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The 0ld Footbridge

N the cool shadows under
an old bridge, the big fel-
lows are almost sure to be
found. Wary and angler-wise,
it takes all your skill to tempt
even a rise to your fly. A con-
stant challenge, a never-to-be-
forgotten spot. Nearly every
angler has an old bridge
tucked in his memories.

If you are lucky enough to
land a trout, the commotion
of playing him so puts the
others on their guard that it
is useless to whip that spot
again for some time.

There you are liable to
have an unexpected audience.
A farm boy and his dog, so
enraptured with your per-
formance that, who knows,
vou may have planted the
seed of a future Waltonian.
The footbridge stream is
yours this morning. Another
day, perhaps his—W .H.H,
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“The deer had collapsed and slumped down the ‘slope 20 feet."

“Ahhh!” Manuel whispered in

excited awe. “Big buck! Look!”

I reined my bronc with a jerk and

glanced upward. Outlined against the

Sonoran, blue sky like a statue on a

dome was a big buck on the crest of
the low mountain,

For a moment, His Majesty paused,
then slid off the skyline down the
other slope.

“Whew!” John exclaimed admiring-
ly. “That was sure a beaut—for a
Mexican buck.”

It was. Perhaps no whopper in the
standards of my old Wisconsin hunt-
ing cronies, but for a Mexican white-
tail he was a dandy.

Yes, even larger than the larger of
the two bucks hanging from the bent
limb of the oak tree between our camp
and the creek. And decidedly bigger
than the smaller buck hanging beside
it.

You see, we had taken an eye-wip-
ing the day before. An eye-wiping
from a New Yorker and a slight wom-
an, each of whom had brought in one
of those bucks. While John and I,
supposedly strong anti-venison stuff,
had sent off a few volleys of purely
honorary salutes, the serub team had
brought warm liver into camp.

That just wouldn’t do at all, and to-
day we wore the avenging grimness a
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IT was the day after yesterday.

man wears when he is
shooting not only for
sport, but for reputa-
tion as well.

“We got to get that
buck.”

“He was sneaking,”
I observed. “He was
too far to be scared,
and he won’t leave the
S mountain unless we
TR push him.”

“Let’s pull a double
flank move,” John,
who has the quick mind of a seasoned
tactician, suggested. “He'll be looking
for us from this way. You ride along
the canyon to the left here, to the
other side, and Manuel and I will keep
on going around this slope. In 20 min-
utes we all start for the top from dit-
ferent angles.”

I. wheeled my sorrel brone and
started for the east, spurring him sug-

“gestively as I had further to ride than

those who went southwestward. At
once I was off the faint trail and zig-
zagging along the steep slope of loose

IS TODAY

First day, U. S. hunters get Bronx cheer
Plus hideful of cacti barbs in desert hills
of Sonora, Mexico. Next day guide Manuel
turns manana into the day before tomorrow

By ROB F. SANDERSON

PHOTOS BY THE WRITER

rock, detouring the denser growths of
sharp-needled cholla cacti and the
savagely curved cat-claw.

The sharp spines had a familiar feel
as my hide winced under their raking
barbs and brought yesterday’s banter
into my mind. This is about what I
did all day yesterday, I thought, while
our more fortunate hunter pals had
ridden through the open oak brush of
a higher mountain. At night my legs
had looked like twin saguaro cacti,
they had so many spines in them.

“But,” Manuel had confided, “the
more bigger bucks, they are down
lower, in the rough cactus country. We
will get one, manana.”

“Wherever there is hope there is
cacti,” I kiddingly paraphrased to
John.

In some places the cacti are so
wretchedly torturing that I have
found young colts and calves standing
statue-like for hours in the sun, afraid
to move a leg in any direction for fear
of the barbed desert growth that was
under and around them on all sides.

“Sometime,” I had said to my camp

s

On mountain crests the hunters paused to rest their brones and to search for deer. Cholla
cactus in left foreground. Mountain in background looks bare—but just go over and seel



pals, “I expect to find a big buck in a
cactus patch he jumped into by mis-
take, standing there like a tame short-
horn, afraid to move among the
spines.”

Our Bronx friend, who had been
eavesdropping, ribbed us. “A buck’d
have to be trapped by barbed wire and
hog-tied for you boys to knock him
over!”

ESTERDAY I had seen a big buck,

and he hadn’t been standing still
in the cacti. He had been running
down a canyon, and if I'd been more
alert I might have brought him down
with a from-the-saddle shot. y

“Manana,” promised Manuel, who
had caught the drift of the conversa-
tion, “You get big cactus buck.”

“Manana, tomorrow,” John had ut-
tered the words in a philosophic tone.
“Mexico, land of tomorrow.” Then in
Spanish, “When is mafana, Manuel?
It is always the next day? Mafana
never comes—is that not true?”

“Es no verdad!” Manuel denied.
“Mafnana . . . is tomorrow. Manana,
get big cactus buck.” And with this
parting ray of optimism, he had vault-
ed onto his horse and had trotted
swiftly toward the brush corral.

And here we had ridden almost the
whole morning, through the best
country, seeing only two does.-

“Big buck tomorrow, not today,”
John had reproached Manuel. “Mana-
na, manana. Always another day.”

“Quien sabe!” Manuel had given a
non-committal shrug.

And then we had seen the buck, and
everything had been all right again.

About a quarter mile from where I

"Both deer were tied by thongs secured
behind our saddle cants, and then we
started down the nine mile trail to camp."

parted from the others, I came to a
steep outcrop of red voleanic rock
footed by a loose talus slope of steeply
piled, irregular rocks. There was no
apparent way to cross above or below
the barrier. It threatened either to
block my path entirely or else force
such a wide detour that I could be no-
where near my assigned location when
the proper time arrived.

In either case, the buck would slip
down the slope I had been elected to
guard. It just couldn’t happen, not to
us—after yesterday.

I rode apprehensively up to the
loose rock slope. A chunk of talus
gave way under the horse’s hoof and
rolled several hundred feet to drop
with step-like echoes into the canyon

"l dragged my buck down mountain brush
and cacti, met John with his buck, then
we were joined by Manuel and the horses."

below. My sorrel balked and tried to
veer sidewise.

I surveyed the loose rock slide with
careful calculation. It would be utter
disillusionment to the others to fail my
duty. I thought of dismounting and
running ahead on foot, but once off my *
horse I wouldn’t be able to see above
the brush and cacti tops.

I DECIDED to cross right below the
solid rock of the outerop. The loose
rock seemed more firm here, and not
as wide. Bringing my quirt down hard
and clamping my spurs into the flanks
of the hard-mouthed little horse, I
sent him stepping out onto the talus
slide.

The rocks began to roll under his
feet, and from then on he was claw-
ing for footing as on a treadmill. He
tried to turn back was wasn’t able to
manage his head. A dozen times I
thought his scrambling hind legs
would stay down.

But he brought me through, without
harm to either of us, about 30 feet
downslope from our starting point.
Like swimming across swift-current
water. His belly was heaving for air,
so I let him blow a couple of minutes
while I listened to the last of the spin-
ning boulders tumble echoingly into
the canyon below.

“Well,” I mused to the brone, as
solo riders often do, “after that volley
of rocks our big buck won’t be on this
side of the mountain.”

As I rode ahead, fighting brush and
a hard-mouthed horse, I could see the
top of our low mountain narrowed to
a single ridge before dropping to a
saddle. As I surveyed the topography,
two rifle shots shattered the sunny
quiet from the other slope. A third
followed when the first two died out.

Immediately alert, I was watching
the ridge above. The corner of my
eye caught (Continued on page 56)

17



Length 23 in.

No. 6629 |

Wt. 15 oz. |

Price $1.00
It's ":llllkout war'” on Blilg Remember
Bass, Pike, Pickerel, Wall- 1
eye and Muskie—with the Pear| Harbor!
new “Dive Bomber”! True- Buy U. S.
to-nature and Marked for Defense Bonds
Victory—it makes Big Fish and Stamps!

mad—and fishermen glad!
Get it at your dealer's or
direct!

WRITE FOR NEW FREE CATALOG

CREEK CHUB BAIT cCO.
174 So. Randolph St.

CATC

Garrett, Ind.

Greatestimprovementin
casting rod construction
in over 25 years. Adjust-
ableforindividual comfort.
Actionized for greater re-
siliency and uniformity. Pat-
ented Vacuum Fit Forward |
Grip. TENITE Handle and |
Reel Seat. Wide range of
models and prices, Also highest
quality tubular steel Fly Rods
and GEP Armor-oic Salt
Water Rods at popular prices.

Send for new 32-page catalog
containing complete 1942 Line.
Mail coupon TODAY.

GEPHART MFG. CO.
246 W, lllinois St., Chicago, 11

Please send me your NEW Catalog on GEP
Actionized Rods.
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Sports Afield—April, 1942

That’s Why They’re Big

(sztmued from page 15)

into a heavy riffle, on the far side of which
was a nice back eddy, with a large, deep
pool below. After a few false casts I
dropped the fly so it would float down
the fast water just outside of the back
eddy. It had floated only a few feet
when it was sucked under and disap-
peared without any commotion.

I set the hook carefully and the fish,
which I judged to be a large brown,
headed down stream. While he never
jumped or came to the surface so I could
see him, I knew from his heavy run that
I was fast to the largest trout I had ever
hooked on such fine tackle.

HE click on my reel was of average

tension but this together with the fric-
tion of the line going through the guides
and the drag of the ever increasing length
of line in the water, made me uneasy.
I knew the 3X gut or the little barbless
hook could not stand the strain much
I tried to pay out line from the
reel by hand to relieve the strain but,
just as the back end of my Halford went
through the guides, the little hook tore
out.

After this experience I bent the spring
to weaken the click tension on the reel.
This proved beneficial when using light
terminal tackle but upon my first trip to
the Nipigon, where I was fishing heavy
water with large flies and coarse leaders,
the soft click proved disastrous.

I hooked my first rainbow in this
famous river where the white water
pours into Cameron pool. Dashing down
the fast, heavy current at a terrific speed,
he stripped line direct from the reel. At
about 75 feet he made a beautiful jump.
He was unable to throw the barbless
hook and settled down for a few seconds
rest before tearing on down stream.

This gave me a chance to glance down
at my reel and I discovered that the soft
click had allowed it to over run. My C
tapered Halford was in a beautiful back-
lash which could only be equaled by a
novice at bait casting.

My fingers worked feverishly and I just
had the loose coils picked out when he
started downstream again. This time, as
before, his sudden burst of speed caused
the line to snarl. At about 100 feet he
made another spectacular jump just as
the backlash tightened up. Something

had to go and upon reeling in I discovered
that I was minus one of my latest
streamer creations in addition to the
largest rainbow I had ever hooked.

My memory retains a beautiful picture
of this big fellow as I last saw him. The
dying rays of the setting sun were slant-

By

Larry B. Sampla with a pair of Nlp]gcn rain-

bows. In spite of catching nice fish like

these, Mr Sample insists upon saylng that
“the big ones get away!"

ing across Cameron pool and shimmering
on his gorgeous rainbow side, while he
was momentarily poised there, twice his
length out of water.

Anticipating next summer’s vacation,
I have chosen the heavy rapids of a large
northern river, noted for its wild, acro-
batic rainbows of more than ordinary
proportions. I shall no doubt catch a few
good trout and have some rare sport but
I also hope I will tie into some big ones
that are too fast to handle. They will
probably teach me another lesson in
angling and leave me with memories
never to be forgotten.

+ + 4+ 4+

Manana Is Today

(Continued from page 17)

a flick of gray movement in the brush,
and then I saw the buck. I had been
looking too high; he had crossed over in
a little arroyo that ran diagonally to my
line of sight, and was fleeing along my
side.

I clawed my carbine from its saddle
boot and whipped it to my shoulder.
There was no time to dismount. But he
had dropped from sight into another ar-
royo leading down from the crest of the

| mountain.

Vaulting from my saddle into a cactus,
I held my gun crosswise ahead of me in
my gloved hands to buck the under-

growth and scrambled up and forward
to gain a small rock abutment that
blocked my sight.

Between the falling rocks on my side
and the shots on John’s, the buck knew
he had been flanked by the enemy and
headed down the ridge away from us
toward the southeast. Whether he had
seen or heard me now, I did not know.

A shot clattered from the other slope.
He had crossed again! So I slowed when
I rounded the rocky knoll and stopped
part way to the top. I pulled my ban-
danna out to mop my face. I was puffing
from my hurried climb.
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Then I saw him again—running fast, |

He cleared the lower brush with spee-
tacular bounds, antlers thrown back on
his neck.

Up came my carbine. I was still breath-
less and fumed with myself as I tried to
steady the barrel down in the few sec-
onds allowed me for my two shots. About
170 yards away, it was too far fo ascer-
tain whether my .270 had scored thru the
brush. The reticule would not stay put for
time enough to see.

Again the buck was down out of sight,
over another ridge that led down the
bulging mountainside. I had to gain the
next ridge before another shot—and the
buck had probably run down John's slope
after my shots.

Another scramble. More cactus spines.
More loose stones. I panted heavily and I
had lost one glove and my sombrero. I

gained the rise of ground and my breath-

ing stopped for a full three seconds.

There on the big ridge, 150 yards dis-
tant, walked the big buck! I could see
every step, every detail shadowed against
the brilliant desert sky.

I dropped to my knee and flicked off
the safety. I was puffing and couldn’t hold
still. T was shooting into the light and
my eyes flooded with water. “Why didn’t
I take a snap shot?” I thought.

The sight post wobbled and bobbed.
The time seemed interminable. How long
would the silhouette walk the ridge? I
tried to hold my breath. I could hear the
blood surging through my head with the

force of an hydraulic pump. A bead on his |

. He walks behind some brush.
Why was L

heart. . .
. I'm wobbling again. . ..
so utterly winded?

In desperation I jerked the trigger—a
fatal mistake. The buck bounded at the
report and I felt my stomach sink as I
realized a clean miss.

I worked the bolt with lightning
strokes. Another shot jarred my shoulder
—a snap shot this time, just as the buck
slipped over the ridge.

I stood with my carbine half lowered
from my shoulder, empty hull still in the
chamber, The buck was gone. I wouldn’t
get another shot, I knew.

I worked the bolt with the deliberate-
ness of defeat, watched the slowly acting

mechanism kick the brass hull sailing into |

the air, heard the brass clink on stones
when it fell.

A shot from the other side! . ..
three!

two ...

’ I 1yERE was still more cacti between me

and the ridge top, and still more |

hope. I hurried to the crest.

Across a canyon I saw John and
Manuel, on a lower ridge over 200 yards
away.

Hastily I scanned the downslope for
sign of running or sneaking deer. I spied
a still form. It was feet up on the ground,
in a little clear patch among the sea of
brush and cacti across the canyon.

It was a deer, resting against the up-
right trunk of a tall green saguaro that
had stopped its downhill roll.

“Think I hit,” John called across when
he caught sight of me. The deer was about
75 yards below him, and as the mountain
slope curved convexly, he could not see
it. He later said he had shot only when the
deer bounded high enough for its back fo

Bringon the Big Boys! Hitthose
Hide- Aways—with WHIRL-
A-WAY! Here’s P & K's new-
est lure: a skillet filler.
and a killer for sure.

U.S. Pat. No. 1972697

Fish takes only the hook; lure
slips ahead on strike. Made
of tenite. Only $1.00 each.

Tested under every condition, Whirl-A
¥ T i . It whirls, flashe
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s and power to burn,
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PERFECT.
HOOK
GUARD

interference,

spoon  for less strike
ed weed guard adjustable for light or
weed bed or snag waters fishing, use with
or without pork rind, ideal for wall-eye, bass,
northerier pike, ete.

Nickel, brass, copper, |z oz. wt., ea. 40¢c, 3 for $1.10,
posiage and tax incl.
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At your dealer or write

STEELSTAMP CORP., DEPT. A

3879 No. Richards St Milwaukee, Wis.

Bean's Fishing Blouse

Something new  in
a fishing
Made from fine
count aeroplane cloth.
W mli{u'uul‘, briar-
and water re-

proot

hold rod while chang-

ing flies, Also good
for skeet shooting
and  golf. Color:
i Sand Tan. Sizes 36
to 50, Price: $5.45

! postpaid.
L. L. Bean, Inc,, 244 Main St., Freeport, Maine
Mjrs. Fishing and Camping Specialties

Send for free sample and spring catalog.

garment. |

sisting, Three large |
front pockets, sleeve

| pocket, also large
back pocket for

| lunch, rain coat, ete.
Tab at shoulder to

THE DE LUXE
FLY LINE DRESSING

*“Nothing even
compares with this famous
‘Rinal formula.”"" Flotz helps
catch more fish. Waterproofs,
preserves as well as keeps fly
lines and dry flies afloat. Im-
proves rod action. Insures ac-
curacy. Also an excellent dress-
ing for steel and bamboo rods.
Get a can now.

Experis say

See your dealer of
send 35¢ for 2 o:.
package with appli-
cator. Salisfaclion
or money refunded.

IVANO, INC. “Cuicico, visa"

Hand-made by
vom HOFE crafts-
\ men since 1867.
Complete line of dry, wet and

streamer flies, from $1.75 to
$3.00 per dozen.

EDWARD vom HOFE & (0.
113-15 5. 16th St.,. Philadelphia, Pa.

Braided of

“MARINA” CUTTYHUNK
Made of 50 lea super qua ity linen. Strongest line for
its size made. Tests over 3 pounds per thread. Meets
all elub specifications,

“4DUCK”’ Bait Casting Lines
“Sheds Water Like a Duck"’
Premium quality -IIL
proofed before and after braiding.
—will not waterlog. Made in three colors—black, grey
and gold—to fit weather and water conditions,

| ALL SUNSET LINES are Made in U. 5. A.—Send for Catalog 5D

Water-

threads.
“DUCK?” lines float

‘ SUNSET LINE & TWINE CO. 564 Sixth Street, San Francisco




SNELLED
HOOKS

Stronger than foreign synthetic gut . , . 1i
Always pliable . « « no soaking ... Won't \
fray, rot or kink « » »+ With a VEC Snelled

Hook you’ll never lose a fish because tha |
snell was rotten, frayed or dry. VEC snells |
won't deteriorate, split or **frazzle,’” and neyer W
sieed soaking. They're always ready to use, [
always reliable and always at top strength... 1
with more strength than foreign synthetic Il
snelled hooks. Weber VEC Snelled Hooks |
available in 15 patterns including famous
“Falcongrip’’ instant-hooking type . . . in

Weber's 1942 catalog. Seayour dealer,
ot take advantage of § pecial O ffer below.

“*YEC’ IN COILS OR LEADERS

WEC leader marterial is supplied in
10-yard coils and in finished casting
and trolling leaders in all standard
sizes and lengths, See catalog for prices.

SPECIAL OFFER 25¢

I enclose 25¢ for the following: One card of
6 assorted **Falcongrip’’ VEC Snelled Hooks
(value 30¢); one Weber Catalog (value
25¢); one Fly Casting Lessons FREE., Toral

n* value 55¢, all for
OMNLY 25¢ postpaid,
Catalog shows all
standard Snelled
Hook patterns, hun-
dreds of flies in colors,

Box 4242, Stewvens Point, Wis.

BEVIN-WILCOX
DE LUXE NYLON BAIT

A\‘ [__[ CASTING LINES

N

1. They shoot out remarkable distances
amazing easa,

2. Thoy give excopti
due to B-W's famouw

3. They're extremel
salt waler)

4. Sold on meney back gu
satislaction

Ask lor them by name at
them every possik
—and judge for yoursel!
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OFFER.. = O

S—nmhsr. al "Magiz Mi

> BEVIN-WILCOX LINE COMPANY I
h BOX 15 EAST HAMPTON, CONN. |

WRITE NOW FOR AMERICA'S |
GREATEST CUT PRICE -

CATALOG

FOR FISHERMEN - HUNTERS
- AND OUTDOOR SPORTSMEN

MAX COOK

SPORTING GOOD
1608 GLENARM DENVER.COLORADO

| show above the brush.

I called signals. Down . . . down . . .
lower, right . . . down . . . left; and finally
when John found it, the dead deer was
15 feet upslope from him. The 120 gr.
.270 Spitzer bullet had exploded in the
deer’s chest without coming out the other
side, and it had dropped in its track.
With no blood trail, it was a hard one to
find without help.

“Hey!” he called in cheated surprise.
“This isn’t the buck we saw! His rack
isn't much bigger than the smaller buck
in camp!”

“Then watch out,” I yelled. “He’s still
on the mountain. To the southeast along
the ridge. He couldn’t get off without our
seeing him!”

I slipped three fresh cartridges into my
magazine and started down the ridge with
renewed zest.

“Cover this slope!” I yelled to John, not
taking my eyes off my own side of the
ridge.

Barely had I gone 50 feet when a cholla
slapped my leg. One of the spiny balls
had stuck into my shank and when I

| stooped to pick it off, there on the

|
all standard sizes and patterns, illustrated in ||I J
|

gravelly ground I saw . . . blood! Buck

blood!

I had hit the buck after all . .. on my

| last shot. And here I had guessed a clean
| miss, because I heard John shooting and

rods, |
lines, reels, leaders, etc. Write today! |

Weber Lifelike Fly Company |

thought it was at the same deer.

My heart jumped an inch or two and
I swallowed it back. Here and there were
big red splotches where the wounded
buck had paused. Sometimes his tracks

| staggered and I knew he was hit pretty

bad.
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Then his tracks stopped altogether. I
circled ahead, up and down, but saw no
blood. I circled again, more cautiously,
but no tracks. I was about to look for a
back-track, when I saw him, dead on the
ground.

He had collapsed and slumped down the
mountain slope for 20 feet. His gray coat
blended perfectly into the cover, and so
intent had I been looking ahead for
movement, I had overlooked the animal
completely.

The 130 gr. .270 had entered his left
hind quarter just as he turned to slip
over the ridge—my snapshot. The bullet
exploded in his stomach and when I took
his antlers and began to drag, his stomach
dropped out.

We met in the canyon after pulling our
bucks downhill. Soon Manuel was along
with the horses, from below. John and he
dressed out the deer while I went back
to the other side to bring my own horse
around.

SLINGING the deer behind our saddle
cants, we worked down the mountain
and back along the nine-mile trail to
camp. We reached it in the late after-
noon. The bucks we hung by their horns
from a stout limb in the oak thicket by
the stony little creek that came out of
the mountains behind our camp and
shortly disappeared into the sandy desert
below us.

A half hour later our Bronx pal came
riding up, an empty space behind his
saddle cant—no deer.

“Well, boys, where’s the bucks?” he
asked cockily.

"Talk about luck!!”
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John pointed toward the oak thicket

| where the two bucks hung side by side.

“Well, I'll—how'd you get ‘em?”

They got caught in the cacti and we
shot ‘em like Herefords,” I told him with
nonchalance,

“What, no barbed wire or lasso? You
win the ice cream!” He turned and walked
away.

I started to follow him toward the bit of
refreshment we kept in a shady hole in
the creek, but someone from behind
tapped my shoulder. I turned.

It was Manuel. He was smiling gravely.

“Manana,” he explained in faltering
English, “ees to-dayee! No?”
“Yes, Manuel,” I agreed, smilingly.

12

“Mafiana is today!

Snow-White Crow

Carl E. Austin, Winnipeg, admires his snow-
white crow, shot near Lac du Bonnet, Man.

NE sportsman has found one crow
that isn’t as black as this predator

is usually pictured. It's an albino, with
white body and wings, and this freak of
birddom has been mounted and now
hangs on the wall of the summer cabin
of Carl E. Austin, Winnipeg sportsman-
naturalist, at Lac du Bonnet, Manitoba.
Austin, an amadenr aomithalagist yhase
knowledge of birds is amazing, saw the
crow on the road three miles from Lac du
Bonnet. The albino was feeding with
other crows along the highway. Austin
and a companion drove on to the cabin,
but by the time they returned with a gun,
the white crow had disappeared. Ten
days later, while driving along the same
road, they saw the same white crow feed-
ing with his black brethren in the fields.
The albino was mounted by Horace

Hatton, Winnipeg taxidermist, and is now |
a part of the collection of mounted birds |

and other relics in the Austin cabin.
Unusual is the fact that while albino
crows have pink eyes, the Austin speci-
men had blue black eyes, thus adding to
its rarity. Albinos that remain with the
flock are often attacked and driven away
by fellow crows, according to B. W. Cart-
wright, chief naturalist of Ducks Un-
limited. Albinos oceur in human beings
as well as birds and animals, and may be
caused by failure to pass on from parent
to offspring the chromosome carrying the
color factor when the egg is fertilized.
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