
Mearns' Quail Adventure 
Day 1
The "Crew" pulled up to our Arizona destination after a long 18 hour drive from SE Idaho (actually 18
for myself and 14 for the other members of the party). This trip had been two years in the making and
everything finally came together where I was able to make a late season hunting trip to AZ. With the
early closure of the ID partridge season, I was all too ready to go south.

The "Crew" was my brother Ty, cousins Jeremy, Branden, Bobby, Jeremy's friend Chuck and myself.
All together there was to be eleven dogs for the group, 6 GSP's, 2 Drahthaars, 2 Griffons, and 1 French
Britt. Seven of the dogs were in Ty's 6 hole trailer with the 8th in a crate in the truck. We met up with
my cousin Branden who lives in the Tucson area which became our base camp and quickly made our
selves at home.

Day 2 
The next morning found ourselves unloading the dogs in Mearns' country to a rising sun in the East. I
was a little apprehempsive in the beginning having
never chased after Mearns' quail before. It wasn't
long however when the dogs found their first covey
on a steep hillside covered in tall grass and thick
white oaks and juniper trees. The dogs had
disappeared 50 yards below on the steep slope and
my brother and I heard the flush without ever
seeing a bird. I rushed down to the dogs just in time
to see a late straggler get up out of the grass and
dive downhill without offering a shot.

Shortly thereafter, Ty and I split up with him
heading towards a shallow canyon on the other side
of the ridge and myself heading into a deep canyon
that resembled chukar country more than anything
else. I was three quarters of the way down the slope
when once again I heard a flush and I just managed
to spot a large covey of 12-15 birds before they
disappeared into a thick stand of oak trees. I was
disappointed that my young dog Ace had failed to
hold his point long enough for me to get into range.
I followed up the covey and managed to get three
unsuccessfull shots at quick maneuvering mearns'
singles in the trees.



So far the dogs had found 2 coveys of quail and the only thing I had bagged were a couple of trees that
materialized where mearns' should have been. We found a nice little creek in the bottom of the canyon
where the dogs received a quick breather and cool down. From the bottom of the canyon we headed up
the other side and it wasn't long before the dogs flushed a single mearns'. I knew from my research that
means' quail are seldom alone and it wasn't long before another single got up in which I promptly
missed with my bottom barrel before it disappeared behind a juniper tree. Scenting conditions were
proving to be difficult as it was 65 degrees with no wind whatsoever. As I continued hiking and with
the dogs 50 yards above me on the slope I was rudely scared out of my wits when another 10 birds got
up 5 feet from my right side. I quickly unleashed 1oz of 71/2 shot from my 20 gauge and was rewarded
with the sight of birds disappearing from view unscathed with hardly a feather disturbed.

About an hour later I was rewarded with a very nice point by Ace and back by Darko about 10 yards
from a juniper tree. After a quick relocation by both Ace and Darko, in which they were about 5 yards
apart facing each other with the tree between them, I stepped in between them for the flush. Nothing
happened, but both dogs continued to stand rock solid. I started to scan the grass below me when I
noticed a magnificently colored male mearns' hiding at the base of the tree. A split second later the
covey burst forth and I quickly picked out a female on a straight away shot and pulled the trigger of my
bottom barrel choked cylinder. Just as I pulled the trigger the quail banked to the left and I was
rewarded with needles falling from the juniper just behind it. I quickly unloaded two more shells in the
general direction of fleeing mearns' and never even scratched a feather. At zero for eight shooting and
going zero for three on Ace and Darko's perfect dog work, I was certainly needing to get my head
together if I was going to salvage the first day!

After an hour of looking on the ridge I headed back down to the canyon bottom to get the dogs a drink
and to rest. After a much needed break we took on the daunting task of climbing back up the canyon to
get back to the truck. About halfway to the top I
looked to my right in time to spot Ace on point just
before a covey of fifteen birds burst into the sky. As
luck would have it they flew my direction and I
unsuccessfully tried a right to left crossing shot up
the steep slope. A few birds however landed in view
just 40 yards uphill and to my left. The dogs
relocated on a single that burst into flight headed
straight away uphill and I managed to dump a nice
male with my first shot! At last a bird in the bag!
After a retrieve by Ace another single was found
and I managed to also add it to the bag. Finally
some success and after eleven shots and five coveys
I had two quail in the bag. After getting back to the
truck I found out that the rest of the crew had had similar success and Ty managed seven birds, just one

shy of his eight bird limit.

After a quick break and each hunter describing how
his session went, we loaded up and headed a few
miles down the road to a new location for the
afternoon hunt. Once again everyone geared up and
spread across the oak savannas looking for a
mearns' quail or two. I had decided to head to a
canyon a mile away and make a loop that would



bring me back to the truck. Once we arrived at the canyon and started working the east facing slope, it
became clear that a covey or two of mearn's had been making it their home. I found diggings where the
mearns' quail were excavating nuts and tubers with their long claws. There was just too much sign to
ignore and I proceeded to side hill the slope at various altitudes looking for quail. One our third trip
across Ace finally pinned down a covey and I was able to capitalize on a decent opportunity with a
double. I dumped a beautiful male with my first shot and then quickly swung my barrel a few feet to
the left and bagged a female with my second. I had hopefully broke my jinx of poor shooting and
would set myself up for good shooting the following day. 

On my way back to the truck I was rewarded with a beautiful Arizona sunset just before the sun dipped
below the golden hills.

Day 3
After a successful day of means' hunting we decided to switch it up and do a morning of gambel's quail
hunting. My cousin Bobby along with his eighteen month old GSP Ava and myself with Darko made

our way up a large wash in the desert. It wasn't long
before the dogs got birdy and Bobby spotted a
covey of gambel's doing what they do best,
running! We managed to catch up after quickening
our pace and I added a female to the bag after my
second shot. We followed up the covey and after a
quick point by the two dogs, a single burst into the
air banking to my right, I swung on it and managed
to drop it with my first shot. As the bird dropped
another gambel's burst into flight and I quickly
tossed some shot its way without scratching a
feather. Darko and I went about locating the down
quail that was obviously still alive and hiding in a
thicket off a ledge in a washout. You can barely see

Darko as he's in the middle trying to make the retrieve. After about a minute of Darko rooting around
trying to catch the wounded quail, it started running up the wash and I noticed it just in time to finish it
off.



We continued up the side of the wash a few hundred yards when Darko went on point in the mesquite
flats. After a couple of re-locations I suspected that
the quail were running and looked ahead about a
fifty yards in time to see ten quail burst into flight
towards the wash up ahead. A single got up and I
quickly emptied both barrels in its direction without
connecting. We continued up the wash and another
gambel's burst into air and this time I hit it solid and
dumped it in a big thorn patch. I tried to walk into
the patch with Darko, but quickly realized I didn't
want to have a blood transfusion that day and let
Darko brave it on his own. About thirty seconds
later he emerged triumphant with a female gambel's
in his mouth which he brought to hand as usual.
The rest of the loop proved uneventful and the crew
loaded up the dogs to head to a new location.

At the new location I headed up the wash with Bobby and Ava, Chuck and his GSP Molly and Darko
again. Ace was back at the truck nursing a sore right paw as I wanted to be able to hunt him the
following day on mearns'. It wasn't long before Darko and I hit a "feeder wash" that headed up the mild
slope away from the main wash. I split off from Chuck and Bobby and within a hundred yards started
seeing a high concentration of quail tracks in the sand. After following Darko and the tracks a few
hundred yards up the slope Darko managed to pin the covey up against a small bare hill on the side of
the wash. When I stepped forward a covey of twenty plus quail burst into flight with a single male
buzzing past me away from the rest at thirty yards. I swung on it with a left to right crosser and
managed to connect with it hard as it rocked and dropped a leg. I watched as it labored in flight and
finally dropped dead out of the air. I turned to look and spotted the rest of the covey just before it
disappeared from view around the hillside.

Darko and I followed up the covey looking for
singles and I was immediately rewarded with two
quail that flushed right on the other side of the hill.
I connected on another male that veered of to my
right again. After the retrieve we continued up the
wash and Darko locked up on point and two quail
flushed again a split second after the point. I
managed to scratch down another female gambel's
for my final total of 6. After meeting back up with
the crew it was decided that we would make the
drive back into mearns' country for a late afternoon
hunt as most of the group had seen considerably
less action than me chasing gambel's.

Back in mearns' country with Ty and his griffon's Chaco and Chaser and me with Darko, we found a
new location with about 2 and half hours of light left. It wasn't long after we were working the slope
when Chaco went on point. A covey of three birds flushed and both Ty and I didn't have a shot.
Thinking it odd that there was only three birds in the covey, Ty and I retraced out steps and not 10
yards behind us the rest of the covey got up and Ty managed to bag a nice mearns'. We followed up the
rest of the covey and I managed to scratch down a single that was blazing downhill on a left to right



crosser at twenty yards. 

We continued down the hill when the dogs picked up another single that I managed to also add to the
bag. It was turning out to be a banner day for me,
first I managed to get six gambel's in the low
country and was now putting together a decent day
for mearns' also on two for two shooting. It wasn't
long after that when the dogs started getting birdy
again and Chaco again went on point. I was about
fifty yards away and when I got to Ty and Chaco Ty
told me to swing around on the downhill side on a
large pine tree. As I eased my way around it I
noticed a female mearns' sitting still as a statue on a
rock just five yards in front of me. I yelled at Ty
that the covey was straight in front of him on the
large rock. After going back and forth with him
about which rock and where at, the covey had

finally had enough and burst into flight. I missed my first shot, but connected on the second just before
the bird rounded a tree. Ty had the misfortune of having the entire covey stay between him and the tree
and never got a shot. We followed up the covey where I managed to scratch down another single for
my fourth means' quail making ten total for the day.

Day 4 
Day four found us back in the same location as day one hunting for mearns'. For some reason I got a
crazy idea in my head to attempt basically the same trek as the previous day and try and find a few
more coveys. The canyon was huge and I had barely scratched the surface of it. This time I dropped a
little further off the top of the ridge line as I paralleled it towards the head of the canyon. I wasn't long
before Ace (Darko was resting for the afternoon hunt) and I located a lot of diggings under the oak
trees. Soon after Ace went on point and on the flush I picked out a hen that flew straight uphill. I fired
my bottom barrel and thought I had hit it even though it disappeared out of view heading uphill. Ace
and I followed it and when we found it, it burst into a labored flight hanging its left leg, a quick shot
rendered it in the bag. We circled around to try and pick up singles. It didn't take long before a single
flushed of which followed two quick shots that only
bagged a few oak leaves. Ace dropped down on the
slope below and while I watched him another single
got nervous and tried to slip off to my right. I shot
once just before it disappeared over the top of an
oak tree. At first I wasn't sure that I had connected,
but I noticed a few feathers slowly falling to the
earth. I sent Ace on the retrieve and he appeared a
few seconds later with a bird in the mouth. The
picture gives you an idea of the type of shooting
windows that are all too common in mearns'
country.



Ace and I slowly worked our way to the head of the canyon to where we had located the big covey two
days prior without putting one in the bag. Ace
cooled down in the creek bottom and we started
working the thick oaks in the bottom that blocked
out all the sun. I was skeptical that we would find
any birds, but it wasn't long before Ace put up a
covey of about ten birds. They scattered without
allowing a shot in the tight trees, but I did manage
to notice where one lighted not far away. We
worked our way over to it and managed to bag it
with my first shot. After missing on another I
decided it was time to leave the covey alone and
make my way up the opposite slope.

We worked our way to the top of the slope without
finding any more coveys and it soon got to be quite hot. Ace and I had been working pretty hard for a
few hours so I decided to take a break. As we rested and ate a few snacks, I took the time to snap a pic
of the CZ and a nice male mearns' quail.

We made our way along the ridge line for a half hour more and after not find any more quail decided to
drop back down to the canyon bottom and climb back out to the truck. I quickly found that I had picked
about the steepest, rockiest, most over grown by stunted oaks slope I could find. Just when I was about
to try side hilling to another location, Ace locks up on point 5 yards in front of me. As I step in for the
flush and the birds get up, I literally have to put one
knee on the sidehill in order to shoot. I missed my
first couple of shots, but after reloading, I managed
to scratch a few feathers from one just as it
disapeared over a rocky ledge. Ace followed after
on the retrieve and I was relieved to find him with a
bird in his mouth when he returned. That quail was
about as hard a bird as I have ever earned with
tough terrain and shifty birds that know just how to



put obstacles between you and them. We dropped the rest of the way to the bottom of the canyon where
Ace was rewarded with a ice fed cool down in the creek.

After getting back to the truck, the crew loaded up to find another location to hunt. I had four birds in
the bag, but was anxious to add a few more on this, the last day of the trip. I headed out again with
Bobby and his GSP Ava. We were working our way down the slope with Jeremy and his dog Duke
about 50 yards to our right. Not two minutes into the hunt and Jeremy's shotgun belted out warning that
he had happened across a covey and scratched a bird down. One bird, a male headed my direction, but
never offered a shot as it swerved uphill. I decided to got after it and Darko found it about a hundred
yards away. I managed to scratch it down on a straight away shot.

Bobby and I broke off from Jeremy and Branden to make as big a loop as we could with the two hours
of light remaining to us. After crossing a couple of ravines/small canyons we were finally greeted with

this picture of Darko locked up on point.
For the first time in three days the wind was blowing enough to enable the dogs to smell the birds
further than ten yards away. Ava came up to Darko and backed. After several relocations spanning at
least a hundred yards, a single mearns' quail burst into flight on Bobby's side and he added it to the bag
on a nice left to right crosser. I couldn't believe that he smelled that single bird from that far away. After
several minutes of looking we were unable to find any more quail.
Bobby and I continued to work the ridgeline and after about an hour Darko again goes on point at the
top of the ridge. I knew it wasn't solid as his tail was wagging ever so slightly. He released and Ava also
comes up and goes on point in the same location. She also releases and Darko and her start casting
about for scent. Darko quickly finds something that interests him and I watch as he makes his way
across a grassy hillside and over a ridgeline a couple hundred yards away. After he doesn't come back I
decide to make my way over to where I last saw him. As I came over the little bulge in the hill, I am
again rewarded with Darko on point. I quickly motion with my hat to Bobby that I have a point and
wait for him and Ava to make the hundred yard sprint to our location. We walk in front of Darko for the
flush and as luck would have it we both spin on the same bird and shoot at the same time. Bobby
graciously gives this bird to me as it was Darko's point and he got the retrieve.



I had noticed where a few singles had lit so we made out way in their direction. A single bird got up
and once again both of us shot at the same time. This time the bird went in Bobby's bag. We quickly
made our way forward and another single pops out of the grass and I manage to hit it on my first shot,
but it continued a labored flight, so I anchored it to the ground with a quick second shot. On the way
back to the truck I managed to scratch down another mearns' on a wild flush that ended my day and trip
with an eight bird limit just before dark.

Total birds for the trip was 57 mearns' and 16 gambels for the "Crew" in 3 days of hunting. A special
thanks goes to my cousin Branden who graciously let us invade both his honey hole and also his house.
He even woke up earlier than everyone else and had breakfast made. I'd also like to thank his wife for
putting up with us and making dinner every night when we got home. I truely hope that the Crew can
make this trip a yearly occurrence. 
From left to right: Branden, Bobby, myself, Ty, Jeremy and Chuck who was nice enough to take the
picture.
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