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 abrasion resistance,
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 loops inside each of 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.

S$445P Open Prairie Upland Vest $145

Open Prairie Boots
Field Alarm Watch | New. The ultimate boots for cold and wet hunting conditions. Fully Gore-
, Tex® lined for waterproof breathable comfort insulated with 600 grams of
Thinsulate® for warmth without weight. Very lightweight, averag-
ing just 3 Ibs. per pair. Nine-anchor-point lacing system with
three speed rings and two hooks for quick, precise lacing.
Exterior is 1000-Denier Cordura for excellent abrasion resistance
and oiled, crackproof leather trim. Finger loop on the back of boot

Our favorite watch for the outdoors
has a built-in alarm that’s easy to
use. Perfect for travel, appointment
reminders, or as a shooting time
announcer. Brown leather strap,
black face, easy-to-read luminous

dial and hands. Accurate three-
hand quartz movement keeps time
within seconds each month. Water
resistant to 90 feet, scratch-resistant
flat crystal, stainless case,
stem protector.

$102Y Field Alarm Watch $79.50

helps you slide it on and off. The interior is lined with Cambrelle _
to expedite moisture transportation away from feet. Sole is super
lightweight Vibram® Rothorn sole with aggressive tread. Steel
shanked for support. Sizes 02-D width, men’s

whole and half sizes 7-14

(no 12} or 13%);

60-EE width, men’s

whole and half sizes

7-13 (no 124%).

Made in USA.

S595A Boots $225




Essential Collar

e Four levels of stimulation

® Multiple frequencies “in case”
working more than one dog

® Transmitter is the size of a credit
card

e Ideal for first time trainers and
experts

® Programmed from the hand held
transmitter.

Beeper Collar

® Beeps every ten seconds while
dog is ranging, and every second
when on point

e Or every five seconds while the
dog is the ranging, and every sec-
ond when on point

® Or silent until on point

® Or beeps an audible signal only
when the button is pressed to

Premium Collar

o All the settings of the Beeper
Collar with 3 tracking levels

e Auto locator

e 7 stimulation strengths with
three different levels of stimula-
tion: 1/25 second, continuous,
rising

e All settings are programmable
while the dog is working.

Innotek Dog Collars

The avid bird hunters at Orvis take
pride in the training and working of
our hunting dogs. And we're constant-
ly on the lookout for innovative teach-
ing and tracking aides. So'we were very
excited when we found these great new
collars designed by Innotek. Choose
from a training collar, a beep collar, or
a combination unit.

Omvis Essential Collar. Waterproof
training unit. Four levels of stimulation
and 3 frequency options for training up
to 3 dogs. Transmitter fits nicely in the
hand—it’s about the size of a credit
card. Made exclusively for Orvis by
Innotek. See left for details.

S038P Oruis Essential $349.95

Innotek RT-100 Beeper Collar. Ideal
for tracking working dogs through
heavy cover. Four modes—*“normal,”
“grouse,” “silent,” and “off/call.” See
left for details.

S037P Innotek RT-100 $249.95
Innotek CS-1600 Premium Collar. Is a

Stimulator, Beeper, and Locator... The
collar that does it all. If you're looking for
one collar that your dog can wear from
the time he’s a puppy through his retire-
ment from birding, this is it. Four track-
ing levels, and an auto locator, so you'll
always know when the dog is on point.
Three different levels of stimulation. See

locate lost dog.

Mays Pond Beeper Collar
A Proven Beeper Collar at a Very
Attractive Price
Programmable for several options: run
and/or point beeps, different running signals for running
two dogs, and a realistic “hawk screech” beep on point that
freezes the bird out of fear of predation. The collar construction
is rugged and waterproof for years of use, having a solid molded
rubber casing. Speaker wires are embedded into the bright orange
waterproof collar to prevent breakage, running to a top-mounted speaker that is
louder for the hunter and quieter for the dog. There is an external on/off push-
button switch molded into the backside of the casing, thus preventing accidental
turn off and accidental loss of on/off devices (such as magnets and rods) in the
field. This collar is easy to work with and the simple instructions take you quickly
through the programming steps. The unit is shipped with a fresh battery so it can
be immediately tested and used.

S169H-00-00 Mays Pond Beeper Collar $139

Low-Tone Beeper Collar

For Those with Shooter’s Ear

Same collar as above, except “hawk screech” function is replaced with the option
of a low-tone beeper, specially designed for many older hunters who have lost
hearing of higher pitched sounds.

S169H-00-01 Low-Tone Beeper Collar $139

left for details.
S036P Innotek CS-1600 $429.95

Stainless Steel Bird Knife

This functional and handsome bird knife has a 3%4" stainless steel
blade and gut hook. Overall length is 4". Distinctive American walnut
handle (like a fine gun stock) has lanyard loop at end. Made for Orvis
in Germany.

83154-01 Stainless Steel Bird Knife $79

A Sporting Tradition Since 1856
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IT’S A KEEPER
®

Waterworks’ Fly Trap could make conventional drying patches obsolete.
First, the Trap closes tightly, so you don't lose flies. Second, it has a ripple-
foam keeper, so you don’t maul flies trying to pull them free. Third, it folds
down to a 90-degree angle, so you can see your flies clearly. Put likely pat-
terns in the Fly Trap before hitting the water, and you don't have to rifle
through your vest to find the right fly—you just reach over (with one hand)
and grab it. About $20; call (800) 435-9374.

/THREE IN ONE
For those times on the water when you need to have a
few more options, Rio Products’ VersiTip fly line pack-
age gives you a floating running line and a choice of efsiTiP

three line tips (or “heads”): a Type 3 sinking line (sinks 3 WF}:{:

to 4 inches per second), a Type 6 sinking line (6 to 7 inches -
per second), and a floating line. Interlocking loops make :

switching tips a bﬁ;eze. Comes with a handy line wallet for about

\ $100; call (800)'553-0838.

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.
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your survival kit.
v A waterpro

kitchen matches.

v A new butane lighter.

v Several cotton balls, lightly
coated with Vaseline, packed
into a 35mm film canister.

v/ A handful of thoroughly dried
Popsicle sticks.

JUST FOR STARTERS

. plane, you must 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.

dent and the flames from the tin-

- der are bright and strong. Make
. sure that your kindling, like your
: tinder, is stacked so air can get
. through it.

What works as kindling also

- works as heavier fuel in, of course,
- heavier form. It helps to have a mix
i of hardwood and softwood; the oc-
. casional piece of softwood adds

heat to the mix. Keep moister wood

. toward the outside of the fire so it
: will dry out, and if you want to
. keep a fire going overnight, a cou-
- ple of sizable, semi-green logs will
. burn slowly enough to do it.

A fire for cooking, warmth, or

i general comfort is one of the time-
- less pleasures in the outdoors. But
¢ unless you’re in a life-or-death sit-
© uation, it’s no longer possible to

have a fire anyplace and anytime
you choose. Make sure you learn

. (and follow) any fire regulations
.~ for the land you’re on, and %
. be absolutely sure your ﬁre@

is out before you leave.

When A\UH/I'I% % dan gerous game,

/eéeps you on lhe pz’eo/&/or szde.

‘yOU aze ANO/A/OI’QO/G/()[’ d[?(fp[‘?y. 7/1‘1\5‘ /bd

Take big game, not chances, with Winchester® Supreme® Fail Safe® ammunition. In the four years

since its inception, we've continuously improved Fail Safe to give you the most technologically

advanced knockdown power you can get. So now you can always be a predator.

AMMUNITION




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 in all 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.

(e e e e - G- - - - - - —— -

o HI289 |
NAME_MS, |

ADDRESS

I

|

I

|
AREA OF INTEREST: :
[ Clubs (J Hunting |
[ Competition [ Law Enforcement :
() Personal () Membership i
|

I

Protection

| O Legislative Issues () Instructor Training

: Please return to: NRA, Women’s Policies Committee, :
1600 Rhode Island Ave., N.W., Wash., D.C. 20036
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GUNDOGS

BY BIl.L McCLURE

o~
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German Shorthairs

The German shorthair’s origin is a bit mysterious, but it clearly has become a favo-
rite breed among American hunters. It is a close- to medium-range dog that’s
about perfect for the East, is intense on point, and retrieves in water with enthusiasm.

he first memorable gundog I owned
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, backing another dog on point
instinctively, and retrieving from land
and water. She filled the role of family
pet with enthusiasm, and our children
loved her gentle nature and consistent
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 I never expected.
The shorthair’s talent is no 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 a
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 about the
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 probably 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. But
the outcome of the magnificently per-
sistent effort of the founders 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.
It should be like a proper hunter with a
short back standing over plenty of ground.
The first impression should be that of
keenness without indication of nervous
or flighty character.”

AMERICAN HUNTER
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more expensive, are pre-cut, pre-lubed
patches like those offered by Ox-Yoke.
I do not use plastic patches because the
ball may separate from the patch while
in the bore, thereby becoming a
dangerous obstruction. Plastic fouling
also builds up in the bore, 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 morning, so you should be
sure the gun is clean and dry of any oil.
I wipe out the barrel with a patch soaked
in solvent, then dry out 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, so you must be particularly care-
ful to wipe the flinter’s pan carefully
before you reload, then do it again
before you prime. On a wet day the
blackpowder can absorb moisture from
the air despite your best efforts to keep
your powder dry. A good method is 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, as this delays ignition.
The quickest ignition is achieved when
the priming charge is positioned on the
off-side of the pan away from the flash
hole. Carry a short piece of wire along
to make sure the touch hole is clear
before beginning to reload.

Most important with a muzzleloader
is to realize its limitations and yours. A
100-yard shot is a long one, and with a
flinter, even 50 yards is 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 a little luck you’ll
get your deer and learn what muz-
zleloader hunting is all about. [ |

CAUTION: All 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.
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WORLD’S FOREMOST
OUTFITTER
FISHING, HUNTING, OUTDOOR GEAR

FREE

CATALOG SUBSCRIPTION

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

:
FREE CATALOGS WILL ARRIVE THROUGHOUT THE YEAR!

?:;‘3:: free Sibechipren Yes, Please Send My Free Subscription.
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Attract— Observe — Enjoy
You Can

~~ Afford The
Best— Beeman!

Not everyone can

afford a great house

or a Mercedes, but almost

every shooter can stretch a

bit to héW,z the very best in pro-

ductiop ‘adult airguns. You can ™
aﬂord{' e Beeman P1 —the magnum adult
air pi o["Whigh stands alone at the top of
sportingair pistols. You can afford Beeman
Silver Jet Pellets — the super penetration
pointed pellets whose performance and
quality have defied copying.

Beeman P1 shown with optional Beeman

“Combat” 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 for delivery. For
fast, 1st class mail add $2; $3 for overseas.

Beeman

Beeman Precision Arms Inc.
3440-AHD Airway Drive
Santa Rosa. Calif.. 95403
Phone (707) 578-7900

+ AUTOMATIC - UP TO 48 FEEDINGS PER DAY

+ QUARTZ 24-HOUR - SEALED RECHARGEA-
MOVEMENT BLE BATTERY

+ SOLID STATE -30LB.TO 750 LB.
CIRCUITRY CAPACITY

TENS OF THOUSANDS IN USE Used and endorsed by
W oRea e A BOBLILLY,
%Esgolé R Pro Tackle and Protes§mnal
HURE
"=zm)  SWEENEY ENTERPRISES, INC. DEPTAHH
= (512) 537-4631

HCR7 _ BOX2452 -
DEALER INQUIRIES INVITED

BOERNE, TEXAS 78006
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Retail Spending O1Y everything from neighborhood night
crawlers to distant deer hunting trips came to $40.9 billion. That’s about
15 percent more than the annual sales of 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 emploged, A
while unemployment hovers around 7 percent; and thé/aver- fiﬁs matter, at least to a twenty-nine-year-old woman named
age household income—about $24,000—is well below the “Wendy Schweizer of Bellingham, Washington, who has a degree
national household average of about $38,000. Those are re-  in ornithology. She studies them all year, hunts them while the
cent U.S. Census figures, and they mean that in Northwestern seasons last, and cooks them with care. Wendy’s
Marshall County every job counts. best friend is a pointing dog named Cisco, and both make time
for the important things in life by avoiding television and malls.
When | asked Wendy where she shops, she mentioned book-
stores and a place in Maine that sells vintage shotguns.

| wondered how Wendy broke the mold before it squeezed her
into turn-of-the-century 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’Auvergne, 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

breaking THE MOLD

PHOTOGRAPH BY MIKE BARLOW
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supporting THE FISHING HABIT
iy 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
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“Fishing is like Christmas every minute.”

alone.” Her hushand David, an avid duck hunter, doesn’t fish.

—Bob Stearns

DREAMS of a fly—fishing store
§§aving 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 bhills, 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 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.” —/erome B. Robinson
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What would the disappearance of sport fishing
from this area mean? In 1990 the Oklahoma
Wildlife Department 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 estimated at between $34 and $57 million and
535 to 718 full-time and part-time jobs in the
nine-county region. Spending by anglers from out-
side the immediate region accounted for almost 80
percent of the money spent. Marshall County’s
share of 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 clas-
sic bit of bureaucratic understatement, but it’s a big part of

s our story, which will
ontinue next month
with hunting and fish-
8 ing impact figures for
every state, plus a look
at businesses big and
small and how they
benefit from the sports-
man’s dollar. $

PHOTOGRAPH COURTESY OF FRED W. MARVEL/OKLAHOMA TOURISM
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Marshall County every job counts. best friend is a pointing dog named Cisco, and both make time
for the important things in life by avoiding television and malls.
When | asked Wendy where she shops, she mentioned book-
stores and a place in Maine that sells vintage shotguns.

| wondered how Wendy broke the mold before it squeezed her
into turn-of-the-century 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’Auvergne, 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

PHOTOGRAPH BY MIKE BARLOW
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supporting THE FISHING HABIT

'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 marin and tuna.
She says she charters rather than owning a boat “because it's difficult for a woman to fish
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“Fishing is like Christmas every minute.”

alone.” Her hushand David, an avid duck hunter, doesn’t fish.

—Bob Stearns

DREAMS of a fly—fishing store

ﬁ’aving much money has never stopped Bob Skowronski, forty-

e, 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 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. “l 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
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What would the disappearance of sport fishing
from this area mean? In 1990 the Oklahoma
Wildlife Department 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 estimated at between $34 and $57 million and
535 to 718 full-time and part-time jobs in the
nine-county region. Spending by anglers from out-
side the immediate region accounted for almost 80
percent of the money spent. Marshall County’s
share of 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 clas-
sic bit of bureaucratic understatement, but it’s a big part of

our story, which will
continue next month
B 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-
man’s dollar. $

PHOTOGRAPH COURTESY OF FRED W. MARVEL/OKLAHOMA TOURISM




Hunting 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.

BY JOHN MERWIN

{ass and bucks and birds are often abun-
dant in the urban/suburban sprawl that
extends from Washington, D.C., north

through Boston, where hunting and fishing

thrive. That became quickly evident as |

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 Michael 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
energy 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 temporary jobs to finance
shoestring trips from Alaska to New
Zealand. Today he shuttles between
school—where he finds brook trout in
nameless, 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. | asked about his post-college plans.

“Simple,” he told me. “Work somewhere I'll get to fish a lot!”

SPORT in zhe SUBURBS

Unlimited opportunities, close to home and on a budget.

| found Bruce Bernier, a forty-two-year-old auto mechanic,

farther east past Bridgeport’s grimy
sprawl of smokestacks and mills at
John Posh’s Stratford Bait & Tackle.
Bernier told me he used to travel
north into Vermont or New

Hampshire for deer hunting, but that
_ the growing number of deer in both
~ Connecticut and southern New York

has made hunting closer to home a
better bet. He hunts archery and

. muzzleloader 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. All 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 mechanic’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 | was headed to the

Sound for stripers. | 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

40 million—or one out of every five
Americans sixteen or older—hunt andyor fish. Neither
golf nor tennis—with 24.8 and 22.6 million U.S.

players respectively—even comes close to that number.
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THE BEST of the field

im Culbertson of Wichita, Kansas, is a could-have-been fisherman and hunter. Ask him how he did that
Even huge sums day, and you'll 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.
are made up of - It’s been that way for fifty years of Jim’s fifty-seven-year life. This retired foothall 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-
and in the case 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
of hunting and 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-
ﬁshing, the sisted and grown.
A When | asked Jim how much he spent each year on hunting and fishing gear, he couldn’t be certain.
units” are as “That’s because,” he told me, “‘each new person I take with me I buy him a rod, reel, and lures. . . or
a box of shells if we’re going hunting, and | 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 for a female black Lab pup (the
first Lab he ever owned) and made her both a Field Champion and Amateur Field 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 salary. Jim kept the dog. —Bill Tarrant

individual units,

individual

as they come!

ey
hair today, GONE TOMORROW

rry 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 2o 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 country in Oklahoma, Wyoming, and West Virginia.

“| suppose | hunt and fish partly because it puts my mind at rest,” he told me. “But it
also gets the adrenaline flowing, and | don’t think there’s anything that gives me more of a
thrill than hearing a tom gobble in answer to my calls.” —Bob Saile

L hunt and fish because if puts my mind at rest, but it also gets the adrenaline flowing.”

PHOTOGRAPH BY BOB SAILE
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Income generated from punting
and fishing dollars in 1991 came to a

total of $29.7 billion, roughly equivalent

to forty percent of America’s military payroll.

ing is tremendous. With the help of a group of economic
analysts, FIELD & 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.

@ Supported 1.3 million jobs, or roughly 1 percent of
America’s 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

PHOTOGRAPH BY DICK MERMON
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Hunting and fishing dollars

HIGHWAY
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in 1991 contributed $3.8 billion in federal

income taxes, which amounted to about

25 percent of the entire federal budget for highways.

A MAN o7 the outside

{ ric 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.”
Although the thirty-year-old resident of High Amana, lowa, 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 turkeys. The timbered hills and riverbottoms
around High Amana are full of com-fed whitetails and astonishing-
ly large wild turkeys. Reihmann has hunted deer since he was old
enough to carry a gun, and he began calling gobblers when his part
of lowa 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 lowa’s bow and shotgun deer seasons. He shot
his best archery deer last year, a 228-pound, 155-point typical.

Reihmann confines his turkey hunting to the spring season,
both in lowa 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 carry 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 | turned thirteen,”
Reihmann explains, “Dad would leave his own gun at home and
take me deer hunting. Then, when | was fifteen, | 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 | take him some-
times,” he says. “It’s payback.” —Philip Bourjaily

PHOTOGRAPH BY HANSON CARROLL
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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 USFWS data, which showed an average ex-
penditure per hunter per year of about $986. In 1991,
hunters spent about $13.9 billion nationwide, in-
cluding $3.4 billion on trip-related items; $5.2 bil-
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,
ammunition, and telescopic sights, while special




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 asa | :

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 very lucky
cross,” Bob admits. “Every one of
those pups would rather point

“My dogs would rather point than chase. I really felt
1 had a responsibility to keep producing pups like that.”

the price was RIGHT

birds than chase, and they naturally hunted
§ at the right pace for hunters on foot. | 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
b using studs with very similar background
pedigrees that had just enough outcrosses
to maintain genetic \7igor among the pups.
“People wanted to see the dogs work,
but | couldn’t afford to take time off with-
out pay to show them. That’s why | got my
guide’s license. Now | 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,
though,” he told me. “They write
me about them for years after-
ward.”  —Jerome B. Robinson

equipment such as campers and trail bikes added
$1.2 billion.

WE'VE MENTIONED THE “RIPPLE” OR “MULTIPLIER” ef-
fect, which is really a modern economist’s way of saying
that money is like manure because the more it’s 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 as 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 little 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 and 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 on
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.
Tt’s about 70 miles north of Dallas, so there’s plenty of non-
resident angling traffic in addition to the locals who fish.

FREE for fall

{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 forty-four 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. Derel’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

Got into the air-conditioning business because the cool months leave time for hunting.

keeping young Derek re-
minded of his gun manners.

Eddie begins serious
preparations for big-game
hunting in midsummer,
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 fall. 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 time 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 million dollars’ worth of business a year, and
keeps his life free for fall. —Bob Brister
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Retail Spending on everything from neighborhood night
crawlers to distant deer hunting trips came to $40.9 billion. That’s about
15 percent more than the annual sales of Coca-Cola and PepsiCo combined!

Marshall County, Oklahoma, borders the lake on t

north. The county’s 10,829 residents live primarily in

areas or on farms; 3,999 of them are somehow employed,

while unemployment hovers around 7 percent; and the aver- i ds matter, at least to a twenty-nine-year-old woman named

age household income—about $24,000—is well below the Wendy Schweizer of Bellingham, Washington, who has a degree

national household average of about $38,000. Those are re- in ornithology. She studies them all year, hunts them while the

cent U.S. Census figures, and they mean that in  Northwestern seasons last, and cooks them with care. Wendy’s

Marshall County every job counts. best friend is a pointing dog named Cisco, and both make time
for the important things in life by avoiding television and malls.
When | asked Wendy where she shops, she mentioned hook-
stores and a place in Maine that sells vintage shotguns.

| wondered how Wendy broke the mold before it squeezed her
into turn-of-the-century 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’Auvergne, 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

PHOTOGRAPH BY MIKE BARLOW
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supporting THE FISHING HABIT

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 Stearns
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What would the disappearance of sport fishing
from this area mean? In 1990 the Oklahoma
Wildlife Department 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 estimated at between $34 and $57 million and
535 to 718 full-time and part-time jobs in the
nine-county region. Spending by anglers from out-
side the immediate region accounted for almost 80
percent of the money spent. Marshall County’s
share of the jobs was more than 10 percent of all jobs
county-wide.

DREAMS of a fly—fishing store

ving much money has never stopped Bob Skowronski, forty-
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 hills, 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 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. “l 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
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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 clas-
sic bit of bureaucratic understatement, but it’s a big part of

s our story, which 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-




face with your fantasy. | was stand-
ing on the deck of a large, stylish
home in the hills south of Bend,
Oregon, looking down 200 yards of
wooded slope into the crashing
foam of the Deschutes River. All
this and a plane he flies himself be-
long to Craig MacCloskey, an or-
thopedic surgeon who practices
medicine between fishing trips, or
fishes between lnee reconstruc-
tions—even MacCloskey isn’t
quite sure which way it works.

Soon after establishing
his medical practice,

I'm not sure how much money 1 spend on fishing. I'm not sure I want to know.”

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 drifthoats and fast water.
About fifteen years ago MacCloskey hit some hot steelhead 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 Horn—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.

“Pm not really sure how much money | spend on fishing,” he
told me. “Im not sure | want to know. But probably around
$10,000 a year.” Most of that is on the big trips. “Usually, | 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.” —Ted Leeson
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Antique An gling

= by [im Merritt ¢~

PHOTOGRAPHS BY JOHN McGRAIL

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. THEIR INTENTION WAS TO “GET TROUT,”
WROTE WASHINGTON IN HIS DIARY, ALTHOUGH
MORRIS APPEARS TO HAVE DONE ALL THE FISHING.
WHILE THE GENERAL TOURED HIS OLD WINTER ENCAMP-
MENT, MORRIS RANGED UP AND DOWN VALLEY CREEK, A
PRETTY LIMESTONE STREAM, CASTING FOR BROOK TROUT.

CL DL

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, knee-




THE GAME & WINE SHOP

By Datus C. Proper

“Our harvest being gotten in, our
Governour sent foure men on fowling,
that so we might after a more special man-
ner rejoyce together, after we had gathered
the fruit of our labours...”

—FEdward Winslow letter, Dec. 11,
1621, about the first Thanksgiving

y wife sent me fowling in
the same season, but 363
years later. Non-hunters
would have 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. On the hol-
iday, twelve days later, we would dry-
pluck the bird, taking care not to tear
the skin. I would then discard the
crop, intestine, and lungs. 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 pointer hit scent along
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RESPECT

a weedy Maryland

hedgerow. If we had

arrived ten minutes earli-

er, we might have had a

shot. Instead, we pushed

the pheasant toward two

hunters coming in from

the opposite end. We

heard six quick shots,

which would  usually

mean a miss, but in this

case did not. My dog

brought me the warm

remains. The hunters

who got the bird had

breasted it out on the

spot—ripped open the

skin and pulled off two

warm chunks of flesh.

They had then thrown

out the rest, which

included half of the meat,

most of the flavor, and all of the beau-

ty. It seemed a safe bet that the torn

fragments they took home would not

appear on the Thanksgiving table.
When hunters show disrespect for

the hunted, something fundamental

has been lost. Killing one’s prey and

honoring it have been inseparable

actions since men became men. We

know this because ancient paintings

on the walls of caves are real art, which

shows that 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 there

are still rituals for fallen game. People
everywhere fuss over game cookery,
too. When [ lived in Europe, where
wild game could legally be sold, a
pheasant cost several times more than
a chicken, and people who went to
extra expense always showed respect,
at least for their investment.

In America, too, our ancestors would
not tolerate waste. A friend, who is in
his seventies, says that his mother
would have paddled him if he’d
skinned a bird. The reward for thrift
was flavor, and that’s still the secret of
great cooking around the world.

Continued on page 80
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duction guns usually are. Unlike
some production guns, though,
Oxford 90 triggers are quite crisp and
clean, and although they show a bit of
slack, they are altogether free of creep
or drag. With sears this nicely fitted,
you can live with a little extra weight
in the pulls. Actually, at 412 and 5-
plus pounds, these are only about a
pound overweight, anyway.

The 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.

Matters cosmetic are largely mat-
ters of taste. The Oxford 90
appeals very much to my taste in
some respects, rather less so in oth-
ers. [ like the way the frames are
sculpted and filed, and the side-
plates are better-shaped by far than
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those on many sideplated
boxlocks. Triggers and trigger
guard are as slender and graceful as
they ought to be.

The engraving, which combines
machine-cut scroll and hand-cut line
work, is not up to the same quality.
To my eye, the gun would look bet-
ter with only line work and the
rosettes on the ends of the hinge
pin—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 so
brightly polished. Gamba is by no
means the only Italian maker who
takes French gray to the point of
high polish; in fact, most of them do,
so I can only conclude that I'm one
of the relative minority who don’t
like it. At any rate, I'll take good
blacking or case colors or the soft sil-
very-pearl of traditional French gray

any time.

But these are minor quibbles, and
none so offend my tender sensibilities
that I'd refuse to own one. On 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 couple of issues
back that [ suspected the Oxford 90
would qualify as a best-buy value in its
price range, and now I'm certain of it.
About the only thing this gun really
needs is to be better known.

Which brings me back to the point
[ started with—that the good old days
are more often a product of percep-
tion than of actual fact. 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 layers of nostalgia, and
take a hard look, you'll have to admit
that maybe they can make ‘em like

they used to, after all. Qg
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Continued from page 96

Whether you pronounce the dishes in
French, Italian, or English, they
squeeze out all the flavor. The taste
is elegant, but there’s no squeamish-
ness in the preparation. And there
are no secrets, because all of this has
been going on since long before 1621.

The old skills have, however, been
withering since Americans moved to
town and began buying chicken parts
wrapped in plastic. When my wife
and [ 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 hunters who were too busy to
dress game in the old ways. A book
titled Easy Game Cooking opined that
“all 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.”

On the table as in the field, how-
ever, we found pheasants deceptive.
When cooked fresh, they were the
toughest and most tasteless of upland

game. When 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 with 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 [ prefer the biggest, oldest,
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 Montana now, and by
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November our garage stays between
30 and 40 degrees.

If the weather is warm, age the bird
in a refrigerator, preferably on wire
shelves for good air circulation. 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 modi-
fied 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 bird’s skin underneath the feath-
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. It
is 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 “cleaning” game.
[t’s Anglo-Saxon queasiness, but
we're stuck with it. The problem is
that cleaning 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

healthy already; 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
kitchen. When the pheasant is
cooked, you can call the blood
“juices.” They make the best natural
sauce in the 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, once 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 fails.) The
two birds are relatives, genetically, but
in the kitchen as in the field, they are
at opposite extremes.

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 moist-heat method that can
develop the flavor a pheasant ought
to have, however, we have not found
the recipe. We have tried clay pots,
crock pots, oven-bags, pressure-
cookers, casseroles, and pans with
tight lids. We have tried every addi-
tive from mushroom soup (an
American tragedy) to flamed brandy
(a French farce). We have sampled
every dish friends brought to game
dinners: some 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 old-
fashioned gravy is a treat.

Roasting, however, had been
known for centuries as the best
method for pheasants—and less fat is
needed. Our ancestors spit-roasted in
front of a fire, with a drip pan under-
neath. Sometimes they added elab-
orate ingredients. We have found the
method equally adapted to simple
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“And when I turned that light on,
I really couldn’t see.”

“Near about blinded me, too,”
C.E. said. “Must’ve been on high
beam.”

“Must’ve been.”

There was nothing to do but turn
around and row home. The creek
was too shallow now to run the
engine.

“You want me to row?” Lester
said.

“Naw, I'll do it.”

“I feel like I ought to do some-
thing.”

“You’ve done plenty.”

“I guess I have. ”

“Don’t take it so hard. Hell,
everything worked perfect except
one part.”

“Pretty big part, though.”

“Aw, Les, come on. There’s a lot
more to hunting than killing, even
illegal hunting. You know that.”

“I guess so,” Lester said.

“How many men can honestly
say they snuck into the middle of a
flock of feeding 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.”

“Putit 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-
ly understand it. C.E. just had a
way of looking at things, and a way
of explaining them, that wasn’t
exactly how Lester 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.

“I’ll tell you another thing, part-
ner,” C.E. said. “We might not have
hit a single goose, but we certainly
put the fear of God in all of them.”

“We did that,” Lester said.

“Enough goose shit dropped in
thirty seconds to fertilize your
whole lower field.”

“All of that,” Lester said, “and
maybe the creek field, too.”

They 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.

Next year they were going to
camouflage one of Lester’s boats;
they’d make a floating blind and
anchor it 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, betteryf-
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recipes in modern ovens.

ROAST PHEASANT
—Basic Method—
Pheasant aged & dressed as above, skin

ntact

1 tablespoon olive oil

2 tablespoons butter

I cup game-bird stock (in an emergency,
chicken broth)

1 bay leaf and peppercorns

Sweet sherry to taste

Salt to taste

Bread stuffing—awith chestnuts if possible

Half an hour before you start to
roast the bird, heat the stock in a
small saucepan. Add the bay leaf,
peppercorns, feet, skinned neck, giz-
zard, heart, and any blood left from
the body cavity. Cover and simmer
while the pheasant is roasting. Add
the trimmed (deveined) liver for a few
minutes at the end.

Have the bird at room temperature
for even roasting. Do not truss 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 sides. Melt
the butter and olive oil over medium
heat till a drip of water sizzles when
flicked in. Spend ten minutes searing
the pheasant from as many angles as
possible, turning with tongs (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
degrees. After thirty minutes—less if
the bird is small—check. Lift the
pheasant with tongs and pour the
juices from its body cavity into the
pan; they should be barely pink. Prick
the breast with a sharp, two-tined
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 the roasting pan,
scraping with a spatula to mix in any-
thing stuck on the bottom. Pour in
the simmering stock and all of its
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contents. Reduce at a slow boil while
you test for taste, adding salt and more
sherry as needed. Strain what is now
the sauce back into the small, empty
pan in which the stock was simmered.
Retrieve the heart, gizzard, and liver
from the strainer. If they still have
any flavor, chop them and add to the
sauce. Discard the rest of the materi-
al strained out of the stock.

Carve the pheasant with a very
sharp knife. Make a deep horizontal
cut between wing and breast on each
side, then slice the breast lengthwise
into thin slices. If you do it right,
almost every bite of the breast will
have a piece of crisp skin, like Peking
Duck. The thighs and pieces off the
back should be good, too. Save the
carcass and tough meat from the legs
for making stock.

Plates should be warm. Spoon
sauce over the sliced meat and the
stuffing. Think of the stuffing not as
a separate dish but as a pheasant-sur-
rogate that soaks up sauce, stretches
the dish, and rewards you with one of

the world’s great flavors. %
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LATE SEASON

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

he 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 shotguns,
tying 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 pre&jrie turns Arctic.

Don’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.
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They feel vulnerable there, and 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 gunning over 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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RUNNERS

BY DATUS C. PROPER
ILEUSTRATED BY ELDRIDGE HARDIE

y pup rested his head on the arm of my chair

and watched my eyes till I looked up from work

to say (not very sternly), “Now cut that out.”

He did. Instead he wriggled his muzzle under
my elbow and let me know that an ear rub would be
welcome. I rubbed with my right hand and typed with
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 the head. I did not want the boot, but it was
what he thought I wanted, so I wanted him to think
that I wanted it. I was training him to retrieve.
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On second thought, I did want the boot, and the one
that went with it. I put both of them on. Huck was
training me to keep my priorities straight, and he
encouraged me by standing upright and dancing around
on his hind legs. He wanted to go hunting. He want-
ed it because it was in his genes. I wanted it because it
was in my genes. The hunting game makes no sense
these days, but it still feels as if it ought to.

We drove to a nearby public hunting area that turned
out to have been heavily grazed. Birds could have sur-
vived only by moving into what passes for pheasant
cover around here: any vegetation too sour or prickly
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Bolting Rabbit

(Harus crazi)

Fenceline Quail
(Leadema milus)

Hillside Char

(Pullen foolem)

Driven Pheasant
(Aimen dustem)

They spring. Fly. Dive. Roll.
Hop. Even multiply.

Sporting Clays (clayus quickus)
are no easy pickin’s. That's why A.].
“Smoker” Smith, the only two-time
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 can tell you what the
best sporting clays load is because no
two guns, or their owners, shoot the
same. Smoker’s style lends itself to

Bag a new species of game.

Springing Teal

(Waterfowlus acceleratum)

High-Flying Mallard
(Skyus bustus)

Super-Lite with #8 shot. But he’s first
to agree that Winchester AA® in 2%
or 3 dram loads or Winchester 3V
dram 1Y5 oz. field loads might better
suit a different shooter’s style. No
matter which load works best for you,
there’s no substitute for buying the
best target ammunition. Smoker uses
only Winchester, and the reason goes
back to Sporting Clays lesson #1:
Consistency.

A.]. Smith and Winchester have
more ways to increase your score at
sporting clays, including new videos
and a free booklet at your Winchester
dealer. Pick one up when you come in
for Winchester Ammunition.

You'll find that with the right
tips on shooting, and the right load
for your style, you can

turn any species of game - W

into clayem slayem.

i
WINCHESIER.

Because Every Round Counts.”




for cows to eat. Huckleberry did not mind. He was
eighteen months old and convinced, with the simple
faith of a pup in his second bird season, that he could
find a pheasant anywhere. He ran with nose high
along the line between thorns too thick and grass too
thin, a moon orbiting my earth.

In a half-acre patch of snowberries and wild roses,
Huck sniffed at a pile of feathers from a pheasant
killed, probably, on opening day. Then he cast around
and left the brush without hunting it thoroughly. I
resisted the urge to call him back, remembering times
in his short life when he had discovered a world invis-
ible to me. He loped across a 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 take-me-hunting dance. Huck knew how to avoid
prickly pears with his front feet, but he had found that
his hind feet did not track in exactly the same places,
so up they came. He had also worked out a choreog-
raphy for other things that hurt, such 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 plush lining of a lady’s purse. He trailed
another two hundred yards, ran a broad loop to get
the wind right, and worked in my direction. Perhaps
we could trap the bird between us. I lowered my
weapon and charged. The pheasant ran out of the
bottom and through the willow screen, flushing on
the far side. I could not see it well 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 taken. Three hundred
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yards away he stopped, nose high but turning from
side to side, tentatively. The air-washed scent must
have been weak. He put his nose down, cast around
for ground scent, and followed it. He started to
stiffen, changed his mind, trailed with two near-
points, then pointed firmly at a clump of junipers.
I tried to get far enough in front, but the pheasant,
with no ground cover to hide in, ran out and flushed
far from both of us. It was indeed a cock, red wat-
tles rampant, snowy ring resplendent below ever-
green head, orange breast aflame, tail pennants
flouting the idiot with a shotgun. This pageantry of
the chase streamed off, almost out of sight. Just

“before it disappeared, I thought I saw it flare its

wings 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 breathless to shoot.

sefeoskosksk

Now, all gallinaceous birds (or at least all that I've
hunted) are fast on their feet. The American quails—
including the Mearns—run when they learn that it is
better for their survival than flying or sitting still.
Ruffed and blue grouse are good runners; sharptailed
and sage grouse are better. The gray partridge is an
expert at ground escape. So are the tinamous in Brazil,
the francolins in Africa, the red-legged partridges in
Iberia, and the red grouse in Ireland.

Pheasants just happen to play the game best of all.
Their chosen habitat—thick ground cover—lets them
sneak as far as they wish without being seen. They
are big enough to outrun all humans and some dogs.
And above all, pheasants learn fast. Their extraor-
dinary cleverness may not be intelligence in the
human sense, but whatever it is, the roosters around
my place have more of it than the deer, mallards, and
geese, none of which are slow learners.

rains let pheasants thrive on the outskirts of
civilization, where other game cannot cope.
We have them in most of 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 resourcefulness, to the way it tries dog
and man. 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 willing 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. Even then you miss as
often as not, maybe because you’re excited. I
wouldn’t blame you for avoiding a sweaty proposi-
tion like this. Suppose you like hunting better than
shooting, though. In that case you know already
that your dog matters more than your gun—even
more than your boots.
y luck, I live in a valley with a bird-dog club
run by hunters, and last fall we held a pheas-
ant trial that provided some comparisons of
real hunting dogs—which is not to say that it
was real hunting. The pen-raised birds could not
have survived in the wild. Most of them did run for
short distances, however, testing the dogs’ trailing
abilities in some degree.

Of the three types of dogs in the trial, the spaniels
were the most consistent, perhaps because they had
been trained by methods suited to pheasants. The
spaniels were all of a good size and shape, too. They
were springers of field breeding, quick, eager, and
fun to watch. We did not hold the trial in the kind of
thick brush where spaniels are at their best, but if that
is your kind of cover and pheasants are your game, a
springer would be hard to beat.

Some of the dogs from the retrieving breeds seemed
designed for a different game: sight-marking rather
than scent-trailing, swimming rather than running. No
one entered a Chesapeake. The goldens were not
competitive, but they found birds and were fun to be
with. The best of the Labradors were highly compet-
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itive, at least for thirty-minute periods. The heavy
dogs might not have lasted as long as the spaniels on
hot days, but would have been better in the skim-ice.
The Labs were the best duck-and-pheasant dogs out
there, if your priorities follow that order.

The pointing dogs varied just as widely. All were
fast, all seemed to have good noses, and all held their
points till the gunners were ready to shoot. Some had
trouble locating the pheasants, perhaps because they
had sneaked off. One dog, however, found, trailed,
pointed, and retrieved his quota of birds about as
quickly as his handler could move from point to point.
That dog won the day, 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 differences between
breeds—more important even than the differences
between spaniels, retrievers, and pointers. Maybe
the choice boils down to a matter of temperament:
your temperament. If you like to hunt long distances
and long days, and if you are daft enough to be the
soul brother of a pointer, you can have one that will
find lots of pheasants. Training it, however, will prob-
ably be a do-it-yourself job.

Conventional American training methods discour-
age a pointer pup from trailing running birds. He may
not be allowed to retrieve until he becomes rock-
steady on point. He may be broken on pigeons or
pen-raised quail that cannot run. If he encounters
wild birds, he may not be allowed to follow. Andif he

Continued on page 84
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gets his nose down to check ground
scent, the trainer may object stren-
uously.

The trainer may 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 misun-
derstand: The dogs in these con-
tests are magnificent, but the game
is not hunting. It is a competition
between dogs pointing tame
birds—not between a dog/man
team on the one hand and nature
on the other.

Ground-trailing hurts a dog in
most field trials. It makes him
look less stylish, at least by the
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Continued from page 46

standard American definition of
style. By anybody’s standards,
trailing slows a dog down. He
may, till he gets the hang of it,
push 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 your time in
trials or on hunting preserves.
And if you hunt where birds are
abundant, you do not need a dog
that can trail individuals for long
distances. If, on the other hand,
you hunt the public area where
this tale started, you might want
a dog that can stay with the only
pheasant you’ll see all week.
Lots of pointers can follow the
scent that drifts into the air behind
a running bird. This is the fastest
and best way to trail—when it

works. Unfortunately, air scent
develops gaps when the trail is
long. At that point, the dogs that
succeed (or atleast all  have seen)
get their noses down to close the
gaps with ground scent. They get
their noses 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
more brains and experience than
any other task in upland hunting. It
is harder than running fast and
slamming into a point, harder than
quartering the ground beautifully.
Those things can be transmitted by
genes or acquired during basic
training. Trailing cannot. Some
dogs never get the hang of it.

My notions on choosing, raising,
and evaluating pups are shared by
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blown duck blind.

The Major is usually invited to i T ' y
such parties by the male of the
species. (But occasionally there is a
female who mistakenly believes him
to be an eligible candidate for for-
malized, long-term co-habitation.)
Peabody refuses to attend them dur-
ing the early parts of the month
when he is financially secure and
able to fund his hunting forays. But
at the end of the month—well,
that’s a different matter. He pays a

®

WORLD’S FOREMOST
OUTFITTER™
HUNTING, FISHING, OUTDOOR GEAR

FREE

CATALOG SUBSCRIPTION

Clothing . . . Footwear .. . Optics . . . Knives
Gun Cases . .. Bows . . . Arrows . . . Decoys
Gifts . . . Reloading . . . Thousands of items!

terrible price for a few glasses of
Scotch whiskey, some food, and
something to do until the end of the
month rolls around and there is
again money available for another
hunting trip.

So, you will understand why,
during the last week of July, I felt
some accident must have befallen
the Major. He had not contacted
me to tell me where in the world I
was to deliver his August checks,
nor had he appeared at my apart-
ment for the purpose of attacking
my supply of The Glenlivet or con-
ning me into paying for an evening
at Bookbinder’s.

I made due inquiry with the police,
fearing the Major may have been
apprehended while committing some
misdemeanor. When they and the
hospitals had nothing to report, cau-
tious inquiry was made to his
Virginian “white sheep” relatives.
They knew nothing of his where-
abouts and left the distinct impres-
sion they had no real interest in dis-
covering them.

[t was with a sense of relief when,
on August 7th, well after he was enti-
tled to his checks, Major Peabody
appeared at my apartment door, car-
rying a large box and apparently
enjoying both good health and
excellent spirits.

“I apologize if I have caused any
distress by not timely presenting
myself for your monthly funding,” he
said before I could question him, “but
[ was in our sister republic of Cuba,
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at Santiago de Cuba to be exact,
serving as a Technical Official for our
Rowing team at the XI Pan
American Games.”

This was, indeed, a surprise. I'm
sure the major’s interest in rowing is
limited to moving a duck boat in and
out of a blind. I'm sure he believes
Rowe v. Wade is an argument over
which is the better method of fish-
ing.

“Don’t look so surprised,” he said.
“When the Rowing team’s organiza-
tion learned of my enthusiastic sup-
port of eur nation’s young athletes, as
well as my long-time interest in the
sport (my jaw dropped) and my abil-
ity to speak Spanish, they accepted
my offer to volunteer translation ser-
vices and were pleased to arrange to
have me appointed a Technical
Official for the Games.”

“You might close your mouth,” he
said before continuing. “It was a
very  convenient  arrangement.
Transportation and food were all fur-
nished, and [ managed to win a bit from

Cabelns.

843-198t
Sidney
Nebraska 69160

- - - --

some of my compatriots who had
incredibly bad luck at the poker table.

“None of the young men and wom-
en who made up the Canoe/Kayak
teams smoked cigars, and the State
Department allowed everyone to
bring back up to $100 of Cuban pur-
chases. Since there wasn’t much to
purchase in Cuba, each of the
Canoe/Kayak team members agreed
to help me out. :

“I'll leave this crate of cigars in
your safekeeping. Please review your
apartment owner’s insurance policy.
In the event it doesn’t cover the loss
of cigars by fire or theft, purchase the
necessary rider. Now then, if you will
deliver my August remittance, I'll be
off and bore you no longer with con-
versation about the Pan American
Games or the state of affairs in Cuba.

“You might plan on being in
Mexico on October 1st.  The
Tivamp, Curassow, and Chacalaca
seasons are all open, and I may be in
need of funds. I'll send a postcard
describing exactly where I may be.”
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people who know more about dogs
than I. My ideas on training, how-
ever, are so rustic that I wouldn’t
mention them at all, except 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
test: shoot-to-retrieve trials, for
example. Don’t believe us owners.
Every one of us is convinced, not
very deep down inside, 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 tricks, but not
enough to catch up with an old
cock pheasant.) You raise the pup
in your house and love it like your
child. It will 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 intelli-
gence like a child’s, too: by see-
ing how fast it learns. Given the
chance, a pointer pup six months
old—a year at most—should find
birds, point them, hold them till
you get there, retrieve those you
shoot, and run them down if they
are winged. (Learning to follow
long trails will take more time.)
The pup should also have enough
sense to avoid porcupines and
skunks, not to mention dog
fights. Ifitisa slow learner, you
will probably keep it anyhow, and
in time find it a useful dog. But
better genes are available for
your next try. Affection for an
individual does not oblige you
breed a dynasty of dim-wits.

Training? Of course you drill
into the pup the basic commands
and behaviors that let you achieve
control. (Most American pointers
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need plenty of that.) The yard
work, however, has little to do with
hunting skills. You can have a
beautiful, fully broken dog that
is—so its trainer tells you—one of
the finest ever seen. It may even
have passed a hunting test. But it
may flunk pheasants.
sheep dog needs real sheep
to learn its trade, and a
pointing dog needs real
birds. The only method I
know first-hand is this: You put the
pup in 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 and some “versatile”
breeds of pointers. I have not tried
those. Huckleberry is a German
shorthaired pointer, on paper, but
he thinks he’s a Yankee bird dog
with no time for rabbits and such.
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
used bobwhites from a recall pen.
They were a feeble substitute.

It gets down to the difference
between training and teaching.
You can train a pup not to make
puddles on the floor and to come
when you call him. You cannot
teach him to hunt. You do not
know where the birds are. He
does. Before long he will show
you. You may not often get an air-
and-ground chase that zigzags over
amile, but it happens. It was in the
middle of happening when I inter-
rupted the story.

gtk

After its third flight, the cock

came down in scrubby pines and
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 might have
turned back anyhow, but this was
the last pheasant in the world, and
Huck was on its trail for the third
time. AsIswung my legs over the
fence, he followed scent for per-
haps a hundred yards and pointed,
head high. I circled in front to cut
off the escape route. Before I got
far, Huck broke again, running in
long bounds. In the middle of one
of them he turned in mid-air and lit
on point, body twisted. His tail was
high, back-hairs bristling, eyes
shooting fire. Bird close. Right
here, boss.

I ran to the far side of the trees,
trying again to cut off the escape
route. The cock flushed wild.
Crossing shot, a little too far. Rear
trigger. The pheasant came down
with its head up, meaning that it
would almost certainly run. Huck
appeared instantly, having fol-
lowed the flight line through the
trees. He found where the winged
bird had crashed, trailed it for thir-
ty yards, and pounced on it.

The pup fetched, but not as
promptly as he would bring me a
mere boot. I watched benignly
as he did the pheasant strut.
The 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 broken wing
if he had not trailed it for the
fourth and last time. Huck had a
right to show off.

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

SOUTH DAKOTA PHEASANT ACRES
THE GOOD OLD DAYS ARE BACK'

By Ron Spomer

reaming about the good old
days is a bittersweet part of
bird hunting, but not at
South  Dakota Pheasant
Acres. On this 1,800-acre farm, today
is as good as yesterday. Ringnecks still
flush by the dozens, sometimes by the
hundreds from rank bul-
rush sloughs and grassy
swales.
The first time [ hunted
SDPA, the usual 35 mph
Dakota wind was blowing
high cirrus clouds toward
[owa and russet-feathered
rockets toward my 20-
gauge. The pheasants
were being roused from a
weedy slough by SDPA
owner James Monfore, his
son Barry, and farm man-
ager Leonard Pazour, 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.
When we walked cover, there were
no “stupid” game-farm birds lumbering
to flight at our feet. These cocks were
wild and wary, skulking, running, dou-
bling back. They flushed behind us,
squirted out the sides and left early—all
the usual wild pheasant tricks. Dozens
would break from small sloughs or run
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down grain-field rows. Sometimes as
many as fifty would lift from the end of
a cover and roar en masse over a ridge
to the next weedy basin.

Despite the gameness of these birds,
there were so many that all hunters
had more than enough opportunities
to shoot limits. In fact, one could
pretty much select the kind of shoot-
ing he favored: pass shooting by
blocking the ends of coverts or jump
shooting by following the dogs.

Located north of Lake Andes
National Wildlife Refuge in Charles
Mix County, SDPA is an exciting re-
creation of the habitat conditions
that made South Dakota the Pheasant
Capital of the World forty years ago.
James Monfore has committed him-
self to rehabilitating this tired farm-
land, bolstering resident wildlife pop-
ulations and providing superb
pheasant hunting for clients.

Dozens of glacial pothole wetlands
dot the farm, providing dense cattail,
bulrush, and slough-grass escape cov-
er. Surrounding these are grassy
buffers of protective nesting cover.
On hilltops, Monfore and Pazour
have planted long strips of trees to
provide winter shelter. If whitetail
bucks stop rubbing them into obliv-
ion, substantial winter shelter will
eventually grow up.

Beside one pothole, Monfore has
installed an artesian
well that continuously
pumps water into the
little pond, assuring
birds an adequate sip-:
ply of moisture during”
droughts. The rest of
the property is farmed
for cash grain crops
which provide all the
food wildlife needs.

Because of all the
natural wetlands on the
farm, ducks are resi-
dent by the hundreds.
During wet summers,
local production is sub-

stantial. During migration, thousands
of mallards, pintails, teal, gadwalls,
wigeons, scaup, and buffleheads stop.
SDPA augments its substantial wild.
pheasant production with pen-reared
birds that are kept in large flight pens
and released in late summer. By
October-they’re barely distinguish-
able from wild birds.

Clients can bring their own dogs or
enjoy the work of the farm labs. Large
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THE CARE & FEEDING OF

(GUNS

Photo by Thomas G. Oro

BY DATUS C. PROPER

1d British game guns suit me not because they

are old, but because they arz 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
abetter 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
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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 [ 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
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the locks had intercepting sears like those on sidelocks. time, all of us assumed that short barrels were ideal for
Both of the old guns have double triggers, thank upland shooting. The game of sporting clays has

goodness. Both also have low, unobtrusive ribs, plain  raised questions about that.

forends, and simple stocks. I do not know of any cars Old guns—and certainly old British guns—do

or houses as well designed as these game guns. Their require special care and feeding. My remedies may be

lines make my eyes happy.

of help to a few other eccentrics with similar enthusi-

The weight and balance keep my body content. too. asms. Ishall provide specifics, because generalities are
I happen to need both light weight and length in a risky in dealing with guns filed out by hand a long
gun: light weight because there are miles between time ago.
shots; length because I am long myself, and precipi- Both of my guns had problems with Winchester and
tate. Twenty-nine-inch barrels slow me down and Remington primers. The Woodward's firing pins
remind me to aim. Aim? But sorhebody has written (strikers) stuck in the primers, making the gun diffi-
that a shotgun must not be aimed. My dictionary, on cult to open. The Westley Richards had misfires. |

the other hand, says that to aim is

“To direct (a tried various complicated cures before finding the easy

weapon) at someone or something.” Iam here to tes- one: Federal 209 primers. With them. the firing pins
tify that my guns do not hit unless I direct them at the no longer hang up, perhaps because the rear face of

target.

the primers is slightly convex. At the same time,

Itis not easy to find long, light guns. My Remington Federal primers are much less prone to misfire.
1100 autoloader is long, but it weighs 8 pounds, 7 If you handload, please note that Federal primers
ounces. [ use it for ducks with 12-gauge, 234" steel- may require less powder than others. For that mat-
shot loads, and it makes their recoil tolerable—bare- ter. it js dangerous to substitute any component of a
ly. But only an artilleryman would describe this load—including the wad—without knowing the

Weapon as a field piece. At the other extreme,

light effects on pressure. My source on this subject is the

modern doubles run to short barrels. They are pleas- Handloader’s Guide. published by the IMR Powder
ant to carry, and they fit some hunters. Once upon a 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. i

Most British game guns have 212" chambers. This
is 14" shorter than the American standard. Over the
years. therefore, some Americans have had British
chambers lengthened to 234" Itis 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. 1
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 !4" 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 212" chambers and low pressure. Several firms
stock them. But don't be astonished if you get British
shells that are 234" long after you fire them. 1 lived in
Ireland from 1971 to 1975 and shot Eley shells. They
were all 234" in length after firing, though their box
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was marked “212" 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.

Another book by Gough Thomas, Shotguns &
Cartridges, carries a handloading guide by Bleyasl
recommends a case length of 234" for star-crimped
ammunition intended for 212" 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 234" loads were fired in
both 212" &hd 234" 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, 234" 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 1116 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 1's 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.

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. Qa
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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'll 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.

2. Why do you always treat me

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. Universally, the people
who have success training dogs real-
ize that dogs are animals—and that
they are animal trainers.
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Enforcement of “whoa,” for 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. It
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’t hear you over the

“Whoa...I said whoa. Now
SHOjDy o o 151y I saviel loelkel il s
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.

Holdsirlts Yo
Dammit,

say go ahead!. . .
stop when I say whoa. . .
come back here. Whoa!”
Don't blame Sparkey—Hell, you'd
run away too. Unfortunately, that
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

GUN DOG MAGAZINE




on them. Your wife might not pro-
vide language lessons 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,
I'd have preferred Huck 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 shots at 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 the scent 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. It 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 not 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, be-
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. Huck 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 day, something happens to its
body as well as its mind. Huck 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. His 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 Huck 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. Thad to whis-
tle him in frequently, sit him down
in shade, and give him water. When
duck season came, swimming was
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.

Perhaps trailing, the way Huck
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 dogs, and that’s
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 Huck 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 Huck 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 of. O

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-
cles and three books:

e What The Trout Said, 1st edition
Knopf 1982; 2nd edition (revised
and enlarged) Nick Lyons Books,
1989; 3rd edition (paperback) Nick
Lyons Books, 1992,

¢ Pheasants Of the Mind, Prentice
Hall, 1990.

e The Last Old Place: A Search
Through Portugal, Simon & Schuster,
scheduled for publication in early
1998.




that tone in her voice since our baby
rolled down the stairs (with similar
results). Anna waded in to save
Huck. He climbed out on his own,
shook water all over her, then
jumped back in and swam across the
pond to me.

A pup this bold would not have
been daunted by more early training
in obedience. On the other hand, I
do not regret my failure to train
Huck on the usual tame bobwhites
and pigeons. In lieu of them he
pointed the meadowlarks, flustered
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. I took
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. It’s 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,
concluded that he was doing a good
job of hunting the wrong thing, and
decided to ignore him. Hiked fifty
yards. 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. Isaw 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.
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The bird had in fact headed across
the open field and Huck had been on
its track, if only T 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, too,
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. Ijust haven't seen
them.

A year-old pup on his own discre-
tion was, of course, often indiscreet.
He would stand on point 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 looks through the hole he
clawed in his brand new kennel
door. Photo by the author.

Sprinting Squat. Pickup drivers have
a similar ploy called the Texas 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 might lack
wild birds or the time to work a pup
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im McCue is partly to blame for

what happened, mind you.

When I was looking for a pup

with the right ancestors, Jim's

dog was winning the biggest
field trials for German shorthaired
pointers, so naturally I inquired
about the champion's social life. Jim
told 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 that
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 T was wondering how much
more enthusiasm to expect.

Back home, T introduced the pup
to a brand new kennel and concrete
run—Dbuilt 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 I
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 feeling for 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—
for humans—is before puberty. Lit-
tle children can learn Irish Gaelic,
which is more than I have managed.

LANGUAGE

. LESSO

i

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 is 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 fact, 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 then.
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
and swam toward my wife, who
thought he was drowning. “My pup-
py!” she screamed. I had not heard

There may be
things only

4 puppy

can learn.

by Datus C. Proper

f 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

you don’t hunt in snow in this part of the world,

you miss half the season, and young Huckleberry
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 was as decorated as our
Christmas tree. He did not object to that, though. He’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 I
didn’t know his exact location. That’s the trouble with
bells: They are silent when you need them most. The
beeper was quiet too, plugged by wet snow. I had to fol-
low dog tracks into a patch of brush, which put me in
precisely the wrong place for 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 of
the brush and gave me just 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 looked
down at the ground between his feet.
“I think she’s going to be okay,” he said. “I just want-
ed to say...”
“Don’t start,” I interrupted. “I’'m glad it all came
to something good.”
There was a pause. I looked at him and said,
“Where do we go from here?” fa
“No place,” he said, “I lost my truck keys.”

ok ok

here is the smudge of a small hand on the stair-

rail post in our house. It has been there for five -

years. Sadness lies thick and heavy on that place.

There is a rose petal pressed and saved in my -

hunting journal, which I took from a flower in the
spray that was on top of her little casket. I fed her
some of my early-morning breakfast and then left
home for a long, grey November day in the 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 first, then our children, and their children.
When we leave home in the morning, everything will
be fine for our return. The fire will be burning, and
there will be a stool to lift a pair of tired feet. There
will be wool socks to toast in front of it. The house
won’t be quiet and dark. There will not be any signs
of a hurried exit. There will not be a small mound of
new dirt. The snow will not blow in thin ranks across
the country churchyard—unless your baby dies while
you squint at an old set of deer tracks, trying to unfold
their mystery.

There is another grave where the ridge of pine and
hardwoods separates the old, abandoned house from
the west pasture. This child was buried in 1898. Every
bird season I visit this place and sweep the leaves from
her footstone. Itis a fine place to be. Except for that
year.

I could sit no longer, but 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 held none. I had lived
in red mud, though small yellow men had tried their
best to kill me, and yet when my own child needed me
most, I was crunching through November snow. I
needed to go to that grave on the hill, in the ridge of
woods, with my dogs and a shotgun. I needed to do
something...right.
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“You look better,” my wife said. “Where did you
go?”

“I went grouse hunting.”

“Did you get anything?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. “It’s too soon to tell.”

One cannot make a diamond day happen...at least
Ican’t. I can go to a favorite cover. I can consider the
weather and the wind. I can enter the cover in a par-
ticular spot and go to certain parts instead of others.
I can wear my favorite patched brush pants, and tuck
them into my worn boots. I can select just the right
combination of ragged shirts for my comfort. I can be
sentimental about my threadbare hunting vest and
smile as [ put new shells into its empty loops. I can put
the bright ringing tones of Salty’s bell around her neck
and turn her out onto the grass. The beautiful colors
of my gunstock and the smooth blue-black ripple of
Jet’s coat are a pleasure to see in the sun, and when I
look out at the rough, splintery cover ahead I can envi-
sion grouse there.

From Bare November Days, copyright 1992 by
Countrysport, Inc. Reprinted 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 400 yards. The pheasant flushed again before I
could spot the point and position myself. This time
Huck did not bother to reprimand me, having per-
ceived that I was useless.

For my third try, the whole covert was full of dog
tracks, and I had no idea which to follow, so I spent fif-
teen minutes kicking the brush in places 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
county road, like dogs belonging to two of my friends.
Nothing in life seemed funny just then.

A bird came flying toward me, high and fast. I
thought it was an out-of-season mallard till it was over-
head, 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 his mouth. He’d
decided, after spending another quarter-hour on point
at 10-degrees above zero, that he had better get the job
done on his own—and he had come 19 1/2 feet closer
to success than I.

The only thing missing from this production was a
title. “Short Dog In The Tall Drifts? Huckleberry
Gets Some Tail?” 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
learned that he couldn’t rely on the skinny guy with
the gun.

ow 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 is a subject I have researched in
depth. Before beepers, I was one of the World’s
Leading Experts at looking for dogs on point...and
looking, and looking.
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