While talking with Mr. Gates, he asked me about my most memorable hunting trip.  After telling him the story, he said I should write it down as it might bring back pleasant memories for other hunters.
                              
A Florida Boy's First Quail
By Steve Adams

          I am not a writer so I hope you will bear with my ramblings.  I was born in central Florida, but both of my grandfathers in west Florida had passed away.  My mother wanted to move close to my grandmother since she was the only female child and she thought she would watch out for my grandmother better than my uncles.  So we moved to Walton County in west Florida.  My father and mother established a "mom & pop" business.  Since I had not yet quite become of school age - no kindergarten then - I spent a good deal of time with my grandmothers.

        They both had a single barrel 20 gauge shotgun by the back door and one shell.  My grandmothers taught me to shoot the single barrel shotguns.  If there was a lot of noise from the chicken house, I was to take the 20 gauge and the shell and go see what the problem was.  If it were a skunk or "possum", I was to be sure that it did not make it back into the chicken house area again.  My mother was also involved in my learning how to shoot.  She taught me to put the "B-B" gun snugly against my shoulder and my jaw against the stock; I was to move my torso - not the gun.  She taught me this so I would "follow through and not stop the gun when I shot and have the shot charge go behind the moving target.

         My father and older brother liked to hunt quail and when I was nine years old they let me tag along with my "B-B" gun.  When the dog pointed my father would assign me to the side he thought would be the least likely for the quail to go.  When the birds flushed, there was a "whir" of wings that is an unmistakable sound.  I shot at any birds that went by me, but with just one pellet in a "B-B" gun, I never managed to get one.

         Finally the big day arrived and they let me carry a shotgun.  It was a bolt action and the magazine had been modified to hold only 1 shell.  I was not allowed to chamber the shell until the dog had pointed.  This day we were hunting on one of my great uncles property.  We were in a pasture that had a small oak grove in it.  That morning there was a frost that looked like it was snow - except under the little oak grove.  My dad told me to take the left side of the grove because that was the direction he thought they were least likely to fly because there was no cover that direction.

       Apparently two or perhaps three coveys of quail had decided to spend the night in the little grove where there was less frost.  When the birds got up, the sound would almost take your breath away.  I have never seen so many quail in the air at one time before or since. One bird came my way and I managed to kill my first quail.  I quickly opened the bolt, and dropped in another shell.  One of the birds got up late and came in my direction and I also took it.  I was proud as a purple peacock.   

         They flew into a field that was mostly broom straw, so we went looking for "singles".  They let me have a shot at one of the singles and I got that bird too.

         Dad and my brother harvested a lot more birds than I did, but I was as proud as could be.  I skinned out my three birds and it took me almost as long as it did for my dad and brother to clean their birds.  I had killed my first quail and skinned them out - I was now a certified quail hunter!

        My mother cooked the birds, made bird gravy to go on the mashed potatoes. Also on the menu was turnip greens and roots and freshly - made from scratch - corn bread.  I enjoyed that meal and will always remember eating MY three quail.

        As I have said - I am not a writer and I hope I have not bored you to tears.  But I hope it brings back a pleasant hunting memory for you.  I also hope it gives you some insight to west Florida during the 40's and 50's.

My Best Regards to you what ever you hunt.
Steve Adams
