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Bobby Baldexgatha, owner/operator of Sinalopato, proudly poses with a nice bag of ducks en'one of his airboats.




Waiters at My Owens' Restaurant in the Plaza Inn are
cansummate professionals.

with Bobby Balderrama and Old Joe (alias “Howlin’
Jose”) Moreno, a legendary birdshooting guide with
over fifty years experience. We shot near a beautiful
small lake, to which birds were coming in to drink.
The lake was surrounded by a dense stand of 15-
foot high nopal and pitabaya cactus mingled with
scrub trees on one side, and big trees with parrot-
green bark on the other. It was a brilliant, pristine
morning, a great time to be alive.

We took up stands among the cactus and
whitewings flashed over us at terrific speed, not
more than ten yards high. Tt was very challenging
shooting, because we had just a fraction of a second
to see the bird, mount, swing, and shoot. When
we connected at such short range bright mother-of-

pearl feathers exploded against a deep turquoise sky

and ebbed and flowed capriciously on the breeze
and sifted down through the cacti.

It was fast and furious, short but sweet. We each
shot about 95 birds.

Afterwards, we walked back to the van through
the cool green gloom of deep shade under big trees.

Next morning, after a big breakfast of huevos
rancheros, frijoles refritos, freshly squeezed orange
juice, and a platter of papaya, cantaloupe, and

bananas, it was underway to the marsh and the

boat ramp. The airboat roared off into the mist and

soon deposited my birdboy, Arturo, and me in our
blind. Birds were trading back and forth thickly,
and action began immediately. I shot ten teal in
ten minutes without a miss. This kept Arturo really
humping, because the area was a bog of malevolent
muck. He labored mightily to get to some of those
ducks, and labored mightily to get back, frequently
falling, and rising only with the greatest effort,
his pants sheathed with glistening black mud, but

never complained. Sometimes he had to crawl,

carrying the duck in his teeth like a dog.

Diners at Mr. Owens' Restaurant in the Plaza Inn are enjoying anone of the fine meals that the restanrant is famous for.
At the far left is the famous Chuck Puff, wha has made many shooting excursions to Mexico, and in the center is his son.

View of the very inviting inner courtyard of the Plaza Inn with swimming pool.

Arturo had amazing eyesight, and was able to
spot ducks long before I could. He enabled me to
shoot perhaps half again as many as [ would have
withour him.

A flock of four mortled ducks headed straighe
towards me about 35 yards high. I put down two

with the first shot, missed the next, and killed a

third with my next shot. This was a very gratifying
experience because mottled ducks with the “sprigg”
pintail are considered one of the quality ducks on
the marsh for sporting and eating qualities.

Hardly had Arturo fetched them, when a flock
of teal whooshed by to the right, and I put down

three with my only shot. They were going so fast

that they hit the water and bounced. Then four
shovellers came over precisely like the four mottled
ducks, and I took down two.

The ducks for the most part flew high and wild,
presenting supremely challenging shots that, when
executed, provided deep satisfaction. Remember,
these are essentially driven ducks; the decoys are
just for show.

I finished with abour 45 ducks.

Back at Mr. Owens’ with the other good ole boys,
we feasted on sapa de tortillas; excellent fajitas de
pollo; hot apple pie with vanilla sauce; and copious
iced rea spiked with lime juice. The good ole boys
patted their bellies and headed to their rooms for
the indispensable siesta.

The scene of all these grand high deeds is
the coastal area of Sinaloa, western Mexico,
specifically, in and around Los Mochis. The
outfitter is Sinalopato, of which the owner is
Bobby Balderrama. Bobby is the scion of a
prominent family that owns a chain of hotels in
western Mexico, and has many years experience in
the hospitality business. Bobby got his secondary

education at a military school in Chicago (hence



his nickname “Chicago Bobby”’—he still owns
a fine seafood restaurant in Chicago called
Topolobampo) and did his

university-level

studies at CO[HE“, WhE[’C hC gota degree in hotel
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management. He is an extroverted, gregarious
guy who likes people, and to whom people take
an immediate liking. He has made several bird-
shooting trips with me to Argentina to learn how
duck shoots are conducted down there so as to
improve his own shoots. One of his nicknames:

The Lord of Topolobampo.

All of the Sinalopato shoots are conducted

Another view of the tropical ambience at Plaza Inn.
by means of airboats. They deposit the shooters 7 G

in the blinds, and then they roar around the
marshes to keep the birds in flight. Each blind is
made of all-natural materials, which are refreshed
regularly for maximum deception, and all blinds
have solid wooden floors. There is absolutely no
wading required, so shooters do not need hip
boots. Nor do they need to bring guns. Bobby
has a large inventory of well-maintained Beretta
and Benelli semi-automatics.

Bobby controls the shooting rights on more than

200,000 acres of marsh, both inland ridal estuaries

and deep-water marshes. He also controls the dove
shooting rights on vast acreages of corn, sorghum,
millet, sesame, rice, and barley in irrigated fields.
These fields are maturing throughout the season
due to controlled irrigation, resulting in large
numbers of doves throughout the season.

The mix of ducks thatr one might encounter
on any given shoot is determined by the degree of
salinity of the water. On brackish water the most
common species are teal and shovellers. If one

wants “quality” ducks such as pintails and mottled

ducks and pichiguilas he has to shoot over fresh
water. Sinalopato offers 17 species of waterfowl
in their fresh water, brackish and open water
marshes: Black-bellied Whistiling ducks, Redheads,
Cinnamon, Green winged and blue winged teal,
Gadwalls, Canvasbacks, Fulvous whistling ducks,
Ruddy duck, Mottled ducks, Widgeons, Pintails,
Shovellers, Buffle heads, Pacific black brant,
Mallards and Pichiguila (Mexican tree duck).

When the morning shoot is finished, shooters

will retire to Huerta Carambola, a large walled

tropical fruit grove nearby with elaborate cooking
facilities, which is the pet project of Bobby’s
father, Roberto Balderrama, Sr. Shooters can
enjoy a big luncheon of fajitas and flautas and
Jrijoles and chimichangas, with plenty of ice-cold
Bohemia and XX beer to wash it down, and for
dessert they can eat guanabanas and maracuyas
and starfruit and breadfruir and tangerines and
mangos right off the trees. Then they can take a
siesta in hammocks pitched under big coconut

palms, where shade and breeze keep them

comfortable even on the hottest days. I ask you:
what could be finer?

In addition to ducks and doves, Bobby also offers
shooting for Elegante quail, a species that few quail
shooters have ever taken. He has an arrangement with
Web Parton, a top-rated dog breeder and trainer from
Arizona, to bring in his excellent dogs.

The country is rugged, with thorn scrub and thorn
forest and dense cover, but the hunt is exciting and
productive. This isa hunt primarily for the serious collector.

No visit to the Los Mochis area is complete

Very competent staff members clean and lubricate all guns every day.

without a visit to El Fuerte and Copper Canyon.
El Fuerte is a very charming colonial town over
400 years old, with much of its colonial character
preserved intact. There Bobby Balderrama and
his father have the resplendent Hotel Posada del
Hidalgo. Roberto Balderrama Sr. purchased the
original mansion in 1968 and undertook very
extensive upgrading and enlargement,

being careful to maintain all the charm of the
original building. The hotel is a delightful place,
and the goal of pilgrimage for tourists from far and
near. It just exudes colonial charm.

After a wonderful dinner and overnight at the
Hortel Posada, visitors can board the train for a trip
to Copper Canyon. Copper Canyon is four times
bigger than the Grand Canyon, and its deepest
point is 6136 feet—almost 1500 feet deeper than
the Grand Canyon.

The trip to Copper Canyon is one of the great
train adventures of the world. Tt has 36 major
bridges and 87 tunnels and follows a tortuous route
over 300 miles from sea level to 8000 feer. The
track is one of the major engineering feats of the

WO[ld. It U’ELVElS Llpl']l“, [hEH Crosses two CU[Vng



bridges which reverse the direction of ascent, and
then makes a long series of progressively higher
switchbacks, then circles back over itself in a
complete loop—one of only three examples of this
type of construction in North America.

Along the way the Balderrama family has three
charming hotels, which welcome guests with deluxe
rooms, beautiful décor, fine foods, and roaring
fireplaces to warm them on cold nights. Guests
can enjoy singing and dancing performances by the
legendary Tarahumara Indians, and take horseback
tours to spectacular waterfalls.

It all adds up to a great travel adventure.

Get further information and
bookings from:
Sinalopato Duck & Dove Club
Tel.: +1 (800) 862-9026
bookings@plazainnhotel.com.mx

www.sinalopato.net

Bobby Balderrama awaits the action on doves in a g

ense pitahaya cactus.
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“Birdboys put out a spread of decoys—~including at least one battery- powerered, or Mojo; decay-adjatent to each blind.
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Al duck hunting guides are skilled tallers:

Seen here is the Supreme Shaman of the Shooters,
Stuart Williams, with a modest bag of ducks he shot one morning.

Canvasback

A nice bag of redheads, which are ane of the swiftest, most challenging species af ducks.
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All duck shoots at Sinalopato are operated with well-maintained, powerful airboats.
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www.patagoniapublishing.com

The first and only photographic book
exclusively portraying the best Wingshooting

locations and lodges in Mexico. An exclusive

journey chasing doves, pigeons, ducks,

pheasants and quails, captured and narrated
by world renowned hunting writer and

photographer Stuart Williams.

A must have book, for anyone who is
thinking about Wingshooting in Mexico.

M Sponsored by
“sinALoa X €2 ;

ﬁ:m}% yoursenser alewe! www.visitmexico.com |
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Red Heads

High overhead eight little ivory-white Ross geese circled about suspiciously. former editor of WILDFOWL magazine, are in an adjacent blind. Our mission is
Dial Dunkin and I were crouched side-by-side in a sorghum field in pit wwofold: to do what Dial calls a “mid-morning waterhole collision hunt, “ namely,
blinds that had been perfectly concealed by stalks of sorghum driven into the an early-morning pintail shoot, and then, when the snow geese start coming in
ground all around the blinds. Surrounding us was a to drink, to enjoy a late-morning goose hunt. We are
veritable sea of white decoys—shells and windsocks (NN | a0
and stuffers and Sillosocks. Two white kites hovered

surrounded by a veritable flotilla of duck and goose
decoys, perhaps 800 or more. Pintails are coming in high
in the wind 20 feet off the ground. Dial flipped the overhead, then circling and circling and circling, coming
switch on his electronic caller, and it immediately ever lower and lower, until at last The Grand Master
began to pur forth the most seductive cajolery. The Waterfowler gives the order, and we rise and lay the lead
geese responded immediately, and began a series of on them, and plummeting duck bodies splash down all

gradually descending circles. At the instant when he around us. This scenario repeats itself over and over and

thought they were in perfect range Dial gave the order: over, until Dial gives the order to shoot no more ducks

“Let’s ge'em!” We rose as one, our guns roared eight because soon the geese will be arriving.
times, and all eight geese fell! A double quadruple! We whooped and hollered Snow geese, being the veritable soul of sagacity, are even warier than pintails.
and Dial leaped up out of the blind and did a jig. They wheel about in the heavens high overhead, presenting a panoply of alabaster-

The scene changes. This time I am one blind and Dial and Roger Sparks, the breasted birds spread out against a deep turquoise sky. Once again Dial turns on
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