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genuine misgivings about pur-
suing this bird. After all, if Ol’ 
Bad Blue wasn't dangerous, 
why hadn't someone from the 
village dropped him by now? 
Why should the villagers re-
cruit hired guns? Lacking an-
swers to these mysteries, I was 
inclined to demur to Hoseh-
ead's undisguised reservations.

"Halvorsen," I said, "I forgot 
to water my geraniums. If you 
don't mind, I'll just scurry back 
to Angoon, catch the mail plane 
home, and take care of that im-
portant oversight."

"Plastic flowers don't raise a 
thirst," Old Halvorsen decreed. 
Then he got down on his hands 
and knees and began comfort-
ing Hosehead and whisper-
ing in his ear. After about a 
half-hour of this man-to-dog 
communication Hosehead mi-
raculously stopped trembling 
and reverted to normal. He 
even showed assertiveness. He 
began prancing impatiently as 
if waiting to follow us. When 
Old Halvorsen said, "Let's go," 
Hosehead heeled and the two 
of them nosed off into the direc-
tion from which the dog had 
recently fled.

Old Halvorsen had taken 
up the chase, and there was 
I, Hamlet -like, between the 
devil and the deep blue sea. To 
be left alone in the woods not 
knowing the whereabouts of 
Ol’ Bad Blue, or to sally forth on 
a suicidal mission, to purposely 
seek out this crazed and evil 
bird. Either choice was as rash 
as visiting a proctologist named 
Rambo.

“Ah well," I figured, "when 
in Nome, do as the Nomans 
do." I minced after man and dog 
like Mary's little lamb.

W h a t e v e r  b e a s t  O l d 
Halvorsen and Hosehead were 
tracking was obviously on the 
move. The trail led on for miles, 
and the only reason I wasn't 
fit to be tied was because this 
steeplechase was slowly cir-
cling back toward the village 
of Angoon.

If Hosehead's quarry was 
Ol’ Bad Blue I had some re-
thinking to do, because some-
where I had inherited the no-
tion that birds were supposed 
to fly. After about two hours 
of slogging through wet brush 
I learned that an out-of-shape 
grouse hunter can do a fair imi-
tation of an Eskimo down on all 
fours calling a walrus.

It's traditional at the end of 
a season to look back and take 
stock of what happened. As 
everyone knows, grouse hunt-
ers are a cut above the average 
mortal. They donate to local 
theatre companies and they 
support the work of struggling 
young artists. They have the ca-
pacity to reflect and to ponder. 
Comparing the grouse hunter 
to a callous duck shooter or 
a lowlife ptarmigan sluicer is 
like comparing the finest aged-
in-oak whiskey with green 
homebrew. The ending to the 
typical grouse hunt set forth in 
this story can be appreciated 
only by another outdoorsman 
of high character. The unsea-
soned and the ill-informed 
would not identify with the 

code of ethics exhibited by your 
typical hardbitten blue grouse 
man. The sense of fair play and 
sportsmanship Old Halvorsen 
and I demonstrated that day on 
Admiralty Island is akin only to 
that of an experienced and skill-
ful fly fisherman who melds his 
talents with the conservation 
principle of catch and release, 
taking home only the memories 
and the triumph of the pursuit.

I t  happened l ike this . 
Hosehead's tracking led us to 
the base of a hill. Your typi-
cal duck hunter or ptarmigan 
sluicer would have called it a 
cliff. In fact, they would have 
likened it to the south face of 
the Matterhorn, but it was only 
a hill. Hosehead was pointing 
up the slope. I could see that it 
was time for me to take charge 
of the hunt.

The hill was a giant solid 
patch of brush for a quarter 
mile, alders and devils club 
parallel to the ground and in-
tertangled like cold spaghetti. If 
we kept tracking Ol’ Bad Blue 
through the brush, when he 
came to its end he would just 
fly off the hill and leave us there 
emptyhanded.

The conditions were perfect 
for what I had in mind since we 
were downwind from the thick 
alders.

"Halvorsen," I said, "this is 
the perfect opportunity to use 
that grouse whistle you gave 
me last Christmas."

"I don't think I'd do that if I 
were you," he retorted.

I ignored him and uncased 

the little untried beauty. It was 
a finely tuned instrument, 
hand crafted from the finest 
Vermont maple by a craftsman 
from Louisiana. I couldn't recall 
hearing a female grouse before, 
but I figured that no grouse ever 
got stoop-necked from packing 
around brains, and after all, 
this was the mating season. I 
began an acoustical exhibition 
I felt offered to Ol’ Bad Blue the 
promise of a torrid love affair.

My weather-tanned face 
scanned the cold and shallow 
light of the thick brush and 
I heard the distant sound of 
brush crackling.

"Here he comes," I said. 
''About 400 yards and headed 
this way."

Old Halvorsen was bab-
bling and carrying on about 
something but I continued to 
call. There was no question 
it was working. I heard Old 
Halvorsen's safety snap off as 
I issued a series of notes so 
haunting, so wild, so pure, so 
spellbinding, Hosehead began 
to tremble again.

I smiled and called again, 
as would a grouse reading 
the menu at Blueberry King. 
The noise in the brush was 
definitely closer, and we waited 
silently.

Simultaneously, it seemed, 
Hosehead and Old Halvorsen 
raised noses to the air, and it 
was Old Halvorsen who spoke 
for them both.

"What does a bear smell 
like?" he asked.

Six minutes later we were 
puffing our arrival at the float 
plane dock in Angoon. Thor-
oughly bushed, we dropped 
our guns and vests, and sat 
back to wait for the Grumman, 
relaxing with the carefree ease 
of the experienced professional 
hunters that we were. The 
villagers gathered around, in-
specting our guns and looking 
for signs of a great kill. One of 
them boldly beseeched us to 
tell our story, but true to grouse 
hunting tradition, we remained 
somewhat recalcitrant about 
that. We explained that we were 
grateful for the opportunity to 
have been of service to them, 
especially on such a glorious 
day. And if another dangerous 
animal ever presented them 
with problems, it would be 
selfish of us not to allow the 
pleasure of coming here to be 
experienced by someone else. 
To prove my sincerity, I gave 
them my grouse whistle. 


