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			I Live in Montana, where more than half the population consider themselves hunters or anglers, the only state besides Wyoming where this is true. My family is average: We have a drift boat, though we don’t get onto the Yellowstone as much as we’d like; we have venison and birds and some wild-caught fish in the freezer. Two shotguns, two rifles, several rods, huge quantities of flies. My husband always puts in for game licenses but usually settles for a whitetail or an antelope every year, not both. He’s there for the clean shot, the well-handled carcass, the meat, as compared to the hunters with salt licks and carrot dumps of his Michigan youth. Here, if you know someone who will give you access, you can drive for half an hour and return within three or four with a gutted carcass. Hang, skin, wash up—short on bravado, big on delivery. Though my husband, who moved here with me thirty-seven years ago, always hunts with friends, and though the landscape is always beautiful, he’s mostly hunting deer for the sake of food. Fishing may be a passion, but hunting is appetite. The state’s large population of hunters might come down to the fact that we still have wild places to hunt in, but a relatively high percentage of this state truly does rely on game for food.

			I have never hunted. I will skin your rabbit, pluck and draw your quail or grouse or woodcock, trim your antelope heart, bone your whitetail haunch or your fish, and I’ve worked hard to find the best ways to cook all of it. I’ve never been able to kill more than a chicken or a garden-raiding squirrel, but I’ll fry slices of still-warm heart without a qualm.

			My husband and I like to cook, and we come from families of good cooks. Our behavior verges on the extreme: so many cookbooks, so many odd ingredients in the pantry and in the garden. Some of this behavior is due to our backgrounds and former professions—I worked in food before we moved here—and some is self-defense. We love to eat, and when we moved here from New York, the pickings were slim in the grocery stores, and we lacked the money to eat out in the few restaurants in town. And so the two freezers, the bins of curry ingredients and chiles, pasta and polenta, black vinegar and fish sauce and fermented bean pastes feed us. The freezers are packed with garden stuff, and we buy a lamb and half a pig annually, but most of the space usually goes to deer and antelope, elk and birds, and salmon from friends in Alaska.

			And we make all sorts of stuff with this plenty: khao soi with venison (drop the scallops of meat into the curry, then take the pan off the burner to avoid overcooking), elk shank posole (both green with roasted green chiles from Colorado and red with the soft dried ancho and morita chiles a son sends from Central Market in LA), whitetail fajitas, a little trout pie with cream and mushrooms and chard, ragus, salmon with fresh coriander seed and a preserved lemon and picholine olive confit. Dry-fried elk with fresh-batch Sichuan peppercorns, red chiles, and long-cooked matchsticks of ginger, carrot, and celery, served with a cooling but incendiary cucumber salad, studded with chiles; steamed Chinese buns and dumplings with ground game, served with homemade chile oil. Also with ground game, often with pork or lamb added for fat: Bolognese sauces, antelope laab, tacos, and picadillo. For meatballs, I almost always add a little anchovy melted in with whatever allium and whatever herb, whether the recipe is: Thai with fresh lime leaves, Spanish with sherry and saffron, German with capers and lemon, Italian with pancetta and chile flakes, or Middle Eastern with preserved lemon and sumac. Meatloaf with a thin brown shell of caramelized onions and garden tomatoes, moussaka, shepherd’s pie, kormas and vindaloos and kebabs. Liver seared with onions and apples; thin slices of heart fried with fresh sage leaves. Rabbit with mustard sauce, rabbit with prunes. Venison carbonnades, grilled loin with a béarnaise, grilled loin with chimichurri and smoked Hatch chiles. Grilled quail, grilled doves, crappies from an ice-fishing friend, triggerfish and snapper and grouper from a Florida care package, chowders. From friends: lamb and game potstickers, and elk seared and served with a soy wasabi butter, and the best tamales ever, with elk shoulder.

			Half of what we have goes to others who can’t get it—they’re in a city, they’re older, they don’t hunt. A friend—a lunatic remembered fondly—once took venison to Istanbul and Azerbaijan. We’ve sent packets for years to my mother-in-law and a haunch to a New York restaurateur who performed many acts of kindness. We keep freezer packs on hand and send visitors home with heavy luggage, hoping nothing ends up at the wrong airport.

			Game is precious. Wasting food is bad anywhere and anytime, but wasting game feels like a true sin. If you’re going to kill something, if you’re going to look into its eyes, you better treat it right.

			I was born in Michigan, in a time and place where hunting and eating game were the norm, as they still are in Montana. My father, the writer Jim Harrison, grew up hunting and fishing, and wrote about these topics—and about food—throughout his life. My maternal grandparents were also very good cooks, and my grandfather cooked game well: moist, boozy roast pheasant; pink venison roasts; wild duck, just barely done (which sounds like a contemporary preparation but which the Joy of Cooking mandated: 450°F, less than 20 minutes). Up at his Clear Lake cottage, where the shore was covered with wild blueberries, we’d row out for bluegills, which he’d fry in butter.

			My parents moved back and forth between the city and the country when I was a kid, between Michigan and Boston and Long Island, and my early food memories are a confusion of different worlds: feathers and seafood markets, first Chinese meals and picking thimbleberries. In Kingsley, Michigan, where my father worked as a bricklayer, a friend named Vesper Paton would cover a platter with slice after slice of perfectly sautéed venison while she chain-smoked and laughed with my mother at whatever bullshit stories their husbands were telling. On the East Coast, in Stony Brook, New York, I lived on fried scallops and performed early food experiments: Would the crazed English pointer eat mussels? (No.) Could you cook and eat jellyfish, like squid? (No.) Would the three clams you managed to pry out with fat small hands taste good raw? (Yes.)

			When we landed back in Northern Michigan, on the Leelanau Peninsula, the house we rented was surrounded by orchards, and the surrounding fruit—peaches, plums, apples, grapes, apricots, cherries, raspberries—became part of the idyll. My father went back to hunting, and I gorged in trees. We lived by a small fishing port and ate whitefish and lake trout or smoked chubs once or twice a week. Fishing doesn’t feel commercial when you know the people doing it. In the spring, we’d drive five miles to Lake Michigan for smelt runs, with big fry pans for the tiny fish and for sizzling asparagus in butter, and in the summer, we’d have beach parties with game sausages and fresh-gigged frog’s legs, fried in more butter. Blackberries, wild strawberries, fiddleheads, ramps, bottle after bottle of Gallo wine.

			We had very little money, but we ate well. This did not seem to be the norm. Other people’s venison stew bounced or bubbled in gray slime, and I discovered that the TV dinners I’d longed for were tragically disappointing. Other people, similarly, didn’t seem to know how to hunt, or care about doing it well. I grew up wary of downstate assholes like the men who chased a wounded whitetail into our yard, shots ricocheting around while I hid in the barn and the horses panicked. They left the mortally wounded deer to die in the woods.

			Bad aim, bad worldview, bad whiskey.

			Late in his life, my father moved away from hunting large game. He simply did not want to kill something with a heart as large as his own, something that looked back at him with eyes as big as his own. Fishing and bird hunting took over, and it changed the way we lived. In the spring of 1970, he flew down to Key West to visit one old friend and met another: Guy de la Valdène, a French count who’d grown up bonefishing.

			The bacchanal was on. There are no typical childhoods, but in a confluence of personalities and the spirit of the age, a feeding frenzy was about to begin. For the next thirty years, the month of October was given over to eating and hunting, often with the painter and fisherman Russell Chatham.

			This is how I learned to cook, and how everyone else became better cooks: every night, all of us in the kitchen, with my little sister sitting on the counter, offering advice. Friends who moved to Michigan from Perth brought Elizabeth David’s books, and by about 1974, we had Marcella Hazan and Ada Boni, Mrs. Chang’s Szechwan Cookbook and Henry Chung’s Hunan Style Cookbook, the big brown Gourmet books, Raymond Oliver. Russell would fly in from California with shad roe or abalone, Guy would arrive in a van with wine and foie gras and dogs, and for three weeks we would cook and drink every night after they hunted. Not just the first attempts at salmis de bécasse, a rich woodcock classic and ruffed grouse with grapes, but homemade ravioli and spring rolls and Chinese dumplings. Steamed whitefish with fresh ginger, cacciatore with wild rabbit and garden tomatoes and dried morels, tiny venison involtini. Beautiful pâtés, one of which—en croûte—was stolen by the dogs.

			The birds—nothing tasted better. Guy believed in hanging grouse and woodcock unless the weather was warm. He’d string them up on the front porch, and we’d count the days with some suspicion. I learned to not recoil when I plucked slightly blue skin, and such was my blind devotion that I learned to trust and like the flavor.

			When my father bought a wine cellar from a downstate doctor who’d had to quit drinking, I kept notebooks stuffed with the labels of what we drank, with notes on the night—who was there, what we ate, other details, usually about misbehavior. My mother’s birthday in 1981, near Mouton-Rothschild and Haut-Brion labels, is simple enough: duck and wild rice, woodcock and polenta, lemon cake. The week before, following two Lafite labels (1967 and 1970): quail, woodcock, rack of lamb, salad, tomatoes (we did eat vegetables). My father, in an introduction to Guy’s For a Handful of Feathers, describes “night after night of eating multiple courses of quail, wild piglet, venison, mallards, grouse, woodcock, lobsters, oysters, and crab.” I remember plucking birds in the backyard sunlight in a world smelling of maple leaves and my glass of applejack and cider. Inside, kitchen snits and Guy’s constant complaint that he’d cooked something thirty seconds too long. If it was woodcock, the rage would be titanic.

			No wonder Thanksgiving has always seemed bland; it was consistently blown out of the water by the binge that preceded it. Almost all our celebrations involved game, and I usually headed back to college with wine, having raided the cellar. I only have notes on a half-dozen meals at our threadbare Ann Arbor house, with seven people stuffed in basements and closets, and yet we cooked most nights. A venison stew with Château Moulis for a friend’s spring birthday, a roast for someone else the next winter. I brought food back with me after I moved to New York, too; woodcock look alarming on an airport scanner, and if you pluck them on your fire escape, someone will scream at you and threaten to call the ASPCA.

			When I first moved to New York, while I looked for a real job, Guy hired me to do research for a book he wanted to write about woodcock called Making Game (which Russell and I would later print, at Clark City Press). He wanted the earliest accounts, and so I headed up to the Morgan Library, lacking in any scholarly qualifications beyond a baccalaureate. The librarians only let me within two feet of Le Livre de chasse du Roy Modus, a fourteenth-century illuminated manuscript, but at the Morgan and at the New York Public Library, I plugged through eighteenth-century French in printed books, transcribing and working through the oldest Cassell’s I could find, faxing Guy particularly bad recipes and terrible accounts of slaughter.

			I ended up finding work at a food store, where I sold and cooked and ate things I’ve never seen and wrote some of the first catalog copy for the new foodie era. I still use the knife I notched on the spine of a huge furred hare from Ottomanelli’s butcher store, when a friend and I thought it would be a good idea to make a real hare’s sauce in my tiny railroad apartment, balancing a cutting board on the bathtub in the kitchen. I ate baby eels in an old Spanish restaurant that were live when they hit the hot Spanish olive oil, and binged on two-dollar, one-clawed lobsters on Canal Street, and spent too much on wriggling soft-shelled crabs. Not game, but once wild.

			The last time Guy made woodcock for us, in Livingston in 1991 (though this was certainly not our last meal together), I managed the ultimate ritual and finally bit into the skull to reach the brains. Nose-to-tail eating. For my mother’s fortieth birthday, Guy served her a plate of grilled woodcock thighs; when I was cleaning quail, I would save the hearts and sauté them in butter for her. We all loved each other, truly and deeply.

			Nothing quite so sybaritic as the Octobers of my teens and twenties happens in Montana these days, or at least happens often, but we eat well. I haven’t had ruffed grouse or fresh woodcock for decades, but I can still see the plumage, taste the birds, hear the conversation, remember the wine. Guy, a man who’d grown up hunting stags in Normandy, would decades later write in For a Handful of Feathers, “As a hunter I mourn the decline of habitat and the behavior of my peers; as a human being I mourn the poisoning of the earth; as a father I mourn the disappearance of so many feathered things.” The deaths add up, and yet for all of us, hunting meant friendship and ritual, luxury and food on the table, a way of life.
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			Stoking the Fire for the Harvest and Hunt

			Fire Is a Weighted medium—heavy with heat and light with air’s ability to change its course in a lick of an instant. Building a fire for warmth takes skill, but building one to cook on is an art. Because, after all, smoke may be the best seasoning after salt.

			Iconic international chefs like Francis Mallman, today’s growing legends, and many a cook in this collection, from Jesse Griffith to Sarah Glover, inspire us by cooking over flames. Years of weeklong hunts and hikes, being holed up in cabins or lying under the stars in the back of a truck, have taught us the necessity of working with nature’s unpredictability, from maneuvering boiling water for a gritty shot of caffeine to slow-simmering a feast after we make our mark. A welcoming breeze can cause an uproar and a sudden char, displacement of coals can cause an uneven sear, higher elevation makes it harder to get a fire started—the variables of nature ask us to make room for patience.

			For fire neophytes, building a cooking fire takes a specific set of skills that requires finding one’s own footing. From digging a pit and ensuring a barrier is built, cultivating an accurately ventilated stack of kindling and managing the flames, there’s a lot to keep track of at first. But after you have this base down, the sky’s the limit.

			Now, for those ready to dig their heels into cooking, here are a few extra layers to this skill.

			Choosing Your Method: While there are several methods of campfire cooking, the ones listed below will keep you busy for years to come with their wide-ranging ability to help you enjoy any wild ingredients you have the chance to play with. Like every art, this requires patience—you will drop half a plate’s worth of vegetables in the fire, and it will take some time to find the right blend of smoke and heat to bring out flavor and not chew char. Note: the timing in these recipes is based on the chefs’ direct experience, and it may vary based on factors such as elevation and weather. No adventure is without its challenges—grit your teeth and learn the art of going with it and adjusting to your particular terrain and circumstances.

			Cast Iron: Hauling a cast-iron pan or two up to a hunting lodge is always worth the weight. This is one of the more reliable forms of cooking with an open fire, offering an environment most similar to cooking on the stove at home. If you don’t have a grate, it’s easy enough to set these pans alongside a bed of coals or on a log next to open flames. The ability to move a larger quantity of food in a single twitch of the wrist is always a plus, and while you don’t get the scoring of a grill or embers, wrangling an even sear is a heck of a lot easier.

			Grill Grate: You’ll see the majority of our featured chefs use this method, with some even pairing it with an extended sear on the coals themselves. You want to create a larger pit when utilizing a grill grate, like with the asado cross method below, to allow stoking a fire on one side while cultivating a bed of coals on the other, where our grill grate is perched. Keep the full flames away from underneath the grill grate, using the single-side fire to cultivate coals, then continuously pushing them underneath the grate to keep the heat consistent. Depending on your elevation, you’ll need to adjust the height of your grill grate; a good starting point is about eight inches above the coals.

			Cauldron: This method is easiest to manage over open flames; it requires a staked hook that a cauldron can steadily hang from. You don’t want to burn the bottom of your hard-earned stew, stock, or basting butter, so it’s best to start your cauldron at a foot above the open flames. Stirring constantly is essential for this method.

			Asado Cross: This is one of our favorite methods to use for cooking meat, but like all cooking, it depends on the cut. It’s best for whole animals and fantastic for larger cuts like ribs. When using wood for the cross, soak it in water, and use wire to wrap the perpendicular pieces and for swathing the meat to the cross. Space the two perpendicular pieces on the main stake based on the length of the cut, ensuring a few inches of overlap on each side for balance. (A friendly reminder, when we say “perpendicular,” we mean that you should turn your secondary and tertiary pieces of wood 90 degrees and center these pieces against the stake to create a cross just like the name suggests). And remember, the larger the meat, the deeper you’ll have to dig to bury your stake. If you use this method, you’ll need to build a larger pit, as the cross needs to be buried in the ground with enough space between it and the coals so that the stake won’t catch fire. At the same time, it needs to be buried deep enough to allow the cross to lean slightly over the coal bed to ensure the meat can cook. Note that you will want to have something to protect your hands for when you rotate the cross to allow for even cooking. This method tends to require two people if cooking a whole animal, but what’s a great meal without great friends to enjoy it with?

			Prepping and cooking through the lens of fire safety:

			Place defines our experience. Keep this in mind when you see where each chef has cooked the meals they’ve prepared for this book. Elevation, humidity, and typical weather in each region all factored into the creation of these recipes. At an elevation higher than Joshua Tree, where Sarah Glover teaches us about cooking a whole brined deer over an open fire, you’ll shift your cooking time and use more liquids to keep the meat moist amid thinner air. If you are building a bed of coals from a driftwood fire in the openness of a wintry beach like Nelly Hand, you’ll want to keep an extra eye on the wind so it doesn’t make your flames roar, burning the delicacy of fish perched on a grate. This is in contrast to a fire protected by the forests of Italy, where you’re searing venison on open embers and looking for a quick scorch.

			For safety’s sake, we stress the need for adjustments. Always start with an awareness of your local fire safety level, with the knowledge that those who set those standards know the conditions best. We also encourage you to prep your ingredients as best you can before lighting your fire, so you’ll be able to keep a better eye on building the bed of coals.

			For those who don’t already have a pit built, make sure you have an extended six to twelve inches of dirt outside your cooking barrier radius.

			Last, but not least, leave no trace—always pack it all out and make sure to properly bury your fire with water and dirt. Coals can stay hot for longer than you think, especially after you’ve spent serious time building a bed hot enough to cook with.

			Happy cooking.
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			Purveyors Section

			When you can’t bring home wild ingredients from the field yourself, we believe it’s best to work with trusted purveyors who grow good food and are true to the terrain. Small farms and family ranches across the United States are the foundation of our healthy food systems, and those we love to lean on when choosing ingredients for our most adventurous meals.

			Barton Springs MIll

			Flour, Corn Farm, Mill

			Texas

			bartonspringsmill.com

			Bastone Wine

			Natural, Organic, and Biodynamic Quality Wine

			Bobbio, Italy

			bastone-wine.com

			Drifter’s Fish

			Wild-Caught Salmon

			Alaska

			driftersfish.com

			Epic Provisions

			Animal Fats, Bone Broth

			Texas

			epicprovisions.com

			Fishwife

			Tinned Fish

			California

			eatfishwife.com

			Force of Nature

			Bison, Beef, Venison, Elk, Wild Boar

			Texas

			forceofnature.com

			Gallatin Valley Botanical at Rocky Creek Farm

			Organic Produce, Eggs, Meat, Poultry

			Montana

			gallatinvalleybotanical.com

			Gotham Greens

			Greens Hydroponic Greenhouses

			New York, Illinois, Texas, Rhode Island, Maryland, Colorado, California, Virginia, Georgia

			gothamgreens.com

			Hiyu Wine Farm

			Farm and Vineyard

			Oregon

			hiyuwinefarm.com

			Jasper Hill Farm

			Raw Milk Cheese, Ranch and Cheese Caves

			Vermont

			jasperhillfarm.com

			Maui Nui Venison

			Venison

			Hawaii

			mauinuivenison.com

			North Bridger Bison

			Bison

			Montana

			northbridgerbison.com

			Pacific Wild Pick

			Wild Mushrooms

			Canada

			pacificwildpick.com

			Sequatchie Cove Farm

			Eggs, Meat, Organic Veggies, Grains

			Tennessee

			sequatchiecovefarm.com

			Texas Olive Ranch

			Olive Oil, Balsamic Vinegar

			Texas

			texasoliveranch.com

		

	
		
			Note from the Editors

			Dearest Readers,

			Modern Huntsman is a collective of artists, hunters, conservationists, anglers, and naturalists focused on the sustainable use of wild resources.

			Throughout mainstream media, it felt like part of the hunting story was missing: the genuine and spiritual parts. So we set out to tell a different version ourselves and curate what we felt were the best stories, characters, and cultures that were being overlooked or deserved attention. We saw an opportunity to present these to a larger audience through world-class photography, writing, and design in the hope that it would improve the public’s understanding of how spiritual and ethical hunting can indeed be.

			The company started in 2017 as a humble biannual publication and has evolved into a creative studio and a curator of unique outdoor and educational experiences. We chose the name Modern Huntsman to reflect our hybrid belief that respecting our past is essential while adapting to the future. It comes from a period when huntsman meant more than someone who only knew the ways of the woods but was a multifaceted, dynamic, and thoughtful participant in society and nature.

			Our mission is diplomatic, as we seek to create space for collaborative, constructive conversations around sometimes complicated topics. More than that, we want to create a community for those who care deeply about the natural world and want to engage with it meaningfully. We aim to inspire more people to get outdoors, one way or another.

			We hope to see you in the field,

			The Modern Huntsman Editorial Team

			CEO and Editor in Chief: Tyler Sharp

			Editorial Director: Chris Dombrowski

			Design Director: Padraig Croke

			Art Director: Caris Fawcett

			Contributing Editor: Chelsea Rosson

			Editor & Proofreader: Dylan Garity

			Advising Creative Director: Marshall Mckinney

			Advising Editor: Terry McDonell

			Additional Art and Photo Direction: Tito West

			A major thank you to all of our contributors who made this book possible.

			Essays By:

			Terry McDonell

			Jamie Harrison

			Rick Bass

			Chris Dombrowski

			Recipes and Culinary Essays By:

			Danny Christensen

			Tomme Davidson

			Eduardo Garcia

			Sarah Glover

			Jesse Griffiths

			Nelly Hand

			Abby Knowles

			Jon Levitt

			Valentine Thomas

			Morgan Weber

			Photography By:

			Danny & Claudia Christensen

			Camrin Dengel

			Jon Levitt

			H.B. Mertz

			Byron Pace

			Tyler Sharp

			Wes Walker

			Tito West

			Padraig Croke

			John Dunaway

			Paintings and Illustrations By:

			Caris Fawcett

			Padraig Croke

			Support Team:

			Bill Buford: Blurb

			Ashley Amoroso: Food styling

			Anisha Mandol: Recipe testing

			Garrett McGrath: Publishing agent

			And special thanks to those who have believed in wild stories and recipes earned through adventure.
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