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By John Ross
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the final throes of terminal cancer: John
and T hooked up in Sioux Falls, made the
hour drive to Mitchell, checked into our
motel, bought licenses at Cabela’, and
headed north to Artesian to meet Art. He
and his family have been wrestling a living
from the g g_,onﬂv potholed prairie for
four generations. When the abandoned
one-room school he attended was about
to be razed, he moved it into the shade
of a tree by his house and plans to
restore it one of these days.

Behind his house stretch the three
sections that he farms, a plot of land
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size up a likely covert, separate ourselves
by thirty yards, and push our way
through. Pheasants, being pheasants,
weren't overly alarmed. They scuttled
ahead and leaked out the end before we
were in gunning range. So we altered our
plans. I'd zigzag through the thick stuff
and John would stand sentry at the end.
That proved more producn\ e, but often
as not the birds sneaked around behind

me and burst laughing into the wind.

]:or three days we walked, lord we
walked, and chuckled at our foibles
and forgot the stuff that was piling up

on our respective desks. We lunched at
alittle bar in Artesian where the bras of
biker babes hang across a potato chip
rack. It was not the size of their cups

that fascinated us, though 'l admit my
imagination twitched. It was the orderin
whlch they were hung. The oldest, that is
closest to the wall, were white utilitarian
models, then came a spate of red and gold
models trimmed in black lace, then a final
vein of white. Did their order represent
the fortunes of the watering hole?

Art and his son and wife would come
and check on us late in the afternoons.
They brought with them their farm dog,
an enthusiastic Lab, whose bounding
energy could only be constrained by the
hawser of a lead Art tied to his collar. This
wondertul trio would push coverts for us,
and we'd see more birds than our minds
ever dreamed.

At the end of the hunt, Art's mom sat
us all down to midday dinner. Before
we began, she led the blessing, and then
launched us into a spread of pheasant
en mushroom soup casserole with corn
and slaw and mashed potatoes and rolls
and pie from a little native cousin of the
blackberry, the name of which I wish I
could remember.

I'm thankful to Art and his family
for their hospitality, for their care of the
gentle prairie, for those forces that allow
wild pheasants to thrive, and for old
friends like John Moore who found me
this little bit of unspoiled heaven.

If you want to hunt with Art, give him
a call at 605-495-4321 or drop him a
note: Arthur Kneen, 41028 - 230th St.,
Artesian, SD 57314-6316. He charges
about $100 per day per hunter
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