INTRODUCTION

hen | first began shooting shotguns, | pursued small game. I’d
Whad considerable time behind a .22 rifle, graduating from my first

single-shot to a self-loader. Moving to a harder-kicking shotgun
(harder-kicking compared to the .22 rifle), in the beginning, under the
careful supervision of my grandfather, | fired a few shots from a .410-bore;
| was awed by the power of this inoffensive shell.

That single-shot, bolt-action Mossberg served well. Once | had the okay
to take it into the field, | was impressed with the shotgun’s ability to put
game on the table (after all, prior to my time with that .410, | had been
helpless against running game, and I’d hunted only squirrel and the
occasional bedded rabbit with the .22 rifle).

The shotgun added new dimensions to the hunt. With the Mossberg
bolt-action .410 over my shoulder, | headed into the forest and began
regularly taking small game. Running game fell, and bedded rabbits were
not torn up badly when taken with a headshot. My grandmother patiently
prepared this game for the table. The meat was very good and healthier than
the table fare to which most of us have become accustomed. Advancing to
flying game such as dove and quail, however, I was limited by the
performance of the .410-bore shotgun, and so I restricted my shooting to the
ranges at which | felt | could connect. | never patterned the gun on paper,
because no one told me to.

When my grandfather knew | was ready, | graduated to a Mossberg 500
12-gauge shotgun and larger game. The pump-action wore a 28-inch barrel



with a Modified choke. | began to appreciate quiet walks in the dark to the
hunting field, the dew on the ground, and the sun coming up over the fields
in the morning. | became successful as a wingshot. The Mossberg 500 took
quite a number of doves and quail and became my favorite shotgun, one |
used for years—I cannot imagine being happier with a firearm! Although |
am much better schooled today, the knowledge | had at the time regarding
how to use that shotgun and my understanding of its performance in the
field made me a happy young man.

After graduating from high school and attending college, | began to
realize how precious time was. | missed the simple part-time jobs | had
once worked, as I took on full-time work during college. Studies took most
of my time night and day, and the remainder was filled with a job that had
real responsibility. My time in the field became almost nonexistent. | still
had only one shotgun, that Mossberg 500, but | could not imagine needing
another.

On entering police work, | was exposed to the riot shotgun. These were
Remington 870 shotguns with 18-inch barrels and Cylinder chokes.
Training was slim to none with this shotgun; teaching young cops to use
these firearms just wasn’t high on the list of priorities, and what practice did
exist was at the academy and limited, if memory serves, to five shells fired
at a seven-yard target. But since we had all grown up as hunters, the pump-
action itself was as familiar as the backs of our own hands. That was a good
thing, because even without training, we were expected to be able to use the
shotgun well since even though these firearms were considered to be a last
resort, they were also ultimate “problem solver.”

On my own, | took one of the agency shotguns out a few times for
practice and was quite impressed. Twelve-gauge buckshot generated what
seemed four times the recoil of the Winchester No.7% field loads | had used
in bird hunting. Too, the pattern on the Remington was much wider than



what | had been used to from my 28-inch Mossberg sporting shotgun, but it
was more than adequate at short range.

In our squad cars, the Remington 870 was kept at the ready, armed with
a few Remington Power Piston buckshot shells. On a number of occasions,
| saw the damage this combination was capable of inflicting—it is always a
firearm to be respected.

As time went on and | saw more of this shotgun in action, | realized its
versatility. Power, reliability, and speed to an accurate first-shot hit are all
virtues. Yet the riot or tactical shotgun is often underutilized. I think this is
because of a lack of training with this specific type of shotgun. Even with
training, there is often a lack of understanding regarding recoil, and recoil is
the single greatest impediment to properly learning to use any shotgun.
Still, the shotgun stands alone when it comes to personal defense and
responding to crises momentary to long-standing, small to catastrophic. It
will protect your home, the farm, and hard points of refuge. It can save the
life of you and your loved ones, either in defense or because it secured
some life-saving protein. It is my hope that this book provides you a way to
acclimate to the ways and wiles of the short-barreled defensive shotgun so
that it becomes a trusted part of your emergency preparations—because,
when you come right down to it, the shotgun is the one tool, perhaps more
than any other, that is essential to being prepared for the worst.



