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He Forgor To Llean Kis
PFLUEGER REEL

It's a wise angler who takes good care of
his fishing tackle for next season. Many
dealers do not have a new reel in stock—
and, of course, new reels cannot be made
until we have finished our more important
work of making “Tools for Victory.” Even
replacement parts are scarce.

Give your reels a thorough cleaning. Oil
the gears,bearings, level-wind mechanism.
Wipe polished surfaces—remove and re-
wind line, free from moisture.

When new and improved fishing reels
can again be made, they will be ready for
you under the name

PFLUEGER

(PRONOUNCED “FLEW-GER")

A G’ml‘ WName in Tackle

PFLUEGER
SUPREME

The ENTERPRISE Manufacturing Co.
Akron, Ohio
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It was dusk when | called in our two little hounds

YED-IN-THE-WOOD sportsmen
will travel thousands of miles
for a shot at a lion or a rhino.

| They'll go many hundreds of
miles to hunt bear, or moose, or even
deer. Only the completely daft, how-
ever, would travel 2,400 miles, round
trip, for an afternoon of rabbit and
squirrel shooting.

But I had hunted the Third Ridge
when I was a kid, and I wanted to hunt
it once more. So early one morning,
down in Texas, T climbed into my faith-
ful jaloppy and pointed its nose toward
my home in Portage, Wisconsin—toward
the Smoky Hollow country; toward
Third Ridge, and memories of a hun-
dred happy bovhood hunts. This, of
course, was before gas rationing, and
my only worry, as each hour, each fifty
miles of that long ftrip sped by, was
whether I'd get there ahead of the an-
nual first blizzard of Smoky Hollow—
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always a rip-snorting affair that
makes hot-stove hunters out of
even the most ardent sportsmen.

I arrived late one night, and was
greeted by my family and two
squealing, leaping little hounds.
Dad, my brother Tom, and I
headed for the kitchen and slices
of country-cured ham, homemade
bread, and tall glasses of rich, icy-
cold milk. When we finally de-
cided to turn in, the air was thick
with armchair-powder smoke, and
the hands of the clock pointed to
half-past three.

HE next morning Togey and

Trump had no doubt about the
appropriateness of an immediate
departure for Third Ridge and,
though grizzled by eight and elev-
en seasons respectively, filled the
house with puppy capers. Get-
ting our licenses, however, took
longer than we had planned, and
it was nearly noon of a dark over-
cast day when we finally set forth.

Three ridges flank the upper
two fingers of Smoky Hollow.
High oaks grow on the fertile
limestone slopes, and snarls of
berry bushes cover the ap-
proaches. Lying well inland from
any highways, the ridges are a
retreat for rabbits, squirrels,
foxes, deer, and an occasional
wild turkey.

We parked alongside the woods
fence, at the edge of a cornfield.
Dad bounded out and was first to
load up. Togey and old Trump
were through the fence before I
could uncase my 20 gauge. A few
minutes later I jumped our first
bunny of the hunt.

He exploded the leaves like a booby
trap and sped away. I jerked up my
gun for a snapshot, and pulled. He
faltered, then went on. The brush in-
tercepted most of the shot, but part of
the pattern got through and crippled a
hind leg.

At the report both dogs wheeled back
to cross the hot scent, chorused loudly,
and headed uphill in swift pursuit.
Then, as abruptly as it had begun, their
bugling stopped. Pressing forward, we
discovered Trump and Togey, heads
down on a rock pile. By removing a
few stones, Tom, to the great delight
of the little hounds, was able to retrieve
the wounded rabbit. I slit and dressed
the bunny so that it might be docketed
for the frying pan that night.

No sooner were we under way again,
guns ready for action, than the dogs
jumped another rabbit. Branching out,
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we raced forward to find stands. The
bugling grew fainter, then stronger,
then faint again. Finally I lifted a
furred earlap—the baying had stopped.
Eventually I found the dogs running in
circles out in an open field, trying to
pick up a scent blown away by the ris-
ing north wind. I called them off, and
headed back toward where I had last
seen Tom.

He was still at his stand atop a high
stump. “Dad’s getting his wind back,”
he said. “Remember how he used to
keep us tuckered out?” I did remem-
ber, and I was aware that this time dad
had elected to handle the shorter, easier
pivot position on all turns and maneu-
vers. We stood silent, and thoughtful.

Soon dad appeared from around a
brush-covered knoll. He was smiling
and seemed to be having such a good
time we immediately felt light-hearted

again.
Just then, “Ah-arr-rock! Ah-ar-
romph!” Trump was on a hot trail, and

soon Togey's “FEe-arf-yarf-eearf!” added
tenor harmony to the rolling bass. Up
over the ridge they were serenading a
bunny around an old woods pasture.
We sprinted for the woods, and labored
up the slope. The chase led through
fairly open country, and after about ten
minutes I saw the rabbit—a big fat one
—heading back toward me, with the
dogs still on the out trail.

I passed up a forty-yard shot in the
hope that he'd come within closer range
of another gun. Several seconds passed.
Then Wham! Wham-am! and I knew
that father's full choke had been
warmed. When the dogs came up the
rabbit in my coat had lost its lonesome
feeling.

“IET'S try the bramble slope now,”
Tom suggested. “It's good cover
and hasn't been disturbed—coming up
the ridge we passed alongside of it.”
It proved to be a good idea. When
we were all but through the patch,
Trump emitted a startled bellow, and
from my position on the sidehill I saw
a rabbit scuttling along not two yards
ahead of the hound’s nose. I gripped
my gun and waited for an opening. In-
stead of cireling back, however, Br'er
Rabbit held straight on down the ridge
and holed up in a den half a mile away.
We spent the next quarter hour beat-
ing another old woods pasture. The
dogs were ahead in a ravine, and just
as I was crawling through the rusty
remains of an old barbed-wire fence I
heard a lusty “Brrr-oomph!” from To-
gey, then three quick shots. When I'd
extricated myself from the wires, two
guns were smoking, and two hounds
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Race against a blizzard! The
prize? Half-day hunt with the
folks, and home-fried rabbits

By ROB F. SANDERSON

having a tug-o’~war with a limp bunny.

Being the only member of our trio
equipped with a skinning knife, I slit
th> rabbit’s belly, and was whirling the
carcass above my head to expel the in-
testines by centrifugal force, when from
a pile of leaves near my feet another
rabbit exploded his nest and lit out for
less sanguinary parts. Startled, T
dropped knife and carcass, made a grab
for my gun, fumbled the safety, and
jerked the trigger. The result was a
clean miss. And bhefore another shot
could restore my reputation, the rabbit
had zigzagged into a clump of saplings,
where he holed up beneath some
washed-out roots.

Father tugged at the shoestring on
his belt, and brought out his big silver
watch. “Quarter past three,” he an-
nounced. We looked at dad, and then
up at the lowering sky, It was the
same old question, and we all knew
what the answer would be—we would
g0 on hunting and, as usual, get caught
in the woods after dark,

EN minutes later, pushing slowly

along the summit, Togey opened
tongue, and a rabbit went leaping away
from us down the ridge. Father climbed
Up on a woodpile. Tom took the right
flank, and I the left. The run was a
slow one. The dogs were steady and
sure. T rather expected the rabbit to
slip back along the lower slope, where I
could blast him. But I was a poor
prophet. A single burst from Tom’s
gun, followed by words of praise for
the dogs, told me that another bunny
was destined for the supper table.

Again the dogs disappeared, and for
quite a while there was no sound from
them. Then, in the distance, we heard

Tom transferred the
bushy-tails to dad's
serviceable old coat

a tree bark. It
was Togey and,
knowing Togey, I
knew that a squir-
rel was involved.
The tree was a
big white oak with closely
spaced, bent branches. I ecir-
cled the tree several times
without getting so much as a
glimpse of the bushy-tail.
Then Tom came up, and be-
tween us we worked the
squirrel into view, and downed
him before he could dodge
back.

Trump was bugling again,
so I slipped the squirrel in-
to my game pouch and
hustled for high ground and
a likely stand. The baying
grew louder; and suddenly a
big buck rabbit bounded into
view. I jumped my gun half
up to my shoulder, and pulled.
The fat buck collapsed mid-
leap in my neatest shot of
the day.

“Got him!” I called, and
went on. The dogs were per-
forming with the consistency
of skill and experience. T felt

(Continued on page 83)

The zigzagging rabbit
had holed up beneath
some washed-out roots

We parked the car at the edge
of a cornfield. Dad was first
out, and the first to load up
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(Continuwed from page 33)

pleased with them. Just then, and very
faintly, I heard another bark from Togey,
whose peculiar talent seems limited to
finding squirrels at but one range—al-
most out of earshot. Tom elected to an-
swer the hound's announcement. Shortly,
dad and I heard two shots, and when
Tom returned a reddish tail plumed from
each side pocket. As he was transferring
the squirrels to dad's capacious hunting
coat, Trump started another rabbit.
Togey joined him, and soon both canines
were howling eagerly.

The stands we seclected proved of no
avail. The rabbit kept out of range in a
large abandoned field grown high with
weeds. The chase got back into the
woods only after we beat through the
field in formation, and discovered that
the wily bunny had slipped by us. Then
he took to circling the top of the ridge.
I followed up, and he scurried back
down, entering the weeds again by the
very portal I had been guarding. Twenty
minutes more in the weeds, and we
pushed him back into the woods. Dusk
was spilling into the wvalley now, and
would soon drown our shooting light, T
was beginning fto lose hope when Tom
fired two quick shots into a brier patch,
detoured painfully through the waisi-
high brambles, and came out with a
medium-size rabbit.

Tt was time to corral the dogs. I called
them in by horn and leashed them, then

we started down the valley toward our
car. Halfway there,
the woods. The wind had risen and it
was bitterly cold. As we stumbled along, |
groping for landmarks, a brilliant white
light showed up ahead. It was a friend
of ours from the valley below. He knew
we were still out in the woods, and had
come looking for us with a gasoline
Jantern. The rest of the way was quick |
and easy. |

That night we gathered around a great '
platter of fried rabbit and thick brown |
gravy. Nothing could have tasted better.
Right after supper, tired and happy, I
bungled into bed with my hunting shirt
still on.

Next morning I jumped out of bed dis-
gruntled. Nine o’clock already—and why
hadn’t I been called earlier? We had
agreed to get up with the sun for a full
day of shooting!

Then I stood still and listened. There
was a soft rustling in the air, and
through the frosted windowpane I could
see snow feathering down so thick and
steadily that I could barely make out
the white-swollen gable of Trump'’s ken- |
nel. Smoky Hollow was firm in the grip |
of its first blizzard of the year, and hunt-
ing was out of the guestion.

Did I care? Well, not really. T'd beaten |
the storm by a full half day; and after |
all, 1,200 miles isn't far to go for anl
afternoon of shooting on Third Ridge! |

Dog Quesiions

Setter for Rabbits

Question: How would you advise me to start
trammg my young dog to hunt rabbits? Should
I train him alone, or with another dog? Also,
do you think a setter could be trained for this
work?—C. M., Mich,

Answer: The best way to train a young dog
to hunt rabbits is to yard-break him at home,
then take him out to learn for himself. Training
with another dog is all right for a short time,
but if continued, may make your dog de-
pendent instead of independent in his hunting.

I do not think setters are suited for rabbit
hunting. They are not true trailers and, when
they jump a rabbit, they usually push him so
hard he holes up.—W, C. D.

Trap Trick

Question: 1 am going to do some trapping
this season, and want to take my dog with me.
How can I train him to keep away from traps?
—C. M., Mass,

Answer: There is no way that I know of to
train a dog to stay away from traps., By em-
ploying the following device, however, you may
be able to keep him from getting caught:

Cut a sapling, lop off the branches, and stick
cach end firmly in the ground so as to form an
arc over the trap. This will allow small game
to spring the trap, but force a dog to jump
over it—W. C. D,

Chases Deer

Question: My 3-year-old beagle performs very
well on rabbits, pheasants, and an occasional
fox. However, his desire to chase everything
has extended itself to deer. Since I hunt in
New York State, and in a section where deer
abound, this habit is dangerous as well as an-
noying.

I have heard of putting deer musk in the ken-
nel; of starting the dog on a goat's trail, and
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letting the goat butt him; and of whipping the ‘
dog off a laid trail of deer musk. Do you |

know of a better method?—J. C. L., New York. l

Answer: I'll hand it to you—you certainly
know most of the answers already. But there is
one which, if you are able to arrange it, is about |
as good as any:

Make a bib of a piece of deerskin—with the
hair on—and tie it around your hound’s neck, so
that he can lie and chew it. After he has
chewed it awhile, doctor the bib with a good
dose of something very bitter, like aloes or bit-
ter olive; and keep it doctored with the stuff. A
deer hoof works about as well as the bib. This
is no sure cure, but it is worth a try—W. C. D.

Barks

Question: T have a 3-year-old dachshund. She
is quiet when I am around, but when I leave the
house, my neighbors complain that she barks
continually. Is there anything that I can do
about it?—Mrs. A. C. B,, Calif.

Answer: If your dachshund barks when in her
kennel (if she has one), punish her with a |
folded newspaper, or scold her severely. If she
barks oniy when you are not in the neighbor-
hood, why not put a strap muzzle on her be-
fore you leave?—W. €. D.

Same Breed

Question: Will you please tell me how the
black Labrador retriever differs from the golden
Labrador retriever? Is it just a matter of
color?—J. K. L., Il

Answer: I have an idea you are confusing
two different hreeds—the Labrador retriever and
the golden retriever. The Labrador is usually
black, but other colors, especially brown or
tan, are occasional, The coat is short and hard.
The golden, as its name implies, is a rich
golden tan. Its coat, flat or wavy, is much
longer than that of the Labrador.—W. C. D.

night blacked outi

Wild Rabbits COTBIIEQ;IS

Can furnish any number in
season for restocking or
coursing. Place mttuuull
orders now which can
shipped only in the late ftli
and winter months, can fur-
nish Jacks at all times ex-
cept in summer when the
weather is hot. MY PRICES
WILL INTEREST YOU.*®
Live arrival guaranteed. Ev-
ery customer satisfled.

EARL JOHNSON
Rago, Kansas

MONEY !X RABBITS—CAVIES

AND OTHER SMALL STO
Big Demand — Multiply Fast— Easily Raised
wE Buv and put you in touch with other
firms, who continuously buy all
5 offered them. Catalog and copy of mag-
azine 10 eents. Or send 25 cents and re-
by ceive Illustrated Book Catalog snd Price
&) List and a 3 Mo.’s Subscription to the
AMERICAN SMALL Stock FARMER.

Outdoor Enterprise Co., Inc.

102 BV Road, Paarl Rivnr. N. Y.

EASTERN MINK

of Top Quality. Now booking orders for a limited
number of bred females for spring delivery.
Terms, reproduction guaranteed. “‘SUCCESSFUL
MINK RAISING'' with twenty illustrations and
drawings, gives full information on building pens
and caring for animals, mailed for $1.00.

DAVIS FUR FARMS

BOK 86 ST. JOHHSBURY. -

'WAR SQUABS BOOK FREE

Why meat worry? Squab meat easily and cheaply
raised for war-time food, If you sell, you get POUL-
TRY TOPS for this poultry. Eaten or marketed only
25 days old. Write today for 1944 big free book,
war food starter, low prices, easy

methods for profits, new sales op-

portunities, success accounts \v'rit-

ten by money-making brecders in

every State. RICE I-‘RRM 429 How.

St., Melrose, M

Attract Wild Duck:

And Fish By Planting This Spring

TERRELL'S GIANT WILD RICE

Wild Celery, Sago, ele. Best Duck—

Fish—Game Foods., Terrell's Seeds

Grow.

48 YEARS SUCCESS. Describe Wa-
ters, Adviee—Folder FREE. Write

TERRELL'S sosnaic Sonoen: wis.

CONT!NUED ON PAGE 84)
AIREDALES l

D G Airedale pup Shipped on

U 0.
<I]JI!T(J\"1i Sportsmen’s Svnlmr LaRue, Ohilo.

[[€F> BeacLes &yl

JAGLES, ‘Bfissetq. PUPS and Grown Stock.
Davis Kennels, Joliet,

BEAGLES, Rabbithounds. Cholece puppies. Trial.
B. 8. Meckley, Glenville, Penna.

REGISTERED Hunting Beagles. All ages. List
free. Shipman, Warsaw, Ind.

BEAGLES, Rabbithounds Broken, Trial starters.
Guy Werner, Seven Valleys, Penna,

SEASON Closed. Beagle rabbit hounds, half
price, Paul Brintzenhoff, Shanesville, Penna,
TOP class male Beagle, thoroughly trained,
550.00. Hershey's, Orrville, Ohio.

BEAGLE an. Bred to Hunt. Floyd H, Sager,
Tiffin, Ohio.

REGISTERED Beagle Puppies. Five months old.
David Nau, Hh.hl.slnwn, ty P

| | CHESAPEAKES ano LABRADORS | CHESAPEAKES ano LABRADORS | |

BLACK Labradors Only, Good selection of pup-
pies to offer, reasonably priced, write for list.
Satisfaction guaranteed. Rodall Kennels, Box
423. Lincoln, Nebr.

BLACK or Golden Labrador Pups from 5 genera-
tions. Registered A-1 Field Dog Parentage.
Kellogg, Junius, 8. Dakota.

CHESAPEAKE Pupples, Eligible, Dead grass
color. Dr. Rustad, Spencer, Iown,

réa—I am the Champion Coon Hunt
of Kcuhlcl:v Have trained Coonhounds for 2.3

venrs. I kncw what one is. Offer you I hrlievL
the best in Male or Female. Red-Bones; Blue-
Ticks: Black-Tans. Open and Silent truilcrs‘ 3 to
5 wears old, Absolutely broke on any hunting
ground. Sold on trinl. Write for prices. J. N.
Rynn‘ Famous Coonhound Kennels, Murray, Ky.
REGISTERED Redbone Coonhound pups. Par-
ents A-1 Cooners. Illustrated Folder 10c. W.B
Frigbee, Route 1, Clarence, Mo.

JULY -Birdsong-Sugarloaf and Walker strains.
Coon-bear-cat-deer, wolf and fox hounds. Bhar-
on Center Kennels, Co;l:ley R.F.D., Ohlo,

{Continued on piage 84)




