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Having no rope, I used a tree branch (thrust through front-leg tendons) as a drag. And the deer butted my heels all the way out!
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When You Want Doe ...
WHAT Goop Is A BUCK?

The special season on horn-
less deer sent some 300,000 hunt-
ers into the woods—and Tom had

a jump on all of them!

by ROB F. SANDERSON -

thick darkness that smothers

the hours between midnight and
dawn, we naturally talked hunting. We
recalled other opening days, our luck—
good or bad; the spikehorns and the six-
pointers; the little blunders that had
sent fine bucks scampering off to

s we drove northward through the

safety; and the occasional clever strat- -
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agems that had brought even better
ones within range.

“And the does,” said Tom. ‘““The does!
The bane of my existence! This, though,
is going to be my day to get even!”

I chuckled in sympathy, for my
brother Tom was really a marked man.
All of us know what it's like to get the
sights lined up on a nice, fat deer,
partly concealed by foliage or brush,
only to find at the last moment that
it's a doe. But Tom seems particularly
plagued. Maybe it's personal magnet-
ism or something, but if there are any
does in Tom's section of the woods
they'll find him. And the bucks imme-
diately go somewhere else. The boys
kid Tom about being a lady-killer but
that doesn't bother him much. What
does bother him is that he's always had
to work about four times as hard as

. s

anyone else in the party to get a buck.

This time, though, the tables were
turned. Wisconsin was having its first
antlerless deer season, due to open in
a few hours. Tom and I—and some
300,000 other hunters—were converging
on the woods. And in that whole vast
army, no one was more eager than my
brother,

“You're the guy who sees all the
bucks,"” he said gleefully. “If you see
one today, what do you get? Just a
look. You can't legally shoot anything
that carries horns. I'm the guy who
sees all the does. Well, when I pull the
trigger on one today I'm not only going
to get a deer, I'm going to get a lot of
sweet revenge for all the misery they've
caused me."”

The car moved along smoothly on
springs limbered by a load of camp

OUTDOOR LIFE



efuipment. The endless convoy of cars
- glittering sedans, shabby jalopies,
pick-up trucks, all manned by red-
capped hunters—moved northward at
a steady forty-mile-an-hour clip. From
time to time, additional cars pulled
out of side roads and joined the trek on
ghway 12-—new volunteers eagerly
i 'ring the Conservation Depart-
L fment‘s call to duty.
“"Well, we've got a couple of days to
," I reminded Tom. “But from the
oks of things, if we don't get our deer
day we won't get them at all. All
shooting is going to make the
e of Waterloo sound like a May-
dance. Whatever deer aren't
cked over today are going to take to
woods and stay there for weeks.”
n't give it a second thought,”
om, “With me along, you have
thing to worry about.”

In the Dark of Night

"I‘he slender white birches flickered
headlights like fluorescent tubes
urned off on a side road. Park-
an abandoned clearing, we as-
our equipment under the dome
I had my compass, matches,
- and deer tag. I broke open a
of 348's and distributed them

It’s no trick at all to break up camp after a hunt when you have simple, light gear, and set everything up right beside the car

in different pockets so they wouldn't
rattle as I moved about.

“All set?"” I asked.
munition 7"

“Yep—ten or twelve hulls ought to
be enough for any deer. Let's go.”

For once in our lives we had arrived
early. Dawn had not cracked enpugh
vet to tell us which way was east. Our
strategy was to strike west by compass
a couple of miles and find good stands.
Hunters coming in later, we figured,
would drive the deer to us.

The going was tough in the darkness.
Acress the jumble of bog and sand
ridges we alternately stumbled over dry
marsh and floundered through dense
thickets. Now and then we'd pause to
rest and listen. Soon we were beyond
the sound of cars on the highway. What
slight breeze stirred was out of the
west, and as we watched the sluggish
drift of our pearly breath clouds we
made a mental catalogue of the best
positioning with regard to deer run-
ways.

We separated at a small clearing on
a sand ridge, agreeing to meet there
at 8 am. Tom faded into the woods
one way, I the other. After half an
hour of ferreting out deer trails, I
chose a stand in a dense clump of jack
oak overlooking the crossing of two

“Enough am-

runways. Barely had I settled into the
monotonous suspense of waiting when
I heard a twig snap to the south. An-
other hunter arrived (with the direct-
ness of purpose that implies previous
reconnaissance) and took a stand on
the other side of a pine thicket. It was
now too late for a strategic change of
stands, so I worked the lever on my
Winchester twice to tell the unseen
stranger where I was concealed, and
was reassured by an acknowledging
click-click.

The Guns Played Reveille

The first shots now punctuated the
quiet dawn. And then, within minutes,
they grew into a bombardment. The
explosive crack and vicious whine of a
.30/06 would be followed by the heavy
grunt of a 12 gauge shotgun belching
slugs. The explosions, coming at the
rate of several to the second, made me
fear that all the deer would be exter-
minated in the first half hour. Later on
I was agreeably surprised to learn that
according to official estimates, only one
antlerless deer in five was killed during
the special season.

Shortly before 8 I decided that few
deer would come down the trail that

(continued on page 80)
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WHAT GOOD’'S A BUCK?

(eontinued from page 27)

day. With such an army of hunters
relentlessly disturbing them, they had
probably forsaken the regular trails
and cut eross-country just anywhere at
all, T hunted quietly back to our clear-
ing, curious about Tom's luck.

He was nowhere about. I decided to
take a stand in the fringing woods
while waiting, and was soon watching
a broad wedge of wvisibility into the
wind., A hunter stalkked by without see-
ing me and I took confidence in the
natural camouflage of my location. But
as the minutes slipped by I fought a
growing restlessness against the well-
known monotony of the deer stand.

I watched a flock of winter birds and
then the mare's-tails that were white-
whiskering the sky. I began to toy with
the idea of going somewhere else. Sud-
denly T stiffened. Out of the corner of
my eye I had caught a movement. It
was a deer, all right, obscured by low
oak brush. My eyes riveted on the spot.

What I'd Been Waiting For

There were two—no, three deer, T
decided. Their brown color blended ex-
actly with the undropped oak leaves,
and at 125 yo=ds I could distinguish
them only by movement. Cautiously
they came forward, apparently feeding
on acorns. Someltimes a minute or two
passed without the shadow of a move-
ment. T waited tensely, rifle cocked and
ready.

At last, through a serub-oak bough,
peered a hornless head—a legal deer.
Kars stretched high and tense, the
animal stared suspiciously in my direc-
tion. I snailed the Winchester toward
my shoulder. The deer stamped its fore-
feet impatiently and moved slightly.
With the change in position T could
outline the whole front, head on. A

dandy target with no deflecting brush
until the last ten feet,

this was the

Since it was a long pull back to camp,
Tom trussed the deer’s head against its
front legs to prevent drag on the gronnd
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chance I had been waiting for. I must
not miss. Carefully, I centered the front
sight in the aperture and began the
trigger squeeze. My chest was tight
with held breath.

Wham! The .3248 shook the woods
and sledged my shoulder. The muzzle
reared and the deer vanished. I ran
forward immediately, levering a fresh
cartridge into the chamber. A deer
bolted across the opening into the
scrub. followed bwv a second one. Only
when a third bounded into view did I
admit the possibility of a miss. Within
thirty seconds shots of other hunters
echoed from the direction taken by the
fleeing deer.

How Could I Miss?

My shot had been attempted under
such favorable conditions that T couldn't
figure out how I'd missed. So I started
to secout around, and soon spied fresh
blood. It was a short trail. Not twenty
feet away I found a good-size doe,
stone dead under a small cedar.

I attached my tag to a leg tendon
and pulled the ecarcass into the open.
The bullet had struck sguarely in the
hrisket and had not come out. (Two
months later I found it embedded in a
round steak, nicely fried.) Drawing
the carcass, I separated the heart and
liver, placing them in a special paraf-
fined sack brought along for the pur-
pose.

My drag rope mislaid, T cut a stiff
section of poplar sapling and slipped it
under the front-leg tendons. Holding
the sapling firmly, I dragged the dead
deer toward the car, passing two other
hunters dressing out their kills. The
pull to the car was tough, the brush
was thick, the bogs were rough, and
the doe’s head bumped annoyingly
against my heels. I made it though,
in about two hours, and fervently
resolved to hunt a little nearer to
the road in the future.

Tom didn't get back to the ear until
noon, and then he was empty-handed,

camp on the business end of a tumpline,

the first Hluakes of snmow began to fall

tired, disappointed—and bewildered. All
in all, he'd had quite a morning. Be-
tween bites of lunch he told me all
about it.

Shortly after we had separated, he
said, he took up his stand near a little
natural clearing on a ridge. It turned
out to be quite a productive spot. With-
in a few minutes three deer came
sprinting along the ridge toward the
clearing.

Just before they reached it, though,
two does broke off and trotted down
the ridge, well out of range. But the
third deer kept right on coming, trot-
ting out into the clearing and stopping
broadside to Tom-—not twenty feet
away. And it carried one of the finest
racks of antlers he'd ever seen!

Tom sprang up and waved his rifle
angrily. “Get out of here, you big
bum!" he shouted. And the startled
buck did just that.

Then Tom took up his stand again
and waited- and waited and waited.
From every direction there came the
continual rattle of rifle fire, punctu-
ated by the oceasional boom of a shot-

.gun. Everyone, it seemed, was having

a fine time—everyone but Tom. (Actu-
ally, a fantastic number of antlerless
deer were roaming the Wisconsin for-
ests that day. When the special season
was over, it was estimated that more
than 150,000 had been taken.)

Four Shots—Wasted

Well, the does might have had an
affinity for Tom in the past, but now
they avoided him like the pestilence.
All but one. After a long, chilling wait,
Tom got a chance at a rather small doe.
He pumped off four quick shots —and
missed every one. After the doe had
departed, hurriedly but unhurt, he
tested his rifle on a stump at seventy-
five yards. It was hitting a yard off,
between 4 and 5 o'clock. And by the
time he got it sighted in properly, he'd
used up his last cartridge.

Think that was tough luck? On the
way back to the car, chaperoning an
empty rifle, Tom got three tantalizing
opportunities for standing shots. “What
did I do?" he growled. “Why, I just
took that rifle by the barrel and chased
those does. If I could have caught one,
so help me, I'd have clubbed it to
death!"

In the afternoon I couldn't carry a
rifle, of course, so I took my camera
along. There was still a good deal of
cannonading going on, but it had
dwindled considerably from the morn-
ing's siege. We shifted our hunting
some miles to the west in the hope of
getting Tom at least one shot. To make
a sour story short, we didn't. As the
afternoon slipped away and the day-
light thinned, we plodded back toward
camp.

Just before we reached it we sat
down for a few minutes on a logfall, to
rest and to watch the beautiful sunset.
As we hunched there, weary and silent,
we heard a slight but electrifying sound
in the woods-—the snapping of a twig.
Tom tensed and slowly brought up his
rifle.

Then a deer walked out into the
open and stood silhouetted against the
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bright western sky. It was an eight-
point buck—the kind that makes a
hunter drool.

Tom just grunted and let the rifle
fall slowly into his lap.

We pitched our shelter tent alongside
the car. Over an oak fire a pan of deer
liver and bacon sizzled hunters’ per-
fume into the night air. It felt good to
be camping out again beneath the trees
and under the silent sky, and Tom
cheered up a bhit. But conversation after
chow didn’t last long; exhausted, we
were soon quite ready to crawl into
our sleeping bags.

Breakfast, next morning, was a quick
affair, for the east was already showing
a4 dull light and we were anxious to
get going.

Compared to the shooting of the
opening day, everything was now as
quiet as a church basement. At times a
full half hour would pass unpunctu-
ated by a single gun report.

“There’'s bound to be less shooting
today,” Tom philosophized. “Only the
dumber hunters and the smarter deer
are left."

Low clouds threatened storm all day.
The weather was ideal for hunting, but
we met only one deer—and that one
was being dragged out. A number of
hunters, discouraged by the lack of
fresh tracks, were quitting the woods
without venison. Mild weather turned
colder, and a few desultory snowflakes

shivered down. I had all but abandoned .

hope that Tom would connect, because
there weren't enough hunters left to
keep the deer stirred up.

In midafternoon we were skirting a
large, boggy swale when we spotted
a small island of tamarack trees. Tom
asked me to wait while he went over
and hunted through it.

“It looks pretty small,” T ventured.

“Big enough to hold a doe,” he re-
torted. “Besides, I won't take long.”

“You won't see a doe until the next
buck season! But go ahead!"”

Tom was right, though—there was
a deer hiding in that little island. As
it bounded out of the trees, a quick shot
put it on three legs. Then a second
downed it for keeps. The excitement
over, Tom lit a cigarette and began
feeling through his pockets.

And That Made it Legal

“My tag!" he gasped. “It's gone. . . .
Np, it's in the car—I changed my shirt.
I'll be right back.” And he disappeared
on a mild trot.

It was quite a distance to the car,
but in about an hour Tom was back
with the precious strip of metal that
made his deer legal. As he finished
dressing out the carcass snow began
to fall in earnest.

We started the long, weary drag to
get the deer out of the woods before
daylight faded. By the time we reached
the car dusk was gathering rapidly and
snow covered the ground. We wasted
no time in getting our equipment to-
gether and heading out toward the
highway.

“You know," said Tom, as we bumped
over the rutty old wagon road, ‘“the

boys are right. T am a lady-killer. But
I'sure kill 'em the hard way!” THE END
SEPTEMBER, 1950
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