My Dog Jet
	 I had two parents and 7 brothers and sisters but no pets. At age 17, Dad brought home a Heinz special dog part beagle and part collie. Dad`s partner, Harry, had three beagle dogs which he took to the country during the winter months to hunt rabbits. I went with him many times to the Mississippi River bottoms stomping through the underbrush and jumping on brush piles hoping that a rabbit would dart out. I was a terrible shot with my 410 side by side double barrel shotgun. The rabbits had nothing to worry about. The joy came from watching and listening to the beagle dogs track down the rabbit chasing the rabbit by scent howling all the way. The rabbits always moved in a circle and eventually came back to where they started. When the sound of the howling dogs got closer, I knew the rabbit was about to make another appearance. All of a sudden, the rabbit would pop out into a clearing and I would take aim and hope to get a rabbit although hitting a sitting rabbit was still a challenge for me.
	Now I had my own rabbit chasing dog. He was predominately black with brown and white spots and a little bigger than a beagle and faster. I named him Jet because of his black color and speed. He was jet black and fast as a jet. 
	I then started taking Jet with us on the rabbit hunting trips with Dad`s partner. Jet fit right in with the three beagle dogs and followed them when they were tracking a rabbit. He got gradually better and better as his instincts kicked in.
	Dad built a pen for Jet in the back yard and a dog house to put inside. Jet was not a house dog which probably would have thwarted his ambition to fight his way through the heavy dense brush to track down a rabbit. 
	One of the activities I loved was when I got home from school about 3:30PM in the afternoon on Friday. I was sitting all day busy with studies and thinking and getting out into the woods was a nice diversion. Jet knew what we were going to do and was jumping with excitement as I put the leash around his neck and marched off to a big field with lots of rabbits about a mile from the house. He wanted to get to the field quickly and pulled me the entire way. Releasing the leash and turning him loose, he scampered into the woods and eventually got on a rabbit trail howling and running the rabbit around. I didn`t have a shot gun and just enjoyed listening to Jet work the trail and run the rabbits.
	On one occasion, two friends and I went on a rabbit hunt not too far out of the city. I don`t know who owned the land and we probably shouldn`t have been there but no one ever said anything, so we continued hunting there. And then a rabbit jumped up scampering into the brush. I got a shot off but the rabbit kept running which was not unusual. Jet got on the trail and was barking and howling as he made the typical circle. I was exhilarated. This was the first time Jet had ever tracked and drove a rabbit around by himself with no help from another dog. Eventually the rabbit plopped out into a clearing and I managed to bring him to his end. Jet was now fully accomplished in driving rabbits and loved every minute. I left town for the military and never saw Jet again. Dad said Jet learned to climb the dog pen fence and was never seen again.  I`ve never owned a dog again but wonderful memories of Jet romping through the woods are still with me.







