











my team had arrived late the previous
evening and looked bleary eyed as we
rode the converted school bus to the
first field. We were an eclectic mix of
six friends and industry acquaintances
from as far away as Georgia, Mississippi
and Massachusetts. For some, Dakota
pheasant hunting was a fixture on their
annual wingshooting calendar. For
others this was their maiden pheasant
experience.

Leading our hunt was guide Greg
Goodman, a South Dakota native. Joining
him was J Cline, a former Signature
Lodge guide and close friend of our
group. J had received a hall pass from his
sympathetic wife and taken time away
from his music label and barbecue-sauce
business in Nashville to work his dogs
and reconnect with old buddies.

The morning hunt took place in a
large field where natural grasses framed
manicured strips of milo, sunflowers and
corn. Greg suggested we split the team,
with two hunters walking alongside the
guides and two flanking on the outside of
the cover. The remaining two would take
up positions at the end of the cover strip
to act as blockers.

“OK, load up,” Greg said. And we
were off.

As most hunters appreciate, bird
finding comes before bird shooting,
so our attention turned to our canine
companions: a pair of handsome Labs
that Greg had put on the ground along
with J's excellent Boykin spaniels. The
dogs rushed enthusiastically into the
cover strip, and almost immediately a
flicker of auburn feathers and familiar
cackle signaled the first rooster of the
day. I looked up in time to witness the
perfect silhouette of flush, flight and
shot, as my neighbor harvested the bird.
One of Greg’s Labs marked down the
rooster and made a flawless retrieve.

We swapped positions and began
walking through the next cover strip.
Now acting as a flanker high on the left
side of the line, [ had a grand view as
a growing number of roosters began
flying forward. Several birds fell to the
guns of my neighbors as well as the
blockers ahead. Then it was my turn as
arooster ran to the edge of the cover
before rising and banking to my left.

[ rushed my first shot, missing
cleanly, but stretched out and
connected on the long crosser. As
the pheasant folded and landed in
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There was
something
tremendously
comforting about
having friends
10 miss with.

the adjacent cover strip, I smiled and
thought how every hunter gets lucky
and bags a “stadium bird” once a
season. That was mine!

As we continued through the
cover, more roosters rose and, more
often than not, fell. Greg and J called
“Rooster!” or “Hen!” with each rising
bird, enabling us to focus on rewarding
the dogs with retrieves.

After driving several cover strips,
tired feet signaled that it was time for
lunch. So we returned to the lodge
to regroup and satisfy our stomachs.
Sean’s delicious white-bean-and-
pheasant chili was as welcome as the
nap that followed.

Later that afternoon we hunted an
area where well-established shelterbelts
complemented dense corn and milo
strips. The weather held, and conditions
were bone dry. While the parched land
made for easy walking, the rattling of
dry corn delivered a natural warning
to the birds. Still, the dogs worked
purposefully and missed little. Certainly
dry and warm hands coupled with good
footing more than compensated for the
roosters that rose out of range.

That evening at the lodge we
reflected on our experience—a
day filled with excellent dogwork,
challenging birds and, most important,
quality time with good friends. As we
watched the sun set over Lake Oahe,
we all agreed that there was little that
could have been improved.

At dinner Sean introduced us to a
menu item straight from the rancher’s
playbook: a 40-ounce bone-in rib
eye. The steak was prepared without
pretense and served with hand-cut
fries, onion rings and a fabulous
béarnaise sauce. One certainty of a visit
to Signature Lodge is that you won'’t lose

weight—no matter how far you walk.

The next morning [ woke from
a calorie-induced slumber and saw
that the forecast had proven right.
Ominous-looking clouds had arrived,
and with them wind and a significant
temperature drop.

The rain that followed muffled
our field noise but didn’t dampen our
spirits. Perhaps it was the super-size
steak or more likely the fine wine that
accompanied it, but we started in
rather mediocre shooting form. In fact,
after the first couple of cover strips
our guides were questioning whether
they had collected the wrong team at
the lodge. Still, there was something
tremendously comforting about having
friends to miss with.

Thankfully, after some less-than-
gentle leg pulling, our performance
began to improve. And with the birds
sitting tighter, the walking Guns tended
to enjoy more shooting. Markedly fewer
roosters ran, and the large flushes
that typified our first day became less
pronounced.

As our time in the field drew to
a close, it struck me that although
everyone who hunts with Cheyenne
Ridge enjoys harvesting gamebirds,
that singular act makes up but a small
fraction of the enjoyment derived from
each day. It’s friendship in the field,
stylish dogwork and quality habitat that
draw hunters back to Signature Lodge
year after year. ¥

For more information, contact Cheyenne
Ridge Signature Lodge, 877-850-5144;
cheyenneridge.com.
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