The author's kesbond looks
the coumiry ower, ready fo
help his wife gef her deer

The author and her husband just
after she shot the buck. Below,
she rides through high brush on
the trail of the toy white-tails

Veese Deer Ane Srzant

. OU’LL: see bucks

. all right,” Si, the

cowboy, told me,

“pbut seeing a buck

isn’t getting one. Some of those bhig

fellows up on the ridge have had a

couple of hundred shots fired at them,
and nobody has hit them yet.”

“They must be pretty smart,” I said
smugly.

“Smart?” Si laughed. “Smart? Lis-
ten, lady, those are about the smartest
bucks north of the Mexican border. I'll
bet you those bucks already know we're
going to hunt them tomorrow.”

Even then I didn’t half bhelieve Si.
But I soon learned. Those white-tails
were smart. They knew all the tricks,
and getting one was the hardest deer
hunting I've done in ten years of fol-
lowing Jack, my hunting husband,
around.

The trip was for my benefit. Jack
had killed a good many white-tails, but
my deer hunting had all. been after
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mule deer. Now it was Jack’s idea that
I should put a good white-tail head
among my other trophies.

When I went to bed that night in the
cottage of that border ranch, it all
looked simple. The big white-tails were
there, and, thanks to Jack’s excellent

coaching, I could shoot.

When I say “big” white-tails I mean
they were big in comparison with others
of their species, as these deer were of
the small Southwestern and Mexican
variety. Odocoileus couesi, the scien-
tists call them. Sonora deer, Arizona
white-tailed deer, and fan-tailed deer
are their other names. Only the biggest
bucks weigh 100 pounds, but their size
doesn’t match their intelligence.

When I awoke the first morning of
the hunt, Jack and Si had breakfast
ready, and the horses saddled for the
eight-mile ride to the ridge. In a half
hour, breakfast was eaten, saddle boots
tied on, rifies stowed away, and the men
were ready. They waited rather un-

graciously while I applied a mask of
make-up that startled Si into asking if
Ifelt well. “You're as white as a sheet,”
he said. I explained my method of try-
ing to protect my complexion from the
Arizona sun with quantities of heavy
cold cream, covered with a layer of
powder.

And then we rode, for what seemed to
be an interminable distance, through
the cold that comes just before dawn.
The horses picked their way along in-
visible trails. I shivered in the saddle
until Si expressed a doubt that I could
take it. =

By the first gray of dawn, we were
starting up the ridge. “Up” means that
we were riding scrambling, puffing
horses up a mountain side at an angle
of almost forty-five degrees. “Up” also
means that the trail was so steep that
horse and rider could roll 1000 feet.
Though I have ridden over some very
rough country, I was scared half to
death.
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“Fresh sign!” Jack said occasionally.
“Looks good!”

“Big buck track,” Si would remark,
“pbut up on the ridge, in those deep

- basins and canyons, is where they really
hang out!”

Then Jack said, “Look—a doe and
two fawns!”

I saw my first fan-tails then. A little
gray doe and two tiny, white fawns
scooted up toward the head of the can-
yon above us. Their tails were almost
as big as their bodies, bushed out, daz-

zlingly white. They paused at the top

of the canyon, froze, and looked at us
for a moment before they flirted those
big, white tails once more and disap-
peared into the chaparral. They were
dainty and beautiful, and, they made
the mule deer I remembered seem lum-
bering and uninteresting.

Presently we were on top, with hun-
dreds of square miles of country spread
out below us—long vistas of yellow
grasslands, high mountain ranges, and
purple hills. ‘The ridge before us was
brushed with mountain mahogany,

pifion, cliff rose, and live oaks, carpeted.

with knee-high grama grass. On both
sides it dived into steep narrow canyons
filled with brush. We saw deer sign
everywhere, but I began to have mis-
givings, as I could see that a couple of

LARGER GAME WAS EASY
BUT THE TINY ARIZONA
WHITE-TAILS DEMANDED
ENTIRELY NEW TRICKS
By
ELEANOR O’CONNOR

Eating lunch otop
a high ridge where
it was possible to
~see deer if they
crossed an opening

jumps would take a deer out of sight.

It was still early morning, and, as the
deer would still be moving and feeding,
Si and I took one side of the ridge and
Jack the other. We planned to ride

slowly down, hoping for the best. Twice’

Si and I saw the flash of big, white tails,
as feeding deer saw us and ran. Both
times they were does with fawns. Then
we heard the sudden, full-throated bel-
low of Jack's old Springfield Sporter.
When I rode over, I found him off his
horse and looking down into the canyon
with a slightly dazed expression.

“Buck ?” I asked.

“Yes—a big one.”

“Hit him ?” 2

“I'll say I didn’t!” Then: “There he
goes—see him ?”

Far below me, I saw a
white speck. In the glasses,
I could see a buck trotting
along, pausing occasionally
to look back. He was 1,000
feet below us and more than
400 yards away. .

“He’s over his scare now,”
Jack said bitterly, ‘“but he
really made a chump out of
mell i

“How did it happen?”

“I was riding along, when
something made me turn and
look behind. There, not more
than twenty yards away, was
that big rascal, sneaking
along with his head low,
keeping brush between us. I
jumped off my horse and
jerked the rifle out of the
boot, just as he went into
high gear. I took one shot at
the brush he’d disappeared in.
That buck isn’'t anybody's
fool!”

As Jack said later, “White-
tail won the first round.”

It was my turn next. We

Mrs. O'Connor beside her
kill. The buck was large
for his species, but tiny
as compared to mule deer

were still on horseback, when another
buck got up and whipped around a little
point so fast my head swam. I jumped
off my horse, grabbed my rifle, and ran
to head him off. But he was gone! For
a moment, I was half convinced that I
hadn't really seen a buck at all. After-
wards, by his tracks, we found he had
run around the point, then turned sharp-
ly, and run down the canyon. That was
round two!

We tied up our horses and hunted on
foot. Or rather, we hunted on foot and
by arm. Toy white-tails have a habit
of lying so close in their brush that they
almost have to be blasted out. I took
one side of a steep, narrow canyon and
Si the other. We went down, rolling and
throwing (Continued on page 77)
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(Continued from page 23)

stones into every promising-looking bit
of brush. After rolling perhaps 100 rocks
and making more noise than an army,
we had routed out one gray fox and
scared up a covey of fool gquail, but no
deer.

Puffing and very weary, I clambered
up another canyon, to meet Jack on a
sunny saddle for lunch. My make-up

| had worn off, my nose was red from

__sunburn, my lips chapped, and my hair
disheveled, and I had lost my lipstick
and comb in my scramble up a canyon.
I had long before taken off my gloves,
because I refused to have anything in-
terfering with my trigger finger if I
should get the chance to use it, and my
hands were scratched and dirty. “I'm
afraid white-tail hunting isn't a- very
ladylike sport,” I thought, “but I'm going
to shoot one.”

URING the afternoon we saw no more
bucks on the ridge, but we did see
where a couple had run, and enough does
and fawns to keep hope in our hearts.
Later, when we started off the moun-
tain, we saw a deer humping up the side
of a wide canyon. The glasses told us it
was a buck and a big one.

“Think you can hit him?” Si asked.

“I can try,” I said doubtfully. The
buck was a good 400 yards away and
moving.

“I hope you miss him,” Jack said
gloomily as I sat down and put off the
safety of my .257 Roberts. “If you kill
that buck it will take us an hour to get
to him, and another hour to get him off
the mountain. I don’t have any yen to
go prowling around in the dark right
now.”

And I did miss him—quite neatly. I
missed him for six shots, and, trembling,
gave up. For the first time, I was af-
flicted with buck fever. I had heard
jokes about buck fever, I had seen men
quake with it, but I had never felt it be-
fore. My determination to get the best
of the Limestone bucks got the better of
me. Let’s call this round three.

But the biggest, finest, most complete
fiasco of all came the next day. Si and I
were riding down the ridge where Jack
had seen the big buck the day before.
Suddenly I thought I saw a man on
horseback back of me, then I realized
with astonishment that it was a buck
with a fine head.

I shouted to Si, jumped off my horse,
and ran toward the canyon where the
buck had disappeared, as I thought, over
the ridge.

In the meantime, Jack heard the com-
motion and came down the ridge at a
dead gallop. He didn’t see the deer be-
cause of an intervening oak, but he
could see me and knew from the direc-
tion my rifle was pointed that I was
shooting across the canyon. So he rode
around the head to the ridge and tied up
his horse. After fifteen or twenty min-
utes of careful exploring, Jack put his
_rifle in the boot again, and prepared to
join us.

- Just as Jack mounted his horse, he
heard the brush crack, and, fifty yards
below him, a big, old buck dived off the
ledge into the thick brush below. Jack
jumped off and waited for him to show
up. But that wise, old deer stayed in
thick brush until the last possible mo-
ment. When he finally emerged, it was
only to flash ‘across an opening about
ten feet wide. (Continued on page 78)
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OTU may have the best gun, the best dog, and the best
hunting grounds—but if you do not have clothing that
keeps you dry and comfortable regardiess of weather, you cannot get the enjoyment
you should out of your hunting trips. Don't let your fun he spoiled this season by
not having the right kind of hunting togs. Get a Mid-Western Waterproof Leather
Qutfit and be prepared to take the weather as it comes—rain, shine, gale or blizzard!

GUARANTEED WATERPROOF

This etcluqre horschide leather is guaranteed absolutely waterproof. It will stay

soft and pliable no matter how often it becomes wet. Burr-and-briar-proof ; mos-
quito-proof; and it stands up in thorny bhrush or ard-going’” places as onls the
best in leather can. Lightweight and windproof. thing like it for warmth with
wool underclothing. At the same time, garments in this leather are equally com-
fortable in temperatures as high as 60 to 70 degrees with Iight (Iothmv under-
neath. Dark olive drab color.

MOST ECONOMICAL AT FACTORY-DIRECT PRICES

Most_hunters will get a lifetime of wear out Mid-Western Waterproof
Leather Outfit. That means only a very low ¥ ost for solid comfort and
health protection in outdoor clathing. By dealing ‘“Direct-to-Consumer’” we are
able to give you made-to-measure garments—guaranteed to fit—at most
reasonable prices. We know positively that you'll find a Mid-Western

outfit the best hunting investment you
ever made.

MADE TO YOUR MEASURE. Mid-Western Leather Garments are
tailor-made to your individual measure. Garments that are made to last
for years should be made to fit the man who wears them. Our “‘self-
measuring’” order blanks are so easy to use that you can have yourself
measured up by anyone in your home or office in a few minutes. We even
send you the tape measure. Regular build, faf, thin. tall or short—it
makes no difference. Give us correct measurements and we’ll guarantee
a perfect fit.

WRITE FOR CATALOG TODAY. A post card or letter will bring cata-
log, actual samples of leather, price list, order blank and tape measure.
Write at once and get all set for opening day.
BERL}? GLOVE GOMPANY 601 FOX AVE. BERLIN, WiS.

akers of Quality Leather Goods for over 65 Years

For That Hunting Trip?
Would you welcome unbiased, experienced
advice on the guns, ammunition and equip-

ment most practical for your hunting trips
this fall and winter?

4 New models A, D & E, with longer
grip, ad;. rear sight & slide lock, $28.50,
$35,840. Orig. models B & C, 520 All for
22 caliber rimfire, Send for folder. *

HIGH STANDARD MFG. 0., 173 Foote St., New Haven, Conn.

Send nine cents in stamps for complete in-
formation about our technical advisory
service, and sample copy of THE AMER-
ICAN RIFLEMAN, 25 cent monthly mag-
azine, exclusively about guns and shooting.

NATIONAL RIFLE ASSOCIATION
855 Barr Building Washington, D.C.

Don’t let a jimmied gun barrel sight
spoil your aim and ruin your

hunt-
ing. Far Sight Protector, mades of
shock-absorbing rubber, slips over all "W

H types of barrels (except full magazines). \
Guards s:ght from uuury. Keeps barrel free

8 from dirt New on the market.
Far Sight Proreclor cn., 44 Main s:., HNewaygo, Mich,

DON'T BUY
UNTIL YOU
SEE THE

Skeet. F ield & Trap

For

f,..the hest buy in America today for the price,”
says JAMES MYERS, Gunsmith Exfraordinary

Proprietor, Myers Gun Shop, Seattie, Wash.
Amazing, new, simplified design eliminates numerous parts, makes
for strength, dependability; lower cost. A product of 68 years’ ex-
perience. Hardhitting, evenly distributed shot pattern. Perfect bal-
ance and single sighting plane mcrease pointing speed, accuracy.
Standard barrel lengths, 12 ga., 26” and 30”; 20 and 16 ga., 26” and
28”. Boring: 26”"—Top barrel modified choke bottom barrel im-
proved cylinder. 28” and 30”—Top barrel full ‘choke, bottom barrel
modified choke. Matted top barrel. PROOF TESTED with load de-
veloping 50% greater pressure than average load.

FROOF MARK. Genuine American Walnut stockand forearm.
pad. Engraved Teceiver.
If your dealer can’t supply you, order duect from factory giving dealer’s name.
You must be satisfied or your money refun

Model 90 OVER & UNDER
53990

Marlm Blades glve %%u a ql(x’icker.zgleaner
or
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Recoil

ded.
Smgxe Edge 1% for 25¢. MARLIN FIREARMS CO., 8910 Willow St., New Haven, Conn.




SINCE LEARNING TAXIDERMY, LEATHER-MAKING
and FUR WORK, fve DOUBLED my fun froml
hunting and make$20 per :
week spare time mounting| &
and tanning for others.*\§

*# Quoted
letter from
a student

FUR
%&1 in ONE course:
~— Learn A AT HO %

Simple home-lessons teach you in spare
time to mount and preserve Birds, Ani-
mals, Fish;to tan hides and furs by Krome ||
Meothods and make up Fur Garments. 1
SPORTSMEN: 22270 fontiee:
e Game is growing
scarcer—every Specimen is valuable. Keep | "ygs57s
them—save them—mount them. Decorate
your den. Fun and fascination. Profits, too. m
b, d 1i Lins and furs. Make real
TAN Heas;-‘;:yeasg Lé%};;xgr: Bsuck Sole Lace, etc. | HARNESS
Best method known, but easy andsimple. Don’tsell
those hides cheap.Tan them foryour ownuse.Make
leather vests, belts, gloves, eﬁc.a Tan for %;hers&
£ n women. Tan an
FUR'WORK nggkngxp?carfs capesg, coats,
muffs, mitts, trimmings. Quickly, easil
40 to $80 onth,eve
EXTRA MONEY xs}:oreussomg antludent's r;
port. Big demand for Taxidermy, Tanning o?l“‘d

Fur-Work. A real spare-time business—good in
every community. 1f you need extra money, writel

FREE Book!

Explains Taxidermy, Tanning and Fur-Work.
Cet Free Copy Today—you’ll be interested. X
It may lead to Fun and Profits. Send right D

now—a postal will do. State your Age. GLOVES

LN, W.Schaol of Taxidermy,3147 Elwood Bldg.,Omaha,Neb, = i

! . ‘ =
1383 dlﬂ'exenl_ﬁ:_npcs. 57 high grade tobaccos,
# | pouches, racks, humidors, and pipe gadgets from all
lover the world at bargain pricest Tells—How To
A {Keep Your Pipe Sweet, How Ta Blend. etc.. etc
i Ps pages . . . hundreds of illustrations! We shig

r/o | POSTPAID all over U. S. Thousands of pipe smokers

CU T moncyWe are the largest pipe purveyors and
tobacconists (strictly) in the world. Send for FREE
Catalog now —No obligation.

WALLY FRANKLTD,, 10 E.45THST,
CUT ME OUT

Cut me out, paste me on a postcard and mail to Outdoor
Life, Desk 108, 353 Fourth Ave., New York, N. Y. I'll
bring you complete supplies and instructions on how to
make easily several dollars a week in your spare time.

INSTANT

Dept. 208

Your trigger finger can enjoy bare-hand freedom in the
NEW SarAnaC hunter's mitt. Slot in right palm, lapped
for warmth, instantly bares one or all fingers single-handed,
without removing mitt. Lap fits snugly in palm for protec-
tion. Made of exclusive SarAnaC-process grain deer (buck-
skin), wool lined, elastic knitted wrists. Ideal for hunting,
ice fishing, motoring, winter sports; an- appreciated gift.
YWater-resistant, washable leather, al-
ways dries out soft and pliable, Sizes
Large, Medium, Small. Send today.
Full refund if not satisied upon arrival.
PARKER BROS. & CO.

DEPT. O 3 LITTLETON, N. H.
DEALERS: Write forsamples and

rices on hunting mitts, ski milts,

andball gloves and SarAnaC
Buckskin gloves.

ARANAC

~HUNTER'S MITT

These Deer Are Smart

(Continued from page 77)

Both of us shot from opposite sides of
the canyon. Both of us missed.

1 looked at Jack, Jack looked at me,
we both looked at Si.

“Well, I'll be damned!” we chorused.

We'd lost every round so far and were
feeling a bit groggy. ,

Presently my husband began to laugh.

“Hleanor,” he said, “those bucks have
my dander up now and we're not going
to leave until one of us draws blood.”

Our break did not come until two days
later. On the third day we saw bucks,

~but they made chumps out of us, and I

won’t go into that. The fourth day was
to be our last. By this time I was sad-
dlesore, very tired, and not a little dis-
couraged. :

The day started poorly. We didn't see
our usual quota of does and fawns and
wondered if we had run the deer off the
big ridge.

Then, about 2 o’clock, my husband and
I were hunting down one side of a very
wide, deep canyon, and Si along the
other, when I heard a low whistle from
Jack, who was fifty feet ahead.

“Come here, kid,” he whispered. “I
see deer in the brush over there.”

I joined him, and he pointed out a
patch of gray, then another. Presently I
saw the long neck and ears of an old
doe, as she peered suspiciously in our
direction.

Jack stood up and tossed a rock
toward the brush, and twelve deer ran
out. :

“All does,” he said, as he put his tele-
scope sight on them. “No, by George!”
he shouted. “The third one from the bot-
tom’s a buck, a big one!”

He shot, and I saw dust spurt up just
below the big deer’s belly.

“Damn that smart rascal,” he said,
“He's got a doe between him and us!”

All the way up the hillside that buck
shielded himself with the doe. Neither
of us got a shot, and it looked as though
we’'d lost that round, too.

But on the ridge, a good 275 yards
away, the big buck and the doe parted.
For a moment, he was -silhouetted
against the sky line. I swung past, led”
him a couple of feet, and shot. It seems
incredible, but I could hear the hollow
plop of a bullet on flesh.

“T,ook!” Jack cried, still peering
through his ’scope. “That buck went
down at the front gquarters. You hit
him!* .

Our weary legs and short wind for-
got, we crossed the canyon, climbing
slowly and painfully up the steep slope.
Presently we got to the dead cedar on
the ridge where I had marked him
down.

“Here’s some blood!” Jack shouted.
“Here’s some more—and there he is!”

The old buck had run as long as life
remained in his body, and, when he fell,
he rolled over a little rim rock. He was
a beautiful thing as he lay there, dainty
body, sleek gray hide, perfectly formed
brown antlers glistening in the sun. I
was amazed to see how small even the
largest fan-tail bucks are. My bullet, I
found, had hit him squarely through the
heart—one of the luckiest shots I have
ever made.

“Good head!” my husband gloated.
“He's fat as butter! Are you proud?”

“Very proud!” I confessed.

Nuts About Squirrels

(Continued from page 31)

itation, if the scent was at all fresh.
Some of them are plodders and work
with painful slowness. Others are gift-
ed with the ability to make the right de-
cision instantly.

Regardless of the excellence of his dog,
the hunter must know what he’s about.
There are several tricks that help the
veteran squirrel man in an emergency.
An experience which occurred last au-
tumn illustrates several points that
should help the beginner. Bill learned
them in a lifetime; he taught them to
me in a season; you will observe all of
them, within five minutes of hunting.

Spot, our latest dog, had been away
for something like half an hour. We
knew he was either working somewhere
on a particularly difficult trail, or else
would soon be returning to see what we
were doing. Several minutes passed be-
fore I heard his bark, faint and far
away, like the distant cry of a bird. Bill
heard him too.

“That wasn’'t a crow, was it?” he
asked. Listening again he announced,
“No, that’s Spot. Must be a mile off. Let’s
get over there and see what he’s got.”

A long, half-trotting run brought us
panting to the edge of Garland Swamp.
There, dancing about on the dead leaves,
was Spot, howling angrily and glaring
balefully toward the top of as big an oak
as T’d ever seen. Most dogs soon discover
that squirrels love the swampy regions.
Probably because drinking water is al-
ways at hand, dogs also prefer hunting
in this sort of country.

One glance at the tree convinced me
that it might harbor a whole tribe of
squirrels. It’s great, gnarled limbs,
stretching toward the sky, were draped
with innumerable gray garlands of moss,
under any one of which old bushytail
might be hiding., Neither Bill nor I could
see anything, though we almost snapped
our necks off looking over the oak. Spot,
who now and again would rush the tree |
with renewed vigor, seemed absolutely
confident of himself.

Finally, at Bill's suggestion, I grabbed
Spot by his collar and we both retreated
behind near-by trees, thinking to wait
out the cautious rascal. Twenty minutes
passed in this fashion, and Spot grew
restless and started barking again de-
spite my efforts to curb his ardor.

Finding that bushytail was willing to
wait as long as we were, I released the
dog and we began throwing fallen limbs
into the lower branches. It was obvious
from the start that little could be accom-
plished by such methods—the tree was
too big. Then Bill did something which
often helped us out. He caught one of -
the oak’s lower branches, vigorously rat-
tling the crisp leaves, and at' intervals
producing a shrill whistle which he in-
sists resembles the cry of a squirrel bat-
tling a hawk. Whatever it sounds like,
I've often seen bushytail come racing
from hiding at the first whistle. This
chap wasn’t impressed, however, and we
gave up that plan.

“Well, I'm going to shoot up there.”
Bill said. (Continued on .page 79)




