Hog Hunting 101
“Blown Opportunities”


I can still remember the very first time I saw a live wild hog in the woods. It took me so much for surprise I didn’t even raise my rifle. I just stood there and stared at them. I had always heard about wild hogs being in the woods here in Pulaski County but I had never seen one. That is until this point. There must have been five or six very large hogs and they were as black as midnight. I watched them root around a white oak tree searching for acorns and anything else they could eat. After a few minutes they rambled off at a trot following the creek on a never ending quest for the next meal.


Well right then is when I decided I wanted to be a pig hunter. It looked easy, just pattern the hogs and set up an ambush point, nothing to it. It’s just a stupid pig. I beamed with confidence knowing that I was going to kill me a pig within the next twenty four hours, little did I know that those twenty four hours would turn into 14 long months. I had been humbled by the hunting gods, yet had learned much along the way. Here are some of the lessons I learned along the way, maybe it might save you a little grief.

Don’t be overconfident. Don’t fall into the trap of thinking the wild hog is a dumb animal. While I have encountered some pigs that would be on the dumb side, I have also seen them be quite cunning. That is why you have to understand their habits, do your research and put your time in scouting to give yourself the opportunity to be successful. I always thought I was smarter than a hog. I just had to learn how to think like a hog to become a productive hunter.


Don’t forget about scent control. I’ve been busted a few times by not taking the wind into consideration. The wild hog has a very keen sense of smell, it can smell a buried grub worm a hundred yards away. That means it will have no trouble at all smelling that sausage biscuit and cup of coffee you had for breakfast this morning. I’ve had pigs pick up my scent three hundred yards away, always keep the wind in your face.


Always make sure you are proficient with your weapon, and make sure you have enough weapon. Once while stalking wild hogs along a creek bank in an area I often hunt in, I finally got to within thirty yards from them. I could taste the smoked hams already. I shouldered my 12 gauge Remington, put the bead on the shoulder of the biggest hog of the bunch, and fired the 2 ¾ inch 00 buckshot right where I aimed. I sat in horror as the pellets lifted dust off the beast and all he did was raise his head and look at me. I chambered another round and fired again, hitting the pig again. This time he and his buddies did a least trot off. I found out my .270 was the answer to this problem. I’ll to this day not hunt hogs with a shotgun.


Don’t hunt in unproductive areas. Always scout an area to make sure it is holding pigs before you start hunting them. Just because an area may look like it may hold hogs there is a good chance it won’t be. The only sure way to find out is to get out and scout for pig sign. Look for tracks, rootings, and wallows. Wild hog leave plenty of sign, you won’t have to look long or hard to determine if there are pigs in your area. A friend of mine one time had scouted an area and said he found tracks galore, the mother load. He hunted the pigs for three days when he got the shock of his life. While sitting in his stand he heard the pigs rambling through the woods, heading his way. He held his rifle in his hand just waiting to see that group of pigs come by that trail. They were just about to come out of the woods into sight when he raised his rifle to scope them in, only this pig was white. Turns out the pigs he had been hunting for those three days was a herd of feral goats. If you ever look at a goat print it does have surprising similarity to a pig print. Yet to make sure pigs have dew points and goats don’t. I still give the  “Goatman” a hard time when I see him to this day.


Always keep an eye out for snakes. My friends and I will sometimes hunt hogs in the summer. I remember one trip a friend of mine told me about. It seems that some good old boys went out to do some hunting. Well it was warm out and this one fellow had just bought him some new snake proof boots. Well he was proud of them boots, when it came time to head out into the hog woods he insisted that he go first, just in case there was some cottonmouth laying in wait to bite someone. Well a little while later they heard this most terrifying scream they had ever heard. About that time something big was coming there way, it was breaking limbs and was getting here in a hurry. All of a sudden this fellow with the new snake boots comes running and screaming out of the swamp. Turns out a snake tried to bite him and it’s fangs got caught up in those snake boots, he tried shaking that snake off, tried shooting it with his rifle, but just couldn’t get that snake off of him. I’m not sure how or if he ever got that snake off of his boots. Be careful,hunt often, and hunt hard.
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