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bell on his collar was working 
the cover while I skirted the 
woods along the side hill where 
a few little cedars grew, but 
where the country was mostly 
open. From my position I could 
see any bird that flushed wild 
before my friend or our dog.

    Out of woods swamp 
came as beautiful a buck as 
I ever saw. He wasn’t hurry-
ing. He came straight at me 
in a slow lope, with his head 
turned back, apparently much 
interested in the bell on the dog. 
It was something new in his 
life. I wanted Shedd to see that 
buck and I began to shout and 
yell. I made no attempt to stand 
still and kept shouting and 
pointing. The deer had to keep 
turning his head to see where 
he was going and swinging it 
back to try to locate the dog and 
bell. He should have seen me. 
On he came straight up the hill. 
I wasn’t sure he wasn’t  going 
to tun me down.

    The wind was blowing 
up the hill, so there was no 
chance for him to smell me. 
Shedd broke out of the cover, 
but that didn’t bother the buck, 
for he didn’t change his gait. 
That buck passed so close to me 
that I could have almost poked 
him with the gun barrels. Then 
when he passed me he got my 
scent. He couldn’t have started 
faster if he had been shot with 
a load of red pepper. He still 
remains in my mind as the 
fastest-moving deer I ever saw.

    All big-game hunters 
know that if they want their 
game served up nicely to the 

gun, it must not get the man 
scent. This applies to all spe-
cies, even the mountain sheep, 
which is credited with having 
the keenest eyesight of the lot. 
This ability to smell man and 
recognize him by his scent has 
not been given to game birds. 
At least, that is my opinion. 
Ruffed grouse and pheasants 
are credited with being the 
smartest of our game birds, yet 
I never heard their staunchest 
admirer contend that either 
could identify a man by scent.

    The first man I ever ran 
across who claimed ducks could 
smell a hunter was an old guide 
on the Texas coast. As we came 
out on a large tidal flat, thou-
sands of pintails left the water 
and circled. Many of them got up 
from a point and from the bare 
mud that ran alongside it. It was 
an ideal place to build a blind, 
but my guide said no. “It won’t 
do you no good to set there. 
Wind would be directly behind 
you, and those long-necked ras-
cals can smell a fellow a mighty 
long ways off.”

    We argued the question 
and I lost, because I have always 
believed that when in the other 
fellow’s country you had better 
take his advice on hunting tech-
nique. That was many years ago; 
I have always wished I had made 
an exception in this case and put 
the decoys on that point to show 
this guide that pintails will decoy 
straight into the blind with the 
wind blowing over the hunters.

    Ducks were very plentiful 
and we had good enough shoot-
ing from his choice of location, 
which had the wind blowing 

across the face of the blind, so 
that the ducks coming in from 
the bay didn’t get that terrible 
man scent. “Never give a pintail 
a chance to smell you, or you’ll 
never get a chance to kill him,” 
was his final word on the subject.

    Since that day I have killed 
a great many pintails that came 
in against the wind with the 
breeze over my left shoulder, 
which has always been one of 
my favorite sets. Try it some time. 
It gives you a nice left swing on 
your second shot. I like it better 
than a left wind paralleling the 
face of the blind, as it usually 
pulls the birds in closer.

    It was a long time before I 
again met a shooter who believed 
ducks could smell a man and get 
themselves away from him. This 
Long Island duck-hunter insisted 
that black ducks could smell you 
every time, and he knew because 
he had been brought up hunting 
black ducks and he had seen 
them time and again flare from 
the scent. “Pintails can’t smell 
you,” he would say, “or none of 
the rest of ‘em, but a black mal-
lard can smell you, and don’t you 
think he can’t.”

    Not once but dozens of 
times I have had singles and 
pairs split from a flock when I 
was calling and light in the de-
coys. Wanting the flock to come 
in, I have paid little attention to 
them and kept on calling at the 
birds in the air. Those birds, 
quiet on the water, didn’t smell 
the man in the blind, and that 
goes for pintails mid blacks and 
greenheads.


