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Great Hunts
Buy The Book: Thanks to  C. L. Marshall we have and 
excerpt from his book Chesapeake Bay Hunting Tales, 
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According to the mag-
azines and Internet, 
the North Dakota 

prairie pothole region ap-
peared to be a duck hunter’s 
paradise. Funnel clouds of de-
scending mallards filled my 
imagination as I booked the 
airline tickets.  It would be my 
first trip out west. The tales of 
waterfowl numbers brought 
back by my fellow duck hunt-
ers in previous years only fu-
eled my excitement. I had to 
see it for myself.

My gunning partner An-
fernee Thomas and I headed 
to Short Pump to meet Glen 
“the Assassin” Wadkins 
and his crew. We loaded his 
GMC with layout blinds, de-
coys, kayaks, coolers of food 
and drink and all the other 
paraphernalia necessary for 
an eight-day odyssey in the 
heartland. The image of him 
pulling out of the driveway 
drew a likening to the old Bev-
erly Hillbillies truck rolling 
into Beverly Hills. Sipping on 
Maker’s Mark, we retreated 
to our hotel in preparation for 
our might out the next day.

Landing in Sioux Falls, it 
was obvious that we had left 

the population cen-
ters of the East Coast. 
Grabbing our gear and 
our rental truck for the 
week, we embarked on 
the four-hour trip north 
to Ashley. At a stop by 
the first liquor store 
we saw, we acquired a 
bottle of Evan Williams 
Single Barrel that would 
make the trip palpable, 
and at another stop, by 
the Cabela’s in Mitchell, 
South Dakota, we gath-
ered some last-minute 
supplies to make the 
trip across the barren 
agricultural land more 
interesting. Traveling 
during the daylight 
hours was pleasant with 
limited traffic. Once we 
crossed the slope com-
ing into North Dakota, 
the landscape became 
pockmarked by pot-
holes and sloughs, all 
teeming with water-
fowl.

Arriving in midaft-
ernoon, we quickly 
stowed our gear and went 
out to scout for the morning’s 
hunt. Hunting such large land 
successfully requires work. 
Scouting, property maps, 
knocking on farmer’s doors, 
hours of driving and glass-
ing were all required to make 
the most of limited days. With 
not much time to work with, 
we elected to hunt the first 
morning on our host’s five 
thousand acres. We found a 
slough surrounded by fresh-
cut corn that was holding a 
few hundred mallards. The 
next morning we lay in wait 
for them.

Words cannot express our 
excitement as we settled into 
the layout blinds. The wind 
was at our back, blowing at a 
steady twenty miles per hour 
with gusts of up to thirty. The 
first arrivals were the green-
wings. They came in bunches 

with the first available 
light. We passed on the 
first couple of flocks, 
but with the growing 
light, we thought bet-
ter of it and got down 
to business. Our first 
shot came from a flock 
of thirty. We spied 
them skipping along 
the tops of the cattails 
as their speed slowed 
significantly to make 
their final approach 
into the wind. From 
that point on, it was 
a steady flow of fowl 
of all flavors.  In short 
order, we had a pile of 
teals, a few mallards, 
widgeons, redheads 
and a couple pintails 
floating against the far 
bank. Though slow by 
NoDak terms, we’d ac-
cumulated a four-man 
limit by 9:00 a.m.

We elected to split up and 
had different directions for 
our midday scouting. We 
met in Klum at the appoint-
ed hour to discuss our af-
ternoon options. We elect-
ed to hunt closer to home 
that afternoon, saving the 
mother lode we’d discov-
ered for the next morning 
The afternoon hunt yield-
ed some nice shooting on 
gadwalls and widgeons. 
The next morning, we had 
the hunt that dreams are 
made of. Lying in the corn 
stubble while thousands 
of mallards swirled over-
head like a tornado, I was 
satisfied that the time and 
money spent were worth 
it, and I hadn’t even pulled 
the trigger.

Some think that hunting 
out there is easy. From all 
the magazines, it appears 
as though you can hunt 
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