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Shooting a deer is more
rite of passage than
sport. As you prepare to
squeeze the trigger, you
are acutely aware that
you are about to
extinguish the life of
another living, breathing
animal. Esquire’s man

in the field travelled to
the west of Ireland to
experience first hand the
ancient art of stalking.
He found himself
changed forever
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An honourable

stalker never
shoots a stag
while he's down:
'mcarrying a
rifle, but it's part
of the contest
togivehma
sporting chance




E’RE WALKING

SOFTLY THROUGH THE HIGH MOORS AND HUMPY

MOUNTAINS, communication limited to hushed

whispers and hand signals. Our pulses are racing

" with expectation and the rigours of the hill climb
when our stalker spots him way off, perhaps 500
yards away, resting in some long grass. “Stag. Fuck
it. Get down.” Donal Casey’s hissed instruction is
instant and definitive, and the four of us - Casey,
his boss John Mangan, the photographer Don
McCullin and I - dive for cover behind abank of
rocks. I may be carrying the bulletsand a
powerfulrifle, but here in the uplands of the west
of Ireland, Donal is master of all we survey. When
he says get down, down you go.

T’ve come to Kerry and not, as is the standard
British tradition, Scotland or the West Country,
because I've heard thatit’s here that I'll find the
best and most demanding deer-stalkingin the
world. A multitude of red deer roam openly

= throughout Britain - it’s estimated that the UK
red deer population exceeds 400,000 - but Kerry
is famous in serious and skilled hunting circles as
having one of the highest concentrations of rare,
purebred, feral sika deer, of which there are
perhaps fewer than 10,000 in Britain.

Sika are renowned for their secrecy and acute
sensitivity — hence the preference, by most who
hunt here, for camouflage rather than tweeds.
Sika favour the heavy cover of forests and
woodlands, and they are always on the move.
Nocturnal creatures, they sleep in sheltered spots
by day and can only be hunted at dawn or dusk.
They have keen eyesight, hearing and sense of
smell, and can move across the roughest terrain
like a speedboat skimming waves. They can also
swim, and jump up six feet or more, even from
astanding start. All this makes sika far more
elusive than red deer, and stalkingthem a far
greater challenge. On this trip, we have already
tried several methods — on mountain tops and
ridges, the peripheries of woodlands and tree
plantations and staying put in dense undergrowth
to let them come to us. Stalking requires patience.
This is my fourth time out, but the first on which

.I’'ve even come close to bagging a stag.

The difficulty only adds to the prestige and
atavistic attraction of stalking. To me, a first-time
hunter whose shooting experience stretches to
occasional afternoons aimingat clays and an
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an orchestra conductor dlr
soloxst, his hands instruct:
stay low move on slowly and

“How you. feehng?”' he asks. “Justrelax One, two,
three... breathe.”
I look around and takein! the view, tryingto

“Quickasat
yet strangely
- frozenintime

black noise:




