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By Tom Ferguson

Fired from fifty yards, off the bench,
some 1952 vintage Gl loads grouped
closely, but printed slightly high.

Ferguson rates the Automag [l 5 a fine
hunting handgun for medium game or
varmints. Ear protection is 8 must!
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Length of the .30 Carbine cartridge
dictates generous fore-and-aft
dimensions in the area of the stock.

HIS KINDA re-
‘ ‘ minds me of the time
I wanted to catch a
mouse, but had no
cheese to put in the

trap.”

Ace Hindman stood slightly behind and
to one side of me with his fingers in his
ears, watching as [ took aim again with the
long barreled pistol. There were several
extra sets of ear protectors lying around,
but Ace refused to put them on, probably
because it would prevent or delay his hear-
ing of my ill-tempered protests at his mer-
ciless banter. I took time to hold up my
palm and wag it negatively, hoping to shut
him up.

“NoAce,” I sighed. “ This doesn't remind

ble.
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you of a damned thing and you know it.” [
put both hands on the pistol again and
squinted through the sights, hoping to home
in on the fifty-yard target dancing in the
106-degrees mirage. Texas is hot in August
and sweat was stinging my eyes and short-
ening my patience. [ could barely make
out the camouflaged archery target, a blown-
up, full-sized photo of a bobeat. After a
full minute of this, I gave up squeezing the
trigger and used my thumb to lift my right
earmuff.

“What about the mouse?” I figured it
was better to get this over with, so I could
resume shooting as soon as possible.

Hindman took his fingers out of his ears
and ¢rossed both arms over his chest in an
attempt to look serious.

“Well, the mouse was driving us crazy,”
he continued.” I got my wife's copy of
Good Houselkeeping magazine and leafed
through it, until T found a nice picture of
some cheese. I cut it out and placed it in
the mousetrap.”

Revulsed by the hoariness of this ancient
anecdote, I dropped my earmuff back in
place and squeezed off a fast shot at the
bobcat with the Automag ITI .30 Carbine.
The muzzle blast rattled the walls of the
tiny shooting shack and small fragments of
plaster fell from the ceiling onto my head. I
didn't look, but hoped Ace had forgotten
to put his fingers back in his ears. F rom the
corner of my eye, I saw him flick out a
hand and catch the gjected 30 carbine
empty in mid-air. He moves fast for his
age. Secing the pistol was dry, the slide
locked back, he continued.

“The next moming I looked in the trap
and guess what I'd caught? A picture of a
mouse!” Ace never puffaws, but he smiles
broadly, even at his own jokes.

“Congratulations,” he smirked, look-
ing through the spotting scope. "' [ caught a
paper mouse and you've just killed a paper
bobcat!™

I should have known better than to expect
any praise for my good shooting. Hind-
man is not only a top notch pistolsmith of
near genius grade, but also is a handgun
hunter of awesome experience who has
taken nearly everything on fourlegs with a
variety of handguns. Now that I think of it,
I'm not even certain about the four-legged
restriction. With that background, he cer-
tainly wasn't impressed with my ballistic
conquest of a stationary paper bobecat.

“Give me a break, Ace!” I pleaded.
“Every Texas bobcat that isn't dead of

Right-hand side of the Automag Ill, showing efection
port and extractor. Ferguson feels front sight's too low.

heat stroke is migrating to Alaska by now.
If we had any sense, we'd be right behind
them!™

In the sweltering midsummer heat, the
thought of actually hunting up a real var-
mint for the Automag .30 Carbine pistol
made me feel faint. The life-like archery
target would have to do, provided the three-
digit temperatures didn't set it ablaze.

Together, we walked the fifty yards down-
range to witness the damage. Just behind
the bobeat's shoulder were five holes, spread
vertically. Ace made a vee with his fingers
putting one on each of the two widest holes,
They were a scant couple of inches apart,
with little horizontal dispersion. Several
were touching. Probably hoping to diminish
any good feelings I have over this tight
group, Ace said, “You weren't watching
your front sight.”” Then, *You'd never get
five shots at a real bobeat!™

Mot discouraged, I raised the muzzle of
the Automag and blew away imaginary
smoke. If I'd been wearing a holster, I'd
have spun the pistol on my trigger finger
and dropped it into the leather like John
Wayne use to do. Instead, 1 agreed with
Ace. “No and I wouldn’t have shot at him
with military hardball, either!”

The amme | had fired was Korean War
vintage .30 Carbine, headstamped LC 52,
It was part of a DCM lotI'd been hoarding
since 1964 and I had fed it to the Automag
to see whether it was still good.

Thanks to good storage conditions in-
doors, time seemingly hadn’t harmed the
thirty-seven-year-old ammo. There wers
o misfires or malfunctions. The | I0-grain
FMJ bullets went through the Oehler
chronograph at 1578, 1587, 1610, 1577
and 1538 fps for an average of 1578 feet
per second. Extreme spread was seventy-
two feet per second, acceptable enough for

old G1 issue, with a standard deviation of
twenty-six fps.

The Automag 11 in .30 Carbine caliber
was turning oul to be a pretty good bobeat
pistol, ideal for game and varmints of that
size. The gun is the latest in an Automag
series from IAL Dept. GW, 6226 Santos
Diaz Street, [rwindale, CA 91702,

The previous Automag was in.22 WMR
caliber, and, while an excellent field pistol
for smaller game species, it's a bit on the
light side for javelina, turkey, coyotes or
bobeats.

By contrast, the new Automag 111 will
handle all these nicely and is the first sue-
cessful production autoloader in .30 Car-
hine caliber. There have been other atempts
to produce an automatic pistol in .30 Car-
bine caliber, notably the Kimball, back in
the 1950z, People in those days were dumb,
however, and we had to wait until they got
a lot smarter before we got a design that
would handle the 40,000 CUP .30 Car-
hine load. The Automag I11 is a modified
dropping-barrel Browning system which
appears Lo be amply strong for the car-
tridge. An irregular camming cut in the
barrel lug replaces the usual link, while the
barrel is unlocked by the slide stop arm
which passes through it.

The gun is constructed entirely of stain-
less steel and weighs some forty-three oun-
ces. Barrel length 15 a genercus 6% inches
and is belled slightly at the muzzle to insure
a precise return to battery. The well made
magazine holds eight rounds of .30 Car-
bine ammo. It has a detachable floor plate
for easy cleaning and an orange, highly
visible plastic follower. This is one of the
best magazines I've seen on any new auto-
loader and gave perfect feeding throughout
the shooting tests, aided no doubt by the
integral feed ramp on the barrel. The slide
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