
My First Trapping Season 
 

By Tony Dryneck  

When I was a young boy I went trapping with my dad for the first time. My little 
brother came along too. 

Our trapping camp was far away from our family home. It was so quiet out there 
in the bush. All we could hear was the birds singing. 

 
Three different kinds  

of hide stretchers. 

Every morning my dad woke up early and made a fire in the little stove. After a good breakfast he led us to 
the traps. I was so happy that first morning because we caught a big muskrat. 

The next morning my dad told us that we had to go and check the traps by ourselves. My little brother was 
happy because we were lucky and caught some more muskrats and we ate them for supper. 

My father showed us how to set up the tent, how to set traps, and how to live in the bush. He taught us 
everything we needed to know. 

 

 

 

 


