








President’s Report
Mick Docherty

ince taking on the role of president in 2013 it

has been a busy time for the Club. We took on

a lot of tasks and achieved success with many,
from presenting Eoghan Ryan’s report on the wild
take, to our celebration of World Falconry Day on
November 16th.

2013 was a great vear for fieldmeets, Peregrines on
Snipe over raised bogs, Goshawks on Pheasant in
some of the most beautiful Irish estates to a couple
of cracking weekends flying Harris Hawks at Rabbit
in the beautiful scenic Co Donegal. We displayed at
several game fairs, and had a Club BBQ at Tommy
Byrne’s in Carlow ("Tommyfest")

We also dipped into the idea of monthly Falconers
meetings. The first two held at Cabana Cafe at the
kind hosting of Ivan Torr were well received. The
passion in our small community was visible from the
off. These monthly meets are a great idea and should
be kept going as it’s a great way for a committee to
mix with and hear the real issues affecting falconers
in Ireland and relating and representing these issues
at Department level.

We are the main representative body for Falconry on
this land, whether you are a member of the IHC or
not! We all have some pressing issues ahead of us
with ever-changing legislation and must as a commu-
nity put aside any historical arguments and stand
and work together to address what’s ahead.

I am optimistic however, as we do have a few who
work hard at staying on top of it. Also, the support
we received from the IAF and national agencies on
our wild take submission was fantastic.

2014 will be another active year. Using the knowl-
edge learned from last year will help us to make im-
provements on our events.

There’s the International Fieldmeet being held over
five days in October, the Club’s attendance at the In-
ternational Centre for Birds of Prey Festival in the
UK to preparing for the IAF conference to be held
here in 2016 (which is a huge undertaking and I’'m
looking forward to working alongside as many mem-
bers as possible to help with the running of this
event).

A couple of the things | was asked to write about in
this report are who I am and my aspirations as Pres-

ident. I have been involved with the IHC for around
16 years now, being a committee member a few
yvears. | flew my first Hawk (a male Kestrel) for two
years before getting involved with the Harris Hawk.
I’ve also taken in and flown several Sparrowhawks
along the way. For the last 12 years I have had the
same Hawk, a female Harris Hawk called Ruby,
taken at 16 weeks old. I now have taken on a one-
year-old female Spar this year and had a fantastic
few weeks in the field before deciding to put her
away for the moult. Needless to say, I’'m really look-
ing forward to taking her up again.

I am an upfront type of person — what you see is
what you get. My philosophy is to just get the job
done and don’t spend too much time talking about
doing the job. It might not suit everyone, but I am
who I am and anyone who knows me will (I’'m sure)
agree!

My aspirations as President are that when I finish
my tenure in 2016 the IHC will be in a position to be
heard where needed; that it will regain the good
name it had when I joined; will have a healthy bank
balance for the new committee to follow on from the
groundwork that we will have laid; that the interna-
tional relations that are developing are pursued; that
the next committee keep on top of the legislators.

Another thing we have been working on is our rela-
tionship with the greater public. I feel that this is
something we all have to foster in this modern age of
technology. We might need their support in the near
future.

None of this will be possible unless YOU, the mem-
bership, step up and take a position on the Commit-
tee. Yes, it can be a thankless job but it can also be
very rewarding at times. Remember the long history
of your Club, one of the oldest in the world. I for one
am not willing to let those that went before me down.

work and I look forward to working with the

new committee members who stepped up at our
AGM in February. Well done to all of you lads. I’'m
not one for back-patting, nor do I need mine patted.
In my eyes, it’s about commitment and teamwork to
get the job done.

l ’d like to thank the previous committee for their

Onwards and Upwards

Mick Docherty, IHC President
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of a narrow wood, his German
pointer bumped a hen pheas-
ant from heavy cover and fhis
handsome Gos left Neal’s glove
in pursuit. Unfortunately she
went back to thick cover after
a short flight and Squirt took
stand in a nearby beech tree.

He was no sooner back on
Neal's fist when Finch was on
scent in the same wood close
by.

Another hen broke cover and
the scrapper Finn was off the
glove again. The pheasant
chose to go through the wood-
land for her escape butf she
chose badly as this is Goshawk
territory. This time the ftrack
down was more accurate.
Finch goft there first, pinpointing
their location on the leafy floor
with his tell-tale yelp that he got
too close. | let Finn pluck at his
prize for a few moments before
trading him back on the glove
with some prepared meat.

We continued on to another
grove of trees and undergrowth
that held the promise of more
quarry. Karl’s spaniels engaged
the heavier cover on one side
while Neal's pointer worked the
other. The heavier cover was
thick in parts but the spaniels
negotiated it readily and soon
put up a fine cock pheasant
that signalled the game of
chase was on again.

Squirt covered ground fast and
Neal's trackdown proved a
long flight with a curious twist at
the end. He had left the fist
after a cock pheasant but was
found sitting on a hen. This can
often happen when a pheasant
seeks the most appealing
cover. Naturally other pheas-
ants will also have found this
cover appeadling and may be
hanging around believing
themselves safe. When the
hawk arrives its attention is fixed
on the first pheasant it can see.

Karl joked that maybe our small
males weren't up to the fask of
a cock pheasant so we eagerly
pressed on in our efforts fo
prove him wrong.

At this stage we were barely out
an hour but the quantity and
quality of pheasants we en-
countered was impressive by
any standards. It was a very en-
couraging sight after a season
where reports from all over the
country were complaining of a
serious lack of pheasants.

As we arrived at another
broadleaf wood, we conftrived
a plan that | stay on the outside
while Karl and Neal would beat
through and hopefully flush out
a pheasant fo allow a photo
opportunity for Shane and
Hugo who stood ready with
cameras in hand. They were
keen to get a shot of a hawk in
pursuit over open ground.

With no shortage of quarry on
offer, this bountiful haven allows
for this type of photo opportu-
nity that one can let several
slips pass till the right one
comes along.

As we lined up with the beating
team and the photographers
got into position behind me, we
began the hunt. Much to Finn’s
frustration, | refused a number
of slips due to incorrect posi-
tioning and then what ap-
peared to be the perfect flush
occurred. A fine hen emerged
from the wood only yards from
us and looked like she would
take off across the field. |
slipped Finn only fo find the hen
turned and went straight ahead
denying the waiting paparazzi
any opportunity of a picture.
Finn wasn’'t to be denied
though and he was tracked a
few hundred yards down on top
of his reward.

| was due at a field meet further
south in the country the follow-
ing day, so | allowed Finn to
feed up and called an end fo
his day's sport.

As Neal wasn't under the same
obligation, both he and Squirt
were prepared to carry on and
we returned to the wood where
the hen had left cover.

After a short hunt, a pheasant
erupted very close to where the

last bird flushed and Squirt rose
up sharply knocking her but fail-
ing to get hold. The hen ca-
reered off to the right and
sought to leave the safety of
the wood. She never made it
that far. Neal added a second
pheasant to the back pocket of
his vest and decided to feed up
Squirt.

With light still left in the sky, we
looked to Karl and Tory to see
pheasants taken from a loftier
position and in a different style
to the focused pursuit mode of
our goshawks.

Moving away from the wood-
land, we made for the more
open ground of two very large
stubble fields.

Once un-hooded, Tory's keen-
ness to leave the fist was evi-
dent and she cut through the
skies with a determined pace
scanning all below.

After a few moments, it be-
came clear the pheasants
knew battle tfactics had

changed. They knew the in-
fantry had been stood down al-
lowing the air-corps to engage
and the wily pheasant
changed evasive manoeuvres
accordingly. No longer did they
break in groups hoping for the
element of diversion or hold firm
prepared to outrun the enemy
if they were discovered. Now
they were running like hell up
the ftrenches and breaking
when the enemy were out of
posifion.

We had to hope they would
hold tight until their nerves gave
way and in d panic make a
break forit. Eventually that's ex-
actly what a hen did. She broke
from the approaching
hedgerow just as Tory made her
turn and faced away. A shout
from Karl snapped her attention
to the pheasant’s fleeting re-
treat and she turned sharply.
She had some ground fo cover
as the pheasant flew strongly
towards the nearest cover mak-
ing Tory lose pitch but she still
managed an impressive stoop
hitting the hen but failing to get

14






























carrying the art from generation
to generation in Pakistan. The art
has been preserved and prac-
ficed as a family heritage for
many generations. A falconer
devotes his life to falconry, which
becomes a part of his everyday
life, and birds are always highly
valued.

Goshawks, also known as ‘baaz’
in the local language, are the
most popular bird of prey in the
region. Hawking with Goshawks,
has remained a valuable sport
even today, and passage
Goshawks are frapped and
tamed in an ancient way.
Goshawks, Sakers, Peregrines
and Sparrowhawks mainly mi-
grate to the region through the
valleys to lower areas of Pakistan
from September to October.
Every year, early in hunting sea-
son, birds are mainly trapped in
the valleys of Chitral, Dir and
Gilgit along with other districts
throughout Pakistan. As the
weather changes, Goshawks mi-
grate to Pakistan. Male juveniles
usually arrive first followed by fe-
male juveniles and later adults.
The juveniles migrate info the re-
gion in large numbers every year
and are adlso preferred for use in
Pakistan falconry while having
less negative effects on the wild
breeding population.

Trapping birds of prey is a skill and
an enjoyable moment which is

the main factor for falconry. Pak-
istan falconry depends on trap-
ping and flying passage birds.
There is adlso the good humour of
trapping. Falconers trap their
birds which are then exchanged
between the community ac-
cording to the species and land
requirements. Itis a calm and de-
voted skill, and falconers use dif-
ferent methods of trapping which
have been inherited from their
forefathers through familiarity
with the permanent migration
routes and flying areas of these
birds. Some falconers trap these
birds of prey while waiting hidden
on mountain cliffs and with a par-
tfridge tied on the top of some
rocks. Other use dugaza, a tfradi-
fional net on one side and a prey
waiting on other side. Pigeons
with a harness and decoying
other small birds of prey using a
feather ball are some other ways
of frapping.

Pakistan falconers prefer juvenile
Goshawks and are very obsessive
in taking birds for the hawking.
Their choice depends on struc-
ture and colours of the bird in
keeping with past experience of
flying. They are very conscious in
taking a passage Goshawk of its
history and the area in which it
was trapped. They have different
beliefs in choosing a hawk as a
companion — if a Goshawk is
frapped in a populated areaq,
preying on crows or other easy

prey, it is considered to be not a
swift flyer as the Goshawk
trapped in an area where it has
been preying on fast partridges,
pigeons or other game birds.

Another consideration is the
colours and different shades of
juvenile Goshawks. A light-
shaded juvenile is considered to
be a calmer bird and known for
building a strong bond with the
falconer. Dark-shaded is consid-
ered being the swiftest in flying
but is often hard to handle. Red-
dish birds are thought to be the
best choice, having the right
qualities for flying. But in the end,
what is most important is finding
a good hawking companion with
a broad chest, strong shoulders,
short tail and long legs. A soft-
feathered bird which is heavy is
always performs better and will
be a brave bird for falconry.

Successful falconry depends on
how the falconer tames his bird
and how aware he is of his bird.
A falconer is measured on his
handling of his bird and flying on
wild quarry without any defects.
After examining the bird thor-
oughly the Goshawk is bought
and is fitted with fraditional bells,
fixed jesses and a colourful leash.
Manning a passage Goshawk
begins in different ways. Feeding
is done early in the taming
process by offering meat to the
hooded bird until it is full. Walking

Allama Mohammad Igbal, Pakistan’s
national poet, used hawks and falcons

extensively in his poetry 1o symbo

Ise the

courage of self-respect, prestige, purity of
soul, perseverance and self-control
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wdas going to call the falcon
over before we flushed the
crow and he didn't want the
falcon waiting on over the
wrong horses. With a parting
‘if you are coming with me
then stay close' he was
gone. In nearly any other sit-
vation in life, given that
choice, | would have stayed
back safely with the group,
but, | looked at Mary and
went with her. The three of us
cantered through the ford,
clattering stones and splash-
ing water. We kept tight to-
gether up the ftfrack, (I was
just trying to stay on and not
mess up). Nick was looking
for the dark silhouette of the
Peregrine/Saker. She is com-
ing. | stare into the maze of
twigs. Is the crow still there? |
don't know. | don't know.
Just then, it hops from one
branch to another. Yes! Nick
is gone again, cantering up
the slope towards the bush.
Mary and | follow, the horses
plunging upwards. It gets
steeper and steeper until |
just abandon the reins and
grab two handfuls of the
horse’s thick mane as we
leap up onto level ground.
Only it’s not level — we have
popped up onto the edge of
an old quarry!l | hastily
moved away from the rocky
cliff face, counting my bless-
ings. The crow has gone
back down to some bushes
by the stream. Mary is there,
somehow, cantering back
through the stream vyelling
like a Navaho. The crow
holds its nerve and lures the
falcon into diving info the
bush before it jumps out and
away to safety.

While riding home, Nick re-
counts flights where the fal-
con and her quarry have
rung up intfo the sky before
them. The field simply sat on
their stationary horses and
watched an epic aerial bat-
tle ascend to the heavens.
Of course that sounds great,
but | loved our little rat hunt,
using the horses to tear from
one place to another to flush
the crow. Our crow got

away, but it didn’'t matter.
We all did our bit. | think the
years of running from bush to
bush on a bog beside a land-
fill site in Co Mayo has made
me really, really appreciate
the horsel

Hospitality

The days began with hawk-
ing breakfasts of bacon,
sausage, pudding and Nick
walking round the table with
a sizzling frying pan dishing
out eggs. It all gets washed
down with talk of the
weather, who is coming that
day, falcon weights and
jokes and tales about what
happened at this meet last
vear. Then comes the defin-
ing moment: someone has to
eat the last sausage! Luckily,
guests aren't pressed too
hard, after all we are already
stuffed to the gills, it's nor-
mally one of the Spanish fal-
coners that gets bullied into
it and is just foo polite to re-
fuse. We watch with relief as
it disappears and then we
are all up, carrying our
plates to the kitchen and
putting them on the floor. As
the dog licks the plates
clean everybody disappears
and there is a hush of seri-
ousness. The whole day de-
pends on no-one forgetting
anything and there is so
much to be forgotten: fal-

cons, food, pole-lures,
gloves, telemetry receiver,
batteries, fransmitters,
walkie-talkies (were they
charged up?), binoculars,
maps, coats, jackets, ties.

The list just goes on and on
and that's without adding
three horses and all their
tack!

| scuttle up to my room and
get changed into all the
necessary riding gear of shirt,
tie, hacking jacket, jodhpurs.
There is a dress code for
mounted followers. No
doubt there are those who
would find that elitist and
snobby. It is not. Everybody
dresses up for weddings, fu-
nerals, dinners, football
matches, nightclubs etc. We

all dress up for different
things, wearing a tie to get
into a restaurant would irk
me, but | happily put one on
to ride out with the Northum-
berland Crow Falcons. [t
gives d sense of occasion,
history and respect. [t
doesn’t change the ground
which will still be as treacher-
ous, the wind as cold, the
rain as wet. So | like the dress
code, if you are not con-
vinced then go down to
Thomond Park and fry telling
all the Munster rugby sup-
porters they can'ft dress up in
red!

Half way through the after-
noon is time for a break and
with it comes the pleasure of
jumping off, stretching the
legs and sharing a flask of
tea. We talk of the flights we
had and where we are going
and who is flying later. Tins of
cake and some amazing
flapjacks are all eaten with-
out a hint of guilt. Then there
is the inevitable shared hold-
ing of horses while we take it
in turns to go and hide be-
hind a wall. Hoping we can
get back on our horse with-
out making too much of @
spectacle of ourselves, then
we are off again covering
the ground searching for
Crows

At the end of the day, the
vehicles pull in to the yard
and the unpacking begins.
Tired horses are stabled and
fed, remaining rations given
to falcons, all the muddy
equipment is unloaded. Logs
are brought in, the fire lit and
the kettle put on. People
crash in to comfortable
chairs and relax. | am sure
there has been many a late
night after supper. Don en-
thusiastically took on a new
role as ambassador to the
Irish  whiskey industry but
being made of weaker stuff |
sloped off fo bed exhausted.

The Falcons

The mews was a very noisy
place inhabited by vocal im-
prints, mostly female Pere-
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At the same time they would
probably claim that some of
their slow starters which
might have come to an un-
timely end in the wild, were
saved through care and good
feeding to become, if not
the equal of their wild con-
geners, at least sufficiently

proficient to fulfil their
predatory function for
which they were created.

Such hawks may well take
quarry in a workmanlike
manner though lacking the
matchless style of the pas-
sager or haggard.

The really  outstanding
hawks of a lifetime could in
many cases be counted on
the fingers of one hand.
Looking back over fifty five
years I can recall two hawks
which even now give me a
thrill to think about them. If
I think harder a few more
might approach those two
sufficiently closely to bear
comparison but a peregrine
falcon given to me by
Gilbert Blaine from the He-
bridean island of Islay and a
jerkin from Norway stand
out from all others in my
memory. Both of them I flew
on my Longmynd moor in
Shropshire where the nature
of the terrain made sport
hard to achieve even with
the best hawks because the
moor was interspersed by
deep valleys and large areas
of nearly chin high bracken.
I flew Islay the peregrine in
1938 and 1939 up to the
time | got my army call-up.
She arrived as a nestling.
When taken up after a
month’s hack she was as
wild as a hawk could be and
so wild and un-cooperative
in her training that [ almost
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despaired of her. Conse-
quently the season was well
advanced by the time when
greatly daring, I decided to
risk taking her out to fly
over the moor. When free
for the first time, the first
bird she saw was a distant
kestrel which she flew bril-
liantly nad finally killed
two miles from starting
point after a gruelling
flight. As recounted in my
book Laggard, she was ago-
nisingly difficult to take up
after that flight on account
of her wildness.

However as that
wore on she surrendered her
distrust of me and became,
without reservation, as tame
and as confiding as any
hawk 1 have had. One other
falcon had been hacked with
Islay and that one’s training
had been so easy and event-
ful that she was ready for
the moor on August 12th. At
first she flew with the same
zest as any peregrine would
be expected but, like the
majority of peregrines that
were flown on the
Longmynd, she soon became
discouraged when her early
attempts to catch grouse
ended by their putting into
bracken and so she gave up
further pursuit of them to
make way for the incompa-
rable Islay who in the last
few weeks acquired the rare
habit of killing a brace of
grouse out of a sprung
covey so that it became
quite usual to pick up the
first kill and then proceed to
take her up on the second..

sgason

Owing to the hilly contours
of the moor, it was often
difficult to find ‘Islay’ on

her kill and so often was she
left out for the night that
getting up early to look for
her became almost routine
and just as often I would re-
turn with her on fist in time
for breakfast. Those early
morning visits to the moor
had a magic of their own be-
cause of the close under-
standing established
between the hawk and my-
self in that the place we ap-
pointed for our meetings
became a tacit rendezvous.
Often those dawns were so
enshrouded with dense mist
that any one would have de-
clared the conditions impos-
sible for retrieving a left out
hawk. Yet all I had to do
was to pierce all that den-
sity with repeated blasts
from my referee’s whistle
and I never had to wait long
before hearing the glad
sound of her bells as she
drew near to land out of the
fog at my feet. This happy
association led me to re-
name her in my book ‘Au-
rora’ — goddess of the dawn.

he Jerkin which 1
named Gibbun in-
spired my writing The
Taming Of Genghis but that
jerkin remained only in fic-
tion whereas Gibbun was
startingly, brilliantly alive.
Unlike the peregrine Islay
he remained absurdly tame

right through hack and
secemed to enjoy his subse-
quent training. He had a

marked sense of fun as when
he used to play ball which
he retrieved like a dog for
the fun of having it thrown
again. This form of play was
so distinctive in a hawk that
I could no resist recording it







































