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For someit’sthe lieart~hammering kaaaaaaal

of a longbeard in a hardwood hollow. I've seen good ol’ boys
moved to poetry when 2 wild covey of quail explodes over bird-

dogs posed as if painted in time. Maybe it’s a bull elk crashing
timber in snowy Montana pines, or the bawl of a favorite coon-
hound at bay. But music to my ears is a flight of teal, searing the
fall air moments before plopping in the decoys with a telltale
splish. The sound is exhilarating, regardless whether I hit one.

My affair Began in my ninth vear | believe, at Chazlie’s watershed, just before day-
break. We'd slipped 10 the water’s edge, having no designs on 4 blind, when [ heard
that curious air-tearing sound overhead. Al frst it startled me. Then 10 green-wings
rede the waves where seconds before there was only rising fog. I parted the willows
with the barrel of my odd Stevens and leveled it at the raft of Ettle birds bunched like
driftwood. Boam! The z0- gauge barked, and when my epes opesied two teal remained,
bebbing in unison, heads down. We waited as they drifted to my feet then | picked
them up and held them out for my father, He held out their wings and admired them.
They've deen my favorite ever since.
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Turns out this miniature duck also
does it for athers. Ask 10 waterfowlers of
their bucket-list bird and at Jeast half say
cinnamon teal. It’s on mine, teo. After all,
there’s only the green-winged, the blue-
winged—which are common in most
of the States—and the cinnamon of the
Pacific Fhyway, right? For years ] thought
these were the only teal. Silly American.

Fact is, ancther teal trifecta buzzes down
south—far deeper south than any bayou
will deliver you. You've just got to be game
for an adventure. Indeed, a valid passport
can unfock a whole new cast of characters—
sifver, ringed and speckled teal—roughly
5,000 miles away, as the duck flies. My hunt
began in the willows, on a pond’s edge. just
like it did so many vears ago ...
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ake em!” Terrv barked a monent after
1 heard the telltale tearing sound over-
head, and I'd have taken the Joaner 39: down
o its phag ... if 3t hid one See, that’s anothey
glory of hunting Urpguav—no magazine
limit. We were each limited to the outfit’s
six-boxes-of-sheli-per-day rule, and while
you might think shooting an unplugged
shotgun is a huge advantage,  can say
definatively that for me it mot. £ dont hat
a bird on the first or second shot. P already
50 helplessiy behind that a belt-fed Beretta
couldn’t help me.

The pond was a shallow stock tank, red
and muddy from cagtle sloshing around
its clay banks. It reminded me exactly
of these in my native Oklahoma. [t was
July. or winter in Uruguay, and the teal
swarmed the neighboring rice fields like
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mosquitoes over a cesspeol before roost-
g on one of several ponds where we set
up in the evening and waited in makeshift
blinds made from cut willow limbs stuck
upright in the mud.

On Terryv’s call I blotted out a litde
bird's beak with the bead and bent the trig-
ger agam and again and again. My Blind
mates opened up alo, and 1 trusted that
Nate Metcalf, the hired videographer, was
catching all of it in WD, We'd wasted until
we were surrounded in teal and everyone
was loaded and ready to spring the trap.
And now, after a long jourmey getting here,
it was my time to cover myself in glory—
or at least 1o avoid becoming an immor-
tal Internet idiot. Boom:, oo, ba-boon:,
boam went the Beretta
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ed flown to Montevideo {Uruguay's

capital city in its extreme south}
via Buenos Alres and drove eight hours
northeast across the entire country to its
east coast on the Atlantic, Five miles to
the north was the Brazilian border formed
by the Jaguardo River. [td be romantic to
write that the country was untamed jin-
gle rife with cattle-killing jaguars and cai-
mans, but really it was flat farm country
that was home to Texas-style ranch bar-
ons and their hired gauchos. With popula-
tions centered in cities like maost of South
America, this part of Fortuguese-influenced
Uruguay harbors few people per square
mile. Coca-Cola and John Deere products
abound, and the people are bilingual at Jeast,
and gregarious. While 1 ssw thousands of
ducks and other bird life, [ saw no other
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hunters—other than the cast of characters
assembled in the blind.

On the left end was Ramsey Rus-
sell of . exactly where he
shouldn’t have been if it’s easier to shoot
ducks there. This Mississippi broker of
worldwide duck hunting adventure sim-
piv does not bore of downing birds, and |
quickly grew annoyed with his wangshoot-
ing proficiency. At times it seened he was
showing off with his shotgun, which was
exactly what he was doing now as he called
his shots on the silver teal that zipped
along the far bank. His empties popped
me in the back of the head, which no doubt
contributed to breaking my concentration
on the speckled teal that crossed in front
of my face like hissing jets. Boowm, boom-
boons, boonr, ba-bomm, Ramsey fired. His
high-volume duck hunts are not the place
for double-barrels.

On the other end of the blind was our
outfitter and host, Alvaro Barcellos Souza
Mouawod. (I'm not making this up.) You
know the Dos Equis beer commercials that

Alvaro Mouawod, abowe, and his crew
offer first-class destination duck hurting
in the Southem Hemisphere.

Protca: Auther




Carls n's

FROM OUR
CREMATOR SERIES
CHOKE TUBES

SATEe AlIal
{OKES AVAI

feature “the most interesting man in the
world™? Evidently Dos Equis didn't scour
the Brazilian countryside, because Alvaro
makes their guy look like a gel-haired dork.
Sophisticated, multi-lingual, humorous
and world-traveled, he’s a businessman

and lobbyist for the Brazilian gun indus

Lry, a conservationist, outdoor writer, and

a passionate hunter and fisherman. Of
course it only figures that his lovely wife
would be the workis best non-professional

chef, but what really made me envious was
the way he steered his Benelli like an Italian

racecar driver. Lucky for my pride, he pre-
fers to call ducks more than shoot them—
unless Terry wanted him to down a few
quickly for the cameras.

This was one of those times, because
Terry wanted one great flurry of teal
shooting to end the day, the episode and
what had been one hell of a week-long
hunt, and so the Brazilian with the duck-
hunting estancia in Uruguay opened up
on a group of beautiful speckled teal as
they zipped past. Out of the comer of
my eve | saw him recelve the shotgun’s
recoil, as if in slow motion, before picking
another bird and attempting to rid it of its
wingmen. Boonr, boon:, boom!

And then there was Terry Denmon.
Denmon’s probably in his Bte 6o0s, but he
hunts ducks like teenagers do thrill rides.
He owns and runs the Mojo decoy com-
pany—the spinning-wing decoys that rev-
olutionized duck hunting—and [ get the
sense he strongly believes in field-testing
his products again and again for quality
control. All week Terry had been folding
ducks like third-world newspapers and
claiming them faster than the lost bag
gage counter at United Airlines. Although

Annette Naplet, Terry Denmon of Mojo
Outdoors and cameraman Nate Metcalf
await a fisght of teal

this was my first time sharing a blind with
Denmon, it was obvious he thought we
were old chums by the way he peppered
me with put-downs if a teal didnt tum-
ble with each shell I ¢ycled. This might
be counter-intuitive to non-hunters, but
I'd remind them that this is the way duck
hunting buddies do each other, and so 1 felt
like I was at home with him

Terry was also the star of his own
outdoor Tv show, quite literally, and
so he had most of the Mojo Outdoors
cameras trained on him as he began shoot-
ing- True to his MO, he began banging away
and then yelled, “Take ‘em!” By the time |
started shooting at the massive swarm of
teal, Terry had refoaded and was shoot-
ing again. For this, the episade’s proverbial
finale, he wanted as many dead ducks on
the pond as possible—preferably floating
around his Mojo decoys. Meanwhile, teal
were still springing, and so all of us kept
shooting. After all, you don't go all the
way to Uruguay for a six-bird imit. Boom,
boom, boom, boom, ba-boow, boom
booni—we all chimed like it was the Fourth
of July, which it nearly was.
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ndeed, over the last four days we'd shot
ducks Americans simply can't shoot
at home, both in terms of species and in
numbers. There were beautiful Brazilian

TAQUARI LODGE
Uruguay’s Taquari Lodge is not ridic-
ulously lavish, but it's perfect for an
upscale destination duck hunt. The cui-
sine is second to none I've eaten in a
hunting loedge. Most importantly, the
hunting is first class. To book a high-
volume duck hunt, visit getducks.com,
and tell Ramsey | sent you,
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ild they [k . MOJO « you don’t think Mojo decoys work, simply try one in your favorite hole
And if they sometime. | promise you'll kill more ducks. Heck, they're illegal in some regions due
1o their effectiveness. Why? Ducks flock to other ducks, and if you've ever watched
ducks on water, you've noticed the constant movement producad by wings, waves
and feeding birds. Flying ducks key on this motion. Yet from a distance ducks have
trouble spotting stationary decoys, while up close, stone-still decoys lack realism. Mojo
remedied this problem with its remote-controlled, spinning-wing decoys, and Terry
now they  Denmon has perfected them with improved battery life, realistic molds and Copious
machines. On the specdies. Iif you're a serious duck hunter, you need a Mojo or two.
R.‘.mv.-j.' WOre an on of disbeliel sromotional material for getducks N—
ing bLJ.t-Llp Alvaro mutteree thing, in Portuguese ; Nate " the whole debacle on tape.
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1 looked us lay ... not a st od hit nothing.  long ago on C lmr:
uns butt  Nada. Narya duck of any type anywhere in
o mx-ku_. a little Like  sight. Although I don’t know if it will air - e d ALY Pr
od with his jaw set.  because getting any ducks is not great i yet l.}l"hl ' S uulh

SHOT-LOK™ TECHNOLOGY

Fills all the space between pellets to
protect shot during in-bore acceleration

* Increased lethality at longer ranges
* Plated lead shot

» Tighter patterns than standard lead shot

» Deaper penetration than standard lead shot
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