' the trip.
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for mail, the other for the occas-
jonal passengers who lacked other
means of locomotion and who were
sturdy enough to stand the dirty,
bonejarring ride.

‘“The tiny passenger section was
occupied 'that morning by two
males. One was an Indian, He
boarded the car with a stick slung
over his right shoulder. Attached
to the end of the stick was a red
bandana in which was apparently
wrapped his worldly belongings.
The Indian sat down' in the seat
and promptly went -to sleep. He
snored loudly. It is something of
a minor tragedy that the
did not remain awake and oberv-
ant.. He might possibly have en-
' gaged the other passenger in con-

the head trainer for onme of the
— | finest
has ever known, the eminent gen-
tleman from " California,
Camp,
for yearlings and will buy aged
performers if

sportsmen - harness racing

Mr. Sol
Mr. Camp spends liberally

‘“his  boy” ‘wants
Both Camp and O'Brien

have been satisfied with the ar-
rangement since the word
was given three years back and in
1954 they hit harnessed oil. In
1954, the cotton man from Califor-
nia and the shy kid from Canada
registered a harness racing first
that had eluded others in the sport
for a century, gener
and for more
specific terms. Camp owns and
Q’Brien trained and drove the first
2-year-old harness horse to go a
mile in two minutes in a race
That horse is the trotter Scott
Frost, a bay son of Hoot Mon-Nora

“go"

ally speaking,

than a decade in

Juch X 3 -]
Here’s a closeup of one of harness racing’s lop teams: Arainer-

driver Joe O’Brien at the left and owner Sol Camp..

versation and thus achieved some
stature for posterity as a witness
to the thoughts and feelings of a
young man embarking on a way of
life. The other passenger was, on
that day, no more prosperous than
the Indian and possibly much less
affluent. He was 18 years of age
and had yet to feel the touch of a
razor on his fuzzy chin. Every-
thing he owned was either on his
back or in a small black carpet
bag which he clung to tightly. In
his pocket was lodged the magnif-
icent sum of $2, all that remained
of the money he had saved and, in
part, borrowed, In order to make

“A few hours later, while the
Indian still snored loudly, the
train wheezed into a whistle stop
called River Hebert. The young boy
with the fuzzy chin piled off en-
shusiastically. He had expected to
be greeted by his new employer.
-But the station, such as it was,
was deserted. The boy made in-
quiries. He was directed to a house
at the top of a hill three|miles
distant. He clutched his carpet'bag
to him and trudged through the
snow and mud to the indicated
abode. A housekeeper directed him
to the second floor where the mas-
ter lay abed, ill. The man in the
bed looked at the newcomer. “You
don’t look near as old as I expect-
ed,” he snorted. He paused for a
few _contemplative seconds. *‘You
don't look near as big as I expect-
ed either.”” He cleared his throat.
“But you're here,” he sald, ‘so
ﬁ: might as well get to work.

horses are down thataway,’
he indicated with a wave of a hand
toward a bedroom window and on
through it
on the side of the hill. - :
FIRST HARNESS RACING JOB

“Joseph Cyril O'Brien, who stood
54" in his hob-nailed boots and
who weighed 100 pounds give or
teke a few ounces either way
cleared the biggest lump in the
world from his throat and - said,
“Yes, sir.” And then he turned and
ran out of the room before the
man in the bed, 'Willlam T. Latta,
a wellknown Nova Scotia horse-
man, could change his mind. Lit-
tle Joe had come a long way for
this, his first harness racing job,
and he wasn't about to lose it be-
fore his term of employment act-
ually began. Little Joe is still re-
ferred to by that sobriquet occas-
fjonally, but akide from that there
is little to link him with - River’|
Hebert, Nova Scotia, Canada, and
the March morning in 193¢ that set
off the chain reaction that has now
been heard round the harness rac-
ing world. Two inches have been

ed to his altitude and some-

ke 35 additional pounds
to his slight frame. But it is

in book and in the know-
ledge of g and driving tech-
niques that Joe O’Brien has come

of age. He couldn't exactly buy
the railroad that carried him to
River Hebert that day but he could
make a nice down payment on it
and, if he really wanted it, there's
a man in California who'd probably
buy it for him.

“In 1954 he earned $307,777.20,
second best in the nation, and won
111 races to rank third nationally
# that category. Both were new
personal hs for the canny Ca-
nadian. In addition he was the
leading Grand Circuit driver both
in money and races won, marking
for the first time he had ever ach-
either honor. He collected
$218,873 on the Roarin‘ Grand in

to a barn which stood;

and an instrument of speed still to
be tapped. How fast he really is,
or how much he will eventually
trot, is held aloof from mere mor-
tals who are denied access to the
future.

“Although it is nice that it hap-
pened, it would not have required
a Scott Frost to cement the ar-
rival of Joe O’Brien as one of the
all-time greats of his profession.
As a driver, he gained his fame
long before Scott Frost was foaled.
On bush race tracks and in the
big leagues his reputation as a
man capable of extracting the last
ounce of Speed from a horse and
of waiting until the last split sec-
ond before calling it, preceded him
from place to place, As a trainer,
he wrote his name in the skies as
the boy who took Dudey Patch, a
broken down 1l-year-old and made
him into a Canadian champion; as
the man who kept Scotch Victor, a
horse always on the verge of un-
soundness going year after year
and knocking off the big ones with
him when least expected; and as
the guy who brought lame and
ailing Meadow Pace back to the
races on a prayer this year and
uncorked a batch of two-minute
miles, the first pair in his first
start of the season. Truly, Joe
O'Brien has arrived and equally
truly, he and the Camp horses are
powers to be reckoned with in the
years that are yet to come.

BROTHER KILLED

“But before he was deposited,
or, more properly, propelled him-
self, into his present exalted role,
Joe O'Brien travelled a rocky race
ﬁack road that saw him spend a
tozen years in the minor leagues
before the call of the
reached him. Those years, begin-
ning in 1936, and actually, pre-
ceded ‘by years on the farm at
home, were valuable ones though,
for arriving at the top; without
them he would have been ill-equip-
ped to make the decisions, both in
training and driving, that are now
required of him. O’'Brien was born
June 25, 1917, at Alberton, Prince
Edward Island, Canada, the sixth
child and fifth son of Harry and
Jennie Foley O'Brien, both of
whom are still living. Joe O’Brien
was born into a harness racing
family and destiny had him mark-
ed as the best of a fine brood.
One' brother, Ray, is currently a
trainer-driver in Canada. Another
brother, Claude, has assisted Joe
on the Camp job and does some
driving of his own in the Mari-
times although his primary occu-
pation is with a telephone com-
pagy. _Another brother, Lloyd,
whom Joe rates as much the best
horseman in his family, was, un-
fortunately, killed in an accident
near Foxboro a few years back.
The remaining brother Bill, is the
only one who didn’t take up har-
ness racing. He is a steel worker
in New Jersey. '

“The O’'Briens came by their
their love of harness racing natur-
plly. Their dad was and still lg,

sold a horse he could usually
come cul with one a_week or two
later that could beat the other for
fun, Before he was old enough to
¢limb .into: a sulky -himself, Joe
was making the rounds of the
Alberton track in his father's lap
and he still. recalls the first time
his dad nodded his head and told
him to jog one himself. Joe guess-
es that he must have been all of
seven years old and he remembers
that it wasn’t many years after
that that he was putting a wire
strip across the sulky stirrup to
compensate for the disadvantage
of having a six foot tall father who
really stretched out into the stir-
rups.

FIRST HORSE AT 14

“When he got to be ten or so,
Joe had graduated to the role of
full fledged second /trainer, or
third or fourth depending on how
many of the O’'Brien boys were
working on a particular day, and
took one horse of a pair.while his
dad ‘hnndled the other. ‘Dad never
told’ me that I looked like I might
be a driver’, he says, ‘but I knew
that I wanted to be one and, be-
lieve me, nothing else ever crossed
my mind’. When he was 14 Joe
got his first horse. He is not cer-
tain now as to its identity. It was
called either Mickey Mouse or Ace
Bailey. At any rate, Joe remem-
bers that his dad purchased him
for- $40 from a neighbor who was
tired of having the animal kick
him out of the road wagon. Joe
was given the task of breaking and
gentling the pacer and then was
given permission by his father to
take him around to the matinee
and race him., Joe did and won
with him several times, once in
2.18 which was a pretty rapid rate
for young O’Brien and his steed.

“At one time or another, every
young man has to make a fateful
decision. Joe made his in the win-
ter of 1936, the year after he was
graduated m his school. His
mother wanted Joe to attend col-
lege and study veterinary medicine
and while the son admits now that
he probably should have done so,
he was hell bent for racing horses
and college, even veterinary col-
lege, would only have slowed down
his pace. In the fall of 1935 Wil-
liam 'T. Latta, the River Hebert
man who has peen mentioned ear-
lier in' this story, wrote a letter to
the elder O’Brien asking if he or
one of his sons would be interest-
ed in training his horses. Harry
O'Brien replied that no thank you
there were' no O’Briens available.
He recommended another horse-
man living nearby who was un-
able to accept the job. Joe O’-
Brien gave the situation -a lot of
thought and then, without consult-
ing his father or mother, sat down
and wrote a letter to Mr. Latta
applying for the job. He conven-
iently neglected to state his age,
rambling on generally to the ef-
fect that he was one of Harry's
boys and quite a horseman. The
letter turned the trick. A few
weeks later the return mail con-
firmed that Joe had landed the
post.

“It was an apprehensive Joe O'-
Brien who approached his dad the
next day and advised him that he
was going to work for Mr. Latta.
What Mr, O’Brien said, much of it
to do with his son's ability or,
rather, lack of it, was tempered
at the conclusion of the never-to-
be-forgotten interview by his final
words which, to Joe's way of
thinking, put his dad’'s unofficial
stamp of approval on the project:

dad inquired. Truth to be knowd,
Joe was pretty badly fixed.” He
had exactly $5 to his name but he
sure wasn’t going to let his father
use that as a point in rebuttal,
‘Fine’, he lied, ‘got all I need’.
The $5, as it turns out, was just
enough to get Joe from Alberton,
which place he left bright and early
the next morning, to Summerside,
some 50 miles distant, and the
home of brother Claude who was
much more sympathetic and who
staked his brother the rest of the
journey. The way from Summer-
side led to Northumberland Straits
which separate Prince Edward Is-
land from Nova Scotia and thence

to River Hebert, the arrival at
which place has been previously
chronicled. The distance from

starting point was something like
250 miles. To Joe, he admits now,
it d like a th d

DIRECT L.

“When Joe left Latta's bedroom
that March morning in
went to the stables and looked
over his charges. There were a
half dozen horses, only one of
which had ever been broken. All
were by Bill L., named after the
owner, and carried such names as
Direct L., Aaron L., Happy L.,
Buzz L., ete. Joe walked down the
row of stalls, behind the horses,
and stoppen when he approached
]glre?t L..“a‘ lgugo stallion. Direct

one of the finest and most resp

ed horsemen in the Maritimes.
Harry O’Brien’s father, who emi-
grated from Ireland, owned the
biggest farm on the west end of
Prince Edward Island. He also
owned the finest horses, farm and
road animals, in that section. Joe
O'Brien’s grandfather did not,
however, race horses and when,

one day a fine trotter he owned
was chall d by a neighbor and
his mount, it was Joe's dad, then

a stripling, who sneaked out into
the barn, hitched up his father’s
horse and won ‘the race, upon
which a lot of money had been
‘If I'd lost the race, I'd
robably have had my end
cked’,, Joe's dad told him years
later. ‘But I won it and father
didn't scold 'me at all’. When he
came of age and married, Joe's
Dad was presented by his father
with a farm located at Elmsdale,
Prince Edward Island. One of the
first things Harry O'Brien did was
to build a race track on the farm,

ing, training and racing his own

trotters and pacers. Joe remem-

ble:vl m\:l'lhhh lamul'vu'qmu

clever, Jhorses, al mpro-
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animals until he
he wanted it. .

Then he began purchasing, breed. | from- the

) lashed out with
his hind feet and missed his new
trainer by a yard. So Joe reversed
his field and approached from the
front. This time Direct L. struck
out with his fore feet and missed
by a foot. I'm a little guy, Joe
said to himself, and he thinks he
can bully me. I'll try some strat-
egy. So he walked up to the end
of the barn and came marching
back down the row pounding his
hob-nailed boots down hard on the
floor boards and hollering at the
top of his lungs. This was to have
impressed the horse that a Mg
man was on the job, nobody to
fool with.' Direct L. missed by
only six inches, b

“Joe gulped .ﬁd made another
big decision. He either had to go

the job, that the horses'were too
tough, or he had to master Direct
L. at once. . Being Joe O'Brien,
there was only one way to do it,
Direct L., led

‘How you fixed for money?’ his

1936  he | [if

tell Mr. Latta he couldn’t handle |,

\“aturday, Jamuary 20, 1955

"he (uardian

cluded the two top  free l\:r allers
in the Maritimes: They were re-
ported to have trained in'2.08 Joe

he could go in 2.14 if pres<
sed: His “hances. weren't consid-
ered bright. When' the field went
away, Joe’ ducked .back into ‘last
place, content to' wait for theé final
drive and - then settle for all ,he
could get back of the Big Two. As
they wen: down .the kstretch
the second time, Joe ked . up
front and saw the two big - boys
licking and driving. He elf

with what we must visualize now,

cognized as such then, one‘of
typical O'Brien finishes. Latér, his
mother* was to tell. him that’ she
knew jt was ber Joe when "the
radio announcer, who was beam-
ing the big ‘race to all parts of the
Maritimes, cried out in surprise:
“A big bay horse with a white
face and a little fellow driving is
really moving on the outside. He's
7th, he’s 6th, he's 5th, he’s 4th,
he's 3rd, he’s 2nd, and by gosh,
he's gonna win it.”

/
FIRST PUBLIC' STABLE

“Mr. Latta was in the stands that
day, the first time he had seen
Aaron L. race. With him were Wel-
lington MacNeill, a Prince Ed-
ward Island horse dealer, and Dr.
J. A. Maclsaac, a Cape Breton vet.
MacNeill had a watch, Latta did
not. MacNeill caught the time:
2.11%." Before it could be announ-
ced from the stand, MacNeill asked
Latta what he would take for the
horse and when the owner said
$1,500, MacNeill handed him the
cash. When the time was announ-
ced, Latta tried to invalidate the
sale but failed. sMacNeill sold half
of Aaron L. to Maclsaac and asked
Joe to go to work for him. Joe
said he would provided MacNeill
bought Direct L. as well. MacNeill
had trouble with Latta at first on
that one ‘but finally got the job
done for $1,000. Again Maclssac
was made a partner. That winter
Joe returned to Alberton and tried
to talk his dad into buying Happy
L. the next in line from the dam
of Direct L, and Aaron L. Dad de-
clined and Joe still likes to re-
mind him occasionally that Happy
L. later took a record of 2.01% in
the United' States. Thus ‘it came to
pass that Joe O’Brien, with Direct
L. and Aaron L. as his nucleus,
opened his first public stable. He
got $10 a week for each of those
two horses and the following sum-
mer, which was 1937, picked up a
few others here and there. Young
u'srien was on his way.

“Joe confined himself to Canada
in 1937 and made his first invasion
of the U. S. in the fall of 1938
when he raced with moderate suc-
cess at the overcoat meetings in
Maine. He campaigned success-
fully in Canada in 1939 and had
his horses in trucks ready to go to
Maine when war broke out. That
kept him at home for the nmext
eight years. In retrospect, it is
probably the best thing that ever
happened to the young Canadian.
His driving ability was such that
it alone probably would have land-
ed him on the American scene
five or more years before he ac-
tually did. And it probably would
have found him woefully unpre-
pared as a big time trainer. He
might have been forced back in:
to Canada and national oblivion. But
what the war did was to give
O'Brien a long period of time to
learn training tactics and skills
and to improve his already red hot
driving, What he learned about
rigging and shoeing horses in the
period from 1940 through 1949 was
monumental,

WAR YEARS

“Like all Canadians, O'Brien
headed for the enlistment office
when war came. He was accepted
and assigned to the Cavalry. But
it was soon determined that he was
physically unfit, by reason of one
leg being shorter than the other,
and he was discharged. So O'Brien
took a job in a New Glasgow, Nova
Scotia, munitions factory at night
and raced horses in the day time.
He also took a bride. This impor-
tant event occurred on April 8th,
1942, when he married Betty Flood,
whom he had met two years earl-
ier when he was in Charlottetown,
P. E, I Betty O'Brien has since
been her husband’'s constant com-
panion. She is. both intelligent and
attractive and has played a tre-
mendously important role in Joe's
e

Through the war years, Joe con-
tinued to learn about horses. It was
during this period that he had the
great Dudey Patch, his first world's
champion. Dudey Patch came to
Joe as an 1l-year-old with a repu-
tation ag a quitter. Joe didn't think
he was. He prescribed kindness in
large does and it proved the pro-
per treatment. At Dufferin Park
in the fall of 1942, Joe and Dudey
went five eights of a mile in 1.10%,
a world record that still stands.
Dudey was a community-owned
proposition, the property of the
Dudey Patch Club of New Glas-
gow; Dudey Patch took a record
of 2.06 and was eventually barred
because of hfs great speed. Dudey
is also one'‘of the reasons that Joe
seldom goes for a time trial record
with a top horse. After Dudey's
racing days had been ended by de-
mand of the opposition, Joe agreed
one day against his better judg-
ment to send Dudey against the
fence in an exhibition. Dudey, who
loved competition only, made six
breaks and paced his ‘mile in 2.25,
Joe was more than a trifle embar-
l‘l‘llld and has never forgotien it.
‘In ‘the early forties, it was noth-
for, O'Brien to sweep the card in
the Maritimes. He won as many as
eleven dashes in one day and on
several occa: ons. swept a -three
race card of three heats to a race.
In 1946 Joe expanded his public
stable and inherited the Ohio pacer
Tip Abbe. He removed the hobbles
and check and sent out a real race
horse. 1'p Abbe raced to a mark
of 2.05.,. O'Brien star was now in
the :scenuancy and it was time
for him to strike out again on the
trail tiat had been crossed by war,
He was recognized as the leading
driver in the Maritimes, perhaps
the greatest that had ever perform-

) m:d l«l):‘;lvehl:lrngm yea's,
n , had won
tish Consols .

had a lapful of horse so he set sail |
although it certainly was not.re-|.~*

47 ‘heats with such animals as
B:o, My Partner, -Mac Fingo,
's Nightmare and McKlyo Cash.
Tip Abbe was his ace performer
and ‘set a track standard. .Dick
Case, then  handling Foxboro pub-
licity, - wrote s to Sep” Palin, telling
him that Joe was a cgmer. Dick,
Joe, and_John . Dagler, who was
also O'Brien's corner, met with
Palin at burg -that fall, Sep
asked Joe a few questions- about
shoeing: horses and other . things
about &mes‘l-hclng. Nothing more
iwas said. )
FR.OB’IT RANK -

“Joé retyrned‘to Canada and a
few days later got a call from
Palin. The Hoopsier reinsmdn want-
ed ‘him to report to Del Mar, Calif-
ornia as second -trainer -for the
Castleton 'm - string. ‘It Wwas
4,200 . miles “and in another world
but Joe and Betty picked up in a
hurry. The wheel of dortuné had
spun around to their number. From
that'time on the Joe O'Brien story
is fairly well known to ' anyone
conversant with harness racing. He
was an instant success, first as a
driver and then, as he began to
develop champions of his/own,"as a
trainer, In 1947, O’Bfien. won
something in excess of $13,000 rac-
ing at Foxboro. In 1948, on the
Roarin Grand, he won $99,360. He
got off to a good start that spring
in California by scoring a stunning
upset with Indian Land in the $50,-
000 Golden West. It was a spine-
tingling, earth shaking drive he
gave the old horse but, aetually,
nothing more than a typical O’-
Brien drive. He went on to win
stakes that year with Merry Way
and Miss Morris Chief. At the end
of the season he severed connec-
tions amicably® with Castleton and
opened his own public stable.

“While operating his own stable,
he made the acquaintance of Sol
Camp and catch drove many of the
California’s horses including Mighty
Sun and Prince Jay. He drove
Prince Jay a mile in 1.59% in 1950
although his first entry in the two-
minute list was posted earlier that
year with  Robert Morris when he
went against the fence in two
minutes flat. O'Brien, incidentally,
has 15 two-minute miles,, all but
the first one with Robert Morris in
races. His fastest rides have been
in 1.584s behind both Diana Streak
and Mighty Sun. His- other two-
minute'rides, in addition to the one
behind Prince Jay, have been with
Newport Chief, Scotch Victor, Dia-
mond -Hal, Scott Frost and Meadow
Pace. O’Brien continued with his pub-
lic stable through 1951 and went
with Camp in the spring of 1952.
In three years he has selected,
trained and driven some of the
finest horses in the world.

“In 1954 he came up with no
fewer than six 210 2-year-old
trotters. In addition o Scott Frost,
they are Butch Hanover = 2.024%,
Home Free 2.06, Dragon Fly 2.08%,
Butler Wyn 2.09% and Littlestown
2.10, Few trainers, if any at all,
can match that record. O'Brien is
conservative in his taste for year-
lings. He hews to the normal line
except as regards head and width
between legs. I don’t particularly
care what the head looks like but
the horse must have a clear eye
and a perfectly broad forehead. I
lthink too much- stress is being laid
these days on classic looking heads
and I don’t feel they are necessary.
Also, I don't care much about the
width, or lack of it, between the
front legs. That width in front
may be only, inches but if the colt
stands straight that's the import-
ant thing with me,

“‘Off his feats with Scott Frost,
Meadow Pace, Scotch ctor,
Butch Hanover, et al., Q'Brien has
developed a solid reputation as a
trainér. And a deserved one.- But
it is still as a driver that he com-
mands his major reputation. The
proof of the pudding is that horse
owners and just plain fans will in-
variably use the O’Brien compar-
ison in discussing another reins-
man. Time and again, in assessing
the merits of this driver or that
one, he will be considered in light
of how he rates with regard to
the canny Canadian. That is
flattery in its highest and- purest
lorm. sutuce to say, he rates with
the small handful in history who
can literally be classed as the ‘“all
time greats”. In driving a harness
horse, Joe O’'Brien figures that the
percentage lies with the man who
wails. Anybody who saw him drive
Step Lively at Lexington this fall,
and wait and wait and wait before
he made his move that brought her
from 1ith and last to first in the
final three eighths will know what
he means. It was one of. the most
perfectly timed driving exhibitions

| Continued from pa__ge ]

Hunters’ Corner

flakes began to thigken and fluffy
spirals of snow filtdred across the
pavement I pointed the Chev home-
ward. -1 don’'t believe in takipg
chances. I've seen squalls come
up almost out of a clear sky that
if a motorist was a half hours
drive from home he couldn’'t make
it. It was just as well that I did.
I made it alright but others who
were less than anghour behind me
admitted they wouldn’'t have made
it it it*were not for the bus and
some heavy trucks that kept the
drifts open .

We might as well face the facts
in respect to our Hun coveys. In
Kings County the birds are getting
by so far but in Prince and Queens
it is a different story. ~ There is
less snow in Kings and the coveys
have found spots where they can
secure food and grit. Steamy,
grassy springs are favourite hang-
outs. A covey will spend a winter
around such a spot if a sucession
of heavy snow storms do not cov-
er them (the springs) up. I travel-
led over a hundred miles in Kings
County on Thursday and didn’t
spot a single cevey. To my way
of thinking that’'s a good sign. If
they are getting by they stick
close to their food supply. When
one sees the coveys wandering aim-
lessly over a bare expanse of
crusted snow, with wings on theé
verge of drooping, it's a bad sign.
When a covey reaches that stage,
a week of it is about all they can
stand unless a thaw intervenes or
help from a human source is forth-
coming.

.....\

I know one enthusiastic Hun-

garian partridge hunter who cai-

wrong. If you go out ahead of him,
you have to cut the wind and on
the outside. But if you wait and
follow him he's cutting the air and
you. in behind him, are “almost as
well off as though you were on the
rail. You know trailing a horse on
the outside isn't nearly as difficult
as breaking the air on the outside.
So wait for that horse you figure is
the one to beat and go when h
goes—but behind him. This is es:
pecially true on half mile tracks
where the home stret¢h is short.
When you follow him, you. can
figure you're getting handier to
the front if he lets go a little, you
can always go around him. If he's
not good enough to' gain ground at
that stage, he shouldn’t be able to
give you much trouble when you
want to go by.

BEST TO WAIT

‘“‘Coming through the stretch, 1
think it's best to wait along the
rail for a hole rather than to dash
to the outside. Once again it’s the

~—— |icoase sand-and gravel in his car

ries heavy paper bags filled with

during the course of frequent bus-
iness trips through the country.
Placing out® commercial poultry
grit is to a great extent a waste
of time and money. Those who
have tried both contend there is
nothing better than shore sand.
That has also been my own ex-
perience. They’ll sure go for that
fine Belle River gravel. especially
if a lot of those minute conks are
mixed in with it. Along our shore-
line conditions are better but in
the _inland farm country [ its a
pretty grim picture. Recently I
tramped for miles across country
and found the stubble fields cov-
ered with ‘a deep crust that will
carry a man. In places one’s foot-
prints are barely discernable. In
the back farm land of Mount Al-
bion, Lake Verde and Dromore its
a wintry scene that meets ones
gaze and if weather conditions
worden the past season’s take by
hunters will . be a mere bagatelle
compared to what King Winter can
do when he goes on the rampage.
The amount of snow that is down
at the moment wouldn’t bother the
Huns in the least if it were not
crusted and frozen. They’ll bur-
row down through a foot of fine
snow to reach the clover and
grasses underneath like rats.

limit . . .
baggage to clutter

and buds when

heard.

« .

fax this week .

weight. Any change
nounced promptly

trout are running on

up

The pheasants take to the trees

lations.

the poing
tough. They'll eat anything. They
consider discarded fox carcasses &
treat in the winter time. Fox and
rabbit hunters have reported 1.3
of pheasants on the rounds;

that it is nothing unusual to see,
and hear, four or five big Coeles
erupt out of a spruce thicket whens
the hounds move in and start #9
bay. The hen hirds are in rlll}z
more cagey than their

They are inclinded to slip noiselesg~
ly away without being seen

Two important ehanges in  ouw
trout regulations are to be come
sidered a! the meeting of the

Special Fishery officials at Halls
. .the doing away
of the six inch size limit and the
ten pound weight Lmit. The daily
take for the coming season could
be 20 trout regardless of size or
woll be an-
Methinks
abolition of the six inch size limit
is a top conservation move. When

the

scale an angler often kills 40 to
get his dally hmit of 20. Very few
trout that are taken on bait
after being returned to the water.
As regards the 10 pound weight
that was so much excess

the

consor

i

goty

the

small

live

regu=

CLO

SED
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Continued on Page 10

FOR STOCK-TAKING

We Will Be Closed For
Annual Stock-Taking

LIMITED

Monday - Tuesday - Wednesday
Jan.31-Feb.1and 2

Your Co-operation will be Appreciated

The Rogers Hardware

STOCK TAKING '

CLEARA

(F

In order to make room for 1955
Merchandise we are offering these
items at Greatly Reduced Prices.

| WASHING

-

STREAMLINED
“JIFFY-CLEAN

ON WRINGER

our sport has ever seen.

A QUESTION OF PERCENTAGES

“When you leave the gate,”” says
Joe, ‘you ‘have two chvices. You'!
can either try to go to the top or|
you can take back arnd tuck in
along the rail—we are considering
of course that you aren't lucky
enough to slip in the hole some-!
place. Well, to me, it's a question
of percentages. If ‘you go to the
top you may not have used your
horsetoo much and you might win. |
Whereas, if you tuck in last you
may not be able to get up in time.
Suppose the percentage comes out
even. I maintain that you should
tuck back and save your horse. You
know he will have more brush at
the end. And even if the percentage |
didn’t favor you on the win for win
basis, you would still be saving
something in your horse each time
and he would last longer and race
better for you. No matter which
way you go, you're going to get
beat a great many times, many
more than you win. I'd rather get
beat by waiting too lom,
coming too early. In 'the former
:;se. ym;w will at lleut have save

your horse as long as ible,
Also, your horse wl:ﬁ ’Th' the
habit of coming on in the stretch
instead of stopping. That's an im-
portant consideration, too.

““When do I like to make a move
in a race, Well, there's no parti-
cular formula., It depends a great
deal on the horse, the race and the
type of oppogition. But I can set up
one pattern that has !
cess!
the

Trophy as leading
reinsman. In¢the fall
) \ of 147 he

on Foxboro
sortment of sctumller - -
by top Americ n s e
and swept the board clean. he we.

an se e

.l-, > .Hv‘_v Shint
' AR T L reoiingl palt
¢ bewww Of hin, 1 taing thai's

than by |1

NOW’S THE TIME TO SAVE

MACHINE

( ALL-STEEL CHASSIS

i
P —

{" ] | | —
g 1(RUST-PROOFED PARTS

(' NEW TYPE GYRATOR

Tus

GAS AND ELECTRIC
MODELS AVAILABLE

”

PRESSURE SELECTOR

. 1 ONLY—Co

NEW WASHER
BARGAINS

1 ONLY—SIMPLICITY—Reg. $199.00
With Pump

, saLe Price $119.00

1 ONLY—Co-op DELUXE—
Reg. $224.50—With Pump & Timer

‘saLe price $157.50

-op SPECIAL—

Reg. $169.50

saLe price $109.00

Now! A Butter Conditioner
in a Standard Model

NEW 1954 REFRIGERATORS

1 ONLY—10 cu. ft. MODEI..
CO-OP REFRIGERATOR

SALE PRICE $259.00
Reg. $408.00
CO-OP REFRIGERATOR
SALE PRICE $305.00
2 ONLY—11.4 cu. ft. DELUXE. Reg. $470.00
CO-OP REFRIGERATOR
SALE PRICE $349.00
1 ONLY—94 cu. ft. DELUXE.
CO-OP REFRIGERATOR
SALE PRICE $259.00

3 ONLY—11.4 cu. ft.

MODEL.

Reg. $369.00

Reg. $385.00

MILKING
CLOTHES D

58 FITZROY $T,

EXTRA SPECIAL

2 ONLY—§18A HOT AIR FURNACES. Req. $198.00 .... $125.00
1 ONI.}Y—-‘IOA’ HOT AIR FURNACES. Reg. $7°°.70 .... $175.00

NUMEROUS OTHER ITEMS, INCLUDING MILK COOLERS,
MACHINES, WATER PUMPS, PROPANE CGAS
RYFR, ETC.

SERVICES

CHARLOTTETOM

CR"AM COOLERS,
RANGE, ELLCTRIC

ISLAND CO-OP




