


5 Legory

by Sue Melus

Any selt respecting hunter wouldn't be caught dead with a bird
dog named Tinker Bell. It just doesn't sound right for a hunter
to be in the woods yelling, “Tinker Bell. Here girl. Tinker Bell,
come.” But poor dad promised his oldest daughter, then just four
years old, that she could name his new Brittany. He obliged her
wishes and accepted the fact that his bird dog was a Tinker Bell.
Dad grew up on a dairy farm with a die-hard passion for good
grouse cover, ace bird dogs, American-made side-by-side shotguns
and a respect for the hunting tradition. His basement reloading space
smelled of gun powder and bear tallow. The walls were adorned with
photos of his buddies and him hunting and clippings of old A.B Frost
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sporting art from Harper’s Weekly. Every year when we asked dad
what he wanted for his birthday his response was the same, “a new
shotgun'” We chuckled at his predictability because his gun racks
were seemingly full of perfectly fine shotguns.

The only thing that Dad Joved more than hunting grouse was hns
family. But unfortunately his houschold of three ladies — my mom,
older sister and me — didn’t share his passion for hunting. It was-
n't that we were against hunting, but we were busy with all the
things that consume two busy teenage girls’ lives: school, sports,
homework, friends, We had other things going on and hunting was
not a priority on our list

“That day in the moist, cool woods around my

</« childhood home with my dad at my side, | shot my

first bird. It was a woodcock that held tight for a

solid point by Maggie. It was the perfect scenario
for a first timer. Dad and | couldn’t have been hap-
pier. | finally understood what it was all about.”

Artwork by Ryan Kirby, www openrangedesign.net
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