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Greetings from Ontario, Canada

At our 2012 Provincial award presentations I was honoured to have been presented with
the "Mike Fulop" award. I asked the membership for a show of hands as to who
remembered Mike and was surprised at the modest number of hands raised. I promised
to devote an article to my friend who 1n fact was responsible for introducing me to our
Sport.

"Mike" was born in Hungary in 1934 (Miklos Fulop) and is reported to have been quite
an athlete in his younger years — long distance running being one of his favourites. He
was a rebel, conforming when necessary but always a free spirit. Like so many
Hungarians who participated in the 1956 Hungarian Revolution against Soviet control of
their homeland, Mike was part of the resistance. For a while i1t looked like native
Hungarians had succeeded in ousting the Soviets and in establishing some normalcy with
a promise for free elections. The Soviet "Politburo” at first announced a willingness to
negotiate the withdrawal of Soviet troops but then changed its mind and moved to crush
the revolution with overwhelming military force. The freedom fighters became political
refugees and many fled the country — as did Mike. However Mike waited a little too long
in his effort to escape. By January 1957 the Soviets had locked the country down behind
the 1iron curtain. Mike escaped by crawling on his belly and by evading guards and
search lights. As a student he had read about Canada in geography class — and that 1s
where he headed to make his permanent home.

[ first met Mike in the most unlikely of places — the mudflat of James Bay, in the fall of
1981. My goose hunting party was well equipped with our own freighter canoe, a custom
made diamond driller tent, wood stove and all the supplies needed for a week at the
mouth of the Moose River where i1t empties into James Bay. Our group encountered
three individuals, Papa Horvath and Sandor (both of whom were very reserved) and the
third, their apparent ring leader was someone from another world. Mike was a bundle of
hyperactive energy. Nothing with this group seemed to go right. The Polar Bear Express
travelled from Cochrane to Moosonee one day and the next day it ran from Moosonee to
Cochrane. From the outset it was obvious that Mike was a show-off and he entertained
us all the way to Moosonee. But it became evident that this daredevil was also a cross
between "Calamity Jane" and one afflicted with ADD. On that initial encounter alone,
Mike's three person group arrived in Moosonee only to find the box car they had put their
boat and all their supplies into was the wrong one — it was never connected to the train
and was still in Cochrane. They had to spend a day going south, the trains didn't run at
all on the Sunday and 1t wasn't until the Monday evening, some three days later that they
arrived at the mudflats. Mike's tent was creatively "heated" such that it caught fire and
was destroyed. Mike set up his "perfect”" hunting blind on a small island during low tide.
We had to rescue him and his gear at "high tide". He tore across the Moose river at

reckless speed and ripped the prop off his boat. When my semi-automatic jammed and
Mike jumped in to "fix it" with gun parts flying everywhere, all that could be heard was a
voice of reason from Papa Horvath — "Mickey, don't touch his gun — he's a lawyer".



As crazy as Mike regularly acted, he was one of the most generous people I have ever
known. He loved trapshooting and insisted that I participate in the Toronto and Area
Intercounty Trap League and from there to registered ATA shoots. To encourage
participation Mike would provide from his own resources all sorts of prizes — from
collector dolls, to tv sets. He was one of those "enthusiastic" individuals that just
wouldn't let you say "no" if there was a shoot taking place no matter what else you felt
you should be doing. Mike was a solid B class shooter. He loved to shoot in the wind.
The more excited he got, the faster he shot. I often reminded him that the object was to
hit all the targets — not to inkball only some of them. He didn't care — participation made
him happy.

Because of his involvement in the revolution Mike could not return to Hungary until well
into the 70's. Upon his return he discovered that the Hungarian indigenous partridge
species was extinct. He helped repatriate Hungarian partridges from Saskatchewan to
Hungary. To his many friends in Hungary, Mike was a hero. He embellished the role.
He imported the largest car that most Hungarians had ever seen — I think 1t was a Gran
Torino.

In the late Fall of 1990 Mike insisted that I accompany him hunting pheasant in Hungary
on a "collective farm" about 100 miles from Budapest. He even bought me an open
ticket. I told him this was not possible as I had a 10 day trial. As 1t turned out, we won
the trial which finished in the first week of December. I decided to join him. What an
experience. Flamboyant Mike would stop his car in the middle of a busy intersection,
open the trunk and toss cigarettes, chocolates, nylon stockings and other trinkets to
grateful natives who clamoured for these "hard to get" items. I have no idea what yarn he
was spinning to them in Hungarian but people were delighted. Any game we shot was
accounted for and we had to pay the equivalent of about $10 per pheasant. The collective
farm manager that Mike had known as a child would ensure the pheasants were not
wasted — they helped feed the local population. Earlier in the year people paid for
"driven hunts". We were after the season and were hunting for stragglers. Although we
could hunt for and shoot deer, rabbits, etc., the price tag was very expensive so we shot
only pheasant.

One day I saw what I counted to be 33 Soviet Mig fighter jets chasing each other around
the area of the Great Hungarian Plains where we were hunting. I thought initially that
Mike had triggered some sort of international incident but was informed that two times
per week these jets go on manoeuvres. They originated from what was once a "secret" air
force base where the jets were actually housed underground in a bunker-like facility. The
air force base in 1990 was no longer "secret" but was quite active with ten thousand
personnel stationed there behind double fencing and strict security. They had a hospital,
school and a full commercial and residential community. Pilots and navigators would
rotate in and out of the base regularly.

One of Mike's friends, a teacher, knew someone on the base and asked us 1if we wanted to
buy some gold jewellery for very modest prices. Apparently the pilots and navigators



would often bring Russian gold jewellery with them and sell it. Mike and I were both
receptive and arrangements were made to attend the base the next day. Little did I know
what that entailed.

We parked the vehicle at an abandoned train station and walked what seemed like miles
in the dark towards the base which was lit by search lights and totally enclosed by high
security fences. We followed a foot trail along the outer perimeter fence until we found
an opening that we squeezed through, followed the inner fence some distance until we
were able to squeeze through another opening. We walked past what looked like
multiple condominium complexes until the teacher told us that "Uri" lived in a unit in
that particular complex and we were to remain outside while he went in to get him. We
were told 1f anyone approached us — "don't speak English". That was the longest 15

minutes of my life.

We were 1n total darkness except for the search lights and the occasional tail flames from
a fighter jet taking off. We had no way of turning back and I envisioned troopers with
AK-47's coming around the corner of the building at any time. I even sensed Mike was a
little apprehensive. Ironically, a year earlier [ happened to be shooting International Trap
at the Mirimar Trap & Skeet Club at San Diego, California and watched as U.S. air force
jets screamed overhead, circled and touched down on the tarmac just ahead of us, and
then accelerated and shot back up into the air. This is where the movie "Top Gun" was
filmed I was told. What an experience to witness aerial manoeuvres from the best of the
West and now the best of the rest.

After an eternity the teacher appeared and introduced Mike and I to Uri who led us to his

humble apartment habited by his wife and young son who was sound asleep. The teacher
and Ur left to see if any jewellery had been brought in recently. Mike and I were
entertained by Uri's wife who showed us her picture album — with pictures of her and

other young Russian women basting in the warmth of the apparently famous "hot
springs" baths located near the base. The only television channel televised the state
funeral of a famous Russian who had recently died. The apartment was about 10' by 12'.
In spite of the tiny size it was neat and clean. Both Uri and her worked on the base.
When Ur and the teacher returned they had obtained only a few gold items. It was just

before Christmas and all we got were a few leftovers. The jewellery was crude but
almost solid gold. We made some purchases and Uri assisted us in leaving the base. He
again told us not to talk and he led us right out through the double gates at the entrance to
the base. All the way back to the vehicle Mike and I kept looking over our shoulders.

[ have described only a couple of examples in the life of a man who lived life to the

fullest and "on the edge". There was seldom a shoot off that Mike didn't broker bets. I
seldom knew whether he was betting for or against me but it really didn't matter. He

generated excitement, motivated some people, irritated others but in all cases he brought
people from diverse backgrounds together to enjoy our sport.



One day in late 1997 I observed Mike walking with a distinct limp. He brushed it off.
After all he was invincible. Not so. A small pimple-like affliction on one of his legs
proved to be malignant and by the time Mike finally sought medical attention 1t was too
late. The cancer spread throughout his body and he died on September 8, 1998 at 64
years of age. As I took instructions from Mike on his death bed for his last will and
testament, I suggested he may want to consider a small perpetual memorial legacy for
Ontario shooters. He smiled and said he'd "like that". And that is how the Mike Fulop
Award originated and is referred to as the "Enthusiastic Trapshooting Promoter Award".
It is awarded each year to an OPTA member who has clearly demonstrated tremendous
encouragement and support for our sport in Ontario, and making trapshooting much more

enjoyable for so many of our participants. This is one of my most treasured awards.
Now you know why.

Paul Shaw



