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o the bobwhite quail, south Georgia is the Motherland,

the Fatherland, the Homeland.  To be sure, there are

“birds” in Texas and Oklahoma, Mexico and Minnesota, but

when they die, their souls

come surely home to Georgia.

Even today, they roam the

pea fields and lespedeza, the

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-

hard, hard-luck tenant family.

For time as long as time

goes, their covey calls have

softly echoed across a soft

country.  I 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

pointer that shares my life, and together we practice our skills

in preparation for the coming fall and winter seasons.  When

the “blessed time” arrives, we hunt, thereby fulfilling our

role in the endless cycle of

life, death and renewal.   

One of the pleasures of liv-

ing where I do is knowing

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, near

Albany, Georgia. Wynfield

was the Orvis Wingshooting

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