
And Now He*s A  Crack Shot
W hen Buffalo Bill had dropped the last 

g re a t horned owl w ith his tru sty  flobert 
every juvenile cap in the fa r  regions of 
E as t Broad St. was fu ll of holes. L iterally , 
he w recked ’em. M others’ suggestions th a t 
tin  cans would do ju s t as well were received 
w ith scorn. Who ever heard of holding up 
a th ing  labeled Gilby’s Hot Tomale Brand 
Tom atoes and calling: “ G reat guns, Bill, old 
boy, you go t a whopper th a t tim e! Betcha 
th is one weighs twenty-five pounds! Look a t 
them  horns!” No, sir, they m ust have caps, 
old w orsted caps; and the m ore m others 
darned ’em and patched ’em the more nearly  
they  resem bled the real thing. So m others 
acquiesced and contributed to the illusion 
w ith brigh t calico patches.

All w ent well until Lieut. Lee Bowler 
discovered th a t the  new kid in the neighbor
hood had a football. I t would be g rea t sport, 
he thought, to kick high ones fo r Buffalo 
Bill to  shoot at. “Ju s t a tw ister he can’t  
h it,” he assured the kid. “ I t ’ll fly like a 
wild goose.” But Buffalo Bill never missed. 
A t the  crack of his rifle, the “wild goose” 
exploded in mid-air, and the kid ran  home to 
cry in his m other’s apron. T hat evening a 
g rea t m arksm an made the sta rtlin g  discovery 
th a t his ta len t was inherited. “ W e’ve had 
enough of this cowboy foolishness around 
here ,” declared his sire, finishing off with 
a bull’s eye.

Thus ended the age of make-believe in 
the life of an im aginative youngster who 
aspired to be a cowboy king. H enceforth, 
H arry  Miller spurned a nom de plume, and 
w ent fo rth  to make good on his own. Through 
the s tra teg y  of his uncle, L it Welsh, he was 
perm itted  to have a shotgun on his eleventh 
b irthday  and w ent with him often  to shoot 
quail and grouse in the Som erset hills and 
ducks on the E astern  Shore. Soon he was 
m atching his uncle bird for bird— a sure 
proof of progress, for Uncle Lit was one of 
the best shots in town.

R eturn ing  home from  a week of failures 
one Novem ber afternoon, H arry  saw Prof. 
Savitz, then superin tendent of W estfield 
Schools, w atching the antics of a hell diver 
on C lark’s pond. Here was an opportunity  to 
atone fo r bad marks. “ W ould you like to 
have th a t hell diver, P rofessor?” he asked 
hopefully. “ Indeed I would,” replied Prof.

Savitz. “ How will I catch him ?” “ Oh, th a t’s 
easy! You ju s t w ait here a m inute.” And 
H arry  tu rned  on his heels and ran  home to 
g e t his gun. As usual his aim was tru e . The 
hell diver w ent down twice, bu t his th ird  
appearance was fa ta l. A ssuring Prof. Savitz 
th a t he’d deliver the bird in person, he took 
the hell diver to  a tax iderm ist and had it  
m ounted. “ Guess the Professor was pleased,” 
he confided in his Uncle Lit. “ Gee whiz, if 
m other was to  find ou t I was ’way behind 
in my lessons, I ’d lose my gun .” Cautioned 
Uncle L it: “ B etter watch out, then , o r you 
will. The P rofessor will keep a  sharp eye 
on you now.”

N othing could lesson the boy’s ardor, 
however. He slept w ith his gun a t  his bed
side, and practiced m ornings before going to 
school. On Saturdays and holidays, in the  
open season, he was in the  field from  m orn
ing to night. W henever th ere  was a m atch 
a t the  C arte re t Gun Club he took a station  
outside th e  grounds to shoot birds th a t had 
been missed, and he did so well th a t Cy W il
cox, assistan t m anager, invited him inside to 
keep score. One day he got tw enty  stra igh t 
shooting with H arry  K irkover and Dan B rad
ley. “ Keep it up, kid!” encouraged Bradley, 
“you’ll get th e re .”

In 1938, H arry  M iller took up a year- 
round sport, clay bird shooting, and was 
soon ra ted  am ong the crack shots. He won 
the New England championship tw ice; the 
New Jersey  and C onnecticut championships 
each once. His record a t H artfo rd  has not 
been surpassed; he broke 178 stra igh t, scor
ing 198 out of 200.

Form  is the determ ining fac to r in m atches 
when the best shots of the  country  compete. 
M iller finished near the top in the m arathon 
a t Yorklyn, Delaware, breaking 483 and 485 
out of 500 in two trials. The w inner, George 
N ew m aster of Lebanon, Pa., broke 499. Mil
ler defeated  him in the Connecticut cham 
pionship. I t  is not unusual fo r him to break 
150 stra igh t. Though his hair is fa s t tu rn 
ing white, he re ta in s his youthful enthusiasm . 
Only the o ther day he was observed dem on
stra tin g  to Don Pearsall the proper way to 
handle an im aginary gun from  every im ag
inary  angle. All of which goes to show w hat 
an am bitious kid can do if  he gets off to the 
righ t s ta r t in the world of make-believe.
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