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pared to take good care of me. He is also a
Federation of Fly Fishers instructor and
Director of Outdoor Pursuits at the
Greenbrier Sporting Club, the residential
development within the resort.

My instruction began on the front porch of
the Hunt Cabin, the rustic structure that
serves as his office. I talked about my
shooting “issues™ just as you might talk
with your doctor about new aches and
pains during your annual physical exam.
Before we headed off to the course, Alan
emphasized safety - always wear eye and
ear protection, never load up until you’re
at the firing line.

Sweet Singles: Alan started me off at sta-
tions that simulated the hunting shots I
knew well. Straightaways like the flushing
pheasants I grew up with in Michigan.
Incoming floaters like the mallards drop-
ping into my honey hole off the James
River. I didn’t smoke every one but hit
enough to raise my morale. Thank you
coach!

Cursed Crossings: 1 fell apart on crossing
shots at the next stations. I missed them
from the left, and I missed them from the
right. Alan watched me punch holes in the
sky until T confirmed his diagnosis.
“You’re on the right sight plane, but you’re
locking your shoulders just as you pull the
trigger and are shooting behind the bird.
Swing through and then fire.” His com-
ment reminded me that 1 had taken a soft
header off a mountain bike last summer
and had a stiff neck for a month. Maybe |
was still holding myself back.

Getting My Eye Back: Alan’s diagnosis
did not lead to an instant cure. There is a
lag time between knowing what to do and
doing it. But as we moved on to the back
five stations, my average crept upward. On
the second to the last station | was feeling
confident enough to call for a report dou-
ble. I swung through a left crossing bird,

low in the sporting clays position

smoked it, and was able to swing back and
catch up to a bird rising up the hill through
the trees and shattered it as well. I was hot!
Until I saw the final station.

My Last Best Shot: Station 10 is the Gun
Club’s signature station, the one that
wakes you up groaning or grinning in the
night. The target comes out of a trap set
high on a hill too steep to climb, nearly
fifty yards above the station. Alan let me
watch two fly before shooting. I didn’t see
the first one at all and barely glimpsed the
second as it sailed away over the treetops.
“It’ll be high and fast, so swing past it at
least ten feet before you pop it.” Sure
thing, just like that, 1 thought to myself. 1
called “Pull!” and picked up an orange
streak in the sky. | must have looked like
six o'clock when 1 fired, an absolutely
straight line running plum down from gun
muzzle to boot heels. No, I didn’t smoke
the target - but it did break into three neat
pieces and counted as a hit.

I declined Alan’s offer to try the high flyer

at Station 10 again. I wanted to go out feel-
ing like a winner so I could come back

18

feeling the same way. And 1 definitel
would be back for more sporting clay
since I still had a ways to improve befor
the September dove season. Besides I ow
it to Boomer.

If You Want To Go
The Greenbrier is a great place to go any

time, but in late July there will be a speciz
Holland & Holland weekend featuring th
venerable gun maker and outdoor pursuit
including shooting, fly fishing, and of
road driving as well as fine wines an
gourmet dining. Couples will enjoy th
weekend since there will be activities fc
both spouses. If you go, make time to lear
more about the Greenbrier Sporting Clu
and see the premier residential sportin
community dedicated to “living the activ
life.” For more information, contact Ala
Williamson (304) 647-6118.

For a sporting clays course near you
check the Shotgun Sports Clay Shootin;
Guide at www.shotgunsports.com.

The author is an outdoorsman, farmer anc

international management consultan
whose travels often take him to the fa

edges and borderlands.



