The Pilgrimage

It was a lovely, cool and quiet morning. PL and I journeyed into far Virginia, and then across the line into the illegally appropriated territory now called “West By Gawd Virginia.” PL pronounced with a jaundiced eye that it was clear this lovely landscape was really for all intents and purposes Virginia, but for an accident of history.

We were in pursuit of the wily targets. We don’t kill critters anymore. I think PL got his fill of letting blood somewhere in the Republic of South Vietnam, and I got mine after the five or six hundredth prairie dog. 

We had sufficient firepower had we been required to defend the Republic from any enemy foreign or domestic.

Pat had a lovely Colt 1911 replica chambered in .22. file_0.jpg
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 It was built by Walther and except for the caliber it was in every respect a 1911 Government model in a black finish. 
He also had a Walther G22. He has a secret fetish, I think, for the exquisite engineering of Walther firearms. 
The G22 must have been crearted one day when the managers of Walther design were concerned that the designers might be in danger of boredom. “Just go ahead and make whatever you like,” they must have said.
file_2.jpg

file_3.pic



The result looks like something from Star Wars. It is a highly advanced bullpup design. The ejection port is right in front of a left-handed shooter’s mouth, so I got a faceful of powder spits with every shot. PL can shoot with either hand so no problem for him, but if I had one of these it is a relatively simple matter to switch the ejection port to the other side. The thing has two magazines, the spare being stored inside the stock in a clever little enclosure. The stock is adjustable for pull, and both the front and rear sights are infinitely adjustable. This is a hobby gun. You could spend weeks figuring out all the things it can do. 
The contrast between the design pholosophies of the Colt 1911/Walther and the G22 is stark. The  Colt/Walther is intensely familiar, the only difference between it and a 1911 in .45 ACP is a complete lack of recoil and the fact that it shoots twelve times before the magazine is empty. On the G22, nothing is familiar, unless you are perhaps serving in the French military. There are design features of the FAMAS rifle or perhaps more likely the FN-2000 carbine. 
For long-range work PL brought a newly acquired Remington 700 in .270. This is a familar weapon for those who stalk the whitetail deer. It is a relatively hot cartridge in a lightweight rifle. I suspect this will be a long process of experimentation to give the rifle the TLC it deserves (it spent the last twenty or more years in its case with nary a shot fired in anger or in fun). It is a classic and it deserves some time at the range. 
We’re not gun nuts, but I’ll admit that we personify firearms and feel bad when they are neglected.
I brought my trusty Remington 700 in 6.5/284 Norma. I have a big scope and a high-tech muzzle brake. I can routinely shoot 1” groups at 100 yards, so it was unfair to stay away from the 375 yard range, but I was just too lazy to cart the stuff over, so we shot on the 100 yard range—it made me look like a hero.
After tearing up a few targets on the rifle range we retired to the pistol range where I coveted the Walther 1911 all over again. I had my Ruger Mark IIfile_4.jpg
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 which is a credible target pistol, and my Kimber 1911 which was having severe indigestion problems with some handloaded hollowpoints. It is an extremely accurate weapon, but with my new handloads it is a single shot, not an autoloader.
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I am afraid my new handloads are going to revert to fodder for my S&W 325 PD. It is a bigass revolver in .45 ACP and I think it will dine with pleasure on my handloads.
We killed the better part of the morning and early afternoon in the sort of mindless pleasure of ventilating targets and the repaired to a genuine oldtime local place for a late lunch. It could have been sometime in the sixties. I wish there was some way to be transported back in time that worked as seamlessly as Billy’s Restaurant in Charlestown, WV. I might just go stay.



