SAFARI CLUB INTERNATIONAL - SAN DIEGO CHAPTER

February 2021

President’s
Message
Dear Fellow Hunters
Conservationists,

and

As I write this message for
our newsletter, I am ending
a wonderful “varmint” hunt
with my wife Rebecca
in central Nevada. I was
fortunate to win this hunt at
last year’s dinner and auction
before the pandemic shut
the world down! The hunt,
generously donated by Brad
Lloyd and his 7L Outfitters,
reminded me of that special
night last March. How time
flies: mark your calendars and
save the date for Saturday,
May 8th! Our 2021 auction
chair Tommy Baumann and
your board is working hard
to put together a great dinner
and auction event this year!
Reservations will be a must!
And things might be a little
different, but the chance to
gather with friends, have fun,
support our chapter, and enter
to win some amazing hunts
and experiences will not! Stay
tuned for more details!
Although we ended our hunt
with but a sole coyote, being
out in that high desert also
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reminded us of just how
special our natural resources
and wild places are, and just
how fortunate we are as a
dedicated community of
outdoorsmen and women.
We can never take this for
granted, as several legislative
efforts and recent actions in
California can attest. SCI and
our chapter will continue
to help support efforts to
protect our hunting traditions
both now and for future
generations. We can’t do this
without you.
As we begin a new 2021, I want
to extend my thanks to our
incredible board of volunteers,
as well as our legacy committee
members who have done so
much to make our chapter
what it is today. You are special
people! It is a privilege to stand
with you in support of our
mission to protect our hunting
heritage. Onward!
– Charles
SCI – First for Hunters
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Is your contact info current?
Please contact our membership chair to ensure your information
is accurate and up to date for our upcoming membership roster!

Mark Rowan | mark@rowanelectric.com | 619-247-9910

SCI HIRES MIKE ROGERS JR AS
EVP OF MEMBER SERVICES
Washington, D.C.
August 13, 2020
Safari Club International
is pleased to announce
the hiring of Mike Rogers
Jr. to serve as Executive
Vice President of Member
Services, where he will guide
convention,
record
book
and membership for SCI, the
organization that protects
our freedom to hunt.
Mike
Rogers
Jr.
has
been
a
well-recognized
and
respected
industry
professional in the world
of outdoor field sports
for several decades. He
hosted and produced SCI’s
Expedition Safari on Outdoor
Channel, which ran for 12
seasons as well as producing
over 185 different worldwide
television episodes. Mike
also produced SCI’s Annual
Hunter’s Convention evening
events for the past 25 years.
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“We’re extremely excited to
have Mike Rogers Jr. serving
as Executive Vice President
of Member Services,” said
SCI CEO W. Laird Hamberlin.
“Mike’s decades of experience
in the outdoor industry and
as an outdoorsman and
hunter have been key factors
in his success. He brings an
impressive track record in
the conservation movement
and with facilitating SCI
initiatives over the years.
We’re excited to welcome
him into this new role.”
Best of luck Mike! SDSCI is
proud of you!
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THE CHAPTER NEWSLETTER NEEDS YOU!

Friends of San Diego SCI, we are in search of a dedicated
newsletter editor! Board membership is not required, just a heart
for helping pull our periodic newsletter, “Trophy Times” together.
Please let our Secretary, Angela Hallmark, or any other board
member know if you have an interest. We need you!
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I Remember...

with John Ehlers

Charter member Ginger Byrum
passed away recently, but left
behind a legacy of devoted
service to our Chapter and
Safari Club International. I am
not a Charter Member and
joined SDSCI after it was well
established. After attending a
few meetings it was obvious
to me that the founders of
our Chapter were and are
remarkable individuals, and
Ginger was one of them. Her
intellect, drive, and devotion
to our Chapter in no small
way enabled us to thrive
and become one of the most
successful chapters in the U.S.
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My first “job” with SDSCI was to
help Mike O’Haver solicit hunts
and trips for the upcoming
fund raiser and prepare the
descriptions for the program
and the boards for the silent
and live auctions. Mike told
me that if I had any questions
Ginger probably knew the
answer or could point me in the
right direction. She provided
the donation forms, mailing
lists, and address labels and
kept everything up to date. She
knew everyone: local members,
professional
hunters
and

guides, national headquarters
staff. If you needed something
that she could not provide “she
knew a guy” who could. As the
years went on I became the
Auction Chair and then Chapter
President. Like those who
preceded me and those who
came after, I could always rely
on Ginger to do what she said
she would do and for advice on
Chapter operations.
During my first term as Chapter
President, the IRS came
a-calling. The agent was sure
we didn’t deserve our tax free
status and to say he was a
bulldog is an understatement.
Al Logan prepared the Chapter’s
tax returns at that time so he
and I and Ginger spent hours
providing
and
discussing
the past five years of returns,
auction expenses and income,
Board minutes, meeting topics
and guest speakers, special
projects,
and
newsletters.
Ginger had all of the documents
requested on file and in order.
We passed the audit with flying
colors due in no small part
to Ginger’s organization and
encyclopaedic memory.

Ginger could be prickly
,especially if you failed to do
what you committed to do. I
had to remind her sometimes
that SDSCI was/is a volunteer
organization and sometimes
volunteers get put through the
wringer of life, and SCI slides

down the priority list of must
do items. We sometimes called
her “mother safari” because she
devoted so much of her time to
her SDSCI “family”.
Rest in peace, “Mom.”

Memories of fun times in our chapter!
Left to right: Ingrid Poole Williams, Ginger Byrum, and Ann Palmer.

Remembering
Ginger Byrum
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Update on the Reintroduction
of Sonoran Pronghorn to the
Chuckwalla Bench
Leif Olsen - 3 December 3, 2020
The United States Fish and Wildlife Service (USFWS) has
submitted for comment the official plan for the reintroduction
of Sonoran Pronghorn to the Chuckwalla Bench. This was
sent to the regional headquarters, and with some minor
comments will now be sent to lands under control by various
Native Americans who occupy lands under the NEP. This
is the first step by USFWS with the ultimate goal of approval
by the Department of the Interior in Washington, D.C. It is a
slow process made even more challenging by the effects of
COVID-19, but the plan is moving forward.
On a separate front, the California Department of Fish and
Wildlife (CDFW) is in the process of securing funding for a
full-time position designated for the Sonoran Pronghorn
reintroduction. This is a significant step and one of the
requirements specified by the Arizona Game and Fish
Department.
As many of you are aware, we have been experiencing another
drought event in the Southwest. Many of the fawns born this
past year did not survive the summer months due to lack of
browse and extreme temperatures. While this impacts the
number of animals for relocation, there is a silver lining.
The Chuckwalla Bench is 2000 feet above sea level, and
combined with a number of established wildlife drinkers may
provide even better habitat than some existing locations in
Arizona. The San Diego Chapter has been involved both directly
with our volunteers and indirectly through funding drinkers
with Desert Wildlife Unlimited. These drinkers provide water to
Bighorn Sheep, deer and other wildlife. Officials have continued
to praise the work, and these drinkers may well be the key to
supplying Pronghorn to the Chuckwalla Bench.
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2020 has provided us with an abundance of challenges, but the
project continues to move forward. Officials from both USFWS
and Arizona Game and Fish recognize the contributions of the
San Diego Chapter and have repeatedly thanked our members
for their dedication to this project.
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Can Chinese Hunt?
with Jing Zhao

My Background
I was born and raised in the
ShanXi province of mainland
China, in a city called Yanan. I
came to the USA back in 2014
and went to UCLA to Study
construction management.
After graduation, I was
hired by a San Diego based
construction company as
an estimator in September
2016. It didn’t take long for
me to realize that hunting
was an important part of this
company’s interests, but for
me, “hunting” was a remote
word in my vocabulary as
hunting is not allowed in
China as well as possession
and use of guns. I was always
taught that wild animals
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must be protected, and
my favorite shows were
BBC documentaries. I was
shocked the first day at work
– there were hunting pictures
all over the copy room walls,
including buffalo,
giraffe,
lion, crocodile, hippo, brown
bear, leopard, dear, pigs,
turkeys, birds, and many
other animals I can’t even
name. My first thought was
that how can people kill the
protected animals!
After a lot of online research,
I was finally convinced that
legal hunting can positively
impact the environment,
and be beneficial for both
game and man. I now believe
legalized hunting promotes
conservation
of
land,
provides a source of revenue

for many environmental
programs,
regulates
the
overpopulated game from
damaging the crops and
livestock and provides jobs
and economic incentives to
manage game as a renewable
resource asset.

The Rumors
Working in construction,
one of my duties are to
visit jobsites. It can be quite
awkward if there isn’t much
to talk about on those “miniroad trips”. I would ask my
boss about his hunting
stories, most of them are
quite interesting. I asked
him if there were very many
Chinese hunters but his reply
kind of threw a bomb on me.
I think he was kidding me,
but he mentioned that some
professional guides have told
stories that while there are
Asians that hunt, they do not
come from countries with
deep hunting traditions and
are not serious hunters. Often
at the moment of truth, they
hesitate to pull the trigger,
and frequently hand the gun
to the guide to let him make
the kill shot.
This got me very angry as it
was a challenge to my pride
and self-esteem. I thought
to myself: “Well, we will see
about that!”

Finally, my boss agreed to
take me and three other
company employees on a
three-day pig hunting trip to
Paso Robles with Chad Wiebe
at Oakstone Outfitters on
August 2020. This would be
my first hunting trip, without
any hunting experience.
I had a hunting dream a few
days before the trip. In the
dream, I saw the pig and
pulled the trigger without
hesitation, but it turned out
that the rifle wasn’t loaded
,and the pig got away! “That’s
a weird dream,” I thought, and
when I woke up I was worried
that it meant that maybe I
wouldn’t be able to pull the
trigger... just as rumored.

The Hunt
The first step was to take
the hunter education course
lesson which I thought would
be boring in the first place.
But I actually learnt a lot from
those online lessons. One of
the lessons that touched me
the most was the hunting
ethics. Like you should strive
to give the animals a clean
shot, or do not shoot birds
if they are resting on the
ground or branches, etc.
After a long drive to Chad’s
ranch from San Diego to Paso
Robles, all I wanted was to get
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a cold drink! It was extremely
hot, the air didn’t seem to
flow at all. I decided to take a
short nap before we all would
go out later to sight our rifles
and head out for the evening
hunt. I had a great time lying
on the bed and watching the
fans spinning round and
round – everything seemed
to slow down at this place.
It felt like going back to my
childhood, with no phone
signals and no outside world.
We began the hunt in Chad’s
pickup truck. It didn’t take
long before Chad spotted two
pigs resting near a water hole.
We got out of the truck and
walked quietly to get closer.
My boss told me many times
before the trip to “shoot him in
the shoulder or right behind
the front leg” for a lung shot.
I remembered that advice
by heart... and then shot the
first pig right through his leg.
Not upper leg, lung, heart, or
shoulder – nothing but leg. It
staggered away and, I wasn’t
able to hit him again while he
was running. My coworker,
Bud heard the shot and saw
it coming on the other side
of the hill and made the kill
shot. Chad unceremoniously
took my pig tag right away.
Alright, I learnt a lesson that
the pig belongs to the person
who first wound it instead of
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the person who actually kills
it. I felt bad for this poor pig
because I wasn’t able to give
it a clean shot as I promised
to myself, I was also upset
because I really wanted to
prove to the other guys that I
can be a good hunter. C’est la
vie.
The routine after the kill is
to take a picture with the
game, but out of nowhere,
my boss got some pig blood
and smeared it on my cheeks
as the ritual requires for a
hunter’s first kill. As someone
who has never even cut meat
in her own home, I got fresh
blood on my cheek. It felt
weird as the blood started
drying on my skin, but I was
also a little bit proud.
We had barbecue at dinner
and started chatting in the
back yard. No fire ring, as
I expected; it was too hot
outside even at 9:00 PM! But,
the sky was very beautiful –
a lot of stars. Bud and I even
saw a comet, but I forgot to
make a wish at that moment.
The next afternoon, I shot
my second pig. We were on
one ridge of a canyon. Cory,
the other guide, was on the
other side. Cory saw a pig
resting under a big tree on
his side of the canyon. Chad

Attention SCI Members!
New laws concerning firearms:
• Effective July 1, 2021 California prohibits the sale
of a firearm to anyone under the age of 21.
• A California citizen cannot purchase more than 1
semiautomatic centerfire rifle in a 30 day period.
• Federal Government proposed house bill 5717 will
add 30% tax on all guns and a 50% tax on ammo,
AND will require a fed license to purchase both.
Contact your congressperson, and make your voice heard. We
must stand up and respond to these infringements on our rights!
For more pending legislation, use your phone’s camera app to scan these QR codes:

California Bear Hunting
Ban Defeated

Proposed Gun Sales Ban
On State Property
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Save the Date!

AUCTION 2021
Saturday, May 8th

It’s happening! We are excited
to come together once again to
celebrate our hunting heritage
at the San Diego SCI Chapter
annual auction/fundraiser.
The event will be held at
the gorgeous Paradise Point
Resort & Spa. You won’t want
to miss out!
We are always looking for
help in making our event as
successful as possible. This
includes needing volunteers
and donations. If you can help in
these areas, please let us know.
We will keep you updated as
we move forward!
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told me that we will have to
climb down our side of the
canyon and hike up the other
side to get it. Maybe I was
a little skeptical, so I asked
him: “that’s a really long hike,
what if the pig is no longer
there when we get there?”
Chad gave me a complicated
and weird look, and I felt very
embarrassed right away.
Anyway, we started hiking
down the canyon. First, I tried
to walk on the dry grass to
avoid falling on the slippery
dirt. Chad offered to carry
the gun for me, but I refused
because I didn’t want anyone
to look down on me. I was
dripping with sweat like I just
got out of a swimming pool,
and panting like a dog. I was
barely keeping up with Chad.
After climbing up the slope
of the other side of the valley,
we started walking very
cautiously to avoid the dry
grass, which was making too
much noise. I got close enough
and saw the shadow of the
pig behind the branches. It
was moving slowly under the
shade of the tree.
I told Chad quietly that I was
ready to shoot. Chad told me
to be patient because the pig
had not noticed us yet and we
could wait for a better angle
as there are too many tree

branches in the way. I started
getting nervous. I held the
gun tightly and my eyes
focused on the pig through
the telescope. Sweat was
dripping into my eyes and
wind was blowing my hair
all over my face. I wiped my
face quickly with my sleeves
and keep watching. Finally,
I saw the full body of the pig
and without saying anything
to Chad anymore, I squeezed
the trigger!
To my horror I saw the pig
running away and didn’t see
any blood. I was extremely
disappointed and said “I
missed it.” Chad told me
not to give up, and started
searching around for the
lost pig. We walked down
to the other side of the hill,
looking for blood. I thought
I saw something red on the
ground and almost shouted,
out then when I realized that
it was just some red flowers
growing on the ground. Chad
couldn’t find anything either,
but he comforted me that he
would find another big pig for
me and not to be too upset.
This is the first time I felt
close to Chad. This type of
adverse situation ties people
together, I guess.
All of sudden, I heard Bud
shouting in a distance: “You
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got it!” I felt alive again and
shouted “I got it,” and ran over
to Bud. Yes, I got it! I didn’t
feel much for the first pig
because it was a short walk
to get close to it, and then I
didn’t give it a clean shot, but
I finally got the fun of hunting
from the second pig. I hiked
so long with sweat all over
me, then put the final stock on
the pig, waited, aimed, fired,
thought I missed it again, and
then we found the body.
I was so elated I told Chad
that I want to gut my pig. I
felt like I needed to carry my
gun to stalk the pig and kill it
– now I needed to gut it, too.
I wanted to experience the
whole thing and give myself
a complete memory. Gutting
that pig wasn’t enjoyable
for sure. My hands were
submerged in warm blood
as I pulled out the guts, and
the smell was disgusting. I
almost threw up. I might not
do this again in my life, but I
am glad I did it at least once.
The other reason I chose to
gut the pig was because I
wanted to truly feel the myth
in between life and death.
After I shot that pig, then put
my hands in its warm blood
and organs, my fear of death
itself was gone.
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The Thought
It seems to me that most
people eat meat all the time
and don’t feel bad for the
animal it was derived from
as long as the meat is nicely
packaged in the market. It is
just food. However, people
are also against the idea of
hunting even though they are
not vegetarians.
For me, if the wild animals can
be killed with a clean shot, it
might be better than the harsh
realities of nature – growing
older, getting sick, then dying
from starvation or predators.

My Conclusion
If anyone dares to ask to shoot
my pig for me I will kick them
away with a “how dare you!”
look. That, is my conclusion —
Chinese CAN hunt!
Editor’s Note: We are incredibly
grateful to Jing for sharing her
heartfelt impressions of her first
hunting experience. While you,
our members, may feel that the
connection
between
hunting
and conservation is inherent and
obvious, people outside of our
community like Jing don’t initially
make that connection. Knowing how
to convey this vital and important
fact is important to helping others
understand the essential role
hunters and SCI plays in conserving
our precious natural resources.
Thanks again Jing!

Welcome: Tony Coyne
Fellow Members, it is a great pleasure to announce Tony
Coyne as our newest Board Member. Tony has an extensive
background in and passion for the outdoors, and he’s previously
served on other charitable boards that share our values.
He represents a number of outdoor clothing and equipment
brands, most notably, Sitka Gear. As many of you know,
Sitka manufactures world-class clothing, accessories, and
equipment tailored to dedicated hunters.
From Tony: “I’m thrilled to be joining the San Diego Chapter
of SCI and look forward to working to promote hunting and
conservation. SCI is a great organization and it is a pleasure
to join and be a part of this great Chapter.”
Tony, we welcome you to San Diego SCI and we look forward
to working with you!
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Youth Waterfowl Hunt
with Mike Barry
On Feb. 6th, Les Osterberger
and I sponsored a waterfowl
hunt on the USF&W service
mandated youth hunting
weekend. This is a nationwide opportunity for youth
hunters 17 years and younger.
We hosted 7 kids. Les is a
member of “Club Branches”
in Imperial Valley, where the
hunt was conducted. A special
thanks to owner Dennis
Carson Jr. for having us!
Kids and Dads spent Friday
night. Les provided “Sauce
Piquant” and rice, and Chapter
member
Chris
Roberts
brought red beans for a real
Cajun feast for all.
It was a chilly morning as the
camp started to stir around
4 am. At 5 am we all met at
the gate and went over safety
rules for the club and blind
assignments.

I had in my blind Chris Roberts
and his son Nicholas, age
10. This was his first duck
hunt, as was the case with
several other kids that day.
After a few misses early, he
finally connected on a nice
drake shoveler. Nick was very
excited when I retrieved the
bird for him. We discussed
with dad a possible mount
for his first duck. However,
the bird everyone wants is
the beautiful pintail, and the
limit is one per day. Nick
had several chances at this
coveted bird but resulted at no
shots or a couple of misses. He
connected later a green wing
teal for 2 ducks in the blind.
About 11 am things slowed
down, and hunters started
heading back to the camp
area for pictures. I felt sad we
weren’t able to connect on
the pintail. We left our decoys
out and headed back to take
pictures with the other hunters.
Every kid got at least 1 bird.
The one young lady, Alexa
Brown, got the most beautiful
drake pintail of the day
with her .410! We also had 3
hunters take limits. 29 total
birds were harvested for a
4.14 bird average with high
bird the cinnamon teal.
After photos I told Nick we
had to go back out to get my
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decoys but bring your gun
just in case. Nick stood guard
outside the blind as Chris and
I picked up the decoys. A few
high stragglers were all we
saw. Just after we bagged
the decoys and cleared out
the blind we looked up and a
large flock of pintails started
circling the club. “Nick get
back here, is your gun still
loaded?” “Yes” he said. We
crouched
down
outside
the blind and I told him to
be still. The birds started
working lower but were at
the other end of the club.
As they continued to circle,
they started getting closer to
the blind. On the next pass, 1
bird veered of the flock and
headed our way. “Nick watch
that bird!” Closer... closer...
“take him!” Nick stood up
and made a perfect shot and
downed his first pintail. I told
him: “In waterfowl hunting,
you never give up!”
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readings and present our test
results for each leg of our
journey. But once we made
it into our camp, we were
in another world, teaming
with animals, mountains,
vegetation, as well as the
tsetse fly! A world away from
the pandemic, but a hot,
humid one at that!

Mozambique
Hunt
with Charles Hartford

Who says you can’t travel to
Mozambique during a global
pandemic to go on a safari hunt?
It wasn’t easy, but that’s what
my son John (15) and I did
this past November. A last
minute offer to head to the
northern part of the country in
the Niassa Preserve became a
reality when we rushed to get
virus tests and finalize travel
visas. After a panicked two
weeks of coordinations with
Mozambique officials at their
embassy in DC and our outfitter
in country, we found ourselves
on a very comfortable flight
from Houston to Maputo.
Testing protocols are in place
everywhere, and we were
required to take temperature
20

Although our camp was rustic
(small tents, handmade tables,
lagoon water for essentials) we
were comfortable and ready
to hunt. Each day, we traveled
into the “bush” via an old Land
Cruiser, then headed on foot
in search of game. We logged
between 12 and 20 miles of
walking each day. Each day
brought new challenges: finding
yellow baboons to use for
leopard bait, stalking a chobe
bushbuck, identifying a hippo
in close proximity to a bathing
area in a river. John was able
to take a beautiful sable and
a waterbuck. I took a large

warthog, a bushbuck, and some
great memories with my son.
About half way through our
hunt, we thought we might have
a male leopard over bait. Our
team of locals built a blind with
nothing but their machetes,
using bark string to strap
together bamboo and branches.
John and our guide got as cozy
as they could for an all-nighter
looking at a tree branch 62 yards
away and hoping a legal leopard
would come for some delicious,
decaying baboon. I took the
Land Cruiser and positioned
myself about a mile away,
hoping to hear the sound of a
single shot. While I was trying
to fend off the pernicious gnatlike moca bees, I heard rustling
in the trees behind me. I turned
and watched as a young bull
elephant made his way through
the foliage and then turned into
a clearing just in front of me. I
thought perhaps that he would
meander away from the truck,

but instead, he continued to
walk directly at me, stopping
only eight feet from where I
stood. For a long moment, it was
just the two of us staring at each
other. I slowly moved my feet
and he alerted. I moved again
and he turned and walked off
a short way to resume eating.
What a moment! While no
leopard came in that night, we
had a great experience!
Hunting in free-roaming,
natural wilderness gave us
a new appreciation for the
determination the animals here
- as well as the locals - have to
simply survive. Life is simple
there, and it was refreshing to
exhaust ourselves in search
of game and be together in the
middle of wild Africa.
Hunt in Mozambique in the
middle of a pandemic? We did
it! And we would do it again in
a split second!
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Killing the Shepherd
Killing the Shepherd documents,
over four years, a remote
community in Africa, led by
a woman chief, attempting
to break the stranglehold of
absolute poverty by waging
a war on wildlife poaching.
For decades, illegal wildlife
poaching by both subsistence
and bush meat gangs has led
to the government declaring
this community’s homeland
“depleted” of wildlife. The chief
finds help in the form of a
safari operator, and they work
together to bring stability to
the community.

But all was not well. Disease,
food stability, and rampant
alcoholism hamper basic
needs like health care and
education. Even young girls,
just after reaching puberty, are
sold by their parents as child
brides to feed their family.
Dark forces, including South
African land speculators,
criminal poaching gangs,
and her own people conspire
against the chief. Even
elements from the modern
world work against the chief’s
wishes. Will the chief and her
community see success?

Right now, with this “thought provoking film”, Killing the Shepherd™ is
gaining rapid momentum throughout the International Film Festival circuit;
so far, it’s won Best Feature Director at ScorpiusFest, been accepted by 14
interational festivals (with 90+ more about to announce their acceptances).

See the trailer here: https://vimeo.com/473140879
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While on location the filmmaker, Tom Opre, conceptualized
utilizing snares, removed from the bush by game scouts, by
repurposing them into bracelets for women and men. Each
bracelet represents an animal saved in the wild, not only
benefiting wildlife, but also local community women with jobs
and empowerment initiatives.
For more information, go to:
https://www.shepherdsofwildlifestore.com
To learn how you can be involved, contact Tom Opre at
info@shepherdsofwildlife.org | 406-890-4505
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Montana Blues
with Wilt Williams

I was recently walking up
an irrigation ditch, when
suddenly a large bird burst
out from under foot and
flew into a nearby spruce
tree. It was unexpected
and startling, yet in the
Northwest, not uncommon.
The bird was what is called
a “spruce grouse.” There
are roughly four common
subspecies of grouse in our area:
•
•
•
•

Spruce grouse
Franklin grouse
Blue grouse
Ruffled grouse

The Franklin and the blue
grouse are very similar in
looks, size and habitat. The
spruce grouse is darker in
color, a more clumsy flyer,
and the male has an orange
or yellow comb above the eye.
The ruffed grouse is easier to
identify: it is smaller in size
and comes in either a gray
color or reddish form, and has
a topknot on its head. All are
rather confusing to identify in
flight, until ground checked.
The season on all grouse in
Montana is generally open at
the same time (September 1st
until January 1st), with usually
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a three bird limit per day in
aggregate. In our area the birds
are generally widespread, and
locally migrate up and down
the mountains, depending
on food and weather. So to
specifically go grouse hunting,
it is generally very iffy, at best!
One does a lot of walking and
a good pointer does help.
The other thing I have found
is they like grasshoppers! In
the afternoon when it warms
up, the bugs get active, and
the birds seem to like specific
areas. Along about sunset,
they gravel after feeding.
If you can stumble onto
such a place, mark it in your
memory – chances are you
can come back to that spot
and find a few, rather than
spending days tramping the
countryside and coming up
empty handed.
After living on our ranch
in Montana, I’ve learned all
this the hard way. To go out
and come home with a meal
is tough, but if you become
familiar with the fall days
and pick your hunting time,
you increase your chances
of success. The fact that I
jumped this bird, got me
to thinking about time of
day, elevation, weather, and
availability of hoppers.

The next day we had roughly
the same conditions. So, on a
hunch, I didn’t go back to where
the bird was, but dropped down
to an area where I had been
successful in the past.
Generally the birds hang in
ones and twos, with it being
unusual to jump more than two
birds from the same area. The
first bird I jumped was shortly
after arriving. The birds are
fairly fast flyers for their size,
and no matter how prepared
you are when they get up, it
is still easy to be in midstride
and miss a target the size of a
basketball. This bird dropped
and was a very good specimen
of the true blue grouse.
After retrieving my prize, I
moved down the mountain
about 200 yards and started
hunting again. I hadn’t gone

far when I saw two grouse
on the ground graveling. I
couldn’t tell if they were blues
or spruce grouse. At this point,
I was really looking for a good
male spruce grouse, so I took
the darkest on the rise. I could
have taken the second bird
with the bottom barrel but
I had enough! The bird I got
turned out to also be a blue.
Interestingly, on the way
back to the house, I jumped
a ruffled grouse and I would
like to have taken that, but I
had enough. I try not to hunt
the grouse too hard, as that
way we always have a few
for next year. This being the
late season, it is the most
birds I have ever seen in
one afternoon. So, I’m either
getting better at figuring out
the conditions for hunting
them... or just getting luckier?
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African Hunt
with Pat Cooley
Growing up in a Southern
California desert agricultural
community, I never dreamed
of hunting in Africa. I always
wanted to hunt, but except
for a couple of local pheasant,
dove, or duck hunts, I really
didn’t get into hunting until I
moved to Yuma in the late 80’s.
Fortunately, after that it was
game on, even more so when
I joined SCI and the local San
Diego chapter. I was extremely
fortunate when, during my
early years of attending the
annual fundraising dinner,
the folks at Lyons and O’Haver
introduced me to a guy by the
name of Barry Style. We were
brothers until his tragic death
in 2018, and spent the better
part of three decades together
exploring every inch of the
major hunting areas of Zim.
We loved hunting together,
and experienced all Africa
had to offer.
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On one trip, Barry asked if I was
interested in hunting crocodiles.
I let him know that, though I
would love the opportunity to
get a crocodile, it was probably
something I would only do once;
I was only going to shoot a big
one. As it turned out, I would not
be disappointed!

A couple of days into it, I spotted
what
Barry
immediately
referred to as “Jaws” (his name
for any exceptional animal,
of any specie). The beast was
lying on a large rock lair in
the middle of the river. It soon
became clear we were going
to have to slide out in the open,
fully exposed, to get close
enough for a shot. There was a
large, half-fallen tree right at the
river’s edge, sticking up directly
in front of the island where our
crocodile was lying. We’d used
this tree as a reference point
on our entire stalk; if we could
somehow get to the base of it
undetected, we would have
some concealment, a steady
rest, and a perfect slightly
quartering frontal position only
50 yards away.
On arrival I placed my rifle
against the base of the tree
trunk and very slowly started
to rise, sliding the rifle along
in shooting position. As I
straightened my legs, I was
both shocked and overjoyed to
see the amazing sight of a huge
crocodile peacefully asleep,
still sunning on a glorious
winter day in the middle of a
beautiful river, perched safely
on a flat bolder about the size
and color of a small airstream
trailer. Barry whispered to me
to shoot him an inch under his
right eye, which was open and

seemed to be lifelessly staring
back through the scope.
I don’t remember squeezing
the trigger or the report of the
gun, but I’ll never forget what
happened next. It reminded
me of a large freshly caught
catfish thrashing furiously
at full speed on dry ground,
trying to find some traction
and make its way back to the
water. And then he lay still.
The boys soon showed up
wearing big smiles as usual,
sticking out of the back of a
riveted 10-foot aluminum V
hull truck. With winch cable
secured, I watched as the
whirring of the reel started
and the cable stretching
tightly as the crocodile
slid slowly, silently, and
effortlessly off the rock and
disappeared into the deep.
I glanced back toward the
winch as it sounded like it
was starting to strain under
the weight, but immediately
turned my attention back
toward the water when
suddenly the massive head

with jaws wide open and
lined with large white teeth
came. blasting out of the
depths of blackness! Now
if I told you the thing had
come back to life, you’d be
correct in not believing me...
but that’s exactly what I
thought! I’m sure my heart
actually stopped, and my skin
immediately started crawling
almost as fast as I was back
stepping to get away from
this vengeful beast.
It’s hard to describe how
big he looked. Looked? Hell,
he WAS huge! And he kept
getting bigger as he was
pulled onto the sandy beach.
I was amazed at every part
of him: his body, tail, head,
skin, eyes, teeth, everything. I
could not stop touching him.
Even his feet were huge! He
officially taped out at just
shy of fourteen feet and was
estimated to weigh over a
ton. It was one of the most
formidable things I had ever
seen. Man, I really miss Barry!
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Safari Club International is the
leader in protecting the freedom
to hunt and in promoting wildlife
conservation worldwide.
That’s why SCI Members
are active in more than 100
countries, and why you’ll
cherish your involvement
with SCI. SCI fights tirelessly
to protect the hunting
heritage enjoyed by 15
million Americans and
45 million families
around the globe.
To learn more about
our conservation and
outdoorsmanship
activities or to become
a member, please visit
www.sandiegosci.org

