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Through a setter’s eyes 
 

Have you ever looked deeply into the eyes of your favorite bird dog?  Different people see different 
things. One dog trainer I know says when you look into the eyes of a setter you see a burning desire to hunt 
and please his owner and when you look into the eyes of a pointer you see the grass growing on the opposite 
side of the dog (a little setter snob humor, apologies to my pointer buddies). 

When I look into the eyes of my setters, I see unconditional trust. They depend on you to keep them 
fed and watered, and to keep them healthy. The hands that cradle that soft muzzle hold their future, and they 
trust you to do the right thing. They live to run through brush, prickly pear, heat and cold, all for the pleasure of 
standing quivering over a point and delivering a bird to those trusted hands. What absolute, pure trust.    

The constituents of every quail conservation organization and the entire quail world look to us with 
those same trusting eyes. We are charged with saving this precious species and the future of our sport.  
Unconditional trust! Unconditional! 
  As I traveled this week to Austin to attend the Quail Summit I was filled with hope. There is a reason 
my ranches are named Esperanza. I held a deep hope that this joint meeting of TPWD commissioners, the 
Quail Roundtable, and the Upland Gamebird Advisory Committee could finally put aside the politics and save 
the birds.  I went to make the point that the Quail Tech Team and constituents wanted to see the Upland bird 
stamp funds set free to solve the decline now. The urgency of the situation has never been more intense. 

The fact is that while we sat in that meeting, the future of our sport was in the hands of bobwhite and 
bluequail hens that are grandmother hens pressed back into the service of their species. Grandmothers. 
These hens, at the end of their life carry the hopes of every member of the quail world. There were virtually no 
surviving chicks in the rolling plains last year. Therefore, there were no young hens to pick up the fallen flag 
and continue the battle to reproduce and survive. Grandmothers! 
  I do not have to paint the picture of our future if Texas suffers a second round of devastating drought 
and brutal heat as we endured in 2011. We could face the unspeakable. 
  How can we sit and not take action to release the funds to every research team equally and race to 
the finish line of quail prosperity and the saving of our sport? There are conservation groups working behind 
the scenes to politically influence the locking up of the stamp funds for two more years so that their own 
interests are served. There is the constant posturing of South Texas versus North Texas and the divergence of 
regional philosophies. In the last few weeks, I have seen Quail advocates I once idolized reduced to using 
terms like "savvy political moves.” Politics be damned. Solve the problem now!   

Many would choose to vilify the commissioners and staff of TPWD. The agency and its leadership are 
charged with administering the Quail Stamp Money faithfully purchased by Texas Hunters to forward research 
for the future of Upland Bird survival. Hunters purchased those stamps with the "unconditional trust" that the 
funds would be used for the represented purpose. To date that has not been the case, but I left the Austin 
proceedings holding new hope that this past wrong would be righted. The TPWD leadership has this chance to 
rise above all the regional wrangling, above all the institutional jealousy, above all the selfish backroom 
dealings, and lead us immediately out of the research darkness and into the light of selfless progress. This 
may be naive hope but these seem to be good guys who lost their quail focus, but who ultimately, I believe, 
will do the right thing, turn their sights to and race for the goal line. 

If you could speak the bobwhite dialect and were out in the brush of Dickens County, Texas, this 
Sunday afternoon the hot afternoon wind would carry a message. The hens are saying they are doing all they 
possibly can. They strain and struggle to deliver a successful brood with tired and aged bodies weary from last 
year’s devastation yet they carry the flag for all of us, for our children and grandchildren. The hot dry wind of 
today carries the desperate one word plea from the hens, “now.”  Remember, when you look into the eyes of a 
setter she looks back into the very core of your soul. She knows the truth. She knows your heart. She will 
know if you could have saved these birds and didn’t take action and so will your grandsons, “now.” 

 
Quail First,  
Charles Hodges 


