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WILD Adventure is the second book that my uncle wrote. Like his first book titled Hunting the Hard Way, it is filled with bowhunting experiences unequaled by other bowhunter stories written. He continues to hold the reader’s attention from cover to cover. Howard Hill lived somewhat of a storybook life. His beginning as a southern farmer’s youngest son, being raised along the Coosa River, provided him at an early age exposure to wild animals and the surroundings. He began shooting the bow and arrow at the early age of four years old, with a bow and set of arrows that his father made for him out of a white oak strip and river cane for his arrows. It is amazing that these early teachings would lead him to all parts of the world, and at the same time introduce him to many famous people who took a liking to his easy way of living. These same people pushed aside their livelihoods, choosing to follow in his footsteps and be a part of a life that many during this period thought to be foolish and dangerous. During his lifetime, Howard Hill proved to the world that the bow and arrow was equal to the gun, when the arrow was well placed. He did things that others said could not be done with the bow and arrow. He was known in Hollywood as “Mr. Archery,” and when he was called upon to make many of the shots before the movie cameras, no one disputed this title placed upon him. He split nine arrows for the cameras during the making of the movie The Adventures of Robin Hood starring Errol Flynn in 1938. Flynn, watching Howard Hill make this shot for him as his personal double, remarked to the director, “I sure am good, aren’t I?” Many upon many stories have been told about this man and his archery prowess that even today after all these years (he passed away in 1975) many still consider him to be “The World’s Greatest Archer.”


Good hunting and good reading,
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Jerry Hill





FOREWORD


WHEN you meet Howard Hill you know darn well you’ve met him before, but you can’t remember where or when.


Let me solve your problem. If, like myself, you sometimes find yourself hanging on a bar rail and staring over the head of the bar-tender, behind those character-destroying bottles of Four Posies or Old Step-Mother, you’ll spot Hill. There you will see a reproduction of a painting, the cultural contribution of some beer cartel like Somebody and Rusch, depicting Custer’s Last Stand. That American aborigine, that Indian on the piebald pony is Hill. Yes, the guy giving out with the bloodcurdling war whoop, drawing a bead on the heroic general (if a bead can be drawn with a bow and arrow Hill is the one who can do it) is our boy. This is no quaint flight of fancy. It has to be Hill. God knows, I’ve stared at both Hill and his weapon often enough, chilled to the marrow.


When Hill goes after any living creature with his bow for whatever reason, whether for food, motion pictures or sport, he has the same intensity, the same piercing black eyes, the same unmistakable snarl, leering with the triumph of the Indian about to wade up to his navel in the gore of the Paleface. He may be stalking only a rabbit, but it’s still Hill.


He calls himself a Creek, I think, and is inordinately proud of it. But he is a real Indian, make no mistake, as this Paleface knows. Confronted by Hill bearing down upon me over the bar on that pinto pony charging over countless hordes of Four Posies, I have always felt a keen sympathy for the unlucky Custer.


It is only our long and enduring friendship (based upon a mutual love for hunting and the Great Outdoors) that has induced me to write this foreword to his book, a thing I would do for no one else. As yet, being on a different continent from him at the moment, I have not had a gander at Howard’s tome, but I am sure it is a work calculated to bring out the best kind of savagery in American youth. The book is a cinch to stir many a nervous pulse as Hill has stirred mine in the past. It has to be filled with wild adventure.


In it, naturally, he will not tell you of the time we were out hunting mountain lion, and having just lassoed one, he had the frenzied brute screeching and turning somersaults at the end of a rope snubbed around a tree. Suddenly Howard yelled: “Here, hold this!” And I did, only to find out that I had hold of the tail of the enraged cat instead of the rope. Nor, I suppose, will this savage recount another incident that occurred while we were hunting wild boar on Santa Cruz Island when he left me hanging on the side of a cliff several hundred feet above the rocky sea-shore. While he sat in safety fifty yards away, eating boiled eggs and going into sporadic gales of laughter, he watched me suffer the terrors of chronic vertigo, too petrified to move an inch. Yes, Hill is an Indian.


Although no Indian myself, and laying no claim to being perhaps even an exceptional hunter, yet I do have much in common with Hill. The wailing note of the loon floating across a placid lake, the distant high-pitched cry of the timber wolf, the guttural roar of the jaguar and the blood-curdling cough of the charging wild boar, call to some deep inner response within us both that is not acquainted with modern civilization.


“Cupid” Hill, as I have called Howard ever since we first met while making the picture Robin Hood, has done things with a bow and arrow that few have essayed with the rifle, and I for one am going to read his book with great nostalgia, for some of the truly wonderful moments of my life have been spent tagging along at Howard’s heels on our hunting trips in many strange corners of the world.






	ROME, ITALY
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CHAPTER ONE


BY WAY OF INTRODUCTION


IT is not my intention to set forth in this volume any concise or technical set of rules concerning the fine points relative to the photography of game or hunting with the bow, nor will I give in detail any exact method to be followed when shooting wild game with camera or bow. Rather, I shall tell some of the procedures I have found successful for the stalking of most of the animals on the continents of North America and of Africa, in order to gain a close position to them. Also, it is my plan to give more or less in detail, some of the thrills and the dangers I have met with, and how those experiences were enjoyed or overcome, according to the circumstances under which they were met.


Reading this book, one must remember that because all birds, animals, and reptiles are individuals, the incidents recounted might not happen again in the same way, even if experienced by the same person with the same wild creature, and under the same circumstances. For that reason it would be unwise even to suggest a set of rules to be used by the hunter or the cameraman when facing wild creatures.


Naturally, when a man goes into the wilds to photograph animals in their natural surroundings or to hunt them at close range with the bow, he needs all the scientific knowledge he has attained in perhaps many years of study, but he will speedily find that the purely scientific approach needs to be tempered by a certain amount of good common horse sense, in order to get the best results and survive the experiences unscathed. I think it is safe to say that in no other field of endeavour is the happy combination of technical and scientific knowledge, together with common horse sense, more rewarding than when studying the wild denizens of the fields, the streams, the forests, and jungles.


In studying wild creatures, one should be scientific enough to take nothing for granted, yet he should be sensible enough to realize that all animals, even in the same family, are individuals and seldom, indeed, or never, do any two of them possess identical characteristics. Especially is this statement true of the highly courageous (and therefore to man, highly dangerous) beasts.


There are in most cases basic characteristics inherent in all animals of the same genus, but each animal has enough individuality to set him apart from every other creature in the world. For this reason, it is unwise to become dogmatic as to how any wild animal will react under any given set of circumstances. While the scientist is likely to minimize or discredit the outstanding differences to be found in individual animals, the animal lover and ordinary hunter may be prone to exaggerate such distinctions.


However, I am convinced that the more personal experience one subjects himself to in studying and observing wild creatures, the more respect he has for them and the less dogmatic he becomes with regard to their characteristics. Most of us hunters who have spent the greater part of our lives in the bush realize how foolish it is to accept any definite set of rules for the rabbit or the lion, the bobcat or the elephant. Invariably, just as a man becomes convinced that a certain animal will do a certain thing under a given set of circumstances, he will meet an individual that will react in an exactly opposite way from others of his family.


There is an Indian in the Florida Everglades named Charlie Snow, a most intelligent fellow and a marvellous hunter, tracker, and woodsman. Any time Charlie is asked, for instance, will a deer do this or will a deer not do that, he has a stock answer, no matter what wild creature is in question. The answer is always the same. “Maybe yes! Maybe no! Don’t know.”


The fact that Charlie refuses to become dogmatic does not minimize the wonderful store of knowledge which he has of all the wild animals of South Florida. He knows too much about them to make any flat statements. Yet he can call a rabbit out of the scrub palmetto, lure a wild turkey gobbler to his death, coax the bobcat from the briar patch, entice the bull alligator to leave the murky depths of the ’Glades pool, or bring the hog bear (Florida black bear) on the run to within easy bow-and-arrow range.


Ned Frost, of Cody, Wyoming, is one of America’s greatest naturalists, according to both the late Dr. Osborne (long time head of the Museum of Natural History in New York City) and to Vernon Bailey (for many years Chief of the Biological Survey for the United States Government) and when asked a direct question about any wild creature, Ned will usually give an answer very much like that of Charlie Snow. It will go something like this:


“Well, yes; then again, no. It’s hard to say for sure.”


A famous Algonquin Indian hunter, Dave Coleman, of Quebec, will only say quietly: “I don’t know.”


The answer to any direct query about a wild creature asked of Wally Gravett, an exceptional woodsman and hunter of North British Columbia, would be: “No man can tell what any animal will do.”


Frank Colcord, of Payson, Arizona, the world’s champion hunter of mountain lions and one of the most capable woodsmen in America, would reply more to the point. His look of scorn would squelch the questioner and his words would leave no doubt in his mind. “Nobody knows what any wild critter will or won’t do. He’s got a head of his own!”


Antonio Lopez, of the Yaqui River country in Old Mexico, a famous jaguar hunter and expert roper, would only grin and say: “Me no say, Señor.”


If the same question were asked of Casumway, an African Ruanguba native, who has spent thirty years in the Belgian Congo, in Tanganyika, Kenya, and Uganda as guide and tracker for all manner of big game hunting, he would only say: “W-a-p-i!” which means “Are you kidding?”


No matter how many hundreds of other great woodsmen might be queried as to what to expect from wild game, the answers of all would be about the same.


I have hunted many times with all the fellows mentioned above, and with some of them for months at a time, yet not once have I ever heard one of them make any broad statement that could cover any one species of bird, animal, or reptile. The answer of Charlie Snow sums up the attitude of them all: “Maybe yes! Maybe no! Don’t know!”


When writing about any type of wild creature, it is necessary to set down a number of characteristics of the species, of course, but the careful writer should emphasize the fact that not only will two animals of the same family react differently when encountered by man but that even the same individual creature is liable to react differently under the same set of circumstances at different times.


The readers of books about wild animals, too, should remember that what is generally true of members of a given species, by no means implies that there are no exceptions to the general statements made. Keeping this fact in mind would save a lot of criticism that is heaped upon authors. Sometimes, it would actually seem that a few people read articles or books about wild game for one specific reason, to see what they can find wrong. Such persons will sometimes use the statements of one writer to disprove what is written by another, when the truth is, that often both writers are correct in what they have said.


To prove how differently the same animals react at different times, one has only to read the experiences of some of the world’s most famous hunters in the past. When Colonel Theodore Roosevelt, with his son, Kermit, and Edmund Heller went to Africa in 1909, they met several very famous sportsmen and professional hunters. In his splendid book, African Game Trails, Col. Roosevelt gives more or less in detail an account of the discussions he had with a number of these famous men. Even though all of them had faced over and over again all the dangerous beasts of the Dark Continent, their ideas as to which of these creatures was really the most dangerous varied widely.


Some thought the lion the most deadly; others feared the buffalo the most; two or three classed the rhino at the top of the list, while still others had more dread of the elephant or the leopard.


Although there are other African big game animals that will fight desperately when cornered, the five just mentioned are the ones classified as dangerous. The leopard and the lion as a rule will seldom attack man except when wounded or when they believe themselves to be cornered, yet many have been the exceptions to this rule. There have been numerous man-eating lions and leopards that were true man-killers. It is interesting in passing to note, also, that whereas most writers refer to the leopard as hunting only at night, yet in many instances where that cat has become a man-killer, he has attacked his victims in broad daylight.


In speaking of an animal’s charging or attacking when he is cornered, it is not meant that he is necessarily hemmed in with literally no way of escape. Actually, there have been few instances where any man has had a beast so cornered that there was no way out for the creature except to attack the hunter. What is meant, really, is that when man comes upon such a beast, the creature becomes so frightened that he thinks himself cornered and will attack, even though he might be able to run away in any direction he cared. One of the hazards the hunter of big game has to run, is that he never knows just when an animal will consider himself cornered and decide to fight it out.


In Africa there are perhaps more rogue elephants that will attack on sight than members of any other species, except the rhinoceros. While making the motion picture, Tembo, in Africa a few years ago, we kept a record of the charges made by all the animals during our ten-month safari. We found the rhino by far the most aggressive of all the dangerous creatures with the elephant second, the lion third, the buffalo fourth, and the leopard last. We saw very few leopards, only five in fact.


However, the leopard is a night prowler and seldom travels in the daylight hours unless driven by extreme hunger or when he has acquired a taste for human flesh and turned to man-killing. We learned of three man-eating leopards, and all of them caught their unfortunate victims during the daylight hours, which many persons would find almost incredible, having always read that leopards are entirely nocturnal in their habits.


We saw hundreds of buffalo but for the most part they were anxious to get out of sight as soon as possible. However, several individual bulls showed fight and once four of the black brutes ran my cameraman, Arthur Phelps, and me for a quarter of a mile. We were in a jeep and had little trouble in getting away from them. Had we been on foot, the story might have been much different. There were two natives killed by buffalo near our camp while we were in Africa, one in Tanganyika near Lake Manyara, and one in the Belgian Congo near Lake Albert. In each instance, the victim was travelling through the forest and was attacked and tossed by the bull buffalo without provocation.


We learned of six or eight natives that were killed by rogue elephants during our stay. Most of these people lost their lives while trying to drive the marauding creatures out of their gardens.


One of the reasons that many experienced hunters get killed by animals is that they become over-confident in their weapons and in their ability to stop charging wild beasts. A second reason is that after having escaped from close places a good many times, still unharmed, they become careless.


It is usually the beginner, however, who takes too many chances. He simply does not know enough about the wild creatures to have any definite idea as to what can happen, and many times the novice gets killed, not realizing he is in danger until it is too late. Even avoiding all unnecessary risks and taking every possible precaution for safety, the man who is either hunting or photographing wild beasts will find that it can be a very dangerous business. Few professional hunters in Africa live long without being tossed by a buffalo or mauled by either a leopard or a lion. Those unfortunate enough to be struck down by an elephant or horned by a rhinoceros seldom escape with their lives.


I talked with one young Englishman named Reginald Montgomery. He was about thirty-five years old and had been for a while an elephant hunter for the British Government. His job had been to kill not only rogue elephants but also any old bulls that had exceptional ivory. According to the records, he had killed 197 elephants in three years of hunting. When I saw him, he no longer held this job for the Government, but was what is known in Central Africa as a white hunter and outfitter. In other words, he guided hunting parties and furnished all the necessary equipment for their safaris.


His reason for quitting the job as a British Government hunter was because of an experience that he had with a wounded elephant. He had hit the bull and it had charged him. He then hit the beast twice in the head at very close range with two slugs from a ·470 double elephant rifle, but failed to stop the enraged bull. The elephant got hold of him and slung him high into the air so that he landed up in the fork of a tree, where he held on without making a sound, while the maddened beast screamed and ran in circles, looking for him. Within a short time the animal died from his wounds, without having been able to find the hunter in the tree where he had been thrown. Mr. Montgomery said it was while he was holding on to that tree trunk and praying that the beast would not discover him that he decided he had had all the rogue elephant hunting he wanted. He knew that he was very fortunate to be alive.


Every now and then one reads an article by a sportsman who says it is no more dangerous to hunt African game than it is to shoot rabbits. The way some of the white hunters organize and carry out hunts for some sportsmen the author of such an article is correct, because the white hunter spots the game and drives the visitor to it in a car, then stands by with a small cannon while the “sportsman” takes a shot, or three, four, or five shots, maybe. If the would-be Nimrod wounds the game the white hunter, not the sportsman, goes after it and finishes the job. If the animal charges, the white hunter stops it.


However, any one who doubts that hunting African big game is dangerous has only to go to Nairobi, and read the epitaphs written on the gravestones in the cemetery there, and then jot down all those that read something like this:


CLARENCE SMITH


KILLED BY AN ELEPHANT
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TOMMY PRATHER


GORED TO DEATH BY A BUFFALO
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WILLIAM WATKINS


KILLED BY A LION


Better yet, let the doubtful fellow go into the back country and spend a couple of months, alone, or with a native guide, and bring back his own elephant’s tusks, his lion and leopard hides, and his buffalo and rhinoceros horns. He will then, I am sure, not feel that he has been merely jack-rabbit hunting. If he wants a real thrill and some extra excitement let him leave his gun behind and tackle these same beasts with the bow and arrow or shoot them with a camera. I do not care what method he uses to hunt them or whether or not he shoots these beasts from blinds or out of trees, I guarantee that he will get more thrills and excitement than he really requires, before the feat is accomplished.


Naturally, many hunters exaggerate the ferocity of the animals, and in some cases over-emphasize the danger, but when you hear any man say there is no danger involved in hunting African big game, don’t you believe it!


In some localities we visited in Africa we sometimes had as many as a dozen different animals charge us in one week, and sometimes we were charged three or four times in one day. I will acknowledge that so many charges in so short a time are unusual, but these things do happen. It can be readily understood that game which is being photographed is much more likely to charge than at other times, for the simple fact that the beasts get tired of being disturbed so often.


Several times when we came on to a rhinoceros the first time he would run away; after we followed him up two or three times he would get tired of being bothered and would attack. We had fewer attacks when we were afoot than while we were in jeeps, especially where rhinos were involved. They just seemed to work up in short order a violent dislike for jeeps. However, our party had no less than a dozen rhino charges while we were on foot. Fortunately, most of the beasts turned aside at a distance of fifteen to twenty feet.


If a fellow can keep his head at such a time he can side-step a rhino, but it is a dangerous pastime. We found that the best way to bluff a rhino was to charge towards him as he came forward. If we did this he usually veered off before reaching us but here, again, one could not depend fully on such action by the rhino, at best a truculent beast. It is amazing how fast a fellow can get up a tree or behind one when a rhino lets out a snort and dashes forward. Out of all the rhinos we photographed we had to kill only two and both those incidents occurred while we were on foot. We were able to outrun or outmanoeuvre them at every crisis when we were working them from jeeps. Not once did a rhino hit a jeep squarely, though one tough old individual brushed the bumper and another clipped the back end of the little car with his shoulder. Usually, however, we avoided the whole charge by a foot or two.


Once a mother rhino charged Arthur, my cameraman, and he and I had trouble in getting the motor started. The cow had been wallowing in the mud and had it all over her body, especially her head and horns. The motor took hold just as she lowered her head and made a blind rush. The jeep almost left the ground as I gave it all the gas and let out quickly on the clutch. The mama rhino was so sure she had us that she made a terrific swing with her head, intending to toss us, but we were not there. She came so close, however, that she threw mud on Arthur and the camera, and we figured that was close enough.





CHAPTER TWO


A NIGHT IN THE EVERGLADES


RACING like a mad bunch of Cossacks after a Mongolian for a good half-mile, we came to a large grass-covered meadow partly surrounded by a thick stand of scrub palmetto. We slid our lathered mounts to a stop beside the palmetto and listened for the foxhounds. No more than two hundred yards away we could hear the pack of dogs coming directly towards us and driving for all they were worth.


In the bright moonlight we saw a silver flash as a fox broke out of the dense cover, passed under the belly of Buddy Weidensee’s horse and headed for a big hammock at the lower end of the meadow. A jumble of horses ensued as the whole group, yelling like a Comanche war party, tried to get into the lead after the fox.


Of course, riding without pink coats on horseback at night after a fox that is being chased by dogs is not proper hunting etiquette, but ours was a wild bunch that enjoyed excitement and adventure, and never stopped to consider the finer points of riding to the hounds. The Florida grey fox has no rules of etiquette when he goes after quail, duck, rabbit, young pig and barnyard fowl. It was our intention to give him a rough time.


This hunt took place some years ago near Brighton, Florida. In the party besides my wife and me were three young fellows, Glenn H. Curtiss, Jr. (son of the late Glenn H. Curtiss of aeroplane fame), Buddy Weidensee and Freddy Sutterlin, friends of young Curtiss. Others in the party were Sam Leverett, in charge of the pack of dogs and Charlie Snow, a full-blooded Seminole Indian, who was guiding the party.


Florida fox-hunting, the kind we were enjoying, has little resemblance to riding to the hounds the way it is done in Orange County, Virginia, for example. We followed the hounds at night over footing that well-bred horses, trained as hunters and jumpers, would hardly be able to walk over in the daytime without spraining a fetlock.


I do not mean to imply that there is not considerable danger in riding to the hounds in any fashion, especially over some of the well-laid-out courses. I had ridden to the hounds in Alabama with my father since the age of ten, and the sportsmen he associated with did not hunt merely for a day or two, but many times, six or eight of them would gather at a spot and set up camp and stay for a week or ten days and hunt every single night. Each of them would bring a full pack of well-trained hounds, so that a fresh group was ready for every hunt. It was not unusual for these men to carry four or five good horses to use on such an outing. Two or three hunters were just not enough to stand the steady grind.


After I grew up I had an opportunity to ride over a few well-laid-out courses, where a drag rather than a wild fox was used. I don’t mind saying that I had taken more than one spill, but I never knew how wild fox-hunting could be until I went to Florida in 1925 and started hunting at night over that terrain.


Glenn H. Curtiss, Sr. had considerable real estate holdings in south and central Florida at the time. At a little hamlet called Brighton, on State Road 8, between Okechobee City and Sebring, Florida, he built a charming and well-appointed hotel as part of a real estate development programme. To help attract guests for the hotel he secured a pack of registered Walker foxhounds, several of which had been national champions, and a stable of horses.


Much of the country around Brighton is hard sand prairie, covered with short switch grass, which is ideal footing for any type of riding-horse. However, interspersed in various sizes and patterns over much of these sandy prairies are scrub palmetto, shallow lakes and ponds, “hammocks” (as the natives call the hummocks of trees), sloughs and muck pockets that combine to make the terrain quite treacherous to ride over at a canter. Most of the riders who visited the hotel would not follow the hounds at night.


The fact was that much of the ground in the vicinity was unsuited for high-bred jumpers and hunters. The Floridians, however, in that section used (and I presume they still do) a local strain of horse of their own breed that had been developed by the cattlemen. This horse was called a muck pony, and his blood lines were an admixture of American Five Gaited Saddle Horse, Plantation Walking Horse, Mustang and a touch of Thoroughbred. Out of the crosses and from selective breeding had been developed an animal that was tough as sinew, strong as a bull and that did not know the meaning of the word “quit.” They were not usually large horses, but fairly rangy, exceptionally fast, fair jumpers and so clever on their feet that they could run over ground where practically any other breed would find the going very hard if not impossible.


One particular characteristic of this muck pony, and perhaps the chief factor that made him so wonderful for that territory, was his very large, light, thin, tough hoof that enabled him to go through soft muck and quicksand at a full canter. Where an ordinary hunter or jumper would mire up to his knees on the first leap, the muck pony would have no trouble at all. His large thin foot had a very small frog which left a deep hollow underneath the foot, and this hollow seemed to pull the mud inward and cause it to pack tight enough to hold the weight of the horse. Of course the large size of the foot in proportion to the light weight of the pony was also a factor.


In that part of Florida, early morning hunting for really wild foxes was not too successful, because of the fact that as soon as the sun rose it began to get hot, and the fox and dogs could not last long enough to make a worthwhile race. At night, however, it was not unusual for a mature dog fox to run three and a half or four hours before being caught and “treed.” One smart trick of the Florida grey fox was that, when he realized he could not shake the hounds and was about to be caught, he would either climb a leaning tree or go into a gopher hole. We therefore seldom caught one on the ground, and once they “treed”, either in a gopher hole or up a tree, we left them unharmed. By practising this method, we had no trouble in finding plenty of foxes to chase.


Glenn H. Curtiss, Sr., called “G.H.” by his friends, was quite interested in still photography, and, although he was a versatile sportsman, he did not like horseback riding. He seldom rode a horse at all, and never went fox-hunting with us. In order to secure some good pictures of fox and bobcat, both of which we often were able to tree, he encouraged me in the art of photography and whenever we went hunting I carried in a saddle bag a still camera, complete with flash bulb attachments. My early association with Mr. Curtiss had much to do with my becoming an outdoor motion picture photographer and producer in later life. In fact, it was only seven years later that I made my first motion picture expedition into the Rocky Mountains of Wyoming with Ned Frost.


We had arrived at Brighton from Miami early in the fall of 1926 for a few days’ hunting. The first couple of days we spent quail shooting. It was the third afternoon after our arrival that the seven people already mentioned left Brighton a couple of hours before sundown and rode northwest some ten or twelve miles to a section known as Indian Prairie. Some of us had already enjoyed several successful hunts in this particular area. When we reached the edge of Indian Prairie we unsaddled our horses and leashed the dogs, then settled down around a campfire for a light snack and a few hours’ of rest before beginning the night’s hunt.


Slowly the full moon rose from behind a grove of royal and cabbage palms. Their trunks shone dim and ghostlike in the early rays. An interesting pattern of fluffy clouds billowed over our heads almost at the meridian. The Seven Sisters (Pleiades) played hide-and-seek among the swiftly moving thunder heads. From deep within the tropical swamp to our right, the resounding voice of the great horned owl could be heard above the croak of the bullfrogs. Insect noises from a thousand quarters floated on the gentle breeze. The night hawks zoomed around us as they dived and banked.


Here and there the leather-winged bat darted in a crazy pattern of flight, unceasing in his efforts to catch the black gnats and other flying insects that drifted about in swarms. Once the belly grunt of a bull alligator sounded along the edge of the marshy water-course nearby. A night heron glided above the treetops and flashed his golden eye at the dying camp-fire, then vanished in the night.


As always, the variety and prodigality of living creatures in South Florida was amazing and in fact almost unbelievable. Once I caught a fleeting glimpse of a Wilson snipe as he shot past our camp and only a few feet above the grass tops. The lonesome twitter of a screech owl sent a chill down my spine, as it always did, although I had been hearing the cry all my life in the Deep South. The whole scene was lighted in an eerie fashion by myriads of fireflies.


The peacefulness was broken by a loud snort from Cornstalk, my stallion muck pony, as he gazed northward into the night. Skipper, prized strike dog, uncoiled from his sleeping position in the short grass and rose to his feet, his sensitive nose sniffing the night breeze. Charlie Snow eyed Skipper, then looked towards Cornstalk. He motioned with his head in the direction the alert stallion was looking and spoke quietly.


“Bull horse smell ’em dog fox, maybe bobcat.”


Again he looked at Skipper. “Man dog catch ’em scent,” he said. While he yet spoke, the sharp bark of a fox came downwind.


At the sound Skipper leaped forward and let out a bawl that brought every dog in camp to his feet. He hit the end of his leash and turned a complete flip, but came up yelling and making every effort to rid himself of the leash. Every one of our party was standing up, except Charlie.


Leverett slipped the collars of all the dogs and they were away with the speed of a frightened antelope. We hurriedly saddled our horses. By the time the last rider was up, Cap, our lead dog, barked a good half-mile away. Skipper, Fly, Winnie, Gert. Mae and all the rest of the pack soon joined in.


Charlie slowly rose from beside the fire and walked to his bare-backed Indian pony, a lean rawboned gelding. He gracefully leaped astride and was off, seemingly all in one motion. The gaunt gelding had surprising speed for such an ungainly creature. The rest of us followed Charlie across the switch grass flat at a fast clip. Wherever possible, we rode more or less abreast, rather than in single file. We had found that by following such a practice there was less chance of getting hurt. In case someone’s mount lost his footing and went down, there would be no horse following that might step on the downed rider or become entangled with the fallen horse. Experience had taught us to allow each horse plenty of running room when at all possible.


We pulled up our horses and stopped a good two hundred yards away from the spot where the pack was busy trying to get the track lined out. They were working a large hammock of thick cover. Cabbage palms, water oaks, a mixture of several scrub hardwoods and a variety of vines made it hard for the dogs to get the fox moving in a straight line. The scent was fresh and the anxious dogs tore through the heavy cover like mad. For a minute or two there was considerable confusion as the dogs bawled and rushed here and there. Then Cap opened north of the hammock and the rest of the pack literally tore holes through the tangled vines inside the hammock as they raced towards the lead dog. They knew that the masterly Cap had picked up the fox’s trail where they could follow at top speed.


We cut around the hammock and no sooner had we come in on the north side of it than the pack jumped the fox and the chase was on in earnest. Our horses had been on many such hunts and they seemed to enjoy the chase and the music of the pack as well as we did.


Cornstalk all but got out from under me as he leaped forward to the chase. He was a well-built, strong and powerful animal. He did not want to delay and allow the dogs too much start. I was able to keep my seat and soon had him under perfect control. My wife, riding a coal black filly, was almost abreast of me a few yards on my left. Young Curtiss, astride a Roman-nosed strawberry roan, was immediately to my right.


All the rest of the party were scattered to the right and left, and not one was more than a few yards back of the lead. We had plenty of open space and we let our horses have their heads. Our first ride of a half-mile had been sufficient to warm them up and they could run without danger of pulling a tendon.


I have hunted with a good many packs of foxhounds, but I have never seen any other pack that had the speed of these champion Walkers. Even our best strike dogs and slow trailers were extremely fast in a hot race. We had no worry about running in too close to the pack, for no horse living could catch that pack if they were allowed a few hundred yards start. They had been a quarter of a mile in front of us when they jumped the fox, so we knew that it would not be long before they would be lost in the distance. A horse can go at a faster clip than most foxhounds for a mile or so, but after that it is all in the dog’s favour.


Young Glenn Curtiss, a capable and daring rider, had pulled out a couple of strides in front of Cornstalk and me. It was always a question which of the two horses was the faster, the stallion, Cornstalk, on which I rode or the strawberry gelding, Saint Cloud, on which Glenn was mounted. I was sure the stallion was just as fast as the roan, if not faster, and I knew he could outlast the gelding. At any rate, all our horses were giving about the best they had.


Out of the moonlight I saw the ragged tops of a narrow strip of scrub palmetto loom up only a few yards in front of us. I pulled my mount down to half-speed before we hit the treacherous footing and he managed to keep his feet. Glenn Curtiss had not seen the palmetto, and he and Saint Cloud hit it at top speed. The roan went down, his feet flew from under him and his tail pointed skyward. As he started over, Curtiss quit the saddle and sailed spread-eagle through the air a good fifteen feet in front of the upturned horse.


Young Glenn landed flat on his belly in a shallow slough of muck and water beyond the narrow strip of palmetto, and he skidded for a couple of yards. He was not hurt at all, as it turned out, but his eyes were full of mud and water, and he looked as though he had lain belly first in a hog wallow.


I was sure the unfortunate horse had broken his own neck. It looked as if his head had been doubled back under him when he went over, but he had no more than landed on his back, after turning over in a forward somersault, then he was on his feet again. It seemed a miracle that he was entirely unhurt. Young Curtiss, a grand sportsman, took only time enough to wash the mud out of his eyes and we were riding again. We could barely hear the dogs a mile or more ahead of us, still going straight north.


We eased our horses down to a medium canter for a couple of miles, then pulled them up to listen to the dogs. I rode a few yards away from the rest, slid off the horse and walked a few yards farther, so that the noise of the horses’ breathing would not interfere with my listening. At first I could hear nothing, but soon I could faintly detect the deep, resonant voice of Skipper. With the passing seconds it grew louder. Before long I could hear the entire pack. They were heading back, not coming directly towards us, but a considerable way east, to our right.


Our horses had had a good chance to catch their breath and were anxious to go. Back in the saddle I told the others what I deduced from having listened for the dogs. We turned east and ran as fast as our mounts could go for a good half-mile. Then we came to a wide, open, grass-covered meadow, partly surrounded by scrub palmetto. We stopped our horses just short of the dense cover in the upper end. From the sounds, we could tell that the hounds were no more than two hundred yards north of us and they were coming directly towards us. Cap, the leader, was out in front, but Winnie, a well-set Walker bitch, was close on his heels. Cap was a born front runner, but Winnie liked it up there too.


There was a silver flash as the dog fox came out of the palmetto right among us. He shot under the belly of the horse Buddy Weidensee was riding, as I said at the beginning of this story, and headed across the meadow without losing a stride.


There was a jumble of horses as everyone tried to be the first under way. Buddy and Freddy had stopped a few yards behind the rest of us and they got into the clear before the others of the party could turn and free themselves of each other for the chase. Buddy was in the lead, Freddy, a couple of strides back of him, with my wife, Libba, and me almost perfectly abreast of each other next. Leverett was several yards behind us. Glenn Curtiss and Charlie Snow had got so much in each other’s way in the scramble that they were both left at the post. We were yelling like a party of Comanches on the warpath.
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