~ Places We Have Been ~
Wynfield Plantation

sorghum bottoms and spare
garden plots. There still are
places where they scurry
behind the barn and haunt the
“hayrake corner” of long
abandoned fields. Many a
“house covey” still huddles
not too far from the back door
of a downfallen shack that in
other days sheltered a rock-

and meeting other people
who share my love for the lit-
tle round fellow who haunts
our lives and country. Not
too long ago, I had the dis-
tinct pleasure of meeting
some of those kindred souls
at Wynfield Plantation, ncar
Albany, Georgia. Wynfield
was the Orvis Wingshooting

hard, hard-luck tenant family.
For time as long as time
goes, their covey calls have
softly echoed across a soft
country. [ hear them still. Their country is my country.
It has for quite some years been my habit to spend as much
of my time with Brother Bob as I can. He was my childhood
friend and he has become a lifelong companion. In spring
and summer, I often close my day with an evening walk, or sit
quietly on the back porch to hear him gather his kin at sun-
down. Often, we whistle salutations across the lower pasture.
As summer draws to a close, I fetch Big Sam, the pony-sized

Appreciating sunrise over Wood Stork Lake
i anticipation of a great hunt ahead.

Lodge of the Year for 2005.
My buddy Terry Allen and I
hunted Wynfield several
times during that 2005 season.
There, we met some folks whose feelings for my little friend
are as deep as my own.

It is a great joy to find people who share the same emotional
feelings for the sport of bird shooting as I do. If there is a thing
which distinguishes the folks at Wynfield more than any other,
it is the profoundly ingrained love for the birds, the dogs, and
the traditions which accompany the “preoccupation” of quail
hunting. Shared values and feelings have a way of birthing
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friendships, some of which endure. With great good fortune,
the friendships that we formed at Wynfield Plantation will be
among them. Bill Bowles is the general manager and brings to
the overall operation a reverence for the tradition and a love for
the dogs that is truly rare. Master guides Randy

to excellence for their various individual tasks. All display the
friendly, biddable traits that are common only to dogs that are
cared for with true affection. In the course of several outings,
we hunted with Patch and Henry, Joy and Ranger, setters all.
We followed a pair of lovely pointers named

Hickman and Todd Rogers not only
showed us a great time, but showed us
how “it’s supposed to be done.”
Writer and marketing guru Mike
Altizer joined us there, sharing
our hunts and coloring the
experience with insights per-
ceived only through the eyes
of the wordsmith.

It has been said that with-
out obsession, there is no
excellence. If it is true, there is
surely a dog obsession lurking
about Wynfield Plantation. Never
have I seen better dog care facilities.

Kate and Queen. We fell in love with an
irrepressible, turbocharged fur ball
named Barney, an English cocker
whose job was to flush and fetch
the quail that others pointed.
Although we hunted with
many outstanding dogs,
none matched the incompa-
rable littermates, Son and
Annabelle. They are setters,
and workmates. Son’s full
name is “Son of Beethoven,”
and his performance was pure
“music.” Were they for sale, [ would
gladly mortgage the farm for them. Tam

Not only do they have outstanding kennels,
but medical facilities, and a spotless birthing cen-
ter with nursery. I was deeply touched by a small plot which
is set aside to honor old friends who now rest there in the
“final kennel.” Few humans are blessed with the level of
care that the dogs receive at Wynfield Plantation.

In fact, never have I seen better dogs! Pointers. Setters.
Labs. Cockers. Springers. Continental breeds. All are trained

sure that I will never have the opportunity to
hunt behind a better, or more beautiful pair of dogs.

Wynfield Plantation lies within the basin of the Flint
River, in what once was the homeland of the Creek Indians.
It is a place which is steeped in the tradition of the Old
South. Gray-clad soldiers once convalesced in the old
Confederate hospital which stood on the plantation, and
more than 200,000 acres of contiguous plantation lands lie

Author and photographer rake the casual approach—and the front seats—while (on facing pave) Mike Altizer and Randy Hickman
(right} navigate the bird buggy. Guns on the bonnet include, from top: Purdey, A. Hill, Purdey, and MacNaughton.
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