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850-759-2326
BordCoDeadhead.com

• Deadhead Pecky &
  Clear Cypress 

• Deadhead Heart Pine

• Large Slabs, Mantles
  and Countertops 

• Super Wide Lumber

• 96-Inch Sawmill and
  Surfacer Service

• and So Much More! 

Family
Tradition

Treestands

The Best Stand
For Your Buck!

449 u.s. 19 n. • pERRY, Fl • 850-584-2162

“They often say a man at the BBQ 
grill is the closest thing to a king… in my 
world, handling a bird dog is the closest 
thing to being a king. We hope you en-
joy this short story written by our friend, 
Durrell Smith, a great dogman of the 
south.” – Jon Kohler

by Durrell Smith
The big man knew the dog wasn’t 

lost, but there was a growing sense 
of skepticism in the woods. He was 
a hollerin’, sqallin’ man. He touted a 
big booming voice that called back to 
Howlin’ Wolf himself...

“Ahhh OOOOHHHH!!!!”
And, his song rang, savage and il-

lustrative, his lyrics violently weaving 
the fibrous pine straw. Last time he saw 
the dog was moments after the old neck 
leather left the lead. Last words he spoke 
to the dog was, “Get Out!” 

The guests hadn’t seen the dog 
since then and maintained a nervous as-
surance that their handler knew the lay 
of the land and were forced to admit 
internally their own diminishing sense 
of trust. They had to give in, there was 
much to the unknown. The piney woods 

All Hail the Handler

(Continued on page 10)

ALL HAIL THE HANDLER! Elite dog handler 
Durrell Smith is pictured here, working with one 
of his beautiful bird dogs.
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APOLLO HUNTS & LODGE
Hunting. Lodging & Southern Hospitality at its Best!

Preston, GA (Webster County) • Manager: Tim Brown
Office: 229-384-6957 • Cell: 941-266-6691

www.ApolloHunts.com • Email: thtttbrown@aol.com

Hunt on 1,200 acres of woods & farm land.
Maximum of 8 hunters per weekend hunt. 
Now taking reservations for the upcoming 

hunting season! 30% deposit required 
to reserve your hunt.

Deer & Hog Hunts
with Upscale Lodging &
Great Southern Meals!

HARVEST FEES: 8 point buck 13” spread, $800 • Each additional point $125/point
Additional buck must be larger than first buck, $1000 plus additional point charge 
of $125 per point. Any under sized buck will be charged a fine of $200 plus harvest 

fee of $800 for a total of $1000. Mature Doe, $200. Second Doe, $200.
Hogs, unlimited, any size, $50 each. Coyotes, No Charge!

2022-23 DEER HUNTS
Primitive Weapons - Bow Hunt ...October 15-18
Early November - Rifle Hunt ........ November 4-7
Pre-Rut - Rifle Hunt ............. November 11-14
Rut - Rifle Hunt .................... November 18-21
Call for Hog & Turkey Hunts & Corporate Dove Hunts

HUNTING RATES
3-Day Guided Hunts

Includes Meals, 
Upscale Lodging, 

Field Transportation, 
Bass Fishing

(catch & release)
$750.00 plus
harvest fee

Quality Deer Management Parameters
8 point or better with 13 inch minimum inside spread

Check Out 
Our New 
Website

A Message from Jon Kohler:
Our philosophy is that the planta-

tion is all about the dog. We hold the 
dog on a pedestal – so much so that 
Jake, my own pointer, serves as our 
beloved icon. We like to think of the 
plantation as the dog’s canvas, and his 
work in the field is the art. However, 
the handler too should be hailed. 

He works long and hard hours, 
and knows the lay of the land perhaps 
better than the landowners themselves. 

Like Durrell, “the big man,” and 
the many great handlers that came be-

fore them, there is an unspoken bond 
between a handler and bird dog. 

No one knows every fiber of 
that dog’s being better than the han-
dler. Hours afield, hours training and 
a whole lot of sweat equity culminate 
in that final point, tall and true, and the 
sweet reward of the covey flush. 

All hail the handler indeed. For 
without him, we wouldn’t be able to 
pursue this great sport, fueled by our 
passion for that tiny little bobwhite, 
and embrace a lifestyle so dear to our 
hearts.

were the abyss, and the dog seems lost 
to oblivion. 

“Trust the dog, ain’t much else to 
it,” the big man said.

“Was he lost?” The guests wanted 
to know, but didn’t want to appear rude.

“Naw...just way gone. Likely on 

point somewhere.” 
It was just after the first crack of 

daybreak, and the big man sat high in his 
trooper saddle. He pointed with his eyes, 
sending a far-flung gaze that his scout 
knew all too well. The young man knew 
that the dog was in the area and to go 
find him in the direction of his gaze. 

He raised that dog from the bottle. 
He saved the dog from getting stuck in 
his mother’s birth canal. The dog was 
born on the road as his dam was rushed 
to the vet. He knew the ins-and-outs of 
that dog, Jack. He loved that dog for 
that connection, he put confidence into 
him as a puppy, and ever since, the dog 
hailed to his handler.

“I put my hands on that dog. He’s 
out there getting the job done.”

The big man came from a school of 
hard knocks and knew nothing else. His 
days were long, started early and always 
ended well into the nightfall. 

His dogs were all calibrated, dialed 
in and tailor-made to his liking, but not 
fit for the impatience of a trigger-happy 
clientele. They too must hail to the mod-
el of patience, a dogman in his element.

His dog then cut back into view, 
quickly, an apparition between pine 
stands. His range was big as the day was 
long. He was a leggy, 60-pound 2-year-
old that charged the woods with an ex-
uberant performance that is only wit-
nessed by a select few, yet appreciated 
by all. 

His grace contradicted the brash-
ness of his master’s bellowing. And as 
the call cut deep, echoes lost to the dis-
tance, the dog cut hard and kicked dirt. 
His tail rising high in harmony with an 
already rising sun.

“That sir, is your point.” The guests 
approached and the covey rose.

Two shots rang, feathers fell, blan-
keted by the coolness of Lord’s whisper. 
There was worship going on here, all 
hailing to the handler.

He’s out there getting the job done
(Continued from page 8)
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