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Doc and my father got up at 4 o’clock to
light the fire, heat water on the Coleman stoves for washing, and
get the breakfast started, then woke the rest of us. Standing outside
of our white tent in the cool darkness, I buckled on my heavy
cartridge belt and breathed in deep the smell of wood smoke and
sagebrush. I looked down Blind Canyon and then turned to look up
at the black silhouette of the ridge under the stars. I knew the bucks
would already be out feeding in the draws. The ridge ran east and
est, and we hunted the draws on the south and north slopes. I still
elt the old excitement of the opening day of the deer hunt, an empty
ight feeling as if my whole body were being squeezed. [ still wanted
0 see the big mule-deer bucks jump out of the oak brush ahead of
the line, shoot them as they ran. But then I hadn’t expected to have
solute control over my emotions just because while [ was on my
ission in Germany I had decided to stop hunting. When I got
ied and had sons, I didn’t want them to hunt, but I knew that
itwouldn’t be easy for me to stop killing birds and animals.

__hss, Dean, and Ken stood by the fire, and Jerry washed in the
of warm water on the end of the table. The light from the fire
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me something for hunting, although I had bought my own knife
when I was eight. We built a walnut gun cabinet, a duck boat, and
leaned and repaired the camping equipment together every
) ' id that we had to we €
morning prayer and blessing Ortl) thye f:;‘:; :Z :; we got our rifles year. Every month we read and talked about the stories in Outdoor
. . H s US s . . .
keep the returned missionarie s three horses, and put Life and Field and Stream, wh.xck} [ saved.
out of the cases in the tent, .sa e saddlebags. We turned We had even planned my mission so that I would have the deer
the lunches and the two walkle—talklesfln 4 wie were ready, each hunt to look forward to when I got home. When I met my family at
ire, an 2

o on o e srs Ijln tfhfher Doc, and Blis v B the Salt Lake airport, all my father could talk about driving home
i is ri lung. My father, , ,
of us carrying his rifle s

O W O ile U (0) TOVO Wwa ”

i i tridge belts glinted. .
i th\;a\}l;\i‘:lt;f :lesgt; of us had washed, Doc asked me to giwve the

having me home again to be with him in the deer camp. Upstairs
ing in si i ross the sagebrush : | ' .
o . iy fon'owmg mbw:ag‘oef ftlkl\ee ar\icdge. Every hundred in my room I fOl'md my .270, knife, full cartridge belt, and red
et oot i ash hite in the flashlight beams : hunting clothes laid out on my bed. My father had bought me a new
et esting ki : red hat, cleaned and oiled my .270, and loaded three boxes of shells
\J;S " oo o four days, and whileIwasgone for me to use for target practicing. When I went back downstairs,
Germany 1ou ,
I had been home from

he took me out to see the new sets of antlers he had nailed to the
back of the garage the two seasons I was away.

[ knew then that I would have to hunt the opening day. I couldn’t
disappoint my father. We could have Friday night in camp together,
and all day Saturday I would drive the draws, help clean the bucks
if | had to, pack them on the horses, but I wouldn’t kill a buck myself.
I would shoot just to stop questions if a buck jumped up and a
member of the camp was standing where he could see me, but I
would miss. We always came home Saturday night to go to church
on Sunday, and I would tell my father Sunday about my decision. |
wouldn’t hunt during the week or next Saturday, which was the last
Saturday. My mother always said that my father should have been
born an Indian two hundred years ago so that he could have hunted
elk, wolves, buffalo, and grizzly bear, hunted every day.

Climbing up the trail I was the last in line. Ahead of me the
flashlights lit up the high oak brush on both sides, and the horses’
- hooves clicked against the rocks. Doc, Bliss, and my father stayed
' on the horses when we stopped to rest. Because we knew the ridge,

rganized our drives, and hunted hard, we always got bucks. A camp

o quit hunting. Two years of knowing that 1 would

ided t |
: ha\c)l gi;cf: drafted and sent to Vietnam, hearing the older Germans
proba

hing the gospel of
1d War 11, and every day preac '
p 'abo:tnweodrme. I felt guilty because of all the rabbx’ss, phe;s;an;s;
ghrit Cg:es?a and deer I had killed, which were beautiful and ha
ucks, ;

hings had been created spiritually before they were

i live. Allt yhie et
r‘izts::alll;/e Our family ate the meat, but we didn’t need it
P .

ded to eat meat
't pi Indians, and we were comman e
We"efl‘ t' P‘Ei‘ne: :)sf ?;m'me anyway, and then with thanksgx\gng. TS};e1
?OSt E\el:ds had to be controlled, but I knew that I:unt?d ; ecral;u(:k
o ionist mule-dee
i ] was a conservationist. . :

e b?jcaulsesleek and grey, powerful, had a being all its
o de ¢ Holy Ghost, which 1

s a beautiful a .
\g]\zn To kill was to deny the influence of th
to continue to develop. . -
wan;e:ac;) started three letters to my father .to tell Y(\ilr;]khz\:] IthatI
hanged, but 1 couldn’t make them sound right, an n
changed,

i Ider
would have to wait until T got home to tell him. I had three ©
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ng on the edge of the trail, the sweat cooling on

ition. Sitti ' -
Con:)pe?(t‘;):ick;d up little white pebbles, flipped them away, thoug
my back,

abo‘ilgelrginfhad sold more Books of Mormon than any other
(0}

i istant to President Wunderlich my
elder‘ e m;SSI;)}riaacI‘ gabpet;aznecail 5;;151; two converts in two years. Ttkkle
s S’ns weren’t interested in the gospel, and whenlk 3
s Germa’ vited me and my companion in, they often ta hed
e 1?he showed us pictures of their sons that we da,t
o Wf;r- wa&rllted to know why the American army hadn !
e an army to fight the Russians. They s}.low.e ts
R Glirr{‘e families of relatives burned alive or buried 1}r_\1 e_
P Of' - ;xe great Allied bombing raids on Nuremberg,d ar}r:
I)Ubble Crllljinggresden They called Hitler a madma; anglefa;l.(:l ;é 9y

i . idn’t stop him '
G :rce)r\;f:o%:l):ﬁ:r‘;n ci)njlsd(te a God if he let such terrible
Lciyigeeiy nd I told them that it wasn’t God that caus.ed wars
) happerlll, N nkind would just live the gospel of ?hnst.there
o 't . maore wars. | wanted to geta doctorate in soc1olog';y
wotclklldrtllttésjlgyt:ich at B.Y.U. and help people to live together in
so tha

peace and harmony. the German fowns, older men who had been

streets in : : o
(1)2 :'lhien the war wore yellow armbands with black circles,
invalide

ere no beggars. My first fall in
o ampézer:;nb‘;trc:;jre towok me and my companion cf)fn a‘
il at to visit a small German military cemetery near (@) er.ad
N f the caretakers raking leaves under the ?ak trees. skald
O ediel he soldiers had been killed fighting Americans. I pxcded
o Oflt f the leaves. In Utahin the fall I had followed woun ﬂo;
e G 'o blood trails on the leaves under the oak brusb. In thz
bllles b\y)v;he?:: they lay down, the blood soaked slowly into
places

Pres;id lf Z\;leld onto a little flat, and above us the ridge was still
e tr

. ] )

e
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flashed where hunters climbed other ridges, and in the bottom of
Blind Canyon fires still burned. As a boy at night I dreamed about
the ridge. Although a lot of big bucks hid in the short, steep,
pine-filled draws on the north slope, I liked the south draws best
because I could see the bucks running up through the oak brush,
shoot for three and four hundred yards if I were on a good ledge.
In my dreams I shot and shot, Killed the running bucks, their antlers
flashing in the sun like swords, rolled them back down the steep
side of the draw. And I dreamed too that we jumped five and six
bucks in one bunch, and it was like a battle with all of us shooting,

but because we gang-hunted I wanted to fill all of the permits myself.

I wanted to feel all of the thrill, cut the throats, the blood spreading

out through the leaves, holler up to the others how big the bucks

were, how many points on the antlers. If we shot too many bucks,

on the way down Blind Canyon going home we always gave the
smaller ones to other camps, didn’t waste any. One opening day I
shot three bucks, but they were all singles.

When we stopped on the trail again to rest, Jerry leaned forward
to pour some dextrose tablets into my palm. “Quick energy, Troy,”
he said. “It takes a while for you returned missionaries to get back
into shape.” Chewing two of the tablets, I sat and held my .270
between my legs, the barrel cold against the side of my neck, rubbed
the stock with the flat of my hand. Up the trail one of the horses
stomped.

A Winchester Model 70 mounted with a 3-9x variable scope,
the .270 was a present from my father on my sixteenth birthday.
The evening I got it, in the sitting position on my bed, left arm tight
in the sling, I aimed at the pictures of bears, lions, and deer on my
walls, and, later, out the windows at cars and people passing below
on our street, centered the cross hairs. Then I broke the .270 down,
oiled each metal part, reassembled it, broke it down again. And I
kept filling the magazine with shells, worked the bolt over and over
to flip them out on my bed. That night after I showered, I got the
-270 out of the case again to hold it against my body. [ had a .22
pistol, .22 rifle, .22-250 varminter, two shotguns, but my .270 had
always been my favorite gun. I had waited for it, knew that my father
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with an oiled cloth. oralien I saw the filled-in shrapnel and bullet

1 thought of my 1dings that hadn’t been destroyed.
holes in the old stone German buildings bout the war, they

; nough a
i’ Olde'r Germznlsx:\te?/r:rta::::dlot;i; ab?)ut the concentration
shiys Gilet the Gestapo. On a street in Darmstadt af.ter [ was
cotntps; the @5, Offenbach, 1 saw a legless, armless blind r.r:a:
e fro;:i d box singing while another man played a guita ’,t
sitting on a padde cup or dish in front of them and they were?
i nof th: older Germans said that they were s?rry ocr1
begging. S O’cans in Vietnam and asked if my compamon;n :
the young Amerl 100, 1 knew that if 1 couldn’t get a stu enI
Ly havedto g%ack .to B.Y.U. to start my sophomore year, l
deferment an %0 1 was impossible 1o get into the Utah Natxo.na
would be draf:lek_-“ other men, shoot them in the jungle or running
B WOl'ﬂ laddies their blood turning the brown V_Vater ntezrf
aﬁrossb tZ?e:lide And I, knew also by then that the excitemen
their bo 2

i illi buck.
ittle like that of killing a
e - bf\: tgg zf ’zhe ridge, we sat and watched the band

g g i y S eat

. i heart
i half-light. Excited, my
. i ts almost black in the

ot ‘andh)accll(ZvZn though I was rested, 1 pulled th‘.a Cf)ld ?h: 11?;:):1-
G la;d the .270, heard around me shells clicking m: ¥ ?ny
rr.\y bel‘t‘g) c:)d juck, son,” my father said when he stood up, ¢ Oover D
sl “1 hoo e yox,; nail a big one first thing.” The others szek e
hand. hP d and tell me how good it was to have me EC e
S‘:iake myinaSeParating we spread out along the top of the ridg
ridge agaith \ iday night.

ints we had drawn Friday in the
take ;Zi rﬁ‘:utes later, cradling the .270f, lll s(tiogd on zytlr?:g;elad 'S

: i into the pine-filled basiit < .

halt light looking }?eo :}grtlh side of the ridge. Trembling a little, mY

Sheep Draw on t hed the clearings for movement. The tight 9f5g

h n

S
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two does and a little two-point buck stepped out of the pines into
a patch of brush. My body tight, blood pounding in my throat, I
slowly raised the .270 and centered the cross hairs over the little
buck’s heart. 1 fought the desire to ease down into the sitting
position, tighten into the sling, squeeze the trigger slowly. [ wanted
to hear the explosion, feel the .270 kick, see the little two-point
hump and drop, feel that satisfaction again. The first season I carried
the .270, I had killed a two-point at first light, had been unable to
wait for the bigger buck I wanted. Fighting that feeling, I closed my
eyes, opened them. Suddenly the three deer tensed, then crossed
the clearing and slipped back into the pines as quiet and smooth as
gliding birds. Glad I hadn’t shot, I lowered the .270.

At 9 o’clock the camp met to drive Porcupine, the first draw on
the west end of the south slope, where we always started. Jerry had
passed up a small two-point, and Dean missed three shots at a big
buck some hunters had pushed up from below. While Doc and Jerry
tested the walkie-talkies again, I scoped the draw and the basin.
Broken only by ledges and scattered pines, the leafless oak brush
and scrub maple were like a smooth low-lying haze. But a dozen
bucks could be hiding, waiting. You never knew. Each draw was a
surprise. Everything would be quiet, not even a bird moving, then
two or three bucks would be running in front of the line, running
grey and beautiful, heads up, antlers gleaming in the sun, going for
the top and the thick pines on the north slope, and then the shooting
would start. It was as if you had waited all year for just that one
moment because it was the best time out of the whole year.

[ stopped the scope on a patch of scrub maple where I had killed
a three-point the season before I left to go on my mission. To the left
was the clearing where Jerry had killed the biggest buck ever killed on
the ridge, a big eight-point with a forty-inch spread. He had the
mounted head in his real estate office. I knew where all of the big
bucks had been killed. We cut the legs off the bucks at the knee to
load them on the horses, and sometimes I found legs from two and
three seasons back. There was always a black stain on the ground
where the entrails had lain the year before. In twenty-five years the

camp had killed over a hundred and fifty bucks on the ridge.
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«Okay,” Doc said, “let’s get the big orles. There’s c;ne “?;w;a:;
4 Troy, a nice big fourpoint. The clear s y“ i
gl h w,arm'mg sun brought out the dust.y smell o i
b““‘; ’dam;r;‘::;;: Lines of blue ridges and mountains extende
and dea !
the horizon on every side. R y
= a'nd iy fzth: ts;azf;a:ir;:i}e\eng:;ve, Bliss riding his hors;.
o thel' I: each of us a hundred yards apart across the
e formecc‘l o bl:tl'x’ sides, and started slowly back toward tthed t(;;l)l.t
bOttom' - upsee a big buck jump up any minute, excl enmgs
EXPeCt“_‘g . elf. 1 walked tense, stopped, checked the opi e
g m‘f 'c;es listened for deer running through the rd t(;
e De’an and Ken vanished, reappeared,‘stoppe i
it dr?\w, d of them, their red hunting clothes bright a}c_i,ams1
s e brush Je’rry and Bliss were above' me w‘ sre
e I stépped to toe the fresh droppings wit m\:J1
el knee to look at the fresh tracks in the deer Igal
b t?\ngr hands sweaty on the .270, I froze whe.T then
S ny’does and fawns, which 1 scop.ed unti t. ey
e Se‘: top, their white rear ends flashing. Shoo 11'1;1(g
ok over'g p to ri’dge, some of it coming in sharp bursts li Z
eChoe'd o rlf' . and far down the draw four hunters stf; r
mac?;ni-g‘;na }:rr\?),ll When [ was a boy, the shooting from the othe
togethe : .
tidges al“{ays malf:drzitjzarl}fouz'ledge at the bottom end of fhe b,as{:
I'had ]USt:iN aw when Dean yelled, “Buck! Buck! Buck! H(; s 1rt
e b the"’r?)ean shot twice, shot again. Warned,' my etzad
o bo.ttor.“ throat, 1 half raised the .270. Another rifle star 1es.
o le bi bL’le moving through the high scru.b mapf eo,t
T . g g’smooth like a cat, not making the big ten—1 (;)er
head c?owr'l, gOmgBut when 1 jammed the .270 into my sh.ou : t(;
e e ot on him, he was already blundering, crashing in :
o A halr:d patch ’of blood widened behind the shoxfldera?n
ihe bmSh..dA rOa‘i]d his mouth dripped blood. Lung-shot. Hit 1.?2 gO:[
e ¢ e,hin rolling back down toward the bottom. e
v Ca}:neolfr;iss hfa’d Hit again, he humped and dropped, lay
up, sho .
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clearing. The whooping started then, and Dean, Ken following him,
jogged down through the brush, hollered for directions twice. They
hollered up that he was a fat four-point, cut his throat, then got out
their cameras to take colored slides before they cleaned him.
Breathing deep, I tried to stop trembling.
“Aren’t you coming down, Troy?” Bliss asked me when he came
past leading his horse through the brush.
“No, I'll stay here. They don’t need me.”
“I shot but I think Dean got him, unless you did.”
“No, I didn’t.”
“Too bad, looks like a nice buck. Jerry’s going to stay put and
watch for anything pushed up from the bottom by the other camps.”
I sat down on the ledge, laid the .270 on my hat and ate a
Hershey bar, rinsed my teeth and drank from my canteen. Dean,
Ken, and Bliss bent over the buck. Watching two hawks circle out
over the draw, I picked up a dead branch, broke off pieces and
flipped them away.
Before [ was sixteen and could shoot a buck, using my own knife
[ cut the throats of my father’s bucks and other bucks I got to first.
My father taught me how to clean a buck, cut around the genitals,
up through the stomach and ribs, reach up into the chest and grab
the severed wind pipe to pull everything out together without getting
my hands bloody above the wrists. I always cut the heart away from
the blue pile of entrails to hold up and see if it had been hit.
Afterward my father poured water on my hands from his canteen,
and I wiped them clean with handfuls of dry leaves. Yet even with
two or three of us shooting, hit several times, a buck still might not
go down. A buck with both front legs shot off would still lunge
forward, work his antlers through the low limbs, crawl to get away.
Following blood trails, I had found pieces of entrails snagged on the
oak brush and splinters of bone lying on the leaves.
The limbless blind man made me think about the fantastic pain
I caused by just squeezing the trigger of my .270 to send the
hundred-and-fifty-grain slug at three thousand feet per second

slamming into a buck. I saw the man once more before President
‘Wunderlich made me a zone leader and transferred me from
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Darmstadt to Heidelberg. He rode in a big rucksack on his friend’s
back, just his head showing, bobbing, as if he saw the passing
people and into the store windows. His friend carried the guitar and
the padded box. When 1 ate, dressed, showered, | wondered how
he did those things. Lying in bed at night ] tried to imagine what it
would be like for him to be in bed, and | wanted to know if he was
hen that couldn’t go on hunting and killing when

married. [ knew t
|| expect to feel the full influence of the Holy Ghost

[ got home and sti
in my life, be spiritual, which had to be ecarned. Breaking off the last

few pieces of the dead branch, | flipped them over the ledge. Then

[ got out my clean handkerchief and wiped off the scope and the
270

Ken, Dean, and Bliss loaded the buck on the horse, and we
hunted the basin to the top of the ridge, where they hung the buck

from the low limb of a big pine- In Middle Draw, the last drive we
lunch and the draw where 1 had killed the two-

teen, Doc and my father both shot three-points
of the basin over the top. 1 didn’t see either buck

but stood cradling the .270, counted the shots, felt empty, then
heard Jerry hollering after he talked to Doc on the walkie-talkie.
When we got to the top, we helped drag the bucks over to the trail to
hang them up-. I broke sticks to prop open the stomachs so the bucks

We always hung our bucks in the garage to cure for

would cool faster.
aweek beforewe had them cut up for the freezer. Skinned, the heads

cut off, they hung otiff and white upside down, the blunt front legs
sticking out, spots of blood on the cement floor.
“Well, Troy,” my father said when we all gathered to eat lunch

on the ledge above Doc’s draw, ‘1 wish that you had been on the
e. Those two three-points came sneaking Up

ahead of you boys in the line just perfect. It

always made before
point when [ was six
as they came up out

rim instead of m
through the brush

couldn’t have been prettier.”
“No, 1 guess not,” 1 said. Ken, Jerry, and Dean had black dry

deer blood on their red sweat shirts and bl

wash the smell of the bloo
soap and water, but you could get t
fingernails with the point of a sharp hunting knife.

ue Levis. You couldn’t

d from your hands unless you had hot
he blood out from under your
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“Oh, we'll ge i
e thgt t”Tlgzyc a d;ce buck today or next Saturday, don’
il ana pourezax . Doc and Bliss had taken the ,bri:i)lnt
R e some' oats for them. ®
e V:i ,hurllwrappmg a piece of cake.
St act ,B ].ooked out over the draw toward the li
i e i:t}s] blm'd Canyon. Doc had killed threeebmes
N N be as.m as they ran past him at seve U(‘:ks
il rybody in camp called it Doc’s Draw. E nt::‘f_“’e
e fraetrllt shade of blue. All the shooting had s: Nows
Pk s [j)mone; hi.i(‘i Doc and Bliss to hunt with Tthp: v
el a'c1flc together for thirty years.‘M fithad
LS el 1js;on. He had written me long letterys b o
slides he had take;i I;Evereyern:l:rrl]tt; e;lnd il o CO?oroeu;
i ' : e mail i i
mo:::f:nla_éj;e :]r;dt Field and Stream. Whene(l1 wn;: :lljocoples .
ol l;lm dff my bedroom light, I used a flass}h?'nc:\ v
After we ate lunlcl:?lhr;ges to:kiles. i
bl ) others got their red ja
S dgla;ob\;s:lz{ f(())rr1 iagllows, pulled their red hatsJ d(;l:/g:lscf\rlom hth'e
TS el de ledge t(.) doze in the warm sun Befc:t o
o (;aw. I picked up white chips df rocl\()u nd
S edge. Although I wouldn’t hunt I plan jnd
oot back andm?, l'earn the names of all the Rocky Mone Fo
e I, Wantad night study the stars. When I got mumfiln
completeness,of natue thdm to see the real beauty, desi ik
e e o re, which God had created. I wa’nted tgon’b .
e IW)u]dn,tnl'my father had been to me, but without it
:a\(;,ks, el cﬁl i}lm(zma:;rry .22s or varmint rifles to kil?‘tllr::
a ’ v
let me. [ wanted them to undergg;?l:hfah;?oiae\:r’saasnrdn? fiather
ndians,

but the H )
y didn’t have to h
collectio SVeto unt to do that. We ¢
n and visit all of the historical SpotsOiL:dtlitartt i
e state.

A chipmunk
came up over the face of the ledge, found
3 a piece

= Of bread W e SNhoo e(l a
3 . lth th i \Y ])p
h tlng stopped, it was ery quiet I ﬂl
.

hip of ro apostles who had
ck. I had read P
e ad an article by one of the
: ed the Mormon servicemen in Vietnam. He saidﬂthat n one
; i
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meeting the men came to the tent carrying their rifles. In the prayers
they prayed for the Mormon boys killed the week before, prayed
for the spirit of the Lord for themselves. After the testimony meeting
some of the soldiers told the apostle that they had met him as
missionaries in Europe nine months before when he was touring
the missions. In the German magazines I saw pictures of American
wounded being carried to helicopters on stretchers, medics running
alongside with lifted plasma bottles. Wrapped in their ponchos the

American dead lay in rows like packages, but the Viet Cong dead

were never covered. 1 flipped another piece of rock and the

chipmunk vanished back over the face of the ledge.
Before we dropped down into Doc’s Draw, three hunters on
horses from another camp came along the ridge trail. They wanted
to know where we got the three nice bucks we had hanging up-
“They don't organize and they don’t know the country, sO all they
get are spikes and two-points,” Doc said after they left. “They might

as well stay in camp a3 come up on this ridge and ride around.”

We jumped one bunch of six does and fawns at the lower end
of Doc’s Draw, and in the basin Ken, who was across from me, shot

a big four-point. Hollering, he directed me to him in the thick brush.
h the dead leaves into the black dirt, the big

One antler dug throug
buck lay on his side, the four points on cach side of the antlers

white-tipped, the blood bright red on the leaves. Standing there 1
wondered if 1 had scared the buck out to Ken. 1 didn’t pull his head

downhill to cut his throat. He was still per
glazed. He still seemed alive, still had that

symmetry 2
hand over the hard antlers, along the neck an

shoulders. Whe
them that 1 would go and show Bliss

down.

“Okay,” Ken said. He Jeaned his rifle against a rock and got out

his camera. -
“L_ooks like you really busted a nice one, Ken,” Dean said. &

“Good work.” 4
“Finally.”

fect, the eyes not yet
beautiful grey live

s if he might suddenly jump and run. Bending, I ran my
d onto the heavy

n Ken and Dean broke through the brush, I told
the best way to bring the horse

3
gt
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Climbing up through the b
il o . rush, I heard them i
carriedytge r&::i f.t?2r7az) b;\g/;[ ;?::}-]p;oigt lil;e Ken'’s the first :l;(rl:g;gll ::Zj
the basin at . : r beside me on the led i
whispered thetk;a;?: tOf midEle ey |'gtipped thg;e\?\;i:zEOkmg
I had thought that it wc(:url?iycsielf’ Sl ol v kneltdony TSteT’
| save e iifls twrpoi o ény_good. But when in the first (1)'0 if
doe, T moved into the n. ftandmg in the patch of sagebrush .lght
T sitting position, tightened into the slinWlth p
bstigh it dow tcp: B ect heart shot, started then to run Whg’ nd
K o, 1 cleanej ?]—r:d tt)he little buck, he put his rifle: dowe: o
my hand to look for pie e buck, holding up his shattered hea at“?d
ducks, geese, and pieces o the g, [had Klleda ot o phea tt in
like that. My father n ll sd efore [ was sixteen, but I had nevsants’
oornext to the b ailed the two-point’s antlers over the ik
At 2 o’clock wig:rsctsssirde?fod ?}?tlers he had ever takengarage
the north M UERNT 510 i
e coole:zh};‘;ztt}:};e smaller steeper draws fullpzfotfhit:;]ke n'dge o
s hi:l on t.he south slope. We jumped bui;?esi) .
B overthetop pastrl;nmng through the pines, and they asli B
tobhide in the pines, thereo ivzrslc; rlr:)yt f)afth.er' Because the buces lif‘:ﬁ
2 beauti ” . sign on 3
i e e i cxn b 270 ot e
o im until he moved. It made me hap 4
L Slfowr:rlofrl]a?hioggd blood trails in the piIrD]ZsJufsr;Z
5 ri
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ite, with
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hunting knife one day,.but my
e izjc:;r;dietg (i)tku;)n znd kept it in her dtiS: ;r;t(x)l ?S:ur););
R r gave me F
:}as e aftemozrrlr.lﬁt;tirr:slz ::h:is ?eloading ?utfit. At ni?:t
b g ;nir boxes of shells onto my bed just t}(:. rtur;] Or\é
i threil(:}r‘neri\ Alone, I dressed in my red he?t and T fltr ;rm 3
ﬁngirs'fthr:rf full car;tridge belt, cradled the 270 in my le
my knife .
IOik i ir'] th;mlr§§;$ a small bird lit on a dead branci;
it l'n chdIZw The German forests seem?d alwayi L
o lr']f :he seas:on were always winter but w1.thout snalm.
b 1h d taken out of the belt was heavy in mi p “e(:‘
i ; ; oon a week before President Wunderlic dc:aour
o Saturdayfa:e;: his assistant, my companion and I r\c:v hee b
i tcl) Frjl:lkir\:o the woods near Heide:]berg t\(;] ear\lN :lrke:d e 2
bicycles A .
G‘::man brOt'her = ?f;ikl;‘: fot;es? aﬁ}?ill dgtted witt.\ shallo\: %lt:;
ke iatr: old shell holes. Some of the pines .loo v:zith g
e muks\'t by lightning a long time ago. Scratchlng. -
R 1'ony found an American hand-grenade ;;mm o
picudhing CO“_‘fIf ars]llnells so corroded that he had to scrape ; ee ot
e nf tie were American or German. He offere no1m e
afr(t)ffk t;’\:ﬁl‘ 1but Iiold him no. When wi g(:\t back ;loa:itrl‘rg rtc;1 7 ,270
" : take home. .
) 1{15 ﬁad'rintl'a\‘ehg:tt;zz;f)lsf:Skazit my handkerchief and wiped
shell back 1 ;
iy SCOF’)e alddt hre ngfg';anized the drive for West Draw. It w:z
e o'do; foferize went down the ridge to break camp '?he
e o te' out of Blind Canyon and back. to llrovl;)n.es =
sl b r;]P other ridges had stopped agam'. T' e .
g blue now, some of the ledges whlt'e like pa he
15 ouro darkher Ute Indiar’ls buried their dead high in the canyeS :
b Snow'g teI had never found one of the rock—;')ﬂed.gravs t‘;o
" tdhelledgse \S)\,lor:)dered if the Indians had hunte(ii the hlg;,\}; r\lN éo,estoc,d
B e lower down.
o W:ethe‘: tg]eefo;oz?fhzr:ior;\?: i?\atr;e afternoon light the hats and
together a
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sweat shirts seemed darker red. I was glad it was the last drive and
we were going home. _

Because Jerry wanted to take me out of the line and put me on
a point above an opening in the pines called the bowl, Doc held out
his walkie-talkie to me. The bowl was the best spot in the basin at
the head of West Draw. “No,” I said, “T'll go down in the pines and
help make the drive. You take the bowl, Bliss. You haven’t filled
your permit yet.”

“Now, Troy,” Doc said, “you’ve hunted hard in that line all day
without any luck, and this is your last chance until next Saturday,

unless you and your dad get out during the week for a little afternoon
hunting. We’d all like to see you get a nice buck.”

“No. I don’t want to do that.”

“Go ahead, Troy,” Jerry said. “We all got nice bucks the last
two seasons. We’re not sweating it.”

“Oh no.”

“Go on, son,” my father said, and Doc put the walkie-talkie into
my hand.

“Sure,” Jerry said, gripping my shoulder.

Ten minutes later I climbed up to the ledge to the left and nearly
to the top of the bowl and sat down. The oak brush was all knee
high, stunted, and fallen leaves covered the rocks and bare spots.
Because of the timber, none of the others could see me, so |
wouldn’t even have to shoot if a buck came up through the bowl. I
had never killed a buck in West Draw. Sitting there, cradling the
.270, I thought about Sunday morning and meeting everybody in
church after two years away. I was anxious to tell about all the things
that I had learned while I was in Germany on my mission, tell of my

exXperiences, and [ wanted to bear my testimony of the truthfulness

of the gospel of Christ. I breathed in the cool air full of the smell of
pines.

“You ready, Troy?”
[ raised the walkie-talkie. “Yes.”

“Keep your eyes open. There’s an awful lot of tracks and
roppings down here on these trails.”

Picking up a handful of the wind-blown oak leaves caught in a
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crack in the ledge, I let them sift through my fingers. Perhaps my
father and could find something else we liked to do together. One
of the reasons 1 wanted to get my doctorate in sociology and teach
at B.Y.U. was sO that I could live in Provo and raise my family there
after 1 got married. Because my father had given me my .270 for
my sixteenth birthday, 1 would always keep it, but I would get rid of
my other guns and my eight-year collection of Field and Stream
and Outdoor Life. I didn’t want my sons to get started on them.

“Keep your eyes opemn Troy. Something moving out ahead.”

I reached down and clicked off the walkie-talkie. Nobody shot.
Nothing moved. [ waited. Then right at the bottom edge of the bowl,
a buck stepped out of the pines. Chest tightening, I slowly lifted the
270 to bring the scope to my eye. A nice three-point. Another
buck stepped out, another three-point, moved up to the first. Heart
slamming, ! scoped them both, when two more moved out of the
pines at the same place. They were both four-points, the last one
a beautiful big buck with a wide heavy set of antlers.

Bent forward, breathing deep, the blood beginning to pound in

my ears, | held the scope to MYy eye. They were beautiful. 1 just
wanted to watch them, prayed nobody would make it to the edge
of the pines in time for a shot. The bucks stopped to look back,
started moving again, the big buck leading now. Slipping my arm
into the sling, I got into the sitting position to steady my scope. The
bucks were nervous but still walking. Beautiful. Biting my lower lip,
I shifted the cross hairs back up to the big buck. The antlers were
perfectly matched on each side. My pounding blood sounded like
rushing water in my ears, louder and louder. Beautiful. I closed my
eyes against the feeling, gripped harder, breathless.

The .270 slammed my shoulder, the explosion part of my
feeling. Heart-shot, the big buck humped and went down. The other
bucks ran now in high leaping bounds, instinct driving them toward
the top and me. I shot over the leader, adjusted, got him through
the back at seventy-five yards, and he went smashing down. I shot
at the first three-point as he came level with me, missed twice.

Kneeling, 1 crammed in more shells, cursed, slammed the bolt home,

held the cross hairs on him, saw him come rolling back down the
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slope. Alone, the last buck
o . w'as nearly to the top. i
i tsppzznt:;ms;xr?und with a hit in the froni) leIgS};c;tt, }Tlss'ed,
Pt y'me. He came crashing end-o:/er-e (lim i
o tﬁe into the bowl. I found the raised hear; pa
s "elssc:ige:‘ cf:ot, ang everything was quiet S
P el : , no.” Grabbing the sho .
e :Sd \;vl}:jcr; tIhsllpped, I angled across to threta (l):slf( E‘"USh
that his head was down—hille tizg S;V;]n tohpu" priers arounZCSko.
g b, is throat. I ha
s tow:f;lr: :o kill him. Whooping and yelling :o::ei)hOClOt L
o thro:flthrough the brush. “Oh no,’: I said IO e
M ast, my knife and hands red with l;lo(:lc)lt th'e
e tremb?e where [ grabbed them with my stick i
ing, I knelt down by the big buck’::hi };anlflls.
ad. His

pooled blood started to tri
o trickl
Jesus, Jesus,” | Whisperedc e down through the oak leaves. “Oh
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