HUNTING WILD PHEASANTS w4 CRANEY HILL KENNE

He knelt next to his grandson, a shotgun across his lap,
and watched the boy slowly turn the pheasant in his hands.
It was his first bird, taken cleanly with a single shot.

The low sun turned the bird to burnished copper
and warmed his face.
The prairie wind spoke. ~ Bob White

There comes a time in life when you want more from a
pheasant hunt than just a limit of birds. It should take you back
in time, to the start of it all, with open spaces, a slower pace,
time to bond with friends and family, and the creation of
memories for the next generation.

We hunt wild birds like you did with your grandfather, a small
group of friends following the dogs across a prairie landscape.
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Taste the wind.
Smell the earth.

Feel the sun on 5aur fr.u:z
and listen to the ancient song
Hunt with all af Your senses.
Hunt with Your soul.
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