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	High-powered, long-range rifles are the preferred hunting guns of today’s deer-hunting weapons. Archery hunting is fast-becoming just as popular. In the late forties and early fifties, shotguns were used and were effective at short ranges of forty to fifty yards. Dogs were used to arouse deer up from their bedding areas because deer are nocturnal by nature and rest during the day and feed at night.

	My father was an avid deer hunter and owned two walker-breed hound dogs. One female named Mollie and a male named Digger. Mollie was our “jump dog,” which is the leader who acquires the preferred smell and track. Once she made that selection, Mollie would give her rally call of a highpitched howl. The other dogs would join her and smell her desired track. The tracking voices is of one continuous chop barking and can be heard by the line of hunters a mile through the woods. The hunters or “standards”—as they were usually referred to—are placed forty to fifty yards apart in as straight a line as possible. All are hoping that their location would be the deer’s escape route. Digger, our male pack dog, would stay with Mollie even if some of the pack broke with the sight of additional deer. As the tracking sounds of the racing pack of dogs grow closer and closer, as strange as it may sound, are like music to the hunter’s ears as eyes looked everywhere, and the heart rate would be elevated as the hunters seem to move with rhythm of the various sound beats of the dog’s pitch levels.

	Being the only son, my duties were taking care of the needs of Mollie and Digger in their pens. Water and food were the most important, then came the maintenance of the enclosure and flea control, along with scooping out their poop. I did not particularly care for that little job, but it had to be done, and having the affection and love of Mollie and Digger made it not seem as bad. What made it very special was the fact that Father was a member of a hunting and fishing club on the Alabama River—Southfield.

	Southfield’s location is in the South Alabama River swamp, near the site of the Fort Mims stockade of 1813 and forty miles north of Mobile, Alabama. The club was on a large track of land and was in the shape of a horseshoe with a large lake in the middle of it. When the river, due to rain, exploded out of its banks, the lake was restocked with fish of all descriptions. One that was strange to me was the spoonbill catfish because they would jump out of the water, similar to an ocean dolphin. I assumed that the spoon was to dig on the bottom of lakes or river for food. They were, at a period of time, numerous in Southfield lake.

	The drive past the Fort Mims stockade and into the swamp was like entering a different world of huge cypress trees laden with Spanish moss on its branches. Flocks of birds taking flight as our vehicles passed on the muddy curving road. It was so common to see wild turkeys flying or wild hogs running into thickets. Water holes everywhere with an array of palmetto palms that was typical of swamp growth. The men would talk of favorite areas to hunt while I soaked in the wildlife passing by my viewing window, a surprised doe and her spotted fawn running to thickets for cover. I always enjoyed the ride through the swamp to the camp site on the Alabama River.

	Father’s cabin was the last one in a line of seven that was built about forty yards from the river bank with three large water oak trees around the structure. The cabin would sleep eight people very comfortably in bunk beds, and my bunk was on top, close to the ceiling. I could reach with my pencil and record a written journal of the day’s activities. The cabin was primitive with a wood-burning stove, oil lamps, an outside water hand pump, along with an outdoor outhouse-type restroom that one would definitely want to inspect before using. The water in the hand pump had a strong iron taste, which required a determined thirst to drink, but we used it for every other water need even though during the heating process, it would turn a real dark color. The setting sun across the river with its sparkling sandbar and the thick willow trees along the banks dragging its vines across the river water’s slow current was very beautiful. It was very basic living conditions, but to a group of men and a young boy, it was magical.

	Father had always wanted to own a bloodhound dog to go with our Mollie and Digger walkers. He loved the size and the sense of smell that was considered the best among dogs. He would not be able to spend much money on an additional dog because he knew that my mother would see other needs that are more important to spend money on rather than another hound dog.

	He agreed with her feelings, but he sure would like to have that bloodhound.

	
Life Is Full of Surprises

	Father had a chance encounter while in town with a man that he had not seen in years. They both carried hard feelings over an incident in their past. It was very awkward for both at first, but within a few minutes, handshakes were exchanged. Both wanted to mend old wounds and forget the past. It was strange because it was the beginning of a friendship that reached to Father inviting the man (Mr. Walker) to stop by our home and visit. Over coffee, I would hear them laughing and talking about olden days and foolish ways. Father told him about the furniture business that he owned and operated. Mr. Walker told Father his line of work, and to Father’s surprise, he was a prison guard at the Atmore Agricultural Prison, just south of our home. The prison is located on 8,200 acres of land and was a farm operation. The inmates worked the land because they were low-degree-risk individuals, but the temptation was there to break and run into the swamps. Father was really shocked when Walker described his duties as head of the bloodhound units. That was music to my Father’s ears as he would press Walker about escape attempts and the using of the bloodhounds. I would sit in the next room, enjoying every story and the training required for the dogs Mr. Walker would tell. After a few visits, Father asked if the prison sold any of the bloodhounds. Walker, shaking his head, said that the prison did not sell to the public. There was a pause as Walker put the coffee cup to his lips as if he needed a few moments to gather his thoughts. As Walker lowered his coffee cup, he said, “Bill, there is one bloodhound to be destroyed,” as Father leaned closer. “The dog is unpredictable and unmanageable and of no use to the prison. The guards have named him Bozo because of his clown-like action and bordering on crazy. Bozo would bite a prison guard, if he was rough and ill tempered, as quickly as a run-a-way prisoner. The action to destroy Bozo will fall on my shoulders when orders are processed. He is a deep red color with a good bloodline, and I just hate the thought of having to put him down.

	“Bill, you and I have become friends, and I know that you want a bloodhound, and I am dreading the orders about to be sent to me. Would you like a shot at taming Bozo?”
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