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THE TRAP


‘Ernie why do people want to kill us?’ Henry yawned and stretched his legs.


‘I don’t know, mate, probably because we’re dingoes.’ 


Ernie and Henry finished their dingo breakfast of a drink of water and a look around. They’d camped on the riverbank that night to plan their hunt.


‘Where’re we going to hunt today, Ernie?’ 


‘Why do I have to make all of the decisions? Can’t you make a one instead of wanting me to do all of the thinking for the both of us?’ 


‘We’d better keep clear of that ‘Dogger’ Snowy Gilbert. He’s nearly as clever as we are, you know. He almost got us a couple of times. He’s cunning,’ warned Henry.


‘He’s not that clever. We’ve been in this country for over 4,000 years. That’s longer than he’s been here and we know more about hunting then he’d ever know.’ 


‘We’re wild dogs you know, Ernie.’ 


‘We’re not wild dogs we’re dingoes. Keep an eye out for ‘Dogger’ Snowy Gilbert and look out for any of his traps. He’s cunning enough to bury them. Watch where you walk.’


Ernie and Henry climbed to the top of a stony ridge. They scanned the landscape across the plains and scrub looking for their midday meal. A rabbit would taste nice, Ernie thought, even a possum or a glider. Rats and mice are all right but a feast on a newly born lamb or calf would be better.


Far off in the distance he saw the movement of a Land Rover Utility as it weaved its path toward them. ‘Look Henry, there’s ‘Dogger’ Snowy Gilbert. He’s coming this way, Henry. We’d better go before he sees us.’


‘Where’re we going to go?’ 


‘I don’t know. Just keep out of sight. Follow me and don’t make a noise.’


They slowly moved among the mulga scrub and headed toward the creek bank where they’d camped the previous night. Ernie worried that ‘Dogger’ Snowy Gilbert would have already seen them and followed them to the creek. He needed to think of some other way to avoid him. 


‘Dogger’ Snowy Gilbert the dingo catcher drove his old battered Land Rover Utility over the gibber stones and stopped every now and then in search of dingo tracks. He caught dingoes because they were declared to be a ‘pest’. They slaughtered young lambs or newly born calves. Each time he killed one he received a bounty of $50.00 a carcass.


He presented his ‘kill’ to the property owner who needed to see the pelt of the animal from its nose through to the tip of its tail before payment was made. It didn’t worry ‘Dogger’ Snowy Gilbert whether the dingo was a pup or a fully grown dog. He received the same amount of bounty for either carcass.


He lived a nomadic lifestyle and moved from campsite to campsite. His camp was built from tree branches tied together with rope. A large tarpaulin would be slung across a centre pole for cover to protect him from all weather. An open fire burned in front of his campsite. Beside the fire a camp oven might be filled with kangaroo tail, potato, carrot, and onion and slowly simmered.


At daylight he searched for dingo tracks and drove his old depilated Land Rover Utility over the roughest tracks. He felt good about being the hunter trying to outfox his predator. He knew how cunning it could be. For the best part of forty years he’d tracked, hunted, almost lived a similar existence to the dingo. He knew their habits and ways of the bush and felt proud of his job as a ‘Dogger’.


Some of the ways he trapped the dingo was harsh. Once when he visited the local homestead on the property, its cattle bitch was on heat waiting to be served by one of the cattle dogs. Her urine held a message for the dog that she was ready. He held the bitch and forced her to urinate into a bottle then quickly sealed it. Now it contained the magic potion to trap dingoes. 

Another method he often used was to hang a piece of dead kangaroo meat from a branch of a tree. Underneath the hung kangaroo meat he dug a hole and filled it with animal fat mixed with poison. 

When the dingo saw the meat hanging from the tree it would jump high to grab hold of the meat then land in the hole containing the fat. The animal automatically licked its paw consuming the fat and poison. Instant death would follow.     


The ‘Dogger’ stopped his Land Rover Utility near to the top of the ridge where Ernie and Henry had been. He looked down on the hard ground and saw paw marks, very faint but clear enough to show him they were fresh.


Over the years he knew them as a social animal that lived in family groups. This time he noticed only two sets of paw prints. There are only two of them. He scanned the horizon and noticed a creek in the distance.


His knowledge told him the dingoes had a home range of up to 8000 hectares and would defend their territory and sometimes hunt together. He also knew they would return to the area they started the day in. They would stay a few days in one place and then move on to another. I haven’t much time left before they move on.


He walked across the top of the ridge and down to the other side. They’ve got to come back this way tomorrow. He bent down on to one knee to touch the earth and make sure his prediction was right. I’ll set a couple of traps along this path and wait.


He started to dig a hole beside a small scrub large enough to bury a steel trap. It measured about 30 centimetres long and half of that wide. In the centre was a flat square steel plate held together by two movable steel jaws. 

When the trap is set, these jaws were spread open held by a catch. When the dingo puts its paw onto the steel plate the trap would slam shut and hold the animal in place until the hunter shots it. Sometimes the animal would be in so much pain it would chew off its leg to escape. 


After he set one trap he moved down the slope of the ridge to set another three. Each trap was about ten metres apart and in a line toward the creek. He gathered small bushes and covered each one to disguise the whereabouts of each. 

Then he brushed away all evidence of human from around each trap. Then he sprinkled his potion of urine over the trap and left.


‘I’m hungry,’ wailed Henry.


‘Come on, we’ll have a look around. It’s almost dark and ‘Dogger’ Snowy Gilbert shouldn’t be out there.’ Ernie reassured Henry.


They started to walk up on the ridge in the hope of finding food to hunt. Nothing was in sight. ‘Careful where you walk, Henry.’ 


‘What’s that smell?’ sniffed Henry as he sniffed his way down from the top of the ridge. Ernie was upwind and couldn’t smell anything. He watched Henry start to quicken his walk and almost gallop onto the path down toward the creek.


Without warning Ernie heard Henry yelp. At the same time he heard the jaws of the steel trap smash against bone. Henry howled. Ernie reached him and saw his friend crying out in pain. He was trapped. ‘I told you to keep an eye out for traps,’ he shouted but it was too late. 


‘How am I going to get you out?’ Ernie yelled. Henry pulled and pushed to try and release his leg from the steel trap. It was futile.


There was a sudden noise of someone running through the scrub. ‘Go Ernie!’ cried Henry ‘I’ll be all right. Go!’


As Ernie left his mate he felt tears run down his face. He heard the rifle shot and the thud of a bullet. He knew Henry was dead. Now he was alone.

