
Back of game pouch zips 
open for easy cleaning

m r  Fleece-lined 
I R  a handwarmer 
’¡ - ' l -  ' ' pockets

Open Prairie Upland Vest
New. The perfect blend of well-designed features, rugged construc
tion, and outdoor style in tough Ambush cloth. Ambush is a supple 
blend of Cordura and Supplex® nylon for extreme abrasioniresistance, 
low moisture retention and ultra-fast drying. Mesh back keeps you 
cool and protects you from briars. Shoulder patches and back yoke are 
ultra-suede. Eight shell lodps inside each df the two lower, zip-closed 
bellows pockets. Fleece lined handwarmer pockets. Front and rear 
loading game pouch closes securely, blood-proof gamebag opens for 
easy cleaning. License loops on back, inside security pockets. In 
01-tan, 42-tan/blaze. Sizes S (36-38), M (38-40), L (42-44), XL (46-. 
48), XXL (50-52), XXXL (54-56). Hand washable. Made in USA. 
S445P Open Prairie Upland.Vest $145

8 sfxell loops in each 
y bellows pocket

S ^ M z^ c b sà k ts ì
1 all pockets j

Field Alarm Watch
Our favoriteTwaJtch for the outdoors’* 

l l p f f i i  built-in alarm that’sMa| l̂:Q;- - 
use. Perfect fortravel, appointment A 

reminders, or'aS.a, shootiM time j f  -i 
announcer. Brown leatheg|trap, 

black facd ^ ^ ^ P o-read luminous I 8  
dial and handsK Accurate three- 

hand quartz move^^nSl'eeps 
within seconds,ib^h^month. Water 
resistant to 90 feetT̂ cfatcn ^ g istant 

^%flat crystal, stainS g a se , ^ 
| | |s te m  protector.

S102Y Field Alarm Watch $79.50

r; ¡¡g ____
<s* *■ -re

open Prairie Boots
® ew . The ultimate B B p  for cold and weti^ftn^conditiorls.: Fully Gore- 
Tex® lingd for waterproof breathable comfort insulated with 600 grams -^W  
Thinsulate^Tor warmth without weight. Very lightweight, averag- . 
ing just 3dbs. per pal. Nine-^h§hor-point lading system hyith 
three speed and two hooks |§r quick, precise* lacing.
Exterior"fÄiöOO'Denier Cordura for excellent abras iohfres istance 
and oiw crackprdof leather trim. Firiger l o l l  on the back ( S S I  
helps you slide iUqn and off. The interior is lintel with Cambrellei.

'.*3 expedite moisture transportation awayTromKtySide'is s^ p ^ ^  
lightweight Vibram® Rothom sole with aggressive tread. S&eel 
shanked for support. Siz6§;02-D width, men’siw  
'\ynple and halflBBsffl-14 

¡¡n o
60-EE width, rnetf JB  

r.w h®  and hal^^Hffij 
7-13
Made in U S ^ ^ p
S595A Boots $225

7 Days a Week, 24 Hours a Day



Innotek Dog Collars
^B efavidbird hunters abQEvts; take 
M ^ p in -th e  training; ̂ ^Bvorking of 

our^M ting acS|. And we’re constantrV* 
¿ i l p ^ . t l ^ K k »  for innoyatiye--tpahlS 
ling, and 5ira'dklfiSaide^So; \|eS/|rewery 
^excited when w  found thcfe .great new 
^collars deigned® Innotek. 
from a training* collar,La S ^ W o lla r^ /r^  

fitfebmbination u n it®

Essential C ollar
• Four levels of stimulation;\
• Multiple frequencies “in base” 1 

working, more than one d©g||p
‘f* Transmitter is the size of a credit 
* * card *.,
• Ideal for first time trainers and/" ’: 

experts,,
• Programmed from the hand held 

transmitter. I I i

beeper C ollar
• Beeps every ten seconds while 

dog is ranging, and every second 
when on point

• Or every five |et©nds while the
, dog'is the ranging, and every sec- 
ond when on point

• Or silent uhtil on point
• Or beeps an audible^ ign&l only ) 
, - when the button is pressed tO;V;

locate lost dog.

Prem ium  C ollar
• All the setting  ̂’of the Beeper
1 Collar with 3 hacking level#!)
• Auto locator ‘J
• 7 stimulation, strengths with 

three different levels of stimula'
)tion: 1/25 second, continuous, 

;?f|lising
• All settings are programmable) ' 

while the dog is working.

Orvis Essential Collar. Waterproof 
training unit. F6qr^|e|Ss offitimulatioi-^; 
and 3 frequericy)pptions for traiM K  up 

#t®^^M Transmitterfits nicely in tKe'f 
hand—i»^p6ut the siz§||||^ credit,, 
card.

; Innof^RSee' left fo;^®i|ails.
S038P f0fv^E^e^idal $349.95

Innotek R T-100 Beeper Collar. Ideal 
fq£|^cSMgiworking dog^through 
hedvy^^yer. ̂ ^»f^odes2#“hormar,”!v)

' ! ‘grous)es,^si^nfi” and “off/call.^^^®  
left for det&f||g!
S037P jfitiptek $249.95

Innotek CS'1600 Premium Collar. Is a 
-^Stimulator, Beeper, and CQ^ator... The 
«ollar that aies)it all. If you’redookingTor 
ptbhpxollar that y 6ur;dp^2®^^ft- from 
' the time h^S^^pypthrough hfs retire' 
ment from birdin^this ifdt. Fountrack'A1 

Mhg le®J|| and an^ra^dbcat'^BSryou’ 11 
gplwav̂ -ikhbw whett tfierd^^p “bn point. 

Three differentH^K^of stimulation. 
left fprdM|ljsV;')::
S036P Innotek $429.95

fvpT Mays Pond Beeper Collar 
A  Proven Beeper Collar at a Very 
Attractive Price

Programmabfefpr severaToptions: run , 
beeps, different running signals for running 

two dojg andfefreali^c “hawk screech” heej>;on point
I iW B W B ! ^ ^ ^ ÿ y f^ b ir d  opt pf fear of predatioi^^^^fej[jarxonstructidh!li

is rugged and years of use! having m olid molded
rubbefm^ln^|Stjeakef \^ S ^ p ^ m b ed d ed  into the bright orangé 

jgyaterproof c|j|lar to pre^êffl breakage, running to a top'mounte^lf)pjakç’r that is , 
louder fob the hunter and quiefeffor the dog; .There is an ektemal on/off push' , 
buttpn)s\yitch molded into the backside of the casing, thus pfeyqnting accidental 
turn off and accidental losjg|f on/pff devices'(Çuch as m agneSlad  rods ) in the 
field. T h is B IK  js||qsf'& work with and the simple instruction! take yodjquickly 
through the programming stfops. The unit is shipped .with a .fresh, battety,;sp)it can 

^ H im m tfw e l’ffés.ted and used.
S169H-00'00 Mays Pond Beeper Cqlkir $139

Low-Tone Beeper Collar
For Those w ith  Shooterfs Ear
Same collar qs above, except “hawk s S ^ B ^funCtiofi * $  replaced with theM ®on  
of a low-tone beeper, gftepially designed fob m anyxlder^hters whq^hqye lost 
hearing, of higher pitched sounds/ #
S169H-00'01l'LoivïToné Beeper Collar $139

Stainless Steel Bird Knife
This functional' ajjd handsome bird knife has a g f l lsfa 
blade)and gut hook. Overall length is 4"; MstmcKve Americ^fi walnut!) 
handle (like a fine g^irotpck) has lanyard jBBafe end. Made, for Orvis 

Bp  Germany.
S3154'O10$ifiinle$s)S^l Bird Knife $79

A  Sporting Tradition Since 1856



C O M P IL E D  BY DAVE HURTEAU
GEARING

VP

I T ’S A K E E P E R

Waterworks' Fly Trap could make conventional drying patches obsolete. 
First, the Trap doseSghtly , so you don't I'feeTJies. Second, it has a ripple- 
foam keeper; so you don't mauBfes trying to p®them free. ThirdJnfoIds^ 

down to a 90-degree angle, so you can see yoH flies clearly. Put likely pat
terns in the Fly TraK)eforBMting the w atSand  you don't have to rr||b 

th roug lf^ uBestto  find the r i | H B y o ^ K t  re a ilS ve r (with one hand) 
and g ra B . About $20; call (800) 435-9374.

T H R E E  IN  ONE
For t h o s B j j e s »  the water when you need to have a J
few more options, Rio Products' Vers ¡Tip fly line pack- j
age gives you a f lo a t«  running line and a choice of 

B ife e  line tips (or f t a d s M a  Type 3 sinking line (sifiks 3 
to 4 injctiSsBRsecoH);- a Ttee 6 sinkingfinfe (6 to 7 inches 
per second), and a floatiriBine. Interloclmg loops make 
sw ira M t ip s  aiffeeze. Comes with a handy line wallet for about 
$100; ca»00o53-0838.

/
/

/ /

BEST VEST
With a snug-fitting waist belt, Camas Designs' Headwaters Hunting Vest takes some of the weight of game and gear off your shoulders. The 
vest is made of 1000-denier Cordura® and tough polyester mesh for ventilation. Large openings on either side of the game bag allow for fast 
loading; four outer pockets (one designed to hold two waterbottles) hold plenty of shells and gear; thin, lightweight shoulder straps make for 
easy mounting; and an inside back pocket holds a windbreaker and features a bloodproof lining. About $80; call (406) 442-1973.

1 3 2  F i e l d  & S t r e a m  Sm ?
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JUST rOSI STARTERS

of fine steel
Mm&Æm$m WmmsSk -•‘■'̂ vr.aE

% w i
Ì P è ^ J # ! ^  T h i ^ ^ p i r

. m  J H V  J P J Æ F
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l l M l i ^ ^

✓  A w a l e l ^ r a o É ^ ^ ^ I ^ B é i j ^ ^ ^ ^ g n i^ S É s s ^

v'X,' <B»jWHgaWi>T7̂ . ;>; s'.;:y  ̂;■?,„, '■-
kitchen matches.

✓  A new butane lighter.
✓  Several cotton balls, lightly 

coated with Vaseline, packed 
into a 35mm film canister.

✓  A handful of thoroughly dried 
Popsicle sticks.

.' 'HBk' ‘- ’
; IjMpu're- traveling by
I plane^^^Wust carry the lighter and 

the matches on your person; it's ille
gal to transport them in your bag
gage. Also, if it's bitter cold outside, 
the lighter will work more reliably if 
you carry it in a shirt pocket where it 
won't get cold.—B.N.

B ent and the flames"' from the tin
der are?: bright and strong. ̂ Make 
sure tha^ B ur kindling, like ||o u r 
tinder, is ^Stacked so air can get 
through it.

W hat works as kindling | « o  
¡works as heavi'e^iujel in,?||f courslij 
heavier form. It helps||4  ha^e a mf\J 

!i$f hardwood and softwood^^MOC- 
cS ional piece offlsoftYoud jHas'i 
heat to thefmix. Keep moister woo|j:| 

Howard the outside so Bj
BB§$dry ô ffi and ifjyou want to 
Keep a fire goBg| overnight, Oou-
p i - ° I sizable« emi-srw logs
burnSoWlBeiigugh to do it.

A fire;^ffi;;cooking, warmth, or 
general comforf igone of the time
less pleasures in the outdoors. But 
unless .you’re in a life-or-death sit- 
uationB it’s no longer possible to 
have: a fire anyplace and anytime 
,you cjfe;pse. Make |fu re  ¿you learn 
.(and follow),: an®fire regulations 
for the land you’re on, and 
be absolutely sure your fire 
is out beforfiyou lea^^^P^S^R

( s u n e n  n u n t i n y  c a n c e r o u s

y o u  a r e  S o i / i  p r e c f a i o r  a n d p r e y ,  d d is d o a  

d e e p s  y o u  o n  i / i e  p r e d a t o r  s id e .  %

Take big game, not chances, with Winchester0 Supreme0 Fail Safe® ammunition. In the four years ^
7 i ■since its inception, we’ve continuously improved Fail Safe to give you the most technologically ®

' , ■ ■ i  . , , w / m m s r madvahced knockdown power you can get. So now you can always be a predator. a mmu n i t i o n
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GUNDOGS
BY BILL-McCLURE

IT S FOR WOMEN TOO!
The National Rifle Association’s many 

programs are for everyone— women as well 
as men. Women are encouraged to partic
ipate i | |a l l  of the Association’s activities. 
The opportunities are endless:
★  You can learn to shoot, join a hunting 

or shooting club, or your NRA-affiliated 
state shooting association.

★  You can become involved in firearms 
legislation issues in your community.

★  You can learn safe handgun operation 
and self-defense measures through the 
NRA Personal Protection Program.

.★  You can earn awards for big and small 
game hunting, and you can attend Hunter 
Clinics to learn more about hunting 
specific game species.

★  You can share your knowledge of shoot
ing and firearms by becoming an NRA  
Certified Firearms Instructor.

★  You can win trophies for women shoot
ers in every major national shooting 
competition, as well as set recognized 
national records for females in every 
shooting discipline.

★  If you are a female law enforcement or 
security officer, you can attend special 
NRA training schools. Girls aged 13-20 
who are interested in a career in law 
enforcement can join a local Law En
forcement Explorer post.

★  As a member of the National Rifle 
Association, you will receive a monthly 
magazine filled with informative articles 
about shooting and hunting activities, 
have access to an array of shooting and 
firearms-related publications, and par
ticipate in group insurance programs.
If you are interested in additional infor

mation on any of NRA’s programs, please 
return this response card.

MR. 
NAME MS.

H1289

ADDRESS-

AREA OF INTEREST:
□  Clubs □  Hunting

□  Competition Q  Law Enforcement

□  Personal □  Membership
Protection

Q  Législative Issues □  Instructor Training

Pleasé rçpum to,: NRA, Women’s Policies Committee, 
1600 Rhode Island Ave , N.W., Wash., D.C. 20036
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The Germ an shorthair’s origin is a bit m ysterious, but it clearly has becom e a favo
rite breed am ong Am erican hunters. It is  a close- to m edium -range dog that’s  
about perfect for the East, is  intense on point, and retrieves in water with enthusiasm .

f M 1he first memorable gundog I owned 
1  was a German short-haired pointer 

bought from a mail order ad in the Family 
Herald and Weekly Star for $35. Al
though I would caution you against a 
mail-order puppy, I was lucky beyond 
belief. Freude was a splendid example 
of her breed. She trained easily and early, 
pointing birds staunchly before her first 
birthday packing  another dog on point 
instinctively, and retrieving from land 
and water. She filled the role of family 
pet with enthusiasm, and our children 
loved hef gentle nature and con^isten|| 
good humor. In the field Freude could, 
as one friend noted, find a single partridge 
in a thousand-acre grain field. Her natural 
abilities won her several field trial rib
bons, a bonus that 1 never expected. *.

The shorthair’s talentjfeno accident, 
for in the 1800s a group of middle-class 
German sportsmen who had enough 
money to buy or lease hunting rights:'‘ 
concluded that they needed an all-pur
pose dog to aid in the chase. They en
visioned a dog that would serve as;$$& 
family companion, pointer, retriever of 
feather or fur, and a competent trailer of 
ground game such as deer or boar. This 
tall order was conceptualized by a group 
of committed devotees who set abougihe 
long, difficult task of creating a new dog.

20

No records of the various breeds used 
to fashion the short-haired pointer exist, 
and its creators were'secretive. It is 
believed by many writers that the Spanish 
pointer, .French Gascon hound, blood
hounds,.and probabl^the English pointer 
along with other breeds were used to 
create the Deutsch kurzhaar. C. Bede 
Maxwell, in her book The New German 
Shorthaired Pointer (Howell Books), de
votes 14 pages to breed origin, docu
menting the secrecy and misinformation 
shrouding the breed’s beginnings, Butr 
the outcome of the magnificently per
sistent effort of thejfounders was a gun- 
dog that fulfilled all of their expectations.

The modern German shorthair is from 
21 to 25 inches tall at the shoulder and 
weighs from 45 to 70 pounds. Its short 
coat is either solid liver color, liver and 
white spotted, or liver and white ticked 
or roaned. The tail is docked to two- 
fifths of its length. As the breed standard 
states, the dog should “be an aristocratic^ 
well-balanced, symmetrical animal—in
dicating power,' endurance, and agility 
with a look of intelligence and animation. 
Ifflhould be like a proper hunter with a 
short back standing ovèr plenty of ground. 
The first impression should be that of 
keenness without indication of nervous^ 
or flighty character^ ) l

AMERICAN HUNTER
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WORLD’S FOREMOST 
OUTFITTER

FISHING, HUNTING, OUTDOOR GEAR

CATALOG SUBSCRIPTION
Rods . . .  Reels . . .  Lures . . . Boating 
Camping. . .  Outdoor Clothing..  Hunting 
Footwear . . .  Gifts . . .  and Much More!

Beeman Precision Arms Inc. 
3440-AHD Airway Drive 
Santa Rosa. Calif;. 95403 

rS  Phone (707) 578-7900
DEALER INQUIRIES INVITED

more expensivff are pre-cut, pre-lubed 
patchfs like those offered by Ox-Yoke.
I do not use plasjifc patches because the 
ball may separate from the patchjyhile 
in the bore, thereby becoming a 
dangerous obstruction. Plastic fouling 
a|so builds up in the borfe, making .load-. 
ing difficult.

You probably won’t be able to “snap 
caps’*; to clear the'flash channel of per
cussion rifles before heading out to the? 
woods in the morninglio you should be 
sure the gun ̂ ftleah  and dry of any oilC 
I wipe out the barrel with a patch soaked 
in solvent?; then dry oiit the bore 
thoroughly. Be sure to clean the pan and 
frizzen of flintlocks especially well. In 
cold weather, a blackpowder gun wicks 
moisture from the air quickly when 
fired«? ' you must be particularly ̂ care
ful to wipe the flinterSpan carefully 
before you reload, then do it again 
before you prime. G)n a wet day the 
blackpowder can absorb moisture from 
the air despite your best efforts to keep 
your powder dry. A good method to 
cradle the rifle under your arm while 
wearing a poncho or blanket coat, and to 
use a calf’s knee over the lockwork. 
There are commercial preparations, 
such as Rain Coat, that can be mixed 
with priming powder to help reduce its 
tendency to absorb moisture, but they 
may retard ignition somewhat.

The- correct percussion cap or a 
sharp, new flint can give you extra as
surance that your muzzleloader will fire 
when you pull the trigger. Be sure not to 
over-prime a flintlock’s pan; a .22 short 
case full of FFFFg is about right. FFFg 
is an acceptable substitute.

The priming charge should not cover 
the flash hole, a§ this; delays ignition. 
The quickest ignition is achieved when 
the priming charge is positioned on the 
qffeide of the pan away from the flash 
hole. Carry a short piece of wire along 
to make sure the touch hole clear 
before beginning to reload.

Most important with a muzzleloader 
isHo realizeiit§Jlimitations and yours. A 
100-yard shot is a long one^ and with a 
flinter, even 50 yards ip: a long shot. 
Work with the various components until 
you develop a load that performs well in 
your blackpowder rifle, then learn to 
stalk up close. With % little luck you’ll 
get your deer and learn what muz
zleloader hunting is all about. ■

• AUTOMATIC-UP TO 48 FEEDINGS PER DAY
• QUARTZ 24-HOUR • SEALED RECHARGEA-

MOVEMENT BLE BATTERY
• SOLID STATE • 30 LB. TO 750 LB.

C IR C U IT S  ' ' '  CAPACITY

TENS OF THOUSANDS IN USE 
FORA

Used and. endorsed by .

BOB LILLY
Former Dallas Cowboy, All-
Pro Tackle and Professional 
Football Hall of Fame.

WRITE OR CALL FO
FREE COLOR 
^  BROCHURE
' » )  SWEENEY ENTERPRISES, INC. DEPTAHH 
J S  HCR7 BOX 2452 I

BOERNE, TEXAS 78006 (512)537-4631

STATE. STATE .
1 MAIL TODAY TO A  ü  .  878-912th

BR E SER V E YOUR £  Sidney I
SPRING ISSUE! ^  ♦ t C X f c  I I  e Nebraska 69160J

3 9 I  -  “  ' - A T .  “  *  “  -----^

I n
It. You  Can 

A ffo rd  The
Best— Beeman!

i
NAME___

ADDRESS 

CITY____

0  Yes, Please Send My Free Subscription.

NAME_______ ,__________ ____ _______ ____

ADDDRESS__;_______________ ________________ — ----

— CITY____________________________ :------------------------

Send a free subscription 
to your friend.

Not everyone can 
afford a great house 
or a Mercedes, but almost 
every shooteRan stretch a 
bit to^hiwB.tbe N^ry^bestli pro- 
ductii^^pj^ â irguns. You can 
affor^ l^ ieegian P|br-the magnum adujt 
air pilfpf'whioh stands alone at the top of 
sportin^^irpristols. You can afford Beeman 
Silver Jet Pellets —  the super penetration 
pointed pellets whose performance and 
quality have defied copying.
Beeman P1 shown vs/î ^Sjdnal Beeman 

bat’’ grips and Model 25 scope.
Send for Beeman Adult Airgun Guide/Fire- 
arm Catalog, reg. $2, FREE with mention of 
code AHD. Allow  4-6 weeks.tor d»ve ry . Fori 
fa s t,p it class ;r|)r§|lj add $2; $3 for overseas.' .

CAUTION: AH technical data in this publication, 
especially for handloading, reflect the limited expe
rience of individuals using specific tools, products, 
equipment and components under specific conditions 
and circumstances not necessarily reported in the 
article, and over which the National Rifle Association 
of America (NRA) has no control. The data have not 
otherwise been tested or verified by the NRA. The 
NRA, its agents, officers, and employees accept no 
responsibility for the results obtained by persons 
using such data and disclaim all liability for any 
consequential injuries or damages. See asterisked * 
section in staff column.

FREE CATALOGS WILL ARRIVE THROUGHOUT THE YEAR!

DECEMBER 1989 Ï9
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Anti-Hunters Take Note: We Are Winning]

Buck The Myths And 
Get More Ringnecks
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Retail spending on everyth ing from  neighborhood night 
crawlers to distant deer hunting trips came to $40.9 billion. That's about 
15 percent more than the annual sales o f  Coca-Cola and PepsiCo combined!

Marsh County, Oklahoma, borders the lake on the, 
north. The county’s 10,829 residents live primarily in 
areas or on farms; 3,999 of them are somehow empl< 
while unemployment hovers around 7 percent; and th^aver- 
age household income—about $24,000—is well below the 
national household average of about $38,000. Those are re
cent U.S. Census figures, and they mean th a t in 
Marshall County every job counts.

b reaking  THE MOLD

£ipds matter, at least to a twenty-nine-year-old woman named 

Wendy Schweizer of Bellingham, Washington, who has a degree 

in ornithology. She studies them all year, hunts them while the 

Northwestern seasons last, and cooks them with care. Wendy’s 

best friend is a pointing dog named Cisco, and both make time 

for the important things in life by avoiding television and malls. 
When I asked Wendy where she shops, she mentioned book
stores and a place in Maine that sells vintage shotguns.

I wondered how Wendy broke the mold before it squeezed her 
into tum-of-the-centuiy pop culture. She mentioned the influence 

of Dr. Steven Herman at Evergreen State College in Olympia, 
Washington. He earned her respect as a professor of ornithology, 
so when she learned that he was a hunter, she started thinking.

Wendy had been a vegetarian for ten years, but she dined on 

the first duck she shot about six years ago. Today she also eats 

venison, beef from rancher friends, trout, and the birds that 
Cisco points. Those taste best of all.

Cisco is a small female of a breed that originated in central 
France called the braque d rAuvergne, which looks like a German 

shorthair pointer with a Dalmatian coat. Wendy intended to give 

Cisco more training, but the pup just got into wild birds and fig

ured out what to do himself. If you think pointing dogs are lazy 

about retrieving, you ought to see Cisco scamper for chukars 

that fall far down the mountain. And last autumn, when two 

Labradors gave out in the heat, Cisco fetched all the birds for a 

party of dove hunters.

Wendy and Cisco aren’t big spenders; there’s veiy little mon
ey for much beyond food, gasoline, a few shells, and the occa
sional replacement of well-worn boots. Something about Wendy 

reminded me of an old photograph— the image didn’t come 

into focus ’til later. It was a woman holding a double-barreled 

shotgun and a duck. She was my favorite grandmother, hard to 

recognize because she was young and dressed in riding breech
es. That picture would have been taken during the 19th centu- 
ry. Wendy Schweizer makes me feel better about our prospects 

for the 21st. — Datus Proper

I RHOTOGMPH &Y, MJKE M B IM W  '
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su p p o rtin g  THE FISHING HABIT

||§* a successful Florida veal-estate broker with a stunning smile who also happens to 

have caught thirteen International Game Fish Association records in a fishing career that 

began as a kid. But in her own words, Dixie Lee Bums of Miami is “just a short, middle- 
aged housewife who likes to fish.”

“ Fishing is like Christmas every minute,”  she told me. “ I get a kick out of each trip, 
whether we catch anything or not. Just being out there is a wonderful experience, and 

watching the wildlife can be as much fun as fishing.”

One Thursday not long ago we fished together for snook and tarpon along Florida Bay’s 

north shore. The fishing itself was unusually slow, but from her perspective, the trip was 

terrific. Although a Florida native all her life, Dixie oohed  and aahed  over a bald eagle, a 

few white egrets, and several great blue herons as if seeing them all for the first time. 
“There used to be thousands of beautiful birds back here,”  she said, for the moment with

out a smile. “ It’s a shame we haven’t taken better care of our environment.”
Dixie says she works “ primarily to support my fishing habit.”  By her estimate, that habit 

costs her about $15,000 per year, not including tackle, and includes frequent charters with 

light-tackle fishing guides such as Captain Ralph Delph out of Key W est She’s equally adept 
offshore, having caught eight swordfish to 300 pounds and a number of marlin and tuna. 

She says she charters rather than owning a boat “ because it’s difficult for a woman to fish 

alone.”  Her husband David, an avid duck hunter, doesn’t fish. — Bob Steam s

DREAMS o f  a fly - fis h in g  store

laving much money has never stopped Bob Skowronski, forty- 
ve, of Sharon, Vermont, from going fishing. When baby-sitting 

money is short, Bob puts his young son Pete in a backpack and 
wades the nearby White River with Pete watching eveiy move.

Skowronski is a medical technician at the Veterans Hospital in 
White River Junction, Vermont, and his wife, Paula, is a full-time 
nurse. With two kids, two cars, a mortgage, and unavoidable day
care bills, the Skowronskis don’t have extra money. Yet Bob uses 
some of the best fly tackle money can buy. He makes at least one 
trip a year for Atlantic salmon in Canada, and he maintains a close 
personal relationship with eveiy major trout stream in eastern 
New York, Vermont, New Hampshire, and Maine. He also shoots a 
custom-stocked shotgun and keeps a pair of well-bred bird dogs.

It’s all possible partly because Skowronski has learned to make 
his sporting life pay for itself. He’s an expert fly-tyer and one of the 
most knowledgeable students of trout stream ecology you’ll ever 
meet. And he’s found that knowledge to be veiy marketable. In the 
winter Bob gives fly-tying lessons upstairs in his garage, while in 
summer he’s guiding on area trout streams as time permits.

A few years ago Bob took out a bank loan and started 
“Skowronski’s Trout & Salmon Supplies”  upstairs in his garage. 
It’s a tiny but fascinating emporium. “ I sometimes dream of run
ning a big fly-fishing store,”  he admits. “ But then I’d have to be at 
the shop when the fish are biting.”  —Jerome B. Robinson

W hat would the disappearance of sport fishing 
from  thi|>:;area m eanfflln  1990 the  O klahom a 
W ildlife D epartm ent measured the economic impact 
o f Texoma fishing on nine counties around the 
reservoir. According to the report, fishermen here 
spent $25.6 million that year, creating a to tal im-i 
pact estim ated at between $34 and $57 million and 
535 to 718 full-tim e and part-tim e jobs in the; 
nine-county region. Spending by anglers from ou t
side the im mediate region accounted for almost 80 
percent o f the m oney^spent. M arshali^C ounty’sfi 
share o f the jobs was more than 10 percent of all jobs 
county-wide.

In its conclusion, the Oklahoma Wildlife Department re
port stated that “In the absence of fishing on Lake Texoma, 
local economies would obviously suffer.” This may be a clas4 
sic bit of bureaucratic understatement, but it’s a big part of

our story, which will 
Continue next m onth 
with hunting and fish
ing impact figures for 
every state, plus a look 
at businesses big and 
small and how they 
benefit from the sports
m an’s dollar. $
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Retail spending on everyth ing from, neighborhood night 
crawlers to distant deer hunting trips came to $40.9 billion. That's about 
15 percent more than the annual sales o f  Coca-Cola and PepsiCo combined!

Marshall County, Oklahoma, borders the lake on the^ 
north. The county’s 10,829 residents live primarily in : 
areas or on farms; 3,999$of them are somehow emplo 
while unemployment hovers around 7 percent; and the 
age household income—about $24,000—is well below the 
national household average of about $38,000. Those are re
cent U.S. Census figures, and they mean th a t in 
Marshall County every job counts.

breaking  THE MOLD

fip is  matter, at least to a twenty-nine-year-old woman named 

Wendy Schweizer of Bellingham, Washington, who has a degree 

in ornithology. She studies them all year, hunts them while the 

Northwestern seasons last, and cooks them with care. Wendy’s 

best friend is a pointing dog named Cisco, and both make time 

for the important things in life by avoiding television and malls. 
When 1 asked Wendy where she shops, she mentioned book

stores and a place in Maine that sells vintage shotguns.
I wondered how Wendy broke the mold before it squeezed her 

into tum-of-the-centuvy pop culture. She mentioned the influence 

of Dr. Steven Herman at Evergreen State College in Olympia, 

Washington. He earned her respect as a professor of ornithology, 
so when she learned that he was a hunter, she started thinking.

Wendy had been a vegetarian for ten years, but she dined on 

the first duck she shot about six years ago. Today she also eats 

venison, beef from rancher friends, trout, and the birds that 

Cisco points. Those taste best of all.
Cisco is a small fémale of a breed that originated in central 

France called the braque d rAuvergne, which looks like a German 

shorthair pointer with a Dalmatian coat. Wendy intended to give 

Cisco more training, but the pup just got into wild birds and fig

ured out what to do himself. If you think pointing dogs are lazy 

about retrieving, you ought to see Cisco scamper for chukars 

that fall far down the mountain. And last autumn, when two 

Labradors gave out in the heat, Cisco fetched all the birds for a 

party of dove hunters.
Wendy and Cisco aren’t big spenders; there’s very little mon

ey for much beyond food, gasoline, a few shells, and the occa
sional replacement of well-worn boots. Something about Wendy 

reminded me of an old photograph-— the image didn’t come 

into focus ’til later. It was a woman holding a double-barreled 

shotgun and a duck. She was my favorite grandmother, hard to 

recognize because she was young and dressed in riding breech

es. That picture would have been taken during the 19th centu
ry. Wendy Schweizer makes me feel better about our prospects 

for the 21st. — Datus Proper
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su p p o rtin g  THE FISHING HABIT
jfH :
he’s a successful Florida real-estate broker with a stunning smile who also happens to 

have caught thirteen International Game Fish Association records in a fishing career that 
began as a kid. But in her own words, Dixie Lee Burns of Miami is “just a short, middle- 
aged housewife who likes to fish.”

“ Fishing is like Christmas every minute,” she told me. “ I get a kick out of each trip, 

whether we catch anything or not. Just being out there is a wonderful experience, and 

watching the wildlife can be as much fun as fishing.”
One Thursday not long ago we fished together for snook and tarpon along Florida Bay’s 

north shore. The fishing itself was unusually slow, but from her perspective, the trip was 

terrific. Although a Florida native all her life, Dixie oohed  and aahed  over a bald eagle, a 

few white egrets, and several great blue herons as if seeing them all for the first time. 
“There used to be thousands of beautiful birds back here,”  she said, for the moment with
out a smile. “ It’s a shame we haven’t taken better care of our environment.”

Dixie says she works “ primarily to support my fishing habit.” By her estimate, that habit 
costs her about $15,000 per year, not including tackle, and includes frequent charters with 

light-tackle fishing guides such as Captain Ralph Delph out of Key West. She’s equally adept 
offshore, having caught eight swordfish to 300 pounds and a number of marlin and tuna. 
She says she charters rather than owning a boat “ because it’s difficult for a woman to fish 

alone.”  Her husband David, an avid duck hunter, doesn’t fish. — Bob Steams

DREAMS o f  a fly - fis h in g  store

jPJIaving much money has never stopped Bob Skowronski, forty- 
five, of Sharon, Vermont, from going fishing. When baby-sitting 
money is short, Bob puts his young son Pete in a backpack and 
wades the nearby White River with Pete watching every move.

Skowronski is a medical technician at the Veterans Hospital in 
White River Junction, Vermont, and his wife, Paula, is a full-time 
nurse. With two kids, two cars, a mortgage, and unavoidable day
care bills, the Skowronskis don’t have extra money. Yet Bob uses 
some of the best fly tackle money can buy. He makes at least one 
trip a year fo r Atlantic salmon in Canada, and he maintains a close 
personal relationship with every major trout stream in eastern 
New York, Vermont, New Hampshire, and Maine. He also shoots a 
custom-stocked shotgun and keeps a pair of well-bred bird dogs.

It’s all possible partly because Skowronski has learned to make 
his sporting life pay for itself. He’s an expert fly-tyer and one of the 
most knowledgeable students of trout stream ecology you’ll ever 
meet. And he’s found that knowledge to be very marketable. In the 
winter Bob gives fly-tying lessons upstairs in his garage, while in 
summer he’s guiding on area trout streams as time permits.

A few years ago Bob took out a bank loan and started 
“Skowronski’s Trout & Salmon Supplies”  upstairs in his garage. 
It’s a tiny but fascinating emporium. “ I sometimes dream of run
ning a big fly-fishing store,”  he admits. “ But then I’d have to be at 
the Shop When the fish are biting.”  ^—Jerome B. Robinson

W hat would the disappearance off sport fishing 
from  th isg area  mean? In  1990 the O klahom a 
W ildlife D epartm ent measured the economic impact 
of Texoma fishing on nine counties; around the 
reservoir. According to the report, fishermen here 
spent $25.6 million that year, creating a total im-^ 
pact estim ated at between $34 and $57 million and 
535 to fd8  full-tim e and part-tim e jobs in!; the 
nitie-county region;; Spending by anglers from out
side the immediate region accounted for almost 80 
percent o f the money spe'ht.^M |il,shalD C ounty ,ŝ  
share of the jobs was more than 10 percent of all jobsj 
county-wide,;;

In its conclusion, the Oklahoma Wildlife Department re
port stated that “In the absence of fishing on Lake Texoma, 
local economies would obviously suffer.” This maybe a clas-f 
sic bit of bureaucratic understatement, but it’s a big part of

our sto r^W h ic lg  will 
continue next month 
with hunting and fish
ing impact figures for 
every state, plus a look 
at businesses big and 
small and how they 
benefit from the sports- 
m an’s dollar. $
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H unting and fishing have a staggering impact on the economy*
But who spends the money—who earns it—and where does it go?

PART 1 of our series takes a close look at some of the spenders and what the spending means.

B Y  J O H N  M E R W I N

and bucks and birds are often abun
dant in the urban/suburban sprawl that 
extends from W ashington, D .C., north 
through Boston, where hunting and fishing 
thrive. That became quickly evident as I 
spoke with two sportsmen in heavily in
dustrialized Connecticut, both of whom 
enjoy sport near home as good or better 
than might be found in a distant wilder
ness. Though neither M ichael Chelminski 
of Norwalk nor Bruce Bernier of Shelton 
have a great deal of money, they still find 
ways to center their lives around hunting 
and/or fishing.

Chelminski, thirty, is a wiry bundle of 
eneigy with a Prince Valiant haircut. He’s 
just now finishing a civil engineering de
gree at the University of Connecticut, hav
ing taken eight years off from school so he 
could fish, using temporavy jobs to finance 
shoestring trips from  Alaska to New 
Zealand. Today he shuttles between 
school— where he finds brook trout in 
nam eless, little creeks— and his 
family’s home near western Long 
Island Sound, where the resurgence 
of striped bass offers superb fishing. The last time we met, he was 
fly fishing for stripers in a tidal creek tightly surrounded by posh, 
suburban homes— the kind of place where an errant backcast 
might foul-hook a Ferarri. I asked about his post-college plans. 
“Simple,”  he told me. “Work somewhere I’ll get to fish a lot!”

I found Bruce Bernier, a forty-two-year-old auto m echanic,

farther east past Bridgeport’s grimy 
sprawl of sm okestacks and m ills at 
John Posh’s Stratford Bait & Tackle. 
Bernier told me he used to travel 
north  in to  Verm ont or New 
Hampshire for deer hunting, but that 
the growing number of deer In both 
Connecticut and southern New York 
has made hunting cjoser to home a 
better bet. He hunts archery and 
m uzzleloader seasons in both states, 
goes duck hunting occasionally, and 
fishes locally for trout, bass, and 
striped bass during the rest of a 
non-stop sporting year. A ll of this 
costs between $1,000 and $3,000 a 
year, most of which is  for gasoline 
and licenses plus whatever gear he 
happens to buy, and his m echanic’s 
job at Curran Isuzu/Volkswagen pays 
the freight.

We visited briefly at the back of his 
Jeep after lunch while he tightened 

broadheads and checked his 
bow. He had a date with a local 
deer, and I was headed to the 

Sound for stripers. I wondered out loud what he’d be doing next. 
“ Maybe ducks,”  he smiled. “And maybe some trout over in the 
Housatonic River. Then later on I’ll be ice-fishing, of course.” He 
laughed as choices kept coming to mind.

Sometimes it’s hard to decide. Even in the suburbs.
—-John Merwin

SPORT in  the  SUBURBS

40 million—or one out o f  e very five
Americans sixteen or older—  Neither
g o lf nor tennis—-with 24 .8  and 22.6 million U.S. 
players respectively— even comes close to that number.

.A p rlm 1994 Fi eld & Stream • 4 7

f
t

'fri



PH
QT

©
@

R$
pH

 B
Y 

BO
Bt

’S'
AI

LE
f J t 9 t 9 * 4 $ $ $ ■■■ t —f

w l i r

Even huge sums 

are made up o f 

individual units, 

and in the case 

o f hunting and 

fishing, the 

“units” are as 

individual 

as they come!

*  THE BEST o f thefield

im Culbertson of Wichita, Kansas, is a could-have-been fisherman and hunter. Ask him how he did that 
day, and you’li learn the success that could have been anybody’s if they’d gone with him. For Jim al
ways brings back the best of the field— either in harvest or in memory— and he does it daily.

It’s been that way for fifty years of Jim’s fifty-seven-year life. This retired football coach and present 
Boeing manufacturing engineer came from a hardscrabble Kansas farm family of seven children. As a 

young hunter, money was even shorter than Jim, and he learned to shoot with the one-shell-per-day al
lotment provided by his dad, knowing that his one shot was supposed to mean family food.

Culbertson would shoot birds for his family’s table, but sometimes he’d bag a rabbit or two, skin 

them, and give them to needy people. He’d never take a dime in return, but he’d take a shell. 
Consequently, Jim became the best game shot I’ve ever known, while that early generosity has also per
sisted and grown.

When I asked Jim how much he spent each year on hunting and fishing gear, he couldn’t be certain. 
“That’s because,” he told me, “each new person I take with me I buy him a rod, reel, and lu res.. .  or 
a box of shells if we’re going hunting, and I loan him a gun if need be.”  Anyway, he figured the cost 
came to over $1,000 a year.

But that’s not how he measures things. Culbertson once paid $75 fer a female black Lab pup (the 

first Lab he ever owned) and made Ifer both a Field Champion and Amateur Reid Champion and took 

her to three nationals. At that time Jim was making $4,000 a year as a football coach in Mulvane, 
Kansas. A wealthy field trial enthusiast offered Jim $18,000 for this Lab he named Keg of Black 

Powder. That was four-and-a-half-year’s worth of Jim’s salaiy. Jim kept the dog. — B il l  T a rra n t

h a ir  to d a y *  GONE TOMORROW

Jfiy  Hovenga, fifty-five, of Denver, Colorado, owns and operates four hair-styling salons in the 

Denver area. His female customers know him as a glib, easy-going craftsman of coiffures. His 

fishing and hunting partners know him as a man who would rather stalk an elk or battle a 

salmon than put a perm on Loni Anderson. He’s never met Loni, but he’s met plenty of elk.
Hovenga has structured his business so he only has to put in three days a week at his 

shops. Part or all of the rest of a typical week is spent hunting or fishing, and a sizeable 

chunk of the Hovenga budget goes along with it.

“ My wife probably doesn’t want to hear this,”  said Hovenga, “ but it must total $7,000 to 

$9,000 a year. I know it’s an average of $200 a week if I go on a trip, when you take in gas, 
food, camping, insurance, tackle, lures, ammunition, licenses, and all the rest.”

It probably would be even more if Hovenga didn’t have his own roomy pickup camper, as 

well as a boat he keeps at Elevenmile Reservoir, west of Colorado Springs, where he spends 

summer days trolling for the lake’s trophy-class kokanee salmon and rainbow trout. In his 

younger days, it was nothing for Hovenga to drive 500 miles round-trip just to shoot two 

Canada geese. Today, his newest passion is turkey hunting, which has taken him not only 

around Colorado, but also to gobbler countiy in Oklahoma, Wyoming, and West Virginia.
“ I suppose I hunt and fish partly because it puts my mind at rest,”  he told me. “ But it 

also gets the adrenaline flowing, and I don’t think there’s anything that gives me more of a 

thrill than hearing a tom gobble in answer to my calls.”  'S ^ M r-B o b  S a iie
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Income generated hunting
and fishing dollars in 1991 came to a 
total o f  $29.7 billiony roughly equivalent 
to fo r ty  percent o f  America's m ilitary payroll.

ing is tremendous. W ith the help of a group of economic 
analysts, FIELD 8c STREAM has estimated that when the 
ripple, or multiplier, effects are factored in, those 1991 
hunting and fishing dollars:

Created a nationwide economic impact of about 
$106.1 billion.
4T Supported 1.3 million jobs, or roughly 1 percent of 
Americas entire civilian labor force, in all sectors of the 
American economy.

Created household income (salaries and wages) of 
$29.7 billion, roughly equivalent to 40 percent of 
America’s military payroll.

Added $2.6 billion to state tax revenues, almost 1 per
cent of all 1991 state tax revenues combined.
*** Contributed $3.8 billion in federal income taxes, 
which equates to about 25 percent of the entire federal 
budget for highways.

These are impressive numbers—big enough to wake ’em 
up on Wall Street, even—but they start with individual 
hunters and fishermen in all corners of America, people 
like the eleven sportsmen and sportswomen profiled on 
these pages. As individuals, some may not spend a great 
deal, but because there are so many of them—40 million, 
or one out of every five Americans age sixteen or older— 
they add up to a major economic force. Neither golf nor 
tennis—with 24.8 and 22.6 million U.S. players respec
tively—even comes close to that number.

According to the USFWS survey—made every five 
years with help from the U.S. Census Bureau—14.1 mil
lion of the 40 million total hunted and 35.6 million fished. 
(The discrepancy in the overall totals comes from the fact 
that many hunters—69 percent—also fish and many fisher
men—27 percent—also hunt.) Spending by the fishermen 
came to $27 billion in 1991, and included $11.8 billion on 
travel-related costs; $9.4 billion on equipment ranging
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Hunting and fishing dollars
in 1991 contributed $3.8  billion in federal
income taxes, which amounted to about 
2 5  percent ofthe entire federal budgetfor highways.

A MAN on the outside

f j p  Reihmann doesn’t whistle while he works. He hoots. If he’s 

not practicing his owl hooting as he pours concrete, he’s per
fecting his cutting on a mouth call. Reihmann and his friends at 
work talk about hunting, he admits, “every day of the year.7’ 
Although the thirty-year-old resident of High Amana, Iowa, likes 

his job with Wendler Construction and Engineering and enjoys 

working outside, his thoughts are never far from deer, turkeys, 
ducks, and pheasants.

Especially deer and turiceys. The timbered hills and riverbottoms 

around High Amana are full of corn-fed whitetails and astonishing

ly large wild turkeys. Reihmann has hunted deer since he was old 

enough to cany a gun, and he began calling gobblers when his part 
of Iowa opened to turkey hunting in 1979. Which does he prefer? 

“ It depends on what time of year you ask me,”  he says, smiling. In 

the fall Eric hunts Iowa’s bow and shotgun deer seasons. He shot 

his best archeiy deer last year, a 229-pound, 155-point typical.
Reihmann confines his turkey hunting to the spring season, 

both in Iowa and on his annual trip to Kirksville, Missouri. The 

local birds run big; so far Eric Reihmann has killed nine turkeys 

over 26 pounds.
During the winter, Reihmann takes a layoff from work to con

centrate on his sideline of mounting deer heads. This offsets the 

few hundred dollars he spends each year on hunting gear plus 

his related license and travel costs. If the season has been a 

good one for local hunters, he stays up long into the night to get 
the trophies delivered before the opening of turkey season.

Like an increasing number of hunters, Reihmann often 

prefers to cany a camcorder into the woods instead of a gun. His 

favorite tape shows his father, Jim Reihmann, shooting a huge 

tom fooled by his son’s calls. “ Until I turned thirteen,” 

Reihmann explains, “ Dad would leave his own gun at home and 

take me deer hunting. Then, when I was fifteen, I started hunting 

spring gobblers. Dad would get up early and drive me out to the 

timber, go do something for a while, then come back to pick me 

up later. Used to be, Dad took me hunting. Now I take him some

tim es,”  he says. “ It’s payback.” - B o u rjm ly

from rods and reels to pickup trucks and trail bikes; $2.1 bil
lion on land leases or land ownership for fishing; and about 
$500 million for fishing licenses and permits^: Average 
spending was $758 per fisherman for 1991.

The American hunter is a bigger spender, accord
ing to USFW S data, which showed an average ex
penditure per hunter per year of about $986. In 1991, 
hunters spent about $13.9 billion nationwide, in S  
eluding $3.4 billion on trip-related itemifi $5.2 bil£V 
lion for equipment; $3.0 billion on hunting leases 
and land ownership; and $500 million for licenses and 
tags. About $3.3 billion of the equipment total went into 
primary hunting gear such as firearms, archery tackle, 
am m unition, and telescopic sights, while special
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birds than chase, and they naturally hunted 

at the right pace for hunters on foot. I real
ly felt I had a responsibility to keep produc
ing pups like that”  Bob began line breed

ing two or three litters a year, carefully 

using studs with very similar background 

pedigrees that had just enough outcrosses 

to maintain genetic vigor among the pups.
“ People wanted to see the dogs work, 

but I couldn’t afford to take time off with
out pay to show them. That’s why I got my 

guide’s license. Now I take my whole vaca
tion in October and spend the month guid

ing hunters who want to see these dogs.”
Lunch may include woodcock cooked 

on a portable stove in a spectacular land
scape. “ It’s the dogs they remember, 

m a m  though,”  he told me. ‘They write 

■ I B  me about them for years after- 

w m m  ward.”  ::̂ ^ -ffe rom e B^ J^ M nson

*M y dtigs w ould rather p o in t than chase, I  rea lly fe lt 
l  had a responsibility to keep producing pups like that,

the  price  zuas RIGHT

'qjf Sanderson, fifty-four, of Fryeburg, 
Maine, is a cattle-breeding technician, ar
tificially inseminating dairy cows as he 

makes his rounds six days a week. All the 

driving is also a good way to spot wood

cock coverts, places where he’ll later work 

the English setters he began breeding as a 

sideline in the early 1970s.
When Sanderson was first looking for a 

gun dog, he saw an ad for a daughter of 
National Grouse Champion Ghost Train out of 

Skylight Doctor bitch. “That breeding sound
ed awful good and the price was right,”  he re

calls. “$150.”  In 1974 Bob bred that dog to 

a local Maine setter with similar attributes, a 

grandson of another famous National Grouse 

Champion, Sam L’s Rebel.

“ It turned out to be a veiy lucky 
cross,”  Bob admits. “ Every one of 

those pups would rather point

equipm ent such as pampers and trail b ik e a d d e d  
$1.2 billion.

W e ’v e  m e n t i o n e d  t h e  “ r i p p l e ” o r  “m u l t i p l i e r ” ef
fect, which is' really a modern economists way of saying 
that money is like manure because the more ifs spread 
around, the more good it does. Essentially, this means that 
each dollar spent by one person increases another person's 
income, enabling that person (or business) to spend more, 
which in turn increases income for somebody else. The 
process continues a wide series of ripples until the 
spreading fragments of the original dollar become so small 
they can no longer be measured.

If enough money is spent, businesses benefiting from the 
rippling cycle might have to add employees, whose wages 
and salaries, when spent, will support still more jobs. Taxes 
will be generated, too, both on sales and income in many 
cases. Economic multipliers, while a litde subtle, can be im
mensely powerful.

To put this in perspective, consider the 1991 spending by 
hunters and fishermen, which created an estimated overall 
economic impact of $106.1 billion and supported about 1.3 
million jobs in all areas of the nation. Now suppose that 
hunting arid fishing were eliminated altogether. Does this 
mean that the money spent by hunters and anglers and the
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jobs it supported would vanish into thin air? No, for if 
those former sportsmen couldn’t spend their money orT 
hunting and fishing, they would spend it on something 
else—bowling, say, or video games—and the multiplier ef
fects would still occur, though in different directions and 
perhaps to different-degrees. Stores and other businesses 
that catered to sportsmen would switch to other fields—

laundry equipment and laundromats, for example—and 
their former employees would find work in different jobs. 
Or so the theory goes.

Economists call this concept “convertibility.” It’s often used 
as an argument against anyone who cites the importance of 
specific economic impacts. But where hunting and fishing are 
concerned, that argument usually doesn’t wash. Here’s why.

In major metropolitan areas, where economic choices are 
numerous and diverse (in good times, anyway) switching jobs 
and businesses might be relatively easy—or at least possible. 
But in America’s vast rural areas—where much hunting and 
fishing takes place and sportsmen’s dollars can mean the dif
ference between jobs and hard-core unemployment—the con
cept of convertibility may be a cruel joke..

Consider Lake Texoma, a major Red River reservoir on 
the Texas-Oklahoma border that has become well known 
as a striped bass fishery during the past dozen years or so. 
It’s about 70 miles north of Dallas, so there’s plenty of non! 
resident angling traffic in addition to the locals who fish.

TREE fo r  f a l l

ddie Debowski of 

Houston, Texas, can’t re
member exactly when he 

began hunting, his mem- 
ory being sketchy prior 

to age three. But he 

knows he was sitting in 

his dad’s lap in a deer 
blind, and that he saw 

deer and squirrels and 

birds and fell in love with 

hunting. By age six he 

was permitted to sit in a 

stand alone, armed 

with a BB gun. At 
eight, he got his own gun, a .410 single barrel, with which he fi

nally got one dove.
At age fbrty-lbur he still anticipates hunting season the way a kid 

does Christmas. His year starts in September with doves around 

home, and with him goes his seven-year-old son, Derek, who’s been 

shooting since he was big enough to hold up a BB gun. Derek now 

has his own Model 42 Winchester .410 pumpgun and with it got his 

first double on doves last season. Derek’s also better with a rifle 

than most kids twice his age, partly because his gunstocks and bar
rels have been shortened and fitted to him by his father, a self- 
taught gunsmith. Eddie also customizes guns for his wife, Laurane, 

whose principal shooting activities are shattering Sporting Clays and

keeping young Derek re
minded of his gun manners.

Eddie begins serious 

preparations for big-game 

hunting in m idsum m er, 

practicing with his muzzle- 
loaders and working up 

handloads for his center- 

fire rifles. In August he 
begins riding his horse a 

lot to get the animal, and 

himself, in shape for the 

mountains of New Mexico 

in early fa ll. In 

September he trailers 

in horses and camping equipment for the early muzzleloading 

season, packing into the high country and concentrating on elk 

on public land where nothing is guaranteed but a hard hunt in 

beautiful scenery.
He can take off so much time from work because he’s struc

tured his life and work schedule around hunting since age six
teen. That’s when he took a summer job in the air-conditioning 

business, knowing that the slowest tim e would be in the cool
er months, meaning hunting season. Now he owns Debowski’s 

Air Conditioning, works day and night when necessary, does 

about half a m illion dollars’ worth of business a year, and 

keeps his life free for fa ll. — Bob Brister
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Retail spending on everyth ing from  neighborhood night 
crawlers to distant deer hunting trips came to $40.9 billion. Thats about 
15 percent more than the annual sales o f  Coca-Cola and PepsiCo combined!

Marshall County, Oklahoma, borders the lake on 
north. The county’s 10,829 residents live primarily in xdral 
areas or on farms; 3,999 of them are somehow ¡gH 
while unemployment hovers around 7 percent; and the aver
age household income—about $24,000—is well below the 
national household average of about $38,000. Those are re
cent U.S. Census figures/* and they mean th a t in 
Marshall County every job counts.

breaking  THE MOLD

&
r W s matter, at least to a twenty-nine-year-old woman named 

Wendy Schweizer of Bellingham, Washington, who has a degree 

in ornithology. She studies them all year, hunts them while the 

Northwestern seasons last, and cooks them with care. Wendy’s 

best friend is a pointing dog named Cisco, and both make time 

for the important things in life by avoiding television and malls. 

When I asked Wendy where she shops, she mentioned book
stores and a place in Maine that sells vintage shotguns.

I wondered how Wendy broke the mold before it squeezed her 
into tum-of-the-centuiy pop culture. She mentioned the influence 

of Dr. Steven Herman at Evergreen State College in Olympia, 
Washington. He earned her respect as a professor of ornithology, 
so when she learned that he was a hunter, she started thinking.

Wendy had been a vegetarian for ten years, but she dined on 

the first duck she shot about six years ago. Today she also eats 

venison, beef from rancher friends, trout, and the birds that 
Cisco points. Those taste best of all.

Cisco is a small female of a breed that originated in central 
France called the braque d 9Auvergne, which looks like a German 

shorthair pointer with a Dalmatian coat. Wendy intended to give 

Cisco more training, but the pup just got into wild birds and fig
ured out what to do himself. If you think pointing dogs are lazy 

about retrieving, you ought to see Cisco scamper for chukars 

that fall far down the mountain. And last autumn, when two 

Labradors gave out in the heat, Cisco fetched all the birds for a 
party of dove hunters.

Wendy and Cisco aren’t big spenders; there’s very little mon
ey for much beyond food, gasoline, a few shells, and the occa
sional replacement of well-worn boots. Something about Wendy 

reminded me of an old photograph— the image didn’t come 

into focus ’til later. It was a woman holding a double-barreled 

shotgun and a duck. She was my favorite grandmother, hard to 

recognize because she was young and dressed in riding breech
es. That picture would have been taken during the 19th centu
ry. Wendy Schweizer makes me feel better about our prospects 

for the 21st. — Datus Proper

■ MIK F BAR L O »
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su p p o rtin g  THE FISHING HABIT

heys a successful Florida real-estate broker with a stunning smile who also happens to 

have caught thirteen International Game Fish Association records in a fishing career that 
began as a kid. But in her own words, Dixie Lee Bums of Miami is “just a short, middle- 

aged housewife who likes to fish.”
“ Fishing is like Christmas evevy minute,”  she told me. “ I get a kick out of each trip, 

whether we catch anything or not. Just being out there is a wonderful experience, and 

watching the wildlife can be as much fun as fishing.”
One Thursday not long ago we fished together for snook and tarpon along Florida Bay’s 

north shore. The fishing itself was unusually slow, but from her perspective, the trip was 

terrific. Although a Florida native all her life, Dixie oohed  and aahed  over a bald eagle, a 

few white egrets, and several great blue herons as if seeing them all for the first time. 
“There used to be thousands of beautiful birds back here,”  she said, for the moment with

out a smile, “ it’s a shame we haven’t taken better care of our environment.”
Dixie says she works “ primarily to support my fishing habit”  By her estimate, that habit 

costs her about $15,000 per year, not including tackle, and includes frequent charters with 

light-tackle fishing guides such as Captain Ralph Delph out of Key West. She’s equally adept 
offshore, having caught eight swordfish to 300 pounds and a number of marlin and tuna. 
She says she charters rather than owning a boat “ because it’s difficult for a woman to fish 

alone.”  Her husband David, an avid duck hunter, doesn’t fish. — Bob Steam s

DREAMS o f  a fly - fis h in g  store

ot having much money has never stopped Bob Skowronski, forty- 
five, of Sharon, Vermont, from going fishing. When baby-sitting 
money is short, Bob puts his young son Pete in a backpack and 
wades the nearby White River with Pete watching every move.

Skowronski is a medical technician at the Veterans Hospital in 
White River Junction, Vermont, and his wife, Paula, is a full-time 
nurse. With two kids, two cars, a mortgage, and unavoidable day
care bills, the Skowronskis don’t have extra money. Yet Bob uses 
some of the best fly tackle money can buy. He makes at least one 
trip a year for Atlantic salmon in Canada, and he maintains a close 
personal relationship with eveiy major trout stream in eastern 
New York, Vermont, New Hampshire, and Maine. He also shoots a 
custom-stocked shotgun and keeps a pair of well-bred bird dogs.

It’s all possible partly because Skowronski has learned to make 
his sporting life pay for itself. He’s an expert fly-tyer and one of the 
most knowledgeable students of trout stream ecology you’ll ever 
meet. And he’s found that knowledge to be very marketable. In the 
winter Bob gives fly-tying lessons upstairs in his garage, while in 
summer he’s guiding on area trout streams as time permits.

A few years ago Bob took out a bank loan and started 
“Skowronski’s Trout & Salmon Supplies”  upstairs in his garage. 
It’s a tiny bivt fascinating emporium. “ I sometimes dream of run
ning a big fly-fishing store,”  he admits. “ But then I’d have to be at 
the shop when the fish are biting.”  —Jerome B. Robinson

W hat would the disappearance of sport fishing 
from  th i^ a r e a  m ean? In  1990 th e  O klahom a 
W ildlife Departm ent measured the economic impact 
of Texoma fishing on nine counties around the 
reservoir. According to the report, fishermen here 
spent $25.6 million that yea'r, creating a total rm-1 
pact estim ated at between $34 and $57 million and 
535 to 718 full-tim e and p art-tim e jobs in the 
nine-county region. Spending by, angler s ||rom  out-1 
side the immediate region accounted for almost 80 
percent ,o f the money spent. M arshall C ounty’s! 
share o f the jobs was more, than 10 percent of all jobs 
county-wide.

In its conclusion, the Oklahoma Wildlife Department re
port stated that “In the absence of fishing on Lake Texpma, 
local economies would obviously suffer.” This may be a daslg 
sic bit of bureaucratic understatement, but it’s a big part of

o u r||to ry , which will 
continue next m onth 
with hunting and fish
ing impact figures for 
every state, plus a look 
at businessej^big and 
small and how they 
benefit from thesports§| 
man’s dollar. $
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not sure how much money l  spend

i m * m *
face with your fantasy. I was stand
ing on the deck of a large, siyfish 

home in the h is  south of Bend,
Oregon, looking down 200yaids of 

wooded slope into the crashing 
foam of the Deschutes River. AI 

this and a plane he ties himself be
long to Crag MacQoskey, an or
thopedic surgeon who practices 

medicine between fishing trips, or 
fishes between knee reconstruc
tions—even MacCloskey isn’t 

quite sure which way it works.
Soon after establishing 

h is m edical p ractice ,

MacCloskey began indulging in a passion for whitewater. His father, 
Ed Thurston, was one of the early McKenzie River guides, and 

MacCloskey grew up in the company of driftboats and fast water. 

About fifteen years ago MacCloskey hit some hot steeihead fishing 

while rafting the Rogue River, and life hasn’t been quite the same

since. Fishing is no longer an 

"interest,”  he says, “ it’s a 

fever.”  And he recounts the 

destinations of the past few 

seasons like a man in a pleas

ant delirium: the Deschutes, 
McKenzie, Rogue, Beaverkill, 
Big Hom-^among others.

For all this, MacCloskey, at 

fifty-eight, speaks mostly of the 

pleasure of being with friends 

in beautiful places, doing what 
you love. In the end, he fishes 

for the same reasons anyone 

else does; he just does it 

on a grander scale.
"I’m not really sure how much money I spend on fishing,”  he 

told me. "I’m not sure I want to know. But probably around 

$10,000 a year.”  Most of that is on the big trips. "Usually, I fish a 

lot closer to home,”  he says, "and those trips are cheap. You don’t 

need a bunch of money to have a good time.”  — TedLeeson

a DOCTOR w ith  a  fe v e r

Coming in May:
s / The impact o f hunting and fishing in your state * / Dollars and deer—the top ten states ^  Megastores and MonbandPops
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PHOTOGRAPHS BY JOHN McGRAIL

I
N THE SUMMER OF 1787 , GEORGE WASHINGTON 
AND HIS FRIEND GOUVERNEUR MORRIS TOOK TIME 
OFF FROM THE CONSTITUTIONAL CONVENTION IN

Philadelphia for a trip to nearby Valley 
Forge. T heir intention was to “get trout,” 
wrote W ashington in his diary, although 

M orris appears to have done all the fishing . 
W hile the general toured his old winter encamp
ment, M orris ranged up and down Valley Creek, a
PRETTY LIMESTONE STREAM, CASTING FOR BROOK TROUT.

Valley Creek still looks much like it did 207 years 
ago, and one recent fall day, as I watched Ken Reinard 
probe its gentle runs with his bamboo pole, horsehair 
line, and antique flies, it was easy to forget that we're 
approaching the 21st century. Reinard bills himself as 
the Colonial Angler, and whenever he goes a-fishing 
he dresses the part: buckled shoes, knickers, kneeg



THE GAME & WINE SHOP

RESPECT

B¡|Datus C. Proper

“Our harvest being fa tten  in, our 
Governou'ment foure men on fowling, 
that so we might ' after a more special man
ner rejoyce together, after we had gathered 
the fruit 5 |our labour^ ^ ff§

— Edward Winslow letter, Dec. 11, 
1621mabout the first Thanksgiving

M
y wife sent me fowling in 
the same season, but 363 
yearBlater. N on-hunters 
would ha\%| to celebrate 

with tame turkey—full of growth-hor
mones and empty of flavor— but we 
hoped to do better- It was the second 
Saturday before Thanksgiving, and my 
mission was to bring home a cock 
pheasant- It would age on our back 
porch, just as birds were shown in old 
still-life paintings- The feathers would 
glow like autumn leaves- O n the hol
iday, tw e lll days later, we would dry- 
pluck the bird, taking care not to tear 
the skin- I would then  discard the 
crop,B intestine, and lunghi Almost 
everything else would be saved- The 
heart, liver, gizzard, feet, and neck 
would be used in making the sauce. 
We would have the best dinner in our 
nation’s capital— full of the emotions 
and flavors of the field.

My old p o in te r h it  S e n t  along

a weed®. M ary land  
hedgerow. If we had 
arrived ten minutdgearli- 
er, we might have had a 
shot- Instead, we pushed 
the pheasant toward two 
huntets coming in from 
the opposite end. We 
heard .six quick shots, 
which would usually 
mean a m i»  but in this 
case did not. My dqg 
brought me the warm 
remains - The hunters 
who got the bird had 
breasted it out on the 
spot— ripped open the 
skin and pu lledS ff two 
warm chunks of flesh.
They had then  throw n 
out the rest, which: 
included half of the meat, 
most of the flavor, and all of the beau
ty- It Memed a safe bet that theif|orn 
fragments theR took home would not 
appear on the Thanksgiving table.

W hen hunters show disrespect for 
the hunted, something fundamental 
has been lost. Killing one’sprey and 
honoring it have been inseparable 
actions since men became men. We 
know this-hecause ancient paintings 
on the walls of ¿hies are real art, which 
shows th a t the artists were real 
humans- Most of the paintings are of 
species eaten by the hunters. The con
nection has reached down through the 
millennia, and in some cultures-fchere

are still rituals for fallen gam ellPSple 
everywhere fuss \ oyer egame ® okery, 
too. W hen I lived in Europe, where 
wild game couldS legally b«so ld , a 
pheasant cqstgteveral times more than 
a th ick en , and people who went to 
extra expense' alwayS^howed respect, 
at least for their investment.

In Americd^tpo, our an c h o rs  would 
not tolerate waste. A  friend, whojs in 
his sg fbntiesSsayS that his m other 
IfOuld h» & ' paddled him  if h e ’d 
skinned u bird. The reward for thrift 
was flavor, and that’JStill the,fecret of 
greatsi cooking around thOTWorld.

Continued on page 80
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Presents
The Antique Arms Catalog Number 40 

f eaturing 160 pages of original 
firearms and related accessories.

We have a good supply of 
original Breech

and MuSzleloading doubles on hand and 
each gun is pictured and described in detail.

‘Orders; 800-238^785Kjgffljh :/901 -885-0700
DIXIE GUN WORKS, INC.
Gun Powder Lane, Dept SS 

MLJnion City, Tennessee 38261
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= collectable n o  originals — 

prints C 9  for sale

The Sporting Gallery and Bookshop, Inc. 
P.O. Box 122 

Pennington, NJ 08534 
___________ (609) 737-1721___________

ARR1ETA
F IN E  S H O T G U N S

In the United States and Canada 
you can buy Arrieta guns from:

MR. JACK J. JANSMA  
4320 Kalamazoo Ave.,

Grand Rapids, MI 49508 
Phone: 616-455-7810 Fax: 616-455-5212

HI-GRADE IMPORTS 
Harry Marx 8c Jim Lagiss,

8655 Monterey Road,
Gilroy, CA 95021

Phone: 408-842-9301 Fax: 408-848-4073

NEW ENGLAND ARMS CO.
Mr. Jim Austin,

Kittery Point, ME 03905 
Phone: 207-439-0593 Fax: 207-439-6726

QUALITY ARMS 
PO. Box 19477, Houston, TX 77224 

Phone: 713-870-8377 Fax: 713-870-8524

SUMNER SPORTS, INC.
405 Avenue Galilée, Parc Industriel 

Frontenac, Quebec, Canada GIP 4M6 
Phone: 418-527-5031S ax: 418-527-9715

duction guns usually are. U nlike 
some production guns, though, 
Oxford 90 triggers are quite crisp and 
clean, and although the^phow a bit of 
slack, they are altogether free of creep 
Or drag. W ith sears this nicely fitted, 
you can l iS  with a little extra weight 
in the pulls. Actually, at 4V2 and 5- 
plus pounds, these are only about a 
pound overweight, anyway.

cocking system and ejectors are 
timed just right. Both locks cock at 
the same instant, and the ejector sears 
trip simultaneously just a fraction lat- 
er. Ejector springs are plenty strong 
enough to do their job.

M atters cosmetic are largely m at
ters of t a ^ ^ » T h e  O xford 90 
appeals very m uch to my taste in 
» m e  respects, .rather less so in o th 
ers. I like the way the frames are 
sculpted and filed, and the side- 
plates are better-shaped by far than

those on m any sideplated  
boxlocks. Triggers and trigger 
guard arefqs slender and graceful a | 
they ought to be.

The engraving, which combines 
machine-cut scroll and hand-cut line 
work, is not up to the same q u a lity  
To my eye, the gun would look bet
ter w ith only line work and th  1  
rosettes on the ends of the hinge 
p in— especially if the frame, side- 
plates, trigger guard, and fore-end 
metal were blacked or color-hard
ened, or even if they weren't quite:$b 
brightly polished. Gamba is by no 
means the o n l || Italian maker who 
takes French gray to the po in t of 
high polish; in fact, most of them d e l 
sfo I can only conclude that I'm one 
of the relative minority who don 't 
like it. A t any rate, I'll take good 
blacking or case colors or the soft s il l  
very-pearl of traditional French gray

any time.
But these are minor quibbles, and 

noneSoffend mV tender sensibilities 
that I'd refuse to own one. O n the con
trary, if you're in the market for a very 
good gun at reasonable cost, this one has 
much to offer. I said a couplé of issue! 
back that I suspected the Oxford 90 
would qualify as a best-buy value in its 
price range, and nowglm certain of itl 
About the only thing this gun really 
needs is to be better known.

W hich brings me back to the point 
I starteglwith-Bthat the good old days 
are more often a product of percepl 
tion than of actual fac||, The middle- 
range guns we have are different from 
the ones we used to have, but if you 
put examples of both side by side, 
strip away the layeJiof nostalgia, and 
take a hard look^;you'll have to admit 
that maybe they can make ‘em like 
they used to, after all. fl
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R E S P E C T
Continued from  page 96

W hether you pronounce the dishll in 
French, Italian,. or English, th e || 
squeeze out all the flavor. The tasjte 
is elegant, but there’s no squeamish- 
nesSin the preparation. And there 
are no secrets, because all of this has 
been going on since long before 1621.

The old skills hav |§  however, been 
withering since Americans moved to 
town and began buying chicken parts 
wrapped in plastic. W hen my wife 
and I were learning how to cook game 
birds, we were advised to braise those 
tough pheasants or bake them in pies. 
We read the recipes of famous lodges 
and hunter#  who were too busy to 
dress game in the old ways. A  book 
titled Easy Game Cooking opined that 
Sill this talk about letting game hang, 
is nothing but medieval twaddle. The 
sooner a bird is drawn, plucked, and 
frozen or cooked, the better it will be.”

O n the table as in the Held, how
ever, we found pheasants deceptive. 
W hen cooked fresh, they were the 
toughest and m<|st tasteless of upland 
game. W hen aged, plucked, and 
roasted, a single pheasant made the 
best of holiday dinners—big enough 
to serve our family of three, mellow 
and robust enough to go w ith red 
wine.

In birds as in wine, the biggest fla
vors take longest to develop. I don’t 
know why pheasants need more aging 
than other game birds, but they do. 
Even young cocks are best when hung 
for a week. For special dinners, my 
wife and I prefer the biggestwldest, 
fattest birds— the ones over three 
pounds with wicked spurs— and they 
are tough till they have hung two 
weeks. We have often ’let them  go for 
three weeks rather than freeze them, 
because they are never quite as good 
after a stay in the freezer. Bear in 
mind, though, that no game could be 
hung this long under poor conditions. 
We live in M ontana now, and by

November our garage stays between 
30 and 40 degrees.

If the le a th e r  is warm, age the bird 
in a refrigerator, preferably on wire 
shelves for good air Emulation. Don’t 
use a plastic bag. Fortunately, the 
weather is usually cool enough by 
pheasant season to allow aging on an 
insect-free porch or in a garage. Hang 
a bird by one foot, not by both feet 
and not by the head. Keep an eye on 
it. Sniff it. If it has been chewed by 
your dog, don’t push your luck. And 
if your pheasants are full of shot,’ 
promise yourself to switch to an 
improved-cylinder choke tube for a 
single-barrel gun; cylinder and m odil 
fled for a double.

Normally, no field dressing is need
ed: just get the pheasant out of your 
game bag and into a place where it 
can cool off quickly. If the day is 
unseasonably hot, insert a forked stick 
in the vent, twist, and pull out the 
whole intestine. Some knives come 
with special hooks for the job. The 
idea is to remove the part of the 
innards that is most prone to spoilage, 
but without tearing the skin. If you 
open the body cavity in the normal 
way, you will find it difficult to pluck 
the bird later.

The rest of the process of dressing 
is summarized in the first paragraph 
above. Dry-plucking tries your 
patience, but produces better flavor 
than plucking wet. If aged correctly, 
the birdBskin underneath the feath l 
ers will look good. You may be sur
prised by the mildness of the smell, 
too. A  pheasant drawn shortly after 
it is shot has violent odor; you would 
guess that it is half-rotten already. Ht 
H not. The viscera of an aged roost
er can be removed in the kitchen, 
where you are likely to do a better job 
than you would in the field.

We all talk about ucleaning!Vgame. 
I t’s Anglo-Saxon queasinesB  but 
we’re stuck with it. The problem is 
tha t JS ian in g  sounds like water 
should be used— maybe even a soak. 
Don’t do it unless the pheasant is bad
ly bloodshot. Wild birds are clean and

hmlthBalready; they must stay in top 
condition to survive, because no one 
feeds them antibiotics. Save all the 
blood you can, like a European chef 
preparing a free-range chicken in the 
k itchen. W hen the pheasant i# 
cooked, yoil can call the blood 
“juices.” They make the best natural 
sauce in thd world, without cream. 
Unlike most holiday dinners, this one 
will leave you in good shape for chas
ing your next pheasant. -

The cooking is easy, one® you get 
over two pitfalls.

First, if you have a great chicken 
recipe, don’t use it for wild pheasants. 
The basic pheasant-cooking method 
given below does not work for chick
ens, either. (The sauce|Mls.) The 
two birds are relatives, genetically, but 
in the kitchen as in the field, they are 
at opposite ex trem es^

Second, avoid moist heat for pheas
ants in good condition. For leftovers, 
a pie is all right; and braising lets you 
make something edible with a cock 
that has been shot-up or skinned. If 
there is a mcM^heat method that can 
develop the flavor* a pheasant ought 
to have, however, we have not found 
the recipe. We have tried clay pots, 
^rock pots,- oven-bags, pressure- 
cookers, casseroles, and pans with 
tight lids. We have tried every addi
tive from mushroom ¿gbup (an 
American tragedy) to flamed brandy 
(a French farB). We ha|gwampled 
every dish friends brought to game 
dinners: feme of the sauces were good, 
and the thighs were not bad,but the 
breasts were best pushed to the back 
of the serving dish for somebody else.

High-fat methods taste better. Every 
year we fry a few of the youngest cocks 
in a little bacon grease, ;and the l id -  
fashioned gravBBa treat.

R B s tin g , how ever, h ad  been  
known for centurieB ^s the best 
method for pheasants— and 1 «  fat is 
needed. Our ancStors spit-roasted in 
front of a fire, with a drip pan under
neath. Sometimes they added elab
orate ingredients. We have found the 
m ethod equally adapted f i | | | |r ip le
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T H E  E L E G A N T  OLD S T O N E  L O D G E .  

S h o o t  c L a V . T A R i G E t s  o n  o n e  o f

T H IS  C O U N T R Y ’ S  ^ F IN EST  S P O R T I N G

c l a y s :V : c  o u  r s E s . L i m i t e d
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O U T S T A N D I N G 1 E X E C U T I V E  A N D  
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J o s h u a  C r e e k  R a n c h
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859 Lexington Avenue 
New York, NY 10021

Fine & Rare

Sporting
Books

Catalogues Issued 

Want Lists Maintained

Monday - Friday 1 0 - 6  
Saturday 1 0 - 5

Tel: 212/249-6901 
Fax: 988-0539

J

W.M. Bryan & Co. 
Fine Guns

Holland & Holland S  2ga. Badminton, 
28 M/F, 2 3/4-1 1 /4  oz. $8.950.
Churchill - 20ga. Hercules XXV. IC/M, 
3 1/4 Ton. Unlired $8.750.
Webley & Scott - 20ga. 720, 26 IC/IM, 
As New $3.995.
Westley Richards - 28ga. & 300 
Sherwood, 2 BRL. Set $17,500.
Francotte - 12ga Sidelock, 28 F/F,
8 Gold Inlays $7,995.
Francotte - 20ga. 45-E, 26 IC/M, 98%

$6,995.
Francotte -28ga. 20-E, 26 M/F, Excl.

$4,995.
J.P. Sauer B 2ga. Prussian, 2 8 IC/F, 
Game Scene $4,750.
Browning - 12ga. Black Duck, 28 M/F 
New mm-$5,495.
Browning - 20ga. P-2, W/Gold, 
Superlite $4,695.
Winchester 21 - 16ga. Skeet, WS 1-2

$3,250.
Winchester 21 - 20ga. 2BR/Set 26/30

$5,450.
Parker GHE - 20ga. 28 IC/M $4,450. 
PerazziBl2ga. SCO, 30 M /F $8,450.

P.O. Box 12492 
Raleigh NC 27605 

Office (919) 8 3 2 -1 4 3 ®

■ A nd when I turned that light on, 
I really couldn’igfeee.^B 
■ N e a r  about blinded m eB oofl 

C.E. said. BMust’ve been on high 
b e a m ^ B

“Must’ve been.’«
There was nothing to do but turn 

around and row home. The creek 
was too shallow now to rtm the 
engine.

“ You want me to rowff’ Lester 
said.

“Naw, I ’ll do its!
“I feel like I ought to do some

th ing .®
“You’ve done plenty.^;

B  guess T h ave |i®
“D on’t take iBso hard. Hell, 

everything worked peifgil except 
one part.“ij»
■ “Pretty big part, though.^B 

“Aw, Les, come on. Therejga lot 
more to hunting than killing, even 
illegal hunting. You know that.”

“ I guess so,BLester said.

“How many men can honestly 
say they snuck into the middle of a 
flock of fftding geese? Darn few 
I’d say. I’d bet there’s not two oth
er men in this county that have 
done it, or could have. You got to 
have the know-how, the technical 
expertise, to pull off a deal like this. 
Those old timers, they weren’t 
punting geese. They were punting 
redheads and canvasbacks, dumb 
ducks. But to get right in the mid
dle of a flock wild geese—hell, you 
ought to feel proud^B  

“Put it like that, maybe I should,” 
Lester said, and the fact was, he did 
a little bit. He certainly didn’t feel 
ashamed anymore. He didn’t real- 

Bly understand it. C.E. just had a 
way of looking at things, and a way 
of explaining them, that wasn’t® 
exactly howB^ester would have 
explained them, but you couldn’t 
say C.E. hadn’t told the truth. In 

. some ways it was better than the 
truth; it was the truth, the whole 
truth, and then some.

“Ell tell you another thing, part
ner,Bc^Bsaid. “We might not have 
hit a single goose, but we certainly 
put the fear of God in all of th em jH  

“We did that,” Lester said. 
■ E n o u g h  goose shit dropped in 

thirty seconds to fertilize your: 
whole lower field.™
■ A l l  of thatfiBBster said, “and 

maybe the creek field, tooHB 
fjfrhey both laughed, and C.E. 

“stopped rowing and lit another 
cigarette. It was a mild night, cool 
but not cold, and there was no 
great hurry to get home. So they 
let the skiff drift with the falling 
tide, while they smoked and chat
ted and made plans for next year.

year they were going to 
camouflage one of Lester’s boats; 
they’d make a floating blind and 
anchor If just upwind of where that 
fellow was feeding geese. Probably 
wouldn’t even need decoys. It 
would be pass shooting at its finest, 
just like the old days. No, b e tte r .^ -
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recipes in m o d ern ^ « ^ t# |f

ROAST PHEASANT 
— Basic M ethoc^^B  

Pheasant aged &. dressed as abovemkin 
intact
1 tablespoon oUvwpil
2 tablespoons butter
1 cup game-bird Smck (in an emergency, 
chicken broth)
1 bay leaf and peppercorns 
Sweet sherry to taste 
Salt to taste
Bread stuffing— with chestnuts if possible

Half an hour before you start toy 
roa;§t the bird, heat the stock in a 
smafflsaucepai^ Add the bay leaf, 
peppercorns, feet, skinned n i |k ,  giM 
zard, heart, and any b lS jj  left from 
the body cavity* :.C®er and:;simmer 
while the pheasant is rbapjjing. Add 
the trimmed (d^Mined) lifipfor a few 
minutes at the end*

Have the bird at room temperature 
for even rS&ing* Do n « tru ss  it, and 
heat the stuffing separately* A  stuffed 
and trussed pheasant would force you 
to overcook the breast in order to 
make the stuffing safe to eat*

Use a thick pan just a little larger 
than the bird, with raised s id S  Melt 
the butter and olive oil over medium 
h e |g  till a drip of water sizzllj when 
flicked in* Spend ten minutes searing 
the pheasant from as many angles ^  
possible, turning with tong® not a 
fork)* The breast skin in particular 
should be nut-brown*

Turn the bird on its back and put it 
(uncovered) in an oven heated to 350 
degree® After thirty minutes—-less if 
the bird ill small— check* Lift the 
pheasant w ith tongs and pour the 
juiceSfrom its body cavi® into th B  
pan; theB hould be barely pink. Prick 
the breast w ith a sharp, two-iiined 
cooking fork; the juices that run out 
should be slightly pink or just clear* 

Put the bird on a carving board and 
cover with foil to keep warm* Pour 
the sherry into th e | roasting pan, 
scfaping with a spatula to mix in any
thing stuck on the bottom* Pour in 
the simmering stock and all of itf'

yçontentB Reduce at a slow boil whilS 
You f i t  for tastB addingS lt and m ê|è 
sherry'as needed* Strain what is now 
th^iauce bm k  into the small, em p ti 
pan in which thegtock waSimmered. 
R etrieB  th |Jheart, gizzard, and liver 
from the stSiner. If theBstill havfe  ̂
any flavor, chop them and add to the 

»uce* Discard the rest of the materia 
al strained ou tîjf the stòck*

|f|Êarve the pheasant with a very 
sharp knife* Make a deep horizontal 
cut between wing and b reH jon  |Sch 
side, then slice the breast lengthwfsB 
into th in  siiceli Ifwou do’ it rightÿ; 
almost * e ry  bite of the breast will 
haye a piecdbf crisp skin, like Peking 
Duck. T hè thighs and pièces off this 
back should be good, toQ*i S a j i  the 
carcass and (lugh  meat from the legs 
for making stock*

P lat®  should be warm. Spoon 
sauce over the sliced meat and the 
stuffing* Think of the stuffing not as 
ap p a ra te  dish but as a pheasant-sun 
rogate that soaks upBaucH stretches 
the dish, and rewards you with one of 
the world’s great flavors*

Sporting Books 
Discount Prices

A Rough 
Shooting Dog
by Charles Fergus

“A masterpiece — one of the best books 
on a hunters life I have ever read”

John Madson

Special Price Autographed: $25.00
$2.00 shipping per book 

Visa & Mastercard accepted

Write or C a lH

1- 800- 925-3339 
or fax: (216) 533-0553

FREE CATALOG
New and Out-of-Print Sporting Books

Wilderness Adventures 
RO. Box 279 • Canfield, OH 44406

S e llin g s

☆  D ouble Shotguns ☆  
7 # $  D ouble Rifles ☆  

Am erican, English, 
European

Parkers, Purdey, 
Holland & Holland, Boss, 

L.C. Smith, A .H . Fox, 
W. Richards 

^ B m an y  others—

We keep quite a selection!

Mail: Box 100, Terrell, TX 75160 
(214) 563-7577

KRIEGHOFF
HEADQUARTERS

K-80, KS-5
Sporting Clays
Combo Sets 

and
Single Guns

Always in Ifiventory

3,4 and 5 Year Financing 
at Competitive Rates

For Bformationjg 
Price Sheets & Catalogs

Hal du Pont, President 
Krieghoff Gun Company 

P.O. Box 3528, Beach Station 
Vero Beach, FL 32964

1 -(800) 73-K-GUNS

JANUARY / FEBRUARY 1992 SHOOTING SPORTSMAN 81



Late Season

BY E.D. THOMAS JR. 
PHOTOGRAPHY BY DALE C. SPARTAS

She big flocks of dabblers are gone now, the marsh
es and potholes that bred them frozen and silent. 
With deer season over and the brace of Huns 
hanging in the barn the year’s final upland bird 

harvest, it’s easy to resign myself to oiling sho tgun^  
'lying flies, imagining bonefish flats in unaffordable 
places. But this is the Central Flyway, and the late sea
son’s on. And then there’s the creek.

The creek in our valley is a true spring creek: it runs 
smoothly and evenly all year long no matter how harsh 
the weather. An old rancher told me that he once saw it 
frozen over, but I doubt that. Ice just can’t seem to get a 
hold on the creek, and that’s what keeps the remaining 
ducks in the valley, even when the prairie turns Arctic.

D on’t expect variety during the  late season. 
Occasionally I’ll drop a lonely goldeneye, but this is 
essentially a Mallards-only club—plump, full-feathered 
birds so full of grain that their crops crunch like bean- 
bags when my dog delivers them to hand. Such ducks 
taste like they were created for no other purpose than 

'to  be eaten.
The paradox of their late-season affinity for the creek 

is the ducks’ loathing of small and confining waters.

82 SHOOTING SPORTSMAN

They feel vulnerable therifand weather conditions per
mitting, they’ll predictably scatter to any other water 
that’s, open—stock ponds, hidden springs, or the main 
river itself below where the creek joins in.

While you can put roast duck on the table almost any 
day during the late season, the quality of the shooting 
is absolutely temperature dependent. Above freezing, 
one is essentially reduced to subsistence hunting, com
plete with belly crawls and other low-rent jump-shoot
ing tactics. When the mercury stands between freezing 
and zero, expect steady gxiiHng oven decoys. And 
when the thermometer bottoms out and the pickup 
won’t start without a block heater, and any suggestion 
of a breeze sends the chill factor slicing through your
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Datos CL Proper 
t0®5» Hamilton Road 

K T  5 9 7 1 4

Runners
BY DATUS C. PROPER  

ILLUSTRATO) BY IIlDRId S e  HARDIE

My pup rested h i  head on the arhS of my chair 
and watched my eyes till I looked up from work 
to say (not very sternly)£ “Now cut that o u t.l 
He did. Instead he wriggled h i  muzzle under 

my elbow and let me Bfpw that an ear rub would be 
welcome. I rubbed with my right hand an||typed wit® 
my left. Huckleberry nibbled at a flea suspect that 
turned out to be the button on my sleeve. Then he ran 
to the vestibule and brought me a boot, for which I pat
ted him on themead. I dm not want the boot, but it was 
what he thought I wanted, rSoMwanted him to t^ H l 
that I wanted I  I was tra iiftg  him to retrieve.

On second thought, I did want the boot, and the one 
that went with it. I put both of them c ^ l  Huck was 
fiainihg memo keep TO p rio r itie l straight, and he 
encouraged mel5|( standing upright and dancing around 
on h i  hind legs. He wanted to g JH ltin g . He want
ed «because it was in his genes. I wanted it becalse it 
was in my g e n e l The hunting game makes'no sense 
these days, j i t  «still feels as if it ought to.

We drove to a nearby public hunting area that turned 
out to have been hdf j lv grazed. Birds coulm »ve sijri 
Bgled only by moving into w » t  passes for pheasant 
cover around here: any vegetatiRiitoo sour orlrickly
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Driven Pheasant 
(A imendustem)

Bolting Rabbit 
(Hams crazi)

Theyj|spring. Fly. Dive. RolM 
Flop. Even multipHgj

Sporting ^Bys (clayus quickus) 
are noJpsy pickin’s. That's why A.J. 
“Smoker” Smith, the only twcfftime 
FITASC World Champion, stresses 
the importance of consistency in your 
shooting. Pick a gun you like and stick 
with it. Then pick a load you like 
and stick with it.

Nobody Ban tell you what the 
best sporting clayswoad is because no 
two guns, or their ownersjfehoot the 
same. Smoker’B styleBends itself to

f  M Bag a new species of game.

Fenceline Quail
(Leadema milus)

ÊÊÊêê

Springing Teal
(Waterfowlus acceleratum)

Hillside Chukar
(Pullen foolem)

Super-Lite with # 8  shot. But he’s first 
to agree that Winchester AA® in 23A 
or 3 dram loads or Winchester 3 lA 
dram I^B dz. fieldm)ads might better 
suit a different shooter’s style. No 
matter which load works best for you, 
there’s noBubstitute for buying the 
best target ammunition. Smoker uses 
only Winchester, and the reason goes 
back to Sporting C lay^Bsson #1: 
Consistency.

A.J. Smith and Winchester have 
more ways to increase your score at 
sporting clays j, in o l i  ding new videos 
and a free booklet at your Winchester 
dealer. PBk one up when you üpme in 
for WincheSiffir Ammunition.

You’ll find th a t w ith the right 
tips on shoótingHand the right load 
for your style, you can 
turn any species or game ^ ¡ j || pSSSq 
into clayem slayem. f a

High-Flying Mallard
(Skyus bustus)

•WINCHESTER.
Because Every Round Counts.™



for cows to paH Huckleberry did not mind. He was 
eighteen motiths old and convinced, with the simple 
faith of a pup in his second bird Reason, that he could 
find a pheasanftnyw here. He ran v tth  nose high 
¿long the line between thorns too thick and grass too 
thin, a moon orbiting my earth.

In a half-acre patch oKnowfcrries and wild roses, 
jjluck sniffed at a roil e of feathersBrom a pheasant 
killed, probably, on opening dayjggien he castaround 
and E ft the brush without hunting it thorffiighly. I 
resisted the u rg o o  call him backwremAbering timekj 
in his short life when he had discovered a world invis
ible to me. He loped acroSia bare field, tentatively. 
In its middle he stood on his front legs and did the cac
tus dance, hind feet in the air. It was the opposite of 
the takeBie-hunting dance. Huckf|Hew how to avoid 
prickly pears with his front feet, but He had found that 
hH hind feet did not track in exactly the same places, 
so up they came. He had also worked out a choreog
raphy for o tf t r  things that hurtrouch as porcupines 
and skunks. He wanted to save time for what was 
good. He was on the trail of it. By now even a nose- 
blind human could tell that the chase was on.,^'

Huck pushed through thick willows into the bot
tom of a slough cushioned with cattails. They were 
like the plusfj lining of a lady’s purse. He trailed 
another two hundred yards, ran a broad loop to get 
the wind rightljand worked in my direction. Perhaps 
we could trap the bird between us. I lowered my 
weapon and charged. The pheasant ran out of w e 
bottom and through the willow screen, flushing on 
the far side. I could not see irowell enough to be 
sure that it was a legal cock rather than an illegal 
Hen, so I didn’t shoot—but it acted like a rooster 
that knew about guns.

Huck came to heel and I trotted him in the direc
tion the bird seemed to have taker® Three hundred

yards aw ajH r stopped, nose high b u « |rn in g  from 
side to sidq*ntatively . The air-w afflp  sceiit m u l  
hqye been weak. He put his nose dow ncast around 
for grourid scent, and followed it. H a |ta r te d  to 
K i f f f l  B anged his mind, trailed with two near
points, then pointeqgfirmly at a pu m p  of junipers. 
I tried to get far enough « f r o n t ,  but the pheasant, 
with no ground cover to hide in. ran out and flushed 
far from both of us. It waHindeed a cock, red wat
tles rampanH snowy ring resplendent below ever
green head, orange breast aflam J t a i l  pennants 
flouting the idiot with a shotgun. This pageantry of 
the chase streamed olBalm ost out of sight. Just 
before H disappeared, iHhought I saw it flare its 
wi®s and tip back to land. I marked the spot and 
heeled the pup to it as quickly as I could move with
out becoming too breaW ess to shoot.

MSfow, all gallinaceous birds (or at least all that I’ve 
hunted) ardffiast on their feet. The American quail^S  
including the Mearns—run when they learn that it is 
better foHtheir « rv im l than flying or sitting still. 
Ruffed and blue grouse are good runners; sharptailed 
and sage grouse are better. B n e  gray partridge is an 
expert at ground escape. So areHjl tinamous in Brazil, 
the francolins in Africa, the red-legged partridges in 
Iberia, and the red grouse in Ireland.

Pheasants f f t  happen to play the game best of all. 
Their choseiHiabitatH-thick ground cover—lets them 
sneak as far as they wish without being seen. They 
are big enoughfo outrun all humans and some dogjl 
And above all, pheasants learn fast. Their extraor
dinary cleverness may not be intelligence in t™  
Human sensdpbut whatever it is, thqjroosters around 
my place Have more of it than the deer, mallards, and 
gees« none of which are slow learners.

Br a i^ H a  pheasants||hrive on the outskirts of 
civilization, where other game cannot cope. 
We have them  in mo^Hof our country— 
excepting only the Southeast—and some of 

the hunting is best in the world. So what do we do? 
We complain. We object to the pheasant’s energy, 
speed, and resourcefulnes§roo the way it tries dog 
and B an. We look for an easier test to pass. An 
English friend tells me that his country is full of 
Americans every fall. They get no hunting, but 
they get all the shooting they are wBing to pay for 
at pen-raised birds driven overhead.

By comparison, hunting wild pheasants one at a 
time doesn’t cost much, which reflects on your 
lifestyle. They run till you are all breathless, and at
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the end of each trail, your dog must still hold them 
till you get within range. B e n  then you miss as 
oftfB^ as not, maybe becam e you’re excited. ^  
wouldn’t blame yew for avoiding a sweaty proposi
tion like this. Suppose you like hunting better than 
shooting, though .: Ini that case you know already 
that your dog matters more than your gun—eveh 
more than your boots.

By luckfifiive in a valley with a brad-dog club 
run by hunters, and fis t fall we held a pheas
ant trial that provided some comparisons of 
real huiMng dogs—which is not to say that it 

was real hunting. The pen-raised birds could not 
BaVe survived in the wild. Most of them did run for 
short distance^1, however, testing the dogs’ trailing 
abilities in some degree.

Of the three types c^jdogs in the trial the spaniels; 
were the most consistent, perhaps because they had 
been trained by methods suited to pheasants. 
spaniels were all of a good size and shape, too. They 
were springers of field breeding, quiclfi eager, and 
fun to watch. We did not hold the tria j^U lB  kind of. 
tlfck brush where spaniels are at their best, but if that 
is your k i l l  of cover and p easan ts  are your game, a 
springer would be hard to beat.

Some of the dogs-Mora the retrieving breeds seemed 
designed for a different game: sight-marking rather 
than scent-trailing, swimming rather than running. No 
one entered a ®®sapeake. The goldens w eiR jo t 
competitive, but they found birds and were fun to be 
witliBBIB; best of the Labradors were highly compet

itive, at least for thirty-minute periods. Thfgheavy 
dogs mightfiofihave lasfid as long as the spaniels on 
hot days, but would have been better in thelkim-ice. 
The Labs were the Best duck-and-pheasant dogs out 
Biere, if yo ft prioritieftollow that order.

The pointing dogs varie®  u s a s  widely. All;were 
fasljall seemed to Hâve good noses, ançliall held jh|fir 
points till the gunners were readSto shoot. Some had 
[rouble locating the pheasants, perhaps because, they 
had sneaked o f | |  One dog, however, found, tfinjed, 
pointed, and retrieved his quota of birds about as 
quickly a s if i hanxfjer could move from point to point. 
Thqt dog won the daw  though not by much. A 
springer or Labrador could do it next time.

The differences between individual dogs in that tri
al were more important than d ifference  between 
fireedfi-m ore important evfeinthan the differences 
betwe^Bspaniels, retrievers, and pointers. Maybe 
the choice boils down to a matter of H ^ e ra m e n t: 
your temperamehtBByou like to hunt long distances 
and long days, and if you are dmnenough to f t  the 
soul brother of a pointer,Bern can have one that will 
find fits  of pheasantftTraining ifihowever, will prob
ably be a do-it-yoj|Belf job.

Conventional j^Hprican training methods discour
age a pointer pup from trailing running birds. H eftay  
not be allowed to retrieve until he become^ rock^ 
steady on p t ®  Heïmay be broken oB Iffàeons or 
pen-raisedfiuail that cannot run. If he encounters 
wild brads, he m a^ io t be allowed to follow Æ jd if he

Continued on page 84
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R U N N E R S

gets his nose down to check ground 
scent, the trainer may object stren
uously.

The trainenmay be right, too. 
The merits of his dogs are probably 
judged in field trials of the tradi
tional American type, using bob- 
whites that have not been out of a 
pen long enough to learn that they 
have legs. Trainers have worked 
out methods that fit. Don’t misunl 
derstand: The dogs in these con
tests are magnificent, but the game 
is not hunting, it is a competitioii 
between dogs pointfflg tame 
birds—not between a dog/man 
team on the one hand an d la tu re  
on the other.

Ground-trailing hurts a dog in 
most f in d  trials. It makes him 
look less stw sh , atBeast by the

Continued from page 46

standard American definition o |  
style. By anybody’s standards, 
trailing slows a dog down. He 
mayBtill he gets the p a n g  of ity 
pusM the birds too hard and 
bump some of them. You may 
not want to let your dog trail at all 
if you spend most of youB tim eH  
trials or on hunting preserves. 
And if you hunt w e r e  birds are 
abundan® you do not need a dog 
that can trail Bdividuals for long 
distances, g p  on the otheffiiand, 
yorlhunt the pjjfflic area where 
this tale started, yoramight w anf 
a dog that can stay with the only 
pheasant you’ll see all w eekH  
■Lots of pointer! can follow the 

scent that drifts into the air behind 
a running bird. UBS is the fastest 
and best way to trailB-when it

works. Unfortunately, air scent 
develops gaps when the trail is 
long. At that point, the dogs that 
succeed (or at least all I have seen) 
get their noses down to close the 
gaps with ground scent. They gem 
theiiBioses back up when condi
tions permit. They find birds that 
other dogs pass by. This, I think, is 
not just one more skill. It takes 
w ore brains and experience than 
any other task ■  upland hunting. In 
is harder than running fasBand 
slamming into a poBt,Barder than 
quartering the ground beautifully. 
Those things can be transmitted by 
genes or acquired dBring basic 
training. Trailing cannot. Som J 
dogs never g^Bhethane of it.

My notions on choosing, raising, 
and evaluating pups are shared by|

The Ultimate Sports Vacation 
a t One Complete Resort!

Casa dc Campo offers you a truly unique shooting 
experience at a 7,000-acre sportsman's paradise!

You’ll stay in luxurious accommodations and enjoy 
the best in world-class shooting, including a spectacular 
Sporting Clays facility with a 120-foot tower, and the 
most extensive shooting range anywhere, over 60 stations!

Every sports and recreation activity imaginable is 
offered at our many outstanding facilities including: 
two spectacular Pete-Dye golf courses, a tennis complex 
with 13 Har-Tru courts, championship polo and 
equestrian center, 19 swimming pools, private beach and 
marina with complete watersports, deep-sea and river 
fishing, sailing and much more!

Special sports packages available.
C all Prem ier W orld M arketing a t 1-800-877-3643.

For group packages call 1-800-336-5520.

CASA de CAMPO
The Caribbean’s Most Complete Resort

O P E R A T E D  B Y  P R E M I E R  g g g
AN EXPERIENCE IN
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blown duck blind.
The Major ispsually invitedSM 

B ü ch  pB ties by the male o P  the 
Bpecies. (But occB i® ally  there is ;a 

female who mistakenly be liS es him  
to be an eligiHe candidate,fSr for- 
malHed, long-term co-habitatB n.) 
Peabody ||fu s ^ | to attend them  dur
ing the early partB of the m onth  
wheB he is financially Ifecure and 

Bible tg fund  his hunting forayll But 
at th ||ie n d  of th B  m onth—-well, 
thaffefl different matter. He pWB a 
terrible price for a few g lp ||^sä)f 
Sjöotch whiskey,KSme food, and 

BSinething to do until the end of the 
m onth  rollsggaround and there is 
ügüin money available for another 
hunting trip,

8 o , | |o u  will understand  why, 
during the läslt week of July, I felt 
Some accident must h a i l  befallen 
the Major, He had no t c o n g e  ted 
me to tell me where in the world I 
was to deliver hiB August checks^ 
nor had he appeared at my apart
m ent for the purpose of attacking; 
my supplwof T heJG len li^et^r con
ning me into paying for an evening 
at Bookbinder’s,

I made due inquiry with the police, 
fearing the M ajor may have been 
apprehended while committing somH 
misdemeanor. W hen they and the 
hospitals had nothing to report, cau- 
tio u B  inquiry \y S  made to his 
Virginian ‘‘white sheep” re la tiv^B  
They knew nothing of hf$ where
abouts and left the distinct imprB B  
sion theBhad no real interest in dis
covering them.

It was with a sense of relief when, 
on August 7th, well after he was enti
tled to his check® M ajor Peabody 
appeared at my apartment door, car
rying a large box and apparently 
enjoying both  gffod health  and 
excellent spirits,;

“I apologize if I have caused any 
d is tr ||s  by not timely presenting 
myself for your monthly funding,” he 
said beforel could question him, “but 
I was in our » t e r  republic B f Cuba,
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a i;S an tiag lid e  Subaiito  be e l c t ,  
^ervin^*®^ Technical Official foffbur 
Rowing;/*; team  Bit t h J |  XI Pan 
American Games.”

This was, indeed, a surprise. I’m 
sure the majorBinterest in rowing is 
limited B  moving a duck boat in and 
out of a blind. I’m sure he believe^ 
Rowe H Wade is an argument liB r 
which is the better method of fish
ing.

“Don’t lcSk so' surprised,” he said. 
“W hen the Rowing team’s organizaH 
tion learned of my enthusiastic sup
port of our nation’s young athletes, as 
well as mBlong-time interesffin the 
sport (my jaw dropped) and my abil
ity to speak Spanish, thq^ accepted 
myBffer to volunteer translation ser
vices and were pleased to arrange to 
h a jiB m e  a p p o in ted ^ »  Technical 
Official for the Gam e®

“You might close Bour mouth,” he 
B id  before continuing. B ‘It w&s a 
very convenient »arrangement. 
Transportation and focB were all fur
nished, and I managed to winHbit from

B o rn ^o f my cHmpatriots who had 
incredibly bad luck at the poker Bble.

“None of the young men and wom
en who made! up the Canoq/Kayak 
tea5n|‘ smoked cigars? and th e^ B a ti 
D epartm ent allowed epeM on®  tg  
bring back up to 111 00 dfiBuban- pur- 
chases|| Since there wasn’t muchpB  
p u rchM i in Cubage Jgch the 
Canbe/Kayak team members agreed 
to help mBout.

“I’ll leave thistqraBgaf cigars in 
Bourmfekeeping. Plea|e review B)ur 
apartment owner’s insurance policy. 
In the event it d R sn ’t cover theB^H 

Igf cigars by fire or theft, purchaS the 
nec^Bary rider. Wfow then, if Hm will 
delivlgr my A uw st rem ittanefl I’ll be 
off and bore you no longer with conf| 
Bersation abqut the; Ran American 
Games or the stateBf affairs in Cuba} 

“^Eu might p i l l io n  being! in 
M exicB lbn  (R fober ] st. T h fl 
Tiuamp,yCuramow, Bnd C hB alaca  
IJIR ris are all open, and I mJgfbe in 
need of fundfe I’ll B nd  a postcard 
describing exactl^^whefb I may be.” <%
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people who know m o i| about dogs 
than j. My ideas on training, how
ever, are so rustic that I wouldn’t 
mention tf im  arajall, excejfi that 
they were used for the few other 
pointers I have known that were 
good trailers.

You choose the pup by picking 
the right parents—a sire and dam 
proven capable by some objective 

ffest: shoot-to-retrieve trials, for 
example. Don’t believe us owners. 
Every one of us is convinced, not 
very deep down insid^that he has 
the world’s best dog.

You get the pup when it is about 
eight weeks old. (You can teach an 
old dog some new trick S h u t not 
enough to catch up w ifi an old 
cock pheasant») You raise the pup 
if ly o u r^ H e  and love it Bee your 
child. It f i g  adopt you so soon that 
the commitment will frighten you. 
And therefore, with luck, the pup 
will want to hunt with you instead 
of running off on its own. It will 
also develop whatever brains it has, 
like a human child exposed to 
abundant stimuli.

You judge the dog’s in te lli
gence like a chillis, too: by see- 
ing how fast it learns. Given the 
chance, a pointer pup six months 
old—a year at m ostfishould find 
b ird t| point t h e «  hold them till 
you get therefietrieve those you 
shoot, and run them down if they 
are winged. (Learning to follow 
long trails will Sake more time.) 
The pup should also have enough 
sense to avoid porcupines and 
skfiiksB  not to m ention dog 
fights. If it is a slow leafier, yoti- 
will probably keep it anyhow, and 
in time ffid  it a useful dog. But 
b e tte r genes are available Bor 
your nexB try. AffectionBor an 
Individual does not oblige you 
breed a dynasty of dim-wits.

Training? Of course you drill 
Sito the pup the basic commands 
and behaviors that let you achieve 
control. (Most American pointers

need plent^.ofithat.) The yard 
workfiowever, has little to do with 
hunting skiffs. You can have a 
beautiful, fully broken dog that 
is—so its trainer tells you—one of 

ypie finest ever seen, j t  may even 
have passed a hunting test. But it 
may flunk pheasants.

A  sheep dog needs real sheep 
to B earn ||ts  trade, and a 
pointing dog needs real 
birds. The only method I 

know first-hand is this: You put the 
« i n  cover with wild birds and let 
him figure them out. Instead of 
telling him how to hunt, you try to 
bring out the hunt that is in him. 
His ancestors knew how to trail, 
and'his genes may still have the 
code. If the instinct is weak, or if 
you have little opportunity to get 
out among wild birds, you could 
experiment with the methods used 
for spaniels ffip  some “versa^^B  
breeds of pointers. I have not tried 
those. Huckleberry is a German 
shorthaired pointer, on paper, but 
Be thinks he’s a Yankee bird dog 
with no time for rabbits and sub™ 
The only thing I did right was to 
get him out among robins and 
meadowlarks, and then pheasants, 
partridges^: grouse, and quail. 
When wild birds were nesting, we 
flsed bobwhites from a recall pen. 
They were a feeble substitute.

It gets down to the difference 
betw een training atidfieaching. 
$ b u  can train a pup not to B ake 
puddles on the floor and to come 
when you call him. You cannot 
teach him to h u n g  Y o fid o g o t 
know where the birds are. He 
does. Before long Be will show 
you. You mayfiot often get an air- 
and-ground chase that zigzags over 
a mile, but it happens. It was in the 
middle of happening when I inter
rupted the story.

After its third flight, the cock

came down in scrubby pines f id  
buffaloberries on the far side of an 
overgrown barbed-wire fence. 
"End of the public area? We had 
run enough zigzags to use up most 
of it, but there was no sign of a 
boundary, no livestock, no cultiva
tion. With cold blood I mighfiiave 
turned back anyhow, but thB was 
the last pheasant|h the world, and 
Huck was on its trail for the third 
time. As I swung my legs over the 
fence, he followed scent foBper- 
haps a hundred yards and pointed, 
head high. I circled affron t to cut 
off the escape route. Before I got 
far, Huck broke again, running in 
long bounds. In the j&iddle of one 
of Mem he turned in mid-air and lit 
on poingbody twisted. His tail was 
high, back-hairs bristling;;eyes 
shootfigBire. Bird close. Right 
here, boss.

I ran to the far side of the tree% 
trying agaiBto cut off the escape 
route. gThe cock flfflHSd wild. 
Crossing shot, a little too far. Rear 
trigger, w ife pheasant came down 
with its head up, meaning that it 
would almost certainly run. Huck 
appeared instant||fihaving fol
lowed the flight line through the 
trees. He found where the winged 
bird had crashed, trailed if io r  thir
ty yards, and pounced on it.
■U he pup fetched, bu t noBas 

promptly as he would bring me a 
mere boot. I watched benignly 
as he did the pheasant s trA ;, 
Bhe bird would have run out of 
bounds if he had not moved fast, 
would have flushed out of range 
if he had not pointed, and would 
have escaped with a broke* wing 
if he Bad not trailed  it for the 
fourth and last time. Huck had a 
rig ft to show off.

This article is drawn from the 
author’s Pheasants o f the Mind, a 
book published by Prentice Hall 
Press, New York, N. Y.
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GOING PLACES

S O U T H  D A K O T A  P H E A S A N T  A C R E S :
THE QOOD OLD DAYS ARE BACK

By Rob Spomer

■
ream ingllbout th J | irid old 
d ip^^K i bittersweet part of 
bird h u n t in g  but no t at 
llou th  D akfia  Pheasant 

Acres* O n this 1,800-acre farm, t o d »  
is as good as yesterday* Ringnecks still 
flush by the djfebns, sometimes hy the 
hundreds from rank bul
rush s loughs and g ra s»  
swaleipf
Bjj^K first time I hunted 
SDPA, the usual 35 mph 
Dakota wind was blowing 
high cirrus clouds toward 
low! and russet-feathered 
rbcketB toward my 20- 
gauge * The pheasants 
were being roused from R 
weedy'Blough by SDPA 
owner James Monfore, his 
son Barry, and farm man
ager Leonard Ppopr, and 
the northwest wind was 
blowing the birds past my 
stand at incredible speed* One cock I 
shot coming at me fell beyond shotgun 
range behind me* Now that’s velocity.

W hen we walked cover, there were 
no “stupid” game-farm birds lumbering 
0  flight at our feet* These cocks were 
wild and wary, skulking, running, dou
bling back* T h e || flushed behind us, 
squirted out the sidjland left early— all 
the usual wild pheasant tricks* Dozens 
would break from small sloughs|Jr run

down grain-field rows* Sometimes as 
m anm s fifty would lift from the; end of 
a Cover f id  roar en masse overBridge 
to the next weedy 

Despite the gam eneflof these birds, 
there w er^ B  many that Bill hunters 
had more thanlinough opportunitiH  
to^shoSt lim itB  In fa c tftn e fe o u ld  
pretty much select the kind of shqttt- 
ing hej* fawned: paR B hobting by 
blocking the ends of coverts or j ump 
shotting by following the dogs*

Located north  of Lake Andes. 
National Wildlife Refuge in C h a r «  
Mix County, SDPA is an exciting re
creation of the habita t .conditions 
that made South Dakom the P h e ||a n t 
Capital of the World forty years agy$ 
James Monfore ha% committed him- 
Bfelf tip rehabilitating thisBired farm
land,^Mistering resident wildlife pop
ulations® and providing superb 
phefisant hunting for. clients*; ;

Dozens of glacial pothole wetlands 
dot the farm, providing dense cattail, 
bulrush, and Bough-grass escape coy
er* Surrounding these are' grJfey 
buffers of protective nesting coyer* 
O n hilltops, Monfore gnd Pazour 
have planted long ¡¡grips of tre S  to 
provide w inteM helter. If w hiteB il 
bucks stop rubbing them in to lllb li»  
ion, substantial w inter shelter will 
eventuallydgrow up*

B ew eB ne pothole, Monforg|has 
installed an a r t^ R n  
well that continuously 
pumps: water into the 
little  pond, assuring 
birdMm adequateBifjp-| 
plyfof m dpture durSg 
droughts* The r * t  of 
the property|fs farmed 
for Btsh "grB ny^ops 
which provide S llth e  
food wildlife needs* 

Because of alR the 
natural wetlands o g th e  
farm, ducks are resi

d e n t  by thBhundreds* 
During wet Sum m eiH  

ToLkl production is|sub- 
HantB B  DuringgpL^ration, Kbgsands 
of mallards, pintails, teal, gadwalls, 
wigeS ^ g caupt and buffleheads stop* 
SDPAHugmentsB^M ubstantial wild 
pheasant production with pen-reared 
birds that are kept in large flight pens 
and releRed in » t e  summer* By 
O ctobep^t& e^e barely distinguish
able from wild birds*

Clients can bring their own dogs or 
enjdy the work &  the farm labs* Large
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Old British game guns suit me not because they 
are old, but because they are good. They com
bine form and function as well as any objects 
ever made by man. I choose to believe that 

they were built as a tribute to hunting—a sort of offer
ing to Diana—and besides, they have helped me to 
shoot better. I wince to think of collectors buying up 
such guns while there is still life in them. They deserve 
a better fate than porcelain figurines, early editions of 
Batman Comics, and dumb blond bird dogs.

My two game guns are, in order of purchase, a 
Woodward and a Westley Richards. Both are 12- 
gauge. side-by-side doubles, and each is almost a cen
tury old. I bought the Woodward in London back 
when prices were reasonable. More recently, I had to 
send it off for work that is going to take time. This 
brings up the leading problem with hand-made guns: 
They demand specialized gunsmiths, all of whom are 
overworked. A back-up gun therefore comes in very

handy. And that’s how I persuaded myself that I need
ed the Westley Richards.

The Woodward sidelock is perfection, as far as I can 
see, and I have stripped it down often enough to know 
it intimately. The Westley Richards comes close in 
quality, and its design fits my purposes. The outside 
of the action is solid steel, without pins. The locks on 
the inside stay dry, at least by comparison to those on 
the Woodward. The Westley Richards’s action is 
known as a droplock—meaning an Anson & Deeley 
action with most of its mechanism mounted on two 
separate plates. When they do need to be checked 
after a Montana blizzard, they can be removed by 
hand within seconds. The rounded bottom of the 
action makes it pleasant to carry, too.

There is another thing. The Westley Richards’ lines 
are simple and smooth, the finish resolutely austere. It 
tickles me to think of those polished locks hiding like 
jewels in a modest vault. I could wish, however, that

BY DATUS C. PROPER
Photo by Thomas G. Oro

The Care & Feeding of
Game Guns
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the locks had intercepting sears like those on sidelocks.
Both of the old guns have double triggers, thank 

goodness. Both also have low, unobtrusive ribs plain 
forends, and simple stocks. I do not know of any cars 
or houses as well designed as these game guns. Their 
lines make my eyes happy.

The weight and balance keep my body content, too 
■ ■  need both light weight and length in amSmm ?use there are miies H I9 H H | because I am long myself, and precipi
tate. Twenty-nme-inch barrels slow me down and
th™ ' H  ,0 aim' Aim? B“1 somebody has written
th 1 ? T  n° ‘ be aimed' My dictionary, on 
the other hand, says that to aim is “To direct (a
tTfvTh^ 3t HI or s°mething.” I am here to tes
tify that my guns do not hit unless I direct them at the 
target.

1 Hi find long’ !i8ht guns. My Remington 
1100 autoloader is long, but it weighs 8 pounds, 7
■ H i  USe.'t f° r ducks with 12‘gauge, 23/4" steel- 
shot loads, and it makes their recoil tolerable—bare
ly. But only an artilleryman would describe this 
weapon as a field piece. At the other extreme, light 
modern doubles run to short barrels. They are pleas
ant to carry, and they fit some hunters. Once upon a
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time, all of us assumed that short barrels were ideal for 
upland shoottng. The game of sporting clays has
raised questions about that. ' '

Old guns—and certainly old British guns—do 
H H 1 Cai?  and feeding- My remedies may be
asms ̂  lh H HIeccentrics ■ similar enthusi- 
asms. I shall provide specifics, because generalities are

t o e  ago ng Wlth gUnS fil6d ° Ut by hand a Io°g
Both of my guns had problems with Winchester and 

Remington primers. The Woodward's firing pins 
(strikers) stuck m the primers, making the gun dtffi 
cuh to open. The Westley Richards had W  
tried various complicated cures before finding the easy 
one: Federal 209 primers. With them, the to n g  p to  
no longer hang up, perhaps because the rear face of
Fed^Pnr erS IS S lghtly S B  At the same time, Federal primers are much less prone to misfire.

If you handload, please note that Federal primers
may reqmre less powder than others. For that mat-
W B m  dangerous to substitute any component of a
effert, mC Ud,ng the wad—^without knowing the 
ffects on pressure. My source on this subject is the

C o m ^ r ^ P .  Hi published by the IMR Powder 
Company, Plattsburgh, NY 12901. This guide, for-
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merly published by Du Pont, has been updated fre
quently in the years I have used it. It gives precise 
pressures and velocities for hundreds of loads. There 
is not much chance of misinterpretation, because 
every component is listed. 5

Most British game guns have 2 >/2 1' chambers. This 
is 14 " shorter than the American standard. Over the 
years, therefore, some Americans have had British 
chambers lengthened to 2 V .  It is a simple, common- 
sense change, and it works as well as most of the sim
ple. common-sense changes proposed by politicians 
before elections. Don’t bite. If you do, you will inval
idate the gun’s British proof, lower its value, and do 
nothing to make it suitable for American factory 
ammunition.

The problem, as it turns out, lies not in the shell’s 
length but its pressure. British game guns are gener
ally designed and proofed for a pressure of three long 
tons per square inch. The equivalent in American 
terms is not obvious, because British methods for 
reading pressure differ from those in America. British 
writer Gough Thomas, in a book titled Shotgun 
Shooting Facts, provides an interpretation. The 
British “3 tons,” he says, is equivalent to about 8,500 
pounds per square inch for pressures taken by 
American methods.

There is still a little translating to be done—because 
chamber pressures can be taken by more than one 
method, even in America. Thomas’s reference is 
clearly to the old standard: lead unit pressure (LUP), 
as used in my IMR Handloader’s Guide, American 
loads often produce pressures above 10,000 LUP, 
which greatly exceeds the British 3-ton level. I 
roamed London and asked gunmakers whether 
American ammunition would really be a problem for 
my Woodward. The helpful gentleman at Purdey’s, to 
take one example, warned me to avoid pressures 
above those for which my gun was designed. The 
action would be stressed, he said. The gun might shoot 
loose. He had seen instances.

On the other hand, British authorities were not con
cerned about an extra V  in the length of a shell, so 
long as (a) pressures were mild and (b) the shell was 
pie-crimped, with no overshot wad. Please excuse me 
for getting technical here. This is an issue that has 
been causing confusion for a couple of generations, 
and its resolution is not obvious.

If you want a simple way out, order shells designed 
for 21/2" chambers and low pressure. Several firms 
stock them. But don’t be astonished if you get British 
shells that are 2 V  long after you fire them. I lived in 
Ireland from 1971 to 1975 and shot Eley shells. They 
Were all 23m" in length after firing, though their box

was marked “2*/2" chambers.” In America, I try to 
duplicate these loads with our components, which are 
even better. This country is a good place to live for 
people who like to fiddle with guns.

A nother book by Gough Thomas, Shotguns & 
Cartridges, carries a handloading guide by Eley. It 
recommends a case length of 23/4" for star-crimped 
ammunition intended for 2la" chambers. Eley is the 
British equivalent of Winchester or Remington, so 
the recommendation carries weight. It is supported by 
a series of tests in yet another reference, Gough 
Thomas’s gun book. Identical 2 V  loads were fired in 
both 21/2” Snd 2 V  chambers and found to give virtu
ally identical pressures.

I handload to pressure levels that I know to be mild. 
My normal combination is 12-gauge, 2 V  Winchester 
AA shells, Federal 209 primers, wads specified in the 
IMR guide, and SR 7625 powder. (This slow-burning 
powder makes it easy to produce good velocities with 
low pressures.) Early in the season, for most birds, I 
use one ounce or l ’/i6 ounces of shot at muzzle veloc
ities between 1150 and 1200 feet per second. Late in 
the season, when pheasants flush wild in cold tem
peratures, I load I 1« ounces of nickel-plated shot for 
a nominal velocity of about 1,250 feet per second. In 
all cases, I keep pressures below 8,000 LUP by the 
IMR guide. The old Woodward has been using such 
ammunition for fifteen years with no problems.

It is only human to believe that hard-kicking shells 
labeled “maximum” or “magnum” are appropriate 
for tough old pheasants. If that has been your assump
tion, try these low-pressure handloads. You may be 
in for a nice surprise.

I do not want to leave the impression that I am an 
antiquarian. I bought turn-of-the-century guns 
because they were cheaper than those made 
between World Wars, let alone new best-grade 

guns. I am a hunter, first. I would welcome a mod
ern, light side-by-side with the qualities of the old 
game guns. I could learn to live with low prices, inter 
changeable parts, and wide-slotted screws. The threat 
of liability suits will probably keep American firms 
from designing light, modern successors to the game 
gun, unfortunately. Perhaps someone in Britain will 
give it a try. Or maybe the Italians will take on the job. 
They could build a gun the way they build 
Campagnolo bicycle components, but they would 
have to get the lines right first, and the balance. They 
should not start by designing a gun that is easy to man
ufacture. They should insist on perfect line, balance, 
and function, then find a way to make it happen. They 
might begin with an old game gun and try to make 
something as good a hundred years later. ^
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G U N  D O G  M AGAZINE

T here. are no mistakes in 
working with bird dogs— 
only lessons." This idea, of 
course, is founded in the 

idea that we all must learn from our 
mistakes. After 20 years of working 
with bird dogs, I can tell you that I've 
received a lot of lessons. What fol
lows is a list of the 10 most common 
that amateur bird dog trainers make.

1. I l l  know  it  when I find it.
By far, the most common mistake 

is not knowing what the dog is sup
posed to do. Oh, they might say, "I 
want him to find birds." or "I want 
him to hunt."

Sure. Me too.
But lets get specific: How far away 

do you want him to be when he 
finds those birds ? And what do you 
want him to do once he's found 
them? Do you want him to point? 
To retrieve? What sort of manners 
must he have? Will he do these 
things by himself, or are you going 
to have to teach him? And how are 
you, the trainer, going to go about 
turning him into the dog you want 
him to become?

What to do?
Join a bird dog club and/or go to a 

few field trials. Ask questions of 
people who have the sort of dog 
you'd like to own. Establish a list of 
things that are and are not important 
to you. The nuts and bolts of train
ing is something else, but with a 
plan and a goal, you're on your way 
to avoiding the biggest mistake of 
first time bird dog owners.

All dog training, no matter what 
is being taught, is done in two 
phases; The demonstration phase, 
where the trainer shows the dog 
what he wants, and the enforcement 
phase, where he insists that the dog 
comply. UniversallySthe people 
who have success training dogs real
ize that dogs are animalsSznd that 
they are animal trainers.

Enforcement of "whoa§ifor exam
ple, involves chasing after the dog 
and physically picking him up and 
returning him to the spot where he 
was supposed to stop, and doing it all 
in a way that lets Sparkey know you 
are unhappy over the whole idea. I|§ 
has to be done that way. Animal 
training is 90% physical. Human 
kindness and human decency is fine, 
but only in so far as it applies to 
humans.

3. I  can! hear you over the

“Whoa. . .1 said whoa. Now  
stop. . . Hey I said hold it/ . . .  
Right now! . . .Did you hear me! 
WHOA!. . . Now stay right there. . . 
Hey who told you to move! Did I

Control is the key to dog 
training. If you're not in a 
position to enforce a command'/], 
don't give it. This is a NAVHDA 
training session.

say go ahead!.: . Hold it!. . . You 
stop when I say whoa. . . Dammit, 
come back here. Whoa!"

Don't blame Sparkey—Hell, you'd 
run away too. Unfortunately, tha|j: 
tirade is not an exaggeration—Both 
you and I have heard far worse.

Anything the dog cannot under
stand is static and, in essence, bad 
information. Dog handlers—the 
good ones—are careful to use clear, 
consistent commands that the dog 
is capable of picking up. The best 
check is to just listen to yourself 
once in a while: How many times



on them. Your wife might not pro
vide language legions for the young
ster. You might have a kennel-raised 
dog, or one with less point in his 
genes. Your specialty might be 
eastern ruffed grouse, in which case- 
you would be wise to insist that your 
dog point at first suspicion of scent 
and hold till released. For covey 
birds like the partridges and quails, 
Fd have preferred Huclc steady to 
wing and shot too, because a dog 
that breaks can- ,spoil a covey rise. 
But for the rest I wanted him to trail.
I wanted him to get me sh^^a t the 
old cocks that considered them
selves immortal. I wanted him to 
find winged birds no matter how far 
they ran. The rewards seemed worth 
the risk.

A "dog that's going to be any good 
puts his nose where th^fscent is," 
high or low. That's what William 
Harnden Foster wrote about grouse 
dogs back in 1942, and Huckleberry 
reached the same conclusion. When 
air-scent failed, he would work a 
patch of snowberries on ground- 
scent till I called him off, and a cock 
would flush the moment my back 
was turned. I t  turns out that 
roosters can run around for a long 
time in the same half-acre of brush.

The author and Huckleberry 
make ready for the flush.

You might mot want to waste time 
on such birds—if you have easier 
hunting available. We did not.

Working air scent, on the other 
hand, was anything but tedious. The 
pup would trail from one end to 
another of a 200-acre field of grass
es planted under the Conservation 
Reserve program. Or he'd follow 
birds out of a brushy bottom, up 
weedy draws, and into wheat stub
ble. Some of the pheasants would 
hold tight at the end of the trails. 
Others would flush wild. It's what 
most owners of pointing dogs would 
have predicted, and what some 
would call disaster. The pheasants 
certainly considered it disaster, belj 
cause we got our share at the end of 
the trails. I earned the shots, mind 
you. My wife was teaching aerobic 
dance classes, working out on a ski 
machine, and watching her calories 
while I was eating like a sumo wres
tler and getting skinnier by the 
week. Huclc was going through ten 
cups a day of the expensive high-fat 
dog food. If you don't want exercise, 
stay away from pointer pups bred for 
all-age field trials.

When you run a young dog almost 
every daylsomething happens to its' 
body as well as its mind. Huclc put

Photo, by Dale Spartas.

on ten or fifteen pounds of muscles 
that he would not have developed if 
he had spent his youth in a kennel. 
The weight was in the right places, 
because running is complete exer
cise for a dog. Being lightboned, he 
did not look heavy. ij|is  brown hair 
was shiny as a seal's. His pads gave 
no trouble. His pace would have ex
hausted any other dog I've had in two 
days, but Huclc kept it up all season. 
There was, however, a disadvantage 
that I learned when partridge season 
opened the next year on September 
1: Muscles hold heat. I had to whislj 
tie him in frequently, sit him down 
in shade, and give him water. When 
duck season came, swimming wagf 
harder for him too, because his body 
was so dense that he had to work 
just'to stay afloat. A serious water- 
dog needs some fat.

Perhap|| trailing, the way Huclc 
does it, really is;a skill that must be 
acquired before puberty. I don't 
know. At various times, however^I 
have watched him hunt with seven 
other pointing dog!; and that'sf 
counting only the good ones. Some 
of the seven are competitive with 
him in shoot-to-retrieve trials,- one is^ 
his half-brother. All can follow hot 
body scent. When Huclc takes off 
after a really sneaky rooster, 
however, the other dogs have learned 
that the only way to get involved is 
to run loops in front of him. That 
maneuver takes brains too, of course.

I watch the other dogs when they 
realize that Huclc is on a tough trail. 
They deduce what is going on but 
cannot get the hang of it themselves. 
They look at him as if he were 
speaking Gaelic, sort o f ^ n

Datus Proper is a writer who lives 
on the banks of a spring creek in the 
Gallatin Valley of Montana. He’s$ 
surrounded by one wife, one child, 
one pointer puppy and several ner
vous pheasants.

He's the author of numerous arti
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that tone in her voice since our baby 
rolled down the stairs (with similar 11  
results): Anna waded in to save 
Huclc. He climbed out on his own, H  
.shook water all over her, then n
jumped back in and swam across the B
pond to me.

A pup this bold would not have * 
been daunted by more early training H  
in obedience. On the other hand, I H  
do not regret my failure to train mm 
Huck on the usual tame bobwhites U 
and pigeons. In lieu of them he H  
pointed the meadowlarks, flustered |J|j 
the ducks, and chased the magpies.
It might not have been everyone's! 
idea of fun but the most important 
thing in matching man and dog, I 
suppose, is temperament. Part of 
me was right out there running with 
the pup, eyes shining, tongue hang
ing out.

The first pheasant that Huck 
pointed was a hen, which I of course 
flushed with fanfare. There were not 
many cocks * around but he started 
pointing those he ran into. ■  $ook 
the finds as serendipitous—gifts; 
from the angels. Any pup can run 
into a bird, and a pup of the right 
breeding is always going to point 
strong scent.litis in his genes. You 
don't know that you've got a real 
pheasant dog till he learns trailing.

When Huck was six months and 
eleven days old, however, my en
thusiasm and his reached the same 
level. He started trailing in grass; 
that was, I thought, too low for a 
pheasant. I watched for a while 1 
concluded that he was doing a good 
job of hunting the wrong thing, and 
decided to ignore him. Hiked fifty 
yard® Realized that I was alone, 
looked around, and saw the pup on 
point. Ran back, caught the bird be
tween us, waited out a great noisy 
glittering flush, and dropped a rooster 
in plain sight. Huck pounced and 
retrieved. He had done it all, seen it 
all, made the connection.

Two days later, almost at dark, he 
went on point in cattails. I tried 
extra-hard to shoot well, which is, of 
course, the best way to miss, and the 
rooster came down winged. I saw it 
land in a patch of brush and heeled 
Huck to the place. He tore off across 
an open field. I kept whistling him 
back, making him hunt the brush.
The stars came out. We did not find 
the bird till the next day, by which 
time it was bones and pretty 
feathers, the rest eaten by a skunk.

The bird had in fact headed across 
the open field and Huck had been on 
its track, if only I had let him follow 
his nose. That was the last time I 
tried to teach him anything about 
trailing.

In his second season, when the 
pup was a year old, he lost none of 
the hundred-odd birds that my 
friends and I shot over him. Hardest 
to smell where the singles of gray 
(Hungarian) partridges. Members of 
the grouse family ran as well as the 
partridges but left more scent. 
Pheasants, of course, were the long
distance champions, covering up to 
a measured mile. It seemed, tool 
that they shared some of the par
tridges' ability to suppress scent in 
an emergency.

Huck was experienced, consider
ing his tender age, but he was not 
trained by the usual field-trial rules 
He remained free to creep or break 
point in order to stay with a moving 
bird. Perhaps some pups can trail as 
well as Huck without being allowed 
equal discretion. I just haven't seen 
them.

A year-old pup on his own discre
tion was, of course, often indiscreet. 
He would stand on pohp as long as 
his bird held, but when it moved 
there were various possibilities. 
Hardest of them to handle was a 
maneuver we'll call the Montana

Huck look^through the hole he 
clawed in his brand new kennel
doOT. Photo by the author.

Sprinting Squag Pickup drivers have 
a similar ploy called the Tex^p Roll
ing Stop, during which the truck 
„coasts through an octagonal sign at 
45 miles per hour. You are supposed 
to take good intentions into account. 
Pheasants intend to flush but not 
within 11 inches of a dog's nose, so 
they sprint till achieving the veloci
ty of a Texas Rolling Stop and then 
go airborne, total elapsed time 0.7 
seconds.

Fortunately, the Montana Sprint
ing Squat always worked and the 
birds always escaped. They were 
wild and strong, remember. You 
could not let a pup chase pen-raised 
birds or he'd catch some of them and 
perhaps decide that he could hunt 
successfully on his own. Huck 
learned that he only got pheasants 
when we worked together. I ladled 
on praise when he did things right, 
of course, but a bird in the mouth 
was all the encouragement he real
ly needed. At the end of a day we'd 
both tell my wife that we'd had fun 
but it was not fun, exactly. It was 
the happiness that comes with 
pheasant feathers.

My system (or non-system) might 
be wrong for you. You mightflack 
wild birds or the time to work a pup
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im MeCue is partly to blame for 
I what happened, mind you.
I When I was looking for a pup 

I  with the right ancestors, Jim's 
f  dog was winning the biggest 
field trials for German shorthaired 
pointers, so naturally I ||nquired 
about the champion's social life. Jim 

Sold me of a promising litter and I 
bought Huckleberry over the phone 
—one of the quickest of life's big 
decisions. Jim and I met a few days 
later at an abandoned airport, turned 
the pup loose, and watched him try 
to catch a flock of starlings before 
they gained altitude. Jim said thaH 
I should let the pup tear around like 
that for his first year, building up en
thusiasm. By the time Jim finished 
his sentence, Huck was out of sight 
and pi was wondering how much 
more enthusiasm to expect.

Back home, I introduced the pup 
to a brand new kennel and concrete 
run—built for my wife, in a sense, 
because she had run out of enthu
siasm for dogs that dribbled on her 
floors. It turned out that I should

have used a thicker door for the ken
nel. Huck clawed a hole in the ply
wood and Anna thought he looked 
cute, peeking out for company, so she 
allowed him in the kitchen while $1 
was armor-plating his quarters. By 
the time I was done, Anna remarked 
that the pup did not drool. A cou
ple of hours later she reported that 
he had housebroken himself. After 
some few months, I sneaked out of 
my office and heard Huck telling 
Anna a tale that was making her gig
gle. His pronunciation was weak, 
you understand, especially on the 
consonants; What caught my atten
tion was that he was imitating the 
cadence of my wife's speech and the 
pitch of her voice. Must have been 
a funny story, too, because she's 
Irish, with more feelrtigjfor tragedy 
than comedy. I'd never realized that 
she had such a pretty laugh.

Languages are easy to learn, at the 
right time of life, and that time-fÿ 
for humans—is before puberty. Lit
tle children can learn Irish Gaelic, 
which is more than I have managed.

L A N G U A G E
L E S S 1

BNK H

r

The right timing turns out to be cru
cial, however. Neuropsychologists 
now believe that early childhood is 
a "critical period"—the time during 
which a human must be exposed to 
his or her mother tongue. A child 
that fails to acquire language skills 
does not develop the necessary brain 
circuits and is impaired for life. 
Work fes being done on critical 
periods in dogs, too, and it is going 
to change the ways we raise puppies. 
Meanwhile, most of us have proba
bly known dogs with circuits 
missing.

I do not mean to push the analogy. 
Huckleberry is a communicator, but 
neither his logic system nor his 
sound system have evolved in the 
same way as mine. What he thinks 
is language is, in facip just a game. 
On the other hand, puppy games 
made him a faster learner than the 
kennel-raised dogs I've worked with. 
In particular, the way he picked up 
trailing seemed unusual, for a point
ing dog.

During that first fall, Jim McCue's 
advice gave me the excuse to do 
what Huck and I both wanted any
how, which was to run wild. There 
were bigger things than puppy train
ing for me to worry about just therip 
I needed an optimistic little bundle 
of energy to exorcise my emotions, 
focus them at infinity. Optimism 
was part of Huck's personalities— 
both of them. "House angel, field de
mon" Anna called him. When 
Huck glimpsed our pond for the first 
time, he took a flying leap into it :i 
and swam toward my wife, who 
thought he was drowning. "My pup
py!" she screamed. I had not heard

There may be 
things only 
a puppy 
can learn.

■

by Datus Proper

When the pheasant moves, Huck 
will break point and stay with 
the moving bird. Photo by Dale Spartas.
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Keeping in 
Touch
BY DATUS C. PROPER

Beeper collars don’t make 
sweet music, but then bird
hunting isn’t a meditative 

pursuit.

■funny thing happened yesterday, but it wasn’t 
my fault. All I did was take my dog hunting. If • 
youBon’t hunt in snow in thfflpart of the world, 
you miss half the season, and young lluck 1 eberry 

was as prepared for the expedition as I could make him. 
He wore, first, a beeper to tell me when he was on point; 
and second, a big steel bell covered by canvas to keep 
the snow out. The pup wasi as decorated as our 
Christmas tree. He did not object to that, though. H e’ll 
put up with anything except staying home when there’s 
hunting to be done.

Within minutes Huck was working pheasant tracks 
in the snow, and the muted tinkling of the bell was keep
ing me in touch with the chase—vaguely. When the 
sound stopped, I knew the pup was on point, but p i  
didn’t know his exact location. That's the trouble with 
bells: They are silent when you need them mosB The 
beeper was quiet too, plugged by wet snow. I had to fol
low dog tracks into a patch of brush, wfjich put me in 
precisely the wrong place ffir a shot. The right way to 
approach a point is from in front of the dog, trapping 
the bird between the two of you.

Late-season pheasants always know how to exploit 
tactical blunders. This one sneaked to the far side o n  
the brush and gave mBjust a glimpse as it flew out. It 
was gorgeous, like all old roosters, and I lusted for it. 
Huck turned around and looked at me the way Edgar 
Bergen used to look at Mortimer Snerd.
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drink can was still half full. I picked it up, set it next 
to my lunch, and cased my gun. Then I eased down 
against the rear tire of my truck. Rosie was sitting up 
and looking around. Bill was eating his sandwich and 
watching her out of the corner of his eye. He l |)o « d  
down at the ground between-his, feetH  
H i  think she’s going to be oka* ’ he sa id ./^ fts t want! 
ed say...”
■ D o n ’t start,” I interrupted. D m  glad it all came 

to something goodHH
There waf|a pause. I looked at h im ^nd said, 

■W here do we go from hereHH
“No placfl’̂ he said, loflm y truck’keys.3

There is the smudge of a smallmand on the stair- 
rail post in our house. It has been therflH r five" 
years. Sadness lies thick and heavy on that p lac^ 
There is a rose petal pressed and saved»! my 

hunting journal, whicffl I tooftfrom  a flower in the 
spray that was on top of her little caske^ft fed her 
some of my early-morning breakfast and thSftleft 
home for a long, grey November d aftn  woods. By
three in the afternoon I was walking back across the 
crusted pasture snow thinking of hot coffee. She was 
dying in her mother’s arms as a desperate ambulance 
driver chased a speeding escort patrolman.

We die firsH then our childrenland their children. 
When wfteave home in the morning, everything will 
be fine for our return. The Hre will be burning, and 
there will be a stool to riffla pair of tired feet. There 
will Be wool solks to toast in front of it. The house 
won’t l e  quiet and dark. There willftot be any signs 
of a hurried e& . There will not be a small abound of 
new dirt. The snow will not blow in thin ranks across 
the country churchy ard^ftnless your baby dies while 
you squint atfan old set of deer tracks, trying to&ifo||l 
their mystery.

There is another grave where the ridge of pine and 
hardwoods separates the old, abandoned house from 
the west p a s tu r || This c®  d was buried in 1898. Every 
bird season I visit this place and sweep the le a v e sn m  
heHfootstone. It is a fine place to be. Except for that 
year.

I could sit no longer, mut neither could I work. I 
was afraid to leave home, but there were no answers 
to find there. I had saved the lives of two soldiers, had 
breathed life into bodies that h i d  none. I hag  lived 
in red mud, though small yellow men had tried theia 
best to kill me, and yet when my own child needed me 
m ost,! was crunching through Novembejf snow. I 
needed to go to that grave on the hill, in the ridge of 
woods, with my dogs and a shotgun, «needed to do 
something.. .right.

Y ollook b e tte r!  my wife sail! “Where did you
gofM

“I wéfit grouse hunting.H  
“Did you get anything?! she asked.

H i  don’t know,” I sa id .B rft too soon to t e l f l |
One canno^laké a dilmond day happen...at le a s !  

I can’t. I can go to a favorite cove! I can consider the 
weather and the wind. I can enter the cover in a par
ticular spot and go to certain partS'fnstead of others.
I can wear my favorite patched brush pants, and tuck 
them into my^y/orn boots. Btfban select just th e jjlg h l 
combinaron of ragged shirts for my comfort. I can l |B  
sentimental about my threadbare hunting vé¡ft and 
smile as I puffiiew shells into its empty loops. I can p u l  
the bright ringing tones of Salty’s bell around her neck 
and tu rn le r  out onto the g raft The beaut!«! colors 
of my gunstock and the smooth blue-laclffiipple of 

coS-Mre a pleasure to s $  in the sun, and w ftn  I 
ijook out at the rough, splintery coveÉiahead I can envi
sion grouse there. Y

From Bare November Days, copyright 1992 by 
Countrysport, IrictReprinted by permission.
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Dave Carty

The pup still had one sensitive device that worked: 
his nose. He relocated the bird, and I set about relo
cating the dog, whose tracks looped and twisted for 
some 400Bards. The pheasant flushed again before I 
could spot the point and position myself. This time 
Huck did not botheBto reprimand me, having per
ceived that I was useless.

For my third try, the whole covert was full of dog 
tracjls, and I had no idea which to follow, so I spent fif
teen; minutes kicking the brush in pBces where 
Huckleberry wasn’t. Maybe he was on point some
where. Then again, maybe he had followed the bird 
clear off the place. He could have been run over on a 
courity road, like dogs belonging to two of my friends. 
Nothing in life seemed funny just IjEn.

A bird came flying toward me, high and fast. I 
Bought it was an out-fflfteason mallard till it was over- 
ffead, when it turned out to be a cock pheasant with 
its tail feathers missing. I lurched into action too late 
and shot 20 feet behind. The dog came bounding up 
to me, one of the feathers still in fts  mouth. H ad  
decided, after spending another quarter-hour on point 
at 10-degrees above zero, that he had better get the job 
done on nls own—and he had come 19B/2 feet closer 
to success than I.

The only thing missing from this production was a 
title. “Short Dog In TheBTall Drifts? Huckleberry 
Gets Some Tail‘d  Mind you, I would have been less 
amused if the tragicomedy had taken place during 
Huck’s very first season. Early experiences burn deep, 
and he might have deduced that hunting was supposed 
to be a solitary sport. At a minimum, he would have 
Earnedlfhat he couldn’t rely on the skinny guy with 
the gun.

Now you see why I have learned to appreciate 
beepers—when they are not plugged by ice. 
They provide the only chance of supporting a 
pointer adequately in some kinds of cover. 

Modesty aside, this iBa sw ject BhaveBesearched in 
depth. Before beepers,B was one of Bj£ WorldB 
Leading Experts at looking ̂ pr dogs on poinB.and 
looking, and looking.

It’s not that I like beepers. It’s just that I love what 
they do more than I hate the sound they make. If they 
had not improved relations with my young dog, I 
would yield to my prejudices and Injure the thfngs. 
High-tech hunting Eaves me colcBfor the most part. 
My shotgun was made in 1896; my boots are of the 
same model my grandfather w o re^S I brush pants 
look like Salvation Army rejects, : But the pup means 
a lot to me, and my communications with him are up- 
to-date, except when it snow^B

Many other hunters are equally suspicious of new
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gadgets, so it may be well to consider the case against 
beepers before going further. QueStioiM of esthet

i c s —and ethiffii-always deserve a look when tech
nology intrudes upon fi|ld  sports.

There is a good esthetic argument against anything 
that makes unnatural noises in a natural setting. 
B eep e || on average, sound worse than b.ells|%hich in 
turn sound worse than Beethoven’s Pastoral 
Symphony. I would not choose to listen to any of these 
sounds in the woods if bird hunting were a meditative 
pursuit. As betweeBbells and fp&per^« howemr, the 
main esthetic differenceftes in the age of the tech
nology: we’ve had more time to get used to one kind 
of gadget than the other. A few of the beepers out 
there are already less discordant than my old steel 
bell. When somebody develops a collar that sound! 
like a hunting horn, however, please let me know.

I  here is no ethical case against the beepers I have 
tried. They affect only the relation between 
hunter and dog-Snot that between hunteBand 
prey—and so do not raise questions of fair chase. 

The dog has to find the bird in exactly the same way 
that pointers have been doing the job for hundreds of ! 
years. You, the human, must also perform in the time- 
honored, sweaty fashion. A beeper cannot get you o h !  
of walHng, like that other high-tech device called a 
truck. It does not give you extra shots like a repeat
ing gun. It cannot even help you aim better, like a 
riflescope for big game or a graphite fly rod for trout.

The question of fair chase would arise, however, if 
a beeper were to successfully imitate a hawk’s scream! 
as one device on the market claimed. A real raptor 
can so frighten birds that shooting is not sporting— 
and mot allowed under falconry regulations in my 
state. Fortunately, the sound is difficult to imitate well 
enough to impress a game bird.

The technology we need right now is a beeper that 
works in the snow. Designing one would not seem dif
ficult: They all use batteries, which could heat wires 
to melt ice. Of course, the battery would have to be 
replaced frequently when used for heating. I could 
afford a battery more often than once every two years, 
which is about what my Tracker beepers have 
required. I have nocm ed all of the beepers now on 
the market, but none that I have seen claim to w ora | 
in snow.

The Tracker was the only beeper available when II  
got started, and it has done most of what I ’ve wanted. 
Its compact, rounded shape does not bruise 
Huckleberry’s knuckles like most bells—a major 
advantage.® hope that he will not lose his hearing like 
my previous dog, which had to listen to a steel bell for 
thirteen years, but I have seen no research on this sub
ject.

The Tracker emits a variabffl, bell-like sound when 
S h e  dog is running|iallowing me to judge not only 

where he is but what he is doing. Then, when the dog 
goes on point, the beeper switches itself to a different, 
louder signal. Only when the pup is working scent 
very slowly does the Tracker fall silent. To fill in the 
gap between running-signal and point-signal, I use a 
small, spherical brass sleigh-bell on the same collar 
with the beeper. The bell’s soft jingle lets me maneu
ver into the right position to head off a running grouse 
or pheasant.
|H y o n  dog runs like minji you might want to check 
the different beepers on the market to find which you 
can hear best at a distance. I do well with the Tracker’s 
low-pitched signal. My friend Dave Zinn, on the oth
er hand, prefers the pitch of the Tritronics beeper. He 
probably has better hearing than me in the high fre- 
quencies.

In my experience, the various beepers make ducks 
flush wild, but not upland birds. I have not seen the 
reasons explained, so here’s my try. A gallinaceous 
bird—unlike a duck-Eis a creature of ground cover. It 
evolved to elude predators by hiding or running, when 
possible. A skulking grouse is already escaping. Its 
defense systems are turned on, and one additional 
stimulus—a beeper-Btells it nothing that it did not 
know already. A beeping noise may even relax the 
bird a little by making the predator easy to locate. 
This is only my gue|§, mind you. What I know for 
sure» that even spooky Hungarian partridge will hold 
twenty minutes while Huckleberry is standing there 
beeping at them.

Aside from trouble in snow, then, I have only one 
complaint about theUracker: Huckleberry is able to 
knock its exposed switch into the off position. He 
happens to be a Type A personality, the hunt-till-you 
drop kind, and he hits the brush hard. A slower-mov
ing dog might not have the same problem.

For more than a century, American field-trial com
petitors have been breeding fast, staunch, eager point
ers with good noses, while American hunters have 
been complaining that the trial winners were too wide- 
ranging for real bird cover. Some of the complaints 
were well founded. The trials did produce some self
hunting “coat dogs|H the kind you’d lose, leave your 
coat for, and come back to pick up the next day, with 
luck. But there are also hard-driving, fast pups that 
do not get lost. They just get on point.

The hills are alive with the sound of hunters plead
ing with their dogs to put in an appearance. If you 
have found yourself getting hoarse in the field, some
thing is wrong—no argument there—and perhaps the 
cure is a different kind of dog. On the other hand, a 
beeper might demonstrate that the pup is doing what
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it is supposed to do. You might even discover that you 
have the dog of a lifetime.

Dennis Kavanagh is a Montana outfitter who runs 
three SSnglish setters and two shorthairs. Both ■ hs,̂  
however, have a soft spot for young Coulee—a setter 
with a gift Mr keeping in touch. Coulee finds his share 
of birds without losing his boss. This is relaxing, as 
Dennis says, and beyond that, it is pleasurable. Coulee 
will range out a quarter-mile on the prairies, looking 
for partridges and sharptails, but he knows where 
Dennis is. Always. If Dennis drops out of sight I  
Coulee comes right back to locate him. A bell is super
fluous, even when: hunting Mearns quail in the live 
oaks. The pup adjusts his range. But Coulee still needs 
a beepe^Bset to give a point-signal only. While 
Coulee won’t lose Dennis, Dennis can lose Coulee on 
point.

When Dennis and I hunt togetheSwe have to use 
compatible beepers on Coulee and Huck. My every-

NOVEMBER / DECEMBER 1992

day Tracker turns out to be sort of antisocial. It’s great 
for hunting alone, but it drowns out Dennis’s quieter 
Scott beeper. The solution is for me to borrow his 
spare Scot* The two make slightly different sounds, 
allowing each of us to keep in touch with his own dog.

A remarkable thing happens after a while: I hear 
Huck and tune out Coulee. I did not know that my 
brain was capable of a trick likemiat. The experience 
caught me by surprise, made me realize that there is 
more than efficiency to be gained by staying in touch 
with a pup.

For most i f  us, dogs become extensions of our own 
personalities, but there is little fun in having a second 
personality if you don’t know what it’s doing. The 
purpose H ponic devices, bells oifteepqíB is to.keep 
your ears involved when your eyes cannot do the job. 
You get more hours per day of the emotions for which 
you wentinto the coverts.

I don’t like beeper!, exactly, but I like that feeling.
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The Woodcock gun m
by John Wilkes, 
engraved by Malcolm
Appleby: the locks engraved in relief with woodcock 
wings, with landscape glimpsed between the pri
maries; the toplever and bottom strap engraved with 
plumage and scales; and the bottom strap extending 
to an engraved foot. (Photo courtesy of Adrian Weller 
at Sotheby’s)

BY DOUGLAS TATE

Throughout the centuries the creation of the finest 
firearms has resulted from the combination of the 
technical brilliance of one or more master crafts
man, the genius of an artist/designer, and the good 

taste of a wealthy patron.
The difficulties of locating lock makers, Stocker^ and 

barrel borers were great enough. Then came the prob
lem of finding an engraver, but perhaps most difficult 
of all was the question of who would buy the finished 
gun? Tom Purdey was so aware of the difficulties of 
patronage that he gratefully wrote Bthe best friend 
Purdey’s ever had,” or some similar comment, next to 
the names of generous customers in hi# records on at 
least three occasions.

In 1969, Malcolm Appleby was studying at the Royal

Ignoring the traditional bou
quet and scroll, engraver 

Malcolm Appleby has I 
duced some truly 

unique guns.

College of Art and was also serving a part-time appren
ticeship with John Wilkes, the Beak Street gunmaker, 
as an engraver. Malcolm had an idea for embellishing 
a gun ||ia t was so unorthodox, so radical, that a bene
factor who would not exert his own influence would be 
difficult to find. He solved this problem in a novel way 
by saving hHown money until he could afford an unfin
ished gun, “in the white,” from John Wilkes. He then 
engraved the gun as an entire woodcock!

The sweeping curve of the chilton locks wasHeliel 
engraved with the bird’s wings, with landscape glimpsed 
between the primaries. The toplever and bottom strap 
were engraved with plumage and scales, and bottom
strap extended to an engravedjpot.

I asked Malcolm Appleby what had inspired so rev-: 
olutionary a design.MHe concept rather than the inspi
ra tio n ! he said,“was to make the gun into a totem
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L e g e n d s

D a t u s  P r o p e r

Big John
When he slipped, 

he did it with style.

j way gf' keeping me awake on
the road. Space;' between seat 
and sleering^Wheel^being

¡¡¡|.Jg§ tHht* he stuckBiis. arms
B H F  through the wheel', steered the 
oldfip/hevypickup withR^felbowsj' and 
used his hands to explain the tying of 
the Bietenduefel Beede. I . Watched 
very carefully. His big fingers had 
played a lot! of football, but his tiny 
trout flies; were . of museum quality. 
And besides, there might be a slippery 
patch coming up in the road.

If I skidded into the role of straight 
man* it was because John’s act left no 
choice. At our first stop,' he put away 
three eggs,|sausage, and buttered 

/toast, while I had a bowl of muesli 
with skim milk. Down the road a few 
milesyjohn slipped into a convenience 

: stdire for $S8riamon rolls while I 
pumped the gasoline. Then;}we 

glteered toward Gene Todd’sA 
farm for coffee and cookie's/;/

Jo h n  likediffl spend; timelf^ 
with farmers in general-^B 
perhaps because they 
knew as much about 
troubles; as he did—and 
Gene was a special, two- 

/cup friend. Over the 
coffee wefepecided on 
several football coaches 

§Who should be fire«N  
though Gene m igj||y 
have preferred to get at 
more pressing work. It 
was after noon when Big 
John and I started into 
the fields with our tradi

tio n a l hunters’ farewell, 
which was me telling him to 
take it easy because he was more than 
I could carry back.

As/we, were leaving the house, the 
season’̂  first winter storm blew into

the valley. A jackrabbit bolted l i th e  
howl of the storm. John’s/Fudge, a 

g e rm a n  Vshorthair pointer bitch, 
boiled after the hare/1 tried to send 
ai^harp menage to myjpwn dog, but 
my lips/were too cold;, 
tcft seal abound the 
whistle and the sound 
rcame ou t iai^tphoot- 
phoffl instead of tweet- 
tweet. If my pup failed 
to;j oin the chafI, it was 
only because he had 
picked up the .scent oft 
pheasant.

The rooster tried to 
fly directly into-Jie gale 

/and I might have got 
him, except for a prob
lem I ’d Tether no t 
mention. Pup watched 
me miss>t^icey looked back at me, 
and ;yipped.' John a sk ^ /th e  same 
question. Fact 11 that our 
dogs had created a ¡¡it of ‘w k  
confusion that morning 
in the moteS and -.

“If I skidded 
into the role 
of straight 

man, it was 
because 

John’s act left 
no choice.”

somehow the lo weft, half oft,my Jpng 
underwear had gotten on backwards. 
This might not have become a prob
lem except for the two cups, of cof
fee, or maybe it was three, the effects 

of which hiftftnft; just as 
the pup tightened oh/ 
point. §brt of cramped 
my swipg/f y 

If that bird had h o \3  
ered in frohtSfof Big 
John® however, he 
would have hit it re
gardless of excuses. He 
shot, all five o f his shot
guns well despite vary
ing stock dimensions. & 
had/ to stick to 4̂ ne 
gun, but then T^was/ 
used to being the skin
ny kid who dropped 

passes. John was the husky guy who 
caught them, got a football scholar
ship to college, and might ha^I had 
an offer to play professionally, except 
that he’d had the bad luck to be 
scouted right after a; night on the 
Bwn. Thirty years later he could still 

walk fast, though not fast enough 
to keep up with his dog. It’s too 

bad that dogs need more train
ing than guns.

Fudge had 
chased down the 

jackrabbit by the 
time we found her a 

couple of miles aw ajj 
John scolded her, but 

she knew that he would 
have shot the hare if she had
n’t beaten him to it. When a 
big whitetailed jack volun
teered for removal from the 
gene pool, John found the 
temptation as hard to pass 
up as cigarettes, poker ma
chine/- and the couch in 

front, of the television seft Hp/ 
was the world’s largest teddy bear, 
smiling shyly as he teetered at the/ 

edge of one fall or another, and I kept 
reaching to pull him back.

Big John’s slips, had results that you 
could never quite see in time to inter-
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The u ltim a te  ATV moves o u t w ith  th e  m ost 
in no va tive  autom atic transmission on the planet. 
O ur dua l-ran ge, Ultra ma tic™ Drive mmm 
System is the only autom atic th a t 
gives you loads o f seamless pulling W  /  \  ^  
power and the extra confidence o f ' y o g
consistent engine braking.

I t  takes a massive amount o f power to  shrink your 
world down to size. That's why the Grizzly's new 
600cc class engine is bigger and more 
powerful than anybody else's. A n d , as 1 
i f  th a t w asn't eno ugh , a vibra tion - I Sr
canceling counter-balancer makes this 1 \  ^ 5 % ) .  j 
brute as smooth as it  is strong. K  }

Our convenient, dual-rate rear suspension system lets 
you tai lor the Grizzly's ride to  the next 
task or tra il w ith ou t ever stepping o ut l.
o f the saddle. One pull o f a handy. 
co ckpit-m oun ted lever stiffens or H A l  
softens your spring-rate in seconds.

There's more to the Grizzly than we can shrink to fit 
this space. See it  in person at your Yamaha dealer, 
and shrink your world down to size*

far tbe Y»mftiia ATV tfeater nearest yee salt; t -800 88-ŸAlVlAHA. Visit oor website at www.yantaba-inotor.ceiB 
S 1387 Yaoiaba Motor Corporation, V.8.A. (Cypress, CA 90630)
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Ace
puts the

red vest
to the tGSt

The shaded* areas, offhy-exterior wdjjjjsl 
argpea^l^ mildewed, d<||p| 
prepare ,thmi-fSr '/epain ting ;
Wash with a solution of one.part 
household chlorine bleach to three- 
parts water, let soak 30 minutes, rinse 
well and allow to dry before painting 
(wear protective eyewear and gloves 
when using bleach solutions). Topcoat 
with a premium quality paint that 
contains mildewcide, like Ace Royal 
Shield Exterior Paint.

. Cleaning up after painting i^^tjof^er, 
kespecially wh^mlrr^^miupted in the 
middmpfia job. Got any^mortcSMfm 
You can keep wet brushes from drying 
between coats by wrapping them in 
plastic food-wrap, and for longer peri
ods store the brushes in your freezer.

How dan. tfkyoid variations^ color 
ibetween areas fpdif^yith- a roller; 
and areas around windows or doom 
that I pairilg§jih a brush?
Paint blends when it’s wet, so if areas 
you’ve cut in with a brush are allowed 
to dry, the paint stacks up in layers. 
Don’t use the brush to cut-in around 
any more area than you can roll-out in 
10 to 15 minutes.

other buddies, and by next season 
¡¡¡ohn would have to look for anoth
er place- to do his own hunting.

Cheyf | ckup cab held 
the lighter residues of his old 

Ijj life—dog whistles and radar de
l i  tector dangling from the mir- 

ror, guns lining the roof and 
back window, maps stashed be

hind the seats. Loose gear included 
binoculars, sunglasses, ammunition, 
and knives. Fudge would rearrange 
these items to her satisfaction by turn
ing around three times before she 
went to sleep on the seat. Usually what 
fell out was just soft-drink cans. She 
felt bad about the new camera.

The rest of the gear was stowed safe - 
lmunder the camper top, and the 
weight blew out four tires on one an
telope hunt.

I always offered to drive my own 
truck—both hands on the wheel—but 
moving John’s equip
ment was out of the 
question. That’s why 
we found ourselves 
stranded on the banks 
of a trout stream one 
August when the 
Chevy’s ignition mod
ule got fried. John 
hiked east toward the 
road to hitch a ride. 
Unfortunately^ the 
road was to the south.

Before our next 
hunting season, John 
put a new engine in 
the old truck and got 
heavy-duty tires—all 
four of them at once. The Chevy 
showed its appreciation by taking us 
far back into sage grouse country be
fore dawn.

John looked for birds moving to
ward alfalfa while I worked deeper into 
the sagebrush. I passed up the mature 
cocks, which held at the end of long 
scent trails, and took three delicious 
young birds. John shot whenever his 
new pup, ¿¿Traveler, did everything 
right. Two of his birds were huge, 
tough old bull grouse, but the pup 
was worth it. Gunner and dog were 
both prancing when they got back to 
the Chevy. In hindsight, it might have 
been better to let Traveler finish his 
dance outside the cab, because he 
managed to lock the door while the 
engine was running and John andH 
were still both outside.

“Big John had 
no family 

when I met 
him, unless you 

counted the 
pointers, which 

he certainly 
did.”

John tied a lot of flies ovEiy(THE  ̂
winter and I made some Bietenduefel , 
Beetles, too, but an accident in May 
derailed our fishing plans. He turned 
Fudge and Traveler loose together for 
exercise. Fudge found a jackrabbit and 
chased it. Traveler tagged along. 
Neither came back. John never 
learned what got them, but a lost dog 
is always in trouble in this country. 
John spent fishing season roaming the 
hills, asking farmers if they had seen his 
canine family. He blamed himself, but 
wondered why he had to get caught 
every time he slipped up.

He was lucky to get a new shorthair, 
named Jake, who"was better than 
Fudge and perhaps as good as Traveler. 
Come October, we all hunted together 
in tall grass planted under the 
Conservation Reserve Program. John 
got one pheasant over a point, then 
lost^yjake. Whistled for him. Cussed 
him out. Accused him of chasing 

jackrabbits. Found him 
far off, hidden in the 
grass, holding another 
rooster. I remember 
the shot, which \Yas, 
perfect: I remember 
the promise, too. John 
said that he would get 
a beeper-collar before 
he lost another dog. 
He’d had enough of 
avoidable accidents. 
^ S e  did not expect 
what happened next 
and neither did I, not 
so soon. After pulling 
out of so many skids, 
John had come to 

seem almost immortal. I wanted to be
lieve that his heart operations had 
made him as healthy as his truck with 
the new engine ̂ Even so, I had a habit 
of looking across the fields to be sure 
that his massive figure was still stand
ing, still all right.

Sally called late one evening to tell 
me about John’s last hunt. A group 
from the local chapter of Pheasants 
Forever had taken some young people 
out, she said, to teach them the ways; 
of birds and dogs. John had yolun- 
teered, leaving his gun in the pickup 
so that he could guide a twelypyear- 
old boy. Instead, the boy had to run 
for help when his coach collapsed. Big 
John’s big heart had given up too 
soon, but in the right placegi*g^~ 
out in the field on a November 
afternoon.



fere with fa ll  One day^along the 
Madison Rivel^for example, a car with j 
California license plates braked to a j 
stop and two young women, each in i 
cutoff jeans and a mosquito-friendly i 
top, jumped out to watch John send 70 ; 
feet of line whistling over the stream. 
v ^Look,”|§said Me sworn an with : 
brown hair||fHe’s fly fishing!”

encouraged, John made a : 
smoking backcast, sloshed farther out, j 
doubleJlauled his line, and dropped 
from sight. Only his hat remained \fpsY 
ble, but it was a Great White Hunter 
model and it floated with panachcpgHe 
emerged spouting, grabbed the. hag  
and gurgled back to the bank with 
waders full of water.
HBlt doesn’t look like much fun,7" 
said the blonde.

Big John had i^Sfamily of his own 
when I met him, unless you counted 
the pointers, which he certainly did. 
He and Fudge and two retired short- 
hairs were denned up in what looked 
like Yosemite Sam’s winter cabin. A 
forest ofirod-tubes sprouted in a cof^ 
ner, a 'school of stuffed trojfi: fmnecC$ 
across the walls, a pride of fly-tying 
furs sunned on the table, and. a belly- 
boat relaxed on the sofa.
||& f| need to get the place cleaned 
out,” John said.

“You need to get married,” I said. I 
thought I was kidding.

F e B h I ™  EfC 
■  ev e ry th in g —alm q li. They.: 
H  moved into a house that Salfg; 
^  kept neat despite John’;s en- 

H  m  tertainment center with three 
11| ( f  remotes. She was;, moreover, 
around to cheer him up when his 
outboard m otor jumped o ffjthe  
transom in deep water, and she 
continued fishing with" him even afi 
t6r she got stuck in the mud during 
their first float-tubing expedition. 
He was eating better, losing weight, 
and running the county’s alcohol- 
abuse program. It was the perfect 
job for John, because he Toyed 
helping people and they knew it.

He never turned down folios who 
were thirsty for hunting, elgher, ¿hd 
they remembered how fond they| 
were of John every fall. He wou|pf-; 
provide directions to a good bench 
for sharptails, very confidentially, to 
a fellow who would tell nobody but 
the two guys with him, each of 
whonfwas equally discreet with his

If you’re '̂Jacik Danieisirinker we’d lik'eto hear from you. How about dropping us a line.

JACK DANIEL’S W HISKEY is made w ith 
ironfree water from a Tennessee limestone cave.

In the Hollow w e’re never too hurried to pause 
for a drink from our Tennessee cave 
spring and give thanks for its ironfree 
water. You see, since 1866 this natural 
resource (and our charcoal mellowing 
process) have accounted for Jack 
Daniel’s uncommon rareness. And, 
we believe, for its uncommon 
number of customers and friends.

S M O O T H  S I P  P I N ’ 
T E N N E S S E E  W H I S K E Y

'A7 q̂riessee, * 4043% a 1 'pïffi*11 and
^JpiDanielRtillery, Lem Motlow, Proprietgr/^M l, Lynchburg (Pop 36^ Je n n Â æ ,3735,^: 

1 gißtef*@f t/iê nited Sfate-s Goéĉ inwntifc ih



by D a t u s  P r o p e r
I L L U S T R A T I O N  BY S A L  C A T A L A N O

S a tu rd a y ’s p h e a sa n t sn eak ed  o u t  o f  a w o o d y  
b o t to m , s l i th e re d  th ro u g h  scrag g ly  alfalfa 
r ig h t  in  f ro n t  o f  m e, a n d  ra n  u p  a grassy  k n o b  
in  th e  d is tan ce . I c a u g h t n o  g lim p se  o f  th e  
b ird , m in d  y o u , b u t  m y d o g  fo llo w ed  i t  o u t  
o f  th e  b ru sh  a n d  sh o w ed  m e w h a t was g o in g  
o n . X e n o p h o n ’s n o se  w as n o t  h ig h  in  th e  air 
as i t  w o u ld  have b e e n  fo r a h o t  tra il, b u t  he 
w as n o t  p u z z lin g  o u t  s ta le  sce n t, e ith e r. I 
g u essed  th a t  o u r  q u a r ry  h a d  a 1 0 0 -y a rd  lead .
L ong before I could  climb th e  knob, 

Xeno had disappeared over its top, a 
dark-brown wiggle in a field faded yel
low. O n my right flank was David King, 
making better time than me, partly 

because he had enough sense to  skirt the hill. David 
is in good shape, too. H e is a physician who limits 
himself to 16 hours o f work a day, unless a patient 
gets sick, and keeps in shape by doing aerobic exer
cise—preferably chasing pheasants. W ith David 
around I push myself a little harder because he 
knows the difference between a red face and an 
emergency room  case.

From the top o f the knob, I could hear Xeno—just 
barely—from where he was standing on point. H e had 
followed his bird down the far side o f the hill, across a 
dirt lane, and up the steep side o f a bench.

Pheasant trailing, you see, has been adapted from  
wild boar trailing; it’s a very old sport. We have no 
wild boars in my part o f  the world, bu t the feeling 
is the same and the pheasants taste better. The main 
problem  is that my dog cannot tell us where he is

holding game at bay, so we hang a beeper around 
his neck and pretend  that it is a horn  blowing the 
assembly call.

In  the days when gods and humans hunted 
together, boars caused devastation—even on Mt. 
Olympus—and killed some o f the m ortal men called 
in to help. Xenophon chases pheasants in the heroic 
m anner and expects David and me to  do our duty, 
too. I t ’s good to  have a dog like this once in a life
time. I am no t sure I could survive another.
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then aimed with excruciating precision 
and missed a second shot at very long 
range, which was how I learned that the 

ft • cock was moving right along.
David tried too hard with his first 

t * ■ shot, like me, but swung through with
; his second barrel. I knew that the pheas- 

ant had lost its bet even before the puff 
of feather. This game is all in the head.

There is, however, one part beyond 
my ken. Why did that rooster sit tight 
when Xeno circled it? Perhaps it paused 

y t o  gather its breath for flight, discov- 
ered that the predator on its trail had 

' stopped, too, and found stillness less 
risky than movement. Or perhaps the 

J c/:; bird simply gave up, like the Trojan 
• vy„ \v,v * : warrior who threw himself at Achilles’ 

feet. O f all mythic heroes, Achilles wa§ 
the most intense; he did not relent. : 
Neither did Xenophon.

j H M  David and I had often seen the same 
i  pattern in old cocks: The farther one

runs, the more likely it is to hold tight 
\ at the end of the trail. Dog and prey 

A ■■ reach some kind of understanding—a

jBpBwW■ Xeno brought me the trophy and -I
laid it out on the grass, feathers glow-: 
ing, long tail slightly curved from 
crouching in cramped quarters. David 

«■BBMMfal and I flopped beside our quarry.
“Nothing else could make me work 

- ] that hard,” David said.
MBBSwBI We humans would have gi\'en

1 hearts more time to stop pounding, 
but Xenophon held his nose high,

■ caught a message on the breeze, and 
started off, moving his head from side 
to side with a new thread of scent. We

HHh R  R u n n e r s
g ^ g | g jm ^ | O u r  m e t h o d  m a y  s t r i k e  y o u  a s  t h e  

hard way to get a pheasant dinner. Bear 
in mind, however, that the roosters we 

chase are utterly wild and hard to find. It would be a 
thrill to see birds rising in waves from the fields where 
such things happen, but I have no reason to complain 
and have heard no gripes from David King, except that 
he could use more time off. There is always a place for 
us to stretch legs and lungs, always a fast dog slicing arcs 
from sunlit hillsides. There just isn’t much shooting.

Ours, then, is a method for scarce pheasants. It 
would not make sense to follow a rooster up Mount 
Olympus if the flatlands below were full of birds.

David trotted up the bench and then kept moving 
till he and Xeno blocked the bird’s escape on the far 
side. I sneaked in on the near corner of the triangle.

What happened next was the most colorful part of my 
life since the fireworks on July 4—the part when they 
played “The Star-Spangled Banner” and we all leapt to 
attention. From tan grass burst a fluster of red and green, 
gorgeous and almost within reach. It was an optical illu
sion that made a fast bird look slow just long enough to 
throw off my timing. I jerked into action, fired too soon,
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Before Xenophon, I had the notion that some 
pheasants, at least, simply hid as hunters approached. 
It was an idea that came from sporting prints o f 
dogs on point. The dogs were always shown in 
whatever pose was fashionable at the tim e-stand ing  
tall or crouching, tails high or low—looking stat
uesque, anyhow. The birds were painted standing in 
front o f  the dogs’ noses, equal
ly immobile.

In  fact, however, wild pheas
ants are m oving targets, 
w hether on the ground or in 
the air. You m ight catch one on 
its roost early in the m orning 
or during a winter storm , bu t 
m ost adult birds sit only after 
they have tried everything else, 
and then only if the ground 
cover is good enough to  con
ceal them.

In smaller fields, you can fol
low the runners at a human 
pace, pushing them toward an 
edge where they will have to  flush. H unting is often 
organized around edges—but experienced roosters 
avoid them if possible, and habitat today may be 
extensive. Over the last decade, landowners in the 
Conservation Reserve Program have idled 36 million 
acres o f cropland, much o f it in large pieces.

Remember watching a pup running wild and 
flushing pheasants far ahead? There were more birds 
in the field than you expected, weren’t there? What 
if Buster could have held them?

You c a n ’t catch  a  pheasant 
O f course, you can hold  your dog to  a human 
pace, but if you do, an experienced pheasant will get 
farther and farther ahead o f you. O n occasions when 
David and I have chased winged roosters over bare 
fields, they have run at about twice our speed. 
Fortunately, the dog is twice as fast again. I don’t 
know the speeds in miles per hour, but they vary with 
conditions, anyhow. The ratio stays about the same at 
1:2:4 for human ‘.pheasant :dog.

In those figures is the reason you need a dog that 
trails at high speed and holds a bird till you catch up. 
The principle is the same for all species from quail on 
up. Pheasants just happen to run fastest and farthest 
before they hold.

The advantages o f the trail-and-point m ethod are 
obvious for us humans. The canine side o f the deal, 
however, is harder to  understand. Why should a dog 
contribute so much o f the team ’s skill and strength, 
and then hold the pheasant for you? Why should he 
hun t for you till he collapses in your arms after his 
last, pain-relieving injection? The answer, I think, is

that for the dog, there is no deal. H e sees himself as 
part o f  you, and you as part o f  him.

I am a pack hunter, too, but I lack the courage to 
merge. I am better than my dog at conceptual thinking, 
and it is hard to be heroic when you understand conse
quences. I worry about the Fates cutting my thread 
when David King is not around. I wonder i f  Xeno would 

know enough to howl.

B ecom in g a hero  
D og  and human  had already 
been working together for ages 
when the original Xenophon, a 
Greek general and historian, 
w rote about the chase some 
2,400 years ago. Since then the 
good  genes, surviving wars, 
pestilence, canine beauty con
tests, and m odern field trials, 
have been passed on to  some 
dogs in every generation.

My Xeno is a Germañ shorthair 
; pointer from a field-trial line, but
t he became what field-trial contestants deplore—a dog 
Í; that thinks for himself. Trailing came instinctively to 
: Xeno when he was a pup, but judgment had to be 
; learned one lesson at a time. How hard can you push 
; a rooster? How wide a loop should you run to  cut it 
\ off? How close should you get for the point? How 
: soon should you resume trailing if the bird sneaks out? 
i All this may sound too much like human reasoning 
; to  those who do not accept that dogs have a kind of 
* consciousness. Whatever the explanation, Xeno did 
pleach himself to stand and deliver—though, o f course,
: there were failures. The ground cover might have 
| been too thin, the pheasant too spooky, or the pup too 
I bold. Caution was the hardest lesson.
; Xenophon’s faults are shared by his humans; we 
have been no faster to learn. We show too much zeal 
in an enterprise that is no t listed on the stock 
exchange. We exhaust our lives’ energies chasing 
risky propositions,

Xeno’s virtues, on the other hand, are his own, and 
they stand out more clearly as his muzzle grows gray. 
David and I may see grass move as a bird passes 
through, but the vision is fleeting, like a breath o f 
wind on calm water. To stay with the trail, we must 
free our spirits to run on four legs. Dog looks back, 
urges us to keep the faith. His courage pulls us along.

In the old days, Artemis was both goddess o f the hunt 
and protector o f wildlife (head o f the Olympic Fish and 
Wildlife Service, you might say). On the assumption that 
she still keeps up with her reading, we have a favor to ask 
o f her. I f  there are pheasants in the Elysian fields— 
and we know you wouldn’t  settle for less, ¿ggjSL 
ma’am—may we please bring Xenophon along?
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Once in a while , against all 
odds, things go right. And 
the country where they do 

becomes sacred to us.

in  our

5 4  THE FISH IN G  GAME 
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make you a better caster.

4 4  A N TELO PE W ITH  W INGS 
by Oatus Proper

In the middle o f nowhere, walk west 
to the edge o f fa tigue to fin d  birds that 

epitomize the spirit o f the prairie.
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59 - East Coast stripers face yet another threat from commercial fishing. But you can help. 
Also, Delaware deer hunters get second-chance seasons; West Virginia offers whopper winter 
walleyes; and ice-fishing hotspots abound in Maine, Vermont, New York, and Massachusetts.
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* 4t gt#|̂ y;4)i'6'¡ungIa1'iioSröii|tnäfr]e; tif prairi| chic|;^B 
a^ihdead, it n lö r|tha»^H

on the wing. Now we^äjri pßfftilt |  llfef what itBSlIy^B 
the spirit of the p rd il^ p

Antelope with Wings

/n'Datus Proper

m of

mmdmriii £8$4Wid' $88 
romanticize the pränt^R 

WmmirJte

Supper.”

T
his is a SWry about the prairie, and
A B Ö f y  THE GROTpE THAT LIVE THERE AjtfEY 
THE DO^pTHLÄT:. RUN A R Q J^ Y  'aETE;R * m i i

groijM  There are no peob|S^t® ^ lutter
THE L A N D S C ^ ^ M ^  YOU*
ONE SKINNY EiqURE- ’ S T lg ^ N b  UP LIKE A. 

SOAPWEED STALK. THE G IUVS^Ö ^
LONELY, THOUGH. IT 'SIGHS AND 

SMELLS GOOD, » ^ ^ lND BENDS AND RfSffl UNDER MY 
’BOOTS, LIFTING ME TO THE RIDGä I yHER^'Ä VERY OLD
America^ gamebird- ^ ^ ^ I I
, Last September, I drove m |g version o f the prairie 
schooner to South Dakota’s grasslands, inhere the 
prairie chicken still lives as it always has, not confused

in the least. I, however, needed advfcre. One experi
enced hunter told me to look for E cantelope with 
wings.” Most o f the crowd leave prairie chickens alone 
after opening ¡weekend, he said, not because they are 
scarce but because they m il® and hide in the;
middle o f nowhere, "You have to like distance to lo w  
prairie grouse.

Meadowlark matins came from all directions, on that 
first morning, cascading like church bellsR |om  the vol
ume, you wpuld have expected musicians as big as os
triches. A solitary cottonwood seemed like the plate to 
stop because there was no other place in sight, only 
grass. And besidW^I hoped that my spoiled puppy 
yuuld  be soothed by the shade. She was ululating!
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a Prairie chickens 

fly for miles 

and hide 

in the middle of 

nowhere.?'{

^Moooooop^iaritich lilcfo 
th e , ihaide n S th e §  
tied yfo railroad 
tracks ; irï hom e - 
steader movies jgrar 
sustained anguish, 
tiny Tesfobeat them 
aU.

ThS* pup’s sire, 
on the other hand, 

X-was re liv e d  that 
sh é ^ Œ ld  not be coming along tifspoil his bird/york. 
Huckleberry andfTess are German shorthaired point- 
ers—the kind tf|at would rather eat miles than breakfast.

Huck and I skirted the snowberry brush fo:â|long 
drayÿ. Half a mile upK|l| he crept into a near-point, nosed 
around, then f^ ^ ^ M p & n t offr.the side d f the draw and 
xxitfof sight. He wasiéàiling uphill but doiynwind^ which 
¿fo tricky. By the foine I came over thé top, he had run a 
loop and was pointing back toward me, upwind, game 
between The hard part was over and I could oSffllet 
the team down. It was the kind of pass I hated to drop, 
back when I  thought I could play football.

MfielbowSsayed me this time, clamping the stock 
while grouse flushed in dfcftn directions, mote orders# 
When the birds \ypre far Œough oüt and saying tu t- tu t-  
tu t  all at same time, the gun came up and a grouse came 
down. Huck found it in a patch of rose hips big as mar
bles and red as blood.

M p  firspDakofa bird was, however, not a prairiy 
chicken but a sharp tail grouse. I should have known 
from all the tutting. Pinnates/are less vocal than sharp- 
tails and do not hang out in brushy draWs/1 had been 
hunting the species I already knew instead of the one?.I 
wanted to meet.

As the shadows grew sharper, Huckleberry made quar
ter-mile casts, running arcs for scent that was not there, 
drawing curlicuésfaround possibilities invisible to me. He., 
sliced did infinite grass into pieces I could discern. By: 
comparison to close-up work on skittish birds, the long 
search stretched legs anffiungs but was easy on the brain 
for both of us. ItWas -as beautiful as hunting gets.

In time, Huckleberry’s arcs turned into tangents^ try
ing to lead me anywhere except back to the truck. When 

vwe got there, however, he was content,Iffiÿing .demon
strated that there are good smells left: m the world to 
provide work for an honest bird dog.

We drove deeper into the prairie, then, as far as the 
dirt road would take us(, far from treéfoand the red-tailed 
hawks that perched in them. We parked where a harrier 
circled and prairie chickens just , might be hiding, and 
there ! released foe pup. Her sire turned his head away-' 
refusing » w a tc h  us leave without him.

Tes$ was a year old and built like one of those dress-up

dolls that make little girls a s |® rto  anorexi^Jfhe kind 
with inflariS chest, depressed waist, and legs much longer , 
than necessary to. reach foe ground. She' floatedlgtet foe 
firsfih^J-hour, skimming foe grass instead ofoweaving 
forougfgit. During occasional returns to earth, foe pup 
'Could have collided with anything^ grouse for'porcupine 
or snake. When I galled her in, she Tolled onto her back 
and wriggled, which is her method of appeasing cranks of 
all persuasions, human and canine. I sat to cool my dizzyf 
damsel and foe breeze pushed a shadow over us. 
f ■ Wqy?c|C right in foe middle o f  America, where eastern 
heat BBfes up cloud’fo. and western clarity giv0 them 
sharp edges; TjMbottoms started just out of reach, flat 
and earth-colored. The tops ;wCre whiter than popcorn, 
billowing; monstrous, exultant, and voluptuous, any
thing a lonely speck of a man could want. If  you have not - 
dreamed on ^  cloud lately, it is because only foe prairies 
haw room  for a sho^y like that.

WhehMeSndyed off again, Sfes^§ta^Mi in tiWgiriss but 
most of mehyas in foe sky. It was not ah out- of- bod\|fey-y ’■ 
perienc^-rafoer an awareness of head and feet in differ
ent realms. For this feeling, you have to walk westrto foe 
edge of fatigue. The east never had sky, even before the 
smog. Thoreau did not write about sky, nor Emerson. 
$ky hid in foe trees for them and merged with foe sea. 
On fodprairie, sky is a place tofowfM

I  CAME DOWN TO WHEN^&B^Sj f̂eCEhr T ^
water and, having refreshemPherself), -discovered 
grouse. first scent must have been f f | | | i |  wall 
because she almj||t turned a somersault when she 
hit it. Only puppies make that kind of poirit,^in
spirational bufptupid. I put m ||hand  under her 

tail and pushed her forward, steadying her. She felt like a 
beeil buz A  vibrating cfeaŜ  down her spine. The birdsil 
however^ had moved on.K essm und them within 100 
yards but must have heard them running away from hCr 
point, because she charged in and flushed foe whole pack.

They .were real prairie chickens this time, sharp-ed'geJl 
by sun,/big birds in neat Brown tweed .cfohfy swung past 
to look m^foVer, curious as antelripp, then fley? up over 
foe ridge and merged with foe Bottom rif|a\cloud.^ .No 
w onder falconers” 
consider this grouse
their most difficult « W e were where

¿quarry. The pinnate/-1 
co-evolved with, the 
swiftest »  raptors—
in danger whether Coo
hiding in the grass or 

¡¡|uring B n g f f ia |f f l  
fligh^w  food.

I b ro u g h t f t  
back to the , site o f/ 
the flush and made

Western clarity gives 

them sharp
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her stand while scent ran intbi her 
noSb. I could not detect the grouse, 
but a whiff of vanilla came from, dry
ing bluestem  g raS  and niy^jeam l 
pressed the scent from a herb-garden 
of sagewort. To my surprise, the air 
was calm at m .^ waist, though wind 
tugged at my hair. Tess had found—b>l 

mistake—a grouse oasis. We Jeep t on in theyle^ybf the 
ridge, looking for wind-sheltered patch®-of tall grass 
with a mixture of broad-leaved plants. fo«helter. . When 

ip o u  learned to see it, that prairie was more diverse than 
gjfome forests closer to home.

Back at the truck, I waited for the pup to jump in. 
Then I told her to;fennel, and still she did not moyeT' 

» in a llJ i 'I  noticed that she had brought me. a p r f |e n t . |l  
knelt as chivalrously as I could, with k n ee S tiff  from 
the distance, and accepted a yellow, dried-out foot of 
prairie chicken left over from some predators;m eal. 
Thus released, Tess whirled into her act o f contrition. 
She groomed the folds o f my shirt, swallowed two beg
gar VlicBburrs from a cuff, and nibbled my ear in case 
any fleas might be hiding out in  theifte. I told her that 
she was 4 fetching las|Jii

Hucklebefry is a dog not o f moods but agendas, and 
all he wanted from me that evening was a general di
rection. I set it  and saw him disappear over the ridge. 
When next I saw him, he was on point in the hollow 
where a spur joined our geometry. JMe was not flus
tered. ly/as.
BWmoyed down the jtidge till |;was> well .in front of 
Huck and caught the grouse between us again. This 
one gained speed downhill and tumbled 30 yards after 
it died in the air. At the shot, four more pinnates 
flushed and p o o p e d  down the same line. They re-; 
minded me o f something in their headlong flight, 
rocking slightly from side to side.

L ike many a Yank, / I  had H u|§pi^ red 
grouse while working overseas—Ireland, in 
my case—before meeting their counterparts 
closer to home. The native American bird 
was bigger than its prestigious relative, wore 
much the same tailored suit-with-waistcoat, 

and was,at least as fast pver the, contours, racing the 
stoop o f countless peregrin^through all the centuries. 
This bird did not deserve to be called chicken.

Cool air crept uphill even before a fringe of grass cov
ered the red rim of sun. Huckleberry wanted to hunt one 
more grouse, and another after that, another forever. ̂  
held him in.

When we neared our truck, the next generation saw us 
and yipped, eager as her sire but not half as useful. Old 

. Huckleberry could teach me anything, I thought, except 
how to be a puppy. ■

Antelope
with
Wings



mÊimmÈ̂ Èâm
IggitaS



»¡¡¡I

WiwM

m

mwÿ

m ß l M
-WM

A Æ K ^ ^ M p jé i

k - . v j

» M i

mm
ê â ê m

Ä Ä Ä Ä Ä «wmÊM$m^à$0
■ ■ ■ f f l n n i

I  frA^ff, m
W S ê M

Ä '4

« m i M
.-=•':• , ,V1 .. /,,,>  >‘:

i liwHE^SSWB

I i

4 8  • F i e l d  & S t r e a m ' JanuaimïffîiM



f m h

W iM i

■M'S6»Ŝ pfĉ
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mgh the snow near the banks of the Firehole River 
tion of Yellowstone National Park.

Wildlife policies 
anything but natural
By Da tu s  P r o p e r  
Special to The Times

ELLOWSTONE Park is Eden. But do not get out of your car and look 
too closely. Some of the native plants and animals that used to be com
mon are hard to find now. The park’s elk and bison have overpopulated 

their range and diminished its biodiversity. The problem in Eden is that its 
managers are afraid to manage.

The official oxymoron for a hands-off policy is “natural regulation,” a spiri
tual concept signifying a humble recognition that nature does many things 
better than humans. Alas, not even Yellowstone is big enough, or natural 
enough, to do without rational oversight.

I grew up in the park, cleared its trails, fought its fires and surveyed its 
campgrounds. I therefore appoint myself Adam (not an elective office) and 
provide this State of Eden message. It starts with a personal report on one of 
the favorite fishing holes of my youth.

You would not bother to fish this stretch of lower Glen Creek today be
cause it is shallow, sunburned and spread wide over bare gravel. However, na
ture has mechanisms to cure the damage: willows close in, stabilize the banks, 
narrow the stream, and yield in time to pines and aspens just like the ones that 
used to be there. But the overabundant elk eat the willows and aspens as soon 
as they sprout.

The degradation of lower Glen Creek is symptomatic of a park that today 
supports between 20,000 and 60,000 elk, depending on whose estimate you 
accept. There are also about 3,500 bison. Whatever the exact numbers, almost 
everyone agrees that they are larger than at any time in recorded history.

The park’s “research interpreter” tells the press that grazing by these na
tive wildlife species is having “a profound positive effect” on the northern 
range — but I see that the willows and aspens are no longer reproducing sue- 
cessfully. I find none of the beavers and ruffed grouse that used to live on wil
lows and mixed-age aspens. I discover that my old fishing holes are in trouble.

I wonder about the difference, if any, between a research interpreter and a 
spin-doctor. Administrators of other nature reserves across the country are 
trying as hard as those in Yellowstone to duck the issue of overabundant big 
game.A problem so widespread must be caused by perverse incentives.

The incentives are clear. A manager professing faith in “natural regula
tion” of wildlife makes the voters feel good. One proposing reduction of the 
herds would risk trouble in Congress.

The core problem is not the politicians and bureaucrats. The problem is us, 
the voters. Most of us are exposed to wild animals mainly through television 
programs. The gap between nature-lovers and nature has never been so wide. 
The apparent public consensus is that nature is sacred, Yellowstone’s nature 
is especially sacred, and it should be managed accordingly -  which is to say 
that it should not be managed at all.

I should think that a manager would look to biodiversity and water quality, 
in addition to forage, because there is more to Yellowstone than ungulates. If 
Glen Creek were on a private ranch, the owner would surely be advised tb re
duce his herd without further studies.

It would seem wise to err on the side of caution. Big-game species, have a 
way of turning into their own worst enemies. This is arid country with thin 
topsoil and a short growing season and not an easy ecosystem to restore.

In most of the world, there remains only one practical way to control popu
lations of big game: hunting. It would work in Yellowstone Park too, at no ebst 
to the taxpayers, and perhaps even at a profit.

Somebody in Montana had a brilliant idea. He got Native Americans in
volved with the bison. State wardens did the actual shooting, but then Indians: 
processed the carcasses, transported them back to the tribes, and talked elo
quently to the media.

Native Americans no longer live in the park, but there are plenty near Yel
lowstone, and they seem eager to help. They may provide less than an ideal 
solution, but real-world solutions are seldom ideal. If nobody can come up with 
a better idea, let’s call in the Indians. My old fishing holes need help.

Datus Proper is a hunter, writer and participant in the Gallatin Writers Group.
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when they are four weeks old. At 
feeding time, he whistles and calls 
them so they learn human contact 
is a pleasant experience. When they 
are nine or ten weeks old, Hoyle puts 
them back in the pen lest they learn 
to run off, but he plays with them 
every day. When they are three to 
four months old, he takes them to 
the field so they learn how to hunt 
birds£ not trash, and to look up to 
him.

At feeding time, Hoyle, shoots a 
blank pistol or bangs pans together 
so the pups get used to noise as they 
come to eat. Until the pups are 
about three months old, they are 
allowed to play and have fun.

Then Hoyle works the pups on 
pigeons with rod and reel to test 
their noses., If they appear to have 
a good nose, he continues to work 
them on pigeons until they are one 
year old. At this point he teaches 
the pups to whoa, heel, and come 
when called. This is accomplished 
in the yard with a check cord.

At this stage of their training, they 
are also force broken to retrieve if 
they are to be gun dogs. Hoyle 
teaches force retrieving with a mini- 
num of force by pressing the dog's lip 
against a tooth and putting a retriev
ing buck in his mouth as he is forced 
to open it. The pup is next taught 
to reach for the buck on the com
mand "fetch" by a pinch of the ear. 
When the pup has learned to pick up 
the buck from the ground and 
retrieve it, Hoyle begins to hide the 
buck in the grass and teaches the 
dog to hunt dead by making a game 
of it and letting the dog find the hid
den bird.

When these year-old pups have 
progressed this far, they are worked 
in the field on liberated birds. Hoyle 
uses a call-back pen with perhaps a 
hundred birds in it. The young pups 
are allowed to knock and chase the 
many birds set out in an open 
meadow until they begin to point on 
their own. At this point he begins 
to steady them up with the use of a 
check cord. He says he likes to keep 
pups steady to wing and shot all 
through the training, as it makes it 
easier to finish them on game. If a 
promising gun dog pup gives a good 
performance on birds, Hoyle believes 
strongly in killing a bird for him. He 
is not allowed to break shot and an 
assistant may bring the bird to him 
as his reward for a job well done. A

thoroughly finished gun dog will 
stand to the flush and shot, then 
hunt dead and retrieve on command.

Hoyle emphasizes the importance 
of keeping the pupil happy by con
ducting all training in a positive 
atmosphere. "If you want to train 
your dog," he says, "develop a rapport 
with him and get him to be your 
friend. Spend enough time with 
your dog so that he knows what you 
want him to do and never get him 
confused about what is expected of 
him." ,

To develop the natural hunting 
ability of a gun dog, Hoyle uses 
released coveys as well as the call 
pen, which is used for early develop
ment of puppies. The coveys are 
released in the fall, when they are 
about ten weeks old, and learn to 
fend for themselves as coveys. A 
feeder and waterer is used to get 
them started, then they learn to use 
natural foods and catch insects.

Having established coveys for 
training, Hoyle takes the pups to the 
field where they learn to come to 
voice or whistle. He changes course 
and direction to teach them to han
dle and even hides from them to see 
if they will come look him up. This 
also tests the ability of the dog to 
hear. Hoyle says many of the dogs— 
and pups—brought to him for train
ing have poor hearing or cannot hear 
at all. These dogs can be very 
difficult to handle and it is usually 
best to go on to another prospect 
with good hearing.

Hoyle says that he uses the elec
tronic collar but mostly for dogs that 
like to chase deer or are rebellious 
and do not want to handle.

"There are no shortcuts to 
developing a great young dog," says

Hoyle. "In some cases, the electron
ic collar can hamper the dog's ability 
to learn by trial and error, or stifle 
his natural power of reasoning. All 
yard training should be taught by 
repetition and coaxing, with the use 
of the least amount of force 
possible*"' I

When he evaluates a customer's 
dog that is new to the kennel, Hoyle 
looks at their intelligence, hunting 
instincts, whether they want to be 
with you when hunting, their nose 
and their ability to find birds.:JIt;fe 
difficult to do much with a dog that 
does not possess the above qualities 
to a high degree. In the training of 
dogs for the public, you run into all 
types of canine personalities, some 
with man-made faults that can be 
overcome and others with gene 
defects such as shyness and poor 
hearing that are difficult to 
overcome.

Among the many gun dogs and 
field trial dogs Hoyle has developed, 
a few outstanding dogs come to 
mind: the unforgettable White 
Knight, Red Water Rex? Miller's 
White Cloud, Ormond's Smart Alecl 
all Hall of Famers, along with out
standing champions Rex's Cherokee 
Jake and Dr. I.J.

From the first time I met this soft- 
spoken Mississippian, I felt that his 
winning personality and ability to 
develop good dogs would make him 
a success in his field. The record of 
dogs he has trained proves that my 
evaluation was Correct

If you would like a dog trained by 
Hoyle Eaton, contact him at Route 
2, Box 160, Booneville, Mississippi 
38829, or call him at 601/728-4852. 
He occasionally has pups for sale.

COOL 
GREEN 
COLOR

Shade-a-Pup■ H
KENNEL SHADE COVER
PROTECTS DOGS FROM THE HOT SUN. Blocks out 78% 
of sun's rays but lets air circulate. Tough, green synthetic 
fabric with brass grommets every two feet for fastening 
to kennel frames. Maintenance-free, will not rot or 
mildew. Custom sizes available to fit single kennel or 
multiple runs.
Call or write for free flyer.

THE MASON COMPANY
Dept. GD, • P.0. Box 365 • Leesburg, OH 451.35 •i,(800) 543-5567
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B dog for wild birds must be 
able to follow scent. All of 
them run, when they learn 
the ways of hunters, and 

pheasants run marathons. One cock 
recently led Huckleberry from a 
section-line almost to the next farm 
a mile away with me bringing up 
the rear. And that was before the 
shot.

After the shot—well, aslc yourself. 
The shot pattern is different every 
time, and sometimes it fails at its 
job. Or, more likely, your mind pat
tern is the problem. You have left 
the office, but the office has not left 
you. Your right brain (the hunter's 
hemisphere) has not yet taken over 
from the civilized left hemisphere. 
You aim too carefully, pull the trig
ger when your timing is off, and sud
denly there is a wing-tipped bird on 
the ground, heading for cover. You 
have a problem of conscience.

For the task that you face, retriev
ing is a euphemism. You could walk 
over and pick up your prey, if it were 
still where you saw it drop. You 
don't need it brought to you. You 
need it caught—and it can run much 
faster than you.

Fortunately your dog can do the 
job. He has the nose to follow the 
bird, the speed to catch it, and the 
desire to do so. Your task is to let 
him get on the trail instantly and 
pursue his genetic program without 
interference. This applies to all 
breeds (pointers, retrievers, and 
spaniels) when they are hunting 
dead. Each must work at top speedJ 
and the human partner is soon left 
behind.

Before the shot, on the other hand, 
your tactics depend on the kind of 
dog you have. A flushing dog must 
be within range or otherwise under 
control, but a pointer is not con
strained. It can trail as far and fast 
as necessary, on its own initiative, 
and then hold the rooster till the 
human hunter arrives. Pheasants 
and pointing dogs are made for each 
other, a natural match. And yet 
many pointers get lost on the trail. 
The bird has not changed—not in 
thousands of years—but some dogs 
no longer have what it takes.

I want an old-fashioned pointing 
dog to do the oldest task in hunting. 
I want a dog like those H.L. Betten 
saw trailing running birds a centu
ry ago. "One of the setters," he 
wrote, "would circle, race down on

a side line and almost in a flash head 
off the rapidly moving ringneclc— 
hang an anchor around his neck, so 
to speak."

I have hunted over dogs like that 
in Africa (Italian setterj|? Brazil 
(English pointers), and ¿Ireland 
(English pointers, English setters, 
German shorthaired pointers, and 
Irish setters). North America is, in 
fact, the only place I know where so 
many pointing dogs get befuddled. 
It's an upscale problem, something 
that happened when we acquired 
lifestyles,- bought gentlemen's dogsj 
and entered them in field trials. 
Listen to the owners of those dogs 
admiring their "class." It is a reveal
ing term.

My bias ought to be made explicit,; 
I am interested in hunting and fish
ing and nature, which are different 
words for the same thing. It is not 
a sport like tennis or golf. It is not 
a gentleman's pastime. It is life, and 
a dog leads me through it. If my 
interest were different, the dog 
would be different. If | |  were to 
switch from raising wildlife to rais
ing sheep, for example, I would pick 
a dog that did well at sheep trials; 
and feel confident that it would 
function equally well on my farm 
because,, after allJg the animals 
involved would still be sheep.

By comparison to sheep, however,! 
the pen-raised bobwhites we use for 
most trials are short of field 
experience. Tame birds have led to 
artificial rules which, in turn, have 
led to a stylized dog.

I did not understand how far the 
process had gone until recently. 
Perhaps I did not want to under
stand. Schematically, here is the 
sequence.
• American field-trial rules, which 

once rewarded dogs that could 
trail, began instead to penalize 
them.

• Contestants came to see the abili
ty to follow scent as a problem 
rather than an asset.

• Breeders tried to eliminate trailing 
skills from bloodlines.
Perhaps none of this was foreseen.

Contestants simply followed their 
incentives, as humans usually do. 
Breeders certainly thought that they 
were doing a good thing by breeding 
prize-winning dogs. Hunters like 
me looked on uncomprehending. 
Our pointers lost an ancient talent

one gene at a time, just as a certain 
bird on Mauritius island lost its abil
ity to fly. Selective breeding, 
howeverHhas worked much more 
quickly than the evolutionary 
procesSthat created the dodo.

If you want a pup that can follow 
scent, therefore, do your research. 
Here are some alternatives.

1. D iv id e  r e s p o n s ib il i ty . You 
could acquire what amounts to two 
half-dogs—staunch pointer for the 
first find, spaniel or retriever to hunt 
dead. This works well on hunting 
preserves. A wild rooster,; however! 
may run away from Dog A, leaving 
Dog B with nothing to do.

2. R e in ven t th e w h eel. Breeders 
testify eloquently to the value of the 
pointing instinct when they develop 
it in Labrador retrievers.Bt hear of 
pointing Labs who do a good job, too. 
The problem is that a dog running 
in tall grass is limited by heat, not 
cold—even in Montana. My short- 
hair therefore hunts longer in hours! 
and much longer in miles, than an 
enthusiastic Labrador belonging to 
my hunting companion. Of course,| 
we could in time breed Labs with 
long legs, lean bodies, skinny tails| 
and long-range noses.

3. Im p o r t a dog. This isx; the 
American way. We get sound dogs 
from Europe, breed them till they 
can no longer do their traditional 
jobs, and then bring over new stock. 
Fortunately they still breed good 
old-fashioned pointers and setters in 
Britain and Ireland, which is where 
we got them in the first place More 
on this later.

4. Try a p u p  from  A m erican  field- 
tr ia l s tock . Nowhere are there 
pointing dogs with faster bodies or 
better noses. Do not be impressed j  
however, when the breeder puts out 
a tame bobwhite for the candidate to 
point. That's the easy part. Try 
turning a cock pheasant loose where 
it must run downwind, then let it 
get a hundred yards away and see if 
the dog can trail. Casting for scent 
does not count.

5. W atch h u n tin g  te sts . Identify 
a sire and dam who have received 
high scores on tests of the kind used 
on the continent of Europe and, in 
this country, by the North American 
Versatile Hunting Dog Association 
(NAVHDA). Such parents produce 
pointer pups for serious hunting. 
(What would you expect from the 
Germans Ip;-
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The author moves in on a point. 
If the bird is winged and it run 
Huck will track it down no 
matter how far it runs^l

6. M ix  tra d itio n s . My German 
shorthaired pointers were bred for 
field trials of the American type, and 
it shows. They have more energy 
than some hunters want, and people 
keep asking if the pup is a whippet. 
The Continental half of the heritageJ 
on the other hand, contributes trail
ing ability.

Most canine faults are "natural 
defects," as Xenophon wrote in the 
fourth century, B.C.H"but some by 
which hounds are spoilt are due 
to ... training."

Trooper's problem started, I think, 
with training rather than breeding. 
He was taught not to retrieve, let 
alone trail, in order to make him 
steady to wing and shot. The train
ing worked. At eleven months, 
Trooper showed that he was "fully

broke" in a field trial for all breeds. 
He won the puppy stake first, then 
the derby, and finally ran in the gun- 
dog event and won that too. They 
gave him the dog-of-the-year trophy; 
at less than a year of age.fj report 
this how in homage to old bones bu
ried under a cottonwood tree,; but 
also to make clear that talent was| 
not where this pup fell short.

Trooper had been taught dis
cipline, which (according to the dic-
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tionary) is "a state of order based on 
rules and authority'7 He was stylish, 
too. He snapped into points with his 
tail up and stayed there, staunch as 
Stonewall Jackson.

Suppose that Trooper had, instead, 
been encouraged to follow a scent- 
trail. No human knows where a 
pheasant will run, so the pup would 
have had to make his own decisions. 
He would have had to learn about 
patch scent, and then about the

H u ck  n a ils  a quail.

switch from trail-mode to point- 
mode, which is tough. He would 
have had to learn judgment.

Make no mistake: Discipline and 
judgment are opposite qualities. Of 
the two, discipline is the safer choice 
because it requires no thinking. 
Judgmentlis a learning process. A 
pup that explores and makes deci
sions can actually change the wiring 
pattern of its cerebral cortex.

Perhaps dogs have to start young 
to learn judgment. I am not sure 
about that, but I know that even 
twelve years of hunting wild birdsg 
could not give old Trooper back

what he had lost in one year of train
ing for tame ones. He got pheasantS 
nevertheless, because he had the 
intensity to match his nose. I would 
never have known how many trails! 
Trooper was losing if Huckleberry 
had not come along to show me.

Huck learned how to work linear 
scent despite—or because ob-the 
absence of training. Once before he 
had a beeper I spent twenty minutes 
finding him, and he was still on 
point. He did not know the w h oa  
command, but he knew that we 
would get that bird only if each of 
us did his part.

Please do not read this as mean
ing that training in general is a bad 
idea. Some pups, for all I know, may 
need training before they hunt, and 
any pup needs work in the yard if he 
does not get enough obit in the field. 
Just don't do a Trooper on him.

Huck and I take lots of short 
expedition^fefrom  September 
through January I carry a gun, and 
from then till > ’nesting season we 
hunt without a gun most after
noons, pointing birds and flushing 
them and coming home happy. From 
May through August we go fishing 
or run around in field trials. During 
all this the main things I have taught 
Huck—and more recently his daugh
ter Tess—are those they should 
avoid, such as losing contact with
me.
•  let Tess get lost twice before she 
was four months old. She yowled 
like a concert of coyotes; then found 
my back-trail and followed it to me. 
On the way, a badger gave her 
another fright. That was three les-; 
sons at once—in trailing, loss
proofing, and family values. Tess 
makes a point of knowing where her 
human is, now, in case of badgers.

Ben Williams made me feel better 
about on-the-job training. Ben 
breeds Brittanys of a hunting line— 
pups that train themselves, as he 
says, if given the chance, and he 
makes; sure that the chance comes 
around often. The pups run four or 
five at a time, usually with Winston, 
an exceptional adult Brittany who; ̂  
like the pups, has never been in a 
field trial. All of the dogs pointy 
back, and come in when called, 
though Ben gives few commands. 
You could call the process friendly 
persuasion.

Mind you, there are all sorts of 
canine problems that I know noth
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ing about. With luck, I will have 
fewer dogs in my lifetime than a real 
trainer would have in the kennel at 
once. Training is a labor of love for 
people like Ben Williams and Butch 
Nelson and Jim Marti, and I prize 
their advice.

One or more generations of 
Americans have grown up with dogs 
that cannot follow scent, and are 
therefore wary of those that can. Two 
words in particular have aroused 
suspicion.

The first buzzword is versatile^ 
which connotes the hunting of 
fur—a dangerous practice, in my part 
of the country. Two bird dogs owned 
by a friend failed to return from chas
ing a jaclcrabbit (hare). Perhaps coy
otes got those dogs, or a mountain 
lion, or a shepherd protecting his 
flock. Deer and fox trails are equal
ly dangerous; rabbits distract 
pointers endlessly,* porcupines hurt; 
skunks make the ride home a 
misery—and rattlesnakes can make 
it a funeral procession.

Given a chance, however, any pup 
worth its salt will chase the wrong 
things. Setters and Brittanys do it as 
happily as the breeds that look more 
like hounds, such as English 
pointers and German shorthaired 
pointers. Fortunately, some pups 
leave harmful animals alone after an 
encounter or two. Some pups also 
pick up signals from their humans 
quickly. It is one aspect of training 
on which | l  am resolute, because 
lives are at stake.

The other word that worries 
American bird-dog handlers is track
ing, which may have lost something 
in translation from the German spu- 
ren arbeit. In English, according to 
my dictionary, a track means, first of 
all, "A mark or succession of marks 
left by something that has passed," 
and following such marks sounds 
like a slow proposition. The bird 
dogs I watch, however, ignore tracks. 
It appears that even the big feet of a 
pheasant leave little or no scent for 
a dog to detect, by comparison to the 
scent-trail of the body.

Humility is appropriate, in dis
cussing what no human can smelly 
so consider the evidence. After a 
light snow, your dog may pick up lit
tle scent while crossing pheasant 
tracks that are obvious to you. Then 
again, the scent may be good. If so 
it may coincide with the tracks, but

it may also rise and drift leeward. 
^Trailing" (the British and old 
American usage) best,describes the 
way a dog works such a scent.

It follows, I think, that a pup 
should learn to put its nose where 
the scent isfc A dog that always 
hunts nose-down will be slow and 
may run into birds. On the other 
hand, a dog that keeps its nose high 
will fail on long trails; some singles! 
and old scent.

Doing it all is difficult. Not doing 
it all means giving up some of the 
best hunting-^coveys of prairie 
grouse a mile apart, Mearn's quail 
commuting from their scratchings, 
or pheasants sprinting for the next 
section. A dog able to handle all of 
those birds has the kind of versatili
ty a hunter needs. We should let 
such a dog show what it can do, then 
breed it. What we have been doing! 
in thipcountry, is very nearly the 
opposite.

The core problem is that we have 
been breeding for style, which is in 
the eye of the beholder. Consider! 
for example, some differences: 
between American and British field 
trials:
• In America, we reward a dog that 

snaps into a rigid point and refuses 
to move until released by the han
dler. In Britain, "If the birds move! 
the dog may re-locate. It is even 
possible to have a moving point.":; 
[Quotations in this bulleted item 
and the two below are from Derry 
Argue's book Pointers and Setters.]

• We expect a high stance on point, 
which can make wild birds ner
vous. In Britain, a dog is encour
aged to drop.

• We expect the dog to remain 
motionless while the handler 
flushes the bird, which can lead to 
lengthy kicking around in the 
grass (amusing the gallery). In Bri
tain, "the handler walks forward in 
unison with the dog to put the bird 
up" v,'

• We like our dogs to point with tails 
vertical. In Britain, "the manner of 
the point is unimportant." The 
English pointers and setters I saw 
kept their tails roughly horizontal. 
British practice, then, is American

practice turned upside down, and yet 
the British do not think themselves 
deficient in style. The cause of the 
difference may be that British trials 
are run with hunting dogs, under

hunting conditions, and on wild 
game. The young grouse and par
tridges are more innocent than they 
will be in late season but still able 
to hold dogs and humans to certain 
natural standards. American trials, 
by comparison,lean toward abstract 
art.

Perhaps none of this matters, to 
some field-trial participants. Wild 
bobwhites have become scarce in 
most of the United States east of the 
Mississippi, so why not breed dogf 
to hunt the pen-raised kind? Our 
American/English pointers and set
ters are good at what we ask them 
to do. Let's do it in style.

Our American/Irish setters^ 
however, demonstrate what can hap
pen. According to one veterinarian; 3 
they are "so dumb that they get lost 
on the end of their leash." We mined 
them by a beauty contest. Some 
research suggests a similar trend in 
the pointing breeds that have been 
developed for American field trials. 
No wonder: We have defined intel
ligent bird-work as unstylish. We 
have bred high-tailed pointers and 
ignored what isjhappening in their 
braincases.

It is hard to oppose style in an age 
of celebrities, interior decorators! 
and presidential coiffeurs. Swim
ming against the current might not 
be worth the effort, but for one 
thing: Hunting itself is going out of 
style. Americans are moving to big 
cities, growing up in single-parent 
families, and foraging in the malls.

There are, however, people who 
want to escape the new urban cul
ture. I hear from some of them. 
They need a dog that<!s part of the 
solution, not part of the problem.

Please understand, then, that I am 
not blowing my whistle just to make 
noise. The rest of the world may be 
going to hell but there are still some 
real bird dogs listening, up here on 
the sunny sidefiggH

This article is drawn from a chap
ter in the new limited edition of 
Datus Proper's Pheasants of the 
Mind, published by WildernessJ 
Adventures, PO. Box 1410, Boze
man, MT 59771. Full references to 
literature cited are in the book. 
Pheasants of the Mind is available 
from the Gun Dog Bookshelf for 
$18.95. Add $3.75 for shipping and 
handling.
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Pheasant/Dog leftovers

/ because pheasants learn fast. They had grown up in the 
grass, fled to the bottoms when hunted, and fled back to grass 
when the bottoms in their turn became unsafe. Each rooster was 
the same bird wherever he went. His hunters were as varied as the 
cover.

made broad, ecstatic sweeps while a harrier escorted him, 
waiting for a rabbit or mouse or late-hatched pheasant. I 
resolved to be a raptor in my next incarnation. If any 
high-flying positions are open at the time, I will apply to be a 
peregrine falcon, but a junior appointment as harrier would be 
acceptable. As to Dave, he is half goshawk already, short wings 
beating through every

waiting for the flame that would leap from earth.
Never mind the raptors. Let me be a pointer next time 

around. I have the feeling already —  just give me the nose, 
feathers the color of everything beautiful in nature 
I am a big boy and I try to be casual, but Dave must have 

known how the chase had ended when I returned lighter than air. 
The long-spurred cock might have weighed three pounds, from one 
point of view, but the effect in my game vest was that of helium.

Once near my home, John and I went hunting for a cock 
pheasant that I had heard cackling before dawn, and my 
thirteen-year-old son tagged along to see what the excitement was 
all about. My pup trailed the bird till it found itself blocked 
by a spring creek. John moved in for the flush and I assumed that 
the boy was caught in the intensity of the moment, like the rest
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of us. In fact, however, he had his eyes on the toes of his 
shoes. Rooster flushed, John fired, bird splashed down in stream, 
dog leaped, and boy was knocked flat. He thought that he had been 
shot. In fact, he had just wandered in front of a dog intent on 
retrieving. The kid laughed it off, for which we gave him credit. 
John apologized for the way his gremlins were behaving.

It's an approach that might work again in any of the plains 
states or adjoining Canadian provinces. Montana is the state I 
know best, because I live there, but parts of the Dakotas get 
more rainfall and therefore have more extensive pheasant habitat. 
In any case, you need to locate the birds first for a combination 
hunt. Throughout the northern plains, almost any cover with 
pheasants is capable of supporting whitetails -- but not the 
other way around.

This is not trophy hunting, in the usual sense. If you want 
a big buck, you will go to a place that produces big bucks and 
hunt nothing else.

If you live where pheasants do time in the pen, real wild 
prairie birds will seem like a different species. Whitetails are 
the same everywhere -- but their country is not. The plains 
expand a hunter's lungs.

You will not find much public land with high pheasant 
populations. And you may find a farmer who would sooner you date 
his daughter than his birds.

What you get, in Montana, is quality. You won't find many 
roosters who have done time in the pen. You may not find many 
roosters of any kind, unless you have a dog that can stay with
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long trails and give you a shot at the end.
You could run into a big buck at the peak of the rut, but if 

a trophy is what you really want, then you should hunt 
single-mindedly.

You can figure that almost all the pheasant cover supports 
farmers or ranchers, too. It's not that the birds need grain -- I 
find roosters with nothing but wild seeds in their crops —  but 
the pheasant does need heavy ground cover, which in the arid west 
appears mostly in bottoms watered by streams and irrigation 
ditches.

Roosters run long distances before they decide to hold. I 
tried to estimate the distances last season, and the shortest was 
about thirty yards. That was a young cock who flew into short 
cover after being pushed from tall grass. Experienced birds make 
a point of allowing themselves more room for maneuver.

In fact, those birds just panicked. I was herding some on 
purpose and some by accident, but most could have escaped by 
doing what the survivors learn, which is to run and then flush.
Or perhaps run far and then sit tight. But never flush in range.

He runs down the solitary old cock hiding in a mile-square 
section of cover, confident that nobody can stay with him because 
many have tried and all have failed.

Hunters writing about their own dogs are tiresome, so let me 
make it clear that mine is not perfection. He is not easy to 
control even when there is no game in front of him, and when he 
is on scent, he is difficult to call off. Mostly I just give up 
and try to stay within hearing range. Or get out of touch and
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wait for him to hit my back trail and run me down. Never lost 
him. Almost wished that I had, a couple of times when he was 
young.

Most American pointing dogs are not very good at trailing 
runners. The problem is not sense of smell —  pointing breeds in 
general have keen noses -- but lack of desire, and training. We 
have bred winners of field trials in which trailing is 
discouraged. We have discouraged the pups from creeping on scent. 
"Creeping," however, is often just slow trailing.

If a dog can point birds at long distances, it has a nose 
good enough to trail them, too. It may nevertheless fail to do 
so, for various reasons. Genetics. Training. Brains.

It might be nice to get more than one bird a day, but we do 
get to know that one intimately.

He is a better hunter than me. He is a hero, my hero.
I had hunted in many states and countries before Huck, but I 

had no idea how far pheasants could run or how well they would 
hold at the end of the trail.

To ask for another like him would be hubris -- an arrogance 
that offends the gods.

Experience is part of what it takes. The other part is 
brains. If I were to devise an intelligence test for dogs, 
pheasants would make up the board of examiners.

Perhaps there are other ways for a dog to learn, but this 
one took no training, and training is not the part I enjoy.

For a time, I wondered if Huck was working in some way 
unique to bird dogs. Montague Stevens [] straightened me out on 
that. In 19 [], he used bloodhounds to trail grizzly bears, of
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all things, and did innovative experiments with scent. His dogs 
worked like mine, though the trails could be a hundred [] miles 
longer. Stevens' main problem was also the same as mine: How to 
find dogs after they find game? I will not reveal his secret, 
other than to say there were no beepers in those days. His book 
makes me grateful that pheasants are not as big as bears, 
[sidebar]

Pointing dogs came along later to allow the hunting of 
birds. The sport became, by coincidence, one that suits modern 
times. More than half of the pheasants your dog points will be 
hens that you cannot legally shoot, but you never know, and the 
points without shots make scarce game go farther. You do not get 
more bangs for your buck, but you get more excitement before 
every bang.

He is the best I have hunted with, a gift to be accepted 
with gratitude.

What trailing did require was a strong will -- determination 
to run down a quarry that is equally determined not to be caught.

Everything I write about trailing is reconstruction, of 
course —  things my canine alter ego teaches me.

They have two patterns of escape, from what I can discern, 
and both start with a sprint. The first pattern is run-and-flush. 
The second is run-and-hide.

[If you have no dog, you will be accustomed to working with 
the run-and-flush pattern. You will herd the pheasant until it 
feels obliged to fly, perhaps because you have blockers posted, 
or perhaps because the cover runs out. When you hunt in a fresh 
snow, you may be surprised to see how far the rooster tracks
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continue in front of you.
If you have a flushing dog -- spaniel or retriever — ■ you 

are still working with the run-and-flush pattern, but you have a 
the dog's nose to tell you what is happening even when there is 
no snow to reveal the tracks.]

The pointing dog exploits the run-and-hide pattern.
We saw the differnce in speed clearly, once, when a 

wing-tipped cock came down on a long, bare slope. It sprinted for 
the cover on the top of the hill, with Huck closing the gap. We 
humans were out of the race within seconds, but our help was not 
needed.

A pointing dog exploits the pheasant's run-and-hide pattern. 
It is different —  so different that hunters accustomed to other 
methods may be more puzzled than beginners. You have to break the 
habit of working cover and just do what that pointer tells you.

When you get the hang of it, however, you discover that 
pheasants can hold even tighter than Mearns' [] quail, which are 
famous for their reluctance to flush. Huck has never brought me a 
healthy quail, but late last season he picked up three pheasants 
that simply would not fly -- wild birds in perfect condition.

To know which kind of hunter you are talking to, ask what 
choke he or she favors. If the answer is "full" or "modified," 
most of the birds are flushing wild. If, on the other hand, the 
gun's first barrel is bored cylinder or improved cylinder, the 
hunter is accustomed to short shots. And probably long walks 
behind a pointer.
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fast trail through most pheasant cover, however, the right 
pointer is likely to get to a winged bird first.

say a word. You need not keep the dog within shooting range. It 
I: '' can catch the bird, hold it, and wait for human to catch up. The 
pleasant surprise, if you have not tried it, is that the longest- 

! running roosters hold well at the end of the trail.

Hunting follows nature's rules. If you have a pointing dog 
that cannot trail, you have half of a bird dog -- maybe a good 
half, but the half that cannot find runners before or after the 
shot. Perhaps you have a good half-dog and keep the other half 
with you in the form of retriever. Suddenly I understand why 
hunters are trying to develop pointing Labradors.

we need trials to measure dogs. Breeders will tell you that 
dogs from field-trial breeding can be good in the field and 
indeed they can, sometimes —  but not if the ability to follow 
scent is bred out.

[end?] There is a bias to confess. I yearn to move closer to 
nature, not farther. The world is going to hell and I want to 
keep real bird dogs with me here on the sunny side.

they have excellent noses, as a group. And third, they stop when 
they find a bird (unless it is wounded). You do not, should not,
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Huck lost only one bird in his first season and that because 
I insisted that he hunt heavy brush. Three times I called him off 
the trail, which ran across an open field, [repeats?]

Training necessary mainly to allow some suspense in a field 
trail with articifial birds.

Maybe the Brits have a better idea.
They may win field trials —  even trials for pen-raised 

pheasants, which are easy to find.
Dog-trainers are my favorite people but training is not fun, 

for me. Hunting, on the other hand, is something I want to do 
until I drop, accompanied by one dog at a time. With luck, they 
will teach me more than I teach them.

English pointers were the best dogs I hunted over in Ireland 
and the only ones that could stand Brazilian heat, but they were 
not dogs of American breeding. They are the dogs that appear best 
adapted to Montana and Arizona, where I do most of my hunting now 
-- but I have not seen an English pointer outside of field trials 
for a couple of years.

[need a dog able to trail the consequences. ]
The problem is one that none of us like and all of us 

encounter. Let's face up to it.
I should confess, here, that if I were to design a dog for 

the uplands, it would look like an English pointer -- same body, 
same short coarse hair, same white color with big black spots.
The keen nose is even more important, and the endurance in hot
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weather. But I need a dog that can "put its nose where the scent 
is," as Burton Spiller wrote about his English pointers in the 
1930s. [] They were hunting dogs, grouse dogs. In Ireland and 
Brazil I wore out boots over such dogs. Surely they still exist 
in America but I did not know how to find them within driving 
range, when I was looking, and did not want to buy long-distance.

One visitor recently commented, as Tess was running off with 
his shoe, that my dogs "look like w h i p p e t s I  thought they 
looked like English pointers, but for the absence of white 
patches and a few inches of tail. I tried to recreate the breed, 
or what it used to be, by choosing German shorthaired pointers 
from an American field-trial line -- one with genes for both 
trailing gene and skimming skim the prairie.

No doubt there are still English pointers that can work like 
Spiller's, but I failed to find them and trailing seemed to me 
the first priority —  [] not because it is the only important 
skill but because it is the hardest to find, and the least likely 
to be mentioned by the person offering you a pointing dog. Some 
breeders have a way of changing the subject, when you ask about 
trailing.

Many will keep going forever if a dog fails to head them
off.

A pup less eager to point than Huck might have needed 
"steadying up" before hunting.

not versatile?
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