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AN INTRODUCTION

To The Author and his Book

By COLONEL HAROLD P. SHELDON

(Chief Conservation Officer,
U. S. Bureau of Biological Survey)

IT is well that the best of the shooting and fishing sketches by Nash Buckingham have at last been collected into a single volume. Appearing from time to time in the sporting magazines of America, these notable contributions to the literature of our field sports have, for years, delighted a national audience of Mr. Buckingham’s fellow gunners and anglers. In this more lasting form, they will afford an equal and even greater pleasure to future generations of Nimrods. For every present sign and portent indicates that we are nearly to an end of the sort of shooting this author portrays.

With an inherited love of sport and great opportunities at his door, it is not strange that Nash Buckingham became one of our best game shots as well as a most skillful and seasoned observer of the habits and habitats of wild birds and creatures. An experienced live pigeon shot and for years possessor of a worthy trap-shooting average, Buckingham profitted through access to gun and shell manufacture that rounded out his natural bent for gunning and its tools. Much has been written of his skill, at upland game, and particularly of his ability at “high ducks” with his now famous 12 Bore Burt Becker magnum. It has been my pleasure educationally, to spend a good many days with him in duck blinds, or behind his dogs after Bob Whites in Tennessee and Mississippi. Elsewhere I have myself written of seeing him bring down a limit of fifteen ducks with seventeen shells. I sincerely doubt if any duck was closer than fifty yards, and the two extra loads were used to second-shot badly winged mallards. I fully concur, therefore, with the comment of no less a shooting personage and critic than Captain Paul Curtis, gun editor of Field & Stream who wrote, in March, 1927: “When a shooter like Nash Buckingham says that sort of thing about a shell, it is time to listen. For Nash makes a practice of shooting at ducks and bringing them down dead with surprising frequency at ranges where I leave off shooting at them. I have shot with him on the Mississippi, and I can say, irrespective of whatever other value he may have to his company, he is the best exponent they could get of what a 3 inch shell is capable of doing in a special magnum gun. I have helped a lot of men kill ducks, and at his special forte of knocking them cold at a distance, he has forgotten more than most of us get a chance to learn. The Nash Buckinghams are scarce.”

A natural athlete, Nash Buckingham distinguished himself in football, baseball, track and field events during “Prep” days and Varsity exploits at the University of Tennessee. For years, on a great southern newspaper, he wrote a distinguished column as gridiron and general sports critic. During that period he also became perhaps the most formidable but least publicized of the country’s amateur boxers. To these physical attributes and accomplishments, the Gods who have in charge the allotment of human faults and virtues, gave him a deep and fine appreciation of literature, music and that most gracious talent of all—a loyal and understanding heart. The reader may conclude as much from his own perusal of the many fine poetical and descriptive passages appearing in these stories. There is ample evidence in the sympathy with which characters are considered and drawn, that the author, like Abou ben Adhem is one who loves his fellow man whether encountered in evening clothes or poised splay footed on the stern of a ducking skiff with a muddy push pole gripped in toil scarred hands.

While the adventures related herein are those generally associated with the destruction of wild life, yet Nash Buckingham has spent an equal energy and sincerity in efforts to aid development of a practical plan for such conservation and perpetuation. He was selected to head and develop the progressive game restoration (incidentally he is the coiner of that now national term) project of a far-sighted ammunition company into what is today associated industrial endeavor along such lines. He later served four years (1928-32) as Executive Secretary of the American Wild Fowlers, a national group, at Washington, D. C., interested in wildfowl restoration, research and their remedial legislation. Many of his ideas and suggestions for the improvement of conditions and shooting ethics adversely affecting wild life, are to be found in plans and programs now under way by Government and States. But, more effective than all the measures and publicity he has created and helped enact, has been the influence of his own personality in fearlessly fostering a greater respect for the principles of rugged, fair minded, tolerant sportsmanship. After all, the best method of securing converts to one’s own faith, if it is a reasonably worthy philosophy, is to practice its precepts as Nash Buckingham has done.
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“De Shootinest Gent’man”
The late Captain Harold Money



DE SHOOTINEST GENT’MAN

SUPPER was a delicious memory. In the matter of a certain goose stew, Aunt Molly had fairly outdone herself. And we, in turn, had jolly well done her out of practically all the goose. It may not come amiss to explain frankly and above board the entire transaction with reference to said goose. Its breast had been deftly detached, lightly grilled and sliced into ordinary “mouth size” portions. The remainder of the dismembered bird, back, limbs and all parts of the first part thereunto pertaining, were put into an iron pot. Keeping company with the martyred fowl, in due proportion of culinary wizardry, were sundry bell peppers, two cans of mock turtle soup, diced roast pork, scrambled ham rinds, peas, potatoes, some corn and dried garden okra, shredded onions and pretty much anything and everything that wasn’t tied down or that Molly had lying loose around her kitchen. This stew, served right royally, and attended by outriders of “cracklin bread,” was flanked by a man-at-arms in the form of a saucily flavored brown gravy. I recall a side dish of broiled teal and some country puddin’ with ginger pour-over, but merely mention these in passing.

So the Judge and I, in rare good humor (I forgot to add that there had been a dusty bottle of the Judge’s famous port), as becomes sportsmen blessed with a perfect day’s imperfect duck shooting, had discussed each individual bird brought to bag, with reasons, pro and con, why an undeniably large quota had escaped uninjured. We bordered upon that indecisive moment when bedtime should be imminent, were it not for the delightful trouble of getting started in that direction. As I recollect it, ruminating upon our sumptuous repast, the Judge had just countered upon my remark that I had never gotten enough hot turkey hash and beaten biscuits, by stating decisively that his craving for smothered quail remained inviolate, when the door opened softly and in slid “Ho’ace”! He had come, following a custom of many years, to take final breakfast instructions before packing the embers in “Steamboat Bill” the stove, and dousing our glim.

Seeing upon the center-table, t’wixt the Judge and me, a bottle and the unmistakable ingredients and tools of the former’s iron clad rule for a hunter’s nightcap, Ho’ace paused in embarrassed hesitation and seated himself quickly upon an empty shell-case. His attitude was a cross between that of a timid gazelle scenting danger and a wary hunter’s sighting game and effacing himself gently from the landscape.

Long experience in the imperative issue of securing an invitation to “get his’n,” had taught Ho’ace that it were ever best to appear humbly disinterested and thoroughly foreign to the subject until negotiations, if need be even much later, were opened with him directly or indirectly. With old-time members he steered along the above lines. But with newer ones or their uninitiated guests, he believed in quicker campaigning, or, conditions warranting, higher pressure sales methods. The Judge, reaching for the sugar bowl, mixed his sweetening water with adroit twirl and careful scrutiny as to texture; fastening upon Ho’ace meanwhile a melting look of liquid mercy. In a twinkling, however, his humor changed and the darky found himself in the glare of a forbidding menace, creditable in his palmiest days to Mister Chief Justice Jeffries himself.

“Ho’ace,” demanded the Judge, tilting into his now ready receptacle a gurgling, man’s size libation, “who is the best shot—the best duck shot—you have ever paddled on this lake—barring—of course, a-h-e-m-m—myself?” Surveying himself with the coyness of a juvenile, the Judge stirred his now beading toddy dreamily, and awaited the encore. Ho’ace squirmed a bit as the closing words of the Judge’s query struck home with appalling menace upon his ear. He plucked nervously at his battered headpiece. His eyes, exhibiting a vast expanse of white, roamed pictured walls and smoke-dimmed ceiling in furtive, reflective, helpless quandary. Then, speaking slowly and gradually warming to his subject, he fashioned the following alibi.

“Jedge, y’ know, suh, us all has ouh good an’ ouh bad days wid de ducks. Yes, my lawdy, us sho’ do. Dey’s times whin de ducks flies all ovah ev’ything an’ ev’y-body, an’ still us kain’t none o’ us hit nuthin’—lak me an’ you wuz’ dis mawnin’, Jedge, down in de souf end trails dis mawnin’.” At this juncture the Judge interrupted, reminding Ho’ace severely that he meant when the Judge—not the Judge and Ho’ace, was shooting.

“An’ den deys times whin h’it look lak dey ain’ no shot too hard nur nary duck too far not t’ be kilt. But Mistah Buckin’ham yonder—Mistah Nash he brung down de shootinest gent’man whut took all de cake. H’its lots o’ de members hu’ah whuts darin’ shooters, but dat fren’ o’ Mistah Nash’s—uummp-uummpphh—doan nevuh talk t’ me ’bout him whur de ducks kin’ hear, ’cause dey’ll leave de laik ef dey hears he’s even comin’ dis way.

“Dat gent’man rode his nigger jes’ lak he wuz er saddle an’ he done had on rooster spurs. Mistah Nash he brung him on down hu’ah an’ say: ‘Ho’ace,’ he say, ‘hu’ahs a gent’man frum Englan,’ he say, ‘Mistah Money—Mistah Harol’ Money—an’ say ‘I wants you t’ paddle him t’morrow an’ see dat he gits er gran’ shoot—unnerstan?’ I say—‘Yaas, suh, Mistah Nash,’ I say, ‘dat I’ll sho’ly do, suh. Mistah Money gwi’ hav’ er fine picnic ef I has t’see dat he do m’s’ef—but kin he shoot, suh?’

“Mistah Nash, he say, ‘uh-why-uh-yaas, Ho’ace, Mistah Money he’s uh ve’y fair shot—’bout lak Mistah Immitt Joyner or Mistah Hal Howard.’ I say t’ m’s’ef, I say, ‘uummmpphh—huummpphh we-e-l-l hu’ah now, ef dats de case me an’ Mistah Money gwi’ DO some shootin’ in de mawnin.’

“Mistah Money he talk so kin’er queer an’ brief lak, dat I hadda’ pay mighty clos’t inspection t’whut he all de time asayin’. But nex mawnin’, whin me an’ him goes out in de bote, I seen he had a gre’t big ol’ happy bottle o’ Brooklyn Handicap in dat shell box so I say t’ m’s’ef, I say ‘w-e-l-l-l-, me an’ Mistah Money gwi’ git erlong someway, us is.’

“I paddles him on up de laik an’ he say t’ me, say, ‘Hawrice-uh—hav’ yo’-er- got anny wager,’ he say, ‘or proposition t’ mek t’ me, as regards,’ he say, ‘t’ shootin’ dem dar eloosive wil’ fowls,’ he say?

“I kinder studies a minit, ’cause, lak I done say, he talk so brief, den I says, ‘I guess you is right ’bout dat, suh.’

“He say, ‘Does you follow me, Hawrice, or is I alone,’ he say.

“I says, ‘Naw, suh, Mistah, I’m right hu’ah wid you in dis bote.’

“ ‘You has no proposition t’ mek wid me den?’ he say.

“S’ I, ‘naw, suh, Boss, I leaves all dat wid you, suh, trustin’t’ yo’ gin’rosity, suh.

“ ‘Ve’y good, Hawrice,’ he say. ‘I sees you doan grasp de principul. Now I will mek you de proposition,’ he say. I jus’ kep’ on paddlin’. He say—‘Ev’y time I miss er duck you gits er dram frum dis hu’ah bottle—ev’y time I kills a duck—I gits de drink—which is h’it?—Come—come—speak up, my man.’

“I didn’ b’ lieve I done heard Mistah Money rightly an’ I says—‘uh-Mistah Money,’ I says, suh, ‘does you mean dat I kin’ hav’ de chice whedder you misses or kills ev’y time an’ gits er drink?’

“He say—‘Dat’s my defi,’ he say.

“I says—‘Well, den—w-e-l-l—den, ef dats de case, I gwi’, I gwi’ choose ev’y time yo’ misses, suh.’ Den I say t’ m’self, I say, ‘Ho’ace, right hu’ah whar you gotta be keerful, ’ginst you fall outa de bote an’ git fired frum de Lodge; ’cause ef’n you gits er drink ev’ytime dis gent’man misses an’ he shoot lak Mister Hal Howard, you an’ him sho’ gwi’ drink er worl’ o’ liquah—er worl’ o’ liquah.’

“I pushes on up nur’ly to de Han’werker stan’, an’ I peeks in back by da’ l’il pocket whut shallers off’n de laik, an’ I sees some sev’ul black-jacks—four on ’em—settin’ in dar. Dey done seen us, too. An’ up come dey haids. I spy ’em twis’in’ an’ turnin’—gittin’ raidy t’ pull dey freight frum dere. I says, ‘Mistah Money,’ I says, ‘yawnder sets some ducks—look out now, suh, ’cause dey gwi’ try t’ rush on out pas’ us whin dey come outa dat pocket.’ Den I think—‘W-e-l-l-, hu’ah whar I knocks de gol’ fillin’ outa de mouf o’ Mistah Money’s bottle o’ Brooklyn Handicap!’

“I raised de lid o’ de shell box an’ dar laid dat ol’ bottle—still dar. I say ‘Uuuuummmpp-huuummpph.’ Jus’ ’bout dat time up goes dem blackhaids an’ outa dar dey come—dey did—flyin’ low to de watah—an’ sorter raisin’ lak—y’ knows how dey does h’it, Jedge?

“Mistah Money he jus’ pick up dat fas’ feedin’ gun—t’war er pump—not one o’ dese hu’ah af romatics—an’ whin he did, I done reach fo’ de bottle, ’cause I jes’ natcherlly knowed dat my time had done come. Mistah Money he swing down on dem bullies—Ker-py-ker-py—powie-powie-splamp-splamp-slamp-ker-splaash—Lawdy mussy—gent’mens, fo’ times, right in de same place h’it sounded lak—an’ de las’ duck fell ker-flop—almos’ in ouh bote.

“I done let go de bottle, an’ Mistah Money say—mighty cool lak—say, ‘Hawrice,’ say, ‘kin’ly to examin’ dat las’ chap clos’ly,’ he say, ‘an’ obsurve,’ he say, ‘efn he ain’ shot thru de eye.’

“I rakes in dat blackjack, an’ sho’ nuff—bofe eyes done shot plum out—yaas, suh, bofe on ’em right on out. Mistah Money say, ‘I wuz—er-slightly afraid,’ he say, ‘dat I had done unknowin’ly struck dat fellah er trifle too far t’ win’ward,’ he say. ‘A ve’y fair start, Hawrice,’ he say. ‘You’d bettah place me in my station, so that we may continue on wid’out interruption,’ he say.

“ ‘Yaas, suh,’ I say, ‘I’m on my way right dar now, suh,’ an’ I say to m’s’ef, I say, ‘Mek haste, nigger, an’ put dis gent’man in his bline an’ give him er proper chan’ct to miss er duck.’ I didn’ hones’ly b’lieve but whut killin’ all four o’ dem other ducks so peart lak wuz er sorter accident. So I put him on de Han’werker bline. He seen I kep’ de main shell bucket an’ de liquah, but he never said nuthin’. I put out de m’coys an’ den creep back wid’ de bote into de willers t’ watch.

“Pretty soon, hu’ah come er ole drake flyin’ mighty high. Ouh ole hen bird she holler t’ him, an’ de drake he sorter twis’ his haid an’ look down. I warn’t figurin’ nuthin’ but whut Mistah Money gwi’ let dat drake circle an’ come ’mongst de m’coys—but aw! aw! All uv’ er’ sudden he jus’ raise up sharp lak’ an’—Ker-zowie! Dat ole drake jus’ throw his haid onto his back an’ ride on down—looked t’ me lak he fell er mile—an’ whin he hit he thow’d watah fo’ feet! Mistah Money he nuvver said er word—jus’ sot dar!
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Horace Miller—“Ho’ace,” relator of
“de shootinest gent’man”

“Hu’ah come another drake—way off to de lef’—up over back o’ me. He turn ’roun—quick lak—he did—an’ Ker-zowie—he cut him on down, too. Dat drake fall way back in de willers an’ co’se I hadda’ wade after ’im.

“Whil’st I wuz gone, Mistah Money shoot twice—an’ whin I come stumblin’ back, dar laid two mo’ ducks wid dey feets in de air. Befo’ I hav’ time t’ git in de bote agin he done knock down er hen away off in de elbow brush.

“I say, ‘Mistah Money, suh, I hav’ hunted behin’ som’ far-knockin’ guns in my time, an’ I’se er willin’ nigger, sho,—but ef you doan, please suh, kill dem ducks closer lak, you gwi’ kill yo’ nigger Ho’ace in de mud.’ He say—‘da’s all right ’bout dat,’ he say, ‘go git de bird—he kain’t git er-way ’cause hits daid as er wedge.’

“Whin I crawls back to de bote dat las’ time—it done got mighty col’. Dar us set—me in one en’ a-shiverin’ an’ dat ole big bottle wid de gol’ haid in de far en’. Might jus’ ez well bin ten miles so far ez my chances had done gone.

“Five mo’ ducks come in—three singles an’ er pair o’ sprigs. An’ Mistah Money he chewed ’em all up lak good eatin’. One time, tho’,—he had t’ shoot one o’ them high flyin’ sprigs twice, an’ I done got half way in de bote—reachin’ fer dat bottle—but de las’ shot got ’im. Aftah while, Mistah Money say, ‘Hawrice,’ he say, ‘how is you hittin’ off—my man?’

“ ‘Mistah Money,’ I say, ‘I’se pow’ful col’, suh, an’ ef you’ wants er ’umble, no ’count nigger t’ tell you de trufe, suh, I b’lieves I done made er pow’ful po’ bet.’ He say, ‘Poss’bly so, Hawrice, poss’bly so.’ But dat ‘poss’bly’ didn’ git me nuthin’.

“Jedge, y’ Honor, you know dat gent’man sot dar an’ kill ev’ry duck whut come in, an’ had his limit long befo’ de eight o’clock train runned. I done gone t’ watchin’, an’ de las’ duck whut come by wuz one o’ dem lightnin’ express teals. Hu’ah he come—look lak’ somebody done blowed er buckshot pas’ us. I riz’ up an’ hollered—‘Fly fas’, ole teal, do yo’ bes’—’caus Ho’ace needs er drink.’ But Mistah Money just jumped up an’ thow’d him forty feet—skippin’ ’long de watah. I say, ‘Hol’ on, Mistah Money, hol’ on—you don’ kilt de limit.’

“ ‘Oh!’ he say, ‘I hav’—hav’ I?’

“I say, ‘Yaas, suh, an’ you ain’ bin long ’bout h’it, neither!’

“He say, ‘Whut are you doin’ gittin’ so col’, then?’

“I say, ‘I spec’ findin’ out dat I hav’ done made er bad bet had er lot t’ do wid de air.’

“An’ dar laid dat Brooklyn Handicap all dat time—he nuvver touched none—an’ me neither. I paddles him on back to de house, an’ he come astalkin’ on in hu’ah, he did—lookin’ kinda mad lak’—never said nuthin’ ’bout no drink. Finally, he say—‘Hawrice,’ he say, ‘git me a bucket o’ col’ watah.’ I say t’ m’ sef’, I say, ‘W-e-l-l-l—das mo’ lak h’it—ef he want er bucket o’ watah—nigger—-you gwi’ SEE some drink-in’ now.’

“Whin I come in wid de pail, Mistah Money took offin all his clo’es an’ step out onto de side po’ch an’ say, ‘Th’ow dat watah ovah me, Hawrice, I am lit’rully compel,’ he say, ‘t’ have my col’ tub ev’ry mawnin’.’ M-a-n-n-n-! I sho’ thow’d dat ice col’ watah onto him wid all my heart an’ soul. But he jus’ gasp an’ hollah, an’ jump up an’ down an’ slap hisse’f. Den he had me rub him red wid er big rough towel. I sho’ rubbed him, too. Come on in de club room hu’ah, he did, an’ mek hisse’f comf ort’ble in dat big rockin’ chair yonder—an’ went t’ readin’. I brought in his shell bucket an’ begin cleanin’ his gun. But I seen him kinder smilin’t’ hisse’f. Atta while, he says, ‘Hawrice,’ he say, ‘you hav’ los’ yo’ bet?’

“I kinda hang my haid lak’, an’ ’low, ‘Yaas, suh, Mistah Money, I don’ said farewell to de liquah!’

“He say, ‘Yo’ admits, den, dat you hav’ don’ los’ fair an’ squar’—an’ dat yo’ realizes h’it?’

“ ‘Yaas, suh!’

“He say, ‘Yo judgmint,’ he say, ‘wuz ve’y fair, considering he say, ‘de great law uv’ av’ridge—but circumstances,’ he say, ‘has done render de ultimate outcome subjec’ to de mighty whims o’ chance?’

“I say, ‘Yaas, suh,’—ve’y mournful lak’.

“He say, ‘In so far as realizin’ on anything ’ceptin’ de mercy o’ de Cote’—say—’you is absolutely non-est—eh! my man?’

“I say, ‘Yaas, suh, barrin’ yo’ mercy, suh.’

“Den he think er moment, an’ say, ‘Verree-verree—good!’ Den he ’low, ‘Sence you acknowledge de cawn, an’ admits dat you hav’ done got grabbed,’ he say, ‘step up’—he say—‘an’ git you a tumbler—an’ po’ yo’sef er drink—po’ er big one, too.’

“I nev’uh stopped f’ nuthin’ den—jes’ runned an’ got me er glass outa de kitchen. Ole Molly, she say, ‘whur you goin’ so fas’?’ I say, ‘doan stop me now, nigger-woman—I got business’—an’ I sho’ poh’d me er big bait o’ liquah—er whol’ sloo’ o’ liquah. Mistah Money say, ‘Hawrice—de size o’ yo’ po’tion,’ he say, ‘is primus facious ev’dence,’ he say, ‘dat you gwi’ spout er toas’ in honor,’ he say, ‘o’d’ occasion.’

“ ‘I say, ‘Mistah Money, suh,’ I say—‘all I got t’ say, suh, is dat you is de king-pin, champeen duck shooter so far as I hav’ done bin’ in dis life—an’ ve’y prob’ly as fur ez I’se likely t’ keep on goin’, too.’ He sorter smile t’ hisse’f!

“ ‘Now, suh, please, suh, tell me dis—is you EVAH missed er duck—any whar’—anytime—anyhow—suh?’

“He say, ‘Really, Hawrice,’ he say, ‘you embarrasses me,’ he say, ‘so hav’ another snifter—there is mo’, consider’bly mo’,’ he say, ‘in yo’ system, whut demands utt’rance,’ he say.

“I done poh’d me another slug o’ Brooklyn Handicap, an’ say—‘Mistah Money,’ I say, ‘does you expec’ t’ EVAH miss another duck ez long ez you lives, suh?’

“He say, ‘Hawrice,’ he say, ‘you embarrasses me,’ he say, ‘beyon’ words—you ovahwhelms me,’ he say—‘git t’ Hell outa hu’ah, befo’ you gits us bofe drunk’!”
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“Ho’ace, what you studyin’ ’bout?”



ME AN’ CAP’N

Ho’ace, whut yu’ studyin’ ’bout,

Settin’ up ’longside dat fi’ah,

Catfeesh sizzlin’ in yo’ skillet,

Grease adrippin’ thu’ de fryer?

Studyin’ ’bout dem yams abakin’

In de ash coals ’gin’st de pot,

Contrivin’ vittles f’d’ Cap’n

Dished up wid gravy, pepper hot?

Coffee b’ilin, pot apurrin’,

Cawnpone brown, he’ah whut I say?

Mix two toddies, strong an’ stouter,

Cap’n laks bofe his dat way.

Yaas, suh, dis he’ahs sho’ contentmint,

Cookin’, waitin’ on ma’ Boss,

Totin’ guns an’ diggin’ goose pits,

Mind de dawgs an’ hol’ his hoss.

Holler t’me, say, ‘Ho’ace’—‘Yaas, suh,’

‘Roll out ole nigger, hit a lick.’

An’ I yells, ‘Brek’fus raidy, Cap’n,

Rise an’ shine, suh, eat it quick!’

E’vy so offn’, Cap’n crawl me—

Mad ’bout sump’n’, cuss lak sin.

‘Damn de luck, hell fi’ah an’ brimstone;’

Den look eroun’ at me—an’ grin.

Could’n’ be no better boss n’ Cap’n,

He trusts dis servant, night or day,

Ef hard times comes, ur sickness in de house,

He’ah whut my Boss Man all’us say—

‘Don’t yu’ worry none, ole nigger,

’Bout yo’ rent ur whut yu’ owe,

Sen’ an’ draw yo’ meat an’ ’lasses,

Call de doctah to yo’ do’h—

‘Sen’ de bill t’ Cap’n, Ho’ace,

Git yo’sef all right, an’ well,

Huntin’ time gwi’ soon be wid us,

Les’ saddle up an’ give ’em Hell!’

Ole nigger’s Gawd d’ same as Cap’n’s,

I tells HIM—‘thank yu’, SUH, f’ dis my fren’,

Please mek YO’ LIGHT t’ shine us to YO’ CAMP,

An’ le’me serve my Marsters dere, Amen!’



THE HARP THAT ONCE—

“O, had I known as then, Joy would

leave the paths of men,

I had watched her night and day, be sure,

and never slept agen.

And when she’d turned to go, O I’d

caught her mantle then,

And gave her heart my posies,

all cropt in a sunny hour,

As keepsakes and pledges, all

to never fade away.”

JOHN CLARE.

THE dawn of youth’s call afield brought to me our comradeship, and an abiding affection therein for him. Somehow, he seemed to happen rightfully into my life; an upstanding, wholesome man’s man, with booming, resonant voice, humorous hair triggers in his keen, tender grey eyes and a heart, God guard his destiny, as big and as staunch as a barn door. His was a soul that will ever ride the crest. To my dear father he was always affectionately “Arthur,” and Dad to him was “Miles;” and their tracks ranged trail side by side. So, for their being at heart but overgrown boys, beyond the supreme command of Dad’s flag, Mister Arthur became by that vaguely intuitive but emphatic diagnosis of boyhood, my ally, confidant and hero. And now that almost forty years have ranged their axe marks along a trail he began blazing into game restoration’s tangled wilderness, how splendid it is to look about the clearing and realize that the ethics he visualized and fostered and fought for, have definitely become a louder and clearer watchword of an organized unity of outdoor clansmen. There was but one Mister Arthur—“Guido,” whose facile pen traced frost upon the pumpkin, helped pioneer American field trials, and lived, unselfishly, incomparable joys of the chase.

In the period of which I write black powder was but sensing encroachment of a smokeless product. Repeating shotguns were tricky novelties. Autoloading weapons were mere dreams of a Jules Verne vintage. Our old fashioned street was almost out in the country in those days. Mister Arthur and Miss Laura were next door neighbors; their antebellum home set well back among oaks, maples and magnolias. It was approached along a square-bricked promenade hedged with ground-sweeping cedars beautifully interspaced with magnificent hollyhocks. Miss Laura, all in white and a charming picture of wifely devotion, knits amid the shady aloofness of a vast, broad columned veranda. To me that playground is a life memory of droning bees, busy humming birds and scents of mingled rose and honeysuckle.

Down in the wood’s lot was Mister Arthur’s kennel. In those days gentlemen, for the most part, trained their own shooting dogs, and to the queen’s taste, too. Whip, forerunner of the mighty Gladstone, had gone the way of all dogflesh. But Gladstone himself belonged to another of our neighbors. Many an afternoon I’ve romped and chased squirrels amid the convent’s oaks with the old cuss. Like Julia O’Grady or the Colonel’s lady, he was, down under the skin, just plain “dawg,” and a good fellow among boys. Mister Arthur’s full gun dog string was a variegated assortment of bird and water canines, with hounds and beagles thrown in, aristocrats and canaille of such breeds. No hungry stray, however, was ever chased away unfed, provided, of course, he dared the mob and fought his way gamely to the potlicker. By right of might certain dogs achieved and held rank against all comers. I’ve spent whole afternoons searching for and dragging puppy scions from beneath cobwebby house-sills. And evenings, figuring pedigree papers and choosing names for future challengers to title in pointer and setter Halls of Fame. Many a night, lodging with some crony urchin at Mister Arthur’s, we fought field trial winners for a fair share of bed covers. Naturally I came by a great fondness for dogs and guns. How Dad did love the game, too. He lost no opportunity to indulge his sons. Here’s looking toward him—and Mister Arthur!

Even now, with almost that moment’s same acute thrill, I recall the momentous occasion of our first shotgun, a light, sixteen bore Parker double with hammers, given us at Christmas. It was, I am sure, the most wonderful gift ever handed two joyous, speechless lads—with a snow clad world outside. ’Ere nightfall hare gore stained the pallid heath. I was too wee to make bold with the piece, but of sufficient stride to accompany “Bubber” as official admirer and game bearer. For a season I was content to keep up with him, burdened with a sugar-sack game wallet that gained the weight of multiplied mill stones with the addition of each victim. Soon my achieving proportions warranting a share of shots, sounded need for another weapon or a resort to fisticuffs. So from some blessed avenue I became owner in fact of a bourgeois twelve bore, the work of an obscure Britisher. Though for me a heavy, clumsy fowling piece, with flaring, donkey-eared hammers, it shot a smooth, strong pattern. But above all, by that immeasurable standard of faith and reliability, t’ was mine own.

And oh! those pioneer Bob White hunts when I first followed Mister Arthur and Daddy. We rose long, long before daylight in those autoless times. We drove for hours through star-tented darkness and softly graying, frost quilted dawns. Bubber and I and the dogs huddled for warmth beneath a buffalo robe. What tummy-stuffing breakfasts in some friendly farm house, as lamp and candle light paled when the sun shot his spangled headpiece over our campaign country. Breathless thrills at the first covey find; glowing health unfolding with each moment. Lunches spread upon log tables by creek banks; wagers laid upon each day’s bag. Supreme tenseness when a missed bird meant victory or defeat. Such tired little lads at day’s end, invariably snoozing on the way back to town. Sweetest of all was home-coming. For Mother was always waiting; anxious, blessed Mother, with kisses, sugar-butter biscuits, tea and jam, for all parties concerned. Two bold but tired young gunners rarely ever remembered being tucked into dreamland.

Friday nights, in winter time, we youngsters were taken to a duck club to which father and Mister Arthur belonged; a preserve of some five thousand acres of lake, riparian tracts, and virgin timberland, bought for a song. In those days it was gossiped rank extravagance to pay as much as a hundred dollars for a membership in any gunning organization. But now their little old log cabin stronghold is a concrete mansion, and hemmed with private lodges, to boot. With a little encouragement today’s shareholders would dress for dinner, and as to sentiment,—deponent saith not. God save the mark! In early days there was no bag limit. As a matter of fact, the coming of that duck club displaced free-shooting market hunters who shipped thousands of wild fowl to northern markets annually. Mister Arthur clamped on a limit of fifty ducks per day, a high figure to look back upon. Later, through his demand, this was materially reduced. The only limit that remains is Uncle Sam’s present fair and necessary figure.
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