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THE TERRITORIES
Saluda River Preserve
Where 2200 densely timbered acres
span a legendary South Carolina river.
Where woods are rich with winged game,
white-tail deer and century trees.
Where your prime homestead comes
with a private sporting paradise.

Only 69 fortunate
families will own
at this premier
2200-acre retreat.

Where you can live a legacy that
naturally brings family and friends together.
And where extreme privacy is within
minutes of all essential services.
Considering all this, where are you?
For exclusive information on
The Territories, call

800-576-7280 ext.501
or visit www.grandharborgroup.com

Owners here enjoy
award-winning golf
and Grand Harbor
Yacht Club privileges.
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As hunters and fishermen
we need to become leaders –
to open humanity’s eyes
to the problems we face
so our children can enjoy
the same natural world
we’ve enjoyed.

ere’s a question worth
pondering. What is it about
hunting and fishing that
make them so important in our lives?
I’m not asking why we hunt and fish –
that’s a topic for another day – but what
makes the physical act of casting a fly
rod or stalking a big whitetail so
different from
all the other
things we do on a
regular basis?
Let me back
up for a second
and fill you in on
the genesis of my
question. Harry
Briscoe and I are in
the middle of a long
conversation about
global warming.
Harry remains, if
not skeptical, then
unconvinced that
people are causing
climate change. I’m
not. In my mind,
the new evidence is
too overwhelming,
the scientists are
too unified in their
consensus, and
the few remaining
global warming
deniers are too
closely tied to the
big oil companies
for there to be any
real doubt about
what’s going on. But
I respect Harry, and
I’m always willing to
listen to what he has
to say. Even when
the cherry trees
in our nation’s
S

capitol start budding out in January.
My conversation with Harry has
taken a fair number of twists and
turns over the years and Harry’s
latest e-mail – about people who
read a couple of global warming
stories on the internet and then act
like they’re experts on the subject –
had me thinking
about all the other
ridiculous things
we Americans do
on a daily basis. We
eat too much junk
food. We drink
too much alcohol.
We smoke too
many cigarettes.
We teach our kids
the Three Rs, but
we don’t bother
to teach them
how to think for
themselves, or how
to become creative
problem solvers.
It’s even worse
when we look at
the big picture. We
pump our aquifers
dry to irrigate our
crops. We dump
millions of tons
of toxic chemicals
into the air and
water and then act
surprised when
our cancer rates
go through the
roof. We base our
entire economy
on the concept of
“growth,” when
any reasonably
bright twelveyear-old will tell
mike barlow
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you that the idea of endless expansion
the mundane seem important and the
in a finite physical space is ridiculous.
truly important seem unattainable.
And that’s the abbreviated
Some of you might remember the
list. You don’t want to see the
term “ersatz,” a word that folks back
unabridged version.
in the day used to describe coffee
So there I was, thinking about all the
that wasn’t made from coffee beans
bizarre things we do here in the good
or chocolate that didn’t have any
old U.S. of A., and I started contrasting
connection with real chocolate. Well,
our “normal” behavior with our hunting
in many ways that’s what we have
and fishing. Because they just feel so
now. Ersatz lives, filled with TV, video
different. It’s almost like hunting and
games, spectator sports and all sorts of
fishing are absolutely real when so much
mind-numbing activities designed to
around us has become less so; as if our
while away the hours when we’re not
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daily lives are filled with a fog that makes
working as cogs in our nation’s economic

machinery. It’s crazy – truly crazy – but
our connection to the natural world has
become so tenuous that many of our
neighbors can’t even feel it any more.
Ten thousand years ago, though,
when our distant ancestors were
roaming the planet, life was
different. You may have heard the
famous Thomas Hobbes quote
about primitive men living short,
nasty, brutish lives. Well, Hobbes
didn’t know diddly. Your average
Joe Caveman spent maybe twenty
hours a week bringing home the . . .
if not the bacon, then the bison or
the venison or the elk steaks. Twenty
hours a week putting food on the
table and keeping everyone warm,
dry and comfortable. Which left all
sorts of time for family and friends,
good conversation and storytelling,
even music and culture. Amazing as
it sounds, most tribal people enjoyed
long and meaningful lives.
And that’s what hit me the other
day. The knowledge that the truly
important things are the same
things we share with our ancestors.
Whether it’s holding our child in
our arms, or spending private time
with our gal, or sitting around the
fire at night with our buddies, or
trying to put an arrow into a large
herbivore, we’re happiest when
we’re living in the real world.
All that other junk – the TV, the
computer, the video games, the
cell phone, the Sunday afternoon
football game, the 9 to 5 – is
completely extraneous.
Go ahead. Tell me if I’m wrong.

N

ow there’s only one problem
with this particular realization.
While it’s great to get zapped by a
lightning bolt that says, “You need
to focus on the important stuff if
you want to be truly happy.”, that
only gets us halfway home. We still
have to figure out how to take a
consumer-driven culture that prays
at the alter of endless growth and
get its feet back on the ground.
Because that’s ultimately what it’s
going to take, and I suspect you have
the same nagging feeling in your gut
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Savannah

A D VA N C I N G C I V I L I Z AT I O N
Beneath the sheltering branches of live-oaks at The Ford Plantation,
families have put down roots, deep and enduring. A sporting club has
taken root among the trees and paddocks, country lanes and waterways:
The Ford Plantation, named in honor of one American pioneer and
built upon the legacy of dozens. Only four hundred families will share
these eighteen-hundred acres. To qualify, they must share our affinity
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Georgia

S T E P BAC K .

for history, community, dogs, kids and nature. Their reward will be
a sporting life in the best Low Country tradition, enhanced by truly
private golf, yachting, fishing, a dining room to rival any in Savannah,
and a peerless equestrian program. Homesites from $250,000 to $2.9
million. Cottages and homes from $1 million. For a portfolio or tour,
call 877.735.8367 or visit www.fordplantation.com

Obtain the Property Report required by Federal law and read it before signing anything. No Federal agency has judged the merits or value, if any, of the property. This project is registered with the New Jersey Real Estate
Commission (99/21-112). This offering is made pursuant to New York State Department of Law’s simplified procedure for Homeowners Associations with De Minimus Cooperative Interest (CPS 7). The CPS 7 application
and related documents are available from the sponsor. File No. HO-99-0096. This is not an offer or solicitation of an offer where prohibited by law. Use of recreational amenities is subject to club membership requirements.

that I have in mine. Namely, that a
society of couch potatoes and videogame junkies doesn’t have much
of a future. Especially when we’re
treating some of our finest hunting
and fishing grounds like garbage
dumps and doing our level best to
microwave Mother Nature.
Unfortunately, I don’t have
all the answers. We’re not going
back to living in tipis and caves,
at least not voluntarily, and we
sure as hell can’t feed six billion
people on venison backstraps and

quail breasts. But we obviously
need to change.
Maybe the very first step is
getting up out of our easy chair
and taking our bird dog for a
long walk. Or maybe it all starts
by bringing our son on our next
fishing trip or our daughter on our
next deer hunt. Perhaps it’s simply
a matter of realizing that our
greatest gift in life is choice, and
that we can choose to walk a little
closer to the earth, and to treat
ourselves and everything around

us with just a bit more respect.
The one thing I know for sure
is that as strange as it sounds,
hunting and fishing are the
key. Because sportsmen are the
only ones left with that direct
connection to a simpler, better
time; we’re the only ones left
walking an unbroken lineage that
stretches all the way back to our
roots. And if we don’t start talking
about what’s real and important
in our lives, who’s going to? The
fellow plunking down twenty
bucks on the next horse race? The
guy with his butt on a bar stool?
How about the young man who
recently told my buddy, “You’ve
got to play this new video game I
just picked up. It’s like fighting a
lion with a knife.”
I swear to God. “It’s like
fighting a lion with a knife.”
That’s what we’re up against,
that kind of unbelievable
disconnect between fantasy and
reality, and it’s our job to bring
people back to their senses and
reintroduce them to the sound of
drumming grouse and the fresh
scents of the forest.
So please don’t hide the fact
that you’re a sportsman. Don’t
apologize for it. As strange as it
sounds – and quite honestly, it
sounds like a science fiction movie –
we are the guardians of reality. If
we’re going to leave any kind of
world behind for our children, we
need to start focusing on the things
that are truly important. We can’t
sit by while our civilization trashes
our woods and waters; we can’t
allow our politicians and captains
of industry to trade our resources
for the illusory benefits of comfort
and convenience.
In the end, it’s pretty damn
simple. We’re hunters and
fishermen. Nobody else has our
direct connection to the land. If
we can’t open humanity’s eyes to
the problems we face, the whole
damn planet is screwed. We need
to start acting like leaders before
it’s too late.

Apex Predator
Empire Mauser
Empire Rifle, Express Grade. Refined, hard
hunting rifles in four finish grades and
over 60 cartridges, including the
.375 H&H, shown.

Rifles built to order. For details and to place your order please call
603.469.3152 or visit www.empirerifles.com
© 2007 The Empire Rifle Company LLC
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