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HIGHLAND
ADVENTURE

Wingshooting in a special Oregon  
setting of rustic elegance. 

BY KELLY WALDROP 
PHOTOGRAPHS BY TERRY ALLEN  
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W
e worked dogs for a very long time up a long, 
gradual slope to a position at the top of a rolling 
Oregon hill. From that elevated vantage point, I 
swear I could see the curvature of the earth. My 

moment of reflection about the bright blue sky, the puffy white 
clouds, and the cascading hills…came to an end in a snap: Titan, a 
wiry griffon, was locked up on point. I had no choice but to walk 
up along the edge. 
 When I got close, a single chukar partridge erupted out of 
the grass. The bird flew in my favorite direction, a straight right-
to-left, with an added variable: the cagey critter was descending 
the slope. If I waited too long it’d be out of range, and I reacted. 
I swung to meet its flight, passed through it, got a little below, 
and squeezed the trigger. Given the downhill perspective, I never 
saw the bird fall and assumed I had missed. Just then, a waft of 
feathers floated above the rim edge and I smiled. There was a cool 
breeze in my face and warm sun on my neck. 
 Titan disappeared over the edge and was gone. I peered 
over the rim, saw some brush shuddering, and then everything 
stopped. A moment later, the griffon pranced toward us with a 
bird in his mouth. A picture-perfect retrieve—which was inter-
rupted with a point.
 I asked my guide John Kohnke if Titan gave up on or 
dropped the bird.
 “No,” he said. “Titan is my best. He found you another 
bird.”
 I reluctantly took a few steps over the edge and before I got 
too close there was an eruption. Two…no, four…no, eight…I 
don’t know how many birds busted into the cobalt sky. My 
friend and columnist for this magazine, Ben Williams, had told 
me stories about coveys of Huns, but this was my first experi-
ence with them. I thought to myself, “Ben, you are right.” 
 The hills I was climbing were part of the land owned by the 
luxurious Highland Hills Ranch in Condon, Oregon. I was part 
of the media and dealer group invited to learn about the launch 
of the Beretta USA Premium Division. 
 First things first, though, so back to pleasurable work I went: 
we had more chukars and Huns to find before lunch.
 Highland Hills Ranch is a world-class upland and big-game 
hunting destination comprising 3,000 acres of natural artistry. 
Rocky canyons contrast with mossy green rolling hills and lush 
green planted fields spread throughout the creek-fed bottoms. 
Cherry orchards wind neatly along the ridges. At the center of 
all of this splendor is a finely appointed, 10,000 square-foot 
lodge crafted from hand-peeled logs. 
 The lodge is drop-dead gorgeous. Adjacent to the kitchen 
is the expansive great room, centered by an immense rock fire-
place that rises into the timbers bracing the massive structure. 
The hearth is neatly framed by two inviting sofas next to the 
welcoming fire. Native American art enhances this colossal 
room and most of the lodge. It’s well lit by ambient light flowing 
through the French doors and mammoth windows that extend 
to the top of the A-frame structure. 

“The hills I was climbing  
were part of the land owned  

by the luxurious Highland Hills 
Ranch in Condon, Oregon.” 
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 Just beyond the French doors is an enticing grand porch 
overlooking the sprawling green valley and the cherry orchards. 
The rock firepit and patio are just below, where in the evenings 
we enjoyed great conversations (mainly about bird-hunting 
experiences but also about life), cocktails, and cigars. 
 When we concluded our morning hunt, we returned to the 
main lodge, where we were greeted by Highland Hills owners 
Dennis and Mindi Macnab. The Macnabs are gracious hosts and 
their attention to detail is unmatched, right down to the refresh-
ing hot towels they handed us. They made every member of our 
party feel right at home—no small feat for our group of 20, about 
the maximum the lodge can accommodate (though more guests 
can stay in the cabins). Every staff member addressed us in a 
friendly and informal way by our first names. 
 “We have great hunting, great hospitality, and great lodg-
ing. We think these are the keys to an unparalleled experience,” 
said Dennis. 
 The ranch features an open-kitchen format that makes Chef 
Keith Potter accessible for discussion with guests about the com-
ing meal. The format is inviting and only a countertop separates 
the kitchen from the main dining area. Chef Keith loves to share 
his approach to food preparation—maybe that’s from training in 
Thai food service, where sharing is part of the experience?—and 
the meals were exquisite. 
 “The kitchen is between the pro shop and the dining room 
so all the guests pass right by on their way through the lodge. I 
get to be the host and concierge and visit with guests,” said Chef 
Keith. “My job is to make food that’s beautiful, delicious, and 
elegant but not pretentious. Everyone enjoys the family-style 
approach. I like to help fascilitate the overall experience.” This 
open format is a bit of tease, though, for the aromas coming 
from the kitchen fill the room so that if you’re not disciplined 
you’ll miss the afternoon hunt! 
 After lunch, we had a short seminar about the Beretta Pre-
mium Division. We learned about the program’s four segments: 
Premium Guns, Premium Clothes and Accessories, Beretta Galler-
ies, and Beretta Trident Lodges. Antonio Pavan, Vice President of 
the Beretta Premium Division, detailed Beretta’s mission to deliver 
a premium experience to each customer across these market seg-
ments. Pavan also explained the shift to further solidify Beretta as 
the premium outdoor lifestyle brand for serious sportsmen and 
women seeking extraordinary products and experiences. 
 He was followed by Clemente Rossi, who presented a com-
prehensive overview of Beretta Premium Guns. Common themes 
were craftsmanship, quality, technology, satisfaction, and most 
importantly safety. With deep roots in Brescia, Italy, the Beretta 
Premium Gun line continues to be innovative by design. 
 One of the new lines soon to be released is the 486 Paral-
lelo side-by-side that I had used to puff the morning chukar. The 
Parallelo is a well-proportioned roundbody with a completely 
redesigned receiver and internal components. 
 I was sandwiched between Kevin Kelly of Kevin’s Fine 
Guns in Thomasville, Georgia, and John Herkowitz of Pacific 

INDOORS AND AFIELD AT HIGHLAND HILLS 
Above: HHR hunting guide John Kohnke and Titan, the griffon
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Coast Arms in Pasadena, California, both longtime Beretta 
Premium dealers. Other Premium Dealers from across the U.S. 
joined us, too. 
 The evening came quickly, and Dennis Macnab has certain 
traditions he follows each night. On the first night, he introduced 
every guest and allowed each to share a little about themselves 
with the group. On the last evening, guests were encouraged to 
share their most memorable moments about their experience at 
HHR. I found it refreshing to hear what other guests enjoyed 
about their trip, and I imagine Dennis and Mindi use these candid 
comments to work at making the HHR experience even better. 
 “Basically, we go around the table and people talk to one 
another and bond together. It breaks the ice, and guests become 
part of Highland Hills,” Dennis said. “By hearing each others’ 
stories, people become friends—in some cases lifelong friends. 
It really stimulates togetherness. It’s almost magical to see guests 
get along this way.”
  

The next morning’s hunt was equal to the first in quality 
and beauty. We moved from the rimrock canyons and high 

hills, where we had chased chukar and Hungarian partridge the 
previous dawn, to the valley. I can’t think of many places where 
you can hunt and enjoy such contrasting terrains. “And you 
can see for a hundred miles in every direction,” Dennis told me. 
“We pride ourselves on providing rustic elegance. The dramatic 
topography is a wonderful setting and backdrop,” he added. 
 Fifty yards into the hunt, I whiffed at a covey of fast-flying 
Valley quail. In the next few minutes, I bagged a pheasant, a 
chukar, and a Hun. At HHR, there is a treasured prize called 
a grand slam. Those lucky and skilled enough to bag all four 
species receive special recognition and bragging rights at din-
ner. Surely I was going to fulfill this mission! Alas, that was the 
last Valley quail I had a shot at and my slam slipped away. But 
I enjoyed good company, a welcome lesson in upland sporting 
business approach, and the luxury of spending a few days in this 
wonderful Oregon location. 

 I can’t think of many places  
where you can hunt and enjoy 

such contrasting terrains.




