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five, we left the town of Frederick,

Oklahoma, for a few davs' covote
coursing in the Comanche Reserve. Lieut.-
Gen. 5. B. M. Young, U.S5.A., retired, Lieu-
tenant Fortescue, U.S.A., formerly of my
regiment, Dr. Alexander Lambert, of New
York, Colonel Cecil Lyon, of Texas, and
Sloan Simpson, also of Texas, and formerly
of my regiment, were with me. We were
the guests of two old-style Texas cattlemen,
Messrs. Burnett and Wagner, who had
leased great stretches of pasture from the
Comanches and Kiowas; and I cannot suf-
ficiently express my appreciation of the
kindness of these my two hosts. Burnett's
brand, the “four sixes,” has been owned
by him for forty years. Both of them had
come to this country thirty years before, in
the davs of the buffalo, wi";en all game was
very plentiful and the Indians were still on
the war-path. Severalotherranchmen were
along, including John Abernethy, of Tesca,
Oklahoma, a professional wolf hunter.
Thereswere also a number of cow hands of
both Burnett and Wagner; among them
were two former riders for the **four sixes,”
Fi Taylor and Uncle Ed Gillis, who seemed
to make it their special mission to see that
everything went right with me. Further-
more there was Captain McDonald of the
Texas Rangers,a game and true man, whose
name was one of terror to outlaws and vio-
lent criminals of all kinds; and finally there
was Quanah Parker, the Comanche chief,
in his youth a bitter foe of the whites, now
painfully teacl'ung his people to travel thl:
white man’s stony road.

O N April eighth, nineteen hundred and

»*s From the forthcoming book, * Ontdoor Pastimes ui'
an American Hunter,”* by 'f e B wele, -~

Copyright, :n;-:;s, by Charles Scribner’s Sons.

VoL, XXXVIIL.—61

We drove t;ut'ﬁ'jiné'twent}r miles to where
camp was pitched in a bend of Deep Red
Creek, which empties into the Red River of
the Snulh Cottonwood, elm, and pecans
formed a belt of timber alung the creek; we
had good water, the tents were pitchcd on
short, thick grass, and everything was in
perfectorder. Thefarewasdelicious. Al-
together it was an ideal camp, and the days
we passed there were also ideal, Cardinals
and mocking-birds—the most individual
and delightful of all birds in voice and man-
ner—sang in the woods; and the beautiful,
many-tinted fork-tailed fly-catchers were
to be seen now and then, perched in trees
or soaring in curious zigzags, l:hattermg
loudly.

In chasing the coyote only gre:»,hnunds
are used, and half a dozen different sets of
these had been brought to camp. Those of
Wagner, the “Big D" dogs, as his cow-
punchers called them, were handled by
Bony Moore, who, with Tom Burnett, the
son of our host Burke Burmett, took the

“lead in feats of daring horsemanship, even

in that field of daring horsemen, Bevins
had brought both grevhounds and rough-
haired staghounds from his Texas ranch.
So had Cecil Lyon, and though his dogs
had chiefly been used in coursing the black-
tailed Texas jack-rabbit,they took naturally
to the coyote chases. Finally there were
Abernethy’s dogs, which together with their
master, performed the feats I shall hereafter
relate. Abernethy has a homestead of his
own not far from Frederick, and later I was
introduced to hisfather, an old Confederate
soldier, and to his sweet and pretty wife,and
their five little children. He had run away
with his wife when they were nineteen and
All rghts reserved,
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Starting toward the wolf grounds.

sixteen respectively; but the match had
turned out a happy one.., Both were par-
ticularly fond of music, including the piano,
horn, and violin, and they played duets to-
gether. General Young, whom the Co-
manches called *“War Bonnet,” went in a
buggy with Burke Burnett, and as Burnett
invariably followed the hounds at full speed
in his buggy,and usually succeeded in see-
ing most of the chase, I felt that the buggy
men really encountered greater hazzards
thananyone else. It was a thoroughly con-
genial company all through. The weather
was good; we were in the saddle from morn-
ing until night; and our camp was in all
respects all that a gamp should be; so how
could we help enjoying ourselves?

The coursing was done on the flats and
great rolling prairies which stretched north
from our camp toward the Wichita Moun-
tains and south toward the Red River.
There was a certain element of risk in the
gallops, because the whole country was one
huge prairie<dog town, the prairie-dogs
being so numerous that the new towns and
the abandoned towns were continuous with
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one another in every direction. Practically
every run we had was through these prairie-
dog towns, varied occasionally by crecks
and washouts. Butas we always ran scat-
tered out, the wonderfully quick cow ponies,
brought up in this country and spending all
their time among the prairie-dog towns, were
able, even while running at headlong speed,
to avoid the holes with a cleverness that was
simply marvellous. During our hunt but
one horse stepped in a hole; he turned a
complete somerset, though neither he nor
his rider was hurt. Stunted mesquite
bushes grew here and there in the grass,
and there wascactus. Asalwaysin prairie-
dog towns, there were burrowing owls and
rattlesnakes. We had to be on our guard
that the dogs did not attack the latter. Once
we thought a grevhound was certainly bit-
ten. It was a very fast blue bitch, which
seized the rattler and literally shook it to
pieces. The rattler struck twice at the
bitch, but so quick were the bitch’s move-
ments that she was not hit either time, and
in a second the snake was not merely dead,
butin pieces. Weusually killed the rattlers
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Start for the hunt.

Frove a photagraph h, W Slsan Simpson.

with either our quirts or ropes. One
which I thus killed was over five feet
long.

By rightsthere ought tohavebeen
carts in which the greyhounds could
be drawn until the coyotes were
sighted, but there were none, and
the greyhounds simply trotted along
beside the horses.  All of them were
fine animals, and almost all of them
of recorded pedigree. Coyoteshave
sharp teeth and bite hard, while
grevhounds have thin skins, and
many of them were cut in the wor-
ries. This was due to the fact that
only two or three of them seized by
the throat, the others taking hold
behind, which of course exposed
them to retaliation. Few of them
would have been of much use in
stopping a big wolf. Abernethy’s
hounds, however, though they could
not kill a big wolf, would stop it,
permitting theirowner to seize it ex-
actly as he seized coyotes, as here-
after described. He had killed but
a few of the big gray wolves; one
weighed ninety-seven pounds. He
said that there were gradations
from this down to the coyotes. A
few days before our arrival, aftera
very long chase, he had captured 2
black wolf, weighing between fifty
and sixty pounds.

These Southern coyotes or prai-
rie-wolves are only about one-third
the size of the big gray timber wolves
of the Northern Rockies. Theyare
too small to meddle with full-grown
horses and cattle, but pick up young
calves and kill sheep as well asany
small domesticated animal thatthey
can get at. The big wolves flee
from the neighborhood of anything
like close settlements, but coyotes
hang around the neighborhood of
man much more persistently. They
show a fox-like cunning in catching
rabbits, prairie-dogs, gophers, and
the like. After nightf:ll they are
noisy, and their melancholy wail-
ing and yelling are familiar sounds
toall who passover the plains. The
young are brought forth in holes
in cut banks or similar localities.
Within my own experience I have
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known of the finding of but two families.
In one there was but a single family of
five cubs and one old animal, undoubtedly
the mother; in the other case there were
ten or eleven cubs and two old females
which had apparently shared the burrow
or cave, though living in separate pockets.
In neither case wasany full-grown male coy-
ote found in the neighborhood; as regards
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From a pActograph, copyright 1905, by Alexamder Lambert, M.D,

After a run

these particular litters, the father seemingly
had nothing to do with taking care of or sup-
porting th family. I am not able to say
whether this was accidental or whetheritisa
rulethatonly themother lives withand takes
car -of thelitter; I have heard contrarystate-
ments about the matter from hunters who
should know. Unfortunately I have lcarned
from long experience that it is only excep-
tional hunters who can be trusted to give ac-
curatedescriptionsof th. habitsofany beast,
save such as are connected with its chasc.
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Coyotes are sharp, wary, knowing crea-
tures, and on most occasions take care to
keep out of harm’s way, But individuals
among them have queer freaks. On one
occasion while Sloan Simpson was on the
roundup he waked at night to find some-
thing on the foot of his bed, its dark form
indistinctly visible against the white tar-
paulin. He aroused a friend to ask if it

could beadog. While they were cautiously
endeavoring to find out what it was, it
jumped up and ran off; they then saw that
itwasa coyote. Ina short time it returned
again, coming out of the darkness toward
one of the cowboys who was awake, and
the latter shot it, fearing it might have
hydrophobia. But I doubt this,asinsuch
case it would not have curled up and gone
to sleep on Simpson’s bedding. Coyotes
are subject to hydrophobia, and when under
the spell of the dreadful disease will fear-
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The trail hounds.

lessly attack men. In one case of which I
know, a mad coyote coming into camp
sprang on a sleeping man who was rolled
in his bedding and bit and worried the
bedding in the effort to get at him. Two
other men hastened to his rescue, and the
coyote first attacked them and then sud-
denly sprang aside and again worried the
bedding, by which time one of them was
able to get in a shot and killed it. All
coyotes, like big wolves, die silently and
fight to the last. I had never weighed any
covotes until on this trip. I weighed the
twelve which I myself saw caught, and
they ran as follows: male, thirty pounds;
female, twenty-eight pounds; female, thirty-
six pounds; male, thirty-two pounds; male,
thirty-four pounds; female, thirty pounds;
female, twenty-seven pounds; male, thirty-
two pounds; male, twenty-nine pounds;
young male, twenty-two pounds; male,
twenty-nine pounds; female, twenty-seven
pounds. Disregarding the young male,
this makes an average of just over thirty
518

pounds* Except the heaviest female, they
were all gaunt and in splendid running
trim; but then I do not remember ever see-
ing a really fat coyote.

The morning of the first day of our hunt
dawned bright and beautiful, the air just
cool enough to be pleasant. Immediately
after breakfast we jogged off on horseback,
Tom Burnett and Bony Moore in front,
with six or eight greyhounds slouching
alongside, while Burke Burnett and *‘ War
Bonnet” drove behind us in the buggy.
I was mounted on one of Tom Burnett's
favorites, a beautiful Kiowa pony. The
chuck-wagon, together with the relay of
greyhounds to be used in the afternoon,
was to join usabout midday atan appointed
place where there was a pool of water.

We shuffied along, strung out in an irreg-

* 1 sent the skins and skulls to Dr. Hart Merriam, the
head of the Hiological Survey. He wrote me about them.

“All but one are the plains coyote, Cands medracensis.  They
are not perfecdllt)pu:al but are near enough for all practi-
cal parpuoses 'he exception is a )'eulmf Jvup of a much

larger species.  Whether this is frustor | dare not say is
the present state of knowledge
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tlar line, acrossa long flat, in places covered
vith bright-green wild onions; and then up
| gentle slope where the stunted mesquite
rew, while the prairie-dogs barked spas-
nodically as we passed their burrows. The
ow crest, if such it could be called, of the
Jope ‘was reached only some twenty min-
ites after we left camp, and hardly had
ve started down the other side than.two
‘oyotes were spied three or four hundred
qaards in front, Immediately horses and
logs were after them at a headlong, break-
reck run, the coyotes edging to the left where
he creek bottom, with its deep banks and
1arrow fringes of timber, was about a mile
fistant. The little wolves knew their dan-
ter and ran their very fastest, while the long
logs stretched out after them, gaining stead-
ly. It was evident the chase would be a
short one, and there was no need to hushand
the horses, so every man let his pony go for
ill there was in him. At such a speed, and
tspecially going downhill, there wasnot the
slightest use in trying to steer clear of the

prairie-dog holes; it was best to let the vet-
eran cow ponies see to that for themselves.
They were as eager as their riders and on
we dashed at full speed, curving to the left
toward the foot of the slope; we jumped
into and out of a couple of broad, shallow
washouts, as we tore after the hounds, now
nearing theirquarry. Therearmost coyote
was overtaken just at the edge of the creek;
the foremost, which was a few yards in ad-
vance, made good its escape, as all the dogs
promptly tackled the rearmost, tumbling it
over into a rather deep pool. The scuffling
and splashing told us what was going on,
and we reined our horses short up at the
brink of the cut bank. The water had
hampered the dogs in killing their quarry,
only three or four of them being in the pool
with him; and of those he had seized one by
the nose and was hanging on hard. Ina
mement one of the cowboys got hold of him,
dropped a noose over his head, and dragged
him out on the bank, just as the buggy came
rattling up at full gallop. Burnett and the
<1
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peneral, taking advantage of the curve in
our course, had driven across the chord of
the arc, and keeping their horses at a run,
had seen every detail of the chaze and were
in at the death.

In a few minutes the coyote was skinned,
the dogs rested, and we were jogging on
once more, Hour after hour passed by,
We had a couple more runs, but in each
case the coyote had altogether too long a
start and got away,

A Wolf Hunt in Oklahoma

but very tough and swift. An hour or so
after leaving camp we had a four-mile run
after a coyote, which finally got away, for
it had so long a start that the dogs were done
out by the time they came within fair dis-
tance. Theystoppedatalittle prairie pool,
some of them lying or standing in it, pant-
ing violently; and thus we found them as
we came stringing up at a gallop. After
they had been well rested we started toward

camp; but we were

the dogs no longer
being as fresh as
they had been. Asa
rule, although there
areexceptions, if the
grevhounds cannot
catch the covote
within " two or three
miles the chances
favor the escape of
the little wolf. We
found that if the
wolf had more than
half a mile start he
gotaway. As grey-
hounds hunt by
sight, cut banks
enable the coyote
easily to throw off
his pursuers unless
they are fairly close
up. The greyvhounds
see the wolf when he
is far off, for they
have good eyes; but
in the chase, if the
going is irregular,
they tend to lose
him, and they donot
depend muchonone
another in recovering sight of him; on the
contrary, the dog is apt to quit when he no
longer has the quarry in view,

Atnoon we joined the chuck-wagon where
it stood drawn up on a slope of the treeless,
bushless prairie; and the active roundup
cook soon hail the meal ready. Tt was the
four-sixes wagon, the brand burned into the
wood of the chuck-bux. Where does a
man take more frank enjovment in his din-
ner than at the tail end of a chuck-wagon ?

Soon after eating we started again, hav-
ing changed horses and dogs. 1 was
mounted on a Big I cow pony, while Lam-
bert had a dun-colored horse, hard to hold,

Fres o phevograph &y 15, Jicam Simpeen.

Tuom Humett's catting horse.

el was rigling him at full gallop.y

down in the creek
bottom before we
saw another coyote.
Thisoneagain wasa
long distanceahead,
and I did not sup-
pose there was much
chance of our catch-
ing him; but away
all the dogs and all
the riderswent at the
usual run, and catch
him we did, because,
as it turned out, the
“morning " d(fgs,
which were with the
wagon, had spied
him first and run
him hard, until he
was in sight of the
“afternoon™ dogs,
which were with us.
I got tangled in a
washout, scrambled
out, and was gallop-
ing along, watching
the country in front,
when Lambert
passed me as hard
as he could go; I
saw him disappear into another washout,
and then come out on the other side, while
the dogs were driving the coyote at an angle
down toward the creek. Pulling short to
the right, I got through the creek, hoping
the covote would cross, and the result was
that I galloped up to the worry almost as
soon as the foremost riders from the other
side—a piece of good fortune for which I
had only luck to thank. The hounds
caught the covote as he was about crossing
the creek. From this point it was but a
short distance into camp,

Again next morning we were ofl before
the sun had risen high enough to take away
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At the tail of the chuck-wagon.

the cool freshness from the air. This day
we travelled several miles before we saw
our first coyote. It was on a huge, gently
sloping stretch of prairie, which ran down
to the creek on our right.  We were travel-
ling across it strung out in line when the
coyote sprang up a good distance ahead
of the dogs. They ran straight away from
us at first. Then I saw the coyote swing-
ing to the right toward the creek and I hali-
wheeled, riding diagonally to the line of
the chase. This gave me an excellent view
of dogs and wolf, and also enabled me to
keep nearly abreast of them. On this par-
ticular morning the dogs were Bevin’s grey-
hounds and staghounds. From where the
dogs started they ran about three miles,
catching their quarry in the flat where the
creek circled around in a bend, and when
it was not fifty yards from the timber, By
this time the puncher, Bony Moore, had
passed me, most of the other riders having

been so far to the left when the run began
that they were unable to catch up. The
little wolf ran well and the greyhounds had
about reached their limit when they caught
up with it. But they lasted just long enough
todo the work. A fawn-colored greyhound
and a black staghound were the first dogs
up. Thestaghound tried to seize the coyote,
which dodged a little to one side; the fawn-
colored greyhound struck and threw it; and
inanothermomenttheotherdogswereupand
the worry began. I was able to see the run
so well, because Tom Burnett had mounted
me on his fine roan cutting horse. We sat
around in a semicircle on the grass until the
dogs had been breathed,and thenstarted off
again, After some time we struck another
covote, but rather far off, and this time the
dogs were not fresh.  After running two or
three miles he pulled away and we lost him,
the dogs refreshing themselves by standing
and lying in a shallow prairie pool.
§21



From a photograph, copyright 19of, by Alexander Lambert, NI,
Abernethy returns from the hunt

In the afternoon we again rode off, and
this time Abernethy, on his white horse,
took the lead, his greyhounds trotting be-

side him. There wasa good deal of rivalry-

among the various owners of the hounds as
to which could do best, and a slight inclina-
tion among the cowboys to be jealous of
Abernethy. No better riders could be im-
agined than these same cowboys, and their
grevhounds were stanch and fast; but
Abernethy, on his tough white horse, not
only rode with great judgment,but showed a
perfect knowledge of the coyote,and by his
own exertions greatly assisted his hounds.
He had found out in his long experience
that while the greyhounds could outpace a
coyote in a two or three mile run, they would
522

then fall behind; but that after going eight
or ten miles, a coyote in turn became ex-
hausted, and if he had been able to keep
his hounds going until that time they could,
with his assistance, then stop the quarry.
We had been shogging along for an hour
ormore when we put up a coyoteand started
afterit. Iwas riding the Big D pony I had
ridden the afternoon before. It wasa good
and stout horse, but one which my weight
was certain to distress if I tried to go too
fast for too long a time. Moreover, the
covote had a long start, and I made up my
mind that he would either get away or give
us a hard run. Accordingly, as the cow-
boys started off at their usual headlong pace,
I rode behind at a gallop, husbanding my



From a phetograph, copyright 19es, by Alexander Lambert, M.D,
Abemnethy and the coyote,

orse.  For a mile or so the going was very
mgh, up over and down stony hills and
nong washouts. Then we went over
:ntly rolling country for another mile or
vo, and then cametoa long broken incline
hich swept up to a divide some four miles
read of us. Lambert had been riding
ongside of Abernethy, at the front, but his
rse began to play out, and needed to be
irsed along, so that he dropped back level
ithme. By thetimeIhadreached thefoot

this incline the punchers, riding at full
eed, had shot their bolts, and one by one
passed them, as well as most of the grey-
wunds. But Abernethy was far ahead, his
hite horse loping along without showing
ly signs of distress. Up the long slope I

did not dare press my animal, and Aber-
nethy must have been a mile ahead of
me when he struck the divide, while where
the others were I had no idea, except that
they were behind me. When I reached
the divide I was afraid I might have
missed Abernethy, but to my delight he
was still in sight, far ahead. As we began
to go downhill I let the horse fairly race;
for by Abernethy’s motions I could tell that
he was close to the wolf and that it was no
longer running in a straight line, so that
there was a chance of my overtaking them.
Ina couple of miles I was close enough
to see what was going on. But one grey-
hound was left with Abernethy. The coy-
ote was obviously tired, and Abernethy, with
523
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., the aid of his perfectly trained horse, was
helping the greyhound catch it. Twice he
headed it, and this enabled me to gain rap-
idly, They had reached a small unwooded
creek by the time I was within fifty yards;
the little wolf tried to break back to the left;
Abernethy headed it and rode almost over
it; and it gave a wicked snap at his foot, cut-
ting the boot. Then he wheeled and came
toward it; again it galloped back and just
as it crossed the creek the greyhound made
a rush, pinned it by the hind leg and threw
it. There was a scuffle, then a yell from
the grevhound as the wolf bit it. At the bite
the hound let go and jumped back a few
feet, and at the same moment Abernethy,
who had ridden his horse right on them as
they struggled, leaped off and sprang on
top of the wolf. He held the reins of the
horse with one hand and thrust the other,
with a rapidity and precision even greater
than the rapidity of the woll’s snap, into
the woll’s mouth, jamming his hand down
crosswise between the jaws, seizing the lower
jaw and bending it down so that the wolf
could not bite him. He had a stout glove
on his hand, but this would have been of no
avail whatever had he not seized the animal
just as he did; that is, behind the canines,
while his hand pressed the lips against the
teeth; with his knees he kept the wolf from
using its fore paws to break the hold, until it
gave up struggling.  When he thus leaped
on and captured this coyote it was entirely.
free, the dog having let go of it; and he
was obliged to keep hold of the reins of his
horse with one hand. I was not twenly
yards distant at the time, and as I leaped
off the horse he was sitting placidly on the

live wolf, his hand between its jaws, the
grevhound standing beside him, and his
horse standing by as placid as he was. In

a couple of minutes Fortescue and Lambert
came up. It was as remarkable a feat of
the kind as I have ever seen.

Through some oversight we had no straps
with us, and Abernethy had lost the wire
which he usually carried in order to tie up
the wolves’ muzzles—for he habitually cap-
tured his wolves in thisfashion. However,
Abernethy regarded the lack of straps as
nothing more than a slight bother,  Ask-
ing one of us to hold his horse, he threw the
wolf across in front of the saddle, still keep-
ing his grip on the lower jaw, then mounted
and rode off with us on the hack track.

A Wolf Hunt in Oklahoma

The wolf was not tied in any way. Itwas
unhurt, and the only hold he had was on its
lower jaw; T was surprised that it did not
strive to fight with its legs, but after becom-
ing satisfied that it could not bite, it seemed
to resign itself to its fate, was fairly quiet,
and looked about with its ears pricked for-
ward. The wolves which I subsequently
saw him captuge, and, having tied up their
muzeles, hold before him on the saddle,
acted in precisely the same manner,

The run had been about ten miles in an
almost straight line. At the finish no other
riders were in sight, but soon after we
crossed the divide on our return, and
began to come down the long slope toward
the creek, we were joined by Tom Burmett
and Bony Moore; while some three or four
miles ahead on a rise of the prairie we could *
see the wagon in which Burke Burnett was
driving General Young. Other punchers
and straggling greyhounds joined us, and
as the wolf, after travelling some five miles,
began to recover hiz wind and show a tend-
ency to fight for his freedom, Abernethy
tied up his jaws with his handkerchief and
handed him over to Bony Moore, who
packed him on the saddle with entire indif-
ference, the wolf himself showing a curious
philosophy. Our horses had recovered their
wind and we struck into a gallop down the
slope; then as we neared the wagon we
broke into a run, Bony Moore brandishing
aloft with one hand the live woli, its jaws
tied up with a handkerchief, but otherwise
unbound. We stopped for a few minutes
with Burnett and the general to tell par-
ticulars of the hunt. Then we loped off
again toward camp, which was some half
dozen miles off. I shall always remember
thisrunand the really remarkable feat Aber-
nethy performed. Colonel Lyon had seen
him catch a big wolf in the same way that
he caught this coyote. It was his usual
method of catching both covotes and wolves.
Almost equally noteworthy were the way in
which he handled and helped his grey-
hounds, and the judgment, resolution, and
fine horsemanship he dipslayed. His horse
showed extraordinary endurance.

The third dav we started out as usual,
the chuck-wagon driving straight to a pool
far out on the prairie, where we were to
meet it for lunch. Chief Quanah’s three
wives had joined him, together with a small
by and a baby, and they drove in a wagon
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Bony Moore and the coyote,

of their own. Meanwhile the riders and
hounds went south nearly to Red River.
In the morning we caught four coyotes and
had a three miles run after one which started
too far ahead of the dogs, and finally got
clean away. All the four that we got were
started fairly close up, and the run was a
breakneck scurry, horses and hounds going
as hard as they could put feet to the ground.
Twice the cowboys distanced me; and twice
the accidents of the chase, the sudden twists
and turns of the coyote in his efforts to take
advantage of the ground, favored me and
enabled me to be close up at the end, when
Abernethy jumped off his horse and ran in
to where the dogs had the coyote. He was
even quicker with his hands than the wolf’s

snap, and in a moment he always had the
coyote by the lower jaw.

Between the runs we shogged forward
across the great reaches of rolling prairie in
the bright sunlight. The air was wonder-
fully clear, and any object on the sky-line,
no matter how small, stood out with start-
ling distinctness. There were few flowers
on these dry plains; in sharp contrast to the
flower prairies of southern Texas, which we
had left the week before, where many acres
for a stretch would be covered by masses of
red or white or blue or yellow blossoms—
the most striking of all, perhaps, being the
fields of the handsome buffalo clover. As
we plodded over the prairie the sharp eyes
of the punchers were scanning the ground
‘ 525
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farand near, and sooneror later one of them
would spy the motionless form of a coyote,
or all would have their attention attracted
asitranlikea fleeting gray or brown shadow
among the grays and browns of the desolate
landscape. Immediately dogs and horses
would stretch at full speed after it, and
everything would be

A Wolf Hunt in Oklahoma

foremost riders stopped and waited for the
rest of us to overtake them, and shortlyafter-
ward Burke Burnett and the general ap-
peared in their buggy. Oneof the grey-
hounds was completely done out and we
took some time attending to it. Suddenly
one of the men, either Tom Burnett or Bony

Moore, called out

forgotten but the
wild exhilaration of
the run,

It was nearly
noon when we
struck the chuck-
wagon. Immediate-
Iy the handy round-
up cook began to
prepare a delicious
dinner, and we ate
as men have a right
toeat, who have rid-
den all the morning
and are going toride
fresh horses all the
afternoon. Soon
afterward the horse-
wranglers drove up
the saddle band,
while some of the
cow-punchers made
a rope corral from
the side of the
wagon. Into this
the horses were
driven, one or two
breaking back and
being brought into
the bunch again only after a gallop more
exciting than most coyote chases, Fresh
ponies were roped out and the saddle band
again turned loose. The dogs that had
heen used during the morning then started
umpward with the chuck-wagon.  One of
inepunchers wasriding a young and partial-
fv broken horse; he had no bridle, simply a
~pe around the horse’s neck. This man
« 1-ted toaccompany thewagon to the camp.

The rest of us went off at the usual cow-

- oy trot or running walk. Tt was an hour
«1 two before we saw anything; then a
vovole appeared a long way ahead and the
e~ raced afterhim,  The first mile was up
v oontle slope; then we turned, and after
ritlingr a couple of miles on the level the dogs
hiad <hiottheir bolt and thecovotedrew away.
"Whe he got too far in front the dogs and

From a phodopraph by 7 Noaw Sfmpion,

The worry of the coyote

that he saw the coy-
ote coming back
pursued by a horse-
man. Sure enough,
the unfortunate lit-
tle wolf had run in
sight of the w
and the puncha:f::
the young unbridled
horse immediately
took after him,and,
in spite of a fall, suc-
ceeded in heading
him back and bring-
ing him along in our
direction, although
some three-quarters
of a mile away.
Immediately every-
one jumped into his
saddle and away we
all streamed down a
long slope diagonal-
Iy to the course the
coyote was taking.
He had a long start,
but the dogs were
rested, while he had
been running stead-
ily, and this fact proved fatal to him,
Down the slope to the creek bottom at its
end we rode at a run. Then there came
a long slope upward, and the heavieramong
us fell gradually to the rear. When we
topped the divide, however, we could see
ahead of us the foremost men streaming
after the hounds, and the latter running in
a way which showed that they were well up
on their game. Even a tired horse can go
pretty well downhill, and by dint of hard
running we who were behind got up in time
to see the worry when the greyhounds
caught the covote, by some low ponds in
a treeless creek-bed. We had gone about
seven miles, the unlucky coyote at least ten.
Chur journey to camp was enlivened by
catching another covote after a short run.
Next day was the last of our hunt, We




From a photorraphk &y IF. Sioan Simprow,

Greyhounds resting after a run

started off in the morning as usual, but the
buggy men on this occasion took with them
some trail hounds, which were managed by
a sergeant of the regular army, a game
sportsman. They caught two coons in the
timber of a creek two or three miles to the
south of the camp. Meanwhile the rest of
us, riding over the prairie, saw the grey-
hounds catch two coyotes, one after a rather
long run and one after a short one. Then
we turned our faces toward camp. I saw
Abernethy, with three or four of his own
hounds, riding off to one side, but unfortu-
nately I did not pay any heed to him, as I
supposed the hunting was at an end. But
when we reached camp Abernethy was not
there, nor did he turn up until we were fin-
ishinglunch. Then he suddenly appeared,
his tired grevhounds trotting behind him,
while he carried before him on the saddle a
live coyote, with its muzzle tied up, and a
dead covote strapped behind his saddle.
Soon after leaving us he had found a coyote,
and after a good run the dogs had stopped

it and he had jumped off and captured it in
his usual fashion. Then while riding along,
holding the coyote before him on the saddle,
he put up another one. His dogs were tired
and he himself was of course greatly ham-
pered in such a full-speed run by having
the live wolf on the saddle in front of him.
One by one the dogs gave out, but his en-
couragement and assistance kept two of
them to their work, and after a run of some
seven miles the coyote was overtaken. Tt
was completely done out and would proba-
bly have died by itself, even if the hounds
had not taken part in the killing. Ham-
pered as he was, Abernethy could not take
it alive in his usual fashion. So when it
was dead he packed it behind his horse and
rode back in triumph.  The live wolf, as in
every other case where one was brought into
camp, made curiously little effort to fight
with its paws, seeming to acquiesce in its
captivity, and looking around, with its ears
thrust forward, as if more influenced by
curiosity than by any other feeling.
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Erows a photograph, copyright 105, by Alexander Lamdert, M.D.
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Quansh Parker's family,

After lunch we rode toward town, stop-
ping at nightfali to take supper by the bank
of a creek, We entered the town after dark,
some twenty of us on horseback. Wagner
was riding with us, and he had set his heart
upon coming into and through the town in
true cowboy style; and it was he who set the
pace. We broke into a lope a mile outside
the limits and by the time we struck the
main street the horses were on a run and
we tore down like a whirlwind until we
reached the train, Thus ended as pleasant
a hunting trip as any one could imagine.
The party got seventeen coyotes all told,
for there were some runs which I did not
see at all, as now and thien both men and
dogs would get split into groups.

On this hunt we did not see any of the
big wolves, the so-called buffalo or timber
wolves, which I hunted in the old days on
the northern cattle plains. Big wolves are
found in both Texas and Oklahoma, but
they are rare compared to the coyotes; and
theyaregreatwanderers. Alpneorinparties
of three or four or half a dozen they travel
to and fro across the country, often leaving
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a districtat onceif theyaremolested. Coy-
otes are more or less plentiful everywhere
throughout the West in thinly settled dis-
tricts, and they often hang about in the im-
mediate neighborhood of towns. They do
enough damage tomake farmersandranch-
ers kill them whenever the chance offers.
But this damage is not appreciable when
compared with the ravages of their grim,,
big brother, the gray wolf, which, wherever
it exists in numbers, is a veritable scourge
to the stockmen.

Colonel Lyon’s hounds were, as I have
said, used chiefly after jack-rabbits. Hehad
frequently killed coyotes with them, how-
ever, and on two or three occasions one
the big gray wolves. At the time when he
did most of his wolf-hunting he had with
the greyhoundsa huge fighting dog, a Great
Dane, weighing one hundred and forty-five
pounds. In spite of its weight this dog
could keep up well in a short chase, and its
ferocious temper and enormous weight and
strength made it invaluable at the bay.
Whether the quarry were a gray wolf or coy-
ote, mattered not in the least to it, and it
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