable,
think, talk and live by the same yard-
stick. Somptimes it is just as important
not lo find people where you expect
them, as it is to find them running true
to form. If @ man wants to stand on his
head 1o cast a fly or plug, it is all right
with me.

This September morning my aI—
manack says, “Sun rises at 5:41 a, m/'
I'd be pleased if it would put off ils
getting out of bed say thirty minutes
or so just to prove it was its own boss,
Oh, T know all about the dire donse-
quences that would resalt, but just the
same it would be worth while to jolt
some people out of their self-content,
their wearisome eock-sureness, Just as
I enjoy fashioning a make-shift arti-
ficial fly out of material picked up in
the woods, unlike any insect that ever
was seen on or above a trout- water,
then take a goodly fish with it! Granted
at once that I want my Royal Coachc
man, Wickham's Fancy and Black
Prince, tied trite to pattern: but, never-
theless, I am always glad to discover
unconventionality now and then.
 Lying here on this délightsome bank
today, shaded most gratefully by the

28

thick canopy of a spruce, I realize that
even tomorrow, the wind may shift into
the northedst, and blow up.a cold rain,
which might turn to snow. That knowl=
edge of possible change adds zest and
piguancy to the afterncon. So when I
start out of a September morning to
cast for small-mouth along the marge
of my lake, sun shining brilliantly with

July fervor, my joy is augmented by

the knowledge that upon the morrow,
it might well be that only live-bait
would stir the small-mouth from the
hottom,

I can think of nothing more monoto=
nous 'than 30 days of clear skies and
bright sun, unless it be 30 days nf heavy
clouds and eontinuous rain. Frapkly I
counld not produce:a better world than
the one we have as it is, therofore T am
willing to take whatever ¢comes, thank-~
ing whatever gods there be in all sin-
verity, There is nothing wrong with the
world, the world of ereation. You re-
member the answer of Will Rogers,
who, when dsked what wds wrong with
the world, drawled, “I guess it’s folks;"”

I remember a number of years ago,
more yYears #go than I care to remem-
ber, we—wife, small daughter and the
writer—instead of attending a certain
“Conference” which was “obligatory”
(50 the announcement stated), pitched
oun tent on the shores of a small lalee:
and as though to punish us for our
recalcitrancy, almost is sbon as we had
cstablished ourselves, Victor ‘Pluve
sent a Nor'easter down upon us which
lasted three interminable days and it
became a battle to keep the camp-fire
burning. We stuck. Vie Pliutve fetreated
on the fourth day, and the last half of
the “stolen” week was surpassingly
delightful. Yes, we caught yellow
perch, and shot a few dueks, and lazed.
Our delight, enjoyment, was in direct
ratio to our courage, stick-to-it-ive-

ness or whatever you please to nanie
the quality.

In my outdoor life the same thing
has happened many times, spring, sum-
mer, aulwmn and winter. An ounce of
stick—to-it=ivencss is worth a lon of
luck. Why ¢uarrel with the weather
anyway? You can't do much about it,
as Mark Twain mourned: Who warnts
to do anything about it anyway! Who
would live in a stable universe if he
could? Or who would become so ex-
pert with rod and gun that he always
secured whatever game he went out
to get? It is the element of chance en-
tering in that makes gutdoor pursuits
so satisfactory.

B Y THE way, I receive many strange

letiors, and one of the strangest
was forwarded to me not long ago. A
man asked the following, “Will you
please tell me what particular fly will
always take bass or (I thirk he meant
“and") trout, always, under all water
and weather conditions?"'T didn't tear
my, hair, for my “hairs are all num-
bered™ as my piclure discloses; neither
did T sit down arid write him a red-hot
letter, metaphorically “scalping” him
also. Instead I 1old him T would answer
him, sometime through OUTDQORS,
and, “Mr. Loco Foco,” here is your an-
swer, in this musing, if you can dig it
out. Anyway my grateful thanks are
extended you, for you set my mental
mill a=grinding, and that is snmothmg
Your guestion and the advent of Sep-
tember, together,

Perhaps I have said sometime that
it is b pet cohceit of mine that if I were
blind-folded, worse, hlinded, I could
distinrguish each month {rom all others
by iis fragrance, its: taste. There is
something about September which is

different, altugether different, Now
{ Continued on page 63}
OUTDOORS



Conway, N. H.
Editor of OUTDOORS
Dear Bir:

I was in the Center Ossi-
pee Driig store the other day,
drinking me a soda and the
doot opened' and in walked
one of our hig game wardens
who is a minion of the law
in another section of the state
and we passed the time of
day and I ast him what was
new and he laffed and said
that he had just had the fun-
niest case in his long and
checkered career, He was
driving along the other day
and he met a car with what
looked like a gun barril
sticking out of it. Now it is agin the law
inn this state to carry a loaded gun in
a car or to shool from a car so he took
out after that vehicle and caught it and
ast the occuparits who was three nicely
dressed féllers what they was doing
of with a gun in the car. They said that
they didn't have no fircarm in the car.
He went right ahead and leoked the car
over and found an airgun. He told
them that airguns is illegal in New
Hampshire and that he would have to
confistercate il out of their possession
and that they might have it back when
they went home after their vacption
was over.

They put up an awful Howl about
losing the gun. So he ast them what
they was doing with it and they all
sald “We want doing nothing—honest
we wasn't.” So he said "“If yon want

doing nothing with it, why are you,

so sore about losing it?" Then they
admitted that they was driving hy the
bathing' beaches arid when they seed
a fat pompous old sittizen waddling
along in a bathing suit they would draw
down m him atd plink him square
on the seat of his bathing suit. When
he begun to do a buck and wing dance
and holler and swear they would cut
loose with a movie camera and take
an imperighable record
of the proceedings.

of Pun

did to myself, then it ain’t so fonny.

I stopped at a cottage the other day
to read the mieter and the vacutionist
in it was a big husky six footer and he
was husy fiddling around with a cam-
era ind T agt him what he was doing
of and he said he was going out to make
clise-up pletured in color of wild How-
ers. Then hie wenl on to oxplain what
a cliore it was to gel the sparkle of the
morning dew on @ rose in ity trae colors.
He looked like a feller that would be
mare at home watching a wrassling
ghow than recording the dew on the
rose, which just goes to show that you
never can tell

Thien I called al another place whai
is owned by a hig time executive down
in Bostun aiid the wimimen follks was
awl awary gnd he was busy out in the
kitvhen building an angel cakle. He had
abont seventy dollars worth of pat-
ented beaters and whippers all driven
by special geared down electiric motors
and he had automidtie clocks and re=
cording thermometers honked onto the
electrie slove in'the kitehen und He sajd
thut baking angel calkes was his hobhy
and he had reduced it to an exact
selonee of so nitich heating of the whites
af the eggs al so many revolutians per
minule on the beater, and so many

Lhe Meler Reader,
Seed Al Kinda

minutes baking at sueh and
such a temperature and he
Lind charts all drawed out

: very prefty showing just how

, it is did. If he wanted to, he

eould afford to buy a truck-
load of ungel cake with the
truck thrown in, and not fecl
it none. Years ago he criti-
ctsed one of his wife's angel
cakes and she told him to. go
and do better if he could and
hie said “All right, if yvou put
that way, T WILL." And he
done so. Now friends come
for miles around to ast him
to make an ahgel eake for &
hirthddy or a wedding anni-=
versary, both up here and
down {o Buston, and he says
that if it keeps going the way it is;
pretly soon he will either have to give
ub his business of give p the angel
vakes, He has quite a bit of money and
sa he is thinking some of giving up his
business,

I know another feller that mever
fishes wilh' nothing but a barbless fish
haok and he don't never bring home no
fish and he don’t never fish with noth-
ing but a 1y, He just catches fish and
plays them on a light rod and lets them
go. Since (olks know he don't never
plan 1o bring home no fish, why lie can
tell just dbout any fish story and get
away wilh it. He tells about catehing
brool trout ejighteen inches leng and
lebting them go and when folks ast him
why le doin't keop them he smiles sort
uf superior and says he has had the fun
of catching them, which is 9977 of the
fun of fishing and he don't have the
bother of lugging them home and
cleaning 1hom. He is seiting pretty as
far as fish stories is concerned, and he
knows it,

I know andllier feller that gets his
fun photographing gravestones with
gueer epitaphs onto them and some
timius e will travel five hundred miles
just to get another picture of an odd
gravestone,

I know one man that
makes a hobby out of

They invited him to
conte up to their camp
and see some of the
movies they had got of
that impromptu danc-
ing, but he said he
guessed he wouldn’t, as
much as he would like
to, and tock the airgun
and driv off.

All of which goes to
show that it takes all
kinds of folks to make
a world and that some
follkes have a funny idea
of amusement. [ admit
I would have laughed
ta have seed some fat
old geester holler and
swear and rare when
he was plinked with
an airgun while wear-
ing a wet bathing
suit. But when 1

weight lifting. After a
long hard day at busi-
ness he will come home
and have supper and
rest a while and then
go up to the spare
room in  his house
and lift fifty and wun
hundred pound bar
bells and dumb bells
and  toss them all
around. He is so
rugged that he rips a
bhig” Bostun telephone
directory right in two.
But when his wife asts
him to help her move
some furniture arowid
the house he has al-
ways dropped a stitch
in his back and tells:
her to have the hired
girl help her.
Sincerely yours,

stop to think how I
would like to have it
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“Well, we've finally got him in the boat

HANE,
1 The Meter Reader
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11 September;: About ten-fiftcen
with Ray riding tonight, listening 1o
a concert to pass the time. We rode
slowly down the Yellowbhanks road,
fascinated by the lakes of fog low-
lying here and there upon the
meadows, white under the moon which
moved now among clouds of white and
gray. The visibility tonight was ex-
cellent; the hills stood almost blue
against the sky; overhead the stars
gleamed as In winter, Arcturus almost
gone, Jupiter and Saturn drawing
closer to each other and to Aries, the
Pleiades twenty degrees or better up
the east, and Aldebaran just over the
horizen in Taurus. Drove slowly down
past the dark, tree-shrouded Hunkel
farm, past isolated houses where still
the yellow glow of lamplight fell
athwart the darkness, and over to
Seventy-Eight below the Ring
Marshes, from which as slowly home.

12 September: About two-thirty
left the farm and went with Al over
to Breunig’s Hill, where I investigated
the apple crap and found it good. Most
of the trees in the old orchard and in
the woods bore heavily, and the fruit
af most was now fit to eat, succulent
and sweet; indeed, the birds had al-
ready discovered it and, while the ma-
jority of the apples on the trees were
still teoc hard for them, they had
managed to find and partly devour
much softer fruit,

From the woods rose that deep,
pleasant distillation, a kind of cool
smell, if such a thing might be, mingled
with the aroma of prickly ash, whose
berries now still shone red, but largely
black, the seed pod having split and
curled back, revealing the ehon seeds
within, and the red sheathing now
beginning to pale in color and lose
its red, Asters blossymed along
the road, in the woods, and the
apples shone brightly among the dark
foliage, none having yet begun to
tuimn,

The mosquitoes were stll very ac-
tive, especially so in the day's heat,
arid made themselves annoying, so that
I turned, went back down to the road,
through 'the old orchard, and to the
east Upper Sac Prairie road, from
which across the fields to the Big Hill
on the river's edge. There Roman was
discing a sloping hillside in an effort
to cover gullies worked into it during
the past two years. He stopped to
talk, saying that it was hard work for
the hotses, inviting me to help myself
to cucumbers, noting that Gus had
come back from the Dakotas, “where
the crops ain't so good.”

T went on presently and sat in the
shade of the great old elm, looking out
over the sun-warmed prairie to the
western and northern hills. The after-
inoon was quiet: almost of late autumn,
but a nighthawk flew steadily all after-
noon, low over the slopes, feeding—
only that solitary bird with no fellows.
Goldfinches occasionally made bright
‘the air with song in passing. Left
shortly after four to make my way
back/to town.
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Counitry
Yeanr:

Seplemben

By August Derleth

15 September: After working all
morning #t the farm, went at three
this afternoon to the marshes, crossing
the railioad bridge to Bergen’s Island.
The Upper Meadow had been cut over
at last, and the hay taken from it, but
still there was maple hloomi (o make
the meadow's borders colorful,

Flowers stood at theit height, lend=
ing color to every mook and corner.
There were helianthus, swamp stin-
flovwers, and all the other varieties of
wild sunflowers; Joe-Pye weed or
purple boneset, white boneset (though
mast of this was gone), white snake-
root, a dozen wild roses along the em-
bankment, loosestrife, red and blue
lobelias, white, pale blue, and deep
blue asters, touch-me-not, ironweed,
all the varieties of goldenrod, turtle-
head or balmony, bottled gentians,
smartweed, watercress, canada thistles,
self-hesl or heal-all, evening primrose,
penstemon, bindweed, blue moring
glories, catnip, horsemint, wild balsam

Seplomber Day

This i5 a doy swhich sitmamer cannot kneow
And timid spring cowld newer entl iy name:

This ic a day sehen atttummn’s hright winds
trlum

The smotheved fires of eavili ta leapiing flame.

When waters must be sailed and rapture
flieng

Froam cliff and rockland to the raring air;

When afl 1he somgs of freedom wst e vmg

And beawtv's praise be shouted evervichere.

Then, when the davkrviess Jalls, a slar will
shine

And Girches glow upon a mighty shrine,

GILEAN DOUGLAS

apple, and a few blooms of the
climbing false butkwheat, though on
most of the vines the seed pods have
evolved [rom the delicate flowers.
Goldfinches commanded the air this
alternoon, and their twittering song
was canstant, broken into only occa-
sionally by cathirds’ mewing, The
cat-tails in the bottoms were splitting:
sending their tufted seeds broadcast
over the lowlands, and humming birds
were busy among the last of the phlox
and the touch-me-nots, Sumae and
ivy and a lone maple were red, but all
else was lush green, alinost concealing
the brook, so thickly had all vegeta-
tion grown. I went back to the village
along the highway, crossing Lenson's
Meadow, and stood for a while on
Water Street, '

16 September: Pete said this mormn-
ing in the barber shop that the
whippoorwills had called with almost
deafening insistence mear Laws' Land-
ing and at the Ferry Bluff early last
evening. That wauld be the latest day
for them hereabouts, and weuld tend to
confirm my belief that by and large the
birds remain until October, but do not
often call between August and the time
iHey take off for the south. Like night-
hawks, whippoorwills are lurgely noc-
turnal in their southward flight, and it
is possible that those Pote heard call-
}ng d:were from a flight come down to

ee

17 September: At six with Karl
down the railroad tracks, pausing to
shout to Bob, who has lettered his
name lapgely on the roef of his canvas
tent, and has put up-a small flag: in-
deed, making quite an encampment of
the Island place. At the momeni he
had a-tremendous smudge going, “to
keep off the mosquitoes,” he said; he
sat squarely in: the middle of the
pungent smoke, calmly eating in cir-
ctimstances which certainly could have
beenno better than the plague of mos-
guitoes, which manifested itself to us
also, but not too badly.

At the Spring Slough heard a mal-
lard hen, but could not see her. Even
in this dusk hour, the meadows were
heautiful, flowing away from the algae-
green and blue sloughs, with their
helianthpus and Joe<Pye weed, and
the dangerous snakeroot white at the
edges together with white boneset.
Sphinx moths still darted and flew
about the phlox, and wild roses
sweetened the air near the brooks.,

On past Lenson’s Meadow. past the
Lower Meadow and the Triangle to
Hiney's Crossing, where we turned up
along the road to reach the highway
just as the moon pushed redly out of
the east, a glorious sight there briefly
befure a haze of clouds caught it and
held it all the way back to the village
along Seventy-Eight. The evening air
was wabm and fragrant with dying
leaves, with carn smell, and with fugi--
tive odors of spring. Fireflies siill
glowed over Lenson's Meadow.

(Continued on page 65)
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YUCATAN BOB WHITES

(Continued from page 11)

to find larger coveys.and show me some
real shooting. He pointed to a clump
of palms and trees and I made out the
ruined walls.

So far the birds had vielated every
principle that the northern hirds had
taught me so [ went inlo this next epi-
sode blindly., Both dogs approached
the ruins and the pup came to a point
as he was in the act of jumping the
wall. He pointed hirds right under his
nose. Old Bob honored and there was
a watt until we:could reach favorable
shooting positions. The pup certainly
was a sight, frozen stiff with all four
feet balaneing him on the tep al the
wall. His tail had an awkward bend
in it—his nostrils flared wide with the
quail scent! T hoped he wouldn't slip
and {lush the birds or run the risk of
hurting himself;

I can’t tell you how many birds did
get up out of that room which was
about fifteen feet square. Rustling
wings. and whistling notes werce
drowned out by the echo of gunfire.
Altogether seven birds were retrieved,
“while the others cireled some lone pil-
lars and alighted some distance away.
peeping and whistling.

Old Bob struck out on his own, hut
the pup nosed around, sniffing with
ciiriosity: He camie alimost to-a point
several times and was about 1o jump
the old wall again when he snorted
with a whiff of quail scent. Immedi-
ately the dry leaves exploded. necessi-
tating 'a quick aim on my part. Two
hirds got up with the speed of runaway
herses,, but 1 nailed them with some
difficulty before they had gone very
far.

ALLEN had burned a roll of thirty-
six exposure film and in my desire
to master the art of bagging these
tricky gquail I had completely for-
gotteri that he was anxious lo try his
shooting luck. My suggestion that we
irade weapons was hardly uttered
when he handed me the camera and 1
turned over the loaded double. It was
one of the prettiest handling little “lead
throwers” I had ever had the privilege
to fire., Believe me, I needed a guod
gun lo cope with those pesky fliers.

During the exchange, Itsa and hoth
dogs were searching the ruing of an
old church. All three marched up the
center aisle with Old Bob in the lead,
pointing in the direction of the pulpit.
The pup honored and the fireworks
were about to begin. Allen rushed up
to: within shooting range and Itsa,
marking his new companion, flushed
the covey for him. Well, you never
hoard such a racket made by four
shells in-all your life! The walls of
the chiapel echioed the shots and birds
rose all over the place. I tried to aim
the camera but_got all balled up with
‘the eéablé release. Hunting and taking
pictures in a church was a new sensa-
tion for me!

The shots hit their mark. Allen had
his first two quail and the artist in
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him came out as he immediately ad-
mired the coloration of the feathers
The general color is a dark red-brown,
The head is crested and the back is
spotted with large half moon dots. The
tail is grouse-like ih desizn and
colored a dusty brown. The hreast
and under parts are of still lighter
color, more distinctly spotted. In size
the hird is slightly larger—on the
average—lhan our New England Bob
Whiles.

There was one last spot left in the
old ruin, and the two gunners and both
dogs concentrated on it—going about
the approach cautiously. First, they
entered the thick low cover of weed
and thorns—on into a deep triangle of
old tiled walls, following the dogs al-
most to the corner without any bird
signs, Then Bob finally pointed, and
likewise the pup, on a slightly different
angle. Both dogs began sniffing and
in general, acting very finicky. They
moved further into the corner and
were still on point. Itsa had the most
puzzled look on his countehance—and
Allen didn't know what was up.

When the dogs had reached the
corner we expected the birds to flush
and rise up above the tiled decoration
on the wall. but no! The dogs simply
about-faced and started sniffing their
way back toward the gunners. Itsa
mumbled in French and Allen grunted.
When the dogs reached their original
starting point, one bird got up over
the wall without offering a fair shot,
but Allen nailed it with lightning

Counting the bag ot the end of the day

speed.  Anothet bird Hed from under
the pup's nose and Allen took it easier
ay it reached for a sanctuary in the
hlue sky. ;

The explanation of the dog's be-
havior was obvious: ‘Both birds gave
both dags the runaround. I that isn't
¢leverness I have never seen a clever
bBird. Tt may be unwise to draw con-
clusions on a bird hunted only once—
but hoth Allen and [ agiee that this
Yucatan quail possesses more trickery
and fast-flying tacties than our
northern Bob White. He flies like a
cross between a fast woodcock and a
dodgy snipe and uses strategy that our
ruffed grouse would never think
about.

Despite the fact that I have de-
scribed the killing of .a pretty full bag,
both of us, and even that old hawkeye,
Itsa, made plenty of misses. You
never know where these birds are
going to get up or in what direction
they will bullet their way to freedom.
They are shifty and nervous fliers
and a test for any northerner who
thinks he knows quail shooting. To
be sure, there are no obstacles in your
way out there in g flat henequen field
such as our New England cover of
stonewalls, orehards and bramble piles
afford.

It's tive Yucatar—this wild country
of henequen—where an old eciviliza-
tion lies buried and where the new
civilization thiives above the ruins and
kinows the joy of a fall covey and a
smart pointer,

) B



clattered like a tommy gun. Out
~ in front three coyotes were Tun-
ning, closely bunched. As the gun
spoke one after another of the gray
dogs relled end over end. Three quick-
ly levered shots and three wolves on
the ground. It was by far my hest job
of coyote taking. The distance was T8
. yards, The three dogs lay within nine
vards of each other, fanned out. On
running jackrabhits at distances
around 100 yards I have more than
once killed two long-ears with follow-
ing shots.

Last spring I made a long trip into
Eastern New Mexico to give the .219
a thorough trial on running jacks. I
had in mind a spot between Roswell
and Clovis, where [ kiew I'd find rab-
bits by the hundreds. The rolling range
makes gunning ideal and I had for the
last 10 years promised myself a trip
in-that direction for the sole purpose
of shootittg the galloping conejos.

‘The first day in the rabbit country I
killed 47 jacks. None were sitting. A
jackrabbit in repese is just about as
tough as knocking bottles off the back
fetice with a clathes line pole. A c¢inch

POW! Pow! Pow! the little Zipper

<R ff*;mc S

The- bosh that the Zipper is not

«accurate is thoroughly dispelled by
the gun editor
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THE GUN FOR GAME ON THE RUN

Harold Russell flicks out a string of
rapid fire shols with the Zipper

proposition purely. If, however, you
think it is a sef-up to:gun down a lop-
ing rabbit on the prairie while he dusts
alotig &t something like 35 miles per
then, amigo, it leaves the suspicion that
maybe you have never iried the sport.

The 6<grain .219 Hollow Point is a
terribly destruetive slug on the 8- and
10-pound rabbits, Desplte the fact that
I sometimes had as many as six rab-
bits in sight at onee the bhig fellows
weren't partieulaly tame. SHots un-
der 75 yards were unususl. The aver-
age distance was sométhing around 90
yards as I remember, and quite often
I took chances up to 150 yards. 1
wouldi't waste amimunition onh runs
ners beyond that. I had too many tar-
gets and got a lot more good hearty
satisfaction from hitting a jack on the
run at sensible distances than to try
to plug him at ranges where more luck
than skill would enter in.

There may be other hunters in the
country who have killed as much game
as I have with the Zipper but if there
are I haven't heard of them. I got one
of the first Zippers to leave the factory
and since then I've tried three more.
The Zippér, for some obscure reason,
got off to a bad start. It wasn't the fault
of the gun.

‘We have: in this country a handful

of guns writers who must make their
estimates of every new weapon by a
sihgle standard. That standard is rep-.
resented by target performance. Will
the new rifle shoot to minutes of angle
(1" at 100 yards; 2" at 200 yards, etc.)?
If the gun happens to fall below this
performance it is immediately written.
up in disparaging comment,

Again, some of these same com-
mentators wWere never known to exhibit
their shooting skill out in the open.
They leave us the alternative of be-
lieving they are little less than human
machine rests—or else prevaricators.
In the mdller of the Zipper, which
these fellows certainly maligned, I71
cheerfully accept the second possibil-
itvl When the first writer-marksman
heat all the other commentators into
print with his story on the Zipper he
influenced a certain few of the mare
tardy firearms editors. They noted
that he sald the Zipper was not accu-
rate, Hastily they revised their stories.
And the Zipper got a wholly unde-
served black eye. '

AT 100 yards, using a bench rest.
with support for the muzzle and
support for the body the standard .219
Zipper, Model 64 rifle, using Wincheste.

The Zipper accounted for these:
prairie runners



58-grain- Hollow Toln iamunition
will shoot oneid-inch grou, after an-
other. 1 have: scores of such targets
around. The gun will shoot 3-inch
groups with the Winchester 98A peep
sight, unquestionahly the poorest sight
ever put on a Winchester rifle, and
with a.good Weaver 330 scope in place
the Zipper will shoot groups smaller
‘than 3 inches. T have them in my gun
room which run 2.25 inches. The last
four groups fired with the Zipper and a
Weaver 330 Tan 3.1 inches, 3.6 inches,
2.7 inches, and 2,9 thehes. This is an
average of 3.07 inches. I consider that
about the wsual accuracy of the Zip-
per riffe, and remember, I've had four
of these guns.

The Zipper rifle is not a target gun. T
would not-even say it is a proper gun
‘to- shoot still game with at all. The
‘Zipper was made for running shoot-
ing. And when nsed on galloping tar-
gels it is a thing of smoothly func-
tioning precision. The Zipper has
plenty of utility about it. It reminds
me in a good many ways of that grand
old game=killer the renowned .30-30.
No one has ever condemned the old .30
WCF because it was not a reliable 300-
yard hawk gun. It is today the most
popular high-powered rifle made. The
Zipper has nmny of the virtues of the
lever-action .30-30. It hangs on the
shoulder as if it had grown there when
the gunner lewvers out quick shots, it
cames up {ast when a snap shot has got
fo lie hammered in, and the converted
Maodel 74 action is just as fast as the
gunner warits to use it!

The Winchester Company never
said the Zipper was a target precision
job, they never boomed the gun to
compete with: the Varminter and the
Swilt, never recommended the 219 as
anything but a vermin gun for mod-
erate ranges. When I think of it I'm
inclined to snort -about these critics.
Anyane with even a superficial knowl-
edge of rifles should have realized at
first glance that the lever action Zip-
per could mot be expected to shoot
with the Swift with iis bolt action de-
sign. The lever action is not a pre-
¢ision breech closing. That fact has
heen known for forly vears. Why the
Zipper should be kicked about then is
beyond me.

The Zipper cannot be reloaded suc-
cessfully. That is unless you use new

cases for each leading. I have yet to .

find a lever gun which will handle re-
londs with complete success. True, you
can use:sgquib and mid-range reloads
and the action will handle them but
when maximum loads are used the
trouble begins. The Zipper is no ex-
ception.

The 46-grain hullet in the Zipper is
erratic. I do not like it at all and I
wolld not recommend that anyone use
it. It does mot group at all well and
it is tossed around In even a light wind
until shots beyond 150 yards are
wholly an affair of luck. The 56-grain
Hollow Paint in Western loading is
entirely another matter. This bullet
gives excellent accuracy and miuch
better-wind bucking qualities.

When the Winchester folks get
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arcund to loading the Zipper st w
65-grain bullet at 3000 feet per sce-

ond, a thing they'll be able to do rather

ecasily when this war is over and with
the new developments in powder, we'll
have the best killer in the .22 hi-speed
category. Right now, using the 56-
grain bullet in a bolt action heavy bar-
rel 219, the gun regularly shoots
1.5-inch groups at 100 yards. The
Model 64 has a long, waspy 26-inch
tube and while it is completely satis-
factory for hunting it is far too light
for itmost accuracy.

BY COMPARISON with the other
high-speed  .22's the Zipper lacks
nothing in trajectory. The

220 Swift

The gun editor tries the new Hem-
ington rifle which will shoot Shorts,
Longs and Long Rifle cartridges

very naturally outshines it: we'd be
sure to expect that. The Swilt drops
1.2 inchey at 100 yards, 6 inches at 200
vards and 14 inches at 300 yards. The
Zipper has a drop at 100 yards of 1.6
inches, 10 inches at 200 yvards and 28
inches at 300 yards. It may be seen,
therefore, that the Zipper holds its
own very elosely with the Swilt up 1o
200 vards, At 300 vards, however, it
has fallen twice as much. The .218 Bee
has a bullet drop of 2.8 inches at 100
vards, 14 inches at 200 yards and 42
inches at 300 yards. The little .22 Hor-
net draps 3.2 inches at 100 yards, 16
inches at 200 yards and 38 inches at
300 vards.

The Zipper, with no difficulty at all,
is second to the Swift and in my ex-
perience, particularly at 100 yurds and
bevond, entirely outclasses the Bee as
a killer. It is not as deadly as the Swift
but on jacks. chaparrals, eagles, buz-
zards and covetes it is a devastaling
Killer. The coyote; despite what a lot
of swivel chair writers may contend, is
a hard beast to kill. It is not that his
hide is hard to penetrate, his bones
difficult to break, or that he is so mus-
cled that penetration is checked, but
the indomitable courage of the beast
keeps him going when other animals
will lie down and die. He takes a lot
of killing and I've seen many guns fail
on him. The Zipper rarely does.

1 never accept long chances at coy-
otes. In fact I am not a long range
shoater at all. It may be that I am in the
field enough and get somany shots that
I will not accept out-of-distance tar-

gets: T do not admire the long range
shooter either. Despite his glowing
stories he is not telling the whole
truth. He glosses over these innumer-
able misses, does not tell abdut ihe
game that limped away c¢rippled; to-die
in agony. No, he expands about his
500-yard and 600-yard shots until one
gets the idea he always connects at
these impossible ranges.

The Zipper is a 200-yard gun and
that is very close to its limit. With a
Weaver scope in place it will kill still
gariie at 250 vards. But the Zipper'is
not a rifle to be used with a telescape.
The offset mount is an awkward affair,-
the shooter throwing his face entirely
across the comb to look through it.
And despite the claims of the-makers
the fact that the gunner looks through-
his scope in one plane and the
bullet travels through the harrel in
another doesn't make for much sure
hitting, particularly after line -of sight
and path of bullet ecross,

Stith makes his excellent mount to
fit directly over the action for the 218,
which is a much shorter and lighter
cariridge and this seems to work very
well but whether he has ever suc-.
ceeded in converting his mount to'the
Zipper T do not know, Tt is beside the
poinl any way because the Zipper rifle
does not need a telescope.

On high ppwer weapons such as the
Swift, the .257 Raberts, the .30'06 and
other guns where: shots at 1300 yards
and even beyond are apt to turn up I
think the scope is probably ‘worth
while. On such guns as the Bee and
the Zipper essentially 100-200 yard
weapons I cannot see any earthly good:
in a telescope. And in fact if you have
chance to shool running game; and
game on the move should not be shot
farther than 200 yards, a scope is just,
a nulsance,

We have a dozenexcellent peepsights
which are infinitely better and more
satisfactory, The King Improved tang
peep sight, the Lyman 103 microm-
etered tang peep, of beller the Lyrian
No. 56 receiver peep or the new Red-
field Model T0 receiver peep should
by dll means he attached te the
Zipper. The Winchester breech block
sight, standard equipment on the
Model 64, is one of the most interesting
little creations I've seen in a long time.
In the first place with the regular front
sight, which is pretty low, the No. 98
sight cannot be lowered enough o zero
the gun at a range of less than 200
vards. Now there are tithes when a
fellow likes the gun to shoot center at
100 yards. But it cannot be done with
this breech block peep. ;

The Model 71.348 Winchester is also
equipped with this Winchester sight.
It, too, eannot be lowered encugh to
permit sighting in at ranges of less
than 200 yards. These are disad=
vantages as you will admit but they
are insignificant indeed by comparison
with the floating proclivities of the
windage adjustment. Each time the
Zipper is dragged out .of the scabbard
the gunner will find the deflection slide
in a brand new place! The gun will

(Continue:d on pige 38)
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OFFICIAL GAME LAWS

1941-1942

The hunting laws published below were compiled from information gathered by the
OUTDOQORS statt from all states in which this season’s regulations are now available. Great
care was taken lo assure authenticity. The fish and game departments and legislatures of
a few states, however, were not ready to announce 1941 laws at the time QUTDOORS went
to press. Such states are indicated below with designations suggesting that hunters in these

states consult local authoerities to obtain latest game laws.
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# Local Exceptions

# Males Only

 This year’s regulations not available at press time.
Consult state authorities.
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t94) regulations not

Regulations as to taking weapons

into Canada for hunting purposes will

this year be similar to those of last

year.

There

are mo restrictions on

U. S. sportsmen entering Canada for
hunting purposes except that a permit
for bringing in firearms must be ob-
tained from the Commissioner of the
Royal Canadian Mounted Pcalice at
Ottawa, Ontario. The application for
this permit must give the applicant's
(1) name; (2) occupation; (3) resi-
dence; (4) purpose of visit; (5) dura-
tion of visit; (6) destination in Canada;
(7) Canadian Frontier port of arrival;
(8) conveyance to be used in travel;
(9) description of weapon, far each
fircarm requiring permit,
make and serial no. Also required is a
character reference, either in the form
of a letter from your local Chief of
Police or other prominentperson, or by
giving the name of a Canadian Gun
Club or other Association with which
you are affiliated.

including
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THE WALL-EYE

(Coritirived: from page 21)

as: passrhle knows nolhzng about. It
may be objected that one will lose fish.
Not often, for as before said or inti-
mated, when the pike takes; he takes;

a taut line and swinging rod being all
izhat is essential to hunkmg solidly: The
battle will prove a surprise to many.

However, inasmuch as the fly-rod is
not for all, perhaps for the angling
cognoscenti alone,
I must hasten to
add, the preferred
rod is the regula-
tion: casting rod,
515 ft., er if the
anigler be a bit
“peculiar,” then a
8-ft., 6-in. caster.
A warning should
be uttered here,
Such a rod will eall
for care and un-
derstanding should
a 6- or 8-pound
wall-eye join up.
I know whereof 1
speak. The fish is
a far better scrap-
per tham many
anglers realize.
The fight ability of
almost any fish de-
pends more upon
the angler’s
method of taking,
than upen the fish
itself. 1, for one, can have rare fun—
yes, spoff."—ﬁshing for “punkin’-seeds”
with a 2%-ounce Ay-rod and artificial
flies, 1 am warning you right now, that
vou can’t “horse out”™ a 6- or 8-pound
wall-eye with afly-rod. 1am recom-
mending to the rank and file. the
regular casting rod, multiplying reel,
ete; the ordinary bass caster’s outfit.

GLANCING back over what I have
written I do net notice anything
gaid aboiit the size of the hook io be
employed or whether or not to use a
leader. There is considerable differ-
enee of nnmlﬂn as to the merits of the
various “bends,” or shapes of hooks.
To my friends’ great disgust, I prefer
a'Schneck bend; you know it uncﬂuubt«
edly, a sori of quare hook, for with it
I'can—or do—take more fish. Some-
times I am so Yeranky™ as to insist that
I have flies tied on it! Whatever the
bend you prefer, the hook can be mod-
arately large, as the wall-eyve has an

Dpen face.” Also a short leader, or
wire gimp is advisable. I like a short
wire gimp, with a safe-snap at the end;
then one ¢an thange from hooks to
“plugs” at will. Sowe naturally arrive
at what may be termed casting for
wall-eyes. .

I have emphasized the necessity for
deep fishing in what I havé already
said, so under-water lures are the
proper type to select, though I am
loath to say simon-pure under-waters,
those that seek: the depths and stay
there. if there happens to be a tangle
in the line, or a back-lash inthe reel—
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wich only angling editors ever man-
age to achieve'—the lure will come to
the surface and patiently wait upon his
pleasure. Granted, forthrightly, there
is a. certain distinect advantage in the
true under-water lures; they will go
deeper hunt ‘cut hidden recesses; but
in case of a smarl anywhere they are
loo apt'io stay deep, altogether oo deep
for this angling editor. (A letter on my
desk right now says, ‘T can't remember
when I had a bad back-lash, a little
care and skill on the part of the caster,

"It put up a heck of a fight but I finally got it”

obviating all such troubles” Well!
Well! Frankly, I can't remember when
I did not have back-lashes, and I
wouldn't have it any other way if I
could. For like life, if we didn’t have
any “downs,” we wouldn’t have any
“ups.”)

I much doubt that color is overly
determinative, so long as it is arrest-
ing, challenging. I have many tinies
mentioned my liking for red and white,
colors I can see readily under almost
any water and weather conditions. One
must know at every instant exactly
where his lire is wiggling enticingly,
However, if the Reader is of the ilk
who delight in taking chances, and can
impale a sunken log or deéply pro-
trudlng root-and not swear, let him uge
the sitmon-pure underw&ter, it is a
taking lure. Remember, the wall-eve
is as a rule, a deep-feeder, and con-
seguently we must go down where he
is. Never rush the game, just keep the
lure in motion, that is all, for while the
fish is capable of speed, he does niot
like to exert himself. Onpe hooked,
however, he can put up a bewildering
serap, twisting, turning, boring—copy-
ing the tactics of his congener, the
lordly black bass.

As a rule he is found, as I have al-
ready stated, inhabiting rivers, below
dams, in deep. shaded pools, or where
incoming creeks afford chances at
adventuring minnows and an acca-
sional frog. No use fishing where he
does not feed, of course, though now
and then the unexpected does happen.
Which -reminds me . . . 1 was casting

with piugs in a.deep hdle of my river; a
faverite place, for a shner—crbek“
enters atiits head. Well, a- boy who'was
using a tamarack pole ctit in the nearby
swamp; was fishing in:shallow water
well down the stream, where ne one
with any fish gense whatsoever would
think of looking for pike. Suddenly he
uttered a wild yell, and started up the
bank, dragging hispole after him: Bay,
pole, heavy'line and big'hook. But fast
to that hook was an 8-pound wall=
eye!l. I have a mental picture of
it, but how I wish
I might have
caught the comedy
with. my ‘camera.
“Why?"” Who
knows, unless it is
one of the means
Pmmdenr:e has of
keeping “experts'
humble.

There is still
anmother method
of taking wall=
eves, exceedmglv
proklematical, bt
nevertheless the
gquintessénce of
pleasure and spart.
I refer to a method
seldom employed;
because so uncer-
tain, I suspect, and
that is fly-fishing:
“What, fly-fishing
for wall-eves?”
Yes, Brother, just
that. You see, it is
a heresy of mine that any fish will take
flies if they are properly presented—for
the particular species sought—and the
angler does not become too soon dis=
couraged. Years and years ago I pre-
pared for the lang since dead New
York “Independent,” an article upon
“Flv-fishing For Sunfish,” whicéh
brought me more unkind criticism and
ribald laughter than anything I ever
wrote; so 1 am ready for criticism, if
you feel like it, when you have finished
this paragraph.

The would-be guester of wall-eves
with Bies, must needs select one of his
heavier rods, nothing under 612 oufices,
for the wall-eye i an unknown quan-
tify at the end of an enamelled line. He
goes mad, and there is ne method in his
madness. You can predict to a greater

or less extent what a black-bass will

do on the end of a fly-line; but no

rophet, fakir, or ouija-board can
Eazartid @ guess-as to what a wall-eye
will do-when fast to-a steel hoek.

The HfArst well-hooked fish may
wallow on the surface; making futile
attempts at aerial ﬂights such as a
drunken trout might attempt; while the
next may take the bit in his teeth, like
a bucking broncho, darting rtght and
left in amazing whirls, seeking the
depths. He seems angered beyond all
imagining, to find himself the dupe of
a feathered lure. Of ‘comrse any fish
can and will put up a better fight when
hookedon a fly than the same fish does
when fast in the toils of a iriany -hooked

plug. There isa greater difference be- )

(Continued on page 57)
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GUNS AND AMMUNITION
{Continied from page 33)

hit anywhere from 6 inches leit to 22
inches right and it changes with the
wind., The standard tipen spurting rear
sight, with its short sighting radius is
miuch to be preferred to lhis No. 88
breech block sight.

NDW may I explain what the Zipper
rifle is intended for? It is a fast
stepping. cxceedingly  {lat  shooting,
hard. hitting apd’ sure killing 22 rifle
Tor running game. Where the hunter
has a greal amounf of ghme which is
handily hunted on the move the Zipper
is the ideal weapon. Because of Its great
speed, leads are cul to a nothing. Be-
cause of its grand it and perfect bal-
ance il hangs on the shoulder amd
permits the shooter o swing the lever
with great speed, therehy plugging in
fast shots at the rioming target. It is
more than accurate enough for all run-
ring gime and the power of the 56-
grain  bullet will very  effectively
anchor the gatne.

The Zipper is not a deer rifle. It
would probably kill dder and antelope
biit I would not say that it awill and I
never intend to try il to find out. The
Zipper is not a woodé¢huck gun, that is
it your style of woodchuck gunning
consists of taking chances at 300-500
yards. The Zipper will kill chiicks at
150 yards with reliability. However,
there are many letter rifles for this
game,

GLANCING SHOTS

NEW REMINGTON .22: Thinking
gun men have long wished for a 22
automatic which would handle .22
Shoirt, .22 Long and .22 Long Rifle
cartriddes. At one time 1 experi-
mented a good deal with the original
Remington 22 auto., using a series of
different length recoil springs to per-
mit the use of .22 Short cartiidges.
Haowever, operation was none too re-
liable and there was the hothersome
business of switching sptings, Now
the Remington company has achieved
success. The new Remihgton .22 auto-
loading Modeél 550 rifle will'digest .22
Short, 22 Long and .22 Long RiHe
cartridges  without adjustinent or
changes of any kind.

If you 'desire you can load first a
Short, then a' Lonyg and followed by a
Long Rifle cartridge and the gun will
perk without a stutter.. The Rem=
ington engineers simply borrowed:-the
Colt fleating c¢hamber principle. and
instead of calling it a Noating chamber
“thunk up” the "appropriate title of
"Power Piston.” The "Power Piston”
is a movable chamber which is moved
to the rear at the time the .22 Short
cartridge fires and by this slight rear-
ward movement furnishes additional
area within the chamber which is acted
upon by the powder gases,

So much additional recoil is de-
veloped by the "Power Piston” the tiny
.22 Short reliably actustes the mech:
“Vanism., The .22 Eong and .22 Long
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Tifie cartridges are powerful enough
o tHat the mgenious “Power Biston"
is mot brought into use when firing
these cartvidges. So, without pushing
diny buttons. chanding @ny parts or
guing .to any trouble whatsoever the
shooter may now fre 22 Short, Long,
imd Long Rifle cartridges in the re-
markable new Remington M/350 .22
attblodder. I predict it will be ihe
plinking gun of the year!

The new rifle will handle 22 Short,
17T Long ar 1p Long Rifle cartridges.
weighs 612 paunds, has a 24-inch
round Luperédd barrel growned at the
muzzle, a good manesized stock with
semisbeavertail furestock all' in one
piece and of Awmerican walnut, i8 a
tikeditwn, sports double extractors,
lias side lever safelv—just right for a
left handed man! beeause it is on the
vight side, lap of receiver is grooved
{0 prevent glare and the gon can he
Had for- $20.95 either with open sport-
ihg rear Sight and whilg bead front ot
with ‘the new Remingtion Pointcrom-
eler receiver peep sight and patridge
(stquare post) front siglht,

WESTERN'S NEW CLAY TARGET:

Western engineers have at last eome .

to my rescue, The new Western
“easier-lo-break” skeet and trap
target is what I've been looking for all
these vears. By the clever reconstrue-
tion of the standard White Flyer target

the Western folks have given us a

saueer which is many times more sus-
ceptible to those two or three pellets
in the very edge of my skeet pattern.
By segmenting the target into 16 sep-
arate parts the Weslern company has
producett the nvarest thifg to the ideal
clay hird vet developed. Remarkahle
part of the story is that the high ridges
hetween the segments actually make
the target stronger so that when
trapped: it is nat $o susceplible to
breakage. You will want to try these
new segmented White Flvers at your
club, They are made in 11 differeni
colurs,

The Weaver M29S scope is greatly
improved

THE 298 IMPROVED: Bill Weaver,
dynamic young scope maker of El
Paso, Texas, has given the budget-
bound sheoter another break. Recently
Weaver improved the highly popular
Weaver Model 208 teleseope (price,
$11.70 with mount) by the installation
of additional lenses. This has made the
scope brighter and the view elearer
and definitely sharper. Color correc-

tion is noticeahly more natural and to
the gunner obhjects through the scope
appear quite asg they should, ihe mag-
nification heing the only noticeable
difference.

The Meodel 298 is an pll-purpose
sight, sturdily built for rifles of the
3006 variely atiil just as ddapiable to
plinking and target 22's. Our hat’s off
to Bill Weaver who con improve a
popular medel, maintain  the same
price and do both during times like
these!

DUC-EM DUCK CALL: The Oliveros
Manufagturing Company is making a
duck - call of walhul, mahogany or
mapld which. for tone and natural
sound is faithfully near that of the live
waterfow]. This company alse manu-
factures crow cilly of the same splendid
quality. Designed by C. A. Oliveros,
old-time diu¢k shooter, and tested by
him and countless other old duck gun-
ners the new Duc-Em Tonetested call
is a must itenn in ilie gear 6 every
thoroughgoing wildlowler. Mr. Olis
veros is also connected with the Arm-
strong Featherweight Decoy Company,
makers of the practical eanvas decoys,
He tells me that they have perfected
a new walerproofing which has elimi-
nated the last bugaboo in the manu-
facture of their canvas tollers.

SILVER TIP: Last yedr, despite
overwhelming orders by the Ameri-
can and British governmernits the West-
ern Cartridge Company managed o
develop and produce the new Silver-
tip bullet. This new sliiff was a bullet
within @ bullet. The inside portion of
the Sivertip bullet was made of a nickel
alloy, the outer covering was of West-
ern’s famous luhaloy gilding metal. The
point of the biillel was while whence
came the name Silvertip, A test of the
new bullet, which' was made in all
popular ealibers, by hunters who shot
at 105 big game animuls resulted in
exaclly 103 being brouglhit to bag! Think

rof that, only 2 animals got away of the

tremendous number Hred. at,

The shooters were tiol pickerl West-
ern hunters, and-they were not under
any obiligation te Western 16 make out
a good case fon the Silvertip. They
wetre simply fellows who were known
to have gone into the woods using the
Silvertip ammunition. Here is the

‘whole story; every species of game

from Kodiak to deer was shot at, 638
of the 105 animals were killed cleanly
with vne shot each; 19 more succumbed
to two shots: B3 dropped’ within 25
vards after being hit and 43 fell right
in their tracks. Only 11 animals re-
covered by the atiginal hunters or
others were hit more than twice. A
truly remarkable record!

RIDING BOGCTS: If you are going
for that long anticipated big game
hunting trip this fall, and you know
you are going to put in long days on

‘the trail while riding in, not to men-

tion the time you'll be in the saddle

while hunting, take a rider's advice

and invest in a pair of riding: buots.
(Continwed on page 45)
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IGHTNING speed and enormous energy are
transformed into maximum #sefw! power by
the Silvertip expanding bullet. Expansion is con-
trolled —delayed —until the bullet penetrates deep
into the body cavity. Then, and then only, is the
full force of its deadly power unleashed! May we
send full particulars?

Shont a Winchester Mede! 70 bolt action eifle for poréer
and extreme avcuracy sn brg game. Many calfbers.

WESTERN CARTRIDGE COMPANY, Depr. I-20, East Alton, linois.
Please mail the Super-X SILVERTIP folder and the new 76-page Western
Ammunition Handbook giving full pariculars, specifications and bellistics
of Super-X SILVERTIP carridges. : :

T — G, EXPANDING BULLET




.22 TARGET
SINGLE ACTION

Model 822

TO GET YOURS!

Heavyweight
sport modell
Accurate; hard
hitting 103
inches. 2 adjust-
able sights. All
rimFire. Blued
finish, '

FREE
Boakigls

Perfect balance. Light trigger pull
without creep. A marvel of precision
sighting and accurate shooting.

Hurry to get your Iver Johhson Self-
Cocking .22 Single: Shot Balt Actien
Safety Rifle.

1_—;& st @c/e-j
IverJohnson

IVER JOHNSON'S ARMS & CYCLE WORKS
45 RIVER STREET, FITCHBURG, MASS.

%

At Last! A

Custom-Built

Rifle For
You!

THE HOFFMAN

Precision built from Huth tomuzils.
Fully custom-made at a price jlst
slightly above production mode's.
Any cal., .22 1o 50; any weidht:
any type of stack; amy cights |

HOFFMAN SHOTGUNS fully custom-furned.

Write {or literafure.

~tEanie of Distinchion for t:t:lh_.]rl anh hame”
HOFFMAN ARMS CO., AMARILLO, TEX.

CUNS for sale

The following items are all hrand hew
and offered “subject te prior sale™;
65 Win. Mdl, 94 Carhine 25 36—30/30—32 W, §. . §33.65
18 Win, Mdl, 92 Carbine 4440 WCF, 20" . . .. 43195
7 Win, rifies Model 82, 32/20 WGF, 247 hhl. V2 ocl, 33.95
15 Win. Model 70 Stundard. 30/06-270.7

m/m/250/3000-257 enl, npen egfs. ... ... .... 68,20
7 Win. Model 70 Standard Z20 8wift or 300G cal. =
with 7548 Lyman reesivor sight ................ $0.55
5 Golt Officers Model Targel, 32 cal, 67 .. ....... 30.75

Stamp please for Rig Amnunition List
WE BUY USED GUNS FOR GCASH!!!
Free: new eatalpg—Revolvers—F|fos—Blmigyns

L. HUDSON SPORTING GOODS CO.

-52 Warren St. {83 Dipusif € 0.D) New Vork
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TRIAL WITHOUT ERROR

(Continued from page 7)

Barney, but I'm alfraid my boss isn't
always the soul of truth. He has attrib-
uted sccomplishments to me that I
couldnt do in u huhdred years of
vouth. Apparently there wore others
who questioned his verncity because
on this particular night he was surely
debted.

And the most dappalling thing i hiat
he didn't leave it up to me (o get him
alt of this mess, Instead, he just left
me gut of ity For the first time in my
life T felt absolutely unahle to do a
thing to halp him.

“Oh, sure.” he roared 1o the ag-
sembled throng. “Bang's a good dog.

‘He's still good. In fact he's ahout the

hest pointer in the country, but I know
af one better,”

He paused then. as if to let that sink
in. Tt did sihk ih. [t sank in so far that
I stopped hreathing. It didn’t scem that
I could be hearing correctly, My boss
was valunteering the informatinn that
he knew of a dog who was my superior!

“Yes, sir, there's a betler dog than
Bang, gentlemen, and there he is.”

He waved his hand grandly in a
south-easterly direction where my -
lustrious son, Whizz, lay nm an old au-
tomobile tire. Whizz flicked his right
car and opened one eye, then resumed
his slumbers.

“There's the finust hunting dog in
the country, gentlemen. I'll het ane
thousand Roosevelt dolltirs that my
dog takes the show tomorrow,”

K he'd said “my dog, Bang” there
wouldo't have heen so muany takers,
Those men knew me and knew that it
wzis expensive (o bel against me, but
they didn't knpw Whizz and appar-
enily weren't afraid of him. The air
was filled with shouts of “I'll tHke a
picee of that!" and, “Put me down for
a bundrad!”

Well, at leost he was sticking 1o the
family. I wasn't the best dog any more
according to his opinioi, but my pup
was, and that was spmething in the
nature of a lefi-handed compliment,
but T'll admil I wasn't (oo happy over
heing relegated tn a position; lower
than that I'd held for yeurs. It taopk a
few minutes for the truth 1o sink in.
I was getting ald; too ald to be the
champion any lotiger.

I didn’t hang around after that. For
some reason or other I felt my rheu-
matism kicking up. My bones ached
and 1 was awfully tired. so I went up
the back dtoop and scratched at' the
door until somebody Iet me in, then
wandered inte the big room, flopped
on my bed and slept. T guess T must
have béen pretty restless all night;

maybe it was the dreams I was having

of better days when the hoss was bet-
ting on me and there weren’t so many
takers, or mavbe I was worried dhout
the hoss’s indigestion which 1 knew
would kéep him mixing fizzing drinks
all the next day.

As soon as I was able to lift my ach-
ing bones next morning I struggled out
inta the sunlight. It was a nice day, cool

and clear, just enough frost on the grass
to. make for good hunting. I felt a sud-—
den tang of loneliness or something,
and for a few minutes 1 actually felt
sorry for myself.

And then [ saw Whizz. He was sitting
on his haunehes at the [ool of 4 tree,
harking at a cat, I had to admit he was
quite some pup. I trikd o console my-
self with the knowledge that he was
my pup after all, and that il I couldn’t
run in the trials #t least Whizz ¢ould
carry the banner for me.

1 gat to my feet and trudged ovér 1o
him, intending to wish him luck. He
left ihe tree, walked toward me, then
raised his pose high in the gir and
trotted off before T had a chance to so
much as lick a few stray hairs olit of
his eyes!

At first I was hutt, then I felt a little
tingling sengation creeping along my
spine. I was being high-hatied by my
own son!

T WAS nihe o'clock when we got

under way and I hiad a horrible
fright for a minute because I thought
the boss was going to leave me at home.
However, one of the other men said,
“Oh, come on and take Bang. It isn't
fair to dethrone the champion without
giving him a chance to defend his title.”

The boss shook his head. “He's lou
old. He's got rheumatism and I don't
think he'd enjoy chasing through the
fields . . . 7

The other man smiled. “You wouldn't *
he afraid he'd beat out your other dog,

Another
Bang Letter

MY
LAST
AFFAIR

By JONATHAN ELDRIDGE

The wise old pointer
whose adventures are
followed by many
thousands of readers
will discuss bird hunt-
ing lore and canine
romance in his own
inimitable epistolary
style—

in the OCTOBER |

1ssue
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“Even if there were zebras in Missou-
ri there’s no open season on them!”

would you? It would cost you plenty
to have Bang win the trials.”

The boss straightened.

“Bang'll run,” he said, shortly. “Hup,
Bang. In the car!”

1 didn’t pay much attention to the
competing dogs; I never did. To me
they were just a bunch of yipping mutts
who thought they were good, but who
would soon find out that old Bang could
still mun their legs off, Whizz, meane
while, walked around with a cocky air
that infuriated me,

Here he was in his first trial just as
cocky #s I who had won dozens of
them!

And then I realized what al' this
meant, I was going to have o run
against my own son, and against the
boss. If T won the trials it would cost
the boss a thousand dellars. I don't
know muc!: about monsy, Barney, but
T do know that the boss seems very
interested in gettinz, and getting rid
of it. T made up my mind then and
there that I'd do my best. I'd either win
the trials or dic in the attempt! I'd
teach the boss not to bet against me,
and I'd teach my pup the meaning of
the word rezpact!

It was a o1 2-sided battle for the first
hour ar so. It usually takes that much
time Lo eliminate the mutts.

By eleven o:lock there were but
six dogs left, Whizz and I were still
leading the field and another dog, a
pure white setler named Bonzo was
close behind us.

On the next run we eliminated all
the dogs but Bonzo and the judges
then ‘decided to run all three of us
together until one dog had completely
demonstirated his superiority over the
other two.

We were working singles from a
large covey that had just been Aushed.
Bonzo got a point and held very nicely.
Instinectively I backed him and so did
Whizz when suddenly I smelled some-
thing rotten. The bird Bonzo was point-
ing was riinning. I held point for anly
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a second, then cauntiously backed away,
made a blg circle and pointed again
about twenty feet away. The judges
were ready and when one of them told
the boss to Aush the bird T was holding
he shopk his head and said, “Mr. Car-
son’s dog, Bonzo, got the point. Let
him Aush.”

Mr. Carson stepped ahead of his dog.
Immediately both Bonzo and Whizz
broke. There was no bird there: I re-
mained staunch. The hoss stepped
ahead of me and kicked mp the bird.

He looked surprised, then smiled and |

rubbed my head.

“This may cost mea thousand bucks,
Bang, but it's worth it!"

I retrieved the dead bird, then ran
into another gort of hot scent. Im-
mediately Bonzo and Whizz backed

me. The boss waited for the-judge’s-

signal, then walked ahead of me. Sud-
denly a little cottontail rabbit ran out
from under my nose. Then there came
a torrent of howls and yips and both
Bonzo and Whizz broke point and
dashed madly in pursuit of the rabbit.
I remainena on point. The boss gulped,
then kicked the brush. When the bird
flew the boss was too dumfounded to
raise hisgun, -

SO, AS usual the boss returned with
his pockets full of ribbons and his
stomach full of that wobbly-liquid and
everyhody said that there never was a
dog like Bang. That night I wandered
into the house to lay my weary bones
on my bed.

Whizz was lying in front of the fire
but not oh my bed. He looked up
at me and wagged his tail respect-
fully, then moved over to give me
plenty of room.

It seemed to be a good lesson to him
because he lreats me with real respect,
now. The boss didn't seem the least
bit downcast over Tlosing all that
money.

That night he came in and dropped
into his chair beside the fireplace and
rubbed my ears:

“¥You showed "em all, Bang," he said.
“T shoiild have known betier than to
bet against you. Why, I believe you
could go out there again tomorrow
blindfolded and beat every dog in the
show!"

So, Barney, I still get my piece of
steak. The bed in ‘ront of the fireplace
is still mine, and I still hold my seat in
the car, The kids ride on my back and
I sleep fifty percent of the day and one
hundred percent of the night. It's a
pretty good old world even it I do have
to exer: myself occasionally to prove
to the becss that there’ll never be an-
other Bang.

If you ever get ambition enough to
walk over to the old cypress tree you
can always leave me a message. It's
been a long time since you've allowed
your mind to work hard enough to
compose a letter.

Give my regards to all thr mutts
down your way and remembar me to
Mickey, that little Trish Setter girl you
have down there.

As gver, your old side-smeller,

Bang.

b “teams™
ty, Twice as

—tha fabric
beauty with

SQUALTEX

strong as the army duck of standard bunting togs, yet
& third lighter. Tightly woven from the finest Pima
yarna . « » 50 smooth; rain simply glides over it, never
stops lo seille down . . . briers give it up as a tough
job, Sanforized to keep in shapel Val-dyed to hold its
colorl Waterproofed for life with DuPont Zelan,

RED HEHP
f/ﬂEw [-
) O_ML’[JIC

CLOTHING

WITH ALL THESE
Huniding FEATURES
B1-SWING BACK —Lets you swing

up to those high fiyers asfresand
pazy ad it you wete costless. On
Nos. NOB; NQRE, NCB.

i Conceal

coat and Tining ... - W
ready when needed ©.___1
tooive allthe warmth ===
oi an Eskimo Parka,
On Nos. NQRH,
NCBH.

ZOUAVES—Loosa,
slightly longer than
regular trousera.
Blouses over tops
of shoes. Elastic
bottom . . . Real
comfart! On No
NFEK.

ZIPPER GAME
PDCKET-Drops
down to =it on
or for cleanlnﬁ.
Blood - prooied,
Ou No NCB.

&

REEFER

POCKETS—
Keaps your hands
snug and warm. On Nos.

NQRB, NCB.

TO THE LADIES! Yes, we've finally suecumbed to
your pleas, Now you can get a Red Head Hunting Coat,
Zouaves, cap, or what you wish ... just like friend
husband’s or brother Bill's , . , with all those Hed Head
Happy Hunting features, too. Ask your dealer.

SEND FOR FREE BOOKLET
@Tells all abaut Red Head Happy Hunting
hits, including famous “‘Bone-Dry’* clothing
= .. coats, caps, breeches, |
Zouaves,shellvests, game

bags, miackinaws, shirts, @ &
gun casas and covers.

RED HEAD BRAND CO.
4329 W, Beimont Avenus, Chicago, L.
Red Head for*' Happy Munting”*
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"A an more clean hits . . . no mutilated
... no blown patterns report du:

F' k‘_v Cholcc

ing gun manuimm‘u s recognize

y-Choke as one of America's greatest

‘arm accessories. They can furnish you

with their standard guns, Poly-Choke
equipped at their factary.

Here’s What the Experis Say:

6The new Aero-Dyne Super Poly-Choke is the
greatest gun improvement of our time. Makes any
average shot gun a nine-gun rack. 99

6§6Most amazing thing I ever smv. Super Poly-Choke

gives me IN A JIFFY the perfect pattern for rabbit,
crow, woodcock, gquail, pheasant and duck, as well
ws for trap and skeet. 94

661 fired thonsands of shells with my Super Poly-
Choke and never got a blown pattern. Poly-Choke
malkes any shol gun . . . standard auto-

matic or repeater...obey its master.9@

Tlu's Bﬂok You,.
\)

Poly-Cheke
is not shown
on frent cover




Now you can say goodbye forever” to mutilacg

eater of automatic, or what standard type of

5 break your best prevmus records.
That's %o exaggemuon either . .. as any of the!75

Aero-Dyne Su of Poly-Chake on yout famtu.e sigigl

kills, ance of one gun fitcted with the
lost cripples, aggravating misses . . . and be cdm iplete ‘Super Poly-Choke.
naster of your shot gua in the ﬁsld as well asfon che When your gun:is sent to thej
shigoting range. Makes no difference wheiher youf gun’s and experienced gunsmiths §
‘_ mmu- Dyne Super Poly-Choke wit}f latest type sight . . . hand-
nit' sou use . , . shooting the Poly-Choke way jou're, lap the barrel to a mirror fiflish from end to end . . . test

,’“ aswm A Better

. anid %0 blown patterns . . . with the Get more fun, more clg
le- Write today for yo
Better Wing Shot”

oly-Choke factory, able
illfully arrach the Aeto-

an hits out of this year's hunting.
{ free copy of “How to Becomie a
. the valuable limited and revised
at every true sportsman shoiild own.

jion wing shots, it is chock full of help-

Yes. nine dlﬁerem déyrees of choke T . nine distspct ful tips to impfove your 'shw‘tiﬁg, Mail the coupon

'hme nuz:le A sampie rn gile
pattern for every shooting sty
grueling tests made by Ameridy's foremost arms and
ammunition experts, nine differeny guns with nine di
ferent chokes failed to equal the ¥ '

coli !Tﬂﬁ
toward

NAME

way from full choke to wi xmmedmeﬂy :

qfl you'll also receive free, "When Is Sun-
ompact pocket size expert tabulation of-
fow!] hunting hours and open
ver the country. The supply of
both free offers is strietly limited. So send the
oday and get a real head starg
Pecoming a much better wing shot

ATTENTION
DUCK HUNTERS!?
For FREE copy of inter- .
esting pocket-size booklet “When Is-
Sanrise?” mail convenient coupoo.
“When Is Sunrise?” is mbulued by ex-
perts. Tells you ina ﬂld: sm:mm and:
legal hunting hours during all open
seasons for water fowl throughour the
entire country.

THE POLY.CHOKE COMPANY
183 Tunxis Street, ‘Hartford, Conn.

Please send me FREE your mh:!p.l -and revi

1941 ~edition hook —'"How 1o Become-a- Be;

Shor" —and FREE sp-q,vqul carton for. shlppmg_

Also send FREE.""When Is Sunrise?” which. Jists in l:om

‘pact form sunrises and legal ‘hunring henrs
apen seasans for hunting water fowl in the l:rn

eas

I3 llil'
tates. |

ADDRESS
CITY




EVERY day, you hunt in big-game country—
whether for small game or large—be dressed
for ful protection, in Woolrich Honting Clothes.
Famous mouhtain make, from the taw wonl ta
finished garments: Best red-and-black hunter's
%}Nuf!. warm and stormproof, Choice of other plaids.

elzhu you want. Designed for all-day comfort
and con ¢. Real in huntng style. Neat,
good [opking, well tailored. Moderate cost. And
your clothes are backed by over 110 yeats of Wool:
rich wrv:te to himters,

Choice of Coats
Breeches, Shirts, Caps

Full- I'enn!!- hunting coats; ' fined
and - wnlined—232-a7, and Tighter,
Cruiser and possack styles. Hunf:
ing breeches. long . pants. pants
with knitied Teg hottams, vest,
hat-cap or ean to mateh, Fina
|| chaiee In  Woalrich  hunting
| shirts—all-woolen anl flanped,
in . plaids, checks ond plain

Woalrich hunting
teather-faced  hunting
mittens. Ask your deéaler now
A for genuine Wuoaltich Huniing
Gl s, Look for the teade
F9 mark in every garmani,

r--.---- SEND ME FREE swene-y

B wanlrich ‘Weolen Mills .
: dohn Hieh & Bros., Dept, D,, Woolrich, Penna, :
1 Send me your Huniing Clothes Catalog FREE. 0
(R L L ST AT SRNN T EECP I . A = :

]
BRBHEES i e P L s AR [ ]

ng'lhw M—ﬂ

Receiver ang

Piuts apaiture close to the

eye:N o Tuzey “bulls, No

eve strain, Voib 8o Tetter

g et "‘[’Kﬁ'\xll

ise with mecr w.

Lh iz Iluaum ) ”

LL,I givessh € ledd-

|l|nn Send :m- Free
algler showing—

14 ScureaBuostmg Features
Crack shots everywhere are tnthnsipstic nver this new
Mnﬂﬂt Crosa, Bijrhit NGW ready f ir Wincheatior 52, 56,57
4% wnrl Ballurid *»ngze 19, 22, 33 ami 33, .A.h-l Stevens
417, 416-1; Ran and Remington M 37 Frue, $12.
gl. 50:tddit[nnh1 nrermnghem A1-1and M- 1 Repuingite
B4and Winehester SingleShot Rifles. Gerall el actsalone
this sensational new improved sight, Wiite fur Free Fulder.

MARBLE ARMS & MFG, COMPANY  [A-155)
5710 Deita Avenue Gladstone, Mich,, U. 5, A

SMITH & WESSON
Hevolvona

SPRINGFIELD, MASS.

Send for Smith & Wesson Bookler

POINTER

STOCKS iereyr €

for Colt Weodlmn Hi.Standard
Model B-€ Stacks, $4.50, Colt.& 54w
Stocks, 53 50. At your dealer or direct.

WALTER MURAD

SAN CARLOS, CALIFORNIA
“4

LOST
(Continued from page 17)

over. Reconstruet, lap by lap, the
ground you have traversed. Try to
think your way back to where you
started from. Above all things avoid
panic. Most woods tragedies occur
when a man throws common sehse
away and replaces it with fear., As one
old timer told me: *“Whenever you
get lost the first thing to do is to con-
vince yourself you're all right. You're
well, ain't ye? You're warm enough,
ain’t ye? You’re not starved yet, air
ye? Then what you got to worry
abott? You'll come out all right.”

If it’s near nightfall you have another
problem on your hands, that of keep-
ing warm and getting some gleep. But
that needn't worry you either. I've
spent many a night out alone. So have
cothers. So can you.

You need a fire. Build one. If it is
cold, build two fires six or eight feet
apart and sleep between them: If it
is bitterly cold, build a third fire in
between and after it has burned for a
while, scrape away the embers and
lie down to sleep on the warm ground.

If you are badly tired and it is bitter
culd, don't try to sleep, because you
might go to sleep and never wake up.
Keep yourself awake by moving
around. But in ordinary weather
there's little enough danger of freezing
to death while you sleep, because the
cold will wake you up rather than
keep you sleeping.

In the morning you can decide what
is best to do next. You can try to find
your way back or you can let those in
camp find their way to you. If you are
completely turned around, the latter
is the wiser course. I remember read-
ing about the wisdom of just sitting
still and letting what you want come
to you. It's good advice for the man
wha is lost.

Your companions in camp will miss
yvou when you don't return. They'll
sefrch dround camp in'the dark. Not
finding you they will wait until morn=
ing and set out again. If you sit tight
they will probably find you.

Tt you're out alone, however, with
o one to bé responsible for you, you
have to get out the best you can.

FIRS‘I‘, orient yourself by learning
your directions; This isn'l hard,
even though you have no compass.
When' the sun comes up, face it and
stretch your arms out cross-like, Your
vight hand will be poiniing to the
south, your left hand to the north.
There you have your basie directions.
If you take your bearings at sunset,

the reverse is true: left hand south,

right hand north.

Make some definite note of direc-
tions. The easiest way is to take a
stick and lay it on the ground pointing
north and south.

If you want to take your bearings
al night that isn“ any more difficult.
Let the north star be your guide. Find
the big dipper and look at the two

stars farthest from the handle. They
point directly at a bright star, That's
Polaris, and the direction of Polaris
from where you stand is inevitably
north. Use the stick guide and in the
morning, even though there is no sun;,
you'll have your directions right.

Whenever a- surveyor goes into a
strange countiry he always “lays his
line.” When you try to get out of a
strange country you should do the
same thing—lay wyour line. That's
where you begin using the stick guide
I have been advocating.

How? After deliberation you de-
cide that camp must be in, say, a
northerly direction. All right. Your
stick points north, one end of it at
least. Select a landmark, a tall tree,
a mountain top, a point of rocks to the
north. Head toward it. It may be
miles away. No matter. Keep facing
it. Frequently check iip to see that
youre headed right. Keep headed
right and you will be all nght but if
you lose your landmark, you're lost
again:

In story hooks you've read that =
man who-is lost will walk around in =
cirele and eventually meet himsel:
coming back. Maybe you didn't b:
lieve it, but it's {riie. Nearly ev-_y
one who is lost will eross and rec.oss
his tracks and, unless succored, ex-
haust himself by traveling around smd
around like a squirrel in a cage.

For this phenomenon there is an in-
teresting reason. Uuless your two
legs have a boss they will walk in g
haphazard direction. One leg is al-
ways stronger than the other. It will
lead the way. Because it is the
stronger it will always lead in one
direction and compel you, whether you
know it or not, ta walk in a circle.
You obviate this physi»al bias of walk-
ing by keeping that landmark in your
path all the time.

When you get to the landmark, or
at least when you reach a point where
you believe it would be advisable to
change directions, lay your line again.
You have been going north. You now
think it wise to go west. Put down g
north-south stick, Cross it with an
east-west stick. Set yourself another
landmark. And go on,

HERE isn't an outdoorsman alive

who doesn't have to use guides of
one sort or another to'keep going in
the right direction. This includes In-
dians; They all have little tricks, like
the ones [ am discussing here, to keep
them from becommg lost.

If you are in a very strange country,
completely lost and cannot find your
way back to eamp no matler how hard
you try, you're still in no danger if
you will remember to keep heading
in' one way long enough, by laying
your line and following it, instead of
blindly following yourself around in a
circle. '

Rivers, highways and railroads all
lead to habitation. Your job when you
are completely lost is to make your
way to one of these.

Last summer a man I know, ex-
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perienced in outdoor craft, had the
misfortune to turn over when he was
running the rapids in a turbulent
western stream. His companion was
drowned. He got to shore. He had
nothing on but a shirt, a pair of pants
and some light rubber-soled tennis
shoes. He was stranded in the middle
of a hot, hostile desert. Here was a
chanece to wander around in the heat
of the summer sun and finally drop,
exhausted. But he was a cagey fellow,

He did exactly what I'm advising
rou to do. He first took his bearings,

arned north from south. Then he
gat down and recollected how the map
of the country where he was lost
looked. He remenbered that a rail-
road ran somewhere east of the can-
yon. He knew the directions. The
test wis cdsy. He picked out a land-
mark divectly east and “laid hig line”
by it. The rest was merely to keep
going. -

He went slowly, husbanding his
stiength, He set one landmark after
another. He came out of it without
any more mishaps. He was in the
desert for two days and nights without
anything to eat. But eventually he
reached ilie railroad track and found
a small rancho nearby. His experience
wasn't pleasant, of course, but it was
a lot better than dying in the desert
.., hig fate if he hadn't used his head.

Men who know the dangers of out-
door travel aren’t ashamed to take
simple precautions against getling lost.
One of these is to carry a compass,
which should be as much a part of an
outdoorsman’s equipment as a hand-
kerchief. _

And then 1 know a grizzled old
piorcer who has spent the better part
of his 67 years following lonely trails;
he confessed to me that he always
caryied three “lifesavers” with him in
his jacket.

He showed them o mie. They are
a steel mirror, a dozen varnished
maiches and a ten-cent-store whistle.

“What's the idea?” I asked.

“Well, the mirror will come in handy
for signalling in case I ever got lost.
Flash it against the sun and the rays
are visible for miles.”

“T see. The malches?”

“For starting fires. I have var-
nished them to make them waterproof.
Just dipped them in varnish, then had
them sewed in the side of my éaeket."

“The whistle—what’s it far?’

“In the deep woods there isn't a
better way of notifving people who
ate close by of where you are. It
doesn't take much room and weighs
practically nothing., I've used it, too.”

THAT struck me as so much com-
mon sense that in my jacket today
I have a steel mirior, twelve varnished
maiches, a tin whistle. I have never
needed them. Some day I may.

In the woods it is an aceepted signal
that when a man is lost he fires his
gun three times in quick succession.
Any one trailing in the woods who
heais three shots should wait to hear
if they are repeated. If they arc he
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knows some one is in itouble. He
fires three shots: Waits for a reply.
Then heads in the direction of the
signals. .

Ahove all things the rule for being
safe when you are lost is to avoid
panic. The best philosophy to follow
is that of the Indian.,

A redskin, wandering around aim-
lessly, eame upon a party of white
men. They asked him if he were lost.

“No,” he replied. “Indian not lost.
Tepee lost.”

That's it. You're not logt. You are
vou wherever you are. But camp is
lost, or your companions are lost from
vou, or the ear is lost. Your job is to
find i1, not by rushing pell mell but by
thinking your way out, quiely, de- |
liberately, earefully, just as you think
vour way out of a business problem at |
home,

That’s all you need to do.

GUNS AND AMMUNITION
{Continued from puge 38)

Nupe, 1 do not mean the kind that is
affected by our cavalrymen, [ mean the
variety worn by the vaguervo of the
West. For real riding ease nothing
can quite equal his peculiar footgear,
Best boots are made by the C, H. Hyer
and Sons Company of Qlathe, Kansas.
Write far their catalog, and if you need
mere information write A. E. Hyer,

General Manager.

BAUER DOWN JACEKET: Light as a
feather, comfortable and roomy, war-
ranted against the most severe weather,
a dead grass color, impervious to the
rain and handsome in appearance, that
is the inza-sentence deseription of the
new Bauwer Blizzard-Proof Down
Jacket, digiributed by the Eddie
Bauer Company.

Last year we commenled on the
splendid Bauer Pure Down Sleeping
Robe in these columns, Since that time
the Bauer Robe has been in use for an
average of one week in each four and
has proven to he the best sleeping bag
fur the meney that we have seen. Re-
cently Dr. Will Chase, probably the
most famous Alaskan hunter, had this
to say about the new Bauer Blizzard
Jacket: “T would advise that I possess
one of your Dowrr Jackets and I find it
the finest and most appreciated gar-
ment I have ever owned. . . . to slip
the garment on is a real treat, and it is
extremely appreciated when one is
high in the mountains.

REMINGTON ADDS .2760: The fine |
Remington Model 305 bolt action |
sporter is now available in .270 caliber,
Heretofore it could be had in 30706 and
257 ealibers. The Model 30 has been
slightly altered to improve the lines of
the stock. The Model 31L 12 pauge
shotgun, new: repeaier to weigh only
61 ppunds, has not been produced be-
cause the receiver, which was to be
built of an alloy designated as Aero-
met, by the Remingtons, and presum-
ably of aluminuim, has not gone into
production: because of .governmental
needs of the alloy.




ERE'S a chance to cash in on your
familiarity with guns, hunting
clothing and the various sportsman’s
accessories in use during the fall sea-
‘son.

Twenty-five prizes—all items cov-
eted by all hunters—will be awarded

-

manufacturers. Use space provided
for identifications on the next page or
make your list on a separate piece of
paper if you prefer.

Many readers will be able to iden-
tify the articles shown on the front
cover at a glance. But it is recom-
mendedthatall identifications be veri-
fied. Hence it is advisable to obtain
catalogues (incidentally the manufac-

to those who best iden-
tify the shooters’ equip-
ment shown onthe front
cover.

No cold trails, no
" tricks in this contest. No
subscriptions to buy, no
-essays to write. Simply
prove your knowledge
of what hunters use
and wear.

Here'show. Study the
front cover. Then
identify the articles
shown, giving names,
model or style or cata-
logue designations,
‘and names of the

CONTEST RULES

. Everyone may enter this contest except

emiployes nf Quidone Publications, Inc.,
and employes of the manulaciurers and
sellers of the articles featured.

. Ia your list of identifications state, first,

the cortect mame of the article, then the
manufacturer’s model or style or cata-
logoe ‘destgnation, then the correct name
of the manufacturer. Write Plainly
Please, For Neatness Will Count.

. Each contestant may submit only one

entry. Contestants who submit a bum-
ber of entries under various names and
addresses will be barred from the con-
test,

. Daoly one prize will be awarded to an in-

dividud| contestant. In the event of ties,
duplicate prizes will be awarded.

. Burries most be postmarked not later

than midnight, Ocrober 11, 1941,
Prizes will be awatded and trlnnets noti-
fied not later than October 31, 1941.

. Mo entries will be returned mor is

OUTDOORS obligited to have any

corcespondence concerning the contest

. Judges of the contest are: Clayton Hole

Ernst, president, Outdoor Publications,
Inc.; Victor B. Klefbeck, editor, OUT.
DOORS: Mathan B. Lincaln, managing
editor, . OUTDOORS. Their decisions
witl be final.

turers of all articles
shown on the front
cover have advertise-
ments in this issue) in
order that names, mod-
el, style and catalogue
letters or numbers may
be correct.

So send for the cata-
logues and use these for
reference. Please do
not ask the manufactur-
ers which of their items
are shown on the cover
for all manufacturers
have been requested,
in the interest of fair
play, not to answer
such inquiries.

Give yourself ample tiine for careful study of the items shown on the fronf cover in order that your identifications may be
wecurote, So'send foddy for the catalogues of advertisers in fhis issue. Fill aut and.mail your entry blank before the closing
dote: Remember‘ 15 October 11.
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WIN

 one of these

25

PRIZES

WINCHESTER o170

Super Grade Bolt Action Hunting Rifle

nd ITHACA ﬁt STEVENS "tlllm WOOLRICH

Field Grude PI‘IZE 20 Ga, Bolt Action Repeating Shotdun Flannel Shirt

: Prlze Double Barrel Shotgun

%_ COLT
[Z86 Woodsman Pistol atl;rm HODGMAN lsﬂil’l'ize MARBLE

th  SMITH & WESSON
Prize -3¢ Sel. Mil. & Pol. 9th _ LYMAN ‘l th e

Revolver v Prize Receiver Sight to PIONEER

th MARLIN v HNSON th HUNTING
Prizg -®/ 30 Lo Action 10 Prize I sEchoig 29 3,2 25 Prizezs KNIFE

Carbine

LIST YOUR IDENTIFICATIONS BELOW OR, IF YOU PREFER, ON ANOTHER SHEET OF PAPER.
MAIL TO CONTEST EDITOR, OUTDOORS, 72¢ BOYLSTON STREET, BOSTON, MASS.

P pepepe——e—e———————ET TR R L L DR P L L LR LR R LR R B R R R Rl R R R LR R

Name of Arlicle Model, Style or Calalogue Number Meanulacturer’'s Name

7t|;ﬂze MOSSBERG Izth DRYBAK

.82 Repeating Rifle Clip Type I'IZB Army Duck Hunting Coat

CONTESTANT'S NAME.. .. .. e —— OSSOSO R WO STHEET ..o

BT OB TOWIML, ..o 500503500 A st svenasnstnstss TR T e b s A
SEPTBMBER. 1941 47



Featherlight!

—and oil-smaoth short stroke action. An easyv carrving, lightning fast
handling repeater that will let you travel farther, finish fresher, and get
into action quicker, than the fellow with a heavy gun, Only &% 1bs, in
20 ga., 6 Ibs, in 16 ga,, and 6% Ihs in 12 ga. '—TFeatherlight! ANI} every
gun proof-tested with “dynamite” proof loads.

Four models—2Model 37 Featherlightl for fleld use, $46.95; Model 371:
with "dead level™ solid raised rih, §55.05; Model 378 with Ithaca's exclusive
rampless ventilated rib for Skeet or game, $67.96; and Model 35T (shown
above) with rampless ventilated vih and selected high-grade wood, for
Trap or game, $90.11,

Send 10c in stamps for catalog giving gun, dog and load information

ITHACA GUN CO., INC. BOX 1, ITHACA, N.Y.

Features two, threaded
metal caps covering adjust-
ing knobs. Caps protect
scope from all outside
moisture; prevent acci-
dental movement of knobs
when hunting. Uses vari-
ous mounts, 215 X, B. &
L. lenses. 40 ft. field, 100
B, & H: MT. yds. Scope only, $50.

LYMAN ALASKAN ALL-WEATHER SCOPE

by
GUN SIGHT CORP., 79-S West St., Middlefield, Conn.

LAMBSKIN GUN CASE

gendine leather hinding snd. handles; strong leather Tein.
Wael lining prevents rust. When ordering give
15¢ extra for new Models R-37,

Send for free folder,

Nichols' ecustom bullt: full length:
forcement around Ltreech, hutt and muzzic.
length over all,
W-D2. Money refund guarantee, Write for new ca

talcg. ,”
‘NICHOLS CORP., YARMOUTH, MAINE . fiunting, camping and

$1 extra for guns with telescope sight.

CARTRIDGE HOLDER

SLIP IT ON YOUR ORDINARY BELT

Takes place of heavy eartridge helt. Hand made, hand sewn,
heavy embossed sole leather with 14 cartridge loops for
all sporting ¢artridges like 30-30, 30-06, gov't calibers,
ele.  With 135 brass case pocket compass with mirrer
back, both cartridge holder and compass—=$1.00. Satisfae-
tion guaranteed,

EDWARDS & WALKER CO.

MONUMENT SQUARE, PORTLAND, ME,

When writing to advertisers will you kindly riention that you have seen their
advertisement in OUTDOORS.

JITTERBUG

“Gets Six Bass -
in 20 Minutes with

~“Jitterbug has the right -
action to attract bass. I get £ B

more strikes with it than
any ‘other bait. Last
night on the Homosassa
River (Fla.) I eaught six 3 to
5 1b. bass in 20 minutes.”
Walter Pike, Columbus. Ga.
Try a Jitterbugl Its loud
paddling action positively
annoys fish — anyhow they $1.00 ea.
- hit it viciously. Free Calalog. Choice B Colors

FRED ARBOGAST, 999 North St., Akron, Ohio
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MY FIRST SHOTGUN
(Continued from page 19)

hills. The brush in places was higher
than my horse’s back. The trail, now
running through a labyrinth of aspen
groves, began to get steep. But I loved
the seclusion; it seemed like a balm to.
my groping and half rebellious spirit.
Drowsily the wild bees and horse flies
hummed through the groves, and
frightened squirrels scurried away.
Suddenly, a wild sage gobbler thun-
dered up through the brush, making
my pony jump, almost unseating me.
But with considerable effort I swung
the old goose gun out and banged
away. A few moments later my brigk
little dog brought the huge bird from
the brush, and I tied it on the saddle,
before penetrating deeper into the
wilderness.

Crossing a low ridge, I dropped down
into the main eanyon above the settla-
ment, and impulsively started to trace
the turbulent creek to its source at the
foot of the highest peak in the range.
Many stories of this particular wild
and forbidding place had reached my
ears, and I determined to penetrate
into the gorge where, it was said, the
creek sprang full grown from a wall
of rock.

Reports of bear and mountain lion
frequenting the locality were numer-
ous. They had, been seen; they had
been tracked. I clutched the long
barrel of my gun, tightened my lips
until the blood was driven from them
in an effort to' keep a hard, brave feel-
ing inside me, and plunged my horse
into the thicket of high sage brush
close to the willows and mountain
alder by the creek.

That I was inadequately armed for
big game seems not to have mattered.
The impulse to seek adventure was
strorig. The trails, at first narrow and
steep, soon became impossible for my
pony, whereupon I dismounted and
tied him to an aspen; then croiiching
beneath the low hanging willows, I
went forward, my heart palpitating,
partly from exertion and partly from
fear at the deep, silent mystery of the
wilderness, which now permitted the
sun to shine through only in fantastic
patterns. “There’s bear in here,” 1
kept saying to myself. “I hope I see
one. No, I don't. Gosh, what if I do!”

A water ousel flirted noisily with the
spray of the foaming creek, and a
coyote slunk into a patch of elder-
As the gorge narrowed until
it became hard to find even a foot-
path along the game trails and washes,
I began to get a peculiar feeling at the
pit of my stomach. The roar of the
water seemed oppressive, and the
towering ledges, flanked with dark
pines, frowned down ominously.

BILL, my dog, stayed close: behind
my heels with a serious glint in his.
small beady eyes and a frequent grow!
in his throat. “Wild country we're in,”
I said, stooping to ‘pat his bony head.
“Might run into anything.” A deer
gracefully dashed up the banlk, disap-
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pearing like a phantom. “Toop beau-
tiful to kill. Closed season anyway,! L
muttered. b

A moment later we stopped by a
strip. of muddy margin tramped Hard
by the wild things that came down to
drink. Bill growled, half in fear.
“Keep still,” I scolded, realizing my
nerves were getting jittery. A strong
impulse to retrace my steps seized me,
but I was set with a still stronger de-
termination to see the head of the
creek.

The gray wall of rock from which
the water gushed seemed but a few
hundred yards ahead. My heart beat
faster, A moment of exultation swept
wover me at the thought of being one of
the few people in the settlement who
‘had actually seen the thundering
‘cascade that fed the creek. ‘

I turned back te look at Bill, who
suddenly let ot a wail of terror, and
started to retreat, his short yellow hair
bristling. “Come back, you little fool”
I scolded. Then switiging around to
the w: . ~~ain with the easy move-
ment of 1./ gun, I let my jaw drop and
doubled up in the middle as if 1 had
been punched in the selar plexis. A
few feet ahead, towering on his hind
legs, close to a hawthorn hush;, was a
huge brown bear.

Time seemed to be suspended, and
the universe stripped of all its immen-
sity, except as personified in the great
beast, suddenly observing me with his
small, beady eyes. After a morent,
however, he reached up and nipped
off a bunch of haws with complete in-
difference. 1 turned to run, bul my
feet seemed weighted to the ground.
I tiptoed down the trail as if afraid the
very vibrations of the earth might
cause the mountain of flesh to-descend
upon me. Finally, I fell myself be-
yond the bear's field of magnetic in-
fluence; my feet became lighter; I
started to run, my gun dangling among
the willows.

IT WAS almost dark, and a mellow
summer moon was rising above the
dark hills beyond the valley when I
turned my pony into the pasture and
started wearily toward the holise. For
the first time my gun seemed very
heavy—and useless. The day had been
an' age, and I felt veiy old in ex-
perience, but something inside of me
conveyed a sense of futility.

1 carelessly presented the one bird
1 had shot, after which I listened to the
anxious protests from the family. Then
I tried to give a coherent account of
my experiences. But as I reached
the eclimax, where I was about to in-
troduce the bear, I was overwhelmed
with the sudden realization that I
would be laughed at and disbelieved.
I could stand neither, so I broke away
with a few. stamimering words; and
after eleaning my gun went to bed.

In a few minutes my father came to
the loft. A worried but grateful ex-
pression was in his gray eyes. “Son,
vou shouldn't have gone so farteday,”
he- said seriously. “¥You were in a
dangerous place.  You might have run
into a bear or a-lion.”
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“I—1 know it,” T erxied, sitting bolt
upright’ in béd, my elbows tensely
drawn across my knees. “l—er—
might. I did!"

Suddenly 1 begast to talk, and found
it easy because I was being believed.
Never before had Dad’s deep, sym-
pathetic understanding seemed so
priceless as at that moment. "All my
adaolescent wonderings and confusions
began to pour out in a flood, My
strange fancies, my conguests and
failures, After all, the old shotgun was
just a symbol of my lonesome, groping
life, which, now, in a moment seemed
glowing with a new sense of values,
We were talking man to man.

“I—I wish I had gone with you, I
should like to have gone,” I heard him
say in a tonc of self reproach. “Next
time I will. We'll go on some explor-
ing trips, and do a little hunting and
fishing besides.”

“Say, that will be great!” I cried
happily.

The world of reality and the world
of dreams seemed to merge, and I fell
asleep with the musie of leaves and
lapping water in my ears; presently I
saw a big shaggy body standing in a
thicket, and I gripped my long range
duck and goose gun; but not with in-
tent to kill. I was just thrilled with
the joy of hrazen courage. [ gripped
harder—the hand that was firm and
strong in my owrm.

CAMPFIRE SMOKE

(Continwed from page 25)

Nesting rabbits, the investigators
found, are at pains to conceal their
nests amidst deep grass and near
wooded cover. Each of seventeen nests
ohserved by the Iowa unit had an aver-
age of 6.4 young a year. In a two-
year investigation, the Missouri group
found an average of 4.4 young in each
litter but each female cottontail had an
average of about sixteen young a year.
Nesting begins about the first of March
and continues until early September
when the last litters are born.

The spread of farming to hitherto
uncultivated areas has proven detri-
mental to the rabbit population. In
Michigan it was discovered that while
the rabbit population hasnot increased,
the number of hunters had tripled
since 1916. In 1937, Michigan hunters
took a toll of 2.300,000 rabbits and in
1939, they killed :2,500,000.

Rabbits form a desirable type of
game for state and local projects since

. they are apt o stay put. The home

range of the male eottontail is said to
be 14 acres and 1.2 for females. A
common method of stodking is by im-
porting rabbits from other states but
wildlife authorities declare this prac-
tice to be unwise, since the local rab-
bits are apt to become infected by the
newcomers with diseases hitherta not
prevalent in the stocked area. A bet-
terr method of .assuring good sport
is in leaving :sufficient cover tn take
care of the existing supply while hold-
ing the bag limit down so that anly
surplus steck is killed off.
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Marlin Model A1-C .22 Cal.

" Marlin

N A _MOST
HIGHLY REFINED OIL

CLEANS, LUBRICATES & POLISHES

Is indispensable in 'the home, office or afield.
The finest oil for golf clubs, bait casting lines,
reels, ‘guns ' and  household appliances. -MNever
gums; hardens and is cadlorless, odorless ‘and
stainless.”
‘Handy Can 35¢ postpdid
I your-dealér canmot supply il, write to
WM. F: NYE, INC.,.Dept. ©
‘New Bedford, Mass.
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AERIAL
SHOOTING

The grme that everybody's shooting
and talking abolt pecause it's aerial
ta-get practice at it? best. Inexpensive,
can be erjoyed in limited area.

Targe Gun is .22 cal: smooth hbore
repicater (easily convertible 1o rifle).
Trap can be used on gun, as shown,
with shooter throwing his own targets,
or on separate Hand Trap Frame:

Targo offers the fun of trapshooting
and Skeet at moderate cost and trains
the eye for any aerial shooting.

.22 Cal, B.8hot Clip Repeater,

Model 42TR — 311,78
No. 1 Trap. . — % 645
Hand Trap Frame 95

Mosgsberg targets—slightly over ;¢ each.
#1215 West of Rockies

See Targo at your local dealer’s, and
send 3¢ for Targo folder.

0.F. MOSSBERG
& SONS, INC.

1409 St. John Sti, New Hzven, Conn.

Fou will get  194)
hunting camiort
and' proteclion in ‘Dry-
hak  Hunting Clothes. On top
of that, upite.date style—extra,
practical, convenient,  usetul
features—and long wear. All at
b, prices you'll ke,

Get all-weather Drybak Clothes
—popular for 37 years—in youor
choice of light, medium or heavy
water.repétlont Dryhak fabries.
Coxts in a wide choice with
numerous Drybak Ianovatitns in
desipa. Leaders all' with “*Dry
Back or Money Batk™ guarantee,
Soe the mew Two-Lenath Hunt-
ing Coat. Madium and feather-
weight, with many svecial fea-
tures—some patenled. Up-to-date
breeehes and slacks, with best
improvements. Shell vests, shirts,
hats  and. caps. .,  Best' wnanlen
tlothes for big.game bunling.

ASK YOUR DEALER

- | Leading stores sell the hest biys

s in' hunting clothes—Dryhak

Hunting . Clothes,  See  your

> I dealer’s selection=ampls choige

| for all hunting comdilions ang

4 climates. Size range 1s Insure

right fi. Best ting ealors.

] Fdr new eatilog, write Dept. 6.
W ——

THE DRYBAK CORPORATION

BINGHAMTON -NEW YORK

50

HANDGUNS AND

HANDGUN SHOOTING
(Continued from page 27)

randhers alohg the Pecos even a little

hit. Whether Joe Grant was sent or

just eame on his own hook is beside the
point. While in his cups he was heard
to remark that he was going to cut
another notch in the black walnut
handle of his old hawg leg “purty soon
now” and that the recipient of these
post maortern honars would be mone
other than Fort Sumner's leading—
ves, its brightest—citizen, Mr. Will
Bonney. Word got ‘round to Billy—

He met Joe Grant in Hargrove's
Saloon. Grant wis disposed to he
friendly. He and Billy, along with
Barney Mason and Jim Chisum, amigos
of the Kid, had several shots of red-eye:
Grant was then prefty well tanked up
and was waving his sixigon around.
The Kid watched him like a hawk.
Grant walked to the back door of the
cantina and triggered a couple of shots
inta the air. When he returned to the
bhar the Kid sidled iip beside hini, skill-
fully eased his gun out of the leather,
quitkly twirled the eylinder and
dropped it back dagain, with Grant none
the wiser.

The payoff came swiflly. Joe Grant
whirled en Bonney. His hand dipped
for his iron, came up. The hammer
fell with' a mechinical “ping” on the
already dented primer. Billy scooped
his weapon out of the scabbard and
spattered Grant's hrains on the bar.
Joe Grant had died, killed by his own
stupidity. The Kid had spun his eylin-
der so that when the hammer fell it
would strike on one of the fired
emplies,

I have been in Lincoln County a
hundred times, I have visited Fort
Sumner on coiintless oicasions. I have
talked with dozens of people who had
first hand knowledge of Billy the Kid.
As well as I can make the tally he
killed no more than a dozen men. Of
course tradition figures his “boothill”
up to twenty-one but there is mighty
little good hard evidence to substan-
tiate this.

There probably isn't a more glamor-
ous killer in the annals of the old West
than Billy Boniey. His vouth prob-
ably accounts for that. But the facts
are that Bllly never cut down any
really great gun sharks. They were
hard cases like himself but they were
not the gun-slingers of the stripe of
Ben Thompson, John Wesley Hardin,
King Fisher and others, Chances are
if the Kid had tackled the Curly Wolf
of Texas; otherwise known as John
Hardin, who had forty well authenti-
vated notches on his twin sizes; he'd
have gone down kicking.

A LOT is made of the fact that Billy
is supposed to have killed 21 men
by the time he Had reached his major—
ity. John Wesley Hardin, by the time
he had reached wdting age had not enly
ventilated a full score of lead-slinging
Texans but just for good measure had

cut down a full nineteen more! Thirty-
nine men fell before Hardin's belching
Colts in a six-year period, from the
time giinman Johin wag 15 iintil he was
21, an average of a boothill ceremony
every sixty days.

Mr, Hardin undoubtedly had a pretiy
lively time of it, and it is interesting to
nole that he did not earry hig twinkling
sixes in a belt at all, John Wesley had
a special calfskin vest made. On the
front of this specially tailored garment
he sewed two holsters in such a way
as to point the gun butts to the front.
When the moment came for blazing
action Hardin crossed his hands and
drew both giins in 4 swift cross draw.

In 1877 Hardin was tossed into the
clink. He languished in durance vile
for a full 16 years, his sentence having
been for 25 years. When he got out he
thought it expedisnt to quit his old
stomping grounds and seck new
pastures. He was 41 then, an old man
as gun twists go, hut despite 16 yeurs
of powder burning inactivity John
Wesley still bad a mighty formidable
reputation, You eannot burn down
{orty men, fighting hombres all, and not
command cotigiderable respect wher-
€Ver you are,

Hardin came to El Paso. During his
sojourn at Huntsville he had studied
law. In El Paso he hung out his shingle
on-San Antonio:Street, did his drink-
ing at the Acme Suloon; plaved faro
up and down the famous old “calle,”
and got into difficulties with Young
John Selman.

Young John was the son of old John
Selman a'trigger man in his own right,
a sure-thing killer, and a gent to watch
most carefully! Seems Hardin had a
light o' love named Lillie MRose.
Lillie, a gay soul, was much given to
getting on sotol benders. Properly
liguored up Mrs. MBose—she was a
widow, John having waylaid her
spouse and filled him full of buckshot—
was much given to shooting up the
redlight district. Hardin thought this

was funny But Young John Selman,

city policeman, took exception o it
and tossed Lillie M'Rose in the hoose-
gow. Hardin swore he’d kill Selman,
Jr. and word of the threat got "round 1o
old John Selman, the real lion of the
Selman duo.

Things commenced to simmer,
Hardin was drinking steadily in the
Acme. Old John Selman strolled in.
Hardin had his back turned. Selman
eased his 45 out of the cut-away rig
afid holding it behind his leg walked
up behind Hardin, Selman got close
enough for a cinch shot, whipped his
cutter into line and shot Hardin, the
Curly Wolf of Texas, squarely through
the back of 'the head. Selmian was
acquitted, folks feeling it was good
riddance.

A year or so later, George Scar-
borough invited old John outside. They
went into the alley and the listencrs
in the saloon heard old John ery oul;
“Wait, George, some son-of-g-so-and-
so hhs took my gun.” Scarborough
didn't believe him. Heg shot Selman
three times. Later when they carted
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Hardin’s killer off to the morgue they
found sure enough ihat his gun was
gone. While Selman and Scarborough
quarreled in the cantina, someone—
an enemy undoubledly—had filehed
old John's .45, It wasn't George Scar=
borough, and it wasn't his idea. He was
a prime fighting man, ex-U. S. Marshal,
and he asked no such odds as that.
Later Scarborough was hadly hit in a
bushwhack scrap with Bill Carver and
some of the Wild Bunch. His pardner
went back to Deming for help, George
having agreed to hold off the outlaws.
Next day his comparde returned with
a posse bul Searhorough was dead,
fallen over his empty Winchester.

I CREDIT Billy Bontiey with having
L the most gun-throw golor, John
Wesléy Hardin T give you as the dead-
liest of them all. but rveckless, hell-
roarin’ Ben Thompson had something
both of these others lacked! Ben, in-
ventor of the first shoulder holster—
and a right able user of his invention
too—fanned a crimson trail from the
brealks of the Brazos to the wide open
bordellos of Abilene. A killer who was
miaybe the bravest of them alla shoot-
ing man who asked no odds but fre-
quently gave them, a gumner ‘who
finally went out, shol from behind.
Ben Thompson I honor as the First
Citizen of the Draw,

When Ben was a bov he went to New
Orleans from his native Texas. There
he overheard a Frenchman insult a
fair lady of the Crescent Cily. Ben
forthwith challenged and the French-
man accepted. Ben's opponent, having
been tossed the gauntlet, named pistols;
Mr. Thompson said okay but stipulated
that instead of single shot duelling
weapotis thie pair be [urnished with the
good Colt repcaters and were lo fire
until one or the other dropped. The
Frenchman did not have much stomach
for this kind of duelling. He asked
that Ben fight wilth swords. Thompsori
saitl no, Finally the two repaired to a
cellar beneath a bar room and there,
grmed awith stillotos and in pitch black-
ness had it out. The Frenchman was
buried the next day and Ben Thompsdn
got :out of New Orleans muy pronto.

Ben enlisted in the army and shot a
sergeant who objected 1o his stealing
provisions. The lieutenant interfered
and Ben again hauled his old fire-rod
out and ahruptly parted the teniente
from his immortal soul. Ben then went
over into Mexico, making his head-
guarters at Nueve Laredo, and re-
mained there until one memorable
evening when he forded the Rio
Grande in something of a hurry. Two
dead Mexes oni the floor of the Cantina
de las Rosas were the reason.

In Austin Ben had to ventilate a gent
by the name of Coombs, a notorious
killer and good riddance. Mr. Thomp-
son suffered himself lo be arrested .and
tried for the Coothbs' affair but of
course Ben wasn't convicted. Ben then
migrated to Ahilene, Kansas, cattle
shipping point for the Texas drives and
by long odds the roiighest, wildest hell-
tootin’ city in this or any other country.

There he and Phil Coe, another
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Texan, opened the Bull’'s Head Saloon.
wild Bill Hickok and Coe fell aut over
one of the glamorous ladies of the
sporting district and Wild Bill seized
the opportunity to make Ben sole
owner of the Bull's Head. Ben was
laid up with a broken leg at the time
but swore vengeance. The meeting
between Hickok and Thempson would
have heen the gun slinging saga of the
ceniury had it ever occurred—how-
ever the renowned trigger men never
got together. When Ben's leg mended
he had to return hurriedly to Austin
because his wife was dying.

In Austin he had some differences
with a fellow named Wilson who
owned the Seriate Saloon. Wilson wis
no milk-and-toast himself and was
more than ready to battle. He came
charging out of his place of business
with a double barreled shatgun. Twice
he fired at Thompson and twice he
missed, Just as he triggered the last
blast a .45 slug hit him, followed in a
twinkling by three more. His bar-
tender, who had taken cards in the
draw, opened up ahout that time and
Ben very generously fed him the re-
maining leaden pill in his trusty old
SIX-gun.

EN had always been a gambler.
That wis his means of livelihood.
Dropping down to San Antonio one
day from his home town of Austin he
sat in ot a litile game at the Vaudeville
Variety Theaire, a rather peculiar
name for a saloon and gambling place
awned by a tough bozo by the name of
Jack Harris. Ben lost heavily and
finally kicked his chair back, ¢laiming
the game was crooked.

Word got around to Jack Harris that
Thompson had charged that his faro
was not on the up and up. Harris, not
even faintly impiressed hy the Thomp-
son reputation, said he would kill Ben
for his remarks. Thompson had gone
back to Austin when word reached him
pf these promises to let daylight
through his carcass, Forthwith Ben
climbed back on the train and returned
to San Anlonio.

He wetit to the Vaudeville Saloon
the next day and asked-for Harris. He
was not in but Ben was told he was
prowling the streets with a shotgun.
Twice mare Ben returned to the Harris
stronghold and loudly demanded to sec
the proprietor. On the third wvisit he
was obliged. He met Jack Harris,
douhle barreled 12 gauge and all. Ben
beat him to it. His first shot knocked
Harris over, the secand shot hit him as
he was going down and the third shot
was sort of an anchoring one. Jack
Harris was dead but he left friends in
the Vaudeville Variety Saloon who did
not forget,

Twenty months later Ben chanced to
meet King Fisher in Austin. Now King
Fisher was a gun-shark fully the equal
of the redoubtabhle Ben. He had spent
most of his wild career ih the brush
country below the Brazos and he was
tough, hard, and always exceedingly
ready to shoot. His gun handle, had he
carved it, would have shewn mare
notches than you could countion hands

ThriIHn New 40 Page

OLT BOOK

"Pistol Highlights of 1940"
with photos of over 300 Shooters
... Covers 65 Matches!

Last year we published “Spotting the 1939
Uistol Scores.” Shodters wrote in and said
“Give us another!” And so we have. And
it's a renl booklet, too. 40 pages, size 7i: %
10—wich over 300 photographs of shooters
anid ranges. An expensive bookler—the most
comprehensive report on pistol shooting ever
published. There's a_copy waitmg for you.
Weite for it today. The supply is limired.

mp Send for Your Copy Now!

COLT'S PATENT FIRE ARMS MFG. CO., HARTFORD, CONN.
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Turner Instant Detachable
_Scope Mount

}

M ore desirable features tham any other maant..
GED. K. TURNER Eagie Nost, N. M.

Good News for

Piles Sufferers
The MeCleary Clinic, 913 Eims Bivd,
Excelsior Springs, Mao., Is putting out an:
up-to-the-minute 122-page book on Piles
(Hemorrhoids), Fistula, related ailments
and colon disorders: You can have a copy
of this book by asking for it on a postcard
sent to the above address.: No charge. It
may save you much suffering and meney..
Write today for a FREE copy.
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and feet, and like Thompson, Hardin
and a good many others, King Fisher
was always cheerfully willing to add
another scalp to his boothill.

What a sweet pair we have together
then, Ben Thompson and King Fisher!
Austin palled on them after a few hours
and they bbarded the train for San
Antonio. As soon as they hit town, both
of them well liquored up, they made—
of all places—for the Vaudeville
Saloon. Joe Fostér and Billy Sims were
ritnnifig the bar, and both were deadly
enemies of the devil-may-care
Thompson. In went Ben and Fisher.

What happened thereafter miuch
conflicting evidence does not show.
Suffice to say some three hours later
a great racket of shots was heard and
Ben Thompson and King Fisher were
carted out feet first. On examination
it was found that they were bolh well
shot up and that most of the bullets
had hit them from above and behind.
Significant too is the fact that most of
the wounds were made with rifles.
Thompson and King Fisher had gotten
a little too' bold, had invaded the
stronghold of the enemy once too often.

Unfortunately, it is next to impos-
sible to find anything authentic on the
kinds of guns these old powder men
used. Their scabbard rigs, too, are lost
in the past. Arguments rage as to just
how fast they could draw and how
accurately they could shoot. T have my
ideas about that but I shall not express
them now. What I would like to say,
regardless of what kinds of guns they
used, how good and how fast their
holsters, how speedy their draw and
how closely they could hit, these old
leather slappers had guts—and 1o
sparel

FIRING LINE FLASHES

CAMP PERRY MODEL: Len Davis
wriles to say that the Colt Company
offers something less than 50 of the fine
Camp Perry Model sipgle shot .22
pistols at a price of $19.43 per gun.
Apparently Colt will no longer make
the once highly popular .22 single shot
antd this is the final sale of them. The
Colt Camp Perry Model formerly sold
for $41.75 so this is a gilt-edged bar-
gain. I have a Camp Perry Model with
8" barrel (exactly similar to the guns
beihg sold). At Perry in-1935 I waon
the slow fire .22 championship with it
They are splendid guns for the 50-yard
shooler and are just the propen choice
for the beginner. It has been prelty
well established these last several
years that the Woedsman will turn in
scores just as good—or maybe a wee
bit better—than any single shot. there-
fore the Camp Perry Model has suf-
fered in popularity. If you want a
bang-up slow fire gun write Len Davis
at the Colt Company,

HUNTING SHOES: The man iho
knows most ahout the proper footgear
to wear into the woods Is the man who
lives all the time among the big pines.
Much is made of the moccasin type of
hiking shoe, and others boom this kind
of boot and that kind of boot. I learned
about hunter's footgear fram the
woodsmen of the Northwest.

The popular choice of these trail,
makers was the Chippewa chger
boot, an B8-inch waterproofed shoe

which for comfort and long wearing
gualilies has anything bested that [
have ever worn. Made with smooth
toe, double leather soles, black, grain
gusset, with leather-lined vanip, rein-
forced backstay, outside counter
pocket, brass stud hooks and rawhide
laces, the Chippewa boots are just the
thing for the hunter who must go into
the rocks and rough cuu’ntry, or forthe
hiker who wants to come.in at evening
with dry feet and feet unhurt by poor-
ly fitting shoe leather. Write to the
Chippewa Shoe Manufacturing Co.,
Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin for their
illustrated catalug

HIGH STANDARD KEEPS UP: Despite
the fact that the High Standard Manu-
facturing Company, makers of the
popular High Standard line of .22 auto-=
matic pistols, is busily engaged im:
making machine guns for the British
government, the vice présiderit, Mr.
v Bradiey says that plans have
heen made to keep up with orders from
loeal handgunners for the good High
Standard target weapons. This, despite
the fact that at the present time orders
have doubled three times and materials
are none too plentiful.

Mr. Bradley says it may be that the
demand will become so large that
orders cannot be completely filled but
if this vecurs the company intends to
fill as many orders as it possibly can
and defer the remainder until such
time as High Standard can catch up.

WRISTLOADER: The Mershon Com-
pany has developed a-clever little wrist
pocket strap which fastens to the left
wrist and holds an entire box of .22
long rifle cartridges. The wristlet has
a built-on pouch which opens and
closes with a zipper.
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@ Here’s shotpun peifor-
mance you have never
dreamed of before —killing
patterns from shortest
Lo most extreme ranges,
—less kick and muz:zle
blast, .no Blown patterns.
The Weaver Choke is light
~does not change the bal.
ance of your gun. Availa-
ble in 12, 16 and 20 gauge,

Complete with any
two Choke tubes

1975

W. R. WEAVER C0., Dept. 4, EI F‘aso, Texas.

_ Please send me all your literature on the
Weaver Choke.

Namg

Address

W. R. WEAVER CO. EL PASO, TEXAS

N 1935 the duck population had
dwindled to the alarming figure of
335,000,000. This past spring. after

a tremendous "take” by the 7.800,000
sportsmen of this country, we had ve-
maining 70,000,000 ducks. How is it
possible with an ever growing army
of hunters that the waterfowl could
double in numbers in six years? The
answer is intelligent governmental
supervision through the U. 8. Fish and
Wildlife Service.
Actively taking hold of the duck
situation a decade ago the Wildlife
Service (formerly the Biological Sur-
vey) has brought the ducks back in
sueh numbers and in such a remarka-
bly short time as to indicate that all
our game needs to be placed on a basis
of permanence is a national organiza-
tion to administer it, a service free of
palitics, staffed by {rained and com=
petent specialists, with the mongy and
Tacilities to go ahead with the work of
- restoration’ and maintenance.
he Fish and' Wildlife Service is

SEPTEMBER;, 1941

entrusted with the supervision and
protection of migratory game. The
authority permitted the 'Service under
law does not extend to our most be-
loved species, the non - migratory
grouse and quail. That quail and
grouse are disappearing, just as the
ducks were going, is trrefutable. The
fault, ag I'see'it, Hes'clearly at the door
of the local state -game departments.
With a few-notable exceplions the state
game departments are anything but
efficient. And how ean any great
amount of efficienicy exist in a political
office apt to be of two years’ duration?

The management and eventual
restoration of our game is not planned
and maintained on a two-year basis,
and vet the average game department
head is assured of his job only so long
as his governor is in office. The JOb
of heading the state game commission
has long been looked upon as a
lucrative politieal plum which was
awarded some: faithful lieutenant who
need not know a single thing about
ganie management. As I have said
there are notable exceptions to this but
by and large, taking the stales as a
whole, it will be found the rule, and
very much so!

If the states are permitted to ad-
minister the game laws and go about
their lackadaisical methods of game
restoration as they have darie in the
past it is only a matter of another
generation until there will be no game
remaining in this country. If you do
not arree may I point out to yvou the
magnificent (?) job of administration
turned in by the state game commis-
sions in the past. Within the life span
of one individual we have wasted our
wildlife resources with such reckless
abandon as to deteriorate from the
richest game Jand in the world to one
of the poorest.

Today, regal‘dless of where you go,
the huntmg is not good. It you find
even fair shooting you must pay for it
at the rate of from a few dellars to as
much as fifty dollars daily. The abuses
of our game and the ridiculoustiess of
our game laws aren't fully realized by
the average sportsman. Take one state
which I have in mind: there the fisher-
man cannot. go inlo one corner of his
own farm, -eatch mintows and trans-
port those minnows to another corner
of his place and use them for bait. It's
against the game law. In this same
state the chief game warden, an astute
paolitielan who has sat comfottably in
the highest office within the game com-
mission for twenty years, goes deer
hunting yearly with a .22 Hortlet. a
rabbit gun.

Just recently a local politician in the
same state succeeded in closing the
deer and quail seasons in the two best
lrunting counties i the state simply
because the landowners were irritated
with the sportsmen. They could not
enforce the trespass laws because of
faulty title to. their grazing lands
therefore they got around this politica
and he very efficiently closed all hunt-
ing for five years.

" In the western states ihe ‘connivarnce

wof state game officials and sheepmen,

to the detriment of the game and the!
sportsman; has heen a disgrace: these
past twenty-five years. The pollution
of streams by countless: cities leading:
directly to the death of every -game
fish, the drainage 'of marshes, ponds
and lakes by development companies
and the issuance of game killing per-
mity to rich ranchmen and their fiiends
to shoot big game out of season but.on
the properly of the landowner are
common indications of the disgraceful
inefficiency of the state game depart-
ments. ‘

ODAY all but two states-of the

Union take advantage of the gov-
ernmental funds available under the
terms of the Pittman-Robertson Act.
The P-R money is doled out to the
state game departments for research
and fact-finding investigative work.
The gains made by a number of state
game departments during the last year
or so may be traced directly to the
benefits of the Pittman-Robertson
dollars. The Wildlife Seivice officials
are guardians of those dollars, approve
the projects proposed by the state game
departmuotits and keep a man on hand
to see that progress is for thcommg
That there has been progress is to me
indivation of the efficiency not only of
federal dollars but the Wildlifc men
on the ground who see that something
tangible is worked out.

I have watched the workings of our
slate pame departments too long to'!
feel any optimism as to thejr success:
If we are {o mamtain and i lmprove our

® See your game
clearand close with
a Weaver —
and you'll bring
home the limit on
every trip, Weaver Scopes are built
1o stand up under roogh haodling:
internal click adjustments for wind-
age and elevarion allow sighting in
quickly and easily: Priced from $4.75
ta & 36; the famous 1X Shorgun Scope
is $22:50 with "B" mount.

See your dealer today.

W. R. WEAVER COQ., Dept. 4, El Paso, Texas

| ‘would like to have your complete folder an
Weaver S:ghhnq Scopes.

Name .

Address | — = =

W. f" WEAVER CO. EL PASO
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1. Rugged as a Grizzly Bear,
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3. “Who ever saw a broken Lefever:"
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gume conditiohs in this country it
means that game restoration must be
planned not on a yearly, a two-year or
even a five-year basis but on a Yong-
time schedule of ten vears and twenty
years. Stule lines miist be entilely
disregarded. The wikdlife of this
nution s the common property of the
people and should be adinifistered not
by forty-eight jealous and largely in-
cimpeteiil ugencies but by the national
arganization.

There 18 no hetter ot more suitahle
foree than:the U. 8. Fish and Wildlife
Berviee,  Camposed of game spe-
ciilistz. non-political and pon-partisan,
with a remarkable record behind it for
effiviency and achievement, it is my
honest cenviction that if gume is to
survive in any numbers that the Wild-
life Service must be given the task of
preserving it

Consider for a moment the possi=
hilities of a national game law. The
inequalitics of special local seasons
wiiuld be abolished; more often than
not these seysons have been estah-
lished by conniving politicians who
want tn please u comparative few of
their partisans,  Violators of the game
law  waould  appear before federal
judges and the scheming business of
appearing before a friendly justice of
the peace where d disimissal is assured
waould be done away with.

State lines would no longer be re-
garded and o single license gond for
any part of the United States would
apply. It has long been a juiey
“touch™ to shake down visiting hunters
fur frem twenty-five to fifty dollars
for om out=of-state license. Quiite
possibly the national license would
also inelude fishing privileges and all
told would net cost more than five
dollars.

Without swwaiting for the submission
of project plans by the inefRcient local
stiate game comumissions, which fre-
quently have to be rejected by the
Wildlife Service, the government men
could go into a state, make a survey
and at once get about the business of
game restoration.

Gamg law enforeement would be in-
fihitely improvéd by the complete ad-
ministration of the law by the splendid
cvorps of game management agents
maintained by the ‘Wildlife ‘Service,
and from every conceivable angle good
would result from the supervision and
management of our wild things by the
national organization.

KENNEBAGO KIBITZER

(Contivued froit page 5)

with a long line,” 1 said, so Horace cut
the motor, got out the oars, and quietly
cased the bout toward the ledge.

The silver doctor maribou streamer
shilimeréd in the bBreeze—a hrilliant
creation ef yellow, blue: green and red
maribou on a long silver body. I got

my line out dry=fly=wise and dropped

the maribou streamer as near the rock
as possible, leaving it on the surface
for u few seconds and then pulling it
under and retrieving it in short jerks,
Nothing happeéned. I tricd again, with
the sume result.

On the third cast a small trout took
the fly and when T instinetively set the
haok, he thrashed around on the sur-
face as a little trout will,

And then the hoped for happened,
A huge boil of water appeared where
the trout had been and ihe trout
vanished enlirely. The line began to
pay oll from the reel as the great fish
made for the proteciion of the ledge,
with his hreakfast.

1 was using a heavy troul leader and
gave it all the tension I dared. Close
by the ledge the tiout swirled in that
slow, majestic wav-of his and T turned
him and regained some line. Irritated
by the impedinient to his progress. he
broke water and shook himself vio-
lently. If I never could fish again, that
moment would be ample compensa-
tion. Out of water his great size was
even more apparent,

Deep and  heavy, here was the
patriarch  of Kennebago lake—the
Kennebago Kihitzer finally captured
because he had. c¢hosen a cannibal
breakfast! 1 visioned the great trout
on my library wall—the big fish con-
tests I might win—the laugh I'd have
on my [riends who swere better fisher-
men than 1. In those .lecting seconds
everything was plained—and Horace
and the rest of the world forgoiten.

HE trout swam here and there,

finally duerting out fo open waler
and shaking himself again in a frenzy,
but slowly the tight line tited him and
hefore long bhe was mear the boat,
fanning his great tail and shaking his
heudd doggedly. “The net, Horace—T'1]
take him out myself,” 1 said, and
reaching behind me, felt its handle in
my hand. I dropped it at my feel and
slowly gained line until the trout was
nearly within reach.

Suddenly he seemed to see the boat,
and to realize that he was ending his
days as lovd of the lake. He shook
himsel{ mightily—and suddenly. in-
stead of the great fish, only a small one
was on my fly—and the small one,
undet! the pressure of the rod, sailed
up into the air and landed, very dead,
in the bottom of the boal. With an
insulting wiggle of his tail the kibitzer
sank into the depths and disappeared
from sight.

‘There’s little to be said at a time
like that. We sat down and lighted
ol pipes and looked at each other.
Horace merely shrugged his shoulders

OUTDOORS



Horace was one of that placid breed
of men who are not bothered by
naircuts or taxes

and I finally found strength to say,
“Well, Horice, 1 thought you were a
first class Har when you said how big
that fish was—but dammed if wvou
weren't just being modest!”

“Well, vou still got tomorrow,” sald
Horace, “and big trout like that’s got
ito eat.”

- We fishied for him gt sundown—and
the followini: morning as well. That
was the best nart of a year ago—and
like as nat that big trout is: still under
the ledge, kibilzing on all the new
styles in flies, watehing his smaller
brothers take them, observing the
error of their ways, and eating them
for their pains,

Ramon Cheddon

has written

THE SCIENTIST
TEACHES
B'ROMETER
BASSING

®
‘ Read It
in the OCTOBER issve

ferry.
once more for a big ane.”
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THE GIFT HORSE HAD
NO TEETH
(Continued frovi page9)
But Lee and I weren't| in listening

‘condition.

When Lee could breathe again,
without gritting his teeth, he had an
inspiration. “I know what's the mat-
ter. I got it. The other side:of the
river, that's where they are! He
kicked himself for hot remembering.
That's where the Clark kid got his:
That's where the pair of four-and-a-
half pounders came from,

Feverishly we reeled in and piled in
the car. In a mad rush we hit back for
Irwin, to the rickety ferry that takes
fishirg nuils across to a forest road.

On the olher side it was the same.
Lee and I caught little anes. A nibble
or so to the pot-hole, then a mad dash
in the car to the next one. We even
dug fresh grubs and drove to the hig
eddy at Calamity Poitt—and took
three more little fellers.

Matt had almost ceased fishing, And
we couldn't interest him in anything:
When Lee pointedly remarked that we
had a dozen trout, anyway, why Mait
just extolled the weather. When I
mentioned the merits of Idaho scenery
and aitr and mountains, -even if we
didnt fish, Matt's expression was ho-
hum, And when Lee offered to bet
Matt he could outshoot him with the
revolver at ground squirrels, Matt
calmiy dug inte the grab box, and
assured us that “—your wife makes
the best darned cakes I ever bit into."

Evervthing ends—somehow, When
we'd twned about to start home, Lee
had an idea. As a last resort he'd walk
down along the dugway, and try the
brushy holes above the ferry, while
Matt and I took the car.

He did: And while we waited at the
I talked Matt into Hjust trying

Matt agreed, and took me literally.
He made just otie cast—and léft his
two hooks out in the muddy eddy for
a half hour while we waited. When
Lee hove into sight, Matt rose from
where he sat. *“Well, I oughta have
one by now,” he gritined . . . and lifted
his line.

Fan me for a quill-hog if he didn't
have two three-inch bullheads, one on
each of his hooks. I'd never tell that
if I didn't have Alm proof of it.

Mait laid back his handsome ears
and laughed and laughed and laughed.

An hour later while Lee and I
glowered and poured ’er on towards
home in the bus, Matt sat suddenly
bolt upright. “Hey, wait a minute you
guys. I just thought of something.”
As though the startling idea avas his

own invention -and patent, and had

never been hit Gpon by anotheétr mem-

ber of the human race, Matt losked us

full'in the eye and said,

“Say, why couldn't us three guys
go fishing tamorrow? We could take
one of the boats, and—"

But Lee and I werén’t in lmtemng
condition.

FISH AND HUNT
IN ONE TRIP TO

ALY

| LS your fishing gear and your hmiting
equipment—and head for Maine where

hunting and fishing get togeilier. Septéui-
ber waters are cool: Trout and salmon are
giving fishermen a real 1dssle!l Get your: fill
of fishing — then hunt,
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wilh game, Bear. Deer. Rabbits. Woodrﬂck !
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600 MILES BUT—

(Conumed fron page 15)

said. And so Hank and I tumoed the
kitchen aver to Ed. We found the
store. and Hank wrote a few lines
homie to Seotly. I read them uver his
shoulder as he serawled:

#Small-mouth here as long as vour
leg, Linded one last night, and he
weighed FOUR POUNDS ELEVEN
OUNCES. But he's just a BABY
compared to those T ain’t caught yet,
Wish you were here, where there's
lunkers to langle with. More later,

Hank.”

Back at camp, Ed had eached Hanlk's
fish in Pop's ice house, and Hunk was
all for taking another look at the
lunker before eating, Mebbe it was
envy, but we persuaded him not to.

The sun was up behind the trees as
we shoved off. We chuse the shore
line, sending our baits in close to the
bank, An hour passed, and our en-
thusiasm grew slightly dampened. Not
one single strike, only once Ed
hollered:

“Got one!”

But it was only an uprpoted weed.
At high noon we had covered most of
the shore line, and still no results. We
rounded a rotky point jullihg vut inte
the lake. Hank suddenly flung out
his arm and indicated below. Sil-
houefted against the white llimestone,
we saw through the clear waler a
school of shadowy forms. They were
resting motionless above the ledge, and
every so often a series of bubbles
trailed to the surface.

“Bass!™ The word sneaked past
Hank's lips. Then he grabbed his rod
and sent a silver spoon to the depths.
But no member of the school rushed
at the offering. The silver Jure flashed
and darted hetween them, but the
Iunkers sullenly ignoved it. Repeated
casts mercly annoyed them. and pop-
eved we wulched them swim leisurely
below to disappear beneatl the out-
cropping rock.

“Jeepars!" Hank exploded. "'Of all
the high-hatted fish!”

For a moment we just sat there,
gazing al the ledge from the top of
which they had vanished. Then Hank
suddenly blurted:

“Let's go! We'll see Pop about some
of his ‘vitile bait!"”

A funny kind of smile played about
Pop's lips as we poured out our woe.
Then he said:

“Them bass are just ate plumb full
on caddis flies. The caddis have been
here beiter than a week now, and there
won't be respecmble.ﬁshin' till they've
gone, which won't be for three or four
days vet. That one bass ve caught last
night was purve luck. Bass do them
things. They's like a woman—ye ean't
figure out which way ‘they'll jump!"

Enthusiasm left us as air leaves a
balloon when you jab a pin into it. We
just sat there in front of Pop’s cabin;
gazing out at the gem of a lake, and
thinking mean thoughts.

“The caddis fly!"" Hank muscd,

Suddenly his face lighted. He sprang
to his feet. “The caddis fly—why. hell
yes!” He whirled upon us. "Wise
guys, aren't we, hait castin® when by
all the buoks we should be throwin’
flies?”

HOPE retiirned as we headed aut
the second lime, our long vods,
jutting out from the prow of the boat.
We struck toward one of the many
islunds that dotied the lake. Ed made
the first try,

His feathered teaser flitted over a
ripple crest, ulighted with a tiny splash,
and then rode high and handsome on
the hackle. And as the ripple crest
bucked below it, there eame u sudden
strike.

Two jaws poked otit of the water In
a shower of spray, and two jaws
clamped down on the fly. Ed's rod
strained into a pretty hoop, and the
line sang melndy through the guides.
The fish sounded bottom, tirmed str-
faceward ugain, and then veered off
on an abrupt angle.

Suddenly launching into the air for
a display of atrobaties, the fish shook
the hook. The strike, we decided, was
just another lucky one by a fish thut.
agcording to Pop, was as unpredictable
as a woman. Late in the afternoon.

thoroughly  discouraged, we quit
fishing.
Hank’s “wait till fomorrow” proved

poor advice, for as our allotted time
slipped away, so did the bass fail 1o
respond. Camp-break found Ed at the
post office, to write Scotty we were
headed home. When he returned,
Hank and [ were packing the catch in
ice, Ed hreezed to the ice house like
a dame, gossip bound. He socked one
foot down an u sawdust-covered jee
block. then brought forth a letter.
“From Scofty!” he grated. Therve
was distinet iveny inchis tone. “Just
listen,” he grated apain, He read;

“Dear Sucker:

The anrtinl ruh Is now on in the
Whitewater, and so T joined the local
mob today. [ ltied the favorite riffle
above the hridge. Ory Jackson was

‘there, too.

I was casting away when suddenly
the line caught hard. The water was
high, due {o recent rain, and much
debris was going over the riflle, and
so I thought I had snagged a log.

Log—hell ves! It busted the lip of
my best rod, tangled up Jackson's out-
fit, and cracked an agate guide on the
butt, I cornered him in a shallow
against the bank, and secooped him to
shore with my arms. (I am now in
the market for a bigger landing net.)

Well, Suckers, that small-mouth
tackle-buster weighed-—guess what?
Four pounds and five ounces! Can
you match him? Foir pounds and five
ounces of dynamite right at home?

Yours for big small-mouths,

Scotty.
P.S—Ory landed one a litile later,
His fish was a mere four pounder.”

s foot slid off the ice block. The
OUTDOORS



Qetter fluttered from his fingers. “We
come 600 miles to fish!" he exploded.

“§00 miles!” I echoed. “And back
home Scotty—"

“600 miles.” Hank interrupted, “but
look”— He lifted his big bass and held
him out at arms length— “look, six
ounces heavier than Scolty’s prize fish.
One omnce for each hundred miles. To
a bass fisherman that's worthwhile
miléage.”

'PORGY—A DAY CRUISER

(Continwed from page 23)
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don't incresse stock weights on the
standing structure. Also, we do not
recommend the head room being in-
creased. The various items of tfrim,
ele,, are shown quite clearly on the
plans; These are but simple moldings
and detailed enumerations arve quite
finneeded.

As to the final finishing, our only
comment would be that you obtain
materials of repute and avoid too much
bright work, Varnished surfaces,
properly done, do look natty but they
do also take time and effort to maintain.

And with this we wind up our
presentation of PORGY, a dandy little
day cruiser concocted for the luds par-
fial Lo a worthwhile craft that is neither
high priced in first cost or expensive to
operate. May every success attend
your building venture and may the
PORGIES of the deep and sitpilar
denizens of his kind slide over the rail
throughout many joy filled seasons to
come,

There are certain advantases in
having scale blue prints at hand when
building such a craft as PORGY. A
full se¢t from the original drawings ean
be had, post paid, by sending your Post
Office Money Order or check in the
amount of $200 to the BOAT DE-
PARTMENT, OUTDOORS, 729
Boylston Street, Boston, Mass.
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THE WALL-EYE
(Continued from page 37)

tween a wall-eye fast to a single hook
fly, and one tangled amid the trebles
usually found on plugs, than lhere is
between a trout impated on a worm-
baited hook and one that has laken a
counterfeit presentment.

Questing wall-eyes with artificial
flies is not, of course, simon-pure fly-
fishing; mnevertheless it is thoroughly
enjoyable, and if using a medium-
weight rod with tackle to match, suffi-
ciantly thrilling. The pattern of fly is
not so important, so long as it is easily
seen, and kept in continuous motion:
Large bucktails, built long and scrag-
gily, are good, as are brightly colored
streamers of almost any pattern, It is
not the eolor, rather the commotion-
making power of the Iy which attracts.
1 suppose the “mental processes” of the
fish are on this wise—there is some-
thing that moves, is alive; ergo, it must
be good to eat. The author can assure
his readers, that there is sport and
sotisfaction galore in fly-fishing for
wall-eyes; he ean assure them with
eqital positiveness, that the sport will
prove surprisingly satisfactory.

For this type of fishing I would
recommend regulation heavy bass
tackle, with the exeeption of the leader,
which should not he over 3 or 4 feet
long and exceptionally heavy. The re-
mainder of the tackle can he orthodox
heavy hass, though let no ofie—nn
lover of light tackle—inveigle youinto
employing a really light rod for the
fish has a habit of getting cross-wise in
the water, where he somehow secures a
powerful leverage.

THERE is one point of the subject I
have not mentioned, which is wotth
the spice required. Late in the autumn,
when the wind is hlowing across the
pike lake, piling the white caps on a
lee: shore, wall-eyes may be found in
the surf, feeding voraciously on some-
thing, what, T have never heen able to
discover from the examination of many
stomachs. Certainly those fish are
there to feed, for they will take an arti-
ficial fly, a plug or a live-minnow with
cqual avidity. As trout feed wildly
after a midsummer down-pour washes
warms into the stream, so wall-eyes
indulge in a very carnival of feeding
under above cenditions. Strange, ton,
it should take place, insofur as T have
ohsorved, only in late aulomn.

The writer is all for common fsh,
though his great delight is trout-fish-
ing. There is something about going
out aller ordinary, common, every=day
fish with latest and most delicate tackle
that appeals most wonderfully.s It
seems a gredater vietory o tuke a 2-
pound wall-eye on artificial llies, than
to take a trout of twice that weight:
hecause the trout 15 a fly-fish, while
the wall-eye is a live-bait taker,

“exclusively.” as a wriler recently in- .

sisted in a letter to the author, It is
the oddity of it, as well as the tangible
reward in the way of delicious wall-
eye steak which appeals.
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BOOKS ror THE OUTDOORSMAN

By August Derleth

With Desert Country, by Edwin
Corle and Pinon Country, by Haniel
Long ($3.00 each), Duell, Sloan &
Pearce have inaugurated their Ameri-
can Folkways Series—a Series that
pidmises to be otie of the most notable
in this century. Certainly these two
books set a very high standard for
sueceeding volumes to meet. but T
have no doubt that, under the editor-
ship of Erskine Caldwell, that stan—
dard will be met. The bhooks in the
American Folkways Series are de-
signed to portray the people, the
customs, the social and economic hack-
‘grounds, in short, the living, in
various regions of the United States.

For anyone who wants to know our
cottniry intimately, no better project
could have heen conceived: they are
not mere 1ravel books, net guide
‘books, biit sémething more—a sharp
impressive delineation of the dif-
ferent ways of life thal maintain in
America loday. The books are
attractively jacketed and printed,
though their hinding bears an un-
fartinate resemblance to textbooks,

At this writing, critics are hailing
Desert Couniry, as soon too they will
anplaud Haniel Long's contribution to
this fine Series of books. Desert

country stretches from the Mexican
border to the ghost towns of Nevada,
including Death Valley and the
Panamint: Pinon country is an area
of Arizona and New Mexico,; In these
Books history and the present exist
side by side, with the felicitous result
that the reader has a remarkably

¢ffective perspective which no other of |

today's books, unless it be the books
of the Rivers of America Series, can
offer him.

Bertha Stevens has written al least
fwo fine books for young readers,
Child and Universe and Thoreau:
Reporter of the Universe, and now
comes from the John Day Press a
third, How Miracles Abound ($2.50), a
fine companion volume to her fust
book, published a decade ago. This
hook is in her very readable style, and
deals ‘with {en subjects cdtefully
selected from the natural order—a
star, a magnet, a salt crystal, a dew-
drop, a lima bean, a petunla, a tree,
a snail shell, a goldfish, and the hand
—all chosen to exemplify her thesis,
that miracles abound on earth, that
nature is a vast storehouse of miracles.
Her approach is unique, and the
result, hecause it is so very readable,
is excellent as a text. How Miracles
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Abound is topfight work; every jout-
doorsman who wants to teach his sen
or daughter semething of the wonder
of nature can find no better text than
this by means of which te do it.

The War is likely to give rise te a
great many books, but few so engaging
as V. Sackville-West's Country Notes
In Wartime (Doubleday Doran:
$1.00), a slim book of jottings put
down by Victoria Sackville-West,
from Autumn 1939 tp Autumn 1940,
As a matler of fact, there is very little
of the War in this buok—here and
there a note, a line. a paragraph. noth-
ing of the *doom hanglhyg over” feeling.

“The book is a charming chroniele of
outdoor living in a gracious corner of
Englatid, well done, delightful to read,
something which no outdeorsman will
dismiss without a second glance. More-
over, it is an attractive little book, and
likely to be taken up a second time and
perhaps even a third, otice it has been
read. Readers who have enjoyed my
country journal in these pages will
enjoy Country Notes [t Wartime.

John J. Sullivan’s The Legends of
French Island (Bruce: $1.50) isa boyv's
hook, the story of thiree Riverview
high sthool boys who set out on a
vheation trip to the Upper Mississippi
country and plunged headlong into a
turmoil of adventure. An out-of-
doors book, if ever there was one, with
a Wisconsin setting by a Wisconsin
author. Try it on vour son and daugh-
ter.

Farrar & Rinehart have just pub-
lished Lhe thirteenth of the Rivers of

The best magazine for your son is

The Open Road for Boys

The favorite of a million young Americans.
Founded in 1919, Subscription $1. for 12 |
issues.

Opéen Road Publishing Company
729 Boylston St. Boston, Mass.

ONLY

S‘IOO

Pastpald

A bopok that will adid dallars to your Jur
checks, Tts 154 pages ofer more than 100
set metliols covering land wnd stream trag-
pmg of all animals in every section of the
country. In this hook the author presents
nowledge gained i 30 years of acuve
trapping  experience. Send order and re-
mittance to

SPORTS OUTFITTERS

BOSTON, MASS,
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America ‘Series; it is Henry Seidel
Canby's The andywme ($2.50),
illustrated by Andrew Wyeth. The
PBrandywine is a small river, and con-

&) ently the book is the shmteat of
thn books in the Series. But it is never-
theless one of the best; Dr. Canby,
who i one of America’s best stvlists,
writes-out of a strong affection for hh
chosén stream, and the result is a vivid
portrait of a country and a people,
without too 'much of historical im-
portance to weigh down the narrative.

The founding of New Sweden, the
settling of thie Quakers, the story af
the DuPont Corporation, the Brandy-
wine's place in the War of Independ-
ence—all these things are here, but
ihey -do not ohtrude upon the more
personal history of the river and what
it has meant to: Mr, Canby and other
creative workers who among them
have spread the fame of the Brandy-
wine’s beauty far and wide. The
Brandywine is a gracious chronicle,
pleasantly informative, easy to read,
a distinguished addition to a series of
hooks ‘which ocught to be prominent
on the shelves of every literate
American.

Cornelius Weygandt has for vears
written of the charm of old America,
partieularly old New England and the
coastal states generally—mellow,
nostalgie books, which have been much
appreciated by collectors of Ameri-
cana, lovers of our past, and students
of Ametican sociology, as well as by
the average reader in search of a
charming, enlertaining chronicle. His
newest book is Novembéer Rowen,
(App]eton Century: $3.50), subtitled,

“A Late Harvest fiom the Hills of New
‘Hampshire”, profusely illustrated, and
generously filled with the lore of
‘Guitint custtins, ald houses and things,
beautiful seenes and curious people—
such a book, in short, as a man can sit
down with and lose himself in.

Duell, Sloan & Pearce have issued
dn ideal book for gardeners: Science
In The Garden ($2.50), by H. Britton
Logan and Jean-Marie Putnam, can-
sulting with Lloyd Cesper. This is in
short a summary of recent scientific
discoveries and advance in gardening,
the authors setting out to show how
those discoveries have revolutionized
gardening in the past decade. Between
the covers of this book is information
about experiments in water and sand
culture, the root-stimulater Vitamin
Bl, the éffects of colchicine, how to
_analyze soil, what and how to spray,
howto sow seeds. the twelve-year bed,
contiol bf pests, and so on.

Science In The Garden is a popular
presentation; it is clear and practical,
not' too heavy, and throughout ex-
tremely accurate. Lloyd' Cosper is a
garden consultant, H. Britton Logan a
scientific plant grower, and Jean-
Marie Putnam a practical gardener
and writer on the subject. Finally,
there is -an-‘appreciative foreword by
Dr, F. W. Went, of the Califoirnia Insti—
tute of Technology. The book is an
impertant addition. to the scores of
darden books.now available.

Jud 'Goes. Camping, by Bernard’S.

'SEPTEMBER. 1941

Mason (Barnes: $2.00) is.a well illus-
trated (by Frederick Kock) juvenile
designed to teach in story form the best
way to go camping, how to get the most
aut of it; etc., an attractively presented
book, and one that young campers or
woltld-be camipers will heartily enjoy.
Outdosrsmen will find it an ideal
juvenile for their offspring.

It's Fun To Mdke Things, by Martha
Parkhill and Dorathy Spaeth (Barnes:
$2.00) is a topflight handbook for those
who would like to paint. work with
metal, hammer and saw, sewing,
poltery, raffia, leathereraft, et al. The
book, say the publishers, “is based on
the trial and error system as tried out
ai Crater Club Day Camp.” It is
attractively bound, simply and directly
written, amply illustrated. indexed,
and extrmm.ly well put together for
preatest utility. It's an ideal book for
outdoorsmten and indoorsmen. for
voung and old, and moreover, a book
which 1 consider a “must” item for
every library and school. It offers such
a vatiety of things to do that it will
be diffieult to find another hook as
comprehensive as It's Fun To Make
Things.

The house of Bruce has recently
issued reprints of two very popular
books for outdoorsmen. They are W,
Ben Hunt's Indian and Camp Handi-
craft ($2.25), and 30 Popular Wood-
working Projects, by Joseph J.
Lukowitz ($1.25). Both bocks are
clearly made for use, well printed and
comprehensively illustrated. Mr.
Hunt's book eoniains thirty Indian and
Camp projects. Both are designed to
help young people and old make use
of their hands. Mr. Lukowitz has in-
stricted hoth:boys and adults in wood-
working: he has writlen previous
books on tin and arf-metal work; aid
certainly his mew title richly deseryes
wide use, especially in high schools
throughout the country,

From the University of Minnesota
Press comes one of the best flower
hooks I have seen in the past lew years
—and my shelves hold a reasenably
good collection of hooks about flowers.
This one is The Flower Family Album,
by Helen Field Fischer and Gretchen
Fischer Harshbarger (%2.50). The
two wrilers have done nothing elabo-
rate, and yet have effectively put down
information in such a manner that
il is exceedingly easy to inform your-
self about any flower you wish to
look up:

Grouping the fowers hy [amilies
makes for easy ideniification especially
when, as in this {ine book, text and
illustrations oppose each other on the
pages. The authors have condensed
the most informiation into the least
possible space, and yet there is nothing
of the air of compression, rather the
opposﬁe, so that The Flower Family
Album is easy and delightful to read.
All kudos to the writers and the Uni-
versity of Minnesota Press for making
available such an excellént book and
thereby lending aid to thousands of
nature lovers who will find here what
théy have not been able to assimilate
except by long study elsewhere!

Outdoors Men|

The Tomahawk
Lightweight Axe

FRE'S the ideal axe—head is forged

from highest quality axe steel ground
t a keen, long- haung C([gt‘—\\t‘]llul and
riveted to hadle, so it can’t come loose ! The
handle 15 of speeial tupular steel, combining:
lightriess with great steength., Perfectly Dal-
anced, o do the work of a heavier axey
Sturdy, no=slip pistol type grn Sheath'is
Frgged aml serviceable, stoutly  sewn of
heayvy russet saldlery  leather, lluLuthtf
slide and key hobder included. A rure valde
at alow price!

TOMAHAWEK COMPANY,
779 Boylston St., Boston, Mass.

$1u9° fer a Tumuluwk Ase, postage pre=
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This may prove o \ninl issue affecting America's
fulure ‘and, Americanism. The lzook Walion
League of America is @ national organization
of conservaliodists, coordinaling locol and-
state objectives into o unified, long-range no-
tional progrom for a betler outdoor America.
If you bélieve In o program which will| leave
a little of primitive Americo for your children,
and restore to the proper enviranment some
that_has been ‘destroyed, THEN. JOIN YOUR
LOCAL CHAPTER OR WRITE FOR particulars to:

Jzaak Walton Lieague of America

Defendors of Woada, Waters and Wild Life’
1167 Merchandise Mart, CMngo
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AXE TALK

(Continwed from page 2%

Keep the cloth cool with periodic
applications of cold water,

In your selection of an axe in the
first place, it is the axe head itself that
is the essential thing. And not all
axes are the solid steel they give the
impression of being. A great many
heads are made in two pieces; a
welded-on edze of steel, the rest being
iron. Many of these give good service.
But an axe of solid steel throughout is
more teliable in a pinch, as many a
man has reidlized ttpon strikinz a re-
fractory knot.

IT NEEDN'T necessarily be a steel
of extremely high temper. Much
depends upon circumstances. We might
take a page from the book of the pro-
fessional woodsman in this respect. ITe
wanis a hard biting edge, but he
doesn't want it to be too hard. Of
course very hard steel holds its edse
longer, but mnot indefinitely. The
wouodsman hasn't any grindstone at
hand. He does his sharpening with a
hand-file. You won't have much luck
in hand-filing extremely hard steel,

The woodsman also has in mind the
relative inelasticity of very hard steel
in chopping. A somewhat softer steel
is less likely to snap when coming into
contact with frozen wood sra knot; its
tendency is for bend undor any such
unusual strain. OF course there are
various technicalities .nvolved in the
manufacture of zn axe. Relative hard-
ness of tempe: is only one of these.
What you want is an all-around tough
togl that fee!'s right and will do ine
job.

A person who doesn't know much
about axes may buy one, try it out
and then condemn it as a worthless
tool because it doesn’t cut properly
Erronzously, he thinks there is some-
thing the matter with the steel. He
doesn't realize that he is supposed to

put on the finishing edge. An axe isn’t
much good until it has acquired a keen
edge.

The average new axe needs to be
ground. In doing so, put your faith in
an old-fashioned grindstone and plenty
of water. Gritding takss a lot of foot
power and patience b=t after it's over
vou have the satisfaction of realizing
that good steel hasn't been robbed of
its temper in the process, as might well
happen when an emery wheel does a
quicker job.

While grinding, coneentrate upon
the rear two-thiids of blade. Keep
forward third fairly free of stone, other
than bringing it lo'a sharp edge. Corner
under the helve is the part to grind
most. When first laying axe on stone,
start a fair distance back firom the edge
and grind toward the bevel and don't
take off too much or you will weakén
the axe. _

Efficient grinding is not as simple as
it looks. Presence of the boevel is
largely respunsible for this. Bevel
runs back about half an indh from the
edge. You must give special atiention

Take o file glong to keep your axe
sharp. Bul be careful not o slice
your hands during the sharpening

to grinding the bevel straight. There
is a tendeney, while grinding an axe,
to roll it more or leéss; with a rocking
motion, The result is likely to be a
rounded line instead of a straight line.
And you can’t cut with this sort of
edge. Grind the bevel straight,

Some axes don't require much
grinding, others take quite a lot. But
the special purpose for which an axe
is used may also have hearing upon
the case. An axe that is used ex-
clusively for splitting wood should not
be ground very much, A thick blade
is an advantage in splitting; it serves
as a wedge to piy fibres apart.

HOPPING is different. Here a

reasonable degree of thinness in
blade is usually req*:uecl But not too
much thinmess, for this will weaken the
axe and malie it slick in the cut when
you chop. What you want is a keen,
hard edge that cuts as deeply as pos-
sible into woodl without at the same
time sticking: Also the varicty of
wood might be considered. Very hard
stuff such as dogwood might easily
blunt a thinly ground edge. It is al-
ways just as well to remembér while
grinding that you can always make a
blade thinner but you can't put back
the steel that's gone:

Take with you a file and whetstone
when traveling beveond the range of
grindstones. A file having a fairly
coarse edge on one side and fine on
the other is best; the two to be applied
in respective rotalion, The came gen-
eral procedure as with grindstone is
followed, And watch out not o lose
a slice of flesh.

If an axe is worth being sharpened
at all, it is also worth-being used with
respect. It doesn't take more than a
gplit second to put a knick in a blade.

OUTDOORS
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